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Ready fortheRackets
A Department

Dear Detective Fans:

More often than not—and much too
often—we hear of people being taken in by
the same old swindles, dressed up in a
slightly new coat. Then we realize that
there are certain time-tested and sucker-
tested ruses that the petty chiselers like to
use and re-use. Unless you readers are
aware of these old-hat routines that still
pay off to the slick characters, these cheap
chiselers will make a dupe out of you.

That’s why in these columns we try to
expose the many rackets you might come
up against and be fooled by. As always,
the best safeguard against swindlers is to
know—beforehand—what they are up to.
And that’s how we aim to help you, for
by reading this column every month, you
will be “Ready For The Rackets.”

Also, besides helping you keep yout cof-
fers full—we can help you fill them. It’s
simple. All you have to do is write us
when you come up against any rackets that
con men might try to pull on you. We'll
warn others by printing your experience—
and pay you $5.00 for every letter used.
Of course, we’ll withhold your name if you
wish.

However, no letters will be returned,
unless accompanied by a stamped, self- ad-
dressed envelope. You'll easily understand
that because of the press of mail in the
office, we can’t enter into correspondence
regarding your letters.

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

And now, let’s see what rackets to be-
ware:

No Strings Attached?
Dear Sir:

While in college, I worked part time in a shoe
store. It was a small store, and the only other
employee besides myself was the manager. Every
afternoon the manager would leave me alone in
the store for fifteen or twenty minutes while he
banked the day’s receipts.

One afternoon while the manager was out on
his routine errand, a flashily dressed young man
came breezily in, carrying a camera.

(Please continue on page 96)




) They Never Kne
It Was SO EASY To

Thousands Now Play Popular Songs

Who Didn’t Know a Note of Music Before

You, too, can learn your favorite
instrument at home, without

a teacher, this

quick,

easy, money-saving way

HINK of the fun YOU are missing! The popularity,
Why? Because you think it’s
You have an idea that it’s a slow,

friendship, good times!
hard to learn music.
tedious task, with lots of boring drills

That’s not the twentieth-century way! Surely you’ve heard
the news! How people all over the world have learned to
play by a method so simple a child can understand it—so
fascinating that it's like playing a game. Imagine! You
learn without a teacher—in your spare time at home—at a
You learn by the famous

cost of only a few cents a day!

and exercises.

print-and-picture method—every position, every move

fore your eyes in big, clear illustrations. You CAN'T go
wrong! And best of all, you start playing real tunes almost

at once, from the very first lesson.

No needless, old-fashioned ‘“‘scales”
and exercises. No confused, perplex-
ing study. You learn to play by play-
ing. It’s thrilling, exciting, inspiring!
No wonder hundreds of thousands of
people have taken up music this easy
way. No wonder enthusiastic letters
like those reproduced here pour in
from all over the world.

Sound interesting ? Well, just name the
instrument you’d like to play and we’ll
prove you CAN! (Instruments supplied
when needed, Cash or Credit.) Mail the
coupon or write. Do it now!

U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC
36710 Brunswick Bldg.
New York 10, N. Y.

Invited to Parties. “‘Be- Well Worth Money.
fore I took your course ‘“The course is fully
I didn’t lmow one note self explanatory. When
of music. Then three one is finished with it
months later I started there is little one need
to play for dances. I've learn. It is well worth
been invited to many the money and I fully
varties. The course ig believe you have the
easy and interesting.’’ finest course on the
*R. M., Vancouver, muket today.” *R. E.

C. , Clarksburg, W. Va.

without a teacher.

time,””

Surprised Friends.
““People who hear me
play don’t understand

how I do it. They ask
if T haven’t had les-
sons from a teacher, To
their surprise they find
I haven’'t. I'm glad to
be a student of your
School.”” *F. H. Athol,
Kans.

*Actual pupils’ mmes on request. Pictures by Professional models

Learned Quickly at Home.
dream I could actually learn to play
Now when I play
for people they hardly believe that I
learned to play so well in so short a
*H. C. 8., Calif.

Music is the magic key to friendship, funm,
romance. The person who can play a musical
instrument is always sure of a welcome. Why
not let music open up a new world for you.
Thousands have discovered unexpected pleas-
ure and profit in music, thanks to the unique
method that makes it amazingly easy to learn.

Send for FREE Bocklet and
Print and Picture Sample

See for yourself how this wonderful
self-instruction methed works. Sit
down, in the privacy of your own
home, with the interesting illustra-
ted booklet, “How to Learn Music
at Home.” No salesman will call—
decide for yourself whether you want
to play this easy way.—5lst year,

“I didn’t
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| u.s. scHoOL OF Music i
| 36710 Brunswick Bidg., New York 10, N. Y.
l I am interested in music study, particularly in the in-
strument indicated below. Please send me your free book- '
I let, “How to Learn Music at Home’' and the free Print & I
Picture Sample.
I ZIQ?u Tﬂeed OB",IHI,I Modern I
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] Violin 2 Clarinet 1 i
Piano Accordion Tr s
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TR e coooeees This Tostruto...... |
I Mis. (PLEASE PRINT) I
I AJAreSS. s coeereserorecnracosscessarsvanssssresssessnsase l
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SAVE 2¢—Stick coupon on penny postcard.



Good Movie-Going For Fiction Fans
Ted Palmer Picks:

| For Mystery—"“The Big Steal” with Robert
B Mitchum, Jane Greer and Wil-
liam Bendix (RKO).
When a $300,000 Army payroil
is stolen, Lt. Duke Halliday
(Robert Mitchum) and Joan
Grahame (Jane Greer) start across Mexico by
car in pursuit of the thief. They, in turn, are
pursued by Captain Vincent Blake (William
Bendix) who has accused Duke of taking the
money. As the chase progresses, the tension
continues to mount until the swift, surprise end-
ing. The plot of the picture gets jumbled, but
the thrill-a-minute pace will hold you in your
seat,

For Comedy-Romance—“The Lady Takes A
Sailor” with Jane Wyman, Den-
nis Morgan, Eve Arden, Robert
Douglas and Allyn Joslyn
(Warner Bros.).

The lady (Jane Wyman) is

president of a national research institute, im-

peccable, honest and engaged to a stuffy Harvard

lawyer (Allyn Joslyn). People begin to doubt
her integrity, however, when she returns from

a sailboat trip and says that she has ridden with

“Davey Jones” in a strange, underwater craft

which was stalled by an octopus. Trying to

straighten it out by proving that real-life Bill

Craig (Dennis Morgan) was the mysterious

“Davey” and that his craft was a new Navy

underwater tank, is an hilarious task. This is a

daffy picture that will give you a full evening

of laughier.

e o o
For Drama—“The Great Gatsby” with Alan
livan, Howard Da Silva and
classic about the roaring '20s, this filn tells the

Ladd, Betty Field, MacDonald
ﬁ Carey, Ruth Hussey, Barry Sul-
% Shelley Winters (Paramount).

Based on F. Scott Fitzgerald's
tragic story of Jay Gatsby (Alan Ladd), who

-8

became a bootlegger because he thought money
could buy everything—even a rich man's wife.
In the course of the story, Gatsby tries to crash
Long Island society but finds it as false in its
way of life as he is in his. In the end, awake
at last to his empty daydreams, Gatsby is mur-
dered for a crime he didn’t commit. Spottily
played, this film claims its chief interest as a
portrait of a wild and dizzy by-gone era.

For Adventure—"Slattery’s Hurricane” with
Richard Widmark, Linda Dar-
nell, Veronica Lake and John
Russell (20th Century-Fox).
Ex-Navy pilot, Will Slattery
(Richard Widmark), now a

chauffeur pilot for an importer, meets his war-
time buddy, Felix Hobson (John Russell), who
is hunting hurricanes for the Navy. He discovers
that his one-time sweetheart, Aggie (Linda Dar-
nell), is now Mrs. Hobson. The importer’s sec-
retary, Dolores (Veronica Lake), who is in love
with Slattery, realizes that he is still interested
in Aggie and disappears. While looking for
Dolores and straightening out the situation be-
tween Aggie, Hobson and himself, Slattery finds
that he is unwittingly involved in a narcotics
smuggling ring. He finally makes amends by
taking Hobson’s place on a dangerous mission
to locate a particularly vicious storm. This is
an exciting look into the kves of U. S. Navy
hurricane hunters.

For A Western—“Calamity Jane and Sam
Bass” with Yvonne De Carlo
and Howard Duff (Universal-
International). Technicolor.
Sam Bass (Howard Duff) had
never fired a gun before he came

to Denton, Texas. He learns fast, though, when

the town banker has his horse poisoned prior to
the big race of the year. Turned outlaw to re-
cover money from the banker which is rightfully
his, Bass takes to the hills with the assistance of

Calamity Jane (Yvonne De Carlo). Sam’s true

love, Kathy Egan, convinces Sam that he should

give himself up. When it looks like the jury for
his trial will be packed against him by the bank-
er, Sam escapes again with Calamity Jane's help.

There’s a showdown battle and Sam is fatally

wounded. When he asks to be taken to Kathy,

Calamity Jane realizes that Sam Bass was never

for her. There’s enough action, color and dif-

ferent twists to make this a show that Western
fans will wani to see.



More than 400 I.C.S. Courses
are available to Veterans entitled
to benefits under the G.I. Bill of
Rights.,

Here’s your chance to start a
program of Personal Advancement
—through training. You select your
own course, study in your spare
time, progress as fast as your abil-
ity and ambition permit.

O Lighting Technician

Civil Engineeri Architec-
% e Coustes - O Practical Electrician
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to a profitable, exciting field. Each
is practical, easy to understand.

The time for action is now.
Remember, Veteran Training is a
limited offer. For most Veterans,
July 25, 1951, is the deadline. The
time to get started is now! Mark
and mail the coupon today! It
brings full details on how to enroll,
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Dynamic Novel of a Private Eye’s YVengeance

Boiling mad over a lass who was dead,
) Race Williams faced her slayer . . « ‘

with a faded photo—and an empty gun,




RACE WILLIAMS
COOKS A GOOSE

By CARROLL JOHN DALY

CHAPTER ONE

Photo-Finish Lizzie
HE woman was dead. Someone
had put a wire around her neck
and twisted it tight. She lay there

by the coach, her eyes protruding and her
lips swollen. One leg was twisted under

Marco leaned far over the
desk and pointed his gun.

her and the mend in a well-worn stocking
showed plainly. Her clothes were awry
and her gray hair pulled down over her
forehead.

Nothing sensational for the papers. A
murder. Yet, somehow to me the most
bitter I had ever seen, for the woman
had been my client. There was the name
on the door of the apartment, as drab as

11



12 Carroll John Daly

the three rooms she occupied. Simply—
Lizzie Dell.

I looked the place over before calling
the police. It didn’t look as if the killer
wanted anything he could carry away with
him. Rather something he could leave
behind with the dead woman. Silence.

There was one touch of the personal
on the bureau in her bedroom. A worn
photograph. Third grade, Public School
0023, 1931. A bunch of kids and the
teacher at the desk before them. A woman
who might have been Lizzie Dell, or a
million other women for that matter. The
years had not been kind to the dead
woman. I put the picture in my pocket,
went into the main hall and down the
three flights of stairs to the phone, and
called the police.

Sergeant O’Rouke from homicide
arrived a few minutes after the squad
car. After that, the experts from the de-
partment,

“Client eh?” O’Rouke shook his head
and ordered another cup of coffee in the
little lunchroom down the street. “Didn’t
look like she could afford your rates. Not
holding out, Race?”

“Nothing to hold out,” I told him bit-
terly. “She came to me with a wild story,
O’Rouke, and a check I haven’t cashed—
because I didn’t think it would be good.
She walked into my office three days ago.
Laid a check for a hundred bucks on the
desk. Flattered me to the skies about my
being afraid of nothing.

“She wanted to be my client so she
could tell someone she was my client. She
said she wanted to keep this somone in
line by threatening to tell me something
unless he ‘relinquished his evil desire’ to
do something. I warned her of her danger.
She shook her head and said this person
never would find her. But he did.”

“How did you happen to come to her
place tonight?”” O’Rouke wanted to know.

I shrugged. “My boy, little Jerry,
was in the outer office that afternoon. I
gave him the buzz and he tailed her. To-
night I was in the neighborhood and
dropped in. A hunch.”

“Huh.” O’Rouke shook his gray head.
“This is Wednesday. She came to see
you on Monday. The M.E., Doc Steel
says she’s been dead for—"" he paused and
his lips moved as he counted to himself—

“she got it sometime Monday night.”
With a harsh sort of chuckle, “This guy,
whoever he was, didn’t scare much when
she threatened him with you.”

“Don’t rub it in. I did everything to
get his name from her. But I thought
she had a screw loose.” I took out my
wallet and showed the check to him. “I
bet it was good.”

“Maybe,” O’Rouke agreed. “But it
won’t be much good to you now she’s
dead.” :

“Nor to the lad who killed her. I'm
going to get him, O’Rouke. She knew
something and had to die.”

“It isn’t that easy,” O’Rouke said.
“She knew something—yet wasn’t the
type to share any great secret. My guess
is she saw something by accident, an
innocent bystander. She wasn’t sure what
to do and waited too long. We’'ll go back
over crimes of murder committed in the
last couple of weeks and see if she could
fit in.”

“No,” T said. “It was something
definite. No accident. She was very
earnest, very sure of something.”

“You thought she had hallucinations.”

“The wire around her neck,” I told
him, “is no hallucination.”

“She was a rabbit.” O’Rouke shrugged
his shoulders. “Too frightened to talk,
and too frightened not to talk. The morgue
gets them before they can make up their
minds.” He put a hand on my shoulder.
“Don’t take it so hard, boy. We'll put a
name on her and give you her history
by noon tomorrow. . . .”

They didn’t put a name on her—except
the same one, Lizzie Dell. No one identi-
fied her. They tried tracing her back and
the trail went cold. Just Lizzie Dell. One
of thousands of lonely, unknown women
who sewed a little here, scrubbed a little
there, and somehow stayed alive in a great
heartless city. Unwanted and unknown.
I never felt so bad about anything in my
life.

HOWEVER, those cops didn’t have the
one clue I had. The picture. I didn’t
have much trouble in tracing back Lizzie
Dell. She had been Elizabeth Delton—
third grade teacher in public school 0023,
until she simply faded out of the picture
about eleven or twelve years back.
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All who remembered Elizabeth Delton
had good words for her. A real guide to
youth. No one could put a finger on
exactly what she had accomplished—
simply that she was always helping some-
one.

I gave O’Rouke the dope on the identi-
fication without mentioning the picture,
and he gave me a bit of news.

“The Old Man,” he said, “has offered
to give the woman decent burial.”

By the Old Man, O'Rouke meant J.
Farrell O'Neil. The man behind about
everything on the East Side. Lately he
had been getting his name mixed up with
rackets which he had never been a part of
for at least thirty years. The Old Man
hadn’t risen to notoriety in the city and
then become the power behind things.
He had started out hehind things and
never fully emerged into the open.

He was the last of the old-time political
influences. If he copped a few hundred
thousand dollars on a city building con-
tract, he gave away about as much to the
poor of the city, or added a wing to some
hospital. If it was whispered that he had
broken more than one man who had ques-
tioned his rule, it was openly shouted that
he had saved thousands of others. If you
got in to see the Old Man with a hard-
luck story—it was a hard-luck story no
longer. There wasn’t a widow or an
orphan in his district who ever needed
a pair of shoes or went to bed hungry.

O’Rouke explained, “It used to be
nothing for the Old Man to do something
like that, Race—but lately it’s been dif-
ferent with him.”

“I know.” I had always liked the Old
Man. “They say he’s been preying on
the small business man latelv. I hear he’s
been slowly going to pieces.”

“No, no.” O’Rouke was thoughtful,
“It’'s been five years now since he took
in that cheap killer, Eddie Marco. Sort
of wanted to use him to handle the rough
element. Now Eddie seems to have con-
trol. Some say he’s got the Old Man
by the ear. Others say the Old Man went
hard, and is using Eddie as an excuse.
Whatever it is, Eddie Marco is a power
today, a real menace.”

“Sure.” I had heard, but never had
anything to do with Eddie Marco. “If
you see the Old Man now, it’s clear things

through Eddie. Eddie’s supposed to be
engaged to the Old Man’s daughter.”

“T've heard that.” O’Rouke nodded
indifferently. “That’s not the point. The
point is that the Old Man’s daughter,
Yola O’Neil, walked into the morgue and
took a look at Lizzie Dell.”

“Identified her?”

“No, simply took a look at her. Then
the Old Man came across with the burial
offer. You might try and connect the Old
Man up with Elizabeth Delton.” Which
meant that as a private investigator, it
might be better for me than for O’Rouke
to step on the Old Man’s toes.

That afternoon I made a call on Yola
ONeil. .7

The Old Man’s house had stood for
years in a poor section. Then enterprising
real estate men discovered it. There was
a good view of the river, so they built
apartments taller and taller so the tenants
could see farther and farther out over the
river. But the Old Man hung on to his
house. It was remodeled if not entirely
rebuilt, and though a bit incongruous
among the towering apartments of wealth,
not exactly an eyesore.

Yola O’Neil was no eyesore either, She
didn’t need her Old Man’s money, or his
influence, to make her stand out. She
was fairly tall and not too slim, and her
hair was blonde. Her eyes were green,
green and blue. I couldn’t figure out the
changing colors. Just as I thought I had—
she went the wrong color on my figuring,
and that sort of distracted me from the
woman herself.

Beauty and brains.
that.

She knew who I was and took me into
the library, and of all things didn’t ask me
to have a drink. I was watching her eyes
change and came to it rather abruptly.

I asked, ““Did you know Elizabeth Del-
ton? The woman was murdered under
the name of Lizzie Dell.”

She smiled pleasantly and let the blue
go to green, and asked me to sit down.
Then she said:

“I know you are a detective, Mr. Wil-
liams. A very good one tco. I presume
you are investigating her murder. Tell
me about it.”

All right. I told her Hrutally enough
to make her squirm a little and chase the

No doubt about
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smile off her face. She cleared her throat
before she spoke.

“I guess I asked for it,” she said, very
seriously. “No—I didn’t know her.”

“You went to the morgue the other day,

_and recognized her.”

“I went to the morgue to see if I would
recognize her. You see, a woman giving
the name of Lizzie Dell had called me on
the phone. But I didn’t know her.”

“What did she call you about?”

“That, Mr. Williams, was not very
clear.”

“What exactly did she say?”

“She said she wanted to hear the sound
of my voice. Wanted to know if I was
happy. Things like that. Very odd. I
had an idea she might have known me
when I was little. But I'm sure I never
saw her before.”

“And what did you tell your father?”

“Not what I am telling you.” She
looked toward the open door. “I didn’t
want to disturb him. I asked him if he
ever knew or heard of Lizzie Dell. T didn’t
tell him that I had been to the morgue.”

“Did you suggest he take care of the
burial ?”

“I'think I did. Anyway, father used to
do such things.”

“Used to?” She let that ride. “But
doesn’t now, you mean?”

“I don’t exactly mean anything."”

I TOOK a shot in the dark, saying,
“Did this woman say anything about
your intended marriage?”’

“What marriage?”” She flashed that
one and the eyes were definitely green.

“To Eddie Marco?”

“There has been no announcement.
How could she possibly have known any-
thing about my intentions in such a matter,
when no one knows?”’

“She could have known as I know,” I
said. “She could have read some of the
solumns.”

“Oh, that.” Yola seemed relieved.
“Yes. She wanted to know if I was happy
in my coming marriage.”

“Not mentioning Eddie Marco by
name?”’

“Not mentioning Eddie Marco by
name, no.”

“Did you tell Eddie Marco about this
woman—this telephone call?”

“Perhaps,” Yola said. “You'd rather
ask Eddie about that?” There was a
challenge in her voice.

“If you prefer.”

“You wouldn’t hesitate to ask him?”

“NO-”

“You wouldn’t be afraid?”

“No. Why?” T said.

“I mean you wouldn’t be afraid of
Eddie—under any circumstances ?”

Now that was an odd way to put it. [
gave her a straight answer. “No. I
wouldn’t be afraid of Eddie Marco under
any circumstances. Why?”

“Most people are,”

I tried the photograph on her then.
“That,” I said, “is the murdered Lizzie
Dell. You'd hardly recognize her though,
for she aged considerably. Are you look-
ing at the woman? Do you know her?”

“No, no,” she said. But there was a
tremor in her voice and her face was very
white.

“You do know her.”

“No—no,” she said again. “I don't.

I swear I don’t. I never saw her in my
life.”

Her fingers seemed to stick to the
photograph as I took it away from her.
Funny too, I believed her. Believed her,
yet couldn’t account for her shock. For
certainly the photograph had given her
a shock, and I had an idea she was look-
ing at the pupils rather than the teacher.

“Well,” I said, getting to my feet. “I’ve
got a job to do. I'm going back down
town and talk to Eddie Marco.”

“Don’t go yet.” She got up and put
a hand on my arm. “I don’t want you to
talk to Eddie—yet. Sit down a minute.
I want to think.”

I sat down. Her eyes watched me.
They were capable of a direct, unblinking
look. After a while she said:

“Mine has been a very strange life,
Race Williams. I don’t remember my
mother. My father has been everything
to me—and to a great many people. And
sometimes the things he has done have
not seemed entirely right. But where he
may have done wrong things, he has never
done a contemptible thing. I would do
anything for him.”

I waited a bit and when nothing else
came, I said:

“That’s a nice feeling for a daughter
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to have about her father. I've heard plenty
good of him too. Although not so much
lately.”

“That's Eddie,” she <caid at once.
“Eddie has had a strange lile too. No one
to help him. There have been some terrible
stories around about Eddie but they’re
only stories. Aren't they?”

“If you mean there has never been any
evidence that would stand up in a court
of law—that’s true.”

“Do you—"" she leaned forward— “be-
lieve that he has killed people—shot people
down in cold blood ?”

“Sure,” T said easily. “I believe that
all right.”

“Can you prove it ?”

“No,” T said, “I can't.”

“Can you— Is Eddie connected in any
way with the death of this woman?”

“Not that T know of.” I told her the
truth. “Listen, Miss O'Neil, I didn’t come
here to discuss Eddie Marco with you.
Just Lizzie Dell. I'm going to find the
person who killed her.”

“You mean—a sort of conceit with
vou?”

“I mean—"" I stopped. Maybe she was
right. “I hope not entirely that,” T told
her. “But I guess it’s partly true. Now
have you any reason to believe that Eddie
had anything to do with it?”

“No, no.” She couldn’t get the words
out fast enough. “I haven't. Believe me,
I haven't.” And then both her hands were
on my shoulders and she was very close
to me. “Race, Race,” she said over and
over. “Wait. Don't go see Eddie yet.
Give me time to think. The telephone
calls I've had regarding Eddie since—
since that columnist first hinted I was
engaged to him. They can’t be true. Why
. do they call me on the phone and say such
terrible things about Eddie?”

“Because you have helped people.”
Which was true enough.

“Wait.” She was almost clinging to
me now. Yet you couldn’t put it down
as romance—nor entirely fear. You
couldn’t put it down as anything. “Don’t
talk to Eddie yet.”

“Why should I wait?” I was unwind-
ing myself uneasily from foreign entangle-
ments.

“Because—if I can find out anything,
no matter what it is, I'll tell you.”

CHAPTER TWO

Help Yourself to Trouble

EET upon stairs. Heavy slow feet
Fon hard wood. Feet that slowly

crossed the outside hall and came
toward us. The Old Man walked into the
room. If he had lost his grip, he didn’t
show it.

He was dressed for the street, and he
was a very impressive sight. Not simply
tall and heavy, he was huge. Heavy of
jowl with a few hanging chins and, of all
things, a stiff-winged collar. Gold nose-
glasses too. His face was pleasant, but a
little too big for his features. His hair
was snow white and his eyes bright china
blue. But his mouth was too small. and
his nose was too small; and his eyes were
set too close together. Age—sixty to
seventy.

The Old Man showed no surprise at
seeing me. He walked slowly across the
room, slipping off a spotless vellow glove
and tucking his cane up under his arm.
Then he extended his hand to me.

“Race Williams,” he said. “We are
honored, I am sure.” There was no
sarcasm in his voice and his blue eyes
twinkled. That was the Old Man. He
could make the most extraordinary state-
ments sound real, even sincere.

“We haven’t,” he went on after shak-
ing my hand, “come under that private
eye of yours?” His chuckle was friendly
and pleasant. “Run along, my dear,” he
said to his daughter. ‘“Race, no doubt,
has a word or two he wishes with me.”
After the girl had left, he said, “Well,
Mr. Williams. Lizzie Dell of the morgue,
no doubt.”

“Did you know her?” I asked.

“Know her? Of course, I knew her—
as I know all people in the great city. Are
you interested in her life or her death?”

“Her death,” I told him.

“I have always told myself that if I
ever needed the services of a private in-
vestigator, it would be you. In what way
can I help you? What other information
can I give you?”

“You haven’t told me what you know
about her.”

“Know about her?” He seemed un-
decided then. I knew the Old Man and
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how he talked around things. Now he
talked on, saying nothing definite, and I
reached the conclusion that he wanted to
find out things from me, that he suspected
something.

I asked him direct questions. I never
got a direct answer.

“What can one do for the dead?” he
said once, in answer to my question why
he paid for her burial. “I thought per-
haps she would like it. A resting place
of her own. I have often done the same
before, for our unknown dead.”

“But you didn’t know her to speak to.”

“Perhaps.” He wouldn’t even come
one way or the other on that. “I meet and
talk to everyone, If this Lizzie Dell was
part of the city, then I knew her.” He
seemed to be thinking. ‘“But it does you
credit, Race Williams, and belies the
stories that you think only of money. You
have someone in mind for this murder?”

“No,” I said. “I haven’t. What made
you think that?”

“You're coming here to see, perhaps,
if you would step on my toes.”

“I don’t care whose toes I step on,” I
told him a bit sharply.

“Good. Good.” He really seemed
pleased. “The police perhaps spoil me.
But this is murder. Ask me anything you
wish. You couldn’t be thinking of my
young friend, Eddie Marco?”

“T could;?” Esaid:

“What,” he said, “do you think of
Eddie Marco?”

“No doubt the greatest scoundrel un-
hung.”

“A strong man, Eddie.” The Old Man
nodded. “Capable of making enemies.”

“Capable of removing them too.”

He put those sharp blue eyes on me.
“Ambitious, too, He is going places. I
am afraid at times he is selfish. Doesn’t
think of people.” He took my arm and
led me to the door. “Call on me again,
Race. Any time, for anything. And good
luck.”

I was out the door and it was closed.
Was the Old Man slipping? I had seen
him before when he could make snap
decisions. A likable old scoundrel. Eddie
a deadly menace to the city, What a duo
to team together.

Well, they had learned what I thought
of Eddie Marco. Eddie and I had never

crossed. But more than once Eddie had
let it be known that I had turned down
a job offer because it meant tackling him.
I couldn’t pin that on Eddie. But it hurt
my pride.

Anyway, I got one thing out of Yola
O’Neil. The classroom photograph had
jarred her.

HERE are times when I use more

than my brawn and my trigger finger,
and do more than talk through the side
of my mouth. I went to work on the kids
in that photograph. I was interested only
in the boys—fourteen of them.

The picture had been taken by a pro-
fessional photographer. It had been sold
to the members of the class at ten cents a
copy. But the photographer was no longer
in business. The lack of school records
was also appalling.

Finally I got two of the boys identified.
One was a young doctor in Brooklyn. He
remembered the names of some of the kids.
One of them built me up a bit.

“Little Eddie Marcolina,” he said, and
he let me look at the dark-eyed boy
through his long-handled, powerful, mag-
nifying glass. “Cute kid. But crooked
as a ram’s horn. He'd swipe your lunch
for no reason at all. Never hungry, Miss
—what was her name now?”’

I told him,

“Yes—Delton, that was it. She’d buy
him lunch and take him home with her.
He sure played her for a sucker, She
believed nothing but good of him. She
was killed, eh? No, I wouldn’'t have
known her from the newspaper picture.”

He moved the glass on. “Nellie Braum-
wich. On the end in the third row, I
used to carry her books and—this one,
Mr. Willlams—I'll get the name in a
minute,”

I wasn’t interested any more. I couldn’t
get to O'Rouke fast enough. I wanted to
be sure it wasn’t the closeness of the two
names that made me see the likeness of the
boy under the glass to the man. . . .

It didn’t take O’Rouke over ten minutes
to dig out the truth for me. “Sure.” He
came back with some records. “He must
have dropped the ‘lina’ part a good many
years back. If he ever had it legally
changed. It would be the first thing he
ever did that was legal. All very interest-
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ing, Race—but what does this tie Eddie
up with?”

“Have you,” I asked him, “tried to tie
Eddie up with the murder of Lizzie Dell,
formerly Elizabeth Delton?”

“No, no.” He looked at me.
should we?”

“You'd like to, wouldn't you?”

“T’d like to tie him up with anything
that will put him away.” O’Rouke was
emphatic. “It seems far-fetched.”

“He was in her class at school. Third
grade.”

“She taught school for twenty years.”
O’Rouke shook his head. “Thousands
must have been in her class at one time
or another.” With a grin, he added,
“Lots of kids want to kill the teacher.
Some even plan it out as a pleasant re-
laxation—but none of them ever do it.”

“Can you link them up together?”

O’Rouke shook his head. “An old-
maid school teacher who went down hill,
and a killer who went up. Where would
they come together, Race, and how could
we link them?”

“You could go back over Eddie’s
record.”

“That won’t be hard. It’s long enough.
I guess the cops have questioned him for
every crime on the calendar. But we never
put the finger on him. Now—" O’Rouke
shrugged— ‘“‘he’s hit the big time and
getting bigger. I'll give vou a buzz if
anything turns up. But don’t hope. Eddie
killed women, I guess—but not her kind.”

I went to see another lad who lived in
the Bronx and had attended that third
grade class of Elizabeth Delton’s with
Eddie Marco. I had hopes that someone
would have followed his classmates a bit
and connect up Eddie and the teacher for
me. But this man had less to give than
the doctor.

He remembered the dark-haired boy
with the dark eyes most unpleasantly, but
couldn’t remember his name. He remem-
bered losing a pen and a pencil, and a
watch.

“Bad kid.” He shook his head. “Pulled
a pen knife on me down in the basement.
1 was bigger than he was and nearly
bashed his head in.” The Bronxite said
more about the teacher liking Eddie.
Then he wanted to buy the picture—went
as high as offering five dollars for it. “I

l‘Why

wasn’t a bad-looking kid,” he said by way
of explanation. Looking at him now, I
couldn’t blame him for wanting some-
thing to recall such an idea.

When I got back, my office boy, little
Jerry pointed toward my door marked
private and pulled at his nose, <o T knew
it was the law. I went in, and O'Rouke
said :

“You called the turn all right, Race.
Tt goes back to 1937. T wasn’t in homicide
or 1 would have remembered. It was the
first time Eddie Marco was dragged in
on a major charge.” He consulted his
notetook.

“George Wyton was knifed and robbed,
and bled to death in an alley. A number
of men were pulled in for questioning.
Eddie, only a kid then, was one of them.
It was no dice. He had an alibi, maybe
his first fixed one. Guess who gave it to
him?”

“Lizzie Dell,” T said.

“Right. She was still a teacher then,
had a good reputation. We really had
nothing on Eddie Marco, and didn’t take
him seriously after she said he was with
her in her apartment. Eddie was sprung,
of course. But he could have knifed
George Wyton.”

“Then the murder was never solved?”

O’ROUKE admitted, “No, it was never
solved. But it simply links up a
former pupil visiting his old teacher, who
gave her time and her savings to helping
kids. That is no reason he should kill
her. More reason he shouldn’t.”

“Don’t be a sap, O’'Rouke,” I said.

“What’s on your mind, Race? Why did
he kill her?”

‘“Because of that alibi,” I told O’Rouke.
“Suppose she was ready to repudiate it?
There is no statue of limitations in mur-
der.”

“Why would she repudiate the alibi?
And if she was going to, why wait this
long? Why give it to him in the first
place if it wasn’t true?”

“Because,” I said, “she was crazy about
that kid. She couldn’t see any wrong in
him. She didn't believe him guilty. Just
a poor kid who was hounded by the police.
If she couldn’t believe he’d swipe a pen
or a lad’s lunch, she wouldn’t believe he’d
knife a man. So she gave him the alibi,



18 Carroll John Daly

believing his story of police persecution.”

“And why the sudden change?”

“Sudden?” I laughed. “That was
eleven years ago. She began to doubt.
Or she found out about something that
Eddie was going to do that she didn’t
want him to do. That is what she came
to see me about. She got in touch with
Eddie. Maybe she hadn’t seen him in
years. But she told him if he does this or
that—whatever it was—then she’ll re-
pudiate that alibi. There’s the reason for
his killing her.”

“Sure,” agreed O’Rouke. “If?”

“If what?”

“If Eddie killed her.” >

“But she talked to me and told me
that—"

“Yeah, T know. You told me. She
wanted to make someone do something,
or not do something. She didn’t mention
Eddie Marco by name. With eight million
people in the city of New York, and
millions outside of it, you pick out Eddie.
All right. All right, He was in her class.
How many others were in it?” Leaning
forward suddenly, O’Rouke said, “What
are you holding out on me? Don’t tell me
all this is head-work.”

So I told him about the picture. I didn’t
tell him I picked it up from the dead
woman’s bureau. I said she dropped it
from her bag in my office.

He didn’t believe me, but he didn’t
argue the point while he looked at the
photo.

“It’s good work anyway, Race,” he
said. “She didn’t also drop a repudiation
of that alibi, did she? I'm not saying you
haven’t got a good story. But I could
spend hours pointing out to you the holes
a defense counsel would plug in your case.
Why, the D.A. wouldn’t touch it with a
second-story man—Iet alone a big shot
like Eddie Marco.”

“Well,” T said. “I know Eddie killed
her. And you know Eddie killed her.”

“Yes.” O’Rouke nodded his head quite
seriously. “I’ll agree to that. Then you’ll
agree, too, that there are other Kkillers
walking the streets today. I know they
killed and who they killed—but I can’t
do anything about it.”

“So you want Eddie to be another. I
bring you stuff like this, and you do
nothing about it.”

“Why don’t you do something your-
self?”” O'Rouke asked.

“What ?”

“Spring what you told me on Eddie.
If he pulls a gun on you and kills you,
we’ll know you were right and we'll fry
him for killing you. If you must serve the
state, that would be a glorious finish.”

“And if T should kill him?”

“Then it will be self defense—I hope.”
O’Rouke grinned. Then he walked out of
the office.

He left me with an idea. I would spring
it on Eddie Marco and see what he did.
O’Rouke was right. I'd never make a
good department dick. I didn’t have the
patience.

CHAPTER THREE

The Moving Curtain

HAT night came the first of my
mysterious telephone calls about
Lizzie Dell. Where you might like
to ignore anonymous calls, in my business
you can’t. Nine-tenths of them are phony
or misleading—but the one-tenth pays off.

“Lizzie Dell,” the voice said, and you
couldn’t tell if it was a man, woman, or
a child; so I gathered it was someone
talking through a handkerchief. ‘“Lizzie
Dell left some writing with me. Keep
after Eddie Marco. The time will come
when I will put proof in your hands that
he murdered Lizzie Dell because of
George Wyton.”

“T see,” 1 said easily. “Lizzie Dell a
friend of yours?”

“Oh, yes. She went to see you. I know
all about that. Frighten Eddie into the
open. There is writing. I'll make him
believe in the writing. But he may try and
kill you. Be careful.”

The phone clicked. The connection was
broken. I went to bed. I'd see Eddie to-
morrow all right. I didn’t need any voice
to egg me on. Still, it was the first time
in my life I had butterflies in my
stomach. . . .

A few years back, Eddie was a rat
running in the gutters of the East Side.
Maybe Eddie had had a hard life. But if
he made life hard for others, he could al-
ways claim that he made death easy for
them. Eddie was lucky. He had actually
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shot himself into power. Everyone who
knew his way around, knew that. No one
had ever put the finger on him.

How he ever got so close to the Old
Man, no one seemed to know. Eddie had
a way about him. He was smooth and
slick, and the rough edges had been
polished down. Eddie was ambitious. If
his best friend stood in his way, then that
best friend had to go.

And there was Eddie Marco greeting
me now, in his high class offices labeled:

INVESTMENTS INCORPORATED

“You know, Race—" he was shaking
my hand— “I’ve admired you since I was
a kid. Fighting it alone ; the halfway house
between the cops and big-business.” Eddie
always called crime big business. “Come
on back, boy, and see my private room.
Something special for the élite.” I fol-
lowed him down long halls from the new
building into an old one.

He finally let me into a room that might
have been a nightmarish idea of how a
cross between a big-game hunter, a college
librarian, and a guy on the verge of the
D.T.’s would have his room fixed up.

A moose head, a lion head, and a
rhinoceros head crowded over the large
fireplace. On the floor, not yet set up,
were some pretty odd-looking mounted
fish. On the other side of the room were
books. Rare editions. Fine bindings.
Eddie called them off to me with prices.

At the back of the room, behind a large
desk, were tapestries. To top it all off,
the carpet upon the floor was thick enough
to tickle your ankles. Even then, there
were a couple of animal skin rugs tossed
over the carpet.

Eddie explained the stuff.

“I'm fitting myself in,” he said in all
seriousness. ‘‘Creating a background. I'm
to be married, Race, and I don’t mind
telling you, it’s Yola O’Neil. She went to
some swanky schools and knows the right
people. We'll buy a place up Westchester
way, join the clubs and what not. A big-
game hunter gives a lad a bit of standing
among the sporting men.”

“And the carpets hanging from the
walls?” T asked him.

“Carpets,” he frowned. “They are rare
oriental pieces. They better be or a smart

dealer will wake up some morning with
a belly full of lead. Turkey or Persia; or
some such place. World traveler. Ex-
plorer. Big-game hunter. Books for cul-
ture. What are you grinning at?

“Look at Yola. Her old man’s a big-
time grafter. It didnt set well on the
stomach of the high and mighty. So she
was a politician’s daughter at the first
school she went to. Then the Old Man
got smart and gave the school a new wing
for the girls’ gym, and he became a states-
man. But look here!”

He walked over in front of the big
expensive desk. “The piéce de résistance.”
He smacked his lips when he pulled that
one, and eyed me carefully. He liked the
sound of it for he repeated “Yeah— the
picce de résistance. Something anyone
can sink his teeth in. Look at that.”

I looked at the heavy revolver encased
in a plush-lined niche built right in the
front of the desk. He lifted the gun out
and handed it to me.

“Dummy bullets,” he explained it’s
deadly appearance. “That’s real, Race.
Got it from Chicago. Danny Logan s gun.
It’s supposed to hold the record for deaths.
Killed thirty-seven people with it, Danny
did. Men, women, and children and five
cops.’

T bounced the gun in my hand. It might
have been one of my own. Just the sort
of a gun I fancied. It was scratched a bit
on the nose, and black along the barrel.
A nice, heavy, revolver.

“What are you going to tell the élite
about this rod?” I asked him.

“The truth, maybe,” he nodded. “If I
can doctor it up a bit. The story behind
it will come in handy if anyone needs a
bit of—a bit of a scare. That’s right,
Race. The D.A. gave it to me in apprecia-
tion. The cops took credit for the killing
of Danny Logan but: it was me who
gunned him out.”

I didn’t laugh. I remembered Danny
Logan, of course. There had always been
some doubt as to how he took the dose.
What Eddie Marco said might very easily
be true.

“All the cops in the country looking for
him.” Eddie put the gun carefully back
in its exposed velvet case. You could
see it was his prize possession. “But they
couldn’t put the finger on Danny.”
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“And they asked you to get him?”

“No.” he scoffed. “T don’t do the cops’
work. I had a little deal. Danny horned
in on it. I went looking for him. We met
one night in the Loop. I was coming out
of the Greek’s place. Logan knew it was
him or me. He had the draw, and he had
the drop—so I jerked out my gun and
tore him apart. Just like that. They
hushed it up. I got the slaps on the back,
his gun as a souvenir, and they took the
credit. That’s the truth how Danny died.
Guys never cross me bnt once. Now,

Race, what did you want to see me
about ?”

I TOOK a grin out of that. You've got
to admit it was a nice build-up to that
final question. I guess I was supposed to
shake at the knees and cry that I was
collecting for indigent detectives. Instead
I said:

“I'm trying to wrap you up for the
wire murder of Lizzie Dell.”

That could have been his cue to go for
his gun. Maybe that would have been
the simplest solution all around. I think
ten years ago he would have gone for it.
Maybe five—maybe even a year or two.
Certainly his fingers twitched, and his
black eyes grew blacker and a little nar-
rower. But he only laughed. His voice,
when he spoke, was steady.

“You know, Race,” he said. “You and
I have never crossed. When I was
younger, you were my hero, but I often
thought of pulling a gun on you just to
see how fast you were. I wasn’t sure
then. But now—"

“Now?” 1 asked.

“Now it would be murder,” he said.
“You wouldn’t get your hand out of your
armpit before you were dead. Who is
this Lizzie Dell?”

I told him, showing him the picture.

“T was a nice kid.” He glanced down
at the photography. “I got a picture taken
about that time, gave it to Yola. Miss
Delton, eh? Sure, I remember her now.
She liked me. Fussy old maid. Poor old
Pussy—we always called her Pussy.”

“She saved your life,” I said and
watched him. “The stabbing of George
-Wyton!”

“Wyton.” He half-thought aloud.
“Was that his name? I was with her

when the old guy croaked off.” He
laughed. “She thought I’d grow up to be
president. I didn’t do so bad.”

“Not sorry she’s dead? She gave you
an alibi!”

“Don’t be dramatic.” He was watching
me carefully. “If it wasn’t Pussy, it would
be another. You’re not—not trying to
shake me down?”

“No, no,” I told him. “She was my
client, Eddie. I let her down. I'm going
to make it up to her now. I'm going to
pin her murder on you!” -

He didn’t speak for a long time. It was
as if he was trying to figure things out.

“Someone hire you to dump me over?”
His eyves were shrewd, searching.

“Only Lizzie Dell,” T told him. “She
was going to deny that alibi, and—"" as
if T had something— “maybe she did, in
writing.”

“Baloney.” He shook his head from
side to side. ““She’s dead. There would
be nothing in it for you there. You say
this dame gave me a phony alibi? That’s
years ago. Suppose it was true. How
would that connect me up with Wyton?”

I looked serious and said: “Maybe I
got more to go on?”’

“Like what?” When I didn’t say any-
thing, “You know, Race, I can’t make you
out. You got nothing. You come and
lay a four flush down on the table.” He
looked at me long and steadily. “T’ll think
it over and let you know how ['m taking
it.”

“Better.” I nodded at him. “Did it
ever strike you, Eddie, that Elizabeth
Delton, Lizzie Dell, Pussy—was a dame
who liked to keep things in writing.”

“She did?” he said. “Well, what have
you got in writing? I might pay for some
writing. Is that what you mean?”

“Writing that would fry you?”

“Do you know, Race,” he said in a
clear even voice, “no one in years has
talked to me as you are talking now. And
no man alive ever talked to me like you
have. What do you want?” He leaned
forward then. “A belly full of lead?”

“You have a gun,” T told him. “I know
you killed Lizzie Dell. I just want you to
know you're going to die for it, Eddie.”

He looked as if he was going to reach
and draw. He didn’t. 1 don’t think he
was afraid. I don’t think Eddie Marco
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feared anything at any time. He said:

“All right, boy. You're out to get me.
You want me to know it. Is that it?”

“That’s it,” I said to him, “There’s a
shorter way out of this room, isn’t
there?”

There was, and he showed it to me. A
private door back of one tapestry, I went
right down the stairs and out on the side
street.

ONE o’clock that morning, Yola O’Neil
called me on the phone. Her voice
was hoarse and low, and seemed to have
panic in it. Would I come and see her
at once? I would, and I did.

She saw me in a little room that gave
onto a large room, and was closed off by
thick curtains. She looked nervous, had
been crying. She didn’t ask me to sit
down. Indeed, she stood before me all the
time as she talked, her back to the cur-
tains. She did not give a very good per-
formance. Somehow I got the impression
that she did not want to give a good per-
formance.

“Lizzie Dell.” She would hardly let

me get a word in sideways. “Have you
any idea that he—that Eddie killed her?”

I said : “This is where I came in before,
Yola.” I looked at my watch. “It’s late,
unless there is something you really want
to tell me.”

“What could I tell you?” I half moved
to one side, and she was between me and
the curtains again. ‘“Have you anything in
writing? From Elizabeth Dell, I mean.”

“I might have.” I didn’t whisper. I
was watching the curtains over her shoul-
der. There was no movement to them.
Yet, I had the idea we were not alone.
Someone was listening, and that someone
had a gun in his hand and—

The whole idea came from Yola
O'Neil’s actions. It was as if she ex-
pected a gun to blast and lead come from
behind those curtains, and for that lead
to bury itself in me. I gave her credit for
one thing. She didn’t want it to hap-
pen ... at least, not yet.

She didn’t like it when I started to play
her game. I let her put herself between
me and the curtains all right. But I kept
backing her closer and closer to them.
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_ Suddenly T shoved the girl aside. Jerk-
mg out my gun with my right hand, I
pulled the curtains aside with my left
hand. Very dramatic. 1 looked into a
darkened dining room, half crouched, gun
up, finger tight against a trigger—and I
saw the body and straightened.

There on the floor, on his back, lay
Eddie Marco. His right hand was crossed
over and up under his left armpit. He was
breathing heavily.

I thought he had been shot. That would
be the natural thought if one saw Eddie
Marco stretched out on his back, and his
hand reaching for a gun. But instead,
someone had tapped this boy on the back
of the head, underneath the right ear. It
was a nice clean blow and had felled him
like a steer in a stock yard.

Yola O’Neil, behind me, said:

“Eddie said he simply wanted to listen.
He had me ask you here. But I was
afraid he might harm you. Still—”

“Still you beaned him.” T turned and
looked at the girl. “Then you don’t love
him. Do you, Yola?”

“No,” she said. “No, I don’t love him.”
She was twisting a handkerchief around
in her fingers.

“You were afraid he was going to kill
me. So you struck him down.”

“No, no.” She sure was mixed up. “I
didn’t think he would ; not with me here.”
Her blue-green eyes looked startled.

“You were afraid he would regain con-
sciousness and take a shot at me. Why
did you bring me in here, after you struck
him down?”

“After T struck him down—" she re-
peated my words as if in a daze— “I
don’t know. He said to bring you here,
to ask you certain questions. He wanted
to hear the answers. I was afraid for
you.”

“Sure,” T said. “You're a good kid,
Yola. Why do you run with that rat?”

“Because I have to. He always wins
out. Always. I—I— We mustn’t talk
here. What will he say when he comes
around? He will, won’t he? He’s not—
not going to die?”

“No,” T said. With a sudden idea that
1 rather liked, T asked, “Did he see you
hit him?”

“See me hit him? No, no, he didn’t.
What will he believe?”

“This.” T looked down at the uncon-
scious man and led Yola out of the room
before T told her. “You tell him you let
me in. I came around through the hall
behind him, and knocked him cold. The
first thing you knew he was out like a
light. T was mad and left.” She looked at
me.

I added, “Then he won’t think you did
it.,,

“Oh, no. He won't think I did it.”
Suddenly brightening up, for she was act-
ing like one doped, she now said, “Thank
you, Mr. Williams. Thank you, Race.”
Both her hands were around my neck
now. ‘“You—they told me you were hard
and cruel. Why do you do this for me?”

She was close, and she was a nice arm-
ful. She had conked the boy friend, Eddje,
for me, and T felt pretty good.

I told her when I saw Eddie I'd admit,
in fact, I would glory in, having knocked
him for a loop. Whatever story she told
him would be my story. I wouldn’t go
into it in detail for Eddie until I heard
from her.

“Thank you,” she said. “I suppose it's
all a waste of time. Eddie has his star.
It guides him. For good or evil, it guides
him. He can't be beaten. Even father
couldn’t arrange that—could he?”

“I don’t suppose the Old Man wants
to,” 1 said.

“No—no.” She shook her head. “I
don’t suppose he does.”

I left then. I laughed more than once
as I drove home. I was laughing when [
went in to little Jerry’s bedroom to wake
him up for an early snack. Jerry was
always ready to eat, and he could put food
together real tasty.

Only Jerry was not home. That was
funny.

CHAPTER FOUR

Hardware on the House

ered me, but not too much—until

the next day when I was having

lunch in a good old chop house. The chair

moved across the table from me in the

crowded restaurant, and Eddie Marco slid
into the seat and faced me.

“Hello, Race.” He grinned over at me.

J ERRY missing puzzled me and both-
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“Still feeling sentimental about that old
doll—what was her name, Lizzie Dell?”

“Lizzie Dell is right.” I was pleased
I had Eddie’s goat. “Surprised to find I
have a bit of sentiment ?”

“Sure, sure,” Eddie said. He dismissed
the waiter, saying he had eaten. “I like
it in you, Race. That pre-shrunk boy of
yours, Jerry—attached to him aren’t
you?”

I wasn’t so pleased then. I was jarred.
Fddie saw it all right and showed his
teeth.

“Smart boy, little Jerry,” Eddie went
on. “You couldn’t fool him. Except he
has a bit of sentiment, too. I often heard
how you worked out codes together, and
put the finger on guys who meant to put
it on you. Nothing clever about me, Race.
Just an excited voice on the phone saying
you’d been shot, was in the hospital—and
for Jerry to come at once. You were
dying.

“All training went then. Jerry dashed
out of the apartment, grabbed the first
taxi—the first one—understand? A lad
with a gun in it. As easy at that.”

“You—you didn’t kill him?”

“No. I'm sentimental too. You know,
Race, you made your mistake last night
when you knocked me out. Should have
put a bullet in my head. Guess you
thought of it. But—" his hands spread
apart— “your sentiment again. Didn’t
like to do it in front of the girl, Yola, eh?”

I said: “If anything happens to Jerry,
'l kill you, Eddie.”

“We wouldn’t like that—would we,
Race?” Eddie was master of the situa-
tion now. “I wouldn’t want to be dead,
and you wouldn’t want to kill me. So
we'll make a little deal. Listen. You’ll
come to my office, say at eleven o’clock
tonight. You'll bring all this written stuff
you've got. And T’ll turn over Jerry to
you!” He came to his feet then. “The
door on the side street, Race.”

He started to turn. I whispered sharp-

: “Eddie.”

He stopped dead. I said, “Sit down
Iddie. I've got a gun on you—under the
table. One step and I'll plug you.”

He looked at me a long time over his
shoulder. Then he shook his head.
“No one has ever called your bluff,

1

Race. If it wasn’t for Jerry, I wouldn’t
call it now.” With a shrug, he added,
“but if it wasn’t for Jerry, you could shoot
and would shoot. Okay—boy—shoot!”

He turned and, with his back to me,
strode toward the door. He was right.
I knew that the minute he disappeared
around the bend near the door to 34th
Street. I did have a gun on him under
the table. And my finger was pretty tight
on the trigger. But it must have been a
bluff because I didn’t squeeze lead, and
he didn't die. Or was I thinking then of
the living Jerry and not the dead Lizzie
Dell?

Mechanically I finished my chop. The
best chops, the best cooking in the city—
tasting like leather.

Eddie knew I would come to him that
night, but he hadn’t mentioned anything
about my not coming armed. Why? Be-
cause he was willing to face me alone with
a ‘gun? No, because Eddie thought I
wouldn’t plan to come without a gun. At
the last minute he’d arrange it so I
couldn’t see him with a gun—figuring [
wouldn’t turn back.

He was right. Once on my way, I'd

o and see him without a gun if it meant
%erry’s life. I hadn’t much doubt it did
mean Jerry’s life. . . .

The next few hours I spent trying to
find Eddie Marco in his usual haunts. If
I could get him alone, I'd have taken him
apart to find out where Jerry was. But I
couldn’t find him.

I went to my apartment and tried to
think it out. I had no writing to bring to
Eddie. What good would it do to go un-
armed to Eddie, with no chance of making
a deal? Then came the flash.

I left my apartment. I wasn’t toting
two guns now; I was toting three. The
odd one sunk deep in my coat pocket. I
had scratched it up a bit on the nose, and
blackened up the silver of the barrel where
it would show. To be sure I wasn’t fol-
lowed, I worked a couple of taxis, crossed
in a few subway stations. Then I called
Yola O’Neil on the phone. It was twenty
minutes of five in the afternoon.

“Yola,” T put it to her. “You said
yow’d do anything for me. Does that go
now ?”’

“Yes,” she said over the wire. “Any-
thing up to murder.” Up to murder. I
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didn’t like the stipulation she made there.

I asked her could she get in to Eddie’s
private office. She could; she had a key
and often met him there. I breathed easier.
Then I wanted to know if she could meet
me some place, and be sure she was not
followed. She was expecting Eddie to
telephone ; so I decided to see her at her
home. Her father was busy in his office
at the back of the house. If Eddie was
going to telephone her, he didn’t expect
to be there.

SHE saw me in the library, but this
time the doors were closed and the
curtains drawn over the window. I told
her about Jerry and what I wanted her
to do. She listened with her hands folded
in her lap. She took the gun I gave her
from my coat pocket.

Like a child reciting a lesson, she said:

“You want me to go to his den. You
want me to take the gun that is in the
case cut into the front of his desk. You
want me to put this loaded gun of yours
in it’s place. You want to kill him?”

“I want to save Jerry,” I said. “In a

way, it may save you too from him. Why
are you marrying him, Yola? You don’t
love him.” I tried to keep the doubt out
of my voice when I said that.

“No.” She shook her head. “This may
be fate working things out for me. Still,
if you kill him, 1t will be like—like T killed
him.”

“It isn't a question of killing him.” I
objected. “It's a question of saving
Jerry 2

“You won't kill him.”

“Not unless—Yola.” I went over and
lifted her from the couch and put my
arms around her. “You can do it, can’t
vou? And you will do it, won’t you?”

“Yes, ves.” She hardly breathed the
words. “I can do it—and I will do it—
if I can.”

“But you said you could—"

“T can take myself unseen to his office,
put the gun there, and take away the other
one. What I mean is—unless something
beyond me holds me back, tells me it is
wrong.” Suddenly raising those now blue
eyes to mine, Yola declared, “Yes, Race.
I believe that he has killed and killed. I
believe that if anything happens to you
tonight, my life is no longer worth living.

Yes, yes I'll do it—if I can efface the
picture that I am murdering a living hu-
man being.”

“But you'll do it.”

“If the moral courage does not fail
me.”

“If you want to see me alive again,
you'll do it?”

I kissed her then, and I think she liked
it. Anyway I did. I kissed her once more
and left her with the statement that my
life was in her hands. She clung to me
too and cried softly, and let her hands
run up the back of my head and through
my. hair. =%

I didn’t return to my apartment. I
stayed along the city streets. At eleven
o’clock I'd show up at that door on the
side street—and I'd have two guns with
me.

There was a man lounging against the
building when I arrived on the deserted
street at exactly eleven. His hands were
conspiciously empty. He made sure I
noticed that as he swung over to me. [
knew him. Cockey Elman, a rough-and-
ready lad close to Eddie Marco.

“Hello, Race,” he said. “I got a mean
job. Don't be sore, fellow. I understand
you want to visit someone upstairs. I've
got to frisk you first.”

I laughed, saying, “You don’t think
I’d go up there unarmed?”

“I don’t think, period.” Elman grinned
at me. “I'm not to make a point of it.
The lad you want to see won't be there
unless I take your hardware. Suit your-
self. It’s no skin off my nose.”

“No guts? He’s afraid to see me?” I
had expected this, but I didn’t want to
agree too easy.

“Maybe,” he said. “I don’t know from
nothing. I'm to tell you that if you want
to see a certain party again alive—I frisk
you. Suit yourself.”

I let him frisk me. A real courageous
act, you think. Just how brave, I didn’t
know at the time. For I didn’t know then
that for the last two hours Yela O'Neil
was trying frantically to get me on the
phone to tell me she couldn’t—wouldn’t
go through with planting the gun.

I let Elman go over me and take the
two guns. Also, he hesitated over my pen
knife, and finally kept it.

With an ease I did not feel, I said:
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“You’ll return those to me tomorrow ?”
I was clean now, so he spoke right up.
“I'll see that they are buried with you,

Race.” He thought that was pretty funny

and almost split a gut laughing. Then he

pointed toward the door. “Go on up,”
he said, “and good luck.”

I didn’t pussyfoot up those stairs. I
climbed them quickly and easily in the
dim light from an overhanging electric
bulb. I was showing a confidence I didn’t
feel. The door to that weird room was
open. I saw Eddie under the light as
soon as I turned on the landing at the
top. He was sitting behind the desk.
Both his hands were on the flat surface,
one clutching a 45 automatic. He said:

“Come in, Race. You’'re on time. Close
the door after you.”

I went in quickly, slamming the door
behind me. I crossed right to the chair
before the desk and sat down in it quick-
ly. I was facing the gun. Was it mine?
I thought it was. I didn’t feel so bad.

THEN I looked over by the fireplace
and my eyes widened. Little Jerry
was there. He was tied in a big, high-

backed wooden chair. He wasn’t gagged.
The kid had found it tough. But he said:

“You shouldn’t have come, boss. I
could take all this rat could offer.”

Eddie Marco said:

“You're a sap, Race. Those telephone
calls didn’t fool me. Though how you got
to my private wire, I don’t know. It was
kid stuff. That voice saying, ‘You have
written proof.” But if you had, you’d have
sprung it!”

So he had been having telephone calls
too. i

“Well,” I put it to Eddie. “If you
didn’t believe it, why this elaborate trap,
this snatching of Jerry? You went to a
lot of trouble for something that wasn’t
true.”

“Did I? You did get the wind up me.
But it wasn’t Lizzie Dell. It was Yola
O’Neil. T could make her believe most
anything until you came along.” His voice
grew hard and cold now. “You crossed
me, Race. No guy ever crossed me and
lived.”

“You think if you kill me, Yola will
marry you, that she really could love you.”

“She’ll serve me,” he said brutally,
“and she’d marry me. I'm the coming
lad, Race. As soon as I marry the Old
Man’s daughter, T'll wipe out the Old
Man. He hates my guts.”
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“Yeah.” I edged my chair closer to
the desk and to the gun. I watched Eddie’s
right hand. “Why does the Old Man
stand for you?”

“Because I'm the only living soul who’s
got anything on him.” He held up some
papers on the desk. “He killed once,
someone else nearly took the dose for it.
The Old Man had sentiment like you
have. He wrote a confession of that kill-
ing in case this other—friend was in
danger of taking the rap for it. I got that
confession.” He waved to the paper with
his left hand. “The Old Man had to
l}(lill. But that confession would break

im.”

“That’s why the Old Man had a rat like
you running things, and why Yola is
marrying you.”

“One of the reasons she’s marrying
Lne, maybe. I’'m going to clean things up,

Oy,”

“Why kill the Old Man? Why kill
me?”’

“The Old Man,” he said, “is just that
—an old man. He’s shrewd, he’s smart.
He has always been able to arrange
things. I don’t want him to arrange any-
thing for me.”

I came forward on the chair, said, “If
you don’t believe I have anything, why
take this chance on killing me?”

“It’s no chance,” he said. “There are
a dozen gunmen, maybe fifty gunmen
who'd like to kill you. The police may
think of even more. But the point is,
Race—you know I killed Lizzie Dell.”

“So you did kill her?”

“Did you doubt it?”

“Never for a moment.
prove it—why kill me?”

He leaned forward then.
raised, and I bent slightly.

“Because you know,” he told me. “It’s
your life, or mine, Race. Maybe you don’t
know it yourself, but you were going to
kill me. I know killers. I saw it in your
eyes the other day. You may deny it. But
it’s a matter of time, as the thing would
grow on you. You think you only kill in
self-defense; but I know better. It was
my life or yours.”

I was about to deny it. I had never shot
anyone down in cold blood. Yet, at lunch
time, how close it had been. But it wasn’t
true.

But if I can’t

His gun

Eddie Marco raised his right hand. His
eyes were black slits. He said simply:

“This is it.”

I dove at the front of the desk and the
gun that was there. I guess I tossed my-
self sideways as I shot out of that chair
and away from Eddie Marco’s vision.

His gun roared. The kid, Jerry, cried
out. A stab that was warm seemed to take
a chunk out of my shoulders and burn
cold across my neck. I missed my grab
for the gun. I had reached it all right, but
his shot and the jar of it made my fingers
bang against it. Then I was flat on my
back on the floor.

Something pounded down on my chest.
I put up my hand. It was the gun I had
knocked loose from the niche in the desk.
My hand gripped it, and I could tell from
the feel of it that it was my gun. I could
tell from the weight that it was loaded.
Then Eddie Marco leaned far over the
desk and pointed his automatic down at
me.

There was a surprised look on his face
at first, when he spotted the gun I held.
Then he grinned as he saw the empty
cavity where his gun with the dummy
bullets had been. He said:

“Playing games, Race?” His fingers
started to tighten on the trigger.

I raised my right hand; closed my fin-
ger once, and blasted lead right into the
center of Eddie’s smiling boyish face.

The shock blew Eddie right back from
his leaning position over the desk. I heard
his body hit the desk as it crashed for-
ward again,

2

I CLIMBED slowly to my feet, gripped

the desk and straightened. I couldn’t

help laughing. Never had I seen such an

expression as I saw on little Jerry’s face.
It was like a rainbow after a storm.

The door was slowly opening. I
thought it was Elman come to dispose
of my body. But it was the Old Man.

“Ah, Race.” The Old Man came slow-
ly into the room and closed the door be-
hind him. He lifted his cane and pointed
it at Eddie Marco there on the floor.
“Dead ?” he asked.

“Quite,” T said. “Do you want to
make something out of it?”

“Hardly.” He shook his head. “You
did that.” He walked over to the desk



Race Williams Cooks a Goose

27

and reached for the phone. Then I saw
the paper. His confession. I scooped it
up. His sharp little blue eyes watched
me. He lifted the phone. “I’m calling the
police,” he said.

“We'll need them,” T agreed. “There
was a killing some years back. You wrote
it up, I understand.”

After a bit he got O’'Rouke. Then he
put down the phone, turned to me, said:

“Why not burn that confession, Race?
I had to kill that man years ago just as
you had to kill this one tonight. I'm an
old man now. Oh, yes, Eddie Marco
killed Elizabeth Delton. She came to see
me. I have a statement from her that the
alibi she gave Eddie was false. At last
she had found out the truth about ‘her boy’
Eddie. I told her to get in touch with

ou.”

. He put his hand in his pocket and laid
an envelope on the desk. “Elizabeth
Delton’s statement for the police,” he ex~
plained. “Not enough to convict Eddie
but Eddie doesn’t need convicting now.”

“You told Lizzie Dell to get in touch
with me?”

“Yes,” he said. “And I made those
telephone calls to both you and Eddie.”
I went to work untying Jerry and rubbing
at his hands and legs, while the Old Man
went on. “Yes, I have been arranging
for Eddie’s end for some time. Yola was
planning to marry him because of me. She
didn’t think I knew. I couldn’t have that.
Besides, if Eddie took over, it would be
bad for the people.” He added, with a
wonderful smile, “That confession of my
little dereliction so many years back—
you’ll destroy that.”

“T think, Mr. O’Neil,” I said slowly,
“I've acted outside the law enough for
one night.”

“Nonsense.” He still smiled. “You'll
destroy it. Eddie snatched your faithful
assistant, the boy there. You came. He
shot you. I see that.” He was looking
high up on my arm where the blood was
drying. “You drew and killed him. I
think I might even say that I had grown
suspicious of Eddie and hired you. At
least, I will commend you to the police
and press. You'd be dead without me.”

“You saved my life?”

The phone rang. It was Yola.

“He’s dead, Yola. I had to kill him.”

“I'm glad T had nothing to do with it.
I’ve been so worried. I tried to get you
for hours. But you know now I couldn’t
put the gun there. I just couldn’t.”

“You— Are you saying you didn’t put
the gun there—here?”

“Of course, I didn’t. It wasn’t there,
was it?”

“No. No,” I said. T hung up.

“The gun. You—" I looked at the
Old Man—*“you put it there.”

“Yes. Yola doesn’t know. You mustn’t
trust women, Race. I saved you before.”

“The fire tongs, you know. I came up
behind Eddie in my stocking feet when he
was behind the curtains. He thought it
was you. You thought it was Yola. But
Yola must have known. Dear child, she
never spoke of it even to me.”

“But the gun—" I was watching him
put back the genuine gun now— “how
did you know?”

“Listening.” He smiled at me. “I have
an intercommunication system hidden in
my library. { listened to all you and Yola
had to say apd—"

“All of it?”

“Yes.” His smile now was like a set-
ting sun. “No matter. If you wish to
turn that document over to the police, all
right. T was nearly resigned to it. . . .”

O'Rouke was pleased when he saw the
dead Eddie. He thought I was lucky the
Old Man took it so well. I still had the
confession in my pocket when I sat down
to have a drink and a bite to eat with
Yola and the Old Man up at his house.
I was thinking what Eddie said about my
being a killer. I was wondering if the
Old Man had arranged that too, planted
that idea in Eddie’'s head. But I was
wondering mostly if it was true. Eddie’s
bullet hadn’t bothered me—much.

The Old Man never said a word about
that confession even when he saw me to
the door on leaving. It was then I hand-
ed it to him, on sudden impulse I guess.

He smiled and thanked me, saying:

“You could go far, Race, with me to
arrange things for you. Have you ever
thought of it?”

“No, I haven’t,” I said, and meant it.
“And I'm not going to think about it
either. Good night.”

THE END



Sue screamed, “Watch
out, Bert!”

An acid bath rubbed the blonde out
and stuck Stanley in another man’s clothes—

with a tailor-made frame.

THE time it takes to get home to
dinner from your office. That’s all
you need. Just the forty minutes BY MYM‘-'ND

you spend every night on the bus, and

you're tangled up with murder! There’s DRENNEN, Br.
the guy who strangled his gorgeous girl

friend ; the salesman who pushed the start-
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er button on his car and got blown apart;
the slinky blonde with her throat cut. You
read about these, but murder doesn’t hap-
pen to people like you, you figure. Then,
before you know it, it’s too late. . . .

You're just an ordinary Joe going
home dead tired after a bad day at the
office. The cold wind’s howling sleet out
of a sky as black and low down as your
thoughts. You're not in a hurry tonight.
The way Ellie's been acting the last
couple months, you don’t care if you ever
get home.

So you don't grab the first bus. You
step into the bar for a quick one. Maybe
two. There’'s a guy there next to you
about your size, but you don’t pay him
much attention. Good clothes, a little
flashy maybe. You're aware of a sharp,
pallid face with thin nose and lips.

He’s reading the sport page and finally
he shoots a grin and predicts the Dodgers
will sell short before the season’s half
over. You like the Dodgers and you tell
him so.

He laughs. “My name’s Gil Martin,
Didn’t mean to rumple you, fella. I'm a
football man myself. What are you drink-
ing?”

“I'll buy, Martin,” I said. To hell with
Ellie. Let her wait dinner for once. “I'm
Tom Stanley.”

He bought, I bought. You know how it
is. By the fourth or fifth round, I was
spilling my woe. It does you good to get it
off your chest and this Gil Martin seemed
like a straight shot. Maybe he’d had a
couple before I got to the bar, I don’t
know.

But he had some troubles himself and
the liquor fogged us into bosom buddies.
He shook his head thoughtfully, then
looked up with a sudden idea.

“What you need, Stanley, is three or
four hundred bucks quick.”

“Yeah,” I said sarcastically, Suddenly
I was feeling sorry for Ellie and like a
first-grade drunken heel myself. I looked
at my watch. I could catch the 8:05 bus
if T hurried. I slid off the bar stool. Mar-
tin followed me to the sidewalk and we
stood under the marquee buttoning our
coats against the snow and sleet while I
watched the 8:05 slide away without me.

I cursed my luck, knowing it’d be an
hour before the next bus and I couldn’t

afford a taxi. Dough, cash money. I was
low down and bitter, because that’s the
only trouble Ellie and I ever had. Just
the last couple months she’d started nag-
ging me to ask for a raise so we could
save some.

“Which way you going, Stanley?”
Martin asked, cupping his hands to light
a cigarette.

“Allendale,” I muttered, wondering
whether to go back in the bar and call
Ellie. :

“That’s where I live,” Martin said.
“Come on and I'll give you a lift. My
car’s right around the corner.”

The cold air was blowing some of the
alcoholic fumes out of my brain and I
peered at him narrowly, not quite able
to pin down the queezy feeling I had. He
grinned a little, then frowned.

“Besides, maybe I can do you a favor,
Stanley. You seem like a right guy and
maybe I can show you how to pick up a
quick buck.”

Martin must have caught my quick,
instinctive suspicion. He laughed shortly
and my face reddened. “Strictly legit.
We'll talk about it on the way out to
Allendale. If you don’t like it, you don’t
have”to buy . I'm just doing a favor,

y.

He had a new convertible with about
a thousand bucks of extras on it. One of
them was a silver flask. He held it to his
lips for a couple minutes, then handed it
to me. 5

The guy was doing me a favor and I'd
practically insulted him. I did need dough
and I was shivering from cold. At least,
I needed the ride home. I flashed him a
grin and took a long pull at the flask. It
was good scotch whiskey, better than my
taste was accustomed to.

The headlights cut through the black
night in front of us. The sleet was pepper-
ing against the windshield, the wipers
slishing back and forth monotonously. I
settled after a few blocks, laid my head
on the edge of the seat and blinked my lids
down over burning eyeballs. Martin
talked in a monotone as we drove. Seems
he was a salesman or a contractor, or
something. Gradually, the car lifted from
the road and floated along gently in the

v
That’s all I remember. ...
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IT WAS a shoddy twelve-by-twelve

room. That’s all you could say for it.
The cracked plaster and the sooty window
told you it was either a cheap rooming
house or a third-rate hotel. I was lying
on a lumpy bed that creaked when I tried
to move. The dismal light that slanted at

-the edge of the bed came from an old

wrought-iron floor lamp in the corner by
the window.

I was flat on my back staring with
smarting eyes at the dirty, gloomy ceiling.
The nauseating stench of alcohol fumes
hung around me like a shroud. My clothes
were reeking with whiskey. The bed
creaked as I rolled on my side, swung my
legs over the edge to the floor.

I don’t know how long I sat on the
edge of the bed, gaping at the thing
sprawled on the floor. Its figure was that
of a beautiful girl dressed in a red woolen
skirt and white sweater,

The legs were delicately curved and
sheathed in sheer nylon. The face, un-
recognizable now, was horribly burned
and lying sideways on a dirty, threadbare
carpet that was eaten away by the acid.
It still dripped occasionally from the re-
maining strands of silken blonde hair.

If the murderer had wanted to make
certain the dead girl wouldn’t be identi~
fied, then the acid bath was a success.
But I didn’t think about that then. I just
sat and stared dumbly, my mind and
senses unable to grasp the horror of what
I saw. My head was throbbing in great
torturing waves and my eyeballs felt like
they were fastened in their sockets with
rusty wire,

Gradually a dull realization of my pre-
dicament seeped into me. Cold sweat bub-
bled on my face and I clawed at my
trouser pocket mechanically for a ciga-
rette. There weren't any there. Then my
searching fingers pushed through a hole
in the pocket where I knew there wasn’t
any hole!

I forced my eyes away from the corpse,
brought them to bear on myself. I'd been
wearing a brown tweed suit when I left
home this morning. Now I had on a gray
worsted suit with a wide pin stripe. I
jerked to my feet, stood in front of a
cloudy mirror on the closet door. My
shirt, my tie, my shoes. But the suit
wasn’t mine !

My watch told me it was eleven-thirty.
Three and a half hours since I'd left the
bar with Gil Martin. Frantically I stooped
and felt the bare shoulders of the corpse.
I couldn’t tell how long she’d been dead,
but her flesh was still warm!

Suddenly I felt trapped and dizzy. I
think I'd have fainted if the window hadn’t
been open a few inches. A chilling gust
of air whipped in and struck my face like
a cold towel. I stepped to the window,
threw it wide open and stuck my head
out. It had stopped snowing and sleeting.
but it was still cold and the wind was
blowing in gusts. It lashed my face, whip-
ping my numbed senses back to life.

There was a rickety iron fire-escape
under the window. It led down to a dark
alley three stories below. A half block
away at the end of the alley, I could make
out a dim street lamp. I pulled my head
back in and Jpoked around.

A smgll, maple writing desk with blot-
ter pad on top sat by the floor lamp.
There was pen, ink and cheap writing
paper in the drawer. Nothing else. A
battered wicker basket under the desk
was empty.

I was about to straighten up when I
spotted a wad of paper behind the basket,
concealed by the desk leg. It was a sheet
like that in the desk. I smoothed it out on
the blotter pad, saw the name Louise
Mathews written fifteen or twenty times,
once right after the other.

You know how you doodle when you're
killing time, or trying to bring your
thoughts together ? Maybe you’ll practice
writing your own name, or a friend’s, or
a movie star’s. I'm not a detective any
more than you are, but I folded the paper
and shoved it in my pocket.

A scarred chest againt the other wall
had a cheesy scarf on top. The drawers
were littered with cosmetics, lingerie
and dead whiskey bottles. [ kept thinking
about that name. By then, it sounded
familiar.

What was I getting, making like a
detective ? Nothing maybe, but a little time
to get hold of myself. My flesh had
stopped crawling, my heart wasn’t thump-
ing in my throat like it had been, and my
hands weren’t shaking.

I was swinging open the closet door
when I heard the noises in the hall. Heavy
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footsteps and excited voices that were
getting louder as they approached.

Suddenly I was panic stricken. Suppose
I was caught here? Framed, 1 thought
for the first time. Maybe that’s the way
the killer had planned it. Gil Martin!
The guy who'd doped me and brought
me here. Was /e the murderer?

The steps were drawing closer now.
My eyes darted desperately around the
tiny room as cold sweat budded on my
skin. I didn’t know whether the door to
the hall was locked. I hadn’t tried it. If
the footsteps stopped at the door, I had
to pray it was locked. That would give me
time to get out the window and part way
down the fire-escape.

A man’s hat and coat—not mine—were

thrown over the foot of the bed. Even as
I thought about it, I was slipping them
on and running toward the window. I
had one foot on the fire-escape when a
heavy knock came on the door. I didn’t
wait to see whether it was locked. I
slammed the window shut after me and
slid down the clanking iron steps. If the
snow hadn’t muffled the noise, I'd have
sounded like a fire engine.
- My heart was pounding like a jack
hammer when I reached the alley. You
ever been scared, brother? Have you ever
had a hysterical feeling that you were
being caught for murder? That’s how I
felt when I hit the alley and glanced up
at the window.

Then I raced like a frightened rabbit up
the alley toward the street. It was so dark,

I didn’t have to worry much about keep-
ing in the shadows, but I stayed near the
buildings anyway in case any neighbors
were alley-gazing.

I walked a half-dozen blocks before I
got my bearings. It was northwest Wash-
ington, in a district of old rooming houses
and cheap hotels. The wind had died down
some but it was cold and I was grateful
for the overcoat and hat, They fit me like
they were mine, but you know how you
are after you get a shock like that. I was
still too dazed to attach any significance
to it. The blanket of snow on the street
deadened the sounds of occasional cars
and pedestrians.

The only thought I had was to get the
hell out of here. Catch a bus or taxi on
out to Allendale as soon as possible. Ellie
would be worried sick, but I wasn’t think-
ing about that then. In the year we'd been
married, I hadn’t stayed out at night with-
out letting her know.

On the next corner, I turned into a
tavern, a joint that was anything but fan-
cy. It was crowded with stale smoke and
beer and a few drunks trying to sing senti-
mental songs. I pushed toward a telephone
booth to call Ellie, feeling in my pocket
?echanically for change. Then I stopped

ead.

LIKE a sudden dose of smelling salts,
I realized I didn’t have on my own
clothes. My hand in my trouser pocket
was folding around a large wad of bills.
It wasn’t my money. When I'd left the
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bar with Gil Martin, I'd had maybe a
couple of bucks in change. No green
money.

With a sinking feeling in my stomach,
I edged into the telephone booth, pulled
the roll out and counted it. It came to four
hundred and sixty-five bucks, mostly tens
and twenties!

I didn’t call Ellie. T was mixed with
murder and I couldn’t run out on it. I
shoved the roll back in my pocket and
made for the bar. My nerves were scream-
ing like sirens keeping time with shaking
hands. A couple double ryes quieted me
down some and I went through the rest
of my pockets to see what else I'd find.

The overcoat held a room key with a
fiber tag that said 401, Gladstone Hotel,
Washington, D. C. That was about four
blocks from the rooming house where I'd
awakened with the blonde corpse. There
wasn’t anything else in the pockets. Not
even a book of matches.

Time you started using your head,
Stanley, I told myself. It wasn’t an acci-
dent that I'd been in that rooming house,
with whiskey poured all over me to smell
like I'd been on a lost vacation. It wasn’t
an accident that I had on somebody else’s
ciothes—or that I had over four hundred
smacks in my pocket.

Gil Martin had offered to put me next
to some quick money. It was quick, all
right. As I thought back, things seemed
to clear up a little.

I remembered how I'd come into the
bar, moved up to the stool beside Martin.
He’'d been reading the paper and I shot
him a look. About my size. Hell! As I
theught about it, he looked a damn lot like
me. Maybe these were his clothes I had
on.
Maybe he was waiting in the bar for a
fall guy to turn up. And I was the sucker.
I remembered taking a long swig from his
flask in the car. He'd held the flask to his
lips, too—but you can hold your tongue
over the spout and not swallow any. May-
be he’'d planned the whole thing. If he
had, then Ellie’s husband Tom Stanley was
right in the middle of a murder frame!

The only thing in my favor was my
hunch that I'd regained consciousness be-
fore I was supposed to. If the whole thing
was a carefully planned murder frame,
then the police were supposed to break

into that room and find me passed out
dead drunk on the bed aiter having killed
my blonde girl friend!

Whoever had changed my clothes for
me, knew who I was. I'd had plenty of
identification. Suddenly, I knew there
would be other bits of evidence, all planted
carefully to lead the police right to me!
Ii T coud stay ahead of them and gather
up the evidence, I thought vaguely. . . .
That was a laugh. But it was worth a
try. :
I left the tavern, and ten minutes later
walked into the dreary moth-eaten lobby
of the Hotel Gladstone. A bald-pated
clerk was dozing in a leather chair in the
corner. That was a break.

Tiptoeing past him, I skipped the an-
cient elevator and took the stairway to the
fourth floor. Room 401 was at the rear
and my key fit. I edged the door open and
enough light filtered in from the hall to
show me the room was empty. I found
the switch by the door and stepped in.

It was unruffled, looked like the maid
had just made the room up. A double bed,
desk, radio and several current magazines.
Dresser with a couple shirts, socks, change
of underwear—all my size. Three suits
were hanging in the closet. One of them
was my own brown tweed suit. My over-
coat and hat hung on a nail at the back
of the closet, over a row of empty whiskey
bottles.

It took me thirty seconds to change
clothes. This time, I didn’t hear the foot-
steps in the hall.

The only warning I had was a key
sliding into the lock. I dived into the closet
as the door swung in. For a minute that
pushed eternity, there was no sound. Not
even cautious footsteps coming on into the
room. Just my own tortured breathing,
the frantic pounding of my heart as I
shrank back into a dark corner of the
closet.

Then they walked into the room.
Through the closet door, I could hear
them talking.

“Told you I'd have seen him if he came
in.” That would be the bald-pated clerk,
1 guessed. ‘“What’d ye say his real name
was?”’

“Thomas Stanley is Martin’s real
moniker. Can you identify him, pop?”

“Well, now—"
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A third voice cut in: “You wait up here
for him, Mack. I'll go back down in the
lobby with Pop and stake out there. Pop
can point him out to me when he comes
in and I'll call you on the phone. Better
to brace him up here.”

I breathed easier as the clerk and one
of the cops left. They were cops, I knew.
They talked like cops. Then I heard foot-
steps walk to the window, raise it, then
close it. They came back and I braced
myself for what was coming. My groping
hands in the dark closed around the neck
of an empty whiskey bottle.

I was crouched low, my heels tense
against the wall, when the closet door
opened and the detective stood framed. He
didn’t even get a chance to focus his eyes
on me in the darkness.

You can get a lot of steam up when
you're scared. Your brain and muscles
are stimulated to split second decisions
that are impossible under normal circum-
stances. These dicks had me nailed as a
murderer. How they got my name and
tied me up with Gil Martin, I didn’t know.

All T knew was, with half an excuse,
they’d as soon shoot me as look at me.
In their book, I was an off-balance killer.
If T was to stand a chance of clearing my-
self, I had to get loose and find Martin.
If I couldn’t find him before they caught
me, they’d never believe there was such a
guy.

I shot out of the corner of the closet
like a rocket. My head was lowered and
my neck folded up like an accordion as I
ploughed into his belly. He whooshed air
out and caved backward as though he’d
been hit with a battering ram. I followed
him up, swinging the bottle. He never
got a good look at me. The bottle bounced
on his head, his eyes rolled and he just

collapsed.
I DIDN'’T waste any time. On the second
floor, T found a fire exit that dropped
me into the alley. Back at the dingy tav-
ern, I fortified my skittering nerves with
a couple of shots of rye, then went to the
telephone booth and called Ellie, When
she answered, I could tell she’d been cry-
ing.
“Tom! Where are you?” she choked.
“I’ve been so worried. Are you all right ?”
“Listen carefully, honey. I'm all right

and don’t worry. Has anyone called for
me?” If the police had my name, I knew
it wouldn’t take them long to track down
my apartment in Allendale.

“No, no one’s called, but . .
She broke off in sudden alarm.
body’s at the door.”

“I'll call you back, Ellie,” I snapped.
“Don’t believe anything anyone tells
you.”

In ten minutes, I drank three ryes. It
was the longest ten minutes I ever lived.
Then I called her back. Instantly I noticed
a forced calmness concealing panic and
terror in her voice. You know those
things.

“ire you alone, Ellie?”

“Y-yes.” She was too long in answer-
ing. I knew she was lying. Someone was
with her, beside her at the phone, listen-
ing to me and telling her what to say.

““Are the police with you, Ellie?”

“N-no one is with me, Tom.” Pause.
“Where are you?”

I ignored her question. The thing that
was most important was that she not
lose faith in me. “Ellie, honey, I don’t
know when I'll be home. But don’t be-
lieve what anyone tells you about me.”

“Tom! Where are you?” she screeched
hysterically. “You've got to come home
immediately! Do you hear?”

I hung up. My hand felt cold and clam-
my as I put the receiver back on the
hook. A new note of terror had suddenly
swept over me.

Suppose it wasn't the police with Ellie?
Suppose my regaining consciousness so
soon had thrown Gil Martin’s murder plan
off center? Suppose he was there with
Ellie now, threatening and torturing her,
waiting for me to come home! Maybe
that was why Ellie had sounded so hyster-
ical in screaming at me to come imme-
diately. If Gil Martin wasn’t the murderer,
who was? Suppose the murderer was
with Ellie now. . . .

I stood on the sidewalk in front of the
tavern watching a sedan swing into the
curb across the street. Two couples, ob- -
viously drunk, piled out and I got a break.
As they ran past me into the tavern, I
headed for the car. All kinds of hell were
churning inside me. If I went out to
Allendale in a bus or taxi, I knew I'd
probably get caught. But I had to know if

. Tom!”
“Some-
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Ellie was all right. If the drunks hadn’t
left the key in their car, I'd have to take
a taxi

The key was there. It was a black sedan,
with plenty of gas—and a radio. I turned
it on as I drove to Allendale, hoping I'd
catch the one a. m. newscast. When I got
it, I didn’t feel any better:

“Here’s more on the acid murder of Sue
Conover that we reported a few minutes
ago. A bulletin just in from police head-
quarters says the murderer is believed to be
Thomas E. Stanley, a governinent enployee
in Agriculture. The FBI is now checking
fingerprints found in the rooming house
where the body was found. So far there
has been no further identification of Miss
Conover. From labels in her clothes, she is
believed to have come to Washington from
Chicago. Her landlady says that Stanley,
alias Gilbert Martin, visited the girl fre-
quently. From a letter the police found in
the dead girl’s room which she had appar-
ently writien to Stanley just before he
killed her, he was traced to the Gladstone
Hotel where he maintained a room under
the name of Martin. More news at two
o’clock”

Letter? Maybe I was driving too fast.
But T was thinking what kind of crazy
letter Sue Conover could have written
me. I was swinging the sedan into Cam-
eron Street, a block up from our apart-
ment, when I heard the siren behind me.
I couldn’t risk stopping and bluffing it
through. I knew several of the Allendale
cops and the way my luck was running,
there’d he two of them in the squad car.

I poured on the gas, took the next cor-
ner by the grace of the Lord, and headed
for Highway No. 1 leading out of town.
There wasn’t much traffic at that time of
night and I knew if I could make the
highway, T could distance them.

I had a couple narrow squeaks, but the
siren on the old squad car faded fast when
we passed the outskirts of Allendale. I
stayed on No. 1 for ten or fifteen miles,
then cut off on a side road and ploughed
into a clump of trees for the night. The
effects of the dope and liquor had leit me
incredibly tired and light-headed.

I went right to sleep—if you can call it
sleep. I was convinced it was the police
who had been with Ellie when I called,
and not the murderer. I was convinced
. .. but, when it’s someone you love, just
being convinced doesn’'t help much.

Then, there was the letter. The one Sue

Conover had addressed to me. Me! I'd
never seen her before. It was fantastic.
Ellie was the only girl I'd dated in the
last three years and 1'd married her a year
ago. Poker with the boys every Friday
night was my recreation . . . not girls.

HE weather in Washington, like its

presidents, is unpredictable. When [
came awake a little after seven, it was
bright and clear. By noon; the sun would
have melted all the snow. T drove the
sedan to the nearest hus line, then dropped
it like a rattlesnake. It was stolen and the
police would be on the lookout for it.

I played like a commuter and caught a
bus into Washington. The morning news-
paper carried the full story and 1 read it
while stowing breakfast at a small diner.

On the second page was a reproduction
of the alleged letter that Sue Conover, the
murdered girl, had written to me. The
police had found it in an envelope under
the blotter pad on the desk. I kicked my-
self for not looking there. It was the only
clue to me they found. The envelope was
addressed to Gil Martin at the Gladstone,
but the letter went :

Dear Tom:

I'm sick and tired of calling you Gil Mar-
tin. Youw're plain Tom Stanley to me, dear-
est, and you always wiil be. When can we
get rid of that wmousvy little wife of yours?
Why do you keep puiting me off ¢ Let’s just
forget Ellie and vou and I go away together.
Forgive me for nayging, as you call it—but
if you’ll please just come back to me, we’ll go
on as we were. I really didn’t mean it, dear-
est Tom, when'I threatened over the phone
today to call Ellic and spill the whole thing.
You know 1 didnw't. Please forgive wme,
honey, and come back. I'll be good . . .
forever.

Sue.

I stared at it incredulously. It was
crazy. It just couldn’t be. On the third
cup of java. I started thinking again, and
realized that since I was framed for mur-
der, this was part of the frame! Of course,
it was crazy. But the police would never
believe it. And neither would Ellie.

I read the damn thing over again, try-
ing to pin down the vague feeling 1'd
seen it before. Then I got it. I hadn’t seen
the letter, but I'd seen the handwriting.
That crumpled paper, with the name

‘Louise Mathews written repeatedly. I

took it out of my pocket and compared
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the writing, letter by letter, on both.

There were evidences of similarity. The
shape of the s’s, the small ¢’s. As I stud-
ied it, I got the idea that whoever had
written the name Louise Maihews was
trying to copy something. A signature,
perhaps? Maybe I had something.

I choked on my coftee, paid my tab and
dived for a telephone booth. But my chin
dropped down to here. There were several
Mathews listed in the directory, but only
three started with L and none of them
Louise.

I walked up Pennsylvania Avenue to-
ward the White House, thinking. That
letter was in feminine handwriting—uno
mistake. Tt was written for the plain pur-
pose of framing me for the murder.

Obviously, Sue Conover would’t help
frame me for her own murder. Therefore,
if Gil Martin was the guy doing the fram-
ing, there was another girl helping him.
Martin and this girl X had murdered Sue
Conover and stuck me with it. Why?

Why would they go to such elaborate
lengths? If they just wanted to kill her,
they were smart enough to just run out
and leave the cops with an unsolved slay.
And why the acid to disfigure her face?
Then I got it. Nutz, it was staring me
right in the eye, but T had to go through
all that rigamaroll before I could see it.

Unless the police got an immediate
solution, they would do a lot of investiga-
tion. Martin and this girl X didn’t want
that—because they didn’t want the mur-
dered girl, Sue Conover, investigated.
They didn’t want her identified, except
as a transient girl in a cheap rooming
house.

Why would they kill her in the first

place? To show you how my mind runs in
a rut, all T could think of was money.
That’s what Ellie and T needed. So, T fig-
ured if Martin could get any money by
kiiling Sue Conover, then she wasn’t just
a tramp. At that point, I started thinking
that maybe her name was Louise Mathews
and she had a bank account. Otherwise,
why would this girl X try copying her
signature ?

When the banks opened at nine o'clock,
I started calling them.

“This is the credit manager at Holly-
wood Credit Jewelry,”? I spieled. “A
woman by the name of Louise Mathews
has just given us a check for some mer-
chandise and I want to verify her ac-
count.”

The fourth bank T called asked me how
much the check was for. My heart jumped
up into my throat because that was the
first nibble I'd gotten. I took a deep plunge
and said, “Fifty-five hundred.”

They told me the check was good. They
said it with a kind of snicker that made
me think it was chicken feed. But thev
wouldn’t give me her address. They would
verify it, they told me, if I would give it to
them. I swallowed, asked them to hang
on, and hung up.

Could I go to the police now? Give
them what I knew? I walked back down
Pennsylvania wondering just what the
hell I did know. I knew there was some-
one by the name of Louise Mathews who
had a large bank account.. Maybe she was
a congresswoman from Wyoming—or just
somebody’s widow, and had never even
heard of Gil Martin or Sue Conover.

Then lightning struck on my lame brain
and a miracle happened. I ducked into a
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cigar-store phone booth, dialed informa-
tion and asked for the number of Louise
Mathews. A sweet girl with a southern
voice gave it to me. I asked her why it
wasn't listed and she told me it was a new
number.

Lordy, I'm dumb. Louise Mathews, a
new number! The name was starting to
click. When I first saw it, I thought I'd
seen it before. Now I was sure of it. I
went to the library and started turning
through back issues of the newspapers. A
couple hours later, I had it.

On the society page, two months back
—a picture of a beautiful blonde. Louise
Mathews, only daughter of the Texas oil
millionaire, Bayard Mathews. He'd died
several months earlier, leaving her alone
in the world with four million bucks.
Then, two months ago, she’d moved to
Washington. When she was interviewed
by the paper, she was looking for an
apartment,

WHEN I left the library, my feet were
walking six inches above the pave-
ment. I was scared. I was sure that the
dead girl was Louise Mathews. It was a
big deal and I was pictured right in the
middle. If I was right, my life wasn’t
worth a whisper against four million
tickets. If I went to the police with what
I knew, they would check Louise Ma-
thews . . . and if I was wrong, it would be
a quick trial and I would ride to glory in
the electric chair. I was sick and I needed
someone to talk to. I called Ellie.

It wasn’t a very god connection and her
voice sounded like she’d been crying all
night.

“Where are you?” she asked listlessly.

“Honey, don’t talk like that. Don’t be-
ieve any of it. I didn’t do anything,” I
pleaded.

“How can you say that, Tom?"” she
cried. “You must have known her or she
wouldn’t have written you that letter.”

There was a clicking on the phone that
made it hard for me to hear. Ellie’s voice
was choked anyway.

“Are you alone?” T asked.

“Yes, I'm alone, Tom,” she said, tired.
“Where are you? Why don’t you give
yourself up?”’

Then I got mad. “Ellie!” I snapped.
“Do you believe in me -or not?”

She didn’t reply for a moment. When
she did, there was sudden alarm in her
voice. “Tom! You've got to hang up.
Quick!”

I didn’t get it. I was too mixed up at
that point to understand what the distant
screech of the siren meant,

Ellie cried “You’ve got to hang up right
away, Tom. This phone is tapped and
they’ll trace the call and catch you.”

The siren was coming louder then, and
I understood. I was calling from a Hlttle
one-man cigar store on Seventh Street.
I dropped the receiver and raced out of
the booth. At the door, I saw I couldn’t
make it. The radio car was only half block
away and the siren was dying.

I turned back into the store and looked
at the guy behind the counter, a little
fellow about my size. There wasn’t any-
thing to do. I shoved my hand in my
pocket, walked behind the counter and
told him to turn around. His eyes bugged
out, but he turned. Then I let him have it
on the back of the head with a copper ash
tray from the counter.

They say in crisis you can think straight
and stay calm. Anyway, that’s the way I
had found it when I was pushing a fighter
around over Berlin. And that’s the way I
felt when this guy slid to the floor. In
another couple of seconds, the police radio
car would be rolling up to the door.

I caught the clerk by the collar,
crammed him into the supply closet and
threw my coat and hat in over him. When
the cops ran in, I was standing behind the
counter with my sleeves rolled up.

“Did a man just make a call from
here?” one of them barked. There were
four of them and they had their guns out.

“Yeah,” I said. “He ran out just be-
fore you came up.”

They turned back to the door and I
took an extra breath.

“Which way did he go?”

“Dunno. Think he went up Seventh,”
I said, trying to get interested. “What’s
u ?"

pOne of the cops gave me a long look
and a dirty one. Then they went on out
and got in the car. I walked to the door
and watched them. Then I got my hat and
coat and kept on walking.

When I used to get back from those
Berlin missions, I'd either get drunk or



He Woke

Up Dying 37

get the screaming meemies. [ walked
straight and even until I got to a bar on
New York Avenue. Then I faded into a
booth and started shaking, with cold
sweat running down all over me. If I'd
run out of that cigar store, they’d have
shot me down on the street.

It took about eight ounces of rye to
steady my nerves and dry my sweat.
Then T started thinking that Ellie had
warned me. When the chips were down,
she hadn’t wanted me to be caught. I
felt better.

I couldn’t keep it up forever, though.
T.ouise Mathews was the key. If I couldn’t
clear this thing up, solve the murder my-
self, I was a dead cinch to get caught
before very long. If T was going to get
any place, I had to find out whether
Louise Mathews was alive or dead. I took
her number out of my pocket and went
to the phone booth to call her.

However, T knew that wasn’t so smart,
because if she were dead and anyone at
all answered, it would be this girl X. Or
Gil Martin. That would warn them away.

That meant I had to go over there. The
business office of the telephone company
gave me her address; an apartment on
Connecticut Avenue. I caught a cab and
leaned back in the cushions. I was about
as relaxed as a row of piano strings. Have
vou ever wished for anyone to be dead?

When your emotions and stomach are
turning over like mine were, then I guess
you're not responsible for crazy thoughts.
But I was wishing like hell for Louise
Mathews to be dead. If she was, I had the
thing sclved. If she met me at the door,
hale and hearty, then I might as well give
up. I was that wrong!

The Coronada Apartment is one of
those class places that guys like me read
about in the paper and walk on the side-
walk. When I got out of the cab, a door-
man held the door for me. Maybe I
looked like I belonged, because a sncoty
clerk behind the desk in the lobhy didn’t
try to glare me down.

“What apartment docs Miss Mathews
have?”’ I asked him Then I added, “She’s
expecting me."”

He nodded. ““She’s in apartment eight-
ten. Shall I announce you?”

I shook my head and walked to the
elevator. The uniformed operator let me

off on the eighth floor and I stood watch-
ing the indicator slide all the way back to
the lobby before I could move toward
apartment eight-ten. I pushed the buzzer
and waited. I didn’t wait long. The peep-
hole opened and I caught a quick glimpse
of an eye. It shut that fast and the door
swung open. I was staring into the grin-
ning, half-amused face of Gil Martin—
and the very black automatic that he was
pointing at my stomach.

I E STEPPED back, motioning for

me to come in. “I don’t know how
you figured it out, Stanley,” he growled.
“Maybe you shouldn’t have.”

He motioned me ahead of him, into a
luxuriously furnished corner living room,
with picture windows for walls. A girl, a
golden-haired beauty in a simple black
dress that took your breath away, was
lounging on a white sofa, a highball in
her hand. Her dark eyes were narrowed
in a kind of mingled fear and anger.

“So, you're Miss X,” T said. This was
it, I knew. I'd fgured it right. “Sue
Conover, or whatever your name is.”

“How did you figure that?” she
snapped, frowning.

I laughed, but it wasn’t from mirth.
Martin was behind me and I could feel
his gun prodding my kidneys. I'd figured
it out and I had them backed into a cor-
ner. So far—that they were going to kill
me.

“Simple,” 1 said. “I.ouise Mathews
was new in Washington and not very
many people knew her. You look enough
like her that you could double for her, so
you and Martin decide to kill her. Then
you can take her place.”

Martin stepped from behind me and
turned, holding his gun on me so I was
facing them. His lip was curled at one
corner but there wasn’t any blood in it.

“Go on, Stanley,” he sneered.

“When you killed her, you had to be
sure she wouldn’t be identified. That’s
why you used the acid on her face. You
figured that if her picture was published
across the country, then some of her old
friends in Texas might see it and recog-
nize her. You figure, if you give the cops
a fall guy, they won’t go any further.”

“You’re dead right there, Stanley,”
Martin snasled. The knuckles on his hand
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were showing white. Sue Conover leaned
forward on the sofa.

“So, you plan it very carefully. You're
pretty smooth with the women, Martin,
and you manage to get a sample of Louise
Mathews’ signature and give it to Sue to
practice on. Then, when you're ready, you
go down to the bar looking for a fall guy.”

“How did you get on to it, Stanley?”
Martin demanded sarcastically.

I grinned, because I was getting an
idea. It was a feeble grin, but so was the
idea. T started swaying a little and put
my hand to my head.

“Sue was nervous, with my laying
there on her bed drunk, while she was
waiting for you to bring Louise. She
writes the letter you had cooked up—all
you needed was the turkey and his name—
then she practices Louise Mathews’ signa-
ture some more, and throws the paper
in the basket.”

I swayed some more, rubbed my hand
over my forehead like I was faint. “Let
me have—" I nodded toward Sue’s glass—
“some of that.”

Martin sneered. “Okay, smart guy.
So I cleaned out the basket. How come?”

I reached for the drink. “Sue missed the
basket,” I said, straightening up. Then I
threw the drink in Martin’s face and
ducked at the same time.

He swore, staggering back, his free
hand going to his eyes. It happened fast
from then on. Sue screamed, “Watch out,
Bert. He’s grabbing the table.”

I had hold of the cocktail table and she
flung herself on the other end. Martin
fired, flame shooting over my shoulder. I
wrenched the table free and came up
swinging it. As it crashed against Mar-
tin’s head, he fired again and I felt hot
lead sear my left arm.

Crouching, I moved toward him, my
right fist cocked back. I brought it from
Baltimore and it went clear through to his
spine. He doubled forward, growling air
through his tonsils and I straightened up,
brought another long right up to his jaw.
I felt bone give against my fist and he
dropped in a heap.

Sue Conover was screaming, clawing at
my back. I turned, trying to shake her
off, then hunkered down quickly and she
lost her grip.

At that point, I didn’t know much what
I was doing, or maybe I wouldn’t have
hit her. I guess I didn’t have to, but I
did. My left arm was useless and burning
like sin, so I brought my right up against
Sue’s carefully carved chin. I guess 1t was
hard enough. It put her right to sleep.

I don’t know how long I stood there,
gazing down blankly at Gil Martin and
this girl X. Sue Conover was what they
called her. I must have called the police,
but I don’t remember doing it. They took
me down to the hospital and dressed my
arm. The bullet had gone clear through
the arm and ricocheted off a rug.

Then they took me to the police station.
Ellie was there, talking to Detective Mc-
Elroy when I walked in. She gave me a
cold look, then continued talking to Mc-
Elcoy.

“What about Louise Mathews then?”
Ellie was asking.

“Oh, she’ll get off,” McElroy said.
“She was just a victim of circumstances
and a little blackmail. When she got to
Washington, she was lonely and ripe for
someone like Martin. So she married
him. He was already married to Sue, but
they were separated. When Sue found out
about it, she started blackmailing both of
them. Martin decided to kill her, but he
had to destroy her identity so we couldn’t
trace him through her.”

My head was going round and round,
but I kept on listening. They had it all
wrong and I'd tell them about it as soon
as I could get a word in edgewise.

“So Martin picked up your husband at
the bar,” McElory went on to Ellie, “and
took him up to Sue’s room. Then he
forced Louise to write that letter and sign
Sue’s name to it. He figured that would
be the end of it. Louise practiced with the
pen by writing her name.” McElroy gave
me a dark look. “Of course, if your hus-
band hadn’t stolen the evidence, we’d
have—"

“Hell!” T snorted. “Come on, Ellie.
This guy’s nuts.”

In the taxi going out to Allendale, Ellie
forgave me for burning money up drink-
ing at a bar and told me why she’d been
nagging me to save some.

“I was keeping it a surprise, darling,”
she purred. “Shall we call him Junior?”
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state about my sanity, if not about the
murder. But I was going to commit one
now.

“What’s the matter with you, Red?”
the guard said.

It was his newspaper I'd been glancing
over while my truck was being loaded.
Tobacco bulged his cheek. In the crook
of his arm was a buckshot-loaded double-
barrel.

I folded the newspaper and handed it
back to him through the cab window.
My hands were shaking. I knew I must
have been livid. “Just the heat, I guess.
Thanks for letting me see the paper.”

The power shovel dumped a last scoop
of earth into the truck behind me. I got
in gear and rolled off slowly, up the slope
to the crest of the road.

The gang was scattered along the hill-
side for about fifty yards, wielding picks
and shovels. Half of them wore leg chains.
It had taken me nearly a year to earn
my way out of chains.

I drove a hundred yards to the area we
were filling, backed in and dumped. There
were several other trusties here, one on
a bulldozer, scattering and leveling the
soil.

When I drove up to the road, empty
and ready for speed, instead of turning
back toward the convict gang for another
load as I had done a hundred times, I
turned in the other direction. I stepped
on the gas.

It was as simple as that. I could have
done it any one of those other hundred
trips. Fifty-odd convicts scattered along a
highway and three underpaid guards with
shotguns to watch them. None of the
guards even hothered to shoot at my van-
ishing tires. I was out of their range.
One of them, I knew, would be running
for his car to chase me.

The truck roared. I got it up close to
sixty-five. That was all it would make,
except downhill. I prayed. All I wanted
was five miles to the double-track main
line of the railroad. It crossed a ridge,
along which the highway ran at that point.
From either direction a heavily loaded
freight train was likely to be straining
from the grade it had climbed, slow
enough for me to swing aboard.

If I wasn’t luckv enough to catch one
my pursuer, or pursuers, might be in

doubt as to whether I had, or did, if a
freight came by. They might expect me
to take either a northbound or a south-
bound, just to get away.

But I wasn’t running just to be run-
ning. I would take only a southbound, for
the sixteen miles into Palmetto, the county
seat. Beyond killing Sam Carthage, I had
no plans.

At the junction with a county road,
where a general store sat in the fork, I
slowed down to forty to pass. The truck
had Palmetto County—Department of
Public W orks printed on its cab doors and
there was a telephone in the store.

The guard who undoubtedly was chas-
ing me might stop here to use the phone
or return when I abandoned the truck.
The two guards left with the gang couldn’t
do anything; they had to stick with the
rest of the convicts.

A couple of hounds sleeping in the shade
of the chinaberry tree in front of the store
didn’t even raise their heads. There were
three cars parked but no person was in
sight.

I got the truck back up to sixty-two
and -three. Ahead of me I heard a steam
whistle blow for the crossing. It sounded
as if it was northbound. That was too
bad. I wanted a southbound. If it was a
long freight and pulling up the grade, it
would be slow enough for me to have
caught. And it probably was a freight, I
told myself ; most of the passenger trains
on this line now were hauled by Diesels.

Slowing the truck off the road into a
field at the crossing, I jumped out and ran
south through the waist-high broomsedge.
The whistle sounded again. The train
came into view from the south. My heart
sank. It was a passenger train, a short
one, and traveling entirely too fast for me
to swing on, even if I’d wanted to.

I dropped to hands and knees and be-
gan to crawl through the high brown
sedge. Finally I tumbled behind an old
terrace. I lay there panting. The train
rushed by, shattering the stillness of the
countryside. It was hardly out of sight
before the sedan squealed to a stop at the
crossing.

THE big pot-bellied guard got out and
stood looking down the track toward
the vanished train and then at the county
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truck. T could see his lips move, prob-
ably swearing. He couldn’t be sure how
fast the train had been moving. He
walked over to the truck. I parted the
sedge stems before my face to watch him

He looked over the truck carefully. I
couldn’t imagine what he was looking for
He lifted the hood and leaned in, over the
motor. He propped his shotgun against
the fender. He did some tinkering. [
guessed he was removing part of the dis-
tributor so the truck wouldn’t run.

He must have figured I'd caught the
train which passed just before he arrived
but in case I hadn't and was hiding near-
by, he’d take the truck out of the play
He put the part in his pocket, picked up
the shotgun, stood looking down the track
toward where the train had run, then re-
turned to his sedan, got in and turned it
around, and drove back the way he had
come—probably heading for the store to
make his phone call.

Hed probably call the next railroad stop
to the north, for the train to be searched
for David “Red” Kennet, lifer, murderer.
That was dandy.

I'd almost made up my mind to start
walking along the railroad, toward Pal-
metto, and run the risk of being spotted,
when I heard a southbound train. In a
minute or two I knew it was a freight, the
way it took the grade. When it came by
I swung on easily, about the middle of the
long string, and didn’t even bother to lo-
cate an empty ; just braced myself between
two cars for the short ride.

The wheels sang, Kill Samm Carthage,
kill Sam Carthage, kili Sam Carthage.

I wasn’t in stripes. Stripes were no
longer used. The county could buy more

serviceable army surplus shirts and pants
cheaper. I'd need a change before calling
on Sam. I figured I could make it all right
to Mary Venable's cottage, where my
things were stored—including a .45 auto-
matic.

Mary would he a problem but she
wouldn’t rat on me. She was the one
person who never had lost faith in me,
who believed me innocent.

The afternoon shadows were lengthen-
ing when 1 dropped off the freight in a
patch of pines on the outskirts of town.
I walked through the pines, found a path
past old shacks and so came to Mary’s
back door.

The wooden door was open for air and
the screen door wasn't latched. I walked
in. She was in the living room, at a desk,
making some kind of sketch. She dropped
her pencil and rose swiftly to face me, one
hand on the back of the chair in which
she’d heen sitting.

She was never lovelier, her hair so
black it had purple highlights, her ivory
skin flushed with pink and her lips red as
hibiscus. But I scarcely saw her through
the flame of rage which enveloped me.

“Dave! What are you doing—"

“Where are my things?”

After the trial, she'd taken my meager
possessions from my room at Carthage’s
place where I worked, to store for me here
in her home.

“T’ll show you,” she said as she led
the way to a small storeroom at the back
of the house. “But how could you come
here? Did they send you to town on an
errand?”’ The camp boss had done that a
couple of times. “I thought you were for-
bidden to make a personal visit,” she said.
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“I am forbidden,” I said. I opened my
trunk and felt under clothes. “I wasn’t
sent on an errand. I just came. They’ll
be after me. But they won’t catch me
before I do what I've got to do.” The
cold metal of the heavy automatic was
in my fingers and I brought it out.

“What, Dave? You're not yourself!
You're—" Her eyes focussed slowly on
the gun.

“I'm going to kil Sam Carthage,” 1
said.

This much I'll say for her. She didn’t
have hysterics. Many a woman in her
place would have. She loved me. She’d
shown it, even flaunted it, to the town,
the judge and jury and her school board.
She’d fought for my freedom—but it
hadn’t been enough.

“Oh, Dave, no! Please! Please!
You're not a killer! Believing that is the
one thing I've held to. . . . But why,
after three years—" :

“Did you see the announcement in the
paper?” I asked, checking the gun and
making sure it was loaded. ‘“Sam’s run-
ning for sheriff. The only candidate. Elec-
tion assured. A rotten, grafting crook.”

“It’s not your responsibility! You can’t
kill a man just because—"

“Listen, Mary. You know I'm not a
flag-waver. But I almost lost my life
and I did lose my mind, for a year, fight-
ing to stop people like Sam Carthage thou-
sands of miles away from—"

“But don’t you see you're proving them
right? That if you do this thing you are
a killer?” Only four years more and you'd
be eligible for parole and we’d—" Tears
were rolling down her cheeks and she
knuckled them away.

“Only four more years, Mary? Seven
in all before the Parole Board will even
review the record of a lifer. The best years
of your life and mine. No. They said I
was a killer. Al right. I'll go along with
that. I'll prove it this time even to my-
self.”

“But, Dave—"

“Get out of here while I change my
clothes.”

I pushed her out and slammed the door.
I changed to sport shirt and slacks. I
found a snapbrim hat to cover my red
thatch. The gun I put in my left-hand
pants pocket and kept my hand there on

it, to conceal its bulk until I needed it.

TARTING out through the living

room, I stopped abruptly. A tall, well-
dressed man, middle-aged, with thin gray
hair, was being admitted by Mary. I'd
never seen him before.

“John,” she said, “this is our new min-
ister, the Rev. Dr. Grace. . . . Dr. Grace,
my nephew John Venable, from Charles-
ton.” She was a fast thinker. She had no
nephew named John in Charleston or any-
where else.

It was lucky it was my left hand in the
pocket on the gun. I took his extended
right and said, “Hello, Doctor. How long
have you been in Palmetto?”

“Just a few days,” he said, “It’s beau-
tiful. And I've hardly had time to get ac-
quainted before being put on the commit-
tee with Miss Venable for the new play-
ground. That’s what I dropped by to talk
over. But on the way I hac%)e my automo-
bile radio on and heard an alarming piece
of news.”

“Yes, Dr. Grace?” said Mary. Her
eyes were still a little swollen but a com-
parative stranger might not notice.

“A murderer has escaped from one of
our county convict gangs, working on a
road,” he said. “Name’s Kennet. Serving
life for killing a state constable here a few
years ago. You must have been here then,
Miss Venable. Do you remember the
case?”

“Yes,” she said, “I—"

But he was too eager to tell us the news.
He sat down. “The announcer recalled
that this Kennet had been working as'a
mechanic for Sam Carthage. At Carth-
age’s big auto repair and used-car auction
lot. Kennet was acting as receiver for a
stolen car gang and slipping the stolen
cars into the auctions. Sergeant Pitts of
the state constabulary had evidence and
was about to arrest him. Kennet shot the
investigator.”

“So Carthage testified,” Mary said
hopelessly, with a glance at me.

The gun bulked under my left hand in
my pocket. I still had my hat on, which
must seem odd. But the slacks were thin
cotton and if I took my hand out of the
pocket the shape of the big .45 would show.
I sat on the end of a divan, my left leg
against its arm, and slipped the gun out
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of my pocket, shoving it between the cush-
ion and the arm.

The preacher had no reason to suspect
I was anything other than a visiting
nephew from Charleston. I had to stall.
though my insides were twisting with im-
potent fury at the delay.

“Well,” said the minister, “he escaped.
Caught a northbound train, they think. I
suppose the county is rid of him.”

“Yes, Dr. Grace,” said Mary sweetly.
“Now about the playground equipment. I
have a manufacturer’s catalog which I re-
ceived today. I left it in my car. John,
do you mind stepping out and getting it
for me?”

There was a high hedge in front of the
cottage and I wasn't likely to be noticed.
I went out to where her coupe was parked
in the driveway and looked for a play-
ground equipment catalog-—on the seat
and in the dash compartment. No catalog.
Could she have been giving me a chance
to leave? But that would seem odd to the
preacher and besides, my gun was hidden
in the divan.

After thinking it over a few minutes and
making sure there was no catalog in the
car, I returned to the living room. Mary
was rummaging in a big purse.

“Oh, I'm sorry, John,” she said. “I got
the catalog in this afternoon’s mail at the
post office and thought I'd left it in the
car, but I remember I stuffed it into my
bag. Here it is,” she exclaimed, producing
a thin folder.

I sat down where I'd been before and
got the gun back into my pocket. I said,
“If you'll excuse me while you talk over
your business, I'd like to run downtown
for a few minutes. May I use your car,
Mary?”

She stared at me, unable to conceal her
frustration, but she said, “Of course.”
She gave me a key folder. Her eyes said,
“Don’t, Dave! Please down’t!”

I told the preacher I was glad to have
met him and got the hell out of there. I
still had the hat on and believed I could
drive to Carthage’s without being picked
up. He’d be there at this time of day,
probably alone. He was always the last to
leave, hanging around until time for din-
ner. He usually had dinner at a tourist
camp and restaurant he owned a mile
down U. S. 17 from the automobile shop.

If Mary had been counting on the delay
to evaporate my determined anger—she
was wrong. I was never so sure of any-
thing in my life as of what I was going to
do. It had been building up in me for
three years on a chain gang. Carthage
stepping in as the chief law-enforcement
officer of the county was the final blow
which stripped me of pretense and left
nothing but the implacable desire to kill.

Driving through back streets and keep-
ing my hatbrim turned down, I reached
Carthage’s big garage and used-car lot,
where I had lived and worked. It was a
long, quonset-type structure. A few weeks
after I'd drifted into town and gone to
work here, I had caught on that Sam
Carthage was running in a few stolen cars
in his auctions, to which dealers came
from all over the Southeast. But the work
on the cars, including the altering of motor
numbers, was done elsewhere. I figured it
was none of my business.

1 parked at a corner of the lot farthest
from the long garage and office building.
Looking for Mary’s catalog, I'd noticed
2 folded paper sack in the dash compart-
ment and now I had an idea. I got out the
sack, put the gun in it, my hand over its
butt. It looked as if I might be carrying
a bottle or something of the sort.

Carefully 1 approached and went
the building, glancing in the big windows. .
No one was in sight. I approached the
door to Sam’s office. Through his win-
dow, I saw him at his desk, the light on
against the gathering dusk.

I opened the door, stepped in and closed
the door behind me in one smooth motion.
I held the sack firmly.

“Hello, Sam,” 1 said.
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HIS big-knuckled hands were on the
desk, his keglike belly against the

partly opened middle drawer. His heavy

black brows came together and his thick

wide lips whitened on the cigar in his

beefy face.

He said nothing. His eyes were like
marbles, as black as his lying heart. I
had minded my own business, said noth-
ing of my suspicions to Sam or anybody
else, certainly not to Sergeant Pitts, had
done my work and kept my nose clean—
and then Carthage had made me the fall
guy, had almost sworn me into the electric
chair. His testimony would have sent me
there if it hadn’t been for my war record.

He’d come into my room at the end of
the garage farthest from his office that
night and woke me out of a sound sleep.
He’d stuck a gun in my hand.

“There’s a burglar in my office,” he had
said. “I came by and happened to see
him go in. He’s got the shades down and
he’s going through the files. Go out around
the building and keep that door covered
while I get the police.”

If I hadn’t been half asleep I would
have known this was fishy. How could
Sam know the burglar was going through
the files if the shades were down? But
Sam Carthage was my employer, I’d had a
hard day and was only half awake. I'd
obeyed instructions, gone to cover the of-
fice door.

The next thing I knew cops were turn-
ing flashlights on me, telling me to drop
the gun. I did so. They herded me into
the office and there was Sergeant Pitts’
corpse, shot with the gun I had held.

Now the hate which had been simmer-
ing in me for three hard years came to a
boil as I walked around beside Carthage’s
desk where I could see all of him. The
sack hung in my hand beside my thigh.
He seemed not to notice it. He half turned
in his swivel chair to face me. He rose to
his feet.

His black-haired hand darted into the
desk drawer and started out with a re-
volver. In that instant I was sure I could
have killed him. The .45 was in the sack
in my hand and all I needed to do, I told
myself, was raise it and fire and that would
be the end of Sam Carthage. A .45 tears
a hell of a big hole in a man.

Further, it would have been plainly a

matter of self defense. He was going to
kill me, even though he had no idea about
the sack.

But killing him would be too easy for
him, too quick and painless. I knew in that
instant, too, that killing him would do
me no good, would not satisfy the rage in
me.

Instead of shooting him, I kicked the
revolver out of his hand. The gun went
skidding across the floor to a corner of the
room. I dropped the sack off my .45 and
covered him.

“Keep your hands up,” I said.

He said, “What do you want, Kennet?
Money for a getaway? There’s between
five and six thousand dollars cash in the
safe. I'll get it for you.”

I didn’t answer him. Sweat began to
pop out on his thick face. The cigar fell
out of his mouth, unnoticed. His gaze was
frozen on the muzzle of the .45 in my
hand.

I went over to the corner and picked
up his revolver. Crossing to the low win-
dow, I lifted a foot and jammed a big
hole in the screen. I threw both guns
through the hole out into the yard.

Carthage was a powerful, barrel-chest-
ed giant, outweighing me at least fifty
pounds, but agile. He scrambled to the top
of his desk and dived at me. My left fist
hooked into his face and he crashed against
my shoulder.

We went down. His hands got a grip
on my throat and I jerked my knee into
him. His hands loosened. I smashed left
and right against his mouth. Blood spurt-
ed over me. His right came up against
my chin and my head snapped back.

He got on his feet and his heavy shoe
exploded against my jaw. I went spin-
ning on my backside across the floor and
he came over to kick me again. I grabbed
his foot, jerked it and he sat down like
a ton of bricks, shaking the walls.

I jumped, both my heels striking his
chest, and fell beyond him. Carthage
scrambled up, grabbed a straight-back
chair and swung it over his head at me.
I ducked. The chair splintered partly
across my back and partly on the desk
behind me. I ran, butting into him. His
fingers caught my head and gouged into
my eyes. 1 tore his hands loose, raised up
and slugged his jaw. Both of us were
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breathing in hoarse rasps and streaked
with blood.

After that, I don’t remember much of
the details. It must have gone on five
or ten minutes. Time ceased to exist. The
office was a shambles. We were ragged
savages. Half my teeth were knocked out
I remember spitting them in his face. The
next thing I remember clearly is sitting
astride him, pummeling his jaw with
leaden fists I could hardly swing.

When I stopped, fighting for oxygen in
my lungs, arms propped against him, he
gasped:

“What—do you want, Kennet?” his
breath coming in gulps.

I managed to grate words through the
ruin of my mouth: ‘“Who—who killed
Pitts?” I wanted to hear him say it al-
though I knew the answer, had always
known the answer.

“I did,” he said.

“You framed me?”

“Sure. You knew it all along. But—
who'd believe you, against me?” Carthage
choked out.

“You were—pushing the stolen—cars,
weren’t you?”

“Sure.”

“Damn you,” I said. “You're going to
tell—the police—that.”

I got off him, staggering, reeling, hard-
ly able to hold myself up, and tried to
grasp his necktie, pull him up.

The door opened and the Rev. Dr.
Grace stood there, guns in both hands,
Carthage’s revolver trained on the big man
who raised himself on an elbow and then
stumbled to a crouch beside me.

“It won’t be necessary for him to tell

the police,” the preacher said. Mary was
beside him.

“We’ve been waiting outside the win-
dow for several minutes and heard his
confession.”

Mary came to me where I leaned against
a wall, still gulping air into my tortured
lungs, and she drew my arm across her
shoulder. Her soft fingers explored the
bleeding wreck of my face with tender,
gentle skill.

“Dave, forgive me!” she cried. “After
I'd done it, I could have cut my heart
out.”

“Done what?”

“When I sent you out of the house to
my car, I got your gun from the divan,
under cover of my big purse, excused my-
self for a minute, went in the kitchen and
unloaded your gun. Then I returned it to
the divan, still hiding it behind my purse,
before you came back in and got it.”

“So—I came here to kill Carthage with
an empty gun?”’

“Yes, Dave! But I didn’t realize I was
risking your life! All T could think of
was that you hadn’t been a killer and I
didn’t want you to start being one. Then
when you’d gone, I realized what you
might walk into. I was crazy with worry
and told the preacher everything and we
followed you.”

Tears were streaming down her lovely
face. I didn’t have to lean on the wall any
more. I got both arms around her as she
sobbed on my chest.

“Don’t cry, honey,” T said. “You were
right after all. T just didn’t have it in me
to be a killer. Everything’s going to be
all right now.”

Doubting Thomas
Now Convinced

Thomas W. Mutch, Boston,
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because it tastes better.
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FARGEE FOR
TONIGHT

Only a gal with a stake in Winton Hull
would swear that someone else shot an arrow
into Hulls never-loving wife—
and left him holding the bag.

By JOHN D.
MacDONALD



Startling
Suspense Novelette

CHAPTER ONE

Bull’s-Eye!

LL through the night she lay in the
A garden. At dusk she had been
there just over an hour. At dusk
the garden was sweet with the drift smoke
of burning leaves from other yards, sweet
with the dead ripeness of fall flowers.
She lay with her shoulders flat against a
gray flagstone in the walk that curved
47



48

John D. MacDonald

around the plot where the concrete bird-
bath stood, her slender legs extending
away from the birdbath toward the squat
sundial.

In the hour of dusk when there were
sleepy birdsongs in the woods just beyond
the fieldstone wall, when there were the
distant shrill cries of children at play—
that was when she was most beautiful,
fallen in dancer’s pose, prematurely silver-
gray hair crisp-curled, tight to her head,
like a gay helmet, blue eyes half closed,
unseeing. Her dress was gray, with blue
tones in the gray.

The night was clear and cool and the
high star patterns shifted through the sky,
turning like a great slow wheel. A little
after ten the phone in the house was a
distant shrilling. Eleven rings, and then
the silence again.

Not complete silence. Far down the
street a radio was turned loud, and only
the bass beat could be heard in the garden.
A wind crackled the dry leaves of the elm
and some drifted crisply down. One leaf
rested across her mouth for a time until
another breeze whirled it off to catch in
the barberry.

Before dawn the milkman came down
the path beside the house, bottles clinking
in the partitioned metal basket. He
whistled softly between his teeth, opened
the little door of the milk box, put in the
usual two quarts.

The dew was heavy just before dawn.
The dress was soggy then, more clearly
limning her body. The dew had taken the
curl from the gray-silver hair, showing the
delicate lines of the skull.

The wall at first blocked the sun which,
as it rose higher, at last touched the gay
feathered end of the fletched arrow.
Feathers of black and red, crisp in the
aluminum shaft, delicately beaded with
dew as were her eyelashes.

Half the length of the arrow was visible.
It was at a slanted angle, disappearing
into the soft hollow at the base of her
throat. There was very little blood. It had
formed in a small pool around the shaft
and had dried there.

At a quarter to eight the garbage truck
stopped in front of the house., The man
came down the walk to the kitchen steps,
tilted up the cast iron rim of the sunken
can, reached down and lifted out the inner

container. As he turned to walk back to
the truck, he glanced down toward the
garden. He had been on this route for
over two years, and always he looked at
the garden. It made him feel good to look
at the garden.

He made a small sound as though he
had been hit in the pit of the stomach, The
handle of the container slipped out of his
hand and the can fell, spilling orange rinds
and coffee grounds. -

He walked, absurdly on tiptoe, down to
within ten feet of her. He swallowed hard,
turned and ran back the way he had come,
beginning to shout when he was forty feet
from the truck.

All down the street the people tensed at
the breakfast table as they heard the sirens
on this street which had so seldom known
that loneliest sound on earth. Coffee
cooled in the cups and eggs simmered long
overtime as they went down and stood as
close as possible to the gray fieldstone
house at the end of the street, the house
nearest to the woods.

But the policemen blocked the driveway
and the walk, saying, “Nothing to see. A
little accident. Better go home, folks.
Move along there.”

One boy of twelve circled the house and
climbed the wall. He poised on top, then
dropped back to the crisp leaves outside
the wall. He retraced his steps to the
street. Somehow the neighbors knew that
he knew. The boy was 1ll and wanted to
go home. He wanted to go home and go to
bed. But suddenly he was an important
person.

“It’s Mrs. Hull. Yeah, she was there
on her back with a shiny arrow sticking
out of her throat. Yeah, she’s dead. I
don’t know how I know, but she’s dead.
Half of that arrow is in her.”

Memory was strong and the boy
gagged. The crowd parted for him. He
walked slowly home, scuffing his heels, his
mouth and throat acid-tart,

* k%

Milya Grant listened, frowned, said,
“Just a moment. I'll see if he’s left the
office.” She put the phone down, went
through the open door into the inner
office. Winton Hull stood by his desk, hat
and topcoat on, selecting papers and in-



Target for Tonight

49

serting them neatly into his tan briefcase.

“There’s a call for you, Win.”

He glanced impatiently at his watch.
“Tell ’em I've left, Milya. I've only got
twenty minutes to get to the terminal and
buy my ticket.”

“I think you’d better take it, Win.”

“What makes you sound so funny ?”’

“It’s the police. They're calling from
Coopersville.”

“Police?”

He stared at her, then picked up the
phone on his desk and said, “Hull, speak-
mg. ... No, I didn’t phone this morning.
She sleeps la— what’s wrong? . .. What!

. Yes, of course. I'll be right out.”

He hung up the phone. Milya saw his
hand tremble.

“What is it?” she asked.

Win sat down, his eyes narrowed, his
lips compressed. His strong hands rested
on the desk top with a peculiar helpless-
ness. “It’s Lorraine. She’s dead. I don’t
know how or where. He said she was—
killed.”

Without another word, he stood up and
walked blindly out of the office. The outer
door shut softly.

Milya stood and was shamed by the
exhultation that filled her. She stood by
the window and looked down twenty
stories into the morning traffic of 41st
Street. She was a tall girl, not beautiful
because of the wideness of her face
through the cheekbones, the slight heavi-
ness of her lips. But her gray eyes were
lovely and her brown hair had a rare
copper glint. She wore her office uniform
of black skirt and white blouse. She had a
delicately inarticulated awkwardness of
youth about her that belied her efficiency.

She turned quickly away from the win-
dow and placed a call to Detroit, told the
branch office that they could not expect
Mr. Hull on the noon plane, that he would
advise them as soon as possible when he’d
be able to make the trip.

It was better to be husy. She took the
dictation discs from the machine by Win’s
desk, carried them out to her own desk
and fitted the first one into the transcrip-
tion unit, adjusted the speaker to her ear.

The electric typewriter spoke crisply
and the neat lines of the first letter quickly
filled the page.

When the letter was finished, there was
a pause. Then in a voice far different than
his dictation voice, she heard Win say,
“Have [ remembered to tell you today
how much I love you?”

She turned off the machine, lowered her
forehead to the cool metal of the type-
writer and began, very soitly, to weep.

HE Coopersville police headquarters

was in the back of the town hall, con-
stricted by the assessor’s office, the town
clerk’s office and the branch office of the
county supervisor. The building had been
constructed of a pleasing tan stone, but
fourteen years of residence by units of the
town government had left the interior
with the smell of antisceptic devices in the
lavatories, the reek of cheap cigars, a falnt
odor of stale beer and laundry.

The Police Chief, Arthur Lanik, headed
a force composed of two lieutenants, one
of whom was his younger brother, three
patrolmen and one detective. In contrast
to Arthur Lanik, who was bald, heavy and
florid, the detective, Lan Pankerd was
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—those spots where whiskers are wiry and skin
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a small, gray and wordless, observant man,
Reporters from the metropolitan dailies
had clustered in the wide hall outside
police headquarters, while inside the
chief’s office, Win Hull sat at a chair
pulled up to the chief’s oak desk, flanked
by Lan Pankerd, Mayor Lewis, Robert
Lanik—the chief’'s brother—and Dir.
Bogart Lyman, the young coroner,

On the desk lay the aluminum arrow,
the hunting point gleaming.

Arthur Lanik said, “I realize how rug-

ged this is for you, Mr. Hull, but this is a
clean case of criminal carelessness, We
want to round up the cottonhead who fired
this damn thing into the air. It will help
if we can narrow down the time of death.
Now, you say you saw your wife at about
six ?”
“That’s right. I drove out from the city
and arrived home a little after four. I had
a drink and then packed my bag. At about
five-thirty I phoned a cab to take me down
to the station. I was going on a business
trip and I usually left the car for Lorraine
while I was gone. The cab was late and I
barely made the six-ten back to the city. I
didn’t have time to get a ticket. I had to
buy it from the conductor. Figuring about
ten minutes from the station to the house,
I must have left just a minute or so before
six. Lorraine was in the garden at that
time.”

“Didn’t she come out to see you off ?”’

_ “I take a lot of trips. It wasn’t that
important.”

“If you weren’t leaving until this morn-
ing, why did you go back to town last
night ?”

“There’s some trouble in our Detroit
office. I wanted to make transcripts of
some of the personnel records. It was
more convenient to work late at the office
and spend the night at a hotel in town.”

“What was she wearing when you
left?”

“I...Idon’t know, really. She usually
wears pale blue or gray or pale green.
Those colors suited her best.”

Arthur Lanik slid a glossy print across
the desk. “Since you identified the body,
this shouldn’t bother you too much. Was
that the dress?”

Win Hull shut his teeth hard. “I'd say
it was. Why is that important?”’

“If it was a different dress, we’d have to

set the time of death back adittle bit. As it
is, Doc Lyman can only approximate it.
Ri;ht, Doc?”

‘Yes. Death wasn’t instantaneous. The
arrow missed the heart, tore lung tissue
and paralyzed her by clipping the spinal
cord. She fell immediately, but T couldn’t
say how long it would take the torn lung
to fill. Of course, if the arrow had *hit
exactly dead center, it would have killed
her i,mmediately by severing the jugular
vein,”

“Thanks, Doc. Now yesterday was the
third day of deer season and though the
woods have been full of damn fools with
guns there haven’t been too many of them
hunting with arrows.” He picked up the
phone. “Harry, send that XHarbisher
fellow in.”

Harbisher was young and tall, with
thick wrists and an Indian cast to his
features.

“Sit down,” Lanik said. “Mr. Harb-
isher, gen:lemen, is a recognized authority
on this bow and arrow stuff. He’s hunted
game in Africa with a bow. He’s agreed to
give his services, providing we pay trans-
portation. I was lucky to get hold of him
so quickly. Harbisher, here’re the pictures
of the woman. She was in her garden.
This happened to her last night and we
found her this morning.”

Harbisher took a long look at the
pictures. He said softly, “Tough deal.
The angle is right. There're damn fools
in every sport.”

“How far away could the arrow shooter
be?”

“That would depend on the pull of the
bow the archer was using. If it was a
hunting bow, which I assume it was, with
a fifty-five to seventy-pound pull, he could
have been five hundred yards away, may-
be six.”

“Didn’t that arrow go too far in?”

“Good grief, no! On a direct shot an
arrow like that one on the desk there, shot
by an expert, would pass completély
through a buck and stick half its length in
the ground on the other side. Is that the
arrow ?”’

“Yes, you can handle it. We couldn’t
raise a print off it. Just some blurs. We
wonder if you could tell us how to trace
it

Harbisher picked up the arrow and ex-



Target for Tonight 51

amined it very carefully. Then he said:

“It’s new. The hunting tip still has the
factory polish. It hasn’t been re-ground.
It isn’t numbered. I number all of mine to
keep track of which ones fly true. It was
made by the Gardner Archers’ Service
Company in Racine. There are at least
eighteen retail outlets for their equipment
in New York City alone. Probably more.
I personally don’t like their arrows. I find
the shaft too light in relation to the trip.
The fletching is a factory job and . . .
hmmmm !”

“What is it?”’ Lanik asked.

“Look here. See the relationship of the
notch to the feathers? The arrow tip rests
to the left of the bow. If the arrow is
notched on the bowstrmg improperly, one
feather is in a position to brush the wood
of the bow. This bruises the feather and
hurts accuracy. Whereas, if the arrow is
revolved one half turn, no feathers brush
the wood of the bow. This feather here is
bruised. That means it was improperly
shot.

‘o A MAN in a hurry to shoot at game
might yank the arrow from the
quiver and notch it without looking. But
this arrow was shot into the air. Thus the
" archer was an amateur. That may make it
tougher to trace him. He won’t belong,
probably, to the archery clubs. He may
have been hunting without a license. With
the death spread all over the papers, he
won't be likely to come rushing in and give
himself up.”

“Could it have been kids?”

“Rich kids, maybe. These arrows cost
a dollar and a half apiece. Even a rich kid
would hardly shoot it away for the fun of
seeing it sail.”

“Maybe he was shooting at a bird.”

Harbisher shrugged. “Could be. I
don’t think I can be of any more help.”

“You've helped a lot.”

“At least the woman didn’t suffer.”

“I'm afraid she did,” Doctor Lyman
said. “She lived for a time.”

Harbisher snorted. “Utterly impos-
sible! I know a little anatomy and I know
the shocking power of a hunting arrow.
That woman was dead when she hit the
ground.”

“I would like to believe that,” Win
Hull said.

Dr. Lyman said coolly, “May I remind
you, Mr. Harbisher, that I have an entire-
ly adequate medical background for per-
forming a simple autopsy and for ascer-
taining the time of death. Mrs. Hull did
not die until anywhere between fifteen and
forty minutes after she fell. I grant that
she may have been unconscious, but she
was living and prompt medical attention
could have saved her.”

Harbisher flushed. He picked up the
arrow. He balanced it on the palm of his
hand and said, “Few people know it, but
the shocking power of a hunting tip is
greater than that of most calibers of hunt-
ing bullets. Look at the tip. It is better
than an inch across the barbs. And it
weighs as much as a thirty-caliber slug.
An arrow is designed so that it spins in
the air, like a spiral football pass. The
spin, as with a bullet, makes it fly truer
than if it were dead in the air. The fletch-
ing helps the spin.

“I’'ve seen slow-motion pictures and
stroboscopic pictures of arrows in flight.
They spin fast, gentlemen. If you ever
hear one close to your head youll hear
two sounds—the hum of the spinning tip
and the whiss of the feathers. And now
you're trying to tell me that the shock of a
spinning blade driven down through a
woman’s chest cavity wouldnt kill her
cutright. Nonsense!” ;

Dr. Lyman had an odd look on his face.
He said, “Does the spin stop at the mo-
ment of impact?”’

“No. That’s been proven with tests on
gelatine blocks.”

“Are there defective arrows that don’t
spin?”’

“Yes. But this one isn’t defective.”

Dr. Lyman said, “Chief, this is going to
make your case more interesting. That
wide flat tip made a perfectely straight
channel. That’s why there was so little
blood. I had little difficulty removing the
arrow. The barbs slipped right back
through the gash they’d cut. Thus the
arrow wasn’t spinning. Thus, it wasn’t
fired from a bow. It looks like Mrs. Hull
was stabbed with the arrow.”

There was a tension in the office like a
deep hum below the range of audibility.

In the silence. Win Hull said, “Two
years ago I bought a hunting bow and
arrows like that one, a dozen of them.
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M} doctor advised that I was on the edge
of a breakdown and he told me to take up
some hobby. I bought the set and never
used it. I remember that the arrows were
that color.”

“And where are those arrows now Mr.
Hull?” the chief asked mildly.

“At my home. In the game-room closet,
I think.”

“Wouldn’t it have been a good idea to
mention them before?”

“I...Ididn’t think of the connection.”

“You claim that your wife remained in
the garden when you went out the front
of the house and took the cab.”

“She was.”

“And the cab driver didn’t see her?”

“He couldn’t have seen her. I told you
that she stayed in the garden. It can’t be
seen from the road.”

“What hotel did you stay at last night,
Mr. Hull?”

“Well . . . as a matter of fact, I didn’t
stay at a hotel.”

“But you already told us you did? Isn’t
that a little peculiar?”

“I think I said that I had planned to
stay at a hotel.”

“But you didn’t. Where did you stay ?”

“I don’t think I can tell you that, Mr.
Lanik.”

“What was the time of death, Doc?”
Lan Pankerd asked in his soft voice.

“Anywhere from six-thirty to seven-
thirty.”

“Then,” Lan said, “Mr. Hull could
have stabbed his wife a few minutes be-
fore six?”

“It’s possible,
easily.

Chief Lanik said, “Hull, this is a small
town. It's pretty common knowledge that
you and Mrs. Hull weren’t exactly billing
and cooiug. I'd suggest you call your
lawyer.”

Win Hull’s voice was taut. “Are you
charging me with murder?”

“T haven’t made up my mind. Just say
that we’re holding you until we get further
information.”

“You are dead wrong. If it was an ac-
cident, I wasn’t going to be vindictive
about it. But if someone stabbed her, I
want to know who did it. It won’t help
locate him by holding me.”

“We'll be the judge of that, Hull.”

”

Dr. Lyman said un-

CHAPTER TWO
The Lady’s Warbonnet

TEVE ROYAL, Win Hull’s attor-
ney, was let into the small basement
room shortly after twelve. The door

swung shut with a decisive click. The
light was harsh from the overhead bulb,
but the room was comfortably furnished
with bed, easy® chair, bureau and night
table. :

Steve, in contrast to Win’s tallness, his
long almost dour face, "was small and
plump, with an open expression, sandy
hair, a surprisingly deep voice. They had
been in school together. Steve grinned and
said :

“The bridal suite, [ see.” He sobered
quickly, shook Win’s hand. “Win, this is
a damn shame. These country clucks are
off the beam.”

Win smiled wryly. “They don’t talk
like rustics, Steve. They aren’t sucking on
straws and talking about the harvest
moon. Look, I want you to get me out of
this.”

“I'm a corporation lawyer, bub. Sup-
pose it goes to trial? You don’t want me
stammering up there.”

“You've got to handle it. 1 can trust
you.”

Steve sat down oui the bed. His eyes
were narrowed. “Win, boy, did you kill
her?”

“No, I didn’t.”

“Good. All the way out here I was
afraid you had. Heaven knows you had
reason enough. The fates have given me
the privilege of knowing quite a few stink-
ers. Lorraine was right at the top of my
list.”

“How much do you know ?”’

“I had a chat with the boys upstairs.
Win, they’re real upset about where you
were last night. They smell a motive.
They want to know. And, as you didn’t
kill her, you’re going to have to tell them.”

“Not a chance.”

“Don’t be a fool! You're protecting
some rattle-headed babe.”

“I’ll tell you, Steve. But not them. And
you have to respect anything I tell you in
privacy. You know Milya Grant.”

“Grant. Miss Grant.” Steve snapped
his fingers. “Oho! The dish in your
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office. Miss Efficiency. Don’t tell me!”

“Not the way you think. I've been in
love with her and she with me for over a
year. Lorraine knew it for the last six
months. I told her when I asked for a
divorce.”

“That must have been like banging
your head on a boulder.”

“It was.”

Steve Royal said softly, “And you spent
the night—"

“Not what you think, Steve. Milya has
some strong ideas about what is sordid
and what isn’t. She helped me fiuish the
work at the office last night. Then I took
her out to dinner.”

“Where?”

“A chop house on 48th. They know me
there. After we ate we took a taxi into
the park, then walked for hours. We sat
on a bench and tried to talk the whole
thing out. I told her that I had been wrong
in saying that Lorraine would never give
me grounds for divorce and that she’d
contest any action I brought. We talked
and watched the stars. Then, when it was
beginning to turn gray in the east, she de-
cided that we'd never watched a dawn
before and that we ought to see one, Like
a couple of high-school kids. We had
breakfast together at one of the cafeterias
on Eighth Avenue and then we went
directly to the office. There’s a bath ad-
joining my office. I keep fresh shirts there
and shaving equipment. I freshened up. I
was getting ready to leave for the Airlines
Terminal when the call came from the
police here,”

“Why not tell them?”

“Would they believe it? And think of
what the tabloids would do to her. I can

write the heads myself. No, Steve. I won’t
let them bring her into this.”

“You're being a fool. She’s already in.
They know you at the chop house. Your
picture will be in the afternoon papers.
The first place they’ll check is your office.
Do you think Milya is the type to lie to
them to save herself? Nuts, boy! She’ll
be right beside you, swinging a big club.”

Win sighed. “I guess you’re right. But
look. See Milya and tell her how it was a
better percentage play for me to tell them
than for them to find it out, will you?”

“Of course. Now let’'s get down to
cases. How was Lorraine when you came
home to pack for the trip ?”’

Win flushed. “We had one of our
typical little scenes. It’s a good thing the
nearest house is two hundred feet away. I
told her where I was going and she asked
if T was taking my ‘sweetie’ with me.
That’s been her name for Milya ever since
I told her I wanted a divorce. I told her
that it was a fine suggestion and I'd con-
sider it the next time I had to make a
trip. She tried to hit me but I caught her
wrist and pushed her away.

“She went out into the garden. I called
good-by to her but she didn't even turn
around. It really surprised me that I'd
been able to make her angry, because the
night before she’d mentioned that she
might reconsider that divorce idea, That
had been my good news for Milya, even if
I was suspicious of it. That's why we
were . . . pretty happy last night.”

Steve leaned back on the bed and said,
“Isn’t it odd the way this has come out?
Remember when we had our bachelor
apartment and all those ideas about stay-
ing single and getting to be pretty big
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wagons around town before thinking of
marriage? And then Lorraine moved in
across the hall. I introduced you to her.”

“Not becatise you wanted to. I maneu-
vered you into it.”’

“Hell, I never saw anvone as lovely,
and as sophisticated. But she had to like
you better. What an act she put on!”

“And it took me a good six months to
find out that dear, dear Lorraine loved
hersell better than anyone in the world.
Hollow to the core. Vain. T found out
that she was thirtv-four rather than the
twenty-six she'd claimed and [ found out
that it had been two previous hushands
instead of one. And then I began to see
that her hobby was making people squirm.
She got a sense of power out of finding the
weak spots in people.”

“Win, vou'd better not let anyone but
me hear you talking like that.”

“I hated her, Steve. I'll admit it. She
married me because she saw that T would
never walk out on her, no matter how bad-
ly she acted. She married me so she could
have a nice soft berth.”

Steve frowned. “We can’t let that out,
boy. It will strengthen your motives too
much. She sure roped us in, didn’t she?”

“Not us. Just nme. By the way, how’s
June?”

“Sweet and lovely. Look, I'll go up-
stairs and give them the pitch on your
actions last night.and see if I can get you
out of here. I'll lawyer 'em a little.”

“In a way,” Win said softly, “I feel
sorry for Lorraine. She had everything
she wanted for five years.”

Steve said harshly, “I’'m not a damn bit
sorry for her.”

CCEBILEASE call me Steve, Milya,” he
said. Steve was sitting by her desk,

and now he lit a cigarette.
“Thank vou, Steve. Please, are they

going to Jet him out?”

“Not right away.”

“That's so stupid! He couldn’t have
done it. He couldn't have been like he
was last night if he had that on his con-
science, He couldn’t commit a murder.”

He caid, “There’s another angle, Milya.
They lived in the town but they weren’t
1 part of it. They didn’t join the clubs.
Naturally the officials out there will be
rougher on him than they would be on

somebody who hadn’t held himself so
apart from the community that it gave the
impression that he felt he was too good for
them. If you and Win had lived out
there s =e4

“Even dead she can still hurt him.”
Milya said, tears hidden behind the calin
tone. “Did vou see the horrible news-
papers? Is it legal for them to write as
though they had already found him
guilty 77 :

“All suspects seem to get their first trial
in the newspapers. They weren’t easy on
you, Milya.”

“I don’t count. Let them make their in-
nuendoes. Win is the important one.”

“Do you know that you're a very nice
guy, Milya?”

“Not nice really Just in love, Steve.
No’\,v don’t lie to me. Just how serious is
it?

He leaned toward her and gently
touched her arm. “You can take it. They
have motive, opportunity and ownership
of the murder weapon. There were only
eleven arrows left in the playroom closei.
The one they took out of her is a mate to
the others. Tf no other leads are opened
up, Miiya, they could . . . convict him.”

Fright was naked on her face. ‘“No,
Steve! No!”

Her desk phone rang. She answered it,
hung up, said, “Please wait a moment,
Steve. Mr. Brandton wants to see me. I'll
be right back.”

When she returned ten minutes later.
she was walking slowly and she had an
odd expression on her face.

“The arm of Lorraine is indeed long
A nice check for a month's pay m advance
and a fatherly pat on the shoulder and
some words about the reputation of the
firm, plus a weasel-worded letter of rec-
ommendation.”

She sat down and her eyves slowly filled
with tears.

Steve said quickly, “Look, honey. June
and [ are sharing her ancestral mansion
in Gracey Square. It’s an enormous old
barn. Pack your stuff and come stay with
us, will you? Until we get Win off the
hook.”

“But wouldn’t June—"

“She’d flay me if she found out I hadn’t
asked you. She’s the heiress and also the
boss. I know she’d want you. When will
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I tell her you'll check in?” Steve insisted.

“Some  time tonight. But I
shouldn’t , . .”

“Nonsense! Maybe by tonight we’ll be
laughing over the whole affair, with Win
joining us later for drinks. .. .”

Milya Grant moved into Steve’s house
on Wednesday night. On Friday the
Coroner’s Jury returned a verdict of death
by the hand of person or persons un-
known.

At the request of the County Attorney,
Winton Hull was charged with the mur-
der, escorted, handcuffed, to the funeral of
his dead wife, and was moved to one of
the cells under the Gourt House to await
trial. The uncrowded calendar permitted
that a date be set three weeks in advance.

June Royal was a small girl with a
square plain face, a dumpy figure, heavy
horn glasses and almost no neck. But her
weak eyes behind the glasses were warm
and friendly.

After Milya’s second visit to Win in his
cell, she went to her roor. and wept. June
came in, sat quietly beside her. At last
Milya said:

“June, he’s so quiet. He’s begun to
think that they are really going to electro-
cute him. If he dies, June, I'll die too.”

June said, with surprising strength and
firmness, “Sitting and wringing your
hands is one thing. Trying to do some-
thing for him is another.”

“But what could I do?”

“Evidently Lorraine didn’t go around
making dear friends. I detested her even
though I only met her twice once at our
wedding a year ago. Someone must have
had a good reason to kill her. Maybe the
motive is in the past. Maybe if someone
dug around a little . . .”

“I don’t know anything about that sort
of work, June.”

“You're a woman and she was a wom-
an. And it’s your man they want to kill.”

“That sort of thing takes money.”

“You have a bank account. I'll transfer
into it all the funds you need.”

“T can’t let you do that. You've been too
good to me already, June.”

June stood up. She didn’t smile and
her eyes were hard. “This is something I
want done, Milya. Please don’t be stupid
about it.” She turned and left the
room. . . .

HE chairs were stacked on the ta-

bles and a pimply young man was
sighing to himself as he swept between the
tables, A bald man behind the bar was
measuring the level of liquor in the bottles
with a celluloid ruler and making nota-
tions on an open ledger on the bar top.

Milya said clearly, “I have an appoint-
ment with Mr. Ring.”

They both stopped working and looked
at her. The bald man jerked his thumb
toward a door half hidden by {ake cloth-
of-gold draperies. “Up the stairs.”

She heard the music as she opened the
door. She followed it to its source, a long
room that was neither office, nor bedroom,
nor music room—but a bit of all three.

“Atre you Mr. Ring?”

The music stopped. He swung around
on the bench, his fingers still on the keys.
He was blond, middle-aged, with features
so weak as to seem almost formless. But
his eyes were chips from the bottom of a
green bottle.

“There, I almost have it. I'm about to
take it into a diminished seventh like a
Gershwin opus. Then you got to come in
and say, ‘Are you Mr, Ring?"”

His tone made her blush. She said, “I’'m
very sorry.”

He seemed to notice her for the first
time. He said softly, “But I can use taller
ones. Take off the coat, sugar girl, and
turn real slow. If I like the way—"

“I didn’t come about a job.”

“You're the Grant girl, aren’t you? You
phoned me and I thought . ..”

She sat down. “I had to see you. It’s
about Mrs. Hull. Lorraine.”

His eyes hardened. “The police have
checked me, honey. I'm clean. This place
doesn’t give a guy time to go running off
into the brush sticking arrows in ex-
wives. And for the press, no comment,”

“I'm not from the press.”

“Who are you then?”

“I...I was going to marry Mr. Hull
as soon as the divorce was,granted.”

He pursed his lips. “Did old Lorraine
say she’d cut loose of the guy?”

“She half-way promised to.”

“Don’t worry. He had dough—so she
wouldn’t have given him up. ‘You want to
see if the police missed their chance of
hanging it on me, eh? Move along, Grant.
Stairs to your right.”
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“Please, Mr. Ring. That’s not my idea.
I don’t think Win Hull killed her.”

“Of course he killed her. She finally
drove him crazy.”

“No, he didn’t,” she said firmly. “I
know he didn’t. I think it was someone
from the past, hut not you. You were
married to her. Who hated her?”

Ring walked slowly over to a table, took
a cigarette from a silver box. “Whe hated
Lorraine? Grant, that’s quite,an assign-
ment. That’'s a diamond-studded dilly.
Let me check the dates now. I married
her nine years ago. I had a little club in
the Village then. She came up to see me
just like you did. Only she wanted a job.
Her husband had died. Too bad I didn’t
check on that before I married her.

“The poor guy, I found out later, had
shot himself. She locked abgut twenty
then. I found out later that she was thirty.
She gave methe sob act and I felt sorry
for her. She couldn’t dance, but she did
have a sugary little singing voice. I was
writing my arrangements for the band and
I put a few sugar numbers in her key and
she sang in the joint. She didn’t stink the
place up too bad and so I let her stay on.

“For some silly reason I fell crazy in
love with her. We got married and we
didn’t live happily ever after. As soon as
the ceremony was over she told me she
was through singing. I didn’t mind that.
I was so silly about her I didn’t want her
up in front of the cash customers in those
tight evening gowns.”

“Did she stay around the club?”

“Did she stay? She wore the same
gowns .and hung around the bar. She
never drank much. She was just picking
up the dirt. Dirt that columnists even
wouldn’t touch. Scon I find out that she
has a large happy knack for alienating
people and losing customers for me. But
I was still in love with her and I couldn’t
make her stay out of the place. Finally
business began to really drop off. I mean
really bad.

“We couldn’t keep any regulars and we
had to depend on the drifters, but we were
making out. I got curious about it and I
checked. Well, she was bribing the rest-
room attendants to listen for dirt and she
pried it out of drunks at the bar. She loved
to use it at the right time.”

“How did you get rid of her?”

“I tried for a year and a half. She
laughed in my face. And she was so cute, I
couldn’t frame her. Then I got my idea.
I'm proud of that idea. T started keeping
two sets of books. One for me and the
tax boys and one set just for her. I began
to lose money. Then I hired an actor
friend of mine to play bigshot. He came
in to take over the place. You should have
seen Lorraine’s face when she heard I was
cleaned. Two weeks after the divorce was
final, without alimony even, I bought in
here. I guess she drifted for a year or so
before she nailed Hull.”

“Can you remember anyone that might
have saved their hate all these years and
then went out and killed her? Someone
whose life she had smashed up?”’

Ring scratched his chin. “She husted up
a lot of people’s dreams. T don’t know. I
couldn’t say. For a while there I was
almost willing to push her off a bridge
myself. Wait a minute. I know a guy
might now. When I was faking going
broke she had to take Chimp Brown off
her payroll. He came a little high.

“I don’t know where’s the place to look
for him, but I know he’s still around town.
I saw him couple months back. Sort of an
investigator. She used him to follow up
lead’s when she didn’t have enough to go
on.’

“Did Lorraine ever try to make money
out of- - outsofi. .2

“Selling the dirt? No, she didnt. I
thought she did for a while but T found
out no. Just call it a little something
wrong in her head. She had to make peo-
ple squirm. I used to say that it was
because she knew, deep down, that she
was pure trash and she had to have some
way of feeling like she was on top of the
heap. Amateur psychology, that’s me.”

“I don’t know how to thank vou.”

He waved a hand carelessly. “Leave
the door open the way you found it.” As
she went down the hall he called after her,
“Hope it wasn’t that guy of yours.”

HE WAS a big man with a flabby face
and a dirty shirt. He lived alone in a
cellar apartment a half block off Second
Avenue. She was waiting when he came
back in the late afternoon.

The furniture in the small room looked
as though it had been stolen from a fourth-
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rate hotel. He had a habit of exhaling
cigarette smoke and drawing it up his
nostrils. They were rimmed with yellow
stain.

He spun a chair around and spraddled
it, a heavy arm resting on the back. Miyle
sat on the edge of the couch.

“You're paying to talk,” he said. His
eyes were pouched and filmy but she had
the feeling that he saw everything there
was to see.

“If T hired you, how much would it
cost?”

“Twenty-five a day and expenses. May-
be twenty. Depends on how we get along
and what there is to do.”

“Suppose it were a . . . a type of work
that certain firms wouldn't want to
touch ?”

“I'm not too awful particular, honey.
What’s your name?”

“T'll tell you that when I'm ready. I
was thinking of the same sort of work that
you did for Lorraine Hull.”

He moved with remarkable speed. She
tried to put her purse out of his reach,
but he tore it out of her hand, backed
away, poked through it with blunt fingers.
He tossed it onto the couch beside her
and went back to his chair,

He said calmly, “I would have had it
sooner if that had been a better picture
of you in the paper. What do you want?”

“When was the last you worked for
Lorraine?”

He stood up. “Out,” he said.

She remained seated. “Aren’t you being
a little particular? You said you weren't.
How do you know I won’t hire you?”

“Because nobody but Lorraine could
hire me for the sort of stuff I did for her.

One jump ahead of losing my license and
even doing a stretch. No, Miss Grant. No
more of that. She’s dead and so one little
cha‘pter is closed.”

“That means she had something on you,
too.”

“It doesn’t mean anything except please
go away.”

She stood up. “I can go away. I can go
directly to the police and say that I have
reason to believe that you are withholding
information about her. I can say that they
should find out how recently you worked
for her. Maybe you killed her. How do I
know you didn’t? All I know is that Win
Hull didn’t kill her. I'll go right now if
you ask me again, Mr. Brown.”

He sighed. “Sit down, honey. And you
better call me Chimp. Everybody does.
We'll deal off the top of the deck. I didn’t
kill her. I've been in business long enough
to know that killing people is a bad per-
centage play. But there are boys at
headquarters who don’t exactly love me.
T’ll answer anything you want to know. In
return, you keep me out of it.”

“I'm not promising anything, Mr,
Brown.”

“Your deal. Shuffle the cards.”

“What sort of work did you do for
her?”

“Sometimes a little tailing. Not much.
What you’d expect if a person was lining
up a blackmail pitch? Out of curiosity I
checked back a few times. She wasn’t
after dough. I don’t know what she
wanted. But mostly documentary evi-
dence. She was nuts about that. Letters,
notes. Real warm letters. That’s what
she went for. I stole the papers she
wanted. She usually knew just where

JHANDY-
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they’d be. A real smart gal that Lorraine
honey was,” he said.

“Do you think she destroyed them after
she’d used them?”

“Not that cold-hearted dish. She’d keep
those papers even after the poor fish died.
She got exactly what was coming to her,
that one. Damn glad she’s dead.”

“When did you last work for her?”

“Let me see. She wasn’t so active late-
ly. Maybe a year ago. I can’t check it
exactly because I never kept notes on
what she wanted me to do.”

“Do you remember what the job was?”
Milya Grant asked.

“I'll never forget it. I'll tell you because
1 don’t think you could ever prove it on
me. It took me four days to set it up. I
had to get letters away from a girl who
lived in one of those hotels for women.
No men allowed on the floors. I had to
bribe a gal elevator operator to do it for
me.”

“Did Lorraine come here and get the
letters?”

“Yeah. A lot of them weren't the right
ones. Letters from the girl’s folks. I didn’t
read them. Lorraine found the ones she
wanted and then she said, ‘Now I can fix
that smug so and so.” She put the two
letters she wanted in her purse and I
burned the rest of them.”

“What did she pay you?”

“Nothing important. Fifty I think, and
that’s what it cost me for the elevator
girl.”

“What was the girl’s name and where
did she live?”

“Her name was Holcomb. Louise Hol-
comb and she lived at The Driad’s House
on Thirty-seventh. Are you going to the
cops?”’

“No. If nothing comes of it, I'm going
to have to ask Mr. Hull’s lawyer to use it
at the trial. He may call you as a witness.
I hope I won’t have to do that.”

He grinned tightly. “I’ll deny that I
ever heard of the woman.”

“And that will mean that it will take a
bit longer to connect the two of you. There
will be a way to do that. I'm sure.” Mil-
ya went to the door.

He picked stained teeth with a short
heavy thumbnail. He laughed softly. ““Sis-
ter, you’ve got the makings of a real rough
girl.”

CHAPTER THREE

Give the Devil His Due

HE lines bracketing Win Hull's

mouth had deepened and his eyes

seemed to have settled deeper into
the sockets.

“I’ve only got a few minutes, darling,”
she said after they had kissed. “I've got
to ask questions and T haven't time to tell
you why. Suppose Lorraine had some-
thing which was very valuable to her.
Where would she hide it?”

He frowned. “She was always secretive.
Somewhere close by her, I'd guess.”

“Did she have a safety deposit box ?”’

“If she did, I didn’'t know it. I doubt
it. Tt would have been a little too practical.
Lorraine was . . . more feline. My guess
would be somewhere in the house.”

“The police made a complete search,
Win.,”

“What are you trying to find?”

“Some letters, maybe some other
papers. They were stolen. The person
they were stolen from has gone out West
someplace. I can’t locate her. She got
her hands on the letters about a year ago.”

“Not much to go on, eh?”

“It has to be enough, Win. Don’t you
see how important it could be?” *

He nodded and said slowly, “If it will
pin a motive on somebody else, it could
turn out to be . . . very important.”

“She was foul, Win! Lorraine was
completely foul!”

“I'll hardly accept that as news, Milya.
I'm worried about you. Suppose you
should happen to stumble onto the trail?
Whoever killed her isn’t going to hold up
his or her hands and say, ‘I give up. You
got me.” Please be careful. If June is
financing you, why don’t you hire a detec-
tive or a bodyguard?”’

“I'm doing all right by myself.”

“Time, lady,” the guard said.

Win took her hands. He said, “If I
ever get out of here and if we can ever be
alone together, I'm going to hire a man to
come in and say, “Time, lady.” Then I can
throw him out into the hall. . . .”

Detective Lan Pankerd said, ‘“Sure, we
got the keys. And it would take a court .
order for you to get in that house.”

She moved closer to him. “Oh, please,
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Mr. Pankerd. You come with me. I
won’t harm anything. Honestly. This
means so very much to me.”

“You're too nice a girl to be mixed up
with that wife-killer.”

She forced a smile. “Then let me find
out it’s a wild goose chase, Mr. Pankerd.”

“The name is Lan. Short for Lancelot,
but don’t tell anybody.”

“Please help me, Lan.”

“I don’t know as I should, Miss Grant.”

“Just suppose, Lan, that we found
something that was overlooked before.
Wouldn’t that make them sit up?”’

“Sit up and hit me on the head. Well,
let’s go.”

“You're a darling.”

The detective had a surprisingly deep
blush. He said, “Had a daughter once
that would have been about your age by
now.”’

“I'm so sorry.”

“One of those things. This your car?
Some wagon!”

“I borrowed it. .. .”

Pankerd unlocked the front door. The
hall was dark and dust had settled on the
top of the hall table. The place had the
smell of emptiness about it. Milya had
been treasuring ‘a certain confidence that
she would know where to look. Now,
faced with the fact of the house itself, she
was suddenly depressed with the thin and
bitter edge of her chances.

“Now what?” Pankerd asked.

“How carefully was the house searched,
Lan?”

“Oh, they didn’t slash the upholstery or
take the backs off the pictures. Just
drawers and closets and stuff like that.”

“In your experience, Lan, where do
women hide things they don’t want any-
one to find?”

“Depends. Has to be a place where a
cleaning woman won’t look. And women
are thief-conscious. Has to be a place no
sneak thief would look. What sort of a
thing are we looking ‘for?"”

“Letters. Personal letters.”

He gave her a quick look. “Letters
where somebody wrote down too much?”

“Exactly.”

“Sort of .figured her that way myself.
That kind of a woman. Got any proof?”

“I know she had them, but I can’t prove
5

“Letters, eh? Wouldn't take up much
room. All the usual places have been
covered. Women all have a little pack-rat
in them. We'll have to check for loose
boards, loose chimney stones. That sort of
thing.”

“Let’s split up. It may go faster.”

“Take the upstairs, Milya. I'll poke
around down here.”

She found that she was walking through
the rooms on tiptoe. In Lorraine’s bed-
room she opened the closet door. The
woman-scent on the racked clothes was
sweet and strong and completely horrible.

On the top shelf of Milya's closet she
found a small box tucked well back. For a
moment she was excited. She broke the
cord and opened the box. Nothing but a
pair of new fragile evening slippers, bare-
ly worn.

Win’s room was sadness. A pipe rack.

_Golf shoes in the closet. Smell of tweed.

T SEEMED hours before she heard

Lan’s distant call. Her hands were
grubby from searching in dark corners.
She went quickly down the stairs, her
breath shallow in her throat, her heart
pounding.

“Down in the cellar,” Lan called.

She found the cellar door open. She
hurried down.

The detective stood in the game room.
“I don’t know if this means anything,”
he said. “Take a look. But don’t touch,
please.”

There was a large closet in one wall.
Built into the side of the closet was a chest
of drawers, One drawer had been taken
out.

Lan said, “I saw a lot of junk on the
closet floor and didn’t think anything
about it. Then when I checked the
drawers, I found one of them empty. That
one. On a hunch I took it all the way
out. See the bottom of it? Something was
taped to it. Those are fresh marks where
the tape was ripped off. Still gummy.
Whoever took the stuff off that spot was
in too big a hurry to fill the drawer again.

“Now come here. Take a look in the
fireplace. One little pile of ashes from
burned paper. That in itself wouldn't
mean anything, but somebody took the
trouble to mash up the ashes. You can see
a shred of ash stuck to the tip of that
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poker. Except for that little pile, the
fireplace has been cleaned out some time
ago. Milya, you begin to make a little
sense.”

She sat down in a leather chair. Her
voice was hopeless as she said, “I’'m mak-
ing sense, but we're too late, Lan. Too
late.”

He shrugged. “Couldn’t a defense at-
torney make something of this, Milya?
With photographs, he could be pretty con-
vincing. He could tell the jury that when
Hull came home there was a person in the
house. That person hid downstairs here.
The arrows were in that same closet. The
prosecution has taken them in evidence,
you know.

“Maybe by dumb luck the person hid-
ing found the letters. Or maybe they
threatened ITorraine and she told where
the letters were and then they killed her,
Then they came down here, collected them
and burned them. You better tell Royal
to get a court order and get over here
with a photographer. He can call me as a
witness and I can testify that nobody has
been in here since the killing and every-
thing is just the way I found it. No chance
of planting evidence.”

“Oh, Lan, do you think it would help?”’

“Sure it would help. Reasonable doubt,
vou know. The lab in New York can tell
what kind of paper the letters were written
on, even the color of the ink. I didn't
handle the drawer knobs. Don’t touch
them. Those plastic knots hold a print
nice. Better than an aluminum arrow.”

“Wouldn’t the police have spoiled the
prints?”’

“Oh, we didn’t look in the drawers
here. That’s why I came down, because
we didn’t do much searching in the cellar.
The arrows were in plain sight.”

“T’ll tell Steve right away.”

“I'll put a man on the house until he
gets his pictures.”

The night was cocl and a fire had been
laid in the library. June sat with her face
in shadow. Milya sat on the floor in front
of the fire, hugging her knees.

Steve paced slowly back and forth.
“Milya, you’ve done wonders!” he said.
“When Win goes iree, it will be largely
because of you. I've had people working,
of course, but they haven't come up with
anything to touch this.”

“Maybe my motivation was stronger,”
Milya said happily.

“Tomorrow morning we’ll grab those
pictures. And it certainly won’t be any
trick to put pressure on Chimp Brown to
testify if we have to use him. If we can set
Lorraine up in the minds of the jury as a
woman eager to meddle in the affairs of
others, eager to store up little documents
that incriminate others, I can convince
them of reasonable doubts as to Win’s
guilt. Hell, we won'’t even have to find out
who did it. Our job is to get Win off
the hook.”

“And after you get the pictures, Lan
said that he’ll see if any prints can be
raised off the drawer knob. He thinks he
can see good prints.”

June yawned. “I seem to be more than
bushed, people. ’Night, all.”

“T'll be up in a little while, honey,”
Steve said.

With the release of some of the tension
and doubt and fear, Milya slept so heavily
that it was like a little death.

In the morning she rode out with Steve.
They picked up the photographer and
headed for Coopersville. When they ar-
rived, Lan Pankerd was pacing up and
down in front of the house.

He hurried over to the car. His smile
was grim and wry. “Too late, folks.”

“What do you mean!” Milya gasped.

“The man I posted here is in the
hospital with concussion. A basement
window was smashed. No ashes left in the
fireplace, and the drawer knobs are wiped
nice and clean. Somebody worried about
leaving too much evidence around. I think
the prints worried ’em most. Anyway, the
damage is done.”

Steve said slowly, “But this is better
than what we had before. This is a perfect
indication that it wasn’t Win. I can go
to town on this.”

Lan said, “Getting Hull off is one thing.
Nailing the killer is something else. The
first job is yours and the second is mine.”

“Good luck on your end,” Steve said,
his eyes merry, his smile wide and ex-
ultant.

When they returned to the city, June
did not seem as interested in the develop-
ment as Milya had hoped she would be.
Her expression was pasty and she moved
with lethargy.
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At lunch Milya said suddenly, “It’s
almost too good.”

“What’s too good?” June asked.

“That the murderer should choose last
night to break in. The coincidence smells.
I’'m wondering who Lan told about it. Lan
would know and so would the man posted.
Either of them could have talked to the
wrong person. Of course we three knew,
but that hardly counts. Somehow I trust
Lan. I’'m going to ask him to make a close
check. If he dropped a careless word,
somebody might have become very very
worried.”

“Why fret about the murderer, Milya? 72
Steve asked. “Our job, like I sald before,
is to clear Win. And now I think we can
do it.”

“But you can’t be sure, Steve. It’s still
a gamble. Don’t you see? Juries do funny
things, I've heard. If we could find the
person who did it, it wouldn’t be a gamble
any more. Win would be free immediate-
vk

He grinned. “Anxious, eh? You two
have waited a long time. You can wait a
little longer.”

ETECTIVE PANKERD acted odd.

He wouldn’t meet Milya’s glance.

He said, “Glad you came out again, Miss

Grant. Saved me a trip in. Buy you a
soda?”

He held the drugstore door open. There
were no customers. He led the way back
to the last booth in the back of the store.

Milya looked at him curiously. “Maybe
my ideas can wait.”

“I guess they can. Couple sodas please.
Lemon in yours?”

After the drinks were brought, Lan

looked at her steadily. His gray face held
a tired look. “I took sort of a fancy to you,
Miss Grant.”

“Thank you.
yesterday, Lan.”

“I get to wondering about people: Won-
dered some about you. When I searched
the house the day Mrs. Hull died, I found
out about that drawer. And I saw the
burned papers. Seemed to me you were
pretty anxious to get in that house. I
smoked and waited in the cellar while you
hunted around upstairs.”

“I ... I don't understand.”

“With the new turnpike, a car can come
out here one of two ways. One way is
almost as fast as the other. Hull always
came through town. Habit, I guess. He
drove home that day. A girl could have
left the office the same time and parked on
the turnoff the other side of the woods. A
short walk. Wouldn’t take strength to
jam a sharp item like that arrow down
into a woman’s chest.”

“What are you trying to say?”

“I'm trying to say that you fit fine. Just
fine, Miss Grant. I checked with the office.
You left right after Mr. Hull did.”

“But he told me to go home and rest.
He said we’d have to work that night,
fixing the reports for him to take on the
trip:2

“That made it handy,” Lan said sourly.

She lifted her chin. “Mr. Pankerd, I
find it difficult to understand all this.”

“Who had a better reason to want her
dead ? What do I know about you? Maybe
she had something on you and she could
expose you to your sweetie and then he
wouldn’t want a divorce from Mrs. Hull.
Maybe you two are kidding about her

We weren’t as formal
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saying she’d consider a divorce. You
could have hung around on the other side
of that garden wall until he left for the
train. Yes, I think T could set up a pretty
good case.”

“You're insane!”

“After you killed her you could report
back to town, all sweet and pretty after
dropping Mrs. Hull in her tracks.”

“You can’t be just making this all up.
You must have something to go on. Some-
thing wrong.”

“Then you got worried about the prints
on that knob. And about the ashes. A
woman could have slugged Tommy last
mght. I lied to you. We'd already found
that we couldnt liit a print off those
knobs, Just smudges. And I already took
a sample of the ashes to the lab in the city.
Dime store stationery, they said. I didn’t
think Hull did it. T told Lanik to keep
Hull in the can in order to sort of quiet
the nerves of whoever did jab that arrow
in her.”

“I'm beginning to feel like I'm dream-
ing this, Mr. Pankerd.”

“Then I'll get to the facts. The ground
is soft over at the cutoff from the turnpike.
Used to be a popular trysting spot. Hunt-
ers park in there sometimes. I made a
nice mould of the tracks we found there
the day Mrs. Hull was killed. Front right
tire had a big gouge out of it in the center
of the tread. Last night that same car
was parked in there again. Mean anything
to you?r”

“Not a thing.”

“That car you drove out here yesterday
and again today has a big gouge out of
the front right tire. I had a chance to
match it up yesterday. It matches perfect.
I told Tommy to gather you in when you
showed up in the night. But you outfoxed
aim. Now start sweating, Miss Grant.”

She held her knuckles tight against her
lips, her eyes wide. In a gasping, muffled
tone she said, “Steve!”

“And just what the hell does that
mean?” Lan said.

“] can prove that ! never saw or
touched that car until after Mrs. Hull was
dead. It belongs to June Royal, Steve’s
wife. Steve drives it. Wait a minute!
Suppose, Lan, that when Lorraine moved
across the hall from Steve’'s and Win’s
apartment, years ago, Steve was really

gone on her. Or her on him. And she
preferred the security that Win could
offer.

“But she couldn’t help operating in her
usual way. She may have dug up some-
thing on Steve. She may have been hold-
ing it over him. Something that could get
him disbarred, maybe. And maybe Steve
got tired of jumping through hoops held
by’a scheming woman. Yes, that might be
1t v

“You're still not dealt out of it, Milya.”

“At the time Mrs. Hull is supposed to
to have died, I was in an art gallery at a
private showing. Win told me to go home
and rest, but I couldn’t. The show was by
a friend. I went there. Dozens of people
saw me and will remember me.”

After a long moment Lan reached across
the table and clumsily patted her hand. “I
had to try, you know. Sorry. I believe
you without checking, Milya. But of
course I’ll have to check it. I'm a cop.”

“I don't care,” she said. “You are try-
ing to help Win. Even if it meant con-
fessing that I'd done it, if I thought that in
that way I could save him . . .”

“Don’t make martyr talk, Milya. I’ll
buy Steve Royal. Let’s figure out some-
thing. Could you get out here in an hour
or so?”’

“I'm sure of it.”

% * *

They arrived in the sedan. He had
brought June with him. Milya’s heart
sank as she saw June get out of the car,
come walking toward the doorway in the
expensive clothes that never did anything
except make her look a shade more grotes-

ue.

Milya had forgotten what this might do
to June.

Lan said affably, ‘“Sure hope you folks
won’t mind coming inside for a little police
routine. Something has turned up that’s
pretty odd, and I got to bother you folks.
Yes, you come on in too, Mrs. Royal,
please.”

Lan led the way into the deserted office
of Chief Arthur Lanik. The late afternoon
sun made patterns on the tan wall.

“Sit down, folks.”

Lan Pankerd went over to a table in the
corner and picked up a fingerprint card.
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Milya sensed that Lan was acting the part
of a befuddled and not very bright man.
He said:

“Guess we sorta got our wires crossed.
There I was real proud of finding those
prints on the drawer knobs and all the
time Art had found ’em a week ago and
the lab boys lifted two beauties off them
knobs. I didn’t even notice the dust from
the brush work. Now I'm not right handy
at this, but the manual says that when you
got prints to go on, you've got to print
everybody connected with the case. You
first, Mr. Royal.” :

“Don’t be a damn fool!” Steve said
harshly. “I’'m his lawyer, not a suspect.
I'm not connected with the case.”

“The way I look at it, Mr. Royal,” Lan
said amiably, ‘“connection is connection.
And if you’re his lawyer, then you're con-
nected with the case, darn it. Now if you’ll
just ink your fingers on his and sort
of roll them in these little squares right
here.”

“This is a farce!” Steve said.

“Oh, I’ve printed Miss Grant and I'll
take you're wife’s prints too, Mister Royal,
just to show that I'm not singling you
out for special attention.”

66T ABSOLUTELY refuse,” Steve said.
Milya saw the quick gleam in Lan’s

eyes, and she inadvertantly moved her
chair back a few inches away from the
man she had considered her friend and
Win’s friend.

“I absolutely refuse,” Steve repeated.

Lan cocked his head on one side. “Now,
Mr. Royal, you know you’re beginning to
make me think that maybe it is your prints
we took off that drawer. You're making
me suspect something fishy. Why should
an important man like you refuse to do a
little thing like this? You knew Lorraine
Hull, T guess, before she and Win Hull
were married. Maybe you are mixed up
in this.”

Steve stiffened and then forced a laugh.
He put his hand out. “Okay, go ahead.”

Milya saw the shadow of disappoint-
ment on Lan’s face. She slowly relaxed.

Lan said, “Just to show you we’re fair
out here, we’ll print Mrs. Royal too. She
knew Mrs. Hull.”

June Royal said, in a voice that was so
hoarse as to be almost unrecognizeable, “I

knew it would come out this way. I knew
when I saw her that it would come out.”

Steve said softly, “What are you talk-
ing about?"”

“I'm talking about you sneaking off to
come out here and see her every time Win
was out of town. I'm talking about follow-
ing you and knowing how long you were
in that house alone with that woman after
you walked through the woods. I'm talk-
ing about waiting -for you, Steve, and
wondering.”

“But I didn’t—"

“Oh, I know you didn’t. I thought you
did for a while. T knew I was too lucky
to have you as a husband, Steve. But she
told me, laughing, that she made you come
out to see her—because if you didn’t, she’d
send something to me.”

“When was all this?” Lan asked in a
remote voice.

“I decided I had to face her with it. I
had to fight for Steve. I came out and I
drove the roadster and parked it and then
I heard Win’s voice. I didn’t know he’d
be home. I waited. When I heard the
cab drive away, I came through the garden
gate. Lorraine looked at me and said in
a funny way that it was nice to see me.

“And then before I could tell her to
keep away from Steve, she told me that
she wanted to show me something. She
took me down into the cellar and emptied
the drawer and turned it over and stripped
the letters, the two letters off the back of
the drawer and handed them to me. How
could you write those letters, Steve, and
tell me that you loved me?”

Steve clenched his fists. His face was
white. “I wrote them to the Holcomb girl.
I was in love with her when I married
you. I wrote silly things. I told her that
you looked like an overgrown dwarf, but
that you had the money I needed for a
front. I don’t know why I wrote those
things. Lorraine got the letters somehow.,
I fell in love with you alter we were
married. And Lorraine made me come out
to see her so that she could tell me how,
whenever she wanted to, she could smash
my marriage. But I love you, June.”

“I loved you until I read those letters.
Now I don’t love you, Steve. I never will
again. She laughed and I snatched up an
arrow and stabbed her. She fell down.

(Please continue on page 95)
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Your PUNISHMENT

By CHARLES LARSON

“We quarreled. . . . I hit
her with a golf club.”

for me a little past nine o’clock,

while T was listening to a rather

slow middle-weight bout over the radio.
No one knows who pushed her in— Constance, I remember, was in the kitch-
en, working with a few narcissus bulbs

but Banning’ll pay for the sin. she’d picked up in an attempt to find some-
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Ding dong bell ON A Thursday night they came
Laura’s in the well.
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thing that would grow well and without
fuss in our three-room apartment.

Neither of us had been expecting callers.
It had been one of those incredibly wet
and dreary days that farmers seem always
to be praying for; the rain had been drip-
ping out of sodden gray skies for hours
on end, sadly and softly and constantly,
like tears at a funeral.

When the doorbell rang, we didn’t
quite know how to react. Constance uttered
a small and startled: “Oh, damn,” and
peered out at me, her hands covered with
peat moss.

I looked at her inquiringly.

“Don’t answer it,” she whispered. “Let
’em go hang.”

But the radio had been blasting much
too loud, and we were trapped. Again
the doorbell rang. At last I went to see
who could possibly have the ill grace to
drop in on such a night.

Two men were standing in the hall-
way, indistinct beneath the dusty, dim
light. They were both big, both dressed
in white-belted raincoats and slouch hats.

“Mr. Banning?” the taller one said.

“YCS.”

Constance had come into the living
room and was hovering curiously be-
hind me, staring into the hall,

“MacMahon,” the taller man said.
“Detective Bureau.” He held out his
hand, allowing the light to catch his
bronze badge. “Sorry to bother you so
late like this.”

“Detective Bureau!” Constance said.
She glanced at me, wide-eyed. I dipped
hurriedly back into my drab and pleasant
past, wondering what on earth I could
have done now. Beyond beating a few red
traffic lights, I was certainly as clean as
the next citizen. Maybe cleaner.

“Are you sure,” I said, “that you've
got the right party?”

“You're Paul Banning? The writer?”

“I am, yes, but—"

“Then we got the right party.”

“Better get your hat and coat, Mr.
Banning,” the shorter man said.

“Now wait a minute,” Constance put in,
She was frowning angrily at the two of
them. “I know it’s asking a great deal,
but would you mind awfully telling us
what he’s supposed to be guilty of ?”” Ever
since she’d gotten a ticket for driving too

slowly, she’d been at war with the law.

The taller detective pushed his hat
back on his head, and gazed at her for a
long time.

“Well?” Constance snapped.

“Well,” the detective said, “since you
ask me so sweetly—he’s wanted for ques-
tioning. Unless you got some objections.”

“Questioning,” Constance said, “in
regard to what?”

“A little matter,” the detective replied,
“of murder.”

As a writer, I’ve had characters react
in the damndest ways to that unhappy
word. I’ve had them blanch, and stammer,
and carry on like all get-out. But never
have I permitted them to stand there as I
did—empty-minded as a stunned ox,
totally unable to assimilate the word’s
simple, savage implication.

Constance, I must say, did a good deal
better, dramatically. She sat down on
the arm of the sofa as though an invisible
hand had pushed her, and whispered:
“Murder,” in a manner that would have
made any actress look to her laurels.

“Ready, Mr. Banning?” the short
detective asked.

“Certainly,” I said. “Of course. Yes.”
I wandered toward the back of the house,
picked up my hat and coat, and returned,
hardly aware that I had moved at all. Al-
most as an afterthought, I said: “Excuse
m- 2
llY&h ?”

“Perhaps I'd better call my lawyer.”

“You don’t have to. He’s at the station
now.”

“Who,” I asked, “was murdered?”

“A woman named Laura Anderson.”

“I think,” Constance said slowly and
distinctly, “that I am going to be sick.”

I knew exactly how she felt. I knew,
too, why my lawyer had already been
called in. Because my lawyer was named
Bert Anderson—and the name of my
lawyer’s wife, a lady who had disappeared
from her home and hushand some seven
months ago, was Laura.

THE office of Captain F. O. Grigg—
Homicide—was large and old and
chilly, resembling nothing so much as the
back of a pool hall without tables. A
balding, squarely built man in crumpled
tweeds glanced up from the desk, irritated,
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as Constance and I were led before him.

“Mr. and Mrs. Banning, Captain,” the
tall detective said.

“Um.” The balding man thrust his
thumb toward two unoccupied chairs and
turned back to his desk immediately.

There were perhaps a dozen people in
that room. From a chair beside the desk,
Bert Anderson looked at us through tired,
numb eyes, and nodded in recognition. He
was a small man, compact, with a brilliant
Jawyer’s mind, and a quick, Scottish
temper. We had known each other since
college, had roomed together, as a matter
of fact. Beside him sat his secretary, an
efficient, distant girl named Mary Price.

1 turned toward Constance as I feit a
discreet tap on my knee. Wordlessly,
Constance nodded in the direction of
the door. I swung my head slightly and
saw—out of the corner of my eye—the
thin face of the person who had just en-
tered. Tucker Linskog, his name was, and
he was Laura’s brother.

We'd never liked each other. Tucker
was a boneless, malignant character who
lived on gossip and thrived on hate. For
insurance-——when Laura had first dis-
appeared, word had gotten to Bert, who
was half out of his mind with worry,
that I knew much more about his wiie’s
disappearance than I was telling.

Bert had actually come to me, and in-
timated that someone had hinted at too
close a friendship between Laura and my-
self. I was not married then, although
Constance and I were engaged, and it had
taken a good deal of talking on my part
to nail the whole silly thing as a lie. Bert
had refused to divulge the name of his
informant. T gathered later, however,
that it had been Tucker.

A nice fellow. A very, very nice fel-

“Banning!” somebody barked, and I
jerked my head around so hard I nearly
popped a vertabrae.

One of the detectives was maotioning
me toward the desk. T rose, and walked
over to Grigg, the tweedy Captain.

Abruptly Grigg glanced at me.
Paul Banning?”

“That’s right.”

He didn’t waste any
lLavra Anderson long?”

“About—five vears.”

“You

time. “Know

I watched him note my answer on a
piece of paper. Mary Price leaned over
and whispered something to Bert, who
nodded irritably and continued to stare
at the floor. Outside, the rain kept up
its sad crying on the window. Some-
where a clock ticked, ticked, ticked.

I cleared my throat teutatxvcly, and
Grigg peered up at e

“Well ?”

“T’d like to ask a couple of questions
myself,” T said.

Grigg leaned back in his chair, cup-
ping his stiong hands over the ends of
his chair-arms. “All right. Go ahead.”

Carefully, I said: “Would someone
kindly tell me just exactly why I'm here?
I understand that ILaura’s been killed.
But no one has told me why, or where,
or how.”

“She was hit over the head with a
blunt instiument,” Grigg said.

“Damn you, Grigg!” Bert had got to
his feet, his face white. “If you think
I'm going to let you railroad this kid—"

Grigg turned sharply, the swivel chair
creaking.  “Now, listen, Anderson.
Either you keep vour mouth shut, or
you get cut of here. Is that clear?”

Bert was trembling with anger. Just
as he started to reply, however, his sec-
retary, Mary Price, put a restraining
hand on his arm, and shook her head
silently. For a long moment Bert stood
there, the vein in his forehead pounding.
Then, with a snort, he sat down again.

“Now, then,” Grigg said coldly. He
picked up a notebook, hegan thumbing
through it. “I understand, Banning, that
you're a writer.”

] am.”

“And that you've just recently finished
a novel.”

1 nodded.

“Where do vou work?”

“Why—at home. mostly.”

“Anvwhere else?”

“As a matter of fact,” T said, “I've
done quite a lot of work at Mr. Ander-
son’s place. It’s quiet, far enough away
from—""

“That’s his cabin you're talking about?
On Lost Lake?”

‘(Yes ”
“When were you there last?”
I frowned, thinking. “About seven
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months ago. I did some writing up there.”

“Alone ?”’

“Of course.”

Grigg snapped the notebook shut, and
raised his eyes. “Seven months ago,” he
said. “That was just about when Laura
Anderson disappeared, wasn’t it?”

“I—believe it was.”

Thoughtfully, Grigg swung around in
his chair to face the window. “Tell me,
Banning,” he said, “where’d you get your
water when you were up there?”

“From a stream near the cabin.”

“Isn’t there a well on the property,
too?”

“There is. But it's dry. Hasn’t been
used for years.”

“Boarded up?”

“It is now.” 5

“What do you mean by that?”

“I mean, naturally, that I boarded it up.
It was open, and it was dangerous to me.
I didn’t want anyone falling in on some
dark night. Including myself.”

Bert groaned, and over the groan I
could hear Grigg’s quiet chuckle. Lazily
the captain turned to face me again, his
hands clasped behind his bald head. “All
right, Banning,” he said, “I'll tell you
what we’ll do. A while back you asked
me where and how and why Laura An-
derson was killed. I'm going to tell you.
I'm going to pretend that you don’t know
a thing about it. We'll have a lot of fun,
won't we?”

He chuckied again, and held up one
finger. “First we come to the where.
That's a cinch. She was killed at Lost
Lake, seven months ago, in the cabin
that you were occupying—alone. She’'d
been tossed into the well, where her hus-
band found her yesterday when he re-
opened it.

“The how is a little harder, but not
impossible. She was beaten to death with
our old friend, the blunt instrument. And
why? Well, that’s the hardest of all. We
may have to work to find that out. But
we can make a couple of guesses in the
meantime. Suppose, for example, that
you and Laura Anderson had been—oh,
let’s say friendly. Suppose that the
friendship, on your side at least, was
growing cold. You'd met another girl—
your present wife. You wanted to break
away from Laura. She objected. You

quarreled—and, then, you killed her.”

It was funny. I felt as though I should
be laughing in his cocky face, but I
couldn’t seem to dredge up a snicker. It
wasn’t too hard to figure out how he’d
been able ‘o fasten on to that insane mo-
tive. The fine hand of Tucker Linskog
was all over it.

“Riley!” Grigg shouted, and one of
the detectives standing against the wall
came forward.

‘“Yes, sir?”’

“Bring me that stuff on the Anderson
case.”

The detective nodded, and disap-
peared into an adjoining room.

Complacently, Grigg smiled up at me.
“You act a little quiet, Banning,” he said.

“I'm trying to figure out your angle.
1 don’t know whether you're crazy, or
I'm dreaming. I sure as hell know you
can’t be serious.”

“Can’t 1?” Grigg said. He laughed
softly, and began clearing off the top of
his desk as the detective, Riley, returned.
Riley was carrying a wooden box. a foot
or so deep and a couple of feet long,
which he placed on the captain’s desk.
It contained, so far as I could see, sev-
eral items of groceries . . . and an en-
larged glossy photograph. Tucker Lin-
skog had come up beside me, and was
staring silently into the crate.

GRIGG picked up the photograph,
handed it to me. “Take a look at
this,” he said.

It was a police picture of the well near
Bert Anderson’s cabin. The boards which
I'd used to cover it had been ripped away,
and the camera had been aimed straight
downward. The interior of the well had
been clearly lighted by the camera’s
flash bulb. And at the bottom lay some-
thing that might once have been Laura
Anderson.

Grigg answered my unspoken ques-
tion. “It's her,” he said. “We got her
dentist’s identification. Not much after
seven months, is there?”

When my reluctant eyes were able to
take in the rest of the picture’s details,
I could see where they’d gotten the crate
full of groceries. She’d apparently been
walking home from the one store in the
lake district, intending, possibly, to stock
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the cabin, and had stumbled into the
well in the dark.

“It must have been an accident,” I
said. “How can you possibly put a date
on the time of her death?” My fingers
had begun to tremble, and I lay the photo-
graph down.

“You know,” Grigg said softly, “every
time you open your mouth, Banning, you
pull the noose a little tighter around your
neck.” He gazed at me for a time, un-
blinking, his hairless head glistening in
the harsh light. Finally he sighed.

“Okay. We'll go over it real slow for
you. The last time anybody saw Laura
Anderson was on the third of September,
last year. She got into the car, told her
husband’s secretary that she was going to
attend a fashion show . .. and vanished.
On the tenth of September, you asked
Bert Anderson for permission to use his
cabin at Lost Lake. You told him you
wanted to work on your novel. On the
twentieth of October, you returned to
your own apartment in town.

“Now—sometime between those two
dates you boarded up the well. That
means that Laura Anderson must have
been killed and thrown in the well before
the twentieth, at least. No earlier than
the third of September ; no later than the
twentieth of October.”

“Suppose,” I said, “that Laura went to
the cabin on the third, fell in the well
accidentally, and was dead when I got
there? Is that entirely out of reason?”

“How far,” Grigg murmured, “is the
well from the cabin, where you were
working ?”’

£ About . . . six feet:Z

“Six feet,” Grigg repeated. “I hate
like hell to be crude, Banning, but are
you trying to suggest that you could have
been sitting six feet away from a dead
body for a month and a half without
realizing it?”

He had a point there. I licked my lips,
and stared at the articles of groceries
strewn across his desk. Several rusted
tins of salmon, a moulded gunny sack
containing potatoes, two boxes of pow-
dered sugar, a broken jar of cream cheese.

“But, if I killed her,” 1 said, “why
should I have tossed these things in
after her?”

“To make it look like an accident.”

“You've just said that the accident
theory doesn’t hold water.”

“So,” Grigg said, “you were stupid.
All murderers are stupid. That’s why
they murder. They’re never smart enough
to think of another way out.”

“All right,” Bert Anderson said sud-
denly, “I've had enough.” Again Mary
Price put a warning hand on his arm, but
Bert paid no attention.

“It just so happens that I've got a
bigger stake in this whole thing than you
or anyone else, Grigg. She was my wife.
But if you're looking for a quick convic-
tion, you're barking up the wrong tree.
Maybe Laura was murdered. I don’t
know. I doubt it. But if she was, Ban-
ning didn’t do it. I've known him for
fifteen years. I've been his lawyer for ten.
And until he dismisses me, I’m still his
lawyer.”

Grigg’s face was growing red. “Look
here, Anderson.”

“You look. For the last twenty min-
utes you've been talking awfully damned
big. Got it all figured out, haven’t you?
Now suppose you just put up or shut up.
Are you holding him ?”
hSputtering, Grigg said: “Why, of all
t e_—”

“T asked if you were holding him!”

Worried, Mary Price leaned over.
“Bert.”

Without turning, Bert shook her off.
“Give me an answer, Grigg!”

But before Grigg could explode into
speech, a familiar, rasping voice broke
in from behind me. “If you don’t hold
him, Captain,” Tucker Linskog said, “I’ll
see to it that there’s an investigation into
this office, so help me.”

Bert whirled, staring up into his bro-
ther-in-law’s flat face.

“I mean it,” Tucker grated. “Laura
may have been Bert’s wife, but she was
also my sister. I intend to see that her
murderer pays for his crime. I intend to
do everything in my power, and I expect
you to do everything in yours.” ;

Slowly Bert got to his feet, his knuckles
white on the desk. For a long time he
was silent, watching Tucker. Then, over
his shoulder, he said softly:

“All right, Grigg. It's a clear-cut
choice. If you don’t hold Banning, my
brother-in-law’s going to be mad enough
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to spit. And if you do hold him, T’ll
have him out of here on a habeas-corpus
writ in half an hour. T've got a couple
of angles on this case myself, and believe
me, you'll regret it as long as you live
if you try to stick to those fat-headed
theories of yours.”

Tightly Grigg said: “Are you with-
holding information, Anderson?”

“Me—withhold information from the
Great Grigg, who investigates everything
so impartially? Use your head, Captain.”

“I might suggest the same thing,”
Tucker said. “Use your head. If you let
this man go—"

“Shut up!” Grigg shouted. “Every-
body! T'm in charge here, and by Peter,
I'l make whatever decisions are sup-
posed to be made!”

I could see a quick smile flit over
Bert’s face. Tucker stepped back, mum-
bling something about incompetence. In
a way, I suppose that’s what helped us
most of all. Because Grigg heard him.

Bert was grinning as Grigg began to
lash out at Tucker. [ stood patiently,
listening, until Grigg caught a glimpse of
me.

“Well?” Grigg snapped.
hell are you waiting for?”

“Nothing,” I said. “Not a thing. I
was just going.”

Bert and Mary Price were already at
the door. As Contance and I joined
them, and all four of us slipped into the
hall, we could still hear Grigg’s stentorian
voice blasting about the evils of inter-
fering in the correct course of the law.

“What the

HE rain had settled down to a fine,

pin-pointed drizzle when we left the
station. Swollen streams hissed along
the gutters, and stood in ankle-deep pud-
dles on the ancient, broken sidewalk.
Constance and I, of course, had been
driven to the station by the two detec-
tives, and were without a car. We ac-
cepted gratefully when Bert offered to
take us home.

He was quiet and thoughtful as we
pulled away from the curb. Constance
and Mary Price were in the back seat,
speaking to each other in low voices.
Away from the tension of Grigg’s office,
I felt suddenly beaten, old, completely
rudderless.

I got out a cigarette, lit it. Through
the plume of smoke, I said: “Thanks,
Bert.”

“Forget it. He couldn’t have held you.
And we’re not out of the woods yet.”

“Sweet brother-in-law you got,” T mur-
mured.

Bert watched the street silently for a
time. Then, very softly, he said: “Paul.”

“Yespe

“There’s something [ want to tell you.
Grigg doesn’t know it yet, but he'll find
out.”

I waited.

“Don’t get me wrong,” Bert said. “I
think J.aura stumbled into that well. The
police are putting a lot of faith in—the
condition of her skull. But she could
have hit her head going down. On the
other hand, thev may be right. Maybe
she was murdered. We've got to look at
every angle.”

He stopped for a red light, got out a
cigarette of his own. Then, quietly, he
said: “Maybe I'm as far off the beam
as Grigg is. And vet, the more T think
about it = %

He took a deep hreath, and turned his
head to me. “I was going through
Laura’s private papers today. And I
found her will. She had a lot of money
in her own right, you know, as well as
twenty or twenty-five thousand dollars
in insurance. Every last cent of it was
left to—Tucker.”

I stared back at hin wordlessly.

“I knew about the insurance,” he went
on, “but she’d never told me about the
will. It doesn’t make any difference to
me. I've got more money now than I
know what to do with. But Tucker was
damn near broke. It'll be quite a windfail
for him. And people have murdered for
a whole lot less, Paul.”

Very slowly I ground my cigarette out
in the dashboard ashtray. “Yes,” I mur-
mured. “They have.”

The traffic light turned green. As we
continued on toward home, both of us
were silent, thinking.

Now, there is a part of me that doesn’t
at all want to tell you what happened
next. It was a move so abysmally stupid
that I hate to confess it. I can only say
that—at the time—it seemed quite log-
ical and harmless. I had nc idea that it
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would lead to such horrible events.

It happened the following day, al-
though I had probably been planning it
subconsciously ever since Bert had told
me about the will.

At breakfast Constance was much more
silent than usual. We had been married
less than six months. She knew very
little about my previous life, and it was
clear that Grigg’s fictional story about
my friendship with Laura had bothered
her. She wanted to trust me, and to be-
lieve me, but I could tell she was wor-
ried, and that she would continue to worry
until the whole terrible case was cleared
up.

When we were through eating, I men-
tioned that I wanted to get out of the
house for a while. I promised that I
would be home for dinner, but I wanted
her not to expect me much sooner.

And then, so help me heaven, I headed
straight out of the city, toward Lost
Lake, and Bert’s cabin.

I had no particular plan in mind. I
suppose, in some vague way, that I in-
tended to look for clues. For one thing,
the groceries in the well with Laura con-
tinued to bother me. I felt that there
was something wrong about them, and
that I smight be able to find out what it
was by going to Lost Lake.

Tucker had seemed too insistent about
my guilt. What if he and Laura had
gone to the cabin together on the third.
What if I could find something proving
he’d been there. .

I got to the cabin shortly after noon.
The rain, which had finally cleared up
over the city, had swept east to the moun-
ains, and was falling in torrents over
Lost Lake. Going up the sea of mud that
served as a road to the cabin, I thought
several times that I saw automobile-tire
tracks, but it was impossible to be sure.

There were, at least, no cars in sight
when I pulled to a stop opposite the cabin
door. Lightning flickered and jumped
across the gray sky as I got out of my
coupe, and seconds later the thunder
came, crashing as though the very earth
itself had split apart. I sloshed quickly
through the mud to the protection of the
porch, and stood there dripping, trying
to decide what to do next. Bert had
given me a key when I had come up be-

fore to write, but like a fool T had 1eft it
at home.

As it turned out, I wouldn’t have need-
ed it anyway. I had just taken hold of
the knob in the off-chance that the police
might have left the cabin open, when the
wind sucked the door inward without my
help. I paused, startled, while the door
banged loosely against the wall. The dark
day made the interior of the cabin a study
in black. There was no sound except the
endless rattle of rain on the wooden roof.

Still T might have been all right. I
might have turned, and gone back to my
car, and driven home to sanity and safe-
ness.

Instead of which I entered the cabin.

It was like being enveloped in dry
ink. The windows had been shuttered,
and I had no idea where the kerosene
lamps had been left. Across the room,
I thought T could distinguish the misty-
white spear of a candle. I went ahead
slowly, my arms stretched out before me.

Then I stepped on the body.

I don’t know. Sometimes I think that
the human mind is too weak a thing to
hold all of the terror it may be called
upon to absorb. Yet, I suppose that na-
ture knew what it was about when it
fashioned such weakness. My own reac-
tion to that yielding something beneath
my foot probably saved my life.

Because, instead of soberly and sensibly
lighting a match to see what I had stum-
bled into, I leaned down idiotically, still
in complete darkness, and searched about
for it with my hand.

My fingers slid over a face, and came
away slick with blood.

T SEEMED to me that the most im-

portant thing in the werld was to keep
from being sick. I let my head hang down,
fighting against the nausea that pierced
my stomach. Far away I could hear the
kettle-drum dramatics of another thun-
der-crash.

Rubbing my fingers together, I tried
to catch my breath. The whole room ap-
peared to be grotesquely out of shape.
The white spear which I had taken for
a candle, for instance, seemed actually to
be coming toward me.

I really can’t remember how long it
took for me to realize that I wasn't crazy
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—that the white spear was indeed mov-
ing—and that it was not a candle . . .
but the dull silver handle of a poker.

Crouched in the darkness, I tried to
get hold of myself. I had walked in on
a murder, and the murderer was no more
than four feet away, searching for me,

My position, of course, could have been
worse. The darkness was on my side. If
the person with the poker had been abso-
lutely sure of my location, he would never
have come so slowly.

On the other hand, the slightest move
would betray me. I had my choice of
remaining still until the poker found me,
or of jumping upward to meet it.

Outside, the thunder rolled again. In
the midst of its rumble. I leaped.

We came together in mid-air, and I
could feel the sudden, aching pain of the
poker as it slashed across my shoulder.
I twisted away, trying to get my hands on
the other’s throat. I stepped backward,
and stumbled again over the body be-
hind me. Twice the poker thudded into
the floor. 1 fought to roll away from it,
but I couldn’t have been lucky forever.
The world surged upward suddenly, and
the side of my head seemed to erupt as
the poker caught me just above the right
ear. Then there was no more wondering,
nor fear, nor confusion. The blackness
billowed over me like a cloud . . .

I awoke in the rain.

I was lying on my back, beside the
open well. and my head was pounding,
pounding, pounding like the sound a sea-
shell makes when you hold it to your ear.
or an eternity, I lay still wondering how
I could possibly he alive. A weight in
my hand caused me to look down finally,
and I saw why the murderer had chosen
not to kill me.

My fingers haa heen wrapped firmly
around the poker.

Groaning, I raised myself to a sitting
position, waited for my whirling head to
come back to my shoulders and somehow
got to my feet.

I hardly had to glance into the well.
I knew that the body I'd stumbled over
would be there . . . a pretty picture for
the police to find.

The curious thing was that I could not
see who had been murdered. The well
was too deep; the day was too dark.

Awkwardly tripping over my own feet,
stumbling and lurching in the mud, I made
it at last to my car. I must have started
the motor automatically, because I woke
up on the road back to the city without
having the least notion of how I'd got
there. Nor do I remember any part of
the main drive home.

Then I was in Constance’s arms, and
she was crying helplessly, her pale face
swimming before me in a most remarkable
way.

“It’s all right,” T said.
darling.”

“But you’re hurt! T’ll call a doctor.”

“No.” I made my way to the bedroom.

“You've got to have attention!”

“He'd ask questions. Don'’t call a doc-
tor. Promise me.” I fell onto the bed.
It was a dreamy, delightful bed that drift-
ed in pleasant circles, around and around
and around. “Promise me,” 1 said, and
my voice was miles away. So far off.
And the bed continued to spin . . . and
to spin. . . .

Coming back to conseiousness was a
struggle of such magnitude that it hardly
seemed worth the bother. I was lying on
my stomach, with my head pressed into
the pillow. For a moment, I could not
remember why my body ached so persis-
tently, and then, as pieces of the past
afternoon fell into place, I turned over,
groaning.

It was dark outside. The clock on the
dresser indicated eight-thirty. Slowly I
swung my legs over the side of the bed.

“Constance ?”’

I could hear someone coming from the
other room. 1 rested my head in my
hands, staring between my knees at the
floor. More than anything else, I wanted
a drink.

Sighing, [ got to my feet. As 1 start-
ed toward the kitchen, the bedroom door
opened, and Bert Anderson peered in.
“Hey, there,” he said, “you shouldn’t be
up.”

“Don’t cry,

I stared at him stupidly. “Bert?”
“How you feeling, Paul?”
“Then it wasn't you. In the well.”
“I don’t know what you're talking
about, fella.”
“Somebody’s dead. Up at your cabin.”
Worried, Bert said: “I don’t think you
ought to be walking around like this.
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Constance just left. She called me, and
then went out to get a doctor. Be back
in a minute. Maybe you—"

“I'm all right,” I said. “All T need is
a drink.”

Y HANDS, though, were like but-
ter. When T reached into the cup-
board where we kept our liquor,
brushed against one of Constance’s pet
narcissus plants, and before I could catch
it, the dammned pot crashed to the floor.
I tried to pick up the broken pieces,
remembering that she kept the plants in
the dark cupboard in order to make them
grow more quickly.

But all of a sudden I couldn’t move.
I found my eyes riveted on the tiny,
broken flower pot, and on the dead white
shoot of the narcissus. “Bert,” I said
slowly, “look at this.”

“Sure, kid. Later. Right now.”

“No, look.” Excited, I reached back
and pulled him toward me. “Don’t you
see how it’s grown? In the dark.”

“I don’t know what in the hell you're
talking about.”

I stood up, trembling. “The potatoes.
You remember. There were potatoes in
that well with Laura, and there wasn’t a
thing wrong with ’em!”

“Why should there be?”

“Because she was supposed to have
fallen in there seven months ago! She
couldn’t have! The well was boarded up!
The potatoes would have put out a mil-
lion roots! She was murdered, Bert, She
was killed somewhere else, and brought
to Lost Lake only a couple of days ago.
They wanted to make it look like an acci-
dent—that’s why they threw all that stuff
in after her.

“But they forgot that I'd been up there,
and that I would be the one suspected.
Why, the real murderer would probably
even want to defend me . . . to get back
to his accident theory. He’d—" 1 stopped,
letting my words trail away.

“I wanted you to get back to bed,
Paul!” Bert murmured.

Then it was so clear that I wondered
how I could ever have missed it. “You
were the one at the cabin,” I whispered.
“You were the one with the poker.”

“I followed Tucker up. I think he sus-

pected those damned potatoes, too. He
accused me. There was nothing else I
could do.”

“But . . . why? Why?”

For a long time Bert gazed at me.
Then, softly, he said: “All right, kid.
I suppose I might as well tell you. It
was because I wanted to get married
again. Isn’t that funny? Laura found out
—about Mary and me: We’'d never got-
ten along. We quarreled. I didn’t mean
to kill her. But I hit her with a golf
club—and she was gone, Last September.

“I buried her in the cellar. Then Mary
and I decided to get married. But we
couldn’t—as long as Laura was missing.
I had to produce her body . . . prove that
she was dead. I tried to make it look like
an accident. I took her body to Lost Lake
and put it in the well, and pretended that
I had just found it. But you were right.
I'd forgotten that you’d been at the cabin
. . . that they’d suspect you.” His voice
was remote, sad in the semi-darkness.

I watched him silently, still holding on-
to the broken flower pot.

“I'm sorry,” Bert murmured, “that I
had to hit you at the cabin. I'm sorry
I have to kill you now.”

He began to walk toward me leisurely.

I could feel myself going. Quickly be-
fore the blackness came, I took the one
chance that was left to me. With all my
strength, I threw the broken flower pot
straight at his face.

The jagged crockery and the dirt
sprayed into his eyes. It was enough to
stop him for an instant . .. and I jumped.
Swearing, Bert lunged sideways, claw-
ing at his eyes. Together we crashed into
the stove.

I couldn’t have lasted long. I was too
weak. Helplessly I sprawled on top of
him, wondering why he didn’t throw me
off, finish me. But he didn’t move.

My one leap had been enough. He'd
hit his head on the stove.

Eternities away, I could hear the front
door open. That would be Constance, and
the doctor. Now I could sleep again.

But I hoped they’d let me do one more
thing on my own. I hoped they’d let me
call Grigg.

It would break his heart right in two
to find out that I wasn’t the murderer.
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He was seat to the most
formidable jail. ., . .

years before the war, was a small food

shop. When you went in, you were
served as a peasant is served by royalty.
If you were insulted, you went away and
they did not miss you—neither the
proprietor not the customers. But if you
had that unusual talent for understanding
which is reserved for children and spe-
cially gifted adults, you would realize that
you were at a way station on that rainbow
trail to the pot of gold which most of us
never take. You would discover that you
suddenly believed in a concept only
slightly less fantastic than the fourth di-
mension—namely, that you only live
twice !

The chances are that you tossed away
the dishonest dreams of youth long ago
and settled down to living just once. If
you did, you were lucky. Living your two
lives to the full takes it out of a man—
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DOUBLE

One life wasn’t enough for this
irrepressible schemer—he
had to try several.

Ignatz Strassnoff, the proprietor of the
little food shop, could have told you that.
Of humble origin, he made a swindler’s
reality of make-believe, became the con-
sort of princes and bishops, and even
applied himself once, briefly, to tampering
with the course of history.

it all began, appropriately enough, on
the stage, some time before the turn of the
century. Stassnoff, a young actor then,
played the part of an Imperial Hussar in
a forgotten play. The resplendent uniform
clothed more than his body, it clothed his
thoughts and his brain. 4t made him a
Hussar of noble birth, and he knew, long
before the play wound to its tedious, arti-
;i“_cial end, that no stage would ever hold

m.

So, when the silly drama was over,
it was only natural that he shouldn’t re-
move his costume. He had needed no
make-up for his part, so he did not pause
to remove it. He simply walked out of
the stage door and into the night, to stroll
for a moment under the moon and
gradually witness, within himself, the
metamorphosis of a dream into reality.

The next day, make-believe soldier
Stassnoff walked into the ornate offices of
the supplier of uniforms for the Imperial
Hussars. Presenting the compliments of
his commanding officer, a high army dig-
nitary, he demanded an immediate esti-
mate on a large order of new dress uni-
forms the cavalry needed before an im-
pending review by the Emperor himself.

Hussar Strassnoff was haughty and
courtly and cynical of mien, a most realis-
tic job. In a very short while he proved
himself corruptibly human. He took the
bedazzled military tailor aside and con-
fessed he had been authorized to pay
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8,000 kronen in excess of the cited value
of the uniforms—a sum he was willing to
split equally with the firm supplying the
goods, provided he could have his share
in cash immediately. Pressing financial
obligations, this military facsimile con-
fessed with a noble wink—and shortly
walked out of the place with a wallet
bulging comfortably with the crown’s
money.

A thing that wasn’t so—sired by why-
not out of might-have-been—this will
o’ the wisp in cavalry pants made his
rounds, feeding on things that shouldn’t
have been. Patriotically he arranged for
fodder for cavalry horses and new, fine
equipment for the men of war, removing
fantastic sums of graft from circulation.

Then Ignatz Strassnoff woke up—in
irons. Nor did he dream again for nearly
two years, not until he finally got out of
jail.

Then he found himself working on a
progressive newspaper, whose publisher,
Zoltan Karlitz, was a practical idealist be-
lieving in political reform and striving
to reach his goal by getting himself elected
to the parliament. For some time Ignatz
Strassnoff, who walked the rainhow trail
as easily as he trod the pavements of
Budapest, watched his employer’s news-
paper campaign with detached interest. No
group idealist himself, he decided Karlitz’
aims were solid. He knew, too, that Kar-
litz stood not a chance of being elected,
with the Jocal moneyed interests forming
a solid front against him.

Great numbers of voters were being
given no time to get to the polls by their
employers. The situation was made to
order for the whimsical talents of Strass-
noff.

HE WAITED until the night of the

election. Then he casually picked
up the nearest telephone and quietly
called Budapest’s leading firms. It was the
Minister of Commerce speaking. The gov-
ernment was grateful for the support
given its candidates, whom the day’s vot-
ing had assured of re-election. It would be
a handsome gesture if the residue of the
population were allowed to go to the polls
now that it could do no harm. . . .

Budapest awoke the following morning
to a hilarious practical joke—Karlitz had
been elected by a slim but decisive mar-
gin!

The irrepressible Strassnoff went along
to parliament as his confidential secretary,
and continued to reach for the pot o’ gold.
With characteristic facility he ceased be-
ing Strassnoff and became Karlitz—
especially when it came to signing checks.
The disillusioned Karlitz had him sent to
the most formidable jail in Hungary,
where for three years Strassnoff enjoyed
complete national obscurity. He came out
of this prison a profoundly reformed
character.

Along with a female companion of some
of his earlier peccadilloes, he becanme a
regular churchgoer—and soon knew the
most intimate details of the private lives
of the important members ¢f the religious
hierarchy.

Going over his many notes, it seemed
to him that, as soon as continue to be
Ignatz Strassnoff, he might as well—at
least occasionally—be the eminent Coun-
cilor von Zahranyi.

Arraying himself in the proper regalia,
Strassnoff called upon the aged Bishop
of Neutra, the real Zahranyi’s uncle.

(Please continue on page 98)
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Even though Jim hatl seen the shapely dancer’s body on a morgue slab,
he was going to take the stranger’s dare
to bring her back dlive!

CHAPTER ONE
Never Say Good-by

FTER enough liquor, the black-
ness began to lift from his mind,
leaving him with a miraculous
feeling of release and freedom. The black-
ness didn’t go away completely, but re-
treated to the edge of his consciousness
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and hovered there, waiting to return. The
thing then was to keep drinking. Keep
the blackness away.

Before him appeared a patch of white-
ness topped by a red balloon. The balloon
wavered crazily and words sounded. He
laughed at that and was further amused
by the sound of his laughter.

The words became more insistent.

“Sure, Mr. Daily, you've had plenty for
tonight. You're needin’ a good sleep now.”

Jim Daily realized that the balloon be-
longed to the bartender. It was really
Mike’s face, he thought.

“Drink,” he said, trying to focus his
eyes.

Mike’s face was sympathetic as he took
a bottle from the rack behind him and
carefully filled Jim Daily’s glass. “Now
that’s the last,” he said. “You can’t keep
this 'up much longer, Mr. Daily.”

“Doesn’t matter,” Jim said.

Mike put his freckled hands on the bar
and leaned forward, a comically earnest
expression on his honest red face. “She
wouldn’t like the way you’re behavin’. You
know she’d hate to see you drinking this
way, neglecting your work with the
paper.”

Jim smiled. The shadow on the rim of
his thoughts had almost disappeared. His
mind was free and he could smile.

“Don’t use the past tense about Terry,
Mike,” he said, speaking very slowly so
the words didn’t slur together. “Bad habit
of yours. Always talking about Terry as
if she’s dead.” He leaned forward, staring
earnestly into Mike’s eyes. “Terry’s not
dead, Mike. You know that, don’t you?
She’s not dead.”

Mike nodded miserably. “Sure, Mr.
Daily, sure.” He moved away shaking his
head.

Jim was sitting in a smoky little hang-
out on the lower level of Chicago’s Wack-
er Drive. It was a gathering place for
newspaper men who wanted liquor with-
out a noisy juke box or the distraction of
television. A warm and mellow place, it
had brown wooden booths along one wall,
a bar free from pop-corn bowls and trick
ashtrays.

Jim Daily put his elbows on the bar
and concentrated his gaze on the clusters
of bubbles on the shiny surface of his
whiskey. He tried to imagine what it

would be like to sit inside one of them,
sit inside the glassy curve of its walls, and
float, warm and free from the world.

A hand touched his shoulder. He
turned with the impressive deliberation
that some drunken people acquire in the
attempt to control reflexes made uncertain
by -alcohol. There was a man on the stool
beside his, a thin man with a narrow head.
The man wore rimless glasses and they
caught the light evenly and made a gleam-
ing bar across his narrow head.

“You said your wife was alive,” he
said quietly. “You say that frequently.
Why do you think she’s alive?”

Jim shook his head nervously. The
blackness on the rim of his thoughts had
gathered itself to spring. He looked into
the man’s face unable to think of anything
except the dread of that blackness.

“I—" He stopped, wet dry lips. He
turned desperately, searched for Mike.
But Mike had gone.

“I was merely curious.” The man’s
words fell slowly, inevitably, like black
drops of water on black stone. “I heard
she’d committed suicide some time ago. [
heard that you identified the body. That
was right, wasn’t it? You did identify the
body, dida’t you ?”’

Jim reached for his glass, spilled the
liquor over the bar. He looked again for
Mike and then he put both hands to his
face as memories returned, as the black-
ness swept over his mind. .

TERRY was impulsive, scatter-brained,
laughing and gay. Long legged, slim
waisted, with red ‘hair that didn’t come
from a bottle, and changeable blue-green
cges. She was a dancer, in the line at the

olden Slipper, one of Chicago’s fancy
clip joints.

They met when Jim covered the night-
club beat, filling in for the amusement
editor who was down with the flu. Their
romance had the cynics along Randolph
Street beaming tenderly.

For two months he sent her flowers
three times a day, they went to the zoo,
they went swimming, they walked in the
park, and they went on picnics—and
Terry, the night-club hoofer, made the
lunch herself.

Then Terry quit her job, Jim found an
apartment, and they were married. For six
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months they lived a life that was all
brightness and love.

Then: . .

She wasn’t in the apartment one eve-
ning when he came home. The salad had
heen made, the.vegetables cleaned, and
there were lamb chops in the icebox.

Everything was ready. But Terry wasn't:

there.

The couple downstairs, the Wrights,
told him she’d gone out around four
o’clock. That was all he could find out.

At seven-thirty his phone rang. The
coroner’s office. Was he James Daily,
husbhand of Terry Daily ? Well, in that case
he’d better come down to the morgue. His
wife’s body was there. She had jumped
from the thirty-ninth floor of the Ad-
vertiser’s Building.

He'd made the identification, from
clothes, jewelry, the contents of her purse.
That was all he could be sure about. Then
with the frantic urgency of a pain-blinded
anmimal he had gone from bar to bar, from
bottle to bottle, trying to numb his mind
and senses against the black knowledge
that she was dead.

* * *

A hand shook his shoulder, a familiar
voice said huskily, “Now, Mr. Daily, lift
your head, please. That's a good boy.”

Jim saw Mike watching him anxiously.
He was sober now and the feeling of pain
and loss that only liquor could deaden was
with him, agonizingly intense. Under-
neath that was leaden anger against the
man who had talked to him about Terry,
who had blasted his moment of numb
peace.

“Where is he?” he said thickly to Mike.

“Who, Mr. Daily?”

Jim looked around, saw that the stool
beside his was empty. Turning, he focused
his eyes on the men along the bar, in the
brown wooden booths, at the tables. He
was looking for a man with rimless glasses
and a narrow face. But there was no such
man in the room.

“You were all. alone,” Mike said in-
sistently.

Jim rubbed his forehead slowly. Was he
that far gone? Was he starting to imagine
things?

“I'll help you to a cab.” Mike said.

The next morning was worse than usual.
His tongue was thickly coated with a
substance that tasted like rotting wool,
and hammers were exploding against the
insides of his skull. He lit a cigarette, but
after one drag that« sickened him he
crushed it out.

Gray dawn was filtering through the
cracked green shade of his furnished
room, the place he’'d moved to after Ter-
ry’s death. He still had a lease on the
apartment but he couldn’t go back there
yet. For although it seemed like centuries,
Terry had been dead just seventeen long
days.

He sat up, fighting rolling waves of
nausea. When he was able to stand he
made his way to the bathroom and was
violently sick. Feeling somewhat better,
he returned to the bedroom, but the sight
of his dirty clothes piled in the corner,
and the whiskey hottles on the bureau,
almost sickened him again.

He investigated the bottles but found
them all empty. He’d have to wait a while
for the neighborhood bar to open. He
forced himself to lie down again, an arm
thrown over his throbbing eyes.

“Terry!” His voice was a ragged
whisper. “Why, honey? Why?”

That question had no answer. There
would never be an answer. But that didn’t
help. He asked himself the question a
thousand times a day. If he knew the
answer then he might be able to get him-
self in hand, go on living.

His thoughts drifted to the night be-
fore, to the man with the rimless glasses.
He would love to have that narrow head
within range of his fists. What was the
reason behind the man’s cold discussion
of Terry’s death?

Another question without a possible
answer.

For a few minutes Jim lay thinking.
There niight be an answer to that ques-
tion. It wouldn’t help anything, but any
bit of information that related to Terry’s
death was worth investigating. Why was
the man interested in Terry’s death?

He sat up and rubbed the stubbled
beard on his face thoughtfully. He was
thinking. For seventeen days he had lived
in a blurred nightmare of alcohol and de-
spair.

Now he made himself think. . . .
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WAS almost noon when Jim entered
Mike’s bar. He had shaved and stood
under a driving cold shower for half an
hour and now, after several glasses of to-
mato juice liberally spiked with Worces-
tershire sauce, his head was clear and his
nerves steady.

Mike put a shot glass on the bar with
a disapproving expression but Jim waved
it away and ordered ginger ale.

“Now,” he said, “think hard, Mike.
Some guy sat down next to me last night,
opened up about Terry. You got to help
me figure out who he was.”

“I was down at the back booths for a
while,” Mike said apologetically. “But
I'd swear you were alone. And I
can’t recall any guy like you're telling
me about.”

“Possibly he wasn’t alone,” Jim said.
“He might have been with a group of peo-
ple, or with a girl. Think hard, Mike.”

“Let me think a bit,” Mike said, frown-
ing. Finally he came around the bar and
stood in the middle of the room, glancing
over the booths and tables.

“Now,” he said, “Frank Ryan from
the weekly was sitting there with Bill
Wade from the Express.” He tapped the
top of a scarred table with a blunt fore-
finger. “Next to them, at this table were
the two girls from the picture service.”
Moving down the tables he stopped at the
last one, frowning.

“There was a couple here, I think. They
must have been new or I'd remember
them. But I do remember something about
the girl,” he said, turning to Jim with a
triumphant smile,

“She wore a fancy wrist watch, one of
them hideous-looking things that look like
a snake. You know, the band was made
of gold with scales on it, and the watch
sticks up about half an inch like the head
of a snake.”

“What about the man she was with?”
Jim said.

Mike shrugged helplessly. “I got a
blank in me head where he should be.”

Jim slid off the bar stool. A girl with
a fancy watch that looked like a coiled
snake. Not much to go on, but it was all
he had. It was a start,

Mike came with him to the door. “It’s
nice to see you sober again, boy. Now,
why don’t you get back on the job at the

paper, and forget about this man who
spoke to you last night? It'll just keep
you stirred up, thinking thoughts that are
better forgotten.”

Jim let out a tired breath. “I can’t work
until I know why—why she did it, Mike.
This man who talked to me last night is
the first thing in the whole business that
makes a little sense.”

“What sense is there in a man who
talks to you about your poor wife? There’s
no reason at all to it.”

“And that’s why it makes sense,” Jim
said. “There’s got to be a reason, don't
you see, Mike? . ..”

It was a lot to go on. A girl with a
snake watch. How many girls in Chicago
wore flashy watches? How many had two
legs and two arms? It was about the same
thing, Jim thought.

But he had one hunch. That kind of
watch would be worn by a certain type of
girl. Not a stenographer, or a college
girl, or housewife. It would be worn by
a girl who would match a cheap, flashy
time piece. A model maybe, but not likely.
Better, a burlsque hoofer or a dice girl.

That afternoon Jim headed for the few
blocks where were ninety per cent of the
city’s burlesque houses, pawn shops,
penny arcades, and shooting galleries,
and where lived and worked hard-faced,
humorless men in pin-stripe suits and
white fedoras, and women who ranged
from sullen young kids to bleary hennaed
creatures who wandered the street in
broken, high-heeled shoes and tight silk
dresses.

From practically every doorway music
blared from small jazz combos. In these
smokey, dimly lit bars were hostesses who
provided unenthusiastic company and un-
inspired conversation at the rate of a dol-
lar a drink. Their attention came high,
for they could put away twenty shots in
an hour, since their drinks were normally
a concoction of weak tea diluted with
about two drops of whiskey to provide
an authentic aroma.

Jim turned into the first one he came
to, the Kicking Horse. It was about three
in the afternoon then, and the bar was
empty. In the back, three of four girls sat
around a table. One of them wandered
up front as he took a seat at the bar. She
was young, a brunette, with fine skin.
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Climbing onto the stool beside him, she
said, “Hi, there,” in a brassy voice. She
turned so that her knees bumped his legs,
and asked him if he’d like to talk to her
a while. She was lonely, she said. She
got so lonely here in Chicago, she said.
She was really from California where she
missed a chance to be in pictures by a
real tough break.

Jim bought her a drin?(. She wasn’t
wearing a wrist watch.

FTER three drinks, which the bar-

tender set before her the instant she
drained her glass, she told him she liked
tall men in tweeds with lean faces. Jim
was tall and his features were lean and he
was wearing a brown tweed suit. He won-
dered if this were a coincidence. He de-
cided not.

Then he brought the conversation to
watches. He was buying one for his sister,
he explained, and didn’t know the kind
to get.

“Well, what’s this sister of yours like ?”
the girl asked without interest.

Jim had no idea of what the girl he was
looking for looked like. But if his hunch
was correct, if she was a burlesque hoofer
or a dice girl, then she would probably fit
into a certain pattern.

“She’s got a good figure,” he said.
“Gets along with men pretty well, knows
her way around, if you get me.”

The girl laughed. “What'’s all that got
to do with the kind of watch you get her?”

Jim shrugged. “I thought one of your
friends might have something unusual in
the way of watches. What [ meant was
that my sister was sharp, good-looking,
of the same type some of your friends
might be.”

She frowned with the effort of concen-
tration. “Well, lemme see,” she said.
“I'm trying to think of what kinds of
watches my friends wear.”

Jim felt a curious tension building in-
side him. He knew his excitement was
idiotic. This girl—what if he did find her?
She might not have been with the man
who had talked to him at Mike’s bar about
Terry. And if she did—if he actually
found the man, himiseli——what would he
have? Nothing at all.

But his hand was tight on his glass as

he watched her hard face and waited.

She said, “I don’t think I’'m any help.
Most of my friends just wear ordinary
watches. But some of them have diamond
chips on the face,” she added hopefully.

He got nothing else from her. And he
got nothing from the next five places he
visited, and by that time he was convinced
he was wasting his time. It was seven
thirty by then and the bars were filling
up. The girls were busier now and it was
harder to get them talking. Talking
slowed down drinking. They preferred
not to talk at all, but to giggle, to push
the customers for more drinks, and then
coyly demand if they were getting fresh.
This chatter took little time and was an
incentive to even faster drinking.

And then he stumbled onto what he
was looking for. The girl was young and
she’d been drinking more than tea. She
was half-tight and her voice was fuzzy.

“Watch for your sister, eh?” she said.
“Good idea. Always can pawn a watch.
Tell you something. My room mate,
Trixie, has a beaut. It’s made like a
snake. It coils around your wrist and
there’s little scales on the band, honest
to Pete there is.”

“Sounds like what I've been looking
for,” Jim said, casually. “Where’s Trixie
now ?”

“She was off last night. She comes in
tonight about eleven I think.” She looked
at him sullenly. ‘“What’cha so interested
in her for?”

“I'm not,” Jim said. “I’m interested
in you.”

“That’s a little better.”

“I'd like to see you tonight. Could I
pick you up where you liver”

The girl wasn’t that drunk. ‘“What’s
the matter with here?” she said.

“Nothing,” Jim said. “Nothing at all.
But there’s no place for a man to relax.
I’m a homebody at heart.” He took a
ten-dollar bill from his pocket and slid it
across the bar. “I don't get to town often,
but when I do—1I want fun and I pay for
it, honey. Now, what's the address of
your place?”

She closed her thin fingers over the
bill and gave him the address. . . .

The address was on the near North
side in a neighborhood of cheap rooming
houses. Jim paid off his cab and went up
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the wooden steps two at a time. The
landlady answered his knock, and peered
suspiciously at him from a poorly lit ves-
tibule.

“Well ?”

“I'm a friend of Trixie’s,” he said. “She
alone ?”

“Don’t worry, he’s gone,” she said. She
laughed and it wasn’t a pretty sound. “It’s
okay; he left almost ten minutes ago.
She’s on the second floor, back room.”

Jim felt the woman’s bright eyes on his
back as he went up the uncarpeted steps
to the second floor. The place exuded a
mixture of smells that were impossible to
separate and identify. But the approx-
imate effect, Jim thought, could have been
achieved by pouring strong cheap per-
fume over a heap of sun-baked garbage.

Trixie’s door was closed. Jim knocked
twice and waited. There was no sound
from inside, no stir of life. He tried the
knob, felt it tura under his hand. The
room was dark, silent, and the air had a
moist, sickly-sweet smell. He fumbled for
the light switch, snapped it on.

From a naked bulb hanging by a cord
from the ceiling, strong white light poured
onto the cheap sagging bed, the clutter of
feminine clothes that were strewn about
ox111 chairs, on the bureau, on the window
sill. »
And the light fell on the girl who had
been known as Trixie. She lay on the
floor, one long leg doubled under her body,
staring upward at the light with reddened
eyes. She didn’t blink, she didn’t move.
Trixie was past caring about light in her
eyes. She was past caring about every-
thing.

Jim swallowed the sudden dryness in
his throat. Here was the start of the trail.
And the end. For she couldn’t tell him
what he wanted to know. Ever.

He turned and went quickly down the
steps. The landlady was waiting in the
vestibule. She said, “You weren’t long.”

“You've got a dead body upstairs,” he
said. “Get to the phone, call Homicide.”

She stared at him blankly for an in-
stant, then tried to push past him, swear-
ing incoherently under her breath. He
shoved her back and told her again to get
to the phone. This time the effect of his
words was like a sharp slap across her
face. She backed awav. paling. and then

she waddled off down the corridor, sud-
denly frightened and timid. . ..

CHAPTER TWO

No Help From a Bull

cide listened to Jim’s story without

any particular expression on his
hard, regular features. He was a stocky
man, with bushy black hair and calm
eyes. They were sitting in the anteroom
of the coroner’s office. It was eleven
o’clock. Outside, Chicago was ablaze with
night-time brilliance.

“Well, you got something,” he said in
a quiet voice, “but I'll be damned if I
know just what.”

“Let me run through it again,” Jim
said. “Last night a man at the bar de-
veloped a curious interest about—about
Terry. He took the trouble to pin «me
down to find out what was behind my
ramblings. He was with a girl. A girl
with a flashy snake watch. That much
Mike is sure of.”

“Now hold on,” Devlin said. “Mike
thinks this {ellow may have been with that

‘rLPf
g“‘All right, all right,” Jim said. “But
I find this girl Trixie. And someone has
strangled her. Doesn’t that add up to
something

“Maybe, maybe not,” Devlin said.
“First of all we have no way knowing if
this Trixie is the girl who was in Mike’s
bar last night. Hell, Jim, a watch is damn
poor identification. There may be a thou-
sand babes in town with watches like
that.”

“But only one of them got killed,” Jim
said. “The one I was after.”

“Okay,” Devlin said. “Let’s assume
this girl Trixie was the girl who was in
Mike’s bar. And let’s assume she was
with the guy who spoke to you. What
does that add up to?”

Jim stood up, paced the floor with his
hands rammed into his pockets. “Look
at it this way,” he said. “Supposing you
saw a poor miserable drunk at a bar bab-
bling about his wife, pretending she wasn’t
dead at all. Would you step up to him,
tap him on the shoulder, and ask him
about it, reminding him that he had iden-

l IEUTENANT Bill Devlin of Homi-
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tified her broken body, and that said body
was now six feet under?”

Jim stopped and his face was pale.
There were beads of sweat standing out
on his face. “Would you?” he demanded
hoarsely.

“Hell, no,” Devlin said.

“Nobody would,” Jim said. “Unless he
had some reason for doing that and
Trixie’s death makes me think it was an
important reason.”

“What do you want us to do?” Devlin
said, after a pause.

“Check Trixie’s movements last night.
Find out who she was with and keep your
eye out for a thin guy with rimless glasses
among her friends.”

“We’d have done that anyway,” Devlin
said. “But I'll check it myself.”

“I’ll call you in the morning,” Jim said.
“I've got some work to do myself to-
night.”

Devlin opened his mouth, then closed it
and shrugged.

Jim walked out. . . .

His neighbors, the Wrights, lived in
the apartment a floor below the one which
he and Terry had shared. Jim rang their
bell at eleven-thirty that night. He gave
his name to the speaking tube and the
buzzer clicked immediately. Jim went up
the stairs quickly, trying not to recall the
silly ritual he and Terry had of kissing
on each landing.

Wright met him at the door in a bath-
robe. They shook hands, and Wright said,
“Come in, Jim. Jane and I were hoping
you'd stop by and visit with us some
time.”

Jim sat down in the comfortably fur-
nished living room and then stood up as
Jane Wright came in wearing a robe and
slippers. She had been ready for bed and
her hair was in pin curlers. She smiled
at him a little uncertainly.

“It’s nice to see you,” she said. Then,
with forced brightness, “How about some
coffee?”

Jim said, no thanks. When they were
sitting down, he explained why he had
come.

“I've been in such a fog for the
past couple of weeks that I never checked
the details of—" he stopped and said the
words for the first time—“Terry’s death.”
He wet his lips, went on firmly, “I know

she stopped here on her way out that day,
Jame. Would you mind telling me about
it, please? Everything.”

“Of course I will,” Jane Wright said.
She glanced with uneasy helplessness at
her husband, then began to speak. “Terry
knocked on the door about a quarter to
four. She wanted me to know she was
going out, so that if she was late I could
tell you. But she didn't really expect to
be late. That—that’s about all. She was
in a hurry, I think, and she seemed—well,
she seemed kind of happy about some-
thing.”

“Wasn'’t there anything else ?’ Jim said,
desperately. “Any little thing, a word or
something, that you've forgotten?”’

Jane put her fingers to her forehead in
a childish gesture of concentration. “Well,
she said her dinner was all ready, and I
think she said something about the
weather. And—" She took her fingers
from her forehead suddenly. “Oh, yes,
she said something I didn’t understand at
all. She said, ‘we’ll see who’s a romantic
little shopgirl now’.”

“What'’s that?” Jim said blankly, look-
ing at Jane.

“Just that. As she was leaving she
said that.”

“But didn’t you have any idea what she
meant? Didn’t it refer to something you
were talking about?”

Jane shook her head firmly. “I'm sure
it didn’t. You know how she laughed and
talked at the same time, so you'd get to
laughing with her and you wouldn’t really
care about what she was saying.”

“Jane,” her husband said gently.

“Oh—oh, I am sorry,” she said, look-
ing at Jim.

“Please go on,” he said. He locked his
hands together to stop their trembling.
“I'm all right.”

“Well, that’s really all.”

That was all she remembered. It wasn’t
any help. Jim had no idea what she might
have meant, or if it really meant anything
at all.

He got up to leave and Jane said, “We
can put you up on the couch here, Jim.
Why don’t you stay?”

“No, I'll go on upstairs,” he said. That
surprised him. He hadn’t thought about
it, until the words came out. He forced
a smile and said good night.
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PSTAIRS in their apartment, he

turned on one light and sank into his

big chair. Terry was everywhere in the

room; it echoed silently with her laughter,

and seemed to be waiting for her to come
in.

He tried to discover some significance
in what Jane Wright remembered. The
one thing was the crack about the roman-
tic shopgirl, simply because it wasn’t Ter-
ry’s style. It was more like the kind of
thing he’d say to her, teasingly, while
kidding her about her starry-eyed rapture
over puppies or babies.

Yes, it was his line. Then with a rush
of memory, he recalled the time he’d said
those words to her, the very words. It
had been at night. Right here in this
room. :

He pushed his fingertips tightly into his
skull, as if by sheer pressure he could
force out the information he wanted.

It was night, they were in this room.
He had that much. What night? And
then he remembered.

It was the night beiore her death.

That was it! But why had he said
those particular words to her, and why
had she repeated them to Jane Wright
the next afternoon?

He got to his feet and began pacing.
It was coming to him, piece by piece, the
whole scene.

They had been talking about his work.
He had been complaining about an assign-
ment, grumbling half in earnest about the
deadly duliness of newspaper work.

Terry had been lying on the floor, leai-
ing through a magazine. He even recalled
that she was wearing a white silk shirt
with shorts because the night was warm.

“I think your job is exciting,” she’d
said, in answer to his tirade.

“Yeah? Well, look at this assignment.
Every year we do an expose on Chicago’s
ansolved murders, probably because the
publisher’s wife got a a parking ticket
once and has it m for the police force.
I got stuck with the job this time. The
first story I've got to do is on a cheap
hood named Riga, who was shot in the
lobby of the Regent Hotel about sixteen
years ago. The police had a suspect, but
l:e was released for lack of evidence. Isn’t
that a sizzling stery to work on?”

Terry had swung around to a sitting

position with her elbows resting on her
bare knees. “Well, darling, why don’t
you go out and find who did kill this man
Riga?”

“It’s too old. It’s dead. And Riga
probably deserved what he got anyway.”

“T'll bet I could help you.” She had
grinned with excitement.

“How?”

“Well, I met a lot of people when I
danced at the Golden Slipper. You know,
characters from the underworld, I never
had anything to do with them, but I might
use them now to get you a lead.”

He had reached over and mussed her
shining hair. “Darling, T love you, but
you have all the fuzzy sentimentality of a
romantic shopgirl.”. . .

Jim stood up slowly and fumbled me-
chanically for a cigarette. He was numbed
by the implications he’d uncovered.

One. Terry had wanted to help him
solve Riga’s murder.

Two. She’d gone out the next after-
noon and it was obvious from the com-
ment to Jane Wright that she was intend-
ing to do just that.

Three. She hadn’t come back. She had
died.

Then it came to him with sickening
force. She hadn’t committed suicide. She
had been murdered. She had found some-
thing—something had made her danger-
ous to someone. And that someone had
killed her.

Suddenly as he stood in the dimly lit
room with Terry’s presence about him,
he felt a leaden despair sweep over him.
What did it matter how she died? She
was gone from him.

But then he thought of her murderer.
The murderer was alive, free, safe. That
wouldn’t do. Not at all. Jim’s mind was
cold and sharp again. He'd sleep here to-
night. Tomorrow morning he'd see Dev-
lin. That was the starting place. . ..

¢e}/OUVE got something,” Devlin
said, nodding slowly as Jim fin-
ished his story. “Now vou've got a lead.”
They were drinking coffee from thick
mugs in a restaurant adjoining central
station. Jim hadn’t slept well. His face
was drawn.
“How about the girl, Trixie ?” he asked.
“A blank so far,” Devlin said. “We
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found no sign of a guy with rimless glasses
in her life. There was a guy at her room-
ing house before you got there, but the
landlady’s description is too vague to
mean much.”

“Okay. But this other thing. Terry
went to the thirty-ninth floor of the Ad-
vertiser’s Building the afternoon she was
killed. She went there to get informa-
tion on who killed a punk named Riga.
Devlin, someone on that floor knows some-
thing. That’s where we got to start.”

“There’re two hundred offices on that
floor,” Devlin said. “It'll take time.”

“I've got time,” Jim said quietly.

“So have the police. But first, let’s run
over the files on the Riga murder. ...”

The file room was hot and close. Jim
and Devlin stood at one of the high tables
and quickly went through the records on
the Riga murder.

The date was December 3rd, 1932.
Guiseppe Riga, the deceased, had been an
immigrant Italian who operated a small
grocery store on the west side. This was
a front. His main job was driving beer
for O’Bannion. On the night of the mur-
der Riga was sitting in the lobby of the
Regent Hotel reading a newspaper. A
man came up to him, fired three shots
into his head, turned around and walked
out. There were two witnesses. Mrs.
Catherine Green, housewife, and Jeremiah
Spicer, a bookkeeper who lived in the
hotel.

Police picked up one Ted Delahunty,
a practising gunman, and Mrs. Green
identified him positively, along with the
bookkeeper Spicer.

Mrs. Green was killed by a hit-run
driver before the trial opened, and police
felt sure it was done by Delahunty’s gang.
Spicer changed his story at the last min-
ute of the trial and testified that he could
not make a positive identification of Ted
Delahunty as the murderer he’d seen in
the hotel lobby, The State’s case against
Delahunty blew higher than a kite.

Jim looked over the dusty report at
Devlin. “Looks like Delahunty beat a rap
all right. And I wonder where this guy
Spicer is today.”

“We’'ll check ’em both,” Devlin said,
nodding slowly. “I’d bet right now that
Mrs. Green was rubbed out and that
Spicer was paid off.”

They went out into the bright sunlight
to wait for a cab. Devlin said, “I'd ad-
vise you to be a little careful from now
on, Jim.”

“Why me?”

Devlin gave him an odd look. “You're
generally brighter. Look. Somebody was
on your tail. You look for the gfrl who
was with the guy. The girl gets killed.
Now you've got another lead, a hotter
one. Watch out you-don’t killed.”

Jim shrugged. “That wouldn’t matter
very much.”

“Okay, don’t worry,” Devlin said with
a touch of anger. “But I want to
straighten this thing out, and I can’t do
it if you go barging around, advertising
what’s up. You go back to the paper and
take it easy. Maybe we can convince this
guy that it’s all blown over, Meanwhile
I'll check everybody on the thirty-ninth
floor of the Advertiser’s Building. Okay ?”

“Okay,” Jim said. . ..

Jim checked into the office of the Ex-
press that afternoon. Rayburn, the city
editor, was glad to see him but told him
he could stay out another week or so if
he felt like it. Jim said he was okay and
ready to go to work. He took an assign-
ment to cover the Grand Jury for the next
few days and left the office.

That routine went on for a week. He
heard nothing from Devlin, from anyone.
Then on a Monday morning Devlin called
him, asked him to come down to Central.

“We found Spicer,” Devlin said with-
out preamble when Jim entered his office.
“He left Chicago after the trial, went out
to California. Now he’s living in Fort
Wayne, been there four or five years.”

“Have you talked to him?”

“No. He’s not there now. He left a
week ago on a motor trip for Washing-
ton.”

“Then you haven’t -really found him
yet,” Jim said, tired. He sat down,
crossed his legs and lit a cigarette. “Spicer
own his own home in Fort Wayne?”

“We checked all that,” Devlin said.
“He lives comfortably, but not suspici-
ously so. We'll have to wait until we find
him to check his bank account.”

“Well, how about the Advertiser’s
Building ?”

Devlin glanced down at a stack of pa-
pers on his desk. There was something
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curious about his attitude that Jim didn’t
understand. Devlin acted nervous, almost
apologetic, as he shuffled the papers
around before glancing up again at Jim.

“I found one lead there that looked
promising,” he said. ‘“Man by the name
of Stone, a whiskey importer. He was
mixed up in marijuana in Mexico, did
some rum running from Cuba, and so on.
Lovely character. But he’s not Dela-
hunty.”

“Are you sure?” Jim demanded. “He
seems to fit the pattern.”

“What pattern?” Devlin said unex-
pectedly.

“I mean, that’s the kind of activity you
could expect to find Delahunty mixed up
in. He was a hood, knew his way around
pretty well, so you wouldn’t look for him
running a kindergarden.”

“That’s just a guess,” Devlin said. He
got to his feet and perched on the edge
of his desk. “We’ve nothing solid to go
on, Jim. Theories, guesses, a snatch of
conversation from your wife, a man in a
bar, a girl with a snake watch. It adds
up to nothing.”

“The girl from the bar was murdered,”
Jim said. “And Terry started out with
the idea of finding out something about
the Riga murder. Where the hell is she
today? You can't call two murders just
a bunch of theories and guesses, Devlin.
The murders happened. The girls stopped
breathing.”

“Neither one is conclusive,” Devlin said
with a shake of his head. “The police are
checking out of this thing, Jim. Those are
the orders.”

“That’s just great,” Jim said, getting
to his feet. His jaw was set in hard, tight
lines. “You can’t get it on a silver plat-
ter so you quit. You're great at handing
out parking tickets, but with two murders
staring you in the face you start mum-
bling about no evidence and back out.”

“There’s nothing to get sore about,”
Devlin said quietly.

“Oh, no, nothing at all,”” Jim said bit-
terly. ‘“Just the fact that my wife was
murdered and the police sit around with
their finger up their nose and refuse to do
a damn thing about it. Well, I'm not quit-
ting. And before I'm through I'll bring
in more than theories. I'll bring in the
murderer.”

He slammed Devlin's door as he left
and went toward the elevator with long
determined strides. . . . s

CHAPTER THREE

Reunion in Purgatory

T WAS eleven o’clock that night when
Jim walked into the Golden Slipper.
He stopped in the elegantly decorated

vestibule and nodded to the headwaiter
who stood at the entrance to the dining
room.

Jim had spent the day digging into the
background of one Ellis Stone. Stone
was the man Devlin had mentioned, the
one man on the thirty-ninth floor of the
Advertiser’s Building who had a shady
background. Ellis Stone, Jim had learned,
had money, was not married and headed
a whiskey importing corporation which
looked on the level. Also, Stone was
known as a heavy spender, a fast man
with women, and an habitué of the Golden
Stipper.

Devlin had said that Stone wasn't De-
lahunty, but that didn’t mean he couldn’t
be connected in some way with the Riga
murder — and, therefore, with Terry.
Terry had gone to see someone on the
thirty-ninth floor of the Advertiser’s
Building. That was definite. The eleva-
tor operator had remembered the floor
she’d gotten off on. And that was the
floor from which she'd jumped secveral
hours later. Stone was on that floor.
Stone, the big dealer, the marajuana ped-
dler.

Jim said hello to the hat-check girl, a
wise little woman, who was respected by
everyone because she was a good business-
man and she didn't talk. Her name was
Marie and Jim had known her for years.
But he hadn’t seen her since Terry’s death.

She took one of his hands in both of
hers and said, It was awful tough about
Terry, Jim. 1 knew her when she worked
here, you know. I'm sorry as hell.”

“I know,” he said. “But do you want
to help me find out about her death?”
He put his cards down face up, knowing
no other approach would work with Ma-
rie. “I don’t think she committed suicide,
Marie. I think she was murdered.”

Marie’s expression didn’t change, but
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her eyes narrowed slightly. “Sure, I'l
help, Jim,” she said quietly. “What
goes ?”’

“I’'m shooting a little in the dark. Tell
me about this guy Stone who hangs out
here ?”

“You don’t mean—"

“I don’t know,” Jim said.
some information.”

“Well, Stone is a guy with a lot money
and all that goes with it. He likes women
and always the same type. You know,
long-stemmed, custom-built jobs with a
yen for a mink-lined apartment. Stone
came here during the war, from the coast,
I think. His last girl was Baby Nelson,
a model. She blew town a couple of weeks
ago and Stone hasn’t made any other con-
nection yet. Baby liked him a lot, but he
must have paid her off and told her to
clear out.” Marie frowned and sighed.
“That’s about all I know, Jim.”

“Is he here now?” Jim asked.

“Yeah. Want to take a look at him?”

Jim nodded and Marie led him to the
entrance of the dining room. She pointed
out a table where three men and two girls
were drinking champagne.

“Stone is the big guy,” she said.

Stone was wide shouldered, with thick
blond hair -and-strong regular features.
He reeked of success, from his beauti-
fully tailored clothes down to his shoes
which, although Jim couldn’t see them, he
felt sure were imported from England in
lots of twelve. Jim studied him for a mo-
ment, then turned and walked back to the
vestibule, with Marie at his side.

“Could you take a message to him?”
he said.

“From you?”

“No. From a postal telegraph mes-
senger.”

“You're not in the act yet, eh?”

“That’s right. Will you take a note in
to him, tell him a messenger brought it
in?”

“All right,” Marie said, without hesi-
tation.

Jim took out a notebook and pencil,
quickly scribbled a note. He wrote:

“I need

See me outside right away. Important.
Spicer

If Stone were Delahunty, that should

bring him eut running, Jim thought
grimly. Spicer was the man who had re-
fused to identify Delahunty in the long-
forgotten Riga murder. Now if Stone-
Delahunty thought Spicer was in
trouble. . . .

Marie folded the note without read-
ing it and sauntered into the dining room,
swinging her slender hips as if she was
walking to dance music. Jim took a seat
in the corner on a round, upholstered
stool and waited.

It wasn’t a long wait. But it was long
enough for him to start sweating.

Marie returned alone. Jim got to his
feet quickly.

“Weli?”

“He read the note, then tore it up,”
she said. “He said he didn’t know any
Spicers and if it was a gag, it wasn’t a
good one.”

“How did he act?” Jim asked.

Marie shrugged. “Unconcerned. A
little puzzled, maybe, but that was all.”

Jim felt a hope go glimmering. He had
played a high card in the hope of bluffing
Stone into some commitment. But it
hadn’t worked. The card wasn’t high
enough, or Stone was on the level. Either
way, he had lost.

E TRIED to smile, but it didn’t come

off. He patted Marie on the shoul-
der, thanked her and walked out of the
club. There was no cab in sight, so he
stood for a second on the curb talking
with the doorman. The doorman had a
son in high school who played football
and Jim had covered several of the games
as a favor to Nick. They talked about
Nick’s boy for a while. Then Nick un-
slung his whistle and told Jim he’d go
down to the corner to snare a cab.

Jim put a cigarette in his mouth and
stood on the curb staring without interest
at the people drifting by on the opposite
side of the street.

He had played and lost. Maybe Devlin
was right. Maybe this was all a waste of
time, chasing vague, ambiguous leads that
twisted off into insignificant conclusions.
But there was enough to go on, he thought
angrily. He went quickly over the things
he’d discovered, desperately trying to re-
assure himself, to bolster his own lagging
confidence.
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He was preoccupied with this when the
black limousine drew up in front of the
club. The rear door opened and a voice
said, “Daily ?”

Jim started slightly, then bent forward
to see the man in the rear seat who had
called his name. He saw a thin man with
rimless glasses dividing his face. The
man wore black and and in his hand there
was a nickel-plated revolver.

“Get in, Daily,” the man said. “Or you
get it right where you stand. Move fast!”

Jim had no intention of not getting in.
He felt a sudden exultant rush of convic-
tion. This was the man who had talked
to him at the bar. And that was all he
needed to tell him he hadn’t been wasting
his time.

“Sure, I'll get in,” he said, and climbed
in beside the man in the rear of the car.
The man shoved him back against the
seat with his forearm, reached past him
and jerked the door shut. The uniformed
chauffeur let out the clutch and the car
roared away from the curb, and swung
left.

“You're a nuisance,” the man said to
Jim in a mild voice.

Without changing expression he raised
the gun, brought the barrel down across
Jim’s forehead with savage force. Jim
raised one arm protectingly, but was too
late. The second blow struck him behind
his ear and he pitched forward to the floor
of the car, fighting the blackness, nausea
and pain. He dido’t win. . . .

A hand shook his shoulder, then slapped
him stingingly across the face. The black-
ness went away as he opened his eyes.
There was sunlight on bis face and a
creamily plastered ceiling miet his gaze.

He turned his head when he became
aware of the man standing beside his bed.
He saw the man with the rimless glasses
looking down at him with a bored ex-
pression. This was the first real look he’d
gotten of him, and he saw that the man
was about forty, with narrow shoulders,
sparse dark hair, and cold eyes.

“You had a long nap,” he said. “It’s
morning and the whole world is up and
around.”

“What goes?” Jim said. His tongue
felt like a length of corrugated rubber.
“Or do you hit people for the fun of it?”

“It’s strictly business,” the man said,

as the door behind him pulled open.

Jim craned his neck slightly and saw
Stone coming across the rug to the side of
the hed. Stone at close range looked even
more successful and impressive than he
had from a distance. Now he was wear-
ing a crimson dressing gown over sitken
pajamas, and he had a fresh shave and
smelled of an expensive cologne. His
short blond hair was brushed back, and his
features were bland and impassive.

“I was right,” Jim said. He nodded at
Stone. “You're Delahunty, aren’t you?”

“I used to be called that,” Stone said.
“But I got tired of the name. I like Stone
better.”

Jim worked himself up to one élbow.
He saw that he was in a large, comfort-
ably furnished bedroom. Outside the win-
dow, trees were growing and the air
smelled fresh and clean. From somewhere
he heard the faint sounds of water.

“So T was right.” He was too weak to
feel anger. “You killed my wife, Stone.”

“You were wrong about everything but
who I was,” Stone said. “I didn’t kill
your wife. Your wife is alive, Daily.”

Jim tried to sit up but the man with
the glasses pushed him back on the bed.
Jim tried to speak, but no words came.
Terry alive!

“You've been a problem,” Stone said.
“You're still a problem.”

“Who was the girl?” Jim said.

“You don’t know her. Her name was
Baby Nelson, a model.” Stone sat down
in a chair beside the bed and put a cigar-
ette in his mouth. The man with the
glasses supplied a light. Stone said:

“The whole thing was a mess all along.
I once bought your wife a drink at the
Golden Slipper. Nice of me, wasn’t it?
At the table was a drunk, a guy who'd
known me all my life. The talk drifted
around to a recent murder, and this punk
grinned at me and said, ‘Like Riga, eh?”

Stone shook his head and grinned bit-
terly. “Not much of a break, really. I
killed Riga sixteen years ago, and nobody
even remembers his name now. But your
wife did, Daily. She walked into my of-
fice the other aiternoon and said you were
working on the Riga murder for the Ex-
press. She reminded me of what my
drunken friend had said that time at the
table, and she wanted to know the whole
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'story. I was scared, Daily, but bad. If
- she talked to you and you started digging
into me, a lot of stuff might come out.
“She saw that I was scared. She knew
she'd hit a bull’s-eye. She wanted to leave
then, but that wasn’t possible. I couldn’t
let her go. But I didn’t want to kill her,
you see, because I knew she’d be a lever
on you if you got anything on me. So I
had to shut her up, but keep her alive.
Kidnapping was out. There’d be too much
stink. So,” he spread his hands in a help-
less gesture, “there wasn’t anything to do
- but make it look like she’d committed sui-
i cide.”
“So you rigged it that way,” Jim said.
“With Baby Nelson, your girl.”

COQHE WAS getting to be a nuisance

anyway,” Stone said evenly. “And
it had to be her because she was a red-
head like your wife and built along the
same lines. I called Baby after we put
your wife to sleep with a little drink full
of sleeping dope. I told Baby to check out
of her hotel with all her bags and come
down to the office. She did like she was
told all right, and then I had her get into
your wife’s things, jewelry and all.”

Jim "realized he’d been holding his
breath. He let it out, said, “Go on.”

“Clive then took Baby down to the end
of the corridor where the window is. This
is Clive, by the way,” he said, nodding at
the man with the rimless glasses. “We
told Baby that we were pulling a very im-
portant little job and that she could help
by impersonating another woman.”

“Baby was kind of dumb,” Clive said
with a grin.

“Fortunately, yes,” Stone said. “Clive
waited wuntil the corridor was deserted,
and then—"” He shrugged and put an-
other cigarette into his mouth.

Clive held a light and said, “It wasn’t
hard. She was looking out at the lake,
and she was saying how pretty it was
when she—er—fell out.”

“After that we got rid of Baby’s grips
and brought your wife here, to my home
in Glencoe. It’s right on the lake, you
know, and she’s been comfortable.”

“If she hasn’t,” Jim said, “you’ll wish
to heaven you'd never seen me, Stone.”

“Don’t be a bore,” Stone said. He drew

" reflectively on his cigarette. “You started

messing things up by banging around from
one bar to another insisting your wife
was still alive. Everybody else knew she
was dead, and we didn’t know whether
you were just talking out of a whiskey
bottle, or whether you guessed something
was wrong. I let Clive contact you, to see
what the pitch was. Clive picked up a
silly kid to make it look natural. A guy
alone in a bar is always remembered. But
a guy with a girl just fades into the wall-
paper.

“Anyway, you started nosing around
the next day, looking for this babe who'd
been with Clive. She would have led you
to him, and he would have led you to me.
So we had to break that link in the chain.
Clive got Trixie, if that was her name,
out of the way just in time.”

“Very logical,” Jim said. “In the tradi-
tional phrase, do you think you'll get away
with this?”

“I really don’t know,” Stone said
frankly. “But I'm going to try like hell,
and my guess is I’ll make it. You see, I
know the police aren’t as crazy as you
are. I know they’ve stopped working on
the case. That leaves just you and your
wife. Your wife is already legally dead,
and you—" He stopped and shrugged.
“I'm not trying to scare you. It seems
inevitable though. When you sent that
note with Spicer’s name on it in to me
at the club tonight, I knew you were go-
ing to be too troublesome to let live. I
called Clive immediately at the garage,
told him to find you. Fortunately he got
there before you left.”

“How did you know it was I who sent
in the note?” Jim asked.

“I knew you’d come into the club, and
I knew you wrote a note and gave it to
Marie. The headwaiter is a better friend
of mine than Marie. I've been watching
you for the past week, wondering what
you'd find out, what you’d do next. Now
I know. You won't do anything.”

He stood abruptly, nodded to Clive.
“Take him down to his wife’s room, and
lock him in. Then meet me downstairs.”
Without looking at Jim again, he turned
and walked out of the room.

“Get up,” Clive said.

Clive led him up a carpeted flight of
stairs to a landing on which one door
opened. “Go on in,” Clive said.
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Jim twisted the knob and opened the
door. The blinds were drawn and the
room was in shadow. He couldn’t see
clearly for a moment, but then he saw a
slim figure lying on a cot against the wall.
A weak voice said :

“Who's that?”

“Terry!” Jim whispered. He didn’t
trust himself to say anymore. He strode
across the room and pulled her close to
him, burying his face in her throat. She
repeated his name over and over, her thin
arms desperately tight about his neck.

Clive slammed the door. The lock
turned with a sound of dry finality. . . .

CHAPTER FOUR

No Kicks Coming

HEY sat close together on the cot

and talked to each other for

what seemed like hours, “. . . I
was a little fool,” Terry said for the
tenth time. “A romantic little shopgirl,
in your words,” she said.

They had checked their stories and
filled each other in on everything that had
happened. Terry had told him of going to
Stone’s office; Jim had sketched in every-
thing that led to his finding her.

“But I knew you would,” Terry said.
“I—I knew you wouldn’t believe I'd
killed myself.”

He tightened his arm around her shoul-
der. “It's okay now, honey.”

“You don’t have to kid fue, Jim. - He
won’t let us go now. But I don’t mind so
much, now that you're here.”

“We're not dead yet,” Jim said.

He got up and made a careful inspec-
tion of the room, but the results were not
encouraging. The door was of solid oak,
locked tightly. There was one small win-
dow, but it was protected by iron grill
work that would resist anything but an
acetylene torch. They were caught in an
air-tight trap, with nothing to do but wait
helplessly.

He sat down and pulled her red head
against his shoulder. “Let’s talk about
that farm we're going to buy.”

She smiled. Her voice was steady, as
she said, ‘“Sure thing. Would you rather
raise prize chickens or prize cows?”

“Cows, of course,” Jim said. “A cattle

breeder has a leather vest, tanned face,
steady eyes—obviously a man to trust and
respect.”

“It’s probably because cows don’t hop
around so much,” Terry said, smiling.
“Cows are good for a man’s character.
You know, there’s something steady about
a cow.”

“That’s it,” Jim said. His throat was
tight, but he tried to smile. “A cow looks
like he’ll be on hand tomorrow. But a
chicken lives on borrowed time.”

He felt her body tense against his. He
held her tighter. They didn’t talk any-
more.

The sun was slanting through the one
small window, criss-crossing the floor in
a checkerboard pattern, when the door
opened and Stone and Clive entered.

“Get up,” Stone said. He tossed a loop
of rope he was carrying across to Jim.
“Tie her up,” he said. “And do a good
job, elbows and knees.”

“You're looking more heroic every min-
ute,” Jim said.

“Don’t argue,” Stone said. “Clive is
driving us to my boat. The rest of us will
be in the rear seat. I can’t watch both of
you, but if she’s helpless you'll watch her.
And T can watch you. Get busy.”

Jim looped the cord about Terry's el-
bows twice and tied the knots firmly.
Bending, he bound her legs below the
knees. Stone said, “Do a good job, or I’ll *
have Clive take over. He’ll be rough.”

Jim finished the job efficiently.

“Now pick her up,” Stone said. “We're
going down to the car. The servants are
gone, and everything is set. Don't try to
spoil my plans. 1 won't like it.”

There- was nothing for Jim to do but .
obey. With Terry in his arms he was as
helpless as she. Clive led the way and
Jim followed down three flights of stairs
to a spacious foyer. Stone came behind
theni, a gun in his hand.

“First we have a telephone call to
make,” Stone said. He pointed to a couch
against the wall. “Put her down there
and come with me, Daily.”

Jim did as he was told and followed
Stone into a library. Stone dialed a num-
ber on a cradle phone, then handed it
to Jim. “I called your paper,” he said
quieily. “When the operator answers, get
Rayburn, your city editor. Tell him this:
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That you're going to the coast because you
can’t stand the city -any longer now that
your wife is dead. Tell him to forward
your mail and salary to General Delivery
in Los Angeles.”

When Rayburn answered, Jim told him
what Stone had told him %o say. He
couldn’t take a chance on anything else,
because Stone had his ear along the re-
ceiver and could hear Rayburn’s voice . . .
and the gun was in his back.

Rayburn was surprised but understand-
ing. Too damn wunderstanding, Jim
thought bitterly. Why in hell couldn’t he
get suspicious? But no! Rayburn wished
him all the luck in the world, told him he
understood just how he felt, and even
added that if Jim didn’t write he’d under-
stand perfectly. When Jim hung up, Stone
was grinning.

“There will be no squawk when you
disappear,” he said. “Now get going.”

Jim walked back to the vestibule and
lifted Terry into his arms again. Then he
went out the door and into the black lim-
ousine. Stone got in beside him and Clive
hopped into the front seat.

It was about five in the evening, Jim
guessed. The car started smoothly and
Clive fed it gas as they wound along the
gravelled driveway that led to the rear.
There were twin stone posts that marked
the entrance to the house. As they roared
toward these, Jim felt his last hope fade.
Once on the highway nothing was likely
to stop them until they reached Stone’s
boat. And Jim knew what that boat ride
would mean.

Then, fifty feet from the posts, Clive
slammed down on the brakes with a star-
tled oath.

NOTHER car, a convertible with the

top down, was turning off the road
into the driveway. The driver had mis-
judged the width of the opening and his
own speed. His brakes shrieked in pro-
test, but too late. The hood of his car
crashed into one of the posts, bringing the
car to a shuddering stop.

The driver was a young dark-haired
man wearing an open-necked sport shirt
and a white sport jacket. He climbed out
of his car and looked ruefully at the dam-
age.

Stone said, tightly, “Get rid of him,

Clive,” and leaned forward to watch.

The young man looked around as Clive
stepped out of the car. “Quite a mess,
isn’t it,” he said cheerfully. “And this isn’t
the Glendenning place after all.”

“No, it isn’t,” Jim heard Clive say.
“Now *back up and clear out.”

“Well,” the young man said, “it was an
accident, after all. This isn’t my idea of
fun.”

“Get that car out of here,” Clive
snapped.

Stone said, under his breath, “The fool.”
He raised his voice. “Clive, that’s hardly
the way to talk to a young man who’s
made a slight mistake in judgment.” He
pushed the gun into Jim's back. “Get out
of the car after me, stick beside me. And
don’t make any mistakes. Your wife will
suffer if you do.”

He opened the door on his side of the
car, stepped out and held it open for Jim.
Together they walked toward the young
man in the sport jacket. Stone was smil-
ing good-naturedly.

“My name is Ellis Stone. You have
made a little mistake. The Glendenning
place is about a mile down the road.”

“My first time here,” the young man
explained. “Sorry to be such a nuisance
but they said it was the first turn off Pike
Road.”

Jim said suddenly, “It’s not easy to find.
Tell you what, I'll go along with you if
you like. Supposing I show you the
way

The young man smiled gratefully.
“Would you do that?” he said. “I'd ap-
preciate it terribly. Funny thing, I flew
a plane all over Europe and never got
lost, but these suburban by-paths get
me all snafued.”

Stone looked at Jim, his eyes cold. “Re-
member our appointment Daily. I'm afraid
you won’t have the time to act as naviga-
tor for our friend.”

“It wouldn’t take more than five min-
utes,” Jim said. He knew this desperate
gag wouldn’t work. But he hoped to plant
a suspicion in the young man’s mind,
something he might remember and talk
about later.

“I don’t think we have the time,” Stone
said again.

“Oh, I can find it all right,” the young
man said. “I don’t want to bother you
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any more than I already have, mister.”

Cheerful, brainless fool, Jim thought
bitterly. He hadn’t seen the look that
Stone gave him; he couldn’t see the appar-
ent strangeness of this situation. Probably
had nothing on his mind but a tennis
date the next day.

“Well, I'm sorry about your gate,” the
young man said. “I'll stop by tomorrow
and straighten out the damages. Okay ?”

“That won’t be necessary,” Stone said,
with a touch of impatience in his voice.

“That's awfully good of you,” the young
man said, and with a smile that included
them all, hopped into his car. He waved
at them and tramped on the starter. The
motor turned over powerfully but didn’t
catch.

Stone swore under his breath.

The young man grinned apclogetically
and continued tramping the starter.

Stone looked at his watch. He said
shortly. “Take a look at it, Clive.”

Clive walked over and looked inside
the car. The two men had their heads
together an instant, then Clive opened
the door and got inside. He bent over
the dashboard.

“What’s wrong ?”” Stone said sharply.

“Ignition wire pulled loose,” Clive an-
swered. “She’s stuck here. We'll have to
push it out of the way.”

Jim saw the beads of sweat starting on
Stone’s forehead. He gestured at Jim with
an almost imperceptible movement of the
gun in his pocket.

“Give them a hand,” he said.

It was getting dark fast, and Jim won-
dered as he walked to the front of the
convertible, if he could make a break for
it now. But he knew that wouldn’t help
Terry. And Stone was still watching him.

Stone said sharply, “Clive, get out and
help push.”

Clive didn’t answer.

Another voice spoke. “Get your hands
up Stone. Make a move and you get it
right in the back.”

The voice came from behind Stone’s
There was a man standing there, the

gun in his hands pointing at Stone. There
was a sudden movement from the trees,
and shadows began to converge on Stone
in a semi-circle. Shadows wearing blue
uniforms on which gold buttons glittered.
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TONE turned and his face was work-

ing with fear. For an instant he stared

at the man who stood behind his car, and

then his eyes flicked to the policemen

moving in on him. Then he went for the
gun in his pocket.

Jim was already moving for him by
that time, driving low. His shoulder
crashed into the backs of Stone’s legs
before Stone got the gun clear, Stone’s
arms flailed the air desperately as he
crashed forward, and when he struck the
gravelled driveway the air left his lungs.

A hand caught Jim’s shoulder, helped
him to his feet.

The hand belonged to Devlin. He said,
“In the good old nick of time, eh?”

Jim didn’t have time to be surprised at
Devlin’s presence. He said, “There’s one
more in the convertible.”

He turned to start for the car but
stopped. Clive was getting out, Behind
him, the young man in the sports coat was
prodding him with a police special.

“He was one of your guys,” Jim said
to Devlin, in a weak voice.

“Yeah. Jim Neddleton, a Princeton

boy. We thought he could look natural
in a sport coat.”

“But why in hell did you do it this
way ?” Jim exploded.

“Look at it,” Devlin said. “We knew
he had you and your wife. First move we
made, he’d get rid of you. We couldn’t
take a chance of rushing him. We had
to do it like a B Western.”

Terry called from the back of Stone’s
car, “Damn it, I'm not Houdini. Get these
ropes off me.” She was trying to laugh,
but she was almost crying. '

Jim swore and jumped toward the car.

The road was a white ribbon that un-
wound under the lights of the police car.
The police chauffeur had the speedometer
needle at sixty. These were his orders.

Jim sat in the rear with Terry snuggled
under his arm. Devlin was on her other
side, smoking a cigarette.

“You see,” he said, “I found out about
Baby Nelson before you did, Jim. I found
out she’d disappeared pretty suddenly, and
I knew she looked a lot like Terry and
had red hair. Once, I got that much, I
got scared. You see, if Stone had Terry
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alive, he’d get rid of her the minute he
suspected the police were interested.”

Jim said, “I'm sorry about popping off
to you. I thought you'd quit cold.”

“I wanted you mad at me. I gave you
Stone’s name, hoping you could stir him
into making the break. But it was touchy.

“We’'d have never got him once he
got rid of your wife. And he was going
to keep her alive just as long as you were
dangerous. She was his last protection
against anything you might uncover. But
you see, that wouldn't work with cops.

“So we had to convince him we weren't
interested. He wasn’t too worried about
you, because he thought he had a way to
make you play ball. And then he stood
little risk in getting rid of both of you.

Devlin lit another cigarette. “From the
time you left my office the other day to
work on your own, you've been tailed by
three of my men, working in relays. And
three more were on Stone’s trail. Last
night we followed you from the Golden
Slipper out to Stone’s home.

“We knew he wouldn’t get rid of you
there, so we put a bug on his wire and
sat tight. We picked up his call to the
dock, telling his captain there to get the
boat ready. Then we cooked up this little
scheme, to get him in the clear so we
could take him without putting your wife
in danger.”

They were silent until they reached the
outskirts of Chicago. Jim realized that
Terry had fallen asleep. He shifted his
arm to a more comfortable position and
the movement wakened her.

She sat up and pushed a strand of hair
from her forehead. Then she turned to
Jim smiling. “Didn’t 1 tell you you had
an exciting job?” she said. “What’s the
next unsolved murder you go to work
on?”

Jim caught her shoulders with both
hands and said sternly, “The first thing
I’'m going to do is to ask Rayburn to put
me on ship’s news.”

“Really, is that the very first thing
you're going to do?” Terry said, lowering
her eyes modestly.

“Well,” Jim said, and coughed.

He pulled her closer to him and Devlin
began to feel quite unnecessary.

THE END
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(Continued from page 63)

There was no blood on the floor. Her eyes
were open and horrible and she was
breathing but she couldn’t speak. I carried
her out into the garden. I don’t know how.
I thought it would look like a hunting
accident. Then I went back down and
put the drawer back and burned the letters
and left.”

“And last night?” Lan asked.

“I put some of my sleeping pills in the
coftee. Milya and Steve drank it. I didn’t
drink any. I poured mine down the sink,
I didn’t want to die for killing that woman.,
I hit your man with a tire iron. I walked
very quietly.”

“June,” Milya said, “why did you lend
me the money to help Win?”

“I didn’t want to die for it and yet I
didn’t want Win to die. You two have
what I . .. thought I had for a little while.
I wanted you to find out that I had done it
and yet when I thought that you were
going to, I—I was frightened. That was
silly. Not wanting to die.

“Now I know that I've wanted to die
ever since I stood there and read those
letters while she stood and laughed at me.”

- k%

Win said softly, “This seems to be the
same bench, darling. Where were we
when we were so rudely interrupted?”

They sat side by side. The night was
cool and the moon rode high. He had his
arm around her.

She shuddered. “I keep thinking of
June.”

“Don't, darling. It will be all right with
her. Steve will fight for her. And he'll
be waiting when she gets out. That will
be the proof she needs so badly.”

“She tried to kill herself.”

“I don’t think she'll try again.”

They were silent for a long time. Milya
nestled closer to him,

His hand found hers and he said,
“Don’t tell me, darling, that we're going
to watch another sunrise.”

“WUhshuh:

Hs arm tightened. “Aren’t you being a
bit of a honey, Miss Grant?”

“Only for you, Win. Always and for-
ever—only for you.”

THE END
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Ready for the Rackets

(Continued from page 6)

“I represent the So-and-So Advertising Com-
pany,” he said, ‘“we’re putting on an advertising
campaign locally. I wonder if you would let me
take a picture of the interior of your store.
There’s absolutely no obligation. We’re just
gathering materiai and gettmg ideas.”

Being of a naturally suspicious nature, I hesi-
tated. But the fellow’s persistence and my own
inexperience in such things combined to wear me
down. Soon he was helping me tidy the place
up a hit for the picture.

“Just stand over here,” he said when all was
ready, “just to lend a little life to the picture.”
He posed me to his liking, took the picture, and
quickly departed. I said nothing about the in-
cident to the manager.

A few days later the same young man came
jauntily in, again during the manager’s absence.

“Well, here are your pictures,” he began, tak-
ing three large photos out of an envelope. “That
will be seven-fifty, if you just want the three.”

I may have been inexperienced, but I wasn’t
that gullible. I refused to buy the pictures. A
heated argument ensued, only to be interrupted
by the manager’s return.

Hearing the argument, the manager naturally
wanted to know what the trouble was. We both
presented our case. The manager asked the pho-
tographer what the actual cost of making the
pictures had been. The reply was,

“One dollar.”

The manager gave the fellow a dollar, along
with an order never to come bhack in the store
again. The photographer, not to be outdone,
gave the manager one of the pictures.

I still have that picture, given me by my for-
mer boss, as a reminder to beware of things
“absolutely free and with no obligations.”

Mr. D. Jones
Bakersfield, Calif.

Some Cocperation!
Dear Sir:

The swindlers in this racket first scare you
to death and then collect the money you’re glad
to pay because you're grateful to be still alive.

I was standing on a downtown corner waiting
to cross the street. The five o’clock rush was
over and the streets were practically deserted.

I'd just taken three or four steps off the curh,
when suddenly a car I'd noticed parked on the
corner down from me swung into gear and
roared straight at me. I felt paralyzed. My legs
refused to function.

Just as I thought I was doomed, I felt my-
self being jerked to safety. Somebody had
grabbed my arm and fallen to the street with
me. The car zoomed by.

Still shaking with fright at my narrow es-
cape, I turned to thank the poorly-dressed man
who continued clutching my arm.

“Well, mister,” he said, “if you feel maybe I
saved you a little grief, maybe you wouldn’t
mind helping me get my coat fixed up. I tore it
when I fell.”

I readily agreed and gave him a five-dollar
bill. Then seeing how shabhv he was and feel-
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ing deeply obligated to him, I gave him another
five-dollar bill. He thanked me and left.

Imagine my surprise at reading in the news-
paper a few nights later that the man driving
the car and the man doing the saving worked as
a team and had been arrested. They had made
the mistake of pulling that stunt on a quick-
thinking policeman who had just come off-duty
and was in civilian clothes.

K

SSECEA,
Suffolk County, N. Y.
Guff From a Gaff

Dear Sir:

I have handled the stick for some of the big-
gest crap games in the country, and in my youth
I worked the carnivals. With a background like
that, you'd think I'd have built up some measure
of immunity to most swindles. However, but for
a bit of luck and a cold day, I would have gone
for a bundle.

The swindle had its inception when a stranger
knocked at my door and tried to promote me
into reroofing my house. He could do a good
job cheaply, he said, though he didn’t mention a
price, I told him I wasn’t interested. He be-
came insistent. In fact, he became quite obnox-
ious, going so far as to maneuver himself past
me into the house.

These tactics built up a deep resentment in
me. By the time I'd got rid of him, I wouldn’t
have bought a ten-dollar bill for a nickel from
him. I was to learn later that he was depend-
ilqg on that. My resentment was working for

m.

It was bitterly cold when I returned from
work a few days later. The roofing salesman
was walking down the street when I got off the
bus. He came over and seemed in a more jovial
mood than the previous time. But I stiffened
just the same. I didn’t relish another session
with him. And it was cold.

He smiled and shook his head. He explained
that he wasn’t selling roofing that day, but was
collecting for charity. He mentioned a worthy
one. Fifty cents would do.

I felt relieved, peeled off a glove, dug down
and came up with a half dollar. I put the glove
back on and turned to go.

“Wait a second,” he said. “Put your name on
the book. You might as well get credit.” He
smiled as he brought the book out.

“Too cold,” I said as I walked away. “You
put it down.”

A few of my friends, I learned later, signed
his book—and went for plenty for an almost
worthless roof job. In the book was the sales-
man’s gaff—a well-concealed, blank roofing con-

tract.
Name Withheld

Remember, the gimmick that costs you
your money in most cases occurs when you
pay before you see what you are paying
for. Look before you ladle out your hard-
earned dough, detective fans. And be sure
to keep us posted on the slick deals you've
come up against. The Editor.
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guick relief with Dent’s. Use Dent’s Tooth
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Double Life of a Phoney

" (Continued from page 75)

When the old man failed to recognize him
as a nephew, Strassnoff blandly convinced
the bishop that His Eminence’s mind was
failing and sadly revealed that it was his
duty to report the true state of affairs
at Budapest—unless, of course, the bishop
were willing to come across with a sizable
portion of his cash assets.

The bishop promptly recognized him as
a kinsman and paid him!

Encouraged, Strassnoff investigated fur-
ther and discovered that the high clerics
of Central Europe were as amenable to
paying graft to save their jobs as had been
the more mundane office-holders. One
haul, involving the Bishop of Steina-
manger, netted him fifty thousand of the
best—and led to his downfall.

Arrested, Strassnoff attempted to make
a clean breast of things by confessing to
his earlier mulcting of His Eminence of
Neutra—and was amazed to find that that
dignitary held steadfast to the story that
the real von Zahranyi had visited him
and that any financial transactions be-
tween uncle and nephew were nobody’s
business. Strassnoff’s confession reacted
against him at the trial. It was considered
to be an effort to blacken the Church’s
name unnecessarily. :

His conviction put an end to his
triumphs. When he came out again, he
had little heart left for more.

Strassnoff retired to the dingy little
shop in Miskolcz. It might have been
the pot of gold Strassnoff spent a lifetime
searching for. He got it for nothing—it
was subscribed and presented to him by
well-wishers who had enjoyed his tripping
of the pompous. He had his honest friends,
this swindier who trod his rainbows, and
who inadvertently did as much as any
single man to strip the middle Europe of
the Hapsburgs of its shame and hy-
pocrises.

But he couldn’t settle down. The shop
went to ruin while the old man tried
vainly to capitalize on his previous auda-
cities by putting them on the stage. You
walk the same rainbow only once—and
when he finally died in poverty in the
early thirties, almost the only possession
he left behind was an old actor’s uniform
of the Hussars.
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