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In Tony Sarno’s jump joint in Steel City
was Ernie Hayes, the once-famous horn
man, now drowning in rotgut—and hatred

. « » for beautiful Theo.
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But when black-haired, black-hearted Theo
did come back—to remind Ernie of Piggy
Malone’s fall from a horse—and to take
the horn man for another ride. . .
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The day that Theo walked into Tony’s
place, Ernie was going to blast her with a

.38—as cold-bloodedly as she had gotten
rid of three other men.
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Tony was unexpected company . . . in
Robert Turmer’s smashing novel—“Slay,
Maestro, Slay!”—in the December issue,

published November 3rd.



SLAYERS

High-Tension Jim Bennelt Detective Novelette

By ROBERT MARTIN

CHAPTER ONE
Warning in Lead
WALKED away from the lights and
the noise of the Western Lodge and
moved in the moonlight across the
broad lawn toward the corral. I wanted a
few moments alone with Jackson Wilson,

but his broad figure in the white evening
jacket was not in sight.

I was half amused, half amazed at this
cow-country oasis in the middle of north-
ern Ohio. It was like a dude ranch in
Texas, and yet it wasn’t. The people were
more serious about their Western lore,
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BURN SLOW

Keep away from luscious Julia,
the boozed-up playboy was warned . . s
but he hired detective Jim Bennett—
and got the shock of his life,

I grabbed her around the
waist . . . she struggled
Vlolmdy.
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and about their horses, and their clothes.

Jackson Wilson didn’t fit in, but his
wife did—perfectly. I was looking for-
ward to seeing her, in boots, levis and
flannel shirt, ride her little palomino in
the rodeo the next day. But right now I
wasn't interested in Julia Wilson. I
wanted to talk to her husband, and this
was my chance—if I could find him.

As T walked past the white-washed feed
barn, a soft voice spoke from the shadows.
“Evenin’, pardner.”

I paused, and then moved toward the
building. Jeff Cantrell, the lean wrangler
from Montana, hired by the Western
Lodge to give it authentic atmosphere,
was leaning against the wall smoking 2
cigarette. “Shindig all over?” he asked.

“Yeah.”

“Nice night,” he said.

I agreed, and then asked, “Did a big
man in a white coat walk past here a few
minutes ago?"”

“Smokin’ a stogie?”

“That's him.”

“He headed for the corral.”

“Thanks,” I said, and I gazed back to-
ward the big sprawling lodge. Through
the trees I saw the lights in the rooms
blink out one by one. The moonlight lay
heavy and bright over the broad lawn,
and the shadows were black and still. A
soft night wind fanned my face, and I
moved my feet restlessly.

“You ridin’ in the rodeo tomorrow?”
Jeff Cantrell asked.

“Hell, no,” I said. I was thinking of
what I would say to Jackson Wilson when
I found him.

From the direction of the corral a horse
whinnied nervously.

Cantrell said, “Horses are restless to-
night—like out on the range when a wolf’s
about.” He paused, and his cigarette
made a bright spark in the shadow.
“Horses are mighty smart. Had me a
little mare once. She kept me from step-
pin’ on a rattler. I was gatherin’ firewood

in the evening dusk when suddenly—"

A sharp clear crack! sounded in the
night, from heyond the corral. I looked
quickly at Cantrell. He flung his cigarette
to the ground, his lean face intent.

“Gun,” he said, and he ran toward the
corral. I followed him. The horses were
milling around. Julia Wilson'’s little
palomino stood by the rail, his head raised
in alarm, his nostrils wide. ‘“Easy, boy,”
Cantrell muttered as we ran past. There
was a path leading back through the
shrubbery away from the corral, and we
pounded along it.

Abruptly Cantrell stopped, and he held
out a warning arm. I paused, and moved
up slowly beside him.

A man lay on his face in the path. In
the moonlight we could clearly see the
black hole in the back of his white coat.
A lighted cigar lay beside his still hand,
and I saw the bright glow and the smoke’
curling slowly upward. . ..

ON A hot afternoon in August T first
met Randall Maybrock. The type-
written note which he laid on my desk
read: Stay away from Julia. Next time
my aim will be better.

I pretended to read the note a couple
of times while I tried to figure it out. It
didn’t make much sense. Not to me. It
didn’t sound right for the type of note it
was supposed to be. But I could be
wrong. I read it again, and I didn’t get
any place. I looked up at Randall May-
brock.

He was wearing a soft Shetland jacket
and a plaid sport shirt open at the neck.
He had a broad sunburned face, a short
thick nose, and a wide, rather loose mouth,
His crisp red hair was receding from each
side of his forehead, and his eyes were
red-lidded and sleepy-looking. I caught a
rich aroma of scotch whiskey, but he was
sober.

I guessed that he’d been sober for at
least six or eight hours. I had never met
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Randall Maybrock Defore, but I'd heard
of him. e was kind of a local character,
and his name appeared fairly. oflten in the
press. The stories usually concerned
drunken driving, Bondes, and night club
brawls. T had heard somewhere that sev-
eral years previously he had been left
eighty thousand dollars, the entire sav-
mgs of his father, who had been a hard-
working lile insurance salesman.

I said, “Who's Julia?”

He sighed, and gazed at his manicured
fingernails. ““Julia Wilson, 1 suppose.”

The name was {famibar to me, also via
the newspapers. Julia Wilson was a strik-
ing brunette with slanting eyes and a fig-
ure built Jor a bathing suit. She was a
pronmiinent member of the horse and coun-
try club crowd which inhabited the green
hills east of town known as Erie Valley.
Her, husband, Jackson Wilson, was some-
IJody big in Northern Lines, Incorpo-
rated, a company which operated a fleet

of large ore boats on the Great Lakes.

Mr. and Mrs. Jackson Wilson prac-
tically kept the local society editors in
copy. Julia Wilson was not adverse to
posing for the gentlemen of the press, and
the g.o.t.p. loved her, naturally. Espe-
cially the Sunday pictorial boys.

I raised my eyebrows. “Mrs. Jackson
Wilson ?”

He shifted his gaze from his fingernails
to the window. “Yes,” he said in a low
voice. “But T don’t know what to think.
I admire Julia—as a friend. I've taken
her to dinner a few times, but I never
tried to hide anything from him. In fact,
he's a friend of mine.” He turned and
pomnted a blunt finger at the note on my
desk,

“T can’t bhelieve that he’'d write a note
like that. If he had anything to tell me,
he'd come to me personally and tell me,
damn fast.” His sunburned forehead
wrinkled into a frown, and he pounded a

SINGLE
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big fist gently against a palm. “I—I don’t
know what to think.”

I couldn't help saying it. “I thought
you preferred blondes,” I murmured.

He didn't like it at all. He flushed, and
glared at me. “Bennett,” he said in a
level voice, “I came here to ask for your
professional services, which I will pay for.
If you don’t want my business, I'll take
it somewhere else.”

I was way off base, and I knew it. Rule
number one in the agent’s manual of The
National Detective Agency is Courtesy to
Cllents. Even clients like Randall May-
brock. I held up a soothing hand, and I
smiled.

“Sorry, Mr. Maybrock. It’s just that
the papers—”

“To hell with the papers,” he broke in.
“Don’t believe all that garbage you read
in the papers.” He stared at me, his red
face sullen and stubborn. Then he gave
me a half smile. “I guess I'm a little
touchy about blondes, Bennett.”

“T wish I could afford ’em,” I said, and
I meant it.

“Have you got a drink?” he asked ab-
ruptly.

I swung around in my chair and called
into the adjoining office to Sandy Hollis,
the agency secretary. “Hey, Sandy, is
there a bottle in the office ?”

She stopped typing and came to the
door. Sandy is a tall slender girl with
glossy brown hair and few freckles over
her short nose. “I'm afraid not, Mr,
Bennett,” she said coolly. “Agency reg-
ulations, you know.” She knew that there
was half a Dbottle of bourbon on the shelf
in the wash room, but she also knew that
if I'd wanted to put it out to Maybrock I
wouldn’t have asked her.

I looked at Maybrock and shrugged
sadly.

He said mockingly, “I thought all pri-
vate detectives kept a bottle in their desks.
Rye, I believe.”

“You've been reading too many

books,” I told him. “This is a business
office, and I'm just the district agent. We
have rules, like a chain grocery. Besides,
I don’t drink rye. Not if I can help it.”’

He stood up. “Let’s find a bar, I need
a drink. Even rye.”

I stood up, too, and put on my hat, T
winked at Sandy Hollis, said, “I'll be
back,” and I went out with Randall May-
brock. »

I took him to a little bar around the
corner. He had scotch and water, and I
had bourbon and soda. We carried our
glasses to a booth in a dark corner, where
Maybrock said, “As you might have gath-
ered from that note, somebody shot at me
last night. That's when I decided to come
to you. I was driving into my garage
when a bullet hit the side of the car.”

“Where were you last night?”

He fidgited with his glass. “At Julia
Wilson’s. Jackson is away on a trip to
Duluth, and she asked me to come oyer
to fill in at bridge. After the other guests
left, I stayed a while to have a nightcap
with her. Then I left. When I drove into
my garage—wham!”

“Is Mr. Wilson still in Duluth?”

“I guess so. Julia said he'd be back
early tomorrow morning.”

“When did you receive that note?”

“Yesterday morning.”

“Where was it mailed from?"

“The Erie Valley post office.” 1

I finished my drink, motioned to the
bartender for another round, and said,
“Who else is friendly with Mrs, Wilson?
Anybody in particular?”

“How the hell do I know? Julia lives
her own life. She has many friends, of

course.”
“Men?”

HE SHRUGGED impatiently. “I don't
know. She and Jackson seem to get
along all right, if that’s what you're get-
ting at. But you know how those things
are, Jackson works pretty hard, and she’s
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alone a lot. He used to work on the
freighters, you know, when he was a kid,
and he worked himself up. He still likes
to go out with a cargo, and work with the
crew, That’s where he’s been the last
few days. Julia doesn’t like it, and maybe
you can’t blame her. After all, Jackson is
grown up now. She thinks it’s kid stuff.”

“Are you in love with Julia Wilson?”
I asked him.

He gazed at me steadily. “I like Julia.
As a friend.”

“You said that. What do you want me
to do?”

The barkeep brought the drinks, and he
waited until we were alone again. Then
he said quietly, “I want you to try and
learn who wrote that note, and who shot
at me last night. I didn’t mind the note,
but a bullet—well, that’s different. I want
you to stick around me for a few days as
a, well, sort of a bodyguard. Just until
thisj thing is cleared up.”

“I've got a better idea,” I said. “Why
don’t you just stay away from Julia Wil-
son?”

His broad red face took on a stubborn
expression, “Why should I? I've nothing
to hide. Julia would think it very odd if I
suddenly avoided her. After all, we're old
friends.”

“Yeah, yeah,” I said wearily. ““I know.
But if T hang around with you, how are
you going to explain me to your valley
friends ?”

“Don’t worry about that. You'll be my
guest. Maybe from—from Arizona. How's
that?”

“All right, pardner. Do I wear a six-
shooter and spurs?”’

He grinned. “That might not be a bad
idea. The crowd in the valley are going
through a phase. Right now it's Western
stuff. They’ve been practicing for weeks,
and they’ve gotten up an amateur rodeo.
Tomorrow we’re all going to the Western
Lodge—that’s kind of a combination dude
ranch and resort hotel at the end of the

valley. The rodeo will be held there over
the weekend.”

“In what event are you entered?” I
asked him. “Bronc busting?”

He smiled. “I'm just a judge.”

“Will Julia Wilson's husband be
there ?”
“Probably—if he gets back from

Duluth.” He gazed thoughtfully into his
glass, “I'd like to have you around, if
you can make it.”

I had planned to go pickerel trolling
over the weekend with some cronies, but
business was business. Also, I'll admit
that the idea of meeting Julia Wilson had
its appeal. I had heard of the Western
Lodge. Rates started at thirty dollars a
day. I said:

“This is probably a silly question, but
why don’t you go to the police ?”

“That is silly,” he snapped. “What the
hell good would they do me?”

“The agency rates are fifty dollars a
day,” I said. I paused, and then, thinking
of the tariff at the Western Lodge, I
added, “Plus expenses.”

He nodded carelessly. “All right. Do
you want an advance?”

I shook my head. “You’'ll get a bill
from the office when the job is completed.
I'll do my best, but I don't guarantee
anything.”

He nodded. “Good enough. I'll meet
you at the Lodge tomorrow afternoon.”
He turned to catch the bartender’s atten-
tion. “Now, I believe I'll have another
drink. Will you join me?”

Three drinks and forty minutes later,
we left the bar. I was feeling fine, but
Randall Maybrock was weaving a little.
He led me to where his car was parked,
and showed me a neat hole drilled in the
metal of the left front door. The car was
a cream-colored coupe, fairly new. IHe
pointed a wavering finger at the hole.

“There it is, ‘Bennett. Bullet hole.
Damn near got me. Scared me stiff, I
tell you. Could have killed me.” He
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teetered on the sidewalk, his hands in
his pockets, his red face moist with per-
spiration. He stared intently at the bullet
hole, as if it held a kind of fascination for
him. “A hell of a thing,” he muttered.

I agreed with him, and T said, “I'll see
you tomorrow afternoon at the Western
Lodge. O.K.?” I started to move away.

He waved at me cheerfully. “Right,
Bennett. Right-o.”

I went back to the office and put my
feet on the desk. It was almost quitting
time, and Sandy Hollis was slaimming
drawers in the adjoining office. I picked
up the phone and called the offices of
Northern Lines, Incorporated, and asked
for Mr. Wilson. A crisp-voiced female
told me that Mr, Wilson was out of town,
and would not return to the office until
Monday. I hung up. That was that. So
far, so good.

The five o'clock whistles began to blow
all over town, and Sandy came out of her
office. “You had a caller,” she announced,
“and when I tell you who, you'll be heart-
broken that you missed her.”

“A movie star,” T said.

She moved to the door. “The number
is on your desk. She wants you to call
her.”

I glanced at the penciled number on the
desk pad. It didu’t mean a thing to me.
“Mrs. Jackson Wilson,” Sandy said.
I was surprised, but T nodded know-
ingly. “Ah, yes. What did Julia want?”

“She refused to talk to the office help.
She wished to speak with Mr. James Ben-
nett, personally.”

“T'1l call her when I get around to it.
Good night, Miss Hollis.”

Sandy gave me a crooked grin. “Don’t
break your arm reaching for the phone.
Good night.” She went out, and T heard
her high heels clicking briskly in the cor-
ridor. I lifted the phone and called the
number on my desk pad.

A girl with a voice like black velvet
answered. I said, “Mrs. Wilson, please.

Mr. Bennett is returning her call.”

“TJust a moment, sir.”

I waited. Presently the same voice said,
“Can Mrs. Wilson call you back?”

“Sure. How soon?”

“She says five minutes, sir. What is
your number, please?”

I gave it to her, and the receiver clicked
in my ear. T lit a cigarette and waited. In
six minutes my phone jangled. I picked
it up, said, “Yes?”

A pleasant, husky voice said, “This is
Mrs. Wilson. I am sorry I couldn’t talk
a few minutes ago. There were people in
the room. I'm calling now from the ex-
tension in my bedroom. Mr. Bennett, I
want to see you.”

“What about?”

“I can’t tell you now. But it's very
important—really. Can you meet me at,
oh, say ten-thirty tonight?”

I said I could.

“Oh, good. Thank you so much. I'll
be at the south gate waiting for you.”

“The south gate?” ,

“Yes—of our place. We're the third
house on the valley road, on your left, to-
ward the lake. Go past the front drive
and turn left in a lane. It’s a white wooden
gate at the end of the lane.”

“What's wrong with the hotel bar?”

“Really, Mr. Bennett.” Her voice had
turned slightly cool. “Shall T expect
you?”

“You shall.”

“Thank you.” The receiver banged in
my ear.

I GLANCED up at the office clock. Six-
teen minutes after five in the afternoon.
It was a long time until ten-thirty. I
called Tim Brady. He was a feature
writer for one of the big dailies. I was
lucky, he was still in his office.

“Tim, this is Jim Bennett. How about
a couple of drinks, and dinner?”

“What do you want out of me now?”

“Just companionship. I'm lonely.”
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“Like hell. T think I'll begin sending a
monthly bill to the agency for services
rendered.”

“The Round Table? In fifteen min-
utes?” T ignored his remark. Tim Brady
was a reliable source of information to
me, and he knew it.

“Better make it a half hour. I've got
to finish a story on a cat playing mother
to four orphaned collie pups.”

“Finish it. T'll be waiting.”

The Round Table was a small bar off
Euclid Avenue frequented by newspaper
men, junior executives who had clawed
their way to the ten thousand a year class,
and severely tailored career girls. I had
time for two martinis before Tim showed
up.

He was a tall lanky man who never
wore anything but a gray flannel suit, a
soft white shirt, and a black knit tie. It
was like a uniform. His only change, as
far as I knew, was from a brown snap
brim in winter to a tan panama in sum-
mer. It was six o'clock when he slouched
into the Round Table, sat at the bar be-
side me, and ordered a bourbon and wa-
ter.

“Did you put the cat and the collies to
bed?” I asked him.

“Yep. The. cat’s name is Lucille. To-
morrow I'm doing a story on a woman
who subsists on nothing but celery, soda
crackers and sassafras tea. She’s a hun-
dred and two years old.”

“It ain’t worth it,” T said. “What do
you know about Randall Maybrock?”
He cocked an eyebrow at me. “Hah!”
“I'm buying the drinks,” T told him.
“Make that double,” he called to the
bartender, and he gazed dreamily at his
lean reflection in the mirror back of the
bar. “Randall Maybrock,” he murmured.
“Playboy, so-called. Lady’s man. A night
club athlete. A lush who doesn’t roll in
the gutter. Not quite. Travels with the
crowd from the valley. Or did. Partial to
blondes, usually, His old man worked

hard to save a few thousand bucks, and
now Randall is spending it. Has spent it.
Soon he’ll have to go to work—or starve.
He’s broke—or damn near it.”

I pricked up my ears. “Broke?”

The bartender brought the double bour-
bon, and Brady took a long swallow.
Then he nodded knowingly. “Broke, I
said. The next installment will be forth-
coming as soon as I have a fresh drink in
my hot little hand.”

I grinned, and motioned to the barten-
der.

“Randall Maybrock has been living on
credit for some time,” Brady said. “Wine
and women have gobbled up his dad’s
hard-earned dough. A month ago he took
his last ten thousand and went out to Las
Vegas to recoup. He didn’t. The state of
Nevada is now richer by the gambling tax
on ten grand.” The ice rattled in his glass,
and he reached for his second double
bourbon.

“Go on,” T said.

“That’s all. Period.”

“Well,” I said, “I guess that takes
care of Randall Maybrock. Now, tell me
about Julia Wilson.”

He took a swallow of his fresh drink,
and whistled softly. “How you do get
around.” Once more he gazed into the
mirror, like a fortune teller looking into
a crystal ball. “Julia Wilson. A news-
paper man’s dream. Beautiful, friendly,
rich, cooperative. Married to Jackson
Wilson, a self-made man, like they say in
the story books. Julia is big stuff in so-
ciety circles. Prominent in charity drives.
Likes horses, rides a lot, Won ribbons at
the horse show. Can’t swim, but likes
swim suits. She should.”

He paused, and made an hour-glass
motion with his hands. “Wow!” He
lifted his glass. “I’ll drink to Julia any-
time. Who's next?”

“That’s all for now. Want another
drink before we eat?”
“Certainly, I always want another
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drink. And, furthermore, why eat?”

“Gotta keep up your strength to pound
that typewriter,” T told him.

He sighed. “If a guy just didn’t have
to work. Now, take tonight. I got a date
for eight o’clock to interview an old biddy
who collects stuffed owls. Got thousands
of '’em. Just owls.”

He told me more about the owls, and
presently we moved to a corner table and
ate French fried potatos and sirloin steak.
Afterwards, Tim Brady left to keep his
appointment with the owl lady, and T went
back up to the office. For a while I dozed
with my feet on the desk.

At nine-thirty I washed my face,
combed my hair, and decided that my
shirt would pass inspection in the dark
by the south gate of Jackson Wilson’s
place. I hesitated a minute about taking
a gun. Then I dropped a flat little .25
automatic into my inside coat pocket,
locked the office, and went down to the
street once more. I took one of the two
agency cars from the garage in the next
block, and headed east across town.

I hit the edge of Erie Valley at a quar-
ter after ten, and drove in the moonlight
past broad lawns and iron gates. Present-
ly I spotted the lane leading back to the
south gate of the Jackson Wilson place.
I slowed down, and started to turn.

A flat report made me jump. I heard a
thunk and a splintering sound as a bullet
crashed through the right door and
smashed into the glass dial of the dash
clock. I jammed on the brakes, jerked
open the door, and almost fell out to the
road in my haste to find cover. I crouched
beside the car in the road on my hands
and knees and listened. The night was
very quiet. The car motor had stalled
when I'd stopped. Now it made small
ticking sounds as it cooled in the night
air.

I took the little automatic from my
pocket, cautiously raised my head over
the hood. Nothing but hedges and lawn

and the quiet road on the moonlight. No
movement, nothing. Just moonlit silence.

T reached into the car and turned off
the headlights. Then I ran stooping for
the lane. T crouched for maybe two min-
utes before I ran swiftly, hugging the
hedge. I came to a white gate. It was
standing ajar.

A black-top drive curved away through
a park-like area. Through the dark trees
I saw the dim yellow lights of the big
house on a rise of ground. Lake Erie, I
knew, was maybe a hundred yards be-
yond. Julia Wilson wasn’t waiting for me,
I looked at my wrist watch in the moon-
light. Ten twenty-five. I waited.

At a quarter of eleven I skirted the road
and moved slowly over the grass toward
the house. I approached from the rear,
stood in the deep shadow of a clump of
fat fir trees. Randall Maybrock’s cream-
colored coupe was parked in the drive. 1
walked slowly around the house, trying
to stay in the shadows.

There was a light in a big living room,
but heavy drapes were pulled across the
wide window. At the bottom of the win-
dow, in the center, the drapes were parted
a tiny crack. I stooped down and peeked
through. It was like looking at a small
lighted stage.

They were standing before a huge sand-
stone fireplace. On a table beside them
was a whiskey decanter, two tall glasses,
and a silver soda syphon. I recognized
Julia Wilson from newspaper photos. Her
black hair was tied back with a red rib-
bon, and she was wearing a long red
silken gown. Randall Maybrock was still
wearing the Shetland jacket and the plaid
shirt. They were standing close together,
facing each other. Maybrock’s hands were
on her shoulders, and she was smiling up
at him. As I watched, he drew her close,
and she clung to him, her face against his
chest.

I stood up straight, walked across the
moonlit lawn, and down the lane to my
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car. I drove back to town. When I
reached the garage I borrowed some tools
from the night mechanic and dug the
bullet out of the dash clock. It was a
good-sized chunk of lead, and I guessed
that it was about a .38.

The night mechanic came up and in-
spected the hole in the door. “You earned
your money tonight, huh, Jim?”

“I always earn my money,” I told him.
“How about putting in a new clock, and
plugging that hole?”

“Okay, Jim,"”

I got into the other agency car, and
drove home.

CHAPTER TWO

Sapped . . . Again

"I \HE next day was Friday, I packed
a bag, went down to the office,
cleared up some desk work, had

lunch with Detective Sergeant Dennis

Rockingham, who sold me a dozen tickets
to the policemen’s ball. Then I did a
quick job of checking a beneficiary for a
life insurance company. Afterwards, I
went back to the office, dictated a report
to Sandy Hollis, and told her that I would
be out at the Western Lodge for the week-
end.

She raised her smooth eyebrows. “Busi-
ness, or pleasure?”

“Business.”

“Nice business.” Sandy sighed.
“Won't you need a secretary with you?”

“Not at thirty dollars a day.”

She sighed again. “Have a nice time,
Jim.”
* “Strictly business, Miss Hollis.” I
patted her cheek, and went out, It was
five o’clock in the afternoon when I drove
once more through the rolling green hills
of Erie Valley.

When I came to Jackson Wilson's
place, I turned in and stopped before the
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big house. Through the trees beyond I
could see the hlue-green of Lake Erie. A
trim little red-headed maid answered the
bell.

“Is Mrs. Wilson in?” T asked her.

“Are you the man about the water
softener ?”’

“No. Just tell her that Mr. Bennett is
here.”

“Mrs. Wilson has gone for the week-
end.”

“Mr. Wilson, too?”

“Yes.” She hesitated, and then added
hopefully, “Maybe you’re the man about
rolling the tennis court ?”

“T could be,” 1 said. “Does the court
need rolling ?”

“It might,” she said. There was a
glint, a something, in her greenish eyes,
and she gave me a slow smile. “It’s kind
of lonesome around here today. Tt’s the
cook’s day off, and Harold-—he’s the gar-
dener—he didn’t came home last night.”

“All alone in this big house, huh?”

She lowered her lashes modestly. Like
many redheads, she had a sprinkling of
freckles over her short nose. T opened the
screen door and stepped inside. “May I
come in?” T asked. grinning down at her.

She laughed. Tt was a soft, musical
sound. “Well, now, T like that!”

“You like-what? Scotch? Do you sup-
pose the Wilsons have some?”

She stopped laughing, and said suspi-
ciously. “You married?”

“Not me, honey. You know something ?
I'm glad Mrs. Wilson isn’t home.”

She gave me a sly smile. She had little
white tecth, like a kitten’s. “Me, too.
What's your first namer”

“Jim.”

“How do you like your scotch, Jim?
With ginger ale?”

I shuddered. “No, honey. Straight.
Water on the side.”

She laughed gaily, and twirled away
from me, her black skirt flying, and T had
a glimpse of a pair of slender nylon-clad

legs. “Oh, this is fun,” she cried, dancing
down the hall. “Come on, Jim.”

I followed her into a big gleaming
kitchen. She got a bottle from a cup-
board, placed it on a table. I sat down,
and she produced glasses and ice. As she
poured the scotch, she said, “Do you
think I'm awful?”

“No, I think you're real nice. What'’s-
your name?”’

“Mildred.” She poured ginger ale over
her scotch. ,

Watching her, I shuddered again, and
took a sip from my glass, followed it with
a drink of water. She sat down opposite
me, and took a long swallow from her

-glass. “This is a good job,” she said,

“but T get so darn lonesome. T got a boy
friend. His name is Chester. He drives
a coal truck. But Mrs. Wilson don’t al-
low him to come out here, and it’s hard
for me to get into town. 1 go in with
Harold sometimes, on my day off, but he
gets beered up and forgets to bring me
back. It’s really hard on a girl. T like a
good time once in a while.”

“Sure,” T said. “When did Mr. and
Mrs. Wilson leave?”

“Oh, about an hour ago. Mr. Wilson
got home at breakfast time. Been out on
the lake with one of the ore hoats. He
goes on the hoats all of the time, Mr. Wil-
son does. But. he’s nice, though. Kids
me, and calls me Millie. They went up
the valley for the weekend.”

“So Mrs. Wilson
night?”

was alone last

‘She gave me a sly smile. “Oh, I
wouldn’t say that.” She giggled. “Mr.
Maybrock was here—came about ten-
thirty. I know you won't tell. T was sup-
posed to he in bed, hut T sneaked down-
stairs and listened in the hall.”

“Mr. Maybrock is a friend of the Wil-
sons?” I asked innocently.

She giggled again, and sipped at her
drink. “Of Missus Wilson’s, if you ask
me. He don’t come around when Mr.
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Wilson is here, If T told you all the things
I've seen go on.” For an instant her small
red mouth was sullen. Then she shrugged
her plump little shoulders.

“But it's no skin off my nose. T just
work here.” She gazed at me with bright
eyes, and placed a finger thoughtfully to
her lips. ““I know,” she said. “You're
the man about the crack in the swimming
pool.”

“That’s me,” I said. “I'd better go out
and take a look at it.”

“There ain’t no crack in the swimming
pool,” she said, and she added darkly,
“There’s funny things going on around
here.”

“You said it,” T told her. “What did
Mr. Maybrock and Mrs. Wilson talk
about last night?”

“I know,” she said. “You're the man
about the leak in the downstairs bath-
room.”

I finished my scotch. “There ain’t no
leak in the downstairs bathroom,” I said.

“That’s right.” She giggled, and
poured more scotch.- “Mr. Maybrock
wanted Mrs. Wilson to divorce Mr. Wil-
son and marry him. That’s what he asked
her.”

“What did Mrs. Wilson say?”

“I couldn’t hear what she said to that.
They were quiet for a long time.” She
pushed the bottle toward me. “Drink up,
Jim. What’s your last name?”

“Doakes."”

She eyed me narrowly. “You said it
was Bennett. What're you trying to do—
deceive me?”

“James Bennett Doakes,” I said. “I'm
the man about the hole in the roof.”

She laughed, and we chanted in unison,
“There ain’t no hole in the roof.”

EHIND me, I heard the kitchen door
open, and I turned quickly. A thin
brown-faced man in a blue shirt and over-

alls peered in at us.
“Harold!” Mildred said indignantly.

“Where in the world have you been?”

“Sleeping,” he said. “Down by the
rose trellis. Hey, Chester just drove in
with his coal truck.”

“Chester! Here?” She stood up. Her
hands fluttered to her hair, and then
smoothed her apron. “What's he doing
out here?”

“I saw him in town last night, and I
told him about the Missus and Mister go-
ing away today. He said he’d lay off work
and come out.”

“Why didn’t you tell me?” she wailed.
“Is he dressed up?”

“You bet. And he's got his truck all
shined.” Harold eyed the scotch bottle,
and ran his tongue over his lips. “What're
you drinking, Millie?”

“Never mind,” she snapped.
Chester I'll be right out.”

Harold* withdrew reluctantly, and I
stood up. “Brushing me off, huh?”’ I said
stiffly.

“Aw, now, Jim, how'd I know that
Chester would show up?”

“It’s all right,” T said in a hurt voice.
“If you prefer Chester to me, very well.”
I moved to the hall door.

She came up and stood close to me.
“Aw, Jim, don't be that way. Can't you
come back some other time?”

“I'm afraid Chester would be here.”

“You let me know ahead, and he won’t
be,” she said softly, “I promise. Maybe
I could meet you in the beer joint down
the road.”

“Well,” T said, “all right.”

She stood on her tip-toes, and kissed
me lightly on the mouth. For a minute
I was sorry that Chester had turned up.
“Doakes,” she whispered. “Jim Doakes.
That’s some name. But you're nice.”

“Tell

“You're nice, too,” I said. I turned
and walked quickly down the big hall to
the front door. Behind me I heard her
high heels clicking over the kitchen floor,
and the screen door slammed. ‘“Chester!”
I heard her squeal. ““Oh, Chester.”
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I got into my car, and drove away. . ..

It was almost seven o'clock when 1
checked into the Western Lodge. Tt was
an enormous one-story building, ranch
house style, and the whole place was done
in an elaborate Western motif. In the
huge lobby was a big stone fireplace,
mounted animal heads, and heavy rustic
furniture. A genial clerk wearing a red
checkered shirt and a tooled belt greeted
me, and assigned me to room number 22,

He told me that Randall Maybrock had
checked in earlier in the day, and was in
room number 19, across the hall from
mine. However, Mr. Maybrock was prob-
ably in the bar, he added. T guessed that
he probably was, too, and I asked about
Mr. and Mrs. Jackson Wilson. He told
me that they were established in a suite in
the north wing, and said, “I hope you
folks have nice weather {or the big rodeo.”

I said I hoped so, too, and 1 followed
an undersized bellhop dressed like a
Navaho to my room. I tipped the Navaho
a quarter, and he looked at it in disgust,
grunted, “Ugh,” and left without opening
my windows. I opened the windows my-
self, and gazed out over an elaborate lay-
out of landscaped lawn, shrubbery, and
bridle paths.

The corral and the stables, I guessed,
were on the other side of the building.
T left the room, walked down the hall to a
rustic door, and peered out. I was right.
I saw a big rail corral, a string of white-
washed stables, and a hay barn. There
were about twenty horses in the corral.

I spotted Julia Wilson perched on the
top rail patting the eager nose of a palo-
mino mare. Julia was wearing blue jeans,
high-heeled boots, and a flat black som-
brero. With her vivid coloring and black
hair she looked like a bright advertise-
ment straight out of a Texas chamber of
commerce travel folder. A big bronzed
man in a tan gabardine suit and a dark
green sport shirt stood beside her, and
she was laughing down at him. I guessed

that he was her husband, Jackson Wilson,
home from the ore run to Duluth.

T went back to my room, unpacked my
bag, shaved and showered, and put on
gray flannel slacks and a tweed jacket.
My only concession to the Western atmos-
phere was a pale blue sport shirt with a
stitched collar and pockets.

As I went out, I saw a small blonde girl
rapping softly on a door across the hall.
She was wearing a plain white linen suit
and bright multi-colored snake-skin san-
dals with incredibly high heels. Her yel-
low hair fell over her shoulders in soft
folds, and from where I stood, viewing
her from the back. she looked as cute and
as pretty as anything I'd seen in a long
time.

Then I saw that the number on the
door before which she was standing was
19. I said, “You'll probably find Mr.
Maybrock in the bar.”

She turned quickly. Her face matched
up with the rest of her. She had a golden
tanned skin, clear blue eyes, a red well-
shaped mouth. Her silky eyebrows, the
color of good mild tobacco, raised in’sur-
prise. Then she said quietly, “Thank
you,” and she started to move past me,

I walked along beside her. The top of
her head was on a level with my shirt
pockets. “I'm going to the bar, too,” I
told her. “The name’s Bennett. I'm a
friend of Randall’s.”

She looked up at me. “Really? I don't
believe he's ever mentioned you to me,
I'm Randall’s fiancée.”

It was my turn to say, “Really?”

She laughed happily. “I'm Paula Saw-
yer. I just drove up from Akron. Ran-
dall insisted that I attend this—what do
you call it—rodeo?”’

I grinned down at her. “Where are
your boots and spurs?”

She laughed again. For such a small
girl, she had a surprisingly deep and
husky voice. ‘“I’'m not much of a cowgirl,
I guess. And I'm afraid of horses. They
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terrify me. Guns, too.” She shivered a
little, “I think it’s kind of silly, this play-
ing cowboy. Randall certainly isn’t the
type. I can’t imagine why he wanted me
to come here. But here T am.”

We reached the big lobby, and T guided
her across to the bar entrance. It was a
long room, dimly lighted, with sawdust
on the floor and a brass rail running along
the base of the mahogany bar. A huge
gilt-framed painting of a buxom blonde,
filmily clad, and reclining on a bearskin
rug, hung back of the bar over the long
mirror and the tiers of bottles.

The place was about half filled with
people sitting at round tables in the space
before the bar. Julia Sawyer and I spotted
Randall Maybrock at the same instant.
He was sitting alone at the far end of the
bar. From the way he was hunched over
I knew that he’d had more than his quota
of alcohol for the day.

“There he is,” I said to the girl. “All
yours. I'll see him later.”

She smiled up at me. It was a nice
smile, friendly and warm. “Thank you,
Mr. Bennett. Will I see you at the
rodeo?”

¢ PROBABLY,” I said, but I saw that

her eyes were upon Maybrock, and
I left her. I walked across the lobby and
out into the hot dusk of the evening. I
circled the big building and headed for the
corral, Julia Wilson and her husband
were gone, Beside the hay barn a lanky

sunburned man in dusty high-heeled boots
and a faded gray flannel shirt was curry-
ing a chestnut stallion. I walked over to
him.

He said over his shoulder, “Hi, pard-
ner. You got a horse here?”

I shook my head. “Not me. Do they
put on a pretty good show?”

He straightened up, pushed his battered
Stetson to the back of his head, and
drawled, “Not bad—for dudes. They do
pretty good, especially on the ridin’. None
of ’em ain’t much with a rope, or bull-
doggin’. But I'll say this, they got good
horses. Mostly Western cow ponies—
none of these blooded horse cow critters.
Now, take that palomino of Mrs, Wil-
son’s. Prettiest worker I ever saw.
Straight from Montana.

“That’s where I come from. West of
the Powder River, Custer County. This
outfit hired me for the summer. Pretty
good job. Soft. Bettern’ ridin' the range

‘for seventy bucks a month and my keep.

Some right pretty gals around here, too.”
He gave me a leathery grin, “Corn coun-
try cowgirls, I call ’em.”

I laughed. “That’s a good description.
But I suppose this playing cowboy is just
as good a sport as golf, or fishing, or fox
hunting, or anything else.”

He nodded. “That’s right, pardner, I
gotta laugh sometimes, but they try hard.”
He held out a hand. “I'm Jeff Cantrell.”

We shook hands. I told him my name,
and offered him a cigarette. He refused,
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and began to roll one from a bag of tobac-
co he took from his shirt pocket. “Just
like in the movies,” 1 said, grinning.

He smiled as he licked the paper. “I’ll
tell you something, Jim. I'd rather have
a tailor-made any day, but the dudes like
to see me roll ’em, and I gotta keep in
practice.”

“How are you with a six-gun?” I
asked him.

He smiled, turned and walked into the
barn, and came out holding a long-bar-
reled Colt 44 with a bone handle. He
twirled it expertly. “You toss up a can,”
he said, “and I can draw and plug it six
times before it hits the ground.”

“Get me a can,” 1 said.

He shook his head. “Not now. It'd
scare the guests. Come around in the
morning, and we’ll go back in the woods
a piece.”

“T’ll do that,” 1 promised. “So long,
Jeff.”

“*So long, pardner.”

I strolled back to the lodge, and entered
the bar. Randall Maybrock and Julia
Sawyer were not there. I sat on a stool
and ordered a dry martini. I was on my
second one when a husky voice said be-
side me, “Drinking alone, Mr. Bennett?”

I turned. Paula Sawyer was. climbing
onto a stool beside me.

“Not now,” 1 said.
have?”

She nodded at my glass. “The same—
but double.”

I glanced at her quickly. Her red
mouth held a stubborn look, and her blue
eyes were bright.

1 ordered' for her, and then said,
“Where’s Randall?”

“Passed out,” she said bitterly. “He’s
stiff on the bed in his room. He asked me
up here, and now he’s drunk.”

“What’ll you

“Now you can have dinner with me,”
I said.

She looked at me with friendly eyes.
“That’s nice of you, Mr. Bennett.”

“Call me Jim.”

“I'd be glad to have dinner with you,
Jim. After another double martini."”

“Coming up,” T said. While she drank
her second double, I had my third single.
That was.plenty for me.

We had dinner at a corner table for
two in the big rustic dining room, and we
talked about everything from the music
of the elder Strauss to the latest best-
selling novel. I told her that I was a life
insurance investigator, which was one-
tenth true, and she said she was a nurse
in an Akron hospital. Her mother was
dead, and her father ran a gas station in
Los Angeles. She didn’t mention Randall
Maybrock again, and neither did I. It was
about nine o’clock when we finished our
coffee.

As we walked out to the lobby, she said,
“I'm tired, Jim. Thank you very much
for the drinks, and the dinner.”

“Will T see you tomorrow ?”

“Of course,” she said, smiling, but

‘there was a strained look about her eyes.

“Good night, Jim.” She walked briskly
away from me, and entered the corridor
leading to the rooms.

I waited a couple of minutes. Then I
walked down to Randall Maybrock’s
room. The door was unlocked, and I
went in. He was sprawled on the bed,
breathing heavily. 1 -guessed that he
wouldn’t moye an .eyelash until morning:
I took off his shoes, tossed a light blanket
over him, and opened the window.

Through the trees I could see the white
stables, and the hay barn, and the corral.
1 pulled the blind against the morning
sun, turned off the light, and went out.
When I reached my room, I unlocked the
door, and fumbled for the light switch in
the darkness.

There was a faint rustling sound be-
hind me. I turned, but 1 was far too slow,
A blinding light exploded inside my head,
and I pitched forward into a well of
blackness. . . .
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CHAPTER THREE

Two-Timing Romeo

voice said sharply, “Mr. Bennett!”

I opened my eyes. Except for a
pounding pain in my head, it was like
waking from a deep sleep. I was instantly
aware of my surroundings, and T knew
that somebody had slugged me from be-
hind as I had entered my room. I won-
dered how long I had been out.

Julia Wilson was bending over me, and
her face was close to mine. The clean
scent of her perfume was all around me,
and a lock of her black hair almost
touched my chin. She had changed her
Western outfit to a thin black evening
gown with long sleeves and a plunging
neckline. The gown had nothing to do
with Western atmosphere, unless it were
the wide open spaces.

I felt a twinge of envy as I thought of
Randall Maybrock, lying sodden on his
bed in his room. He was quite a boy at
that, I decided, having two lovelies like
Julia Wilson and Paula Sawyer involved
in his life.

“Are you all right?” Julia Wilson
asked anxiously.

I FELT cool hands on my face, and a

I pushed myself to a sitting position.
Tenderly I felt the back of my head.
There was a lump behind my right ear,
but I didn't feel any blood. “Sure,” I
said. “I feel fine.”

“What happened?” she asked swiftly,
“Randall told me that you were here, and
I came to your room to see you. Your
door was open, and I found you lying
here on the {loor. I can't stay long—
Jackson is waiting for me in the lobby—
but I wanted to cxplain to you about last
night. Aboul why I didn't meet you.”

I know why you didn’t meet e at the
south gate, 1 thought grimly. You had a
caller. I glanced at the door, saw that
she had closed it, and I looked up at her.

“I didn’t have a heart attack,” I said.
“Somebody slugged me. Why didn’t you
meet me last night?”

“T couldn’t,” she said. “Someone came,
and T couldn’t leave, After they left, I
tried to call you, but T couldn’t get you.
Then Jackson came home early this morn-
ing, and we drove out here this afternoon,
and I didn’t have a chance to get in touch
with you. I saw Randall Maybrock for a
few minutes before dinner, I'm afraid he
was drunk. When he mumbled something
about Jim Bennett being here, I asked the
clerk. He gave me your room number.”
She paused. “Are you sure you feel all
right?”

I got slowly to my feet. My knees were
a little unsteady, but I made it to a chair
without falling on my face. I tried to grin
at Julia Wilson. “You're a jinx,” I said.
“Last night somebody took a shot at me
at the end of your lane, and tonight I get
konked on the head. I'm having more fun
than a monkey in a peanut store. Why
did you call me yesterday? What do you
want?"”

“Where's Randall?” she asked.

“In his room. He’s dead drunk.”

“A fine thing—with that nice little
Sawyer girl here as his guest. They're
engaged, you know.”

I said I knew, and waited.

She opened a small black silk purse,
took out a slip of paper, and handed it to
me. I read: If you know what's good for
you, stay away from Randall Maybrock.
It was typewritten, like the note May-
brock had recetved.

Julia Wilson said, “It came yesterday
morning, in a plain envelope with an Erie
Valley postmark. In the afternoon Ran-
dall showed me a similar note he had re-
ceived, and he said he was engaging you
to find out who wrote it. I didn’t tell him
about the note addressed to me, but I de-
cided that [, too, would engage your serv-
ices. I don’t like things like that, and I
want you to find out who wrote it, Then
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T will know how to deal with the situa-
tion.”

“T see,” T said. “And Randall May-
brock is just a—a friend?”

“T've known Randall for a long time,”
she said crisply. “He’s unhappy, and a
little mixed up right now. I feel sorry for
him. But that’s all.” She paused, and
lifted her chin. “I love my husband, Mr.
Bennett. My friendship for Randall is—
just that.”

“Does your hushand know about the
note you received r”’

She shook her head. “I haven’t told
anyone but you. Obviously, the same per-
son wrote themm to Randall and to me. I
want to know who that person is. Will
you help me?”

Carefully T touched the lump on my
head. It seemed to De slightly larger,
but the pain was a little less. “I'll he glad
to do what I can,” T told her. “Two birds,
you know.”

“Good.” She smiled, and moved a little
closer to me. She certainly used nice
perfume, “I'm going to join my husband
now. If we should meet later here, pre-
tend that you do not know me. This is a
strictly private arrangement between us.
Do you understand "

“Sure,” 1 said. ‘Do you have any
ideas? Anything might help. For
stance, how did he—or she—fnd out that
I was working for Mayhrock?”

She shrugged her firm round shoulders.
“I don't know. Perhaps Randall let it slip
out that he’d hired you; he talks too much
when he's drinking, And he drinks most
of the time. It appears to e that the
guilty person is trying to scare you off,
That’s logical, isn't it?”

“No,” I said, “but it’s as logical as
anything I can figure out. You said May-
brock was just a {riend. Does he feel that
about you?”

“Randall is emotional,” she said coldly.
“But to me he’s just a friend. That’s all.”
She turned and moved to the door and I

in-

gazed at her tall figure in admiration. Be-
fore she stepped out into the hall, she
turned and gave me a slow smile. “Do we
understand each other, Mr, Bennett?”

T nodded silently,

“Good night,” The door closed soltly.

I went into the bathroom and soaked
my head in cold water. When I came out,
Paula Sawyer was standing just inside
the door. “Hi,” T said, wiping my face
with a towel.

She smiled a little uncertainty. “I—I
knocked, but T guess you didn’t hear me,
and I just walked in. T wanted to ask you
about Randall. Is—is he all right?”

“Sleeping like a baby. T figure he’ll
come to life about tomorrow noon. He
won't feel very good, but it'll be nothing
that a couple of drinks won't cure.”

“Do you know something 7" she asked.
“Raundall is a grade-A stinker. There’s a
dance here tonight, and I brought a new
dress.”

“You've still got me. I can't dance, but
I'll walk you around so that you can show
off your dress.”

She laughed. “It’s a deal—for tonight.
But I see now that I'll have to reform
Randall. When we're married, I'll make
him mend his wayward ways. I love him
very much, but sometimes he's like a—a
little hoy. He nceds someone to take care
of him.”

I thought, You said it, honey. Some-
one with a lot of money. Someone like
Julia Wilson. 1 said curiously, “How did
you meet him, anyhow "’

She took a cigarette from a package of
mine on the dresser, and 1 struck a match
for her. She blew smoke at the ceiling.
“Qh, it was very romantic. Randall’s car
overturned on the highway close to
Akron, and they brought him to the hos-
pital where I work. They assigned me to
his room. He wasn’t hurt very badly, and
he was discharged in a couple of days,
but—"

“A couple of days was long enough,” I
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broke in, “for you to fall in love with
him ?"’

She nodded. “He came to see me after
that, and we had a lot of fun. Then he
asked me to marry him, and I said I
would. I—T cried when he asked me. I
was so afraid that he wouldn’t. I know
he drinks too much, and he has some
queer, twisted ideas, but he’s really won-
derful, Jim. I'd do anything for him—if it
was what he wanted.”

“Anything?” I asked, grinning.

HER small chin came up. “Yes, any-

thing. If it would help him, I'd do
it. That's how I—I feel about him. They
say that in every girl’s life there is really
only one man. Randall is that man for
me.” She tried to smile at me, but I saw
the glint of tears in her blue eyes. “Do I
sound like the suffering heroine of a soap
opera?”

“No,” T said soberly.

“I mean it, really. If Randall wanted
something, and T could help him get it,
I'd get it for him—even if it meant that
I'd never see him again. That’s how I
feel about him.” She turned abruptly
away, and crushed out her cigarette in an
ash tray on the telephone table. Her
small square shoulders were trembling
slightly.

“Tonight he introduced me to Mrs.
Wilson, and her husband.” She spoke
without looking at me. “When I saw him
last in Akron, he had been drinking a lot,
and he mumbled her name, Julia. Is he in
love with her?”

Her question hung in the silent room,
and I tried to speak, but no sound came
out. I tried again. ““She’s just a friend
of his,” I said.

“He—he’s in love with her,” she said
in a choked voice. “I know it. I feltit...
when he introduced us. That’s why he's
been acting so queerly. Restless. He didn't
want to tell me, to—to hurt me. I love
him, but if he wants to marry her—"

“He can't,” T said harshly. “She’s
married. That’s no way for a girl to talk.
To hell with Randall Maybrock.,” I
stepped forward, grasped her shoulders,
and turned her until she faced me. There
were tears on her cheeks, and her lowered
lashes were wet.

I shook her a little.

“Now, listen to me. It's fine to be nuts
about a guy, but there’s a limit. Start
thinking of yourself for a change. Find
yourself a nice young interne in that hos-
pital. Marry him. Randall Maybrock
would never be any good for you, believe
me. Besides, he can’t support you. He’s
frittered away his money, and I doubt if
he has the ability to dig a decent ditch.”

She looked up at me quickly. “Lost his
money !’ she asked wonderingly. “Now
I know what’s been worrying him. Poor,
poor Randall. That’s horrible. He—he
can't live without money. He's always
had it, and now, not to have it. Is—is
Mrs. Wilson rich?”

“Very,” I said. “But, unfortunately, she
has a husband.” _

Suddenly she smiled. “Thank you,” she
said quietly. “I—I didn't know. Now I
understand. I understand very well.”
Her eyes were shining.

I had a vague uneasy feeling. “Go put
on that new dress,” I told her. “I'll knock
on your door in ten minutes.”

She reached up, pulled my head down,
and kissed me quickly and lightly. “For
being so nice,” she breathed, and she went
out swiftly, leaving the door ajar.

I closed the door, stretched out in a
chair, and lit a cigarette. My head still
hurt, but the pain was now reduced to a
dull throbbing. In ten minutes I got up,
turned out the lights, and went out. I
turned the knob, to make sure that the
door had locked automatically when I
had closed it.

Then T remembered that I didn’t know
Paula Sawyer’s room number. Luckily,
my room key was in my pocket, and I un-
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locked my door and went back in. I
called the desk, got her room number,
and went out once more, slamming my
door behind me.

She was waiting for me in a sand-
colored strapless evening gown. With her
smooth bare shoulders. her bright tanny
hair and her brown eyes, she was a sight
to long remember. She took my arm
gaily, and we walked down the corridor
to the lobby.

I enjoyed myself at the dance. But with
Paula Sawyer I would have enjoyed my-
self anywhere. She treated me like a high
school senior at the graduation prom with
her steady boy friend. 1 even danced a
couple of waltzes. The rest of the time we
sat and talked and had a few drinks.
Around midnight Julia Wilson and her
husband came over to our table, and Paula
introduced me.

I nodded dead-pan at Julia, and shook
hands with Jackson Wilson. He was
cheerful and pleasant, and bought a round
of drinks. He held his wife’s hand, and
several times he whispered in her ear,
and they both laughed softly. Once, Julia
Wilson asked Paula, “Where’s Randall,
darling?” and I said quickly, “Oh, he’s
around,” before Paula could answer her.

A tall gray-haired man came up to the
table, and said to Wilson, “Jack, may 1
dance with your charming wife?”

‘Wilson grinned up at him. *“Thanks,
George. My feet are killing me.”

The gray-haired man smiled and danced
away with Julia, Jackson Wilson looked
at me, “Bennett,” he said, “if you aren’t
going to dance with this lovely creature,
I would like the privilege.”

Paula Sawyer Jaughed. “Your feet are
killing you, Mr. Wilson.”

He grinned. “‘That’s just what I say in
front of my wife. I'm rarin’ to go.” We
stood up, and I held Paula Sawyer’s chair.
She winked at me over Wilson’s shoulder
as they danced slowly out onto the floor.
I winked back, and suddenly she averted

her gaze and quickly turned her head.

Before I sat down again, 1 glanced to-
ward the wide archway leading into the
ball room. Randall Maybrock stood there,
swaying on his feet. I walked swiftly to
him, grasped his arm, and led him out
across the lobby.

“What’s idea?” he protested thickly.
“Wanna drink.”

“Forget it,” T said, “Your gal friend’s
in there.” I guided him to the corridor
leading back to the rooms.

He brushed my hand away, and leaned
against the wall. “What gal friend?”
“Paula Sawyer. Remember her?”

He stared at me stupidly, and then
pulled a hand down over his face. He
needed a shave, and his shirt was half un-
buttoned. “Paula,” he mumbled. “Nice
I’ gal. Gonna marry her. Wanna see
her.” He tried to push past me,

I placed a firm hand on his chest. “Not
tonight. Go on back to your room and
sleep it off.”

He lurched back against the wall, and
sighed heavily. “Guess you're right.
Pretty drunk. Awful damn drunk. But
gotta be a gentleman.” He placed a wa-
vering finger before his lips. “Shush.
Don’t tell Paula I'm drunk. Nice girl,
Paula. Too damn nice. And I'm damn
drunk.” He began to fumble in his pockets.
“Got room key someplace.”

I waited, watching him, and I tried to
keep one eye on the entrance to the ball
room.

RANDALL went through his pockets,
one by one; shirt, jacket, trousers.
“Guess left key in room,” he muttered.
“Slammed door when came out. Locked.
Can’t get back in without key. Hell of a
note.” He looked up, and gave me a
loose grin. ‘“No key. Locked out of
room.” He lurched away. ‘“May as well
have a drink.”
I grabbed his arm, and pulled him back.
I pushed him against the wall, “ Stay here,
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I'll get you a key from the desk clerk.”

He stood still, shuffling his feet, and
gazed blearily up and down the corridor.
I walked swiftly across the lobby to the
desk. The genial clerk in the red-checkered
shirt was no longer genial. He was sleepy,
and he looked at me with a bored ex-
pression,

“Long day?” I asked him.

“Working two shifts. Night clerk didn’t
show up.” He yawned.

“Mr. Maybrock left his key in his
room,” I said. “Will you give me another?
Room number 19.”

He yawned again, reached behind him,
took a key from a peg and tossed it on
the desk. I picked it up, said, “Thanks,”
and went back to Randall Maybrock. He
appeared to be asleep on his feet. “Here’s
a duplicate key,” I told him. “Go on
back to your room and go to bed.”

“Huh?” He aroused himself. “Key?
Thanks, Bennett. Tell Paula see her in
morning. Tell her sorry.”

“Sure,” I said, and I pushed him gently
along the hall. He shuffled away obedient-
ly, the key dangling by its tag from his
hand. He turned the corner, and pre-
sently I heard his door slam. I breathed a
sigh of relief, and looked at my wrist
watch. Ten minutes after one in the
morning. I went back out to the big
lobby.

The music had stopped, and people
were swarming out of the ball room. Ap-
parently, the dance was over. I spotted
Julia Wilson standing alone in the eddy-
ing crowd, and I went over to her. She
looked at me enquiringly. Her bare
shoulders gleamed softly, and her large
dark eyes held a bright glitter of excite-
ment.

“Randall woke up,” I told her, “but I
talked him into going back to bed.”

“Poor Randall,” she sighed. “And I feel
so sorry for Paula. She's such a sweet
girl.”

I glanced at her quickly, but she averted

her gaze and looked beyond me. “Oh,
here they are,” she said.

I turned. Paula Sawyer and Jackson
Wilson were moving toward us, arm in
arm. Wilson had a long slim cigar be-
tween his teeth. He grinned at his wife,
and nodded to me. “Hi, you two. Party’s
over.” He took the cigar from his mouth,
leaned down and kissed his wife. “Good
night, honey. I'm going to take a little
walk before T turn in.”

“T'll go with you,” Julia Wilson said.

He shook his head. “You'd better get
some sleep. You've got a date with a
palomino in the morning. Remember?”
He patted her bare shoulder.

She smiled. “I guess you're right,
Jack. I'll leave the door unlocked for you.”

“I won’t be long.” He smiled at Paula
Sawyer. “Thanks for the dance, honey.”
He nodded at me, and strode away,
trailing rich cigar smoke. I watched him
cross the wide verandah, and go down the
steps, a tall broad figure in a white dinner
jacket.

Paula Sawyer said, “Me for bed. Good
night, Jim.”

She looked tired, and there were faint
blue shadows beneath her eyes. Julia
Wilson took her arm. “Come on, darling.”
They both smiled at me, and then walked
down the corridor side by side.

Two girls, both beautiful. One blonde,
one dark. One rich, one poor. One mar-
ried, one single. A study in feminine op-
posites. And one—maybe both—yearn-
ing to marry a no-good drunk named Ran-
dall Maybrock. I sighed, and went out-
side.

Jackson Wilson was not in sight, I
had been hoping for a chance to talk to
him alone. I didn’t know exactly what
I'd say to him, but I wanted to talk to
him, about anything, I was supposed to
be doing a job for a client—two clients—
and doing a job meant a lot of things.

Part of a job was talking to people, ask-
ing casual questions, watching for expres-
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sions and moods, listening to the inflection
of a word, the tone of a voice. Sometimes
they added up. sometimes they didn't.
Still, T wanted to talk to Jackson Wilson.

I walked away from the lights and the
noise of the Western Lodge and moved in
the moonlight across the broad lawn to-
ward the corral. . . . A soft voice spoke
from the shadows. “Evenin’, pardner.”

And that is when I met Jeff Cantrell,
and when we heard the gun shot, and
when we found the dead body of Jackson
‘Wilson on the path.

CHAPTER FOUR
The Shock of His Life

PUSHED past Cantrell, knelt be-
I side the still form of Jackson Wilson,

and placed my fingers against his
throat. The pulse was gone. A minute
before he had been alive, strolling serenely
along a path in the moonlight, smoking a
cigar. Now he was dead, shot in the back.
I shivered a little.

Then I saw a slip of white paper be-
tween his dead fingers. 1 looked up
quickly. Jeff Cantrell had disappeared. I
took the paper from Wilson’s fingers, un-
folded it. A small white piece of paper
containing two typewritten lines. The
type blurred in the moonlight, and I
struck a match. The words jumped up
at me.

Wilson: Be on the path south of the cor-
ral at 1:30. This ts important—if you want
to know what your wife is doing while you
are away.

I heard a step on the path, tucked the
note into my shirt pocket. Jeff Cantrell
approached swiftly, and I saw the bright
gleam of the big .44 in his hand.

“Made a quick circle,” he panted.
“Didn’t see nobody. Got the .44 on my
way back. This is bad, pardner.”

“Yeah,” I said, and I stood up. “Stay

here with him while T call the sheriff.”

I hurried back across the moonlit
lawn and entered the lodge. The lobby
was almost deserted. The clerk in the red-
checkered shirt was dozing at his desk. I
spotted a telephone booth in a far corner,
and T moved toward it.

A voice behind me said, “Mr. Bennett.”

I turned. Julia Wilson stood at the
entrance to the wide corridor leading to
the rooms. She was still wearing the
black evening dress, and she was smoking
a cigarette. She moved up to me. ‘“Have
you seen my husband?”

“No,” T lied.

She sighed, and her full red mouth
took on a sullen expression. “I decided
I wanted a nightcap, and I don't like to
go into the bar alone.” She taok a long
pull on the cigarette and regarded me
coolly through the smoke. 1 couldn’t mis-
take the invitation in her voice, and in her
eyes.

I said carefully, “I have to make a
phone call.”

She raised her brows.
of the morning ?”

“Yes.” 1 started to move away.

“Don’t you want to have a nightcap
with me, Mr. Bennett?” There was a
trace of annoyance, of anger, in her voice.

“T'd like to very much,” I said, “but
this call is rather important.” I didn’t
want to tell her that her husband was
dead. Not just yet.

She gazed at me thoughtfully. “You're
very stubborn.”

“That’s what folks say,” I said. “Ex-
cuse me, please.” I turned away quickly,
crossed the lobby, and entered the phone
baoth.

I asked the operator to get me the
county sheriff’s office. While I waited, I
tried to remember the sheriff’s name, but
I couldn’t. A sleepy deputy answered,
and I told him quickly what had hap-
pened, gave him my name, and asked him
to get the sheriff out of bed and come out.

“At this time
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The deputy got excited, and started to
ask questions, but I hung up on him.

I left the booth, and gazed quickly
around the lobby. I didn’t see Julia Wil-
son, and I guessed that she had either
returned to her room, or had gone to the
bar by herself, after all. I didn’t look in
the bar to see, but went down the corridor
to my roomt. I got the little .25 automatic
from my bag, dropped it into my coat
pocket, and stepped out into the cor-
ridor.

Swiftly I moved down to Paula Saw-
yer’s room, and knocked gently on the
door. It opened immediately. She gazed
at me with big questioning eyes; Her
smiall face held a clean scrubbed look, and
her yellow hair was braided into long
plgtails. She was wearing pale blue silk
pajamas, and they clung softly to her
little rounded figure.

I said, “Asleep?”

She shook her head. “Reading.”

“May I .come in a minute?"”

She hesitated for just an instant. Then
she smiled. “Of course, Jim,”

I stepped inside, quietly closed the door
behind me. “I need your help,” I said.
“This is rough. Somebody just shot
Jackson Wilson. He's dead.”

Her blue eyes got bigger. “D-dead?”

“Yes. I've got to tell Mrs. Wilson, and
I want you to come with me, and stay
with her. I've called the sheriff.”

“B-but . ..” Her small body shivered,

and she took a deep breath. Then she said
quietly, “Of course, Jim.”

I patted her arin. “Good girl.”

Swiftly she took a dark blue flannel
robe from a closet. As she tied the belt
around her slender waist, she asked,
“Where is she?”

“In her room—I think, Come on.”
She followed me down the corridor and
around a corner to the wing in which
the Wilson’s suite was located. The door
was standing open about two inches,
and there was a light inside. I knocked
softly.

From inside Julia Wilson laughed.
“Jack, you fool. Come on in.” '

I pushed the door open.

She was sitting before a dressing table
combing her long black hair. Her dark
eyes met mine in the mirror, and she
turned swiftly. “Oh, it's you,” she said
coolly, “I'm afraid you're too late for
that nightcap.” Julia had removed the
black evening gown, and now wore a
foamy pink negligee which subtly revealed
her figure. Then she saw the small form
of Paula Sawyer standing behind me,
“Oh, hello, darling. Come on in—you
two. Jack’s is still out taking a walk.”

“Look,” I began, “I—"

Paula touched my arm, and took over.
“Mrs. Wilson,” she said quietly, “we
have bad news for you. Your husband
has been shot—killed.”

Julia Wilson stared blankly. “I—I
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?”

don’t understand. . . .” she stammered.

Paula’s lips began to tremble, and there
were tears in her eyes. She shot a help-
less glance at me.

I took a deep breath. “It’s true,” 1
said gently. “Your husband is dead.
Somebody shot him—out by the corral.
The sheriff will be here shortly.”

I wasn't prepared for what happened
next. Julia Wilson, her face contorted,
jumped to her feet, and ran for the
door. ““T want to see him!”’ she screamed.
“Jack, Jack!”

I grabbed her around the waist, and
I pulled her back. She struggled violently,
and her slender body writhed in my
grasp. Suddenly she went limp, and
sagged in my arms. I carried her to the
bed, and laid her down.

“Shock,” Paula said. “I’ve got a hypo
in the kit in my bag. T’ll get it.” She
went out swiftly.

I stood by the bed. Julia Wilson’s eyes
were closed, and she whimpered like a lost
puppy. In a few seconds Paula came
back, carrying a small pigskin bag. She
brushed me aside. “I'll take care of her,”
she said crisply.

I moved to the door. “I've got to
leave for a little while. Should I call a
doctor 2"’

Without turning, she shook her head,
and her blonde pigtails did a dance. “No.
She’ll be all right.” I saw her expertly
fill the hypodermic needle, and hold it up
to the light. She couldn’t be bothered
with me. She was busy with her profes-
sional duties. I went out and closed the
door.

FOR a short space of time I stood in the
corridor. It was a good ten miles to
the sheriff’s office, and 1 knew that it
would be a little while before he arrived.
I decided to go back out and help Jeff
Cantrell keep his death vigil.
As 1 passed room number 19, T thought
of Randall Maybrock, and I paused before

his door. T thought surely that he would
be interested in the fact of the death of
Jackson Wilson, and T tried the knoh. The
door swung open. Apparently Maybrock
hadn’t locked it from the inside after
he’d entered with the key I'd gotten for
him from the clerk. T stepped inside. A
dim lamp burned on a table in a corner.

Maybrock lay on the bed like a dead
man. The windows were shut, and the
room reeked of cigarette smoke and
whiskey fumes. On the floor beside the
bed a bottle lay on its side, emply, and a
cigarette had burned itself out in the
thick rug. Maybrock was fully dressed,
the way I'd last seen him in the lobby,
before I had sent him back to his room.

He lay so still I was reminded of the
dead body of Jackson Wilson, and a
slight chill went up my spine. I moved
quickly to the bed and leaned down. May-
brock was breathing, and I sighed faintly.
I don’t know what I had expected, and I
decided 1 was getting jittery. 1 shook
him gently by the shoulder. He didn't
move. I shook him harder, and said
sharply, “Hey!”

He opened his eyes, and stared up at
nie stupidly.

“Wake up.” T shook him some more.

He tried to brush my hand away. “Go
'way,” he mumbled.

“Listen,” T said, “Jackson Wilson has
been shot dead. The sheriff will be here
any minute, and he’ll question everybody
in the place. Get yourself in shape.”

“Go ’way,” he said again. ‘“Wanna
sleep.”

“Sleep, then,” T muttered, and I started
for the door. Jeff Cantrell would be
wondering what had happened to me.

Maybrock’s thick voice stopped me.
“Who dead?”

I turned impatiently. “I told you.
Jackson Wilson. I was just tipping you
off before the law gets here, but to hell
with you. Sleep it off.”

He sat up on the bed and rubbed his
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eyes, “Aw, don't get sore. I know I
shouldn’t have gotten so drunk, but I've
been so worried lately, and . . .” He
paused, and looked at me with red-
rimmed eyes. “Is Wilsorf dead ? Honest ?”’

1 nodded silently.

His big body shivered. He reached
down, picked up the empty whiskey bottle
and stared at it sadly. He said, “Who
killed him?”

“I don’t know. He was shot in the back
as he walked around the corral.”

He said in a low voice, “How—how’s
Julia taking it?”

“Pretty hard.”

He sighed heavily. “You gotta drink in
your -room ?”

“No.”

He rubbed the back of a hand over his
mouth, and he didn’t say anything.

I heard a drawling voice in the corridor.
“Feller said his name was Bennett. This
here his room?”

I opened the door. A tall brown-faced
man with a pipe in his mouth and wearing
a khaki shirt, a battered gray felt hat, and
corduroy trousers was standing across the
corridor before the door to my room.
The clerk in the red-checkered shirt, no
longer looking sleepy, stood beside him.

“Here, Sheriff,” 1 said.

He turned. “You Bennett?”

I nodded. “I called your office.
take you to the body.”

He shook his head. “Never mind, son.
That cowboy feller already showed us.
He saw us pull up outside, and he came
over. I rounded up three deputies for this
job. T got two of ’em watching the doors
of this place, ‘and one out with the body.
Doc Konkle—he's the coroner—it’s on his
way. Wilson was a pretty big man in
these parts. Where’s his wife?”

I nodded down the corridor, “In her
rooms, A friend is with her.”

He nodded, and puffed on his pipe.
“Bennett,” he said thoughtfully. “Outta
Cleveland?”’

19|

I nodded.

“Heard of you.”

I smiled. “Can T help you, Sheriff ?”

“You sure can. This here is a big job.
T don’t know how you city fellers do it,
but T aim to question everybody in the
place.” He peered past me into May-
brock’s room. “Who's that feller?”

“Randall Maybrock.”

“Heard of him, too,” he said shortly.
“Boozed up?”

“He was. Just a hangover now.”

“Might as well start on him.” He
stepped past me into the room, and spoke
to Maybrock. “I'm Sam Yost, sheriff of
this county. I guess you know what hap-
pened. T've got to ask a few questions.
Mr. Wilson was killed at one-thirty—
according to that cowboy feller. How
long you been here in your room?”

Maybrock looked bewildered. “I—I
don't know.” He looked at me helplessly.
“Do you know, Bennett? I—I was
pretty drunk.”

I said- to "the sheriff, “Mr. Maybrock
went to his room a few minutes after one
o’clock. A little while ago, when I came
in, he was sleeping on his bed.”

“That don’t prove nothing,” the sheriff
answered shortly. ‘“He coulda left his
room.”

“And killed Wilson?” 1 said. “Try
again, Sheriff. I'm afraid Mr. Maybrock’s
aim wouldn’t have been very good. T'll
vouch for his whereabouts at the time Mr.
Wilson was killed.”

Randall Maybrock was staring at us
dumbly, and I began to feel a little sorry
for him. After all, he was a client,

“All right, son,” the sheriff said to me.
“Just routine. No offense.” He stepped
into the corridor. “Stick around. I'll be
back.” To the waiting clerk, he said,
“Take me to Mrs. Wilson’s room.”

I thought of Julia Wilson, and of Paula
Sawyer, and wondered if I should go
with the sheriff. I placed a cigarette in
my mouth, trying to decide what to do. I
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found 1 didn’t have a match, and T spotted
a booklet on the dresser. I moved across
the room, picked up the matches. As I
did so, my gaze fell on a flat key with a
brass disc attached bearing the room
number. Sixteen. I struck a match and
stared at the disc. The match burned my
fingers, and I dropped it into an ash tray.
Randall Maybrock said in a complain-
ing voice, “What was that old gaffer
getting at, Bennett? You know I was in
my room at one-thirty—is that when he
said Wilson was shot? I remember now.
I'd locked myself out, and you got me
another key from the desk clerk.”

PICKED up the key from the dresser

and held it up by the brass tag. “This
key?” T asked him. “Is this the key you
used to get back into your room?”

He looked puzzled. “Of course. You
ought to know, Bennett. You got it for
me. I used it to unlock my door, and
then I hit the bed, and I didn’t know
anything until you woke me up.”

I shook my head slowly. “You didn’t
use this key,” I said gently, and T held
up the brass disc with the number on it
for him to see. “This is the key the
clerk gave me, but it isn’t the key to
your room. The clerk was sleepy, and he
grabbed the wrong one. Your room
number is 19. This is a key to room
number 16, It never unlocked your door.”

He stared at me in bewilderment. “I
—1I don’t understand. It was the key I
used.”

I moved to the door, and inserted the
key in the lock. It went in about half way.
I coudn’t push it any further, and it
wouldn’t turn. I said to Maybrock, “You
tried to plant an alibi by pretending to
be drunker than you were, and by going
through that I-forgot-my-key act to
establish the time you returned to your
room. But you had written Jackson Wil-
son a note, and you had murder on your
mind.

“You can see the corral from your
window. When he walked out to keep the
note rendezvous, you sneaked out the door
at the end of the corridor, followed him,
and shot him in the back. Then you re-
turned here, flopped on the bed and stayed
there, pretending to be dead drunk and
still sleeping it off.”

He shook his head slowly, a look of in-
credulity on his face. “That’s fantastic,
Bennett,” he said quietly, “I never left
this room—and it was your idea to get the
key for me.”

“Saure,” T said, “but if T hadn’t volun-
teered, you would have gotten it from the
clerk—and then he would have been your
alibi. It might have worked, too, either
way—if the clerk had given out the right
key. Nobody would have known that you
had your original key with you, and used
it to get back into your room.

Maybe you didn’t even lock your door
when you went out. I don’t know. All
I know is that you didn’t re-enter your
room with this key, as you say you did.
To make your alibi good you should have
checked the number on the tag. You—"

“No,” he almost shouted at me. “You
are all wrong. I—"

“Shut up,” I broke in. “This deal with
you was phony from the first. You killed
Jackson Wilson—for a couple of reasons.
You're in love with his wife, and you're
broke. Wilson stood in your way. With
Wilson dead, his wife would get all his
money, and you figured that you and
Julia could live happily ever after. Qnly
Julia didn’t count on murder. That was
your idea.

“So you rigged up an alibi for yourself,
That note you showed me yesterday was
a fake. You wrote it to yourself, to throw
suspicion off yourself, to make me think
somebody was gunning for you. You even
wrote a note to Julia Wilson, too—to
make it look better—after you told her
about the threat you had received.

“And you followed me last night and
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shot a slug into my car, to make me
think that it tied in with the shot fired
at you. Yon shot that hole in your car
yourself. And vou sent a note to Jackson
Wilson, hoping that it would be found
after you killed him. Tt would strengthen
your alibi, you thought, and give the
impression that some unknown killer had
threatened the three of you—yourself,
Julia Wilson, and her husband.

“You attempted a nice build-up, but
it didn’t jell.” T held up the key. “This
fried your goose. I'm turning you over
to the sheriff. The charge—and I'll back
it up in court—is the premeditated mur-
der of Jackson Wilson,”

His face was red, and he appeared to
be having trouble breathing. “No. I
didn't—"

“Let’s get this over with,” I broke in
harshly. ‘“Where’s the gun you used on
Jackson Wilson?”

He moved swifter than I had expected,
and he caught me flat-footed. His hand
snaked beneath the pillow, and came out
with a blue steel revolver. “Here is the
gun,” he said softly. ‘““The gun I used on
Wilson. Stand away from the door, Ben-
nett. No hick sheriff is going to arrest
me for anything. I'm walking out of here,
and you're not going to stop me.”

I had expected him to argue and pro-
test, but he had surprised me. My little
.25 automatic was resting snugly in my
inside coat pocket, but with Maybrock’s
gun leveled at my stomach I knew I'd
never have time for a draw. I kept an eye
on his gun, and when I spoke I tried to
keep my voice steady.

“You'll never make it,”” I said.

He got slowly to his feet and stood
facing me. The gun in his hand never
wavered. “‘Step aside,” he said softly.
“In Ohio it's the chair, and they can
only burn me once. I'll shoot you like
I did Jackson. I hated him. He was
Julia’s husband, and that's plenty of
reason to hate him.”

Watching him carefully, I said, “When
you went hroke, vou forgot about Paula
Sawyer. She didn’t have any money. So
you concentrated on Julia. But why did
you ask Paula up here? As a cover-up
for your motives? To gain sympathy? As
part of your fake build-up?”

“Of course,” he sneered. “Why else?”
He waved the gun. “Move aside.”

“No,” T said.

He steadied the gun, and 1 saw the
sweat on his face, “After you kill once,
it’s easier the second time.” His voice
was almost a whisper. “If I've got to
kill you now to get out of here, I'll kill
you. It won’t bother me a bit.”

I stared at the death in his hand, and
my knees began to tremble. He was too
far away for me to make a dive for him,
and T probably couldn’t have reached him
anyhow. The gun was leveled point
blank. He couldn’t miss. There was a
desperate, wild look in his eyes. He'd
made the decision to shoot, and I saw his
finger tighten over the trigger.

There came a gentle rapping at the
door.

Maybrock’s eyes filled with sudden
terror, but his gaze never left my face.
There was an instant’s silence, and I took
a long, long chance.

“Come in,” I yelled loudly.

Maybrock crouched, and swung toward
the door as it opened. He had waited an
instant too long. Now there were two of
us, and he backed away, undecided.

Jeff Cantrell said, ‘“Pardner—"” He
stopped, his cool eyes on the gun in May-
brock’s hand.

“C-close the door,” Maybrock choked
out.

“Why, sure,” Cantrell said easily. With
the heel of one boot he kicked the door
shut. I saw that his bone-handled .44
was tucked beneath the waistband of his
trousers. He smiled at me.

“Take it easy, pardner, That dude
clerk told me you were in this room.
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Good thing T stopped by. We'll handle
this hombre. What's ailing him? Liquor
loco?”

“He killed Jackson Wilson,” T said.
My voice was a croak in my throat. “He
was fixing to kill me. He wants to try
a get-away.”

“Well, well.” Cantrell gazed at May-
brock with an amused expression. “Put
up that gun, son,” he said pleasantly.

Maybrock’s big hody beran to tremble,
and his lips twitched. Abruptly he lost
all control. “Die, damn you !” he screamed,
and his gun swung on Cantrell.

Reflex action caused me to duck and
dive for the cover of a chair. Even as I
lunged forward, T saw Cantrell’s hand
slap his waisthand lightly, and the long-
barreled .44 jumped clear, booming flame.
I never heard Maybrock’s gun—I don’t
think he had time to fire.

All T know is that the room rocked
with the hammering blast of the big .44.
Maybrock’s body seemed to leap back-
wards, his right arm dangling like a
broken branch. His gun thudded to the
floor, and he crashed into the bed.

Jeff Cantrell stood still, a faint smile on
his leathery face, his eyes bright and alert.
Blue smoke curled from his gun.

I stood up straight, and wiped the sweat
from my face. “Thanks,” I breathed.
“That sure was a fast draw.”

“Hell, it was slow,” Cantrell said care-
lessly. With a tied-down holster it's a
heap faster.”” He grinned at me. “But I

figured it'd he fast enough for a dude.”
He blew into the muzzle of the gun.
“Want me to fetch the sheriff, pardner?”

I heard a shout outside in the corridor.
“He's coming,” T said.

Randall Mavbrack was slumped on his
knees hy the bed. Just above his right
elbow T saw a neat hole in his coat. It
was already oozing a little blood. Cant-
rell’s hullet had struck him exactly in
the center of his arm. T said to Cantrell,
“We'll skip that can-shooting date in the
morning. I know you can do it.”

The door opened, and Sheriff Sam Yost
stepped quickly into the room. “I heard
a shot—"

Randall Maybrock stared at the three
of us wildly.

x * L

T never collected any fee from Randall
Maybrock. He died in the electric chair
at Columbus for the murder of Jackson
Wilson. But I did collect from Julia
Wilson. She wore attractive black mourn-
ing clothes for the customary year, and
then she married a young tennis player
from New Jersey.

Jeff Cantrell still works for the Western
Lodge, and in the fall we go pheasant
hunting together. Paula Sawyer married
a young pediatrician from Youngstown.
The last I heard they had three kids. I
never met Mildred, the Wilson’s maid,
at the beer joint. Maybe she married
Chester. I don’t know.

THE END

CRIME QUIRKS

One convict earned $1I,000 in Ham-
mond, Ind., prison in a year drawing car-
toons—more money than he had made
while staging holdups.

¢ ¢ o

Salt Lake City’s Park Commissioner,
Fred Tedesco, reported to police that two
hundred and twenty-five square feet of
lawn in Fairmont Park had disappeared.

It apparently was a very honest person
with a very compelling sweet tooth who
broke into the neat candy store of a wo-
man near Hamilton Field, Cal. She
came to work one morning to find a bro-
ken window and two bars of candy miss-
ing—but by the candy case was a five-dol-
lar bill.

H H.
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One little tap would
have been enough. . . .

Everything was a joke
to traveling salesman Cabat . . .
until he met the hick with a treasure—

and sold himself short.

‘ N THEN 1 pulled cut of Escanaba
early this morning, 1 planned to
spend the night at the Nicolet

Hotel in Green Bay, Wisconsin. And here
I am. Only, T bhad thonght 1 would be
down 1n one of the sample rooms kibitzing
at the pinochle game, or maybe having a
few short, sociable ones with the boys at
the bar. But, instead, I am sitting in my
hungry hotel room writing a story on the

cheap stationery they provide in this fire-
trap.

Dick C. Cabat is my name, and I am a
traveling salesman by profession. Perhaps
I should be traveling right at this mo-
ment, traveling like crazy.

But somehow, I feel that 1 have to
write down, as well as I can remember it,
all that happened today between me and a
Mr. Gillespie. And I will say, by way of
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introduction, that I wish to the pattron
saint of traveling men that this was not a
true story and that I had never heard of
this Mr. Gillespie or the town of Thebes,
Wisconsin.

I started out today, giving myself a
pretty good piece of territory to cover.
Well, you know how it is on the road.
Some days you get the breaks and some
days, no. The buyer you want to see may
be out or his ulcer may be troubling him
or you've got to wait around and wait
around. That's the bad part about being
a traveling man.

But this day—TI mean: today, so many
crazy things have happened in this one to-
day that I keep thinking they all hap-
pened a long, long time ago—I got the
breaks, all right. Everyone I wanted to
see was in, and they all went for the Plas-
tifabco products in a big way. I made bet-
ter time than I'd expected to, and I had a
pocketful of orders, away over the mark
I'd set for myself.

Now, when it's getting on to late after-
noon, and the road is clear, and you've
made all your calls, and got a stack of
orders from rated accounts to show for it,
that’s a mighty good feeling, like a kid
taking his first sprint in a new pair of
tennies. You drive along fast, singing at
the top of vour voice.

That’s the way I felt. T know a lot of
traveling men who make their quota and
then drive along figuring up their com-
missions in their heads, and thinking of
where they can go to sell some more. But,
not me. I have always contended that if
you can’t have some fun traveling, then
get off the road and go get a job in a can-
ning factory.

So there I was, barreling it for Green
Bay, maybe 70, 80 miles away. When you
drive along the highway, do you ever won-
der where those little county trunks lead
to? That's the way with me. I like a lot
of laughs, but there’s a little of the philos-
onher.in me. ton.

Well, I came to this sign saying,
“County Trunk BB. Thebes, 7 mi.” So
I turned off the highway toward Thebes,
wherever the hell that is.

Don’t ask me why. I've done that kind
of thing before. Impulse, I guess. Or
maybe the philosopher in me. Or maybe
every salesman has an idea he’s going to
stumble on an Agffl account in some
out-of-the way place, that no one's ever
called on Defore.

Anyway, there I was in Thebes. And,
take it from me, Thebes has seen better
days, much better days. There are a lot of
towns like it that are in what used to be
the logging country ; boom towns once, but
just gasping now.

You know what I mean: most of the
windows broken or boarded up, every-
thing tumbledown, weeds in the cracks of
the sidewalks. Well, Thebes was typical
of these towns; except that in most of
them there are some slight signs of life,
but there didn’t seem to be any in Thebes.

I should have turned my car around and
blown out of there. But, no. I saw a gen-
eral store with the name ‘‘Peters & Gil-
lespie” printed in fancy script on the win-
dows. I pulled up in front of it, mounted
the stairs that led to the store porch—
wouldn’t you know it had a porch?—and
walked in.

This store was a laugh. It smelled like
a spice cabinet, only mustier. The stock
was right out of 1910, right down to the
high-button shoes and buggy whips. Pet-
ers & Gillespie had everything but a clien-
tele : these big, fancy thread cabinets, hand
coffee grinders, peavies, lumberman’s
boots, fedora hats, and what have you.
Even spats.

I thought, wait until I run into some
young punk just starting out on the road.
“Hey, you ever called on Peters & Gil-
lespie up in Thebes? No? Well, you're
missing a good bet; they're big users.”

Picture a plastic apron salesman in a
forsaken place like that. But there I was,
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Dick C. Cabat, the fun-loving philosopher.

I DIDN'T hear anyone come in, so I got

a little shock when a crackly voice
peeped up, “What can I do for you, sir?”
I turned before he had finished and, if I
hadn’t seen the words coming out of his
mouth, I'd have sworn it was one of these
wax statues.

“Mr. Peters?”

“Mr. Gillespie, Mr. Peters is dead,” the
old gent said. He was scrawny and fragile-
looking, without any teeth and, wouldn’t
you know, he was wearing a wing collar
and one of those shiny black coats, among
other antiques.

I am one for kidding around a little, and
the whole atmosphere in the place was so
ominous, so I handed him one of my call-
ing cards, and said, “My card, sir” as if 1
was challenging him to a duel.

The old man took my card and, holding
it at arm’s length in front of him, said,
“Mr. Dick C. Cabat, 1s it?”

“The very same, sir,” I said, and I felt
a little queazy when 1 took the cold, bony
hand he extended to me.

Then he said he didn't think he was in
the market to buy anything, but he would
look at my line anyway, “out of cour-
tesy.”

When 1 went out to the car to get my
sample grip, I should have hopped in and
cleared out of there. That was the normal
thing to do because the old man gave me
the creeps, and this had all the earmarks
of a sheer waste of time. But, no. [
brought my samples in, and spread them
out over some bolts of dusty yard goods.

I guess the old gent, Mr. Gillespie,
never saw any plastics before because he
kept smelling of them, and rubbing them
together, and even listening to them. I got
the feeling that he was stalling, so I said,
“Well, how about it?”

“These are very fascinating products,
but I'm afraid they’re more in Mr, Peters’
province. He generally did the buying in

that line. He understood materials.”

“Oh,” 1 said, “ain’t it a shame Mr,
Peters ain’t here?”

“Mr. Peters is dead.”

“So you told me once before,” I said,
starting to put my samples back in the
grip. “Well, it's been great fun meeting
you, Mr. Gillespie. Maybe next trip—"

“But you're not leaving here already?”

“Oh, to be sure. T've got to get back on
the road,” I said.

The old gent put his feeble little hand
on my arm and said, “Please don’t go, just
yet. Stay and join me in a cup of coffee.
I beg of you.” He was close to tears, I
could see.

Then he told me how lonesome it was
for him, all alone in the store, and prac-
tically all alone in the town. And how
especially anxious he was to chew the fat
with a salesman for a spell because in the
old days they used to see, as he called us,
‘““commercial travelers” all the time, but
hardly ever any more.

The long and short of it is: I gave in.
When I agreed to have a cup of coffee
with him, he was as pleased and fAuttery
as an umbrella salesman in a wet spell
after the drought.

Mr. Gillespie lived in rooms above the
store and he led me up the stairs to them.
The living quarters were as old-fashioned
as the store, but they were neat and cheer-
ful. The lampshades had glass-bead
fringes on them. That sort of thing.

He put out a couple of cups and poured
coffee into them with a shaky hand. I
tasted mine. It was hot, strong, and like
nothing I’'ve ever tasted before. Must have
been brewed while Peters was still alive,
I thought, and T let it sit.

I Iit up a cigarette. He lit up a pipe
that smelled like old letters in an attic, and
we began to talk. That is, he began to
talk. I guess the old gent must have been
craving for someone to talk to, because he
kept rambling on, without making much
sense.
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Then he started talking about the
“treasure” he laid by in the old days, and
I perked up a little.

“QOh, things are pretty quiet now,” he
said, “but this used to be a crackerjack
of a stand in days gone by. And I've got
the treasure of those fat years stowed
away.”

“Where?
tional "’

“I'm not trusting this treasure to any
bank; not after what happened in '93. I
keep it in a valise right here, so I can keep
an eye on it.” He got up and tottered to
a closet. “Here, I'll show you.”

He opened the door and the closet was
empty, except for a big leather suitcase.

In the Thebes First Na-

“So that’s where the swag is, Mr. Gil-
lespie. Money in there?”

He just said, “Aha,” teasingly, closed
the door, and went back to the table.

Then T began figuring in my mind and
I broke in on his rambling with, “You
must get awful lonesome here, Mr. Gil-
lespie. Living here all alone, I mean.”

“Well, T wouldn't say that I live here
all alone.” '

“With your mentories? All alone with
your memories.”’

“Yes, and with my granddaughter.”

I was glad when he said that, because
there was a chance then that I could stop
thinking what I was thinking. But I had
to ask, “Where's she now?"”

“She teaches school over at Crandon;
but she comes in every weekend, to sort
of look after me.” He pulled an immense
watch out of his vest pocket. “Jessie’ll be
here in about an hour and a half. She’s a
fine girl.”

He went on about his granddaughter,
but my mind was riveted to that suitcase
full of money in the closet. Now, I am
a good, law-abiding citizen but, when
some one sets up a perfect deal for you,
then that’s almost too much to turn your
back on. An hour and a half, he said.
That was plenty of time.

IGURING it all out, I didn't see how

I could come out the loser. The old
gent was practically asking me to do him
in and make off with his “treasure”, as he
called it. And T didn’t have much trouble
talking myself into accommodating him.

I suddenly got weary of sleeping in
crumby hotel rooms and knocking myself
out on the road for a few bucks. Here
were the net profits of a lifctime for ten,
maybe fifteen, minutes work.

The next part T don’t like to tell about.
In lots of ways, T have trouble believing
that T was the one who did it. I remember
walking behind him and taking the poker
off the stove, and Mr. Gillespie droning
on like the sawmill he was talking about.

Well, one little tap would have been
good and enough, what with him being so
old and feeble. But, no. 1 had to— Well,
as I said, that's the part I don’t like to tell
about. Afterwards, I didn’t dare look at
him anynore.

After that was done, all T could think of
was getting the suitcase and getting out of
there as fast as I could. But I wasn't tak-
ing any chances. I went around and re-
membered what I'd touched: the cup, the
chair I'd been sitting in, the stove poker,
and all those things.

I wiped them clean of whatever finger-
prints may have been on them. I even
emptied my cigarette butts into my pocket,
and marveled at the tinie at how thorough
T was.

Then I went to the closet and tried to
lift the old man'’s treasure chest. It was so
heavy that I could lift it only about an
inch off the floor. I got worried about it,
and 1 guess I started to cry. But then [
found I could drag it. So I did. The sweat
was dripping off the tip of my nose and
I was wondering what would happen first:
my back break in two, or my arms come
clean out of their sockets.

I dragged it to the car, tipped it up on
end, and then tipped it into the trunk.
Once I'd struggled it into the trunk of my
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car, ] stopped crying, and I didn’t care if
it was full of gold doubloons or jelly beans,
just so I had it.

I ran back into the store, picked up my
sample case, tock a quick look around, and
beat it to the car.

I had only one idea: to,get as far away
from Thebes as I could, as fast as I could.
According to what the old man had said,
this granddaughter Jessie was due home
in about half an hour now.

So I piled out of there, all tensed up.
After a while on the main highway, I be-
gan to relax a little and I'd play a little
game, looking at the rear view mirror and
counting the telephone poles that kept add-
ing up between the old man and me.

After a while it began o rain, and then
the rain changed to sleet, and the roads
began to take ice. So I bad to go slower;
but I didn’t mind because I was pretty
well along now and, if the roads up around
Thebes were closed off, I figured, that
suited me fine,

Then I got to thinking about that old
leather suitcase in my trunk, or rather
about the contents of it. I remembered
that the old man had never actually said
there was money in it and I began to won-
der. It worked on me and I had to stop
and find out for sure,

I sprung the locks on the old valise
with the jack-handle. There was treasure
in it, all right. Big rolls of silver dollars

and some of twenty-dollar gold pieces—
that's what made it so heavy—and neat
stacks of the long green, most of them the
big size like they used to have. I still don’t
know if the loot is good or bad for me. It
doesn’t matter, much.

When I got to Green Bay, I locked the
trunk with the suitcase in it, and I parked
the car in an All-Night. In the hotel, I
asked about the roads and they said that
it was impossible to get through.

Well, that is how things stand up to
this moment. I have put down everything
that happened just as faithfully as I can,
considering that I am not a writer, but a
traveling man.

I have told what happened to the old
man ; but what will happen to me now is
another question. I suppose that if some-
one came into this hotel room right now
and saw me writing this all out while
bawling like a baby and with tears run-
ning down my cheeks, why, that would
hand them a big laugh. Well, there’s a
big joke, all right; and it’s on me.

I said before, like I was challenging the
old gent to a duel. I challenged him and
I lost, because now all I can see is one
little gesture of Mr. Gillespie, over and
over again: reading my calling card and
then putting it in the pocket of his shiny
black coat. Reading my calling card and
then putting it in the pocket of his shiny
black coat.
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NOovelelie of a Gun-3ny Hers

Rick Lochinvar broke oul his tin suit and staried
dodging hot lead—all because
a blonde stowaway wanted to
get into San Quentin,

By DONN
MULLALLY

He leaped after her,
grabbed her arm and
hung on.




A BULLET
FOR BABY

CHAPTER ONE
Blonde Trouble

ICK CASTRO saw her first when
R she loped aboard the ferry, E!

Prado, one jump ahead of the Old
Man’s “Cast Off” whistle. She was young
and blonde, and curved where this was a
good idea. Her eyes were very large,
which made her other features hardly
count at all; her nose and mouth, tiny.
She was wearing a powder-blue suit and
elevated shoes. She looked cold, and a
little frightened.

Rick watched the girl disappear up the
stairwell in the direction of the coffee shop
on the upper deck. He saw Swanson gap-
ing after her too.

“What’s that all about?” the Swede
deckhand grinned.

Rick Castro shrugged, and got busy
with the lines, The ramp was cranked
clear of the deck, and the E!l Prado shim-
mied out of the ferry slip and started on
her twenty-three-minute cruise to San
Quentin Point.

As soon as he and Swanson had secured
that end of the ferry, Nick wandered to
the other end and camped at the rail. He
had time on his hands to wonder about the
girl. There was nothing new or absorbing
in the scenery. A high overcast dripped
down on San Francisco Bay; the usual
sharp, westerly wind kicking up a small
chop in the gray water.

Ahead, Mount Tamalpais seemed to be
holding its own with the fog, ripping it to
let some sunlight through on the northern
arm of the Bay, the Marin Islands, the
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State prison. Back on Point Richmond,
the slip they were leaving, fog still hung
low enough on the hills to spook up the
big, white, oil storage tanks.

Huddled in his old Navy pea coat, Rick
could understand the girl looking cold.
Which was all he understood. What was
she doing out here, in that outfit, on foot?

This was a car ferry. The Richmond
slip was at the end of a long road that
wound through a sand-and-gravel pit and
the oil refinery. People didn’t just walk
out there to go for a boat ride.

The slip at San Quentin Point was in
the front yard of the prison. This wasn’t
a regular visiting day over there, and if
she was going to San Rafael she had a
long hike ahead of her to make connection
with the bus lines. Those shoes and her
hobble skirt would be no help.

Of course, if she played her cards right
in the coffee shop, she might bum a ride.

Rick was curious enough about how
she’d work this out to watch for her when
they got in at San Quentin. She wasn’t in
any of the cars that drove off the ferry.

After the last car left, a couple of prison
guards with tommy-guns came down the
stairwell, leading a raggedly organized
group of fresh cons up from Los Angeles
on the night train. They’d been brought
out to the ferry in taxis, had been herded
together in the lee of the glass windbreak
on the upper deck. There were more
guards with ready guns.

Rick watched them straggle ashore and
climb into trucks sent down from the
prison. These drafts of prisoners from
the south always reminded him of his first
days in the Navy, being shoved around
boot camp by a Tunney-fish petty officer.
He didn’t think the cons looked any more
beat or bewildered than those raw recruits.

The girl was the last one down the
stairs. She followed the men as far as the
rail of the ferry; stopped a few feet from
Ricl, her eyes and what was in them still
walking beside one of those guys.

Rick looked at her, then at the cons.
No one seemed to be straining his neck to
catch a last look at her. No one waved
before he climbed into the trucks.

The eastbotind cars began to funnel into
the ferry. Rick touched the girl’s arm. It
felt hard, cold.

“I'm sorry, miss,” he said. “I'll have
to ask you to go to the upper deck. There
are cars coming in here. It's dangerous.”

The prison trucks were gone. Her eyes
were fixed on the road where she’'d seen
them turn out of sight toward the gray
buildings.

Rick tugged at her arm again, said,
“Lady—please!"

She let go of the rail, and her arm was
suddenly spongy in Rick’s hand. She
winced as though he were hurting her,
pulled away from him and walked stiff-
legged to the stairs. Rick saw Swanson
leering across the ramp at him. Before the
girl was out of earshot, Swede said:

“How you doin’? Makin’ any time?”

Rick said, “No. Want to try your
luck ?”

Swanson laughed, and they went to
work directing cars aboard the ferry so
the vessel rode trimm in the water. The
Old Man sounded off with a warning
whistle from the pilot house.

It didn't take Rick the whole return trip
to Point Richmond to make up his mind
about the girl. Her guy had been in that
draft of prisoners from L. A. She’'d had
to see him once more before he started
wearing prison clothes. Louve, he told him-
self. The big, flaming kind.

Now, she could go home and start
sweating out the time he’d be doing. Or,
maybe, she’d find herself a job here so she
could run over and see him every visiting
day. There were plenty of dames doing
just that.

SHE was down, standing as far forward
as she could get, ten minutes before
they were due in the ferry slip at Rich-
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mond. Easthound, there was only the
wind the I/ Prado made at her rugged
five knots. Only enough to flutter the
girl’s blue suit, make her hold onto her
straw flowered heanie. She shouldn’t
have been cold. But she shivered in little
spasms.

Rick went to his station at the winch,
The tide was giving the Old Man a bad
time as he started the approach to the
slip. Tt tried to swing them around for
a broadside landing. Rick heard the Old
Man ring the engine-room for Full Astern,
and saw the water boil past the hull. The
El Prado shuddered, clawing lor headway.

Rick glanced at the girl—where she’d
been standing. She'd moved, while he was
criticizing the skipper’s seamanship, had
stepped over the chain strung across the
car port and was out on the open deck,
with nothing between her and the churn-
ing water except three feet of planking.

The way she was almost
crouched, Rick knew what was coming
next.

He leaped alter her, grabbed her arm
and hung on. “lLady,” he said, “You're
breakin’ a company rule. You'll have to
stay in back of this cham.”

She struggled momentarily.

“There’s another rule, too,” he smiled
thinly. “We don’t allow people to commit
suicide off our {ront porch.”

She stopped fighting, stood where she
was, her chin tilted away from him,

“Okay,” Rick said, “if that’s how it has
to be.” He picked her up, set her down
on his side of the chain. She was off and

tensed,

running toward the stairway, her face hid-
den from him. 1le heard Swanson chuck-
ling.

“There’s another rule you forgot, Cas-
tro. Don’t handle the lady customers!”

“It wasn't my idea,” snapped Rick.,

On his second try, the skipper made a
perfect approach. The ramp was cranked
down, and cars started bumping onto the
pier. Rick waited to see the girl leave.

She didn't.
Swanson cracked, “It looks like we've

got a stowaway.”

Rick said, “Yeah. Why don’t you go
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find her and put her in irons, Swanson?”’

Swanson shook his head. “She’s your
department, Castro. You find her.”

He didn’t have to. She found him ...
after they were under way again for San
Quentin Point. She came up behind him.
He knew who it was, knew she was there,
before she touched his arm, said, “I—I
beg your pardon.”

Rick was leaning on the rail, trying to
work up some interest in a couple of fish-
ing boats off the Marin Islands. He
glanced at the girl, growled; “Didn’t you
get your money’s worth on the last trip?”

“I wanted to talk to you,” she said, “to
thank you.”

“Okay,” he said. “You're welcome.”
He saw she was pouting. “What’s the
matter?”” he asked. “I spoil the speech
you had in mind?”

She smiled a little, bleakly. “As a mat-
ter of fact, you did.”

Rick turned his back on the rail. “All
right,” he said. “If you'll feel better, let’s
hear it.”

“It doesn’t seem important now,” she
said, with a vague, fluttery gesture of her
hands. “But I do want you to know I am
deeply grateful to you for—I might have
been...” She looked at the ¢old, greenish
water slipping past them, shuddered,
reached out to steady herself on the rail.
Rick saw she was wearing a wedding band
and solitaire.

He didn’t have anything to do for ten
minutes, so he said, “Your husband was
one of those men we took over to Quen-
tin this morning, wasn't he?"”

”

Her eyes became glazed, at least as far
away as the sprawling stone buildings of
the prison. “Yes,"” she said.

“What's he in for, what did he do?”

“He's supposed to have murdered a
woman,”’ she replied.

“You don’t think he did.”

She shook her head. “No.”

“I understand they don’t have anything
but innocent men at Quentin,” said Rick.

“Of course, your husband wouldn’t tell
you he'd killed this woman, but . ..”
Rick Castro expected the girl to shove
off right then. However, she was moving
her head negatively again. “He didn’t tell
me anything,” she said. “He hasn’t spok-
en to me since . . . since he confessed.”

RICK swung around on the rail, so he

was looking at her levelly. “Your
husband confessed, but you believe he's in-
nocent. Aren't you carrying faith a long
way?”

“I know he didn't do it,” she said, her
chin firm.

“What’s your husband’s name?” asked
Rick. “Maybe I read about him in the
paper.”

“Arthur Lambert.” She almost whis-
pered the name,

Rick nodded. “Yeah,” he said. “I re-
member. He’s the private eye who shot
that Hollywood party girl. About a month
ago? Wasn't his story, this babe was put-
ting the squeeze on him to leave you—or
else?”

She bobbed her head silently.

“And in the meantime,” Rick went on,
“‘he hasn’t spoken to you?”

“No. Not at all.”

“He wouldn't even look at you this
morning, right?”

“Yes,” she answered. “That’s right,
Ir...1... '

“You couldn’t take it any more,” Rick
guessed. “So you thought you’d cancel out
the whole business with a dive off the
ferry. Now you say you want to thank
me. Why? Did I' do you a favor?”

“I believe you did,” she said. “I ...
I couldn’t fight for him very well, could
LifIr...”

“Look,” Rick said. “I'm not trying to
talk you into jumping overboard, or any-
thing like that. But as long as we're kick-
ing this around, I'm curious. You talk
about fighting for him. What can you do?
Lambert confessed shooting this babe.”
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“I know,” she said. “But there must

be something 1 can do—if only he’d talk
to me.”

Rick Castro stood up from the rail, said,
“Well, kid, 1 wish you luck. It looks like
you'll need it.”

He started to leave her, but she caught
his arm. ‘“Please, Mr.—Mr.—"

“The name’s Castro. Rick Castro.”

“You-—you must know men who work
inside the—the prison, Mr. Castro.”

“Yeah, I know a few,” Rick acknowl-
edged. “What's on your mind?”

“T just wondered if it would be possible
to send a message to my husband. I mean,
without getting anyone in trouble.”

“Sure,” smiled Rick. ‘“There’s nothing
to it. You write a letter and mail it to
him.”

“No. I mean, a more personal message.
Perhaps someone could tell him . ..”

She dropped her eyes to the purse she’d
been mauling nervously. ‘“He sent word
by his attorney that I wasn’t to try to con-
tact him in any way. He wouldn’t accept
my letters.”

“What’s going to make him change his
mind at this late date, Mrs. Lambert?”

“T... I don’t know.” She fumbled at
the clasp on her purse, opened it and
snatched a small, damp-looking handker-
chief. She dabbed her eyes, started to say
something else to Rick; then turned and
walked rapidly away from him. The last
he saw of her was her ankles disappearing
up the stairway.

CHAPTER TWO
Overdose of Chivalry

HE E! Prado was close to the San
Quentin side now, making its ap-
proach to the slip. The gray and
green buildings of the penitentiary had
taken form, as though they had been
shoved up out of the brown hill in back of
them.
Rick Castro had seen a lot of those

buildings. Ordinarily, they didn’t mean
any more to him than Mount Tamalpais,
part of the scenery. Al they did, now,
was keep him from forgetting Mrs. Lam-
bert and her killer husband.

Those people didn’t figure in his life.
Yet, here he was, identifying himself with
Mrs. Lambert, seeing those stone walls
through her eyes. Wondering how a mes-
sage could be passed through them to a
man who was probably already in the
death house—or on his way there, for
sure.

Castro beat his fists against the rail,
sware at himself. What was it with him?
Was it this dame’s big, blue eyes and
blonde hair that made him want to break
out the tin suit and white horse? It was a
good thing they were in the slip and he
had work to do.

Rick was stacking cars as they drove
aboard, when he saw Father Hagan’s
coupe bump down the ramp. He coached
the Father to a parking place in the star-
board tunnel, had a second to speak to
him before he had to do anything about
the next car.

The priest was a large, florid-faced
man, thick through the shoulders. Looked
more like a football coach than a padre.
Rick knew he divided his time between a
church in Richmond and the penitentiary,
where he was one of the chaplains. He
gave the ferry a lot of business.

Rick said, “Good morning, Father. I'd
like to talk to you as soon as we’re under
way.”

Father Hagan smiled. “Of course, Rick.
I'll stay here in the car.”

When Rick got the San Quentin end of
the ferry secured, he went back to Father
Hagan's car. The priest was reading a
little, thin, black-bound book, closed it
with a hearty snap as Rick opened the
door of the coupe and crawled in.

“All right, Rick, what’s on your mind ?”
asked Father Hagan good-naturedly. ‘“Arq
you coming to Mass, Sunday? Want to
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warn me, so I won’t faint dead away when
I see you?”

“No, Father,” grinned Rick sheepishly.
“Nothing as wild as that. There’s a girl.
I think she’s probably up in the coffee shop
now. I'm not giving a pitch for her, Fath-
er; but she's in a jam. I think you ought
to talk to her.”

“What kind of a jam, Rick?"”

“Her husband was in the draft of pris-
oners from L.A. this morning. Murder.
She rode across in the ferry with him. I
had to pull her off the rail, coming back.
She told me a little about it, and I believe
maybe you can help her.”

“We'll certainly try,” Father Hagan
said, opening the door of his coupe. “Shall
we go up? You can introduce me.”

They found her in the coffee room, sit-
ting at a table near the window. She was
riding backwards, so she could see the
penitentiary. Castro said, “This is Father
Hagan—Mrs. Lambert. He’s a prison
chaplain. He can help you, if anybody
can.”

Rick watched the priest settle his big
frame on the chair beside the girl, realized
Castro was strictly spare gear. He shuf-
fled, embarrassed ; said, “Well, T'll see you
folks later,” faded back to the coffee-shop
door. He could see Father Hagan’s black-
clad shoulders hunched forward, his red
head bobbing as he talked earnestly with
the girl.

“Okay,” Rick told himself as he went
below. “She’s off your neck now. Are
you happy ?”" He would've felt a lot better
if the answer had Deen yes.

Y THE time he'd finished his shift on
the ferry, Rick Castro was a little
beat. He had seen Mrs. Lambert drive off
with Father Hagan. They’d both had a
smile and a wave for him as the Padre’s
coupe lurched up the ramp. Everything
must have looked a lot better to Mrs. Lam-
bert.
Rick hoped so. She was overdue a de-

cent break. But the balance of his eight
hours’ toil for the San Rafael Ferry Com-
pany dragged lilee time spent in a dentist’s
waiting room. Only Rick didn’t have any-
thing like an extraction or an electric drill
to look forward to. Just a ride home to
his emnpty apartuient.

Even if he hroke the trip with a stop
for a couple of heers at the corner saloon,
it was nothing.

All at once, this wasn’t the good life.
He wanted to talk to somehody besides a
bartender. Somebody who could straight-
en him out. He necded to fall for a dame
like Mrs. Lambert! With her troubles, It
would be jolly . . . waiting for the State
of California to make her a widow.

Rick passed up the saloon, and the
beers. Went home to his three rooms in
a Federal ITousing Project on the Rich-
mond waterfront. From his windows, he
had a terrific view of a War Surplus ship-
yard rusting out in the Bay fog. A grim
trap. Tonight, he was glad that was how
it was. If Mrs. Lambert was going to
haunt him, she needed fancier surround-
ings.

He opened a couple of cans and fixed
some dinner, stacked the dishes in the
sink, thought he’d read a little, then turn
in. It didn’t work. The words in the
magazine didn’t cooperate. They just laid
there.

He threw the magazine down, looked at
the four moldy walls. The hair-oil stains
on the davenport arm ; the battered, tacky
furniture, He had to get out of there.
Maybe a bartender would beat talking to
nobody . . . or therc might even be a dame
cadging drinks for conversation.

Someone was lcaning on Rick’s door-
bell. He came out of the big chair a foot,
landed nearly running for the door. It
could be her. He was listed in the phone
book. She might want to thank him for
putting her onto Father Hagan.

Yeah, or a bum with a sad pitch for a
handout.
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He was wrong both times. There were
three people crowded on the block of
cement he called the front porch. A woman
and two men. He'd uever seen any of them
before. There was enough light from in-
side the room for him to be sure.

Rick said, “Yeah?”

One of the men was a tall, lean, hand-
some type, with dark hair and eyes. He
was wearing a baggy tweed suit, bright
green even in the dim light. He said, “Are
you Mr. Castro?”

Rick nodded. “Right. What can I do
for you?”

The man said, “May we come in and
talk to you?”

Rick regarded them suspiciously.
“What're you selling?”” he asked. “May-
be I can save you some time. There isn't
much I need.”

The other man, shorter, chunkier, with
a small, black mustache, pushed forward
a step. “We're not selling anything, Mr.
Castro,” he smiled, narrowly. “We want
to talk to you .. . about Arthur Lam-
bert.”

Rick opened the door wider for them to
troop in. “Okay,” he said. “I'm just a
little gun-shy. The last people I let in
here sang psalms to me for half an hour
before I could chase them out.”

The lady in the crowd smiled warmly
as she passed Rick. She had brown hair
and eyes, good teeth for smiling. She had
on a wine-colored suit under a big fur
wrap, looked expensive,

Rick waved his guests to chairs, said,
“I don’t know why you want to talk to
me. Except what I read in the papers, I
don’t know anything about Lambert. I
hope that’s not a big disappointment to

"

you.

The woman let her fur wrap slip from
her shoulders, showed her teeth again.
She said, “We know all about you, Mr.
Castro. You see, I'm Arthur Lambert’s
sister. This,” she indicated the shorter of
the two men, “is my husband, Harold Ad-

dams. He’s been representing my broth-
er.”

“And—" the tall character was still on
his feet, came across the room to Rick,
extending a hand—"“I'm Tony Sarboe,”
he said. “Art Lambert and I were in busi-
ness together. Partners.”

“I GUESS that makes you a private
dick,” nodded Castro. “So I won't
ask how come you know about me.”

“As a matter of fact,” said Mrs. Ad-
dams brightly, “Tony didn’t have any-
thing to do with it. When Jani—that’s my
sister-in-law—returped to the hotel this
afternoon, she told us she had met you on
the ferry and how kind you'd been, intro-
ducing her to Father Hagan.”

Rick watched Sarboe uncouple over the
big chair. He said, “Father Hagan’s a
good man. He throws a lot of weight at
Quentin.”

“That is why we’ve come to talk to you,
Mr. Castro,” smiled Mrs. Addams. “This
is a very difficult situation. I'm not sure
you understand it fully.”

“I don’t understand it at all,” com-
mented Rick. “Mrs. Lambert wants to
talk to her husband. Is there more?”

“Yes, a great deal,” said Mrs. Addams,
her face sobering. “Did Jani tell you
Arthur does not wish to see her?”

“She made a point of it,” Rick acknowl-
edged. “That’s why she wanted to kill
herself.”

Mrs. Addams gasped. “Kill herself?”

“I don’t suppose she told you how she
met me,” Rick said. “But I grabbed her,
as she was about to jump over the side.
Maybe I'm a heel to mention it.”

Mr. Addams cleared his throat. “No,”
he said, “she didn’t tell us. We're cer-
tainly indebted to you, Mr. Castro.”

“Forget it,” Rick said. “It was a crazy
idea she had. She knows better. But I
still don’t savvy what this is all about.”

“It's very simple,” declared Sarboe.
“Art does not want to see his wife. He
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doesn’t want to talk to her, listen to her.
He wants to be left alone, period.”

“During his trial, he wouldn’t even let
me use her as a witness,” added Addams
sadly. “Not that I feel she would have
been of any great value to the case, but I
don’t believe her absence from the stand
made a particularly favorable impression
on the jury.”

“You see, Mr. Castro—" Addams’ wife
had picked up the ball and was running
with it now—* Arthur feels it will be best
for Jani to get him out of her system as
soon as possible. I may be prejudiced in
my brother’s favor, Mr. Castro, but I hon-
estly think he is trying to do the most
decent thing possible in a very messy
situation.”

“Right,” Sarboe rumbled from deep in
his chair. ““I tried to argue with him once
about it and didn’t get anywhere.”

“Okay,” Rick nodded. “Lambert
doesn’t want to see his wife. What am I
supposed to do?”

Addams coughed. “Jani told us Father
Hagan was arranging an interview for
her.”

“And you wish I'd queer it,” snorted
Rick. “You don’t know the padre. If he
promised the girl a chance at her husband,
she’ll get it. I'm not man enough to
change his mind for him.”

“You won’t help us, then?” Mrs. Ad-
dams’ face puckered in a perplexed frown.

“T can’t,” said Rick. “I don’t have that
kind of suction with the Father. Offhand,
I'd say Lambert will have to steel himself
to an interview with his wife. Frankly, if
that was the worst he had to look forward
to, he’d be the luckiest joker in the San
Quentin death house.”

Rick’s three guests were on their feet.
Mrs. Addams had drawn her fur tight
around her throat, as though she were
suddenly cold—or was afraid her mink
would be contaminated by that flea-bitten
davenport, She said a very chilly, “Good
night,"” as she led the parade out.

Sarboe was the last out, He said, “We
don’t blame you, old man.”

Rick shrugged. “It wouldn’t make a bit
of difference to me—or Lambert—if you
did.”

E HAD a rough night. He couldn’t
sleep. Every time he closed his eyes,
he'd see Jani Lambert’s scared, cold face,
He’d talked pretty rugged to her. Every-
body seemed to be kicking her around for
her own good. It was fine to build charac-
ter, but sometimes it might be a good idea
to try a little understanding.

Sure, Mrs. Addams was a hundred per
cent right. What her brother was doing
was probably in Jani’s interest. It was
tough on him, too. But wouldn’t it have
been a hell of a lot better, Rick thought, if
just once Lambert had taken time out
from being a noble-type heel, long enough
to explain to Jani Lhow he felt, what he
felt?

It was a stupid way for Rick to keep
himself awake ; but he lay there for hours,
writing dialogue in his mind for Art Lam-
bert. What ke, Rick, would have said to
Jani.

It wasn't easy. Most of it set up as
pure soap opera. He finally wore him-
self out, slept fitfully until the alarm
sounded off.

He sat on the edge of his bed, holding
his head. He couldn’t have felt worse if
he'd been on an all-night bat. His stomach
was jumping.

Rick pulled on his working clothes and
shuffled to the kitchen, brewed a pot of
coffee. He scalded his mouth trying to
drink it; too hot. He didn’t feel any bet-
ter. The weather man was no help, had
delivered a gray, overcast morning. Rick
could hear foghorns on the Bay. They
sounded like they had their troubles, too.
He got his car and drove to work.

He was okay as long as he was busy—
but those intervals while they were under
way were strictly murder. He had time to
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think, to look at Quentin. He knew that
was a bad idea, but he couldn’t stop, had
to wonder what it was with Lambert over
there behind those high walls. How would
Lambert be when he faced Jani? Would
she be any better off for seeing him?

Every time they pulled into the Rich-
mond slip, Rick was alert for Father
Hagan's car. He'd almost sold himself a
bill of goods. Maybe he had no business
telling the Father what to do about Jani
Lambert. But, at least, he ought to let
Hagan know what to expect when those
two people met. In a way, Rick told him-
self, he was responsible.

It was nearly ten o’clock before Father
Hagan’s coupe bumped aboard the car
deck of the E! Prado, the first customer
in line for that trip. Rick waved him
through to the other end of the tunnel,
yelled at Swanson to take over, and trot-
ted after the padre’s car.

Father Hagan was just setting the hand
brake when Rick caught up with him. His
face seemed a little gray, to Rick, the line
of his mouth, hard.

Rick smiled through the car window at
him. “Good morning, Father. I've been
waiting for you.”

The Father shook his head bleakly. “A
terrible thing, isn’t it, Rick?"” he said. “I
couldn’t believe it.”

Rick frowned. “What do you mean,
Father?”

“The young lady you introduced me to

yesterday. Mrs. Lambert. You know,
don’t you? It was in the morning paper.”

Rick grasped the Father’s shoulder. “I
haven't seen a paper. What happened to
her?”

Father Hagan sighed, handed a folded
daily through the car window to Rick. He
was silent as Rick opened the paper,
stared at the headlines.

Castro had to read the lead on the story
twice before he could make himself real-
ize the people named were real; he'd
talked to them yesterday. Mrs. Addams
was dead. According to the newspaper
report, she’d been beaten about the head
with a heavy lamp-base. Jani Lambert
was in the Emergency Hospital, hanging
on the edge of death from an overdose of
sleeping tablets.

The two women had been discovered in
Jani’s room at a Berkeley hotel by Harold
Addams. He had wakened in the night,
found his wife not in the bed, had gone
through the adjoining bath into Jani’s
room. Addams, the paper said, was in a
state of nervous collapse, also in the hos-
pital. The Berkeley police were satisfied
Jani had killed her sister-in-law, then at-
tempted to take her own life with an over-
dose of drugs.

Rick folded the paper carefully, passed
it back to Father Hagan. He was trying
to think, pick up the pieces. It was like
grabbing handfuls of Bay fog. He heard
Father Hagan say something about being
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sorry, pulled himsell together enough to
nod, “Yeah, Father. Thanks. Loock, I'll
be seeing you.”

He ran the length of the boat. The
ramp was just being cranked up. He
leaped on it, scrambled to the dock.

Swanson yelled at him as he passed,
“Hey, Castro! Where you goin’?”

Rick didn’t bother to answer. He
sprinted down the pier to where his car
was parked. He beat the old boiler over
the road snaking through the Richmond
hills; oil refineries, gravel pits and other
points of interest. Je wasn’t sure what he
expected to accomplish, or i he’d have a
job when he got back to the El Prado.

But he cussed out every stoplight that
slowed him down hetween Richmond and
Berkeley. Strictly Iochinvar in a ’'38
coupe. Or maybe he was more like that
Spanish joker, Don Quixote. . . .

CHAPTER THREE

Putting on the Squeeze

ICK ground to a big stop at the
R desk of the Emergency Hospital.

An old, gray-haired lady with store
teeth and a black sack suit blew the whis-
tle on him. She had to muddle around on
the phone, before she gave him the word
to go on. The suspicious way she looked
at him while she was on the phone was no
nerve tonic for Rick. But she fnally
squeezed out an anemic smile, told him to
go to Room 314.

Rick said, “Thanks,” and hurried down
the corridor to an elevator. e could al-
most feel the old girl's eyes branding his
back.

The door of Room 314 was shut, with
a “No Visilors” sign on it, which Rick
ignored. He knocked, and the door was
opened by a young guy about Rick's build
—a hundred and eighty-five pounds, well-
assembled, wide shoulders. He was wear-
ing a gray suit, looked like a doctor.

Rick asked, “Can I see her, Doc?”

The young guy smiled faintly, but
opened the door.

“Come in, Castro.”

Rick was monientarily blinded by the
glare of light off the white walls. Even
half-blind, he could tell there was some-
thing very sour about this. The tall hos-
pital bed was occupied, but not by Jani
Lambert.

Harold Addams was sitting up in the
bed. There were dark, liverish circles un-
der his eyes, and he needed a shave. The
hospital jacket didn’t quite cover him. He
had a fine pelt of hlack hair on his arms
and chest.

Tony Sarboe sprawled in an easy chair
in one corner of the room. Standing beside
the bed was another character, almost bald,
who looked more like a corpse than Ad-
dams. His lips thin, white as the rest of
his face. He nodded at Castro. “Sit
down. Get to you later.”

Rick found a straight chair, tilted it
against the wall. Sarhoe was smoking a
cigarette. It scemed like a good idea.
Rick had a cigarette, but no matches. As
he was searching his pockets, the young
guy who had et him into the room came
over, snapped a lighter in front ol Rick’s
face.

He said, “We're Berkeley police, Cas-
tro. Homicide detail.”

Rick managed a weak grin. “I'm glad
to hear it,” he said. **When your friend
said he'd get to me in a minute, I thought
maybe he meant he wanted to sharpen up
his carving technique.” )

The young cop chuckled. “I thought so.
You should have seen the expression on
your face.”

“Okay,” the other inspector said, rub-
bing bony fingers over his bald head.
“Let’s pick this up. Mrs. Lambert must
have had some reason for killing your
wife. Do you have any ideas?”

-Addams rolled nervously on the big hos-
pital pillow. His voice sounded far away,
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like he was under the pillow.. “No, I
haven’t. Always thought . . . they were
very close.”

“Why did you and your wife come to
Berkeley with Mrs. Lambert?” the little
cop wanted to know.

“My wife’s brother , . . Art . ... Jani
wanted to settle somewhere near while he
was at San Quentin. Donna and I were
going on to Sacramento . . . see the gov-
ernor . . . about a stay of execution.”

“To your knowledge, the two women
weren’t battling ?”

“No, Inspector. We had dinner togeth-
er last night. Everything . . . seemed all
right.”

Rick watched the little cop jam his
hands in his coat pockets, turn and walk
to the window. He rocked up on his toes,
like he was peering over the sill. He said,
“Out of a clear sky, Mrs. Lambert beats
your wife’s brains out with a lamp base.
That’s for the birds, Addams.”

Rick Castro cleared his throat. “Look,”
he said. “Why don’t you ask Mrs. Lam-
bert about it?”

The younger detective shook his head.
“We would, Castro. But she’s still hopped
to the eyes.”

Sarhoe crossed his long legs. “Maybe I
can throw you an idea, Inspector,” he
sighed.

The little guy whirled from the window,
said, “We're wide open. Why do you
think Mrs. Lambert did it?”

Sarboe made a vague gesture with his
hands. “I'm afraid it may have been my
fault,” he said bleakly. “I came up here
just to be on hand in case there was any-
thing I could do. Art and I were in busi-
ness together for a good many years. I
felt very close to everyone concerned.
Now, I wish I'd stayed home—definitely,
if I'm right about this.

6T AST night Harold, Donna and I
were having a late drink in the
hotel cocktail lounge. Jani—Mrs. Lam-

bert—had gone to bed early. I happened
to pass a remark, and I wish now I'd cut
my throat.

“Remember, Harold?” He was talking
to Addams across the foot of the hospital
bed. “Remember, I said I had a weird
hunch on that killing down South? Why
Art was so adamant about not seeing his
wife?"”

Addams nodded his head feebly.

“I said,” Sarboe went on, “I'd begun to
wonder if Art didn’t believe, by confessing
the murder of Nadine Brent, he was tak-
ing the rap for Jani.

“Here's what I meant. Art knew Na-
dine Brent over quite a period of time.
She was raising hell, insisted he break up
his marriage. She'd told Art that unless
he made things clear to Jani, she would.
I know, because the guy talked to me
about it.

“Okay. Nadine Brent decides she's
waited long enough. She calls Jani, has
her come over for a showdown. The girls
stage a hassel and Nadine is shot. Art
finds the body, realizes what’s happened.
He blames himself for making Jani a
killer. Under those circumstances, the only
right thing for him to do is take her place
in the gas chamber. So he confesses.”

Tony Sarboe fumbled through the pock-
ets of his tweed jacket for a cigarette,
chain-lit it before he continued. “I said
something like that last night. Of course,
I tried to qualify it as only a wild guess.”

The small detective nodded. “Then, you
figure, after the party broke up in the
cocktail bar, Mrs., Addams waited until
her husband was asleep, went in and con-
fronted her sister-in-law with what you've
just told us. It was too close to the truth;
Jani was frightened, trapped. Acting on
impulse, she killed Mrs. Addams with the
lamp base; then realized what she’d done,
took sleeping pills.”

Sarboe shifted his cigarette to the cor-
ner of his mouth, puffed thoughtfully for
a moment. “It looks like I'm stuck with
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saying yes, although I don’t like to.”

There was a big lag in the conversa-
tion. Rick could sense that Jani Lam-
bert had a leg on a chair in the gas cham-
ber.

The young cop said, ‘“Castro, the re-
ceptionist said you were asking for Mrs.
Lambert. You claimed to be a friend of
hers. How about that?”

“I was only lying a little, Inspector,”
said Rick apologetically. “I met Mrs.
Lambert for the first time yesterday. I
read about her trouble in the paper, and
thought I ought to see if there was any-
thing I could do.” He stood up, pointing
himself toward the door. “From what
I've heard,” he added, “I think you can
get along without me.”

Nobody pleaded with him to stay. . ..

Rick Castro got his heap, drove one
short block to a parking place where he'd
be able to watch the front entrance of the
hospital. He saw the police inspectors
come out and drive away, pretty nurses,
and some with legs that looked like a
piano in white stockings. It was nearly
an hour before Tony Sarboe left the hos-
pital.

Rick jumped out of his car and met the
Hollywood detective at the sidewalk. He
said, “Tony, there’s a small matter we
have to discuss.”

Sarboe eyed him suspiciously. “What
do you mean?”

“A deal, Tony—if you want me to buy
that story you told the cops. I didn’t
queer it for you up in the room, because
I figured you were a guy I could deal
with. You or Addams—whichever one of
you actually killed his old lady. Jani Lam-
bert and her husband mean nothing to
me. I could forget I ever heard of them
for—well, make it easy on you. Ten
grand.”

Sarboe’s face darkened. “You know I
can have you thrown in the can for black-
mail, don’t you?”

“I'm real worried,” snorted Rick, “I

could tell the little, bald-headed cop how
anxious Jani Lambert was to speak to her
husband. How she tried to kill herself
when he walked off the ferry without ac-
knowledging her. Why would a dame
who had the best reason in the world to
know her husband was taking a bum rap
for her be so anxious to talk to him?
Like I hear those private eyes on the
radio say, it don't figure!”

Sarboe’s lean face set in a hard mask.
“You'd better stop listening to the radio,”
he said, walking away from Rick.

“You and Addams talk it over,” Rick
called after him. “You know where to
find me. Take your time. But don’t run
it in the ground.”

HE HAD to stand still for a chewing

from the Old Man when he got back
to the ferry. It was an expert job. The
old boy stomped around the pilot house,
waving his arms, his face red and swollen
as though he were choking on his collar.
“Your record’s good, Castro, or I'd throw
you off right now. Go below and get to
work.”

Swanson had a fat leer for Rick when
he appeared on the car deck. ‘“““I thought
maybe you'd run off and got married,”
he said.

“I would’'ve asked you first,” growled
Rick, going to his loading station.

It was late in the afternoon before Rick
had any action out of the time bomb he’d
set under Sarboe. He'd expected some-
thing, but not this. Not so fast.

They’d made their west run, pulled into
the San Quentin slip. The ramp was
down, the car deck blue with gasoline
fumes. Rick unhooked the chain strung
across the exit; started to carry it to the
other side of the ship, out of the way. He
about half made it. He heard Swanson
yell, the roar of an engine almost on top
of him.

Rick dropped the chain, dived. He had
a flash picture of a panel truck, black,



A Bullet

for Baby 57

swinging as close to him as it could get
without running its front wheels off the
ramp. The left rear wheel passed over his
ankle. He screamed, blacked out.

When he came to, someone was wiping
his face with a wet towel. The Old Man.
He craned his neck around at the ring of
faces surrounding him. He was lying on
the deck.

The skipper’s face was very grave, wor-
ried. Rick managed to croak, “Bad?”

“I don’t know, Rick. I can’t feel any-
thing broken in your ankle. You hit your
head on the rail. Do you feel like sitting
up?”’

Rick groaned. “I’ll try anything once.
Give me a hand.” Rick went for the full
treatment, stood up. His ankle was sore,
but could take his weight. He gimped
around, grinned at the skipper. “I'll be
okay.”

“You're sure?” the Old Man asked.
“You can knock oft if you want to.”

“No,” Rick said, “I'm into you for
enough time already today. Let’s go.” He
hobbled along the rail, and stopped.

“Hey,” he said. “Did anybody get that
joker’s license number?"”

The Old Man shook his head. “They
abandoned the truck about a mile up the
road to San Rafael. You can see it from
the pilot house. I radioed the State police
and they're investigating.”

Rick turned and dragged his sore ankle
to the other end of the ferry.

He thought he was getting around
fairly well, by the time Father Hagan
drove aboard the E! Prado for the return
trip to Richmond. The exercise seemed
to help the ankle and, except for a beauti-
ful mouse over his right eye, Rick was
okay.

The padre saw him limping along the
deck, however, and waited for him. “What
happened to you, Rick?”’

Rick told the padre about the visit to the
hospital, his talk with Sarboe and the
brush with the panel truck.

“It might have been an accident,” he
grinned crookedly. “I don’t think so.
Either Sarboe or Addams—maybe both of
them—have done some heavy thinking.
They know that blackmail pitch is only
a gimmick to drag them out in the open.
So they’re going to pay me off in lumps.
Maybe I'll discourage easy.”

Father Hagan shook his head sadly.
“Wouldn't it be better for you to go to
the police and tell them what you know?
T'll back you up.”

“No, Father,” Rick said. “Because we
don’t know anything—for sure. Besides,
this is a private feud now. I want to keep
it that way.”

CHAPTER FOUR
Death-House Guest

ICK CASTRO worked a full shift,
R plus the time he owed the company
for his hospital junket. It was dark
when he checked out. Ile got in his coupe,
drove through the toll gate. He'd gone
a couple of hundred yards down the road
toward Richmond, when he heard some-
one cough behind him.

Rick slamimed on the brakes, swerved
to the side of the road. Ile twisted around,
saw Father Hagan’s large face heaming at
him in the glow of the dash panel.

“What are you doing lere, [Father?”

The padre grinned. “You said these
men played rough, Rick. I thought you
could use a little spiritual suppoct.”

“You've been waiting for me all this
time ?” asked Rick.

“Yes,” the Father said. “And while
we’re on the subject, an opera seat is no
place for a man of my build. Do you mind
if I crawl up front with you?"

Rick chuckled. “No, Father. As long
as you're on this cruise, you might as well
go first cabin.”

Father Hagan settled himself beside
Rick with a heavy sigh. “What I'll do to
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try and build a large congregation!”

Rick laughed, and slipped the car in
gear. They drove along the shore of the
Bay for about a (uarter of a mile, almost
to the gravel pits. Rick passed a car
parked on the shoulder of the road, saw
its headlights hlink on and off, then on
again. His mouth was suddenly dry, the
skin tight across his chest as the car
swung onto the road in back of him.

At the pits the road made an abrupt
turn inland, up a hill, through the oil-
storage tanks of the Standard Refinery.
As Rick started into this turn, he saw
a car coming the other way, across the
white line.

He said, “This is it, Father,” swung his
coupe sharply into the gravel company’s
private road, tried to bulldoze a thorough-
fare through a pile of loose sand. It didn’t
work. The engine of the coupe groaned,
died.

In the rear-view mirror, he could see
the other two cars leave the highway,
converge on him. He snapped off his
headlights, opened the door on his side
and stepped into the soft sand to his shoe-
tops. He said, “You stay here, Father.
Maybe if I can decoy them far enough,
you'll be okay.”

He was off, limping through the sand
as fast as he could go. He wanted to be
a long way from that coupe when they
caught bim. He wasn’t.

The two cars blocked him off, their
lights out. He made the shadow of one
man leaving one car, two moving in on
him from the other. Real tender odds! If
one of the three bad a gun, it'd he over
quick.

Sucking in all the air he could get into
his lungs, Rick ran toward the single man
approaching him. There was enough light
filtering down from the dark sky, reflect-
ing from the overcast, for him to make this
guy out. Tony Sarboe.

Rick lunged, and they went down to-
gether, rolling in the gravel. The rocks

were sharp, cut his hands. Somehow, he
got a mouthful of it. His face rubbed raw
under Sarboe’s shoulder. He drew his
knees up, and catapulted Sarboe away
from him.

They came to their feet, sprawling
across the sand at each other like a pair
of drunken deep-sea divers. Rick squared
off with Sarboe, expecting any second to
have the private dick’s two pals climbing
all over his back. He didn’t have time to
look around to see how soon this was
going to happen.

Sarboe was a good man in a Pier Six
brawl, and Rick knew he had to get him
first—or catch himself some very sudden
death. He hit Sarhoe with everything he
had, before he could get loose. Still, Sar-
boe’s boys stayed out of it.

Rick knacked Sarhoe into a stanchion
supporting a big overhead crane. The de-
tective’s head made a very loud noise. He
slumped to the ground. Rick banged
Sarboe’s head against the stanchion a
couple more times for insurance, then
started hauling him toward the cars by the
collar.

All three heaps were there; dark blots
against the yellowish gray of the sand.
There was another, more irregular blot.
When Rick got to it, he saw Father Hagan
sitting astride two very weary gentlemen.
The padre didn’t even have his black
hat off.

He said, “Everybody accounted for,
Rick?”

“Yeah, I think sa” Rick grinned
through a stiff lip he knew would be fat
and sore in the morning. “What're you
trying to do, Father,” he asked, “hatch
those characters?”

Father Hagan stood up, dragging the
two limp figures with him. “There’s a
Scriptural passage to cover this situation,
Rick,” he chuckled. “But this isn’t the
time or place for it. Shall we go?”

Rick said, “I haven’t lost anything here
except a little blood, Father.”
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They didn't try to free Rick’s coupe
from the sand, drove Sarboe and his two
hoods to the jail in Sarhoe’s sedan. . . .

HEN Father 1lagan drove aboard

with Jani Lambert and her husband,
Rick Castro was on the ferry. He was
taking them to Richmond to catch the
daylight streamliner south. Rick flagged
them to the place he wanted them to park,
then went about the husiness of stacking
other crates as they rolled aboard. He
noticed the padre and his two passengers
stayed in the car.

When he was through, Rick went over
and met Art Lambert. He was a nice guy
—the kind a dame should fight for. “Even
if she doesw’t understand what she's fight-
ing,” Rick thought, remembering the first
day he met Jani.

He leaned at the window of Father
Hagan's coupe, talking to them about their
plans when they got back to Los Angeles.
“I might go down there sometime,” Rick
smiled. “TI'll sure look you up.”

Lambert’s smile sobered. “If you don’t
—I'm supposed to he a pretty good detec-
tive, Rick. T'll ind you if T have to trail
you to the end of the earth, and cut your
heart out. Jani and T owe you a lot. More
than we can ever do anything about. So
look us up, mister.”

Rick felt his neck getting hot, He half
wanted to crawl under the car and hide.
“Look,” “Defore
you people pive me a hero complex, or
I get the tdea T ought to he in Mr. Lam-
bert’s racket, T want to make a small
admission. T didn't know what T had tiil
Sarhoe started to talk at the Berkeley
Station. T thought either he or Addams
had probably killed Mrs. Addams and
framed Jani.

“Looking at it [rom here, of course, it
had to be Sarboe, because if it had been
Addams, he’d have waited until he was
sure Jani was dead, too, before he broke

he said, embarrassed.

the news of his wife’s murder. The fact
Jani was alive put Sarhoe in kind of a
spot. He had to double Jani’s guilt. So he
told the story about Art’s mix-up with this
Nadine Brent woman.

“Later, he told the Berkeley police, after
our rhubarh in the sand pile—how he and
this dame Brent had been shaking down
prominent 1..A. citizens, and Nadine
threatened to double-cross him by telling
you what they were up to unless she got
all the loot. How he made her call Jani,
and then framed her killing so you'd think
Jani had done it. That was all news to me.

“Of course, it all tied in with the second
killing. He had to keep you and Jani sepa-
rate. When that situation got out of hand,
he had the answer—he thought. Dope a
drink for Jani, and then get Mrs, Addams
into Jani’s room and kill her. A real good
guy, Mr. Lambert. You ought to miss him
around your office.”

The Old Man was leaning on the whistle
for the Richmond landing. Rick squared
his shoulders, stood back from Father
Hagan’s car, said, “Well, folks, so long.
I hope I'll see you again somnetime.”

They all smiled at him. Father Hagan
said, “You'd better see me, young man.
Remember, that right cross of yours still
looks like a barn door loose in a high
wind. If you tangle with the wrong man,
he’ll murder you.”

Rick grinned, “Sure thing, Father.” He
trotted to the Richmond end of the ferry.
He was standing at the rail as Father
Hagan’s coupe bounced up the ramp,

Swanson leaned beside him,

“Wasn't that your girl?” he asked.

“Yeal,”

“Her hushand with her?”

“Yeah.”

Swanson shook his head.
don’t get you.”

Rick straightened, dug a cigarette out
of his shirt pocket. “That makes an even
two of us,” he said.

“Castro, 1

THE END



BUILD-UP
FOR MURDER

The professor’s big jungle pets

almost made a monkey out of half-pint snooper Mike—
when he tried to ferret out a fortune-hunting heel « « «
from his happy killing grounds.




Rapid-Action Crime Novelette

CHAPTER ONE

Murder Menagerie

GOAT named Allspar had just
cost me ten in the fourth at Hia-

A leah when the loudspeaker called

my name. “Mr. Michael Harris wanted
at the manager’s office!”

I said: “Damn!”

The New York office of the Blaine In-
ternational Agency thought I was in Sun
Valley, Idaho. Snow-covered mountains,

snowballs, snow suits, snow flowers and
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snow maidens. Vacation time in snow
land for Mike Harris. And I'd sneaked

| to Miami, instead, and bought a racing

form.

I flipped a quarter and lost. And in
the track office a telephone call was wait-
ing.

“Hello!” I snapped.

“Tag, you're it!" said a voice I knew
only too well. “Put on your skis, Mike,
and do a slalom here to the office.”

It was Bradley, manager of the Blaine
Agency Miami Office.

“You can’t do this to me!” 1 yelped.
“I'm on my vacation! I went away from
mugs like you!”

“Tag!” said Bradley again. “You
should have known the bangtails were

A1
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bad lick.” And Bradley hung up on me.

The Blaine Agency did such things to
you. When orders came o jump, you
jumped. So T taxied to the office in the
Geigler Building on Flagler Street, with
murder on my mind. And the blonde
hand grenade, Prudence Parker, was on
duty outside Bradley’s door.

“Mike! This is a surprise! Mr. Brad-
ley will see you in a minute. He's tele-
phoning.”

“He should be gagging,” says I. “How
about a date tonight ?”

‘“Heavens, no!”

“Engaged?”

“No.”

Which didn’t make senise. But I went
on in to Bradley. He waved and went on
talking into the telephone.

“Everything’s set. He just came in.
T’ll give you a. ring later,” Bradley hung
up and chuckled. “Greetings, sucker.”

Bradley’s iron-gray hair and smile could
set a dowager cooing. He dressed like
a clubman and was smooth as a calm on
Biscayne Bay and harder than a Chicago
crook down for the season.

In winter between Key West and Jack-
sonville, Bradley rode herd on Blaine cli-
ents who dusted off their yachts and man-
sions, rented costly hotel suites, and took
the lid off with a bang. Now Bradley put
a custom-made shoe on the desk, leaned
back and grinned.

“My rabbit’s foot said you were out at
the horse yard. You can‘t beat a rabbit’s
foot.”

“T’ll barbecue that rabbit’s foot,” 1
promised sourly. “What's the pay-off ?”

“How do you get along with apes,
Mike?”

“Pretty well, considering some I have
to work with. Cut out the clowning. What
gives?”’

Bradley reached for a cigarette and
struck a match.

“Murder—maybe,”
flame.

he said past the

“Why pick on me? Where’s Solly
Dearborn, Hank Trimble or Dave Cham-
pion? They're all good enough to bhe
shifted down here every year.”

“True,” says Bradley. “But they
haven’t got red hair and around five feet
of height.”

“What’s red hair got to do with it?”

eQEARCH me,” says Bradley cheer-

fully. “The lady is an invalid. She
specified one redhead, not easily fright-
ened, with a calm disposition available at
any hour around the clock.”

“She wants a gigolo! I'm no bedside
Romeo!”

“Mrs. Constance Haig,” says Bradley,
“ordered you for her husband. She is
convinced that she hasn’t long to live.
And she looks to the Blaine Agency, and
you, Mike, to keep her going.”

“She needs a doctor!”’

“She needs a detective—and a damn
good one,” Bradley told me calmly. “The
man she thinks will kill her is Professor
Waldo K. Haig, her husband—in case
you've never heard of him.”

“I haven’t.”

“You will,” Bradley promised. ‘“The
professor is a slick article.”

“Another Bluebeard?”

“A cousin and an uncle died in suspi-
cious circumstances. The professor in-
herited. And he shows signs of needing
money again. You'll like this case, Mike.”

Bradley knew me. I. like murder.
There’s always a degree of danger when
a private cop begins nosing around mur-
der. Killers don’t usually get panic-strick-
en and lam. They've planned well. They
watch to see what happens.

Soft-footing strangers are asking for
trouble. A killer doesn’t hang any higher
or fry any hotter for another murder or
s0. There’s something about a murder
case. . . .

“You win,” T yielded. “But what’s my
red hair and height got to do with the

’
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lady getting knocked off for her money?”

“Time,” says Bradley, “will doubtless
tell. And it isn’t her money, She’s de-
pendent on the professor. And he has his
eye on a dame with a bankroll. Does it
percolate ?”

“He gives the sick wife the heave-ho
into the cemetery and marries more dough,
eh?”

“Now we're set,” says Bradley. “A
car is on the way in now to pick you up
at the Hotel Merrymor. Use your own
name. The chauffeur will have you paged.
You're not supposed to be a cop. Bless
you, my boy. You've taken a load off my
mind.”

Bradley’s manner should have warned
me. The uniformed chauffeur who picked
me up at the Merrymor was named
Briggs. He had the shoulders of a wres-
tler and a thick-lipped, flat-nosed face that
stayed deadpan as we drove away in
yards and yards of polished car.

“How’'s Haig to work for?”’ T asked.

“You aren’'t working for him yet,” he
grunted. “Don’t try to pump me.”

And how do you like that? I didn't.
We had a silent ride out past Coral Gables
into the flat, scrub-woods country.

Concrete and blacktop gave way to a
narrow shell road that finally came to a
gate. A high, burglar-proof fence ran out
of sight to right and left through tangled
scrub growth. Briggs got out, unlocked
the gate, drove through and got out to lock
it again. And I heard him swear behind
the car.

“Flat tire!”
change it.”

I got out and grinned.

“Don'’t try to chisel on a stranger, bud-
ry. I'm not hired yet. IT'll walk the rest
of the way.”

He was glowering in the hot afternoon
sun as I walked away. Professor Haig
had acreage. A quarter of a mile found
me still on that marrow, winding road,
with palmetto scrub giving way to a belt

he called. “Help me

of dark green pines. Without warning, a
gunshot back in the scrub sent a bullet
screaming close.

“Hey, look out!” T yelled, ducking.

W’[ OVEMENT crackled back in the
& scrub. Still farther back T heard a
voice calling something like: “Ko-ko—
Ko-ko!”

Tt didn’t make sense. T saw the scrub
brush shaking as some one approached.
A dark shape took form. T saw the face—
and T batted my eyes and choked on a yell.

It had vast, broad shoulders, long arms
and a monstrous, nightmarish head with-
out much neck. It stopped, peering
through the scrub, and struck the great
chest with a mighty fist and uttered a
loud, booming grunt,

I moved hack on legs that suddenly felt
rubbery. “How do von get along with
apes?” Bradley had asked. I'd never seen
an ape outside of a menagerie cage. But
there, half-hidden in the scrub, was one of
the hugest, ugliest apes I'd ever seen.

“Tll strangle Bradley for this!” I
thought furiously. “He knew about it all
the time!”

The ape made a lumbering step forward
and T got set to run.

“Ko-ko! Wait, Ko-ko!”

Old Man Jungle hesitated, looking like
redheads on foot made tasty hors d’'oeuv-
res. The owner of the voice came in sight
and it was a girl carrying a small rifle.

She went straight to that jungle night-
mare and slapped one great, hairy shoul-
der. Exasperation was in her panting
voice. “Ko-ko—I told you not to leave
me!”

So help me, a huge dark hand lifted to
her small hand and patted it gently.

“It’s all right,” the girl called. “Ko-ko
won’t hurt you.”

“Lady,” I asked, moving gingerly for-
ward, “are you sure you know what
you're doing?”

She laughed. Talk about beanty and
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the beast. Some beast; some beauty, in a
silk blouse, jodhpurs and walking shoes.
Her hair was dark and her smooth, sun-
touched skin was flawless.

“While T was resting, Ko-ko snatched
up the rifle and fired it,” she explained.
“By the way, who are you? Strangers
aren’t supposed to be inside the fence.”

“Flat tire back by the gate. I'm Mike
Harris, coming to work.”

“Of course. You're taking Jonathan’s
place. I should have guessed from your
red hair. I’'m Joyce Carrol, Professor
Haig's secretary. Ko-ko, this is your new
companion. Be polite to the gentleman,
Ko-ko.”

“What’s that?” I blurted as Ko-ko
started toward me. “I'm companion to
that? What happened to Jonathan?”

Ko-ko snuffled at me and pawed for my
hand. He had the strength of a wrecking
crane.

“Jonathan,” says Miss Carrol regret-
fully, “lost his temper with an orang-
outang named Mabel. She slapped him
and broke four ribs. It was all so unnec-
essary.”

“Four broken ribs when Mabel slapped
him ?” I repeated. “There’s two of these
things ?”’

“Thirteen of them,” she told me care-
lessly. “Don’t you want to take a short-
cut through the trees to the house?”

I wanted a short-cut back to Miami and
points north. Already my ribs felt queasy.
Thirteen of the brutes—and the little mat-
ter of the invalid wife and prospective
murder. I reached for the quarter again.
Tails 1 went back.

Heads came up—and Ko-ko reached
for the shiny coin, sniffed it, and with
thumb and forefinger bent it in half, Miss
Carrol laughed.

“You see how Ko-ko likes to play?”

“I see,” I said grimly. “Tell me gbout
this job.”

Miss Carrol told me as we cut through
the pine grove. Professor Waldo Haig

had a theory that behaviorism in human
beings had ancestral resemblance to be-
havior strains in apes. By understand-
ing fundamental behavior patterns of the
apes, one could better understand more
complex aspects of behavior in people.

Miss Carrol was enthusiastic about the
idea. I wondered how she’d react to the
behavior pattern of a man contemplating
murder.

We came out of the pine trees onto
green, landscaped lawns framing a big
coral rock house and outbuildings. Pro-
fessor Haig had done himself well while
he had it.

THERE was activity on the lawn south

of the house. Men were nailing lum-
ber, putting in posts, stringing wires, car-
rying chairs and tables.

“Moving out for the animals?” I asked.

“Not quite,” Miss Carrol said, and a
shadow crossed her face. “Mrs. Haig is
entertaining tonight with a garden party
and dance.” She hesitated, and added:
“It’s to be the last, I believe, while the
Haigs are here.”

I tried to read her face.
thinking of a change?”

“I really don’t know,” she evaded.

Briggs drove up as we neared the house.
He lifted a hand to Miss Carrol and gave
me a dirty look. Miss Carrol took me
back to meet Professor Haig in a long low
building behind the house.

The apes lived there. Thirteen of them,
in air-conditioned rooms, with fenced
walks outside where they could take the
air and sunshine.

We paused on our way through the
building to steer Ko-ko into his room;
and found Professor Haig in a big office
at the far end of the building. He was all
of six feet, tanned and energetic.

“The work won't be as bad as you
think,”” he told me genially. “How about
a drink?” And Haig chuckled as he
tonged ice-cubes from a small, portable

“Are they
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icebox beside a desk tray holding scotch,
seltzer and glasses. “A drink now and
then helps your sense of proportion.
Sometimes I'm not sure whether we're
studying the animals or they’re studying
us.”

“Careful, Mike,” I thought. “This quy
can’t be as regular as he acts.”

Behind his cheerfulness, Haig seemed
nervous and under a strain. He gulped
the drink as if he needed it.

“We won't stand on ceremony,” he told
me. “Your quarters are at the other end
of the building. As my assistant, you'll
dine in the house with us. The routine
will be familiar in a day or so. Your sis-
ter can help you get settled.”

“Sister?"” slipped from me before I
could stop it.

Miss Carrol gave me a quick look.
Haig didn’t notice.

“She’s with Mrs. Haig, I believe. They
were over by the tennis court a little while
ago.”

And a slightly sarcastic voice spoke be-
hind us. “Everyone busy—as usual?”

A look flashed between Haig and Miss
Carrol. It might have meant anything.
The ghost of a frown that came on Haig’s
face was anything but enthusiasm,

“Hello, Lee. Meet my new assistant,
Mr. Harris—Mr. Colson, my wife’s
brother.” As I shook hands with Lee
Colson, Haig said: “I was just telling
Harris that his sister was over at the
tennis court. How about taking him over
there? I've some notes to check with Miss
Carrol.”

Colson nodded. He was about twenty-
five, with a thin, sun-tanned face and a
black, hairline mustache. He looked like
an addict of swimming and sports. White
shoes, slacks and beach shirt were in per-
fect taste.

We were outside the building before
Colson spoke with the same touch of sar-
casm. “Waldo's work keeps him busy
with Miss Carrol.”

I said nothing.

Colson shrugged. “I know who you are
and why you’re here.”

“That’s more than I know,” I said.
“Nice estate, isn't it?”

“While it lasted,” he said with another
shrug. “It's being sold. There’s Miss
Harris, who Waldo thinks is your sister.
She’s keen with a racquet.”

Gaily-colored lawn chairs and sun um-
brellas were by the court. Mixed doubles
were being played. Four spectators were
watching. One, a woman, was in a wheel
chair.

CHAPTER TWO

Happy Hunting Grounds

Y GUESS had been right. On the
M court, fast and graceful, was
Trixie Meehan, of the Blaine
Agency! Trixie smashed a sizzling ball
over the net for point and game, saw me,
waved her racquet and came to meet us.
You don't know Trixie Meehan, that
little gorgeous who came trustfully across
the grass? That blonde little kitten who
could make strong men break down pro-
tectively? Then life has spared you!

Even the women guessed wrong on
Trixie more often than not. How could
anyone tell that little blonde bundle of
fluff was hell on wheels? I could; I knew
her. Meet Trixie Meehan, who drew the
toughest cases on the Blaine Agency list.
I met her there on the smooth turf with
players and spectators watching Trixie's
arms go to me.

“Mike, you dear! I'm so glad you're
here!” And under her breath Trixie said :
“Sun Valley—ha, ha!”

“Hello, Sis!"” I said fondly—and bent
Trixie’s ribs with a squeeze. “I might
have known you’d turn up in a dirty trick
like this!” I snarled in her ear.

Trixie unobtrusively poked the handle
of her racquet in my ribs and stepped back
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smiling. Lee Colson introduced me to the
others. A Mr. and Mrs. Farwell, around
forty, smart and swank. A Miss Massey,
with a Southern drawl. And Mrs, Haig,
a thin, sharp-featured woman smiling
wanly from her wheel chair.

“So glad to have you with us, Mr.
Harris.” Her words were shaded with
double meaning.

Trixie’s partners in the game were a
Ruth Talbot, a hearty young Tom Bryant,
a rugged, perspiring older man named
Caldwell. T heard Lee Colson put in an
aside to Trixie:

“Coming along if Tom Bryant takes his
boat out tomorrow ? Connie can spare you
for the day now.”

Trixie cooed back: “You're a dear to
think of me.”

The real Trixie would have dazed him.
I let her have it as we walked away to get
me settled.

“Chiseling yachts and playboys?”

“Listen, ape,” says Trixie coldly.
“Who was sleep-walking across the lawn
with that million-dollar secretary?”

“Don't call me ape! Now that I'm
bedding with ’em, it’s personal! What
about this Bluebeard plot?”

Trixie sobered. “I'm getting fright-

ened, Mike!”
“You frightened? Don’t make me
laugh!”

Trixie took my arm. Her small, strong
fingers pressed hard.

““Mike, did you ever live night and day
around hate and fear and the threat of
murder? With smiles covering every-
thing—and a helpless woman, who can’t
walk a step, whimpering about it when
you are alone with her at night?”

She paused, shuddered. “It’s not know-
ing what will happen or when it will hap-
pen,” says Trixie soberly. “Mrs. Haig is
close to a nervous breakdown. The other
night I stepped out into the hall just as
Abdul, the butler, was passing, and I al-
most screamed.”

“Who's Abdul?”
“Professor Haig brought him from In-
dia. And he gives me the creeps.”

“Haig doesn’t seem so bad.”

“His uncle and his cousin both died
while he was visiting them,” says Trixie.
““There was a police investigation that
came to nothing. But Mrs. Haig says he’s
as good as admitted it to her. After all,
if there was much proof, something would
have been done about it.”

“So you think the lady’s number is
up?,’
Trixie drew a breath.

“Catching crooks is easy, Mike. But
try waiting to prevent a murder with
nothing much to put your finger on! Hate
under the surface, money almost gone,
greed for another woman plain! I've got
the jitters.”

We detoured around the lawns while
Trixie gave me the facts.

AS A youth, Haig had been a poor
assistant naturalist with northern
museums, He had inherited enough money
from the death of his uncle to go hunting
big game and collecting museum groups.

More money had come from the death
of his cousin. He had married and taken
Mrs. Haig on a trip or two. She had been
injured while traveling in upper India
and had never walked again. Haig
brought her home, bought the Miami
estate and began the experiments with
apes.

Now the estate was heing sold. The
animals were going to zoos and circuses.
And Haig might consider himself in need
of a marriage that would put him back in
the big money again. He chaled to get
back on the world beat. An invalid wife
and no money made a bitter {uture. And
the woman with the money was Joyce
Carrol, the secretary.

She had chosen museum work as a ca-
reer after college. Haig’s unusual experi-
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ments had fascinated her. She had joined
him as secretary. And she had every-
thing—including a tidy half million in
her own right and more to come.

I whistled.

“No wonder wifey is nervous. Is Haig
wise to you?”

“I'm sure not,” says Trixie. ‘““And
when that other redhead assistant got
slapped out of the picture by the lady
orang, it was easy to ring you in. Haig
wanted some one who resembled Jonathan
as much as possible.”

“So you and Bradley got me within
slapping distance of the same ape!”

Trixie snickered. ‘“She’s one gal who'll
have your number.” That brought us
back to my room at the end of the ape
annex; and before Trixie left she said:
“I'm worried about tonight, Mike. Half
of Miami will be here at the garden party.
Noise, drinking, dancing—heaven only
knows what, with most of the guests down
here from the north on the loose.”

“Not a bad background for murder.”

Trixie nodded. “He’s unusually nerv-
ous. Something is on his mind. And if
he’s going to get rid of her, he hasn’t
much time left before the estate is closed.
There won’t be another such chance as
this. Tonight pays off all the social obli-
gations and makes a perfect screen for a
murder.”

“Leave it to me.”

“Gladly,” says Trixie. “And don’t fall
over your ego, Handsome.”

So we had twilight and night, with apes
to feed in the annex, and activity inside
and outside the big house.

Haig and Joyce Carrol helped start me
in the routine of feeding the apes, then
Haig had to leave us for his duties as
host. He was nervous, reluctant. “I wish
you were staying,” he told Miss Carrol.

“You know it's impossible,” she said
calmly.

A blind man could hardly have missed
the bond between them. Add the covert

intention of murder and it became grue-
some. Professor Haig suddenly didn’t
seem the big, genial, harmless man that
he had appeared.

“Not staying for a dance?” I asked
Miss Carrol when he was gone.

She colored slightly. ‘I have other
things to do.”

That was when I began to wonder if a
pretty girl in love would be above having
a hand in murder, too. It had happened
with less provocation.

The brief dinner in the house was
poisonous only because I knew what lay
behind the wan smiles of Constance Haig,
the nervous silences of her husband and
the edged sarcasm now and then from
Lee Colson.

A Professor Farthington, of the Crans-
ton Museum in Philadelphia, was a guest.
And Abdul was there, turbaned, slippered,
leopard-silent as his tall figure moved
around the table,

Lean, dark-skinned, Abdul looked more
of a fighter than a servant. He was some
feet from me, looking the other way, when
my napkin slipped to the floor. Without
looking around, he stepped to the serving
table for a fresh napkin.

“Sahib,” he murmured, replacing the
linen. His eyes were like black glass,
opaque, unreadable. And the devil himself
couldn’t have seen my napkin drop with-
out looking around.

Professor Haig made a story of the
ape shooting at me.

“KO-KO’S property sense differenti-

ates from the watch-dog aspect or
jungle instinct of food and home, if you
see what I mean,” he said to Professor
Farthington.

“Quite, quite,” chirps Farthington. He
was on the pinched, myopic side, dry and
dusty as a book on old bones. “You
mean ownership in the sense of homo
sapiens.”

“Right. Ko-Ko also understands that
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aiming a gun and firing it has destructive
effect. You see the leap sub-primitive in-
telligence can make ?”’

“Amazing!”

Mrs. Haig spoke fretfully from her
wheel chair at the end of the table.

“I think giving such creatures loaded
guns is dangerous. Waldo and Miss Car-
rol tried to get me to watch Ko-ko at tar-
get practice. I wouldn't go near. Sup-
pose he decided to shoot me?”

I ticked that one off for the record. It
would be a smooth angle to murder. And
Joyce Carrol evidently had been doing her
part in training Ko-ko to use a gun.

“You're unduly alarmed, Constance,”
Haig said, annoyed at her mentioning the
idea. “Ko-ko wouldn’t shoot you any
more than he would shoot me.”

“'T hope not,” Constance Haig said with
a wan smile. Her glance went to me.
Trixie looked at me and lifted one little
blonde eyebrow a fraction. And I caught
Abdul's black beady eyes taking it all in.
No wonder Trixie had been getting the
screams,

The big question was when. The apes
would soon be gone. Haig's book would
be finished. Joyce Carrol would leave.
Haig didn’t have much time. Would he
try tonight?

Broke as the Haigs were, they signed
off from the Miami scene with a dance
orchestra, extra servants and swank cater-
ing.

A dance floor had been laid outside.
Gay Japanese lanterns festooned the lawn.
And when the automobiles began arriving,
they kept coming. The evening, I quick-
ly saw, was going to be one of those
things.

Constance Haig was a pale wraith of
cordiality in her wheel chair in the draw-
ing room as the guests arrived. Trixie,
hovering behind the chair in a white and
gold dress, was like a blonde little flower.
We snatched a word together.

“She’s going outside when the dancing

starts,” Trixie said. “I'll stay close to
her."”

“I keep wondering what could happen,”
I said.

“He’s clever enough to have that
planned, when he’s ready. You're going
to be out back, Mike?"”

“Until ten, so guests can see the menag-
erie. Got your gun handy?”

“It won’t be that bad.”

“Don't forget—it's murder if it’s any-
thing,” I reminded.

So I had the ape annex on parade,
lights on, strange women chattering, ex-
claiming, escorts wise-cracking about
Professor Haig’s hobby. But most of them
were startled to silence by the incredible
size, the brute strength and the savage
ugliness of Ko-ko.

The parade of strangers made Ko-ko
nervous, irritable. He moved restlessly
about his room. Several times he bared
great white teeth as visitors looked
through the glass and steel bars.

Ten o'clock ended the show. Lights
went off. I lighted a cigarette and stepped
out into the night with relief. Beyond the
house Japanese lanterns glowed gaily.
The orchestra was playing. Couples were
dancing. Lawn tables were filled. The
party was getting noisier.

From the dark shadows I noticed a
small coupe come swiftly from the drive-
way to the garage. The driver opened the
door leading to Briggs' quarters above
the garage. Light through the doorway
showed Joyce Carrol hurrying inside.

So she wanted some party, after all?
Then abruptly it wasn’t amusing. She
had hurried inside almost furtively. I
wasn't fool enough to suspect her of per-
sonal feeling for Briggs.

So what?

I flipped the cigarette away and eased
over to the big coral rock garage, built for
four cars. Garage doors were ajar. I
stepped quietly and quickly inside, with
the Haig cars.
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CHAPTER THREE

Gorilla Loose!

ERE inside the stone-walled ga-
H rage, it was surprisingly easy to

hear Briggs’ rasping voice through
the floor above.

“Sure, I'll take care of it,” Briggs was
saying. ‘There won't be a kick-back. If
there is, I'll keep my mouth shut.” And
after a moment’s silence, Briggs said:
“Sure, I'll tell her.”

I guessed Briggs was talking over the
extension telephone to the house. And
his next words were to Joyce Carrol. “He
can’t get away, just now. He says can
you wait?”

“1 can’t see that it will do any harm.
Yes, I'll wait,” she said, barely audible.
“And be careful, won’t you, Briggs? It
won’t take much to make them revoke
your parole.”

“T'll watch my step,” Briggs promised.
“You wait here. It won’t take long. I'll
let you know what happened.”

Was Mike Harris listening hard?
Don’t be silly! Now we had a paroled
convict working with Haig. And Joyce
Carrol back furtively after pretending she
was gone for the night,

The garage lights flashed on from a
switch upstairs and I barely got outside in
the night before Briggs hurried down-
stairs. Halfway to the ape annex I stopped
as I heard him open the garage doors.

He was taking one of the cars, 1
watched him back out and hurriedly
weighed the chance of following him.
Then instead of turning away from me
toward the driveway, Briggs swung
toward the annex. The dazzling car lights
were over me before there was a chance
of reaching cover.

I had to step aside, swearing under
my breath, as the car rolled to me and
stopped abreast. Briggs spoke through
the window,

“I was coming for you. Jump in.
There’s some business the boss wants
taken care of.”

He was genial, friendly, apparently
oblivious of my presence out here near
the garage.

“What’s the business?” I asked as we
drove away.

“You'd be suprised.”

“I take a lot of surprising.

“Just wait,” said Briggs.

So I waited while we drove through
the pines and scrub growth to the gate
where overheard lights now showed two
husky men on guard.

“Private dicks,” Briggs said as we
passed. “Admission by card only to-
night.”

“Protecting the guests’ valuables?”

“No gate crashers wanted tonight.”
Briggs lighted a cigarette, hummed to him-
self and was in fine spirits as we came
off the shell road onto blackstop and
stopped. “Out on your side, pal. How
are you on walking 1"’

“Not bad,” I said, getting out.

Briggs followed. “Then keep walking,
rat!” he snarled.

For a second it didn't register. Then
I boiled. *“What’s the idea?”

“You're fired! Get it?
orders. Now scram.”

I blew up. “Haig can tell me that!
Out of my way, you dumb con! Let’s get
back to the house!”

I should have been looking. When I
opened my eyes, I was in the damp weeds
off the road and Briggs and the car were
gone. He'd clipped me on the jaw like a
professional.

For a moment I was wild. Then I
calmed and stood rubbing my aching jaw
and thinking. No use wondering how
Haig had discovered 1 was a Blaine
Agency man. He had—and had moved
quickly to get rid of me tonight, Not
even time to pack. No explanation. Out
like a bum instantly, with only Joyce

”»

The boss’s
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Carrol and Briggs knowing what was up.

“Okay!” 1 promised Haig back there
behind his high fence and gate guards.
“If you want it this way, you can have it!
But if she’s dead before I can stop it,
you'll get the check!”

NO USE trying to climb the fence or

argue with the guards. I walked
back to the narrow shell road and waited.
Late arrivals would be straggling in.
Fully ten minutes passed before an auto-
mobile came in sight. It might he Briggs
returning, for all I could tell.

But T was walking in the direction of
the gate as it approached ; and with a con-
fident smile and a lifted hand T stopped it.

“How about a lift back to the house?”

“Sure. Hop in the back. It's Mr.
Harris, the professor’s new assistant, isn't
it?”

So I had a break. The driver was young
Bryant, who had been playing tennis
with Trixie. He had a girl, another couple
was in the back, and I hardly bothered to
catch names as we approached the gate
and I eased low in the seat.

Bryant had a card. We were in the
grounds a moment later. When they
parked, I thanked them and left.

Joyce Carrol's coupe still stood before
the garage. Briggs had put the big car
back and left the garage doors open. The
Haigs’ farewell party was fast becoming
a scramble which I joined with an eye
peeled for Waldo Haig.

Constance Haig’s wheel chair was
close to the dancing—and Trixie was
close to the chair, little and lovely and de-
ceivingly demure.

“Any trouble?” I asked as we moved
aside.

“Would it matter?” Trixie snapped.
“We could have been in the morgue wagon
if it was up to you. Where have you
been? Haig was herc a little while ago
suggesting that he push her wheel chair
out of the crowd so she could relax a

little. When she didn’t take the bait, he
said he had something he wanted to dis-
cuss with her.”

“What?”

“He didn't say,” says Trixie. “But he
looked queer. He wasn’t like himself.
He wanted to get her off alone.”

“Don’t let him,” I said, and told Trixie
what had happened. She hadn’t heard.

“Mike, not a thing has occurred to
let him know who we are.”

“Well, he knows. Now anything can
happen. Better not tell Mrs. Haig. ['m
going out back and see what gives.”

Away from the paper lanterns and
house lights, the night was like heavy
velvet with a top dusting of stars. - Pine
trees formed black ramparts around the
smooth lawns. The lights, the music,
laughter and noise were mocking props
for the murder which Constance Haig
feared.

In my room in the ape annex I opened
my kit bag in the dark and reached for
my gun and flashlight. The little flash
was there. But (he gun was gone. So was
the small leather folder that held my
Blaine Agency credentials,

I'd left the bag in the car while Briggs
changed the tire. It had been in here
unlocked while I dined in the house. I
damned the big ex-con under my breath
and stood up with the light. Waldo Haig’s
office in the otlier end of the building had
rifles and hand guns 1 a cabinet.

A door at the back of my room opened
into the central hall, dark now. I hadn’t
moved five steps from my room when an
explosive whoosh made me jump and use
the flash.

A nightmare [ace bared teeth at me
from one of the rooms. I muttered at it
and went on. The apes were awake, rest-
less.

The door into Haig’s office was ajar,
When I stalked through, a hand grabbed
my hair, yanked me off balance and the
room seemed to hit me.
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MY YELL might still have been in my

ears when I came out of it. My scalp
felt torn off. A great hand was scooping
me over on the floor. Animal odor was
strong. In some manner I'd kept the
flash. The beam struck up against dark
coarse hair and a vast form Dbunched
over me,

I yelled and struck up with the light.
The great ape jumped back with a boom-
ing roar. Startled, infuriated, he could
tear me to pieces with those mighty arms.
I rolled, scrambled halfway across the
room.

The beam of the little flash flipped
crazily about with my movements; and
as I staggered up, the light struck the
great brute across the room.

He had come to his full, towering height,
monstrous arms outspread. White fangs
showed threateningly. His eyes were
glaring red. In two jumps I reached the
outer door, clawed it open and bolted
out.

Sweet night and room to run! I was
shaking as I backed along the walk, with
the light on the door to see what came
out. I almost yelled again when Joyce
Carrol spoke behind me.

“Briggs?’

“I wish it had been!”’ I snapped. “One
of those apes is loose !”

She gasped. “I—but I thought you'd
left.”

“Guess again. And get away from here
before that thing hurts you.”

“But I don’t understand. They’re all
harmless unless provoked. Besides, they
should be locked up. Why is one out?”

“Ask the ape. I walked into the office
and he jumped me. Does my head look
as bad as it feels?”

She gasped again as the light showed
my face. “You're bloody! Was—was it
done in the office?”

“Briggs didn’t do it.”

That silenced her. After a moment she
said nervously: “Professor Haig must

hear about this. He'll know what to do.”

“He's going to, sister. Let’s find him.”

We started to the house together and
met Colson, the brother-in-law.

“Hullo!” he said. “Back again tonight,
Miss Carrol ?”

“I forgot some work,"” she replied coolly.

“Where's Haig?” I put in.

“He’s around somewhere, Sorry I
can’t help you. I'm looking for Briggs.
We need some more scotch.”

“You'll need more than scotch for that
crowd if they see what’s loose,” 1 said.
“Get the professor. One of his biggest
apes is out and it’s his grief. Look what
it did to me."”

Colson’s startled exclamation followed
as I again put the light to my face.

“This is bad, Harris! Don’t go out
there where the guests can see you. We'll
have a riot and the police here. Slip in
the back way to the study. I'll get Waldo.”

Servants in the kitchen went goggle-
eyed as Miss Carrol guided me through
to the study. Haig and Professor Farth-
ington followed Colson into the booklined
study a few minutes later. Did I get
sympathy? I did not.

“Why are you back here, Harris?”
Haig demanded brusquely.

“Why was I away so suddenly?™ I re-
torted.

HIS NERVOUS gesture brushed aside
the question. I gathered from his

glance at Farthington that he didn’t relish
family skeletons paraded before a guest.

“Which one is out? Ko-ko?” he asked.

“It must be,” said Miss Carrol.

“How did he get out?”

I said: “What does it matter? He’s
out.”

Professor Farthington was disturbed.

“I say, Haig, with all these people
around, this can be dangerous. I remem-
ber on the second expedition into the
Congo, 1 had to put four heavy caliber
bullets into one old male that charged
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me. He was only a step away when he
went down, still reaching for me.”

I revised my ideas of myopic little mu-
seum professors who looked dry as old
bones. Haig was frowning at me.

“How badly are you hurt, Harris ?”

“I'll live.”

“I can’t understand why Ko-ko would
attack you.”

“You trained him.”

He didn’t like that, but didn’t waste
time arguing.

“Ko-ko will have to be locked up. Lee,
you'd better help me.”

“I've got to see Briggs and have him
drive to the Gables for some more scotch.”

“Nonsense. There are at least two cases
more downstairs. We can't have the
guests alarmed. Go out and see that
they’re not, if you won’t come.”

“T'll beg off if Harris is a sample of
what your Ko-ko is doing tonight,”
Colson refused.

“Ko-ko wouldn’t hurt me,” Joyce Carrol
volunteered. “If you will stay here, I'll
get him back in his room.”

She said that to Haig with color in
her cheeks. She knew there must be
danger—and she wanted to meet it for
Haig. Protecting him.

“I wouldn’t hear of it, Joyce,” Haig
told her gently.

But she wouldn’t have it that way.
She left the room with him, and Professor
Farthington trotted along.

“Shall I call a doctor?” Lee Colson
said to me. He was pale. [ wouldn't
have thought danger so remote from the
room could have put him into such a
funk.

“Go out and help keep an eye on your
sister,” I said. “The professor knows
who I am. He had me put out of the
grounds a little while ago. That's why
he’s boiling. He didn’t expect me back.”

“So that's it?” Colson muttered. “I
knew something was wrong. Do you
know what he intends to do?”

“Y don’t—and whatever it is, we'll see
that he doesn’t,” I promised. “Just stick
around your sister until I find out what’s
what.”

He nodded and left me; and I back-
tracked out of the house and eased over to
the garage. Briggs was my meat now.
His quarters over the garage were lighted.
Bloody face and all, I went up the stairs
and knocked.

No Briggs. So I walked in,

A table lamp in the little parlor was
on. Briggs’ corded uniform cap was on
the table. But no Briggs. I wondered
about my gun and agency credentials and
started looking for them.

Nothing in the parlor. [ looked in the
bedroom. Nothing on the dresser that be-
longed to me. I was about to leave when
a fresh, damp shoe print just over the
threshold caught my eye. My own shoes
were damp from the heavy Florida dew
and had left marks where I stepped.

But I hadn’t entered the bedroom. Some
one else had. The prints went to the
dresser and more faintly beyond it to a
closet door. On a hunch I stepped lightly
to the door and opened it.

CHAPTER FOUR

Ashes of the Sahib

BDUL was standing in there, si-
A lent as a white turbaned ghost,

with his beady black eyes staring
at me.

“What's the idea of hiding in here?”
I blurted angrily.

Abdul came out without expression.
The white turban made his face seem
leaner, longer, darker.

“The Sahib Briggs lives here,” he said.

“I know that. Where is he?”

Abdul shrugged, looked around the
room and back at me. *“‘Perhaps the Sahib
Briggs has gone away.”

“Gone where?”
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“Inshalla, Sahib. Who is Abrul to ques-
tion the will of Allah?”

“T'll question it,” says I, glowering at
him. “I want that guy. You wouldn’t
be hiding in here if you didn’t know some-
thing about it.”

He stood passively looking at me. 1
knew the signs. He didn’t intend to talk.
And I couldn’t make him. He hadn't
done anything. So I gave him silent treat-
ment too and walked out.

The lawn party was in full swing. What
a melee there'd be if they knew what
was happening just beyond the gay lan-
terns. Ahead of me, Miss Carrol was
calling :

“Ko-ko! Where are you, Ko-ko?”

Haig and Professor Farthington were
with her when I joined them.

“No luck?” T asked.

“Not yet,” Haig said shortly,

“Where’s Briggs?”

“I don’t know,” he spoke shortly.

Joyce Carrol spoke. “Ko-ko likes those
pine trees toward the gate. You know he
always makes for them when left alone.
Why don’t 1 take the flashlight and see
if he won’t come to me?”

“Positively not,” Haig refused. ‘“Not
with those guns missing. By the way,
Harris, were you in my gun cabinet?”

“I would have been—but I didn’t get
a chance. Where’s my gun?”

“I thought that was why you were in
the office,” was all he said. “Two guns
are missing. The revolver Ko-ko uses for
target practice and an automatic. You
didn’t get one of them?”

“I told you I didn’t!”

“Ko-Ko must have them,” Haig said
bleakly.

“Bullets in them?”

“Both were loaded.”

I thought of Mrs. Haig’s remark at
dinner. If Ko-ko could hit targets, why
not a person? That great, towering brute
T’'d last seen in the office would spread
havoc through the lawn party if he

charged among the guests with two loaded
guns.

“He’s set to blitzkrieg some one,” 1
said. ‘‘Better get the police here with a
tommy-gun and stop him quick.”

“Oh, no, not that!” Joyce Carrol
begged. “We can coax him back.”

“I can’t believe Ko-ko means harm,”
Haig said hesitantly. “I don’t want news-
paper publicity. Ko-ko likes to ride
around the grounds in an automobile.
Joyce, I'll drive your car to the trees and
try to get him inside.”

“Why can’t I do it?” she protested.

“I won’t let you. Where are your
keys?”

“In the car,” Joyce said. As Haig left
us, she spoke under her breath. “He's
worried. I don’t like it. I—I'm afraid.”

MY MAULED head helped me believe

her. But this was Haig's worry.
I wanted Briggs. 1 wanted to know why
Abdul had been hiding up there over
the garage. I wanted to know what was
going to happen after they got the ape
locked up.

So I went to my room, washed my face
hurriedly, combed hair over the gash in
my scalp and went looking for Trixie.
She was with Mrs. Haig.

“For heavens’ sake!” Trixie said, pull-
ing me around so lantern light from over-
head struck me better. '“Mike, you look
like you've been cuddling with a meat
grinder! What happened?”

“Didn’t Colson tell you?”

“He stopped here for a minute, but he
didn’t say anything.”

“But I told him to stay here with you!”

“I can’t use him. He's annoying. Tell
me what happened.”

I wisecracked: “I got pawed by that
big ape. Ko-ko caught me in Haig’s
office. He’s loose now with a couple of
loaded guns.”

“Mike! Not that big gorilla!”

“None other.”
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“But—but all these people! These
women! They're all helpless.”

“It’s not my party and not my ape.
Haig thinks he can get the brute back
peaceably.”

“But if he can’t?” said Trixie.

“Don’t get trampled in the rush. This
fellow Abdul is up to something, too.
Watch him.” I told Trixie what I'd
found in Briggs’ room. “None of it
checks,” T said. “I don’t know what’s in
the wind. Don’t leave Mrs. Haig, even
if Haig is busy now.”

“Are you going to find Briggs, Mike?”

“If he’s around,” I said.

“Why shouldn’t he be around?”’

“Now you've got me,” T admitted. “But
they can’t keep making passes in the dark
without dropping one. Just keep your
eyes peeled.”

That was just talk. We were boxing
with shadows. We didn’'t have clues, a
case, anything much to work on. When
Haig got his gorilla settled, he could
have me tossed out again and I couldn’t do
much about it. Trixie, neither.

Which would mean the case was
bungled. We'd failed. Mike and Trixie
marched up the hill and marched down
again, helpless and foolish. The idea left
me angry and my head hurt, anyway.

Trixie must have sensed my thoughts.
Her hand touched my arm.

“It's a crazy set-up, Mike. I'll be glad
when we can leave.”

I stood still, listening. A gunshot far
out toward the pine trees had been barely
audible through the dance music. It might
have been an automobile back-firing.
None of the guests paid any attention to
it,

But Constance Haig in her chair heard
it. She stiffened, listened. With quick
movements she wheeled the chair around,
facing us. Queerly in that moment I
noticed the lantern light on her thin, blue-
veined hands. The strain she was living
under had never shown more clearly.

She was haggard. Her eyes had a bright,
feverish look.

“Did you hear ?"” she asked us.

“What?” says I innocently.

She searched my face. “Nothing,” she
said after a moment, and sat there listen-

ing.

STARTED to leave. Trixie followed
me, speaking under her breath. “Mike,
wasn’t that a shot?”

“Couldn’t have been anything else!”
I said. “And I don’t think Haig had a
gun. Only the ape had guns—and Haig
went in that direction. I'll see you later!”

Tom Bryant was at a lawn table with
his party. I cut over to his shoulder and
spoke under my breath.

“How about letting me use your car for
a few minutes? It's important and I'm in
a hurry.”

He looked at me, told the others he’d
be back in a moment and came with me.

“Something’s wrong,” he guessed.

“Maybe not. I want to get to those
pine trees in a hurry.”

“T’ll drive you,” he said and asked no
more questions as I led him at a run.

The car caught up with Joyce Carrol,
running in the driveway. We picked her
up. She could hardly talk and part of it
was fear.

“He didn’t have a gun!” she gulped.
“Ko-ko must have shot twice!”

“What is this?” Bryant begged. “Isn’t
Ko-ko that big gorilla of Haig's?”

“Keep your eye peeled for him,” I
warned. “He’s loose with loaded guns!”

Bryant muttered an oath.

The headlights were bright on the
white driveway and reached on to stir
shadows among the pines. I could see no
car lights ahead.

“Keep on into the trees,” I ordered.

“l was afraid!” Joyce Carrol moaned
beside me.

The thing she was afraid of made my
own nerves crawl. The black pine trees
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ahead made sullen cover for nameless
fears. Never mind the dance music, the
careless gaiety back there under the lan-
terns. All that belonged to another world
now.

Ahead of us in the blackness was that
great, hairy horror that had been trained
in the habits of men. That thing which
wasn’t a man hy a million years of evolu-
tion. That brutish, primeval jungle man,
more terrible because Waldo Haig had
grafted human powers on the brute mind.
This was night, black night, and the pines
might as well bhave heen the gorilla’s
native jungle.

“Where’s Farthington?” I asked.

“He ran to get a rifle,” Joyce Carrol
said huskily.

“There’s a car!”
claimed. “Look!”

Bryant stopped so fast the tires slid.
1 swallowed at the sight of the great,
hairy form which shambled, bent over,
knuckles on the ground, away [rom Haig’s
coupe.

It swung around and raised up to its full
height. The great mouth snarled.

“He’s got a gun!” Bryant wrenched
out. “See in his right hand!”

I saw it. I saw something else on the
ground beside the coupe. The big ape
took a step toward us and Bryant hastily
shifted into reverse.

“Wait!” I said.

Tom Bryant ex-

HE brute turned slowly from our

lights, put the knuckles of one hand to
the ground and moved awkwardly away
between the trees.

Bryant released his breath with an
explosive rush. “I thought he was coming
for us! That gun must still be loaded.”

“Drive closer,” 1 said.

Bryant did so, cautiously, stopping
with the headlights full on the prone,
motionless figure that lay beside the
coupe. Joyce Carrol moaned again as
she tried to get out of the automobile.

I cried out to
“We may have to leave

“Keep her in here!”
Tom Bryant.
tast!”

It took only a matter of seconds to see
that Haig had been shot twice ahove the
eyes. Either bullet would have killed him.
The gun was there on the ground where
Ko-ko had dropped it. A .38 automatic.
I put it in my pocket. He might return
and get it. Back in the car, 1 said:

“There’s nothing we can do. He'd
better stay there for the police.”

There went Mrs. Haig's fears. Trixie
and I had been hired to protect her from
Waldo Haig—and now Haig was dead.
Halfway back to the garage, we met Pro-
fessor Farthington and Lee Colson.
Farthington had a rifle he’d evidently got
from the gun cabinet in Haig’s office.

“He must have called the beast to the
car—and it shot him,” T said. “Let the
police handle it now. And if you don’t
mind, Professor, how ahout keeping watch
with that gun, in case the animal comes
toward the house? We'd better keep this
quiet until the police take charge.”

“It would be better,” he agreed.
“Frankly, I have little desire to meet a
gorilla in the darkness.”

I didn’t blame him as Bryant let me
out at the garage, where I could have
privacy over the telephone I'd seen in
Briggs' parlor.

Homicide in Miami thought I was
kidding.

“So a guy is shot by a gorilla, is he?”
the cop said reproachfully over the wire.
“Listen, friend, why don’t you take a
cold shower an’' turn in? It ain’t healthy
to drink so much and maybe wind up
trying to drive your car and having an
accident.”

I finally convinced him.

“You say that ape is out there on the
loose gunning for people?” he asked
loudly.

“Coroe and ser—and bring guns.”
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He was swearing as he hung up. When
I turned, Abdul had come in noiselessly
and was standing there with his dark lean
face showing some emotion for the first
time,

“The sahib is dead?” he said haltingly.

“That’s right.” I groped for a ciga-
rette, studying his face. “Ready to talk
about Briggs?”’

“The sahib was my father and my
brother. Allah knows my grief.”

“Too bad,” T said. “But Haig would
get reckless with those brutes. The police
will be here in a few minutes, and you'll
be needed in the house. For the last time,
are you going to tell me what you know
about Briggs?”

“Sahib, ashes on my head and my mouth
tastes bitter. I have no talk of my sahib’s
household.”

He turned away with dignity—and I
went downstairs ahead of him, trying to
guess what lay behind his words. He knew
about Briggs and he wouldn’t talk. Why
wouldn’t he talk? Because it wouldn’t
do Haig's household any good.

And why wouldn't it do Haig’s house-
hold any good? Abdul was covering up—
and not for Waldo Haig. For Briggs, the
ex-convict? I didn’t believe it. I had the
sudden feeling of facts hovering just be-
yond reach, elusive, tantalizing.

CHAPTER FIVE

Jungle Vengeance

S I stepped outside, the motor of
A Haig’s big sedan started in the
garage. “Is that the chauffeur?”
I asked Tom Bryant, who was waiting.
“No. That’s Lee Colson.”
“Where’s he going?”
“He said something about driving to
the gate and warning the guards.”
“That’s foolish!” I went to the big
sedan as it backed out. “Don’t drive
through those pine trees, Colson! You

may start that gorilla moving toward the
house !”

“Damn you, Harris! Mind your own
business! I know what I'm doing!”

“So do L.”

I was on the running-board by then. I
grabbed through the window for the igni-
tion key, got it away from his hands—and
he hit me in the face. He was the ath-
letic type; he could hit hard. [ lurched
off the moving car, tripped, sprawled on
the ground.

Colson leaped out after me without
bothering to stop the car as it coasted
slowly back in neutral. He kicked me down
again.

~ “Give me those keys, Harris!”

Abdul had followed me out. “Sahib!”
I heard him protest.

1 was dizzy, groggy. The car had
stopped with headlights shining on us—
and suddenly I stopped trying to get up.
I stayed there on the ground and found
the beginning of a nasty smile.

Colson was acting like a wild man.

“Keep out of this, damn you!” he
warned Abdul furiously. “You're fired!
Get out! I've been sick of you a long
time!”

Abdul answered him with dignity.

“I have been faithful to the Sahib Haig.
I am not a dog to be thrown out in the
hour of his death.”

“You heard me! You're fired!”

I poked the car keys into my pocket
and cam~ up grinning.

“Wait a minute!” I said. “I've got a
question, Colson! Where did you meet
Professor Farthington after Haig was
shot ?”

Colson looked at me blankly. “I was
out back of the house. I saw the profes-
sor running with the gun and went after
him.”

“You've been around the house all
evening? You haven't gone anywhere
else?”

“Of course not! Do I get those keys?”
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“You don’t,” says I. “But you can tell
us why, if you've been around the house
all evening, there's a pine needle between
your right shoe sole and the upper. It
wouldn’t stay there very long. Where did
you get it wedged in like that?”

Tom Bryant and Professor Farthing-
ton were listening. Joyce Carrol had
slipped away somewhere with her grief.
For a moment no one seemed to under-
stand what T was driving at. Not even
Colson. The car lights were bright on his
feet as he looked down blankly. The
others also looked.

Colson’s shoes were damp from the
heavy dew. Bits of grass, and tiny seeds
adhered to the leather. A close look, like
I'd had from the ground, disclosed the
fragment of pine needle wedged between
the sole and upper. It protruded an
eighth of an inch.

“I'll take that shoe,” says I, ““as evidence
that you were out there among the pine
trees at the time you claim you were here
at the house. You must have been out
there when Haig was shot!”

HE JUMPED at me. This time I was

ready. I ducked inside the blow and
smashed him in the stomach. Abdul caught
him or he would have gone down hali-
paralyzed for the moment. I took that
moment to grab up his leg and jerk off
the shoe.

Colson fought away from Abdul. “Give
me that shoe! I'll have you thrown off
the grounds!” '

I pulled the .38 on him.

“You wanted to send Briggs after
more whiskey— and Professor Haig said
there was plenty here,” I recalled. “That
was queer. Now you get fighting mad
because you can’t drive to the gate. I
wonder if you’d have driven after that
scotch yourself, since Briggs wasn't
around then. You got his car keys some
way. Let’s look around, I've got an idea.”

Abdul’s voice fell between us like the

blade of a knife. “Inshalla—so be it!”
The dark lean face now matched the fierce
black eyes. I guessed that Abdul knew
what was on my mind.

Lee Colson had a cornered, hunted
look as he glared at the gun. He shivered
as he met my gun. He was pale as I
herded him back to the car with the gun.

Tom Bryant looked inside at my order.
“Nothing in here,” he said.

“Look in the trunk.”

We gathered behind the car as Bryant
took the keys and unlocked the lid. As
be started to lift it, Lee Colson bolted
away with only one shoe on.

“Let him go!” T called as Abdul started
after him.

We found Briggs. The trunk space
was big enough to hold the doubled body.
Briggs had been slugged on the temple so
hard the skull was crushed.

“You knew this,” T said to Abdul.

He looked at me. “Only a fool sleeps
when enemies are close. My eyes were
my sahib’s eyes.”

“You suspected Colson of being an
enemy ?”’

“And Memsahib,” Abdul said deliber-
ately.

“Mrs. Haig?”

“Memsahib,” Abdul said evenly, ““hated
the hunting of my sahib. I have heard her
anger in the tents and on the trail. She
wished him to stay at home. She would
not live in New York alone. She cried
that the sahib was tired of her, that he
wished to put her aside. She promised
that it would not happen while she lived.
It was a time of unhappiness for the
Sahib.

“When Memsahib fell among the rocks
and cried to all the doctors that she could
not walk, Sahib Haig bowed his head and
said: “The hunting is finished, Abdul, I
will not leave her. Stay in my service
and we will see what time will do.””

“And time,” I said, “didn’t do much?”

“Here,” said Abdul, ‘“‘money was spent
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like a rajah that Memsahib might have
all happiness. Even to the bringing of her
brother that Memsahib might have the
pleasure of his company. And there was
no happiness. What can a strong man
do before the tongue of a sickness upon
her? The sahib was a dog in his own
house. And when there was an end to
the money, he said: “We will live poorly.
I will work. Your brother will work, and
we will live. If I die, there will be much
money from insurance.””

“Heavy insurance? Plenty of money
once more for Colson and his sister if
Haig died?” 1 whistled softly, making
a violent readjustment of my ideas. ‘“He
died,” I said. “It looked like the ape did
it. What a smooth idea. That's why the
ape was out. That's why two guns were
missing. One gun for Ko-ko to carry
around—and one for Colson to use and
drop when he caught Haig close to Ko-ko.

“If Colson let Ko-ko out deliberately,”
I said, “he must have been around close
when I walked into the office and was hit.
Now that I think about it, how would
an ape's paw gash my head so cleanly?
Colson must have been there in the dark
and slugged me before I saw what was
happening. Then he left me there with
the ape and got out.”

THE music beyond the house had
macabre gaiety as I talked. The others
were listening intently.

“But what about Briggs?” I said. “Col-
son wanted to get the body away before
the police got here. Why did he kill
Briggs?”

“Briggs was to return,” said Abdul,
“and search your room, Sahib, for the
young lady who was waiting. It was
known to them that you were a detective,
brought by Memsahib to spy on the Sahib
Haig and his secretary. I was to search
the young lady’s room.

“We were to bring what writing we
found to the garage. Briggs did not re-

turn., Is it possible, Sahib, that while
searching, he met the Sahib Colson and
was killed because he had seen too much?”

“Not only possible, but probable,” I
said. “And hack I came right into the
middle of it. Maybe Colson thought he’d
killed me, too. until he met me outside,
We weren’t looking for divorce evidence.
We were told that Mrs. Haig was a help-
less invalid, afraid that her husband would

kill her. Did Haig have any idea of
leaving his wife and marrying Miss
Carrol ?”

“Allah forgive me,” said Abdul. “Am
[ a wise man to speak for my master, who
is dead? But T think not, Sahib. He did
not know his wife could walk.”

“Walk?”

“T have seen her when she thought no
one was looking, Sahib. It was the way
of a woman who hated, to keep her man
weak at her side while she made his life
that of a dog.”

None of us doubted Abdul. Constance
Haig could walk. She hadn’t been in
danger [rom the man who had given
years and his money to caring for her.
Yet she’d brought detectives in and built
up a web of fake evidence against the man.

Two detectives on the spot to swear
what a rat Haig was. Who would look
past that and think about the insurance
if Haig died? That was where I fully
grasped the cold-blooded, careful build-up
that had preceded Haig’s murder.

The big party tonight may have been
part of the smoke screen. Constance Haig
must have known all evening what was
happening. No wonder she looked fever-
ish. She and her brother had almost
pulled it off, with Mike Harris and Trixie
Meehan covering for them. Only my
stubbornness in returning after being
fired—and luck—had switched the guilt.

I had time to think, “What a pity Haig
didn’t know in time that she could walk!”
when we heard a terrified shout.

(Please continue on page 126)
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Killing Wanda had un-
nervéd him more than
he’d thought it would.

Confessed-murderer Herbert Pettibone

was so insignificant—

they wouldn’t even give him dying room.

again, bending close to him, touch-

ing his shoulder lightly. From
where he sat, Herbert Pettibone could
see it all clearly, every move she made.
Randolph was aware of her, all right. He
was aware of her nearness, and of her
red gold hair whispering against his face.
But he didn’t show it. She thought she
was very clever, pretending to study the

T HERE she was at Randolph’s desk

typed report she’d just brought in, laid
on the desk in front of him.

Herbert Pettibone had seen Wanda's
little act a hundred times these last three
months, and each time something had
shriveled inside him. Randolph had his
desk on a raised platform at the head of
the Accounting Department, just a few
feet away from Herbert’s. Wanda worked
in the steno pool, but you’d think she was

70



80

Raymond Drennen

Jack Randolph’s private property, the way
she hung around his desk!

Why couldn’t Randolph see what she
was doing to him? If only Herbert could
tell him—but Herbert knew he wouldn't
understand. Jack Randolph was stupid,
but Herbert hated to see Wanda wreck
Jack’s life like she’d wrecked Herbert's.
That was another reason Wanda Blake
had to die!

Herbert wasn’t even bitter any more,
now that he’d decided to kill Wanda. He
was single and he could use his life any
way he wanted to. Destroy it, if neces-
sary. But Randolph couldn’t. He was
married. Perhaps that was why Herbert
felt so deeply about it. Herbert knew
Grace Randolph, and they didn’t come
any finer.

He had met Grace when she and Jack
had come to borrow his revolver to go
shooting,

“Why don’t you come with us, Herb?”
she’d said. She’d called him Herb right
off. “Jack has told me so much about
you, about how you held the department
together practically single-handed while
he was away. Jack depends on you so
much, Herb. We'd love to have you come
shooting with us.”

Jack hadn't said anything like that, of
course. He didn’t realize how hard
Herbert had slaved. But it was nice
Grace realized. Perhaps it was just as
well Herbert hadn’t gone shooting with
them, though he’d wanted to very much.
Knowing Grace better would just make
him feel that much worse about the whole
thing, the way Wanda was taking Jack in.

Wanda was beautiful, there was no
denying that. Herbert didn’t blame Jack,
except for being such a fool as not to
see through Wanda. She was shallow.
The way she’d follow him out of the
building at night and take his arm to the
subway, forcing herself on him.

But she was just leading him on, Like
she’d led Herbert on when he was acting

head of the department. That was before
Jack returned. It was always the top
guy she was after, Herbert thought
sardonically. The one who could do the
most for her.

If only Herbert hadn't fallen in love
with her. . . .

He’d had it out with her last night.
He’d asked her point blank to marry him.
She'd just looked at him, her red mouth
pouting quizzically. She hadn’t said any-
thing, but Herbert had read her eyes.

Youw're so little, Herbert—so insignifi-
cant! her eyes said,

She’d used those words a lot with him.
Oh, not to describe him. Wanda Blake
was too clever for that. She’d used them
to describe other people. Herbert had
always hated those words, because he was
little. In a way, he knew deep in his heart
that he was insignificant.

She had said it with her eyes. She had
taunted and spurned him, laughed at him
with her eyes! Well, she would see.
When he killed her, she would know, and
the whole world would know that he
wasn’t insignificant! Herbert Pettibone
was a person to be reckoned with, even
though he was . . . he winced, remember-
ing what the doctor had written on his
paper . . . too scrawny!

Herbert watched her now, straighten-
ing up back of Jack Randolph. Her black
dress was cut too low in front and he was
sorry for a moment that Jack hadn’t re-
turned his revolver. But then, it didn’t
make too much difference if her white
skin was torn and maimed.

Herbert knew what he was going to
use to kill her with. The letter knife on
his desk was very good steel. With a
little whetting, it would do very nicely.

She caught his eye, shot him a quick
smile as she disappeared through the door
into the steno room. Clammy sweat
bubbled on his face and he averted his
eyes hastily. Jack Randolph was watch-
ing him too! Herbert forced himself to
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breath deeply, because he knew he didn’t
have anything to fear.

He wasn’t going to run. He wasn’t
trying to get away with murder. That
would cheat him of fulfillment. After he
killed Wanda, he was going to police
headquarters and give himself up.

Just like that.

He was a little, insignificant, scrawny
excuse of a man, they said. Perhaps it
was a little too subtle for them to really
understand, but Herbert was going to
get rid of Wanda Blake hefore she could
hurt anyone else like she’d hurt him.

She was trash. Cheap, flashy, not worth
his little fingernail. And even though she
laughed at him, and he knew all these
things, she was in his blood. Herbert
Pettibone loved her.

ERBERT didn’t try to speak to her

at quitting time. He watched her
dally at the elevator, waiting for Jack
Randolph, scheming to get on the same
elevator with him and make it appear as
though it were a coincidence. She was
very clever, she thought, but to Herbert
it was so ohvious it was sickening. He
purposely held hack, waiting for her to
go down first, He didn’t want to talk to
her. Not until tonight. Then it would
be too late for talking.

He slipped the letter knife into his coat
pocket and, on his way to his room, he
stopped in a hardware store and bought
a small oilstone. When he got to his
room, he fixed himself a drink. Herbert
didn’t drink as a rule, but he kept a bottle
in case anyone ever dropped in. Tonight
was special. Tonight was the night he
himself would stop living. They couldn’t
hurt him after that.

It was funny, in a way, because the
police would go throngh the motions of
trying him and sending him to prison.
In New York, they electrocute you to
make you die, but he would already be
dead. He knew that when he plunged the

blade into Wanda Blake, he, Herbert
Pettibone, would die with her. It would
be, in a deep sense, real achievement. A
real triumph!

It was eight thirty now, and the knife
was sharp. He put on his coat and started
for her apartment. Half way there, he
put his hand in his pocket and found he'd
ahsentmindedly carried the oilstone with
him. He tossed it into an ashcan, think-
ing how funny it would be if he had
brought the oilstone but left the knife at
home. He felt of it in his pocket and
somehow it didn’t feel so funny.

No one saw him walk into Wanda’s
apartment house and up the one flight of
steps. He drummed with his fingernails,
as he always did, and when she opened
the door, she looked at him curiously,
then opened it wider and said how glad
she was that he’d come.

He laughed at her then, the first time
he’d ever laughed at her. Then her eyes
widened in horror as he puiled the letter
knife out of his pocket and lunged it into
her breast. He stared at her as she slipped
to the floor, an incredible dryness coming
to his throat. . . .

Suddenly he felt dizzy, seeing her lying
there at his feet, the knife sticking up and
blood coming out and running down into
her dress. She didn't look at all like he’d
thought she would. He was trembling
violently and felt as though something
were stifling him. Suddenly he wanted
to cry. She looked so pathetic.

He whirled blindly, running out of the
apartment, down the stairway. In the
lobby, he bumped into someone and the
force of the collision knocked him down.
He felt someone pulling on his arm, help-
ing him to his fcet. For a minute, he
stared dazedly, realizing it was Jack
Randolph. Frantically, he jerked himself
free and ran out.

He walked for hours, it seemed, trying
to collect his wits. Killing Wanda had

(Please continue on paye 123)
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Brutal racket-master Sonny and his two musclemen
e O were Johnny’s secret shooting gallery—
until Sonny’s gal Mandy . . . started back-firing.
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By JOHN D. Mac DONALD
CHAPTER ONBE
Lethal Momento
S ONNY sat there on the end of the Sonny lost his grin and gave me a quick

brass bed, half-grinning like a guy nod.
waiting for the payoff on a practical I leaned across the pillows and put my

joke. The bathroom door was open. thumb on the knob of the bedside radio.

When the roar of the shower stopped, It was all warmed up and turned to a
83
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station, but the volume was cut all the
way back.

When Big Al appeared in the bath-
room doorway he had a blue towel over
his head, flapping over his face, the thick
fingers digging through the towel into his
scalp, drying that curly blond hair.

I thumbed the volume up high and it
was the old Basie recording of “My Bud-
dy,” the horn part with that wonderful
crisp piano running in and out of the
melody like a squirrel going up through
the branches of a tree.

Big Al yanked the towel down. Sonny
had the Woodsman already raised. He
shot Big Al in the heart. The twenty-two
slug made a dark hole. I looked at Big
Al feeling the way you do sometimes at
a bull fight after the sword is in. The
bull is on his feet and the dark mind is
still ticking over, but something’s wrong.

I wanted him to look at me instead of
at Sonny. I wanted him to swing his
eyes over and maybe guess, in that last
second, just why it had happened to him.
But he stared right at Sonny as if his
mind hadn’t caught up with the fact of
death yet. The lips pulled back in a grin
that was somehow shy and boyish and
apologetic.

“Guys, I ...” That was as far as it
went. The strained muscles went soft
and he sat down hard on his heels, bal-
anced in a squatting position with his
chin on his chest for a twentieth part of
a second before slopping over against the
door frame and then coming forward, his
face and chest sliding along the floor so
that he ended up stretched out flat, his
head almost under the brass end of the
bed, the blue towel as neat under him as
though somebody had spread it there.

The Count was handling a solo piano,
as crisp as celery. I found out that I still
had my thumb on the radio dial and I
pulled the volume down a little. Sonny
stood up, fiddled with the safety on the
Woodsman, then tucked it inside his belt,

the long barrel down the front of his right
thigh.,

We had waited around the commer of
the hallway until we heard the shower
start to roar. When I had shoved the
cold chisel in by the lock bolt and pried,
it hadn’t made much of a noise.

The shower had made the room hot.
My hands were sweating inside the rub-
ber gloves. Sonnv started on the bureau
and I went through the stuff he piled on
the table near the chair. Without taking
time to count it, I figured the wallet at
better than four hundred, mostly in small
stuff. Big Al liked to have a wallet look
and feel fat.

I waved the wad of bills at Sonny. He
smiled without mirth. In the back of the
wallet I found a familiar thing, a wicked-
looking little chunk of steel. It was Big
Al's story. According to him, he had
been driving a six by six just outside of
Bastogne. The bomh fragment had come
through the windshield, drawn one drop
of blood from the lobe of his right ear
and then clunked into a hag of tire chains
behind him so hard that the prints of the
chains were visible on the evil little frag-
ment.

I bounced it up and down in my hand.
The announcer was telling us that for the
best deal on furniture, Seebold’s was the
place to go. He yelped every word and
I wondered if Seebold himself was stand-
ing behind the guy.

While Sonny was still working on the
bureau, I took the hed. Before I fin-
ished the bhed, Sonny was pulling down
the shades to see if what we were looking
for was rolled up in them. I had a little
problem of my own. I didn’t know which
was going to look the best—to have Son-
ny find it, or to find it myself. I had the
edge on him. T knew where it was.

Sonny grunted with annoyance when
he finished the shades. He went into the
bathroom. I wondered if T had hid it too
good. To make it look good, I took the
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one picture off the wall and tore out the
backing. Then I took the calendar off
the wall. Courtesy of Kawalski’'s Towing
Service. Damsels with the critical areas
concealed by floating scarves and sea
shells and birds flying by.

It was May. I took it in to Sonny and
showed him how what we wanted had
been taped to the back of November. He
tore the envelope open, pulled out the
two negatives and the four prints, two of
each. He checked the negatives by hold-
ing them up against the mid-morning
light coming in the opaque bathroom win-
dow.

His hand was steady as he held them
up. Sonny is blonder than Big Al. He
looks like one of those little grooms on
top of a wedding cake. He so seldom
shows any expression, and he moves in
such an angular uncoordinated way, that
you expect to see a hole under his arm
to stick the key in and wind him up.

He took out the lighter and lit the
corner of the pictures. They made a stink
in the small bathroom. He kept turning
them so the flame would get the whole
business. The flame blistered the thumb
of the rubber glove. That stank too. He
crumpled the ashes, dropped them in the
john and flushed it. They swirled and
went down with a sucking noise.

We went back out of the bathroom,
stepping over Big Al's legs. Al's alarm
clock said that it was fifteen minutes af-
ter tern.

Sonny said, ‘“Wait a minute.” He took
the alarm clock and set it for eight
o’clock and pulled the plunger out. It was
a fool trick, the kind Sonny enjoys. He
put it on the floor so that it almost
touched Big Al's ear. “Rise and shine,”
he said softly. “Grab them socks, boy.”
He stepped back, “Let’s go, Doyle.”

We peeled the gloves off in the hallway
as we were heading for the stairs. Sonny
stood and looked down the two flights.
He motioned me to the front window.

I looked out.

Across the narrow street, a purple dry-
cleaning truck was parked. A guy came
out of the house with clothes over his
arm. He pgot into the truck and drove
away. A little kid with saggy pants was
throwing sticks at a fat dog tied to a
broken porch railing. He wasn't hitting
him but the dog was nervous,

“Okay,” 1 said, walking back. We
went down the stairs together, Sonny two
steps ahead. When we got in the hall-
way, we took another look outside. Son-
ny went first. I followed twenty feet be-
hind him and caught up to him. The kid
finally hit the dog and it growled as
though its heart wasn't in it.

The gray coupe was parked in the
free lot across from the new shopping cen-
ter. We went into the lot and got into the
car and drove away. Sonny drove, When
he had to wait for a light on Carroll
Street, he whistled tunelessly. It took me
a little while to figure out that “My Bud-
dy” had stuck in his mind and that was
what he was attempting.

He broke off and said, “Why do they
try to get too smart, Doyle?”

“They start thinking they can handle
it as well as you, maybe.”

“By now they should know. Al should
have known. When I found him he was
one scared guy. AWOL in Paris with
the M.P.’s making a big drive. I needed
more muscles in the outfit. He worked
in nice.”

“Like I did?” I asked quietly.

“Like you did, Doyle. Just like you
did.” He laughed.

E WENT out to the end of Car-

roll Street, turned left under the un-
derpass and hit the new Speedway. It
was only fifteen minutes from there out
to the turnoff to the Mad Hatter, Son-
ny’s place. We parked in back and went
in through the kitchens. The kitchen
help didn’t report until four in the after-
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noon. We went into the big deserted
dining room. Sonny went on through the
bar without a word. I heard him going
up the stairs to his apartment.

I stood and looked at the band plat-
form. The chairs bhad that look of un-
dertaker’s chairs that stand near a coffin.
The piano grinned with yellow-white teeth.
The string-bass case lay flat on its back
behind the chairs, a cheap coffin for a
fat child.

My heels sounded loud on the polished
floor as I crossed to the platform, stepped
up onto it, brushing by the tilted mean-
ingless metal face of the singer’s mike.

I sat down and thought of Big Al. For
a long time I massaged my left hand, that
broken twisted thing that serves for a
hand after the knuckles have been
smashed with seven measured blows with
the butt of a Colt .45 Army issue. I sat
in the stillness and thought of Big Al

As T was thinking of him the headache
started to come back. 1 had a hunch it
would come back today. With that left
hand I can span four keys, no more.
There’s just enough left in the index, the
ring and the little fingers so I can work
out the simplest hass. 1 played it soft,
first that old Basie, that “My Buddy,”
and then I took it into that old nursery
rhyme—about the three little Indians.

The headache was sharpening. I fought
back at it by using that clubbed left hand
in the best boogie beat 1 could get out of
it, turning the one little, two little, three
little Indians’ into three hot little red-
skins.

It was the helpful one with the X-ray
prints who fixed it so I could visualize
the headaches. Before he came around
with his professional manner, I had
thought of them in terms of light.

A little weak green light bulb that
starts to flicker inside your head and
then gets brighter and sharper and hard-
er and brighter until you're panting and
you got to let your mouth open to let the

light shine out and it comes out of your
ears and there's nothing you can see on
account of that hard green light coming
into your eyes from the back.

But that jerk with the X-rays. He
fixed me. He showed me the shape of
it. He pointed it out with a new yellow
lead pencil. Funny how some things get
pasted to your memory and you can’t
peel them off. On the lead pencil it said
in red printing, Fisher For Flowers.

I could see the misty bone outline of
my skull. He showed me the little devil
right in the middle. About an inch and
a quarter long, no bigger around than
the lead from a pencil, except near the
top of it where there was a wider place,
rough along the side. Right inside my
head, pointing straight up and down. Big
Al could keep his little keepsake in his
wallet. Mine was between my ears, be-
hind my eyes.

“Even if they’d found that at the gen-
eral hospital, Doyle,” he said, “there’s
nothing they could have done about it.
You're a lucky soldier. That sliver of
steel missed anything big enough to kill
you through hemmorhage.”

“I'm lucky all right,” I told him.

“It’s too deep, and too delicately
placed. You've got to live with it, Doyle.”

“I've lived with it for five years with-
out knowing it was there, Doc.”

He was the kind who hated to be
called ‘Doc’, So that’s all I called him.

“You've come out of it now, Doyle. As
far as we can tell there’s been a very
slow reabsorption of the clots so that—"

“So that I’'m no longer nuts, Doc? Why
not just say it?”

He frowned. “I'm trying to help you,
Doyle. You should have all the facts. You
can be released if you wish. You can
stay here. You'll never be rid of the head-
aches. You may live to be ninety. A jolt
may shift that sliver so that you'll die
tomorrow. You’'ll be drawing a hundred
percent disability.
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“We can't give you a blanket pres-
cription to deaden the pain of those head-
aches. If you stay here, we can treat you
each time they come on. It's a nice life,
you know. Books and movies and work
shops.”

“Don’t try to sell it to me, Doc.”

“I'm not trying to sell you anything.
Readjustment for you will be very diffi-
cult. You were irrational for four full
years, Doyle. The world has changed a
lot.”

T was sitting on my bed in the familar
bathrobe and pajamas. [ looked at him
but I wasn’t seeing him. I was seeing
Sonny and Big Al and Skipworth.

“I've got some unfinished business,
Doc.”

“Important enough to have to stand
that pain without help?”

“Yes, Doc. That important.”

So they let me go. I went right to
Ridge City and the train wheels said, all
the way,” Be there, Sonny. Be there, Son-
ny. Be there, Sonny.”

I dida't want anybody else to have
gotten to him. Big Al and Skipworth
weren’t quite as important. I didn’t want
Leavenworth to have him. I wanted him
clean and clear, and he was. T'd never
seen his town—Ridge City—before. I
remembered the night in the cellar in
Paris when he said:

“The suckers’ll keep running, Doyle.
Not this baby. When the market is shot,
I'm going to get clean. It isn’t tough.
They aren’t checking too close. All you
need is the hospital records to show you
had a good reason for being out of touch.
I’ll ox you up and I'll ix up Big Al and
Skipworth. The rest of these joes we're
using will be a nice present to the M.P.’s”

But then he didu’t have to fix me up.
The sliver fixed me up. When they came
through us at the Bulge, Big Al and I
were running out a truck of PX stuff,
carrying forged trip tickets. They yanked
us out of the truck and gave us carbines.

I remember being close to an M-4 tank
when the world blew up and I woke up
rational better than four years later.

The doc figured it out. He figured that
the tank took a direct hit from an 88 and
what T had in my head was a sliver of
armor plate. It saved Sonny the job of
faking my papers.

Now when the headaches came it
wasn’t a green light any more. It was
that sliver, ugly like it looked in the
X-rays. It would quiver a little. I tried
to keep my hands going on the piano keys
as it got rougher. The sliver began to
wiggle like a fish. The music went out
of me.

From far off, I could hear my right hand
on the keys, doing those first three
notes of the “Moonlight Sonata”, over
and over and over again, faster and fast-
er. I felt my mouth sag open. Vision
was gone. That damn sliver was spinning
end for end, tearing my head to bits.

HEN the world tipped and I was

slumped with my face against the
keys, every inch of me sticky with sweat,
breathing like I'd run a long, long way.
The needle was still again, hanging si-
lent in the brain jelly, laughing. It al-
ways laughed after it was through with
its crazy dance.

I rolled my face from side to side,
and some of the piano keys spoke softly.
Fingers touched my shoulder lightly and
I could smell the perfume she wore, the
perfume that always makes me think of
the black panthers I saw when I was a
kid.

“Bad one, Johnny?” she asked gent-
ly.

I put my hands against the key lid and
pushed. My breath was slowing. When
I was sitting up again on the stool it took
an extra effort to turn my head and lift
it so that I could look up at her. Sonny's
girl. Mandy Powers. A big bold-cut girl
with a body for statues and tan eyes that
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never seem to blink and hair of the un-
forgettable brightness of that first brand
new penny you earned all by yourself
when you were five.

“A big buster,” T said.
job.”

“I heard you yelling. I was way down
by the river bank. I came running. Don’t
ask me why. I don’t like to watch it.”

“A skyrocket

She wore tailored navy slacks and a
man’s plaid wool shirt, too big for her ex-
cept where it was too small. At night she
would put on one of the metallic strap-
less jobs she calls her ‘spray gun’' ward-
robe, and her eyes would rove and her
throat would trob, with the mike close to
the wide lips, and the sculptor’s body
moving just enough, and the voice like
fingers in your hair—turning the thread-
sare words of Tin ’an Alley into double,
triple and quadruple meanings that turned
back the clock for the old ones and turned
it ahead for the ones still wet behind the
ears.

A hell of a lot of woman.

I stood up before 1 should have. When
I swayed toward her, she caught me
strongly, one hand on my left elbow, the
other at the armpit. Her eyes looked up
at me, deeply concerned. ‘““Bed, John-
ny,” she said.

“You're the boss.”

I was okay so she let go of me, letting
one hand slide down to my wrist. She
looked at that left hand of mine. I watched
her face. They all show it. The eyes
narrowing or turning away quickly, or the
lips compressing, or the throat working
as they swallow.

Not Mandy. 1 don't know why she
did it. Probably she didn't, either. She
picked up the bad hand and held it
against her soft cheek, looking up at me.

“Old Johnny,” she said.

1 turned away because there were
tears with no reason. She walked with
me to the door of my room in the wing.
When I opened the door, she brushed by

me, walked over with quick steps and
pulled the blind cords so that the room
was dark.

It would have been all right if a breeze
hadn’t swung my door slowly shut so
that it latched very gently. She stood
looking at me, her face solemn in the
half light.

It hit us like a full glass of calvados.

I pulled her close to me, tilted her
face up.

“Old Johnny,” she whispered, barely
moving her lips.

I thought of all of it. Her and Son-
ny. One gone. Two to go. This stank.
This was misery. I spoke loud and flat.
“What will Sonny think, honey?”

For a moment there was more shock
than anger in her. “No, Johnny! Not
like that! This isn’t like that!”

“Of course not,” I said mockingly.

She slapped me hard. She shut the
door behind her without a sound.

Check off one Mandy Powers. I tried
to remember the last time I'd kissed a
woman. Then I remembered her. A little
blonde whose breath had smelled of sour
wine and who kept calling me Charlie.

When the pain had settled down so
that it was merely a dullness, I went
over to the bureau and took a hottle out
of the bottom drawer. You drown wom-
en in bottles. Mandy needed a fast
drowning. There was too much to do,
and no time. I was too eager. I poured
it down too fast, but the memory of Man-
dy was in my fingertips and on my lips.
1 fell into sleep like a body pushed out
of a high window.

CHAPTER TWO

A Wreath for Skip
AYBE it was Big Al's death
l that did it. I don’t know. The
dream came—the old recurrent
dream—clear and hard and vivid and
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true. Sergeant Johnny Doyle again, with
two good hands and no steel in his head.

Johnny Doyle who had played piano
with Karby and Luttigan and Sands,
Doyle the sap who had decided that en-
tertaining the troops was a hell of a way
to fight a war, went overseas as a casual
replacement and ended up in QM supply,
stationed in Paris, working in the ware-
houses packed to the roof with stuff worth
a million on the black market.

Then this Doyle sap had gotten so
lonesome for a piano, he got himself
drunk. When he woke up he was in Son-
ny Bolender’s place, and the needle holes
in Doyle’s arms were good enough rea-
son for the three weeks’ AWOL. That'’s
the way they put you behind the eight
ball—keeping you away from your outhit
for three weeks, then telling you that
since you are due for the stockade any-
way, you might as well go whole-hog,
stay AWOL, join the black market out-
fit and clean up.

You were prize meat for Sonny Bo-
lender, because you knew the ware-
house ropes. He told you the plan. They
were going to take a load of trucks in,
bold as brass, load up and get out, shoot-
ing if they had to.

Big brave Johnny Doyle. You laughed
at Sonny, That was bad. You told the
three of them in that room with you that
they could go to hell. Sonny and Big Al
and Skipworth. But you didn’t know the
names then, of course,

A stone floor and a heavy wooden table
and a canvas cot. No windows. Big Al
and Skipworth took you over to the table
and Skipworth held you around the mid-
dle while Big Al pinned your left arm to
the table, That's where the dream al-
ways started, the moment Sonny said
meaningfully :

“Drunk as a skunk and you were still
playing hot piano when we grabbed you.
Ever see a one-handed piano player?”

In the books it was always a bluff. In

the books the hero gives a tight-lipped
smile, throws Skipworth over his head,
knocks out Big Al with one punch and
takes the .45 away from Sonny. Then
fadeout with girl and music and sun-
set,

But the script went wrong. You closed
the left hand into a fist just as the bitter
butt of the .45 smashed down. Something
went wrong with Sonny’s face and his
eyes. You could see that—even pain-
blinded. The second smash hurt like a
wood rasp across decayed teeth.

You faded down through the stone
floor into softness and warmth—awak-
ened in an unknown alley in a cold rain.
You buttoned the ruined hand inside your
shirt and reported back to the unit.

They listened to you in the hospital
and nodded and said, even with the dis-
belief showing in their eyes, that it was
too bad and they were sorry and you're
out of the army now, boy. You're all
through.

They were going to take off the hand,
but first they tried to put it back together,
A good trick. You were healthy. They
put a cast on you and marked you for
the boat. Instead you went off looking for
those three.

You found them after two weeks, and
convinced them that you had “smartened
up.” To prove it, you gave Sonny all
he needed to pull the warehouse job. Your
end came out to five greasy hundred
pound notes.

Sonny suspected you for a long time,
You knew that inside you were just as
crazy as he was, but in a different way.
You wanted the easy dough. You wanted
to kill him, and Big Al, and Skipworth.
When you thought the cast was ready to
come off, you took it off. Sonny said it
was a hell of a looking hand. You grinned
into his eyes and said:

“No hard feelings, fella.”

Big Al was going to be first, when the
two of you went out with the truck. All
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planned. That was the first time they
gave you a gun. At the right spot on the
trip you were going to stand him up,
blow him up. . .. But the German Army
took over.

A slight interruption. Five years and
two months and . . . eighteen days, to be
exact. Pardon me, Al. You see, I was
crazy for a few years there. Sorry I
didn’t get around to you sooner. Sorry
you had the extra five years, two months
and eighteen days of eating, drinking—
feeling your heart beat, using those big
hard muscles that pinned my arm down.

The same old dream kept awakening
me. The last time it wasn’t the dream. [t
was footsteps in the dark room. Outside
it was night. I clicked on the bed lamp
and saw Skipworth pawing for the light
switch, the one beside the door.

He grinned over at me, closed the door,
came over and sat on the end of the bed.
I took one of his cigarettes and he held
the match. In Paris, Skipworth was a lean
dark boy with hollow cheeks. Now he has
cheeks like a squirrel and a small black
mustache. He’s sleek—like a cat.

“How was it, Johnny ?”’

I made a circle of my fingers. “Pure
silk. Full fashioned. Clear going in and
clear coming away. He had the shots, all
right.”

“The damn fool,” Skipworth said.
“You can't cross Sonny.”

“How are we so far?”

“It was in the evening papers. Alarm
Clock Murder, yet. Sonny went right on
down to headquarters as soon as he saw
it. The old act. You gotta find out who
killed muh pal. He isn’t back yet. De-
tective-Lieutenant Goldwine is out at the
bar waiting to talk to you.”

“Why me?”

“Don’t think you're special, Johnny.
He’s already talked to me and Mandy.
Take your time getting dressed, boy. He’s
happy out there.”

“When did they find the body?”

“Four o’clock. Al had a date with that
high-pressure chick of his. She went
around to see what was keeping him. I'll
give her three days to cry her eyes out
and get over it. Then I'm taking over.
Sonny’s orders. He thinks maybe Al give
her a couple prints. You never can tell.”

He went out. 1 took a quick shower
in my small private bath and put on the
newest dark gray suit. It was six-thirty.
The cocktail crowd would be just past
its peak. ] combed my hair and looked
at the stranger’s face in the mirror.

It still seemed incredible that the face
and body had gone on sleeping, waking,
moving, There were no memories of
those years. Nothing. Like somebody
borrowed your face, used it and then re-
turned it, shightly the worse for wear. Not
a bad face—or a good one. Too long,
with all the breadth across the cheek-
bones, the jaw narrow. Not at all a face of
vengeance, which it was.

HE WAS a spidery little man and he

sat at a bar stool around the end
of the bar, his elbows out, his narrow
shoulders slumped, his chin almost on the
edge of the highball glass. His furry dark
suit had that somewhat glassy look that
comes from hard wear. His pale eyes
were very subtly out of track, so that he
gave the impression of always looking
just beyond you.

The stool next to him was full, so we
moved over to a table. Franz brought
me the usual Gibson when he brought
the lieutenant’s glass over.

“Tough to lose a good pal, eh, Doyle?”
His voice had a dry rusty sound.

“Not such a pal,” 1 said, “I like my
friends a little brighter for a long haul.”

“You’ve been here how long?”

“Five months, Nearly six, lieutenant.”

“You worked in fast, didn’t you?”

“Old war buddies. Didn't Sonny tell
you?”

“You wouldn’t want to tell me what
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you do here for Sonny, would you?”

“Why not? I book in the acts, check
the service, keep an eye on the kitchens,
work with the accountant, handle the
payroll. It's a job.”

“A nice job for a guy with no previ-
ous experience, Doyle.”

“Nothing’s too tough if you work at
it, Lieutenant.”

“Neither of us was born yesterday,
Doyle.” He looked down into his glass
as though there were a bug in the bottom
of it. “Sonny’s cute. He was just a run-
ner for Masserelli when the army snagged
him. Now Masserelli seems to be semi-
retired with Sonny Bolender back in town.

“Sonny’s got the liquor licenses, the
books, the floating games, the snow birds
and half the wards of the city in his pock-
et. This place is a hobby with him. You
rent a safety deposit box. What do you
keep in it? Your summer socks?”

“Get an order and you can open it,
Lieutenant.”

“You don’t seem like the type, Doyle.
Know what I mean?”

“What's this got to do with Big Al?”

He finished his drink and stood up.
“Big Al? He’s dead, isn't he?”

He carefully counted out seventy-five
cents for his drink and added a dime. “See
you around, Doyle.” He went out like a
dusty little crow getting out of a cage
full of parrots.

I sat there with the drink in front of
me, not liking any part of it. I was cer-
tain that Detective-Lieutenant Goldwine
meant to leave me just as jumpy as he
could. And he'd done a very good job.

The lull pianist was murdering a pop-
tune. Francey, the little blonde who
passes the tidbit tray in the lounge bar
came over with her tray. “One for John-
ny,” she said, “Try one of them little
fish.”

“One of those little fish, Francey.”

She arched her back, “I should have
to know grammar?” As I took the little

fish she recommended—she leaned over.
Her voice was barely audible. “Our ca-
nary had Franz take her up a bottle. It
ain’t like her.”

“Maybe she wants to wash her hair.”

“In gin?”

“Thanks. Francey. I'll take a look.”

I went up. She was in her own room.
“C’'min,” she yelled when I knocked. She
hadn’t changed. A sheaf of the coppery
hair fell across one eye. She smoothed it
back with her hand and stared at me
owlishly. The bottle was beside her, on
the floor. A pint was gone.

“How the hell do you expect to sing?”
I demanded.

“Go to lhell, Johnny,” she said tone-
lessly. “I'm quitting.”

I went into her bath and turned the
shower on. [ went back and started to
say, “Get in that shower before—" I
broke it off. Sonny was standing just
inside the door.

“Lo, Sonny, y'ole beast. Say good-by
to the canary, kid. Lil Mandy’s blowing
the joint, soon as she packs up.”

He kicked the door shut. He reached
her in three long strides, yanked her up
by the front of the shirt and hit her so
hard with the heel of his hand that she
fell sideways out of his grip. She land-
ed on her hands and knees. I saw the
look in his eyes that I'd seen a long time
ago in Paris.

I pulled him away from her. He looked
at me and through me, but he didn’t
know me. I was just an object in his way.
Slowly his eyes lost that look.

He said, “Thanks, Johnny.”

“She can’t work tonight.”

“Anything [ hate it’s a female lush.
Straighten her out, Johnny.” He went
out with that jerky, uncoordinated walk.

I got her up from the floor. The left
side of her face was beginning to discolor.
She had trouble with her breathing. She
lay looking up at the ceiling, and her
face was dead and far away. No more li-
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quor, no effect left. Her drunk was over.

“A doctor might be a good idea.”

“I'm all right,” she said tonelessly.

“There could be internal injuries, Man-
dy.PI

“I'm a big strong girl.”

She rolled her head toward me and
her mouth twisted. “This is a big day,
Johnny. Educational. No man ever hit
me before.”

“You ought to get out of here, Man-
dy. You ought to leave, as soon as you
can. Tonight maybe.”

“T can think about it, but I'll never
leave. You know it and I know it. 1|
could leave but he’d bring me back.
Wherever I went, he'd bring me back.”

“Take it easy tonight. I'll have Mike
use that guy in the band for a vocal, the
kid that plays the tram.”

“I'll be all right. 1'll work tonight.”

“Don’t be a damn fool I

“T'll work tonight. That's what I'm
getting paid for, isn’t it?”

I went down and over into the west
wing. It was seven o’clock. Old Tim had
uncovered the tables. I spun one of the
wheels as I went back to where Larry
was breaking open the free bar in the ca-
sino. I used my keys and opened the low
cabinet and took out three bowls of dice
for the three crap tables, a box of new
decks for the twenty-one tables.

We open the casino at eight. It’s Skip-
worth’s baby. A good-sized layout. Three
pit bosses, seven stick men, four girl
dealers, plus two men on the bar, two
at the cashier’s cage, and two at the
door. It's all straight. That is where
Sonny is smart. The crooked stuff is all
in the houses scattered around Ridge City,
where his connection 1s less well known.

Skipworth came in. I had just finished
laying out the merchandise. 1 took one
of his cigarettes. “How did it go with
Goldy?” he asked.

“A very shrewd little guy, I'd say.”

“He’s Mr. Trouble. He can't be fixed

and he can't be fired. One of those. He’s
a worker.”

“Skip, why did Big Al take that place
in town ?”

“So the cookie could come see him.
It was handier. That was his story. But
I guess he felt safer there as long as he
was planning to cross Sonny.”

“1 don’t see how those pictures would
bother Sonny so much.”

Skip smoothed down the small black
mustache with his thumb knuckle. “Get
smart, Johnny. That was federal heat.
You can’t buck that.”

1 shrugged and went back into the
club proper. Everything was pretty quiet
during the seven-to-eight lull. I went out
into the kitchens, selected a small steak
and had them fix it up for me.

Skip was the next problem. I think
better while I'm eating. 1 sat in a corner
of the big kitchen at a small table and
worked on my steak. Skip was my boy.
A nice little wreath for Skip. The coffin
would have silverplate handles. I won-
dered if the black mustache would keep
growing, afterward.

CHAPTER THREE

Doublecross Partners

ECAUSE it was “pickup” day, I
B set my alarm for nine, Six hours
isn’t enough. It took a long cold
shower to finish the rest of the wake-up
job. When I went to Skip’s room he was
already up. He had shaved and he was
carelully trimming the black mustache.
After breakfast Skip got at the wheel
of the big sedan, the one we used on this
special day once a week. 1 sat beside
him with the brown zipper bag between
my feet and the two specialists sat in
back. Sonny arranged the licenses for
the guns. Mine was uncomfortable, as
always, in the shoulder holster.
The bag at my feet contained the sheafs
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of bills taken in at the casino during the
week over and above the seventy thous-
and working capital kept in the big bank-
type vault in the cellars under the club.
It had been a fair week and the deposit
was a little over thirty-three thousand.
There are nine stops on the pickup route.
When we left the last one, the bag be-
tween my feet contained a little better
than a hundred and twenty thousand.

I kicked the bag. “Let’s go to Mexico,
Skip.”

“Sure, sure,” he said sourly. [ bent
over and dug around in the bag and
picked out the brown envelope prepared
once a week for the grease list. Sonny
has arranged it efficiently. We parked
across from the courthouse. One of the
specialists went in with me, as always. It
was an oak-paneled office on the second
floor.

The girl at the desk glanced up, gave
us the tight weekly smile and said, “You
can go right in.”

We went in. | tossed the envelope on
the desk, in front of the puffy old man
with the rimless glasses who looks some-
what like the public idea of the kindly old
family doctor. He never varied the rou-
tine. He slid it into his top desk drawer
and flipped open the fancy cigar box. I
took two and handed one to the specialist.

“Looks like a nice warm month,” he
said.

“Warm for May,” I said.

Then he varied the routine. “Very un-
fortunate, about your friend.”

“Those things happen,” I said.

“Tell Mr. B. that we’ll inconvenience
him as little as possible.”

“He’s anxious to know, too.”

“These things are bad for business.
The public gets upset. Pressure on the
police and the District Attorney’s office.
We'd hate to think Mr. B. was having
any . .. ah .. . serious competition.”

“Nothing he can’t handle,” I said.

“Good day, gentlemen.”

“Good day, Mr. Commissioner.”

We left. The young lady gave us a
measured smile. We went down the stairs
smoking the cigars. It was beginning to
take a misty shape in my mind, how to
do it to Skip. It was beginning to look
possible.

At the bank, it was Skip's turn. He
took the bag in. The money reported for
tax purposes was deposited in the cor-
poration account. Then he went down to
the safety deposit box section. That was
a blind. When he came out, the bag was
empty, but Skip, I knew, was heavier
around the middle. The specialits
weren’t in on it.

If the pressure hit them, they could
lead the law to a big empty box. Skip
took the box into the cubicle each week
alone while he transferred dough to the
big belt around his middle. That’s as far
as I had gone.

What happened to it from there was
something they had not yet let me in
on. I knew it was never any less than
thirty thousand. A million and a half a
year. [t would be nice to find out where
it was stashed. Sonny stashed it person-
ally., I knew that much.

Skip got back behind the wheel. “That
must be a nice full box,"” I said.

“It sure is.”

The Sonny system. Let the guy believe
he’s all the way in. But keep him fooled.
They were trusting me just so far. When
I didn’t turn around to look into the back
seat, I could almost imagine Big Al sit-
ting back there between the two special-
ists.

1 started working out the details of the
plan. They had to work out exactly
right. They had to work out as well as
the plan I tailored to Big Al If he hadn’t
ben a camera bug, it wouldn't have panned
out the way it did.

Sonny, for a very fat {ee, took the risk
of hiding one very hot citizen for three
days, until transportation out of the



94 John D. MacDonald

country could be arranged. The federal
government was eager to ask the hot
citizen some very pointed questions. I
sneaked one of Al's cameras out of his
room and got two decent shots of Sonny
talking to the man, in the sunlight be-
hind the club on a cold April day.

The pictures would have meant noth-
ing were it not for the car beyond them,
the license plates, brand new, just issued,
showing the date of the picture, according
to courthouse records, could be no earlier
than April tenth. And that was when
the heat was at its greatest, all over the
front pages of the newspapers.

I sent them to be developed at a place
I read about in a magazine ad. Two
prints of each, praying that the guy who
made the prints wouldn't identify the
wanted man from the newspaper pic-
tures. I gave my name as Albert Hoag-
lund, Big Al's right name, and then got
up first to get the mail at the Mad Hatter
every morning until they came.

When they did, I steamed open the
envelope and checked. They were all
right. 1 re-sealed it and took it to Son-
ny. I told him I didn’t want to be a
snitch. I told him I'd seen Big Al using
his camera on the hot stranger. We
steamed it open. The pictures scared the
hell out of Sonny. I gave him advice. Let
Big Al get them and see what he would
do. We re-sealed the envelope. After 1
left Sonny, I opened it for the third time,
took out the pictures and put in some
routine advertising for cameras that I'd
picked out of Big Al's wastebasket. Nat-
urally Al said nothing. I visited him in
his room and fasteped the pictures to
the back of the calendar.

It was easy because Sonny had given
me the job of sticking with Big Al to see
what moves he made. [ reported to Son-
ny that I believed Big Al had hidden
them somewhere in his room. After that
it didn’t make any difference whether
Sonny gave Big Al a chance to talk or

not. The pictures would be proof enough
against Big Al when Sonny was judge
and jury and chief executioner.

It worked only because Sonny was
willing to believe that other minds would
work as deviously as his own.

Now I had the problem of Skipworth.

WORKED on it on the way back out
to the club, with Skip sitting beside me

driving the car. He was sitting there
dead, and he didn’t know it. The empty
brown bag was on the seat between us.

I thought of him being dead, and I
thought of the lost years. It gave me
that sudden anticipatory feeling that an-
other headache was on the way. The
V.A. psychiatrist had been a young fel-
low named Scherta. Like all of them he
expected you to lay yourself open, spread
everything out for him to paw and probe.

I went along with him far enough to
try and make him believe I'd spilled ev-
erything. But he was tough to fool. Dur-
ing the last interview, he said, “Doyle, this
is not psychiatrist to patient. This is
man to man. Don't get to thinking of
yourself as an instrument of fate. Don’t
get an avenger complex.”

“Gosh, I don’t know what you mean!”

“Just remember that with a little care
you can have a happy and useful life.
Avoid emotional strain. You've been a
musician. Your pension will carry you
while you go to school, while you learn
more about harmony and composition.”

“I’m not interested in music.”

“You haven't fooled me, Doyle.”

“Have I been trying to?”

They had to let me go.

When we got back to the Mad Hatter,
Skipworth went right on up to report to
Sonny and to turn over the dough they
didn’t know he had held out. I had coffee
in the kitchen and then went out behind
the garages and down across the sloping
brambly field to the river bank.

Mandy was there. She sat on a flat
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rock under a willow by the river’s edge.
Last night she had sung, with the make-
up so thick it had covered the discolora-
tion. This morning the copper hair was
in two braids, tied at the end with yarn.
Her only makeup was lipstick. The
swelling had gone down, but the blue-
purple patch had spread up along her
cheek to the eye. The flesh under her
eye was blue-yellow and puffed.

She looked at me. “I ran into a door,”
she said.

I stood and looked down at
“You've got to get out.”

“How touching. It doesn’t jibe with
that tender little scene we had yester-
day, Johnny.”

“Forget that. You've got to get out
of here. If you haven't got money, I'll
stake you. You've got to get away from
here.” My voice was unexpectedly thick.

“Ah, we will flee together,” she said
mockingly.

“I don’t want to see you again. I just
want you away from here, Mandy."”

I went down onto one knee beside the
stone where she sat. The earth was so
damp I could feel it through the fabric
of my trousers.

It was one of those endless and un-
forgettable moments. We stared into each
other’s eyes and I let her read too much.

“Why did you do that to me yesterday,
Johnny ?”

1 looked away from her, out at the
oily black water of the river. “Because
there’s nothing in it for us. There can’t
be.”

“That was your way of brushing me
off.” Her tone was very genlle.

“Yes.”

She reached and fingers
wrapped warm around my wrist. I think
you'd better tell me, Johnny. I think you
have a lot to tell me.”

I don’t know how long it took. Maybe
an hour. I told her all of it and what I
had to do. When I finished, she was quiet

her.

out her

for a long time. Finally, she sighed.

“You're sick, Johnny.”

“Lord, you sound like Scherta

“Johnny, I could take care of you. We
could both go away from here. We could
make you well again.”

“Not now, honey. Not with one dead
and two to go. That’s why you've got to
get out of here. There’s trouble coming,
Bad trouble. Go away, honey. Run.”

“Nothing 1 can say or do will make
you give it up?”

“Nothing, nothing.”

She was silent for a long time. Then
she sighed. A long deep sigh of commit-
ment. “You dou't leave me much choice,
Johnny.”

“What do you mean?”

“I love you. [ guess it’s been growing
for a long time. It’s strong, Johnny. Ter-
ribly strong. I can’t leave you—and you
won't stop this crazy plan, so I'm going to
stay and I'm going to help you.”

“I can’t let you do that!”

“Johnny, darling, you can't stop me.”

“Why should you try to—"

“It'll be easier for you if I help you.
When it’s all done, we can go away to-
gether. We can help you get well again.”

“When they're dead, I'll be well.”

“You framed Al so that Sonny killed
him. You say you want to do the same
thing with Skip. But what about Son-
ny?”

My hands tightened, along with my
voice. “He’s for me, honey. He’s mine.
He's got to know it when the time
comes.”

“I can't let you do that. They’ll get
you, Johnny. They’ll take you and they’ll
kill you or put you in prison for all the
rest of your life.”

“Not if we're smart.” I had begun to
accept her, to hgure on how 1 could use
her.

Then I kissed her. I guess there was
fright in us. I guess we both knew, m
spite of my confident talk, that we

P
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wouldn't really get away with it. May-
be you always know, in your heart, when
a thing isn’t going to work out.

Then she told me about her life. She
didn’t look at me while she told me and
her lips didn’t move much with the words.
She’d been a three-year guest of the
state at eighteen until twenty-one. She
said she was a blonde, that the copper
hair was an expert dye job, that Sonny’s
hold over her was the knowledge of her
record.

1 knew, as she talked, that she hated
Sonny and that deep inside she would
be glad to help me kill him. We were a
pair of misfits and we sat on the river
bank. Once, though it was warm, she
shivered so badly that I had to hold her
tight.

WE WENT over my plan for Skip-
worth. We talked it out. She had
some good ideas. She added one little
item that I hadn’t even thought about.
We'd need a stake—later—she said. So
why not do a good job of stashing the con-
tents of the brown bag? It made sense.

The mechanics of the plan depended
on handling it in such a way that it
would look as though Skip was the only
guy who could possibly have pulled the
switch. It had to lock at first like a com-
plete mystery. Then each little clue that
turned up would have to look like Skip
had done it.

Most of all, it depended on having the
duplicate brown bag in exactly the right
place at exactly the right time.

We wanted to be ready for the switch
at the next weckly pickup. If we weren’t
ready, or if anything went sour, we could
hold it over for the following week.

I looked at her. It seemed odd. When
I awakened that morning, I was all alone
in this thing. Now there were two of
us. It seemed funny that she could so
quickly adjust herself to killing two
people.

We went back up to the place, and it
happened that the four of us ate lunch
together—something that rarely hap-
pened. Maybe it should have been a
strained awkward lunch. It wasn’t. Son-
ny seemed to be afraid that Mandy would
be holding a grudge.

When she didn't act like it, kidding and
langhing with us, he relaxed too. He was
always pretty happy after we'd made the
pickup and payoff anyway. [ wondered
where he was hiding the money. I won-
dered if even Skip knew.

That afternoon I had to go down and
lay in some sides of triple A beef for
our walk-in cooler. The jacket Skip had
sent to the cleaners was in the back of
my closet. It was back but he didn’t know
it. I smuggled it down into the gray
coupe. It’s the kind of a jacket you don’t
forget. A hell of a jacket. Chartreuse and
bright yellow in a hound’s-tooth check.

1 went right down to the pawn shop
where I'd located the week before the
duplicate of the brown bag, the thing that
had started my vague planning. I parked
around the corner. While I was still in
the car I put the wads of cotton in my
cheeks, gummed on the small black mous-
tache.

With a pale gray lelt hat on, tilted at
the angle Skip usually wore his, I hoped
to leave the impression in the mind of
the pawn-shop owner that a fat-cheeked,
mustached man in a loud coat bought the
brown bag. 1 had to make it stick in his
mind.

The way to make it stick was easy. He
wanted three dollars for the bag. I gave
him ten and said, “The extra seven is
for forgetting 1 ever came in here.”

[ glanced back through the dusty win-
dow as I reached the sidewalk. He stood
there with the bill in his hand, his eyes
wide. I went back to the car, got rid of
the cotton, put the mustache away, put a
few magazines in the bag and drove to
the Twenty-third Avenue Central Station
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and checked the bag at the parcel counter.
I put the check inside the sweat-band of
my hat and then accomplished the rou-
tine errands.

On the way back out, I began to realize
that Mandy’s help would solve a few
problems of timing. It would make the
whole operation far simpler.

I was depending on the magician’s trick
of misdirection. The audience watches
the wrong hand. I had to have Skip and
our two specialists watching the wrong
hand. Each week they were keyed to a
high point of wariness by the amount of
money in the brown bag.

Two days later I took Mandy to town
with me. I took her to the place I had
picked. T rehearsed her carefully in the
timing. She went through it without any
show of emotion. She giggled flatly a few
times, as though it were all a game for
children. I gave her the parcel room
check and the small scrap of paper on
which T had scrawled the name of the
pawn shop. She was quick to understand.

The evening, before it was time to go
to work, I locked my door and prepared
the sign. I had the measurement of her
largest purse. I made the cardboard sign
just a bit smaller. “Out of Order.” 1 had
a roll of masking tape. A small strip
would serve to fasten it to the glass.

I had selected our next to the last
pickup. When Skipworth brought the
bag down from the business office upstairs,
it would be almost as full as it would get.
At this eighth stop on our route, I gen-
erally stayed in the car while Skip went
in with the two specialists, past the long
row of phone booths, eight of them, to
the elevators. I had noticed that the
booths were seldom in use at the time of
day we usually arrived there—around
eleven-fifteen in the morning.

I hid the “Out of Order” sign by put-
ting it in behind the cardboard inserted
in one of my shirts that had just come
back from the laundrv.

The rest of it was a problem of wait-
ing. Sometimes it is hard to wait. Mostly,
it is hard to remember not to vary yous
routine in the slightest way that might
arouse suspicion. )

We met, Mandy and I, down by the
river on the morning before the day it
was to happen, and we went over it
again, every part of it, the signals and
all. T had brought the sign down with
me, under my shirt. She transferred it to
the big purse. Her hand shook a little.
I kissed her and her mouth was soft and
cool.

“He knows you're going into town in
the morning?”’

“Yes.”

“It will look like you've done a lot of
shopping "

“I'll have the back seat of the taxi
half full of bundles. I've picked every-
thing out. The stores are close together.
I can pick up everything in twenty min-
utes.”

“You arranged that the day you bought
the other suitcase?”

“Yes. I checked it at the bus station.
I thought it might look odd—two suit-
cases checked at different days. The man
might remember.”

“Smart girl!”

“Kiss me again, Johnny., For luck.”

“For luck, honey.”

CHAPTER FOUR

Pick Up a Corpse

the routine, but I couldn’t keep from

sweating. I could keep my face from
betraying me, but I couldn’t keep my
palms from being greasy and cold.

I COULD sit in the car and go through

Skip was in good spirits. At each stop
the brown bag got heavier. The two
specialists kept their mouths shut, as
usual. We always approached the eighth
stop from the south. I'd told her where to
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stand, her back to the street as though
looking in a window. Tt was a leather
store with two show windows, one on
either side of the door. It was set. If
she stood by the window nearest our stop,
she had been able to do her part without
being observed. If she was at the other
window, we were going to have to let it
go until later. 1f Skip were to spot her, or
either of the other two were to recognize
her, we would have to give np and try
again. But it was a busy corner and the
odds were against it.

I saw her just as Skip began to slow
down for our stop. She was at the win-
dow I wanted her to be at. Skip put the
car in the loading zone across from the
office building. The offices of the Coin
Machine Amusement Corporation were
on the eighth floor. I knew they would be
up there for ten minutes. I stayed in the
car.

As soon as two minutes had gone by,
1 went into the lobby, walking neither too
fast nor too slow. My “Out of Order
sign was pasted to the glass of the fourth
phone hooth from the end of the row
nearest the door. The door of the fifth
booth was closed. That was to keep any-
body from seeing the hag Mandy had
planted there, the duplicate bag.

I was unobserved. The elevators were
around the corner ahcad of me. 1 opened
the door of the booth without the "“Out
of Order” sign on it, not far enough to
make the bag visible, but far enough to
show that the booth was unoccupied.
Mandy was my girl. My honey.

It could still go sour. The long min-
utes passed. 1 could feel a dull throhbhing
behind my eyes. This would be a hell of
a time for the pain to hit me and knock me
flat on the floor. I fought it back.

Then they swung around the corner
of the corridor, coming toward me. As
they saw me there, the three of them
tensed up. You could see it. I would
come in only if, as lookout, I had spotted

trouble, T indicated danger for them.

They stopped by me. 1 was standing
opposite the booth with the “Out of Or-
der” sign on it.

“What is it, Johnny?” Skipworth de-
manded.

““Maybe nothing, maybe something. A
few too many guys loitering. A car just
up the street with a guy in it and the
motor running. I smell trouble. But I
may be wrong.”

Skip said to the specialists, “Go take
a look, hoys.” He turned to me. ‘Stay
here, Johnny.”

They walked up to the doorway, two
small-boned impassive little men with a
suggestion of a strut in their walk.

My turn. I said, “If it happened to be
trouble, it would he nice to have that
bag out of sight for a few minutes.” I
looked around as though I were looking
for a place to set it down.

I knew what Skip wax thinking. He
was a guy 10 always take good care of
his own skin, If there was trouble, the
man with the bag would he target number
one. [le didn’t say a word. He took two
quick steps, looked up and down the cor-
ridor, and then shoved open the door
of the " Out of Order” hooth and dropped
the bag in. He straightened up, shut the
door, turned to me and winked.

“Smart boy,” T said.

I moved over by the booths. With my
foot 1 managed to close the one with the
decoy bag in it. Skip was busy watching
the doors thirty feet away. When he
took a slow step forward, I reached up and
pulled my sign off and put it on the other
booth and gave the door enough of a
shove to fold the sliding door so that
it was half open. He still didn’t turn. I
pushed it not quite all the rest of the
way.

It made a small noise. He turned
quickly. I was leaning against it. I saw
his eye flick to the closed booth. I moved
away and gave a slow glance back. The
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money bag was almost completely hid-
den.

One of the specialists appeared in the
doorway, nodded and beckoned to us. Skip
sighed with relief. He opened the booth
with the sign on it, picked up the bag
Mandy had planted there. We walked out
and got in the car.

As we turned the corner, I turned in the
seat and offered the men in back a cig-
arette. It gave me a chance to look back.
I saw Mandy heading in through the
doorway we had just come out of. The
wrong brown bag was between my feet. A
bunch of old magazines.

Again I waited in the car as the
three of them went into the last place,
Skip carrying the bag. Holding the bag.
They came out fast and T could see that
Skip was chalk-white around the mouth.
The specialists were carrying themselves
with stiff-shouldered dignity, as though
trying to disassociate themselves from
this fiasco.

He got behind the wheel and tossed the
bag at my fcet. Tt hurt my toes.

“Watch it!” T snapped angrily.

“Shut up,” he growled.

“What's eatling you, Skip?”

He stalled the motor getting the car
started. He cursed. One of the little men
in the back seat said, “I.ook, chum. You
and your friend were alone with that bag.
You sent us out to look at some little men
who weren’t there.”

“You shut up too,” Skip growled.

“Would it be too much trouble to tell
me what happened?” T demanded.

Skip groaned. “I don’t get it! 1 just
don’t get it! Somebody took all the
money out ol the bag and put in a bunch
of old magazines! It's impossible, that’s
what it is!”

“You had the hag every minute,” I said.

“I know it!"”” he said in a thin taut voice.
“And when I opened it back there to put
in the last wad, there was nothing but
magazines. We got to tell Sonny.”

“He’ll be very happy, I'm sure,” I said.

ONNY was jut getting up. He was in
his shower. He came out with his
hair wet, belting his maroon robe around
him. The four of us stood there. Sonny
sat on the edge of his bed, took a cigarette
from his night table and lighted it.

“Let’s have it!” he said.

Skip did a fumbling job of telling him.
He was plainly jittery.

“Let’s see that bag, Skip.” Skip handed
it to him. Sonny ran his fingertips over
the outside of it. “Same make and same
color, but not the same bag. This one is
more scuffed up. You damn fools had a
switch pulled on you.”

“T don’t see how that could happen,”
Skip complained. “T didn’t—"

“Shut up. Start talking. Take me right
along with you. Every move you made.”
He listened as Skip brought it right up to
the moment when I had spoken to them in
the corridor. “Hold it!”

He looked at me. “Well, Johnny ?”

“There were too many loiterers. A
man in a car with the motor running. It
just didn’t look right. The boys went
and checked on it.” '

Sonny gave them his cold expressionless
stare. “How about it?”

One of them shrugged. ‘“There was a
guy in the car with the motor running.
There were guys hanging around the
corner. We gave them a long eye. We
figured Doyle was a little jumpy.”

“I was,” T said.

“Now let’s get to work on that phone-
booth deal,” Sonny said softly. “That
sort of intrigues me, as the fella says.
Whose idea was it to shove the bag in
there?”

“Skip’s,” T said.

“Sure,” Skip said quickly. “I didn’t
want no bag in my hand if there was a
bunch of boys trying to hijack us. That
booth looked good to me.”

“There wasn’t another bag in there?”
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“Hell, T would have seen it, Sonny."”

“You put the bag in that phone booth
and then you took it right back out of
the same booth, eh?”

“That’s just what I did, Sonny. There
weren’t two bags. Just the one.”

Sonny let the silence grow. He
studied Skipworth for a long time. The
bigger man shifted uneasily from foot to
foot. Finally he blurted, “Hell, Sonny,
you don't think I'd—"

“Shut up. Doyle, was it an official sign
on that booth? Printed?”

I frowned. “I can’t exactly remember,
but I think it was just printed on card-
board with pencil. Yes, I'm sure it was.”
I nodded my head.

Sonny opened the bag and took out the
magazines, one by one. He laid them
beside him on the bed. Then he picked
up each magazine at a time by the back-
bone and shook it. Nothing came out.
Next he turned his attention to the bag.
He examined the outside of it, inch by
inch. He turned it upside down and
rapped on the bottom. He opened it wide
and fingered the inside of it.

I saw him reach into the side flap
pocket. His hand came out slowly and
he unwadded the little piece of paper. It
was the paper on which I had penciled,
“Poulser’s Pawn Shoppe’. He looked at
it for a long time. I found that I was hold-
ing my breath. T wanted a cigarette.

Sonny took the phone hook out of the
night table drawer. He opened it and
found the P’s and ran his thumbnail down
the column to the right name, He grinned
at us.

“Just make yourselves comfortable,
men. [ gotta get some clothes on. We're
going for a little trip.”

Sweat kept popping out on Skip’s fore-
head and he kept blotting it up with a
limp handkerchief as we waited. If ever a
guy looked guilty, Skip did. It helped a
lot. Sonny kept grinning at him as he
dressed. W+ all went down to the car.

“You drive, Skipper,” Sonny said, his
tone languid and dangerous.

“Look, Sonny. Don’t act like I—"

“Shut up and drive!”

We just turned down the drive when
the taxi came in. “Hold it,” Sonny said.
He got out and walked over to the cab.
Mandy gave him « bright smile,

“Don't be sore, darling,” T heard her
say, “I spent the whole works. Wait un-
til you see me in some of these things.
I'm going to knock your eyes out.”

She took an armload of packages and
the cab driver took an armload. The
packages Dore the labels of smart shops.

“Is anything wrong, darling?” she
asked him, quick concern in her voice.
She was good. She was better than I had
any right to expect.

“Not a thing, honey. Not a thing.”

He walked hack and got in beside Skip.
I was in the back with the two specialists.
“Go to the fourtcen hundred block on
Division Street, Skip,” Sonny ordered.

Nobody talked on the Lrip into town.
As we reached the fourteen hundred block,
Sonny slid forward on the seat. “Put it
over there by that hydrant,” he said.

We all followed him. He carried the
empty Dbrown Dhag. IHe went into the
pawn shop. Skip said to me in a low
tone, “What the hell is this?"”

I shrugged. As 1 went up the two
steps, I saw the familiar proprietor walk-
ing down through the narrow store to«
ward us. Il my luck was good, he
wouldn’t remember me going in and look-
ing at the bags on my first visit.

Sonny threw the bag at the man’s
chest. His storekeeper’s smile slid off
his face as he caught it. His shrewd eyes
were narrowed and wary. “What is this,
gentlemen?”

“Did you sell that?”

The man handled the bag. He shrugged
his fat shoulders. “Who knows? Mayba
I did and maybe I didn’t. Can I remem-
ber everything I sell?” I saw his eyes
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slide over the group, return hesitantly to
Skipworth and slide away again.

“Maybe you need some help with
your memory,” Souny said softly. He
turned and nodded at the two specialists.
They moved in quickly. The bag dropped
as they grabbed his puffy arms.

“Wait!” the man said shrilly. He gave
Skip an apologetic smile. “Seven dollars
is nice, but not enough to take no beating
for, mister.”

Skip’s mouth sagged open. ‘“What the
hell is this?” he gasped.

“Let go of him.” Sonny ordered.

The boys let go of the arms. The man
beamed and nodded at Sonny. “Thank
you.”

“You've seen him before?” Sonny
asked, jerking his thumb toward Skip-
worth.

“T don’t want to make trouble for
him, mister. He came in maybe a week
ago, maybe less., I think he did. Maybe
I am just thinking so because the man
who came in and bought this bag had a
black mustache and fat cheeks too. A
gray hat. And my, what a coat he is wear-
ing! Yellow and green. The bag is three
dollars. FHe gave me ten and said I
shouldn’t mention it. I wouldn't—ex-
cept I am too old to take beatings. I
don’t make enough at this living I should
take beatings.”

WITH a growling sound in his throat,

Skip charged the man. Sonny nodded
at one of the boys. With a cat-quick mo-
tion, he slapped Skip across the back of
the neck with the barrel of an automatic
that had appeared like magic. Skip
staggered and his knees buckled. The two
specialists took him and walked him out
of the shop to the car.

Sonny took out his bill clip and slid a
fifty apart from the rest. He handed it
to the man. He said, “You don’t like
beatings, old man. Maybe the police might
stop and see you some time. You don’t

know anything. If you should let the
cops scare you, if maybe you should open
that mouth of yours, I'll send somebody
to see you. I'm Sonny Bolender. I like
people to know who is talking to them.”

The man’s smile had the painted look
of a smile on a clown’s face. He nodded
his head rapidly. “A bad memory I've
got.”

As we walked to the door Sonny said,
with deep disgust, “Seven bucks to keep
quiet !”

Sonny drove. 1 stay away from a
steering wheel, at least when I can avoid
it. Too much chance of an attack while
driving. Skip was in the back seat. I
looked back at him. His eyes had a wide
staring look. He wet his lips every few
seconds.

When he tried to laugh, it was a ghastly
sound. ““Sonny, that old guy was crazy.
Somebody’s framing me, Sonny.”

There was no answer.

“You got to listen to me, Sonny! We've
been together too long for you to believe
that I'd do a thing like that!”

No answer.

“T don’t know what happened to the
money, Sonny. Honest I don’t!”

Silence. Just the purr of the tires.

The next was almost a scream. “Sonny,
you gotta listen to me!”

“Turn on the radio, Doyle,” Sonny
said. “I always like a little music while
I'm thinking.”

The next time I looked around, Skip
had his face in his hands. His shoulders
were shaking. One of the specialists was
cleaning his fingernails with a match. The
other looked out the car window. I was
faughing inside. I was remembering the
way Skipworth held me around the mid-
dle while they started to work on my
hand.

We got back at twenty minutes of one.
The fight was gone out of Skipworth,
“Put him in the wine cellar,” Sonny told
the boys. Once upon a time it had been
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the old wine cellar. Stone walls. Nearly
soundproof. No windows.

They took him away. ‘“What are you
going to do?” I asked Sonny.

He spat. “Get the dough back. That's
number one. He had to have somebody
work with him. That somebody’ll have the
money. Skipper’ll be so anxious to talk
that he won’t be able to get the words out
fast enough.”

“Look,” T said seriously. ‘““Maybe he
was framed!”

Sonny stared at me. “Don’t be a damn
fool. He was smart enough. That little
piece of paper in the bag crossed him up.
If it hadn’t been for that, I bet he would
have gotten away with it. He can be a
very convincing guy. Maybe he would
have managed to pin it on you, Johnny. I
bet he would have tried.”

I shrugged. “That’s logical. I'm the
newest guy. He could say that I'm still
holding a grudge on account of what you
all did to me in Paris that time.”

“You asked for that, Johnny. You
wouldn’t listen to sensible talk.”

“I know that now, Sonny.”

“We’re going to be shorthanded. Have
to find some new bright boys. But not too
bright.”

“What'll happen to Skip?”

“He’s going on a trip. He's going to
steal dough out of the casino and leave
town in the gray coupe. And I Det no-
body’s ever going to find him.”

He went in. I stood out in the park-
ing area for a time. The sun was warm
on my shoulders but the back of my neck
felt cold.

Sonny, Mandy and I ate together. Son-
ny was very quiet. Over coffee he briefed
her. Her eyes grew wider and wider.
“But Sonny! Skip is your friend! I
mean you've been together so long!”

“A money friend, honey. Excuse me.”

He left us. We heard him go upstairs.
Later he came back through and went
down into the cellars with the two boys.

“Was it all right ?”’ T asked even though
T could guess.

“T think so. No one saw me get it. I
took it to the bus station and got the other
bag out and tool them both into the
women’s room. Oh yes, I remembered to
take the sign, too. I folded it up and
stuffed it in one of those city waste paper
things on the corner. The brown bag
fitted inside the other just like you said it
would.,

“And I checked it again, put the check
in the envelope you gave me and mailed
it from the bus station, When do we get
it, Johnny ?”’

“Not for a while.
ready to leave.”

We sat in silence. Then, thin on the
air, as frail as something imagined rather
than heard, came a high thin wavering
scream. She looked at me and her mouth
suddenly had a sick twist.

“We did that to him, Johnny,” Mandy
mumbled.

“Isn’t that a bleeding shyme?” T told
her.

“Johnny, that’s a terrible sickness in
you. Like death itself.”

“Just like death. Death for A! and now
for Skipper and then for Sonny. Don't
you like it?”

“T don’t have to like it, Johnny. I've
helped you. I'll keep on helping you. But
I don't have to like it. I keep wondering
if, with this hardness in you, there’ll be
room for any kind of affection . . . for me.
Any . . . laughter for us, Johnny. Any
jokes between us.”” Her voice broke and
her eyes filled suddenly. “Doesn’t that
sound corny, Johnny? Doesn’t it,” she
insisted.

T couldn’t answer. The distant scream
came again and I guess we both knew
that the scream was like acid lines being
etched across our souls, lines that couldn’t
ever be erased.

“Let’s get out of here,” I said. “Let’s
walk.”

Not until we're
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CHAPTER FIVE
Fishing for a Frame

E WENT down by the river but

it wasn’t any good. We couldn’t

hear him, of course. But it seemed
as though we could. The kisses were no
good. We told each other they’d be
hetter . . . after it was all over.

Tt was four o'clock before we went
back up to the place. Sonny was waiting
for us. He stared at us with quick hard
suspicion. “You two have been seeing a
lot of each other lately.”

She linked her arm in his.
an old bear, Sonny!”

He pushed her away. “Go on upstairs.
Wait for me in my place. T want to
talk to Johnny.”

I heard her lagging step on the stairs.
He lit a cigarette with tight jerky mo-
tions. ‘“Are you making a play ?” he asked
softly.

I grinned at him. “I'd like to, but I've
got better judgement than that.”

The suspicion slowly went out of his
eyes. “Okay, okay.”

“How did you make out?” T asked.

He cursed softly and at length. ‘“He
was too tough. Tougher than 1 thought
he’d be. I think he was cracking, right
at the end. But then he went out on me.
Heart, I guess. Those guys that pick up
too much weight too fast, it's usually
heart. Maybe I got a little excited. Any-
way, it's done now.

“The boys have gone down to ask
questions around that office building. To-
night Skipper’s stealing the gray coupe
and taking off with five thousand out of
the casino. I'll report it after we get rid
of him. You go pack a bag for him. Keep
any of his stuff that looks good to you.
Put it in the coupe.”

“Right now?”

“Before there’re too many people
around. Run the coupe around behind the

“Don’t be

garage. You see some blankets there,
don’t kick them. You might wake Skip-
per up.” He showed his teeth in a mirth-
less smile.

“Who's going to . . .”

“The boys are briefed on that detail.
It’s a beauty. That’s a hell of a deep hole
there. But tire marks would show on the
bank. So they use two planks, run the
coupe in and then foat the plank down the
river and come back across lots. Nice?”

“Very pretty.”

He went upstairs. T stood there for a
long time. He was going up to Mandy. I
wanted it to be Sonny down there in
that deep hole in the bottom of the river.
I slowly grew conscious of pain and I
found that the fingernails of my right hand
were bruising the palm. The left hand was
too weak.

It was time to stop thinking. I had
routine work to do. A lot of it. 1 raised
hell with the help and set the kids to work
cleaning the big dishwasher and gave Mike
hell because his liquor inventory was
twenty-four hours late. I was pretty good
at shutting off the thinking process. So
good in fact that when Old Tim asked me
where Mr. Skipworth was, I had to stop
and think, but not for long.

At five minutes of eight I was standing
by the cashier’s cage. Sonny came storm-
ing into the casino. He put on a good act.
Every employee stopped and stared at
him as he shouted at me: ‘Skipworth has
run out! He took the coupe and a wad
of dough.” He stood so that I was the
only one who could see the wink.

“You’d better report it, Sonny. Maybe
he won’t get far.”

He wheeled around and headed for a
phone. All the employees started buzzing.
The casino doors were open. I raised my
voice. “All right, all right. None of you
heard a thing. Just don’t let it give any of
you any ideas.” Several of them gave me
nervous smiles,

Headquarters sent out a squad car. It
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was funny watching them pretending not
to see the doorway to the casino. They
asked everybody questions and carefully
wrote down the answers. Two reporters
showed. We answered their questions too.

The newspaper reports couldn’t hurt us.
Anything that remotely affected Mr. Bo-
lender was handled with extreme care
by smart city editors on both big papers.
Sonny Bolender was a bad man to annoy
—even worse than the man he had dis-
placed when he had come home from the
wars.

By ten o’clock, the sergeant had bowed
his way out. “Yes, Mr. Bolender . . . you
can be assured, Mr. Bolender . . . of
course, Mr. Bolender.”

I went in and stood at the end of the
bar where I could look through the wide
arched doorway into the big dining room.
There was that hush which always came
when Mandy Powers sang. She was in
silver, standing tall with strong shoulders
and the smooth throbbing column of her
throat. T stood there and her voice came
husky soft over the amplifier set over the
bar. She seemed to be looking across all
the tables, right at me, right into my
heart, saying the dog-eared words of an
old tired song.

It was lament. She held that last long
note, her eyes half closed, her chin high,
her hands at her sides, held out a little
way, the palms turned toward the front.
There was a moment of silence, and then
she was bowing to the hard roar of ap-
plause. She tried to leave and they
clapped her back to the mike.

The rest of the evening was bad. The
customers had empty eyes and empty
faces and meaningless laughs. T went into
the casino and watched the play for a
time. T saw a hard-eyed woman in a green
evening dress with a slim stack of reds
in front of her. Most of the play is in the
whites—at five bucks a copy. The reds
are fifty and the blues are a hundred. The
woman moved like a robot.

With each turn of the wheel, she put a
red on double zero. T thought she might
be trouble. I moved to the other side of
the table. Her small white teeth were set
against her lower lip. She put the last one
out. It was raked in. She sat there for a
moment, making no bet. The ball dropped
into double zero. A small bright line of
blood ran from her lower lip. She stood
up woodenly, took a handlkerchief from
her bag and wiped away the blood.

I caught her at the door and said, “Do
you have transportation, madam?”

She gave me an empty look. I handed
her a five dollar bill. “This will cover
your taxi fare to town,” I said.

She took it, brushed by me and shoved
it under the window of the cashier’s cage,
then walked back to the table with the
white chip in her hand. I followed her.
She put it on double zero. She lost. I let
her leave. When they’re like that, there’s
nothing that can be done.

HERE was a smell in the room that

the best ventilating system wouldn’t
remove. The smell of fear. The musky,
animal smell that fills a game room when
the play is high, hot and heavy. There was
the usual trouble. A fat man was signaled
out to me by the pit nearest pit boss as
being potential. I moved over. One of our
girls was dealing the black jack to him
alone. I could see at once that she was
nervous.

He hunched over his cards. He had a
five showing. When he peeked at the
hole card, I saw the flash of a face card.
Fifteen. Too low to stay on, unless he
wanted to take the chance of the dealer
going over, He studied a long time. Then
he made a little motion with his hand.

She fed him an eight. Twenty-three.
He flipped the hole card over and she
reached for his chip. When she was close
enough, without warning, he belted her
across the mouth. She staggered back. I
lifted him out of the chair by the back of
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- I woke up—to find Lieutenant
Goldwine sitting on the foot
of my bed.

his coat collar. Two of our muscle boys
came over.

I said, “This gentleman won’t play
any more tonight, or any other night. Cash
him in and throw him out.”

They were good at it. Nobody would
have guessed that they weren’t three
friends heading for the door. The pain in
the way they held his hand drew him
along absolutely speechless.

“How’s the nerve, honey?” I asked
the dealer.

Her mouth was cut inside, her upper
lip swelling. “I can make out,” she said.

“Take a half-hour break and get off
your feet,” I told her. The pit boss had
come up heside me. “I shoulda got him
sooner, Marie,” he apologized. We
watched her walk back to the doorway
that leads to the employee’s lounge.

“Is she okay?” I asked.

He nodded glumly. “Sure, but she
won't last here. She’s been here too long.

She’s caught the fever. I got it she’s play-
ing the horses. So I'm watching close. She
gets too far in, she’ll be tapping us to
make up the losses and then boom.”

It was that kind of a night. Skip was
dead. Something inside me was dead. The
Mad Hatter was a peopled nightmare.
The music was a quarter-tone sour and the
drinks were bitter and the women were
evil and the men were empty-faced.

I was glad when it was over.

There were no dreams that night. I
lay like a man dead. T woke up in a per-
fectly smooth and unrumpled bed—the
sort of a bed you would find if a corpse
lay in it all night.

Lieutenant Goldwine was sitting on the
foot of my bed smoking a cigar and look-
ing at me with mild good humor. He
looked like a blackhird sitting on a white-
washed rock. I had no way of knowing
how long he’d been watching.

When 1 opened my eyes the second
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time, Lieutenant Goldwine was still there.

“Did you knock?” I asked him.

“T had to see if you were sleeping good.
There’s a lot in how people sleep.”

“How was I doing, Lieutenant ?”

“Like a baby. Like a pore innocent lil
chile.”

I sat up in bed and reached for a ciga-
rette. He leaned over and held a battered
old lighter for me. “How’s the head,
Johnny ?” he asked casually.

“I see you've been taking some time and
trouble checking on me. Should T be flat-
tered ?”

“If you want to be. I've been watching
you sleep wondering how it feels to know
you might be stone dead.”

“It feels, Lieutenant, as though your
mama told you you couldn’t go to the big
party all the kids are having and then you
find out the party is at your house.”

He studied the half inch of silvery ash
on the end of his cigar, flipped it neatly
into his pants cuff. “Speaking of parties,
Johnny, that must have been a nice one
yesterday just before noon.”

“Did I miss something?”

“Don’t do that to me, Johnny, Word
gets around. Fellow says the expression
on Skip's face when he opened that bag
to put the last payment in was really
something for the books. Turned three
colors at once.”

“I wouldn’t know about that. I just go
along for the ride.”

The out-of-focus eyes looked through
me. “You can’t keep a thing like that
bottled up, Johnny. The Commissioner
waited around a hell of a while before
he gave up and went to lunch.”

“Maybe you came out to pick yours up
in person,” I said quietly.

The hard cords stood out in his
wrinkled throat and muscles bulged at the
corners of his thin jaw. The anger went
as soon as it came. He studied his cigar.
“I suppose, Johnny, it's a sort of philo-
sophical rather than an ethical problem.

It depends on what you think a man really
is. I have inyself figured out. I'm a cop.
Wanted to be one when T was a little kid.
Am one. Plan to be one until I'm tripping
on my heard.

“If T took my share of grease, I
wouldn’t be a cop any longer. I'd be a
hired boy for Bolender. I can stay a cop
because I got my hands on a few letters
and records and put them where they’re
safe some years back. They don't have to
promote me. I'm happy. But they can’t
bust me and they can't fire me.”

“I'm sorry I said that, Lieutenant.”

“It doesn’t matter. I don’t care what
you say, Johnny.” He grinned without
humor. “I don’t much care what happens
to me. You smart boys all look alike to
me. It's nice the local population is going
down. First Hoaglund and now Skip-
worth.”

“Haven’t they picked Skipper up yet?”

He chuckled. “I got a crystal ball in
my desk. I heard about yesterday and
how things sort of blew up in Skip’s face.
Then T read the report on the investiga-
tion last night. I looked in my crystal ball
and there was Skip. Cold stone dead. But,
hell! I'm not working on that case. I'm
working on Hoaglund. Time enough to
work on Skip when we find the body.
That is, if we ever do.”

The little man bothered me. He stood
up, wiped out the butt in the ash tray on
my dresser. I could see his face reflected
in the mirror. He said, very softly, “Hell,
Johnny. I'm not even working on Bo-
lender until he's dead.”

“I think Sonny’s a pretty good insur-
ance risk.”

He laughed. “I wouldn't sell him a
dime’s worth, Johnny.”

He walked out without another word.
The second cigarette tasted dry and bitter
in my mouth. I showered, shaved and
dressed slowly. By the time I got to the
table for breakfast, it was a little after
eleven. I thought Sonny was still in bed.
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So T was surprised when he came in as
I was finishing my coffee. He had a man
with him, a young man with a sharply re-
ceding hairline, sideburns halfway down
his cheeks, and a cocky walk.

They came over to the table. “New
boy,” Sonny said, ‘‘Pete Karrol. Pete, this
is Johnny Doyle.”

I shook hands with him. Sonny said,
“Sit down and get acquainted with
Johnny, Pete.” He walked out.

Pete sat down. He had big hard
knuckles and dirty fingernails. He gave
me a flat stare. “Sonny’s getting smart.
You got to come up out of his other joints
to know how to handle an operation like
this. What do you do around here,
Doyle?”

I SIPPED my coffee. I set the cup down

carefully. “One of the first things I
do with all new employees is straighten
them out. Go wash your hands. They’re
dirty. Use the men’s room in the em-
ployee’s lounge. Get those fingernails
clean. Then T want those sideburns shaved
off. They make vou look like a cheap
hood, which you prohably are, but let’s
fool the people, shall we?”

He stiffened. e leaned toward me.
“Maybe you got something to learn about
the way things are going to be around
here, Doyle.”

T smiled at hin. “I.et’s fly right, Karrol.
If T say you go, you go. Check with
Sonny if you want to waste his time. Now
what'll it he, go or stay?”

He met my glance {for about ten sec-
onds. Then his eyes wavered. He looked
down at his hands and put them out of
sight. “Well, T .. .”

“You're wasting time. Go do as I told
you and then come and find me. T’ll be
somewhere in the huilding. I'll give you
your orders for the day.”

As soon as he left, T went up to Sonny’s
apartment. He was on his back on his bed
reading a magazine. “Yeah, Johnny?”

“Just checking,” I said. ““I think maybe
you gave Karrol some wrong ideas.”

“Like what, Johnny?”

“I.ike he might be in the inside and I
might be on the outside looking in. So
let's get it straight, Sonny.”

“Let’s just say you both got the same
rank, boy.” _

“No, thanks. He works for me. He does
what I say.”

“Suppose 1 just let you two fight that
out, Johnny.”

“And you’ll stick by the decision?”

“Sure.”

“Then it’s all settled. I sent him off to
wash his hands and cut off those side-
burns. He took it like a little lamb.”

He grinned. ““You kill me, Johnny.”

“Now that you know how good I am,
you might as well sweeten the kitty a
little. With Big Al and the Skipper gone,
it won’t come out of you.”

“Greedy, Johnny?”

“Probably.”

He looked at me for a long time. Some
problem seemed to be resolving itself in
his mind. He seemed to relax. “That
Goldy is a funny guy, Johnny. He's
smart.”

“How do you mean?”

“This morning he hints to me that T
better watch you close. He hints that you
may be nuts and that you came here to
kill the three of us, Al, Skip and me, on
account of that left hand is no combat
injury. How the hell he figures that hand
is a prohlem.”

I stood there and the room seemed to
be slowly revolving around his eyes, the
way a phonograph record revolves around
the spindle. “Is he erazy?” T asked.

“T’'ve been thinking, Johnny. I've fig-
ured out how you could have framed Al
Just let me say it’s possible, but not prob-
able. But I don’t see how the hell you
could have done it to Skip unless yon hired
some guy who looked like him, and then
had somebody behind the wall with a
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panel or something cut into the phone
booth. Now I'm going to stop trying to
figure it out. You know why? If you were
fixing to knock me off, Johnny, you
wouldn’t be asking for more money or get-
ting huffy because I brought another guy
in without telling him to take orders from
you.”

“So Goldy was just trying to split us,
eh?”

“That’s the way it shapes up. He’s a
slick little item, that guy.”

“Glad to know I'm not trying to knock
you off, Sonny."”

“The whole thing has just made me
sort of jumpy.”

“Can’t blame you for that.”

“Just don’t walk behind me for a while,
Johnny.” He gave out a bawl of laughter.
Then he sobered. “Go rent a safety de-
posit box. A big one. You'll be taking
Skip’s place next week. I'll give you more
dope later. There’s the Commissioner’s
envelope on the desk over there. You can
take it down to him now and rent the box
on the same trip."”

“How are you going to get the dough
out of Skip’s box?"

““Hell, I was on the signature card with
him. I already got it this morning. Tell
them I'm going onto your card with you,
too.”

“If T get the box, I could put the money
in at the same time,” I said.

“Never mind that, Johnny.”

Mandy came in, her face angry. “Who’s
the new beast downstairs, Sonny ?”

Sonny picked up his magazine. “Go
teach him manners, Johnny, before you
head for town.”

“For town?” Mandy asked. “Can I go
with you, Johnny?”

I glanced at Sonny for permission. He
nodded absently, already back into the
story he had laid aside when I interrupted
him.

We had just turned out into the speed-
way, when I found out why she wanted to

go along. She moved close to me. ““Johnny,
that little detective knows about us. We
haven’t fooled him.”

“What do you mean?”

“Somebody saw us down by the river,
I guess. Maybe it was him. Maybe he had
binoculars or something.”

I thought it over while a full mile went
by. “I don’t see how it can help him. If
he hinted to Sonny, we'd just be watched.
All we have to do is be careful a little
while longer.”

Her fingers jabbed hard into me. “How
long, Johnny ? How long?”

“Not long. Nervous?”

“Not when I'm with you. Just when I'm
alone. How are we . . . going to do it?”
she asked.

‘lWe?"

“I'm in this with you. Remember? Re-
member me?”’

“The face is vaguely familiar.” I had to
grin at her.

“Johnny, did you see Skip?"”

“I took a quick look. He wasn’t very
pretty, if that’s what you mean.”

“Where will we run to, Johnny ? Where
will we go?”

“We’ll find a place. Money always finds
a place. We'll have new names.”

“Is it too corny to want a little house?”’
she pleaded.

“Not if it's you that wants it, Mandy.”
I wondered if my words were convincing,

“Too much has happened to me. I've
lived too fast, Johnny. I've got to slow
up. Take time out. Sit and listen to the
hours slow up as they go by. Can we do
that? Can we? Or will it be .. ."”

“Be what, darling?”

“A little house with too many ghosts
in it.”

“We’ll buy them a drink.”

“Oh, Johnny. I'll make you well again,
I will.”

Somewhere behind my eyes a sliver of
steel was chuckling. “Sure you will,” I
said.
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CHAPTER SIX

The Lieutenant Butts in

the envelope up to the Commission-

er. He remarked that it was difficult
for him when we were late. I said that it
was due to circumstances outside of my
control. He nodded, but he didn’t offer
the cigars. Not {or late money.

From there I went to the bank. Again
she waited. They didn’t want to rent me a
box. They knew me. But they had to do
it. They weren’t quite sure enough of
themselves to be willing to say no to
Bolender.

There was a print on the wall near the
desk where I signed the signature card.
A familiar print. It showed a bear stand-
ing by a deep green pool. He was in the
process of hooking a big fish out onto the
bank. He looked pleased about it.

Little wheels started to whirr in my
head. They raced and then meshed nicely.
I came out of it when the man coughed to
get my attention and held his hand out
for the card. I paid him a year’s rental
and he gave me the two keys in a little red
envelope.

Mandy {elt that something was wrong
with me. ‘““What happened ?”

“Did I ever tell you about me and my
trap line?”

SHE waited in the car while I took

“Of course not.”

“It was fine. My dad bought me the
traps. I was going to get enough skins to
buy a college education. I read the books
on how to do it. I put the traps out. That
was in Minnesota. The first time I went
along my trap line, I found a big muskrat
in the fourth trap. Mushrats they call
them up there. He looked at me and I
looked at him. I shot him and went home.
It was a week before I could make myself
go out and gather up the traps. The store
wouldn’t take them back. They got rusty
in the back of the garage. I guess the junk

man took them eventually.” I started the
motor of the big sedan. I missed the coupe.
That was easy to drive and park.

“Why are you telling me this, Johnny ?”

“We need a bear trap and a length of
chain.”

She started to laugh like sotneone trying
hard to see the joke. But I looked at her
and the laughter stopped as though I had
taken her by the throat.

“Johnny, you don’t mean that—"

“A length of nice strong chain,
Mandy.”
“It sounds like—like a way that

wouldn’t be safe, Johnny.”

“T'll tell you about it. You'll see how
safe it is.”

The third place I went into had a bear
trap in stock. They’'d had it a long time
and they had to look a long time before
they found it. The outside of the carton
was discolored with age. It hadn’t rusted.

I reached under the toothed circle and
touched the pan. The steel teeth clammed
together with a vicious shattering chomp
and the trap jumped six inches off the
floor as though trying to snap up at some-
thing.

“A very good model,” the clerk said,
“Very effective. Once he puts a foot in
that, he won’t get it out in a hurry. Haha.”

“How much?”

“Seven ninety-eight.
bear?”

“Near my summer place.”

I paid him and went out with it wrapped
under my arm. I put it between us on the
front seat. Mandy moved as far from it
as she could get. It was easier buying
twenty feet of thin strong chain.

On the way back I told her how we’'d
do it. Her face told me nothing. After
a long time she said, “Yes, Johnny. It
will work.”

“We’ll watch it work."”

“I ... Tl dream about it, afterward.”

“You'll get over that.”

Dawn was chill and misty as I let my-

Where is the
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self out the back. It was gray. I had the
chain in my pocket, the trap under my
arm. Near the river the mist was heavier.
It changed the landscape so that it was
hard for me to get my bearings. The world
was still and silent. It seemed to take a
long time to follow the bank until I came
to where the coupe had been run off.

It took me a long time to find the exact
place. The boys had scuffed the dirt up
to disguise the smooth places where the
boards had pressed against the ground. I
couldn’t see the other bank, though I knew
it was not over sixty feet away. A distant
rooster crowed and a dog barked. I had to
make certain of the dropoff. T found the
place where it was steepest. The hank
dropped three sheer feet to the water’s
edge. I lay on the ground and prodded
down into the water with a branch from
a tree. The sheer drop continued below
the surface.

With my hands, T dug into the soft dirt.
It packed under my fingernails. It was a
type of clay, very greasy to the touch. [
made it six inches deep, maybe a little
more, an about eighteen inches across at
the widest point. Roughly oval.

When I tried to set the trap, my dirty
hands slipped and it nearly caught me.
The closeness of it started me sweating
again. When it was at last open and
cocked, I wedged it carefully down into
the hole T had made. It fit nicely. T took
it out and fastened the chain to the heavy
ring and replaced the trap. I dug a
groove for the chain.

The chain was bright enough to at-
tract attention, so I smeared it with the
wet dirt. I found a dead tree and broke
off about twenty twigs long enough to
reach across the hole above the trap. I
jammed them in the sides of the hole, a
fraction of an inch below the ground
level. When they were neatly aligned, I
took the sheets of paper out of my pocket
and laid them across the twigs. Last, I
sprinkled dirt until it covered the paper.

I worked at it a long time until no paper
showed and the area looked exactly the
same as the rest of the bank near the
dropoff.

The groove for the chain led right off
the edge. I covered the chain with dirt and
smoothed it out, then made a second
groove four feet to the left. The slack of
the chain hung below the edge of the
bank. No one could see it unless they
stood on the very edge and looked down.
I leaned over the edge and pressed the
slack into the soft bank. When 1 turned
around, I was afraid to step. I could not
see where I had hidden the trap.

It took me a long tiine to make out the
exact place. It had to be marked in some
obvious and yet inrocent way. I tore a
tiny strip of celophane from my pack of
cigarettes and pressed it gently down into
the dirt in the center of the covered hole.
The wind wouldn’t blow it away and it
was enough of a mark so that I could im-
mediately make out the rest of the hole,
edges and all, faint as it was.

After bringing the loose end of the
chain up the second groove, I buried it
and smoothed the earth flat. I could have
left it out. It was just another precaution.

THE trip back seemed to go faster. Be-

hind the garage was the pile of cinder
block left over and not hauled away by
the contractor. Two would be all right.
Three would be better. T piled three up,
got my fingers under the bottom one and
stood up with them. They were a hell of
a load. After a hundred yards my arms
felt as though they were pulling out of the
sockets. My back was strained and my
heels hit hard with every step.

The first time I stopped and rested, it
refreshed me. The second rest period did
a little bit of good. After the third, T knew
that if T set them down again I'd have to
carry them one at a time, and I didn’t
want to waste the time doing that. The
mist was lifting off the river. I could see
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the outline of the far bank just above the
water level. '

My heels sank deeply into the soft dirt
as I reached my spot. I let them drop
with a thud. I sat on them and panted for
a while. My hands trembled badly from
the exertion.

I uncovered the loose end of the chain,
threaded it up through the three cinder
blocks, brought it back down and tied it to
itself securely. Inch by inch I moved the
three blocks, until they were on the very
edge of the bank, four feet from the
buried trap. 1 was sweat-sodden, mud
stained and filthy. As I reached the back
door, the sun was beginning to bite down
through the mist.

I took my time getting to my room.
As soon as I locked the door behind me,
I went into the bathroom and stripped.
After I showered, I scraped the mud from
the edges of my shoes and off the knees
of my pants. I flushed the drying clods
of mud down the toilet, went over the
pants and then the shoes with a damp
washcloth, and washed the cloth in the
sink.

I put on fresh clothes and went out
through the club to the kitchens. Mandy
was seated at the table near the windows
and coffee was on the smaller range, just
beginning to perc. I smiled at her.

“Well, aren’t you up early!” she said.
I got juice out of the big refrigerator and
poured two glasses. I took them to the
table. She didn’t look good. The whites
of her eyes had a stained look and her skin
looked heavy and grainy. “Did you do
it?” she asked softly.

I nodded and saw her hands tighten
into two fists. She shut her eyes for a
moment then opened them and gave me a
thin smile. “Good!” she whispered.

We didn’t talk very much. She was
dressed as I had suggested, slacks and a
wool shirt and walking shoes. She had
piled the copper hair high. It made her
face look more fragile.

We went for our walk, out the drive
to the shoulder of the speedway, up to the
cutoff and over to the bank. The last of
the mist was gone. The sky was blue. The
gravel road was quiet and birds sang. We
could hear the tearing sound of the cars
on the speedway heading into town. Men
hurrying toward that time clock, that of-
fice desk, that assembly line. Growl at the
kids, kiss the wife and head toward town,
worrying all the way about the mortgageé
payment, fighting the other traffic, cursing
the lights.

Funny thing. I envied them.

I caught her arm and said, ‘“Careful,
honey. Stand still. See that little piece of
celophane? That's it.”

“You can’t see it at all}”

“I'told you I read those books,” T said.
“Now listen to how we do it. We’ll be on
each side of him. I'll be on his left. I¥'ll
have to be that way. You be on his right.
I'll go over to the cinderblocks. You be
careful to stay out of the trap without
looking for it.

“You better practise a little. Get your
lines right. Know where you’re going. Be
a step ahead of him and get him just right.
If he doesn’t hit it the first time, I told
you what to do. As soon as you hear it go
off, make a dive to your right. I don’t
want him grabbing you.”

She nodded. “I understand, Johnny.”

We turned and headed back the way we
had come, after she had gone through the
motions a few times.

Lieutenant Goldwine got up off his heels
as we reached the corner where the cut-
off joined the speedway. Morning traffic
had increased in volume. He touched his
shabby hat and said, “ "Morning, Mandy,
Johnny. Nice morning for a walk.”

“It certainly is,” I said.

“T thought you people in the entertain-
ment business slept late.”

“Not always,” Mandy said in a chilly
little tone.

I was wondering how far a little man
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could see through the mist, and how much
he could see. There might be less time
than I thought. Standing there, smiling
at him, I made a change in our plans. I
asked him if he wanted to walk along
with us.

He said he might as well, because the
city bus stopped near the Mad Hatter. He
walked between us, where Sonny would
walk,

Even in her flat heels, Mandy was an
Inch or so taller than Goldy. He scuaffed
his heels as he walked.

“Caught yourself that murderer yet?”
T asked him.

“No, I haven't. That one’s a toughie,
Johuny. A real bad one.” He reached into
his coat pocket and took out a little mis-
shapen chunk of lead. 1Ie held it up be-
tween his thumb and finger. “Twenty-
two long rifle. Funny to think a little
thing like this could chop down a fellow
the size of Al Hoaglund, isn’t it?”

He was real bland, this Lieutenant
Goldwine was.

“Do they let you carry that around?”
Mandy asked.

“Oh, the lah took so many pictures of
it they don’t need it any more, I'll pat it
in my collection. Funny the things a man
collects. Got a few knives. Some sash
cord,

“Things like that. Every one of them
snapped somebody right off thls earth,
There’s one thing I haven't got in the col-
lection, A bear trap. That would make
quite an addition, wouldn’t it? What’s the
matter, Miss Powers? Feel sick?” Gold-
wine asked.

“No, I don’t feel sick. Should I?”

“I thought you looked a little white
there for a minute. Bear trap and chain.
Johnny, you should have guessed I'd have
a tail on you.”

“I didn’t think about it, Lieutenant.”
But now I was,

“I've got to have a little talk with
Sonny, I guess.”

CHAPTER SEVEN
Sliver of Satan

SWUNG the no-good left hand. I
I swung it up like a stone on the end of

a string. I felt one of the old bLreaks
give as it hit the poiut of his chin. He fell
against Mandy and she went sprawling
down into the shallow ditch, her eyes wide
and wild.

He lay with his [eet on the shoulder,
sticking out of the grass. An oncoming
car slowed. I pave them a wide grin and
kicked his legs over so that he rolled
over once and lay on lhis face in the bot-
tom of the ditch. Mandy had scrambled
up.

“Johnuy,” she said in a thin voice. “You'
can't—"

“Shut up! Get out there and hitch a
ride into town. You'll get picked up fast.
Get that check out of the post office and
pick up the dough and come back here in
a cab. Here's the keys to the sedan. Lock
the dough in the hack end. T'll be waiting
for you. With Inck, vou can be back here
in forty-Gve minutes. You've gof to be
back here that quicl.”

She starled to tremible all over. T slapped
her cheek, hard. She came out of it. Gold-
wine moared and lifted his head. T kicked
him behind the car and he dropped. I lay
down Dbeside hLim. I could look up and
see her on the shoulder, twenty feet away.
Tirey screamed ou the pavement. She hur-
ried after the car.

Wlien I was certain it was gone, I stood
up. I watched the traftic. Linally there
was a gap iu the trattie, I picked Goldy
ap in my arms and ran across the six lane
highway with Limn and over into the field
on the other side, The grass was thick.

I dropped him and lay down. The pain
in my hand had gone from bitter sharp-
ness to a dull throb. T used his belt on
his ankles, He had a squatty .38 jainmed
in his hip pocket. I threw it over into the
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grass. With my own belt, I lashed his
elbows together, pulling them as close to-
gether behind him as I could.

I tore off a wide hunk of his shirt tail
and stuffed it into his mouth and tied it
in place with his necktie around the back
of his neck. It was hard to tie the knots
with only one good hand. When I had
finished, his eves opened and slowly fo-
cused on me.

My head was aching very dimly, very
far away. “You'll he able to hitch your-
self along somehow, Lieutenant. But it'll
take a long time. I had to get you out of
circulation for a while.”

He nodded. His eyes were quiet, show-
ing no anger and no fear.

“I could kill you and give us a better

¢ The blocks dragged him
under like a stone. . . .

start.” He nodded again. Tt would be
smart to kill him. I knew it. But I
couldn’t do it. I wanted to, but I couldn’t.

I crawled away in the opposite direction
from the road in order to mislead him.
Sometimes it's hard to tell where sounds
come from. It might work. T circled wide-
ly and came back onto the road. I went
back behind the garages and sat on the
cinder blocks. It was only twenty after
nine.

My hand had started to swell a little.
The pain was getting worse. I sat and
smoked cigarettes until I heard a car come
in. I looked around the edge of the ga-
rages. Mandy was smart. She had the cab
driver pull up so that the cab was out of
sight of any of the bedroom windows at
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the club. When the driver swung around
and drove out, I came around the edge of
the garages. I opened the doors and took
the bag from her.

I knelt down and opened it, opened the
inside bag and took out a sheaf of bills,
folded them once and shoved them in my
pocket. They were twenties. That would
be a good size. By then she had the lug-
gage compartment open. I put the money
in there and lowered it so that it didn't
slam. It locked itself.

There, in the garages, I held her tightly,
the copper hair tickling my cheek. She
trembled badly. I kissed her and she re-
sponded almost savagely. I pushed her
away.

“Now get hold of yourself.”

“Johnny, did you ... did you ...”

“No. Ileft him tied. He'll keep.”

“Shouldn’t you have . . , done it to him,
Johnny.”

“Maybe.”

“Is it too late now?”

“I can't do it. I thought of it, but I
can’t.”

“He’ll get loose and they’ll pick us up,
Johnny. They’ll find Sonny.”

“We'll be all right. We'll be fine.”

“I'm scared.”

“Come on, Let’s get it over with. Can
you do it?”

She squared her shoulders. “I can do
it.”

We went up and woke Sonny up. He
came awake angry. His blond hair was a
tangled mess and his eyes were Dbleared.
“What the hell goes on?”

I had shut the door behind us. “Sonny,
we just came back from a walk. We went
down to where the cutoff goes close to
the river bank,” I said.

His eyes were hard on mine. “If you
told her what I think you told her, Doyle,”
he said tonelessly.

I said impatiently, “Why don't you shut
up and listen? I went down there just to
see if everything looked all right. I wasn’t

going to say a word. But Mandy saw
something shining down in the water and
she moved around on the bank and saw it
at the right angle and made out it was
the chrome grill of an automobile. She
got all excited. She was going to phone
the law Dbecause she thought mayhe some-
body went off by accident. So I had to
tell her.”

He glared at me. “You're crazy. I went
and looked myself yesterday. You can't
see a thing.”

“You can now, Sonny,” she said.

*Maybe,” 1 suggested, “when it took
the dive the front end got all silt. Now
the river has washed it off. You better
come look and figure out what we can do.
Surer than hell, some kids or somebody is
going to spot it.”

We had him on the hook. He looked
worried. He said, “Wait for me down-
stairs. I'll be right down.”

I said, “You don’t want anybody else
to get wise. We’'ll be out behind the ga-
rages. You come out quietly and join us
there and we’ll go across lots.”

He nodded. We went out in back, Her
fingernails, without polish, had a bluish
look. I kept my swollen hand stuffed in
my pocket. We smoked cigarettes. He
was along in about fifteen minutes.

“Let’s go, kids,” he said.

»

E WALKED on either side of him.

I was on his lelt, closer to the river
bank. As he walked, he thought out loud,
“One thing would be to dive down there
and get a cable on it. Maybe it could be
pulled into a deeper hole. It must have
got wedged somehow. The boys checked
with a line and a big sinker and measured
it to be nearly seventy feet there.”

“Those things happen,” I said.

I bit the inside of my lip as we neared
the spot. I could taste the blood. He
stopped dead. “What the hell are those
blocks? They weren’t there yesterday.”

(Please continue on page 116)
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(Continned from page 114)

“Maybe some kids put 'em there,” I
said casually.

But some of the damage was done. He
was wary and tense. He gave both Mandy
and me long hard looks before he stepped
forward. She was good. She walked calm-
ly over and stepped on the bank, two feet
to the right of the trap. She turned and
beckoned to Sonny and said, pointing
down at the water with the other hand,

“Come over here and take a look,
Sonny. Right down there.”

I put one foot on top of the three cin-
der blocks, trying to look as though it were
a casual footrest. I didn’t watch his feet.
That would have been too obvious. The
muscles in my right leg were tense as I
waited for the chomping sound of the
trap.

“Qver this way a little, Sonny. Can't
you see it yet? Right down there. Take
another half step this way.”

My eyes swung toward his feet. I
couldn’t help it. His right foot moved in
slow motion, it seemed. It shadowed the
scrap of cellophane and then came down
on it. I heard the crunch of sticks, his
intake of breath as he stepped into the un-
expected hole. The jaws threw the dirt
high as they sprang together, the sharp
steel teeth cutting through flesh to anchor
in the bone itself.

Still in slow motion, Mandy leaped
to the right. Without my willing it, my
right leg straightened and the piled cin-
derblocks toppled off the edge into the
bank. The water geysered high where they
hit and the chain swung tight on the
trap, yanking his legs out from underneath
him as he screamed.

When he fell, he jammed the fingers of
both hands deeply into the soil. He was
bent at the waist, his feet almost in the
water, his chest flat against the ground.

Mandy came to her feet. We stared at
the upturned face, at the fingers socketed
in the clay. “Help me,” he gasped. “Mon-

ey...lotofit,..take my hands...” He
slid backward a little.

“It was Johnny Doyle all along,” T said,
“framing Al and Skip.”

Mandy came at him fast. She kicked his
hands free of the clay. He grabbed at her
ankle and missed. His fingers slid. The
blocks dragged him under like a stone,
and with surprisingly little noise.

We stood and looked at the dark smooth
water, at the faint roil of current. For
an instant I could see his white and di-
minishing face, and then nothing. Then
the bubbles gouted up and disappeared.

Then she was laughing and crying all
at once. I had to slap her three times to
bring her out of it. When she came out
of it, there was a new coldness about
her, a new hardness.

“Now we'll never lose each other, John-
ny. Now we're tied together for always.”

“How do you mean that? Not that it
isn’t true.”

“We'll never dare leave each other.”

We went back to the Mad Hatter. We
went by way of the road. I had her wait
for me while I circled around through
the opposite field and took a look at Gold-
wine, He didn’t see me. He was resting.
The grass was matted where he had made
six laborious feet toward the road. No one
was in sight. I took his ankles and yanked
him back a dozen feet. His eyes were still
calm, almost amused. He did not try to
speak around the gag.

We walked back to the club. I looked
at my watch, I felt as though it should be
three o’clock in the afternoon. It was only
twenty after eleven. I got her into the
garage without anyone seeing us. She told
me where her packed bag was. Mine was
in the back of my closet. I went into the
club. Karrol was eating breakfast. He
gave me a cold nod.

I brought the suitcases down to go out
the front way. Old Tdm was polishing the
brass work on the door. I had to take the
time to hide the bags and send him on an
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errand that would take him into the cel-
lar. He had things on his mind. It took
close to fifteen minutes to get rid of him.

Then I carried the bags out to the car,
threw them in the back and got behind
the wheel. I backed it around in a tight
fast circle and shot it out onto the speed-
way. I headed south, away from town. She
didn't say a word. We were, going a long
way south. A long, fast, hard way south.

I tried to talk to her. I tried to lighten
the atmosphere. It didn’t do any good.
Once when I looked at her, she was cry-
ing silently., By mid-afternoon we were
starved. We ran into a heavy rain., It
didn’t let up. Dusk came early. I parked
in a small city on a back street. She
walked through the rain and came back
twenty minutes later with a bag of sand-
wiches and two cartons of coffee.

She whimpered, as we ate, and I put
my hand on her shoulder but she pulled
away from me. I didn’t try again.

When it got darker, I managed to grab
a set of plates from the car parked ahead
of us, the sweat running down my face,
my broken hand torturing me. Outside of
the city I pulled off the road. She held
the flashlight while I took our plates off
and put the borrowed ones on. If T were
In luck, the car owner might not notice
the loss until a cop stopped him,

I pointed out the route on the map and
she took the wheel while I slept on the
back seat. I was surprised that I could
sleep with the hand acting up the way it
was.

At midnight we changed. She got into
the back. I drove until dawn. I often
heard her moan in her sleep. The road
sign said we were fifty miles from Nash-
ville. That was good time. We were doing
fine. But I couldn’t feel good about it.

I SLOWED down and finally found a
little overgrown track where a road
had once cut off to the left. I put the
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car in low and jolted and rocked through
the shallow ditch. Leaves scraped along
the sides. Brush scraped along the bot-
tom of the car. It was thickly overgrown.
Several times T thought I was blocked, but
each time I kept going. She sat up, dazed,
smoothing her hair back.

“Where are we?”

I didn’t bother to answer. When T esti-
mated that T was five hundred yards from
the road, I found that the way was com-
pletely blocked. There was a small clear-
ing there, a crude stone chimney standing
in a blackened oblong where a cabin had
once been.

We got out. “Have a good sleep?” 1
asked.

“Not good, Johnny. Not good at all.”

“We've got things to do. First we take
the stuff out of the car. Then I'm going
to ram it as far back into that brush as 1
can. We're leaving it here.”

“Oh, fine,” she said.

“You brought the old clothes?”

“You told me to.”

We took the bags out of the back end,
the suitcases out of the back. I put the
sedan in low and aimed it toward a dense-
ly overgrown slope. There was no dash
throttle. I found a loose rock and tossed
it in onto the gas pedal. The edge of the
door hit my shoulder and knocked me
down.

The car leaped toward the slope and
went crashing down. The noises dwindled
and stopped. I walked to the edge. I could
see one place where the sun hit the gleam-
ing roof. I climbed down and piled brush
on it. Mandy was sitting in the patch of
morning sun, smoking.

I opened her suitcase and went through
her things. She watched me without inter-
est. In the bottom was an envelope full of
money. I counted it. A little over a thou-
sand dollars. I tossed it over by the rest
of the money. She had brought a faded
blue print and an old leather jacket. I
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tossed them over to her. “Wear these.”

She looked around, then went behind
the chimney. T pulled off my clothes, emp-
tied the pockets, put on jeans and a white
sweat shirt with a rip in the sleeve. It
was hot so I rolled the sleeves up. She
came out. She carried the jacket over
her arm.

The two suitcases we were going to
use looked too new. I scrubbed them with
dirt and wood ashes and scuffed the cor-
ners against the stone chimney. Then I
laid the money out and counted it. It
looked unreal against the coarse grass. It
took a long time, and it was just a dull
job. There was no pleasure in it. It came
out to a little over fifty-three thousand
apiece, with hers added in. T took the
clothes we had taken off and jammed
them into the brown bag. After three tries
I managed to toss it up so that it fell into
the opening in the top of the chimney.
I jumped on the other one we were dis-
carding, then threw it into the brush.

Her pocketbook looked too new. I tore
off the shoulder strap and bent the clasp
and scuffed it up. She made no protest.

“Now we take a rest until traffic gets
heavier. Then we go out and hitch into
Nashville. We find a cheap room and hole
up until we can make new names stick.
Mr. and Mrs. Hal Weaver. That’ll be as
good as anything. If there’s a jam, you
can run for it. You have half the money.

“We don’t want to underestimate Gold-
wine. He’s smart. If we can fix up identi-
ties, we can get a cheap car and head
southwest for the Mexican border. We
ought to be able to get across all right if
they don't demand too many documents
for a couple of tourist cards. Do you un-
derstand "’

She lay back in the grass and looked
at me. She spoke as though her lips were
stiff. “I should have told you before.”

I heard my own voice climb high and
loud. “Told me what!”
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ach, gas and bad breath by taking soda and other alka-
lizers il the true cause of your trouble ls constipation,

In this case, your real trouble is not In the stomach
at all. But in the intestinal tract where 809, of your
food is digested. And when the lower part gets blocked
food may [ail to digest properly.

‘What you want for real reliefl is something to *
block™ your lower intestinal tract. Something to clenn
it out effectively—help Nature get back on her leet.

Get mild, gentle Cnrter’n Pilla right now. They
q_f_ntly and eﬂ'ectlvel “unblock” your digestive tract.

rmits all 5 of Nature’s own digestive julces to
tter with your lood. You get genuine relief
lrom indigestion so you can feel really good again.

Buy mild, Hende Carter’s Pills, 33¢ at any drug-
store, todny Unblock” your intestinal tract for real

{ relief from indigestion,

Leam Profitable Profession -

in QO days at Home

“EN AND WOMEN, 18 TO §0. Many Swedlsh
Massage graduatcs make big money |Large tull time

incomes [rom doctors, hospitale,sanatoriums, clubs or
privale pra(‘llce Othere make good money In
ppare time. Prepare forfuture security by train-
ingathomeand qualilyingforDiploma.Anatomy
charte and 32-puge lllustrated Book FRELE1

The Colleae of Swedish Masaage

Dept 095P, 41 E. Pearson, Chicano I1

If you belleve that you hare nn lnvenlmn Fou ﬁhuuld ﬂ.ml out how
to protect it. We are reglstered T’atent Aftorneys. bmd for copy of
our Patent Booklet ‘How to Protect Your Inventlon,” and an ‘‘In-
vention Record’’ form. No obligetion. They are yours for the asking.

McMORROW, BERMAN & DAVIDSON

Registered Patent Attorneys
180-P Viotar Bullding Washington I, D. C.

“How to Make: Money W
= Simple (
A book everyone who likes to drﬂw
iation Simty ‘:33,;2 [ 55k |
ARTOONISTS' EXCHANGE
Dept. 4811, Pleasant Hiil, Ohio

CASH FOR OLD GOLD

Highest prices pald for broken )
jewelry, spectacles, dental gold, dia-
monds, watches, etc. Cash sent
promptly. Mail articles today or

write for FREE shipping container.
Dept. 52, Holland Btdg., St. Louis 1, Mo.

QUI(k relief with Dent’s. Use Dents Tooth
Gum or Dent's Tooth Drops for cavity tooth-

aches. Use Dent's Dental Poultice for pain or
. soreness in gums or teeth. At all drug stores.

John D. MacDonald

“They’ll say Sonny killed him and then
ran for it.”

“Killed who?” I demanded, and sud-
denly, looking at her, I knew what she
ment. “How did you do it?”

“There was a wrench in the garage. A
heavy one.”

I turned away [rom her. The toneless
voice went on, half pleading, “You couldn’t
do it and it had to be done if we were
going to be safe. It had to be done, John-
ny.”

“Shut your mouth!”

“They’ll blame it on Sonny. They won’t
find Sonny, with Goldwine dead. We'll
be safe.”

“Sale like churches,” I said, knuckling
my forehead behind which the pain was
starting. “I tied him with my belt. That’s
handy. The buckle has initials on it. You
fixed me good.”

I thought of the little man and his calm
eyes. I went over to the edge of the clear-
ing and I was sick. 1 came back and
stretched out six feet from her. We didn’t
look at each other. She lay on her hack,
her eves closed.

“1t’s all donie with us, 1sn’t it, Johnny ?”

The pain was growing. “Shut up!” I
screamed.

It was growing and growing. The
needle was quivering. It was ahout to go
into its crazy spin. I felt my breath com-
ing and going, coming and going, too fast.
I heard her crawl over to me. She touched
me. She moved around so that she could
hold my head in her lap. Tears dropped
like hot wax onto my face.

“Johnny, Johnny,” she moaned, rocking
me. I wanted to tell her to stop. I couldn't.
The needle had started to spin, tearing
the inside of my head to fragments. I
couldn’t see her face above me any more.

That knotted-cord feeling came into my
throat. I knew my mouth was wide open
and that I was screaming, screaming,
screaming. . . .




I'ri-Kill Cutie

There was nothing in the world to cling
to. I was spinning, falling, spinning. I
reached out to save myself. I reached up
to grasp something and save myself from
falling down, sliding down over the edge
into the blackness that seemed to be reach-
ing up for me, overwhelming me with its
force.

After a long time, I began to slowly
come back to life. There was a weight
across me. A heavy warm uncomfortable
weight,

Then it was contentment to know that
the pain had stopped—that I was free
of it until the next time. All my muscles
were still rigid. I had to will them
to slacken, almost one by one. Neck first,
and then shoulders, the blessed slackness
creeping down my arms to my wrists, to
my hands.

My right hand unclasped slowly, with
difficulty. Unclasped from flaccid soft-
ness.

I sat up. She lay sprawled across me,
face down. I rolled her over, away from
me. The small of her back was across
my ankles.

Mandy’s blackened face and her swollen
protruding tongue were exposed to the
morning sunlight. The marks of the fiin-
gers of my right hand were deep in her
throat and my forearm bled where her
long, red finger mnails had scrabbled
against me,

I looked at her for a long time and then
pulled my legs gently out from under
her, as though careful not to disturb
what could no longer be disturbed by any-
body.

I took her by the armpits and dragged
her over through the ashes and propped
her up with her back against the stone
chimney.

Then I had to back up and look at

locks hing and key making

PRACTICAL UP-TO-DATE COURSE - 1,

How to pick locks, de-code, make master-
keys, install, service. ote, New, self-in-
struction lessons for every handyman,
home-owner, carpenter, mechnn.lc
pervice station operator, fix-it shop
hardware dealer, gunsmith, cycle shop.

— Good steadymoney-

g tradel

53 EASY ILLUSTRATED LESSONS
[‘ Full price only $3.95, nothing more to pay.
Satlafactlon or your money back. Fill in coupon
at bottom of page and mall today.
_ NELSON-HALL CO. .
210 S. Clinton St. Chicago 8, Ill.

watch and clock repairing

LEARN AT HOME—IN YOUR SPARE TIME

Prepare now for a happy future of prosper-
Ity, securlty. Fasclnating high-grade oecu-
patlon for men of almost any age or physical
condition, You can earn while you learn.
PRACTICAL COURSE IN HOROLOGY How-to-
do-It lessons for beginners as well as those
3 already In the trade. Thorough self-in-
structlon u-alnlng ln American and Swiss
8. a wealth of
helpl‘ul photos dra Ingn, diagrams,
harts. etc. Only $4.9% for everytmnz
-:omplele Satisfactlon or refund guaran-
teed no-risk coupon bel

SELF-INSTRUCTION COURSE Teaches you
the practical side of radio . y . repair, adjuat-
ment, o thjn nl&;rntlon. h’oubl;shnotl.m:o
No pre ous nowledge necessary. Prepare

of your own—or train for the big
mdustrlnl electronlcs field. Slmplified lessons,
Including mathematics, review guestlons, probe
lems, answers. 'th,odntel Oply $3.88, com-
plete. Money-back guarantee. Use coupon below.

=] REAL ESTATE BUSINESS

ur%/ The foundatlon of all lmau.h In ".f‘r‘.'.'x...'"’ﬁ.‘: your-
er

fuman ¥ boom.lnﬁ”w to_get started

9 to uhes estate, 1n:

= 5 structlons l.n

real estate operntlnl
tcngt houslnxmfhe ln: on rulthentn bjt?ct“.: it "_
ding legul l’nrms etc., salegmans] many o sul 8 e
thll e . ot Know, StTictly ap-to-date, Complete, only $6
Money-back nmntee Use No-Rlsk coupon below,

Yort-Cut Mathematios@

COMBINED WITH

Practical Mecéaﬂ/c'; .57'”;;/ '/‘er/ ’

COMFLETE BI.UEPRIN'I' READING COURSE
Interesting, slmpllfied self-instruction lellonl (nr build-
ers, mechanlcs, electriciang, p.
ters, nulomotlve & ayiatlon workers, el.c 24 wlumal
include over 600 actual blueprints, dlagrams, other
Instructive step-by-step pictures. Unusual bargaln lnl
any practical man. Complete. only $6.95, postpald,
Satisfaction or refund. Coupon belo

BUILD IT YOURSELF 9
Be a practical handym ve time and money
with tl ese professlonal Trlcks ot the-Trade, Car-
pentry made easyl New self-instruction course In
one hnndy vo ume, complete with full page Tho-

etc.
pain nz ‘& decorntlng uphnlsterlnz power toolu
cabinet making, Full price only $1.98.

Money-back Guarantee Mall coupon today!

r-_------ ---------------------1
I Mail This No-Risk Coupon—RQuick Action! 1§
§ o v s e e s e et S Py e e e et e e e e st [f]
| NELSON-HALL Co., 210 S. Climton St, Dept. L-5, Chicago 6, I1Il. g
[ ] Please rush me the items I am checking below, It 13 unders ]
stood that If I am not 1009 satisfed I will send the material
: balzt:-: wlithin %lo day, nnlgbsl'ou will make full immedlate refund, :
W out question or qu|
Watch & Clock RepalrlnB. .....c 00 0s - $4.98
: Locksmithing & nay Mal(lnl ........ 3.98 :
Practical Radlo Servicing .. 3.93
1 Real Estate Business . 6.93 [
] Short-Cut Mathematics . 1.49 1
Blueprint Reading Course . 6.9%
[ Bulld It Yourself......... 1.98 ]
1 Apartment House Manageme . 3.93 |
Jewelers’ Encyclopedia ... 1.69
1 How to Sell Life Insurance... . 6.93 ]
1 ) Complete Shorthand Course. 4.93 [}
[ ap Y enclnse @, . .iiseereran in full plyment Shlp puu:pl.ld '8
g O Ship COD for & plus postage and COD chargea -
T T — eeoe o B
' . . . H
H Address. .. .....c.oanrcronncsennsrssvssrosrorroarssscns: [ ]
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“%%e FOUR-WAY

PORTABLE ARC- WELDER

f°m’l.n: ONLY
0 DAY TRIAL

OR REPAIR
HOME & FARM
APPLIANCES

FENDERS

BICYCLES

LAAL]Y

FURNITURE

& 1001 ITEMS

YOU'LL BE AMAZED by the work you can
do on your first job! Plugs into any con-
venient properly wired 110 volt A.C. or
D.C. line. Follow simple directions. Work
on iron, steel, bronze, brass, aluminum
and other metals. Save money doing own
repairs, Make money repairing for others.

Thousands of users among maintenance
and repair men, farmers, tinsmiths, engi-
neers, home and auto owners, etc. Pays for itself over and
over. Order on ten-day trial or send for details.

FOUR- WAY WELDER CO., Dept. F
2326 So. Avenve * Ch-ue

s SEND TODAY

Advertising BOOK MATCHES

SPOT CASH PROFITS . . . REPEATS
‘World's Largest Direct-Selling l:look Match Manufacturer offers you
blg opportunity In proﬁlzble year ’round business. Make money with
MATCHCORP 20, 30, and 240-light book matches. 0w prices
for high qunlity Hepeats Full or part time; men, women. NOTHING

, glant 250-page catalog and other ca!alogs turnlshed plus
selllng Information.

GCet started right away—WRITE TODAY!
MATCH CORPORATION OF AMERICA
3433-43 W. 48th Pl. Dept. PG-110, CHICAGO 32,

R THI F EE '
- FOR THIS
Make money. Know how to break and
train horses. Wrile today for this bood
FREE together with speclal offer ot
a course In Animal Breeding. If

are Interested in Galting and Rldlng the B
horse, check here ( ) Do #§ teday—now.

BEERY SCHOOL OF HORSEMANSHIP
Dept. 8411 Pleasant HIll, Ohlo

ILL.

Takind Orders For The NIMROD Line

En.rn more money every day in the year rep-
d firm with com-

plete line of fnst gelling necessities: Shirts of
all s, Ties, Underwear, Hosiery, Jackets,
Swenters Pants, Shoes, Umforms ete.
{tem gunra.ntee Exg}enence unnecessary.

Every

Write Quick for FREE Sales Equipment.
NIMROD COMPANY
4922-BM LINCOLN AVE., CHICAGO 25, I

START YOUR OWN BUSINESS

on our capltal., Always your own hoss. 1559 Dealers sold $5,000
10 $28,000 in 1940; their average $6,834. We supply stocks, equlp-
ment on credit, 200 home necesslties. Selllng eXperience unneces-
sary Lo . Wonderful opportunity io own pleasant, profitable
buslness backed by world wlide Industry. Write RAWLEIGH €O.,
EPT. I(-U-PlL Freeport, lllinois.

IMMEDIATE OPENING

for 2 or 3 rellable men with car %o call on farmers. No

experience necessary. Stieady work. §15 to $20 In a day.
Mc NESS COMPANY

Dept. 237 1.

Loaorwe PHOTOSRAPHY it fiorree

lendid opportunities. Prepare In apare time. Practl
Spen Wmn' Lonn-ashhhmred schoo}, }%‘md for free

ook,
American Schosl lf mlnmnln, 1315 S. Michigan lu DopL.14189, Chicage 5, III.

Learn BAKING At Home

Baking is one of America's bigh industries In wages.
Nearly depression-proof. Thorough basic home course g
lays sound foundation. If you have aptitude, write for

FREE BOOKLET,“Opportunitiesin Commercial Baklng.”

National BakingSchool, 1315 Mich. Ave.,Dept. 1418, Chicago3
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Freeport,

John D. MacDonald

her many times to get her just right. I
couldn’t decide whether her hands looked
better resting on the ground beside her,
or on her lap.

And her head wasn’t right. She couldn’t
see me that way. I had to find a piece of
charred wood and prop it under her chin.
Then I saw that her hair was mussed. I
found her brush in her bag and combed it
out.

It was full of snarls, and I was care-
ful not to hurt her.

It placed a terrible burden on me, hav-
ing to hold up both ends of the conver-
sation.

Getting the money out, I squatted down
in the ashes and counted it for her. I
counted it a lot of times, out loud, so she
could tell how well we had done and how
clever we had been. Flies kept coming
and buzzing around her mouth and eyes.
I got a branch and kept them away from
her.

We even talked about Sonny for a little
while. Oh, we had so many things to talk
about.

Then I told her about Mexico, about
how much she’d like Acapulco, where the
old tan mountains slope down to the deep
blue bay, where we could lie on the beach
and eat the shrimp the little girls sell,
drink the good cold beer.

Tt was a happy day. Then when it began
to get dark I picked her up and put her
across my shoulders. I tied the two suit-
cases to a necktie and hung them around
my neck.

I sang to Mandy as I stumbled back
along the track. The birds made sleepy
sounds.

And there was something about the
psychiatrist Scherta I kept irying to re-
member. She wouldn’t belp me. She was
oddly cool against my shoulders, and
heavy. After all, Mandy Powers was a
very big girl.

THE END



Killer’s Luck

(Continued from page 81)
unnerved him more than he'd thought it
would. He ended up alone back in his
room, drinking out of the bottle he kept
for guests.

He knew he must go to the police as
he'd planned. He finished his drink and
got up to put on his coat. Funny, he’d
never known just how good liquor was
sometimes. It burned and warmed a man
inside, made him think better. He'd just
have another drink, then he’d go to the
police station and confess.

Bourbon . . . or was it rye? Some kind
of whiskey. He must remember the name.
Funny how whiskey made the floor roll
around. . . .

Someone was pounding on his door,
shouting at him to open up. Herbert
struggled to his feet. His head was aching
terribly and his stomach felt terrible,

The pounding and shouting continued,
and slowly it seeped into his numbed
senses that it was moming and sunlight
was streaming into his room. He knew
there wags something he should do, but his
head was aching so that he felt so sick.

He got the door open and two men
were standing there. Vaguely he under-
stood they were detectives. They took
him out to a car and down to police
headquarters. The air made him feel
better. They were telling him about
Wanda Blake being murdered.

It was starting to come to him now—
the thing he’d forgotten to do. He'd got-
ten drunk and forgotten to go to the
police to tell them about it.

He told them now:.

“Brother!” a big policeman said. “Did
you hang one on!”

The man was saying that Jack Ran-
dolph was the murderer! He said
Randolph had been caught standing over
Wanda Blake with the knife in his hand!

This Randolph was a smooth operator,
the police said. He’d stolen the knife from

A SPLIT SECOND
IN ETERNITY

The Ancients Called It
COSMIC CONSCIOUSNESS

Must man die to release his inner com«
sciousness? Can we experience momentary
flights of the soul—that is, become ome
with the universe and receive an influx of
great understanding?

The shackles of the body—its earthly
limitations—can be thrown off and man’s
mind can be attuned to the Infinite Wisdom
for a flash of a second. During this brief
interval intuitive knowledge, great inspira-
tion, and 2 new vision of our life’s mission
are had, Some call this great experience a
psychic phenomenon, But the ancients knew
it and mught it as Cosmic Consciousness—
the merging of man’s mind with the Uni-
versal Intelligence.

Let This Free Book Explain

This is not a religious doctrine, but the
application of simple, natural laws, which
give man an insight into the great Cosmic
plan. They make (Fossible asource of great
joy, strength, and a regeneration of man’s
personal powers. Write to the Rosicru~
cians, an age-old brotherhood of under-
standing, for a free copy of the book “The
Mastery of Life.” It will tell you how, in
the privacy of your own home, you may
indulge in these mysteries of life known,
to the ancients. Address: Scribe X. K. R,

Ibe Rosicrucians
(AMORC)
SAN JOSE, CALIFORNIA, U.S. A,
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CONFIDENTIAL LOAN SERVICE
Borrow 50 1o 300"

Need money? No matter where you
lve...yon can borrow BY MAIL,
£50.00 to £300.00 this easy, quick,
confidentlal way, No endorsers §§
meedad. Employed men& women of @
good character eligible. Solve your
money problems quickly and In complete privacy with a loan
made by mall. Employer, relatives and friends will not know
ou are applylng for nloan. Convenlent monthly payments.
i lank Eent

ush eoupon—miving occ\ﬂ:ation—ror Applleation
FHEE In pleinenvelope te FIi
210 State FinanceBi

I_'TATE FINANCE CO., ﬂ. N-71,
210 State Finance Bldg., Des Molnes 8, lowa
Please rush FREE Application Blank.
l NAME
1 ADDRESS..

1 cITY
l (0720117 Va1 (O S Age _____. |

LOSE UP TO 7 POUNDS
l" 7 DAYS..or money back!

Eat plenty yel lose ugly, extra pounds. Tiny MYLO
tablet guaranteed harmless, millions sold. Medically
epproved food supplemenl keeps you heallhy. Send
no money. Pay postman §2, plus postage or send $2,
we pay postage. Maney back guaranlee. Send for
MYLO today. MYLO LABORATORIES, Dent.
B5-M, 505 N. LaSalle St., Chlcago 10, U1

.
51' STARTS YOU .

) \S _IN: BUSINESS

4 Introduclory Offer—Send Only

~ $1.00 for 2 Fine Quality Ties <

g Special group top value $1.00 scllers

direct from manufaclurer.

Now only
$7.20 per doz., your cash profit $4.80 per doz.
Reguler $1.50 and up values. New deslgns, panel ties, large assort-
ment, deluxe materlals, expert workman«hip. Llned at both ends,
100% wool lnterlining. Money-making opportunity supreme, Act now!
PHILIP'S NECKWEAR, 20 W.22nd St., Dept. 644, New York i0, N. Y.

ENEW SALES BOOSTER PLAN

To Betall Merchants Everywhere!

No experlence Is needed! Just show
this gensatlonal plun with nationally | Make
Up to

famous merchandice item and collect blg commia-

sious with STEADY REPEAT commissions. J. N, $990
eold 8,812 from June 7 to August 30. Prospects to
everywhere, SAMPLE KIT furniehed. WRITE 00
QUICK—A PENNY POSTCARD will do. Write |$24
Loo Schubert, Pres., STATES TRADING CORP, | 2a/'v!
330 8. Wells St., Dept. 20 CHICAGO 68, ILLINOIS
IR

AIN
" RESULTS GUARANTERD
- d STRENGTHEN your volae ihis lested,

aclentlific wry. Yes—you may now be able to

develop the POWER of your speaking and singing
volce In the privary of your own room. Self-training
lessons, mostly silent; no music required. Write TODAY
for Eugene Feuchtinger's great booklel ‘How to Blren -
g en Your Volce.”’ It's absolutely FREE! You must te
age. Boollet malled in plain wrapper. No salesman will call.

e and age RIGHT NOWI i

Ll 141 8. Wabash Ave., Studio L.B, Chicage B, lII.

your nam:
Hect Volce Instilute,

INVENTORS

Learn how to protect your invenilon. Bpeclally preparsd
*Patent GQuide’’ contsining detsiled lnformaiion concerning
patent protection and procedure wilh ‘‘Record of Invention®’
form will be forwarded Lo you upon requesi—without obligation,

CLARENCE A. O'BRIEN & HARVEY JACOBSON
Registered Patent AHorneys
026-K  Plstrid Natlonal Bldg.
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Raymond Drennen

Herbert’s desk to throw suspicion on
Herbert!

Herbert told the detective how he him-
self had killed Wanda. The detective
nodded sympathetically and advised him
to stop drinking. Then they started telling
him how Jack had admitted going around
with Wanda, and how Wanda wanted him
to divorce Grace and marry her.

They couldn’t be so stupid as not to
see that he, Herbert Pettibone, had killed
Wanda Blake himself!

Finally, they told him to go home. He
wouldn’t leave, and finally a hig police-
man took him by the arm and shoved him
out to the sidewalk.

It was all a Dbad dream, Herbert
thought. But someway he must convince
them. They couldn’t cheat him out of
this, too. . . .

T THE trial, they put him on the
stand to identify the knife, and he
started telling them how he had whetted
it. Jack Randolph’s attorney jumped in
and tried to help him then. He said if
they could find the oilstone, they could
prove the knife had been sharpened on it.
The clerk in the hardware store, who'd
waited on Iderbert, testified that he sold
so many, he couldn’t he sure he’d sold
one to Herbert. Herhert tried to remem-
ber where he had thrown the oilstone, but
all he could say was he’d put it in an ash-
can,

Herbert tried to tell the jury, anyway,
that he’d Lkilled Wanda, but they struck
out his testimony.

Even then, Herbert didn’t believe it
until he read the papers. The big head-
lines—Herbert’s headlines—said, RAN-
DOLPH GETS THE CHAIR! The
stupid, stupid fools, he thought bhitterly.

Herbert went over to see Grace Ran-
dolph and comfort her after the trial. She
thought he was magnificent, trying to
take the blame. She told him so, and he



Killer’s Luck

could see it comforted her to have him
around. He went over often after that,
during all those months Jack was in prison
waiting. He hadn't reckoned on Grace
taking it like this.

Herbert -began telling himself he had
to be strong, because Grace was depending
on him so much. But that wasn't all.
With Jack gone, he was promoted again
to head the department. This time, it
wasn’t just acting head. He was The
Boss.

Herbert and Grace did everything they
could for Jack, of course, trying to get
a new trial. They even went to the gover-
nor, pleading with him to act.

All along, the papers had played it up
big, his undying loyalty to his friend.
But Herbert had come to realize there
was no chance of anyone taking seriously
his claim that he had murdered Wanda.
It was just heroism, they said. That in
itself was evidence of his importance.
Things were taking on a new light. It
was ironical, he thought, how justice had
intervened. Real justice.

It was on their way home after seeing
the governor that Grace broke down.
The governor had refused to stop the
electrocution,

Herbert helped Grace into her house
from the car. He laid her on the sofa
and went to the kitchen for some water
for her to drink. While he was in the
kitchen, he heard the shot.

She’d used the gun he’d loaned her
so many weeks ago and forgotten about.
Herbert felt sick when he realized she
was dead. She’d depended on him so,
and with Jack gone, he was thinking of
taking care of her.

Herbert called the police and told them
how Grace Randolph had shot herself
while he was getting her a glass of water
in the kitchen.

But the fools wouldn’t believe him.

—————————————————

WRITE
THREE
WORDS
COLLECT

spes
SENSATIONAL NEW
ADVERTISING SIGN

YES, MAKE $7.65 on 10-second demonstration
to merchanta. Write on glass with amazing mag-
ic crayon and presto—a 5-color advertising mea-
sage talkes fire and glowa like a brilliant neon
sign! Three sales a day and $2295 profit is for
“lazy” men. Workers can double to triple that
amount. FREE SALES KIT. Don’t wait. Rush
your name and address on a penny postcard for
full details and complete sales kit—ALL FREE.

MAXILUMECO., 125 W. Hubbard

DEPT. 7911, CHICAGO 10, ILLINOIS

) TRAIN QUICKLY!
OLDEST, BEST EQUIPPED

SCHOOL of ITS KIND in U.S.
. 2 @Wuﬁ; Pields
C h, i

s Tt Vanr Learas Shops of tﬁ?{%ﬁ%ﬁ“ S Tn sy

ION-RADIO or ELECTRICI I Approved,
Finance plan for non-veterans. Mall Coupon Today

for complete details.
NOT “HOME-STUDY” COURSES!

Youlearn on real, full-size equipment, not by mall,
Finest staf of trained instructors to help :{ou geb |
ready quickly for a better job .a fine future.

FREE BOOKS 821; coupon for blgillustrated |

ne book on either TELE- |
VIS':IIC‘_)II;IEI};APIO or_%LgCTDEI}C?T\?. B::h booka
sen if you wish, :
ol ER L NOlel o obligation; no salesman

- 1
»
1 B. W. COOKE, Pres.
i COYNE Electrical & Television-Radio School,
: 500 S. Paulina St., Chicago 12, Il Dept. 80-761 )
H Send FREE BOOK and full details on:
: O TELEVISION-RADIO

O ELECTRICITY




High School Course

AL I Many Finish in 2 Years

Go as repldly as Xour time and abilities permlt. Course
equivalent to resident school work — prepares for collezo
entrance exams. Standerd H. S. texts sup&lled ?loma
Credit for H. 8. -Irudy [ 4
desired. High schoo! for
in buginess and Industry and lochlly Don’t be hnndlappud all
our life. Be & High School graduate. Start your tralning now.
otin on request. No oblin

AmerlcanSchool, Dopt H849, Droxolatsath Chlcago3d?

T —

FREE' Sell only 50 boxes imprinted Xmas Cards.

Sensatlonal profit-sharing plan gives you

42 Sample chocle of over 300 gifts, and guarantees

imprints. handsome cash profits on complete line.

Stat Write today! Send no money!l Deluxe boxes
N-puins—Notn on approval.

Giftand CREATIVE ART PUBLISHERS, INC.

Sample 45 Warburton Ave., Dept. T-3, Yonkers, N.Y.

oo

NERVOUS STOMACH

ALLIMIN relieves distressing symptoms of “‘nervous stomach™
—heaviness after meals, belching, bloating and colic due to
gas. ALLIMIN has been scientifically cested by doctors and
found highly effective. More than 2 Y4 billion sold to date.
Fomsale gy all drug stores on money-back guarantee.

ALLIMIN Garlic Tablets

and Keymaking from

Learn Locksmithin,
Experts in Your Spare Time at Home!
Locksmiths in blg demand! No layofis, no slow
seasons! Age or nhyslml handicap no dlsad-

teady Income in thls _per-
3 . tlme. Prnc
'.I:'Al 1llustrated lessons show you how to
money even while learning! All materlials und
speclal tools supplled. Send for FREE BOOKLET.
LOCKSMITH SCHOOL
65C Park Ave. Rutherford, N. J.

Get Well

. QUICKER

From Your Cough

h 0 S e
BAR BELLS

Buy Direct From Factory
Write {or free booklet
ond price list
INDEPENDENT IRON WORKS
2416 E. 231d 1. Dept. PP-11
Los Angeles 58, Calilornia

NEW WRITERS NEEDED

EARN UP TO $5.00 PER HOUR, SPARE TIME
New writers needed 10 re-write ideas m newspapers, magi-
zines, books. Splendid opporwnity to '‘break into” fasci-
nating writing field. May bring you up to $5.00 per hour,
spare time. Experience unnecessary. Write for FREE details,
and how 1o get FREE Writer's Marker Guide!
COMFORT WRITER’S SERVICE
Dept. 11-0 200 S. 7th St., St. Louis 2, Mo.
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Honey & Tar
Cough Compound

95
up

T. T. Flynn

(Continued from page 78)

Another cry followed as we ran out
from the garage. Headlights and a power-
ful spotlight had emerged from the pine
trees and were speeding toward the house.
That would be the police car.

The spotlight picked up a great, hairy
figure moving in a fast shamble after a
man frantically running toward us.

“He met Ko-ko!” 1 blurted. “Can’t
they stop that gorilla?”

DON’T tell Mike Harris a gorilla can’t

run in that awkward crouch of great
arms knuckling over the ground. Colson
looked over his shoulder as the huge
brute came closer to him. We heard his
agonized yell of fear.

The guests had heard this. Women
screamed and men shouted as they fanned
out from the lanterns and looked across
the green lawns at the spotlighted, strange
sight.

A paw snatched Colson’s ankle and
heaved the man high as if he had no
weight.

TLee Colson screamed again as he was
slammed toward the ground. A paw
smote him and he tumbled at least ten
feet.

The racing police car came abreast and
the hammering chatter of a submachine
gun assaulted the night. Ko-ko spun
around snarling, reared upright and started
toward the gun.

It wasn’t sporting, but it was quick.
Ko-ko went down and was where he
fell when we reached the spot. Colson’s
neck was broken.

Mayhe Haig wasn’t so wrong, after
all. His apes could learn. The homicide
men agreed that Ko-ko must have been
near Waldo Haig when he was shot and
realized who had done it. Ko-ko had
lingered near the body, grieving, while
the knowledge worked in his jungle mind.
When he had winded Colson again in the



Build-Up for Murder

night, he had gone for the murderer of
his friend.

They had Constance Haig's confession
within the hour. Joyce Carrol confirmed
that Briggs had searched my bag while
T was at dinner and found my credentials.
He had wamed her by telephone that we
were probably watching her and Haig.
She had come back, talked to Haig in the
house over Briggs’ telephone, and waited
for Haig to leave his guests and talk the
matter over with her.

* * *

“I feel sorry for her,” Trixie said as a
taxi carried us back to town. “She was in
love with Haig. They could have been
happy.”

“Love’s pretty swell,” T said. “Which
reminds me, you looked like a dream to-
night, honey.”

“Why, Mike,” says Trixie tenderly.
“T didn’t think you ever noticed how 1
looked.”

“I couldn't help noticing,” says I,
patting Trixie’s little hand. “But what a
sucker they made out of you, sweetness.
It’s sure lucky that I was around to save
you.”

“Don’t rub it in, Mike,” says Trixie
meekly. “You were awfully clever to
notice that pine needle.”

“Positively brilliant.”

Trixie snatched her hand away and
quickly let me have it with her acid little
tongue.

“Which confirms my opinion, Mike,
that you're such a bonehead, you have to
be kicked around before you get an idea.
Of all the conceited windbags! If we're
ever on another case together—"

Which gives you an idea. I put my
fingers in my ears. Life at least was al-
ways lively with private eyeful Trixie
Meehan,

THE END

Operle Your Own Business!

3

Clean and Mothproof
Rugs and Upholstery

® Nationally Advertised Services
o Big Profits

® Repeat Orders

® No Experience Needed

If you are dependable, honest and will
Ing to work, send today for detalls on
how to b 1l 1ally d lent in a profitable, growing
buslness of your own. Choose an oben territory amywhere in
Unltod States, Canads or forelgn countrles. Services rendered in
hiomes, offices, clubs or public bulldings.

DURACLEAN cleans by absorption. No sorubbinpgl No scaking
or shrinkage. Thie modern sale oleaning process usss mild
solvants. DIrt, grease and many unslghtly spots vanish as It by
magio. Wool fibers come to life . . . matted pile rises . . .
colors revive. Uphelatery and foor ooverings last longer.

DURAPROOT is another year ‘round service. Not only kills moths
and carpet heetles but makes materials reslstant to both. Proteats
furnishingy, clothing ond asuto Interiors. DULRAPROOI, to our
Inowledge, is the only moth proof service backed by s Nsational
Money Beck 4 YEAIL WARRANTY.

Leading furniture and department stores recommend DURAGLEAN
Dealer’s sorvice. Almost every bullding In your terrltory houses a
potential customer noedlng one or both of thsse Natlonally Ad-
vertised services. Even auto dealers buy your sarvioe to revive up-
holstery In used cars.

Easy to learn, No shop needed. Operate from your own homs,
We furnish enough materinl to return your TOTAL investment
Gross profits up to $15 and $20 a day cm servica man.

Start full or part time. Torritorles are limited! _Writs Im-
medlately for FREE Booklet oxplaining dotails. Easy terms.

Duraclean Co, 3\ puacea b

DEERFIELD, ILL.

/ A ”W,l

....says Leonidas Burgoyne
of Chlcago, lllinols, “Expert individust
Instruction in the fully equipped shops
of Greer Shop Tralning gave me the right
starl to get my good paying job.”

GREER SHOP TRAINING. ..,
established 1902, Is one of America’s
largest trade schools. Over 48,000 suc-~
cessful graduates. You learn by tearing
down, repairing and rebullding. Day and
evening classes. Mall thls coupon todayl

LEARN A TRADE NIW/
GREER SHOP TRAINING, Desk 8, 460 S. State St., Chicago, IIL

Genllemem Please send me Information about trade | have
checked below. {Specify If you are VET [J or NON-VET 0J).

l IN OUR CHICAGO SHOPS [ BODY, FENDER REPAIR

I [ AUTO MECHANICS [C] WELDING—ARC, GAS i
[ DIESEL T MACHINIST
l ] REFRIGERATION [ PIANO TUNING l
Above courses approved for Vats and Civillans,

IAI.SO THE FOLLOWING HOME STUDY COURSES '

I ) REFRIGERATION ] DIESEL [J PLASTICS .
Name Age

l Address I
Ci State

'GREER SHOP TRAINING'
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- TRY IT ON

)

MONEY-BACK OFFER
.

Now fet Bob West, radio’s favorite gultar
pisyer, show you how! Mosl “Courses” have
only 6 or 8 pictures—bul Bob's new melhod
has 45 actusi photographs! It not only leaches
but shows exaclly where and how 1o place your
fingers, etc. Most olhers offer a few songs—
Bob provides 101!'—chosen for thelr radio
popularity so you can sing and play right along
with your favorite radie program or records!

SEND NO MONEY: susisenq

nama and address to Bob West and pay postman $1.69 plus COD and
postage. Start playlng beautiful chords the very first day. Be playing
Oeautiful musle in two weeks or get your money back. o
1663 N. MILWAUKEE AVENUE
DEPT. 230, CHICAGO 47, ILL.

A GOOD EDUCATION MEANS GOOD PAY

45 PHOTOS

show exactly
where to pul.
your fingers =

101 SONGS -
words & music
_INCI.UDED!_ .

Lack of a hlgh school dlploma can stop you from

gettlng a better job or promotions. You can com- FINISH
plete high school In months thru C.T.I. gulded HIGH
study Course equals resident work. College prep. SCHOOL
Texts supplled. Easy terms,, Credlt for work else- | AT HOME
where. Write for Informatlon today!

COMMERCIAL TRADES INSTITUTE

1400 Greenleaf Dept. H67-1 Chicago 26

-1

| CHRONOGRAPH WRIST WATCH |

Lifetime Guarantee
(EXCLUSIVE OF PARTS)

3 DIALS—5 HANDS—2 BUTTONS

/ b Multl-purpose walch that measures dlstance,
AT epeed, time, moving objects. Used as Stop
Watch or Tl b Has S p-3 d Hand
;A for full 60 Second ecount., Second Dial re-
Hf) cords up to 45 minutes. Third Dlal Lhen re-
j¥ cords up (o 6 hours. Seconds—Mlnules—
Hours, all recorded automatiecally.
INDEPENDENT MOVEMENTS
The movement of thle fine Swiss Made watch
continues run when eweep honds are
stopped. For sportsmen, professlonal men and
women—tlmekeeper worlts when other hands and
dials are stopped—separate movements permit
dual use at _same tlme.
UGGED CONSTRUCTION
Preclslon workmanshlp and ehock resistant fea-
tures are added to enhance the value of thls
watch. Sold elsewhere for as high ns 817.00. Qur low Introduclory
price Is only €7.90 plus 109 tax. (Total $B.G69). Send check or
r and we prepay postage. Or sent C.0.D. plus charges.

money orde:
LIMITED STOCK!
MARDO SALES CO.

$7.90

480 Lexingto New York 17

ER ARREST

There's a Thrill in Bringing a Crook
to Justice Through Scientifie

! CRIME DETECTION!

We have taught th de this Iting, fitable
plessant profemsion. Let us teach you, too, In your
own home. Learn Finger Printing,
Fire Arms Identification, |Police
i Photography and Criminal Investi-
) gation thoroughly, quickly and at

Bt.
Over 800 :)f AI?American Bureaus

of Identification employ students or Elrndunr.en of
. A, B. You, too, can fit yourself to Hll a respon-
pible erime deteclion job with good pay and steady
employment, But don't dalny—dget e details now,
Let ue show you how easily and completely we can
ﬁ:pan you for this fasclnating work, durfngapare
e, in your own home. You may pay as you learn.
Write tod

FREE!I!
Send for Thrilllnﬁ
“BLUE BOO
sy . . . Now. .. Be sure to state age. OF CRIME'"
INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE
1920 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. 2248, Chicago 40, lil.
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Ready for the Rackets

(Continued from page 8)
homecoming from the hospital with her five-
day-old son. I was preparing lunch for her,
when the doorbell rang. Upon my answering i,
the young man at the door told me that a
survey was being made of the radio programs
people were listening to.

I told him about a few that I heard, but he
asked for more. Thinking that it must be a
real survey, I mentioned that I had a list of the
ones I listened to in the house which I would
get for him. Before 1 could return with the
paper, he walked into the house. Whether he
was pretending or not, I couldn’t say, but he
checked off a card as he looked at my list.

After this, he began to talk about an ency-
clopedia set that was being given away to the
first fifty persons answering the survey. He
showed me pictures from a sample book and told
me the advantages of having an encyclopedia set
in the home.

All the while he talked—and he certainly
could talk—I was under the impression that the
set was being given away free. Being in a hurry
to get rid of him and under the strain of caring
for my sister and her baby—who was crying up-
stairs—I was very nervous at that time.

I asked, “How do you get the set?” He told
me that all I had to do was sign a paper. I did,
without reading it—something that I'll never
again do.

Then he asked for a deposit, which took me
by surprise. I wanted to know why and what
for. He answered, to insure that a set would be
reserved for me and for delivery charges.
Dubiously, I told him that I could only give him
a dollar.

“As a rule,” he said, “the deposit is five dol-
lars, but I'll let it go if you will pay the balance
when the encyclopedia set is delivered in a few
days.”

With the baby crying harder and my sister
calling me, I agreed, just to get him out of the
house.

Later that day, while the bhaby and my sister
slept, I read the duplicate of the paper that I
had signed. What I read wasn’t very clear to
me—but one thing I did understand: the set
cost $50.00 and was not free.

I became very upset and tried to figure where
I could get the money. Every extra dollar we
had was now being saved for the hospital and
doctor bills. My hushand came home after I
had shed thousands of tears. He found me in
such an emotional state that it took him a long
time to calm me and find out what had happened.

After he read the paper that I had signed and
learned of how I was being swindled, he assured
me that I didn’t have to accept the set; there-
fore I wouldn’t have to pay for it. He also im-
pressed upon me that I should never sign any-
thing without first reading it carefylly.

When the day came for the set of books to
be delivered, I became very nervous and refused
to answer the door. The man came several times
that day and each day afterward for a week, but
I continued to not answer the door.

Finally when a few days had gone by and no




Ready for the Rackets

one had shown up, I stopped being afrald and
started to relax again. One day when I was ex-
pecting visitors, the doorbell rang. I answered
it without checking to sce who it was, and stood
face to face with the man who was delivering
the set.

Suddenly I became brave though deeply upset
again. I told him as firmly as I could that I
didn't want the encyclopedias. When he asked
me to sign a paper stating that I refused the
set, I told him I would not, that T had learned
my lesson from their qale:man who had tricked
me into signing a paper for something I did
not want.

After giving him the dectails of what had
happened and a description of the salesman, for
which he had asked me, he apologized and said
that an investigation would be made. A refund
couldn't be made on the dollar that I had lost,
I was told.

At the time the experlence I had was very
upsetting to me, but it was a good lesson and
has taught me to be more cautious about door-
to-door salesmen.

Paula Sheldon
New Haven, Conn.

A Model Poser
Dear Sir:

Some friends of mina encountered an unusual
racket. When it was over, they were sadder but
wiser, and a little poorer.

They have an adorable little girl about four
years old. Numerous times they had heard the
story : She ought to be in pictures. Well, at least
a model, thought the parents.

One day they were contacted by a smooth-
talking young man. He offered them a contract
for the child. Of course they would have to pay
him fifty dollars first. But he promised that he
would be sure to get the little girl some work
posing, at five dollars a sitting.

A couple of weeks later they wera told to
bring the child to a studlo to pose. This was done
and they received five dollars. The parents were
elated.

What hap ned after that?

Nothing. No more posing.

What did he answer when asked why? That
he had fulfilled his part of the contract, all legal-
like. Besides, the child wasn't the type, he said.
So the parents were out forty-five dollars.

Later, [ found out that there were quite a few
fond parents who had fallen for the same racket.
The fellow knew that the way to doting parents’
hearts and pursestrings is through their precious

offspring.
Mrs. B. Miller
Los Angeles, Cal.

That winds up our racket news for this
month, detectiva fans. Don't forget that
we welcome your letters on your own
experiences with swindlers, as they help
us all keep ahead of the slick tricksters.

The Editor

Gun Cigarette Lighter

TRIGGER ACTION
LOOKS REAL

® Perfect Sixe for Pocket or
Purse (32" x 2'4")
Looks Exactly Like Real Gun
Works Perfectly Every Time
Mighly-polished Chrome Finish
100% Satisfaction Guaranteed
~ Amazing new aulomatic cigarette
lighter . . . looks exactly like real
gun. When your friends see it, they
will gasp . pull the trigger and you
have a sure I|ghf every time. Precision
made with black composition handle.
Handsomely boxed for gift-giving. Or-
der yours today! Send $2.98 and we
will pay postage. |f COD, 4lc extra
for CO.D. charges. Either way, If not
completely satisfied, return within 10
days for complete refund
DRESDEN ART WORKS

169 W. Madlson St., Dept. 723, Chicago 2, 111,

ANIMALS, FISH, PETS

A Bo a Taxldermist, Save your hunting TRO-
, MOUNT s sematih BUCKS, QUALL EE,
o BAVE LN

P L T T e R S L

reat F
FREE BOOK ™= ALL s It 18 e il

SEND
dont delng Get this WOND FB‘%’
a1

® Ing pleasora nu h | tt Pos".’l‘.l'{'g\&:;m! Donhhm
14 4 atter or
N.W. SCHOOL OF TAXIDERMY, Dept. 4211,

PRINT YOUR OWN
POST CARDS

COMPLETE
outrtY

Amnznng resules In sales. Inqu fes and con-
tacts , . . saves time and U¥' %
to use GEM TENCIL D! LICAT R is
ideal for Advertisi

Fomu, Price Luu—hundreds ol‘ uses for
every’ type of business and organization
Comes plete with all supplies, instructions
and 60-page Book of Ideas
FREE TRIAL OFFER: it belore
buy it! Write and a CEM UTFIT wil be
sent you postpaid. Alter 10 days, send onl
$7.60 or return the GEM, no qucsnons
The GEM must sell itself; you be the judge.
BOND EQUIPMENT €O, » Dopf. LEA

6633 Enright « St. Louls 3, Mo.
SEND NO MONEY « FREE TRIAL OFFER
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ARTHUR GODFREY SAYS:

‘I.C.S. made the impossible—easy!”

You've often heard Arthur Godfrey, famed
“Huck Finn of Radio,” on his coast-to-coast “Talent
Scouts” and other CBS programs—now winning new
renown on television. But this is the first time you've
heard the star on the subject of I.C.S.: '

“l Rhad to quit high school before the end of
my® second year. Later in life, at the U. 8.
Naval Materiel School at Bellevue, D. C., | had
to master a worhing khnowledge of math, aoll-
the way from simple decimals and fractions
through trigonometry, in the first six weehs or
be dropped from the course. So I took an
1.C.S. Course and finished at the head of the
class! ].C.S. made the impossible—easy!”’

As usual, the former Navy radio operator and
present Lt. Commander in the U. S. Naval Reserve
knows what he’s tadking about. As an I.C.S. grad-
uate, Mr. Godfrey is in the best of all positions to
tell you about the educational system that's served
80 long as talent scout for American industry.
Study his statement. Then mark your interest on
the coupon and mail it today for full information
on what I.C.S. can do for you!

BOX 3280-D, SCRANTON 9, PENNA.
Without cost or obligation, please send me full particulars about the course BEFORE which | have marked X: —
- -

Business and Chemlcal Courses Electrical Courses 0 Motd-Loft Work

Acadermnloc Courses 0O Chemical Engineering 0O Elaclrical Drafling O Palternmaking—Wood, Melal
O Accounling O Adverlising (] Chemistry, Analytical O Electrical Engineering O Reading Shop Blueprinls
0 App. Chemistry, 0 Eeclric Light and Powss O Sheet- Melal Dralling
u] |Bus|nus Administralion 3 Chemistry, Mig. Iron & Sleel 0 Lighling Technician D3 Sheet-Melal Worker [J Ship Drafting”
0O Bus. Correspondence [ Bus. Law O Pelroleum Refining O Plastles [ Practical Electrician D Ship Fitting 0] Tool Designing
0O Certified Public Accounling O Pulp and Paper Making [J Power House Electric O T O Welding E i
0 Commercial Civil Englnsering, Archltec- [J Ship Electrician O Welding—Gas and Electric
0O Commercial Art tural and Mining Courses It | Combustl Railrcad Courses
O Cost Accounting [ Architecture O Archileclural Drafting E" 'I"" c ombustion O Air Brake O Cat Inspeclor
O Federal Tax O Building Estimaling A T'Tn.h" *OUrses .. [ Diessl Locomolive
0 sl Yeor College O Civil Enginaering O Coal Mining 3 Auto Technician O Aviation 7 { gcomolive Enginesr
O Foremanship O French O Conlracting and Bullding u} "“"E eclric ) O Locamative Fireman
D Good English O High Schaol O Highway Engineering [ Diesel Enginey O Ges Engines (3 Locomotive Machinist
[ Higher Malhemalice [ lllustralion O Lambes Dealer Mechanlcll Caursss O Railroad Seclion Foreman ™
O Industsial Supervision [ Reading Siruclural DA Engineer's, Jr. O Steam and Diesel Loco. Eng.
O Molor Traffic (] Poslal Civil Service [J Sanilary Engineering 0 Aircraft Dulhng [u] F|Ilh| Engineer Stationary Enpineering
0O Retailing [ Retail Bus. Management [ Struclural Orafting Q Forging O Foundry Work Courses
as i os arisl [ Structural E O Heat Trulmanl of Metals [ Boilermaking
O Sign Letlering 0O Slennzunhy a Snrvcyml anﬂ Mapping O Industrial Engineering O Combus. Engrg [ Engine Running
O Spanish [ Traflic ! Courses O Industrial instrumentatioa O Marine Engineering

Alr Conditloning and [m] Elactvonics O Industrial Metallurgy [0 Power Plant Engr. [J Steam Engineer

Plumbing Courses [ Prac. FM and Television [ Machine Shop Textlle Courses
O Air Conditiening O Prac. Telephony [ Radio Operating {0 Machins Shop Inspection 0 Cotton Manufscturing O Loom Fixing
D Heating O Plumbing [ Radio, General D Radio Servicing []'Mechanical Drafling I 4 O Reyon Weaving [ Texfile Desligning
[u] Rehlnullnn [ Sleam Fitting O Telegraph Enginesring O Mechanical Enginesting O Woolen Manutacturing
Name Age____ Hume Address
Clty. State. : Working Hours AM e _ __ _PM
Present Posliion E by
Length ofService Enroliment under G.1. BIll approved for World War 11 Veterans. Special {uition rates o members of Lhe Armed Forces.
inWorld war 1l Canadian residents send coupen to Internalional Correspondence Schoots Canadien, Ltd., Montreal, Canade.




Earn _ ORDERS
Guaraniteed Againat g
RUNS ano SNAGS
: ﬁeqa/uﬂezua{ Caude!

The world’s ONLY complete, nationally advertised nylon- hosiery line actually guar-
anteed against runs, snags or excessive wear, REGARDLESS OF CAUSE! It’s ;
amazing, but true! No matter what the canse—hard use or deliberate abuse—Kendex
nylons are replaced FREE 1f they run, snag or become unfit for wear within entire
guarantee period! Every weight from sheerest 15 denier to heavy 70 denier—all gauges
up to luxury 60 gauge—all sizes, lengths, popular shades, fancy heels, black seams—
full fashioned and seamless. Nothing is missing to make sure every woman is pleased.
In spite of the amazing guarantee, retail postage prepaid prices start at $1.08 the |
pair for sheerest 15 denier 51 gauge. Should free replacement be necessary, actual
cost becomes 54¢ a pair! How could any woman possibly resist saving money and |
solving her hosiery problems? NOT SOLD IN STORES. Men and women wanted |
NOW, spare or full time, to write orders and earn big money. You can get orders
even if you never sold a thing in your life! /

MEN'S HOSE LINGERIE
GUARANTEED 1 YEAR | HOUSECOATS = ROBES

et °*-" pruno Ty
S
< Guaranteed by %

(’i’ood Housekeeping
)
2245 apvcanseo W

Kendex gives you FOUR complete| Full line of lingerie, housecoats and

lines, including sensational men’s| robes. Woven and knitted fabrics— NATIONALLY
hosiery line actually guaranteed for| rayonm, cotton and NYLON. Nothing ADVERTISED

ONE YEAR! Any pair not giving| is lacking. Unbelievable prices that
satisfactory wear within 12 months is| defy competition and make women Kendex has advertised. in Life, Look, Col-
replaced FREE without question. All| eager to order. Imagine a beautiful i'”i;"‘ ﬁ;‘f('“"j" >atlun§a}' Evening Post,
stvles, patterns, colors, yarns (includ-| all NYLON Slip. with NYLON lace, ﬁf ies” Home ourm; . (.nqd [’Ialuf&‘kt‘(?[llllgp
: ) ] b . etc. Carries the Good Housekeeping Guar-
ing n.\‘ln‘u@ at lowest prices that mean| at $2.95 or a lace trimmed rayon | antee Seal. Thousands of orders shipped
steady income for you 52 weeks a| satin slip at $1.58! Kendex values |daily. Yearly volume in millions. A de-
y I - ! X
| sell: Sisinsalves pendable responsible national organization.

FREE NYLON STOCKING AND MONEY-MAKING OUTFITS

Man or woman — young or old, YOU can easily earn steady income, spare or full time. No money or experience needed. We supply
EVERYTHING free and set you up in business at OUR expense. Nothing to buy or deliver, Write orders. we deliver and collect.
Big advance pay plus huge cash bonus that increases your earnings up to 40%! Your name and address on postcard will bring you
sample nylon stocking; samples of lingerie, hose, robe materials: self-selling sales books with FULL COLOR illustrations; 36-page
sales manual showing you easy steps to success; color cards, free “door openers” worth $1 each but which you give away free:
special plan to have others sell for you, etc., etc. You can start making money the minute you receive the complete FREE outfits!

YOUR COST ONE CENT!

SEND NO MONEY. Pay nothing now or later No obligation. Not
even a promise to return outfits, Simply write your name and address
on a penny postcard and mail to us. We'll immediately rush you
everything you need FREE and postage prepaid. WRITE TODAY!

KENDEX CORPORATION « BABYLON 79, N. Y

year.
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