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OHNNY KNIGHT didn’t hear the door

open or close. He was sprawled in a

swivel chair, his feet planted on top. of his
desk, his morning newspaper opened at the
sports page.

Then some sixth sense warned him that
he had a visitor. He let his eyes crawl over
the top of the newspaper and suddenly found
himself looking into the muzzle of a re-
volver.

The face behind the gun was startlingly
vivid. He had a chin and a mouth like a
girl's. His hair was blond and wavy. And
the pupils of his eyes were like pin points.
A hophead, Johnny thought angrily, and
started to rise.

“Get your hat,” the stranger ordered. His
voice was low and even, yet there was
menace behind it. Johnny didn’t like the
ugly, deepening glitter in his eyes. The fel-
low was playing for keeps!

Johnny got his hat. They moved out of
Johnny's office, walked down the stairs and
out through the lobby. There was a Chevvy
coupe at the curb with an ex-pug at the
wheel. Johnny was pushed into the car.
They drove rapidly to the Sundown Club
where Vitala Barretti, local gambling czar,
was waiting for them.

A Grim Warning

Barretti came right to the point. Johnny
Knight did public relations work for Marvin
wnolds, powerful industrialist and presi-
dent of the Reform Council. Reynolds had
closed down several of Barretti’s businesses,
but when he initiated a campaign against the
Sundown Club, Barretti was ready for war.
“They call it oﬁ and keep out of here,”
Bagretu warned, “or somebody gets hurt.

Johnny listened to Barretti, then told him

his own dirty linen and keep his

gumela away from him. After that he strode

out of the club and thumbed a lift back to
town.

On the way the Cheyvy coupe, its exhaust
roaring, raced past the truck in which Johnny
was riding. Johnny went directly to his
office.

‘When he opened the door he saw a man
sitting in the swivel chair. He was slouched
way down on his spine, a soft hat pushed
well forward on his head with the brim rest-
ing on the bridge of his nose, A gun lay on
the desk.

Johnny yelled, but received no answer.
He moved around the desk and shook the
man. Immediately the man folded up like
an accordion and pitched off the chair. His
hat rolled away. There was a gaping hole
in the middle of his forehead!

Although Johnny didn’t realize it, this was
only the first stop on a de: merry-go-
round of violence and murder that headlines
the speedy two-fisted $2.00 William Morrow
& Company mystery novel, starring Jol
nght and Sid Ames, which appears com-
plete in our next issue:

YOU ONLY HANG ONCE
By
H. W. RODEN

With a start of surprise Johnny recognized
the dead man as a lawyer by the name of
Berenton with offices on the same floor. And
suddenly he remembered Barretti's warning
that if Reynolds and the Reform Council
didn't leave him alone things would begin to

happe
Had they begun to happen already" There
was no time to find out now. But on
he knew. He couldn't afford to have Beren-
ton’s body found in his office. So he called
his pal, Sid Ames, a private investigator.
Ames arrived in a hurry. Together they
searched Berenton—and discovered a bill-
fold containing fifty thousand dollars. Johnny
placed the money in an envelope and put
(Continued on page 8)
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THE BULLETIN BOARD
(Continued from page 6)
it in his pocket until he had a chance to turn
it over to the police.

Fifty Grand Steal

Then Johnny and Sid picked up Berenton
and dragged him to his ewn office. They had
just stepped inside the door when the ceiling
seemed to fall on Johnny’s head. Ten min-
utes later he came to with Sid Ames beside
him. They had both been sapped—and Beren-
ton’s body was gone’‘and so was the fifty
grand!

They
surprise awaited them there.

ack the swivel chair'!
hnny and Sid stumbled over to the desk,
then halted with the blood freezing in their
veins, Far off in the distance, but racing
closer with each passing second, came the
dread sound of a police siren.

Somebody had set the stage and pulled up
the curtain whether Johnny and Sid were
ready or not. From that moment Johnny
and Sid found themselves playing a grim
game of tag with the cops and a ruthless
killer.

Even though Johnny knew that Berenton
had once been Barretti’s attorney there didn’t
seem to be any reason for the murder or any

rushed back to Jobnny’s office. A
Berenton was

between Berenton and himself.
(Continued on page 95)
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A clever blackmailer can make a fortune—until the victim
grows tired of paying, and uses a hatchet instead of cash!

CHAPTER I

S I got off the elevator and started down
the corridor, the old familiar sur-
roundings took me back to that first

day when I'd made that same journey, look-
mg for a j

job.
At that ume. the sign on the door had read, =5

B. COOL, CONFIDENTIAL INVESTIGATIONS. Now it
read, cooL & Lam, with the name . cooL in
one corner, and DoNALD LaM down in the
other. There was something reassuring about
seeing my name on the door. It was as though
1 really had something to come back to.

I pushed open the doo:

Elsie Brand was poundmg the keyboard



Back from the Navy,

it Takes Donald Lam

of the typewriter. She turned and looked
up over her shoulder, her face automatically
assuming the welcoming smile.

I saw the expression jerk off her face. Her
eyes wldened

“He no,

“Donald! My, I'm glad to see you. Where
did you come from

“South Seas, e o places.”

“How long are you . .. When do you have
to go back?”

“I don't.”

“What happened?”

“Bugs—tropical bugs. Okay if I take it
easy for a while, live in a cool climate, and
don’t get too excited. Bertha in there?”

I jerked my head toward the door of the
office that had . CooL, PRIVATE, lettered on the

or.

Elsie nodded.

“How is she?”

“Same as ever.”

“How’s her weight?”

“Still keeping it at one hund.red sixty-five,
and hard as barbed wire.”

“Making any money?

“She did for a while, and then she got in
sort of a rut.”

“Have you been sitting there hammering
that typewriter all the time I've been gone?”

She laughed. “No, of course not.”

“What do you mean?”

“Only eight hours a day.”

“Seems like pretty much of a rut to get
into. I thought you'd have quxt the job
and gone into an airplane factory.”

“Didn’t you get my letters?”

“They didn’t say anything about staying
on the job.”

She avoided my eyes. “I don’t know, Guess
it’s my contribution to the war effort.”

“Loyalty to the job?”

“Not to the job,” she said, “so much as—
Oh, I don’t know, Donald. You were out
there fighting and—"

The inner office buzzer made noise.

Elsie picked up the receiver on the tele-
phone, switched it over to Bertha Cool’s of-
fice, said, “Yes, Mrs. Cool.”

Bertha was so mad the receiver couldn’t
contain all of her voice. I could hear the
rasping, angry tones over where I was sit-
ting. “Elsie, I've told you to talk with clients
only long enough to find out what they want,
then call me. T'll do the talking for the out-

‘"l'hll lsnt l client, Mrs, Cool.”

“

cqmmg
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“A—a friend.”

Bertha's voice rose a full octave. “My
God! Do I pay you to hold social soirees in
the office? For God’s sake a friend! . . .

... Well, I'll soon fix that!

The slam of the receiver in Bertha's office
threatened to pull the telephone out by the
roots. We heard the pound of two quick stej
then the door was jerked open and Be: Bertha
stood on. the threshold, her glittering little
eyes sharp with anger, her big jaw thrust

out.

She flashed a swift look to get my bear-
ings, then came barging down on me like a
battl

Halfway there, her eyes managed to get the
message to her angry brain.

“Why you little devil!” she said.

R a moment she was glad to see me, then

you could see her catch herself. She
whirled to Elsie and said, “Why didn’t you
tell me?”

L was trying to, Mrs, Cool,
hung up.

“Humph'” Bertha snorted her into silence.
She turned to me. “It's a wonder you
wouldn’t send a wire.”

1 used the only argument that would im-

when you

press itself on Bertha’s mind. “Wires cost
money.”
Even that didn’t dent her. “Well, you

could have sent one of those tourist messages
and .

Bertha broke off, her eyes on the frosted
glass panel of the corridor door.

The head and shoulders of a feminine fig-
ure were silhouetted against the glass, a
chic slender woman, evidently young, the
head perked slightly to one side, giving it a
jaunty appearance.

Bertha muttered; “Clients always do catch
me in the outer office. Looks as though we
weren’t busy.”

She grabbed up a bunch of papers from
Elsie’s desk, started pawing through them.

But the visitor didn’t come in.

There was a long matter of seconds which
seemed minutes during which the silhouette
was pasted against the frosted glass, then
abruptly the shadow went on down the hall.

Bertha Cool slammed the papers down on
the desk. “There you are,” she said. “That's
the way things have been going lately. The
little tramp will probably go on down the hall

to the Transcontinental Detective Agency and
spm her troubles there.”
Cheer up, Bertha. Perhaps she’s



Just Half a Day to Dig Up a Murder Case!

“Well,” Bertha snorted, “something about
the place didn’t seem right to her. It didn’t
sound like a business office. Elsie, you start
pounding that typewriter. Donald you come
in the private office. Remember, Elsie, if she
comes in she’ll be nervous. She'll sit down
for a minute, then pretend she’s forgotten
something and jump up and run out, and

that’ll be the last we ever see of her. She’s
‘wear mg a little hat on one side of her head

Wi
‘g got ‘a good look at her silhouette,” Elsie

sail

“All right. The minute she comes in let
me know. Don't stall avound. Reach for the
telephone. I can’t go out in the corridor and
grab ’em the way tney do when a customer

stops in front of a pawn shop. Donald, come
13

inside. Let Elsie get to work on that type-
writer.”

Elsie Brand flashed a glance at me and let
me see the quiet amusement in her eyes,
then she was pounding away again at the
typewriter.

We entered Bertha Cool’s private office.
Bertha strode around the desk and slammed

Berthae eyes the
o el ponel (CHAPTER 1y

herself down in a creaking swivel chair. I
sat on the arm of a big overstuffed chair.

ERTHA looked me over, said, “You've
toughened up, Donald.”
en toughened.”

“You look taller.”

“I'm not taller. It's the way they made me
stand.”

There was a moment's silence. Bertha had
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an ear cocked for noises in the outer office
but there was no cessation in the pounding
of Elsie Brand’s typewriter.

“Business not so good?” I asked.

“Terrible!” Bertha grunted.

“What's the matter with it?”

“Damned if I know. Before you came along,
1 was making a living with a lot of shadowing
jobs, divorce cases, stuff of that sort. Mostly
T got my business by catering to the domes-
tic relations work that other agencies
wouldn’t handle. Then you came along. First
rattle out of the box you threw me into the
big time—more money, more risk, more ex-
citement, more clients—and then you en-
listed in the Navy and for a while I carried
on all right. Then something happened.”

“What's the matter? Don’t people come in
any more?”

“They come in,” Bertha said, “but some-
how I don’t impress them, They don’t do
things my way, and I can't do them your
way. I'm sort of a hybrid.”

“What do you mean, you can't do them my

ay?
“Look at that chair you're sitting on,” she

said.

“What do you mean?”

“After you became a partner you we
down and spent a hundred dollars on dnt
chair. Your theory was that you can’t win
a client’s confidence when he’s uneasy, and
that you can’t get a person to confide in you
when he’s uncomfortable. You let the client
sit down in that chair, and he settles back and
relaxes, and starts talking.

“Well, doesn’t he?”

"He doesn’t do it for me.”

1 said, “ Perhaps you don’t make the people
feel comfortable.”

Bertha's eyes glittered. “Why the hell
should I? We paid a hundred bucks for the
chair to do that. If you think 'm going to
squander a hundred dollars just to . . .”

She broke off in midsentence.

I realized that Elsie Brand had quit typing.

A moment later the buzzer sounded on
Bertha Cool’s phone.

Bertha snatched the receiver oﬁ the cradle,
said, “Yes?” then in a low voice, “is that the
woman who . What‘s her name? All
right, send her in.”

Bertha hung up the telephone and said,
“Get out of that chair. She’s coming in.”

“Her name’s Miss Georgia Rushe. She .

Elsie Brand opened the door and said as
though granting a concesslon, “Mrs. Cool
will see you immediately.

Georgia Rushe we)ghed about a hundred
and fourteen. She wasn't as' young as I'd
thought when I had sized up the shadow on

the door—somewhere around thirty-one or
thirty-two, and she didn’t carry her head on

one side. That cocking to one side of the head
that we'd seen must have meant that she
was listening.

Bertha Cool beamed at her and said in a
voice that dnpped sweetnesi. “Won't you be
seated, Miss Rushe?"

Miss Rushe looked at me.

She had dark, emotional eyes, full lips,
high cheek bones, a smooth olive skin, and
very dark hair. The way she looked at me
you'd have thought she was about to turn
and run out of the office.

Bertha said, “This is Donald Lam, my part-
ner.”

Miss Rushe said, “Oh!”

“Come in, come in,” Bertha mv:fed “Sit
down in that chair, Miss Rushe.”

She still hesitated.

I took a notebook from my pocket, said
casually, “Well, I'll go cover that matter we
were talking about—or,” I added as an after-
thought, turning to Miss Rushe, “do you
want me to sit in on this?”

I made my tone sound bored. I heard
Bertha gasp, but Georgia Rushe smiled at
me, saxd “I think I'd like to have you sit
in on it,” and walked over and settled herself
in the bng chai;

Bertha's fnce was beammg “Yes, yes, Miss
Rushe. ' What is

“I want some h l

“Well, that’s what we're here for.”

She crossed her knees, carefully smoothed
léer ;ert down, her eyes avoiding those of

ert]

She had nice legs.

o Bertha said enticingly, “Anything we can

Georgia Rushe hastily averted her eyes.

I scribbled a note to Bertha Cool. “Quit
being so eager. People want results. No one
wants to hire a big-boned woman detective
who's all sticky with sweetness.”

I tore the page out and slid it across the
desk to Bertha.

Georgia Rushe watched Bertha pick up the
note and read it.

Bertha’s face got red. She crumpled the
note, slammed it in the wastebasket, glowered

t me.

“Okay, Miss Rushe” .1 said casually,
“what’s your trouble?”

Georgia Rushe took a deep brenth and
said, “I don’t want to be censured.

“You won’t.”

HE glanced apprehensively at Bertha and
said, “A woman mlqht not be ns talermt o
Bertha said coyly, “Oh, my dear,”
suddenly remembering my note jerked her~
self back into character and said abruptly,
“What’s on your mind?”
“To begin thh o Georgh Rushe said deter-
minedly, “I'm a h




in the bathtub (CHAPTER V)

The body of a man was lying
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“Got enough money to pay our bills?”
asked.

“Yes, of course, otherwise I wouldn’t be

ere.”

Bertha said grimly, “Go ahead and wreck
’em all you want, dearie. What do you want
us to do? Scout out good homes for you to
wreck? We can do it.”

Miss Rushe laughed nervously, theai- said
after a moment, “I'm glad you're taking it
that way, Mrs. Cool.”

Bertha said, “Homes aren’t wrecked. They
wreck themselves.”

Georgia Rushe said, “I've been with Mr.
Cranl for nearly four years now.”

“Who’s Crail?” Bertha asked.

“El!ery Craxl head of the Cruxl Venetian
Blind Company.”

“T've heard of the company.”

“Since the war we've taken over a lot of
contracts in wood cartridge containers, things
of that sort.”

“How longs he been married?”

“Eight m

% setded bnck and lit a cigarette.

Georgia Rushe said, “I started working in
the personnel department. Ellery’s wife died
shortly after I came to work. I don’t know
how much he loved her, but he certainly
missed her when she was gone. He's a great
big, loyal, stouthearted man who is so fair
and square himself that he just can’t imagine
anyone being otherwise.”

She hesitated for a moment, then sighed
deeply, and went on, “After a while he began
to get over the first numbing shock of the
gnef and—well, I saw a little something of

"You mean he took you out?” Bertha

asked.

“We went out to dinner once or twice,
n

*“Call at your apartment?”

“No. He isn't that sort.”

“When did his present wife meet him?”
Georgia Rushe said, “I was run down from
overwork, Mr. Crail t.hought I should take a
long vacation. When I came back he was

married.”

“Slipped a fast one over on you?”

“He was the victim of a shrewd, scheming,
hypocritical, sniveling individual, if you can
flatter a negative personality like that by call-
ing her an individual.”

“How did it happen?”

“It all began one night when Mr. Crail was
driving his automobile back from work. He
doesn’t see too well at night, und it had bee'n
raining and the streets were
so, I don’t think it was entu'ei hh fal-lh.
although he tries to make out T
There was a coupé immediately ahead of him,

the coupé came to a len stop.
brake light wasn’t working. Of course, Irma

swore that she put out her hand, but she'd
anything

swear to that would feather her own
nest.”

“Trma is the girl?”

!

“What happened?”

“Mr. Crail bumped the back of her car—
not particularly hard so far as the damage
the automobile was concerned F‘lfty do]hrs
would have cover

“Personal injuries?” Benha asked

“Some sort of a spinal injury. Ellery start-
ed apologizing just as soon as he saw the car
was operated by a woman. And Irma Begley
looked up at Ellery’s big strong face, and into
his sympathetic eyes and determined she was
going to marry him—and she didn’t lose any
time.”

“The sympathy racket?” Bertha asked.

“A little bit of everything. Ellery was
lonely. He'd grown to depend on me a lot
more than he realized, and then I'd gone
away. Afterwards, I found in the files a wire
he had sent, asking me if I could possibly cut
my vacation short and return. For some rea-
son the wire was never delivered. As it was,
he thought I simply hadn’t answered.”

I looked at my watch.

1SS RUSHE hurried on. “Well, Irma
Begley was very nice about it, but she

and by that time, Irma was begmnmg to have
headaches so she went to see a doctor, and
the doctor took X-rays, and then it ap-
peared that her spine had been injured. And
she was so brave and so sweet and so self-
eﬂacmg about the whole business!

“Well, of course, Ellery insisted on footing
bills, and I returned from a month’s vaca-
tion to find my boss on his honeymoon!”

“How long ago""

“Six months.”

“What happened then?”

“Well, he was particularly embarrassed
when he was with me. He felt that he owed
me some sort of an explanation and yet he
was too much of a gentleman to say even a
word about it.”

“What did you do?” Bertha asked.

“I was too angry and hurt to make things

as soon as he could get someone else to
my place. Well, he couldn’t get anyone ﬁo
take my place, and then he asked me
please stay with him and—and, well, I d!d o
“When did you deterrnme you were going

to be a home wrecker?”

b dont know. At first I was completely
crushed. I didn’t realize how much I was in
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love with Ellery until after—well, after things
seemed to be irrevocably broken.”
, “I'm trying to find out the

“Well after all, Mrs. Cool, I don’t know
as it’s important, because that doesn’t enter
into it except incidentally. I didn't want you
to find out about it aﬂerward and start get-
ting upstage on me.’

“But you're going after Mr. Crail?”

“I've made up my mind that I'm not going

to put any obstacle in the way of his going

N hi's showiog Rome HEISAtions T
- “He: dazed. He's wandering around in a
og.”
“And beginning to gravitate toward you for

guidance'

Geor; gln Rushe met Bertha Cool's eyes.
“Let’s be frank about it, Mrs. Cool. I think
he's realized that he’s made a terrific mistake
—and I think he realized it very shortly
after I came back.”

’“But he’s too loyal to do anything about
w”

st o

“Yet you think he may do something?”

“He may.”

“And if he does, you're going to make it
easy for him?”

Georgia Rushe said, “That little scheming
trollop stole him from me. I'm going to steal
him bacl
Bertha said, “All right, we have the back-
yound Go ahead and tell us what's on your

“Do you know anything about the Stan-
berry Building
Bertha shook her head, then said, “Wait a
minute, It's out on Seve'nth Street, isn't it?”
Georgia Rushe nodded. “A four story
building—stories on the lower floor, offices
on '.hg second floor, the Rimley Rendezvous
floor and apartments for Mr.
Rxm]g'y and his executives on the fourth

or,

“What about the Stanberry Building?”

“She wants Ellery to buy it for her.”

“Why the Stanberry Building?” I asked.

“I think it has something to do with the
night club.”

“What is there about the night club that
makes lhe building such a marvelous in-
vestment?”

“I don’t know. Pittman Rimley has four or

five places scattered around town. I think
he’s the only one who’s been able to make a
success out of combining a lunch trade,
swinging into an afternoon pick: ug business,
nnd then operating as a night el
“What do you mean a E!ckup business?”

“Aftern said. “Women gravitate
w thue ;omt: for a cocktail and there’s dance

and pickups.”

“Crail has money?” I asked.

“Yes—quite a bit.”

“And just what do you want us to do?”

She said, “I want you to find out what's
back of it all. T want you to find out what's
going on.’

Bertha wa said, “All that's going to cost
you money.’

“How much?”

“Two hundred dollars for a starter.”

Georgia Rushe was coldly businesslike.
“To just what does that two hundred dollars

00l?

1 said, “It entitles you to ten days work.”
“Less'expenses,” Bertha snapped, hastily.
“What can you find out in that time?”

Bertha said, “We're detectives, not clair-
voyants.”

Georgia Rushe opened her purse. “No one
must know that I'm back of this,” she said.

Bertha Cool nodded. Her greedy little eyes
fastened on the purse.

Georgia Rushe took out a checkbook.

Bertha fairly shoved the fountain pen into
her hand.

CHAPTER II

Qi ERTHA helped herself to

a cigarette, said to me,
“Well, that's the way it
goes.”

“It’s okay.”

“Just a little piddling
case for a woman who’s
eating her heart out, and
has an exaggerated idea of
what 5 detective agency

can d
“[t's okay, Bertha.”
“When you went away,”
Bertha said, “you'd got us into the big time
stuff. You could take even the most in-
significant little case, and before you got
done it developed into big business and big
money. Then after you left, I could take what
seemed to be the biggest case and it would
peter out into little business and little money.
1 did all right for a while, d then the bot-
tom dropped out and it's been a whole pro-
cession of little stuff like this.”

h“Da m’t bother about it. I'll take over on
this.

“What are you going to do?”

“Consult the Bureau of Vital Statistics, get
whatever dope is available on the present
Mrs. Crail, find out where she lived before
she was married, try to find out why her
sudden interest in the Stanberry Bmldmg 3

“That’s a lot of leg work,”

“That’s all marching is,” I said, and wnlked

Elsie Brand looked up from her typewriter.
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“Out for the day,” I told her, “working on a
case. I'll telephone in later on and see if
there’s anything new.”

Elsie hesitated a minute as though trying
to say something. Whatever it was she was
going to say, she didn’t get it out. She turned
swiftly in her chair and hid her embarrass-
ment over the keyboeard of her typewriter.

I picked up the agency car from the park-
ing station where we'd always kept it. The
last eighteen months seemed like a dream.
was picking up the threads of life where I'
drop em.

The statistical information showed that
Ellery Crail was thirty-eight, Irma Begley
twenty-seven; that Crail had been married
once before and was a widower; that Irma
Begley had not been married. She had lived
at 1891 Latonia Boulevard.

It was a modest, four story, brick apart-
ment house with a stucco front, and an ornate
doorway. It bore the sign, Maplegrove Apart-
ments, and a notice stating there was no
vacancy. I tang the bell marked manager
and had to wait for nearly five minutes.

The manager turned out to be a fleshy
woman somewhere around forty. At the
start, she was as belligerent as a big tank.
Then I smiled at her and, after a moment, she
smiled back at me and became kittenish.

“T'm so0 sorry, There isn’t a vacancy in the
place, and .

“T 'wanted a little mformatwn about a
woman who used to live here.”
“What about her?”

“A Miss . . .” I made a great show of
having forgotten the name, fished a note-
book from my pocket and said, “A Miss
Latham . Nu, that isn’t the one. Begley,
Irma Beg]

“She used to live here. She got married.”

“Do you know whom she married?”

“No. She was rather uncommumcaﬂve

“You were manager at the time?”

“That’s right.”

“Know anything about her—who her folks
were? Where she came from, or anything?”

“No. She didn’t even leave a forwarding
address.”

“Isn’t that rather unusual?”

“Yes. They usually leave a forwarding ad-
dress in case anything happens to come

l smd., “Well, when she rented the apart-
ment in the first plnce she must have given
some referem:es7

, yes.”

“Suppose we could look them up""

“Just what was your name?” she asked.

I smiled at her and said, “You won't be-
lieve me.”

WWhy not?”

“It’s Smif

“I don't.”

“People seldom do.” .
“Won't you come in, Mr. Smith?”
“Thanks.”

HE manager’s apartment was on the

ground floor and was overfurnished and
smelled of sandalwood. ere were too
many pictures on the wall, too many chairs,
too many tables and too many nicknacks.

“Won’t you sit down, Mr. Smith?”

“Thanks.” I offered her a cigarette.

“Just why did you want to know?”

I said, “Shucks, I don’t know. They never
tell me. Just hand me a list of names, tell me
to find out things. It may be she’s applied
for an insurance policy, or it might be an old
bill, or perhaps she’s inherited money and
they're rying to locate her to close up an
estate.”

‘;iShe was a very nice girl,” the manager
sa
o I blew out cigarette smoke and said, “Uh

“Very quiet as I remember her. No wild

% l‘;She wasn't the type to have any unpaid
i

“Then it can’t be an unpaid bill,” I said.

“But you don’t know what it is?”

“That’s right. Someone wants to know,
that's all. That's my business, investigating,
Igeta dqllar a name and furnish my own
I have a few people I'd like to
know about.”

“Give me their names. I'd have to turn
them in through the office. There’s some
charge for a retainer. You have to guarantee
so much business and, of course, they charge
you more than a dollar. A dollar is my cut.”

She said, “Well when you put it that way,
it’s not worth much to me to find them, be-
cause you can’t get blood out of a turnip. Let
me see what I can find.’

She opened a drawer in a flat-topped desk,
pulled out some cards and started riffling
through them.

After a moment, she found the card she
wanted, pulled it out, said, “That’s right,
Irma Begley. She lived at Three Ninety-
Lwo South Fremington Street before she came

ere.”

“Give any references?” I asked.

“Two. Benjamin C. Cosgate, md Frank L.
Glimson.”

“Any address?”

The manager said, “!t‘u a downtown busi-
ness address—an« t's all the information
we have about her except that she paid her
vent promptly.”

right, that's all I need” I said.
The manager said, “If you can get enc
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of them in a day, you should be able to make
money at that.”

said, “You have to keep jumping around.”

“Yes, I hadn’t thought of that. How much
information do you have to get?”

“Oh, enough to let them know whatever it
is they want. Most of the time you can count
on an average of forty-five minutes to a
name. Well, I've got a couple of more names
in the nelghborhoo

“I hope you find what you want, Mr.
Smith,” she said.

“Thank you,” I told her.

A telephone book in a near-by drugstore
showed me that Benjamin C. Cosgate was a
lawyer, Frank Glimson was a lawyer, and
there was a firm of Cosgate & Glimson.

I started to call them, then postponed it
until after I'd driven once more to the court-

ouse.

This time I looked at the Register of Ac-
tions, Plaintiff, and read through so many
names that I all but passed up the one I
wanted, but there it was: Irma Begley versus
Philip E. Cullingdon. I made a note of the
number of the case, told the deputy clerk I
was a lawyer and asked for files on the case.

There was a neat little complaint, a de-
murrer, an amended complaint, a demurrer
to an amended complaint, and a notice of dis-
missal. Attorneys for the plaintiff were Cos-
gate & Glimson.

I skimmed through the complaint. It stated
that on the fifth day of April, 1942 while the
plaintiff had been operating a motor vehicle
in a careful and law-abiding manner, the de-
fendant had so carelessly, negligently, and
unlawfully driven and operated his automo-
bile upon a certain public highway known
as Wilshire Boulevard, that he had caused
his said automobile to collide with the auto-
mobile driven by the plaintiff; that as a result
of said collisien, plaintiff had sustained a
permanent injury of the spine which had
necessitated the payment of doctor bills in
the amount of two hundred and fifty dollars,
nursing and medicine in the amount of
eighty-five dollars and twenty cents, X-rays
in an amount of seventy-five dollars and
specialist fees in an amount of five hundred
dollars; that plaintiff was permanently in-
jured, and that the careless driving of the
defendant’s automobile as aforesaid was the
sole and proximate cause of said injury. §
Wherefore, Plaintiff prayed judgment in an
amount of fifty thousand dollars and costs.
The suit had been filed on the thirty-first
day of March 1943.

T made a few notes from the papers, get-
ting the names and addresses of the de-
fendant’s lawyers, and looked in the tele-
ﬁh"“' book for Philip E. Cullingdon. I found “Get out of he -." said m girl,

im listed as a contractor and made a note Pplacing 3 pack of cigaratiss on the
of his residence. Then I went down the hall
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to a telephone booth, called the office, found
Bertha Cool was out, told Elsie Brand I was
going to drop around for a cocktail at the

Rendezvous; that if anything impor-
tant turned up, Bertha could reach me there.

CHAPTER I
T ONE time the Rend

guys with long sideburns who kept their
stomachs lean and hard, and tried to look like
movie actors. The younger class couldn’t
stand the tariff.

A voice came drifting over my shoulder.
The accents were those of routine seduc-
tion, “Cigars—cigarettes?”

I turned around and got an eyeful. She
was about twent, with a skirt that

idea had swept the coun-
try. Night clubs built up a
fine afternoon trade, cater-
ing to women between
thirty and forty who want-
ed romance. Some of these
women were grass widows
Bl on the make. Some of them
were married women who
5 kidded their husbands and,
perhaps themselves, pre-
tending they’d been shop-
ping and had “just dropped in” for a drink.

It was a nice racket for a while. Then the
grief began to catch up. The general nature
of the setup began to leak out, and the first
thing these places knew, they were writing
the answers in red ink.

Most of them began to put drastic regula-
tions into effect—no unescorted women, no
table hopping.

The Rimley Rendezvous kept open and, as
nearly as I could tell, there were no re-
strictions.

Because the Stanberry Building was on
the edge of a congested business district, it
was hard to find a parking place. There was
a parking lot in the middle of the next block,
and I was heading for it when I got a break.
A taxi moved out from in front of the en-
trance to the building and I spotted a space
between the painted strip of curb which
marked the loading zone and taxi stand and
a big Cadillac parked just behind. I didn’t
intend to stay long and acted on the assump-
tion the big Cad might belong to one of the
big shots. I squeezed the agency car up
pretty close. After I got out, I saw it was
even closer than I'd thought, but I left it
there anyway.

The elevator shot me up to the Rimley
Rendezvous—a faint hint of heady perfume,
deep carpets, subdued dgh's dreamy music—
an atmosphere of clandestine class, coupled
with security and stability.

I had a Scotch and soda. It was served in
an amber glass so I couldn’t see how pale the
drink was. Even if Pittman Rimley was pay-
ing twenty dollars a bottle for his Scotch, iz
could still make money at the prices he was

: 'l'll::mce

had a marvelous orch quite

stopped two or three mches before it reached
her knees, a fancy white apron, a blouse with
wide, flaring collar and a low m front.
The conventional tray suspended from the
shoulder harness held cigars, cigarettes and

ons,

1 paid two-bits of Georgia Rushe’s expense
money for a package of cigarettes ostensibly
that I might open a contact, actually be-
cause I was enjoying the scenery.

She had light gray eyes that smiled a
sophisticated “thank you,” and seemed to
have a philosophical consideration for men
who liked to look at legs.

She waited to strike a match for me.

“Thanks,” id.

“It’s a pleasure.”

1 liked her voice, but that was all I heard
of it. She gave me another smile and moved

away.

I looked the place over and wondered if
by any chance Mrs. Ellery Crail might be
among those present. I didn’t see any woman
who would have fitted the description. Ane-
mic, female droops didn’t go in for afternoon
romance. It took women with a restless sex
consciousness.

ere wasn't any use losing any sleep over
it. There was no occasion to use a lot of
finesse. I walked out to the telephone booth
and called the agency.

Bertha was out. I gave careful instructions
to Elsie Brand. “I'm at the Rimley Rendez-
vous. Wait exactly seven minutes, then call
and ask if Mrs. Ellery Crail is here. Say that
you'd like to have her come to the telephone,
to page her if they don’t know her, that it's
important. Wait until they go to get her and
then hang up.”

“Any messages you want to leave for
Bertha?”

“Tell her I'm down here.”

“Okay, Donald. Good to hear your voice.”

“Good to hear yours. Good-by. %

I went blck to my table. The waiter was
hovering around as though ’t been
drinking my liquor fast enough. So I finished
it up and ordered another.

The drink came Jus( about at the expiration
of Lhe seven minute:
looklng nround '.l'he head waiter

of the said

a few women and a sprinkling of men—the
fat-faced executive type who had stayed over
from the merchant’s luneh, the poker-faced

some-
thingwhimlndthemlnnodded. moved
very unobtrusively over to a table where a
woman and a man were sitting. He said
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tot.l-newomananddwgotwand

hersel

At first T couldn’t believe it. Then I saw
from the way she walked as she headed
toward the telephone that she must be the
one I wanted, There was a little one-sided
hitch to the walk.

But she wasn’t like anything Georgia Rushe
had described. She was all woman, and she
knew it. The cardigan suit was smooth over
well-shaped hips; her chin was tilted at a
saucy angle. en she walked, men turned
to look at her.

HE man who was with her was a tall
drink of water with all the robust sex
magnetism of a marble slab. He was some-
where around fifty with the expression ama-
teur theatrical players like to assume when
they're taking the part of an English butler.
A couple of minutes later, Mrs. Crail re-
turned to the table. The man who was with
her arose and seated her with punctilious,
ity. For all of the
on their faces, they might have been discus-
sing the National debt.
I sauntered to the telephone booth and
again called the office. Elsie Brand told me
Bertha was in now, and I told her to put

“Where the hell are

Bertha on.

“Hello,” Bertha said.
you, lover?”

“Down at the Rimley Rendezvous.”

“That's a hell of a way to work on a case,”
she said angrily, “sitting at a table guzz].mg

on the expense account an

"Shut up,” I interrupted, “and get this
straight. Mrs. Ellery Crail is here with a man.
I don’t think they’re going to stay long. I'd
like to know who the man is. Suppose you
pick them up when they come out.”

“You've got the agency car.”

“You have your personal car, haven't
you?
“Well . es.”

I said, Mrs Crail is about twenty-eight.
She weighs a hundred and twelve pounds.
She’s five foot four and a half inches tall, is
dressed in a black dressy suit, a large black
straw hat. red reptile shoes and a red bag.

“The man who’s with her is fifty-two, five
feet ten, a hundred and seventy-five, double-
breasted bluish gray suit, long nose, long
jaw, an expressionless map, dark blue necktie

a red pattern, sandy complexion,

“You can pick up the woman by watchmg
her walk. She swings her legs from the hij
But when she swmgs hzr right leg, her bnck

has just a slight hi
somewhat mollified, said, “Well,
[ i it, if youve got them aponed
thmk T'd better go

‘1 wouldn’t. I'd w-it on the outside. It

mlght be a little too noticeable if you got
and went out at the same time they did.
ey may be just a little suspicious after
that telephone ca!] that didn’t materialize.”
I went back and sat down at the table. The
waiter, I noticed, was watching me rather
closely.
“Cigars—cigarettes?”
The voice with the smile was right over my
shoulder I turned and looked at the legs.
Hello,” I said. “I just bought a pack of
cigarettes. Remember?”
She leaned slightly forward, said in a low
vmce, “Buy another one. I want to talk with

I caug}n the expression in her eyes and
reached in my pocket for another quarter,
“Fair exchange,” I said.

She placed a package of cigarettes on the
table, leaned forward to take my quarter and
said, “Get out!”

I raised my eyebrows at her.

She smiled tolerantly as though I'd made
some verbal pass, and tore off the corner of
the package. “You're Donald Lam, aren’t
you?” she asked, striking a match.

'his ume my eyebruws popped up by
themsel “How,” I asked, “do you know?”

“Don t be silly. Use your head. You've got

She apphed the match to the cigarette
“Lea m

“Then for Heaven’s sake, circulate! Pick
up some of these women who are looking you
over. The way it is now, you stand out like
a sore thumb.”

That was an idea. I realized suddenly that
unattached men didn’t drop into the Rendez-
vous simply to sip a highball. But I was still
worried about how the cigarette girl had
learned my name. I'd been in the Southwest
Pacific for some eighteen months now.

The dance orchestra started making noise.
I picked a vivacious looking brunette a
couple of tnbles over.

Dance?” I asked.

HE looked up at me with a well-simulated
expression of haughty surprise.
. aren’t you being just a mue abrupt?”

'I met her eyes and said,

That brought a laugh. “I er abrupt men,”
she sai

We danced half around the floor. Then she
said, ‘Somehaw you aren't the type I had
pictured.”

“What do you mean by Lhat""

“The way you sat over there frowning into
your drink—you looked melancholy and
bellxgerent."

“Perhaps it was belligerency.”

“No. 1 suppose T've given myme!.f away.”

“Any harm in watching m
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“One isn’t supposed to admit it.”
I didn’t say anything and we danced some

ore.
! said, “Let’s talk about you for a while.
Who are the two women with you?”
“Friends.”
“You surprise m
She said, “The three of us go around to-
gether qmte a lot. We have something in

No not that.”

She said, “You don't come here very
often.”

oA

“You don't look like the sort of man who
does come here. You're—well, there’s noth-
ing aimless about you.”

“What about the men who come here?” 1

asked.

“Most of them are no good. Oceasionally
you see someone who is—interesting. Once
in a blue moon.”

“You like to dance, and occasionally you
find a partner here, is that right?”

“That’s about it.”

The music stopped. I took her back to her
table, She said coyly, “If I knew your name,
I'd present you to my frien

“I never tell my name.”

SRl

I said, “I'm married. I have three children
who are starving. I can’t support my wife be-
cause I'll be walking along the street and see
a beautiful face and figure like yours headed
into one of these joints, and immediately I go
plunging in after it, spending my last cent
just for the pleasure of talking with you,
holding you in my arms while I dance around
a crowded floor.”

She laughed and said, “Girls, I think his
name is John Smith. He has the most de-
lightful line.

Two feminine faces looked up with amused
interest.

The head waiter stood close to me. “I beg
your pardon, sir, but the manager asked me
to_present his compliments and ask you to
join him for a few moments,”

“Well, I like that”’ the girl with whom I
had been dancing sal

The waiter remained silently insistent at
my elbow.

I smiled at the three young women, said,
“After all, I can be back, you know,” and
then followed my guide ?.hrough a curtained
doorway into an anteroom, then through a
door marked Private.

e;. said, “Mr. Lam for you, sir,”

tire

The man who was seated behind the big
polished walnut desk looked up from some
papers and his eyes hit mine; hard, dark,

" and re-

rast]eu eyes that t.hreﬁ out the magnetie fire
of a dynamic personality.

A smile softened the heavy mouth. The
man pushed back the swivel chair and came
around the desk.

He wasn't particularly tall and he wasn’t
fat, but he was thick all the way through. A
tailor had done a marvelous job on him, and
there was a well-groomed appearance about
his hair that indicated a barber had spent
quite a bit of time in painstaking toil.

ow are you, Mr. Lam? My name is

Rimley.
1 shuok hands.

E SIZED me up ﬁ\oughtfully, said, “Sit
down, Care for a cigar?

“No thanks. I smoke cigarettes.”

He opened a humidor on his desk. “l think
you'll find your favorite brand here.”

“No thanks, I have a package in my pocket
I wnnt to get smoked up

Care for a drin

“TI just had two uf your Scotch and sodas.”

He laughed and said, “I mean a real drink.”

“Scotch and soda,” I said.

He picked up a desk telephone, flipped over
a switch and said, “Two Scotch and sodas,
my private brand.”

He clicked the switch off and said, “Just
back from the South Pacific, I understand.”

“May I ask how you know?”

He made arches out of his eyebrows,
“Why not?”

I went back to first principles. “I've been
away for quite a while. While you were in
business when I left, I don’t think I'd ever
been out here.”

"That is why your present visit interests

“But how did it happen you knew who I

“Put yourself in my position. In order to
run a place like this, one has to make

money.”

“Naturally.”

“In order to make money, one has to put
himself in the position of his customers.
Obviously, Mr. Lam, if you'd put yourself
in my place, and remember I am trying to
think in terms of customers’ wants, you will
understand that the unannounced visit of a
prwate detective is something to be reported

e’

“Yes, I can see thnt Do you know all the
private detective:

“Certainly not But 1 know Lhe ones ‘who
e smart enough to be dang

“I’m afraid I don’t follow ou o

“Being a private detective h like following
any other profession. The incompetent ones
have a tendency to weed themselves out. The -
ones who can just get by remain own.,
The ones who have what it takes attract at-
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tention. They get more and more business.
People talk about them. I know all of those.”

“You flatter me.”

“Don’t be so modest. Before you enlisted
in the Navy, you'd made quite a name for
yourself, I watched your career with a great
deal of interest. I thought I might need you
myself, sometime.

“And then, of course, there’s your partner,
Bertha Cool. Rather an outstanding figure.”

“You've known her for some time?”

“Frankly, I never bothered with her until
you teamed up with her. Bertha was on my
list, of course—she handled routine stuff in
a routine way. Then you came along and be-
gan handling routine stuff in a very uncon-
ventional manner.”

“You know a lot about me,” I said.

He nodded matter-of-factly.

Knuckles tapped on the door.

“Come in,” Rimley called.

I noticed a slight movement of the right
side of his body, heard a muffled click. The
door opened and a waiter came in bearing
a tray with glasses, a bottle of Johnny Walker
Black Label, a container filled with ice cubes,
and a big quart bottle of siphon water.

The waiter put the tray down on the corner
of the desk, walked out without a word.
leley poured

“Regards,” he said.

“Regards,” I replied.

We took a sip, Rimley smiled and said, “I
hope I don’t have to dot the i's and cross
the t's.”

“You mean that you don’t want me here?”

“Deﬁmtely

“Is there,” I asked, “anything you can do
about it?”

“Quite a bit,” he said.

“Pm interested. I don’t see anything very
subtle or very effective that you could do.

“I never talk about what I'm going to do.
I doit. And, above all, I wouldn't be so fool-
ish as to tell you. Working on some par-
ticular case?”

I smiled and said, “Just dropped in be-
cause I wanted a little social life.”

“Obviously,” Rimley said smiling, “you can
appreciate the reaction of my customers if
someone should point you out and say, ‘That’s
Donald Lam of the firm of Cool & Lam,
private detectives. They're one of the
that handle divorce cases’ I rather fancy
there’d be lots of diners who would re-
member engagements elsewher

I said, “I hadn’t exactly thought of that
angle.”

“Suppose you think of it now, then.”

“I'm thinking of it,” I sail

I wondered if Mrs. Crail and her escort
had left the place yet, and if Bertha Cool was
on the job. I also wondered if Pittman Rim-
ley’s aversion to private detectives might not
be due, at least in part, to the fact that he
may have had some idea that a sale of the
building in which his club was located was
in process of negotiation,

IMLEY said, “Well, don’t let it get you
down, Lam. How about freshening up
your drink?”

He reached across for my glass with his
left hand, held the bottle of Scotch over the
glass.

1 don’t know just how it happened that my
eyes dropped down for a casual glance at
the very expensive wrist chronometer with
its sweep-second hand circling the dial, but
they did. It was a big watch and only a big
man could have worn it, but it was a watch
that could keep time to a split fraction of a
second.

The watch said four-thirty.

It couldn’t have been that late. I wanted to
look at my own watch, but it didn’t seem the
thing to do.

Rimley smiled at me across the brim of
the glass. “After all,” he said, “just so we
understand each other.”

[Turn page]
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“Certainly,” I told him.

1 looked around the office very casually.
© There was a clock on top of a filing case, a
nautical affair mounted inside the spokes of
a bronze wheel.

I waited until Rimley was looking at some-
thing else then took a quick glance at the
face of the clock.

e time was four thirty-two.

1 said, “You must have your problems run-
ning a plsce of this ki nd

“It isn’t all gravy,” he admitted.

‘Iélonve trouble getting liquor?”

“I've got a client who wants to bring suit
for an automobile accident. Know any good

lawyers?
“Is that the case that you're working on
now?”
“Know any good automobile accident

lawyers?” I asked.
“No.

“Guess there are some pretty good ones
around.”

“There should be.”

T said, “Well, it’s nice liquor and I've en-
joyed my visit. T suppose you'd prefer I didn’t
%o back to my table.”

“Go right ahead, Lam. Enjoy yourself. Re-
lax. And when you leave, don’t bother about
the check. Just get up and walk out. But

come . .

FI3: Dot L ing e with:- Yoot -asid
talk. Now both had dried up. It was quite
all right for me to go back to the Rendezvous
—now. Could it be because Mrs. Ellery Crail
and her escort had left?

tossed off the last of the drink, got up
and extended my hand. “Nice meeting you,

said.

“Thank you. Make yourself at home, Lam.
Have a good time, and I wish you every suc-
cess with whatever case you happen to be
working on.”

1 went back to the main dining room.

I knew I didn’t have to look. I did it just
to make sure.

The table where Mrs. Ellery Crail had sat
with the unsmiling individual was vacant.

I looked at my watch.

The time was three forty-five.

I didn'’t see my cigarette girl, so I asked a
waiter casually, “Cigarette girl here?”

“Yes, sir, just a moment.”

A girl came toward me, but it wasn't the
same one.

I bought more cigarettes. “Where's the
other gir]?”
© “Billy? Oh, she went home an hour early
today. I'm ﬁl!ing in for her.”

My girl friends over at the other table kept
looking in my direction. I went over there.
I dldn't dnru:e but just chatted for a minute.
I was, I told them, being arrested for non-

support of my wife and seven children.

I saw they were puzzled. And the waiter
came along again. Mr. Rimley’s compliments
and would my friends care to join me in a
drink on the house, some champagne, per-
haps, or some of that Black Label?

The young women stared as though they
were seeing and hearing things. “My God,”
one of them said, “he must be the Duke of
Windsor!”

They all laughed.

I smiled at the waiter. “My thanks to Mr.
Rimley,” 1 said, “but I never drink more
than I can hold comfortably. However, my
friends will probablv accept a drink on the
house. I'm leaving.”

“Yes, sir. There’s no check, sir.”

“So I understand. But I suppose a tip
would be in order?”

He seemed positively embarrassed. “If you
don’t mind, sir, I'd rather not.”

I nodded, turned and bowed to the three
most startled women in the city. “A business
appointment,” T assured them gravely, and
walked out.

I recovered my hat from the hat-check girl
and she was perfectly willing to accept the
two-bits I handed to her.

1 headed for the agency car. I'd misjudged
the owner of the big Cad. Not only had he
gone out before I did, but he'd calmly shoved
the agency car forward so that it was right
in front of the entrance. A cab had moved
into the place where the Cad had been
parked.

A cab driver walked over to me. He had a
broken nose and a cauliflower ear. “Your
car

“Yes.

“Get it the hell out of here.”

“Someone shoved it out here. I didn’t leave
it here.”

He spat insultingly. “I had to let a passen-
ger out of my car way out from the curb, It
cost me a dollar tip.”

“You mean you lost a dollar?”

“Yea

I reached for the door of the agency car.
“Im sory, Buddy. I'm going to make it up
to

“Thats the general idea.”

“I'm from the income tax department.
Take it off your return nnd tell the depart-
ment I said it was okay.

He lunged toward me, met my eyes, hesi-
tated.

It was four twenty-three when I got to the
office.
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seen the news-
paper.”

“Well, sit in there and
twiddle your thumbs then.

; Don't sit out here. It takes
El.sle 's mind off her busmess 2.
I said, “It's quitting time.’

“Well,” Bertha snapped, “it takes her mind
off her bu.smess I'll bet she’s been making
mistal

She strode to the typewriter, pointed an

ccusing finger. “There you are,” she said.
“An erasure, another erasure. Here's a third

“What of it?” I said. “Rubber companies
pay dividends out of selling typewriter
erasers. Three mistakes on four pages isn't
too much.

“Humph! That’s what you think. Look at
these.”

She ran through several other pages.
There wasn’t so much as the evidence of an
erasure on them.

I looked at Elsie. Her cheeks were flaming

red.
“A fine detective you are,” Bertha grunted.
I started to say something but E]alel oyea
were pleading with me, so I followed Be:
mto the private office.
“A mess!” Bertha said angrily, helping
hersell to a cigarette.
“What's the matter, did you miss them?”
“No, I picked them up all right. She’s Mrs.
Ellery Crail and she’s driving a Buick Road-
master that's registered in her name. The
man with her is Rufus Stanberry. He’s the
man who owns the building. He lives at
Thirty-two-seventy-one Fulrose Avenue in
the Fulrose Apartments, That's a swanky
place with lots of liveried servants.and a lot
of glngerbreud He drives a big Cadil
I said, “It looks to me as though you 've
done a pretty good job, Bertha, What's the
trouble?”
"Troub]e"' Bertha all but screamed at me.
'Go ahead, unburden yourself.”
Bertha, controlled herself .with an effort.
“I guess it's a knack you have. Whenever
you start in on a case, it never runs smooth.
Somethlng always goes sour.”
out one of the packages of cig-
nettel l had bought from the girl at the

Berthl’l hand jerked toward the humidor.

“Use these dvring office hours. I charge them

I eonveyed my cigarette to my lips and
said, “This is on the expense account, t00.”

“How come?”

=k bought it from the girl at the Rendez-

ous.”

I took all three packages from my pocket,
placed them on the desk.

Bertha glowered. “What's the idea?”

“Nothing,” I saxd casually. “She had pret-

ty leg,s that’s
Damn you, - Bertha said, “I don’t know

whether you realize how much you irritate

nt to dissolve the partnership?”

“No'” she yelled.

“Then shut up,” I said.

We locked eyes for a minute, then I gave
her a chance. “What happened when you
shadowed Mrs, Crail?”

Bertha exhaled, said, “I sat out in front
of the Rendezvous. I've been there perhaps
five minutes when the door opens and these
two people come out. You've described them
to a tee. It's shooting fish in a barrel.

“They separate. The man looks at a wrist
watch, then gets in a big Cadillac. The wom-
il tripping down the street. I pick the

“The man was the one I

Bertha's eyes glittered at me. “You'd
jammed the agency car right up against this
big Cad, and he just shoved it the hell out of
there without even trying to inch his way

it

I ld.nt say anything.

“Well,” Bertha went on, “I tailed this Cad.
He drove down Garden Vista Boulevard and
damne there wasn’t some car tagging
along behind me! I took a gander, and it
was Mrs. Crail following this Cad.”

RAISED my eyebrows.

“Well, I pulled off to the right to see
whether she was trying to tail me, and she
slowed right down, waiting for some other
car to move in. She didn’t want to get close
enough to the Cad so the driver could see

er.

“So what did you do?” I asked.

“Well I was in a spot, so I swung clean
over to the right hand traffic lane and trailed
along in the blind spot of the Cad and to one
side of Mrs. Crail’s Bmck

“Good stuff,” T said, “unless they happen
to turn left.”

“Well,” Bertha snapped, “he turned left.”

She puffed angrily at the cigarette for a
moment, then said, “When I saw he was go-
ing to turn left, I slowed for the car that was
directly behind me to go on past, then I was
going to cut across to the left-hand lane of
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traffic. The car behind me was driven by a
buck-toothed little trollop who didn’t 1|.ke
the way I was driving. She slowed when I
slowed, then suddenly pulled up abreast of
me and yelled at me, then gave it the gun and
shot on past.”

“And then,” Bertha said, “she looked to
see where she was going just a little too late.
Another car coming from the opposite di-
rection was making a left-hand turn. I don’t
think this trollop ever saw him until half a
second before the crash. She was going fast
and she tried to whxp around the corner and
cut inside of him.

“Anybody hurt?”

“The man wasn't, but the woman with him
pulled a faint. They blocked me completely.
There was traffic behind, and this mass of
wreckage right in front of me.”

“And that was when Stanberry turned

left?”

“Don’t be silly,” Bertha said. “Traffic was
inmmed. It took a cop five minutes to get it
moving. And buck-toothed _trollop

flagged a cab nnd rode away as calmly as
you please, lenvmg her goddamned car nght
in my road.”

“Wn.hout getting witnesses, or seeing

ho
“She guve her name and address to the
driver of the other car, and she went over
to Stanberry’s car, got his hame and address,
then went around to the other cars. She
even came to me. It was through her that
I got Stanberry’s name and address.”
“How come?”
“Traffic was all snarled up. Stanberry
seemed very decent about it. Of course the
cars behind were raising hell. The driver of
the other car was writin; eg down license num-
bers. The buck-toothed biddy was gettmg
names and addresses. I saw she had Sf
bex-rya name in her book so when she eame
to me I smiled sweetly at her and told her
T'd be glad to, but that she’d have trouble
spelling my name, and I'd better write it
down for her.”

“What did she do?”

“She gave me the little notebook and told
me to write it down, The name directly
above mine was Rufus Stanberry, Thirty-two
seventy-one Fulrose Avenue. I fumbled
around with her pencil getting a good look at
the names and addresses so I'd remember
;h:m, and then I wrote down a name for

e

“Your own?” I asked.

“Don’t be a fool. I thought up the
damnedest Russian spelling I could think of
and gave the first a dress that popped into

ad out in Glendale. Then I started
for the traffic behind me to get out
of my way and tried backing

“And then what?”

“I had to argue with some bird behind me
who couldn’t back up because there wu
somebody behind him. I lost my temper.
tried to slam the car back and locked hump-
ers with some egg and this traffic cop came
along and poured acid all over everybody,
and the horse-toothed cluck that had ca
the whole business gave a sweet smile to
the traffic cop, caught a taxi and left her
heap right in the street.””

“What did you do?”

ERTHA said, “I finally stood on my
bumper while the other man lifted on
his. By that time .. .”

“Did the woman get Mrs. Crail’s name?"”

“It was a couple of names above Stan-
berry’s. I didn’t bother with the address be-
cause we have it.”

“Did Stanberry see Mrs. Crail’s name?”

“No. I'm the only one who wrote down my
own name in the book. She’d done the writ-
ing on the others, also their license numbers.
You can bet I didn’t write my license num-
ber for her.”

“So what did you do when g:u got free of
the other car—come directl; y

“No. I figured she'd probably be \‘.n!dng
Stanberry home, so I beat it out to Thirty-.
two-seventy-one Fulrose Avenue. I
the joint and found it had a private switch-
board, hung around there for a while,
then when they didn’t show up, I came back
to_the office. What did you do?”

I said, “I got kicked out of the Rimley
Rendezvous.”

“Flirting with women?”

“No. The manager told me to get out and
stay out.”

“He’s got a crust.

“He’s right,” I sand “He's running a joint
where married women drop in for an after-
noon pickup, where a few tired businessmen
hang around to do a little casual dancing. A
private detective is as welcome there as a
case of smallpox on an ocean liner.”

“How did he know you were a private
detective?”

“That,” I said, “is what gets me. He knew

name, knew everything about me, knew
all about you.”

“Dic d he know what case you were work-
ing on?

I said, “I'm wondering whether he put
two and two together; that call for Mrs. Crail,
and then no one being on the telephone; the
fact that Mrs. Crail and Stanberry must have
left just about the time I wu in the office,
and then all of a sudden 'y wanting to
terminate the interview. I don‘t think it oc-
curred to anybody '.hnt you'd be wdﬁng to
pick ﬂwm up, and . . .’

cplwne rang.
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Bertha Cool scooped up the receiver. I
heard Elsie Brand’s voice coming through,
then a click and another voice. Bertha was
all suave smiles. “Yes, Miss Rushe,” she
said, “we’re making progress. Mrs. Crail was
at the Rimley Rendezvous this afternoon
thh Mr Stanberry.”

was silence for a while, then Bertha
nn‘l, “l'll let you talk with Donald. He's
here.”

She passed the phone over to me and said,

iss Rushe wants a report

I picked up the telephone Georgia Rushe
said,"“Da you have anything to add, Mr.

p

I said, “You say the present Mrs. Crail
was formerly Irma Begley, and she got ac-
quainted with Ellery Crail through an auto-
mobile accident?”

“That’s right.”

“She sustain personal injuries?”

“Yes. A spinal injury.

“Think she really has it?”

“It seems to have been definitely authen-
ticated by X-rays.

I said, “Well, she probably got it a year or
50 earlier in another automobile accident. If
we could prove that, would that mean any-
thing to you?”

“Would it!” she said ecstatically.

“Well, dont get excited about it. Let us
handle it.”

“You're sure about this other automobile
accldent"
“No, of course not. It's simply a lead.”

“How long will it take you to find out?”

I said, “It depends upon when I can locate
the other party to the accident, a man named
Cullingdon.”

“How long will it take you to do that?”

“I don’t know. I'm starting on it right
away.”

“T'll be waiting to hear from you, Mr. Lam.
Call me at once in case you find anything.
At once, please.”

“Okay, I'll let you know,” I said, and hung

All of a sudden Bertha began chuckling.

“Why the amusement?” I asked.

Bertha said, “I'm thmkmg of the way that
little strumpet bawled me out when she went
past, and then)came back with that sickly
sweet smile when she wanted me to be a
witness for her. And I'm also thinking of
the sweet time she'll have when she goes
messing out around the address I gave her
in Glendale trying to find a woman by the
name of Boskovitche.”

‘| Follow the Exploits of the World's Greatest
Sleuth in

THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE
NOW ON SALE—10c AT ALL STANDS!

CHAPTER V

HILIP E. Cullingdon
turned out to be a m)ddle-
aged man with tired gray
eyes. There were cali-
pers around the edge of

is mouth, and a certain
firmness about the jaw.
He gave the impression of
being a man slow to anger
who could really go to
town once aroused.

I didn’t beat around
the bush. I said, “You're
Philip E. Cullingdon, the general contractor
who was the defendant in the case of Begley
versus Cullingdon?”

e med eyes sized me up. “What's that

to you?

“I 'm checking up on the case.”

“What about it? It was all semed.“

“Sl.xre it was. You carried insurance, didn’t

“Yes”

“Do you know the amount of the settle-
ment?”

“I know the amount of the settlement, but
I still don’t know to wham I'm talkmg, or
why you want to know.”

I handed him a card. “Donald an e §
said, “of the firm of Cool & Lam, private in-
vestigators, and we're checking up on the
case.”

“Why?”

“T'm trying to find out something about
Irma Begley.

“What about her?”

“I want to find out about her injury.”

He said, “I guess she was injured all right.
The doctors say she was—doctors on both
sldes Somehow; I never felt right about that
case.”

1 saxd “I notice from the complaint that
it was filed just about eleven months after
the date of the accident. Were any previous
demands made on you?”

Cullingdon said, “No. That’s because the
woman didn’t think she was injured at first.
She had a little trouble, I guess, which grad-
ually got worse. She went to a doctor who
g:ve her some routine treatments, then

ally she went to a specialist who told her
she'd developed a complication from an in-
jury to the spine.”

‘And that went back to the automobile
accident?”

He nodded.

§o then she got some attorneys and sued

Agmn he nodded.
yo'ur insurance company made a

setﬂem
“'l‘hat’s ﬂm
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“At your suggestion?”
a matter of fact,” Cullmgdon ssnd 2T
was W%ulte a bit put out about that.”

“Well, it was just one of those things. I'll
admit I was trying to beat a signal but she
was as much to blame as I was. Of course,
the way it looked at first, no great damage
was done. She jumped out of the car as spry
as you please, and I thought I was in for a
tongue lashing, but she just laughed and said,
‘Nnughty, naughty, you shouldn’t try to beat
a signal.”

“Then what?”

“Oh, we took each other’s license numbers
and exchanged cards, and a few people came
up and gave advice, and then someone kept
yelling to get the intersection cleaned up,
and that was about all there was to it.”

“Make any settlement with her?”

“She never submitted a bill.”

“You didn’t submit a bill to her?”

“No, I kept waiting, thinking something
might come of it. To tell you the truth, I had
just about forgotten about it when the action
was file
“How much did the insurance company

o

“T don't know as they'd like to have me
“I'd like to know how much.”

E SAID, “I'll tell you what I'll do. I'll
ring up my insurance people tomorrow
and ask them if there’s any ob]ectmn. It
there xsn! I'll telephone your office.”
you tell me who carried your in-
surnnce"

He smiled and shook his head. “I think
I've told you about all I want to—going at it
blind this way.”

1 said, “It’s an interesting case.”

“What interests me is what you're in-
vestigating. Do you think there was some-
thing fishy about it?”

1 said, “Don’t get that idea. I might be just
checking up on her general financial respon-
sibility.”

“Oh, I see,” he said, “T'll tell you, Mr. Lam,
unless she spent that money foolishly, she
should be a pretty good credit risk for any-
thing within reason, She got a mighty nice
setﬂemznt 4

“Thanks,” I told him. “You get in touch
with them tomorrow, and give our office a
ring and tell us how much it was—in case
theres no ob]ecuon Will you?”

“Okay, sure.”

We shook hands. I went down to the
agency car and was just switching on the

ition when I saw another car pull up to

e mxrh behind me and stop.”

o woman who got out of that car
wu l ll ler-waisted, smooth-hipped, easy

moving package of class. I looked at her
twice. Then I recognized her.

She was the girl who sold cxgarettel at the
Rendezvous.

I switched off the ignition on my car and
waited.

It was about a five minute wait.

The girl came out, walking rapidly, pulled
open the door of her car and jumped in.

I got out of my car and raised my hat.

She waited while I walked over. “You have
to have a license for that, you know,” I said.

“For what?”

“For acting as private detective.”

She ﬁushed “You certainly do get
aroun
“So so. Not half as much as I really should

What do you mean by that?”
I said, “I'm a dumbbell when it comes to
being a private dick.”
u dont seem to be dumb.”

“Just why?”

I'said, “The county clerk’s office is closed
now.”

“Well?”

1 said, “ thought T was smart. T checked
back on the Register of Actions, found where
Irma Begley had been the plaintiff in a suit
to recover damages from an automobile ac-
cident and thought Id done something
smart,

“Hadnt you?”

o."

Wy

1 said, “As soon as I found where she had
been a plaintiff in one-suit, I made a note
of the defendani, the atforneys for the
plaintiff, and walked out.”

“What should you have done?”
:Tm hoping you weren't as dumb.”

I said, “We can pool inforration and it
will save me going to the county clerk’s office
tomorrow.”

She said, “You're smart, aren’t you?”

“T'm just telling you I'm dumb, *

She said, “There are four actions that I
know of.”

“All under her own name?”

“Of course. She’s not crazy that way.

+How long have you been checking on m"

Some little time.”

“Why?

She saxd “You ask a lot of questions, don't
you

1 smd “Are you going to ride with me?
Am I going to ride with you? Or have I got
to follow you?”

thought that over for a moment then

nid', “If you're going Jany place with me,
you're going in my car.

Iwuwefulww-lkaroundthcfrmtof
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the car m she couldn’t start out without
“ormy, dnve carefull because I'm always
nervous with a strange driver.”
She hesitated, then accepted the situation.
“Do you,” she asked, “always get what you

start after?”
L md “You'll feel better if I say yes, won't
you?

“! don't give a damn what you say,” she
said angrily.
“That slmpllﬁes it,” T told her, and kept

uiet.
After a while she said, “Well, what do you

BB o oo it he s
“Such as what?”
“What are your hours at the Rendez-
vous?
She jerked her face around in surprise,
said, “Well, of all the questions.”
didn't say anything.

HE said, “I go on at twelve-fifteen. I'm

supposed to be dressed, or undressed,
whichever you want to call it, and on the
floor by twelve-thirty. I work until four
o'clock, then I come back at eight-thirty and
work until midnight.”

“You know Mrs. Ellery Crail?”

“Of course.”

“Do you know the man who was with her
this nﬁ&moon §

“Now then,” I said. “Why were you in-
terested in checking up on Mrs. Crail’s past?”

“Just as a matter of curiosity.”

“Why this particular curiosity about Mrs.
Crail?”

e wondered about her—how she got her
start.

“We wouldn't be going around in circles?”

“What do you mean?”

“I asked you why you're checking up on
her. It's curiosity, I asked you why the
curiosity. You say it's because you won-
dered how she got her start. All of those
words mean just about the same thing.

“Pm telling the truth.”

“I'm interested in the reason back of the
curiosity.”

She drove along for awhile then abruptly
;aid, “What did you find out from Culling-

on?”

“He wasn't suspicious when I called on
him. He was going to find out if it was all
right to tell me the amount of the settlement.
1 suppose after you talked with him he

t things were coming pretty fast.”

“He did.”

“What did he tell you?”

“He nked me quelﬁo

“And lied to him

ting material for a feature story on automo-
bile accidents.”

“And he nsked you what paper?”

Her face colored. “Yes.”

“And then rang up the city desk?”

“How bright you are!”

“And that was when you walked out?”

She nodded.

I said, “Well, the fat’s in the fire now.”

“What were you after?” she asked.

“The amount of the settlement.”

“The amount of the settlement,” she said,

“was seventeen thousand eight hundred and
seventy-five dollars.”

It was my turn to look surprised. “What
were you after?”

“Copies of the X-rays of the injuries, of
course.”

I thought for a minute then said, “I beg
your pardon.”

at do you mean?”

“I mean that I shouldn’t have been so
dumb. I guess my mmd s a little sluggish—
a little out of practi

‘What'll the insurance company’do?” she
asked.

“They may start an independent check-up
of their own.”

“That wouldn’t make it so bad,” she said,
and then added, “if they did it soon enough.”

“You still haven't accounted for your curi-
osity.”

“All right,” she said angrily, “in case
you're so damn dumb, which I don’t think
you are, Mrs. Crail was about to purchase the
Stanberry Building.”

I nodded.

“Well,” she said, “use your head.”

“You mean there’s something in Rimley’s
lease?”

“I believe so.”

“In case of a bona fide sale the lease is
terminated?”

“Within ninety days.”

i “Just what's your connection with Rim-
ey?”

“Is that a crack?”

“If you want to take it that way, yes.”

She said, “I own the hat-checking conces-
sion outright as well as the cigar, cigarette
and candy concessions.”

“Do you have to work at them yourself?”

asked.

“I don't have to for financial reasons, but
when you've got a business it's better if
you keep on the job yourself.”

“You don’t mind—the working condi-
tions?”

“You mean the costume? Don’t be silly.
I have nice legs.”

“After she bought the building, Rimley
would have to negotiate another lease and
that would enable him to_ terminate your
or raise the ante’

“1 wld I was a ‘woman get-
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“Something of that sort.”

“So Rimley knew about Irma Crail’s past
and gave you the information and told you
to look it up, is that right?”

She hesnated said, “Let’s not talk about

LET it go at that. “You say that Irma
Crml had pulled this stuff before?”
veral t)mes

"Wh ere?

“Once here, once in San Franclsco, once in
Nevnda and once in Nebraska.”

“Using her own name each time? You're
sure of that"

“Yes.

“And how did you get this information?”

She shook her head.

I said, “All right, it's a reasonable infer-
ence that Rimley gave it to you. Now, let's
g0 on from there. What was the name of this
man you just called on?”

She frowned, “Covington.”

1 shook my head. “Cullingdon.”

“Yes, that's right.”

“You didn't remember it very well, did

“I'm not good at remembering names.”
“Speaking of names?” I said and waited.
“You want my professional name or my
real name?’
"Your real name,” I said. “Do I get it?”
“Whnts your professional name?”
llly Prue.” She switched on the head-

ights
“Nice name,” I said. “It doesn’t mean any-

“Do names have to?”
“It sounds like a professional name—a
stage name.”
“Well that's what it is.”
“I suppose we could keep on arguing nbout
that until you'd had sufficient

1 didn't say anything.
She turned toward me, started to say some=
checked herself and re silent.
r four or five minutes, she eased the
car mw the curb. “It’s been nice knowing
you.”
said, “Don’t bother, I'll wait.”

“You'll have to wait a long time.”

“That's all right.”

“What are you waiting for?”

“To hear why you were so curious about
Mrs. Crail.”

“Well,” she blazed.
then!”

She flounced out of the car, latchkeyed the
d%or of an apartment house and went in-
side.

By watching from the corner of my eye,
I could see that she stopped and remained
standing there in the dimly lit lobby. Then
she melted into the shadows and was gone.

ee minutes later and the door opened.
A figure that clutched a knee-length fur
coat tightly about her came running down
the stairs toward the car.

I got out and started around politely to
open the doo:

Cold ﬁngen grabbed my wrists, “Come,”
she said in a hoarse whisper. “Please come
—quick! Oh my God!”

1 started to ask her a question, then took
another look at her face and plodded along
behind without a word.

The door had clicked shut, but she had
the latchkey in her right hand. Her left hand
was clutching the coat.

She unlocked the door and walked through
the lobby, entered an automatic elevator that
wheezed and rattled up to the fou floor.

She led the way down the corridor, paused
before a door on the left. Once more
latchkey clicked and she pushed the door
open. The lights were all on.

It was a th apartment and cost

“Sit there and wait

to think up what you wanted to say about
something else.”

“Will you be quiet? I want to think.”

“Cigarette?” I asked.

“No. Not while I'm driving.”

I settled down comfortably in the seat.

‘We drove along for eight or ten blocks at
almost a snail's pace, then suddenly she

stepped on it.
‘Well that 's something,” I said.

'l'hat you 've decided where we're going.”
“l knew that a].l along—where I am going.”
“Where's that?’
“To my apartment and change my clothes.”
“And I take it the emphasis means that my
ride terminates when we get to the apart-
ment?”
“I don’t have any etchings if that's what
you mean.”

money.

Her purse, gloves and the jacket she had
been wearing, lay on the table in the en-
trance room. There was an ash tray on
that table with a single cigarette about half
smoked. rough an open doorway I
gllmpued a bedroom, and on the bed saw her

skirt and blouse.

She said in a hoarse whisper, “I was just
changing my clothes—getting ready to take
a bath. I flung on the first thing I could find
to cover me uj

I looked aguln at the fur coat.

“What's the rest of it?” I asked.

Wordlessly she crossed over to the door
of the bathroom, then hun;

I opened the door and looked inside.
The body the man who had escorted
Mrs, Ellery Crail to the ley Rendezvous
that afternoon was in the hn'.hmb, the knees
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high up against the chest, the head back
against the sloping end of the bathtub, the
eyes about two-thirds closed, the Tower jaw

limp.
Even in death, however, he had that
shrewdly calculating leer on his face. The
man might have been making an audit of

etermty
“He’s dead" she asked.
“He's dea said.
CHAPTER VI
WENT back to the bed-
room.

T said, “Sit_down. We
have e a lt little talking to do.”

the bathroom,
switched on the lights

and ...
““You ,§wi£ched on the bathroom light?”

“You're sure it wasn’t on already?”

“No. I switched it on, and then I saw him.
I grabbed the ﬁrs thing I could and ran
down to get you.”

“You were frlghtened""

“Of course.”
“You 'z:lndnt know he was here?”
«p

“Go ahead. Look.”

I pushed her over to the bathroom door.
She grabbed at the side of the door. The coat
fell open. She had on a bra, panties and dark
lua:lrous stockings. “Take a good look,” I

said.
She said, “What is there to see?”
She darted back to the bedroom.
1 c]osed the bathroom door. “Where’s the

pb
ht there.”
“Oh ves,” I said. I sat down and took one
of the packages of cigarettes she had sold me
that nfhmonn. extended it to her, “Smoke?”

1 wok a cigarette from the psck ut it in
my mouth, lit it and settled back in chair,

“Aren’t you going to call the po!.\ce’”

“I'm waiting.

“For what?

“For you.”

“What about me?”,

“To think up a better sbory.

“What do you mean?

"’I‘h: police won’t believe that story of

A hot flash-of anger crossed her face. “If

you don't call the police, I'll call them,” she
threatened.

There were magazines on the table. I
picked up one and started turning the pages.
“Go ahead

;‘llf you’ e not going to call the police, I'll
cal

She plcked up the telephone receiver,
started to dial, looked back at me and then
slammed the receiver back into place.
“What's wrong with my story?”

“One thing,” I said, “that the police will
notice. A couple oi other things they won’t.”

“All right, if you're so smart, tell me what's
wrong with my story.”

I pointed to her purse on the table.

“What about it?
“Your keys were in that purse.”

“Naturally.’

“How many keys do you have?”

She showed me the leather key container
with its open zipper. There were four keys
on the insi

1 said, “All right, you took out your keys
downstairs. You opened the zipper, selected
the key to your apartment. I take it that key
opeis, the spring lock on the door down-
stairs'

HE nodded.
I said, “You kept the key out because
you sntered your apartment. Then what did
you
“I started to change my clothes and .
said, “The natural thing was to close thc
zipper and drop the key container back into
your purse.
“Well, that's what I did. Good Heavens!
I put the keys back in the purse, put the
urse on the table. I walked across to the
edroom. I switched on the bedroom lights.
I kicked off my skirt. I went to the bathroom.
I oPened the door of the bathroom .. .”
Go on from there.”
“I switched on the lights and saw that
man.”
“Did you know he was dead?”
“No, of course not. I wasn’t certain but
what he might have been waiting for me.’
To harm you?”
“Well, yes—or perhaps—
I said, “They make passes at a girl in your
position?”
“They make passes at women in any posi-

“Most men think you're easy because you
wander around and show your legs?”

“It's a natural assumption, isn't it? You
can’t blame them too much.”

“How did you know this wasn’t a Johnny

who laagddnsuked himself out?
'l'hen you thought that when I opened
I might have a battle on my hands.”
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“I wanted you to see—what I'd seen.”

1 shook my head and said, “You knew he
was dead.”

“Is that the point the police will disbe-
lieve?”

“No.”

“What is it?”

“Your key, and your purse.”

“What about it?”

1 said, “According to your story, you were
in a panic. You grabbed up a fur coat,
wrapped it around you and dashed down-
stairs to call me. That doesn’t fit with the
facts. If you really were in a panic, you cer-
tainly wouldn’t have stopped to open the
purse, take out the keys, put the purse back
on the table and then run down to find me.”

And that’s it?” she asked somewhat scorn-

“Thnts it,” I said quietly. “The fact that
you had the key in your hand when you came
downstairs showed that you knew you were
going to have to use it.”

knew I was going to have to use it to
get back into the apartment house and also
into my apartment. \There are spring locks
and automatic door closers on both doors.”

I said, “So that's' why you kept it in
your hand, why you went in and tossed the
purse on the table. Then you went into the
bedroom, tossed the keys over on the bed,
slipped out of your skirt, blouse, and jacket,
wr:gped up in the fur coat, popped your head

e bathroom to make sure the body was
still there, then grabbed the keys and ran
down the stairs.”

“Phooey!” she said scornfully, picked up
the telephone again. “Now T'll dial Police
Headquarters.”

“And on that pillow,” I said, “you can see
where the keys landed when you tossed them
onto the bed.”

She dropped the telephone receiver, jumped
up and ran to the door of the bedroom, then
came out saying scornfully, “What a smart
detective you are. Even if I'd thrown the
keys on the pillows there wouldn't have
been enough indentation through that heavy
bedsprend to have let you see what it was.”

“If you'd actually been telling the
truth you wouldn’t have rushed to the door
in a panic to see if there actually was an in-
dentation there.”

HE thought that over for a moment, then
. I said, “Some other things
don’t check. You were anxious to let me
see_that you had on just panties and a bra
under the fur coat so as to give authenticity
to your story. And you were tremblin nll
over when you came out of Culling

apartment. The way I put that together, you
came home, took off your clothes, saw

of Rufus Stanberry in the tub, con-

vinced yourself he was dead, sat down and
thought for a moment, smoked one cigarette
about half through, put your clothes back
on and went out, being very, very careful
to leave absolutely nothing which mdlcaud
you'd already been in your apartment
discovered the body. You overlooked the
cigarette.

“Then you went to Cullingdon’s in very
much of a hurry. You'd found I'd been there
and that upset your plans. I picked you up
as you came out, and that bothered you still
more. You sparred for time while you
were doing some thinking—you needed some
witness to show that you had entered your
apartment innocently and this dead man was
occupying your bathtub. After all, why
wouldn’t I be a better witness than someone
you'd pick up to back your play. So you
elected me as the fall guy. You thought I'd
fall for it, telephone the police and vouch
that you'd gone up to your apartment, hadn’t
heen gone more than two or three minutes

She saxd wearily, “All right, what do you
wal
.l gave her a cigarette, “I want the truth,” I

said.

“All right, it happened just about the way
you thought it dxd I didn’t realize the keys
would betray me.”

“Know who he was?”"

“Of course.”

:Foux,n,d out he was dead?”

“And did what?”

“Naturally, I thought Mrs. Crail was play-
ing me for a fall guy. He'd been with her.
Now he was in my apartment—dead. I didn’t
like the smell of it. I decided to get what I
could on Mrs. Crail and then go to see her
and call for a showdown—or else pick up
some witness who could come to the apart-
ment with me and—well, sort of give me an
alibi. Then you uhowed ,up and I decided
you‘d be a good witness.”

1 said, “You're not going to like my next

“He ever been here before?”
She met my eyes. “Yes.
“No panes"
“That wasn’'t what he came for.”
“But he did make passes?”
“He tried an awkward clumsy appre
just to see if it would get him anywhere.
“Wha e want?”
“Wanted to find out whether Rimley was
doing a good enough business to stand for
a boost in rent.”
“Did he find out anything?”
“Not a thing.”
1 nld “Let’s go take another look at that
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We went back through the bedroom and
into the bathroom. She was calmly practical
now, with no trace of panic in her manner.

well as I could without disturbing the
body, I looked it over. Evidently he had been
killed by a single hard blow on the left
temple with some object that had left an ob-
long depressed fracture of the skull. T looked
e right- inside pocket of the coat.
There was a billfold in there. It was filled
with folding money, lots of it. I put it back.
The side pocket on the left held a notebook.
On the front page the words had been written
in pen and ink, “Rufus Stanberry, 3271 Ful-
“rgse Avenue. In case of accident notify
chie Stanberry, 963 Malolo Avenue. My
bldod type is 4.” I closed the book, slipped
it Back in the pocket.
1fsaw an expensive wrist watch on his left
wrist. Ilooked at the time. It was five thirty-

!? en.
/1 consulted my own watch.
The time was exactly six thirty-seven,
“What's the matter?” she asked, watching
me. “What's wrong with the watch?”
“Nothing,” I said, and took her out to the
other room.
ne

“It’s all right. We call the police

CHAPTER VII

HE two officers from the ra-
dio prowl car who got there
first asked only a few
Then

we told our stories. Noth-
ing else happened for about
an hour, then Sergeant
5 | Frank Sellers came stroll-
ing in, a soggy cigar half
chewed to ribbons in the
side of his mout]

“‘Hello, Donald,” ‘he said.
“Damn glad you're back.”

We shook gands I introduced him to the

eyd taken our stories down in short-
hand. Sellers had evidently familiarized him-
self with it.
He ]erked his head toward Billy Prue.
“Business or social?”
“Confidentially it’s a little of both. That's
not for the press—and it's not for Bertha.”
He looked Billy Prue over, said, “Now as I
it, she parked her car down in
front and went up to change her clothes.”
“That’s right,” she said in a low voice.
“You t\»éo were going out to dinner?”

nodde
“Slu didn’t know you well enough to in-
viu you in and she didn’t want to keep you

Bﬂ!y Prue said, with a nervous l.lttle laugh,

“I was undressing almost before I'd got
through the door. I started for the bath-
room and—and found that.”

“What did you do with your keys when
you came in?” Sellers asked casually.

“Put them in my purse,” " she said, “and
dmpped the purse on the table.

“And when you ran out, what dxd you do
—take the keys out of the purse?

“Certainly not. I grabbed up the whole
purse, tucked it under my arm and dashed
out of the place.”

Sergeant Sellers heaved a sigh. “Well,
folks, T guess that's all. We may want to
ask you some more questions later on. Guess
you can go dn out to dinner now.”

“Thanks,” I told him.

“How’s Bertha these days?”

“Seems to be the same as ever,” I said.

“Haven’t seen her for a while. Well, now
that you're back, I may see her more fre-
quently.”

Billy Prue asked, “Are the police through
here?”

“Not yet,” Sellers said. “Don’t worry,
everything will be all right. You’ve got your
keys, haven’t you?”

“All nght run along to dinner and have a
good tims

Sergeant Sellers watched us from the door-
way as we walked down the corridor to the
automatic elevator.

“Well,” Billy said as we entered the ele-
vator, “that’s that.”
‘No talking,” I warned.

The elevator rattled to a stop. A plain-
clothes man in the lower corridor passed us
through. There was a uniformed officer on
duty at the doorway. Billy Prue’s car was
parked where we had left it. There was
white dust on the steering wheel and the
door catches where the police had gone over
it for fingerprints.

Without a word, I opened the door of the
car. She got in with a swift all-of-a-sudden
twist of her supple body.

We moved away from the curb.

“All right, sucker,” she said.

I didn't say anything.

“You stuck ‘your neck out,” she sald
“You're in it as deep as I am now, and you've
gutsnothmg further on me.”

“So,” she said, “I do you the extreme
courtesy of taking you back to where you
your automobile—if you're mce Othe'r-
wise, I'd dump vyou out on the st
“Rather a hard-boiled amtude hnt it?”
“That,” she said, “is what you get for being
a sucker.”
I took a cigarette package from my egocket,
shook out one. “Ciga rem""
“Not while I'm driving.
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HER eyes blinked rapidly two or three
times. Then I saw a tear come out and

tnckle down her cheek.

“What’s the matter?” I asked.

“Nothing.

She tumed a corner. I saw we were head-
ed for the Stanberry Building.

“Change your mind about taking me back
to where my car is?”

£ Why are you crying?”

She slammed the car to a stop, groped in
her purse, pulled out some cleansing tissue
and wiped her eyes. “You make me so damn
mad,” she said.

“Why?"

“I wanted to see what you'd do. I pulled
that gag on you that you'd been a sucker
just to see what happened.”

Well?”

“Nothing happened, damn You
thought I was the k.md that would do a trick
like that, didn’t you?

“That’s what you said.”

I watched her clean up the traces of her
tears. “I'd kill myself before I'd do anything
like that for a man who befriended me. Darn
few have ever taken the trouble, unless they
wanted something very obviously.”

She flashed me one look still hot with hurt
and anger. Then she snapped her purse shut,
adjusted herself in the driver’s seat and start-
ed driving again. We stopped in front of the
Stanberry Building,

I said, “Pittman Rimley doesn't like me.”

“You don’t need to go in. You can wait
here.”

“And then?”

“Then I'll drive you out to where you left
your car.”

I thought that over. “Goin
I was with you when you notif

“Yes. I'll have to do that.”

1 said, “Go on up. Better lock your car
just in case.”

She looked at me sharp]y, then locked the
ignition. “Some day,” she warned, “I'm going
to jar you out of that detached, don’t-give-a-
damn pose.”

I waited until she was inside, then got out
and looked for a taxi. I waited ten minutes
then started walking down the avenue. I'd
gone five blocks before 1 found one.

I gave the address of Cullingdon’s place
where I'd left the agency car. I paid off the
n}: and drove the agency heap to the office
—fast.

The office was dark when I arrived.

I called Bertha’s apartment. She didn’t
answer. I sat down to do a little thinking.

After about ten minutes, I heard the pound
of heavy steps in the corridor. A la ey
jabbed the door. The lock clicked , and
Bertha Cool flung the door open.

to tell Rimley
the police?”
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She glowered at me.
“Had dmner"” I asked.
“Yes.”

“I haven't.”

Bertha heaved herseli mto a chair. “When
it comes time to eat,

I shook the last ugaretbe out of the pack-
age.

“Well we’ve run slap bang into a murder
case.”

Bertha said, “Who was bumped off?”

“Rufus Stanberry.”

“Where? How? Why?”

I said, “The place was the apartment of
the cigarette girl who works at the Riml
Rendezvous. Her stage name is Billy Prye.
As to the how, it consisted of hitting the mfn
a very hard blow on the temple. It’s the why
that complicates things.”

, what's your best guess?”
er the man knew t0o much, or

“Or what?” Bertha snapped as 1 paused\

“Go ahead.”

“Or,” I said, “he knew too little.”

Bertha glowered at me. “Just like one of
those news commentators,” she snorted.

After a minute Bertha said, “You do get
the agency in the damnedest things.”

“I didn’t get the agency into it,” I said.

“You may think you didn’t, but you did,
just the same.”

“The minute you started to check,” I said,
“you’d have found something that would
have been of the greatest interest to our
client—something about Mrs. Crail.”

“What?”

SAID, “She’s a professional malmgerer
“What have you got on her

“Some of it's hearsay. Theres a case of
Begley versus Cullingdon. Going back a
while before that, I understand there are
other cases in San Francisco and in Nevada.”

“Fakes or injuries?” Bertha asked.

“No, that fake stuff is too risky. She suf-
fered an injury all right, probably in the first
accident, found out how easy it was to col-
lect and decided it was easier than working
for a living. She’d wait for an opportunity
to have just the right sort of accident, one
where she didn’t sumd too much chance of
getting busted up.

“Couldn’t they catch her at it?” .

“Not very well. She'd wait until just be-
fore the expiration of the statute of limita~
tions before she’d file suit. X-rays would
show she had an injury. She’s an attrac
girl. Insurance companies would settle.
gate & Glimson handled her last can."

“Why did she quit it?”

“Bec-uu it got too risky. Insurance com=

es have a way of com) notes. In all
probabilny. she dxdn't intend to use the
same racket to get herself a husband. But
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when she had this accident—well, it devel-
oped Crail was a good matrimonial catch, so
she did her stuff.”

Bertha said, “Well, we've done two hun-
dred dollars worth of work for our client.
Stall around for a couple of days picking
up the record on these other cases, then we'll
let Miss Georgia handle Mrs. Crail any way
she damn pleases. We'll just check out of it
and keep from getting mixed up in murder.
You aren’t mixed up in it, are-you, lover?”

“What makes you think so?

“The way you say you aren't. Is there a

He was found in this girl's
apartment.”

“You say it was the cigarette girl?”

“That’s right.”

“Humph,’ F Bertha said. “Legs?”

“Naturally.”

“Humph,” Bertha said, then added, “Now
you listen to me, Donald Lam, you keep out
of this, and .

Knuckles sounded on the door of the

l n:d to Bertha, “Call out through the door
that you're closed up.

Bertha said, “Dont be silly. Perhaps it's

“I can see her outline through the
frosted glass, It's a woman.

“All right, then, perhaps it's a woman
with money.”

Bertha marched across and pulled the door

She looked like a million dollars net with a
fur coat and a big collar that came up to
frame her face. She carried her own Dun
& Bradstreet rating on her back, the sort of
chent who can really finance an investiga-

Bertha Cool’s manner melted hke a choco-
hie bar in a kid's fist. “Come in,” she smd
“come in! We're closed, but since you've
come up here, we'll see you.”
ask your name, please?” our visitor
asked Bertha.

I could see Bertha looking at the girl with
a slight frown as though she was trying to
place her.

“I'm Bertha Cool,” Bertha said, “one of
the partners in this agency, and this i is Don-
ald ﬁ‘m, the ather partner. Now you're Miss

"iMiss F.lther Wn.son #

“Oh yes,” Bertha said.

wmhd to talk with you, Mrs. Cool,

"o .h'e.d " Bertha said, “talk right here.
lar Ln'n and myself are completely at your

m-wm turned large blue eymrne
B-:‘s:-mcniud promm'hy for

an oyster! You're the woman who was driv-
ing the automobile.”

“Why, yes, Mrs. Cool, I thought you knew.
I had quite a time finding you. You remem-
ber you gave the name of Boskovitche.” And
Miss Witson threw back her head and let the
11gh;l gleam on a whole mouthful of horse
teeth.

ERTHA looked trapped.
“There's some dispute about respon-
sibility for the accident, is there, Miss Wit-
son?
She Seld “Thals & sl ey of Exomed

e

“Just what do you mean?” Bertha de-
man

She said, The other car was driven by a
Mr. Rolland B. eld. His wife was rid-
ing in the car wi Lh him.”

“But the cars weren’t badly damaged, were
they?”
“It’s Mrs. Lidfield. Claims she suffered a
severe nervous shock and she’s placed her-
self in the hands of her physician, leaving
her husband to do the tnl.kmg for her—her
husband and her lawyers.”

“Lawyers!” Bertha exclaimed. “So soon!”

“A firm of attorneys who specialize in that
sort of thing, I understand—Cosgate & Glim-
son. The doetor got them.”

“Cosgate and—what was the other name?”
I asked.

“Cosgate & Glimson.”

I glanced at Bertha, slowly closed my left

i Humpht” Bertha said.

“I wanted you to help me out, Mrs. Cool.”

“It was just another automobile smash-
up,” Bertha said, glancing uneasily at me.

“But you know that I was driving very
slowly; that I was behind your car for two
or three blocks; that you slowed down al-
mosc to,a snail’s pace and I went around

“I don’t know any such thing,” Bertha said.

“And,” Miss Witson went on triumphantly,
“you tried to get out of it by giving an as-
sumed name when we wanted you as a wit-
ness. That won't do you any good, Mrs. Cool,
because I took down the number of your
car. So they'll call you for a witness any-
way, which, after all, Mrs. Cool, means that
you'll have to make up your mind which car
was in the wrong.”

Bertha said, “There’s nothing for me to
make up my mind about I don't have to
take sides with anyone.”

“There were some other witnesses?” I
asked.

“Lots of them. A Mr. Stanberry, a Mrs.

Crail, two or three others.”
said to Bertha, “That would make it very,
very m&ruﬁng—haanng what Mrs. Crail
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would have to say on the witness stand about

Benha said, “Well, I can tell you one thing.
The car that whipped around to the left
saw that Stanberry’s car was going to turn
to the left, so he thought there was a chance
for him to cut his own car sharp to the left
and go through all the other traffic.”

Miss Wltson nodded. -“I had the right of

“And,” Miss Witson went on triumphantly,
“He’s the one who hit me. You can see from
the marks on the car that he ran right smack
into me.”

Bertha was suddenly friendly “All right,
Dearie. I wouldn’t worry about it if I were
you. The man was speeding across an in-
tersection, and Mrs. Lidfield sounds to me
like a gold digger.”

Esther Witson impulsively gave Mrs. Cool
her hand. “I'm so glad you feel that way
about it, Mrs. Cool, and you don’t need to
worry about the time you put in being a wit-
ness. Of course, I can’t make any promise,
because that would leok as though I were
trying to buy your testimony. But I realize
that you're a professional woman and that
if tl'us 15 gomz to take some of your time,
well . . .” She smiled sweetly. “You know,
1 always try to be very fair in my business

eals.”

“Don't you” I asked abruptly, “carry in-
surance?”

Miss Witson laughed. “I guess I was a little
careless abeut that. Well, thank you ever
so much, Mrs. Cool, and you can rest as-
sured that . Well you know, I can’t say
anything, but

She smiled gmﬁcantly and wished us a
good night,

Bertha sniffed the air. “That perfume,” she
said, “costs about fifty bucks an ounce. And
did you notice that mink coat? That's what
you have to do in a detective business, Don-

darling. You have to estabhsh contacts,
particularly among the wealthy.”

CHAPTER VIII
Y DESTINATION turned

‘moment later, a voice nid,
“What do you want?”

put my mouth up to the speaking tube.
“Arclue Stanberry.

“Who wants h)m’”

“My name’s Lam.”

“What do you want to see him about?”

“You guess.”

“Newspaper?”

“What do you think?”

The buzzer sounded on the door, and I went
in.

An automatic_elevator whisked me up to
the floor. I walked down to apartment 533
and tapped on the door.

Archie Suanberry was about twenty-five or
twenty-six. His eyes were swollen red
from crying, but he was trying to be brave.

e apartment was swank.

“It's been an awful shock to me,” he said.

I didn’t wait for an invitation, but walked
on in calmly, picked out a comfortable chair,
jiggled out a cigarette, lit it, said, “What's
your relationship?”

“He was my uncle.”

I pulied a notebook out of my pocket.
“What’s your draft status?”

“Four F.” he suid, bristling defensively.
“And I see no reason for giving you details.”

I grinned at him and said, “Neither do 1.”

That made hin. feel better.

“When did you Last see your uncle?”

“Yesterday ni

“Ever hear him speak of Billy Prue—the
young woman in whose apartment the body
was found'.'”

4 uw what he was doing there?”

“I don’t,” Archie said, “but I can assure
yau that my uncle was a paragon of vir-

“Lwed here Jlong?” I asked.

“Five yea

“Who owns the building?”

“Uncle Rufus.

“Left rather a considerable estate?”

“I know very little about his financial
affairs. I've always gathered that he was
affluent.”

“You work?” I asked.

“At present,” he said, “I am doing re-
search work for an histerical novel.”

“Ever had anything published?” I asked.

“I don’t think that needs to enter into it.”

“I thought yeu might like the publicity.”

He said, “This is an idea for an historical
novel that appealed to Uncle Rufus.”

He was gnancmg it?” T asked.

R a minute the eyes avoided mine—
bloodshot, _restless eyes that seemed
ufrain} of mmeti"’ljln % “‘Iu.;r he said, “and
now I suppose ve to 6"
“Whnt's it about 5enerully"°?
Coast Guard.”

And historical?”
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“Back to the days of the real Merchant
Marine,” he said with a note of enthusiasm.
“Back when San Francisco was a real port,
a real city that had ships from all corners
on the world crowding in through the Golden

ate.”

“Nice stuff,” I said.
ried?”

“No”

“Any other relatives?”

“None that I know of.”

“Leave a will?”

“Really, Mr, Lam. May I ask what paper
you're with?”

“None.

“Your uncle mar-

L understood you were gathering material
for the press.’

I said, “T'm a detective.”

“Oh!” The exclamation was short and

P.
“When did you hear about it?”
“After the body was found I was notified
and asked to go over to the apartment.”
“Nice place you have here,” I said.
“Y like it. It's rather elaborate—two apart-
ments merged into one.”

e blew his nose again, abruptly said to
me, “There’s something in my right eye. Will
you excuse me?”

“Yes.

“Perhaps I can help you,” I said.

“Perhaps.”

He rolled his right eye up. There was a
little brownish speck down at the very bot-
tom of the eye. I speared it with a handker-
chief, and he said, “Thanks.”

We went back to our chairs and sat down.

“Have you any clues as te—as to how it
happened?”

I said, “I'm not with the police. I'm pri-
vate.”

“May I ask who employed you, what your
interest is, why you . ..” He stopped and
looked at me.

“Im interested in a very incidental angle.
Your uncle was about to sell the Stanberry
Building.”

“I think he was.”

“Know what the price was?”

“T don’t know, and if I did, I see no reason
why T should communicate the information
to you.”

“How old was your uncle?”

“Fifty-three.”

“Ever been married?”

«Yoer

“Widower?”

“No. There was a divorce.”

“How long ago?”

[Turn page)

To look woll-gmmcd shave in a flash, s
!npymmumfon save cold cash,

Use Thin Gﬂkm:omlwmhor smiles—

Forlow-prndbhdu they're tops by miles!
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“About two years, I believe.”

+You knew his wife?”

“Oh yes, of course.”

Ly is she now?”

“T don’t know.”

“D}l)d she get the divorce, or did he?”

«g)

“A propetty settlement?”

“I believe so, yes. Really, Mr. Lam!”

l“led you tell the police any more than you
tol

“1 don’t think I told them as much.”

'm sorry,” I said. “You see I...” I

chok

btoulybohelephme thendetourednndm
down. “I can't reason for
this rudeness,” he uld.

I said, “In the first place while you are a
meticulous little man with neat habits, you
aren’t that neat ” I jerked my thumb toward
the “You are the favorite nephew
of a rich uncle who owns the joint. There-
fore you get maid service—and how.”

“What’s that got to do with it?” he asked.

I said, “That’s the weak point in your ar-

“What do you mean”"
my voice. “The maie

e i coughed, d
“Bathroom, quick!”

E RAN to a door, opened it. I lurched

through. He opened the bathroom door.

1 went in, waited five seconds, then opened

the door. I could hear his voice in the liv-
ing room. He was telephoning.

The bedroom was neat and well kept. ’l'he
closet was filled with clothes. On the

, brushes and comb were neatly
ed There were, perhaps, a dozen
framed photographs on the dresser, or on the

. Directly across from the bed was an
oval space just a little different color than the
rest of the wall. the dresser, a cigarette
had been torn in two, and both ends lay
there. It was the only bit of litter in the
room.

Abruptly the door opened. Archie Stan-
berry stood in the doorway looking at me
reproachfully. “I thought you wanted to
go to the bathroom?”

“I did. Nice place you have here.”

“Mr. Lam I'm going to have to ask you
to leav

“Okay by me,” I said. I walked out to th?

I put
I saxd, “will be ahle to tell what picture was
taken down from that wall—that’s where you
made your mistake.”

He looked at me as though I'd hit him in
the stom:

“So,” I smd “go ahead and call the police.
When Frank Sellers comes, we'll bring
maid in here and show her Billy Prue’s pic-
ture and ask her if that's the one that was
removed from the wall.”

His shoulders sngged

. what do you want?”

"l‘he truth naturally.”

“Lam, I'm going to tell you something
that I've never expected to admit to a single

1 d.\d.nt say anything, but just sat there

He ssid “I dropped in at the Rendezvous

f‘"’"y once in a while. It’s only natural that
ave.”

“So you played around with Billy Prue?”

“Billy Prue sold me cigarettes. I looked
her over and thought she was one of the
most beautiful women I had ever seen.”

“So you made passes?”
nowhere.”

sitting room. Stanberry ma
a ceremony of flinging open the outer door.
I walked back to the easy chair and sat

own,
Stanberry said, “I'm asking you to leave,
1f you don't leave, I shall have to do some-

thmg about it.
“Go ahead." I invited.
Stanberry said, “I did you the extreme

courtesy of permlt!mg you to intrude upon
my grief because I thought you were a
gentleman of the press.”

“I told you I'm a detective.”

“Had d;gu told me that earlier, I should not
have admitted you—particularly a private
detective.”

“A detective has to look around,” I said.

“Mr. Lam, I don’t know just what your
game is, but if you dant leave at once, I
shall call the officers.”

“Suits me,” I said. en you call dum,
call Frank Sellers. He’l working on
uncle’s death.”

After a moment, Stanberry walked du-

“Then I became even more seriously in-
terested, and I'm afraid my uncle didn’t ap-
prove of the manner in which I wu—doing
what he called losing my head.”

“What did he do?”

ks ¢ give you my word of honor I don’t

“But what do you thmk?"
“T don't even thinik.
& 1 sa\d , “Perhaps I can do some thinking
He looked at me with swollen, bloodshot
i
k- s.nd, “Your uncle thought she was a gold
ligger?”
A 25 thmk that was rather obvious from what
“So went to see her and told her that
Xl :hed give you a thorough]olt so it would
would disillusion

ou, do
hed hermoremmylhmnh
eo&d Mbym-kingnhﬂm
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z:tr;imonial alliance and then trying to col-

“I don’t know,” he said. “I don’t think that
Uncle Rufus would have done anything like
t. 1 think Billy would certainly have re-

’ ”

“With a hand ax?” I asked.

“My God,” he said, “you’re driving me mad
with those cynical nasty cracks of yours.
Billy wouldn’t harm a flea. We've got to keep
Billy out of this! We must!”

“How about the picture?”

“I took it down as soon as I found out.”

“She gave you the picture?”

“No. I found out what photographer took
her publmty pictures and bribed him to take

ice pin-up picture for me. She didn’t
know I had a
l said, “So far youve been one hundred
r cent.”
"Ong hundred per cent what"‘ he asked.
“Rat,” I said and walked o1

CHAPTER IX
HE apartment house where

the
fixed when the OPA had its back turned.
behind the_ desk oohed ,at me
“Oh yes. Mr. Lam, isn’t it’

5}

“Yes
‘“There’s a message for you.”
‘He handed me my key and the folded slip
of paper The paper said, “Call Bertha Cool,

A].sc a young woman has been calling
you every ten or fifteen minutes. Says she’ll
call back.”

I pushed Bertha’s message down in my
pocket and went up to my aj
The telephone was ringing as I entered.
1 closed the door and waited until it had quit
Thgnlwu!.ked’hackwtheuleybon
the switchboard operator, “Don’t
call me any more tonij
The operator said, “I'm sorry, I told this
party ﬂnt you dido’t answer. She seemed
very much disturbed.”
1 sed my mind and said, “All right, go
?ﬁ@d.ﬂrmglfﬂ!eu“mlmmm

I threw my grip on the bed and started
taking things out. One thing about the Navy,

nuanhzuumwcut}uspossesvlmdm
to_the minim
! turned down the bed and got out my

The eelephone rang.
obl's voice said, “What's the mat-
ter with you? Are you getting so damned
high hat you can't call your boss on a matter
of business?

“Partner,” 1 said.

“All right, partner then, Why didn’t you
call me?”

“I was busy.”

“You're in a mess. Get over here.”

1 said, “I'll see you in the morning.”

Bertha said, “You'll see me now. Frank
Sellers is over here and the only thing that’s
keeping you out of the hoosegow right now
is the fact that Frank is my friend. I should
let you get thrown in the can. 1t might do
you some go

“Put Sellers on the phone,” I said.

I henrd Bertha say, “He wants to talk with

Sellers voice rumbled mto the telephone.

I said, “Listen, Frank, I'm all in. I don’t
want to go round and round with Bertha
over some trivial technicality. Now suppose
you tell me what's the beef.”

“You know what the beef is, and don’t
pull any of that innocent stuff with me. I'm
sticking my neck all the way out to protect
Bertha.”

“What are you talking about?”

“You know what I'm talking about. Of all
the dumb places to plant the murder weapon,
that was it.”

“And where am I supposed to have planted
it?” I asked.

“Don’t be a sap,” Sellers told me, “you’re
in so deep, the only way you can get out is
by coming nbsolutely clean. How soon can
you get over here?”

“Exactly five minutes,” I said, and hung up.

Bertha's apartment was on the floor.
My knees were weak as I stepped out of the
elevator. It seemed like a mile to
door. I pushed the button.

ERTHA opened the door.

The smoky aroma of good Scotch
whisky tingled my nostrils. I looked past
Bertha and saw Frank Sellers sitting in his
shirt sleeves, a glass in his hand. He looked
as worried as a big cop can look.

“Well, come in,” Bertha snapped at me.

1 walked in.

Bertha snid, “My God, you've dune some
dangerous

in your time,
first time you've ever gone

plumhéumbon
me. ‘Of all the boob things to do. I suppose
it was the, -

"whtla'l"‘rmksdleuuked.
“When gets around a girl with
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looks and legs, he loses all sense of per-
ive.”
Sellers said mournfully, “That explains it

That doesn’t explain a thing,” I told him.

Bertha said, “Don’t try to kid me out of it
because you can’t make it stick.”

Sellers said, “I hate to do it to you, Donald,
but you're pmbably going to lose your li-
cense. I may be able to keep Bertha out of
it, but you're in.”

“Wait until you hear what he says,” Bertha
snapped. “Don’t go pushing your weight
around on Donald.”

Sellers said somewhat sullenly, “I'm not
pushing any welght around, I'm telling the
boy, that's all.”

'Well, you don’t need to tell him,” Bertha
said bristling with belligerency. “He’s got
more brains than you'll have if you live to
be a_thousant

Sellers sipped his drink.

ertha’s eyes were suddenly solicitous.
“You're white as a sheet, lover, what’s the
matter? You were supposed to take it easy.
You—have you had dinner?”

“No. Come to think of it, I don’t believe
I have.”

Bertha said, “That's just like you, coming
home with yeur system full of tropical bugs
under orders to avoid excitement and take it
easy, and you go stir up a murder case and
then go without your dinner.”

Bertha glowered at the two of us, then
said, “Now I suppose I've got to cook some-
thing for you.”

“There’s a place down the street,” I told
her. “T'll see what the law has to say, and
go down there.”

“That joint!” Bertha moved toward the
kitchen, her big body flowing inside of the
loose house dress.

I took a drink and went out to the kitchen.
Sellers tagged along.

Bertha broke eggs into a bowl, dumped
sliced bacon into a frying pan, shoved a pot
of coffee on the stove, moving with an unhur-
ried, ponderous efficiency.

Frank Sellers sat down in the little break-
fast nook. He fished a fresh cigar out of hi
pocket and said, “Where did you get the
hand ax?”

“What hand ax?”

Bertha said, “They’ve found the ax in the
agency car, lover. The handle had been
sawed off so it was only eight and a half
inches long and the sawing wasn’t a neat
job. It had been sawed part th‘ough on
one side, then turned around smi’ ed some
more on the other side.”

Sellers looked at my face. I met his eyes,
shook my head and said, “If's a new one on

e, Frank.”
" el} him how you found i, Frank,” Bertha

snd T believe the little weasel's telling the-

Se!.lers smd
you know.

“I know.

“We went out to see Archie Stanberry.
He'd learned nbout the killing before we'd
goﬁ there an

“How do you ‘know that?” I asked.

“The way. he acted,” Sellers said. “He was
putting on an act that he'd rehearsed. He was
all suave smiles when he greeted us, and
wanted to know what he could do. Then we
told him and he was knocked for a loop—
but it was acting. He made the mistake most
people do of putting it on just a little too
thick.”

I nodded.

“Okay,” Sellers said. “We told him a few
things, then went out and tapped his tele-
phone line and put a couple of shadows on
the job.”

“You showed up in the agency car. You
went inside and the boys thought it might
be a good plan to give your car the once
over, just to make sure about the registration
certificate and all that. They didn't recog-
nize you, and they didn’t recognize the car.”

Again I nodded.

“Okay,” Sellers went on wearily, “they
cased the back of the car and there was a nice
little short-handled hand ax. ere was
blood on it. They handled it too damn much,
but you can’t blame them for that.”

THE aroma of bacon mingled with that of
coffee.

“It was the murder weapon?” I asked
Sellers,

He nodd
I said, “lm darned if I know.”

“You'll have to do better than that,” Sel-
lers said.

“He’a telling the truth,” Bertha announced.

“How do you know?” Sellers asked.

“Because,” Bertha flared at him, “if he
was telling a lie, he'd have one that sounded
convmnng and he'd have it ready.”

I said wearily, “Okay. I got the agency
car. I went down to the County Clerk’s
Office to look up some records. I went out
to the Rimley Rendezvous, I got kicked out
and came back to the office. Then I went out
to look up a witness and left the car parked

“The police aren’t so dumb,

“You 1l have to do better than thnt " Sellers
said. “On the witness, I mean.”

1 said, “All nght This witness lived out on
Grsylnrd Avenue.”

“What number?”

I said, “Nix on it. You'd rock the boat.”

“It’s the hammer they killed him with,
Donald. I'm standing between you and the
D.As office right now.
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1 said, “Philip E. Cullingdon, Nine hundred
and six East Graylord Avenue. It's another
case.”

“What time did you get out there?”

“I don’t know.”

“How long were you there?”

“Long enough for an ax to have been
planted, I guess.”

“Cullingdon, eh?” Sellers said.

Sellers lurched up from the little bench
in the breakfast nook, all but upsetting the
drinks.

Bertha looked up and said, “Damn_you,
Frank Sellers, if you spill any of that whisky
T'll brain you.”

He went in to the telephone. I heard him
turning the pages of the telephone book,
then heard the sound of the dial on the tele-
phone and low-voiced conversation.

“You're in Dutch,” Bertha said to me.

I didn’t say anything, There was no use.

The whisky felt warm in my stomach and I
didn’t feel quite as much as though someone
had pulled out the plug and let all of my
v1talny drain out throug]

‘ou poor httle weasel'" Bertha “said.

“I 'm all right.”

Food’s what you need,”
“Food and rest.”

Sellers hung up the telephone, then dialed
another number and talked. Then he hung
up the telephone and came back to the
uble He looked at me with puzzled scru-

Bertha said.

Benha glowered, but didn’t say anything.

A moment later, Bertha slid a plate over to
me that had hot scrambled eggs, toast with
lots of butter, golden bacon, fried just,right,
and a big cup of coffee with little cream
globules floating on the top.

I nodded my thanks. The coffee turned the
warmth that had been kindled in my stomach
imodn solid, substantial glow. The food tasted
good.

Bertha watched me eat. Sellers frowned
into his drink.

“Did you get him?” Bertha asked Sellers.

He nodded.

“Well?” Bertha said.

ELLERS shook his head.
“All right, clam up if you want to,”
Bertha snapped.
Bertha sat down and Sellers reached out
lnd put hu hand over hers. “You're a good
”It wouldn‘t hurt you to say what's on

“Cul!mgdon is gun-shy. Too many people
have tned to get hlm to talk by too many

‘gument
“So whl!"" Berﬂn asked, her eyes bel-
nideerdu “Be your age. He con-

tacted a prowl car and officers are on their

out.”

Sel.lers looked at me, then back at Bertha.

“Bnght kid,” he sai
told you he had brains,” Bertha an-
no

“Let’s go back to your story,” Sellers said
to me. “You left the car out there. See any-
one else out there?”

“I could have—but no one who had any
chance to plant that murder weapon.”

“You tell me facts, names and places.”

“Net some names.”

“How many?”

“One.”

“I want it.”

1 just kept on eating.

Bertha glared at me as though she could
bite my head off. “If you don't tell him, I
will,” she said.

“You don't even know,” I pointed out.

“Any time you spend the partnership funds
to get three packages of cigarettes and then
get that moony expression on your face, I
know the answer. After all, you can’t be
blamed. You've been down in the South
Seas for so long you've got your head filled
:ith a lot of romantic ideas about woman-

Sergeant Sellers looked at Bertha with ad-
miration. He reached out and took her hand.

Bertha jerked her hand eut from under his
and said, “T'll bust you on the jaw one of
these days, if you keep making passes at me.”

Sellers grinned, “That’s the way I like
women—practical and hard.

1 said, “Wemen lxke to think they're soft
and feminine, Frank.”

Bertha said to me, “Keep your mouth shut.
You've got troubles of your own.”

I pushed the empty coffee cup across at
Bertha and said, “Guess you'll have to do the
honors.”

Bertha refilled the coffee cup.

Sellers watched her pouring in thick yellow
cream and said, “I can't get cream any more.”

“It’s too bad about you,” Bertha said sar-
castically.

The telephone rang.

Sellers spilled coﬁee over the edge of my
cup as he made for the living room.

Bertha called after him, said, “Just a bull
in a China shop, a big flat-foot cap trying to
act civilized.”

She went over to the sink and emptied the
saucer, put more coffee in the cup, brought
it back and said, “What’s the mnller’ Didn't
Bertha cook the bacon right?”

I nodded, said, “What I ate tasted fine.”

“Well, eat the rest of it.”

I shook m;'

i don’t know. It’s been like that lately.
I'll be hungry, then just a few mouthfuls of
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food, and my stomach turns. This is the most
T've eaten for a long time.”

“Poor kid,” Bertha said sympathetically.

I sipped the coffee.

Bertha's little greedy eyes regarded me_

with a motherly solicitude.

FTER a while, Sergeant Sellers came

walking back into the room. He was
so absent-minded he’d forgotten to take his
drink along and pour in fresh whisky.

Bertha grabbed up my cup and saucer and
held it above the table while Sellers sat
down. Then she put it back on the table and
said, “Well, what about it?”

“It’s okay. A couple of guys went out in
a prowl car and shook this guy down. He
says Donald came out. By God, that’s once
you fooled me.”

“How?” I asked.

“When you said it was something that
didn’t have anything to do with this case.
But the guy says you were asking him about
an automobile accident that took place quite
a while ago. Then he says a girl came out
and claimed to be a reporter and started
ing him questions about the same accident,
He found it was an act she was putting on,
50 he chased her out.”

Bertha looked at me.

Sellers went on, “Okay, the way I dope it
out, Donald was a little careless, but he isn’t
exactly a fool. He had this man Cullingdon
spotted, went out to talk with him. The jane
tagged Donald out there. Donald knew she
was tailing him. He waited until she went in
and then he pulled a fast one on her. Culling-
don says he saw her get into her car, then
Donsldv climbed out of his car and walked
over. Then he climbed in the car and drove
away with her. Cullingdon said Donald was
careful to walk around the front of the car
so the girl couldn’t give him the slip. Cul-
lingdon thinks Donald is a pretty smart egg.”

“He is,” Bertha said.

“So Cullingdon went out to Donald’s car
and looked at the registration to check uj
on Donald. Donald was telling him the truth.
He'd given him his nght name and told him
what he was there for.”

1 sipped coffee and didn’t say anything.

“The car was parked out there for quite
a while, Cullingdon says. He didn’t see
Donald come and get it. Now then, Donald
can tell us . ..

I opened my wullet and took out the taxi-
cab slip that I keep for my expense aceount
voucher. I handed it to Sellm‘m “That’s the
hxicnb that took me out ﬂwer

“Where did you pick it uj Sellers ‘sked
“Somewhere on Seventh Street,”

y.
Sellers heaved a sigh and “Well, I
e sl s s ML S e it

ed the weapon in that car. Now who the hell
could have done that?”

I said, “That’s the job for the police depart~
ment. 'm going home and get some shut-
eye.”

Sellers said, “Your friend Cullingdon ap-
preciates the fact that you told him the truth,
Donald. Cullingdon said to tell you that
the amount of the settlement was seventeen
thousand, eight hundred and seventy-five
dollars, and that he thinks her lawyer got
either a third or a half.”

I said, “That’s nice of him.”

Sellers frowned and said, “The hell of it is
that you were mvesngnung another matter,
I can’t get over tl
“Well,” T said.
in?

“You poor kid, you look it,” Bertha said.

Sellers followed me to the door with
Bertha. He said, “Lam, I should have known
better. You wouldn’t have done nnythms
so dumb as to have found that weapon an
{,};le'n"dumped it in the back of the automo-

e

“I’m going home, I'm all

“Any fingerprints on it?” Bertha asked.
“Just prints of the two guys that picked it
up and looked it all over before they knew
what it was,” Sellers said. “Any murderer
has sense enough to wipe off the handle.”
“But the head of it?” Bertha asked.
“Bloodstains and a couple of hairs that
showed up under the microscope. It's the
murder weapon all right.”
“Thanks for the food,” I told Bertha.
Bertha’s tone was maternally tender.
“You're entirely welcome, lover. Now you
get to sleep and get a good night’s rest and
don't let anything bother you. After all,
we're not mixed up in this murder case an
we're not going to get mixed up in it.”
“Good night.” T said.

CHAPTER X

NCE I was back at my
apartment house I breathed
easier. I went right down
into the garage and gri:

 at the atte:

bits I handed him as though
nt was an insult rather than
tip, en moved a
couple of cars and Jerkﬁd
thumb  towar

agency
T started the motor and eased it out of the
the street f hl:ns

parked, I waited for about five minutes
then started up, gave it the gun, went around
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the corner fust, and did a couple of figure
eights around blocks.

No one was following

A fog had drifted in !rom the ocean. The
air had turned cold, and the damp chill went
clean through to my bones. I'd be all right for
a while and then the weakness would grip
me and my blood, thinned from the tropics
and weakened by bugs, would turn cold,
and I'd shiver and shake the way I did when
the old malarial chills would get me. But
these spells only lasted for a minute or two

en I'd be myself again. It was just
‘weakness.

I drove up to the Hall of Justice, found a
good place to park and parked the bus.

I waited for half an hour that seemed like
eterpity. Then Billy Prue came bustling out
of the lighted entrance, looked up and down
the street, turned to the right as d'mugh she
knew exactly where she was goi

I waited until she had nearly a block head
start, then slipped the car into gea

After a couple of blocks she began to look
around for a taxicab.

I slid the car up close to the curb, rolled
down the window and said, “Want a lift?”

She looked at me at first dubmusly, then
with recognition, then with a

ou may as well,” I said. TF doesn't cost
any more.”
he came across and jerked the door open.
“So wm snitched on me. I should have
4¢.”

¥ suld wearily, ‘Dont be a fool. I'm trying
to give you a break.

“How did you know I was here?”

“Somebody planted the murder weapon in
my car while it was parked in front of
Cullingdon’s place.”

Her gasp of surprise might have been
overdone,

“Naturally, they hauled me over the coals.
Bertha Cool, my partner, thought you'd
snared me into it.”

“And so blabbed to the police?”

“Don’t be silly. She isn't that dumb &

“Well, how did it happen .

I said, “Bertha Cool was sore. She made
some crack about me having bought three
packages of cigarettes and Frank Sellers, of
Homicide, apparently didn’t even notice thz
crack. That's when I knew where you were.”

“T don’t get it,” she said.

I said, “Sellers isn’t so dumb. If he hadn’t
known all about you, he'd have jumped on
that opening and pried enough information
out of Bertha so he'd have known what he
was after. He ignored it, so I knew he'd
found out all about you. And if he’d found

came to call

ht you were
in the D.A.'l office. The only thing
’tkmwllwheﬂwrthcywmgoincto

hold you or turn you loose. I couldn’t have
;tuck it out for more than another half hour,
ut I

SHIVERING fit gripped me. I put on

the brake and slowed the car, but by
gripping the wheel, didn’t'show how I was
B

g.
Billy Prue kept looking at me. After a
minute the fit passed and I speeded up the car

oy Billy Prue said, ‘you were waiting
—for whaf

o st you”

“What about?”

“How did that murder weapon get in my
car while it was parked out at Cullingdon's?”

i don’t know.”

“I'm unmg you the truth, Donald. I don’t
know.”

1 said, “I don't like to be played for a fall

uy.”

“l shouldn’t think you would.”

'‘And when I dont like something, I do
something about it

“I'm telling you I don’t know anything
at all about it.”

drove along slowly and said, “Let’s look
at the thing this way. You go out to Culling-
don’s. You want a witness. You take me
back and pull a razzle-dazzle about finding
Stanberry’s body. Then you go to Rimley’s
and I duck out as you could have known
I would. I found a cab. I picked up my car
and drove back to the agency, had a talk with
my partner and then drove out to see Archie
Stanberry.”

“Well?” she asked as I stopped.

“There was plenty of time for Rxmley to
have the murder weapon dropped in my
car before I got there.” I said.

“And you think he dnshed out and planted
the weapon and .

“Don’t be silly. He simply picked up the
telephone and said to someene, “Donald
Lam’s car is parked out at nine hundred and
six South Graylord Avenue. It would be a
swell place for the police to discover the
murder weapon because Billy Prue had hu'n
with her when the body was discovered.”

“Baloney!” she interrupted.

lﬁs:yiid, “I know—it’s easy to pull that

uff.

“If you'd use your head for a minute,
you'd realize that that would be the last
thing on earth that Pittman Rimley would

. The minute you are brought into it, thlt
attracts attention once more to me.
why they had me down at the D.As oﬁee
and gave me such a grilling. I couldn’t
undenh-und it, unless it was because you had

crossed me.”
1 pulled the car into the curb and stopped.
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It was a quiet, business street with virtually
no traffic and a few lights.

“Is this where I get out and walk?” she
asked.

“P've got somethmg to say.”

“Go on and say i
“I went out to the Rimley Rendez-
vous. You told me to get out. The head-
waiter sent me in to see Rimley. Rimley told
me to get out and stay out.”

“Tell me something I didn’t know al-
ready.”

T said, “Rimley’s wrist watch was an hour
§BSt The clock on his mantel was an hour

st

She sat absolutely motionless.
think she was even breathing.

“Is that something new?” l asked.

She kept perfectly still.

I said, “We found the body of Rufus Stan-
berry in your bathtub His wrist watch was
an hour slow.”
h;vghm does Mr. Master Mind deduce from
that?”

“From that,” I said, “I deduce that Rimley
was building himself an alibi. He arranged
to have his clock and his watch an hour fast.
Perhaps shortly before that Stanberry went
into the rest room and took off his wrist
watch when he washed his hands. The rest
room attendant was under orders to set the
watch an hour fast.”

e said, “An huur fast"”
“That’s what I s:
“But you just sald that when we found
his wrist watch, it was an hour slow.”
“Do I have to dot all the i’s and cross

all the t's?”
Since you started making

I don’t

“You'd better.
i's and t's.”

I said, “Rimley was working out a slick
alibi. Stanberry went in to see Rimley after
his watch had been tampered with. Rimley
took occasion to call Stanberry’s attention
to the time. Stanberry didn’t realize it was
that late, but he checked his watch with
Rimley’s clock. And then to reassure him,
Rimley showed him his wrist watch. From
there on it's just a case of too many cooks
spoiling the broth.”

“What do you mean?”

SAID, “When you discovered Stanberry’s
body, you knew that his watch should be
an hour fast. You didn’t know what time
it was because you don’t wear a wrist watch.
You simply took it for granted that Stan-
berry's wrist wateh was an hour fast, so you
set it back an hour, But someone else,
also knew that the wrist watch was an hour
fast, had already set it back an hour.”
She was silent for so long that I looked at
she might have fainted.
asked.

“l haven’t anything to say—not to you.”

said “Okay,” and surted the motor.

“Where are we going’

“Bsck to Bertha Cools apartment.”
“What’s at Bertha Cool’s apartment?”
“Sergeant Frank Sellers of Homicide.”

And what are you going to do there?”

“Tell him what I told you and let him do
the talking from then on. I've been a sucker
long enough.”

She stuck it out for a dozen blocks, then
twisted the key i in the ignition. “Okay,” she
sald “shut it off.”

I eased the car to the curb and sett.led
back against the cushions. “

he said, “Id get killed if they knew I
told you

“You'll be arrested for murder if you
don’t.”

“You're hard when you want to be.”

I fought against another spell of shivering
as the cold damp fog penetrated into the
marrow of my bones, and managed to say
threateningly, “I'm as hard md as cold as
the back of a barred jail deor.”

::gﬂ right, what do you want to know?”

very!

She smd.. “I can’t tell you everything, g:n-
ald. I can tell you the things that cos
me. I can tell you enough so \‘_hlt you'll
realize you ‘re net being framed.”

I said, “You tell me the whole story here
and now and without waiting for reinforce-
ments or you get a third degree from Ser-
geant Frank Sellers. Make up your mind.”

She said, “That isn’t fair.”

“Make up your mind. I've stuck my neck
out for you a couple of times. Now I'm
getting tired of it. You can start paying
me back, beginning right n

W wuld | get out of this car and start walk-
ing away.”

“Try it and see what happens.”

I was shivering again new, but she was
so intent on her own predicament that she ¥
didn’t realize it. g

She sat sxlemly for about ten seconds, then
she said, “How did you think Rufus Stan-
berry made his money?” 4

I said, “You're doing the talking.”

“Blackmail.”

“Keep talking.”

“We dldn‘t know it for quite a while.”

“Who's w

“Pmman lel

“What happened when he found out?”

“He got bus;

“Tell me nbout the blackmail.”

“It wasn't just the usual thing. He was
clever as the very devil. He did lots of embel-
lhhmmt and embroidery—the l.lttle things

that really got i m the big money.

“llu. Crail, for instance?”

“Exactly. He dldn! bother with her on
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the small stuff, but waited until she got
married and then cashed in in a big w:

and he was doing it so that there wnuld.n’
really have been any comeback. He was sell-
ing her the building at a price about three
times what it was wo;

“Nice business if you can get it,” T said.

“He was getting it. He it in such a
way there was almost no comeback. Most
of the time his victims didn’t even know him
personally. He may have been blackmailing
people he didn’ t know by sight.”

ow come?

“He has some sort of an organization, of
course—a little secret service that gets the
goods. But Stanberry’s cleverness was in the
way he'd save information for months or
years—until the time was ripe for a good
killing. Then the victim would get a tele-
phone call—just one.”

“What would be said?”

“A nice little threat and orders to pay
money in cash to his dear nephew, Archie.
After that there might be an anonymous
letter or two, but usually that first telephone
call was so devastating the rest was just a
mop-up that Archie could handle.”

said, “Archie’s eyes were all swollen with
tearful grief—induced by breaking open a
cigarette and putting a little grain of tobacco
in each eye. I had to help him get one out.
1 saw the broken cigarette on his dresser.”

She didn’t say anything.

llsmd “Archie had had your picture on his
wall,

“He'd taken it down, hadn’t he?” she
asked quickly.

“Yes. He said it was a pin-up picture he‘d
bribed your publicity phetographer .

“Blackmailed was the word he should have
used,” she said bitterly. “Archie’s a poor
sap. His uncle had brains—dangerous

rains.

“And where did Rimley ceme in? Don’t
make me laugh by telling me he was black-
mailing Riml

“He was, in a way. But, of course, it was

“Blackmailing Rimley’s clients, using the
Rendezvous to pick up stuff that he could
use later. But he was able to keep under
cover and do a lot of his stuff before we
found out what was happening. It was the
Crail deal that really put us wise. And, of
course, Rimley had quite a stake in that.
His lease lapsed within ninety days after a
bona fide sale.”

“So Mrs, Crail really didn’t want to buy,
and Rimley really didn’t want to have Stan-
berry sell. Is that it?”

“Something like that.”

“What's the rest of the deal?”

“I don’t know. All I know is that Stan-
berry had a whole safe full of papers and
we got them.

“Who did the getting?” I asked.

HE said simply, “I did.”

I jerked up in my seat with the sheer
surprise of that. “You got them!”

“Yes.”

“When?”

“This afternoon

“How'

She sald “It_worked out just about as
you figured. You know the washrooms
there at the Rendezvous, they have a colored
grafter who turns on water in the bowl,
sprinkles in a little toilet water, hands you
some soap and a towel and stands poised
solicitously with a brush, all ready to go to
work as soon as your hands are dried, which,
of course, means a nice tip. Stanberry al-
ways washed his hands as though he wanted
to make the scrubbing last until Saturday
night. He'd take off his wrist watch and
hand it to the attendant. Rimley simply in-
structed the attendant to set the watch ahead
an hour,”

“Then what?”

[Turn page]
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“Then, almost as soon as Stanberry went
back to the dining room, Rimley sent for
him. And, of course, Rimley had ﬁxed the
watch and the clock in his own office.”

“All right,” I said, “that accounts for that
much of it. Now tell me how he happened
to be in your apartment.”

“Don’t you get the sketch?”

“No’

“He was blackmailing me.”

“Over what?”

She laughed and said, “Over some bait
that I gave him. When Rimley wanted to
stop his blackmailing activities, he needed
a decoy. T was it”

“And s

“Archie Stanberry had been making little
passes at me. I let Archie get the bait and
take it to his uncle. The uncle swallowed

it

“What did he find out about you?”

She smiled. “T was wanted for murder

“Any foundations?”

“Of course not. It was a plant. I had some
“old newspaper clippings and a couple of in-
criminating letters that I'd written to myself
and a few other things in a drawer in the
table where Archie could find them. He
found them, read them and took them to

cle.

“And what did uncle do?”

“Called on me_this afternoon, you dope.
Haven't you got the play yet?

“And you cracked him over the head with
a hatchet?”

“Don't be silly. I slipped him a drugged
drink that was due to make him unconscious
for just about an hour and fifteen minutes.”

1 said, “T get it now. You had an appoint-
ment with him for a definite time. You made
some mention of the time when he came in
so that he would see that he was exactly on
time. Then when he became unconscious
you'd set his watch back to the right time,
tell him that he'd only been out for ten or

een minutes; that it must have been a
spell wnth his heart, and let it go at that.”

tly.”
“And during that hour and fifteen minutes,
what were you doing
“During about forty five minutes of that
hme. I was playing bur;
id you leave any bnck-traﬂ""

“I don't think so.”

“How did you work it?”

She said, “About a month ago, I got an
apartment in the Fulrose Apartments. 1 was
very careful never to go there except when
I knew Stanberry was out. And even then,
I only stayed there i once in a

Francisco. When I get ready to give up the
apartment, it's going to be because I find
that I'm in San Francisco so much of the
time it will be cheaper to stay at a hotel
whenever I happen to be back here.”

“Go on with the rest of it.”

“That’s just about all there was to it. He
had his drugged drink, got groggy and start-
ed for the bathroom. Then he got sleepy and
half fell in the bathtub. I slipped the keys
out of his pockets. We already knew that
the combination of the safe was written in
his noteboek so it would look like a tele-
phone number. Rufus Stanberry never
trusted anything entirely to memory.

“It was duck soup. I simply whizzed out
to the Fulrose Apartments, went up to my
apartment, then down the hall to his, opened
the door with his key, spun the combination
on the safe and cleaned it out of everything
that was at all incriminating to anyone, We
put Rufus Stanberry out uf the blackmail
business in one clean sweep.”

“Then what happened?”

“You know. I got back to my apartment.
He was dead.”

“What did you do with the keys?”

She said, “I put them back in his pockets.”

“Then what?"

She sald “I telephoned Rimley. He told
me over the telephone to beat it out right
away to Philip Cullingdon’s place and find
out everything he knew about an Irma Beg-
ley who had shaken him down in an auto-
mobile accident.”

“Did you ask him why?”

“Yes.”

“What did he say?”

“That Irma Begley was Mrs. Crail.”

“Who told you about the amount of the
settlement and about those other actions?”

“Rimley did.”

:1gver the telephone?”
h,:And what did he tell you to-do after
t

“He said to get out and get the stuff on
Mrs. Crail, then I was to pick up some wit-
ness, very casually, make it seem accidental
if possible, nnd go to my apartment and dis-
cover the

“So you plcked me as a witness?”

fer you horned in on my play I thought
that you might make a swell witness. The
trouble was you were too Ig(ood You figured
things out because of that key.”
¢ ‘;?(Vh the sudden interest in Mrs. Crail?”
asked.
“Because Mrs. Crail was with him in the

while so the maids would find the bed had
beensleptin My story was that I was a

woman who was working on a
swry l.nd commuting between and San

Crail was following it.”
-“How do you know?”
k told me.”

(
e
L0054
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“How did he know?”
“I don’t know.”

SAID, “And you think Rimley thought
Mr.s. Crail was implicated in the murder?”

T think he thought it would be a good
thing to have enough evidence . .
Donnlrl I don’t lmaw what Rimley f.hought
He's a deep one.”

“All right, let's get back to the murder.
You drugged Stanberry’s drink. Where did
you get the drug?”

“Rimley gave it to me.”

:::Ave you ever drugged a drink before?”

et

“Now then, when you went out leaving
Stanberry in your apartment, exactly what
did you do?  You locked your door, of
course?”

“No, I didn’t.”

“Why not?”

“I was mstructed not to.”

“What was the idea?”

said, “I was to leave a note in Stan-
berry’s hand where he'd be sure to see it
when he woke up, saying: ‘You've had a
spell with your heart. I'm dashing down to
the drugstore to get some medicine.” In that
way in case Stanberry recovered conscious-
nem hefore I returned, I could account fof my

ence.”

“That’x all right, but why did you leave'
the door of the apartment unlocked

“Unlocked and slightly ajar so thnt Stan-
berry would think P'd dashed out in a hurry.”

0se Aden was that?”
“Rimley’s.”

“I don’t like it.”

“Why not?”

I said, “If your story is true, it looks as
though Rimley had played you all the way
through for a fall guy. It's all just too con-
venient—a perfect setting for murder. The
man passes out in your apartment. You are
instructed to leave the door open. You're
unt out on an errand that ... no, wait

minute!”

“Whnt is it, Donald?”

1 said, “Rimley’s too smart for that. If he
had wanted to frame you, he wouldn’t have
hit the man over the head with a hand ax.
He could have put a pillow over his head
and smothered him, and then it would have
appeared that the drug had affected his
heart. No, that tapping him over the head
with a hatchet is just too crude. And it
doesn’t fit in with Rimley's scheme. Now I
see Rimley’s interest in Mrs. Crail. The note
was lgél, in Stanberry’s hand when you

“Yes”
“What did you do with it?”

“Destroyed it.”

I said, “Well, so far it checks. It was a
nice scheme. Stanberry would have kept
his with you.

would never have occurred to him that }us
watch had been set ahead an hour and then
turned back an hour. - He might well have
been suspicious that the drink was drugg
but would hardly have thought you'd
have had time to get his keys and—his keys
were important?”

“T'll say they were important. He had a
lock on his door that no passkey would open.

ere was a very fine lock on the inner
steel door of his safe and on another lock on
the steel door of the compartment where the
incriminating papers were kept.”

1 said musingly, “It ceuld have worked out
just that way. On the other hand, it could
hai/e been a perfect setup for the murder
only .. .”

She flung herself on me. Her arm went
around my neck. Her face pressed up close
to mine.

Startled, I tried to pull away.

She crushed me to her, said in my ear,
“Get hot! A prowl car just swung around
the corner. We've got to be necking. If
they catch you and me parked out here . . .”

She didn’t need to say any more. I kissed

She mumbled,
toni

1 hugged her a little tighter.

Her full red lips half parted, clung to
mine. Her body pushed itself up against
mine.

I heard a car stop.

“You're not in Sunday School,” Billy Prue
muttered.

I warmed up to my job. A flashlight beat
on my face. A hard-boiled gruff veice said,
“What the hell's coming off here?”

I released Billy Prue and blinked into
the flashlight.

“What the hell’s the idea?” the man said.
“This is a business street.”

Billy Prue gave him one look, then cover-
ed her face with her hands and started to

“Don’t be so damn pla-

sob.
The flashlight darted around through the
car. “Let’s have a look at you,” the cop said.
1 held my face up to the beating rays of
the flashlight. He took in the smeared lip-
stick, the rumpled hair, the necktie that was
pulled to one side, said, “Okay, get the hell
out of here and try an auto camp next time.”
1 started the car and drove away fast.
Billy Prue said, “Gosh, that was a squeak!
“You thought that up quick,” I told her.
“I had to, My Donald! Does it al-
ways take you that long to get going?”
to say something and then the
chill of the fog and the emotional build-up
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that had come when Billy Prue started neck-
ing hit me with the force of a sledge hammer.

I was shivering all over. I tried to stop the
car, but before I could get it stopped I was
wobbling around the street.

“Say, what the hell's the matter with
you?” 'Billy asked.

I said, “The tropics turned my blood to
water and—and you started it boiling.”

I brought the car to a stop.

Billy Prue pulled me out from be}und the
steering wheel. “Listen,” she snxd “you’re
gomg to bed. Where do you live?”

“Not my apartment, " I told her. “You
can't take me there.”

“Why not?”

“Frank Sellers will be having it watched.”
She didn’t say anything, just started the car.

“Where?” I asked.

“You heard what the cop told us.”

CHAPTER XI

HAD A confused impression
of white lights over a port-
ico, a row of neat little
stucco hungnlows 1 heard

you . .
yes, a double.”

I was dlmly conscious of
water running, then I was
on a bed, and a ming
hot towel quieted jumpy
nerves that were causing the muscles to
cramp.

Billy Prue was bending over me.

“Go to sleep.”

“T've got to get my clothes off.”

“Don’t be silly. They're off.”

I closed my eyes. Warmth enveloped me
and sudden oblivion.

I wakened with sunlight streaming across
the bed. The aroma of fresh coffee was in
my nostrils.

T knuckled sleep out of my eyes.

The door gently opened. Billy Prue peeked
into the room. Her face relaxed when she
saw I was awake.

‘Hello,” she sald “how you feeling?”

“T think Im fecling fine. Gosh! Did 1 pass
out last ni

“There wasnt anything wrong with yi
excegé you were weak and ccmpletely

“W'here did you get the coffee?”

“T've been shopping. There’s a store down
the block.”

“What time is it?”

“How the hell would I know?” she said.
“I don’t carry a watch. You remember
pointed that out to me yesterday night wm

you were trying to pin a murder on me?”

Almost instantly all of the various ramifi-
cations of \‘.he Stanberry murder came crowd-
ing back into my mind.

I said, “I ve got to telephone the office.”

She smd “You'll eat before you do a
thing. The bathroom’s all yours. Don’t be
too long about it because I'm cooking waffles.”

She went back in the kitchen. I went into
the bathroom, had the luxury of a hot bath,
dressed, combed my hair with a pocket comb,
and went out to the kitchen. Bllly d grub
cooked, and I was really hungry.

She ‘watched me with wlde thoughtful

“You re a good kid, Donnld " she said.

“What have I dene now?

She muled “It’s the way you didn’t do
the things you didn’t do,” she said, “that
makes you a gentleman.

ow are we registered?” I asked.

She said nothing, simply smiled at me.

I ate quite a bit before my stomach sud-
denly went dead on me, right in the middle
of taking a bite,

I pushed the plate back.

Billy said, “Go out there and sit in the sun.
If the woman who the place comes
over and talks with you don’t be embar-
rassed. We haven't got any baggage and she
thinks we're 1ivmg in sin but she’s got a
boy in the Navy.”

I went out and sat in the sun.

The auto camp was out of town on the
rim of a valley that stretched away to where
a tracery of white snowcapped mountains
hung against the deep blue sky.

I settled back and relaxed.

e woman who ran the place came over
and introduced herself. She had a son who
was on a destroyer somewhere in the South
Pacific. I told her I had been on a destroyer
myself, that I might have seen her son,
might have even talked with him without
knowing his name. She sat down beside me
in the orange blossom scented sunlight and
we both kept quiet, each respecting the
thoughts of lhe other. After a while Billy

e came out and sat down beside us. Then
Billy said we had to go and the woman who
ran the place made some excuse to get away
so she wouldn’t embarrass us by letting us
knaw that she knew we didn’t have any

Bllly slid in behind the wheel of the agency
car and started back toward town.

“Cigarette?”

“Not while I'm driving, Donald.”

“Oh yes, I forgot.”

We were almost at the Rendezvo\u when
she suddenly asked, “How much

going to tell your fnend Sergeant Selfw
about what I told y
“Nothing.”
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She slid the car in to a place at the curb
and stopped.

Soft gentle fingers that somehow had a
lot of strength in them squeezed mine.
“You re a good egg, Donald,” she said,

“even if .

“Even if what?” I asked as she stopped.

She opened the car door. “Even if you do
talk in your sleep. Good-by Donald.”

CHAPTER XII

[EAVING the car in the
parking place across from
the office went up. It
was half past twelve when

the door of

Bertha Cool's manner mellowed. “Yes.
What can I do for you?”
The man reached in his pocket. “First

permit me to introduce myself, I am Frank
L. Glimson, senior partner of the firm of
Cosgate & Glimson, attorneys at law. And
now, Mrs. Cool, I want you to do something
for me.”

He extended a paper to Bertha.

Bertha took the paper mechanically and
said, “We do a lot of werk for lawyers, Mr.
Glimsen. We rather specialize in that field.
Donald, put down that newspaper. This is
my partner, Mr. Glimson, Donald Lam, He's

in the Navy. Just back, and already
bard at work. Now what was it you wanted?
ese papers?”

the office. Blsie Brand was

out to lunch.

I heard the sound of a

f| creaking chair from Ber-
tha's private office,

heavy feet on the floor and

the door was jerked open.

Bertha Cool stood in the
doorway looking at me with icy exasperation.

“You!” she said.

“Thn’.l right.”

“Why, mn you!” Bertha said. “Who
do you thu\k you are, and what do you mean
by taking a_powder? Here I thought you
were all in. You looked like a ghost. I slave
my fingers to the bone cooking eggs and
con for you and you start philandering

“Do you want to quarrel i m the outer office
where clients can hear us?” I asked, drop-
ping into a chair and picking up the morn-
ing paper.

“You irritating little impudent cold-blood-
ed ingrate. Bertha used an eight dollar
bottle of whisky to square things with thnt
flatfoot from the police force, and you go .

jerked my head toward the transom.
“People walking up and down the corridor
can hear you, Bertha. Perhaps some possible
client is standing outside .

a ral her voice. “T don't care how
many clients are nnnd.mg outside. I'm going
to tell you this, and you're going to listen to
lt If you think you can come back here

A black shadow formed on the door of the
office. I pointed my finger at it.

Bertha checked herself with an effort.

Someone tried the knob of the door.

Benhn took a deep breath. “See who it is,
lover.”

I put down the paper, crossed the room
and opened e door.

in these

Bertha unfolled the papers.

“Why— y— Fry me for an oyster!
Why, damn you for a .

Glimson held up his hand “Just a moment,
Mrs. Cool Just a moment, Please let me
exp)

Exphm hell!” Bertha shouted.at him.
“This is a summons in the case of Mrs.
Rolland B. Lidfield versus Esther Witson and
Bertha Cool. What in hell do you mean?”

“Just a minute, Mrs Cool. Just a minute.
Plense let me expl Slain.”

rtha whip ed through the pages of the
folded legal 5 uments. “Fifty thousand

Ilars!” she screamed. “Fifty . . . thousand
dothra"‘

“Exactly,” Glimson said acidly. “And if
you wish to remain hostile to me, Mrs. Cool,
it is going to cost you fifty thousand dollars.”

a was for the moment, speechless.

Glimson went on smoothly, “Mrs. Cool, I
am prepared to make you a propesition, a
business proposition, whlch is why I brought
the papers here myself.’

Glimson looked over at me and mcluded
me with an affable nn-u\e “Now, Mrs. Cool,”
he said soothingly, “we don’t really think
that you were at all negligent. We think
that Esther Witson is the one who was solely
to blame for the accident.”

E BEAMED at Bertha Cool.
Bertha'’s jaw was pushed forward like
a prow of a battleship. “What's your prop-
osition?” said ominou.
“Now, Mrs. Cool, you're angry at me.”
“You're damn right I'm angry at you,"
Berdm screamed.

'Mrs. Cool, I'm not gomg to take any un-
fair advantage of you. I'm a lawyer and
you're not. !‘m gomg to tell you exactly what
the law is. used to be conndered that Lhe

t

A
bon; ) ionhead md i chcr_kbones
y nou Mlh L

&:t.h t twinkled
shrewdly over rims of glasses and
"Mn. Bertha Cool?”

of one t
the other. Bmthnr\ﬂehnnuwbeen
dungod—nﬁm it hu been clarified by our
courts. The of Ramsey versus Powers,
74 Cal. App. mhold.sthntwhenntorthn
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been committed, and two or more parties
are alleged by the p]amhﬁ to have joiniy
committed the same . .

“What do I care about tort-feasors!” Ber-
tha interrupted.

“Don’t you see, Mrs. Cool? All that you
have to do is to help us show that it really
was Miss Witson who was at fault and that’s
all there is to it. But there’s one peculiarity
of the law, Mrs. Cool, and that is that in
order to take a quick deposition as a matter
of right, the person whose deposition.is to

taken must be a party to the action. Now
T don’t say that I made you a party to the
action merely in order to take your depo-
sition, . Cool, but I am going to tell

brant with eager excitement. “Hello, hello.
Who is this?”

“Donald Lam talking.”

“Oh, Mr. Lam! This is Esther Witson. You
know, the Miss Witson who was in that auto-
mobile accident, and who called .. ."

“Yes, I know.”

“I want to talk with Mrs. Cool.”

“She’s busy right now. It might be better
if she -talked a little later.”

“But, can’t she come to the telephone just
long enough 0 .

said, “She’s busy now It might be better

if she called a little lates
ther Witson thaug t that over for a
moment then said, “Oh,  you mean { that she’s
busy that

you that I want to take your
right here at your office at three o'clock
this afternoon. And if your testimony shows
that the accident was all the fault of Esther
Witson, we will ask the court to dismiss the
case against you on the ground that there
is no liability on your. part.”

And Glimson beamed at her.

rtha said, “Suppose this client of yours—
what’s her name?”

“Mrs. Rolland B. Lidfield,” Glimson said.

“All right. Suppose Mrs. Lidfield was the
one who was at fault?”

Glimson put long bony fingertips together.
“Now, Mrs. Cool, I think you must have
overlooked the significance of what I said
to you just now. If the accident was occa-
sioned by the negligence of Miss Witson then
we will move the court to dismiss the ac-
ot 3

“What is this, bribery or blackmail?”
Bertha asked.

“My dear Mrs. Cool! My dear Mrs. Cool!”

“Don’t you my dear me,” Bertha said.
“What's the idea of this thing anyway?”

“We want your deposition, Mrs. Cool. We
feel that we are entitled to have your evi-
dence perpetuated so that when the case
comes up for trial we will know exactly
what we have to contend with. In so many
of these cases, Mrs. Cool, the evidence has
a habit of jumping around. You'll think you
have a good case, and then when you get in
court . . . But after all, Mrs. Cool, you are
a woman of the world, and you understand
these things.”

“I don’t understand a damn thing about
it,” Bertha said, “except that I'm not going
to be dragged into it. If you can show any
negligence on my part, T'li eat it!”

Glimson threw back his head and laughed.
“You express it so quaintly, Mrs. Cool. But
you're going to feel rather foolish explain-
ing in eourt why you gave the name Bosko-
vitche!”

The telephone rang. I moved over to
Elsie’s desk and answered it.

The voice that came over the wire was vi~

hasyw do with that case?”

She said, “I wonder if you could answer
my questions, Mr. Lam,

L

“Is a hatchet-faced lawyer by the name
of Glimgon there?”

“Talkmg with her now?”

“Oh "Mr. Lam, I wonder if you could get
this message to Mrs. Cool. My lawyer said
that Glimson is trying to make Mrs. Cool
a party so he can take her deposition, and
that if Mrs. Cool would agree to whatever
it is that Glimson wants without comrmttmg
herself as to what her testimony is going
to be, it would be the best way to trap Glim-
son in what my lawyer says is sharp prac-
tice.

SAID, “I'll see what I can do.”
“T'll come over a little later and explain
things in detail,” she sai
“I'll let you talk with Berthn," 1 said, and
motioned fo Berf
“T'l] take it later,” Bertha said.
“Better listen to this, Bertha. You can
make up your mind Iater, but listen now.”
Bertha moved over to the phone, said,
“Hello,” then listened. g
After a while she said, “All right, Good-
by,” and hung uy
She turned ta Ghmson
want to take this deposition
He beamed at her. “We can take it right
here, Mrs. Cool. I'll have a notary who is
also a shorthand court reporter move right
in. It won'’t inconvenience you at all, only a
few mmuteH few simple questions . . .

time?’
I h.rl mggested '.hree o'clock, but . . .
Lhree u'dock, and get the hell out of harn
shook
Cool's hand. Ho

“Where do you
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nodded his head and backed out of the office

still nodding.

L dirty damned shyster.” Bertha said
when the door closed on him.

I said, “Wait until after three o’clock this
afternoon before you say anything. And you
might start thmkmg over what you're going
to .say .1 he may be an automobile

Berths gluwemd at me. “Any time that
bony-faced buzzard thinks he can rattle me,
he’s got another think coming. Automobile
lawyer my foot! I'll show him a thing or

s akay by me,’
the paper again.

Bertha glowered at me and was just start-
ing to say something when Elsie Brand
fitted her latchkey to the door, opened it and
dzen seemed surprised as she saw Bertha and
me there
“Oh, hello! Im not interrupting, am 1?”

Bertha said angrily, “Do we always have
to hold our conferences here in the outer of-

” 1 said, and picked up

fice? What the hell do we have a private
office for?”
Elsie Brand said, “Sorry,” in an i 1

“I would like very much to have that case
settled out of court, have the matter com-
promised and dropped.”

Bertha pricked up her ears. Shrewd cal-
culation glittered in her eyes. “Just how,’
she asked, “did you propose to go about it?”

Crail said, “I don’t want to approach the
attorneys on either side, but it occurred to
me that you, being a professional woman,
might be in a position to arrange for a cash
settlement so that the entire matter would
be_dropped.”

ay I ask what's your interest in it?"”
1 inquired.

Crail said, “That's a question I'd prefer

not to answer.”

said, “One of the parties to the accident
wrote down the hoense numbers of the cars
that were near by.”

RA[L changed position in the big chair.
n you know the answe:
“What i Bertha  demanded, would be in
it for me—for us?
“I could,” Crail said, “arrange to give you
five hundred dollars if you could settle the
matter for t; five hundred. That would

tone of voice and crossed over to her type-
writer.

Bertha turned to me, “We got interrupted,”
she said, sudden anger in her eyes. “Where
dxd you sleep last night? Frank Sellers said

She broke off as the outer door opened.
The man who entered was a broad-
shouldered competent individual who at the
moment looked as awkwardly self-conscious
as a man at the ribbon counter of a depart-
ment store, “Mrs. Cool?” he asked.
Berthn nodded

1 got m my fee
y name,” he smd “is Ellery Crail.”
Bertha flashed me a glance, said hastily,

going out—that’s how you happened to ca
us in the outer office. But we’ll postpone i

“I'm sorry to interfere,” Crail apologlzed
“but I'm exceedingly busy an

“Come in,” Bertha said, “come nght in.”

We filed into the private office. Bertha
seated herself behind the desk, indicated a
chair for me on her right, seated Crail in the
big comfortable client’s chuxr

Crul cleared his . “In a way,” he
uid X‘m not comulhng you in your profes-

capacity.

“No"" Benhn asked, her personality with-
drawing xtseli behind a hard shell of incipient
hostility. “Then what do you want?”

said, “You were, I believe, a witness
to an lutomblle accident yuﬁu‘riay 4

“Oh. ” Bertha said.

uumn of my own,” Crail went on,

make a total expendnure on my part of three
thousand dollars.”

“In other words,” Bertha said eagerly,
“you’ll pay three thousand dollars to settle
the case, and anything we can get between
the amount of senlement and three thousand
dollars will .

“T didn’t say that,” Crail interrupted with
dignity. “I said that I would be willing to
pay you five hundred dollars to effect a
settlement up to an amount of twenty-five
hundred dollars.”

“Suppose we get a settlement for two
thousand dollars'

“Your fee V\ould be five hundred.”

“The same as if we settled for twenty-five
hundred?”

Veos

“That doesn’t give us very much of an in-
centive to get a lower settlement.”

“Exactly,” Crail said. “I am making my
proposition in the manner in which I have
outlined it for a very definite reason. I don’t
want you to try and increase your own
compensation at the expense of delaying a
sett.lement T want this thing cleaned up at

¥ Bactin said, “Now, let’s get this straight.
All that you want us to do is settle this law-
suit over the automnbxle accident? Thnt‘
absolutely everything?”
“That’s all, yes. What else would there be?”
“I'm just getting it straight.” Bertha said,
“so that it won't interfere with any other
work that we might have here in the office.”
“I see no reason why it should, Mrs. Cool
My proposition is very simple.”
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Bertha said, “We'd want a retainer. At
least a couple ‘of hundred in advance.”

Crail reached in his pocket for his check-

book, unscrewed the cap of his fountain
pen, then thought better of it, put the cap
back on the pen, the pen back in his pocket,
folded the checkbook, drew out a wallet and
coum.ed out two hundred dollars in tens and
twentie

Bertha scribbled a receipt which Crail
folded, tucked in his wallet and then got to
his feet smxhng inclusively. He shook hands
with Bertha and me and went out.

Bertha’s eyes glittered up into mine, “Well,
lover, it's working out all right. Two
hundred bucks here and two hundred bucks
there, and the first thmg you know, we’ll
have a real case out of it.”

I said, “Why do you suppose he wants the
case settled, Bertha?’

Bertha's eyebrows came up. “Why for the
simple reason that he doesn’t want anyone
to know his wife was following Stanberry.”

1 said, “Somehow, in Mrs. Crail's position,
I'd hardly confide in a husband.”

“Well, what you'd do, and what she’s done,
are two different things.”

“Perhaps, but I'm beginnin ti to wonder if
this case doesn’t have another angle we
haven’t considered.”

Bertha said irritably, “That’s the devil of
it with you, Donald. You keep arguing
against established facts. Now you're going
out with Bertha and get a nice lunch so
that you won’t get nll Tun down like you
were yesterday

“I had a lule breakfast ” 1 said.

“The hell you dad! Say, where were you
last night? I.

The telephone ‘made sound. Bertha glnred
at me for a minute, then snatched up
receiver.

1 heard Elsie Brand'’s voice saying, “Esther
Witson is here.”

“Oh my God!” Bertha said. “I forgot she
was coming. Send her in.”

Bertha slammed back the receiver and
said to me, “Now if we could get two
hundred dollars out of her, we'd really be
getting somewhere.”
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CHAPTER XII

[STHER Witson came barg-
ing in, her face filled with
toothful smiles. A couple
of steps behind her, a
pudgy man about two-
thirds bald beamed amiably
at us behind hern-rimmed
glasses. He had bluish-
green eyes, an appearance
of beefy solidarity and a
manner which was con-
sciously dynamic.

It was as though he'd
been reading books on how te impress people
and had remembered just abeut all he had
read. A short red mustache, ragged and
shﬁ as a bottle brush, separnted his nose

om a thick upper lip. thick fingers
clutched the handle of a bnei case.

‘My lawyer, Mr. Mysgart, John Carver
Mysgart. He’s handled my legal interests for
years,” Esther Witson said.

Mysgart bowed so that the light from
Bertha's window reflected from the shiny
expanse of his bald dome.

is is Mrs. Ceol,” Esther Witson went
on, “and this is Mr, Lam

Mysgart shook hands. He was, he an-
nounced, very pleased to meet us both.

“Won’t you be seated?” Bertha asked.

Esther Witson said, “They’ve served papers
on me. I brought my lawyer along because
I wanted him to explain the legal aspects
of the situation.”

She turned to Mysgart and beamed at him.

Mysgart cleared his throat. The amiable
expression instantly left his face as he mar-
shaled his features into the ]udiclal He said
in tones of deep solemnity, “This is a legal
outrage, Mrs. Cool. It is unfertunate thlt
the legal profession is besrmrched by such
ﬁrm as Cosgate & Glimson.

“Shysters?” Bertha :ked

“Not exactly what you'd call shysters,”
Mysgart said. “They are shrewd, aggressive,
able and scrupulous in observing the exact
letter of the law. But that is all. Yes, Mrs.
Cool, that is all. Understand, I wouldn't
want to be quoted in this. It is merely a

i that I'm making-
privileged communication, by the way.”

“He’s_had dealings with them before,”
Esther Witson interposed.

Mysgart lifted his brief case, opened
“Take, for instance, this despicable, thu
damnable attempt to influence your testi-
mony, Mrs. Cool. It is legal in the sense that
there’s no law against it, but it is something
which the ethical lawyer can never condone.
You see what they have done, don’t you?”

They‘ve sued me,” Bertha said.

“Exactly. Thayvenlmedyo\luad-hnd
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ant in order to worry you, in order to harass
you, in order to annoy you, and in order to
stampede you so that in giving your testi-
mony you will be swayed by a desire to pla-
cate them.”

Bertha said, “They can’t scare me.”

Esther Witson nodded _enthusiastically,
“That’s exactly what I told Mr. Mysgart.”

Mysgart beamed at Bertha. “I'm glad to
hear you say so, Mrs. Cool. Now my idea is
to turn their despicable little trick against
them. You are entitled to five days notice
before they can take your deposition, but
these lawyers naturally didn’t tell you thnt
They wanted to force you to testify in their
favor, to intimidate you, to browbeat you.
However, we've worked out a perfect defense
to their little scheme, Mrs. Cool. My client
was not only blameless throughout, but she is
a generous, warm hearted, sympathetic wom-
an who has a keen appreciation for the in-
convenience to which you have been sub-
jected.

“Mrs. Cool, my client, Esther Witson, has
told me that she will defray the expenses of
making a legal appearance for you. In other
words, I am instructed by my client to file
an answer on your behalf and proceed as
your attorney until the matter is of

it will not cost you one red cent—not
one red cent, Mrs. Cool. My client will defray
the entire cost of the action.”

Bertha beamed all over her face.
mean I won'’t have to hire any lawyer?

Mr. Mysgart will appear for you.

"ill tnke care of everything,” Esther Witson

You

sai
“And it won’t cost me a cent?”
“Not a red cent,” Mysgart repeated.
Bertha heaved a sigh of relief and reached
for a cigarette.
There was a moment's silence while
lit up. I could see Bertha struggling for a
diplomatic approach.
Abruptly she blurted, “How about settling

e

“Setd.mg it!” Mysgnrt said_mouthing the
words as though forcing himself to say some-
thing utterly reprehensible. “My dear Mrs.
Cool the're is nothing to settle—absolutely
nothing

Bertha coughed a couple of times, looked
e to me for help.

didn’t say anything.

Berf.hn said, “After all, you know, lawsuits
are expensive, And it occurred to me that
in order to aveid all of the trouble of liti-
gation—well, you know, I might e some
offer of settlement to the plaintiff’s lawyer
to see if he’d wipe the whole thing off the

“Oh don't do thnt’ For HQ:\]{;’J s nke. don’t
l.hbﬂlty on your part. Tlnt won!d

¢ +do that, Mrs.

“e&

jeopardize the _entire o That would be
inconceivably disastro
Well,” Bertha said, “l’m a busy woman.
1 cant take the time . .
but it isn’t going to cost you any-
thmg," Esther Witson interrupted. “Mr.
Mysgart will represent you at every stage
of the proceedings and there won't be any
charge—none whatever.”

“But there’s my time,” Bertha said lame-
ly. “I thought perhaps—well, you know, I'd
offer them a thousand or two and see what
they did.”

'YSGART and his
glances of incredulous amazement.

“You mean you'd offer it yourself out of
your own pocket?”

“Why not?”

“But why should you?” Mysgart said.
“Can’t you understand, Mrs. Cool, the only
reason on God’s green earth that they have
made you-a party defendant to this action
is so they could take your deposition and
bullyrag you into distorting what had hap-
pened so that it would be in their favor. It's
a very shrewd and a very desperate trick.
They put you in the position of being a de-
fendant faced with a large contingent lia-
bility, and then assure you that if your testi-
mony is the way they think it is going to be,
they will dismiss the action against you. It's
very plainly an attempt to influence the wit-

ness.”

Bertha looked over at me.

1 lit a cigarette.

Bertha looked at Mysgart, floundered
around for words, then suddenly turned on
me and said, “Say something.”

Mysgart elevated his eyebrows, glanced
curiously over at me.

“Want me to tell you what I think?” I
asked Bertha.

“Yes.”

I said, “Go ahead, tell them the truth. Tell
them that Miss Witson was driving along be-
hind you; that you stopped your car because
you wanted to turn left; that you motioned
her to go on around you and she stopped
to bawl you out, and that was the reason
she didn’t see Lidfield’s car coming.”

here was a silence that you could have
put in a slicing machine, cut oﬁ into small
slices and wrapped up in pap

Esther Witson said suddenly, “Wel! if that’s
the position you re going to take, I'll do a little
talking myself.”

Mysgart snxd soothmgly. “Come, come now
ladies. Let’s

“Shut up," ‘Esther Witson said. “As a mat-
ter of fact, this fat slob was driving all over
the road. First she \:'hns on the left Tiﬁ:_en sl;ef
swung ‘way over to the right, jus ont.

. Then damned if idn’t stop and start

client exchanged
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giving left-hand turn signals and then wav-
ing her arms md gomg through a lot of out-
door calistheni

“Who’s a fat slob”' Bertha yelled.

“You are!”

“Ladies, ladies,” Mysgart interposed.

“My God,” Bertha said, “no horse-toothed
biddy is going to call me a fat slob. I'm heavy
—but I'm hard. There’s nothing slobby about
me. Get the hell out of here!”

“And,” Esther Witson went on, “because
I didn’t know what you were going to do,
and was trying to get past you, l was lured
out into the intersection and .

My dear young lady,” Mysgsrt said, on
his feet now and between her and Bertha
Cool, “you mustn’t, you simply mustn’t make
such statements.”

“I don’t care,” Esther Witson screamed.
“It was all her fault, and as far as I'm con-
cerned, she’s the one that’s responsible for the
whole business.”

Bertha Cool said, “You were so damned
anxious to bawl me out that you damn near
twisted your neck off. You weren’t even
looking where you were going. All I saw
was those horse teeth of yours .. .

“Don’t you say anythmg about my teeth,
you fat swill barrel!”

Mysgart got the door open into the cor-
ndor “Please, Miss Witson, please—I beg of

Esthex Witson yelled back over his shoul-
der. “I didn’t want you for a witness, any-
way. I hate fat stupidity.”

“Keep your lips over your teeth as much
as you can, Dearie,” Bertha said. “You look
like hel] when your mouth is all the way
open.”

The door slammed.

Bertha, her face almost purple looked at
me. “Damn you,” she said, “you did that.
Sometimes I could rip you apart just to
see what makes you tick—only you don't tick.
You're too smooth. You're just a lot of damn
wheels runmng in an oil bath. God how I
hate you!”

1 said, “Your cigarette’s burning the desk.”

Bertha snatched up the cigarette end,
ground it out in the ash tray and glowered
at me.

I said, “It had to come out sooner or later.
It's better this way. You try juggling the
truth and you'll get hurt. Eventually we’ll
settle this case for Crail, but not by letting
Mysgart think he’s going to have a case he
can win. Esther Witson has money. If you
settle the case, Mysgart can’t charge his client
a fat fee.

“If you're on his side, he'll put in a lot of *

time on legal monkey business and when he’s

won the case send his client a bill for about
three thousand bucks.- Tell the truth and
Mysgart may be willing to work out a settle-

ment. Well, see you nround depodhon hne.
Bettet think over what you're going to say.”
I walked out of the office.

e Brand was pounding away at the
keyboard of the typewriter. Without missing
a beat of a single letter, she glanced up at
me, her right eye slowly clost

I winked back at her and went out.

CHAPTER XIV

T PRECISELY three-
seventeen I returned to the
| office.

The deposition was under
way. A court reporter sat
at Elsie Brand’s desk, tak-
ing daw:::i everything t.hat
sail

witness chair luokmg ra-
ther triumpl e man
of about fifty thh a weak
chin and eager greedy eyes
Frank Glimson would be

who sat next to Fi
Rolland B. Lidfield, one of the plaintiffs in
the case.

As far as possible,
had interposed his bulk between Esther Wit~

John Carver Mysgart
son and Bertha Cool. He had Esther parked
pretty well behind him and he was scribbling
furiously on a notebook as I opened the door,
evidently taking down something he wanted
to ask Bertha when it came his turn.

They all glanced up as I entered. Then

limson went on with his questioning. His
hands were out in front of his chest, the
fingers spread apart, tips touching, His head
was tilted back slightly and his bony face was
a complete mask. “Now, Mrs. Cool, tell us
exactly what you did.”

“T slowed my car at the intersection,”
Bertha said, “and then 1 heard this raucous
horn blowing behind m

“Yes, yes, go on.”

“And ‘then Miss Witson swung her c
around me out into the middle lane of traf-

.
“And what did she do, if anything?”
“She started giving me a tongue lashing
because she didn't like the way I was driv-

ing.”
“She stopped her car to do this?” Glimson

“She did not. She was shooting around
me with a heavy foot on the throttle.”

e was, of course, facing you,” Glimson
said as one who makes a statement rather
than asks a question.

“T'll say she was fucmg me,” Bertha said.
“You saw her

“I saw her eyes ami her teeth.”
Esther Witson moved in her chair.
Mysgart reached back and made little
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pattie-cake gestures with his hand to quiet
down his client.

Glimson’s eyes held a flashing glint of tri-
umph. “Then when Miss Witson drove past
you, she was lookmg at you and talking to
you. Is that right?”

t's right.”

“Let me see if I have understood your testi-
mony correctly, Mrs. Cool. I believe you said
that when you came to the intersection you
brought your car almest to a stop.”

“That’s right.”

“Now let’s not misunderstand each other.
When Miss Witson went past you, she was
looking at you and talking to you, and your
car was at the intersection, is that right?”

“Then the front of her car must have been
well info Lhe intersection?”

“Whlle she was looking at you and talking
to you ,

And all of this time she was traveling at
a high rate of speed?”

“She was stepping on it. She had a heavy
foot on the throttle.’

“And when did she turn around to look
where she was going?” Glimson asked.

“Well, all of a sudden, it seemed to hit
her that she hadn’t been looking .

“Note an objection,” Mysgart said, “that
the witness cannot testify as to what seemed
to have been passing through my “client’s
mind. She can only testify .

“Yes, yes,” Glimson mterrupted “Just tell
us the facts, Mrs. Cool, not what you think.”

“Or what she thinks my client thought,”
Mysgart added snrcastmully

Glimson glared at
Mysgart wiggled hls upper lip so that his
mustache scratched his nose.

, she suddenly turned around and
there was this other car right on top of her,”
Bertha snapped.

“You mean the car which was being driv-
en by Mr. Rolland B. Lidfield, the gentleman
utu;g at my right?”

“And this car driven by Mr. Lidfield was
turning to the left, was it not, so that it was
headed up Mantica Street in a northerly di-
rection?”

“That’s right.”

“And Miss Witson, with what you have
described as a heavy foot on the throttle,
charged her car blindly into the imeroectlon
of Garden Vista Boulevard and

“That's right.”

Glimson sett] edhckinh!admrndhw-
ered his hands until they rested
stomach. He turned to Mysgart wlﬂ: a be-

nign expresmon “Would you care to cross-
examine?

Esther Witson stirred uneasily in her chair.

'YSGART made another little blind pat-
ting gesture in her general direction and
saxd “Certainly.
0 ahead.”

“Thank you,” Mysgart retorted with heavy
sarcasm.

Mysgart shifted the position of his chair
somewhat. Bertha Coel glanced at me with
a triumphant expression as much as to say
that no damn lawyer was going to mix her
up, and then turned her eager little eyes on
Mysgart.

Mysgart cleared his throat. “Now let’s just
go back to the beginning and see if we get
this straight, Mrs. Cool. You were proceed-
ing in a westerly direction on Garden Vista
Boulev

es.

“And how long had you been driving
westerly along Garden Vista Boulevard be-
fore yuu came to the intersection of Mantica
Street?

“Eight or ten blocks, perhaps.”

“Now at the intersection of Mantica Street,
you have testified that your automobile was
in the extreme nght-hand lane, the lane that
is nex! to the curb.”

“And how long had it been in that lane?”
“I don’t know.”
“Kou wouldn't say for eight or ten blocks?”

“Some of the time you have been over on
the extreme left-hand lane, the one that's
closest to the center of the road, hadn’t you,
Mrs. Cool?”

“T suppose so.”

“And part of the time you had been in the
middle lane?”

Mysgart raised his eyebrows in_surprise.
“You're certain of tht Mrs. Cool?”

“Absolutely certain,” Bertha snapped.

“At no time at all, had you operated your
car in the middle lane? Is that right?”

“That's right.”
“But you had been over on the left-hand
lane?”

“Yes.”

“And at the time of the nccldent you were
over on the right-hand lane?”

“Then. Mysgart said with elaborate sar-
casm, “will you be so kind to tell us,
CooL how you could possibly have got from

lane to the ht- d lane
wn'.hout dnvm; over the mi
“I may have crossed it,” Bertha smd with

unn.
“Oh,” Mysgart said with well-simulated
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surprise, “then you did operate your car on
the middle lane?”

“I went across it.”

“Strmght across?”

“Then am I to understand you turned
sharply and crossed the middle lane at a
right an,

“Dont be sllly. I angled over to the right-
hand lan

“Oh, then you turned abruptly in front of
oncoming traffic?

“Certainly not,” Bertha said. “You can't
mix me up. I eased my way over.”

“Taking perhaps a block in order to com-
plete your maneuver, or two blocks, or three
blocks or four blocks

den’t
“It mlght have been four blocks?”
“I don’t ki t could have been.”

Shigey for'a, Tong: distance; Wex: Gol. Ber-
haps for as much as four blocks, you were
operating your car in the middle lane of
raffic?”

“I was easing my way across it.”

“Then what did you mean by telling us
that at no time did you operate your car on
the middle lane of traffic?”

“Well, I meant that I wasn’t—well, I wasn’t
going down the middle lane and intending
to keep on it.”

“But you dxd operate your car across the
middle lane?

“Across, yes.”

“Then for a certain period of time you did
have your car moving along Garden Vista
Boulevard so that all four of its wheels were
within the white lines of the middle lane?”

“T guess so, yes.”

“I don’t want any guessing about it,” Mys-
gart announced. “I want the facts. Come,
Mrs. Cool, if you're as expert an automobile
driver as you claimed, you certainly should
be able to tell us frankly and without equivo-
cation whether you did or did not at any time
within those eight or ten blocks operate your
automobile so that all four wheels were with-
in the whnte lines of the middle lane of the

wa;

“I djd yes!” Bertha shouted at him.

Mysgart settled back in his chair with sad
resignation. “Then you were testifying in-
correctly, Mrs. Coel, when you said that at
no time did you operate your car on the
middle lane.”

Bertha started to say something but the
words sputtered into angry, inarticulate
sounds. The court reporter looked up.

“Come, come,” ‘ysgart said, “try and an-
swer that question.

ERTHA said, “I've told you what hap-
“Exactly. You have told me two different

things, Mrs. Cool. lm really trying to find
out which is correct.

Little beads of perspiration appeared or
Bertha’s forehead. She said, “All right, hnve'
it your way.”

“No, no, not my way,” Mysgart_inter-
posed hastily, “your way, Mrs Cool.
may I caution yeu that you’re undér oath,
so this time try and tell the truth.”

“All right,” Bertha screamed at him, “I
was on the left-hand lane. I crossed over
the middle lane to the nght-hand one. Now
what's wrong with that?”

“A great deal might have been wrong with
it,” Mysgart said condescendingly. “It de-
pends on how you did it. Did you give any
sngml before you cut across the right-hand

“N I did't”

“Did you look behind?”

“Of course I looked behmd 2

“Turned your head?

“No. "I took a glance into the rearview
mirror.

“And, because of the angle at which your
car was being operated, you couldn’t see the
road down that lane. In other words, since
you had turned your car sharply to the right,
your rearview mirror only showed the ve-
hicles directly behind you. What I am get-
ting at,” Mysgart said soothingly, “is that you
didn’t see the car operated by Esther Witson
which was coming behind you?”

“No, I didn’t,” Bertha admitted.

“When did you first see it?”

“When I got over to the right-hand curb
and stopped. Then I looked up in the rear-
view mirror and saw her right behind me.”

h, you namzed"

“Yes, I stopped,” Bertha said nngnly
try and twist something out of that.”

“Did you give a stop signal when you
stopped?”

“Now

“I put my arm out of the window on an
angle.”

“Your whole arm?”

“My whole arm.”

“And gave a stopping signal?”

“A stopping signal,” Bertha asserted.

“Now why did you stop, Mrs. Cool? You
didn’t have  any passengers to let out at the
curb, did y

o.”

“And you knew that this wasn't a parking
place?”
“Of course.”
“You were right at the intersection?”
“Right at the intersection.”
“Ang there was a traffic signal on Mantica
.,

“Yes.”

“And that signal was in a position that held
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traffic opea for travel along Garden Vista
Boulevar
“Thac‘s right.”
“And yet you stopped?”
“Well, T just about stopped.”
“Not whether you just about stopped, Mrs.
Cool. I want to know whether you stopped.”
“Well, I—I may have been moving very

slowly.”
“But a moment ago, Mrs. Cool, you said
you stopped.
“All rlgh 2 Bertha shouted at him, “I
stopped,

“Brought your car to a dead stop?”

“To a dead stop, if you want it that way.”

“Not the way I want it, Mrs. Cool, but
what did you actually do?”

“All right, T stopped my car.”

“To a dead stop

“I didn’t get out and stick my finger and
sight along the edge of it to see if the car
was moving,” Bertha said sarcastically.

“Oh, I see,” Mysgart said as though that
explained everything. “I think you mis-
understood me, Mrs. Cool, or I misunder-
stood you. As I get your testimony now,
you aren’t absolutely certain whether your
car was at a dead stop or whether it was
moving?”

“That’s right.”

“But you did give a full arm signal that
you were going to stop

That right.”

stop signal?”

“That ) whnt 1 said.”

“And that’s what you meant?”

“Of course that’s what I meant.”

“Now let me ask you again, Mrs. Cool, why
did you stop? You didn’t intend to park
there.”

Bertha said, “I intended to turn left as
soon as this other car got around me.”

“Oh, you intended to turn left? Did you
convey your intention by means of any sig-
nal?”

“Certainly.”

“You mean you gave a left-turn signal?”
‘That’s ri;
“And how did you do thst Mrs Cool?”
“How does anyone do it?
“No, no, Mrs. Cool, I want to know how
you did it.”

ERTHA said, “I stuck my left arm out
of the window—straight out.”
“A full arm signal?”
“A full arm signal.”
“And then you saw this car behind you."

“Fol the first time?”

“And you wanted that car to go around
you?

“Yes.

“Dnd you convey your intention to the
driver of that car by means of any signal?”

“Certa

“What dld you do?”

“I motioned her to go ahead.”

“How?"

“By waving my arm.”

“Just what do you mean, by waving your
arm, Mrs. Cool?”

Bertha thrust her arm out and made a
series of circular motions.

“Let the records show,” Mysgart said,
“that Mrs. Cool at this point extends her left
arm and makes a series of circular mo-
tions—motions which go higher than her
head when the arm is elevated, and down
almost to the floor when the arm is lowered.

" she said, and then added
sarcasucally, “I 'm glad you've got something
right.”

“And as soon as she received that signal,
Miss Wx'.son drove around you. Is that
right?’

“Drove around me, giving me a piece of her
mind,” Bert said,

“Now your window was down on the left-
hand side, was it not?” [Turn page]
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“Yes.”

“And how about the window on Miss Wit-
son’s car?— Careful now, Mrs. Cool. I don’t
‘want to trap yow. I simply want to test your
powers of of ation, and see what you can
remember. Was the nght-hmd window on
Miss Witson’s car down or up’

Ber'.hn thought for a minute then said, “It
was

“You re posmve""

“Positi;

“All of Lhe windows on the rlght hand side
of Miss Wluon 's car were up?

“Yes.”

“A.Il the way up?”

“That’s what I said.”

“And exactly what did Miss WlLson say to
you? What words did she use?

A gleam of mumph came into Berdm‘
e’l{:a “You're not going to trap me that way,”

Mysgart rmsed his eyebrows. “What do
you mean?

“I mean that if the windows on the right-
hand side were up, I couldn’t hear what she
was saying, and you know it as well as I
do. I could see her talking.”

“But you couldn’t hear the words?”

“Naturally not. Not with \‘.he windows up.”

“Couldn’t hear any wort

“No. Well, I heard .
to it.

“Then how do you know that Miss Witson
was giving you what Jou have referred to
as a piece of her mind?”

% “I could tell it by the expression on her
ace.”

“You didn’t hear a word she said?”

. no, T won't swear

“Then when you say she was giving you
a piece of her mmd you're depending upon
mental telepathy.”

“I could see the expression on her face.”

“Can you tell what people are thinking by
the expression on their faces?”

“Yes. When their lips are moving.”

Mysgart immediately meved his lips sound-
lessly for several seconds and then asked,
“Whnt did I say then, Mrs. C

ou didn't say anything th m

“But I was moving my lips. I was actually
stating something. I made a very definite
statement, Mrs. Cool. I was moving my lips,
and you could see the expression on my face,
couldn’t you?”

Bert.hn didn’t say anything.

ou don’t know what I said?”

Bertha took refuge in a sullen, badgered
silence.

Mylgnrt waited for several seconds, then
said, “Let the record show that the witness
eﬂnhef cannot or will not answer the ques-

ion.”

Bertha was sweating now.

YSGART went on. “So, Mrs. Cool, hav-
ing suddenly shot from the left lane of
traffic over to the right lane of traffic, direct-

client, Miss Witson, you suddenly gave a
stop signal, slowed your car somewhat, you
don’t know how much ause you don't

know whether it was stopped or whether it
was still moving. You abruptly gave a left-
hand turn signal, then you suddenly gave this
whole wild series of arm signals, and there-
upon proceeded to block traffic completely
and thoroughly so far as the right-hand lane
of traffic was concern Can you glve any
logical explanation of why you did that?

“I tell you I wanted to turn left, and I
wanted this car to go around me.”

“You knew that you had no right to stop in
the intersection when the signal was for open
traffic operating along Garden Vista Boule-
vard?"”

“Well if you want to be technical about it,

“So you brought your car to an illegal

sf
“All right.”
“You knew that you had no right to turn
to lhe left from the right-hand lane of traf-

“Of course. That 's why I wanted this other
car to g0 by m

it Tt pevS bR T two_illegal
maneuvers, one right after the other’

vye , if you want to put it tha! way,

¥*%Now this car that was being driven by
Mr. Lidfield, when did you first see it?”

“Just before the crash.”

“Exactly how long before the crash?”

‘;I can’t tell you. I'd say it was a sec-
ond.”

“And where was it when you first saw it?”

"lt"wns just swinging into a left-hand

“And you know where the actual collision
tooslplace

“Where?”

“Right in frent of my car. It blocked me
so I couldn’t meve one way or another.”

“Exactly. I don’t want to trap you, Mrs,
Cool. I'll say that an actual survey shows
that the distance from the place where the
cars were found to the center of the inter-
section was exactly thirty-one feet. That
dn.’:\ume seems just about right to you, does
it?”

“Just about.”

“It's the exact distance, Mrs. Cool. I think
Counsel on the other side will agree with
me.

Mysgurt looked at Glimson and Glimson
nof
"vaﬁwn, Mrs. Cool, when you first saw
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this Lidfield car, 10. was some distance back
of the intersectio

“Well, it hadn't renched the center of the
mtersecﬂon yet.

“Exactly. So the car had to reach the cen-
ter of the intersection, make a turn on the
far side of the center of the intersection, and
then go durty-one feet before it hit the Wit~
son car.”

“I guess so, yes.”

“A distance, in all, perhaps of about fifty
feet?”

“Well, somewhere around there,

“So that you would say the Li i
had to travel at least fifty feet from the time
you first saw it before the time of the colli-
sion?”

“I'd say so, yes.”

“And you have stated positively, Mrs. Cool,
that you saw the car just one second before
the collision.

“That’s nght ” Bertha said.

Mysgart said, “Has it ever occurred to you,
Mrs. Cool, that a car which travels fifty feet
in a second is traveling at the rate of three
thousand feet a minute. And three thousand
feet a minute is faster than thirty-four miles
per hour?”

Berthn blmked her eyes.

“So then,” Mysgnrt said, “by your own
figures, Mrs. Cool—now I don’t want to trap
you, but by your own figures, this Lidfield
car was whirling around that intersection
at a speed in excess of thxrty-four miles per
hour. Is that about right?”

Bertha smi “I don’t think it was going
that fast.

“Then your other testimony must have
been wrong. Do you think it was more than
ﬁﬂy feet from the intersection?”

‘Well, not more.”

“But at least fifty feet from the scene of
the accu}ent"

“Then your time must have been wrong.
You think it was more than a second?”

“Perhaps.”

“But you have already stated positively
that it was just one second, Mrs. Cool.
you want to change that testimony?”

rtha was sweating all over her forehead

now. She said, “I don’t know how fast the
car was going, I just looked up and saw it

and then there was a crash.”

“Oh, you looked up and saw it!"”

Thnn you muxt have been looking down
befote the crash.”
AL ‘Well, I don’t know where I was look-
i see‘.'h%ou don’t lmo;av whether y&urym
it was stoppe ou
dan’t know whether you ‘were looking to one
side or looking to the other?”

“I was looking down,” Bertha said.
::']N'hen you weren’t looking to one side.”
o.

“Then you couldnt (have been looking at
Esther Witson.”

“T was looking at her.”

“Make up your mind,” Mysgart said.

Bertha remained doggedly silent.

Mysgart smiled triumphantly. “I think,”
he announced, “that is all.”

The man who was taking down the record
closed his shorthand notebook. Esther Wit~
son smirked at Bertha and walked out. Mys-
gart scratched his nose with his mustache.

Swiftly the peeple thinned out until Bertha
and I were alene once more in an office that
seemed something like a prize ring after the
contestants had left.

CHAPTER XV

HE carefully closed the
door. She said, “You got
me into that. d.\d.n't
you tell me whAt I was
going up agai

“I tried to, but you told
me that no lawyer could
rattle you.”

Bertha just glared at me,
reached for a cigarette.

took one from my
pocket and settled down
into the client’s chair.

Bertha said, “How can anyone remember
all those little things? You can’t remember
what you were doing and just how many
seconds lapsed and all that sort ef stuff.”

1 said, “I'm interested in Esther Witson.
She’d been tagging along for elght or ten
blocks. Now you remember she . .

There was a timid knock at the door.

I said, “If that happens to be Mysgart, don’t
lose your temper.”

Bertha looked at me helplessly. “If it's
that lawyer,” she said, “you . . . you do the
talking, lover.”

I opened the door

Mysgnrt said, “May I come in?”

‘Come on in,” I told him, and indicated the
client’s chair.

Mysgart smiled at Bertha Cool.
there are no hard feelmgs. Mrs. Cool

I answered for Bertha. “No hard feelmgs,"

told him. “It salla matter of busines:

u, Mr. Lam. I'm glad you ap-
preciate my posit\on My client i is a little im-
pulsive—as so many women are.”

Bertha simply glared at him, and blew
smoke out thmugh her nostrils.

“I trust

“Cigar em 7" T asked Mysgart.

Thmk

puud over the humidor. He took one
and lit it.
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“Is Mrs. Lidfield badly injured?” I asked.

made a Imle grimace and said, “You

know how those things go. If she gets a

;ettlement she’ll be running around spry as

If she doesn’t she’ll be in bed for a

yenr Glimson is a shrewd one. He specializes

in this sort of stuff.”

“You're no slouch, yourself,” I told him.

He grinned.
Bertha sa\d “Of all the .. .”
I said to Bertha, “Excuse me. If you're

going to handle it, I'll go out.”
1 started for the doer.
“Don’t go, Donald.”
I hesitated a mement, looked meaningly at

er.

“T'll keep quiet,” Bertha premised.

“I took my hand off the knob of the door.

Mysgart said hastily, “Mrs. Cool said some-
thing about being willing to effect a settle-
ment in the case so she wouldn’t have to be
a witness.”

“She’s been a witness now,” I said.

Mysgart opened his brief case, fumbled
around, brought out some papers and started
looking at them very studiously. He said,
“I think it might be possible to settle the
case. I think that's the reason Glimson want-
ed to rush ahead with these depositions. I
dunk he wanted to get some kind of a settle-

“Well " 1 said,
make.

He looked at me in surprise. “You mean
that you den’t want to make any settlement
now?

“Not particularly.”

“Wi r. Lam! I don’t want to precipitate
an argument, and I trust we can handle thi
in a business spirit and in a friendly way, but
the evidence now shows that Mrs. Cool was
quite negligent according to her own testi-
mony. She was stopping at an illegal place,
at an illegal time, in an illegal manner, and
giving conflicting signals for two illegal ma-
neuvers as well as this waving signal.”

said, “How about your own client? If
Lidfield was driving his car fast then, he
must have been in the intersection before
Esther Witson entered the intersection.
then it was up to her to look out for him.”

Mysgart said, “I will admit thst there are
some puzzling aspects to the case.”

“They aren’t puzzling Glimson any.”

Mysgart sighed. “I was hoping,” he said,
“that a way would present itself by which
we could get the entire matter satisfactorily
cleared up.”

“How much does Glimson want?”

“Oh, I haven't the faintest idea.”

I kept on smoking.

“If you folks would make some contri-
bution,” Mysgnrt said, “my client might be

prepared to make some contribution and be-

“anything you want to

tween us we might get the situation straight-

thI nxd Why don’t you quit beating around
e b

'YSGART scratched his nose with the red
mustache. “The, snuutlon." he said, “has
some unfortunate aspect

1 said, “All right. I'll brenk the ice. We'll
give you five humlr ollars.

He looked at me repraschfully “Five hun-
dred dellars! h that intended to be a joke
—or an msult

, “You can take it elther way. If you
don t want it I'll withdraw it.’

“No, ne. No, no,” he said. “Now don’t be
hasty, Mr. Lam. After all, you and I are
businessmen, and we can keep our tempers.
Can’t we?”

“I don’t know,” I told him.

Mysgart jumped up, shoving papers back
in his brief case. “Now just keep calm,” he
said. “Just keep cool, Mr. Lam. After all
you and I are businessmen. We'll see what
we can do. Glimson and his client are wait-
mg out by the elevator. I'll talk with him.”

Mysgart went out the door.

“Why didn’t you offer him fifteen hundred
bucks"" Bertha asked. “He’d have jumped

at that.”
1 said, “Wait a e.”
Bertha said, “The whele damn thing is

screwy te me. Damn Xawyers, anyway. The
questions that man asked me! Why, if a man
jumped on you like that, you couldn’t tell
wh.it you'd had for breakfast.

T grinned at her,

“Go on and grin like a Cheshire cat,” Ber-
tha said. “I'd just like to see you get up there
on the witness stand ence and let those birds
start asking you questions.”

The telephene rang.

Bertha pounced on the receiver, said, “Hel-
lo,” and then made her voice all honey and
syrup. “Oh yes, Miss Rushe. No indeed, we
haven't forgotten you. Just a moment and

T'll let you talk with Donald. He'’s around the
office somewhere. It may take me a minute to
get him. Just hold the line.”

Bertha clapped her palm over the mouth-
piece of the telephone and said, “It's Georgia
Rushe and damned if I hadn’t forgotten all
about her. What are we supposed to be
doing for her—oh yes, that investigation of
Mrs, Crail. It's up to you to talk to her,
lover. You're good at making things up on
the spur of the moment. Thank Heavm I
had sense enough to stall her alon;
her you weren’t immediately available. Start
thinking and I'll tell her that you're busy
dnchtmg and she’ll have to wait a minute.”

Tl talk to her,” I said.
‘:!Well think up something goed,” Bertha
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-Bertha took her hand off the mouthpiece
and said, “He's dictating, Miss Rushe, but
he'll be here right away. He . .. Here he is

now . .. What? What's that?”
Bertha scowled portentously into the
mouthpiece. “Say that over again,” she said.

“Say it slow.”

Bertha listened for as much as thirty sec-
onds, then said, “You're sure that’s what
you want? Well, if that's the way you feel
about it. Poor Chlld you're crying!
listen. You better talk with Donald. He’s
here. He wants to talk with you.”

Bertha once more clapped her palm over
the mouthpiece.

“Take it, Donald. She’s nuts, too!”

1 took the telephone, said, “Lam talking,
Miss Rushe.”

Georgia Rushe poured words into the tele-
phone with such rapidity that it was diffi-
cult to understand them. It was a_steady
stream of almost hysterical sound.

“I want you to call everything off, Mr.
Lam. I want you to stop it. Don’t do another
thing. Let it go just as it is. I'm sorry I ever
started it. I didn’t realize what it would lead
to or I wouldn’t have done so. And don’t
worry about the two hundred dollars. Sim-
ply keep that and forget about the whole

g. Only don’t—don’t under any circum-
stances ever let on that I employed you to
do anything. And please, please stop every-
thing right now. Don’t do another bit of
work. Just stop whatever you're doing. Quit
the whole business.”

“May I ask why you‘ve reached this deci-
sion, Miss Rushe?”

“I can’t tell you. I can’t tell you a thing
in the world about it. I don’t have time to
discuss things. T don’t want to. Just let it
go, please.”

I said, “Perhaps you'd better come into the
office perscnally and confirm these instruc-
tions.”

“You don’t need them confirmed. They’re
all right. You do just as I tell you. Surely
it doesn’t need any signature before a notary
public to tell you to quit work. t's the
matter with you people! What are you try-
ing to do, anyway? Just quit it. I tell you I
want you to stop. Don’t do another thing.
Just forget the whole busmess Keep the
money. Stop right there.”

She was keying herself up to an hysterical

pitel
“But, Miss Rushe, we're just beginning to
get some really valuable information. We're

"That‘s what I was afraid of. That's why
I want you to stop. Stop right now. I don’t
want anything more. I'm . .. I'm going away.
I'm ... I'm not gong to be here. You won't
see me
!hur:iu{ﬁx:mndoflchohngwhntm

other end of the line, and then abruptly the
receiver was hung up.
I dropped my receiver back into the cradle.
“What do you make of it?” Bertha asked.
1 looked at Bertha gravely and said, “As
nearly as I can make anything of it, she
wants us to quit working on the case.”
Red blood flushed into Bertha’s face.
“Damn it! Don’t you think I can under-
stand the English language? Iknow what she
said. I was askmg you what you made of
it. At times you're the most despicable
little .
A timid knock sounded on the door.
“Mysgart,” I sai

ERTHA gave me a final glare, then put on

her best receiving-a-client smile and

said, “After all, the son- of— a-gun is making
money for us. Come in”

Mysgart opened the door almost apolo-
getically. The way he moved into the room
was an indication of the pussy-footing tactics
in which he was indulging. The feet uncon-
sciously adjusted themselves to the man’s
mental processes. He all but tlpwed over the
the client’s chair. “Mr. Lam,” he said, “I
think that if you could make that one thou-
sand dollars we could effect a settlement.”

I looked at my watch and grinned at him.
“You're just two minutes too late.”

“What do you mean?”

I said, “I mean, Mrs. Cool and I have just
received a very unpleasant jolt. A very im-
portant case on which we were working has
been canceled.”

“A big case?” he asked.

“It was a small case,” I said, “as cases start.
But it was leading to something big, very
big.”

Mhysgnrt scratched his nose with his mus-

ache.

T said, “Under the circumstances, I don’t
see how we can even gontribute five hun-
dred dollars toward a settlement. I'm afraid
we'll have to just let the thing take its

ourse.”

“Oh, but you can’t do that! You can’t do
that! T've already made the settlement!”

“On the basis of a thousand dollars?” T
asked.

“Just a minute,” he said. He came up out
of the client’s chair with a rush. “Just
minute now. Don't go away! Just a minute
now!”

He was out through the door like a fleeting
shadow.

Bertha looked at me and said, “Whatever
Georgia Rushe said over the telephone
doesn't affect the job we are doing for Mr.
Crail.”

1 said breezﬂy “Well, let’s not be narrow-
minded about it—particularly when we're
dealing with an -utomobﬂe lawyer.”
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Bertha batted her eyes at me, said sud-
denly, “I love you, you little beast. I have
the greatest admiration for the thinking
machine that's back of your eyes—and you
make me so goddam mad I could kill you a
dozen times a day. You .

Mysgart’s timid little knock sounded on
the door, and this time he didn’t wait for an
invitation to enter, but having made the

as a matter of fonnnhty, he twisted
the knob, opened the door just far enough
to accommodate his pudgy body, sl.\pped
into the room, closing the door silently bel
him. He was nodding his head. His lips were
smiling, but his eyes were dubiously appre-

hensive.

“It’s all right. I've got it fixed. It's all
settled. My congratulations to both of you.
You've worked out a very fine

Esther Witson, ;ndltumitwetwhmlld,
thereleaseandnmbd
Mysgart coughed.

SAID to Bertha, “No soap, Bertha. You're
deal.mg with a couple of automobile law-

“th the hell do you mean?” Bertha

1 said, “It's a matter of professional cour-
tesy to make the check payable to the lawyer
rather than the client.”

“Then what protects me?”

“The release of the client,” Mysgart inter-
posed, smiling gratefully at me. “You have
the signed release of the client, a release
which will be ample in form, Mrs. Cool, re-
leasmg you from all claims of any sort, na-

from the of

You've extricated yourselves from a very
precarious position. It's all right. Five hun-
dred dollars will do it. I've explained to the
parties that the cash will be immediately

fortheoming.

I said, “Mrs ‘ool will want releases signed
by Mr. leﬁeld Mrs. Lidfield, and Esther
Wits

“She nhall have them, I've taken the lib-
erty of asking your secretary to type out a
release from Esther Witson, Mrs. Cool; and
Mr. Glimson has the releases all mgned by
Mus. Lidfield and Mr. Lidfield.”

“Where did he get Mrs. Lidfield’s signa-
ture?” Bertha asked suspiciously.

“Glimson had a signed release with him,
the consideration, of course,’ being blank.”

ed back her chair an inch or
two. “Do you mean he came up here and
put on that act for the sole purpose of black-
mailing me into a settlement? You mean that
he had the signed release in his brief case
all the time

Mysgart held’ up a pudgy hand. “Just a
moment, Mrs. Cool. Just a moment. Calm
yourself, please! I beg of you, don’t get all
excited. It's not entirely an unusual situa-
tion. An attorney secures a written Power
of Attorney from a client to effect a settle-
ment, then has the client sign a release, the
attorney being given a certain leeway, a cer-
tain discretion. That’s so that when all of the
parties are together and are in a mood for
settlement, a prompt settlement can be put

through without the necessity of a lot of de-
lay which sometimes leads to complications.
I can assure you that it’s not at unusual,
Mrs, Cool. I've even done it myself!”

I said to Bertha Cool, “M.ke out a_check
to John Carver My!gnrt, nt!onuy for Esther
Witson; and Cosgate & attorneys
for Mr. and Mrs. Rollend leﬂe!d. in an
amount of five hundred dollars.”

“What are you nn:m; about?” Bertha said.
“I make out a check to the Lidfields and to

the world to the date he;
me the beginning of the world?” Bertha

mdsg;rt s bald head reflected the light as

vehememly “A legal form, Mrs.
1, a safegu
“You're so good to me,” Bertha said sar-
castically and then added, “fifty thousand
years would be all right.”
“The beginning of the world is a legal

standard. It's a form, Mrs. Cool. Apparently
Mr. Lam has some familiarity with the pro-
cedure in such cases, and I think he can as-
sure you that it's a customary form and it
would be we.ll for you to take advantage of
its protection.”

“Oh nuts!” Bertha said dlagustedly “Have
1 got to write all that stuff in a check'

1 said, “Elsie can type it. Give me ‘a check
znd I'll go out and get her to fill it in.”

Don't give up the check until you get the
relenses," Bertha said.

Mysgart coughed again.

I said to Mysgart, “The ‘bank’s right down-
stairs. It’s after hours, but we can get in
side door and they’ll cash a check given for a
settlement like this. You and Glimson can go
down to the bank with me. When the cashier
shoves the cash through the window you and
Glilmson can hand me the signed releases,
and . . .

My: 's head was bobbing enthusiasti-
cally up and down. “You and I are business-
men, Mr. Lam! That's excellent.”

Benlu jerked open the drawer of the desk,

led out a checkbook, and ripped out a
};b;;nk check which she fmrly shoved into my

“Donald,” she said, “if you love me get
those goddam lawyers out of my office.”

Mysgart turned and started to say some-
dnng conciliatory.

ppedmylund through his arm and
gantlykdhxmoutoftb e office.
Elsie Brand had to crowd the lines in order
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to get all of that in the check, but she man-
aged it.

i
I said to Mysgart, “Wait here., I'll go and
get Bertha's signature on the check, then
we'll go downstairs. Now there’s a couple of

gs we'll want in connection with the
settlement.”
“What are those?”

I said, “Esther Witson was a busy little
woman getting names and license numbers
of witnesses at the time of the accident, and.
I think Mr. Lidfield dxd a little prowling
around on his own. partner is a little
suspicious, She'll want u) get all of the data

it both parties had, Lhe names of witnesses

md license numbers.”

“Oh, yes,” Mysgart said, nodding enthu-
siastically once more. “T can appreciate her
attitude. She confuses my professional at-
titude with my personal relations. She shall
have all the data, Lam, all of it. We won't
hold out a thing. No, indeed!”

He beamed at me.

I took the check in and put it on Bertha's

desk.

She looked at me suspiciously, said, “When
these lawyers start pussyfooting around the
office and smirking at each other, damned if
you don’t join in the procession and pussy-
foot. and smirk right along with the rest of

m.”

Bertha grabbed up the desk pen and all
but anbed the point through the paper as she
signed the check.

I went out gently closing the door.

The little group was clustered around the
elevator. Lidfield came over thrust out

rather ti md. “I haven't had a chance
'.o meet you, Mr. Lam. I'm glad we’re getting
this thing settled. Rather a nasty case.”

“I only hope your wife will get better,” I

said.

A look of ineffable sadness crossed his face.
“I hope so. Poor girl!”

We all went down to the bank.

“Now just a moment,” I said, “before the
money is passed over. You'll remember that
1 was to get a complete list of the witnesses.”

Mysgart smiled at Esther Witson and said,
“That was the unders'andmg, Miss Witson.
I think you have a notebook there .

Esther Witson pulled a notebook out of her
pocket, said, “You can copy these or
zhz said, “Just takf dxe ongmal pages out of

.Y

Esther Witson jerked the pages out of the
notebook and handed them to me.

“These are all?” I asked.

“AlL,” she said.

“Now then,” Glimson said, “there’s a con-
sideration to be paid by Miss Witson herself,

“We can do that between us,” Mysgart in-

terposed hurrie “Miss Witson's bank is
down the street four or five blocks, and if
we hurry, we'll be able to get in the side
door. They know Miss Witson very well down
there, and .
Glimson said to Lidfield, “Give me a list of
your witnesses.”

eld was rather apologetic. He said, “I
]ust wrote the license number of every car

t was around there that I could see.”

T said to Glimson, “Of course after your
client gave you the license numbers of these
automobiles, you had them investigated and
have the names of the owners?”

Glimson sighed reluctantly, opened his
brief case and took out a typewritten sheet of
paper which he handed to me without a
word

The teller looked at me inquiringly.

I nodded.

They grabbed the money and started for
the door of the bank, anxious to get down to
Esther Witson's bank while they could still
get in.

CHAPTER XVI

ROSSING over to a phone
booth, I telephoned the
office.

Elsie Brand answered the

sk
How’s the blood pressure"‘
“Pretty high.”

“Okay. I've got a little
thinking to do. If there'll
be a rise in blood pressure
in the office I'll go over
and sit in the car while I

things out.”

Eisie said, “I'd recommend

ink
“Personally,”
e car. The open air will be restful. There
still seems to be the question of where you
were last night.”
“Okay. Thanks. Be a good girl.”

“It seems almost compulsory,” she said,
and hung up before I could ask her what she
meant by that crack.

I went across to the parking lot, sat in the
agency car and took out the loose-leaf note-
book pages I'd received from Esther Witson
in connection with the settlement.

e name of Mrs. Crail wasn’t on there.
The name of Rufus Stanberry wasn't on
there.” The name of Boskovitche wasn’t on
there. That whole page of the notebook was
missing. There were half a dozen other names
and license numbers. I put them to one side
:(r;r a minute and looked at the list I'd got

om

Thge were just license numbers, but on

the typewritten sheet which Glimson had
passed over,

license numbers were
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listed against names of registered owners.

There was the license number of Bertha
Cool’s car. Bertha Cool’s name and address;
the license number of a car listed as belong-
ing to Mrs. Ellery Crail, 1013 Scarabia Boule-
vard; a license number of a car listed as a
Packard Sedan registered to Rufus Stan-
berry, 3271 Fulrese Avenue; three or four
license numbers that checked with these
on the Esther Witson list; a couple of license
numbers that Esther Witson didn’t have;
then a license number, Mus Georgia Rushe,
207 West Orleans Avenue.”

I folded the list, put it in my wallet, crossed
over to a telephone and rang the Crail Vene-
tian Blind Company. “May I speak with Miss
Georgia Rushe?” T asked the switchboard
operator.

“Who wants to speak with her? You'll
have to give your name.”

“Tell her Donald wants to talk with her.”

“Just a moment.”

I heard the plugging of connections, the
distant echoes of a ghostly voice, then the
professionally cordial voice characteristic of
a high class switchboard operator said, “She
went home early tonight.”

2 I looked at my watch. It was four thirty-
ve.

“Thank you,” I said and hung up.

1 tried Georgia Rushe at the phone number
she'd left with us when she'd employed us.
There was no answer.

I went back to the agency car and warmed
up the motor while I was making a mental
check of times and 'plates, getting the se-
quence of events straightened out in my
own mind.

Then I drove to the Crail Venetian Blind
Company.

The buxldmg was a big three story brick
structure down on the fringe of the commer-
cial district. The sign over the door was old,
and grimy. Gilt letters that had been en
there for a long time said: CRAIL VENETIAN
BLIND COMPANY.

I parked the car near the entrance. It was
past quitting time and a straggling stream
of workers was filing out—older men carry-
ing lunch pails, slim attractive girls gushing
with the healthy vitality of youth, chatting
gaily as they moved down the stairs.

I walked in and tried the inner door. It
was locked with a spring lock. I stood by it
waxtmg until a girl, hurrying to catch up with

a group down the street, flung it open. She
hardly noticed me as I caught the door and
prevented the latch hom clicking.

A sign said: UPSTAIRS, and I
climbed the stairs snm a lmle reception room

where there was a counter, a few chairs and
a lltﬂe arched opening in a partition bearing

: INFORMATION. Below was a
glm door which could be swung open and

shut so that a person standing on the other
side of the counter couldn’t heut confidential
communications which took place over the
inside phone.

There seemed to be no one back of the
arched opening, so I walked around to a gate
in the partition, found one of those trick
catches which are released by an electro
magnet from the inside or a pressure of the
fingers in the right place, pushed up the
catch, opened the gate and went in.

There was a long hallway with half-glassed
partitions bearing signs in gilt letters: saLes
MANAGER, CREDIT MANAGER, ACCOUNTING OFFICE,
and down at the far end a door marked:
PRESIDENT. Up here in this cerridor there
was no sound save the noises of occasional
activity from the floor below—steps, the
banging of a door, the sound of a voice. The
second floor itself was silent as a deserted
courtroom after the defendant has been sen-
tenced to death and the judf: has gndlered
his papers and gone out to play golf.

I pushed open the door marked, PRESIDENT.

LLERY CRAIL sat at his desk, his chin

over on his chest, his big competent hairy
hands clénched so tlghtly that the afternoon
light which filtered in from the big window
touched the taut skin over the knuckles into
high lights.

He didn’t hear the door open, and he didn’t
look up. He was staring with steady-eyed
concentration, his face dark with tortured
thought. He might have been hypnotized,
sitting there in the rigid immobility of a

trance.

I walked across the thick carpet. And it
wasn't until I was seating myself in the chair
oppoesite the desk that he saw me, looked up
with a frown of anneyance and then as recog-
nition fleoded his features said with sudden
irritation, “Yeu!”

1 nodded.

“How did you get in?”

“Walked i

“That doors supposed to be locked.”
1 1:8‘5" “Let’s get in touch with Georgia
“She isn’t here. She left early. She’s gone

ome.

T said, “She’s taking a powder.”

It toek a moment or two for the full effect
of my words to dawn on him. Then he said,
“Powder! Geod Heavens, Lam, not that!”

T said, “I was using a slang expression of
the underworld. It means skipping out—tak=
ing what is knewn as a runout powder

“Go God, I thought you meant . . .’

K d.\dn’t knaw what you meant.”
“Poison?”

“‘Perhaps.”
1 said, “Let’s go have a talk with her. In

e
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case you don’t know the address, it's two-o-
seven West Otleans Avenue. I have my car
downstairs.”

He looked at me for a second or two, his
eyes hitting me with a hard flinty impact.
“How much,” he asked, “do you know?”

“So much you don't have to say anything
you don’t want to.”

Without a word, he pushed back his chair.
“All right,” he said, “let’s go.’

We went down the wlde stairs and out
through the locked door. A watchman was
now on duty, and he said mechanically,
“Good night, Mr. Crail.”

“Good night, Tom,” Crail said

The door closed behind us and the lock
clicked into place. I indicated the agency
car with a jerk of my thumb and said, “That’s
it.”

I went around to the driver’s seat and Crail
climbed in the front seat beside me. We en-
countered quite a bit of traffic at that hour,
but I was taking chances on a ticket and was
less than ten minutes getting to 207 West
Orleans Avenue.

It was an old-fashioned apartment house
with no attempt at the white stucco exterior
which is so frequently used to hide the grime
of drab age. A few straggling green vines
grew, up the front of the building. The nar-
row windows told their own stories of in-
sufficient light and ventilation. One look at
the place and you could smell the psychic
stench of dejected spirits, the physical odors
of ancient cooking, the irritating fumes of
defective gas heaters.

I held back slightly and Crail led the way.
is finger found the button opposite a
piece that had been cut from a calling card
pnnted in Old English lettering, Georgia

Nothing happened.

e lock on the outer door was a little
better than most of them. I had a passkey
I thought would fit it, but I didn’t want to
show my hand just then. I pressed two or
three buttons at random and, after a moment,
there was the distinctive buzz from the in-
side which indicated that someone was press-
ing a button which controlled the electric
catch on the door.

1 pushed the entrance door open.

The number on Georgia Rushe’s mailbox
lhowed that her apartment was 243. There

wve been an elevator in the back part

of the hall, but I didn’t wait for it. I started
climbing the stairs and Crail, climbing with
the effort of a heavily muscled man, came
lunging along behind me. I took the stairs
two at a time,

No one answered when I knocked on apart-
ment 243.

I looked at Crail. His face was drawn and
haggard. Even 'n the dim light of the stuffy,

smelly hallway, I could see the dead white
pallor of his skin and the deep lines that
etched themselves down from his nostrils to
the corners of his mouth.

saw no reason for being namby-pamby
about it. I took a leather key container from
my pocket, slid back the zipper and shook
out my skeleton keys.

HE first one did the trlck The lock
clicked back and we wen

It was near the back of the buxldmg on the
north side. A little single apartment that had
two narrow windows that furnished a small
amount of ventilation. The only cross ven-
tilation was through an adjustable transom
over the top of the door.

A light was on in the apartment, and the
globe was powerful enough to make the
room seem rather bright. It was a conven-
tional single apartment with a disappearing
wall bed behind a glass-knobbed gray paint-
ed door. The overstuffed chair had seen
better days and the upholstery had been
pounded down with use until it was hard
and lumpy. The davenport had probably
been refinished a couple of times and was
in need of a third treatment. The faded car-
pet was worn almost through to the floor by
the table, and two deep circles marked where
the foot of the bed would rest when it was
lowered. A drawer was open in a little all-
purpose table which would, at night, be by
the side of the bed. A pine table stained a
dark mahogany was in the center of the
room. On it were a few magazines.

A woman’s hat and coat lay on a chair.
The door of what had once been a closet
was wide open to disclose a little sink and a
two-burner gas stove over which was a
small-sized electric refrigerator and a shelf
containing a few dishes and glasses. A door
which had a built-in full-length mirror was
evidently the door to the bathroom.

On a straight-backed chair was a suitcase
about half packed, the lid being raised to
disclose the feminine garments on the in-
terior.

Crail heaved a deep sigh of relief. “She
hasn’t left yet,” he said.

I looked the place over and said, “When-
ever the management goes to the extent of
putting in brilliant light globes, you know
the place is dark as hell in the daytime,” and
switched out the lights,

Instantly the place became dark, %loomy
and depressing. What afternoon H%ht tered
in through the window was so
persed that it gave the place an amomhen
of gloomy unreality.

I noticed a k.mfelike ribbon of lij
ingfromunderthedooro the bathroom.

C said, “For God's rake switch that
light back on.”

t com-
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clicked the switch.
“Well ? Crail said, ":hes probably goue
out to get something. She’s packing. I guess

“What Jdo we do?”

sa' “Okay, sit down.”

Crail took the lumpy overstuffed chair and
tried to fidget himself into a position that was
comfortable.

1 walked over to the occasional table
‘which would be by the head of the bed when
the bed was let down, and looked in the open
drawer.

There was a small bottle in there with the
cap unscrewed. The bottle was empty. The
label said, “Luminal.”

I thought for a moment, looked at my
watch, then said to Crail, “What time did she
leave the office?”

‘About four-ten,” Crail said. “She said
she wasn't feeling well and wanted to go
home I told her to go ahead.”

I said, “Did you notice anything peculiar?”

“About wha

“About the le she said good-by.”

e looked at me with tortured eyes, then
nodded his head slowly.

dn’t ask him what it was, but he volun-
v.eered the information. “There was a cer-
tain feeling in the way she said it. Somethmg
of finality. I guess she read my min

I looked at my watch. It was five-fifteen.

I sat down in a chair opposite Crail and
took out a package of cigarettes. “Want
one?” T asked.

He shook his head.

I lit a cigarette, and Crail sat watching
me. The hundred watt light in the ceiling
showed small, almost microscopic beads of
perspiration on his forehead.

“How,” Crail asked, “did you happen to
know—that she was going, 1 mean.

l looked at him and said, “How did you

pen to know that your vnfe had een
dnvmg behind Rufus Stanberry

His eyes shifted for a moment Lhen came

ck to mine. “She

1 grinned at him.

His face flushed.

“No»

““You don’t believe it?”

His mouth tightened. “I'm not accustomed
to having my word questioned.”

“I know,” I said sympathetically. “Lying
comes hard to you. Was Georgia driving her
car, or did you berrow it?”

He couldn't keep the consternation out of

I settled ‘back in my chair.
you know Georgia’s car was
Q.hm"" he asked.

“One of the parties to the automobile ac-
cident took down the license numbers of a
whole flock of automobiles.”

E SAID, “They must have got the wrong
hce'nse number

1 smiled

“All nght n Cr.ml hlutted “I borrowed her
car. didn’t know anythmg about n. -1
mean what I wanted it for.

I was such a desplcable cad that T fo]lowed
my wife. I wanted to know—well, I thought
she had an engagemem to meet someone,

I wondered—well, you know, that Stanberry
Building.”

“I know,” T said.

He didn’t say anything for a while.

1 said, “When you realized your wife was
in trouble, you decided that it didn’t make
any difference what it was, you were going
to stand by her. But you knew that Esther
Witson had got her name and address as well
as the license number of the car in connection
with that automobile accident, so you wanted
it settled.”

He didn't say anything.

1 said, “Life is a peculiar phenomenon, or
rather a whole series of phenomena. ts
of times it’s hard to do something without
hurting someone.”

I saw him look at me searchingly, but I
kept my profile to him and kept on talking
abstractly. “Lots of times in affairs of
heart, you have to hurt either one person
or another no matter which you do. Some-
times you hurt several people. But when
you have to choose the person you don't want
to hurt, you sometimes get hypnotized into
choosing the person whe doesn’t want to be
hurt. Do you get what I mean?”

“I don't see what this had to do with it,”
he said.

1 said, “Sometimes a woman who really
loves you will remain in the background so
that you don't realize the full extent to which
you are hurting her. the other hand,
there are lots of women who are adept at
putting it up to you in terms of ‘I don't want
to hurf

“What nre you talking about?” Crail asked.

“Your wife,” I said, and stopped talking.

There was a long ten seconds of silence.

“By God!” Crail said in a choking voice,
and got to his feet.

I didn’t say anything,

“I should hit you,” he said.

“Don’t do it,” T tcld him,
the bathroom instead.”

le gave me one tortured, anguished

“Go look in

lool

Then he got to the bathroom door in
three steps and jerked it open.

Georgia Rushe was lying in the bathtub,
fully ﬂo;h 1; Hﬁeﬁl e;‘{:ere j:lu:rdo Her face
‘was slightly pal and her jaw pped.

I crossed over to the tdephnm. dialed
Police Headquarters and “Connect me

with Frank Sellers of Homicide—quick!”
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It was only a couple of seconds before I
Se].lers on the line.

" 1 said, “this is Donald Lam. Send
an ambu]ance to two-o-seven West Orleans
Avenue, The party you want is in apartment
two-forty-three. She’s tried to commit sui-
cide by taking Luminal. It hasn’t been over
forty-five minutes since she took the dose
and a smmach pump and stimulant should fix
her up.”

“What's her name?” Sellers asked.

“Georgia Rushe.”

“Why do I bother with it?”

I said, “Ellery Crail is here and he’ll have
a story to tell you if you talk to him about

“I get you.”

I said, “And have one of your men get
hold of Frank L. Glimson of Cosgate & Glim-
son. They're lawyers. Tell Glimson that
Irma Begley, who was the plaintiff in a case
against Philip E. Cullingdon, has confessed to
fraud and has made statements that impli-
cate Cosgate & Glimson. Ask them if they
care to make any statements. And keep them
away from the telephone

“This Georgxa Rushe,”
she tal

“No. The party you want is Ellery Crail.”

Crail, just emerging from the bathroom,
said, “What's that? Who's mentioning my
name?”

1 said, “I was trying to get some hot coffee
sent up. We'd better get her out of the bath-
tub and see if we can put some cold water
on her.”

1 hung up.

Crail nnd 1 lifted her out of the bathtub.

“She’s drugged!” Crail said. “We've got
to do something!”

said, “Put some cold towels on her fore-
head and on her chest. I tried to get some hot
coffee sent up, but they won’t send it. I'm
going down and bring up some black coffee.”

Crail looked desperately at the kitchen and
uxd “Perhaps we can make some coffee

Sellers said, “will

“We haven’t hme There’s a restaurant
down the street,” I said, and bolted out of the
door}; leaving Crail behind with Georgia

ushe.
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CHAPTER XVII

RIVING the agency car fast,

I took chances on a speed-
ing ticket. It would have
been a good plan to have
parked it a block or two
away from Billy Prue’s
apartment, but I didn’t
have the time. I drove right
up to the apartment house,
parked the car in front of
the door, ran up the steps
and rang Billy Prue’s bell.
= It was one chance in ten
—one chance in a hundred. If she was there
at all, she would be packing up, but . . .
I rang the bell again.

Nothing happened.

e lock on the outer door was pretty
well worn. Any key that would fit the
grooves would work the lock. I didn’t even
have to bother with my skeleton keys. The
key to my own apartment worked the lock
on the outer door.

I went up to Billy Prue’s apartment. I
knocked on the door twice. There was no
sound from the interior. The place was thick
with silence.

1 took out my skeleton keys and tried one
in the lock. It didn't work.

Before I could take it out, the door was
jerked open from the inside.

Billy Prue said sarcastically, “Make your-
self 'nght at home! Walk right in . .. Oh, it's

Why don’t you answer a knock on your
door?” I asked her.

Her hand went up to her throat. She smd
“You scared the living dayllghts out of me.”

“You didn’t act like it.

“I didn’t dare to. Why didn’t you say who
it was?”

“How could I?”

“You could have called through the door.”

I carefully closed the door behind me and
made sure that the spring lock clicked into
place. I said, “That would have been nice—
stand out in the hall and yell ‘Yoo-hoo, Billy,
this is Donald Lam, the private delecuve I
wam. to see you on business. Open up!”

“Oh,” she said, “on business, is it?”

I looked around the room. The door to the
bedroom was open. The bed was pretty well
covered with folded clothes. There were two
big suitcases and a steamer trunk on the
floor, also a couple of hat boxes,

“Going somewhere?” I asked.

“You wouldnt expect me to stay here,
would you?

‘Not if you could find some other place.”
ve iound another place.”

“Wlth a fnend.”
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l nxd, “Sit down for a minute. We've got

“I want to get out of here, Donalddn's ter-

She hastily averted her eyes.
“Delightfully logical,” I said.
“Shut up. You don’t have to be logical
when you're afraid.”
“Perhaps not.”
out in a ble chair, lit

“Nothing.”

wanted to frame me. I'm beginning to think
about the sxmple explanation now.”
‘What?”

I said, “Let’s make anether division.
ever put that weapen in the car either knew
it was my car, or didn’t.”

“Good Heavens, Donald, you don’t think
there’s the slightest possibility anyone put it
in your car simply by accident?”

“Not by accident. That's taxing credulity

ltogether too much.”

a cngarette and said, “Let’s talk some sense.”
“What about?”
“About the murder.
‘Do we have to talk about it?”

“What about it?”
“You're absolutely certain his watch was
an hcur fast when you left?’

“And you set it back an hour when you

retume
“Yes.”

“You're sure you didn't set it back an
hour before?”

“No, and I should have. That bnthered me
because I was supposed to have done so.”

I said, “All right. Let's use our heads.
Two people tampered with that watch. You
were one of them. Now then, how many
people knew about the plan to set the watch

o

“Just Pittman Rimley and 1.”

“And the boy in the washmom 4

“Yes, I forgot about him.”

I got out of the chair and paced the floor
for a minute or so. She sat perfectly still
watching me, not saying a wort

! walked over to the windows and’ stood

looking down at the street below.

“What are you lookini at?”

“The agency car par] ed down there in
front of the place.”

She came to stand at my side. “What about
"

1 said, “Somebody put the murder weapon
in there yesterday. I don’t know when it
was put in, so I've got to start figuring why
it was put m, because that may give me a
clue to when.

HE said, “What do you mean why? You

mean someone was trying to frame you?”

I said, “Either someone wanted to frame
me, or someone di

“That’s elemental.”

I said, “We have to begin with elemental
facts. There’s one explanauon that's so damn
simple that Tve overlooked it.

“What?”

1 said, “Either someone put that weapon
in my car because he want frame me,
or he didn’t. Naturally, I've acted on the
assumption  that whoever put it in there

She said, “I don’t get you. You seem to
be contradicting yourselt.”

#No, there's one other explanation.”

1 said, “The weapon was put in my car
because my car happened to be the most
convenient place to hide the thi

“Oh, no!” she said as the ful implication
of that dawned o

30T 3el T oen iinking ek mhate
my car was, Where would it have been
parked sufficiently soon after the murder so
that someone would find it the most con-
venient place to dispose of the murder weap-

She said eagerly, “Donald, you may have
somethmg there.”

1 said, “How nbnut Pittman Rimley, can
you trust him

“So far he’s always been on the square—
with me.”

“There were two persons who knew about
the watch business—Rimley and the man in
the washroom. Then there was a third per-
son who could have known.”

“Mrs. Cra:l Stanberry might have com-

mented on the time to her. That's logical,
isn’t it?”

“It is when you put it that way.”

I said, “And I'm wondering why the handle
of the hand ax had been sawed off. You've
used a meat saw?”

“Yes—of course.”

“One here in the apartment?”

“I guess so, yes.”

“Let’s get it out and take a look at it.”

She regarded me thoughtfully for a mo-
ment, then went to the kitchenette. I fol-
lowed her. The meat saw was under the
sink. She handed it to me.

There was some grease on the blade and
embedded between the handle and the blade
a few grains of sawdust.

“Clinches the case.”
“T don’t see why.”
I looked at her steadily. “You had a hand
ax here, didn’t you?”
T i Siyhoover did the job dida
I said, “Whoever jo 't expeet
to find Stanberry unconsci ‘When she
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did, and found a hand ax—well, that was it.”

“Yes It was a wor

1 kept looking at her “She didn’t want to
leave the murder weapon here. She had
only one way of taking it out—in her hand-
bag. She had to saw a piece off the handle
to make it fit.”

“Donald!”

I turned to look down at the street. For
several seconds the apartment was silent.
Then I said, “I'm still toying with the ex-
planation that the murder weapon was
ditched in my car simply because my car
happened to be the most convenient place
for the murderer to put the weapon. Now
Lhen, if we're going to work on that hypothe-
sis, we suddenly find ourselves right up
against .

b bmke off.

‘What’s the matter?” she asked.

“See that car?” I said.

She looked where I was pointing. “It's a
police car,” I said. “See the red spot-
light ...

Sergeant Frank Sellers got out of the car,
gallantly walked around the car to the right
side, opened the door and held out his hand.

Bertha Cool put her hand on Frank Sellers’
and got out of the car about as gracefully
as a sack of sugar tumbling down off the
top shelf in the pantry.

I said, “quck' Get out of here and .

No, it’s too late.”

Bertha had spotted the agency car. I saw
her tap Sellers on the shoulder and point.
Sellers went over and looked at the license
number. They talked together earnestly for
a minute, then moved toward the door of
the apartment house.

A momen( later Billy Prue’s bell made

tht do I do?” she asked.

She was looking at me with eyes that were
wells of dismay.

“Sit down in that chair,” I said. “Don’t
move! Don’t make a sound no matter what
hnp{:en Do you pronu:e?"

f you want me to.”

“No matter what happens! Understund""

“Yes. Anything you say, Dona

" The bell didn’t make any more noxse

OPENED the door to the corridor, made
certain the spring lock was working. “No
matter what happens, don’t make a sound.
Understand?”
She nodded.
ulled the door closed, dropped down on
Lnda and knees and put my ear to the
cruk along the floor.
I was in t!ut position when I heard faint
down the corridor. I moved slightly,
and thf steps suddenly stopped.

I got to one knee, felt in my pocket for my
collection of skeleton keys, took them out and
tried one on the lock.

The steps sounded again

I whirled with the g\nlty start of someone
who has been detected in an unla ac-
tivity.

Sergeant Sellers was right on top of me.

“Sc," he said, “got a key to the joint, have
you?”

l f.ned to whip the keys back into my

Ser[eant Sellers’ fingers clamped my wrist.
‘Well, well, well,” Sellers said as his other
hand snapped the key container out of my
nerveless grasp. “So your agency pla 'S
around with skeleton key.s, does it, Benha
a said, “Damn you, nnxd, 1 told
you a long while ago to get rid of those.
They’ll get you in trouble.”
I didn’t say anything.
“What,” Sellers asked, “is the big idea?”
I smd “I wanted to get in for a look
around.”
A ¢ gnﬂ!ered you did. How long have you
been here?”
“l don’t know—four or five minutes, may-

“That long?”

I said, “I rang the bell three or four times
to make sure there was no answer, then I
—well I got in through the outer door.”

en what?”

“Then I came up here and knocked. Then
1 listened for quite a while. I didn't want to
take chances on gomg in until I was sure
the place was empty.”

“It's empty?” Sellers asked.

“Yes. I think she moved out.”

“Then why did you want in?”

“I wanted to check something about the
position 3? the bathtub.”

“I wanted to see where two Eeople would
have to stand if they lifted the body into the
bathtub. It would take two men to .

“Don’t kid yourself,” Sellers mterrupted
“I've busted the case wide open.”

“You have!”

“Yes 1 want that jane.”

"We 've identified the hand ax. She bought
it at a hardware store three blocks down the
street.”

I tried to make my voice sound uncon-
cerned. “She’s probably at the Rendezvous
now. 3 You didn’t go out on that ambulance
case?

He grinned, “I thought that could have
been a red herring, Donald. I wanted this
Prue girl.”

“But someone went out to that Orleans
ddress?”

“Sure.”
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“And they won't let Crail get nwny""

“No, sweetheart, and you won't get away,
either. Come on. We're going places.”

Do I get my keys back?”

“Naughty, naugg

“Take the damn thlngs and throw them
away,” Bertha said angrily. “I've warned the
little devil about that.”

Sellers said, “Come on, quit stalling.”

I followed them down to the street. I said,
“T'll, take the agency car and

“The hell you will!” Sellers said. “You'll
stay right here, my lad, until I've put_the
bracelets on that little girl's wrists. You
won't pull any slick little job of gemng in to
a telephone and tipping her off .

bracelets on her wrists!”

“Sure, What did you think?”

“Don’t lgt him stall you,” Bertha said.
“He knows. He was going to tip her off. My
God, how he falls for women! That's the
trouble with him.”

Sellers said, “Listen, Donald, she’s the one
wl’i,o did the killing. Don’t get tangled up in

I looked at him and laughed. “Anyone
could have picked up the hand ax,” I said.

Sellers rose to the bait. “I've got the dead-
wood on her. Under an assumed name she
rented an apartment in the Fulrose Apart-
ments. She’s had it for a month, always being
careful never to go in except when Rufus
Stanberry was out. She’s been searching his
apartment. The day of the murder, just after
Stanberry had been bumped off, she showed
up and made a good ;ob of it. She went
through the safe that time.”

“How do you know?”

“Archie Stanberry tells me some things
are missing from the safe.”

“But how do you know she did it?”

LAUGHED and said, “She was smart
when it came to going through Stan-
berry’s apartment. She didn’t leave any
fingerprints. But she wasn’t smart when she
lived in_that apartment under an assumed
name. Hell, it wouldn’t have done her any
good anyway. She couldn’t have lived there
for a month without leavin;

side by each, or end to end—whichever you
want to call it. She knew where your car
was. She knew whose car it was. You let her
drive you away. After you left her, she had
ample time to drive out and ditch the murder
‘weapon in your car. She thought she was
being smart as hell when she did it. It was
one of those things that looked good at the
time, but it stuck her head in the noose.”

Bertha said suddenly, “Listen, Frank, I
don’t want to cio back with you after you've
made the pinch and have Donald in the car
with that little tart. Suppose Donald and I
take the agency car and follow right along
behind you, I'll see that he doesn’t tele-
phone.”

Sellers thought that over for a moment
and said,

He walked over to the agency car with me.

I reached in my pocket for the keys. A
sinking feeling developed in the pit of my
stomach. I'd left the car keys and my driving
g]oves on the table in Billy Prue’s apart-

“Well?" Bertha said.

I know now how peeple feel when they get
stage fright. There probably wasn’t anything
1 could have said then that would have
the thing off, but if there had been, I couldn’t
have said it. I was absolutely tongue-tied.
I just stood there fumbling through my
pockets.

“Where are they?” Bertha said.

“I must have dropped them there on the
carpet when I took these other keys out of
my pocket.”

Bertha logked at Frank Sellers,

Frank Sellers said softly under his breath,
“Why you dirty double-crosser!”

The next second I felt his left hand grab
my wrist. I saw the flash of steel and heard
the ratchet of handcuffs, Steel bit into my

“All right, wise guy,” Sellers said. “I gave
you a chance and you couldn’t take it the
easy way. You have to do it the hard way.
All right, that’s the way we're gomg to plny
from now on. Come on, Buddy, you're going
back upstairs.”

1 said “What's eating you?

“You mean you've foum{ her fingerprints
in that apartment?”

“Sure. The one she rented under an as-
sumed name, What's mor-, the manager and
one of the clerks identify her photograph
absolutely.”

“Gosh!” I said.

“Don’t let it get you, lover,” Bertha said
“She never was ¢y

don. Your cars were par]

Those keys are somewhere there on the
carpet in front of that door and .

“And I've just noticed,” Sellers saxd, “that
you aren’t wearing your driving gloves. A
sweet detecnve I am. Come on, Buddy, we're
going
& We. went back. There was nothing else to

Sellers got down on his knees in front of
the door to Billy Prue’s apartment. He felt
along the carpet. It was only a pe:
gesture. Then he took my own skeleton keys

and ftied ane into the lock.

I ma last desperate lmmpt.
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‘Are you going in there without a search
‘warrant?” 1 asked.

F Sellers isn’t a guy you can bluff
that easy. “You're damn nght I'm going
in there without a warrant,” he sai

The key clicked the lock back.

Billy Prue was sitting just as I had left
her in the chair, her face might have been
molded in pastry dough and daubed with
make-up.

Sellers took in the situation with a prac-
ticed eye, walked over to the table and said,
J se your gloves, Lam?”

I said, “I'm not answering any questions.”

Sellers picked up the car keys, said. “The
gloves and the keys Wlll be evidence. Get
your things on, Billy. You're going places.
Let me see your hand a minute.”

He picked up her hand.

There was nothing I could do about it
even if I had warned her.

A half second later she jerked back and
screamed as the cold steel touched her wrists,
then the ratchet bit into pressure and Billy
Prue and I were handcuffed one to the

“All right, Little Miss Murderess and Mr.
Accessory-After-the-Fact,” Frank Sellers
said grimly. “We’re going to teach you little
lovebirds something.”

Bertha looked from me to Frank Sellers
“Listen, Frank,” she said, “suppose . . .

“Nothing domg," Sellers sai roughly.

“But Frank . .

“Shut up,” he said. “And this time, we all
ride in my car.”

CHAPTER XVIII

ELLERS only stopped long
enough to fit my keys to the
lock on the &‘gjncy car to
make sure y worked.
Then he loaded us into the
police automobile, turned on
the motor and kicked in the

B It was a tough place in
% which to have to think, but
v d to think

and think fas
we reached Headquarters, it
would be too late to do any good.
siren was screaming for the right of
way and the car was building into spe
flashed past a street intersection. My eyes
noticed the name of the street we were on.
It was Mantica Street.
Ahead of us and on the left was a rather
swanky ni-mmnt hotel. A couple of taxicabs
ed in front. One of the dﬂvm
looked”up curiously as the siren

me-ﬂngbylhodullmmdntwlmd.

The next street was Garden Vista Boule-
vard and Frank Sellers was bracing his car
for a screaming t

“Frank!” I yelled at him,

He didn’t even turn his head.

The tires screamed the car around the turn.

“Frank, for God’s sake stop!”

Something in my voice caught his ears,
made him ease his foot on the throttle.
“What is it this time, a stall?’

“The murderer of Rufus Stanberry,” 1

said.

“T've got her right here.”

“No, no, Frank. For God's sake—at least
pull in to the curb and let me talk to you
before he gets away.”

He hesitated.

said, “Please, Frank.”

“The hell with him,” Frank said. “It's just
a stall and you know it as well as I do. He's
guick witted enough to have thought up some

Goddamnut'” Bertha screamed at him.
“Pull this car in to the curb!”

Sellers looked at her in surprise.

Bertha leaned forward, twisted the ignition
key in the lock, jerked it out and held her
hand ot of the window.

The motor went dead, The momentum car-
ried us in to the curb as Sellers turned the
steering wheel.

Sellers sat perfectly still. His face was
white with rage.

After a half second, he said in a choked
voice, “It’s all right with me. I take in the
three of you.”

Bertha looked back at me and said, “And
dont kid yourself he isn’t man enough to do

If you've got anythmg to say, say it—
and I hope to hell you've got something.”

I leaned forward to put my left hand on
Frank Sellers’ shoulders. The right was hand-
cuffed to Billy Prue.

” 1 said, “I'm coming clean.
I've wondered how that murder weapon got
in my car. I've thought back over every step
of the way. It couldn’t, simply couldn’t have
been put in my car by someone who knew
whose car it was and was framing things on
me unless Billy Prue double-crossed me, and
I don’t think she double-crossed me. There's
anl); one other way it could have got in my

Sellers was listening now.

I said, “Listen, Frank, I'm doing this for
you as much as anybody. For the love of
Mike, don’t pull us in and get a splash in
:he newspapers and then have to hide your
ace.

“Don’t worry about my face,” Selhn
uid “Tell me about that murder. ‘weapon.”

I said, “The only way it could have been
put in the car was by someone who didn’t
know what car it was—who it belonged to.”
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“Nuts!” Sellers said.

“And,” I went on, “there was only one way
that could have happened and that was that
my car happened to be the most convenient
and the most accessible place for the mur-
derer to have put it, and there’s only one
way that could have happened and that was
when my car was parked at the Rimley
Rendezvous and I tried to be a smart Aleck
and squeeze in in front of the car behind me
on the hope that it wouldn’t go out before

did.

“But the_guy in the car behind me wasn’t
that sort of an egg. He slmply stuck his car
in low gear and pushed mine out into the
taxi zone and went on his way. And a taxi
driver damn near beat me up over it when
I came out—and that taxi driver was sitting
in a cab at that hetel a couple of blocks back
on Mantica Street. That’s probably his regu-
lar stand. And the handle of that han
had been sawed off so it would fit in a wom-
an’s handbag.”

“And what's all that got to do with this
pinch?” Sellers asked.

“Don’t you see?” I said. “Don’t you get
the sketch? Remember that accident at Man-
tica Street and Garden Vista Boulevard?
Figure out the time element. Now then, if
you want to be a smart dick—be smart, and
if you want to be dumb—be dumb. I've said
everything I'm going to say. Put the keys
back in the ignition, Bertha.”

ERTHA said, “But I don’t get it, lover
What has the taxicab got to do with .

Tput the keys back in the lock,” I said.
“Sellers has a chance now to either cover
himself with glory, or make himself the
prize fool of the force.”

Sellers said, “I'm not making myself a
prize fool of anything—not with the stuff I've
got on this Billy Prue.”

“You haven't got a thing on her except
coincidence,” I went on. “Billy and I were
having an affair before I left. She knew I
was coming back. I couldn’t be with her in
the apartment where she was living without
having Pittman Rimley blow my pump out.
She got this apartment in the Fulrose Apart-
ments so we could be together. It was a love
nest. That’s where I was last night, and why
Bertha couldn’t find m

“You son-of-a-gun,” Berthn said half un-
der her breath, and put the keys back in the
ignition.

Frank Sellers sat there for as much as
thirty seconds without saying a word. Then
he pressed his foot on the starter button,
slammed the car into gear and made a
tugn in the middle of the block. The siren

started wailing again and the red spotlight
blinked on and off.

We swung around the turn from Garden

Vista Boulevard into Mantica Street and the
broken-nosed cab driver was still at the
wheel of his ca

Sellers braked the car to a stop alongside
the taxi driver.

Shifty little eyes glittered out from either
side of the broken nose.

“What's eating yuh?” the cab driver asked.

Sellers said, “Yesterday afternoon there
was a smashup on Mantica Street and Gare
Vista Boulevard. Know anything about it?”

“I heard it.”

“Pick up a fare right afterwards?”

Broken nose frowned, then said,
What’s it to you?”

“Man or wnman”"

oman.”

“What did she want?”

The glittering little eyes met Sellers’ for
a moment, then shifted.

Sellers suddenly threw open the door of
the car, walked around and stood with his
broad shoulders hulking against the side of
the taxicab. He whipped open the door of the
cab. “Come out of that,” he said to the
driver.

Broken nose sized him up, hesitated.

Sellers’ hand shot forward, took a good
grip on the necktie and shirt of the cab
driver. He gave a jerk. “I said come out!”

The cab driver came out and was suddenly
respectful. “What is it you want?” he asked.

“Your fare. What about it? Who was it?”

“A woman,” he said. “She wanted me to
shadow a couple of cars that she said would
be coming around the corner.”

“Keep talking,” Sellers said.

“When the car came around the corner on
Mantica Street, we followed along. Then I
noticed a second car was tagging after the
first. I told my fare about it. She said never
mind the second car, to stay with the first
one. It was only about three blocks. They
stopped down here at an apartment house.
A man went in, The woman in the other car
drove away. My fare told me to wait. We
waited for about ten minutes.”

“Go ahead.”

“Then a jane came out of the apartment,
jumped in a car and drove away. My fare
got excited. She got out, handed me a five
dollar bxll and said, ‘That’s for security on
the fare’ She walked into the apartment
house and was gone about ten minutes in
all. Then she came back, got in the cab and
suid ‘Drive to the Rimley Rendezvous.”

“We drove up to the Rimley Rendezvous.
Some buzzard had parked a car where it
took up most of the cab space. I said, ‘Wait
a minute and T'll bust this car out of here!”
But she didn’t wait. She got out. She had to
walk clean around the parked car. She
walked around it and on into the Rimley
Rendezvous. A guy came out and climbed

“Yes.
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into the parked car. I tried to shake him
down for a buck. He wouldn’t shake. I had
five bucks for a sixty cent ride, so I let him
pull the old stall about having been shoved
ahead into the cab space.”

“Notice anything peculiar about this wom-
an’s handbag?” Sellers asked.

The cabbie looked at him with a certain
dawning respect in his eyes. “She had some-
thing pretty heavy in her handbag. lt stuck
out. 1 thought it might have been .

Sellers asked as the man hesi-

tat

“Uh huh. Only it wasn't a rod.”

“Perhaps a hammer or a small hand ax?”

Sudden realization showed in the little
eyes. “Hell” the cabbie said disgustedly,
“that’s what it was—and me wondering if
it was a rod!”

Wh t did this woman look like?” Sellers

as

“Not bad looking,” the driver said appreci-
atively. “Nice legs, swell hips, nice complex-
ion, Teeth a little too big, that’s all. Horse-
toothed when she smiled.”

“Fry me for an oyster!” Bertha exclaimed
under her breath.

CHAPTER XIX

LLERY Crail was pacing
back and forth in front of
our office when Bertha and
T came up in the elevator.
His face lit with relief
when he saw us. He came
running forward and grip-
ped my hand. “I was hoping
- ——yowd be here” he said.
—‘The elevator operator said
you folks frequently came
in at night, although you
didn't keep the office open
after five o’clock.”
Bertha said belllgerently, “Well, we got
you a settlement, an
“dLets go inside where we can talk,” Crail

x

Bertha latchkeyed the door and we went
into the private office.

Bertha went on, “Just like I told you over
the telephone. You owe us three hundred
dollars more and . . ."

Crail looked at her as though she might
have been tslkmg a foreign language, then
he looked at me

1 shook my fhead and said, “T didn't tell
her lnythmg
‘What are you two talking about?” Bertha

Crail took a checkbook from his pocket,

pen.
undred dollars,” Bertha sai
Crail looked up at her and said, “Mﬂ. Cool,

I want to thank you people for the most won-
derful thing that has ever happened to me,
and I think I owe every bit of my happiness
to Donald Lam.”

Bertha’s jaw dropped.

Crail said, “I guess you know what hap-
pened—Lam seems to, anyway. I was sus-
picious of my wife and Stanberry. I won-
dered why she was so eager to have me buy
the Stanberry Building at a price that my
banker said was about three times too high.

n she went out yesterday afternoon I—
well, 1 decided to follow her. It was a decision
I reached all at once. My car wasn't there,
but I knew that it would be all right with
Georgia Rushe if I borrowed her car. I bor-
rowed it.

“I'm not going to tell you all that hap-
pened, Lam knows, anyway. I followed my
wife. I saw the accident. I saw enough to
know that she was deliberately following
Stanberry. I went back to the office. Georgia
didn’t even know I'd borrowed her car—
and then I read about Stanberry being mur-
dered and . . . well, I put it up to my wife.

“She admitted that Stanberry had been
blackmailing her. She wouldn't tell me what
it was about. Well, you know—I wanted to be
a strong silent man. I wanted to be an under-
standing husband. I didn’t ask any questions.
I decided to back my wife to the limit. I knew
that she’d be called as a witness in that auto-
mobile accident. I decided to have the case
settled so that it could never be shown that
her car was trailing Stanberry’s. I came to
you to get the case settled.

“And then Lam showed me how life can't
be lived that way. You can't sacrifice your-
self to keep from hurting someone if by
doing se, you're hurting someone else a great
deal more. . well, I had a talk with
her, and this time I wasn't just a big sucker.
I had in the back of my mind the knowledge
of Georgia lying unconscious in a hospital,
knowing that she had tried to take her life
because of me, and I saw a lot of things
in a slightly different light. And then Irma
started talking about property settlement and
was quite businesslike about the whole thing,
and I realized that I'd been trapped into
marriage simply as a financial investment. I
was never so relieved in my life. I gave her
a settlement that made her eyes bulge out
and told her to get reservations for Reno, and
came up here to find Donald Lam.”

Crail took a deep breath and started writ-
ing on the check. He picked up a piece of
blomng paper, blotted the check, tore it out

tossed it on the desk. He got up and
looked at me and there were tears in his

Bertha, leaned over and kissed her
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I said, “I'm glad you had your showdown,
Crail. Your wife didn’t murder Stanberry.
It was another woman Stanberry had been
blackmailing over the telephone. And if she
hadn’t noticed Stanberry’s wrist watch was
an hour fast and set it back the whole case
might have been simplified—which doesn’t
mean your wife wasn't playing you for a
sucker. She was.

“Esther Witson was being blackmailed and
was tired of it. She followed Stanberry from
the Rimley Rendezvous, determined to have
a_showdown. She may even have contem-
plated murder. She saw Stanberry go to this
apartment house. She knew Billy Prue lived
there, She put two and two together and
waited. Then Billy Prue came out. Stanberry
didn’t. That made Miss Witson decide to in-
vestigate. She went up to Billy Prue’s apart-
ment. The door was open.

“She went in and saw a wonderful op-
portunity to get free of Stanberry once and
for all. There was a note in his hand saying
Billy had gone to a drugstore. She knew that
was a lie, She'd seen Billy drive off, paying
no attention to the drugstore on the corner.
She saw a wonderful opportunity to free her-
self of Stanberry once and for all. She looked
around for a weapon, found a hand ax and
hit Stanberry on the head once, hard.

“Then she got frightened and in a panic
wanted to conceal the murder weapon. She

sawed off some of the handle so it would fit
into her purse, then ditched it in the first
car she came to when she got out of the
cab. The police found the short plece she’d
sawed off the handle still in her purse.

Crail listened attentively. “Miss Witson,
eh? I was afraid she’d bring my wife into it.
And I was afraid someone might—oh well,
that's all finished now. I want to get back to
the hospital. Good-by and bless you both.
I've tried to express some of my gratitude
in that check. You'll never know how deeply
I am indebted to you.”

Bertha watched him out the door, then
grabbed up the check. I saw her greedy little
eyes get big and round. “Fry me for an oy-
ster!” she said in an awed voice. “Can me
for a sardine!”

I WAS halfway across the outer office be-
fore Bertha came down to earth.

I heard her scream at me. “Goddamn you,
Donald Lam! If you're headed for the Rimley
Rendezvous, remember you can’t charge any
more cigarettes on the expense account. The
case is closed.”

I paused with my hand on the door, I
couldn’t resist a parting shot. “And if I'm
not home tonight, don’t worry about it,” I
said.

1 whipped the door shut before Bertha
could think of the answer to that one.

.
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Logan lunged for Barrett,
cought the wrist that held
the gun

THE BRASS POMERANIAN

By NORMAN A. DANIELS

A phony amnesia victim, a finely wrought metal dog, and
a puzzling corpse make things interesting for Ray Logan!

tired as he sat in his office in the Miss-

ing Persons Bureau. The enigma of
the unidentified corpse he had been workmg
on for more than a week bothered him.
body had been fished out of the river, wnh-
out discernible features and with the ﬁnger-

DETECTIVE sergeant Ray ‘Logan was

tips of one badly crushed as if an
attempt had been made to obliterate finger-
prints. There were no records of the dead

man’s prints. It was murder without a doubt
~—the victim's neck had been broken.
This morning Logan had still

nother
3

problem to tackle. He looked keenly at the
young man who was seated across the desk
from him.

“You're sure you can't remember any-
thmg about your past?” Logan demanded.

othing.” The young mm shnok his

head. “I can’t remember a tl

He was slim, with narrow fen!ures. coal
black hair and dark eyes. Decidedly different
from Logan who was Irish, red-headed, wit
a sturdy pair of shoulders, and a wide,
rather unhandsome face.

Both of them were studying the small, ex~




% DETECTIVE NOVEL MAGAZINE

quisitely wrought object on the

under this infl

desk. It was a tiny brass pomeranian, every
outline of the dog beautifully clear-cut, even
to the shaggy hair over the animal’s face.

“This is the only thing you bad in your
pockets, except a small penknife” Logan
went on. “It’s an unusual object. Doesn’t it
bring anything back to you?”

“Nothing, Sergeant” The young man
waved his hand wearily. “All I know is that
1 was suddenly aware of walking through
Central Park. I haven’t the vaguest notion of
how I got there or who I am. Yet my brain
feels perfectly clear and sound.”

“Amnesia, of course,” Logan stated. “We
have many cases like yours. Or almost like
it. What I can't figure out is why in the
world every last label has been clipped from
your clothing. There isn’t even a laundry
mark. You haven't a dime, but you claim
that you aren’t hungry, which indicates you
had money enough to eat on not too long

“It's very exasperating,” the young man
agreed. “I try to think and my mind goes
back as far as Central Park and no further.
It's like an asbestos curtain at a theater. My
past is behind that curtain and I can’t make
it rise.”

“Looks like some kind of a luck piece.”
Logan hefted the small brass image. “T'd
say it was valuable because the thing seems
to be hand carved out of a chunk of brass.
The Chinese used to manufacture these sort
of things before the Japs started them
making guns.” The sergeant frowned and put
the brass pomeranian back on the desk. “Oh,
well, there are ways to bring your memory
back.”

“What are you going to do with me?” The
young man smiled wanly. “I'll agree to any-
thing, of course.”

“You're going to a hospital first,” Logan
said. “They’ll try to restore your memory
there. hile, Tll put the
to work. I've a hunch that if we publicize
this brass pomeranian, someone will recog-
nize it and come forward to claim you.” He
stood up. “Let’s get started.”

“Thanks very much, Sergeant.” The young
man rose to his feet. In the sunlight stream-
ing_through the windows he looked older
and his thin face seemed hard. “I never
realized how helpful the police can be.”

Logan took the man to a hospital, checked
him in and then waited until an orderly
brought out the amnesia victim’s clothes.
Logan folded these over his arm, thrust a
shoe into each side coat pocket and went
back to his car.

He wasn’t especially worried about iden-
tifying the young man, The doctors had
radically new s. Hypnosis was one of
them. The patient would be hypnotized and

the cloudy
brain became clear.

But Detective-Sergeant Logan had more
important things to worry about. The mur-
der victim fished out of the river, the name-
less corpse whose neck had been so merci-
lessly broken.

ACK at his office the sergeant carefully
studied the amnesiac’s clothes. They
were well cared for and of good quality, he
noted, yet every means of tracing their
maker had been removed. That angle gave
gan a real headache. Someone didn’t
want the young man identified and the whole
thing smacked of being criminal

Gently, Logan pulled a small strand of an
oddly purple-colored thread from inside the
coat. It had ence held the maker’s label in
place. He finished examining the coat and
listing a description ef the rest of the cloth-
ing before he glanced at the penknife.

He opened one blade, and his thick, ex-
pressive eyebrows went up. Beneath the
blade of the knife was a strand of thread
exactly like the one which had adhered to

the coat.

“Odd,” he thought. “It looks like the
man’s own knife was used to remove those

bels. That means he might have done it
himself. Or it was done after his mind went
blank, and he might recall who did it. Men
don’t submit to having all identification re-
moved and then fall obligingly into an am-
nesia condition. This just doesn’t make
sense.”

He was still trying to puzzle it out when
one of the doctors at the hospital phoned.
They had lost no time in going to work on
the young amnesia victim.

“This man fights hypnosis and you know
it’s impossible to put him under if he does
that,” the doctor reported. “We gave him a
mild dose of drugs, but that didn’t work

ither. There are no marks of a blow, or
other mental aberrations. Quite frankly,
Sergeant, we have come to the conclusion
that he hasn’t lost his memory at all.”

“You think he is faking then?” Logan
growled.

“Precisely. We could be wrong, of course,
but our experience with amnesia tells us we
aren’t.”

“Does he know you suspect he’s stalling?”
Logan asked.

“No. We've given him no hint.”

“Good! Keep him there under observation,
but don’t let him know you suspect any-
thing. There's something cockeyed about
this and T want to get to the bottom of it.
Holding him there will be a help.”

His mind buzzing with questions, Logan
hung up, and then phoned the press room.
Presently several reporters came into his
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office. . The sergeant asked them to run the
story of the amnesia victim on the front
pages without any pictures of the man but
describing the brass pomeranian in detail.

“We'll give you all we can on it, Sergeant,”
said one of the newspapermen. “After all a
young man who has lost his memory isn’t
exactly spot news—not with a War going on.

e brass poodle is a novel angle so we'll
play that up. We've all got something on it
in the early afternoon editions. No descrip-
tion of the amnesia victim though, because
we, didn’t see him.”

s, boys,” said Logan. “That will do
nicely.”

They all filed out, as Logan next asked
Captain Blane, in charge of the Missing Per-
sons Bureau, to step into the office. Blane
was gray-haired, clever and resourceful. He
listened closely as Logan gave him the de-
tails of the amnesia case.

“T think this man is a fake,” Logan finished.
“He’s after something. Obviously trying to
contact someone whose whereabouts he isn't
sure of, by means of that brass pomeranian.
If my hunch is right, someone will come here
to identify him because he carried that dog.”

“And if they do?” asked Captain Blane.
“Then what?”

“If this matter has something criminal be-
hind it I might get a line on the thing by
taking the place of the amnesia victim.”

“Oh, sure.” Blane grinned. ‘I've seen the
young man and I'd hardly call you his
double.”

“I know we don't look at all alike,” said
Logan, “But if they really know the young
man they'll claim I'm not the person they
are seeking. But if these people don’t know
him by sight and are just contacting him
because of the brass pooch we might get
somewhere.”

“Not a bad idea,” Blane mused. “It's
worth trying anyway. You go over to the
hospital and wait there. If someone calls,
I'll handle this thing myself.”

Two hours later Logan was waiting at the
hospital when a phone call from Captain
Blane came through. >

“A man and a woman are here,” said the
captain. “Give their names as Vincent and
Edith Barrett. Seem like nice people, but
you never can tell. /They claim a nephew of
theirs carried a brass pomeranian with him
all the time. I showed them the dog and
they are sure you must be their nephew.”

“Not so good,” Logan said over the wire.
“If they're looking for a real nephew they’ll
never accept me as the missing man. But
we might as well & o through with it anyway.”

“I'm bringing ithem over. If they Sdenhfy
you as their nephew you'll know there is
something crooked ubout Mr. and Mrs. Bar-
rett,” Blane said. “Watch it now.”

Logan hung up, then immediately pro-
ceeded to empty his pockets of everything
that might identify him as a policeman.
When the door opened a little hter he was
slumped in a chair, starmg into space like a
man wholly absorbed in trying to find him-

*“This 1a. the ‘san Capteins Blage. el
nodding to Logan. “Do you recognize him?”

R. and Mrs. Barrett appeared to be in

their fifties, carefully dressed and in-
telligent-looking. Logan thought he caught
a fleeting expression of disappointment sweep
over the woman’s face as she gazed at him.
She glanced quickly at her husband. Vin-
cent Barrett frowned and nodded. Appar-
ently it was a signal, for Mrs. Barrett gave a
hme cry of distress and hurried toward

Log:

“Arthur.” she said, her voice filled with
emotion. “Oh, Arthur, what has happened
to you?”

“Do you know me?” Logan asked blankly,
feeling quite proud of his performance.
“Honest, 1 never saw either of you before.
At least I don’t think so. I—I can’t remem-
ber anything. Is Arthur really my name?”

course,” said Barrett. “I'm your
Uncle Vincent.”

“Take him home,” Captain Blane sug-
gested. “Familiar things may restore his
memory. He's free to go any time at all.”

“We'lt take good care of him,” Vincent
Barrett promised. “He was working too hard.
I'm not at all surprised that something like
this happened. Come along with us, Arthur.”

Logan went docilely, giving a perfect
imitation of a man whose mind was still
shadowed by a black curtain. There was a
big car outside the hospital, chauffeur~
driven by a wide-faced, ugly-looking man
whose eyes narrowed when he saw Logan.

The detective sergeant settled himself in
the middle of the back seat with Mrs, Barrett
and her husband on either side of him. The
car rolled quietly along the street. What
would happen next was quite impossible for
Logan to predict, but he was startled when
Vincent Barrett poked a gun against his

ribs.

“All right,” Barrett said harshly. “What
do you want? Where is Arthur? W}\xt have
you done with him?”

“T don’t get you.” Logan looked blank.
“You said I was your nephew and I believe
you. Why the gun?”

“Stop that nonsense,” snapped Barrett.
“You know as well as we do that you are

not Arthur Barrett. You took that brass

pomeranian from Arthur. Possibly he told
you there are only three of thern in existence
that my wife and I have the only other

g to have lost your memory
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and getting those stories in the papers nbout
the little brass dog bemg Lhe only thing in
your possessmn was clevi
o you meam" demanded Logan

eag,xly ol dores anderstondr

knew that when we read about the
amnesia victim with the brass pomeranian
we would be sure it was Arthur,” explained
Mrs. Barrett sharply. “We’re willing to bar-
gain with you to get our nephew back. What
are your terms?”

“But suppose I don’t know what you are
talking about?” Logan said cautiously.
"What then7”

‘You know.” Barrett’s voice was cold.
“And you‘ll talk if we have to beat it out

of ye
“I thmk I'd like that job,” vol d the

brought them to a large house, apparently
the dominating feature of a big estate.

The car rolled along a winding drive and
stopped in front of the door. Vincent Bar-
rett got out first, openly displaying the gun,
but holding it carelessly so that the bm—rel
was aimed at the ground. Barrett evidently
wasn't accustomed to packing a weapon.
“Come on,” he snapped to Logan. “Get
out.”

Slowly, Logan climbed out, and as his feet
touched the ground he lunged for Barrett.
He caught the wrist that held the gun, and
twisted. The gun dropped from Barrett's
grasp, but a pile driver blow unexpectedly
struck Logan. He didn’t know until after-
ward that the burly chauffeur had adminis-

chauffeur without turning his head.

“Be quiet, Hackett,” snapped Mrs. Barrett.
“Don’t forget you were supposed to be Ar-
thur’s bodyguard as well as our chauffeur.
That's why we hired you—and you failed us
in protecting our nephew.”

Hackett slumped into sullen silence. The
car was proceeding at a good clip along an
express highway, apparently heading for
the suburbs. It was quite dark now, for
night had come quickly.

Logan too, preferred silence. The Bar-
rett’s puzzl im. For he couldn’t be sure
whether these people were being victimized
in some manner or if they really were a pair
of clever crooks. They talked as though their
nephew had been kidnaped, and Logan, it
would seem, had some connection with the
gang.

He wondered about the unidentified man
in the hospital who was still posing as an
amnesiac. Logan suspected that it was he
‘who was the real crook and the pivotal figure
in this puzzle that seemed to revolve around
a brass pooch.

As the car sped across town, Logan glanced
toward the river. The sight of the water
brought back the memory of the case he had
been working on for the past week or so.
The murder victim who had been pulled out
of the river—he still had that headache to
solve, he remembered.

Logan had been constantly aware of the
pair of headlights behind them from the
moment they had hit the express highway.
One light was slightly out of focus and
this had served to identify the trailing car.
He wondered if it could be some of Cap-

Blane’s men or if, somehow, the am-
nesia victim’s friends had guessed the ruse
the sergeant was pulling.

After about forty minutes of driving, with
the out-of-focus headlight always present
in the rear view mirror, Vincent Barrett’s
car turned off onto a narrower macadam road.
Two miles of traveling over this route

tered a rabbit punch,
delivered.

Detective-sergeant Legan passed into a
black fog that did not lift for what seemed
like an eternity. en he became con-
scious he found himself in a lavishly fur-
nished room, seated in a chair, with_the
burly chauffeur standing near him. Bar-
rett was pacing the floor. His wife was
not present. As he saw the sergeant’s eyes
open, Barrett stalked before Logan's chair.

“Now see here,” he thundered. “I don't
intend fooling around. I want the whole
truth. If you refuse to talk, so help me, I'll
make you suffer. Where is my nephew?
What happened to him?”

don’t know,” answered Logan truth-

full

“Take him upstairs, Hackett,” Barrett or-
dered curtly. “He'll either talk or die!”

“Come on, you.” The chauffeur grabbed
Logan by the arm, and pulled him up out of
the chair. “Get moving.”

Still groggy, Logan made no attempt to
resist. He wondered idly what would hap-
pen if he proclaimed himself a detective
sergeant.

They pushed him up to the second floor,
then up a secend flight which led to what
were apparently little used 'quarters just
under the eaves of the house. Here they
locked him in the darkness of a small room.

“You can’t get out,” Barrett called from
outside the door. “Yeu'll remain there until
you starve or thirst to death. ®nce an hour
someone will knock. If you wish to tell the
truth you'll be allowed to come out. Other-
wise you can just rot!”

OGAN heard the sound of retreating foot-
steps and then black silence engulfed
him. He had no matches so he examined the
room by sense of touch alone. It was
more than a closet, he discove:
were no windows and the door seemed
much too strong to be broken down. Logan
hunched into a sitting position with
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his back against the wall and wondered just
what he should do now.

He was beginning to suspect that Barrett
might actually be the uncle of the missing

ur Barrett, but still Logan was not
quite sure. Barrett’s display of a gun and
his threats indicated desperation brought
about by possible criminal intent, as did his
holding Logan a prisoner.

Hackett, the chauffeur, looked more like a
thug than a servant. Though Mrs. Barrett
had explained that when she had said the
man had been hired as a bodyguard for her
nephew. But why had the nephew needed a
bodyguard?

Logan was certain not more than fifteen or
twenty minutes }md passed when someone
tapped on

“Cleath’” an unfamllmr voice - whispered.
“Are you in there?”

“Yes,” Logan answered gruffly.
out.”

The key grated in the lock, and Logan
moved swiftly to flatten himself beside the
door, When it opened, a flashlight’s ray
swept the cubicle. Logan snatched the flash-
light from the man’s hand and switched it

“Get me

off.

“No lig}ns,” he snapped. “Who are you?”

“Grady and Lang,” came the answer out
of the dnrlmess “You all right, boss?”

el, " Logan growled. “How did you get
here?”

“Easy,” said a_second hard voice. “I was
planted inside Headquarters pretending I
had lost my two kids and wanted to wait until
there was some word. Lang was waiting
down the block with the car. I heard these
people ask about the amnesia victim so we
trailed them to the hospital and then here.”

“Excellent,” Logan said.

So long as no lights were turned on, he
felt he might get away with this. These two
men obviously worked for Cleath, who must

the phony amnesia victim. He'd fooled
them so far into being accepted as Cleath.

“But what happened here?” Grady asked.
“We thought you'd have the stuff by now.
Instead, we find you locked up. Never would
have spotted you if we hadn’t seen the
chauffeur listening outside the door of that
room like there was someone inside. What
happened?”

“They worked too fast,” Logan said. “The
stuff is here though. It must be, and we'd
better search for it. We'll separate to do the

job quicker. And no lights. They're sus-

icious nlrendy and mxght call the cops.”
“What?” Lang g: “After they de-
layed thu long? l ont think so.” There

was a mmful note in Lis tone. “You getting
nervous, CI

, “Not John Clenﬂ:,” said Grady softly be-
fore Logan could

spoak. “He mievan B ioahy Logar

rattled. Why, he’s the best front I've ever
seen for our racket.”

“No time to talk,” Logan snapped. “Let’s
get started looking. You take this floor of
the house, Lang, and you the floor below,
Grady Tl work downstairs.”

idn’t dare query them about the ob-
ect uf their search. All he could hope was
that one of them would find it, and he would
learn what it was in that way. Logan still
could not be certain that the Barretts were
not criminally involved somehow. The fact
that Lang had derided the idea the Barretts
would call in the police indicated this.

Leaving the two men to the tasks he had
given them, Logan made his way down to
the first floor of the house. Cautiously peer-
ing in, he discovered that Vincent Barrett
and his wife were in the big living room, a
radio playing softly. Certainly the elderly
couple did not act as if they suspected two
strange men were in the house. Logan tip-
toed to the back door, walked out and looked
around.

He had not gone more than a few steps
before he was ducking for cover as he saw
Hackett emerge from the garage and walk
toward the house. Logan watched the mas-
sive figure close the door behind him before
he made his way toward the garage. A few
steps beyond, he stumbled over a rock gar-
den, and almost fell headlong. He recovered
his balance just in time, and presently was
entering the garage.

Swiftly he began searching. Hackett lived
in two rooms on the second floor. There
was nothing of interest-in them except a
pair of rubber boots, the surface of which
were crusted with a white powdery sub-
stance. They were stuffed with paper, evi-
dently to keep them in shape. Nothing else

ere.

Quickly, Logan made his way back into
the house. He knew he had to work fast. Any
time now Barrett might decide it was time
to question the prisoner supposedly locked
in his cubicle. The sergeant rapidly investi-
gated several rooms before he found one
with a telephone. Closing the door carefully
behind him, he dialed Police Headquarters,
and contacted Captain Blane.

“We started something,” he reported,
speaking in a whisper. “But 'm not quite
sure what it is. I'm at the home of Vincent
Barrett on Long Island. Don't send any help
for two hours. But if you don’t hear from
me by then, come flying.”

“Maybe we'd better cut that time down,”
Blane said. “The amnesia victim blew out
of the hospital in some stolen clothes. Seemed
he had a visitor who must have told him
how things stand.”

“Bnd,butltﬁllt.h!nklcnnukenreof
commznhd. “Maybe C
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—that’s the amnesiac’s name—doesn’t lmuw
who the Barretts are or where they li
That's what he wanted to find out. So l\ow
can he get here? Two hours, Captain. I can
handle it that long.”

N THE dark room, Logan was in the act
of switching off the flash he had used to
dial the phone when the door opened sud-
denly, and the lights flashed on. There was
a single sharp scream. For a moment Mrs.
Barrett stood in the doorway gazing at Logan
iﬁndhorror. Then she turned abruptly and
led.

Logan turned to find Vincent Barrett now
standing outside the doorway, covering him
with a gun. Hackett was advancing, maneuv-
ering for another of his rabbit punches. Mrs.
Barrett was standing behind the two men.
“Wait—we're not alone here,” Logan said

sharply. “There are other men in the house.”

“Listen to him try and scare us” the
dmuﬁeur ‘muttered. “Well we don't fall for
that bl

“But he must have had help in getting out
of the room upstmrs, Mrs. Barrett added
quu:kly “He may be telling the truth.”

n if he is,” Hackett grumbled, “he’s
working with these other men and we better
take care of him right now.”

The chauffeur was easing in for the kill,
and Barrett, no longer able to cover Logan,
lowered his gun. But Hackett was too cer-
tain of himself; he hadn’t paused to size up
his opponent. Instead of getting close in to
deliver his fatal punch, he suddenly found
himself at the end of a fist that knew how
to deal out punishment.

Logan’s first blow flattened even more the
already flat nose. His next flew to the heart
and sent the chauffeur gorilla reeling back.
He tried to seize a chair for support, and
then slowly he was sinking to the floor, com-
pletely out. Flashlike, Logan started for-
ward, only to be stopped once more as he
saw Barrett again had him covered with the
The sergeant glanced toward the stairs
and frowned.

“Put that gun away, Barrett,” Logan or-
dered crisply. “You're covered. Ask your
wife if you don’t believe me.”

Already the two men who had freed Logan
were halfway down the staircase with their
guns trained on Barrett. He turned about,
saw them and then dropped his own weapon,

just as Hackett, rubbing his eyes, rose weak-
ly to his feet.
“Quite a party,” said one of the men, and

Logan recognized the voice of Grudy4 “Line
up against the wall, all of you.”

Grady came down into the hall and p:cked
up Barrett’s gun. Lang remained o
stairs rndy to lhoot. In '.he brlght light

now see that they were well-dressed, sharp~
looking men. Not in the thug class, Logan
dec\ded, but definitely ten times more dan-

erous.

Grady stepped up to Logan.

“Who are you?” he demanded. “What
happened to Cleath?”

“He never got here.” For the present
Logan was going to try and bluff it through.
“I came in his place. Look—Cleath is a
dope. I can handle this much better than he,
and I'm amenable to talking business with a
couple of smart boys like yourselves. Cleath
wouldn’t surrender more than twenty-ﬁve
percent. 'm ready to talk business at

S ly we like to know just whom
we're tnlkm business with.” Grady
thinly. “Haw’d you get in on this hy-out"'

“Cleath talked too much,” explained Logan
easily. “I'm the smarter man because I'm
here and he isn’t. That proves it. If you
boys hadn’t shown up, I'd have put the
whole thing across. I owe you a lot for
getting me out of that reom upstairs and so—
fifty percent”

“Maybe you already found what we were
looking for and this is just a stall,” Grady
countered. “I'll find out later. Now all oi
you march upstairs into the big
You'll be locked in and one of us will be
watching the window. I wouldn’t try to get
out if I were you. Meanwhile, we'll keep on
looking around.” He nodded to Lang who
had come down the stairs and joined him.
“Search that man who thinks he can horn
in, Joe.”

Later, they obeyed orders and the bedroom
door was closed and locked with the three
men and the woman inside. Logan turned
to the others.

“I'm sorry I dldnk Jtell you all the truth
sooner,” he said. 'm Detective-sergeant
Logan attached to the Missing Persons
Bureau. I took the place of the man who
carried that brass pomeranian because we
suspected he was a cmok and we wanted to
learn more about

“I don’t believe you,’ Barrett snapped.
“Those two crooks recognize a fellow crimi-
nal when they see one and they all but ac-
cepted you. We heard you try and make a
deal with them.”

“Of course—I was trying to find out what
those men are after. That’s why I pretended
to be one of their own kind,” explained
Logan. “T am a police officer. Listen, when
you interviewed Captain Blane at Head-
quarters, he excused hlmself for a moment
and leit the room, didn’t

“He did.” Barrett nodded “What of it?"

“That was so Blane could phone me at the
hospital where I was waiting and tip me off
to take the place of man Cleath who w,‘:

o TP o e el e ot oian, oould . pretending

amnesia.” Logan fro
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was phoning €aptain Blane — had just
finished talking to him when Mrs. Barrett
d.llcovered in the den a htde while ago.

wld me that Cleath has escaped

identify the man and bring him here. That
way he might be forced to tell what happened
to our nephew.”

“Evldendy they nnught Arthur,” Logan
ey knew he had

captain
hvm the hospital. If he gets here h
we're all sunk.”
"Vmcent Mrs. Barrett said slowly. “I
s telling truth.”
X dmt know whether he is or not,” Bar-

rett snapped. ‘I'm still not going to tell
him anything and that goes for you, too,
Edith. If he is an officer, we'll find it out
eventually.”

“Eventually will be too late,” Logan pro-
tested. “Tell me what Cleath and these men
are after. Give me a chance to plnn some-
thing that may save all our lives.”

“Vincent, I know he’s telling the truth.”
Mrs. Barrett, her face pnle grasped her hus-

d's arm with desperation. “You've got to
trust

“All nlht Barrett sat down wearily.
'Whnt difference does it make, anyway? Our

ew, Arthur B‘rreu., my brother’s son,
was being blackm;

“How and why"" mterruptnd Logan eurt-

“He didn’t give us the details” replied
Barrett. “But I received the impression that
a clever gang of crooks were blackmailing
certain people in the New York night clubs
. Arthur was hot-headed, unpre-
dictable, He paid the blackmailers for a
while and then he got on their trail.

“Arthur found out where their headquar-
ters were and he—stole all the papers con-
cerning his own derelictions and those of
many ether people. Original documents
those bhckmmlers needed to carry on their
wo!

OGAN whistled between his teeth. So
it wns blackmail. This case was at last

Chat.h e G el bhint tias

“'I'hns right—they got him even though
had hired Hackett as Arthur’s body-
guard” said Barrett bitterly
ey Mien ot fuard By whien he wae
in New York and I was out here?” protested
the fat ﬂmmd chauffeur.

read about the amnesia victim who carried
the brass ranian we hoped it would
be Arthur. If it wasn't we planned to falsely

hidden the papers nmewhere. but probably
could not force him to tell them the loca-
twn If Cleath and the rest of the gang had

might find what they were
look.ing for here, then he wouldn‘t have
bothered with the amnesia set-up.”

“1 suppose you are right,” volunteered
Mrs. Barrett. “But where is Arthur

“What did he look like?” lsked Logan
quickly.

“Twenty-seven, five feet ten, weighs about
one forty-five,” said Barrett. “His hair is
light brown, his eyes blue—lnd he has an

L-shaped scar on his left wrist.”

“An L-shaped scar,” Logan repeated slow-

ly.
Suddenly he found himself remembering
case he had been working on.
The body d'ut had been fished up out of the
river. There had been a scar like that on the
left wrist of the corpse.

"1 see,” he said softly.

Logan was about to teu the Barretts that
he was quite sure their nephew was dead—
that Arthur had been murdered—but he re-
mained silent as he heard someone at the
door of the bedroom. The key turned in the
lock—and there was John Cleath walking
toward them. Behind him were his two ac-
complices. With icy calm, Cleath nodded
casually to Logan.

“Neat trick, Sergeant,” he said suavely.
“It almost worked, too, but I have a habit
of foreseeing things. I was pretty careful
to park one of my men in Headquarters so
the word would | be passed when anyone came
to identify me.”

“Yes, 1 know,” Logan acknowledged dryly.
3 wns told about that.”

third man followed when you took me
to the hospital,” Cleath continued coolly.
“When Grady and Lang followed you as you
left with the Barretts this third man re-
ported to me. I decided it was high time for
me to get out of there.”

“You've never been here before,” Logan
obse'rved cautiously. “How’d you find the
place?

“] don’t mind answering that” Cleath

laughed. “It was easy. Barrett’s car license
number was taken down by the man who
watched you leave the hospital. I checked
and here I am. Now let’s get down to -
ness.” He looked probingly at Logan. “Stay
out of it, Sergeant, and you won't be harmed.
None of you will if you co-operate. I want
to know what Arthur did wlﬂ: '.hou pers.”
“We don’t know,” Barrett sai . “And
ywﬂn@orﬁmmhdelthbefcrewe’llbﬂ
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any other story, because that's true.”

“We haven’t the least intention of tor-
turing you.” Cleath shrugged. “The papers
are here and I intend to locate them. You
will all remain prisoners in this room, of
course. Don't try to escape or we shall be
compelled to shoot.”

e three men left, locking the door behind
them. - Barrett wiped perspiration off his
face and patted his wife’s hand comfortingly.
Hackett was growling under his breath. It
was a long, speculative moment before Logan
spoke.

“Is there anything on the premises in
which those papers could be hidden?” he
finally asked. “Probably out on the grounds,
for if Arthur had returned to the house you
would have seen him with the documents.
The spot may have a door or a trap equipped
with a very powerful spring.”

“Nothing that I can recall,” said Barrett,
glancing at the chauffeur. “Do you, Hackett?”

“No, sir,” Hackett said promptly.

“But there is,” Mrs. Barrett cried loudly.
“The well near the rock garden. It's only
used now to water the lawn and we had it
covered several years ago. Children were
apt to fall into it, but sometimes the water
pumping mechanism didn’t work and me-
chanics had to go into the well to repair it.
So they made a trap door with so strong a
spring that no child could open it.”

“That's right,” Barrett added. “I'd for-
gotten. How on earth did you know there’d
be such a trap door here, Sergeant?”

“T guessed,” Logan said softly. “And you
talked too loud, Mrs. Barrett. Someone was
probably listening outside and Cleath will
be down that well in a matter of minutes.
Not much that we can do about it.”

Logan strode to the window. Yes, already
the ights were ing the dark
Cleath was losing no time.

“Somehow we've got to keep those men
here a little longer even after they find the
papers,” Logan said decisively. . “When I
talked to Captain Blane over the phone to-
night he agreed to send someone here within
two _hours.”

“They won't find the papers in the well,”
Hackett remarked. “They’ll stick around.”

“Probably not.” Logan looked thought-
ful. “There are only three of those men—
and there are three of us. If we could use
the element of surprise to overcome their
superiority in weapons, we might have a

chance.

“T']l tear 'em to bits,” Hackett growled.

“Get all the paper you can find,” Logan
said suddenly. “We’ll burn it in the bedroom
fireplace. They'll think they were hidden
in this room and we are destroying the
documents they want. Nothing will bring
them any faster.”

APIDLY they collected all the paper they

could find in the room and the closets
and placed it in the fireplace. Logan stood
at the window watching until the flashlights
began moving about down below. His fin-
gers trembling, Barrett lit the papers. Soot
and sparks would fly out of the chimney and
the man on guard would certainly see them.
After a few anxious mements they heard an
excited shout and Logan smiled grimly. -
Cleath was going to fall for it.

Under Logan’s orders, Barrett and Hackett
had armed themselves with the legs of a
chair they had broken apart. They heard the
key being inserted in the door, and then
Cleath was barging in, followed by his two
men, their attention fiked upon the fireplace.

Hackett leaped first, swinging his club
and bringing Grady down with one hard
blow. Logan dived for Cleath’s legs and
tumbled him to the floor. He wrested the
gun from Cleath’s hand and leaped up. Bar-
rett was fighting hard with Lang and getting
the worst of it until Logan fired a single shot
into the wall.

Lang stepped back, released the gun he was
using as a club, and raised his arms. In a
matter of minutes all three men were firmly
bound with their own belts and neckties.

Detective-sergeant Logan looked keenly at
Cleath’s trouser legs. He had been in the
well and the water had come up above his
knees. It was already drying, for Cleath
had been close to the hot fireplace. At the
water line, his trousers were covered with
fine white powder.

“The well contains a lot of lime to keep
the water pure, doesn’t it, Hackett?” Logan
was facing the chauffeur, the gun in his hand.

“So what?” Hackett growled.

“So you're under arrest,” Logan snapped.
“Don't meve, Hackett.”

“I don’t understand, Sergeant,” said Bar-~
rett in bewilderment. “Why are you arrest-
ing Hackett?”

“Because he was in that well not very long
ago. He wore boots. I saw them in his quar-
ters and they’re covered with lime just as are
Cleath’s trouser legs.” Logan glared at the
che}uﬁeur, “Where are those papers, Hack-
ett?”

“Suppose I do have them?” Hackett
smirked. “Maybe I read them, too, and could
make a lot of trouble for Barrett's nég}ww
and some other people. They paid Cleath
plenty of dough to keep things quiet. I don’t
think they’ll want me arrested because I'll
spill the whole business. Mr. and Mrs. Bar~
rett wouldn't like that!”

“It’s rather ghastly, Sergeant.” Barrett
winced. “If Hackett does have those papers
perhaps it would be best to keep this quiet.”

“Those papers won't harm your nephew,”
Logan said tersely. “Not any more.
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is dead. He was fished out of the river a
week ago. He'd been murdered.”
“Oh, no!” Mrs. Barrett sank into a chair

and buried her face in her hands.
“I didn’t him,” shouted Cleath. “On
my honor, I didn’t kill him. I took that

brass dog away from him, made it part of
my blackmail price because I fancied it. He
told me its history and when we couldn’t
find him or the papers I thought of the am-
nesia gag. Hoped it would lead me to Arthur
through his family. On my honor, I didn't
kill him,”

“You haven't any honor,” Logan corrected
grimly, “but I know you didn’t murder him.
He died of a broken neck, brought about by
a rabbit punch. And Hackett delivered that

“Hackett!” Barrett looked dazedly at the
big chauffeur. “The man we hired to pro-
tect Arthur? But why?”

“Arthur probably came here one night
with the papers,” explained Logan. “He de-
cided to hide them in the well before he told
you he had arrived. Hackett saw Arthur
hiding the papers. Perhaps Arthur aroused
him because Arthur’s fingers got caught in
that trap door and they were smashed pretty
badly. He may have called out in -pain.
When I saw that smashed hand on the corpse
1 thought someone had done it to try and
hide fingerprints. But only smashing one
hand didn’t make sense in that case.”

“What else?” asked Barrett bleakly as
Logan paused.

“Perhaps Arthur told Hackett that he had
hidden the papers in the well,” Logan con-

“The Whistling Hangman,”

tinued. “Hackett saw a chance to cut him-
self in on a mice racket if he could contact
the blackmailers, so he killed Arthur with
one of those characteristic blows, tied stones
to his body. They were calcimined rocks
that came from the rock garden near the
garage, We can prove they came from this
estate.

“But how did Hackett expect to contact the
blackmmlers"" demanded Barrett.

“I don't know,” said Logan, “but when you
read about the brass pomeranian in the
papers and went looking for your nephew
Hackett was probably delighted. It would
give him a chance to talk to the blackmailers
—and_either make them pay him for the
paplfrs or perhaps let him join them in their
rac]

Outside, headlights gleamed, and they
could hear two cars roll into the drive. Cap-
tain Blane and his men were arriving.
Hackett made a wild dive for Mrs. Barrett,
intending to get behind her and use her as
a human shield. Purpoesely aiming low,
Logan fired ence, and Hackett went down
groaning, his kneecap shattered.

“The police are arriving,” Logan an-
nounced. “And we have quite a collection
to turn over to Captain Blane.”

“But the papers,” exclaxmed Barrett, still
distraught. “Where are they?”

“In Hackett’s boots out in his living quar-
ters in the garage,” said Logan. “I noticed
that the boots were stuffed with paper and
1 thought that was just to keep them in
shape. You see I didn’t know what I was
looking for then!”
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The Pouter Pigeon Murder
By TED COUGHLAN

Judge Wayne Wright, Southern jurist, shows the detectives
what a little bird can tell him about a mysterious killer!

UDGE WAYNE WRIGHT, oldest jurist of
the Criminal Court, walked out of the
courthouse into the blinding winter sun-

shine of Flagler Street. His deep-set blue
eyes squinted as he looked undecidedly up
and down the crowded thoroughfare. Then,
ignoring the heavy traffic, he crossed in the
middle of the block, to the accompaniment of
protesting automobile horns and squeals of
overtired brakes.

He was lbout to continue his walk, when nu

bluﬁ hearty voice stopped him.
ood mom.ng, Your Honor. Jaywalking

again, 1

The Judge looked up at the speaker. He
rubbed his eyes with his veined hand, and
his thin lips pursed.

“Oh, it’s you, Inspector Holland,” he said.
“And how is crime this fine morning?”

Inspector Holland smiled wryly.

““Too early for the local crooks to be stirring
yet. Where are you bound?”
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The Judge felt in his pocket and took out a
peanuts,
T g’mng down to the Park to feed the

pigeons,

“You're headed in the wrong direction. I
thought you knew your way around by now.”
Inspector Holland wrinkled snub nose.
“Come along with me. I'll drive you down to
Biscayne Boulevard.”

The Judge looked up again at the Inspector.
Holland, in his well-cut gray sport suit,
matching his deep-set gray eyes, and with his
high forehead and ready smile, looked more
like :n amiable business man than a police

“All right, if you're going that way,” the
Judge sighed. “But I'don’t want to get mixed
up in any more crimes. I get enough of them
in the courtroom.”

“There’s nothing stirring—just some kind
of a rally in the Park. 'm making a routine
trip, to check up on pickpockets who might
be out early.”

Holland cruised his police sedan leisurely
down Flagler Street, then parked in a re-
stricted spot on the palm-lined Boulevard,
near the Moorish band shell. A small crowd
gaped at the several people grouped on the
outdoor stage. The loud speaker blared for
an instant, then trailed oﬁ as the engineer’s
monotonous voice chant

“Testing . . . One, two, ‘three.” o

“What’s |t abmxt this time?” the Judge
asked, with faint interest in his well-modu-
lated voice.

“Oh, a routine meeting of the League for
Something or Other.” Holland waved a hand
disparagingly. “A few social climbers trying
to get their names in the papers. They're
‘against something—the anti-jaywalking ordi-
nance, or closing the Park early. Go ahead
and feed your pigeons. T'll pick you up in
half an hour.”
you, Inspector. But you needn’t
come looldng for me if you happen to run
into trouble.”

HE Judge smiled, dug out his bag of pea-
nuts, and headed for the nearest water-
front bencl
He was qulckl_ls:hsun’oumieczl by the ever-
ung?' irds. ey perched on
shoule ers, knees and arms, and snatched the
peanuts from him as fast as he could crack
the shells. A sudden blare of music from the
band shell startled them, and they flew off
with an nni‘ ry whirr of wings.
Startled himself by the ‘sudden sound, the
Judge put on his thick-lensed pince-nez and

were too far off for the Judge to see them
clear]

Still - staring toward the band shell with
slxght mentment, his nerves were jar
gain, this tim a sharp discordant note
whxch suddenly broke into the music.
g, not quite believing his eyes,
Judge Wright saw a stout, short woman fling
up her arms and fall flat on her face near
the edge of the platform.

He sighed, exasperated, and slipped the
remaining nuts back into his pocket. His
shoulders hunched, he reluctantly made his
way toward the band shell.

The first person he saw, as he mounted the
short flight of steps, was Inspector Holland.

“As soon as 1 met you,” the detective
growled gruffly, “! should have known some-
thing would hap

Judge anht’s Ll'uck stubby fingers fum-
bled with his glasses.

Wha s the matter with the lady?” he
asked. “Nervous prostration

“No,” Holland informed h:m almost sav-
agely. “She’s been shot. There's going to
be the devil to pay! Wait until the reporters
hear that. Mrs, Jefferson Redfern, promi-
nent Miami clubwoman, chairman of umpteen
different clubs, was shot to death during rally
in Bayfront Park! You know her family well
enough to guess the rest.”

“Oh, my!” Judge Wright sighed. “I must
hurry back to the office, before I get mixed
up in this. I hope you can clear it up quickly,
Inspector. Good-by.

“Now, now-~wmt a minute, Your Honor,”
Holland remonstrated. “You can’t leave
me in the middle of this mess. You know
how much I depend on you.”

The Judge who, as a matter of fact, en-
joyed being mixed up in criminal cases,
sighed again in mock exasperation. His
peevishness was a trick to get the Inspector
to invite him to stay.

“All right, if you insist,” he grudgingly
agreed. “But you'll have to telephone Mar-
garet. I can’t think clearly without her
around.”

Holland knew how the old Judge de-
pended on his efficient secretary, Margaret
Sinclair. He liked the tall, slender blonde
himself, and admired her smartness. He de-
tailed a patrolman to call her, then led (he
Judge to the already screened-off bo
Mrs. Redfern.

“She was shot in the back, from close quar-
ters, With this mob”—the Inspector indicated
the nulhng crowd—*it’s going to be a job to
find ou anytbmg
the Judge

looked in the direction of the noise.
A small musicians was in the
back of the platform. Several people in front
of them faced the now well-filled seats. They
o

looked down on Lhe llumped body Then his
mild eyes scanned the band
“But it is obvious that l.he was shot by
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someone up here,” he remarked. “You can
disperse the entire audience. With her facing
them, no one of them could have shot her
in the back. Just detain everybody who was
on the platform.”

“I've done that already,” Holland grunted.
“I'm just letting them stew for a while, until
the M E. gets here and takes the body away.”

Let’s see what we can find out.”

Judge Wright walked over to the speaker’s
rostrum, where two men and two women sat
glumly He addressed one of the men.

“Good morning, Mr. Gates. Who was in
charge of the rally?”

Gates stood up. He towered above the
short, stocky Judge. His slight body swayed,
his liver-spotted hands clenched the edge of
the speaker’s table Hls thin lips hardly
opened when he spok

“Well, I was,” he saxd “although Mrs. Red-
fern was the president of the League W'h
could have done such a dreadful thing?”

“Who are your friends?” The Judge waved
a hand at the others.

“Oh, excuse me. I'm so rattled, I forgot the
introductions. Mrs. Cameron.” He indicated
a small, birdlike woman in a stiff black dress,
with a ridiculous excuse for a hat perched
high on her graying hair. “Mrs. Andrews.”
Gates presented a huge woman, dressed in
pastel pink which only accentuated her bulk.

'‘And our dear fnend Henry Parsons, Mrs.
Redfern’s cousin.” He bowed toward a small,
chubby-faced man in striped trousers and
morning coat.

HENRY PARSONS stood up and bowed

“May I escort the ladies home, Your Hon-
or?” he suggested in a thin, squeaky voice.
“I'm sure you don’t need them here. This
tragedy has been a profound shock to all of
us, but as my dear friend Rev. Smiley would
say, ‘We never know what the morrow holds
in store for us.’”

“I'm sorry, Mr. Parsons,” Holland answered
loudly, suppressing a snicker. “We’ll have to
detain all of you for a while longer.”

Judge Wright sat down wearily. Again his
dimmed eyes took in the band shell

“I believe,” he informed Holland then, “if
you have a short talk with the musicians,
you can let them go, after taking their names
and addresses.”

He looked around, as he heard the tap) mg
of high heels mounting the steps. Wi
sigh' of veliet.<Eia’ s hisTpecretarts waiiol
toward him. Her long blond curls were flying
in the light breeze, and the skirt of her pon-
gee suit swished as she stepped quickly to-
ward him, opening her bag. The Judge drew
back involuntarily. He knew what was
coming,

She forced him to accept a pill from the




bottle taken out of her capacious bag.
“Can’t I leave you out of my sight without
you getting mixed up with the police?” she
sco].rled him good—naturedlyA “I hope you re-
member you're due to address the convention
of Flondn Attorneys tonight.
that bunch of old fogies! Call
it off!” Judge Wright spoke peremptorily.

Margaret shook her head and dropped the
subject.

“I'm not very well posted on social affairs,
Mr. Gates,” the Judge said to the chairman.
“Suppose you tell me a little more about Mrs.
Redfern’s background.”

Gates sputtered. There was an expression
of pained disappointment on his long, cadav-
erous face.

“Surely, Judge, you know about her ac-
tivities. Why, she was the president of many
clubs and societies. Mrs. Redfern was per-
haps one of the most important clubwomen

in Miami. Her death is a great loss to the
community.
“Granted ” the Judge grunted, unim-

ﬁ:essed “Was she well-liked by the mem-
rs of her different clubs?”

“Naturally,” Gates answered sourly.
“Otherwise she wouldn’t have been presi-
dent of so many clubs.”

“Not necessarily.”

The Judge switched away from Gates.

“Would you say she was popular as a club
leader?” he asked the “stylish stout” Mrs.
Andrews.

“Why, Your Honor, such a questien!” Mrs.
Andrews triple chins wagged “Dear Mrs.
Redfern was charmin;

“Somebody around here didn’t think so.”

The Judge’s voice held a definite note of
sarcasm. He was about to ask anether ques-
tion, but a call from Holland stopped him.

“Here’s the gun! One shell fired. Where
do you think I found it? It had been tossed
into the tuba. It fell out.when the musician
started to pack his instrument.”

“Hmm . . . Interesting. But it rather com-
plicates thmgs Now we'll have to hold the
orﬁl;estra Which one of them played the
t

“That fellow there.” Holland pointed to a
heavy-set, dark-haired musician who was
wrestling with the cover of his heavy wind
instrument, “Come here, chhelson'"

“You talk to him, Inspector The Judge
waved him away. “I have a few things I want
Margaret to take care of. I'll be back shortly.
Come, child.”

He crooked his finger at the girl. She iol-
lowed him off the band shell, and back to th
Park bench where the Judge started feed.mg
the pigeons again.

They sat in silence until the peanuts were
gone. Then the Judge sighed, and wiped his
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fnce with his large handkerchief.

“You know, Margaret,” he said, “none of
those people are going to tell the whole truth.
I think you can give me more information as
to lw’hy Mrs. Redfern was killed than they
will.”

Margaret was surprised.
“What would I know about it, Your Hon-
r?”
“Nothing about the actual killing, my dear,
But probably a great deal about the victim.”
4 Why, I hardly knew her, except by repu-
tation.”

ARGARET'S gold-flecked hazel eyes

were puzzled. A slight frown corrugated
her smooth, high brow.

“Exactly, my dear. Her reputation may
have some bearing on her death. Tell me
what you know about her, and those others
up there.” The Judge’s stubby, gnarled fin-
ger pointed toward the band sh e?

“Well,” Margaret began reluctantly, “I met
Mrs. Redfern a few times. Once or twice I've
had to ward her off, when she insisted on
trying to rope you in on some committee or
other. I would say that she was rather domi-
neering, with a passion for parliamentary
laws. The routine of club work was probably
more important to her than the aims of the
clubs. She usually became either president
or vice-president shortly after joining any
organization.”

o you think she was sincere in her de-
sire for social reforms?” The Judge stroked
the neck of a small white pigeon which in-
sisted on remaining perched on his finger.

Margaret shook her hea

“Honestly, Judge,” she said, “I don’t like
being catty, but I think she got a bigger kick
out of drafting new rules and regulations for
all her clubs than in any good they might

e 1 wondering how many
peop]es toes she stepped on, to get what she
wante

s many,” Margaret answered succinet-

y.

“I seem to remember she was a wealthy
woman. Her late husband made a vast for-
tune in real estate.”

Margaret nodded, staring at the Judge un-
comprehendingly.

“Your Honor, you should know all about
her financial affairs. Your firm was executor
for Mr. Redfern’s estate. We even drew up
his wife’s will. Your law partner took care
of the details. If you think it might help you,

T'll take a cab to the office and get you a capy
of her will.”

“No, my dear, we won't need it. I remem-
ber now. Thank you just the same.”

“Do you know who killed her?” Margaret's

. excited eyes searched the Judge's impassive,



well-lined face.

“Not for certain, child.” Judge Wright
shooed the pigeon off his finger and stood up.
“We'd better go back and see how the (nspec-
tor is making out.

“Let him finish his own case,” the girl ob-
jected. “It’s time for your lunch and nap.”

“Margaret, how many times must I tell you
that I hired you as a secretary, and not as a
nursemaid?” Judge reprimanded her
with feigned severity.

“If 1 don’t look after you, who will?”
Margaret pouted, but obediently walked
along with him to the band shell.

Back on the platform, the Judge sat down
wearily. He took out his glasses, wiped them,
put them on his nose, then almost immediate-
ly removed them and put them away. Mar-
garet recogmzed the symptoms.

re you trying to remember, your
Honor”" she ask

He smiled a slew, reminiscent smile, passed

his hardxd over his forehead, and looked at

“For the life of me, Inspector,” he said, *1
can't remember the name of that kind of
pigeons I always feed.”

Margaret suppressed a_smile.

“Pouter pigeons, Your Honor.”

“Pouter pigeons—yes. It's peculiar how
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much, in some ways, they resemble certain
humans. Or perhaps I should say how much
certain humans resemble them. Thank you,
my dear. Now it is all clear.”

“What's clear?” Holland demanded, turn-
ing from the musician he had been question-
ing.

udge Wright smiled sympathetically at the
harassed young tuba player.

“If you're through talking to him,” he sug-
gested to Holland, “send him home. We
should take a trip out to Mrs. Redfern’s
house.”

Hnlland waved the musician away.

ho do you mean by we?” he asked

ruffly.
ETEAN of us here. Perhaps you should ride
with the others. Margaret and I can take
r. Now don’t worry, she’s an expert

Sque]chmg protests from Gates, Parsons,
and the two clubwomen, Holland herded
them off the band shell toward the lot across
the street where Parsons’ car was parked.

Margaret and the Judge drove out Brickell
Avenue. About a mile from town he indicated
an avenue of royal palms, Margaret turned
in, and presently they came to a huge pseudo-
Colonial house, incongruous in the setting of
such a profusion of tropical shrubbery. Flame
vine and bougainvillea twined up the impos-
ing columns supporting the front porch.

NSPECTOR HOLLAND was waiting for

them in the large, high living room. Some-
one had put a match to the logs in the huge
open fireplace, and the flames threw draft-
twisted shadows on the highly polished native
mahogany furniture.

i’h his back to the warming fire, the
Jui'ge listc ied to Holland questioning a new
member of the proup—a young woman in a
ready-made tailored suit. Her mousy hair,
with wisps escapiug from a disarrayed snood,
was in need ¢’ » new permanent. Her eyes
were red-rimmed from tears,

“Miss Daltor,” the detective asked sharply,
“why did you leave the Park without my
permission?”’

The girl's long fingers played with the
frilled front of her blouse, her eyes on the

loor.

“I hate crowds!” she blurted.

“But you knew that Mrs. Redfern had
been shot. You should have stayed.”

“I didn’t know that she—she was dead.”
The girl wiped her eyes.

“What's your job here"" Holland’s ques-
tions were still blunt.

“Im—I was Mrs. Redfern’s social secre-
tary. I'm really her mece, but took the posi-

tion with her because I had to work.”
“I see. Poor relation. Sorry bn be so
brusque . . . Do you own a gun?”



The girl nodded unhappily.
“Yes. sir. I have a revolve't upstairs. It
my father’s, and I hated to part with it.
But," she added vehemently, “I have never
used it!”

“Is this it?” Holland took out the gun he
had found in the tuba.

Again the girl nodded., petrified.

The Judge, who had been poking around
the room, stopped at an elaborately carved
desk, rummaging through a heap of papers,
w}ule listening to the witness and Holland.

o you shot your benefactor,” the In-
spector was accusing, “hid the gun in Michel-
son’s tuba, then came back here to pack abag
and leave in a hurry. Isn't

“I did not!” The girl's full lxps tremb]ed
“I was going to leave, yes, but not for any
reason like that

With a sheaf of papers in his hand, the
Judge walked over to the table where Hol-
land was questioning the witnesses, He sat
down at the head of it and put on his glasses.

“Don’t be too hasty, Inspector,” he advised.
“Things look bad for the young lady, but
there appears to be a different angle to the
whole thing. Look over those letters, while
I have a talk with the others.”

e handed the papers to Holland, then
rubbed his blunt chin reflectively, and turned
to Mrs. Cameron.

“Could you tell me over how many clubs
Mrs. Redfern presided?” he asked her.

Mrs. Cameron’s chirping voice matched her
birdlike appearance. She waved her black
gloved hands vaguely and d her
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rimless glasses.

“Oh, goodness me,” she twittered. “Ill
have to consult my note-book.”

She opened an enormeus black bag and
started hunting through it, It seemed fully
five minutes before she withdrew a small
address Book. She adjusted her glasses again,
opened the note-bosk and studied it, her
hands fluttering.

“It doesn't seem possible,” she piped up,
“but it says so here.” She held up the book.
“Dear Mrs. Redfern was the president of
eleven different clubs, and vi

three benevolent societies. Does that help
you, sir?”

The Judge didn't answer her, his eyes
glued to the strained chubby face of Henry
Parsens, while he held out his hand to Mrs.
Cameron, indicating her address book. She
handed it to him in silence. All watched as
the Judge put on his glasses and examined the
dog-enud pages.

‘It says here that you used to be the presi-
dent of the Club for Secial Progress, Mrs.

Mrs. Andrews triple chins trembled as
she answered:
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“For three consecutive terms. After that,
I had to make way for a new president. Ac-
cording to the bylaws—’

“I see,” the Judge interrupted her. “Mr.
Gates, you resigned as president of the Miami
Literary Club in Mrs. Redfern’s favor. No
doubt you had a legitimate reason for doing

A Galeswood up and opened his mouth,
the Judge stopped him before he could
speak.

“Don’t bother answering. I'm just trying
to figure out in what kind of blackmail Mrs.
Redfern indulged.”

“Your Honor!” Mrs. Cameron piped up.

HE Judge disregarded the reproof.

“Do you agree with me that she was
killed probably to stop her continued attempts
at social blackmail?” he asked Inspector
Holland.

Holland grunted, and handed the papers
back to the Judge. Cupping his chin in his
hands, and leaning his elbows on the table,
Judge Wright turned to Julie Dalton.

o you agree with people who say that
Mrs. Redfern was popular in all her clubs?”
he asked.

The girl stood up, and when she answered
him her voice was firm.

“About as popular as a mouse in the
Ladies’ Aid. They”—she pointed to Gates,
Parsons, and the two clubwomen—*“despised

her. They were afraid of her. She was so—
so domineering.” X
“T resent that!” Mrs. Andrews' chins

wagged in outraged dignity. “T had no reason
to be afraid of her. Of course, she was a
forceful woman. She had to be, in her posi-
tien.

“I believe you mean that she acquired
such a position because she was so force-
ful” The Judge’s bluish lips curved in a
semblance of a smile.

“I'm under the impression that you think
you know who killed her, and why,” Holland
said, brushing the thinning hair back off his
forehead. “Why don’t you tell me?

Pausing long enough to drink a glass of
water which Margaret had brought him, the
Judge spoke in an impassioned monotone.

“I don't like blackmailers. Especially when
they use blackmail to further their social am-
bitions.”

“I'm sure we don't understand what you
are talking about, Your Honor,” Mrs. Came-
ron said complainingly.

“Well then, 1l put it this way,” the Judge
continued. “I resent social climbers. They
trample on other people’s feelings. They even
resort to social ‘ackmatl, Just a5 Mrs, Red=
fern did.”

“ resent the implication,” Gates said

promptly.
2



“I know.” The Judge waved Gates down.
“Mrs. Redfern was as puﬂed up in her own
ion as a poute 1 have

an idea a pouter pxgeon “would resent be\ng
compared to some humans. Mrs. Redfern
was filled with a burning ambition to be the
leader of any group into which she could
worm her way.

“Why don’t you save all this for the trial,
and tell me now who killed her?” Inspector
Holland asked bluntly.

‘It was one of the group.” Judge Wright
waved at the five people present. “The mo-
tive you should know—outraged social vanity
which finally egged an otherwise peaceful
citizen into murdering the woman, hoping to
regain lost prestige, and save the others from
being trampled on. All five of you”—he
waved his fingers impersonally at the entire
group—"had the motive to a certain extent.
You all had the opportunity. Of course, the
gun points most strongly to only one person.
In the hands of the police, it will eventually
mnvxct that

“But, T didn't shoot her, I tell you!” Julie
“I never fired that

Dalton burst out crying.
gun in my life!

“Those letters which I extracted from Mrs.
Redfern’s desk,” the Judge went on, ignor-
ing her outburst, “and Mrs, Cameron’s little
black book tell a rather sordid story of both
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frustrated and realized human

The ambitions were petty, yet the frustration
led to murder. It's all so—so—"

His voice trailed off and he let his head
slump to the desk momentarily. Then he
stralghtened up.

urely, you can carry on from here,” he
said to the Inspector. “I don’t want to have a
hand in turning this particular murderer
over to justice.”

“If you will answer one question,” Holland
agreed. “Who else besides Miss Dalton had
any opportunity. to get hold of the gun?”

“It obviously had to be someone who was
familiar with the household. There’s one
other person here who knew Mrs. Redfern’s
house as well as Miss Dalton does. Of course,
if he is willing to let the girl he loves suffer
for his crime, it may go hard with her. But,
honestly, even though he killed Mrs. Red-
fern, I don't believe Mr. Parsons would stand
by and see an innocent girl go to jail. Would
you, Mr. Parsons?”

The Judge fixed his mild blue eyes on the
strained face of Henry Parsons.

“It will certainly go much easier with you,
if you admit the truth.”

ENRY PARSONS stood up. Now he
looked like a much deflated ponser oi-

eon. The squeak in his voice was a r:
"Yes I killed her,” he admitted. “I may
[Turn page] A%
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not be a hero, but I would never let any harm
come to Julie. You have the complete records
in those letters of hers. You know she has
been forcing me to resign from club after
club in her favor. I know no other work. I
was entirely dependent on her for financial
support.” He paused, looked hopelessly at
Julie Dalton, licked his lips, and went on,
“If she hadn't bribed me by making me the
beneficiary of a trust fund, I don't suppose I
should ever have done her any real harm.”
id she make out a trust fund for

you?” Holland demanded, surprised.

en she became president of the last
club in which I had held office, she was satis-
fied that I no longer stood in her way, 0. . .
Oh, what's the use? Nobody will ever un-
derstand my feelings.”

Parsons slumped down in his chair and
buried his face in his hands. His body shook,
but he finally controlled himself.

“T'm sorry to have placed you all in such an

position,” wed
toiCatas: Mos. Comiesin ang Mty Adiel
and stood up.

Followed by Tuspeotar Hollatic e aikes!
firmly out of the room. The Judge watched
him go with deprecating pity.

“Don't ever let me muddle through crimes
any more, my dear,” he told Margaret. “And
now, if I must address those old fogies to-
night, we'd better get some rest.”

argaret stood up with a look of amaze-
ment on her bright fac
ou don’t mean to tell me that you're get-
ting some sense at last!

She opened her bag, took a capsule from
the familiar dark bottle and popped it into
the Judge’s mouth, when he opened it to
answer her.
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But when Johnny was on tap for the second_

wipe-out he began to suspect that someone
really didn't like him, and from then on—
well, YOU ONLY HANG ONCE.

A Baffling Thriller!

This is the type of hard-boiled action yarn
in which the characters ask no _quarter and
give none. has a racing, baffling plot
peppered wlth blondes and salted with wise-
cracks. Author Roden keeps the accelerator
pedal down to the floor and we warn you
in advance to hold on to your hats when you
careen around the curves in this streamlined,
hard-hitting whedunit.

After you read YOU ONLY HANG ONCE
you will readily understand why it sold more
copies than any first mystery novel published
by William Morrow & Company. It's a hum-
dinger from start to finish and H. W. Roden
is already on the way to the top of the
mystery heap with two more successful nov-
els to his credit.

Enthusiastic Reviews
Here are some of the many enthusiastic
views which helped to speed the book on to its
sensational success:

New York World-Telegram: “A walloping
yarn, about gamblers, gunmen, blackmail and

* Boston Globe: “This one never lags and never
lets you in for a stream of phony language. It is
writtén in the vernacular and has the added
charm of being tough to dope.”

Dallas Times Herald: “A mystery combined
with an abundance of humor. 1ts hilarious and
befuddlin

Newmeek
turned plof

Bkioiie: Bowier “Here in ns of thove fast-
moving, sizzling murder mysteries. In addition
to being a first rate thriller, perhaps the most
sxgmﬁcun! thing about the Book is that it is a

ﬂm no!
artfor S Coureni: TEl 1ayao ot the racy,
hasd ol scpel of Gotion yarns, and we'll defy
you to put it down once you've read the first
pages.”

“A well-written tale with a well-
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SIMPLE, EASY TO USE

‘Magicliquid takes only 2 minutes to fepro-
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over andover aga
off. Won't harmh negative or fabric s used

on. Personali longings!
An Id:al ‘I(L &ﬂphl& outfit
wit colors included,
(= “’" D Bhatanonb $100
Cllllm PHOTO SUPPLY
Dept. | 2835 N. Central, Chicago 34,
Store Roufe Plan «
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SELL COUNTER CARD PRODUCTS
e ot ""'Y\F 3 dioeals:

g

“LEARN MEAT CUTTING
AtHome—In Spare Time

for bookict, biek powt Course,
Interaational Carrespondonce Schools, Box 3968-D, Scranton 8, Pa.

GENUINE DIAMOND RING

14 KT. SOMD GOLD

l'-'lvld“K' .ol‘w‘d‘ln ring, $14.95 for both., Honest
msom i

u»a3’ Novi

.L:n!v postman. w."k-lu
Fv"'co bt o

which greeted the appearance of YOU ONLY
HANG ONCE. Take a hint and make sure
you're on hand for an exciting fiction feast
next issue! As usual there will be
exciting short stories in addition to the
featured novel.

From Our Readers

‘HE mail has been pouring in from loyal

fans all over the country these last few
months, and we're mighty pleased to learn
that our $2.00 mystery novels are meeting
with such favor. Here’s a boost for Cernell
Woolrich’s  suspense-filled  yarn,
BLACK PATH OF FEAR, from Dan Rob-
erts out in Seattle:

Lijyst fnithed o second resding of THE
H_OF R

plent
olks have ceriainly been hitting the b

This Woalrich ellow cen really string words together
and m: u hang onto them. The suspense in that
Som"st Rl %% TENRIFIC.

We agree with you one hundred percent,
Dan. Woolrich was in there pitching all the
way and he had plenty on the ball. See if
you don’t think H. W. Roden tosses some
fancy mystery curves, too! Now for Bill
Smith of South Bend:

THE DEADLY TRUTH by Helen McCloy was a
mighty smooth

ane. Since you've been featuring the |
mystery books in

157 a pood nin
been disappointe

best of the $2.00
e made m
guess, ai
"yet in DETECTIVE NOVEL MAGA-

Thanks, Bill. We'll continue to do our best
to keep you entertained. We have some other
top-netch yarns lined up for future issues,
but you'll hear about that in good time in this
department.

Our limited space prevents us from
ing more e many fine letters we%\ave
been recei:
appreciate each and every one of them! Keep
them rolling in! Please address all letters
and postcards to The Editer, DETECTIVE
NOVEL MAGAZINE, 10 East 40th Street,
New York 16, N. Y. See you soon!

—THE EDITOR.

Entertainment for Everybody
in

BEST CROSSWORD
PUZZLES

NOW ON SALE—25c AT ALL STANDS

ng—but you may be sure we,

‘number. A slick job if there ever was™.



MEN WANTED

By the U. S. Maritime Service

S the fury of the war in Europe mounts and as

MacArthw’s men inch nearer and nearer 1 the

Japanese homeland in an effort to recapture our
lost territories, the demand for military supplies will
grow greater

Tht iob of suppy flls 1o the U. . Maritie Service
—it's their job to " " To keep this vital
life-line to our far- ﬂung e gl
crews o man them are needed

The War Shipping Administration is getting the new
shipe—getting them at the rae of three per doy. As

new vessel slides down the waterways a trained
B e 1o bress i it mevice

The U. S Maritime Service urgently needs men—
5000 new trainees per month are neede

Physically qualified men between 17 and 50 are
eligible to join the U. S. Maritime Service provided they
haven't been called for induction into the armed forces.
Men from 17 to 35% are offered specialized training
in deck, engine, radio or purser-hespital department and
men up to 50 are eligible for the Steward’s department.

Those interested are asked to apply at their nearest
U. S. Maritime Service Enrolling Office or any branch
of the U. S. Employment Service.

Approved by Parents and Teachers!

LASTICS

TRAINED MEN NEEDEDING
NEW, ESSENTIAL INDUSTRY:

|

3 and the time
pportunities are

can  prepare mportant feld.

aew, 1 training plan is now ready to
help you realize your ambitiofls and win success. Send
name ‘and address foday for FREE information.

AMERICAN SCHOOL, Dept. PCSS
Drexel Ave. at 58th St., Chicago 7, Iil.
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Modern Protection Provides Great Comfort and
Holding Security
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Tx-!l International Correspondence Schools
have been teaching fighting men and veter-
ans since the Spanish-American War.

Now helping Uncle Sam train men in all
branches of the Armed Forces, I. C. . is also
helping demobilized veterans master trades
and professions,

If you’re a returning veteran, you prob-
ably know about I C. S. texts from your
experience in the Service,

On the home front, 1. C. S. Courses o
enable you to step up your ﬁre power”

d as the
partner of shia taen #tillin uniform . . . im-
prove your chances for success tomorrow.

nrrespnndence el f s Ml e

of this number enrolled as returning veter-
ans of World War L. Ask any one of them
about 1. C. S.

You know that training is as important to
the man in civvies as to the man in fighting

c nu clothes. With I. C S. you obtain your train-

ing while right on the job.

Fill out the coupon for full information.
Mail it now!
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‘Britieh residents eond coupon 10 1. C. 8., 71 Kinguoog, London, 1.

DISCOUNT TO DISCHARGED VETERANS—SPECIAL TUITION RATES FOR MEMBERS OF THE ARMED FORCES
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1 Can Make YOU A New Man, Too s it
in Only 15 Minutes A Day! E—

ho halds the
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FREE BOOK
Thousands of fellows have used Dent. 778,
systom. East 23rd St Now York 10, N. Y.
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