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REVOLUTIONARY NEW D
AS HOUSEWIVE

Just Plug in

-FROST

AMMATEC
Women wont let you take it out!

EVICE PAYS Y0
S END HAND

1/ $5% AND MORE EACH

Patented Features Make

EXCLUSIVE ADYANTAGES

® Defrosts automatically EVERY
NIGHT. ks

® All-Aluminum case—a preci-
sion instrument.

® Works in ANY POSITION.

® Underwriters’ Laboratories
approved.

® Special single cord—no tan-
gling wires.

® Patented construction  fea-
tures.

® Guaranteed two full years.

® Filly adjustable—one to six

e.

v,
GUARANTEED 2 WAYS

® Exclusive Skip-Defrost.
Guaranteed to customer for at

® Nationally Advertised.
least two years.

Guaranteed to YOU—Must sell or
YOUR MONEY BACK!

Our Guarantee backed by the larg-
est, finest manufacturer of its type
in the world.

FROST()

MATIC

stration.
29,000,000

29 MILLION PROSPECTS!!II |

Show housewives hqw to end forefder the
mean, nastyj time-wasting work of hand-de-
frosting refrigerators. Get a new thrill!
Watch patented D-Frost-O-Matic SELL IT-
SELF! Cash in up to $18.00 and more an
hour. Make $5.00 to $6.50 on each easy demon-

srospects eager to buy!
Great AUTOMATIC unit converts

to the new-self-defrosting type!

DRAMATIC DEMONSTRATION!

Simply PLUG IN. Demonstrates itself! Once housewives see
how “magically” D-Frost-O-Matic saves time—saves food—
saves money—they WON’T LET YOU TAKE IT OUT! It
defrosts EVERY NIGHT—automatically. No more ice-crusted
coils—sloppy kitchen or spoiling food.

Rush coupon today for FREE information about amazing Sure
Selling Plan. Easy as making a phone call—clicks with 87 out
of 100 prospects in homes, apartments, hospitals. WE SHOW
YOU HOW TO MAKE THE BIGGEST MONEY OF YOUR

LIFE.
JOIN THESE MEN FOR

Received demonstrator today and sold
five units first day out.

James W. Little
Rush me 20 more D-Frost-O-Matics.
Customers are calling at my home for
them. Mrs. D. A. Kearney
I sold 96 units in three weeks spare
time. Clear profit over $600.00.

John C. West

Sold first 6 D-Frost-O-Matics in_2
hours. Had no previous experience. It's
wonderful. Leon B. Davis
I sold 19 out of first 20 calls. D-Frost-
O-Matic is finest appliance I ever han-
dled. George L. Dunivant

Act now—territories going tast
D-Frost-O-Matic Corp.

6 N. Michigan Ave., Dept. PF-8
Chicago, lllinois

DEFROSTING FOREVER!

Selling Easy!

)

End- This.Forever!
ANY electric refrigerator

EXCEPTIONAL PROFITS WEEKLY!

RUSH COUPON NOW!

D-Frost-O-Matic Corp.
6 N. Michigan Ave., Dept. PF-8
Chicago, lllinois

Rush me full information on making biggest

money

of my life D-Frost-O-Matic, using

wi
your amazing Automatic Selling Plan.



BUILD A FINE BUSINESS
- FULL OR SPARE
TIME!

Call on folks all around you—show and sell amazing
NEW KIND OF SHOE! Hidden elastic in front makes
it easy ‘to SLIP-OFF . . . no*more broken laces or
wrinkled tongues! And Built-in' EXCLUSIVE Vel-
. vet-eez Air Cushioned Insole from heel to toe gives
buoyant arch support omr fCSllICﬂt, soothing-soft
foam rubber!
BETTER THAN A RETAIL SHOE STORE
OF YOUR OWN!- |
You can please almost everyone with our
more than 150 styles of dress, sport,” work
shoes for men and women! Fit them
CORRECTLY with easy, acqurate meth-
ods. Draw en stock far bigger than
customers could find in MANY stores
combined. WE SHOW YOU HO'
fit, sell, build your business!
NATIONALLY ADVERTISED
' Big; powerful ady in Good Housekeeping,
scores of other n‘:,tional m;gaﬁl::: PAVﬁ
o . YOUR WAY! e the bills to te
GOOD HOUSEKEEPING GUARANTY ~ ° ' MILLIONS about your Personal Fitting
SEAL HELPS OPEN DOORS . . . CLINCH SALES! SL:"‘G‘“'. T;;i“Pb.N%“l’dl‘"“h the 46-year-old
Women everywhere know and trust the Goed Heuse- -' J : R e e
keeping Seal on Velvet-eez shoes. Neither you nor your
customers can lose—and you have everything to gain.

DOUBLE YOUR PROFITS WITH

GREAT WOMEN’S LINE!

CASH IN on fast-sellers like this
A\ Velvet-eez Air Cushion Insole Casual

SLIPON...
SLIP OFF!

‘I have been a sales-
man for thirty years,
but 1| never thought
selling could be so
easy and pleasant. 1|
HAVE A PAYDAY
EVERY DAY I WORK. AIll I do

“‘For the past four
years my average
earnings have been
around $80.00 per
week! | couldn’t have
done it if it hadn't

—worn and  wanted by women o hand new ocustomer a been for the liberal commissions
from 16 to 60! Sizes 4 to 10, sample and ask It he ever wore paid by the Company on this
Velvet-egz Air Cushion shoes. 1 wonderful line of shoes and

widths AA to EEE. B"ng' never forget to mention the way garments that really is above

restful RELIEF from ‘‘House- to give correct fit.” and beyond competition."
work Feet”! Write' for —W. ‘M. Evans, Louisiana. —Charles Tuttle.

FREE Selling Outfit To-
day.

V AIR CUSHION

: SELLS SHOES FAST!
You just say: “Feel that Cushion!”
When they. do — THEY WANT,
THEY BUY! Everybody wants

COMFORT—RUSH YOUR NAME
for FREE Selling Outfit Today!

\[AS() Tsllm \lM--w o T e

Oty and State. ... . cceesioaisisioes teseee “eccssrcenrnnne

RUSH COUPON NOW!

MASON SHOE MFG. CO., Dept. M-680
Chippewa Falls, Wisconsin

RUSH Free Selling Outfit Y-t 11 Air Cush

SLIP-ON, SLIP-OFF shoe, Velvet-eez Ten Second Demon-
strator, fast selling Women’s styles. Show me how to Build
a Fine Business, starting in Spare-Time. Send everything
FREE and PREPAID. My own shoe size i8 (............ )
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Dramatic Murder Novel

1. MURDER HAS A FRIENDLY FACE!..... ceeeseeFrank Ward 10
—but the eyes behind that lovely mask were a lethal giveaway. . . .

Two Thrilling Crime-Adventure Novelettes

2. THREE STRIKES AND DEAD!..............William Holder 62
—the Grim Reaper called on Joe Lundy—with the bases loaded with corpses!

3. KEEPOUTOF MYCOFFIN!......coc0eveennn Donn Mullally 108
—Doug Kane cried. Because this was one thing he wouldn’t share with Cerise!
Seven Gripping Detective Short Stories
4. FIRE—AND WATER .......... S «« .Stuart Friedman 33

—can’t be mixed—even with bare knives!

5. ALBERT AND THE SELF-MADE WIDOW.........Luke Faust 44

—couldn’t agree on who owned the corpsel

6. SKIN DEEP.......... ................Lloyd Albertson 52

—only was Rocky Hardin’s honest face .

7. MAN BEHIND THE GUN.. .....................Don]amec 78

—left one too many cops behind a gravestonel

8‘ DOODLEBUG DEAm ® 2 0 0 00 00 0000 DV. E- Th.w'.en 88
—oput Ray Dorcas right on the same path the lovely—and late—Fay had trod. . . .
9, TAKE MY HOT SEAT!...... el e ees..Ted Stratton 96
—said Rorty Mackin’s boss. Under you, it'll look good!
10. THE CAGED HEART......... S e Benjamin Siegel 103
—of Beth’s had too few beats left to it. ...
Six Special Crime Features '
11 THECRIME CEINIC: ... -5 .. ..., . o A Department 6
12. YOU CANT GET AWAY WITH MURDER! .Nelson and Geer 61
13. ODDITIES IN CRIME. ....... v, Mayan and Jakobsson 717
14. MURDERINCELL 5..........c000uuun. Earl L. Wellersdick 86
15. CAN CANNIBALISM EVER BE RIGHT?......Roy Woodbridge 106
16. UP THE RIVER.......... el isieiee eratoioois s Dave Sands 128

September Issue Published July 26th!

Any resemblance between any character appearing in fictional matter, and any person,
living or dead, is entirely coincidental and unintentional.

Published monthly by Popular Publications, Inc., 1125 E. Vaile Ave., Kokomo, Indiana. Editorial and Executive Offices. 205
East 42nd Street, New York 17, N. Y. Henry Steeger, President and Secretary, Harold S. Goldsmith, Vice-President and
Treasurer. Entered as second- cms matter nt the Post Office, at Kokomo, Indiana. Copyright, 1950, by Popular Publications,
Inc. This issue is 1t in the D of Canada. Copyright under International Copyright Con-
ventlon and Pan-American Copyrlgm Convmtlons All rlglm reserved, including the right of reproduction, in whole or in

in any form. Single copy, 25c. Annual subscription for U. S.A., its possessions and Canads, $3.00; other countries
75c addmoml All correspondence relating to this ubllcuuon should be addressed to 1125 E. Vaile Avenue, Kokomo,
Indiana, or 205 East 42nd Street, New York 17, Y. When submitting manuscripts, enclose stamped, self -addressed
envelope for their return if found unavailable. The nubllshers will exercise care in the handling of unsolicited manuscripts,
but assume no responsibility for their retura. Printed in the U.S.A.




Are you just wishing?

Those new cars are really something! And nowadays you can just about walk
in and drive off in one — if you can afford it.

Will a promotion put a new car within your reach? I.C.S. training may
help you get that promotion. In just four months, one thousand nine hundred
an (f twenty I.C.S. students reported advancement in salary and position.

They did it by studying at home in their spare time. The simple, practical,
illustrated I.C.S. texts made it easy. What these 1.C.S. students did, you can
do! Start now! Mail the coupon today!

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPOHDENCE SGHOOLS

IOX 3277-D, § RAN'I’ON 9 PENNA.
Without cost or obligation, please send me full particulars about the course IU'OIE which | have marked X:

Air Conditioning and Structural Engineering j . O Industrial Metallurgy Textile Courses
Plumbing Courses Surveying and Mapping D) Machine Shop O] Mech. Drafting [ Cotton Manufacturi
D Air Conditioning C icati C 3 Mechanical Enfnnrl Loom Fixing 'a Rayon Wesving
Heating 0 Plumbing O Electronics 8 Mold-Loft Wor Textile Designin
Refrigeration [ Steam Fitting D Practical Telephony Patternmaking—Wood, Metal £ Woolen mm,(.,j.m“'

Radio, General [ Radio Operating O

O Television O

Chemical Courses

eading Shop Blueprints
D Chemical Engineering

Radio Servicin Sheet-Metal Drafting

B i d
Telegraph Enx“mr ing Pty

g

Architectural Draftin
O Bridge and Building
[ Building Estimating

Civil Engineering

| Mining
Contracting and Building

‘onmlu

Engines Courses
O Auto Technician

Mechanical Courses
O Aeronautical Engineer’s, Jr.

Locamotive Engineer

O Aviation U Locomotive Fireman
O Locomotive Machinist

[ Gas Engines Rallmd Section Fomun
D D esel Loco. Eng.

8 Chemistry, Analytical O Sheet-Metal Worker cademic Courses
Chemistry, Industrial Electrical Courses O Ship Dratting Ship Fitting g Accounﬂnl ) Advertising
O Chemistry, Mfg. Iron & Steel [ Elect Drafting 0O Tool D App. F Bookkeepi
O Petroleum Refining O Plastics O El | Engineeri: O Welding Engineering [u] lﬂusmm Administration
O Pulp and Peper Making 0 Electric Light and Power O Welding—Gas and Electric O Bus, Correspondence [ Bus. Law
Civil Engineering, Architec- [J Lighting Technician Rallroad Courses 8 Cortified Public Accounting
tural and Mining Courses Practical Electrician Air Brake O Car Inspecter [ Commercial 0 Commercial Art
Architecture Internal Combustion Diesel Locomotive [ Cost Accountin,

1
C First Year College
[ French
High School
Hllustration

O Federal Tax
[m] Fommmhig
O Good Englis
O Higher Mathematics
O Industrial Supervision

y Eng’r'g C

O Motor Traffic [ Postal Civil Service

World War 1}

send coupon to

Highway Engineering [u] Alrcuﬂ Drafting D r»‘mm Engineer O Bﬂlormakm O Retaiting [ Retail Bus. Management
Lumber Dealer O Forgin, O Foundry Work £} Combustion Englmulnl O Salesmanship O Secretarial
Reading Structural Blueprints D Nnt Ylutmonl of Metals Enlvno Running O Sign Lettering
Sanitary Engineering O Industrial Engineering Marine Enmnmm( 8 Spanish D Stenography
Structural Drafting D Industrial Instrumentation D Power Plant Eng'r'g [0 Steam Engr. [ Traffic Management

Name. Age. Home Address.

City. State. Working Hours. AM to____PM

Present Position. Ei by

Length of Service in under G.I. Bill d for World War |} Veterans. Special tuition rates to members of the Armed Forces.

Schools Canadi:

Ltd., Canada.




“Here 1 am again, Hank”

Here’s a smart gal! She buys gas and oil
for her car the same way she buys cos-
metics—by brand name. Naturally, she
patronizes only the dealer who carries
the brand name she prefers. She knows
that buying by brand name is the only
way to get the exact product she prefers.

Brand names offer you protection! By
knowing brand names, you make the
manufacturer responsible for the prod-
ucts that bear his name. Any manufac-
turer knows that if you find his products
good, you will buy them. If not, you
won’t—and the manufacturer will be
forced out of business.

Brand names assure you of better and
better products to choose from. Manufac-
turers compete to improve their products
—to give you more for less money.

Remember—you get protection, qual-
ity, better value—and exactly what you
want, when you buy by brand names.
You'll find the ads in this magazine a big
help. They include some of America’s
most famous brand names.

® © © & © 0 & o & & O 5 O & 9 0

INCORPORATED
119 West 57th Street, New York 19, N. Y.
A non-praofit educational foundation
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VER since we discovered that
E Shakespeare didn’t invent the

phrase, “I need it like I need a hole
in' the head,” we've been pretty leary
about ascribing authorship to the Bard.
However, for all we know he might have
coined the expression that “Truth is
stranger than fiction,” and if he did it
just shows how right the old boy was.
If he didn’t say it first, then he should
have.

At any rate, we've just been socked in
the teeth by a little news item that shows
how strange the truth can get. What
started all his was a story we got from an
aspiring author a long time ago, in which
the gimmick was a set of false teeth.
Seems as though a murderer, in a tussle
with his prospective corpse, had bitten
that unfortunate gent and buried his false
teeth in his victim’s body. When the
cops came, all they had to do was track
down the owner of the store-bought
ivories. We had a good laugh at that
yarn, Silly, eh? :

But now the newspapers have come
along and crossed us up. The real-ife
gimmick isn’t exactly like the one we had,
but it’s not far off. It all happened when

(Continued on page 8)



\) They Never Knew
It Was S0 EASY To Play

Thousands Now Play Popular Songs
Who Didn’t Know a Note of Music Before

You, too, can learn your favorite
instrument ot home, without
a teacher, this quick,
easy, money-saving way

HINK of the fun YOU are missing! The popularity,

friendship, good times! Why? Because you think it’s
hard to learn music. You have an idea that it’s a slow,
tedious task, with lots of boring drills and exercises.

That’s not the twentieth-century way! Surely you’ve heard
the news! How people all over the world have learned to
play by a method so simple a child can understand it—so
fascinating that it’s like playing a game. Imagine! You
learn without a ieacher—in your spare time at home—at a
cost of only a few cents a day! You learn by the famous
print-and-picture method—every position, every move be-
fore your eyes in big, clear illustrations. You CAN'T go
wrong! And best of all, you start playing real tunes almost
at once, from the very first lesson.

No needless, old-fashioned “scales”
and exercises. No confused, perplex-
ing study. You learn to play by play-

Music is the magic key to friendship, fun,
romance. The person who can play a musicel
instrument is always sure of a welcome. Why

ing. It’s thrilling, exciting, inspiring!
No wonder hundreds of thousands of
people have taken up music this easy
way. No wonder enthusiastic letters
like those reproduced here pour in
from all over the world.

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

U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC
3678 Brunswick Bldg. -
New York 10, N. Y.

2

Learned Quickly at Home. ‘‘I didn’t
dream I could actually learn to play
without a teacher.
for people they hardly believe that I
:f;‘:ﬁd .ig. %a.xys.so (‘:ﬂ}. in so short a to play this easy way.—52nd year.

Now when I play

Invited to Parti
fore 1 took your course
1 didn’t know one note
of music. Then three
months later I started
to play for dances. I've
been invited to many
parties. The course is
easy and_interesting.”
*R. M. Vancouver,
B. C

Well Worth Money. Surprised Friends.
“The course is fully ‘““People who hear me
self explanatory. When play don’t understand
one is finished with it how I do it. They ask
there is little one need if I haven’'t had les-
learn. It is well worth sons from a teacher. To
the money and I fully their surprise they find
believe you have the I haven’t. I'm glad to
finest course on the be a student of your
market today.”” *R. E. School.” *F. H. Athel,
G., Clarksburg, W. Vi. Kans.

“*Actual pupils’ names on request. Pictures by Professional models

not let music open up a new world for you.
Thousands have discovered unexpected pleas-
ure and profit in music, thanks to the unique
method that makes it amazingly easy to learn,

Send for FREE Booklet and
Print and Picture Sample

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

—_—————— e ————

|U. S. SCHOOL OF MUsIC l
3678 Brunswick Bldg., New York 10, N. Y.
I am interested in music study, particularly in the in- I
strument indicated helow. Please send me your free book-
let, ‘“How to Learn Music at Home’’ and the free Print &

| Picture Sample. |
I Piano Pipe, Reed Organ Modern |
Guitar Tenor Banjo Elementary
| Hawaiian Guitar  Ukulele Harmony 1
Violin Clarinet Mandoli
| Piano Accordion  Trombone Andoiin ]
Saxophone Flute Practical Finger
I Trumpet, Cornet Piccolo Control l
Mr. Have You |
MiS8.ceeesorsccecacracnaas ceeeesThis Instru.?........
Mrs. L] |
| Address........ 1
State. . '
arents must sign coupon.
A s e e e el |

SAVE 2¢—Stick coupon on penny postcard.



Dave Saves the Day

Puts "NEW LIFE"
sin his trusty Ford!

CAN'T HELP IT, DEAR.
E WHEN A FORD HAS AS
\ MANY MILES AND
\ < { YEARS ON IT AS
OURS HAS, IT NEEDS
REPOWERING

YOU'RE RIGHT! IT'S
RISKY NOT GETTING
THE GENUINE ARTICLE,
IT'S LOW-PRICED AND
WE CAN WORK OUT AN
EASY PAYMENT PLAN

LAKE BY THE TIME THE
REST OF THE GANG )
GETS THERE!
—
authorized )
\ @m.ﬂ‘/&qy

DA o

G YOUR GUARANTEE >

YOU SAID IT, HONEY!
AND NOW OUR CAR
WILL LAST US FOR
MANY MORE THOUSANDS
OF MILES

or replaced with
Genvine Ford Parts
® Guaranteed by Au-
thorized Reconditioner
® See your Ford Dealer
or Independent Gae
fage this weekl

DETECTIVE TALES

(Continued from page 6)

a Mrs. Mary E. Brown was killed by a
hit-and-run driver in Great Neck, Long
Island. The cops didn’t have to organize
any dragnets for that one. Acting on a
tip, county police went to a tavern a
half-mile from the scene of the accident,
and there, waiting for them, was the
evidence they needed.

Resting on an automobile in. front of
the tavern was the upper plate of the
dead woman’s dentures.

All the cops had to do was walk inside
the saloon and pick up the owner of the
car. Unfortunately, that gent had a lapse
of memory about hitting anyone, but the
cops are wondering how he’s going to
explain away the dents and other signs of
an accident on his car. If he can.

Moral of that story is: If you're going
to knock anyone off with your car, be sure
to check for teethmarks afterwards. Or
the cops are likely to put the bite on you.

Well, for those of you who want to
get your teeth into some red-hot murder
melodrama, instead of somebody’s Chev-
rolet, good old DETECTIVE TALES has the
answer in next month’s issue. Because,
leading the corpse parade, will be a smash-
. ing detective thriller by none other than
| John D. MacDonald, the gent you've been
praising so highly in your letters. The
title is: “The Lady Is A Corpse!” and
by the time you’re done reading it you'll
probably be all set for a shroud yourself—
just from sheer emotional exhaustion.

We've also got a novel by Alan Ritner
Anderson in the mill, featuring' some of
the wackiest, kill-craziest characters out-
side the death house; and there will be
short stories and crime features by Fran-
cis K. Allan, Don James, Ben Nelson,
Ejler Jakobsson and many others.

Okay? See you next month, then, on
July 26th.

—The Editor



BOOK BARGAINS BEYOND COMPARE!

BUILD YOUR OWN HOME—SAVE $75 A DAY

Can you saw a board? Hammer a nail? Then you and your wife can builld ¢ beautiful
new home in 20 weekends plus your 2-weeks vacation. And think of it—you con save

$75 o da
modern? "

while you're busy. What do you dream obout—a rench house, town house,
hey’re all here in Hugh Laidman’s great book

“HOW TO BUILD YOUR OWN HOUSE.” Only $5. Order today . . .

CHILDBIRTH: YOUR QUESTIONS ANSWERED

by Carl Henry Davis, M.D., and Donita
Ferguson $2.50

What is the truth about the new method of having a
baby painlessly ? Are premature babies invariably handi-
capped? This and so many other vital questions are
answered in this remarkable book. Every expectant
mcther should have a copy.

WHILE THEY LAST!
Special Gift Package—Original Editions
TALES FOR MALES Sohcted hy Ed Fitzgercid
o Uel) rowd.v Py . Notable stories by
clever writers . . .”’—The Salt Lako Trlbuno.
THE BEDSIDE BONANZA Edlted by Frank Owen
““A lodestone of Jove and laughier . S'—Frederick Fell,
Two volumes, 870 pages
Published at $4.99

2 volumes complete $1.98

SPECIAL—WHILE THEY LAST!

THE HOLIDAY READER

Edited by Berpard Smith, Philip Van
Doren Stern

760 pages of stories, poems and es-
says, especially edited for vacation
enjoyment. Almost 100 authors, in-
cluding some of the most celebrated

SPECIAL THIS MONTH—
THE BIG MYSTERY
CRIME PACKAGE

We will send you sight unseen
four popular crime novels by

CHICAGO, CONFIDENTIAL
The Lowdown on the Big Town
by Jack Lait and Lee Mortimer

A cheeky, impudent, uncensored
account of the fast, fabulous city.
Chicago is the hurly-burly, rough-

names in English and American liter-
ature: Ernest Hemingway . . . Mac-
Kinlay Kantor . . . Dorothy Parker
.+ Ogden Nash . . . Stephen Vincent
Benet . . . Pearl Buck . . . Robert
Benchley . . . D. H. Lawrence . . .
Thomas Wolfe . . . H. L. Mencken

. . . many others,
Pub. at $3.95 Special Price $1.98

famous writers, the selection
to be made by our own staff.
The published price of these
will be at least $10.00.

Special—this month only—$2.98

and-tumble, guns-and-girls front
pvage hero town of the U.S. And
s0, while CHICAGO, CONFIDEN-
TIAL is of vital importance to
every Chicagoan, it wil have
enormous interest to every Amer-
ican.

$3.00

THE UNTAMED
by Max Brand $2.00

Here’s Max Brand’'s greatest Western
yarn—the story of Whistling Dan Barry
of the untamed soul, and the mighty
black stallion, king of the ranges and

the wolf dogs. If you collect Westerns, Pub. at $3.96

SPECIAL—JAMES T. FARRELL PACKAGE
2 Famous Novels—the Danny O’Neill Series

NO STAR IS LOST
MY DAYS OF ANGER

The 2 Volumes Complete, $1.98

1040 pages......

don’t miss this one.

WHILE THEY LAST—THREE GREAT NOVELS!
VERMILION by Idwnl Jones

““A vintage novel . . . full-bodied and to the connoisseur’s
taste.”’—Prentice-Hall, lnc

I WILL BE GOOD by Hester Chapman

““An original and deeply impressive book.’”’—Houghton Mifflin
BARABBAS by Emery Bekessy

S;cgnd large printing. Recommended by the Religious Book
Club.

Pub. at $8.25.1296 pages.The three volumes, $2.98

Buy your books this new,
easy by-mail way!

Yes, order any book you want right from your own
home. You'll get it promptly direct from New York
(book center of the world) at no extra cost—free in-
surance and postage. Build your library this fast, easy,
money-saving way. USE THIS COUPON.

THE FORSYTE SAGA

by John Galsworthy $2.98
This is the motion picture edition of one of the moet in-
teresting novels of all time. Yes, the picture that stars
Errol Flynn, Greer Garson and Walter Pidgeon, in book
form—a big book, 921 pages complete, uncut. A rare oppor-
tunity while the limited supply lasts!

MAIL THIS COUPON WHILE SUPPLIES LAST!

I Popular Publlcoﬂons, Depf D,
| 205 E. 42nd St., N. Y. 17,
| S;nd me the bocks cMckod bcm I enclose mnmlm:o'

| ................................... |
[J James T. Farrell O Tales for Mal

| Package $1.98  TheBedside Bo'::'nn, }" 98 |

| O How to Build Your Own OJ Big MYS'"; Crime ]

L i D Vermifen, |
E1 Childbirth, $2.50 Y o Good

| O The Unta;ned $2.00 Iga‘zlb"b‘a,‘ ‘} s298|
[0 The Holiday Reader, $1.98 [ Chicago,

| O The Forsyte Saga, $2.98 Conhdentlal $3.00 |

EName =1 ol R e e e emanesl

lAddress ....................................... ebeaeal

l(:ity ........................ Zone . - Statel it o '
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- « MURDER HAS

By FRANK WARD

For lips like lovely Lissa Dexter’s, a man might be excused for forgetting

a lot of things. But not Mike Walker. Because the figure of a hanging

man swung between them—a ghastly pendulum that ticked off the
few remaining seconds allotted to his life.

Lissa was poised at the far
end of the pool, a tanned,
golden nymph. . ..

Hard-Boiled
Murder Novel

10



A FRIENDLY FAGE!

CHAPTER ONE

Case of the Nervous Barber

OR a barber, he was as nervous as

a cat on the edge of a fight. The

back of my neck felt raw and taut
where his razor had lingered, and his
breath ruffled my hair like a harsh autumn
wind. I got out of the chair, yawning,
gave him a dime tip and sauntered to-
ward the door.

There was a folded newspaper on a
small table by the waiting bench. It was
called the Fairmont Chronicle-Times,
circulation 25,000. I picked it up and




12 DETECTIVE TALES

rifled through it idly. It was dated four
days previously, and there was a small
clipping missing from the births, deaths
and marriages section, this one under
deaths. For a moment or two I stood
staring at the blank space where the
clipping had been, and then I yawned
again and stepped out onto the sidewalk,
regretting the taste the last two cigarettes
and the one I was smoking had left on
an empty stomach.

The street was clean and quiet, a gentle
breeze drifting lazily along the block,
pausing to ruffle a neat green hedge or
flutter a morning paper on a neat front
porch. I walked over to the Dodge and
got in behind the wheel, dropping the
paper on the seat. Casually I let my head
swing around. There was a flash of white
and black in the window just behind the
striped pole—white face, black hair, black
eyes, peering out at me. Sullen eyes,
worried eyes. I twisted a wisp of a grin
and winked at the section of thin, worried
face I could see. The section of face
vanished.

E COULD have let it go at that.

If he had let it go, I might have gone
back to International Indemnity and
turned in my report to Jordan, the di-
visional manager, and tucked myself away
behind my desk and gone to sleep. But
he had to play it smart. He came out
after me, trying to look like a man who
would appreciate early-morning sunlight
on a quiet street. He came over to the
car, the metal card holder over his breast
pocket glinting-in the sun, the fresh, stiff
card white and new, the printed name
“Eddie” bright and fresh.

He said, “If you're looking for a good
place to eat, there’s a pretty decent joint
just around the corner. Only place around
here that’s open Sundays.”

“Except for you,” I said.

“Huh?” He jerked his head at that and
gave me a quick, hard stare.

“I said, you're open on Sundays. Not
many barber shops are. Anything wrong
with saying that?”

His long nose twitched. “Look,” he
said harshly, “I don’t know your angle,
mister, but I don’t want any of it. Not
any. Why don’t you just ruffle your wings
and drift away from here? You hear me?”

“You can probably be heard two blocks
away,” I said mildly.

“All right,” he said defiantly. “All
right.” He gnawed a scrap out of his
lower lip and stood there mangling it
between his teeth. His eyes were a little
wild and his face glistened moistly. He
looked over his shoulder toward the ex-
panse of modern apartment house over the
district savings bank next to the barber
shop.

“You need your valves ground, Eddie,”
I told him. “A guy comes in here a couple
of times, has a shave, tries to be friendly,
asks you why you stay open on Sundays
—and you start climbing walls.”

“All right,” he said again. “So I got
nerves. So I stay open today because I
need the dough. Any law against that?
You know of any law says I can’t do
that?”

“Not even a bylaw,” I admitted. I
flipped my cigarette butt out the window,
reached over and touched the starter
button. The motor caught and idled.
Eddie reached his hand inside the car
and made a pass at the folded paper
on the seat. I took his thin wrist and
held it tightly, like an ardent high-school
boy with his best girl. T could feel his
pulse fluttering under my fingers, hard
and fast. He seemed to grow smaller.
A bead of perspiration traced its lonely
path down his long, thin nose, hesitated
at the brink, took the long plunge to the
front of his white jacket and lost itself,
like a mountain-climber falling into a deep
drift. His mouth opened slightly, the lower
lip quivering. He leaned back away from
me.
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“You worry too much,” I said gently.
“What’s a little thing like a missing death
notice between haircuts, Eddie? What’s
a little thing like a dead man named
Latimer to a business man like you?”

“Let go,” he whispered tightly.

“Presently,” I said. “All in good
time. This man Latimer, for instance. He
came here a lot, didn’t he? He must have
thought you were a good barber. Or did
he have some other ideas in mind ?”

“Look,” he said hoarsely, “I don’t
know no Latimers. You let me go, buddy,
o 2

MAN came out of the entrance lead-

ing to the apartment house over the
bank, swinging a thin malacca stick from
one hand, batting a pair of grey kid
gloves against the trousers of his fault-
less midnight-blue suit. On the steps he
hesitated, seeing us. A grey Homburg
hat was set jauntily on a neat, rakish head,
showing just the proper amount of pol-
ished silver hair. Eddie began making
grating animal sounds through his teeth.
The fashionplate lifted one eyebrow just
enough to sneak out a fast glance at
us, then frowned and turned and walked
away down the block toward a parked
Buick convertible. He got into the Buick
and purred quietly down the street past
us. His profile was stiff and disinterested
as he went by, but I caught his eye in
the rear-view mirror before the car made
a sharp left turn at the next corner and
murmured away out of sight.

I let go of Eddie’s wrist. He pulled it
back through the window and shoved his
hand into his pocket, and started to back-
pedal away from the car. I let him go.
He faced back into the barber shop and
slammed the door, and the blinds came
down with a clatter and a lock clicked. I
shook my head and blew my breath at
the windshield, put the Dodge in gear
and went as far as the corner, pulling up
at a stop sign. Then I drove around the

block and parked beside a driveway a few
hundred feet away from the barber shop,
and waited.

A little time sifted by, quiet time. A
milk truck trundled along the block. A
curious Boston bull pup padded off a front
porch and sniffed his way over to my
tires and explored around. I looked at
my wristwatch, stifling another yawn. I
was full of them that morning. The time
was 8:30. Presently the barber shop door
opened, hesitantly, and a thin, black-
thatched head stuck itself out into the air
and swiveled this way and that.

Then Eddie came out, hustling, jerk-
ing on a suit coat, and started off down
the block, flipping his head from left to
right and almost tripping over his feet
in his hurry. He went around the corner
in high gear, his coat-tails flapping.

I said, “Ha,” and started the car and
drifted it down the block after him,
parking it around the corner. I wasn’t
worried about Eddie or where he was go-
ing. I got out and walked up the block to
the drugstore that was open Sundays, and
went inside and sat down at a table near
the wall. The place was cool and dim,
holding the early sun at arm’s length.
I ordered ham and eggs, toast and coffee,
with the coffee to come first, and sat
chewing moodily on the rim of the cup,
thinking about Latimer and about Eddie,
who was probably shilling for some small-
time pink-tea-and-naughty-postcard out-
fit. Thinking about death. It was the wrong
morning for that and I didn’t get very
far with it. There was a nice long chance
I never would.

CHAPTER TWO
Double Indemnity

I DROVE west on Pine and started up

the first of a series of steeply winding
narrow roads until all I could hear was
the laboring of the motor and the thrum-



14-. DETECTIVE TALES

ming of tires on macadam. It grew
gradually cooler. The houses became fewer
but more expensive.

Summit Crescent, where Ralph Dexter
lived, broke away sharply from the main
road through a pair of sandstone columns,
complete with couchant lions, and became
a quiet backwater, a long sweeping arc
of road that cut around a dip in the
mountain for about a mile. On the lip
of a shallow valley I put the Dodge out
of gear and floated down the smooth
stretch of concrete road toward a compact
pile of vine-covered stone and stained
and leaded glass, very English, very much
a man’s castle. A semicircular driveway
led in a gracious curve around a statue of
Psyche holding a satyr at bay. On the
front lawn a water sprayer swished un-
evenly. There were lawn chairs, small
stone-topped tables, a sun dial whose
polished copper top glistened in the sun.
There was a dog, not much bigger than
a Shetland pony.

The dog got to his feet as I pulled
into the graveled drive, and splayed his
legs and hung his head at me, looking
mean. He could have been part race horse
and part Great Dane. His tail hung
straight down and when he opened his
mouth to yawn his teeth were as big as
pointed road markers.

I rolled a cigarette around thoughtfully
between my lips and stared at him. He
stared back, almost disinterested, but not
quite disinterested enough for me to get
out of the car and stick my head in his
mouth.

[ was sitting there waiting for him to
make the first move when a woman came
along a flagstone path from around be-
hind the house. The dog wagged his tail
and whined eagerly. T could see what he
meant. She was tall and she walked with
a pronounced accent. When she saw me
she paused and flicked the black rubber
bathing cap from her head. She shook her
head to fan out her hair, long, honey-

blonde hair as warm and soft as a caress
in the sun. She was wearing a loose beach
robe the color of claret, and under it a
black bathing suit, very much two piece,
that would have made the handkerchief
in my breast pocket look like a Boy
Scout’s pup tent.

I leaned my head out the window and
pointed a finger at the tail-wagging
monster and said pleasantly, “Is he bluff-
ing, or should I come back another time?”

She laughed. It was a nice, healthy
laugh, full-bodied to go with the rest of
her, and not at all sultry or standard
beach-house equipment. She said, “Pan-
cho? He eats vegetables and drinks milk
by the gallon. He hasn’t touched human
meat since he was a puppy.” She bent
over and picked up a stick and threw
it across the lawn. The dog cocked an ear
as if he had gone through all this before,
and wearily turned himself around and
went loping dutifully after the stick.

The girl came over and leaned on the
car door, squinting her eyes against the
sun. Her arms on the window-ledge were
brown and smooth. There was more
laughter in the golden-brown depths of her
eyes, but a trace of caution, too, as if
she had majored in male psychology. She
regarded me frankly. “You can come out
now, if you like. T hope you aren’t
collecting taxes, or anything like that.”

I laughed and said, “It’s an ungodly
time to be calling on anyone, but I would
like a word with Mr. Dexter. Could that
be arranged?”

“I think so,” she said. She stepped
back and her gaze went over the car and
over me. “You aren’t selling anything,
are you?”

“Not a dime’s worth. My name is
Walker, Michael Walker. I represent an
insurance company, International In-
demnity.” I grinned at her. “And I'm
not trying to push it down anybody's
throat. But I have business with Mr.
Dexter and the sooner I complete it the
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sooner I can go somewhere and lie on
my back and stare up at the sun.”

“QOkay, then. I'll see if he’s awake
enough to be legal with you, Mr. Walker.
Just make yourself at home, won’t you?”

She turned and sauntered off toward
the house, the beach robe swirling around
long, tanned legs, and disappeared into
the house. I stepped from the car and
looked around for some place to be at
home in, plumped for one of the garden
chairs and sat down in it and lighted
my cigarette. The dog came back dis-
piritedly with the stick in his mouth,
looked hurt when no one bothered to
take it from him, dropped it on the lawn
and fell down on top of it and let his
tongue unravel. His breathing made a
noise like a tractor warming up.

IVE minutes passed, shielded in

warmth and sun and surroundings,
before Dexter came down off the porch
toward me, moving like an animated
smile. He was shaved, cropped, plump
and massaged, but there were dark circles
under his eyes and I could almost smell
the after-breakfast pick-me-up on his
cultured. breath.

“Lissa tells me you have business on
your mind,” he said in a rich, full baritone.
He shook my hand firmly, cocked his head
to one side and squinted up at the sky.
“Bad morning for business. Come around
the back and have a drink, old man.”

“Thanks,” T said. I fell into his wake
and followed him around the side of the
house to a small bhut luxurious clearing,
centered by a sparkly swimming pool
with mosaic tile aprons around its edge,
dotted with gay canvas deck chairs and
round tables. Lissa was poised on the
diving board at the far end of the pool,
tanned a nymph, and as we came into
sight she arched, brown and full and
smooth, into the water.

‘““Handsome wench,” Dexter said, his
voice no longer smooth. “Gives a man

ideas, just watching her, doesn’t it?” His
eyes were on the widening ripples that
lapped against the side of the pool—cool,
hard eyes, machine-gunner’s eyes.

“L wouldn’t put it just like that,” I
said.

“No? Well, forget about it. Have a
drink with me?”

“Dealer’s choice,” 1 said, and his head
snapped around and he gave a short
violent snort. His face lost some of its
ruddy color. “What? Eh? Oh, I see.
Of course.” We sat down at one of the
tables and Dexter touched a button that
brought a tall, lean, handsome lad, who
might have been a Filipino, coasting sil-
ently out of the house. “Brandy,” Dexter
said thickly. “For two.”

The Filipino smiled a beautiful smile
and drifted off. Dexter turned to me.

“Now, sir, what can I do for you?”

“That rests,with you,” I said. “I'd
like to ask some questions. Whether or
not you answer them is your business, of
course. I'd like to talk about a man named
Charlie Latimer.”

“Latimer,” Dexter murmured coolly.
He stared out over the pool, where Lissa
was paddling lazily in the green water.
“What’s your interest in him, Walker?”

“Financial. I've been in Fairmont three
days, and in that time I've moved around
a little, talking to various people, learn-
ing various things. Latimer had a policy
with International Indemnity, my firm.
Double-indemnity life, one-year suicide
clause, the usual. The policy was only
nine months old last week, when Latimer
was found in the basement of your bank,
hanging from a beam. Not old enough for
his wife to collect anything on it, because
the verdict of Latimer’s peers was suicide
while of unsound mind. Unsound mind,
I gather, meaning that no one could find
any reason for a man to go down into
the cellar of the bank where he worked
and choke himself to death from a beam
that was barely five feet from the floor.”
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“What has that to do with me?” Dex-
ter asked.

“His wife, in coming to see us, used
the term murder,” I said. The word
grated on the soft stillness, like steel
on slate. I scraped my cigarette across
the saucer on the table, watching Dexter’s
face. “Naturally,” I went on carefully,
“if the word became a fact, we would
have cause to pay Mrs. Latimer ten
thousand dollars, because she would have
a legitimate claim on us. If he killed
himself, which I somehow doubt, then
we stand pat. But we have a reputable
name to maintain. We’d like to be reason-
ably certain.” :

“There was no reason for anyone to
wish Latimer harm,” Dexter said. “No
reason.” He reached into the breast pocket
of his purple sports shirt and drew out
a silver cigar case, proffered it to me,
and when I shook my head, selected a
panetella and began chewing moodily on
one end of it. His bushy grey brows were
drawn low over his eyes.

“And just what no reasons are there?”
I asked.

“Look here,” Dexter said, almost im-
patiently. “You're talking about a man
who spent all his life in Fairmont, and
fifteen years of that life working in my
bank. He was a good cashier. There has
never been any doubt about "his honesty.
But there may have been debts, family
disorder, anything that would prey on
his mind. How can you judge the actions
of a dead man?”

“His books were in order when he
kicked off ?”

“Of course. Naturally, there was an
immediate audit. Everything balanced.
His reasons were undoubtedly personal.
He wasn’t living with his wife, although
the fact wasn’t generally known. There
may be a connection there.” He flung the
cigar on the table. It rolled across and
fell to the tiles. I bent over and put it
in the saucer on the table.

DEXTER grunted and closed his hand

around a tall gold-banded amber glass
the Filipino had placed before him, and
eyed the mixture thoughtfully. The
Filipino slid a similar glass under my
nose, set a bottle of soda on the table,
and hovered. Dexter blew him away with
a careless gesture of his hand.

“The point I came here to make,” I
said, “is this. Sometimes an investigation
of this sort disturbs things, lifts dust that
someone forgot to sweep up. I wanted
you to know that Inernational hasn’t any
other interests except learning just why
Latimer killed himself or, as an alternative,
was killed.

“The facts I have may be wrong. I may
be looking at this from the bias. But
take it from our viewpoint. A man in good
health, with no apparent worries except
a transient wife, leaves his home eight
blocks from your bank on a Monday
morning and walks four blocks to a small
coffee shop. He arrives there at five min-
utes to eight. He leaves the shop at
eight o’clock and walks another four
blocks to the bank, opens°®up, gets his
books out of the vault and opens them
up in his cage. There’s a gun in the
cage, under the cash drawer. He must
have taken it from the vault, downstairs
in the basement, when he got the books.
The gun is loaded. Judging from what
happened a few minutes later, this man
is intent on killing himself; yet he passes
up the most obvious means of doing him-
self in, the gun, and instead goes down-
stairs at approximately ten minutes after
eight and proceeds to hang himself from
a beam so low that a man his height
couldn’t even stand upright in the place.
When he was found his knees were almost
touching the floor. That’s item one.

“Item two is equally strange, to me.
Upstairs from the bank and just to the
left is a barber shop run by a nervous
barber named Eddie. Eddie came in that
morning at 8:10, the approximate time
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Latimer was on his way down to the
cellar with the rope in his hand, and
opened up his shop. At the inquest Eddie
said he could hear every sound from
either his own or the adjoining cellar.
Yet, from 8:10 until this girl, the other
bank teller, found Latimer at 8:30, he
says he didn’t hear an echo. It’s none
too easy to hang yourself in a confined
space like that without kicking around,
gasping, making some indentifying noise.
Tough, that is, unless you’re unconscious
when the rope starts to tighten around
your neck. And if you're unconscious,
then someone helped you get that way.
Do you see what I mean?”

There was a splash from the pool.
Dexter turned his head sharply, almost
as if he were glad for the interruption.
I followed his stare. Lissa was rising long
and glistening above the tiled edge of
the pool, shaking herself, flicking off the
cap, fanning out her hair. She was laugh-
ing silently. Dexter breathed hard through
his nostrils. He said, “There’s time enough
to talk about this, Mr. Walker. But not
now. Tomorrow morning in my office
would be more appropriate, I think. About
ten.”

“Ten o'clock,” I said. “I’ll be there,
Mr. Dexter.”

“Any time around then will do. Sorry
to rush you along, but you know how
it is. My wife and I are having guests
today. I'm certain you understand.” He
stood up abruptly.

His grip wasn’t quite so firm now, or
so dry and hearty. I let his hand go and
waved my hand to Lissa, just to be polite,
and walked around the house and back
toward the car and Pancho, who was now
sleeping muzzle deep in the grass. I got
into the car and started the motor, with
part of my mind still back at the pool.
Then I shrugged and backed the car
down the drive, turned on the road and
started back toward Fairmont and a long
talk with Mrs. Charlie Latimer.

CHAPTER THREE
A Bier for the Lady

SURROUNDED by broken glass and

bits of seaweed and pink and yellow
pieces of sea shell, an old green turtle
sat hunched under his shell in the middle
of the drab living-room rug. He had
probably been sitting there for some time.
His shell was cocked jauntily to one side
on his back, and his small, beady, rapidly
winking eyes watched me carefully. There
were faded chipped letters on the shell,
but time and water had worn them away
until only flecks of paint remained. He
looked sad and wise and infinitely re-
signed, as a turtle should, and his thick
pulsing neck swiveled as I walked around
him and stood in the porticoed entrance
to the dining room.

The place was warm and silent, too
silent, even for ten o'clock on a Sunday
morning in Fairmont, and in the rays
of sun coming in through the dining-room
window the dust motes danced sluggishly.
I stood with my mouth slightly open and
my hands in my pockets, jingling the ring
of master keys that had passed me in here,
and waited for something to happen.

An alarm clock went off. It started on
a high, shrill note, designed, for eighty-
nine cents, to get you down to the office
with boths shoes on the wrong feet and a
piece of toast in your mouth. It went en
breaking up the quiet for almost a min-
ute, growing weaker and more distressed
toward the end, getting ready to give up,
tinkling finally into fretful silence. I
thought Mrs. Charlie Latimer must be a
mighty sound sleeper.

I closed my mouth and drifted across
the dining room and stuck my head into
the kitchenette. Flies sang merrily over
a mess of dirty dishes in the sink. A
thin stream of water lapped at the top-
most plate, almost without sound. A pack
of cigarettes lay open on the oilcloth-
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covered table. One that had been lighted
had burned its way down to the edge of
the table and smoldered out, but there
was no reek of burned varnish or seared
cloth. It was just a dead cigarette, and
it had died a long time ago. There were
two cups with rings of scummy coffee
in them on the table.

The hair at the base of my skull moved a
little at that. I turned off the water,
took a peek out the back door and across
a dreary little snip of land that would
be the back yard, ending in the brick
wall of a big service garage. I went back
and jacked a cigarette out of the pack
on the table and rolled it around in my
fingers, watching the stale tobacco trickle
through both ends at once. I lit one of
my own and wakked back through the
dining room into the parlor, where the
turtle sat calmly waiting.

He was in for a long wait. I picked
him up by the edges of his shell and
carried him into the kitchen and put him
in a saucer full of water, which did noth-
ing to alter his expression, and made
some noise walking back the way I had
come and into the bedroom. Enough
noise to wake you up in time for church,
but not enough noise to wake the dead.

It was a small room, shrouded in
mustiness and the smell of stale cigarette
smoke and the smell of darkness some
rooms have. It took me a little while to
adjust my eyes to the gloom, a little
while to focus them on the bed and what
it held. It took me a little while to get
my breath back.

She lay calm and serene on her back
with the sheets wadded under her and
her hands folded peacefully over her
stomach. She was wearing a pair of
cerise-colored pajamas, and oune bare
shoulder gleamed dull creamy-white
where the material had been ripped away,
almost to the waist. I had seen her once
before, in Jordan’s office in the Frisco
branch. She had been a good-looking

woman then. Now she looked dull and
helpless, with her loose brown hair spread
out on the pillow. She had died hard.

I tiptoed across the room and tugged
gently at the window-shade cord and let
the blind run up and the sun come flood-
ing in. I could see my car parked directly
across the street, and beyond it another
row of identical small frame houses and
one with an imitation stucco front and a
tiled roof that shone bitter blue in the
sun. I turned my back on that and went
over to the bed.

Around her throat, where the flesh had
already begun to sag, was a thick blue welt
like a great raised vein, showing through
the skin. There was a little blood, a
congested patch, and written on her face
all the last gasping efforts of the strangled,
all the ghastliness of the last struggling
breath and the wildly fluttering hands and
the knowledge of death. I had never seen
it quite like that before. I looked at it
coldly and then I went out into the living
room, closing the bedroom door behind
me, and picked up the phone directory
and began riffling through it until I found
the number you call.

I called it.

WHILE they were oiling up their

thumb-screws I sat in a fly-specked
office on the top floor of the Fairmont
City Hall, longing for a tall cool drink
and a dog to kick, watched by a sad-
faced, sharp-eyed lieutenant of detectives
whose name was Josef Kindler. He sat
quietly on the windowsill with his back
propped up against the lower half of
the sash and spun his hat slowly on the
end of one long forefinger.

When they figured I had had enough
time to work up a good sweat they could
wipe off my face with a length of rubber
hose, they came back into the office, loud
angry feet vibrating on the floor, two
huskies and a short, dumpy, grey-haired
man with an empty pipe stuck out of one
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side of his thick, heavy mouth. His name
was Kramer. He sat down behind his
desk and clamped his eyes on my face as if
he thought he might have to spend a lot
of time looking at me.

“Okay,” he said brusquely, “a guy
named Jordan in your Frisco office checks
you out. They tell us you got a repu-
tation as high as the big blue mountains.”
He hoisted a pudgy finger and waved
it under my nose. “And we believe them,
see ? We think you're okay too, but to keep
us thinking that way, you got questions
to answer. Hours and hours of questions.
Maybe days. You got that straight?”

“Like a ruler,” I said.

“Qkay,” he said. He took the pipe out
of his mouth and stared at it with a dull
anger, coughed and put the pipe back be-
tween his teeth and clamped down on it
viciously, as if he liked to punish things.
“No reason why we can’t get along, you
and I. Eh, fellas?”

The two knucklewits behind me made
agreeable noises in their throats. Kramer
nodded his head. Kindler yawned and
reached into his pocket and took out
a gold cigarette case and eyed it moodily.

“You see how the boys feel about it,
Walker. Just a few questions, and that’s
all. First, how come you were snooping
around this dame’s house on a Sunday
morning ? How’d you get in?”

“First,” I said, “I was looking for a
reason why a man named Charlie Latimer,
the dead woman’s husband, would commit
suicide in a bank vault when he didn’t
have any cause to. I didn’t find any. I
thought maybe Mrs. Latimer would
know, even if she wasn’t living with her
husband. I thought she might help me. I
went around to her house and rang, but
nobody answered.” I glanced down at the
pile of personal belongings they had taken
from me when they brought me in. I said,
“Call it a hunch. I keyed my way in-
side and found her as you did, on the bed
with the life strangled out of her.”

Kramer blew air through his nostrils.
“You keyed your way in,” he said re-
flectively. “And you found her on the
bed, the way we did. And how long be-
tween the time you found her and the time
we found her?”

“How long did it take you to get there,
plus a couple of minutes while I was in
the bedroom?”

“Uh,” he said. He looked over at
Kindler. “What’d you find in the room,
Joe?”

“The dead woman,” Kindler said in a
soft, pleasant voice. “Strangled. Not with
a pair of hands, however, or with a rope.
Something more rigid, I would say. No
murder weapon in the house. There were
a few chips of sea shell in the bed, under
her. Her pajama jacket was torn badly,
as if perhaps she had struggled a little.
But there were no indications of blood or
flesh under her fingernails, as there might
have been if she had scratched her killer,”

Kramer whistled through his pipe stem.
“Sea shells,” he said. He looked at me.
“Pipe that one, Walker. What do you
make of that?”

“As Kindler here said, a struggle of
some sort, I think she was killed last
night. I think she was washing up the
after-dinner mess and smoking a cigarette
when the back doorbell rang. She left
the water running in the sink, put the
cigarette down on the kitchen table and
answered the door. She was taken there,
by the throat, but she was a fighter and
she waltzed him back as far as the parlor,
where they knocked the turtle bowl off a
table. The bowl smashed. There were little
pink and yellow and white chips of sea
shell in with the turtle. When she fell
some of them stuck to her pajamas. Then
she was picked up and carried into the
bedroom and dumped on the bed. Just
then the alarm clock went off. All of a
sudden. I think the killer got the hell
scared out of him at that, jumped to turn
it off. On that type of clock you push
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the button down to stop it. Then he reset
the hands, pulled up the button and went
away.”

KINDLER glanced at me and a tiny

smile touched his sensitive lips.
Kramer propped his bulldog jaw on the
fleshy palm of one hand and pursed his
lips.

“That could figure,” he admitted. “Now
maybe you can tell me why some guy
would kill her like that? The doc don’t
make it a sex kill, so that’s out, and
nothing was stolen that we could see.
Maybe you can type that?”

“Not for you,” I said.

He jerked his head back and flared
out his nostrils and waved his right hand
abruptly. “Yeah?” he snapped. “Why
not? Why not for me?”

“Because we disagree on one vital
point, I've looked at your records. You
say Charles Latimer killed himself. I
say he didn’t. And to follow that up, I
say that Mrs. Latimer was killed by
the same person who finished Charlie, be-
cause she knew something about it.”

Kindler said smoothly, “That is an in-
teresting thought, Mr. Walker. And just
why was this Latimer murdered?”

I looked at him. I told him what I had
told Dexter earlier that morning. I timed
it out for him. I talked about Eddie, who
shook while he shaved, and talked too
much and laughed too much. “As I see
it,” I said, “as long as that verdict of
suicide stuck, the woman was safe enough.
But when I came into town and started
picking holes in that theory, she became a
danger to someone. I wouldn’t know why.
Maybe Charlie talked to his wife ahout
things he shouldn’t have known. Maybe
she was in on something with him. Or
maybe whoever killed Charlie just didn’t
like people named Latimer. But once the
word got around that Charlie’s death was
due for a ceremonial smelling-out, the
woman was dangerous.”

Kramer rolled his fingers around the
bowl of the pipe and yanked it out of
his wide mouth and sneered at it. He
got up and went to the door and opened
it and said to the two cops, “Go find
yourselves some place else to sleep,” and
slammed it after them. He looked at
Kindler as if he was thinking about
throwing him out, too, but changed his
mind. He sat down and said sharply,
“Joe, who handled the Latimer suicide?”

“DeBreyen.”

“That button brain,” Kramer said dis-
gustedly. He leaned back in his chair and
let his face become amiable. I was about
to become a friend of his. I was right on
the brink of scratching his back and call-
ing him pal. He smiled expansively and
patted his belly.

“You know how it is, Walker. You
go out of town for a few days and you
come back to this sort of thing.” His
greenish eyes narrowed a trifle. “You go
tell DeBreyen I want to see him as soon
as I’'m through here, Joe. You let him
know how I feel about this.”

“How do you feel about it?” Kindler
asked quietly. He got up and sauntered
across the room and out through the
door, shutting it easily behind him.

Kramer watched the door for a moment
after Kindler had gone. Then he tossed
the pipe into an out-going mail box and
leaned his elbow on the desk. “Let’s un-
derstand each other, Walker,” he said.
“You got power behind you. I can see
that. International doesn’t sell peanuts.
Okay. Well, we here in Fairmont like to
cooperate when we got the right people
to cooperate with. Now I’ll tell you what
I'm going to do. You say, from what
you seen, that this character Latimer
maybe was knocked off, eh? Okay, that’s
your opinion, and if that’s right, we
aren’t the ones to cover up. We like
everything out in the open in Fairmont.
So how’s about this? You go back to
your hotel, and when you get some spare
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time you write me out a full report on
what you think. I know that’s going out
of your way, but as a favor to us.” He
leaned back and rubbed his palms to-
gether, just another little cherub in a
creased linen suit, turning up for choir
practice.

“Sure,” I agreed, very pleasantly. I
stared him in the eye and smiled my
deep secretive smile. I got up and shook
hands with him, and at the door I said,
“I'm glad we understand each other,
Captain.” Then I closed the door behind
me and took the elevator down and out.

On the steps outside the Hall, Kindler
was idly watching a red-breasted robin
loitering on the lawn beside a “Keep Off”

sign. His lean, handsome face was un-

concerned, his eyes deep and expression-
less.

On a thought I stopped beside hlm and
said, ‘“Lieutenant, something’s
bothering me all morning. Maybe you

been .

can help get me straightened out on it.”

He turned his head, smiling, and po-
litely nodded.

I said, “This morning I was sitting in
my car just outside the bank where Ralph
Dexter is manager. There’s an apartment
house over the bank. You know it?”

“I know it.”

“While I was sitting there, talking to
a friend, a man came out of the apartment
house and got into a Buick convertible
and drove away. A distinguished-looking
man, silver-haired, very well dressed,
carrying a malacca stick and a pair of
grey kid gloves. Would that ring any
bells?”

He turned back to the robin and for a
time we both watched it hopping around
on the lawn, and then he said softly, “That
would be a man named Pardee, what you
might call a straight gambler. Take some
advice, Walker, and go back to your com-
pany. The Latimers had no relatives here.
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I doubt very much that any distant con-
nections they have will press a claim on
you. I doubt very much that you will be
particularly happy if you stay here.”

He nodded pleasantly and went back
through the swinging doors, his narrow
shoulders stiff and straight. I cocked my
head to one side and said, “Oh?” and
walked as far as the parking lot beside
the Hall, where my car was cached, before
looking back. Then I drove the Dodge
away from there and went back to my
hotel for lunch.

CHAPTER FOUR
This Way to the Morgue

I SPENT the afternoon in the park with
my thoughts and a million squalling
kids, and dozed on a bench like any sub-
stantial citizen digesting his lunch and
wondering how he can make an honest
buck on the morrow without getting
caught at it. While I dozed I kept one
eye cocked toward the entrance of an
apartment-hotel across the street where
Leslie Raines, the girl teller who had
found Charlie Latimer’s body, lived.

A little after four she came out, running
a pint-sized spaniel on the end of a red
leash. Her coffee-colored suit fitted where
it touched, and it was keeping in close con-
tact with her, all the way. She walked over
to the curb and looked up and down the
street at the desultory traffic and came
across, taking short, brisk strides, and
smiling quietly to herself, as if life was at
its best and all was well with the world.
Perhaps in her world it was.

I loitered to my feet and drifted in the
same direction until T was level with her.
Then 1 tipped my hat gravely to the dog
and said, “I’'m a dog fancier working my
way through veterinary school. That’s a
remarkable specimen of cocker spaniel
you have there.” :

The girl turned and smiled kindly at

me and said gently, “For the middle of
a hot afternoon, not a bad try. Except that
he’s an English springer, not a cocker, and
there’s nothing particularly remarkable
about him.”

I closed my mouth, shook my head sadly
and said, “Well, what do you know about
that? Maybe I'd better go back and run
through my dog book again.”

“You do that,” said Leslie Raines, smil-
ing sweetly.“In your bare feet, if you like.
Now do you mind if I take this remarkable
dog for a walk? All by my lonesome”

I sighed and shoved my hat back on
my head, to show I was perplexed. ‘“Look,
Miss Raines,” I said. “I’ve never met you
and at this rate I never will, but I know
of you. Perhaps T should have gone about
this .the ordinary way, but I thought I
might be able to get a more unbiased ver-
sion if I talked to you—well, more or less
without formality.”

“I'm a great one for formality,” she
said. She wasn’t smilng now. “How do
you know my name.”

I showed her my identification. “About
Charlie Latimer,” I told her gravely.

The sun went out of her eyes leaving
them cold and thoughtful, and none too
friendly.

“I’ve been over that at least eight times,”
she said tightly. “With Mr. Dexter, with
a policeman named DeBreyen, with God
knows how many people. And I didn't
come out here to go over it again with any-
one, and that includes insurance investi-
gators.” :

“You make a strong point,” I said. “But
you can’t avoid talking ta people about
a thing like that. All I want is half an
hour of your time, no more. After that
I'll go back to my sewing club and leave
you alone.”

She gazed at me pensively, her mouth
small and still tight. Finally she shrugged.
“Is that a promise?”

“It’s a promise.”

“All right, then. Tonight, any time



MURDER HAS A FRIENDLY FACE!

23

after nine-thirty, and I'll talk to you about
Charlie. But he’s too long dead to stand
in the way of my social life. I'm in Apart-
ment 5-C across the street, in case you
didn’t already know. I'll be in and waiting
for you.” She nodded coolly and walked
off, dragging the springer spaniel who
looked like a cocker after her while he
made vague passes at the base of a drink-
ing fountain. I chewed my lower lip and
waited until she had disappeared into
the woods along a footpath in the center
of the park.

Then I set out slowly to follow her.

I came out of the small copse on the
other side, near a parking lot where a
big Buick convertible sat plushly in the
sun. Leslie Raines was just getting into
it, smiling, stooping to catch up the dog
and stow him away in the rear seat. The
man at the wheel, smiling a smooth, ex-
pansive smile and reaching out his gloved
hand to help her in, was a man named

" Pardee. The Buick swung out of the
lot and whisked itself neatly through the
early-evening traffic toward the outskirts
of town.

I STOOD on the edge of the parking lot,

looking after the Buick and wondering
what Pardee had to do with the pattern
of Charlie Latimer’s death, if he fitted in
at all. I was still standing there when
Lissa Dexter stepped lightly from a sleek
Jaguar sports car parked some twenty
yards down the lot, and came toward me.
She was grinning a little. :

“At your age, too,” she said chidingly.
“Chasing girls through the park. Really,
Mr. Walker, can’t you do better than
that ?” :
“If T could do better than that, I'd be
doing it,” T said moodily. “I suppose your
husband would get out his trusty twelve-
gauge if T suggested we go some place and
have a long, cold drink? Or do I appeal
to you that way ?”

She said, “Mmm,” and cocked her head

to one side appraisingly. “Are you con-
templating business or pleasure?”

“Pleasure,” I said. “The kind you can
put on an expense account.”

She laughed at that. ‘“That sounds safe
enough. But I have to pick up Ralph
at seven, and that gives us only a couple
of hours. He wouldn’t be happy about it
if I were late. He doesn’t drive a car,
you know.,”

“He has good taste in chauffeurs,” I
said. :

“He has good taste in everything.”

I let that one hang itself on a ray of
hot summer sun and helped her into the
Jaguar. She drove easily, giving me most
-of her attention but keeping enough on her
work to hold the big car firmly on the
road. We purred out of town and she let
her foot down a notch and the car picked
up the hint along the river road with a
wicked burble of exhaust. At a rusty
hinged sign she swung the car into a dirt
road and drifted along that for half a
mile, then swung left again and we were
coasting along a wide oval driveway to-
ward a large, Southern-style house with
a long, sweeping verandah where the mint
juleps grew and the Southern accents
would have been as thick as afternoon flies
if there had been any Southern gentle-
men on hand.

Instead, there was a Buick convertible,
parked at an angle with its chrome bump-
ers almost touching the white rocks that
lined the drive. The car was empty, ex-
cept for a dog that whined a little when he
saw me. Lissa stopped the Jaguar and
got out quickly and was up on the porch
before I had left the car.

I followed her up on the porch, won-
dering why she had brought me here,
where we'd run into Leslie Raines and
Pardee, and walked around to the side of
the house, where there were tables and
people and drinks, and the low murmur of
intimate voices planning the night ahead
and the nights after that. We sat down



24

DETECTIVE TALES

and a huge Negro asked us our pleasure
in a low respectful voice. His white jacket
bulged over his muscled arms. He looked
as if he could take Joe Louis with one
arm tied behind his back and his mind on
something else.

Lissa leaned forward over her Collins.
She said, “It’s a shame to watch a seri-
ous-minded man wasting his time the
way you are, Mike. Following that cashier
girl through the park, for instance. You
were following her, weren’t you?”

“Like a leech,” I admitted. I chewed on
a portion of bourbon. “It was her legs
that got me going. Every time I see a
pair of legs like that I start bubbling over.”

“What do you do with a pair of legs
like mine?” she asked softly.

I grinned at her, very wickedly. “Oh,
pooh,” T said. “You’re a married woman.”

She gave me a sardonic glance. “A man
with a conscience ?”

“I don’t get very much chance to use
it,” I said. “But there’s always the odd
time when I may. You wouldn’t have an
ulterior motive in dragging me out here,
would you? Like perhaps the Buick in
the driveway and the tall noble Roman-
senator type who owns it? Pardee? And
the girl? You wouldn’t be twisting me
around your cute little finger, by any foul
chance ?”

“Why should T? And would I have to
try very hard?” she asked.

“Why do anything? Why bring me
here at all? What does the senator do
around here anyway, baby?”

“He owns it,” she said. “He gambles.
An honest one, I'm told. I know he’s taken
enough of my money without blushing to
be a good one, anyhow.” She looked up
abruptly. The tall Negro with the bulging
arms was standing just to my left and
slightly behind me. He said in a musical
voice, “Will there be anything else sir?
Another drink, perhaps?”’

“Yes, and doubles,” I said. He went
away.

“Are you going to get drunk?” Lissa
asked coldly.

THOUGHT about that for a while and

couldn’t make up my mind. “Look,” I
said. “I like sitting here in this pseudo-
Southern mansion of honest vice, lapping
up Bourhon at a dollar a shot and making
wise, dark-eyed remarks with a beautiful
blonde who has a dull, stodgy bank mana-
ger for a husband. I'd like to sit here
and discuss your legs with you, and later
on go for a stroll in the moonlight, if
that’s the way you happen to feel about
it. But there’s no future in it, and I'm a
man with his future at heart. Maybe we’d
better finish off these drinks and go back
to town?”

“All right,” she said quietly. “You’ll
pardon me.” She stood up abruptly and
went in through a pair of tall French
doors.

I was sitting there, being cynical about
life, when the man who could have faded
Joe Louis came back and slid another
drink under my nose. I said, “By the way,
where could I find Mr. Pardee?”

He showed his teeth in a brief smile
and his soft, gentle eyes became thought-
ful. Then he murmured, “Right this way,
8ir.”

We went down off the porch and around
the back where a slice of lake, shining
bright and hard and blue through the
trees in the fading rays of sun, cut the
monotony of green and brown. Ahead of
me the Negro’s shoulders looked like the
back of a milk truck. We came to a short,
steep flight of steps leading up to a closed
door, on a higher level than the verandah.

“After you, sir,” he murmured courte-
ously. He was so polite I almost bowed to
him. I almost fell flat on my face trying to
be as polite as he was. He helped me along.
His hands closed over the back of my neck,
tightly, lovingly. He squeezed. I put one
hand out and took hold of the wooden
stair railing and tired to tear part of it
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loose, but they were using long nails that
year. The bourbon exploded in my stom-
ach and sent fragments whirling up into
my head. I heard his strong, quiet chuckle.
I felt the gentle caress of his hand, at my
hip, under my armpits, at my belly. A
careful man. A thoughtful man. If I had
been wearing a gun I wouldn’t have been
wearing it after his hand went away. He
shook me a little, not quite enough to
toss my head into the lake, but enough.

A door opened somewhere. A man came
quickly down the stairs. Through the
haze in front of my eyes I could see him.
He looked very much like Eddie, the
nervous barber who seemed to be some-
thing entirely different in his spare time.
I thought he might be something like a
shill for the gambling den over Dexter’s
bank. I thought he might be a very in-
different cog in the Pardee organization.
He had something in his hand. He was
smacking it lovingly against the palm of
his other hand. When he got through
smacking it against his palm he smacked
it against my head.

CHAPTER FIVE
Outline of Murder

A SOLITARY shaded light burned in

the paneled ceiling above me. It was
moving in ever-widening circles, as if on
a pivot, and at times it would go off en-
tirely and leave me in darkness.

I was lying on a leather studio couch.
A distinguished face and a pair of com-
pletely expressionless eyes moved' into
the circle of light, watching me. A hand
held out a glass of water. I reached out
to steady the hand and took a long drink.
It made me feel a little better. It made
me feel like rushing right out and get-
ting my skull in the way of another black-
jack.

After a time I put my legs shakily over
the side of the couch and rested my aching

head between my hands and stared down
at the carpet. “Too big,” I said in a voice
that should have been returned to the
boy soprano who had loaned it to me.
“Very much too damn big.”

“He’ll be sick in a little while,” a quiet
voice said clinically. I moved one eye-
brow out of my line of vision and sighted
blearily at the owner of the voice. I re-
membered him. I'd talked dead bodies
with him only that morning. His name
was Josef Kindler. He stood with his
hands behind his back, near the man called
Pardee, the man who was either there
or was just arriving, no matter where I
went. Pardee looked vaguely chagrined,
distinguished, esthetic. But mostly wor-
ried. He held my card case in his hand.

He said, “I don’t like my people making
mistakes like this one. It was a very bad
mistake.”

“Practically everything is,” Windler
said. “Depending on where you stand.”

Pardee glanced at him as if he had just
discovered Kindler’s presence in the room.
He took a long step toward me. He mur-
mured, “It is difficult to explain a hap-
pening such as this, Walker. We’ve had
trouble out here, you know. My men are
inclined to be overly suspicious of stran-
gers.”

“Even when they arrive with the so-
cially select ?”

“One does not have to be a first-grade
detective to be socially select, my friend.
Even the socially select make mistakes.
We thought you might be one. You
seemed too anxious.”

I had a word for that, a short, pithy
one. I gave it away for free. His flush
grew deeper. He stood tapping my wallet
against his thigh, as he had tapped his
gloves that morning when Eddie and I
were having our friendly little cracker-
box session. He made me think of Eddie.
I sat staring down at the rug, thinking
about Eddie and about the whole setup
and about how much chance I had out
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here, with the local law next to Pardee.

“There’s no need to feel like that about
it, Mr. Walker,” Pardee said. He seemed
to be upset. “I'm willing to make it up
to you, in any reasonable way. I don’t
want you entertaining any mistaken con-
ceptions.” ®

“What difference would it make?” I
said wearily. I got up, swaying, and got
my wallet back. I looked at Kindler. He
didn’t seem like the kind of a cop who
would carry a blackjack, but you never
can tell.

I said, “Hello, Joe, old pal, old friend.”

He dipped his head curtly, his eyes
half lidded, half amused. I took an untidy
step toward him, and laid a long fore-
finger on his chest. I said, “Just one thing
1 want now. I want Eddie. I want him in
here.” 2

“Ah,” Pardee sighed. He eyed me for
a levebmoment, then shrugged and touched
a button under the rim of his rosewood
desk. I held out my hand. It shook. Kind-
ler’s face tightened.

“The mace,” I whispered throatily. “Or
do I have to do it with the desk lamp?”

Kindler’s hand moved, dipped under
the tail of his coat, came up with a short,
braided, shot-filled cap. Pardee sat down
slowly in his chair and arched his fingers
at the bridge of his nose. I smiled a soft,
secret smile and swished the sap once and
waited for Eddie. !

HE CAME in big as life, grinning cock-

ily, licking his lips. I hit him across
the throat with the jack, just hard enough
to peel his Adam’s apple. His long, lean
face went suddenly round, suddenly red,
suddenly blue. He coughed. His hands
made vague, frantic motions. I chuckled.
I said, “Hello, Eddie, old pal, old barber.”
I hit him again across the nose, harder
now, and bone gave and the blood
came. Then I got sick of it, very sick
of it indeed. I threw the blackjack on the
floor and walked out through the door

past him, where he was making horrible
gurgling sounds in his throat and spraying
blood over his suit coat.

I went out and down a long flight of
winding stairs into a lodge-type lounge.
Leslie Raines was sitting alone at a small
table near the fireplace, fiddling with a
Planter’s Punch and looking unhappy
about it. She glanced up and saw me and
her mouth opened a little, to join the other
open mouths and shocked stares. I was
making a big hit that night. I gave her d
sour glance and went out onto the porch
where it was dark and found the rail.

I was sick enough to last until next
time.

When I was-through with that I went
down to the parking lot and began stum-
bling around in the dark, looking for
Lissa Dexter’s Jaguar. It had been there
once, but it was gone now, and I stopped
to look at my watch. The luminous hands
pointed to nine-thirty.

Leslie Raines came out thggugh the
door to the verandah, her feet scurrying
on the old planking, and walked rapidly
down the wide steps. She stopped a scant
arm’s length away and whispered urgent-
ly, “Mr. Walker?”

I said, “Here.”

She let out her breath in a hurry, as
if it had been bothering her. Her hand
reached out to touch my face. “You're
hurt,” she whispered.

“You should see the other guy,” I told
her wearily. “You should see all the other
guys. Look, if you're getting out of this
fleatrap, how about a paying passenger?
I've had enough of this joint to last me
until forever.”

“The car’s over here,” she said. We
walked over to the Buick and she got in
behind the wheel. The spaniel whined
eagerly. Keys jingled in the darkness and
then the motor caught and lights flared
whitely against the verandah of the house.

“You drive in style,” I said. “Or did
Pardee hire you to ferry me back?”
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“Something like that,” she said coolly.
“You couldn’t walk. And I know Peter
pretty well. Would you have any objec-
tions to that?”

“l haven’t got anything left in the
world,” I complained mournfully. I want-
ed to put my head in her lap and go to
sleep. The Buick made a sweeping turn
in the drive, its lights picking out the
markers at the main gate, and we whis-
pered out onto the side road and began
the long journey back to Fairmont,

I woke up at her front door with the
spaniel’s head on my shoulder and his
long wet tongue in my ear, and got blear-
ily out and stood combing my hair with
my fingers. She looked at me and shook
her head pityingly. “I’ve taken some pretty
grim specimens home in my time,” she
said appraisingly, “but this is a new low.
Could you go for some coffee?”

“I'd walk a mile,” I said.

“I can do better for you than that.”

She did better for me than that. She

had a two-room apartment on the fifth-

floor, at the end of a long hall, a clean
little place where you could spend a lot
of time if you knew the right words to
go with it. She went out in the kitchen-
ette and made pleasant homy sounds
with glass and water and the coffee tin,
and after a while she came back and sat
down on the couch beside me and lit ciga-
rettes for hoth of us.

“You must have an awfully strong
head,” she said candidly. “But they have
pretty thick walls in Fairmont, too, my
friend. How long do you think you're
going to last, batting your skull against
them ?”

“You're one hell of a funny bank teller,”
I said. I sighed and leaned my head on
her shoulder.

“A girl has to do something. You
wouldn’t expect me to work out with Dad,
would you? Around a town this size?”

“Huh?” T said stupidly.

“The man you call Pardee.”

I took that one in and chewed it around
for a little while. And then I said “Nuts.”

“All right,” she said. “He owns half of
Fairmont, the respectable half, too. He's
chairman of the city council. He owns part
of Ralph, Dexter’s bank, and he’s built
playgrounds and helped build that park
you were in this afternoon. He runs a
straight house out there in the glen. Do
you think Joe Kindler would be hanging
around out there with Dad if the setup
wasn’t on the level? He’s a straight cop,
mister. A lot straighter than they’ve got
in your town.”

“Kiss me,” I said softly. Her hair was
tickling my nose. I didn’t care if her
father was the Sultan of Persia. I didn’t
care if he ran all the gambling in the
Western U.S.A.

“You're crazy!” she said.

“Go on,” I said dreamily. “I’m not that
crazy.”

She started to pull herself away. “The
coffee’s starting to boil . . .” she said in a
small voice.

“I like strong coffee,” I whispered.

We had strong coffee.

AT TEN the next morning I walked
down the lane behind Mrs. Charlie
Latimer’s silent little house, dusting my
hands, and carrying something in a paper
bag under one arm. I put the package in
the Dodge and drove over to Ralph Dex-
ter’s bank and sat around there reading
a pamphlet urging me to take out a nice
big loan with the Fairmont City and Dis-
trict Savings Bank, easy terms, low in-
terest, and all my life to pay it back. They
didn’t ask me how long I thought I could
stay alive in Fairmont City.

At ten-thirty Dexter came in, almost
running, his round, benign face puffy, his
eyes mudholes in his face. It had ob-
viously been a long, hard weekend for
him. You could have chopped ten feet
off his hangover and still have had enough
left for an Elks’ convention.
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He glared at me distractedly and
slumped down behind his desk with a
shiver and fumbled at a bottom drawer
and pulled out a bottle of Vat 69. He
poured most of it down his trouser leg
before hitting the glass, bounced his teeth
off the rim of it, gasped, and shook him-
self.

“God!” he said numbly.

“I know how you feel. You lose much
money at it?”’

“Hah? Eh?’ He leaped back, rattling
his chair, and glared balefully at me down
his short span of nose.

“Poker,” 1 explained. “Cards. Dice.
Baby needs a new pair of shoes. All that
vulgar stuff. Or did you get that hang-
over walking a sick aunt?”

“Look here, Walker,” he brayed.
“You’ve got your nerve with you, parg-
ing in here—"

“Oh, fudge,” T said. “What goes on in
that flashy brick-and-chrome palace over
this bank, Dexter ? A neat flip of the paste-
boards for men who can’t afford to be
seen out at Pardee’s country place, per-
haps? A brief go at chemin-de-fer? A
trick or two at the bridge table, at five
cents a point ?”

He paled. He pulled out a flowered silk
handkerchief and mopped his face and
made another dive at the bottle. He
poured out a heavy slug.

“Now look here, old man,” he stuttered.
“Now look here. After all, you can’t go
around saying things like that about me,
you know. Ridiculous. Absolute trash.”

“I’m not going around saying things
like that about you,” I pointed out. “I'm
saying them to you. I said them to you yes-
terday morning, out at your house. And I
can go right on saying them, because you
haven’t got the guts, apart from your
customary blow and brag, to do anything
that would stop me. I could blow you
over with one small breath. I could push
you over with a soda straw. And I'm
pointing out to you now that unless I get

the straight lowdown on Latimer and on
Latimer’s wife, people in this town will
start a run on your bank that will make
Cimarron look like a foot race at a ladies’
finishing school.”

“Have a drink,” he said. He flailed one
hand at the inter-office com on his desk
and told. his secretary he was out until
after lunch, got to his feet and locked the
door and came back to sit down and sweat
and watch me with frightened eyes. I was
glad I wasn’t the boy on the receiving end
of this. I was glad T didn’t have any Ralph
Dexters behind me, or beside me or any-
where near me. He was going to bray
loud and long.

I pushed the glass of Scotch he offered
me to one side and lit a cigarette.

“You’re right,” he said, finally with
great weariness. “Peter owns this build-
ing. He has a place upstairs—just a small
place, you understand.” He paused and
ran a finger around the inside of his
starched collar. “Look here, Walker,” he
said weakly, “how do I know you won’t
repeat this outside ? How do I know I can
trust your”

“You don’t know anything,” I said soft-
ly. “You don’t know what I'm going to do,
but you know what I can do.”

HE LICKED his full pale lips and cast

a hungry eye at the bottle. “Go
ahead,” he said harshly. “What do you
want from me?”

“Not much,” T said. “Not enough, really.
But I'll give you something. Somehody
was waiting for Charlie Latimer when he
came into this bank last week. Somebody
talked him into going downstairs into the
cellar to put his neck out, and when he
did, Charlie developed a bad case of lack
of breath. With these.” I put the paper-
wrapped parcel on his desk. “I picked up
these in Mrs. Latimer’s back yard, under
a pile of old weeds and trash. They killed
Charlie. They killed his wife. Maybe the
murderer went back for them and found
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the law there. Maybe he thought they
couldn’t be traced. Hell,” I shrugged,
“you can trace practically anything these
days, if you really try. I haven’t worked on
it yet. I will presently.

“That brings us to Eddie, the barber
with the failing ears. Eddie was contact
man for Pardee, a shill, which showed a
sad lack of judgment on Pardee’s part.
Eddie had a good setup. A lot of people
get haircuts, and this is a good section of
town. Eddie could always help out when
someone started looking for a casual little
fling with no one to watch. And Eddie
was in his shop the morning Latimer died.
Because he was in there early he heard
something he wasn’t supposed to hear. He
heard Latimer dying, he heard voices, not
loud ones, but maybe loud enough for
him to make a pretty good guess. He told
Pardee about that, but not right away. Not

right after it happened, because he was -

probably pretty busy digging up angles
to work and people to milk. He had
visions of the big time.”

Dexter’s hand, on the dege of the desk,
had stopped shaking now and he was grow-
ing cooler by the minute, but he would
never become an iceberg, no matter how
big a start he had.

“When Pardee heard about this he prob-
ably thought about two things. He prob-
ably thought about turning Eddie over to
the cops and having him attend a singfest
down in Captain Kramer’s saloon of swat

in the City Hall. He probably thought
about that because he’s a straight man, or
so I'm told by people who should know,
and because Eddie was working for him.
Then he must have realized the obvious
point. You can run along pretty smoothly
in that kind of business in a town like this,
a nice little town where the vice is harder
to get than it in a big city, but there are
always people who will break out the axe
when a probe comes up, even if they’re the
same people who like an occasional whis-
per with the goddess of chance themselves.
And if Eddie went to the law, the axe
would have to come out, no matter how
many wires were pulled. So Pardee
clammed up, and he saw to it that Eddie
clammed up. He put Eddie on his per- .
sonal payroll, moved him outside the city
limits where T ran into him last night. By
this time I would say Eddie is on his way
toward the Arctic Circle for a nice long
vacation. But he can be brought back.”

I crushed out my cigarette and blew
the last of the smoke at him. It rolled

‘against his face and spread around his

head, but he didn’t blink.

“I don’t think it will be necessary to
bring him back,” I said slowly. “I've got
what I want, more or less, or I will have,
before the day is out.” I stood up, picked
up the parcel and stood looking down at
him. At another time I might have felt
just a little sorry for him, one way or the
other. I said, “Your type is always alike.
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You’ve never learned that you have to pay
for everything you get, even self-respect,
or the respect of others, and I think the
latter is more important to you. As it
stands, there will be an investigation, and
when it comes, you go. You’re all through
in Fairmont, Mr. Dexter. You lose. You
lose your house, your standing, and, I'll
warrant, your charming wife. You may
even lose your life.”

CHAPTER SIX
Blackmail Payoff

I NODDED to Dexter politely and

picked up my hat and went out and
leaned on the desk near the cashier’s cage
to light another cigarette. Leslie Raines
looked up from her ledger and wrinkled
the tip of her nose. “You've been drink-
ing,” she said critically.

“Trm & bum” T admitted. “Fook..I'd

around in the cellar. You want to show
me the way ?”

She glanced at Dexter’s office door.

“It’s fine by the boss,” I said. “He’s
practically carrying me around on his head
like a mattress.”

She said, “Just a minute, Mike. I'll get
a flashlight and the keys,” and left her
cage. The other clerks were watching us
with interest, thinly disguised if at all.
We went out through the vaults in back
and down a flight of cement steps that
ended abruptly in a heavy steel door
painted battleship grey. She pulled back
the heavy oiled bolt, inserted a key and
turned it. Then she used another key on
the lower lock, leaned on the bar handle,
and the door swung easily on greased,
ball-bearing hinges. T took the flashlight
from her and stooped over and went in-
side. The place had a damp, musty smell
and my shoes grated on gritty cement.
Overhead were heavy beams, set about
two inches below the surface of the ceil-

ing. The place was empty except for some
old cartons and the smell of molded vege-
tables and fruit. Set in one wall, so near
I could almost touch it with my hand, was
another door, steel lined on this side and
bolted into place. Under it I could see
light, nearly an inch of it.

“Which beam?’ 1 asked. My voice
echoed strangely.

Leslie’s face was strained and white.
She pointed to one near where I was
crouched down. I swung the flash on it.
There were stifl fine pieces of hemp caught
in the old ragged wood. The thick dust on
the floor had been scuffed up under the
beam, but that could have been done later,
by inquisitive feet. .

“What kind of a guy was he, Les?”

She started and jerked her head.
“Charlie? A big handsome lug. I suppose
some women would find him attractive.
He liked to drink and play around, but he

; : . was smart enough usually to do it on his
like to go downstairs and take a peak ~

off hours. He was all right around the
bank, I guess. He never bothered me

* much.”

“What kind of a man would bother you
much ?”

“Not that kind,” was all she said. She
turned her back on me and made her way
back to the door. That gave me time. I
kicked the old boxes and trash over the
parcel, yanked the bag away and crumpled
that up and threw it in one corner. Then
I followed her up the stairs. I went out
of the bank and stood on the front steps
in the sunlight, breathing the dustiness of
the cellar out of my lungs. Then I drove
down to the railway station and bought
myself a ticket and sent a wire to Jordan
in Frisco.

When I came out of the station Josef
Kindler was leaning against the hood of
the Dodge, smoking a long delicately tint-
ed brown cigarette that smelled Egyptian.
His thin, ascetic face was drawn a little
more than usual.

“Are you leaving so soon ?”’ he asked.



MURDER HAS A FRIENDLY FACE! 31

“Sooner than you think, Kindler,” I
answered. “Too early in the day for you
to hoist one or two with me?”

“Lager,” he said. “I know a place.”

WE DROVE over to a little biergarten
on Gatewood Avenue and sat at a
small rickety table in a cool leafy garden
and ordered German seidel beer. Finally
Kindler said, “T suppose you think Fair-
mont i8 a pretty dirty little place, eh,
Watker?”

“You can stir up any stream and get
mud,” T said. “It doesn’t prove a thing.”

He flashed me a grateful glance. ‘“Look
here,” he said abruptly. “Last night you
saw me out at Pardee’s place, at a very
awkward time. I want to explain that to
you, before you go.”

“You don’t have to,” I said. “I know
how it i8. I was talking to his daughter
last night. She said you were a straight
cop. I didn’t have any reason not to be-
lleve her.” T slid my empty glass across
the table and said, “How’s our old friend
Kramer these days?”

Kindler chuckled. “Off on another short
trip. This time it’s the mountains, I
think.” He picked up the small silver
bell on the table and shook it. A heavy-
set blonde girl came out and collected our
glasses and smiled cheerily upon us and
went away. Kindler’s eyes followed her.

“So T sit here with you drinking beer
and wondering how I'm going to pump
you,” he confessed, “when you ask all
the questions. How could I go about it?”

“You wouldn’t last two months in Fris-
co,” I told him. “Not with that naive ap-
proach. But it strikes a tender spot, and
I've got a lot of them this morning. I'm
pretty sure I know who killed Latimer,
and why. The same applies to Mrs. Lat-
imer.”

“Ah,” he said thoughtfully. “Mrs. Lat-
imer. The coroner will be glad to know.
He says she was strangled with a piece
of bent steel or iron, a semi-hoop, perhaps,

that did not quite meet at the back of
her neck. She was attacked from the
front.”

“Sure she was. Our killer follows a pat-
tern. No sneaking up behind in the dark.
No whispering footsteps when the lights
are low. Just a big, friendly approach, all
smiles and kind words, all death and de-
struction.” I paused while the girl set our
glasses down again and brought a little
basket of pretzels over.

I drew my lips tight over my teeth.
“Look, Joe. I'm going to ask you te de
me a favor, the same favor Kramer asked
of me yesterday, although he didnt mean
it. I’m all through here. I've been raising
a lot of welts on people I don’t even know,
and don’t want to. But [ have what I
came to get, in its raw form. Ironing out
the details is a job for somebody else. All
I want now is an official report, for the
files. From you, from Kramer, from any-
body in authority who wants to give it to
me. Will you send one down to the head
office in Frisco? You can address it either
to Alec Jordan or to me. When you get
the details all ironed out?”

“All ironed out,” he murmured slowly.
“And what is all ironed out? And when
is it?”

“By late this afternoon. There are one
or two things I want to do myself first.
Then it will be all yours. Maybe it'll do
you some good around here. Maybe it will
give Kramer a kick in the pants. I don’t
like Kramer very well.”

“You wouldn’t be alone,” he said. He
put his glass down and stood up, stretch-
ing himself. He leaned forward over the
table. “How and why?” he asked gently,
his fine, wise eyes smoky. “Give me the
lowdown, Walker.”

I told him how. I told him who. I told
him where to look in the bank cellar for
the weapon. And then I paid for the beer
and left him standing there, looking mo-
rosely down at the table and at the empty
glasses.
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THEY were draining the swimming
pool that afternoon, the Filipino with
the smile and a short chunky gardner who
looked as if he had never smiled in his
life. No one answered the bell. T stepped
down to the flagstone walk and followed
it around to the other side of the place.
It wound off to a small clearing, sparsely
screened by trees, where there was a
gaily colored, waterproofed, silk-and-pine
frame cubicle, about ten feet by five, with
no top. You could see shadows through
the silk. Pancho lay on his belly out-
side the door of the cubicle, not paying
any attention to the shadows, because he
was merely a dog, with his mind on higher
levels.

I 1it a cigarette and called softly, “Mrs.
Dexter ?”

There was a short silence and then the
sound of a robe being hurriedly pulled
on and a latch being unlatched, and the
door swung open. She stood in the open-
ing. “How long have you been standing
there?” she said.

“Not long enough.”

“Too long,” she corrected. “After the
way you behaved last night, any time is
too long. I don’t like being stood up, Mr.
Walker. Not by any one.”

“Sure not,” T said. I leaned against a
tree and sucked on my cigarette and stared
at her, I said, “I was in to see your hus-
band this morning, Mrs. Dexter. He was
in a bad mood, too. I don’t think his mind
will be on business today. Has he phoned
you ?”’

She watched me narrowly. “I wouldn’t
know. I've been out here since nine.”

“About last night,” I went on doggedly.
“I was spirited away by a geni in a white
coat. I wasn’t able to return, and where
I was, there were no messenger boys.
Otherwise I would have let you know.
When I woke up it was after nine-thirty.”

“I’'m awake at nine-thirty,” she said
crisply. “I can be phoned at nine-thirty.”

“Sure you can,” I said. “But I was all

mixed up. You know how it is. Things
happen and they throw you off. I was so
mixed up I didn’t have time to think, not
even about good old Charlie Latimer, rest
his soul.”

She made an impatient gesture. I lifted
one eyebrow and let it drop again. It
dropped without a sound. She pulled the
robe tighter about her, still watching me
with those sun-flecked eyes, her face taut
but gradually relaxing.

“All right,” she said at last. “I'll take
that explanation.”

“T’ll trade it to you for a drink,” I said,
looking thirsty.

“Wait for me at the house.”

I nodded and stood there for a moment,
then grinned and started back up the path
to the house. The frame-and-silk door
slammed with a sharp bang. I went up on
the porch and sat down in the chair and
waited. In a little while she came out wear-
ing a sun suit that was even better than
the robe had been.

“You know,” I said, when the glasses
were making moist rings on the table, “I
think you’ll do all right, no matter where
you go. You have the class, the looks, the
attitude. You’ve got self-confidence, all
you'll ever need, even enough to inject
some spine into your husband, who is, in
my opinion, a weak-willed slob. But
you’re going to need it a lot very soon. I
don’t think the thing is going to touch you
very hard, not in a court, nor in your
own mind. I haven’t been around long
enough to know just what kind of a mind
you have under that pleasant exterior, or
what your emotions are, or how much
love you could ever hold for anyone. Nor
will I be around long enough to find out.
I’m all through here this afternoon.”

I picked up my drink and squinted at
the sun through it and put it down again
without drinking any of it. I went on som-
berly, “I don’t suppose I’ll ever know for
sure just whose idea it really was. The
impression I was given when I came here
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was that Latimer was a chaser. One of
those smooth, suave, Saturday-night types,
one of the roving-hands-in-the -moonlight
types, a guy who would expect you to
climb under his vest when you were danc-
ing with him. I never knew him person-
ally.”

SHE sat very quietly in the wicker chair,
not saying anything, not looking di-
rectly at me,

“I never knew Mrs. Latimer, either. I
guess I must move in the wrong circles.
Most of the people I meet are already
gone. And because I didn’t know her, I
was thrown off. I thought she had been
sleeping that day, Saturday afternoon, and
that her killer had set the alarm clock for
ten the next morning, just to confuse the
police. I was wrong there. She hadn’t
been sleeping that afternoon, because
she wasn’t alone. She was killed around
ten that night, by the person who spent
the afternoon and evening with her.”

Lissa moved her lips and made sounds,
stiff, lonesome little words. “What has
my husband—"

“Your husband killed her,” I said. “He
was there that day, with a pair of cut-
down ice-tongs which he left on the back
porch. When he got up to go, he went out
on the back porch, picked them up and
came back into the kitchen, where Mrs.
Latimer was just cleaning up the dirty
dishes. He put the tongs around her-neck
and closed the handles, and together they
waltzed back into the parlor, where she
died.” :

I tasted the drink and found it sour and
sat there holding the cool glass in my hand
and staring off across the lawn, where
the dog, Pancho, lay like a fallen monu-
ment.

“He had so. much to lose by one indis-
cretion,” I went on slowly, “that it is hard
to believe he could commit it in the first
place. He fell for Charlie’s wife. Charlie
found out about it, as some husbands are

wont to do, but unlike most, he saw a
good chance to make himself a cushy liv-
ing. After all, why not? What’s a little
thing like a shared wife between friends,
providing the friend is willing to kick
through? Charlie wasn’t living with her;
but he was willing to live off her. He told
your husband this; he told him, ‘Think it
over, Ralph old man. Think of the nice
house in the country, think of the power
you have here in this fine little city, think
of your wife and the disgrace.””

I dropped my glass on the stone porch
and it shattered with a sudden loud, hard
sound.

“But Ralph was a man of the world. He
knew that a blackmailer never stops. He
could see himself being gradually bled
white, losing this house, his big car, his
beautiful wife, and always with the threat
of Charlie Latimer over his head. If
Charlie lost heavily to Pardee, Ralph
would foot the bill. If Charlie wanted a
long weekend in Frisco, Ralph would pay
off the chorus girls. Ralph was it, all the
way down the line. And you know what
he did ?”

She was staring at me numbly. Now
she licked her lips and opened them and
clamped her teeth on the soft flesh. Blood
welled up and moved lazily in a thin
trickle down her chin.

“T’ll tell you,” I said. “He came home
to momma and cried in your lap. I said
before that he was a weak-willed slob. I
still think so. He didn’t have the guts
to kill without some backing. He found it
right where he’d never expected to find it,
at home. He found somebody who would
lure Charlie down in the cellar at the bank,
who would distract Charlie long enough
for the deed to be completed. And that
would be all the distraction Charlie would
ever need. A chance like that?”’ I chuckled
a dry, coarse chuckle. “Charlie would kick "
a hole in the ceiling for a chance like
that.”

She moved her long legs and seemed
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about to get up. Then she leaned back
again in the chair.

“You saw all your life here shot to
hell,” T continued. My voice was getting
hoarse. “You didn’t give a damn if Ralph
played in greener pastures, but you didn’t
like the idea of having to pay for it. The
solution was obvious. Kill Charlie. But
when you both had killed him, you found
another snag. Charlie’s wife. She was no
fool. She came to us deliberately, saying
that her husband had been murdered, but
not giving any reason. That was her per-
sonal insurance, but she underestimated
you. She dealt you short. Ralph killed her
Saturday night, before she could talk to
me, or to anyone elge, and once he had
her silenced, he had all the silence he
would ever need.”

I SAID all this unhappily, and out be-
-+ yond the house I could hear the rush
of water going into the swimming pool,
and 'the wood sounds, the vigor of a jay
scolding’ in_ his’ tree. I put a cigarette in
my mouth with a band that shook, and
lighted it with a match that trembled, too,
and blew smoke that tasted stale.

“She fooled you both. She called in the
boy scouts first, and you killed her too
late. You should have paid her off, Mrs.
Dexter. You could wrap a man named
Kramer around your exclusive finger, but
you can’t do the same thing with a big

company like, mine, even if I wanted you
to. Your husband knows all this. I think
he will crack before they get to him. I think
you will be hearing from his office any
time now, with the news. He won’t run,
because he can’t run that far. And that
leaves him just one out.”

I stood up. “Thanks for the drink, Mrs.
Dexter,” 1 said. “Thanks for the ride. A
man named Josef Kindler from the police
department will be out to see you, but he
won’t be able to touch you in this town,
or probably in any other town. But the
word will get around: It always does, one
way or another.” =

She opened her mouth and breathed a
name at me.

I turned my back on her and walked
down the steps and out along the drive to-
ward the car. In the house a phone be-
gan to ring shrilly. As I started the motor
I wondered if Dexter had taken the easy
way, and drove away without really caring
whether he had or not. Lissa Dexter’s
liquor tasted dull and sour in my mouth. I
thought perhaps I might stop by at the
bank on my way to the hotel and see if
I could interest one of the staff in a glass
of cold beer at the German place over on
Gatewood. I thought probably she would
be the type of girl who would like a glass
of cold beer. As I swung out the drive I
thought I could still hear the phone ring-
ing persistently back at the big house.

THE END

CAN'T KILL ATMA!

WHEN a high court in Shanghai condemned Atma Singh, a Hindu, to death
for killing a man who’d bothered his wife, Atma’s friends said confidently that

he wouldn’t die. He was a good man, and Providence would protect him. When,
at the hanging, the rope broke inexplicably, they weren’t surprised at all. Confused
police commuted his sentence to life imprisonment. The Sikhs shrugged—jail wouldn’t
hold Atma long, they said.

They were right. A stray bomb among the many that have recently rent China
inadvertently razed Atma’s jail, killing all other inmates but permitting Atma to
walk out of the rubble unharmed. He’s been free since!—Lauri Wirta.



The other diver moved slow-
ly, cautiously, toward Ward,
knife outstretched. . , «

STUART
FRIEDMAN

Two hundred feet under the surface OR a moment Ward thought the
redhead getting out of the flashy

convertible was naked. It seemed
logical in a girl who drove like a hurri-
diver fought for their murdered cane and parked like a bull hitting a
stone wall. But she was strategically cov-

blonde prize. ered by swim briefs and bandeau that
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of the sea, Ward and the strange



36 DETECTIVE TALES

cunningly matched her creamy butter-
scotch tan. She came across the yard
toward him, legs flashing with the early-
morning Miami sun, her dark red hair
stirring gently with the motion of her
supple young body.

A dark-haired man in T-shirt and white
ducks, Ward stood in his side yard stow-
ing his diving gear in the back seat of his
car. His mouth tightened with annoyance,
and his vivid blue eyes narrowed to strips
of color, sharp against the weathered
brown of his face. He was making a two-
hundred-foot dive today in strange wa-
ters. The pressure of that depth would
put a severe strain on the nerves; he didn’t
want them frazzled in advance by an en-
counter with this pampered nitwit.

“Are you Ward Claiborne?” she called.
A lace pattern of shadow ran lightly over
her body as she moved under the green
fronds of the royal poinciana tree, ablaze
with scarlet flowers. 4

“Yes,” Ward said when she reached
him. ;

“I'm Terry Duquesne,” she said, her
pretty oval face dimpling in a smile.
“I’'m Junior Stockton’s fiancee. Junior
phoned mé from New York to tell you
not to make that dive down to the Stock-
ton yacht till tomorrow.”

“What’s the trouble?”

“It’s just that Junior’s father wants to
talk to you before you dive.”

Ward got matches and cigarettes from
his white ducks, lighted and inhaled. He
blew smoke out of pursed lips, regarding
her speculatively. “When Mr. Stockton,
senior, phoned me from New York yes-
terday, the understanding was that I go
down to the wreck today. I spent half of
yesterday studying the reports of that
wreck, then chartering a boat to locate it
exactly. I've got that boat chartered for
today. I've notified my tender to be at
the dock, and I'm all ready to go. I have
another job to see about tomorrow. I'm
sorry. Mr. Stockton told me he was ar-

riving in Miami by train tonight and
would expect my report on the salvage
possibilities when he saw me.”

“Oh, please, Mr. Claiborne, don’t make
that dive today.” Her brown eyes blinked
nervously and she began to jiggle one
hand, tinkling the bracelets on her arm.
“I’'m going to meet Dad Stockton tonight
for the very first time. -I'm already in

.dutch with him on account of Junior buy-

ing me that big car. Now, if I've messed
this up, he'll never let Janior marry me.
Please?”

WARD took a drag from ‘his cigarette,

flicked the ash irritably. “Without
direct notification from the man I'm deal-
ing with, I can’t change my plans. If Ju-
nior’s handling this for his father, why

-didn’t he phone me direct?”

“Well, I'll tell you. You see, since
Junior was on the yacht when it was
rammed and sunk coming up from Havana
last year, his father blames him. Especial-
ly since Junior gambled away the money
he was supposed to have paid the insur-
ance with. Junior is so broke he can't
even afford to call me. So when his father
authorized him to charge a call to Miami,
he just called me, free. See?”

Ward laughed humorlessly. “He’s broke
and buys a three-thousand-dollar con-
vertible ?”

“But he is, I swear!” Terry Duquesne
said.

“I weep. Junior was the lad who got
the captain and crew and all the guests on
the yacht drunk, the way I understand
it. The other vessel had the right of way
in the collision. It’s only freak chance
that nobody’s dead. I'd go out of my way
to keep from doing Junior any favors, be-
lieve me, Miss Duquesne.”

“But won’t you give me a chance?”
She looked pleadingly at him. “If you
dive today Dad Stockton will find out
Junior phoned me instead of you. He'll
think I can’t even deliver a simple mes-
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sage. I'll be in a mess the very first time
I meet him!”

“Tell you what,” he said, relenting.
“It’'ll leave you out of it. I'll tell Stockton
tonight that Junior phoned me himself.
But on my own responsibility, I’'m diving
today. I’ll battle that out with Stockton.
You don’t need to worry. Okay?”

“Well,” she said uncertainly. “Yes.
Thanks. Uh—could I please use your
phone ?”

He nodded, flipped his cigarette away
and took her in the bright airy front
room of the stucco bungalow. She posed
at the phone, without calling. He eyed
her, realizing almost at once that she’d
come into the house to throw her charm
at him,

Her hip tilted as she put her weight on
one leg and slid the other indolently for-
ward, gold anklet and red toenails glint-
ing. Sunlight through the venetian blinds
laid warm stripes across her smooth bare
skin, and the fine curve line of her back
showed in profile. She looked provoca-
tively across her shoulder at him, arm
moving subtly to indent a dimple in the
round of her pretty shoulder. He grinned
mockingly at her. But her glance went
to the base of his throat to his visible pulse,
rapid in spite of himself.

There was a sort of slack, half stupor
to her face as she came silently to him.
Her arms slid around his neck, locked;
her body formed a taut arch against him,
and her lips seemed to soften and swell
as she lifted them to his. Suddenly his
hands pressed into the warm flesh of her
back. Her lips mashed hot and moist
against his. He was trembling and breath-
ing hard as they drew apart.

“Ward,” she whispered, ‘“‘don’t be
mean to me and go out to that yacht to-
day.”

He took a long breath. “I told you
what I'd do,” he said slowly. “I’'m taking
you off the spot completely. And still
you don’t want me to go out to that wreck.

Why don’t you want me to do it?”

“Go tomorrow,” she said, pressing
against him.

He gritted his teeth. “Does Junior know
how much you’re doing for him?”

“Yes,” she said softly. “It’s vital to
him, Ward. Ward, spend the day with
me. Let’s go over to the beach or down
fishing on one of the Keys. Don’t you
like me?”

“Don’t ask stupid questions. But right
now I'd make that dive free just for the
pleasure of getting Junior in more hot
water with his father.”

Terry Duquesne stepped back. “All
right. If you won’t be soft, how about
one thousand dollars?”

“From broke Junior?” he asked mock-
ingly.

“T’ll sign over that car!”

“Half the day would be over before we
could get the deal through. Be too late
then to dive. You're a cutie, all right.”

“Oh, damn!” Terry cried. She took a
breath, her brown eyes glistening widely.
“Ward, I'm desperate! I have to stop
you. He ordered me to.”

“TI can just imagine a babe like you
taking Junior’s orders.”

HER bracelets fell clinking to the bend

of her arm as she raised her right
hand solemnly. There was a note of
huskiness in her clear young voice as she
spoke, staring at him. “I swear to you.
He ordered me. He’s desperate. Ward,
I'm out of tricks. All I could think of
now would be tearing my hair and scream-
ing out the window, and have you arrested
for bothering me. I admit I thought of it.
I admit I set out deliberately to marry
the Stockton mint. But I got a bear by the
tail. He’s half crazy with drink and
gambling and even dope, I think. I've
seen him drive; I was in a plane with him
before he lost his pilot’s license. He’s
wild. I know how cold and mean he can
get. It’s not Dad Stockton I'm afraid
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of. He'd settle for almost any girl he
thought could tame Junior. It’s Junior
I'm scared of. He told me he'd get me
sure as hell if I didn’t manage this. He'd
do it. He would, Ward. He’d kill me!”

Ward might have doubted the im-
passioned intensity of the outburst, but
not the starkness in her eyes. “Look,
why didn’t you call the police? You
couldn’t still be planning to marry a man
you believe capable of murdering you.”

“I was on that yacht when it sank. It
was night. Everybody was high, singing
and dancing. Then someone screamed!”
An involuntary shudder ran through her.
She shut her eyes, remembering. She
stared, drew several breaths through her
mouth. Her voice was a strange, tone-
less drone.

“We saw this huge tower looming in
the dark above us. It was bearing down.
The bells and the whistles and the fog-
horns of both boats were clamoring. We
could hear them shouting down from the
freighter at us. There was the awful sound
of the freighter’s engine trying to stop
her. Some of us were screaming and sob-
bing. Then it struck. We were hurled
to the decks. Everything was chaos. We
thought it was the end!” She paused,
shook her head. “Anything could have
happened on that yacht, then. Anything!
Something did. I don’t know what. But
it implicates me. Junior made that clear
on the phone.”

“I see,” Ward said. “Junior must plan
to get a diver out there ahead of me to
get rid of something he’s afraid of. But
he knew yesterday, surely, that his father
hired me. Why is he still in New York?”

“Maybe he isn’t! It was a station-to-
station call. No long-distance operator
said anything. I didn't give it a thought,
because lots of times that happens on
station-to-station long distance.”

“I know,” Ward said. “Well, it'll
take a pretty fast boat, and a faster diver
than any I've heard about to get out

there and away before me, even if Junior
is in Miami. . I think you'd better go to
the police.”

“But until we find out what’s back of
it, shouldn’t I wait? Mightn’t my story
about Junior’s threats sound flimsy ? Can’t
I go along with you?”

“Well—you'll need more clothes out
on the ocean in this sun.”

“I've got some in my car. I'll get them."”

“Good.” When she went out Ward
went to the bedroom, got his .45 automa-
tic, concealed it with a sport shirt. Then
he got the half-gallon thermos of coffee
from the kitchen, went out, locking the
house. He slid under the wheel, gun
bundled in the shirt between his leg and
the door, waited for her.

OTTON WILLIAMS, his tender, a
lanky towhead in dungarees and un-
dershirt, came to the car as Ward parked
at the little Biscayne Bay fishing dock
north of the Pan-American Clipper base.
“Hi, Cotton,” Ward said, getting out.
“Cap ready?”

“Hello, Mr. Claiborne. Yeah, Cap’s
ready to shove off the minute we get the
gear aboard. Another passenger?” he
said, eyeing Terry appreciatively as she
got out, slacks and yellow: beach coat un-
der-arm.

“This is Miss Duquesne,” Ward said
affably. “Terry, this is my understudy,
Mr. Williams.” He went casually around
the car, took her rolled slacks and beach
coat quickly. Adding his own sportshirt,
with gun, he thrust the lot into Cotton’s
arms. “Terry, see that hideous, stupid-
looking old sea dog coming?” he said
loudly. “That’s Captain Jorgenssen,
skipper of our sturdy craft, famed for
his dauntless seamanship throughout Bis-
cayne Bay and the far waters of Central
Park Lake in New York. Cap, Miss
Duquesne.”

As they met, Ward said quietly to
Cotton. “My .45 is here. Hang onto it.
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Take her stuff aboard; see if there’s a
gun in it. If so, leave it—unloaded.”

Cap, habitual scowl on his leathery face,
yachting cap set rakishly back on his iron-
grey hair, was telling Terry, “. ... al-
ways had sense enough in my time to
stay on top the water. Ward, have you
strutted your octopus scar to the lady
yet?”

“I e been too busy telling her about
you.’

“Well, let’s get it done. Yank up your
skivvy and show that big scar,” Cap said
out of the side of his mouth. ‘“He makes
me fight it out of him before the ladies,
like he’s real, real reluctant to show off.
He won't pay me for the boat ’'less I go
through this.”

Terry giggled. Cap took her aboard.
Cotton returned to the car. “No gun in
her stuff.”

. Within five minutes Ward and Cotton
got the diving suit, lines and air compres-
sor aboard. With a woman aboard, Cap
made a great to-do of ordering Jake, his
mate-engineer-crew, to cast off, then
played the grizzled seaman at the wheel
as they put out across the placid bay.

“Do you really have a scar, Ward?”
Terry said.

He nodded, aveiding her eyes. “Cap,
seriously, I want to make it out there
as soon as possible.”

“We’ll have the anchor down in three
hours.” 5

“T'll help Cotton get set up,” Ward
said leaving the wheelhouse. .

Two and a half hours later Ward
struggled into his diving suit. The deep
scar, which ran jaggedly from the left
side of his chest to below his waist on the
right, twinged with pain. It always did
before a dive, briefly and faintly like the
quick brush of death. This time the pain
was sharp. It kept coming back at in-
tervals like a slow pulse.

“Talk about something, Cotton Any-
thing,” he said.

Cotton’s face was startled for an in-
stant. “My Prof in Marine Biology was
telling us—"

“No. Not that. How much you lose
at Jai Alai the other night?”

“First game, Jane and I had a buck
going between us. Number One. Javarez
I think was in the first game. Odds

2

wWere . . .

OTTON talked fast, brightly. Nice

kid, nice laugh. But it was no good,
not against the terror that had burst out
raw and alive again for the first time since
he’d got that scar. He'd been in the Paci-
fic, off the Mexican coast. He had mis-
taken the exploratory tentacle feeling his
ankle for kelp. Otherwise he’d have Stood
motionless till the creature had discovered
that canvas wasn’t edible, and probably
the tentacle would have withdrawn. But
he had kicked. The octopus had been full
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grown, a rarity in such comparatively
shallow water. The big tentacles, each
with some two hundred sixty suction cups
had begun to whip around his body one
after another. He had closed his exhaust
valve, managing to inflate his suit, shoot-
ing to the surface, hacking wildly with his
knife as the unanchored creature hung on.
The tentacles had gripped tighter and
tighter and the hideous thick body had
closed in on him. And then that huge,
parrot-like beak had started to slash him
to bits. That was all Ward remembered.
When he’d surfaced, one of the deck crew
had driven a harpoon through the crea-
ture, and it had taken half an hour to
kill it and disengage it. Ward had been
in the hospital a month.

“ . .. then on the last game we played
the Quieniella; teams one and eight. It
was surefire. Jane had got weighed that
afternoon. She was 108,” Cotton said.
“So after we clicked right in the bullseye
between the one and eight—the zero—
we walked home. Her aunt was waiting
up_,l

Ward shook his head impatiently. “Hold
it, Cotton . . . What’s wrong, Cap?”’

“Look for yourself,” Cap said, striding
toward him with binoculars. “Right over
there, east south east. Seaplane floating
there. Smack dab where we’re headed
for!”

Ward focused the glasses,
Terry cry excitedly, “I see it.”

Jake called from the wheelhouse, “It’s
starting to take off.”

It was true, Ward saw. In the glasses
he saw the aluminum-colored, twin-en-
gine two-seater tilt back on its pontoons.
He could hear the engines faintly as it
roared away, streaking the tropic-blue
flat surface of the water white. Then the
lengthening white streak faded abruptly
as the pontoons were airborne. The little
seaplane “climbed a long, shallow spiral
away from them, gained altitude, and after
a while it was only a speck and the faint

hearing

hoarse buzz was lost in the fresh, warm
south wind. He handed the binoculars
back to Cap, reseated himself on the low
dressing stool, wagging his fingers to
Cotton for a cigarette while he looked"
steadily, impassively at Terry.

She stood before him, face tilted down
to meet his gaze, hands jammed in the
pockets of her yellow, hip-length beach
coat, her trim bare legs braced apart
against the gentle roll of the deck. Her
hair was loose now, dropping from the
crown of her head back across her shoul-
ders, shimmering with the motion of the
breeze, like dark flame under the high
sun. He could see the subtle straighten--
ing of her upper lids in a slight squint be-
fore the stabbing white brilliance of his

‘canvas suit, bleached by salt water and

sun. Otherwise the highlight revealed
no sign of flinching, and he regretted a
little having told Cap, Jake and Cotton
he didn't trust her.

“Are you still going down?” she said
at last.

“Why not? If that was Junior, we
chased him away,” Ward said, taking the
lighted cigarette Cotton gave him.

“I'm radioing ashore about that plane,
Ward,” Cap called. “Did you make out
its number?”

TERRY’S head snapped sideward when

Cap spoke, as though she’d been so
engrossed with Ward she was startled to
realize they weren’t alone.

Ward shook his head regretfully, draw-
ing a deep inhale. “Maybe Miss Duquesne
can help.”

“I can’t. Really, I can’t. So far as I
know Junior never had a seaplane, even
while he was licensed.” She broke off
and glanced sharply at Cap, then Cotton.
“I don't like the feeling here,” she cried.
“You all look at me, like—like—"

“Forget it,”” Ward said. “They know
I can’t quite trust you, that’s all. Cotton'’s
got a big responsibility to see that nothing
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happens to my air while I'm down.”

“And this 45 says nothing will hap-
pen,” Cotton said casually. Her chin be-
gan to quiver.

“Nothing personal,”
she walked away. :

They had dropped anchor at the wreck.
Ward sat on the low dressing stool, smok-
ing a final cigarette, silent and with-
drawn, as though already detached from
the surface world. The pain of his scar
had stopped. Under the suit of unwieldy
tight-woven inner and outer layers of
canvas with a rubber layer between, he
was dressed heavily. Long wool under-
wear, two sweaters, two pairs of long,
thick wool socks, protected him from chill,
absorbing the moisture from his breath
that condensed in the airtight enclosure.
The heavy metal shoulder and breast
plates were secure, metal straps and bolts
tight. He was ready to go except for
fastening on the lead-weighted belt and
knife, putting on a knit cap, and screw-
ing his helmet into place. Cotton was
crouched beside the chugging air com-
pressor, rubbing tobacco inside the glass
window of the seventy-pound brass helmet
to prevent fogging. Cap scanned the hori-
zon with binoculars. Terry watched for-
lornly from a distance down the rail, while
Jake stood by the winch waiting to help
Cotton set the helmet on Ward’s shoulders.

Then his helmet was on, life and air
lines secured around his body and con-
venient to his grasp. They helped him
up and over the side in the clumsy lead-
weighted shoes, thirty-five pounds to the
foot. In all there was some two hundred
and fifty pounds added to his own one
hundred seventy to get overside and down
the short ladder.

He was in the water, going down. The
keel of the boat slid away above him. An
involuntary thrill tingled across his upper
body as he entered once again into the
strange and compelling world below. A
deep, satisfying sense of aloneness with

Ward said as

awesome mystery, with eternity itself,
pervaded him as it always did. The waters
were unusually clear, shot through with
the diffused rays of sun. Fish swarmed
in the bright fluid medium much as birds
and insects in a thinner atmosphere, their
motions effortless as in the soars and
glides and turns of flight; their colors
endless and nameless, forming flowing
patterns more spectacular than the flag-
rant bursts of tropical colors.

And then, at thirty or forty feet below,
the sun rays weakened, and the more
brilliant hues bled away. The fish were not
so profuse, or so small or so bright, though
they came by the score, slicing across the
rising plume of bubbles from the exhaust
valve in his helmet, snapping at the strange
moving stream. Others, vastly curious,
came to stare in his window, undulating
their bodies and waving feathery fins to
hold position while they investigated such
a strange specimen.

It was very dim at a hundred feet. An
ugly baby fully twenty feet long swooped
diagonally upward in front of him and
struck hard at the bubbles somewhere
above, jolting his lines. Another fifty feet
down and all of the vanishing light seemed
to have fled, but as he went on down his
eyes adjusted and it wasn’t so dark. But
he was beginning to sweat under the pres-
sure. The pressure of the air cushion
between his body and the suit had to
match the enormity of that from the water.
Crushing tons. Divers subjected to its
sudden impact, through gashed suits, had
had their whole bodies literally rammed
into squash upward into the metal of
shoulder plates and helmet.

WITH a slight jolt his weighted shoes
touched hard bottom, and he bounced
a little, weightless in the inflated suit. He
stood taking his bearings, awesomely
aware of the vast and relentless power
of this world, where he was a stranger.
The sound of the hissing, hoarse intake
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and outlet valves seemed enormous now.
The sound of his own breathing was heavy.
Inside the suit he was drenched with
sweat, but his hands were cold in the icy
water. The dim, distant rhythm of the
air compressor came comforting as he
moved forward in the overpowering sil-
ence. He could see as on a dark night,
thanks to the clarity of the water, but
there was no glimpse of the remote faint
light at the surface when he was upright.
He saw the dark hull of the yacht, twenty
feet ahead, he judged.

Holding his lines carefully against foul-
ing on the vessel, he reached the far side.
The boat was on its side, the deck at a
seventy-degree angle. He inflated his suit
a little, and went up. He opened a com-
panionway door easily—and a girl floated
out.

He reeled at the shock. There was a
hole in the center of her forehead, an-
other in her cheek, he discovered after a
few seconds. Bullet holes. Then he saw
she only had one eye. The other had been
shot out. She had been young.

He wasn’t prepared to take her up,
without some sort of sack. Under this
pressure, and after six or seven months,
she couldn’t survive the surface. She
might remain preserved here almost for-
ever, but above, at the lower pressure,
she would literally burst open.

He couldn’t decide what to do. He
scarcely thought of the original reason
for this dive, inspecting the boat for
salvage possibilities. He went back down
to the floor of the ocean.

Then suddenly he thought he had lost
his senses. He thought he saw the figure
of another diver coming toward him. It
was impossible. He peered above the hel-
met and he saw there were no lines at-
tached. Ward was utterly paralyzed for
seconds—the impact of that dead woman,
and now this hallucination. A fire of pain
began to lace terribly up and down his
scar. The sound of his valves seemed deaf-

ening, and the pulse of his own body
seemed to be in some sort of a mad race
with the faint pulse of the air compressor.
He had had too much pressure too many
times. Somehow the constant pressure
on his nervous system and arterial system
had broken him. He'd missed the dreaded
bends, but perhaps this was a form of
them, after all.

The figure was moving. Very slowly,
very cautiously. Coming toward him.
Ward got out his knife, grasping it tight-
ly. Man or hallucination, he was going
to kill that moving figure. It was only a
few feet from him, and it clutched a
knife, too. Then he saw the odd difference
between his suit and the other. Two small
protuberances rose above the shoulder
plates. Then he knew!

The protuberances were the rounded
tops of oxygen tanks attached to the back
of the breast plate. The figure without
lines had a self-contained suit with sev-
eral hours’ oxygen supply. It was Junior
Stockton. The seaplane had brought him,
and could pick him up. Junior had come
to free that body, get it away from the
wreck and maybe surface it somewhere
to burst and be consumed by the sharks
at sea. Now he was intent on killing Ward.

Junior was within three feet and Ward
saw his knees flex and knew it was the
crouch preceding the attack. One good
slash with that knife into his suit and
it would be all over.

Ward jerked his head sideward, strik-
ing the outlet valve, shutting it, his free
hand unlocking his belt. He went up like
a bullet. He kicked forward with all his
strength, and the weight of that shoe
clunking into Junior’s breastplate knocked
him on his back. Ward had hold of his
weighed belt in his left hand, so that
when he shot up, his left arm dragged.
His body was in a slanting position sev-
eral feet above Junior. He opened his
outlet valve, sank a little, and swung the
weighted belt at the figure on the floor.
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But Junior was out of action on his back.
Ward groped around, found his knife
and threw it out of reach. Then he
crouched by Junior’s head and helped
lift him upright. He wanted Junior alive.
Ward grasped him around the body
from behind, yanked the emergency signal
on his line, and started up with Junior.
Fast. He might kill himself, and Junior
too, with a swift ascent ; he shouldn’t have
gone up in less than an hour. But he was
on top within minutes. There were many
strange hands lifting them out of the
water. Ward passed out, in agony.

E WAS on the deck of a Coast Guard

cutter speeding shoreward toward a
hospital. He was in his diving gear. Terry
and Cotton were looking through the
window at him. They’d inflated the suit,
to give him the high pressure until they
could get him into a recompression cham-
ber. After several minutes he felt all right
and signaled for them to let him out. He
was leery of taking off the helmet, releas-
ing the reviving pressure. But he didn’t
pass out again.

“What about Stockton? Is he alive?”

“Yes. But he thought he was dying.
He confessed,” Terry said. “He killed
the girl, who was his fiancee till a week
before that party. She had reason to try
to force him to marry her. He killed her
and took her aboard the yacht before any
of the passengers who were listed came
aboard. He planned to throw her in the
sea during the night. But the wreck made

it impossible.”

“He could have implicated you, Terry.

You were her successor.”

“He took it all on himself,” the Coast
Guard skipper assured him. “Now, fel-
low, I think you better play safe and
get back in the suit and under pressure

till we can get you thoroughly checked.

”

“You mind what he says,” Cotton in-
sisted. “Get back in there. I'll hold onto

this gal for you.”

“You don’t have to,” she said softly,
looking at Ward. “I’ll be harder to shake
than that octopus, darling. And not half |

as dangerous.”

“Not quite.” He grinned. “I'm debat- |
ing whether to put on my hat and .take

the pressure by air or get it from one of

your kisses, baby.”

It’s here!

By Bruce Cassiday
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ALBERT AND THE
SELF-MADE WIDOW

Constable Albert Souza didn’t have much training in
police work, but that didn’t stop him from doing plenty
of spadework—in Mrs. Henry Pairt’s sinister garden!

of the town of Baywater was wor-
ried. He couldn’t find the gun that
Henry Pairr, the building contractor, had
shot himself with, Neither could he find

C ONSTABLE ALBERT SOUZA

the long, white envelope with the thousand
dollars in cash in it, which was supposed
to be right there.

Constable Souza rubbed his jaw, look-
ing down at Henry Pairr’s dead body. He
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‘By gosh, 1 believe (f.@-u
something there, all right'
said the trooper. .
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told the body, “With a wife like yours,
1 wouldn’t have blamed you if you did
shoot yourself. But nothing here looks
like you did. Somebody shot you, my
friend, and took the thousand dollars,
envelope and all!” Constable Souza had to
step across the body to get to the tele-
phone.

“Elvira,” he addressed the telephone
operator, “I'd like to get hold of Judge
Hull. T believe he’ll still be up at the
John Alden Inn.”

“All right, Albert,” Elvira, the tele-
phone operator, replied.

Albert gulped while Elvira was ringing
the inn.

Judge Hull wasn’t really a judge. That
was just his courtesy title, which every-
body had given him in honor of the fact
that he was boss of the town.

It was Judge Hull who had called up
Constable Souza an hour before and sent
him over to the Henry Pairr house, saying
“I’'m up at the John Alden Inn with Mrs.
Henry Pairr. It seems that Henry has

shot himself. He’s in the dining room.

The doctor’s on his way over there now.
Now, you take charge over there, and T’ll
be over later. Oh yes, and there’s an
envelope with a thousand dollars in it on
the dining-room table. Take charge of
that. I'll be over in a short while, as soon
as Mrs. Pairr is a little more herself. Mrs.
Green is here helping me with her.”

Mrs. Green was the manager of the
John Alden Inn.

Constable Souza had been pretty
shocked to hear all this, but he hadn’t
been able to help thinking to himself,
“Well, Mrs. Henry Pairr has finally
succeeded in driving Henry to it, and
she’s free to grab off Judge Hull for
herself whenever she’s ready to.”

Everybody in town knew that Mrs,
Henry Pairr had an influence over the
judge—a thing which she herself would
have righteously denied. But in a town
the size of Baywater everyone knows you

much better than you can know yourself.

ONSTABLE SOUZA had arrived

at the same time as the doctor. He
had been unable from the start to find
either the money or the gun. After the
doctor had left, he had hunted high and
low again, but still with no results; except
that the idea of anybody in Baywater do-
ing a thing like this was making Souza
feel bad, and this was why he gulped
while waiting for Elvira to get Judge
Hull on the phone.

“Yes?” said Judge Hull

“There isn’t any gun, Judge Hull, and
there isn’t a sign of any money either,
unless somebody took them after she
ran out of the house for help. Maybe
you could ask her on this again, Judge,
just to make sure. Is she sure that she
didn’t move any gun, and that there was
this money?”

“I see. Well, hold the wire a minute,
Albert,” the judge said.

“T’ve looked every place,” Souza said.

“All right,” said Judge Hull.

Albert Souza had only recently been
named constable of Baywater by the town
selectmen, and this shooting of Henry
Pairr at the Henry Pairr housé was the
first thing to happen since his appoint-
ment. It was the first thing that had hap-
pened in Baywater since a long time be-
fore he was appointed, too, but Souza
didn’t think about that. What hg thought
about was, what a terrible thing this was
to have happen in the town of Baywater.

When Judge Hull had gotten the select-
men to make Albert constable in place of
old retiring Emmett Spearing, he had felt
grateful to Judge Hull for the appoint-
ment. It was not so much the $666.66 a
year extra that the job of constable paid.
It was that with this $666.66 extra com-
ing in, Albert could now start planning
on some serious courting. And he al-
ready had a pretty clear idea of whom he
wanted to start this serious courting with.
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He also suspected that she had a pretty
clear idea of it, too.

The judge was back on the wire.

“Henry Pairr had the gun, and the
envelope with the money in it, with some
blueprints, on the table in front of him
when Mrs. Pairr went upstairs for the
night. She’s quite sure of it,” Judge Hull
said. “When she heard the shot she ran
downstairs, and seeing him down, she
just ran down here to the inn for help.
I think, Albert, that you had better get
hold of the state police.”

“Yes, it looks like you’re right.”

“This one thousand dollars,” Judge
Hull said, “according to Mrs. Pairr, be-
longed to Joseph Yser. It was to pay
Mr. Pairr to finish the house that Yser’s
been building. Now, it was brought over
to Henry Pairr’s at suppertime tonight
by Jackie Coombs.”

“I see.”

“But what you'd better do,” Judge
Hull instructed him, “is get hold of the
state police and meanwhile, so long as
they’ll be taking over, if anybody wants
me for anything they can reach me at
my home.”

“I hate to think that anybody in Bay-
water would do a thing like this!” Con-
stable Souza exclaimed.

“Well,” said the judge, “it wasn’t
necessarily anybody in town. You just
get hold of the state police.” The judge
hung up.

OR a moment the telephone was quiet

in Albert’s hands.

“Shall I connect to the state police for
you?” the operator asked him.

“Not right now, Elvira,” Constable
Souza thoughtfully told her, and hung
up himself. After he hung up, he rang
off.

This meant that he spun the handle on
the side of the telephone box to let Elvira
know that he was through using the phone
for the time being. Baywater was just a

small place, and they didn’t have dial
telephones. They just had Elvira, and at
night the part-time janitor. They didn’t
have a town water supply; everybody
had his own individual well, most of
them with electric pumps. They hadn’t
a town sewerage system, either; every-
body had his own cesspool. The fire de-
partment was all volunteer. For a police
force they used to have old Emmett
Spearing, and right now they had Albert
Souza.

Constable Souza put the phone down,
stepped back across the body, went out
of the living room, and sat down on a
chair in the hall. He sat in the chair
for quite a while, feeling low in his mind.
He felt low in his mind because now it
looked as if somebody in Baywater was a
murdering robber, and he didn’t feel able
to picture it. He felt that he knew every-
body in Baywater, and had always known
them except for the time he went to
Europe with the Army and got promoted
to pfc.

Albert finally got up out of the chair
and went out of the house, into his car
and off.

When he pulled up in front of Jackie
Coomb’s place, one of the bedrooms in
the back was still lighted, and shortly aft-
er he knocked the kitchen light went on
and Jackie was answering the door.

“Hello, Albert,” Jackie said.

Jackie didn’t invite Albert in. Before
Albert had been named constable, Jackie
would have; but as it was Jackie just
stood there, in the doorway of his kitchen,
his hair all mussed, a topcoat on over his
long jeans, his feet bare, a comic maga-
zine held open with the thumb of one
hand and the knob 'of the kitchen door
grasped in the other.

“You took a thousand dollars in cash
over to Henry Pairr’s for Joe Yser to-
night?” Albert asked him.

“Yes,” Jackie replied. “Why? What's
the matter?” :
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“Somebody shot and killed him with
his own gun and took the thousand dol-
lars.”

“Good Lord!” Jackie exclaimed. Then
he said, “Well, you don’t think for a min-
ute that Joe Yser ever did a thing like
that, do you?”

“No,” said Albert, “I certainly don’t.”

“He’s started fishing now with Manuel
O’Neill,” Jackie told him. “He didn’t
even know that tonight we were de-
livering the money. My brother and I
have been saving it up for quite a while,
and we bought Joe Yser’s boat with it.
Step inside will you, Albert, so I can shut
the door? My feet are getting chilly.”

“All right,” said Albert. He was satis-
fied with Jackie’s story. He had known
that the Coombs angle would be satis-
factorily accounted for.

“Joe just wanted us to pay it straight to
Henry Pairr as soon as we had it,” Jackie
said. “He didn’t care to see the money.
All that he wanted to see was his receipt.
He was in love with that boat of his. But
he needs his house finished up.”

“Nobody knew that you brought the

money over to Henry Pairr, then,” Al-
bert said.

“That’s right,” said Jackie Coombs. .

He added, “But that thousand dollars will
have to be made good on. We have his
receipt.” And he went into another room
for a moment and returned with a piece
of paper, which he handed to the con-
stable.

Received of Jackie and Archie Coombs
one thousand dollars ($1,000) for Joe Yser
of this town.

Henry Pairr

“If you were going on to Joe Yser’s
now I'd trust you to deliver it to him,”
Jackie said.

The two men stood in the kitchen
without saying anything for a moment,
and then Jackie said, “I'm sorry to hear
that Henry Pairr has passed away.” His

big toes stuck up in the air as the con-
stable went out to his auto and drove
away.

OE YSER had fixed the unfinished

house into a temporary dwelling for
his family with tarpaulins from govern-
ment surplus. There was no door, just
a tent flap. Albert knocked on the siding
next to where the door would go some
day.

When Joe’s wife looked out of the
tent flap the constable handed her the
receipt. She said, “Joe’s asleep. He got
in from fishing only a little while ago,
and they’re going off again at half-past
three.”

“That’s Joe’s receipt,” Constable Souza
said, “for the thousand dollars that the
Coombs brothers jus paid to Henry
Pairr to finish up your place here with.”

“Oh,” she said, and started looking at
the piece of paper in the tent flap. “Is
there anything wrong? Why didn’t Jackie
and Archie bring it over?”

Albert went back down the hill to his
car. He felt so uncertain what to do that
he sat at the wheel for nearly half an
hour without even starting up the engine.
He could go over and wake Manuel
O’Neill, and get confirmation from him as
to the hour Yser had come in from fish-
ing. After that, he could go over and tell
Judge Hull that nobody could have com-
mitted this murder. The only other thing
left outside of that was to do as he’d
been told and get the state police. They
didn’t know the people in town as Albert
knew them, and wouldn’t mind suspecting
anybody whose name could possibly be
mentioned. Albert looked at his watch,
and seeing that is was already after one
o’clock in the morning started up the
engine. ;

He parked in the judge’s driveway.
He bad to use Judge Hull’s door knocker
a number of times before waking up the
old man. :
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Each time he found that the judge
hadn’t awakened yet Albert swallowed a
little. He couldn’t help thinking, each
time, that he could just as easily not use
the judge’s door knocker again but turn
around, go wake up the night janitor
over in the telephone office and get the
state police. But each time, although
he swallowed, he lifted up his hand again,
and knocked on the door again.

The judge, in slippers, pajamas and
dressing gown, looked grey. He said in
a scratchy voice, “Well, come in, Al-
bert.” .

Albert stepped into the hallway. He
held onto his hat. He said, “I didn’t
telephone the state police yet.”

“Why not?” asked the judge, and sat
down in a rocking chair.

Albert shrugged his shoulders. He
didn’t know why not. He drew a deep
breath, arid then held onto it as if he
was glad of something to hold onto.
When he felt himself getting red in the
face he let his breath out, saying, “I
don’t know that I'm cut out to be town
constable, Judge Hull.”

“Nonsense,” said the judge, and got
up and went over to his telephone. The
telephone was chest high on the front-
hall wall, where it had been since the
judge was a small boy. The judge spun
the handle on the side of the box, and
held the receiver up to his ear to see if
he had happened to wake the janitor up
on the first try.

Then he pressed the telephone hook
down again, and spun the handle again.
But before he could let the hock up again
to see if the janitor had awakened this
time, Albert was beside him, holding the
telephone hook in place with his own fin-
gers.

“Now, just a minute here, Albert,” the
judge chided him. :

“What I wanted to ask you,” said Al-
bert, “was to come with me to talk to
Mrs. Pairr first, before calling the state

police in. I'd like to talk to her before
calling them.”

“I don’t see why, Albert,” the judge
replied. “I talked to her myself quite
enough, I think, for just at this particular
time."”

ALBER’I‘ had no reply, though he still
held onto the telephone hook.

“Now, if you'll just stand back, Al-
bert,” said the judge, still patiently,
“I'll use the telephone.”

The judge then began trying to get Al-
bert’s fingers off the hook. He then put a
hand on Albert’s chest and tried to push
him aside. Succeeding in neither, he asked
Albert, “Well, do you want to be con-
stable, or not?” Albert picked the judge
up off the floor and carried him away
from his telephone to the foot of his
own front-hall stairs, and sat him down
on the next to the bottom stair, where
the judge sat with his jaw hanging, star-
ing at Albert.

“Don’t call in the state police yet,”
Albert said. “I’ll be back in a little while,
and then we’ll call in the state police.”

“I hope you liked being town con-
stable,” Judge Hull told him.

Albert took a set of handcuffs from a
back pocket and handcuffed the judge to
the judge’s own banister rail.

The judge started trembling then, and
he commanded, “You let me loose from
here!” He tugged at the banister, but
this hurt his wrist. “Have you gone out
of your head, Souza?”

“The minute I went out of here you'd
send for the state police and I don’t want
them sent for just yet,” explained Albert
calmly.

The judge tugged at the banister again,
winced, and then started pulling at the
handcuffs with his other hand. Albert
hung the judge’s phone up and left the
house.

Albert was perspiring as he fumbled
toward the judge’s driveway. His fore-
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head was in a knot. His hair stood on
end. He told himself, “I should have done
a better job of convincing him to come
with me. Well, good-bye to that $666.66.
The way things are today, marriage is
just a luxury anyway, probably.” Then
he was driving along the way to the John
Alden Inn. He still had the badge pinned
to his vest, but he knew that his short
term as town constable was probably as
good as all over.

MRS. GREEN breathed grumpily out
of the inn’s front door, in response
to Constable Souza’s ring. She was all
done up for the night, and looked as if
she would have resented being disturbed
at such an hour, except for the fact that
here was another first-hand experience
that could prove useful in conversational
victories later.

“Well,” she said.
Constable Souza?”

“I’d like to speak to Mrs. Henry Pairr
for a few minutes, if you don’t mind,”
he told her.

“Well,” said Mrs. Green, ‘it must be
something important, to wake people up
in the middle of the night about it. Not
that I've gotten any sleep yet. She’s
still awake, and I just a short while ago
managed to get her to take a plain cup
of tea.”

“Upstairs?” said Souza. He followed
Mrs. Green toward the second floor.

“Rear,” said Mrs. Green. ‘“She told
me,” the innkeeper went on in a loud
whisper, “that Henry Pairr had been
playing around with Mrs. Joseph Yser,
if you get the drift, and that one of the
Coombs fellows has also been sweet on
Mrs.” Yser, if you get what she theans.”

“I wouldn’t put any stock in any of
that,” said Souza.

“Oh, you don’t think so?” asked Mrs,
Green.

“No,” said Souza. “Is this her door?”

Mrs. Pairr opened it for them a mo-

“Now what’s up,

ment after Mrs. Green’s knock. She
had not been sleeping, but just lying fully
dressed on the bed, with the light on
and a comforter over her. She had ob-
viously been very pretty when she was
younger. With her severe, thin lips she
invited them in.

“What I wanted to ask was, just how
it did happen over there tonight,” Con-
stable Souza said, as Mrs. Pairr seated
herself weakly on the bedside.

“T believe I already told all about that
to Judge Hull,” she replied.

“Well, when you last saw him, he had
an envelope with a thousand dollars in it,
and a gun, on the table in front of him?”

“Yes. That is, before he was . .
shot. I guess now that I didn’t really see
them, afterwards.”

“Why did he have the gun there?”

“T don’t know. I suppose because of
the thousand dollars.”

“What happened?”

“l was upstairs and had decided to
prepare for bed. I heard the shot, and-
then I ran downstairs. I was quite
frightened, and I ran over here for help.
Mrs. Green telephoned for Judge Hull
and the doctor.”

“The gun and the money were gone
when you came down?”

“Yes, I recall that they were.”

While showing Constable Souza back
downstairs to the inn’s front door, Mrs.
Green told him, “Watch your step, young
man.” @
“Well,” said Constable Souza, “if she
thought that he had shot himself, why
didn’t she phone for a doctor right there?
If she thought that a robber had shot
him, why did she run outside, where the
robber had gone. She acted like she was
more afraid of the body than of a robber,
and like she was more afraid of the body
than she was sorry for it, too. Also,
why would he keep the gun and the
money right there in front of him like
that ?”
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“Albert, watch your step,” repeated
Mrs. Green as she left him out the door.

Constable Souza went to his own house
to get the spade.

HE BEGAN digging with it in the
late Henry Pairr’s side yard just

at daybreak, and he had gotten down to

the hardwood planks before sunrise.

Just at sunrise old Emmett Spearing
came around the corner of the house,
and Emmett had on his old town consta-
ble badge. He had a state trooper with
him, with violet and grey riding breeches
on. The trooper had a revolver held up
before him like a lollipop, with a stick
up its barrel. As soon as Emmett and the
state policeman saw Albert digging they
came over and started to watch him. They
didn’t say anything.

By this time Albert’s spade was slid-
ing along the length of the hardwood.
When he had the soil all cleared off of
the first three of the planks he slowly
straightened his back.

“Well, Albert,” old Emmett Spearing
began, “the judge finally managed to kick
the banister loose enough from his stair-
case to reach the telephone and call me.”

“I can see that he must have,” Albert
replied, laying the spade to one side and
wiping his forehead in the early slanting
sunlight.

“I still had an extra handcuff key,
in back of my parlor clock. So I was
able to set him loose,” said Emmett. “And
I calmed him sufficiently so that he agreed
to go back to bed. However, I believe
that if I was you, Albert, I would have
left town by now.”

Albert moved his feet out of the way,
bent over and lifted a hardwood plank-
end up out of the hole. He then walked
around and lifted the plank out altogether
by its other end. He did the same with
the other planks that he had uncovered.
He said, “I guessed that I would stick
around at least until the selectmen could

hold a meeting about me,” and stood rest-
ing for a moment.

Old Emmett was sweating a little bit
now too, although he hadn’t done any of
the digging or lifting. He said to Al-
bert, “Just exactly what do you believe
yourself to be up to?”

Albert stepped down a little into the
hole that he had dug, and bent over and
examined the interior of the cesspool.
Then he beckoned, past old Emmett, to
the state policeman.

“Step down here and take a look for
a minute, Officer,” he said to the trooper.
“There’s something here that I want you
to see.”

The trooper handed the stick with the
revolver on it to Emmett to hold, and
stepped down. He bent over.

“By gosh, I believe you're right!"” the
trooper exclaimed in a minute.

Souza said to the trooper, “You better
have Emmett there fish all of that evi-
dence out of that cesspool that he can,
officer. I hereby deputize him for the
job. In case anybody wants me, I'll be
up at the John Alden Inn. I'd rather that
he didn’t use my spade.”

“Maybe you’d better get a stick or
something,” said the trooper to Emmett.

* %k ok

By the time Judge Hull awoke to Mrs.
Green’s astonishing telephone message
from Constable Souza, dressed himself
and got to the John Alden Inn, Mrs.
Henry Pairr was seated at the writing
desk in her inn room with Albert Souza
standing by. A sheet of paper was be-
fore Mrs. Henry Pairr and a pen was in
her trembling hand. Mrs. Green was in
the doorway so interested in what was
going on inside the room that Judge Hull
had to tap her on the back several times
before she turned and noticed him.

“Well, then, so long as everything
down there is true, you might as well
sign,” Albert said to Mrs. Pairr. He
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turned and saw Judge Hull, and Judge
Hull’s corrugated forehead. “Good-morn-
ing, Judge Hull,” he said.

Mrs. Pairr didn’t turn. She put the
pen to the paper and wrote her name.
Then she arose from the writing desk
and went over and sat on the side of the
bed again. She pulled a corner of the
comforter across her lap and looked at
no one.

Albert took the pen up and signed the
paper. Then he stepped to one side. The
judge went over to the writing desk and
looked at the paper.

I killed Henry Pairr. I brought his re-
volver down from upstairs. ‘I don’t know
why I did this. I tore the envelope and the
money up and put the pieces down the
water closet. I did this to show that some-
body else had done it and taken the money.
I am willing for any of the $1,000 that
cannot be recovered from the cesspool, to
be paid back to Joseph Yser from my late
husband’s estate. I threw the gun away
while running to the inn.

Helen Pairr
Witness :
Albert Souza, Town Constable

The judge sat at the writing desk, and
just beneath Constable Souza’s name he
signed his own name,

“T’ll use a telephone downstairs to call
over the state trooper from the Pairr
house,” Albert said. His face was stolid
as he made his way out of the room.

IT WAS a funny thing to realize that

Mrs. Henry Pairr didn’t know why
she had done what she did. Neither had
the dead man known why, and never
would Judge Hull. Everyone else in
town would know that Mrs. Pairr had
killed her husband the minute she saw a
chance to do it and blame it on someone
else, and that she had done it in order to
get her husband out of the way and have
clear sailing for herself with no less a
personage than Judge Hull. For in places
like Baywater, people always know you

better than you could ever know your-
self.

Constable Souza felt that he was cut
out to be the town constable of Baywater.
It wasn’t the $666.66 extra that being
town constable was going to mean, or the
serious courting that he planned starting
on very shortly, either.

It was, as he went downstairs to a
telephone, that he felt real sorry for Mrs.

Henry Pairr, who would never have any
opportunity now to learn that if you
really want a thing you must be quite
ready to give it up for something that is
greater. Constable Souza was unable to
say so in so many words just what that
greater thing was. But he knew that it
was there.

So when the telephone operator an-
swered, Constable Souza said to her,
“Are you going to be very busy when
you get off duty this evening, Elvira?"

“Gosh,” replied Elvira, “I don’t know.
Why do you ask, Albert?” She sounded
as if she was surprised and needed to
think it over for a while first.

“You'd better just connect me over to
the Henry Pairr house,” Constable Souza
said.

“I’'m not going to be so very busy,”
Elvira said.




As they came toward him, his finger tightened on the trigger,

and the tommy began to chatter. . o o <

By LLOYD ALBERTSON

They gave Rocky Hardin a new face and got him an honest

job. But how do you root out the larceny from a man’s heart?

‘ J ERY carefully the nurse began to

remove the last bandage. Ricky

Hardin kept his dark eyes on her

face. In another minute, at most, he’d find

out whether all the pain he had endured

the past few days and nights after the
operation had been worth it.

If a reputable plastic surgeon had done
the job there wouldn’t be so much doubt.
But Standish, of course, wasn’t reputable.

Then the last bandage came away, and
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the girl stared down at his face. After a
moment her inscrutable expression
changed and she glanced instinctively at
the short baldish man beside her.,

“Doctor—Doctor Standish!” she said
breathlessly, “it’s simply remarkable! He
doesn’t look at all the same!”

Standish studied Ricky’s face from sev-
eral angles before he smiled slowly. “Yes,
a very good reaction,” he agreed. “A
very, very good reaction. One that my—
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er—more reputable colleagues would find
quite interesting. . . . Perhaps if you'd give
him a mirror he’d like to see himself.”

As she went to get it the other man in
the room, Pete Erskine, came closer. He
blinked. “Gee,” he muttered. “I seen
everything now.’

Ricky Hardin felt a surge of relief. If
their words meant anything the operation
was a success. But exactly how had his
appearance been changed, he wondered,
waiting until the girl returned with the
mirror.

He had never seen the face that was
reflected in the glass before. Maybe his
thick black hair and dark eyes were the
same. But everything else was different.
The scowl that-had pulled his brows down
was gone, and now the expression about
his eyes was frank and pleasant. His nose
was no longer flattened. The harsh, bitter
lines had disappeared from around his
mouth. It wasn’t a handsome face, maybe
—it was too rugged for that—but even
the week’s growth of beard couldn’t hide
the fact that it was a likable one.
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