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IF you're that man, Kere’s something that will in-
terest you.

Not a magic formula—not a get-rich-quick scheme—=
but something more substantial, more practical.

Of course, you need something more than just the
desite to be an accountant. You've got to pay the price
—be willing to study earnestly, thoroughly.

Still, wouldn’t it be worth your while to sacrifice
some of your leisure in favor of interesting home study
—over a comparatively brief period? Always provided
that the rewards were good—a salary of $3,000 to
$10,000?

An accountant’s duties are interesting, varied and of
real worth to his employers. He has standing!

Do you feel that such things aren’t for you? Well,
don't be too sure. Very possibly they can be!

Why not, like so many before you, investigate
LaSalle’s modern Problem Method of training for an
accountancy position?

Just suppose you were permitted to work in a large
accounting house under the personal supervision of an
expert accountant. Suppose, with his 2id, you studied
accounting principles and solved problems day by day
—ecasy ones at first—then more difficult ones. If you
could do this—and could turn to him for advice as the
problems became complex — soon

You cover accountancy from the basic Principles tight
up through Accountancy Systems and Income Tax Pro-
cedure, Then you add C. P. A. Training and prepare
for the C. P. A. examinations.

" . As-you go along, you absorb the principles of Audit-
ing, Cost Accounting, Business Law, Statistical Con-
trol, Organization, Management and Finance.

Your progress is as speedy as you care to make it—
depending on your own eagerness to learn and the time
you spend in study.

Will recognition come? The only answer, as you
know, is that success does come to the man who is really
trained. It's possible your employers will notice your
improvement in a very few weeks or months. Indeed,
many LaSalle graduates have paid for their training—
with increased earnings—before they have completed
it! For accountants, who are trained in organization
and management, are the executives qf the future.

Write For This Free Book

For your own good, don’t put off investigation of «/!
the Zxcts. Write for our free 48-page book, *Accoun-
tancy, The Profession That Pays.”” It'll prove that
accountancy offers brilliant futures to those who aren’t
afraid of serious home study. We'll also include “Ten
Years' Promotion in One” —a book which has

helped many men. Send us the

you'd master them all.

That's the training you follow in
principle under the LaSalle Problem
Method.
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(GOOD CRIMES
COMING

A Preview of Cases on the Calendar for Our Rext issue

ARRIAGE is an age-old institution

without which society, & we know
it today, could uot long survive. Although
some people swear at it, there are many
more who sw-ar by it. When bride and
groom take each other “or better or worse,
for richer or poore:, in sickness and health
until death does them part, there is implied
a solemn bond of partnership, of share and
share alike in the life that lies ahead of
them.

The idea of sharing the responsibilities
of married life is never more clearly evi-
denced than in those unions where the
couples blend their talents in both the do-
mestic and business world. All of us can
call to mind almost instantly famous hus-
banda and wife teams in our work-a-day ex-
istence.

Just look at the entertainment world for
an instant. We have that famous radio com-
edy duo of Fibber McGee and Molly; the
breakfast team of Dorothy and Dick (Dor-
othy Kilgallen and Dick Kollmar) ; the very
popular Tex and Jinx McCrary; and in the
movies we have Lauren Bacall and Hum-
phrey Bogart. And in the world of adven-
ture and exploration we have Commander
Finn Ronne and his wife who accompanied
the U. S. Naval expedition to the Antarctic.
Mrs. Ronne, incidentally, was the first white
woman to go into the Antarctic.

Whodunit Teams

Turning to the world of mystery writing
—which is our varticular business at hand
—we also find an outstanding example of
teamwork between husband and wife. There
is no more warmly regarded couple in the
whodunit field than pretty Audrey Kelley
and her husband, Bill Roos, who pool their

talents to turn out very successful detective
novels under the pseudonym of Xelley Roos.

To whodunit fans the Roos team is well
known for the creation of the husband and
wife sleuthing combination of Jeff and
Haila Troy. The Troys have run through
gamut of exciting adventures in such books
as “Sailor, Take Warning”, “Frightened
Stiff”, “If the Shroud Fits” and ‘“Made up
to Kkill”.

It is now the pleasure of the editors of
MYSTERY BOOK MAGAZINE to an-
nounce that the highlight of our next issue
will be a long, breathtaking novelet by
Kelley Roos entitled “Waltz with Death”
In addition to this great story we can
promise our readers two more long novelets
by Wpyatt Blassingame and Arthur Leo
Zagat together with a host of short stories
and features. Here is the line-up of the
three featured novelets:

WALTZ WITH DEATH
By Kelley Roos

THE DARK DOCRWAY
By Wyatt Blassinzame

PORTRAIT OF A KILLER
By Arthur Leo Zagat

“Waltz with Death” by Kelley Roos is
a real spine-tingler, packed with almost un-
bearable suspense and highlighted by some
very fine writing.

It all began when young Judy Coulter
waited in the lobby of the Daily Globe
Building for her newspaper columnist hus-
band, Stan, to come down in the elevator.
It was not a pre-arranged meeting. Actu-
ally Judy was there to spy on his activities.

This was Wednesday and every Wednes-



day for the past few weeks Stan had had

some excuse to take him away from home-

at night. The first time he had been late had
been because of a dental appointment—Dbut
a few days afterward the dentist had tele-
phoned to remind Stan about coming in for
a check-up. The second Wednesday he
begged off from dinner because he wanted
to see off an English light-heavyweight who
was sailing for home. But the only boat
actually sailing for England that night was
a cattle boat!

The third time Stan claimed he was going
to see a scalp specialist about his loose
dandruff and falling hair. But Judy knew
that when Stan’s hair fell, he would fall with
it and his dandruff, if any, was as tight as
a drum. So it began to look as if Stan had
somebody else on the string. And with their
fifth wedding anniversary party coming up
soon Judy was feeling rather low.

On With the Dance

Suddenly the elevator door opened and
Stan stepped out, looking dapper as usual.
He didn’t see Judy. He rushed out of the
Globe Building, headed uptown on Lexing-
ton Avenue with Judy at his heels. At 50th
Street he turned into an office building and
took an elevator to the fourteenth floor.

Judy took the next elevator to the same
floor. Once out of the elevator she found
herself in a luxurious suite with a beautiful
blond receptionist. She saw Stan walking
down a corridor. He entered a room. Judy
got past the receptionist without being ob-
served and hurried to the room. There was
a glass peephole in the door. Judy peered
through it.

That was when she got her first shock.
Stan had his arms around a lovely brunette
and they were dancing! From Stan’s stum-
bling efforts Judy realized that he was tak-
ing dancing lessons. And, of all things, he
was learning to waltz.

A wave of happiness rippled through
Judy. She realized Stan was doing this for
her. All the Wednesday secrecy was to sur-
prise her at their anniversary. Judy re-
turned to the reception room. She resolved
to tell the dancing teacher about instructing
him in the fox trot since waltzes weren’t
popular.

The blonde receptionist was busy and paid
Judy no attention. Pupils for the six o’clock
classes began to arrive. After they had been

(Continued on page 155)
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Sweeney risks
his neck to
unravel the
strange case of
the screaming Mimil

CHAPTER |

OU can never tell what a drunken
Irishman will do. You can make a
flying guess; you can make a lot of fly-
ing guesses.
You can list them in order of their
probability, The likely ones are easy—
he might go after another drink, start a

a novel by
FREDRIC BROWDMN

fight, make a speech, take a train. ...
You can work down the list of possi-
bilities—he might buy some green paint,
chop down a maple tree, do a fan dance,
sing God Save the King, steal an
oboe. . . .
You can work on down and down



Terror Havers Over Chicage as a Mysterious

to things that get less and less likely
and eventually you might hit the rock
bottom of improbability—he might
make a resolution and stick to it.

I know that that’s incredible, but it
happened. A guy named Sweeney did
it, once. in Chicago. He made a reso-
lution and he had to wade through blood
and black coffee to keep it but he kept
it.

His name really was Sweeney but
he was only five-eighths Irish and he
was only three-quarters drunk. But
that’'s about as near as truth ever
approximates a pattern, and if you
won’t settle for that, youw'd better quit
reading. If you don’t, maybe you'll be
sorry, for it isn’t a nice story. It’s got
murder in it, and women and liquor and
gambling and even prevarication. Don’t
say I didn’t warn you. But if you're still
with me, let’s get back to Sweeney.

Sweeney sat on a park bench, that
summer night, next to God. Sweeney
rather liked God, although not many
people did. God was a tallish, scrawny
old man with a short but tangled beard,
stained with nicotine. His full name was
Godfrey. I say his full name advisedly,
for no one, not even Sweeney, knew
whether it was his first name or his last.

He was a little cracked, but not much.
No more, perhaps, than the average for
his age of the bums who live on the near
north side of Chicago and hang out,
when the weather is good, in Bughouse
Square.

Bughouse Square has another name,
but the other name is much less appro-
priate. It is between Clark and Dear-
born Streets, just south of the New-
berry Library. That’s its horizontal lo-
cation. Vertically speaking, it’s quite a
bit nearer hell than heaven.

WO O’CLOCK of a summer night,

and Bughouse Square had quieted
down. The soap-box speakers were gone
and the summer night crowds of stroll-
ers who were not habitués of the square
were long in bed. On the grass and on
the benches, men slept. Their shoelaces
were tied in hard knots so their shoes
would not be stolen in the night. The
theft of money from their pockets was
the least of their worries—there was no
money there to steal. That was why they
slept.

10

“God,” said Sweeney, “l1 wish 1 had
another drink.” He shoved his disrepu-
table hat an inch farther back upon his
disreputable head.

“And 1,” said God. “But not bad
enough.”

“That stuff again,” Sweeney said.

God grinned a little. He said, “It’s
true, Sweeney. You know it is.” He
pulled a erumpled package of cigarettes
from his pocket, gave one to Sweeney,
and lighted one himself.

Sweeney dragged deeply at the fag.
He stared at the sleeping figure on the
bench across from him, then lifted his
eyes a little to the lights of Clark Street
beyond. His eyes were a bit blurry from
the drink; the lights looked haloed, but
he knew they weren’t. There wasn’t a
breath of breeze.

He felt hot and sweaty, like the park,
like the city. He took his hat off and
fanned himself with it: Then some
three-quarter drunken impulse made
him hold the hat still and stare at it. It
had been a new hat three weeks ago.
He’d bought it while he was stil work-
ing at the Blade. Now it looked like
nothing on earth. It had been run over
by an auto, it had rolled in a muddy gut-
ter, it had been sat on and stepped on.
It looked like Sweeney felt.

He said, “I wish I could sleep.” He
stood up. “Going to walk a few blocks.
Come along?”’

“And lose the bench?” God wanted to
knew. “Naw. I guess I'll go to sleep,
Sweeney. See. you around.” God eased
himself over sidewise onto the bench,
resting his head in the curve of his arm.

Sweeney grunted and walked out the
path to Clark Street. He swayed a little
but not much. He walked across the
night, south on Clark Street, past Chi-
cago Avenue. He passed taverns and
wished he had the price of a drink.

A cop, coming toward him said, “Hij,
Sweeney,” and Sweeney said, ‘“Hi,
Pete,” but kept on walking. And he
thought about one of Godfrey’s pet
theories and he thought, the old so-and-
s0’s right. You can get anything you
want if you want it badly enough. He
could easily have hit Pete for half a
check or even a buck—if he’d wanted a
drink that bad. Maybe tomorrow he’d
want one that bad.

He passed Huron, Erie. He thought
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maybe if he walked on down to the Loop,
some of the boys from the Blade would
be hanging out in the place on Randolph
and he could borrow something there.
Had he been there yet this time, this
drunk? Damn the fog in his brain. And
how far gone was he now? Did he still
look all right to go into the place on
Randolph?

He watched along the windows for a
mirrored one and found it. He looked at
himself and decided he didn’t look too

himself—the stale sweat of his body. He
hadn’t been out of the clothes he was
wearing since—how long ago was it his
landlady had refused to give him the
key to his room? Ohio Street.

He’d better quit walking south or he
would find himself in the Loop, se he
turned east. Where was he going ? What
did it matter? Maybe if he walked long
enough he’d get so damned tired he
could sleep.

Hell, he’d do anything for a drink—

bad, too far gone. His hat was out of
shape and he didn’t have a necktie and
his suit was baggy, naturally, but—

Then he stepped closer and wished he
hadn’t because that was too close and
he really saw himself. Bleary red eyes,
a beard that must be at least three days,
maybe four, and the horrible dirtiness
of his shirt collar. It had been a white
shirt a week ago. And he saw the stains
on his suit.

He looked away and started walking
again. He knew now he couldn’t look up
any of the boys from the paper, not at
this stage. Earlier on a drunk, yes,
when he still looked all right. Or maybe
later, when he didn’t care how he looked.

E walked across Ontario Street,
across the night. He was swearing
aloud as he walked but didn’t know he
was doing it. He thought, The Great
Sweeney Walking Across the Night and
tried to throw his thoughts out of per-
spective, but they wouldn’t throw.
Looking into the mirror had been bad.
But, worse than that, now that he was
thinking about himself, he could smell
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except, the way he looked and felt to-
night, look up anybody he knew.

Someone was coming toward him on
the sidewalk. A pretty boy in a bright
checked sport jacket. Sweeney’s fists
clenched. What would be his chaneces if
he slugged the fairy, grabbed his wallet
and ran into the alley? But he hadn’t
ever done that before and his reac-
tions were too slow. The fairy, edging
to the outside of the sidewalk, was past
him before $weeneyv could make up
his mind.

A sedan went by, slowly, and Sweeney
saw that it was a squad car with two
big coppers in it and he went a little
weak at the narrowness of his escape.
He concentrated on walking straight
and looking sober and realized that he
was still swearing to himself and
stopped. The squad car cruised on
without slowing down.

He hesitated at the corner of Dear-
born and decided to walk back north
on State Street, so he went another
block east. A streetcar rolled by on
flat wheels, sounding like the end of
the world. An empty taxi cruised by,
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heading south, and for a minute Swee-
ney consuiered hailing it and going
down to Randolph, telling the driver to
wait until he went inside and got some
money.

He turned north on State Street—
Past Erie, Huron. He was feeling a little
better now. Not much, but a little.
Superior Street. Superior Sweeney, he
thought. Sweeney Walking Across the
Night, Across Time—

And then, quite suddenly, he was
aware of the crowd standing around
the entrance door of the apartment
building a quarter of a block ahead
of him.

It wasn’t much of a crowd. Just a
dozen or so queerly assorted people—
the odd random dozen that would col-
lect first on North State Street at two-
thirty in the morning, standing there
looking through the glass doors into
the hallway of the building. And there
seemed to be a funny noise that Sweeney
couldn’t quite place. It sounded almost
like an animal growling.

Sweeney didn’t hasten his steps.
Probably, he realized, just a drunk that
had had a fall or been sapped, lying un-
conscious—or dead—in there until the
ambulance came and collected him.
Probably lying in a pool of blood—not
as many as a dozen people would be
standing there looking at him if he was
just out cold.

In his days as a legman he’d seen
enough blood to last him. Like the time
he was right after the cops going into
the pool hall on Townsend Street where
the four reefered-up jigs had had the
razor party—

He started out around the people
standing there without even turning to
look over their shoulders. He almost got
past before three things stopped him.

Two of them were sounds and the third .

was a silence.

The silence was the silence of the
crowd—if you can call a dozen peobple
a crowd. One of the sounds was the
siren of an approaching police car, less
than a block away, just slowing down
on Chicago Avenue to the north, getting
ready to swing the corner into State
Street.

Maybe, Sweeney realized, what was
in $he hallway of the bulldmg was a
corpus delicti. And if it was, with the
cops coming, it wasn’t smart to be seen
heading away from the scene of a crime.

The cops grabbed you to ask questions.

If you were standing there gawking
instead they’d shove you away and tell
you to move on, and then you could
move on. The other sound was a repeti-
tion of the one he’d heard first and he
heard it clearly now, over the silence
of the crowd and under the wail of the
siren. It was the growling of an animal,

DD up all those reasons, and you

can’t blame him, can you? Not even
after everything it led to. Sweeney
turned and looked.

He couldn’t see anything, of course,
except the backs of a dozen miscel-
laneous people. He couldn’t hear any-
thing except the growling of an animal
in front of him and the wail of a police
siren behind him, The car was swinging
in to the curb.

Maybe it was the sound of the car,
maybe it was the sound of the animal,
but some of the people in the middle of
the group started backing away from
the glass double door of the apartment
building. And Sweeney saw the glass
doors and — through them. Not very
clearly, because there wasn’t any light
on inside the hallway. Just the light that
came in from the street lamps illumi-
nated the scene within.

He saw the dog first, because the dog
was nearest the glass, looking out
through it. Dog? It must be a dog, here
in Chicago. If you’d seen it out in the
woods, you’d have taken it for a wolf.
It was standing stiff-legged about four
feet back from the glass doors. The
hairs on the back of its neck were raised
and its lips were drawn back in a tight
snarl that showed teeth that looked an
inch long. Its eyes glowed yellow.

Sweeney shivered a little as his eyes
met those yellow ones. And they did
seem to meet Sweeney’s. Naked yellow
savagery boring into red, bleary weari-
ness.

It almost sobered him, and it made
him look away, uneasily, at what lay
on the floor of the hallway beside and
slightly behind the dog. It was the figure
of a woman, lying face down on the
carpeting.

The word figure is not lightly used.
Her white shoulders gleamed, even in
that dim light, above a strapless white
silk evening gown that molded every
beautiful contour of her body—at least
those contours visible when a woman 1is
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lying face downward—and Sweeney
caught his alcoholic breath at the sight
of her.

He couldn’t see her face, for the top
of her page-boy-bobbed blond head was
turned toward him, but he knew that
her face would be beautiful. It would
have to be. Women don’t come with
bodies as beautiful as that without faces
to match,

He thought she moved a little. The
dog growled again, a low-pitched sound
under the high-pitched squeal of brakes
as the police car stopped at the curb.
Without turning to look behind him,
Sweeney heard the doors of the car
open, and the heavy sound of footsteps.

A hand on Sweeney’s shoulder pushed
him aside, not too gently, and a voice
that meant business asked, “What’s
wrong? Who phoned?” But the voice
wasn’t talking to Sweeney particularly
and he didp’t answer it nor turn.

Nobody answered.

Sweeney teetefed a little from the
push, and then recovered his balance.
He could still see into the hallway.

There was a flashlight in the hand of
the blue-serged man beside him. With
a click it shot a beam of bright white
light into the dim hallway beyond the
glass doors. It caught the yellow glow
of the dog’s savage eyes and the yellow
glow of the bobbed blond hair of the
woman. It caught the white gleam of
her shoulders and the white gleam of
her dress.

The man holding the flashlight pulled
in his breath in a soft little whistle and
didn’t ask any more questions. He took
a step forward and reached for the knob
of the door.

The dog quit growling and crouched
to spring. The silence was worse than
the growl. The man in blue serge took
his hand off the knob as though he’d
found it red hot. ;

“The hell!” he said. He put a hand
inside the left lapel of his coat but didn’t
draw the gun. Instead he addressed the
little knot of people again. “What goes
on here? Who phoned? Is the dame in
there sick or drunk or what?”’

Nobody answered. He asked, “Is that
her dog?”’

Nobody answered. A man in a gray
suit was beside the man in blue serge.
He said, “Take it easy, Dave. We don’t
want to shoot the pooch if we don’t
have to.”

“Okay,” said Blue Serge. “So you
open the door and pet the dog while I
take care of the dame. That ain’t no dog
anyway. It’s a wolf or a devil.”

“Well—” Gray Suit reached a hand
for the door, and pulled it back as the
dog crouched again and bared its fangs.

Blue Serge snickered. He asked,
“What was the call? You took it.”

“Just said a woman lying passed out
in the hallway. Didn’t mention the dog.
Guy put in the call from tavern on the
corner north. Gave his name.”

“Gave a name,” said Blue Serge cyn-
ically. “Look, if I was sure the dame
was just passed-out drunk we could
phone the humane society to pull off the
pooch. They could handle it. T like dogs:
I don’t want to shoot that one. Prob’ly
belongs to the dame and thinks he’s
protecting her.”

“Thinks, hell,” said Gray Suit. “He
damn well is. I like dogs too. But 1
%Nvoallldn’t swear that thing’s a dog.

e __”

RAY SUIT started peeling off his

suit coat. He said, “So okay, I'll
wrap this around my arm and you open
the door and when the dog jumps me
T’ll clip him with the butt of—"’

“Lookit—the dame’s moving!”’

The dame was moving. She was lift-
ing her head. She pushed up a little with
her hands—Sweeney noticed now that
she wore long white cloth gloves that
came halfway to her elbows—and lifted
her head so her eyes stared full into the
bright spotlight of the flashlight’s beam.

Her face was beautiful. Her eyes
looked dazed, unseeing.

“Drunk,” Blue Serge said. “‘Look,
Harry, you might kill the dog, even if
you clip it with the butt of your gun,
and somebody’d raise hell. The dame
would raise hell when she sobers up.
I’ll wait here and keep watch and you
get the station on the two-way and tell
’em to send the humane guys here with
a net or whatever they use and—"

There was a gasp from several throats
that shut Blue Serge up as suddenly as
though a hand had been clapped across
his mouth.

Somebody said “Blood!” almost in-
audibly.

Weakly, as in a daze, the woman was
trying to get up. She got her knees un-
der her body and pushed herself up un-
til her arms were straight. The dog be-
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pide her moved quickly and Blue Serge
swore and yanked at his shoulder-hol-
stered gun as the dog’s muzzle went to-

ward the woman’s face. But before the -

gun was out the dog had licked the wom-
an's face once with a long red tongue,
whimpering.

And then, as both detectives made a
quick move toward the door, the dog
crouched again and growled.

But the woman was still getting up.
Everyone could see the blood now, an
oblong stain of it on the front of her
white evening dress, over the abdomen.
And—in the bright spotlight that made
the thing seem like an act on a stage
or something seen in the glass screen
of a televised herror show—they could
see the five-inch-long cut in the white
cloth in the center of the oblong stain.

Gray Suit said, “A. shiv. The Ripper.”

Sweeney got shoved farther to one
gide as the two detectives pushed closer.
He stepped around behind them, watch-
inlg over their shoulders. He'd forgotten
all about his idea of getting away as
soon as he could, He could have walked
away now and nobody would have no-
ticed. But he didn’t.

Gray Suit was standing with his coat
half on and half off, frozen in the act
of removing it. He jerked it back on and
his shoulder jarred Sweeney’s chin,

He barked, “Phone on the two-way
for an ambulance and homicide, Dave.
I'll try to crease the dog.”

His shoulder hit Sweeney’s chin again
‘a8 he too pulled a gun from his shoulder
holster. His voice got calm suddenly as
the gun was in his hand. He said, “Reach
for the knob, Dave. The dog’ll freeze to
jump you and I’ll have a clear shot. 1
think I can crease him.”

But he didn’t raise the gun and Dave
didn’t move to reach for the knob. For
the incredible thing was happening, the
thing that Sweeney wasn’t ever going
to forget—and that probably no one of
the fifteen or twenty people who by then
were in front of the doorway was ever
going to forget.

The woman in the hallway had one
hand on the wall, beside the row of
mailboxes and buzzer buttons. She was
strugghng to a standing position, her
body erect but still resting on one knee.
The bright white light of the flash
framed her like a spotlight on a stage,
the whiteness of her dress and gloves
and dkin and the redness of that oblong

patch of blood. Her eyes were still dazed.

It must have been shock, Sweeney
realized, for that knife wound couldn’t
have been deep or serious or it would
have bled much, much more. She closed
her eyes now as, swaying a little, she
got up off the other knee and stood
straight.

And the incredible thing happened.

The dog padded back and reared up
behind her, on his hind feet but without
pushing his fore paws against her. His
teeth went to the back of the white
dress, the strapless evening gown,
caught something, pulled out and down.
And the something — they found out
later—was a white silk tab attached to
a long zipper.

Gently the dress fell off and became
a white silken circle around her feet.
She had worn nothing under the dress,
nothing at all.

OR what seemed like minutes but
was probably about ten seconds, no-
body moved, nothing moved. Nothing
happened except that the flashlight
shook just a little in Blue Serge’s hand.
Then the woman’s knees began to
bend under her and she went down
slowly—not falling, just sinking down
like someone who is too weary to stand
any longer—on top of the white circle
of silk in which she had stood.

Then a lot of things happened at once.
Sweeney breathed again for one thing.
And Blue Serge sighted his gun very
carefully toward the dog and pulled the
trigger. The dog fell and lay in the hall-
way and Blue Serge went through the
door and called back over his shoulder
to Gray Suit.

“Get the ambulance, Harry. Then tie
that dog’s legs. I don’t think I killed
him, I just creased him.”

Sweeney backed away and nobody
paid any attention to him as he walked
north to Delaware and then turned west
to Bughouse Square.

Godfrey wasn’t on the bench, but he
couldn’t have been gcne long, for the
bench was still empty and benches don’t
stay empty long on a summer night.
Sweeney sat down and waited till the
old man came back,

“Hi, Sweeney,” God said. He sat down
beside Sweeney. “Got a -pint,” he said.
“Want a slug?”’

It had been a silly guestion and Swee-
ney didn’t bother to answer it. He held



Sweenoy's gaze came 1o rest on a ten-inch-high statuette over the fireplace (Chap. W
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out his hand. And God hadn’t expected
an answer. He was holding out the
bottle. Sweeney took a long pull.

“Thanks,” he said. “Listen, she was
beautiful, God. She was the most beau-
tiful dame—" He ook another, shorter
pull at the bottle and handed it back. He
said, “T’d give my right arm.”

“Who?” God asked.

“The dame. I was walking north on
State Street and—"’ He stopped, realiz-
ing he couldn’t tell about it. He said,
“Skip it. How’d you get the likker?”

“Stemmed a couple blocks.” God
sighed. “I told you I could get a drink
if 1 wanted it bad enough. I just lidn’t
want it bad enough before. A guy can
get anything he wants if he wants it
bad enough ”

“Nuts,” Sweeney said automatically.
Then, suddenly, he laughed. “Any-
thing?”

“Anything you want,” said God, dog-
matically. “It’s the easiest thing in the
world, Sweeney. Take rich men. Easiest
thing in the world—anybody can get
rich. All you got to do is want money
sc bad it means more to you than any-
thing else. Concentrate on money and
you get it. If you want other things
- worse you don’t.”

Sweeney chuckled. He was feeling
swell now. That long drink had been just
what he needed. He’d kid the old man
by getting him to argue his favorite
subject.

“How about women?” he said.

“What do you mean, how about wom-
en?’ God’s eyes looked a little foggy.
He was getting drunker. And a touch
of Bostonian broad a was coming back
into his speech, as it always did when
he was really drunk. “You mean, could
you get any particular woman you
wanted ?” :

“Yeah,” said Sweeney. ‘“Suppose
there’s a particular dame, for instance,
I’d like to spend a night with. Could T
do that?”

“If you wanted to bad enough, of
course you could, Sweeney. If you con-
centrated all your efforts, direct and in-
direet, to that one objective, sure. Why
not?”

Sweeney laughed again. The laugh
subsided to a chuckle and he took off his
hat and fanned himself with it. Then
he stared at the hat as though he had
never seen it before and began to dust
it off carefully with the sleeve of his

coat and to reshape it so it looked more
like a hat. Ee worked with the absorbed
concentration of a child threading a
needle. .

God had to ask him a second time be-
fore he heard the question. Not that it
hadn’t been a foolish question “o begin
with—God hadn’t expected an answer
verbally. He was holding out the bottle.

Sweeney didn’t take it. He put his
hat back on and stood up. He winked at
dGod and said, “No thanks, pal. I got a

ate.”

CHAPTER Il

DAWN was different.
Dawn’s always differ-
ent.

Sweeney opened his
eyes and it was dawn,
a hot gray still dawn.
Leaves hung listlessly
on the trees over his
head and the ground
was hard under him,
All his body ached. His mouth felt and
tasted as though the inside of it was
caked with something unmentionable.

He rubbed his eyes with the hairy
backs of dirty hands and swore at a
bird that was making a racket in a
nearby tree. He sat up and leaned for-
ward, his face in his hands, the bristle
of his beard coarse against the palms
of them. A streetcar went by on Clark
Street and it didn’t sound any louder
than an earthquake or the crack of
doom. Not much louder, anyway.

Awakening is never a good thing.
Sometimes it can be a horrible thing.
With the cumulative hangover of two
weeks of drinking it s a horrible thing.

But the thing to do, Sweeney knew,
was to get moving, not to sit there and
suffer, not to lie back down on the hard
ground and try to go back to sleep.

Sweeney pushed the ground away
from him and stood up. His legs worked.
They carried him off the grass to the
cement and along the walk to the bench
where Godfrey lay still asleep and snor-
ing gently. On the bench next to him
lay the bottle, empty.

Sweeney pushed God’s feet back and
sat down gingerly on the edge of the
bench. He put his rough chin in his
filthy hands and rested his elbows on
his knees but he didn’t close his eyes.
He kept them open.
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Had he finally gone over the edge, he
wondered. The dame and the dog. He’'d
never hallucinated before.

The dame and the dog.

He didn’t believe it. It was one of
the few things that couldn’t have hap-
pened. So it hadn’t happened. That was
logie.

He held his hand out in front of him
and it was shaking. He put it back down
on the bench and used it and his other
hand to push himself up. His tegs still
worked. They carried him across the
square to Dearborn and south on Dear-
born—a walking ache rather than a
man—ta Chicago Avenue.

Brakes squealed as a taxi swerved to
avoid hitting him as he crossed Chicago
Avenue diagonally, without looking to
either side. The taxi driver yelled some-
thing at him. Sweeney walked along the
south side of Chicago Avenue to State
Street and turned south.

He walked three-quarters of a block
and there was the Door. He stopped and
stared at it and after a while he went
close to it and looked through the glass.
It was dim inside but he could see
th?i:gh the hallway to the door at the
ba

A newsboy came along, a bag of pa-
pers slung over his shoulder. He stopped
peside Sweeney. He said, “Jeez, that’s
where it happened, ain’t it?”

“Yeah,” said Sweeney.

“Y know the broad,” said the newsboy.
“I leave her a paper.” He reached past
Sweeney for the knob of the door. “Gotta
et in to leave some papers.” Sweeney
stepped aside to let him past.

HEN the newsboy came out Swee-

ney went in. He walked back a
few steps beside the mailboxes. This,
where he was standing, was where she’d
fallen. He looked down, then stcoped to
luok closer. There were a few little dark
dots on the floor.

Sweeney stood up again and walked
to the back. He opened the door there
and looked through it. There was a ce-
ment walk that led back to the alley.
That was all. He closed the door and
flicked the light switch to the left of it,
at the foot of the stairs leading upward.

Two bulbs went on, one overhead at
the foot of the stairs, the other overhead
up front by the mailboxes. The yellow
light was sickly in the gray morning.
He flicked it off again, then—as he no-

ticed something on the wooden panel of
the door—back on,

There were long closely-spaced ver-
tical scratches on the wood. They looked
fresh and they looked like the eclaw-
marks of a dog. They looked as though
a dog had tunged against that door and
then tried to claw his way through it.

Sweeney turned off the light again
and went out. taking with him one of
the papers the newsboy had left in clips
under several of the mailboxes. He
walked past the next corner before he
sat down on a step and unfolded the
paper.

It was a three-column splash with two
pix, one of the girl and one of the dog.
The heading was—

RIPPER ATTACKS
DANCER; SAVED BY
HER FAITHFUL DOG
Ripper Makes Esecape;
“Can’t Identify,”
Vietim Says

Sweeney studied the two pictures,
read the article through and studied the
pictures again. Both were posed, obvi-
ously publicity stills. “Devil” was the
caption under the picture of the dog
and he looked it. In a newspaper pic
you couldn’t see that yellow balefulness
in his eyes, but he still didn’t look like
anything yow'd want to meet in an alley.

But his eyes went back to the woman’s
picture. The caption, ‘“Yolanda Lang,”
made Sweeney wonder what her real
name was. But—Ilooking at that picture
of her—you wouldn’t care what her
name was. The picture, unfortunately,
didn’t show as much of her as Sweeney
had seen last night.

It was a waist-up shot and Yolanda
Lang wore a strapless evening gown
moulded to show off her outstanding
features—which Sweeney well knew to
be genuine and not padding—and her
soft blend hair tumbled to her softer
white shoulders. Her face was beautiful,
too. Sweeney hadn’t noticed her face last
night. You couldn’t blame him for that.

But it was worth noticing, now that
there was less distraction to keep his
eyes away from it. It was a face that
was sweetly grave and gravely sweet.
Except something about the eyes. But
on an eighty-line sereen newsprint pic-
ture you couldn’t be sure about that.

Sweeney carefully folded the newspa~
per and put it down on the step beside



him. There was a crooked grin on his
face.

He got up and trudged back to Bug-
house Square.

God was still snoring on the bench.
Sweeney shook him and God opened his
eyes. He stared up blearily at Sweeney
and said, “Go away.”

Sweeney said, “I am. That’s what I
came to tell you. Look, I meant it.”

“Meant what?”’

“What I said last night,” Sweeney
said.

“You're crazy,” God said.

That lopsided grin came back to
Sweeney’s face. He said, “You didn’t
see her. You weren’t there. So long.”

He cut across the grass to Clark
Street and stood there a minute. He had
a dull headache now, and he wanted a
drink. He held out his hand and watched
#t shake, then put it in his pocket so he
wouldn’t have to think about it.

He started walking south on Clark.
The sun was up now, slanting down the
east-west streets. The traffic was getting
heavy and noisy.

He thought, Sweeney Walking Across
the Day.

He was sweating and it wasn’t only
from the heat. He smelled too and he
knew it. His feet hurt. He was a mess,
an aching mess, top and bottom and in-
side and out. Sweeney Walking Across
the Day.

Across the Loop and on south to
Roosevelt Road. He didn’t dare stop. He
turned the corner east on Roosevelt

"You fool, it's part of the act,"
Bline whispered as he grabbed .
Guerney's arm (Chap. X),




Road, kept on going a block and a half,
turned into the entrance of an apart-
ment building.

He rang a buzzer and stood waiting
till the latch on the door clicked. He
opened it and trudged upstairs to the
third floor. A door at the front was ajar
and a bald head stuck through it. The
face under the bald head looked at
Sweeney approaching and a disgusted
look came over it,

The door slammed.

Sweeney put a dirty hand on the wall
to steady himself and kept on coming.
He started to knock on the door loudly.
He knocked a full minute and then put
a hand to his forchead to hold it awhile,
maybe half a minute. He leaned against
the wall.

He straightened up and started knock-
ing again, louder.

He heard footsteps shuffle to the door.
“Get the hell away or I'll call copper.”

WEENEY knocked again. He said,
“Call copper then, palsy. We'll both
g6 down to the jug and explain.”

“What do you want?”’

Sweeney said, “Open up.” He started
knocking again, still louder. A door
down the hall opened  and a woman's
frightened face looked out.

Sweeney knocked some more. The
voice inside said, “All right, all right.
Just a second.” The footsteps shuffled
away and back again and the key turned.

The door opened and the bald man
stepped back from it. He wore a shape-
less bathrobe and scuffed slippers and
apparently nothing else. He was a little
smaller than Sweeney but he had his
right hand in the pocket of the bathrobe
and the pocket bulged.

Sweeney walked on in and kicked the
door shut beside him. He walked to the
middle of the cluttered room. He turned
around and said, “Hi, Goetz,” mildly.

The bald man was still beside the
door. He said, “What do you want?”’

“A double-saw,” Sweeney said. “You
know what for. Or shall I tell you in
words of one syllable?”

“Like hell I'll give you a double-saw.
If you're still harping back to that god-
dam horse, I told you I didn’t shove the
.t;:et. I gawve you your fin back. You took
1 ."

“I took it on account,” Sweeney said.
“I didn’t need the money bad enough
then to get tough about it. Now I do.
So okay, let’s review the bidding. You
touted me on that oatburner. It was
your idea. So I gave you a fin to bet and
the horse came in at five for one and
you tell me you didn’t get the bet down
for me.”

“I didn’t. The heat was on. Mike's
was closed and—"
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“You didn’t even try Mike’s. You just
held the bet. If the horse had lost—like
you expected—youw’d have kept my fin.
So whether you got the bet down or not
you owe me twenty.”

“The hell I do. Get out.”

The bald man took his hand out of the
bathrobe pocket and there was a little
twenty-five-caliber automatic in it.

Sweeney shook his head sadly. He
said, “If it was twenty grand, I'd be
afraid of that thing — maybe. For
twenty bucks you wouldn’t put a shoot-
ing on your record. For a lousy double-
saw you wouldn’t have the cops up here,
snooping around. Anyway, I don’t think
you would. I'll gamble on it.”

He looked around the room until he
saw a pair. of pants hanging over the
back of a chair. He started for the pants.

The bald man snicked the safety off
tlf)le little automatic. He said, “You son
of a—’

Sweeney picked up the pants by the
cuffs and started shaking them. Keys
and change hit the carpet and he kept
on shaking. He said, “Someday, Goetz,
you’ll call a man one who %s one and he’ll
take you apart.”

A wallet from the hip pocket of the
trousers hit the carpet and Sweeney
picked it up. He flipped it open and
grunted. There were only a ten and a
five in the wallet.

He took the ten out and put it in his
own pocket and tossed the wallet toward
the dresser. He said, “What’s the matter
wi&lz the pool ticket racket, Goetz? That
bad ?”’

The bald man’s face wasn’t pretty.
He said, “I told you—the heat’s on. You
got your money. Now get out.”

“I got ten ” Sweeney said. “I wouldn’t
take a man’s last fin, palsy. I'll take the
other ten in trade. A bath and a shave
and a shirt and socks.”

Sweeney peeled off his coat and
stepped out of his trousers. He sat down
on the edge of the mussed-up bed and
took off his shoes. He went into the
bathroom and turned on the water to
run in the tub.

He came out stark naked, holding a
wadded-up ball that had been his shirt,
socks and underwear and put it in the
wastebasket.

The bald man was still standing by
the door but he’d put the little auto-
ma;)tic back into the pocket of the bath-
robe.

Sweeney grinned at him. Over the
roar of water running into the tub he
said, “Don’t call copper now, Goetz.
With me dressed this way they might
get the wrong idea.”

He went into the bathroom and shut
the door.

He soaked a long time in the tub, then
shaved leisurely with Goetz’s razor—
providentially an electric one. Sweeney’s
hands were still shaking.

When he came out the bald man was
in bed, his back to the room.

“Asleep, darling?’ Sweeney asked.

There wasn’t any answer.

Sweeney opened a drawer of the
dresser and chose a white sport shirt
with a soft collar. It was tight across
the shoulders and the collar wouldn’t
button but it was a shirt and it was
clean and white. A pair of Goetz’s
socks proved a bit small but they went
on.

E eyed his own shoes and suit with
disgust but they’d have to do.
Goetz’s wouldn’t fit. Sweeney did the
best he could with a shoebrush and a
clothesbrush. He made sure the ten-
dollar bill was still in the pocket of his
trousers when he put them on.
He brushed his hat and put that on,
then stopped at the door.
He said, “Nighty-night, palsy, and
thanks for everything. We're even now.”
He closed the door quietly and went

. downstairs and outside into the hot sun-

light. He walked north on Dearborn,
past the Dearborn Station. In a little
restaurant opposite the front of it he
had three cups of black coffee and man-
aged to eat one doughnut of two he or-
dered. It tasted like library paste but
he got it down.

Under the shadow of the El, two
blocks north, he got his shoes shined
and then waited, shaking a little, in a
tiny cubbyhole in the back of the shop
while his suit was sponged and pressed.
It needed more than sponging but it
didn’t look too bad when he put it on.

He took a look at himself in the long
mirror and decided he looked fair
enough by now. There were circles un-
der his eyes and the eyes themselves—
well, he wasn’t a thing of beauty and
a joy forever and he had to remember
to keep his hands in his pockets until he
got over the trembling, but he looked
human.
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He spread the collar of the white
sport shirt on the outside of the collar
of his coat and that looked better, too.

He kept to the shady side of the
street, walking north across the Loop.
He was starting to sweat again and felt
dirty already. He had a hunch he’d feel
dirty for a long time, no matter how
many baths he took.

Sweeney’s headache was a rhythmic
persistent throbbing in his forehead and
behind his eyeballs. The palms of his
hands were wet and felt clammy, despite
how hot the rest of him was. No matter
how often he wiped them on the sides
of his trousers they were wet and clam-
my again immediately.

Sweeney Walking Across the Loop.
At Lake Street, under the El again, he
stopped in a drugstore for a double
bromo and another cup of coffee. He felt
like a coiled spring that was tied down
too tightly. He felt like a claustropho-
biac locked in a tiny room. He felt lousy.

He crossed Wacker Drive, hoping that
a car would hit him, but none did. He
walked across the bridge in the bright
hot glare of sunshine and he lifted one
foot and put it down and lifted the other
and put that down for six blocks to Erie
Street. He walked east past Rush and
then—not daring to stop—he put his
clammy hands into his pockets and went
into the arecaway between two buildings
and through an open doorway.

This was home if it still was. This was
the biggest hurdle for today. He took his
right hand out of a pocket and rapped
gently on a door off the downstairs hall-
way. He put his hand back quickly.

Heavy footsteps came slowly and the
door opened. Sweeney said, “Hello, Mrs.
Randall, Uh—"

Her sniff cut off whatever ‘he’d been
going to say. She said, “No, Mr.
Sweeney.”

“Uh—you mean you've rented my
room?"”

‘“T mean—rno, you can’t get in it to
get something to hock to keep on drink-
ing. I told you that last week—twice.”

“Did you?” asked Sweency vaguely.
He didn’t remember or did he? Now
that she spoke of it, one of the two times
came back to him dimly. “Guess I was
pretty drunk.” He took a deep breath.
“But it’s over now. I'm sober.”

She sniffed again. “How about the
%hree weeks you owe me? Thirty-six dol-
ars.”

Sweeney fumbled out the billd in his
pockets, a five and three singles. “All
I've got,” he said. “I can give you ecight
dollars on account.”

HE landlady looked from the bills

up to Sweeney’s face. She said, “I
puess you're on the level, Sweeney,
about sobering up. If you've got money,
you aren’t after stuff to hock. You could
do a lot of drinking on eight dollars.”

“Yes,” Sweeney said.

She stepped back from the door.
“Come on in.” And, after he had fol-
lowed her in, “Sit down. Put your mon-
ey back in your pocket. You'll need it
worse than I do till you get started
again. How long’'ll that be?”

Sweeney sat down. “A few days,” he
said. “I can raise some money when I'm
okay again.”

He put his hands and the bills back in
his pocket. “Uh—I'm afraid I lost my
key. Do you have—"'

“You didn’t lose it. I took it away
from you a week ago Friday. You were
trying to carry out your phonograph
to hock it.”

Sweeney dropped his head into his
hands. “Lord, did 1?7’

“You didn’t. I made you take it back.
And I made you give me the key. Your
clothes are all there too, except your
topcoat and overcoat. You must have
taken them before that. And your type-
yzriter. And your watch—unless you got
it on.”

Sweeney shook his head slowly.
“Nope. It’s gone. But thanks for saving
the other stuff.”

“You look like hell. Want a cup of
coffee? I got some on.”

“It's running out of my ears,”
Sweeney told her. “But—yes, I'll have
another cup. Black.”

He studied her as she got up and
waddled over to the stove. There ought
to be more landladies like Mrs. Randall,
he thought. Tough as nails on the out-
side (they had to be to run a rooming
house) and soft as butter inside, Most
of them were tough all the way through.

She came back with the coffee and he
drank it. He got his key and went up the
stairs. He got inside and got the door
closed before he started to shake. He
stood there, leaning against the inside
of the door until the worst of it was
over. Then he made it to the washbasin
and was sick at his stomach and that
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helped, although the sound of the water
running made his head hurt worse.

When that was over he wanted.to lie
down and sleep. Instead he stripped off
his clothes, put on a bathrobe and went
down the hall to the bathroom. He drew
himself a hot tub and seaked in it for
a long time before he went back to his
room. ;

Before he dressed again he rolled up
the spotted and worn suit he’d been
wearing and the too-small shirt and
sox he’d taken from the man named
Goetz and put them into the waste-
basket. He put on all clean clothes, in-
cluding his best summer-weight suit. He
put on a silk tie that had cost him five
bucks and his best pair of shees,

He straightened up the room care-
fully, even meticulously. He turned on
the radio side of his radio-phono com-
bination until he got a time announce-
ment between programs and set the
clock on his dresser and wound it. It was
half-past eleven.

Then he got his panama hat out of
the closet and went out.

Mrs. Randall’s door opened as he
started down the stairs. She called out,
“Mr. Sweeney ?”’ and he leaned over the
bannister to look toward her. “Yes?”

“Forgot to tell you there was a phone
call for you this morning, early, about
eight o’clock. A Walter Krieg, from
the paper you work for—or used to
work for. Which is it?”

“Used to work for, I guess,” Sweeney
said. “What’d he say? What'd you
Say‘.’”

“He asked for you and I said you
weren’t in. He said if you came back
before nine to have you call him. You
didn’t—not that I was expecting you
to—so I kinda forgot it. That’s all that
was said.”

Sweeney thanked her and went on out.
At the corner drugstore he bought a
half-pint of whiskey and put it in his
hip pocket. Then he went into the
phone booth, dialed the Blade and asked
for the managing editor by name.

“Krieg?’ he said, “This is Sweeney.
Just got home. Got your message. Sober.
What yeu want?”

“Nothing now. It’s too late, Sweeney.
Sorry.” :

“All right, it’s too late and you're
gorry. But what d¢éd you want?”

“Eye-witness story—if you’re sober
enough to0 remember what, you saw

last night. A beat copper said you were
around when the lid came off that
Yolanda Lang business. Remember it?”

“More than the lid came off and I
damn well remember it. Why’s it too
late? You got one edition on the streets
but the main one’s coming up and twe
ptt.l;lers. The home edition’s not in, is
i '”

“Going in in fifteen minutes. Take
you longer'n that to—”

“Quite wasting time,” Sweeney said.
“Put a rewrite man on the phone, now.
I can give him half a column in five
minutes. Gimme Joe Carey. He ecan
take it fast.”

“Okay, Sweeney. Hang on.”

Sweeney hung on, getting his
thoughts organized, until he heard
goet’s voice. Then he started talking,
ast.

When he was through he put the
receiver back on the hook and leaned
weakly agzinst the wall of the phone
booth. He hadn’t asked to have Walter
Krieg put back on the line—that could
wait. He’d do better going in and see-
ing Walter personally.

But not yet, not just yet.

He went back to his room and put
the little half-pint bottle of whiskey
on the arm of the comfortable meorris
chair and a shot glass beside it. He
hung up his suit coat and panama,
loosened his collar and tie.

Then he went over to the phonograph
and squatted down on his haunches
in front of the shelf of albums. He
studied the titles, Not that it mattered;
he knew which one he was going to
hear—the Mozart 40,

No, you wouldn’t have thought it
to look at him, maybe, but that was
Sweeney’s favorite—the Symphony No.
40, in G Minor, K. 560. He stacked the
three records on the phonograph,
flicked the switeh to start the first one,
and went over to the morris chair to
sit and listen.

A needle dances in a groove and a
diaphragm vibrates, and the air about
you vibrates, And the thoughts, of a
man a century and a half dead press
upon you. You sit in light and the
shadow of the soul of a man long dead.
You share the troubled thoughts of a
dapper little court musician in a hor-
rible financial mess, perhaps feeling the
end of his life was near and weorking
at prodigious speed, turning out in a
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few weeks the greatest symphony he
ever wrote.

Yes, there are strange things. And
there was Sweeney, pouring his second
drink as the third disk dropped and the
second movement started, the lighter
andante.

He drank them neat, the third side of l

the album and the second drink. He
sighed and pushed himself up out of
the chair., The pain in his head was
still there and the pain in his soul but
the shaking of his hands was gone.

He rinsed out the glass and put
away the little half-pint bottle, - still
more than half full. He turned over
the three records on the phonograph,
started it again and sat back down to
listen to the rest of the 40.

He closed his eyes and just listened
as the second movement ended and the
dark-bright minuetto-and-trio of the
third movement lived all too briefly
and died and gave birth to what he had
been waiting for—the bitter final
movement, the allegro assai, the power
and the melancholy glory.

And then Sweeney sat listening to
the silence and after awhile he began
to chuckle almost inaudibly.

He was out of it now, off the binge,
sober. Until the next time, which might
be months, might be a couple of years.
However long until enough hell ac-
cumulated inside him that he’d have
to soak it out. Until then he could be
normal and drink normally.

He chuckled again, and he closed
his eyes and thought back and remem-
bered and saw again that incredible
scene in the State Street hallway.

After a few seconds he quit chuck-
ling. He told himself, ‘“Sweeney, you're
asking for trouble. You'll need money,
for one thing. A dimec-a-dozen reporter
couldn’t make the grade with that babe.
For an in you’ll have to hunt a ripper.
And you might find him.”

And that would be bad, Sweeney
knew, because Sweeney had a horror—
almost a phobia—of cold steel, cold
sharp steel. Razor-edged steel in the
hands of a madman, a homicidal maniac.
A razor-like knife that can slash across
your abdomen and spill your. guts out
on the sidewalk where they won’t be
a bit of use to you, Sweeney.

Sure, he told himself, “You're a
damned fool, Sweeney.”

But he’d known that for a long time.

CHAPTER Il

SWEENEY headed
for the Blade. He
threaded his way
across the city room
and into the office of
the managing editor.
He sat down on the
arm of - the chair
across the desk from
Krieg.

He said, “Hi, Walter.”

Krieg looked up and grunted, then
finished the letter in his hand and put
it down. He opened his mouth and
closed it again,

Sweeney said, “I'll say it for you,
Walter. First, I'm a so-and-so to have
let you down and gone on a binge with-
out giving you notice. I'm through.
You can’t mess with guys like me. I'm
an anachronism. The days of the
drunken reporter are over and a
modern newspaper is a business insti-
tution run on business lines and not
a Front Page out of Hecht by Mac-
Arthur, You want men you can count
on. Right?”

“Yes, you son of—"

“Hold it, Walter. I said it for you,
all of it. And anyway, I wouldn’t work
on your damn paper unless you hired
me to. How was the eye-witness story ?”

“It was good, Sweeney, damn good.
That was a break in a million, your
being there.”

“You say a cop mentioned I was
there. I didn't see one I recognized.
Who was it?”

“You’ll have to ask Carey. He
handled the story. Look, Sweeney, how
often do you go on a bat like that? Or
are you going to tell me that was the
last one?”

“It probably wasn’t. It’ n happen
again, I don't know when. Maybe not
for a couple of years. Maybe in six
months. So you wouldn’'t want me to
work for you. All right. But since I'm
not working for you I got a little check
coming for that eye-witness account.

“I'll let you do me one last favor,
Walter., You can give me a voucher to
get it now instead of putting it through
the channels., That story was worth
fifty bucks, if Carey wrote it like I told
it to him. Will you settle for twenty-
five?”

Krieg glared at him.
cent, Sweeney.”

“Not a damn



24 MYSTERY BOOK MAGAZINE

“No? And why net? Since when
have you been that much of a lousy—"

“Shut up!’ The managing editor
almost roared it. “Damn it, Sweeney,
you’re the toughest guy to do a favor
for I ever saw. You won’t even give
me the satisfaction of bawling you
out. You take the words out of my
mouth so I can’t say ’em.

“Who told you you were fired? You
did. The reason you don’t get paid for
that piddling little story you gave over
the phone is that you’re still on the
payroll. You've lost two day’s pay,
that’s all.”

“I don’t get it,” Sweeney said. “Why
two days? I've been gone two weeks.
What's two days got to do with it?”

“This is a Thursday, Sweeney. You
started your drunk two weeks ago
tonight and didn’t come in Friday
morning. Or Saturday. But you had
two weeks vacation coming. Maybe
you forgot. You were on the list for
September. I gave you a break by
switching your dates so you started
your vacation a week age last Monday.

‘“You’re still on your vacation right
now and you’re not due back for a few
more days yet—Monday, to be exact
Here.” Krieg yanked open a drawer
of his desk and pulled out three checks.
He held them across to Sweeney.

“You probably don’t remember but
you came in to try to get your last
check only we didn’t give it to you.
It’s there, two days short, and two full
vacation week checks.”

Sweeney took them wonderingly.

RIEG said, “Now get the hell out
of here until Monday morning and
report for work then.”

“The hell,” said Sweeney. “I don’t
believe it.”

“Don’t then. But—no bull, Sweeney—
if it happens again before your next
vacation, next year, you're through for
good.”

Sweeney nodded slowly. He stood up.

“Listen, Walter, I—"

“Shut up. Beat it.”

Sweeney grinned weakly, and beat
it.

He stopped at Joe Carey’s desk and
said, ‘“Hi.”

Joe looked up and said,
self. What gives?”

“Want to talk to you, Joe. Had lanch
vet?”

“Hi, your-

“Neo. Going in”—he looked at his
wrist watch—“in twenty minutes. But’
listen, Sweeney, if it’s a bite you've
got m mind I'm broke. Wife just had
another kid last week and you know
how that is.” e

“No,” said Sweeney. “Thank God I
don’t know how that is. Congratulations
though. I presume it’s a boy or a girl.”

(lYeah.” :

“Goed. Nope, it isn’t a bite. Miracu-
lously, I'm solvent. There is a God.
In fact, do I owe you anything?”

“Five. Two weeks ago last Wednes-
day. Remember ?”’ :

“Vaguely, now that you mention it.
So let’s eat at Kirby’s. I can eash a
check there and pay you. I'l wander
on down and meet you there.”

Sweeney cashed the smallest of the
three checks at the bar in Kirby’s and
then went over to a table to wait for-
Joe Carey. The thought of food stil]
nauseated him. Eating anything at all
was going to be so bad he’d rather get:
it over with before Joe came in. Wateh-
ing Joe eat was going to be bad enough. -

Sweeney ordered a bowl of soup as
the least of evils. It tasted like hot
dishwater to him but he managed ‘to
get most of it down and shoved the
bowl aside as Joe came in and sat
down across the table. :

He said, “Here’s your five, Joe, and
thanks. Say, before I forget, who was
it saw me there on State Street last
night? I thought I didn’t know either
of the coppers I saw there.”

“Harness bull by the name of Flem-
ing—Pete Fleming.” :

“Oh,” Sweeney said. “I remember
now. I met him on Clark Street before
that.”

“Probably got there about as you
were leaving. The car that answered
the call—the cops in it were named
Kravich and Guerney — cut in their
siren on the way. Wherever Fleming
was on his beat, he followed the siren
and got there after they did. Thanks
for the fin, Sweeney.”

The waiter came up and Sweeney
ordered coffee along with Carey’s order.

Then he leaned across the table.
He said, “Joe, what gives with this
ripper business? That’s what I want
to pump you about. I could dig up some
of the dope from the morgue files but
you’ll know more than they will. First,
how long has it been going on?”’
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“You haven’t read the papers for
the last ten days?”

Sweeney shook his head. ‘“Except
for what was in one morning paper
today, about the Yolanda Lang busi-
ness last night, There were references
to other killings. How many?”

“Besides Yolanda Lang, two—or it
could be three. I mean, there was a
slashing on the South Side two months
ago that might not be the same guy.
Broad by the name of Lola Brent.”

“She die?”’

“Sure, So did the:two other dames
besides this Lang woman. She’s the
only one who didn’t get killed. Pooch
saved her. But you know about that.”

“What's the last word on Yolanda
Lang?"” Sweeney asked. “She still in
the hospital ?”

“Supposed to be released this eve-
ning. She wasn’t hurt much. Point of
the shiv just barely went through the
sﬁm She had a spot of shock. That's
a "

“So did some other people,” said
Sweeney “Including me.”

OE CAREY licked his lips. “You
didn’'t exaggerate that story any,
Sweeney ?”

Sweeney chuckled. “I underplayed it.
You should haye been there, Joe.”

“I'm a married man. Anyway, the
cops are going to keep a guard on the
Lang femme.”

“A guard? Why?'

“They figure the killer might be in-
clined to go back after her because he
might think she could put the finger
on him. Matter of fact, she can't, or
says she can’t. A man, tallish, in dark
clothes is the best she can do.”

“The light was off in the hallway,”
Sweeney said.

“The ripper’s waiting by the back
door, at the foot of the stairs, probably
standing outside it, holding it a little
ajar. He hears her footsteps clicking
along the hallway, steps ingside and
slashes. Only the pooch jumps past
her after the guy and he jerks back
through the door, almost missing the
woman completely with the shiv and
just barely gets away from the dog.”

“It adds up,” Sweeney said. “Was he
after Yolanda Lang or was he just
waiting for whoever came along?”

Carey shrugged. “Could be either
way."”

“She get home. that time every
night?"’

“Every week night. She's on last at
one-thirty week nights. They have
shows later on Saturday and Sunday
nights. She doesn’t always go right
home after the last show, though, she
said. Sometimes stays around El Mad-
house—that's the night club she's play-
ing—know it?"’

Sweeney nodded. ‘“Who's handling
it—outside, I mean.”

“Horlick, only he starts vacation
Monday. I don't know who Wally will
put on after that.”

Sweeney grinned. “Listen, Joe, do
me a favor, will you? I want to work
on it. I can’t very well suggest it to
Krieg, but you can, next time you talk
to him. Suggest I got an ingside start
with that eye-witness business and
since Horlick’s leaving Monday and I'm
coming back then, why not let me do
the leg work., He'll fall for it if you
suggest it. If I ask him—well, he might

[Turn pagel
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ot let me, just to be cussed.”

“Sure, I can do that, Sweeney.
But—you’ll have to bone up on the
details of the other cases and get in
with the cops. They got a special rip-
per detail, by the way, working on
nothing else. Cap Bline of Homicide’s
sunning it and got men under him.
And the crime lab’s analyzing every-
thing they can get their hands on,
only there hasn’t been much to analyze.”

“T'll be up on it,” Sweeney said.
“Between now and Monday I'll make a
study of those files and gef in with the
cops.”

“Why? On your own time, I mean.
You got an angle, Sweeney ?”’

“Sure,” Sweeney lied. “Got the
assignment from a fact detective mag
to write- up the case, once it’s solved.
They don’t handle unsolved cases but
it’s promised to me once the case ig
eracked. Ought to get a few hundred
out of it.

“Joe, if you talk Krieg into giving
me the ease, so I'll have all the facts
ready to write once they get the guy,
I’ll ecut you in for ten percent. Qught
to get you somewhere between twenty
and fifty.”

“What have 1 got to lose? I was
going to do it for nothing.”

“But now you’ll be convincing,”
Sweeney said. “For a start, what are the
names of the other dames who were
slashed, the ones who died? You said
the one on the south side a couple
months ago was Lola Brent?” .

“Check. Ten days ago, Stella Gay-
Jord. Five days ago, Dorothy Lee.”

“Any of the others strip teasers or
show girls?”

“First one, this Lola Brent, was an
ex-chorine, Living with a short-con man
named Sammy Cole. Cops figured he
killed her but they couldn’t prove it
and they couldn’t crack him. So they
threw the book at him on some fraud
charges that came out and he’s still
in clink. So if he did kill Lola, he didn’t
%(ill the others or make the try.for Yo-
anda.”
“What were the other two gals?”’

“Stella Gaylord was a B-girl on West
Madison Street. The Lee girl was a
private secretary.”

“How private?”

“I wouldn’t know,” Carey said. “That
didn’t eome out. She worked for some
executive with the Reiss Corporation.

Don’t remember his name. Anyway, he
was in New York on a buying trip.”

AREY glanced up at the ecloek;
he’d finished eating, He said,
“Look, Sweeney, those are the main
pomts 1 haven’t got time to give you
any more. I got to get back.”

“Okay,” Sweeney said. ‘“What hos-
pital is the Lang dame in?”

“Michael Reese, but you can’t get in
to see her. They got cops six deep in
that corridor. Horlick tried to get in
and eouldn’t.”

“You don’t know when she’ll be
back at El Madhouse?”

‘“Nope. Her manager could teM you
Guy by the name of Doc Greene.”

Carey stood up. Sweeney reached
for his check and got it. “I'm paying
this. But tell me where I can locate
this Greene character. What’s his first
name?”’

“Dunno. Everbody calls him Doe.
Wait—he’s in the Goodman Bloek.
Greene with a final e. You can find him
from that. Or through the E1 Madhouse
proprietor. He books all their aets. 1
think. So long.”

Sweeney took a sip of his coffee,
which he’d forgotten to drink and #
was cold. He shuddered with revalsion
at the taste of it and got out of Kirby’s
quick,

He stood in front a moment, hesi-
tating which way to go, then headed
back for the Blade. He didn’t go to the
editorial offices this time, though. He
cashed his two other pay checks at
the cashier’s window and then went to
the stack room.

He looked through papers of about
two months before until he found the
one that broke the story on the murder
of Lola Brent. He bought finals for each
of the past ten days.

It made quite a stack of papers, even
when he’d thrown the stuffing out of
the Sunday ones. He caught a cab to
take them home.

On the way in he knocked on Mrs.
Randall’s door. He paid her the thirty-
six dollars he owed her and two weeks
in advance,

Upstairs in his reem, he put the pile
of papers on his bed, and then, outside
in the hall, he locked up Greenes until
he found ome in the Goodman Block.
J. J. Greene, thtrel. agt.

He called the number and, after bried
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argument with a secretary, got J. J.
Greene.

“Sweeney, of the Blade,” he said.
“Could you tell me when your client
is being released from Michael Reese?”

“Sorry, Mr. Sweeney, the police have
asked me not to give out any infer-
mation. You’ll have to get it from them.
Say, are you the reporter who wrote
that eye-witness story in today's
Blade?”

ﬂYeS.,’

“Nice story. And swell publicity for
Yolanda, Too bad she’s on the dotted
line for three more weeks at El Mad-
house or I could get her on for bigger
dough.”

“She’ll be back dancing in less than
three weeks then?”

“Off the record, nearer three days.
It was just a nick.”

“Could I drop around and talk to
you, Mr. Greene? At your office.”

“What about? The police told me
not to talk to reporters.”

“Not even pass the time of day if
you met one on the street? I never saw
an agent yet that wouldn’t talk to
reporters. Maybe I even want to give
some of your other clients publicity and
what could the cops find wrong with
that? Or have they got something on
you?”’

Greene chuckled. “I wouldn't invite
you here if the cops say no. But I'm
leaving the office in about twenty min-
utes and I generally have a drink at
one of the places I book. I have an idea
that today I might stop in El Mad-
house on my way north, In that case
I'd be there in a little over half an
hour. If you should happen to drop
ln_"

“I might just happen to,” Sweeney
said. “Thanks. Off the record, I take
it Miss Lang still ¢s at Michael Reese ?”

“Yes, But you won't be able to see
her there.”

“Won’t try it then,” Sweeney said.
“So long.”

E HUNG UP the receiver and

wiped the sweat off his forehead
with a handkerchief. He went back
into his room and sat very quietly for
five minutes or so.

When he thought he could make it, he
ptghed himself up out of the chair and
left.

The sun was very hot and he walked

slowly, On State Street, he stopped in
a florist’s shop and ordered two dozen
American Beauties sent to Yolanda
Lang at the hospital. After that he
kept plodding steadily through the
bright heat until he reached El Mad-
house, on Clark near Grand.

He walked from the blazing heat
into the cool dimness of the outer bar,
separated from the room with tables
and the stage, where a cover charge
topped higher prices. He blinked, and
looked along the bar.

Only three persons sat there. At the
far end, a badly intoxicated man drooled
over a too-sober blowzy blonde. Half
a dozen stools away, a man sat alone,
staring at his reflection in the dim blue
mirror back of the bar. Sweeney slid
onto a stool at the end of the bar. The
bartender came over.

“Greene been in?” Sweeney asked.
“Doc Greene?”

“Not yet today.” The bartender
rubbed the clean bar with a dirty towel.
“Sometimes comes in around this time,
but today I dunno. With Yo in the
hospital—""

“Yo,” said Sweeney medntatlvely “1
like that. Gives everybody a southern
accent, People turn to her at the bar
and ask ‘And what’s Yo having to
drink,” huh?”

“A good question,” said the bartender.
“What ¢s yo having to drink?”’

“Well,” said Sweeney and thought
it over. “Beer with an egg in it, I
guess.”

The bartender moved away to get it
and Sweeney heard the.door behind
him open. He looked around.

A moon-faced man stocd just inside
the doorway. A wide but meaningless
smile was on his face as he looked
aleng the bar, starting at the far end.
His eyes, through round thick-lensed
glasses came to rest on Sweeney and
through the lenses, looked monstrous.

Sweeney—the outside of Sweeney—
didn’t move, but something shuddered
inside him. For almost the first time in
his life he was hating a man at first
sight. And fearing him a little too.

“Mr. Sweeney ?” sald the moon-faced
man, more as a statement than a ques-
tion.

Sweeney said, “Sit down, Doc.”

He put his hands in his pockets, quick-
ly, because he had a hunch the shakes
were going to come back.
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CHAPTER IV

THE moon-faced man
slid onto the stoo!

bar from Sweeney, so
the two of them faced
one another. He said,
“That was an excel-
lent story you wrote
about — what ‘hap-
pened last night to my
elient, Yolanda Lang, Mr. Sweeney.”

Sweeney said, “I’'m glad you liked it.”

“l didn’t say that I liked it,” Greene
said. “I said it was an excellent story.
That is something else again.”

“But definitely,” said Sweeney. “In
this particular case wherein lies the dif-
ference ?”’

Doc Greene leaned his elbows on the
bar and laced pudgy fingers together.
He said, judiciously, “A man, Mr. Swee-
ney, might enjoy a voluptuous descrip-
tion of a woman. In other cases he might
not enjoy reading it. For example, if the
woman was his wife.”

“Is Yolanda Lang your wife?”

“No,” said the moon-faced man. “I
was merely, you will recall, giving that
a+ an example. You've ordered some-
thing 7’

Sweeney nodded, and Greene looked
at the bartender and held up one finger.
The man came with Sweeney’s beer-and-
egg and pul a shot glass in front of
Greene.

Greene’s smile had gone away ; now it
came back, and he lifted his shot glass.
“To your bad health, Mr. Sweeney.”

Sweeney’s fingers had closed around
his own glass. He said, ‘“To yours, Doc,”
and his hand was steady as he lifted the
glass and took a sip. He put it back down
and took his other hand out of his
pocket. The shakes were gone.

He said, carefully, “Perhaps you
would like to cause my healtk to deteri-
orate, Doc. If you want to try it would
be & pleasure to oblige.”

The moon-faced man’s smile got
wider. “Of course not, Mr. Sweeney.
When I became a man I put away child-
ish things, as the great bard says.”

“The Bible,” said Sweeney. “Not
Shakespeare.”

“Thank you, Mr. Sweeney. You are, as
1 feared when I read that story under
your by-line, an intelligent man. And, as
I guessed from your name, a stubborn

around the turn of the-

Irishman. If I told you to—let us de-
scend to the vernacular—if I told you
to lay off Yolanda it would just make
you that much more stubborn.”

He held up a finger for a refill of the
~hot glass. He said, “A threat of any
sort would be silly. it would be equally
useless to point out to you the futility
of your trying to make my—ah—client.
As you may have—indeed as you did—
notice Yolanda is not unattractive. It
has been tried by experts.”

“You flatter yourself, Doc.”

“Perhaps. Perhaps not. We aren’t dis-
cussing my relations with Yolanda.”

Sweeney took another sip of his drink.
He said, “It occurs to me to wonder. Just
what are we discussing? I take it that
you didn’t meet me here to discuss pub-
licity for any of your other—ah—cli-
ents. So why did you come here?”

“To meet you, Mr. Sweeney. The mo-
ment I read that story of yours I knew
—1I am something of a psychiatrist—
that you were going to a thorn in my
side. So might Dante have written of
Beatrice, so might Abelard have written
of Heloise.”

“And so,” said Sweeney, ‘“might Cas-
anova have written of Guinevere, had
they lived in the same century and had
he ever seen her with Ler panties off.”
He grinned. “You know, Doc, I hate you
so damn much I'm beginning to like

ou.”

“Thank you,” said Greene. “I feel the
same about you. Each of us admires
the other’s capabilities, let us say. Or
you will admire mine when you get to
know me better. As, I feer, you shall.”

“Already,” said Sweeney, “I admire
your line of patter. Immensely. The only
thing I hate about you is your guts.”

“And may the Ripper never expose
them to the public gaze,” Greene said.
“Isn’t civilization a marvelous thing,
Mr. Sweeney ? That two men can sit like
this and insult one another, amiably but
sincerely, and enjoy the conversation? A
century or two ago, one of us would
have struck the other across the face
with the back of a hand minutes ago,
and one of us would die before the sun
rose very far above tomorrow’s hori-
zon.”

“A beautiful thought, Doc,” Sweeney
said. “I’d Jove it. But the authorities are
fussy about such things. Back to Yo-
landa. Suppose you read correctly be-
tween the lines of my story. What are
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you going to do about it? Anything?”

“Of course. For one thing, [ shall put
every possible pitfall in your path. I
shall warn Yolanda against you—not
obviously, of course, but subtly. I'H
wake her think you're a fool. You are,
you know.”

“Yes,” said Sweeney. “But she may

, discount the information, since it comes
from a bastard. You are one, you know.”

“Your intuition surprises me, Mr.
Sweeney. As it happens, I really am in
the literal sense of the word. Quite pos-
sibly in the figurative sense also but that
ig irrelevant. I, myself, made me what
I am today.”

“Only you could have done it,” Swee-
ney said,

“You gratify me. I didn't expect a
compliment. But that was a digression.
In addition to putting pitfalls in your
path, I am going to help you.”

WEENEY said, “Now you have me

really worried.”

The moon-faced man said, “You in-
tend to find the Ripper. It’s natural that
you'll try, first because you’re a report-
er, but second and more important—to
you—you think it will give you an in
with Yolanda. Also you think that if you
do find the Ripper,you’ll be a conquering
hero and she’ll fall into your arms in
gratitude. Am I correct?”’

“Keep talking,” Sweeney said. “As if
I need to suggest it.”

“So. You’'ve got two reasons for find-
ing him. I’ve got two reasons for helping
you. One”’—he held up a fat finger—*“if
you do find him, he might stick a knife
in you. I think I'd like that.”

“Thank you kindly.”

“Two”’—another finger joined the
first—‘“the police just might have some-
thing in thinking the killer will come
back to finish the job on Yolanda. That
I would not like.”

“That I can understand,” Sweeney
said. “Also I like it better than your first
reason.”

“And I don’t think, Mr. Sweeney, find-
ing him will get you to first base with
Yolanda. At least, I'll take a chance on
that.”

“Fine, Doc. One little thing, though.
The police force of Chicago outnumbers
me considerably, Just out of curiosity,
what makes you think that I, with my
little sling-shot, might do more than
the whole blue army ?”’

“Because you're a crazy damn Irish-
man. Because you're a little fey. I sus-
pected that from a sentence or two in
your story and I know it now. Because
God loves fools and drunkards and
you're both.

“Also because, under the sodden sur-
face, you've got a keen brain, Mr. Swee-
ney—another thing I suspected before
and know now. And you've got a crazy
warped streak in vou that might take
you places where the police wouldn't
think to ¢o.

“T really am a psychjatrist, Mr. Swee-
ney, although not a practisiug one. An
unfortunate occurrence in what would
have been my last year of internship got
me kicked ot't on my ear. It occurred to
me that satyriasis might be a logical
prescription for nymphomania.

“We had a patient yho was quite an
advanced satyr, Mr. Sweeney, and [
took the liberty of introducing him inte
the room of an enthusiastic nympholept
and leaving them together for an ex-
tended period. My superiors were quite
stuffy about it.”

“T can understand that,” Sweeney
said.

“Ah, had they only known some of the
other experiments I tried, which were
not found out. But we digress.”

“We do indeed,” said Sweeney. “So
yow're going to help me find the Rip-
per. So go ahead and help.”

Greene spread his hands. “It isn't
much. I didn't mean that I have the
killer's name and address in my note-
book, ready to turn over to you. I merely
meant that I'll gladly work with you,
Mr. Sweeney. I'll give you such facts
and data as I have. And, since you'll
want to talk to Yolanda, I’ll see that you
do. You might have trouble doing even
that, with the police on guard around
her, as they will be.”

He looked at his wrist watch. “Unfor-
tunately, I haven't more time now. A
business appointment. One must eat.
Could you meet me here tomorrow after-
noon about this same time?”’

Sweeney frowned. He said, “I don't
know. Maybe you're just wasting my
time. Have you really got anything ?"*

“I've got Yolanda,” Greene said.
“She’ll be released from the hospital by
then. I'll bring her here with me. You'll
be here, of course?”’

“I'll be here, of course,” said Swee-
ney.
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“Good. We may be seeing quite a bit
of one another. Let us, then, dispense
with the amenities. Let us not say hypo-
eritical goodbyes. My two drinks were
on you. Thank you for them and the
hell with you.”

He walked out.

Sweeney took a deep breath. He let it
out slowly.

The bartender strolled over. He said,
“That™ be a dollar and a quarter. Don’t
you want your beer ?”’

“No. Pour it down the drain. But
bring me a bromaq,and a short.”

“Sure. Mixed?”

“Not mixed.”

E put two dollar bills on the bar.

When the bartender came back
Sweeney said, “Quite a character, that
Doc Greene.”

“Yeah. Quite a character.”

“What puzzles me about him is this,”
Sweeney said. “Those seemed to be his
own teeth he was wearing. How could a
guy like that keep his own teeth that
long 7

The bartender chuckled. “Maybe it’s
them eyes of his. Like a hypnotist. I'd
rather not tangle with him. Funny,
though, the way women go for him. You
wouldn’t think it.”

“Including Yo?” Sweeney asked.

“I wouldn’t know about Yo. She’s a
funny dame to figure out.” He took
Sweeney’s bills and rang up a dollar
eighty, putting two dimes on the bar.

Sweeney added a quarter to it and
said, “Have one with me.”

“Sure. Thanks.”

“Skoal,” said Sweeney. “Say, who’s
running El Madhouse now. Is it still
Harry Yahn’s?”

“Yahn owns it, or most of it, but he
isn’t running it. He’s got another place
over on Randolph.”

“Sucker joint, like El Madhouse?”

The bartender smiled faintly. “Not
this kind of sucker joint.”

“Oh,” said Sweeney. “It’d be a little
bar with a big back room and if you
know a guy named Joe at the door you
can leave your shirt in the back room.”

The blowzy blonde at the far end of
the bar was tapping the bottom of her
glass on the wood impatiently. The bar-
tender said, “The guy at the door is
named Willie.” He went down to mix a
drink for the blonde.

Sweeney poured the bromo back and

forth between the two glasses and drank
it.

Then he got up and> went out into
gathering dusk on Clark Street. He
walked south, toward the Lcop. He
walked slowly, aimlessly, trying to think
and not quite succeeding. This stage of
recovery he knew well. His mind was
fuzzy, his thoughts were ghosts that
walked in thick fog. But his physical
senses were almost blindingly vivid.

The one crink he’d taken back at El
Madhouse bar hadn’t brought any desire
for another one to keep it company.
It hadn’t either cleared his mind or
fogged it further. It hadn’t even tasted
good, or bad.

The bridge, when he reached it, was
better. There was a cool breeze across
it; he stood looking out over the river
and letting the breeze blow into his face.

When he turned back an empty taxi
was coming. Sweeney hailed it, and gave
his home address.

In his room, he slid the bottom news-
paper out from under the stack on the
bed and sa. down in the morris chair.
He found the story of the first murder
—the murder of the ex-chorine, Lola
Brent. Six inches on page two, not much
in the way of detail.

There hadn’t been a Ripper, then.
It was just a story of a woman—a not
very important woman, at that—who
had been found dead in the areaway be-
tween two buildings on Thirty-eighth
Street.

A knife or a razor had been the weap-
on used. The erime had occurred in day-
light, between four and five o’clock in
the afternoon. There had been no wit-
nesses. A child returning home from a
glayground had discovered the Dbody.

olice were seeking a man with whom
Lola Brent was alleged to have been hv-
ing.

Sweeney took up the next paper. The
story had a little better play in that one
and there were two pictures. One was
of Lola Brent. She was a blond and beau-
tiful. She didn’t look the thirty-five
years the story said she was. You’d have
taken her for early twenties.

HE other picture was that of the
man the police had arrested, Sam-
my Cole. He had black curly hair and a
face that was handsome in the rugged-
ly honest way that is a con-man’s stock
in trade. He denied killing Lola Brent,
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and was being held on an open charge.

The following day’s story was a brief
rehash; the only new angle was that
Sammy Cole had confessed to several
counts of operating a confidence game.
The following several pages brought out
nothing additional. The Lola Brent
crime had then, it appeared, faded into
limbo, unsolved.

He picked up the paper of ten days
before and skimmed rapidly through the
story of the murder of Stella Gaylord,
the B-girl from Madison Street. He did-
n’t try to memorize details here. He was
going to concentrate on one crime at a
time. He was looking, now, only for
further mention of the killing of Lola
Brent.

He found it on the second day after
the Stella Gaylord murder. It was then
first suggested that the crime might be
a psychopathic one, perpetrated by the
same killer who had slashed Lola Brent
six and a half weeks before.

The next day’s lead was a build-up
of that idea, with a comparative descrip-
tion of the wounds inflicted upon the two
women. Each had been killed by a hori-
zontal slash across the abdomen but the
weapon had not been the same one.

Sweeney skimmed through the rest
of the papers. Apparently no further
discoveries of importance had been made
on the Brent case. The police were still
not too sure that the killer of Lola Brent
was the same homicidal maniac who had
killed Stella Gaylord and, five days later,
Dorothy ILee. But there wasn't any
doubt about the latter two having been
killed by the same hand.

Sweeney went to the phone in the hall
and dialed 2 number. When he got the
man he wanted he asked, “Sammy Cole,
the guy that Lola Brent was living with,
still in the jug here in Chicago?”"

“Yeah,” said the man to whom Swee-
ney was talking. “We're still holding
him. We could have salted him away be-
fore this but returns are still coming in.
Every once in a while we tie him in to
a fraud charge and get it off the books.”

“I'd like to talk to him,” Sweeney
said. “Tonight.”

“Tonight? Look, Sweeney, can’t you
wait till regular hours tomorrow? It's
after seven o’tlock and—"'

“You can fix it,” Sweeney said. “I'll
grab a taxi and be there quick.”

Within half an hour Sweeney was sit-
ting on the warden’s desk and Sammy

Cole on a straight chair » few feet away
férom him. They were alone in the of-
ce.

“I told ’em,” Sammy Cole said. “I told
’em every goddam thing. I spilled my
guts because I'd like to see whoever
bumped Lola off take the hot squat.
There was the off chance it did tie in
with something she’d been doing, see?
So ' spilled my zuts and what does it
get.me? Enough raps so when 1 get out,
of I get out, I'll be peddling pencils.”

“Tough,” Sweeney said. An envelope
and a pencil came out of his pockets and
he wrote “Want a drink?” or the back
of the envelope and showed it to Sammy

“Lord!” said Sammy Cole, not at all
irreverently. It would have been ambig-
uous to anyone listening in on a bug
but Sweeney took the half-pint bottle.
still two-thirds full, that he’d bought
earlier at the drugstore out of his hip
pocket ana handed it to Sammy Cole.
Sammy Cole nanded it back empty and
wiped his lips with the back of his hand.

He said, “What you wart to know?”

“I don’t know,” Sweeney told him.
“That’s the trouble—I don’t know. But I
got to start somewhere. When’d you see
Lola last?”

“That morning—almost noon, I guess
—when she went to work.”

“To work? Were you that far dow