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first novel, a 72,000 worder called “Murder

Wears a Halo.” It brought forth more let-
ters from you readers than any other story we had
published up until that time, and so your editors
(always sensitive to reader reaction) asked Mr.
Evans to do another novel. He agreed, and a year
later (John is one of these slow, painstaking
authors who refuse to be hurried), we received,
and published, the second “Halo” novel, called
“Halo ’Round My Dead.”

B ACK in February, 1944, we ran John Evans’

THERS besides our regular readers got ex-

cited about “Halo ’Round My Dead.” Para-
mount offered Evans a movie writing job (which
he turned down!) and a book publisher bought
the story for publication this coming summer.
Letters about the story were, without exception,
highly enthusiastic; and one from a clergyman
termed the story a ‘powerful tract on the text—
“The wages of sin is death.””

LL of which is a frank buildup to the feature
novel in this issue. “Halo in Blood,” we
honestly believe, is not only John Evans’ best
work to date, but it is also the best story we have
vet printed in these pages. In it youll meet Paul
Pine, a believable private detective, who runs into
a case that has more angles than a handbook on

trigonometry. As an example: Why would twelve
preachers show up at a funeral, each determined
to give burial services, when even the identity of
the corpse was not known? . . . Bobbs-Merrill is
bringing the novel out in book form late this
spring. ;

IN CERTAIN parts of this country people be-

lieve that anything buried during the “dark” of
the moon will not stay buried. Merle Constiner,
a new name to our pages but no newcomer to the
writing business, bases a story on that supersti-

tion, and a peach of a story youw’ll discover it to
be.

RANCES M. DEEGAN’S humorous short

stories are always welgome. In this issue we
present her “The Undetective.” It's about a guy
who couldn’t make a go of the detective business,
so he hit on a new field—a field where brains were
more of a hindrance thal a help.

IT SEEMS the Russians, besides being excellent

soldiers, go in for a pretty strong brand of
poker. They don’t use a deck of cards; they take
a revolver and put a bullet in one chamber, spin
the cylinder until the exact location of the loaded
chamber is unknown, then hand the gun to a
player. He puts the muzzle to his own head and
pulls the trigger. The chances are 5 to 1, he won't
kill himself! What better odds would you want?
Anyway, author J. J. ClLff tells the story of an
American gangster who uses the game to work out
a little private deal of his own. Youll enjoy
“Somebody Has to Die!”

OU’VE read a lot of stories where a private

detective gets himself hired to do a job for
some citizen who is more or less honest. But what
happens when a private dick gets hired to get the
goods on another shamus? Harold Francis Soren-
sen uses that idea in “One Reward Too Many”;
and, as an added fillip, keeps you wondering which
of the two dicks is really the crook.

NEXT issue comes a short novel by Craig Ellis,

whose “Marked For Murder” created some-
thing of a sensation among detective readers. This
new one concerns murder backstage and intro-
duces a set of characters you'll remiember with a
great deal of pleasure and satisfaction. Meanwhile,
write and let us know how you liked “Halo in
Blood.”—H. B.
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HALO :x BLOOD

By JOHN EVANS

The entire puzzle seemed
to hang on one poini: Why
_ did it take twelve preachers to bury

a corpse named John Doe?

HAT was the afternoon I drove

I out to one of the colonial mod-
ern homes in the Lincolnwood

district to talk a nineteen-year-old

named Sally Kurowski into giving up
‘her job as housemaid and going home to

.’

mother.

I didn’t have any luck in convincing
her, but I didn’t try very hard either.
She had her own room, the work was
light, the place was clean, and the man
of the house didn’t make any passes at

She made a beautiful target
against the lighted archway
and the first bullet hit her
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her. It didn’t take very long for me to
find out things weren’t like that in her
own home.

As it turned out, we decided she
should keep her job since she was of
legal age and beyond the control of her
* folks. She agreed to drop her old lady
a card to let her know the white slavers
hadn’t got hold of her. And that was
that. It meant I wasn’t going to get
paid but it wouldn’t have amounted to
much, anyway.

She insisted on making me a glass of
iced tea and I drank it to be polite and
went out into the hot June sun to where
the Plymouth waited under a giant cot-
tonwood at the curb.

I lit a cigarette to kill the taste of tea
and looked at my wristwatch. - One-
forty-five. My appointment in Oak
Park was for three o’clock and I was a
long way from there. It would mean
taking a shortcut or two, plus fooling
around some with the speed laws. I’d
fooled with them before, so that was
all right.

I turned south and crossed Devon
Avenue into Chicago proper. After a
couple blocks I found a diagonal street
that would bring me out onto Crawford
Avenue.
just a matter of ignoring the speedom-
eter.

After a mile or so I spotted a traffic
light at a crossing up ahead. It was
red, against me, but the yellow came on
while I was forty or fifty feet away. I
kept going, figuring the green would
show with room to spare.

It showed, all right. But I was pretty
well out into the intersection before I
realized the northbound cross traffic
hadn’t stopped for its red light. The
lead car was a heavy Nash sedan,
painted a nice genteel blue, and the
driver was pouring it on to close the
gap between him and the car he was
following.

From there on it would be

DETECTIVE

I said some words, hit my foot brake
hard and cut sharply to the right. Tires
screetched like cats on a fence, and T
braced for the crash I knew was coming.

T DIDN’T come. I dug my fingers

out of the steering wheel and looked

to see why it hadn’t come. The Nash’s

front bumper was stationary no more
than six inches away.

I was going to enjoy this. I put my
head out the open window and opened
my mouth to say a few well-chosen
words . . . and right then I saw a few
things I should have seen before.

For one, the Nash’s headlights were
burning—as were the headlights on the
cars lined up behind the Nash. And
every windshield in the line had a pur-
ple and white sticker on it—a sticker
that read: FUNERAL.

There was more. On the west side
of the intersection a park wheeler was
getting off the seat of his motorcycle
without any particular hurry. His black
leather gauntlets were already tucked
under his left arm and he was digging
under his uniform coat for his book of
traffic violation blanks. The city of
Chicago makes a few bucks every
time some fat-headed motorist gets
caught bulling his way through a fu-
neral procession.

I did what I could: I swung my
wheel still more to the right and
tramped on the gas and lit out after that
part of the parade already past the cor-
ner and well down the street.

For a minute there I thought I was
going to get away with it. The cars be-

_hind me closed up to keep the line in

tight order, and I didn’t hear any siren
to indicate the cop was going to make
an issue out of it.

My idea was to swing out of line at
the next corner and go on about my
business. It was an idea to be proud of,
particularly if there had been a next
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corner.

There wasn’t. I kept right on rolling,
through an open pair of ornamental iron
gates in a red' brick wall and onto a
narrow winding crushed rock roadway
that cut a sweeping curve between rows
of gravestones and monuments and
mausoleums. There were trees all over
the place: tall and heavy elms and cot-
tonwoods and some oaks, and all kinds
of bushes and vines. The grass was
thick and it was green, and the trees and
bushes had their June clothes on.

When the roadway curved I saw the
hearse six cars ahead of mine. I didn’t
look to see how many cars were follow-
ing me. Knowing wouldn’t have made
any difference.

After a hundred yards or so, I eased
on my brakes when the Buick coupe
in front of me winked on its warning
lights. The road wasn’t wide enough
for me to pull out of line and go on. I
was stuck—stuck in the middle of some-
body’s funeral while the minutes ticked
away and half a city stood between me
and my three o’clock appointment.

I cut the motor and leaned back and
fished for a cigarette. There was only
one left in the pack; I took it and
crumpled the pack and tossed it at a
gravestone. While I was finding a
match the door of the Buick slammed
shut and a tall, slender man in a dark
suit and gray hat was standing in the

roadway. He stood there a moment and-

rubbed a hand over his smooth-shaven
face, then smoothed down the skirt of
his coat and went over and prodded the
right front tire with a shoe toe in an
appraising way as if he was worried a
little about the air pressure.

It wasn’t until then that I saw he was
wearing the turned around collar of a
clergyman.

Feet crunched against the crushed
stone of the driveway and five or six
men filed past the right side of 'the

Plymouth on their way to the hearse.
They were a good fifteen feet beyond
me before it suddenly dawned on me
that everyone of them was a clergyman.

I said, “What the hell?” under my
breath and finished lighting my ciga-
rette. I slid over and put my head out
the window and looked back at the cars
lined up behind me. There were six, all
different makes.

Except for the cars the roadway was
deserted. I got a fresh pack of smokes
from the glove compartment, dropped
them into the side pocket of my coat
and stepped out into the open.

HE blue Nash was parked with its
front bumper almost against my
rear license plate. A man was behind
the steering wheel. He sat slumped
down in the seat with only a uniform
cap and the upper part of his face show-
ing. The eyes were watching me. They
blinked a time or two, slow deliberate
movements as though the brain behind
them was tired.
Without hurrying I walked over to
a rounded headstone in the grass bor-
dering the far side of the driveway.
Raised letters on the top read: FATHER.
Weather had softened the contours of
the limestone edges. I flicked away
some of the dust with my handkerchief
and sat down, stretched out my legs and
breathed in some smoke from my ciga-

‘rette. It probably was bad taste to sit

on somebody’s father, but no one yelled
at me. -

Up ahead maybe a hundred and fifty
feet, things were going on. The hearse
was drawn up near an open grave a few
feet off the road where there were no
trees or bushes. Twelve men were
standing in a group off to one side and
discussing something quietly among
themselves. As near as I could make
out, every man in the bunch was a
preacher of one kind or another. Some
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carried Bibles or prayer books and
there was a black robe or two among
them.

"~ The undertaker’s assistants were
fishing the casket out of the hearse by
this time. From where I sat it wasn’t
much of a casket: one of these cheap
pine black boxes that run about fifty
bucks and not worth more than ten.

The assistants weren’t wasting any
time building up the solemn atmosphere
you find at a run-of-the-mill planting.
They hauled the coffin out quick and
laid hold of the sides and ran it over to
the grave like a butcher bringing a beef
haunch out to the block. They got it
set up on the slings ready for lowering
and stepped back and took off their hats
and mopped their heads.

A car door slammed near me and I
- turned my head. The man behind the
wheel of the Nash was out of the car
and coming across the road toward me.
He was a little man, not more than five
feet four, with a small wise face full of
shallow wrinkles in skin the color and
texture of gray sand. His nose was
bigger than it should have been and was
set slightly off center. His mouth was
about the size of the quarter slot in a
jute box. He was wearing a chauffeur’s
uniform of gray gabardine and the
pushed back uniform cap showed red-
dish-brown hair pretty much thinned
out at the temples.

He came over with a casual slowness
and tipped a hand at me and showed
stained teeth in what might have been
a smile and said:

“You’re a hell of a driver, Mac. You
got a extra smoke?”

I tossed him the pack. He tore off the
cellophane and one corner with quick
nervous movements of his stubby fin-
gers, took a cigarette, tossed back the
pack and struck a kitchen match against
a thumb nail. He blew smoke through
his nose and flicked the matchstick into

DETECTIVE

the roadway. He said:
“Yessir, Mac, you come prit near get-

‘ing yourself smacked back there. Lucky

I got good brakes, hunh?”

He wasn’t tall enough to make me
uncomfortable by standing there. He
wanted to talk and I had nothing else to
do right then, anyway, so I said: “From
the looks of things, one of the Twelve
Apostles must have died. Why all the
preachers for just one funeral?”

His chuckle wasn’t loud enough to
wake a cat. He put the sole of a pol-
ished boot against the headstone I was
sitting on and ducked his head a little
nearer to mine.

“You hit it there, Mac,” he rasped.
“Yessir, you really picked a lulu to bust
in on. I get in on a lot of these plant-
ings—TI drive for Reverend Clark of St.
John’s Lutheran. But this one, by God,
beats ’em all. Just kind of take a look
at what goes on down there.”

LOOKED. One of the clergymen was

standing at the edge of the grave
with his head bowed, probably saying
a prayer although he was too far away
for me to hear his voice. The rest were
standing back aways and watching him,
their heads bared. The undertaker’s
boys were off to themselves by the
hearse and one was sneaking a smoke.
A couple of grave-diggers in stained
coveralls leaned on their shovels a few
yards behind the mound of tan clay at
the opposite side of the open grave.
The only sounds were from birds
among the trees and the occasional
scrape of a shoe against the crushed
stone driveway.

“See what I mean, Mac?” the chauf-
feur said heavily. He took a long drag
at his cigarette, the smoke coming out
ahead of his words like Indian signals.
“I ask you: what the hell kind of a fu-
neral do you call t%af? 1In the first
place, where’s your mourners? A guy’s
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got a right to expect his family to show
up when the time comes to throw dirt in
his face. All right; maybe he ain’t go¢
no family, Then his friends ought to
come. But say he’s fresh out of friends;
then his neighbors or his landlord or the
people he owes money to . . . some-
body for crisakes!

“And that ain’t all. I been to a lot of
these things, like I said. But I never—
not once, Mac—been to one where they
was more’n one psalm slinger to say
the words over the stiff. Even two
preachers would of been something to
really talk about.

“But what we got here, Mac? T’ll
tell you what we got here. We got
twelve—you hear me?—iwelve of the
Bible boys. Now what the hell? I ask
you, Mac, what the hell? No guy could
of led the kind of a life that needs
twelve Holy Joes to get him past them
Pearly Gates, could he?”

By this time he had gotten around to
the knee-tapping stage. I put my ciga-
rette under my heel and ground it into
the grass and stood up and dusted off
- the seat of my pants. I said:

“It does seem a little overdone. But
then some guys get funny ideas when it
comes time to die. What’s this one’s
namer”’

He grinned like a marmoset. “John
Doe.”

I stared at him.
be funny?”

“That’s what the card on the chapel
door said,” he insisted, still grinning.
“How do you like that?”

“It’s a beaut, all right,” I said. We
walked back over to my car and I op-
ened the door.

He said wistfully: “You ain’t got a
Racing Form on you, have you, Mac?”

I shook my head. ‘“The horses don’t
mean a thing to me, friend.”

He sighed. “I used to be a jockey up
to when I got all this weight. I like to

“Is that supposed to

follow the gee-gees but the reverend
don’t like me to read the Form. Hell,
he don’t like me to swear or smoke or
anything. If it wasn’t such a easy job
I think I’d quit.”

He plodded back to the Nash. I got
back in my car and sat down to watch
the rest of the funeral.

HEY finished up finally, just when

my watch hit two-twenty. I was
going to be late for my appointment,
which is no way to treat a possible cli-
ent, but there wasn’t anything I could
do about it. The twelve clergymen split
up and went back to their individual
cars, while the grave-diggers began to
throw clay back into the hole.

Then the hearse got under way and
the line of cars was moving again, I
held onto the heels of the Buick while
we went sailing around - the curve,
through another iron gate in the ceme-
tery wall and back out onto the street.
At the next intersection the hearse and
most of the cars turned off to the east;
I swung west and lit out for Crawford
Avenue. Out in the best section of Oak
Park my client was probably wearing
a path in his Oriental rug waiting for
me to ring his doorbell,

Before I’d gone more than a block a
siren went off behind me. It lasted only
a second or two and then shut off, the
way the cruiser boys do when they want
your attention. Automatically I glanced
at my speedometer. It registered short
of thirty, so I was in the clear on that
count. I idled down and glanced at the
rear view mirror and there was a prowl
car, a gray Mercury, right behind me.
The driver was motioning for me to pull
in at the curb. :

This was turning into a trying day,
all right. I cut over to the side of the
street and switched off the motor and
sat there taking the Lord’s name in vain
but not out loud. :
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The prowl heap pulled in behind me
and one of the three men in it got out
and came over and put his head in at
the open window opposite of where I
was sitting. He was in plain clothes

. . about forty-five, taller than aver-
age and beefy through the shoulders.
His face was gray and thin and a little
too long, with too much chin for any
claim to handsomeness. His narrow
blue eyes were cold and direct and
slightly contemptuous, as eyes are apt
to be when they’ve seen too much, and
he showed about the same amount of
expression as the sole of my foot.

His name was Zarr—George Zarr,
. and he was a police lieutenant attached
to the Homicide Detail at Central Sta-
tion. I had met him for the first time
when I went to work for the State’s At-
torney’s office as an investigator. Zarr
had been a sergeant attached to the
Robbery Detail in those days, and even
though we were technically on the same
side of the fence we just hadn’t gotten
along. He was given too much to slap-
ping people around when it wasn’t nec-
essary, a little too much in a hurry to go
for a gun. Still, he was an honest cop,
and that will always excuse a lot.

I said: “Hello, George. What’s on
your mind?”

His eyes got even narrower and a
scowl developed between them. “Pine,
hunh? I might have known it. Who
was your friend, shamus?”

_ “Friend?”

He put one of his big feet on the run-

ning board and pushed the gray snap-

» brim felt hat back off his forehead, ex- -

posing the thick black hair with streaks
of gray over his ears. “Friend is what
I said. You were at that cold meat
party. I spotted you pulling out of the
cemetery.”

“Okay,” I said. “You saw me. But
the corpse was no friend of mine.”

Right there was where he was going

DETECTIVE

to be cunning. He put out his jaw a
little further and said quickly: “Some-
body you didn’t like?”

It seemed a shame for all that guile
to go to waste. But I had no choice.
I said: “Make it somebody I didn’t
know, Lieutenant.”

He wasn’t going to cherish that one
either. He took out a cigarette and
turned it over and over between a
thumb and forefinger and kept on look-
ing at me. Thirty seconds limped by

‘before he said: “You make a habit of

going to strangers’ funerals?”

DRUMMED my fingers lightly

against the wheel. “What’s the
belch, friend? Am I supposed to have
bent a law?”

“All T want out of you is answers.”

I indicated that I was bewildered by
all this.

“Who was he, Pine?”

“The stiff?”

“Yeah.”

“Name of John Doe,” I said.
I don’t believe that either.”

“Who gave you his name?”

“A chauffeur to one of the preachers.”

“How come he knew?”

“It seems the name was on the chapel
door.” I made a show out of looking at
my wristwatch. Two-thirty . . . and
clients as scarce as German generals
named Cohen. “Nice to have seen you
again, Lieutenant. I've enjoyed our
little talk no end. Now, if you’ll excuse
TG o o

“How’d you happen to be in there?”

He was going to stand there and ask
questions until I ran out of answers and
if I didn’t like it I could write to the
newspapers. So I told him about get-
ting into the procession by accident and
why I had to stay there until the end.
Minutes were important right then so I
left out most of the details. I should
have known better.

SButs
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When I finished talking, he took a
couple of minutes more to finger his
chin and spit in the gutter and put the
cigarette he was twiddling into his
mouth and get it burning. ‘I was burn-
ing by this time myself.

Presently he said: “Notice anything
.peculiar about that burial, shamus?”

“Three things,” I said promptly.
“Four, in fact. There were no mourn-
ers; there were twelve preachers in-
stead of one; everybody was in a hurry
to get it over with.”

He was staring at me curiously.
“What’s the fourth one?”

“This business of you being in a
lather about it.”

Red seeped up from under his collar.
“Don’t get me mad at you, gumshoe.”

I lifted an eyebrow at him but didn’t
say a word.

“. . . You going some place, Pine?”

“Now that you mention it—yes.”

“Where?”

“To see a client.
patient type.”

“What’s his name?” ,

“You wouldn’t know him, Lieuten-
ant.”

“That doesn’t answer the question.”

“That question isn’t going to be an-
swered.”

The two vertical lines between his
eyes deepened. “What’s the matter? He
somebody I shouldn’t know about?”

“I didn’t say that.”

“You’re not saying anything.”

“I’'m going to keep it that way.”

He tucked in a corner of his lower
lip and looked at the ashes on the end
his cigarette. “I’m a nice guy to co-
operate with, Pine. A private cop needs
the police every once in a while. Like
when it comes to getting a license re-
newed, say.”

I was sore enough by now to do a
little sneering. ‘“Don’t scare me, Zarr.

I hope he’s the

I learned a lot in those two years with

the State’s Attorney. Now kind of
take your goddam hoof to hell off my
fender. I’m tired of this.”

We stared at each other. He put the
cigarette back in his mouth and took a
deep drag, then took it out again and
dropped it to the pavement and stepped
on it with the foot that had been on my
running board. He said:

“Last chance, hotshot. Who was the
guy in that coffin?”

“John Doe. I told you that.”

Zarr took off his hat and looked at
the sky. He scratched his half-dollar-
sized bald spot and put his hat back on

his head. “Okay ... Maybe Tl
drop in at the office and see you one of
these days.”

I said: “Any time, George,” and

“stepped on the starter and drove away

from him.
Several times I looked back. But I
didn’t see that gray Mercury again.

CHAPTER I

OAK PARK is a suburb to Chicago.
It lies directly west of the Loop
and is a nice place to raise your kids.
Or so I've heard. The residential sec-
tions run from not-so-hot to very fine
indeed, with less of the former than
most towns its size. There are trees and
grass and flowers all over the place.
The streets are sleepy streets, with
maids pushing perambulators along the
sidewalks and sprinklers whirring on
the lawns and neat delivery trucks
courteously giving you the right of
way. '
- Everything was good to look at and
nice to smell and easy on the ears. All
of it put together made me want to park
alongside the curb and put my feet on
the dashboard and light a cigarette
and let the soft June breeze come in the
open window to ruffle my hair while I
thought about the girl I used to go with
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to grammar school back in Cedar
Rapids.

The address I wanted was on Kenil-
worth Avenue, a block or two south of
North Avenue in the exclusive Fair
Oaks section. It was a neighborhood
where more than three houses to one
side of a block was rank overcrowding.
Some of the residences went in for Old
World charm, some were modern as
sulphadiazine, some combined the
worst features of both and still man-
aged to look as though nice people
lived in them.

Number 1424 narrowly missed being
classified as an estate. There was a tall
green box hedge, trimmed as carefully
as a movie star’s toupee, fronting the
grounds to keep out the stare of the
vulgar passerby, and there was an or-
namental bronze gate set in an opening
that led to the grounds beyond. About
fifty or sixty feet farther along, a
glazed concrete driveway cut through
the hedge, but it too was sealed off
from the street by a pair of bronze
gates that would swing back for you if
your car was custom built and had
gold-plated headlights.

I parked across the street and got
out and straightened my tie and moved
my gray felt hat straight on top of my
head so the gardener would think I was
too respectable to sic the dogs on. Then
I crossed over to the smaller gate.

It was the first time I'd seen a
gate set in a hedge. I wasted thirty
seconds admiring it before I turned the
handle and passed through. I went
along a curving walk of gray sandstone
flags, lined with bearded irises, that I
could see was going to lead around to
the north side of the house. There was
enough lawn on either side of the walk
to set up a golf course and the grass
was thick and dark green and cut to the
right length by somebody who knew
his business,

- MAMMOTH DETECTIVE

There were no flower beds in the
landscaped grounds at the front of the
house to detract from the sprawling,
two-storied gray stone residence of
John Sandmark. The place had a
weathered look that was as comforta-
ble and unobtrusive as an old hat. Be-
yond the driveway was a row of Lom-
bardy poplars, all of a uniform fifty or

sixty feet, that probably marked the

northern boundry of the property. On
the south lawn were three very big
yellow oaks that dwarfed the house.
Several striped-canvas deck chairs
stood near the silver-scaled trunks, also
a round table with an enameled orange
top protected by a canvas umbrella
protruding from its center.

The entrance to the house was on the

north side, all right. But where there
should have been a comfortably big
porch, with maybe a swing or two, were
three stone steps and a two-bit size
platform and an ornamental bronze
railing to hold onto in case you came
home drunk. The driveway curved
out of sight behind the house and I
never did get a look at the garage.

The door was narrow, arched at the
top like a cathedral window, with a cir-
cular sheet of glass behind a bronze
grille about head high. I put my finger
against a small pearl button in the pi-
laster on the right and heard three
deep-toned notes that would have de-
lighted Johann Strauss.

My wristwatch put the time at three-
twenty.

A’ SLIP of a girl in a black cotton

uniform under a frilly white apron
opened the door. She had straight legs
and black hair and black eyes and a
face you’d call cute and forget about.
I told her my name and she took my
hat and put it on a hall table I could
have reached myself and suggested I
be seated for a moment.
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She came back before I could get
lonesome and led me into a big square
hall that went up two stories to a sky-
light. Twin staircases in redwood, with
beige runners that matched the carpet-
ing under my feet, curved gracefully
to meet at the second floor. Between
. them, on the first floor, french doors
led onto a terrace of gray tiles, beyond
which a vast bed of scarlet peonies
tugged at my eyes.

There were doorways leading off
either side of the hall. The maid went
over to one on the right and opened the
door and said: “In here, Mr. Pine.”
I said thank you and walked through
and she closed the door behind me.

It wasn’t the kind of room you’d call
cozy. They could have put Rhode Is-
land in there by squeezing it a little.
The south wall was mostly french win-
dows, with white metal venetian blinds
turned against the sun, and maroon
velvet drapes as contrast to the pat-
ternless gray carpeting tickling my
ankles. The west wall was books to
the ceiling, with a ladder on wheels and
a trolley to bring them within reach.
The north wall was covered with soft
gray-blue parchment, with three very
good prints in blond-wood {frames
spaced to break the menotony above
the stone mantel of a fireplace you
could have broiled a mastodon in. Two
long chesterfields in dark blue leather
stood back te back in front of the fire-
place and there was a white bearskin
rug near the polished copper screen.

Over near the french windows was a
lime oak desk not much smaller than a
tennis court. The man in the blue
leather swivel chair with his back to
the windows stood up as I came in. He
waited until I pulled my feet out of the
rug enough times to reach him; then he
put out his hand and gave me a medium
handshake and said:

“How do you do, Mr. Pine. I'm

John Sandmark.
little late.”

“I didn’t mean to be,” I said.

He indicated a chair next to the desk
and waited until I was in it before re-
turning to the swivel chair. He leaned
back and put his elbows on the arms
and laid the tips of his fingers gently
together and looked at me over them.

Even sitting down he was a big man.
Not fat; just big-boned and big-chested
and a head like a lion. His hair was
coarse and thick and black, combed
straight back to fight a tendency to
wave. His face was square, heavy in
a massive way that had nothing to do
with soft living. His eyes were dark
blue and they looked at you without
apology. His nose would have been at
home on an Indian chief and the large
mouth under it wasn’t much more than
a straight line. You could have hung a
lantern on his chin but not without his
permission. He could have been forty
and he could have been sixty. I figured
fifty was about right.

I think you are a

HEN we finished sizing each
other up, he said: “I appreciate
your coming to see me, Mr. Pine.
Would you care for a drink?”
“If you will join me,” I said, in my
society voice. {
He bent and swung open a door
where desk drawers should have been
and pulled up a portable bar that oper-
ated on levers like a typewriter shelf.
There were three or four decanters and
a soda bottle and an electrical freezing
unit for cubes. All it lacked was a
brass rail and a barfly.
“Will scotch do, Mr. Pine?”
“It always has.”
He dug out a couple of highball -
glasses, poured respectable amounts of
whiskey from one of the decanters,

~ added ice cubes and soda, put a swizzle

in each and handed me one.
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We murmured a polite word or two
and drank. Mine tasted like something
you could bribe angels with. There
would have been no point in learning
the brand; I couldn’t have afforded it,
anyway.

I refused a cigar and took one of my
own cigarettes instead. He snapped on
a gold lighter from one of his vest
pockets and held it out to me with a
hand that trembled about as much as
the Cheops pyramid. After his cigar
was burning right, he pushed a copper
ashtray over where we both could
reach it and leaned back and blew out
a cloud of oily blue smoke and said:

“You are better than I expected, Mr.
Pine. I don’t know much about pri-
vate investigators, you see, and I had
pictured some sort of beetle-browed
subhuman with flat feet, a derby hat,
and given to talking from the side of
his mouth.” ;

I couldn’t think of anything to say to
that so I didn’t say anything.

“Tell me something about yourself,
if you don’t mind. I’m not just being
curious, I assure you.” {

“Tt won’t take long,” I said. “I'm

thirty-one, five-feet-eleven, one hun-
dred and seventy pounds. The dent in
the bridge of my nose came from high
school football. I was an investigator
in the State’s Attorney’s office until a
change in administration gave me a,
new boss. He had a nephew who needed
a job. I went into business for myself
about a year ago.”
- His smile showed even white teeth
that were probably his own. “I imag-
ine it was a good thing for you, Mr.
Pine. You impress me as a man who
does not like to take orders.”

“If you mean that the way I think
you do,” I said, “it’s a compliment.”

“Exactly.”

A gray squirrel darted along the
ledge of the terrace outside the win-

dows, startling a robin who had been
minding his own business. The robin
said about what a man would have
said under similar circumstances and
flew off somewhere. - I cut down an im-
pulse to yawn and sampled my drink
again.

ANDMARK nodded as though he

had made up his mind. He put his

smile away and his glass dewn and said
crisply:

“Mr. Pine, I have a daughter—ac-
tually a stepdaughter, although /I le-
gally adopted her when she was hardly
more than an infant. Now she’s grown
into a very lovely and charming young
woman and I love her very much. But

. . she has caused me some trouble
and quite a bit of worry from time to
time.” .

He stopped abruptly and looked past
the top of my head at nothing at all
and his lips went back to a tight line.

I said: “Is she in trouble again?”

My abruptness surprised him into
looking at me. ‘. . . I think so, yes.”

“What kind of trouble?” ;

“A man, Mr. Pine.”

“I see. How old is your stepdaugh-
tenRe

“She’ll be
months.”

“What form does the trouble take?”

He studied the ash on his cigar. “I
think she intends to marry this man.”

“You would object to that?”

He glared at me. “I most certainly
would! I told you my daughten is very
dear to me. I do not propose to allow
her to make a mess of, her life the way
her mother did.”

“T just asked,” I said mildly. “Of
course you realize your stepdaughter is
of age. If she’s hot to get married I
don’t see what can be done to pre-
vent it.” i

He got a little chilly around the

twenty-five in two
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eyes. “I didn’t send for you to tell me
that, Mr. Pine.”

“I’'m sure you didn’t,” I said. “And
while we’re on the subject, just what
did you call me in to do?”

People didn’t talk to him that way.
His face reddened and a vein began to
throb in his temple and for a rhinute
there I thought he was going to throw
a thousand dollars’ worth of desk at
me. He took three or four deep breaths
before he figured he could open his
mouth without having a roar jump eut.
Finally he said: .

“I want this affair broken off once
and for all. And I want it dome
quickly.”

“That sounds all right,” I said, “and
it can probably be done. But I'll have
to find out whether I want to do it.”

I got sneered at for that. “You'’re
mighty independent for a working man,
I would say.”

“You’d be right,” I said. “There’s no
point in getting mad at me, Mr. Sand-
mark. I make my living by working
at a business that has more bad smells
to it than most. I try to avoid them.
I don’t know enough of the facts on
this case to say anything one way or
the other. If it’s okay with you, I'll
ask some questions; if not, I’ll say
goodbye and no harm done.”

“ . . What do you want to know?”

“What is your stepdaughter’s
name?”’

“Leona.”

“Sandmark?”’

“Yes.”

“Okay. What’s her boy friend’s
name?”’

“Marlin. Gerald Marlin, I think.”

“You think?”

“She refers to him as Jerry. I've
never met him.”

“You mean she meets him only away
from the house?”

“ ..Leona isn’t living here, Mr.

Pine.”

“Why not?”

His shoulders moved in the ghost of
a shrug. f

I said: “I’ll have to know where
she’s staying.”

E TOOK some of his drink and set

the glass back on the desk but

kept his fingers around it. “Of course.

She has an apartment at 1317 Austin
Boulevard, Chicago.”

“That isn’t far from here; is it?”

“About a mile.”

“How long has she been living away
from home?”

“About two months.”

“Is she employed anywhere?”

“No. Certainly not.”

“Money of her own?”

“None to speak of. I give her an
allowance.”

“Mind telling me how much of an
allowance?”

“A thousand a month.”

“How long has she known this man
Marlin?”

“Well . . . about three months.”

“She knows you have no use for
him?”’ »

“I make no secret of my dislikes;
Mr. Pine.”

“And she moved out because you
didn’t like Marlin?”

He sighed and his heavy shoulders
sagged a little. “Leona is quite . .
well, headstrong. - She is stubborn,
willful, proud . . . and beautiful. She
is very beautiful, Mr. Pine.” Lines
deepened between his eyes. “I’ve tried
to keep her face from being hurt. I’'m
afraid I haven’t been successful, Her
father’s blood, I suppose. There have
been some unfortunate . . . inci-
dents.”

I waited, but he set his jaw and said
no more. If I wanted particulars I
was going to have to blast for them.
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Busting up a romance is never easy.
The more you know about both people,
the better chance you have of using
some,. possibly obscure item as a means
to th&t end. :

“What were the incidents, Mr. Sand-
mark?”’ :

“I don’t think we need go into that.”
He was polite about it, but it was a
frosty politeness meant to chill me into
dropping the subject. But I put on my
earmuffs and mittens and dug into it
anyway.

“I like to be thorough, Mr. Sand-
mark. You want me to go to work for
you. From what you have said, I'll be
actually working for your daughter too

. . even though she doesn’t realize it.
T’ll fight for both of you all the way
down the line. But I won’t be able to
do a good job if things keep popping up
to confuse me, when there would be no
need for confusion if I'd been told
about them in advance.

“You say your daughter has had
some trouble. A lot of nice people get
into trouble. I don’t expect to be in
charge on Judgment Day, so I don’t
go around sentencing people for prac-
tise.

“The point is, your attorney gave
you my name and, I suppose, recom-
mended me as someone you could trust.
Then go ahead and trust me, or ring the
bell and tell the maid to fetch my hat.”

It was a long speech for me and left
my throat parched. Sandmark sat there
without moving, looking at me from
behind a stone face. I took a long pull
at my highball that about finished it
and put down the glass and lit another
cigarette from the stub of the first and
waited. . . .

HE SMILED. I've seen wider smiles

on a cue ball, but there it was. He
took his cigar from a groove on the
ashtray and put it in his mouth. His

hand was steady as ever. He said:

“Youll do, Mr. Pine. . .. When '’
Leona was sixteen, two years after her
mother’s death, she ran off with a boy
in her class at high school and lived
with him alone for a week in his par-
ents’ summer home in Wisconsin. Nat-
urally, I did not prefer charges. . . .
When she was twenty she became in-
volved with a married man twelve
years her senior and was named as co-
respondent in the wife’s divorce suit.
I managed to keep that out of the
papers. . . . When Leona was almost
twenty-three she—I’ll be frank with
you, Mr. Pine—she had an affair with a
criminal . . . a handsome devil who
had served time for armed robbery,
counterfeiting, operating a confidence
game—I don’t know what all. Fortun-
ately no one ever found out about it
because he pulled something shortly
after he met Leona and was sent to
prison for two years.”

He sighed. “That’s the worst of it.
Although about three months ago T
paid off six thousand dollars in IOU’s—
gambling debts at a place called the
Peacock Club. I could have refused to
honor them, of course, but there were
some especially nasty threats made.

“Another time, just recently in fact,
I was called down to Central Station
to arrange bail for her. She had been
arrested in a gambling raid. And only
three weeks ago she came to me for
money—quite a considerable sum. She
refused to tell me why she wanted it.
Leona has quite a temper at times, and
there was something of a scene.”

“Still,” I said, “you gave her the
money?”’

“Yes. Yes. I have never been able,
really, to refuse her a thing.”

“How much did she want?”

“Five thousand dollars.”

“You’ve no idea why she wanted it?”

“It is not difficult to figure out.
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Gambling fascinates her.”

“It fascinates me too,” I said. “But
not five thousand dollars’ worth.”

There was pain in his fine eyes—
pain and a fierce pride. I finished my
drink and thought about what he’d
told me. Presently I said:

“It isn’t pretty, but I’ve heard worse.
Much. . . . What have you against
this Jerry Marlin, Mr. Sandmark?
Why shouldn’t your stepdaughter mar-
ry him . . . if that’s what he intends
to do.”

His jaw stiffened and his thick black
brows came together in an uncompro-
mising line. “Because he is the same
type of man that has hurt Leona be-
fore: a wavy-haired, smooth-talking,
flashily dressed young man with no vis-
ible signs of support. Eventually I
would have to buy an uncontested di-
vorce for her,"and you can be sure the
price would be considerable.”

I said: “I understood you to say
' yow’d never met him.”

“I was never introduced to him,”
Sandmark said grimly. “I managed to
avoid that. At first he called for Leona
on several occasions and I caught
glimpses of him. I didn’t need any
more than that.”

“How old a man is he?”

“Hard to say. He might be twenty-
eight and he might be thirty-five. Some-
where between those figures I'd say.”

“How would you describe him?”

E THOUGHT for a minute.
“Around five-feet-ten, a hundred
and sixty pounds, slender build, nar-
row face with small features and an
olive skin, black eyes set close together,
black hair with a wave in it, and I don’t
like his taste in clothing. ... I'm
afraid that’s the best I can do.”
“You did fine,” 1 said. “I feel like
I went to school with him. Do you
happen to know his address?”

“NO.”

. “Any of the places he might hang
around?”’

“NO.”

“You don’t think he works for a
living?”

“If he does it’s probably something
outside the law.”

“All right,” I said. “I think I get
the pitch; correct me if I’'m wrong. You
want me to dig into Marlin. You want
something on him that will be strong
enough to turn your stepdaughter
against him. And if T can dig up some-
thing that will put him away for a few
years, you’ll like that a lot.”

We stared into each other’s eyes.
The fingers of his right hand drummed
softly against the chair arm. Very
slowly he said: “I see that we under-
stand each other, Mr. Pine.”

“Maybe not too well,” I said.
“There’s always the possibility Marlin
is okay. Some people can’t help how
they look.”

His smile was as bleak as the Siber-
ian steppes. “I’m not engaging your
services to prove Marlin is a suitable
match for my daughter. I want this
romance cut off at the roots and I don’t
give a damn how it’s done.”

I looked at the empty glass in my
hand and said: “I don’t go in for fram-
ing people, Mr. Sandmark.”

He didn’t say anything, although I
waited to give him the chance. I said:
“T’ll look into it. It will cost you thirty
bucks a day. That includes expenses;
I don’t like to make out expense re-
ports. Is that satisfactory?”

His eyes were still watching me and
his smile was still cold. “There will be a
thousand dollar bonus if you get the
proper results. I would like you to
remember that.”

I nodded and let him see a face as
expressionless as his own. “That’s nice
and I can use the money. I’ll work to
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earn it, too, but no harder than the
original thirty a day would cover.”

He didn’t say anything to that. I
put down the glass and took out an-
other cigarette and turned it in my
fingers. I said: “I gather that I’'m to
stay away from your daughter on this.”

“Unless it can’t be helped,” Sand-
mark said quietly. “Certainly she must
not know what I’ve engaged you to do.”

“Have you a snapshot of her I can
have? It might help.” .

He pushed back the swivel chair and
stood up easily and went over to the
book shelves on the west wall and took
a dark leather album from one of the
lower shelves. He leafed through the
pages, found what he wanted, pulled it
loose, put the album back and came
over and tossed a small glossy print face
up on the desk in front of me.

While he was getting into his chair,
I picked up the snapshot. It showed a
girl in shorts and a sweater against a
background of Bougainvillia and pep-
per trees. She was fairly tall for a girl,
I judged, and slender with the kind of
slenderness that comes from a compass
instead of a ruler. She had at least
two excellent reasons for wearing a
sweater and her legs were probably
good for walking too.

I got around to her face finally. It
was a little too angular for perfect
beauty maybe, but I was satisfied. She
was wearing a lot of hair in a shoulder-
length bob with a swirl on top. She
had a good forehead and narrow eyes,

wide-spaced, and a thin aristocratic

nose. Her mouth was small and nicely
shaped, with the lower lip a little fuller
than it might have been. It would be
fun to nibble on that lip. She was look-
ing sulky, so I couldn’t see her teeth;
but I would have bet she didn’t have
gingivitis. .

I said: “It’s a nice picture. Too bad
it isn’t in color.”

DETECTIVE

In a far-away voice he said: “Her
eyes are gray-blue, like her mother’s.
Her hair is reddish-brown—the kind
they call chestnut, although you don’t
hear that word much these days.”

I took out my billfold and tucked the
snap into one of the pockets and put it
away again. “All right, Mr. Sandmark.
I have enough to start on. I’ll telephone
in a report in a day or two. Unless you
prefer to make them in person.”

I stood up and so did he. “The tele-
phone will do. Meanwhile, you will
want some money.”

He took a black pinseal wallet from
an inner coat pocket, counted out three
fifty-dollar bills and handed them to
me. It meant taking out my billfold
again but it was worth it. I refused a
second drink although it hurt me to do
so and he pushed a button set in the
desk’s edge. The same maid opened
the door, waited while I shook Sand-
mark’s hand, and led me into the
smaller hall and gavé me back my hat.

She put me gently out on the small
porch and closed the door. I walked
slowly down the path between the
irises, through the bronze gate and out
into the street.

The Plymouth was still parked at
the opposite curb. That surprised me
a little; considering the neighborhood
someone might have had it hauled away
to the dump.

CHAPTER I

WAS opening the car door when a

big black custom-built Packard con-
vertible coupe with its top down swung
around the corner on two wheels and
came down the street toward me with
a soundless rush.

A girl was behind the wheel—a girl
in a green linen tailored sport dress out
of Vogue and a ribbon to match in her
shoulder-length reddish-brown hair.
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There was a brown leather bag of golf
clubs propped in the seat next to her.
She came up even with me and swung
the Packard’s nose.into the Sandmark
driveway entrance and applied the
brakes.

It was none of my business. I slid in
behind my own wheel and put the key
in the ignition.

“Say. You there.”

As a voice it was probably all right

. a little husky but clear and not
too high-pitched. If there was a queen-
to-commoner quality to the tone the
Packard probably justified it.

I ducked my head and looked out the
window. The girl was swung partially
around in the seat and staring over
at me.

“You,” she called. “In the Plym-
outh.”

“Okay,” I said. “I hear you.”

“Come over here a minute.”

There would have been no point in
refusing. With that head of hair she
wasn’t likely to be anybody other than
Leona Sandmark. I had been told to
stay away from her, more or less, but
nothing was said about this kind of
situation.

So I got out of the Plymouth and
walked over to her. She had a cool,
impersonal expression on her lovely
face, the kind of expression installment
collectors get used to. She flicked me
with a glance and said:

“Pardon me, but did you just leave
this place?” _ "

I suppose I should have taken my
hat off and stood there clutching the
brim like a sharecropper being inter-
viewed by the mistress of the manor.
You could see it was what she expected.
Instead I pushed my hat back and
hooked my shoe over the fender apron
and gave her a leer and said:

“Gee, tutz, you caught me at a bad
time. But I ain’t doing nothing to-

night. Okay by you?”

She straightened up like I'd laid a
cadaver in her lap and her face turned
as red as a slaughter-house floor. “Well,
THbegiyour wisex

“You don’t have to apologize,”’
I said. :

John Sandmark had been wrong
about her eyes. They were green in-
stead of gray-blue and right now they
were hot as twelve passes in a crap
game. “I suppose you’re trying to be
funny!”

I shook my head mournfully. “I
guess I’m not very good at it.” I turned
around and started back “Well, it was
nice seeing you.”

“. . . Please don’t go. I'm—sorry.”

The lorgnette was gone from her
voice. I came back and said: “Okay.
Maybe I made a mistake. Is there some-
thing you wanted?”

SHE managed to push out a smile but

it was the hardest work she had
done all day. Her face seemed a little
less angular than the snapshot indi-
cated and the lower lip wasn’t quite as
full. But there wasn’t any doubt that
she was Leona Sandmark. Her dress
was pulled up well above her knees and
I could see two generous lengths of sun-
tan nylons and a strip of skin the color
of texture of new ivory.

I might have been looking at the
radiator cap for all she cared. She said:
“There’s no need for either of us to be
rude. I only wanted to know if you
just came out of 1424.”

I glanced over at the double gates
of the driveway. “From the looks of
the place it would be nice to come
out of.”

She took a quick breath and her chin
rose a degree or two. “Would you -
mind answering my question?”

“Is there any reason why I should?”

Her left hand jerked against the
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wheel as.though she had been on the
point of smacking me across the chops
but managed to control herself at the
last moment. She tried to stare me
down but my conscience was clear and
she was the first to look away.

She said: “All right. I’'m Leona
Sandmark, and I live here. I know my
father is worried about something.
When I saw you coming out I thought
maybe you had something to do with—
with . . . well, with what he is wor-
ried about.”

“What’s he worried about?”

“I don’t know.” She seemed to have
cooled off some and her eyes were more
blue than green. “I hoped you could
tell me that.”

“You made a nice try,” I said. “It’s
been swell meeting you, but I have to
gonow.” :

I was on the point of turning away
but she reached out and caught hold of
my sleeve. “No ... wait! You’re
keeping something from me, I can tell.
What did you want with my father?”

I looked down at her fingers. They
were very pretty fingers: long and
tapering and without the knobby
knuckles you see on so many feminine
hands. She wore no rings and the skin
was tanned and clear. I let my eyes
move slowly along the softly rounded
bare arm to her shoulder, to the V of
her neckline, to the poorly hidden panic
in her face. Right then she looked
older than twenty-four has any right to
look; older because she was scared to
death. It flickered in her eyes, it pulled
at the corners of her mouth, it beat in
the pulse of her throat.

“Look at it this way, Miss Sand-
mark,” I said gently. “If I had any-
thing to hide from you, I’d have given
you some smooth little story about be-
ing an insurance man, or something, -
long before this. By looking at it that
way, you’ll see that my business in the

DETECTIVE

neighborhood must be something that
couldn’t possibly be of any interest to
you.”

Her hand slipped slowly from my
sleeve as doubt began to replace fear.
“Then you’re not—a police officer?”

I shook my head gravely. “No,

“ma’am.”

“But you did call on my father?”

“I give you my word, Miss Sand-
mark, as far as I know I’ve never laid
my eyes on your father.”

“Then, damn you,” she snapped,
“why didn’t you say so to begin with?”

She slammed the tip of her golf shoe
on the starter and the hundred and
twenty horses tried to kick the Pack-
ard’s hood over the hedge. It made me
jump back. Not that Leona Sandmark
noticed. The hell with me. I wasn’t
important any more.. Maybe I never
had been. :

She kept her eyes straight ahead and
began to jab savagely at the horn but-
ton. But it was one of those musical
horns and the sound matched her mood
right then like pink ribbons on a prize-
fighter. ;

I could have hung around and pout-
ed. Instead I went back across the
street and climbed into the Plymouth.
While I was stepping on the starter, the
driveway gates folded back and the
convertible roared through and out of
sight ahead of a swirl of blue exhaust
smoke.

DROVE south and east until I was

back over the line into Chicago, at
Jackson Boulevard, then directly east
to the Loop. It was getting well into
five in the afternoon, but I had a job
to do and now was as good a time as
any. '

By the time I parked the car and put
away a sandwich and malted milk at a
Walgreen drug store, six o’clock had
rolled around. I picked a Red Streak
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edition of the Daily News off the stand
at Jackson and Wabash and went on to
where I spent the sitting part of my
days.

The Clawson Building was twelve
stories of tired red brick between a
couple of modern skyscrapers on the
south side of Jackson Boulevard, just
west of Michigan Avenue. It had been
put together before the turn of the cen-
tury by an architect who must have
figured he wasn’t going to be paid.
There were gargoyles on the cornices
and one in the superintendent’s office.
The halls were dark and forever
smelled of lye and damp hay. The
offices had businesses in them: one
business to each office and the kind of
business that made very little money
or none at all. I fitted right in there.

I had a reception room and an inner
office on the eighth floor, with a window
in each. There wasn’t anyone sitting
on the second-hand leather couch or in
. either of the two chairs, and the maga-
zines on the reed table were just as the
cleaning woman had left them the night

-~ before.

I unlocked the inner office door and
went in and tossed my hat on one of the
two brown metal filing cabinets in one
corner. There were a couple of en-
velopes under the mail slot and I picked
them up, tossed them on the desk and
went over and opened the window a
crack from the bottom. Two flies and
a little air came in behind the sound of
street cars from Wabash Avenue. I
pulled back the golden oak swivel chair
and sat down behind the oak desk and
snapped on the lamp and spread out
the newspaper.

The article was under a heading on a
three column box near the foot of the
first page.

UNIDENTIFIED MURDER
VICTIM GIVEN UNIQUE
FUNERAL

It was my funeral, all right. Some
rewrite man had really enjoyed himself
putting that yarn together. It seemed
that about thirty days earlier some
floater had been sapped to death in a
room at the Laycroft Hotel, a flea-trap
on West Madison Street in the heart of
Chicago’s Bumville. Nobody could
identify the corpse and the name on his
registration card was illegible, so it
ended up at the morgue and lay on ice
for a month waiting for some relative
to come along and claim it. Nobody
showed, however; and about the time
the coroner’s office was ready to bury
the body in the Oak Forest potter’s
field, an anonymous letter came in. The
letter instructed the coroner to turn the
body over to any undertaker for inter-
ment after chapel and graveside serv-
ices of a religious nature. Money ac-
companied the letter—enough money
to pay for a cemetery lot and the cost
of the funeral.

If there was any excitement over the
letter, it wasn’t enough to get the story
into the papers. Since the corpse had
gotten that way by being murdered, the
police probably kept the letter quiet,
hoping the murderer, or at least the
anonymous philanthropist, would show
up at the funeral.

Nothing like that happened; but
when twelve clergymen, each of a dif-
ferent denomination, arrived to officiate
at the services . . . brother, there was
a commotion! Each clergyman pro-
duced an unsigned letter engaging him
to run the show, and each was going to
run it, come drouth or flood!

A few tempers got strained before
the boys worked out a deal, but it was
finally decided that each was to have a
turn at officiating—both at the chapel
and at the cemetery.

Anyway, they got John Doe planted,
dusted off their hands and went back
to their churches. Then somebody—
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not necessarily one of the turned-col-
lar boys—tipped off at least one City
Editor and things started to buzz. You
could bet your umbilicus the news-
hawks weren’t through digging into the
puzzle. Circulations have been upped
on stories that started on a tamer note
than this one.

By the time I finished the article I
knew why Lieutenant George Zarr of

the Homicide Detail had asked so-
Well, he could ask

many questions.
somebody else.
to make.

I had my own living

I FOLDED the paper and put it in

the wastebasket and set about earn-
ing the money John Sandmark had
paid me earlier in the afternoon. The

envelopes from under the mail slot .

were just a couple of bills. I pawed
them into the middle desk drawer, dug
a Chicago telephone directory out of
another drawer and flopped it down on
the desk pad.

There were six listings under the

name Marlin. None of them was Ger-
ald or Jerry, and one was a company.
That meant five numbers to call.

I pulled the phone over in front of
me and, one by one, called all five.
Among them was one Jerry Marlin,
but he was nine years old and doing his
homework, so I passed him up.

That was that. I put back the re-
ceiver and lit another cigarette and
twiddled my thumbs over some think-
ing. Then I reached for the phone again
and dialled a number I didn’t have to
look up. It belonged to an unlisted
telephone in a six-by-eight cubbyhole
at the Criminal Courts Building out on
Twenty-sixth and California.

i Hllo?

I said: “Harvey?”

“Yeah.”

“This is Paul Pine.”

“Yeah?”

“Still a one syllable guy,” I said.
“How’ve you been, Harvey?”

“Okay.” ‘

I gave it up. “How about a little help,
pal?”

“Oka,y.” .

“You ever hear of a gee named Mar-
lin—Jerry Marlin?”

N

“Check up on it, anyway, will you,
Harvey? Tl hold on.”

“Okayl”

I propped my feet up against the
edge of the desk and leaned back and
waited. A wilted breeze slipped in
through the open window and riffled
the leaves of the Varga calendar and
the brunette in the red bathing suit
wiggled her hips at me. She was wast-
ing her time. An elevated 'train
screeched -on the Van Buren Street
curve two blocks away, a faint thin
screech like the E string on a violin.

“Pine?” said the receiver against my
ear.

“Yeah, Harvey. Anything?”

“Nothing on him.” 3

I sighed. “Okay. Thanks for try-
ing.”

“Right.” Click.

I reached out and pressed the cut-off
button and took the telephone standard
on my lap and dialled Police Headquar-
ters at Eleventh and State. It took an-
other fifteen minutes of talking and
waiting—mostly waiting—to get the
same answer Harvey out at the State’s
Attorney’s had given me. Mr. Gerald
Marlin was a clean as a Commencement
Day neck. Under that name anyway.

I thought some more, a little sourly
this time. If I was going to find out
what kind of jamoke Marlin was, I had
to start by finding him, where he lived,
what he did for a living. There were
three million people in town. Finding
one of them who wasn’t in the phone
book or on the records of the local law
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could get to be quite a job.

In my line of business I was used to
being talled on to find people. But my
clients usually supplied former ad-
dresses, a list of friends, former jobs:
information that made locating the
missing person mostly a matter of leg
work.

All John Sandmark had given was a
name, a description that would fit a lot
of guys, and orders to break up a ro-
mance. Of course, I could always pick
up Marlin by tailing Leona Sandmark
around until she met him some place.
But I had instructions to stay away
from her and, under the circumstances,
it was probably the better thing to do.
She had spotted me outside her step-
father’s home; if she found me under-
foot a second time I could get pressured
off the case. I made my living by stay-
ing on cases.

I went back over my talk with Sand-
mark. By the time I finished there was
an idea or two within reach. I blew on
them and polished them up a bit and
discovered they were pretty good ideas.
So I took my hat off the filing case and
locked the office door and went out to
see a movie.

CHAPTER IV

T WAS aclear hot night, with half a
platinum moon, hanging over the
Chicago Avenue water tower and a
blanket of gasoline fumes settling over
Michigan Avenue. I turned the Plym-
outh off at Huron Street and parked
half way down the block from Rush
and walked around the corner to the
Peacock Club—a night club that drew
most of its clientele from the powdered-
shoulders and white-tie crowd.

I let the doorman open the door for
me and went into the glittering foyer.
It was empty of customers, and beyond
the arched entrance the semi-circular

- rows of white-clothed tables showed

only a few diners dotted about the
empty dance floor. Only part of the
orchestra was on the stand and they
were playing quietly, almost to them-
selves, with most of the brasses loaﬁng.
The time was nine-forty-five.

The bar was off to one side behind a
glass partition from ceiling to floor. It
was a long straight hunk of what looked
like mahogany, with rounded corners
and, at the far end, a red-head in a
black evening dress behind a twenty-
six board under a light with a green
glass shade. A narrow mirror ran the
full length of the shelving behind the
bar, with a mural behind it that was
mostly nudes. There wasn’t much light,
but then there never is in places like
that. The only customers were four men
drinking together just inside the door.

I climbed onto the red leather top
of one of the chrome stools half way
down the bar and the nearer of the two
aprons unfolded his arms and drifted
over.

“Your order, sir?”

He was a compact little man, put to-
gether with the neat precision of a

* Swiss watch. His black hair was plas-

tered down above a small white face
with a brief nose and a mouth like a
pencil mark. His small narrow eyes
didn’t really see me.

“A dry martini,” I said.

He put it together with the economy
of motion of an old hand at the game.
When he set the glass in front of me,
I said:

“Marlin been in tonight?”

Now. he saw me, but nothing else
changed in his face. He put two nar-
row stubby-fingered white hands on his
edge of the bar and leaned forward with
polite attentiveness. He said: “What
was the name, sir?” His voice had a
peculiar false brightness to it that was
going to grow into nastiness if I let it.
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I didn’t inter 4 to let it. Isaid: “The
name was Marlin and it probably still
is. I asked you if he had been in to-
night.”

His lips curled back but he wasn’t
smiling. The light wasn’t good enough
for me to see what was in his eyes but
I knew what was in them just the same.
He said: “I don’t think I've seen you
around before, sir.”

I turned the stem of my glass slowly
between a thumb and forefinger and
waited for him to say something more
or move away and say it to somebody
else. He had told me all I wanted to
know.

He straightened up stiffly and moved
a few steps down the bar and found a
towel and wiped off a section of the
already immaculate wood. He studi-
ously kept his eyes away from me but
he was conscious that I was still sitting
there. I sipped at my drink and lit a
cigarette and looked smugly at myself
in the mirror behind the bar.

HEN I turned my head again the
barkeep was talking into a tele-
phone. It didn’t last more than thirty
seconds. He put back the receiver and
turned his head quickly and saw me
watching him. It made him jump a
little. For a moment or two he was
very busy doing nothing important,
then he sidled along the bar to where
I was sitting and smiled tightly and
said: “Shall I fill your glass, sir?”
“Not until I empty it,” I said.
“Yes, sir.”” He found another towel
and wiped off some more of the bar in
my vicinity. Two girls in bright eve-
ning dresses came into the bar with a
tall thin guy with a leng neck. They
sat down a few stools to my left and
called over my new friend and ordered
cocktails. They never got cocktails
any quicker than those, and all the time
the barkeep was keeping one eye on me.
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I finished my martini and he had
hold of the glass before it had time to
make a ring on the wood. ‘“Afiother,
sir?” :
“Relax,” I said. “I won’t run away.”

He stood there, holding the glass and
smiling his tight smile. I took out my
wallet and gave him a bill. He put the
glass under the bar and went over to
the register for change.

It took him twice the necessary time
to get the proper change together. He
came back and was counting it out care-
fully for me—something no experi-
enced apron would ever do—when a
medium-sized man wearing a tuxedo
came into the bar, looked around
quickly and came over to me. The bar-
keep got the stiffness out of his fingers
and face, gave me the rest of my change
without counting and moved away.

The man said, “Pardon me,” in a
soft voice and I looked around at him.
He was five or six years older than I,
with dark hair turning gray at the
temples, pointed ears and a face like
a tired fox. ;

“It’s a good thing you didn’t take
any longer getting here,” I said. “Your
stooge had his nails just about gnawed
down to the elbow.”

He looked me over carefully before
he said: “You wanted to see Mr. Mar-
lin?”

“Not that I recall,” T said. “I asked
if he had been in tonight, that’s all.”

“You know Mr. Marlin?” His polite-
ness was acquiring an edge.

“We have a mutual friend, I be-
lieve.”

“Yes?”

“You wouldn’t know him,” I said.

He put a long-fingered hand into the
jacket pocket next to me and said:
“This isn’t the best place to talk. Come
with me, please.”

If he had a gun in there it didn’t
mean anything. Only a hophead would
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do any blasting where we were and he
wasn’t a hophead. But I was satisfied
with the way things were working out.

I got off the stool and he steered me
through the foyer and into a small
private elevator around the corner from
the check room. I let him push the
button and we went up one flight and
along a narrow, heavily carpeted cor-
ridor with blue walls and past two or
three doors, to one at the end of the
hall. My guide gave a pair of soft
knocks on the panel and the lock began
to click and he pushed open the door
and we went in,

T WASN'T a very large room but
there was enough space for a knee-
hole desk in chrome with a blue com-
position top, and three leather chairs
~ with bent metal tubing for legs. Heavy
gold drapes with long fringing were
drawn at the two windows and there
was the feel of air-conditioning.

The man behind the desk was some-
one I had never seen before. He was a
good six-feet-four, two hundred and
fifty pounds if an ounce, and about as
much fat on him as you’d find on the
handle of a cane. His shoulders were as
broad as the jokes at a Legion stag and
the head above them seemed too small
to be his own. His hair was black and
there wasn’t much of it and what there
was he wore long and combed across to
hide the bald spot. He had small ears
that lay close to his head and small
black glittering eyes at the bottom of
deep shadowy sockets. The hollows
under his cheek bones were as deep as
the pocket in a catcher’s mitt.

When I was standing in front of the
desk across from him, he stared at me
with a kind of brooding composure like
a department store president about to
bawl hell out of an assistant buyer.
You could tell right off that he took
himself seriously and expected you to

take him the same way.

His first words were to the guy who
had brought me there. “See if he is
armed, Andrew.” His voice was deep
but strangely flat, dry as an old bone.

Hands came from behind and patted
over me, then fell away. “He’s clean,
SinEd

I got looked at some more before the
man behind the desk said: “My name is
D’Allemand, sir. Who are you?”

I told him my name but it didn’t
seem to make much of an impression.
He picked up an ivory handled letter
opener that matched the rest of the
desk accessories and moved it around in
his broad heavy hands and continued
to stare at me. It would have been
nice for him to ask me to sit down but,

- clearly, the thought never crossed his

mind.

He said: “What is your business with
Mr. Marlin?” ‘

“I don’t have any business with
him,” I said. “I don’t even know him,”

“Yet you asked for him?”

“T asked about him,” T corrected.

“Don’t split hairs with me, Mr. Pine.
I want to know what your interest is in
Marlin.”

His feudal baron air began to heat up
the back of my neck. I said: “What
the hell do I care what you want, Mac.
I came up——”

SOMETHING hard came out of no-

where and exploded against the side
of my jaw. I spun sideways and
slammed against one of the tubular
chairs and went over with it, plowing
the rough beige carpeting with my right
cheek. I tried to roll as I fell but a
pointed shoe hammered into my right
side just below the ribs and the breath
whooshed out of me. The room began
to swim in dim circles and I went as
limp as a sunburned candle.

. . - A hand twisted into my coat
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front and hauled me up on rubber legs.
I blinked a few times and slowly the
room came back into focus. The hand
released me and I swayed and would
have fallen if I hadn’t reached out and
caught hold of the desk across from
D’Allemand.

He sat there toying with the letter
opener - and if his expression had
changed any, I couldn’t see it. I
straightened up gradually and looked
around at foxy-faced Andrew. He was
smiling a bitter little smile and run-
ning a thumb lightly over the knuckles
of his right hand.

My voice sounded thick in my ears.
“You kind of made a mistake there,
friend. I’ll talk to you about it some-
time.”

He could move quick, I'd say that
for him. I started to jerk my head aside
as his fist came up, but my reflexes
weren’t back to normal yet. The blow
caught me high on one cheek and I sat
down on the floor and leaned my head
wearily against one of the cool metal
desk legs. .

“Get me his wallet, Andrew.”

A hand slid into my inner coat pock-
et. I didn’t do anything about it. I
couldn’t do anything about it. It came
out again with my purse between the
fingers and disappeared somewhere into
the void above me.

“Get him to his feet, Andrew.”

Up I came, with a jerk that made my
teeth rattle. I leaned against the desk
and put fingers gently against my cheek
and said nothing at all.

D’Allemand was flipping idly through
the transparent identification panels in
my wallet. Presently he tossed it over
in front of me and said: “You may put

it away, Mr. Pine. I haven’t kept any-
thing.”

I put it away.

“So you are a private detective.” He
nodded his head about a quarter of an

inch and for some reason seemed faint-
ly pleased. “I don’t suppose you would
care to tell me who has hired you to
inquire after Mr. Marlin?”

I didn’t say anything.

“Well, I won’t press you, Mr. Pine.
T will advise you to forget your interest
in Jerry, however. I don’t like my em-
ployees to be bothered.”

He waited for me to say something
to that but I failed him. The only thing
I was capable of saying right then
would have earned me another drop-
kick.

He shrugged. “Very well, Mr. Pine.
. . . Help him find his way out, An-
drew.”

We went out and left him sitting there
behind his desk. The man with the
foxy face followed me down the corri-
dor and into the elevator. He pushed
the button and we dropped down a floor
and stepped out into the foyer. And all
the time neither of us so much as looked
at the other.

I turned and walked through the door
and left him standing there. . . .

CHAPTER V

PARKED the Plymouth along the

curb a block north of Pratt Boule-
vard and walked around the corner to
the apartment hotel where I kept my
books and my other shirt. The tree-
sheltered street was dark and quiet and
I could hear, faintly, the traffic sounds
from Sheridan Road two blocks to the
east.

Most of the lights were out in the
lobby of the Dinsmore Arms as I came
in through the heavy Screen door and
crossed to the desk where Wilson, the
night clerk, sat in his shirt sleeves be-
hind the switchboard reading a pulp
magazine. ;

I don’t walk heavy and there was
thick carpeting under my feet; but he
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heard me anyway. He jerked up his
head and peered at me through the thick
lenses bridging his shapeless nose.

I said: “Evening, Sam. Any mail?”

He got out of his chair and came over
to the ledge, staring at me with his
thick neck bent forward a little, like a
dog that recognizes you but wants to
take a sniff to be sure. His last shave
had been a little careless and there was
a patch of stubble on the underside of
his second chin and another at one cor-
ner of his loose-lipped mouth. He
smelled some of stale sweat and cigar-
ette smoke. He always smelled that
way.

“G’d evening, Mr. Pine,” he said in
his thin sharp voice. “No mail, no sir.
But this here lady’s been waiting for
you.” :

I knew she was there before he was
past the first three words. There was a
perfume—a scent so subtle you weren’t
really conscious of the odor; you knew
only that there was a very lovely woman
somewhere near you.

I turned around, not fast and not
slow. It was Leona Sandmark.

She said: “You lied to me,” in a
small tight voice.

Behind me, Sam Wilson shifted his
feet and began to breathe with his
mouth open. He was probably thinking
that my past had caught up with me
and maybe she was going to pull a gun
and make her illegitimate child half an
orphan before it was born.

“You’re pretty good,” I said, staring
at her. “My office address is the only
one in the book.”

For all I could tell she might not have
heard me. She said: “You did see my
father this afternoon, didn’t you?” in
the same small tight voice.

Sam’s breathing was getting noisier.
I said: “Shall we kick it around down
here, or would you rather come up-
stairs for some privacy?”

She blinked and her head jerked back
slightly as though I’d jabbed a finger
at her eyes. Her glance shifted and
went past me to the night clerk.

“Very well.” She whirled around
and marched stiffly across the lobby to
the push-button elevator, and I trailed
along. The cage was on one of the up-
per floors and I put an arm in front of
her and pressed the button to bring it
down. For all the attention she paid, I
might as well have been in Vancouver.

It seemed like a good time to look
at her. The was wearing patent leather
pumps on narrow, well-bred feet below
long slim ankles and beautiful calves in
sheer hose that were not rayon. I
couldn’t see her knees but I remem-
bered there was enough meat on them .
for dimples. Her two-piece suit was of
very dark blue gabardine that fitted her
slender lines like it appreciated the op-
portunity. The blouse was white and
simple, with a severe neck-line, and
probably had cost enough to pay my
hotel bill for a week. She was still wear-
ing her hair long and bare, but the
swirl and the ribbon were gone, re-
placed by a ruler-straight part in the
middle.

She was very beautiful and she was
very angry. Anger, tightly controlled
anger, showed in the pinched look
around her nose and mouth, in the stiff
set of her shoulders, in the way her
long, ringless fingers dug into the shiny
black leather bag she carried.

I opened the cage door and followed
her in. Sam was still standing at the
desk and staring, his mouth open. I
had ruined the night for him.

NOTHIN G was said on the way up.
: I couldn’t think of anything to say
and she was waiting to get me alone.
We went along the corridor to 307 and
I got out my keys and unlocked the:
door and flicked the wall switch, light-
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ing the two end-table lamps that flanked
the blue- and beige-striped davenport
against the far wall. ‘

Leona Sandmark stalked in and
stood in the middle of the room and
looked around, although I don’t think
she saw anything. I closed the door
and threw my hat on the lounge chair
and said:

“Won’t you sit down, Miss Sand-
mark?”

Her eyes came around and clawed
my face. “This isn’t a social call,” she
said with a distant kind of coldness.
“I came here to find out why you lied
to me. And I want to know why you
were calling on my father this after-
noon.”

“Is that going to keep you from sit-
ting down?”

Some of the pinched tightness around
her mouth smoothed out, leaving her
with a curiously baffled expression that
threatened to overshadow the anger.
She said: “Thank you,” in a vague
kind of way and took two or three stiff
steps over to the couch and sank down
on the edge.

I took out my cigarettes, tapped a
couple part way out and extended the
pack. “Smoke?”

She took one and continued to hold
it between the tips of her thumb and
forefinger, her eyes never leaving my
face. I gave all my attention to strik-
ing a match and holding the flame out
to her. She put the cigarette between
her lips, bent her head and dragged
smoke deep into her lungs. Then she
leaned back and crossed her legs and
exhaled the smoke in a thin blue line. . .

When I looked up from lighting my
own cigarette, she was watching me
again. It surprised me a little to see
that there was no expression at all on
her face now, and for the first time it
really dawned on me that Leona Sand-
mark was very young in years.

DETECTIVE -

I said: “Can I offer you a drink,
Miss Sandmark?”

“You seem to insist on making this
a social call.”

“Is there any reason why it shouldn’t
be one?”

“Not if you decide to answer my
questions.”

“I might do that.”

“Why were you calling on my
father?”

“Will you have that drink?”

“NO!” s

“Okay,” I said mildly. “You don’t
have to yell at me.”

ER lips twitched . . . and she was
smiling. It was my turn to stare.
She wasn’t an unspanked brat from
the idle rich any more. She was a nice
firm round young woman, with bowels
and a complexion and a sense of hu-
mor. There was a personality to her—
a personality born-of fire and ice and
tungsten steel. She could be a hell of
a lot of fun . . . and you could end
up paying for your fun, too.

“Damn you,” she said, without ran-
cor. “I’ll have that drink after all.”

I said: “Excuse me,” meekly and
tottered into the kitchen and got a bot-
tle of Scotch and a couple of tall glasses,
some charged water and ice cubes. I
brought the stuff in and put it on the
coffee table. She refused a highball,
took the Scotch bottle from me and
poured better than a jigger into one of
the glasses and drank it like water after
an aspirin.

She made a face as she put down the
glass. “I don’t think much of your
choice of liquor, Mr. Pine.”

“How would you know about my
choice of liquor?” I said, nettled. “I’ll
bet that one never even touched your
tongue.” ;

She watched me sample my drink,
her eyes thoughtful. Just when she was
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on the point of saying something, she
bit her lip and stood up abruptly and
began to wander aimlessly about the
room. It sat where I was and watched
the way her thighs moved under the
blue gabardine skirt.

“At least you know how to furnish
a room,” she said, her back to me.

“Well, that’s something,” I said.

She had forgotten me. She was run-
ning a finger along the backs of the
books in the corner shelf, while, in the
other hand, her cigarette sent up a thin
wavering line of smoke. The yellow
light from the lamps picked out the red
in her hair, forming a misty halo the
color of a bloodstain.

“For a private detective,” she said
over her shoulder, “you certainly read
some odd books. Wilkinson’s Flower
Encyclopedia, Warrior of the Dawn, by
Howard Browne—whoever he is; and
Marx’s Das Kapital. 'What happened
to your copy of Five Litile Peppers”’?

“I loaned it to another private de-
tective,” I said. . :

She drifted on, touching things,
straightening the edge of a picture
frame, smoothing the window drapes,
fingering the material of the bridge
lamp. She was trying to get across to
me the idea of being perfectly at ease,
but the tense lines in her face told a
different story. . . . :

I said: “Will you for crisakes light
somewhere?”

She stopped in her tracks, her back
to me, and it was half a minute before
she turned around. The light gave a
shine to her eyes that might have been
tears. If it was, they weren’t running
down her cheeks. She put out her
hands in a kind of futile gesture and
said: ’,

“T might as well leave. I can see I
wasted my time coming here.”

I continued to look at her without

saying anything,

“All right.” She crossed to the lounge
chair and picked up my hat and put it
on the coffee table and sat down, rest-
ing the black leather bag in her lap.
“I’ve lit, Mr. Pine. Are you ready to
talk to me?”

“Sure,” T said. “Where did you get
my address?”

She frowned impatiently. “What dif-
ference does it make?”

“None, probably. I'd just like to
know.”

“I took down your car’s license num-
ber. A friend at the City Hall got me
the information on it.”

“You go a long way to satisfy your
curiosity, Miss Sandmark.”

THat put more color in her cheeks.
“It wasn’t just curiosity. I had to talk
to you. I must know why you called
on my father.”

“Did your father say I called on
him?”

“No. I... didn’t ask him.”

“Then how do you know?”

“Rose told me.”

URose?”

“The maid.”

“She must have told you my name.
Then why all this hocus-pocus about
my license number?” '

“All she knew was that your name
was, Pine. . . . Will you answer one
question, Mr. Pine?”

“That depends.”

Her fingers tightened on the bag and
she bent forward a little and stared into
my eyes. “Did you call and ask my
father to see you, or did he call you
first for some reason of his own?”

I ROTATED the highball glass gently

in my fingers and the tinkle of ice
cubes against its sides was a cool sound
against the silence. Leona Sandmark
remained in her bent, strained position,
her lips parted a trifle, her breasts ris-
ing and falling under shallow, uneven
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breathing. Her cigarette, forgotten,
smouldered in her fingers of one hand.

Isaid: “Who's tightening the screws
on you, Miss Sandmark?”

It made her jerk back like I’d slapped
her. The purse slid off her knees and
hit the floor with a dull thud. I bent
and scooped it up before she could
move. It seemed heavier than necessary
and my fingers felt out the shape of an
object not usually carried in ladies’
bags.

I unsnapped the catch, reached in
and took out a gun. It was a blue steel
Colt .32 Pocket Positive, the kind with
the two and one half inch barrel and
weighing around fifteen or sixteen
ounces.

“Somebody,” T said, glancing up at
her, “should speak to you abouf your
taste in compacts.” ;

She was mad at me again. Her eyes
flashed and the full lower lip had tight-
ened up till her mouth was an uneven
red line. “You—you snoop!” she spat
at me. “You had no right to do that.
Put it back where you found it and give
me my bag.”

I turned out the cylinder and spun it.
There was a cartridge in every cham-
ber. I clicked the cylinder back in
place, took the handkerchief from the
breast-pocket of my coat, spread it over
my right hand and laid the gun in its
center. I wiped it carefully and let it
slide from the handkerchief into the
bag, closed the bag and laid it on the
far end of the coffee table.

I tucked the handkerchief back in
my pocket. “It’s against the law to
carry guns, Miss Sandmark,” I said
mildly. “Didn’t you know?”

She shook her head impatiently.
“Please. Whether or not I carry a gun
is none of your business. I asked you
whether your call on my father was his
idea or yours.”

“And I,” I said, “asked who is black-

DEVECTIVE
mailing you. Or did you hear me?”

ER eyes regarded me levelly. “I
heard you. The question doesn’t
make sense. Why should anyone try to
blackmail me? I’ve done nothing
wrong.”

“Everybody at one time or another
has done something wrong, Miss Sand-
mark,” T said soberly. “I make my
living at being a detective and I see
things a certain way. Look: this after-
noon you get in a sweat because you
find me coming out of your house. I
might have been the maid’s new boy
friend, or reading the gas meter, or sell-
ing can openers. But you got excited
enough to take my license number and
find out who I was.. You were afraid
to ask the old man what his business
was with me. Then you stick a gun in
your purse and come tearing out here
to ask me if calling on John Sandmark
was my idea or his. Your nerves are
jumping like a juke joint on Saturday
night.

“You know how that looks to me?
It looks like you stubbed your toe on
something and the wrong guy picked
you up. He wants dough to keep his
mouth shut—Tlots of it. Eitker you lay
it in his mitt or your dad will be asked
to pay off. You’ve tried to stall him off,
but you can’t be sure he’ll wait.

“Then I show up. Maybe I’'m work-
ing with the blackmailer. You find out
I'm a private dick. I could still be
working on the squeeze, or your old
man has already been contacted and is
calling me in to work on it for him.
Either way, you've got to know.”

There was a curious mixture of fear
and relief and rage in her face. Even
with all that she managed to stay beau-
tiful. She stood up slowly and picked
up her purse from the table and put it
under her arm.

“I want to know why you saw my
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father today, Mr. Pine. How much will
it cost me to find that out?”

I looked up at her through the veil
of smoke from my cigarette. She was
back on the idle rich side of the tracks
again. Her eyes were hotly contemptu-
ous, her mouth a sneer that said every
" man had his price and how much was
mine.

I said: “How much have you got?”

She paid me the compliment of being
surprised by the question. That meant
she hadn’t really pegged me as a guy
who could sell out a client.

“Would—would four hundred do?”

“Nope.”

8 aWielle2

“Shall I read you a sermon on hu-
man behavior, Miss Sandmark? When
you want something from somebody,
don’t make him think he’d be a heel for
giving it to you.”

Her narrow nostrils flared. “I’ll tell
you something: Being superior and
condescending won’t get you anything,
either.” .

“I don’t want anything,” T reminded
her.

One more like that and T’d get that
black leather purse against my jaw.

“ .. Wil you tell me why you
called on my father, Mr. Pine?”

4(N0pe.”

“Will you sell me the information?”

“Hunh-uh.”

“Why not?”

“You wouldn’t know why not if I
told you.”

“You're being superior again.”

“Then stop making me feel superior.”

“You . . . you're impossible!”

I grinned, stretched out my legs. “I
am also a beast. May I offer you some
more of my bad liquor, Miss Sand-
mark?”’

For a moment her eyes blazed at me
in a wildly futile way; then her teeth
clicked shut and she turned abruptly

and moved blindly toward the door. In
the spirit of a true host, I got up to open
it for her and say goodnight.

It was so much wasted effort. The
door banged shut before I was halfway
across the room. I went back to the
davenport and took off my coat and
shoes and made myself a fresh highball.

Evidently there were some angles to
Vaffaire Sandmark the old boy hadn’t
told me about. Maybe that was be-
cause he didn’t know about them. Or
maybe there was more in his mind than
breaking up a romance. Maybe a lot
of maybes.

It seemed my original idea for locat-
ing Marlin would be the best way after
all. At least it would be the quickest

. and the way things were shaping
up, I'd better get in there quick, or
be left behind.

CHAPTER VI

BAKING west wind came down

the canyon called Jackson Boule-
vard. I stood at the office window
and watched the papers flutter on the
newsstand under the el tracks at Wa-
bash Avenue. Gusts whipped skirts
under frantic fingers, but from eight
floors up my interest was academic.
The sun was gone behind the office
buildings on LaSalle Street but had
left plenty of heat to remember it by.
Gray-blue dusk filled the streets, like
fog in a valley. Display window lights
were already on and colored neon lights
cut tunnels in the thin gloom. My
cigarette tasted like it had spent a week
under a hair dryer.

Chicago’s Loop . . . in the hours
between the time-clock and the theater.
The loneliest place on earth. The Sa-
hara could be no lonelier.

Faintly through the wall of the
neighboring office came the mosquito
buzz of a dentist’s drill. I opened the
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window wide in case a breeze devel-
oped, got out of my coat and hung it on
the back of the customer’s chair, turned
on the desk lamp and unfolded the
Red Streak edition of the Daily News
I had picked up on my way back from
dinner at the Ontra, and sat down to
catch up with the world.

I found a mildly interesting article
on page three: a follow-up to the previ-
ous day’s story of the funeral where
twelve elergymen took turns smoothing
a path to the hereafter for a man
known only as John Doe.

John, it developed, had been a man
in his early fifties, around a hundred
and fifty pounds, rather good-looking
in a small-featured way, partially bald,
and tanned almost to blackness. De-
spite the slightness of his build, the item
said, Doe had been unusually muscular,
and his hands were the calloused hands
of a laborer.

The killer had removed all labels
from his victim’s ready-made clothing,
and not so much as a toothbrush had
been found in the room. The clerk at
the Laycroft told police that Doe had
registered late one afternoon, paying a
week in advance as he had no luggage.
The following morning a ehambermaid
found Doe dead on the floor beside his
untouched bed, the top of his head
beaten in.

None of the hotel employees recalled
seeing any mysterious strangers the
previous evening, but the building stairs
were just inside the hotel entrance,
making it possible to reach the upper
floors without passing the desk.

Lieutenant George Zarr of the Cen-
tral Homicide Detail, said the article in
conclusion, stated that in his belief the
dead man had been some petty gangster
from out of town. An enemy had
tracked him down, killed him, then ar-
ranged the funeral as a weird kind of
practical joke. It was evident, although

DETECTIVE

the item didn’t say as much, that Zarr
was sick of the entire matter and would
like it to be forgotten.

Y THE time I got past the sport

page and Li’l Abner, my wrist-
watch showed a quarter to ten. I put
the paper in the wastebasket, opened
the bottom drawer of the desk and
brought out a glass and the office bottle.
The glass was smeared and there was
a dead fly in it. Considering the kind
of liquor I used, the fly should have
known better.

I flushed the smoke from my throat
with bourbon direct from the bottle, set
fire to another cigarette and put the
bottle and unused glass away. For an-
other ten minutes I sat there and poi-
soned the air with smoke and listened
to the Polish voices of the scrubwomen
down the corridor. The building’s
musty wet-hay smell seeped into the
room and outfought the odor of tobacco -
smoke. I would have liked to go home
and take a shower and lie naked on the
bed in front of the open window and
leaf through the Oakspe Bible I had
picked up a few days before . . .

At ten o’clock I picked up the phone
and dialled Information and asked for
the number listed for Miss Leona Sand-
mark, 1317 Austin Boulevard.

There wasn’t any. I put back the
receiver and chewed my lip. If she had
a telephone, it was unlisted. Okay,
there was a way to get around that. I
called another number. . . . .

“Gregg?”

“Vieahiid .

“Pine

“Paul? How they hanging, pal? We
missed you.” :

“Like so much,” I said. “Do some-
thing for me, Gregg?”

SIS, 7

“I want a phone number.
listed.”

It isn’t
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“All right. What’s her name?”

“Sure,” I said. “It’s a woman. What
did you expect—a eunuch? That’s what
I like about you State’s Attorney boys
—always—"

“What’s her name?”

I told him, including the address. He
said: “It’ll take a minute. Give me
your number and I'll call you back.”

Five minutes later the phone rang.
“Austin 0017.”

“Thanks, Gregg.”

“Buss her for me.”

“She’s flat-chested,” I said.

“I said buss. It means kiss. B-u-s-s,
buss.”

“I heard you,” I said. “I was just
admiring your education.”

He grunted and hung up. I depressed
the cut-off bar, released it and dialled
the Austin number,

Two long buzzes. A click. A male
voice, tenor, said: “Hello.”

I was ready for that too. “Mr. Mar-

tin?” I said, slurring the name.

He didn’t like it. He didn’t like it
even a little bit. His voice went down
three octaves and got as cadgy as a
virgin at a picnic.

“Who is this?”

I said: “This is Ed McGuire, Mr.
Martin. I’ve thought it over and de-
cided not to sell after all. I hope there’s
no hard feelings.”

“ . . What number do you want?”
His voice was back to normal.

“Austin 0117,” I said, getting short
about it. “I want to speak to—"

“Wrong number.” The phone went
dead.

I took the receiver away from my

ear, leered at it, said, ‘“The hell you say,
brother,” and laid it gently back on the
cradle. I put on my hat and coat,
slipped an extra pack of cigarettes into
a pocket, turned out the light, locked
the inner office door and went out into
the corridor. ;

HE night man took me down in the

elevator and I walked around the
corner to the parking station and had
one of the attendants bring out the
Plymouth. He used a cloth on the
windshield and came over to the win-
dow as I started the motor.

“She needs a wash job pretty bad,
Mr. Pine.”

“She always does,” I said, reaching
for the gearshift. “It’s an indication of
my character.”

He was polite about it but he wasn’t
amused. I rolled out on to Wabash,
dodged the el pillars south to Jackson,
turned west and went on about my busi-
ness.

Heavy clouds had piled up to the
west, blotting out the stars. There were
occasional flickers of heat lightning,
and a weighted coolness in the air prom-
ised rain. Rain would be all right if I
didn’t have to get out into it. I figured
I wouldn’t have to get out into it.

At a quarter to eleven I turned north
into Austin Boulevard. Beyond Lake
Street the homes thinned out and high-
grade apartment buildings took over.
Trees lined the parkways between
street and sidewalk, and while there
were street lights, they couldn’t do
much because of all the leaves. _

The 1300 block was just as dark and
just as quiet as the others along there.
A few cars, most of them beyond the
popular priced field, were parked paral-
lel to both curbs, their outlines dim in
the heavy tree shadows. The smell of
rain was stronger now, the air cooler,
and thunder grunted from far off.

There was plenty of roem to park in
front of where I judged 1317 to be. I
pulled in at the curb, cut off my lights
and the motor and stepped out onto the
strip of grass.

It was a six-story yellow brick apart-
ment building, very new, with five en-
trances off a central court. The court
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was filled with bushes and flower beds
laid out in neat lines by a gardener with
no imagination, and bounded with the
rectangle formed by the sidewalk lead-
ing to the entrances. A vine-covered
arch of yellow brick straddled the walk
in front of the court, with a massive
iron lantern attached to either abut-
ment. Yellow light from electric globes
in the lanterns illuminated copper nu-
merals directly below them. The num-
ber on the left was 1317; on the right,
132/5%

I walked slowly through the arch and
turned left where the walk divided. The
. sharp straight lines of the roof edge

against the flickering sky gave me the
feeling of standing at the bottom of a
quarry.

Behind a few of the windows soft
lights burned against the night, but
most of them were dark. A very good
radio let the muted strains of a dance
orchestra. drift down into the courtyard,
and a woman laughed close by, full-
throated yet subdued.

The first entrance showed 1317 in
neat figures .painted in a slanted line
across the door glass. I pushed open
the door and came into a foyer with
imitation marble walls and two-tone
tessellated stone to walk on. It looked
as clean as a hospital corridor; it prob-
ably always looked that clean.

Two rows of bell-buttons and an in-
tercom phone were set in a niche in the
wall on my right. Six buttons to a row;
that meant twelve apartments, two to a
floor. The top button on the left was
.opposite a glassed-in card that read:
L. Sandmark 6A.

S I remembered, the windows on
the top floor had been dark. That
could mean any one of several things.
To learn exactly, I pressed the button
next to L. Sandmark 6A.
Nothing happened. I shifted my feet

DETECTIVE

to ruin the silence and put my thumb
back on the button and left it there for
maybe ten seconds.

It might as well have been ten years.
Either they were afraid to answer,
which hardly seemed likely, or they had
gone out since I telephoned. And if
they had gone out at that hour, it would
probably be daylight before they
thought of going home.

All right. I would wait. I had the
time. I had all the time in the world.
I lit a cigarette and threw the match
stub on the nice clean tessellated floor;
which put me in the same class as a guy
who would wipe his feet on the Mona
Lisa, and went back out to the street
and got in behind the wheel of the
Plymouth.

For a while I did nothing more ex-
citing than sit there and blow smoke
through my nose and listen to the cars
whisper past and watch people walk by
on their way home from the neighbor-
hood movies or the corner tavern.
What had been a slight breeze was now
an uncertain wind that blew in brief
angry gusts, like a fat man working up
a rage. It had the clinging damp feel
of rain close by, and the flicker of light-
ning was almost continuous.

Two or three times people turned in
through the yellow brick arch of the
apartment building, but only once did
anybody open the deor to 1317, and
that was an elderly couple.

Pedestrians got to be farther .and
farther apart and hardly any more cars
went by. I struck a match and looked
at my watch. Twelve-forty-five. I
yawned and took off my hat, turned on
the radio very soft, slumped down and
put my feet on the dashboard and let the
minutes drift. . . .

A box car going through a bass drum
snapped me out of a light doze. Thun-
der. Lightning forked the sky bright
enough to read by and another bucket
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of noise spilled over the car. And here
came the rain. :

I rolled up the side windows and
switched off the radio and continued to
sit, listening to the drumming drops
against the roof. It was coming down
very hard, too hard to last long. One
of these summer rains you think is go-
ing to cool off the town for a few days
but seldom does.

A car pulled in behind me, its head-
lights showing the big drops bouncing
knee-high off the black pavement. A
minute later the door slammed and a
man and a woman in evening clothes
dashed across the sidewalk. It wasn’t
my couple; I saw that right away. They
disappeared quick and the car turned
out and rolled past me and away. It
was a Checker cab.

I took another look at my watch.
Three-thirty-five. I began to wonder
if Marlin and the Sandmark girl hadn’t
returned while I was pounding my ear.
He could have taken her in and gone
out again and all this was for nothing.
Paul Pine, ace detective. Always de-
pendable for walking the dog and firing
the cook.

WENTY more minutes went by like

. rolling a brick uphill. The rain had
settled down to a steady cloudburst
and the lightning and thunder were in
there pitching. I smoked another cig-
arette and shivered a time or two and
thought longingly of the scotch I had
had in John Sandmark’s library the
afternoon before.

Headlights cut a swath in the rain
and a big black Packard convertible
moved slowly past me and cut in to
the curb not more than six feet in front
of my radiator. Right then it seemed I
caught the gleam of another set of head-
lights at my rear, but it was gone before
I could be sure. The tail lights of the
Packard shone wetly red, like the

bleary eyes of a drunk with a crying
jag.

The door of the Packard opened and
a man in a tan trench coat stepped out
on the curb. He was an inch or two
under six feet, slender, and the rain
glistened on thick black hair with a
wave in it. Lightning flashes let me see
him clearly enough to be satisfied it was
Jerry Marlin.

He put his hand in and helped out a
girl in a red evening wrap over long
white dress. She was holding up a
newspaper to protect the dark cloud of
hair that fell to her shoulders. Marlin
banged the door shut and they ran, side
by side, toward the yellow arch. I sat
there and watched them go.

Just as they reached the sidewalk, a
man in a dark raincoat and a pulled-
down felt hat came out from behind my
car and took four long fast strides that
brought him up close behind Marlin.
His right arm, bent .at the elbow, was
stiffly extended and something gleamed
dully in that hand.

That much I saw during one flash of
lightning. Then the light went out and
thunder let loose like shooting a can-
non in a cave. Right in the middle of
it, there were three orange streaks of
fire and three dim flat sounds.

By this time I could have been out
of the Plymouth and on my way over
there. I could have gone out and sailed
twigs in the gutter, too. That would
have made about as much sense and it
would have been a lot safer. I was
packing about as much heat as you’d
find in an icicle, and without a gun T
tackle no killers. Nor with a gun, if T
can help it.

I sat very still and waited for the next
flash of lightning. It came within a few
seconds, just as a motor roared sud-
denly somewhere in back of me. Head-
lights flashed through my window in a
sweeping arc and a small dark coupe
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slashed past me and faded into the
night. ;

It seemed like a good time to be
brave. I opened the door and went over
to help gather up the pieces.

Jerry Marlin was flat on his face a
yard or two short of the vine-covered
arch. I bent over him and saw three
small round holes in the material of the
tan trench coat squarely between the
shoulders. You could have covered all
three with a silver dollar, if you had
the kind of mind that ran to such ex-
periments. Blood had not yet soaked
through but there would be plenty un-
derneath. He was dead. Even with
practise he would never be any deader.

THE girl stood there, swaying a little,

hands locked together and pressed
to her stomach, her mouth stupid with
shock, small whimpering noises climb-
ing over her teeth. She hadn’t heard
me, she didn’t see me, there wasn’t any-
thing in the world but the limp length
of lifelessness in front of her open-toed
shoes.

Ilooked around but couldn’t see any-
body. I put my fingers around her arm
and said: “You’re getting wet, Miss
Sandmark. We’d better go in, hunh?”

She heard me like they heard me on
Mars. I pulled a little on her arm to
get her moving. That got results, but
not the kind I could use. She opened
her mouth a little wider and took a
deep breath and started to yell. Before
the first note was all the way out I
slapped her across the face so hard that
only my hold kept her from falling.

It stopped the yell. She put her free
hand up to her cheek and her eyes
came into focus. Very distinctly she
said: “You didn’t have to do that.”

“Like hell I didn’t,” I said. “Now,
do you move or do I carry you? Come
on.”

She came. She came like she was

walking in her sleep. I steered her into
the imitation-marble hall and took the
sequinned bag out of her hand and
fished out a key and unlocked the inner
door. There was an automatic elevator
but the cage was somewhere above. I
pushed the button and the “in use” in-
dicator glowed behind its small circle
of amber glass.

She stood there, her shoulders
slumped, her face a white oval of de-
spair. Her eyes were half closed and
saw nothing, nothing at all. Her chin
and lips were trembling—Ilittle uneven
movements that started strong and ran
down slowly, then started over again.

She let me lead her in and we rode
up to the sixth floor and got out there.
It was a small square corridor, with two
ivory-panelled doors facing each other.
The one on the left was marked 6A.
I unlocked it and found a wall switch
just inside the door that lit a drum lamp
on a darkwood table in a small recep-
tion hall papered in pale yellow. Above
the table hung a round mirror in a gold

frame.

In the wall opposite the door was an
arched opening to a darkened room.
Leona Sandmark shucked off the red
evening wrap, dropped it blindly on the
table, and pressed another wall switch
that lit a pair of table lamps beyond

" the arch.

I followed her in there. It was a
long, rather narrow room with five win-
dows in a row overlooking the court.
Beige carpeting extended to the ivory
baseboards, and dark blue velvet win-
dow drapes pointed up the tapestried
upholstery of the couch. The furniture
was modern and there wasn’t too much
of it. An ivory grand piano blocked
off mest of the far wall.

I took a quick look around and said:
“Where’s your phone, Miss Sand-
mark?”

. She stood there, blinking at me, and
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recognition came slowly into her eyes.
For the first time I was something to
her besides a voice. An expression I
could not identify crossed her face,
followed very quickly with good old-
fashioned alarm.

“You!” she gasped.
him!”

“Why certainly,” I said in disgust.
“T kill everybody these days. Where’s
your phone?”

She put the back of one hand against
her lips and took a couple of slow, cau-
tious steps backwards, like somebody
trying to get out of a lion’s cage with-
out exciting the lion. The davenport
stopped her and very carefully she let
herself stiffly down on the edge, not
once taking her eyes off my face.

“Look,” I said, “tomorrow we’ll play
East Lynne and T’ll let you carry the
baby. But right now you’ve got to fol-
low orders or you’ll get your neck in a
sling. First thing: where’s your phone?
And don’t make me ask you again.”

She took the hand away from her
mouth and looked at it foolishly, then
pointed it at one of the two ivory doors
leading off the room. “In th-there.”

“Fine,” I said. I gave her a smile
that was meant to make her realize I
was actually a very nice guy—a guy
to be trusted. “I didn’t kill him, Miss
Sandmark. But maybe I can find out
who did.” ;

“You killed

I CROSSED over and went through

the door she had indicated, closing
it behind me. It was a bedroom with
mirrors and crystal doodads and a Hol-
lywood bed the size of a truck garden.
The rose satin spread was mussed some,
with a couple of depressions sideways
across it as though two people had been
lying there. I clicked my tongue a time
or two when I saw those marks, and
looked around until I spotted an ivory
telephone on a nightstand near the bed.

“An ivory index pad lay beside the in-

strument; I opened it at the letter S,
found what I wanted, dialled the op-
erator and gave an Oak Park number.

A middle-aged voice, female, an-
swered without too much delay, consid-
ering the hour. It sounded sleepy and
cautiously indignant. I said: “Get Mr.
Sandmark to the phone and do it quick.
This is Paul Pine.”

She was outraged. “Mr. Sandmark
is sleeping and I—”

I said: “Get him, God damn it, and
stop horsing around.”

The receiver went down as though
she had thrown it on the floor. I stood
there and waited, my free ear listening
for the wail of police sirens. Beads of
sweat felt cool against my forehead. . . .

“Hello.” The woman was back again.

I said. “What’s the matter with you?
I want Mr Sandmark.”

“He isn’t in, sir.” She was too wor-
ried to be resentful. “I don’t know
what to make of it, I don’t. After four
in the morning, it is, and he—”

I hung up and went back into the liv-
ing room. Leona Sandmark was still
sitting stiff, hands lying limp in her lap.
Against the white of her gown, her skin
seemed much too colorless. Faint red
streaks marked the cheek where my
hand had landed. I said:

“Listen to me and don’t miss a word.
Go in there and dial Police 1313. Tell
what’s happened. Get a little hysteri-
cal; they’ll expect it. You’ve got some
acting to do, sister, and don’t you for-
get it.”

She was only half listening. I went
over to her and put my hand under her
chin and tilted back her head until our
eyes met. She made no effort to pull
away. The shock was wearing off, leav-
ing her free to think in something like
a straight line. She said:

“What if he wasn’t dead? We
shouldn’t have just let him lie there in
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the r-rain like a—"’

“Quit it,” I said sharply. “He was
dead before he bounced. You’re the one
who is wide open, and you’re going to
get clipped by a craphouse—pardon me
—full of law if you don’t get on that
telephone and get your licks in first.
The time and the rain have probably
covered you this far, but your luck can’t
last forever. Somebody’s going to see
Marlin’s body and call the cops. Cops
are very smart people, Miss Sandmark;;
béfore you can blow your nose they’ll
find out he was your boy friend. Event-
ually they’ll find out you were with him
when he got it, and they’ll be angry
and suspicious because you didn’t let
them know right away what happened.
You can afford their anger; but by God
you can’t afford their suspicion.”

HE took her chin out of my hand by
standing up. She swayed a little and
put a hand on my arm to steady herself.
We faced each other across hardly any
distance at all. Her head was tilted
back a trifle to look me in the eyes. Per-
fume came up to me from her body—a
perfume so faint I could have been mis-
taken about it being perfume. Maybe
she just naturally smelled that way.

There was no more alarm in her face.
No more fear. If anything, she was
calmer than I was right then.

“If you didn’t shoot Jerry,” she said
softly, “what was your reason for being
out there?”

“Okay,” I said. “You’re entitled to
know that, now. Your stepfather hired
me yesterday to keep an eye on you.
He’s been worried about you, Miss

Sandmark; he didn’t say why.”
' “No other reason?”

“No other reason.”

“Did you see who—who did it?”

“Yes,” I said.

Her voice went down to a whisper.
“Was it my . . . stepfather?”

DETECTIVE

“I doubt it, Miss Sandmark. There’d
be no sense to that.”

“But it could have been?”

I stepped back out of range of all that
charm and said: “Shall we dance? Of
course, there’s a corpse down on the
sidewalk but the police wouldn’t want
their pinochle game busted up over a
little thing like that.”

She let out her breath and her lips
tightened. “All right. T’ll call the po-
lice.” :

I went into the bedroom with her.
She reached for the receiver, but T put
my hand on it ahead of her, holding it
against the cradle. “Tell them exactly
what happened. Only, leave me out of
it. Don’t forget, Miss Sandmark; leave
me out of it. That’s important, and
when we have more time I'll tell you
why it’s important. Okay?”

“I think so.” There was still the
drowsy, heavy-lidded look about her
that means strain and shock. ‘“Perhaps
yow’d better tell me what I'm to say.”

“He brought you home from wher-
ever you were. The two of you got out
of the car and ran, because of the rain,
for the building entrance. You heard
three shots and Marlin fell down and
you saw a tall slender man in a gray
raincoat and a pull-down hat run to the
street and drive away in a car—a coupe,
maybe; you can’t be sure. He drove
north. You don’t remember much after
that. The next thing you knew for sure,
you were sitting in a chair in your apart-
ment, trying to get control of yourself.
It might have been two minutes; it
might have been ten. Then was when
you realized the police must be notified.

“And that’s all you say, Miss Sand-
mark. Nothing about your stepfather
not liking Marlin; nothing on why you
left the house in Oak Park to take this
apartment. Now go ahead and make
the call.”

Her eyes narrowed into a frown and
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anger deepened her voice. “So John—
my stepfather told you he didn’t like
Jerry!”

I shook my head. “Can’t you under-
stand we’ve no time for that now?” I
picked up the receiver and dialled Cen-
tral Station, then shoved it into her

hand. “Go ahead. You’re on your own.”

HE put the instrument against her
ear, her eyes never leaving my face.
‘. .. Hello. I want to report a—a
shooting. . . . Yes. My escort was shot
by somebody as we got out of my car
in front of my apartment. . . . Miss

Leona Sandmark, 1317 North Austin/

Boulevard.” She spelled the name and
repeated the address. “. . . I’'m afraid
so, but I—I can’t be sure. . . . No,
he’s still there. . . . This number? Aus-
tin 0017. It’s my own. . . . Thank you.”

She put back the receiver like a soap
bubble she didn’t want to break.
“They’re sending someone. . . . Poor
Jerry.” She dropped down on her knees
and put her head against the night ta-
ble and began to cry with a sort of
subdued intensity.

I let her go at it for two minutes by
my watch, although I hated to spare
the time. Finally I put my hand on her
bare white shoulder and shook it a lit-
tle. “That’s enough for now. Don’t
use any makeup until after the law sees
you. They’ll feel better if your eyes
are reddened up some.”

She jerked up her head and looked
at me, through tears, as though I had
‘crawled out of the woodwork. “How
can you falk that way! Do you think
I’'m doing this to satisfy the police? We
were going to be m-married, and now
he’s—he’s . . .”

“Dead,” I said. “That’s bad and I'm

sorry. But it can be worse and maybe

it will be. Temporarily, I'm throwing
you to the wolves. As long as you stick
to what I’ve told you to say, you’ll get

by. I’'m pretty sure the police won’t
hold you, although don’t ever think
they’ll just tip their hats and walk out.
But you’ve got looks and your step-
father has a lot of money: a combina-
tion that will make the boys walk on
eggs unless they get something mighty
strong on you. . . .

“One other thing. Don’t bring John
Sandmark into this before you have to.
If it gets too tough, call him. But make
it at the last possible minute.”

She was alarmed again, and worried.
((Why?”

“Not what you’re thinking. Just do
it iy way. Okay?”

S Y{esi

“You know I'm on your 51de, Miss
Sandmark?”

“Yes . . .*Paul.”

I gave her a big grin. “Let’s keep
it that way. Good morning, Leona.”

I walked out of the apartment, leav-
ing her still kneeling by the night table
in the bedroom. I got into the elevator
and rode down to the first floor and
went out into the court. The rain was

still coming down like it hated the earth,
but the thunder and lightning had
slacked off.

The body still lay where it had fallen
after the bullets went into it. I went
around it, walking neither fast nor slow,
and got into the Plymouth. The engine
turned over quick enough, but it back-
fired twice and I could have chewed my
heart like a stick of gum.

Just before I reached North Avenue
a twenty-eighth district prowl car
passed me from the opposite direction,
going very fast. The boys weren’t using
the siren, and that was fine. My nerves
wouldn’t have liked the noise.

CHAPTER Vi

FTER a hot shower had taken the
chill out of my bones, I got into
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pajamas and went into the living room.
I drew the lounge chair over to the big
window, put my bare feet up on the sill
and lit a cigarette with fingers that
shook hardly at all.

The rain had stopped shortly before
dawn, but the sky was still heavily over-
cast and it promised to be a cool day
after all. I sat there and thought my
way through two cigarettes, glancing
from time to time at my wristwach.

At seven-thirty I went into the kitch-
en and put together a glass of bourbon,
water and ice, brought it back to the
lounge chair and put the telephone in
my lap. At seven-forty-five I dialled

_the operator and gave her John Sand-
mark’s number.

A young voice, female, answered. I
gave her my name and told her to put
Sandmark- on.

“I’m very much afraid Mr. Sandmark
isn’t up yet, Mr. Pine.” Her voice
hinted a half-witted cretin from the
highest of the Alps would have known
that. “Won’t you call back later?”

“I will not,” I said. “Try tickling
his feet.”

Her gasp was half giggle. “But . ..
are you sure it’s important enough for
me to wake him?p”

“Yeah.”

. . . Hold the wire, please.”

I put my feet on the sill and sipped
from my glass and waited. Presently
an extension receiver went up and
Sandmark’s deep voice said:

“Pine? What’s so important?”

I said: “Just a moment, Mr. Sand-
mark.” About five seconds later I
caught the small click of a receiver be-
ing replaced. I said: “Did you get my
message?”’

“What message?”’

“T called you a little after four this
morning. Didn’t they tell you?”

. No.

“They said you were out.”

DETECTIVE

“Yes.”

“Were you?”

“Yes. But I don’t see—"

“Where?”’

“Where what?”

“Where were you at four o’clock?”

“You’re overdoing things a little,
aren’t you, Mr. Pine?” Enough chill
came over the wire to make me wonder
if I should rub my ear with snow to
ward off frostbite.

“I’ve had plenty of practise,” I Sald
“And I'm not asking questions just for
the hell of it.”

“If you’ve got something to say, say
it7

“Sure,” I said. “At four this morn-
ing Jerry Marlin was shot to death in
front of 1317 Austin Boulevard. With
him, at the time, was a young woman.
If you want her name I can furnish that
too. She——"

“Leona!” It wasn’t much more than
a whisper, but I've heard screams that
had less horror in them. “I can’t be-

lieve . . . Listen to me, Pine.”
LOVies | sinrd
“She . . . Leona . . . she didn’t—I

mean to say, it wasn’t Leona who——"

“I know what you mean,” I said
soothingly “She didn’t fog him; no.
Matter of fact, she called the buttons
herself.”

“Buttons?”

“Police.”

“Who did kill him?”

“T couldn’t say, Mr. Sandmark.”

“You didn’t kill him, did you?”

“Nope.”

. What are the police doing

about it?”

“What they always do when there’s
a killing,” T said. “Ask questions and
dig into the lives of the people involved
and look for motives and hunt up wit-
nesses and pick up whoever was stand-
ing around when it happened.”

“What kind of gun did the killer
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use? Was it a Colt?”

COULDN’T figure the reason for

that question. I said: “I don’t know,
Mr. Sandmark. Why do you ask.”

“Well . . . well, my stepdaughter
often carries one. She carries quite a
bit of money at times, particularly when
she gambles.” He hated saying those
last four words. “She owns a pair of
Colt revolvers and she knows how to
shoot. A friend of hers who works for
the City obtained a license for her.”.

I thought of the .32 Pocket Positive
she had brought to my apartment.
Maybe it hadn’t been in her purse for
my benefit after all. I said: “She could
have had one of them with her when
Marlin was erased. But I know she
didn’t use it.”

“All right.” He sounded relieved, but
doubtful. “Have the police arrested
her?”

“I don’t think so. They probably
took her down to Central Headquarters
to make a statement. They may even
make a nitrate test of her hands. But
I doubt very much that they’ll hold
her??

The wire hummed. Sandmark was
thinking. I wiggled my toes and got
outside some more of my highball.

He said slowly: “It seems strange

. that either Leona or the police haven’t
gotten in touch with me by this time.
I’m her father.”

“Not so strange,” I said. “She strikes
me as an ankle who doesn’t yell easy.
The cops will get around to you before
long, but it won’t be because she gave
them the idea.” :

“ .. How do you know all these
things, Pine?”

I set the empty glass on the floor, put
a cigarette between my lips and lit the
bobbing end of it while I answered that
one. Actually it wasn’t an answer. I
said: “Let’s leave that part of it go for

" him.

a while, Mr. Sandmark. Look, there’s
a pretty fair chance the homicide boys
are going to find out how you felt about
Marlin.” On top of that there’s a possi-
bility they’ll learn you weren’t at home
when he was ironed out. So if you
have a nice tight alibi for four A. M.,
well and good; if not, it would be in-
telligent of you to arrange one. Because
if the law gets hold of those facts, you
can bet your drawers you’re going to be
asked questions. Lots of questions . . .
under lights, and a guy with a notebook
taking down the answers.” ;

He said: “Are you accusing me of
murder, sir?” in a voice as tight as a
fat woman’s shoe.

Ilooked at my fingers. “No. I doubt
if you did it, Mr. Sandmark. It’s not
reasonable to think you’d hire me to get
something on Marlin, then bump him
yourself the same night. Unless . . .
No.”

“Just what do you advise, Pine?” he
said quietly. “Ybu seem to know about
matters such as this. And you are work-
ing for me, you know.”

That last one got a grin out of me.
“Not any more, Mr. Sandmark. You
hired me to get something on Marlin
to prevent him from becoming your son-
in-law. I've found out he’s a corpse.
That ought to be good enough.”

E SIGHED. Atlas must have
sounded like that when they put
the world on his shoulders. “I don’t
know what to do, Mr. Pine. I just don’t
know. . . . And I'm worried about
Leona. She’s so . . . You'd think she
would call me. I can’t stand by and
let the police subject her to any—well
—ordeal.” ; ;
“You’ll have to watch that,” I told
“Since she hasn’t called you, and
since the papers aren’t out yet with the
story, there’s no way you could have
learned about this. Wait until you find



44 MAMMOTH DETECTIVE

out officially before starting anything.
The police can understand that.”

I took a few drags on my cigarette
while he chewed his nails, or whatever.
Presently he said: “I must have time to
think about this. Meanwhile, I’ll follow
your advice and do nothing. There’s
always the chance the police will find
the real killer.”

“Right,” I said. There was no harm
in cheering him up a little. “Police
make a business of solving murders, Mr.
Sandmark, and they’re good at it, too.”

He sighed again. If he had cheered
up any I couldn’t tell it. “All right.
. . . All right. Thank you for calling
me about . . . If Tneed youI'll . . .”

People talk like that sometimes. I
said: “Do that, Mr. Sandmark,” and
put back the receiver.

Seven-fifty-five. I blew some lop-
sided smoke rings and wiggled my bare
toes some more and decided against go-
ing to bed. It appeared I didn’t have
a client any more, so it'might be a good
idea to get down to the office and wait
for the phone to ring and give me one.

I put a pot of fresh coffee on to boil
while I shaved and got into clean under-
wear and a fresh white shirt and the
brown suit that was just back from
the cleaner. While I knotted the best
of my three Sulka ties, I saw that the
red mark on my face where D’Alle-
mand’s foxy Andrew had belted me was
mostly gone. Remembering that meet-
ing gave me no pleasure. I went back
into the kitchen and drank two cups of
coffee black as the devil’s reputation
and strong as Tarzan of the Apes.

Afterward, I stood by the window
while I buttoned my raincoat and stared
at the gunmetal sky and the rain-sodden
branches of the trees in the strip of
grass between sidewalk and street.

And I found myself thinking of Leona
Sandmark. First I thought of her as a
girl who s:arted out by making a high

school romance go a long way, follow-
ing that with left-handed honeymoons
with somebody else’s husband and a
pedigreed crook. :

That kind of canoodling, plus the old
man’s money and a taste for roulette,
should have shaped her into a cocktail
lounge cutie, one of these smooth-sur-
faced sisters who never look anything
but bored and have a wise-crack for
everything from muscle dancing to mur-
der. /

I couldn’t fit Leona Sandmark in
there. It was tough fitting her in any-
where. During the three times we had
been together she was either haughty,
angry or scared. When you cover
character with emotions like those, it’s
hard to get at the real thing.

But the physical side of her kept
pushing out the rest. I thought of the
slender, high-bred lines of her figure; of
the narrow eyes that sometimes were
green and sometimes gray-blue; of the
full underlip that would be fun to gnaw
on; of the way she smelled.

And I thought of the twin depressions
in the rose satin spread of her bed. . . .

I WENT out into a morning that was

like the steam room of a Turkish
bath. It wasn’t going to be a cool day
after all. The Plymouth started as
though I was kicking it out of a sound
sleep. I drove east to. Sheridan and
turned south to the Loop.

I left the car with one of the day at-
tendants at the parking station, crossed
over Jackson and went into the Claw-
son Building. At exactly nine o’clock
I opened the door of my reception room.

A tall man with beefy shoulders and
his hat on was sitting on the couch and
reading a paper as I walked in. It was
Lieutenant George Zarr of the Homi-
cide and Sex Detail. He lowered the
paper and said: “I want to see you,
Pine,” in a tight cold voice that matched
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his eyes.

Being more or less involved in a kill-
ing one night and finding a homicide
dick on the doorstep the next morning
I was
a little nervous. I said: “Sure. What
about—homicide or sex?”

It didn’t amuse him. Nothing I would
ever say would amuse him. He stood
up and folded his newspaper with de-
liberate motions of his stubby fingers
and stuck it in the pocket of his suit
coat and waited for me to unlock the
inner office door.

He followed me in and sat down in
the visitor’s chair alongside the desk
and broke the cellophone on a cigar
while I drew the venetian blind all the
way up and opened the window. Traf-
~ fic sounds floated in and settled over the
furniture. A faint far-away buzzing was
the drill in the dentist’s office next door.

I yawned and got out of the raincoat
and went over and picked four en-
velopes off the carpet under the letter
drop. Zarr struck a kitchen match

against his thumbnail and it cracked,

into flame with a noise like a cap pistol.
He lit his cigar, turning it slowly to get
it burning evenly, his expressionless
eyes on me while I went back around
the desk and sat down and tucked the
envelopes into a corner of the desk-
blotter pad. The room smelled a little
of stale cigarette smoke and damp plas-
ter.

Zarr took the cigar from his mouth
and looked approvingly at the glowing
end. He said: “You been reading the
papers lately?” in a too-casual voice.

I eased up inside. It was too early
for any mention of Marlin’s murder to
be in the news sheets. “17ot any more
than usual. Why?”

“Your friend’s been hogging a lot of
space.”

Put it down to my lack of sleep, but
I didn’t get it right away. I wrinkled

my forehead at him and said: “Who’s
that, George?”

He squeezed out a smile that was
meant to tell me if I wanted to play it
dumb he’d humor me along—within
reason. ‘“The one they planted day be-
fore yesterday. Remember?” 3

I said: “Stop acting so goddam coy.
He wasn’t my friend; I pointed that out
to you then. I also told you how I hap-
pened to get into that procession. May-
be my friends do#’¢ live in penthouses,
but they don’t hang out in Madison
Street flea-traps, either.”

HIS breath made a sudden rustling

sound in his nostrils and his heavy
eyebrows pulled sharply together. “I
don’t recall saying anything about a
flop-house, shamus. Let’s kind of hear
about that part of it.”

I curled my lip at him. “Balls. You
can comb the rubber hose out of your
eyebrows, Lieutenant. I read about that
angle in the News.” I found my cig-
arettes and shook one out and lit it.
“Let’s you and me get straightened out
on this business, Zarr. All I know about
that screwy funeral is what I saw out
there and what the News had to say.
T'll go along with you to the extent of
admitting I’m curious why it should
take twelve harp polishers to bury an
unidentified bum. But I exercise my
curiosity for nobody but clients. If
Homicide wants to put me to work on
the thing, okay; it’ll cost the taxpayers
thirty bucks a day. If not, then the
hell with it and stop bothering me.”

I opened the middle drawer of the
desk and took out a copper letter knife
with a blue enamel medallion on the
handle—a gift my automobile insur-
ance company sent me one Christmas
—and picked up the first of the four
envelopes. It was white and the size
business houses use. There was no re-
turn address, front or back, and there
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was a three-cent stamp where it should
have been.

Zarr’s broad stubby-fingered hand
reached out before I was aware of what
he was doing. He grabbed the opener
and the letter out of my fingers and
slammed them down on the desk so
hard it sounded like a gunshot.

I stared at him with my mouth open.
His eyes weren’t cold any more. They
were hotter than a two-dollar pistol,
and his face was red and his lips were
twitching a little. He said:

“Who the hell do you think you’re
brushing off, gumshoe? I came here to
talk to you, and by God you’ll talk—if
not here, then in a basement room at
Headquarters! You’re not pushing
around some crummy client to show him
what a hotshot you are. I’'m the law,
Jack; when I ask a question I want an
answer, quick and respectful, get it?”

I grinned—the last thing in the world
he expected. “You want to watch your-
self, George. Guys bust blood vessels
that way. I wasn’t giving you a brush;
I told you what I knew. Shall I make
up some details to keep you happy?”’

The extra color began to seep out of
his cheeks and his eyes cooled down
some and his lips stopped twitching.
He put his cigar back in his mouth and
moved it around to one corner and
stared at my necktie. When he spoke
again his voice was clear.

“I’'m a homicide man, Pine. My job
is to find people who kill other people
. . . find them and give enough infor-
mation to the State’s Attorney to put
them in the chair—if it can be made
to go that far.

“If whoever gets killed is prominent,
then somebody’s got to pay for it. The
papers play it up and the mayor starts
getting ants about the third day and
lights a fire under the commissioner.
Then it’s a case of find the killer—or a
reasonable facsimile—or the depart-

ment gets a shakeup ... and some
honest, hardworking cop gets shoved
out in the sticks and has to start all
over again getting back what took him
years, probably, to get in the first
place.”

None of this was news to me. A
private detective learns about life in the
big city before his license makes a clean
spot on his office wall. But Zarr had
the ball and wanted to run with it and
he was in the mood to step on anybody
trying to take it away from him.

HE CROSSED his legs the other way

and jiggled his toe lightly up and
down and kept on talking. “Usually,
though, the guy that gets rubbed is
some nobody. The Kkilling starts on
page three and falls out of the paper
the next day. That don’t mean we
don’t try to get whoever done it; you
know damn well we do, Pine. But if
the answer comes hard—which ain’t
often—then the whole works sort of
slides into the unsolved files and the
hell with it. Nobody cares much ex-
cept maybe the relatives, and by that
time they’re sick of cops and questions,
so they don’t beef.”

Very casually I picked up the slit en-
velope and fiddled it around in my
fingers. He watched me with brooding
eyes and kept on talking. Cops don’t
usually talk so much.

“Once in a long while one of those
unsolved cases blows up again long
after it should’ve been forgotten. The
papers get hold of some nutty angle
and first thing you know everybody’s
talking about it and the department’s
got to get to work. And there’s nothing
tougher to dig into than a murder
that’s had time to cool off.

“Which is what’s happened in this
John Doe thing. It was bad enough
when some screwball laid out the dough
to bury him. But when he hires fwelve
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preachers to say the last words . . .
well, there’s your dynamite. One of
the evening rags lit the fuse; now both
morning sheets have written it up. I
happen to know Malone of the Tribune
has orders to stay with the thing until
he gets the complete story. If he
breaks it ahead of the department, I'll
- be lucky not to get transferred farther
than Roseland.”

He puffed a time or two at his cigar,
took it out of his mouth and stared at
it and ran the nails of his left hand
lightly along the back of his other
thumb. Outside, the clouds were be-
ginning to lift and a strained yellow
light came in the window.

“I’ve been a cop ever since I came to
this town ten years ago, Pine. I started
little but I got big . . . and I'm going
to get a lot bigger if I don’t get put
behind the eight-ball on some such
lousy pitch as this one. That’s why
I’ve got to bust this before it gets out
~ of hand, and I don’t give a greased god-
dam who gets hurt while I'm busting it,
either.”

“Well, don’t get mad at me,” I said.

‘He eyed me bleakly. “You're in it,
ain’t you? You say it was by accident.
I don’t believe in accidents like that,
friend. I think maybe you were sent
out there by somebody for some reason.
That means you know something I
don’t, and that’s why I’'m up here now,
talking to you a lot more than I get any
fun out of.”

“All right,” I said. “I heard you;
now it’s my turn. Nobody sent me to
that funeral; I’ve told you so until my
tonsils are sore. Check up with the
cycle cop on duty at that intersection
and he’ll tell you how I got into the line.
But instead of doing any ehecking, you
- come busting in here and shoot off your
bazoo at me and tell me if I don’t like
it I can go to hell. Well, I don’t kike it,
brother. If you want to make some-

thing out of that, go ahead and see
where it gets you. I know my—"
The telephone rang.

I JUMPED a little, and Zarr allowed -

himself a sardonic smile. I picked
up the receiver, scowling, and barked: -
“Hello.”

“Mr. Pine?” It was a man’s voice,
steady, pleasant, not young and not
old. A handshaking voice, rich, smooth,
self-confident in a modest sort of way.
The voice of a radio announcer or a
con-man.

“That’s right,” I said.

“My name is Baird, Mr. Pine. C. L.
Baird. You have my letter?”

“Not that I know of,” I said.

“I mailed it yesterday afternoon.”
He sounded a little worried. “Perhaps
you haven’t had a delivery yet.”

My eyes went to the four envelopes
on the blotter. “I haven’t gotten around
to the morning mail is all.”

“Yes. Well, I wrote to you asking for
an appointment at eleven this morning.
Would that be convenient to you?r”

“That can be arranged,” I said. I
shifted my glance over to where Zarr
was sitting. He was being obvious
about not paying any attention to the
conversation. “Do you want to come to
the office or would you like me to call
on you?” ;

“It would be better,” the voice said
crisply, “if I came there.”

“Okay,” I said. “I’ll expect you.”

He said.goodby and hung up. I put
back the receiver and fished a cigarette
from the pack on the desktop and
reached for a match. “I’m going to be
busy, Lieutenant. Is there anything
else I can tell you before you go?”

Zarr grunted and rose to his feet and
drew down the brim of his hat. “What
does that mean—anything else?” he
said heavily. He went over and put a
hand on the knob, then he turned
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around slowly and gave me a long,
thoughtful look.

“All right, Pine. Maybe it did work
out the way you say. Anyhow, just
remember I’m working on this thing;
and if you fall into it again . . . well,
I can get awful sick of coincidence.”

He went out, banging the door be-
hind him.

It seemed suddenly very quiet in the
room. I picked up the slit envelope
and drew out the single sheet of white
Hammermill bond paper, unfolded it
and read the few neatly typewritten
lines.

My Dear Mr. Pine:

I should like to call on you at your
office tomorrow, Wednesday, morning
at eleven. I wish to engage your serv-
ices in a highly confidential matter of
extrime importance.

Respectfully,
C. L. Barro.

It sounded like one of the notes Sher-
lock Holmes used to get. I refolded the
sheet, slid it back into the envelope and
dropped it back in the drawer. Then
I put on my hat and went downstairs
for a sandwich.

CHAPTER Vi

HE SAID: “Good afternoon. Are
you Mr. Pine?”

I told him I was. He came all the
way into the office and turned around
and very softly closed the door. Then
he turned around again and smiled win-
ningly and said: “I hope you don’t
mind my closing the door, Mr. Pine.
I shouldn’t want anyone overhearing
what I have to say.”

There wasn’t anyone in the recep-
tion room to overhear him, but I let it
pass. I nodded without getting up and
pointed to the customer’s chair. He

sat down gracefully and laid his woven-
under-water panama on a corner of the
desk and crossed the legs of his reddish
brown tropical worsted suit that had
been put together by a tailor who
loved his work, and adjusted the
cuffs of his fifteen-dollar brown mad-
ras shirt. The brown and red fig-
ured handkerchief with hand rolled
edges in his breast pocket matched his
foulard tie, and the brown and white
oxfords on his slender high-arched feet
probably cost more than my best suit.

It was a treat just to look at him.
He turned on his white-toothed smile
again and leaned back in the chair and
said:

“My name is Baird, Mr. Pine.” He
spoke softly,"in an almost purring
voice. “You did receive my letter?”

“Uh-hunh.”

“You're free to do a job for me?”

- “That,” I said, “will depend on what
the job is.”

He nodded his head approvingly. He
liked me. He thought I was wonder-
ful. I didn’t know why. “Naturally,
yow’d want to know that first.”

He was a year or two past thirty
and an inch or two under six feet, with
long slender legs, not enough belly to
mention and a pair of football shoul-
ders. He wore his crisp black hair
parted on the left side, with sideburns
that came down to the tragi. He had a
rounded chin, thin smart lips, rather
a pointed nose with a high bridge,
brown eyes set wide apart, thick black
eyebrows and a high smooth forehead
with a widow’s peak. The skin of his
hands was a little too white, but his face
showed a tan—the kind of tan that
comes either from Florida or a sun-
lamp.

If T had been a girl I would have
loved to let him take me dancing.

He worked a cigarette case out of a
pocket and got one of them burning.
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It was a cheap plastic case that clashed
with the rest of his getup. I refused a
cigarette and he put the case away. He
leaned back again and looked at me
and gave me the benefit of his insur-
ance-salesman’s smile and said:

“Shall we get right down to it, Mr.
Pine? My partner and I own a small
manufacturing plant out on Belmont
Avenue. We’re engaged in making
_ gambling equipment: dice tables, rou-
lette layouts, chuckaluck cages, and so
on.

“Two mornings ago my partner
failed to show up to keep a golfing date
with me. I called a few places where
he might be, but without success, I
wasn’t especially alarmed; any one of
several reasons might have explained
his absence. Then, yesterday after-
noon, I found this note in my apart-
ment mailbox.”

He thrust a hand into the inner poc-
ket of his jacket and brought out a
folded sheet of sulphite bond and han-
ded it to me. I unfolded it, smoothed
out the wrinkles. Words were printed
on it with a hard lead pencil. They
read:

Baird:

We’ve got Taggart. You can have
kim back for twenty-five grand. Bring
it, in small used bills, to the dirt road
that runs behind the Glenhaven Ceme-
tery. The road turns off Addison, just
west of Harlem. Drive along it for a
hundred feet, then park. We'll contact
you. Ome o’clock Thursday morning.
You only get one chance. We don’t
have to tell you to keep away from the
cops.

THERE was no signature. There

didn’t have to be. I slid the paper
back to him across the blotter and he
refolded it and put it back in his pocket.
I said: . “What do you want me to do,

Mr. Baird?”

He put the tips of his thumbs to-
gether and looked at them. His mouth
was without the salesman’s smile right
then and it was a lot harder around the
edges than I had noticed before.

“I should like you to handle the mat-
ter for me,” he said, keeping his eyes
on his thumbs. Between the first and
second fingers of his right hand, his
cigarette sent up a wavering line of
smoke. “TI’ll turn the money over to
you, and you drive out there and make
the contact.”

I pushed the letter knife around with
the tip of a forefinger. “Why not
handle it yourself, Mr. Baird?”

He left off fooling with his thumbs
and took a long drag from his cigarette.
He said: “I’'m fairly new in the gam-
bling supply business, Mr. Pine, and
I’m not used to associating with the
type of people who buy our merchan-
dise. They talk hard and they act
hard, and frankly they—well—they
frighten me a little.” He laughed briefly
and his face colored. “Taggart was the
victim of a snatch once before. He
tells me it’s a sort of occupational haz-
ard for anyone in our line of business.”

It added up okay. It was just that
he didn’t look much like a coward. But
you never know. I said: “What do you
figure the job’s worth to you, Mr.
Baird?”

The wide shoulders under the tropi-
cal weave jacket rose and fell. “Three
C’s ought to be fair enough. I could
pay that.”

“The price is right,” I said. “Where’s
the money I’'m to pay out?”

“I'll get it to you this afternoon.”

“HOWP”

He looked faintly astonished. ' “Does
that make a difference?” :

“You bet it does,” I said. “A lot of
difference. I wouldn’t want some kid
walking in and handing me a package



50 MAMMOTH
and walking out. When I opened the

package I might find some cut-up news-

papers, and then you’d be mad at me

for stealing your money.”

He shook his head and smiled. “I
trust you, Pine.”
“That’s fine,” I said. “I like to be

trusted. But maybe I don’t trust you.”

His nice soft brown eyes turned hard
as paving stones. “Perhaps you had
better explain that.” :

I nodded carelessly. “It won’t take
long. You come in here and see me for
the first time in your life and offer me
twenty-five grand to carry around like
a bag of margarined pop-corn. You’d
do that, maybe, if somebody you
trusted a lot had recommended me. In
that case you’d have mentioned his
name right away. But you didn’t men-
tion anybody’s name.”

Back came the smile. ““That’s clear
enough. I’ll bring the money to you
myself.”

“What time? TI’ll want to be here.”

“Around five .o’clock.”

“That will be all right. You said
three hundred. You can pay me half
now and the rest when the job is done.
Okay?”

He took a brown alligator billfold
from the pocket the note came from and
slid out three one-hundred-dollar bills,
fanned them out so I could see the
figures in the corners and put them
gently down in front of me. “In ad-
vance,” he said lightly. “All of it. I
said I trusted you, Mr. Pine.”

I opened the middle drawer and
brushed the bills into it with a care-
less motion as though there were hun-
dreds more like them in there. Baird
stood up and ground out his cigarette
in the glass ashtray, straightened, put
on his panama, tilting it a little over
the right eye, and stuck out his hand.
I got out of my chair and shook his
hand for him and walked with him as
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far as the corridor door.

He said: “About five, then, Mr.
Pine,” and opened the door and went
down the hall without a backward
glance. I closed the door and went
back to my desk and took out the three
bills.

There didn’t seem to be any marks
on them that didn’t belong there. I
got out my wallet and tucked them in
with the fifties John Sandmark had
given me two days before. Four hun-
dred and fifty dollars in slightly under
forty-eight hours. The landlord was
going to start being respectful to me
again.

HE alarm bell went off at eleven-

forty-five, but I didn’t need it. I
hadn’t dozed off after all. I stretched,
reached over and cut the alarm, put a
marker between the pages of my copy
of Modern Criminal Investigation, and
got off the bed. I went into the
kitchen and lit the gas under the pot,
then went back to the bedroom, took
a quick shower and put on a white shirt
and dark trousers. ‘

I drank coffee laced with black mo-
lasses rum, returned to the living room
and took a gun—a .38 Colt Detective
Special, a black leather shoulder hol-
ster, and a brown-paper parcel from the
drawer of one of the end tables flanking
the couch. ;

After adjusting the holster under my
left arm, I put the gun into it and
slipped on my jacket.

The parcel had twenty-five thousand
dollars in it—in one-hundred-dollar
bills. I knew that because I had
opened it in front of C. L. Baird at a
quarter to five that same afternoon and
counted them. I didn’t figure to need
the gun, but in calling on people who
have so little regard for the law that
they put the sneeze on a fairly respec-
table business man, it doesn’t hurt to
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_ have something under your coat besides
muscle.

I put out the lights and walked down
the corridor, past the self-service ele-
vator and through the door to the build-
ing stairs. I went down two flights and

came out into the lobby across from
the desk.

Wilson, the night man, was sitting
behind the switchboard reading a pulp
magazine. He tipped a hand at me,
gave the brown-paper bundle under my
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He sat on the desk and swung his
leg while | counted the money
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arm a glittering stare and said: “Going
out, Mr. Pine?” in his reedy voice.

“Nice deduction, Sam,” I said.

He was the most literal-minded guy
I knew . . . and the most inquisitive.
His eyes stayed on the package. “I'm
afraid all the laundries are closed by
now, Mr. Pine.”

“You mean this?” I indicated the
parcel. I made a show of looking
around to see if the lobby was deserted.
“Keep it to yourself, Sam, but there’s
twenty-five grand in there.”

He said: “Ha ha,” sourly and went
back to his detective story. I walked
on out through the screen door and
stood on the sidewalk and looked at the
sky.

The stars were out, also half a moon.
That was a relief; I’d have hated to use
a dirt road on a dark and rainy night.
It was hot and sticky out and there
wasn’t enough breeze to break a smoke
ring. I blew out my breath and turned
left and walked slowly around the cor-
ner to where the Plymouth drooped at
the curb.

I unlocked the door and slid in be-
hind the wheel. The air was hot and
lifeless the way it is when the sun beats
down on the roof of a closed car. I
rolled down the windows, started the
motor and drove east. There were a
couple of cars behind me by the time
traffic thinned out on Sheridan enough
for me to swing south.

AT IRVING PARK I turned into

Marine Drive and followed the in-
ner lane to Addison Boulevard. Another
car swung in behind me as I made the
turn there, and for a moment I won-
dered if maybe I didn’t have a tail. But
traffic was heavy enough to make it hard
to be sure. I could have circled around
a few side streets to make sure, but
there would be time enough for that

later on.
/
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The moving car stirred the air enough
to give an illusion of coolness. I lit a
cigarette with the dashboard lighter and
slipped out of my jacket. I unshipped
the .38 and laid it beside the parcel on
the seat next to me.

The car radio gave me Whispering,
very softly, with a lot of strings, a
growling doghouse and a sobbing trum-
pet. The wet halfmoons under my arms
began to dry out. Way off somewhere a
train whistle mourned for the miles
ground under iron wheels. Now and
then a car whished past my open win-
dows, the headlights laying an unsteady
carpet in its path. A huge cross-coun-
try Greyhound bus hissed its air-brakes
briefly at me and went by with-its nose
in the air.

When Harlem Avenue was fifty yards

up ahead, I figured it was time to start
being clever. The traffic signal at the
intersection was green for me; but in-
stead of taking advantage of it, I cut
my speed and inched toward the right-
hand curb to give the cars behind me a
chance to get through.
" There were two; one very close, the
other pretty well back. The guy on my
tail seemed confused; instead of swerv-
ing past me to beat the light, he slowed
too, and kept his position. The second
car came up fast but had been too far
back to cross before the signal changed,
so it drew up alongside me at the cross-
walk.

It was a big dark-blue LaSalle sedan,
with a lot of chome and a minor gouge in
the right front fender. There were two
men in the front seat, but not enough
light to make out the faces under the
snap-brim felt hats. I kept my left
hand on the wheel and put the other
down slowly and felt around for the
gun and put it to rest on the seat be-
tween my legs. . . .

The amber showed and the LaSalle
leaped ahead with a drumming roar and
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became a dwindling tail light. I sat
there and watched it fade until the
hornblasts from the other car sounded
impatient instead of polite.

I let out my breath and gave the Ply-
mouth just enough gas to turn the
wheels. By the time I was halfway
across the intersection, the guy behind
me was fit to be tied. He slammed his
horn button a time or two more, then
swung out and went by on my left. A
fat man with his coat off was driving a
Ford Tudor that couldn’t have been as
old as it looked; and next to him, hold-
ing a baby, was a skinny woman in a
house-dress. The woman stuck her head
out and yelled something as they went
by, but all I got of it was a couple of
words I don’t ordinarily use myself.

I GRINNED to show that Paul Pine

had nerves of steel and put the gun
back on the seat and got up to about
fifteen miles an hour. The Glenhaven
cemetery was on my left now, behind an
ornamental iron fence, and my head-
lights picked out an occasional white
stone among the trees. It occurred to
me that there seemed to be a lot of
cemeteries in my life lately.

I lit a cigarette with the dashboard
lighter, meawhile keeping my eyes open
for the entrance to the dirt road men-
tioned in the letter to Baird.

It appeared finally, a good two city
blocks past Harlem Avenue. An eight-
foot red brick wall flanked it on the left;
that would be the western end of the
cemetery. On the right side of the road
were trees and bushes and grass, and
enough weeds to hide the Taj Mahal.

I waited until there were no head-
lights in either direction, then cut my
own lights, turned off Addison and
rolled along the dirt road until I figured
I was a hundred feet into it.

I let the motor die with a lonesome
cough, and sat there with my hands rest-

ing lightly on the wheel and turned my
head in little jerks from side to side. I
could see a little but not enough. Not
nearly enough. There were two very
large cottonwoods just ahead, their up-
per branches tangled with those of a
giant elm on the other side of the ceme-
tery wall. Together they formed a tun-
nel that was like being inside a length
of old stove pipe. It would have been
a good spot to bring a blanket and a
blonde.

I sat there and dragged on my ciga-
rette. and listened to the little ticking
noises the engine made as it cooled.
After a minute or two a pair of crickets
started up, trying to make things cheer-
ful for me. They could have saved
their strength. Even Spike Jones and
his boys wouldn’t have done me much
good right then.

A tree frog right over my head went
ee-ee suddenly and I jumped and
cracked my knee on the steering post.
I said: “The hell with it,” out loud, and
reached around and took my coat off the
back of the seat and got into it. I put
the .38 under my arm and released the
door catch and got out into the road,
leaving the brown-paper parcel where
it was. '

The road was packed pretty hard con-
sidering the previous night’s rain. I
stretched my arms and took off my hat
and scratched my head where it didn’t
itch, just to be doing something, and put
the hat back on my head. I walked ten
feet up the road and turned around and
walked back again to prove I wasn’t
nervous. I proved it to everybody ex-
cept me. '

My wristwatch showed ten minutes
short of one o’clock. I walked some
more; fifteen feet this time. At that
rate I'd be able to spit in a tiger’s eye
by the time the ten minutes were up.

I went back to the car and leaned on
the fender and practised getting used to
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seeing in the dark. Bit by bit I was able
to make out the shapes of bushes and
assorted undergrowth, none of it worth
the trouble. It was a little cooler now,
not enough to help much, and there
was a sort of tired breeze to make rus-
tling noises among the weeds, like feet
sneaking around. I would have made a
. hell of a pioneer.

Something made a noise behind me.
It wasn’t much of a noise. About as
loud as a cigarette ash falling on a snow
drift. I started to turn around.

I should have turned faster. Some-
thing came down on the back of my
head. It couldn’t have been the Queen
Mary’s anchor; there wasn’t enough
water around.

I dived into a shoreless sea of black
ink, pulled folds of black velvet over
my head and burrowed into a coal pile.

I was out.

CHAPTER IX

IM sounds . . . a sort of uneven

chant, coming across a black uni-
verse of dull pain. Little specks of fire
appeared, light years away, danced
crazily and disappeared. Then noth-
ing. .

The chant came back. It became
loud, very loud. The void was still there
but this time it was filled with a green-
ish yellow light impossible to look
b

g other guy says, ‘Naw, I don’t
care if she has one.’ So the first guy
says, ‘Then let’s take them damn things
off!” Haw, haw, haw!”

“Ha ha. That’s a good one, all right.
That’s a good one.”

“Yeah, I kind of like that one my-
self. ‘Let’s take them damn things off!’
he says. Haw, haw, haw!”

I opened my eyes. I was in a room.
It was a very nice room, too, although
it took a while before I could see well

enough to know that. It had oak panel-
ling and a beamed ceiling and magenta
carpeting. A heavy walnut desk with
an inlaid top of blue leather stood in
front of a-square casement window of
leaded glass squares. There were a few
square-backed leather chairs scattered
around, and a blue leather couch against
one wall. I didn’t know about the couch
right away because I was stretched out
on it.

There were two men up near the
desk, just standing there. The chant I
had heard while getting past that sock
on the head had been their voices.

From what I could make out, they
were just a couple of guys. The one in
the shapeless gray suit was fairly tall,
with thick bowed shoulders, a lumpy
face the color of fish bait, and coarse
black hair that needed combing. The
other man was slightly below medium
height and his plump body was covered
with a neatly pressed brown suit that
should have been an inch larger all
around. He had hips like a woman and
a round, pink, patient face with fea-
tures a shade too delicate for a man.

The big guy started another smoking-
car story. It wasn’t as old as the one
I’d heard the tag line on, but it wasn’t
as funny either.

MOVED a couple of fingers; not

much, just enough to make sure or-
ders from the head office could get
through to them all right. I let my feet
down to the floor and sat up. Imme-
diately the room hit an air pocket and
the light from the overhead fixture be-
gan to get fuzzy. I put both hands
around one arm of the couch and closed
my eyes. The groan got out before I
could do anything about it.

The bathroom ballad pulled up short,
which kept my groan from being a total
loss, and feet came across the carpet
and stopped in front of me. I didn’t
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look up. I didn’t even open my eyes.

“You look a little rocky, pal.”” A
voice like that would have vocal cords
made of sandpaper.

I didn’t say anything. I hardly even
thought anything.

“You don’t feel like talking, hunh?”

I got my eyelids apart again. It
wasn’t easy either. There were two
muddy spots on the knees of my dark
trousers. For some blurred reason
those two spots made me almost as
angry as the belt I had taken on the
head. I said: “Which one of you bas-
tards slapped me?” My voice sounded
like it was coming out of a well.

“You hadn’t ought to talk that way,
pal. We your friends. We don’t hit
you around none.”

Thin legs in gray pants. That would
make it the pasty-faced one. I got my
eyes up past his knees, his crotch, his
belt, his green necktie . . . It was the
pasty-faced guy all right. The one with
the hips was there too, off to one side a
little.

I said: “Okay. You didn’t sap me.
Somebody did. I think I’ll kind of go
home.”

“Sure, pal.” I was being humored.
“Only not right now. You ain’t no
shape to get around.”

“Don’t tell me what kind of shape
P’m in,” T said. I stood up. It took
some doing, but I stood up. The guy
with the fish-food face put a spatulate
forefinger against my chest and gave it
a little bitty push and I sat down again,
hard. The room moved around like a
fat woman on a hard mattress and the
light dimmed.

“You believe me now, hunh?”’ Pasty
Face said, showing me his big chalk-
white teeth. “You ain’t in good shape,
honest. Maybe we talk a little while,
you feel better, hunh?”

I don’t think he liked the way I
looked at him. He pushed out the tip

of his tongue and dislodged his ciga-
rette butt. It fell on the rug but he
ignored it. He tightened the slack line
of his lips and grinned with cold men-
ace. His hands opened and closed slow-
ly at his sides. He said:

“It don’t look like you got nice man-
ners, pal. Seems as if you should talk
when I ask you something, hunh?”

I said two words. They were words
that hardly anybody likes having said
to them.

He brought around a hand that
seemed mostly bones and laid it along-
side my jaw so hard I fell off the couch.
There had been nothing in his face to
warn me so I could set myself for the
blow. I tried to get up but there was
too much rubber in my arms and legs.
Then a couple of fingers hooked under
the back of my collar, lifted me up and
dumped me into a sitting position on the
couch. »

The fog lifted an inch at a time. That
pasty face was looking down at me. It
was the kind of face that peeps into bed-
room windows. - I gave my leg a jerk
and slammed the toe of my oxford into

: his shin.

T HURT him. There was only one
place I could have hurt him worse
but I couldn’t get my foot quite that
high. He let out a yell and staggered
back and clawed a black leather sap
from his hip pocket and swung it at my
head like a tennis player making a flat
drive.

But this time I had a chance to see it
coming. I ducked under the blow and
came off the couch, low, and put my
shoulder into his gut. His breath
whistled between his teeth and he fell
on the floor, taking with-him one of the
leather chairs that happened to be in
the vicinity.

He didn’t get up right away. For
that matter, I didn’t either. My head
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felt like a discarded polo ball and some-
body had been fooling with the lights
again.

“. . . Pick him up, Cleve,” a voice
said. I had heard that voice before—
a hundred years before. It was a deep
voice, a flat voice, a voice as dry as tal-
cum powder.

A pair of not very strong hands slid
under my arm-pits and hoisted me onto
the leather couch once more. By this
time I was willing to stay there. 7

. . . There were three of them lined
up in front of me: the little guy with the
hips; Pasty Face (he was holding on to
the back of a chair and bent over a little,
his face even pastier than before and
his eyes as mean as a slapped Sicilian),
and the man I had met the night before
behind a desk upstairs at the Peacock
Club. Two-hundred-fifty pounds, six-
feet-four. D’Allemand.

He said: “We meet again, Mr.
Pine.”

I waggled my jaw experimentally.
I was pleasantly surprised when it
didn’t fall in my lap. My head still
ached, but dully now, like a last sum-
mer’s love affair.

D’Allemand tried again. “How are
you feeling, sir?”

“What the hell do you care?” I said.
. It wasn’t very original. I was too used
up to be original.

He reached out and swung a chair
into position in front of me and lowered
himself slowly onto it. With that bulk
he would always lower himself slowly
onto chairs. He took a couple of loose
cigarettes from a pocket and gave me
one and held a light for me. I filled
my lungs with smoke and let it trickle
slowly out and looked down into the
caves where he kept his eyes.

He said: “There seem to be people
who do not like you, Mr. Pine.”

Isaid: “I’ve got an ache in my head
to tell me that. From the way your

pasty-faced punk handles a blackjack
I figure he put the ache there. Given
the chance I’ll make him eat his sap
without opening his mouth.”

Pasty Face growled something and
took a step toward me. Without turn-
ing his head D’Allemand said, “Own-
ie,” softly and it froze my playmate
where he stood.

To me, D’Allemand said: “I had
you brought here, Mr. Pine, to get an-
swers to a few questions that have been
bothering me.”

“I don’t know any answers,” I said.
“A man named Baird hired me to hand
twenty-five grand to you for the re-
lease of a guy named Taggart. Right
now I’d say the entire deal was rigged
so you could get your hands on me.
All that keeps me from being sure is
that Baird actually handed me the
twenty-five, and there are a lot of sim-
pler ways for you to nab me if you
wanted to.”

D’Allemand stared at me levelly.
“Take my word for it: I haven’t the
slightest idea what you’re talking
about.”

It might have been the truth. I
shrugged. “All right. What do you
want to talk about?”

“I want to talk about a man. A man
named Jerry Marlin.”

IT GOT very quiet in the room. No-

body seemed to be breathing. D’Al-
lemand’s deep-set eyes had sparks in
them—small hot sparks that were
probably reflections from the overhead
light fixture. His two muscle boys
stood there and stared at me too.’

“You seem surprised, Mr. Pine,”
D’Allemand said softly.

“Why not?” I said. “I can be sur-
prised. What about Marlin?”

“You were looking for him Ilast
night.”

“We’ve been over that.”
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“Do you know where he is now?”

“NO.”

“Don’t lie to me, you son of a bitch.”

There was no heat in his words.
That way it sounded worse.

“Flattery won’t get you anywhere,”
I said. X

He crossed his knees and looked at
the nails of his left hand. His lips
moved a little as if he was counting up
to ten. Smoke spiralled gracefully up
from the cigarette lost between the first
and second fingers of his right hand.

“. . . Perhaps the boys should work
you over a little, Mr. Pine.”

I felt that one in my belly but I
didn’t say anything.

Ownie, the lad with the toadstool
complexion, folded the fingers of one
hand and rubbed the knuckles lightly
along a leg of his gray pants. He said:
“It wouldn’t hurt none to try, boss.”

D’Allemand appeared to have made
up his mind. He said: “Keep your
hands off him,” and got off the chair
and went over to a door in the opposite
wall and went out.

Ownie and Cleve, the one with the
hips, stood there and watched me. I
watched them and twirled my thumbs
and wondered what had happened to
Baird’s bundle of C notes. Ownie made
pawing motions at this shirt pocket and
brought out a crumpled pack of cig-
arettes, lit one and put back the pack
without offering it to Cleve. I gath-
ered that Cleve didn’t have any vices
that would look good in public. Ownie
threw the used match in my lap and
said: “I don’t forget that kick in the
shins, peeper.”

“Then don’t earn yourself another
one.”

He thought about that and nodded
his head. “I can wait. I’'m good at
waiting. You better get used to going
without teeth, pal.”

I dropped my cigarette stub on the

carpet and stepped on it. Five minutes
went by, then the door opened again
and D’Allemand came in carrying a
folded newspaper. He tossed it to me
and said: “You will find it under the
cartoon on page one, Mr. Pine.”

I knew what it was going to be while
I unfolded the paper. The item carried
a one column head.

GIRL’S ESCORT VICTIM OF
MYSTERY SLAYING

Shortly before dawn yesterday, Ger-
ald Marlin, 34, 1291 Dearborn Park- |
way, was shot and instantly killed in ’
front of an apartment building at 1317
North Austin Boulevard.

Marlin, accompanied by a Miss Le-
ona Sandmark, who lives at the Austin
Boulevard address, had just driven the
young woman home from a round of
nightclubs, and the couple was hurry-
ing across the sidewalk to avoid an
early morning shower when three bul-
lets struck Marlin in the back, felling
him instantly.

Terror-stricken, Miss Sandmark fled
to her apartment and summoned the
police, who found Marlin’s lifeless body
where it lay in the rain.

Miss Sandmark, almost completely
unnerved by the shock of her experi-
ence, told police she did not see the
killer. Captain Locke of the Homicide
Detail reports little is known about
Marlin, but that an investigation is
under way.

There was more, but that was all I
needed just then. I folded the sheet
back into its original creases and put it
down on the couch and said:

“All right. I read it. Marlin was
one of your boys and somebody shot
him and you don’t like it. Where do I
fit?”

HE SAT down on the chair across
from me and took a small penknife
with a platinum' handle and six dia-
monds set in a circle on one side, and
set about cleaning his nails. If I had
had a knife like that I would have
pawned it and bought myself a Cadillac.
He finished his left thumb before he
looked up and met my eyes.. Very
quietly he said:
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“Did you kill Marlin, Mr. Pine?”

I blinked. “Certainly not.”

“Who did?”

“T don’t know. How could I know?”

“You were there, Mr. Pine.”

“ . . Who says I was there?”

He seemed a little disappointed in me.
He took his eyes off me and put them
back on his left hand and started work
on the nail of his forefinger. Behind

him, Ownie and Cleve shifted their feet °

a little, like they wanted to sit down but
didn’t dare without an okay from the
boss.

“I am going to be frank with you,
Mr. Pine,” D’Allemand said, talking to
his nails. “I own several gaming loca-
tions in and around Chicago. Not many
people know that I own them,

“Jerry Marlin was employed by me.
His was a highly specialized vocation.
He mingled with unattached women
who came to my places, became friendly
with them, acted as their escorts. When
they wanted to gamble, he would bring
them where it would be profitable to
me. Will you have a highball?”

I said that I would. He motioned to
Cleve, who went out swinging his hips.

“Jerry was dependable,” D’Allemand
continued, “and we got along very well
together. He was handsome and had
all the social graces, and he was very
popular with the ladies. Then one
night this Sandmark girl came, un-
escorted, into my place on Rush Street
—the Peacock Club.”

“Sure,” I said. “Where we had our
first interview.”

“Yes. Well, Jerry became acquainted
with Miss Sandmark. She was fond of
gambling and she usually put down
more than she picked up. Quite a bit
more. Jerry was always with her, and
they were at one or another of my
places several nights a week.

“It went on that way until perhaps a
month ago. Then they stopped coming

in so often. When it got to the point
where it was two weeks between visits,
I began to wonder a bit.”

Cleve came in with two highball
glasses, pulled a large copper ash-stand,
made to resemble a ship’s binnacle, over
where we could reach it, and set the
glasses on the edge. D’Allemand ig-
nored his, but I sampled mine. It was
all right.

D’Allemand went on: “Jerry was al-
ways one to be closemouthed. But he
had a very good friend. I called in this
friend and put down some money and
asked him a few questions. I did not
get a great deal in the way of answers.
The friend said Jerry had dropped a
hint or two that he was on the edge of
something important; that he knew
where the body was buried, and when it
was dug up there would be a million dol-
lars with his name on it in the coffin,
At times Jerry was given to rather
grandiose talk.”

“It would seem so,” I said.

HE PICKED up his glass, glanced at

it absent-mindedly and put it down
again without tasting the contents. I
punched out my cigarette in the ash-
stand and lit another and glanced at the
dial of my wristwatch. Two-twenty-
three. All the grocery clerks and neck-
tie salesmen were home in bed. But I
had to be a private detective.

“I got curious about all that, Mr.
Pine,” D’Allemand continued. “So I
had one of my boys follow Jerry around.
It turned out to be a waste. of time.
Jerry saw the girl almost every night.
Sometimes they would go out to the
nice places, at times they would just
drive around in her car, on occasions
they were content to stay in her apart-
ment. He stayed over for breakfast now
and then, but that was his business . . .
and hers.” :

I thought of twin depressions in a
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rose bedspread, but I didn’t 'sa.y any-
thing. It did seem a little strange to

- me, though, that right then I was sud-

denly very glad Jerry Marlin was
dead:™: 22

D’Allemand closed one of his huge
hands around his glass and this time he
drank some of the highball. He set it
down and licked his lips and drilled me
with those deepset eyes. ‘“All this leads
up to one important point, Mr. Pine.
One of my boys was following Jerry the
morning he was shot.”

I said: “What am I supposed to do—
jump out of my skin?”

He made a rumbling noise deep in
his throat but his expression did not
change. “Let me tell you about it, Mr.
Pine,” he said. “My boy was a bit
careless that morning. He had watched
Jerry and the girl all that evening, and
when he saw they were on the way to
her apartment, he let down a trifle. He
stopped in at a tavern for some ciga-
rettes and a beer, then drove on over to
the Austin address to make sure Jerry
and Miss Sandmark were through for
the day.

“He saw a body on the walk and rec-
ognized it as Jerry’s from the way he
was dressed and his build. He parked
at the opposite curbing and ran over in
the rain and made sure. Just as he re-
turned to his own car, you came out of
the building, Mr. Pine. Your uncon-
cern at seeing the body was enough. My
boy followed you to your hotel, got
your name from the night clerk and tele-
phoned me.”

He tested the point of the penknife
blade with a careful forefinger and let
out his breath with a little whistling
sigh. © “Now I think you had better do
some talking, Mr. Pine. I’m afraid I
can’t take no for an answer.”

“Some of it I can give you,” I said;
“some of it I can’t. The first thing you
can make book on is that I didn’t plug
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your gigolo. I have a client—you’d
better change that to ‘had’—who was
interested in Marlin. Don’t ask me his
name, because he didn’t have anything
to do with the killing, and I wouldn’t
give it to you, anyway. I was parked in
front of the apartment house when the
shooting came off.”

I gave him the rest of it, holding back
only my reason for being interested in
Marlin. He listened without interrupt-
ing, concentrating all the while on his
nail-cleaning job.

FTER I finished, he sat there with-
out moving and thought it over.
Presently he looked up at me and said:
“You didn’t get much of a look at the
killer?”

“NO.”

“How do you know it wasn’t your
client?”

“Reason, mostly. What the books
call deduction. He isn’t the kind who
would make a good torpedo. There
were three holes in Marlin’s back—
holes so close together you could cover
them with a milk Bottle top. It takes .
experience to shoot that good, D’Alle-
mand. A professional killed your boy.
That’s my guess.” ;

“Maybe he was working
client.”

“Then there wouldn’t have been any
point in hiring me.” :

He nodded slowly. “Very well. . . .
I might not take your word so easily,
Mr. Pine, except that I asked a friend
of mine at police headquarters about
you. As nearly as I can recall his exact
words, he said Pine was a flip-lipped
bastard who should have had his ears
pinned back long ago.” He raised his
thin brows at me and smiled like a de-
partment store president who had for-
given his assistant buyer. “He went on
to say you were reasonably honest and
would fight harder for a client than for

for your
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yourself. He mentioned that you are
about half as smart as you like to think,
and less than ten percent as tough.”

“You ought to see me when my hair is
marcelled,” I said.

He took another pull at his glass,
draining it this time, and placed it care-
fully on the binnacle. He patted his
lips with a ten-dollar white handker-
chief from the breast pocket of his dark
blue coat, tucked it away and leaned
back and toyed with the penknife while
he said: '

“You owe me something, Mr. Pine.
But for my interest in you, you would
be wearing your brains on your coat
collar.” 3

I put a hand gingerly to the back of
my head. ‘“Your boys came pretty
near putting them there tonight.”

“I’ll get to that part of it in a mo-
ment. You see, because I considered
the possibility that you may have been
involved in Jerry’s death, I had the boys
follow you when you left your office
shortly after five yesterday afternoon.
They followed you home; and when you
left your car around the corner from the
hotel, they concluded you might be go-
ing out again later, so they stayed on
the job, after telephoning me for in-
structions.

“Shortly before midnight, you came
out, carrying the same brown-paper
parcel you had taken home from the of-
fice. They trailed after you until your
driving indicated you were becoming
suspicious; then they drove past you at
Harlem Avenue and turned off at the
next intersection and stopped, planning
to follow you again when you went by.”

“You ought to have the fender on
that blue LaSalle fixed,” I said.

“Yes.” He ducked his head about a
quarter-inch in tribute to my perspica-
city or something. “As it was, they
drove back, surmising you may have
turned off at the roadway flanking the

cemetery rear. It seemed the only
place you could have turned off.

“They parked the car and Cleve,
here, went in on foot. He is a native of
northern Michigan and is accustomed
to moving around among bushes and
trees without making a great deal of
noise.”

“I’ll back him up on that,” I said. “I
didn’t know anybody was in miles of me
until half a second before he wrapped
that sap around my ears.”

He ran his thumb lightly along the
blade of the penknife. “No, Mr. Pine.
Cleve was not the one who struck you.”

“Then who the hell did?”

“I do not know, sir. According to
Cleve he arrived on the scene just as a
man stepped from behind a bush and
struck you down with a blackjack. It
was evident that he meant to continue
striking you until you were dead. Cleve,
believing I would not want that to hap-
pen, considering my interest in you,
shouted at the man, who immediately
turned and ran away. Ownie, hearing
the shout, came in; and between the
two of them they got you into your car,
and Cleve drove you here.

“Make no mistake about it, Mr. Pine.
But for Cleve’s intervention, you would
be quite dead at this moment.”

“Seems as if,” I said. I thought
about it for a moment. “What did this
guy with the sap look like?”

“It was much too dark to tell, Cleve
tells me. Fairly tall and not too bulky,
he believes. Although that is not much
more than a guess.”

SOMETHING else occurred to me
then. I said: “There was twenty-
five thousand dollars in bills in that
brown-paper package. I would like to
know about it.”
His eyes chilled and the hollows un-
der his cheek bones grew more pro-
nounced. “What do you want to know
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about it?”

“It belongs to a client. Since my
errand didn’t work out, he’ll want his
money back.”

“How do you know there was the
amount you stated in the parcel?”

“Don’t give me that,” I said. “I
counted it myself. There were two hun-
dred and fifty bills—in bundles of
twenty-five. Each bill was a C-note.”

“Numbered consecutively?”’

“T didn’t notice. It wasn’t my busi-
ness to notice. My interest only went
far enough to check the total. I’m re-
sponsible for that money, D’Allemand.
Do I get it back or are you figuring to
charge me that amount for the pretty
story about keeping my brains off my
coat collar?”

He clicked shut the blade of his pen-

knife and put it back in his vest pocket.
He stood up and crossed the rug and
went around behind the desk and
opened the center drawer and took out
the brown-paper package and slapped
it down on the leather top. One corner
of the paper was torn away and the
greenbacks showed through the rent.
. I got off the couch and walked slow-
ly over to the desk and picked up the
parcel and ripped away the paper.
There were ten bundles of bills, each
with its paper band that said First Na-
tional Bank in neat printed capitals.

D’Allemand watched me, his death’s-
head face washed of all expression,

while I counted every bill in each"

bundle. There were two hundred and
fifty, exactly as there should have been.
I shaped the bundles into a neat pile,
squared up the edges and said:

“Not that I meant to embarrass you,
Mr. D’Allemand, but I had to be sure.
You have a piece of paper handy?”

He continued to stare at me with a
sort of puzzled uncertainty shadowing
his deep-set eyes. “You are satisfied,
Mr. Pine?”

“Just about. ’m taking it for granted
that you’re going to allow me to walk
out of here with this. Or am I being
optimistic?”

“Not at all, sir. Although I must .
confess I'm a little disappointed in
you.”

I tapped the stack of bills gently
against the desk top. “The hell with
this kittens-and-mice stuff, Mac. What’s
the angle?”

For an answer, he reached into the
drawer again and brought out a small
reading glass on a black rubber handle
and slid it across the desk to me. He
said: “I suggest you examine a few of
those bills, Mr. Pine.”

All of it put together was enough to
tell me what I would see through the
glass. I looked anyway . .. just to
satisfy myself. ,

By the time I finished going over the
fifth bill, I had had enough. I put down
the reading glass gently and lit a ciga-
rette and leaned a hip against a corner
of the desk and stared moodily at the
neat pile of counterfeit money.

“Well?” D’Allemand said softly.

“It’s wallpaper all right,” I said.
“And very good, too. It would have to
be good. The sour dough boys don’t
usually shoot so high. People have a
habit of looking sharp at C-notes.”

“You should have acquired that
habit, Mr. Pine,” D’Allemand said

dryly.

COULDN’T reach that one, so I let

it go by. I flicked ashes on the
magenta carpeting and talked to the
glowing end of my cigarette. I said:
“So it was a frame. A nice fancy
frame, with scrollwork around the
edges. ‘Take these pretty pictures of
Mr. Franklin around behind the ceme-
tery wall, he says, ‘and give them to
the man in the green hat.” Only he for-
got to tell me that the man intended to
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beat my head off.”

I reached into my coat for my wallet,
never doubting it would be there. It
was. I took out the three bills Baird
had paid me and put them under the
glass. They were okay, of course;
Baird realized I might have tried to pass
them before running his errand for him.
I returned the bills to the wallet and
put it away and said: :

“It seems I owe you something all
right. How do you want it paid?”

He pointed to a chair beside the desk.
“Be seated, sir. This may take a little
time.”

I sat down and he got into the wide-
bottomed swivel chair. He folded his
hands, one on top of the other, on the
desk, and bent forward slightly and
said:

“I want to engage your services, Mr.
Pine. I want you to learn who killed
Jerry Marlin. Of course, that might
not be to the best interests of your other
client.” He gave me another of his
sword-point glances.

“I told you he’s not my client any
more.”

“Then you will take the job?”

“Yeah. I think so. With the under-
standing that anything I find out goes
to the bulls. T’'m not putting the finger
on somebody for you to wrap concrete
around his toes and drop him into the
drainage canal.”

There was a flicker at the bottom of
the caverns where he kept his eyes . . .
a flicker like heat lightning on a cloudy
night. “I don’t object to having the
State of Illinois take care of my execu-
tions for me, Mr. Pine. I prefer it that
way. Only . . . I want the story first.
All the story.”

He turned up his right hand and
stared fixedly at the palm and his voice
went down a few notches. “You owe
me something, sir. I will settle for that.”

I can see across the street when the

wind is right. The erudite Mr. D’Alle-
mand didn’t give a cracked roulette chip
whether Marlin’s killer was caught.
What he wanted was information—in-
formation about the million dollars
Marlin had expected to pick up when
the body was found . . . whatever
that meant. Mr. D’Allemand figured
maybe he could get his hand in that
coffin first.

I punched out the cigarette and got
off the chair. I said: “I’ll do what I
can. How do I get in touch with you?”

He stood up with an effort and came
around to my side of the desk. “Leave
a message with Larson at the Peacock
Club. You will hear from me.” He
slid a hand into a trouser pocket and
brought out a sheaf of bills and took
one out of the middle and gave it to me.

Five hundred bucks, all in one ob-
long piece of paper. “Let us call that a
retainer, Mr. Pine.”

“Let’s,” I said.

At a word from D’Allemand, Cleve
found me a hunk of paper and I
wrapped up the bad money and shoved
it into one of my coat pockets. While
I was doing that, D’Allemand took a
gun from a desk drawer and held it out
to me, butt first. He said:

“T took the liberty of holding this for
you, sir.”

IT WAS my .38 Special. I took it

from him. He was watching me
without any particular expression on
his gaunt face. Instead of putting the
gun under my arm, I lifted the short
barrel and sniffed at the muzzle. It
reeked of fresh powder fumes. I pushed
out the cylinder. One of the shells was
empty. I looked at D’Allemand. His
expression had changed about as much
as the T7ibune’s opinion of Roosevelt.

I said: “It must have gone off,
hunh?”

“Accidentally,” he murmured.
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- “Sure,” Isaid. “Accidentally. Only
Colt makes these guns so they don’t go
off accidentally. You have to pull the
trigger, brother.”

D’Allemand said patiently: “No one
has been shot with your revolver, Mr.
Pine.”

“You'’re not telling me anything,” I
said. “You fired a test bullet, intend-
ing to have your friend at police head-
quarters match it with the ones taken
out of Marlin. You don’t overlook
much.”

He smiled slightly. “I have learned
not to overlook anything, sir. That is
why I put your money under a glass.”

I shoved the gun into the holster and
buttoned my coat. I said: “I’d better
go now. Before you decide to examine
the lint in my belly button.”

He nodded distantly. “Show him
where you left his car, Cleve.”

I followed Cleve’s swaying hips
through the door, along a narrow hall
and out the front door. It was pretty
dark, but I could make out some lilac
‘bushes in front of the porch and there
were three or four big trees between
the house and the highway. We went
down the three steps and around the
corner of the English-type red brick
bungalow. After a few yards, I felt a
cinder driveway under foot, and there
was the Plymouth.

When I was behind the wheel, Cleve
closed the car door and stood by the
open window, his face a pale blob in the
darkness. “Youre out aways from
town, shamus. Turn right on the high-
way and keep going till you hit Peter-
son Road. You ought to know the way
after that.”

He moved back and I started the
motor and rolled carefully along the
cinders to the highway. It had four
lanes, and at that hour of the morning
there was no traffic to speak of.

Three hundred yards after I was on

the pavement, I passed a roadhouse. It
had a glass brick front alongside a cir-
cular driveway, and a blue and red
neon sign on the roof said: LEON’S.
The parking lot to one side was nearly
filled with upper-bracket cars and I
caught the beat of a dance orchestra
above the sound of my motor.

I knew about Leon’s. Dineand dance
and drink . . . and if you had a card

.with Tony Leonardi’s initials in one

corner you could go in the back room
and play like you were Nick the Greek
—if you had the money.

Maybe it took Tony’s initials to let
you gamble at Leon’s. But from where
I sat, it looked like the take went to a

“man named D’Allemand.

CHAPTER X

HERE are a lot of hotels like the

Northcrest along Dearborn Park-
way and North State and as far west as
LaSalle. Some go up fifteen or twenty
floors and some never get past the third,
but they are all the same, really. They
cater to people who call themselves bo-
hemians, and the hotel help acquires a
permanent leer from long familiarity
with the psychopathic antics of some of
the guests.

I leaned on the black glass counter in
the Northcrest and showed three prongs
of a 1928 deputy sheriff’s star to a small
middle-aged clerk with ninety-year-old
eyes and rouge on his lips. I could have
shown him a suspender button and had
the same reaction. He sneered at the
buzzer and he sneered at me and waited
for me to say something bright.

“Tt’s about this Marlin murder,” I
said. “I’d like to kind of take a look
at his apartment.”

He wasn’t impressed. Nothing had
impressed him since his fifteenth birth-
day. “You would have to see the man-

ager about that, mister.”
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“Where do I find the manager?”

A burly guy in coveralls and cap
came into the lobby carrying a pair of
new telephone directories under each
arm. He stacked them on the counter
next to me and said: “Them are the
four you was short,” to the clerk.

The clerk sneered at him too . . .
but not quite as openly as he had at me.
“What about the old ones?”

“They’ll be picked up.”

“When? They been stacked up here
for two days and they take up room.”

“They’ll get picked up, mister,” the
man said. He sounded as though he had
been saying the same thing for days.
“T just bring ’em in. That’s all I do.”

He turned and went out into the
morning sunlight. The clerk twitched
his pointed nose and bit his lower lip
_ and came within a shade of stamping
his foot. While he was getting over it,
I stood there and looked around. A
couple of high-backed chairs in dark
wood, with dark red frieze seats, flanked
the arched cream-colored stone entrance
to the lounge. The blinds were drawn
in there, cloaking the room with a dusty
dusk that gave to the overstuffed
couches and chairs an atmosphere of
unnatural lusts.

By the time I got back to him, the
middle-aged clerk had dug out an ink
pad and a numbers stamp and was
checking a list to learn what numbers
should go on the new directories. I
said: “Where can I find him?”

He put the stamp down like a girl
returning your engagement ring, and
gave me the frigid eye. “Find wkom?”’
~ That was all right. There are times
to get tough and there are times when
being tough doesn’t get you anything.
A cop with the city behind him would
have thrown his weight right in that
pansy’s lap and got what he wanted. I
didn’t have a city behind me; I was just
a private guy. '

“The manager,” I said. “I want to
see him. About getting a look at Mar-
lin’s apartment.”

He said: “The manager is out,” and
picked up the stamp. That should finish
me. I was supposed to say thank you
and crawl out the front door.

I reached in my pocket and took out
a five-dollar bill and began twisting it
around in my fingers. I did it idly, un-
obtrusively; it was just something to
play with.

“Go on with you,” I said politely. “I’ll
bet you're the manager. I can tell an
executive when I see one.”

HE PUT down the stamp again but

kept his hand on it. He managed
to look at me and the bill at the same
time. He said: “The police have been
through Mr. Marlin’s effects.”

“T know,” I said. “There.are just a
couple of points I want to check on.”

“I’d have to send somebody up with
you.”

“Sure.” T pushed the bill toward him.
“Would that pay for his time?”

I never saw that bill again. He went
over to the switchboard and plugged in
a line and fiddled the key. He jerked
out the cord and came back to the coun-
ter, said: “Just a minute,” and went
back to stamping numbers in the phone
books. '

A boy of about eighteen came into
the lobby from the inner corridor. His
face was older than mine and he was
wearing a maroon bell-jacket and gray
slacks. There were spots on one of the
jacket sleeves and two of the buttons
were missing. He came up to the desk
and said: “Yes sir,” to the clerk. He
made it sound like a swear word.

The clerk took a key from one of the
pigeon-holes behind him and handed it
to the boy. “This gentleman is from the
police, Fred. He wants to look through
Mr. Marlin’s apartment. You can wait
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until he’s through.”

I said: “Nothing’s been taken from
the apartment?”

“No. Other than some personal
things, like letters. The police took
them. We’re awaiting word from our at-
torneys before disposing of the rest.”

I said: “Okay,” and let Fred lead me
over to the automatic elevator across
the lobby. He followed me into the cage
and closed the outer door and pushed
the top button. The inner door slid
shut and we started up, slowly, with a
purring sound.

Fred folded his arms and leaned
against one of the panels with his back
to me. I looked at my reflection in the
chipped mirror on the back wall and
decided I could use a haircut.

At the top floor, five, the cage shud-
dered to a stop. Fred opened the doors
for me and I trailed after him down a
narrow corridor that smelled of tobacco
and cologne and depravities.

We stopped in front of a walnut-
stained door with 532 in bronze numer-
als on it. Fred used the key and let me
go in first. '

There were two rooms and a bath.
The living room proved to be better
than I might have expected. It was
fairly large, furnished with cherry-red
mahogany pieces, and a light and dark-
striped green tapestry on the couch and
lounge chair. The rug was sand-colored
broadloom, and figured russet drapes
and a valance framed the three windows
overlooking the parkway.

The bedroom was small and mascu-
line, with two small Chinese rugs on
the polished floor. A heavy walnut
chiffrobe stood along one wall, with a
pair of German silvér military brushes
placed at an angle on the top. The bed
was low and narrow, with a square
headboard and an orange batik spread
that was too gaudy for the rest of the
room. The bathroom was just a bath-

room and not much of that.

I made like a detective. I dug into
everything. I found out a few things,
too. I learned that the late Mr. Marlin
bought his shirts at Field’s, his ties at
Sulka’s, his underwear and pajamas at
Flnchley s, his suits at Rothschild’s and
Carson’s. Only his socks baffled me. I
learned he shaved with an electric razor,
used Woodbury’s soap, put Mum in his
armpits and liked lavender dusting
powder. Paul Pine, the super sleuth.

I PUSHED past Freddie and went

back to the living room. I took the
place to pieces and put it back together
again. Nothing. Not a thing. The cops
had taken everything that could tell
about Jerry Marlin. There wasn’t even
a matchbook cover to tell where he
bought his cigarettes or did his off-duty
drinking.

I stood in the middle of the rug and
mangled a cigarette and looked for some
angle I might have missed. The tele-
phone. I walked over to the niche in
the wall where it stood and examined
the wood around it, hunting for phone
numbers. There weren’t any.

I took the phone book from the shelf
underneath and glanced at the inside
cover to see if any numbers were writ-
ten in the spaces provided. It was as
clean as a monk’s mind. It would be;
the book was brand new. '

Brand new. I turned back to the out-
side cover and saw the neat black num-
bers 532 in one corner. I thought of
something. I got excited thinking about
it. I said: “Freddie.”

He straightened up from where he
was leaning against the wall watching
me. ‘“Yes sir?”

“These phone books were just
changed?”

“Yes sir.”

“The old ones have room numbers
on them too? Like.these?”
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“Yeah. Yes sir. We do that on all
the books soon’s we get them. That
keeps—"”

“Never mind what it keeps,” I said.
“The clerk downstairs said the old
books hadn’t been picked up yet. Where

are they?”
~ “Why, in some boxes down on the
first floor next the service elevator. The
phone people—"

“Show me.”

He took me down in the service ele-
vator and we stepped out into a big
square room with whitewashed walls
just off the alleyway. There was a lot
of miscellaneous junk scattered around,
but all I was interested in were four or
five big pasteboard cartons filled with
telephone directories with pale green
covers.

Freddie stood there with his mouth
open while I dug into them. I didn’t
hit pay dirt until near the bottom of the
second box. The numbers 532 jumped
out at me and I sat down on a pile of
the books and flipped back the cover.

Four names, with telephone numbers
behind them. No addresses. I got out
my note book and a pencil and copied
them down.

WMillieg e it s GRA 9165
Liguor.store. .- o 2. DEL 3311
e e SN ROG 0473
A A A i AUS oory

The first three were written with pen-
cil, the last with ink. That meant
Leona’s name had been put down some

time after the others. They had met.

and gotten around to being friends . . .
such good friends, in fact, that he had
her phone number listed along with the
place he bought his liquor. Pythias
never rated any higher with Damon.
The note book and pencil went back
in my pocket. “Back to the desk, Fred-
die,” I said cheerfully. “I aim to ask

your boss something.”

“He ain’t no boss of mine,” Freddie
growled, but he took me through a door
and along a corridor and into the lobby.

HE clerk was sorting mail. I rapped

on the counter and he turned around
and gave me one of his smeers. It
seemed I had used up my five dollars’
worth of co-operation. I said: “You
keep a record of out-going calls. Let
me have those on 532 for as far back as
you’ve got them.”

He bristled a little at my tone. “It
seems you don’t know much about the
police for a man who claims to be one.
They took those records yesterday. I
have a receipt.” '

It didn’t surprise me any. The homi-
cide boys weren’t always so thorough.
Once in a while you could pick up some-
thing they’d missed.

I tried to think of something else.
“What about incoming calls?”

“There is no record of them. Nat-
urally.” His tone said I was a fool.

“There’s a record kept of incoming
long-distance calls,” I said.

I had him there. He bit his lip and
twitched his nose before he got around
to saying:/“Mr. Marlin received no long
distance calls.”

Freddie kicked a hole in that one for
him. He said: “Yes he did too, Mr.
Simack. Maybe a week back, he did.
I was on the board, Mr. Simack. From
San’ Anita, I think. I remember.”

Mr. Simack gave Freddie a glare you
could have boiled water with. He bent
down and dug around under the ledge
and finally came up with a clipboard
holding some ruled sheets with writing
on them. He slapped it down in front
of me without a word and went back to
sorting mail at the far end of the coun-
LEI: ;

There had been two long distance
calls for Jerry Marlin during the two



HALO IN BLOOD 67

months or so he had lived at the North-
crest. Both came in within the past two
weeks—one on June 14, the other three
days later—and both were from San
Diego. Freddie’s mention of Santa
Anita was the natural error of a man
who thinks a nose is the part of a horse
where you put two dollars.

It wouldn’t be any trick to find out
who had placed those calls, provided
they hadn’t been made from a pay sta-
tion. But that could come later. First
there were the numbers I'd found in
Marlin’s phone book to dig into. Ac-
tually there were only two; Leona Sand-
mark I already knew about, and I didn’t
think the liquor store was going to be
much help. ,

I gave Freddie a dollar, since he
would never see any of the five in Mr.
Simack’s pocket, and drifted out onto
Dearborn Parkway.

It was half an hour short of noon.
The sun was hot against the pavement
and the humidity made my clothes a
lump of sodden cloth. Five minutes un-
der a shower right then would have been
like two weeks in the mountains.

But I was a working man. I crawled
into the Plymouth and drove slowly
downtown.

CHAPTER Xl

INSTEAD of going directly to the

office, I had a light lunch where
there was air-conditioning, then
dropped in at the bank and deposited
most of the money that had been
pushed at me during the past two days.
That made it well after one o’clock by
the time I crossed the empty reception
room and unlocked the inner office door
and went in.

I opened the window and put my hat
on one of the file cabinets and got out
of my coat. There was mail under the
slot: an ad on men’s suits from Mandel

Brothers, a letter from a girl I used to
know who was now private secretary to
a big shot in a New York advertising
agency, and a short note on a fancy
letterhead from Cliff Morrison, out in
Los Angeles, asking when I was going
to get tired of being my own boss and
go to work for his detective agency.

The ad went into the wastebasket
and the letters into the middle drawer.
I mopped my face with my handker-
chief and lit a cigarette and got out
my note book with the phone numbers
in it. :
Millie was on top. Okay . . . Millie.
I dialled the number and hooked a leg
over the chair arm and swung my foot
and waited.

“ . . Helllo.”

She had a blonde voice with a kitten-
ish drawl, and I could feel her yawn all
the way over here.

“Millie?”

“Uh-hunh.”

“This is Paul.”

“Oh? Hiyoo, honey?”

Hell, I didn’t need television. She
was in the middle of a crumpled bed in
a one-room kitchenette apartment.
There were hairpins and spilled face
powder on the dresser and pieces of
Kleenex stained with lip rouge on the
carpet and stockings and rayon panties
drying in the bathroom. She was
sprawled out with her head on the
pillow and the receiver against her ear
and her free hand fluffing her blonde
mop which could stand a new perma-
nent and a fresh rinse. 1 - X

I said: “Millie, Jerry Marlin is
dead.”

“Oh?” She yawned again, a delici-
ous, intimate little yawn. Turkey had
signed an agreement with Bulgaria on
importing manganese ore, Kansas City
had beat Milwaukee 5 to 4 in the tenth,
Jerry Marlin was dead, Labrador was

(Continued on page 118)
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BLACK of the MOON

By MERLE CONSTINER

HE backwoods bus pulled away
from the watering trough in the

village square and Crockett

picked up the suitcase. He crossed the

street and entered the cafe.

It was a typical hilltown restaurant,
dingy, bare. The proprietor, a fat
man with reddish fuzz on his forearms,
was lounging on a wire-legged chair be-
neath an old calendar depicting a girl
in an air-brushed bathing suit watching
a flock of wild geese. Crockett laid the
suitcase self-consciously on the table,
said, “What will you give me for it? I
don’t want to pawn it, I want to sell it.”

The fat man mounted good-natured-
ly to his feet. “You jest git off the
Knoxville bus?”

l(YeS.N

“Broke, eh?”

“No.”

The hillman looked long and hard
at his visitor. The young man was
modestly but not shabbily dressed; he
was blond and thin, with lean cheeks
and tired expressionless eyes. The
suitcase, a tiny thing in striped canvas,
was about eighteen inches in length.
The fat man cleared his throat, “Looks
like a woman’s satchel.”

Crockett hesitated. “It’s too small
for me. I never should have bought
i

The fat man walked back to the
kitchen. When he returned he was
carrying a long barreled pistol; he said,
“Holden’s a town of law and order.”
He reached down, snapped the lock,
opened the bag. It was full of feminine
garments, a pair of hose, a pink slip,

a brassiere. He said placidly, “Set
down. I done sent fer the marshal.

He’s on his way.”

ARSHAL PICKERING was a

wiry, hunched little man with rosy
cups on his cheeks; his manner was
entirely impersonal. As Crockett ac-
companied him down Main Street, he
judged the town to have a population of
maybe seven hundred. The business
section, a block and a half long, was
of old brick and in the soft spring twi-
light the warped pavement was a dap-
pled pattern of purple shadow and mel-
low shopglow. = There was the sour
smell of budding trees and the pleasant
spicy fragrance of wood burning ranges.

The jail was a small cement building
behind the town hall. Pickering
opened the door. “Step in.”

The walls were whitewashed, there
were a tier of iron bunks and a grilled
door. The marshal declared coldly.
“That hain’t no way to make no living.
Stealing luggage from buses! I’ll take
you up before the Squire tomorrer.”

Crockett said cautiously, “I didn’t
steal anything from anybody. I want
a lawyer.”

“T’Il tell Mart Chaffin. This hain’t
no county seat, he’s the oney lawyer
we got.” He closed the door; Crockett
heard the bolt click.

. . . Mr. Chaffin appeared twenty
minutes later. He came alone and
Crockett recognized him instantly as
an old-time small town attorney. He
had a stolid, thoughtful face with a
bony, boxlike forehead. There were
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cunning wrinkles at the corners of his
eyes; his hair, old style, was combed
back over his temples. He sat down
on a shuckbottomed chair, easily, as
though the jail were his own personal
property. “What’s your name, sir?”

“Lew Crockett.”

“Frankly, Mr. Crockett, petty thiev-
ery is not in my line. Seeing, however,
that you are a stranded wayfarer—”

The blond young man grinned slow-
ly. He took out a pigskin wallet, ex-
tracted five small squares of yellow
paper and a twenty dollar bill, handed
the sheaf to Mr. Chaffin.

With great dignity, the lawyer stuffed
the banknote in his watch pocket, ex-
amined the yellow papers. ‘“Why these
are sales slips! They prove you pur-
chased the suitcase and its contents in
Knoxville. What’s the meaning of
this?”

“I want to talk to you. And I don’t
want any spotlight turned on us. In a
small town there are two persons that
know what makes the wheels turn. The
preacher and the lawyer. The preacher,
of course is out. That twenty dollars
is just a retainer.”

“What do you want to know?” Mr.
Chaffin was wary.

“I want the lowdown on.the Hazel-
ton robbery.”

“Why that happened twenty years
ago!” The lawyer smiled mirthlessly.
“You’ve chosen a pretty hard nut to
crack. DI’ve a fairly good brain myself

and for two decades it’s had me think-

ing in circles. I was present when it
" happened. There was some sort of
flimflam involved but I can’t quite put
my finger on it.” He paused. “May I
tell it in my own way?”

“Please do.”

“Twenty years ago the big establish-
ment in this end of the county was
Holden’s general store run by Tom
Hazelton. Hazelton’s since retired,

he’s about eighty. He settles estates
now, has a houseful of antiques he picks
up from bereaved heirs at a song. In
those days he was sort of a rural czar.
You could buy a saddle at his store, or
stick candy, or have your grandpappy
embalmed. He was an independent
cotton buyer, too; outside buyers
couldn’t pick up enough good staple
hereabouts to wad a shotgun.”

The lawyer closed his eyes, opened
them. “In those days there was no
bank in Holden and when cotton was
in bale and the buying season came
around, Hazelton had the money sent
over from Sycamore City, the county
seat eleven miles away. A sheriff’s
deputy brought it. He brought it in
a black brief case. This particular
year he brought thirty-five thousand
dollars.”

ROCKETT nodded. Chaffin con-

tinued, ‘“Hazelton’s emporium
was two stories high and a half block
long. The office was on the ground
floor, at the rear, by the alley. There
were two rooms in the office, the main
room with a safe as big as a piano, and
the small enclosed entry room where
complaints and charge accounts were
handled. I was Hazelton’s attorney
and was back in the sanctum the night
it came off.”

The lawyer’s eyes veiled in memory.
“Hazelton was home for supper. Out-
side it was dark. Back in the inner
office, Burt Nicholls and I were talking
politics. Nicholls is a schoolteacher and
in those days he worked evenings at
the store. Out in the anteroom Charlie
Lamberton was behind the desk, wait-
ing for the after-supper rush. Lamber-
ton was a new-comer to town; he died
a couple of years ago but his daughter
is still around. Dorothea Lamberton
and Burt Nicholls have been keeping
company for a good many years. But
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that’s another story and not a very
interesting one, in my opinion.”
Crockett said, “It’s dark. Hazelton
is home to supper. What next?”
“Then it comes.” Mr. Chaffin spread
his palms. “We hear a car stop in the
alley. A minute later Lamberton walks
in with the black briefcase. He locks

the briefcase in the safe and lays a -

paper on the desk by Burt and me. It’s
the receipt for the cash. Lamberton had
signed it; automatically, I put my name
to it and so did Nicholls.”

He pulled down the corners of his
lips in a smile. “What happened after
that is history. When Hazelton came in
and checked, the money was missing.
The real deputy, a man named Latch,
was found along the road five miles out
of town. The cash wasn’t on him and
neither was the receipt, of course. Lam-
berton, a stranger in town, had trans-
acted the deal in the shadows of the
alley. The imposter hadn’t got out of
the car, just handed the briefcase

through the window. Lamberton
couldn’t identify anybody!”’
Crockett grimaced. “Whew! That

certainly smells.”

“To put it mildly, sir, it does. Latch
was slain and robbed yet someone took
the briefcase on in to town—for a re-
ceipt! Don’t ask me why. I’ve often
wondered that myself. And so did the
sheriff, and so did Hazelton.”

Crockett got to his feet. “I want to
get out of here—and I want to use a
typewriter. Can you arrange it?”

“Certainly. There’s no reason to
hold you.”

They stepped out into the night. Mr.
Chaffin drew up before town hall, un-
locked the door. “You’ll find a type-
writer within. Good evening, sir, and
good luck.”

Crockett flicked on the wall switch;
there was a machine on the clerk’s desk.
He sat down, found a sheet of bond in

a drawer, fed it into the roller. He took
an envelope from his pocket. It said:

Crockett Detective Agency
Gentlemen:

Come to Holden and find out what
Mark Savage is doing back in these
parts and maybe yow'll discover who
stole thirty-five thousand dollars from
Tom Hazelton.

The page was unsigned. He slid it
back in its envelope. Laboriously, us-
ing two fingers, he wrote:

Crockett Insurance Agency
Dear Lew:

When you run over to Holden would
you look up Mark Savage. His life
insurance policy has lapsed. It isn’t a
large one whick is all the more reason
that he might want to keep it valid.

Yours,
Wimberton B. Percheron,
Special Agent.

The signature he did with his pen, a
beautiful job of scrolls and flourishes.

AIN STREET was deserted. The
sign on the window said, THE
BLUE TRUNK, Ladies’ Wear, Men’s
Wear, Notions. A high school girl with
four inch heels and mascaraed eye-
lashes put down a comic book and came
forward, movie style, as though she
were carrying a housecat balanced on
her head. She said, “Papa and Mamma
are home to supper.” ‘
“You’ll do fine.” Crockett smiled
engagingly. “I’'m trying to locate a
friend. He’s about six and a half feet
tall, has a long red beard, and goes
scooting about in a wheelchair. His
name is Mark Savage.”
Her eyes widened. “I ain’t never
seen that man. My Redeemer! The
only Mark Savage I know is a pore lit-
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tle feller in dimestore spectacles that
wears dirty overalls and cowhide bro-
gans!”

“Know him well?”

“He come in a few days ago and
bought a blue serge suit and a card-
board travelling bag. I never seen him
before.”

Crockett sauntered to the counter. A
tray of cheap costume jewelry glinted
in the harsh white light. Brooches,
clips, pins. He selected a sunburst
brooch of glass rubies and emeralds,
centered with a showy imitation dia-

mond. “How much?”
“Fifteen cents. You got a girl
friend?”’

He paid her, opened his penknife,
pried out the fake diamond. He
dropped the brooch back in the tray,
wrapped the phony stone in a cigar-
ette paper and put it in his vest pocket.
She was speechless. - He leered at her,
said intimately, “Maybe they got them
mixed up at the factory! For fifteen
cents what can I lose? Maybe I've
bought me a fortune!”

She wet her lips nervously with her
tongue, spoke as though she were ad-
dressing a child. “You better go now.
Goodbye.”

T‘HE little white cottage was back in
a clump of flowering syringas; a
trumpet vine cascaded from a trellis
across the porch, making a lush black
canopy. Crockett ambled up the glazed
brick walk, heard low friendly voices.
He called, “Hello! Anyone home?”
As he put his foot on the step, a soft
rose light came on. Back in the box-
like cave of the porch a man and wom-
an sat side by side on a wooden swing.
A table lamp with a frilled pink shade
was on a wicker taboret by the woman’s
elbow. '
The woman, in her late thirties, was
plump and amiable looking and wore a

short kittenish frock of mauve linen.
The man was middle-aged; he had a
pompous, horselike face and was
dressed in rumpled seersucker. They
blinked as he came forward. He said
effusively, “Mrs. Burt Nicholls, I pre-
sume?”

“I am Mr. Nicholls,” the man de-
clared in a ponderous baritone. ‘“This
is Miss Dorothea Lamberton. This is
her home. “Whom did you—?”

Crockett produced the bogus insur-
ance letter. Miss Lamberton glanced
at it, handed it to Mr. Nicholls who
returned it. “Who is this Mark Sav-
age and where can I find him?”

“We were just talking about him,”
Miss Lamberton said. “He dropped
in to see me several days ago. Mr.
Nicholls tells me he paid him a visit
too.”

Nicholls said aggressively, “As a mat-
ter of fact, we’re not clear as to what
brings him back to town, he hasn’t been
around for twenty years. He was a

- suspect in the Hazelton business. Are

you familiar with that case?”

“Oh, yes. Yes indeed.”

Mr. Nicholls appeared torn be-
tween hostility for the uninvited guest
and a fascination for his subject. “A
deputy named Latch brought in a large
sum of money; he was killed and
robbed just this side of Fern Spring
on a lonely stretch of road. Mark Sav-
age, an itinerant from Alabama, had a
vagabond camp at the spring. They
tried to fasten the thing on him but
there was no evidence. Savage left
town as soon as they released him.”

“He was gone for twenty years—and

then suddenly hove in again? What was
he doing in the meantime??”

. “From the way he talked the other
day, I got the impression that he’d
been in prison down in Alabama.” Mr.
Nicholls looked prim, said significantly,
“Just think, according to you suh, he’s

B
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been keeping up insurance while he
was in confinement!”

“Very thrifty of him,” Crockett an-
swered vaguely. “If he’s making it an
old home week, maybe he’s visited this
Hazelton, too. Perhaps I'd better—”

“Tom Hazelton’s at the lodge to-
night,” Miss Lamberton put in helpful-
ly. “He won’t be home until nine-
thirty.” She looked disturbed. “I don’t
know what’s come over the old man
lately. He’s suddenly taken to drink-
ing!”

Crockett clucked his lips sanctimoni-
ously. “I’'m sorry to hear it.”

She frowned. “The other evening he
did the strangest thing! It gives me
the creeps to think of it! I dropped
in with a coffee cake and he led me into
his livingroom and offered'me a chair.
Suddenly he picked up a cut glass water
bottle from the mantel shelf and
smashed it on the hearth! I looked
alarmed and he said, ‘From now on, I’ll
never drink another glass of water. I
don’t want no pond scum in my stum-
mick and I don’t intend to swaller no
little. lizard eggs neither!” He looked
wild. I got scared and left.”

“Nerves,” Mr. Nicholls declared.
“Old Hazelton had always been high
strung.” He got up, said austerely,
“Shall we be going, suh?”

Crockett lowered himself on the
porch swing beside Miss Lamberton.
He said, “That’s a mighty pretty laven-
der dress, mam.”

Mr. Nicholls stiffened in anger.
“Shall I take this man with me, Doro-
thea, or do you prefer that I leave him
here?”

Miss Lamberton pretended maiden-
ly confusion.

Mr. Nicholls strode
down the path.

Crockett stood up. “Goodnight. To-
morrow he’ll propose. Do you want to
bet?”

dramatically

She didn’t answer. He couldn’t tell
whether she was laughing or crying. °

LOAFER in front of the drug-

store directed him to Tom Hazel-
ton’s. His wristwatch said seven min-
utes to nine; if he worked quickly and
ran into no difficulty, he should have
plenty of time. He was just crossing
the village square when the woman
spoke to him. She stepped out from
behind the dilapidated bandstand and
said, “Howdy.”

The light from the distant shopfronts
made a golden pollenlike nimbus about
the grassless commons. She was a hill
woman, big-boned, in a faded cotton
dress. Her hair was gray and twisted
into a bun at the nape of her neck. She
raised a lank arm, pointed to an object
a few yards away. “Whut’s that yon-
der, friend?”

Crockett peered. She was gesturing
toward an old wheelbarrow. He said,
“It looks like a wheelbarrow. Why?”

She nodded. “That’s right. Now tell
me how do you shave?”

“Did you say how do I shave?”

“Yessir, please.”

“Well, I take a little hot water and
make a lather. With my razor in my
right hand I stand at a mirror and—"

She nodded her head gravely. “I'm
much obliged. I gotta think this over.
Likely T’ll see you in the morning.”
She melted into the shadows and was
gone.

A circlet of cold sweat broke out
across Crockett’s forehead. He said
soft to himself, “Good old Holden.
Never a dull moment!”

Mr. Tom Hazelton’s home was hid-
den from the street by a line of funereal
cedars. The brick house was dark but
for a glimmer of phantom starlight on
the windows. Crockett yanked the bell
pull and listened. There was no re-
sponse.
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He flipped on his flash. A toothpick
had been thrust between the door and
the jamb. The lock was an old mor-
tise affair; his third skeleton key threw
the bolt. He entered, closed the door
behind him. He took two steps and
his ankle broke a black thread tied be-
tween the newelpost and the hall tree.
Massive doors led into the livingroom
and their knobs had been dusted slyly
with flour.

Ex-grocer Hazelton was a man who
liked his privacy—and he had his own
homespun methods of checking on
prowlers.

The living-room was high ceilinged.
with a bay window and a carved mar-
ble fireplace. The rug was turkey red
and the wallpaper was patterned in
pheasants and grapes. Everywhere
were antiques, chairs, loveseats, glass-
ware. He’d come in search of a desk
and to his amazement, he counted
seven. One by one, beginning with a
delicate rosewood secretary, he went
through them. All seven were empty.

It was in the window seat, within the
embrasure of the bay, that he found
the ledgers. They were neatly stacked,
the complete file of Hazelton’s business
accounts from nineteen-nine to thirty-
six.

In the volume labelled 1924 he came

'across two interesting entries. Under
the account of Martin Chaffin, he read:
July 7
1 lb whippoorwill peas
I lb sali pork
r S&EW revolver, cal. 32-20
I gal sorghum

And on precisely the same date, un-
der the account of Burt Nickolls, was
written:

July 7
2 cans sardines
Y5 Ib crackers
I box fifty cartridges, cal.
.32-.20

Crockett returned to the rosewood
secretary. He took a pencil stub from
his vest, removed its eraser. He got
out the glass diamond that he’d bought
at the Blue Trunk, crammed it into the
little tin cylinder at the end of the pen-
cil, and restored the eraser. He placed
the pencil in a pigeonhole—and left the
house.

E Holden Hotel was at the shabby
end of the business block. Spring
sunlight was pounding through the
grimy window in coruscating copper
when he awoke. Mr. Martin Chaffin
was waiting for him in the lobby. The
lawyer was in excellent humor; his
black felt hat was on the back of his
head and there was a merry twinkle
in his squinting, triangular eyes. He
asked, “How’s the bankroll this morn-
ing? Is it worth ten dollars to know
that your life is in jeopardy?”

“No.” Crockett shook his head.
“That’s nothing new.” He slipped a bill
into the lawyer’s lax fingers. “—But I'd
like to hear the sordid details.”

“Someone is digging a grave for
you.” Chaffin inspected him with pleas-
ure. “That, at least, is the interpreta-
tion I put on it. Someone broke into my
toolshed last night and stole my long-
handled shovel. Someone, in spite of
our secrecy last evening, learned that
we’ve been talking and plans are being
made for your disposal.”

“Why my disposal?. Why not
yours?”’
Mr. Chaffin smiled wryly. “You’re

the one, sir, who is stirring up the
mare’s nest. I know these people. I
just thought you might like to hear.”
His lank face creased in an expression
of annoyance. “My toolshed has a
superfine lock. I wonder how he got
in?” ‘

“T’ll be out this afternoon to look at
it. By the way, did you ever buy a
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Smith and Wesson thirty-two twenty?”

“Never bought one, no. I owned one
for a while, though. I got it in settle-
ment of a case. Two brothers back on
Scaleybark Ridge got into a fight over
a girl and—"

“Thanks,” Crockett said.
we're getting somewhere.”

Mr. Chaffin arose and bowed. His
thoughtful eyes were alight with specu-
lation.

“Now

URT NICHOLLS was bending over
the iron pipe at the watering
trough, taking a drink of water. Crock-
ett had the impression that the school-
teacher had assumed the posture as an
excuse to speak to him. As the de-
tective approached him, Nicholls
straightened, said with a burst of unex-
pected cordiality, “What a beautiful
spring morning! I wish I were a bare-
foot tike with fishing rod on my shoul-
der— By the way, I’ve been wondering.
That insurance letter you showed us
last night, you know, the one about
Mark Savage. It was written on plain
bond paper, there was no letterhead.”
He winked. “It was spurious, wasn’t it.
You’re an investigator of some sort,
aren’t you?” -

“Now I'll ask you a question,”
Crockett said crisply. “What kind of
a gun was used when Deputy Latch
was slain?”

“Balistics said it was a .32-.20.”

“Okay. Did you buy a box of shells
for a gun of that calibre in the summer
before the robbery?”

Nicholls seemed astounded.
never fired a gun in my life!”

“It’s there in the ledger. One box
of .32-.20 cartridges to Burt Nicholls
on August 7, 1924.”

For a long moment, the schoolteacher
meditated. “Lamberton kept the books.
He must have made an error. He would
never have done such a thing deliber-

“T’'ve

ately. He was as honest as the day is
long. I suppose you’ve heard how he
made restitution?”

Crockett remained silent.

“When Hazelton discovered the
money was missing,” Nicholls ex-
plained, “he went up in the air. Sud-

denly he remembered that Chaffin and
I and Lamberton had all signed the re-
ceipt. He tried to foist off the indebt-
edness on us, tried to make us split the
loss three ways and make it good.
Chaffin and I hooted at the suggestion,
neither of us had any actual authority
to sign a receipt and to this day I can’t
tell you why we did. It was Hazelton’s
responsibility pure and simple. Lam-
berton, however, felt that the blame was
his and tried to relieve his obligation.
He scraped together every cent he had,
mortgaged his home and so on.”

“Did he pay it off?”

“About four thousand dollars, as I
understand,”

Crockett said blandly, “Lawyer
Chaffin wants us to come out to his
house this afternoon about four. Can
you make it?”

Nicholls looked bewildered. “If you
say so, yes.”

()LD Tom Hazelton was puttering

around in the sunlight. He was so
emaciated that the skin lay like a gray
film over his skull and cheekbones but
his frail shoulders were as straight as a
youth’s. He was examining a pile of -
locust fenceposts stacked in a corner of
the yard. Crockett said cheerily, “Get-
ting ready to put in a fence?”

“Yep,” the oldster said, “when the
moon changes.”

Crockett smiled faintly. Hazelton
said quickly, “And you don’t need to
snicker. Hit’s you is iggerant, not me.
I’'m a-waitin’ fer the moon to git in the
black. Put in a fencepost, or plant a
potato, by the wrong sign an’ you’ll be
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durn sorry. The moon, hit’s like a mag-
net. I’'ve seen fenceposts and sich
sucked half out’n the ground when they
was did in the light of the moon. . . .
What you want here anyway? I don’t
know you.”

“I’m Lew Crockett, a detective. I've
come to Holden to find that thirty-five
thousand dollars you mislaid twenty
years ago. I want you to agree to pay
me twenty percent for its recovery.”

Hazelton gazed at the sky. “T’ll offer
three percent.” Crockett laughed; the
oldster said, “Come into the house and
we’ll horsetrade.”

In Mr. Hazelton’s high ceilinged liv-
ing room, surrounded by his antique
furniture, Crockett hedged. “I haven’t
exactly found it yet, you know. But
prospects don’t look too bad. Let’s re-
view the case. Why on earth did Lam-
berton ask Chaffin and Nicholls to sign
that receipt?”

“I couldn’t rightly say, Mr. Crock-
ett; I was out to supper. Lamberton’s
story to me was that Chaffin and
Nicholls jest picked ’er up and signed
her fer a smart alecky prank.”

“They tell me that Lamberton was
conscious-stricken over his blunder and
ran himself bankrupt paying off his
debt to you. Yet his daughter, Miss
Dorothea, appears fairly well off.”

“That’s right, Mr. Crockett. A aunt
o’ her’n in Nashville left her a little
money. I tried to get to hit but it
seems like I cain’t tech hit.”

“That’s too bad,” Crockett said sym-
pathetically. “Laws are a nuisance,
aren’t they? What do you know about
Mark Savage?”

Hazelton looked petulant. “I cain’t
figger that man. He’s back in town.
I used to think he was the critter that
slewed Deppity Latch and thieved my
money. Yet when I seen Savage the
other day he was dressed in dirty ole
overalls. ’Course he coulda spent that

thirty-two thousand in the meantime
but—"

“Maybe he buried it.
came back to dig it up?”

“That don’t make no sense. Why
would he wait twenty year?”” The old
man lowered his voice. “Mr. Crockett,
my house was broken into last night.
Yo’re a detective; who done it and
why?”’

- Crockett ruminated. He indicated
the clutter of antiques about the room.
“What’s this stuff?”

“Them’s antiques. I settle estates
and buy ’em from the heirs as a side-
line, while the arn is hot, jest after the
deceased has deceased. I say, ‘Folks
T’ll give you fifty cents fer this ole
wormeaten table.” Hit works ever’-
time.”

Crockett strolled about the room.
When he reached the rosewood secre-
tary he put on a show of interest. “Very
strange. An empty desk and yet—"’ He
took his pencil from the pigeonhole,
held it to his ear, shook it. “Where did
this desk come from?”

“I bought her from the Tolbert
family out on Red Fox Run. Why?
Hey, what you doin’ with that pencil?”’

Crockett took the eraser from its
socket, emptied the glass diamond into
his palm. The old man’s eyes pro-
truded; he scuttled across the carpet,
snipped it up in a quick grab.

“That explains your prowler,”
Crockett said solemnly. “Some Tolbert
hid a diamond in a pencil and it got
passed along in the desk to you. One of
the relatives was in last night looking
for it. By the way, you’re turning it
back to the heirs, of course?”

“Oh, shore. O’ course!” Old Hazel-
ton beamed. “Mr. Crockett, you and
me is goin’ to get along jim dandy.
Yessirreebob! I’ll see that the Tolberts
gets hit back. Jest forgit all about hit
and leave hit to me.”

Mayhe he
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Crockett picked up his hat. “And
meet me at Martin Chaffin’s this after-
noon at four. We’re having a reunion.”

“Anything you say, Mr. Crockett.
“Anything you say!”

HE WAS wandering about town,
looking for Marshal Pickering—
when he realized he was being followed.
It was the gaunt hillwoman that had
spoken to him in the shadows by the
bandstand the night before. She made
no effort at concealment but tagged
him a half block in the rear, persist-
ently like a lonesome hound dog.

He took her for a jaunt, passed down
Main Street, crossed the village square,
turned into the alley by a feed-and-
grain store and came out into a secluded
hitching lot. He sat down on a weath-
ered bench and waited. After a mo-
ment, she materialized in the alley-
mouth and to his surprise approached
him,

She was tall, a good head taller than
he was, and in her baggy cotton dress
she made a sepulchral figure as she ad-
vanced. She asked woodenly, “You
got apen?”’

He nodded. She produced a sheet of
cheap paper and a blank envelope from
the folds of her apron. “I hain’t no

scholar,” she remarked without em-
barrassment. “Will you write a letter
for me?”

He flattened the paper on the bench
seat, held his pen in readiness. She
spoke slowly, “Deéar Mark, the man
that give you that money to leave town
is spranglin’ around tryin’ to hang the
whole bad business on you. Got yore
letter this morning and in answer would
like to say burn that affidavit, it won’t
bring us nothing but grief. Don’t for-
git you got a prison record, honey.
Yore faithful wife, Vereena.” She took
a big breath. “Thank you, sir, Now if
you’ll jest back the envelope. The ad-

dress is William Henery Jones, Gen-,
eral Delivery, Chattanooga.”

He handed her the document. “We’ve
met before, haven’t we? Why did you
stop me last night and give me all that °
rigmarole?” _

“I was tryin’ you out,” she said
sombrely. “On mirror and wheelbar-.
row!” When she said the words, her.
r’s were melodious, flutelike. “You
spoke ’em like a Yankee and I knowed..
you was a stranger and would do. This
letter is kinda personal and I couldn’t
take the chance of having the folks
around here writin’ hit for me.” She.
started across the hitching lot, stopped,
said over her shoulder, “I’'m surely be- .
holden to you, sir,” : i

“Not at all,” Crockett remarked.
graciously. “The pleasure is all mine.
I hope everything comes out all right.”’

AWYER CHAFFIN’S green.
shingle bungalow was at the edge
of town, set in a crotch between two red-
clay hills. - Beyond, holly and scrub.
oak struggled up the ridge to a hazy
sky. It was eight minutes to four as
Crockett stepped through a break in
the osage hedge and approached the
house. Old Tom Hazelton, smoking a.
thin cigar, was seated Wlth the lawyer
on the veranda.

r. Chaffin arose, came down the
steps to greet his guest. “It’s backy
here,” he said under his breath., Crock-:
ett followed him around the corner of::
the house.

An old pine door was set flush in the ;
hillside, locked by a hasp and an ex+:
pensive padlock. “It’s got me whipped,”
Mr. Chaffin declared. “This is my tool-
shed. How did he get in?”

Crockett shrugged. “See that new :
staple in the hasp? He 31mply pried off
the old staple and put in a new one.
Open up. I'd like a look inside.”

Mr. Chaffin’s toolshed was a small::
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square cave, carved from the red clay
and floored with scrap lumber. There
were a few garden tools, a scythe, and
an old barrel-topped trunk. The law-
yer said, “It was over there, my shovel.
Now it’s gone.”

Crockett lifted the trunk lid. It was
full of mildewed clothes, old papers.
Chaffin said, “When Lamberton died,
he died in debt and his property was
up for sale. I bought it at auction to
. give to his daughter. Miss Dorothea
wouldn’t accept it. Too proud, I guess.”

Crockett said, “Let’s go back to the
house.”

URT NICHOLLS, arrived and
Marshal Pickering drove up in his
tan coupe. Mr. Chaffin brought out
extra chairs and the little group sat
silently in the hot evening as dust rolled
up from the road and settled among
the magnolia boles. Already, in the up-
lands, night noises were beginning, the
skirl of the tree frog, the cough of the
bobcat.

Finally Crockett spoke. “Well,
gentlemen, we can get this over with
in a hurry. I know who our killer is.
I know exactly how the thing was
worked.”

Mr. Chaffin sank back in his chair,
listened intently. Burt Nicholls smiled
encouragement. Old Hazelton fiddled
with his cigar. z

“Let’s go back once more to the night
of the robbery,” Crockett suggested.
“Deputy Latch drives into the alley be-
hind the store, turns over the briefcase
to Lamberton and waits for his re-
ceipt—"

“That’s Lamberton’s story,” Hazel-.

ton broke in. “I’ve allus believed Lam-
berton’s deppity was Mark Savage, I've
allus figgered they was together. Could
be that Savage kilt Latch on the way
into town, took his car and brought the
briefcase to Lamberton for a signature

on the receipt. Jest to ball us up, which
hit did!”

“No. Lamberton’s story was true in
every detail,” Crockett declared.
“Here’s the way it was done, and a slick
trick it was. Latch was an accomplice.
The killer persuaded him to-bring an
empty briefcase in, convincing him that
the receipt would absolve him, that sus-
picion would center around the safe in
the office. Deputy Latck was killed on
the way home. He was slain for se-
curity reasons, of course.”

There was a moment of tense silence.
Marshal Pickering asked quietly, “Who
done it, Lew?”’

“Martin Chaffin did it,” Crockett
said. “He’s your man.”

Chaffin shook his head scornfully.
“What nonsense. I expected better
than that from you—"

“We’ll study your bank deposits. At
first you banked the money out of town
and later brought it in. Holden had no
bank at the time which made the sub-
terfuge easy.”

Chaffin laughed. Mr. Nicholls asked,
“Who brought you to Holden?”

“An anonymous letter about Mark
Savage. I suspect your fiancee wrote
1

Pickering leaned forward.
Savage got to do with this?”

“Plenty. He saw the murder of Latch
at Fern Spring. A little later he got
socked in jail, when he finally got free
he came back to apply a little black-
mail. Chaffin paid him off once—and
then killed him.”

The lawyer said lugubriously. “Now
T’ve killed Mark Savage too!”

“You did indeed. And that’s where
we’ve got you. You walked into Hazel-
ton’s living room while Savage was spill-
ing the works. You knocked him into
the fireplace, breaking his dimestore
spectacles. Later when Miss Lamberton
was visiting Hazelton, our elderly

“What'’s
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friend observed some shards of glass in
the hearth and broke a water bottle to
cover up.”

TOM HAZELTON clamped shut his
jaw. “That I deny.” \

“You'’re innocent, but you’re afraid
of Chaffin. That’s why you have those
homemade prowler snares all over your
house.” Crockett’s lean face went
bleak. “The trouble with you, Chaffin,
is that you think you’re a heap smarter
than you are. You think outsiders, like
me, are pretty dumb. I suspected you
from the beginning, when you sat there
in the jail and told me your version of
the incident. Lamberton and Nicholls
belonged in Hazelton’s office that night,
you were the extra quantity.”

Crockett sighed. “Since my arrival
last night you’ve had me on a merry-go-
round. And all your red herrings were
premised on the supposition that an
outlander like me wouldn’t understand
the mechanics of a village like Holden.
You were in Hazelton’s ledger for a
pistol so you added a box of shells to
Burt Nicholls’ account to confuse the
issue. You send some woman—I bet
she’s your housekeeper acting on blind
orders—around ta dictate a letter im-
plying that Savage is alive in Chat-
tanooga.” He glanced at the marshal.
“She’s tall, wears a faded cotton dress,
has gray hair—?”

“Aunt Betty, the town bum,” Pick-
ering said promptly. “She’ll do any-
thing for a bottle of popskull whiskey.”

“You were getting alarmed,” Crock-

. ett went on. “You gave me a silly story

of a stolen shovel to bring me out and
show me Savage’s grave. That was to
convince you in your own mind that you
were absolutely safe.”

Marshal Pickering asked calmly,
“Where is Mark Savage buried?”

“Back of the house, under the floor
of the cyclone cellar. Chaffin calls it his

toolshed—to explain the lock on the
door—but I’ve seen hundreds of those
cellars in these hills and he didn’t de-
ceive me for a moment. Cyclone cellars
don’t have locks. He put that on after
he buried the body.” i

“But why,” asked Nicholls, “why
should he kill Savage at Mr. Hazelton’s
and then cart the corpse all the way
home?”

“My guess is that he was afraid of
the moon,” Crocket said. ‘“He’s super-
stitious. It’s the wrong sign and he was
afraid that if he buried the corpse out
in the hills the moon would draw it to
the surface of the earth. He was wait-
ing for the moon to get in the black.
Am I right, Chaffin?”

Chaffin said desperately, “I was a
victim of circumstances. I can explain
everything—"”

Marshal Pickering snapped on the
handcuffs. “Nice work, Lew. But you
made one mistake. That business about
the moon hain’t no superstition. I’ve
seen fenceposts drawed up till—”
Nicholls and Hazelton nodded.

. . . After it was all over, Crockett.
walked back to town with the school-
teacher. For a while, neither spoke. At
last Crockett said, “There’s one thing
more I'd like to get fixed up. I'm
thinking about you and Miss Dorothea.
Why put it off any longer? Why not
make up your mind and marry the girl.”

The schoolteacher came to a sudden
stop, rocked back on his heels. “You,
too! I’ve never told this to a soul, but
she’s the one that puts it off. Every,
night I propose and every night she
diverts me. Why does the cruel world

always assume that it’s always the male

who—?” His face was a mask of self
pity in the gathering dusk. “A-a-ah!-
Such torment!” _

“Excuse me,” Crockett said hastily.:
“I didn’t realize what I was getting
into.” < ,




The UNDETECTIVE

By FRANCES M. DEEGAN

Since Buster wasn’t cut out to be a

regular sleuth; he decided to

go into the undetecting business

IG BUSTER FOUNTAIN
B slapped open the door of the Otto
Cooper Detective Agency and
stomped in with a wide and happy grin.
His massive, battered face was squeezed
outward in a leer of pure delight.

Joe Lannigan observed him curiously
over the top of a racing form as he
clumped through the reception room
and barged into Otto Cooper’s office.
Joe was curious because Buster was
supposed to be out tailing Marilyn Best,
a handsome filly and a professional
model, with larceny in her heart. There-
fore he was not surprised at the roar
which issued from the inner office.

“What the blasted hell are you doing
in here?” demanded Cooper. “I sup-
pose you lost her!”

“No I never,” declared Buster hap-
pily. “I had quite a talk with her. She’s
a nice kid.” ;

“Talk? Talk!” bellowed old man
Cooper. “You were not supposed to
approach her, you dumb hunk of—”

“I never. She came up to me an’
asked me what was I followin’ her for.
So I told her. An’ she promised to lay
off Mr. Kramer so he can go back to his
wife an’ there won’t have to be no
divorce.”

Joe Lannigan cringed in the outer
office as the air turned blue with steam-
ing oaths.

“Get out of here, you slap-happy

80

moron! You’re fired! That’s the sec-
ond case you’ve lost for me. Out! And
if I ever see you again, so help me, I’ll
put you out of your misery with a
bullet! Out! Get out, before I—"

Buster backed out of the office,
wheeled and made a bewildered exit,
closing the outer door gently. Thump-
ings and ominous rumbling continued
to emanate from old man Cooper’s
office. Joe Lannigan slid his hat for-
ward and also made a cautious exit.

He caught up with Buster in Casey’s
Little Haven. The big fellow was
slumped over the bar, his head sunk
between heavy shoulders and his hat
down over his eyes. He paid no heed
as Joe climbed on the stool beside him
and signaled the bartender for a rye.

The silence was broken by one of
Buster’s habitual snuffles, the result of
a broken nose. Joe eyed him sympa-
thetically from the side and began fum-
bling through his pockets.

“Oh, hell,” he said. “Must have left
my cigarettes back in the office.”

Buster snuffled again and slid a
crumpled pack along the bar without
looking up.

“Thanks,” said Joe, lighting up.
“You—er, you got any plans?”

Buster’s big fists slowly balled on the
bar. “If I thought I could get a match,”
he growled bitterly, “I’d go back in the
ring an’ get my head beat off. I ain’t
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no good for nothin’ else.”
“Naw!” said Joe loudly. “You don’t

want to talk like that. Why hell, there’s -

dozens of opportunities for a guy like
you.”

“I always get fired,” said Buster
simply. :

“Well, that’s not necessarily your
fault. You just happened to get into the
wrong racket.”

“What’s wrong about bein’ a detec-
tive?”

“Nothing. Nothing’s wrong with it
if you happen to be suited for it. You
got to have certain talents—”

“Like what?”

“Like— Well, like snooping, for in-
stance. You don’t like to be a snooper,
so you don’t do it so good. And snitch-
ing. You got to be willing to snitch on
anybody if it’ll help your case any.’ ¢

“I rather face up to a guy an’ have it
out w1th him. Or maybe bust him on
the jaw.”

“There you are.” Joe spread his
hands convincingly, and winked at
Hippy Flick, the bartender, who
promptly filled the glasses.

Hippy and Joe, like every one else
who knew the big fellow, had a kind of
exasperated fondness for him. It pained
them to see him in the dumps, and thus
it was natural for them to enter into a

“gentle conspiracy to drown, or at least
temporarily, submerge his troubles.

Buster gulped his drink and thumped
the ashes off his cigarette with the ef-
fortless force of a pile driver. “Yeah.
Here I am,” he repeated mournfully.
“Flat on my fanny, an’ the match is
over. No return bout scheduled. No—”

“Wait a minute,” said Joe with sud-
den inspiration. “I said you weren’t
cut out to be a detective. And you’re
not. It’s like— Well, take for instance,
if you were to climb in the ring with
a wrestler.”

“What’d I want to do that for?”

“You wouldn’t. That’s just the point.
Don’t you get it?” Joe waxed enthusi-
astic. “You’re not a wrestler, you’re a
boxer. So you stick to boxing. Or you
did while you were in the fight game.”

“What’s that got to do with bein’ a
detective?”

“Same thing.” Joe moved his elbow
as Hippy poured a refill. “You’re not
a detective, you’re a—you’re an unde-
tective.” ‘

Buster turned a baffled scowl from
Joe to the bartender. “I ain’t,” he said.
“I don’t even know what it is.”

“Look. I'll explain it this way.” Joe
selected a match stick from the ash tray
as Hippy rested the bottle on the bar
and cocked up one knee to look on with
interest. “A thing,” Joe went on, “is
either detectable, or it’s undetectable.
Like this.” He held up the burnt match
stick. “Now you see it—" He slid the
match stick under the ash tray. “Now
you don’t. And the reason you don’t see
it is because it’s covered up. All right.
If somebody hired a detective to hunt
for that match stick, he’d try to uncover
it. Why wouldn’t somebody else be just
as anxious to hire an undetective to
keep it covered?” Joe tossed off his
drink triumphantly and shoved his glass
forward. “Am I right, Hippy?”

“Sounds reasonable to me,” agreed
Hippy, tilting the bottle once more.

JOE LANNIGAN was studiously por-
ing over the entries in the fourth
at Hawthorne when the phone rang.

“Otto Cooper Detective Agency,
Lannigan talking.” A broad smile
lighted his face. “Buster! Where the
hell have you been for the past two
weeks? How you doing, kid?”

“I'm doing swell! Everything’s
jake!” crowed Buster happily. “I
wanta thank you, Joe, for that smart
idea you give me. It sure worked.”

“What—er, what idea is that?”
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“You know. The undetective angle.
Remember how you wrote it all out for
me in Casey’s bar? I done just like
you said. I sent out letters marked
PERSONAL AND CONFIDENTIAL
to that list of big shots you give me,
statin’ how I'm a cover-up man—mis-
takes carefully concealed—discreet as-
sistance in combatin’ an’ confusin’ in-
vestigation, an’ so on. We're gettin’
some good leads outa the newspapers,
too. Like you said, whenever there’s a
write-up about somebody havin’ some
trouble with somebody else, or gettin’
in a jam, we send all parties concerned
allletters i

Joe stared at the phone appalled as
Buster rumbled on.

“We?” he finally broke in weakly.
“You and—er, who else?”

“That’s me an’ my secretary,” ex-
plained Buster proudly. “I got a cute
little blond trick in the outer office.
We__”

“Office?” repeated Joe haggardly.
“Secretary? Buster, that costs dough.
You can’t—"

“Whadda ya mean—I can’t?” de-
manded Buster. “Whadda ya think I
been stashin’ my bankroll for, all these
years? Whadda ya think I collected
for my twenty-nine fights—spinach?”

“Oh, God!” groaned Joe. “I had no
idea you were heeled with anything
like— How much, Buster? How much
did you have stashed?”

“Close to twenty-five grand,” de-
clared Buster nonchalantly. “That’s
why I figured I could blow myself to a
nice lay-out. I'm located over on the
fiftth floor of the Candler Building—
Room 502. Drop in an’ see me when
you’re over this way.”

“Buster,. wait a minute,” gasped Joe
desperately. “Don’t do anything until
I— Let’s talk this over. I can’t get over
there right away because Cooper’s out
and I’m stuck here in the office alone.”

“That’s okay, Joe. There ain’t no
hurry. I'm pretty busy myself, but I’ll
be glad to see you any time.” '

“Busy? I suppose you're busy send-
ing out more of those damned letters.
Listen, Buster. I wouldn’t send out any
more if I were you. In the first place
you’ve got to have a license to open a—
to operate a— What the hell do you call
yourself anyway?”

“T got it on the door,” said Buster
complacently. “It’s in gold leaf. Real
simple. Just BUSTER FOUNTAIN.
An’ underneath that UNDETECTIVE.
An’ I don’t need no license.”

((No?”

“Huh-uh. I inquired. I wrote to
Springfield an’ asked could they issue
me a license for undetecting mistakes,
an’ they wrote back an’ said no, they
didn’t have no such licenses.”

“NJEVERTHELESS, I wish you’d
Listen, Buster. I don’t

suppose you’ve had any replies to your
letters yet? You haven’t hardly had
time to get any answers yet, huh?”

“Oh, sure. I got three inquiries al-
ready. An’ at two o’clock this afternoon
I start workin’ on my first case. I bet
you couldn’t guess who my first client
is.”

“No,” said Joe hollowly.

“Remember Marilyn Best, that nice
little model that I lost my job on ac-
count of?”

SUh=l

“Well, she knows an old guy that
lives out on the West Side, an’ he’s got
all kinds of what you call art treas-
ures.” Joe sat up suddenly at this with
a look of wary alertness. “He’s a col-
lector,” Buster went on, “an’ among
other things, he’s got a whole roomful
of fancy costumes like they used to
wear in old times, way back when. An’
one of these is a long robe thing with
gen-yu-wine jools stuck in the front of
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it. Some old queen was buried in it.
It wasn’t Cleopatra, but it was some
old gal just like her. Anyway they
both come from the same place—"

“Never mind the ancient history,”
snapped Joe tensely. “Let’s bring it
down to date. What happened to the
robe?”

“Why, nothing. Nothing happened
to it,” replied Buster. “This old guy,
Mr. Buckwalder, wants Marilyn to
wear it today so she can pose for some
pictures in the Modern Art Studios.
An’ I'm goin’ along on account of the
dress is valuable.”

“Buster, listen. There’s something
screwy about this. Anybody with a
valuable art treasure could ask the
police department to furnish a guard.
And anyway, why does she have te leave
the house to have pictures taken? Why
couldn’t she have them taken right
there?”

“That’s on account of they ain’t got
the right set-up out at the house. They
got to have the studio lights an’ back-
ground, an’ so on. An’ he don’t wanta
call in the police department.” Buster
snuffled loudly and continued, “You
know how it is with the cops. Like
Marilyn says, right away there’d be
publicity, an’ he don’t want it known
he’s got anything that valuable in his
collection. It ain’t safe. Somebody’s
liable to bump him off an’ snatch the
robe. So he wants it kept under cover.
Get it? That’s where I come in. The
undetective. I keep it under cover.”

“Listen, you—" Joe swallowed the
obscenity and choked. “How can you
keep a thing under cover after you take
pictures of it?”

“Oh, the pictures is private, too,” de-
clared Buster patiently. ‘“They’re for
old Mr. Buckwalder an’ nobody else.
What’s the matter, Joe? You act like
you don’t think so much of your idea
no more.”

“My idea!” said Joe bitterly.
“Listen, Buster. That was just a—
Well, I was just trying to cheer you up
—get your mind off the lousy detective
racket.”

“Sure, sure. I know. But just the
same it was a swell idea. Look how it’s
worked out. I guess I'm the only un-
detective in the City of Chicago. Joe,
you have to excuse me now. I got an-
other customer waitin’ outside. I’ll be
seein’ya, Joe.”

Joe shoved the phone aside and
thoughtfully drew a pad of report forms
toward him!  When Otto Cooper re-
turned to the office the form was com-
pleted and Joe laid it before him.

Cooper was a plump little man who
continually squirmed in his chair
which squeaked.

“Buckwalder, eh?” he read the in-
formation. ‘“Private collection of arts
and antiques. Needs a private opera-
tive to cover the transportation of valu-
able objects from time to time. Okay.
Run out and have a talk with him. The
usual fee, plus expenses and overtime.
And you better come back with the
signed contract in your pocket. I got
four operatives sitting around on their
tails, doing nothing. I can’t go on pay-
ing salaries with business the way it is.
That damned, half-witted ex-pug, Bus-
ter Fountain, is responsiblel He
queered me! The triple-dashed son of
el

E Buckwalder house was an old
family residence on Washington
Boulevard. A three-story, gray stone
structure that might have looked dig-
nified in the slow-moving nineties, but
looked merely gloomy with modern
trafic flashing past it.

Buckwalder himself opened the door.
He was a small, stooped man with
vague eyes behind enormous shell-
rimmed glasses.
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“Lannigan of the Otto Cooper De-
tective Agency,” Joe identified him-
self curtly. :

“Oh, yes. Yes. Come in,” quavered
the gnome-like Buckwalder. “You must
be the man Marilyn—Miss Best en-
gaged. She hasn’t arrived yet. But I'm
glad to have this opportunity to talk
with you. I can’t impress upon you too
strongly the need for absolute secrecy
and ah—discretion.” He shuffled ahead
of Joe down the gloomy central hall.
Wearing carpet slippers, his feet made
a ghostly whisper in the twilight dim-
ness. The house had a musty, ancient
smell of old things long undisturbed.

Joe was led into a small, dark study
at the rear of the house which had
apparently not been aired since the last
century. He glanced at the high, shad-
owed ceiling, instinctively looking for

bats as he sat down varily in a dusty, °

tapestry covered chair.

“I want to make my position per-
fectly clear to you,” continued Buck-
walder in his dry, lisping voice. “As
you probably know, the chaotic condi-
tions caused by the war have com-
pletely disrupted the art world. Records
have been destroyed, and art objects
themselves displaced. So that now we
have numerous false claimants to valu-
able pieces. A legitimate owner might
eventually prove his right to possession
of a disputed object, but it would be a
costly process, and there is always the
possibility that he might fail to estab-
lish his right to ownership. You follow
me?”

“Pm way ahead of you,” said Joe,
drawing out the Cooper -contract.
“That’s why I want you to look this
over and consider the necessity for
continuous protection. From what you
have told me, it is obvious that a clever
thief could make off with part of your
collection and then defy you to prove
ownership.”

Buckwalder’s gnome face looked
startled. “I ah—suppose so. Yes.
But—”

“Isn’t it a little risky to allow this
valuable robe to leave your premises?”
asked Joe. “Why must you have photo-
graphs, since you already have the robe
itself?”

“The vanity of the collector,” sighed
Buckwalder. “I dare not admit openly
that the robe is in my possession. It is
well known, and immediately false
claims would be made by unscrupulous
individuals. However, I can display
photographs without admitting how and
where I got them, simply by declaring
that I have been pledged to secrecy.
And in any event,” he rasped sharply,
“you have been engaged to prevent any
mishap. Why do you now speak of
risks?”

“As a matter of fact, I’'m here as an
extra precaution,” said Joe carefully.
“There is another man with Miss Best.
He is to accompany her the entire time
she is wearing the robe. That is, if
you insist upon having these photo-
graphs taken.”

“I do insist,” said Buckwalder stub-
bornly. “I want them. And Miss Best
is admirably suited as a model for the
robe.”

“Very well,” said Joe flatly. “We
shall do our best to protect your robe.
But you are to say nothing whatever
about my presence here. The other
man, Fountain, will go along as guard.
I’'ll be somewhere in the background
just to make sure—"

“You'’re not insinuating—” sput-
tered Buckwalder. “You're certainly
not implying that Miss Best is not to
be trusted?”’

“In our business,” retorted Joe, “we
don’t trust anybody. I want you to look
over this contract after I leave here.
T’ll return later to discuss it further

)

~with you. If you're as smart as I think
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you are, you'll sign it. At the contract
rate you’ll be money ahead in the long
run.”

“I’ll, ah—consider it,” said Buck-
walder stiffly. “But I must say I don’t
like your attitude toward Miss Best.
She is a charming young woman, and
has assisted me before in obtaining
photographs of various-small pieces.”

“But nothing as valuable as this—
what is it, an Egyptian robe?”

“Ah—yes, Egyptian. Nearly two
thousand years old, and remarkably
well preserved. It is a heavy linen,
hand-colored with some mixture of oils
and other derivatives which apparently
prevented decay.” Buckwalder’s vague
eyes lighted with the fervor of an avid
collector. “The jewel design has a
mystic connotation which has been
variously interpreted—"

He was interrupted by the shrill ring
of the doorbell, gazed about him
vaguely, and came back to earth with
the comment, “Ah—yes. That will be
Marilyn—Miss Best. If you’ll excuse
me—" He scuffled off toward the door.

STANDING in the shadows at the
rear of the hall, Joe had to admit
that Marilyn Best was indeed well
equipped to model the ancient robe. She
came down the staircase with slow lan-
guorous steps, lifting the long robe
gracefully with one hand. Artful make-
up had lengthened her eyes and slanted
her brows. Full red lips in an oval
face, and black hair caught up in a
jeweled fillet, gave her the character
of an Egyptian queen. She laughed
down at Buster, who stood at the foot of
the stairs looking slightly moonstruck,
until she ordered his imperiously to get
her wrap. He picked up a long, black
cape and placed it awkwardly about her
shoulders.
Buckwalder scuffled down the stairs
uttering last minute warnings'and in-

structions. “And be sure to keep the
robe tightly covered,” he babbled, sud-
denly nervous at seeing the robe walk-
ing toward the door. “And wait! Re-
member what I told you about—"
“Bucky, dear,” murmured Marilyn.

“The cab is waiting. We can’t stand

here all day going over everything
again. Stop worrying. We’ll be back
here by six o’clock. Now be a good
boy, and stop fussing.”

Joe had no trouble keeping the taxi
in sight as it sped down Washington
Boulevard toward the loop. But he was
somewhat surprised when it turned off
on Wacker, swung around the loop,
and headed north toward the Modern
Art Studios. He had not expected that
Marilyn would actually go to the pho-
tographer’s address. He relaxed for a
moment and slowed his coupe, looking
about for a place to park. In that in-
stant the taxi dove into an alley and
disappeared.

Swearing between his teeth, Joe
swung his car around too sharply and
became the center of a traffic snarl, with
hooting horns and bawling drivers on
all sides of him. By the time he had
extricated himself, pulled up at the
curb, and walked to the mouth of the
alley, the cab had disappeared. His
first impulse was to dash back to his
car and try to pick up the cab again.
But there was a slight chance that
Marilyn and her large escort had en-
tered the studio by a back door, and
he had the number of the cab. A thin
scream penetrated the street noises and
he broke into a run.

Midway along the alley a dim, cov-
ered passage on the right led through
to the street. Scuffling sounds came
from the passage but there was no one
in sight. Stepping into the passage
cautiously, Joe quickly discovered that
the wall to his left had a number of
shallow recesses which must, at one
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time, have led to doors. But the doors
had now been bricked up. In one of
these recesses Buster Fountain was
struggling with what appeared to be a
nude woman.

“Now, Honey,” he was pleading
hoarsely. “It’s me. It’s Buster. You’re
allright. You’re safe—"

“You fool!” shrieked Honey. “Let
me go! He’s got my wrap! Let me—"”

Leaving caution behind him, Joe
sprinted for the street, collided with a
solid shadow that materialized out of
another recess, and felt the sickening
jar as a hard object struck him on the
side of the head. Momentarily stunned,
his hands kept slipping as he tried to
pushed himself up, then his faculties
readjusted themselves and he climbed
unsteadily to his feet and stumbled to-
ward the street exit. There was no sign
of the thief among the pedestrians, who
eyed him with varying degrees of pity
and contempt as he swayed there peer-
ing blearily up and down the street.

“In the middle of the day!” sniffed
an angular damsel.

Joe turned back wearily and picked
up his hat. His head, he decided, must
have a hell of a bump. The hat no
longer fit. He plodded back to the
alley and paused at the mouth of the
passage, startled and dismayed. He had
had some vague notion of going back
for his car, driving it into the alley,
and rescuing the denuded Marilyn.
What he did with ‘her after that de-
pended upon how much and how well
she talked. As usual, he had made the
mistake of overlooking Buster’s capa-
city for unorthodox behavior.

E big fellow was walking away
from him, in the opposite direction
from where the car was parked. In his
arms he carried a raging and totally
helpless Marilyn. Their voices reached
him distinctly in the quiet alley.

“Stop! Put me down! You’re out of
your mind, you—"

“I tell ya, I seen it done!” Buster in-
sisted. “Many’s the time a guy carries
a plastic model right through the loop,
and nobody thinks nothin’ of it. Except
may be a few wise guys whistle at
him—”

“Will—you—stop, you obscene
idiot!” snarled Marilyn hysterically
through her teeth, beating at him with
her fists.

“Now, Honey,” boomed Buster
soothingly. “I gotta get you out of
here, an’ there aint’ no other way to do
it. You gotta quiet down now, an’ act
like a plastic model when we get out
on the street. You’ll see—nobody won’t
think nothin’ of it.”

Coming out of his fuddled state with
a sudden rush of horror, Joe started
running toward them and promptly
tripped over an obstacle and sprawled
full length in the alley. By the time
he had picked himself up, it was too
late. Buster was stepping into the pub-
lic thoroughfare with an elegantly stiff
model in his arms. As he turned out
of the alley, Joe was slightly relieved to
note that Marilyn was partially cov-
ered by a black brassiere and frilly
black panties. Her long legs were
gracefully displayed in sheer black
hose, ankles crossed primly, and high-
arched feet encased in delicate black
satin slippers.

Joe trailed after them with a hope-
less sinking feeling. This was the awful
realization of that nightmare familiar
to all dreamers. Of appearing sudden-
ly in a public place in a state of inti-
mate undress. The fact that it was
Marilyn, and not himself, who was un-
dressed did not seem to alleviate his
qualms.

Nor was it a relief when no imme-
diate riot greeted Buster’s appearance.
It merely meant the agony was to be
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prolonged, and sooner or later—

Joe had a sudden chill of fear when
a husky gent butted into him, due to
the fact that the gent’s head was craned
backward. But the man’s only com-
ment was: “Geez! They’re sure makin’
_’em real nowadays, huh? I could almost
go for that myself.”

Joe shuddered briefly and closed his
eyes. His head was no longer numb,
it had begun to throb with pain, but as
he opened his eyes again he became
aware of several things at once.

Buster was striding majestically to-
ward the busy traffic of Michigan
Boulevard, The rigid figure in his arms
looked extremely unnatural in the day-
light. One arm was curved stiffly about
Buster’s neck. Marilyn was doing a
good job of impersonating a lifeless
dummy. Her exotic makeup contribut-
ed to the illusion. Heavily beaded
lashes were lowered to conceal her eyes,
and her face was set in a blank expres-
sion.

As he started after them once more,
Joe was forced to the unwilling convic-
tion that Buster, in his simple direct
fashion, was far better acquainted with
the public consciousness than certain
eminent psychologists. The vulgar gent
who had butted into Joe was the ex-
ception rather than the rule. Most men
did not care to be caught ogling a manu-
factured mannequin in public, and had
to content themselves with a furtive
glance. The ladies modestly, or indig-
nantly, turned their eyes away. The
public was, in fact, so intent upon prov-
ing their own indifference to the spec-
tacle that not one of them thought of
examining the ridiculous possibility
that the mannequin was seething with
very lively emotions. And even utter-
ing shocking profanities behind her
Mona Lisa smile.

Nevertheless Joe realized that if a
sufficient number of the more vulgar-

minded pedestrians began to stare and
point, the rest of the public would fol-
low suit. Or suppose some one jostled
Marilyn, and felt the shock of soft,
warm flesh. An insect might even bite
heniie

Joe cursed his too active imagination
and plodded after the exotic pair, keep-
ing a weather eye out for any inquisi-
tive passerby. Anyone displaying an
impolite interest would immediately
have his attention diverted by a rude
shove from Joe. It was the best he
could do under the circumstances.

AS BUSTER stepped confidently off
the curb to cross the wide expanse
of Michigan Boulevard, Joe became
sharply aware of a pop-eyed little man
carrying a black suitcase and wearing
a gray felt hat that fit loosely over his
ears. The man had stopped abruptly
on the curb to stare at Marilyn, and his
expression was one of stunned surprise.
He faltered for a moment and then
stepped off the curb in the wake of the
gigantic Buster as though drawn by a
magnet. There was no doubt about it.
The inconspicuous little man knew the
truth. Something would have to be
done to prevent him from revealing the
knowledge.

Joe trod nervously on his heels, torn
between the urge to leap on the man
and throttle him, and the forlorn hope
that the mousy little fellow would go
along quietly as a member of the im-
promptu parade. A decision was forced
on him when the procession reached
the concrete traffic island in the center
of the boulevard. The lights changed,
and the crowd of pedestrians was mo--
mentarily marooned in the swift flowing
currents of traffic around the island.

The small man began edging closer
to Buster and his burden, there was a
furtive fascination in his movement.
Joe hesitated no longer, With a stiff
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arm he thrust the little man roughly
backward into the stream of south-
bound traffic.

Brakes squealed, horns blared, men
began shouting and swearing as fenders
and bumpers clashed and locked.
There were screams, and above it all
the shrill blast of the traffic policeman’s
whistle. Joe was grasped roughly and
shoved against the light standard as
accusing voices beat at his ears. He
tried to wrench himself away and a
heavy fist clouted him once and then
again to split his aching head.

The last thing he saw clearly was the
frantic kicking of Marilyn’s long, lovely
legs as she screamed hysterically.

E first thing he heard distinctly

in the comparative quiet of the

South State Street Station was Buster’s

reproachful snuffle, followed by words,
spoken in sorrow rather than anger.

“Why’d you have to start a fight right
then for, Joe?”

“It wasn’t a fight,” said Joe painfully,
and looked about him at the other
casualties.

Marilyn was lying on a couch,
wrapped in a gray blanket, and being
attended by a husky policeman. The
mousy little man was having his knee
taped by a police surgeon and darting
nervous glances at Marilyn and Buster.
The black suitcase and soiled gray hat
were beside him. Joe’s gaze was fixed
on the hat. It bothered him.

“All right!” snapped a hard-eyed
police lieutenant. “Let’s have a little
explaining. Just what were you people
try to pull off, anyway?”

“We was robbed,” declared Buster.

“Who was robbed?”’

“Me an’ Marilyn!” snorted Buster
indignantly. ‘“Some guy stole her
clothes off her!” :

“Where was this?”

“We get outa the taxi, see,” Buster

explained with gestures, “to go in the
Modern Art Studios. While I’'m payin’
off the cabby, Marilyn starts to go in,
an, the next thing I know—"

“Are you trying to tell me that a
woman’s clothes were stolen off her
back in broad daylight?” demanded
the lieutenant sharply. ;

“Well, sure,” said Buster in surprise.
“Can’t you see?”

(CAh’ for__”

“Wait a minute, lieutenant, that’s
right,” mumbled Joe, clasping his head.
“They got out of the taxi in the alley
back of the studios. There’s a dark
passage—" :

“What were you doing there?” de-
manded the lieutenant. “And why did
you attack this man? We’ve got a dozen
witnesses who all say you deliberately
threw him off the safety island. He
might have been killed, and he claims
he don’t even know you!”

“I don’t know him!” declared the
small man harshly, as the doctor
stepped back. “Never saw him before
in my life!”

Joe’s gaze was riveted on the gray
hat which the doctor’s foot had over-
turned. The initials on the sweatband
was <J. L.

“You saw me once before,” said Joe
grimly, “in that dark passage. You’re
the guy that snmatched the robe, and
smacked me on the head when I went
after you. You picked up my hat by
mistake. And you’ve got that Egyptian
robe in that suitcase. That’s what you
were doing in the passage so long. You
had to stop to stuff the robe into the
suitcase—"

“He’s out of his head!” shouted the
small man shrilly, trying to jump out
of his chair. “He’s crazy! He—”

“You hadn’t oughta talk about no
robe, Joe!” bellowed Buster frantically.
“You know I gotta—"

“You can’t keep it under cover!”
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yelped Joe.

“Shut up!” thundered the lieutenant.
“All of you shut up! You too!” he
stabbed a forceful finger toward Mari-
Iyn, who was struggling to get away
from the matron.

“Now,” resumed the lieutenant as
quiet was restored. “Let’s hear about
this Egyptian robe. Does it belong to
you, miss?”’

ARILYN resorted to loud, inco-
- herent sobs. Her dark hair was
tumbled and her makeup was becoming
badly streaked. She looked like the
sole survivor of a bad catastrophe.
“It almost did,” said Joe flatly. “She
and this thug were working together.”
“You’re hardly in a position to make
accusations,” the lieutenant reminded
him. “You haven’t explained your own
part in this cock-eyed scenario yet.”
“Look here, lieutenant,” blurted Joe
desperately. “You know about me. You
know who I am. I've worked around
Chicago as a private operative for
nearly ten years. I’ve never stepped out
of line yet, have I?”

“Not quite. As far as I know,” said

the lieutenant guardedly.

“All right. My interest in this case is
perfectly legitimate. I’m trying to pro-
tect the owner of a valuable art
treasure—"’

“Joe, have a heart!” bawled Buster.
“You hadn’t oughta—"

“Look, Buster. You want to get the
robe back, don’t you?”

“Well, yeah. Sure. Only—"

. “Come on! Come on, let’s have it!”
snapped the lieutenant impatiently.

“You’ve got it,” said Joe. ‘“Look in
that suitcase!”

“All right.” The lieutenant gestured
at the frightened little man. “Open
it up.”

“No—No!” he panted. “I can’t. It’s

locked. I don’t know what’s in it! It’s

a—I'm a confidential messenger. I’'m
delivering it for a—for a man!|”

“Quit stalling!” barked the lieuten-
ant. “You know we can check up on
you. Ragen! See if he’s got the key
on him!”

“He has,” declared Officer Ragen
after a brief struggle. “This’ll be it.”
He held up a small brass key, and at a
nod from the lieutenant, inserted it in
the lock and pressed back the jaws of
the black suitcase. '

The lieutenant stood up abruptly as
the shimmering robe was unfolded
from the black cape.

“Where did you get this?” he shout-
ed. ;

“I see you recognize it,” replied Joe
cautiously.

“You know who it belongs to?” de-
manded the lieutenant.

“I told you I was trying to protect
the legitimate owner,” said Joe
evasively.

“Well, I’ll be damned!”” exploded the
lieutenant. “Why didn’t you say so!
What are you trying to do, smart guy,
collect the full reward for yourself?
The police department comes in for a
piece of it, if we’re involved in the re-

~covery. “And,” he added firmly, “we

arel”

“Okay, lieutenant,” said Joe trying
to look disappointed. “You win. As
long as Fountain and I come in for our
share, you may as well take the credit
for it, and notify the owner yourself.”

“Now that’s real generous of you,
Lannigan,” said the lieutenant tightly.
“Long as you've been around, you
ought to know better than to try to
slip anything over on the police de-
partment. That’s the trouble with you
private cops. You get hoggish. Just be-
cause old Thaddeus Korngold stipu-
lated the $5,000 reward was to be split
with any police officers involved, you
figure yowll be cagey about it, and
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squeeze us out. Fountain here, gave
you away when he tried to shut you up
about the robe. I'll remember that.”
“I never!” protested' Buster in be-
wilderment. “I don’t know nothin’
about no—"
“Okay, pipe down!” snapped Joe.

-“So we get a twenty-five hundred dol-

lar reward instead of the five grand.
And nobody can say we were holding
out on the police department. And of
course, the police department wasn’t
holding out either, when they failed to
give any publicity to that juicy offer of
five G’s.”

“That’s enough out of you!’’ snapped
the lieutenant. “You're lucky I don’t
book you for complicity in this rob-
bery.”

“Speaking of complicity,” said Joe
drily, “and just to show you there’s no
hard feelings, lieutenant, I'll put the
finger on the guy behind this racket.
You can make the pinch and it wouldn’t
surprise me if you found a lot of other
stolen art treasures on the prepises.”

IG BUSTER Fountain smacked
open the door of Casey’s Little
Haven and stomped to the end of the
bar where Joe Lannigan was hunched
over a double rye.

“Howzit, pal!” he bellowed enthusi-
astically. “How’s the detective racket?”

Joe waved a limp hand at Hippy
Flick. “You tell him,” he directed
wearily.

“He just got canned,” Hippy ex-
plained. “Old man Cooper blew up on
account of he sent Joe out to sign up a
prospect as a steady client. An’ instead
of signin’ the prospect up, Joe gets him
pinched.”

“So what?” said Buster, parking pon-
derously beside Joe. “He done the same
thing to a couple clients of mine—got
’em pinched. Turned out it was the
smart thing to do. I sure was surprised.

How’d you know old man Buckwalder
was runnin’ a racket, Joe?”

“Because he was so damn secretive,”
said Joe. “And because he gave one rea-
son for it, and Marilyn gave another.
And neither one of them sounded good.
If he didn’t want it known he had the
robe, then it was damn funny he’d be
willing to take such a big risk to get
professional photographs of it. His rea-
son for wanting the photographs was
pretty weak, too.”

“Then what’d he do it for?” asked
Buster. “He sure went to a lotta trouble
to get ’em.”

“Sure. He was going to offer the
robe to wealthy collectors in different
parts of the country. Some of those
birds don’t mind buying stolen stuff, if
that’s the only way they can get it.
And Buckwalder himself told me there’s
a lot of stuff floating around since the
war that nobody can prove ownership
on. Shipments are intercepted and re-
routed and never do reach the legiti-
mate purchaser. That’s what happened
to the robe after old Thaddeus Korn-
gold bought it from an Italian family.
It was shipped to an agent in New York
and disappeared somewhere between
New York and Chicago.”

“Must be a pretty well organized
racket,” said Hippy.

“It is. The New York agent was a
phony. As far as anybody knows, that
Italian family was phony, too. You see
how it works. A purchaser in this coun-
try cables a big advance payment, and
the art object could be sold on that basis
several times over, before it’s finally
slipped out of the country to some
crooked dealer for the final big clean-
up.ﬂ

“That little Marilyn,” sighed Buster
sadly. “I never woulda thought she’d
play around in that kinda racket.”

“You can console yourself,” said Joe
flatly. “She wasn’t in on the big time
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racket. She was just on the make for
anything she could get. She knew the
robe was valuable, and kidded old man
Buckwalder along with her sweet but
dumb act, until she could get it out of
the house. She was going to make it
look good, too. With you along as
bodyguard to take her right to the
door of the photographer’s studio. No-
body could blame her if the robe was
snatched.” :

“Ain’t that awful!” growled Buster.

“That’s dames,” declared = Hippy
sourly, reaching for the rye bottle.
“This one’s on me. What are you fig-
urin’ on doin’ now, Joe?”

“Hey! Yeah! rumbled Buster, look-
ing brighter. “Here I’'m worryin’ about
how I’'m gonna handle all my business,
an’ where can I get a smart guy to help
out! Honest, you’d be surprised the
calls I been gettin’. You gotta come in
with me, Joe. Partners. We'll cclean
up__”

Buster paused at the look of alarm
on Joe’s face. “Well, cripes!” he said.
“Who’s a better guy than you to come

in with me? It was your idea, wasn’t
124

“I haven’t got the dough to come in
with you,” said Joe.

“You just earned twenty-five hun-
dred bucks, didn’t you? As easy as
nothin’. Anybody that can earn that
kinda dough is an asset all by him-
seliie .

“Why don’t you go in with him, Joe,”
urged Hippy. “You can kinda keep
things— Well, you know. Buster is
a little impulsive sometimes. He needs
someone like you to get his clients
pinched’ in case they don’t pan out
right.”

“Sure, I need you, Joe,” said Buster.
“I’m new at this undetective racket;
and you— Why, hell! You’re a better
undetective than me any day!”

“You won’t get any argument on
that!” declared Joe bitterly. “Not even
from me. In fact, I admit it, and it
sérves me right. Maybe I’m drunk at
the moment, but shake hands with your
new partner, kid!”

THE END

THE TRUTH ABOUT HYPNOTISM

ionable young woman, was undergoing

treatment for a local nervous disturbance.
Her psychiatrist was the noted Dr. Z. He called
in his friend and colleague, Dr. Blank, for con-
sultation and observation of his method of treat-
ment. The young lady had been deeply hypno-
tized by Dr. Z. and while she was in hypnotic
sleep, the doctor suggested she return to the office
in the afternoon when she would find them both
there and, as soon as he took out his watch, to
declare her willingness and intention to make out
her. last will and testament then and there and to
set up as heir to all her worldly possessions, Dr.
Blank. Mrs., X. then awakened and left the
office.

In the early afternoon she returned. She did
not quite know why she had found it necessary
to come back, but said that it was actually to
consult the doctor again as to his instructions for
her activities for the following week. She found
in the office four other gentlemen who had been
called in to witness the experiment.

Introduced to Dr. Blank, the two of them struck

CASE History: Mrs. X., a wealthy and fash-

up a conversation about various topics of the day.
Music, the latest news, the weather, all the com-
monplace subjects that concerned acquaintances
were discussed, and in a perfectly normal, friendly
manner. She was being very pleasant, her nor-
mal character, and acted as she undoubtedly would
have at any social gathering.

Suddenly Dr. Z. asked what time it was, and
took his watch out of his pocket. The young lady
hesitated a moment and then, in a jerky stammer-
ing fashion addressed herself to Dr. Blank. Her
real reason for coming to the office, she said, was
that she had decided to make him heir to her
possessions, and to show her sincerity, was going
to make out her will then and there. Up to this
moment her action had been mechanical and in
complete fulfillment of the suggestion made to
her when she had been hypnotized. The impor-
tant action now followed.

Dr. Blank argued that there must be some mis-
take, that they had never met previously. She
said no, that she had seen him many times before.
He mentioned a fictitious city in which he said
he had resided for years and that, therefore, it
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was impossible that she knew him. She smiled,
and insisted that, as a matter of fact, she had
spent the entire last year in the same city, More-
over, she said, they had met socially time and
time again and that she had long ago decided to
make him her heir.

Dr. Blank then tried to explain that it was un-
just for her to leave all her money to a stranger,
neglecting completely the future welfare of her
children. She had thought of that too, she said,
and was convinced that it would be of great bene-
fit and aid to her children not to be burdened
with great wealth. Moreover, she had confidence
that Dr. Blank would use the money philan-
thropically. The other gentlemen present brought
forth other arguments to dissuade her, but to
each she had a complete and determined reply.

Finally Dr. Blank told her that, as she knew,
she had been in a hypnotic sleep that morning
and that during that sleep, she had been told to
carry out this suggestion. Charmingly and self-
assuredly she said that she was perfectly aware
of that but her idea had come to her long before
she had come to see Dr. Z. It was, she repeated,
the result of long thought and consideration on
her part. She insisted that pen and paper be
brought and, in the presence of the other gentle-
men who acted as witnesses, she made out a codicil
to this fictitious man from the fictitious town.

Dr. Blank turned the conversation to other sub-
jects. They all talked very lightly of common
topics again, and she again treated Dr. Blank as
a stranger. Before she left he asked her if she
knew of the town which, previously and ficti-
tiously, he had said was his home. She had passed
through it on one occasion while a passenger on
a train, she explained. She left finally, with abso-
lutely ‘no recollection of what had taken place.
The doctors burned the will.

The average individual holds one of two atti-

tudes toward the “mysterious subject.” Either he
denies that it is true at all, calling it just so much
hocus-pocus, or he goes to the other extreme and
believes it to be a mysterious power of evil which
should be feared. The scientists, while he admits
that there is much that he does not know yet, is
firmly convinced that the facts of hypnotism are
narrowly related to the experiences of absorbing
attention, revived imagination, and obedient will,
and on the other side, to sleep and dreams and
mental aberration.
~ The therapeutic value of the use of hypnotic
suggestion has long been recognized and applied
by physicians. Dr. Hugo Munsterberg, famous
psychology professor, as-far back as the early
1920’s had amazing success in treating morphine
addicts by use of this method. y

Here is a typical case. A young man stumbled
into his office one evening a pitiful wreck. His
body had been devastated by morphine and the
case looked almost hopeless. From the patient
the doctor drew the story of the beginning of the
habit. He had been a successful businessman
working hard at a job which he enjoyed. Then

he had had an accident and underwent treatment
at a hospital. The pain of his injury prevented
his sleeping so the surgeons gave him morphine
every evening to secure a restful night. It wasn’t
much, just an eighth of a grain. When he left
the hospital his injury was healed but he was still
unable to sleep without the morphine. From
these beginnings he had developed the habit. He
had left his wife and child, had gone to asylums
in vain and now was completely destitute with
the craving eating out his insides.

Dr. Munsterburg used suggestive treatment to
combat the vicious need. During the course of
treatment the Doctor would place the patient in
a hypnotic sleep and, while he was hypnotized,
literally place in his mind the suggestion to re-
inforce his will power and use less morphine. The
suggestion had the strength of an order which
the patient in his conscious state felt bound to
obey. Each week he would use less and less mor-
phine and, after long months of treatment, de-
creased the amount to almost a negligible quantity.
When he left Dr. Munsterburg’s care he was again
a man who could take his place in society.

These two case histories, which could be multi-
plied by the hundred, are presented here as a
demonstration of the power of this new weapon
on science. The word “new” is here abused be-
cause tales of such mysterious powers are found
throughout the pages of history. Many such re-
corded incidents are undoubtedly stupidly false,
figments of someone’s imagination; others are un-
doubtedly true since we know today that any
learned, qualified doctor, with the complete co-
operation of the patient, can hypnotize.

Note, however, the power of the hypnotic sug-
gestion. In the first case history, not only does
Mrs. X, obey completely the suggestion made to
her while she was in a hypnotic state, but she
created of her own free will false reasons for justi-
fying her action. The order, having been im-
planted into her sub-conscious, all her powers of
reasoning were applied to find or create the ra-
tionalization for carrying it out.

The second case demonstrates the value of this
means of combatting the ruinous habit of dope-
taking. Despite the fact that the patient had used
morphine for years and the habit was ingrained,
the treatment by means of suggestive inhibition
was able to break it down and obliterate it.

Let the reader not now conclude that hypnosis
is a plaything or that it is a method handy to any
man. Quacks and fakers have made hundreds
by selling the “mysterious rule for hypnotization” .
to the gullible public. Hypnotic treatment is a
science, it is usable only to trained men of science.

Moreover, as indicated in the above cases, the
physician was only able to make use of this
method when the patient accepted, cooperated,
and was actually the assisting partner to the treat-
ment. Without this willing cooperation, Hypno-
tism is almost impossible. There is no such thing,
at least to the average intelligent man, as break-
ing the will—Sandy Miller.
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AKE it from me, Buggsy Ma-

I lone, the City Morgue was any-
thing but quiet the night Ace
Johnson went down to identify his

brother on a slab. “The place was alive
with cops. All one of them had to do

was to flourish a rod and yell, “This -

is a raid!,” and I'd think it was old
home week.

I took a gander around. Casing the
place, so’s to speak. Like the Ace,
himself, used to tell me to do in the
old days. A smart guy never goes into
something blind, he used to say. Use
your eyes first, then your head. It’ll
always give you the jump on the other
guy. It had always worked.

R\

®

-
-

(}

But that was in the old days—when
the Ace was king of the deck, and I
was his right hand. That was before
Molly and the war. . . .

Jeez, time flies! Four years went
up the old smoke since Ace had closed
his book, married Molly, and marched
off to do his country some good. And
—come to think of it—two days now
since he’d marched back with a medi-
cal discharge in his pocket—and I
hadn’t even seem him yet. :

My glims finally focussed on what I
was looking for—a broad-shouldered
flatfoot, who gave me the nod and am-
bled over. Inspector Rupp, the Vice
Squad dick. I wondered what he was

Every man around the table was a gambler

accustomed to playing for high
stakes. But this was a game in

which you bet your life!
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doing at the morgue.

I gave him the glad hand. “H’ya,
Inspector!”
Rupp grunted, sourly. “Hello, rat!”

I never had understood why the Ace
thought this copper was such a right
guy, but I kept on grinning anyway.
That’s the way the Ace would have
done it.

So I said: “Whatcha know?”

Rupp drawled, “Funny thing, I was
just gonna ask you the same thing.”

I shrugged. “Where’s the Ace? In
the cooler?”

He side-stepped that one.
you a question, Buggsy—"

“Ain’t you a bit out of your line?”

“At a killing, you mean?” Rupp gave
me a toothy smile. “A man who can
recognize a card shark like you, Bug-
gsy, can be invaluable to Homicide at
a time like this. Get it?”

He wasn’t kidding, either. He knew
Ace’s kind—big time gamblers like
Angie Farber, Big Joe Heinz, Leo
Conti—better than their mothers even.
He knew the weight, size, and general
description of every goon that ever
threw a pair of dice for money and got
himself on the police blotter for it.
Maybe that’s why he was an inspec-
tor.

Rupp was talking again.
you here for, Buggsy?
Ace want with you?”

This was a laugh. What'd the flat-
foot expect me to do? Tell him why
I had to see the Ace but quick? Let
him know the whole West Side was so
tense since the Ace’s brother got his,
that it would blow up if somebody spit
in the wrong direction? Ace wouldn’t.
Neither would I.

So I said, “The Ace don’t want noth-
ing with me. Honest, this visit was
my own idea. After all, I was pretty
close to the Ace, and—"

“Cut it, Buggsy!” Rupp shoved his

“T asked

“What are
What’s the

chin into my face. “You’re not down
here for your health.” I opened my
mouth. “And don’t try to tell me
you’re here to greet an old pal, either!”

I STARTED to shrug again, but got

all tangled up in my own coat. The
Inspector seemed to be trying to wring
it around my neck.

“Hey, look—" I sputtered and tried
again. “Look, Rump—"

“Rupp, you rat—"

“I meant Rupp . .
know a thing, honest!
I__”

“You don’t know the Ace’s brother
got his tonight, do you—"

“Sure, but—"

“You ain’t got no idea what the Ace
is planning to do—”

“How should I—”

“—or who he’s planning to wipe out
for it, have you? Don’t dummy up,
you cheap tin-horn, we know all about
it!

“The Ace did send for you, didn’t
he? He wants you to take care of
Angie Farber for him, don’t he? That’s
what you came down here for, ain’t it?
Come on, you cheap punk, talk!”

How the hell could I — with him
shaking me like a cherry tree he was
planning to harvest!

I coulda killed him with my bare
hands. But I didn’t. The Ace used
to say, control was the thing. So I con-
trolled myself. I even whined. I knew
that ape of a cop would leave me alone,
if I whined.

“Don’t know a thing, I tell ya!” I
pulled away from him.

He stepped back then. “All right.
But I’'m warning you tin-horns. TFhe
law knows there was a murder tonight.
Let the law take its course.”

I smiled faintly, while smoothing out
my new two-bill tweed. “Why don’t’cha
tell that to the Ace, Rump—"

. look, I don’t
It’s like I said.



SOMEBODY HAS TO DIE! . 97
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“Rupp, you—"

“Rupp,” I corrected, hastily. “He’d
be glad to know.” .

. Inspector Rupp let that sink in, then
nodded. “All right, Buggsy, on your
Wa«y-”

And I was beating it before he
changed his mind—down the corridor,
through a pair of white swinging doors,
into a room which, from ceiling to
floor, was one mess of white, marble
drawers. Human iceboxes. I shud-
dered.

Then I saw the Ace. He was stand-
ing next to one of them pulled out full
length. Molly, his wife, was there, too,
sobbing softly. So was a copper I rec-
ognized from Homicide, a dick whose
name I couldn’t ball up—Smith.

The sight of the open drawer froze
me to the floor, five feet inside. Not
that I was especially scared of stiffs;
but from where I stood, it looked like
a family affair. Besides, who would
have wanted to intrude at a time like
this?

I was backing out, but that gumshoe,
Rupp, wouldn’t have it that way. “In-
side, Buggsy,” he said, suddenly shov-
ing me from behind. “All the way in.”

He walked in, pushing me ahead of
him. “Here’s a friend of yours, Ace,”
he said. “Buggsy Malone, paying his
respects. He wants to help you bury
your dead.”

OR the second time, I almost lost

my self control. Imagine that lousy
flatfoot following right behind me! I
coulda knocked his teeth out! But
when I saw the Ace pivot around on
Molly’s arm, I stopped fighting off
Rupp’s shoves.

He was a changed man, the Ace was.
Not because he stood any straighter, or
because he looked a lot healthier with
that bronzed face of his. Or even be-
cause his hair was turned white at the

temples. It was something else.

There was something about his face,
for instance, that seemed all wrong
somehow. I didn’t know what. But it
was there. The dark creases which
lined his face, maybe. Or maybe, it
was in his eyes.

- I felt peculiar—the way he stared at
me. He seemed to be looking over me
—not at me. And not a muscle in his
face so much as twitched in recogni-
tion. The Ace always had a rep for
being a poker face, but this was hell—
for me.

The moment I heard his voice,
though, I felt better. It was the old
Ace all right.

“Hello, Buggsy,” he said, kinda low
and husky. “Long time, no see.”

“H’ya, pal!” I went for his hand.
And when I say “went” I mean that,
literally. I practically had to pick it
up from his side before I got the
squeeze. It gave me the jim-jams for
a minute. The Ace was a tough guy
when he was sore. I wouldn’t have
wanted him sore at me—ever.

I tried a grin. ‘“Anything I can do
for you, Ace? That’s what I come
down here for, fella.” He didn’t say
anything. ‘“A helluva business two
days after you get out of the army.
Can’t I do anything? Just say the
word, Ace—"

“You're too anxious, Buggsy,” Rupp
butted in. “What makes you so anxi-
ous?”

Oh, how I would’ve loved to bust that
cop one! But I ignored him. Instead,
I turned to the Ace. “It’s just like that
between us, ain’t it, Ace? I was Ace’s
pal, his right hand boy”—I turned to
Molly—“wasn’t I, Molly?”

Molly didn’t say anything. She just
kept looking at the Ace.

Molly and me never got along any-
how. I always felt that she was re-
ponsible for taking Ace away from the
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cards.
quit.
did. 3

It beat me! As if it wasn’t honest!
Ace never ran a crooked game in his
life. He almost broke my arm once
for trying to deal seconds—and I was
dealing for him! Can you imagine
that? But Molly never could see it
that way.

I was glad when the Ace finally spoke
up. “I knew I could count on you to
show up, Buggsy.”

“Any time, Ace. Any time.” I low-
ered my voice. ‘“You got something on

She was always after him to
Wouldn’t marry him unless he

”

tap, Ace?”
“Yeah, Buggsy.”
“Maybe . . . maybe, you want to get

out of here so we can talk in private,
huh?” I shot Rupp a dirty look.

HAD a lot to tell the Ace. That

West Side uproar, for one thing.
Then, Angie Farber. Yeah, Inspector
Rump or Rupp, whatever his name was,
gave me the reminder. I had plenty
to tell the Ace about Angie Farber, but
I damn well couldn’t do it in front of
the cops. Besides, I was anxious to
get out of the joint. That open slab
with the Ace’s brother on it didn’t make
the place any more cheerful.

I was standing close to the Ace, when
he grabbed my coat lapels. “Do some-
thing for me first, Buggsy,”’ the Ace
said. “Identify my brother.”

I choked. “Who, me? What’s the
matter with you?”

The Ace seemed to look right through
me. “I did, but it isn’t enough for the
good Detective Smith. He wants one
more.”

Smith looked at me and nodded.

I looked at Molly. “Didn’t she know
him? What’s the matter with her?”

Rupp curled up that sneer of his
again. “Afraid of ghosts, Buggsy?”

That did it. “Okay,” I said, hoarse-

ly, “lead me to him.”

Rupp grunted. ‘“Lead yourself over
to him. He ain’t gonna jump out and
bite.”

My insides caved in at that. Not
that I was afraid of corpses. I just
didn’t want no truck with them. But
I could see Smith and that damn Rupp
looking at me. And Molly whispering
to the Ace.

I walked over slowly, shaking like a
leaf. It seemed like a mile. Then,
suddenly, there I was. I took a deep
breath, closed my eyes, ducked my head
in and out again—fast.

“Yep, that’s him,” I said. I looked
at the Ace. He was smiling.

IT WAS a relief to get out of that

place and over to Ace’s apartment
on the West Side. What with the ex-
perience I had at the morgue, and those
damn cops insisting on driving us home,
it was wonderful to be able to draw a
free breath again. Besides, I had things
to tell Ace. But first things first. I
needed a drink. And I asked for one
—a big, tall one.

Ace said, “Help yourself.” He got
himself comfortable in a plush easy
chair next to a phony fireplace, while
I poured myself a husky three-fingers
of scotch. I took a'quick swig to stop
my shakes.

I suppose the Ace noticed when I
set my drink down. The ice tinkled all
over the place. “Sounds like you got
it bad, Buggsy,” he murmured.

“Excitement, Ace.” I licked my lips.
“About your brother, I mean.”

I sized him up, using his own formula
on him. That “use your eyes and
head” stuff. I couldn’t help it. Some-
how I felt I had to get to know the Ace
all over again.

Ace stared at the ceiling. “If you
know something, Buggsy, spill it!”

I hesitated. Molly was still in the
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room. I looked at her significantly.
She returned my look defiantly.

“If you think for one minute that
I'm going to leave this room, Buggsy
Malone, you’re highly mistaken,” she
said.
you no-good—"

Ace looked tired. ‘“Molly, please.”
He said to me, “Molly will stay, Bug-
gsy. Spill what you have to say.”

I cleared my throat. “First I want
to know one thing before I begin, Ace.
It’s important to me considering what
I got to say. I could get pushed out of
this world for even whispering it—"

He nodded. “Whaddya want to
know?”

“How do I stand with you, Ace?”

“Ace high.” He smiled faintly.

“Figure I deal you straight?”

“When I make you—yes.”

“Can we make a deal?”

“What kind of a deal?”

“That you get the rat that rubbed

‘out your brother—if I name him. I’ll

feel safer considering—"

Ace nodded. “I’ll get the Kkiller,
Buggsy—no matter where he is—I'll
get him. I promise you that!”

I swallowed, and took the plunge.
“Angie Farber,” I whispered.

HE Ace never moved. But I had

expected that. The Ace was never
one for emotion. “How do you figure?”
he asked tonelessly.

“I figure your brother was knifed by
a guy who hated his guts and liked
yours even less.”

I thought he was going to say some-
thing, but he didn’t. He just nodded,
and motioned me to go on.

“T figure it was because of the gravy
he could get. When you went away—
with the gee-gees, the numbers collec-
tions, those two West Side gambling
joints, and the side games at the Mills
Hotel—you left a million dollar busi-

“If anybody goes, it’ll be you, .

ness for somebody to inherit.”

“What’s that got to do with my
brother?”

I coughed politely. “Didn’t you
know, Ace? Hell, I didn’t mean—"

“Say what you mean, Buggsy.”

“Well . . . I hate to be the first one
to break the news to you, Ace, but
your brother had a notion that he was
going to take up where you left off.”
I looked at Molly. “Didn’t she tell
you? I mean, Molly knew about it—"

Molly cried, “I was going to tell you
about it, Ace, but I couldn’t—not just
after—”

Molly looked at him anxiously, but
the Ace just waved me to go on.

“T figure the stakes were just high
enough for somebody to object.”

“Angie Farber?”

“Right!”

The Ace was thoughtful. “You fig-
ure a lot, don’t you, Buggsy? Is it all
figuring—or do you have the facts?”

I fidgeted. “Sure, I do.”

“Why Farber then? Why not Conti
or Big Joe Heinz? Seems I remember
them always trying to cut in on my
‘take’ in old days.”

This was the cue I’d been waiting
for. I leaned over confidentially. “Be-
cause I saw Angie Farber pull a gun on
your brother two hours before he was
killed!” :

As far as Ace’s expression was con-
cerned, the bombshell I just exploded
was a dud. He was like a wooden In-
dian. I stared at him, speechless. But
he didn’t offer to say anything, I went
on:

“Tt was like this, Ace. Your kid
brother always felt that he was the guy
to take your place. Even when they
found Big Joe in an alley with a knife
through his gut, it didn’t change his
mind any—excepting maybe to plan a
little more subtle. :

“You see, Ace, it was his idea to
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, taunt Farber and Conti into a game of
‘high card—one pick—winner takes all.
He had all the angles figured—even to
-having me sit in—so’s we’d have two
chances to win instead of one. I don’t
know how he swung it, but last night
:Conti and Angie Farber showed up at
the Mills Hotel to accept his dare.”

STOPPED to see how the Ace was

taking it. I guess he sensed be-
-cause he motioned impatiently for me
to get on. :

“Well, everybody knew it was a
-quickie, see, so we got right down to
‘business. Angie was first and pulled an
ace. Conti and me drew low ones, and
then it was your brother’s turn. He
jreached and flipped a card over. It
was a bullet. That was when Farber
pulled his gun!

“He claimed "your brother pulled a
fast one, that he buffed the ace before-
hand so’s he could slice it out of the
deck. You know what that means,
‘Ace. Me and Conti had all we could do
to keep Farber from plugging the kid
on the spot.”

The Ace’s voice was low and
strained, I thought. “Anybody see the
kid get it?”

I shook my head.

“Eh, Buggsy?”

“Jeez, no! Even if they did, they’d
dummy up.”

“Yeah, sure.”

I felt kinda funny. “Ain’tcha gonna
do anything about it?” The Ace had
closed his eyes like he was sleeping.

That’s when Molly butted in. “No,
he’s not! Ace is clean now. He’s get-
ting a fresh start. He’s had enough—"

I shot back, “I didn’t mean for him
to do it, personally. Some of the boys
on the West Side ain’t cripples—”

Ace nodded to me like he didn’t hear
her. “What’s on your mind, Buggsy?”

I turned my two thumbs down.

MAMMOTH DETECTIVE

“Ace!” Molly was suddenly at his
side. “Don’t let him talk you into it.
It’s murder—nothing less than mur-
der!”

But the Ace didn’t pay any atten-
tion. “How?” he asked me.

“Knife.”

For the first time, Ace showed he was
alive. ‘“No,” he whispered, huskily,
“that would be too easy for the guy.
I got a better idea.”

He smiled. “Yep, that’s what we’re
gonna do, Buggsy. We’re gonna give
the killer a little bit of the army treat-
ment.”

I didn’t get it.
What’s that?”

“A little bit of the old psychological
warfare business, Buggsy. You
wouldn’t understand.”

I was getting sore. What’d he take
me for, a mugg? “What wouldn’t I
understand Ace? Ain’t you gonna get
Farber?”

“We'll get the killer all right, but
first we’ll wear him a little thin. Worry
him a little, understand?”

I grinned. “Sure, Ace.”

“And, Buggsy—you can help.”

I leaned forward. “What’s the
pitch?”

“Organize a game for tomorrow
night—same game—same players.
That means you, too.”

I shrugged. “Sure—whatever you
say.” I looked at him quizzically.
“Got an idea?”

That far-away look of his seemed
more pronounced than ever before. “A
little something I picked up overseas.”
The Ace smiled. It’ll kill them.”

I looked at the Ace. Then, I smiled,
too. Bet it would at that . . .

“Army treatment?

KILLING a couple of hours before

the game was scheduled to begin
wasn’t hard. You see, I had looked up
what “psychological warfare” meant.
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And the way I took it, it meant teasing
the enemy and then hitting him where
he least expected it. So I elected my-
self to spread a little propaganda. And
to make sure that Farber would get
wind of it, I decided to work on him
first.

Farber’s favorite flop—Louie’s Pool-
room—was within throwing distance
from my place. So I ambled over.

The minute I closed the door behind
me, I began to make use of the old
“use your eyes and head” stuff. I
looked around. Farber was shooting a
game of pool. His back was towards
me; but I knew it didn’t mean a thing.
Three of his gunsels were lounging
around—but with their eyes glued to
the door and their hands in their pock-
ets. I picked them out right off. When
they saw it was me, they relaxed—but
not much. I took it as a good sign, and
headed straight for Farber.

Angie was trying for the number four
ball in the side pocket, when I mur-
mured, “H’ya, Angie.” He almost
plowed Louie’s best table under.

Then he saw me. “Hello, stupid.”
He took a few preliminary pokes at the
four ball. “You don’t feel like living,
do you?” And he sunk it with as
beautiful a shot as I ever saw.

I grunted. “I’ll get by. The point
is—will you?”

Farber studied his next shot. “Your
ex-boss,” he muttered, bending' down
to sight his next shot, “will be your late
boss, if he tries to get funny with me.”

“Just like that, huh?”

“Just like—that!” The number ten
ball disappeared like a comet into the
corner pocket. He straightened up.
“Suppose you tell him that.”

I followed him around the table.
“Supposing I didn’t come down here to
tell him anything, Angie. Supposing I
just came down here to talk to you.
What then?”
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He stopped lining up his next shot

to give me the once over. “What
about?”

I shrugged indifferently. ‘“Lotsa
things.”

“F’r instance what?”

“The Ace thinks you rubbed out his
brother.”

“He’s crazy.” Farber chalked up.
“I didn’t gun his brother.”

“Nevertheless, he’s been bragging.”

Farber leaned on his stick. “What’s
the pitch, Buggsy? Whatcha selling?”

“Advice.” I looked at him; Farber
started to play again. I thought for a
minute he wasn’t listening. Then he
looked up.

“For how much?”

I had to think fast. Anything to get
him to listen. “Half,” T said, adding,
“It’s worth your life, ain’t it?”

“Say your piece.”

- I warmed up. “Sure, Angie. That’s
what I came down here for.” I watched
him drop the number six ball. “There’ll
be a game tonight—same place, same
stakes. Ace figures on being there, too.

He’ll be laying for you.” i

“What’s he expect to do?”

“I don’t know exactly.” I followed
him around the table again. ‘“But if
your punks were in the lobby about the
time he came in, what’s the diff?”

We looked down each other’s throat
for a second. Then, he laughed.
“You’re nuts, and so’s he. G’wan and
leave me alone, Buggsy. You bother
me. I can take your Ace when I want
to . . . where I want to . . . any day
in the week. Go peddle your apples
elsewhere. Maybe Conti will buy
them. Try him.”

“Sure, sure, Angie, anything you say.
But—" I picked up the black ball in
front of his next shot. ‘“That’s the
eight ball, Angie. You were behind it.”
And I handed it to him.

It was a good thing I ducked. . . .



102

I FELT good. Farber was scared

stiff. But it was more than just
frightening Angie that made me feel
like a million. It was an idea I sud-
denly got—or rather Farber gave me.

I had no idea what the Ace had in
store for Angie—excepting maybe to
kill him. That was okay with me, but
for one thing. What about Leo Conti?
It dawned on me that there was one
guy who’d actually be sitting pretty
even if Angie did get his.

He had been sitting in the game the
other night with the Ace’s kid brother.
He had been shooting for the same
high stakes. Why include him out? I
wouldn’t’ve, if I was the Ace. So I
didn’t. '

This time I did my scaring via the
Bell system. And the nickel I invested
was well worth it. When I got through
talking to Fat Leo, he must’ve aged
five years. I could tell by his voice.

While I was in the booth, I killed
another idea. This was so good, I
couldn’t wait to put my nickel in the
slot. Although—when a booming voice

"yapped “Police Headquarters” at me,
my stomach did a jackknife. -

“Inspector Rump,” I said in a small
voice. And while I was waiting, I
thought my angle over again. What if
the Ace’s idea went sour? What would
we have then? Trouble. Especially
Farber trouble. Calling the police then
was a stroke of genius on my part.
Just in case. . . .

I heard a click, and then I had the
Inspector.

For a moment I didn’t know what
to do with him. Then I said, “Inspec-
tor Rump?”

There was a pause, and then he
boomed, “Yeah. Who are you?”

“Never mind who I am,” I said.
“This is a tip-off. There’ll be a big
game tonight at the Mills Hotel, Room
212. Don'’t say I told you.”
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“What’s your name again?”

I grinned. “I didn’t say. But if
you wanta get big shots all in one
sweep, you better set your ticker for
ten o’clock on the nose.”

“I see.” Again, the pause. “Would
you please repeat that address again,
I_”

I slammed down the receiver. That
was an old stall. Besides, if I wanted
him to find out who it was in the first
place, I woulda told him. . . .

Y NINE o’clock, Room 212 was

already full of smoke and a game
of three-handed stud was well on its
way. Although I'd take a bet that no-
body in that room had his mind on
the game, anyway. I could tell by the
way I was winning. :

Hawk-faced Angie Farber, you could
see, had his mind more on the gun in
his pocket than he did on the five paste-
boards in front of him. Same for Leo
Conti. Greasy Leo got greasier as the
time went by. Not that I was any ex-
ception, either. I was waiting for the
Ace to show, too.

Then the surprises came—thick and
fast. Drawing another queen to join
my other pair of ladies was one of
them. The other was the Ace. _

When I saw him, he was standing
in the doorway with a cane and a pair
of black cheaters over his eyes. But
Angie had seen him first—and his gun
was out.

But the Ace seemed unperturbed.
“H’ya, boys,” he said.

Angie waved his gun. “Come in and
close the door, Ace. You’re covered.”

Ace turned towards Angie. “Nice to
know, Angie. How are you?”

I shook my head. That Ace was cer-
tainly a cool one. A little stupid,
though—muffing his own “use your
eyes and head” gag. It let Angie get
the jump on him.
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Angie motioned to Leo. “Get his
gun, Leo.”

Ace grinned. “Hello, fat stuff,
how’ve ya been?” He let Leo disarm
him. '

Conti grunted.

I wanted to let the Ace know I was
around, too. So far he hadn’t seemed
to notice me. “H’ya, Ace,” I said.
“What’s the get-up for?”

Ace took a few faltering steps, tap-
ping his cane as he went—like a blind
man. “For the benefit of a couple of
hoods Angie left loose in the lobby,”
he said.

I was wondering how the Ace had
gotten past them. I had seen them
myself when I came in. So now I
knew. I had to laugh. ‘I could just
see the Ace tapping right past those
dumb gunsels. It made a funny pic-
ture.

Farber looked at me. “It ain’t funny,
Buggsy.” Then, he shifted his gaze to
the Ace. “Not funny at all.” He
walked over to Ace, then suddenly
slapped him with the back of his hand.
“Wipe that grin off your face, and
close the door!”

HEN the Ace didn’t move, Far-

ber started to smack him again.
Something he saw changed his mind.
I turned around to see. That’s when
I got my next surprise. :

It was Molly. And with a gun lev-
elled at Farber’s breadbasket.

“T’ll close the door,” she said. “Now
drop it!” What with her trigger finger
doing a convulsion, Angie had no other
choice. His gun clattered to the floor.
Molly kicked the door shut and backed
up against the wall. ;

Ace smiled. “First we’ll collect the

hardware. Buggsy, will you do the
honors?”
Would I? T moved with a great

deal more alacrity than the situation

called for. “Anything for a pal, Ace.”

Greasy Leo had one, too. I collected
his along with Farber’s and stacked
them on the table. “There you are.”

“Yours, too,” Molly piped, from her
position near the door.

I looked at her, a little hurt. “Now
what would I be doing with a gun,
Molly? You know me better than
that.” :

Ace grunted. “Sure we do.
never use ’em, do you, Buggsy?”

“Honest, Ace, I'm clean.”

Angie got fidgety. “All right, Ace,
cut the small talk. It’s your play.
Where do we go from here? If its the
rackets you want, they’re yours—hands
off. Right, boys?”

You

Conti nodded vigorously. “Sure
thing, Ace. I don’t want no part of
them.”

This was getting funnier by the min-
ute. Never before had I ever seen the
boys in such complete accord. And I
don’t believe it could ever happen
again either. This was something to
see.

Farber looked at the Ace.
how things are?”

Ace ignored him. “I want my broth-
er’s killer.”

Nobody said nothing—not even me.
Though I was sure wondering why the
Ace wasn’t burning Farber down this

“You see

minute. Especially after all I told
him. '

Ace’s face was a mask. ‘“Nobody
talking?”

I found myself wishing he’d take
those damn glasses off. I couldn’t tell
who he was looking at. And I cer-
tainly wished it wasn’t me.

Ace’s lips barely. moved. “Like that,
eh? Give me that gun, Molly—”

Farber’s face twitched. “Now, wait
a minute, Ace. Give us a chance. I
know you’ve been gunning for me. I
know you think I got your brother,
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but you're wrong—dead wrong. You

gotta believe me. I wasn’t near your

kid brother. I—” '
Ace broke in, “Give you a chance?

Sure I’ll give you a chance, I got all

night.”

NOT much you haven’t, I thought.

I looked at my watch. Twenty to
ten. If the Ace was gonna do any-
thing, he was gonna have to do it in
twenty minutes. After that—that’s all,
brother—

Not that I cared. But once the cops
came, the chances of getting out of
here would be slim. I had a notion to
remind Ace what I told him about Far-
ber pulling a gun on the kid, but I
didn’t dare. I figured it was safer to
say nothing just in case Farber wiggled
out. Plenty of time for that, later.

“As a matter of fact,” the Ace was
saying, “I’ll give all of you a sporting
chance to walk out of here in one piece
—all except one. He won’t be able to
walk. How’s that sound?”

Not so good. I swallowed hard. He
wasn’t talking to Farber any more. He
was talking plural—and that meant me,
included.

I watched the Ace carefully. He
found himself a chair and sat down
slowly. I started to sweat. Those jerky
movements of his—what if he was
shell-shocked or something? Good
God, he could—

“One of you guys,” he began, “mur-
dered my brother. No use denying it
—it couldn’t have been anybody else.
Nobody else could’ve had a better mo-
tive. Nobody else had a better oppor-
tunity. You were the last persons to
see my brother alive.”

He let that sink in, then went on:
“But I don’t know which one of you
did it, so I’'m going to give you a chance
—more’n the killer gave my brother.
You call yourselves gamblers. Okay,

¢
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let’s see if you are. I got a new game
for you—something I brought back
with me. In this game, the winner
loses!”

He motioned to Molly. “Take those
guns off the table. The boys are going
to play a little game of ‘high card—
with a new twist. Something I was
telling Buggsy about. You remember,
don’t you, Buggsy?” _

I nodded stupidly. What else could
I have done? :

“Break out a fresh deck, Buggsy,”
the Ace directed. “We gotta have a
nice, clean deck for this game—and a
gun“_.”

My blood stopped circulating—espe-
cially when I took a good look at that
gun in his mitt. It was an old type
six-shooter, but it looked mean. I did
as I was told. I decided I had nothing
to lose playing along. He still seemed
friendly to me.

Fat Leo was losing weight fast.
“Now look, Ace, I don’t know what it’s
all about but—"

“You will, Leo.” The Ace smiled
frozenly. “Just let me demonstrate.”

“You want I should shuffle ’em,
Ace?” I asked. I suddenly decided
that I wanted to let him know that I
was still on his side. He looked like
he needed prompting.

“Do that, Buggsy.”

I shuffled. “All set, Ace.”

“Not quite, Buggsy,” Ace said, tight-
lipped. “I gotta explain the game to .
the boys.”

Farber took a couple of steps to
protest. “Now, look—" That’s as far
as he got. Molly’s frantic gesture with
the business end of her automatic fin-
ished his speech—but quick.

Ace ignored the play. “Ever hear
of Russian poker, boys? No? Great
game. Makes anything you tin-horns
ever played look like parchesi—”

I remembered the cops again. And
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Ace was dragging it out too long.
“Look, Ace, I—” I didn’t get any
farther than Farber.

Ace continued: “Let me show you
how they played it. First, they took
all the cartridges out of a gun except
one. Then, they spun the cartridge
chamber until nobody knew where the
slug was. And then . . . then they
took turns putting the rod to their
heads and pulling the trigger. Some-
body always died. . . .”

MAYBE staring ain’t polite. But
my eyes bulged at the sight of
the Ace deftly suiting his words with
action. When the Ace snapped that
pistol shut, I wouldn’t have given a
plugged cent for the odds. . . .

“Get the idea, boys? You'll cut for
your turn—"

Leo wheezed, the sweat pouring
down the sides of his face. “All right,
Ace, so you’re having fun. Now,
what’s the gagp”

“No gag, Leo.”

Leo mopped his brow. “But this is
murder, Ace—nothing but murder!”
“So was my brother’s death.”

Leo was wailing now. “But I didn’t
kill him. Why should I have to take
the rap—"

Ace snapped, “You don’t.
you talk. Who did it, Leo?”

Leo eyed Molly. Then, he shifted
to the Ace. His lips trembled. But
he didn’t say a word.

The Ace waited for a minute. Then
he nodded slowly. “Won’t need you
any more, Molly,” he said, without
turning. “You know what to do.”

Molly was at his side—but slowly
and carefully. ‘“Ace, I—”

“Just give me your gun, Molly.
What’s going to happen here won’t be
nice for you to see.” I looked at the
Ace. His face was a grim mask. And
when I heard Molly close the door, it

Not if

- crawled over me.

sounded like a death knell.

Ace heard it, too. With a quick
shift, he gripped Molly’s automatic in
his right hand, and tossed the ancient
gat on the table with his left.

“There it is, boyss iCut for it!ZE

I straightened up, electrified. Tt
took me a second to get my tongue un-
twisted.

“Hey,” I yapped. “Hold your
horses! You don’t mean me, too, now,
do you, Ace? I'm your pal. I didn’t
have nothing to do with your brother
getting knocked off!”

“Everybody plays,” Ace said, short-
ly. “Everybody who played with my
brother the other night—mno excep-
tions!”

I was getting panicky, and I knew
it. Crazy ideas like accusing Farber
in the open circulated around in my
brain and tried to get out of my mouth.
But there they died. If they didn’t,
ten to one, I would—if Farber sur-
vived.

Yet I had to do something. I started
to use my eyes and my head. That is,
I tried to. But the best I could man-
age was a shaky laugh.

“You’re kidding, Ace.” I laughed
a little louder. “Some gag, fella—"

Ace sighed. “Pick a card, Buggsy.
High man’s last. Ready?”

E bottom dropped out; I sat
down in a heap. A hopeless feeling
I began to shake.
Ace was in dead earnest. About me
playing, too. I tried to think of an
out, but I couldn’t think. I only saw
the bright, new deck of cards on the
table. :

I said, hoarsely, “Lemme shuffle ’em
again.”

Ace shrugged. “It’s your life.”

I shuffled slowly, marking time. A
glance down at my watch showed me
that the cops had plenty of time—too
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much. I couldn’t stall very much, and
VOTRSE

I got a grip on myself. There must
be something I could do. But what?
What! Use your eyes . . . use your
head . . . the damn words kept rush-
ing through my brain.

I looked at the Ace. He seemed to
detach himself from the whole busi-
ness. He was his usual calm self.
Didn’t seem to notice me., Hadn’t
bothered to notice anybody all night.
I began to wonder if the answer wasn’t
in the Ace, himself.

Sure, could be. That far-away look
of his last night. That glassy look in
his eyes. And his medical discharge.
Could be that he’s a little “psycholog-
ical” case himself. Could be even that
he was getting kill-crazy. I had heard
about cases like that. I looked at the
Ace again. Could be. . . .

- I swallowed hard. “Okay, I'm
ready.” Was that my voice? It hadn’t
sounded like me.

The Ace nodded.
card.” :

I smiled. Sure, I’d pick a card.
Hell, hadn’t I shuffled? And hadn’t
I roughed up the edge of an ace? That
used to be my business.

I stretched for the deck, and sliced
it clean. Then I turned up my card
for inspection.

“A bullet, my friends.” I shot a
quick look at the Ace. ‘“Not the kind
* you expected I'd get, Ace.”

The Ace waved his gun. “Leo?”

Fatso stopped chewing his cigar. His
hand started to reach for the deck, but
it never got there.

“I can’t, Ace,” he whined.
make me—"

“You can still make a deal, Leo.
Confess. Confess and I’ll let the cops
take you alive.” :

He waited.

I looked at Leo. He sighed like a

“Then pick a
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Then, he sliced the
“Six of

deflated balloon.
deck square in the middle.
spades,” he whispered.
Ace smiled. “Angie?”
Farber twitched. Then, with a shrug,
he leaned over and flipped his card.
King of diamonds!

E Ace’s voice was low, almost
taunting. “Well, Leo, looks like
you’re low man on the totem pole.
Which is it? Are you game to take a
chance, or are you blabbing?”

I watched the fat man. He seemed
uncertain. He seemed to falter, feel
for the gun. Then, he was picking up
the pistol, and putting it to his temple.
He pulled the trigger.

I jumped. Nothing had ®appened.

The Ace was relentless. “Your turn,
Farber.” ;

I found myself looking at my watch
again. A couple of minutes to ten.
Which would come first—the cops or
the bullet? The minutes, the seconds
even, were dragging. . . .

I held my breath. Farber was sit-
ting there, his eyes bulging out of their
sockets, his face streaked with sweat.
His lips were moving soundlessly.

I wondered if Farber was praying.
I found myself wondering if I was
gonna get the chance to pray next.
Hell, why kid myself! I‘was praying
now. I was praying Angie would get
his before me. . . .

“Take your time,” the Ace was say-
ing. ‘“There are six chambers in that
gun, and only three guys. You might
even get a second chance—if you’re
lucky—"

I can’t tell you what happened after
that. I don’t even remember how Far-
ber got the rod in his hand. I just saw
it there, just watched him point it at
his own head, then squeeze the trig-
ger—

I stood up and screamed. Farber
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was looking at me—and he wasn’t dead.

They were all staring at me now.
Fat, greasy Leo’s lips were spread in
a wide grin.. Hawk-faced Angie was
like a thin-beaked vulture waiting for
me to die. As for me, I could do noth-
ing but glance at my watch stupidly.
It was after ten—and the gun was in
my hand.

I stared at it. It seemed to gather
weight in my hand until it felt like it
weighed a ton. I began to wonder
what chance I had to point it at Ace
and blast away. I discarded the idea
as soon as I thought it. It was no good.
I couldn’t even be sure the damn rod
would go off.

That was the hell of it! I couldn’t
be sure it wouldn’t, either. And I
couldn’t take a chance on a second
round. I looked up, and into the face
of the Ace.

I grimaced. The Ace! He was star-
ing at me behind those big, black cheat-
ers, a tight little smile puckering up
the corners of his mouth. He was cool
and serene—just like the Ace I always
knew. Suddenly I realized that I must
have been wacky to think it had been
otherwise. The Ace hadn’t changed.
Only me.

There was still that knife I always
had in my coat pocket. I weighed the
chances of tossing it at him before he

got me. With him looking at me
straight in the face? ~Nah, not a
chance.

My only out with his old “use your
eyes and head” gag. Well, I did use
my eyes—and saw his gun. So I used
my head—to stay alive. No dramatics
—what the hell difference did it make?

“I did it,” I heard myself say. “I
killed your brother.”

ELL . . . the bulls arrived after
awhile. And all they found was
just the Ace and me, sitting in that lit-
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tle room.

From the conversation between that
flatfoot Rump or Rupp—whatever his
name was—and the Ace, I realized that
I made a few mistakes, Like that jit-
teryness I displayed when they had
asked me to identify the Ace’s kid
brother. And the two hundred dollar
suit I had been sporting when I
shouldn’t have had the price of a cup
of java. Not to mention my biggest
boner—the knifing I so stupidly prat-
tled about to Ace in his apartment.
Yeah, that’s right. Only the real killer
could have known that the Ace’s
brother got his with a knife. I had
forgotten that nobody ever told me.

Yeah, I had made plenty of slips—
even to letting the Inspector get wise to
who was doing the calling when I
tipped him off about the game. I would
call him “Rump” instead of Rupp.

And another thing. It didn’t make
me feel any better to learn that all of
my mistakes wouldn’t have meant a
thing, if the Ace hadn’t staged his little
game to get me to confess. Not a damn
one of them would have stood up in
court—so the Inspector said—

Hell, it was all water-under-the-
bridge for me, and I was willing to let it
go at that. I had taken a big gamble
when I tried for the million-dollar
gravy the Ace had left—and I had lost.
First, Big Joe Heinz had gotten in my
way; then the Ace’s kid brother.

I guess about the only thing that
bothered me was the Ace. In the old
days, he had always been a right guy
with me. So when the Inspector and
me was about to leave, I had tried to
shake hands with him. He had never
even looked at my hand.

Later I mentioned it to Rupp.

The Inspector looked at me, sur-
prised, then he started to laugh. “God,
you’re dumb, Buggsy! Couldn’t you see
he is blind?”
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The moment I arrived at work, they
said Kinchel wanted to see me. He
was in his private little office, lighting
his first cigar of the day.

“You know Hugo Apernik, I guess,”
Kinchel said, motioning me to a chair.

“Sure,” I nodded, “he’s the best op
working for Standard Detection. I've
seen him several times.”

“Well, we want to give him a com-
plete check,” Kinchel announced.
“Even to how often he changes his pa-
jamas.”

“One op checking on another?” I
asked. “Our agency investigating
Standard’s man?”

“It goes back to the McConnell who
founded Standard Detection.” The
smoke cloud was beginning to form
around Kinchel’s head and shoulders,
it would be there all day, thickening.
“You know how a bank has an ex-
aminer come in and check everything?
Well, every so often Standard fine-
combs one of its men to make sure the
ideals of the outfit aren’t suffering. We
have the job; we’re supposed to feel
honored, I guess.”

“Okay. Who do you want me to
put on it?”

“Who do you think is our best man?”

“Frankly, all our best men are
away,” I said. “Leggett’s—"

“You always have a best,” Kinchel
interrupted. “You start with good,
better, best. When best is gone, better
is best; then good becomes best. And
when good is gone, the stinko is the
best.” i

“Now I know you mean for me to
take the job,” I replied, getting up.

“Only, of course, if it won’t interfere
with your hobby,” Kinchel noted.

“Maybe you think that’s funny,” I
snapped. “But if it wasn’t for the re-
wards I earn in my spare time, I
couldn’t afford to work for you.”

He eased the cigar out of his mouth.
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“Who could you afford to work forp»

I felt as if my feet suddenly went
flat. :

“What kind of remark is thatp” I
demanded.

He grunted. I knew there was no
chance of borrowing still more money
from him, not right now, anyway.

“Any special dope on Apernik?”

“No,” he grumbled, “they want us
to start cold and see what we dig out.”

I nodded and went outside,

E KEEP a file on the ops work-

ing for other agencies, which was
originally my idea. There is never any
telling when a job will take one of our
men across the trail of an op from an-
other outfit, and it’s good to know
something about these other dicks,
more especially when some agency
drops a case and we get it and want to
form our opinion of about what has
been done so far. Anyway, the file
makes our men write what they learn,
instead of trying to remember it, and
in writing, it lasts longer, and anyone
can get the benefit of it.

I opened the binder to Apernik’s
photo; his head and shoulders were
enough to indicate he is a big man,
handsome in a reserved, unfriendly
fashion. I know I was never able to
get friendly with him, and he is a man
I would like to talk shop with. All I
got out of the file that I didn’t know,
was his home address, 7911 Grasslawn
Drive. I entered it in my notebook.
Frankly, T considered an investigation
of Apernik foolish, which meant I
would have to goad myself.

I went out and walked a couple of
blocks to a hotel where I know the girl
at the switchboard. T told her what I
wanted, and she was agreeable. She
phoned Standard Detection, and asked
to speak to Apernik. They said he
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' was not in, and she asked when he
" would be. They didn’t know, and they
" ssked for her name and what she
" wanted. She said she’d phone later,
" and broke the connection. I thanked
her, and went out.

After some thinking, I decided to
start with the place where Apernik
lived. A directory informed me that

. Grasslawn Drive was in a place called

Vernon Village. I walked all the way
over to where I could get a bus directly
out there, stopping only for coffee.

This Vernon Village, I discovered
as soon as I stepped off the bus, was a
semi-suburban development; going into
it was like leaving the world behind. I
found Grasslawn Drive after I'd had a
lot of dogs bark at me for no reason
except that they had nothing else to do.
Then I found 7911; it was like the oth-
ers, a one-floor small house with a
peaked roof; the houses differed mostly
in the colors of the roofs and the imita-
tion shutters; Apernik’s had a red roof
and shutters. All the houses had open
ground all around them; mostly, flow-
ers grew all over the place, but Aper-
nik’s house was surrounded by closely
cropped grass.

The . windows were all shut, the vene-
tian blinds down and closed. I figured
he was not at home, and since he was
a bachelor, that ought to leave the
house empty. The porch and entrance
were at the side of the house, and I
went up. I opened the screen door and
while I knocked on the wooden door,
my left hand tried the knob and found
the door locked. I waited, not for a
reply, but for any indication that there
was anyone in the vicinity, Some place,
children yelled at play, dogs barked in
every direction, but right here where I
was, only insects buzzed.

T THE back of the house there was
a lawn mower, a rake, a covered
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coalbin, and a short clothesline. The
back screendoor was hooked, I saw.
There was a hole in the screening near
the hook, but it had been patched over.
I went round by the other side of the
house, completing my circuit. While I
stood considering how I would get in,
the first opportune night, I sensed that
someone had come up behind me. I
whirled, and looked up into Apernik’s
face; it wore a grouchy, hostile ex-
pression. Perhaps that made me more
than usually aware of his size, the
spread of his shoulders and the thick-
ness of his wrists.

“Hello, Slate,” he grunted. “Come
on in,” he added, and went up on the
porch, pulling out keys.

I tingled; of course I still had to
make sure that this meeting was not an
accident, but my hunch told me it
wasn’t. Which meant that Aperfiik had
snapped me up so fast because he was
watching his back trail, and when a
man is doing that, he has done some-
thing, and wants to see if consequences
are following him.

Inside he opened the blinds, and my -
first impression was that his place was °
pitifully poor. I immediately changed
that. It looked as if Apernik  had
bought unmatched, secondhand stuff,
but he had everything he needed for
comfort, convenience and utility. He
had a home here. The whole place was
nicely clean, and cosy. There is noth-
ing that alienates me the way untidi-
ness and unconcern do; to leave things
where you drop them, allow the ash-
trays to fill and spill over, and ignore
the dust. I jerked my mind away from
my apartment, before my mind could
start going round and round with the
old, useless arguments.

I went after Apernik, into the kitch-
en, He put a light under a glass pot of
coffee, and brought out a coffee cake.
We sat in the dinette. I thought the
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cake was a wooden imitation after I'd
nearly broken a tooth on it, but when
I followed his example and soaked the
cake in coffee, it tasted real good.

“You got anything to say?” he de-
manded.

“I'll let you do the talking.” I
munched the soggy cake.

His big gray eyes glared at me, it
seemed as if his mouth would stay shut;
finally I knew he had decided to talk
a little.

“Get out of town, and don’t come
back,” he said.

“That involves inconvenience,” I let
him see my wise grin, “for which I
would have to be recompensed.”

“You’re asking me for money?” he
shouted, caught himself, made it, “You
mean money could fix it?”

I think I must be one of the few
who have seen Apernik surprised, and
possibly the only one who has seen him
shocked. Remember, this Apernik has
been around, and into many things.
Seeing him so disturbed, made me
ashamed.

“That was my way of finding out if
there’s money involved in whatever
you’re hiding,” I said.

E HAD no expression to fit what

he was feeling, but he felt plenty,
I saw that. He quit cold. He started
to take the saucers and bowls from
which we’d drunk our coffee, but I
stopped him. :

“I don’t know where I stand with
you, Apernik,” I said. “It was indi-
rectly, but still it was because of you,
that I met Harriett. I was snooping
around on one of your cases, just to see
how in the world you’d done it,” I think
I blushed as I admitted this, “and I ran
into Harriett who was around because

she was a newspaperwoman in those

days, and because you were making
tracks in her direction then. I don’t
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know if you’re one of the guys who hate
me because Harriett married me—"

“I don’t,” he interrupted emphati-
cally.

“Okay.” 1 took a breath. “We’re
down to subsoil. I’'m saying I don’t
care what you did. Anybody can slip,
even you, I guess. If you did, I'll do
anything I can to help you cover it up.
Any man would do that for the top
man in his own profession.”

His wide mouth pulled up into a
sneery grin. He took the saucers and
bowls into the kitchen; water ran. I
knew it was no use. I took my hat,
said so long loudly, and left.

I walked out of Vernon Village and
up the street to the bus stop. There
was no bus in sight. I went in a drug
store and phoned Kinchel.

“Can you find out from Standard
what cases Apernik has been working
on?” I knew Kinchel would ask why.
I went on to tell him. “My hunch is
that he worked himself into one of
those corners where he’s protecting a
woman.”

“I told you Standard wants us to
work on it cold,” Kinchel retorted.
“They won’t give out a lead because
we might make something of it just
to save ourselves work.” He cleared
his throat. “But never mind that.
Right now, go over to police headquar-
ters and see Zucker, He was asking for
you.” ’

“I’'m not going out of my way—"

“I promised Zucker you would come
see him right away as fast as I could
pass you the word,” Kinchel cut in.

“Okay.” I hung up.

The afternoon humidity was settling
like a suffocating blanket, and I missed
a bus. I stood half an hour in the
sun till another came, then I had to
ride a street car too, to get to police
headquarters.

The old building had a black floor
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with fresh wood streaks, the way a

wooden floor gets when it is washed

* with too much water, and never dries.
- The old scrubwater and the woodrot

. were part of the stink in the building,
" a building I never liked.

UCKER fingered two lesser detec-
tives out of his office when I en-
tered, and motioned me to a chair. He
was a hairy, moist man, on whom desk-
work was beginning to show in the
form of a paunch and a sort of philo-
sophical dejection.

“I’'m here,” I said, starting to wipe
my face and then thrusting the hand-
kerchief back into my pocket because
it was none too clean a handkerchief.
“What now?”

“Quite a bit,” Zucker said heavily.
“Beginning with Handsome Dan Gro-
gan. It’s just five months since you
discovered him living in the same apart-
ment house you do, and killed him.
You got the fifteen hundred dollar re-
ward you were after.”

“I like the way you tell it,” I said.
“I entered his apartment thinking he
was out, only he wasn’t. He had three
clear shots at me before I shot back
and was lucky enough to kill him. But
what about it? You writing a history
book?”

“A couple of months after that,”
Zucker went on, rubbing the stubbly
big cheek of his moist face, “you were
after Marty Hudson, to get another
reward, five hundred dollars. You al-
most got Hudson, but you didn’t.
Neither did anyone else. And then,
just last month, there was another one,
Harvey Teachman, also five hundred
dollars. Same as Hudson, Teachman
got away at the last minute.”

“I'm after anyone within easy dis-
tance,” I said, “who has a reward on
him. I need the money.”

“That’s right.” Zucker struck his
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desk. “You'’re spending a lot of money
for a guy making fifty a week.”

“Sure,” I nodded, “I’ve been spend-
ing anybody’s money I could get my
hands on.” )

It sounded funny after I’d said it
because of the look on his face. It
seemed like a long time till he said,
“That’s it. Whose money have you been
getting your hands on?”

Our eyes met, but I couldn’t see very
far into his; he wouldn’t let me.

“Handsome Dan Grogan was known
to have twelve hundred dollars at
least,” Zucker went on, “but after you
shot him, only two dollars sixty-two
cents was found on him.”

“There was a lot of talk at the time,”
I acknowledged. “I thought it was rib-
bing. Everyone agreed I would never
have overlooked the two dollars. Why
bring all this up all of a sudden?”

“It was ribbing, then,” Zucker stat-
ed. “And this is not all of a sudden,
it’s been growing. Look, Grogan was
worth fifteen hundred, dead or alive.
We got him dead, and minus twelve
hundred dollars. Hudson and Teach-
man were worth five hundred, alive.
We didn’t get either one, Each of them
must have had money. You've been
spending over your head.”

“Instead of turning Hudson and
Teachman in for five hundred each,”
I said, “I let them buy their way out.
Why wasn’t anything said before?”

“Mostly because you got a lot of
friends,” Zucker sighed. “The records
passed up the line and didn’t mean a
thing with anybody who knows you.
But after a while they got to higher-
ups who have never seen you, and just
on paper, it doesn’t- look good.”

“Also, there’s an election about due,”
I .added.

“That’s nothing to me,” Zucker said.
“If we can, we're going to get you. If
Hudson or Teachman is ever caught,
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and talks, it might be too bad for you.
Take it all in all, it might be a good
time for you to pack and move.”

This was the second time today I’d
heard that.

“Up to now,” Zucker was saying,
“I’ve talked strictly business. But I'm
- going to stick my neck out, and say
that for a guy who’s been married
about six months, you’re not giving
that wife of yours a good break. A
girl doesn’t marry a man to have him
turn bad.” He ran both big hands over
his thick black hair. “Maybe you
made her think you earn more money
than you do. Couldn’t you tell her
the truth?”

“This desk job is giving you too much
time to think.” Our eyes met again, I
saw into his this time, and I knew we
agreed about that, at least.

“Look, the cops couldn’t do it, but
you could. You found three men in
five months that we couldn’t put our
hands on.”

“I didn’t find Grogan,” I muttered.
“T was looking for him but the way he
was disguised I’'m not sure I’d ever
spotted him. But my wife remem-
bered him from when she was on a
newspaper, and Grogan was a small
racketeer not wanted by the law. As
for Hudson, I just asked all the ques-
tions I could think of, of everybody I
could find. Then I figured the circum-
stances, opportunity, and his character
into it, and after some trial and er-
ror, I located him. He was wanted
alive, so I sent for cops to come get
him, Only he was gone. Exactly the
same with Teachman.”

“Calling the cops might have been
your cover-up in case they are caught
and talk,” Zucker decided.

“I called cops because a man won’t
try to shoot it out when he’s outnum-
bered, the way he will against one
man.” :

Zucker shrugged. I drifted out.

N THE street, I inhaled deeply

through my mouth. A dentist had
told me that was a good way to over-
come nausea.

I phoned the office, and learned that
Kinchel had gone home.

It was so long since I had thought
of Kinchel except as in the office, that
my memory of his residence had faded.
But of course I had the address in my
notebook. I believe in writing things.
I opened the notebook and saw that
he lived in a hotel, the Forest Arms.

I rode past the hotel, I was thinking
so hard, and had to ride back. The
hotel was down a side street, and in-
formal. I said I was going up to see
Kinchel and the desk clerk supplied
the room number. As soon as I knocked
on his door, Kinchel said come in.

He had one room, I saw at a glance,

with a bed that folded up behind french

doors, and bath. Kinchel sat in a
chair, shoes off, black socks on his feet
which rested on a couch. Of all things,
he was reading Variety, which ordinari-
ly I would certainly have commented
about.

“Zucker hung out the score-board,”
I said.

Kinchel puffed rapidly on his cigar
and stared at the floor. I've known him
a good while, but that was the moment
when I realized Kinchel is so softheart-
ed that he’s defenseless; if you ask
him, he has to give; his only hope is
to act so cranky you won’t ask. And
I’d always told myself he loaned me
money just to chain me to his agency.
How good I used to think I was!

“You told me I was investigating Ap-
ernik, and all the time he was digging
into me,” I said. “Now Zucker tells
me the cops are trying to get me. Where
do you stand, do you think I'm crook-
ed?”
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“It’s not what I think.” Kinchel
didn’t look up and barely took the
cigar out of his mouth. “It’s how I
feel. I was trying to help you, Willie.
I got the tip that the cops are busy.
If there was anything, I wanted to beat
them to it. I hired Apernik.”

“Why not one of our men?” I de-
manded. “And why tell me to go after
him?”

“Who'’ve we got you wouldn’t make
a fool of?” He shot me a sharp look.
“And I told you to get on Apernik just
to put you in action; I thought Apernik
could learn more, faster, that way.”

“Thanks,” I said, and of course not
getting the sincere sound into it that I
intended. “I’'m ashamed how long it
took me to find out you’re a swell guy,
Kink. So long.”

I turned and hurried out. I had my
mind made up to go home, and I did.

I ALWAYS wanted to go round to a

side door, when I entered the build-
ing, because the doorman made me
feel that I was going in where I didn’t
belong, in my clothes.” The same with
the gang that was always in the lobby,
and the elevator. This was not the
way for me to live, but there was noth-
ing I could do about it.

Harriett wasn’t home, of course. In
our apartment, it isn’t possible to guess
when someone left; the dishes are al-
ways in the sink, her clothes are all
over, including the floor, and I don’t
remember that there ever was any
cleaning done. I took my book and
sat at the small kitchen table, started
to write.

I can’t think, if I keep all the
thoughts in my head. After a while I
get so my mind is bunched up against
my memory. Almost anyone, adding
numbers, comes to the point where he
has to write the numbers; I get that
way with ideas. I have everything writ-
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ten in this big looseleaf book, all about
Grogan, up to the time that Harriett’s
break enabled me to go upstairs and
collide with him, and all about Hudson,
and characters between him and Teach-
man, and since Teachman. The char-
acters I had looked for and never
found, the cops had not considered,
they thought I tried for three, and got
three. Neither did they take into ac-
count the months between the times
I found those three. Also, few cops, I
hope, have the urgent need for money
which made me desperate. But when
I wrote it all out in my own way, I
could see that on paper it didn’t look
good.

I turned the pages, and wrote about
a fellow named Foxey Foley, whose
case I have in the book. He is wanted
alive because of information he posses-
ses, and has a big twenty-five hundred
on his head. Harriett came in and I
wrote the end of the account, stating
that I'd traced Foley to 7911 Grass-
lawn Drive.

The apartment looked cheap with
Harriett in it, and no wonder, enough
of our money was spent on her clothes
and care so that it had to look cheap.
But it’s spiteful to say that; Harriett
is beautiful; her hair is raven, her skin
pale, her features fine. Her looks dom-
inated our lives, at least that was the
way I figured it.

Harriett looks so much like a woman
of affairs and influence, that even she
was impressed. She was in newspaper
work, but they could not see their way
to giving her a big job. She decided
she ought to be a commentator on the
radio, and she quit the paper. This
expensive apartment, her clothes, the
entertaining and gadding-about, all the
things which were drowning me in debt,
were for the sake of trying to get her
that job.

Of course I knew by this time that
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it was never going to happen; she had
a particular kind of beauty which im-
plied great intelligence, and Harriett
is hardly more than smart. Besides, I
imagine a commentator has to have
feeling for the people whose plights he
discusses, and Harriett has less feeling
than intellect. Once in a while I'd sus-
pect that she knew too that she was
wasting her time. Looking for the job
had become her career. I said noth-
ing because I had nothing to offer her.

“What about the money?” she de-
manded.

“Kinchel won’t part with a cent.
Now wait,” I said hastily, “I have my
eye one twenty-five hundred bucks. Re-
member that Foxey Foley I was look-
ing for? He’s in town and I know
where, only I’m going to make sure
before I jump him. I've got to do
some of Kinchel’s work first, then I'm
going after Foley. I’ll take him my-
self, this time.”

Her dark eyes darted to the book
under my arm. I put the book back
in the bookcase. We stood looking at
each other, we didn’t know how to meet
or to part any more, then I grunted
quietly, and walked out.

WAS shaky and hollow-feeling but

I couldn’t risk stopping for the cup
of coffee I wanted so badly, even though
I’d told her I had to do Kinchel’s work
before I went after Foley, in order to
gain time. I needed the time because
I couldn’t afford fast transportation. I
rode that bus out to Vernon Village
again. It was dusk when I got there,
with.the buttery yellow lights coming
on in the houses, including Apernik’s.
It wasn’t necessary that Apernik be
home, but since he was, it made things
easier. I had just posted myself where
I could watch the house, when a taxi
tore up to it, and as the cab pulled away
I saw Apernik’s door open and a woman
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go into the house. I started straight
for it, I knew that the moment Harriett
started talking, Apernik would begin
understanding. v

The door opened again and Apernik
stood in the light. He didn’t see me,
but he called, “Come on in, Slate.”

I went on in.

Harriett stood in the living room,
looking stunned instead of stunning,
for once.

“See?” Apernik gestured.
tricked you into this.”

Harriett had regained her poise; she
took a cigarette and a lighter from her
bag and began smoking, glanced about
as if selecting a comfortable chair.

“Wait!” Apernik ordered. “I’m not
running an arena, so I’'m asking you
two to go. We all know everything
there is to be said.” Apernik turned to
me. “The moment your wife came
here asking for Foxey Foley, arguing
there was no time to lose if he was to
make a deal and a getaway, I knew that
you either tell her everything, or she
has some method of learning what you
have in mind.”

“I write it in a book,” I said, “If
I’d got killed any time, the information
in the book would have helped the next
dick on the job.”

Apernik nodded disinterestedly.
“Your wife sold you out to Hudson and
Teachman. You arranged her visit
here in order to prove it to me, Now
that you have proved it, there is nothing
to do about it. I shouldn’t have to
listen to the family quarrel which is to
follow.”

Harriett looked as if all this made
sense to her, and it certainly did to me,
because I was wishing I wouldn’t have
to listen to it either. I nodded, and
turned to the door. . . .

“He

I DON’T know if I heard the bang
first, or felt the effects first; al-
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though I knew a gun had gone off be-
hind me, and that I felt odd, I didn’t
reduce it to the simple fact that I'd
been shot. I felt my hands slipping
down the closed door, but I argued that
I had plenty of strength, there was no
reason why I should fall. Just the
same I found myself on my face, and
the only feeling I had was in my cheek
where the carpet bristles touched it.

Before I could try to get up, some-
thing heavy pressed on my back, flat-
tening me. I could see his shoes, and
knew it was Apernik beside me. He
took his hands from my back, rolled
me on my side, then let me flop over on
my stomach again.

“You’ve killed him this time,” Aper-
nik said.

Harriett gasped.

“You tried before,” Apernik went on.
“The night you sent him to Handsome
Dan Grogan’s apartment, Grogan was
supposed to kill him. When Grogan
came back to town as a fugitive, he
came to you, took an apartment in your
house. That must mean there was
more between you and Grogan than
anyone ever knew. You must have got
Grogan’s money. But why the two of
you didn’t run off, instead of trying to
kill Slate, I don’t know.”

“And have Willie on my trail and
Dan’s all our lives?” Harriett’s nail
flicked against a cigarette. “He was
insanely in love with me. I guess that
was why I married him, that and the
fact that I thought Dan was dead. Be-
sides, Willie was the only one suspected
Dan was in town.” '

“Then you needed more money, and
you told Hudson that Slate was coming
for him,” Apernik sighed. “The same
thing when he almost had Teachman.”

“It wasn’t just the money,” Harriett
retorted. “It was the way I hated him.
Do you think I was ever going to for-
give him? Since the night he murdered
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Dan, the only thing I’ve wanted was to
get away from him, but I didn’t dare
because he’d have come after me.”

“And now what?” Apernik asked
heavily. “Why did you kill him here?”

“Where else would I ever have as
good a chance?” Harriett demanded.
“Hugo, I couldn’t do it and get away
with it without help, and your help is
all I’d ever get. Hugo, you’ll cover up
for me.” ;

She sounded as nearly coy and tempt-
ing as was possible for her, and Aper-
nik, as if to end her bad acting, said
quickly, “Yes, I’'ll cover up for you.
Leave the gun and get out of here.
Have you any money?”

“Some.” Her voice chilled.

“Then tomorrow you’d better leave
this part of the country,” Apernik ad-
vised. “The police advised Slate to go,
and they’ll think he has. Come, T’ll
let you out the back, it’s safer.”

They walked to the back of the
house; the door closed. When I heard
Apernik’s footsteps, I started to get up.

He helped me. :

“The bullet is high in your left
shoulder,” he said. “I hope I handled
the situation satisfactorily. Let me get
a look at the wound. She shot you with
a forty-five. If she hadn’t been so
close the bullet would have gone
through you.”

“You handled it swell. Thanks. That
was Grogan’s gun. I gave it to her.”
I stripped to the waist. “I imagine you
stepped between us and kept her from
putting enough slugs into me to make
a sure job of it. To think that all she
wanted was to get rid of me!”

“I think I can take the slug out,”
Apernik said, feeling around the wound.
“I’ve done it before. And you can
stay here as long as you like.”

“That’s going to be a long time,” I
said. “From the minute I saw this place,
it looked like home to me.”
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having a heat wave. “Gee, I'm sure
sorry to hear that. When’d it happen?”

“Night before last. Don’t you read
the papersr”’

“I guess I missed it. What you been
doing, honey? You have’t been around
lately.”

I put back the receiver and looked at
my fingernails. She probably knew
Jerry . . . and fifty others like him.
Every man has that kind of phone num-
ber stuck around somewhere.

I made a decision. I picked up the
receiver again and dialled Long Dis-
tance and said: “I want someone at the
telephone company in San Diego,
California,”

' “Did you want to make a station-to-
station call?”

“That’s the ticket,”

“What’s your number, please?”

I gave it to her and waited. There
followed some chit-chat between vari-
ous operators that was none of my
business. Pretty soon someone far off
said: “This is the telephone company,”’
and my operator said: “Chicago is call-
ing. Go ahead, party.”

I said: “Hello. I want some informa-
tion on a long distance call from San
Diego to Chicago that was made on
June 14.”

“One moment, please.”

FEW seconds later another female

came on the wire and I said: “My
name is Jerry Marlin, in Chicago, Illi-
inois. On June 14 I received a call from
San Diego. It could have been placed
by one of several people and I neglected
to get the name. Can you tell me the
name of the party and from where the
call was placed?” :

“It will take a little time, Mr. Mar-
lin. Do you want to hold the wire?”

“All right. Remembering, of course,
that this is a long distance call.”

I blew smoke at the ceiling and
doodled on a scratch pad and wait-
ediiind

“Hello, Mr. Marlin.”

l(Yeah??’

“That call was placed by a Mr. Ken-
neth Clyne, from room 628, Hotel San
Diego.”

I wrote the name and address on the
scratch pad and hung up. Kenneth
Clyne. And on the list of numbers
copied from those in Jerry Marlin’s
phone book was one that read: Ken
.. . ROG 0473. Things were looking
up.

I did some thinking around. San
Diego. Somewhere during the past few
days I had run into something else that
had to do with California. It wasn’t
until I went carefully back over the
events of the past three days that I
found what it was.

A picture. A snapshot of a girl in
shorts and a sweater against a back-
ground of bougainvillea and pepper
trees. You find bougainvillea and pep-
per trees in California. San Diego is
in California. Pretty thin, so far, but
it could get thicker.

I used the phone again, calling a
Central exchange number, and asked
for a Mr. Ingram, the attorney who
had recommended me to John Sand-
mark. I had found some jewelry his
wife lost in a stickup, one time, and he
thought I was pretty hot stuff.

Ingram was a big, bluff, hearty guy
and he came on the wire booming:
“Hello, Paul. Glad to hear from you.
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What’s on your mind?”’

“Nothing special,” I said. “I just
wanted to thank you for throwing some
business my way.”

“John Sandmark? Glad to do it,
Paul.” His voice went down. ‘“Speak-
ing of the Sandmarks, what’s this about
the daughter being mlxed up in some
killing??”

“All T know is what I see in the
papers,” I told him. “My job has noth-
ing to do with it. Far as I know, she
isn’t involved. Just an unfortunate
choice in escorts.”

“I suppose that’s it.” He sounded
doubtful. “They’re nice people. How
did you get along with John?”

“Fine. Incidentally, is he a native of
Chicago?”

“Oh no. California. San Diego, I
think. The family came here about
fifteen years ago. His father-in-law was
old Mike Gannett, who owned the Gan-
nett Armored Express Company out
there. Branches in most of the west
coast cities. When old Mike died, the
business went to John Sandmiark. He
sold out shortly afterward, retired, and
moved his family to Chlcago Hls wife
died soon afterward.”

I had what I wanted. I thanked him
and hung up and leaned back and
swung my foot while I trled on a few
facts for size.

ERRY MARLIN had been running
J around with a cute little society
number named Leona Sandmark.
Leona’s stepfather had hired me to get
something on Jerry Marlin. The Sand-
mark family once lived in San Diego.
A close friend of Marlin’s had been in
San Diego recently and had telephoned
Marlin twice from there. Marlin had
been talking around about knowing
where the body was buried . .
common way of saying he had some-
‘thing hot on somebody—something so
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hat that he expected to get a lot of
money out of it. That meant black-
mail,

The facts fit. And this is how they
fit: Marlin meets Leona Sandmark.
From some remark she may have
dropped, or from some lead that came
to his hands through knowing her, he
gets started on something the family
is trying to hide. The roots of the
secret are in San Diego. Marlin can’t
get out there himself to investigate; so
he sends ‘his best. friend, a guy named
Ken Clyne. Clyne gets the dope and
comes back and gives it to Marlin. So
Marlin starts putting the squeeze on
one of the Sandmarks.

Which one? Well, it can’t be Leona;
she was just a kid when she left San
Diego. That makes it the old man.
But the old man decides to hit back.
He hires a private dick to get something
on Marlin. Then he goes out and
shoots Marlin in the back. If facts
come out that make him a suspect, he
can say he offered that private dick a
nice honus to keep Marlin from bother-
ing his charming daughter. “Naturally
I dido’t mean murder, gentlemen; I
merely wanted Mr. Pine to get some-
thing so damning on Mr. Marlin that
my daughter would be relieved of his
attentions.”

I began not to like Mr. Sandmark.

There was another angle. This guy
Ken Clyne may have decided there was
no reason why he shouldn’t get rid of
Marlin and put the squeeze on Sand-
mark by himself. No sense in splitting
all that dough two ways.

I kind of liked that one.

The time had come to seeaman . . .
a man named Ken Clyne.

The phone again. I called a special
office at the Rogers Park exchange and
asked for the listing on Rogers Park
0473. The girl gave it to me and I
wrote it.down on the scratch pad and
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cradled the receiver.

The Lakefield Apartments, 5312
Lakewood. Out on the North Side, a
block north of Foster Avenue, a few
blocks in from the lake shore. Not a
neighborhood for the wealthy, but not
a slum district either.

I took out the Detective Special and
moved it around thoughtfully in my
hands . . . and slid it back in my
underarm holster. If I was going to
call on a guy who might have bumped
Jerry Marlin, it might be smart to take
some heat with me,

I put on my hat and coat and went
out into the summer sun.

HE Lakefield Apartments was an

oblong gray stone building of seven
floors. It needed sandblasting and a
fresh paint job on the woodwork around
the windows. There was a dark green
canvas canopy with the words LAKE-
FIELD APARTMENTS in white let-
ters on the sides and. the number 5312
on the section facing the street.

I opened one of a pair of copper
screen doors with diagonal brass rods
across them for handles, and walked
into a good-sized lobby with light cream
stippled plaster walls and a Caenstone
trim. On one side was a sunken lounge
that looked a lot more cheerful than
most apartment lounges, and there was
a semi-circular polished sandstone
ledge across from it where the office and
switchboard were kept.

An elderly man with glasses and a
shiny bald head said: “Good after-
noon,” in a gentle voice from behind
the ledge. He had a thin body and a
knifeblade face, and the skin of his
neck seemed mostly wrinkles under a
stiff detachable white collar and a black
four-in-hand tie.

I said: “Mr. Clyne is expecting me.
What’s his apartment number?”

“3H, sir. But I'm afraid he isn’t in.”
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I appeared to be as surprised as he
thought I should be. “I don’t get it,” I
said. “I was supposed to meet him
here today at two-thirty. Isn’t he back
from San Diego?”

“Oh yes, sir. Over a week ago. He
went out just a few minutes ago.
Would you care to wait? Possibly he
just step—”

He looked past my shoulder and
raised his voice. “Oh, Mr. Clyne, This
gentleman is waiting for you.”

I turned around and there was a tall
square-shouldered lad about my own
age standing there looking at me. He
had the high rounded forehead of a
bank examiner, with regular features to
match. His suit was of gray twill and
not particularly well tailored. He held
a panama hat with a narrow blue band
in one hand and a cigarette hung be-
tween the fingers of the other. There
was a folded copy of an afternocon
edition of the Daily News shoved into
one of his jacket pockets. His sharp
blue eyes went over me carefully and
without recognition. That was to be
expected since he had never seen me
before to my knowledge. :

I said: “Hello, Ken. Where can we
talk?”

He studied me warily, suspicious as
an orchestra leader’s wife. “I don’t re-
call knowing you.”

“I’'m an old friend of Jerry’s.”.

His eyes widened slightly but not
with relief. He said: “What do you
want?”

“What I want won’t sound good in
public.”

That didn’t bother him either. He
said: “Who are you?” still chilly, still
tough.

“All right,” I said. “If you want to
talk in front of people, let’s go down
to Eleventh and State where a police
sergeant can take it down in short-
hand.”
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“, .. Come up to my apartment.”

HE TURNED around stiffly and

stalked over to the elevator, a few
feet past the desk, and I tagged along
behind him.

We got out at the third floor and
went along a pleasant corridor to a door
marked 3H. He produced a key chain
and opened up and I followed him into
a wide dim cool-looking living room,
with a bedroom off it visible through an
open door. He shut the hall door and
spun around and glared at me.

“All right,” he snarled. “Spit it out.
Who are you and what do you want?”

I lifted my eyebrows at him. “Just
like that?”

He gave me a thin smile. He now
had charge of the situation. “Exactly
like that.”

“Okay,” I said. “It keeps from
wasting time. My name is Pine and
I'm a detective and where were you at
four o’clock yesterday morning?”

I would hate to be as stupid as his
eyes said I was. He gave a sharp snort
that could have been a laugh and turned
his back on me to go over and sit
down on a padded ledge in front of the
room’s three windows. I stood where
he had left me, my hat pushed back on
my head and my arms dangling. He
eyed me with cool contempt and gave
an airy wave of his cigarette and said:

“Is this a pinch?”

“It can grow to be one.”

“You’re wasting your time.”

“T’ve got the time to waste.”

“You didn’t have, a minute ago.”

“Be cute tomorrow,” I said. “I asked
you a question.”

“I was in bed.”

“Here??”

“Yes.n

“Alone?”

“Certainly.”

“I didn’t mean to insult you,” I said.
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He colored up and his fingers worked
but he didn’t say anything. .

“How was the trip to San Diego?” I
asked.

Wariness veiled his eyes. “Who said
I was in San Diego?”

“I said you were in San Diego.” I
put an edge on my voice. “I know when
you were there and I know why you
were there. That makes two of the
reasons I’m asking where you were at
four yesterday morning. Now start
talking some truth, you son of a bitch.”

His hands balled and he hopped off
the ledge with his not very strong jaw
pushed out. “Don’t talk that way to
me!” he sputtered. “John or no John,
I don’t take that kind of stuff.”

I walked up to him and put a palm
where his lapels crossed and slammed
him back on to the window seat.

“You'll take it, sweetheart. I’'m talk-
ing about a murder and you know
whose murder. Tell me you don’t know
whose murder and TIll feed you
knuckles until you puke.”

WHITE ring formed around his

mouth and his eyes rolled a little.
“I read the papers,” he mumbled. “I
know Jerry was killed around that time,
but I had nothing to do with it.”

“You had a reason to plug him,” I
said. “You had a hell of a good reason.
There isn’t a better reason than money.
After you picked up that information
out on the west coast, you knew as
much as Marlin. Get him out of the
way, you figured, and the dough would
go to you. All of it. So you put some
bullets in him. Get your toothbrush
and some extra smokes, lover. You and
me are going downtown.”

“No!” The courage was leaking out
of him like sweat from a steel puddler.
“T didn’t kill Jerry. I didn’t know what
angles he was working. He was too
close-mouthed to spill anything.”
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“What did you find out at the San
Diego end?”

“Nothing that was any good to him.”

“Cut it, Clyne. I don’t want that
kind of answer.”

“But it’s true! Jerry told me the
information I brought back was worth-
less to him. It didn’t seem to bother
him, though; he said what he already
had would get him five thousand down
and five hundred a month until the big
payoff worked out.”

“What big payoff?”’

“That’s what he wouldn’t tell me.”

“Give me the details on what you
were digging into out on the Coast.”

He wet his lips while his eyes slid
nervously about the room. “I . ..
can’t go into that, It would tie me up
with something else. I’m not going to
get involved in—in anything.”

“That’s a laugh,” I said. “You’re in
over your hatband right now and you
know it. Don’t make us pound it out of
you, Clyne.”

His jaw set. “It don’t go, copper. I
didn’t shoot Jerry and you can’t make
saying I did it stick. So go ahead and
take me in and the hell with it.”.

Rats can get as stubborn as people.
I swung a chair around and sat down
facing him with the chair’s back be-
tween us. I lit a cigarette and rested
my arms across the back of the chair
and blew smoke through my nose and
gave him the gimlet eye. I said:

“Maybe we can kind of make a deal.

You say you didn’t do in your pal, so
T’ll play it along that way for a while.
My interest is in finding out who did
kill him, and you can help me find out.

“I’'m not one of the City boys. I'm
a private eye and I’ve got a customer

who wants to know who kissed off Mar-

lin . . . and why. Far as I know the
homicide lads don’t have you linked up
-with Marlin. They don’t necessarily
have to either, if you feel like playing
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catch'with me.”

Relief piled back into his face and
he began to get cocky again. “A
snooper, hunh? I should of caught on
when you didn’t flash a buzzer on me.”

“All I carry is a sheriff’s star,” I said.
“But I can get the boys at Central to
show you the real thing.”

His lip stopped curling. “What do
you want to know?” he muttered.

“The works. Some of it I know al-
ready. But don’t let that handicap you.
Just start at the beginning and get it
allin.”

HE FUMBLED for a cigarette and I

tossed him my matches. He
sucked in smoke and let it trickle out
and stared at the rug. “Jerry looked me
up about three weeks ago,” he began.
“He told me he was running around
with a hot little mouse named Leona
Sandmark, whose old man had a bank-
full. Jerry said he’d stumbled onto
something that could turn into a lot of
money if it was handled right, but that
it would take a while to really clean up
unless he could uncover more informa-
tion. He said he had a lead that might
get him what he needed, but someone
would have to help him run it down, as
he couldn’t afford to let things cool off
by going out of town.

“It seems the Sandmarks came here
from San Diego about fifteen years ago.
About eight or ten years before that,
Sandmark, who was just a working stiff,
fell into a sweet spot with his boss’s
daughter and married her. Her old man
was Michael Gannett, who owned an
express company out there.

“Before that, the Gannett doll had
married one of the company officials, a
guy named Raoul Fleming . . . a fast-
stepping lad, from all reports. Well, it
seems Fleming tried to knock off the
contents of the company safe one night,
but something went wrong and a watch-
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man got killed. Fleming scooped up
fifty grand and took it on the lam.

“This was back in the early twenties,
before outfits like Gannett’s were care-
ful to ‘print the help, so all they had on
Fleming was his description. They got
readers out on him and there was quite
a hunt, but he never showed. Mean-
while, Sandmark sucked around Flem-
ing’s wife and talked her into divorcing
her husband and marrying him. This
Leona Sandmark was Fleming’s kid,
and just a baby when all this took
place.”

He looked up at me to see how I was
taking it. “And that,” he said, “is all
there was to it. Gannett died about
five or six years later, leaving every-
thing to Sandmark’s wife which is how
Sandmark came to get it. He sold out
the company and moved his family to
Chicago. His wife died right after
that.”

I sorted it over in my mind. “Did
Marlin know any of this before he sent
you out there?”

“No. All he seemed to know was that
there had been some trouble in the
family back in San Diego that involved
the girl’s real father.”

“And what you’ve told me is all you
were able to dig up out there?”

“You’ve got the works, Pine.”

“Nuts!” I said. “Marlin could have
got all that out of the back files of a
newspaper. He’d been better off letting
a private dick do his snooping . . . if
he could find one who didn’t mind dab-
bling in a little polite blackmail.”

I thought some more, then said:
“This Fleming. The case against him
was tight?”

“Tight as a ten-day drunk. Heleft

 ‘prints all over the place; the gun used

was his; fifty G’s was gone and so was
he. What more would you need?”

It looked like enough, all right, and
I said so. I fingered through what

Clyne had told me, looking for some
angle I might have missed. “. . . Any
loose ends that could have meant some-
thing?”’

E STOPPED in the middle of
shaking his head, and a couple of
wrinkles developed in the smooth
rounded surface of his forehead.
“Come to think of it,” he said slowly,
“the same morning they found the dead
watchman and the empty safe, one of
the Gannett guards didn’t report for
duty. Man named Engle . . . Engle
—no; Ederle. Jeff Ederle. For a while
there the law thought he might have
figured in the caper with Fleming; but
it turned out later he’d been cozying
with the wife of a San Diego gambler
and had probably taken a powder to
keep his health. Those coast boys play
pretty rough, I hear.”

“What did Marlin hope to get from _
all this?”

“I told you that,” Clyne said im-
patiently. “He had an idea maybe there
were angles that didn’t get into the
papers. Sandmark could have had a
hand in that robbery somehow. You
must admit it was sure as hell nice the
way things worked out so he could
carry all that money. .Gannett left
better than a million.”

“T suppose the papers out there really
played up the killing?”

“Yeah. Pictures of the principals,
diagrams, life histories—it chased ev-
rything else off the first three pages for
a week.”

“But none of it could do Marlin any
good?”

“So he told me. He said he guessed
he could get along on what he already
had . . . at least until the big dough
was untied. And he did say he didn’t
think it would be too long until then.”

“Meaning what?”’

He scowled. “We’ve been over that,
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Pine,” he complained. “I don’t know
what he meant. My personal belief is
that he was putting the bite on Sand-
mark on some other matter. It’s pos-
sible, you know, that Sandmark put
those slugs into Jerry—either by him-
self or by hiring somebody to do it
for him.”

I sighed. “Could be.” I got off the
chair, and Clyne went with me to the
door. In the hall, I turned to where he
was standing in the open door, and
said:

“Keep thinking about it, Clyne. You
may remember something I can use. If
you do, call me. There could be dough
in it for you.”

“Where do I reach you?”

I got out a business card and wrote
my hotel phone number on the back
and gave it to him. “If I’'m not at the
office, leave a message with the hotel
operator.”

((Okay.7)

I rode down to the first floor and
got into my heap and drove back to
the office.

CHAPTER XII

HERE weren’t any customers. I
sat down behind the desk and put
my heels on the blotter and unfolded
the Daily News I had picked up after
parking the car. The heavy blue line
along the right hand side of page one
still smelled strongly of printers’ ink.
I found two items on page three that
were worth reading all the way through.
One told about the inquest, that same

morning, on the Marlin murder. Leona’

Sandmark, being related to a million
dollars, came in for a lot of favorable
and sympathetic mention. The rest was
just words about no one knowing any-
thing about anything, and at the re-
quest of the police, proceedings were
postponed a few weeks.
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On the other side of the same page
was a two-column follow-up of the story
about the unidentified corpse twelve
preachers had buried. There was a
small cut of the dead man’s face—the
kind of picture taken after death for
police files. It was the face of a man
who could have been almost any age
past forty; a thin, hard-bitten face
without much chin; a face that once
might have been on the handseme side
in a sort of dashing, to-hell-with-you
way. The article itself wasn’t much:
a few stickfuls of type about “the un-
usual turn taken by what seemed noth-
ing more than an obscure murder, has
the police digging frantically for new
information.”

I grunted and turned the page. While
I was in the middle of O’Brien’s column,
the phone rang sharply. Or maybe it
just seemed to sound that way.

I picked up the receiver and said:
“Hello.”

“Mr. Pine?” It was a man’s voice,
deep and brisk and dry.

“Yeah. Who's this?”

“I would rather not mention names
over the phone. At least, not my name.
Let’s say, instead, that ’'m the man
who paid you five hundred dollars very
early this morning.”

That made it D’Allemand. “Okay,
I said. “What can I do for you?”

“How is your head?”

“It’s a little lopsided but I’'m still
wearing it.”

The receiver made a dry sound that
might have been a chuckle. Then: “Are
you making any progress, sir?”

“On what?”

“On what I hired you to do.”

“I’ve been looking around here and
there,” I said.

“Was Clyne able to tell you anything
of value?”

Anger began to turn over in me. I
said: “You wouldn’t still have a tail
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on me by any chance?”

His voice sounded stiff, probably be-
cause of my tone. “As you yourself
pointed out, Mr. Pine, I do not over-

. look much. I like to keep informed on
matters of importance to me. Does that
answer your question?”

My fingers tightened on the receiver
until the knuckles shone. I said: “Get
that tail off me, you hear? I don’t like
tails; they make me nervous and inter-
fere with my work. You paid me to do
a job and I’m doing it my way and I
don’t want any sidewalk superintend-
ents. Is that clear?”

“ .. T called to tell you, sir, that
Clyne won’t be able to do much for
you. He is the friend of Marlin’s I men-
tioned . . . the man I called in and
paid money to. I am a bit curious as to
how you learned about him.”

I gritted my teeth into the mouth-
piece. “Look. If you want my profes-
sional secrets, it’ll cost you extra. Either
unpin that goddam tail or send around
to pick up your five hundred bucks and
get yourself another investigator.”

SLAMMED up the receiver and put

my feet on the floor, talking to my-
self, and got out the office bottle. While
I was pouring a drink, the corridor door
opened and closed and feet came lightly
across the reception hall.

It was Leona Sandmark. She was
wearing an expensively simple silvery
green linen dress with a virginal V at
the throat and a patch pocket over her
left breast, and there was a white en-
velope bag with a green jeweled initial
L, under her left arm. A circular white
hat the size of a bicycle wheel slanted
on her shining hair. She looked cool
and competent and impossibly beauti-
ful, and there was a humorous quirk to
her lips and the corners of her gray-
blue eyes.

She leaned a white-gloved hand

against the frame of the door and said:
“Hello there.”

“And very nice, too,” I said, getting
up because I had been raised right
when I was a kid. “Won’t you come in
and sit down, Miss Sandmark?”

She came slowly over to the cus-
tomer’s chair and sat down gracefully,
crossed her legs and laid the bag on a
corner of the desk. Her shoes were
brown and white, open-toed. Her legs
were just as lovely as I remembered
them.

She sighed a little.
warm in here.”

“Take off your hat,” I said, “and let
whatever air there is find you.”

She fumbled out a hat-pin and took
off the wheel and put it on the desk
too. That didn’t leave much surface
showing but I wasn’t using it anyway.

I watched her look around the office.
The Varga calendar seemed to fascinate
her. It was that kind of calendar. She
said: “I hope you don’t mind my drop-
ping in on you this way. Are you very
busy?”’

“T just this minute finished my mid-
afternoon drinking,” I said. “Sorry I
can’t offer you one, but all I have is bad
bourbon and a glass that needs wash-
ing.”

Her nose wrinkled a little and she
laughed. “No, thank you. . .. I've been
to a movie. It seemed much too warm
to go back to the apartment.”

“For that matter,” I said, making
light conversation, “it’s too warm to be
downtown at all.”

“I had to come down. I was at the—
the inquest this morning.” She shud-
dered abruptly and her lips twitched.
“It was rather horrible. I thought per-
haps you’d like to hear about it.”

“Not especially,” I said. “Is there
any reason I should hear about it?”

“Well . . .” She looked at me from
the corners of her eyes. “You were

“Goodness, it’s
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‘there when Jerry . . . when it hap-

pened.”
- “So I was,” I said. “Did that come
out at the inquest?”

“Oh no!” She seemed a trifle shocked
at the question, as though I had accused
her of a breach of faith or something.
“You asked me not to tell anybody . . .
What did my stepfather hire you to do,
Mr. Pine.”

“If you’re being subtle,” I said, “you
need more practise.”

I was given the benefit of a wide, un-
comprehending stare. “That sounds like
one of those ‘frought-with-meaning’
statements, Mr. Pine. Would you mind
making it a little clearer?”

STARED into her eyes, letting her

see my poker face. “Not at all, Miss
Sandmark. It goes something like this:
You have a secret of mine—a secret the
police might like to be let in on. But
you wouldn’t dream of telling them, be-
- cause after all you and I are friends,
and telling a friend’s secret is simply
not done. Of course, friends shouldn’t
have secrets from each other; otherwise
they couldn’t stay friends. So you
would like me to tell you what my busi-
ness was with John Sandmark.”

She was young enough to get red in
the face, but her eyes never wavered.
“Well . . . what was your business
with John?” ‘

I leaned back in my chair and laced
my fingers and smiled at her. “The real
reason is going to disappoint you, Miss
Sandmark. Your stepfather hired me to
throw hooks into Jerry Marlin.”

She gasped, and the color drained
from her cheeks. “You mean . . . he
hired you to—to . . . kill . . .” Her
voice started as a whisper and got
weaker with each word, dying out com-
pletely on the last one.

I said patiently: “Not to kill him;
no. I don’t get hired to kill people. I
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was hired to dig into Marlin’s past and
get something on him that would keep
him away from you. You see, your
stepfather didn’t regard Marlin highly
as a future in-law.”

She looked away from me then, and
her eyes turned soft and misty with a
faraway expression. “That’s like John,”
she murmured. “He has always insisted
on protecting me, even when I didn’t
want, or need, protection. It’s no won-
der I’d do anything for him.”

“Maybe he figures a girl like you
needs protecting.”

It took three seconds for that to sink
in to where she could feel it. Then her
eyes stopped being tender; they were
blazing when she hit me with them.
“What is that supposed to mean?” she
demanded.

I said: “My God, you’re touchy. I
didn’t mean anything in particular. Did
I step on one of your corns?”

HE heat faded from her eyes and

the long dark lashes swept down,
veiling them. She drew off her white
gloves and laid them on the brim of the
hat, took her purse in her lap and dug
out a cigarette and a gold lighter. I had
a match burning for her before she
could use the lighter.

She exhaled a thin blue line of smoke,
dropped the lighter back in the bag and
sna.pped it shut. She was her old self
again. She said:

“I’ll bet it would be fun to take you
apart.” She smiled when I looked star-
tled. “I mean in an analytical sense, of

course.”

“Go as far as you like,” I said.

“You’ve got a hard finish,” she said
slowly, not smiling now. “But I don’t
believe you are hard underneath it.
Perhaps that finish is there because
you’ve seen too much of the wrong side
of people. You go in for crisp speech
and a complete lack of emotion. In a
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way you’re playing a part . . . and it’s
not always an attractive part. Yet
there’s plenty of strength to you, and
a hard-bitten kind of code of ethics. A
woman could find a lot of things in you
that no other man could give her.” She
flashed a sudden smile at me. “Besides,
you’re rather good-looking in the lean,
battered sort of way that all sensible
women find so attractive in a man.”

“How you do go on,” I said. Ilita
cigarette and threw the match out the
open window. ‘“What shall we talk
about next?”’

“Are all detectives like you, Mr.
Pine? I never knew one before.”

“That makes us even,” I said. “I
never knew an heiress before.”

“We should investigate each other.”

Her eyes were daring me, provoking
me. I sat there and smiled a meaning-
less smile and let funny notions roll
around inside my skull. I thought of a
high-school girl alone with a boy in a
Wisconsin cabin; of a seven-kinds-of-
crook who had messed around with that
high-school girl when she was a little
older; of a married man whose wife had
named that same girl as corespondent
in a divorce suit. And abruptly my no-
tions no longer seemed funny. I said:

“I’'m good at investigations. In this
case, I would suggest dinner and a show
and a ride by moonlight. I’'m an open
book when the moon hits me right.
Come to think of it, there’s that kind
of moon tonight—or there will be.”

This time she laughed — a full-
throated laugh that was good to hear.
“Are you trying to date me, Mr. Pine?”

“Not if you keep on calling me Mr.
Pine.”

“Paul? Paul. ... That shouldn’t be
hard.”

“You could make it ‘darling’ with a
little practise.”

The smile went off her face like a
chalk mark under a damp cloth. T had
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gone a little too fast for her. I said:
“Just clowning, Miss Sandmark. Any-
thing unexpected develop at the in-
quest?”

She stared at me. “I thought you
weren’t interested in the inquest.”

“T’'m not. But I figured you wanted
the subject changed.” §

To that I got an oblique answer. “I
should be getting home. I took a taxi
down; parking is such a problem in the
Loop.”

“T’ll be glad to drive you home, Miss
Sandmark.”

“Oh, I wasn’t hinting.”

~ “T’ll still take you home . . . if you
like.”

“That would be sweet of you . , .
Paul.”

My blood stirred. I have blood and
it can be stirred. “Not at all . . .
Leona.”

That earned me another smile to tuck
away. She stood up and anchored her
hat, put on her gloves and picked up
her purse. She tamped her cigarette
out in the ashtray and went with me to
the door. I was reaching around to
close it when the phone rang.

“One minute,” I said and went back
and picked up the receiver and said:
“Hello,” into it.

“PINE?” A man’s voice I didn’t rec-
ognize, and I would hate to get ex-
cited as it sounded.

“Yeah,” I said.
Who—"

“I’ve got it, shamus! I had it right
in my pocket all the time you were here
and never knew it! No wonder—”

“Who is this?” I said mechanically.
Actually I knew by now.

“Clyne. What the hell do you use for
a memory? I tell you I’ve got the an-
swer to everything!”

“Give.”

He went cagy on me.

“This is Pine.

“You said
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something about dough, Pine. I want
to see some green in front of my eyes.
Get over here and we’ll do some hag-
gling.”

I glanced over to where Leona Sand-
mark was standing in the doorway
watching me, a puzzled frown on her
face. Into the mouthpiece I said: “Are
you doing a little high-powered guessing
or do you really know something?”

“This is no guesswork. I leave that
to private dicks. You want this, you
come after it . . . with your hands full
of money.” :

The click against my ear told me he
had hung up. I replaced the receiver
thoughtfully and went out into the re-
ception room and locked the office door.

Leona Sandmark was watching me,
the puzzled frown still ruining her
lovely brow. “Is something wrong,
Paul?”

I said: “When were you in San Diego
[astora )

Her shoulders jerked and she stared
at me, completely bewildered. “What in
the world . . .”

I didn’t say anything. I was waiting
for an answer. '

“If it makes any difference,” she said
shortly, “I was there last year for a
month or two.”

“It doesn’t mean a thing,” I said. “I
just like to appear mysterious. It’s an
old detective custom. Incidentally, it
looks like I'm going to have to renig
on that lift home. Something’s come
up.n :

“Of course. Some other time, then.”

“This isn’t going to take all night,” I
said. “We could still get in that dinner
and a show.”

“You could call me,” she said gravely.
“The number is Austin 0017.”

Just as gravely I wrote it down.

I LEFT her at the corner of Jackson
and Wabash, after getting her a cab,
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and went on to the lot and got my own
car. I wasn’t too excited about Clyne’s
call. He probably had remembered
some minor detail and gotten all hot
over it after tying some guesses on it.
Either way, I couldn’t let it go by with-
out checking. In my business you never
know. Nor in any other, I suppose.

Twenty-five minutes was long enough
to get me there by way of the Outer
Drive. I parked around the corner on
Berwyn Avenue, got out of the Ply- -
mouth and walked along the quiet sun-
filled street to the Lakefield Apart-
ments.

The same bald-plated old gentleman
was behind the desk. I nodded to him
and went into the elevator and rode up
to the third floor.

There was an imitation pearl button
set in the woodwork outside 3H. I
pressed it and a buzzer sounded inside.
Nothing happened and there was no
sound of feet coming to answer the buz-
zer. I jabbed the button again but it
didn’t mean any more than the first
time. I rattled the knob and the door
swung back . . . and there he was.

I went in and closed the door and
bent over him. He was lying on his
belly and he looked all right except
there was no back to his head. In the
form of a neat circular stain in the blue
and black patterned rug was a great
deal of blood, with gray patches of stuff
in it and a couple hunks of white bone.
He was still warm; he couldn’t have
been anything else after talking to me
less than half an hour earlier.

The rest of the room looked just as
it had when I last was.there. The bed-
room door was still open and everything
was neat and clean and in order. I took
out my .38 and walked into the bed-
room and snooped around. Nothing.
The black and white bathroom didn’t

_ have any bloody towels in the bowl or

red fingerprints on the walls. There
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were clothes in the closets but nobody
was wearing them.

I hummed a little tune and went back
into the living room and picked up the
phone. It looked as though I wasn’t
going to have dinner with Miss Sand-
mark tonight.

“Office,” a girlish voice said in my
ear.

I was aware that the fingers of my
right hand were beginning to ache a lit-
tle. I looked down and saw I was still
gripping the checked walnut handle of
the Detective Special. My face felt a
trifle stiff as I smiled about it. I put
the gun back under my arm.

“Office,” the girlish voice said again,
a little on the waspish side this time.

I let my breath out slowly. “Let’s
have some police, lady.”

CHAPTER XiIli

SAT on the blue and gold rayon

bedspread in the bedroom of the late
Kenneth Clyne, and smoked a cigarette
and waited for Lieutenant George Zarr
to satisfy himself that the spindly
legged bedroom chair would hold his
weight. Ike Crandall, an investigator
from the State’s Attorney’s office,
leaned against the closed bedroom door
and tapped his lips lightly over and
over with the stem of a gnarled black
pipe.

Crandall was a new one to me —a
slender, stoop-shouldered man”in his
early forties, with bushy graying hair
and a long intelligent face and hooded
eyes. His complexion had the faintly
yellow cast that goes with a faulty
liver.

Through the closed door came. vague
sounds as the homicide boys did the
things the city paid them to do. A fly
buzzed now and then against the screen
of the open window in back of me, and
street noises filtered in and died on the

floor.

Zarr was finally ready. He put away
the blue-bordered handkerchief he had
used to mop the sweat from the gray
slopes of his prominent jaw, blew out
his breath and looked at me without
pleasure. He said:

“Let’s have it, Pine. All of it.”

“Sure,” T said. “It begins with this
Marlin killing a couple of days ago. I
have a client who’s interested in know-
ing who murdered him. I dug up a lead
on this Kenneth Clyne; seems he was
pretty thick with Marlin. Anyway, I
came out to see him earlier this p. m.
and we had a talk. He wasn’t able to
give me much I could use, but said if
anything occurred to him he’d let me
know.

“Along about four o’clock he called
me at the office and said to get out here
quick, that he knew the answer to
everything. At the time, I figured
maybe he was being a little too opti-
mistic. Now I’m not so sure. Anyway,
I walked in and found him on the floor
the way you saw him. I called you right
away, just as any other public-spirited
citizen would have done.”

Lieutenant Zarr looked over at the
placid expression on Crandall’s face.
Crandall shrugged slightly and went
back to his lip-tapping. I flicked ashes
on the rug and just sat.

“Who,” Zarr asked me, “is this party
that’s so interested in Marlin’s mur-
der?”

“Hunh-ubh,” T said. “I don’t have to
tell you that, Lieutenant. Not that I
wouldn’t like to, understand. My client
wants to know who shot Marlin only be-
cause Marlin was a friend of his and he:
wants the killer to pay the hard way.
Not that he thinks Homicide will gum
up the job; it’s simply that he wants it
wound up quick. But he doesn’t want
to appear in the picture . . . and he
won’t. Not on my account he won’t.”
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Zarr said with controlled savagery:
“Why, you goddam piddling little bas-
tard! Where do you get off — shoving
the department around this way?
You’ve been under my feet too much
lately; I think I’ll do something about
it.”

I RUBBED a palm along one of my

thighs and looked at the opposite
wall. Crandall dug a transparent to-
bacco pouch out of a pocket and drew
back the zipper and put some in the
bowl of his pipe. He said: “There’s no
point in going off half-cocked, Lieu-
tenant,” in mild protest. “After all, Mr.
Pine is working on our side of the
" fence.” He gave me a friendly smile
that was as empty as a bride’s night-
gown.

I said: “Yeah.”

He struck a match against his thumb-
nail and took his time lighting his pipe.
Zarr’s bushy eyebrows came together in
a scowl and he opened his mouth to say

. something, closed it instead and gave a
meaningless grunt.

Crandall said: “You can understand
our position, Pine. Any one who has
worked for the State’s Attorney knows
what we’re up against.”

He waited for an answer from me but
didn’t get one. He hadn’t said anything
yet.

“There’s no reason why we shouldn’t
pool our information,” Crandall con-
tinued, reasoning with me. “If we suc-
ceed in learning who killed Marlin and
Clyne—they’re tied together, of course
—there’s no reason why we can’t let you

have the information before it’s made
public. That way you can get your fee

and nobody’s the wiser.” His hooded
eyes shifted to Zarr. “That can be ar-
ranged, can’t it, Lieutenant?”
Zarr said: “Why not?” and looked at
me, no expression on his gray face.
“That will be lovely,” I said. “Just as

‘and he snarled:
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soon as I find out anything I’ll run right
over and tell you all about it.”

The blood poured into Zarr’s cheeks
“Why, you—" but
Crandall cut him off with a small mo-
tion of one hand. “Right now,” he said
mildly, “we’d like to know how you
happened to learn that Clyne was mixed
up with Marlin.” ;

* “Pm a detective,” I said. “I went
over to where Marlin lived and I asked
questions.”

“You mean at the Northcrest?”

“Yeah.”

“We went over things pretty thor-
oughly there, Pine, but drew only a
blank.”

I grinned at him. “I’'m pretty smart,
hunh?”

Silence. I looked around for an ash-
tray, saw none, and compromised by
grinding the butt into the rug with a
heel.

Crandall said: “We want to be rea-
sonable about this, fellow, but you’re
not helping any. Sandmark hired you
to find out who killed Marlin, didn’t
hep

“Why should he be interested?” I
said. “I understand his daughter is in
the clear.”

“Who told you that?”

“Nobody. I'm going by the news-
paper accounts.”

“You ought to know better than go
by that.”

I shrugged.
on.”

Crandall bounced the tobacco pouch
gently on his palm, studied me gravely
for a moment, dropped the pouch back
into his pocket, turned around and went
out of the bedroom; closing the door
softly behind him.

The room was quiet again. Zarr put
his open hands on his knees and moved
his fingers carefully up and down while
he stared at them as though they be-

“That’s all T had to go
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longed to someone else. A patch of sun-
light made a sharp square on one of the
side walls. The same fly droned fitfully
against the screen.

Zarr 'stood up suddenly, said: “I told
you I don’t like coincidences, damn
you,” and hit me hard in the mouth
with his right fist. I went over back-
ward and fell to the floor on the oppo-
site side of the bed. By the time I was
back on my feet I was alone in the room.

MY LEGS were shaking a little as I

walked over and looked into the
full-length mirror set into the closet
door. My eyes stared back at me, hot,
fever-bright, ashamed. A muscle in my
left cheek began to twitch. There was
blood at one corner of my mouth; as I
watched, it trickled down to my chin,
leaving a crooked red path. There was
a tiny cut there and the underlip was
beginning to swell. I stood there, wait-
ing for that muscle to stop jumping and
my legs to stop shaking. . . .

I went over and opened the door and
walked into the living room. The body
was gone, but there were chalk marks
on the rug, and the puddle of blood and
brains stuck out sharp and clear, as that
kind of mess always does. A photog-
rapher with horn-rimmed glasses was
putting plates in a black bag, and a
little guy in a baggy blue suit was mak-
ing a sketch in a notebook.

Over by the window seat Crandall
and Zarr had their heads together.
Crandall was holding a triangular piece
of newspaper in the fingers of one hand.
He thrust the paper out at me as I
came over.

“This was found under the body,
Pine. Know anything about it?”

It wasn’t much larger than his hand.
There was red on one corner . . . a
sticky red that was beginning to turn
dark brown. Along one side was a
straight blue line of printer’s ink.

“It’s a piece of newspaper,” I said.

“Hell, I can see that.”

“Well, you asked me.” I took off my
hat and laid it on the window ledge and
ran my hands through my hair and lit a
cigarette.

Crandall was staring at my face, his
expression one of sudden -concern.
“Hey,” he said, “there’s blood on your
mouth.” d

“So there is,” I said coldly.

“What happened?”

There was a faint curl to Zarr’s lips.
I said: “I tripped over something. . . .
Did you find the newspaper this hunk
came from?”

“No.” He was still staring at me.
“Too bad about your mouth, Pine.
What did you trip on?”

“Make it Mount Everest,” I said
wearily, “and the hell with it. I’ve been
thinking things over, Crandall. Maybe
I can put you on to something after all.”

Crandall’s smile was faintly sardonic
as his eyes met Zarr’s. “Funny how
tripping over something can change a
guy’s way of thinking, eh, George?”

“Don’t squeeze it too hard, Cran-
dall,” I growled. “It might break on
you.”

“Oh, don’t think for a minute we
don’t appreciate your help, Pine. Let’s
go back in the other room and you can
have your say.”

“T’ll say it right here,” I told him, “It
won’t take too long.” I leaned against
the window frame and thought a min-
ute. Crandall was watching me from
under the hooded lids of his eyes, while
Zarr still wore traces of his sneer.

“A lot of this,” I began, “comes from
putting two and two together. I can be
wrong on some points but not on many.
It all started around twenty-five years
ago out in San Diego, California. A
couple of guys were working for an
armored express company out there.
One, the owner’s son-in-law, was named
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Raoul Fleming; the other was John
Sandmark.

“One night, Fleming, a pretty wild
sort from what I hear, knocked off a
watchman at the company and lit out
with fifty grand. He made a clean get-
away and nobody ever heard from him
again. Meanwhile, John Sandmark held
the wife’s hand and sympathized her
into getting a divorce and marrying
him. When his father-in-law died, Sand-
mark was the boy who took over the
business. Eventually he sold out and
moved to Chicago with his wife and
stepdaughter.”

I shifted my position and took a long
drag on my cigarette. “Before I go any
farther,” I said, “I’d like to point out
that something stinks about this job
Fleming was supposed to have pulled.
There he was—sitting on top of the
heap, swell job, married to the boss’s
daughter, in a spot to take over a big
company and his father-in-law’s fortune
when the time came. Still he tosses all
that away on a crazy attempt to heist
fiftty G’s. Maybe you two will buy it
but I won’t. I’ll admit there was plenty
of evidence to fasten the job on Flem-
ing: fingerprints, his gun, all that. But
for my money it still smells.

“All right. Now we come up to this
year. Around a month ago a middle-
aged man was found in a Madison
Street hotel with his skull bashed in.
No identification, no nothing—not even
a toothbrush. Yet that Madison Street
killing ties right in with Sandmark and
San Diego. In a minute or two I’ll
show you how it ties in.”

ARR had stiffened the moment I

mentioned the Madison Street kill-

ing. He muttered something under his

breath that I didn’t catch. It probably
wasn’t important anyway.

“About two-three months ago,” I

went on, “Leona Sandmark, Fleming’s
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daughter and John Sandmark’s step-
daughter, started to run around with
Jerry Marlin—a nightclub pickup from
what I hear. Marlin was the kind of
character that would take a fast dollar
and not worry how clean it was. In
some way he got hold of some dirt on
Sandmark. It was pretty hot stuff the
way he had it but he figured he could
make it still better. With that in mind,
he sent Ken Clyne out to San Diego to
dig into that old robbery and killing.
But Clyne came back with nothing to
add to what Marlin already knew.

“Then Marlin gets knocked off. It
could have been done by a lot of peo-
ple we never heard of, or it could be by
one of two people we have heard of.
One of those two is Sandmark; the
other was Clyne. Sandmark, because
Marlin was blackmailing him; Clyne,
because he wanted to take over the job
himself.”

Crandall was pulling at his chin.
“You've left a couple of points wide
open, Pine. What did Marlin have on
Sandmark, and how do you tie in this
Madison Street killing?”

“Okay,” I said. “Those are good
questions and I think I can give you a
fair answer to at least the last one.”

“When I saw Clyne here earlier this
afternoon he told me he didn’t know
what Marlin had on Sandmark. He
said he’d gone over the back newspa-
per files in San Diego, read about the
case, looked at the pictures, and so on,
without having any luck. Yet around
an hour after I left him, he was on my
phone yelling he had the answer to
everything and I should run over with
my hands full of lettuce and buy it
from him.”

I stopped and snicked cigarette ash
onto the rug. “Right here,” I said,
grinning, “is where my knack of ob-
serving details pays off. By putting to-
gether a couple of what seemed to be



HALO IN BLOOD

only minor—"

“Skim it down!” Zarr interrupted
angrily. “Let’s have the rest of it.”

“Well,” T said, “when I came here
the first time, I met Clyne down in the
lobby. He had just come in from the
street and there was a Blue Streak edi-
tion of today’s Daily News in his coat
pocket. I didn’t think anything of it at
the time; but on my way back to the
office, it happened I bought a copy of
the same edition.

“On page three were two items of
interest. One was on the Marlin in-
quest; the other was a follow-up to
earlier stories about the stiff it took
twelve preachers to bury. Along with
this story was a picture of the guy. It
wasn’t a very good picture, but any-
body knew the guy would have recog-
nized it.

“Now- here’s what I say happened.
Clyne, reading his paper, turns to page
three and sees the face of the unknown
corpse. He recognizes it as that of one
of the principals in the San Diego caper.
Remember, he’d been studying those
pictures out there.”

RANDALL and Zarr stared at each
other in silence for a long moment.
I sat down on the window seat, feeling
suddenly very old and very tired, as
though I’d run a hundred miles only to
learn I must run all the way back again.
“No.” Lieutenant Zarr was shaking
his head. “You can’t tell me Clyne
could look at two pictures taken twen-
ty-five years apart and identify them as
being of the same man. That would
be hard to do even for somebody who
had known the guy personally. And
Clyne didn’t. The people in that Gan-
nett case don’t look today like they did
when those pictures were taken in San
Diego.”
“He’s got something there, Pine,”
Ike Crandall said.
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“And you guys call yourselves cops,”
I'said. It was my turn to curl a lip, and
I made the most of it. “This man the
preachers buried was one of these lean-
faced men who change very little be-
tween the ages of, say, thirty and fifty-
five. A man who fattens up around the
time he reaches middle-age can be hard
to make from an old picture, sure. But
this one was skinny and he stayed
skinny.”

Crandall nodded, impressed. “That
makes sense, George,” he said to Zarr.
“A guy without much weight on him
keeps on looking pretty much the same
through the years.” He eyed me
thoughtfully. “If you’re right about
this, Pine, that would make the Lay-
croft Hotel victim almost sure to be
Raoul Fleming, Leona Sandmark’s
missing father.”

“Either him,” I said, “or a guy named
Ederle—]Jeff Ederle.”

They stared at me some more. “And
just who the hell,” Zarr rasped, “is Jeff
Ederle?”

“He was a guard,” I said, “at the
Gannett Express Company. He disap-
peared the day after Fleming was sup-
posed to have rubbed out the watchman
and gone south with the swag.” I took
a deep breath. “I don’t think much of
it, though. The dead guy being Ederle,
I mean. My guess is that he was Flem-
ing all right. Ederle had a very good
reason for getting out of San Diego
when he did. Married woman trouble.
And if he did have something on Sand-
mark, why wait twenty-five years to
put on the pressure?”

“It holds together, by God!” Cran-
dall was beginning to get excited. ‘“The
way you tell it, it looks as if Fleming
waited long enough for the heat to die
out on the express job, then set about
hunting up Sandmark. Maybe he fig-
ured Sandmark had framed that rap on
him; maybe he was sore because Sand-
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mark got his wife. Either way, Sand-
mark didn’t want the best part of him,
so he killed him or had somebody else
do it. Then Jerry Marlin found out
about it some way and started twisting
the screws. So Sandmark gets rid of
Wilendbny 55 5%

His voice trailed off and he did some
lip-chewing while he shaped things up
in his mind. To me, he said: “But why
would Sandmark want Clyne out of
the way? And it has to follow: if he
killed Marlin, he must have killed
Clyne.”

I shrugged. “That will have to be a
guess, Crandall. Mine is that Clyne
tried to bluff through a little blackmail
of his own after Marlin was killed . . .
and that was all for Clyne.”

There was still plenty of skepticism
on Zarr’s thin face. He said: “The way
you paint it, shamus, this Sandmark
‘must be a dilly. Three murders in a
month is better than par—even for a
town like this.”

“The hell of it is,” I said, “nobody’d
‘ever take him for a killer. He’s bigand
he’s no pansy, but he’s more the bank
president type . . . the kind who’d use
a mortgage instead of a blackjack.”

] CRANDALL rubbed his palms brisk-

ly together. “It looks like we’d bet-

~ ter have a talk with this John Sand-
- mark, George. Where does he live?”

“Qak Park,” Zarr said slowly. “We
better not go at this with our chins out,
Ike. This Sandmark’s liable to be po-
tent stuff, what with all his money. You
don’t walk up to a million bucks and
spit in its eye. Or do I have to tell
you?”’

“That doesn’t buy him immunity
from the law.” Crandall’s eyes took on
a fanatical shine: a Crusader after the
wealthy infidel. “Sandmark’s got some
explaining to do. I don’t say we should
barge in and slap bracelets on him. It
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can be a matter of a polite call, a
smooth approach, a few questions . . .
then give him both barrels!”

But Zarr was shaking his head.
“There’s another angle, Ike. The Mar-
lin killing is all Locke’s. When the
stepdaughter’s call came in early Wed-
nesday morning, I sent the squad out
and called Locke at home and told him
about it. You know how he likes his
name in the headlines. I knew damn
well the papers would play up a killing
involving a rich man’s daughter.. Locke
has handled it all the way, and if we go
shoving in our nickel’s worth, he’s going
to get sore. He’s the head of the de-
partment and he’s my boss. I don’t
want him sore at me.”

Office politics. There may be a po-
lice department somewhere without it,
but I never heard of it.

Crandall said hotly: “Well, he’s not
my boss. You can pull in your neck if
you want to, but I’m going out to Sand-
mark’s and do some digging.” He
swung his eyes back to me. “You seem
to know a lot about Sandmark, Pine.
How come? He a client of yours?”

“He came pretty near being one,” I
said. “But it kind of fell through.”

“He didn’t want you to rub out some-
body, did he?”

“Go ahead, be funny,” I said wearily.
“Just leave my name out of it when you
talk to him, is all. I don’t want it
noised around that I do the cops’ work

for them. It could hurt my business.”

Zarr gave me a leer. “Then you want
to be careful about tripping over things.
It looks as though you leak a lot of in- -
formation when that happens.”

I put up a hand and touched my lips
gingerly. “Yeah. I’'ll admit I bruise
easy. I don’t always heal quick though.
My memory won’t let me.”

The lieutenant’s leer became a thin
smile. “Don’t stretch that memory of
yours too far, sport. It might snap back
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and tear your head off.”

I stood up and took my hat off the
ledge and\ put it back on my head. “If
you boys are through sticking pins in
me, I’d like to go. I think maybe I got
a date.”

Crandall said absently: “It’s up to
Lieutenant Zarr, Pine. Personally I'd
say you’ve been of great help to us and
I appreciate it.”

Zarr jerked his head toward the door.
“All right, shamus, blow.”

I went out and walked slowly along
the corridor to the elevator and rode
down to the first floor. The bald old
gentleman behind the desk gave me an
icy glare as though I was the one who
had bled all over the hotel’s rug. A
dark-haired girl with a sallow skin
peered around the- switchboard at me
with mingled loathing and fascination.
I went out into the sun-yellowed street
and dragged around the corner to where
I had left the Plymouth.

It was still there. I climbed in be-
hind the wheel and sat there for a
minute or two, looking at nothing at all,
fingering my swelling lip and thinking
bitter thoughts.

I couldn’t find anything admirable
in throwing a man to the wolves, par-
ticularly since I was more than reason-
ably sure he had killed neither Marlin
nor Clyne. But the real killer had to
be smoked out and I was hard pressed
for fuel. John Sandmark would have
to serve that purpose.

I started the motor, turned north at
the corner and went home.

CHAPTER XIV

“IT’S probably too late for dinner

and a show,” I said. “But that’s

no reason why we shouldn’t take in a
_ couple of night spots, is it?”

Even on the telephone, her laugh was

musical. “I’d just about given you up,”
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she said. “Where are you?”

“At home. I just this minute got in.
I’m weary and I smell of policemen but
it’s nothing a hot shower won’t fix up.”

“Policemen? Don’t tell me you got
yourself drrested!”

“I didn’t miss it by far,” I said. “I
called on a man who wanted to see me,
but somebody emptied the life out of
him before I got there. The boys with
the hard hats always ask a lot of ques-
tions about such goings-on.”

“Heavens! Murders make a habit of
happening around you, it seems. I won-
der if I dare go out with you.”

“I’ve used up my quota for the
month. You’ll be as safe as a babe in
arms. Which isn’t a bad idea, come to
think of it.”

“I think T’ll ignore that,” she said
severely. Anyway she tried to sound
severe but it didn’t work out too well.
“About the night spots, I think I’d like
that. Would you call for me around
ten? “And . . . detectives have din-
ner clothes, don’t they?”

“I should hope to tell you,” I said.
“You don’t think I go around eating in
my underwear, do you?”

She laughed again, said: “See you at
ten, Paul,” and broke the connection.

I put back the receiver, said: “Din-
ner clothes yet!” and went into the
bedroom and dug through the closet
and hauled out the tuxedo I bought
two years before to attend the dinner of
the American Private Detective’s con-.
vention at the Hotel Sherman. That
was the night I shook Ray Schindler’s
hand and drank twenty-seven old-fash-
ioneds and woke up the next afternoon
in a room with a northern exposure and
a southern blonde.

There were no liquor stains on the
suit and only two or three wrinkles. I
figured no one would notice the
wrinkles. The dress shirt in the bot-
tom dresser drawer was still in the
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tissue paper the laundry had returned
it in. I noticed they had managed to
get the lipstick off the bosom. .

I TOOK my time over showering,

shaving and dressing; and it was fif-
teen minutes past nine before I was
ready to leave the apartment. I took
a last look in the mirror and it slapped
me on the back and told me feminine
hearts would go pitty-pat this night. I
wondered about taking along a gun, de-
cided it would spoil the coat’s faultless
drape and locked it away in a drawer.
If Miss Sandmark made improper ad-
vances, I could always appeal to her
better nature.

Neither of my two hats went well
with the monkey suit, so I wore my
hair and let it go at that. I rode down
in the elevator to keep from bending
my knees more than necessary. Sam
Wilson was behind the switchboard
with his nose in another pulp magazine.
Or maybe it was the same one.

He looked up as I came out of the
elevator, said: ‘“Evening, Mr. Pine,”
and waggled his eyebrows at the
tuxedo. .

I said: “How they going, Sam?”

He said: “Stepping out tonight,
hunh?”

I said: “You've been reading my
mail, damn you.”

"He was cut to the quick. It hadn’t
been sharp enough to cut to the core.
“I wouldn’t do nothing like that, Mr.
Pine. Honest. I meant you being all
dressed up and everything, you must be
stepping out.” His muddy brown eyes
got wistful. “A big society case, I bet.
You sure lead yourself a tough life, Mr.
Pine.”

“Some day,” I said, “I’ll trade you
and sit behind a switchboard that never
buzzes and read detective stories.”

He slid off the stool and came over to
the counter and looked around the
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lobby with a secretive air, like a spy in
an E. Phillips Oppenheim novel, and
whispered: “Honest, Mr. Pine, was
there really all that money in the pack-
age you had last night?” '

Last night. It seemed a hundred
years ago.

I matched his look at the lobby and
put my lips near his ear and said:
“Straight goods, Sam. Twenty-five
grand. You know what I did with it?”

He was so excited he began to sweat.
“No, sir. I can keep my mouth shut,
Mr. Pine. You can tell me.”

“Okay,” T said. “I burned it and
flushed the ashes down the can.”

He straightened like somebody had
used a thumb on him, said: “Aw, for
Pete’s sake!” in an offended tone and
went back to his magazine.

They’ll believe anything but the
truth.

There was a thick hunk of moon out
and you could see the stars if you tried
hard enough. A hint of coolness in the
air came from the first lake breeze in
nearly a week. It would keep my col-
lar from wilting. I got into the Plym-
outh, rolled down the windows and
drove off into the night.

It lacked a few minutes of being ten
o’clock by the time I pulled in at the
curb in front of the Austin Boulevard
address. There were other cars mov-
ing along the street and I waited a min-
ute or two to find out if I might have a
tail. Nothing showed, however; it
seemed D’Allemand had taken me at
my word.

I got out and went past the spot
where Jerry Marlin died with three
holes in his back and his mouth full of
blood, and on into the foyer of 1317, its
imitation marble walls and tessellated
flooring as antiseptic as I remembered
them. I jabbed the button beside 6A
and almost immediately the lock on
the inner door began to click. I went
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through and rode the chrome and mir-
ror cage to the sixth floor . . . and
there she was, waiting for me, with an
uneven smile on her lips and fear in her
eyes.

She said: “Come in Paul. How nice
you look,” without any bounce to her
voice. We went into the living room
and she sat me down in one of the two
lounge chairs and put a glass in my
right hand. She moved slowly over to
the couch and sat down where the light
from a table lamp wouldn’t show her
face clearly to me.

I DRANK some of my drink and put

the glass down on the corner of the
coffee table and stared with approval
at what I could see of her. I could see
considerable. She was wearing a hunk
of soft yellow stuff that narrowly
missed being white. There wasn’t
enough of it above the waist to make
Sunday dinner for a moth, but down-
stairs there were yards of it. Her shin-
ing reddish brown hair was swept up on
top of her head, with a pair of gold,
diamond-set . clips above her ears to
keep it off her face.

“You,” I said, “are as lovely as the
fourth queen in a poker hand. Also
something is eating on you—something
that wasn’t there when I talked to you
on the phone. Give it to me, baby.”

She sat there and watched me out of
a shadow, her breathing ragged, her
lower lip twisted like it was being
punished for quivering. She said: “Paul

.’ stopped, swallowed, tried again.

“Paul, tell me what you know about
Jerry Marlin’s murder.”

I shook my head. “I don’t think I
can do that.” :

“Why can’t you?”

“Maybe because I don’t know much
about it.”

“That’s not an answer.”

“It’s the only answer you’re going to
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get, Miss Sandmark.”

Her hands came slowly together, the
long carefully groomed fingers curling
about themselves. “. . . Must you be
disagreeable?”

“Tell me how to say ‘no’ agreeably.”
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“That’s all right,” I said. -

I sat there and watched her take deep
unsteady breaths that forced her
breasts against the tight-fitting bodice
of the evening gown. Her hands were
locked together in her lap but that
didn’t keep them from trembling.

“About a minute,” I said mildly,
“and you’re going to throw a wing-ding
they’ll hear in Detroit. You’re wound
up tighter than a dollar watch, and the
more questions you ask the tighter you
get. Why don’t you try giving some
information instead of demanding it?”

She tried to knock off a light little
laugh but it broke on her. “You run
true to form, don’t you, Mr. Pine?
Detectives are all alike, aren’t they?
Even private detectives. Even private
detectives with broad shoulders and
bony faces and eyes that fool you into
thinking they’re honest eyes.” Her
voice was climbing. “All they really
want is information—the kind of in-
formation they can use to hound and
torture innocent people you I-love . . .”

I said: “Relax, Tallulah. We’ve run
out of film.”

‘That made her mad. She came off
the couch like a cat off a stove and took
a couple of steps toward me, her face
white and twisted until it wasn’t hardly
beautiful any more.

“Get out!” she said, her voice hardly
more than a whisper. “Get out, you
sneaking, filthy little—little—"

“—detective,” I said. “And I’m not
little, so watch your step.” I picked up
my glass and leaned back and grinned
at her. “Sit down, Miss Sandmark, and
try to be as nice as you look. I’m sure
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you didn’t ask me to put on a boiled
shirt and come over just to point out
what a dirty name I am.”

SHE backed up and let herself slowly
down on the couch without taking
her eyes off me. She was still angry,
but it was an uncertain, groping kind
of anger that was chiefly fear . . . fear
that had nothing at all to do with me.

“They are after him, Paul.” Her
voice was still a whisper. “They say he
killed him. He didn’t kill him, Paul. I
know he didn’t. He couldn’t kill any-
enez. . .

“If you say so,” I said. I lit a ciga-
rette to give her time to steady down
some. “I'm a little hazy on identities,
Miss Sandmark. Who says who killed
who? - Or is it whom?”

“There was a man out to see my step-
father.” She was getting past the whis-
pering stage. “He was some kind of
policeman from the States’ Attorney’s
office.”

That would be Crandall, I thought.
“He accuse your stepfather of killing
. somebody, Miss Sandmark?”’

g, Meel 18 & o o DEE Ee @bl
But he seemed to know a lot of things
and . . . Well, the way he asked ques-
tions was really an accusation.”

“How do you know about it?” I
asked. “Were you present when he
talked to your stepfather?”

“No. John called me a few minutes
before you arrived.”

“Why did he do that? I mean, you'd
sort of expect him not to upset you with
something that actually hadn’t come to
a head so far.”

“He had to, Paul. This man wants
to talk to my stepfather again tomor-
row and he wants to ask me some ques-
tions, too.”

" Inodded. “They do things like that.
They hand out just enough heat to
worry you so that you’ll talk things
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over with the other suspects and get a
story worked out to fit all the points
mentioned. Then they call in everyone
concerned and ask questions until they
get the story you’ve prepared. Every-
thing checks. Then, wham! they
throw in a few high trumps you didn’t
know they were holding, and your nice
little story blows up and you get rattled
and start contradicting one another.
The beginning of the end, as somebody
so aptly put it.”

She spread her hands in a helpless
gesture. “What can John and I do?”

“Tell the truth, if you can stand it.
Otherwise, get a lawyer and make the
best deal possible.”

“He didn’t kill him,” she said stub-
bornly.

“Then what are you worried about?”

She wet her lips. “They might make
it seem that he did. It—it’s kind of a
mixup, Paul. I-—can’t explain it.”

“Maybe I can,” I said. “Who is it
your stepfather is supposed to have
killed?”

She began to shiver uncontrollably
and her face went behind her hands.
“He didn’t do it! He didn’t do it!”

I put some smoke in my lungs and
let it out slowly and waited. A few min-
utes went by with stones in their shoes.
I could hear a piano in one of the neigh-
boring apartments. Somebody  was
playing the Largo from Dvorak’s Fifth
Symphony, playing it with too heavy a
touch. '

Presently the girl on the sofa stopped
shaking enough to get up and take a
handkerchief from a bag lying on one
of the end tables. She wiped her eyes
and dug up a smile that looked like a
screams sounds,

“I’m sorry, Paul. It’s just that I
don’t believe . . . don’t know . .. I
just don’t know!”’

“Let’s try it again,” T said. “Who
do they think your stepfather mur-
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dered?”

“ .. My real father.”

I said: “This is important: Did the
investigator say it was your real fa-
ther?”

“No. No, this man from the State’s
Attorney’s office wouldn’t say anything
definite. He wanted to know about a
man who was found murdered in a
hotel on Madison Street about a month
ago.”

“But you knew this man was your
real father?”

“Yes.”

“How did you know?”

“I was there. At the hotel.”

“When?”

¢. . . The night he was—was killed.”

ELL, brother! I got up and

paced the rug a time or two and
stopped in front of her. I said: “It
looks like you better start at the begin-
ning and let me have it all, Miss Sand-
mark.”

She looked away from me, and for a
moment there I thought she was going
to refuse to say any more. Finally she
sighed the deepest sigh in the world and
said: “I think I’d like a drink, Paul.”

“Okay. Where do you keep the
stuff?”

She pointed out a portable bar in a
walnut cabinet with a built-in freezing
unit for ice cubes. I made her a high-
ball and freshened up my own and sat
down on the couch next to her.

A lusty pull at the highball put some
color back in her cheeks. She leaned
back against the sofa as though her
head was something she’d been carry-
ing too long and too far.

“It began one evening about five
weeks ago. Jerry had been here and he
left quite early—around ten, I think.
As he reached the street, a man called
to him from a car parked in front of the
apartment.
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“He asked Jerry all about me. When
Jerry wanted to know what his interest
was, the man explained he’d been
watching me at a distance for more
than a week, trying to get up the cour-
age to approach me himself. He said
he’d noticed that Jerry was with me a
lot and he would like to know if Jerry
was in love with me. Jerry told him
yes, that we were to be married. It
wasn’t exactly the truth; he said it to
find out what he man wanted.

“The man then said his name was
Raoul Fleming—my real father’s name
—and wanted to know if the name
meant anything to Jerry. When Jerry
said it didn’t, Mr. Fleming told him
that I was his daughter and that cir-
cumstances had kept him from seeing
me for many years. He said there had
been a shadow over his name all that
time, but now he was in a position to
reopen the case and that he would
spend a fortune, if necessary, to clear
himself and regain the love of his only
child; that, while it was too late to re-
deem himself in the eyes of the woman
he loved, he could bring retribution to
the man who had taken her from him.”

“Sounds like a very old, very bad
movie,” I said. “But then the truth
often sounds that way.”

“Jerry wanted him to come up right
then and there and talk to me,” Leona
continued, as though I hadn’t spoken.
“But he wouldn’t. Said I had probably
been taught to hate him, and it would
be too much of a shock for me to face
him without warning. He asked Jerry
to tell me of their conversation, to beg
me not to tell anyone, especially John

- Sandmark, and that he would get in

touch with me in a day or two. Then
he drove away.

“Of course, Jerry came back up and
told me about it. I was too astonished
and confused to know exactly what to
do. The man seemed to know too much
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about me and my family to be an im-
poster; and it was true that I had been
taught to hate him. Not taught, ex-
actly; it was just that his name was
never mentioned, there were no pictures
of him, nothing that ever belonged to
him. It was as though he had never
existed. My mother wanted it that
way, I suppose . . . .

“We finally decided, Jerry and I, to
do nothing until Mr. Fleming came di-
rectly to me. I worried a little about
not telling my stepfather, because of
what the man had said about revenge.

“The next night, Jerry and I went
out and didn’t get in until very late.
The following morning my stepfather
stopped by to see me; he often does so
on his way downtown. While he was
here, the postman rang and John went
down to get the mail for me. He came
back up and gave me some bills or
something, and said that was all there
was. He seemed strangely disturbed
about something and left almost at
once.

“Around one o’clock that same after-
noon,” she went on, “my phone rang.
It was my real father. He said Jerry
had given him my number, and that he
was calling to learn if I would come to
see him that night, as he had requested
in his note. When I told him I knew
nothing of any note, he said he had left
one in my mailbox the evening before.
I asked him to hold the wire while I
went down and looked for it. There
was no note in the box. I know now

that John must have taken it, although

I didn’t tell Mr. Fleming that.

“He wanted me to come to the Lay-
croft Hotel on Madison and Hermitage
at ten o’clock that evening. I asked
him why he couldn’t come to my apart-
ment. He was afraid my stepfather
might stop by unexpectedly, he said,
and he wasn’t ready for that . . . yet.
He talked a little wildly about having
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come five thousand miles to cover me
with diamonds, about living far from
civilized people for years with only the
thought of someday seeing me to keep
him from going mad . . . things like
that.

“I finally agreed to meet him. He
told me his room number and said to
come directly to the room without stop-
ping at the desk.”

HE stopped talking and sat there
with her head back, her eyes closed,
her face empty of emotion. When she
showed no sign of saying anything
more, I tried prodding her a little.

“Did you keep the appointment,
Miss Sandmark?”

“. .. Yes.” She sounded tired. She
had talked enough to be tired.

“What did he have to say?”

Her head turned slowly toward me
and the long-lashed eyes slowly opened.
“That’s the odd part of it,” she said
musingly. “He hardly said a word. He
seemed almost anxious to get rid of me,
in fact.” ;

“ ‘Hardly a word’ means some words.
What did he say?”

“Oh, that he would like to have a

long ‘talk with me, but since he was

leaving town in a few hours, he would
need time to pack. He said I would
hear from him again but not to worry
if it wasn’t for a long time. Before I
knew it I was out in the corridor and
the door was shut. Actually, Paul, I
think he was expecting another visi-
LOR

“Did you wait around to make
sure?”’

“Certainly not.
business.”

“If the visitor was John Sandmark,
it would have been your business.”

That hurt her, but she tried hard not
to show how much it hurt her. “I
know,” she whispered. “And that

It was none of my
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could mean John . ..” She couldn’t
get out the rest of it.

“All right.” T got up to do some
more pacing. “You went. right home
after that?”

“Yes.”

“You mention any of this to John
Sandmark?”

“Nowhes v

“Why not?”

“It wouldn’t have done any good.”

“Was it because you were afraid he
~ would admit to you that he murdered
Fleming?”

“John didn’t kill him,” she said stub-
bornly, without conviction. .

“Why didn’t you let the cops know
who he was?”

“And get mixed up in a murder?”’ she
blazed.

“Too damn bad. He was your father,
wasn’t he?”

“That means nothing to me! Not a
thing! How could it, after what he did
to my mother? John Sandmark is the
only true father I—"

“Okay,” I said resignedly. ‘“Don’t
get yourself all worked up again. In
my own awkward way I’m trying to
straighten things out for you.”

“ . . Iknow, Paul. But John didn’t
kill him.”

“So you’ve said.” I punched out my
cigarette, lit another and drank the rest
of my highball. T stood there, looking
down at her, thinking over what she had
told me.

“. . . What about Jerry Marlin?” I
said at last.
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SHE stared at me woodenly. “What
about him?”

“He have a date with you that
night?”

“Oh.” Somehow she seemed relieved.
“He was to call for me at eight. I got
rid of him immediately.”

“Then you went out to keep the ap-
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pointment with Fleming?”

“Yes‘n

“How did you learn your father had
been killed?”

“It . . . wasin the paper. The hotel
and room number were given.”

“All right,” I said. “Let’s go back
aways. You say Fleming eased you out
of his room by saying he had to pack
because he was leaving town right
away?” !

“That’s right.”

“It was a stall, then,” I said. “Be-
cause when the cops were called, after
the body was discovered, there wasn’t
a thing in the room fo pack. Not so
much as a toothbrush.”

Her eyes widened into a blank stare.
“That s odd.”

“Your damn right it’s odd,” I said.
“Unless maybe he had a room some-
place else and used this one at the Lay-
croft to meet you in, like an office. .
You see any personal stuff laying
around while you were there? Stuff like
a suitcase, or clothing, or shaving
tools?”

“No-0. Although his suitcase might
have been in the closet, and his cloth-
ing and things in the dresser drawers.”

I rubbed the back of my neck and
scowled and thought some more. This
thing was making me old before my
time.

“, . . Just what gave you the idea
that he might be expecting another visi-
tor?”

She thought about that while inspect-
ing a manicured forefinger. “I don’t
really know,” she said to the finger. “It
was just that he kept looking toward
the door as though listening for some-
body. Then he’d turn back to me and
say a few words, stop in the middle of a
sentence and look at the door again. He
would set his long jaw in hard lines and
his thin nostrils would flare a little and
his eyes would get like blue steel. He
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would sort of draw up his big shoulders
as though he were going to hit some-
body.”

My mouth was open by this time. I
said: “Someone’s lying. I think it’s
you.” It sounded harsh, even to my
own ears.

She jerked her eyes off that finger and
put them on me. If she wasn’t as-
tonished, they’ve been giving Oscars to
the wrong people. “Are you crazy?”

“No,” I said. “I’'m not crazy. I’'m
not a fool, either. Your father didn’t
have big shoulders or a long jaw or steel
in his eyes. Your father was a little
guy, with a thin face and a weak sort of
handsomeness that has nothing to do

- with your description.”

She did nothing but sit there and look
dazed at me.

I reached in my pocket and took out
my wallet, opened it, pulled out a news-
paper clipping and shoved it into one of
her hands. “Look at it.”

She looked at it.

“Did you ever see that face before?”

Her expression gave me her answer
before she said: “Who is it supposed to
be?”

I said: “Are you telling me that is
not your father?”

“My father? It certainly is not!”

I WAS licked. I was finished. I was
a hell of a detective. I went over

and poured some scotch in my empty

glass and drank it like distilled water.

Leona Sandmark got off the sofa and
came over and put a hand on my arm.
Something was beginning to come into
her face and eyes . . . a kind of wild
unbelieving hope. She shook my arm
impatiently, holding the clipping out to
me with her other hand.

“Paul! Listen to me, Paul! Why
did you think this was a picture of my
B fathense
“That picture,” I said, “is of the man

.that it’s worked out this way.

MAMMOTH DETECTIVE

who was found dead in your father’s
room at the Laycroft.”

“But I— Buthow . ..”

“I cut it out of the News less than an
hour ago,” I said dully. “I was going
to send it out to a detective friend of
mine on the west coast and ask him to
compare it with the pictures of the peo-
ple who were mixed up in an old mur-
der case out there, just to make sure I
was on the right road.”

She wasn’t listening. She stood there,
holding onto my arm, her shining
green eyes looking at me, through me,
beyond me. She was beginning to un-
derstand something . . . something I
had realized ten seconds after learning
the picture was not of Raoul Fleming.

€, . 4 /Paull Listen to me; Paull
Don’t you see what this means? It
kas to mean that!”

“Sure,” I said. “I’'m glad for you
If I
sounded a little sore, it was only me be-
ing sore at me. I was so sure I knew
all the answers. And all the time I didn’t
even know the questions. .

“Here’s what it means, Leona. It
means John Sandmark didn’t kill your
father. It was your father who did the
killing; and the dead man was the visi-
tor your father was expecting while you
were there. That means tomorrow you
and John Sandmark can tell the State’s
Attorney’s man to go see a ball game, or
something. It means—"

Suddenly she threw her arms around
my neck and buried her face against my
shoulder and began a wild mixture of
laughs and sobs that would have
brought in the neighbors if my coat
hadn’t muffled her. I stood th&e and
patted the soft smooth skin of her bare
shoulder and waited for the storm to
pass.

Finally she drew away a little and
looked up at me, her face streaked with
tears and blotches of caked powder but
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still too lovely to feed to the hogs.

“Oh darling, I’m so happy,” she said,
her words hardly more than a spent
whisper. “You’ve no idea what a hor-
rible weight I’'ve carried this past
month. If it hadn’t been for you . . .”

She was so close to me I could smell
her. It was that same smell, a good
smell, an exciting smell that walked
over my skin and made it tingle.

Her eyes were more green than blue,
heavy with the dreamy look that comes
from emotion. Her hands came up and
fluttered against the lapels of my coat.
Her face was inches from mine, tilted
up, her lips full and soft' and glistening
- a little, as though they were wet.

My arms were getting to be a prob-
lem, so I put them around her. I
couldn’t have picked a nicer place to
put them. That didn’t leave much
room for her hands on my lapels, so she
slid her arms up and put them around
my neck.-

Her lips were warm, but they got
Warmer. . . .

HE drew her head away and gave a

small unsteady laugh and put her

hands back on my lapels and pressed
her cheek against my shirt front.

. . . I can hear your heart beating,
darling.”

“Pretty noisy, I guess.”

“I was so afraid I would never find
S sithiss

There was nothing I could think of to
say to that.

When she spoke again, the words
were so low I could barely hear them.
“Kiss me again, dearest. . . .”

I kissed her again. I even nibbled a
little on her lower lip. She shivered sud-
denly and tightened her hold on my
neck and her breathing came quick and
shallow, almost rasping. Asthma, prob-
ably. Her knees began to shake against
my legs and she drew her face away
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from mine and hid it against me.

I thought once more of the high-
school boy and the ex-convict and the
married man, of Jerry Marlin and twin
hollows in a rose satin bedspread. None
of those bothered me. I was never cut
out to be a trail blazer, anyway.

Sure. I knew what to do. My body
was telling me what to do. But part of
my mind was pulling at my elbow and
saying this could grow into something
more wonderful than just another roll
in the hay; this could become the one
thing every man wants and which a few
men actually find.

And then I remembered that I had
felt that same way once before not so-
long ago . . . and right there is where
I stopped thinking.

I took hold of her shoulders and
pushed her gently away. I looked down
into that lovely face and said: “Okay.
You figure I took the weight off your
shoulders and you’re grateful. The
truth is, I had hardly anything to do »
with getting rid of your troubles. But
you're grateful and that’s nice and I'm
grateful for the way you were grateful.”

She stared at me with her mouth
open, as though her ears were a pair of
damned liars. And then she leaned her
forehead against my lapels and began to
laugh. No hysteria this time; just soft
everyday female laughter that was nice
to hear.

“You f-fool!” she gasped. “You
crazy, delicious hard-boiled fool! And
you call it gratitude!”

She pushed abruptly away from me
and turned and went into the bedroom
and closed the door without looking
back. I walked over to the portable
bar and poured myself some more
scotch, and if my hands were shaking
a little, I didn’t blame them.

Almost at once, she was back, a dark
green velvet wrap over one arm. Her
face was made up again, the tear streaks
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and caked powder gone. She gave the
wrap to me and I held it while she
slipped her bare arms into the sleeves.
There was a gold diamond clip set high
on one shoulder, that matched those in
- her hair. She looked like a million dol-
lars. Why shouldn’t she? Her step-
father had a million dollars.

She left me standing there and
crossed over to the ivory grand piano,
picked up a brocaded bag and looked
inside, clicked it shut and put it under
one arm and came back to me.

“I'm ready, Paul.”

“Are we going somewhere?” I asked
politely.

“Of course, you lug! Out to see the
bright spots. Remember?”

“Now I do.”

She laughed cozily and brushed a
smear of powder off one of my lapels,
tucked a hand under my arm and out
we went.

Downstairs, I started to steer her to-
ward the Plymouth waiting at the curb,
but she said her Packard convertible
was parked around the corner and
didn’t I think it would be more com-
fortable. I admitted that it probably
would and we went around the corner
and stepped into eighty-five-hundred
dollars’ worth of  custom-built metal
and plush and plate glass. Calling it
a car would be the same as calling
Buckingham Palace a home. With its
instrument panel and a ham sandwich
I could have flown a tennis racquet to
Belgium,

Behind the wheel, with Leona Sand-
mark. close beside me, I stepped cau-
tiously on the starter. An old contented
mother cat began to purr under the
hood and I shifted gears and let her
roll.

Once I was used to turning corners
from the middle of the block, I said:
“Where shall I drive modom?”

“Oh, I don’t care much. The Pea-

MAMMOTH DETECTIVE

cock Club would be nice. It’s on Rush
Street.”
We went to the Peacock Club.

CHAPTER XV

E WENT into the silk drape and
crystal mirror elegance of a foyer
crowded with people in evening clothes
waiting for tables. Beyond red velvet
ropes strung across an arched opening
was the same semi-circular swath of
tables about the glistening dance floor.
Music with plenty of brass and a
barrelhouse piano, blended with the
clatter of tableware, the murmur of
voices and the slither of dancing feet to
form a curtain of sound like the back-
drop of a stage. They had Nod Noonan
and his orchestra for the summer
months, and a lot of people came to
hear Nod and his C-alto saxophone.

“Looks like either we wait or go
someplace else,” I said, running an eye
over the crowded foyer.

Leona flicked me with an amused
glance, said: “I never wait for any-
thing, pet.” She put her hand under my
arm and eased me over to the arched
opening.

A man in a dress suit with tails and
with a face the color of wet lime, bowed
to us, said: “Good evening, Miss
Sandmark,” curled a lip at my tuxedo,
and pushed aside a flunky and un-
hooked the velvet rope for us himself.

We followed him down an aisle and
around to the right to a table for two
bordering on the dance floor. He slid
Leona’s chair under her with a flour-
ish, removed her wrap with a flourish,
whisked a “Reserved” card off the ta-
ble with a flourish and handed us wine
cards—with a flourish. He jerked. his
chin up and around, like Mussolini on
a balcony, and crooked a lifted finger
at a passing runt of a waiter and it
stopped the little guy like he’d run into
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a wall.

While we were waiting for our
drinks, Leona leaned forward and put
her hands on the table for me to hold.
“I’m glad we decided to go out, Paul.
I’m too happy to want to do any think-
ing.”

“You picked the right spot for not
thinking,” I said. “After an earful of
the noise in this place, your brains
crawl down and hide behind a verte-
bra.” ‘

She crinkled her nose at me. “Dance
with me, darling.”

I sized up the packed floor. “Dance

. no. But I'll like putting my arms
around you.”

. . . When we came back to the ta-
ble, our drinks were waiting. Leona
gulped hers, emptying her glass before

putting it down. She caught the small-

waiter’s attention and ordered another.
They were brandy cocktails, which are
all right if you are young and can sleep
late the next day.

We drank and danced and drank
some more. After a while they dimmed
the lights and put on the floor show. I
drew my chair around beside her and
held her hand while we watched the
acts.

When the lights came on again, Le-
ona picked up her purse and went out
to powder her nose. I watched the
dancers for a moment, finished my
drink and made a brief visit to the john.
When I came back, there was a little
man with a round patient face and a
dinner jacket sitting at my table. Le-
ona Sandmark was nowhere in sight.

SAT down ‘across from him and
said: “What’s the idea, sweetheart?
Tired of tailing me from a distance?”
He put his bright little eyes on me
and said: “He wants to see you. I
wouldn’t know why.”
“D’Allemand?”
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Veah

“I’'m having me a social evening,” T
said. “Tell him to give me a ring at
the office tomorrow.”

His smile was empty.
better, shamus.”

“I’'m with somebody.” I began to get
sore. “Where is he?”

“Upstairs. It won’t take long.”

“T hope to spit it won’t,” I said. I
called the little waiter over and told
him to tell the lady I would be back in
a few minutes. Cleve got out of the
chair; and sure enough, his dinner
jacket was a size too small across the
hips. I followed him across the room
and we went into a small elevator be-
hind the check room, like before, up
one flight and along the corridor to the
same door that foxy Andrew had
steered me to earlier in the week. Cleve
rapped lightly on the panel and the
buzzer clicked and we went in.

The room hadn’t changed any since
the last time I was there. D’Allemand
was sitting behind the kneehole desk.
He was smoking a long thin cigar that
looked as though it had been rolled
from soft gold. He had on a midnight
blue dinner jacket that did a lot of
flattering things for his barrel chest.
He waited until I was in front of the
desk before he said: “Good evening,
Mr. Pine.”

“Tt was,” I said hotly, “until I found
your stooge crawling out of a crack in
the table. Let’s get a couple of things
straight, fat boy. You paid me five
hundred bucks. That five hundred
buys my services. It does nof buy my
pale white body. It does zot buy you
the privilege of hauling me in every
time you feel talkative. It does #nof
give you the right to stick a tail on me.
I don’t like tails; they make me mad
and— All right, what do you want?”

He took the cigar out of his mouth
and rested the hand holding it on the

“You know
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desk in front of him. The soft indirect
lighting in the room winked from pol-
ished fingernails the size of half dollars
and from a five carat diamond in a
platinum setting on his little finger.
Smoke from the cigar tip floated lazily
up and formed a tenuous blue curtain
before the collection of planes and hol-
lows that made up his face. Away back
in their sockets his dark eyes brooded
at me.

He said: “I am a bit disappointed
in you, Mr. Pine. I paid you to furnish
information. I am not getting it.”

I waited to hear some more.

“There is an item in the late papers,”
he continued, his voice even dryer than
I last remembered it, “—an item about
a dead man. His name was Clyne and
he had been murdered. The item did
not say who discovered the body, but
I learned that by telephoning a friend
of mine at police headquarters. . . .
Were you about to say something, Mr.
Pine?”

“ I was breathing,” I said. “I do a
lot of breathing.”

“Of course. However, I think it
time you did some talking. Why didn’t
you tell me Clyne was dead?”

“I had no reason to tell you.”

“You were paid—"

“Certainly I was paid. I was paid to
learn who killed Marlin, and to learn
what he was up to that earned him bul-
lets in the back. I was not paid to come
running to you every time I found a
lead.”

“True. But Clyne’s death is linked
in some way with that of Marlin. Don’t
you agreep”

“It sounds reasonable,” I said.

“Do you know who killed Clyne, Mr. -

Pine?” !
“It’s possible.”

HE HADN’T expected that. He
stiffened and the hand holding the
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cigar jerked slightly. “Who?”

I shook my head. “No. It’s nothing
but a theory and there are holes in it.
Theories don’t mean a thing. I could
give you several that would fit in a loose
sort of way.”.

He put the cigar slowly between his
lips and tightened them around it with a
kind of careful savagery. “I have al-
ways been interested in theories. Let
me hear one of your better ones, holes
and all.” :
- “Okay,” I said. “Jerry Marlin was
working for you. He tried to give you
a cross on some deal and you had him
shot. I happened to be around when he
got it. That bothered you for two rea-
sons: I might be able to finger the
killer, and I must have had some reason
for being there in the first place. So a
complicated deal was worked out
whereby I would be grateful to you for
saving my life . . . grateful enough to
answer all your questions.

“But I wasn’t that grateful, so you
hired me on the pretext that you wanted
to know who had killed Marlin. That
way we’d be in contact often, and even-
tually I might spill the reason for my
original interest in Marlin.”

He sat there and smoked his cigar,
his expression that of polite interest.
When I paused, he put on a wintery
smile and said: “There surely is more
to it than that, Mr. Pine. There would
almost have to be.” !

“Not a great deal,” I said. “But
you're welcome to it. I located Clyne.
You were never sure of Clyne because
of his friendship with Marlin. He might
have known about the cross Marlin was
trying to hand you. It would never do
for me to learn about that, so Clyne was
beaten to death with a blackjack.

“That made two guys that had been
sapped: Clyne, fatally; me, once over
lightly. You’ve got an ape called Ownie,
who packs a sap and would rather use
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it than eat.

“Put it all together and it adds up
to a theory—a theory with holes, like I
- said.” :

He sighed microscopically. After a
while he said: “I’m afraid you’ve turned

out to be stupid, Mr. Pine. Also you
have imagination. An unfortunate com-
bination . . . and a dangerous one. Such
combinations have destroyed empires
* built by intelligent men. . . . I won’t de-
tain you any longer, Mr. Pine.”

He looked past my shoulder and nod-
ded his head in a small way. I turned
my head carefully and there was Cleve,
an arm’s length behind me. He didn’t
appear especially alarming; he never
would unless he added some inches and
got rid of those hips.

He said: “Let’s go, shamus.”

“I’m agreeable,” I said.

At the door I glanced back. D’Alle-
mand hadn’t moved. He was knocking
a quarter-inch of cigar ash carefully
into an ashtray. He looked like a man
who wanted to be alone with his
thoughts for a while. . . .

LEONA SANDMARK was at the ta-

ble. She looked sharply at me as I
sat down. I was beginning to worry,
darling. The waiter wouldn’t say any-
thing except that you would be back.
Where were you?”

“Getting threatened at,” I said.. She
had ordered a fresh drink for me and
I drank half of it very quickly. “I talk
too much. I always have. Not only that
but I say things to make people sore
at me. So I got threatened at.”

“‘Threatened at.” ‘Threatened at.””
She repeated the words aloud, listening
to them intently. She was a little tight,
but only enpugh to make her sparkle.
“It doesn’t sound just—quite—right,
darling.”

“Why not?” I said. “It’s a verb, or
something. Like shot, or thrown. I could
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say I got shot at, couldn’t I? Or thrown
at. But not me. I got threatened at.”
She crinkled her nose at me and
laughed a little and leaned forward to
pick up her glass. The crease between
the soft swell of her breasts deepened

- and stirred, and there was no other

place for my eyes. . . .

I wet my lips and my smile wasn’t
any too certain. “You can talk me into
another dance,” I said.

“. . ..No.” Her face had the soft
warm look of a woman with drinks
under her waist and a man within reach,
and the glow in her cheeks hadn’t come
out of the brocaded bag lying next to
her arm. “No, Paul. I want to go for a
ride. A long ride, away from people,
out of the city, along the lake, where
the wind can get in my hair and your
arm can go around me. I want your
arm around me, Paul, You see, for the
first time in a long, long time, I am
very happy, dear.”

She sighed and smiled and ran the
tips of her fingers lightly along the back
of my hand where it lay on the table.

“Can we go now, Paul?”

“Yes,” I said.

T THAT hour there was no traffic

to speak of. The Packard drove
itself, but I sat behind the wheel in
case I needed something to lean on.

‘We skimmed along the avenue until
we passed the Drake, made the bend
there and rolled on north, keeping the
Oak Street beach on the right.

Leona sat next to me, almost stiffly
so, both feet on the floorboards, her
head back and her eyes closed. The cool
fingers of the night wind slid in and
fumbled with her hair and strands of it
came loose and swept my cheek and put
the smell of tar soap where my nose
could reach it.

I switched on the radio and a dance
band came in and played for us, Leona
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stirred, murmured, “That makes it per-
fect,” and hummed a few bars of what
was being played.

And out across the restless reaches
of the lake an occasional buoy light
winked red and white and red again
and overhead the circling silver sweep
of the Palmolive beacon endlessly
sought the horizons.

“Where are we going, Paul?”

st e northi2

“I don’t really care, you know?”

“I know.”

“. .. Do you like me a little, Paul?”

“I like you a little,” I said.

“Why do you like me . . . a little?”

“Oh ... I don’t know. You’re pretty
and your legs are nice.” -

“Lots of girls are pretty and have
nice legs.”

“Yeah. I suppose they do, all right.”

“Why else do you like me?”

“Well, you got a rich stepfather . . .”

“That wouldn’t make any difference
to you, and you know it!”

I GAVE the wheel a casual touch and

the Packard went around a curve
like it was on tracks.

. .. You know something, darling?”

“Umm?”

“You have brown eyes.”

“Is that good?”

“Unh-hunh. Mine are gray.”

“Blue.” :

“Sometimes they’re green.”

“Especially when you get mad,” I
said.

“Or when I want to be kissed.”

“Somebody must have told you that.”

“Yes. . . . You don’t mind, do you,
dear?”

“T don’t think so.”

“T think I'd like it better if you did.
Mind, I mean.”

“TIt could grow into that.”

“You’re sweet . ..”
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She began to sing an accompaniment
to the music from the radio. She sang
very soft, in hardly more than a whis- *
per, but in perfect pitch. I let about
three grams more of gas into the car-
buretor and damn near went out the
back window. I throttled down in a
hurry and my fingers were shaking
slightly as I groped for a cigarette. She
wanted one, too, and I lit both with the
dashboard lighter.

We talked . . . wandering pointless
talk that had meaning only for the
moment. We both sang with the radio
a time or two; nobody complained and
only laughter was our own.

And all the time, the Packard con-
vertible ate miles like a kid eating pea-
nuts. Past the city limits at Howard
Street, through Evanston, Wilmette,
Kenilworth and Winnetka, where peo-
ple live in homes like magazine illus-
trations and vote the Republican ticket.
Overhead the branches of huge cotton-
woods and oaks and elms made the
boulevard an unending tunnel where
light standards and traffic signals were
jewel-tipped stalagmites against the
night. :

By the time we were passing the
huge, walled estates in Glencoe it was
nearly two-thirty in the morning. Leona.
Sandmark came out of a silence that
had lasted for two or three miles, to
say:

“You can turn back whenever you
like, Paul.”

“All right.”

“You must be tired of just sitting
there holding the wheel.”

“Is there something else you would
like me to hold?”

Her laugh wasn’t much more than a
contented murmur, and she gave me
one of those twisted answers. “It’s too
bad we can’t see the lake from here. It
must be beautiful.”

I said: “It just so happens the next



HALO IN BLOOD

through street leads down to the lake.
Okay?”

“That would be lovely,” she said,
like a well-mannered child.

SO a couple of minutes later, T made
the turn and rolled east along a
quiet, night-shrouded street with a
high stone wall en one side and an al-
most equally high hedge on the other.
After two blocks the headlights showed
a curving cement railing that blocked
off the street end. I coasted almost up
to it and put on the brakes and turned
off the lights. Beyond the railing, the
ground dropped abruptly in a wooded
slope to a sandy strip of beach and the
steady, sullen slap of surf beyond.

I said: “You spoke just in time. This
is the only place within three miles you
can get this near the water. The big
estates along here have made it a pri-
vate lake, just about.”

Her face was a pale blur in the dark-
ness. ‘“This is glorious, dearest. No
noise, no people. Just you and I . . .
alone.” :

There was only one answer to that.
I gave it.

I let loose of her, finally, and gasped
some breath into my lungs. She took
one of my hands and leaned her cheek
against it and didn’t say anything. I
could feel all the musclees in my body
sort of stretch out and relax, and the
knot of hatred I had carried just be-
low my ribs for almost a year seemed
less tight now and the pain of it was
hardly more than a dull ache. A woman
had put that knot there . . . a woman
a great deal like the one now beside
me:

Pretty soon a tree frog or two started
rubbing their wings together, or what-
ever they do to make that high skirling
note. That and the rhythmic pound of
the lake waves were the only sounds.
. Outside the car windows the darkness
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away off to the south a single pinpoint
of light marked a building of some sort.
It probably was the nearest building to
us.

s Paul, dear.”

“Umm?”

“Nice?”

“Very.7?

“Just . . . one kiss nice?”

I settled that point.

kel

“Yeah?”

“Are you married?”

“Hell of a time to ask that.”

“Well, are you?”

“NOpe.”

“Were you ever?”

“Still nope.”

“Why not?”

“Nobody likes me.”

I like i yons

“I couldn’t keep you in cotton
drawers.”

“I don’t wear them!”

“Shame on you.”

“T mean cotton, you pig!”

The radio said: “This is station
KOA, Denver. At this time we leave
the air, to return—" I leaned over and
clicked the switch. The sudden silence
seemed almost to have substance.

“We’ll miss the music,” I said in-
anely.

ALMOST as an answer Leona Sand-
mark turned on the seat until her
back was to me, then she let herself
drop across my legs. My arms went
around her and I bent and put my
mouth against hers. Her lips parted
and her breath came quick and uneven,
and when my hands slipped beneath
the folds of the green wrap, she stif-
fened a little, then let herself go limp
and yielding. . . .
. .. I lit cigarettes for both of us.
The dashboard clock read three-ten. I
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lady, but it will take quite a while to
drive back.”

She drew deeply on her cigarette and
her face stood out sharp and clear in
the brief light. “Not yet, my darling.”
Her voice was deeper than usual, soft
and caressing. “This is perfect . . . a
moment that must never end. I’ve
never been so completely happy, so

. well, happy.”

“I must be pretty good,” I said,
grinning.

She caught my hand and hugged it
to her, embarrassing me a little. “You
are, darling! Yowll never know Zow
wonderful!” Her breath caught slightly
in a gasp and she giggled suddenly.
“Oh, I don’t mean— I mean part of it
probably is because you took away my
fear that John had killed my father.
The fact that my real father killed
some stranger isn’t important. I never

‘knew him, so
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it doesn’t make any dif-
ference, does it?”

“The stranger, or your father?”

“Either. Both. All I know—"

The car door next to me jerked open
and a flashlight beam smacked me
square in the eyes. A quiet, half-
familiar voice said: “All right, Romeo;
pile out!”

The startled gasp belonged to Leona;
I was too petrified to do more than
goggle my eyes at the hot lance of light
in my face. I turned my head to get
the thing out of my eyes and said:
“Okay, copper. Take it easy.”

“This is no pinch, Romeo.” The
words made me even more sure that I
had heard the voice before, and at the
back of my mind a couple of gray cells
were trying to figure out where. “You
could call it a stickup. Now get out, be-
fore I blow a hole in you.”

The light came down just far enough

)




In one hand he held a
flashlight; the fingers of
the other were tight around a gun

to let my eyes go back to work, The
man behind it was no more than a
black hulk, but the dark metal of an
automatic was clear enough in his other
hand.

“Come on! Out of there, you bas-
tard!”

“Wait!” It was Leona’s voice—high-
pitched with fear. In the light from the
torch I saw her hand scoop up the
brocaded bag from the seat. “I have
money! I’ll give it to you!”

She snapped open the bag and took
out a small gun and shot the man three
times squarely in the face.
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HE heavy automatic went off while

he was getting the second bullet.
The floorboards developed a jagged
hole between my feet, but the man was
crumpling forward even as it happened.
Leona said something like “ugk,” and
the gun fell from her fingers. Then she
jerked her head around and half out
the window and was sick—very sick.

I said: “Jesus Christ,” shakily. It
was a prayer, nothing else. I got out of
the car by stepping over the body, and
picked up the flashlight and the auto-
matic. When the light found the dead
man’s face, there was enough light and
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enough face for me to recognize him.

C. L. Baird. The man who wanted to
pay twenty-five G’s in phoney dough
for the release of his business partner.

“Paul! Darling! Are you all right?”

I looked up and let the light flicker
across Leona Sandmark’s face as she
sat huddled in the far corner of the
seat. The face was still beautiful but a
trifle green.

“You gave it to him, all right,” I
said.

“He vk isyhess it

“Very,” I said. “This was no stickup,
Leona. This guy was after my gizzard.
He trailed us out here and tried to
knock me off.” T stared at her curiously.
“That was fast thinking — and fast
shooting. How come you had a gun,
baby?”

“I — T thought we might do some
gambling at the Peacock. I usually
take a gun with me when I do that. I
never know when someone might try to
hold me up on the way home.”

“That’s all right,” I said. “The law
will want to know. That’s why I asked.”

She began to tremble. “What will
they do to me, Paul?”

“The police will love you,” I said.
“The papers will have a field day. This
guy was a hired killer . . . and hired
killers almost always have records.”

“How do you know he was a hired
killer?”

I shrugged. “He had no personal rea-
son to want me dead. I never saw the
guy in my life until a couple days ago.
So, he must have been hired to get rid
oiemes :

“But who in the world would want to
do that?”

I didn’t answer her. I was thinking
of a fat guy behind a kneehole desk—a
guy who didn’t want his empire messed
up. It seemed he didn’t like the kind of
theories I went around handing out, so
he put a man on my trail when I left

b3
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the Peacock Club—a man who had a
job to do; a man who had come damn
near doing his job.

Well, the cops could do the digging
into that angle . . . if the cops found
out about it. They wouldn’t find it out
from me, though; as far as I was con-
cerned, the dead man had tried a
Lover’s Lane stickup and walked into
bullets instead of money.

“What shall we do, dear?”

Before replying, I stooped and took
hold of Baird’s coat tails and yanked
him out of the doorway and let him
flop into the street. I said: “Okay,
baby, here’s what you do. Get behind
the wheel and drive back into Glencoe
and find the local police station. Get
hold of whoever’s in charge and tell him
exactly what happened. I’ll wait here
to keep anyone from stealing our
prize.”

She shrank back against the uphol-
stery, her face stricken. “No! I can’t
go—not alone! Why must you stay
here, Paul?”

“Do it my way,” I said wearily, “and
quit asking questions. If the body
should be found with neither of us
around, and an alarm get phoned in
and get picked up before reporting
what, happened—well, the police could
get the idea we were trying to skip out
without letting them know things. . . .
Go on, get moving. And answer their
questions and tell the truth and don’t
babble. Just keep in mind that neither
of us ever saw this guy before. After
you get back here, I’ll do the talking.”

She pulled in her lower lip and bit it
indecisively. Then she nodded in a
petrified way and slid behind the wheel
and started the motor. The headlights
flashed on and she turned the car
around, clashing the gears some, and
drove away.

I lit a cigarette and looked down at
the loose heap of meat and cloth that
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had been a man a few minutes earlier.
It would keep me from being lonesome.
I didn’t plan on being appreciative.

CHAPTER XVI

HEY came in an ambulance—a
nice white one that probably had a
siren but it wasn’t being used at three-
twenty-five in the morning. The people
who lived in the estates around there
paid too much in real estate taxes to
have their sleep disturbed at that hour.
There were two of them, in plain-
clothes. One wore a dark panama; the
other was bareheaded. They hopped
out after the ambulance pulled up three
feet short of where the body lay in the
sharp glare of the headlights.

The guy in the panama came up to
where I was standing and peered at my
face. He could see mine because of the
headlights, but his back was to them so
that he was only a collection of shad-
ows. He said: “You Pine?”

S8V eahsl

“I’m Royden, chief of detectives.”

I nodded without saying anything.
Royden turned around and said:
“Okay, Milt, get the stretcher.”

“ His companjon went around behind
the ambulance and swung back the big
door and came back with a rolled
stretcher. Royden left me standing
there while he and Milt went over the
vicinity with a flashlight. They said a
word or two to each other that I didn’t
catch, then between them they got
Baird’s body on to the stretcher and
into the ambulance and closed the door.

Milt got in behind the wheel, and
Royden said: “Okay, Pine; there’s
room in front for all of us.”

I got in between them. Milt turned .

the wagon nice and quiet and we went
with a soft rush back up the street,
turned south and into the main part
of Glencoe.
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We pulled in at a curving asphalt
driveway that went past a square white
stone building of two floors, and around
behind it to a leng low garage large
enough to hold a dozen cars.

Royden got out and I followed him
through a rear screen door into the
white stone building. We went along
the tan linoleum of a narrow corridor
and into a large room divided length-
wise by an oak railing. There were
green-shaded bulbs hanging on cords
from the ceiling, a few desks and chairs
and three 'tall brass spittoons on black
rubber mats. The place was clean and
smelled strongly of Lysol. An elderly
man with a fringe of white hair around
a pink scalp was pecking out a report
form on a Royal typewriter with most
of the finish chipped off.

I followed Royden through a swing-
ing gate in the railing and over to an
oak door. He rapped his knuckles
against it once, and a heavy pleasant
voice on the other side told us to
come in.

It was a fairly large office, with three
windows along one side covered with-
heavy black screens. A bank of green
metal filing cabinets stood against one
wall, and there was a long heavy glass
tank containing water and tropical fish
under the windows. A picture of ex-
President Herbert Hoover, in a dark
walnut frame hung above the filing cab-
inets. The people of Glencoe probably
put the police chief into office on the
strength of that picture.

Behind a plain oak desk sat a large,
fleshy man in a pair of gray flannels
and a loose-weave shirt of the same
color. The shirt was open at the throat,
showing a thick clump of coarse black
hair that matched the close-cropped
growth above his square, heavy-fea-
tured face. In one corner of his strong
mouth was an amber-stemmed pipe
with a straight stem and a silver ring



154 MAMMOTH

around the bowl.

AS ROYDEN and I came in, the man

behind the desk took the pipe out
of his mouth and pointed the stem at
an empty oak armchair. “Sit down,
Mr. Pine. I’'m Myles Abbott, chief of
police.”

I sat down and lit a cigarette. Roy-
den went over and leaned against the
wall next to the aquarium.

Abbott leaned back, getting a com-
plaining squeak from the springs of his
oak swivel chair. He studied me
through ‘a pair of small deep blue eyes
and puffed a time or two on his pipe
before he took it out to say:

“It’s a long time between killings in
Glencoe, Mr. Pine. This is a quiet com-
munity, and some of the wealthiest and
most respected citizens have residence
here. The police force here is small but
efficient—highly efficient. We don’t
like criminals to come into our com-
munity, and we don’t like crime—espe-
cially murder.”

I said: “Where is Miss Sandmark?”

That hurt his feelings. He had an-
other paragraph or two of preface to
get through before talking business.
He said shortly:

“She’s here. I've heard her side of it.
Let’s hear yours.”

I told him the truth, but I left out
everything that had names in it. He
might have heard about Leona Sand-
mark’s connection with Jerry Marlin’s
death, but I didn’t mention it and
neither did he. I didn’t talk about the
first time I’d seen Baird, either. There
was 1o point in complicating matters.

While I talked he sat dreamy-eyed
and puffed at his pipe and rocked him-
self gently in the swivel chair. When I
was through, he took his pipe away
from his teeth and rubbed a square
palm thoughtfully against the bowl and
nodded. He said: “The young lady
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said you were a private detective.

Show me.”

I passed over my wallet and he
looked through my cards. He tossed it
back to me and said: “Are you carrying
a gun, Mr. Pine?”

“Not in these clothes.”

“Then the gun used was Miss Sand-
mark’s?”

“I told you that.”

“You don’t mind my asking agaln?”
He was polite, with steel in it.

“I don’t mind. It was her gun.”

“Rather an unusual thing for a
young lady to carry with her on a date,
I would say.”

“It was her first date with me. That
probably explains it.”

It was worth maybe a small smile but
I didn’t get even that. Abbott said:
“Miss Sandmark gave me an explana-
tion for having the gun. She also told
me, almost word for word, the same
story you’ve given me. Perhaps that’s
why I’'m wondering a little. I’ve learned
to distrust identical stories, Mr. Pine.
They sound too rehearsed. Too pat.”

“That’s true,” I said, to make him
feel good. “Of course, ours isn’t a long
story and it wouldn’t be complicated.
Anything short and simple would have
to sound pretty much the same, no mat-
ter how many people told it.”

He worked his lips in and out and
watched his hand rub around on the
pipe bowl. He was thinking. When he
was through thinking, he put his small
blue eyes back on me and said:

- “I wonder some about a private cop
running around with an heiress.
There’s usually a reason for something
like that .". . other than an ordinary
date, I mean. I'm curious, Mr. Pine.”

“It’s a shame,” I said, “that I can’t
figure out some movie stuff to make it a
more interesting story. But I thought
you might like some unvarnished truth.
That alone should make this situation
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unusual, if not unique.”

HE TOOK a deep breath and let it

out and pushed himself back
away from the desk. He fumbled open
the middle drawer and took out a gun
and put it down on the bare wooden
surface in front of me. He said: “Is
that the gun Miss Sandmark had in her
bag?”

I looked at it without peering and I
made no move te touch it. It was
either the same gun Leona had brought
with her to my apartment three days
before, or one exactly like it. A Colt
.32, small, compact, deadly. Nice for a
woman’s handbag. A gun a woman
could shoot. It wouldn’t stop an ele-
phant, but Baird hadn’t been an ele-
phant.

“It might be,” I said. “This is the
first time I’ve had a look at it.”

There was a knock at the 'door be-
hind me and a uniformed man came in
and put some papers and a brown alli-
gator billfold in Abbott’s hand and
went out again.

The police chief took his time dig-
ging through the stuff. There was quite
a thick slab of bills in the money com-
partment of the wallet; also some
identification cards. The papers were
two or three envelopes, with enclosures,
and a couple of invoices or bills. I could
have known more about it if Abbott
would have handed them to me, but he
didn’t.

Some pencils marks on the back of
one envelope caught his eye and he
looked at them for a full minute. He
kept working his thick lips in and out;
probably a trick he’d picked up from
reading Nero Wolfe mysteries. He was
built for the part, all right.
~ He lifted up his blue eyes and gave
me a Keen Stare. “This is very strange,
Mr. Pine. Very strange indeed.”

“Not so far, it isn’t,” I said.
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“What,” he asked heavily, “do you
think I find written in pencil on this
envelope?”

“You’ll have to tell me,” I said. “My
crystall ball is a little cloudy this morn-
ing.”

“Written here,” he went on, as
though he hadn’t heard me,” is your
name and an address on Wayne Avenue
in Chicago; also another address—
office, I suppose—on East Jackson
Boulevard.”

I didn’t like that but there was very
little I could do about it.

“Tn that order?” I asked. “I mean,
is the Wayne Avenue address first and
the office address second?”

He put the envelope down and con-
tinued to stare at me, his expression
puzzled and a bit angry because he was
puzzled. “Exactly. Why do you ask
that?”

I held my cigarette stub between a
thumb and forefinger and looked
around; a man hunting for an ashtray.
Abbott scowled but opened a side
drawer and took out a glass tray and
shoved it over to me. Ileaned over and
ground out the stub and sat back again
and looked interested.

The chief held his temper but it
wasn’t easy to do. “Why did you ask
that, Mr. Pine?”

I shrugged. “It seemed the kind of
question a smart detective would ask.”

E PUT his hands slowly on the

desk top, palms down, and anger
began to color his square face. “Don’t
try my patience, damn you. I’'m chief
of police in this town and don’t you
forget it. You're involved in a murder,
Mr. Pine. I’d talk kind of small if I
were you.”

I was beginning to get a little fed up
with this. “I’'m not you and it’s not
murder. If you’re a policeman, for
crisake’s act like one with some sense.
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Miss Sandmark and I were parked near
the lake and somebody came along and
tried a boost and got bullets instead.
That’s not murder, even if you sit there
and sweat off fifty pounds trying to
make it murder. The fact the guy had
my name and address may make it
something more than attempted rob-
bery. I don’t know that and you don’t
know that. ;

“The thing for you to do, if you’re
on your toes, is to ‘print the corpse, get
them classified and call Central Station
in Chicago and see if they’ve got some-
thing on the guy. You've got papers
from his pockets; even from here I can
see there are names on them. Central
may have him under those names. Get
the guy identified, find out if he has a
record, then start calling Miss Sand-
‘mark a murderer.”

Before the chief could let loose at me,
somebody knocked on the door. A little
‘guy with glasses and a bookkeeper’s
face sidled in, said: “Excuse me, Chief
Abbott,” in a scared voice and put a
sheet of glossy cardboard in front of
the boss, then slid out the door again.

Abbott smiled smugly and put the
cardboard in front of me. The surface
was ruled into ten squares, and in each
square was an inked fingerprint, each
‘print wider than you’d expect because
the inked tip of the fingers and thumbs
‘had been rolled on the paper to get a
complete surface. In a ruled box un-
der the prints were the symbols giving
“the classification.

I used one forefinger to push the
sheet back to him. “Nice timing,” I
said. “I sit here and tell you your busi-
ness, while all the time you’re ’way
“ahead of me.”

‘He liked that. He liked it so much
he wasn’t mad at me any more. In fact,
he was so pleased that he reached for
the phone on his desk and went ahead
“and followed out the rest of my sug-
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gestion. Maybe he had intended to do
that all along. ¢

It wasn’t more than a minute before
he was talking to somebody in the
Identification Bureau at Central Sta-
tion in Chicago. The chief gave his
own name and position and said:

“We’ve had a little trouble out here,
Sergeant. I wonder if you have any rec-
ord on a man calling himself”’—he
squinted at one of the envelopes from
Baird’s pockets— {‘Charles L. Ho-
garth., Address given: 996 East Fifty-
eighth Street, in Chicago. . .. Tl
wait, sure. Incidentally, I have an
F. P. classification on him. . . . Al
right.”

He put the receiver down on the desk
and dug through his pockets until he
found some matches to use on his pipe.
He got it going and picked up the re-
ceiver and said: “Hello,” just to make
sure no one was waiting on the other
end, then settled back in the chair. He
closed his eyes and sat there, the re-
ceiver propped against one ear, clouds
of blue smoke floating up from the pipe
bowl. . . .

“Yes.” He opened his eyes. “Wait
a minute.” He found a pencil and a
scratch pad in the middle drawer. “Go
aheadsdews BViess o Yesi .y o %
The pencil was working all the time.
“Michigan State Penitentiary. . . .
Yes. . . . Fine.” He picked up the
fingerprints. “Go ahead. . . . Check.
He’s the man, all right; that agrees with
the classification I have here. That will
do it, Sergeant. . I’ll give you a report
on my end of it later in the day. Thanks
again.”

E PUT back the receiver and
looked at me. “The man Miss
Sandmark shot is known as Charles Ho-
garth. He was a criminal of the worst
sort. He served a sentence in Michigan
for stealing cars, a sentence in Atlanta



HALO IN BLOOD 157

for counterfeiting, a sentence at Joliet
for robbery with a gun. He had been
booked on suspicion of grand larceny,
of operating a confidence game, of mur-
der. None of those last charges re-
sulted in a conviction, but it seems
pretty certain some of them should
have. His last sentence was a short one
at Michigan, and he was paroled April
28, this year. He had a string of aliases
as long as the Atlantic cable.”

I nodded. “Now what?”

“Well. . . .” He pulled on the pipe.
“I’m pretty much satisfied. Your story
and that of the young lady match up,
as I said before. We tested her hands
for nitrates; she fired a gun all right.
But in view of the dead man’s record
and the more or less obviousness of the
case, I'm inclined to allow Miss Sand-
mark and you to return to Chicago.
The inquest won’t be before Saturday;
I’d like you both to be here for that.
Miss Sandmark is socially prominent
and the daughter of a very wealthy
man. There’s no point in causing her
or her father any unnecessary embar-
rassment.”

“Besides,” I said, “you never can tell
when they might move to Glencoe.”

It took him a minute to figure out
what I meant by that. When he did, it
wasn’t anything he was fond of. He
pressed a buzzer and the uniformed
man put his head in at the door.

“Have Miss Sandmark step in,” Ab-
bott said.

A moment later the door opened and
Leona came in. She crossed over to me
as I stood up. “I want to go home,
Paul.”

“The chief says we can leave,” I
said.

“Why, of course we can leave. We’ve
done nothing wrong. It isn’t against the
law to defend yourself against a crim-
inal.” ;

Abbott said: “It turns out you’ve

done the country’s police quite a serv-
ice, Miss Sandmark. The man was a
hardened criminal, with a staggering
record. The only thing I must ask you
and Mr. Pine to do is attend the in-
quest. We’ll notify you both in time.”

She gave him a smile I wouldn’t
have minded getting myself. “Surely.
And I want to say that I've never met
an official as intelligent and under-
standing as you have been.”

‘He did everything but loll out his
tongue. “Just my duty, Miss Sand-
mark. Just my duty.”

He took the Colt .32 off the desk and
handed it to her. “I took the liberty
of firing a test bullet from your gun,
Miss Sandmark. Routine, you know.”

“That’s quite all right,” she said
carelessly. She dropped it into the bag
and snapped the catch. “May we go
now?”

Abbott punched the buzzer again.
When the cop outside looked in, the
chief ordered the Packard brought
around to the front of the station.

He went out with us, opened the car
door for Leona and bowed her in. I
opened the door on the other side my-
self and nobody bowed me in. But I
was satisfied.

There were stains on the floorboard
just inside the door next to the driver’s
seat. I closed the door and said good-
bye in a polite voice, started the motor
and stepped on the gas.

We were three blocks out of Glencoe
before I took my first deep breath sirce
Baird had been shot.

CHAPTER XVII

HE first time she spoke was when

we were well into Evanston. “I was

scared to death they would call John,
darling.”

“It wouldn’t have made much differ-

ence,” I said. “He’s bound to learn
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about-it. You’ll get a lot more room in
the papers over this than you did on the
Marlin killing.” I chuckled briefly.
“You’re getting to be a bad risk for
suitors, baby. Guns have a habit of
going off around you.”

“That’s not a very nice thing to say.”

“You’re right. . . . But, like I say,
the papers are going to nail you plenty
on this one. I don’t know of another
time when a doll as socially prominent
as you ever was mixed up in two homi-
cides within a day or two of each other.
So there’s no way you can keep John
Sandmark from finding out what hap-
pened.”

“That’s not what I meant,” she said
slowly. “I want to be the one to tell
him what happened tonight. Can you
imagine the state he would be in if that
police chief had telephoned and said I
just killed a man? That, on top of the
call this State’s Attorney’s man is going
to make on him today, would just about
drive him out of his mind with worry.
. “But that’s all over with now. When
the police learn the dead man in the
hotel was not my real father, they’ll
stop bothering John and go after the
logical suspect.”

I said: “And it makes no difference

to you that the ‘logical suspect’ is your
real father?”
-+ ¢Not at all,” she said calmly. “How
could it? I never saw him before that
night at the hotel; in fact, I hardly
knew his name until the night Jerry
told me of meeting him.”

“All right,” T said. “I can under-
stand that.”

:For the next few miles neither of us
‘had much to say. It was getting light
‘iover to the east. It was going to be
-amother cloudless hot day.

Rifii. . -Panl.”

“What?”

n: “Have you any idea who killed
‘Jerry?”
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I sighed. I was tired of Jerry Marlin.
“Idea, yes. Proof, no.”

“Who do you think killed him?”

“Well, to tell you the truth, baby,
you may have avenged Marlin to-
night.”

She gasped, and I felt her body tense
where it touched me. “Paul! Do you
mean the—the man I shot . . .”

“That’s what I mean. You see, I had
a run-in with this guy before. His
name was Baird.”

I told her the story of Baird’s call on
me, of the phoney money, of the very
handy arrival of D’Allemand’s boys in
“time” to keep my head in one hunk.
I told her the rest of it too; of Clyne
and his death, of my showdown with
D’Allemand, connecting the last with
the fact that Baird had tried to kill me
less than two hours afterward.

What I didn’t tell her was the black-
mail angle aimed against John Sand-
mark, and that the deaths of Marlin
and Clyne tied in some way with the
twenty-five-year-old robbery and mur-
der at the Gannett Express Company.
It wasn’t time for her to know about
those things. It might never be time
for her to know.

T KEPT her thinking until we

reached the Outer Drive south of
Foster Avenue, then she said: “That
would make D’Allemand responsible
for all three deaths, wouldn’t it, Paul?”

“What three deaths?”

I knew she was starmg at me

'strangely. “Why, Jerry and Clyne and

even this man Baird. I mean, if he
hadn’t sent Baird out to kill you he
wouldn’t have been shot.”

I said: “You asked me if I had an
idea. That’s one of them.”

“It seems conclusive to me,” she
said.

“Yeah.”

. What are the other ideas,
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Paul?” she said, a shade too casually.

I moved the wheel about a tenth of
an inch, which was enough to follow a
tight curve in the road. I said: “My
mind gets into some funny places when
it hunts ideas.”

“What are you getting at?”

“Your stepfather could have hired
Baird to get rid of Marlin.”

She jerked away from being near me
and her voice came closer to being shrill
than culture should have permitted. “I
thought so! You don’t miss a trick, do
you, mister detective! Well, let me tell
you something! John Sandmark is the
finest man who ever drew breath. He
would no more hire a killer than he
would—would kill me! So you can
just put that idea where it won’t do any-
body any harm, you hear me?”

“I hear you,” I said. “I could still
hear you if I were in Omaha.”

That brought' her voice down. “I
didn’t mean to shout,” she said sullenly.
“But, honestly, you make me so—so
darn mad at times.”

She spent the rest of the ride think-
ing, and she didn’t seem so satisfied
any more. My crack about John Sand-
mark could have been kicking around
inside her head for all I knew.

It was ten to five when the Packard
rolled to a stop at the curb in front of
the yellow brick apartment building.
I got out and went around and opened
the door and helped her out. When we
were in the foyer, I pushed the elevator
button to bring down the cage, and
said: “Well, get some sleep, baby.
You’ve a tough day ahead.”

She put a hand on my sleeve. “Come
up for a drink, dear. I’'m all unstrung.”

“I’m not much good at restringing.”

Her cheeks pinked up but her eyes
never wavered. ‘“Please, Paul.”

FOLLOWED her into the cage and
rode in silence to the sixth floor.
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She unlocked the door and went in
ahead of me and pressed the wall
switch, lighting the lamp in front of the
mirror in the hall. 4

I had one foot over the sill when a
gun went off in the dark living room
and a thin line of fire streaked at Leona
Sandmark. She screamed once, slump-

" ing to the floor as the gun went off a

second time and my fingers found the
switch.

The only light, now, came from the
still open door into the outer hall. But
there wasn’t much of it, and what there
was didn’t reach where I crouched
above the lifeless body of the girl. The
bag with the .32 in it was around some-
where but I wasn’t going to move
around looking for it. I just crouched
down and waited, and the wetness on
my forehead wasn’t there because the
weather was warm.

Silence. They built the pyramids and
tore them down and built them over
again, and I never moved in all that
time. My leg muscles were beginning
to complain, but they’d have to do a lot
more than complain before I moved
them.

Somewhere in the middle of all that

blackness a door closed softly, but I
heard it. I could have heard an ant
with the hiccoughs right then. Over-
head, naked feet thudded on a rug and
I heard a window being raised up there.
The shots must have awakened some-
body. :
I moved a hand around carefully and
found the brocaded bag. I opened it
and took out the .32. It was like shak-
ing hands with God. I gave the bag a
small flip and it struck against the wall
across from me. It made a hell of a
noise, or so it seemed; but right then
my ears were as sensitive as an ugly
girl at a high school dance.

Nothing happened. I crawled an
inch at a time to where I could reach
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the light switch. I gave it a push and
the table lamp went on again.

Nothing happened. Nobody moved.
Nobody shot at me. Nobody was
around any more except Leona Sand-
mark’s body and me.

She lay in a huddled heap near the

wall, her eyes closed, her face as white
as a surrender flag. There was blood
along her neck and on one bare shoul-
der and it was spreading as I watched.
It wasn’t until I bent over her that T
saw the slow rise and fall of her breasts
under the yellow gown and knew that
she was still alive.
- There was a shallow groove about
half an inch long in the side of her neck
just below the angle of her jaw. I
swung her up in my arms and carried
her over to the sofa in the living room
and put her gently down. Ilaid the .32
on the coffee table, and went into the
bathroom and found a towel, wetted
part of it and came back and sponged
away the blood and put a gauze band-
age from the medicine chest around her
neck.

She came out of her faint while I was
finishing up. For a few moments she
lay there without moving, just staring
up at me in a frightened way.

I said: “It was close, baby. But
you’re all right, now.”

““Somebody tried to kill me.”
““Yes,” I said. “This time it was
you.”

“Did you see who it was?”

¥ '}(NO.H
“*“He got away?”’
“If he got stopped, I didn’t do it.”
- “I’'m afraid, Paul.”
“4Soam I1.”

“Maybe he’s still here!”

“T ‘doubt it;” I said. “But I'll go
make sure.”

I TOOK the gun from the coffee table
and prowled the joint. There wasn’t
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anyone around. The kitchen window
had been forced and the door was un-
bolted and standing open. I closed it
and went back into the living room and
drew open the blinds and the drapes,
letting in the dawn’s early light.

She hadn’t moved. I wiped off the
gun absent-mindedly and put it down
on the coffee table again.

“We’re all alone,” I said, giving her
a wolfish leer to cheer her up.

“I think I’d like to sit up. I'm all
right now.” ,

I left her mixing a highball and went
into the bedroom and closed the door
and crossed over to pick up the tele-
phone.

The operator came on the wire and
I gave her John Sandmark’s number.
After several rings, the same middle-
aged voice answered the phone and she
was just as indignant when I asked for
Sandmark as she had been the morning
Marlin was killed. But I insisted and
she finally went off to get him.

I lit a cigarette and tapped my foot
on the floor and looked at the rose
satin bedspread. It lay smooth and
sleek and there were no depressions in
it now like there had been that other
time.

“Hello.” It was the woman’s voice
again and it was worried. This was like
seeing a movie twice, and like a movie,
it would be the same all the way
through.

“Yes,” I said. “I’'m waiting for Mr.
Sandmark.”

“He isn’t in, sir.”

“You mean he’s gone out this early?”

“I don’t . . . His bed hasn’t been
slept in, sir. I—”

“All right,” I said sharply. “Does
anyone there know what time he went
out?”

“T’d have to ask,” she said doubt-
fully. _

“Then go ahead and ask.”
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The minutes dragged. I sat there
and smoked. The ash fell off my cigar-
ette and I ground it into the rug with
my foot. . . .

“Hello.” The woman again. “Mr.
Sandmark went out shortly after eleven
last night and has not yet returned.
Is there any message?”

“Did he say where he was going?”

“No, sir. Any message?”

“Let it go,” I said. “It isn’t impor-
tant.”

I put back the receiver, thought for
a moment, then called police head-
quarters and asked for Lieutenant
George Zarr. He was off duty, they
told me, and so was Captain Locke. I
refused to talk to anyone else and broke
the connection, then dialled the State’s
Attorney’s office at the Criminal Courts
Building.

A sharp, clear voice answered—a
voice I recognized.

“Frank,” I said, “this is Paul Pine.”

“The hell it is!. What’re you doing
~ up this time of morning?”’

“I’'m not very bright is all.
is Crandall there?”

“Ike? Hell no—that guy works days.
He’s too good for the night shift.”

“What’s his home phone?”

“Hold it a minute.”

He was back almost at once. “Ber-
wyn 9902-J.”

Frank,

I THANKED him, dialled the oper-

ator and gave the Berwyn number.
After half a dozen rings the receiver
went up and a man’s voice growled:
“Yeahp”

“Crandall?”’

ltYeah.7?

“This is Pine, Crandall. Paul Pine.
I hear you got a date to ask John Sand-
mark and his stepdaughter some ques-
tions later this morning.”

“. . . What about it, Pine?”

“I don’t think it’s going to come off,
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that’s all. Leona Sandmark was
plugged just a few minutes ago, in her
own apartment. And John Sandmark
isn’t at home. I just called there.”

“The hell you say! I thought that
guy knew a lot more than he let on.
So he killed his own kid to keep her
mouth shut! How come you know all
this, Pine? Where you at?”

“At the girl’s apartment.”

“So you had to play smart, hunh?
You had to shove your nose into police
business. @Why, God damn you;
Pine—"”

“Skip it,” I said harshly. “You want
the guy, don’t you? “Then meet me
near Sandmark’s place as soon as you
can get there. You're in Berwyn; that’s
not far from where he lives. And
you’d better bring a homicide man with’
you. I called the station, but both
Zarr and Locke are off duty. Locke
lives out north somewhere; maybe you
better get Zarr. He’s entitled to be in:
on this.” 8

“Good enough. He’s got an apart--
ment in the 4900 block on Washington
Boulevard. That’s only a few minutes
from here. Suppose we meet you at:
the corner of North Avenue and Kenil-
worth in twenty minutes.” -

“T’ll be there.”

I went back into the living room.,
Leona Sandmark looked up from the
depths of the sofa as I came in. There
was a highball glass, half filled, in one,
hand and a fresh cigarette in the other. -
Most of the color was back in her
cheeks and the strained lines were
about gone. The white gauze around
her neck showed no blood. Evidently
the bleeding had stopped, although she
was going to have a stiff neck for a
while. ) -

I sat down beside her and took th
glass from her hand and drank what
was left. It was scotch and plain
water, and very good, too. I said: .
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. “Youve had it tough, baby, and it’s

going to get tougher before it gets bet-
ter. I can be wrong; I hope to Christ I
am wrong. - But get some iron in your
guts just in case.”

The color began to go out of her face
again and fear started to grow in her
gray-blue eyes. “What are you trying
to say?”’

“T've already said it. Now go put
on a street dress or something. We’ve
got to go someplace.”

“Where?”

“Later.”

“Where, Paul?”

“To your stepfather’s.”

She stared at me uncertainly, opened
her mouth to say something; then she
got off the couch, dropped her cigarette
into an ashtray and went into the bed-
room,

I took a deep breath and jnother
drinkis s

When she came out she was wearing
a chartreuse suit of shantung and a
white blouse with a high collar to hide
the bandage around her neck. I smiled
at her and said: “You’ve got what it
takes, baby. No matter what happens
before this is over, you won’t let it
throw you.”

We went down the elevator and out
to the curb. The sun was up and there
were people out on the streets. I helped
her into the front seat of the Plymouth
and went around and got behind the
wheel and drove north.

On North Avenue, a block east of
Kenilworth, I pulled in at the curb. I
said: “In a few minutes a car will pick
me up at the corner of Kenilworth.
When you see me get in, wait ten min-
utes—then come to your stepfather’s
home. I’ll be in the library. You have
a key to the house?”

“Yes.n

“QOkay. You think you can drive this
pile of junk? I mean, after being used
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to that Packard—"

“I can drive it, Paul.” ,

“See that you do. Ten minutes.”

I got out and walked off up the street,
the sunlight stretching my shadow ’way
out ahead of me.

There was a drug store on the corner.
I leaned against one of the window
frames where Leona Sandmark could
see me, lit a cigarette and waited. . . .

A black sedan, a Buick, came east on
North Avenue at a good clip, cut in fast
at the curb and the brakes went on,
taking a hundred miles off the rubber.
A city car; to hell with the tires.

“Pine.” It was Crandall, behind the
wheel.

I tossed away the cigarette and went
over. Zarr was in front next to Cran-
dall. He said: “This better not be
from morphine, Pine. I don’t like to
get up this early.”

I opened the rear door and got in
and pulled it shut again. As the car
got under way I said:

“You’ve at least been to bed. This is
the last out of the ball game, Lieuten-
ant. This is where you find out who
siced the twelve preachers onto that
corpse, and get yourself a killer be-
sides.”.

CHAPTER XVIII

A MIDDLE - AGED woman who

looked as though she had made a
million beds in her day opened the door
to my ring. Her expectant expression
fell on the rug when she saw the three
of us standing there, and was replaced
by alarm. :

Isaid: “It’s all right, mother. We’d
like to see Mr. Sandmark, please. Right
away. It’s important.”

She was flustered in a dignified way,
but she didn’t give an inch as I pushed
one foot across the threshold. “I’'m
sorry, sir, but Mr. Sandmark isn’t in.
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Perhaps if you—"

My hand under her elbow stopped
her there and got her to one side at the
same time. “It’s all right. We’ll kind of
wait in the library. Tell him Paul Pine
is here—when he shows up, I mean. It
won’t be necessary to mention these
men; they’re with me.”

Meanwhile I was walking ahead and
she was backing up. When she saw
there was no stopping us, she clutched
the remaining shreds of her dignity in
her trembling hands and said a little
wildly: “T’ll tell him the minute he
comes home! T’I tell him how the three
of you forced your—”

By this time Crandall, Zarr and I
were through the library door and the
housekeeper was on the outside. “You
mustn’t excite yourself, mother,” I said,
and gently closed the door in her face.

Enough morning light came in the
French windows to make out the room’s
objects. But it wasn’t strong enough
for my purpose. I snapped on a couple
of table lamps over near the fireplace,

got Zarr into the depths of a high-

armed lounge chair and Crandall on
the blue leather chesterfield facing the
door. Both men seemed nervous and
uneasy and doubtful and a little angry.
The last was at me.

I paced up and down a time or two
before Zarr said: “How about giving us
some of this before he gets here?
Crandall tells me this guy Sandmark
killed his setpdaughter tonight. How
do you know it was Sandmark?”

“It had to be him,” I said. “You see,
I got a lot out of the girl before the
bullet hit her. This thing goes back
twenty-five years. It goes back to San
Diego and two guys working for an
express company out there. But I told
you about all that. Let’s get down to
what I picked up later.

“About a month ago Raoul Fleming,
Leona Sandmark’s real father, came to
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town. He got in touch with his daugh-
ter through her current boy friend—
Jerry Marlin. He asked questions of
Marlin but ducked out when Marlin
wanted him to talk to the daughter.
“A day or two later Fleming called
on the girl. She wasn’t home, so he
left a note in her mail box. Sandmark,
got hold of that note and it scared him..
It scared him because the San Diego
beef had been framed, and he figured
Fleming had come to town to even the,
score. £
“Anyway, the girl went to the Lay-
croft to see her father. But he was ex-
pecting another visitor and got rid of
her in a hurry. And the next day
Fleming was found dead there. i
“The girl was no fool. She knew.
Sandmark had gone to that hotel and
killed Fleming. What she didn’t know.
was that Marlin had followed her to
the hotel and had seen Sandmark go
in after she left. She broke a date with
Marlin that night, and acted so funny
about it that he got suspicious. "
It was Marlin’s chance. Millionaire
murders old enemy—what a setup for.
blackmail! So he started putting the
bite on Sandmark. Sandmark didn’t:
like that, so he plugged Marlin one:
rainy night. No one could touch him
now. 5
“But he was wrong. Marlin had let,
his pal Ken Clyne in on the deal. Not:
all the way; just enough to give Clyne.
a chance to take over the extortion job.,
And Clyne tried it . . . and went out
with a skull full of blackjack.”

THEY were listening, which was.
fine. They were nodding, which
was even better. : N
“Sandmark was all set. The only
one who could hurt him was his step-.
daughter, and he knew damn well she’d
never give him away unless the cops
got onto the pitch and started sweating -
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it out of her. But that wouldn’t hap-
pen because the cops would never get
close enough to smell it.

“But he missed a point . . . and this
will interest you, Zarr. Fleming came
to Chicago’'a wealthy man himself.
From what he told Marlin, he cleaned
up a mint-full in Africa, or someplace
like that. When he was found dead and
couldn’t be identified, he was headed
for a pauper’s grave and God knows
what would happen to the bankrell
back on the Dark Continent.

“That bothered Marlin. Hell, he said
to himself, if it can come out who the
old guy really was, all his dough will
go to the daughter. That would make
her worth putting the bite on, too.
Without it, she’s not worth the trouble,
since the only money she had came
. from Sandmark.

“But if he could tip off the cops who
the dead man was, they might find out
Sandmark was mixed up with Fleming,
thus killing the goose that lays the
banknotes. So he schemes a scheme:
hire a bunch of preachers to bury the
guy, sends money to the coroner for a
private funeral — thereby getting the
papers interested. That way Fleming’s
picture would go all over the world,
maybe. Somebody would recognize it as
a picture of an African millionaire—
millionaires have a wide circle of peo-
ple interested in them — and identify
him. That would make it real news and
eventually Fleming’s right name would
come out and his daughter would get
his fortune.

“I’'m not saying it was a perfect idea.
I’'m not saying it was a good idea. No-
body ever said Marlin was overly smart.
But there’s your reason for the screwy
funeral.”

George Zarr’s mouth was open a foot
but he was pleased as hell. “It satisfies
me,” he said, nodding. “It fits right in
there. You’re okay, shamus; remind me
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to like you from now on.”

“You're welcome,” I said. . . . “Any-
way, I got to snooping around, hunting
for Marlin’s killer—my client is some-
one who’s none of your business—and
I dug out a lot of this story. Over at
Clyne’s, I thought things over and de-
cided to let you boys in on it.” They
grinned at each other but I ignored it.
“Anyway, Crandall, you went out to
see Sandmark and fed him just enough
to scare him. And when you said you’d
like to talk to his stepdaughter and
him the next day . . . well, he went off
the deep end. Leona Sandmark would
crack; she was a girl; how could she
outsmart the law? Leona Sandmark had
to die.

“It isn’t that she was his own kid.
She was Fleming’s brat. His neck is
worth more than hers. So tonight . . .”

My voice trailed off. Through the
closed door we could hear quiet feet
coming along the hall outside.

I whispered: “This is the payof,
boys. You got a gun, Crandall? .
Get it out. Slump down, George, so he
doesn’t see you right away.”

They followed orders. They were
trained to follow orders. I moved over
and stood next to where Crandall was
sitting. He had a Smith & Wesson
.38/44 in his right hand, resting it
lightly on his knee. He seemed casual
enough about it, but his face showed
the strain.

The steps came up to the library
door. They were light, uncertain steps,
like a man walking toward something
he didn’t understand and might not
like.

The knob turned. The door opened.
Leona Sandmark came in.

Ike Crandall saw her first. He hadn’t
been expecting a girl. His eyebrows
went one way and his jaw the other.
Zarr, whose back was to the girl, put
his hands on the chair arms and pushed



HALO IN BLOOD

himself up aways and turned his head
to look toward the door.

I flashed a hand down and grabbed
the gun from Crandall’s slack fingers,
levelled it, and said: “Don’t move, you
son of a bitch.”

HE whole thing hadn’t taken six

seconds. Leona Sandmark, a few
steps inside the door now, stopped in
her tracks and stared at me. Ike Cran-
dall and George Zarr were staring, too.
But they weren’t staring at me. They
were staring at where the gun was
pointing. ‘

It was pointed at George Zarr.

The silence was so thick you could
have walked on it." Zarr’s mind was
trying to catch up with his eyes; by
the time it did it would be too late. It
was already too late. He had a gun
under his coat tails, but even with a
few second’s warning he would never
have been able to get to it quick
enough. Not while he was sitting in
that high-armed chair—which was why
I had wanted him to sit in it.

Crandall croaked: “Hey, that’s my
gunl”

Nobody laughed, although I had
never heard anything funnier.

I said: “Come here, Leona,” without
taking my eyes off the petrified police
lieutenant.

When she was where she could see
all three of us, I said: “Take a look
around, baby. Do you see—"

I didn’t have a chance to finish, Her
eyes were on the frozen face of George
Zarr and her lips sagged as she gasped
one word:

“Father!”

It broke the ice on Zarr’s muscles
and he came out of the chair like he
had been shot out of a bazooka. His
hand darted for his hip—

I yelled at him. Not words; just a
yell. It stopped him like one of Me-
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dusa’s snakes. I said: “In the knee-
cap, flattie. Not where it will kill you.
Hell with that noise. You got a date
with some electricity.”

His eyes would have burned holes in
Superman. He let himself slowly back
into the chair and he laid his fingers
gently and carefully down on the arms,
and he kept on looking at me.

Crandall had his lips close enough
together by this time to put out the
point of his tongue and wet them. He
said hoarsely: ‘“What is this? What is
this? Will you for crisakes tell me what
is this?”

Leona Sandmark was still standing
there in a sort of awkward fashion,
staring at Zarr’s murderous expression.
She said: “Father,” with the toneless
lack of inflection of a village idiot.
“Father, what—" :

I said: “No, Leona. He’s not your
father. He’s a guy called George Zarr.
Only he’s not George Zarr, either. His
name is Jeff Ederle.” =

That meant nothing at all to her. It
couldn’t have meant anything to a girl
who had never been allowed to hear
the details of something that had hap-
pened when she was in rompers.

But it meant something to Ike Cran-
dall. He said: “Ederle? That’s the guy
you mentioned at Clyne’s, isn’t it,
Pine?” v

“Wait a minute,” I said. “I can talk
better when I know this gee isn’t heeled.
. . . Stand up, Zarr. Slow.” ;

He stood up like he had bolts for
joints and iron rods for bones. I cir-
cled around him and pushed the Smith
& Wesson against his spine and snaked
a hand under his coat and got the .38
he was packing. I slid my hands over.
him, making sure there wasn’t another
rod around; then I got clear and in
front of him and said: “Okay, sit down
again.”

He sat down.
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WHEN I was back beside Cran-

dall, T said: “This is too big for
the two of us to handle, Ike. I think we
better get a squad over here to take
this guy.” '

He shook his head . . . not for no;
just to clean out the cobwebs. “But,
Pine—I thought we were here to get
Sandmark. I thought you said Sand-
mark had killed this girl. Why, you
-built up a case against him that—"

“Leona.”

She looked at me with glazed eyes.
“Yes. Yes, Paul?” :

“Get on the phone. Call the Oak
Park police and have them get a
cruiser out here to pick up a guy who'’s
disturbing the peace. They’ll come fast
enough on that, considering the district
you live in.”

She started for the phone on the desk.
I said: “No. Make the call from an-
other extension. There’s a reason.”

She turned and went over to the li-
brary door and disappeared.

Crandall said slowly: “You’re a per-
manent blot on the police blotter if you
can’t make this stick, my friend.”

“You think I don’t know that?” I
snarled. “Let me give you this thing,
Crandall. Let me give you the whole
picture.

“Twenty-five years ago, in San
Diego, three guys are working for the
Gannett Express Company: Raoul
Fleming, John Sandmark, and Jeff
Ederle. One night there’s fifty grand in
the safe. Sandmark figures out a pitch
where he can get that dough, frame
the job on Fleming and get rid of him
so he can take over Fleming’s wife.

“Around this time, Jeff Ederle, a
guard at Gannett’s, has got himself
tangled up with some married woman

" and has to leave town. His fingers start
itching for that fifty G’s; with it, he
can go somewhere and live in style.

“So Ederle goes down to the office
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that night, knocks off the watchman
and is about ready to clean out the safe,
when Sandmark comes in. Ederle is
scared off, leaving Sandmark to find
the watchman. v

“That made it perfect for Sandmark.
He gives Fleming some wild story over
the phone to get him down there. When
Fleming shows up, Sandmark maybe
tricks him into shooting at what he
thought was a prowler in the darkened
office. When Fleming turns on the light,
there is the dead watchman. A moment
later in comes Sandmark—obviously
having just arrived. He says: ‘My God,
Raoul, you've plugged the watchman!
Lam out of here, you fool; I'll cover
you some way until this can be straight-
ened out.” So Fleming, rattled as hell,
takes a powder. That gives Sandmark
his chance; he crosses Fleming like a
T, and gets his wife and his job.”

“That sounds mighty weak, Pine,”
Crandall said, shaking his head.

“Hell,” I said impatiently, “I don’t .
know the exact details. I don’t have to
know them and neither do you. We
don’t have to hang that old job on
Zarr. He gets his for murder—for a
couple of murders—right here in town
and during the last month.”

Crandall nodded thoughtfully and
glanced over at the man in the lounge
chair. He looked at him with a kind of
obscure curiosity, as though he were
seeing Zarr for the first time. He said:
“What about all this, George?”

What George said was not for nice
ears. And it didn’t give Ike Crandall
anything he could use,

I think that did more than what I
had said to convince the State’s in-
vestigator. He tightened up around the
eyes and mouth and turned back to me
and said: “What’s the rest of it, Pine?”

HE door opened and Leona Sand-
mark came back in, still walking in
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her sleep. She said: “They’re sending
somebody right away.”

I said: “You better go upstairs and
lie down awhile, baby.”

She showed no sign of having heard
me. “Hilda says John isn’t home.
Where is he?”

“T don’t know. He’s big enough to
be out by himself. Go on to bed.”

She didn’t like that. Her face turned
red and her eyes blazed at me. “T’ll do
nothing of the sort.”

The gentleness in my voice surprised
her. “It won’t do, baby. I can’t say
what I have to say if you’re here.”

“I’'m staying.”

There wasn’t time for argument. I
said: “Have it your way. Just remem-
ber I tried to—"

Crandall said: “Get it over with,
Paul.” Calling me “Paul” was his way
of showing me he was on my side. I
could use that. :

“Okay,” I said, “we’re back in San
Diego. Zarr—I can’t get used to call-
ing him Ederle—skips town that night,
thinking he’ll be wanted for the watch-
man’s murder. When he finally reads
about it he is amazed to learn the San
Diego cops want Raoul Fleming for the
murder and, for some missing money.
Zarr knows he, himself, killed that
watchman; he suspects maybe the law
wants Fleming for the robbery but that
they are looking for him—Zarr—for
murder. The papers, he knows, don’t
always print everything.

“So he comes to Chicago, changes
his name, gets—of all places—on the
police force. Back in those days finger-
prints weren’t used so much and Zarr’s
weren’t on record.

“He works his way up until he’s a
lieutenant on Homicide. Then here a
little over a month ago a gambling joint
is raided and some of the customers
brought in, among them Leona Sand-
mark.

167

“Zarr, on duty that night, sees those
customers. Naturally he doesn’t recog-
nize the Sandmark girl, but when her
stepfather comes down to bail her out

. . well, Zarr gets panicky. If Sand-
mark pegs him as Ederle, that will be
all for Zarr! And Zarr, being one of
these thin guys, hasn’t changed so
much that he can’t get recognized.

“Zarr decides to keep an eye on Sand-
mark; checks on him, see what Sand-
mark’s setup is here in town. By dig-
ging into things he learns the daughter
is running around with a shady char-
acter named Jerry Marlin. And right
there he gets a brain storm.

“If, reasons our copper pal, he can
get something on Sandmark or the
daughter, then he won’t have to worry
about being turned in if Sandmark ever
does run across him again.

“Sandmark doesn’t seem to be the
kind of guy who does anything he can
be pushed around for. But the daughter
. . . that’s different. A girl who gam-
bles and runs around with the wrong
kind of people. Sounds like she’s the
best bet.

“He spends a little time watching
her and Marlin. And one of those times
he sees Marlin with none other than
Raoul Fleming!

“That really hits him! Fleming is
the guy who walked off' with fifty
grand. Fleming is the guy who will
know if the west coast cops really want
him for that watchman killing. So he
tails Fleming, learns he has a room at
the Laycroft and goes up to see him.

“Well, something goes wrong —1I
don’t know what—and Zarr beats the
guy to death with a sap. Maybe Flem-
ing threatened to turn him in, or maybe
Zarr found out he was carrying around
a hatful of the diamonds Fleming told
Miss Sandmark he was going to cover
her with.

“Anyway, while Zarr is standing in
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Fleming’s room, the dead man on the
floor, there’s a knock at the door. Zarr
must have damn near had a stroke
right there! What can he do? Refuse
to answer? No, he’s been moving
around and whoever’s outside may have
heard him.

“He shoves the body in the closet,!

opens the door . . . and there is Leona
Sandmark. He knows her right off; he
saw her at the police station the night
of the gambling house raid.

“But she doesn’t know him; and be-
fore he can say anything, she says
something like: ‘Father? I’'m Leona.’

“It’s all clear to him right then. This
girl has never seen her dad because he
skipped out while she was still an in-
fant. So Zarr passes himself off as her
old man, gives her a fast line of patter

and a faster brushoff. A couple minutes.

after she leaves, he gets out of there.
“When Fleming’s body is found, Zarr
takes over the case. He handles it
careful and without any show. He’ll be
the happiest guy alive once the time
comes when the body is stuck in a
numbered grave out in Oak Forest.
“And right there is where he runs
into a snag. A’ couple of days before
Fleming is due for a Cook County
burial, Marlin gets Ais brainstorm, and
all those screwy funeral arrangements
take place. The papers get going on the

thing and Zarr begins to worry that

someone will identify the body.

“He’s got other troubles, too, don’t
ever think he hasn’t. There is always
the danger he’ll run into one of the
Sandmarks and get recognized. Maybe
Sandmark himself wouldn’t do anything
about it; but think of him running
into the girl and having her yell ‘Fath-
er!’ at him, like she did a few minutes
ago!”

ARR’S face was like the death
mask of a very old man. He
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seemed unable to speak, to move a mus-
cle, to do anything more than sit there
and stare at me with killer eyes.

But Crandall was thinking now, He
glanced to where the girl was sitting in
a small pullup chair and said: “Miss
Sandmark, how does what Pine has said
connect up with your knowledge of this
thing?”

She put a hand slowly up to her

_mouth and looked stonily back at him.

“Father—I mean John Sandmark—
knew where Raoul Fleming was stay-
ing. I knew Fleming hated him. This
man”—she inclined her head toward
Zarr—““is the man I saw in room 318
at the Laycroft that night. He said he
was my father. I had every reason to
believe him.”

There was nothing of indecision in
Crandall’s eyes or expression now. He
said: “I guess maybe we’d better hear
from you, Zarr.”

“You always were a sucker for a
fancy yarn, Tke.” It was the first quot-
able thing he had said since I flashed
Crandall’s gun on him. “I’ll do my talk-
ing to a lawyer.”

Crandall grunted. “If it turns out
you’re Ederle, you’re done for, Zarr.
Particularly when Miss Sandmark has
already identified you as the man in her"
father’s room the night of the murder.”

He waited for Zarr to say something
more, but the police lieutenant had gone
back to hating me with his eyes.

To me, Crandall said: “When did
you start measuring Zarr for all this,
Paul?”

“Not until just a few hours ago,” I
said, “although little things were piling
up all along, I guess the first one was
on the second morning after that nutty
funeral. Zarr came to my office and
gave me a song and dance about how
he might lose his job because of all
the attention the funeral would get. It
sounded a trifle too far-fetched for me,
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although I didn’t attach any impor-
tance to it at the time. Policemen get a
little over-emphatic now and then.

“The second item was when he fed
me knuckles over at Clyne’s that after-
noon. Just before he clipped me, he
said: ‘T told you I don’t like coinci-
dences.” That crack referred back to a
remark he had passed to me when he
was asking me about my being mixed
up in that funeral. It showed Zarr tied
up the funeral with Clyne’s death,
something he had no business knowing
about.

“Another point: A few minutes after
he smacked me, Zarr mentioned, in
your hearing, the name of the Gannett
Express Company. Since I hadn’t given
the company’s name . . . how did ke
know it?

“Another: Zarr refused to go with
you to see Sandmark when you sug-
gested it that day. Why? Well, now you
know. Sandmark would have put the
finger on him right then and there as
Ederle. Yet this morning Zarr had no
hesitation about coming here once you
told him Leona Sandmark had been
knocked off. -

“Of course, the real clincher was
when Miss Sandmark described her
‘father’ to me. It was Zarr she de-
scribed; and you know, Ike, even with
all the points I've told you about, I
still didn’t realize it was Zarr she saw
in that hotel room. Not until after he
tried to kill her a while ago, and I
learned Sandmark hadn’t been home all
night, did I wake up enough to learn
the score.”

But Crandall was shaking his head.
“There’s a flaw right there, Paul. Zarr
didn’t object this time to coming here.
How could he be sure he wouldn’t run
into John Sandmark and get recog-
nized?”

I didn’t say a word. I just looked
him in the eye and waited.

169

LEONA SANDMARK saw it first.

She stood up slowly, her mouth
trembling, her eyes stricken. “No!
You don’t know what you’re saying!
How can you . . .”

I went over and pushed her gently
back into the chair. “I told you things
were going to get rough, baby. You've
no choice but to take it.”

Ike Crandall was still groping. “I
don’t get this at all. What are you driv-
ing at?”

I said impatiently: “Can’t you get
your eyes past the end of your nose?
John Sandmark is dead.”

That rocked him. It rocked Zarr,
too. His face got even bleaker and his
hands clenched and straightened spas-
modically.

“How do you know that?” Crandall
demanded harshly.

“He’s got to be dead. Otherwise Zarr
would never have agreed to come here.
I say Zarr killed Sandmark last night.
He called him out and took him some-
where and killed him. I’ll eat my 1928
deputy sheriff’s star if he didn’t.”

Suddenly Leona Sandmark put her
head down on her knees and began to
cry with a sort of agonized restraint
that was tougher to listen to than the
wildest kind of hysteria. Crandall and
I looked wordlessly at each other and
then at George Zarr, who sat there
and stared at his hands and kept what
he was thinking off his face.

Crandall went over and stood there
staring at the lieutenant’s bowed head.
He said: “By God, George, you do get
around! Four dead in hardly more
than a month. Fleming, Marlin, Clyne
. .. and now John Sandmark. Are you
out for a record, or something?”

I said wearily: “No, Ike. Only two
of them belong to Zarr. Fleming and
Sandmark. But that will be enough to
burn him.”

That cut him adrift again. He rubbed
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the side of his jaw with uncertain fin-
gers and gaped at me. “Will you for
crisakes quit playing detective? What
about Marlin and Clyne, then?”

“The guy that got them,” I said,
“has already paid his bill. He was a
man named Baird. He died outside of
Glencoe just a few hours ago, while he
was getting set to beat the top of my
head in.”

That was when I gave him the story

-of what had happened on that dark
side road out along-the North Shore. I
gave him only the action, naming no
names and making no mention of the
call Glencoe’s police chief had made to
Central Station. Abbott, I thought,
would appreciate that.

~ It interested Crandall, all right, but
it didn’t satisfy him. Not that I had
expected it to satisfy him. He said:
“How do you know this Baird killed
Marlin and Clyne?”

“Marlin,” I said, “was double-
crossing a certain party. So Marlin
was taken out of there. Clyne knew
too much about the connection between
Marlin and that certain party. Now

Clyne is no longer with us. Then I

started shooting off my mouth, and I
was slated to leave this life. Miss Sand-
mark kept that from happenmg—for
the time being anyway.”

“And who,” Crandall said slowly, “is
this ‘certain party’?”

“No,” I said. “The man I'm talking
about is a man you couldn’t touch in
a thousand years. It seems he has
friends in the high places around town

. friends who would not take kindly
to being embarrassed. If I gave you his
name, the only thing that could come
of it would be my body in a ditch, and
I do not want my body to be in a
~ ditch.

“The man who killed Marlin and
Clyne is worm meat, just as they were.
Retribution is a good word: why not
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respect it?”

Crandall shook his head doggedly.
“I want his name, Pine.”

“You want my testimony against
Zarr, too, brother. I forget important
details when I get pushed around. And
for all I know, I may have another
gunman out to.get me, now that Baird
is gone. And for the same reason he
had.”

HILE Crandall was chewing that

over, the door chimes sounded
and the housekeeper let in a couple of
cops in Oak Park harness. They came
into the library and stood just inside
the door looking uncomfortable.

Crandall said: “Okay, George,” to
Zarr. “I’'m going to have to take you
in and book you. From there on it will
be up to you.”

Zarr’s expression had nothing to say.
He got up, waited while Crandall told
the cops enough to satisfy them, then
went out the door between them.

“Paul,” Crandall said, “you and Miss
Sandmark better come along with me.
I’ll have to take statements from both
of you.”

“You’ll have plenty of time for that
later on,” I said. “What do you use
for a heart—your gallstones? This girl
has been through enough to put gray
hairs on a plaster bust; and my throat
hates my tongue.”

He nodded reluctantly. “Fair enough.
Get some sleep, both of you. But I want
the two of you at my office around five
this afternoon.”

When he was gone, leaving Leona
and me alone in the library, I said:
“Try to get some sleep, baby. Maybe
a sedative will do it. I'll pick you up
around four. We’ll have to do what
Crandall wants, and the sooner it’s over
with, the sooner you can start living
again.” ’

She sat there, her shoulders bowed,
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her eyes fixed on nothing at all. “Is he
really dead, Paul?”

“I’m sorry, Leona. But there’s not a
. chance that he’s alive. Go on to bed.”

She looked at me dully. “No. I can’t
stay here. I couldn’t bear to stay here.
Take me home, Paul —to my own
apartment. Please.”

“If that’s what you want,” I said.
“Come on.”

CHAPTER XIX

HE gave me her keys and I unlocked
the door to 6A and flicked the light
switch, flooding the tiny reception hall
with soft light. Daylight through' the
windows bathed the living room in a
warm glow and we went in there.

She crossed over to the windows and

leaned against one of the frames, let-
ting the early morning breeze from the
east cool her skin. The harsh light
showed lines around her eyes and
mouth—Ilines that were not there be-
fore. They did not surprise me; what
she had gone through in the past eight
hours would put lines in the Washing-
ton Monument.

I mixed two drinks, using scotch,
soda, and ice cubes. I took one over to
her and leaned against the opposite side
of the same window frame.

“Here’s to you,” I said, lifting my
glass in salute.

She nodded soberly. “To you,” she
repeated faintly and touched the rim
of her glass to mine.

We drank. Deeply. She lowered her
glass and stared down into it as though
the future was there for her to read.

“ .. What’s left for me, Paul?”

“Probably fifty years,” I said. “And
yowll need less than one of them to
get over what tonight has done to you.”

“I loved him, Paul. He was the only
man ‘who was ever good to me.”

I said: “Look. You’ve taken an aw-
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ful wallop and it hurts. But it won’t
kill you and it won’t hurt forever. A
right kind of guy would hold your
h#nd and pat you on the back and let
you cry into his shoulder padding. But
I'm not the right kind of guy. I'm
tired and I’m sleepy and my feet hurt.
Suppose you go on to bed, and about
three-thirty I'll phone you to be ready
at four. Okay?” ,

She looked out the window without
seeing anything. “I wouldn’t be able
to sleep. I don’t think I can ever sleep
again.”

“I know. Youll be thinking that
while you’re snoring.”

She ran a finger slowly up and down
the side of the glass in her hand.
“You’re a funny person, Paul. You
seem so—so calloused. Hard. Bitter.
Why are you that way?”

She wanted to talk; and, like most
people when they’ve just taken a bad
jolt, she wanted to talk about personal
things. Like what makes you tick and
why are you the way you are. T fig-
ured another ten minutes wouldn’t ruin
me and maybeée she would feel better.
So I said:

“I don’t think I’m hard or calloused
or bitter. At least I don’t mean to be.
I get wet-eyed in the movies once in a
while, and I think kids are wonderful.

“Maybe I seem like you say because
I’'ve been around the wrong kind of
people too long, Leona. I used to be-
lieve what they told me. And I used to
go to bat for them, right down the line.
And time after time, I would learn I’d
been lied to or cheated or double-
crossed. You can take just so much of
that, and then you stop putting your-
self in a position where you may have
to take more of it. That’s how you get
to a point where people think you’re
calloused and bitter.” ;

There was a brooding wonder, a
thoughtful curiosity in her eyes. And
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then she smiled a little, although she
was not amused. “I think,” she said
softly, “that if you ever fell in love,
you’d go back to seeing things in their
‘true perspective.”

I stood there and looked at how my
thumb curled around the glass I was
holding.

“You were in love once, weren’t you,
Paul? I mean really in love?”

“You could call it that.”

“Tellgne about it.”

- “I’ll tell you nothing about it.”

“Why?”

“That would be telling you about it.”

SHE lifted her glass and drank the

rest of her highball, then turned
and walked slowly over to the lounge
chair, sat down and put her head back
and closed her eyes.

I straightened, put my glass down on
an end table and said: “T’ll be run-
ning along. See you late this after-
noon.”

“Stay with me, Paul.”

She had not moved . . . she just sat
there with her head thrown back, her
eyes closed, her words coming out with-
out her having anything to do with
them.

“I said: “You've got to go to bed,
baby.”

Her eyes opened slowly ... and
they were green again. “So do you,
darling.”

A minute ticked away while we
looked deep into each other’s eyes. I
said: “Just like that?”

. . Yes.” She said it so softly I
barely heard her.

“You,” I said, “are a woman, by
God! You've shot a man, been shot at,
seen a man proved a murderer, learned
your stepfather is dead—all within a
few hours. And now you want to be
slept with. I give you a bow, damned
if I don’t!”
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Her gaze never wavered . . . and
very slowly her lips curved in a smile,
It was the kind of smile that was al-
ready old when Eve was born—a pa-
tient smile, a confident smile, the smile
that comes to a woman when she looks
upon the man she wants and means to
have . . . and who knows at last that
she belongs to him.

“Ilove you, Paul.”

My hands began to shake. “How do
you know who you love? You're as
punchy as a cauliflower ear. You'
couldn’t be anything else after last
night.”

“This is different, darling. This is
real. I love you ... and you love
me-”

“I do like so much!” Every cell in
my body was crying for me to go over
and get down on my knees beside her
and put my arms around her. “You’re
just another beautiful woman. You're
rich and spoiled and hard as nails. I
don’t love you. Why should you thmk
Ilove you?”

She was smiling and holding out her
arms to me. “Please, sweetheart. I
want you near to me. . . .”

And then she was in my arms and
her body was pressed against me and
her eyes were large and luminous and
her breath was warm against my
mouth. . . .

I put her away from me abruptly and
went over to the liquor cabinet and
made two fresh drinks. I came back
and sat down on the arm of her chair
and gave her one of the glasses and lit
cigarettes for both of us. That kept
my hands busy; hers too. I said:

“Before retiring, a lady and gentle-
man always share a drink and a cig-
arette. It wouldn’t do for us to treat
tradition lightly.”

We drank, smiling into each other’s
eyes. She said: “John would have ap-
proved of this, darling. I only wish he
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could have lived to see it.”

She watched the smoke spiral up
from the glowing end of her cigarette
and went on talking, her mood pensive
now. “Think how many have died,
Paul. My real father, and Charles, and
Jerry, and this man Clyne whom I
never knew . . . and John. And now
I suppose that police officer will be ex-
ecuted for his part in what happened.”

She sighed deeply and rubbed her
cheek contentedly against my coat
sleeve. “But we can forget all that,
now. There won’t be any more. There
can’t be. Too many have died al-
ready.”

I finished my drink and got off the

chair and set the glass down and went
over to one of the walls and stared at
a framed print hanging there. I stared
at it for what seemed to me to be a very
long time. Finally I turned around
and said:

“No, baby. There’s one more who
will have to die. And that will happen
the day they put you in the electric
chair and throw the switch.”

HE sat there and the smile stayed
on her lips. And very slowly it

seemed that the face behind the smile
began to wither and fade away, leaving
the smile hanging there. Just as slowly
her hand came up and put its fingers
against her cheek. . . .

“ . . What are—you saying, Paul?”

The muscles bunched under my
jaws. “‘I love you, Paul; come sleep
with me.” Why, you two-bit little tart,
I ought to feed you a sap until you spit
buckshot. So it was you who murdered
Jerry Marlin . . . you who killed
Clyne. But I couldn’t see it because
your face and your body were so beau-
tiful, I couldn’t see past them.”

It wasn’t until she tried a second
time that her shock-stiffened lips parted
enough for her to speak.

“You’re mad! Mad! How can you
sey such a thing! You know I didn’t
kill them. You yourself saw a man kill

Jerry while he was with me. You must.

be insa—"
I said savagely: “Shut up, you

bitch! You’re through lying to me. If .

you can’t ¢ell the truth, then by God
you’ll hear it.

“The day I called on John Sandmark
he told me of some of your love affairs.
He told me of a high school boy, of a
married man . . . and of a crook. A
crook who was a confidence man, a gun-
man, a phony-money passer. He never
told me his name, but now I know it.

“His name was Charles Hogarth.

Another of his names was C. L. Baird.
He got out of the pen lately and he
came back to the hot little piece he used
to run around with in the good old days.
He found she was in trouble: a guy
named Marlin was putting the bite on
her. Marlin was getting five hundred
a month from her because he thought
she had killed a man at the Laycroft
Hotel.

“So she talked Hogarth—Baird—
into killing Marlin. And when Mar-
lin’s pal, Clyne, tried to take up where
Marlin left off, he got it, too. Mean-
while a private dick by the name of
Pine started to sniff around and find
things out, so Hogarth had to get him
as well. The first time he tried it,
D’Allemand’s boys interrupted him.
So Hogarth and his girl friend worked
out another plan. She would date this
private eye and take him out to a
Lover’s Lane—tailed by Hogarth—
park there and let Hogarth come along
and bump him off.

“But the girl hadn’t been paying
blackmail because she had killed the
man at the hotel. She was paying it
because she thought her stepfather had
done it; and rather than refuse to pay
Marlin and have the facts get to the
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police, she paid off . . . until Hogarth
came along and took care of the black-
mailers.

“But the night this nosey snooper
was to get taken care of, the girl found
out that the man murdered in the hotel
was not Raoul Fleming. That’s what
she thought, anyhow, when she saw that
newspaper clipping.

“That put an entirely different light
on the matter. If the dead man was
not her father, then John Sandmark
was not the killer.

“And so the girl had a beautiful idea.
She reasoned that the only person alive
who could cause her any trouble, the
only one who had anything actually on
her, was not the private dick—oh no.
It was Hogarth—the man she had hired
to get rid of Marlin and Clyne.

“So she let things ride exactly the
way she and Hogarth had planned. Let
them ride right to the point where Ho-
garth was on the edge of killing the
private dick. Then she yanked a gun
out of her purse and killed Hogarth!

“PEAUTIFUL?
tell you it was beautiful!

Brother, I hope to
The

supposed stickup man had a mile-long

record, he was shot while engaged in a
criminal act . . . and no one, except
John Sandmark, would ever suspect the
girl had ever seen Hogarth before that
night. :

“Yes, it was perfect. Hell, I thought
all along that D’Allemand had hired
Hogarth to get rid of all three of us:
Marlin, Clyne, Pine. It wasn’t until
just a minute ago that I saw the whole
stinking picture.

“For you told me, baby! You told
me while you were listing the men who
died while this thing was going on.
You named Fleming and Charles and
Marlin and Clyne and John Sandmark.
Get it, sweetheart? ‘And Charles’!

“How could you know Baird’s real
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name was Hogarth? You weren’t in the
chief’s office in Glencoe when Abbott
first learned the guy’s name. I was with
you all the time afterward, and nobody
mentioned that name. Hogarth was a
man who dabbled in counterfeit bills;
so was the guy you used to run around
with!

“And so you turn out to be a mur-
derer, gorgeous. Not only because you
arranged to have two men killed, but
also you deliberately shot another man
to death yourself.”

I walked over in front of her, my
arms dangling loosely at my sides. She
shrank back in the chair, her face
twisted with fear . . . and guilt. It
was there to see, and nobody in the
world would ever mistake it.

“Murder is a matter between you
and the State, baby. But when you try
to lock the door permanently by run-
ning a love affair with me, selling me
on how much you love me and how
much I love you. Laying me open for -
a kick in the teeth even bigger than the
one I was just getting over . . . that
is where it becomes a personal matter—
a matter between you and me.

“You've got until five o’clock this
afternoon to get out to Crandall and
tell him the truth. I’ll let you tell him;
I’ll like that. And maybe you won’t
burn after all. Your legs are too nice
and you stick out in front too pretty for
that. A smart lawyer may get you off
with a small sentence; or none.

“But that won’t mean much to you,
baby. A blood stain soaks too deep. It
does something to you. It takes some-
thing from you that you can’t go on
without, and it puts something in its
place that you can’t go on with. You’re
finished, baby. You’re all washed up.
You’re done for.”

OR another moment I stared down
at her face—a face no longer beau-
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tiful but a hundred years of hell old.
Then I turned and started for the door.

“Wait! Paul, for God’s sake, wait!” .

She was out of the chair, across the
room, at my feet, her arms holding
desperately to my legs.

“It’s true—all of it! I couldn’t help
it . .. I couldn’t help it! I was so

afraid John had killed my father. I -

was insane—crazy with worry. And
then when Charles Hogarth came back,
I took the only way out I could see.
But things kept twisting and turning
and closingin . . .

“Oh my dearest, haven’t I suffered
enough? I love you, Paul, I love you!
Don’t do this terrible thing to me!”

I drew back my arm and brought my
hand down across her face with all my
strength. The blow knocked her away
from me, drove her into a huddled heap
on the floor. I said: “Before five this
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afternoon, you hear me? Either you
tell it or I do.”

She lay there, staring up at me. I
turned and went into the reception hall,
opened the door and closed it behind
me.

The elevator was somewhere below.
I put my finger on the button.

It was very quiet there in the small
corridor, The only sound was the faint
whine of the ascending cage. It came
up slowly—too slowly for me. Yet I
could wait. I could wait forever.

I was opening the elevator door when
the sound came from behind the closed
door to6A. —

It was a single sound. A sharp,
brittle sound. The sound of a Colt .32.
A man named Charles Hogarth had
died with that same sound in his ears.

I stepped into the cage and pushed -
the button. 7

CRIME LABORATORY
By LESLIE ANDERSON

into his life, the criminal has lost his chances

of escaping justice. If ordinary methods
fail to establish his guilt, the microscopes, test
tubes, ultra violet lights and other facilities of the
crime detection laboratory are almost certain to
produce the necessary evidence for his conviction.
A strand of human hair, stain on the upholstery
of an automobile or a bit of die marked copper
wire are frequently all that the law needs to solve
a mystery. That plus the skill and experience of
the laboratory head.

There are several recent cases of interest show-
ing scientists at work with the police force.

Arrested by conservation officers, a suspect de-
nied that he had been cutting Christmas trees on
state-owned land. Several nicks in the blade of
his axe left an identical pattern on the trunks of
the trees, and the laboratory won.

A strand of wire in a home-made bomb bore
had die marks corresponding with those on a coil
in the suspect’s shop. Hammers, chisels, and
other tools carried by burglars have microscopic
flaws that are communicated to whatever sub-
stance the tools are used upon.

Hit-and-run cases call for very exacting labo-
ratory work. When one hit-and-run driver
knocked a small boy off a bicycle causing serious
injuries, the only clue as to the driver’s identity
was that the car bore a 1944 license plate AJ 59-.

SINCE the long arm of science has reached

A witness failed to obtain the last two numbers.
The police centered their attention on one man
who could not explain damage to his right fender.
Examination revealed that the boy’s corduroy
trousers had left their imprint on the fender
enamel. It also revealed that pieces of enamel
picked up at the scene bore hair line marks that
corresponded with flaws in the fender’s construc-
tion. When the suspect’s attorney saw the pho-
tographed enlargements of the evidence, he told
his client to plead guilty. \

On October 14, 1943, a man hunting in a bog
near Lansing, Michigan, came upon the half-
buried remains of a skeleton. Ripples on the
pelvic bones and a vertebrae separation in the
sacro bone revealed the victim was a man be-
tween twenty-five and thirty years of age. By
measuring sections of the skeleton, his height was
estimated to be five feet seven inches.

State Police records disclosed that Ronald Tyler,

“former sailor on the carrier Enterprise, who had

been missing since March 1942, was the same age
and height. Tyler had been granted a medical
discharge. On his return home he had borrowed
a shot gun to go hunting, and was never seen
again. Police ascertained that he was killed by
an accidental discharge of his gun in a fall. His
dental record from the Navy established identity
beyond a doubt.
Scientific detection scored again!




GUNLEGGING

to New York city—gunlegging. And ac-

cording to estimates, before 1946 is over,
at least 2,500 lives will be lost in this country as
an indirect result. .

The Sullivan Law of New York forbids the
selling of firearms without permission or knowl-
edge of the police. Technically, anyone possess-
ing a gun without a police permit is a violator of
the law. Until very recently soldiers could bring
in almost as many small firearms as they wished,
and unofficial reports state that around two-thirds
of the 600,000 servicemen redeployed through New
York since V-E Day brought back souvenir weap-
ons, usually of German or Russian manufacture.

Authorization was generally given by the Army,
since many states have no laws prohibiting the
ownership of guns. The law of New York State
calls for stricter regulation, however, and since
Army authority stops at the port of entry, serv-
icemen of that state must surrender their weap-

MEXICAN
THE Mexicans abolished the death penalty

THE war brought a new peace-time racket

in 1929, and although there has been much

heated debate on the subject since that year,
capital punishment is still out of use. The atti-
tude of the majority of people in Mexico is that
crime is an outgrowth of economic, biological,
and other environmental causes. In Mexico,
hunger of the underpaid classes of the farm and
city with all its fatal consequences determine most
criminal acts that are committed. That Latin-
American government considers it unjust for so-
ciety to take a man’s life because it is society
which has made him the murderer.

They believe the solution of the criminal prob-
lem is to be found in combatting ignorance and
vice, in increasing and intensifying social assist-
ance, and converting prisons into clinics. Those
who brought about the abolishment of capital
punishment did so because they did not believe
that the death penalty frightened would-be crim-

THE COP IS

O WIPE away youth’s fear of the police,
Milwaukee policemen have taken the ini-

tiative in getting acquainted with the city’s
children and explaining to them the meaning of
law and order. Every Saturday morning through-
out the winter, groups of school children are
guests of the police department. They tour police
headquarters and are told about the functions of
the various bureaus and offices found there. They
are made to feel that the police department exists
for their benefit and that each member of the
department is their friend.
The Milwaukee police also run a “Bicycle Vio-
lation’s School” to help children understand new
bicycle ordinances. Working on the principle

ons. Only when the gun is no longer capable of
being fired is the owner allowed to keep it as a
souvenir.

Besides authorized firearms which must be
sought, and in spite of U. S. Customs inspectors,
many unauthorized weapons are smuggled into
the country at an alarming rate. As many as
500 weapons a week have recently been confis-
cated by Customs inspectors.

Souvenir-hungry Americans are helping to de-
velop the racket, for in their eagerness to possess
foreign weapons as curios, they are willing to pay
large sums for illegal firearms. In Greenwich Vil-
lage and other sections of the city gunleggers.are
going about their unlawful business. Many of the
weapons brought into the country are loaded and
as a result accidental deaths are a constant danger.

As yet gunlegging has not developed to great
proportions, and it is hoped that widespread pub-
licity of this racket will snuff it out.

¥ ¥ *

JUSTICE

inals out of committing their unlawful deeds.
They stressed the morbid effects of execution on
the population as a whole.

Some Mexican law officers have invented a
neat little way of getting around this law. The
device is known as the “Law of Flight.” It was
developed in Spain and came into use on this
continent during the Mexican revolution’s earlier
turbulence, when leaders were disposing of one
another. In remote parts of Mexico, disgruntled
officials still resort to this method of disposal.
The prisoner is taken out by guards on some pre-
tense and is shot “while trying to escape.”

On the whole, the Mezican concept of putting
the blame for crime on society, instead of the
individual criminal, ties in closer with the the-
ories of modern criminal psychologists the sys-
tem still in effect in some of the forty-eight

United States.
* % *

MY FRIEND

that the bicyclists of today are the motorists of
tomorrow, the Milwaukee police try to make a
violation of the bicycle ordinance a constructive
experience for a child.

The program has begun to show results in
many ways. Easiest to measure is the decrease
in accidents involving bicycles and the steady in-
crease in the percentage of recovery of stolen
bicycles now that most of them are registered
with the police department. Statistics will never
be needed to prove the greater appreciation for
law and order in a democracy that has been in-
stilled in the minds of Milwaukee’s youthful pop-
ulation now that they know a cop can be a pal.

—Rosetta Livingston.

176



NO HUNTING ALLOWED

By R. CLAYTON

HE gaming laws today imposed by state

and federal governments are frequently

criticised for being unduly severe and are
oftentimes adhered to with complaints and under-
the-breath grumblings on the part of perennial
game hunters. However, if one retrospectively ex-
amines the rules set by the Forest Police of
England in the 13th century, current huntsmen by
comparison can be classified as leading the well-
known and much-envied “life of Riley.”

At the time we speak of, great stress was placed
upon the preservation of the forests and their game
because of the vast amount of forest land com-
prising the country. To each forest was assigned
four courts; namely, the Woodmote Court, the
Court of Regard, the Court of Swanimote and
the Court of the Justice Seat. It was the duty
of the Woodmote Court, which met every forty
days, merely to inquire about and investigate into
the offenses of the citizenry, being empowered
with authority to either acquit an accused, or
hold him to bail, but no conviction was to be
made by this judicial body. There were certain
regulations to be followed by the Verderers, as
were called the judicial officers of this Court, in
rendering a decision. Acquittal was granted when
an accused could easily establish his innocence.
An offender was held to bail when he could pro-
duce two pledges on his behalf on his first of-
fense. On his second and third offenses he, was
required to present four pledges and then eight
pledges respectively. If, after being charged three
times, it was the legal right of the Court to im-
prison him for conviction by a higher court. The
offenses brought before this Court were only those
of “vert”; that is, discovery of the accused with
the goods, which in this case was a wild beast
of any kind.

‘“Mayneer” was punishable by imprisonment or
death, as ruled by the higher courts. Old English
law ruled that no defense was valid against “May-

neer” because the four compesites of “Mayneer”
were (1) tracking 2 wounded deer, (2) standing
ready to shoot or course, with weapon in hand, or
greyhounds in leash, (3) carrying away the veni-
son, and (4) found in the forest stained with blood,
and anything found under these four circumstances
left no doubt as to the guilt of the accused.

The Court of Regard convened every three years
and its duty was primarily to prevent rather than
punish unlawful hunting and hunters. In the pur-
suit of this aim, the Court dictated the breed of
dog which was to be retained by those dwelling
near the forest. Greyhounds, including spaniels,
were forbidden under any circumstances, and mas-
tiffs were allowed only for the purpose of pro-
tecting their owners. However, in order to dis-
courage the use of mastiffs in hunting, the Court
required that the claws of the forefeet be re-
moved. Dogs of the smaller breeds were not in
any way restricted by the Court of Regard.

The Court of Swanimote met tri-annually and
was vested with authority not only to inquire into
offenses but also to convict. However, it was the
duty of the Court of Justice, convening three times
yearly, to pass judgment and determine the sen-
tence of the accused in every case.

Offenses, as described by the courts, ran the
gamut of the suspicious meanderings of the resi-
dents to actual detection in the act of killing
game, thereby making it difficult for forest dwell-
ers to leave their homes without being brought
to court. The vigilance of the Forest Police was
doubly burdensome during the breeding season.
If a man’s beasts had strayed and he was unfortu-
nately discovered while in search of them, it was
not unusual for him to be arraigned for trespass-
ing. To further affect the freedom and direct the
lives of the forest dwellers, they were each re-
quired to take an oath, pledging that they would
not disturb the peace of the wild beasts of the
forest in any manner whatsoever.—R. Clayton.

SOLUTION TO BACK COVER PUZZLE

been committed in the room was based on
the following observations:

1. The shirt, lying with other clothing on the
chair, has a bloodstain on the collar.

2. The fact that an inner pane of glass (one
farthest from the window ledge) was broken and
bloodstained.

3. The stained crest of the bird statuette stand-
ing on the table under the mirror.

4. The presence of sleeping tablets, a magazine
and a crossword puzzle—all laid out ready for use.

Reconstruction: The victim was either killed or
stunned by a blow with the statuette, probably
by somebody waiting in the darkened room. The
killer then replaced the bird and turned on the

THE detective’s conclusion that murder had

lights, not noticing the head of the statuette was
bloodstained, since its present color seems to match
the base.. The killer undressed the corpse, dressed
it in pajamas, arranged the bed scene, then car-
ried the body to the window and dumped it out.
In doing the latter, the killer allowed the dead
man’s head te strike the window pane, shattering
the glass and leaving a trail of blood. For cer-
tainly a man poised on the window sill and about
to leap, could not have reached back behind him-
self far enough to catch the pane farthest away
from where he was standing. Also, no man who
plans suicide would be likely to lay out a sedative,
a crossword puzzle and a magazine—all indicative
of a definite desire to woo sleep—then walk over
to a window and leap out—A4. R. Steber.
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THE BORDEN MURDER CASE

“Lizzie Borden took an axe and gave her mother forty whacks;

When she saw what she had done,—she gave her father forty-one!’’

RULY the evidence against Lizzie was

damning. Ten long months of intensive

investigation followed her arrest. At last,
a thirteen day trial found her not guilty, but
that did not end the Borden Case.

Fall River, Mass., on August 4, 1892, was the
scene of the double murder. Overnight the case
became a sensation. Theories abounded and news-
papers all over the country took sides. Today,
criminalogists still argue over the contradictory
details.

The family consisted of Mr. Andrew Borden, a
wealthy banker, 70; his second wife, Abby, 64;
two daughters of Borden’s first marriage: Emma,
37 and Lizzie, 32; and the maid, Bridget, whom
they called Maggie. John Morse, a brother of
the first Mrs. Borden, was a guest in the house,
having arrived the day before. Emma was visit-
ing in Fairhaven August 4.

EVERYONE awoke early that day. Bridget

spent the morning washing windows. Mr.
Borden and Mr. Morse left early. Mrs. Borden
was last seen alive on her way to the guest
room on the second floor to change pillow cases.
Lizzie remained alone on the first floor.

At 11 o’clock Mr. Borden returned, and find-
ing both the side and front doors locked, called
to Bridget to let him in. The house was always
carefully locked, but on this day Bridget was
surprised to find the door #riple-locked and
bolted. While Mr. Borden prepared to take a
nap, she went to her room on the third floor for
a rest before starting the noon-day meal.

For a few brief minutes the heat and quiet
of midday permeated the house. Then Lizzie
sounded the first alarm of the tragedy.

“Maggie, come down!” she called frantically.

“Yes, Miss Lizzie. What’s the matter?”

“Father’s been killed! Run for the doctor!”

Mr. Borden, attacked while napping, was
brutally murdered. His face had been horribly
hacked with an axe until it was no longer
recognizable. A few minutes later, in the guest
room, Mrs. Borden was found. She, too, had
been assaulted and barbarously hacked to death.
It was ascertained that her death preceded her
husband’s by about an hour and a half.

N OVERWHELMING amount of cireum-

stantial evidence indicated Lizzie’s guilt. A
few unlikely possibilities were entertained. It is
doubtful that anyone could have come into the
house, locked as it always was, remain hidden
for two hours, kill two elderly people for no
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known motive and again leave, unseen and un-
heard. The entire family and the maid were
grilled by the police but all were exonerated.

Miss Borden did not once take the stand in
her own defense, yet she swore she was innocent.
She maintained that her first knowledge of the
murders was the moment she called to Bridget.
She said she had gone to the loft of the barn
beside the house to seek lead with which to make
sinkers for a fish line. She believed her step-
mother to be out of the house, having gone to
visit a sick friend from whom she'd received a
note. This note was never found, nor did any-
one connected with the family know of an ill
friend. An investigation of the barn revealed no
footprints to indicate a recent visitor there. She
once contradicted herself, having told a questioner
she sought something with, which to repair a
damaged screen. No screen in need of repair was
found.

The murder weapon was never discovered, and
there were no blood stains on any of Lizzie’s
clothes. Several people had seen her within a few
minutes of her father’s murder, yet no stains
were noticed. That was probably the decisive
point in the case. However, a witness testified
she had seen Lizzie burning a dress in the kitchen
stove the day following the murders. Also, a roll
of paper, found in the stove, could have been
used for protection.

HE PROSECUTION presented a damaging
case against Lizzie. She admitted that there
were frequent disagreements among the family

- regarding money matters and that there was ten-

sion between her and her stepmother. Seldom
did they even eat their meals together or con-
verse. A few days before the murders, it was
suspected that someone was attempting to poison
Mr. and Mrs. Borden, for they were extremely
ill one night after dinner. A pharmacist identified
Lizzie as having requested prussic acid “to kill
moths in a fur coat,” but he had refused to
supply it. She denied the charge.

The most heatedly argued detail was the testi-
mony of the Police Station matron. She had
overheard a conversation between the Borden sis-
ters in which Lizzie accused Emma of having
“eiven me away.” The reply had been negative,
but the accused woman answered: “Yes, you have.
But you’ll see—I won’t give in one inch!”

Nor did she. After only one hour’s deliberation
the jury acquitted her, to leave unsolved one of
America’s most sensational murders.

—Alexander Blade.
PRINTED IN U.S.A.
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ONE AUGUST MORN- ) \ |
ING IN 1892, MR. BORDEN
AND A BROTHER-IN-LAW
LEFT THE HOUSE EARLY,
WHILE MRS. BORDEN AND
BRIDGET, THE MAID, BEGAN

: THEIR TASK OF CLEANING

i| THE HOUSE.
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MR. BORDEN RETURNED AT ELEVEN O‘CLOCK
THAT SAME MORNING AND FOUND ALL DOORS
WERE LOCKED. BRIDGET FINALLY LET HIM IN,
EXPRESSING AMAZEMENT THAT THE DOORS
WERE NOT ONLY BOLTED BUT TRIPLE LOCKED.
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LATER THAT DAY, LIZZIE BORDEN, A s RPERS I
DAUGHTER, FOUND THE BODY OF HER SRR ME i
FATHER IN HIS ROOM, HACKED TO sl o

DEATH BY AN AX. A FEW MOMENTS
LATER, THE WIFE WAS FOUND TO
HAVE SUFFERED THE SAME FATE.
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AFTER ONLY AN HOUR’S DELIBERATION THE JURY
ACQUITTED LIZZIE BORDEN, LEAVING UNSOLVED ONE

A POLICE MATRON, WHO TESTIFIED THAT LIZZIE ACCUSED

HER SISTER OF "GIVING ME AWAY”; THEN GOING ON , MYSTERIES.
TO SAY: *...BUT YOU'LL SEE. | WON'T GIVE AN INCH!” sty e o L 4

“LIZZIE BORDEN TOOK AN AXE..."”’
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