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SHAYNE FLIRTS WITH DEATH EVERY STEP
OF THE WAY IN SEARCH OF A COOL KILLER.

YOU CAN BEAT
A FRAME

by BRETT HALLIDAY

When a murderer strikes from beyond the grave,
it means one of three things. Either he is not
dead or someone alive is using his name—or a
ghost is walking. After a gruesome double kil-
ling, it is up to Shayne to find out which.

MIKE SHAYNE PONDERED. It had
all the earmarks of being a
domestic case and he normally
did not mix in family beefs. He
would not have seen her at all
if Jim Rourke had not pushed
him into it as a favor to a
friend.

The woman waited patiently.
She was perched in the chair
placed strategically in front of
the redhead’s desk. She had
class, was unpainted and still
attractive in middle years. A
few treadmarks were visible

here and there, but most of her
lines and planes remained
smooth and she exuded an air
of cool confidence and intelli-
gence.

When she phoned in for an
appointment at Mike Shayne’s
Flagler Street office, she had
said her name was Samantha.
She was Samatha of Saman-
tha’s. It meant nothing to
Shayne, but his secretary had
instantly perked.

“She is weddings, Michael,”
Lucy Hamilton had said, ex-
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citement sharpening her tone.
“If you have a posh Miami
wedding these days, Samantha
is your planner.”

Samantha’s father had not
been seen by nor been in con-
tact with her mother since the
previous Friday, when he left
the family home to go to his of-
fice at Brooks and Associates. It
meant he had been out of touch
for five days.

“Brooks,” mused Shayne.
“Those are the land people.
Worldwide. Right?”

Samantha nodded. “Father
has been with them for years.
He is considered an expert in
land valuation.”

“You've talked to the Brooks
people? Are you sure your
father has not been sent—"

“They are concerned, Mr.
Shayne. They do not under-
stand his absence. Father has
an enviable company reputa-
tion for attendance.”

Shayne slouched lower in his
chair and used a thumb and
forefinger to tug an earlobe. It
was an habitual gesture when
he was thinking hard. “How old
is your father, Miss Burns?”

“Sixty-seven.”

“He and your mother get
along okay?”

“They are contented people,
Mr. Shayne—and, no, father
has not scurried off to some
corner of the world with a
young secretary clinging to his

arm. Should you discover that
he has, I will pay you ten times
your normal fee. You may have
a contract to that effect drawn
by your secretary.”

The redhead gave her a sharp
look from under shaggy eye-
brows. “You are perceptive, Miss
Burns.”

“I know my father,” she said.

He sat up suddenly, braced
large forearms on the edge of
the desk, interlocked meaty
fingers. “Okay, you got any
ideas about where he might
have gone, why he might
have—"

“None,” she interrupted. Her
lips tightened. “It’s totally out
of character.”

“How about your mother?”
the detective asked.

“She’s almost ill with worry.
That’s one of the reasons I have
come to you.”

“Another being you have not
gone to the police.”

“No,” she said. “I have not.
“Frankly, I do not want news-
paper publicity. More impor-
tantly, I want someone concen-
trating full time on finding
Father. I can afford to pay for
that service.”

“Have you or your mother
considered foul play?”

She took a moment before
answering. “Mother hasn’t, I'm
sure. But I—well, after five
days, Mr. Shayne.” She
abruptly waved a ringless hand.
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“I don’t know. I can’t con-
cBive. .. 7

She let the words trail off.

Shayne reached - for the
phone. One avenue needed to
be explored immediately. The
phone could cut a corner.

“City Morgue,” answered the
voice. “Zoner.”

“Mike Shayne, Ray. I'm look-
ing for a missing person. He
hasn’t been in the newspapers.”

“Got two unidentifieds, Mike,
a male and a fe—oops, you said
he. Okay, got one male uniden-
tified. Negroid, twenty-eight to
thirty—

“Nope. Caucasian. Sixty-
seven, probably well groomed
and—"

“Got two of them, too. But
they’re freshies, just came in
about an hour ago. And kinda
weird—they came in together.
That part ain’t weird, of course.
I mean, they was found staked
out in a swamp, the way I hear
it. Now, that’s weird, ain’t it? I
mean, two guys staked out
ln‘——”

“You get them with papers,
Ray?” Shayne asked sharply.

“Yep. No trouble with I.D.
Blake Thomas Singleton,
Caucasian, male, age sixty-
six—"

(QNOpe.”

“Patrick Nole Burns, Cauca-
sian male, age sixty-seven—"

“Bingo!” Shayne said grimly.

“Oh, boy, you do pick the

dandies! Like I said, these two
boys were found staked out in a
swamp, side by side, heads and
faces packed in mud. Some al-
ligator hunter fell over them
early this morning, I hear.”

Samantha Burns went ashen
and shot to her feet when
Sayne told her where she could
find her father. She did not
know Singleton, she said, taut
and trembling. She looked as if
she could explode at any sec-
ond.

The redhead hooked a long
arm up and over his shoulder,
yanked open a drawer of a fil-
ing cabinet. He brought out a
fresh bottle of Martell, planted
it on the desk. His hand disap-
peared into the drawer again,
returned with a glass. The
movement had spread his lapels
wide, exposed the holstered .45.

Samantha Burns stared at
him. “I don’t drink,” she finally
managed. “And I must go to
mother.” She continued to stare
hard for a few seconds, then she
seemed to gather herself She
took a deep breath.

“Mr. Shayne,” she said coldly,
“find my father’s killer.”

“Un-huh.”

“And when you do,
that—that gun!”

Shayne opened the bottle and
poured some cognac. He slug-
ged down the drink before he
rose and slammed the glass
against the desk top. :

use
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“Miss Burns,” he said flatly,
“I am not a hired gun. I will
find and take your father’s
murderer to the police! Under-
stood?”

She had recoiled. She sud-

denly slumped. “Yes,” she said
meekly.

Then she turned and walked
out of the office.

I

SHAYNE BUSIED HIMSELF with of-
fice cleanup the remainder of
that bright Wednesday morning
in mid-May. He was stalling.
He was restless, anxious to
launch the new investigation,
but the police needed time to
gather loose ends.

The cops could save him
hours and miles. Preliminary,
routine police investigation of
the double deaths—plus
autopsies—would swiftly com-
pile information he needed.

Will Gentry, chief of Miami
police, looked up from his desk,
his eyes narrowed in dark
curiosity, when the redhead fi-
nally descended. He sucked a
breath and sat back, his squat
body wider than the leather
chair. A black cigar stub, long
dead, bobbed in one corner of
his clamped lips.

“Mike,” he said. Then he
went silent.

Shayne knew why. Gentry
was already waiting. They had

been acquainted for years, had
worked together on many cases.
Each respected the expertise of
the other. More importantly,
they were friends, had an ac-
quired mutual insight. Gentry
was now drawing on that in-
sight. He knew the large red-
head had not rolled into police
headquarters simply because he
had heard on a radio about a
new double slaying that con-
fronted the police.

Shayne gave Will Gentry
Samantha Burns. Minor sur-
prise showed briefly on the
bulldog face of the chief as he
scratched the name on a yellow
legal pad. He sat back again.
The cigar butt shot up to a-
forty-five degree angle.

“Two men murdered,” he
said. “They were hit, staked out
in a swamp. It’s got a definite
odor, hasn’t it?”

“Gangland, yeah.” Shayne
nodded, hooking a hip on a
corner of the chief’'s desk. He
thumbed back his hat and lit a
cigaret. “But it isn’t.”

“We’ve had feelers out all
morning, Mike. Nothing. No-
body in the mob ever heard of
Singleton and/or Burns. The
hierarchy is as curious as we
are. If unknowns from out of
town are drifting in, they want
to know pronto.

Shayne picked a strand of to-
bacco from the tip of his
tongue. “Ray Zoner down at the
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morgue tells me the heads were
packed in mud.”

“According to the autopsy re-
ports, Singleton died from a
skull blow—probably a sap of
some kind—while Burns suffo-
cated. Both had swamp mud
packed in their throats and
nostrils. We’re figuring Sin-
gleton was dead before the
staking. Burns also had a skull
wound, but it didn’t kill him.
He probably was unconscious
while being packed.”

The victims had been dead
approximately five days, give or
take a few hours. Pinning the
exact time of death was dif-
ficult for the medical boys, be-
cause the bodies were not in
the best of shape after such a
long period of exposure to hot
sun, dampness, snakes, insects
and other parasites. Each vic-
tim was fully clothed. Pockets
had not been rifled. Wallets
had been found on each body.
Singleton was carrying $248 in
cash and a string of credit
cards. Burns was carrying $89
and credit cards. No packets in
the credit card folders were
empty.

Mugging, robbery as a mo-
tive, were out. Their money
made that certain.

No vehicles or tire tracks had
been found at the death site.
Cops had immediately fanned
out, searched the police car
pound, looked around town for

automobiles that had been
parked in one spot for days.

Then it had been determined
that Singleton was a non-driver
and that Burns had called a cab
to take him to work last Friday
morning. His wife had needed a
car to keep a hairdresser ap-
pointment that morning and
her Vega was in a garage hav-
ing a muffler replaced.

“The staking, Will,” said
Shayne, leaving the desk.
“That’s cold-blooded stuff.” He
paced the confines of the office,
trailing smoke behind him.

“New stakes, fashioned like
tent stakes. Hell, you wouldn’t
figure there’s that many places
a man could get stakes these
days—until you start nosing
around. There’s the lumber
yards, the discount stores with
lumber departments, home
builders, carpenters—big outfits
or individuals—all over the
city. Then maybe the killer is a
Handy Dan himself who has
the saw to make his own
stakes.

“The rope—also new, cut in
short lengths. It could have
been purchased anywhere. All a
guy needs is three or four bucks
and a sharp pocketknife.

“So, from the materials? No
clues. The stakeouts them-
selves? We get an insight into
the killer. He’s a mean goon.
He can sap two guys, dig two
holes, dump ’em in, cover them.
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Job done. He doesn’t. He goes
to the trouble of spread-eagling
them, flat on spines on top of
the ground, staking, then pack-
ing the air passages.”

Shayne continued to pace.
“The alligator man?”

“For now, we make him
clean.”

“The Burns woman says she
never heard of Singleton,” said
the redhead.” I buy that to
mean her father and Singleton
didn’t bend elbows together.
She’d know. She’s a sharp
dame, Will, close to the family
circle.”

“We’ve got Burns walking
out of the Brooks place around
two last Friday afternoon. He

was mum about destination but

that wasn’t unusual, according
to his secretary. In one way, he
was a loner around there, kept
busy but never talked about
what might be on the stove
until it was cooking.

“So the secretary didn’t even
stop typing with the departure.
Burns could’ve been going to
the water well, home or out to
meet a prospective client. When
he had something for her, he'd
tell her. And that’s when he
disappeared, Mike. We haven’t
turned up anyone yet who laid
eyes on him after he walked
out of his secretary’s sight.”

“Phone calls?” Shayne asked.

Gentry shrugged. “The secre-
tary says he probably had a

dozen or so on Friday, most of
them from inside the building.
But there is an hour and a half
period—noon to one-thirty—
when she wasn’t in. Burns was.
He was a brown-bagger, never
went out to lunch. He could
have had calls in that period.”

Shayne again parked on a
corner of Gentry’s desk, took a
last drag on the cigarette, stub-
bed it out. “Okay. What about
Singleton?”

Singleton also had been a
land expert—but with Tiener
South, the conglomerate. Where
Brooks and Associates concen-
trated on land buying, selling
and development, Tiener South
had many ventures—mining,
oil, transportation, the movie
industry—and land.

Singleton’s pew had been
land. He was considered one of
Tiener South’s experts. He had
been with Tiener 30 years, was
a bulwark, but not irreplace-
able. In fact, the replacement
prospect was in Tiener South’s
immediate future. Singleton
had announced plans to retire
on July 1.

His wife had died five months
earlier, there were no children,
and Singleton had informed the
people at Tiener’s that it was
time for him to pack it in, sit in
a chair in the sunshine for the
remainder of his years. Tiener
people agreed with him. The
death of his wife had taken the
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steam out of Singleton. He was
a prime candidate for chair and
sunshine.

But he had not been a candi-
date for murder.

Singleton had been Mr.
Straight. He could push, pull,
maneuver, be tenacious, but
always with a slight smile on
his face, always quietly. And he
was fair. Secretaries said he
was fair. Too, he was careful—
he liked things recorded, index-
ed on cards. For instance.
there was a daily record of
telephone conversations. They
were categorized by the hour
and a P for placed, or R for re-
ceived.

His office routine also in-
cluded remaining at his desk
one to two hours after everyone
else had left the building each
evening. He reviewed the day’s
recordings in this uninter-
rupted time slot, removed the
chaff and put the wheat in prop-
er order for the next day’s at-
tention.

On the other hand, there had
been a definite change in Mr.
Singleton’s personality and of-
fice routine in recent weeks.
Mr. Singleton had been down.
He no longer smiled, had occa-
sionally had displayed flashes
of previously unknown anger,
even shouted at a secretary.
And the daily record of work
moves was no longer complete.

For instance, Mr. Singleton

sometimes took and sometimes
made phone calls, dictating
that the calls not be recorded.
He had received one such call
early last Friday afternoon. It
had come in from a man who
had identified himself as a Mr.
Jerry Warner. Mr. Warner had
asked to speak to Mr. Sin-
gleton, stating that Mr. Sin-
gleton would recognize his
name.

Mr. Singleton had. He also
had immediately informed his
secretary not to record the call.
She had not. But she remem-
bered it for two reasons—it had
come in between 2:28 and 2:30
p.m.—because she always took
a fifteen-minute coffee break at
2:15 p.m. and she always left
the snack bar at exactly 2:25
p.m. At normal pace, it took
her three minutes to return to
her desk. She also remembered
the name because she had once
been married to a sailor named
Jerry Warner.

No, this was not the same
Jerry Warner. She would have
recognized the voice.

Yes, the phone call had ex-
cited or angered or frightened
or done something to Mr. Sin-
gleton. After receiving it, he
had shot out of the office with-
out a word and no one had seen
him since.

Shayne used thumb and
forefinger on an earlobe. “Sin-
gleton was lured?”
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“Sounds like it,” grunted
Gentry. “And the timing could
fit. We’ve checked it. Burns
walks out of Brooks around
two. It’s about a twenty-minute
haul over to the Tiener head-
quarters. So knock off ten min-
utes for a phone call from a pay
booth.”

“Whap, whap with a sap,”
Shayne mused thoughtfully.
“Two guys hauled away in a
car?”

Gentry lifted hands. “They
were in the same racket—Iland.
For different outfits, that’s all.”

He scowled deeply. “There’s
another little twist. The swamp
where they were found was up
for grabs late last year. Brooks
was the successful bidder.
Tiener’s had been bidding,
too—although they now say
their interest was only mild.

“Brooks people tell a different
story. They say Tiener people
thought they had the swamp
deal sewed up, but Brooks
‘moved in in September,
knocked Tiener’s off the pedes-
tal. There’s some undisguised
joy over at Brooks. The people
at Tiener’s are downplaying,
not talking loudly.”

“Tell me Burns and Singleton
were the chief adversaries in
the deal,” Shayne said, his
interest undisguised.

But Gentry sighed. “Wish I
could, Mike. It might make
things simpler for both of us.

But the way we get it, there
were teams haggling over the
swamp. Neither Burns nor Sin-
gleton was on the teams, oddly
enough.”

“Will, there has to be some
damn reason Burns and Sin-
gleton were hit and staked as a
package.”

“Uh-huh,” growled Gentry,
his face darkening. He sat for-
ward suddenly, shuffled papers
on the desk. Then he looked up
at Shayne from under a cocked
brow. “We’ll be looking, too,
shamus.”

Unspoken message—the cops
were open to help. The chief
would reciprocate with new tid-
bits for a private eye—if and
when he had new tidbits.

I

EVERY NEWSPAPER OFFICE has a
high producing mine of infor-
mation tucked in some cranny
of its cluttered interior. It’s
called a library—a morgue.

The morgue at the Miami
Daily News included efficient
employees and a couple of
semi-private rooms where clip-
pings and photographs could be
spread on a table and studied.
One of those rooms became to-
tally private when veteran
crime reporter Tim Rourke took
Michael Shayne into it and
closed the door behind them.

Shayne dropped into a chair
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at the table. Rourke remained
standing against the door, his
lanky frame loose, his face ex-
pressionless, only his eyes mir-
roring the broiling curiosity in-
side. Rourke, as a writer, may
have had a peer or two around
the country. There were none
when it came to reporting. In
addition, Rourke would trust
Shayne to care properly for his
latest blonde acquisition and
last bottle of rye while Shayne
would allow Rourke to handle a
loaded and cocked gun in his
presence. Rourke and Shayne
were friends.

"Rourke came to the table,
slid the thin, brown morgue
envelope to the detective, folded
into a chair opposite and looped
legs up and across a corner of
the table.

“Mike,” he said, “I just finish
turning in first edition.copy to
the city desk about one of the
most bizarre murder cases in
this city’s history—two well-
to-do land men found dead and
staked out in a swamp like it’s
back in the days of Geronimo
out west—and then you come in
and want a package on the par-
ticular piece of land where
these two dudes were found.
Okay, what in the hell is going
on?”

The multi-million dollar pur-
chase of the swamp land had
been large enough to earn one
printed story. It was a cold flat

11

story stuffed with names and
statistics. Only one paragraph.
gave an insight into the true
vastness of the transaction.
There was speculation the
swamp land might someday be
the site of a new Miami satel-
lite community.

Shayne gave Rourke a sharp
look. “I missed this when it ap-
peared in the paper, Tim. Most
people probably did. I've got a
hunch it was buried. No mass
appeal.”

“Pablum, agreed,” Rourke
nodded. “But the potential is
there. The one ’graph, the
speculation. And you can bet
your kiester Sol has it stored in
his craw. Sol Pearbome is prob-
ably the best business writer in
Florida. He’s working on it,
Mike. One of these days it will
be a Page One storv. There are
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stories like that. The ingredients
are there, but it takes time for
jelling.”

“Sol around?”

Sol Pearbome was a small
man with a receding hairline
and permanent think lines
across a broad brow above
black rimmed glasses. He also
had a keen ear tuned to the
underground swells of the busi-
ness world.

“It isn’t only the swamp that
stinks in that deal, Shayne,” he
said significantly. “Tiener’s
supposedly had it locked up
tight and then—bang—Brooks
is in. Some people are saying
Tiener South was sold out.”

“By someone inside their own
organization?”

“The original deal was very
hush-hush. But Brooks moved
in. The Tiener people were hot,
still are. This kind of thing just
doesn’t happen over there.
Normally, it’s the other way.
Somebody has something work-
ing and Tiener’s move in—but
that was when the old man was
alive.”

Shayne looked at Rourke.

Rourke waved a casual hand.
“Robert Hume Tiener was a
maverick, the roughneck in life
and in business, the adven-
turer, the philanthropist who
owned a pair of socks and no
more when he found his first
gold mine in South Africa. At
thirty, he already had the vi-

MIKE SHAYNE MYSTERY MAGAZINE

sion and intelligence of a suc-
cessful conglomerateur of sev-
enty. At seventy, he still main-
tained the exhuberance, lust
and don’t-give-a-damn dare of a
twenty-one-year old. Age didn’t
exist for Tiener. He was born
young, he lived young, he died
young—if he is dead.”

Shayne lifted an eyebrow
questioningly.

“I remember, Mike, because I
covered it top to bottom. Three
months ago, February twenty-
seventh, the Coast Guard found
Tiener’s yacht adrift at sea, no
one aboard. He had gone out
alone a day earlier. There are
those who say he was washed
overboard in a quick storm,
drowned, while the yacht sur-
vived. There are those who say
he lives and simply wanted to
disappear, that it was his way
of dropping out of sight. Take
your pick.”

“If I picked he dropped out of
sight,” Shayne said “Tiener had
a reason, I assume.”

“Maybe,” Rourke shrugged.
“He was seventy, he had a
young wife of twenty-seven.
They were married about a
year, and then she was killed. I
told you he was great on young
people. He surrounded himself
with young people—in business
and at play. He was a big giver
to colleges and universities.
Anyway, he married this young
chick and then in January of
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this year she was killed in the
crash of a private plane.

“The only trouble with that
is, the pilot of that plane was
Vernon Dobbs, thirtyish, the
communications rich boy, all
inherited. Tiener was in South
Africa on business at the time.
Dobbs’ wife was in Europe.
Dobbs and Mrs. Tiener had
gone out to his hunting lodge in
Wyoming, been there a week or
so, were returning when they
crashed in a snowstorm some-
place in Oklahoma.

“She was killed and Dobbs is
in a wheelchair for life. There
are those who will tell you that
little episode rocked old Robert
Hume Tiener right out of his
shoes, shook his faith in youth.
Then there are those who say,
Bulll’”

Shayne eyed Sol Pearbome
again. “This speculation about
someone at Tiener’s selling out
to Broocks—what do you think?”

Pearbome adjusted the glas-
ses on his nose. “Could hap-
pen.”

“Singleton?”

“The guy who was found dead
this morning? Yeah, maybe. He
supposedly wasn’t involved in
the deal, but he’d be in a posi-
tion at Tiener’s to know about
it"’

“The cops say he was about
to retire.”

Pearbome pulled his lower lip
in thought. “Okay, so maybe

Singleton was looking for some
feathers for his retirement nest.
I’d say Brooks would pass a
rather handsome bundle under
the table for the swamp kind of
tip.”

“Then there’s Burns,” mused
Shayne with a frown. “Where
does he fit?”

“Shayne, look.” Pearbome
sighed. “Over the years, you
will find that Brooks has lost a
few deals to Tiener’s, and here
and there you will hear that
Tiener always had a man inside
at Brooks, a spy, someone who
keeps Tiener’s advised about
what’s going on at Brooks.

“You’ll hear that vice versa,
too, but I'd put more credulity
in the spy being inside Brooks.
Old man Tiener was that kind
of operator—turn any trick, clip
any corner for gain, or some-
times just for fun. I hear he
liked to hear people howl.

“Okay, you want to put
Burns, a longtime Brooks em-
ployee, in the role of being a
spy for Tiener? Be my guest. Or
Singleton in that role for
Brooks at Tiener’s? Again be
my guest. It’s all possible.”

“They were found dead side
by side on swamp land that
once was a high prize. What
would you say that means,
Sol?”

“That, Shayne, is for detec-
tives to figure out,” Pearbome
replied significantly.
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BROOKS AND ASSOCIATES OC-
cupied the seventh floor of a
gleaming building in middle
Miami. The floor was a posh
and dimly cool oasis out of the
mid-afternoon heat. Shayne
was given a Mr. Morgan, who
professed to know most things
transpiring at Brooks and As-
sociates.

Mr. Morgan had twenty spare
minutes. He was due on the
first tee at 4:30 p.m.

Mr. Morgan also said that
Brooks and Associates were
saddened and disturbed by the
double murder, especially the
loss of Mr. Burns. Mr. Burns
had been a valued and trusted
employee. There had already
been a discreet inner office in-
vestigation of Mr. Burns’ ac-
counts and everything was in
proper order as expected.

“You people scored one, I
guess, with the recent purchase
of a swamp,” said Shayne.
~ “It was a coup, Mr. Shayne!”
Mr. Morgan, fingered a pencil
moustache that had been out of
style for ten years.

“The same swamp where
Burns died.”

“Well, yes.”

“But Burns wasn’t involved
in the swamp transaction.”

«NO.”

“How about Singleton over at
Tiener South?”
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Mr. Morgan became cool. “We
are not acquainted with Mr.
Singleton or his work. We do
not understand why Mr. Burns
and Mr. Singleton were found

as they—"
“It’s my understanding,”
Shayne interrupted, “that

Tiener South was in the saddle
on the swamp purchase, then
you people got a hand in at the
last minute.”

“That happens,” Mr. Morgan
nodded.

“With outside information, I
assume.”

Mr. Morgan became stone.

“Where did you get that in-
formation, Mr. Morgan? In
this case, from Singleton? The
guy was about to retire. Maybe
he was after a little extra cush-
ion.”

“I think, Mr. Shayne, I am
expected at the country club
sooner than—"

“What was Burns working on
last week?”

The abrupt switch in focus
briefly jarred Mr. Morgan. He
stirred in his chair, reached for
a pen that wasn’t there, then
settled back and restroked the
pencil moustache. He frowned.
“If you must know,” he said,
“Mr. Burns has been in Hawaii
for the most part of the last six
weeks. We have a transaction
in progress. Mr. Burns has been
handling that transaction—
almost solely.”
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“So he wouldn’t have been
aware of the swamp deal?” the
detective asked.

“There 1s no reason he would
have been.”

“He wouldn’t have any con-
tact with Singleton?”

“Not unless they knew one
another socially.”

“They didn’t.”

Mr. Morgan lifted both hands
in a helpless gesture. He had
regained his confidence.

“Burns is above suspicion?”

Morgan immediately frowned.
“Suspicion of what? I told you,
Mr. Shayne, we already have
conducted—"

“Have you people ever sus-
pected you might have a spy in
your midst, someone who kept
the competition informed about
various transactions here?”

Mr. Morgan seemed shocked.
“Good God, that’s absurd think-
ing!”

“Could be,” agreed Shayne
with a jerky nod. “Unless you
happen to be looking for a rea-
son two land men are found
dead together in a swamp.”

Morgan sat with his mouth
hanging open.

“Singleton, an employee at
Tiener South, didn’t just hap-
pen to be keeping an ear to the
ground for you people over
there, did he?”

“That’s all!” Morgan shot to
his feet behind the polished
desk. The pencil mustache

quivered. “This interview is
terminated!”

Shayne stood, too, eyed Mor-
gan hard. “Pal,” he said, “if
Burns and Singleton were
spies, or double agents, or guys
who’d occasionally sell out for a
few bills, I could have a possi-
ble tie for their being found
dead together in a swamp—
right?”

Morgan’s cheeks had
deepened in color. His stare
was piercing. He curled a
corner of his mouth and snap-
ped, “Pursue that absurd line of
thinking, Mr. Shayne, cast a
shadow on Brooks and As-
sociates, and you are on very
dangerous ground!”

Shayne cocked an eyebrow.
“You’ve got a short fuse, Mor-
gan,” he said.

He strode out of Brooks and
Associates. Thirty minutes la-
ter, he was inside Tiener South,
another opulent oasis. There
was hurry-scurry also inside
Tiener South, handled with soft
tones of voice and quick
footsteps that were soundless
upon thick carpeting.

But Shayne’s practiced eye
noted that was where the
similarities between Brooks
and Associates and Tiener
South ended.

Brooks had been rich in
polished dark paneling and
gleaming dark desk fronts,
dark plants and paintings,
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brass wall decorations and or-
naments, efficient employees in
conservative dress and pam-
pered gray-black hair.

Tiener South, on the other
hand, was open, airy, colorful.
Bright colors prevailed on walls.
floors, appointments and in the
dress of most of the scurriers.
Hair coloring did not include
gray. Wigs or artifical coloring
covered or fashionable pure
white prevailed.

Shayne towered over one of
the predominantly yellow
blondes who was vivaciously
cute in brilliant purple pantsuit
as she sat at a white typewriter
behind a small, bright-orange
desk.

“Hi,” she said perkily. “My
name is Carole Ayers. What
can I do for you?”

Tim Rourke, who had an af-
finity for blondes, would have
been shuffling around with ants
under his toes. Shayne didn’t
shuffle, but he turned on a
crooked grin. The blonde was
infectious.

“Want to see someone, honey,
who will talk to me about your
Mr. Singleton who was found
dead in a swamp this morning,”
the redhead said bluntly, pur-
posely exuding casualness.

The blonde was a test. Had
Singleton’s murder rocked
Tiener South? Or had it been
worth little more than ten
minutes of excited rap over a

can of cola and then put aside
for more important things—like
the next appearance of Bob
Dylan in the city.

Light blue eyes brightened.
“Wow! You, too? You're another
pi—er, police detective? We've
been invaded today. Old Singie
goes out and gets blown away
and—"

“I'm a private investigator,”
Shayne interrupted. “Point me
to the inner sanctum. I can see
this is Cola and Dylan terri-
tory.”

The blonde head became
cocked in pure curiosity. “Cola
and Dylan? I’'m not on that
wave length, Red. You want to
lay a little explanation on me?”

“I’d rather hear about Old
Singie.”

“Cute, but Dullsville,” said
the blonde with a slight shrug.
“I’ve heard he was born in 1776
with a flag in his hand. If he
was, it’s too bad he had to get
blown away just after the big
birthday party, don’t you
think?”

“Un-huh,” agreed Shayne.

“But Singie was okay,” said
the blonde. “Don’t misun-
derstand.”

“Some age here and there is
tolerable, I guess.”

“Well, sure!” The blonde
brightened again. “Now, take
you, Red. You’re—"

“I’'m ageless, honey. These
lines on my face represent
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miles. How come Singie was
okay?”

“Well...” She seemed to
ponder. “I didn’t know him, un-
derstand, But—well, he was
just okay! Did his thing and let
other people do theirs. No com-
ing on heavy with the scorn—
like young people don’t know
sh—er, things, are dumb.”

((Like?”

“Like?” She cocked her head,
looked up at Shayne quizzically
for a couple of seconds. Then
she sighed and lowered her
voice. They suddenly seemed to
be conspirators. “Mind if I lay a
little something on you?”

He shrugged.

“I'm about to send you to
Miss Scorn. Sorry, man, it’s the

- only route to the Inside around
here. Just figure you’re on a
mountain, almost to the peak.
There’s just thing one road and
you’re sailing along, okay, see.
Then you round this curve and
there it is, a roadblock. Her
name is Elizabeth Stewart.”

The blonde smiled suddenly,
sat back and took a deep
breath. “Of course,” she said,
“the alternative is you could
stand here and we could rap for
what little there is left to this
working day—which is about
ten minutes. Then we could go
down the street to this place I
know and have a cocktail or
two and you could explain this
Cola-Dylan jazz to me and—"

Shayne made his grin large
as he cut 1n, “Roadblocks fasci-
nate me.”

She shook her head. “Okay,
so pass around me, go down
that corridor you see behind
me—but when you get there
tell her you raped me to get in.
I'm not supposed to let anymore
of you guys past this desk.”

\%

ELIZABETH STEWART was for-
tyish, thin, prim, hair a glisten-
ing artificial brown color, eyes
gray slate. There was a large,
polished closed door behind her
which she was guarding with
her life.

Shayne displayed identifica-
tion and said, “You didn’t get a
call from the young lady out
front because I scared hell out
of her.”

“The fact that you found one
of the young ladies at her desk
surprises me, Mr. Shayne,”
Elizabeth Stewart said coldly.
“Normally, they are congre-
gated at the drink-dispensing
machine. Your business?”

“Old Singie.”

She became an iceberg. “I'm
not at liberty to discuss Mr.
Singleton.”

“Is anyone around here?”

“NO.”

“I bet I want to talk to the
guy hiding in the office behind
you,” said Shayne.
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“No one at Tiener South
hides, Mr. Shayne,” she said
frostily. “Nor is anyone in—
which happens to be the truth
at this hour. However, I would
tell you the same thing if it
were ten o’clock in the morning
and each member of the board
of directors was congregated in
plain view behind me.”

“Why?”

“Because we at Tiener South
know absolutely nothing about
why Mr. Singleton was mur-
dered. It had to be for a reason
totally without association with
this company. Too—what in-
formation we do have has al-
ready been passed to the proper
investigative authorities, the
police.”

“The cops ask you people
anything about Burns over at
Brooks and Associates?”

She remained stone. Only
new light in the gray eyes mir-
rored the jolt. Then her lips
thinned and she said, “We are
not acquainted with Mr.
Burns.”

“He didn’t happen to be doing
some work for you people over
there?”

“Please leave, Mr. Shayne!”

He felt as if he were spinning
wheels in a beach rut. He sud-
denly went around Elizabeth
Stewart to the polished door.
He opened it, poked his head
into a vast office. The office was
empty. He closed the door,

MIKE SHAYNE MYSTERY MAGAZINE

moved past the startled woman
again.

“See you,” he said.

Carole Ayers was still at the
orange desk out front. Shayne
went past her on long strides,
growled out of the corner of his
mouth, “You were raped,
honey.”

* “Thanks,” she called after
him. “And I'm still curious
about Cola and Dylan.”

“Another day,” he said over
his shoulder.

“Make it a night, Red. At
four-five-three-two Palm Tree
Road. It’s small, but it’s cozy
and I live alone. Youcan...”

Mike Shayne lost the rest of
her words as he moved out of
range. Outside the building, he
lit a cigaret, sucked deeply on
it and got into the Buick. He
sat for a moment, thumping the
steering wheel, then moved to
kick on the motor. Shayne
stopped. Elizabeth Stewart had
come out of the building and
turned down the sidewalk. She
was moving away from him.
Sixth sense came alive in him.
The woman was in a hurry.
Why?

She turned into a pay park-
ing lot, drove out in a bright
blue Volkswagen. He trailed
her. She had a heavy foot. The
Volks darted in and out of the
lanes, using holes in traffic too
small for the Buick. But he
managed to keep her in sight.
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Finally she turned into a
crowded parking lot at a
supermarket, found a slot and
braked into it.

Shayne was forced to move
into the next traffic aisle. He
inched along. No parking holes.
He cursed under his breath,
stopped, opened the door,
hooked a hand under the edge
of the Buick roof and stood on
the edge of the floorboard. A
woman driver behind him slap-
ped a hand on a horn button.

He waved to her, looked out
over car tops. Elizabeth Stewart
had stopped at a public phone
stall in the lot. The detective
saw her dial without looking in
the phone book. He dropped
back inside the Buick and
drove it around behind
Elizabeth Stewart. She was
talking.

He inched on down the aisle.
No cars behind him at the mo-
ment. He stopped, watched
Elizabeth Stewart in the rear-
view mirror. She hooked the
phone and went on into the
supermarket without looking to
right or left. A driver to
Shayne’s right blasted a horn.
He sat twisted in the front seat
of a station wagon, wanted out
of a parking hole. The Buick
was blocking him.

Shayne eased out to the busy
avenue, cruised along, driving
reflexively. Elizabeth Stewart’s
use of a public pay phone in a

supermarket parking lot didn’t
have to figure in his investiga-
tion of a double murder. Actu-
ally, it could be a pretty damn
simple daily routine—woman
leaves work, stops at a grocery
store, phones husband, daugh-
ter, son, mother, apartment
roommate, says, “Start mixing
the cocktails. 'm on my way.”

Everyone is in a hurry in
1976. So the rapid walking pace
leaving the office, the zipping
in and out of traffic lanes,
didn’t have to mean anything
either.

Except . ..

Elizabeth Stewart was im-
planted at Tiener South.
Elizabeth Stewart could use a
Tiener phone to make personal

calls. So why go to a parking
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lot pay telephone booth? Two
possibilities—Elizabeth Stewart
had had a sudden thought
while driving. Or she didn’t
want the call to go through a
switchboard, even though it
might be a computer switch-
board.

All right, if the latter were
so, she could make the call
from home. That is, if she lived
alone . ..

Or could it be necessity that
made it imperative for her to
make a private phone call as
soon as possible after walking
out of Tiener South?

Shayne spotted a bar, parked
the Buick, went inside. Over a
cognac and ice-water chaser, he
decided he was reading too
much into Elizabeth Stewart.
After all, she was only a
secretary-receptionist at Tiener
South, not privy to all inner
workings at the conglomorate
even though she might live
with that fantasy, waft it over
secretaries of lesser stature.
And it just could be, just could
be ..:

. .. Elizabeth Stewart was a
double personality. Miss Coel,
Miss Efficiency, Miss Thin Lips,
Miss Straight Spine, Miss Con-
servative at Tiener South, Miss
Uptight.

Until 5 p.m.

At 5 p.m. daily, Elizabeth
Stewart could become Miss
Hot-To-Trot, Miss Uninhibited,

-
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a woman who wore gold-
spangled pants and no more
when she answered a mainte-
nance man’s knock.

Shayne put  Elizabeth
Stewart aside with a second
cognac and concentrated on two
dead men. Their unknown rela-
tionship to one another tor-
mented. He gave brief thought
to a steak somewhere, dumped
the thought and went to his
apartment, where he stuffed a
TV dinner into the oven,
poured cognac into a glass and
took the glass into the bath. He
put down the lid of the toilet.
The drink was handy while he
showered.

Thirty minutes later, Shayne
stood at a window in the front
room of the apartment. He wore
a white toweling robe belted at
the waist as he stared out on
the evening that had just dark-
ened. The hot TV dinner was
on a kitchenette counter, for-.
gotten. Shayne had a fresh
drink in his hand. Burns and
Singleton. Singleton and Burns.
There was a tie no matter how
a man looped it.

Okay, swampland is for sale,
Tiener South is buying. It’s a
multi-million = dollar deal,
hush-hush. Singleton is not in-
volved. But Singleton is in a
position at Tiener South to hear
about the pending swamp sale.
And Singleton is on a downer,
his wife has died, he’s lost his
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zip, he has decided to hang up
the straps.

Singleton has been doing
okay financially all of these
years at Tiener South, but sud-
denly here is an opportunity to
pad a nest so deep a man
doesn’t even have to think
about Social Security.

Singleton puts out a feeler to
Brooks, gets a nibble, puts out
more, gets a bite. Brooks is a
very legit outfit, very up-and-
up, but not above placing cash
in a safety deposit box for
choice tidbits of information.

Did Brooks know they had a
Tiener spy inside their organi-
zation, a man who had been
keeping Tiener South abreast of
Brooks’ interests for years, asks
Mr. Singleton.

Impossible!

Not at all, says Mr. Sin-
gleton. Try Mr. Burns. Mr. Sin-
gleton was in a position at
Tiener South to know that Mr.
Burns was in a position at
Brooks to feed Tiener South
anything they wanted to know
about Brooks—for a cash re-
muneration naturally. Mr. Sin-
gleton had been assigned to
some of the feeds.

“Oh, Christ, no wonder we’ve
lost out on some deals!”

“That information costs
extra, of course—or I call Mr.
Brooks, himself, in the morning
and inform him ...”

“No, no, Mr. Singleton. Your
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information is valuable. We'll
take care of you. If Mr. Brooks
should learn that we have al-
lowed a spy to penetrate—well,
we could all be on food stamps
tomorrow!

Shayne lit a fresh cigaret,
drew deeply on it, continued to
stare out of the window without
seeing anything.

But what if Singleton had
been an honest working man
all his years, loyal to Tiener
South, contented with a nest
egg accumulated through dili-
gence, intelligence, gradual ad-
vancement? Why did he have to
be a Bad Guy?

And what if Burns was his
opposite number at Brooks?
What if both were exactly what
they seemed to be on the sur-
face? What if each was a real
estate expert, knew the name of
the other because of the simi-
larity of their business, but
that was where it ended? What
if Burns and Singleton had met
on a few occasions, but were
not acquainted?

And then—what if this spy—
counterspy—business was all
something a detective was
manufacturing because a news-
paper business writer had
suggested the possibility?

Shayne dipped to his right to
dump cigaret ashes into a lamp
table tray and the bullet
whined past his ear. Shattered
window glass sprayed him.
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MIKE SHAYNE ROLLED to his
right with the crack. He spun
into the lamp table and sent
the lamp flipping to the carpet-
ing as he plastered himself
against the wall. The shade
bounced from the lamp, but the
base and bulb remained intact,
the bulb coating him in its
garish light.

He sucked a deep breath,
glanced down his front. The
white toweling robe glittered
here and there. Splinters of
glass protruded from the loose
fabric.

He blinked cautiously, test-
ing. They seemed okay—no
slivers of glass embedded. But
there was a spot that tingled
high on his left cheekbone. He
touched the spot with a fin-
gertip. Glass—and the fingertip
was stained red.

Across the room, wall plaster
had split in thread-like jagged
lines. There was no definite
pattern. Only a center point
where all the cracks began,
made by a large bullet hole in
the wall.

The main light switch was on
the other side of the shattered
window. Shayne went down on
hands and knees and moved
gingerly through the glass
below the window edge. It was
unlikely the sniper was still
hanging around out there in
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the night somewhere. He prob-
ably was tracking fast. But
Shayne wasn’t making a second
offering as a target.

He slid a hand up the wall
and snapped out the light in
the room. He realized that if
the sniper did happen to be
rooted, the light blinking out
was the tipoff to failure. But
the sniper was going to know
anyway within a few hours be-
cause he was going to have an
angry redhead on his tail.

Shayne eased to the window
opening, looked outside. The
night was warm, quiet. There
was scattered light. Down be-
low, people were stirring, clus-
ters were forming. The sound of
the gunshot had attracted at-
tention. Far in the distance,
there came the wail of a siren.
Someone already had called the
cops.

The detective padded back to
his bedroom. He had left the
bathroom lights on and the
door open. The light spilled into
the bedroom, cast an eerie
glow. He shrugged out of the
toweling robe, dropped it in a
heap, padded naked into the
bath. Arching forward slightly,
he studied his face in a huge
mirror. A tiny triangle of glass
protruded from his cheek. A
trickle of blood had inched
down from it.

He plucked the triangle out,
dropped it in a wastebasket, got
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out a plastic bottle of medical
alcohol, daubed the skin break.
He cleaned away the blood and
slapped on a Band-Aid.

He dressed, thoughts clicking
fast as he speculated. Someone
obviously didn’t want him pok-
ing into the double murder. But
if a sniper was going to float
around the city this balmy
night, taking shots at ev-
erybody who was investigating,
he was going to be a busy gun.
Will Gentry probably had at
least five detectives working on
the case—and twenty in re-
serve.

So the investigation itself
hadn’t brought out the sniper.
Anybody who killed and left
bodies in full view would expect
an investigation. Therefore the
reason for the window blast
went deeper. Somebody had
jangled a nerve somewhere.
Somebody—perhaps just bum-
bling along—had turned up a
stone that exposed supposedly
concealed worms. And since a
private eye had been a target
for the killer/sniper, it seemed
logical to figure the eye had
kicked over the stone.

Who had the shamus scared?
Brooks and Associates? Or
Tiener South? They were the
only territories he had pene-
trated thus far.

Brooks had acquired the
swamp. There was undisguised
pleasure at Brooks. Morgan had
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tabbed the transaction a coup.
True, one of their employees
had been found dead on that
land, but that’s where the tie
seemed to end. Burns hadn’t
even been working on the
swamp project.

On the other hand, Morgan
had gone icy at the suggestion
Brooks might have made the
acquisition via inside info from
Singleton at Tiener South.

Was that suggestion a worm?
Had speculation on the part of
a private detective sent mes-
sages crackling along the hot
line inside Brooks and As-
sociates? Had the word gone
out—knock off Shayne before
he pursues this speculation?
He’s dangerous to us!

Shayne took a moment to
fantasize the image of an un-
known dictator inside Brooks
barking out the order. Then he
yanked up his trousers, zipped
them closed and concentrated
on Elizabeth Stewart at Tiener
South.

He took a shoulder rig and a
.45 from a bureau drawer,
shrugged into the rig, checked
the .45 and jammed it into the
holster. Elizabeth Stewart had
made a dash to a parking lot
telephone. Had it been to tell
someone about a red-haired
private detective who was ag-
gressive, abrasive and had to be
stopped before he got started?

Stopped from doing what? In-
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vestigating the murder of a
Tiener South employee?

Or stopped because he had
asked about Burns over at
Brooks and Associates, had
even suggested that Burns
might have been a spy for
Tiener South?

Shayne put on a coat, re-
turned to the living room,
snapped on the lights. A gentle
breeze wafted through the shat-
tered window. But no one wait-
ing to take a second shot was
outside now. People had
grouped around a police patrol
car below. The two patrol boys
were braced against the car,
asking questions, looking
around, gesturing with arms.

Shayne went to the bullet
hole in the wall, bent down and
took inventory. The slug was in
there. He got a knife from the
kitchen and dug it out. It obvi-
ously had come from a high-
powered hunting rifle. Had it
hit him between the eyes it
probably would have put his
head in the wall.

He dug out the phone book.
No Elizabeth Stewart was
listed. He muttered an oath,
flipped pages. There was only
one Carol Ayers listed. And
"the address was 4532 Palm
Tree Road.

She was home, she sounded
perky, but she was bored. TV
was horrible.

The Scorn Machine? Yeah,

she lived in the Towers. “Hey,
man, what’s with you? You got
a hangup on the Stone Age?”

“Vintage can be beautiful.”

“Sh__”

Shayne had dropped the re-
ceiver in its hook on the exple-
tive and was rolling. The cor-
ridor outside his apartment was
empty. He moved on long
strides to the elevator doors.
The cops were still checking
apartments below, asking ques-
tions. It was a good place for
them to be. He didn’t need
them. He’d get a discreet job
done on wall and window in the
morning. It wouldn’t be the
first time. He had lived in the
building for years and man-
agement was used to him—and
used to occasional violence in
his joint.

The Towers was an old, solid,
conservative apartment house.
After nine of an evening, si-

‘lence and only occasional stir-

ring by a resident prevailed.
Large rugged-looking strangers
eyeing lobby mail box names
and numbers made a pale desk
clerk nervous.

- “C-can I be of assistance,
sir?” asked the desk clerk po-
litely.

“Yeah,” said Shayne. He put
a business card on the counter.
“You can call upstairs and tell
Elizabeth Stewart I'm coming
her way—and that I'll buzz her
buzzer until she answers.”



YOU CAN BEAT A FRAME 25

The clerk danced to the
phone and Elizabeth Stewart
stood in an apartment doorway
down the corridor when Shayne
walked out of the elevator. She
was pale, unpainted, wore a
flowing housecoat, and her hair
was a chopped off gray-black,
the gray dominating. Her glis-
tening brown coif was being
shaped for tomorrow’s wearing
at Tiener South.

“P-please, Mr. Shayne,” she
stammered, even before he
reached her. “Go away!”

“You called someone from a
parking lot pay phone this af-
ternoon,” he asked her. “Who?”

She blanched and recoiled.
He put a foot against the door,
stopped its closing.

“P-please . ..”
mered.

“You alone?”

Her eyes widened. “Y-yes.”

“Let’s talk.” He took a step
forward.

But she put her body against
the door. “No! Go away! 1 don’t
want you here!”

Then he lifted his foot and
the door was slammed in his

she stam-

face. He heard the lock click"

home. But he didn’t move. He
stood scowling in thought,
without seeing the wood that
was only an inch from his nose.
She was frightened by his
presence. Why?
Was he supposed to be dead?
He walked slowly to the

elevator and rode down, his
thoughts whirling. A young
well-dressed man was waiting
for the elevator in the lobby.
He said nothing, stepped aside
politely for Shayne.

The detective moved halfway
across the lobby before stop-
ping. He turned and stared at
the closed elevator doors. Some-
thing about the young man
tingled his nerve-ends. He
couldn’t tag it. He attempted to
remember the face. Smooth,
almost boyish, eyes bluish, full
head of pale yellow hair styled
by a dresser, no scars.

He went to the desk, eyeing
the elevator indicator. The nee-
dle hand had stopped on
Elizabeth Stewart’s floor. He
gave the desk clerk a hard look.
“The man who just went up,”
he said. “He’s a resident?”

“No, sir.”

“Who’s he going up to see?”

“I don’t know, sir. He didn’t
stop at the desk.”

“You didn’t stop him?”

“People can come and go at
the Towers.”

“You ever see him before to-
night?”

“Yes, sir. This is the third
occasion—and if he follows the
pattern of the other two visits,
he will be leaving soon.”

But Shayne waited an hour
in the Buick. And the man
didn’t come out of the Towers.
He was on edge without know-
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ing why. He had searched his
memory repeatedly, attempted
to fit the guy into some past
investigation. No success. The
face didn’t register. Yet he had
the feeling the man was impor-
tant to him.

He took a deep breath, fired
an umpteenth cigaret butt off
into the dirkness and left the
Buick. Hell, the guy could be
visiting anyone in the building.
It didn’t kave to be Elizabeth
Stewart.

Shayne went past the desk
clerk without a word and up-
stairs. He put a thumb against
Elizabeth Stewart’s buzzer and
kept it there. Nothing. He tried
the door knob. It was locked.

He returned to the lobby in
the elevator, motioned to the
clerk from the doors. “Bring the
house keys, buster.”

She lay sprawled on the car-
peting of the neat front room.
The sole indications of violence
were the twisted body and the
blood that had stained her dis-
lodged dentures.

Elizabeth Stewart had been
strangled to death.

Vil

THE DESK CLERK dashed across
the room and into a bath.
Shayne stood listening to his
spastic reaction to the murder,
then stuck a cigarett into a
corner of his mouth and called
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out, “When you get finished,
buster, call the cops.”

Shayne moved out swiftly. He
lit the cigaret while riding the
elevator down to the lobby,
yanked the Band-Aid from his
cheek. Outside he stood at the
Buick door for a few seconds
and stared up at the apartment
lights. Was a killer still inside
the building or had he faded
down a dark fire escape?

Shayne pointed the Buick
downtown. A mental image of
the man with the boyish face
loomed. He couldn’t seem to
shake the man. Yet there was
nothing about the man to tag
him important. He didn’t have
to be the killer just because he
got off the elevator on
Elizabeth Stewart’s floor. There
were other apartments on that
floor. The man could have been
going to any of them, could still
be inside and unaware that
there had been a murder in the
building.

Shayne shook his head in an
attempt to put the man out of
his mind. A hunch about some-
one was nothing to go scream-
ing to the police about. Even if
the man hadn’t lived up to pat-
tern. The desk clerk said he
had made two previous visits to
the building. Both visits had
been short. Tonight the man
had not reappeared.

Shayne drew deeply on the
cigaret, snapped the butt out
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the window. He spotted a
greenish neon sign ahead. A
watering hole. He braked the
Buick, went inside. It was a
small, dark untidy joint with
only a scattering of customers.
He straddled a stool away from
the others and got a cognac
with ice-water chaser. The
muddy looking bartender slid
change back to him.

“I'll appreciate it, Mac, if you
keep the heat packed,” he said,
staring straight at the slight
bulge in the detective’s coat.

“I’'ve got paper for it.” Shayne
waved him off and pinned his
thoughts on Elizabeth Stewart.
She had been frightened by his
appearance at her door. How
come?

She hadn’t been frightened of
him at Tiener South in the af-
ternoon. So something had
changed for her from afternoon
to evening. What? Did it have
anything to do with her making
a phone call from a supermar-

ket parking lot? Had she tipped
someone about his poking at
Tiener South? But who the hell
would she tip?

Shayne spotted a phone booth
in a dark corner. Carole Ayers
was still hooked to the TV, was
still bored. “Stone Age action
too slow for you?” she inquired.

“Elizabeth Stewart is dead,”
Shayne said flatly.

“Wh-at? You’re sh—"

Shayne cut her off. “Stran-
gled.”

“Oh, God! Heavy, man!

“Point, honey. Just how
heavy was she around Tiener
South? How much pressure
when she leaned?”

“Well, plenty. I mean she
has—had weight. She’s—was,
hey, man, it’s tough talking
about the Scorn Machine in
past tense. Anyway, she is/was
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Left Arm for T. J. Johnson.
And T. J. Johnson is a south-
paw, used to pitch for the
Giants or somebody. T. J.
Johnson also belongs to the
Inner Circle. He’s a tribal chief.
When Old Man Tiener was still
around he called a periodic
powwow of his chiefs. T. J.
Johnson squatted in that circle,
smoked the pipe.”

“How about Tiener and
Elizabeth Stewart?” the detec-
tive asked.

“Oh, yeah. Close. I don’t
know from where. Maybe they
once slept together or some-
thing. She lays that—Ilaid that
closeness bit on us every so of-
ten, too.”

“Tiener is dead, huh?”

“Yeah. Fell off his yacht.
Some shark fisherman will turn
up his dentures someday.”

“I’ve heard some people think
that was an act, that Tiener is
alive and in hiding.”

“Un-huh. So the music goes
here and there, but I don’t hap-
pen to be on that wave length.”

“If Tiener is in hiding, might
Elizabeth Stewart have had a
line to him?”

“Oh, Lordy, I dunno! It’s pos-
sible, I suppose. She’d tell you
she did have, that’s for sure.
But—hey, that’s real far out
thinking, man!”

“Get a good night’s sleep,
doll. I've got a hunch it’s going
to be a tough day at Tiener

South tomorrow. The joint is
gonna be littered with cops.”
“You hanging up on me now,
Shayne?”
“Yep.”
“Man, you’re—frustrating!”
He nursed a second cognac.
Tiener was the kind of man to
have the clout to hire a

*sniper—if he got the word that

somebody was upsetting his
applecart.

Question: Was Tiener alive,
wielding clout?

Question: What was his
applecart?

Question: If Tiener was alive,
if he had an applecart, if he
had been informed by a secre-
tary that a private detective
was pushing on that cart, if he
had sent a sniper, if the sniper
had failed—why kill the hand
that had fed?

Or maybe Elizabeth Stewart’s
death was independent reaction
to failure. Maybe the sniper
had trailed the detective to the
secretary after the failure,
might have panicked and
killed. One mouth closed, one to
go.
Shayne was acutely alert as
he piloted the Buick back to his
apartment building. Headlights
occasionally hung in his rear-
view mirror for several blocks,
but all eventually disappeared.
He turned down the ramp into
the basement garage knowing
that he had not been trailed.
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Inside his apartment, the
gentle breeze continued to flow
freely through the shattered
window, and the cracks in the
opposite wall were mute remin-
der, but the apartment was
empty and he didn’t find any
bombs ticking away under his
bed.

He catnapped most of the
night. During the waking
periods he swept the cognac
bottle from the table beside the
bed, had a slug, then settled
against the propped pillows and
attempted to put together a
mental image of a living Robert
Hume Tiener.

His phone jangled at 7:30 in
the morning. It was Will Gen-
try. “Get your tail down here,
shamus,” the police chief
growled.

Shayne rolled. Not because
Gentry had summoned. He
knew why Gentry had called—a
business card had been passed
from desk clerk to cops. He rol-
led because the cops had had
enough time to clean up the
preliminaries in their investi-
gation of the murder of
Elizabeth Stewart and he could
get information from their
same reports.

Hell, if the man with the
boyish face had been the killer,
if he had still been inside the
building, maybe the police had
the case wrapped up.

They did not. They had a
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mystery on their hands. Ninety
per cent of the violent deaths
that occurred were cut and
dried—victim and murderer
often in the same room when
the cops arrived. Ten per—cent
were mysteries. And policemen
hate mysteries. They have
enough work to do just sorting
out the details of the open
murders.

Gentry was in a dour frame
of mind. He snapped, “You
weren’t dodging, Mike. You left a
calling card. So all I want to
know is how come you went to
see Elizabeth Stewart and what
took you where after you found
her dead.”

Shayne put a package to-
gether for the police chief. It
included his visits to Brooks
and Associates, to Tiener
South, the shadowing of
Elizabeth Stewart, a sniper’s
shot and the speculation that
had sent him to the Towers.

“She was alive, Will—scared
but alive. But when I went
back up to her place an hour
later she was dead.”

“This man,” scowled Gentry,
fingering the open folder on his
desk. He rifled pages. “This is
everything we’ve put together
on the case and I don’t have
a single thing in here about
him.”

Shayne yanked an earlobe
with thumb and forefinger. “He
could be a dead end, he could
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be damned important. I haven’t
got him tagged yet.”

“There’s some reason the guy
is bothering you, Mike.”

“Hunch, Will. No more.”

“I gotta have more.”

“So you go your way. I'll go
mine.”

Gentry sat back then, his
body width spreading beyond
the lines of the leather chair.
“Two men found dead in a
swamp, a woman killed in her
apartment. Two of the three
victims are employees of Tiener
South. You go out to Tiener’s,
ask questions, then somebody
takes a shot at you. It makes
Tiener South a focal point,
doesn’t it?”

“Is old man Tiener really
dead, Will?”

He looked out from under
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