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These statements are typical! 1.C.S. gets letters
like these regularly. Coupon senders report pay
raises. Others win important promotions or new,
interesting assignments. Still others find happiness,
job security, opportunities never dreamed possible.
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%“ the I.C.S. coupon is “lucky.” Of course,
that’s not true. The real reason for these
amazing results is what happens to the person when
he or she‘ails the coupon.

They claim

Is it LUCK? The results are so impres-
sive, so quick in commg, that some say

Coupon is first step! Naturally, you want to make
good. But you’ve put off doing something about it.
Mailing this coupon is definite action! It shows you're
fed up with waiting for the breaks. You're deter-
mined to make your own breaks! And this determi-
nation alone accounts for much of the “luck” you’ll
start to experience.
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“good luck”
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— crammed wnth information. For ex-
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THE LEAST POPULAR CRIME

T ISN'T strange, when you stop to think
about it, that forgery seems the least
popular of crimes. The most energetic, if
. not the greatest forger of all times made only
$26,000 working steadily at his trade for a
period of some nine years.

Vrain-Lucas was his name. He was a
Frenchman, born about 1818 at Chateaudun.
And he did some 27,000 forgeries, which
seems to work out at a little less than a dollar
apiece—not so good, especially when they
purported to be from many of history’s most
renowned characters to others of the world’s
great. The fake signatures included Julius
Caesar, Herod, Cleopatra, Pascal, Pontius
Pilate, Attila, Galileo and a host of others.
Strangely enough, Galileo’s was the only one
written in the supposed correspondent’s lan-
guage.

The rest of them were all in French, which
-might have struck a less trusting buyer as
odd.

Oh, yes, Lucas found a buyer: a renowned
French geometrician and a member of the
Académie des Sciences, one Michel Chasles.
A brilliant man, really, and not to be laughed
at too much. Lucas did make many mistakes,
but at the same time he had put in much time
and research on the preparation of the let-
ters.

There was a misleading superficial cor-
rectness on all the varied subjects neces-
sary in the wide range of correspondence.
And his tale of how he obtained the collec-
tion was a masterpiece.

It seems, avowed Vrain-Lucas, that one
Comte de Boisjardin emigrated to America
with all his worldly possessions, including

the letters. Alas, there was a shipwreck, but
miraculously the epistles were saved. Even
the few that became water-spotted weren’t
so bad they coutdn’t be sold. And the original
owner couldn’t be questioned as to the au-
thenticity because, alas again, the poor fellow
was drowned.

It was really quite a con game the conti-
nental was able to work.

Lucas might have been in clover for life
if he'd chosen a less benevolent purchaser.
But the kind-hearted Chasles, not satisfied
with denating his 140,000 francs to Lucas’
well-being must needs go further and give
some of the letters away. And the recipient
was that same Académie des Sciences to
which he belonged. The Académie, ignoring
that old adage about gift horses, proceeded
to give the teeth a thorough searching and
bared their own.

Fraud, they screamed.

That was in 18068, but doting Chasles and
dauntless Vrain-Lucas went right on with
their buyer-seller combination until 1869
when Chasles’ faith finally began to wobble.
Then in- 1870 the courts took over.

Vrain-Lucas was tried and sentenced. A
whopping fine and a two-year sentence might
have stopped a less intrepid scribe, but not
our Lucas. Out again, off again, in again.
The second time he served a three-year sen-
tence.

That did it. While the individual great
went right on holding their places in the
annals of history, Vrain-l.ucas, who for nine
years had been all the world's great, came
out to fade away in the obscurity of petty
crookdom. o 00



WHAT SECRET POWER
DID THIS MAN POSSESS?

anamih Franklin

(A Rosicrucian)

.\;-\/HY was this man great? How does any-

one—man or woman—achieve greatness? Is
it not by mastery of the powers within our-
selves?
Know the mysterious world within you! At-
tune yourself to the wisdom of the ages! Grasp
the inner power of your mind! Learn the
secrets of a full and peaceful life! Benjamin
Franklin—like many other learned and great
men and women—was a Rosicrucian. The
Rosicrucians (NOT a religious organization)
first came to America in 1694. Today, head-
quarters of the Rosicrucians send over seven
million pieces of mail annually to all parts of
the world.

€ he Rosicrucians

BAN JOSE ¢« (AMORC) « CALIFORNIA

KT ] THIS BOOK FREE!
- MASTERY. OF LIFE

{

Write for YOUR FREE
COPY of “The Mastery of
Life’—TODAY. No obliga-
tion. No salesmen. A non-
profit organization. Address:
Scribe P.V.P.

SEND THIS COUPON

Scribe P.V.P,

The ROSICRUCIANS (AMORC)

8an Jose, California

Please send me the free book, The Mastery oj Life, which

explains how I may learn to use my hcu{ties and powers
of mind.
NAME
ADDRESS_
CITY.

ZONE

STATE
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By Subscribing To
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protect yourself against possible price
increases as well.
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BUREAU

OF MIGGING PERSONG

Are there any friends or relatives with whom you
have lost contact through the years and whose where-
abouts you’d like to determine? Perhaps there’s some
old war buddy or former schoolmate or sweetheart
you’d like to locate. Let’s have the facts and we’ll
publish them. Tell us the name of the person you are
seeking, the last known address, and any other facts
that will help in making contact. There is no charge
of any kind for this service,: but please let us know
of your success.

I am 36 years old. 1 was just a year old
when my father, William R. Golden, left
home to join the Army in 1917. Mother re-
ceived letters from him for a while, but some
time in 1919 when he was stationed with the
Army of Occupation in Coblenz, G&rmany,
he ceased writing. Through the War Depart-
ment we ascertained that he had come home
and been discharged in 1920. But we never
heard from him again. 1 have no particular
‘desire to see him, but recently the family
came into some money, part of which be-
longs to him._ It is waiting here for him,
should he ever turn up. He would be 62
years old if he is still alive. As a young man,
he worked at the printer’s trade—lW. R.
Golden Jr., 116 Remsen Street, Brooklyn,
N. Y.

My son, Richard Ames Graves, left home
in January, 1951. He was then 19 years old.
I got a postcard from him in March, from
Savannah, Georgia, but since then he has not
written. It seems hard to believe that if he
were well he would not write to me, as he
was always a devoted son. It is possible that
he is suffering from amnesia, or that he met
with foul play. He is 5" 11” tall and weighs
about 180 pounds. He has dark brown curly
hair and brown eyes. 1 pray for him night
and day.—Mrs. Robert C. Graves, 8712 Kis-
sena Parkway, Bronx, N. Y.

During the last war, I was buddies with a
guy from Cleveland, Ohio, named Ward
Watson. After I came home, I wrote him a
couple of times, but the letters came back
with the notation, “Unknown at this ad-
dress.” If anybody knows where I can get
hold of my old buddy from the 253rd Infan-
try, I'd much appreciate the information.—
Henry Brewer, 383 Santangelo Street, Los
Angeles, Calif.

My mother and I are very anxious to lo-
cate her sister, Sarah Levy, whom she last
saw about 15 years ago in Denver, Colorado.
We have heard that she married a man named
Wolf (or Wolfe). Aunt Sarah would be 42
years old now. She is about 5 3” tall, and
weighed, when my mother saw her last,
about 115 pounds. She has light brown hair
and blue eyes. In case she sees this, Mother
wants her to know that no one in the family
holds anything against her any more, espe-
cially now that Grandfather is dead.—Jean
Neuberg, 832 South lilson Street, Chicago,
1.

Last January I wrote you and you were
kind enough to print a note about my son.
Would you be good enough to print this
one? His name is John Russell Hudson, 16
years old, 6/ 3” tall, 196 pounds, medium-
dark hair, brown eyes. John: I am under
doctor’s care constantly. I want you to know
that you are not only welcome at home, but
wanted and needed. We promise not to in-
terfere in your life. Please, I have been pun-
ished enough for loving you. Mother.—Mrs.
Ila J. Gasper, 1621 Arlington Ave., Flint 6,
Mich.
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ROOM A Novel by BRUCE ELLIOTT

Chapter |

HERE were electric light bulbs in the
fixtures on the walls, but they were col-
ored and didn’t cast much light. Some were
deep red, some dark green; what little il-
lumination filtered down to the people who
crowded the double hotel room was enough
to show their outlines but not their features.
At one side, a phonograph, its volume
turned down low, was making one of the
only two sounds that could be heard in the
room. A husky-voiced vocalist on a record
was singing:
“When your throat gets dry, you know
you’re high.”

Below that could be heard the whispered
sound of smoke being pulled into avid lungs,

Who would notice when he slipped into the smoke-filled room? In

the marijuana dream world—what was one more murder nightmare?
11
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Fingers curled around the precious reefers
as the men and women in the room got their
kicks.

Near the door an incense burner was busy
trying to camouflage the smell of marijuana
by superimposing the sickeningly sweet smell
of incense on the already heavy atmosphere.

The reefer lights around the room were
there because bright lights are a ‘“bring-
down,” and when a tea head is getting high
he wants to stay there, not get brought out
of his condition by any violent contrasts.

The voice on the record chanted:

“—then you’re a viper.”

In one corner a low-voiced man was mak-
ing time with a girl he had brought. He was
saying, “That’s it, baby doll, hold it down,
don’t let it out of your lungs till you have to.”

The eighteen-year-old girl was trying des-
perately to obey directions, but the acrid
smoke hurt her throat, and the crowded
room, the air breathed and rebreathed by
many lungs was combining to make her feel
queasy.

A man who held an eighth of an inch of
thin cigarette between the callused ends of
his forefinger and thumb, and who, from
time to time placed his cupped fingers and
the “roach” into his mouth and dragged at it,
moved across the room, stepping over the
couples on the floor. He made his way to a
dark, sullen-faced man whose two-day
growth of beard was visible even in the heavy
shadows.

The man sucked the last possible bit of
drug out of the dinch and asked the sullen-
faced man, “What about a couple of broads,
Mac? Some of these squares are getting
lonesome.”

“Yeah

THE dark man eased the door open and
left. In the other room where three wom-
en sat, the lights were a little brighter. The
man with the heavy beard said to a tall, too
slim blonde whose hair color hurt the eyes
because of its chemical harshness, “Let’s go.
Maybe you kids would like to meet some new
guys.”

Blondie said, “Yeah, we've wasted the best
part of the evening already.” Turning, she

POPULAR DETECTIVE

spoke to the other two women. “C’mon,
Betty. Pick it up, Louella.”

Louella, who was as stocky and heavy-set
as the blonde was thin and light, said, “This
was the night I was gonna get home early.
I swore to the baby sitter I'd get right back.”

‘The only remotely pretty girl of the trio,
Betty, said, “Cut the squawking. To meet a
few new guys, it’s not bad.”

The blonde girl looked at herself “apprais-
ingly in a compact mirror and said as they all
walked toward the door, “Sometimes I think
I’d rather play tag in a poison ivy patch.”

The door closed on them.

Downstairs on Forty-seventh Street near
Broadway, a man detached himself from the
lamp post he had been supporting. He was
close to thirty-five and looked older. Thin-.
faced, long-nosed, with worry lines around
his eyes, he hunched his narrow shoulders
so that his overpadded jacket would sit more
correctly as he walked toward a little tubby
man who was reading a horse sheet avidly.

The thin man said, “What room’s the tea
pad in tonight, Morry?”

Without raising his eyes from the tip
sheet, or moving his lips discernibly, Morry
answered, “1214, Garrow. Why you wanna
know? You're no viper.” :

“Ya never know, I always say,” said Gar-
row.

Then Morry focused all his attention on
the tong shot he was trying to handicap.

Bill Garrow turned away from Broadway
and walked toward Sixth Avenue. In the
middle of the block, identical with all the
other hotels that line the street, was the one
he was looking for. He didn't pause in front
of it but, walking more rapidly he went up
the three dirty steps that formed the stoop
and into what passed for a lobby in the hotel

sthat called itself the Elite.

The ratty lobby was full of what had once
been overstuffed chairs. The padding had
long since dribbled through tears in the cloth
and now the chairs were as misshapen as the
elderly, lonely people who sat in them.

Clustered near one poorly dressed seventy-
year-old woman were five asthmatic Peki-
nese. They looked almost as old as their
owner, and their fur was matted and dirty.

Not looking down Garrow came too near
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the dogs and stepped on one. It snapped and
tried to tear at his leg. Unthinkingly he bent
down and cuffed the dog. It skittered across
the lobby howling in pain.

The old woman yelled for help, and before
Garrow quite knew what had happened he
was the center of attention.

The old woman said, “You.fiend '—poor
little Ming Toy, come to Mother! Diddums
bad man hurt little Ming?”

The dog somehow managed to jump from
the unwashed tile floor up into its mistress’s
lap.

The old woman glared at Garrow.

The house detective said, ‘“Be more care-
ful next time, huh?”

Garrow bit his lip. This was the last thing
he wanted to have happen. He wondered if,
since he had now been noticed by everyone
in the lobby, including the dick, if maybe he
had better put ‘off what he had in mind.

But his plan was all set, and it would be
another week before there was another pad
in this particular hotel. It was a rotten break,
but possibly not a fatal one.

Stalking towards the elevator he entered
it and when it was in motion, said, “Twelve.”

EAVING the elevator he kept his hand in

his pocket on the key he knew would
open any door in the hotel. Almost uncon-
sciously, he waited till the sound told him
that the elevator had gone, then hurried up
two flights of stairs.

He walked down the torn carpet that cov-
ered the narrow corridor, his eyes busy, look-
ing for the room in which Madigan was
waiting for his cut.

1420. There.it was. Right ahead of him.
He slipped the skeleton key from his pocket
and then pausing for just a moment, went
ovér in his mind the various details of what
he had to do.

Then he slipped the key into the lock and
softly, ever so softly, slid the door open. The
unshaded single bulb in the ceiling cast its
raw light down over the small room. An un-
made bed in one corner almost filled the
closet=sized room. A chair, a dresser and a
wash basin the: management felt filled the
requirements of what they called a single, at
two dollars a day.

On the rickety dresser a cheap alarm clock
ticked time noisily away.

Madigan wouldn’t have left the light on
unless he had just gone down the hall to the
bathroom, Garrow knew, and took advantage
of it. He stepped to the right of the door so
that he would be momentarily unseen when it
opened.

Heavy footsteps warned him that the
room’s occupant was returning.

Garrow’s hands went to his own neck and
he loosened his tie. Holding one end in his
right hand he looped it around his fingers.
He did the same thing with his left hand.
About eighteen inches of heavy silk hung
between his two hands.

The door opened.

When it closed, Madigan saw his visitor.
He said, “Bill Garrow! It’s about time you
got here! I need the dough for getaway
money.”

But then he saw the length of cloth in
Garrow’s hands and his voice died down.
For just an instant fright showed on his face,
then it was washed away by anger as his
hand dived for his hip pocket.

Before it got there, Garrow had leaped,
and the cloth was around Madigan’s ‘thick
neck and it got tighter and tighter. -

Almost no sound at all escaped from Madi-
gan’s throat. That, Garrow thought, was
one of the big advantages to garrotting. The
man he was strangling fell to his knees. His
thick trunk was arched, his hands tore at
Garrow’s but they were getting feebler now.

Eyes wide, Garrow stared down at his vic-
tim’s face. It was changing color fast. Gar-
row liked that. He loosened his hold a trifle
so that death would not come too rapidly.
Madigan managed to get a gasp of air into
his lungs before the hand tightened again.

The oxygen kept him alive perhaps thirty
seconds longer than he would have lived
without it.

When Garrow was sure that he had suc-
ceeded in what he was doing, he pulled the
tie from the folds of flesh that had held it,
then flipping the tie out, he tied a slip knot
in it and carefully replaced the loop around
the corpse’s neck.

A broken piece of wainscotting up near the
ceiling had caught his eye the last time he
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had visited Madigan. He used it now. Mus-
cling the unwieldy body onto the bed, he
forced the corpse upright.

It took him a little longer than he had fig-
ured to tie the free end of the cloth around
the break in the wainscotting, but he man-
aged it at last. Stepping down from the bed
he moved back from the corpse and con-
sidered it.

Then he went to the bed and arranged
Madigan's big feet so it looked as if he had
arched his body out from the bed, his feet
the base of the bow, his neck the top of it.
Held by the tie, his face becoming bloated,
Madigan looked enough like a suicide to

“satisfy his murderer.

Garrow reached into Madigan’s back poc-
ket and removed the gun that the man had
tried to pull. No sense in leaving it. The
cops might wonder why a man would
choose so painful a death as strangling, when
he had a bullet handy to blast into his brain.
Only one thing left to decide. Garrow won-
dered, if he were killing himself, would he
do it in the dark? Or in the light? Hard to
tell. But he’d better leave the light on, he
decided, because otherwise the cops might
wonder how Madigan had been able to see in
the dark to catch the silk tie on the wood.

Chapter 11

OCKING the door after him, Garrow

looked up and down the long, narrow
corridor. If he were spotted now he'd be in
real trouble. He had to get to the fire-escape
at one end of the hall, and he had to get
there without being seen.

Tiptoeing, he made his way towards the
window that led to the fire-escape.

Pausing often, eavesdropping at the doors
as he went, he was prepared for violence at
any moment. He’d shoot anyone who spotted
him.

He didn't let the pent-up air out of his
lungs till he was safely out on the rusting
iron of the old fire-escape. Then he looked
down, straight down, fourteen floors to the
ground. He didn't care for the view much

. and found himself gritting his teeth to control
the vertigo that always affected him when he
looked down from heights.

No time for lousing around now!

He raced down the two flights of iron
stairs and without pausing ducked through
the window on the twelfth floor. .

This was the next to the last danger he
had to face. If he was seen coming in this
window— But no one was in sight.

He knew Room 1214 was nearby, but
first he had to find an empty room. Again
listening at doors, he had to try four before
he heard no signs of occupancy. Then, slip-
ping the key into the lock he eased the door
open. No sound, no light. Tt was safe.
Lighting a match, he found the phone and
asked the operator for a number. Waiting,
he whistled tunelessly.

A harsh voice said, ** Police Headquarters.
Sergeant Kahan.”

Keeping his voice down, Garrow lied,
“Listen, this is Blacky. I'm one of Walsh’s
stoolies. Tell him there's a magjjuana party
going on at the Illite on Forty-seventh, Room
1214.”

Without waiting for an answer, he re-
turned the phone to its cradle and crept out
of the quiet room.

So far so good. The hard part was over
now. Smiling a little he walked casually
down the hall to Room 1214. Tapping it
with a “shave-and-a-hair-cut” rhythm, he
waited till the door opened a crack, then
said ;

“C’mon, lemme in. This is Garrow.”

The sullen-faced, black-hearded man looked
a little surprised. He said, *“It’s almost over,
Garrow. Why waste a finsky ?”

“Ah,” Garrow said, smiling, “Mac, what’s
money 7"

Handing the man a five-dollar bill he en-
tered the double room of what passed for
a suite in the Elite Hotel.

None of the couples in the room even
looked at him as he crawled over them and
leaned against the wall, where he could see
the people in the darkened room as clearly
as possible.

Looking around, he tried to spot the
stooge with the reefers. Some petting parties
were going on.

Garrow finally managed to make out the
faces of three girls he knew, but all of them
were occupied with their dates. The heavy



The man Garrow was strangling fell to his knees

blue smoke that vipers say smells like a
chicken dinner hurt Garrow’s eyes. He
needed a stick of tea.

The stooge with the stuff worked his way
to Garrow's side and held out his open palm.
On it was one of the thinly rolled hand-made
cigarettes that the others were inhaling so
lustfully. Garrow took it and, lighting it,
dragged the smoke down into his lungs and
held it there for a long moment.

Then the atmosphere no longer hurt his
eyes. He could feel his edginess begin to
fade away. Three more drags and he could
feel the cotton wool beginning to form around
his finger tips. There, that was better.

But suddenly he remembered that he

15

hadn’t ditched the gun. The ease supplied
by the drug vanished. No sense in taking a
Sullivan law violation, that was for sure.
Edging past the sprawling couples he made
his way to the bathroom.

NSIDE the room he lifted the top of the

water closet and dropped Madigan’s pis-
tol into the water.

Then looking at himself in the bathroom
mirror, he wondered if his lack of a tie looked
suspicious. Just for safety’s sake he put his
shirt collar outside his jacket. He was wear-
ing a sport’s shirt, and it looked all right.

As he went back into the double room the
outer door slammed open and three uni-
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formed. policemen entered. They had their
guns out. One said, “This is a pinch. Don’t
anybody try to beat it. We got the place
covered.”

White lights clicked on, assaulting drug
heavy eyes.

The girls looked irritated more than any-
thing else. It was the men who were really
concerned. They looked guilty and shame-
faced, Garrow thought, a thin sneer on his
own face. The stooge who carried the tea, on
his person, swore a blue streak and as the
others began to file out the door, he slipped
an envelope to Garrow and said:

“You're near the window.
the hell out, willya?”

Garrow gauged how far away the police
were and decided to take the risk. Holding
the envelope of tea behind his back he moved
backward to the window. It was open only
about six inches but that was enough. He
slipped the evidence out.

The stooge whispered, “Thanks, Garrow.
I always knew you were regular.”

“It’s okay.”

“No sense in me taking an extra rap,
and they can’t prove nothin’ without the
Mary Warner for evidence.”

“Sure, sure.” Garrow turned away. He
wanted to get arrested and have it over with.

The male customers were leaving the room
in single file. Garrow got on the end of
the line. Two of the cops were pushing the
dark man with the heavy beard toward the
door. Through the open door into the other
room, Garrow could see three girls strug-
gling into their wraps.

Mac, the dark man said to the cops,
“What's wrong with you guys? I iced the
cap’n on’y last week.”

One cop shrugged his shoulders in irrita-
tion. “Who knows? Maybe  he’s mad at
you.”

“Mad at me? After I been fixin’ him for
years?” Mac was outraged.

“What are you beefin’ about?” the cop
asked. “You can stand for a rap. So you
get six months on the Island. It won’t kill
you.”

“Six months, hell!” Mac swore again.
“I'll get a suspended sentence or I'll know
the reason why!”

Throw this

Dispassionately the cop smashed his night-
stick along the side of Mac’s jaw. He said,
“That wasn’t a threat, was it, Mac?”

“Why’n’cha keep your hand to yaself?’
You coppers are all alike!” Mac had his’
hand to his swelling face. “I pay off and I
pay off, and the next thing I get rapped.”

The cop pushed him out the door after
the others. :

Load after load of arrested men filled the
small elevator cages. Garrow was in the last
batch to go down and so was able to see the '
way the policemen treated the girls. He
was pleased when Betty smashed her poc-
ketbook in a cop’s face, and said, “Keep ya
big hands off me, copper!” She spat, and
said, “I hate cops!”

The policemen called her a few choice
names and then rapped her across the but-
tocks with his nightstick.

She let out a yell, and the cop, surprised
by the volume of sound said, “Shaddup! Or
I'll close your mouth for good.”

Her epithets were, if anything, even more
unlikely than the ones the cop had called her.

The last thing that Garrow heard as the
elevator door closed was the cop saying,
“You better button your lip or I'll ram your
teeth down your throat.”

Garrow felt pleasantly excited.

THE feeling persisted even when he had
to cross the lobby and stand hearing the
old woman with the five dogs say, “See!
See! What'd I tell you! He’s one of them!
Just like T said!”’

Outside the lobby Garrow saw the paddy
wagon waiting and by the time the old woman
finished shouting at him he was almost glad
to get into the wagon with the other men.
They sat in stony-faced silence. No man
wanted any other to look at him.

The ride to the local precinct house did
not take long. But it was enough time for
Garrow to be able to double-check what he
had done. He had been the last one into
the wagon angd his unseeing eyes looked out
the rear door past the patrolman who stood
on guard and passed incuriously over the
crowd of people who as usual milled around
on Broadway, going to, or coming from the
movie houses.
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But Garrow had seen it all too often to
pay any attention even to the girls in their
dressed-up best, or the men in their going
out clothes. His mind was busy with himself
and what he had done.

He had saved four thousand dollars by
killing Madigan. Tt was in a safe place, one
that the police would never suspect. The
burglary had gone like clockwork right from
the moment he had spotted the story about
that Hollywood star in the papers and had
decided that some of her jewelry must be
legit.

As a matter of fact, he thought, the whole
thing had gone off swell. He’d pointed out
the news item to Madigan, they’d decided to
do something about it, and the following
night had seen them in the star’s Park
Avenue apartment.

When they rumbled the joint all they’d
had to do was knock out one female servant
and go looking for the loot. They hadn’t
found it. But the answer was obvious. The
star must be wearing it. They’d waited pa-
tiently, drinking her brandy while they sat
around. The one dangerous point in the
whole night’s work had been when the girl
had come in roaring drunk with a guy.

But the guy had left when she got sick.
Then Madigan and Garrow had come out
of the closet in which they’d been hiding,
ripped the jewels off the star, and left her,
sprawled across the bed in a drunken semi-
stupor. ‘

Eight grand Garrow had received from
the fence. Four apiece, Madigan had thought.

Garrow looked at his hands. They had
saved him four thousand dollars and he was
obscurely grateful to them. So now he had

eight grand. It was no big deal, but it was"

enough to keep him going for a while. He
had no expensive tastes.

Chapter 111

HINKING back, Bill Garrow went over

the murder scene again. His necktie
wouldn’t give him away for there must have
been tens of thousands of them made. He'd
paid a buck for it in a store that sold noth-
ing but ties, and where there were so many
customers it would be impossible for a clerk

to remember one buyer.

The patrol wagon came to a halt and Gar-
row could see the dull green lights in front
of the station house. He had been seen go-
ing into the hotel, of course, but that was
covered by his having been at the tea pad.
He hadn’t been seen on the fourteenth floor
by anyone as far as he could tell and, with
any sort of luck, Madigan’s body shouldn’t
be found till long after he was arrested. It
would be pice and tidy to be in jail when the
murder was discovered. He liked that, for
he knew full well that, detective stories to
the contrary, it's almost impossible for a
medical examiner to tell from a corpse at
what precise time death had occurred.

Following the burly policeman into the
station house he looked about him. The
other men and women followed him in single
file, most of them looking uneasy. Garrow
could imagine what it would be like for those
of the men who were married to try and
explain what they had been doing.

The desk sergeant looked down at them
over the high rim of the stained mahogany
in front of him. He grinned, then turned to
the arresting officers and said, “Quite a little
batch of beauties you got!”

The men were giving their names as John
Doe and John Smith. Just as automatically
the women gave their names as Jane Doe and
Jane Smith. It was as cut and dried as a
well-rehearsed scene in a play.

Garrow watched with some amusement.
He was the only one who was ‘benefiting
from the whole thing. lLeaning against the
wall he wondered if all station houses all over
the world looked the same and smelled the
same. Every one he’d ever been in had
smelled this way.

It was an odor made up of unwashed
bodies, dead tobacco, and fear. ‘

Ambling over to the desk sergeant, Gar-
row asked, “What’s going to happen to us,
Sarge?”

The red-faced, heavy-set man who could
have stood the exercise of walking a beat,
looked down at him and said, “You just an
innocent bystander like these other slobs ?”

Nodding, Garrow grinned. “Even mare
innocent.”

“A night in the tank, unless you wanna
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see if you can get hold of a bail bond boy.”

“And after that?”

“Umm,” the red-faced man considered,
“they generally call it disorderly conduct in
court.. Ten days or twenty-five dollars. That’s
about all.” He pointed a stubby thumb at
the girls, and Mac. “They're the ones who
are in for trouble.”

“Six months ?”" Garrow asked.

“Maybe more, depending on how the
magistrate feels. Sometimes one of them
gets real holy and throws the book at them.”

Thanking him, Garrow retreated again to
the wall, to watch what was going on. He
wondered .if maybe he should take the ten
days instead of paying the fine. The island
would be a good place to wait while the heat
over Madigan’s death died down.

Look at it from any angle, he thought,
and he was in the clear. There was just noth-
ing that the cops could fasten onto that
would get him in trouble. Smiling, he con-
gratulated himself.

It was just before twelve o’clock and the
police were negligent. There was nothing to
be feared from a group like this. As soon as
all of them had been booked and thrown in
the tank these prisoners could be forgotten.

Garrow watched Mac, the man who had
put on the tea party. His face was turning
black and blue and the swelling was bigger
now. That had been quite a clout he received
from the cop, Garrow though.

Mac must be real mad, he decided. To
pay off for protection and then not get it,
must be annoying.

OUELLA, one of the girls Garrow knew,

4 walked to his side and said, “Can you
go bail for me, honey?”

He asked, “Why?"

“My kid.”" She looked shaken. “God
knows what the baby sitter. will do now.
I swore I'd be home an hour ago.”

No one was paying any attention to them.
He dilated his nostrils and said, “You've
been a bad girl, haven't you, honey?”

She smapped, “Oh, cut that out, willya?”

He leaned closer and gripped the soft
flesh of her arms. Maybe, he thought, it
would be worth while to spring both of them
and go home with her. He had a little fun

coming to him after what he had been
through.

She said, “Garrow, have a heart, willya?
Spring me. I’'m broke and need dough bad.”

Her compact body was close ‘to his. He
walked towards the desk, estimating how
much it would cost him. He was riding high.
He'd got away with murder. He was in the
chips, and he felt great.

Then, right then, through the doorway of
the station house came two uniformed police-

men. They were having a hard time with
their prisoner. She was drunk, noisy, and
nasty.

A mink stole dragged on the dirty floor
of the station house as the cops muscled her
into the room. Her strapless gown had
given up the struggle to do any covering
at all. Her breasts which had carried her
from a tenement in Brooklyn to fame in
Hollywood were bare.

She said, “You can’t do this to me! You
know who I am?”

A cop said, “Yeah, sister, we know who
you are. Now shut up and try to act like a
lady, or is that too hard?”

Her long-nailed fingers ripped out and cut
the edge of the policeman’s eye. He swore
and the other cop managed to grab her wrists
hefore she could do any more damage.

“You can’t throw me in a drunk tank!
I'm too important!” She threw her head
back and her long red hair whipped through
the air in the gesture that celluloid had made
immortal.

The desk sergeant groaned. “Not that one
again! Movie stars! Bah! They save it all
up on the Coast and then they come to New
York and thev get rid of it all in one big
lump!” He shook his head and asked the
arresting officers, “Why didn’t you take her
home? You know her press agent’ll be down
here in half an hour with fifteen lawyers!”

“We hadda bring hér in,”” one of the offi-
cers said. “She made such a mess in the
night club that the manager swore that this
time he'd prefer charges!”

“Yeah, yeah, until the lawyers get around
to him and buy him off. All right, let’s book
her and get it over with.”

The Hollywood star drew herself up with
drunken arrogance, shook off the restrain-
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ing hands of the two policemen and said,
“G wan, take a good look!” Then in a
fumble fingered fashion she managed to pull
up the bodice of her gown till she was almost
respectable.

Throwing the longer end of her stole
about her bare shoulders, she waggled her
head from side to side in a weak attempt at
an imitation of sobriety and said, “What a
bunch of punks!™ She looked drunkenly into
each face of the men who had been arrested
in the raid and said to each one in turn,”“I
wouldn't date vou, ya hum!”

And then she came to the end of the line
and her reddened eyes were focussed on
Garrow. A limp forefinger pointed straight
at him and she said, “I know you!"” Pushing
her celebrated face even closer to his she
said, “I know you!” Outrage was plain on
her face. “You—" Her brows drew to-
gether at the painful process of thought.

“There was another guy,” she said slowly.

F ALL the lousy breaks! The one per-
son in all the world who could connect

him with Madigan. He could see what had to
follow. Her identification of him and Madi-
gan as the jewel thieves, then the connection
between him and the dead man would. no
longer be tenuous. The cops would not ac-
cept Madigan's death as suicide.

And then Garrow felt as if something had
let go in his brain. There was an almost
audible click, as if a too tightly wound spring
had let go.

Behind him ‘the open door eof the station
house gaped. Bevond it was the darkness of
the street. All Garrow could think of was
escape.

At first the police had been amused at
the movie_star’s recognition of one of het
fellow prisoners. But when Garrow, with no
warning, suddenly spun around and raced
for the door, the girl screamed like a fish-
wife :

“Don’t let him go! He stole my rubies!
Catch him!”

She was no longer as drunk as she had
been.
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That was the last Bill Garrow heard as his
pelting feet carried him out of the station
house. One leap carried him down the five
steps and the soles of his feet stung as he
landed and continued without a break to run
with all his strength.

Ahead of him the sidewalk was solid with
uniformed policemen. His brain reeled. It
was too complete a nightmare to be real. He
spun around. That direction was blocked by
the bulky bodies of an equal mumber of cops!

Even as he spurted across the street his
stunned mind told him why the cops were
there. It was midnight. They were changing
shifts. The men who had worked from four
to twelve were going off duty and the men
who had the twelve to eight grind were com-
ing on.

To the rear of him a cop yelled through the
door of the station house:

*“Stop him!”

By then he was across the street.

Crouching behind a parked car he tried to
make up his mind what to do. It was hard
with the street blocked by blue uniforms but
he would not, absolutely could not, give up
this easily.

Ahead of him was a railing that kept
people from falling into an aregway in front
of an old brownstone house. He/vaulted over
it and down into the pitch darkness.

Just in time, too, for a bullet hit the iron
railing and screeched as it ricocheted away.
He had landed before he heard the shot.

Pain screamed up his leg to his brain from
his ankle. - He'd landed with one foot in a
garbage pail the other on the uneven ground
of the areaway. Clenching his fists till his
nails cut into his palms he looked about
wildly.

Above him he could hear the sound of
pounding feet racing toward him and the
cul de sac into which he had dropped. To his
right there was an ornamental ironwork
door, a remnant of time when this house
had been respectable. Throwing his shoulder
against it, he prayed for it to open. People,
he thought, who live across the street from a
police station shouldn’t have to worry about
burglars.

It gave and he tumbled on one leg through
the iron-scrolled door.

Chapter IV

NSIDE, the rancid smell of cats and gar-

bage hit Garrow’s nostrils. A flashlight
was turned downwards from the street into
the areaway he had just quitted.

He was in a section about four feet square.
He had to stoop, for above his head was
the underside of the stairway.

In front of him was another door. A
wooden one. Scratching a match he looked
at the lock. Then he dropped the match and,
still standing one-legged, he ripped his wallet
out of his pocket and tore the celluloid square
out of the wallet.

Pushing it in between the door and the
frame he wriggled it experimentally. Then
pushing against the door he turned the knob
as hard as hescould. The door opened as he
heard behind him the sound of the police
running down the wooden stairs that led to
the areaway.

Slamming the door behind him, he dropped
the celluoid and leaned against the wall for
a moment, biting his lips at the torture of his
ankle. Experimentally he put part of his
weight on it. He couldn’t decide whether it
wa}g{broken or just badly sprained.

opping through complete darkness -on
one leg was dangerous, he found. He kept
bumping into furniture in the long hall
through which he was making his way.

Perhaps ten feet ahead of him was a dim
glow of light which must be coming in
through a rear door or window. With all the
noise he was making he was sure no one
could be in the house, but he was wrong, for
as he staggered to a dirty-paned window
through which some random light was pour-
ing, he heard a little shred of sound, then the
overhead, unshaded bulb went on.

Simultaneously he heard the police yell-
ing, and pounding on the front door.

The little wispy old man who was revealed
by the raw light was more frightened than he
was, Garrow saw.

“Wh—" the old man gasped as he held
the front of an old fashioned night-shirt
closed with a shaking hand.

“Shaddup!” Garrow was ferocious. “What
does this window lead to?”
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“A back yard.” The voice trembled off
Into silence.

Slamming the window open, Garrow said
to the old man, “C’'mere.”

‘Shaking in every limb, the man obeyed.

Garrow pushed the old man out the win-
dow ahead of him.

Some inner surge of resentment made it-
self verbal and the old man said, “I’'m in my
bare feet, I'll catch my death of cold!”

As he went through the window, his bent
back even further humped by the exertion,
Garrow leaned over him and sliced at the
thin neck with the edge of a deadly hand.

The old man didn’t even grunt. His slack
body hung half in and half out of the window.
With no hesitation, Garrow tumbled the un-
conscious man out the window and followed
as swiftly as his hurt ankle would let him.

He heard the front door crash open under
the shoulders of the police.

The darkness of the yard was not com-
plete. A slit of moon sent pale light over
parts of the area. Other parts were in black-
est shadow. So little time, Garrow thought
almost despairingly. So little time.

Bundling the slight weight of the old man
into his arms he hobbled towards some trash
that was piled high in a rusting garbage can
nearby, next to a fence that was on its last
legs. Boards were missing from it and
those that remained were rotten and soft.

Garrow arranged the old man behind the
garbage can so that most of his body was
hidden. Then lifting one frail arm he pushed
it out into a little cold patch of moonlight.

If only he had Madigan’s gun, he thought,
he could prop it up in the old man’s hand
and leave him, as a decoy for the police. But
‘he could waste no more time. The sound of
the pursuers was loud in his ears.

With as much effort as he had ever ex-
pended in all his life he managed to squeeze
through a space in the wooden fence. Then,
his eye to a knothole, he waited.

The police streamed out into the yard,
flashlights in hand.

THE uniformed man in the lead had a gun
and when the searching lights spotted
the hand the cop said, “There he is!”

Garrow called through the fence, “Yeah,
you got me, but I'm gonna take a couple of
you with me!”

If they fell for his bluff it might cover him
for some desperately needed time.

He waited, heart in his mouth, until he
saw the police draw back uncertainly. If he
had been behind the garbage can with a gun,
he could have picked them off like clay
pigeons.

Once he saw the police had realized their
danger,” he backed away from the knot-
hole as best he could on one leg.

They’d have the whole block staked out by
now, he knew. What was there for him to
do? Where to go? How to hide?

If only he hadn’t injured his ankle, he’d
have given them a run for their money. But
now— His eyes swept around the yard into
which he had gone. It was a replica of the
one he had just left.

Stumbling, hopping, grunting, he made his
way across the yard and through the fence
on the far side. The cops would not be halted
by his dummy defender much longer.

At the far side of the fence he paused and
looked about. The house that abutted on
the yard was in a better state of repair than
the ones he had just passed through. A fire-
escape ran up an outside wall.

It took his last bit of strength to make his
way to an iron ladder, climb on a box, and
then, hanging by his arms from the end of
the ladder, muscle his way up to it. He
clung there for a long moment gasping as
though his lungs were on fire. Then, using
just his good leg and his hands, he made his
way up the ladder to the first floor fire-
escape.

From his vantage point he could look
across the two fences and into the yard where
the police were now splayed out fanwise,
and were closing in on the garbage can be-
hind which the old man was lying.

It would be only a matter of seconds be-
fore they found out how they had been
hoaxed. He lifted the window that faced the.
iron-lattice work of the fire-escape. It was
locked.

Bunching up his coat around his fist he
drove it through the window, timing the
crash with the roar of rage that came up
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from the policemen as they discovered the
unconscious old man.

Inside the room a quavering voice called,
“Don’t come in! Help! Police!”

A brunette girl, twenty-seven or twenty-
eight years old, a faded robe clutched to her
breast, screamed in fright as she saw him
hobble through the broken glass of the win-
dow and ease himself onto the floor.

“One more peep out of you, sister, and
I'll slit your throat.”

She fainted and slid to the floor, her robe
opening. Looking at her nakedness dispas-
sionately, he thought, some other time,
honey. But that was sheer bravado.

Hobbling around her he made for the door.

In the hallway a dim yellow bulb cast long
shadows along the carpeting. Dragging one
leg behind him, his arms supporting most of
his weight, he pulled himself along the
wooden banister next to the stairwell.

Getting downstairs was almost more than
he could manage, but by half sliding on the
banister, and hopping on his good leg, he
managed to make it to the ground floor Be-
hind him, he could see some baby carriages
stored for the night under the stairway.

His ankle hurt too much. Falling on all
fours, he clumsily pulled himself along on
his hands and knees. The pain was now al-
most all he could feel or think about.

BLACKNESS was pushing against his
eyeballs. But he got to the side of the
nearest baby carriage and drew a packet of

matches. from his pocket. First he lit a
cigarette and, dragging the smoke down into
his lungs, felt some of the blackness fade.

Then, using the lit match, he set fire to all
the other matches in the packet. When they
flared up brightly, he dropped the whole
flaming thing into the baby carriage. It
smouldered for awhile, and then burst into .
flames. Kneeling, he watched as the flames
licked upward, higher and higher, then caught
on the underneath part of the stairs. The
old wood caught as though it had been
drenched in gasoline.

Satisfied, he made his way on all fours to-
wards the front door. The flames in the
back of the hall were following him now.
He couldn’t tell if it was his imagination or
if the fire was moving faster than he was and
was catching up with him. That would be
too ironical, he decided, to die in a fire of
one’s own setting. Drawing on some last
unthought-of reservoir of strength, he man-
aged to get to his feet.

Tucking his bad leg under him, he tried to
hold it there with his hand and hop for the
front door. It was tough, tougher than any-
thing he had ever done in his life, but he
made it.

Forcing the door open, he screamed,
“Fire!”

He was on the street below the station
house. The yards had led him there. He’d
not even heen conscious of going downtown.
Above him in the house he’d set ablaze he
heard frightened voices, the tumult of people
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stirring in fright at man’s most ancient fear.

A middle-aged couple ran down the stairs,
their arms around each other protectingly,
the fire searing them so that they had to
leap the last four steps. :

They surged in mad panic for the front
door, and Garrow said, “ Please, I'm crippled!
Please help me!”

They were decent enough so that the plea
penetrated even their fear. The man shook
his head, his iron-gray hair frizzed from the
fire, and said to his wife, “You go ahead my
dear. There's the street and safety. I'll help
this poor man.”

“Don’t be silly, dear. I'll help, too.”

With the man on his bad side, and the
woman on the other, Garrow managed to get
out the door, down the stoop and onto the
street. In the. distance he could hear the
barking sound of the fire engines’ horns. Be-
hind him the old house was roaring.

People were pouring out of the house now.
Garrow thought idly of the girl who had
fainted in the back of the house, the one he
had scared. She'd look like a piece of old
toast in a couple of minutes.

Then the fire engine sped into the street
and he asked, *‘I wonder, could you help me
into that taxi across the street? I know it’s
a nuisance, but I'm just a visitor here, and
this excitement is_had for me.”

The man said, “No trouble at all.” He
helped Garrow into the taxi and returned to
his wife as Garrow mumbled his thanks.

The street was thick with firemen and

policemen, but none of them were concerned
with the taxi that was edging its way out of
the street. If anything, the firemen were
glad to see it go, for cars are the bane of
all big city firemen, getting in the way, park-
ing too near fire hydrants, being a general
nuisance.

The cabbie asked, “Where you wanna go,
mister 2"’ :

That was the big one all right—where to
go? All he had on him was about ninety
bucks. He had to get to the place he'd hid-
den the eight grand. With that in his hands
he could see a doctor he knew who was not
precisely a doctor, but whose lack of curi-
osity made up for the fact that he had lost
his license.

When he'd hidden the money in his hotel
room he'd never expected to have to grab it
when he was on the lam. The cabbie twisted
around and asked his question again.

Bill Garrow said, “Forty-seventh Street
between Sixth and Seventh.”

Chapter V

OW the biggést danger was that his
hotel was just across the street from
the Elite where he hoped Madigan's corpse
was still hanging. But what if the body had
been found? That would mean more police.
Garrow had to take the risk.
The cab had to go east to Sixth Avenue,
for Forty-seventh Street is one-way east to
[Turn page)
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west. Cutting through traffic, it drove
through the street. Garrow sat back in the
cab, his teeth almost meeting through his
bottom lip. The jouncing the cab was giving
him was not doing his ankle much good.

The car went through the street past the
shop that sold antique coins and the one
that sold special shoes for dancers, and passed
the shop that sold canes and umbrellas. It
passed the bars where the young chicks hang
out with sailors and soldiers, and the one bar
where you could always be sure of being
able to put down a dime on a number, a
fiver on a horse, or find a contact for any-
thing from marijuana to the white stuff.

And then it stopped in front of his hotel.

Hoping that he was hidden in the dark-
ness of the cab, Garrow looked all around.
So far there was no sign of police activity
around the Elite. Garrow could see no men-
ace there. Paying the cabbie he painfully
made his way out of the cab. The lobby of
his hotel was as empty as it ever got which
meant that there were only about eight
people sitting and standing, reading tip
sheets, or talking idly or passing the time of
day.

The one bellhop that his hotel boasted saw
him hobbling in through the front door and
hurried to his side. The bellhop said, “Hi,
Mr. Garrow. Need help?”

Unable to speak, Garrow just nodded, and
put his arm around the uniformed man’s
shoulders. Even though no one turned to
look, Garrow knew that everyone in the
lobby, from the loungers to the night man-

ager was conscious of him.

In the elevator the bellhop asked, “What
happened 7"’

“Car,” Garrow managed to get out.
“Clipped me as it came around a corner.”

“Lousy luck.” The bellhop went into the
usual New Yorker’s tirade about how bad
traffic is in town and how little the police
seem to do about it.

But Garrow wasn't listening. He had one
objective and only one. To get his money.
To do that he had to stay conscious. All else
was washed away in a sea of pain.

The bellhop helped him to his room and
left, his palm green from the bill that Garrow
had placed there.

It took all Garrow’s courage to keep him-
self from throwing himself on his bed and
passing out. Hobbling to the bathroom, he
emptied a half full bottle of codeine down his
throat and then, using a chair as a crutch
he got to the night table at the side of his
bed.

.- He was afraid to sit down on the edge of
the bed even for a moment. Instead he bent
over and pulled the Gideon Bible that all
hotels have in every room out from the
lower level of the night table. He knocked
a flock of magazines and empty cigarette
packages onto the floor.

Then, clutching the Bible to his chest, he
fumbled the phone off the hook. Giving the
number he wanted to the hotel operator he
waited numbly.

A voice asked, “Yes?”

“Doc,” Garrow's voice was weak,
row. Come right over.”

“Where and what should I bring?”

Garrow tried to laugh but it wasn’t much
of a success. “My hotel, and it's not a bullet
wound. I just hurt my ankle. Hurry will
ya, Doc?”

Hanging up, he finally worked up enough
courage to look at his ankle. Sitting in the
chair next to the bed he eased his trouser leg
up and pushed his sock down. It was worse
than he had thought it would be, although
the pain should have told him. A half-inch
of white bone showed through his puffed
skin.

“Gar-

O IT was broken. He tried to be philo-

sophical about it. Doc could straighten it
out, put it in a cast, give him something to
ease the pain and then, out of New York but
fast. He knew just the spot. And it wasn’t
far. He’d used it to cool off in before. Staten
Island. A mere ferry ride away, and yet for
all the connection the fifth borough had with
New York proper, he thought, you might
as well be in Kokomo.

Consciousness was sliding away and he
shook his head to try to keep awake. The
Bible had almost slid out of his fingers.
Better, he thought, take out some loot and
have it ready for Doc. No sense in letting
that vulture see how much money he had.

Taking a cover of the Bible in each hand,
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he ripped. The bills dropped out from the
spine -of the binding where he had secreted
them. The torn Bible fell from his hands as
he grabbed at the money.

Stacking it neatly, he tried to make himself
feel good. Eight grand. It wasn’t bad, at
that. Say a C-note to the doc, and the rest
for him. :

Forcing himself erect he divided the big
packet of money into smaller packets and
was preparing to distribute them into smaller
packets and put them in each of his pockets
so no bulge would show, when there was
a tapping at his door.

“Doc!” he called, then added, “Come on
in. The door’s unlocked.”

It was, too.

That was why the detective kicked it open
with one foot, and threw himself to one side,
just in case Garrow had a gun and was ready
to use it.

Garrow stood, his back’ to his window,
his one hand clenched around the back of

It was a long drop.
Fifteen stories.

the chair that was supporting him, the other
filled with the bills for which he had stolen
and killed.

There were hundreds in that packet, fifties,
twenties, and a lot of tens and fives.

Eyes blurring, Garrow wondered for a
moment if it was the amount of codeine he
had taken, or if the pain was trying to make
him pass out. ,

There was no reality to the plainclothes-
man who faced him, in one hand a gun so
big that it made the Police Positive. 38 look
almost like a toy.

“Wh’ you want?” Garrow asked, and the
room was spinning around and around.

“You, Garrow.”

“Wha’ for?”

“Lots of things, kiddo, lots of things.
Some little, some big.”" The detective’s
harsh face was bleak, but Garrow couldn’t
see it very well. ‘“Little things like jewel
stealing, and big things like arson and mur-
der. We got lots of things to talk to you
about, Garrow.”

“Ya’ can’t prove it.”

Garrow tried to make it sound positive but
he wasn’t very successful. That was the one
real tenet of his existence. Nothing was real
or true unless it could be proved against him.

The detective was slowly coming closer.
He said, “Don’t make book on that, Garrow.
We got you cold. The gal from Hollywood
identified you and Madigan.”

So they’d had time to find out about
Madigan. That made it real tough. Eight
grand wouldn’t buy him a very good mouth-
piece.

Garrow said, “Who’s Madigan?”

“Just a guy you strangled across the
street.”

It was just a guess, Garrow knew. The
cops must have figured that if he and Madi-
gan had been in on the robbery together then
he, Garrow was the most likely murder sus-
pect. They had doped it correctly, but prov-
ing it was something else.

The detective washed that. solace away
when he said, “If we don’t get you for Madi-
gan, Garrow, we got you dead to rights for
a girl who died in the fire you set. We got
enough witnesses. More than enough.”

THE old man he’d slugged, and the mid-
dle-aged couple who’d helped him out of
the burning house.

“But,” the detective said, and he was only
four feet away from Garrow now, “I ain’t
got all night to spend barberin’. Let's go.
Gimme the dough. That'll help to fry you,
but good.”

His head down on his chest like an old,
old man, Garrow looked at the money in his
hand. It wasn’t fair. He’d worked too hard
for that money. He wasn’t going to give it
up. And he wasn’t going to go to jail and
stand trial and get electrocuted. Not him.
Not Garrow.
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Without a warning of any kind, he threw
himself backwards.

It surprised the detective who stood flat-
footed for just a second, then leaped for the
window. But he was too late. Garrow’s feet
flicked past him. :

It was a long drop.

Fifteen stories.

Long before Garrow hit the marquee out
in front of his hotel down on the second
story, he had released his grip on the money.
It fluttered down through the night air.

It was still alive with motion, flickering
and scooting off in unpredictable directions
long after Garrow hit the marquee, bounced
on it, then rolled off and landed with a dull
thump across the motor of a cab.

The cabbie jumped when he saw what
was coming, just before Garrow’s body
landed. Then he swore at the corpse. It had
dented the front of his car.

The cabbie said, ‘“Damn leapers, they
never think of anybody else!”

Then he saw the green stuff raining down
all around him and, greedy hands out-

stretched, he began te cellect the bills that
were nearest him,

A vagrant puff of wind drove some of
the bills down Forty-seventh Street and out
across Broadway. Some of them landed on
the pigeons that sleep on Father Duffy’s
statue. The birds complained as the bills
woke them, but soon went back to sleep.

The last fifty-dollar bill wasn’t found till
almost two months later. By that time Madi-
gan’s and Garrow’s bodies, unclaimed by any-
one, had missed burial in.Petter’s field be-
cause a certain proportion of the unwanted
dead in New York are turned over to medi-
cal schools where they are used for dissection
by internes.

Separated only by the width of the wall
of the metal tanks they floated in, their
cadavers were beginning to turn brown from
formaldehyde. When that happened, it was
as if he had never lived, except as a statistic
in the crime files that yearly, the New York
Police Department turns over to the F.B.I.
But you could never have found Garrow in
the midst of :all those ciphers. ® 00
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“Digging for bait, Fat?” asked Frost
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By ROBERT CARLTON

O YOU DON'T know a thing about
Merkel's murder, huh?”

Lou Frost decided he didn't like Lieuten-
ant Garson’s tone. The question had a nasty
sarcastic quality suggestive of Room J at the
Homicide Bureau—a bare, windowless room,
furnished with a single oak chair and a bright
light. Lou had occupied the chair on several



28 POPULAR DETECTIVE

memorable occasions, and had no panting de-
sire to sit there again. He lowered his news-
paper and peered owlishly at his unwelcome
breakfast guest.

“Naturally not.” He hoped his voice held
the right shade of injured innocence. “Mer-
kel and I were pals.
bet and I gave him mine. Only yesterday we
went over the racing form tegether, to see if
we could pick a long shot.”

“He used you, too.” Like all Swedes, Gar-
son was; stubborn. His pink complexion,
blond hair and blue eyes suggested mildness,
gentleness ; but Lou Frost knew the big dick
could change instantly into a towering Viking
with iron-hard fists and black fury. It was a
metamorphosis that made Lou’s ribs ache to
think about. “You acted as his runner get-
ting bail bond papers =1gned and springing
guys from jail. Yesterday afternoon you got
Fat Ballard out.”

Lou Frost glanced out of the cafe window
at City Hall’s towering white obelisk pointed

at the clear California sky. It was almost

court time, nearly nine, by the gold watch on
his slim wrist. Many of the pedestrians
hurrying up Broadway carried brief cases—
attorneys, he supposed, on the way to the
Hall of Justice. Lou sighed, laid his paper
down. He sometimes wished he were an at-
torney and more conventional.

“I do many jobs around Civic Center,” he
informed Garson, “none of them illegal. I
get information for lawyers—mostly defense
lawyers, since the D.A. has a police force
available. T sell inside stories to the papers.
I act some as unofficial advisor to—ah—per-
sons in distress. I occasionally worked as a
-jail runner for Merkel. So what?”

“So you'd do anything for a fast buck,”
Garson said.

THE LEATHER booth seat suddenly felt

uncomfortable. Lou shifted his position,
and the front of his expensive gray suit coat
fell open, revealing a snowy expanse of tai-
Jored broadcloth shirt and a necktie of hand-
painted desert vistas.

“Not anything,” he corrected. “Let’s say
anything legal. And I have my code -of
ethics, Garson, don’t forget. Just like those
attorneys going to court. I never violate a

He gave me his best™

confidence, never let a client down. I have
my charities, too. The Boys’ Club at Santa
Monica. The Salvation Army and—"

“Cut the speech-making,” Garson ordered.
“What about Merkel?”

Lou removed the sunglasses from his thin
nose and polished the lenses thoughtfully.
His ubiquitous brown eyes looked every-
where but at the cop. He brushed dark hair
back from a forehead tanned from many
hours at his favorite heach. He considered
himself not unhandsome, despite his thirty-
five years.

“Very distressing ahout Merkel,” he said.
“He was a ruthless person, but entertaining
at times:”

A small silence fell between the two men.
Garson glowered as I.ou.leaned over the
newspaper, regarded the item he’d been read-
ing.

“T see Claire Vinson's pearls were stolen
again night before last,” he said blandly.
“That’s the third time in two years. Odd
about that necklace. It’s worth fifty thou-
sand. The two times before the insurance
company paid a five thousand reward for its
return. Vinson hasn’t had a contract in pic-
tures for nearly three years.”

“That has nothing to do with Merkel,”
Garson said.

“Are all Swedes so hug-headed?” Frost
asked. “What’s your proposition, Garson?”

The homicide man leaned forward, his
blue eyes shiny—and hard. “Undercover
man on this case. There’s some information
we police can’t get. You might uncover a
couple of useful things.”

Lou Frost sipped his coffee, found it cold.
“Undercover man—that’s a high-class term
for stool pigeon, when you use it. You know
I have contacts. What makes you think
Merkel’s killer came from the underworld >—
this could be a first crime.”

“Merkel dealt with the underworld as a
bail-bond broker.”

“Very elementary,” Lou
“What does this job pay?”

“Ten dollars a day and your expenses,
What do you say?”

Lou Frost folded the newspaper, yawned,

“It’s better than sitting on my hands,” he
said.

said dryly.
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OU FROST taxied out to the Vinson

place in Brentwood. He didn’t feel
energetic enough to drive his car so early in
the morning, and anyway Los Angeles Coun-
ty was footing the bill. It was a- Monterey-
style ranch house, shaded by tall eucalyptus
trees. Lou caught the blue glint of a swim-
ming pool across the back lawn. A uniformed
maid answered the door. Lou handed her a
gold-engraved card, pushed into the foyer.

“Tell Miss Vinson I'm waiting in the
bar,” he said, “wherever that is.”

The maid closed the door, looked at him
coldly. “Miss Vinson is in the living room
with Mr. Meer. I'll announce you.”

‘Lou handed her his hat. “Never mind. I'll
go right in.”

He walked precisely but confidently under
an archway into the living room. It was a
lovely room, he noted, charmingly informal.
Open, floor-length windows led to a brick
enclosed patio that brimmed with flowers.
Navajo rugs hung from the walls and the
fireplace was a graceful poem in stone. A
man rose from a low divan near the win-
dows as Frost entered. He was tall, not
young, and wore a neatly trimmed mustache.
His sport shirt was open at the throat, and
he looked surprised, as if he hadn’t expected
visitors.

“Sit down, it’s just me,” Lou said cheer-
fully. “I take it you're Clyde Meer. I've seen
you in a picture or two. Not very good parts,
but then you’re not a very good actor. Good
morning.”

The woman rose, too. She was still lovely
despite the fattiness at her chin, the vague
paunchiness under her eyes. -A tight-fitting
housecoat hugged her luxurious figure. Frost
eyed her speculatively. Claire Vinson had
been big time—once. :

“Good morning,” she said thinly. “I like
your nerve.”

“I like it myself at times,” Lou smiled.
“Nerve carries you into situations that might
otherwise prove dull and uninteresting. I'm
Lou Frost.”

“That’s nice,” she said acidly. “Are you
an insurance salesman, or the Fuller Brush
man?”’

““Neither.” Frost’s smile broadened. “I'm
what you might call a pearl-fisherman.”

i show before full darkness.

Her eyes shifted quickly to Meer. The tall
actor’s mouth tightened and he closed his
bony hands into fists. Frost watched him
carefully. The man was muscular, had
threatening possibilities.

“If you're referring to Miss Vinson’s
necklace,” Meer said, “you’ll have to talk to
the insurance company. We haven’t anything
to do with the matter.”

“T have talked to them.” Frost helped
himself to a cigarette from a lacquered box
on a table. “Not over a half-hour ago. There
won’'t be any reward this time, Mr. Meer.
The insurance people intend to catch the
thief, if there was a thief, and recover the
necklace themselves. A very sad state of
affairs, I'd say.”

Meer’s face darkened. “I don’t like your
implication, Mr. Frost.”

"Frost blew smoke at the low-beamed ceil-
ing. “There are implications and implica-
tions, Mr. Meer. The point is, implications
buy us no cakes. A pearl necklace worth fifty
grand can be hard to find. Rather than pay
the full amount of the policy the insurance
comipany might be persuaded to change their
minds. Of course—"' he added meditatively
—“there is the ethical angle to'consider. We
wouldn’t want any complications.”

Meer started forward, but Claire Vinson
caught his arm. Her face was a study in
dramatic thought. Fear, avarice 4nd some-
thing résembling animal cunning played over
her mobilé features. And she wasn’t acting,
Frost saw. She sank down on the divan,
motioned to a place beside her. Her smile
was the bright, polished glamour of the past.

“Won’t you sit down, Mr. Frost?” she
asked. “I’ll ring the maid for coffee. It’s so
nice you called.”

FROST BIDED his time under the palm.

The sun had gone down, but a trace of
light was left in the western sky—a faint pink
flush that tailed the day. Fat Ballard wouldn’t
Fat was too
smart, too sly. He might even come in dis-
guise, Frost thought absently, driving a Good
Humor Ice Cream truck or wearing a street-
cleaner’s costume. Fat wasn’t above helpful
props. He was a thief’s thief—and there was
plenty at stake.
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Frost glanced at his watch, thought about
Garson. The big Swede had nerve, too—
hiring him as a stool pigeon. Lou disliked
the brand, but he liked being honest with
himself. In Garson’s mind he was a stooly,
and cops while using stoolies, didn’t respect
the species. Garson was due for some sur-
prises, and to keep him honest, Lou meant to
present a bill for ten dollars and expenses.

If he figured right, it was in this block.
The police blotter showed the time and place
of Fat’s arrest. Frost kicked the ground im-
patiently. He hated waiting, but sometimes
‘it was necessary.

Fat came as himself. Lou watched the cab
stop at the corner to disgorge the stout man
in tweeds. Fat wore a felt hat, brim pulled
low over his eyes. He didn’t look like a
thief. He looked like a tired business man
artiving home from the office. He glanced
casually around as he sauntered down the
sidewalk. There were no pedestrians ahout,
and Frost was behind the palm. Fat dropped
to his knees on the edge of somebody’s lawn
and began digging in a flower bed.

Frost came up behind him quietly. “Dig-
ging for bait, Fat? You must be a fisherman,
too.”

Fat didn’t jump more than three feet. He
spun around, holding a handful of soil. His
florid face went pasty.

“Keep digging,” Lou ordered. “No, need
for both of us to get our hands dirty.”

Fat dropped the soil, reached for his hip.
Frost half-closed his eyes. ‘““Better not,” he
warned. “Merkel's dead and can’t front for
you. Besides, murderers are not admitted to
bail.”

Fat’s hand came up empty. He got to his
feet. Recognition showed in his pale eyes,
and suspicion. He gave no indication he’d
heard Frost's comments.

“I didn’t know it was you,” he said sullen-
ly. “What do you want? How come you're
following mre?”

“I’'m not following you, Fat. You were
arrested in this block night before last, and
it’s only two streets away from the Vinson
place. I like putting things together, such as
broken vases. Too bad the prowl! car sneezed
you when it did, but those accidents happen
to the best thieves. And you had time to hide

the loot, so let’s be cheerful about it. 1 got
you out of jail yesterday morning, didn’t 1?”

“Sure.” Fat’s flaccid lips trembled. “I'm
real grateful to you and Mr. Merkel. I paid
Mr. Merkel his bonding fee this morning,
soon as I got the dough. I—”

“Like hell you did,” Frost said pleasantly.
“Mr. Merkel died at ten o’clock last night—
violently.”

Fat’s mouth hung open. “Died?”

“Let’s be honest, open and aboveboard,
Fat, no matter how it hurts. You know
Merkel is dead. Now get down and dig.”

Fat’s lips clamped shut. “Go to hell.”

“I'm giving you a chance.” An edge
crept into Frost’s voice. “The cops think
Merkel’s killer was a gunsel. If they tie you
up with the Vinson necklace, they’ll know
Merkel was a front. Twice the insurance
company paid money over to Merkel for the
necklace’s return. The cops will figure a
cross somewhere down the line and you'll
be a candidate for the gas chamber.”

“I never killed him,” Fat said. “I'm
clean.”
“Clean—! You're in this switch up to

your neck. You weren’t the killer—you
haven’t the guts for murder. I don’t pin
phoney raps on anybody and you didn’t ex-
actly steal the bauble. If you’re smart, you
might get off with six months for bunco.
Now, get down and dig!”

Fat’s hand moved toward his hip again.
Frost eyed him coldly. “Go ahead,” he said.
“Your toy. pistol doesn’t scare me to death.
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