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PRINTER'S INK
RUNS

I heard a gun blast from the
doorway even before I saw
who was standing there.

A blackmailing scandal sheet can
put a savage yen for murder into
- the minds and hearts of nearly
everybody who s bemg blackmailed. So when my friend Pender, who
* was one of them, looked like the fall guy—well, 1, private-eye Mickey
O’Connor began to throw my weight around to see what connection
money and jealousy had to do with this grim mistaken-ideniity kill
4



By ROGERTORREY

LIVE in an apartment house that

sports a desk and a desk clerk,

by this never means a thing. My
little pals sail past the desk as if
they don’t see it, and the clerk who’s
shy, just gulps and lets them go. So
1 was sore instead of surprised when
somebody started pounding on my
door at a quarter after twelve. I’d been
in bed an hour, and was just nicely asleep.
I went to the door, but 1 was talking
about having to go to it, and what I had
to say was profane, not polite.

It was Jim Pender, who's in a way of
being a friend of mine. And he looked as
though he was seeing the little men that
run around the base-boards.

1 said: “Come on in, Jim. You look as
if you need another one of the same.”

He said: “I’'m in trouble, Mickey. Bad
trouble.”

“Have a drink and tell me about it.”

“I don’t want a drink.”

I said: “Dammit, I do. Come on in.”

Once inside, where 1 had a chance to
look at him, I could see that he was real-
ly up in the air. He runs a wholesale
tobacco-and-candy company, and that
business is a gold mine if it’s run right.

And Jim Pender ran his business
right. He knew everybody in town, had
what amounted to a monopoly on his kind
of business, and was running for the
State Legislature on the Democratic
ticket,

Which made him a cinch for election.

I made myself a drink with rye and
ice and soda and Jim again refused one,

[
!
!

and he was a drinking man, if not a lush,

He said: “I've got to keep my head,
Mickey. I'm really jammed. I flatter my-
self that I’ve got as good a name as most
men of my age, but 1 can’t stare down
what’s looking me in the face.”

I took a sip of my drink and said: “And
what’s staring you in the face, mister?”

He said: “Murder.”

F I HADN’T KNOWN Pender as well
as I did 1 probably would have
thought of the possibility of error. But
when he said “Murder” I knew it was
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murder and nothing else. He wasn’t the
panicky kind. He was big and blond and
placid, and this was the first time in my
life I'd ever seen him upset.

I said: “All right, Jim. Take it easy.
Now—who was killed and how are you
mixed in it? Don’t tell me that everything
went black and all of a sudden you found
yourself standing above the body, with
a smoking gun in your hand. I won’t be-
lieve it.”

“Don't kid about it, Mickey,” he said
hoarsely. “I'm not fooling. It’s murder,
like I told you. It’s Smiley.”

“The guy who’s running the scandal
sheet ?”

“That’s right—that’s the man. I had
an appointment with him, and when I
went to keep it, at his shop, I found him
on the floor. Dead, with blood all over.”

“How d’ya know he was dead?”

“I ... ]I felt of his wrist. There was
no pulse.”

“Have you called the cops?”’

“I couldn’t, Mickey. I threw the guy
out of my office earlier today. Right down
the stairs. The police would certainly
find that out. He was killed just before
I got to his shop, because his wrist was
as warm as if he’d been alive.”

“If you threw him out of your office,
how come you made an appointment with
him at his shop? The police are going to
ask you that.”

“Maybe if I don’t report it . .. if I let
somebody else report it, they won’t drag
me into it.”

Our town isn’t so big, around eighty
thousand, but that doesn’t mean there’s
not some smart men on the force. He
was a cinch to be dragged into the mess
and [ told him why.

I said: “Look, Jim! The minute the
news comes out about Smiley being mur-
dered, people are going to talk it over.
Your throwing him out of your office
will be remembered. You can bank on it.
You'll have to tell why you did it. And
why you agreed to meet him at his place,
afterward. The cops aren’t dopes ., . .
they find out things like that.”

“But I can’t tell why 1 agreed to gee
him.”

v

“Why not ?”

He got red in the face. He said: “He
was trying to blackmail me. I'm running
for office, Mickey. Now’s no time for a
scandal. I decided I'd advertise in his
damned sheet. He propositioned me
about it this afternoon, and when I told
him I wasn’t interested, he hinted he
would publish a news story about me
that I wouldn’t care to see in print.”

“And you got sore and threw him out.”

That one got the faintest sign of a
grin from him. He said: “I did more
than throw him out. I picked him up from
the chair he was cowering in, heaved
him toward the door and grabbed him
when he opened it, and then pitched him
down the stairs. It’s a wonder he didn’t
break his neck on the way down, and he
was limping when he walked away. 1
don’t think I was ever so mad in my
life.”

“I don’t blame you.”

“Then 1 got thinking it over and
thought it might be better to go along
on it until after election. It’s next month
. .. I thought I'd pay off that long and
then tell him to go to hell.”

“How does the blackmail tie in with
the advertising? You said first that you
were going to advertise with him and
then you say he was trying to blackmail
you.”

Pender said bitterly: “That’s the way
he works it. It’s legal. He finds out some-
thing about you and then comes up and
asks you to advertise in his dirty sheet.
He charges you blackmail prices for the
advertising. In my case it was five hun-
dred dollars an issue, and the sheet comes
out as often as he wants to print it.”

“He gets all his advertising that way ?”

“Nobody in his right mind would ad-
vertise in that sheet unless he was forced
into it, Mickey. Have you ever seen one?”’

I said I had and started to get dressed.
He looked a little more hopeful . then
and asked me if I had any .dea of what
was the best thing for him to do.

I slid into my pants and said: “I have.
We're going down there together and
discover the body. I'll call the caps, Our
story is that you got a phone call from
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I asked: “What's staving you'in. the

mister?” And he
“Murder.”

face, answered:

Smiley, whom you knew, asking you to
drop in at the shop some time this eve-
ning. You happen to be with me and so
I drop in with you. We find Smiley. And
you’d be better off if you tell them about
having an argument with Smiley this
afternoon. They’ll find it out, anyway.
Tell them you loaned him money and that
you asked him for it and he refused to
pay you. And that you knew he had it,
and that you got sore because he would-
't pay you. That’s how the argument
started, you can say. Then tell them he
called you a dirty name and you gave
him the old heave-ho. Tell them you
thought he ealled you to give you this
money you loaned him . . . that will ex-
plain your being there at his shop. And
e being with you will furnish you an
alibi of sorts.”

“That’s swell, Mickey! 1 don’t like to
drag you into a mess, but I don’t know
anything about this kind of thing.”

It was a back-handed compliment but
1 didn’t mind. 1 get so few that any kind
words are appreciated.

MILEY’S PRINT SHOP was on a
back street, a shabby neighborhood.
T’ve noticed that a lot of print shops pick
the same kind of location, and have finally
decided that the reason for it is the

noise they make. The presses rattle and
clank and I can understand a landlord
not wanting to rent to such a noisy
tenant—that is, if his place was along-
side quiet business houses. They’'d move

‘and he’d be stuck with his noisy renter

and that would be his only renter,

In the section Smiley was in, noise
made no difference. There were ware-
houses, garages, machine shops, and an
ice plant, and all the noise that Smiley
could make wouldn’t be heard above the
din,

There was a dull light coming from the
front of the place and there also was a
neat little hole through the right-hand
front window. It was pretty, with cracks
starring out from it in all directions.
Some of them went clear to the edge of
the pane.

Pender said:
walked right in.”

“And left prints all over the place, 1
betcha. It don’t make any difference, now,
Jim. We dropped in together, we say.
What would be more natural than your
touching things?”

He said: “It’s back there. By the big-
gest one of these. He jerked his head
toward one of the machines, some kind of
binder, I thought. And I also thought that
Pender didn’t know any more about the

“The door’s open—I
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printing business than I did, and all I
knew was that they used ink and paper
to do it with. We went to the back of
the shop and, in the shadow of this press,
if that's what it was, was Smiley.

He was face-down and there was quite
a lot of blood. He'd crawled, apparently
blindly, at least ten feet, and five feet
of that distance were turned from where
he’d run into the press or binder or what-
ever it was.

I said: “He was standing by this
gadget and somebody saw him through
the window and took a crack at him. It
was nice shooting.”

“Shooting’s too good for a man like
that,” Pender told me. “It's guys like that
that make all the trouble in the world.”

By that time I was squatting on my
heels beside the body. I tipped its head a
little and then got up.

I said: “Did you know he had a
printer?” :

“Well, no, Mickey. What’s that got to
do with the mess?”

“That’s the mess,” I said. “This isn’t
Smiley, dammit, This must be some guy
that works here. I wonder where he keeps
the phone.”

HE NIGHT MAN on the desk was
Sergeant Ollie McKinney, and we'd
always got along.

I told him it was Mickey O’Connor and
he said it was Desk-sergeant McKinney
and then we got down to brass tacks.

1 said: “Who’s working tonight?”

He played it straight with: “In what
department, mister?”

They kidded themselves into thinking
they had their detective force in special
categories, but that was a joke. The town
isn’t big enough to have what few cops
we have left placed on special duty. Some
of the boys enlisted and some were draft-
ed, and the town’s running as best it
can with a skeleton force.

1 said: “Homicide, sergeant.”

He did a double take on that one. He
said: “Oh yes! That will be Lieu— Hey!
Did you say homicide?”

#I-did.%2 :

“You kidding?"

“I'm not. I'm calling from Smiley’s
print shop and we just came in here and
found his printer dead. Shot. Somebody
from the street potted him through the
window.”

“Olson’s working. I'll tell him about
it.”

I said: “Do that,” and started prowl-
ing the shop. And was lucky enough to
stumble onto a file of previous issues, cov-
ering the past year and a half, I'll admit
I stumbled into them where they were
parked in a filing case, but I still think it
was a coincidence. I was looking for the
place Smiley kept his case records on the
people he was shaking down.

I’d just got some of the old papers
tucked away, under my shirt, when
Smiley came beaming in. We were away
from the printer’s body then, clear up
front and in another aisle, so Smiley had-
n’t seen a thing wrong. -

He walked up to Pender holding out
the hand of friendship, but he’d have
looked more natural if there’d been a
knife in it. He had a smooth and oily
voice and I didn’t like him and never
had.

He said: “It’s nice your coming down
like this, Jim. What d’ya say we just for-
get about that little trouble in your of-
fice today ? I will if you will, and no hard
feelings between us.”

Jim seemed to have gone blind, be-
cause he didn’t seem able to see Smiley’s
hand. Smiley reddened a little but didn’t
speak out about the stur. Jim said: “You
two know each other?”

We said we knew each other.

Smiley said to Pender: “I'm sorry I'm
late. My pressman let you in?”

Pender -said: “Oh, sure. He was here
when we got here.”

I knew what was the matter with him.
He’d been sure that it was Smiley whose
body he’d seen, and here he was talking
to the man himself, It was upsetting and
Jim had already taken quite a bit that
evening.

1 said: “This pressman of yours,
Smiley? I don’t believe I ever saw him
around town,”

I'd known Smiley for the year and a
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half he’d been in town and we’d never
made any pretense of having any use for
each other. Of course I knew what he
wag doing, but ne client of mine had had
trouble with him and so I'd never
tangled with him. I'd rather looked ahead
to seeing him stretched out dead on the
floor, though, just because I hate a

I picked him up from his chair

by the front of his coat, end 1
slapped his face with some good
solid smacks.

blackmailer. I think blackmail ranks next
to kidnaping on the dirty-crime list.
While I don’t approve of it, house-break-
ing is by comparison a good clean crime.
Murder, in some cases, is almost justified,
though by this I don’t mean murder
caused by greed. But the blackmail viec-
tim hasn’t a chance. If he pays, he’s
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bled dry; and if he toughs it out, he’s
pilloried.

Now, when I asked about the press-
man, Smiley gave me a superior sort of
grin and said: “I can see you don’t know
anything —about the printing business,
O’Connor. These fellows come drifting
along, work for a week or so, and then
go drifting along again. They work
enough to keep them with a roof over
their heads and a bottle of whiskey in
their bellies, and that’s all.”

“This one you’ve got now? Know any-
thing about him?"*

“My dear O’Connor! Why should I
know anything about him, except that
he’s a good pressman? I'm not in the
least interested in the man.”

“You will be.”

:fWhy?n

“He’s back there dead,” I said.

IEUTENANT OLSON was a big
bland man, who had a swell grin
and the palest eyes I've ever seen. Even
when he was laughing so hard he’d have
to hold his sides, those eyes never soft-
ened a bit. He wore nothing but grey,
except for tie and shoes, and these were
black. He weighed at least two-twenty
and was the star man on the police
wrestling team. For that matter he was
star man on the police pistol team as well,
the regulation Police Positive our force
uses looks like a toy in his hand.

He said to me: “Now have I this right,
Mickey? You were with Pender and you
just went along with him when he kept
this date? That right?”

“That’s exactly it, Ole.”

“It wouldn’t be that Pender came down
here expecting trouble, and that you came
along to see he didn’t lose?”

“It would not. You know I wouldn't lie
to you, Ole.”

“Not unless it paid you, you wouldn’t
I noticed semething funny. Did you?""

“Funny about what?"”

“About this dead man. Didn't you
get it?”

He’d caught it, sa I thought I might
as well admit I had, too. I said: “If youw
mean that from behind he looked like

Smiley, I caught it. He had the same
sloping shoulders and he was about the
same size. Yeah, I caught it.” :

“I wondered if you did. And I wonder
if Jim Pender did. And I know twenty
other people I can wonder about, along
with you two.”

“You think somebody mistook this guy
for Smiley? That it?”

Olson spoke as if talking with him-
self—as if he were thinking aloud. He
said: “Here it is, Mickey. Here’s a boom-
er printer come to town. A man who
probably doesn’t know a soul here . . .
these printers are a clannish bunch. Why
should anybody bust him through a win-
dow with a high-powered rifle? It doesn't
add up. On the other hand we have
Smiley, who this other guy resembles
from the back. Here’s Smiley who’s been
here a year and a half. Long enough to
make enemies of half the town. I know
twenty-five people who I swear would
kill him like a flash, if they thought they
could get away with it. If I was pick-
ing him up and he ran, Mickey, I don’t
think I’'d shoot at his legs. And that’s &
hell of an admission for a cop to make.”

“You know hig racket then, Ole?”

He waved a hand the size of a ham.
“Sure., Not that it does us any goed.
Blackmail’s about the toughest thing
there is to stick on somebody. We know
how he works it and some of the people
he’s working it on, but what good’s that?
We run into scandal at the department all
the time, naturally. Unless it can’t be
avoided, we keep quiet about it.”

I'd run into enough seandal in my little
private-cop business, and the bulk of my
business was skip-tracing and petty stuff
Iike that.

I said: “It must be a paying business.
Smiley is certainly spending money and
a lot of it. He’s got two hundred dollars’
worth of clothes on his back, and he’s liv-
ing at the Towers, which is the highest~
priced place in town, if not the best. He’s
got five thousand dollars’ worth of au-
tomobile, even if it's second-hand. And
it must cost him nething but money, this
digging up the dirt on our good citizens.”

Ole said: “He’s banking about twe
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thousand a week, Mickey. We've been
taking an interest in him.”

“Over this advertising-blackmailing
thing ?”
“Oh . .. things . ..” Ole said vaguely.

I knew that was as far as he’d go—
but 1 also knew the cops were watehing
Smiley for something more than the
racket that was hitting Pender.

And g0, in turn, hitting me.

CHAPTER ITI

1 Find Murder

ENDER’S place was five miles out of

town, built on a point that jutted out
into the lake. It was too lomesome for
my taste, but Pender and his wife and
kids were nuts about it.

And PH say it was a pip of a plaee.

The house had maybe ten rooms, with
the biggest porch in front I ever saw.
Glassed and secreened, and they spent
most of the summer out there. He had
a man and wife living in a little cottage
behind it, and they took care of the place
so well that all Pender had to do, when
he got home, was lift his drink up to his
face. Both the man and his wife were
better than green hands when it came
to shaking up a eocktail. They were
named Jules and Josie, and it wasn’t a
gag. That was really their names. Both
French—Josie had been born across.

Pender and I sat on the porch, and I
could hear Mrs. Pender bustling around
inside—the front room opened onto the
porch—and Pender had been almost go-
ing nuts, waiting for her to go inside so
I could tell him the seore. He was try-
ing to keep it away from her and so we
eouldn’t just go to his room for a con-
ference.

1 took a sip of my drink and said:
“They’re just about ready to hang it on
you, Jim. You know where 1 got it from,
but of course this isn’t official. The guy
you're running against is no fool and
he’s asking why you were down there at
that hour to meet Smiley. He doesn’t
come out and say you killed this printer,

thinking it was Smiley you were shoot-
ing at, but if the man he’s talking with
walks away with that impression, this
rival of ypours doesn’t worry. And there’s
been so much talk about it the police will
act soon. They’ll have to.”

Pender swore but it was more bluster
than temper behind this. He said:

“Mickey, I don’t want this now. I ean’t
win this election if I'm fighting murder
charges. And I don’t want to fight mur-
der charges. 1 didn’t do it and I den’t
want to be erucified for something I did-
n't do.”

* 1 said: “You know Ida Durstin? The
gal that married old Simon Durstin?
The department-store Durstin?”

Pender nodded and said: “I’ve heard
of her. Who hasn’t? When a guy sixty
years old marries a girl twenty-five, and
when he’s filthy rich and she hasa’t a
dime, there’s always talk. It’s the sugar-
daddy stuff earried to an extreme.”

“She was around the printing shop
before you were. She’s got a Cadillac con-
vertible sedan that’s a bright blue, and
she’s got a long black bob and big black
eyes and a shape.”

Pender was staring. “Well, what of it?
PIl bet there’s lots of girls with black
hair and eyes and a good figure. How d’ya
know it was Mrs. Durstin ?”

I grinned and said: “More stuff from
my pipe line into the police department.
The beat cop say the big car parked there,
about a block from the print shop. Then
he saw it cruising along when he made
his next round. This went on until the
beat ecop got curious and jotted the k-
cenge number down in his notebook. The
cop remembered it when this printer got
killed, and the cop told Lieutenant Olgon.”

“Well 7

SAID: “About two months ago eold

Durstin came to the office and wanted
to hire me to follow his wife around. He
had a notion she was seeing too much of
the chauffeur, if youn know what I mean.
He’s a jealous old goat, believe me. I told
him to wash his own dirty linen if he had
any, but to do it at home. And I advised
him to be sure the linen was dirty be-
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fore he washed it . .. or he’d put himself
out on a limb that somebody would saw
off behind him.”

“I thought private detectives did that
all the time. I mean get divorce evi-
dence.”

I said: “If the girl or guy was an
awful bum, I might. Not in this ease. The
old boy’s almost crazy with jealousy. I
wouldn’t blame the girl, no matter what
she did.”

“There’s that, too,” Pender agreed.

1 said: “What’s got Lieutenant Olson
down is the number of suspects. That’s
why I think he’s going to grab you. He

can place you on the scene just about
the time the crime was committed and
he can’t put any of the others there.”

“What others?”

“Every man that advertises in that
nasty little sheet of Smiley’s is a sus-
pect. That is, if you work on the theory
of the printer being killed by mistake,
by somebody who thought he was Smiley.
Of course Olson’s got the girl placed
around there but he doesn’t think she
could do a job of shooting like that.”

“] don’t suppose she could,” Pender
said gloomily.

I grinned and said: ‘“She was runner-
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up in the woman’s part of the State skeet
shoot. The only one that could beat her
was once national woman’s ehampion.
If she can shoot a shotgun like that, you
can bet she knows a bit about a rifle, too.
Ole Olson may be cutting her out of hig
mind as a suspect, but I'm not.”

“She probably had a date with some
guy and was waiting around for him to
show up.”

I said: “Could be.”

Then Josie came out with a tray of
fresh drinks and a wide grin. She told
us, with quite a lot of accent, that the
madame had ordered them for ug and
that dinner would be ready in about an
hour.

Pender waited until she was back in the ¥} ,

The printer was lying
face-down and there was
quite a lot of blood.

house and blossomed out with an idea that
I already had thought of. He was even
excited about it.

He said, smacking his knees with his
hand and spilling part of his drink on
the other knee when he did it: “By
George! Mickey, she might have seen
something. After all, a man standing in
a car, and shooting through a shop win-
dow with a high-powered rifle, isn’t a
common sight. I know the policeman who
was walking that beat didn’t see anything
out of the way, but he passes that way

only once once an hour, I understand, It’s
just possible that she saw the killer.”
1 said: “Maybe I should talk with her.”
*“You certainly should.”
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I laughed and said she was going to
stop in at my place, after she attended
the show with a bunch of other high
mucky-mucks. That is, if she could get
away from her husband.

I told him I was trying not to miss a
thing that could help him, even if it
meant browbeating a poor, helpless little
girl.

He didn’t know why I grinned then,
but I had reason. I'd called her and told
her I wanted to see her and she’d natural-
ly asked me what about. I'd said it con-
cerned the printer killed in Smiley’s
shop, and that both she and others weren’t
in too good standing on the matter. Then
she just about tore my ear off telling
me what a heel I was to threaten a girl
like that. She. used language that would
have had our wire disconnected if the
operator had happened to cut in on us,
and I'd finally broken it up myself.

1 said: “You be there as soon as you
can. And let’s have an end to the tough
language. I think we’'re on the same side,
you fool.”

She said, and meekly: “I'll be there
as soon as I can make it,” and I gave her
my address again.

It was the first time I'd ever got tough
with the wife of a couple million dollars,
and I felt good about it.

LEFT Pender’s about half past nine

and with about half a load aboard. So
much so that I decided to call on Smiley
to see if he’d heard anything about his
dead pressman. He'd offered to write to
the guy’s union and make inquiries about
him, and an answer was about due. And
I didn’t want to go home and sit around
an empty apartment while waiting for
Mrs. Ida Durstin, who might or might
not show up.

But when I stopped at the Towers and
asked for Smiley, they told me he was
out and had been out since early in the
evening.

Then I got a bad break, although at
the time I welcomed it.

Along came Lieutenant Olson, off duty.
Of course he was subject to call at all
times, but he’d put in his regular stint

for the day and was just killing time.

He seemed glad to see me. He said: “1
was hoping I'd run into somebody I knew,
Mickey. What d’ya say we have a drink?
Maybe two drinks.”

I told him he should be at home with
his wife and family and he grinned hap-
pily at me and told me his wife and the
two kids were visiting her mother, back
in Jowa. And that he was on the town.

Then one drink led to another and it
was after eleven before I realized it, and
it was half after eleven before I got out
of the cab in front of my apartment
house. And then I saw three police cars,
the ambulance, and the medical examin-
er’s big sedan—all up and down the street,
I got stopped in the lobby by a big cop
whom I didn’t remember but who seemed
to know me.

He said: “No dice, O’Connor, There’s
nothing in this for the likes of you.”

I said: “I don’t get it.”

“The gravy boat ain’t landed. Orders is
that nobody goes up. That means you,
along with everybody else”

“] live here, mister.”

“Three newspaper guys have iried to
pull that on me already.”

*Agk the desk.”

The night clerk was a timid little guy
but he told the truth. The big cop shout-
ed over: “Say! This guy live here?” and
the little guy squealed back: “He cer-
tainly does!”

I went upstairs then and found what
all the commotion was about.

It was Ida Durstin—and she’d been
killed just outside the door of my apart-
ment.

CHAPTER IiI
Gun Missing

ENDER came up fifteen minutes
. later and in plenty of time to meet
the police. I was standing in my door-
way, watching them work, and I saw
Pender when he stepped out of the ele-
vator.
And even at that distance I could see
he was excited.
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He stared at the hall full of cops and
ambulance men and at the medical exam-
iner, who had a white uniform coat en
over dress trousers. Pender came up to
me by sliding along the wall. An All-

Pender said: "It's my own gun,
Mickey! The one we've been look-
ing for.”

American fullback couldn’t have plowed
through the crowd in the center of the
hall,

He said: “What'’s it all about, Mickey ?”

I said: “Listen! If you want to hear
real language, listen to that medical ex-
aminer. He was on a party and they drag
him out to look at a dead woman. He
don’t like it.”

You didn’t have to listen to hear the
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medical examiner. You couldn’t keep
from hearing him. He was about half-
tight and he was as sore as a broken
thumb. He was asking everybody why he
couldn’t be left in peace, just one single
night. He was asking why in the so-and-
80 he had to be dragged away from his
friends to state that a woman was dead
and that she’d died from a knife wound
in the back. He said, and loudly, that his
mother’s old Aunt Sarah could deter-
mine the cause of death in such a case—
and that it proved his mother’s Aunt
Sarah had more brains than half othe
police force.

The medical examiner had always been
a profane man, but he was outdoing him-
gelf right then.

Pender said: “What is it? Who was
killed 7"

I said: “A girl named Durstin, I think.
One of the cops thinks that’s her name.”
And under my breath I said: “Pass it off,
you dope! Play like it don’t mean a thing
to you.”

The lieutenant in charge came over
then and I introduced Pender to him with
the usual: “Lieutenant Arne, this is Jim
Pender, Jim, Lieutenant Arne. Arne does
stuff like this every night.”

Arne was a tall, thin man who looked
as sour as a lemon, while actually he
wasn’t that way at all. He was the oppo-
site, and 1 often had wondered how he’d
held a job on the force and stepped up to
that rating. He was the kind of guy who’d
catch a pickpocket with a hand in the
-Arne pocket and who, instead of taking
the pickpocket to the station, would loan
him a buck.

They shook hands with the usual glad-
to-know-you stuff, and I asked the lieu-
tenant in for a drink. He looked the sit-
uation over and said that he might take
a small one, as everything seemed to be
under control, and we went inside and I
closed the door. And then, just as I was
getting ice cubes out of the frigidaire,
I heard a tremendous pounding at the
door.

I put the ice down as I went through
the living-room and past Arne and Pen-
der, and when 1 opened the door I saw

Lieutenant Olson, whom I'd left not an
hour before.

He said cheerfully: “I thought we
should have a nightcap and I brought one
along. See?”

He held up a bottle of whiskey in each
hand and I decided he’d been just wolf-
ing them down since I'd left him.

I couldn’t do anything about it. I did-
n’t want him to see Pender there, but
there was no way I could avoid it.

I said: “Come on in, Ole. I can make
a party out of this if company keeps com-
ing in and if company keeps bringing
their own liquor. Come on in.”

Of course he did. He stared owlishly at
Arne, who said: “Well, if it ain’t Ole?”

LSON lost a little bit of his drunk-

enness when he saw Pender, who
stood up and shook hands with him. And
he lost the most of it when Arne an-
swered his question.

Olson said: “Who’s out in the hall?”

“Who ain’t?” said Arne, grinning.
“That damn’ medical examiner’s better
than a show. You should have heard him
tonight. He always cries when he has to
go to work, but tonight he’s in the pink.”

“I mean who's the stiff?”

“Some woman named Durstin, I
think. At least one of the boys says he
thinks that’s who it is. There was no
pocketbook or anything by her, so we
don’t know for sure, yet.”

Right then Pender acted as though he
was trying to put the noose around his
own neck. He said nervously, to me: “I've
been trying to get in touch with you for
the last hour, Mickey. I was up here try-
ing to catch you in, half an hour ago.”

Olson was as sober as a judge right
then. He asked Arne: “How long’s this
woman been dead?”

Arne told him: “Maybe half an hour,
maybe three-quarters. That’s what the
medical examiner says, anyway, though
when he gets on the stand and testifies
he’ll give himself a hell of a lot more lee-
way.”

Olson asked me: “You and Mr, Pender
find this body, too?"”

1 said: “Don’t be like that, Ole. I nev-
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er saw the woman in my life. The name’s
familiar, somehow, but I don't place her.”

I was hoping that Olson had enough
liquor in him to be a bit blurred, and
that he wouldn’'t remember all he'd told
me about the girl. But no luck. He was
like an old-time fire-horse that heard the
bell.

He said: “You place her all right,
Mickey. It's the girl that was running
around in Smiley’s neighborhood, when
that printer was killed. You remember
that, don’t you? You should—you found
the body.”

“Sure I remember.”

“Ole turned. “And you, Mr. Pender. Do
you recall it, also?”

Pender said: “Why, of course.”

“Do you happen to know anyone named
Durstin?"

“] know Simon Durstin quite well,”
Pender said. “I seH him tobacco and
candy for his counters. He's one of my
best customers.”

“That’s his wife out in the hall—did
you recognize her?”

“It so happens I didn't see her. Not
that it would have made any difference.
I’ve never met the lady. My relations
with Durstin were entirely a matter of
business.”

“Sure of that?"

“Very sure.”

1 was proud of Pender then. He was
standing up to Olson and holding his own,

and that’s a hard thing to do, with those :

pale eyes staring at you.

Olson said: “Now it wouldn’t be that
Mrs. Durstin, who was in the neighbor-
hood of the Smiley print shop at the time
the printer was shot and killed, it would-
n’t be that she witnessed the killing,
would it?”

Pender said: “I doubt it.”

“Why ?n

“She’d have reported it to the police,
of course.”

“Suppose she had everything to gain
by Smiley’s death. You notice I'm taking
for granted that the printer was killed
because he was mistaken for Smiley, I
hope.”

“] gathered that. I know of no reason,

though, why the lady wouldn’t have re-
ported it. Whether Smiley’s death would
have benefited her or not.”

“Did you see Mrs, Durstin at any time
tonight 7"

“I wouldn't have know her if I'd seen
her, Lieutenant. I've never met the wom-
an, as I told you.”

That was all of that. Ole apparently
decided he was getting nowhere and let
it drop for the time being. And it was
something he was going to pick up again,
of that I was sure, He was going to pick
it up and worry it the way a dog does a
bone.

Arne said: “Aw, sit down, Ole, and
have a drink.

“If the two cases tie together, we can
figure it out later. This one’s mine and
the other one’s yours, and we can work
‘em out together.”

Olson sat down then and joined the
party, such as it was. I could see that
Pender was relieved to have the ques-
tioning over and I could see Ole sitting
there, trying to make two and two add up
to five. And I also could see that Pender
had something he thought was important,
something important enough to také Him
out of his house and downtown to see me
at almost midnight.

It wasn’t until almost three before
Arne and Olson left, and by that time
Pender was almost jumping up and down
with nervousness. The minute the door
slammed behind them he started in with
what he had to say—and it was plenty.

He said: “I thought you ought to know
about it at once, Mickey. My rifle’s gone.
A 270 Winchester, just about the same
gize gun that killed that printer.”

I should have known right then who
the killer was, but I muffed it.

If I'd pulled the handle, I'd have hit
the jackpot then and there,

CHAPTER IV
Loose Ends
MILEY was in his office when I called
the next morning, and he didn't

seem glad to see me at all. I looked at
his filing-cases, wondering just how much
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assorted dirt was in them, and then de-
eided he’d keep the really juicy stuff ei-
ther at home or in a safe-deposit box.
Anything hot enough to collect on would-
n’t be safe in a tin filing cabinet that
could be opened with a can-opener.

He said: “All right, O’Connor. What is
it? I’ve got a busy day ahead of me and
1 ean’t give you mueh time.”

He’d started the aet when I was with
Pender, at the time when we’d found his

not big enough or tough enough to give
me that kind of lip.”

He said he’d bhave me arrested, and I
laughed and waved a hand. He looked
around his empty office, empty except for
the two of us, and he got the idea.

I said: “If you get me arrested and I

That time I connected. And
solid. He went to the floor.

dead printer, and I didn’t like it then, I
Fked it lese the more I saw of it, and 1
decided I'd had enough. I picked him up
from his chair by the front of his coat
and shirt, and I slapped his face, palm on
one cheek, back of the hand across the
other, with half a dozen good solid smacks
on eaech gide. Hig arms were flailing away,
but not at me. He was just trying to get
his feet under him, trying to get a little
balance.

Then I let him back in his chair and
said: “No more of that, little man. You're

ever find it out, I'll do a hospital job on
you. And you ean quote me and see what
sympathy you get from the cops.”

He said: “I just asked you what you
wanted.”

“You know what I want. Did you hear
anything from that printer’s union?”

He said sullenly: “I have. But I don’t
know that I should show it to you. You
have no official standing in the matter.”

I told him he’d look pretty with ne
front teeth, and he softened up in a hur-
ry. He tossed a telegram in front of me
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wasn't the fighting 'kind, not with his
fists at least, and so I didn’t worry.

I forgot that when you hurt the pride
of a certain type of man he cherishes a
grudge. And if I'd remembered that, 1
doir’t know whether I'd have placed
Smiley in that group.

and told me to read it, then went over to
the window and stared out of it. The wire
read: DONOVAN GOOD REPUTATION BUT
HEAVY DRINKER., NO TROUBLE. FAMILY
MAN. NO KNOWN ENEMIES. It was signed
by a union secretary.

I’d hoped for a little dope, but I had-
n’t -expected any, so I wasn’t too much
hurt. I said: “Thanks!” and Smiley
gave me a dirty look and didn’t answer.
I had a notion I'd be featured in his sean-
dal sheet if he thought he could get away
with it—and I didn’t worry a bit. He

He was just a pain in the neck to me.

amampi e T

ENDER drove me out to his house—

I'd used all my A-tickets and couldn’t
get any more gas until the fifth of the
coming month, and I was complaining
bitterly about this to him as we rode
along.

I said: “It isn’t right. My car is listed
as being used for business and pleasure,
but the OPA board can’t see the business
part of it. You'd think I drove the thing
just for transportation to the movies and
to take a girl out riding. The old stall
about running out of gas on the lonely
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road is a stall no longer. A girl’s a fool
to go out with a guy these days—he’ll
run out of gas and be telling the truth.”

Pender said it had cut both his
sales and delivery service just about in
half,

1 said: “There’s plenty of black-mar-
ket gas but I won’t do it. Moybe they
won’t take me in the Army or Novy, but
Pm damned if I'm going to burn gas they
can use. Not unless I do it legally.”

Pender swung around a truck and then
back into the proper lane on the high-
way. He said: ““There’s bootleg coupons
now for gas. The country’s full of them.
They’re supposed to be gcod enough to
fool the average man, too, and that would
eertainly take in the average gas-station
man.”

1 said I'd heard that, too, and Pender
swung into the road leading to his point
of land and house, We went inside, passed
clear through the house, and then went
downstairs to the game room.

A billiard table took up the center of
the room, and there was a tiny little bar
at one corner of it. Not over six feet long.
The walls were hung with hunting prints,
the lights were all concealed, and there
was a fireplace that could take four-foot
wood. Banked around it were deep leath-
er chairs, and the room had a restful,
pleasant air about it that made you feel
good just to be in it.

Pender waved proudly and said: “Nice,
eh?”

1 said it was very nice and meant it.
Then he pointed to the wall and said:
“The gun was there. In the cabinet.”

He had a section of the wall indented
about six inches and there were a dozen
or fifteen guns hanging there on pegs.
Rifles, shotguns, and a couple of .22 tar-
get pistols. Pender pointed to a blank
space in the rifle section.

“There,” he said. “It was there. The
best gun I had, A .270 Winchester with
a Noske ’scope on it. Just the kind of gun
somebody used on that printer.”

1 said: “It’s a plant, all right. We've
got to find it in a hurry.”

He locked doubtful,

1 paid: “If the police find it before we

do, you'll end that day in the pokey.
There wouldn’t be enough left of the slug
for the ballistics man to determine
whether it came from your rifle or not,
but the man can and probably would tes-
tify it came from a gun of comparative
power, If the cops find it in your place,
it’ll be you for it.”

“But why should they find it in my
place? The last time I noticed it it was
hanging here where it belongs.”

I gave it to him in simple words. I
said: “You’re being framed, Jim. And
I'm afraid it’s working. It’s a surprise
to me the cops haven’t picked you up by
now. Look at it. You’re put on the spot
when you found the printer’s body. Some-
body probably stole your gun to do that
job. You walked into the girl’s killing
and that was pure accident, but it ties
with you. The police will claim she was
cruising around that section and saw
you do that shooting. They’ll claim you
killed her to kéep her quiet.”

“] didn’t even know the girl. I know
her husband, that’s all.”

“You’d have a hell of a time proving
that to a jury, mister. They’re supposed
to give the defendant the benefit of the
doubt, but when the victim’s a girl, they
give the defendant the doubt the other
way. The poor guy’s got to prove him-
gelf innocent instead of the State having
to prove him guilty. And the worst of it
is that if they jug you and book you for
murder, you’ll stay there. You can’t get
bail for a murder suspect in this State.”

“Why should anybody frame me?”
Pender asked. “I’ve got business rivals
but they’re not enemies.’

“Could it be that whatever Smiley’s- got
on you has anything to do with it? I
don’t know what it is and I don’t eare,
but is it anything that could kick back
and be kicking back now?”

“Heavens, no. It’s something that hap-
pened ten years ago. But my wife’s both
jealous and religious. She can’t divorce
me, according to her church, you under-
stand. She’d be miserable and she’d make
life miserable for me. And a thing like
that, if it came out, would lose me a lot
of votes with the church people. Here’s
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what happened, Mickey. You can see that
there’s no chance of this trouble com-
ing from it.”

E proceeded to give me much the
usual story, He'd gone to the big
town on a State lodge convention and
he’d got himself taken drunk. In fact he’d
been tight from the time he’d left until
he got back. During that time he'd got
acquainted with some gal, who he said
was a good scout and as much there for
a good time as he was. It was an old story
and he told it as though he was ashamed
of it—while the average man would have
been bragging about his part in it. No-
body was hurt, it was over and done
with, but somehow Smiley had dug the
thing up and threatened to use it if Pen-
der didn’t pay his advertising-blackmail
levy.
I said: “How would Smiley get hold of
it after so many years?”
“Probably the guy that’s running
against me told Smiley. My current po-

litical opponent was there—he's a broth-
er lodge member. He may have caught on
to what was going on and now sees a
chance to make trouble for me with it.”
That seemed logical, all right. I said:
“We don't make anything by mooning
around here, Jim. Forget it. We'll keep
digging and maybe something will turn
up. First, we'll take that warehouse of

The missing chauffeur had been
killed and dragged through the
weeds of the lot.

yours apart, looking for the gun. That
would be a good place to plant it. You
own a coupe—we’d better look in the
rumble seat for the gun. It will be some
place where the cops can find it easily,
you can depend on that.”

I was banking on the warehouse show-
ing pay dirt on the gun business, and my
only worry was whether the cops would
find it before we did.

E COULDN'T start any search as

long as the warehouse was open
and running, and so 1 spent some of our
wasted time in looking Olson up. And
found that I'd been right in worrying
about Pender getting thrown into the
pokey. In the first place, Ole Olson
was sour as he could be. He claimed the .
only way he could have a bigger hang-
over was to put on weight. The one he
had, he said, was as big a one as a man
his size could support.

1 was properly sympathetic and told
him he should bring his wife home 80 ghe
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could keep him away from his wild bache-
for friends. And he said: “Damned if I
don’t think you’ve got something there.”
I said: “1 saw Smiley and he showed
me a wire from that pressman’s union.
They gave the guy a clear bill of health.”
Olson said: “They’re burying him,
even. He had just seven bucks in his
pocket and he owed that for room rent.
If they don’t bury him, the city will have
$0:
1 said it was tough—that printer be-
ing mistaken for Smiley that way.
Olson looked thoughtful. He said:
“hat’s sort of funny there, too. I asked
Smiley if he wanted a police escort and
he said to hell with it. But I know the
little rat’s a coward—so it doesn’t jibe.
I’d think he’d want an escort. He knows
there’s plenty of people gunning for him.
I can name you twenty men he’s shaking
down, right now, and heaven knows how
many turned him down, Every time you
read a dirty little article in his paper,
you know somebody backed up on him.”
I said I’d figured out the same angle.
And 1 handed over the file that held all
the back issues of the sheet, since Smiley
had started it a year and a half before.

Olson looked astonished when he saw
what it was. And then said: “I hate a
liar worse than anything in the world,
Mickey. 80 I'm not going to ask you
where these came from.”

I said: “A buzzard brought ’em to me.
A buzzard is the only bird dirty enough
to touch the damn’ things.”

And with that we started looking
through them.

Some were four pages thick and some
were sixteen. The early issues were small,
but the thing bad gradually built up. It
was the size of a tabloid paper and print-
ed on the same kind of newspaper stock.
Its title was THE TRUTH—the title
blazoned across the head in letters three
inches high. The first issues had little
advertising, but this had built up plenty
during the year and a half.

It was a cinch to see how it went. In
the first few articles Smiley had picked
on our local slot-machine king. First
veiled hints, and then when the guy still

held out, he’d gone into names and dates
and places. 1 remembered then that
there’d been a drive against gambling
and the one-armed bandits had disap-
peared for a little while.

Right after that the sheet began run-
ning ads of the Star Billiard Rooms,
which was the front from which our slot-
machine mogul operated. And I noticed
the sheet had nothing more to say about
the slot-machine menace.

The next one picked up a theater man
who was putting up a new building, It
mentioned wiring and foundation work
that wasn’t up to State specifications on
the safety factor. This went on for less
than a month, and then the sheet came
out with advertisements about waiting
for the grand opening of the new Palace
Theater.

ND 80 it went. There’d be a refer-

ence to some business man’s trip

to the city. In the next issue the same

business man would have an ad in the
thing.

It was vicious, and unless somebody

made a complaint and backed it with

~ proof, it was sure and certain.

Olson said: “If his advertisers get to-
gether and lynch him. I’ll turn my back
on it. ] won’t see a thing. Nobody on the
force will. I don’t say that some of the
boys won’t take a little honest graft, here
and there, but this is slow death.”

1 said I thought the same.

He spoke along in the same voice then,
trying to trap me. He said: “What’s he
got on Pender?”

1 said that, as far as I knew, nobody
had a thing on Pender.

Olson laughed at that one and I did-
n’t blame him.

1 said: “You’ll find out, Ole, that the
key of this thing lies with Mrs. Durstin.
1 don’t know that it will ever be cracked,
now that she’s dead.”

“It’s an angle,” he admitted. *“And
we’ve been working on it. We've been
working on these others, too. I've had
four men out trying to trace where all
these people were that night and it’s an
impossible job. That neighborhood, where
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Smiley’s got his shop, is almost deserted
at night. It’s a wonder that beat cop saw
Mrs, Durstin down there. There's only
one thing to do and I'm going to do it.”

“What?”

“Pick up Pender. If I charge him with
murder—and I’ve got enough to make it
stick before the Grand Jury right now—
he’ll maybe break far enough to give me
the dope on this little rat of a Smiley. I
could make things a lot easier for him if
he’d sign a complaint against the guy.”

“It takes proof to make a blackmail
charge stick.”

Olson stared and said: “In this town?
Mister! The D. A. would pack the jury
with people who’d been stuck or who were
afraid of being stuck. They’d give that
guy life for stealing a kid’s bicycle. That's
why I don’t get it, this turning down a
bodyguard.”

I said I didn’t understand it either and
said goodbye for then. It was getting
close to quitting time at the warehouse
and I wanted to get that gun business
cleared up before they took Pender away
to the pokey.

And I wanted to tell Pender what to
do and how to do it.

CHAPTER V
We Find the Rifle

ENDER was in his office, waiting for

me, and he was in a fever of impa-
tience. He said: “I thought you’d got lost,
Mickey. The warehouse has been closed
ten minutes now.”

I said: “Take it easy. In the first place,
the cops are going te pick you up and
charge you with the only thing they can
hold you on. Suspicion of murder. You
can’t make bail on it. Then they’re going
to try and talk you into signing a com-
plaint against Smiley, charging him with
extortion. If you sign, they’ll make it
easier for you. Don’t sign—don’t do any-
thing except keep your mouth shut. That
clear?”

He said he understood and so we went
out and down the street two blocks te
Pender’s warehouse.

The place was big, very big. Four
stories high and covering half a block in
floor space. The watchman was just start-
ing on his rounds, and Pender let him go,
telling me: “He’s got thirty-odd clocks to
punch and it'll be an hour or more be-
fore he’s back. We might as well take
the ground floor first.”

And we did, and until that time I had-
n’t realized the job we’d taken on. We
turned the work lights on and they made
the place as light as day, but with crates
and bales and cartons piled and scattered
everywhere, there were ten thousand
places where a rifle could have been con-
cealed.

I said: “We might as well use our
heads on this, Jim. The gun wouldn’t be
hidden where it would be hard to find.
If it was, the cops would skip it and that's
what the guy don’t want. He wants them
te find it.” :

Pender looked thoughtful.

I said: “We should go through the of-
fice, first. That’s the first place the cops
would look. You’'ve got the cigarettes in
a separate room, haven’t you?”

“Why, yes.”

“Then that’s the second place.”

We were at the back end of the place
then and we started toward the fromt,
where the office was. In the back, the
place was stacked high with crates, with
just a narrow aisle between each row of
them, and we were talking across one
of these rows, he being in one aisle and
me in the one next to it. So when the
shooters started to shoot, we didn’t know
whom he was shooting at—although I
don’t doubt that Jim thought as I did—
that the Judgment Day had come.

I saw the man as I went into action.
He was by the office door, down on one
knee and with his cheek cuddled dowa
into the rifle’s stock. The gun slammed
again, booming like a cannon in that
low-ceilinged room, and then I knew
whoem he was after. Because the slug
hit a erate right by my head, and splin-
ters went every whichway.

I was going up like a monkey by then.
I got my hands on the edge of the crate
that topped the pile, and I really yanked.
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It came over and didn’t break, but that
wasn’t enough. I got two more down,
blocking the aisle, and all the time hear-
ing that damned rifle blast away, and
by that time 1 was praying that Pender
was doing as | was. What was saving me
was the lighting. The work lights weren’t
more than ten feet above the floor and
they have a tremendous strength. Noth-
ing like an are light, of course; but a
five-hundred-watt light, set into a bur-
nished reflector, is bright. And the room
was studded with them.

The shooter haa to face into this glare
and he couldn’t help being dazzled by it.
The ’scope sight the gun was fitted with
multiplied this three times, too, so I could
understand how he was consistently miss-
ing as- he was,

And then my barricade was ecomplete
and 1 started to have fun myself.

The lights were as bad for me as for
him, of course. Probably worse, because
he was slightly in shadow from the of-
fice hall behind him. I got down on my
belly and eased my arm and gun, and
then my head, from the side of my pro-
tecting crate, and 1 wasn’t six inches
from the floor when I did it. And then
I turned loose and knew I'd missed at the
same time the gun rocked. back in my
hand. And the worst part of it was 1
cculdn’t tell whether I was shooting over
him or under him or pulling the shot to
the side. The heavy lights above me
blurred the Patridge sight on the rear
until 1 couldn’t see the square front sight
clear enough through it to know whether
| was centering or not.

ET DOESN’T take much ‘error in sight-
ing a short gun to throw a slug ten
feet to the side at a distance like the
length of the warehouse. And if the
square front sight is above the square
notch in the rear, I'd be more likely to
hit the ceiling than the kneeling man.

Pender shouted something at me just
as 1 shot the second time, but I couldn’t
tell what it was—not with the roar of the
gun in my ears. And 1 was beginning to
worry, too, and I was thinking of my-
self instead of Pender.

The guy had spotted the flashes of my
gun and was putting them in at me close
to the floor.

I ducked back away from that side of
the barricade and this time heard what
Pender was saying.

It was: “The watchman may catch him
from behind.”

There wasn’t a chance of that, The
watchman had barely started his rounds,
but I got the notion all right. Pender
wasn’t used to being used as a shooting-
gallery target and was naturally wor-
ried about it.

No more than I was, at that.

I said: “No chance, but maybe the
rifle guy won’t know that. He’s not going
to keep this up for long.”

Pender said: “I hopé not, O’Connor,”
and 1 gave him credit for keeping his
voice steady. It’s not many solid business
men who can stand steady during a thing
like that.

Then I took a chance. I figured I had
to do something because the shooter was
getting the range. I waited untii he fired,
and then, while he was working the bolt
to throw another shell into the chamber
of his rifle, 1 stood up and let the last
four slugs in my gun loose at him, put-
ting ’em in as though I was doing rapid
fire on the range. I didn’t think I had
much chance of hitting him unless
through luck, but I wanted to help make
noise. It stood to reason that some cop
would eventually hear the battle and
would come running.

I dropped down again just as he shot
and he took the top board off the upper
crate I'd shot over, and I decided I would-
n’t try that trick again. The guy was too
handy with the rifle—he was snapping
that bolt back and forth like a Camp
Perry shark.

1 stuffed fresh loads into my gun and
tried him from the floor—and that time 1
connected. And solid. He spraddled out
on the floor, falling over the rifle, and 1
heard Pender’s whoop even above the
roaring echo of the shot.

He said: “You got him, Mickey! You
got him!”

I didn’t answer, because I was getting
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He looked up and spotted me and the gun,
and he promptly dropped the tray—noisily.

out from behind my barricade and run-
ning toward the fallen man. There was
a chance that I'd just clipped him hard
enough to put him down for a few seconds
and the closer I was to him if he came
out of it, the better off I'd be.

NEEDN’T have worried. My slug had

caught him in the throat and had
taken two inches of bone out of the back
of his neck coming out. A big gun isn't
pleasant to shoot in close quarters like
that because of the muzzle blast, but if
you hit something with one of them,
the something goes down.

Jim Pender then did something I did-
n't think any sane man would do, and he
did it before I realized what it was. He
reached down and pulled the rifle from
under the dead man.

And said: “My own gun, Mickey! The
one we've been looking for,”

I said: “Put it down. Or wait, You’d
better give it to me—I can get away with
a yarn where you can’t.”

He looked puzzled.

I said: “Don’t you see, Jim? You're un-
der suspicion now. 1 wouldn’t put it past
the cops, now, to claim you staged this
business. That we shot the guy and fixed
this up to look like a gun battle.”

He handed me the gun and I leaned it
against the wall, at the side. 1 said: “I
grabbed it before I realized “he guy was
dead. Just to keep him from coming to
and snatching at it. Protecting myself,
you might say, and I'll certainly say it.”

I’d been so busy that I hadn’t been
paying any attention to outside noises,
but now I heard an axe hit the outer
door of the place, and heard muffled
shouting along with the smashing of the
axe. 1 didn’t think it was any fault of
mine that 1 hadn’t heard the racket be-
fore, either, We were in 2 hall that led
from the office to the main floor, and the
outside door was thirty-five or forty feet
away and at least two inches thick.

And when you’ve shot and killed a man
you're not at your best.

I said: “Here’s not just the cop, here's
a whole damned flock of cops. This is the
riot squad coming in with the axes. Bet-
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ter let them in if you want any door left
in this place.”

And 1 went with him and called Lieu-
tenant Olson, while Pender was letting
the squad in and arguing them out of the
noticn of beating his head in for not de-
ing it sooner, :

They somehow had the notion they’d
cavivht a burglar.

1 OLSON had had high blood pressure
he’d have had a stroke. He stared
down at the dead man and then eounted
the empty .270 cartridges en the floor,
where the gun had ejected them. There
were nineteen of them. He looked at the
gun standing against the wall, and I
thought he’d blow his top then., And, of
course, he blamed me for that, as I'd
thought he would.

He said: “What the hell’s the idea in
that, O’Connor? Mean to say this guy
got up off the floor and leaned the gun
up there? And then went back and laid
down? Your story stinks.”

“He dropped, Olson, but I didn’t know
how bad I’d hit him. I got the gun out
of his reach as fast as I could.”

“Nuts! A blind man could see the guy
was deader than last week’s newspapers.”

“You don’t think so fast after a guy
blasts at you that many times with a
rifle. I wasn’t taking any chances.”

“Whose rifle?”

1 spoke fast, before Pender could louse
the thing up! I said: “Why, Pender’s!
He left it here because the gunsmith’s
place was clesed when he took the gun
down there tecday.”

“This isn’t nis office, O’Connor. Why
didn’t he leave it in his own office? I
kinow where that is—I've ehecked it.”

I tried to act like I was getting sore.
1 said: “Now look, Ole! His own office
is two blocks up the street. That’s his
main office. This office in the warehouse,
here, is also his, even if it’s just used to
check shipments in and out. Why sheuld
he lug the gun two blocks up the street
when this place was handy? The gun-
smith’s place is just down the street.”

That was the truth and ore break we

were getting, Then Olson picked another
touchy spot in the yarn.

He said: “And 1 suppose Mr. Pender”
—here he stopped and bowed to Pender
in a nasty way—*"l suppose Mr. Pender
also left a box of shells for the gun, along
with it. Thoughtful, I'd say.”

I eouldn’t answer that one and had to
let Pender do the best he could with it,
And he didn’t do so badly at that.

“I ean’t explain that,” he said. “The
gun was empty, of course, and of course
I didn’t have a box of shells along with
it. Why should 1? I just wanted the trig-
ger pull smoothed up a bit.”

*“1 suppose the guy came furnished
with his own ammunition,” Olson said.

Pender said, and very calmly: ‘“He
must have, It’s the only explanation. He
possibly saw the gun in the office, here,
and decided he eould find use for it.”

“Was he after you or O’Connor ?”

1 said: “After me, Ole. But I'm damned
if I know why. You can tell that by
the damage he did to the crates of goods
I was hiding behind.”

“Why would he be laying for you?”

“That I don’t know.” :

“What you working on?’

“Not a thing.”

“What about Mr. Pender’s trouble?”

“I mean nething besides that, And Fm
just curious about that. I happened to be
along when that printer’s body was
found, that’s all. And I can see how the
police can misunderstand Mr. Pender’s
position in thig thing.”

A plainclothesman named Ellis eame
up then and said: “We’'ve identified the
guy, we think, lieutenant. We think his
name’s Richetti. There’s not a thing on
him that’s got his name on it, but one
of the boys thinks he knows him. He's
got a gas station attached to a gyppo
garage, out on West Ninth, we think.”

“Check it, eh? Go out and get some-
body from out there that knows him and
make sure.”

Ellis grinned and said he’d already sent
out two men in a cruiser to do just that,
and went back to where the police pho-
tographer was using flash bulbs.

Olgon said: “All right, O'Connor! You
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know anybody named Richetti?”

“1 do not.”

“Ever get gas out on West Ninth?”

“Probably. I still don’t know this guy.
I never saw him before.”

“You, Mr. Pender?”

Pender shook his head and said the
same as I had.

Olson grumbled: “It seems a damned
funny thing to have an absolute stranger
turn loose at you people like that. In
fact, it’s impossible. It has to be impos-
gible. There’s a tie-up between you, some-
where, and I want to know where it is.”

“So do I1,” 1 said.

Olson sighed and said: “I’'m too soft-
hearted for my own good. I should take
you down, Mr. Pender, and book you for
suspicion of murder. My boss told me to
do just that, and before this last raniky-
boo. Why I don’t do it, I don’t know.”

I said: “I know,” and he asked me why.

And I told him.

I said: “For one thing, Ole, you think
as I do. You think somebody’s putting a
frame around Pender. And for another
reason, you know you haven’t got enough
on him to hold him. It takes more than
just suspicion to put a charge like that
against a man as prominent as Mr. Pen-
der, and no Grand Jury will bind a man
over on what you’ve got. Just as soon
as I can tie Richetti, if that’s his name,
up with whoever’s framing Pender,
we'll have something. And if we can put
Mrs. Durstin in the thing, some way,
we’ll have it cinched. All I've got to do
is put all this together.”

‘Olson laughed sourly and said that a
little job like that should be no bother for
me at all. But he let us go, after telling
us he’d let us know when to appear for
the inquest.

HAD company waiting for me when I
M got back to the apartment, and for
once my rabbity little night clerk had
made the company wait downstairs. It
was Simon Durstin and a long lean man
with him, whom he introduced as Mr.
Neff. It seemed Mr. Neff was one of the
Durstin lawyers. I hadn’t had any use
for Durstin since he’d tried to hire me

to spy on his wife, but I was really glad
to see him. His dead wife had been mixed
up in the mess, and there was always a
chance of him knowing something
about it.

I said: “Well, Mr, Durstin! I was go-
ing to see you in the morning. I think
we should compare notes.”

Durstin was little and wizened, but he
was no chump. All the matter with him
was that he was a fool about women—and
had been particularly a fool where his
wife had been concerned.

He said: “Ah, yes! There are several
things I'd like to take up with you.”

I took them both upstairs and Durstin
took a drink with me while Neff refused.
Which surprised me, as I’d thought it
would be the other way around. AN that
Neff did was sit back in his chair and
watch me, as though I was a bug on a
pin.

Durstin asked: “I'm sure you remem-

ber our previous -conversation, Mr.
O’Connor.”
I said I remembered perfectly.
“You’ll recall I suspected . . . well,

to be brutally frank, I suspected my wife
of being romantic with her driver.”

“I remember.”

“I didn’t discharge the man, you knovw.
I thought it better to keep him on, with
the idea that by watching them, I could
possibly tell whether my suspicions had
any bagis in truth.”

Neff said: “Tell him the truth,
Simon. He’s guessed it anyway.”

Durstin colored and said: “All right.
If you must know, Mr. O’Connor, I pro-
posed discharging him and Mrs. Dur-
stin made an issue of it. You will un-
derstand that I had nothing but sus-
picion to go on and so let the man stay
on.”

I said I understood.

“The man had quit, Mr. O’Connor. Or
shalil I say he’s dropped out of sight. With
almost a month’s salary due him. It does-
n’t seem in character . . . he was always
after money. It’s my honest opinion that
Mrs. Durstin was giving him money con-

-stantly.”

I took the chauffeur’s description then,
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It seemed he was tall, dark, and good-
Jooking, was named Robert Pike, and was
somewhere in the early thirties. It also
scemed that he’d done just about every-
thing except spit in Durstin’s eye, all
during the time he’d worked for him,
depending, 1 supposed, on Mrs. Durstin
keeping him safe on the job.

1 said: “What d’ya want me to do?
Find him?”

Durstin said earnestly: “Mr. O’Con-
nor, that man’s got something to do with
poor Ida’s murder. I know it—I feel it.
1 want you to connect him with it.”

“Maybe you're imagining things. I
can see where you’d be prejudiced.”

“I'm certain that he’s involved in her
death, Mr. O’Connor.”

T WAS evident that Durstin didn’t
¥ know what had been going on and I
couldn’t see any harm in telling him some
home truths.

1 asked: “Did Mrs. Durstin ever ask
you, or advise you, to advertise with a
man named Smiley? A man running a
little smut sheet?”

“She did. Naturally 1 refused. The
man’s rates were exorbitant—his nasty
little paper was no medium for depart-
ment-store advertising, and the whole
thing was out of the question.”

“Did ghe tell you why she wanted you
to advertise with this Smiley?”

“Why yes. She had met him at a party
and rather liked him, She told me he was
having a hard time getting started in
the town but that she thought he’d
eventually build his paper up to some-
thing worth while. 1 read one copy of
his paper and differed with her.”

1 said: “Mrs. Durstin was around
Smiley’s print shop, Mr. Durstin, at the
time a printer, working for Smiley, was
shot and killed. I will add that the print-
er was shot in the back, from the street,
and that from the back he resembled
Smiley. The police think as I do. We be-
lieve Mrs. Durstin saw and recognized
the killer, and we believe the killer took
steps to silence her. You understand that
Mrs. Durstin was eruising around the
neighborhood in her car, and that the

printer, in all probability, was shot from
a car. The killer used a rifle, you see, and
he wouldn’t be fool enough to wander
around the streets on foot, sniping away
like that.”

Neff said: “That would explain Mrs.
Durstin’s checkbook, Simon. You see,
O’Connor, Mrs. Durstin had drawn a con-
giderable amount from her bank, lately.
Far more than she had any legitimate
reason to draw. We supposed she had
been giving money to Pike, her chauf-
feur, but this may put a different con-
struction on the matter. It’s blackmail,
Simon.”

I said that Smiley had been blackmail-
ing at least twenty-five people, but that
knowing it and proving it were different
things. That the cops had been trying to
nail him on it for sometime and hadn’t
got to first base. And that the police
theory was that some blackmail victim
had got more than he could stand and
had shot the printer by mistake, think-
ing he was doing away with Smiley.

EFF asked: ‘“What do you think,
Mr. O’Connor?”

I said: “I don’t know. It was dim in
the shop and at a distance, and looking
through a window, it would have been an
easy mistake to make. If it had been
Smiley who’d been killed, the police
wouldn’t be trying so hard to solve the
case. I can tell you that. They’d make
a pass at it, of course, but they wouldn’t
work too hard on it. But with the printer
getting it, it’s different. He was the inno-
cent bystander that’s always getting it
in the neck, and the police are really
looking for his killer.”

Neff nodded and said he could under-
stand that. Apparently he’d spent the first
ten minutes in sizing me up, and now had
decided he could talk in front of me and
say something besides just words that
meant nothing.

He looked over at Durstin, who nodded,
and then went on with: “Mr. Durstin
wants you to find the man who murdered
his wife. It’s hardly necessary to tell you
if there’s a blackmail angle to it, it must
be hushed. He wants you to find this
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chauffeur, this Robert Pike, and find def-
inite proof that he's cither connected
with Mrs. Durstin’s death, or absolutely

{ said: “Get into the closet,
blondie. And pronto.”

..o;“ Zal

innocent, beyond a shadow of a doubt.
You see, Mr. O’Connor, Mr. Durstin does-
n’t want to persecute an innocent man,
but he’s convinced that Pike’s guilty.

Durstin said: “If you can prove him
guilty, Mr. O’Connor, I'll pay you any
bonus within reason that you ask.”

1 said: “You certainly must hate the
guy’s guts.”

Durstin said: “When you are convinced
your wife is playing around, month in,
month out, and you see the man you sus-

pect is her lover, day in, day out, you
learn to hate.”

Neff looked at him with no sympathy,
and I could understand why. Here the
old goat was crying about his wife play-
ing around before her death, and he'd
done nothing at all about it. That is,
nothing but condone it. If I had Neff
picked right, he’d have kicked the little
woman out into- the cold and cruel world,
and I had a notion he’d do the booting
fast and thoroughly.

I know that’s what I’d have done.
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SPEED: DETECTIVE

SPENT the next three days talking

with some of the people who were ad-
vertising in Smiley’s smut sheet, and
found out several and many things. The
first was that they were scared to death
of what he could print about them if
they didn’t behave. The second was that
they ene and all hated him and about half
of them admitted it., And the same people
alse. admitted, tacitly, that they weren’t
going to de anything about it. I had a
regular system worked out inm talking
with them, after the first half dozen.

I'd say: “Pm working on the Durstin
murder. Youw know . . . Mrs, Durstim
Simon BDurstin, the department store
man’s: wife.”

Phey all either knew her or abeut her.
And they'd all say what a terrible tragedy
that had been and how sorry they felt for
poow Mr. Duxstin.

And then ¥d say: “We have reason to
believe Mus. Buxstin was. killed because
of her witnessing a muvder that hap-
pened just befere. A printer, werking
for Smiley. Of course you know Smiley?”

About. half eff them: wieuld then deny
they kmew Smiley, this im spite of the
fact. they wewe advertising im Smiley’s
paper. If they denied lknowing him, ¥d
point. thig eut and tell them. they'd for-
gotten the man, undeubtedly, I they ad-
mitted knewing him, it was just that
much easier.
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