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As High As $3,450.00 a Year
Get Ready NOW for 1951 Examinations
Veterans Get Special Preference
City Mail Carriers, City Post Office Clerk OTHER GOVERNMENT JOBS

Clerks and carriers now get $2,870.00 the first  Many other dependable government jobs are obtained
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Get Ready At Once .
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show you how to get a government job. S
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Railway Postal Clerks get $3,170.00 the first year
regular, being paid on the first and fifteenth of each
month. ($132.08 each pay day.) Their pay is auto-

y sed yearly to $3,670.00. Advance may
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each pay day.) Open to male veterans only.

Port Patrol Officer
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MAYBE they’re right about money grow-
ing on trees. But here’s a success-proved
fact: a career firmly rooted in good, prac-
tical fraining bears rich and wondrous
fruit. Money, promotions, prestige, se-
curity—many: of the things you really
want in life,

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

Do you want the rewards that come
from training? 1. C. S. can help you—
just as it has helped thousands of men
who today are leaders in business and
industry. You have over 400 courses to
choose from. And the coupon brings full
information. Why not mail it foday ?
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friend, folks. No—he’s not a private eye.

He’s a reporter for the Morning Herald
in thriving Johnson City. He used to be on
the rackets angle at City Hall, but that’s before
he got tangled with the crooked unions, the
gunsels and the town’s petty crooks. Someone
even went so far as to bump off the fellow
who took his place in easing the lid off the
garbage can of unsavory city politics. He's
quite a man! His name is Gregg Lane and we
present him in BY-LINES CAN BE HEAD-
LINES, by Noel Loomis. A grand novelet
coming next issue!

For years, scores of underworld characters
mumbled under their breaths that some day,
some one of their caliber would “get” Gregg
Lane—not only for his courageous writing as a
newspaper man, but for his two-fisted behavior
as a man of action. Didn’t Lane actually shoot
and kill a man during those building-trade
riots? Didn’t it even come out that the slain
man was an agitator for “Toothy” Fellowes,
overall rackets king of the city?

A Marked Man

STEP up and shake hands with a new

Not only are the sinister elements against
him, but the smoothies on the legal side of the
fence are also after his scalp. Wouldn’t Hughes,
the County Attorney, give his right eye to put
Lane behind bars? The reason for this has
nothing to do with our story, except that it has
something to do with the lawman’s wife. Maybe
it was before she married Hughes—maybe it
wasn't !

Anyway, it seems that no matter what way
the cat jumps, Gregg Lane is a marked man.
Demoted as a reporter to the status of “han-
dling parades,” forced to be always on the
alert for a bullet in the back from cop or

robber, Lane is seriously thinking of going
elsewhere. And when our story opens—it is
Friday the Thirteenth!

But Lane is a fighter by both instinct and
nature. Also his “nose for news” has always
twitched for the big story. No epitaph could
possibly be better than the yarn that would
uncover the chief spider in Johnson City’s ugly
web. So when Scotty Webb, managing editor
of the Herald, wants Lane to take the rap and
stand trial for the riot killing, the young re-
porter is seriously considering it—only he is
afraid of juries. He is also aware of the sin-
ister influence of a jealous county attorney.

Charged With Manslaughter

But the big snowball of gathering evidence
against him starts very simply. Coming out of
a parking lot, Lane bumps the fender of a car
belonging to one Loren Caldwell. The damage
to the man’s car could easily be covered by a
two-spot, but when said sleek-looking Caldwell
finds out Lane carries no liability insurance, a
bill for $81.00 comes to Lane in the mail!

But that is nothing to the trumped-up hit-
and-run charge which brings our reporter face-
to-face with a manslaughter rap! The odd part
of it is, the whole thing starts as a sob story in
Gregg’s own paper—all about the poor old
man with grandchildren to support, ruthlessly
slain in the streets. Gregg is forced to smile
when he sees how thickly they have piled on
the corn. He knows that the victim is one of
Toothy Fellowes’ pool-runners.

But Gregg Lane soon has reason to smile on
the other sidé of his face. The number of the
car reported by the police is his car and they
even find human blood on the fender! Lane
knows very well that unless he takes up the

(Continued on page 107)

Where Readers, Writers and the Editor Meét
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z-/ou Gcm Influence Others
With Your Thinking!

TRY IT SOME TIME. Concentrate intently upon an-

other person seated in a room with you, without his

noticing it. Observe him gr&dua”y become restless and
*&na"y turn and look in your direction. Simple—~yet it is
8 posilive demonstration that thought generates a mental
energy which can be pmiected from your mind to the
consciousness of another. Do you realize how much of
your success and happiness in life depend wupon your
lnﬂuencing others? Is it not important to you to have
others understand your point of view=—to be receptive to
your proposals?

Demonstrable Facts

How many times have you wished there were some way
you could impress another ravorably—get across to him
or her your ideas? That thaughts can be transmitted,
5 received, and understood by others is now scientiﬁca"y
demonstrable. The tales of mi_raculous accompfishmenta
of mind by the ancients are now known to be fact—not
fable. The method whereby these things can be inten-
tionally, not accidentally, accomplished has been a secret
[ong cherished by the Rosicrucians—one of the schools of
ancient wisdom existing throughout the world, To thou-
sands everywhere, for centuries, the Rosicrucians have

private[y taught this nearly~]ust art of the pracﬁc&l useé
of mind power,

This Free Book Points Out the Way

The Rosicrucians (not a re'iginus nrganiz&tinn) invite
you to explore the powers of your mind. Their sensible,
simp'e suggestions have caused inle"igent men and women
to soar to new heights of accnmplishment. Tﬁe'y will show
you how to use your natural forces and talents to do
things you now think are beyond your ability. Use the
coupon below and send for » copy of the fascinating
sealed free book, “The Mastery of Life,” which explains
how you may receive this unique wisdom and benefit by,
its application to your daily affairs.

The ROSICRUCIANS

(AMORC)

— T

Scribe X.L.J., The Rosicrucians, AMORC,

Rosicrucian Park, San Jose, California.

Kindly send me a free copy of the book, “The
Mastery of Life.” I am interested in learning how;
I may receive instructions about the full use of my

natural powers,
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A DON MARKO NOVELET BY STEWART STERLING

The
~ BUTCHER
i ALWAYS

CHAPTER 1

CSHORTAGE AT THE STORE

ENSELY she sat on the
edge of the bed in the
half-darkness, listening to
the footsteps pounding up the
stairs just beyond her locked

"door. The ghostly fingers of the

alarm clock on the bed-table
said eleven-thirty, It was time
—if he was coming.

Footsteps echoed loudly on
the thin carpeting of the hall

outside her one-room-and-bath.

Then they went past, moving
toward the fourth floor. She

Hands loosened the gags
—glrl's hands

Fifty-eight stolen women’s wrist watches lead Nimbleit's store dick
to a realm of intrigue and violence where a deadly sirangler stalks!
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Don Marko Tackles the Puzzling Case of the

shivered slightly, tucked a stray strand of
hair under her jaunty beret, nervously.
He could have been delayed. There were
any number of things which might have held
him up. He’d be along any minute.

The traffic roar from the Avenue came
through the closed window like distant surf.
The pink light of the neons on the Village
Grotto sign, filtering through the slats in
the Venetian blind, made wavy ripples on
the brown round hatbox at her feet. Like
sand ripples on a Cuban beach, after the
surf had pounded it.

Her mouth felt dry. But that was natural,
wasn’'t it? She’d had to pack in such a rush.
And at a time like this, a girl was a fool if
she wasn’t keyed up a little. Probably there’d
be time for a drink at the airport, anyway.

The rap at the door brought her to her
feet with her heart hammering. She’d been
so concerned with her own feelings she
hadn’t even heard him! She ran to the
door, unlocked it, flung it open.

“I thought you were never—"”

Her voice died to a terrified whisper, to
~ a strangled moan.

. . . .to nothing.
Then night ran its course and morning

came.
A FEW blocks away, over on Fifth Ave-

nue, few persons keep their eyes straight
ahead while passing Nimbletts. There’s too

much on display behind the gleaming plate
glass. Even at eight-thirty on this blustery

morning, those hustling to shop, store or of-
fice twisted curious heads for a glimpse at
the resort windows. Sleek sirens in navel-
flaunting swim suits lounged languidly on
real sand beneath candy-striped parasols and
gay cabana awnings. YOUR WINTER VACA-
TION OUTFIT IS HERE . . . AT NIMBLETTS.

In his office on the third floor of The Store
For Savings, Don Marko thought of that
Palm Beach display with bitter resentment.
That was the sort of thing that made it tough
for store employees; it was like being a
bank teller or cashier, working all day with
thousands, never being able to handle much
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of their own outside of business hours. Take
these clerks—was it any wonder some of
them had thewr heads turned by constant
exposure to luxuries not many would ever
be able to afford—Iegitimately ?

This Celia Ludlow now, the salesgirl
Myron Gotch had just phoned about in
such agitation. She’d been working in
Jewelry for a couple of years, making a
pretty decent salary for a youngster. But
maybe the strain of handling thousand-dol-
lar brooches and three-thousand-dollar neck-
laces as if they were dime store gadgets had
begun to get to her.

He studied the Confidential Personnel
Card he’d just taken from the file. The
photograph showed a pert blonde with frank,
friendly eyes; a short, snub nose; an agree-
ably attractive mouth. Ludlow, Celia Grant,
24, 921 Jane Street, Manhattan, might, from
the snapshot, be taken for one of those Junior
Leaguers from the East Seventies just as
easily as for the salesgirl who waited on
them. Except that the swanky-pants cuties
didn’t need to steal their jewelry. And ap-
parently Celia had.

Don Marko rubbed his hands over his
thin, deeply-tanned face, ran his fingers un-
happily through close-cropped, prematurely
gray hair. This was starting out to be one
of those grim days. The part of his work
he liked least was checking up on Nimbletts’
own people. Outwitting shoplifters, giving
the bum’s rush to bag-snatchers, putting the
arm on pickpockets—those things he handled
with unemotional efficiency. But he hated
to call the precinct wagon for one of the
home team.

He slipped the card in his pocket, called
the switchboard to tell the chief operator
he’d be in Mr. Gotch’s department, took the
Protection elevator to the ground floor.

The doors were still closed. Stock boys
wheeled empty dollies back to the freight
elevators. Salesgirls fussed with counter
displays. Information clerks listened to one
of the assistant merchandise managers ex-
pound on the day’s Special Promotions.
Everybody was busy—except in Jewelry.



Jewelry Salesgirl and the Shoplifting Redhead!

There by the flat silver counter, four clerks
huddled as if waiting for funeral services to
start. At the other end of the department,
Gotch flapped feverishly through the sheets
of his running-inventory ledger.

Don said quietly: “Trying to give every-
body on the floor the heebies, looking as if
you've lost your last friend?”

“Gosh, Don, it’s worse than that! I’ve lost
fifty-eight Women’s Wrists, most of ‘'em dia-
- mond-studded. All the way from our thirty-
eight-dollar seventy-five Special to the Lady
- Ambassadors at twelve hundred and fifty!
You know what this means 7"’

“Sure. The bonding company will pay
our loss. The police will catch up with Miss
Ludlow. You'll catch hell from the front
office for not double-checking the trays be-
fore they were put in your safe last night.”

Myron Gotch fingered his long, sharp
beak of a nose. He scowled until the thin,
black eyebrows met beneath the tall, round
dome of his partly bald forehead. “That I
could take. But I'm in a lot deeper than that,
Don. And I guess there isn’t one thing that
can be done about 1t.”

“Reported it to the big boss yet?”” Don
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liked this gaunt, homely specimen. Gotch
knew his business from amethyst to zircon;
Nimbletts had the biggest jewelry volume,
year in year out, of any department store
on the Avenue.

“I didn’t even let the bonding company
know. All T did was ring you. Because—
look Don.” He put a bony hand on the
Protection Chief’s arm. “I was out with this
Ludlow kid, on a party, a couple nights
ago. Yeah, I know, I know. It's not done.
But I did it. Extenuating circumstances, I
thought at the time. Now I think I was
being played for a patsy. She’s cleared out
with about ten thousand bucks’ worth of
wrist-watches—and I'm sunk for keeps. I
might as well shoot myself.”

ON looked at Gotch sympathetically,
then shrugged.

“Waste a good cartridge? When you can
go up to the sixth and jump out the win-
dow? Don’t be silly.” Don knuckled him
in the short ribs, gently. “Who else knows
about this—uh—party you had?”

Gotch groaned. ““I didn’t even go out
with her myself. Ed Siddon, of Catawba
Rings, up in Providence—he was in town;
he wanted a whirl with a girl. So I asked
Kay Wessler if she knew anyone.” He red-
dened under Don’s calm stare. ‘“Yeah, I
been out with Kay before. She’s my senior
saleslady. You know Kay 7"

“Sure. Nice.”  Don glanced down the
length of the clock counter at the willowy
brunette with the upswept hairdo; Kay
Wessler was the sort of girl who'd look
well-groomed after she’d been in the vortex
of a cyclone, slim, cool, poised. But behind
the poise, as her gaze met Don’s, something
Very near panic.

She only hesitated a moment before she
started toward them:

“Mr. Marko,” she said tensely, “I don’t
believe Celia would ever do a thing like
this. I know her too well. She wouldn’t!
She couldn’t!” |

Don said: “Watches aren’t here.
isn’t here. So?”

She
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“So,” Kay said, “something must have

happened to her.”

“That’s a maybe,” Don admitted. “But
let’s start with what we know for sure. We
know something’s happened to ten thousand
bucks’ worth of tickers. How’'d that hap-
pen?’”

The five-to-nine
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through the store. From the central loud-
speaker came a briskly pleasant voice:

“Good morning. Let’s make this a good
morning for Nimbletts by remembering that
talk doesn’t sell merchandise. The mer-
chandise talks for itself—if you let it.”” The
invisible speaker went on over the last
minute hubbub before Doors Open.

Gotch had a sickly grin as he gestured in
despair. “Those watches would have
screamed value; we’'ve never had such an
assortment. All my own fault. I'm sup-
posed to check the ring, brooch-and-pin,
lavalliere and watch trays myself before the
safe is locked. But just before closing last
night, the advertising department sent down
a proof for next Sunday’s ad. I asked Kay
to check in the trays while I okayed
the prices in the ad.”

Kay's big eyes were dark with
distress. “Mr. Gotch 1s trying to
let me down easy. I'm the one
who’s to blame. I let Cele help me;
she stacked the trays in the safe.
The watches were underneath so
when I came in to have a last look
I simply counted the trays instead
o: lifting each one to see the
watches were all in the slots. When
we took the trays out this morning,

five of the trays were empty.”

Don scowled. “Did you see the

watches in place before Miss Lud-
low took the trays into the safe?”
This wholesale theft didn’t quite
seem to fit the apprehensive blonde
he’d questioned a couple of weeks
ago, after the disappearance of
three men’s watches from Gotch’s
stock.
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Tensely, the girl listened to
the footsteps pounding up
the stairs
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“Yes,” Kay Wessler was miserably posi-
tive. “They were all there. But 1 just can’t
believe she’d take them! I knew her pretty
well, and she plainly wasn’t that kind.”

Don nodded. “Let me have a detailed
description of each item, for the hock shop
squad and stolen property fliers.”

“I'll copy it off the stock sheets right
away.” Gotch sighed. “But she couldn’t
pawn ’‘em. Any experienced person could
tell the watches hadn’t ever been worn.”

“Sure.” Maybe, Don thought, the Lud-
low kid hadn’t bothered to figure out how
to dispose of the watches. On the other hand
she might have supposed it would be easy
to cash in on the loot these days when
watches were being sold by everybody from
drugstores to street peddlers. Not that many
peddlers would dare to fool with $500
watches.

“I'll call the bonding company, Myron.
You get up to the front office, lay it on the
line. But you don’t need to talk about that
little party the other night. Not yet, any-
how.”

Kay glanced at Gotch, startled.

“T had to tell him, shugie.” The buyer
straightened his four-in-hand uneasily.

Kay’s chin went up. “I don’t care about
that. I didn’t do anything I'm sorry for.
It’s just—you’re so certain Cele stole those
watches, and you’re so wrong.”

The loud-speaker, in a different voice,
called “Doors O-pen.” Customers began to
surge in. ‘

Don said: “Don’t talk about it. To any-
one except the Bonding man, huh?”

CHAPTER 11

LIGHT-FINGERED EXPERT

ARKO went to the rear of the great
M store, through Employees Only, to
the Women’s Locker Room. There
were only a few stragglers, hastily slamming
the metal doors, spinning the combination
knobs, dashing off to their departments.
The locker number on Celia Ludlow’s
card was 492/6-3-3-9. It was close to the
time clock. He set the roller knobs to 6, 3, 3
and 9. The empty locker told its own story.

He’d been in the girls’ lockers often, after

closing, for professional reasons. Always
there’d be things left on the bottom of the
cabinet, on the steel shelf, or the hangers.
Aspirin, extra handkerchiefs, perfume, bobby
pins, candy bars, extra raincoat, so on. Celia
Ludlow’s was clean. Not even a pack of
matches.

Back in his office he phoned the surety
company :

“Looks like she planned a runout. Didn’t
notify anybody she was quitting, but took
everything out of her locker. Lives down
in the Village, but her phone doesn’t answer.
Huh?... Well, can’t say we’ve had any
particular reason to suspect her up to now,
but you remember Jewelry lost those men’s
watches a couple of weeks ago. I questioned
everybody in the department at that time.
Miss Ludlow seemed sort of upset, worried.
But I put that down to some personal prob-

lems. Could have been wrong, the way it
stands. Yeah, I'll be there.”

AFTER he hung up, he leaned back in his

swivel chair with his hands clasped be-
hind his neck, staring blankly at the ceiling,
for a long ten minutes. He tried to gauge the
possible reasons that could turn a nice kid
only a few years out of the Chester, Pennsyl-
vania High School, with letters of recom-
mendation from her previous employers in
Philadelphia and Newark, with friends like
Kay Wessler, into a thief about te be in-
dicted for grand larceny.

He could think of only one sufficiently
strong reason and it had little to do with
money. :

He didn’t suggest the possible motive to
the Bonding man, who came, listened, took
the descriptive lists and Celia’s home address,
departed.

The wusual procession of light-fingered
ladies began at ten. Don listened imper-
turbably to bland denials, weeping protesta=
tions, spat-out threats. He was making the
day’s first call for the police cart to dispose
of a juvenile bag-snatcher whose face and
record were already in the card file at his
db?—;W’ when the Nimblett operator cut in
with : B

“Hurry call for you, Mr. Marko! Post
Three!” |
“On my way.” He turned the teen-ager



—

14 THRILLING DETECTIVE

over to the operator on the Protection ele-
vator, reached Leather goods and Giftwares
in time to see a chunky woman in a sealskin
coat struggling with a tall stringy redhead
who flailed at the other with bony fists,
uttering sharp little squeals of rage. The
chunky, motherly woman in the fur. coat was
Alice Stein, Don’s Number One operative
on the First. ~

Don came up behind the redhead as she
ripped an arm out of the cheap cloth coat
Alice was gripping and wrenched away.

He caught the tall girl’s elbows.

She swore fiercely, twisted, clawed at his
face.

Alice stamped on her instep.
cried out, doubled over in pain.

Don got her wrists, “Nice and quiet, that’s
it, ni-i-ice and quiet. If you make it tough
for us, we have to be tough on you. Let’s
all go up to my office, huh?”

The redhead screeched: “She framed me!
She put those things in my pockets. I never
took one single thing.”

Alice pulled two brown and gold Floren-
tine tooled-leather cigarette boxes out of
the lining of the cloth coat where they’d
dropped down to the hem. The coat rattled.

“Pen and pencil sets in there, too, Mr.
Marko.” Alice rubbed a thumb the redhead
had bitten. “I’ve been watching her for a
quarter of an hour. 1 sew her grab the
cigarette boxes. She might have taken some-
thing else.”

“She might have.” Don forced the red-
head’s left wrist up behind her back to get
leverage on her, keep her moving toward
the elevator. The shoplifter’s wrist glittered
like icicles in the moonlight. A wrist-watch,
set with at least twelve stones, the largest
two nearly a half-carat each. Sticking to
the filigree platinum above the black cord
wrist band was a tiny spur of deep purple

The girl

fuzz—the shade, if Don remembered rightly,

used on Nimbletts watch display cases.
“She might have,” he repeated. “I think

you are entitled to paste a gold star in your
crook-book for this, Al.”

FTER they had all reached Marko’s

office, Alice stood with her back to the
door whose frosted glass was gold-leafed:
CHIEF OF STORE PROTECTION. Don sat on

the edge of his desk, examining the array
of articles spread on his blotter: the leather
boxes, the watch, a black handbag, keys,
coins.

The redhead glowered sullenly in a
straight-backed chair. Her eyes were blood-
shot, the pupils small and dull. She kept"
dabbing a handkerchief at the tip of her red-
dened nose though she had no signs of being
bothered by a cold.

Don said: “What you use, heroin?”

“Baloney !” The redhead laughed bitterly.

“Doesn’t make any difference,” Don said
mildly. “Whatever it is, you'll get so you'd
do anything for a shot, by and by. Then
the narcotic boys will keep you on the hook
until you come through with the inside info
about your dOpe supplier.”

“In your hat,” the shoplifter snarled.

Don picked up the cloth coat, ran his
fingers along the hem. “Be easier to talk to
us, here. I might go so far as to compound
a felony and let you beat it, if you make
with the lowdown.” He pulled out the lining
of one pocket, studied the slit which had
been cut to allow articles to drop to the
bottom of the coat.

“I told you!” The redhead reached for
the pack of cigarettes Alice had taken from
her. Don snapped his lighter for her. She
dragged in deeply, exhaled through her
nostrils. “All I know.”

Alice said coldly: “You gave us a phony
name, a false address in the Bronx and a lot
of mahooly about this being your first of-
fense. We know better; I watched you snag
those boxes.”

“If you know so stinkin’ much, why don’t
y’know the answers to all them lousy ques-
tions,” the redhead sneered. “I told you my
name’s Frances Flemming; you try an’ prove
it ain’t. Maybe I did give you a bum steer
on my address; you think I want my mom
gettin’ a stroke when she hears I been ar-
rested in a rotten frameup ?”

Don said sympathetically: “No. We don’t
think you want your folks to find out what’s
with you. Or your friends. There must be
people somewhere who still think a lot of
you. Fact you happen to have a drug habit
wouldn’t affect that. Even if they knew you’d
been doing this sort of thing,” he touched

- the Florentine boxes, ‘““still that wouldn’t



A "-I....-l . o A -

1-"':1'"'_'.- el ""xr . da
--'.#.-b" - -
o .

oo . s o - P y ; , Yt Siday
- P . e - - . Wiy, %H
- - ! . _ :’_ = Ly - : - 8 - - P = ' +? -

-
wE

oy
S -
-

R

Al WP ng e Sy
B T Wik ieed e . o
& = T N, o4 Mg, ‘%:L‘ %
" _.‘;:!-..._:'--:-.....‘-;_-'I:u.-‘ L

i
e
4
3
g =

.
B

e .
T
o T

— B
- —

“'s.,_""_'.i |

Ny - U
SNCCUSIORS

A \\;I-:ﬁ-‘fi}ft A \\\"f‘;“‘k N\ __

A

!

Don heard the swish of
the pipe, and the blow
crashed on the back of
his neck
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keep them from caring about what happens
to you. Matter of fact, we care—here at
Nimbletts. We aren’t in business to prose-
cute people.”

“Ha! And a good rich ha-ha-ha.” The
redhead made a sour face.

“We haven’t lost any goods. We've got

the stuff you slipped off the leathergoods
counter.” Don poked at four gold pen-and-
pencil sets, still in their plush boxes. “But
this watch, now. You'll have to loosen up
on that, before we could make any deal.”

Miss “Flemming” pretended to be affected
by the Protection Chief’s friendly attitude.
“Okay. I lied about her givin’ it to me. She
sold it to me, for ten bucks. She said it was
worth fifty.”

“When was this?”’ Don inquired.

“Las’ night. Around nine. It was a present
to her from her boy frien’, but she hadda
get a quick buck to scram down to Florida
or Havana for some reason.”

Alice asked: “You know her well enough
to buy a watch from her, but you don’t know
her name?”
~ “All I ever see her was at this bar. Over

on Lexington Avenue. I hear the bartender
call her Sealy couple times. You gonna let
me keep the watch?”

Knuckles rapped. Alice let Gotch in. His
face was livid with strain, his forehead

beady with sweat. He frowned at the red-

head, glanced at the things on Don’s desk,
pounced on the watch.

“Yes, yes.” He whipped a batch of carbon
tissues from his coat pocket, poked a trem-
bling: finger at one item. “Number J722--
The Baroness. Twenty-one jewels. Twelve
diamonds. Platinum. Ailanthus leaf chasing.
See?” He set the watch on the carbon de-
scription.

“Value?” Don asked.

“Seven hundred sixty-five.” Gotch nodded.

THE redhead cursed with blunt obscenity.

“Mean them stones is real ice? An’

genuwine platinum? Why the dirty little—"

Don cut in: “Ever see this girl before,
Myron?” _

“Not to my knowledge.” Gotch mopped
his forehead. ‘“Where’d she get this Bar-
oness "’ |

“Says a girl sold it to her in an East Side

bar.” Don palmed a couple of Yale keys out
of the litter of lipsticks, compacts, combs,
match packs, chewing gum, aspirin, which
had come from the redhead’s handbag. “For
ten fish.”

Gotch groaned. “A cute blonde?”” he asked
the shoplifter. “Nice eyes?”

“I guess you could call her a swell num-
ber.” Miss “Flemming” stuck out her lower
lip insolently. “I says to her: ‘A looker like
you oughtn’t to have no trouble raisin’ ten
bucks without sellin’ off yer jewelry.” But
from what you say, the dame musta stole
that watch.”

Don eyed her with distaste as he dialed
the phone. “We were ready to make a deal
with her, Myron. Info on where the watch
came from, in exchange for no prosecution
on the petty larceny charge. But she’s one
of those characters who think that even
Merry Christmas is spelled with a double
cross. So we’ll just charge her with lifting
the watch, too. That’ll make it grand larceny,
hold her for the Grand Jury, and give her
plenty of time to think it over.”

The redhead sprang to her feet, smacked
both hands flat on the desk so hard the stuff
on the blotter bounced. “Why, you crummy
bum, you!”

“Lieutenant?”” Don cradled the phone on
his shoulder, regarding the shoplifter stonily.
“Package for you. Dress goods, yeah. No,
this one’s a deep dish. We think she’s in on
a ten-thousand-dollar steal. Thanks.”

The redhead whispered: “Ten—thou-
sand ?”

No one answered her. Gotch licked his
lips uncomfortably. Alice touched the girl
on the shoulder but she kept her eyes on
Don. *

“Is that—up and up?”

He nodded. “Surprise?”

She bared her teeth. “You bet your butt
it's a surprise, brother!” She straightened,
holding her hands rigidly at her sides, fists
clenched. “But it’s no part of the surprise
that’ll be comin’ to somebody else!”

Don scooped up the miscellany from the
bag, dumped it in beside her purse. “They’ll
give this stuff back to you after they’ve
assigned you your single with bath. Am I
telling you anything you don’t know from
experience?”’
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“Go jump in the river, wise-0.”

“Help her on with her coat, AL” Don
slid open the lower right hand drawer of
his desk, fiddled with something there.

“I don’t need no help with a coat!” The
redhead snatched the garment from the desk.

“Say you don’t,” Alice said drily.

Don brought the camera up in one prac-
ticed, smooth movement, aimed the lens at
the redhead, snapped the trigger.

The flashbulb flared before she had a
chance to be frightened. But she lunged
wildly at the camera:

“You got no right to take my pitcha!”

Don held her off with one hand, until
Alice grabbed her, shoved her back into the
chair.

The Chief of Protection monkeyed with
thumb screws at the bottom of 'he camera.
“This is quite a gadget. Only sixty seconds
from snapping the subject to a finished print.
There...we are...” He flipped a lever,
pulled out a still moist photograph of the
redhead.

“Yeah,” she sneered. ‘“Ain’t science won-
derful. It’s got so you can take a pitcha
in one minute.” She leaned forward, her
small-pupiled eyes bright with venom. “One
of these days, they’ll think up somep’n that
don’t take no longer’n that to %ill a person!
Ever think of that?”

CHAPTER 111
WEeALTHY Boy FRIEND

TAGE-DOOR JOHNNY'’S was
only a step off Times Square
but it was seldom crowded at the
lunch hour. The prices were
terrific, the food better left un-
mentioned, drinks thimble-size,
The tunnel between bar and
booths was illuminated only by lavender
bulbs which made patrons look as if they’d
just been dug up. Even the television was
bad. Nevertheless there were those who
dropped in at Johnny’s with a curious regu-
larity.
The young man who pushed in from the
brightness of the noontime street paused be-
side the purple and crimson horror of the

juke box, blinking owlishly about him behind

the horn-rimmed glasses, which gave him an
oddly professorish look for one dressed in
the peak of Broadway fashion. A gray silk
muffler fluffed out from the velvet collar of
his narrow-waisted short-coat. His porkpie
hat was matching gray. So were his gloves.

His face, by contrast, even under the half
daylight by the door and the revolving
kaleidoscope of the juke box, had a dark
bluish cast, though he was close-shaven.

He sauntered the length of the bar,
noticing everyone, hello-ing nobody. At the
next to last booth, he drew off his gloves,
removed hat and coat, slid under the table.

When the sloppy-aproned waiter had
taken his order for a double slug of scotch-
on-the-rocks, he leaned back against the
booth, turning his head toward the wall,
apparently addressing the violet shade of the
wall-bracket lamp above him:

“They took her.”

A pleasant voice drifted up over the back
of the booth from the one adjoining:
“What’d she do?” .

“Clammed a couple cig boxes. She put
up a hassle before they got her.” The con-
versation with his invisible tete-a-tete lapsed
while the owlish youth paid for and tasted
his drink. He inspected the glass with dis-
gust. “They cut this stuff with carbolic?”

“Sulfuric.” The unseen party- chuckled.
“What ensueth ?”’

“She had the watch on her. The snooper-
sleuth spotted it right away.”

C‘And_!l

“They kept her upstairs for half, three-
quarters of an hour, then sent her to the
pokey.” The owlish one rolled his eyes to-
ward the top of the booth partition as if
expecting to see a face pop up behind him.
But he saw nothing, heard nothing except
the tinkle of ice in a highball glass. “I guess
that does it,” he added finally.

“You never can tell—" the voice was
curt—"“with a hophead.”

“No. That’s a fact.”

“Ill tell you another fact. Thls cold
weather is getting me down. If we have
a good pitch this afternoon, we’ll cut up
a watermelon and bust down south where the
lovelies don’t wear so many clothes.”

Under the grisly lavender light the young

¢

~man’s smile had the toothy effect of a grin-
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ning skull in spectacles.

“Miami.” He seemed to think i1t was a
very comical idea. “Or Havana, maybe. 1
always did like this time of year in Cuba.”

HE {four-story red stone house at 921

Jane Street was wedged in between an
abandoned livery stable and a storage ware-
house; as Don Marko climbed the chipped
and worn stone steps, the hoarse bellow of
a liner roared from the Hudson docks a few
blocks west. Except for the chill salt wind
lancing in from the river and the steady,
surf-like drone of traffic on the West Side
express highway, this part of Greenwich
Village might have been located anywhere
—say Chester, Pennsylvania, for instance.

C. Ludlow was engraved on the card
beneath the battered black mailbox stenciled
3B. A printed card on the paint-scabby wall
advised apartment-seekers to See Superin-
tendent, 13 Seventh Avenue. Don climbed
the narrow stairs.

At 3B he knocked, automatically tried the
knob, wasn’t particularly surprised to find
the door unlocked. The astonishment came,
a moment later, when he discovered that
Celia Ludlow hadn’t moved out. There were
still some of her belongings in the cramped
room looking out over the roof of the livery
stable. Pictures, knicknacks, magazines, a
pair of battered ostrich-feather mules, an
alarm-clock on the bed-table with its pale,
green hands pointing to 12:20.

The bed was made. The place was neat as
a pin. There were a few things on the bureau
but no hair-brushes or combs on the em-
broidered dresser-cover. He looked in the
closet. No luggage.

A worn, blue raincoat drooped from a
wire hanger. A pair of red rubber Snow
Bootees sagged against a stack of dress-
boxes. Three hats hung forlornly from bon-
net-pegs on the shelf. One red wool dress
lay crumpled on the floor. She’d planned
to go away, all right, but it was clear she
meant to come back. He wondered how she
could have thought that would be safe, if
she’d stolen ten thousand dollars’ worth of
diamond-crusted watches.

He went in the bathroom. No towels,
nothing in the wicker laundry hamper. Medi-
cine cabinet empty, except for a box of face

tissue. Queer. Left some of her clothes,
but scraped the cupboard clean. Why?

On the gateleg table in the living-room
were a row of paper-covered two-bit myvs-
terites and love stories; heside them a pile
of travel booklets. He riffled through them.
Fun-Filled Cuba, a Guide for Visitors. W hat
To See in Happy Havana. Fifty Famous
Places in Sun-drenched Havana, the Pearl
of the Antilles. Handbook of Spanish for
Tourists. The pamphlets struck him as a
peculiar thing to find here, too.

Marks on the beat-up carpeting caught
his eye, parallel marks about two feet apart
where something heavy had been dragged
across the floor. Probably a trunk. He
peeked under the bed. Yes. A long dust-
free rectangle would be about the right size
for one of those low steamer-trunks. Some-
thing against one post of the maple bed
glittered, red and gilt. A cigar band. Coro-
nado. Superior. Genwine Havana.

Well, there was nothing against a single
girl mviting a man up to her apartment in
the Village, though i1t might not have been
the thing in her home town.

Steps sounded on the stairs, light steps,
hurrying. Don stood up, hastily dusting off
his trousers. He’d left the door ajar. It
might not look so well for him to be poking

around under a girl’s bed in her absence.
“Cele!” a girl cried. “Cele!”

“Hello.” It was Kay.

“Oh!” She was startled. “I was hoping—"

““~—she’d be here? No. Skipola.”

She brushed past him. Her eyes swept
the room, the open door to the closet, the
still disordered spread where Don had lifted
it to look beneath the bed. “Mr. Gotch and
I kept calling her all morning, and about
quarter of twelve, just before my lunch
time, he thought someone picked up her
phone without answering, just waiting to
see who it was calling, he thought. So I
told him I'd scoot down during my lunch
hour, on the chance’’—The corners of her
mouth quivered, she shook her head wretch-
edly—*“but I guess our hopes were vain.”

“Trunk and bags gone. Lot of stuff about
Cuba there on the table. Looks like she
planned a Caribbean getaway.” He held out
the cigar band. “Who was the boy friend
who could afford seventy-five-cent cigars?”
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AY sat on the edge of the bed discon-

solately. “Mr. Potter? I only saw him
a few times. He came in the store to see
her. He was much older than Cele. He
looked like one of those prosperous married
wolves who think they’re misunderstood
at home and spend their evenings trying to
snuggle up to some decent, lonely kid like
Cele.” She began to cry, quietly.

“What’s he look like?”

She gestured dismally. “Like a well-to-do
wolf. Big, plump fat-puss. Red face, kind
of jolly. Hail-fellow type. 1 suppose you
could call him good-looking in a butterball
fashion. He dressed like a million. I know
he used to take Cele to expensive places for
dinner—Chambord, Pierre’s, Dinty Moore’s.
I warned her about guys like that.”

“What'd he dor?”

“I'm not sure. She never said right out
plain. Something to do with exporting, I
think.” She got up, galnced in the bathroom
dejectedly. “I'll tell you what, Mr. Mar-
RS ."

“What-?”

“If she did do anything wrong, it was
on his account. She was the sweetest, most
honest sort of person you ever knew in your
life—but she was lonely. When a man like
that latches onto a girl like that it’s tragic!”

“Yeah.” Don nodded. “Sure. Way it
happens, sometimes. When I came in, her
door was unlocked. Is Miss Ludlow the
forgetful kind who'd go away and leave her
apartment open?”’

Kay sniffled drearily. “I wouldn’t have
said so. No. Do you think—"

Don shrugged. “After you’ve been deal-
ing, for ten years, with shoplifters who pre-
tend to be kleptomaniacs and just can’t help
stealing, you always think the worst.”

I

CHAPTER IV
STEAMER TRUNK

[TH her sharp prow throwing up
jets of white spray, the cruise-
ship Bahia de Mariel plowed
the crystal blue of the Gulf
Stream, leaving a foaming fur-
row behind. Sunlight glinted on
the choppy water. The white

funnels sparkled blindingly. The air was
cool and brisk, but already most of the pas-
sengers had shed their drab New York

clothing for gaudy tropical slacks and
sweaters.
Down at the Purser’s Office, Ramon

Suvez, cabin steward, was shedding nothing
except gloom. '

“I'm tell you, Mist’ Harris. Thees girl,
she’s not there., I am worry.”

The purser smiled sardonically. “Ever
hear of a chicken spending the night away
from her own roost before?”

“Oh, yes.” The steward patted the paunch
under his starched jacket. “But thees one,
she ’as not even taken toilet articles out of
trunk. No clothes out of hat-box. I am ver’
afraid.” |

“All right. Let’s have a look-see.” The
purser took a brass key from a mahogany
board lined with hooks. “A Sixty-one?”

“Yes, Mist’ Harris.”

Laughing, chattering groups sidled past
them 1n the starboard corridor. Ramon
said :

““She was ver’ pretty girl. I see her when
thees porter bring her bags to cabin, just
before we leave dock.”

“Hope to heaven she didn’t have one too
many Zombies at the bar and stumble over-
board on our way down the harbor, that’s
all. Does seem queer she wouldn’t have
opened her luggage to get pajamas or a
nightgown—no matter where she meant to
sleep.” Harris unlocked the A 61 door.

The steamer trunk with its black C. L.
on the front was obviously locked. So was
the hat-box on the bunk. Aside from the
red cube of a handbag on the dresser, there
was no sign any occupant had been in the
tiny cabin since the ship left port, shortly
after midnight.

Harris opened the handbag.

“Holy hat!” He dangled a magnificent
diamond-sprinkled wristwatch from his fin-
gers. “Think of leaving a hunk of ice like
that lying around loose. Proves you're an
honest man, Ramon.” He chuckled.

The steward was unhappy. “I do not like
thees—"" he sniffed delicately. “You smell ?”

Harris scowled, drew in his breath sharp-
ly. Then he reached for the handle of the
trunk, hefted it, let it drop with a thud.
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“Ramon ” he said heavily. “You better
notify the Captain and ask him to step down
here just as soon as he can.”

Back in New York, Don was making
doodle marks on the pad beside the coin
phone; they could have been simply cross-
hatched lines until he put a frame around
them, making them into a barred cell-win-
dow.

“You get anywhere with her, Lieutenant?”

“No,” said the receiver. “None of these
narcotics ever do much talking until they
begin to beg for another deck. She claims
the watch was sold to her.”

“Well, she’s still paying for it. Did your
Identification boys have anything on that
cleaners mark I found in her coat?”

“Yup. P bar C slash is Primrose Clean-
ers. Only, they’ve gone out of business, Mr.
Marko.”

“Ow.” Don grimaced. “Where were they
when they were in business?”

“Five-eleven West Seventy-ffth Street,
just off Broadway. They folded in Septem-
ber, some time.”’

“Thanks. Let you know if I find any-
thing on her.” Don hung up.

The hack driver who took him uptown
was talkative. At a traffic tie-up near Colum-
bus Circle he turned to Don:

“Ain’t nothing you can do about these
jamups. Situation gets worse alla time, Guy
can go where he wants to twice as quick
on a bus or the subway.”

“Sure.”

DON was musing about the redhead—and

the peculiar coincidence which had led

her to Nimbletts the morning after those
watches had been stolen.

““Course in a taxi fella doesn’t run th’

risk of losin’ his roll to a pickpocket. D'ja

see that piece inna paper about there bein’

eight hunnerd wallet-workers in New York:

City alone?”

“Didn’t happen to—"

“More an’ more alla time, yuh. It ain’t
tough enough to beat ya brains out makin’
a livin’, then some dip bumps into you in
a subway crowd! An’ there goes th’ rent
dough !”’

“S’right.” Don gave him an extra dime
on the tip. He could have told the hackie

something about pickpockets; they were a
sore spot with stores like Nimbletts but at

least they didn’t get away with ten thousand

at a clip. Not often.

The store at 511 West 75th had a sign
in the window stating that the premises
would be occupied shortly by Mae’s Mode
Shoppe—copies from famous couturieres.
He went to a Grocery & Provisions next
door.

The Ttalian at the vegetable stand exam-
ined the photo with interest. ‘““Dunno, mister.
I only been here since-a Monday., Better
ask-a th’ butch man, see?”

Don went to the meat counter. A thin
youth was doing things to a chicken with
a cleaver, From the refrigerator room
emerged a big, florid-faced fellow in straw
hat and blood-spotted apron.

He pursed his lips over the minute-print.

“I couldn’t guarantee it’s the same dame,
bud. But this closely resembles one of our
customers who comes in here once in a
while.”

“Charge account ?” Don knew the redhead
wouldn’t have been a credit risk, but he
wanted to keep the meat man talking.

“We're strictly for cash., Now I come to
think of it, though, T don’t believe I ever
saw her pay for any steaks. Herself, I mean.
She generally breezes in here with Cary
Grant, lets him shell out.”

“You're kidding. Not the movie star.”

“No, no.” The butcher smiled broa.dly at
his little jest. “Just a name we give him
here in the store. He does look a lot like
the actor, though—and that’s not kidding.

And I will say he’s very free and casy when

it comes to pulling out the lettuce and peel-
ing off a few leaves for a nice, thick T-bone.”

“Spender, eh? Live around here?”

“You a detective?”

“I’'m with Nimbletts, Fifth Avenue.” Don
evaded a direct answer. “Girl got into a
little trouble down there this morning.”

“Too bad.” The butcher kept the smile
on his face. “Wish I could help you. But I
haven’t any idea where they live.”

Don thought he was lying, but knew there
was no use pressing the point. It was six
stores later, at a liquor dealer’s on Broad-

way, that he got his lead.

The liquor man, an alert-eyed, dapper-
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dan individual, said right away: “Absolute-
ly, I know her. Mrs. Sorrick, One sec!” He
fingered sales slips beside the register. “Mrs.
B. Sorrick. Four-seventeen West Seventy-
seven. Four H. Always the best Scotch.
Nothing but the best for Mister and Missus
Sorrick. I hope there’s nothing wrong, my
friend?”’

“Hard to say,” Don answered. “Mr. Sor-
rick, now...Happen to know what line of
business he’s in?”

The dapper man hunched up one shoul-
der, raised his eyebrows. “How should I
know? I sell them whiskey. I don’t ask how
he makes the money to buy it.”

“No. Of course not. Much obliged.” Don
went around to West End, to 417 West 77th
Street. A six-story brick apartment with an
automatic electric elevator.

He pushed the 4H button down in the
vestibule. No action. He rode up to the
fourth, thumbed the buzzer button beneath
the neatly printed strip cut from a Sorrick
business card. Somewhere down the hall he
heard a radio blaring: “If I'd known you
were coming, I'd have baked a cake.”

After a long minute, he used the keys

he’d palmed out of the miscellany from the
redhead’s bag. The second one worked.

Still in the hall, with the door open, he
called :

“Hi-yo, anybody!”
He went 1n.

Silence.

IT WAS a huge apartment. An enormous

living room with a tile fireplace and a
wide mantel, a curved set of divans around
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it and an incredible clutter of tables, over-
stuffed chairs, floor lamps with gold shades,
a television set big as a sideboard, a bar-ette,
bookcases, two desks. The rug underfoot was
moss-thick with a dragon in violent yellow
on a dusty blue background. Everywhere—
on tables, mantel, bookcases, video set—a
frightful assortment of Chinese vases, chro-
mium cocktail sets, plaster figurines, bronze
ash-trays, gilt-and-marble clocks, brass
bowls.

“She -never filched that junk from Nimb-
letts,” Don muttered to himself. “Good
Heavens!"”

On an ash-tray were two cigar butts. The
band still remained on one. It was another
Coronado Superior. He told himself the
guy certainly did get around.

He wandered into a dining-room. More
gewgaws on buffet, side tables, hanging
shelves. The place looked like a lunatic’s
dream of an antique shop.

The kitchen was a mess, too—of a differ-
ent kind. Soiled dishes stacked on a long
sink. Enough dirty glasses and empty bottles
to make Don think of a weekend at a road-
house. A refrigerator crammed full of club
soda, coke and left-over dishes. The odor
was not agreeable.

There were three bedrooms, one of which
seemed to be used as a storeroom for more
bric-a-brac. Imitation alabaster book-ends,
jade 1dols that functioned as cigarette light-
ers, cheap “cut glass” punch bowls that still
bore the marks of the pressing moulds. On
the bed, piled on a gaudy roman-striped

. satin spread, were half a dozen brown paper
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‘parcels about the size of shoe boxes.
The labels were all the same :

From

Majestic Novelty Company
North Attleboro, Mass.

To

Gothamagic Auction Hall
2164 West 42nd Street
New York City, New York

He was juggling one of the packages on
his palm when the phone out in the living-
room jangled. He let it ring a few times
before he decided to answer it.

“Yeah?” He didn’t talk directly into the
receiver ; he spoke indistinctly, as if he might
have the stub of a cigar in his mouth.

“Fa gossake! I been tryin’ t’ catch up
with y’ since maybe one o’clock.” The voice
at the other end of the line was thin, queru-
lous, masculine.

“Well 7

“Mickey Fowler, all right for five hunnerd
bail, huh?”

Don grunted vaguely. Bail? What was
he to reply to that? “What’s the charge?”

“Pickin’ a poke in th’ Times Square sta-
tion! What ya think it was, fa gossake?”

“I thought,” Don experimented, “it might
be murder.”

The man hesitated. “Just a funster, ain’t
‘you. Ha, ha.” He didn’t sound as if he ap-
preciated the humor. *“Murder, he says,
yet!”

“Yeah,” Don answered. “Anything for a
gag‘!l

He cradled the receiver.

CHAPTER V

Sour NoOTE AT THE AUCTION

N THE first floor of Nimbletts
swarmed the after-luncheon
shoppers— business men in a
swivet to get back to their offices,
matrons with a liking for pawing
over merchandise and bedeviling
clerks. The four rows of glass

showcases in Jewelry had some of both.

Kay Wessler brought a topaz ear-ring to

Myron Gotch. “Customer claims the pendant

just ‘came off.” Personally, I think, she let

THRILLING DETECTIVE

her Pomeranian chew on it. Just take a
look.”
The buyer “disdained an examination.

“Have it fixed. No charge.” He had deeper
troubles to contend with.

Kay dangled the bauble, as if Stl]l discuss-
ing it.

“Have they found Cele yet?” ~

“No word. The surety people think she’s

- probably in South America by now.” He
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