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"™ LIS IS the first issue of a new

| science fiction magazine called
8 IF. The title was selected aiter
much thought because of its brewity
and on the theory it is indicative of
the field and will be easy to remems-
ber. The tentative title that just
missed was BEYOND TOMOR
ROW, but when we woke up one
morning and couldn’t remember 1t
unti] we'd had a cup of coflee, 1t
was summarily discarded.

A great deal of thought and ef-
" fort has zone into the formation of
this magazine. We have had the aid
of several very talented and gen-

erous people, for which we are most

grateful. Much is due them for
their warmhbearted assistance. And
now that the bulk of the formative
work is done, we will try to main-
tain 1F as one of the finest books
on the market.

§

\M E HAVE spent a lot of thought
¥¥ upon what we can do to cause
a- great public demand for our
magazine. In short, why will you
buy 1KY : @

We cannot, in honesty, say we
will publish at all times the best
wience fiction in the field. That
would not be true. But we will have
access to the best stories, and we
will get our fair share of works
from the best writers. |

We definitely will not talk

%,

magazine.

“adult” or “Juvenile” relative to
our content as we feel such terms
are misleading. We would rather

think at all times in the terms of

ﬁgi%f?w@ ig{}m% ﬁf thﬁ %fﬁ%tﬁﬁt [y .J

capist literature ever written,
Treasure Island for instance, could
be put'into either category or both.
And if Edgar' Rice Burroughs is
juvenile, then so are we, because
the late master has given us some
memorable thrills.

Frankly, we don’t think you'll
buy IF because you feel we print

better varns than any other mag,

You will buy it, we hope, because
vou like its personality. Every
magazine, we feel, does have a deh-
nite personality of its own. This
personality is usually a reflection of
the editors, their way of thinking,
their appreciation of the market,
their interpretation of what you

will like best in stories and art-
WOk,

We have tried to make IF differ-
ent from any other science hction
magazine on the stands while still
building it along the lines of what
every science fiction mag must be.
Aside from the letter columns and
the editorial, which are depart-
ments of field-wide use, we have
not copied any feature of any other
We will not, for in-
stance, review fanzines, because we
feel that is being most ably done

gl g, *\C'%ﬁ



by other mags. Nor will we, as a
general practice, review books be-
cause that appears to us to be overs
done., -

SHORT, we're trving to build

a personality of our own and
hope thereby to establish an affinity
with a large number of readers who
will remember IF when they buy a
science fiction mag as one they like
and wish to continue reading.

At all times we will hew to the

story-line and will exhort with our

writers to do the same. As.an ex-

ample, when Howard Browne
phoned to talk over the plot for his
lead novel in this issue, he de-

scribed what was without doubt a

staggering premise, a really star-
thng concept. “But,” he mourned,
“1 suppose I'll have to bend it
around to give thern the good old
conventional ending.”

We told Howard, “Not for IF,
chum. Remember the old creed we
live by, A writer may cheat on his
wife, but he is ever true to the
story-line. He may haul his infant
son around by one leg, but he car-
ries a good story-idea like a holy
rehc. If there is only one logical
ending for Twelve Times Zero,
that’s the ending we want.”

Therefore, we do not feel the
majority of readers necessarily want
a happy ending regardless of all
else. Not when it is incompatable
with the aura of realism created by
- the writer. ' |

A check-list of fiction master-
pieces certainly bears this out. The
turor created by a little piece called
Sorry, Wrong Number would cer-
tainly not have been forthcoming.
had the bedridden lady been res-
cued in the last paragraph. Romeo
and Juliet would have been nothing
more than the smooth effort of the
world’s greatest writer if Romeo
had gotten there in time. Yet, in
modern fiction, he gets there in
time with such amazing regularity
one feels he has memorized at least -
a dozen time-tables. The result has
been unnuinbered carloads of medi-
ocre fiction. '

Also—though we don’t wish to

‘underscore the point too heavily—

what could more surely have
smothered the greatness of Wuther-
ing Heights than a happy ending?

1] £ DO NOT wish to indicate
¥¥ that IF will be a magazine giv-
en over to tragedy. We will only in-
sist that our writers create scenes
and chimaxes that fix the story rath-
er than cater to that old “debil”
formula. __
~And 1n so doing we have an en-
tirely selfish motive. This: As the
vears go by, we want to look back
with personal pride upon an ever-
lengthening list of great stories,
So the book you now hold in
your hands is a new one titled IF.
We hope you will like it—not for
just a day—not for just a month.
But for years to come. PWF




Police prilled him mercilessly, ‘while
eyes from a hundred worlds looked on.



It o

of thousands of l1

==} HEY BROUGHT him into
1§ one of the basement rooms.
wad  He moved slowly and with
a kind of painful dignity, as a man
moves on his way to the firing
squad. A rumpled shock of black
hair pointed up the extreme pallor
of a gaunt face, empty at the mo-
ment of all expression. Harsh light

- from an overhead fxture winked

back from tiny beads of perspira-

tion dotting the waxen skin of his
forehead.

made 1o-

da y ’s izm d iz nes & uﬁ z;‘k € answer 5 a y hundreds

ght years away!

The three men with him
watched him out of faces as ex-
pressionless as his own., They were
ordinary men who wore ordinary .
clothing in an ordinary way, yet in
the way they moved and in the way
they stood you knew they were °
hard men who were in a hard and
largely unpleasant business. .

One of them motioned casually
toward a straight-backed chair al-
most exactly in the center of the

room. “Sit there, Cordell,” he said.
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A quiet voice, not especially deep,
“yet its seemed to bounce off the
painted concrete walls,

Wordless, the voung man obeyed,
Sitting, he seemed as stiff and un-
compromising as before. The man
who had spoken made a vague
gesture and the overhead lLight
. went out, replaced simultaneously
by strong rays from a spotlight
aimed full at the eyes of the seated
figure. Immm&t&fﬁy the vyoung
man’s head turned aside to avoid
the searing brilliance, but a hand
came out of the wall of dm}m&m
and jerked it back again.

TEY HEN THE PLANS ifor IF
T were laid out, our first ides was
T to stape the scoop of the cene
tury: {zet the lead novel from How-
ard Browne, editor of AMAZING
STORIES. No | greater boost could
be given an mﬁmt sublication than
Browne's name on the cover, We
asked Howard and he asked has boss,
Mr. ﬁéwﬁg and Mr. Davis said,
“Sure.” )
AMAZING STORIES is the
widest science-fction publication in
the world., It has the largest circu-
lation in s Geld and up to January

7th {the day IF went on the
stands ], ﬁMﬂZifo was the best
science fiction magazing your money
could buy. It has the best writers 1n
the mm fts denartments are ex-
cellent with Rog Phillips doing the
fanzine reviews and Sam Merwin
reviewing the books. So it you have
a Spare quarter, gm a copy of
AMAZING, sz can’t go Wrong.
And now, about Howard Browne.
He is 2 imgﬁ man, made up almost
entirely of wvast enthusiasms, We
have known Howard intimately for

shout six yvears and we conbnuge 1o

HOWARD BROWNE

“Just to remind you,” the quiet
voice continued conversationally,
“Im  Detective met&mﬁﬁt Kirk,
Homicide Bureau.” A pair of h&ﬁﬁ&
thrust -4 second chair toward the
circle of hght. Kirk swung it
around and dropped onto the seat,
resting his arms along the back,
facing the man across a distance of
hardly more than inches.

In the pitiless glare of the spot-
light Cordell’s cheekbones - stood
out sharply, and under his deepset
eyes were dark smudges of exhaus-

~tion. His rigid posture, his blank

expression, his  silence — these

regard bhim with awe, There 13 no
middle ground with this man, When
he likes something, it's temmfic! If
Howard hung a picture in his office
we doubt 1if it would be a casual
chore, The hammer he used would
be a terrtfic hammer. The tack he

drove would outshade other tacks by

five country miles. And the picture?
(Gad, what a masterpiece!

ﬂﬁrmmiy one has only fo wview
Emwm& s enthusiasin for living to
know 1t for what 1t 1.—a priceless
gift, He has written unnumbered 4
short stories and, under the name |
of John Ewans, s the father of |
Paul Pine, hero of the HALQ series, §
the Jast of which was HALO IN
BRASS, and the next of which will
be HALO FOR HIRE out 41n the
near future., We have watched him
write severzl of his stories and he
hurled himsell into each with 2 zeal
and a zest that sfunned us into a
nartial paralysis.

S0 we give vou Howard Browne,
a hard fellow to classifv: an astound-
ing mixture of Balzac, & ten-ton
dvname, and Peter Pan. But this
above all —-a great UV, i



seemed not so much indications of

%

defiance as they did the result of

some  terrible

shock.

“Let’s go over it again, Cordell)”
Kirk said.

The young man swallowed
- audibly against the silence. One of
his hands twitched, came up al-
most to his face as though to shield
hig.eyes, then dropped limply back.
“That light—" he mumbled.

“__stays on” Kirk said brisk-
ly. “The @ﬁ.ﬁtkw you tell us the an.
swers, the quicker we all relax
Okay?” _

Cordell shook his head numbly,
not so much in negation as an ef-
fort to clear the fog from his tor-
tured mind. I told vou,” he cried
hoarsely. “What more do you
want? Yesterday [ told you the
whole thing.” His voice began to
border on hysteria. “What good’s
my trying to tell you it vyou won §:
listen? How’s a guy supposed-—

“Then try i@hgzg it MMWMW
Kirk snapped. “You think vou’re
fooling around with half-wits?
 Sure; you told us. A crazy pack of
goof-ball dreams about a blonde
babe clubbing two grown people to
death, then disappearing in a ball
of blue hight! You hgure on cop-
ping a gﬁm on insanity

“It’s the truth!” Cordell shouted.
“As God hears me, it’s true!” Sud.
denly he buried his face in his
Engmﬁ% and long tearing sobs shook
his slender frame.

and deepseated

™\ NE OF the other men reached
%7 out as though to drag the
young man’s face back into the

-
- i?i
. .

withering rays of the spotlight, but
Kirk motioned him away. Without
haste the Lieutenant fished a cigar
from the breast pocket of his coat
and began almost leisurely to strip
away 1ts cellophane wrapper. A
kitchen match burst into flame un-
der the flick of a thumb nail and a
cloud of blue tobacco
writhed into the cone of hot light.
“Cordell,)” Kirk said mildly.
Slowly the young man’s shoul-
ders stopped their shaking, and
after a long moment his wan, tear-
stained face came hmk into the
hight. “I—I'm sorry,” he mumbled.
Kirk waved away the layer of
smoke hmgmg bﬂwmﬁ them. He
said wearily, “Let’s try it once
more, Step’ by‘ step. Maybe this
time . . .7 He let the sentence trail
off, but the mfwmw was clear.
An expression of hopeless resig-

nation settled over Cordell’s tea-

tures. “Where do yvou want me to
start?’

“Hlake it trom hive o'cloc
afternoon it happened.”

The tortured man wet his lips.
“Five o'clock was when my shift
went off at the plant. The plant, in
case you've forgotten, is the Ames
Chemical Company, and Pm a
toreman 1 in the Dry Fm%m?mg de~
partment.”

“Save your sarcasm,”
equably.

@Wmh I changed clothes and
punched out around hve-hiteen.
jﬁmﬁm had called me about four
and said to pick her up at Pro-
fessor Gilmore’s laboratory.”

“At what time?”

“No special time. Just when [

k the

Kirk said

sriioke e



mﬁm get out there. We were g0~
""" ng to have dinner and take in a

movie. No particular picture; she -

satd we'd pick one eut of the pa-
F%E at ﬁfi nner. '-

“Well, it must've been about
quarter to six when I got out to
m% University. I parked in front of
the laboratory wing and went in
at the main entrance. I walked
d{}‘%ﬁéﬁ the corridor to the Professor’s
ottice. ris typist was knocking out
SOIme Emm and there were a cou-
ple of students hanging around
wailting for him to show up. How
about a smoke, Lieutenant?”
Kirk nodded to one of the men
behind him and a package of ciga-

rettes was extended to the man un-

der the light. A match was prof-
tered and the young man ignited

the white tube, his hands m&%mg |

badly.

The Lieutenant crossed his legs

the other way. “Let’s hear the rest
of it, friend.”
“What for?” Bitterness ?;mg%é
sordeil’s voice. “Yﬁ%i don’t helieve
a word T'm saying.”

“Up to now 1 do.”

“Well, I said someths

to Alma-—she’s the Prof’s secretary
—and went on through the door
to the hall that leads to the pri-
vate lab. When I got—"

T& mx pErp up a hand., “Walt

dk & 2 minute. Your bus ting right

in on the Professor like that doesn’t
wmmﬁ right. Why not wait in th
office for your wﬁ%w

%W hat for?” Cordell squinted at
nim in surprise. “He and 1 g

ing or other

. - when I heard fhese two thumps

A

- got along fine. When Juanita first

went to work for him he said to
drop in at the lab any time, not to
walt in ﬁm cuter office like a fresh-
man or something.” A

“Go ahead.”

“Well . , .” The young man , hesi-
tated. “Were back to the part you
don’t believe, Ofhicer. 1 can’t hard-
ly believe it myself ; @:}m so help me,
it’s gospel. 1 saw il -

“Fm waiting.”

Lordell said é@gg%ﬂiy “The M:}
ﬁﬁw was open a crack. I heard a -
woman’s voice in there, and it
wasn't my wife’s, It was a voice
tike—-like cracked ice. You know:
cold andkind of . .. well . . . brittle
anc—and émﬁéy Thﬂ s the only
way I can describe 1t.

Anyway, I sort of hesita ted

*ﬂ“af?w outside the door. 1 didn’t
want to go bulling in on something
that wasn %i none of my business . . .

wife was in ﬂmm {ﬁm Aim%
would’'ve said go.

“You hear mzymmg b
collection of ice mbmw

The young man’s jaw hardened.
“I'm giving it the way it happened.
You want ‘the rest, or you want to
trade wise ammw

One of the men %ﬁhmd Kmk
Mmgﬁﬁd forward. “Whyﬁ. VOu @hmp
?ﬁﬁ%mm o
ﬁ*}i ﬁfﬁ{}pgﬁiﬁé hzm Wi ‘é‘:h HY al'lli.

| “HE handle this, Miller.” To Cor-

dell: “I asked vou a question. An-
swer 1. |

“T heard Professor Gilmore,
Only a couple words, then two
quick flashes of light lit up the
glass door panel, Thm g

g



Eﬁm when mmﬁ%@éy fzﬂig éz:mﬁ I
shoved open the door fast ... and
right then 1 saw her!”

Kirk nodded for no apparent

Creason and  was o careful about

knocking a quarter inch of ash off -

his cigar. “Tell me about her.”
The young mar’s hands were

shaking again. He sucked at his

cigarette and let the smoke come
put with his words: “She was clear

over on the other side of the Iab

ﬁmﬁdmg a good two feet off the
ﬁﬁ:}m in the middle of a big blue
ball of some kind of—of soft fire.
Blue fire that sort of pulsed—vyou
know. Anyway, there she was: this
hell of a good-looking blonde; look-
ing right smack at me, and there
was this funny kind of gun in her
hand. She aimed it and I ducked
just as this dim flash of light came
~out of it. Something hit me on the
side of the head and 1 ... well, 1
guess I blanked out.”

“Then what?” '

“Well, like 1 said vesterday, I
“suppose I just naturally came out
of it. I’m all spread out on the floor
with the damndest headache you
ever saw. Over by the window is
the Prof and—" m wet his lips——

“and Juanita. They're dead, Lieu--

temant; just kind of all piled up
over there . . . dead, their heads
busted in and the—the—the—"

.02 £ sat there, his mouth work-
~ ok ing but no sound coming
' ﬁm his eyes staring straight into
the blazing light, the cigarette
sinouldering, forgotten, between
the first two fingers of his left hand.

Almost gently Kirk said: “Let’s

 the limit.

s
ERTeCy
S :.-!
" 0 :#'l:

-
L

oo back to where you were stand-
ing outside the door. You heard
this woman talking. What did ghﬁ:
%gy???? :

Cordell looked sightlessly %ﬁ{}Wﬁ
at his hands, “Nothing that made
sense. sounded, near as 1 can re-
member, like: “Twelve times zero'
~-then some words, or more num
bers maybe—Im not sure——then
she said, ‘Chained to a two hundred
thousand years’~—and the Professor

said something about his colleges -

having no idea and he’d wam them
—and the blonde said, *Three in
the past hve months’—and then
wmmhmg about taking 'In wash-
ing—""° - -
The detective zmmaé Miller gave
a derisive grunt. “Of all the god-
damn gmmm% Kirk, you gonna listen

to {m*y’ww
Kirk silenced him with a gesture.
“Go on, Cordell.”

The voung man slowly lifted the
cigarette to his mouth, dragged
hmmh on it, then let it fall to the

- Hoor. ﬁThﬁfﬁ all, That's when the

lights started flashing in there and
I tried to %ﬁfﬁ a hero.” .

“Sure you've left nothing out?”

“You've got it all. The truth, hike
you wanted.” =
Kirk said pmmm}y “(xive 1t up,
(ordell. You're as sane as the next
guy. Give that story to a jury and
they’ll figure vou're trying to make
saps out of them—and when a jury
gets sore at a defendant, he gets
And in case vou didn’t
know: in this State, m% limit for
murder is the hot seat!”

The prisoner stared at him

woodenly. “You know I didn’t kill
my wife—or Professor Gilmore. I
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%mé no reason fo—no motive,
I'h 54 % ¥ § ol o hﬁi ! m%mw *

The police officer rubbed his
chin mﬁm%%w%y “Uh-hunh. Mo-
tive. How Em&g yvou married, Cor-
dell?”’

“Six years.”

“ﬁhﬁ{ﬁmzz?ﬁ

«’HN {3 3

£ii A

Ames Chemical pay you a good
salary ¢

“Ez}mg}}fﬁ

“Enough for two to live on?”

ﬁgm%;?

“How long did your wile work
for Professor Gilmore?”

“Four years next month.”

“What was her job?”

“His assistant.”

“Pretty big job for a woman,
wasn't i’

“Tuanita held two degrees in
nuclear physics.”

“You mean this
stuff 7

“Thm was part of it.”

“Gilmore’s a big name in that
field, I understand,” Kuark said.

“M&ybg the mggﬁﬁ

“Kind of voung to rate that

atom  bomb

high, wouldn’t you say’ He

couldn’t have been much past

forty.” .
Cordell shrugged. “He was

thirty-eight—and a gemus. Genius

has nothing to do with age, I hear.”
“Not married, I understand.”
“That's mgm " A slow ifrown

was forming on Cordell’s face.

“How old was your wife?”
asked.

The frown deepened but the
young man answered promptly
enough. “Juanita was my age.
Twenty-nine.”

< vl

CEL,

Martin K
ually. “Why,” hﬁ: said, “did yeu
want her to walk out on her job;
to give up her career?”

Cordell stiffened. %ﬁWhiﬁ% says 1

irk eyed his cigar cas-

did?” he snapped.

“Are you ﬁ@ﬁymg it?” )
“You're damn well right I'm
denying it! What is this?”

T mx was ﬁﬁiﬁzwéy shaking his
& o head almost pityingly, “On at
least two occasions friends of you
and your wife have heard you say
you wished she’'d stay home where
she belonged and cut out this ygm
ing around with a mess of fest

tubes.” Those are your own words,

Cordell.”
_________ fvery guy,” the young man re-

_mm%ﬁ “who's got a working wile

says something like that now and
then. 1t's only natural.”

Kirk’s jaw hardened. “But every

uy’s wife doesn’t get murdered.”

The other looked at him unbe-
lievingly., “Good God,” he burst
out, “are you saying 1 killed Juan-
ita because I wanted her to stop
working? Of all the—"

“There’s, more!” snapped the
Homicide man. “When you passed
Professor Gilmore’s secretary in his
outer office yesterday, what did you
say to her?”

“Bay to her?” the Wﬁ%ﬂw
mhmé in a dazed ww “I don’t
know that 1 . .. Some kidding re-
mark, 1 guess. How do vou expect

“53 43

me to remember a thing like that?”

“PIl tell you what you said,”
Kirk said coldly. “It goes like this:
Alma. You think the Prof’s

4% %3

mﬁmg%ﬁ rnaking love to my wile:



TWELVE TIMES ZERQ

Cordell's head snapped back and
his jaw dropped in utter amaze-
ment. “What! Of all—! You nuis?
I never said anything like that in

my life! Who says I said that?”
- Without haste Kirk slid a hand

into the inner pocket of his coat

and brought out two folded sheets
of paper which he opened and
spread out on his knee.

“lasten to this, friend,” he said
softly, * ‘My name 1§ Miss Alma
Dakin., I reside at 1142 Monroe
street, and am emploved as secre-
tary to Professor Gregory Gilmore.
- At approximately 5:50 on the after-
noon of October 19, Paul Cordell,
husband of Mrs. Juanita Cordell,
laboratory assistant to Professor
Gilmore, passed my desk on his way
into the laboratory, I made no ef-
fort to stop him, since my employer
had previously instructed me to al-
low Mr. GCordell to go directly to
- the laboratory at any time without
being announced.’” Kirk looked
up at the man in the chair opposite
himm. “QOkay so far?” '

. Paul Cordell nodded numbly.

“*At the time stated above,
Kirk continued, reading from the
paper, " "Mr, Cordell stopped brief.
Iy in front of my desk. He seemed
very angry about something. He
said, “Hi, Alma. You think the
Prof’s thrﬁmgh making love to my
wife?” Before I could say mzaﬁmmgﬁ
he turned away and walked into
the corridor leading to the labora-
tory. 1 continued my work until
about hve minutes later when Mr.
Ciordell came running back into the
othice and told me to call the po-
lice, that Professor Gilmore and

~ Mis. Cordell had been murdered.

3 33¥

i1

“‘Since there i3 an automatic
closer on the corridor door, I did
not see Mr. Cordell enter the lab-
oratory itself. I do’ know, however,
that Protessor Gilmore and Murs.
Cordell were alone in the labora-
tory less than ten minutes before
Mr. Cordell arnived, as I had just
left them alone there after taking
some dictation from my emplovyer.
Since I went directly to my desk,
and since there i3 no entrance to
the laboratory other than through
my office, I can state with certainty
that Mr. Cordell was the only per-
son to enter the laboratory between
5:00 that afternoon and 5:55 when
Mr, Cordell came out of the lab-
oratory and told me of the murders.

“ ‘I hereby depose that this 15 a
true and honest statement, to the
best of my knowledge, that it was
given freely on my part, and that 1
have read 1t before afhixing my sig-
nature to its pages. Signed: Alma
K. Dakin”

F¥¥uere was an almost  omi-
& nous crackle to the document
as Laeutenant Kirk folded it and
returned it to his pocket. Paul
Cordell appeared utterly stunned
by what he had heard and his once
stiffly  squared  shoulders  were
slumped like those of an old man.

“I don’t have to tell you,” RKirk
said, “that the only window in that
laboratory is both permanently
sealed and heavily barred. No one
but you could have murdered those
two people. You say you saw them
killed by some kind of a gun. Yet
a quaithed physician states both
deaths were caused by a terrific
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blow from a blunt instrument. W
found a lot of things around the lab
you mmié have used to do the job
«~but nothing at all of aﬁymmg
hike a pm;mﬁiﬁ fired from a gun,”
The prisoner obviously wasn't
listening. “B

B—but she—she lied!”
he stammered wildly. “All I said to
Alma Dakin was a couple of words

- ——three or four at the most—about

not working too hard. Why should

she put me on a spot like that? I

just-—don’t—get—it! Why should
she go out of her way to make trou-
ble . . .” Dawning suspicion re-
placed his bewilderrent. “I get it!
You cops put her up to this; that’s
it! Y{}ﬁ need a fall guy and I'm
elec-—s

“Listen to me, Cordell,” Kirk
cut in mzy%mmﬁy “You %mw or
thought you knew, your wife was
having an affair with Professor
- Gilmore, You tried to break it up,
to get her to leave her job. She
wasn’t having any of that; and the
more she refused, the sorer you got.
Vesterday vou walked in on them
unannounced, found them in each
other’s arms, and knocked them
both off in a jealous rage. When
“you cooled down enough to see
what you’d done, you invented this

wild yarn about a blonde in a ball
of fire, %ﬁpmg to get off on an m-

sanity pim

%1 want a iawy’mm Cordell
shiouted.

- kark ;agﬁﬁmd the demand.

“You're going back to your cell for

a couple hours, Emmfz“ Think thas
over. When you're ready to tell 1t
right, I want it in the form of a
witnessed statement, on paper. If

you do that, if you co-operate with

the authorities, you can probably
get off with a fairly light sentence,
maybe even an outright acquittal,
on the old “unwritten law’ plea. 1
don’t make any promises. Gilmore
was-a prominent man and a valu-
able one; that mr&gm influence a
jury ﬁigmm’@ you. But it’s the only
chance you've gmwaﬁé P'm telling
you, by God, to take 1t!”

Cordell was standing now, his
mwf working. “Sure; I get it! All
youre after s a ﬁi‘f}ﬁﬁ‘%‘%ﬁ}ﬁ What
do you care if it’s a flock of lies?
My wife wouldn’t even Jook at an-
other man, and not you or any-
body else 1s going to make me say
different. That blonde killed them,
I tell yvou—and I'll tell a jury the
same thing! Thev'll beleve me;
they're E‘m‘% a bunch of lousy fram-

| mﬁ cops! You'll fmé out who's—"

Lieuténant Martin Kark weanly
ground out his mgm against the
chair rung. “All Mgm boys. Take
him back upstairs.”

Chapter 11

¥ T was a gray chill day late m
Nmmmbﬁf and by 4:30 that
aitcrnoon the ceiling lights were
on. Chenowich, the young plain-
clothes man recently transferred to
Homicide from Robbery Detail,
stopped at Martin Kirk’s cubby-
hole and shd an evening paper
across the battered brown hnoleum
top of the Lieutenant’s desk.

“This oughta interest you,” he
said, jabbing a chewed thumbnail
at an item under a two-column




hmé half-way down “i:;%m Eﬁﬂ side
of page one.

QGHHE&L DRAWS DEATH NOD

Killer of Wite and Atom wﬁ‘;ﬁmr@i
To Face Chair in January

Paul Cordell, 29, was today
doomed by Cmmﬂmi Court M%zm
Edwin P, Eeed to death by electro-
cuttion the morning of January 11,
for the murders of his wife, Juan-
ita, 29, and her employer, world-
famous nueclear scientist Gregory
(zilmore.

A jury last W%ﬁ%{ found Cordel]
gullty of the brutal slavings de-
spite his testimony that it was a
mysterious blonde woman, fipating
in a “ball of blue fire,” who had
biasted the victims with 8 “ray

cgun’ on that October afternocon.

Ignoring the “girl from Mars”
angle, alienists for the prosdeution
pronounced the handsome defend-

- ant sane, and his attorneys were
powerless to offset the damage,

The final blow to Cordell’s hopes
for acquitial, however, was admin-
istered by the State's E@:w witness,
Alma i}m@:im (xilmore’s former secw
retary. For more than three hours
she underwent one of the most
griliing cross-examinations in lo-
¢al courtroom . . .

Kirk shoved the paper aside.
“What could he expect when he
wouldn’t even listen to his own
lawyers? They’ll appeal-—they have
to—but 1t'll be a waste of time.”

He leaned back in the creaking

swivel chair and began to unwrap
the cellophane from a cigar. “In a
way, he said thoughtfully, “I hate
to see that kid end up in the fireless
cooker. In this business you get so

you can recognize an act when you

see one, and I'd swear Cordell
wasn t hﬁmﬁ“ about that blonde and

her bhm fire. At least he &@mghi he
wasn't.”
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Chenowich yawned. “I say he

was niuts then and he’s nuts now.
What do them bug doctors know?
I never seen one vet mﬁid wﬁm
his own fngers.” :

The telephone on Martin Ki?kﬁg
desk rang while he was lighting his
cigar. He tossed the match on the
Hoor to join a dozen others, and
picked up the receiver. “Hs“}mzuﬁ@
Licutenant Kirk speaking.” =~

It was the patrolman in the
outer office., “Woman out here
wants to see vyou, Lieutenant
Asked for you pm‘wmﬂﬁy

“What about?”

“She won'’t say. All T get is it’s
%mpmﬁmm and she talks to vyou or

nobody.”

“What's her name?”
“Wo, sir. Not even mm Want

m& to get rid of her?”

Kirk eyed the mound of paper
work on his desk - and sighed.
“Probably a taxpaver. All right;
send her back here” =

A moment later the patrolman
loomed up outside the cubbvhole
door, the woman in tow. Lieuten-
ant Kirk remained seated, nodded
briskly toward the émpty chair

alongside his desk. “Please sit

down, madam. You wanted to see

me??

“You are %ﬁ* Kirk?" A warm
volce, almost on the husky side.

“Lieutenant Kirk.”

“Of course. I am sorry.”

TR 7§ qiLE sue was being grace-
V¥ ful about getting into the
chair, Kirk stared at her openly.
sShe was worth staring at. She was
tall for a woman and mmwﬁ being
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mmymﬁm by exactly
margin. Her face was more lovely
mmﬁm chiefly because of
Emgﬁ EVES SO blue mﬁ:} were almost
purple. Her skin was flawless, her
blonde hair worn in a medium bob
fluffed out, and her smooth fitting

tobacco brown suit must have been
bought by appointment. She locked

fne ﬁghi

to be in her mid-twenties and was

probably thirty.

Her expression was miﬁmm and
her smile fleeting, as was becoming
to anvyone calling on a Homicide
Bureau. She placed on a corner of
Kirk’s desk an allhigator hag that
‘matched her shoes and tucked pale
vellow gloves the color of her
blouse under the bag’s strap. Her
shim ﬁﬁ%ﬁm ringless, moved com-
petently and without haste.

“1 ﬁm Naia North, Lzmmﬁmt
Kirk.”

“What's on your mind, Miss
North?”

She regarded him gravely, see-
ing gray-blue eyes that never quite

lost their chill, a thin pose bent

slightly to the left from an en-
counter with a drunken longshore-
man years before, the lean lines of
a solid jaw, the dark hair that was
beginning to thin out above the
temples after thirty-five vears. Even
those who love him, she thought,
must fear this man a little.

Martin Kirk felt his cheeks ﬁmh
under the frank appraisal of those
purple eyes. “You asked for me %:%f
name, Miss North. Why?”

“Aren’t vou the officer who ar-
rested the young man who today
was sentenced to die?”

Only years of practise at letting
nothing openly surprise him kept

Kirk's jaw from émpgmﬂf
mean Cordell?”

%%‘?’%% i B

“m the one. What about :*;;%:ang

What've you got to do wﬁh Fmﬂ
Cordell?”

‘Naia North said ﬁi’gmmﬁ% A %‘?{‘@ﬁﬁ

“deal, P’m afraid. You see, I'm the

woman who doesn’t exist; the one
the newspapers call ‘the gzgﬁ fmm
Mars.” ” .

It was what he had expected
fromsher first question about the

case. Any murder hitting the head-

lines brought at least one psycho

out of the woodwork, driven by
some deep-seated sense of guilt into
making a phony confession. Those
who were harmless were eased
aside ; the violent got detained for
ﬁbgmwﬁmﬁ

But Naia North showed none of
the signs of the twisted mind. She
was coherent, attractive and ob-
viously there 'was monev some-
where in her vicimity. While the last
two items could have been true of
a raving maniac, Kirk was human
enough to be mmyaé by them.

“Im afraid,” he said, “you've
come to the wrong man about this,
Miss North.” His smile was frank
mzﬁ winning enough to startle her.
“The case is out of my hands; has
been since the District Attorney’s
office took over. Why don’t you
take it up with them?” |

LY er smort laugh was open-
& o ly cynical. I tried to, the day
ﬂlﬁ trial ended. 1 got as far as a
fourth assistant, who told me the
case was closed, that new and con-
clusive evidence would be neces-
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“sary to reopen it, and would 1 ex-
cuse him as he had a golf date.
When I said 1 could give him new
evidence, he locked at his watch
and wanted me to write a letter. 3o
I'wrote one and his secretary prom-
ised to hand it to him personally.
Pm still waiting for an answer.”

- “These things take time, Miss
North. If [ were you I'd—"

“I even tried to see Judge Reed.
1 got as far as his bailiff, If I'd
‘state my business in writing. . . . I
. did; that's the last 've heard {from
jmﬁgﬁ; Reed or bail<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>