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BILL,vou SURE HAVE A SWELL
BUILD! DID YOU TRAIN FOR A
LONG TIME WITH WEIGHTS AND PULLEYS?

CYRIL ROSE

of my

wide interest.

VINCE Phot

HAT’S all 1 ask—SEVEN DAYS! In
the first week I'll absolutely PROVE that
[ can give you, too, the kind of body men
respect and women admire ! You will actually
see and feel the improvement in even this short
time. And as the weeks go b you wlll see
yourself transformed into a l*?
a stronger, healthier, more handsorne man !

I was once a skinny, timid weakling of only
7 stone. I didn’t know what real health or
strength were I was afraid to fight—ashamed
to be seen in a bathing costume.

YOU'LL SEE AND FEEL RESULTS IN ONE WEEK!

Then | discovered the amazing secret tha:
changed me, like magic, into * The World’s Mos:
Perfectly Developed Man —the title I won twice.
My secret is Dynamic Tension. It is the tested
natural method of developing you inside and out
It not only can give YOU the powerful, _rippling
muscles you’d like to see in your own mirror .
it also digs down into your system after such need-
less joy-killing conditions as ordinary constipation
indigestion, underweight and overweight.

{Here's the Kind of
INEW MEN | Build®

Do YOU Want to Be One?

of London, E.1, one
successful
pupils, whose recent
poses have created

««And I'll PROVE in Just
7 DAYS | Can Make YOU One®

ABSOLUTELY INOT! THE ATLAS
~ WAY-wiTH RO APPARATUS-
2l MAKESMIUSCLES GROW LIKE MAGIC!

T'wice winner of
the title :  The
World's Mast
Perfectly Devel-
aped Man

My Dynamic Tension method wili make a
NEW MAN of you in double-quick time—and
I'm ready to PROVE it to you in a 7-day TRIAL
OFFER. Unless you get results in the firsr week
it costs you absolutely NOTHING !

Send for 48-page FREE Book

Ler me show you che amazing resaits
produced for thousands of other men
I'll send you my famous book, ** Ever-
lasting Health and Strength.” It'sa
valuable book and it's FREE. Post
the coupon TO-DAY addressed to
CHARLES ATLAS (Dept.125/G)

2, Dean Street, London, W.1 /

I CHARLES ATLAS Peo2o%: o

l [ want the proof fhut ymu‘ s{ulun of Dynamie

B Tension will make me a Send e
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A murderer was about to
make himself forever safe,
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Like a lethal lizard, Surgeon Spence burrowed into the heart
. « » and mind of a tawny-haired lovely—hoping to erase
the memory of his homicidal masterpiece.
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Secaring Novelette
of a

Sojourms in Hell

CHAPTER ONE.
IMPATIENT MOURNER.

Four miles from the outskirts of the
bustling little industrial city of Benton, the
gentle folds of the green hills so success-
fully enclose the quiet walls of Meadow-
brook Retreat that passengers in the
hurrying automobiles on Route 71 catch
but a fragmentary glimpse of an i1vy=<lad
tower.

Sometimes the small children of the
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neighboring farms creep close to the ab-
surdly high wrought-iron fence that sur-
rounds the many acres to yell shrill taunts
and insults. Such sport is mildly ex-
hilarating, because there is always the
danger of being pursued by one of the
angry attendants.

The more intelligent residents of Benton
are gratified that so renowned a private
institution for the treatment of the insane
is close at hand. The superstitious and the
ignorant look on the place with awe and
fear, and silly women who live near the
area have delicious and terrifying thrills in
the dark of night as they play with the
idea of some “homicidal maniac” escaping
to murder them in their beds.

Meadowbrook Retreat was set up in

1893 by a wealthy textile manufacturer

of Benton, whose only son became a
patient there. From the air, the institution
appears to be an expensive and secluded
country club. There are no bars on the
windows. They are trick windows, though,
opening only so far, and the panes of glass
are set in tempered steel. The attendants
receive far better pay than at state institu-
tions, and are consequently better trained.
The high degree of technical skill avail-
able has resulted in the patient list sound-
ing like a roll call of some of the most
famous names in the country

The bungalows for resident doctors are
in the far corner of the grounds, well
spaced. The most impressive one is occu-
pied by the resident director. The one just
beyond is occupied by Dr. Andre Spence
and his wife. -

On a cool May morning at six-twenty
Dr. Andre Spence stood in the bathroom
of his bungalow, shaving. He held the
straight razor in deft fingers, drawing the
blue-white dryish skin taut with the fingers
of the other hand, the perfect edge on the
blade slicing down through the blue-black
stubble.

The bones of his face were prominent.
High, sharp cheekbones, a beaked, high-
bridged nose, a lean, hard jaw, thin lips.
He seemed not to find it necessary to
blink as often as most people, and when
he did so, his eyelids moved with excep-
tional slowness. In three days he would be
forty-six. Since he managed to give an
enigmatic and ageless impression, he knew
that behind his back attendants called him
“the lizalﬂ."

He finished the long, clean strokes,
wiped the razor, splashed cool water on

his face and dried it thoroughly. Inspecting
himself closely in the mirror, he smiled at
himself, then frowned. He arched one
thick, black eyebrow and looked quizzical.
Then he fingered the part in his black hair.

On the top shelfl of the medicine cabinet
was a small black boitle. He removed the
top, lifted out the small brush and care-
fully blackened the threads of white show-
ing in the part of his hair, careful to avoid
gelting any drop of the dye on his clean,
dry scalp.

Satisfied with his appearance, he went
into his bedroom, put on a crisp white
shirt, knotted the conservative tie carefully
and tiptoed softly into the second bed-
room to see if the murder had yet become
an accomplished fact.

The doorknob was cool in his hand. He
turned it noiselessly and pushed the door
open. Gray morning light filled the room.
The hospital bed which he had borrowed
was against the right-hand wall. His wife,
a mountainous woman with a sallow
brown, liver-spotted face lay on her back,
her bluish mouth sagging open, her eyes
sunken. She was not breathing.

Near the windows Marianne Parnal was
curled in a big chair, sleeping, her white
uniform rumpled. A tiny smile dragged at
the corners of Andre Spence’s mouth. Here
was the past and the future, enclosed in
four walls.

With the air of a new proprietor
inspecting his property, Andre Spence
looked on the face of his beloved. She was
quite tall, just an inch shorter than Spence,
and the tawny lush hair, red-gold and
shimmering, seemed to be trying to escape
from the severe coiffure. Her head was
tilted to one side. He knew that behind
the closed lids, her eyes were the changing
blue of the sky, seeming to deepen in shade
under emotional stress.

Even under the uncompromising starch
of the nurse’s uniform, he could see the
ripe, warm lines of her body, and his neced
for her was an ache that hurt his chest
and made it impossible for him to draw
a deep breath. He, Andre Spence, would
renew himself in the warmth and purity
of her youth. She was love and laughter
and a promise of unnamed delights.

A long moan from the woman on the
bed startled him. He stared at her, quickly
realizing that he had mistaken the apnia
cycle of Cheyne-Stokes respiration for
death itself.
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Would the woman never die?

Mechanically he timed the next cycle,
found that she did not breathe for sixty-
three seconds, At that rate, death could not
be long in coming. A stethoscope was on
the night stand. He picked it up, listened
as the unconscious woman began to
breathe again,

Not long now. Not long at all

It had started twenty-five years before
Myra had been the stocky, plain daughter
of wealthy parents. An only child. It had
been his chance to get the money he
wanted so desperately, to travel to foreign
schools to learn the techniques of brain
surgery.

He sighed. At least she had been happy
for over a year. Until he had met— He
frowned. But he could remember the
scene, He could remember the look of
habitual resignation and contempt that had
clouded Myra's eyes.

Oh, there had been many others. None
of them really important—until Marianne
Parnal had come to work for him as nurse-
secretary. When Marianne had come into
his life he had realized that he would, at
last, have to kill Myra.

He was glad that he had not been so
stupid as to reveal his intense feeling for
Marianne. With a girl of her character,
there would have been no surer way of
driving her out of his life forever. He had
cleverly and carefully searched her mind.
finding and identifying all of her ideals
and prejudices. And with equal cleverness,
he had slowly led her to believe that
Andre Spence was the finest man she had
ever met.

Suddenly he became aware of the fact
that Myra’s breathing had not begun again
after the sixty-second cycle. Quickly hé
listened. The laboring heart had stopped.

He wondered if she had suspected
during these last few days. Oh, it had been
so easy. When he had decided to kill her,
he had talked her into a thorough physical
examination. He had wanted to find out
which organ was the weakest, which place
he should attack. Andre Spence well remem-
bered his intense delight when he had
detected the first symptoms of congestive
heart failure.

“Why do you look so pleased, Andre?”
Myra had asked plaintively.

“Because I am glad that there is nothing
wrong with you, my dear,” he had replied
easily.

Alone in his office after the thorough

-

examination, he had given careful thought
to all factors. To cure her, she should be
put immediately to bed and given shots
to stimulate the fluid elimination and put
on a milk diet. Bed rest would improve the
circulation. If it were done at that point,
she had a chance of recovering, or, at least,
of living for several more years.

It would be safe to miss the diagnosis.
Many doctors did. A few more weeks of
walking around might put her beyond the
point {rom which she could fight her way
back to health. To make such an eventu-
ality absolutely certain, he had given her
drugs to depress the heart action, slow
the beat and thus make circulation even
more faulty.

As Myra grew more illL Marianne
seemed more lovely and more desirable.
And soon it became necessary for Myra
to be put to bed. To protect himself, Andre
Spence had asked the resident director in
to look her over. He concurred in the diag-
nosis of congestive heart failure, and the
agreed treatment was to provide rest
through morphine, and aid fluid elimina-
tion with intramuscular injections of mer-
cuhydrin.

To Andre’s dismay, Myra had responded
magnificently, and it became apparent that
after a series of injections and two months’
rest she would be almost as good as new.
It was then that Andre struck on how to
kill her, using Marianne as the tool of
murder.

CHAPTER TWO.
Luscious PAwN.

AND now Myra was dead. Never again
would those cowlike eyes look at him in
scorn. He straightened his shoulders. A
reasonable period of sorrow, and then he
could ask Marianne to share his life. She
would not refuse.

He heard the lovely nurse stir in the
chair behind him. Quickly he tweaked the
tip of his nose so sharply that his eyes
filled with tears. Only when one tear spilled
over the lower lid and began to run down
his cheek, did he turn and say to the awak-
ening Marianne in a voice that was broken
and dull, “She . . . she’s gone!”

Turning back, he stood with bowed head
looking down at the silent figure. Then,
his feet scuffing on the rug, he turned and -
walked out of the room. Near the doorway
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to his own room, he stopped and leaned
his forehead against the door frame.

Marianne’s quick steps sounded behind
him. “Is there anything I can do—Andre?”

It was the first time she had ever called
him anything except Dr. Spence.

He sighed heavily, turned and looked
at her with sad eyes. “You're very under-
standing, my dear. T had been expecting
it to happen when we found that the mer-
cuhydrin wouldn’t work properly, but—
the reality—somehow I—"

Blindly he groped for her. For the first
time, his arms were around Marianne, her
body warm through the starched uniform,
the scent of her hair fresh and young.

Best not to move too quickly. He let his
arms drop and stepped back, his face a
mask of sorrow.

There was quick concern in her eyes.
“You—you look all done in, Andre. Can
I make—the arrangements?”

“If you would, my dear. Tell Dr. Nase
and cancel my appointments and phone
the Tucker people in Benton. The only
relatives she has are so distant as not to
be interested in coming. Phone her attor-
ney, Tate Kaybee in Benton. He has her
will on file.

“I'm going to lie down. Please don’t
phone me from the office except in the
case of a definite emergency.”

She nodded competently. He went into
his room and shut the door, slipping the
bolt across it. Then, in absolute silence, he
did a small and dignified dance. He then
took a book from the shelf, stretched out
across his bed and began to read avidly. . .

Marianne Parnal, her duties discharged,
sat at her desk just outside the door of
Andre Spence’s office and relived, for the
dozenth time, that moment when his arms
bhad been around her and he had been blind
with his sorrow.

It made her proud and happy to think
that she could help, in any small way, a
man like Andre Spence. He was at the
peak of his profession. His daring and
brilliant work was being discussed all over
the world since the publication of his last
paper.

She knew how he worked, how he drove
himself. She tossed her head in anger as
she thought of the snide remarks she had
heard about the private life of Dr. Spence.
It was certainly not Andre’s fault that a
nurse had hung herself from a tree limb a
few months before Marianne had reported.
They tried to make it sound as though it

were Andre's fault. Probably the silly girl
had fallen in love with him and could not
accept the fact that Andre had no time
for her.

She flushed as she again remembered
the way his strong arms had felt. Some-
how demanding, even in the midst of his
great grief.

Could a man like Andre ever learn to
love a girl like—'She tried to laugh. She
was acting like a schoolgirl. Besides, she
was being wicked. Only an hour before
the hearse had come for Myra Spence’s
body.

And yet. . .. And yet. . . . She turned in
her chair and looked out across the fresh
green grass of spring. A few patients, almost
ready for discharge, strolled about without
supervision. She recognized one of them.
Hopelessly insane for years until, under
Andre’s clever scalpel. . . .

She wondered if she was falling in love
with Andre. I'm being a schoolgirl again,
she thought. Goodness, he's twenty-three
years older than I!

She thought it funny that she couldn’t
chase the memory of his odd embrace out
of her mind, When she remembered it, it
was as though little warm currents chased
across her.

Marianne gave a twisted smile. Andre
probably didn’t even know she was alive,
except as a competent machine to take care
of his office affairs, assist him with his
patients, and perform that special job of
acting as a night nurse for his wife.

She drifted into a daydream wherein she
told Andre that he really should get away
for a rest. He then looked at her with those
odd dark eyes and said softly that he would
consider it only if she were to come with
him, as his wife.

But there was work to do. She stood up
quickly, glared down at her desk as though
it were to blame for the paths along which
her thoughts had taken her. She jammed
her hands down into the pockets of her
uniform, and her fingertips touched two
cool ampules of mercuhydrin. She took
them out of her pocket, glanced briefly at
them, opened the top drawer of her desk
and dropped them in. As Marianne released
the second one, her fingernail touched an
odd imperfection in the glass throat of the
ampule, She picked it up and looked at it.
Even the reputable drug houses seemed to
be getting careless.

With a free swinging stride, an alert
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vibrant youngness about her, she walked
down the corridor to Dr. Nase's office.

Young Dr. Ralph Bettinger stood in front
of the windows'in Dr. Robert Nase’s office,
his hands deep in the pockets of his tweed
suit, his wide, usually pleasant face sullen.

Ralph Bettinger had, before the war, been
a promising young surgeon. At a station
hospital in Saipan, a bomb fragment had
smashed his right wrist, so injuring the
nerves that he had never regained complete
use of the fingers on his right hand. He
turned immediately to psychiatric work, and
did two years interneship in a mental hospi-
tal before setting up practice in Benton. He
had sent several patients out to Meadow-
brook Retreat, and had formed a liking for
bluff, bald Bob Nase. Later, since meeting
Marianne Parnal, his visits to Meadowbrook
Retreat had become more frequent, and they
had had a few dates.

Ralph Bettinger had walked into Nase’s
office and heard about the death of Spence’s
wife. The two men were friendly enough so
that they could talk freely.

“Ralph,” Bob Nase said, “you can’t deny
or overlook the fact that the guy is damn
clever.”

*“] give him that, but he’s a cold fish.

Hell, every decent surgeon I ever knew has

had to constantly battle against going soft,
against suddenly looking down and seeing
on the table, instead of a technical problem,
a human being. Those considerations never
seem to bother our mutual friend.”

“Does that make him any less able?”

Ralph sighed. “No. But it means some-
thing is missing in the guy. Nobody really
knows him. He poses every minute of the
day.”

“He's my best man,” Nase said. “But I
don’t have to like him.”

“I wouldn’t say this to anybody but you,
Bob, but I wouldn't put it past him to have
killed off that wife of his.”

“I'd think that too, but I checked her
myself, and the shots were given by Miss
Parnal. She’s as square as they come. [
guess Spence has sensed that too. At least
he hasn’t been showering her with his
famous attentions.”

Ralph turned around. “If he ever tried
to—" he said in a low ominous tone of
voice.

Bob laughed. “If he ever tried to, my
boy, you would do nothing about it. Your
Miss Parnal thinks that the sun rises and
sets on Spence. In the little lottery that some

of the attendants are running on the prob-
able resting place of the sweet Marianne's
affections, you are a long shot. Spence is
an odds-on favorite.”

“Damn him!™ Ralph whispered tightly.

Bob laughed. “Spence has a reputation
for efficiency in these matters in the past.”

“I think she'd see through him,” Ralph
said.

“] hope so. She seems a nice kid. We
need more like her around here.”

At that moment there was a knock at
the door. When Dr. Nase called, the door
opened and Marianne came in.

She smiled pleasantly at both of them
in turn. “Good afternoon, Dr. Nase. Hello
there, Dr. Bettinger.”

“We were just discussing you,” Bob Nase
said.

Marianne gave Ralph a quick look. He
felt himself blushing.

“Nothing bad,” he said quickly. “When
are you off duty?”

“You can’'t come in my office and date
my nurses, young man,” Bob said with mock
severity. '

*“Not tonight he can't,” Marianne said. *I
got about three hours sleep in a chair last
night.”

“How did Dr. Spence take it?” Ralph
asked, his eyes curious,

“He was pretty shattered,” Marianne said
in a subdued tone.

Ralph snorted and Marianne flashed an
angry look at him. “See you later, Bob,”
Ralph said, and sauntered out of the
office.- <

When Marianne got back to her desk, she
found Ralph Bettinger sitting on the corner
of it. She stared at him coldly.

“Why the freeze job, lady?”

“I'm sick and tired of the way you people
snipe at Dr. Spence. He’s a fine man and a
wonderful surgeon. If some of the people
who snipe could do half as good work as
he does—"

She paused as she saw a funny expression
flit across Ralph’s face. She went up to him
quickly, put her hand on his shoulder and
said, “I'm sorry, Ralph. That was careless
and stupid of me. I wasn’t thinking of you.
Honestly.”

His grin was wide. “I'm not the sensitive
type. Now that you're on the defensive, how
about tomorrow night?" J

She paused. “Okay. On one condition.
There is to be no sniping at my boss.”

“No sniping at your boss,” he repeated.
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The next evening at six-thirty, as Ralph
Bettinger drove toward the gates of
Meadowbrook Retreat, he saw Marianne,
in a pale gray gabardine suit, walking down
toward the gate. He pulled the little car
up with a flourish, jumped out and opened
the door for her. Usually their evenings out
had been gay and happy.

She seemed to be in a sombre and
thoughful mood, and she appeared to be
very tired.

“Where to, Princess?” he asked.

“Any place you say, Ralph.”

It looked as though it would not be a
very happy evening. But he concealed his
disappointment and chattered on, pretending
not fo notice her quiet manner, her air of
being far away.

After cocktails and dinner, he asked, “Is
there any special place you'd like to go,
Marianne?”

“Back to the Retreat, Ralph. But park in
a quiet spot on the way back. I want to
talk to you.”

It was dark under the trees. He lit two
cigarettes, handed her one.

‘.‘Thank you, Ralph,” she said in a small
voice.

“What do you want to say, Marianne?”
he asked gently.

“We've had fun, Ralph. You and I I
want to tell you that I dont want to go
out with you again.”

“Is it something I've done?” he asked,
suddenly alarmed.

“No, Ralph. I think it would upset Andre
if I went out with you.”

He cursed under his breath and hurled
the cigarette out onto the shoulder of the
road. “So now it's Andre, is it?” he said,
loudly and bitterly.

“Don’t take it that way, Ralph. Please.
I'm so humble about it. I never thought that
anything like this would be possible. You
see, he needs me.”

“You humble! Why you're worth ninety
little cold fish like Spence!™

“Please don't, Ralph. Last night, I went
over to his bungalow to see if there was
anything I could do for him. His voice was
so tired, Ralph, and he talked so gently.
He touched my hair with his fingertips and
he said that he knew he was an old man,
but—

“He said that he hoped that I wouldn't
think him calloused to speak of a thing
like that so soon after the death of his
wife, but the only way he could possibly

go on with his work was if he knew that
after suitable time had elapsed, 1 would
do him the honor of becoming his wife. 1
was never so proud in my life, Ralph,”

He turned to her, took her hand in both
of his and said, “Please, Marianne. It isn’t
just that I love you. It isn’t that at all. But
he isn’t right for you. Believe mel”

She snatched her hand away. “You're
talking nonsense! A great man like that?”

“] see the deal now,” Ralph said in a
hard voice, biting off each word. "I see how
it worked. It was the only way he could
get you, to knock her off. Lord knows how
long he’s been planning it.”

She opened the door of the car and
stepped out. “Good night, Ralph,” she said,
and walked away.

He caught up with her before she had
gone thirty feet. He grabbed her wrist and
turned her around roughly. “Don’t be a
fool, Marianne. Don’t throw yourself away!
Why did she die so quickly? Why didn't
the shots have any effect? What was in
those shots?

“Now I know the motive. This was the
only way he could get you, and for years
he's been ashamed of that fat elderly
wife—"

Her palm cracked hard against his face
and she twisted away from him, turned
once more toward the Retreat.

He walked slowly back to the car, know-
ing that she would never listen to him,
realizing how thoroughly she had fallen
under the spell of Andre Spence.

His headlights picked her up. He drew up
beside her and said, “Get in. I'll drive you
back.”

She sat beside him and did not say a
word for the rest of the short trip. At the
main gate, before he let her out he said,
“Just do one thing for me. Keep your eyes
open. Watch him.”

“Good night, Ralph,” she said in a mono-
tone. “Thank you for dinner.”

He watched her go up the path, then he
raced the motor, jammed the little car into
gear and swung around in a circle so tight
that the tires screamed on the pavement.

CHAPTER THREE.
ANy PoisoN TobAy?
THE day after the memorial service, Dr.

Spence walked from the chapel to his office.
It was rather difficult for him to keep the
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spring out of his step, to keep a wide smile
from spreading across his face. One of his
patients, nearly cured, came angling sharply
across the grass so as to cut him off, but
he quickened his step, pretended not to
notice. Marianne had gone on ahead and
he knew that he would find her at her desk.

Then there would begin the delicious
game of secret understandings, of the guick
warm glance of her blue eyes. Yes, he would
call her into his office many more times
than was necessary, just for the deep
pleasure of watching the way she walked
and held herself.

He gave her a sober nod, well fitting to
a man who has just heard the last words
said over his dead. It was difficult to keep
playing the part. When she had come to
his house, he had decided that it was too
soon to speak to her, only to hear himself
saying the very words that he had decided
not to say.

It would have been in bad taste to have
kissed her, to have insisted on an answer,
but he knew what the answer would be,
and kisses could wait. Not too long of
course. But for a time. A few weeks. Maybe
a few months, if he could find it possible
to wait.

He sat down at his desk, realizing almost
with a feeling of shock how necessary she
had become to him. Every ambition of his
life was as nothing compared with the deep,
compelling urge to make her his own. For
in her there was renewal and life, a rebirth
of his vouth, a time of laughter and of joy.

He frowned slightly as he realized the
enormous extent of his dependence on her.
It made the loss of her unthinkable. He
yearned for her as the cracked soil yearns
for the spring rains.

It was spring at Meadowbrook Retreat
and all was well with the world of Dr.
Andre Spence, neurosurgeon.

He picked up the chart that had been
kept on his wife’s last illness. He had care-
fully picked seven empty ampules out of the
wastebasket in her room, one each day of
her last week. Carefully he checked where,
on the chart, the injection had been noted.
Seven. He gave a sigh of satisfaction. An
even dozen to account for. He opened the
box that had been on the lower shelf of the
night table.

Twelve minus seven leaves—certainly not
three!

Quickly he closed the box, put it in the
side pocket of his dark suit. Only three!
Disposal of those three would be simple.

They could be dropped in some inconspicu-
ous place and crushed with a heel.

But where were the other two?

Nervously he drummed on the desk top
with his fingerpails and the office suddenly
felt uncomfortably warm. It was odd. De-
finitely odd. And most unpleasant.

He touched his fingertips to the firm, neat
knot in his necktie. No time to get the
wind up. Calm and easy. Slow and easy.
Marianne, probably. Of course! Maybe she
had put them with the hypodermic, in the
same box.

But questioning her would be a delicate
matter. Rather awkward, in fact. It would
have to be dome in such a way that no
suspicion would be awakened. But it is most
difficult to make suspicious a woman who
loves you, he thought. She will always think
the best of you. Unless of course, it con-
cerns another woman.

With the blunt and perfectly manicured
tip of his right index finger he pressed the
button to summon Marianne. She came
hurrying in, her eyes bright, and he noticed
with annoyance that she had left the door
open.

Dr Spence smiled ruefully, pushed the
chart across the desk to her. I guess we
can destroy this, my dear.”

She picked it up. Her eyebrows were
raised in a manner that meant, “Anything
else, darling?”

“My dear, the dispensary is getting quite
stuffy about the return of unused drugs.
Economy move, I imagine. That chart you
have there indicates seven injections of
mercuhydrin and an even twenty-four in-
jections of morphine. We obtained the mor-
phine in lots of six ampules, did we not?”

“Yes, and I was about to go after more
when—"

“Of course,” he broke in hurriedly. He
took the box out of his side pocket, opened
it and said, “Well, here are the five mer-
cuhydrin and—hmm! Only three here.”

“Oh, I have the other two,” she said
quickly. “Here. Let me have the box and
I'll put the other two in and take it over
right away.”

“No need of that, my dear. Give them
to me. I'm going over that way.”

They paused at her desk. She took the
two ampules out of the drawer and gave
them to him. He dropped them on the
cotton padding in the small box and slipped
the box into his pocket. . . .

After Dr. Spence had left the office,
Marianne suddenly remembered that she

D
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had forgotten to tell him about the call
from Dr. Nase just before he had returned.
She glanced quickly out the window. Yes,
he was-heading along the walk that led to-
ward the main building which housed the
dispensary in the basement.

She ran after him, finally managing to
catch up with him just as he got inside the
administration building. He turned, and she
thought she detected a look of annoyance
as he glanced at her. It made her heart
heavy,

*Oh, Dr. Spence, I forgot to tell you
that Dr. Nase phoned and he wants to see
you right away. I'm so sorry I forgot.”

“Quite all right, my dear,” he said in his
coolest manner.

She wanted to redeem herself, to prove
that she could be efficient. She held her
hand out and said, “I can drop the mer-
cuhydrin off at the dispensary, Dr. Spence,
as long as I'm right here.”

He seemed to hesitate oddly, and she
noticed that he licked his lips. “Well—ah—
thank you very much, but—"

“He said it was urgent, Dr. Spence.”

“Very well, then!” he snapped. He put
the box in her hand, turned and walked
quickly toward the stairway.

Shocked and hurt by his manner she stood
and watched him, then she went down to
the basement, puzzled.

But she found a small smile for Bud
Calimer, the boy behind the counter of
the dispensary,

He grinned back. “Any poison today,
lady?"

“Returning these, Bud." She placed the
box on the counter. He raised his eye-
brows.

“Such a pleasant surprise! Thank you.
Thank you.”

She turned away, walked twenty feet
and then came back. It was disloyalty to
Andre, of course. “Bud, are the rest of
them following the new instructions?"”

Bud frowned. “New instructions. About
what?"

“Returning drugs that haven't been
used.”
“Lady, you've been reading the fine

print in the back of the manual.”

“Let me see those again. The ones I
just left. There was one damaged one.”
She flipped the box open, half turned,
palmed one of the ampules. “Guess not,”
she said.

“Hey, weren't there five in here?”

“You must have miscounted, Bud.” She
walked quickly away, and the cool glass
of the ampule had the chill of death
against her palm. Her legs wouldn't seem
to obey her properly, and the familiar
scenes drifted by as she walked as though
she were seeing them in a blurred movie.
The only reality was the ampule in her
hand—and the memory of the tip of
Andre's tongue flicking across his thin
lips, the annoyance in his eyes. And the
lie.

Locked in her small room in the resi-
dent nurse’s corridor, she put two ampules
on her table. One was from the box she
had returned. The second one had been
stolen from a ward. Around the neck-of
the first one was a blurred imperfection
in the glass. As though a tiny drill had
been used, and then the hole blocked with
a blob of molten glass.

Andre Spence knew the use of drills.
He used many delicate drills on the bones
of the skull, Andre had a small lab work-
bench in the cellar of his bungalow. It
was there that he had designed new in-
struments for brain surgery.

For a long time she sat and looked at
the two ampules. She realized that chill
perspiration soaked the armpits of her
uniform and that her lips felt numb,

She remembered the broad earnest face
of Ralph Bettinger, the intensity of his
words. “Watch him, Marianne! Waich
him!"

She began to tremble and she went over
and stretched out on the bed. She tried
to keep her eyes shut, her head turned
away, but each time, within a few
moments she would be looking across the
desk where the fluid in the ampules
gleamed golden tan in the light that came
in the small window.

Maybe some sort of laboratory test.
Maybe it was the same fluid, the same
substance in each of the ampules.

Oh, Andre! Why has this happened to
us?

She shuddered and hugged herself as
though she were cold, but she felt the
bath of perspiration on her face,

She pressed her knuckles against her
forehead and wished that somehow that
irritating area of suspicion could be ex-
cised, removed. The worst part of it was
that she would have to face Andre. And
she wondered how she could possibly keep
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him from suspecting that she suspected
him. Because his guilt had grown to be
a positive thing in her mind. Guilt of
murder. She realized that she was doing
a strange thing, With each exhalation, she
was sighing aloud. A long, droning sigh
that resonated in the small room.

Like a wooden doll imperfectly articu-
lated, her lips pale and bloodless, she
walked across the grass toward the office
where she would have to face Andre, Once
she giggled, and it was an empty humor-
less sound, without reason, without basis.
After that she caught her breath and it
was much like a sob. . . .

The shrill emergency bell filled the halls
with metallic screams. Three short, two
long. First floor, G building. The attend-
ants within the specified range dropped
their tasks of the moment, ran toward the
emergency area.

Walton, a man of forty, dour and
muscular, was the first to arrive. Andre
Spence cleared the tiny bits of his own
tissue out from under his fingernails. The
gashes along his face leaked blood which
stained his white collar. Self-inflicted
gashes.

Marianne Parnal cowered beyond her
desk, half crouched in a corner, her arms
upraised as though to shield her head
from a blow. Her blue eyes were wide
and dazed, and there was the growing
purple of a bruise on her temple.

“Full restraint, Walton,” Spence said.

Walton pulled her away from the
wall, locking her arms behind her with a
practised gesture. Spence felt larger than
life size, able to cope with any eventuality.
In a fumbling, hesitant, awkward manner,
Marianne had begun to question him about
the death of Myra. She realized that some-
thing had been wrong, and he knew at
once that she was a deadly danger to
him. A danger must be removed, quickly
and without mercy. He noticed that she
was highly nervous, emotional, confused,
erratic. Striking her heavily, he pushed
the emergency bell and dragged his nails
across his cheek.

But as soon as Walton had taken her
away, he looked ahead at the rest of his
life and saw a flat, gray, monotonous ex-
panse. Marjanne was danger, but she was

also the reason for living. She was death

and she was love.

Sitting at the desk, he extended his
fingers and looked down at his hands. It
was to have been so simple. And now the

germ of suspicion in her mind made the
future impossible. If that germ could be
removed— His hands were as steady as
though carved of white granite. Just one
chance to take. Only one.

He stood by the door while Nase ques-
tioned her., Her face was bloodless, her
arms laced tightly in restraint. Her eyes
were wide, somehow glazed.

Nase’s voice was gentle, “Did vou attack
Dr. Spence, Miss Parnal?”

“I . .. I—can’t—remember.™

“You must try to remember. Have you
any reason to attack Dr, Spence?”

Her eyes were warm as she looked at
Andre. *“Oh, no! No, sir.”

“Try to remember.”

“I—can’t—remember.
mixed up.”

Andre concealed his satisfaction. The
girl was in love with him. The shock of
her discovery and her suspicions had, as
hoped, disorganized her mental processes,
to the extent that she was giving a very
good facsimile of mental diseasz.

Spence said easily, ‘Bob, I've been
watching her for some time., I've been on
the verge of speaking of if, but each time
she has appeared to recover She has
shown the familiar constellation of fear,
anxiety and acute mental suffering over
trifles. Here we see the corollary symptom
of aggressive violence. This type of case
has been handled in the reports by Strecker,
Palmer and Grant. My diagnosis, subject
to revision, of course, would be a lesion
of the frontal lobes.”

Her voice was a shrill scream. “No, no,
no, no!"

Spence shrugged. “See? Nervous tension
and distractability. It fits.”

Together they left the room, Nase say-
ing heavily. “It's a damn shame. I'll check
the records, see whose permission we
need.”

“I can tell you that. Her only living
close relative is a brother who lives in
Benton. He would have the authority, 1
believe, . . . ”

On the fourth day after the attack, the
social worker obtained the necessary sig-
natures on the appropriate document, and
Marianne Parnal was officially admitted as
a patient at Meadowbrook Retreat. The
brother, stunned by what had happened,
was grateful that the policy of the institu-
tion permitted his sister to be treated with-
out charge.

Everything is
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CHAPTER FOUR.
No RETREAT FrROM LAUGHTER.

RALPH BETTINGER. saw the light shining

in Spence's bungalow. He hammered
luriously on the door. After long moments
Andre Spence opened the door. His

usually pale face was flushed and his
collar was open.

“I demand an
shouted.

“*Dear, dear!” Spence said softly. “How
very, very young of you! An explanation
of what. my dear young man?”

“What are you doing to Marianne?”

“Have vyou talked to Dr. Nase? He's
the resident direcior, you know. He helped
examine the unfortunate young woman.”

“To hell with Nase! What are you try-
ing to do to her? She’s as sane as you or
i

“I'm rather certain of muyself, young
man, but 1 couldn't vouch for your sanity,
shouting like this in the middle of the
night-"

“Don’t give me that slick talk of yours,
Spence! What are you going to do?”

“She’s committed here, you know.
Everything it all very legal. I rather
imagine that, as with all patients, she'll be
treated for her illness. Probably success-
fully.”

Ralph suddenly lost some of his anger,

explanation!” Ralph

and it was replaced with doubt. In a
quieter tone he asked, “Just what
happened?™

“It's not really any of your -business.
But T'll tell you. She was becoming con-
stantly more erratic. I'm afraid the death-
bed watch over my wife affected her badly.
At any rate, she attacked me, speaking in-
coherently, and I had to summon the
attendants. I am as sorry as you are. She
is a splendid young woman.”

In a low tone, Bettinger said. “She
wouldn't have found out anything that
pushed her over the edge, would she?”

Spence stretched, yawned, muffled the
yawn with the palm of his hand. “I'd like
to ask you in, but it's really quite late,
you know. Please rest assured, my dear
fellow, that Miss Parnal will receive the
best of care.”

“l wouldn't want her brain tampered
with, Spence.” -

“I'm afraid that I'm beginning to lose
patience with all these theatrics, my boy.

If you don’t go, I'll have to call the

guards.”

Ralph Bettinger spun on his heel,
slammed his car door shut and drove down
to the gate. He considered stopping in to
talk to Nase, but decided it was too late,
There was something very fishy about
Marianne’s sudden illness. If Spence had
killed his wife, and if Marianne had hap-
pened to find out, the shock might just be
sufficient to. . . .

He decided that as soon as his practice
would permit, he would drive back out and
talk to Nase—at least by noon the follow-
ing day. Having made the decision, he
immediately felt better. . . .

Andre Spence sat in the circle of light
in the living room of his bungalow and
stared through an alcoholic haze at his
hands, Steady as a rock. Time to make
the decision. The knowledge of his crime
was buried in the gray brain tissues be-
hind Marianne's high clear forehead. Cut
the memories. Lobectomy. The operation
he had perfected. Perfect for the job. The
quick bite of the steady scalpel, and she
would not even be able to remember
Myra's death. Outside of a series of con-
ditioned reflexes, she would be starting
life anew. A new life with Andre Spence.
The soft, incredible warmth of her would
be unimpared.

He stood up and lurched to the phone.
But when he spoke, his voice was steady
enough. Cooper and Watson were both
annoyed at being awakened. But they were
respectful. The ward nurse on duty
accepted his instructions as a matter of
course.

“Yes, sir. Have Miss Parnal in the
operating theatre at seven a.m. I'll see that
your instructions are carried out. . , .”

Cooper, the stolid, calm anaesthetist,
checked pulse and respiration, then glanced
briefly at Andre Spence.

Andre felt fear and -what was akin to
self-loathing as he glanced at the placid
sleeping face of Marianne. Yet mingled
with the fear there was a small kernel of
excitement, an appreciation of the power
that was his. It was still not too late to
change his mind. Cooper would be mildly
surprised, and Miss Watson, the phleg-
matic surgical nurse might lift one heavy

_eyebrow.

He was grateful for the protection of
mask, cap, gown. He wondered if above
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the mask, his eyes glittered strangely.
Small wonder if they did.

The worst danger was that raw, reck-
less Bettinger would get wind of it, would
come storming into the small operating
theatre, blinded to everything except the
love he bore the sleeping Marianne.

He stood by the table, looked down at
the firm, fair forehead. In her brain was
the memory of his murder of his wife,
Murder that used the unsuspecting Mari-
anne as a tool. He had no doubt but that
what he was about to do was unparalleled
in medical history or any other kind of
history. A murderer was about to open
the brain case of the only witness to the
crime and remove therefrom all memory
of that crime, thus making him forever
safe.

Of course it would have been far easier
to kill Marianne too. But he could not
contemplate a world in which she did not
exist. Marianne had been the reason for
the murder in the first place.

When he had finished the lobectomy,
memory would be gone, and her person-
ality would be slightly changed. But he,
Andre Spence, would marry her and pro-
tect her all the days of his life.

His rubber-gloved hands were trembling.
He stilled them with an effort. He would
have to cease thinking of the patient as
Marianne. She must become merely an-
other psycho-surgical patient,

Cooper and Watson were beginning to
glance at him oddly, wondering, no doubt,
why he didn’t begin. How fortunate that
her knowledge of his murderous guilt had
given her that acute combination of fear.
anxiety and uncertainty which enabled
him to diagnose it as an organic lesion of
the frontal lobe.

Scalpel in hand, he drew a red, double-
looped line across her forehead, just below
the hairline. He paused for the barest
fraction of a second, then his lean strong
hands began to work rapidly, precisely.

Stop! Was that a heavy, familiar step
in the corridor? The steps went on. His
hand trembled again.

A trickle of sweat stung his eyes and he
blinked it away. Scalpel in hand, he stared
down, with increasing tension, at Marianne.

She breathed softly and regularly, But
she retained the memory which must be
removed.

Deftness returned to him. Working
guickly he stitched the opened area with

great neatness and speed.

Only then did he stagger and nearly fall.
Cooper caught at his arm, but he pulled
away and said thickly, “I'm all right. Look
after her.”

After they had slowly wheeled her away,
Andre Spence stared woodenly down at
his hands. In there, now, was the only
knowledge of his guilt.

Aloud he said softly, 1 will be good
to her. I will make it up to her. There is
nothing in the world that I will not do
tor her.”

And the words seemed oddly empty and
shallow compared with the reality of the
brain tissue he had excised.

But by the time Nase sent for hun. he
was at case. He walked in briskly, sm:lmg,
and said, “Glad you phoned. I was coming
to see you anyway, Bob. I'd like a few weeks
off. It's been a long time since I've had
any kind of vacation.”

“Sit down, Spence. I understand you
operated on the Parnal girl this morning.”

“Why—yes. Why?"

“Usually you check with me.”

“Just when it’s convenient, Bob. During
the last year 1 operated eleven times with-
out checking with you.”

Nase's eyes were frosty and angry.
“Those statistics seem to be right at your
fingertips, don’t they?"

"l have a good memory.”

“You wouldn't have looked up those
figures before operaling on Miss Parnal?”

“Why, Dr. Nase! 1 can’'t understand
what you're driving at!”
Nase touched his fingertips together,

stared moodily down at the backs of his
hands. “Spence, there is no need in my
fencing with you.”

“Are we fencing?”

“You may have a month with full pay.
At the end of that time, your services
here will no longer be required. We are
honored to have had with us for so many
years a surgeon of your calibre. But some-
times the esprit de corps of this type of
institute is more essential than talent or
genius. We will highly recommend vyour
ability to some other institution if you
desire to continue with institutional work.”

Spence pursed his lips and stood up.
“Miss Parnal should be ready for discharge
at the end of a month, I will come back
here and get her. And as far as this childish
attempt to punish me for some imaginary
grievance is concerned, my dear Nase, let
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me inform you that I accept it with a
great sense of release. I suddenly realize
how stultifying it has been to work under
a petty and unimaginative mind such as
yours. You have done me a favor. I thank
you-”

Spence arranged to search her room. In
his pocket was the box of four mercuhy-
drin ampules which he had drawn from
the dispensary the day before her opera-
tion. He found the missing ampule in her
desk. He could tell that it was the one,
because he could see the distinct mark on
the glass throat, It had been delicate work.
It had taken him six hours to refill each
ampule with weak tea and seal it

Fifteen miles from Meadowbrook Re-
treat he stopped his car, walked down to a
creek bed and smashed the ampules on a
rock, brushed the glass fragments into the
water.

He whistled softly as he walked back
up to the car. One month of rest and
peace. Then Marianne. He remembered
the scent of her hair, the look of her lips,
the firm lines of her body. As he drove
away, he tapped out a gay tune on the
edge of the steering wheel with his finger-
nails. They couldn’t prove a thing. No one
could prove a thing. The murder had been
eminently successful.

* * % * *

The body is a machine, and the controls
are delicate.

The fair, lovely girl was in a private
room. For a time the nurses tried to attract
the attention of young Dr. Bettinger who
spent so many hours with her. But at last
they realized that he had no eyes for
anyone else.

Physically she was strong. In her blue
eyes was a constant look of wonder. A
child seeing the world for the first time.
She could be started on some routine task,
such as brushing her teeth, but would not
stop until told to stop. Her contact with
her environment was fair, but many times
she lapsed into unconsciousness.

At the end of six days she began to be
able to participate in simple conversations,
and began to be able to make her simple
wants known. The mind began its miracul-
ous process of switching to other areas the
synthesis that had been carried on in the
anterior portions of the frontal lobes.

On the tenth day, the day that it became
apparent that there would be no scar on
her forehead, she opened her eyes and

looked up at the kind, sober face of Ralph
Bettinger.

“I know you,”
wonder,

He smiled. “You're not supposed to
remember me, you know.”

*Oh, but I do! I do!™

Her fingers touched the back of his neck
and then her arms pulled him down to her.
After they kissed, she said softly, “T've
been away, my darling. But I'm here now.
I'm back with you.,”

she said, in sudden

Andre Spence parked his car near the
administration building and, when he asked
if he might talk to Marianne Parnal, he
was puzzled by the faint look of amuse-
ment in the eyes of the clerk.

“Certainly. Dr. Spence. You'll find her
walking with Dr. Bettinger in Area C.”

He hurried across the grass. The late
June sun was almost unpleasantly hot.

His heart gave a great leap when he saw
her, walking alone, a hundred feet away.

It wasn’t until he was within twenty feet
of her that he saw Bettinger lounging on
the grass in the shade of a tree. He decided
to ignore Bettinger.

“Marianne!” he called. “Marianne!”™

She turned, smiling, and then the smile
faded. He walked up to her and took her
slim wrist in his hard hand, conscious of
the nearness of her.

But she tugged to release her hand.
“Who are you?" she asked.

. He laughed. “Why, you know me, my
darling! I'm Andre!™ .

“Oh! Andre Spence, I worked for you,
didn’t I, before 1 became ill?"

“Certainly. And I've come back for you,
my darling. I have a splendid offer of a
job and I've picked out our home.”

“I—I don't understand.”

“Darling, you promised to marry me.
Remember?”

“] promised to marry you? You! That
can't be! Why—why, you're an old man!”

His mouth fell open. He reached for
her, tried to embrace her. “Don’t!” she
said sharply. “Don’t you touch me! You
make me sick. You look like—like a lizard!
You're an old man with dyed hair,”

“Break it up,” Bettinger called.

Andre let his hands drop to his sides.
He looked at her in consternation, sud-
denly realizing how he had tricked him-
self. In cutting out of her mind all memory

[Continued on page 48



MR. MADDOXX
PHONY-FINISH

By T. T. FLYNN

When a fascinatin’ filly tipped Mr. Maddox &bout
a Hollywood-heel fix—he proved he could run as
fast as any plug . . . into an obit column.

CHAPTER ONE.
WELL-HEELED HEEL.

ARLINGTON track, Chicago, was a long way
from Hollywood this rosy June dawn when
Mr. Maddox stood big and bland and
amiable before the empty grandstand among
sharp-eyed clockers and railbirds.

Out beyond the glassy infield lakes and
lush green grass, far out on the back-stretch,
a black ghost of a horse had started a fast
workout run. Pete Cheney, one of the top
riders, was breezing Hotshot, owned by
Mike Morton, glamour star of hardboiled
films.

This morning Mike Morton himself was
a railbird, along with'studio personnel, news-
paper people, friends and fans. The press-
agent odor about this dawn clambake was
rank. Cassidy, the big, stocky, Masterton
Agency detective, put it into punchy words
at Mr. Maddox’ elbow. *“Pure cheese-
burger,” Cassidy snorted. “If Morton wins
that seventy-five thousand dollar stake-race
tomorrow, he draws a million smackeroos in
publicity for free. All that for a phony
acting like a phony!”

Sharp-eyed clockers waited with tense
thumbs on fine stop watches as Pete Cheney
brought the black horse through the stretch
a2nd Mike Morton posed in a cleared spot at
the track fence. He stood chest out, black
hair carelessly rumpled, while three camera-
men sighted on him. The newspapers had
been full of it. Mike Morton, hardboiled
stzr of hard-punching screen successes, had

arrived in Chicago with half a trainload of
Hollywood notables to open the glamorous
world premiére of Morton’s latest techni-
color epic: The Hotshot. .

Last year Mike Morton had purchased a
black horse named Hotshot. The film hero
owned a racing stable and a film horse also
named Hotshot. Moreover, Mike Morton’s
real horse Hotshot did have a chance to
take the Lakeview Stakes, seventy-five
thousand added.

The premiére of the film was scheduled
for tomorrow, the day of the race. It had
mere angles than a producer’s contract, This
dawn visit of Mike Morton to the track was
part of the build-up.

Pete Cheney brought Hotshot to the wire
with a drumming rush. The cameras got
their shots. Mike Morton pivoted slowly at
the fence, binoculars still at his eyes, while
Pete Cheney, standing in the irons, brought
the horse cantering back from the clubhouse
turn.

Cassidy said, “Where you going?”

Mr. Maddox said, “Making hay while the
sun shines, chum.” He strolled big and
amiable toward Mike Morton’s lone figure
at the fence. :

Cameramen were hurriedly inserting fresh
bulbs, The nearest man gestured impatiently
at Mr. Maddox.

“Keep back! We gotta get him reaching
across the fence to his horse!”

“I'll. buy you a better shot, boys,”
promised Mr. Maddox genially. “Don’t miss
it—Mike-the-Chiseler with his pinkie in his
pocket paying off. Might not happen again.”
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Mike Morton licked his lips and let out
an explosive, “What the hell!” He caught
the genial voice now and turned fast, jerk-
ing the glasses from his eyes.

“Surprise,” said Mr. Maddox.

Mike Morton licked his lips and let out
an explosive, “What the hell!” He swiveled
a look toward the spectators.

Mr. Maddox chuckled. *You don’t need
help, Mike. Not here in front of your
public.”

Mike Morton's flat-waisted, padded-
shoulder fitness was dominated by the
famous close-shaved sirong jaw whose
sinister purpose could sprinkle goose pimples
through any screen audience. Mike Morton's
ash-gray eyes could narrow in bitter threat.
He could speak in a low-clipped crackle
positively venomous.

He did all that now as he cased the
binoculars with an angry shove. “Beat it,
Maddox.”

Two men joined them with a kind of
silent sinister interest. They sided Mr.
Maddox, right and left, and looked inquir-
ingly at Mike Morton.

Mr. Maddox ignored them. “No goons,
Mike. Or will you try a chowder party with
newspaper shots and captions?”

Mike Morton eyed cameramen on both
sides of the woven-wire fence. “Keep those
damn cameras out of this,” he ordered
nervously.

A small nervous man with hollow cheeks
and milk-white teeth in a blue-lipped mouth
broke out of the background crowd. “What
gives?” he demanded angrily. “Maddox,
you aren’t making trouble, are you?"

He was Kenny Parker, Mike Morton's
director. Mr. Maddox grinned broadly.

“Stick around and see, Kenny, Did I tell
you on the Coast or didn't 12"

Kenny Parker looked like he wanted to
wring carefully manicured hands. “Not
here, Joe. Not now."

Mr. Maddox said, “Here! Right here,
Kenny—for the racing crowd today and to-
morrow. For your platinum-plated world
premiére tomorrow. For the keyhole boys
and gals and the syndicate columns. Right
here, Kenny, and how do you like it?"

“Keep it soft,” Kenny Parker begged,
down-slicing palms for emphasis. “Mike,
what about it?"

“The hell with him!”

Kenny Parker grimaced warning. “Keep
your temper, Mike. Hold back.”

Mr. Maddox snapped, “Boo/"”

Mike Morton flinched.

Mr. Maddox loomed there among them,
huge and amused. “Stop believing your
tough publicity, Mike. And if these goons
grab my arms while you take a punch at
me, I'll knock all your heads together. Dig,
chiseler.”

A ponderous shoulder came against Mr.
Maddox’ right shoulder. It was Cassidy
shunting the dapper stranger on that side out
of the way. Cassidy said bruskly, “I'm
Masterton Agency. We won't have rough
stuff around the track this morning.”

“Now comes cops,” Kenny Parker all but
wailed under his breath.

Cassidy slid a question from the corner of
his mouth. “Joe, what's up?”

“Hotshot there welshed on a horse bet
last winter. Pushed my man Oscar in the
face when Oscar went around to see him
about it. Told me over the telephone his
bodyguards would work me over if 1
bothered him. Then he stayed behind his
screen of stooges and secretaries and
laughed it off. Now comes pay-day morn-
mg.‘|

Cassidy’s manner switched to suspicious
challenge. “You laid against his horse bet
at Santa Anita?”

“Not at the track; got witnesses,” said
Mr. Maddox cheerfully.

Cassidy, one of the crack Masterton men
detailed to halt bookmaking at the big
tracks, took it with a defeated shrug and
ran a bleak eye over the star and director.

“So long as it don't get rough at the track,
welshing on bets ain’t my business,” said
Cassidy. His cold look speared Mike
Morton. “Welshed a bet, did you?”

Kenny Parker down-palmed again in
anguish. “There ain’t a straighter guy in
pictures than Mike Morton. He’s clean. He's
a sportsman. Here, Joe—TI'll write you a
check.”

“Nix,” refused Mr. Maddox. “Let Hair-
on-his-Chest scratch his own bank paper.
And if he gives rubber and it bounces, he'll
be a soft mark for smart lawyers.”

“Mike, don’t be stubborn,” Kenny Parker
urged, keeping his voice down. “You can’t
hit the headlines as a bad loser. Not with
the picture preméire-ing!”

Mike Morton breathed an explosive oath.
He yanked a checkbook and pen, scrawled
fast, ripped the check out and thrust it at
his director.

“Give it to fatso before I bust loose and
paste him.”

Kenny Parker relayed the check to Mr.
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Maddox. “Okay, Joe? How about shaking
hands all around?”

Mr. Maddox put the check in a thick pig-
skin billfold, and the billfold back in his
pocket. “For my money he’s still a chiseler,
Kenny.” y

Cassidy walked away with Mr. Maddox.
The big Masterton detective was thoughtful.
“Joe, the guy on your left was Eddy
Ganzel.”

“Ganzel—the slot machine racket?”

“Yeah.”

“Never met him before.”

“The mug on your right was
Sutton.”

in[ pass“O

“Basketball, football and baseball gamb-
ling," listed Cassidy. “Dink’s got a finger
in the Nevada and West Coast gambling.
Works out of Chicago and may have a cut
in the Syndicate.”

“Can’t know them all,” said Mr. Maddox
philosophically.

“Those two are pals of Mike Morton.”

“He likes sharp characters around. Goes
with his tough publicity. He's a punk.”

“Ganzel and Sutton aren’t. That's why I
pushed in, Joe.”

They were out from under the big empty
grandstand, pausing at the edge of the sun-
washed parking space. Mr. Maddox lifted
an eyebrow. “Right in there pitching for
Joe Maddox?"”

“What else, pal?”

They eyed each other. Then Mr. Maddox,
chuckling, headed away from Cassidy. Mr.
Maddox stopped beside the blue convertible,
pulled the eight thousand dollar check from
his thick billfold and studied it again. Mike
Morton had been rawhided in public. Ten
against three he'd try anything against Joe
Maddox he thought would stick.

A girl's voice broke the quiet. She had
been sitting far down in the front seat of
the convertible and she sounded strained,
hurried. :

“Count it somewhere else. Mike and his
friends might get ideas if they see me in
vour car!”

Dink

CHAPTER TWO.
CHISELER'S FIX.

Cway her face showed above the door, her

mouth a line of determined scarlet, jet-black

Sair cut short, waved and combed back,
9

framing a thin intelligent face with high
cheekbones.

Her nervousness seemed genuine as Mr.
Maddox walked around the front bumper
and slid in beside her without comment. He
punched the starter button, backed, turned,
sent the long blue convertible in a smooth
rush across the broad parking space.

“This what you want?” he asked briefly,

She said, “Yes,” and sat higher in the seat
and smoothed the rough-spun linen skirt
across her knees. Her hat was on her lap,
white with a rolled yellow silk band. She
had slim legs, slim ankles. She was past the
middle-twenties, and sun-colored competent
hands were bending the white felt brim with
nervous lension.

“So what?” Mr. Maddox prodded.

She moistened the scarlet lips. Smoky
eyes swung and studied his broad bland
face. I saw you take Mike down to size.”
Mr. Maddox drove silently, not helping
her. J

She said, “He needed it.”

Mr. Maddox swung the convertible to-
ward Chicago without comment.

She looked ahead through the windshield
and moistened lips again. She spoke with the
faintest strain, husking in a low voice. She
never looked at him.

“He was a good guy once. Would you
believe it?”

Mr. Maddox looked at her quizzically.
“Should I believe it?™

Color came under her makeup. “Mike
was swell when he had to rub pennies in his
pocket and worry about the shine on his last
good suit. Honestly.”

She held the rolled hat brim tightly, teeth
down hard on her bright lower lip. Mr.
Maddox guessed her glance missed the wind-
shield and highway. She was looking back,

‘far back through a corridor of years.

“So Mike Morton didn't marry you?”
he said suddenly.

It hurt her. He meant to hurt a little, so
she'd start talking. He saw the color go from
under her makeup fast. Saw her swallow
hard.

“When Mike went to the Coast on his
first contract, he got me a job at the same
studio.”

“Big-hearted, wasn't he? What kind of a
job?™

“Typist. It kept us near each other.”

“A heart like a barrel of tripe,” Mr.
Maddox said kindly.

She said, still looking ahead, “Mike's
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future was too uncertain to risk marrying.”

“He hates a risk, doesn’'t he?”

She was not on the defensive. She seemed
to be presenting facts in a thoughtful way.
“I always thought Mike would click in pic-
tures. My boss in wholesale furs here in
Chicago had a cousin who was a talent
scout. I needled the contact until the cousin
caught Mike’s act one night and Mike got
his chance.”

“Every skunk deserves one chance. How
did he ditch you, sister? Rough or easy?”

Her slow smile was hardly what Mr.
Maddox expected. It was a reflective, twisted
little smile which found humor of a sort
in what had happened.

*Mike was busy. He was on loan to other
studios. On location. Personal appearances.
Publicity ordered him to be seen in the right
spots with the right girls. Which didn’t mean
studio typists. Mike didn’t ditch me. He
faded away. One day he wasn’t there.”

“Kidding yourself?"”

“Thank heaven, no.” She seemed to mean
it. “Mike was a front-office pet by then,
getting A scripts with fat budgets. Hard-
boiled on the screen and off. A stranger to
me, I couldn’t use that Mike Morton.”

“Did you have the chance?”

“Why ask? But 1 wouldn't have had any
of him. That Mike Morton wasn't what I
wanted.”

“What do you want now, sister?”

Mr. Maddox watched her smooth the felt
hat brim carefully. Watched her shape the
crown with absent little pats.

“Mike was a good guy once.
give him a break.”

“w‘hy?"

Her smile at the hat was a little crooked,
without illusions. “Mike’s on top now and
alone, although he doesn’t realize it. He
could fall fast. Hard.”

“Here’s hoping,” said Mr. Maddox cheer-
fully.

She looked at him then, smoky eyes dark,
earnest behind the wry smile. “You're a bad
liar, Joe Maddox. I'm Sheila Young.”

“Should I be glad to know you, Sheila?
Or am I supposed to?”

“I'm assistant to Pete Morse, who's hand-
ling exploitation of The Hotshot. 1 get the
dirt, including some that doesn’t reach Pete
Morse.”

“What hasn't reached Pete Morse?”

“There was too much drinking on the
train coming here. Mike's stateroom door
was left open at the wrong moment. A fix

R BT

is being built around Mike's horse in the
race tomorrow.”

Mr. Maddox was startled out of his bland
indifference. *“Not that race—not with
Morton’s horse tied in with a couple of
million doltars worth of film. They wouldn't
dare.”

“Who wouldn't?” Sheila Young asked
coolly. She sat full upright, turning a little
to him and drove her points manlike. “Skip
Mike’s future. Forget the picture. The talk
was in Mike's stateroom. Sutton and Ganzel
and Patsy Radigan, Mike’s bodyguard,
were playing poker. It was Sutton, evidently,
who said, *‘Mike. if we could be sure your
horse wouldn't take that race, we could lift
half a million out of it. No risk, no taxes.
Your cut—' Then someone noticed the door
ajar and slammed it.”

“That kind of talk floats around any beer
joint,” said Mr. Maddox skeptically.

“Patsy Radigan came out in the aisle a
moment later to see who had passed the
door.”

“Could happen after windy talk like that
floating through the open door.”

“The party who overheard the talk got
a big play from Eddy Ganzel the rest of the
trip.”

“Who overheard? A woman?”

“It doesn’t matter. Sutton and Ganzel sent
telegrams and made long-distance calls at
Albuquerque, La Junta and Kansas City.
When I heard what had been said, I dropped
a hint to Mike. He tried to find out where
I'd gotten the idea. Mike swore every horse
he'd ever entered in a race had been run
on the level and always would.”

Some thought hardened Mr. Maddox’
broad face momentarily. “Why tell me all
this?”

She punched the hat crown with a glossy
red nail tip. “I hinted to Pete Morse. He
said he didn’t blame me for hating Mike's
guts, but to keep it out of my job on Mike's
pictures.”

“They know you were Morton's girl
once?”

Her twisted smile was backed with a
shrug. “I'm listed as Mike’s first brush-off.
Not that anyone cares. But my motives are
suspect”

“Go to the Masterton Agency or the track
stewards. You'll get action.”

“And a mess of screaming publicity,” she
said with husky vehemence. “We're talking
about Mike Morton, with a colossal build-up
around the race and his picture tomorrow.
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! kmow I'm right—but Mike wouldn’t admit
=8 shady pals would take a chance on
wrecking him.”

“He brushed you off; he tried to crook
== Now it's you who wants me to help
=m.” Mr. Maddox shook his head. “Now
I'we seen everything.”

“Will you help?”

Mr. Maddox said, “No,” with flat finality.
He watched a pinched look come white at
Ser mouth corners and added a reason that
-made sense to a racetrack man.

“Why should smart characters tamper
=ith a race like the Lakeview tomorrow?
The condition books are loaded with cheap
races and cheap platers which can be
snocked off form with an extra hard work-
out and no one the wiser? Want my
advice?”

She said,
didn't 17"

“Get Mike Morton out of your mind.”

She said tightly, “Thanks. Drop me at
the Stevens.”

Morning traffic raced north and south
on broad Michigan Avenue. When the con-
vertible swung to the curb at the avenue
entrance of the Stevens, Sheila slipped out
and spoke through the open window.
“Changed your mind?”

Mr. Maddox shook his head, smiling.

“You won't let this get out?”

“T'll have it in every newspaper.”

She smiled faintly. Her look went up
and down the avenue.

“It was a good town once, Joe Maddox,”
she said with soft intensity. “It was hard
work and no money. But it had nice
dreams. They sailed in off the lake like
those white clouds.”

She turned abruptly and crossed the
wide sidewalk, a slim hurrying figure
which vanished into the Stevens without
looking back.

Mr. Maddox said softly, “Hollywood!”
and swung right around the block and
=orth to his own hotel.

“No. But I asked for it,

Oscar was waiting in the suite with
wistors. Mr. Maddox was inside, the door
closed behind him, before he saw the two
sirzngers who flanked Oscar in chairs near
e windows.

The man on the right had a beak of a
mose. heavy loose lips, a muddy stare
wmder the down-pulled brim of a yellow-
sme=d Pzmama.

The other second stranger sat forward,

elbows firm on the chair arms and highly-
polished English brogues flat on the floor.
He stared with morose swarthy intentness,
mouth tight under a pencil line of dark
mustache.

Oscar was a small wizened man who
had come through life the hard way and
showed it on his cynical face. Oscar made
a resigned gesture and said, “Like a dope
I opened the door. In they came to wait
for you, Joe. That's all I get out of them.
Very cagey gorillas.”

The younger man stood with animal-like
grace and wheeled to Oscar’s chair. His
negligent palm caught Oscar full face with
a sharp crack. Oscar's head bounced
against the upholstered chair back.

“Wise guy,” the young man’s dull
murmur remarked. He brought the swarthy
intent look back to Mr. Maddox.

The other man's muddy stare ignored
Oscar. Leaning back lazily, right hand in-
side his coat, he pushed the heavy lower
lip into a thoughtful pout. His remark had
a creamy mildness.

“No need to get nervous, Maddox.” The
beak of a nose twitched. “This is a friendly
call. Heard you were leaving town.”

Oscar sucked a dismal breath. “Friendly,”
said Oscar wanly. His eyes were shoe-
button bright as they watched Mr. Maddox.

Oscar was a timid little man. Also a very
dangerous little man when cornered. In a
hard lifetime Oscar had picked up every
trick of foul fighting. He sat quietly now,
watching a slow broad smile break across
Mr. Maddox’ moon-like face as Mr.
Maddox lumbered toward them, big and
ungainly.

“Let’s call room service for breakfast,”
suggested Mr. Maddox blandly. “Mike
Morton, Eddy Ganzel or Dink Sutton
might drop in too. We'll have five gorillas
to feed them instead of two.”

A blank silence held while Mr. Maddox
advanced, still smiling. ' Then the young
man’s punishing palm flashed a vicious
up-sweep.

The sharp crack was its contact with
Mr. Maddox’ large right palm, up aston-
ishingly fast for such a clumsy smiling
man. Mr. Maddox’ big hand clamped hard,
twisted violently. Pain hissed from the
swarthy face. Its owner bobbed over like
a well-oiled jack-in-the-box, levered by his
twisted arm.

Oscar’s low dive hit the young man from
behind, just above the ankles. Mr. Mad-
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dox’ twisting shove drove the visitor back.
Legs flipped forward. The twisting body
shot back helplessly against the uplead of
the beak-nosed man.

They crashed back in the chair, tangled,
swearing. Mr. Maddox’ big palm smashed
down on the swarthy face as it jack-
knifed up.

Oscar had eeled around to the chair like
a wizened bitter shadow. The heel of
Oscar's palm wiped fast and hard over the
older man’s nose, It drove out a strangled
yelp of pain. Oscar grabbed a short-
barreled nickel-plated revolver from the
man’'s groping hand and jumped back.

Mr. Maddox slapped the swarthy face
down again. His ham-like palm had fast-
numbing force. He said, “I'll take the gun,

Oscar. Frisk the top one before he
gets up.”
Oscar frisked swiftly, silently, thor-

oughly, and stepped away, button-bright
eves watchful, “He’s clean, Joe.”

Mr. Maddox moved to the telephone
and asked for room servicee. He was
breathing hard. The smile came back on
his broad face as he hefted the gun and
watched the two disheveled men lurch un-
steadily out of the chair. Blood dripped
slowly from the beak-like nose Oscar had
roughed.

“What for breakfast,
Maddox inquired genially,

The older man pressed a handkerchief
hard against his bleeding nose and caught
the golden Panama off the floor. His
creamy voice was curdled, muffled under
the red-spotted linen.

“Get out, Jack.”

friends?” Mr.

Oscar rubbed his slap-reddened cheek

as the door slammed behind the two.
Mr. Maddox ordered four eggs, triple
rasher of bacon, a quart of orange juice,
five slices of toast, half a melon and a
pot of coffee. He cradled the phone down,
tossed the shiny revolver beside it and
walked to the sun-flooded windows.

Mr. Maddox was watching the clouds
pensively when Oscar's accusing blurt
broke the false peace. “Did I hear Mike
Morton’s name?”

Mr. Maddox replied without turning.
“Morton was at the workouts this morn-
ing. I collected the eight grand.”

“You mentioned Dink Sutton.”

“Know him?”

“He's a high-roller and a fixer.”

“He was at the track with Mike Morton.
Also a big key in the slot-machine racket

named Eddy Ganzel was there.” Mr. Mad-
dox rubbed his chin, still watching the
white clouds, “Bddy Ganzel or Dink
Sutton must have telephoned from some-
where near the track for those two hood--
lums to run us out of town.” !

“It was a nice morning,” said Oscar
bitterly. “Chicago was a fine town when
I rolled out of bed. Now,” said Oscar, “it
ain’t. Where do we go? New York?”

“Still a fine town,” said Mr. Maddox,
watching the clouds. “The lice crawling .
over it need dusting, but the town is good.
We'll stick around.”

“Joe, this is trouble.” Oscar’s voice had
thinned off with positive alarm.

Mr. Maddox turned from the window
without expression. “Mike Morton needs
help. We might as well stick around and
do what we can.”

Oscar exploded. “Help that guy? Help
Mike Morton?”

Mr. Maddox turned to a table against
the wall and built a short scotch and soda

“I looked at the white clouds,” Mr.
Maddox mused across the straw-colored
bubbling drink. “I had a dream.” Mr.
Maddox rolled a small swallow around his
mouth and swallowed slowly, enjoyably.
“lI dreamed Mike Morton was a good
guy once.”

“If I had brains, Joe, I'd pack and lam
after hearing that!” Oscar went to the
table and took a hard shot straight from
the bottle. He gagged, coughed and set the
bottle back with a thump,

“Brains,” Oscar said bitterly. “I've got
mush for brains. I don’t pack. I don’t lam.
So now what?”

“Breakfast; then telephone calls,” de-
cided Mr. Maddox. “Long-distance calls,
including Ramon Gonzalez in Mexico
City.”

“Why Mexico?”

“We'll have to fish without bait and see
what we hook.”

“I know what’s hooked. We're hooked.”
said Oscar dismally. “What happened?”

“I met a lady.”

Oscar groaned.
known.”

“She had news.”

“They always got something.”

Oscar stood there and listened cynically
to what Sheila Young had told Mr. Mad-
dox. Room Service interrupted with break-
fast and the morning papers. Mr. Maddox
ate by the sunny windows with gusto,

“A dame! I mighta
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making a minor rite of food, chilled juice
and hot black coffee.

Oscar, long resigned to Joe Maddox’
vast satisfaction with good food, hunched
in an armchair and scanned the news-
papers. Finally Oscar tossed the papers to
the floor and moved restlessly about the
room.

“Joe, the papers are loaded with that
race tomorrow. They're giving it to
Morton’s horse.”

“It’s the build-up for the movie,” Mr.
Maddox said calmly.

“Front pages, sports, amusement, society
pages have got it for a sure thing. Know
what that means?”

“Do you?” Mr. Maddox countered.

“Even grandma will unlock her purse
and carry a deuce around to the corner
bookie. It means big dough rolling on that
race.”

“Heavy money in Chicago,” Mr. Mad-
dox agreed. He was pouring more coffee.
He set the metal pot down and regarded
Oscar thoughtfully. “Suppose this same
bang of publicity blasts all over the United
States? It could make high-rolling hustlers
like Ganzel and Sutton drool at the
thought,” said Mr. Maddox, buttering
toast. “Get on those telephones and work
the list, See what we can dig out on those
two.”

Oscar stared. “All the list?™

“Our best in every town.”

Oscar hoisted eyebrows and whistled
softly. There were two telephones on a
long salesman’s sample table pushed
against the wall. Oscar hung his coat on
a straight-backed chair and rolled up his
sleeves. He pulled a chair to the table,
opened a leather-bound address book and
lifted both handsets.

Oscar said into the right phone, “Long-
distance, Princess.” And into the Ileft
phone, “Let’s go out-of-town, Sugar. And
today I got nylons and the fight tickets
you wanted.” Oscar handled the beiting
sheets and telephones when Joe Maddox
was laying race money. He was generous
with hotel switchboard girls who gave him
fast, close-mouthed service.

He was placing long-distance calls on
both lines when Mr. Maddox lighted a
cigar, rolled his own shirt sleeves and
made ready for the calls which shortly

would come from all parts of the United -

States.

CHAPTER THREE.
DoeeiN IN HOMICIDE.

EasT CoasT calls paid off first. Izzy Yeo,
in a nineteenth-floor suite in Philadelphia,
might have been in the next room, as his
soft voice came clearly over the wire.
“Sure, Joe. The papers here are full of
Mike Morton’s horse. But I haven’t picked
up anything about this Ganzel or Dink
Sutton. What cooks?”

“Strictly quiet, Izzy.”

“Sure, Joe.” Izzy never broke a con-
fidence. ;

“A fix could be building, Izzy,” Mr.
Maddox said curtly.

“No! Not in that stake race!”

“l could be wrong,” Mr. Maddox
admitted. “It's worth trying to figure the
angles.”

Izzy Yeo was a sportsman, a gentleman,
always angered by any crookedness in any
sport. Izzy's clipped promise had an edge.
“I'll dig on the quiet, Joe.”

Oscar was already pushing the other
receiver over. “New York—Duke Staley,”
Oscar said.

Mr. Maddox spoke more guardedly to
Staley. The same publicity had broken in
New York. That was all Staley knew at
the moment.

Oscar placed more calls. Returns came
in faster. Mr. Maddox jotted notes, talked
frankly to some, joked, chatted, remained
vague and cautious with others.

Oscar spoke past a drooping cigarette,
“Word’ll circulate about this telephoning
when the lay-off money starts passing
around.” Oscar drew a forefinger across
his throat. “If those hoods are trying a
fix, they won’t like us poking in.”

“They don't like us anyway.”

Oscar said, “Morton won’t have time to
make z fix. He's visiting two hospitals with
entertainment for crippled kids, speaking
at a luncheon, hustling over to a conven-
tion of theater owners, and dropping in to
see the mayor with a special invite to the
premiére tomorrow.”

“Ten seconds on a telephone can make
a fix,” reminded Mr. Maddox grimly. “Get
Pop Harvey to a telephone out at the
track.”

Pop Harvey trained Mr. Maddox’ stable
of four horses. When Pop called back,
Mr. Maddox said, “Pop, I hear Morton’s
Hotshot is sure-fire tomorrow.”
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Pop's retort was tart. “Bound to be if
he* runs on talk. Even Cheney, the jockey,
is high on him.”

“How high are you?"”

“Middlin’,” said Pop. “Hotshot’s a good
hoss. He shipped well by plane from
California.”

Mr. Maddox chewed the stub of his
cigar. “How about Blue Jim, from the
Lexfield Farms Stable?”

Pop chortled. “I wondered if you was
smart, Joe! If Morton’s Hotshot gits to
the wire afore that long-legged Blue Jim
gelding, he'll be workin® for his oats.”

“You think it’s that close?”

“Likely to be. But there’s a heap of fools
handicapping that race with their ears. All
they hear is Hotshot.”

“Pop, put an eye on Morton’s stable.”

“Yup,” assented Pop, and that was
enough. Pop Harvey was an old-timer who
knew everyone around the tracks., What
Pop couldn't find out among the horse
sheds wasn't worth knowing.

“Here's Mexico City,” said Oscar, offer-
ing the other telephone. . . .

They Ilunched on sandwiches at the
telephones. Track time came. Chicago
clients added to the telephone load and
were turned down today. Mr. Maddox
took time out for a shower and a shave.
Oscar’s summons broke into the shave.

“Izzy Yeo's on from Philly!”

Mr. Maddox came out of the bathroom
fast, towel around his vast middle and
lather over half his broad face. He shoved
the soapy razor into Oscar’s hand and
caught the receiver.

‘&Yes' Izzy?’!

“Joe, Billy Beiber's syndicate book in
Detroit just called, talking swap. They're
guessing I'll have lay-of money on
Morton’s horse tomorrow.”

Lather oozed into Mr. Maddox’ mouth.
He spat it out.

“What’s that?” Izzy said.

*Soap in my mouth!”

“Never chew it myself,” observed Izzy.
“You partial to laundry or bath soap?”

“Shaving soap, you dope.” Mr. Maddox
sobered. “I'll guess too, Izzy. Detroit wants
to take lay-off on Morton’s horse to-
morrow—and they think they'll have
money to lay-off on Blue Jim in the same
race.”

Izzy was astonished. “Did they call you
too, Joe?”
“There’s an odor,” said Mr. Maddox.

“It smells like the old one-two. Fix the
winner and bet the competition. They take
your lay-off money on Hotshot. Then they
lay it back with you on the horse which
rates to win after the fix goes through.”

“The dirty crooks!™ said Izzy with un-
usual violence. “They could tear my bank-
roll to pieces.”

“They could tear racing to pieces,” Mr.
Maddox reminded. “Millions of movie
fans think Mike Morton is the Lord’s
gift to adventure and romance. If he's
caught playing cheap thief, every honest
man in racing will get the smear.”

Izzy said, “Joe, what do we do?”

“T'll think it over.”

Mr. Maddox put the receiver down and
stood there barefooted, massive and towel-
draped. “The fix is in,” he stated with
cold certainty. “It’s big—and they won't
take a chance on an outsider guessing
what they're up to. Call Sheila Young at
the Stevens.”

Oscar called and hung up, “She's out.”
Oscar jumped up and moved about rest-
lessly.” “Joe, let’s blow. They've already
sent muscle boys around. We start med-
dling in this and somebody gets whiffed.
Guess who?"”

“The boys were for not being nice to
Mike Morton, bless his dirty crooked
heart,” said Mr. Maddox blandly. “Get
on that phone and find Sheila Young.
Pete Morse is her boss. Try the Stevens
for him. Or the Chicago office of World-
National Films.”

Mr. Maddox finished shaving and
dressed rapidly. A sense of urgency drove
him. His wrist watch said 4:53 when Oscar
called from the telephone.

“Caught her in the city room of the
Herald! You can have her right now.”

Mr. Maddox got to the telephone fast
and made his point equally fast. “Sister,
yvou were right! I'll pick you up in front
of the Herald building. Be there?”

The pinched look might have been sud-
denly at her mouth cormers again. A
pinched note was in Sheila’s reply. “I'll
be waiting.”

She was at the curb, wearing the same
rough-spun linen. She stepped into the
taxi and said to Mr. Maddox, “So it is
true?”

“Seems so. Who was the woman who
overheard the talk on the train?”

“I didn’t say it was a woman; and it
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won't get out from that source and hurt
Mike."”

“Mike be damned! We're not worrying
zbout Mike Morton. Did you think this
was merely tiddley-winks which Mike
might lose?”

She swallowed. “It could finish him in
pictures,”

“He'll be lucky if that's all,” said Mr.
Maddox shortly. *“Mike’s hoodlum pals
play for keeps.”

Sheila swallowed again.

Mr, Maddox informed her, “Anyone
who might talk is poison on a deal like
this. Now who heard that talk in Morton’s
stateroom?”

“It was a girl,” Sheila admitted.
“Loraine Gaile—real name, Gertrude Dis-
senberger. She’s a Chicago girl. I don’t
know what she's been doing today.”

“Your office should know.”

“She’s not with the studio any more.
Her option wasn’t picked up.” Sheila
brushed at her skirt. “I'm soft about
Chicago kids who get the Hollywood yen
like Mike and I did. I even arranged for
the *publicity department to send her out
several times with Mike. Local boys who
made good gives a hand to local girl who
followed in his footsteps.”

“Why didn't you print what happened
to the first girl who followed him to
Hollywood?” suggested Mr. Maddox
dryly.

Her quick look had resentment. “I told
you to lay off.”

Mr. Maddox shrugged. “So she’s off the
payroll—but she traveled with your party?”

Sheila opened a green plastic vanity
and freshened her scarlet mouth. She spoke
jerkily between dabs of the lipstick. *I
wangled it so she could come home in
style. That’'s why she came to me with
what she overheard. But when she stepped
off the train yesterday, she bowed out.”

“No talk to anyone else?”

“Loraine promised not to.” Sheila fished
in her cluttered purse and brought out a
small memo book. “She's at her sister’s
house on the North side. Near Lincoln
Park. Sister and husband are in Canada
on their vacation.”

“Let’s go talk to her.”

“I can’tt We won't stop until this
premiére is over. I'm due back at the
office now.”

Mr. Maddox reached in the front of
his coat for one of the thick black cigars,

made to his order in Havana, “Too bad,”
he said, running the rich tobacco under
his nose for a connoisseur’s instant of
appreciation. “I thought we were trying to
help Mike Morton.”

Sheila’s gesture confessed resignation to
the fact. “I'll go,” she said, and looked for
the address.

It was an old gray stone house in a
block-long row of old gray stone houses.
Each front exactly like every other front
in the block. A hand's-breadth of open
porch. Steps down to a basement entrance.

The taxi waited, Mr. Maddox’ punch
at the bell set off a clear ring inside. Then
again. And again.

Sheila said, frowning, *“I should have
telephoned.” She stood, eyes down in
thought, as Mr. Maddox tried the bell
again. Her quick stoop, her low exclama-
tion were surprising. So was the inch-long
cork-tipped cigarette end she picked up.

Mr. Maddox said, “Shooting snipes?”
His bland flash of humor went away as
he saw her lips go taut and eyes narrow.

The cigarette was a thick oval, evidently
custom-made from the two heavy gold-
monogrammed letters near the cork tip.
Sheila Young sensed his keen look and
turned the cigarette over in her fingers
hiding the letters.

Mr. Maddox said blandly, “Double ‘M’
on that cigarette means Mike Morton,
doesn’t it?"

She hesitated and shrugged. “Mike
passes them out. Loraine probably brought
a handful home.”

“Dropped it while she was ringing to
to get in, no doubt,” Mr. Maddox re-
marked dryly. He saw her flush as he put
a big finger on the bell button and held it
there. “If we have to be kill-joys, we have
to,” he decided. “Local boy seems to be
following local girl's footsteps this time."”

Sheila said in a husky note of bitter-
ness, “I might have known the little fluff
would try anything to get back to Holly-
wood. And believe me, brother, she’ll hear
it from me.”

Sheila hammered the door and caught
the knob and turned it and shook it. The
unlocked door opened to her push.

“Nice,” said Sheila. “Shall we bring a
little light and truth into this cozy rat
nest?”

She walked in and Mr. Maddox fol-
lowed her. Sheila opened a door on her
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left with suppressed violence and walked
into a living room.

“Loraine! Mike!” she called sharply.
“This is Sheila Young!”

It was a quiet living room with an old-
rose carpet, and the light seeped dimly,
restfully through window shades pulled
three-quarters down.

“Loraine!"” Shejla called again, halting
under the center chandelier.

Mr. Maddox pulled the heavy dark cigar
from his mouth in a quick motion which
spilled gray ash on the rug.

“Stay where you are!” he directed,
going by her to curtained French doors
standing open between the living room
and dining room.

He'd sighted high-heeled kid pumps and
neat ankles and calves in flesh-colored
silk on the dining room floor, just inside
the doorway, to the left. The rest of her
sprawled back out of sight.

The light was dimmer in the dining
room, Mr. Maddox flicked a wall switch.
Then she lay at his feet in pallor and
dreadful limpness, a delicately modeled
blonde with a small waist and silky ash-
blonde hair waved back.

Sheila’s strangled, *“Oh, my Lord!”
broke at Mr. Maddox’ elbow.

He caught her arm. It felt steel tight
in shock from that gruesomely congssted
face on the floor. A chair had been
knocked over against the wall. Blood had
seeped from a bruised cut cn the back
of her left hand.

“She was good looking,” Mr. Maddox
said absently. He stooped with a small
grunt to an empty tumbler under the
edge of the table. At that last instant he
caught himself, whipped out a handker-
chief and gingerly lifted the glass and
set it on a yellow plastic tray resting near
the edge of the table. The tray held a
jigger glass, siphon bottle, moisture-
beaded copper ice bucket with cubes
melting, and a half-empty bottle of Irish
whiskey.

Mr. Maddox glanced down at the body.
Balling the handkerchief in a big palm,
he bent over the empty glass. He put the
thick cigar on the table edge and stepped
to the body.

He knelt, lifted the girl's hand and let
it drop. He placed palms on the rug edge
and bent forward, low, over the congested
face, down almost touching it.

“Don't!” Sheila gasped. “Are you trying
to k-kiss her?”

Mr. Maddox heaved up, his broad face
stone-hard and eyes bright with a chill,
sledging knowledge. “Stop that before you
blow your top,” he ordered in a low
voice.

Digging nails made red crescents in her
palms. Her deep breath was shuddery,
wire-tight. Slowly her thin, intelligent face
became composed.

“Sorry,” she said quietly.

Mr. Maddox took the cigar from the
table edge. He used the ash-covered tip
to indicate the empty glass and congested
face on the floor.

“She stood there by the tray with her
drink. She dropped the glass and spilled
most of it on the rug. She had convul-
sions and knocked the chair over and
hurt the back of her hand. Down she
went, dead in seconds, I'd say. No other
marks of violence on her. An almond
smell is on that glass and her mouth.
I've heard about that smell. Prussic acid.
Perfect for suicide. Kills almost instantly.”

“Suicide,” said Sheila in a husky
whisper. She shivered. Great pity came
into her unsteady voice. “I didn't realize
it hit her so hard when her option was
dropped. She kept it hidden on the train.”

Mr. Maddox said, “Where's the con-
tainer which held the poison? Why did
she need a tray and so many ice cubes in
here to get down one swallow of death?
And would she wait until Mike Morton
called, so he could watch her die? Or
did she take that drink, not knowing
what was in it?”

Sheila said, “No,” thickly.

“Yes,” said Mr. Maddox coldly. “Why
did you think I had to see her? I told
you she was dangerous to those gamblers.”

“Not poison,” Shelia said, gulping.
*“Mike wouldn't. Anything but poison.”

“I'll take that cigarette butt,” said Mr.
Maddox in a tone which stopped any
argument. He tucked it in his pigskin bill-
fold and looked at the yellow plastic tray.
“I'll lay any odds there were two glasses.”
he said. “The other glass was carried away
or washed and put back with clean ones.
Go out and sit in the taxi. I'll call the

police.”
Sheila said miserably, “You'll have
Mike arrested for murder?” Sheila bit

hard on her scarlet lower lip. She had a
drained, white look. “I thought you'd give
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Mike a break. 1 didn't know you hated
him.”

Mr. Maddox wheeled her about by an
elbow. He urged her into the living room
and he looked down at her.

“The police would have found that
cigarette. Now listen carefully. The taxi
driver would remember bringing us here,”
Mr. Maddox reminded. “The police would
have every face in your Hollywood party
paraded in front of him. They'd have you
quick. They'd want to know why it wasn’t
reported. We'll do what anyone else would
do. We'll tell how 1 drove you to the
Stevens from the track this morning and
promised to buy you a drink before
dinner and you wanted to include Loraine
to cheer her up. Can you remember that?
Exactly that? No more?”

Sheila nodded. Before Mr. Maddox
could stop her she stood on tip-toe, pulled
his broad face down with both hands and
kissed him,

Mr. Maddox mumbled startled protest.
- Sheila was already hurrying out to the
taxi. Mr. Maddox rubbed the side of his
mouth and muttered, “A kiss for Mike
Morton—and Joe Maddox had to get it.”

He was smiling wryly as he started a
hurried search before telephoning Homi-
cide.

CHAPTER FOUR.
A Horsg oF ANOTHER COLOR.

MRr. Mappox taxied from police head-
quarters to a Randolph Street grill for
coffee and roast beef and rye and to scan
the papers.

The headlines were on every corner

- newsstand.

ACTRESS TAKES POISON
SUICIDE IN FILM PARTY

Mr. Maddox ordered more coffee and
sat big and brooding, slowly finishing the
sandwich. A napkin slapped his hand wet.

“Cassidy!” Mr. Maddox exclaimed in
disgust. He caught the napkin and wiped
wrist and hand. “Scram, I've seen too
many flatfeet already tonight.”

The big Masterton detective sat down
opposite, grinning. Cassidy’s squarish face
went sarcastic as his thick finger indicated
the newspapers.

*You dig eight grand from the Holly-
wood bunch this morning, Joe. Now you
dig a body from the same gang.”

“It's a gift,)”” confessed Mr. Maddox
modestly. “What sewer did you creep
from?” -

“Tailed you from headquarters. Couple
of plainclothes men hooked onto you too.”
The waiter brought the coffee Mr. Mad-
dox had ordered. Cassidy captured it and
dumped in cream. “Are Morton’s crooked
pals betting on the race tomorrow?”
Cassidy slid out abruptly, repeating his
question of the morning.

“Ask them.”

Cassidy gulped coffee and spoke across
the cup. “You got mighty cozy with this
Sheila Young. Has she been working with
you on the Coast, Joe? Maybe piping fast
horse money from the movie bunch your
way?"

“Never saw her before this morning.”

“Qkay if you say so, Joe. Look, bodies
are bad; crooked horse races are worse.
Wise guys are peddling Morton's horse
for a definitely sure-thing tomorrow.”

“World-National Films has spread it.”

“The guys doing this ain’t chumps, Joe. It
smells stinkeroo. Now you and this tasty
tomato out of Morton's party come up with
a body. If you ain’t heard, Sheila Young
hung on Morton’s vine before he hit Holly-
wood.”

“I've heard.”

Cassidy gulped the last of his coffee and
stood up. Cassidy’s voice deepened with rich
friendship.

“Joe, I'm tipping you for old times’ sake.
If it ain’t on the level, don’t touch it. Tell
me. You'll get the breaks.”

“I'll trade you. What I know for what you
know.”

*Sold.”

“The police didn’t find a poison container.
Looks like suicide. Now give back.”

Cassidy grinned. “Sorry, Joe. I don’t
know anything, But this helps. Thanks,
sucker.”

Chuckling, Mr. Maddox stood up. “That’s
what I thought. Thanks for admitting it. I'm
turning in. Bad dreams to you. . ..”

Mr, Maddox had the dreams. A luscious
blonde gave him a generous scotch which
tasted slightly of bitter almond. Then the
smirking blonde rang an electric bell while
Joe Maddox died painfully.

Mr. Maddox found himself sitting up in
bed. The telephone bell was ringing at his
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elbow and the bright sun was shining out-
side his window. A barried voice that
identified itself as Pete Morse jabbed from
the receiver.

*Sheila didn’t return to her hotel last night.
I'm told she left police headquarters with
you.”

“She took a taxi,” Mr. Maddox recalled.

“Well, where is she now?”

Mr. Maddox said the first thing that came
to mind. *“Meet me in the lobby of Morton’s
hotel in thirty minutes. . . .”

Mike Morton’s suite at the Ambassador

East was strictly unlisted, hidden away. Mr.
Maddox might have wasted all morning try-
ing to get past the suite door which opened
for Pete Morse.

The well-dressed broad-shouldered young
man in the doorway had a bent nose, cauli-
flower ear and a narrowing look at Mr.
Maddox’ bulk. He was Patsy Radigan,
bodyguard, companion, stooge.

“Mike ain't out of bed yet, Mr. Morse.
He don't wanna see this guy any time.”

In the lobby Pete Morse had heard a level-
spoken hint or two which turned him almost
green with fright about his multi-million-
dollar movie and its star, Mike Morton.
Now he said almost savagely, “Wait outside
here with me, Patsy, and no argument, or I
get Julius Longberg out of bed in L.A. with
a fast phone call.” Julius Longberg was
president of World-National Films, owner
of a world-famous racing stable, a fair and
kindly man until provoked. Then the Long-
berg rages were colossal and devastating.

Patsy Radigan said sullenly, “I dunno.”
He looked worried. “Mike ain’t gonna like
this, but if it's front office. . . .” He stepped
out into the corridor.

Mr. Maddox went in, shut the door and
both men were locked out. He scarcely
glanced at the ivory-finished brocaded ele-
gance of the big room as he passed into the
suite.

Mike Morton, wearing gorgeous gold and
blue hand-screened silk pajamas, was
propped against bed pillows, scanning the
morning papers, when Mr. Maddox® bulk

stalked in and slammed the bedroom door.-

Mr. Maddox advanced to
“Where's Sheila Young?”

Mike Morton twisted his legs over the bed
edge. “How do I know where Sheila is?
Where's Patsy Radigan? How'd you get in
here?”

“Sheila’s gone. Wasn't at her hotel last
night.”

the bed.

Mike Morton swore softly. He licked his
lips. “Something happened to her?”

“What else?”

The famous sinister jaw was stubbled this
morning. The ash-gray eyes were cloudy
with sudden worry. I need a drink on that,”
Mike Morton muttered.

He padded in bare feet to a long low chest
of drawers. A top drawer yielded a pint of
rye. Morton’s hand was unsteady as he
gulped hard from the bottle.

“Sheila isn’t the kind to just vanish. Are
the police on it?”

“They will be. You get your chance first
to deliver.”

Mike Morton looked astonished. “Why
me? And what the hell brought you here
asking me all about where Sheila is?”

“The Gaile girl was poisoned. You were
there before we were, Want me to call the
cops and prove it?"

Mike Morton lifted the bottle again. This
time his hand visibly shook. “She was dead
when I got there.” His voice was strained.
“Got me, haven't you? How much does it
cost?™

“Where's Sheila?”

“I'd like to know worse than you. Sheila
got me my break in pictures when I was a
bum hoofer in Chi.”

“You're still a bum,” said Mr. Maddox
coldly. “The Gaile girl told Sheila about the
fix you and your pals were planning on the
train. Now the Gaile girl is dead and Sheila’s
missing.”

Mike Morton creased his forehead. “That
kidding? Sheila said something about it. I
told her my horses run straight.”

“Last year at Bay Meadows your gelding
Bold Boy lost by a head after his jockey
chucked the whip in the stretch and got by
with it,” Mr. Maddox said evenly. “The
Frisco books took a beating that race. The
slick guns in your box that day were betting
the longshot who won. I checked on them.
Don’t talk straight racing to me.”

“Before anybody, Maddox, I bet Bold
Boy and thought the rest did.”

“Then you're a fathead, playing phony
tough with those hardboiled grifters you run
around with.”

A tin of the cork-tipped cigarettes, king-
size, gold monogrammed, was open beside
the telephone. Mike Morton lighted one. He
had a drawn look as he blew smoke with
his words. “All right, a phony,” he agreed
jerkily. “It paid off. Made me a character.
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You've got me over a barrel about this dead
girl. She telephoned me. Said if I didn’t want
to be washed up in pictures to get to her
house quick and alone. I found her on the
fioor and got out quick.”

“Tell anyone?"

“Am I dumb?” .

“Yes!” said Mr. Maddox. “She had
enough on you about that race today to
bring you running.”

Morton’s denial was angry. “Don’t tell me
one girl is dead and one missing over some-
thing which never existed. Last year I
grossed, with radio, over three hundred
grand. I'm good for at least five more years.
I like the racket and dough too well to risk
any of it.”

“Then you’re a meat-head like Sheila
Young thought,” Mr. Maddox said coldly.
“Too fat-brained to guess your crooked pals
would take you when it paid them enough.”

“Sheila thought that?”

“She saw it coming.”

“l don’t believe it,” said Mike Morton
shakily. “I went to school with Eddy
Ganzel.”

“Eddy's slot-machine racket isn’t Sunday
School. Eddy didn’t claw into it by making
faces at a camera and strutting in public.”

Mike Morton reddened. “You've raw-
hided enough!™ He jammed the cigarette
hard into a glass ash tray on the bedside
table. “If Eddy has hurt Sheila, I'll break
him with my own hands.”

Mr. Maddox was not impressed. He stood
in ominous calm as Morton snatched off the
gaudy pajamas and feverishly dragged on
clothes.

A thought sent Mr. Maddox to the tele-
phone. He called Oscar. “Tell Izzy that Mike
Morton’s horse will be trying. Take bets on
that basis.”

“Everything?” Oscar demanded uneasily.

“Try to lay-off any money bet on Morton's
horse. I'm with Mike Morton in case some-
thing happens.”

When they stepped out of the suite, Pete
Morse and Patsy Radigan closed on them.
Mike Morton waved the two back. “I'm
busy,” he snapped and kept going,

“Mike, you can’t go out today in old
clothes and no shave,” Pete Morse objected,
keeping step. “What gives about all this?"

Mike Morton wheeled. His finger punched
Pete Morse’s chest. “I like you, Pete, but
keep out of this. Patsy, get back in the suite.
Don’t answer any phone calls.”

Pete Morse pleaded under his breath, “I

got worries, Mike. The premiére. The race.
This needs Julius Longberg’s attention.”

“*Want me in a cell for murder?”

Pete Morse gulped hard. “Don't tell me
that Maddox was right about that!”

“Just keep out, Pete. Keep out.”

An elevator dropped them alone. Mr.
Maddox missed the address Mike Morton
tossed to the taxi driver. He rode watch-
ing Morton’s hands slowly clench and
unclench. He looked out at street corners

they passed. Grand Avenue . . . Milwaukee
Avenue. ,
“Where are we going?” Mr. Maddox

demanded abruptly.

Mike Morton said, thin-lipped, “I've got
a hunch about Sheila. If I'm wrong, we’ll
start the police looking and I'll take what
comes.”

It was a corner house of old red brick
and grimy white paint flaking off window
trim, a block off Milwaukee Avenue.
Morning traffic was shuttling past.

Mike Morton told the driver to wait,
and as they went up the worn front steps
he said to Mr. Maddox, “An old lady lives
here. Respectable as hell if you don’t know
her record. Eddy keeps the joint for a hide-
away and big dice and poker games up-
stairs now and then. I've been to a couple.
The precinct cops don’t even suspect.”

He turned a bell handle in the middle
of the weathered door. A bell jangled
loudly on the other side. Morton gnawed
at his lower lip as he waited.

The door opened two inches on a chain.
A wrinkled face peered at them.
Mike Morton lifted the
“QOkay, Maisie. Eddy here yet?”
She wunhooked the chain and spoke
archly. “I wasn't expecting you, Mr. Mike.”
She had on a cerise wrapper and red bed-
room slippers with white fur pompons.
Her white hair was up in curlers and last
night's lipstick gave a macabre look to the
wrinkled simper. “I look like a floozie this
early in the morning.” She estimated Mr.
Maddox’ prosperous bulk. “Haven't 1 seen

you somewhere, dearie?”

“Passibly, madam; I've been there,” said
Mr. Maddox blandly.

He was watching Mike Morton glance
into the living room and up the stairway
and ask, “Anyone here, Maisie?”

“Dearie, no.”! A door closing upstairs
brought another nervous simper. “Not
officially,” she mumbled and winked.

Mr. Maddox’ casual blandness came
idly. “Who's watching her, Maisie?”

sunglasses.
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“A couple of Eddy's—" She clapped a
blue-veined hand to the stale rouge on her
mouth.

Mike Morton clipped out, “It was a
good hunch, Maddox,” and bolted up the
stairs.

Mr, Maddox went after him.

Old Maisie shrilled, “Don’t
there!”

A masculine voice upstairs
“Who’s here, Maisie?”

The long steep stairs were narrow,
turning sharply to the right near the top.
Mike Morton had never rushed stairs
faster in any of his hard-hitting movies.
He tossed the sunglasses back as he raced
up around the stair turn. Beyond him a
surprised voice blurted, “It's Mike Mor-
ton! No visitors. Eddy ordered it.”

Morton's feet pounded up.

The voice cried, “Jack. Quick.” That
curdled-cream voice was familiar. Mr. Mad-
dox’ broad face hardened with anticipation
as he ran up the stairs after Mike Morton.
He heard a gasping oath. The house shook
as bodies crashed against a wall. Mr.
Maddox shouldered around the stair turn.

Mike Morton was grappling with the
beak-nosed man who had called on Joe
Maddox. Blood streaked Morton’s mouth
as he broke back, hooked a left to the
man's middle and mashed the sharp nose
almost flat with a terrific right

Morton was rushed by the younger,
swarthy man who had also called on Joe
Maddox, He pivoted and was late. A sledg-
ing gun barrel went by his upflung arm,
knocking him reeling into Mr. Maddox’
rush over the top step.

Mr. Maddox® charging bulk hurled
Mike Morton on ahead of him. The
swarthy face had tight purpose as the
automatic muzzle cut around. A sweep of
Mike Morton's groggy arm deflected it.
The shot blast missed Mr. Maddox’
shoulder His own sweeping left hand
knocked the gun up. His massive right
hand thrust wide open against the swarthy
face. g

Gripping cheekbones and face, Mr.
Maddox slammed the head back into the
wall with all the force of his charging bulk.

They piled there against the wall. Mr.
Maddox slammed the head again and
again to the old rock-hard plaster. He

go up
shouted,

caught the gun arm above the wrist, let

go of the swarthy face, and smashed an
uppercut which bounced the head off the
wall with a dull thud. He stripped the
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blued automatic from slack fingers as the

glassy-eyed young man sagged to the floor.

The beak-nosed man, bleeding from his
mashed nose, was trying to break away
from Mike Morton’s grip. Mr. Maddox
caught him by the neck, dragged him away
and shook him into gasping helplessness.

“Got a girl up here?” Mr. Maddox
panted.

Behind a closed door toward the front
of the hall, a muffled familiar voice cried,
“Mike—-are you hurt?”

Mr. Maddox threw a sardonic look at
blood oozing from Mike Morton’s scalp
and bruised mouth.

“You look like a hero,” Mr. Maddox
panted, “Get her out so we can un-
scramble this.” He called down the stairs:
“Let that telephone alone, Maisie.”

Mike Morton drove the door open with
his shoulder and came back with Sheila.
They had said only a word or two. Morton
was dabbing a red-smeared handkerchief
at his head. Sheila looked tired. Her white
linen was wrinkled, as if she had slept in
her clothes.

Mr. Maddox had taken a revolver off
his prisoner. He shoved the man to a seat
on the floor, shoulders against the wall.

“What happened?” Mr. Maddox asked
Sheila.

“These two men were behind me when
I paid off my driver at the hotel last night.
That one, sitting there, showed me a de-
tective’s badge. He said I was needed for
a few minutes to identify a prisoner. It
sounded reasonable. The other one was
driving. They brought me here.”

Mike Morton's soft growl
“Did they hurt you?"

Sheila’s indifference held him off. *I had
time to think of Loraine,” said Sheila
coolly. “Nice friends you have, Mike. Get
in their way and they bury you.”

Mr. Maddox had regained breath. He
eyed the older man on the floor, who was
holding handkerchief to bleeding nose.
The younger swarthy one was still out.

“These two friendly characters probably
would have murdered you the same as
Loraine. Gaile,” Mr. Maddox told Sheila
thoughtfully. Just as thoughtfully he held
a match to a black cigar. “This kidnapping,
plus fixing the race, will make it easy for
the D.A. to start these two toward the
chair for killing Loraine Gaile.”

Mike Morton opened his mouth and

inquired,

5

1
s
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closed it when he caught the glint in Mr.
Maddox’ look.

Sheila asked,
talked?”

Mr. Maddox chuckled, “What do you
think?” His broad smiling face carried
conviction,

“It got away from Eddy,” Mr. Maddox
told Sheila. “It turned out bigger than his
local slot-machine racket and his protec-
tion. Eddy made his big mistake when the
girl was killed to keep her from talking
about the race.”

The seated man said suddenly, sullenly
past the handkerchief at his nose, “Eddy
can’t shake that killing off. Jack and me
waited down the street in the back when
Eddy went in to see her. We know that.”

Mr. Maddox said dubiously, “What the
D.A. does with that is his business.” He
handed the automatic to Mike Morton
“Watch them while Sheila and I step
downstairs. I'll send the old lady up.”

In the living room downstairs, Mr.
Maddox pulled thoughtfully on the cigar
and studied Sheila. “It worked,” he said.
“Those goons will convict Ganzel. You've
got Mike where you want him, sister.”

“I don't want him.™

“Up to you,” said Mr. Maddox indif-
ferently. “He’s clean on Loraine Gaile's
death. I thought all along he was, He
wouldnt have dropped that cigarette end
so carelessly if he’d had murder on his
mind. And he didn’t have amything to do
with snatching you."”

Color was in Sheila’s cheeks. “I'm not
so sure.”

“Mike remembered this hideout which
belongs to Eddy Ganzel. Mike had a
hunch you might be here. If vou weren't
here, Mike wanted the police on it fast,
no matter what happened to him.”

Sheila shrugged.

“You can have Mike a heel or a hero,”
said Mr. Maddox blandly. “It swings on
what I say to the police in a few minutes.”

“What about Mike's crooked horse
race?”

Mr. Maddox glanced at his wrist watch.
“If Mike's horse wins that race this after-
noon, I could be persuaded it was all
planned behind Mike's back, and he knows
nothing of it, as he claims.”

“But if Mike doesn't know what has
been done about the race, how can he
stop it?”

“That,” said Mr. Maddox, “is Mike’s
worry, | can advise him He could be a

“Has Eddy Ganzel

real-life hero, who spotted crooked work
and broke it. This is your chance, sister—
do we make Mike bigger or break him?”

Sheila stood without moving. The color
was still in her face. “What did Mike say
when he heard I was missing?” Sheila
asked dreamily.

That afternoon at Arlington Park Mr.
Maddox put down a double-scotch in the
clubhouse bar, and a heavy hand smote
his back. Choking, Mr. Maddox swung
around,

“Mike Morton's Hotshot was three-to-
five on the board a minute ago,” Cassidy
said.

Few in the great crowd would have
guessed what Cassidy meant. Newspapers
so far had printed nothing of the morn-
ing's trouble. Police were questioning
suspects in outlying precincts. Ganzel and
Sutton had been quietly gathered in.

There had been a brief tense meeting
between the track stewards, Mike Morton
and Mr., Maddox. A few minutes ago the
loudspeakers announcing a last-minute
jockey change on Mike Morton’s horse
had caused a ripple of surprise.

Masterton Agency detectives had been
quietly guarding Mike Morton’s horse for
hours. New faces had been substituted for
Morton’s trainer and stable crew. But the
“fix” could have been an inconspicuous
slow-down pill administered in the morn-
ing feed, or any of a score of subtle
methods. The stewards had almost ordered
the horse scratched to remove any doubt.

Mike Morton had argued against it.
“Let my horse run and settle it.”

Cassidy, as a Masterton detective, knew
all that, and more. “Joe, I just telephoned
our office in town. Eddy Ganzel has ad-
mitted rubbing out the girl. She got smart
and tried to cut in on Eddy for a chunk
of cash. Eddy went out to fix her. She
threatened to telephone Mike Morton.
Eddy told her to go ahead. She did. Then
Eddy let her have it in a drink and got
out, taking the glass he’d been drinking
from.”

They were moving slowly through the
crowd, Cassidy talking under his breath.

“If Morton’s horse loses, he’ll be a bum
to everyone who bet on his horse. But if
he wins, Joe, it'll make a bum out of you.
We hear your book took big bets on Mor-
ton’s Hotshot this morning before the fix
was uncovered. It'll cost you plenty to pay
off, even at low odds-on price.”
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Mr. Maddox nodded, stiffening as the
starting bell loosed the crowd roar .
“They're offl”

Cassidy said with the cheerfulness of a
concerned undertaker, “Let's go up to
Mike Morton’s box and see who gets hurt
—vyou or Morton,”

The driving rush of horses was around
the clubhouse turn when they reached the
box where Mike Morton sat with Sheila
Young. Morton had insisted on sitting
alone with Sheila, He turned with annoy-
ance when Cassidy stepped into the box,
and then gave Mr. Maddox a twisted grin
with bruised lips and indicated empty
chairs.

Sheila beckoned Mr. Maddox into the
front row beside her. She had a smart
demure look now. One had to be as close
as Mr. Maddox to guess worry back in
her eyes as she watched the horses string-
ing out on the backstretch.

The loudspeakers called it “ . .
Jim is leading by two lengths,
second by a length, Hotshot third, .

Sheila shook her head sadly.

Mr. Maddox spoke to her. “Fritz Myers
is a good jockey. Sit tight.”

The loudspeakers gave no comfort as the
leaders surged into the stretch turn. “. . .
Blue Jim by three lengths, Hotshot second
Burnish third and saving ground. . . .”

Mr. Maddox wiped his broadface as the
leaders swung into the stretch. Now the
long straight stretch was ahead and Myers
began swinging the leather bat hard.

The crowd began to shout and surge up
from seats. Mr, Maddox sat calmly. There
was not much time to make up ground.

“Blue Jim by a length. . . .”

Both jockeys were whipping hard. Hot-
shot’s nose drew ahead of Blue Jim’s neck
and hung there as the two horses locked
stride for stride.

. Blue
Cacola

Mr. Maddox wiped his face again. A
turfman would know that a finish like this
was no part of a fix. Blue Jim was win-
ning on speed and heart. But thousands
who had bet Hotshot would never believe
it after the details of Eddy Ganzel's work
came out.

Fritz Myers seemed to go far forward,
to gather himself and the reins without
missing a stroke of the whip. It looked
as if Myers gathered his mount with sheer
intensity and hurled him an extra stride
into the lead under the wire,

Until Hotshot’s number flashed in the
winning spot there was doubt. Then a roar
shook the stands. Even Cassidy sounded
happy.

“That saves Morton's bacon, Joe. But
it sure fried yours. How much does this
cost you?"

Mr. Maddox turned in the chair. “Keep
it a secret?”

“Why not? TI'll enjoy it most.”

“Oscar laid everything bet on Morton’s
horse off with Izzy Yeo in Philadelphia. Izzy
laid it off in Detroit, where they were
working on Ganzel's fix and betting Blue
Jim back for a clean-up. We took the
Blue Jim money. We keep if all. About
forty thousand profit.”

What Cassidy said back, Mr. Maddox
missed. Sheila had leaned over, her eyes
shining.

“It used to be a wonderful town, Joe

‘Maddox. It still is—and thanks.”

Mr. Maddox patted her hand and
glanced up at the blue sky, where the
white clouds drifted like dreams off the
lake. Sheila had turned to Mike Morton,
who reached for her, not caring who saw.
He'd been a good guy once. In that
moment Mr. Maddox would have laid at
least even money Mike Morton would stay
good now. Sheila would see to it
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| TAKE THIS DOOM

By RAYMOND DRENNEN, Jr.

SHE's lying in there on the bedroom ficor
now. Mysterious in death as she was in life.
The strange, glamorous Barbee who dazzled
me six short months ago, whispering one
evening that she just wanted to be my very
ordinary wife. She tried, painfully. But for
Barbee, being ordinary was- something
foreign.

1 remember the moments of her smile, so
enchanting, so warm and friendly, yet so
furtive, with some invisible evil out of the
past hovering to strike without warning.
Two people never loved each other quite as
much as Barbee and 1 . . . nor quite as
hopelessly. From the first, there was a sealed
wall around her, guarding secrets she for-
bade me to know.

Her veiled words when I first met her, gay
and innocent then, took on a meaning of
terror over the months of our marriage. 1
think I'll like you, Ross, but don’t ever ask
any questions about me. You wouldn't like
what you found out.”

Now, the constant horror is gone. I don’t
know her secret, but I can never forget the
lurking terror in her eyes, the shadow of
fear as it crossed her mouth. As I sit here
in the dark of our apartment, I am vowed
that I shall find and destroy that which
killed her. . . . '

My name is Ross Ranney. I'm an account-
ant for an insurance company. It’s Friday
evening and 1 just got home a half hour
ago. On my way to the apartment, I stopped
at the liquor store to pick up a bottle of
gin and some mixer. We were expecting a
couple over this evening to play bridge.

I found Barbee where she is now, lying on
the floor of our bedroom. The butcher knife
from our kitchen is plunged deep into her
white chest, and her blood has gushed out,
staining the housecoat she's wearing. It's
aqua, one I gave her last Christmas. There
doesn’t appear to have been any struggle.
Her eyes are closed and her face has a look
of serenity which I've never noticed before.
Almost as though she were glad the silent
dread she carried in her heart can no longer
trouble her.

If only I had something tangible to go
on. Scraps of information, Bits of gossip
dropped here and there. Casually some-
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times, then sometimes with shock and real
terror. But all of it trivial and insignificant,
because the agreement was never to ask
questions. And Barbee never told.

1 remember the key, hanging on the nail
by the door. I'd found it one morning, mixed
with my things on the bureau. Barbee had
taken it, flushed a little, said:

“I'll hang it here so we won't lose it.
It's a key to a safe deposit box. Mr. and
Mrs. Smith is the name, Ross. You're Mr.
Smith. If 1 ever get lost, or anything, you
go down and take what’s there.”

Well, Barbee is lost now. Maybe whatever
is in that safe deposit box will tell me
where she's gone. First, I've got to call the
police. How do you do that? Have you
ever had to call the police to report the
murder of your wife?

Three months of hell, and it's only started.
An open charge of murder. They'd come
for me at any time of the day or night and
question me for hours that stretched to
eternity. One time I didn’t have my clothes
off for seventy-two hours and nothing but
black coffee and cigarettes to keep me
awake. They couldn’t believe I didn’t know
who my wife was, where she’d come from!

“Your fingerprints were on the knife,
killer!™

Sure, I'd touched the handle of the
butcher knife. My first hysterical reaction
had been to tear it out of her. But I didn’t.

“You were drunk, Ranney!™

1 must have fainted after I touched the
knife, or came close fo it. I drank several
pretty stiff slugs of gin to make lights come
back to my eyes while I was waiting for
the police. 1 suppose I was drunk when they
got there, but it wasn’t only the liquor that
made me that way.

Reasonable doubt, they said. I hired a
lawyer, a guy by the name of Kleinsmith.
He's a sharp criminal lawyer who knows
the ropes and sells what he knows at a
high price. He got me off. Officially, the
case is still open, but the police are con-
vinced 1 did it. They're not looking any
further for the murderer. They're waiting
for me, while the real murderer walks
around loose.

When they let me go, the D.A. said, “I
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guess we made a mistake, Ranney, but we
can’t overlook any angle. You understand?”

I understood, all right. I understood the
narrow look in his eyes as he watched me.
A little later when they let me go, I spotted
the detective who trailed my taxi back to
the apartment.

After paying the driver, I had forty-six
cents left in my pocket. Things in the apart-
ment were pretty much as I'd left them,
except, of course, Barbee was gone. The
dark red splotch on the gray rug by the
bed made me shudder as I looked at it. All
I wanted to do was take my clothes and
clear out.

The only thing I kept of Barbee's was a
little address book, which I thought might
give me some leads. I burned the portrait
she’d had made. The one with her shining
golden hair hanging to her shoulders and
the black gown that made her look so regal.
I didn't want anything around that would
remind me of her. Anything personal, 1
mean, that I could smell and feel.

I took the key to the safe deposit box
from the nail where she’d hung it, packed
my clothes and caught a bus downtown to
a cheap hotel. Then I dropped around to
the insurance company to see about going
back to work.

“Sorry, Ranney,” they told me curtly.
“We had to fill your job. You understand,
under the circumstances.”

Yeah, 1 understood. For the first time,
I realized that not only the police, but
everybody figured I murdered Barbee. That's
when I knew why Kleinsmith had taken all
my dough, a little over fourteen hundred
dollars. I'd been bitter about it at the time,
but now I knew he’d had a tough job getting
me off.

I went back to the hotel to think things
over, It was something I hadn’t counted on.
I'd assumed all along I"'d have my job back.

Next was the job of piecing her life
together. Finding out the little things that
any man always knows about his wife.
Where she came from, what she did before
we were married, who her friends were. 1
didn’t even know where she was born, or
who her parents were. I realized bitterly
that she could have written anything on her
marriage license application. I'd have to
trace it anyway, see if it was the truth. 1
was determined to discover the secret in
her life that had come back to kill her. 1
knew I had to discover it, if I ever wanted
the world to know that it was possible for

two people to love without asking any
questions.

That's the way I was feeling when I left
the hotel and started for the bank. The
safe deposit box, I hoped, would hold a
clue. I didn't have any trouble. They
matched my signature with the sample card
I signed as Ross Smith at Barbee's request,
and gave me the box. My heart was pound-
ing at my throat and I almost dropped the
thing as I carried it into a little room they
gave me.

1 looked at it, then 1 lit a cigarette and
closed my eyes before I looked at it again.
The box was crammed with money. Neat
packets of twenties, fifties, hundreds and
five hundred dollar bills. I counted it slowly,
staring at each bill incredulously. My hand
shook as I added the total. A hundred and
eighty thousand dollars in the box!

I broke my nails scratching, trying to find
anything else Barbee might have left in the
box. Names, a clue to her past, anything
that would give me a lead, however slight.
It was a fortune in the box, but I'd rather
have had a note from her that would belp
me find her murderer.

Finally, the guard knocked on the door
and told me the bank was closing. I stuffed
some twenties in my pocket, put the rest
back and drifted out of the bank.

There were two possibilities. During our
brief courtship, before we were married,
Barbee had lived at the Fullerton House, a
residence club for women. I tried there first.

Their records showed that she had moved
in the day after I met her. This surprised
me, because I'd always assumed she’d lived
there for some time. When we'd made our
first date that evening I met her, she hadn't
hesitated in giving me the name of the
club as her address.

The clerk, a suspicious little character,
had an information card which they kept at
the desk. It said:

Miss Campbell is never home to any-
one except Mr. Ross Ranney.

“What other callers did she have?” I
asked.

The clerk squinted at me. “What's your
interest, mister?” he asked.

I looked at him, decided swiftly. “I'm
a private investigator,” 1 told him.

“Oh,” he said. He shuffled some papers,
said abruptly. “I don't remember her ever
getting a single caller.”

“What about this Ross Ranney?”
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“] was the day clerk, Ranney always
called at night. Maybe the night clerk can
tell you something about him, but I never
saw him.”

1 shrugged. At least I figured I could
count on the answers he gave me if he was
truthful about that. He couldn't tell me
where Barbee came from before she moved
into the Fullerton House, and he didn't
remember her getting any mail. It was a
blind lead as far as 1 was concerned.

The only other one I had was the name
of the man who'd introduced us. He was
a guy by the name of George Scott, a
customers’ man for a brokerage house
downtown. He'd handled a small trading
account for me and the night I'd met Bar-
bee, I'd run into them at the bar of the
Congo Club. He was listed in the telephone
directory as having an apartment in East
37th Street.

He was drunk when he opened the door
and didn’t recognize me.

“I'm trying to get a lead on Barbee
Campbell,” I told him.

Scott weaved against the door jamb and
squinted at me. “Who are you?"” he asked.

“Ross,” I said. “I'm a private investigator.”

He looked at me doubtfully. “She got
killed,” he told me thickly. “Murdered. Her
husband did it. Knew him, too. Fine fellow.
Never would have thought it of him.”

“Sure,” I said drily. *You never can tell.”

“Come on in and have a drink, Ross.”
He turned and I followed him into the
living room, feeling vaguely uneasy. “What
do you want to know?”

“How you came to meet her. Where she
lived.”

“Didn’t know much about her. Only saw
her twice. She came into the office one day,
said she had some money to invest. She
wouldn’t open an account. Said she'd get in
touch with me.”

Scott sat his drink down, leaned toward
me confidentially. I wondered if he was as
drunk as he pretended. He whispered
hoarsely:

“But I couldn’t forget her, Ross. She was
the kind you don't forget.”

“Yeah,” I said.

“l knew I'd hear from her again, and
I did. She called me one afternoon and
asked me to meet her. At the Congo Club.
Met her at the bar. That's where she met
her husband. I introduced them.”

“What happened?” I asked. I knew what
I'd done. Scott had gone off to speak to
somebody eclse after he introduced Barbee

and me, and I'd made the date with her
for the next day. That's when she'd told me
she lived at the Fullerton House. When
Scott got back, I left them.

“Nothing happened,” he said. “We had
dinner and I took her home. She promised
to come down to the office and open an
account, but she didn’t. She married this
joe.”
“Where'd you take her that night, Scott?”
I asked impatiently. He had to tell me that.
I had to know if I had to beat it out of
him,

Scott looked up, frowned. “Some place
in the West 90s. An old brownstone house,
it was. Wondered at the time. Just a rooming
house.” He fumbled in his coat pocket,
looked up, grinning. “Customers’ book,” he
said, patting it. “Always keep my customers
here.” 3

I waited while he thumbed pages.

“Here it is. 1013 West 91st Street. An old
brownstone. You can’t miss it.”

The uneasy feeling I had made me wonder
if he didn't know that address by heart,
wonder if he didn’t want me to go up there.
I made a note of the address, asked :

“What else can you tell me about her?”

“Not a damn thing,” he said, trying to be
confidential. “Funny thing—" He broke off,
peered at me sharply. “You know. . . . I
know you from some place. But I can’t place
you.”

“Don’t strain,” I told him, rising.

The brownstone house on 91st Street was
a three-story affair. There was a table in the
foyer with a lamp on it and a box nailed
on the wall with a lot of cubby holes for
mail. One of the boxes was labeled
Superintendent.

It was on the first floor back, and I
knocked on the door. A heavy woman, who'd
had a hard life and showed it, stuck her face
out at me.

“Did Barbee Campbell used to live here?™
I asked.

The woman wrinkled her face, shook her
head.

*“Uh, uh,” she grunted sourly.

“A blonde girl, with gray eyes,” I insisted.
“Hundred and ten pounds, five-three, always
smiling and laughing. A beautiful girl. She
lived here six months ago. You must re-
member her.”

The woman pulled the door wider, stepped
closer to me.

“What'd you say her name was? Barbee
Campbell?” She asked a little hoarsely.

I nodded.
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The woman’s voice was a whisper when it to shake him. I was just {rying to make

came again. “I know the girl you mean.
Only she wasn’t always smiling and laughing.
She never smiled and laughed. Her name
wasn't Campbell.”

“What was it?”

The woman lowered her head and worked
her cracked lips. “When she moved out, she
gave me a hundred dollars to forget her.
In case anyone like you ever asked.”

I curled my lip, but I pulled one of Bar-
bee’s twenties out. The old woman eyed it
greedily.

“Course, you'd find out anyway,” she
muttered,

“Sure,” 1 said.

“Name was Shaffer. She shared a room
with Carol Morris.”

“] want to see Carol Morris,” I told her.

“She moved the day after the Shaffer girl
left. There was a man asking for her. A big
man. Fat and ugly. Had a red scar on his left
cheek. Wore a diamond on his little finger
big enough to light up the house. I think he
was really wanting the Shaffer girl, but I
didn’t tell him nothing. Said his name was
Big Cullen. Told me to tell her if I ever saw
her.”

“Big Cullen?” I murmured. Then I asked:
“Where does the Morris girl live now?”

“I don’t know,” the old woman snapped.
“I saw her on Broadway about a month ago.
She went into a hotel at the corner of 80th
Street.”

Trying some more with the old woman
didn’t get me anything. My best bet looked
like the hotel. Carol Morris, the woman
told me, was a tall brunette. Around thirty,
which would make her a little older than
Barbee.

I got the uneasy feeling almost as soon
as I hit the street. Nothing I was sure of,
but I thought I was being followed. I turned
into a cigar store and scanned the counter
while I waited to see who came up.

There was a thin man, wearing a trench
coat. He had a thin, gray face. He stopped
at the news stand by the subway and took
a long time to buy a paper. He shot a
glance toward the cigar store, and I knew
I'd seen him before. After I left the jail
and went back to my apartment house, he'd
been in front when I came out and caught
the bus down to the hotel. He wasn't the
detective who'd tailed me from the jail.

1 watched him turn back to the news
stand, then I went out the side door and
walked toward the Drive. If he followed me,
I couldn’t spot him, though I wasn’t trying

sure he was tailing me and get him in a
dark corner where I could make him talk.
I walked up the Drive for several blocks,
then made my way back to Broadway.

Then I took a bus down to 80th Street,
to the hotel where the old woman had seen
Carol Morris. I was disappointed that I'd
lost him, but as I entered the hotel, I saw
him coming out of the drug store on the
corner. He spotted me, so I knew he'd wait.

Although the desk clerk didn’t recognize
the name of Carol Morris, the money looked
good to him. I described her and after a lot of
phony talk, he told me she was in Room
1520. Another name. I took the elevator.

She opened the door a crack and looked
at me. The old woman had given me a good
description.

I said bluntly: “You're Carol Morris.”

The door started shut fast, but it hit my
foot. I put my weight against it. She was
breathing hard as I forced it open and she
was white as anything I've ever seen. She
gave up and moved back as I got in. She
crossed her arms on her chest, as in a
shudder.

“What do you want?" she whispered
hoarsely.

“I'm Ross Ranney,” I told her. “Barbee’s
husband.™

Her arms came down slowly and she
breathed in jerks, but she didn't say any-
thing.

“I'm after Barbee’s murderer,” I said.
“You're on my list.”

She stared at me for a long time, finally
took a deep breath and said quietly:

“So, vou're Ranney. Barbee said she was
through when she got home that night after
meeting you. I guess she meant it.”

“Through with what?” I demanded.

Carol Morris looked at me incredulously.
Suddenly she whirled on her heel, walked'
to a dresser and pulled open the top drawer.
She took out a bottle, poured herself a
drink in a glass, stood still a minute with
her back toward me, sniffing the liquor.
Then she tossed it off, and I saw a shudder
run through her as she turned to face me.

“Didn’t Barbee ever tell you?” she asked
softly.

I shook my head.

“You're fortunate,” she murmured. “If I
were you, Ranney, I'd forget the whole
thing.”

I moved toward her slowly. My face was
black with anger and my fists were clenched
at my sides. When I came up to her, I
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took her by the arms and shook her
viciously.

“You'll tell me everything you know,” 1
hissed. “Or I'll kill you . . . just like I
killed Barbee!l™

She was pale as death as she stared at
me. Wild lights of fear was dancing in her
eyes. She opened her mouth to say some-
thing, then closed it, whispered through
clenched teeth: »

“You didn't kill Barbee!™

“I'll kill you!” I promised.

She tried to control herself, finally mut-
tered: “You might at that.”

“What was her name?"

“Her name was Campbell. Barbara
Campbell. She was ashamed of it. I don't
think she ever used it."”

I sucked in breath. “She used it once,”
I said. “On our marriage application.”

Carol shrugged faintly. “She loved you,
Ranney.”

“Why was she ashamed of it?”

A dry smile crossed Carol's face as she
looked at me. “If I tell you,” she said dully,
“I'll probably be killed.”

“If you don't,” I assured her, “You'll
certainly be killed.” And I meant it.

She laughed shortly. “I'll take my chances,
mister. I'm not afraid of you, but I know
what they can do.” She hesitated. “T'll tell
you as much as I can. I suppose you have
a right to know. But it won’t do any good.
Barbee shot a man in Tia Juana one time.
They saw her do it. That's how they got
her into the the racket in the first place. That
wouldn't have kept her in, though. It was
something more than that.”

“What was the racket?” I asked.

She looked at me, shrugged slightly.
“What's the difference now, Ranney?
There's nothing you can do about it and if
you keep it up, they'll kill you. Believe me.
I know!™

Carol Morris laughed coldly. quickly
lifted her dressing gown, revealing her
thigh. “Barbee had more guts than T did.
They really held something on her, but they
just scared me to keep me in. See?”

I looked at the scar. An ugly, crimson
scar, eight inches long, with jagged lines
crossing and a scar the size of a quarter at
the end of each line.

That’'s done with a knife and lye and
burning cigarettes, Ranney. That’s what they
did to keep me in, but when Barbee had
the guts to leave, I left too. You see why
I don’t want to talk? They wouldn't just
kill me. They'd work on my face first.”

Suddenly 1 felt cold, looking at her. It
had hurt, making those scars,

“Who killed Barbee?” I demanded
hoarsely.

The girl shook her head, her eyes drift-
ing distantly. She turned back toward the
dresser drawer,

I think I sensed the door opening be-
hind me. It was reflected in the glass over
the dresser, but 1 was standing at the
wrong angle. I don't know what made me
move and look in the mirror, but when 1
did, I saw him.

He was a big Mexican, bigger than any
I've ever seen, a towering hulk with arms
hanging low and awkward. He had a
heavy, ill-formed face, with a black, un-
even mustache., His mouth was twisted and
cruel. His huge hand came up slowly as
he shuffled noiselessly forward. The black
revolver in his hand was pointed at my
back.

That's when he moved out of my line
of vision. I stood frozen in my tracks. 1
had no gun, no breath of a chance to use
it if I had. As the Mexican moved, Carol
caught his reflection in the mirror. A
scream of terror started low in her throat.
Her hand had been in the drawer after
the whiskey bottle, but it came out fast
as she whirled. There was an automatic
in it and she was firing past me,

I heard the Mexican grunt as I dropped
to the floor. The explosion of his gun
roared back. I saw the slug catch Carol
in the throat, splitting it open, She gurgled
horribly, then crumpled. Her trigger finger
clutched as she fell, firing one last shot.

It caught the Mexican in the forearm
and as I twisted my head, I saw his gun
drop from his fingers. He was weaving
drunkenly, coming toward me. There was
a hole in his head, over his left eye. His
twisted mouth hadn’t changed and I doubt
if he knew he should be dead. I was sud-
denly galvanied to action.

Whirling, I gathered my fist in low,
pushed a hard right into his stomach. It
didn't bother him and I had to duck low
to escape the swing of his arms as they
flaved out for me. Then, he suddenly
stiffened, began working his mouth in
huge grotesque chops, and pitched for-
ward at my feet, dead.

I swung my head back and forth
stupidly. My muscles were numb, my chest
held in a band of steel. Gradually, I
became aware of muffled sounds in the
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corridor. People were calling, talking,
questioning one another. The sounds
came closer, then there was a knock on
the door. I knew I had to get out.

There was a window opening onto the
fire escape. I ran to it, flung it open. As
] crawled out, I heard someone try the
knob on the door. I slammed the window
shut, ran down the fire escape to the floor
below., One window opened into the cor-
ridor., 1 pulled on it, got it open and
slipped in. 1 made my way down an inside
stairway to the lobby, hoping the desk
clerk wouldn’t spot me.

He didn’t, but as I pushed through the
revolving door, the swinging glass re-
flected, for an instant, a thin figure in a
trench coat. He was standing beside the
elevator column, hidden from the lobby,
pretending to read a posted notice. He
didn't see me leave.

Walking down Broadway, the chill air
cleared my numbed senses. I hoped that
the murder room would look as though
Carol Morris and the Mexican had shot it
out, killing each other. I realized dully
this was a pretty forlorn hope. The desk
clerk couldn’t fail to remember me.
describe me accurately to the police.
Eventually, they’d tie me in.

But this fear was overshadowed by the
disappointment I felt at Carol's death. She
was my only link, my one sure connec-
tion with Barbee's past., With her had died
my one chance of unraveling the mystery.

I had a couple of whiskies at a bar on
Broadway. They tasted like so much water,
but they stopped my hands from shaking.
After a while, I left the bar and climbed
on a bus. As I rode, I tried to rationalize
what I knew.

Barbee had contacted George Scott.
saying she had some money to invest.
Apparently she didn’t have the money the
first time she saw him, or she would have
opened an account. Then, on her second
meeting with him, she had the money, but
she met me. We fell in love during that
brief encounter at the bar, and she changed
her plans on the spur of the moment.

She disappeared from her former haunts
the next day, moving to the Fullerton
House. She forbade the desk clerk to admit
anyone but me to see her. She discarded
her plans to invest the money and put it
in a safe deposit box.

Barbee double-crossed the others, took
the money and ran out. We were
married, and it took them six months to

catch up with her. When they did, they
killed her that evening. The swift wvision
of her lovely figure flashed across my
mind, and tears came to my eyes as I
thought of her.

There had been no struggle in the apart-
ment. She’d just been killed. That led me
to believe that she knew and trusted who-
ever was responsible for her death. At the
very least, she didn't suspect they would
try to kill her, or she would have fought
them off. They must have come after the
money, Barbee refused to tell where it
was, so they killed her.

From my talk with Carol Morris, 1
doubted that she was the murderer. She'd
liked Barbee, admired her guts in break-
ing away. She must have known that Bar-
bee had run out with the money, yet she
hadn’t been bitter.

I was sure that Barbee had been forced
to stay in the racket, whatever it was, by
some powerful hold over her. She'd killed
a man in Tia Juana, and it was a Mexican
who'd killed Carol to keep her from tell-
ing me anything. Tia Juana is a clearing
house for smuggling into the United States.
Opium and other narcotics are easily
smuggled and they bring large amounts
of cash when they're dumped on the under-
world market in New York. Maybe Barbee
had been a carrier?

The fact that she had killed a muan
couldnt be used as a threat against her
by a criminal, for instance a fellow smug-
gler. There had to be some better reason,
I realized. to hold her in the racket. Carol
Morris had even said there was. The only
thing I could think of was someone she
loved. A husband, father, brother.

She’d had no reason to fear her murderer,
or she would have struggled.

It was late when I took the creaky
elevator in my hotel to my fourth floor
room. I'd walked until T was weary, but
my head was clear, I pushed open the
door, stepped inside. As I turned on the
light, I knew I was not alone.

He was sitting on the edge of the bed.
The thin man, with the thin, gray face.
He was wearing his trench coat and there
was a thin, sardonic sneer on his mouth
as he looked at me.

I think a grin spread over my mouth
and my heart started pounding as I sud-
denly realized that here was another end
to follow. I had a hunch it was he who'd
sent the Mexican up to kill Carol Morris
before she could tell me anything. And
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the thin man could tell me what I'd wanted
from Carol. I moved toward him, cautious,
ready, and he sat quietly watching me.
The low voice behind me drew me up
short.

“Easy, Ranney!” it ordered.

I turned stiffly, holding my hands out
from my sides. It was the big man, sitting
in the wicker chair in the corner. My back
had been toward him since I'd stepped in
the door. He had a red scar on his left
cheek and his face was an ugly brown.
He had on a brown hat and a brown coat.
His pudgy paw, with a large diamond on
its little finger. was still in his lap holding
an automatic on me.

Big Cullen! The one the old woman
said had been looking for Barbee! Cold
sweat burst out on my face as I realized
this was the end of the game. One way or
another. The man’s eyes slid over me.

“What have you done with the money,
Ranney?” he demanded quietly.

“What money?” I asked. My voice
sounded defiant and steady, but 1 was
curling inside, desperately thinking how I
could stall, get out of this room.

The man chuckled deep in his chest,

“It's in a safe deposit box at the bank,
Ranney,” he told me calmly. “We've fol-
lowed you since they let you out of jail
We know your every move and we waited
outside the bank while you counted it. I
trust it's all there. Barbee wouldn't tell us
where it was. We shouldn’t have killed
her. Cam shouldn’t have.”

Cam! With cold horror. I twisted my
head toward the thin man on the bed.

“Barbee Campbell!™ I echoed hollowly.
“Cam! You're her brother!"”

The thin man lurched forward, his face
turning black with hate.

“Hold it, Cam!” the big man barked.
“This lad is going to get the money for
us. If he's good about it, we won’t kill
him. If he objects, we'll have to persuade
him like we should have persuaded
Barbee.”

“You were smuggling,” I heard myself
saying.
stuff into the country for you.”

“By plane,” the big man said calmly.
“They don’t search a woman like they do
a man. Only, she got ideas. She waited
until she got a big load of the stuff that
tied up all our money, then after unload-
it in New York and collecting the cash,
she ran out on us.” He gave a chuckle

“You forced Barbee to carry the*

that chilled my blood. “But we found her.
Eventually.”

That's when it happened. We didn’t hear
a sound, had no warning. The door sud-
denly burst open and two men jumped
into the room. Their guns were drawn and
they converged on Big Cullen in the chair.
He was the only one of the three of us
who had a gun in sight.

He cursed gutterally, coming to his feet,
his gun blazing at the intruders. Their
guns roared back at him in blinding
flashes,

Instinctively I knew they were on my
side—at least, for the time being. Cam
had jerked to his feet, his thin fingers
clawing out a gun from beneath his coat.
I sprang at him, grasping his wrist at it
cleared the coat. I twisted with all the
hate in my body, suddenly and viciously,
and heard the dull crunch of bone as his
forearm snapped and the gun came free,

My eyes were blinded with fury, my
brain clouded with hate. I remember
vaguely the nightmare of falling to the
floor on top of him, beating his face
savagely with the gun.

When they pulled me off, I was bab-
bling hysterically at the bloudy mass be-

neath me. 3

The- trial is nearly ovar now. Hardly

more than a formality. When they bring
in the sentence of death against Donald
Campbell for the murder of his sister, the
jury will ring down the black curtain on
on my life. '

Barbee has been cleared, acquited in the
eyes of the world for her part in the opium
smuggling operations. It was Donald, her
dope addict brother, who killed the man °
in Tia Juana. Big Cullen, who possessed
the evidence to prove it, forced Barbee
into the racket under threat to expose her
brother. After each smuggling trip, he
promised her he wouldn't make her do it
any more, until she finally decided there
was no hope.

As a last gesture, she hoped to break
up the smuggling by fleecing with all the
money with which they carried on their
operations. She succeeded, but when they
found her that evening her brother became
enraged and killed her.

The detectives shot Big -Cullen to death
in. my room when they burst in on us.

The mystery and terror are gone out of
my life now—but it doesn’t mean much,
since Barbee has gone, too.



MEET MIESS MURDER

By PHILIP KETCHUM

I was in back of the old eight ball . . . one
step behind Madeline—who was one step
ahead of death.

CHAPTER ONE.
HeRe SHE GOES AGAIN.

MacomBer paced back and forth across
the room. He looked worried, almost
desperate. He stopped in front of my desk
and stood there, scowling at me.: “You've
got to do something, Jerry,” he insisted.
“You've got to talk to her, slap some sense
into her., There’s no one else who can
do it.”

He was talking of his daughter, Made-

line, trying to give me an assignment I
knew 1 couldn't fill,
" “She’s in another jam,” Macomber
continued. “I don’t know any of the cir-
cumstances. When I tried to question her
she just laughed it off. Jerry, she's more
than 1 bargained for. If 1 didn't love her
so much I wouldn’t go half crazy with
fear.”

I loved Madeline, too. [ could really
sympathize with John Macomber, but I
had worked out no solution to his prob-
lem. Madeline wasn’t like any girl I had
ever known. She had been born and reared
in France. Catght there during the Nazi
occupation, she had served in the under-
ground. She could handle any kind of
modern weapon better than most men.
And, in spite of what her father had just
said, she was a pretty level-headed kid.

“When she gets older,” John Macomber
was saying, “maybe she’ll settle down. But
I can’t take it until then. Jerry how can
you help me?”

1 should have been flattered. Perhaps I
was, just a little. John Macomber is South-
West Steel. He had more money, influence
and social position than I would ever have.
He was calling me by my first name and

there was
attitude.

He is a short, stocky, heavy-set man of
about fifty, a hard-headed business man
with plenty of drive. Even my secretary
who runs the business affairs of the Jerry
Duhan Detective Agency approves of him.

The telephone on my desk started ring-
ing. I answered it. Madeline had a nice
voice,

“Jerry, darling?”
father there?”

1 nodded at the phone. “Yes, Madeline.”

“Will you tell him not to worry?”

“Of course,” I agreed, “but I'm afraid
he will. What kind of trouble are you in
now?”

“This is important, Jerry. Can I count
on you?”

“What is it?”

“l want you to pick me up in your car
at exactly three-fifteen. I will be at the
curb in front of the President Hotel. Do
not park someplace and come after me.
Drive by in your car at exactly three-
fifteens Can you do that?”

“Of course,” I agreed.

“It would be wise to bring your gun.”

That was the tip-off. Madeline wasn't
joking. I could tell bysher voice, by the
build up. Her father was right. She was
mixing into things again. She had run into
something which outraged her sense of
justice.

“I'll bring it,” I said into the telephone.
“l probably should use it to beat some
sense into you.”

Madeline’s laugh danced back over the
wire. “Try it sometime, darling,” she in-
vited. *You are adorable when you are
mad.”

nothing patronizing in his

she asked. *“Is my
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I hung up and scowled at Madeline's
father.

“Did she tell you?” John Macomber
demanded.

I shook my head. “No, but I'm going
to see her. Maybe I'll find out what the
trouble is.”

“If you can,” Macomber answered. “You
can name your own fee.”

“l might name Madeline,”
thoughtfully.

Macomber grunted. He turned toward
the door, looked back and shrugged his
shoulders and then grinned.

I said

At three-fiftcen, on the dot, I pulled up
in front of the President Hotel. Madeline
was just coming through the door, carrying
an overnight bag. Madeline is really an
eveful. She's about five foot four and
weighs maybe a little over a hundred. She
stands very straight and there is a spring
in her walk which catches the eye. She was
wearing a gray suit this afternoon, and the
hat perched at a rakish angle on her head
probably cost more than two of my suits.

Madeline didn't hurry across the side-
walk. I opened the car door and she
smiled in greeting. She lifted her bag to
the back seat and climbed in beside me.

She said, “Jerry, this is perfect. We may
not need the gun.”

Her eyes were sparkling. She seemed
calm but I could sense a hidden excitement
in her manner. “Turn right on the next
corner,” she ordered. “Head for the
beach.” She stared out the window.

I turned right, then turned right again.
Madeline kept looking back. I didn’t say
anything. 1 waited.

“Swing back to Geary,” Madeline said a
moment later. “I like Geary street.”

“Are they back of us?” I asked.

Madeline nodded. “The blue car. Can we
run away from it, Jerry?”

I reached for a cigarette. I drove along
Geary at a moderate thirty-five. The blue
Pontiac stayed half a block behind us, clos-
ing in at each traffic light. There were two
men in the front seat of the Pontiac but
I couldn’t get a good look at them.

“Who are they?"” I asked.

Madeline shook her head. “I do not know.
This should have been very simple, Jerry.
But it suddenly is not.”” She sounded puzzled.

*“Tell me, Madeline,” I suggested.

“You would not have heard of Henri
Fontanbleau,” Madeline asked.

“No.”

“He was a patriot,” said Madeline, “a
great man. The Nazis killed him. Jerry, did
you bring your gun?”

We were beyond Fortieth, close to the
beach. This far from town there weren’t
many other cars on the street. The blue
Pontiac was much nearer. It was swinging
out to pass us. I said, “Brace yourself,” and
jammed on the brakes

The Pontiac shot past us, cutting in to
drive us into the curb, but not cutting in
fast enough. The man at the wheel had a
thin, hawklike face. I made a U-turn,
angling for a side street.

I didn’t hear the shot but the windshield
in front of me suddenly radiated cracks
from a bullet hole. The Pontiac was turning.
A man was pointing toward us. He wasn't
just pointing with his finger.

“Your gun, Jerry,” Madeline insisted.
“Give me your gun.”

She didn't wait for my answer. She
reached under my coat and pulled it from
my shoulder holster.

We had a good lead but the Pontiac was
racing after us.

“Turn to the right at the next corner,”
said Madeline quietly. “Turn to the right
and slow down.”

I made the turn. I slowed a little, Madeline

leaned through the window. She fired twice

as the Pontiac came into sight. She got one
tire, at least. ;

We got away from there fast.

On the beach, south of the Great High-
way, there is a small parking area where
you can face your car toward the ocean.
We parked there and I turned to Madeline.
“It better be a good story,” I said grimly,
“If I had a brain in my head I'd drive you
straight to police headquarters and let you
tell it to the cops.”

Madeline made a face, “I don’t like cops.
Sometimes. Jerry, I don’t even like you. I
think you should trust me.”

“What's in that bag vou brought from the
hotel 2

“The Fontanbleau diamonds.”

“Where did vou get them?”

“From Celeste LeNoir.”

“Did you steal them?” :

Madeline stiffened. “They belong to
France. They shall be returned.”

I reached for a cigarette. “All right,
Madeline. Let's have it.”

“There is not a long and romantic story,”
said Madeline. “I am sorry. A romantic
story might appeal to you. Celeste LeNoir
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might appeal to you. But she is a traitor
to her people.”

“Henri Fontanbleau was a very wealthy
man,” she said slowly. “He would not col-
laborate with Nazis. His fortune he gave
to us. He died of torture rather than reveal
our names. Even among us, however, there
were some who were false, Such a one stole
the Fontanbleau diamonds, hid them and
later escaped from France. A year ago he
died. How Celeste LeNoir discovered the
diamonds I do not know or care. What is
important is that she did find them and left
France before she could be stopped.”

“How did you know about it?"”

- “1 still hear from my friends.”

“The diamonds are in that bag?”

She nodded.

CHAPTER TWO.
HoLDING THE BAG.

1 virtep the bag to the front seat between
us. Madeline opened it, reached inside and
drew out a cheaply framed photograph
about five by'seven.

She stared at the picture. “There he is,”
she said under her breath. “The traitor!
Charles Belin.”

From what I could see of the late Charles
Belin he was thin, tall, and rather attractive.
He at least had a nice smile.

“The diamonds are in the frame,” said
Madeline. “Pull it apart carefully.”

I pulled the frame apart. The wood was
hollow—and empty.

I looked at Madeline. Her face had lost
all its color. “Look through the bag,” I
suggested.

Madeline looked through the bag. She
almost tore the thing apart.

“Jerry,” she whispered. “I have failed.
She had them. I know she had them. It
was my responsibility to get them. There
is starvation in France. My people need
the diamonds, Jerry. Celeste LeNoir doesn’t
need them.”

“Is she at the President Hotel, Madeline?"

“Yes.”

“Suppose we go and talk to her.”

Madeline bit her lips. Then she looked
sharply at me. “We will talk to her, Jerry,”
she agreed. “But I will put up with no
foolish ethics on your part. We will handle
this without the police or government
agents. If the diamonds get tied up in your

government's red tape they will buy no
ffood for France. This affair we will handle
in my way.”

I left my car in a garage. The man who
ran it was an old friend who would replace
the splintered windshield and not talk about
it,

“We will go straight to her room,” said
Madeline. “By now, she should be awake.”

“By now?” I said frowning. “What did
you do to her?”

“I tapped her gently on the head,”
Madeline answered.

We walked through the lobby of the
President Hotel, took an elevator to the
ninth floor. We turned left on leaving the
elevator and walked down the corridor to
971. Madeline tried the door, opened it and
stepped inside,.

She caught her breath. Her body went
rigid. Celeste LeNoir was stretched across
the bed. Her throat was slashed from ear
to ear. A deep, brownish stain had soaked
into the carpet.

“Stand where you are,” I said to Madeline.
“Don’t touch anything.”

Madeline made no answer. I moved up
to the bed. It was my guess that Celeste
LeNoir had been dead for at least an hour.
Her throat was no longer bleeding. Her face
showed several scratches.

“Do not weep over her, Jerry,” Madeline
was saying. “She may have been lovely but
she was no good.”

I locked at Madeline. She bit her lips and
turned away.

An open steamer trunk stood in the
corner of the room. Its drawers were pulled
open, the contents scattered on the floor.
Madeline headed that way.

“The trunk has been searched,” I said
bluntly. “Madeline, what happened while
you were here?”

She caught her breath. “Jerry, I did not
do this. I am not sorry for her, but I did
not kill her.”

“You left the room unlocked?”

“Yes.”

“Where was Celeste?”

“Lying on the bed—as she is now.”

I took another look around the room. It
was easy to figure what had happened. The
murderer had entered the room shortly after
Madeline had left. He had slashed Celeste’s
throat, perhaps before she regained con-
sciousness and searched for the diamonds.
Maybe he had finallv found them.

There was a sound at the door. I turned
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that way. I heard Madeline’s half smothered
crv. She was staring wide-eyed at the man
who had just come in and whose gun
covered us. He was short, slender, nicely
tanned. He was the man whose photograph
I had seen, the man who was supposed to
be dead. Charles Belin!

Belin seemed amused. He held his gun
with the careless assurance of a man used
to handling it. He let the shock of his ap-
pearance hit Madeline Macomber, then he
spoke to her in French.

Madeline’s answer was so low I could
hardly hear it. Belin laughed. He made
another comment in French. This brought a
flush of celor to Madeline's face.

“Pig!” Madeline shouted.

Belin shrugged his shoulders. He looked
at me. “Mam’selle is temperamental,” he
explained. “All I did was compliment her
upon her efficient use of a knife.”

“She didn't kill the woman on the bed,”
I said.

“Didn’t she? I am disappointed, Madeline
was famous for her use of the knife.”

“Liar!” Madeline flared,

Again Belin laughed. He had a dry,
humorless laugh. It grated on my ears.
“After all,” he suggested, “what I think is
unimportant. It is the police who must be
satisfied.”

“Call them,” I dared.

**You Americans,” said Belin, “are too
impetuous. Before I call the police suppose
we talk of the Fontanbleau diamonds.”

“You already have them,” said Madeline.
Her voice was under better control. “You
came here. You found them. You murdered
Celeste. You waited, then, for me, hoping
that I would return.”

“I came here,” Belin agreed. “But Celeste
was dead when I entered the room. Your
knife had already done its work. Where are
the diamonds, Madeline? With them, you
could possibly buy my silence.”

Madeline was frowning. She was probably
trying to understand his presence here. And
so was I. If Belin had killed Celeste, if he
had found the diamonds, it didn't seem
reasonable that he would be acting as he
was.

“Come, Madeline,” said Belin sharply. “1
want the diamonds.”

“I also,” said Madeline, “want the dia-
monds. And I shall get them.”

“You are a clever one, Madeline,” he was
saying. “I have not forgotten that. Charles
Belin, however, is clever, too. He knows

some tricks about making people talk which
even the Nazis didn't know. It would be
interesting to try them on you.”

Madeline made no answer. Her hands
were tightly clenched at her sides.

Belin reached backwards. He tapped on
the door. Two men who must have been
waiting in the hall outside stepped into the
room. 1 didn't know either one. Madeline
also didn’t seem to recognize them.

They were young, neatly dressed. One was
thin, slender, pale-faced, and had sharp,
dark eyes. The other man was heavier,
broad-shouldered, He had baby-pink cheeks.

Both drew guns from their pockets. The
broad-shouldered man stared wide-eyed at
Celeste’s figure. He pulled in a loud, hissing
breath.

“The man is probably armed,” said Belin.
*Get his gun, Tony.”

The broad-shouldered man apparently
was Tony. He searched me, took my gun,
shoved it into his pocket and then stepped
behind me. I saw Belin nod his head, heard
Madeline’s startled cry, sensed a motion
behind me. I tried to duck. Pain exploded
in the back of my skull. I remember going
to my knees. And that's all. A thick, heavy
curtain of darkness blotted out every-

When I regained consciousness I was still
in Celeste LeNoir's room. The lights were
on. Belin, his two pals and Madeline were
gone but half a dozen men from head-
quarters were in the room.

T. D. Paul was standing over me. He had
an empty water glass in his hand, My face
and the front of my shirt were wet. I stared
up at the detective but could hardly get my
eyes to focus. There was a dull, hammering
pain in my head.

*More water, T. D.?” someone asked.

The detective shook his head. T. D. Paul
is short, stocky, bald. He wears thick glasses
over dark eyes. He seems like the mild, in-
offensive, friendly man who lives just around
the corner but actually he’s as cold and
calculating as they come.

“Well, Jerry,” he asked quietly, “are you
ready to talk?”

My eyes were working better. I took a
look around the room. Celéste LeNoir's
body was still stretched across the bed, but
was covered. Otherwise the place looked the
same,

“Did you get him?"” 1 asked.

“Did I get whom?” T. D. Paul shrugged.
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“The man who knocked me out.”

“Did someone knock you out, Jerry?”
asked the detective.

“What do you think?™

“I don’t know what to think—yet,” said
the detective. *Maybe you killed her, Jerry.
Did you?”

“Sure,” I grinned. “Then I knocked
myself over the head and lay down to wait
for you.”

- The detective’s eyes hardened. “Murder
is not funny,” he said harshly. “You are in
no position to crack jokes. I want a straight
story.”

It has always been policy to play fair

with the police, but this time 1 had to play .

it close to my vest.

“There’s not much I can tell you,” I said
slowly. “I had a telephone call from Celeste
LeNoir this afternoon. She said she was in
danger. She asked me to come to see her.
I did. T was slugged over the head as I
entered the room.

“And that’s all?" asked T. D. Paul.

“That's all.” .

“Madeline Macomber wouldn't be in-
volved in this, would she?”

I wasn’'t much surprised. T. D. Paul is as
clever as they come. He knew a little of
Madeline’s background. He knew of my
interest in her. The murdered woman was
French. It was a good guess.

“Why should she be involved?” 1 de-
manded.

“l tried to telephone her,” said T. D.
Paul. “Her father is worried. Madeline is
not home. She had an appointment with
you this afternoon.”

I managed a grin. “Did she?”

The detective turned to one of the men
near the door. “Bring Sid Graham in,” he
ordered.

The man who was brought in a moment
later was young, maybe twenty-eight or
thirty. There was a haggard look on his
face. He stared at Celeste’s covered figure
and a shudder ran over his body.

“Graham,” said T. D. Paul. “Did you
ever seen this man before?”

He shook his head. His hands opened and
closed convulsively.

“Are you sure?” T. D. Paul insisted.

“I'm positive,” said Graham, *“but if he
killed her—"

Graham bit his lips. He glanced again
toward the bed. His shoulders slumped.

“Come on, Jerry,” said T. D. Paul. “Sup-
pose you and I and Graham go down to
the bar and have a drink.”

CHAPTER THREE.
BLooDy BUSINESS.

WE sat in a booth in the President hotel
cocktail lounge. T. D. Paul had plain ginger
ale. I had a beer. Sid Graham had a double
Scotch. It was a strange session.

“Graham is from Los Angeles,” T. D.
mentioned. “He drove up here to meet
Celeste. He had car trouble on the way and
didn’t get in until after the Matsonia had
docked and discharged her passengers.
Someone met it. Someone came here with
Celeste. Did you know that, Jerry?”

I shook my head. T was thinking of Belin.
I was wondering if Belin met the boat.

“Graham and Celeste were going to be
married,” the detective continued. “They
met in Paris. You tell the story, Graham.”

“I don’t want to,” Graham said thickly.
“All T can think of it—what happened in
that room.”

T. D. Paul sipped at his drink. “Graham
was in service, overseas,” he told me. “He
wanted to marry Celeste over there but
could not get permission. Celeste had diffi-
culties in securing a visa. She finally had to
come the long way, through the Near East,
the Philippines, Hawaii. I haven't checked
the story but that's the way Graham gives
it.” He paused. “So far as he knows there
was no one here besides himself who knew
her. I wonder if Madeline Macomber was
acquainted with Celeste LeNoir?"

“France is a big country,” I suggested.

“Yeah. That’s what they tell me.”

“Can I go now?” I asked, getting to
my feet.

T. D. Paul nodded. He said, “Yeah. Try
to find Madeline. I want to talk to her.”

Try to find Madeline! The only hopeful
point in the picture lay in the disappear-
ance of the diamonds. So long as Belin
thought Madeline knew where they were,
he wouldn’t kill her. But I had to move
fast. 1 had to move faster than I ever had.

Sid Graham joined me on the curb. “I
want to talk to you,” he said bluntly. “I
have a proposition to make.”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Make it.”

“] want you to find the man who killed
Celeste. I want you to find him before the
police do.”

“Why?”

Graham’s hands were working. “Find
him. That's all. Find him and point him
out to mé. I don't have much money but
name your price.”
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“Did you ever hear of a man named
Belin?" I asked. “Charles Belin?”

Graham shook his head.

“Who else knew that Celeste was arriv-
ing on the Matsonia?”

“Only Pierre D'Arnot,” Graham an-
swered. “But D’Arnot wouldn't have
killed her.”

“Who is he?”

“An attorney., When [ knew I couldn’t
get here in time to meet the boat I tele-
phoned him. He wasn't in, but I left a
message.”

“Does Paul know about this?”

Graham bit his lips. “I had forgotten it
You don’t think—"

“Where are you staying?”

“I have a room in the hotel.”

“Then wait here until I call you.”

“It wasn’t D’Arnot,” Graham muttered
under his breath. “D'Arnot knew Celeste
long ago. He was a friend of her family.
I know this from a thousand things he
told me.”

“You wait here,” 1 repeated.

T. D. Paul was watching us from the
hotel doorway. There was a mocking smile
on his lips. I waved to him as I turned up
the street.

It took a precious half hour to shake
the man Paul had detailed to follow me.
After that, I stopped at my office, picked
up a gun and then grabbed a taxi. I paid
ofi the driver a block from where I wanted
to go, ducked down a side street to make
sure I wasn't being followed. It was an
apartment house, not very large. D’Arnot
was listed in 305.

I took the automatic elevator to the
third floor. His room was at the far end
of the corridor. Through the door I could
hear the murmur of voices.

I tried the knob but the door was locked.
I rang the bell, then waited. I was hoping
that Pierre D’Arnot and Charles Belin
were the same person. I was hoping Made-
line would be here. I had one hand on

my gun.

“Who is it?" called a voice through
the door.

“Special delivery package for Pierre

D'Arnot,” I answered.

It's an old gag but it usually works.
There was probably a whispered confer-
ence beyond the door. I lifted my gun as
the door opened and found myself staring
at Tony, the big bruiser who had smashed

MASK

me over the head in the President Hotel.

The shocked look on Tony's face was
something to see. The other man who had
been at the hotel with Belin was almost
hidden by an overstuffed chair. He fired.
I smashed two shots at him. Neither of
them missed, but while my gun was turned
that way, Tony lunged straight at me.

His fist caught me on the side of the
face, driving me off balance. He lifted his
gun from his pocket and was raising it. I
was still holding mine and I fired first.
My bullet caught Tony high in the chest.
His knees folded and he pitched to the
floor.

I looked quickly to where the other man
had been. He wasn’t in sight. 1 looked
around for Belin. I didn't see him.

These shots would stir the curiosity of
evervone in the apartment house. I got to
my feet, closed and locked the door. This
was a small apartment: a parlor, kitchen-
ette, bath and bedroom. The place was
a mess. The books had been dumped out
of the bookcase. Pictures had been torn
from the walls. An upholstered couch had
been ripped apart. ;

I crossed to the bedroom. It was torn
up, too. Back in the parlor I knelt at
Tony's side. He was badly wounded but
conscious. There was hatred in his eyes.

“Where is Belin?" I asked him.

Tony moistened his lips. “You'lll go
there if I tell you?”

I nodded.

“You'll go there,” said Tony. “and Belin
will take care of you. We'll go to hell
together.”

“Where will I find him?"

Tony could hardly find the strength to
speak. “On Rowan avenue,” he whisperad.
“The—two-story house—just beyond Thir-
tieth, He'll--get you, Duhan. Don’t think
he wor’t.” -

I got to my feet. I took a look at the
other man, the one who had opened up
on me when I came through the door.
There was nothing 1 could do for either
of them. Someone in this apartment house
had probably already called the police.

I turned to the door, openmed it and
stepped into the hall. A man who lived
opposite ducked back out of sight as I
appeared. y

“See that no one enters D'Arnot’s apart-
ment until the police get here,” I called
to him. “I'm going for help.”

The man made no answer. 1 headed for
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the elevator. A woman in a pink bathrobe
and a bald-headed man watched me from
one of the front apartment doors, but no
one tried to stop me. I was half a block
away before I heard the wailing of the
police-car siren.

CHAPTER FOUR.
GuN-MuzzLe WELCOME.

IF Belin and D’Arnot were the same
person why had that apartment been so
torn up? Had Belin's men turned against
him and started a search for the diamonds?
I didn’t have any of the answers. Not yet.

A taxi dropped me at Thirtieth and
Rowan. Another taxi rolled past and
stopped for a moment in the middle of
the block. It stopped too far up for me
to see who got out. I had a cigarette, the
last one in my package, and wondered if
I had been followed here from Van Ness.

The third house up Rowan avenue had
two stories. It looked like an old house.
It was set back from the street on a double
lot. Lights showed around the curtained
windows on the main floor, and from one
window on the floor above.

I stepped up on the porch, listened at
the door. I couldn’t hear a sound from
inside.

“Stand right where you are!” said a low
voice from the end of the porch. “Get your
__hands up!”

I stiffened, lifted my hands. 1 looked
toward the sound of that voice. Two men
had stepped out of the deep shadows and
were marching toward me. Each carried
4 gun.

“Frenchie was right,” said one of the
men. “He was afraid he might have
visitors."”

I could be sure, now, that Belin was
here. I was remembering something else,
too. I was remembering Tony's promise
that Belin would take care of me.

“Step away from the door,” said the
man nearest me.

The big man reached forward, pressed
the bell. He kept me covered with his gun.
In the half light from the street I could
see a grin on his face.

The porch lights came on. The door
opened. Charles Belin looked out at me.
He wasn't wearing his nice smile. His eyes
were rock-hard.

“So!"™ he murmured quietly. “It is you.
How did you learn where I live?”

“Invite me in,” I suggested. “Perhaps
I'l tell you.”

“Do not worry, Mr. Dunhan,” Belin
answered. “You will come in. I have a
chair for you.” He turned. *“Bring him in,
George. And take his gun.”

I followed Belin down the hallway to
the parlor. George and the other man who
had been on the porch followed me, but
| forgot them the minute I stepped into
the parlor.

Madeline was here. She was in one of
two chairs in front of an open fireplace
where a log fire was burning. A tall, thin,
dark-haired man was in the other chair,
facing her. Both were tied.

Her hair was mussed, her blouse was
torn, and there was a scratch on her cheek
but she was alive. I knew a sudden, deep
feeling of relief.

Belin placed a chair so that it formed
a triangle with the other two. He looked
around at me. “This chair,” he announced,
and a brief humorless smile showed on his
lips, “is for you. George will fix you so
you are entirely comfortable.”

I moved forward but I didn’t take the
chair. I smiled at Madeline and it did me
good to see the smile that came to her
lips, Whatever had happened here before
I came in, Madeline Macomber hadn't
given up.

“Sit down,” George said.

I shook my head. I looked at Belin. “Do
you want the diamonds?” I asked bluntly.

“Yes.”

“I know where they are,” I lied. “*Maybe
we can make a deal. Have your hood quit
jabbing me with his gun.”

“You will sit down,” said Belin, “as he
has told you.”

“No, I will stand up,” I snapped. “If
George shoots me, all you'll get is a messy
floor and no diamonds. Do we talk
business?”
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Belin's eyes had narrowed. “We will
wait a moment, George,” he said slowly.
“We will see what Duhan has to offer.”

“The diamonds,” 1 repeated.

“Where?”

“We'll talk of that later.”

Belin shrugged. “What do you want for
them, Duhan?”

“I want Madeline Macomber,” I answered.
“And someone to hand over to the police
as the murderer of Celeste LeNoir,”

“Anyone?” Belin asked dryly.

“Anyone we can pin the crime on,” -I
answered, “The police in this town are
funny, Belin. They found me in Celeste’s
room. They think maybe I killed her. 1
want the heat off. I want a fall guy.”

“How about D'Arnot?” Belin asked.

I glanced at the man in the chair
opposite Madeline. D'Arnot! I looked at
him more closely and suddenly recognized
him as the man who had been driving the
Pontiac that followed Madeline and me
from the Pesident Hotel.

*I did not kill her,” said D’Arnot.

Belin shrugged his shoulders. “Who
killed her is not important. It could be
proven that you killed her. Anything can
be proven.”

“It has to be water-tight,” I said bluntly.

D’Arnot pulled at his bonds, He leaned
forward. “I did not kill her. I went to the
hotel to see her. I started for her room.
As I turned down the hall, this girl was
leaving.” He nodded his head toward
Madeline.

“I looked into the room,” he continued.

“Celeste LeNoir was stretched across the
bed, dead. I hurried back through the
hotel. I followed the car in which this
girl fled. She made her escape. If you
want the actual murderer, take Madeline
Macomber.”

Belin seemed amused. He said, “Well,
Duhan? How about it?”

I glanced at Madeline. “He is mistaken,”
said Madeline calmly. “Celeste was not
dead when I left the room. 1 had tapped
her on the head. I did not cut her throat,
though she deserved it.”

Belin was still smiling. “Take your
choice, Duhan. We can pin the murder on
either one. Where are the diamonds?”

That was a question I didn't want to
face. I was stalling, talking for time. I felt
in my pockets for a cigarette but didn’t
find one. I moved toward Belin. “How
about a cigarette?” I asked casually.

I had some crazy, desperate noiion of
getting close enough to him to jump him
and swing him between me and George,
but I didn’t have a chance,

“Watch him, George,”
sharply.

He stepped back. The smile was gone
from his face.

I grinned. “Just a cigarette, Belin. What's
eating you?”

Belin reached into his pocket. He pulled
out a package of cigarettes, shook one up
and held it out to me.

“Let us talk-about the diamonds,” said
Belin harshly.

The cigaretie between my lips wouldn’t
draw. 1 took it out, scowled at it. The
cigarette was lumpy. I almost dropped it
1 knew, suddenly, where the Fontanbleau
diamonds were hidden!

“Well?” Belin asked sharply.

1 propped the cigarette between my lips.
It was still burning enought to give off
smoke.

Belin drew a gun from his pocket. His
eyes were as hard as black coals. “You
lied to me, Duhand,” he said grimly, “You
know nothing of the diamonds. You are
just in my way and people who get in my
way 1 eliminate™

Belin  said

CHAPTER FIVE.
Too MANY MURDERERS.

His gun was lifted. He was too far away
to be rushed. There was the hlast of a shot.
I stared at Belin, wide-eyed. He had stif-
fened. A trickle of blood ran down the
side of his face from the small hole in
his temple. He dropped to the floor.

“Steady! Everyone!” said a sharp voice
from the hallway.

I turned that way. Sid Graham stood
at the entrance to the room, a gun in his
hand.

“It look as though I got here just in
time,” Graham said quietly. “You might
disarm those two men, Duhan. Maybe you
ought to tie them up.”

1 disarmed the two men, put their guns
on the table. I used the bonds which had
held Madeline and D’Arnot to tie them.
Madeline helped. She was a little pale.

“That was a close one, Jerry,” she said
under her breath. “It will give me bad
dreams.”
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1t had been close, all right.

* Where in the world did you come
from?" I asked Graham.

*“] followed you from the Van Ness street
address. After you left the hotel I got to
worrying about D’Arnot. 1 went out there,
heard the firing, saw you leave. On a hunch,
1 followed you.,”

“A good hunch,” I said slowly.

1 turned back and knelt briefly at Belin’s
side. He was dead. I didn't need to examine
him to be sure of that but when 1 stood up
I had what I wanted. Belin's cigarettes.

D*Arnot was telling Graham how he had
been kidnapped by Belin and of the men
Belin left in his apartment to search for the
diamonds. Madeline was listening to this,
frowning. :

“By the way,” said Graham, turning to
me. “Where are the diamonds?”

“Here,” 1 admitted.

“In this room?”

1 nodded. I fingered the cigarette package
in my pocket.

“Let’s see them,” Graham suggested.

“They go to the police,” I told him.
“Without any question, Celeste smuggled
them into the country.”

“Of course,” Graham agreed without
hesitation. “I'd just like to see them, that's
all.”

“I've got to call the police,” I continued.
“They’ll be interested in the diamonds but
mainly in who murdered Celeste LeNoir. I
think the murderer found the diamonds in
the picture frame, took them, killed Celeste,
and hurried away. My guess is that when he
examined the stones more closely he dis-
covered they were paste. He had to come
back, then, and start a real search for the
diamonds. He killed Celeste too soon.”

Sid Graham bit his lips, then shrugged his
shoulders. “Who cares? Belin, the man who
killed her, is dead.”

“Madeline,” I suggested, “suppose you call
the police for me. The telephone is there on
the table.”

Madeline still looked puzzled but she
didn’t argue with me. She crossed to the
table. She sat down, reached for the tele-
phone, dialed the operator.

“What about the diamonds?” Graham
asked.

I grinned. “We'll wait for the police. I
want them here when the stones are found.”

“But where are they?” Graham insisted.

I kept the grin on my face. “Graham,” I
said bluntly, “until the police get here, no
one touches the diamonds. You will get to

see them wien I put them in T. D. Paul’s
hands,”

Graham blinked. He moistened his lips.
That harsh look he had worn in the hallway
when he had shot Belin came back into his
face. He jerked his gun from his pocket,
covered me and D’Arnot. He backed away a
step or two.

“The diamonds, Duhan?” he grated.

“Weren't you satisfied with the substi-
tutes?” I asked dryly.

“Duhan,” Graham barked, *I want those
diamonds. There’s no one going to walk in
here to save you this time.”

He meant it. I could read that in his face.
“At once, Duhanl”

I glanced toward Madeline. I had sent her
to that table not only to call the police but
because the guns I had taken were laying
there. Madeline had already picked one up.
She seemed perfectly calm as she squeezed
the trigger.

Sid Graham gave a high, shrill cry as a
bullet smashed his arm. He dropped the
gun he was holding. He had probably for-
gotten all about her. Forgetting about
Madeline is always a mistake. . . .

T. D. Paul paced back and forth across
the room. He had heard my story. He didn't
seem at all pleased.

“The diamonds,” he
“Where are they?”

“You found them when you searched
Graham,” I answered.

“Those were paste,” the detective growled.

“Sure they were,” I agreed. “Maybe the
real diamonds never left France? Maybe
Graham, Belin and D’Arnot were after
something which Celeste didn’t have.”

T. D. Paul scowled at me. He scowled at
Madeline. “Graham reported Celeste’s death
so that he, as her fiancé, could claim her
belongings for another search.”

I nodded.

“Belin,” the detective continued, “was
probably in touch with Celeste. He got to her
too late. He learned of D’Arnot’s interest in
the girl. He kidnapped him and Madeline,
figuring one of them had the diamonds.”

I nodded again.

“Graham,” said Paul, “killed Belin to save
you because you boasted of knowing where
the real diamonds were hidden.”

“I can tell you this,” said Madeline. “If
there were any real diamonds and Jerry and
I could get them they would go back to
France to help my people buy food.”

said abruptly.
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T. D. Paul grunted. He rubbed his jaw.
“Clear out of here, both of you,” he said
suddenly. “And quit getting in my hair. Get
married. Go away someplace and forget to
come back.”

1 grinned, winked at him. I took
Madeline’s hand and we walked to the door.

“Send my best wishes to France, along
with the diamonds,” T. D. Paul called. “If
there are any diamonds.”

We caught a cab and settled back in it
I had my arm around Madeline’s shoulder.
I was glad this was over.

“Jerry,” said Madeline suddenly, “give me
a cigarette.”

“You don’t smoke,” I answered scowling.

“And never before, since I have known
you,” said Madeline, “have you gone so
long without one. I saw you take the
cigarettes from Belin's pocket when you bent
over him. I saw him pick up the package in
Celeste’s room. I want to see the diamonds,
Jerry.”

“When we get you home,” I promised.
*“You can never be sure of T. D. Paul. We
might be stopped on the way.”

— A

We weren’t. When we reached the Ma-
comber home we broke open the cigarettes.
We found twenty-six stones, some almost too
large for the cigarettes in which they were
hidden.

“How will you get them to France?” 1
asked bluntly.

“In a cake,” Madeline replied. “A birth-
day cake. I know where to send it. The
Fontanbleau diamonds are going home.”

She was smiling. She looked very well
pleased with herself. She got up and came
over to where I was sitting. She curled up
in my lap.

She said, “Jerry, if I ever get married 1
want to marry you. But you will have to
quit detective work. It's too dangerous, much
too dangerous.”

“Who got me into this mess?” I growled.

Madeline wrapped her arms around my
neck. “Let us not talk about that now.” she
whispered. “Let us just sit here.”

Madeline's father had gone to bed. The
house was quiet. It was nice sitting there
with Madeline on my lap. I offered no
objections.

NO GRAVE HAS MY LOVE

(Continued from page 14)

of his crime, he had also removed from
her mind any regard or affection or liking
for him. It was as though she had never
met him before.

“But—but you promised!” he said
weakly. “You must go through with it!”

Bettinger stood up and walked over. “I
thought I'd let you have your fun for a
few minutes, Spence. Now you can run
along. There're laws about her marrying
yvou, you know.”

“Laws? What laws? You're mad!”

“Bigamy laws, old boy. She's married
to me. You're talking to my wife.” Bet-
tinger put his arm around Marianne and
they both looked at him. Bettinger looked
at him with mild and bitter amusement.
Marianne looked at him with unconcealed
distaste.

Andre Spence heard a sudden distant
sound, and it was as though the whole
world stood still.

“What was that?” he whispered.

“What was what?” Bettinger drawled.

“Shh! That sound! That laughter! Tell
me what it is! Quickly, man! Quickly!™

Four miles from the outskirts of the
burstling little industrial city of Benton, the
gentle folds of the green hills so success-
fully enclose the quiet walls of Meadow-
brook Retreat that passengers in the hurry-
ing automobiles on Route 71 catch but a
fragmentary glimpse of an ivy-clad tower,

Two hundred yards from that tower is
a building which houses the more hopeless
cases. Andre Spence sits in a small room
on the top floor.

When Dr. Nase looks up at Andre’s
window he gets a cool feeling on the back
of his neck. That is wunusual, because
Bob Nase is relatively unimaginative. But
it bothers Nase to think of a brilliant sur-
geon condemned to sit in that small room
through the years, listening to the distant
laughter of his dead wife.

There is one operation that might cure
him. Yes, that one operation might return
him from the world where he listens to the
dead.

But the trouble is, the only surgeon who
has ever successfully performed that specific
operation is one . . . Andre Spence.



HOW DEAD
CAN YOU GET?

By ROBERT TURNER

She gayly let her two-time candle burn at both ends—forgetting
thar monstrous Moon was man enough to snuff it out.

.

His name was Moon, Franklin Moon,
although nobody ever used his first name,
Few even knew it. He was an ex-wrestler,
a mountain of a man, with a huge, hali-
bald head and scalloped ears. He had slop-
ing bull shoulders and hands like hams and
a lot of chest. His feet were clown-size.

*Moon, the Goon,” they called him
when he wasn't around. Moon’s brain was
not so large. He’d been dumped on his
head too much in the ring.

He came to work as a bouncer in the
Golden Palms after a few fights there one
week. [ was tending bar. It wasn't much
shakes—just an overgrown tavern with
delusions of grandeur. It had a big, cir-
cular bar, with a small elevated stage in
the center for entertainment, Friday,
Saturday nights. Week nights, they had a
--girl ptano player, name of Margo.

There was a South Sea motif to the
decorations, gilded palm trees .at each end
of the bar, that sort of thing. The place
pulled crowds, though. T'll give it that.

After Moon came, there were seldom
and fights in the Golden Palms. He had a
way about him. He was big and friendly
and good-natured and the customers liked
him. But if people started swinging, Moon
would grab them by the scruffs of the
neck,

He'd crack a wide, ugly grin and say:
“Why don’t you boys act nice? You boys
ain’t acting refined. Settle the argument
peaceably and Rick buys you drinks on
tlle house.”

It would only take a little of that. The
guys would feel pretty futile and silly
against Moon’s strength and do like he
said. That was Moon.

This A}:Iargo, she played piano there.

week nights. Wicked piano. Mean and
lowdown. sometimes. Bright and tinkling
as sleigh bells sometimes. And then again,
music soft and magic as lake moonlight in
June. Margo could drive you crazy with
that piano.

She was thin and dark and pretty in her
intense sort of way, with her long black
hair and pale cheeks and too-bright black
eyes. Her mouth was full and spoiled look-
ing and always painted too red. She had
a slight, almost childish figure.

A lot of guys went for Margo. She
looked at you with those snapping black
eyes while her fingers worked some blues
from that piano and it was hard not to go
for Margo. Even I went for Margo. And
I'd known enough women to be smarter
than that.

Right from the start, Moon paid a lot
of attention to her. He'd keep looking at
her and smiling. If he’d had a tail, he'd
have knocked himself out with wagging it.

When he wasn’t around, Margo'd say
to me: “The big slob!™ She'd laugh.
“Lord, what a cluck! And he thinks he
can make me like him or something. Rick,
how dumb can you get?” That was her
favorite expression.

But one day she changed. Moon brought
her a little box, all wrapped fancy. Inside

was a tiny, gold baguette wrist watch. It

was a good one. It cost maybe a couple
hundred. Moon would be in hock for
months. It was right for Margo, too,
fragile and lovely. You'd wonder how a
guy, not so bright, like Moon, would have
such taste.

Margo went into raptures. Margo was
a girl who liked lovely things. For a long
time she stared down into the box. Then

49
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she took out the little card. In a childish
scrawl it said: “From your friend and
admirer, Moon.”

She lifted the watch out and snapped it
onto her wrist. When she looked at Moon,
her dark, thin face was alight.

She said: “Moon, you crazy galoot. It’s
the prettiest thing I ever saw. I never had
anybody give me anything so pretty.”

Moon stood there, his face red and
sweating. When Margo darted over to him
and threw her arms around him and peck-
kissed him on one cheek, Moon's eyes
rolled and like to have fainted right there.

Later, 1 got Margo alone and told her
she’d better give the watch back. She'd
better not kid Moon along like that. These
big dumb guys were bad medicine for a
woman to monkey with, I told her.

She got nasty. *You out of your mind?”
she said. “What harm is there? He's like
a kid taking a shiny apple to the teacher.
He's just got a crush on me. I can't help
that. Give it back, helll”

“Okay,” I said. “I guess you know what
you're doing. You're over twenty-one.,”

“Did you ever give me anything, Rick?”
she asked. “A year, now, I'm true-blue-
Sally. Nobody else. And what do I get
from you? A lot of talk but no action.”
Her eyes softened a little. “I know you;
you'll get around to it, Rick. But mean-
while, what harm if the big gook wants to
give me a little present?”

1 didn’t say anything else I just walked
away, -A couple weeks later, Moon brought
her another gewgaw. This time, he asked
her: “How about being my girl, Margo?
I bring you lots of pretty things alla time,
you be my girl?”

Margo, she laughed. She wmked at me,
the side he couldn’t see. She said, “Sure,
Moon. Why not? A girl's Iucky to get a
nice feller like you.”

“You mean you'll give me a date?” He
twisted his big hands all up into one
corner of his jacket.

“Now, Moon,” Margo laughed. “How
can we have dates? Your night off, I
work. When I'm off, you have to work.”

His face fell.

“But look,” Margo said quickly. “We
have a date every night. We have one
long, continuous date. We're here to-
gether every night.”

He thought about that, his corrugated
brow working. Then his scrambled features
brightened. He said: “Yeah. That so. T—

I hadn’t thought about it like that” He
suddenly reached out and took hold of her
wrist, He said: “Then you're my girl. That
means when you're off, you dont go out
with nobody else. Is that right?”

Margo winced. “Don’t be silly, Moon. 1
said I was your girl, didn't I? Moon! Let
go my wrist, Moon. You're hurting me.”

He freed her wrist and looked contrite.
“I'm sorry, Margo. I just wanted things
should be understood.”

Moon seemed fo go around in a trance
from then on. He'd always been a good-
natured, laughing, happy-go-lucky guy.
But not any more. He was lovesick. He
couldn't keep his eyes off Margo. He
walked into things. He didn't hear when
people spoke to him. When Margo played
that piano, he looked solemn and awed,
like a guy in church. If it hadn’t been
pathetic, it would have been funny,

A couple times, I tried to get Margo to
stop. I was afraid of what was going on.
You never can tell what will happen, a big
clunk like Moon goes head over teacup
for a girl, if he ever finds out he's getting
the business.

It went on. She'd pull stuff like this:
she’d wait until the bar was jammed and
there was"a lull in the gab and then she'd
say in that clear, carrying voice of hers.

*“Moon, what’s the idea, flirting with that
blonde girl who just went out?”

Moon would look at her, stupified.
“What blonde, baby?” he’d say.

“You know,” she'd pretend to pout.

“l saw you, giving her the eye. Don't kid
me. You're getting tired of Margo. You
want to call it quits and chase other girls,
just say so.”

Moon's big hands would tremble. His
jaw would slacken. “I wasn’t givin’ no
other babe any time, honey,” he'd whine.
“You know that. I don’t even see no other
wimmin when you're around, baby.”

Margo would keep ragging him, hardly
able to keep a straight face and everybody
at the bar would be killing himself, stifling
the laughs. Moon never seemed to tumble,
even when it became a regular routine, .
after awhile.

When she’d had enough, Margo would
smile sweetly and say: “I was only teasing,
Moon. I wanted to see how you'd act, It
was a sort of a test. Y'know?"

Moon would blink rapidly. His lined
brow would work and he'd finally get it
“That Margo,” he'd say. “What a kidder.
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Sometimes Margo would be in a mood
to show her power over Moon. Maybe she
thought she was playing Beauty and the
Beast or something. 1 don’t know.

He always went behind the bar and
made her drinks, himself. When he'd rush
it over to the piano, she’d find something
wrong with it. The glass would be too full,
or not full enough. The drink would be
too dry, or too sweet.

Sometimes, he'd make four or five and
then she’d tell him: *“The hell with it,
Moon. You never did know how to make
a martini. Let Rick make it. How dumb
can you get, you can’'t even make a mar-
tini, Moon?"

Some of the customers thought that was
funny, too. Some didn’t. Some got funny
looks on their faces when Margo pulled
that routine. It made me a little sick to
the stomach. It made me sweat to watch
her do that to Moon.

I tried to talk to Margo and make her
quit. She only laughed at me. Where was
my sense of humor, she wanted to know,

“Humor?"” I repeated.

“Aw, Ricky,” she whispered and looked
up at me with those black eyes. “What
do you care? As long as I'm true to my
Ricky, what do you care? Maybe it’s be-
cause I'm bored with this life. When you
going to get me out of all this, Rick?
When you going to do something about
us?”

“I don’t know, Margo,” I said, “I don’t
know.” I walked away from her. I really
~didn't seem to know any more.

Once, I tried to wise up Moon. It didn't
work. He kept blinking and furrowing his
brow and saying: “What do you mean,
Rick? What you gettin® at?”

I didn’t want to hurt him. I tried to
slip it to him gentle and when it didn’t
take, I bore down some. He stopped me
in mid-sentence. He gathered up half the
front of my shirt and jacket in his fist and
I went up on my toes.

“Rick,” he said, “you trying to tell me
Margo don’t really like me? You saying
maybe she ain’t true to me of something?”

He didn’t even understand, couldn't the
way it really was. But he was trying hard.
For a moment, there was a flicker of sus-
picion in his eyes but then it died right
out again. So I gave it up. I figured maybe
it would all work out some way.

I said: “Skip it. 1 was talking through
my hat. I guess I had a few too many,
tonight.”

His fist let go my shirt front and my
heels came back down onto the floor.
“Yeah,” he said dully. “I guess that’s it,
Rick. But you want to watch how you
talk about Margo.”

A week went by. Then one night, Margo
was off and I came in late to work. 1
noticed right away that Moon wasn't
around. It seemed strange not having him
there. And there was a sort of subdued
hush to the place, as though everybody
was waiting for an ear-splitting crash. You
could feel it.

I started to put on my apron. I looked
up and down the row of tense faces at the
bar and grinned.

I said: “What the hell is this? A wake?
What happened?”

Nobody answered me. Nobody said
anything. Then an old drunk near the end
of the bar propped up his head and his
heavy hooded eyes and stared at me
ominously. He waggled his loose-necked
head in a motion of regret.

“Hell t'pay,” he said thickly. “Lots
trouble. 1 wouldn’t want to be that poor
guy.” .

I moved down to his end of the bar.
“What guy?” I demanded. “What are you °
talking about?”

The drunk blinked owlishly. “Y'missed
it,” he said. “Moon. He's gone now. He's
gone out t'kill the guy.”

I felt my stomach go hollow. “Look,” I
said. “Will you for heaven's sake tell me
what happened? Where is Moon?"

The drunk tried to get a manhattan to
his lips, spilled most of it and gave it up.

He stared at me solemnly from under
lowered lids. “Y'know Al Loomis, that
flashy looking bookmaker comes in here
sometimes?” He shrugged, fatalistically.
“Well, Moon found out this Al Loomis
been makin' time with Margo. Found out
he had a date with Margo, t'night.”

I didn’t say anything. The terrible pos-
sibilities involved were much too much for
me,
The drunk went on. “Soon as Moon
heard about this from some loud mouth
at the bar, he vaulted right over the thing
and tore out of here like a thousand hor-
nets were buggin' him. He’ll kill the
poor—"

I had my apron half off. I dropped it
to the floor. I didn’t bother to put on my
jacket again. 1 went out of there in my
shirt sleeves,
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Al Loomis lived in a big garden apart-
ment about four blocks from the Golden
Palms. It was the nearest place to try.
It was the right one, too. When I got to
his third fioor flat, I found the door hang-
ing from one hinge. It was split down the
middle.

Inside, Al Loomis' apartment looked
like a large sized twister had ripped
through it. A foyer mirror was smashed
in a million pieces on the floor. I stepped
through the debris, my guts shriveling to
the sound of screams coming from inside
the apartment. 1 stepped into the living
room.

Moon had gone beserk. He was still that
way. He had smashed all the furniture,
piece by piece. He was standing knee-
deep in rubble. He had hold of Al Loomis
around the throat, his large hands closing
all the way around Loomis’ thin neck as
though it was the scrawny gullet of a
chicken. He was banging his head against
the wall.

Al was a small, dark, good-looking,
nattily dressed little man. Only now he
wasn't so natty. His shirt was half ripped
off. As I broke into the room, Margo, her
hair stringing down her back, was tugging
at one of Moon's arms with both hands,
trying to pull him away from Al Loomis,

Moon dropped one hand from Al
Loomis’ throat. He gave Margo a back-
hand swat that sent her spinning against
the far wall, tripping over a broken chair.
She sat down there, dazed.

Her mouth opened and tried to scream
but she couldn't find voice. Her face was
bruised. Her horror-lit eyes watched Moon
like a hypnotized bird’s,

I said, sharp: “Moon! Quit it, Moon!”

He turned his head toward me and his
eyes were bulging and wild. He didn't
even seem to see me. He turned back to
Al Loomis and his great fingers tightened
and I could tell by the slack-featured ex-
pression on Loomis’ battered face that he
couldn’t take much more of this.

I climbed across the pile up of broken
furniture and I yelled once again for Moon

to stop but he didn’t pay any attention.
Instinctively, I bent and picked up the
base of a china lamp that had not been
smashed. 1 took two steps and brought it
down hard against the back of Moon’s
skull.

His hands fell away from Al Loomis’
throat. He ftook a backward step, half
turned toward me and I was afraid. His
hands started to reach toward me. I felt
my liver shrivel. He was coming after me
now for interfering.

But then his hands dropped to his sides,
limply, as I said, sharp:

*Moon, cut it! You don’t want to kill
the guy! Margo isn't worth that. Stop it,
Moon!™

He shook his head groggily and put one
hand to the back of his scalp. A slight
sheepish grin flirted about the corners of
his wide mouth. :

He mumbled: *“Yeah, Rick. Okay. I—I
guess they had enough.” Then he turned
slowly toward Margo. He said: *“You
better not come to the Golden Palms no
more. You better not work there no more.
If I ever see you again. . . .” He made a
motion as though breaking something with
his gorilla hands.

She closed her mouth and wet her lips
with her tongue. She tried to say some-
thing but couldn’t. She looked at him and
at me, then at Al, sick and beaten and
slumped against the wall, then back to
Moon. She nodded her head up and down,

Just to make sure, I said: “There won't

be any changes, either, Margo. I don't
think there'd better be any trouble.”

The look of fear on Margo’s face told
me I didn’t have to worry about her.

I said: “A gal who would promote a
guy like Moon.” I took something round
and shiny from my pocket. I'd bought it
just before Moon came to work at the
Golden Palms and I'd been carrying it
round ever since.

“Baby,” I said, “how dumb can vou
get?" I threw the engagement ring on the
rug at her feet and then Moon and I got
the hell out of there.

*x *x %



COUNTESS OF HADES

STEVENS

By E. V.

THe girl couldn't have been more than
nineteen. She had a pert face and blonde
tresses. She was poised and regal as she
approached the desk of Baltimore's most
fashionable hotel and announced:

“I am Countess Lansfeld, Baroness
Rosenthal, of Bavaria. I would like a suite.
Also, I must insist on complete privacy. I
do not wish any publicity.”

Thus Kentucky-bred Editha Salomen,
daughter of a carnival faker known as
“Professor” Salomen, began her career of
fakery, swindling and duplicity that kept
America and England agog for 30 years—
and netted her an estimated $3,000,000.

Editha played her part like a veteran.
To the young bloods she was the most
vivacious thing that had happened to them
in many a year. She had charm, coquetry
—and a title. Her escorts were only the
wealthiest. Having trouble choosing the
right one, she became engaged to five at the
one time—secretly of course.

She stalled off her impatient suitors with
a long, sad story about the terrible tangle
her affairs were in in Europe. She had a
great fortune coming to her, and she was
_being forced to pay heavy legal fees out of
her most meager allowance. Her suitors
gallantly offered their aid, in sums up to
$25,000.

Her continued stalling made one suitor
suspicious. When he compared notes with
another of Editha's fiancés, Editha was put
under arrest. Feigning insanity, she was
taken to a mental hospital.

She wasn't in the hospital long. H. L.
Messant, a physician of unimpeachable
reputation, secured her release as cured.
Editha gratefully married the elderly
physician. Within a year he died and left
Editha with a small inheritance.

New York beckoned the girl from Ken-
tucky now. Through her late husband’s
connections, she was welcomed by the most
fashionable people in the city. It became
quite the fad to have your character “read”
by Mrs. Messant.

But her travels in high society had only
one goal—a rich husband. She finally settled
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on a retired British general, General Diss
Debar. In a great church wedding, Editha
became Ann O'Delia Diss Debar, the name
she later made notorious as “The Countess
of Hades.”

Disillusionment was not far behind the
wedding, however. It seems the general also
had been seeking a wealthy mate. There was
nothing for Ann O'Delia to do but go back
to her readings.

Among those who came to her was a
retired corporation lawyer, Luther R. Marsh.
He had been a lonely widower for ten years,
and he was deeply grateful to Ann for
giving him a message from his long-dead
spouse.

Ann told the old lawyer, “I am in
spiritual communication with the dead
painter, Raphael. As a reward for your
faithfulness to the world of the spirits,
Raphael has offered to paint some pictures
for vou. And you will be able to sell them
for thousands.”

Ann had varying fees for getting in
touch with artists clear back to the Pleisto-
cene Age. The better the painter—the bigger
the fee. The artist who perpetrated this
fraud was never apprehended.

It was the old lawyer Marsh, or rather
his relatives in New York, that was the
undoing of the fabulous swindler. When she
tried to get Marsh to turn over property he
owned worth more than $200,000, relatives
stepped in and had Ann arrested. Her trial
made the headlines for weeks, particularly
when her tricks were exposed. She received
six months.

When she got out of jail, Diss Debar
was dead, and Ann married Kenneth Jack-
son, a vaudeville man with a trained seal
act. He gave up his seals and the pair went
to London. There they launched a pseudo-
religion called “Theocratic Unity.” Ann was
Swami, and her husband Theo.

The big money once more began to roll
in for Ann—until the law caught up with
her again. Ann was convicted in Old Bailey
at the age of 51 and sentenced to seven
years. “Theo,” her third husband, got 10
vears.



HOMICIDE
IN A HURRY

By B. }J.

CHAPTER ONE.
Bupbpies' BoOND.

I was making the turn on the beach road,
just as Joe had told me over the phone,
when I saw the gray convertible parked
off the road a little around the bend. The
first thing that 1 noticed were the out-of-
state markers. I moved on past and looked
back through the rear-view mirror and
saw the guy behind the wheel give my car
the eye and take down my registration. I
stopped and backed up alongside of him.

He was a datk, heavy-set young punk,
with beetle brows, cauliflower ears, and he
had a scar that ran along his left cheek
and under his chin. He was wearing a gray
tropical worsted that was as wrinkled as a
prune and beneath his big shoulders I
noticed a tell-tale bulge near his armpit.
I didn't know how tall he was. He was
sitting down.

“Anything wrongy mister?” I said.

He looked at me with a sneer on his
face, stopped chewing on his gum and then
spat at my car.

I got out of my car.

He said: “Get the hell out of here.”

“When I talk nice to people, sir, I
expect a civil answer,” 1 said.

*“Listen, fruitcake, when I tell somebody
to move, they move—fast. He started to
get out.

I reached in and yanked him out of the
car by the collar. His arm snaked for his
left shoulder like a rattler on the kill. I
hit him a guick one on the neck with the
side of my hand—not too hard. I didn’t
want to kill him. As he lay there sprawled
on the road, I took the snub-nosed Colt
out of his holster, removed the slide and
put it in my pocket.

He started to get up.
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1 pushed him back down with the heel
of my shoe and said: “Was there anything
else you wanted to say, mister?”

He didn’t have anything else to say.

“All right,” I said. “Get in that hack
and get out of here. Here's your gun,
what's left of it. If you want a new top
piece you’ll have to go clear to Center
City. They don't sell parts around here.
It's a nice quiet town.”

He got up, dusted himself off, got in
the gray convertible, swung around and
headed back to Grandview. . . .

The summer cottage was freshly painted
vellow and was as small as a salesgirl’s
bathing suit. It stood along the water of
the bay and well off the paved road that
twisted away from it and ran along the
beach. There were no other cottages near-
by. It was a hot sultry day. The blue water
shimmering out there made me wish I had
brought along a pair of swim trunks,

I drove my jalopy in behind Joe’s bat-
tered coupe; got out, crossed the green

lawn and walked onio the screened porch. _ -

I had to stoop a little so that I could get
all of my six feet two in. The boards
squawked at my two hundred pounds.

Joe was sitting in the chair facing the
door with an army carbine in his hands.

“Put the hardware away, Joe,” I said.
It’s only me. Mike Dobson, remember?”

Joe needed a shave badly and he had
lost some weight. From what I could see
he hadn’t been getting any sleep lately,
either.

He got up and put the carbine away in
a corner and came over and shook my
hand. He was wearing an old pair of army
pants and a sweat shirt that hadn’t been
near a laundry recently.

“What the hell is this supposed to be—
a converted chicken coop?” 1 asked.

Suspenseful Detective Noveiette
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Tough Dick Dobson couldn’t shoot or slug his
way out of Boss Sheldon’s brunette-baited trap.

“It's nice and private, Mike,” he said.
“And there's a good clear view all around.”

I sat down and shifted the holstered 38
in my armpit. *As bad as that, huh?"

“Yeah,” he said.

“Somebody gave you a going over lately,
too. Or were you run over by a lawn-
mower?"”

He gave me a twisted little grin and
handed me a cigarette. We lit up.

*Anybody follow you?” Joe asked.

I shook my head. “Somebody has you
spotted. though.”

*“I know that. But first off, I can’t pay
you much.”

“Look,” I said, “I drove down here a
hundred miles because a buddy calls me
up and says he needs help. Besides I
wanted to take a vacation.”

“Yeah,” he said. “It ought to be a great
vacation for you. Bugs Sheldon is here in
Grandview.”

*“So I figured by the looks of some of
the new citizens around here.”

“He's got some boys with him. You
can tell that by a look at my kisser. They
caught up with me yesterday."”

“lI haven't seen Bugs. Sheldon since I
was working for the D.A.,” I said. “That
was seven years ago, before I went into
private work. Bugs tried to move into
Center City. I helped move him right out.
It ought to be a grand reunion. He’s got
some fancy porcelain in his mouth that I
contributed to.”

“He’s here now,” Joe said. “It’s the
same old Cleaners and Dyers Association.
He come here a month ago and started to
take over the trucking. His trucks call for
and deliver to the plants. If you join up
with his outfit—then nobody will get hurt.”

“Sure,” I said. “Then he keeps upping
his price and the association dues and he's
in clover. That is, if nobody happens to
buck him.”

“I'm bucking him, Mike.”

“So 1 see”

“He told me to get out of town by
tomorrow,” Joe said. “I might as well,
anyway. He's smashed my truck and he's
got all the tailors scared in the towns
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around here. They’d crawl in the cellar
and hide if they saw me drive up with a
truck to call for their stuff—if I had a
truck, which I haven’t anymore.”

“So you called me up.”

He nodded. “Have a piece of fruit,
Mike.”

I reached over to the bowl of fruit that
was on the table and picked out a nice
soft pear and bit into it. *Still never get
enough fruit, Joe,” I said. “I'll never forget
lying out there in the rain near Cassino.
We'd all worry about the 88’s, and you'd
be talking about getting your hands on
some fresh fruit.”

“I like fruit,” he said as he grabbed
himself an apple.

I said: “Sheldon wouldn't come all the
way out here to operate in a small town
unless he had some high-up handling the
setup. Somebody sent him—or sent for
him. What's the layout?”

“Well, Grandview here is the county
seat. About fifteen thousand population.
There’s a lot of small towns around that
feed off Grandview and all told the popu-
lation should run close to thirty thousand.
In summer more because of the resorts.
That would make it run financially very
heavy.”

*No, Joe, that’s not it. That's peanuts
to a guy like Sheldon. Who owns the
cleaning plants?”

Joe said: “There's two. One in South
Grandview owned by old man Dodds, and
the other right in Grandview owned by a
fellow named Gil Martin.”

“How are they taking it?”

“Old man Dodds says it ain’t none of
his business who trucks the cleaning in,”
Joe said dismally. “He believes in free
enterprise.”

“And this Martin?”

Joe looked at me queerly, hesitatingly,
before replying.

“I saw Martin a couple of days ago. He
is yelling that he wants to call copper.”

“Did you?” I asked, knowing that of
course there was just one reply.

“No,” said Joe. “We can’t pin any-
thing on Sheldon. Everything is legal and
formal.”
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“What about your truck and the face
lifting you got?"

“I can’t pin a thing on them for that,”
Joe said. "I ran out of gas sudden-like
on the beach road, and when I got back
from the gas station the truck had gone
off the cliff onto the rocks below. Nobody
saw a thing. Yesterday they caught me in
an alley near the Central Hotel and they
worked me over. I didn’t even see them.

“The cops are clean here, Mike, but it’s
a small town and they've never been up
against a lowdown deal like this one of
Sheldon’s.”

“What are you going to do?” I asked.

“I don’t know, Mike. That's why I sent
for you. I'm broke now and the truck is
gone, But I ain’t going to be quitting,
Mike.”

“Good deal,” I said. “And what about
Audrey?”

“I told her to pack out of here. She
knows there’s trouble, so she left this
morning for her mother’s at Shore Acres.”

“Did she say to quit?”

“No.”

“That’s a wife for you,” I said.

“It's up to you now, Mike.”

“0.K.,” 1 said. “I'm going back to town.
I want you to go down and see Dodds
and Martin, See if theyll refuse to take
any work from the association for just a
week. Talk to them. It’s only a long shot,
but they may go along with a guy that's
lived here all his life. I'll meet you back
here at six tonight.”

I got into my car and drove back to
town.

CHAPTER TWO.
HerMan WILL SING. . .

[ passeDp the county courthouse with the
well-kept green in front of it eased out
of the summer traffic and pulled up in
front of an old granite building that must
have been erected by the first settlers in
Grandview. There was a dilapidated sign
that said, Police, rather apologetically. I
went in.

The sergeant told me that the chief was
in his office in back.

Chief Robinson sat behind an old oak
roll top desk that was probably picked up
in a rummage sale. He looked up at me
with friendly eyes.

“Got any time to talk?" I said.

“All the time in the world, young feller,”
he said, lighting up a cigar. Then he shifted
his heavy bulk a little, scratched his bald
head and motioned me to a chair.

“I'm Michael Dobson,” I said, *from
Center City. I'm a private detective.”

His pale blue eyes chilled a little as he
swung toward me and the gold badge on
his white shirt glinted in the sun that was
coming through the dirty window.

“I heard of you, shamus,” he said. “You
used to work for Crosson when he was
D.A. up there. Yup, you got guite a repu-
tation for being tough.”

“I'm also a friend of Joe Grimes. That's
why I'm here.”

He stuck out his hand and 1 took it.
His eyes had warmed up again.

“That Cleaners and Dyers Association
that moved in here stinks,” I said.

“This has always been a clean town,”
said the chief, puffing on his cigar. “We
got nice people living here. They pay
taxes to keep the place orderly. So far
it's been that way.”

“And now?”

“Sheldon is here,” he said. “You know
that. That’s why you're here. Nobody's
paying me to look the other way, shamus,
if that's what you're thinking.”

He stared at the chief.

“Can you get anything on him?”

“He's as clean as a hound’s tooth,” the
chief said. “There ain’'t a tailor in town
that'll swear out a complaint. When we .
got the report on Joe's truck we couldn’t
find 2 thing. I can’t even hold Sheldon
on a vag charge. He's got an office and
all the doo-dads. If 1 did pick him up for
questioning he’d be sprung in half an hour.
He's got a crack mouthpiece by the name
of Kells, who throws a lot of weight in
these here parts.”

“But in that half hour, Chief, you and
the boys might persuade him to leave
town.”

“No go,” said the chief. “I'd be out of
a job, shamus. Kells is a selectman and
pretty strong in county politics.”

“Sheldon isn’t in this by himself,” 1 said.
“He's fronting for someone.”

“If you're thinking of Kells, 1 say no.
Sheldon is a client of his because he pays
well, that's all.”

“Anybody else?”

“There's Frenchy Lemire who owns the
Ocean Casino on the beach road. But he's
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small stuff. Runs a sort of night club there.
Sheldon hangs out there because he likes
the girls in the show. They run a poker
game there once in a while but it's quiet,
and as long as nobody complains we leave
'em be.”

“Thanks,” 1 said, “for the information.
I'll be seeing you.”

“So long, shamus. If you pick up any-
thing, let me know. You got a big
reputation, but that ain’t no cause for you
to handle this thing yourself. I've got some
good boys even if they are only small
town cops.”

“Thanks, Chief, I'll let you know as
soon as 1 can.”

1 went out into the bright sunshine.
As I looked back I saw the chief pick up
the phone.

The first tailor 1 called on looked at me
like a scared rabbit.

*“I don't know what you're talking about,”
he said. “Now please get out of my store.
I don’t want any trouble.”

I made the rounds all over town but
nobody would talk. Somebody had clammed
them up, but good. Coming out of the last
store, I crossed the street to the gray
convertible.

“I hope I don't keep you waiting too long
between stops,” 1 said. “If I'm going too fast
for you let me know.”

The scar-faced one got back a little in the
car and said: “I ain’t looking for a fight,
_Dobson. It's Sheldon. He wants to see you
at the Casino tonight.”

“You can tell him I'll be there. Now get
the hell away from me fast. I don't like being
tailed by cheap hoods.”

I was going to give it up as a bad job
when I thought I might as well give South
Grandview a try. I came down the county
road and on the edge of South Grandview
there was a little dingy place with a flapping,
peeling sign that said: Herman the Tailor.
Inside the store, hunched over a presser, was
an old, tired-looking man. He glanced up
at me over a pair of heavy spectacles.

After T got through talking to him, he
said: “I lost a son overseas, Mister. He was
fighting in the war the same thing that is
happening here in this town now. Maybe it
wasn't the cleaning racket. Maybe it was
bigger. But that’s how those things start. I
doa’t want to think my Henry died for
nothing. Yes. Mister, I'll talk.”

“That's fine. Mr. Herman, I'm listening,”
I said.

“When the hoodlums asked me to join the
association, 1 told them that I was doing
business with Joe Grimes and I didn't want
no part of it. Then this Mr. Ellison, the
fellow with the scar, grabbed me by the
throat and told me if I didn’t join, accidents
happen, like acid on the clothes. I told them
to get out.”

“Did you ever see Ellison again?” I asked.

“Yes,” he said. “Last week he came in
with a fellow named Greer. He told me that
Joe was out of business and they would take
over the shipments. Their price was ten
cents a garment higher than Joe—but I was
stuck. I called Mr. Dodds. He said it was no
affair of his. Then I called Mr. Martin, and
he said he had no way of picking up my
garments. So I had to join up. I had no
other way of getting my things to the plant.
Yesterday they came in and told me that
the price was a quarter more a piece.

“Will you swear all this in a deposition?”
I asked.

“Yes, Mr. Dobson.”

“Fine, Mr. Herman. I'll be back tomor-
row. In the meantime keep quiet about all
this.”

I left him there all alone in the steamy
shop. Making sure I wasn’t being tailed, I
headed back to the cottage. Joe was waiting
for me, nibbling on an apple.

“Any luck?” I asked.

“No. Martin was willing to go along but
Dodds turned me down. Martin couldn’t go
along by himself because Dodds would take
the work. Martin says he’s anxious to help.
I'm going to drop in on him tomorrow and
see if’ we can work something out.”

CHAPTER THREE.
BRUNETTE BAIT.

THE Casino was a long, low, rambling affair
with an orange tile roof, stucco walls, and a
neon sign that must have cost at least ten
grand. I put the jalopy in the parking lot,
and went in.

There was a smooth band playing muted
music while a girl, who had on enough to
cover a postage stamp, made with the voice.
The tables were crowded and the dance
floor, which was as big as a tablecloth, was
jammed. I went over to the bar and started
to ease onto a red leather stool when some
gorilla in a white coat, black bow tie and
a couple of ears like dried veal cutlets
brushed against me, giving me a quick frisk.
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“Sorry,” he said, as if he were looking
for trouble.

“Sorry, myself,” 1 said, “to know that
you're well heeled, too. It's a thirty-eight
police positive in a horsehide holster 1
carry.”

He walked off quickly.

I sat there nursing a scotch that had set
me back ninety cents. 1 knew I wouldn't
have long to wait. Someone was standing
over me.

“Hello, Sheldon,” I said, without turning
around. “How’s the new crockery?”

I saw his knuckies whiten as he grabbed
the bar. He was fatter now than when I saw
him last, seven years ago. But he was still
big and hard enough to give me trouble. His
broken nose and thick black hair came up
close to me. As 1 started to move in, he
hesitated, saying quickly:

“This no place to talk. Lemire’s got an
office out back.”

Lemire was sitting behind a white ma-
hogany desk with a leather top. He looked
at me with beady black eyes that didn’t
Waver.

“This is Mike Dobson, a private eye from
Center City,” said Dobson.

Lemire said nothing,.

Sheldon turned to me. “I don’t want any
trouble with you, Dobson. I haven’t made a
move against you. Why don’t you leave me
alone?”

“Why don’t you leave Joe Grimes alone?”

“That’s between me and Grimes. It's a
shame Joe had to cry-baby and run for
somebody to wipe his nose for him.” He
shrugged, glanced at Lemire. Lemire nodded.

The door opened and two of his boys
came into the room.

“There’s a lot at stake in this town,” said
Sheldon. “It’s going to take more than one
tough private eye to stop it.” He looked at
the two hoods. “Besides, I don’t think he'’s so
tough.”

“Naw,” said the white-coated hood.

“I'm going to like this party,” I said.

“Take him,” said Sheldon.

I grabbed the one with the white coat, and
hit him hard. He slammed against the wall.
As he started to slide down, the other gorilla
came up fast with a sap in his hand. It was
no time for pretty fighting so I kicked him
in the stomach. He went down with a sick
look on his face and didn't get better. 1
looked around, saw Sheldon standing there
with a gun in his hand. .

“You're yellow, Sheldon,” I said. “You're

too yellow to even use that gun. I'm going
to ram it down your throat—"

He moved in toward me, raising the
barrel to rake me with the sight. I side-
stepped and tripped him, at the same time
1 gave him the heel of my hand on his chin
and he went down end over end, hitting up
against the corner of the desk.

I looked at Frenchy Lemire, who hadn't
made a move, and said: *“I know I've been
vulgar, Frenchy, but when you have to deal
with naughty boys—you know how it is. Tell
me, are you in this with Sheldon—"

Just then the door opened once more.

“Here we go again,” I said.

It was Chief Robinson. He looked at me
sharply, then at the men who were starting
to take an interest in things again. Lemire
sat there like a sphinx.

“I didn’t interrupt you none?” asked the
chief.

“No,” I said. *“I've finished.”

“Nice night for a ride, shamus,” the chief
suggested. “How about a lift back to town?"

“Yeah, Chief. I was just leaving.”

The chief sent his cruiser back with the
uniformed copper and rode back to town in
the jalopy with me.

He lit a cigar and said: “One of these
days you're going to bite off more than you
can chew.”

“It looked better than it was,” I admitted.
“Didn’t even work up a sweat.”

“A tailor named Herman was held up and

murdered in his shop about nine o'clock ———

tonight.”

“I'm sorry as hell to hear that,” I said
earnestly.

There was a uniformed cop in front of the
tailor shop when we drove up. We went in.
The place looked like it had been plowed
through by a bulldozer. Huddled in a corner
was Herman, like a bundle of old clothes
waiting for the rag man.

“He was robbed,” said the chief. “Hit with
a blunt instrument. No prints as far as we
can see.”

“Plain holdup?”

“Looks that way.”

“Do you believe it?"

“No,” he said. “I called the State troopers.
What do you know about Herman
shamus?”

“T talked to him this afternoon. He said
he was willing to swear a deposition. . .
What about those punks of Sheldon? Are
you going to pick them up?”
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“I had some boys waiting for them at the
Casino. You shouldn’t of marked them up,
shamus. I'll probably get blamed for that by
Ke »

“] was looking at Herman’s body and
thinking of his dead GI son when I said:
“Give me ten minutes with those punks,
Chief. They'll talk.”

“Sorry, young feller. Kells'll have them
sprung as soon as we bring them in. Sure as
rain they're all alibied up, anyway.”

“If it’s O.K. with you, Chief, I'm going
home to bed.”

“Sure, go ahead,” he said. “I like you,
young feller, Don’t try to handle this
yourself. No grandstand stuff. Remember.”

Early the next morning, as I swung out
from the beach road toward town, I saw a
cream-colored, top-down convertible parked
along the road with a bad flat.

There was a pretty girl standing there
beside it. She had black hair that came down
to her shoulders and she was wearing a big
white sailor straw hat, white dress and
gloves and white, high-heeled sandals. She
looked very, very mnice.

When I pulled up alongside she came over
and said: “I'm terribly sorry, but I'm in
rather a predicament.”

“So I see,” I said.

“I don’t have a spare,” she said. “It’s being
repaired.”

“I'd be happy to drop you anywhere you
have in mind,” I said. T opened the door
and she got in. She had nice legs, too.

“I'd be very grateful if you'd drop me at
my apartment. It’s the Wentworth; on the
bay and right down this road,” she said.

“Be glad to,” I said. “I'm Mike Dobson.”
1 reached for my cigarettes. “Smoke?”

“Oh, thank you,” she said. “My name is
Gay Standish. If you hadn’t come along I
don't know what I would have done.”

“You'd probably survive and live to be a
hundred and two.”

“You on vacation, Mr. Dobson?”

“Sort of. But the name is Mike. And you
—vacation?”

“Sort of,” she said. “And the name is
Gay.” She laughed again. She had nice teeth
and her nose was the right size.

It was a swank apartment hotel devoted
to the summer money. It was white lime-
stone with bright yellow awnings, and it
had a canopy that reached from the en-
trance, across the side walk, to the road.

“I wouldn’t dream of letting you go,” she

said, “without coming up and having a cool
drink—Mike.”

“Don’t twist my arm,” I said. “T'll go
quietly.”

The windows of the apartment faced the
bay and there was a flagstone terrace that
opened on the wide french doors of the
luxurious living room.

“Nice place you have here,” I said, sink-
ing into a white divan. “How do the poor
people manage to get along without this?”

“I suppose they manage,” she said, taking
off her gloves. “What'll it be—Scotch or
rye?”

“Scotch will be fine.”

“Soda!”

“Yes, please.”

She disappeared and came back with two
tall glasses and sat down beside me. Her
hat was off now and she looked even nicer
than she did before. She raised her blue
eyes to me and said: “Here's luck.”

I put the glass down on the blonde
mahogany coffee—without drinking. r

She looked at me puzzled. “Did 1 say
something wrong?"

“No., You've been doing real good. But
I have a pet superstition. I like to swap
glasses before I drink.”

“]—I'm afraid I don’t get you, Mike."”

“No, not this time. I know I'm not very
smart, but Sheldon sure hurts my feelings.
This is the corniest badger game I ever saw.”

1 saw the red come to her neck and start
to work up.

“But I'm afraid there must be some mis-
take,” she said.

“There’s no mistake,” I said. “I'm taking
that glass and you down to the Grandview
Police Station.”

“Please,” she said, her face seeming to
fall to pieces. “I didn't know it was going
to end like this, I swear. Sheldon said it
was some kind of a joke he was playing.
He said it had to do with a bet.”

“What time did he say he’d be here to
collect it?" .

*“In an hour.”

“Yeah,” I said, “camera and all.”

“You mean there was no bet? That he
was going to take pictures of you and me?”

“Skip it,” I said. “Maybe you are dumb
enough to fall for Sheldon's gag. Anyway,
I'll give you a tryout for my team. First,

. T want your real name. I know it's not Gay

Standish.”
“It’'s Mary Leary. 1 come from Crestlake,
a few miles from here.”
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“All right, Mary. Now tell me how you
got mixed up in this.”

“l came to the Casino for a job. Mr.
Lemire put me on. It's my first chance, and
I've been trying hard to make good. Natur-
ally, 1 was grateful to Mr. Lemire for the
chance. Then Sheldon told me about this
bet and asked me to do him a favor. 1
didn’t want to, but Mr. Lemire told me to
do it. It’s very hard to break into show
business. There are tougher ways, Mike.”

*“Yeah,” I said flatly. “But I'm not sure
that you thought this was all a joke.”

“I was suspicious. I'll admit that I didn’t
like doing it.”

“Who's apartment is this. Yours?”

“No, Mike. Not on my salary. It belongs
to Joan Kelsey. She's Mr. Kells' secretary.
Mr. Kells is a Grandview selectman.

“Nice salary for a secretary. Now, get
this: I want you to tell Sheldon and his
friends the truth when they come here. Tell
them that the pickup worked and that I
was here but I didn’t take the drink. You
can stop there, except if he asks you if I
seemed suspicious. You say no. Then you
go back and keep your eyes and ears open.
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If you find out anything, call the Grandview
police and leave a message for me to call
you."”

“You sound like a detective,” she said.
"Are you?"

“Sort of,” I said. “Now you have every-
thing straight. You're not afraid?”

“Not any more,” she said. “You're very
clever to have seen through it all.”

“No,” 1 said, “I'm not very clever. 1
have a pretty good memory. You see, 1
saw you when you were singing last night.
You werent dressed as much as you are
now, but I saw you and that was enough.”

I made for the door.

*Good-by, Mike,” she said, a little chuckle
in her voice.

I headed back to town. As I drove the
jalopy past the police station I saw the State
Police cruiser parked there. I parked the car
in front of the Central Hotel and got a
handful of silver from the desk. Using a
pay station, I called a friend of mine at the
Seacoast National Bank in Center City. He
didn’t like the idea 1 had—but we were old
friends. . . .
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Then 1 treated myself to a lobster dinner
at the Grandview Cafe and went up to see
Raymond Kells.

The girl at the desk was a fancy fluff that
looked as if she belonged in a burlesque
chorus instead of a lawyer's office.

“What can I do for you, handsome?” she
asked.

“You can't do a thing for me,” 1 said. “1
want to see Kells.”

“My, what great big shoulders the big bad
wolf has,” she said. “Now if you talk real
sweet to me I might let you see Mr. Kells.”

“Look, sister, I'm busy. Do you announce
me—or do I walk right in?”

She looked at me for a minute while her
eyes slitted. “Who will I say is calling?”

“Mike Dobson,” I turned my back and
looked out the window while she wiggled
over to Kell's private office.

She came back in a moment.

“He'll see you, wise guy,” she said.

Raymond Kells was a red-faced man
about six feet tall with thin sandy hair and
a bay window. He wore an expensive, well-
tailored, white gabardine suit.

He stood up and offered me his hand but
1 didn't see it.

*“This is a pleasant surprise, Mr. Dobson,"
he said. “I've been about to get in touch
with you.”

“That’s fine. This will save you the
trouble. You're a leading citizen in this
town,' Kells, and also a big gun in county
politics. As such, you have a certain obliga-
tion toward keeping this town clean.”

“What are you driving at, Dobson?”

“Since Sheldon moved in there has been
intimidation, a truck wrecked, a man beat up,
and now a pretty rotten murder. If you will
withdraw vyour support of Sheldon, we’ll
have an easier time of cleaning up this mess.
This is too nice a town to have cheap
gangsters running all over it.”

“Bugs always said you had a great sense
of humor,” he said. *I have a great respect
for your reputation as a private detective,
but I think it presumptious of you to tell
me how this town should be run. No offense,
you understand. But after all, your presence
in Grandview is purely in an ex officio
capacity. You've laid yourself open to
assault and battery charges which, so far,
we have tolerantly overlooked. Yet you have
the effrontery to come in here and to take
issue with a perfectly legal enterprise
sponsored by Mr. Sheldon.

“Furthermore, I would be remiss in my

duty as a member of the Chamber of Com-
merce not to encourage the establishment
of new business in Grandview. As for your
tantastic assumption that a routine holdup
slaying has any connection with a legally
founded business organization—"

“While you're at it,” I said, “why not put
in a good word for Sheldon’s gorillas.”

“I'll admit that Mr. Sheldon’s associates
at the present time are not—er—shall we
say . . . the type of citizen that we would
like to see in Grandview. But, I have been
assured by my client, Mr. Sheldon, that the
arrangement is purely a temporary measure.
After the association is firmly organized
they will be sent away.”

*Your fancy double talk has been a waste
of time on me,” I said. “It doesn’t buy you
a thing.”

“Your candor and frankness is refresh-
ing,” Kells said. “Shall I put my cards on
the table?”

“I'm listening.”

“Mr. Sheldon is always looking for bright
young men to be associated with him in his
business ventures. He pays very well.”

“You're trying to buy me off, Kells?”

*You're rather a crude young man,” he
said. “I'm going to let that pass. Mr.
Sheldon is offering you a job. He has a great
deal of respect for your ability.”

“Listen, Kells,” I said. “I earn my money
honestly. It's not much but when I pick it
up I don’t have to hold my nose while [
count it.”

“All right, Dobson,” he said. “I've been
patient with you. Now we'll have to be un-
pleasant about it. We're giving you an hour
to get out of Grandview. If you don’t, you're
liable to get hurt or wind up in a cell for a
while. Mike Dobson may be big stuff up-
state but he desn't mean a thing in this
county. Now get out.”

I reached over the desk and slapped him
hard across the face,

“I don’t go for threats, Kells,” I said. I
get mad and lose my temper.”

As I went out the door, the girl was
hurriedly settling herself in her chair.

CHAPTER FOUR.
THE CoRrpPSE TALKS.
It was three o'clock that afternoon when 1

got back to the cottage. The tide was coming
in and the air had a good, cool, salty smell
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to it. 1 thought I'd borrow a pair of trunks
from Joe and go for a swim. But as I
parked the car behind Joe’s, 1 noticed
something wrong with the screening on the
porch.

There were several holes in it.

I pulled the .38 out of my holster and
went up on the porch. There was a cluster
of bullet holes on the wall of the porch high
up, and on the floor there were streaks of
blood and some scuff marks. I edged in
through the half-open door to the living
room.

There was Joe on the floor. He was dead.

I cased the bedrooms and kitchen rapidly,
and then I went back into the room. Joe lay
on his stomach, He'd been dead about an
hour. He had four slugs in him that had
entered across his shoulders and left arm.
I turned him over slightly. He was laying in
a pool of blood and near his right arm, on
the floor, there was some lettering written
out in blood.

It spelled: potokale.

Over in the corner was the carbine. I
carefully used a pencil to open the bolt. The
gun hadn't been fired recently.

I went over and looked at the bowl of
fruit and was going to peel myself an
orange but I thought better of it. I went out
and drove down to the gas station and called
the chief,

“What do you make of it, shamus?”
asked the Chief. He pushed back the visored
cap with the gold braid.

“Joe was standing on the porch,” I said.
“Someone fired at him with a sub-machine
gun. Maybe one or two bursts. He didn't
die right away, because he was able to drag
himself into the house. I think he was going
after the carbine. When he felt he was going
under and couldn’t make it, he wrote that
word on the floor. There was some kind of
a trick to get him on the porch without his
carbine, because Joe was smart and kept the
place well caovered. Maybe it was somebody
he knew.”

*What about this potokale business?™
asked the chief.

“] don’t know, vet. Is there anybody by
that name in town? A girl? Maybe it's the
name of a place around here.”

“Not that I know of.”

“That word is important, Joe wouldn’t
write that when he was dying, just for the
hell of it.”

“Did Joe and you have some kind of code
or something? It's a foreign sounding word.”

“No—no code,” I said. “Wait a minute,
Chief. I've got it, I think. I've got to get back
to Center City.”

“I can’t let you leave town, shamus.”

“T'll be back in four hours,” I said. “Joe
and I soldiered together in the war. There’s
got to be a payoff on this. I'm going, Chief.
Nobody can stop me now.” '

“If you're not back in four hours—well,
it'll be ex-Chief Robinson.”

“T’ll be back in four hours.”

“By the way, shamus. Somebody hijacked
a milk wagon on the beach road this after-
noon while the man was making a call. That
may account for the surprise on Joe. We
found the wagon on our way down here,”
He paused. “Good luck, son.”

It was ten-thirty when I drove up to the
police station in the jalopy. The chief was
sitting at his desk. In the chair in front
of him was Lieutenant Jim Fowley of the
State Police.

“Hello, Mike,” said Jim Fowley. “We
were going to send out a pick-up call on
you.”

“I'm surprised at you, Jim. You know
me better than that.”

“Yes, Mike,” said the trooper. “But
yvou've been mixed up in two killings,
now.”

“I'm stringing along with him, Jim,”
put in the chief.

“Where's everybody tonight?” 1 asked.
“The town looks deserted.”

The chief said: “The whole town's at
the Casino. It's the annual summer dance.

Lemire lets the local folks in free tonight.™ ——

“Fine,” I said. “This thing is about ready
to wrap up. Pick up some of your lads,
and let’s go.”

Fowley reached for the phone. “My
boys wouldn’t want to miss this. I'll call
the Fairfax barracks to send a couple of
cruisers.”

“No,” said the chief. “Let my boys
handle it. They never get much of a chance
at this kind of thing. You can come along
for the ride.”

When we got to the Casino, the sign was
lit up like a million bucks, casting a glow
over the waters of the bay. We could hear
the music when we snapped the lights off
the prowl cars and came into the park-
ing lot.

When the lug came up with the parking
tags, I said: “Keep him here, Chief, I
don't want anybody to know who my
friends are.”
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The chief hustled him into the back.

“I'm going in alone, Chief,” I said. “Send
your boys out around the place to see that
nobody gets away. And you and Jim cover
the front entrance. Give me ten minutes,
then come in.”

There was a lot of smoke inside and
the girl show was doing its stuff, so I didn't
attract much attention. I went to Lemire’s
office and walked right in.

Lemire was standing over Mary Leary
in her racy singing outfit, She was crying.
There was a red welt across her face.

“Oh, Mike,” she cried. “Mike. They know
everything. Please go away. Please.”

“Never mind the girl, Lemire,” I said.
“Call the head waiter and have Sheldon
and Gil Martin come in.”

He picked up the phone and whispered
in to it. :

“Well, well, it talks,” I said, and I went
over to him and clipped him on the jaw.
Then I propped him up, with his glazed
eyes staring vacantly.

“I can’t stand his voice,” I said to Mary.
“*Now you take a walk.”

“You'll be all right, Mike?” she asked
anxiously.

“Everything is fine now,” I said.

As she left the room she passed Sheldon
and Martin coming in. She looked at them
and hurried by.

This Martin was a short, squat guy,
with a thin wisp of a mustache and slick,
black hair. There was an air of smooth-
ness about him. Sheldon stood there star-
ing at Lemire.

“It's all over,” I said to him, showing
him the muzzle of my .38. “Joe talked be-
fore he died,”

“I don’t know what you're . talking
about,” said Sheldon.

“Don’t dummy up on me,” I said. “You
know Joe found out that you and Martin
were in this together.”

“If you're through with this comedy,”
said Martin, “I'll return to my guests.”

“You're not leaving, Martin,” 1 said.
“Stand there against the wall. Now turn
and face it.” I went over to Martin and
pushed him up a little closer to the wall,
then I went over to Sheldon and stood him
beside his partner. Going quickly through
his clothes, 1 found Sheldon's wallet in his
inside breast pocket. I took it over to the
desk and opened it, still keeping them
covered.

“Well,” 1 clean one-

said. “Fresh,

thousand dollar bills, each one numbered
and marked by the Seacoast National.”

“You fool,” said Martin, looking at
Sheldon, Martin, shooting through his
pocket, fired two shots into Sheldon before
I could put a slug in Martin’s shoulder.

That was the end of it. Lieutenant Fowler
and the chief with a couple of cops came
in like a landing party. They had two of
Sheldon’s hoods and Lawyer Kells in tow.

Lieutenant Fowler turned Sheldon over.
“He's gone,” he said.

“Right smart work,” said the chief. “But
you had to have an in with the bank to
do it, The teller had to record every bill
that was drawn out of the accounts of
Dodds, Martin, Fells, Lemine—and even
me, come to think of it.”

The chief reached into a drawer of the
old desk, came out with a cigar, lighted it
and said: “Well, the money was traced to
Martin’s withdrawal and Sheldon had it.
Martin’s got a homicide rap on him and
the D.A. is figuring some kind of conspiracy
charge on Kells. So I guess that winds up
the whole business for you, son.”

“All except Ellison.” I said. “He wasn’t
in the roundup.”

“No,” said Jim Fowler. “We had him
over at the State Police barracks. Ellison
knocked off Herman just after you left him.
He wasn't satisfied with taking all of
Herman'’s folding money. No, he had to go
after the silver in the cash register. He left
a big enough print in-the cash drawer to
send him to the chair.”

“Thanks, Jim,” I said.

“No man can handle a case like this
alone,” said the trooper. “But you made a
good try. Now what about this potokale
business?"

“It really sounds more complicated than
it is,” I said. “But it was pretty simple.
This Martin wasn’'t satisfied with a good
cleaning business, he had to get hungry.
So he contacted Lemire to find out if he
could get someone in here to organize the
cleaning business—old style. Lemire brought
Sheldon in for the strong-arm work.

“They needed a strong political tie-up
because this Grandview stuff was just the
beginning, They planned to branch out, so
they brought in Kells and paid him well.
The only fly in the ointment was Joe
Grimes.

“It was all the process of elimination.
Through the bank I was able to find out
where the payoff was. I made mistakes
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like everybody else. I should have kept
Herman on ice and I should have sent Joe
out of town until I wound it up.

“Joe told me yesterday that he was going
to drop in of Martin. Martin didn’t expect
him. Joe must have stumbled on the payoff
between Martin and Sheldon. He thought
he got away clear but Sheldon went after
him. He knew that the only way he could
get to Joe was by a trick, so he used the
milk wagon. When the milk wagon came
up, Joe went out on the porch to get his
milk and Sheldon shot him from the road.
You know the rest.”

“All except this potokale business,” said
the chief.

“You gave me the clue to that,” I said,
“when you mentioned that it was a foreign-
sounding word. When Joe and I were over-
seas in Italy, our outfit was slated to jump
off into Albania, but the war was over be-
fore we had a chance to make it.

“In the meantime they had given us an
Albanian language guide to study and Joe
and I would be at it all the time. Joe was
crazy about fruit and he memorized all the
Albanian words for fruit.

‘I remembered that when the chief men-
tioned that potokale was a foreign sound-
ing word, but I couldn’t place it. I found
out why when I went back to Center City.
I got home and got out my Albanian
language guide. There was no word poto-
kale but there was a word porfokale and
that meant oranges in English.

“So before I came here I went back to
the cottage and looked at the oranges in
the bowl and there was one that had been
bored through with a fruit reamer. In it
was a thin roll of tissue with the whole
story on it. That’s your evidence, Chief.”

“Joe must have figured that he couldn’t
trust anybody,” said Lieutenant Fowler.
“So as soon as he got back from Martin’s
he wrote the evidence down and hid it in
the oranges. I guess he didn't even trust
the chief. It could be that he expected
Sheldon back to finish him off.”

“It could be,” I said. “I'm glad it’s
cleaned up. There was no dough in this
case, but it seems to me that if a guy goes
out and fights a war, he’s got a right to
an even break.”

THE END‘
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