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\ ™ Banish the craving for tobaceo as
75,747 thousands have, Make yourseif free
: and y with Tobacco Redsemer.
‘Write for free booklet telling of in-
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In the darkness he couvld see a white
tiring dangling through the wire bar-
rier. “Penny saver,” Ducdek smiled to
nimseY at *hbought of hotel managers’
tight-fieted ways. “That giring is there
x0 the housemen and beithops can turn
~ut the light from the outside if they
forget and lock the door frst.”’

He tugged at the stricg. A blue glare
oI light flooded the eage. Dudek pulled
a4 peavy rivg of keys from his pocket,
:vried them until he found one that mas-
icred the padlock.

Once ingide he had mo trouble finding
‘ne trunk he sought — a big battered
wvardrobe, The numbere on the claim
stub wired to it tallied with the numbers
on the red claim check :e’d taken from
*he dead Hermann Bix’s wallet,

Working quickly be cpcned the trunk
aid ran his kands through layers of
wombhor-smeiling garments until he en-
wuntered a viclin ease.

He grunted, as ze cpencd the case.
The case itself looked old, the fiddle im-
side it was new and cheap. Dudek lifted
it out. He strummed & fingernail across
the taut strings.

“No catgut in the world will stay set
ap two years,” he told himself. “Every
oo of these strings would break.”

He laid the cheap violin aside. The
case he examined closely hefore he shut
it on top of the clothes in the trunk.

He was elosing the irank lid when a
warning whisper of shee leather on con-
srete reached nis ears. Dudek reached up
and yanked the white string overhead.

Blackness came down to shield him. In
+he instant a pencil of orange fire probed
through it. e shot barreled against
eoncrete walls like thunder.

Buttoning the eheap fiddie under his
toat, Dudek dodged out of the cage. Foot-
steps prowled the smelly darkness, but
by the time he’d ditched the cheap violin
in a stack of earpeting, the whisper of
leather had faded sway.

Dudek’s heart was thudding when he
reached the upper and safer levels of the
Wilton Hotel. His shirt stuck to his back,
danmply.

“Mp, Dudek!” the eideriy clerk hailed
him as he passed the desk, “Mr. Tiffany
just phoned down frem your room. He
gaid 10 tell you the fifteen minutes is near-
Iy up. He said you’d understand.”

Dudek nodded grimily. “I know what
ks means. Thanks.”
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He went on down the hall to the man-
ager’s office, found the door unlocked. He
went in, locking it behind him.

Madame Fragenti’s violin case was or
the floor of the steel vault, where Tif-
fany bad put it earlier.

Dudek brought it to the desk. “Locked,”
he grunted, and swore.

Quickly bhe jimmied the violin case
open with the thick end of a paper-knife
from Tiffany’s desk. “Holy Toledo!” he
gasped.

Madame Fragenti’s fiddle case had
been neatly packed with small square tins
wrapped in tissue paper. Dudek dumped
them out on the desk, ripped the paper
off a few.

The tins were in two sizes. The smaller
ones measured two inches high by one-
and-a-quarter wide and three-fourths
thick. The larger ones, uez estimated
would hold five times &8 much. “Lam
Kee,” he muttered, seeing the trade-
mark—an elephant on one side, a rooster
on the other. “One tael znd five tael
tins.”

Dazed, he iried to esiimate the price
the L.A. narcotic rings would put on the
ting of prepared opium. “Over twenty
grand, anyway,” he decided.

The empty violin case he clos2d and put
back in the vault. He glanced around Tif-
fany’s office, spotted the wide top drawer
of the desk open. The key was in its
lock. :

Dudek pulled the drawer out, shoved
papers aside, and paclied in all the flat
tins of Lam Kee.

He locked the drawer and threw the
key in the wastebasket beiore leaving.

UPSTAIRS in Room 217, ke found Tif-

fany wringing his hands. “By gravy,
Dudek!” the plump little redhead moaned.
“Why can’t these things happen in some
other house? Why am I crucified ?”

He waved a hand at the purple, bloat-
ed visagze of Hermann Bix, stiil tethered
to the foot of the bed with a hotel towel.
“Can’t you see what the newspapers wiil
say?”

Dudek found a siek grin somewhere.
“] sure can,” he admitted, as he ben:
over the dead man, took out his walle?
and examined Bix’s identification papers.
“The Dudek Detective Agency is a deal
duck hefore it takes its frst toddling
steps.” )

He slipped the trunk check baek in the












HARLEY'S damp fingers shook as
he obeyod, Now that he could take
a better ook, there was something vague-
Iy familior about thia rogue. A harsh
bell of siacin hegan to clang in Charley’s
heart ond slowly shut off his breath.
His memory mociced him with a picture
of 2 cash register knocked open with an
axe and tihe scream of police sirens. A
bloody old mou, groaning and trying
to rise.

“Dagiey."™
Chicago !

“Yeuh, it's me, I wondered when you'd
quit goggeling that dame and notice your
old pal.”

Charley gulped. “I'm no pal of yours.
I riever saw you in my life until I was
visiting my {riend in the city, and he
dropped ir on vour wild Halloween party.
You had been drinking too much and
suggested we go out and set trash barrels
on fire. That's been a year, but I still
remember we went in hehind that ten-
story department store—"

“Yeah, and the cops come. They said
one of us had slipped in and slugged
the old watchman and robbed the joint.
Imagine that.”

“I recall that,” Charley said. “I was
scared to death. They took us in and
questioned us until morning, but they
let us go. What are you down here after
me for, with that—that gun?”

Bagley laughed, a deep, coarse chuckle.
“The old guy never got out of the hos-
pital, that’s why. He croaked last- week.
It's murder now. We can’t buy the cops
out of that. You'd ought to hear the
stories the gang told the coppers about
you. We spent a whole night dreaming
‘em up, tying them into a noose for your
neck. They want you now. I'm taking
you back to Chi to swing, you killer.”

Charley necedled with sweat suddenly
dried cold. “No, no, not that!”

The front door rattled. Maybe some
customer had defied his rule and was
coming in. But the door was locked. The
shade was down. He had cut off any
chance of help with his own hands.

Bagley’s thin lips twitched. “Now
cook me a steak, red, juicy, and slow-
cooked like you told the woman. You
went and made me hungry.”

Charley leaped to obey. It would give
him precious time to think. But what
good would either time or thought do
him now? It was after eleven o’clock
at night. He would be put in the back
seat of a car, slugged, and driven to the
city. The gang had their stories and their
crooked lawyers ready. What chance did
he have against these?

He reached out slowly and his hands
came to rest on a long-bladed keen butch-

he gagpad. “It's you, from
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er knife. If he could just get close
enough to the crook. . .

“Steak dinner starts off with tomato
juice,” he said turning toward the gleam-
ing white refrigerator. He filled a glass.
With it held up in sight in one hand,
he edged toward the smirking Bagley.
Three feet away, two feet—-

“I'c drop that knife if I was you,”
Bagley said easily without turning his
head. “Or would you like a slug in the
cuta?”’

The knife hit the floor with a tinny
rattle. How had he seen that? Charley
would have sworn his hand was out of
sight all the time. I'm finished, he
thought. He turned hack to the steak,
which was beginning to whisper and siz-
zle in the skiliet, and dribbleq a few
sweet, shredded onions over its red sut-
face. He turned the gas down a trifle.

'GGJUST look at you,” Bagley chuckled,

sniffing the aroma from the steak.
“You ain’t over thirty years old and
got quite a belly already. Nothing to do
but just loaf around and eat. And ain’t
that mustache a dewey?”

Charley gritted his white teeth in
helpless rage. :

“Gimme another glass of that good
tomato juice. That’s real. They water it
up where I come from. No tricks now.
Even if you did manage to get the up-
per hand of me for a while, the story’s
all laid out. Sure I hit the old duffer
and ran into a burglar alarm system
they must have put in that same day.
I'd cased the joint for weeks. It was
the old watchman’s regular night off.”

Charley picked up Bagley’s empty
glass and turned back to the stove.
What the crook said was true. Even
if he’d slipped the knife betwcen his
ribs, he was still sunk. Bagley would
have told the gang where he was go-
ing. He chilled. That door rattling a
while ago. The back door was unlocked.
One of the gang from the car of course,
maybe right now holding another gun
on him. He chilled, thinking about his
attempt to use the knife.

The mangy outfit had traced him to
this little Illinois town where the air
was sweet and clean and not tainted
with the odor of the stockyards like the
section ‘hey prowled. He'd learned to
like folks here and josh them when they
came in to eat. And now, he was leaving
it all, to be slowly and unjustly choked
by a rope until he was dead.

Then his sagging face and spirit
leaped up. It couldn’t last, but it might
be worth a try. He handed Bagley a full
glass. Bagley killed it at a gulp, as he
would a shot of choice rye. Then he
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tiple-purpose bus terminal. He was hot,
dusty from the ride from Spartanburg in
a bus that threatened with every wheeze
{0 expire and leave the pazsengeirs ma-
rconed on the narrow road, hemmed on
etiher side by alternate acres of sandy,
rod South Carolina soil, peach trees, or
cotton fields hursting white under the
hot autuinn sun.

A car door slammed behind him. Lew
Briggs turned in the doorway. A station
wagon had stopped at the curb. A girl in
grecn slacks and yellow sweater got out.
She was nice to look at, and Lew Briggs
looked at her a moment. He remembered
that he’d run away from this girl once.
}le wasn’t the kind for her. She could do
nuch better than Lew Briggs.

“Lew ” Her voice fiited her soft, heart-
shaped face. “I’'m glad you came.”

“You vhoned me,” he said simply. “I
~awiprht the first hus” He was close to
o Ife looked at her cves, the darkened
soracthing in back of them. “You’re

i, Val”
”  she nodded. “I—] conldn't
“hloei anyone to tarn to but you.”

oy a second he rrowned, wondering
v. et vhe wanted of him. She said, “Can
you come to Addington Manor right
avay ?”

“That’s what I'm here for,” he said.

Tie put his sleek tan bag in the back of
\hie station wagon, got in beside her, She
neshed the gears, pulled the car away
from the curb.

“You didn’t know my sister Hazel,”
ghe #aid,

“I don’t know any of your family,” he
rerinded her. “I never met any of them
tmt vou.” Then her words sank in fully.
He sterted. “Yon said ‘didn’t know’ just
now."”’

B¢ words throbbed. “Hazel’s gone. 1
waent you to find her, Lew.”

il wondered about tnhe police, why
sne hadn’t gone to them. He had a harsh,
hatehiet face that wasn’t nice to look at
ae 1imes, His eyes were rarely warm, his
lips ¢nuld be eruel.

She was speaking in a monotonous
soice that indicated a rehearsed speech.
Or ywvhaps it was desperate suppression
of hysteria. “Four months ago Silvio Ad-
dingrton, the textile tycoon, died at Ad-
dington Manor. Hazel has been living at
the place since then, with her husband,
Rogrer Addington. There was a crazy
¢louse in old Sikvio’e will that his heirs

+
2

niust live together in Addingtom Manor
for a period of eight months. That’s why
Hazel and her hnshand Roger, old Silvic's
son, came here.

“T came down a few weeks ago on Ha-
zel’s invitation. On the sarface there war
nothing wrong. But there’s an andercur

‘rent, and it’s not just due to the fact tha:

old Silvio’s three sons dislike each other.

“Four mornings ago,” Valerie Morrit
finished starkly, “Hazel didn’t come down
to breakfast. She hasn’t been seen since."”

HEY drove & moment in silence. Levw

Briggs looked at the eoft lmpes of
her profile, the haunted look on her face.
He’d seen people with the game harriec
expression before. People who came ic
him, thinking that a private detective
with a shady reputation was a miracle
man. The reputation he’d built deliber-
ately; it had been good for business.

He’d never regretted it until that nigir
months ago when he’d met Valerie Mor-
ris in a Baltimore night club. Then he’s
wished things +were different. He'?
wished he was the sort of guy to whieh
you tie 2 girl] like Valerie Morris. It had
hurt then, just as the anxiety in ker
drawn face hurt now.

He said, “What does Roger Addingtoz,
Hazel’s husband, say?”

“He created a scene. Stormed abou:
the house shouting that she’d run out =z
him, that he’d never chase her or beg hzr
to come back. Then he seemed to forget
her, and life went on in Addington Man-»
as if she’d never been there.”

“I see,” Lew Briggs said. “She was
just a girl existing in the house. She dis-
appeared, and it’s hardly caused a rip-
ple.”

Valerie Morris nodded,
hard.

He lighted a cigarette, passed it to her,
lighted another for himself. “Why have-
n’t you gone to the police ?”

“You see those spirals of smoke in the
distance?”

His gaze followed her pointing finger.
Miles away sentinels of smoke rose in the
hot twilight.

“That smoke,” gshe said, “is from one of
the Addington cotton mills. They own a
dozen. A round dozen, Lew.” She took one
hand from the wheel, made a sweeping
motion. “In any direetion you look from
this point you are looking at Addington
land. They own the county. They are the
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ming io pued yow Im and %old vou under
the tnisd time.”

w}} 514 we get back W 1he Yaviunouse,

there are two vigitors here, and
ihey look like wery nice citizems. Dew-
berry introduces mws o them. 1hey are
from the city and have a log cabin two
ariles dowm the road. Their nawes are
H. Busbee Sprott and Mortimer Culp.
I.ike me and Hambone, they have come
to forget the hustle and hustle of the big
¢ity for a spell. Sprott is a banker and
Culp a chiropractor. We tell them we are
detectives, One laughs,

“I ain’t kiddin’,” Hambone says, and
«nows his hadge. “Honest.”

“Well, well,” Culp says. “You never
know, do you?”

“This is my assistant, Aivin,” Noonan
cays. “I am trainin’ him.”

I hold my tongue, Louie. We get to
1alking about the city and boocks, movies
and playe, and things, 1 says 1 wish )
had ceen that musical cailed Kansas.
~prott says he saw it. Ma Dewberry
pipes up, *You did? Ob, 1 wisht 1 could
show some ticket stubs te certain old
siddies in this town. 1 went to the city
tast week and made out 1 saw it, but they
won’t believe me, By the way, Jeb, that
nired girl is comin’ tomorrer. Quite a
lcoker.,”

“Hmm,” Hambone says. I says not to
forget he is a dumb flatfoot and not a
iravelin’ salesman.

Sprott fishes out his wallet and pulls
iwo ticket stubs from it. “Here you are,
Mrs. Dewberry. Lucky I kept them stubs.
13est seats in the orchestra, and right
on the aisle.”

“Well, I'm all beat out!” Jeb says.
“Maw, they sure will eleck you president
o{ the Every Other Wedvesday Night
“Vomans Arts an’ Handiwork Society.”

Culp and Sprott get up. “Got to be
yoin’, friends. Up here for our health,
you know. In bed every night at ten
«harp, Glad to meet you, Noogan.”

“Noonan,” Hambone says.

“You too, Sninkey!”

1 let it pass. 1 follow Hambone up to
oud rooml. *1 am sure anxious to meet
ihe hired girl,” 1 says.

“May the best man win,” Noonan
vays. “They had & newspaper down
there and I got a gander at it, Alvin. It
says the cops got a elue to work on. Ha,
1he commissioner has to say somethin’

t0 ¢arn his gilt badge, dor't he?”

“Yeah. I bet he wishes you was back
10 heip him out, Hambone.”

“You're not kiddin',” ihe big <cluck
says, and he should have known 1 was,
Lou:e,

We get a wire from the department
the next morning. Noonan yelps, “Didn’t
1 tell you, Alvin?’ then rips it open.
It says to stay at least 8 week as we
nave no idea how that helps them solve
the case. Hambone goes into 2 kind of
tantrum. Ma Dewberry hustles to the
family medicine chest and brings him
a bottle.

“Take this, Mr. Noonan,” she says.
“It always helped & hired man we had
once who had epilepsy.”

“Take double the dose, Hambone,” “1
says. “If you are that bad as a slewfoot,
what does it make your assistant, huh?
Don't tell me. Let’s go fishin’ again this
eve, huh? We could catch somethin’ may-
ve, Fish is good for brains, and you no
dotibt have never been near a fish mar-
wet.”

We get all slicked up for breakfast
at eight A. M. The new hired girl is
there when we put on the nosebag. Ham-
bone puts corn syrup on his eggs apd
galt in his coffee and does mnot notice
it. The dame is quite plumip and has
big googly eyes and corn-colored hair.
She asks do 1 want more of everything,
anc even takes Hambone’s wheatcakes
¢cut from under his nose and hands them
ty> me,

“You don’t look as weil fed as him,”
she says. 1 got goose pimples all over,
Louie, She asks do 1 like movies as there
is one over by Phoenicia and she bas
an old flivver.

“You stop leadin’ her omn, Alvinl!”
Noonan says. “You don’t even know her
name.”

“Asphodel Entwistle,” the country
cupcake snickers. ‘“Wa’n’t that awful of
me? You must think I am terrible.”

“Er—1 like peopie to come right out
and git acquainted,” 1 says. “Have you
¢ot a friend for Noonan?”

The doll nods. Hambone says he was
arraid she had and asks does she have
a harelip.

“Of courst not,” Asphodel sniffs.

OONAN’S date proves 1o be the
{attest babe in the county. She had
t0 sit in Noonan’s lap most of the time,













































‘“Yes, he’s the guy. Everytime he was
»here that poor, sick girl had a erying
spell, she did. I'm a needy man, copper,
but I'd give a fin to push that pill-peddler
oiie in the puss, I would.”

He opened a door and preceded Cory
into a scantily furnished room. “This is
where she lived and died.” He pointed
1? a c?t by the window. *“She died over
there.”

Cory moved about the room, casually
examining the furniture. When he eame
to the cot he leaned above i{ and looked
at the window pane.

Roy Bubb said, “She did that. Cuat it
on the glass with the diamond in her
ring.”

'f'wo lines of poetry had been scratched
on the glass. The detective read them
aloud:

0O, what may man within him hide,

'hough angel on the outward side.

“A world of truth in i}, isn’t there?”
asked Bubb.

Cory was silent for a minute, then said,
“You ever in the Handy Andy Shooting
Gallery ?”

“No. Guns make me jittery.”

“What do you do for pastime?”

“Eat hard rolls and drink buttermilk
at ‘he Ferry Lunchroom and watch the
coul boats go up and down the river, 1t’s
dir erting, it is.”

Cory laughed easily, then said, “Was
the hoy much of a dancer?”

“He was a whiz at it,” said Bubb with
fec'ing. “He was the toppin’est thing at
it I ever saw, he was. When he heard
fiddle music he went wild.”

Thoughtfully Cory fished the stogie
stump from his vest pocket. He gazed at
it a moment before putting it between
his teeth, grimacing. In the next moment
he was puffing out great swirls of smoke
and staring through it at the death cot,
the scratched window pane, and at an
ug!y shadow that was slowly dissolving
into an uglier picture in his own mind.
After a minute he said:

“Did she have money to pay her way?”

The little man didn’t answer immedi-
ately. When he did his voice was tight
and reserved. “If she didn’t, is it any-
body’s bisiness? She was a good girl.
8he was a kind that would have been
good to me had 1 been in her ecircum-
stances.” He paused, cleared his throat
rotrhly, then finished:

*“Nobody’s complaining about what she
and the laddie-buck ate while they were
ander thu, roof. If she owed any rent,
nobady’s complaining, Nobody at all.”
Fie lared at Cory for a second after he
spok~,

p“She was handed a zolten deal,” caid
Cory,
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“1 know it,” Bubb gaid. “She didn’t
breathe a word of complaint, never said
where she came from or what or who
he was, or anything. But 1 knew it,
1 did. The poems she read and the songs
she sang to the boy told it all and plainly.
Some scabby heel had walked vut on her.”

Oozing with stogie smoke, Cory went
over to him, laid a heavy hand on his thin
shoulder. “You’re okay, Bubb.,” he said.
“All wool auu a yard wide, guaranteed
not ito rip, ravel, or run down at the
knees.” He grinned warmly. *Tomorrow
when this mess is cleared up, I’ll come
over and we’ll go down to that stinking
joint by the ferry and have hard rolls
and buttermillt and T’ tell you how it
al} came out.”

THE vestibule light was burning at
the address on Cart Way where Mort
Rilay had roomed. Cory heard singing
and a piano going inside, but when he
rang the doorbell everything went quiet.
The door was draped with a large
splurge of pine and holly. A little silver
bell tinkled from the spray when a mid-
dle-aged, sleekly groomed woman opened
the door,

“I'm Wilson Cory, Homicide,” he said.

“Another one!” gasped the woman.
She scowled at him. “Look, copper, we're
just trying to celebrate Christmas. Is
that against the law?”

“A man who lived here was murderéd
tonight.”

“You think I don’t know it?” the wom-
an snapped. “All I’ve done for the past
two hours is letting coppers in and out.”
She glared at him, shrugged, =aid, “Sec-
ond floor, last room back. You can help
yourself to a snoop around, but don’t rip
off any wallpaper.”

She flipped on a ball light, turned
quickly and went through a near door,
slamming it behind her,

Cory had reached the second floor
when the piano started up again and
several voices began singing Jingle
Bells.

He smiled grimly. “Christmas is a
funny time,” he mused. Then he thought
of Andy Laggard. “Some people never
get too old to stop believing in Santa
€Claus—never do . . .”

A large, tightly bound bundle of news-
napers, apparently salvage stuff, partially
blocked the room door. Cory syueezed
past it and jabbed the light switch.

He thought, the boys prodably didn’t
miss anything. but a look can’t do any
tarm. In a wavrdrobe were two badly
worn shirts and an ancient neektie,
frayed and faded, and two pairs of dir‘gy
socks. He found some old newspapers in
a dresser drawer. One of them had been



64 10-STORY DETECTIVE

folded to fit a man’s overcoat pocket. It
showed signs of having been carried
around for several days.

Cory glanced over it. The first item
be read was a brief account of Olun
Tomsen winning a divorce from a wife
who had deserted him six years ago,
just after he'd enlisted in the Navy.

Cory smiled wistfully, put the paper
in his pocket. He went over the room
carefully, but the only other thing of
interest he found was a wall calendar
ot which Rilay had kept a running ac-
count of his daily expenses. He'd listed
everv smdll expenditure. Most of them
had to do with food and tobacco. On each
Saturday for three Saturdays past the
old man had spent three cents for a
newspaper.

Cory made sure oi the dates on every
newspaper in the room, but they were
all over a month old. He went into the
halt and tackled the salvage bundle.

About halfway down in the stack he
found what he sought. He snapped off
the room light, closed the door, and
fumabled his way down the hall to the
top of the stairs. He left the house
without disturbing his disgruntled,
rmerrvmaking friend.

It was after ten o’clock now. The holi-
day crowds were at their most dense
and dizziest flow. As Cory drove through
town toward Andy Laggard’s shooting
gallerv he wondered if the kids out at
the orphanage would be in bed. They
probably would be. But he guessed as it
waz Christmas Eve they wouldn’t be
agleep.

The shooting gallery was closed. He’d
expected it would be. There was a light
Lburning above the shooting range. He
Jeft the coupé and walked over to a
window. For a long minute he stood
counting the guns on the rifle rack. He'd
counted them before. There’d always
heen twenty-one. Now there were twenty,
He counted them a second time to make
sure, then returned to his car.

He drove two blocks uptown, parked,
and went inte a newsstand phone booth,
JIe dialed Dr. Tomsen’s home number.
Olun Tomsen answered the phone.

He said, “This is Cory. I'd like you to
join me on a little trip. It won’t be for
long. It might help things along consid-
erably.”

“Very well,”” said young Tomsen.
“Anything to oblige.”

Cory said, “I'll drive past your place
in half an hour. You be out front and
'l pick you up. If you can manage it,
don't let yvour father know you’re away
from the house.”

Back in his car, Cory removed the
three newspapers he’'d taken from the

salvage bundle from his pocket, unfolded
them, and closely examined the contents
of three moneyless men’s billfolds he'd
found concealed within their pages.

One of the billfolds held a much-
handled letter, He'd glanced over this
letter back at Rilay’s rooming house..

* Now, using his flashlight, he read it

carefully.

He glanced at his watch when he’d fin-
ished reading, then put newspapers and
billfolds in his overcoat pocket. He held
the starter down for a long time before
the motor sparked. When it took he
sighed heavily, clumsily maneuvering
the coupé into the slow lane of traffic
Deep in thought he drove toward Dr.
Tomsen's home.

AFTER Olun Tomsen had settled him-

self in the seat beside Cory he lit a
cigarette and said, “Where are we going,
if it isn’t an official secret?”

“To the orphanage.,” mumbled Cor:.

“To the orphanage! Why?”

Cory drew a long breath and wished he
might have the consolation of his stogie
stump. Brt his kind of smoking was
unmanageable while driving. ‘“Some
vears back you married a girl by the
name of Rose Rilay,” he said.

“Which is common knowledge. We're
divorced  now,” said Tomsen.

“A few months later yow went into
the Navy.”

‘lYes.’)

“A few months after that yonr wife
had a son.”

“A son How do you—*
words died of astonishment.

“You never knew?”

“NO."

“You had a letter from your ex-wife
not long ago. She gave an address in
this town. She’d come here, maybe hop-
ing to get in touch with you. Why didn’t
you go to her?”

“Father went to see her. He asked
me not to, said she was living a kind
of life I wouldn’t want to see. She
didn't mention in the letter that she’d
had a child.”

“You usually do pretty nearly as your
father wants, eh?” said Cory.

“Pretty nearly, not always. He's been
good to me.”

Suddenly, following a short pause,
Cory said, “Why did your wife leave
you?"”

“I don’t mind telling,” said Tomsern.
“While I was in the Navy my father
visited her and somehow found out that
her father was serving time in prison on
a larceny charge. I guess he asked her
some personal questions. They quarreled.
She was always too hot-headed. too in-

Tomsen’s
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the movmg belt until & dozen tuyrois were
valved in advance. That woeuld give him
another breathing epell, more iime to
think about the menace ¢ Ben Kclsey.

He returned to his chair and glanced
at the clock above the bench. It was 7:30.
He saw the motion over his head, but not
n time to move. The sickening thud scat-
tered eolored lights throngh bis Lead,
then the night eloeed In .

WHEN Earl Pannir firally opened

pain-bleared eyes, he had a bad
scare, The face that swam above him,
slowly blurring and diasolving, suddenly
came into elean focus. It was Ber Kclsey.
Fannin twisted againet the fioor, tried to
scream.

Hands clutched at him, more hands
ihan could belong to Kelsey or any other
one man. A volce said, *Take it easy,
1ad.” The smell of whisky was suddenly
raw im his npostrils. He felt the stuff
‘burning his mouth, dribbling on his chin.

“Don’t Jet him get me!™ he tried to
scream, but with his mouth full of liquor
he only produced a ehoking gurgle that
nobody understood. A minute later he
was glad of that, because his ideas were
beginning to straighten out. Kelsey
hadn’t done anything to him; his broad
{ace showed too mueh sympathetic eon-
gern. The other men were too quiet and
subdued, like they’d witnessed an acci-
dent rather than a fight,

The pink Iaec of the eompany doctor
tame into view, "You ve had a nasty
‘whack, boy, but you're going to be all
right. No cause for worry. Ycu've got a
good thiek skull.”

A little later the doctor left. Whitey
Dunn, the foreman, sent the other men
back to their jobs. Only Ben Kelsey and
the foreman remained in the room with
Fannin.

“It was the drill press,” Dunn was ex-
plaining. “We should have pulled it out
of here when we tore down the last job,
before we started on these supercharger
parts. IUs a freak anyway, with that out-
size control arm. What happened, the
bolt came loose that was holding the arm
ap out of the way. Vibration must've
done it. The thing eaught you sgusare
across the head.”

Ben Kelsey smiled wrily at Fannin.
“Lucky thing I wasn’t supposed to start
work ioday. You got good solid bone
there to take the wallop. Bot me, with a
shrapnel groove in my skull-—”

Fannin feit the odd twist in kis stom-
ach then. He stared with sirange intent-
ness at the returned eoldier. “When you
starting, Ben 7"

The uniformed plant policeman came
¥n, imterrupting the talk. He handed s

sneet of ruled papw w Whitey Dunn.
““Guess that covers i, Whitey, except for
the iime the thing happened.”

“7:35,” Dunn said, and tock & penci)
and jotted it down.

Fannin started to corvect him. He
caught himself in time and asked a gues-
tion instead. “How come you know it hap-
pencd at 7:8367”

“Easy. We know the speed of the as-
sembly belt. We know it takes a unit on
that belt exactiy ten minutes to leave the
place where you’re sitting, move through
the vent in the wall, and get to the next
man on the line. It was 7:45 when the
first unit got to him without a valve in
it. So you must have been kayoed exacily
ten minutes before. Follow me?”

Fannin elamped his mouth shut, re-
membering how the clock had stood si
7:30 just before he’d passed out. Dunx
had missed by five full minutes, because
he had no way of knowing that a dozer
turrets had been valved in advance. Five
minutes: ample time to be somewhere
else and have an airtight alibi rigged up.

The blood was surging through his
eardrums when, a few moments later, at
8:00 P.M., he quit as usual and harried
away from Building Six. He headed for
Schultz’s place, a block down from the
plant, thinking of Eileen Kelsey and how
easily now he eould have her for himself.
for keeps. How easily he could avoid that
unpleasant showdown with her husband.

At Schultz’s he had two quick shots of
rye to quench the feverish jitters throb-
bing within him. The idea of murder was
something he’d never contemplated be-
fore.

Onl{ it wouldn™ be murder, he told
himself. Not by any means, Murder was
something you associated with tabloid
newspapers, with fingerprinted guns, and
with poisons the police could trace by
autopsy. This was something else again,
an accident, pure and simple. Neither
clues nor suspicion to arouse the Law.
What had happened accidentally to one
man could happen to another . . .

THE next day, Wednesday, Ben Kelscr

started on the night shift. He came
in to relieve Fannin at eight o’clock.
Men from other parts of the building
started dropping in almost immediately
to say hello and wish hkim luck on the
job, so Fannin did a quick fadeout. The
well-wishers would eomplicate things. To-
morrow night or the one following weuld
be soon enough.

Thursday morning at eleven Fanuir
was jarred Joose of any idea to postpone
the thing further. He was at Schuliz’s
having breakfast and getting his lunch
box maide wn, when Eileen Kelsev came



in, Her yellow hair was unconmibed and
her lipstick was on crooked, as though
she’d applied it ir a hurry.

“Let’s sit in a booth,” she whispered.

Fannin left the counter, frowning. He
guided her to the farthest booth in the
corner. “What's up, Baby?”

“I'm scared, Earl. He came home this
morning and woke me up to ask about
the war bonds and the savings account.
It was still early, because he doesn’t get
home till almost five, and—"

Fannin didn't like the drift of things.
“You what?”

“I tried to put him off, said I was too
slecpy. He wouldn’t have it. Said he’d
been talking to somsbody at the plant
about wives who weren’t saving the
money sent back from overseas. How
they were spending it, and running
around with other men—"

(450?"

“So he made me go get the box I used
to keep the bonds in, and the passbook
for the savings account. It—it was aw-
ful, EarL The way he didn’t say any-
thing for a long time afterward, the
way he just went to the big chair by

the window and sat smoking one ciga- .

rette after another while it was getting
light outside—" .

There was an uncomfortable tightness
fn Fannin’s cheat. “He didn’t—mention
any names?”

“Not exactly, but I think he’s got an
fdea. I went back to bed, but I couldn’t
sleep except for a few minutes at a time.
Once when I opened my eyes he was
standing over me. He asked if I'd been
running around with one of the boys
at the plant. I said no, and he told me
not to ﬁe. He said he’d find out sooner
or later if it was true—"

Abruptly, Fannin swung from the
Dooth, feeling cold inside. Kelsey was
caiching on too fast. “Gotta be getting
te work,” he said thickly. “See you later.”

He dropped past his room for the pair
of pigskin gloves he’d bought last winter.
At the plant, in a salvage bin behind the
locker room, he found a six-inch length
of lead pipe. He put it in his lunch box.
Then he checked in at Building Six to
sweat out the longest day of his life.

Ben Kelsey relieved him promptly at
8:00, for which he was grateful. He left
in a hurry, purposely forgetting the
lunch box. Outside, the deepening blue
haze of dust was settling over the fac-
tory grounds. He went to the outer gate
and chatted a while with the plant po-
liceman there, until he saw Whitey Dunn
making his final round of the buildings.
This was the moment he’d been waiting
for.

“Hey, Whitey!” he called, and cut back
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to meet him in front of Building Six.
“How’s about a beer?”

Dunn looked at him quizzieally. “Little
la.te?,for you to be around, isn’t it, Fan-
nin ?”

“Yeah, Started home and thea had to
come back. Forgot my lunch box, What
time is it, anyway?”

Whitey Dunn pulled out his watch and
looked down his nose at it. “Eight fif-
teen. Time I was getting out of here
myself.”

“Wait a minute for me,” Fannin said.
“I'll buy you a beer.” .

“Just one,” the foreman said. “But
you’ll have to hurry.”

Fannin didn’t need to be told to hurry.
His heart was thumping as he entered
the narrow room and heard the door
close behind him. “Forgot something,” he
explained to Kelsey. “Had to come back.”

Kelsey nodded over his shoulder, in-
tent on his work. Fannin put on his
gloves. “Ben, I tried a new way of do-
ing that today. It works fine. Let me
show you.”

Before the other could answer, Fan-
nin had scooped a handful of valves from
the bin and was screwing them into the
turrets, working back along' the belt at
top speed. When he’d finished twelve of
them he stooped under the bench and
E%ok the length of pipe from the lunch

X.

Kelsey never had a chance to realize
what was happening, He got his arm
up in a startled attempt te guard his
head, but the pipe slugged down with
crushing force. A strangled cry died on
his lips. He slumped limply forward.

ANNIN replaced the pipe in the lunch

box. Quickly, he loosened the bolt that
held the arm of the drill press in place.
He let it fall, then moved Kelsey so his
head was nestling against it. He stuffed
the gloves in his pocket, picked up the
lunch box, and went out to meet Whitey
Dunn.

The Naval Observatory clock at
Schultz’s said 8:20 when they got there.
Dunn performed his wusual ritual of
checking his watch by it, which saved
Fannin the trouble of calling the time
to his attention. Fannin was in the clear
now. At this precise moment, the last
of the valved turrets was crawling past
Kelsey’s inert body. The police could
scrape for clues all they wanted to, but
they’d have to conclude Kelsey had been
alive until 8:20.

It was eleven minutes later that the
alarm bell started clanging down at the
plant. Whitey Dunn shoved away from
the bar and headed out the door on the
run. Fannin sprinted after him and, at
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That got me, hearing my name. I
straightened up again, leaned dazedly
against the railing. Hell, she must've
thought I was going to jump! She clung
to my arm, trembling, pale. Then she
fainted.

1 stared down at her stupidly. I was
weak, sick, But I couldn’t let her lie
ihere. I don’t kmow how I managed it,
but we were in the ear finally, when she
came to.

She shuddered and said in a strained
voice, “Couldn’t—couldn’t we go some-
place where we can talk?! It’s so cold
here.”

1 just nodded, too confused to under-
stand or care.

We found a coffee spot nearby. I hesi-
iated at the door. I hadn’t shaved for
days and my clothes were a sodden mess.
But she had me by the arm.

The first thing I smelled was coffee
and my stomach began to growl. We went
bhack to a booth in the rear.

“Coffee,” the girl ordered. She glanced
at me. “Black—and a bowl of soup.”

My eyes went to her face. She was
dark and intense. Not pretty in a pin-up
fashion, but alive and disturbing.
Damned disturbing.

She seemed to have gotten hold of
nherself. Her voice was calm, steady. She
said, “I'm Betty Reckard.”

The waitress had put the soup in
front of me, and I suddenly remembered
that I hadn’t eaten since I started drink-
ing. But I didn’t touch . T just stared
at her.

“Reckard?” 1 said hoarcely.

She nodded.

“The daughter of that—"

She winced, but her eyes held mine
squarely. ‘The daughter of your old
boss.” She paused. “Dad fired you because
of me, not because of the libel suit. I
found that out today. I've been searching
for you since. I trailed you from the last
tavern, saw you head for the bridge.”

1 started to get up. “I’ve had my fill
of your family.”

Her eyes flashed just a .irifle, and 1
sat down again. One bit of exhibitionism
was enough for one evening. I said.
“What do you want from me?”

“First of all, faith.”

1 ijaughed at that. “I had it on the
battlefields, before I eame to this town.”

“Maybe I'd better hear your c=tery
first,” she said calmly.
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TOLD her. 1 don’t krow why. 1 was

still a little druink and plenty bitfer.
It helped to talk. I told her how 1'd cor
to this rotten town, just a hopeful vet
with a flair for putting words together:
how I'd landed with her dad’s paper.

“In a few months I was right up
there,”” I said. ““The young crusader. Well.
1 guess you know Kurman as well as |
do, how he runs practieally everythiny
in {own.”

She nodded.

“Nobody could ever pin a thing on
him, but I really worked, never less than
twelve hours & day. And in six months,
I had a case, air-tight, foolproof. I took
{t to your dad, every bit of evidence. He
turned it over to Lawton. And we began
our series on Kurman.”

The gir] nodded. “And he sued for
Hbel.”

“Sure. Just the thing he wanted. We
went to ecourt with our evidence, my
evidence.”

“And you lost.”

“We lost, Lawton bungled #t. I was
fired, washed wp in the newspaper game.
Then I went on a drunk, my first.”

She said, “And tonight—>

“Tonight I didn’t care what happened.
1 was ready to drop the whole stinking
mess and go into some business with a
future. But I guess it was the MHquor.”

“You’ve work to do now,” she said.

I started to object, but she silenced me.
“Dad has more physical eourage than
any man I know. But he was afraid of
Kurman because Kurman’s thugs threat-
ened to get me If he didn’t blackball you.
That’s one place Dad can’t take it.”

“And what about the evidence?”

“Lawton’s office was ransacked, the
ineriminating material stolen.”

“Tt’s a good yarm, even if it isn’t true,”
I said bitterly. “So now what?”

“Dad wants to see you. To apologize—
and to ask you to come back to your jobh
and try again.”

1 looked at her and began to regain
some of my faith in humanity. “That
would be your work,” I said.

“Maybe.” Her smile gave me a lift.

1 went to work on my soup then. Alsc
a hot beef sandwich and about a gallon
of hlack coffee. I felt like a man again
when we got up to leave, even if 1 didn’t
look like one.

Outride, as the coupé swung away
frem the curb, T caught a glimpse of s
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I told him, “don’t forget to ask for
Vaughn. He knows me well.”

He wag trembling, his face whiic.
“What’s the game?” he snarled. I reached
over, jerked him close with one hand.
relieved him of his gun with the other.
Then I slapped him again. He whimpered
in impotent rage.

“All I want from you is information,”
I snapped.

He swore.

I said, “You have a very narrow fore-
head, but not too narrow for a bullet
hole.” The little .32 was bulging in my
pocket. He quieted down then.

“Last night, when I drove home with
Miss Reckard, you tailed us in your cay.
Why ?”?

“You’re nuts,” he said,

This time I hit him with my fist. H¢
slammed up against the wall and hi¢
head bounced off the edge of one of the
shelves., He slumped to the floor, blood
trickling from a corner of his moutk.
I had a hunch,

I stepped into the back room. It was
quite an arsenal, cluttered with guns and
ammunition of all kinds. Then I spotted
the rifle in a vise. He’d been working on
it when I came in, The barrel had been
sawed off. He’'d just started to drill intc
the rifling.

I examined it closely and my heart
skipped a beat. It was a .30-30!

Bonzelli stirred as I returned. My
hand gripped the .32 in my pocket. I ha¢
all T could do to keep from shooting the
little rat.

“So you killed Reckard?” I snapped.
“And now you were going to destroy
the gun.”

He shook his head, his eyes on my
right hand.

“Reckard was my friend,” I said, pull-
ing the gun from my pocket. “Rubbing
you out will be a pleasure.”

His rage had turned to terror. “No!”
he squealed. ‘A guy brought it in, toll
me to junk it. It was a job.”

“Who?”

“I don’t know. Never saw him before.”

I pulled the hammer back and aimed
the gun in a line between his eyes. 1
tried my best to look like a 1ruthless
executioner, I didn’t have to think very
far back to make my act convincing. It
worked.

“Sloan,” the little rat gasped.

I nodded and lowered my gun. The an-
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1t was Sam Dallas. And someone else,
a thin hard-bitten gent, They stepped in,
and their guns looked deadly.

“My pal here is a Fed.” Sam nodded
toward the thin man., “We didn’'t want
Joo to be alone. We got here in time to
hear the conversation.” He glanced at
Sloan. “The prints on that gus are yours,
all right,”

The boys gave up then, and Sam
ghackled them together. He picked up
the little .32 Colt.

“T guess you won’t be needing this any
more, Joe.”

Jut T wasn’t so sure. The pictare had
a flaw, Kurman killed by Vaughn, Why?
To frame me? Not by killing the hoss.
Avnd neither Vaughn nor Sloan looked
toe worried. Someone else was back of
thin; someone big.

I turned to Sam. “Did you tell Vaughn
1 was coming here?”

Yle shook his head. “Of course not,
Joe. T told you once before that Vaughn
didn't run the department.”

I had the answer then. “The gun—
' be needing it, Sam.”

e looked puzzled.

“Trust me,” I urged. “You're doing

awell, They’ll have to appoint you chief |

when this is over.”

I made the clunk boil on the way back
{0 town., There were only three people
who knew I was going oat to Kurman’s,
And Sam hadn't told.

I pulled up before the towering tene-
ment house fifteen minutes later, After
checking the directory, T went up on the
automatic elevator to the ninth floor. My
mind was working all the while, I tried
to plan some approaeh, something that
would trap him into a confession. A
direct accusation would be futile because
I liad absolutely no proof. AU I had was
my own belief in his guilt.

i knocked on the door of 912,

It opcned. Lawton stood there in a
dressing gown. His eyes widened and a
shadow flicked across his face. “What's
happened, Sears?”

“Kurman hae been killed,” 1 said.

1 eomld have sworn that Ius look of
suprise was feipmed. ke motioned me
. I had my band in my pocket, around
the butt of the gun. He waved me ¢to
8. chair,

“Perhaps,” he said, “it’s Detter than
trying to get him to court again., Did
.you do it?”
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