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FEAROUBLE-
“H> SHOOTER Steve
Craig followed a movie sei
cut to location—to play the
lead in a suicide scenario.

CHAPTER I



By
James A. Kirch

Author of “Corpse of Honor”
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By Harold F. Sorensen

Author of “Homicide Demon,” etc,
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up his face. “I don’t know what the
hell way to talk to you guys, you and
Jake, you....”

Keating grinned wryly. “It’s okay.
I got to be going, Giles is a tough
man. If he wants this fight thrown,
big money is involved. And Jake is
sticking his neck out, putting pres-
sure on Giles. There’s—"” Keating
stopped, indicated the ring. “Better
go into your routine. Jake will be
counting on you to win. Right now
Jake is out gambling his life, to pro-
tect your right to fight your best.”

“You bet!” Plummer bustled about,
raised his voice and shouted ener-
getically for his helpers.

Keating got out. It looked like
Plummer was going to give himself
a workout, and that was all right.
Plummer was not trained to such a
fine edge that he would go stale. Stall-
ing around thinking of Giles was the
worst thing Plummer could do.

Flying back down the road, with
the needle sticking over the sixty-five
mark, Keating chafed. It was a lot
faster than he had driven on the way
up, when the sense of speed had
elated him, but he felt that the car
was now merely rolling. The neces-
sity of dropping to thirty miles an
hour when he got into the city was
almost enough to make him abandon
the car and walk.

HT EATING tried all the places. He
A was looking for Jake, but he
didn’t care much if he didn’t locate
Jake if he could just get some assur-
ance that Jake and Giles hadn’t
clashed yet. The hands got around to
the three o’clock mark before Keating
worked down to a lay-off joint behind
a cigar store, and found Giles.

“Listen, chump,” Giles snarled at
an overture for conversation. “I'm
pvlaying them close—this is money
I’'m losing.”

Keating nodded and waited for him
to lose some more, Alfred Giles in a
hole-in-the-wall joint like this spelled
out that Giles was avoiding his usual
haunts where he played it in grands
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on the nose, grandly, instead of tens
and twenties anxiously wagered on
place or show.

A big man, dressed in the height
of almost ostentatious fashion, Giles
held a racing form in trembling hands
and listened to race results with a
face that became a deeper and deeper
red. Keating knew that after a while
the color would recede, leaving Giles’
face pasty. Giles’ shrewd eyes were
blurred, he stared at familiar objects
as though he had never seen their
like.

Keating knew the symptoms. Giles
considered himself big, Giles had the
idea that the world was in its condi-
tion because of what Giles had done
to make it that way. The first shock of
feeling the current running against
him was enough to do anything to a
guy like Giles.

Figuring all the time that he was
on the inside, pulling the strings,
Gileg’ sort always ran against a com-
bination of men and circumstances
that licked him, and the frenzy of
losing bets, of being opposed, was
as incredible as though a table start-
ed to walk on its own legs.

The consternation wasu’t in losing
the money, but in the terrible fear
that all personal power had heen lost.
There’s nothing that sounds so hol-
low and mocking as “There’s plenty
more where that came from,” when
the speaker no longer believes there is.

Giles got up unsteadily. He put a
hand over his eyes, quickly slapped
it to the table to steady him-
self, and bewilderedly rubbed his
face with his other hand. With a
rolling gait, Giles left the room with
its dense clouds of smoke, black-
boards, muttering radios, and men
with shades hiding their eyes, and
nothing hiding the grins on their
crooked mean mouths once Giies’ back
was turned.

Keating heard the mutters:

“He took a cleaning. And don’t
think he can afford it, either. He had
it coming. . . . Yeah, the lousy son
...thought he was....”

















































































Eddie Foster made
good in the big city
—in a bad way.

By Paul Adams

Auilior of “Mausoleum Mission,” etc.

MISSING

FOSTER, EDDIE. Age 22, five
fect, mine tnches tall, weighs
about one hundred and fifty
pounds. Blue eyes, brown hair.
Slender scar across left iwrist.
Please coiite home, Eddie. Moth-
er is il, she needs you. We all
miss you. LEwmily 18 watting.
Marguerite, Vidaliz, La.

—AOR A LONG minute the boy sat
i«é motionless on the edge of his
. bed. He read the notice again
sud again. His mother sick, Emily—
waiting.

53

A sudden deep yearning for all
that he had left filled him. The quiet,
the eternal, blessed quiet Cotton fields
like a great white carpet spread be-
fore the setting sun. The distant
crooning of a darky laborer ambling
slowly across a field to—home. And
one by one, as the purple in the sky
deepened, the lights of Natchez,
across the river, peeping out, blink-
ing unsteadily.

He was heartsore, homesick. He
wanted more than anything to sit
again upon the rambling levee, Emily
at his side, watching the lights oi"
Natehez twinkle across at them






































































































“vou're not feolin’ us. Next time, the
smavtest mouthniece in the world
won’t spring you. You're going to
register up at the Big House—perma-
nent.”

“Sez you, Inspector ?”
derisively.

“Sez me,” roared Hale. “Call your-
self slick—a dumb hood like you!
Get this, Valetti. You’re just a gat
plus an empty noodle. The only thing
slick about you is that greased hair.
And the only way for you to come out
on top is to grow bald-headed. Hah-
Lia-ha!” The inspector threw back his
big head and laughed offensively.

FFat hippo! Even now at the mem-
ory of that insulting guffaw, the
crook’s face paled and his small eyes
glinted. Well, tonight Hale would
laugh out the other side of his mouth.
Slick had been plenty smart when he
selected Pierre Baudet as his next
victim.

The senior partner of Baudet and
Company, Gem Importers, was old,
rich and a bachelor. Instead, however,
of enjoying his money and life, Pierre
Baudet had but one passion—dia-
monds! The old gent insisted on ex-
amining all sparklers shipped his
firm, from abroad, personally. And,
what was more to the point, he select-
ed the best stones from each new
consignment and carried them home
to study and grade.

Soft, eh? While the world at large
believed all Baudet gems to be secure-
iy locked in their burglar-proof
vaults, this poor sap had paraded
around, for years, with a fortune in
his pockets. Well, those promenading
days were over for jeweler Baudet.
Slick Valetti would see to that.

Only this morning, the crook had
received his long awaited tip: a fresh
shipment of diamonds newly arrived
from Amsterdam. Even now Pierre
Baudet was sorting the rocks in his
ofiice, and tonight, according to his
custom, he would drag home the
cream of the lot.

Slick’s tongue darted avidly over
dry lips. Complacently, he settled the

lick grinned
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pinch-tailored lavender coat upon his
narrow shoulders and fluiffed a re-
splendent purple tie. Here was ripe
fruit begging to be picked.

8 T nine-thirty that night Slick Va-
letti dropped unobtrusively
from a trolley car, and stared with
approval at the slumbering residen-
tial district in which he found him-
self. The old-fashioned house in which
Pierre Baudet and his lone man-serv-
ant had lived for thirty years, lay
but two blocks away.

Slick lit a cigarette, fanned his
lungs, and sauntered slowly down a
tree-shaded street. In five minutes
the beat cop would have made his
round past the jeweler’s place. Tima
enough after that to force entranca
and wait the arrival of his man. As
for the old gent’s butler, he was only
a doddering wreck in his seventies—
any guy could handle him.

Slick stepped into action when the
illuminated dial of his wrist watch
showed 9:35. Eagerly he yanked his
gray cap down over his nose and
turned his ulster up close about his
ears. Then, with swift, feline steps he
streaked toward the Baudet home.

The big house lay in the center of
a spacious lawn, the terminus of an
hedge-lined driveway. Slick had
studied the place too often to hesitate
now. He darted furtively along the
lines of shrubbery until he gained a
broad veranda and cat-footed up its
steps to a pair of long French win-
dows. Before these he crouched and
peered stealthily within. Cripes, what
a layout!

Sheen of russet velvet and mel-
low glow of bronze lamwps. Firelight
dancing on soft rugs and silver can-
delabra. Rows of red-brown book:;
a cavved desk. its polished surface
reflecting the graceful lines of a Chi-
nese bowl. From within, a clo2k,
chiming the quarter hour, warned
Slick to hurry. At ten sharp old Bau-
det was due to arrive.

Hastily, the crook removed the jim-
my from his pocket and pried at the












By Eric Lenrozx

Author of “Killer of the Cragland,” ete.
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“I'm playving in the Limousine
Lady, the musical comedy at the Al-
toona Theatre. Ym one of the Four
Hoofing Sailors, a dance act which is
on for fifteen minutes—from nine-
thirty to nine-forty-five. Last night
after the show I dropped into the
restaurant next to the theatre for cof-
fee and pie. It takes me a little time
to get back into my street clothes, so
I should say I entered the restaurant
at about ten-thirty. Watwood came in
while I was there and we came home
together at eleven.”

“What room do you occepy?”’

“The one above this «ie.”

That was all for Gene Miner.

HE FOURTH and last boarder

brought in was Billy Watwood,
a tall, corpulent chap with a round
face, brown hair and extraordinarily
large eyes which were slightly bulg-
ing. This defect was by no means dis-
figuring; in fact, Watwood’s was the
pleasantest face in the house.

“I’'m on the program of the Roxa-
mount this week,” he stated, in answer
to Kettle’s questions, “Me’n Miss
Stone. Watwood and Stone, rapid-fire
patter and songs, that’s us. We’re the
best team in vaud, we admit it, and
on the strength of our showing at the
Rox, we've just received twenty
weeks’ booking. We hit the trail in
two weeks and before we do, we're
Mr. and Mrs. Me, I get all the
breaks.”

“What time does your act go on?”

“At nicht? From nine-ten to nine-
thirty-five. Last night I saw Miss
Stone to her home before dropping
into the cat place where I met Miner.
I came home with him.”

Kettie dismissed him.

Inspector Baldock then led Doctor
Kettle up inwo DBraxton Hewett’s
room on the second floor. A uniformed
officer was seated on a chair in the
hall near the door.

The bed, Doctor Kettie noted, had
not been slept in. Contents of the
dresser, desk and bureau drawers
were scattered about on the floor. A
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small clock had toppled off the
dresser; it lay face up, its hands in-
dicating eight-fourteen.

“Now observe,” Baldock pointed
out, “that Hewett is lying on the floor
in the centre of the room. There’s a
splotch over his left temple where he
was shot. His hat still partly covers
his head, he has on his overcoat and
its collar is still buttoned around his
neck. To his right, his cane is lying.

“On the floor near his left hand is
the bag of fruit, some of which has
spilled out. Now we have the word of
three men—Miner, Janson and Wat-
wood—that Hewett entered a fruit
shop three blocks from here at eight
last evening. But that wasn’t good
enough for me. I checked up at the
fruiterer’s. He told me Hewett was
there last night at that time, that he
is a regular customer, and that he
knows Hewett well.

“Figure it out yourself. Hewett en-
ters a fruit store at eight, spends a
few minutes making a purchase and
then walks home three blocks. How
much time elapses? About fifteen
minutes. And that’s why I believe the
clock!”

“What happened? Somebody was
eyeing this joint: somebody saw the
landlady and the five boarders go out.
He knew then that the house was
cmpty. He came in—with a skeleton
key, probably.

“But Hewett returned home im-
mediately after buying the fruit. He
caught the intruder in his room, and
was shot. The landlady has given me
a partial list of jewels she knew
Hewett had and which are miss-
1ng‘—”

“Yes, it all matches perfectly,”
agrecd Kettle. He had cpened his
medical case and drawn cut some in-
struments. ‘“Has the body been
touched 7

“It has not. I leave them as I find
them for you as often as possibie.”

7 ETTLE and Baldock lifted the
. bedy on the bed. Doctor Kettle

then removed the overcoat and hat
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“All right,” laughed Doctor Kettle,
“you’re excused, Mr. Walwood. May
you continue to knock your audiences
for loops and may your givl never lose
you. I'm just a littie playful, and I've
used you to trick the real culprit. The
green-backed card is lying in front of
Mr. Miner and he is the murderer. Mr.
Miner, we have you. You have per-
mitted me to accuse Watwood when
all the time—"

“T knew all the time the green-
backed card was in front of me,” in-
terrupted Miner, aggressively, ‘I
didn’t say anything because when you
asked me privately to play cards, you
said that something strange might
happen but that I was to affect not
to notice it.”

“Hm,” mused Kettle, “then you can
say truthfully that you were aware
that a green-backed card was dealt to
you from a red-backed deck?”’

“I was, and am aware that my hole
card is a green-backed card,” declared
Miner, emphatically.

“That’s all, gentlemen,” said Doc-
tor Kettle.

Val Janson stirred uneasily in his
chair. “I’'m afraid, Miner,” he said,
“that youw’ll never wriggle out of it
now. You see, the green-backed card
is lying in front of mel!”

HERE WAS a moment’s terrible

silence. Suddenly the table was
thrust violently forward. Miner
leaped to his feet and dashed through
the door. But he had forgotten the
patrolman whom Kettle had stationed
in the hall for just this emergency.

Those in the sitting room heard the
sounds of a brief, furious struggle. A
few minutes later the handcuffed man
was sobbing out his confession.

He told everything. Nine years pre-
viously, he had killed a man in St.
Paul. He fled the country, going to
Italy. Here he put on considerable
weight and had a cast removed from
his left eye. (This operation had noth-
ing to do with his color blindness.)
Returning to New York after six
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