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the whole laboratory seemed to

shake. The explosion threw
Shayne against a hard lab bench.
Gentry vanished. Red lights

flashed behind the detective’s
eyes. Holding hard to the bench
Shayne did not fall down. His
head cleared, and he saw Will
Gentry lying on the floor, sprawled
across the cursing figure of the
M.E.

One policeman was bleeding.
Six others lay on the floor. Tim
Rourke was just getting to his feet.
He looked dazed. He was swaying
unsteadily and blood was trickling
from a small gash at the side of
his face.

Shayne lurched toward the
prone figure of Will Gentry. The
redhead’s big frame still shook
from the force of the explosion.
As Shayne reached the police
chief, Gentry swore volubly and
angrily struggled to a sitting posi-
tion.

All through the large room bad-
ly shaken men were getting back
to their feet. No one scemed seri-
ously hurt. And Shayne remem-
bered Dr. Reuben Morris. He
whirled to find the Doctor. Morris
was on the floor, moving and sit-

ting up. Beyond the Doctor, all

the way across the laboratory, a
hooded workbench used for dan-
gerous chemicals had been blown
apart. The glass door of the en-
closed hood hung shattered.
Shayne checked Dr. Morris.
The Doctor was unhurt, only the

wind knocked out of him. Shayne
went to help up Tim Rourke. The
lanky reporter had been cut when
his head struck the cornmer of a
workbench. The policeman who
was bleeding was the only other
casualty and he had only cut his
hand on a glass beaker as he fell.
Gentry checked everyone. No one
was hurt by the explosion.

“Pretty lucky,” the Chief of Po-
lice said. “Fortunately, none of us
were near that hood when it went
off.”

“Real lucky,” Shayne agreed.
He turned to Doctor Morris,
“What was it? You certainly must
know.”

Morris was examining the shat-
tered work area. “Sodium perox-
ide. We use it in our work and it
could have been an accident. With
all this on my mind, I could have
made an error earlier.”"

“You believe that?”
asked.

“No,” Dr. Morris said.

“Could it have becn tampered
with?”

“It looks that way, Shayne,”
the Doctor conceded.

“Is there any way to time an
explosion like that?”

The Doctor nodded. “A chemist
could, probably. It’s a miracle we
weren’t near it. If Chief Gentry
had left two minutes earlier, I
could have been back at work
right next to it.” :

They all looked at what was
left of the work-area.

Shayne
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IT WAS DARK outside when Dr.
Reuben Morris finished his story.
Shayne slumped his big frame low
in a lab chair. Tim Rourke swore
softly. “And that guy Carson calls
himself a reporter! You know,
Mike, I'd like to get my hands on
him alone.”

Shayne said, “All right, Dr.
Morris, let’s see if I've got it all
straight. You’ve bcen working on
this new drug for ten years. It’s
all ready to use. but it hasn’t been
tested. In fact, no one except you
and Horace Latimer knew any
thing about the formula or what
you’re pretty sure it will accom-
plish. But you have to make peri-
odic progress reports to your com-
pany, so a great many people were
aware that you were working on it,
and that it was close to being
ready. Right?”

“That’s about it,” Dr. Morris
said. “Within the company, most
executives knew it was in the final
test stage. I didn’t think anyone
outside the company knew much
about the detailed, step-by-step
progress I've made so far. I did
mention it, however, in a talk I
gave a year or so ago at a medical
convention.”

“Someone  obviously  knew
about it,” Shayne said. “How long
then before it will be ready?”

“Three years, perhaps more.”

“That long?”

“Medicine takes time, Shayne.

I couldn’t even be sure it would
ever work.”

Tim Rourke said, “You mean
after all those years it could turn
out to be a bust?” '

“That’s right, Mr. Rourke—a
complete failure. Human testing is
the critical factor.”

“All right,” Shayne said. “So
then this reporter got on to the
story.”

“Frank Carson,” Rourke said.
“He used to be a first-rate man,
by-lines and the works, up in
New York. He got into trouble
with a story about ten years ago
and no big town paper would
touch him. He’s been working in
Florida ever since on a small daily
upstate.”

“You think he's behind all
this?’ Shayne asked.

Dr. Morris shrugged. “All 1

”
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know is that he phoned me about
a month ago. He said he’d heard
of the drug and two women in his
community were on the verge of
death. He wanted me to attempt
to save them by using the drug ex-
perimentally.

“I turned him down, of course.
After that he started writing those
stories. He succeeded in making
people think I could save them.
He made the husbands of those
two women feel I was a murderer.
A man like that should be put
away. I have too much important
work to do.”

The Doctor’s thin face was an-
gry. “All those slanderous news-
paper stories, the publicity. How
can I do my work with so much
furor? Do they think I deliberately
let those women die? I have to
think of millions of people, not
just one or two. My work is vital.
Twenty years ago I found a mir-
acle drug, it worked. All I ask is to
be given the time to find ano-
other.”

Shayne waited until Dr. Morris
had calmed down, and then said,
“Why couldn’t you have let those
women have the drug? There was
no hope for them otherwise.”

The Doctor swung around in
his chair to face the windows and
the darkness outside. For a full
minute there was silence in the
room. When he swung back to
face Shayne his expression was

grim.
“‘I'll tell you exactly what I

told Carson,” he said. “We have
the drug. We've synthesized it
and tested it on rats and monkeys.
It seems to work on the animals.
But that is all we know with any
certainty.

“If we used it now on human
beings, anything could happen.
Anything! They could linger hor-
ribly. They could become insane,
or helpless, life-long cripples.
Even if the Government would
allow us to use it, even with per-
mission from the patient, I would-
n’t take so great a risk. I couldn’t.
It could set back our work ten
years.”

“All right,” Shayne said. “We’'ve
got Frank Carson as a possible
killer. Who else?”

“The two husbands,” said Tim
Rourke. “A lot of people read
those stories, but only those two
from Carson’s town got mad
enough to threaten. At least as
far as we know.”

“They threatened Dr. Morris
publicly?”

Tim Rourke nodded. ‘“Publicly
—and in a pretty violent way.”

And Dr. Morris burst out:
“You've got to find him, Shayne,
and stop all this! I have important
work to do, but I can’t work at all
when I'm under this kind of
strain.”

The Doctor was shouting now,
and Shayne said quietly, “I'll do
the best I can.”

Dr. Morris suddenly calmed.
“I know you will, Shayne. I like
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your style. With you on the job,
I think I can carry on.”

“Fine,” said Shayne and stood
up. “Come on, Tim. We've work
to do ourselves. I've a better un-
derstanding now of a few things
that puzzled me.”

Outside the Doctor’s laboratory,
Shayne and Rourke passed the
two uniformed guards, left by Will
Gentry, and walked down the
stairs and out into the Miami
night.

Shayne pulled on his left ear-
icbe. I thisk I'l! have a look at
the room where the shot came
from. And, Tim, check on that
big discovery Morris made twenty
years ago. You never know. The
killer might not have anything to
do with the present drug.”

“Will do, Mike,” the reporter
said. “Just one more thing. I've
heard rumors that someone in
Consolidated was putting pressure
on Morris to get the drug ready
for market as fast as possible.”

“Then you'd better check on
the company’s financial position.
It could pay off.”

“Right,” Rourke said.

Shayne watched Rourke get
into his shabby coupé and drive
away. For another minute he
stood in front of the laboratory
building, white and ghostly in the
night, and tugged hard at his ear-
lobe. Then he turned and strode
across the park-like grounds to-
ward the apartment house, five
hundred yards away.

He cut straight across through
the trees, his mind working over-
time on the problem of protecting
Dr. Reuben Morris from what
could be a few hundred potential
killers.

Shayne saw a sudden face thin
and twisted with bate. He saw the
flash of something coming down
at him through the night air. He
lunged sideways and the club
thudded against his shoulder. He
reached to grapple with the vague
figure in the night, but the force
of the hlow an his shoulder had
him off balance.

The man pushed and Shayne
went over, caromed off a tree, and
his big frame hit the ground hard.
Reaching he caught the attacker’s
ankle and twisted. A howl of pain
rewarded the detective’s efforts.
The club swung again. Shayne
ducked and the heavy weapon
slammed against a tree.

The redhead twisted the at-
tacker’s ankle in his big hand, and
something kicked him in the face.
He felt his lip split but held hard
to the ankle. Then something
harshly smashed against his hand
and he let go, rolled. As he leaped
to his feet the attacker was run-
ning away fast.

Shayne ran after the sound of
heavy breathing and rushing feet.
He crashed through the bushes,
bouncing against unseen trees.
When he burst out of the bushes
onto the lighted street in front of
the apartment building a man was
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“So far the scientist wins,”
Shayne said.

“So far,” Mrs. Foster said.

“You don’t mind if I ask you
where you were yesterday after-
noon, say about four o’clock?”

The woman’s eyes flashed an-
grily. “Yes, Mr. Shayne, I do
mind. But I’ll tell you. I was work-
ing in my office at the laboratory.
Now is that all? I came to let you
know I had nothing to hide, 1 sug-
gest you do your slcuthing down
more fruitful roads!”

The woman stood. A very good
looking woman, Mrs. Foster.
When she stood Mike Shayne de-
cided that she could probably be
Miss Des Moines again any time
she wanted to, and this time she’d
probably win in Florida. Time had
been kind to Mrs. Foster. Time,
or money, or both, and she looked
like a woman who wanted and
needed money very much.

It would not be the first time a
suspect tried to throw him off the
track by appearing to be very co-
operative. Shayne heaved his big
bulk from his chair and smiled
pleasantly at Mrs. Foster.

“l might do that,” he said.
“But I'll be calling on you again,
I expect.”

“Any time,” Mrs. Foster said.
“But I'd suggest you leave your
working clothes in the office when
" you call.”

“I just might do that too,
Shayne said.

“My pleasure,”

kil

Mrs. Foster

said. “Perhaps a boat trip, on my
yacht. It has all you'd need for a
very long trip.”

“Sounds restful,” Shayne said.

When Mrs. Foster had gone,
and Shayne had stopped looking
at where her figure seemed to still
be hovering before his eyes, he
called Tim Rourke. The reporter
was in his office for a change.

Shayne said into the telephone,
“How about that stuff on Morris
and Consolidated?”

“I've got it Mike.”

*“The company?”’

“Bad shape. Lheyve been cov-
ering up, but I'd say they were
close to being on the rocks.”

“That’s about what 1 figured,”
Shayne said, and he told Rourke
about his visit from Mrs. Foster.
“Find out what you can about
Mrs. Foster, and about the Doc-
tor. The way she tells it he’s some-
thing of a spender and man-about-
town in his off time, so maybe
there’s an angle there. I don’t
know why, Tim, but I’ve got a
hunch we might be on the wrong
track.”

“What track should we be on?”

“l dom’t know that yet. But
check into the private lives of
Foster and Morris. Okay?”

“Where’ll I find you?”

“If ’'m not here I'll be over at
Will Gentry’s office,” Shayne said.
And he began to pull his earlobe
alone in the office with the black
telephone in his big hand. “There’s
something about that shooting
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whine. “Don’t hit me, Shayne,
don’t touch me. I'll tell you any-

thing. Who cares anyway, it’s all -

shot to hell.”

“Start telling.”

The eyes of the reporter were
like the eyes of an insane man.
Wild and too bright. “It would
have been my comeback. Damn
him to hell! Ten years I been
waiting for the big break on that
two-bit rag upstate. This story
would have meant New York for
me again. I begged Dr. Morris! I
picaded with him. I told him I'd
make him famous. You know
what he said? He said he was
famous, and didn’t need any as-
sistance from a two-bit reporter!

“I begged him to help that
Halstead dame, and the Brown
dame, too. Not him. He was too
high and mighty! It would’ve been
a miracle, you know? And I would
have had the story. I was going to
sell it to every sheet in the coun-
try. It would’'ve been New York
sure for me! Damn him!”

“So you decided to get even
and kill him? Is that the way it
was?”

But Carson was not listening.
He was off somewhere in the
crazy dream of glory. “I told him
I'd get him. I wrote that last story,
When Is It Murder? Oh, I got him
good. He screamed like a stuck
pig and hollered for the cops and
you. And I'm not finished! When
I get finished he won’t get a jani-
tor’s job. He won’t be safe on the

streets after the story I’'m going to
write.”

Shayne said, “But you couldn’t
wait. You decided to kill him first
and write the really big story af-
terwards. As a confessed murderer
it would get you banner head-
lines.”

This time Carson heard, and
fierce protest flamed in his eyes.
“You can’t pin that on me,
Shayne! Sure, I jumped you, be-
cause I hated your guts when I
heard you was going to help him.
Sure, I’d have been glad if some-
one had done the job for me. It
was my big chance to get back,
and he ruined it. But I didn’t kill
him! I don’t even own a thirty-
thirty.”

“How do you know what cali-
bre the rifle was? It wasn’t in the
paper. The paper just said a rifle
shot.”

“I listened!” the reporter almost
screamed. “Sure, I was there. You
know that. I was on a ladder out-
side the lab window. I heard you
and Gentry talking. I was follow-
ing you. I was going to do a story
about how the big important Doc-
tor was hiring a private shamus .
to protect him. You can’t pin it on
me, Shayne. I’'m in the clear. You
saw me in that lobby. I'm sure of -
it.”

“That was a good hour before
the shooting,” Shayne said grim-
ly. “You had a world of time.”

Carson was sweating in rivers,
the sweat pouring off him and
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door. The only straight chair in
the room was overturned directly
. under the light fixture with the
cut rope still hanging from the fix-
ture.

Shayne smoked and tugged on
his left earlobe. The barren little
room had not been touched. The
bed had been slept in and was
still unmade, and the chair was
just where it should have been for
a suicide. Shayne stood and
climbed on the chair to examine
the rope. The knot was tight, but
not pulled so tight he couldn’t un-
knot it.

By the time Shayne had fin-
ished his cigarette he heard the
snarling voice of Peter Painter
coming down the hall. The dap-
per little Chief of Detectives was
rubbing the pencil mustache on
his face as he came into the room.

It took him only a moment to
grasp the implications of what he
saw. “Friend of yours, peeper?”’
he said, nodding his head to the
body on the bed.

“I loved him like a brother,”
Shayne said. He didn’t like Paint-
er, and Painter didn’t like him. It
was, in the main, a fair and openly
acknowledged antagonism, but
Painter was not incapable of hit-
ting below the belt.

Painter waved his M.E. to the
body, posted a guard on the door,
chased the spectators away, and
turned to Shayne. “Give it to me.”

“Shayne and me figure he was
our killer,” Frank Carson said.

MIKE SHAYNE MYSTERY MAGAZINE

Painter smoothed the lapel of
his neat blue suit. “Who’s your
friend, Shayne?”

“I wouldn’t have him for an
enemy, Painter,” Shayne said.

He began to fill Painter in on
the case so far. Painter listened
carefully, but at the same time his
small eyes were studying the room.
Shayne always admitted that
Painter knew his job most of the
time. When the redhead finished
the story of Dr. Reuben Morris
and his troubles, Painter nodded.

“I know about most of that.
You believe Carson about what
Brown told him?”

“That’s a hard one, Painter,”
Shayne said. “Normally I would-
n’t believe Carson if he said the
Earth was round.”

“A window don’t break after
the bullet goes through,” the Chief
of Detectives said. “Brown had to
be lying. If it’s a suicide it looks
like he did the first killing.”

“Is it suicide?”

“You tell me,” Painter said.

Shayne pulled on his left ear.
“I can’t prove it isn’t. The set-up
is right. The only thing that both-
ers me is the bump on Brown’s
head and the rope. The knot isn’t
tight enough around the fixture. A
guy struggles when he’s choking.”

Painter snapped to his M.E,,
“Any indication that he put up a
fight?”

The M.E. looked up from the
body. “Not that I can see. Looks
like he just strangled in peace
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Brown,” Gentry said. The rugged
face of the Chief of Police was
dark with irritation at the blank
walls they had run into.

“No, but maybe Brown was a
suicide,” Shayne said. “Let’s say
Brown was killed. Why? Was he
lying, and killed for that? Or was
he telling the truth, and killed to
silence him? For that matter,
someone could have put Brown
up to doing the shooting and
killed him later to protect himself.
That would fit Carson. We only
have Carson’s word Brown said
anything about the shooting.

“Then there’s Halstead. He was
there, I tangled with him. Carson
was there. Mrs. Foster was there.
It turns out both Carson and Hal-
stead know enough chemistry,
too. And no one has an alibi for
the time of Brown’s death. To top
it off Tim comes up with a lot
about Dr. Morris we didn’t know.
The guy turns out to be a playboy
after dark, with maybe a hundred
more enemics.”

Tim Rourke stretched his long
legs in front of him where he sat
in the hard chair in the silent of-
fice. “A big spender and big with
the girls. That Mrs. Foster is the
steady, but only the steady. I
never knew he made so much out
of that first discovery. A fortune
and still coming in, some of it.
Who knows, the family of the
other guy could be out to get Mor-
ris still.”

Will Gentry shifted his cold

cigar in his grim mouth. “We
checked that deep. The two of
them worked together on that first
medicine, and when the other
guy died of natural causes, a heart
attack, the Doc split right down
the middle with the dead man’s
family. Morris could have taken
all the loot. There were no papers
to prove the other guy was a part-
ner, but he split right down the

-middle, fifty-fifty. You know, two

men make a discovery and then
one dies and the survivor plays it
real fair. That’s not bad. Twenty
years the Doc’s been playing fair
with the other man’s family.”

Shayne sighed and lit another
cigarette, blowing smoke hard into
the air of the dim office. “So we're
back where we started. And the
killer is still loose to really get Dr.
Morris next time. Damn it, Will,
we’re missing something. I feel it.
What about that room again?”

Gentry shrugged. “We found
the cartridge. No prints on the
window or sill or door except the
super and the agent for the build-
ing. The guy was so careful not
even the dust was touched.”

“There’s something about that
room,” Shayne said, and was
about to add more when the tele-
phone rang.

Gentry picked up the phone.
As the Chief of Police listened his
rugged face darkened and then
suddenly became grim. Gentry
hung up the telephone.

“That’s it, Mike,” he said. “Hal-






24 MIKE SHAYNE MYSTERY MAGAZINE

attack, Dr. Morris? He got the axe
from the fire box here in the hall,
right?”

Dr. Morris turned to talk to
Rourke. Will Gentry was leaving.
Shayne walked after Gentry. The
Chief of Police looked at the red-
head’s grim face. “What’s on your
mind, Mike?”

“It doesn’t fit,” Shayne said.
“A man who sets up a planned
killing with a rifle, and sets up a
chemical explosion, doesn’t switch
to an axe in the open.”

“You never know what a psy-
cho will do,” Gentry said.

“Even a psycho follows a pat-
tern, Will. This doesn’t fit.” And
Shayne froze. Gentry froze. In-
side the laboratory there had been
a small, sharp noise, as if someone
had struck a pane of glass with
something metallic.

Apparently neither Dr. Morris
nor Rourke had heard it, for they
didn’t even look startled. The red-
head motioned Gentry to silence
and stepped to the swinging doors
of the laboratory.

Gentry held a gun right behind
Shayne who pushed the doors
open and moved swiftly and si-
lently into the shadows of the
darkened laboratory. Gentry was
in the shadow on the other side of
the doorway.

In the laboratory there was a
faint stir of movement. Shayne
listened. Seemingly someone had
become alarmed by the intrusion

and was breathing low in the

dark. Ducking low, Shayne crept
through the room in the shelter of
a work bench. Gentry watched
the door behind the red head.

Shayne collided with an impedi-
ment in the dark and swore. The
impediment moved. Shyane saw a
shadow cross the faint light from
the open window. He lunged and
felt soft flesh, thin cotton material,
and realized that he was holding a
woman. She struggled and Shayne
called for lights.

The lights went on. Gentry
stood at the switch with his gun
pointed. In his arms Shayne held
Mrs. Foster, her blonde hair hid-
den under a turban, her voluptu-
ous figure firm in his arms. He re-
leased her and stepped back. The
woman calmly lit a cigarette and
sat on the edge of a work bench.

“You caught me,” Mrs. Foster
said. “You get a gold star.”

Gentry walked from the light
switch. “All right, Mrs. Foster.
What’s the story?”

“Story? What story, Mr. Gen-
try? I own this company. I can go
where I please.”

Shayne said, “In the dark with
gun and flashlight? That bulge
under your dress should be a
thirty-eight Police Special tucked
into your girdle.”

Mrs. Foster bristled. “I never
wear a girdle, Shayne. It's a thir-
ty-eight tucked into my garter
belt. I have a permit.”

“A little target
Shayne said.

practice?”
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“Can I help you, Shayne?”

Mike Shayne turned to see Dr.
Reuben Morris standing in the
center of the laboratory. The Doc-
tor was smiling at him with a puz-
zled expression. And the Doctor’s
eyes were looking at the hole in the
wall the dctective had dug out.

Shayne said, “Why did you do
it, Doc?”

“Do what, Shayne?”

Shayne sighed. “It won't play,
Doc, I know all about it now. That
anonymous letter in Carson’s pos-
scscicn had penicillin on it. The
hole I just found is where the
bullet that killed Latimer really
hit. Carson and Brown were tclling
the truth. The shot never came
from across the street. That’s why
you had to kill Brown. I suppose
you saw him down there. You did-
n't know he had told Carson. You
set up the whole thing to cover up
killing Latimer.

“I think I can guess why. That
first big miracle discovery of yours.
It wasn’t really yours at all, it was
that other guy, the one who died.
He was the real brain and he died
and you took the credit. You’ve
been riding on it ever since. I
guess there isn't even a Product X
at all, or was Horace Latimer your
brain?”

Dr. Reuben Morris laughed, but
his lips were thin and unsmiling.
There was sweat on the Doctor’s
high forehead. “You’re whistling
in the dark, Shayne. Latimer was-
n’'t even a second-rate chemist.

I'm the biggest name in my field.
They’ll laugh at you.”

“Not after I get Gentry to have
your records analyzed. It won’t
take a real scientist five minutes to
find out about Product X, will it?”

And then suddenly Mike
Shayne was staring into the muz-
zle of a high-powered rifle. He
saw the Doctor bend, lift a long
section of the vinyl tile floor, and
come up with the rifle. The tele-
scopic sight and the small opening
of the muzzle scemed as big as
cannons to him.

“You’ll never get away wilh
it.” Shayne said warningly. “Mor-
ris, that cop outside, will be in here
before the echo stopped.”

“Through a locked door?” Dr.
Morris said. “Yes, I locked it. By
the time he gets it open, or I open
it, I'll be screaming murder and
you’ll be dead and this little toy
will be back under the floor. You'’ll
notice the window is open. No one
will think to look for the rifle in
the lab this time any more than
they did last time.”

“You planned this a long time,”
Shayne said.

He talked, his eyes searching for
escape. The nearest work bench
was three feet away. And he was
unarmed. On the bench he saw a
heavy mortar and pestle.

“Latimer must have been bleed-
ing you,” Shayne said.

“The fool took four years to
find out, and then he settled for
peanuts,” Dr. Morris said. “Until
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that stupid Maxine started telling
him how much the formula meant
and he realized he could bleed me
white. . . . Don’t move!”

The detective had taken two
short steps before the Doctor saw
the movement. One lunge and
Shayne would be behind the
bench. He said, “You can’t afford
to miss, Morris. You know that.
One shot, there won’t be time for
two before that cop’s in here. One
shot. You’ve got to make it close.”

“Don’t move!”

And Shayne lunged. He was be-
hind the work bench. Dr. Morris
was running toward the work
bench to get a clear shot. Shayne
reached up, took the heavy ce-
ramic pestle in his big hand, and as
Dr. Morris reached the bench he
threw with all his strength.

The pestle caught the Doctor
full on the arm. The gun fell to the
floor. Shayne took two steps and
hit the Doctor flush on the nose.
The Doctor went down like a tree
falling, blood spurting from his
broken nose.

Shayne looked at the still form
of Dr. Reuben Morris, and then
went and unlocked the door. The
policeman in the hall was already
banging on the door after hearing
the noise.

Then Shayne called Gentry.

IX

IN WILL GENTRY’S office Tim
Rourke paced up and down while

Shayne and Gentry sat silent.
Rourke said, “I can’t believe it, a
man like that.”

“He was all reputation,” Shayne
said sourly. “That first discovery
was made by the other guy and
Morris took the credit. Oh, he was
an average chemist, maybe better
than average, but after that first
big discovery he was paid like a
genius and he liked it. He was
good enough to talk a big game,
but Latimer found out there wasn’t
any Product X at all. He bled Mor-
ris for a while, and then Morris
knew he had to kill Latimer if he
was to keep his reputation.

“His reputation meant a lot to
the Doc, “especially money. He
liked being a genius, living like a
rich genius. So he wrote that anon-
ymous letter. He knew it would
start enough trouble to make him
need protection, make it look like
someone was after him. Those
threats were real, sent by cranks.
And he got a lot of publicity. The
Doc really wanted publicity. If you
talk about something long enough
people really believe you. Product
X was a big thing. People would’ve
waited ten more years, and he
could always say things had gone
wrong.”

Will Gentry said, “What tipped
you, Mike? He had me fooled
good.”

“It was a lot of things. I guess
the first was that it was too easy,
too many suspects. They were all
so guilty looking they had to be
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Davis had another talk with Rich-
ards. The drowned man’s friend
discussed the contest freely and
admitted that the only ones consid-
ered likely to have a chance of
winning were Simons and himself.
They both had fast times and, bar-
ring accidents, one of them would
be almost certain to win.

It was the word ““accident” that
kept nagging at Davis’ brain. So
much so that he could hardly sleep
that night. '

The following morning he re-
opencd the subject with Lieutenant
Morgan. “The inquest will reveal
if there’s been any foul play,” the
older man assured him as they
climbed into the car and hcaded
for the river.

A half hour later they drew up
outside the club house. ‘

It was early morning and there
were few people about. “Let’s go
for a walk along the bank,” Davis
supgested. :

They were just turning from the
car when a tall, athletically built
man emerged from the clubhouse.
It was Parry Richards. He greeted
them cordially and volunteered to
accompany them to the scenc of
the tragedy.

They walked along the river
bank in tight-lipped silence for
about a quarter of a mile. Then
Richard pointed ahead. “There—
that’s where it happened,” he said.

“Tell me precisely what you
saw,” Morgan said.

“I was walking along the bank,

on my way to join Simons, when I
saw him struggling in the water. He
was quite far out, and was being
drawn along very swiftly by the
current. Just as he was being car-
ried upstream I dived in and man-
aged to get hold of him. I pulled
him out. But it was too late. I could
do nothing to save him.”

“It must have becen quite a
shock to you,” Morgan said. “I
hope I haven’t upset you too much
by making you—well, go over it all
again.”

“Forget it, Lieutenant. Glad to
be of assistance.”

They parted.

“I see what you mean, Davis,”
Morgan said, as they returned to
thc car. “Your suspicions were
justified. The man was obviously
lying. But we may have a hard
time proving it.”

Later in the day the medical re-
port was received at police head-
quarters. Morgan glanced through
it. “Nothing unusual,” he said, as
he tossed it over to Davis.

“Pcrhaps I was mistaken after

all,” Davis admitted, in a puzzled -

tone.

“Wait a minute,” Morgan said.
“Pass me that almanac. Now—
what did Parry Richards tell us
this morning? Didn’t he say that
Simons was swept upstream?”

“That’s right!”

“He’s lying,” Morgan said. “Ac-
cording to this report the accident
took place at three-fifteen p.m., or
almost on low water. So the tide
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credit was an unjustified killing as
he saw it. He never killed simply
for the sake of killing, or even for
a profit. It was just that he had an
almost elephantine faculty for
holding grudges.

Yet relentless as he could be
about wiping out old scores, there
was_also a wide streak of senti-
mentality in his make-up. Mother
Machree could bring tears to his
eyes if he had enough beer in him.
He had been known to pitch rocks
through shop windows in the dead
of night simply to release the im-
prisoned kittens locked behind
them.

Anyway, he found his way into
one of the lesscr joints that infest
the Loop district, the designation
THE 0AsIs flaming above it in red
neon lights. It was not a club or
cabaret, simply a beer-garden
used by Fade as a front. A TV pro-
vided what entertainment there
was.

The bartender tilted his head to
inquire, “What'll it be?”

“It'll be Fade,” said Brad. “Tell
him Donleavy.”

The barkeep didr’t move from
the spot, just bent over as if to take
a look at what stock he had lined
up below the bar. His lips moved
soundlessly, he straightened up,
and a thumb popped out of his
balled fist.

“Straight through the back,” he
said. “See that door there?”

Brad did and went toward it.
Before he quite made it, it opened

and Fade was standing there with
his stubby-fingered hand outthrust.

“Well, how’s the boy?” he said
jovially.

“I got something I got to talk
over with you,” said Brad.

“Sure thing,” said Fade. “Come
inside.”

He guided Brad through with an
affectionate arm about his shoul-
der, looked back to scan the out-
side of the establishment once
more, then closed the door after
them.

There was a short passageway
with a telephone booth on each
side of it, ending at the open door
of Fade’s office. The booth on the
left side had a sign dangling from
it—Out of Order. In brushing by
Brad dislodged it and it fell down.

Fade carefully picked it up and
replaced it before following him
in. Then he closed the office door
after them.

“You always could appreciate a
swanky setup, Brad,” he said.
“How do you like my new place.
Plenty smart, isn’t it?”

Brad looked around. On the
desk that Fade had recently been
sitting at lay a .38, broken open.
Near it was a scrap of soiled
chamois rag, and a little pile of
bullets that had come out of the
gun.

Brad smiled humorlessly.
“Weren’t expecting trouble, were
you?”

“I always do that, like to fool
around with ’em, keep ’em clean,”
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tween puffs of breath on the metal.
“Once or twice it’s a pushover,
but you’re starting to go in for it
too often. If I keep appearing in
front of you each time, it starts to
look bad for me. They were al-
ready suspicious in Cincinnati that
time. Kept coming around ques-
tioning me for weeks afterwards.”

He went on scowling for a-
while. “It’s going to take five hun-
dred this time, Brad,” he said. “It
keeps getting tougher to make it
look right all the time.”

“Five  hundred!” exclaimed
Brad heatedly. “You must be off
your rocker. For five hundred I
could go out and gect a half-dozen
guys paid off, without having to
do it myself!”

Fade jerked him impassively to-
ward the door. “Suit yourself, pal.
If you feel that way, why did you
come to me?”’ Brad made no move

~to get up and leave. “You know

as well as I do,” Fade went on,
“whoever you hired would brcak
down and talk after just one ses-
sion with the cops in a tank room.
And another thing,” he added
shrewdly, “it’s the satisfaction of
doing it yourself that appeals to
you.”

Brad nodded vigorously.
“Damned right. Who the hell wants
to get even by remote control? I
like to sec their eyes when they
glimpse the slug with their name on
it coming out of the gun. I like to
see them fall and turn over, kind
of slow the way they do.”

He shuffled through the re-
mainder of the money he was hold-
ing. “Give you two hundred bucks
now,” he said. “That’s all I've got
left on me. I guarantee you the
other three hundred the minute
the heat’s off. You couldn’t expect
the full amount beforehand any-
way. Nobody does business that
way.”

Brad flipped his thumb across
the money again, enticingly. “What
do you say?” he said. “It’s a
pushover, a natural. Hell, you can
fix me up with one hand tied be-
hind your back.” And by way of
professional flattery, “I could’ve
got him in Gary last week, but I
kept my hands down. I wouldn’t
pull it without you to alibi me.”

Fadc put down his cleaning rag,
shapped the wad of bills back and
forth a couple of times under his
thumbnail, finally whacked them
against the edge of the desk by way
of consent.

“Give me a little dope on it,”
he said gruffly. “And make it your
last job for awhile, will you?”

Brad hitched his chair forward
eagerly. “Why I don’t want him
around any more is my own af-
fair—it’s personal. This guy has
stomped all over my pet corns. You
don’t need to know who he is and
I ain’t telling you. I followed him
here from Gary early in the week,
like I said, and I've been keeping
close tabs on him ever since. He
ain’t even been expecting some-
thing to happen to him, which is






42 MIKE SHAYNE MYSTERY MAGAZINE

Brad shook his head. “I'm get-
ting in while he’s out. I'll be lay-
ing for him in the closet when he
comes back. He leaves his window
open from the bottom each time to
get air in the room.”

Fade was still skeptical. “How
about other windows on a line
with his? Somebody might stick
his head out and see it happen
and get a good look at you as you
cross over.”

Brad snorted. “Didn’t I tell you,
there’s no dent in the wall of the
flat. That means there’s no win-
dow on that side at all. On his
building’s side there’s just one
window to a floor on the shaft, all
straight under his. The room un-
der him has been vacant since
day before yesterday. No one
there to see.

“From the fifth floor down I
don’t think they could see the
plank that far away against the
night sky,” he went on thought-
fully. “It’s painted dark green and
the shaft is in almost total dark-
ness even in the daytime. That’s
my end of it and I think it’s
damned good. Now let’s hear
what you have to say, showing
how I wasn’t even there at all to
do it!”

“How much time to you need?”
Fade asked.

“I can be there and back and
leave him stretched out cold be-
hind me in a half hour,” said
Brad.

“I’ll give you an hour, starting

from here and coming back here,”
said Fade. “Now sign this 1.0.U.,
and then pay close attention to
what I'm going to tell you. If it
goes wrong you've only yourself
to blame.”

Brad read the slip of paper
Fade Williams had filled out. Like
the last transaction of this kind
between them, it was disguised as
a simple gambling debt and had
absolutely no legal value. It didn't
have to possess such value. Brad
knew what the penalty for welsh-
ing on one of those innocuous lit-
tle scraps of writing would have
been.

It had no time limit, but Fade
was surer of collecting on it in the
end than a creditor backed to the
hilt by all the legal red tape ever
devised. Not a doubt concerning
that did he entertain.

Brad laboriously scrawled Brad
Donleavy at the bottom of it,
mouth open, and returned it. Fade
put it with the two hundred in
cash, and closed the safe again
without bothering to lock it.

“Now come outside with me a
minute,” Fade said. “I want to
show you something.”

In the passageway between the
two phone booths Fade said, “Get
this and remember it. You're pay- -
ing five hundred for it and I hate
to see dough tossed away. There’s
no way in or out of my office ex-
cept through the front, like you
came in. No windows—nothing.
Once you’re in, you’re in—until
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everyone outside there sces you
come out of my office again.”

Fade dug his elbow into Brad’s
rib. “But here’s how you leave.
And here’s how you come back in
again when you’re all squared up
over there.”

Fade unhitched the Out of Or-
der sign, tucked it under his arm,
and folded back the glass slide of
the booth. “Step in,” he said, “like
you were going to make a tele-
phone call. Then shove hard
against the back wall of the phone
booth.”

Brad did so—and nearly fell
out inio the open on his car. The
wall was hinged like a door. He
took a quick look around him, saw
that he was at the back of a dim-
ly-lighted garage. The nearest
light bulb was yards away.

The outside of the door was
whitewashed to blend with the
plaster of the walls. The battercd
hulk of an old car, with the wheels
removed, was standing in such a
way that it formed a screen for the
ingenious exit.

Brad got back in again, and the
door swung shut after him. He
stepped out of the booth. Fade
closed it and hung the sign back in
place.

“I own the garage, too,” Fade
said. “But just the same don't let
the guy out there see you come
through. He ain’t hep to it. Nei-
ther is the bartender on this side.
The booth’s a dummy I had built
for myself.”

“Can I open it from the outside
to get back in again?” Brad asked.

“Not unless you leave a little
wedge of cardboard under it on
your way out, like a shoehorn,”
Fade said. “But not wide enough
for any light to seep through. Now,
what time are you showing up
here?”

“Ten o’clock,” said Brad. “He
always gets in the same time every
night, round ten-thirty.”

“Okay,” said Fade. “When you
get back you ask for me out front,
like you just did. I come out there
and we slap each other on the
back, and toss oftf a couple togeth-
er. Then we wander back here and
somehow wec get into a friendly
little game of two-handed draw
poker. I send out for drinks and
the barman brings ’em in and sees
both of us in here, in our shirt
sleeves.

“We yell a lot at each other, so
that everybody in the place can
hear us. I’ll make sure that the TV
ism’t working tonight. Then we
quiet down, and that’s when you
duck out. I'll raise a howl every
once in a while, like you was still
in here with me. After you get
back, we both stroll out again and
I see you to the door. We keep
making it look natural.

“You won heavy, see, and to
prove it you stand everyone in the
place to a drink before you go.
They’ll remember you by that
alone, don’t worry. There’s your
set-up and there’s your alibi.”
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Brad looked at him admiringly.
“Fade,” he said, “it’s worth the
five hundred bucks just to hear the
way you tell it!”

“Hell,” said Fade lugubriously,
“I ain’t making enough profit on it
you could sneeze at. Installing that
fake telephone booth alone cost
me a pretty penny.”

Fade sat down at the desk once
more, taking up the .38 and rag,
and resumed his fancy polishing.
“Another thing,” he said, “if
you’re riding back, zig-zag and
change cabs, don’t give ’em a
chance to trace you in a straight
line back to the garage. I own it,
like I told you.”

Fade squinted down the bore of
the gun toward the handle, blow-
ing his breath along it.

“Watch yourself, you’ve already
reloaded that thing,” Brad said
jumpily. “One of these days you’re
going to blow your own head off
if you monkey around so much
that way. Well, I'm going on home
and get a good night’s rest, so 1
can enjoy myself tomorrow night.”

He saluted from his eyebrow
and departed.

THE FOLLOWING EVENING when
Brad Donleavy walked in he heard
a barfly ask the bartender: “What
the hell’s the matter with your
T.V. set? Doesn’t it work?”

An unusual silence hung over
The Oasis, although they were
lined up two deep before the mir-
ror.

“It ain’t working,” said the bar-
tender curtly. “It’s got to be re-
paired.”

The barman saw Brad coming
and ducked below the counter
without waiting to be told, put his
mouth to the intercom Fade had
rigged up between the bar and his
office. The back door opened and
Fade Williams came out, boom-
ing cordial greetings. Every head
turned his way.

Fade and Brad each slung an
arm to the other’s shoulder, made a
place for themselves at the rail.

“Set ’em up for my pal Don-
leavy,” said Fade. Brad tried to
pay. “Forget the shelling out,”
said Fade. “This is on the house.”

After several minutes of this
kind of by-play at the top of their
voices, the bartender placed a pair
of dice down before them. They
clicked busily for a while, idle
eyes watching every move. Finally
Fade cast the dice away from him
impatiently.

"“You got my blood up, Brad,”
he said. “This is too slow. I know
a better way to take it away from
you. Come on back in my office.
I'll go you a few rounds with the
cards.”

The door closed behind them.

“They’ll be there all night, that’s
for sure,” said the bartender
knowingly.

Once Brad and Fade were be-
hind the door all their labored
cordiality vanished. They went to
work in cold-blooded silence.
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and shook them at Fade, pushed
back the door of the booth with
the Out of Order sign on it, and
sandwiched himself into it.

He closed it, tore the cover off
a folder of matches and pleated it
together, then pushed the hinged
door ajar on the other side of him
and slipped through. The wedge
held it on a crack; there was just
room enough to get a nail-hold.

The back of the garage was
steeped in gloom. Brad edged for-
ward around the dcrelict chassis
and peered ahead. The single at-
tendant was way out front at the
entrance, standing talking to the

owner of a car that had just driven .

in.
Brad skittered along toward
them, but stayed close to the wall,
screened by a long row of parked
cars, bending double to bridge the
gap between each one and the
next. One car had been run in too
close to the wall. He had to climb
the rear bumper and run along it
like a monkey to get by.

The last car in line, however,
was still a good fifteen or twenty
yards from the mouth of the ga-
rage, and therc was a big, bare,
gasoline-soaked stretch between
him and the open street ahead. He
skulked waiting where he was, in
the shadow cast by the last car.

In about a minute more the cus-
tomer went away on foot, the at-
tendant got in the car and drove it
past Brad’s hiding place to the
back of the garage. It was an ideal

chance to leave unseen, better
than he had thought he would get.
He straightened up, sprinted across
the remaining stretch of concrete,
turned from sight at the entrance,
and went walking unhurriedly
down the street.

At the second corner he came
to he got into a cab, and changed
again half-way to -his destination.
Hc went into a small candy store
and bought himself a bottle of
coke. He emerged some five min-
utes later and hailed another cab.
This time he got out two blocks
from where he was going, at right
angles to it.

The taxi went one way and he
went the other, around the corner.
He hcaded straight for the dingy
flat. as though he lived in it. He
didn't look around going in and
above all didn’t make the mistake
of passing it the first time and
then doubling back.

There was no one on the stoop
to watch him go in. He pushed the
unlocked door in, and went
trudging slowly up the stairs, just
like anyone coming home tired.
Everything was with him tonight.
He didn’t even mcet anyone the
whole six flights, although the
place was a beehive of noise.

Someone came out and descend-
ed the stairs heavily, but that was
after he was two floors above. Af-
ter the top landing, he put the soft
pedal on his trudge and quick-
ened it. The roof door, latched on
the inside, didn’t squeak any more.
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on. He’d memorized the exact po-
sition of every article of furniture
in the room from his vantage point
on the roof opposite.

He opened the closet door,
shoved the clothes on their hang-
ers a little to one side to make
room for himself. Then he took
the .38 out from under his arm,
went over to the room door, and
stood listening. There wasn’t a
sound from outside.

He reached in his topcoat pock-
et and pulled out a large raw po-
tato with a small hole carcfully
bored through it. He jammed this
onto the muzzle of his gun for a
silencer, tight enough so it would-
n't fall off. Then he sat down for
awhile on a chair in the dark,
holding the gun in his hand and
looking at it.

AFTER ABOUT fifteen minutes an
elevator door clashed open some-
where in the distance. Brad got
right up, stepped backwards into
the closet, and swung the door to in
front of him. He left it on a slight
crack, a thread of visibility, just
enough for one eye to sce through.

That crooked smile had come
back on his face without his know-
ing it. A key jiggled in the room
door. Then the door opened wide.
showed against the lighted hall. It
closed again and the lights went
up in the room.

For a split second the face that
turned was in line with the crack
of the closet door, and Brad nod-

ded imperceptibly. The right guy
and come home to the right room,
and the last possible, but unlikely,
hitch to his plan was safely out of
the way. He’d come home alone.

Then the face passed on out of
focus. The key clashed down on
the glass bureau top, an edge of a
dark coat fell across the white bed,
and there was a click and a radio
started to warm up. The guy
yawned once out loud, moved
around a little out of sight. Brad
just stood there waiting, muffled
gurn in hand.

When it came it was quick as a
camecra shutter. The closet door
was suddenly wide open and they
were staring into each other’s
faces, not more than six inches
apart. The guy’s one hand was
still on the doorknob, the other
was holding up his coat ready to
hang. He dropped that first of all.

Brad didn’t even bring the gun
up; it was already in position. The
guy's face went from pink to white
to gray, and sort of slid loose like
jelly ready to fall off his skull. He
took a very slow step back to
keep from falling, and Brad took
an equally slow step out after him.
He kicked the guy’s coat out of the
way without looking at it.

“Well, Hutch,” he said softly,
“the first three out have your name
on ’em. Close your eyes if you
want to.”

Hutch didn’t. Instead they got
big and round as hard-boiled eggs.
His mouth and tongue moved for
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her out,” Hutch said, trying to cor-
rect himself. “When she came to
me she didn’t have the price of a
meal on her, didn’t have a place to
sleep in. I—I started looking af-
ter her, on account of you were
my friend.”

Brad snorted disgustedly. Sweat
was pouring dowa Hutch’s face.
‘The voice on the radio had been
replaced by thin weepy strains of
‘music now. Again Brad’s eyes shift-
ed to it, lingered for a moment,
then came back again.

“You know youd have done
the same thing for any girl in that
kind of trouble yourself,” Hutch
said. “Wouldn’t you have done that
yourself? Then, without meaning
to, I guess we kind of fell for each
other.”

Brad didn’t bat an eye, but the
gun was pointed a little lower, at
Hutch’s thigh now, not his chest;
the weight of the potato may have
done that. Hutch’s head had fol-
lowed it down, his eycs were on
it. He seemed to be staring con-
tritely at the floor.

“We knew it was wrong. We
talked it over many times.” We
both said what a great guy you
were.” A shade of color had re-
turned to his face. It was still pale
but no longer gray.

He kept swallowing. It could
have been either overpowering
emotion or the need for keeping
his throat well-lubricated. “Finally
we gave in. We just couldn’t help
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it—we got married.” A slight sob’
thickened his voice.

For the first time Brad showed
some surprise; his mouth opened
a little and stayed that way. Hutch
seemed to find inspiration in the
pattern of the room’s rug that met
his eyes.

“Not only that but—but Mil-
dred has a kid now. We have a
little baby.” Hutch looked up rue-
fully. “And we named it after
you.”

The gun was pointing straight
down at the floor now; the open-
ing between Brad’s nose and chin
had widencd. His mouth softened.

“Wait, I have one of her letters
right in the drawer here. You can
recad it for yourself. Open it,”
Hutch insisted. “So you won’t think
I'm trying to get out a gun, I'll
stand by the wall.”

Brad rcached past him, pulled
at the drawer, looked down into it.

“Get the letter out,” he said un-
certainly. “Show it to me, if you
got it.” ,

Hutch’s hand had rested idly on
the radio for a moment; the vol- -
ume went up. “Just a song at twi-
light,” it lisped. Hutch fumbled
hurriedly in the drawer, brought
out an envelope, stripped it away
with eager fingers. He unfolded
the letter, turned it toward Brad,
showed him the signature.

“See,” he stammered. “It’s from
her—Millie.”

“Show me about the kid,” said
Brad gruffly.
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Hutch turned the letter around,
pointed to the bottom of the first
page. “There it is—read it. T’ll
hold it up for you.”

Brad had good eyes, he didn’t
have to come any closer. It stood
out in black and white. I am taking
good care of your baby for you.
I think of you every time I look at
it.

Hutch let the letter drop. His
jaw wobbled. “Now go ahead,
Brad, do what you said you were
going to do,” he sighed.

Brad’s narrow stretch of brow
was furrowed with uncertainty. He
kept looking from the radio to the
letter on the floor, and back to
the radio again. “Still to us at twi-
light,” it crooned, “comes love’s
old sweet song—"

Brad blinked a couple of times.
No moisture appeared in his eyes,
but they had a faraway, misty look.
Hutch didn’t seem to be breathing
any more.

Therc was a clop and the potato
dropped off the down-turned gun
and spilt on the floor.

“And you named it after.me?”
he said. “Donleavy Hutchinson?”

The other nodded wistfully.

Brad took a deep breath. “I
don’t know,” he said doubtfully.
“Maybe I'm wrong about letting
you get away with this. Maybe I
shouldn’t. I never changed my
mind before.” He gave Hutch a
disgusted look. “Somehow you got
me out of the mood now.”

Brad tucked the gun back un-

der his arm, took possession of
the room key on the bureau top.
“Go stand outside the door and
wait there. I ain’t going out the
front way. I’'m leaving the way I
came in, without anybody being
the wiser. You can tell ’em you
locked yourself out. I don’t want
you in the room back of me while

. I’'m crossing over.”

Hutch was half-way through the
door before Brad had finished
spcaking.

“And don’t try anything funny,
or I may change my mind,” Brad
warned. He thrust one leg through
the window, found the plank, then
turned his head to ask, “What col-
or eyes has it got, anyway?”

Hutch hadn’t waited to discuss
the matter any further. He was
far down the hall by that time,
mopping his face on his sleeve as
he ran.

Brad, dragging his feet after him
like a cripple across the plank,
muttered glumly to himself, “How
could I pull a gun on him when he
named his kid after me? Maybe
Fade was right. I ought to let up
once in awhile. I guess I've
bumped enough guys. It won’t
hurt to let one off. Maybe it'll
bring me good luck.”

It proved to be much easier
going back than it had been com-
ing over. The tilt of the board
helped. Brad vaulted down over
the low parapet onto the roof of
the apartment house. He hauled
the board over after him. Then he
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date ring a bell, Mr. Grandon?”

I moved in toward her, and 1
could smell the sweet scent of the
perfume on her skin. I could smell
the sweetness of her hair. I could
sniff the sulphur and brimstone
curling up from the bottom of hell.
I touched her cheek with my lips.

She didn’t move. “You remem-
ber the date, Mr. Grandon? Do |
have to repeat it once more?”

I moved my mouth and found
hers. Her lips were soft and yield-
ing. Suddenly I backed off and
looked at her. Just as I had sus-
pected, the kiss had been a decep-
tion and a snare. I was completely
sure now.

She was staring at me with cal-
culating, hard blue eyes. Her red
hair was swept up on top of her
head like a stack of wheat, and
she did not move from wherc she
sat. Coolly she lifted the glass of
liquor and sipped it.

“Booby trap,” I said finally.

I reached around and got my
own liquor. I moved away from
her and sat there, looking out
through the window at the droop-
ing palm trecs and the lousy stink-
ing ocean beyond the miscrable
tropical hibiscus park in front of
the bungalow.

Then I said, “Cop, huh?”

She licked her lips with her
tongue, and when she finished do-
ing that I could see she was smil-
ing. She shook her head, well
pleased with herself. “Huh uh. No
cop.”

“So how’d you know about that
particular date, honey?”

She stood up and moved around
in front of me, moving so I had to
watch her, moving that gorgeous,
body of hers back and forth and
round and about. I had trouble
drinking my liquor, I was watch-
ing her so hard.

“When a business man wants
to hire an employee, what does he
do, Hy? He studies the man’s
background, and if he’s satisfied
with it he hires him. He’s taking a
chance, sure. But at least he
knows his man’s background.”

I kind of sat there not moving
much, wondering what she knew.
I figured she knew plenty. “That’s
mighty interesting,” I said. “You .
going into some kind of business
or somcthing, kid?”

She picked up a cigarette from
the box at thc end of the couch
and lit up. The flame cut out a
silhouette of her head in the dark-
ness for a moment, and then she
turned to me, her blue eyes gleam-
ing like emeralds.

“In a manner of speaking, Hy.
And you’re going to be my office
force.”

I stood up and moved toward
her. “Oh?”

“Five thousand, Hy? Is that
enough? That’s what I'm going to
pay you.”

“Pay me?” I said. “What're you
going to pay me for?”

“There’s a man who has to be
killed, Hy Brannon. You’re going
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and I decided to see what was
really wrong with Morna Warwick
before I dusted off this federal
lad. I eased out of the main room
of the Seven Palms and went for
the big john. Past the big john
with the white lavatories and the
two bootblacks there was a string
of dressing rooms for the per-
formers.

I had somehow gotten curious
about what was in Morna’s dress-
ing room. Maybe she had some
papers and purses and things in
there that would show who want-
ed her to have this gentlcman
from the F.B.I. erased.

Her dressing room door was
closed. I opened it and went in-
side. There was a man sitting in
one of the chairs and he half stood
when I closed the door behind
me. I put on an icy stare and

- looked at him. I'd swear he was
crouching for a pounce on me.

He was gray-haired, and no
longer young, but his face was
rather firm still. I'd say he was in
his early fifties. Not used too hard,
but beginning to fade a little
around the edges. He looked like
he could handle himself.

I figured he had a gun or two
stashed away under his shoulder.
Guy his size doesn’t usually wear
a double-breasted suit unless he
wants to drape some hardware
underneath his armpits.

I nodded cordially and said,
“Waiting for Miss Warwick, too?”

He sat down again and edged

around in his chair so he could
get at his irons. I edged around so
I could get at mine, too, and we
stared at each other. He didn’t say
anything at all. _

So I said, “Thought I'd come
back and ask the little lady to join
me in a drink. If you haven’t got
priority, Buster.”

Hc smiled faintly, the edges of
his teeth just showing beneath his
lips. He said quietly, *“You did call
me Mister, didn’t you?”

“My name’s Hy Brannon. How
do you do, Buster.”

“Johnson,” murmured the man
with the gray hair and the double-
breasted arsenal. “Mr. Johnson
from Duluth.”

“Well, if Miss Warwick has a
date, there’s no use of me hanging
around here, is there? If you’ll tell
Morna Mr. Brannon left his card,
I'd be much obliged.”

The big man nodded thought-
fully. “I'll tell her when she comes
in.”

I opened the door and got into
the hallway. There was just time
to duck down the hall and into
another dressing room before the
big guy pulled open Morna’s door
and peeked out into the hallway.
He looked one way and then the
other, and then he stepped up the
hallway. He disappeared out the
back door of the Seven Palins and
I followed him.

This was the guy who wanted
John Blood killed, I cased it. He
was here to check with Morna to
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where I came in. I was supposed
to furnish the .slab.

I was docile now. I wasn’t going
to mess around any more, trying
to play Mr. Johnson against the
Warwick wench. I was going to
wrap up Mr. Blood the way I was
supposed to wrap him up, and de-
liver him—sealed and rigor mortis
—just the way they wanted him.
Then I could maybe play the
Warwick girl against the mysteri-
our Mr. Johnson from Duluth.

I stashcd myself in an alleyway
by the big apartment that said
Tallahassee Arms—they were all
somc kind of Arms along that
street—and waited for John Blood
to appear. By this timc it was
twelve-thirty and he was sched-
uled to arrive about twelve-forty-
five.

I leaned against the building
and looked up at the stars and the
moon and let the breeze roll over
my face and neck. It relieved ten-
sion, stcadied me. Finally 1 heard
a car stop, and tensed up again.
I looked out at the street. It was
Mr. Blood in an old Ford.

He got out of it and looked up
at the Tallahassee Arms. He
looked both ways up and down
the street and started to case the
apartment house. I had to pull
way back into the shadows be-
cause sure as hell he’d spot me
too. He almost pinned me.

Then he moved over across the
street onto the sidewalk, and
looked along it again. He was

about ten feet from me. I could
have touched him with a fishing
rod. He started to walk diagonally
across the sidewalk, toward the
entrance of the Tallahassee Arms.

I lifted the gun and squeezed
the trigger. 1 remember thinking
this was a hell of a way to earn a
living. I squeezed it anyway and
the gun fired. This Blood jumped
and whirled just as I shot. It was
uncanny, the way he felt it com-
ing. He must have sensed it in-
stinctively, like a mind reader.

I fired again, quick, because I
got panicky and was afraid I
might have missed him with the
first shot. The second bullet hit
the cement and whanged off into
the dark, ricocheting like a buz-
zing hornet. 1 was jumpy, and the
second shot went wild. I let out a
curse and shot again. That one got
him.

But now someone above us in
the apartment house was firing a
gun. I felt the lcad rip into my
coat and threw myself flat. But I
could still see the sidewalk. The
F.B.I. man was lying there, trying
futilely to rise. He kept flopping
up and down like a lizard panting
in the sun, and another shot rang
out from upstairs in the apart-
ment.

I heard Morna Warwick scream
hysterically.

Normally I have no love for
F.B.lL. agents, but I could see he
was finished anyway and there's
nothing to be gained by killing a
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Blood put out his good arm and
touched Young on the shoulder.
“Let me handle it, Dan. I'll be out
of this plaster cast monkey suit in
a day or so.”

Young looked at Blood. “You’ll
be in on it. We’re just trying to get
a line on Morna Warwick. She
disappeared the minute she heard
that shooting in the alleyway.”

“What about Brannon? Will he
sing any louder?”

Young grinned. “He thought he
was dying, Blood. That’s why he
spilled all he did. He really will
die when he finds out he’s geing
to live long enough to sit in the
electric chair.”

Blood looked carefully at the
closed door and then at the win-
dows. “Anything new on the
Gauches case?”

Young opened the brief case
again and pulled out a paper.
“Reason I came here, Johnny.
We picked up some early traces
of Gauches.”

‘“Before the Miami affair, huh?”

“Before he was killed by per-
son or persons unknown in Miami.
He lived in New York, just off
Washington Square. Some kind of
an art set-up, according to Agent
Bowles who’s working up there
now. Apparently the art deal was
a cover-up for some kind of ques-
tionable work. Had a lot of mod-
els coming up to the place. Photo-
graphs maybe. French post card
stuff. Who knows! Bowles can’t be
sure.”

Blood licked his lips thought- .
fully. Nothing fitted together yet.
Photographs and models didn’t fit
togcther with money—big money.
It didn't fit in with the big rackets
boys over in Brooklyn, or with
the small fry in Jower Manhattan.

“None of the Price’s Armored
Car stuff has turned up in New
York, has it?”

Dan Young shook his head.
“That piece of marked money
from the Prince’s heist that
showed in Miami just before the
Gauches murder was the only sign
of it in the U.S., Johnny. The only
sign of it in the world, so far.”

Biood nodded. The girl. Did
you trace her—maybe to New
York?”

Dan Young laughed. “Can’t
keep anything frem you, Johnny.
We traccd her back. Name isn’t
really Morna Warwick. It’s Grace
Greenleaf. Whatever’s wrong with
Grace Greenleaf, I don’t know.”

Blood propped the pillow up
behind him. Now if this Morna
Warwick tied in also with Jim
Gauches back in New York, and
not merely down in Miami with
the Prince’s marked money link-
up—

Dan Young went on. “We can’t
put our finger on her exactly. But
we do know she used to live in
Greenwich Village, not far from
Jim Gauches’ studio. But don’t go
jumping to conclusions, Johnny. A
hell of a lot of people live in New
York, and have lived there.”
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“Damned interesting. Any tie-
up between Grace Greenleaf and
Jim Gauches’ dirty picture rack-
et?”

Dan Young shrugged. “Jim
Gauches was quite a wolf with the
ladies. Used to hold soirées and
invite all the clean young kids for
miles around. From what I’ve
heard of Grace Greenlcaf, I've
got my doubts she was the clean
young kid type. But maybe she
showed at one of two of his Vil-
. lage caper parties. She was going
to a singing school run by a Ma-
dame Konstantina Kovak.”

Blood grinned. “Of the Notre
Dame backfield.”

Dan Young smiled. “Checked a
narcotics angle here, and Madame
Konstantina is as clean as a whis-
tle. No vice tie-ins, either then or
now. White Russian immigrant
way back in the Twenties. She’s
kept her skirts and panties clean,
Johnny. And she’s sure to be a
good lead.”

“Who else?”

Dan Young scowled. “What do
you want—a map of the heist?
That’s enough to work on now.
And anyway, we may dig up
more before you leave for Man-
hattan.”

“The tie-up between Morna
Warwick and Jim Gauches is defi-
nite, down in Miami, though—
right? She did visit him at his flat
the morning of the day he was
killed?”

“Yeah. I'd forgotten you didn’t

know about that. The Warwick
woman was evidentally trying to
get the hot double saw back from
Gauches. But Gauches had al-
ready passed it. We grabbed it in
that fish market the afternoon he .
floated it, and it took us two days
to trace it back to him. And we
found him dead. Day after that
we found out Morma Warwick
definitely did call on Gauches the
day he was killed.”

Blood pursed his lips. “This
thing was set up close, Dan.
Morna Warwick contacted Hy
Brannon the night before he tried
to shoot me. She must have found
out we picked up the bill way
back before Gauches’ murder.
Gauches was killed, so we could-
n’t trace back to the man who
passed it to him. Then the War-
wick girl tried to kill me, too. She
must have been afraid I'd gotten
to him somehow.”

Dan Young tapped a cigarette
with his finger. “You’re right!
Morna Warwick didn’t show up
in Miami until after we grabbed
the bill. Then she showed, uncov-
ered Gauches before we did, had
him killed, and set up Brannon’s
play on you.”

Blood waved a feeble hand.
“Which proves nothing.”

Young shrugged. “If anything
turns up, I'll let you know. Get
well, Johnny, and be ready to
travel as soon as you’ve cracked
out of that plaster armor.”

Blood grinned. “See you, chief.”
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II

NOTHING TURNED up on the
Morna Warwick angle, and no
more of the Prince’s money
showed. Johnny Blood would
have been surprised if it had. But
. some definite clue would be bet-
ter than cooling his heels in this
dismal little music school, Blood
thought, shoving his hands into his
pockets and pacing back and forth
on the battered rug of Madame
Konstantina Kovak’s House of
Music.

Madame K. had called twice
through the brocaded curtains that
she was on her way. She spoke
with a good thick accent that even
many years in New York had ap-
parently not changed.

The curtains parted and the
Madame made a dramatic en-
trance, standing there suddenly in
front of the swaying lengths of
brocade, her arms folded in front
of her prominent chest, her head
raised, her eyes squinting at
Blood down along her nose.

“You are Meester Blahd?”

“Madame Kovak,” Blood mut-
tered. “I'm Mr. Blood.”

“You weesh to take moosic les-
son, no? You are serious man
about moosic, or is it with you
that you are only recreation?”

“Ofthand I'd say I'm here
about another matter, Madame.
Now, if you’d be so kind as to—"

She shook her head vigorously.
“With Madame Kovak, it is first

of all to discover if it is with you
serious man about moosic, or

recreation. With you, Meester
Blahd, it is what, if you please?”

“Another matter—a woman,
Madame.”

Madame Konstantina Kovak’s
eyes shot flames and her hair rose.
“With you, Meester Blahd, whole
affair is meestake. Good day!
Weemen, indecd! Madame Kovak
does not merehandisc weemen!
Moosic, Mcester Blahd—nyat
weemen! Weemen!”

Blood held up his hand de-
fensively. “I’'m looking for a Miss
Grace Greenlcaf. She used to take
lessons here.”

Madame Kovak unfolded her
arms and relaxed. She frowned
several times and studied Blood
with her shrewd black eyes. Her
face was small and almost mon-
key-like with high cheekbones and
deep eye sockets. Her hair was
black and tightly pulled down to
her head. She was short and a lit-
tle stout, but she had a body. She
had a body and she stood straight
and proud to show it off, her lips
slightly parted.

She said, then, without a trace
of accent, “Well, why didn’t you
say so? Grace Greenleaf. Friend
of yours?” She looked at Blood’s
face guardedly with her dark lit-
tle eyes.

Blood grinned disarmingly.
“Mrs. Kovak, it’s an old story,
and you may have heard it be-
fore.”
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She smiled primly. “If it’s good,
I’'ll laugh when I'm supposed to.”

Blood spread his hands. “When
I was stationed at Fort Dix some
time ago I used to come into the
city on weekends, Madame Ko-
vak. So one evening I met a girl
named Grace Greenleaf singing in
a night club down on Fourth
Street. She claimed you used to
teach her singing lessons.”

Madame Kovak pursed her lips
and considered a moment. Blood
had the uncomfortable notion that
she had recognized the name of
Grace Greenleaf instantly, and
was merely toying with him. He
didn’t let an, of the skepticism
show, however.

“She was about five three, kind
of plump, not too much,” he said.
“Red hair. Blue eyes. Kind of
freckled. Wise-cracking kid. Know
anything about her? I'd like to
look her up. Promised to when 1
left for my hitch overseas.”

Madame Kovak’s eyes twin-
kled. “Took a long time to hunt
her up, didn’t you, Mr. Blood?”

Blood grinned. “Took a long
time to get back to the States,
Mrs. Kovak.”

“Grace Greenleaf,” Madame
Kovak mused, pacing back and
forth on the dingy carpet. “Grace
Greenleaf.”

“She sings under the name of
Morna Warwick, Mrs. Kovak.
That mean anything to you?”

“Oh, but of course,” Madame
said, her eyes lighting up. “Grace

Greenleaf, Morna Warwick. She
was Miss Hiller’s reference.”

Blood sucked in his breath, An-
other woman! “Miss Hiller?” he
said. '

Madame Kovak turned quickly.
Her alert little eyes wandered
over Blood’s face, perhaps won-
dering why he was so interested in
the namec of Miss Hiller. “Boots
Hiller. She takes lessons from me.
She came to me on the recom-
mendation of Morna Warwick,
back about four years ago. Grace
Greenlecaf—Morna Warwick—
recommended Boots Hiller to me
for lessons, and Miss Hiller has
been studying under me ever
since.”

Blood’s cycs lighted up. “Where
can 1 get in touch with this Boots
Hiller? It's possible she may know
where Morna Warwick is now.”

Madame Kovak crossed the
room on the torn carpet. “I’ll
phone her,” she said abruptly. She
had her hand over the cradle of
the rcceiver when Blood stepped
quickly in back of her and cov-
cred her hand with his. She turned
around, startled, looking up into
Blood’s sharp blue eyes.

Blood shook his head slowly.
“Let me go see her myself, Mrs.
Kovak.”

Mrs. Kovak nodded, not sure
why she should obey this tall man
with the curly blond hair and the
piercing blue eyes.

“Certainly, Mr.
said.

Blood,” she
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Johnny Blood smiled and said,
“And now, if you'll give me Miss
Hiller’s address and phone num-
ber, Madamc Kovak?”

Madame Kovak was plcased to
do so.

111

THE SPOTLIGHT hit her hotly in
the center of the darkcned bar-
_room,. and the blonde girl with the
fair skin and the green eyes smiled
about her into the eycs that she
could not see past the blinding
spotlight. Then she opened her
mouth to sing. Her voice came out
low and soft. She sang about her
man who’d left her, chased after
another gal, left her to the blues
and the river, chased after some
other gal.

Johnny Blood watched her
from a far table in the shadowy
depths of the Club Bistro on
Fourth Street. The clouds of
smoke piled up against the ceil-

ing, and the air was heavy with -

soot. He squinted through it along
the sagging cement roof and
watched the girl.

Boots Hiller was slim and small
and neat, and her hair was
bleached blonde, but her green
eyes were real and she was as
beautiful as girls are supposed to
be. Johnny Blood realized this was
a wonderful thing—this being as
beautiful as girls are supposed to
be—and he watched her sing her
song.

It was an inane song, with a
routine tune, and an unimagina-
tive accompaniment, and a senti-
ment that was strictly flat. But
when she sang the words, they
suddenly meant something, and
the insinuating mclody of the
picce got into the blood and
warmed the pulse.

Her facc was haunted by the
shadows of the lights and by the
shadows of herself. She was wise
in the eyes, unchipped in the
body. Young. And old. Very wisc.

And then her song was ended
and ten minutes later she stood
over him, bending slightly at the
waist, staring down into his eyes.
Boots Hiller. They wecrc green
eyes, green and clear and ques-
tioning. And gentle.

“You wanted to see me, Mr.
Blood?” she asked.

Blood smiled. The smile was in-
adequate. It was hard and studied
and flat. He wished he could
smile some other way—a gentler,
more persuasive way. “Sit down,”
he said, pulling a chair out for her.
He lit a cigarette and offered her
one. '

“Thanks,” she said. She smiled
at him, her eyes holding his with
some inexplicable magic. “Would
you like to buy me a drink? Is that
what this is for?”

“What kind do you want?”

“Ill take a martini,”
shrugged delicately.

He knew somehow she didn’t
care for liquor much. She ordered

she
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it because it was the thing to do
when a man asked her to his ta-
ble.

“Forget the drink,” Blood said.
“Let’s talk about Morna Warwick.
Ever hear of her?”

. Her eyes opened with surprise.

“She’s my very best friend. Of
course I know her.”

Blood’s eyes narrowed, his
mouth tightened up. Go easy with
this number. She’s the best friend
to the handiest little murderess on
the Eastern Seaboard, and it would
be a dangerous thing to forget.

He tried to smile. It didn’t work.
Too much of his own wariness and
stealth crept into it. He looked at

the thin-faced girl and tried to-

bluff it through. “I was passing
through town, and I thought I'd
see if I could find her. I met her a
couple of years ago. I rather liked
her. I'd like to scc her again.”

Boots Hiller’s face lighted up
happily. “She’ll love to see you!”

Blood drew back a second,
sucked on an unlit cigarette.
“Yeah?” He doubted that. *What
makes you think so?”

“I know! She’s so awfully glad
to see her old friends. She’ll be
dying to see you again. Mr. Blood,
“is it? I'll telephone her and—"

Blood rose, reaching out to take
her thin arm and pull her down.
But she hadn’t made a move to
rise. Blood settled down into the
chair.

“Forget about the phone call,
Boots. Let’s surprise her, shall

we?” Blood tried to smile, and it
came like a studied grimace.

“Right after my last number,
Mr. Blood,” said the strange,
thin, haunting girl named Boots
Hiller.

She stood up and walked down
the aisle toward the dressing room
where she would wait until her
next and final numbcer for the
night. Blood watched her go and
cursed himsclf up and down for
no reason at all.

Now what the hell’s gotten into
me, he wondered. He lit the ciga-
rette and puffed it and looked at
the smoke and the sordidness of
the Club Bistro and wondered
what he was doing in a place’like
that with—with her. Yeah. With
her!
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1v

SHE EIVED IN a five-story walk-
up on Waverly Place, off Wash-
ington Square. The street was de-
serted and quiet when their cab
pulled up in front of it.

The driver said, “This is it,
buddy.”

Blood got out and fished in his
pocket for a bill. Then he leaned
inside and handed Boots Hiller
out after him. He slammed the
door shut and the cab rolled away
from the curb. Boots Hiller walked
for the front porch steps just as
Blood glanced up.

For some reason he looked
squarely at one of the darkened
windows on the third floor across
the street. A movement of some
kind rustled the darkened cur-
tains. And at the same instant he
heard the mushrooming shot of a
rifle.

Blood threw himself flat in-
stinctively, and then spun around
and pulled the girl off her feet.

“What is it?” she sobbed.

Blood pulled out his gun and
fired once toward the darkened
window across the way. Another
rifle shot blasted out, and a third.
Boots Hiller pulled over closer to
Blood and lay beside him, trem-
bling. '

“Behind the lamp post,” Blood
called to her. She looked at him a
moment without understanding
what he meant, and then she saw
the lamp post five feet away. “Get

behind it. They can’t hit you
there.”

She crawled along the cement
and crouched behind the lamp
post. The street was beginning to
come alive. Lights were snapping
on, windows opening. Somebody
shouted at them from down the
street.

Blood fired again at the dark-
ened curtain on the third floor.
There was no answering shot.
Blood swore to himself. The gun-
man must have panicked. The
shouting and the firing had flushed
him out of his hiding place.

Johnny Blood rose to his feet
cautiously, but there were no more
shots. He ran across the street at
a crouch. He pulled himself into
the protection of the big flying
buttress supporting the porch roof.
Nothing. He moved for the front
door and pushed it open. The in-
terior of the hall was deserted,
and the stairway empty.

Pushing his way up the stairs,
gun drawn, Johnny Blood moved
swiftly and easily. But there was
no one in the halls. He came to
the third floor and banged on the
door to the front room. No answer.

He pushed on it, and it opcned.
It was dark inside the room.
Blood flicked on the lights with
the barrel of his gun. The room
was deserted. A rifle lay across a
chair—the rifle that had bcen
fired at him. But the gunman was
gone.

As Blood turned and came into
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the hallway he was confronted by
a huge, bosomy matron of about
fifty with wild violct colored eyes
and red hair. She was dressed in a
bright purple kimona, and she
was gaping at him. Blood didn’t
even need to check her bank book
to tell 'she was the landlady.

He smiled and said, “Sorry to
bother you. Could you tell me
where your roomer is?”

The big woman looked at the
identification card in Blood’s hand
and stared up at his face. She
turned white. “The F.B.L,” she
gasped. “Why, no. The man who
rented that room from me just to-
day was a stranger. He only want-
ed it for a week. Traveling man,
he said.”

“Traveling man just about cov-
ers it,” Blood murmured. He
sighed. “Here’s my card. If any-
thing turns up on your roomer,
will you call this number?”

“Who'd he kili?” the woman
asked eagerly. “Anybody I
know?”

Blood gazed at her a moment
without comment. He turned and
made for the stairs.

“What’d he do, mister? What'd
he do wrong?”

“He shot at the wrong guy,”
Blood said.

Boots Hiller was standing just
where Blood had left, a stunned
look on her face. She turned her
wide, worried green eyes on him
with a questioning, silent en-
treaty.

“Nothing,” Blood said.

“What happened? You had a
gun. Were they shooting at us?”

“They were shooting at me,”
Blood told her quietly.

“You in trouble, Mr. Blood?”

Blood smiled. “I'll tell you more
about it when T find out.”

Boots Hiller looked at him
slantcdly. “That’s no answer.”

Johnny Blood took her arm.
“Come on,” he urged. “We can’t
stand here all night. We’ll have
the gossips in the neighborhood
talking.”

Boots Hiller opened the front
door and they climbed the stairs
to the fifth floor. “Morna must
have heard the shooting.”

Blood looked at Boots closely.
“Yeah, she must have,” he said.
She might have planned it, he told
himsclf. But how had she found
out that Blood was on her tail
again?

Boots Hiller put the key into
the door and opcned it. “Morna,”
she called out. ““Are you decent?
I've got a gucst.”

There was no answer. The lights
were on. ,

“I guess she didn’t hear,” Boots
said. “Let me look, Mr. Blood.”

Boots Hiller went into the next
room and turncd on the light.
Blood glanced around quickly
while she was gone, but he could
see nothing out of the ordinary.
The living room looked like a
regulation —apartment room for
two bachelor girls—neat, and
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filled with beat-up furniture from
another generation.

Suddenly Blood looked up and
saw Boots Hiller standing in the
doorway to the next room. She
was holding herself up, clutching
the door jambs tightly. Her face
was white as flour. Her mouth
was open, but she could not say
anything. She swayed, almost fell,
and then came into the room.

“It’s Morna,” she whispered.
“She’s dead.”

Blood ran past her into the next
room. Morna Warwick lay across
the bed, sprawled there lazily, as
if she were napping. But she
wasn’t asleep. There was a bullet
hole through her forehead, and
another through her chest. Crim-
son blood had seeped out onto her
dress. There was blood on her
face. She lay there in careless
abandon, with oceans of brown
hair fanned out around her face,
like a halo in amber.

. Johnny Blood backed away
slowly and reached for the tele-
phone.

\"

BLOOD GLANCED UP at the clock
on the building and checked his
own watch. It was six minutes of
two. Johnny Blood looked up and
down the sidewalk on Greenwich
Avenue and then turned in at the
Avon Music Shop. The Avon was
a small hole in the wall that vend-
ed records, hi-fi and record play-
ers.

The manager of the Avon was
a solid man of about forty with a
highly developed paunch and an
underdeveloped sense of humor.
He nodded what he thought was
an affable greeting and said; “Can
I help you?” )

Blood looked at the rack of rec-
ord albums on the counter and
picked one out at random. “Like
to play this through. Anyplace I
can be alone?”

“Booths at the rear. Man’s us-
ing one now. You take the other.”

Blood nodded and walked to
the back of the store. It was now
five minutes of two. He could see
the big clock at the back of the
store. The manager turncd and
greeted a woman who had come
in the place bchind Johnny Blood.

Blood glanced into the occupied
booth at the man. Then he looked
back to the front of the shop and
saw the manager and the woman
talking. Blood opened the closed
door of the booth and pulled it
shut behind him.

A big red-headed man was
leaning against the back wall,
smoking a cigarette. Blood nodded
briefly, opened the album under
his arm. It was a new European
pressing of Stravinsky's Rire of
Spring. Blood put the first record
on and turned the volume up big.

Then he moved over close to
the red-headed man and said; -
“This is a hell of a time for Wash-
ington to call me off the Warwick
case, Jerry. What’s wrong? I may
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be able to get a line on this Mr.
Johnson. I'm convinced that he
was the one who killed Morna
Warwick. And I'm just as sure he
was the one firing at me from that
apartment on Waverly Place.”
The red-headed man grinned
and flicked some ash off his ciga-
rette. He leaned close to Blood
and yelled over the rousing ca-
cophony of the Stravinsky music;
“Forget it, boy. Something’s
turned up. It might tie in and it
might not. Boss says to let Boots
Hiller go for today. He wants you
to hop a plane to Trinidad and

meet a Counter-Intelligence Agent

named Chester Mason.”

“Trinidad! Now what the hell
would I be doing in Trinidad?”

Jerry Bowles grinned malicious-
ly. “One of the hot Prince’s bills
turned up in Trinidad, Johnny.
From the same packet that one in
Miami came from. They checked
the serial numbers on it.”

Blood pursed his lips. Trinidad.

Jerry Bowles smoked another
cigarette leisurely. “Wish I could
make the trip for you, Johnny. I
understand there’s some mighty
interesting sub-tropical stuff down
there in Port of Spain.”

“This is crazy as hell. We're
working with the C.I.C. on this
one, I know that, But why do I go
out of my jurisdiction and pal up
with this Chester Mason? Can’t he
handle the trail himself?”

Bowles shrugged. “Haven’t the
least idea. I just decode the
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TWX'’s, Johnny, and hand ’em to
you. That’s the story, and you're
stuck with it. Although, frankly, I
can’t see why you’re so damned
upset about flying down to Trini-
dad. Tropical paradise, waving
paims, Dblack-eyed sefioritas—
Brother! '

Blood said, “What about the
Boots Hiller trail? Should I drop
that dead, or lcave an opening so
I can come back? What did Wash-
ington say about that?”

“You’re just taking a trip out of
town, Johnny. Kecp all the con-
tacts here. You're still on the same
casc. This is just a check-up from
an outside angle. Might be some
tie-in with Miami.”

Blood shrugged. “Probably way
back there somewhere, along
about Adam and Eve. That mon-
ey could have passed through a lot
of hands before it got to Miami
and Trinidad.”

Bowles stubbed out his ciga-
rette. “That’s the news, Johnny.
I'll_be seeing you in a couple
days. Luck.”

He shook hands with Blood and
went out of the booth. Blood
stood in front of the record player
staring down at the spinning rec-
ord. The music beat wildly in on
him, but he did not hear it at all.
Oddly enough he was thinking
about Boots Hiller. He didn’t
want to leave her for a jaunt to
Trinidad. He wanted to stay and
be near her.

He bunched up his fist and
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struck the sound-proofed wall. It
dented in a little where his knuck-
les had hit. He looked at the dents
absently. Then he reached over
and shut off the player. The si-
lence in the place was deafening.

THE PLANE BUMPED over the
runway and came to a stop outside
the operations office at the airport
on Trinidad. Johnny Blood and
several passengers got off the ship
and headed for the operations

_shack.

Halfway across the field a short
bald-headed man came toward
Blood with his hand outstretched.
“Mr. Blood,” he said. “I'm Ches-
ter Mason, Counter-Intelligence.
We’ve got quite a way to go to get
to Port of Spain, so perhaps we’d
better hop in my car right now.”

“Okay by me,” Biood mur-
mured.

He pulled out a handkerchief
and mopped his forehead. The
sun was beating down heavily,
and the trip from Miami had been
a long one. He could feel his shirt
and coat jacket already damp
with perspiration.

Mason laughed as he led the
way to a gray limousine parked
next to the operations building.
“You’ll get used to the heat. Quite
possibly it’'ll rain before we reach
Port of Spain.”

“Rain?” muttered Blood, look-
ing at the merciless sky where
there wasn’t a cloud in sight.

“Rains every afternoon this sea-

son of year, clouds or no clouds,”
the Intelligence man explained,
grinning. “Come on. Pile in.”

They got into the car and Mas-
on drove until finally they were on
a macadam highway, winding
through jungle-covered land. The
mugginess of the tropical heat
washed over them.

Blood loosened his tie and took
his coat off. The air felt better,
but it was wet and hot and it did-
n’t dry up any perspiration.

“You must think it odd I sent
for you,” Mason said after
awhile. “Understand you’re on the
Prince’s Armored Car heist in St.
Louis.”

Blood grinned. “Who isn’t? You
too?”

“We’d been alerted, but didn’t
really think much about it. You
know how it is. Never think hot
money is going to turn up in this
out-of-the-way hole. But we keep
looking for it anyway—a matter
of routine. U.S. money brings
pretty good prices down here. Not
as good as it used to, but good. So
we thought there might be some
kind of money racket on—well,
selling it here at a profit. But 1
don’t think that’s the real story
at all.”

Blood leaned back, letting the
muggy air fan his sweaty face. He
could see the unpainted shacks of
the farmhands lining the side of
the road wherever man had been
ambitious enough to hack his way
into the ever-encroaching jungle.
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behind Joe and stabbed him be-
fore anybody could say anything.

“The girl screamed and the man
disappeared. Joe Briggs slid to the
floor. The girl seems to have a
clean record. Tart type. Nothing
unusual. Never been out of Trini-
dad in her life.”

“Was the killer white, or a na-
tive?”

“It was dark inside the place,”
Mason replied, lighting a match to
his pipe and dragging deep. “The
girl couldn’t see the man’s face
very distinctly, but he seemed to
be dark-complexioned. But you
know how little that means. He
may have had smudges of stuff
on his face if he was actually
white. Or he might have been a
hired killer. A local boy.”

“Um. Briggs have any stuff
with him? Anything that might
give a motive for his murder?”

“We checked all that,” Mason
drawled. “Nothing much turned
up. Just the regular stuff a mer-
chant seaman carries with him,
Pictures of his family and all that.
Letters from a girl in Sioux Falls,
South Dakota. Foreign money—
small amounts of it. Regular sea-
man’s booty.”

Blood sighed. “What kind of
ship was he on?”

“Freighter. It was a tramp
steamer, unassigned. The hold
was full of farm machinery bound
for Brazil. We checked the in-
voice.”

Blood pursed his lips. “Did you

check the cargo, too? The money
might be on board, too. Two mil-
lion in bills was a bulky load.”

Mason said, “We tore apart
half the boxes in the hold—much
to the concern of the skipper.
Nothing, old man. It was farm ma-
chinery all right. Harvesters and
tractors. Nothing sinister like loads
of bills. We’d thought of that, too.”

The sweat trickled down
Blood’s face and he mopped if off
again with his handkerchief.

Suddenly the rains came and
swirled down in torrents. The
streets ran with water. It poured
onto the car and seeped in through
the closed windows. Blood looked
out at the gray desolation and
wished he was back in New York.
He wished he was with Boots Hil-
ler and to hell with the two mil-
lion dollar heist of Prince’s Ar-
mored Car and the murder of Joe
Briggs, merchant seaman, con-
noisseur of the hottest dough in
the world.

V1

IT HAD STOPPED raining by the
time they got into Port of Spain.
Chester Mason drove his car into
an official Parking Only zone and
he and Blood got out. The side-
walk was drying off already, and
the sun was making curls of vapor
rise. The sidewalks of the town
were covered with overhangs from
the office buildings, giving a pro-
tective spread for shoppers.
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from going down and boarding
her right away?”

Mason shook his head. “I
thought you’d want to,” he said.
“I’'ve already made arrangements.
Come on. We can make the docks
in five minutes.”

Three hundred seconds later
they were ushered aboard the
freighter The Yankee Flyer by a
nervous first mate whose name
was Harry Grinnell. He took them
into the ward room and served
them coffee. :

Blood asked for a list of the
seamen who had signed on in New
York, the original port of call
Grinnell pulled out a typewritten
sheet and handed it to Blood. He
glanced down it. His eyes traveled
back to the top of the list—the
four passengers who had paid for
a trip around the Caribbcan, tour-
ist first-class.

One name caught his eye. Mr.
Jackson of Duluth. Mr. Johnson
of Duluth. That was the name the
unknown stranger had given Hy
Brannon—the man who had am-
bushed Brannon and almost killed
him the night Brannon had been
scheduled to murder Johnny
Blood. Was Mr. Johnson Mr.
Jackson?

“Where’s this Mr.
Duluth, Minnesota?”

Grinnell looked uneasily at
Johnny Blood. “Gone, sir.”

Blood glanced swiftly at Grin-
nell, and then at Chester Mason.
“Gone where?”

Jackson of

“He took his bags and left, sir.
1 have no idea where.”

Blood stood up, stunned. “You
let him shove off this ship after
something like this happened to
Joe Briggs? Didn’t you realize that
he might have been the one who
killed Briggs—pulling out like
that? What kind of slowed-down
thinking is that?”

Grinnell stammered out a few
words, but they didn’t mean any-
thing. “But you see, sir,” he went
on miserably, his face white as
chalk, “he got off the ship at San
Juan, Puerto Rico. He wasn’t on
board when we docked at Port of
Spain.”

Blood sat down. “I see. Why
didn’t you say so?”” He turned to
Mason. “It’s somebody on the
ship, Mason.”

Grinnell was nervously tapping
the desk with his finger. Blood
turned to him and said, ‘“This Mr.
Johnson give you any indication
where he was going from Puerto
Rico?”

Grinnell shook his head. “He
had a few bags—not many—and
he just got off the ship and disap-
peared. He took a cab, 1 think
and—"

Blood pursed his lips. “May
have headed right back to the
States.” He turned to Mason and
spoke in an undertone, inaudible
to Grinnell. “He had the stuff all
right, I'll bet on that. He may have
stashed it in Puerto Rico, or he
may have carried it all the way
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the front. Blood walked past it and
hailed a taxi. The driver backed
up obediently. Blood opened the
door.

“Washington Square,” he said,
“I'm in a hurry, so try to make it
as fast as you can.”

The driver nodded and the taxi
shot out into the traffic. Blood
looked through the rear window
and rather expected to see a car
behind him. It wasn’t a taxi. It
was a two-door sedan, black and
new. It stayed directly behind the
taxi and didn’t try to pass at all.
Blood’s driver headed for the
Queensboro Bridge and the car
still stayed right behind them.
Blood said nothing, his lips set in
tight lines. ,

They left the bridge and headed
down Fifty-Ninth Street. “Hey
bud,” the cabby said suddenly.
“Guy’s following us.”

Blood moistened his lips. “Don’t
worry about it,” he said. “It does-
n’t bother me.”

The cab driver drove a while
in silence, his expression troubled.
Suddenly he asked in a strained
voice, “You a cop?”

Blood nodded. “Something like
that.”

Ten minutes later the taxi
turned leit into Waverly Place
from Sixth, and gunned down the
street. Blood thrust a bill into the
driver’s hand. “Let me out on the
run, Jack,” he said.

“Good luck!” yelled the cab
driver, easing across the intersec-
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tion of MacDougal and Waverly
Place.

Blood leapt from the car and
zig-zagged for the Washington
Square Park entrance, making
hurriedly for the first big tree on
the right.

He heard the car behind him
screech to a sudden stop. A man
jumped out of the back, yelling,
and as Blood ran for the tree, the
first bullet whizzed through the air
past his shoulder. Another shot
followed the first.

Johnny Blood was shielded by
the tree when his own gun blazed.
He could see a crawling shape
moving along the edge of the park
walk, coming up on the flat grass
in front of him. He fielded two
bullets at the shadowy hump, and
the man gave a twitch and held
still.

The black car had pulled in at
the curb half way down the park.
The front door slammed, and a
figure strcaked across the park
grass, and headed for the center
walk that came in at Blood’s back.
Blood swung about and took care-
ful aim. His gun roared again.

The shadowy form stopped
dead in its tracks, crumpled to the
walk. Blood fished inside his belt
and pulled out more shells, load-
ing them into the clip of the .38.

He turned around, looking for
the first man who had been com-
ing in on him from in front. He
had disappeared. Blood scanned .
the darkened ground carefully un-
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you can get rid of a haul like that
without any trouble—if you’re
willing to accept just a big cut and
no more. You simply have to go
there and make arrangements in
advance with the right people.
And that’s what Mr. Joknson did.
We checked through in Washing-
ton and found that a passport was
issued to a Mr. Jackson of Duluth.
And that he flew to Hong Kong
almost a year before the big heist.
- Lucky for use he uscs cither John-
son or Jackson, and always Du-
luth.” -

“It figures, Jerry,” said Johnny
Blood. “Mr. Johnson didn’t pull
that heist all by himself. He
planned it with dependable and
cfficient personnel, men and wom-
en he could trust not to squabble
over their share of the loot. That’s
why we never got a rumble from
the underworld. And you can bet
he clc:cd the deal in Hong Kong
and then came back to pull the
heist: Getting rid of hot money in
Hong Kong in a percentage deal
is as easy as rolling off a log in the
Yellow River. And in that place
of undercover intrigue it was easy
for him to linc up big business
men who know how to move the
stuff all over the East.”

Blood moistened his lips and
grinned. “But he didn’t count on
one thing, though, Jerry.”

“What’s that?”

“He didn’t count on Joe Briggs,
a cheap two-bit housebreaker who
lifted some of his hot dough and

’

began to pass it around. Briggs
ruined the biggest heist in the his-
tory of the United States.”

Bowles tapped the desk with
his fingers. “Not yet, he hasn’t
Johnny. We've got to cover all
transportation out of New York.
Alert San Francisco, Los Angeles,
San Dicgo, Seaitle, Boston, New
Orleans—anywhere boats might
leave for China. And pick up Mr.
Johnson of Duluth.”

“First,” Blood said, “I’ve got to
make an important phone call.”

Bowles stared into Johnny
Blood’s eyes. Then he said, “Did-
n’t I tell you, Johnny?”

“Ted me what?”

Slowly, reluctantly, Jerry
Bowles shufficd the papers in
front of him, and then looked
Blood in the eyes again.

“Beots Hiller has been missing
since three o’clock this afternoon,
Johnny. I had a tail on her and
she vanished into thin air. Some-
where between her apartment and
the Fourth Street joint she works
in. No trace of her.”

Blood sank down into the
chair. He felt cold all over. He
was probably too late to save her.
Mr. Johnson had already moved
in and taken her. Mr. Johnson or
others in his international mob.

IX
BOOTS HILLER Ban a questing

finger over her cheeks and stared
into the mirror again, looking
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closely at her face. Without make-
up it was fuller and rounder.
Without the eye shadow her eyes
were much brighter and healthier.
Without the severely cut dresses
she looked quite buxom and

youthful. She stared at herself in

the mirror with distaste and
frowned. *“If he could sece me
the way I really am,” shc mur-
mured to hersclf, “he would like
me so much better. He likes me
now, he feels like a father to me,
and that is the way they want it.
But if he knew me the way I real-
ly am—without the blonde hair
dye and the cyc shadow and the
wrong makeup to make my face
look thin and pinched, then he
would like me the way I want
him to.”

She sighed deeply and pulled
on her slip. She shook it down over
her and looked again in the mir-
ror. Her green eycs starcd directly
back at her.

“Phony,” she said aloud.
“Lousy little phony. Lousy two-
timing phony.”

It didn’t do any good. She
thought about Johnny Blood and
the curly blond hair she wanted
to run her fingers through and the
blue eyes and the long lean frame.
She felt the same way she’d felt
when she’d found the dead body
of Momna Warwick, her best
friend, sprawled across the bed in
the apartment the night before.

She felt cheap and crawling
and lousy with self recriminations.
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She finished dressing and went
out into the kitchen. She got out
the coffee pot, and dumped some
coffee into the percolater. Then
she sat down at the table and
peeled an orange.

Why’d they have to kill Morna
Warwick? she asked herself again.
Why’d they have to get rid of her?
Boots could have handled her.
They were afruid of Morna be-
causc she wasn't like the rest of
them.

When the Hong Kong trip had
blown up in their faces, hadn’t
Morna Warwick hopped the first
plane out of La Guardia to Mi-
ami and tried to straightcn every-
thing out right away? It wasn’t
her fault the whole thing had
turned into a stinking mess.

Boots got up quickly and moved
into the living room. She lifted
her handbag off the couch and
opcned it up. From it she took out
the .25 Colt and let it lie in her
hand. She strolled slowly back
into the kitchen. The water was
boiling.

She put the gun down on the
kitchen table and poured the boil-
ing water into the percolater.
Then she put the lid on and the
pot over the flame. She turned the
gas down a bit and went back to
the table, still meving without haste,
but in a tensed-up way.

The door to her apartment sud-
denly opened. She heard it close
again. She did not turn around.
The footsteps crossed the living
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Mr. Johnson sat on the couch
and carefully reloaded his one-
shot target pistol. Then he sat
there and read a magazine quietly
with the gun on his lap pointed at
her. Every so often he would
look up at her and there would be
a twinkle in his slitted eyes.

XI

BOOTS HILLER was gone, John-
ny Blood knew, and he might as
well face it. He stood just past the
hat check room in the Club Bistro
and let his eyes move over the
room. It was early yet and most
of the tables werc deserted. Sev-
eral customers had come in—
mostly tourists out for a thrill in
Greenwich Village after dark.

Some beatniks clustered in one
corner, talking over the deca-
dence of modern literature. Blood
moved slowly over to the bar and
end stools. An agreeable bar-
pulled himself up on one of the

" - tender named Ed Krupp wan-

dred over and wiped a glass in
front of him. Blood's eyes kept
moving around the room and
Krupp watched him.

Then Krupp said, “Terrible
thing about Morna Warwick get-
ting shot like that, ain’t it? She
used to sing here, you know.”

Blood’s eyes narrowed on
Krupp’s face. He said, “Did you
know Morna Warwick?”

Krupp shrugged. “So she used
to come in here once in a while

and make some bucks warbling
songs between Boots Hiller’s.”
l‘Um'?’

“Hope Boots Hiller isn’t in any
trouble either,” he said. “She did-
n’'t turn up teday.” Krupp
shrugged elaborately. .

Blood said, “Give me a rye and
water.”

“Surc thing, feller.” Krupp got
the rye and water and slid the
drink down in front of Blood. He
came back and stood therc, wip-
ing more glasses. “Just hepe
Boots ain’t in a serious jam, too,
that’s all.”

Blood’s eycbrows lifted. “Just
what are you driving at?”

“Couple guys got killed last
night—big street fight off Wash-
ington Square. One got dropped
right in the Park, and the other
cracked up a car over on West
Broadway, a stone’s throw away.”

“Hoods?”

*“So no one knows who they
were,” Krupp said. “No police
recoras. They got blasted down,
though. Lot of secrccy about the
whole thing, you know. Cops
clammed up. Papers played it
down.” Krupp grinned. “Cops
thought thcy might of been push-
ers or diamond smugglers. Didn’t
find a damned thing on ’em.”

“That’s funny all right,” Blood
said.

“Sure hope Boots ain’t in that
kind of trouble. She’s a nice kid.”

Krupp walked down to the mid-
dle of the bar where a mnervous
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thin man was signalling . him.
Krupp talked to the man a mo-
ment and then looked down at
Johnny Blood.

“Hey, feller,” said Krupp.
“Your name ain’t Blood, is it?”

Blood looked at Krupp a mo-
ment, then at the thin scared guy
with the beat-up hat and the bag-
gy pants. “Yeah,” he said. “Why?”

Krupp looked at the thin man.
Then he said to Blood, “Guy here
has a letter for you.”

“A letter?”

The thin man came over to
Bloed. “I found this letter on the
sidewalk. Middle of McDougal
Street. Had a finn rolled around it,
and said to deliver it to Mr. John-
ny Blood at the Club Bistro.”

Blood took the envelope and
the man went. Krupp watched
Blood out of the corner of his
eye. Blood pulled the letter out of
the envelope and read it.
Johnny.

They're after me—the same
men who killed Morna. I'm hid-
ing down at nineteen McDougal,
fourth floor. I'm afraid they’ll kill
me. A man was following me all
day, and another picked me up in
his car. I got away. I've got to get
out of the city. I'm all packed.
Come quick. Boots

Blood’s mouth twitched. It
sounded like a trap. Even from
Boots it sounded like a trap.
Blood moved over for the phone
booth and opened the door. He
closed it behind him and reached

in his pocket for a dime. He put
the dime in the slot.

And yet, he thought suddenly,
what had the F.B.I. done for
Boots Hiller?

He banged the receiver onto
the hook and fished out the dime.
He put it in his pocket and sat
there another moment or two.
This one he would handle alone.
Boots Hiller was more than just
another contact in a case. She was
that extra special something.

He pulled down his hat tight on
his head and got out of the phone
booth.

XII

JOHNNY BLOOD turned into Mc-
Dougal and walked down the
strect. It was dark, but there were
kids everywhere playing stoop
ball and screaming at each other.
Over-sized matrons waddled down
the sidewalk carrying groceries,
and men with open-collared shirts
walked along with beer cans in
their hands. Nobody noticed him.

He found 19 and turned in. A
black-haired kid shot out of the
stairwell and rammed into Blood’s
legs, turned up startled eyes, and
ran out into the street making like
a jet rocket.

Blood managed a grin and
mounted the stairs. Fourth floor.
He pressed the buzzer. After a
half minute the door opened a slit,
and a green eye peered out at
him. The door opened quickly.
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have a lot of explaining to do to
Jerry Bowles and to the boss in
Washington, but maybe it was the
best way. Moving swiftly now
would deal a definite blow to the
Johnson mob. If they were smart
enough to tail him on the train, he
could locate them and force a
showdown right away. It would be
a perfect way to flush out the
mob—and he’d point that out to
Bowles and Washington later.

“Phone for a cab, Boots, and
we’ll head for Grand Central.”

They weren't followed—John-
ny Blood could have sworn to
that. They boarded the train as it
sat by the platform in Grand Cen-
tral, and put the bags in their
drawing room. Blood stepped out-
side and stood in the vestibule of
the drawing car.

He watched the passengers as
they straggled along the platform.
He could swear none of them
were heeled. Nor did he recog-
nize anybody he would classify as
a hood. Blood felt certain there
were no gun-toters among them.

The train started up and Blood
went back to his compartment.
No one had followed them on
board the train—he was confident
of that. He went in and sat down
with Boots Hiller. She was trying
to read a magazine and was
watching the lights flash by as

they roared through the tunnel

under Manhattan out to 125th
Street.
Blood settled back in the seat

and closed his eyes, keeping his
arms folded across his chest where
he could reach his shoulder gun.

It wasn’t long before the con-
ductor called out: “Harmon.”

Vaguely Johnny Blood listened
to the conductor’s footsteps mov-
ing down the deserted passage-
way outside the compartment.
Boots Hiller stiffed a yawn and
leancd back to close her eyes.

Blood sighed and dozed in the
gentle motion of the decelerating
train, The long line of cars came
to an easy halt. Boots Hiller
reached up and carelessly pulled
down the curtain on the dirty,
grimy window.

Johnny Blood opened his eyes --

a moment, watching her hand .
pull down the shade, and then he
closed them again. It was rather
odd that she should choose that
moment to pull down the curtains,
but then, he told himself, maybe
the lights were in her eyes. The
sun had set, and the electric lights
from the station were coming in
through the grimy windows.

Boots Hiller gasped. Blood sat
up and looked at her with a
frown. Her face was white with
fear. She was staring at the win-
dow. The shade wasn’t down at
all. It had come apart in her
hands. The whole green shade—
clasp, runners, and roller—were
hanging down limp from the win-
dow.

Johnny Blood glanced at the
window and grinned. Then his
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to the station entrance. The bullet
missed and imbedded itself in the
wooden framework. Somebody
shouted on the platform, and a
woman screamed.

Blood crouched and pulled his
gun on the bird-like man who
was moving swiftly down the plat-
form away from the station en-
trance. At the end of the platform
there was a sign: Taxis.

Blood fired a shot, but the bird-
like man was zig-zagging so much
the bullet fanned the air. The
bird-like man whipped around
and fired another shot at Blood.
Then he was gone.

The Federal man darted across
the platform to the station. He
raced across the waiting room and
emerged through the street en-
trance just in time to see a taxi out
of the corner of his eye. It was
pulling out away from the station.
Johnny Blood could not see inside
of it.

He ran until he reached the
passenger loading zone of a local
bus. He watched the taxi and saw
a man’s face look out through the
back window. The man wore an
expensive gray hat that had been
neatly blocked.

Another taxi came toward him,
and he crossed to it in three long
strides. “Follow that cab,” he
cried.

The taxi driver sucked down a
gallon of ‘air and nodded.

“I'll. try not to shatter your
windshield, but I may have to,”

Blood shouted. “You’ll be ade-
'quately reimbursed.

A moment later the other taxi
was squeezing through the light
traffic in Harmon and heading
into open country. As yet Mr.
Johnson and his birdman partner
hadn’t fired from the cab, but
Blood was sure it would start
soon enough.

The road leveled out into woods
and fields. The cab in front sud-
denly lurched to the side of the
road and slowed down. The rear
door opened and the bird-like man
leapt out. He was thrown off bal-
ance for an instant, but recovered
his equilibrium almost instantly,
and bounded for the woods at the
side of the road and disappeared.

“Keep following the cab,”
Blood shouted.

The taxi up from screeched into
a crossroads and slowed. The oth-
er rear door flew open and Mr.
Johnson piled out. He jumped
into the road and kept running
fast. The cab suddenly skidded
and lurched into the ditch. It
turned over onto two wheels,
wobbled to one side, and went
over onto its roof.

“Stop your cab,”
dered.

The driver brought the taxi to a
stop, his face yellowed by the
sight of the cab in front of him.
Blood leaped out and ran for the
crossroads. He crouched and half
ran, half hopped across the cross-
roads. He hit the ditch just as a

Blood or-
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veneer of the Sutton neighborhood,
she had the distinction of being
regular—a plain man’s woman
without wish or necessity to look
like an animated mannequin.

From the drugstore doorway at
the corner, Detective Neale Buell
watched her with somber approv-
al. She could have been any one
of them, he thought. She could be
the next.

The idea put sweat clear back
between his shoulders. He watched
her vanish into her apartment
doorway and watched her balcony
until he saw the glint of her French
doors opening.

It was only afternoon, of course.
So far, the strangler had shown a
nice dramatic appreciation by
never killing before dusk. Early of
a summer evening—Buell remem-
bered one of the tabloid descrip-
tions. Always between June fif-
teenth and July thirtieth. Four
consecutive years of murders
without any other clue, except that
the victims had been women liv-
ing alone in this exclusive neigh-
borhood. Last year there had been
two strangled women.

Today was July sixteenth and
Buell had been released to Gen-
eral Duty, which meant, in effect,
crime prevention. He tried to cre-
ate a mental picture of what the
killer might look like, and came
up with a kaleidoscope of assorted
types.

The experts at Homicide had
been more definite in their specu-

.
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lations. They conceived of the
killer as a tall, long-armed man
with powerful hands—an imagina-
tive, dramatic type who might be
an actor, a phoney cult leader, or
a gigolo of sorts. Homicide had
him tagged as a psycho, with some
fixation against women who lived
alone. The Homicide experts ac-
counted for the dates as ‘the cycle
of compulsion.’

Buell wasn’t up on all that stuff.
He thought the killer might look
like—and be—almost any man in
the whole neighborhood. And that
he picked his victims simply be-
cause they were alone with handy
necks. He thought the experts
might have picked the wrong fixa-
tion. In his experience, crackpot
killers sought out a particular type
with a close similarity of age, fig-
ure, hair, occupational back-
grouand.

But the women he had slain had
possessed nothing physical or mor-
al or occupational in common. To
Neale Buell the summer murder
dates were the key, but not neces-
sarily a compulsive period in the
sense that Homicide used the term.

Homicide’s theory was that the
killer would feel that he had to
murder some woman or women
during the summer weeks to give
him appeasement. Buell thought
there was some non-psychotic
criminal motive, such as attempted
extortion, and that they might not
have been murdered at all if they
had capitulated to his demands.
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ment drew his attention from the
books, and he looked through the
window to watch de Boni sally
forth from his apartment, the
count’s three long-leashed Mexican
hairless dogs leaping frantically.
The count wore a spotted bowtie,
and a carnation in his coat lapel.
Not only was he dressed impec-
cably. The dogs were a gimmick
trained to ensnare any but the
most alert and nimble of females.

Buell frowned. The count just
didn’t have the murder smell.
Criminal assault, blackmail, poi-
son-pen letters—Buell could think
of a dozen major crimes that he
might suspect him of automatically.
But psychopathic murder almost
invariably tied in with some sense
of inferiority, and Buell could
imagine nothing that might pene-
trate the count’s ego and arrogant
vanity.

Then something clicked in
Buell’s mind. Wise little men like
Tommy could stir up some odd
thoughts, sometimes. The - one
thing that might have caused some
of the slain women to invite a man
like the count into their homes was
the excitement of going away, and
the assurance that he couldn’t be-
come a day-after-day pest.

And the one thing that might
penetrate the count’s vanity was
the sudden knowledge that he’d
been made a fool of, that he had
been ‘enticed’ in for amusement,
and that the victims-to-be were se-
cretly laughing at him in their self-
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assurance that they would be be-
yond his toils before he could
achieve amatory victory.

Buell watched the count give
considerable attention to Connie
Miles apartment entrancc across
the street, and then look up at her
balcony, where the curtains on her
open French doors fluttered in the
brceze. Then the count straight-
ened and his chest swelled, and
Buell could picture a smirk of an-
ticipation on his vulture face.

Buell didn’t like it. Maybe, he
thought, because he did like Con-
nie Miles, and under less economic
and social difference, would have
made a point of knowing her more
personally. Nevertheless, he still
didn’t like it, and he was a direct-
thinking guy, and he moved down
her block for two reasons. One, to
let the count see that he was
around. Two, to check the layout
of her apartment house.

It was a small, exclusive house
without a doorman. There were
big double doors at the street en-
trance, the front pair open until
midnight. There was a well-lighted
foyer with three marble steps,
which held the apartment bells and
mailboxes. The inner doors were
always locked. The inner foyer was
large, well-lighted, and could be
seen from the street through trans-
parent door-drapes.

The elevator was self-operated,
with emergency controls that
would make it possible for a killer
to bypass a stop at any interven-
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ing floor if the button were pushed
during his escape descent. The
service elevator and fire stairs
could practically be ruled out. A
prowler would have to be admit-
ted by the superintendent.

Buell thought of using some
small excuse to ring Connie Miles,
then decided that a personal wish
to see her safe and sound had
nothing to do with his policeman’s
job of tracking down a killer. He
had the key to the Trelawny's, who
lived immediately above her. They
had already lcft town for the sum-
mer, and he had promised to keep
an eye on their jade collection, and
water their balcony plants occa-
sionally.

He went upstairs, opened the
Trelawny doors to air the place,
watered the plants, and then stood
on the balcony enjoying a cold
beer and smoke. Lcaning against
the balcony rail, he could hcar
Connie Miles on the telephone in
her living room below. She was
giving orders for her furniture to be
covered for the summer, and told
the service she would leave the key
with the super.

So she was going away, he
thought, and felt a wave of con-
scious relief wash through him. At
least she’d be out of the killer’s
path for the time being. He thought
of Tommy’s comment upon women
who were leaving town, and
grinned to himself, wondering if
Connie Miles would be crazy
enough at this point to date a cop.
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She was a real piece of woman. Not
TV star or society-set glamorous.
That was something else.

His cop’s mind returned to less
personal angles. It was a fair bet
she was using the telephone beside
the couch, sitting at the balcony
end. He had been up to her place
twice—once when she’d reported
the theft of the mink coat, once
when he’d brought her home from
identifying it. She’d given him
cooled beer in a chilled mug, which
was the way it should be served,
and a hamburger spiced of garlic.

All of the strangler’s victims so
far had been sitting on their couch-
es when murdered. Apparently,
they had been chatting amiably
with the killer with no suspicion of
the danger they were in. There had
becn no indications of preceding
argument, such as a cigarette
mashed out in temper.

The victims had not even sus-
pected harm when the Kkiller
moved near enough to grab their
hair. They might have been talk-
ing with somebody like himself.
And if there was no motive other
than psychopathic compulsion to
strangle, then it could happen to
Connie Miles as easily as to any-
one else.

He felt the mist of sweat on his
brow again, and thanked God that
she was going away. He finished
his smoke and beer, gave the big
shrub the last of the water, and
prepared to leave. There was no
sound from the apartment below
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now, and he leaned over the rail,
listening more intently. Lord, it
sure seemed a long way to the
sidewalk when you looked straight
down!

Then he saw the girl moving to-
ward the avenue, saw her ensnared
by the count’s leashed dogs, and
saw her disentangle herself but
stand on chatting voluably a mo-
ment before she parted company
with him. Buell frowned, remem-
bering the half-dozen times he had
seen her frost the count before, and
Tommy’s comment about women
leaving on vacation springing into
his mind again. She had certainly
not frosted the count just now,
and there had been a perkiness in
her walk when she’d left him.

Buell tried to define his irrita-
tion as official worry or personal
chagrin, and couldn’t decide which
of the two emotions it was. But it
made him conscious again of just
how damned much he liked the
girl. He closed the balcony win-
dows and left the apartment, drift-
ing two blocks west to find Willy
Ottomyer standing cn the curb out-
side his pet shop. Presumably, he
was taking the air, but what he was
actually doing was keeping out of
the middle of a discussion between
Connie Miles and Tommy Taylor.

Tommy was saying stubbornly,
“But Miss Miles, your little para-
keet still has scales on its legs!”

“Then dip them in kerosene, the
way we used to do with chickens!”
she said with exasperation. “Good

MIKE SHAYNE MYSTERY MAGAZINE

heavens, Tommy, you act like
you'd hatched it!”

“Let me treat it once more at
least,”” Tommy pleaded.

“All right, but have it at my
house between eight and nine to-
night, and no more silly excuses.
You hear?”

Buell glanced sidewise at Otto-
myer, who shrugged his heavy
shoulders. “He gets stubborn when
they’re still sick,” the vet said. “But
he’s right. Pets shouldn’t be moved
until they’re well. Still, he does get
over-sentimental.”

“What's he think when you have
to destroy pups and kittens?”

“Ho-ho! Then comes the revolu-
tion in the basement! But usually,
he ends up doing it himself.”

“He kills them?” Buell asked
with wonder.

Ottomyer nodded with a
chuckle. “He won’t trust me. I'm
just the boss. He remcmbers that
before the new deep-sleep serum,
I used strychnine and monoxide.”

“Is this new serum gentler?”

“Yes. It just puts them to sleep
and they never wake up. It’s like
jugular strangulation. The brain
dies before the body. That’s what
used to worry Tommy. He feared
that the animals knew what was
happening to them.”

“I can dig that myself,” Buell
grunted. “Once I was shot dead. It
took them forty minutes to get my
heart and lungs going again. I was-
n’t conscious for more than a few
seconds, but it was long enough to
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ment, stepping from a taxi with the
unhurried decorum of a lady step-
ping from a carriage. The count
straightened, adjusted the carna-
tion in his lapel, and was off like a
beagle on the scent.

It was obvious that he was a
_one-woman man. He snared his
lady and, shortly, escorted her
into a swank cocktail bar, un-
doubtedly to get the dimensions of
her nylons.

Buell grinned in spite of himself.
At least, the dapper Casanova was
accounted for for a few minutes.
He took the break to grab himself
a hamburger at a coffee pot and
pick up his car. It was a better cov-
er for trailing, and he meant to
keep the count under close surveil-
lance until nine.

At seven-thirty, the count was
still at the lounge bar with the
lady, evidently ordering dinner.
Buell relaxed and took a brief tour
around the neighborhood. If the
count was in pretty company, he
was anchored. It would take him
at least an hour for the kind of din-
" ner he would order.

At eight-twenty, Buell was on
his way back to watch for the
count when he spotted Ottomyer
trudging heavily up the avenue to-
ward the subway, which was five
long blocks away.

The streets were still hot, and it
was a laborious hike for a heavy
older man. Buell tooted at him,
and pulled up to give him a lift.
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The veterinarian took it gratefully,
wiping his brow after he got in.

“I stayed late to be sure that
Tommy took up Miss Miles’ para-
keet,” he said. He shook his head.
“It it not worth it these hot days.
But he would argue with the Al-
mighty if an animal is sick.”

Buell chuckled. It never ceased
to amaze him how stubborn shy,
sensitive, overly-gentle people
could get. He remembered a boy
in his own combat company who
had cried when the company bully
intentionally squashed a butterfly.
Cried like hell, and then knocked
holy hell out of the bully.

Ottomyer was saying, “I was
thinking after you left. Maybe in
my humor I did an injustice to
Count de Boni.”

“How could you?” the detec-
tive asked with irony.

“Well,” Ottomyer explained, “it
is that maybe he has earned the
right to his little vanity. You see,
my name is German, but I am from
Alsace. I am French. And during
the first of the war there was no
braver man in France than de
Boni. He blocked a Panzer brigade
for eighteen hours single-handed.
He was one of the great French
commandoes. And then with the
Occupation, he went underground,
and again he was a terror to the
Germans.”

Buell didn’t answer. His back
had gone ice cold and his mouth
was grim. The unexpected side you
never thought of until you knew
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about it—a mincing poppingjay
who had lived under intense danger
and learned, perhaps, the thrill of
killing with bare hands.

Ottomyer said with surprise,
“But you can let me off here, if
you have forgottcn something!”

Buell rasped, “I'll bring you
back,” and touched his siren as he
gunned in a U-turn.

Two minutes later he slammed
on the brakes in front of the res-
taurant where he'd left the count.
“He just left,” the doorman was
quick to inform him, in responsc to
an urgent query. “With a young
lady.”

Buell thought, that could mean
anything. Maybe a setup alibi if she
considered her reputation precious
and he was planning to rejoin her
after a brief absence. A marricd
woman, for instance, who'd spent
the night with a man would be a
sucker to swear later that they’d
gone to the movies during the pe-
riod when they hadn’t been to
gether. '

-He jumped in the car and raced
for Connie Miles, who was now his
chief worry.

He let himself in the street door
with Trelawny’s keys. He had to
fight against an impulse to stop the
ascending car at the floor of Con-
nie’s apartment. If he crashed in
prematurely he’d only make a fool
of himselff—and of her. Quite
possibly he had guessed wrong and
at best, he was not likely to catch
a killer. Either he’d bust things up
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by intruding, or he’d give the man
a getaway chance if he was still
there.

He went up to Trelawny’s
apartment, stripping off his coat
and unholstering his gun as he
moved to thc French doors. He
paused for one brief, anticipatory
look at what he mcant to do, and
then was over the balcony rail, his
fingers clawing through the wire
netting. He heard Connie’s voice
then, raised in brittle irritation and
a wave of relicf swept over him.

It was gone in an insiant, for - -

when he took one glance beneath
him, he felt a breath-stopping belt
in his solar plexus. The height was
sickening. Ottomyer was on the
pavement far beneath, staring up
and gesturing with bcwilderment.
There was a street light almost
over him, but he was so far below
that Buell could not make out the
veterinarian’s expression.

He swallowed and sucked a long.
breath and pulled his thinking into
coordination. The wire mesh was
cutting through his fingers, and
there was another problem. The
mesh was shaped in diamond open-
ings, and the wedge-shaped bot-
toms trapped his knuckles. Midway
of the mesh, he could bear his
weight on one arm to free the
other. But at the bottom where he
had to swing, if his knuckles caught
for an instant, he’d be swung back
and out into empty space.

He saw the cement deck rising
toward his face and knew that his
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lips were free of the deck already.
He could hear her voice even more
clearly now and intermixed, a
man’s tones—strange, almost hys-
terical. Then he knew it was Tom-
my Taylor’s voice. Tommy was
still there, pleading for her to
leave the parakeet until she got
back.

Buell felt the relief at the same
instant that he felt the chill breath
of personal terror. He had no feel-
ing left in his fingertips, and be-
cause of it, he had been trapped,
hung up. He had only seconds of
muscular coordination left at best.

He looked up grimly at the last
handhold. Ever try climbing when
you couldn’t feel what you were
doing? He could see the deck
through the bottom of the mesh,
though, and maybe—just maybe
—he was in luck. The mesh over-
lapped the deck, and his fingers
would be stopped before they
jammed into the edge.

He took his last hold with his
numb finger, prayed and swung
out. Then, as he started to swing
back in he gave his hands the mes-
sage to let go. But he had no way of
knowing what they did, and there
was that terrible instant when he
was sure that they had caught in
the mesh.

Then he was dropping. He felt
the bar on Connie’s balcony graze
his back as he landed on his feet
by a small wrought-iron table.

The lights were bright enough
inside to see through the drapes.
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The French doors were wide, and
now he could hear the conversa-
tion.

Connie was saying, “Now Tom-
my, I've had enough of this! I ap-
preciate your worries, but I am
taking the bird away with me.”

“Please, Miss Miles—just leave
it until you get back!” Tommy was
pleading.

“I’'m not coming back,” she said.
“I can rent the apartment from
overseas. I've quit my job, thank
heavens, and now maybe I can live
for myself for a change.”

Even then, Buell thought, it is
odd how onc part of the brain can
filter something out and take it to
pieces at a time when the whole
brain should be concentrating on
the matter at hand. He knew what
she made—twenty thousand a
year. She was no liar. And living
by herself—that was the key.

He supposed there were thou-
sands of women in New York
trappced by their own careers. She
knew hundreds of eligible men,
but no one man who’d stop around
to take her to a neighborhood mov-
ie, or sit on her balcony and eat a
stinky hamburger.

Buell straightened up and flexed
his hands and shoulders. He was
damned glad that it was Tommy
Taylor and not the count in there.
But he was going to look like one
big damned fool himself when he
walked in. With her ironic humor,
it was going to sound swell—chas-
ing a notorious psychopathic stran-
























