
























































PRIVATE
DETECTIVE
'AGENCY

























26 SHORT STORIES . "

a sellout, for Don was good copy, what with
his easy laughter and his escapades. And
now the kid had pulled another runout and
wouldn’t reappear until just a few minutes
before the match.

Barry knotted his tie and reached for his
coat. “I'll take a run out to the joint,” he
said, and slid his arms into the sleeves.

“I'll go along,” Hymie offered.

Barry shook his head. “You stick around,
just in case I miss him,” he said. “Anyway,
he listens to me.” :

“Well, get him back. If he’s had a couple,
he may be too tight to fight. Damn it, why
couldn’t he have the sense you've got!”

Barry almost laughed. He couldn’t imag-
ine Don as being anybody other than him-
self.

They were identical, so much so that
even Hymie couldn’t tell them apart until
they talked. But in their minds they were
utterly alien. Don laughed his way through
life, not giving a damn about the next day,
living only from thrill to thrill. While Barry
had a dream he nursed, ene with an auto-
matic lift and four gas pumps and a swell
mechanic’s shop in back. That dream lay in
the future, though, five thousand dollars
away. That was their difference, that and the
way they felt about Ruth.

She was little, like a half-grown girl, and
her eyes laughed, and her face was that of
an Irish colleen with upturned nose. She
walked with quick lithe steps, and her voice
had the breathless eagerness that stirred
Barry's heart with everything she said.

Maybe, he told himself time and again,
- that was why he loved her, maybe it was
because she was like Don in a way, excited
with being alive and arousing his protective
instinct.

Not that she needed protection. She had
a temper and a wit that drove her thoughts
in slashing words. She hadn’t used either on
Barry, but Don and she had hit it up hot and
heavy a couple of times when he had got out
of line.

She was as good as engaged to Don, or so
it seemed to Barry, for always they were to-
gether, her job as Hymie's secretary taking
her with them from town to town, Not that
Don seemed to have the thought, for he
went with other women, too. Probably that
was why Barry had kept silent about how he
felt. Anyway, now it didn’t matter, for if his

plans went right, he'd be pulling out within
six months, and his future would be one
where hands weren'’t fists but animate tools
with which to ply his chosen trade.

Hymie was watching him, and he flushed.
for sometimes he had the thought the bald-
ish fat manager could read his mind. He
picked his hat from the rack and held i
loosely in his hand.

“Stop worrying,” he said to Hymie.

“Oh, sure!” Hymie said, and threw th.
frayed cigar butt into the corner. “With
five-grand forfeit if Don doesn’t show, plus
a blacklist from the Syndicate, you tell me
not to worry.”

“I'll bring him back,” Barry said shortly
and left the room.

HE WENT through the gym, smelling the
mingled odors, smoke and liniment
and swecat and leather, and he wondered
what it would be like, after five years of this,
to give it up. And, too, it would be strangc
to be alone, for Don would move up, taking
the championship eventually, and then thc
patterns of their lives would be utterly dif-
ferent. He shrugged away the thought and
went down the stairs to the street.

The car was a neat little job, hired by the
week by Hymie, and Barry fumbled for the
keys, selecting one for the door. A shadow
moved over the sunlit paint, and he knew
the girl was Ruth, even before he looked up.

“Hi, Barry,” she said. “Going out for
Don?”

"I thought I'd ride out that way,” Barry
said, and felt the flush riding his tanned
cheeks. She alone could do that to him; not
that he was embarrassed; it was just that,
well, it happened.

“I'll go along.”

“Huh uh! I can do it better alone.”

But already she was opening the door, and
he was helpless to stop her, just as he was
whent Don made a decision. “Hurry,” she
said, and he went about the car and slid into
the seat.

He started the car and slipped it into the
traffic, driving with casual skill. Ruth sighed,
looking from the window, and he flicked his
gaze her way, strangely content.

She was wearing green, a neat little suit
that accented her youthful curves; and when
she looked around, her eyes were greener
than usual, shadowed with her thoughts.






































































































60 SHORT STORIES 10

another hatchet. Mebbe she will merely
faint.”

“She kin git no hatchets or weppings of
enny kind, no more,” put in Bushface Biggs,
who was enjoying a mid-morning breakfast
of redeye and rolls. “Every hardware store
in town has been warned agin her.”

“Push-'em-Up, Bushface, my feller citi-
zens an’ gentlemen o’ Jezebel, if any!”
Union made the pronouncement in the man-
ner of an orator addressing an audience. “No
one need never fear agin what that Hattie
hellion will lay a hatchet on a Jezebel bar!
I have drawn the lioness’ claws.”

“Huh?” ejaculated Push-'em-Up. His
stare of surprise turned to one of lively curi-
osity as Union drew his hand across his per-
spiring forchead and removed his felt hat.
“Fer gaw sake, who carved their initials on
your coconut?”

Union- gently touched the network of
courtplaster that surmounted his bald cra-
nium.

“I was assassinated agin, Push-'em-Up, on
my way home from here last night. That be
twicet in the same day I was assassinated.
Somebuddy crept up behind me and laid a
blackjack on top o’ my skull, with the foul
intention o’ makin’ the desert sands run red
with my brains.”

“And the blow bounced,” said Push-’em-
Up admiringly.

"Lookit that hat.” Union pointed to the
split in the top of the GAR black felt slouch
that lay on the bar. “The blow druv clean
through it onto what was beneath. An’
what was beneath happened ter be that littul
- package I took home with me which con-
tained a dozen stiff collars I bought ter go
with my Sunday suit on my way here yes-
tiddy mornin’. I do not like ter dandle littul
packages in my hand so I slapped it inter the
top o' my hat an’ slapped that hat on top ©’
my head. So the murderin’ force o’ the black-
jack it evaporated on them dozen stiff collars
but their edges was druv into my skin some-
thin® awful. Found I was, completely
knocked out, by a late homecomin’ gentle-
man, who fell over me in Tin Can Alley an’
brung me to.”

“Twice in one day,” said Push-'em-Up.
“Union, at this rate, you will not be with
us much past sunset. Who in hell wants
you out of the way?”

“They want the President o the Bank of

Jezebel outa the way, Push-'em-Up. An’ I
be attendin’ ter that matter also. I sent fer
Doc Mac McCarty ter patch me up at Mad-
ame Santa Fé’s an’ I also summoned from his
slumbers that Cashier Beanpole Stebbins an’
I give him a job what kept him up all night.
Him an’ his hull staff. As a bank president
I be most industrious.”

Through the door, stealthily admitted by
Slewfoot, the guardian of the peephole,
a steady trickle of customers had been com-
ing; by now the cheerful rattle of poker
chips was sounding and the roulette ball was
clicking its way merrily around the ebony
bowl. Shouts rose and the Arizona Palace,
its spirits damped for the time bcing, was on
its way to another riotous day in its history.

“Double Old Merry Pancher Screech,
Push-’em-Up,” ordered Union. "It will call
fer a powerful amount o' stimulatin’ fluid ter
pull me through this crisis. Slap it right
down in front o’ my nostrils.” His glance
went casually toward the rear of the estab-
lishment. “Take it back, Push-'em-Up!
Water, water! Here she comes, loose agin!”

Marching determinedly between  thc
tables, straight for the bar, with Sisters
O'Brien and Schmidt behind her, advanced
Hatchet Hattie, the flare of rage in her eyes.
On her shoulder and on the shoulders of her
companions rested objects with long handles
and broad blades painted a violent red.

“Good gorrymighty, they have got thc
fire-axes!”

“You can barricade your front portal, if
you wish, you viper!” Hatchet Hattie hurled
at Push-'em-Up. "“You can machinate and
you can conspire but it will be to no avail.
Your back door was open and so was the
door of the firehouse as we passed it.”

“The court!” gurgled Union. “The court,
ma’am!”

“A fine of a mere twenty dollars for dis-
turbing the peace, Banker Jones. The legal
counsel you sent me, Attorney Goodfellow,
made a heart-stirring plea in my behalf, in
which he likened me to Joan of Arc, and
Judge Hoxie was visibly moved. Ten dollars
for the incident here, the same for the
Mesa.” '

“Good gorrymighty!” breathed Union.
“It were Jedge Hoxie sittin’ instid o’ Jedge
Jeffers an’ it be Lent durin’ which he totally
abstains, an’ thinks everybody else should do
the same. An’ Attorney Goodfellow—he
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chief? Hell, no! The assistant. Who gets
the big checks—the assistant? Hell, no!
The chief.

Five years before, Bill Parker had tackled
his first big construction-engineering job.
He had gone into the swamps—jungles the
natives called them—of northeastern Arkan-
sas as assistant on a drainage project for
Stanley Brothers. He had taken into the
jungle with him his transit, a pet level, two
books of reference relating to his profession,
the plays of Shakespeare in one volume—
and a full set of ideals, rose-tinted.

Five years had sweated away. Parker still
had his transit, his pet level, no longer
needed the reference books and knew the
Elays of Shakespeare by heart. Somewhere

eneath mountains of dirt, countless tons of
steel and scads of miscellaneous debris, re-
posed a set of ideals, no longer rose-tinted.

What business had a dirt-and-steel man
with ideals?

Radley wouldn't know an ideal if one

walked right up and socked him. Radley
had never in his life suffered from ideal-
troubles, because he’d never had any to go
with. He'd had gab, push, influence in high
places—and enough -engineering savvy to
read a blueprint. Read it, and then not know
what the hell to do with it!
" That was where Bill Parker, assistant,
came in. Bill Parker savvied blueprints and
could build a job from them. Bill Parker
didn’t need any assistant. If ever Bill
Parker got to be a Chief he'd abolish assis-
tants altogether!

Damn right!”" Bill Parker applauded Bill
Parker, as he handed his suitcase to a river-
rat and told him where to take it.

Across a bridge-like structure connecting
the station platform with the fronts of half
a dozen frame shacks set on stilts, the carly-
evening lights of Tom Potter’s drink-shop
twinkled an invitation. He walked into
Tom’s place and deposited his elbows on
the bar.

Tom himself was back of the bar. He
nodded howdy to the engineer, took bottle
and glasses from the back-bar and shuffled
up in front of him.

“Time you was showing up, Bill,” he
said, pouring from the bottle. *“Reckon you
got all them telegrams they been sending

ou?”’
Y “A bust head’s all T got, Tom,” Parker

told him, eying the filled glass sourly.
“What telegrams?”

Tom halted his own glass halfway up.
“You mean you ain’t heard about Radley?"”
he asked surprisedly.

“What about him?" Parker, having de:
cided he might hold the drink if he was
careful, downed it, shivered, and hastily put
away the empty glass.

Then Tom Potter touched off the giant-
powder.

“Nothing much,” he replied. “Not much
they could find of him. He got blowed to
hell and gone yestiddy!”

F‘OR the space of one shallow breath, Par-
ker thought the explosion had been in-
side his aching head. Then he knew it
hadn’t. This was serious. What Tom had
just told him was mighty serious!

“Hadn’t heard about it,” he said, feeling
the lifesaver snapping him up. “What
about it? Any particulars?”

“A few. Nobody seems to know much,
except the fact that Radley was blowed
plumb up. Scattered. Dynamite under a
trestlehead, or something. Anyhow, this
dynamite hadn’t no business being there.
That’s what Hank Stanley says. Radley and
Bob Jelks, your timekecper, was standing on
the part that blowed up. Got 'em both.
That’s all, Bill, except Stanley has been
burning up Western Union ever since, try-
ing to dig you out of some Memphis grog-
shop or other. Probably on Front or Beale,
I told 'em,” he ended with a buck-tooth

rin.
8 “Shotgun Avenue and Short Third,” auto-
matically, as Parker shook his head in re-
fusal of another drink, turned and hurried
out.

A hundred yards westward, where the
elevated sidewalk ended, was the St. Fran-
cis River, with the riding-lights of river-
craft spaced along the shore.

Parker went along the walk, down the
stair-steps and hailed The Bouncer, waiting
to run him up-river to the jungle and Ten-
Ark’s unfinished railroad. He crossed the
brief gangplank, greeted Ham-and-eggs
Folsom, captain and crew, and went to the
cabin amidships. The cabin was lighted,
his suitcase lay on its side on one of the
long, cushioned benches ranging the walls,
and two nifty brown bags were beside it.
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have to be settled; Tony would have to pro-
claim love anew before they could go on.
All this as she stood, lay back, or squirmed
beneath the belly of her galloping mount
amid the applause of the crowd.

In the middle of it all a decision began to
take form in her mind. It came from a
smiling glance from Tony as she galloped
past him and their eyes met. Whatever was
back of it all, her whole heart and soul were
his, and Tony had a hoodoo on him if ever
a man had. Feeling as he did about Black-
out, he was practically signing his death
warrant in the stunt he was to undertake
forty-five minutes from now. She knew
how such things worked. Blackout would
be waiting to get Tony. And if anything
happened to Tony she’'d die.

The applause for her ride was like ma-
chine-gun rattle. The stands were over-
flowing. Brad Kingery had packed them
in with that special advertising of his, given
the mob meat for its ever-morbid sensation-
hunger., They would continue to fill the
stands daily, wondering if the black killer
horse would get his man. Kit waited only
till Tony was out of sight, then she acted.

Stocky, sorrel-haired Brad Kingery was
apoplecti¢ with fury at first, over the propo-
sition with which Mrs. Katherine Millarde
née his tomboy niece, faced him in the top-
horse tent. But Kit, her blue eyes snapping,
was equally furious, threatening an iastant
walk-out. By degrees Brad began to see
light as the realization dawned that, as of
today, Kit was no longer his ward. Now
she was Mrs. Tony Millarde and very much
a free agent. Besides, he was still her uncle
with her best interest at heart as well as
her husband’s. Truth was, ever since he had
egged Tony into his reckless determination
to ride Blackout there had been something
sour about the affair to him; from the first
he had been touched with misgiving about
scheduling Tony's wild stunt. It was against
his ethics to risk a killing in the arena. Now
he sensed dramatic things pending and was
nonplussed, but prompted to treat the mat-
ter with gloved hands. After all, it was
nothing so terrible that Kit was demanding
of him,

“Tony’s a sick man, Uncle Brad. Do you
believe in hunches and hoodoos? I do.
Tony's been tossed by that horse only this
week—enough to put most men in the hos-
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pital tent. But there are scars on more than
his body. He’s game, but I tell you if he
goes into the arena on Blackout today, with-
out any help, he’ll never come through
alive. Tony's mine now and I intend tu .
keep him—alive!”

Brad Kingery stood tonguing his unlit
cigar. “I'm no murderer, Kit. Idon’t want
Tony hurt any more than you do. But how
d’you figure to work this thing?”’

“I want that ride shifted ahead twenty-
five minutes,” Kit said. She had been doing
some swift figuring. “It can come in where
the wild-calf roping usually comes, with-
out balling anything up. Every minute’s im-
portant when a man’s in the state Tony’s in
now. It isn’t that he can’t ride Blackout:
he just thinks he can’t, It’s all in the mind.
My plan will snap him back to normal,
that’s all.”

“Okay,” said Kingery shortly. “T'll
change the schedule and leave the rest to
you. I'd gate anybody else for pulling a
stunt like this, but seeing it's you—wcli,
it'll be part of your wedding present, Kit.”

Kit hurried away toward the bucking
chutes and found Shorty Ellis, who helpea
saddle the bad ones. She spoke rapidly for
a few moments, silencing Shorty’s protests
with: “Never mind about the Boss, Shorty.
This is Uncle Brad's orders. Tony’s riding
Blackout at 3:15 instead of 3:40 and I'm
going to help with the hull instead of Jose,
see?  Blackout’s to be brought into the
chute now!”

FROM that on, everything moved as if
oiled. When Blackout was hazed into
the chute, he had to be eared to get his
bridle on. Kit hung over the bars talking
soothingly ‘to the outlaw until duty called
Shorty Ellis elsewhere. Then she dipped
her fingers in the water trough and opened
the little box of mascara which she had re-
cently bought and never used. Five minutes
later she went to find Tony, satisfied with
her work. Tony was mooning out back of
the top-horse tent. Kit saw actual relief on
his face when she told him his ride had been
moved forward.

“They can’t bring it on too quick to suit
me, Kit,” he muttered. “The whipping's all
in the waiting.”

In the commotion that accompanied the
screwing on of Blackout’s hull, Tony no-
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