











Paul Harvey Hails
New Way For Deaf
To Hear Clearly Again

NEW YORK CITY (Spe-
cia])—A sensational new dis-
covery in the miracle science
of electronics that helps the
hard-of-hearing hear clearly
again was hailed by Paul HHar-
vey, famous news commenta-
tor, on his American Broad-
casting Co. breadcast Sunday
night.

Harvey revealed that this
new discovery helps even those
suffering a severe hearing loss
to hear again with unbcliev-
able clearness. It is so revolu-
tionary it makes vacuum-tube
hearing aids obsolete. Noth-
ing shows in the ear except a
tiny, almost invisible device.

“This new invention

ehanges the lives of the hard-

of-hearing overnight,” Harvey
said. ‘“I’ve seen it happen to
someone I know intimately.”

Harvey urged his listeners
to find out how this amazing
discovery can bring new hap-
piness and success to their
loved ones who need better
hearing.

To acquaint readers of this
magazine with this new way
to hear clearly again, a fasci-
nating book with complete
focts will be sent free, in a
plain wrapper. No cost or op-
ligation. Send your request on
a postcard to Electronic Re-
search Director, Dept. B-100,
Belten Hearing Aid Co., 1227
Loyola Avenue, Chicago 23,
Illinois.
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young man with crew-cut sandy
hair and pleasantly undistin-
guished features but very earnest
eyes, the type that most parents
of daughters would be happy to
see callmg Already they man-
aged to look like a couple; and
they looked at the Saint together
in the same politely puzzled way.

The marshal, however, had
again conveniently forgotten to
complcte the other side of the in-
troduction.

“Let’s see the body, Jock,” he
said bluntly.

"Yes, sir.”

The young man in uniform
headed towards an open arch in
the wall opposite the fireplace. It
was the end of a corridor that
ran Jengthways through the
house, with doors on each side
and another door across the far
end. Ingram led the way past two
doors on the right and opened the
third room.

It faced the same view as the
living room, and had obviously
once been a bedroom but 1t had
been stripped of all’ household
furniture. Instead, it held a work
bench littered with an assortment
of small tools, an engineer’s
drawing board under the win-
dow, a bookcase with rolls of
drafting paper and other station-
ery on the shelves, and the body.

The body lay on the floor near
the middle of the room, belly
down, the head turned to the
right so that the left cheek rested
on the bare floor. Of all the work-

ers in that converted Western
setting, Edward Oakridge, even
in death, looked the least out of
place, for he wore a plaid shirt
and blue jeans secured by a tooled
leather belt, although he had not
gone so far as to wear cowboy
boots but had his feet in comfort-
able sneakers. He was a short
burly man, and what could be
seen of his face had some of the
same neanderthal ruggedaess as
his physique. His head was com-
pletely hairless, so that the blood-
clotted wound slightly above and
behind his right ear could be
plainly seen; but even more con-
spicuous and more gruesome was
the screwdriver handle that stuck
out at an angle from hus powerful
neck, directly over the jugular
vein.

It was the latter wound which
had done the most bleeding, to
form a pool on the bare tile floor.
Into that pool of ghastly ink the
dying man had dipped a finger,
and with it he had traced three
capital letters close to his face,
which spelled a word. And as he
gazed down at it, the earliest of
the Saint’s perplexities was an-
swered.

The word was: COP.

“Now I get it,” said the Saint
at last. “Why didn’t you tell me,
Harry?”

"Jock told Loretto and Loretto
told me when he phoned,” Tan-
ner said. “But that was double
hearsay. I hadn't seen it myself.”

He squatted to make a closer
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MURDER IN HOLLYWOOD 91

the main street. It's Stage Four,
Ask for Mr. Stone.”

Eddie said: “Mr.
Stone?”

The girl flashed a smile.
“That’s so old it's covered with
moss.”™

I grabbed Eddie by the arm
and we went through a door,
along a corridor and out another
door to the main studio street.
Stage Four was a couple of
blocks away, with big letters on
the concrete.

Eddie said: “Nice, bright
phone gal. Doesn’t know there’s
a murder in the studio.”

“She was bright enough to top
a bum joke of yours,” I replied.

When we got to the sound-
proof doors of Stage Four, Eddie
was about to open one. I shoved
him away and pointed to the
red light that was burning.

“Wait'll that goes dead,” I
said. *That means they're shoot-
ing.”

Eddie’s blue eyes stared into
mine. “Pretty calm old studio,
Mac. The telephone gal doesn’t
know they've had a murder, and
they go right on shooting the
stuff on the stage where the body
is.

I grinned. We stood around
for a couple of minutes and then
I said: “They can’t be shooting
a scene this long. Let’s go in.”

I shoved open the outer sound
door and Eddie followed me.
When I got the inner door open
we walked on a dimly, lighted,

Rolling

large stage. At the far end there
were a lot of people. We neared
the groufp and Eddie walked up
to a uniformed officer.

“Wherte's the body?” he ask-
ed. “We're from County Detec-
tives.” '

The man in the uniform
pointed beyond the group. “Over
there,” he muttered.

Eddie said: “What are youx
doing over here?”

The man shrugged. “Waitin’
to see what's going to happen.
Just killing time.”

Eddie looked at me. “What
the hell?” he muttered.

I said to the uniformed one.
“You're not a cop?”

He shook his head. “I'm an
actor,” he replied.

Eddie frowned at him. “Why
the hell didn’t you say so?” he
snapped.

We went through the group
of boys and gals and the uni-
formed one called after Eddie:
“I didn’t say so because a lot of
these muggs might have argued
with me.”

Eddie swore under his breath.
I said: “Take it easy, Handsome,
The picture bunch know how te
wisecrack, too.”

Eddie stood still and shouted
loudly:  “Mr. Stone — Mr.,
Stone.”

A man came up on his right.
He was a big man and he looked
tough. He was dressed roughly
and had a lot of dirt smeared
on his face, over make-up.
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jooked at me and said steadily:
“You won’t get him to talk
again. He's dead.”

Stone’s face was very pale. His
lips moved but he didn't speak.

“He had a bad heart, I know
that,” the doctor said. “"He’s
fainted before, at the studio. I've
warned him about excitement.”

Stone muttered: “But he saw
somcthing. He said it had hap-
pened again—"

He broke off. A short, barrel-
chested actor—one of the men
in the flophouse scene—came
running up. He spoke to the
doctor.

“At the other end of the stage,
Doc—up in the rigging. 1 think
he's dead.”

The doctor said:
in the rigging?”

I spoke sharply: “What were
you doing, up on the rigging
pntform’

The actor shook his head. "I
wasn't up there. T just happened
to look up and saw him—hang-
ing there!”

When the chief said: “Hello,
McCoy,” T got my face close to
tiie booth telephone mouthpiece.

“Things are happening fast
out here,” T told him. “"Want
the facts?”

He swore.

“Dead—up

“Got a bowling

date tonight—hope it isn’t
tough,” he replied
I said: "It’s plenty tough.”

Madden swore again. “Tell
me now what you know.”

I took a deep drag on my ciga-

rette. “An extra by the name
of Thomas Grey has been appar-
ently murdered. There’s a bullet
wound in his neck, base of the
brain. A cutter by the name of
Reynolds is dead, apparently of
heart failure because he saw a
man hanging from the rigging
they use for the overhead lights.
The man hanging from the rig-
ging is dead. He was an actor
who worked in the same scene
as Grey. Strangulatlon by rope.
Suicide or murder.”

Madden said: “Is that all?”

I said: “That’s all—so far.
But we've been out here only an
hour.”

Madden muttered something
I didn’t catch. “Got any ideas?”
he asked more clearly.

I said: “Yeah, too many. And
Eddie’s got a few, all bad. And
the business manager’s got a
couple.”

Madden spoke grimly. “What
1s the best one—so far?”

“Grey was murdered by Hal-
lowell, the other extra. Hallo-
well h'mged himself. The cutter
had a bad heart and just passed
out.”

Madden grunted. “Any reason
for this Hallowell to murder
Grey?”

I said: “Yeah, he hated him.”

Madden said: “Then what the
hell did he hang himself for,
after he'd killed him?”

“Remorse,” 1 replied. “And
I think the whole theory is
lousy.”
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strip? There isn’t much of 1t—
just a shot of the men sleeping.”

I said: "“Yeah, let's take a
peek.”

Stone leaned forward and
pressed a button. The side wall
lights of the projection room
went out. An assistant camera
man was holding the scene num-
ber plate before the camera as
the screen caught the projection.

Stone’s voice said, from off
the screen: “Quiet everybody,
when we fade 1n on this! And
you men on the cots—don't
move. You're all dog-tired. All
right—camera!”

The camera man with the slate
snapped off and the scene was
the men on the cots. My eyes
went to the left row, to the tenth
cot. The figure was too far away
from the camera to distinguish
the face. And Tom Grey was
slightly out of focus. But I could
sec the arm dangling, motion-
less, over the side of the cot.
The camcra was on a platform,
and angled down on the scene.

Stone said softly: “"No dia-
logue. We were going to dub in
the sounds of the street, and
some snoring.”’

I nodded, my eyes on the
motionless figures on the cots.
There seemed to be twenty or
thirty of them in each row, and
the dummies looked very real,
in the background. There was no
movement.

Suddenly Stone’s voice sound-
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ed sharply: "Okay—cut. That's
all right!”

The screen at the far end of
the room became white and
blank again. Eddie said: “All
right, hell!”

Stone spoke grimly. “Ironical
—those words.” He pressed a
button and the projector room
lights flashed. “Want it again?”
he asked.

I shook my head. “What for?
Thete’s no movement. Nothing
happens.”

Eddie said huskily: "The poor
devil was already dead.”

I stood up, and Stone rosc
beside me. Ellen Dana dabbed
at her eyes with a handkerchief.

“It’s terrible—to think that
Hallowell could do—such a
thing.” Her words were very
low.

I said: “Don't think it, then.
Think something else.” :

She lifted her head, sucked in
a sharp breath. “You mean—
perhaps Hallowell didn't mut-
der Tom?”

I shrugged and edged past her
towards an aisle of the small,
narrow room.

“I can’t see how he murdered
Grey,” I said simply. “And I
can't see him hanging himself
from the rigging platform. And
I can’'t see a couple of other
things.”

Stone said wearily:
can you see?”

We went from the projection
room to a street of the studio.

“What
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The waiting was bad, all the
same,

At twenty minutes to eight
thev telephoned through from
Reczption that Ingalls was on his
way up to the suite, He had a
briefcase with him, and Hamish
moistened his lips. “I ought to
get it down to the hotel safe at
once,” he said.

“A wise precaution.” The old
man took out the jewel case and
laid it on the table. He produced
a pen and a receipt form. “A
formality the insurance insists
on,” he said.

Hamish nodded. He took the
forr:.

“About the monogram?” the
old man asked. “This is a plain
casc out of stock, of course.”

“tr will do as it is.”

“The customer appreciates
thes» little attentions. His High-
nes: particularly, You will recall
he always—"

Himish’s fingers were itching
to get on the case and be done
with 1r. The old man with the
gray hair and striped trousers
irritated him, balked him.

“I'rn quite sure the necklace
is alt right as it is. It will make
no aiderence to—the sale, Mr.
Ingalls.”

“I could get the job done by
first thing tomorrow morning
and still have time bcfore the
Maharajah arrives.”

Hamish was sweating again.
“My orders were quite definite.
His Highness wished the neck-

lace here when he arrives, It is
what he is coming to London for
and he doesn’t like to be disap-
pointed in such things, as you
know.”

“I'l tell you what we can do,
Mr, Hamish,” the little man
beamed. “Telephone through to
Paris and ask.”

Hamish could not afford to
hesitate. “Well, perhaps you'rc
right.”

He picked up the telephone
and found himself staring stupid-
ly at the face of the clock. It
showed a few minutes of nine.
“This is Suite Four,” he said, and
heard Lucien’s official voice
acknowledge. Hamish asked him
to get the Paris number, sending
up a prayer that the other would
be quick-witted enough to catch
on.

“It will take a few minutes,
sir, I'll call you.”

Here was another wait and to
fill the gap Hamish offered the
jeweler a cigarette. When the
call came in he jumped.

“Your Paris call, sir,” Lucien
announced. Then Hamish heard
a connection made with a click
and a French voice calling out:
“Allo! Allo! Hotel Miramar.”

Hamish panicked. The fool
had taken him at his werd and
actually put a call through, What
now? The seconds stretched un-
til Hamish caught the old man’s
inquiring eye. “Miramar?” he
echoed.

“Hotel Miramar,” the voice



























