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LOCAL
CORPAE
MAKES
GOOD!

A Cash Wale Noveletle
by Peter Paige

Author of “Lady, Can You Spare a Corpsed”
ete.

Meet the screwy Strouds—including

redheaded Angela, who carried the

torch for her handsome butler; Kip-

py Boy, the moronic giant who

Played with dolls; and Old Simon,

who was just dying to get bumped
off.

CHAPTER ONE

One Big Happy Family

S A PRIVATE gun for Pro-
hibition fuchrers who are now
mainly in blocks of cement or

Aleatraz and, since then, as the Cash Wale
Investigation Service, I have been hired to
commit practically every shenanigan from
polite blackmail to homicide. But never
before had a client begged me to measure
him for a coffin, put him in it and see
that he stayed there.

And it was the first time a refugee from
a nut factory made me play marbles with
him and like it. But Like it!

The scene was a Greenwich Village
block consisting of three antiquated build-
ings: Borine's Village Stable Club, Fink-

“Bang! You're deadl” yelied Kippy Boy.
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lestein's Mattress Factory and the Man-
hattan mansion of the copper-mining
Strouds—huddled from left to right in
that order. Three of Gotham's heirlooms,
aged and humbie, entrapped by a circle of
apartment skyscrapers, The might was
black velvet, paced by accasional street
lamps casting their pale glow for even
more occasional pedestrians, and vehicutar
traffic was nil. So much for the scene.

The Stroud mansion’s door stood open
as Sador Duffy and I mounted the marble
steps. It stood carelessly open, revealing
the back of a cuddly redhead who was
feverishly lost in the embrace of a white-
haired man. He must have heen twice her
age. It looked like incest,

Sailor Duffy snickered and they sprang
apart. White Hair was a ringer for Clive
Brook, that same melancholy expression
—smeared a bit now from lp rouge. His
tie was white, his collar winged, his
monkey-jacket tailed. This was not Incest
but a back-stair duet. The guy, so help
me, was the butler.

Redhead was less caddly fore than aft,
Not pretty, clean-cut, Her nose was too
short. her mouth too wide, her eyes (oo
large and her white lamié evening gown
under a black sable jacket too expensive
for the usual back-stair recipient of a
butler’s vats.

I said: “Pardon the mterruption. I'm
Wal?’. Mrs. Bemish tured me here with
this,

Redhead looked from the hundred
dollar Dill in my hand to the butler, then
to me—a siow flush mounting her cheeks.

“F am Mrs. Bemish,” she managed to
squeeze out in a Newport accent. *“Mrs,
fames Bemish, I never heard of vou. [—
ch, perhaps you want my mother-1n-law,
Martha Bemish,” Her flush deepened

“OK,? 1 said, kicking Sailor’s shin
to quash another snicker,

Mrs. James Bemish had enough peise to
say @ “Will you show the gentlemen to the
librarv. Gilibons?”

“Very well, moddom,” he said, crawl-
ing back into his austcre shell.

HEIR glances stuck for one torvid
moment, then she was racing up a
stairway that faced the door. I pegged
her now. Angela, the last of the Strouds.
But it was none of miine. 1 followed Gib-

“tainer is in my pocket.

bons into a library with a massive fire-
place in use, leather upholstery, heavy
green broadioom underfoot, about a mit-
lion books in shelves that ran to the
vaulted ceiling, and the second Mrs.
BRemish.

The mother—m-law—a tiny, gray-
haired, gray-frocked, gray-eyed woman
with nervous, fluttery hands. Her glance

also fluttered, from me to Sailor, then
hovered uncertainly between us.
“T'm Wale,” I announced. “Your re-

Where's the
body ?"”

All of her futtered at that.

“Body? Bodv? What akes you say
that?”

“A ligurative expression,” 1 explained,
regarding her curiously. As her worried
eves shifted to Sailor Duffy, I added:
“The Sailor and me are a team, Mrs.
Bemish. Any confidence is mutual.”

I could have added that any confidence
would be overpowered by the noises that
continually shuttled between Sailor’s
cauliffowered ears.

He was a walking accident that had
happened. Sport seribes still grew nos-
talgic about the night he had dropped a
fifteen-round decision to the heavyweight
champ.

Mrs. Bemish said: “Boris Borine told
me [ could rely on your discretion and
1e¢0urcefulness, Mr. Wale”

“T earn what [ get.” [ said,

“Will you come with me—alone ?” she
said nervously, brushing past me into the
hall. -

Gibbons was opening the front door at
the same time to admit a top-hatted speci-
men of Broadway by night, a tall guy with
a young pink iface in contrast to dabs of
gray at his temples and bluish sacs under
his bleared gray eyes.

The eyes widened at the butler’s face.
The young guy said: “Take my wife's
lipstick off your obsequious, deuble-talk-
ing mouth, hum.” He said it evenly, if
thackly, hut without rancor,

As Gibbhons whitened. the young guy
took notice of us. He bowed elaborately.
“Gentlemen, forgive me for publicly call-
ing attenfion to the obvious, These
situations are hest settled by check. My
wife, unfortunately, can out-check me, It
is an impasse.”



“James,” cried out Martha Bemish in
agitation, “you are intexicated. Gibbons,
leave us, please. ”

“Not intoxicated, mother,” James
Bemish said as the butler faded, *“Slightly
spiffed, that'’s atl.”

“A bug, hey, Cash?” Sailor gruuted in
my ear,

“I resent that,” James Bemish said
stiffly, then added, smiling: “Or I would
if sonteone tied you down and I had an
axe. I know I should learn what you
gentlemen are doing in my wile’s house at
one o'clock in the morning, but I much
prefer to guess under tie stimulation of
my wife's 1'cally excellent Scotch.”

He wandered down the hali, twirling
his top hat, and Martha Bemish explained
worriedly: “James is not himself tonight,
Mr, Wale. He has been under a terrible
strain—"

“Who's perfect 7" I shrugged.

She sighed and continued up the stairs.
I told Sailor to wait in the library and
followed. There were the makings of a
neat situation here, I thought, Possibili-
ties of all kinds. Refined, genteel pos-
sibilities such as every shamus dreams
about. A divorce angle maybe. Or per-
haps, cousidering miy hundred dollar re-
tainer, a spot of blackmail. Someone
holding a back-stair duet over the Stroud
prestige like a ciub. It would be a nice

restful, remunerative sort of job, I
thought.
Like a sap.

ETWEEN the third floor corridor and
the attic of Finklestein's Mattress
Factory next door ran & narrow covered
bridge. Glass-paneled doors guarded
either end and side windows looked out
over a hlack alleyway to the night-cloaked
streets beyond.

“Simon’s studio,” explained Martha
Bemish, leading e across.

“Simon Stroud ?” T asked.

“Angela’s father. You met Angela.

Her lips wrinkled distastefully at the
name and I let it pass. We stepped into
murky, flickering candle-fight,

The light flickered because a good
chunk was missing irom the skylight that
formed the far half of the peaked attic
ceiling. Through the skylight, I made out
Borine’s Village Stable Ciub's sloping

+y

roof and the fire-fly windows of an apart-
ment skyscraper beyond.

About us lay paintings on racks, blank
canvases, bottles holding brushes, the
smells of oil paint and turpentive. The
paintings were little belter than colored
blotches—Borine had tipped me about
thern.

From behind a Japanese screen that
blocked one half of the studie from the
other came a sound I dida't believe at
first, Martha Bemish motioned me around
it and I saw the refgning Stroud.

For almost a minute I forgot to breathe,

I was looking at a guy with a reputation
for painting pictures in the dark. So his
eves would not profane the ideas he
wunted to put on canvas, Any oiher guy
with such a rep would have heen chased
with a net. But Simon Stroud rated half
a million yearly from the family copper
mines.

Se they called it genius.

He didn't look hke a genius now. He
looked like a white marble statue someone
had set in a wheelchair and thrown a dirty
gray blanket around. A paint brush was
clutched in his blue-veined right hand as
if he had frozen in the act of using it.

His face was cold, cragey, expression-
less under a shock of snow-white hair,
That sound I couldn’® believe dribbled
through his bloodless lips.

It was a steady whimper-—like the cry
of a baby starving to death.

Martha Bemish led me between him and
an easel on which stood a blank canvas.
“Simon,” she said tenderly, “this is Cash
Wale. He is going 1o help me.”

I couldn't tell from his blank eyes if he
saw me, but the whimpering ceased,
Words came. T had to bend close to hear
them,,

“T heard about you,” he was saying.
“Cash Wale. Guns. You have killed
many. It is said you will de anything for -
a price. T want you to do something for
me. I can give you more money than you
could ever spend. You would know how
to arrange il—"

“Arrange what?” I whispered. The
setup made for whispers,

“My death,” he said.
me—"'

Martha Bemish met my startled glance
with an expression of mingled sorrow and

“Please kill



despair and a warning shake of her grayed
head. I followed her around the screen
and whispered: “I1 don't get it, Mrs.
Bemish. My reputatton notwithstanding,
I'm no hired gun.’

“My need of you has nothing to do with
Simon, " she said, actually trembling. her
fingers deep in my ann. “T wanted you
to understand the sitnation here before—"

“Before what *** T asked as she {aitered.
“Boris Borine gave mic vour bundred
which he said was a retainer. You hod
asked Dhim o reconunend somebody
handie a case {oo delicate Tor the wsual
agencies, but up fo here © see no case to
handle.”

Martha Bemish stocd pale and molion-
tess, her palms pressed against her cheelo,

“1i is under those canvases Dbehind
you,'" she choled ont.

[ found it. The canivases moved under
pressure of my foot, then T saw what lay
under them. I L(:hld ha.vt, ised smaae of
James Benush's wife's “excellent Scotch”
ng,ht then. Dropping to one knee, 1 nn-
gered au outflung wrist.

Not to see i 1t was nipe for embabuiong,
someone olse had seen to that. 1 wanted
to know when, The cold, stiif tlesh added
10 move than twelve aud jess than foity-
eight hours.

The wrist led to a fittle blond guy who
lay on his back staring up with his right
eye at nothing. There was no lelt eye, or
left of anything, just a flar cake of dried
blood where something blunt had crushed
his skull.

“Isu't it terrible 7 camne Martha Bems-
igl’s strained whisper from above nic.
“He {ell through the sieylight last mgit.”

My hand slid under him, darted hack as
the probing fugers touched shivers of
glass imbedded 1o the back of his cheap
blue serge jacket. [ looked ap at the hole
in the skylight. A gust of wind swirled
through as { locked, almost dousing the
candie flames.

“He wlat!" 1 said.

“I found himt wheu T brough: Sinion
his breakfast rhis morning,” she whis-
pered faintly. “Nobody else in the house
knows about htis, I explained the broken
skylight with a story about boys throwing
stones. He just dell in and was—like
this.”

I gently closed the single, staring eye

and said: I'm stilf
listening.”

Martha Bemish swallowed with dif-
ficulty, then whispered: “This is all, Mr.
Wale, Nothing else. T was stunned, There
was nothing [ could do—this horrible,
horrible thing being here when I came in
this murning. Then ¥ thought of Boris,
who has always been kind. He recom-
miended you and—and this is all.”

She cangiit her lps hetween her teeth
and staved down at e as if there was a
lor vlse T showdd keow by intuition or
somcthing,

“It's your dough.

“Aly advice van keep.” 1 osaid, rising.
“There a phone Liere P

“But why 2

"1 owant  conversation  with  Boris
Borine.”

she eried: “But Boris knows absoiute-
iv nothing about this, Mr. Wale. And you
Frow as much as I do now.”

“Alore,” 1 told her.

THE phone extension was beyond the
Japanese sereen. Using it, I found
wyself looking at the chill, imarble profle
of Simon Stroad. T noticed the paint
brush Dad dropped rom his right hand
toa fold in the Blanket

That babyish whituper rose and fell
from lus lips agai. I could stand it now.
It barmomzed with my mood.

“Wale,” T said when Borine’s heavy
voice sounded on the wire, “What's this
I learn about Happy Doolan coming ont?
I thought he was up the river another five
years,”

In the hesitant panse that followed my
query, I could visunlize the massive night
club proprietor puffing u g Russian
cigarette 1 a longer holder while he
probed for my angle,

You did not divalge wmlormation at
random when you were three hundred
potnds of White Russian with a Stng
Sing pedigree. Germs had been his un-
dotng when e was Coun/ Boris and So-
ciety his ecager hewt—until a careless
butler held hus coat upside down and some
family heirlooms tumbled out. Now, with
s Village Stable Club at whose roof I
was staring. he could afford o steal
legitimate.

“Happy Doolan,” he finally said, *
being paroled day before yesterday, Cash.



T am learning this from Fenton just a few
minutes ago. Fenton was tailing Happy
all the way from Ossining until a subway
door was closing between them under
Ties Square, A fuuny coincidence you
should Dbe mentioning Happy Doolan,
Cash.”

“Keep talking,” T said, _

“You are knowing the job Happy
funbled 2™

“They caught him on a roof,” I said.

“Da. They are catching Happy with a
string of diamonds. Bug also they are
missing three more strings from under
that roof—star rubies, star sapphires and

emeralds, Fifty grand worth. A small

fortune, no?”

“Yes,” I said, “What's the joke?”

Borine’s laugh trembled the receiver,

“They are never finding the rubies,
sapphires and emeralds, Between under
the roof and over the roof, Happy is
managing to bide 'em. For ten years they
are going crazy looking for them and only
Happy can say where they are. A good
joke, no?"”

“Terrific,” 1 said, dryly. “What's the
coincidence? And who's Fenton?”

Borine roared; “The coincidence, Cash,
is that you are uader that roof now! It is
from the Stroud family that Happy is
lifting the sparklers!”

I nourished the germ of an idea on that
and asked, “Fenton?”

“A insurance investigator. He is want-
ing o pay Happy five grand for the iniss-
ing stuff. He is passing around the word
to all who are knowing Happy. T am
thinking it is the insurance people who
are getting Happy’s parole for hin.”
Borine slnfled the subject. “You are
seeing Martha Bemish? 1s cverything
going good, Cash?”

“Yes and no,” 1 said, hanging up.

GNORING Martha Bemish's unspolen
question, I went back to the corpse and
slapped at his pockets. They felt empty.
“T—1 searched when I found him,”
Martha Bemish whispered shakily, hover-
ing behind me. “There was nothing.
Nothing.” '
“Why didn’t you call the cops?” I
asked, rising and facing her.
“No,” she breathed, “That would be
—well, I can't.” She steeled herself with

an effort and said: “Mr, Wale, I want
yout to give me the name of someone who
will dispose of this body for five hundred
doliars.”

Her expression indicated 1 might find
that name on my gun permit.

I said: “Not how these cards stack,
lady. No matter where the cops pick him
up, he'll lead em right back here. And
if they dow’t pick hinmt up, they’ll be
around anyhow. Asking questions about
this and that. How loug have you been
living in the Stroud house?”

“Since Jaines wed Angela. Two years,”
she said, puzzled. “Angela insisted on re-
maining with her father. The house is
large encugh to accommodate us and,
fraukly, it was a most opportune arrange-
ment. But what has it to do with—this?”

“This,” 1 said, holding her eyes with
mine, “is a guy who drank from mutual
Loitles with me now and then-—until he
was picked up with a Stroud necklace on
the Stroud roof ten years ago.

“Ii is what Boris Bovine would call a
funny coincidence,” I said. “His name’s
Doolan, Happy Doolan. A very right
guy, Mrs. Bemish, in spite of his pro-
fession. There should be fifty thousand
dollars’ worth of gems around him and,
as you see, they're not.”

Martha Bemish had acquired some con-
trol over her hands and voice. “The
police are out of the question,” she said
quietly, “What shall 1 de, Mr. Wale?”

I gave it some strenuous thought. Tak- -
ing her stateruents at face value, the co-
incidences were still too pat. Even such
hlue-bleeding specimens as the Stroud-
Bemish clans could be tempted to do vio-
jence at the prospect of a fortune in
jewelry.

Not to mention that Fenton guy Borine
described, the insurance op who took pains
to establish he was looking for Happy
Doolan. Tnsurance ops ransom loot from
Inoters to salvage payoffs. Such sketchy
dealings could net a guy ideas.

In fact, contemplating the prospect,
ideas came thick and fast to me. I tabled
them for the business at hand and indi-
cated what lay beyond the Japanese screen.

“What did the old guy hear when
Happy fell through?”

“Nothing,” Martha Bemish said hur-
riedly, “Simon is deaf. Paralyzed. Ex-



cept for portions of his brain and bis
right hand. It is an obscure disease—
Trarkinson's Syndrowm—they can do noth-
ing but drug hin agamst the awful pain.”

T could see she really ielt for the guy.

“We talked to bim.” T said.

“He can see. Simon read our lips.”

“IHow do I get on the roof 7 1 asked.

“But why?”

I said: “Any wayv you look at it, this
will out. Insurauce detectives, having lost
track of Happy, will expect him around
here to recover his stashed jewels—sn
thev'll cover the house and eventually it
will out,

“Your twemy-four hour silence about
Happy already makes vou a natural for
cop 1nvestigation and headlines when the
news breaks. Your only chance, as I see
it, to avoid cop-heat and publicity, i3 to
hand the cops a killer to match the corpse
and iet the Stroud influence do the rest.
And the roof is the first step in the killer's
direction.”

It registered. She was grasping at
straws and I expected her cop phobia to
he explained in due time. Aiter I once
again draped the black canvases over
Happy Doolan, she led e to the covered
bridge where a ladder I had not noticed
before ran up the wall to a trapdoor.

She made one last try as I was lifting
it. “It would be worth a thousand dollars
to me if you could find a way not to iu-
volve the police at all, Mr. Wale—"

“It wouldn't be worth a conviction as
accessory to a homicide,” 1 said dryly.
“Besides, personally. I'm allergic to elec-
tricity,” 1 added, pushmg up into the
night.

T WAS like stepping into another

world, a world of cool darkness and a
billion stars. And the muted strains of
jive rhythm—irom Borine’s floor show.

{ began crawling on hands and koees up
the steep rows of shingles roward the spot
where Happy must have been standing
when he dropped.

Ten years ago he had been trapped oo
the gabled Stroud roof behind me, ndnus
the sparklers. It was a cinch the cops had
long since cased every inclt of that reof,
missing no bets~—and drawing a hlank.

Which poiated to the roof T was climb-
ing as the possible cache. Happy's descent

through the studio skylight encouraged
that possibility.

At the top, I grabhed the base of an old
fashioned weathervane, hauled myself up
—and slammed headfirst into the head of
someone crawling up the other side.

It was a salty, gritty shock, My eyes
opened on a fist about the size of a canta-
lope and growing. Instinct jevked my
right hand toward my shoulder holster—
but that fist connected first.

My right ear exploded. I was slammed
twisting, still clinging to the weathervane
with my left hand. This hulking body
lurched over the crest of the roof and
down ar nie—

Somehow [ managed to writhe over the
bluni tip of roof, powerful fingers scraping
my shoulder. DBut twisting around had
broken my grip on the weathervane and
I went skittering down the other side,
down a yard-wide strip of shingles that
bordered the skylight,

1 vemember the vivid shock of briefly
glimpsing, through the jagged hole in the
skylight, Simon Stroud sitting motionless
in the golden candie-light beneath me—
then the hottom of the sloping roof of
Borine's Village Stable Club whanuned
me i the back.

There was a hectic moment when I
palined slippery shingles for a hold, gulp-
ing cool night air into my starved lungs.
My fingers jablbed under my lapel in
search of the Colt's butt.

And pawed ewipty leather.

The revolver must have dropped out
wlhile I taunbled, which did me no goed, no
good at all. On the crest of the studio roof
hunched a shapeless silhouette,

As I locked. a spark winked at me.
Something split a shingle under my hand
the same instant. Then I heard the snick!
The guy was shooting at me with a si-
lenced automatic.

A pice gny to mect on a dark roof un-
artyie.

I didn't finger, That silencer was fam
tnsurance. A silencer holds back the ex-
ploding hases to muffle the shot blast and,
in the process, it jams the automatic
mechanism, It has to be removed, blown
clear of gases, then screwed back on for
a second shot,

That gave me tune to scramble up the
roof of Borine's Village Stable Club. But,



as T grabbed at the brick chimney on top,
the brick I grabbed had to come {oose.

It was an cxperience I nominate for
oblivian, sliding back dowu again, pawing
vainly at the shingies, tensing my back
for the impending slug. T came to a stop
halfway duwn and spent a year looking
back over miy shoulder, straining my eves
at the studio roof,

It was deserted.

I was alone with the eerie figure of 5i-
mon Stroud. He stared across at me with-
out expression, the candle-light creating
and erasing shadows on his gaunt face.
My rough-and-tumble attacker was gone.

I waited another year to make certain
he was good and gone. Then 1 slowly
crawled back up to the chimney. The brick
had dropped from my hand somewhere in
falling but the hole it leit was there in the
chinmey, a hole deep enough for two
bricks.

Inside. I found a chamois jeweler’s bag.
It was empty.

So that was it.

CHAPTER TWO

The Screwy Siroud

MARTHA BEMISH was gone and I
thought I was alone when I climbed
back down the ladder into the covered
bridge. Then someone said: “Cute 0i'l
fella, T like.”

I turned into marble.

He crouched on his haunches, blocking
my way to the Stroud mansion. A grin-
ning, black-haired, black-stubbled giant
wearing a pink nightgown over nothing.
e was bolding a battered rag doll by one
leg, swinging it Lhack and forth playiully.
He =aid: “T like candy. Peppernuine.”

“Peppermint is nice candy,” 1 said,
soothingly.

He checkled. "“They're lookin’ all over
f me. Like cops "n roblers.” Tlis cyes
narrowed to coal chips. “You gonna give
me away’?’

“Am T a rat? Would 1 squeal on a

al?” 1 said,

“I like you,” he said, holding the doll
toward my face. “This is Josephine. Ain't
she beautiful ?”

It looked like it slept in garbage when
they weren’t scrubbing sewers with it.

“Like a picture,” 1 said,

“I like you so you can kiss Josephine,”
he said, pushing the Althy doll at my face,

“Not now,” I said. “I been eating
garlic, onions aud gartic. Josephine might
ot enpoy "

The guy rose slowly from his crouch,
muscles  tightening his powerful frame
until lie was wound up like a top, the grin
now a menacing seowl,

“You Detter Kkiss
growled.

Tt was a toss-up between my fingers
creeping slowly to the door of Stroud’s
studio behind me and his knotted fist—
mwntil Martha Bemish's agitated voice
sounded from i back of him: “Kippy
Boy! You mustn'e!”

His scowl faded.

*1'm bad 77 he whined.

It was a picture 1 might have enjoyed
from a distance, that tiny gray woman
coolly gripping a hairy wrist and croon-
mg: “Naughty Kippy Boy., Poor Jose-
phine needs sleep. 1 am ashamed of you,
Kippy Boy—"

His muscles went liowp all at once and
niy fingers forsook the doorknob for a
handkerchief with which I began swabbing
the river on my neck,

Martha Bemish threw me a warning
glance T didn’t need, then baby-talked him
into the house. He went meekly. I no-
ticed for the first time that both his
wrists bore fresh, circular scars.

In the corridor a door opened between
them aud e, revealing the canary end of
the back stair duet, Mrs. James Bemsh,
née Augela Stroud. The redhead had
changed the evening gown amnd sable for
tweedy street ciothes. As hier mother-in-
law led Kippy Loy out of hearing, she
removed the warning finger from her lips
and said: “Please, way I have a few
words with you? Yot are the Cash
Wale?™

I nodded, watched her expression grow
nuathematical,

“Will you do something for ae? For
proper reciuneration, of course,” she

Josephine,” he

_added hastily. “I want you to find out for

me where hushand obtains  his
funds—"

“Divorces are not in my line,” I cut
in. “You want a national agency.”

“T want you to find out,” she continued

my



frigidly, tiliing her already tilted nose
higher, “how my husband can afford a
duplex on Central Park West and the
tramp who occupies it. How I will male
use of such informatien is no concern of
vours. There is no question of divorce.”

“Arithmetic 7 T asked curious.

“My bushand earns thirty-five doliars
a week in his (’11}'1Clt\! as a bank tefler,”
she e*(pl'\w(‘d with a ghost of a sneer curl-
ing ber lips, “and he veceived an additional
ﬁft} doliar ailowance from py dad, \L?‘\

Mr. \’V'lle it is mmm~ugle artinneiic.

Wiile aktumpiad to it her roguest and
miormation wito the Stroud jigsaw, a very
nasty q}um entered hier eves and she
said: i know what vou are chinking, Mr.
Wale, \\ hether Jamses had anything to
do with the body that fell through nmy
dad’s skylight. 1t has alse occurred to
me, Regardiess, T will pay you well for
facts. Think it over.”

And, as she nodded the red coiffure
significantly, her duor swung between us,
gently, but with finality.

1 stared at it a long moment and re-
membered Martha Benusli telling me no-
body else in the house knew about Tappy
Doolan’s corpse.

it was an item.

TIIF paneled fover and library were
deserted but voices sounded from
below. 1 found a door to the left of the
fireplace and followed wooden sleps down
tito a basement plavroow wheve [ gaped
at Sailor Dully.

The big guy was fAat on his back, his
lungs pumping aoistiv. his felt eye swollen
13luc and simt. Arornd Kis nude, jun 1Py
rul lay a puddile of wet and nearby
stood Gilhons, the melancholy batler, with
an empty pall in one hamd.

James Demish sat on one corner of a
billiard table, taking it all it with an air of
eynical amnsement. He grinned, “Kippy
Boy didn't requive an axe and your pal
wasn't even tied down.” Casually, he
added: “That vou [ heard on the mot he-
fore? You look as if yvou iell off.”

Martha DBemish was trving to lead
Kippy Boy into a door next to the punch-
ing bag but the goon bad other interests,
He was; down at Sailor, wide-eyed.

I g folin wanna play tag
" he asiced mourntully Then he

spotied me and brightened: “Look, the
cute li'l felfa! 1 wanna play immies wit'
the cute li'] fella—"

The door inte which Martha Bemish
was trying to lead him was only a memory
now. Something like a hurricane had
come out of it without bothering to undo
the Yale lock.

“Mr. Wale,” Martha Bemish pleaded,
“help me, Huwmor him into bis room.”

“You want a Mack truck,” T said, not
nroving,

James Bemish needled: “*For a reputed
hard guy, vour guts soften easily, small
stuft,”

1 stared b him, then walked over to
Kippy Boy. His fingers clamped on my
arm ke a steel vise.

¢ Cute 117 fella, play imimies wit” Kippy
Boy."” he qmmed dragging me into the
ronm thai lay behind the wrecked door.
A windowless hox of a roont, ahont ten
by ten, A maliress lay in ohe corner on
the floor, some sheets and a blanket
crumpled over it

A Jour-year-old kid wight lhave had
himself a time in that room. Dolls. fire-
engines, colored blocks and similar di-
verting gadgets lay scatlered about in
profusion, Kippy Doy reached under the
mattress with his free hand and scooped
into view about Aty assorted marbles,

I watched themr roll wild over the

itoor, then told Martha Bemish: 1 oot
oy, Now you got e out.”
Siw clap ]»c(. a huger to her lips dra-

watically ' Hist!
coming 1"

That, so help me, did it

He dropped wy arm like a hot coal. He
scramibled between the sheets as if his life
hung 1o the balance and the last T saw of
him were two huge, hatry ankles encircled
by the same kind of fresh scars as T had
seen on his wrisis,

Chrite a <iiference between the Martha
Bemish who ,i‘!}.‘_mt grow hysterical over
Happy Doolan’s corpse and this quiet,
determined  goon-keeper who propped a
shovel against the door, then led me back
mnto the baseisent and ordered: *James,
go to bed. It is past two.”

“Not tlil 1 settle with our ohsequious
Lothauo her son muttered as he slid off
tue billiard table, his eyes suddenly hot
on the butler.

1 hear the Sandman



“No, James!” Martha Bemish cried,
scuttling between them., “No, dear, not
this way. Please—"" She staggered with
him toward the stairs. It was like an ec-
centric Iittle dance, the liitie gray woman
leading.

He snarled over her shoulder: ““Wale,
why don’t you ask Gibbons about that
dead hoodlum in Simon’s studio?”’

IBBONS stood motionless, staring

mournfully down at Sailor whoe was
stil out, but breathing normally. It would
take a sledge hammer wielded by Gar-
gantua to really do Sailor injury.

"Suppose I ask you?” T told James
Bemish,

“No, no, no!” interceded Martha
Bemish, urging her son up the stairs.
“Please, Mr. Wale. James, go to your
voom. I insist—"

He was climbing from momentus any-
way and was almost over the top when he
whirled and leered down. “Suppose you
ask me, Wale? And vou such a reputed
wisentheimer. Don’t you kinow a single
hint in the right direction will have the
Homicide Squad down on your neck for
not reporting the corpse?”

Martha Bemish almost sereamed:
“James, you dor’t know what you are say-
ing! Will you go to bed!” Her fluttery
white hands balled into fists.

“Just wanted to adjust the ratio of im-
portance around here,” he chuckled, back-
ing into the library, The door slanuned
and I found Martha Bemish's gray eyes
intently probing mine.

“Someone played tag with me on the
roofs,” 1 shrugged.

“Not James,” she breathed. “James
was in the library.” Her eyes dropped. “1
am sorry about Mr. Duffy. It was most
anfortunate. You see, Kippy Boy is the
reason I cannot have the police called, Mr.
Wale.”

“"He's practically a white paper,” I said.
“Who saw James in the library all the
tune | was on the roofs?"”

Her white hands fluttered again,

“Please, Mr. Wale, don't consider my
son. You saw Kippy Boy's wrists and
ankles?”

I nodded. “Sure, Bracelets. He broke
loose and found his way home and you're
trying to keep it quiet.”

“Yes, yes. They treated him like a
beast al the institation, Mr., Wale, He
must not be returned there.”

“¥You sure take him to heart,” T said,
cutious.

“He is Simon’s son,” she said as if that
explained everything.

I said: “That won't keep him out of
Bellevue when the cops start poking
around.”

She cried: “But you said if you
solved—"

“I'm not psychic, Mrs. Bemish,” 1
shrugged. “I have to ask people questions
to get answers and people who talk sig-
nificantly about Happy after you told me
your knowledge of him was exclusive are
the people T have to ask, I'm sorry for
you, but that’s how it is.”

“James?”

“ Among others,” T nodded.

She stood clasping and unclasping her
hauds and turning the idea over in her
mind and then, with painful effort, she
said: ““Let me speak to my son first, Mr.
Wale, Then I will-—then you—"

It was her breaking point. She had
gotten this far on nerve, but now she had
to jerk around to hide the wet blinking
from her eyes, She scampered up the
stairs, leaving me with the butler, Gib-
bons, who stood at attention, the pail still
i his hand.

At close range he looked younger than
his shock of white hair indicated, some-
where in his early forties. And still a
ringer for Clive Brook.

“How long vou been around, Gib-
bons ™ [ asked him,

“I was born on the premises, sir,” he
said woodenly. “And my father before
me.”

“Then you'd
Doolan,” I said,

“Through the conversation now which
1 could not help overhearing, sir, The
name strikes a reminiscent chord, if I
may say so, sir. About ten years ago. A
burglary—"

“Fifty grand worth of gewgaws would
just about answer your prayers,” I inter-
rupted quietly.

“Sir?”

“To ante in the game for Angela’s mil-
lions,” I said.

The guy simply wouldn’t ruffle. Still

know about

Happy



expressionless, he carried the empty pail
up the stairs. I waited for the library
door at least to slam, buf he crossed me
and shut it gently. Then [ turned to
Sailor Duffy who was blinking owlishly
at me through his good right eye.

“The boys at Stillman’s should see you
now,” I said.

“Aw, Cash!” he protested, sitting up
painfully. At monkey clipped me w'en
I ain’t lookin’. He come into the library
askin’ me do 1 wanna play tag. 5o I chase
kim dewn the cellar an’ tag him so he
laughs now he'll tag me an’ connects wid
a roundhouse outa the roof. I'll kill the
sneaky—""

“Save 11, T said tiredly. “What you
doing 7"

“[t's stickin® to your shoe, Cash,” he
said, tearing a paper fragment loose from
the piece of gum which held it to my heel.
I nabbed it as he was about to foss it
aside.

I wanted to remember where it and my
hee! hecame associated. T didn’t have to
read the broken lines of printing to know
what it was. The front and profile half-
tones of a little bloud smiling guy told me.
Tt was ironical, that pictured smile in my
hands and the gruesome original dead in
Simon Stroud’s attic studie, It was a
corner of Happy Doolan’s parole warrant.

I wanted to know where I got it be-
cause it had to come from Happy's pocket
and it was likely the sparklers had Deen in
Happy’s pocket also and this arithmetic
was simple. But T couldn’t remember.

I Jed Sailor up to the library where 1
told him: “Stick right i this room, dope.
Make believe vou're reading a book and
watch out Shirley Temple doesn't sneak
in and bat ont your hrains with a feather.”

“Aw, Cash,” Suilor protested, “didn't |
tell you—hey, Cash, where you gom?”

“After my heater. I fecl naked withow
it,” I said, walking out of the house.

HE ladder was propped against the
rear of I'inklestem’s Mattress Fac-
tory. Tt ran all the way up to the roof, its
bottom ends sunk deep in spongy earth.
The open window it passed haliway up
the factory wall gave me an idea. 1 shelved
it for reference and continued to where the
factory and Borine’s Village Stable Club
stood elbow to elbow. My Colt should

have landed around there but I didn't
search for it smmediately.

I stared up at Borine’s roof where two
shadowy figures moved around swinging
flashlight beams in the darkness. Their
words came distinct in the cool night atr.

“¥You're nuts, how ¢'n a brick fall outa
the chimhtey by itself?” demanded one of
the figures.

“Well, you see it ain’t there!” the other
insisted.

They ceased moving and riveted the
light beams on each other. I recognized
them against the hackdrop of twinkling
stars—two of Boris Borine’s flunkeys,
bruisers decked out in jockey suits.
Rouncers.

His Stable Club {eatured that kind of
atmosphere—saddles for seats, hay seat-
tered about, the smell of horse manure
and the ]1eIP made up as jockeys.

“Listen,” argued the first, “that was no
brick we heard up here. That was some-
body creepin’ around. Just like las” night.”

“Yeah? Didn't the boss say it was our
imaginings las’' night? Didn’t he?”

“Him! He wouldn’t hear irom nothin’.
He was all wrapped up in ‘at little guy las’
night, havin’ theivselves a time.”

The second bouncer said: “Well,
they’s nobody creepin’ around here now,
vou ¢'n see that. I still say it was nothin’
but a brick {allin’ outa the chimbley.”

The first bouncer offered an opinion of
the second bouncer as they clambered out
of sight down the far side of the roof
where | heard a trapdoor creak open, then
slatn.

My Colt lay n a patch of grass. I
rubbed 1t dry with a handkerchief,
swabbed the hore with some pipe cleaners,
then leathered it and made my way back
to the ladder.

As my hingers met the wood, a shot rang
out overhead. Not loud—mufiled—but
there was no mistaking it.

I hesitated a moment, then clinbed the
ladder as far as the open window, propped’
a foot on the wooden sill and peered into
biackness thick enough to shovel,

From deep inside came the unmistak-
able cultured voice of Angela Bemish
raised in protest, [ could not make out
words.

I stepped over the sill—into a whitish

blur of fist.



There was no chance to grab my heater,
not with my head cracking back into the
window frame. Not as another fist in
my gut jack-knifed me to the floor,

I saw a red whirlpool at my feet and
dove headfirst into it. . ,

THE dream had something to do with
Angela Bemish. She was pleading:
“But you can't drown our love in alcohol,
darling! Trust me, dear, and I will find
a solution—but not—"

Her voite rose like a finger climbing
the I string of a violin: “Look, isn’t that
smoke? Smoke! There, do you see it?
Oh, my God, they will find us here—"

In the dream I was sweating like a
squeezed sponge and gagging from the
stink of burning {eathers. Then the
mournful expression of Gibbons pushed
into my vision and his fingers gripped my
shoulder and he was saying: “This
would,l’l’t do, really, sir. You must get

In the dream his voice was thick and
the smell of second-hand whiskey mingled
with the stink of burning feathers as he

stooped near me, 1 gagged and shoved
him away, canght my Aoger on a pin in his
black satin lapel, It hurt

It was no dream,

He stumbled back from my shove as T
rose painfully to my fcet. Someone had
planted a ton of bricks in my skull and
they kept shifting around. My lungs filled
with smioke each breath. Little imps of
fire danced in the corners of my vision.

I struggled past Gibbons through
streamers of smoke to the window and
spent a long time with my head in the cool
night air, coughing the smoke from my
lungs and staring,

It may have been possible, but 1 was in
no mood for a two-story leap. The ladder
was flat on the ground below.

Gibbons’ rear wobbled away from me
through the smoke as I pulled my head in
again, fully aware now of the menace.
Tinklestein's Mattress Factory was ig-
niting with sickening rapidity—another
few minutes and it would be like the
heat of a furnace. Already the dancing
imps of flame along the bins of stored
mattresses had grown into fiery devils.

“SING A SONG OF SUICIDE”
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I ran after Gibbons, found the stairs as
he lurched to the bottom. I reached the
bottom as he staggered through a street
door that was slightly ajar. I paused at
the door and took inventary.

There were only narrow threads of
smoke here, no Hire. Tt mwst have been
set on the second floor. My Colt was un-
touched in its leather. Wiloever clipped
me had just wanted use of the ladder—
unless that was a stall to shift my atten-
tion away froni Gibhous. It was a thought,

Another thought shoved it aside, the
picture of old Simen Stroud helpless in
his wheelchair  directly over the con-
fagration!

Gibbons was reeling in the dircction of
Borine's Village Stahle Club as I hit the
sireef, [ started the other way, toward
the Stroud niansion, skidded with my legs
stiff, reversed and tore after Gibhons,

The cop didn’t see me. [ knew now that
none of it had been a dream, even the part
about Angela Beamnish,

The haugity redhead, still in Ler strest
garb, was clawing and tearing to break
the grip of her lanky hushand who was

“THE PIED PIiPER OF NAIRGBIY

Gordon MacCreagh brings back that unique
trio of African traders—Davie Munro, the Hon.
orable Mouty and Bubn Charlie—two reprobates
and a pious profileering Scot.

“Tm a man o peace,” asserted Davie, “and

mentioning at the top of his lungs about
wives, butlers und mattresses.

It might have been worth hearing if
that young uniformed cop wasn’t in the
middle, trying to break it up.

Around us windows flew open, heads
poked out. There was no chance of pass-
ing that battling tric without being no-
ticed. And, when the fire became public,
everything anybody wnoticed would be-
cowe official, So T headed the other way.

I canght up te Gibbons in fromt of
Borne's, A skinny,  spectacled  guy,
emerging uas we passed, tangled into both
of us and, fur a wild second. we dupli-
cated the trie down the block. T had one
gliapse of the stranger’s hawkish nase
and eyes, then Gibbons was rendering
apotogies and | was with the wind.

COULD have saved my dash around

the Ulack and up three flights of Stroud
stairs to the covered hridge.

AMartha Bemish standing there, her ex-
pression a chalky mixture of despair and

horvor, cliecked me with a fluttery ges-

tare. 1 understoond why when Satlor

b it ettt ‘_.: T

14

ve'll mind that the Book says: Make thy peace |
with thine adversary whilst thow art in the way
with hin.” Then suddenly the gigantic Cale-
dovian picked up the Axis ageni and dangled
him by cne ankle over the crocodile pool. But |
thal explosion came. of course, only aller Davie |
pad learned of the evil which had befallen
Major Frazer of the Military tnlelligence, the only other man within a thousand
miles who conld appreciate the weird walls of Davie's bagpipes.
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Duffy’s back loomed out of the smoke that
choked the bridge, straining from side
to side.

He was dragging a massive, writhing
figure. I slammed the glass-paneled door
as thev stumbled into the hall, Sailor
Dufty gulping gallons of air, his burden
coughing and spluttering,

It was Boris Borine. his fat cheeks
puffed ved, his dark. womanish cyes
streanning, He leaned agamst the wall,
coughing helplessiv. ohlivious to the
sparks glinting in the fabric of his dress
suit.

As Sailor and 1 hegan slapping them
out, Martha Bemish sobbed: “IDhd you
see Simont Boris said he would bring
Simon—why didu’t he? Simon, do you

w4y

hear?

“f hear, all right,” Sailor grunted he-
tween heavy breaths. “T dunno about no
Simon, lady. Enough trouble gettin® {fat
stuff out. He caves into my hands, Cash.
Whatta load1”

“You did yourself proud, Sailor,” I
said.

Even as I spoke, there was a tending,
splintering noise and the covered hridge
gave way at the studio end, dropped out
of sight, left us staring across at Simon
Stroud’s attic studio. We saw no studio,

Just a vast, growing sheet of flame—

Borine pushed aside our hands. He
was a picture, the sagging, disheveled
three hundred pounds of him—black
smudges on his face, his formerly thick,
black eyebrows now whitish wisps.

He fumbled a long Russian cigarette
froin the heavy, silver case that was his
trademark, screwed it into an ebony
holder, mouthed the holder without light-
ing up and began talking to me.

“I am too late, Cash. One of my boys
is seeing fire and I amy thinking of old
Simon helpless in the studio and I am
rushing over hike mad. [t is so hot, the
fire, Tf your Sailor Duffy is not coming,
I am burning to pieces,”

“Martha—" Borine turned with an
attitude” of [rustration fo Mrs, Bemish,
*1 am so very, very sorry, Martha, bat
1 am not able to even see Simon. The
mattresses are making such a heat, I am
falling over things on the floor, T am
growing so hungry for air to breathe—"

Borine gazed somberly through the

glass-paneled dnor. “But it is being over
for Simon very, very quick, thank God!”

Martha Bemish crumpled soundlessly to
the floor,

Satlor was tugging my shoulder, “Hey,
Cash. Someone's bangin’ hell outa the
door downstairs—""

“Go down and let ‘em in, you dope,”
I lashed at him, then turned to Borine
who was fAngering my lapel. “What's on
your mind, Boris?”

He torc the cigarette from its holder
and ground it under his heel without
having It it.

“There is something T mwust tell you,
Cash, because there will be troubles. T
auit not getting far enough into the studio
to see the old man, but—"

“But what?" I prompted, as he hesi-
tated.

“I am tripping over somebody there
on the foor, Cash,” Borine said slowly.
“I am having only one little look hefore
I am growing faint from the smoke, It is
somnehady dead, Cash—"

“Happy Doolan,” I said. “He fell in
througl the skylight with half lis head
missing,”

“Proolar?” Borine stared at me, lick-
itig his lips. “"With—"

I didu't need a picture.

“Without,” T said, “He'd been stripped
clean.”

Borine could do without diagrams also.

“There will be unpleasant complica-
tions, no?” he said, staring across at
the blazing factory thoughtiully.

It was a masterpiece of understate-
ment.

CHAPTER THREE
Two Times Dead!

WH V carw’t you do something to save
wy father instead of torturing me?
Can’t you see fow wtterly ridiculons are
your suspictons? Of course I was there
ahen the fire started—"

She sat in one of the library’s leather
armchairs, her cheeks wet, her poise
shaken, A helmeted fireman stood on one
side of her, that young cop on the other,
The hard-faced man in the brown busi-
ness suit who needled her was McCarthy,
a deputy fire marshal,



Sailor had let them in. Firemen and
hoses swarmed through the house, al-
ready there had been three alarms. Mar-
tha Bemish lay unconscicus in her room
under a doctor’s care,

They had not stumbled upon Kippy
Boy yet. It was three A. M.

“When did you enter the factory?”
prodded McCarthy.

“How can T say? After midnight—]
am not certain. I was there. Isn’t that all
you wish to know? Can't you do some-
thing about my father?”

“What can be done is heing done. How
did you get in?"

“The back door has a faulty lock. It
was the only place to meet him without
starting fiithy tongues wagging. | wanted
to stop his drinkmg, he had taken to it
because—"

“Who?"' pressed MecCarthy.

“Gibbons. Qur hutler. Does it violate
vour middle class morale to hear that 1
love my family’s servant?”

They had Gibhons, well-singed and
smudged, Evidence. He sat in a corner of
the library now, face buried in his palms.
a figure of abject melancholy. They had
learned a fifth of four-dollar Scotch had
been absorbed by him, they even bad the
bottle. More evidence.

A fireman, drippiog water, entered be-
fore McCarthy could anuounce the con-
dition of his middle class morale.

“Marshal, it's gettin’ under control a
little. We can see tle body now. It's
caught in the attic floor rafters, seems
to be in some kind of a chair wedged
there—"

“0. K., O K7 frowned McCarthy as
Angela screamed. “We'll get around to
that in time. For now-—you, Mr. Bemish,
I'm listering.”

Yo gods, it was my own wife! There
had been something afire between them
a long tine, but until I hieard her slip ont
tonight and followecd—acll, how wonld
you act if you found your wife holding
hauds with ¢ butler on u mattress—"

He s=at across the Hbrary from her,
hating her guts with his young-old eyes.
His evening clothes were singed, wrinkled
and specked with tiny feathers.

One of the hoses leaked and the library
rug was becoming soggy. A little, excited
guy had dashed in, raving about fire-

insurance and inattresses.  Finklestein,
himself. BMcCarthy had two of his boys
dash him out again and that was the only
titne I saw Finklestein. He didn’t count,

They stilf bad not gotten to the base-
ment room and Kippy Bov. It was four
A, M.

“All riglt, skip personalities, Bemish,”
ordered McCarthy., The deputy marshal
had his jacket off now—his shirt, tie and
suspenders a matched shade of lhrown.
“What do you do for a living, Bemish?”

“T'm a teHler in the Eighth National
Bank " James was sober now, pale and
shaky soher. “We Bemishes are Depres-
sion baonkrupts,” he added by way of
explanation.

“What I want to know,” McCarthy
said, “is how come your clothes show
traces of mattresses and fire.”

“1 was in the factory when the fire
started, you know—"

“{ don't know. That’s why ['m asking.
Your wife was there and she managed
to get out without heing singed or feath-
ered.” .

“I—I remained after she left,” spoke
James Bemish.

McCarthy hunched forward.

“Yeah? How comer”

“Her lover didn’t leave with her,”
James spat in a sudden gust of fury. “1
saw him mmeander up the stairs and went
to have it ont with him. But then—I
changed my mind and left.” James Be-
mish sagged low in his chair and ges-
tured, his fury spent. “I left when I saw
the fire and Gibbons trying to revive
someone on the floor.” _

“Trying to revive whe?” pressed Me-
Carthy.

“Him. Cashh Wale."”

He was pointing at me.

“Don’t osk me, McCarthy, I waes a dead
duck wntil friend outler snapped me out
of 1. Why he camie upstairs, I down’t
know, Why | was there had to do with
a ladder I saww Teading to an open second
Hoor window. | climbed up to investi-
gale—"

The spothight was en me now. They had
tried questioning Gibbhons, but he was
in the throes of a crying jag. A couple
of internes were sobering lum in the bath-
room now. Kippy Boy was still undiscov-
ered m his room and T was glad of that,




How things were shaping, I was con-
vinced that fragment of Happy Doolan's
parole warrant had hecome attached to
my shoe in Kippy Boy's room. Which
meant that Kippy Boy had locked in his
dim wits the key to part of the confusion
around,

HAD not mentioned the shot T heard

just hefore entering the factory. No-
body else had mentioned it and my idea
was to let that sleeping dog lie.

It was four thirty,

“That was breaking and entering,”
McCarthy said, his face leathery and ex-
pressionless,

“That’s for Finklestein to say,” I said.
“Me, I was hired by Mrs. Bemish be-
cause they'd been botliered here by prowl-
ers. In fact, I'd heard one on the studio
roof. So when [ saw the ladder it was
natural for me to investigate. Now—"

“Now what?’ yrged McCarthy,

“Now 1 figure maybe the prowler was
a tramp who liked to sleep on mattresses,
maybe he lit a careless match~—"

McCarthy sighed. “That gag is stand-
ard, Wale.”

That same fireman dripping water came
in again.

“Marshal, it's practically out. We got
that corpse in the chair down. Some of
the boys think they see another body in
the debris—"

“0, K., I'll come now,” said MecCarthy,
adding ; “Stick around, Wale. The rest
of you, alse. I don’t mind telling you I
don’t like any one of your stories. In
fact, without exception, 1 think they
stink.” '

Exit McCarthy.

“T held back on you, Cash, because it
18 so very delicate,” said Borine, “How
is one to know your angles, you are such
a very crafty—"

‘We stood in the corridor outside Mar-
tha Bemish’s roon, Boris Borine and 1L
She was conscious now and my whispers
had registered. She had enough on the
bail to nod when T asked her to back me
in saying she'd called me in to investigate
prowlers. Also a standard gag.

They still hadn't stumbled on Kippy
Boy. It was five A. M. and a golden dawn
was showing up the electric lights in the
house for cheap frauds.

“You talking about Happy Doolan?”
I asked.

Borine had that massive cigarette case
out again.

“Dea. Happy Doolan. He is caming to
me last night. No, it 1s the night before
last now. We are being very good friends
ap the river and he is having a standard
invite, He 15 telling me that investigator,
Fenton, is tailing him to the city. But
Happy is shaking him.”

“Bit by bit, you're opening up, Baoris,”
I said, curious.

He shrugged. “One is careful, no?
After 1 am seeing how the land is laying,
I am telling you. And there iz no more
to tell, Cash.”

“Happy mention the sparklers?” I
asked.

Borine smiled. “Would J? Would you?
No, he was in a convivizl mood about the
parole and we celebrated. He is leaving
about three in the morning.”

“By the street 7" I asked.

Borine frowned. “I am not knowing
this, Cash. T say good-bye, good luck to
Happy, then 1 am called away.”

“So instead of leaving by the street,
he went up through the trapdoor in your
roof,” I said. “Your flunkeys heard him
but you told them it was their imagina-
tions,”

Borine nodded emphatically.

“Da, T said that! T am thinking how
should anybody walk on my roof at three
in the mornings. It is ridiculous, no?”

“No. Happy did it.”

“]1 do not understand this, Cash,”

“The sparklers were stashed Dbehind
a loose brick in your chimmney,” T said.
“Happy put 'em there ten years ago and
returned unight hefore fast to collect.”

Borine goggled at me. '

“Cash,” he whispered, “that is you
we are hearing on the roof tonight? The
sparklers—"

“Vanished between that loose chim-
ney brick and Simon Stroud’s studio,”
i said.

Borine licked his hips. “Five grand.
Fenton's insurance company is oftering
five grand for the haul, Cash—"

“CGrow up!” I snorted. “Would 1 he
kicking arcund words with you here if
I had "em?”

Borine shrugged dubiously.
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UTE 1i’l fella, come t'play inumies wit’
Klppy Boy? Must keep still. Jose-
phine’s sleeping—"

He sat on the mattress, grinning up at
me. I'd managed to slip down to his base-
ment reom in the confusion. Simon
Stroud’s remains had been on the menu.
Happy Doolar had them ruaning around
like chickens with their heads chopped
off. It gave me that much more leeway,

It was eight A. M. No sleep, no break-
fast, my bruised ear and the general ex-
citement had my nerves drawn like piano
strings. But nobody had gotten to Kippy
Boy ahead of me and that was compensa-
tion,

He came off the bed and hegan pawing
me. I let him, my fingers caressing the
hutt of my Colt in case he took it into his
head to play tag ¢ la what he did to
Sailor,

1 let his thick fingers probe my pockets.
Nothing he brought out interested him
until he produced the pictures of Happy
Doolan 1’d found sticking to my shoe,

“Sleeping man,” grinned Kippy Boy,
shoving the pictures at my face.

“You know him?” I prodded.

“Sleeping man,” repeated Kippy Boy.
His grin faded and he stapped my pock-
ets. “No toys for Kippy Boy?” .

“You expect toys in my pockets?”

He nodded eagerly, began going
through my pockets once more. “We play
game, You bring toys in these, like Daddy
Simon. and Brother James—”

I was beginning to get it.

“Next time,” | promised.

His grin returned and he began flipping
the marbles that lay on the floor aimlessly,
keeping up a line of simple chatter.

I fingered a chipped marble and looked
around. That doll, Josephine, lay on the
mattress. Near it lay a folded wad of
paper full of printed matter. I didn't have
to examine it closely. One corner was
missing—it was the rest of Happy’'s pa-
role warrant.

It was all I wanted to know,

Kippy Boy had different ideas. That-
steel-press hand clamped on my arm as
I rose to leave. “Li’l fella play more im-
mies wit’ Kippy Boy,” he said. He be-
gan dragging me down to the floor.

{Continued on page 100}
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{ Continued from page 98)

I gripped my Colt, then released it .
“on a hunch. T said: “Hist! Here comes

the Sandman!”

Like touching a button. Kippy Boy
dove for cover and I stepped into the
basement. Inspector Jack Quinn, of Hom-
icide, said, from the foot of the stairs:
“There 1 was, just commencing my in-
vestigation, when 1 spotted your goon,
Duffy, and someone mentioned Cash
Wale angled into this case. Why is it,
Shrimp, that you always turn up in the
dirtiest homicides ?”’

“You're off-key,” I said cautiously,
“It's a case of arson,’

“Homicide, Shrimp,” growled Quinn,

“Maybe I should ask the questions.”

I felt even more cautious than I sound-
ed. Quinn had a jaw you could use to
crack nuts. The next thing about him you
noticed was a pair of shaggy gray brows.
Everything else was carved from granite
and draped in wrinkled tweeds,

Instead of a heart, the manual of police
regulations lay under his vest pocket. And
his sole human weakness—developed from
years of stubbing his toes over corpses
I happened to manufacture—was the
quaing idea that my seat and the hot seat
should blend.

So caution was nty middle name in the
vicinity of Inspector Jack Quinn.

“Three other citizens—all with motives
~had equal chances to build a fire under
Simon Stroud,” T suggested,

“Who mentioned the fire?” Quinn
countered.

“Let’s do this all over again from the
beginning,” I said.

A uniformed patrolman called down
from the library door: “The marshal
wants you, Inspector—"

Qumn nodded, motioned. “Aiter you,
Shrimp.”

He snagged my Coit from its leather.

as T passed, dropped it in his side pocket.

IT WAS gruesome, that scene in the
library, I didn't need Quinn’s answers
—they lay, in person, on the library rug,

_There were fear and shock in Martha

Bemish’s pallid face, but, strangely, no

sorrow, James sat deflated in his chair,

his young-old eyes brooding across the

{»
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libtary at Angela whose face, in turn, was
a dirty gray color and strained to avoid
what lay on the rug.

Saitor Duffy’s good right eye clung
to me for the same reason. Boris Borine
fingered Lis ebony cigarette holder as if
it was the first time he had seen it. Gib-
bons—an even more melancholy Gibbons,
if that was possible—looked to be over
his bat and sorry he could not commence
another,

I didn’t blame him, or any of them.
Others stood around, but T didn't see
who—not with Happy Deolan asd Simon
Stroud on the library rug.

The corpse of Happy in its morgue
basket was not too fire-blackened or un-
recoghizabie——he’d falien through when
the attic Aooring gave way. But Simon
Stroud, trapped in the metal frame of
his wheelchair, had become an object his
own mother couldn’t recognize.

You can’t recognize a charred skeleton.
It huddled in what remained of the wheel-
chair. I understood Quinn’s insinuations.

The left side of Sunon Stroud’s skull
had been smashed in by something fiat
and hard, some weapon like that which
had crushed Happy Doolan's skull.

It was evident that Simon Stroud was
two times dead.

CHAPTER FOUR
Local Corpse Makes Good!

OUR entry started a dozen tongues
wagging in confusion. Out of the
babel emerged MeCarthy, the deputy fire
marshal, with that skinny, hawkish-faced
guy that Gibbons and I had encountered
outside of Borine's.

“This man,” spoke McCarthy, “may
throw some light on the other body, Tn-
spector,” He indicated Happy's corpse.

The skinny guy adjusted bis gold-rim
spectacles and nedded.

“His prints will prove it, Taspector.
This is Patrick Doolan, reicased on pa-
role from Sing Sing day before yester-
day.”

Quinn said: “Where do vou figure in
this, miister 2"’

The skipny guy unfolded a wad of
papers.
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“I represent the Four State Insurance
Comipany, Inspector. Name'’s Fenton, It’s
all here proper,

Quinn waved off the papers and nodded
at Happy’s basket. “So his name’s Dool-
an. What else?” :

“My company effected his release to
recover the haul that sent him up, We'd
taken a Afty thousand dollar stam on that
deal. The whole trouble was, Doolan be-
came stir-simple. He wouldn’t respect onr
offer of five thousand to reveal the wheye-
abouts of the gems.

“But we learned through a prison
stoolic he planned to dispose of thent when
he was released through a friend on the
0ut~.ide So 1 tailed hiny down from QOssin-
ing.” Fenton gesturetl ruefully. “He lost
me in the subway.”

Cuinn turoed to the man from the
medical examiner’s office who knelt by
Simon Strend’s remains. The man shook
his head.

“Can’t prove anything by me, Inspec-
tor, Could have been the five, maybe the
blow. No saying what killed him. Tt'll be
enougl of a job trying to prove his iden-
tity in court—if it comes to that.”

Angela Bemish's voice suddenly lashed
out: 1 will not tolerate your lewd as-
persions any longer, you fortune hunt-
mg—

I looked aver in time to see her cheek
bounce from the applied palm of James
Bemish. They hated each other to pieces
during five seconds of turmoil as a cop
grabhed the chair Gibbons was raising and
two more pinned hin to the bookshelves.
Then Angela screamed : “For that, I will
tell them! T will tell them, do you hear ?”

He mentioned a few terse items about
her bLedside manners in a low monotone,
bringing her to her feet with gestures, her
poise shattered. _

“Tt was you!” she screeched, ‘1 heard
you threaten Simon with death!”

Ownn's voice out-yelled hers. “Hhat's
that "

Angela cooled off, Newport seeping
back mto her voice. She spoke carefully,
“Two nights ago I overheard him ask
Simon for ten thousand dollars. Simon
told him, *You will receive ten times that
in my will," and this he-gold-digger 1 had
the evil fortune to marry replied, ‘I may
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collect it sooner than you thnk!

“Angela, what are you saying? What
are you saying?" wailed Martha Bemish
in agony, her white fists healing the air.

Quinn  regarded  James rgm//u,ail},
“What was your hurry abont ten grand ?”

Janres wiineced as his mother pleaded:
“Tell the wspector she hes, James—"

The appearanice of ove of Ouinn's men
created a momeniary diversion. He hore
the remains of a uny revolver, looked
like a iwenty-twe. Its cvlinder bulged and
soot covered the weapon.

“Registered under Stimon Stroud,”™ the
man told Quinn. “The cartridges in the
cylinder went off in the Are. Someone
used it in the iust twenty-four hours”

“Lay u back where vou {ound il,”
Quinn directed.

I almost talked when the gun was de-
posited oun the charred wheclchair, next
to the blackened skeleton of Simon Stroud
but James Bemish was talking in a low
monotone. “All right. This will call at-
tenticn to my accounts in the bank any-
way. They're short ten thousand. T hor-
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rowed expecting Simon to cover ine be-
fore the loss was discovered. For my
persotial use, I needed the money. But
Simon refused and suggested, by in-
nuendo, that I—that I kill him and col
lect in his will,”

Martha Bemish cried out: “Oh, James,
why didn’t you ask me? James, you foolt”

From the wall where two cops still
held him, Gibbons unexpectedly said:
“Inspector, sir, if I may say so, Simon
Stroud had an obsession, Only yesterday
he offered to leave me ten thousand dol-
lars in his will if I should strangle him—"

Qut of the silence that followed this
revelation, McCarthy said: “Now that
you're talking, Gibbons—how about what
went on at the factory?”

“I can remember nothing about that,
sir,” Gibbons looked sadly at Angela who
was sobbing into her folded arms. “I was
not responsible, I had been drinking. But
I do know Mr. Simon bhad an obses-
SlOn—--”

“Oh, yes, yes!” cried Martha Bemish.
*“Simon begged e to kill him, he offered
Cash Wale money to do it, he was des-
perate. He lived in constant, terrible pain
—Parkinson’s Syndrom, No doctor could
help him. The paralysis was creeping into
his brain, he knew he was dying, couldn’t
stand living—" -

The man from the medical examiner’s
office spoke suddenly from the side of
Hap oolan’s remains.

This one was killed by the blow, In-
spector. In fact, both of them seem to
have been struck by the same weapon,
something flat, about six inches wide—
and heavy. Offhand, I'd say he’d been
dead well over twenty-four hours,”

UINN turned to Fenton who stood
fingering his spectacles with a puz-
zled expression. “You said this Doolan
guy had a friend on the outside who was
to handle the jewels?”
Fenton nodded.

“Some kind of shady private dick. Man

named Wale, Cash Wale, I tried putting
an operative on Wale also but we couldn’t
locate him in time, In fact, I intend to
lock him up as soon as I get out of here,”

A look of drooling contentment spread
over Quinn’s shaggy features, somethmg
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like a cat anticipating a canary omelet,
His hand clamped on my arm.

“Don’t let it throw you,” T snapped at
him. “All right, I knew Happy. And
maybe he intended asking my advice
about the sparklers, I wouldn’t know. 1
do know lhe dida't—"

“You some kind of shady private dick,
you!” Quinn chortled, jabbing my ribs.
“Some fim, hey, Shrimp?”

I didnt have to reply, not with the
apparition presenting itself in the door-
way, Quinn’s hand grew lax. His jaw
dropped. He goggled. -

Kippy Boy stood in the doorway!
Hairy, towering, naked as the day he was
born. Josephine dangled by one leg from
his steel-press fingers.

Kippy Boy grinned amiably, “Nice
people playin’ games? Kippy Boy wants
t'play games. Kippy Boy wants—"

I never found out what he wanted. [
knew what I wanted. Inspector Jack
Quinn had it. I took it.

I had my Colt revolver out of his side
pocket and muzzled into his chest before
1’]13& could get over the shock of Kippy

oy.

“Nice Inspector Quinn,” I said as his
face grew choleric. “Nice Inspector
Quinn. Cashy Boy wants out.”

I snagged his positive with my free
hand. tossed it to Sailor Duffy who was
lumbering across the floor to join my
play. The dozen-odd cops and dicks
standing around were all drawing iron.
enough artillery coming to view to halt
a medium-sized blitz, :

“Nice cops,” 1 said, almost cracking
Quinn’s ribs with the muzzle of my Colt,
“mustn’t let Inspector Boy drop dead.
Let your gunsy wunsies fall down quick.”

Only Angela Bemish’s unrestrained
sobs sounded as gun after gun dropped
silently to the broadloom rug.

There was an advantage in being ad-
vertised through periodic editorials and
headlines as the “gun-crazy killer who
should be behind bars instead of loose
with a badge and pistol permit.” Nobody
went for the guns on the rug as Sailor
and I used Quinn as a shield in our exit.

The cops outside saluted Quinn, eyed
Sailor curiously—and let us pass. With
our rods out of sight, they didn’t know.

Our G.raduiai:cTstr
- un

of ALL the
Identification Bureaus
in America

Send for complete list of over 750 Bureaus where
our graduates have been placed in good positions as

FINGER PRINT EXPERTS

Then write the nearest Burean and learn what

our graduates think of us!

¥ We bave space hers to list only a FEW

of these more than 750 instibutions, so be

sure to send for the lote Jint!

State of Utah fr tady, N. ¥

tate of Ohio
aton, Masy.

Neaw York, N. Y.

Pltishurgh, Pa,
Payl, MWinn,

liamb, Fia.
Eirmingham, Al
Colombus, Ohio
Galveston, Tex.
Montreal, Ban. Houston, Tex,
(E:rd_ar Rmills, lows Wi:’:iw. cant.
gin, . ‘wahie, 0
Balt ll.akn City, Utah
Atfantle City, N. )
towx Gity, lowh
Rochastar, N_ Y,
Clovaland, Dhle
Beoka .

Syracuss, M, ¥,

Mo o
Loists, Me.

Want -a- Regular Monthly -

Ba a Sacrot Service and Identification Expert
the chrill of eulnsiuu man—urith Do personal drxnger—
% Kok pal u:l,ary sud the op

PLT Pnrtlmltr iy share
in Bew:rgmf‘;am at home, ik spara t!r:%.d sl

unique sectets of this young, fascioating Tast growlng profy
ston, We you the safe crurse of treining as we gave the
hundreds of our gradustes who pow hold splendid positions 1a
mors thaen T8¢ institntions. Each of thesa buresus has anvwhere
from ONE to FIFTEEN of our graduates ¢a I salariee—and
new openings develop from dime to e

Wonderful Opportunity for TRAINED MEN

in This Young, Fast Growing Profession!
Of the thotsands of townd In Americs, three-fourths are atllf ith-
ot idemtification bureaus, Many more ave bound to comel That
apeils OPPORTUNITY. PBut vou must be BEATFY. It'z easy to
master thia profession that combloes thrills with personal satety,
ANDr the security of g ateady inrome. Wa show you HOW —just as
we I}ave aiready shown the hundreds who Dow hold good DAy
Tositlans,

The Confidential Re Dparator
FREE! For 38 Tade €0 pils Civief
Juat rish coupon! Follow this Gperstor's ¢xclting bunt for » mar-
derous gang.  Alsp get free. '"The Blue Book Crime,*" showlng
the wonderinl apuortunities in the feld of Finger Prints aud Crims
Dateotlon. Take your ficst st<p TODAY toward a sleadr Lacome
end success. Madl coupon NOWI .
IMSTYTUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE
1920 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. 73838, Chicago
 — T —— T —— T . T . T —
IINSTI‘I'UTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE
1920 Sunnyside Ave., Dent, 7380, Ghicago. |
Geotlemen: With be obligation. send me Confidupiial lleuarta'
Iof Oferawr No. 38, olso illustrated “Blue Book of Crime.'’
complete list of over 750 bureaus doytng our it
together with yout low prices and Easy Terms offer, (Litaraturd
will be sent ONLY to persons stating their age.d

an.ms ----- P L R L N T I T T I LT ey

IAddress ................................. ST AgB...res s

T e e —————— — -

iy i e e s




INDIGEDI1IVN

may excite the Heart
Gas trapped in the stomach or gullet may actiike ahair-
{rigger on the heart, The heart 13 not hurt but it skipe and
aeea Iike mad, At the first sign of distress smart men and
women depend on Bell-ans Tableta to set gae free. If the
FIRST DOSE doesn't prove Bell-ans better, return bottle
p us and receive DODBLE Money Back, 26c all drugaists

CUY OUT AND MAIL THIS AD
FOR BIG ¢5 HSST
F00DS & PRODIUCTS F R E E '
» SEND NO MONEY!1 |

Assortmoot.

nlli’i’--m"ﬂ‘-n-l

Asrnwr-:-":::":

W. K. STERLINE, 019 Ouo Ave, Skiney, OHIO

----;--
3
RRs Egssasnesns

ﬁ .
B3

Taking Orders Sor The NIMROD Line

ih the yenr "P‘

num;ﬂm }Y"m firm Wi

complets (e f#
ar, DELETF, &=
Smw. m;. zwg taty, F
Bh Con Ulllf Panta‘c Belt
SMQ Oﬁl P ?"
ftom 8 TN

[ el m FAEE SALER

492280 L’?na:f%" M" .
High School Course

at Home
Gonamidlyasm méa and Abitl

aquivatent to schoal work:
entyancs ¢

door. We ¢ Sta d.anl
uln 331’ n
1. mldnn u

miinus. oy fnr
Catalog.
FREE ert.a for our a:reat l].l\mr.mmd book ¢a
Al rt in, l.lteutm 'I‘he

k FREE i.t Fou

M of the I.I'I‘IST STYLES—-rameriuhty LOW PRIGES, SATIS.
ACTION GUARANTEED mmmll o O aatinied
—nnqwllmludml

SEND MO M veming ot of '“'“m

aur many st¥les and LOW Brless) m‘“ u

MWHNCE SPECTACLE CO. “‘mgaﬂl
TS Doaesaen $1. [T N ricsge. 11,

Al REFRLY ES LR A WL T LR LA e

We were traveling via a handy taxi
before they could find out—Quinn, his
jaw like an anvil, between Sailor and me.
Like a fish in a gun sandwich, I told him,
He didn't laugh. .

There was a brief glimpse of the
charred remains of Finklestein’s Mattress
Factory, haggard-eyed firemen still pour-
ing tons of water on smouldering piles. of
embers and a small army of rubbernecks
heid back by a ring of uniformed cops—
then we were lost in a maze of traffic and
I was murmuring to Quinn: “Don’t look
so doomed, pal. All T want is a chance
at that five-grand reward Fenton men-
tioned and what chance would I stand
with you on my neck? Anyway, I had
nothing to do with either corpse, so it's
no calamity.

“T'll hand you a pointer for free,” I
offered to ease the sock his pride was
taking. “Skip the murder of Simon and
concentrate on Happy Doolan. Stroud
was just a local corpse who made good—
didn’t he ask for what he got?”

“With Happy you can narrow the cir-
cle down to those who knew he had the
sparklers and had the opportanity to in-
tercept him on the studio roof, It hap-
pened night before last. You can quiz
Martha Bemish for the details, after we-
part company,”

Quinn didn’t thaw. I reached under
his lapel and snagged his badge, then told
the hackle to pull up in a block of ware-
houses. “Pay the man,” T told Sailor,
handing him a bill. Then I prodded Quinn
to the sidewalk.

We stood there until the cab was lost
in traffic. I had Sailor wait while I
marched Quinn into the nearest bustling
delivery entrance. A gang' of shipping
clerks, truckmen and loaders moving cases
around halted activity to stare at us.

I flashed Quinn’s gold badge,

“Cop business, boys,” I said. “1 need
a hand with this, guny while I go phone
for the wagom- He runs an agency for
strike-breakers. You wanna hold him?”

A mass of musele in shirtsleeves
grabbed Quinn, slung him easily into a
forest of eager arms., Someone began
whistling Pennies From Heaven. 1 ig-
noted Quinn’s pleading, apoplectic ex-
pression.
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“Phone’s in the drug store down the
corner,” said the mass of muscle. “Be
a good guy and don’t rush that call, will-
va, Cap? The boys have a feeling about
scabs.”

“Inspector,” 1 said, pocketing the
badge. “Thanks, boys.”

I walked with dignity out of the alley.
theln waved to Sailor and we ran like
hell,

THE young sharp-nosed guy was alone
behind the counter, eyeing Sailor’s
shiner and my bruised ear with an ex-
pression of anticipated larceny, We must
have looked like a pair of down-and-
outers about to hit bottom, Quiside, a
sign read: ROSEN AND SON—We
Pawn Everything But Yowr Wife!

Wits,

I said: “Estimate this, sonay.”

He lifted the red stone I'd rolled across
the counter and sneered at it. “I will
have to get my glass, but it will not come
to much,” he said. “Fifty cents, maybe
a dollar. A cheap imitation.”

I reached for it. He pulled it away, pre-
tended to find something new about it.
“Maybe five dollars. Wait till I get my
glass,” he said, laying it on a shelf be-
hind him out of my reach.

He leit the door slightly ajar. I heard
a phone being dialed, then his low, in-
tense whisper : “Police department ? This
is Rosen and Son’s. A man just walked
in with a star ruby, looks heisted. Yes,
Tl stall higs—"

I touched him gently in the ribs with
my Colt and he leaped about two yards.
He'd Deen talking into the palm of his
hand. The phone receiver lay in its cradle,

“The old pawnshop runaround,” T said
as he recovered from the surprise of find-
ing me there instead of hefore the counter.
“H it’s a hot sparkler, I'm supposed to
scram quick on hearing your phone act.
Without the sparkier on account you left
it where I couldn’t reach it in a hurry.”

I took the stone from Sailor who'd
brought it in behind me.

“Now make an estimate, sucker, But
for real, this time.”

Rosen’s son had difficulty removing his
eyes from my heater, but he managed,

“It’s flawless,” he finally breathed after

OVER DRAFT AGE:

this is your

OPPORTUNITY

To ssrve your country and yourself. The Defenas
situation cais for midlions of trained men in In-
dustry and office, Thera ia & very real bottleneck
in competent executives and supervisors. Thou-
sends of men iike {Iou musat, quickly prepare your-~
zelves for these Joba. It means fmmpt, intengive
tion—buk it means also larger service and

teer rewards now and for the rest of your life.

There are two way2 to make this preparation.
One is by learning orf the job, but that isstow and
often unsatisfactory. The other iz by apare time
traling—organized study At night, ai home—

etting quickly the best experienca of othets who
l"mre made good on these joba.

LaSalle training is made to order for this, For
thirty-three years, we have been developing con-
densed, practical courses in ianagement and ay-

isory fraining. Hundreds of lesders have
R?lped u2 build them; over 2 million members
have teated and proved them. MNon-essentialy
have been elinfinated; only the essentials re-
tained, The problem method haa been developed,
a0 that you both learn the principles and becoma
axpert in applying them. What voustudy tonight,
you can use oo the job tomorrow. The cost i
moderate and convenient terms can be arranged.

Inthesubjecislisted below, there maybe justthe
one you want. 1f 80, and -, ou are really inearnest,
write for the free 48-page booklet describing it
This interesting booldet will be sent at once—and
without obligation, At least you should investi-
gate; send the coupon today.

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY

A Corraespondence Institution
Dept. 11334-R CHICAGO

1 2m in earnest to serve better in this crisis. Pleasa
sentt me your free booklet about your spare tin
training in the subject I have checked below.

0 Industclat Management [ ;\‘ccountm_‘ﬁ'
G Bust ) o

o Ive M. t O Eugllsh
0 Traffic Management O Law

O Expert Bookkeoping 1 Stenotypy

NOE . snnnene-nn . Age
Address. o aemenm e

City and Stais - -

1 WiILL

HANCE YOUR TRAINING

Prepare for ortunitiea in Radlo by 8
s of prncg%gi ahomk in the great
Radio Shopa, on real 10 equipment,
"t need advanced editcation or experiencs.
loyment Service for life, Many e¢arn
&. Mall coupon today for frea back

which tells you how dreds bave
(u] Radic

107



WdsS Ul al PV

AMAZED! FEELS YEARS YOUNGER

“I'm §4. Facked wim and pep. Ostrex tablets xeve me pep tha
makes pie foal years younger.”—B. ., Garner, New Washington,
{. OSTREX comiains tonits, stimulents often needed after 40—by
Dodies lacking ivom, ealelum, phospherus. lodlhe, sod Vitamin By,
¥or men znd womeh. A T8-year old DOCTOR writes: It Ad =0
much for patents, I took it myself, Resulir fue.” ] Y

only 35c, Htart feeling peppier snd youngee this very das,
Por sale at all pood drug stares everywhete.

OSTREX—for that “after 40" letdown

WELDING A5 k5

& ELECTRIC
HUNDREDS OF JOBS

WA]TlNG for welders, mschinlits, and tool nod Qie mak-
B

ers—in shipyarde, alreraft pnd tsnk industries.

U. B, Defense Program heeds skilied mon. et practical shog

tra at Michigan‘s Oldest and Lan:get Trade Bohool. 17t
year, ¥ and nighg tznmm Etmienls

Msel.?‘ working Im&nl.’ml:lt.ﬂl gﬁn‘gﬁ FREE |,
aivecine Schao f Traes, 1414 W, Fori, Datrit, Mich, SUREI

Hainei
LEAR
Sax STMERE

[~ Al S gl RN
[ AR At T ]
- -

[
i)
3

Violin, Cornet, Trumpet, Blande-
in, witar, Han,
wﬁ?: é“w‘l’.ﬂ. Ageordion,
DU BETYE] & Buccesafully tried or
TRACTIVELY PRICED-—oconvenisat
¥ ¥ ,Nliu;em‘s al iy A tnquing, O
TONAL ACADEMY OF
Dapi. 158-N, “US}E.

RUPTURED?

Get Relief This Proven Way

Why tr¥ to w nlotig with trusses that ]
flesh-~press heavily on hips and smne—er:.lnl'gagf:;gnil,:ug:‘E
fail to hold rupture? You need the Cluthe, No leg-straps
or cutting beltn, Automatic adjustable pad holde et reel
opening—iollows every body movement with instant in-
creased support in case of strain. Cannot sllp whether at
work or play. Light. W roof, Can be worn in beth.
Send for amaxing FRER , “Adviee Ta Ruptured” and
detrilz of Nberal truthful 40-day trial offer. Alse endorss-
menta from grateful users in your nelghborhood, Write:

CLUTHE SONS, Dept. 15, Bloomield, New Jersey

Bond fer my 50 Courss en how to develop

STRONG ARMS

and BROAD SHOULDERS
Now only 25¢ colm or 30c ¥. 5. Stamps.

Copiaina 20 puges of illucirations sh
and  folly  descr] semmfsf:thbt'wl

ANTHONY BARKER
(dokng huvimess atthls addross for evee 20 yours.)
D 1235—6th ,Ave,, (Ofos Bi), N, V. City

F " for Asthma
During Winte

IF you suffer with those terrlble attacks of Aathma whea
cold and damp; if raw, Wintry winds make you choks ay if m
b for breath was the yory lasts it Tosttul
fees of the strugele ta breathe: if you feel the dlsease i
wearing your lite away, don’t faull 10 send st qoce 1o the

Taatter where you five or whether You . [¢ [1

ukder the & eend for thie free trial.“'l!ia;owu glaf'\lf’em fon °?3$°§

E;%Ta af‘euﬁttew 1;:'! every&hmg yoé]l cou%a Iearn of without reilef; even
) dlscouraged. do not abancd

for thiz free trisi, It will coat s'w.|D ngtmmfgﬁe&?t tend today

Frentler Asthma Co, -
52 Hiapars St., M Jafmltl.“n?m\?.'

108

turning it around under his jeweler’s
glass. A perfect star ruby. Look, when
the light hits it right, see the star inside?”

We looked. Tt was about the size and
shape of a hazel nut. The star showed
when the light caught it right.

“The setting has been removed, it hung
on a chain,” said Rosen’s son. “‘Without
even asking my papa, I could give you
a thousand for it and that’s leveling.” He
tried a laugh which missed his eyes. *'I
was only kidding you guys before. My
friends all know I'm a practical joker.”

I took the ruby from him and said:
“Sailor, be nice to the guy. Play him a
practical joke in return.”

Rosen’s son ducked a leit jab into a
right uppercut.

“Nice practical joking,” T told Sailor,
stepping over the body. *Let’s blow, pal.”

E RETURNED to the Stroud man-
sionn via a Turk Bath, a barber shop,
tailor shop and restaurant, counsiderably
balmed, groomed, pressed and re-fueled.
There was no hurry and I wanted the at-
mosphere cleared. It was a little after
noon. The remains of Finklestein's Mat-
tress Factory were guarded by only a
single cop and a handful of rubbernecks.
From outside, the Stroud manse looked
deserted. Quinn probably expected us to
be in the vicinity of Alaska by now and
heading north. A good idea, but 'd put
in too much time and effort to let that
five grand slip out of my hands now.

Only the damp rug and soot-blackened
wheelchair frame remained in the library
to remind us of conditions when we left.
We had entered through the unlocked
front door when nobody answered the
bell. It was like walking on a stage set
after the actors had departed.

The tires and wooden trinumings had
beenr burned clean off the wheelchair,
Only the scai, back, axles, spokes and
brake were left.

The seat interested me. There was a

flattened inetal lump about the size and.
shape of a watch fob in the middle of it.-

I was pressing the lump with a key, find-
ing it soft, when Sailor tapped my arm
and T glanced up to find Martha Bemish
standing in the doorway,

The fluttery nervousness seemed to

.
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have been irened out of her. She stood
as if a ramrod braced her spine. Her eyes
were dutl. She wore a hat with a gray
feather and held a black coat in her two
hands directly in front of her,

“Lead,” I said, tapping the metal bump.

“Yes,” she said.

“The cops have everybody?” T asked.

“For questioning,” she said. “I am
going for my lawyer now. Kip is in his
room. They left a policeman to guard
his door. The others are with the police.”

She said it simply, like explaining “A”
is for “Apple” to a kid.

“This,” T said, touching the lead again,
“could have been a bullet, It could have
come from that gun they found on Si-
mon’s lap. It could have been inside
Simon’s hody until the fire burned his
flesh away. Then maybe it melted and
dripped past his bones to lere. Maybe
that’s what killed Simon. ¥ heard a shot
like a twenty-two makes just before the
fire. The cops are dopes.”

“Yes,” Martha Bemish said.

“T can imagine it being framed to look
like suicide,” I said. “That would ex-
plain the gun being found on the chair.
It could have originally been in his right
hand, the one that held the paint brush
when 1 saw him. But I think that brush
was a build-up. I think even his right
hand was paralyzed.”

“It was,” said Martha Bemish.

“In which case Simon was already dead
when the fire started,” 1 said. “He was
already dead when someone crushed his
skull. That would make him three times
dead. Which is something of a record.
Probably, whoever conked him ap-

" proached from behind, didn’t realize Si-

mon was already suicide-framed.”
“Probably,” said Martha Bemish,

“Such a frame, of course, was too com-
plex for Kippy Boy to maneuver. Besides,
he was in bed when I heard that shot,”
I said. “Gibbons and Angela can be ex-
cused hecause they were playing tag in
the factory at the time. Your own screw-

“ball, James, claims to have been playing

Winchell at the same time, but that's on
lis own say. However, I am inclined to
believe him—he was too hipped on Angela
and Gibbons to pull a smooth suicide
frame on the side, although he did have
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a motive. That left only you in the house.”
“That is correct,” said Martha Bemish.
“You called James a fool when ;fou

learned he’d embezzled bank funds,”

said. “That was because you feared 1t
had been him set fire to the factory in the
hope of killing Simon for the will money
and because you knew Simon was already
dead when the fire started and James
would have collected anyhow.”

“Yes,” said Martha Bemish,

“1 was not propositioned by you to re-
move Happy's body because of your fear
for Kippy Boy,” I said. “You feared the
presence of Happy’s body would make
the cops investigate too closely the pro-
jected death of Simon. It was probably
a mercy killing, You didnt need the
dough and, not knowing of James high-
jirks, you had no other motive. But you
definitely shot Simon dead.”

““That is correct,” said Martha Bemish.

“I will now give you the advice you
bought with your huadred bucks,” T said.
“Don’t worry about James. He didn’t set
fire to the mattress factory. He didn’t kill
Happy Doolan or collect the jewels, He'll
not be prosecuted for embezzlement if you
refund the dough he took.”

Martha Bemish stared dully at me.

“Forget what I said about Simon's
death,” T said. Tt was mostly guesswork
based on the sound of a shot, this piece
of lead and the characters involved, It's
nothing that can be proven in court. Any-
way, the guy asked for it.- He’s better off
dead. And one more thing,” I said. “You
can put away that gun you have pointing
at me from behind your coat.”

Slowly, she exposed her hidden hand,
displaying a small, pearl-handled revol-
ver, She opened her handbag, dropped it
in and clicked the bag shut,

“¥ou were going to kill me?” I said,

“Yes,” said Martha Bemish,

“You can go to your lawyer now,” I
said.

Martha Bemish turned around and
walked slowly out the door.

I heard Sailor’s breath expel like a
balloon deflating at my elbow,

“*At dame, ‘at dame, Cash,” he mut- '

tered reverently, “she gives me the holy
creeps!”
My hands were trembling.

L 2
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CHAPTER FIVE

Cash Picks Up the Marbles

THE cop they'd left to guard Kippy
Boy's door was the young one who
had brought in James and Angela. He
wasn't dead, just unconscious. He lay on
his back with his arms flung wide and
snored. His uniform hat was about a yard
away from him. Where it belonged was
a blue himp the size of half an egg.

Motioning Sailor to remain behind, I
paimed my Colt revolver and stepped
through Kippy Boy's door, stared down
at Kippy Boy under his covers,

“Shahr' Kippy Boy warned., “The
Sandman’s here!”

I said to Boris Borine: “Hello, Sand-
man.”

“Cash, 1t is no time for joking,” the
three-bundred-pound Russian said.

Borine sat on the floor, his back to the
wall. He lhad not yet removed the traces
of the fire and to them, I noticed, had
been added a shiner,

“Tsk, tsk,” 1 said. “Playing tag at
your age"’

Borine touched the eye glngelly then
glowered at Kippy Boy. “He is not
letting me near the bed, Cash—"

“So you figured it too?” I said.

Borine regarded me steadily.

“¥You know 1 am having an addiction
to gems, Cash,” he said.

“And the cop outside?” I said.

“A  inconvenience, You should be
squeamiish? Inspector Quinn is lately
here, raving mad and crazy to kill you.
I am surprised you are returning, Cash,”

“I got lnmesome for Kippy Boy,” I
said.

“Cute li'l fella,” Kippy Boy said.

We ignored him, stood probing each
othet’s minds with our stares—just two
of the boys trying to wangle a buck out
of a hard, mercenary world. Borine pro-
duced that silver cigarette case, changed
his mind and pocketed it again.

“You are fguring it all out, Cash?”
he finally spoke. “It is all very comphcat—
ed, no?”

“No,” I said. “Why should it be com-
plicated? The killer trailed Happy to
your roof where he saw Happy pull the
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jewels from behind that loose brick in
the chimney, The killer probably tried
to heist them from Happy with a silenced

automatic but, owing to the darkness, ths

distance and the probable fact that Happy
ran for it, the killer's shot went wild and
then, of course, the rod was out of date.
“Excepting your clairvoyant knowl-
edge of a silenced gun,” said Borine dep-
recatingly, “it is what even I would say.”
“I'm just started,” I said, “The killer
chased Happy down your roof and up
Simon’s studio roof and caught Happy at
the top where they grappled. Fappy was
such a little guy, almost anybody could
have taken him and the killer did. Par-
ticularly since the killer sported a flat,
hard weapon, it was no contest. But the
blow that crushed Happy's skull ironi-
cally separated them and Happy tumbled

down through the studio skylight, leaving

the killer stranded on the roof.”

“To this point,” said Borine, raising
a finger, “there is only one fact that is
court evidence. Happy is falling through
the skylight with a crushed head.”

I winked at Kippy Boy who gurgled
his pleasure. “The killer then faced a
problem,” I resumed, “which must have
eaten into his gut. The jewels were still
on Happy and there was Happy out of
reach, where at least Simon Stroud, and
possibly others, might notice him in a
lurry and get them. Furthermore, the
killer’s presence on the roof, under the
circumstances, would he first-class court
evidence. So he left the roof, left Happy
and the jewels to their fate and prob-
ably went home to figure such items as ali-
bis and excuses to enter Simon’s studio.”

“No additional evidence there” said
Borine, shaking his head sadly.

“T'm conting to that,” I said, ‘‘because
the lkiller came to that. Maybe, as he
crawled away from the studio roof he
looked back and found Simon Stroud
staring at him through the skylight. Can
you imagine the killer’s sensations? A
witness who couldn’t have possibly missed
seeing the killer chase Happy, a witness
whose tongue could railroad the killer to
the hot seat in jig time!

“YWait,” T said as Borine opened his

mouth to speak. “We can imagine the

killer spending that night in utter fear,

|
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wondering why the cops didn’t come from
minute to minute—then morning dawns
and Simon still sits inscrutable behind
his skylight. No cops, no nothing.

“QOne thing the killer never contemn-~
plated : Simon wanted to be killed, wanted
to give the killer every opportunity to
realize the need to elimmate this witness.

“And the kitler did, finally. Knowledge
that I was called in was the spark that
set him off. He came back over the roofs
to clean up.”

BORIN E sighed heavily. “Very reason-
able assumptions, Cash. But you

- can’t put a reasonable assumption on the

witness stand.”

I gingerly fingered my bruised ear.

“This is more than a reasonable as-
sumption, Boris, It’s what stymied the
kifler for a while. When we met on the
roofs and his single shot from the silenced
heater hung up another miss, he went
inte the mattress factory through a sec-
ond floor window and dropped a match.
Our paths crossed again at the window,
as he was coming out and T was going in.
He managed to slug me, then put the
final, beautiful touch to his act:ons

“And that, Cash, was—" prompted
Borine.

“When you dashed into Simon’s studio,
ostensibly to save him from the fire, ac-
tually to insure his silence by crushing
his skull,” 1 said.

“Very good reasoning, I must admit,
Cash,” Borine said slowly. “But you can't
put good reasoning—’

“On the witness stand,” T concluded
for him. “T know. They could put that
heavy silver cigarette case of yours on
the exhibit table—maybe find microscopic
traces of blood or hair on it. Definitety it
will fit the indentations made in the skulls
of both Happy and Simon. With three
hundred pounds of you behind it, that's
some weapon.”

Borine stared at me, rising slowly to
his feet, both Ins hands in plain view.

“I am thinking you would teil this to
the cops, Cash,” he whispered.

“You know how I felt about Happy,”
I said. “You know how I feel about slobs
in this town putting their hands on me—"

Kippy Boy said: “Cute 1i'l fella wanna
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. play cops'n robbers?” And whisked the
Colt from my hand with a sweeping grab
and a shrill “H heee!”

It was no time for comedy. 1 was
launched at Borine who was having dif-
ficulty yanking his rod from his shoulder
holster, I landed with my knee in his
groin, went reeling back from three hun-
dred pounds of backhand.

The far wall jarred my spine. I began
sliding down to the toy-littered floor.

Through a dreamy haze I saw Borine
doubled with agony, get his automatic
out finally, bring 1t up until the bore
seemed large enough to drive a f{ruck
through, He began letting the muzzle
sag again. For an instant, I saw the gap-
ing raw hole where his shiner had been.

Then I heard the roaring detonation in
that close chamber and Kippy Boy's
“Bang. You're dead!”

The door flew open, bristling - with
drawn revolver muzzles. Inspector Jack
Quinn tore through them in time to see
Borine slide back to a sitting position and
stare motionless through the red, bleed-
ing hole that had been his eye.

Kippy Boy swung my Colt around glee-
fully. “Everybody play cops'n robbers?”

“Watch it!1” 1 yelled.

The revolver muzzles in the doorway
parted viclently in the middle as the ava-
lanche pouring through inaterialized into
Sailor Duffy, his right arm looping,

“Bang!” velled Kippy Boy to the ac-
companiment of another crashing explo-
sion. It tore hell out of the ceiling, then
Kippy Boy was flyifig one way, my Colt
another, Sailor Duffy’s massive fist some-
where in the middle,

Kippy Boy landed with a room-shaking
thud. He guiped at the Sailor; “Hey, yon
play tag good!”

I serambled for my Colt but Inspector
Jack Quinn’s shoe got in the way. His
other shoe tumbled me back into Sailor
who was lurching to my side. We wound
up in a tangie with Kippy Boy who was
coming back for more.

Quinn's face loomed over me.

“You had that comin’ to you, Shrimp!”
he snarled. “Hand over my badge.”

I gave it to him, admitting ;: “You sure
got a case, copper!”

His face was a mass of raw welts and
bruises. The wolves I'd thrown him to.

certainly didn’t like strike-breakers. I
made a second try for my Colt, Quinn
fet me get it. I looked questions at him.

“We heard it all,” he said. “We come
along right after you. There was no
chance of you leaving this hole~—so we
listened.”

I glanced at Borine, dead against the
wall, then fiddled with some of- Kippy
Boy's marbles,

“Listen, Wale,” Quinn said, “T wanna
know—"

“Cute 1l fella, wanna play immies?”
Kippy Boy chortled, dropping to his knees
opposite me.

“Hey. me too, Cash!” Sailor rumbled,
making it a threesome,

“Nothing like good clean fun,” I said,
starting the marbles rolling. “You say
something ?”" I asked Quinn.

“Listen, Wale, you pulled that screw-
ball play for a chance to bring a star ruby
to a pawnbroker named Rosen—"

“A crook, that guy Rosen,” I said.

Fenton, the skiany insurance op,
Ieomed behind Quinn.

“You know what happened to Doolan’s
haul, Wale,” ke accused.

“Did I say no?” I said. “What are
you paying?”

“Five thousand dollars for informa-
tion that gets results, or the results.”

“Show me the five grand,” T satd.

So help me, the guy drew out five bills
with what looked like a million zeros
running across them. “O.K.,” T said,
“That's how I like to deal. Cash.”

“Go on, Shrimp,” roared Inspector
Quinn on the verge of apoplexy, “will
you for crying out loud tell the guy where
they are?”

“What do vou think for crying out
loud 1 am down on my hands and knees
for?” 1 demanded, lifting one of the star
sapphires from among the marbles and
tossing it at the dumbfounded Fenton.

“Anybody could have found ’‘em, had
they taken the trouble to cultivate Kippy
Boy and learn his habit of picking men’s
pockets for toys like he picked Happy
Doolar’s pockets when he stumbled on
the body,” T said, shooting a two thousand
dollar emerald into the fifteen hundred
dollar star ruby Sailor had just flipped—
while thousand dollar bills came floating
down from Fenton's stunned fingers.
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