
10-Story Detective, April, 1948 

Jewel of Jeopardy 
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“I want a detective,” the kid said, blowing his bubble gum. And the private eye thought 
it was a huge joke—until he found himself gummed up in a sinister mess of murder. 

 
OE HOLLIDAY’S tanned hawk face 
relaxed its bitter lines. “Hi,” he said to 
the freckled, towheaded kid who 

stood in the office doorway. His hand was 
ready in his pocket to dig up the dough. 
Holliday was always a touch for a kid 
selling stuff. But then he saw this kid was 
different—well-cut Eton suit and Boston 
brogues. 

“I want to hire a private detective,” 
said the boy in an expensive prep school 
accent. He was about ten years old. 

“What’s the matter?” asked Joe. 
“Someone steal your bubble gum?”  

“No,” replied the kid, popping a 
hideous pinkish mess. After the gum 
subsided, he added, “I want to see Mr. 
Holliday.”  
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“I am the gent,” replied Joe, kicking 
shut the desk drawer that was filled with 
bourbon bottles. 

“Oh!” was the disappointed reply. 
“What’s wrong?” asked Joe. “Aren’t I 

fancy enough?”  
“I thought you would be bigger.”  
Joe was sensitive about his slight 

build. “Listen,” he stated, “you want 
Captain Marvel or Dick Tracy. Would it 
impress you if I’d tear a phone book in 
half?”  

“It sure would!”  
“It would impress me, too. However, 

weak as I am, I get around.” 
 
HE boy untied a white handkerchief 
and counted out three one-hundred-

dollar bills. “Aunt Ellen says I am to give 
this to you and receive a signed receipt for 
it. We want you to find Grandpa’s 
diamond.”  

The dough was so real. It was lovely. 
Tearing his eyes from the charming sight, 
Joe requested, “Tell me all about Aunt 
Ellen, bless her.”  

“She broke her leg the night Grandpa 
died. So there wasn’t anyone to come 
except me. We don’t trust Cousin Wilbert 
and that butler. Before Grandpa died he 
told Aunt Ellen where it was hidden but 
she fell downstairs and got hurt before she 
could get it. She told me where it was but 
it was gone. We believe it is still in the 
house because Cousin Wilbert is still 
looking.”  

The kid took a breath after this speech, 
then went on, “Aunt Ellen has this plan. I 
go to Penleigh Prep School and old 
Penleigh is my godfather. So Aunt Ellen 
forged you a letter of introduction. You 
are to come to the house today as a tutor 
sent by Mr. Penleigh who is now in 
Europe. Cousin Wilbert mustn’t know 
about this. 

“A tutor wouldn’t surprise Wilbert. 
You live with us and look for the 
diamond—it’s a nice big one worth fifty 
thousand dollars and it’s got family curses 
on it. You are to teach me math.”  

“I know plenty about figures,” 
admitted Joe. “Especially those in the 
red.” Three hundred berries meant paid 
rent, and the Ford would have tires and gas 
instead of hope to run on. 

“Here is the letter,” said the kid. “You 
can present it to Cousin Wilbert and Aunt 
Ellen when you come. My name is Morton 
Beckwith and we live at 129 Laurel Lane 
in Westwood.”  

“Okay,” said Joe, making out a receipt 
for the money, “I’ll be there this afternoon. 
Wise me up on Penleigh.”  

“He’s a stinker,” was the reply. “I 
gotta go now. Cousin Wilbert is taking me 
to the dentist and I ditched him.” Morton 
expanded his gum, took the receipt and 
left. 

Joe got busy. He read the letter. So his 
name was John Kline and he was to 
remain at Beckwith Place until Morton 
mastered fractions. 

He should look like a teacher. The 
shabby tweed suit would qualify but he 
needed props. He locked the office and 
hurried downstairs to the lobby. Mae, the 
fat blonde at the cigar counter, called, 
“Hey, the new Gazette just came in.”  

Joe regarded the familiar pink sheet 
with, “What a vivid publication! Give me 
something more subdued.”  

“Huh?” said Mae. 
“Never mind,” replied Joe. “Find me a 

pipe to fit my face.”  
Mae reached for the tray of pipes and 

blew the dust off it. Joe selected one that 
had an intellectual angle for a thoughtful 
lower lip. He was enjoying himself. He got 
a pair of dime-store plain glass spectacles. 
The horn rims added dignity but he still 
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looked like a hungry hawk. Then he 
stopped at his apartment for his bag. 

 
ECKWITH PLACE was Los Angeles 
English with plenty of well-kept 

garden. The layout was lousy with 
gracious living. Joe was very happy as he 
rang the doorbell. He held the letter hot in 
his hand. A small, fat, bald butler with 
brown-button eyes opened the door.  

“Hello, Holliday,” greeted the butler. 
“Selling magazines?”  

“I see you’re up in the world too, 
Ginzberg,” replied Joe. “Did your private 
eye bankrupt business finally fold?”  

The pudgy face sagged. “I won’t 
squeal if you won’t,” whispered Ginzberg. 
“Hell, I need the dough. You workin’ for 
Wilbert?”  

“No, Aunt Ellen.”  
“For peanuts I’d be on her payroll,” 

sighed Ginzberg. “That Wilbert gives me 
the creeps. I been here three days and I’ve 
peeled the place. The only things I find are 
them funny books the kid hides. Okay 
about both of us bein’ clams?”  

Joe knew Ginzberg needed the job. He 
needed it too. “Take my bag, Jeeves,” he 
said as he stepped into the hall. Ginzberg 
could help, he figured. Grandpa must have 
been a foxy hider because Ginsberg was 
methodical. Also, Cousin Wilbert believed 
in “finders keepers.”  

“Listen,” suddenly said Ginzberg, “this 
is a nutty family. That grandpa was a mean 
old guy. This diamond is one of them kind 
that got curses on it. Holliday, I wouldn’t 
be surprised if someone gets dead about it. 
You wait here.” The butler hurried down 
the hall. 

Then Joe sensed something strange 
about the house. There was too much dust 
around, and the place looked stiff and cold 
as though people didn’t enjoy living in it. 
A lot of money had made this house but 

maybe too much tragedy happened. It 
wasn’t happy. 

“Hey!” came a shrill whisper. Morton 
came sliding down the banister of the 
long, elegant staircase. The kid jumped to 
the floor, popped his gum and shrieked, 
“Your disguise!”  

“Pipe down,” urged Joe. “Who did you 
expect, Roy Rogers?”  

Ginzberg appeared and said, “Mr. 
Beckwith will see you now.”  

Cousin Wilbert had a wrong name—he 
could have been called Rocks or Killer. He 
must have weighed two-fifty and all of it 
was muscle. He had a hard pale face with 
jaws like hinges for a steel trap of a 
mouth. He looked as though he should be 
good at poker. He wore a loud plaid sport 
suit. Joe felt that Cousin Wilbert was 
bored, hanging around, waiting for 
something special to happen. 

“This is a surprise,” said Cousin in a 
cold, heavy voice. 

“Were Morton’s grades a surprise?” 
asked Joe. 

“Can’t they teach him anything in that 
school except how to blow bubble gum? It 
comes out of his ears. Bad time to have 
you here. Less than a week ago there was 
a death in the family.” He wasn’t dripping 
tears.  

“Sorry to hear that,” remarked Joe. “I 
know Mr. Penleigh will be distressed 
about it. However, it may be helpful if I 
remain. Keeping Morton occupied with 
math might relieve the bubble gum 
situation.”  

Wilbert got up. “Come along and talk 
with my cousin, Miss Beckwith. She has 
more to do with Morton than I have. She 
had an accident and is in bed.”  

Joe followed. Cousin walked as though 
he were ready to move in for a kill. Joe 
wondered if Cousin were waiting for more 
than the diamond. 
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UNT ELLEN had a nice room, fancy 
with a lot of pale pink silk and satin. 

Joe looked at the lady and liked the job. 
Ellen was a beauty in the early twenties—
pale gold hair hitting her shoulders, baby-
blue eyes and a red mouth sweet as candy. 
Her leg, which was encased in plaster, was 
supported by a pulley and heavy weights. 
She looked very bored and unhappy. 

The introductions were brief. “I’m so 
glad,” she said with a bright smile. “Now 
Morton can get his math straightened out.”  

“That isn’t all he needs,” snapped 
Cousin as he left the room. 

“I’m sure glad you are here,” said 
Aunt Ellen as she fluffed out her hair. 

“I’m happy about it too,” admitted Joe. 
“You really look like a professor,” she 

commented with admiration. 
“I don’t always look this way,” 

defended Joe. 
Then the lady got to business. Grandpa 

had been a tyrant. He had willed her the 
house on condition she stayed here for one 
year and did not remain away more than 
one day at a time. Grandpa had felt she 
was a gadabout. Also, someone had 
swiped the diamond. 

In his dying breath Grandpa had told 
her where it was hidden. She had thought 
she heard someone listening at the door. 
Fifteen minutes later, when she started 
downstairs, she fell. Dr. Tilbey, who had 
been attending Grandpa, had given her 
first aid. She wouldn’t leave the house for 
fear of forfeiting the fortune. Cousin 
Wilbert was the next heir and she was 
taking no chances on his getting smart 
lawyers. 

She sent Morton for the diamond but it 
was gone. She demanded everyone be 
searched. Dr: Tilbey had set her leg here, 
after having special X-ray equipment sent 
from the hospital. 

“I’ve got a team of lawyers working on 
that one-day clause,” she said, “and by the 

time they reach a decision, my leg will be 
healed.”  

“How many in the household?” asked 
Joe. 

“Myself, Wilbert, Morton, the new 
butler and cook, and my nurse who is 
having her afternoon off. A week before 
Grandpa died, the servants left—no one 
would work for him very long. So I had 
been doing the cooking and housework. 
Wilbert got the cook and butler a few days 
ago. Times will change around here.” 
Even in a cast she looked capable of 
bringing life and joy into any house.  

“Well,” she said, “you had better start 
to work. You can make frequent reports to 
me.” She smiled as though the reports 
could be very frequent. 

Joe found Ginzberg in the hall. 
“I’ll show you your room,” said the 

dick, “Then you’re supposed to start 
teachin’ that brat.”  

The room was nice. The adjoining bath 
was so fancy it looked as though it should 
have Claudette Colbert soaking in it. Joe 
was thinking about Wilbert and that look 
of his. Maybe Ellen’s fall wasn’t an 
accident and somebody had wanted her 
dead. 

The door opened and in came Morton. 
The kid waited until Ginzberg had left, 
then said, “You really aren’t going to 
make me do math, are you? If you do, I’ll 
tell Wilbert on you.” He blew a 
tremendous pink balloon.  

“Put that thing back in your trap,” 
ordered Joe. “The color kills me. Yes, you 
are going to do fractions and like it.”  

“Huh!” said Morton. “You should 
have seen the swell green piece I had the 
night Grandpa died. The only piece of that 
color I’ve ever had. I got excited and stuck 
it some place when I ran up to his room. 
Listen, I’ll make a deal with you. If I can 
be your assistant, I won’t squeal.”  

“Okay,” said Joe. “Shake on it. Now 
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disguise yourself with good manners.”  
“Can I look on the roof?” asked 

Morton. 
“Detectives,” returned Joe, “start at the 

bottom and work up. Take the basement, 
kid.” 

 
VEN in the daylight it was very dark 
at the top of the stairs. Joe switched 

on the hall light but that didn’t help much. 
If Ellen had been preoccupied and in a 
hurry, it would have been possible for her 
not to notice something that had been 
planted. Carefully Joe examined the rich 
dark paneling. There it was—a tiny hole, 
and on the other side of the stairs was a 
corresponding hole. Somebody had tacked 
a thin tight string across the stairs and later 
removed it. Somebody had tried to kill the 
girl. 

Joe leaned against the banister and his 
hand hit something thick and messy—
there was green bubble gum threading 
down the post. The stuff was still a little 
sticky. Joe tried to wipe it off with his 
handkerchief but it wouldn’t work. He 
started for his room. Ginzberg was putting 
towels in the bathroom. 

“I didn’t think there could be anything 
worse than that pink gun,” Joe said; “but 
there is and this is it. Found the damned 
stuff smeared on the banister post.” Then 
he told Ginzberg of his findings. 

Far off a bell sounded. “The front 
door,” said Ginzberg. “See you later, 
chum.”  

Joe thought Ellen should be warned. 
The nurse should be alerted to her 
patient’s danger. Someone might try again 
to kill the girl. Someone had either tried to 
prevent her from getting the diamond, or 
had wanted to kill her. Maybe both 
motives.  

“I get so lonely,” she greeted him. 
“You can make a report every hour.”  

“You’re the boss,” Joe replied 
cheerfully. 

Then Ginzberg entered and announced, 
“Dr. Tilbey.”  

A big fat shaggy-haired guy with a 
hangdog brown mustache trotted across 
the room and deposited a black bag on the 
bed. He looked more like a stablehand 
than a man of medicine. 

“My, my,” he said in a high thin voice. 
“The patient looks better and better.” H~ 
took a thermometer out of the pocket of 
his rumpled, baggy black suit. 

“The patient,” said Ellen, “is more 
bored and bored.”  

“Beg pardon,” interrupted Ginzberg, 
“Mr. Alden just phoned and said it would 
be all right for you to go to the hospital. 
The judge says it won’t violate the terms 
of the will.” 

“Whee!” cried Ellen. “Anything to get 
out of this house.”  

“That is good news,” fussed the 
doctor. “I have been very worried about 
you, Ellen. We must have more X-rays. 
Let me make arrangements right now.”  

“You sure can,” said Ellen. 
Then Ginzberg did something strange. 

He walked close to Joe and whispered, 
“The coat,” and left. 

Joe started to follow but Ellen said, 
“Come back here, I want you to help me 
pack.” 

Joe complied cheerfully. Ellen must 
have hated the house because she acted as 
though she were going to Palm Springs 
rather than to a hospital. Grandpa must 
have been a nice guy.  

A half hour later Ellen was carried to 
the ambulance. “This is a real joy ride,” 
she said. 

“Wait,” called Cousin Wilbert. “I’ll get 
my coat and come along.” He opened the 
closet door and took out two coats. “Here, 
doc,” he said. “This one is yours.”  
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Joe followed them to the front door 
and watched them drive away. 

The house was quiet and lonely now. 
Joe missed the blond boss. Well, he had 
three hundred bucks to earn and should get 
busy. He looked for Ginzberg but the 
gumshoe wasn’t around. An explanation 
was needed about that “coat” remark. 

Joe looked a lot. Then he found him. 
The little guy was very dead—stuffed 
under the library sofa but the killer had 
been in a hurry. Ginzberg’s shoe showed. 
Somebody had smashed open the little 
guy’s head. A bloody brass vase was 
shoved under the sofa too. A hunk of scalp 
was on the carpet. 

 
OE got mad. Ginzberg had been a good 
guy—not very bright but observant and 

he could add. 
“The coat,” muttered Joe. Sure, 

Ginzberg had taken the doctor’s coat and 
hung it in the hall closet and had seen 
something. 

Joe searched the closet—two old 
sweaters and a pile of funny books hidden 
in the umbrella stand. But Wilbert had 
kept a coat there too, and had worn it to 
the hospital. Then Joe knew the killer must 
be either Cousin or Tilbey. He still didn’t 
know what the clue of the coat was. But he 
couldn’t wait to figure it out. If it 
happened to be Tilbey— 

Joe ran to his car and jumped in. He 
drove fast. That screwy diamond—
Ginzberg had had a funny feeling about 
this house and murder being around. The 
little guy’s premonitions had been correct. 

Joe reached the hospital in record time. 
He dashed inside and his heart took a dive. 
The nurse at the desk said that Ellen was 
in surgery. 

“Who’s the best bone man around 
here?” Joe asked. 

“Why,” she replied, “Dr. Bettman. 
He’s in his office across the hall.” 

Joe found Dr. Bettman and said, “A 
killer may be operating now in surgery. 
Come on, take over. We can’t take a 
chance.”  

“What do you mean?” demanded the 
surprised physician. “Who are you?”  

“You gotta believe me,” Joe said. 
“And you gotta take over because I don’t 
know how much else there may be to this 
thing. This guy will stop at nothing.”  

“Who are you?” asked the big guy, 
jutting out his Van Dyke. “This is a very 
serious charge.”  

Joe flashed a badge. In a flash it passed 
for “Police.” With some honesty, he 
added, “Plainclothes man.”  

Dr. Bettman acted quickly. When he 
entered surgery, he was prepared for work. 
“I’m taking over,” he announced to the 
nurse. “Be calm and continue.”  

Dr. Tilbey went berserk. Joe lunged 
across the room and smashed with his left 
fist. A knife blade tore up Joe’s arm. The 
nurse screamed and Bettman yelled, “Be 
calm!” 

Tilbey, knife still in hand, crashed 
against a table, got up and lunged out of 
the room. Joe rushed after him. Anyway, 
Ellen was all right. Joe had been afraid 
Tilbey might get nuts again and harm her. 

Joe entered the main hall. Some nurses 
were screaming as Tilbey, in white coat 
and with eyes wild, flashed past. Then Joe 
took a flying tackle that wasn’t in the best 
of form, but it worked. Joe and Tilbey hit 
the floor. 

“What the hell is this all about?” 
demanded a cold, rough voice. 

“Hello, Cousin,” said Joe, opening one 
eye that was busy turning black. 

 
ATER Joe made a speech. He, 
Cousin, Tilbey, Dr. Bettman and some 

cops were in Ellen’s hospital room. Joe 
was looking at two coats—one expensive 
camel-haired job built for Cousin, and a 
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rusty black tweed. 
“A nice guy named Ginzberg,” said 

Joe, “got killed because he saw green gum 
on a coat sleeve and realized how it had 
got there. Tilbey overheard Grandpa tell 
Ellen where the diamond was hidden. So 
Tilbey fixed a trap to delay her, and got 
the diamond. When Morton ran up to 
Grandpa’s room, he was excited and 
parked his gum. When Tilbey rigged the 
trap, he smeared Morton’s gum on his 
sleeve.”  

When Tilbey cracked, he went the long 
way down. He confessed. He was crazy 
bitter. Grandpa had let the doctor think he 
was in big on the will and for years the 
tight-fisted old man had conned free 
medical services. When Grandpa was 
dying, he told Tilbey it was all a big joke. 

Tilbey blew his top and when he 
overheard where the diamond was hidden, 
he stopped Ellen and got to the diamond 
first. He was so mad that he didn’t care if 
she were killed. Then Cousin stopped him 
as he was leaving, and he had to give Ellen 
first aid. Ellen discovered the diamond 
was missing and demanded that everyone 
be searched. Yes, he had overheard 
Ginzberg’s remark about the “coat” and 
knew somehow it incriminated him. He 
was nuts too from worry.  

So when he went to telephone for the 
ambulance, he had followed Ginzberg into 
the library and had killed him. He had seen 

the gum but couldn’t get it all removed. 
Joe had figured closely and had been 
afraid that in such a wild emotional state, 
Tilbey might kill Ellen. 

“Yeah,” drawled Cousin. “But where 
is the diamond?”  

“Yes?” asked Ellen. 
“Sure,” said Dr. Bettman. “Where is 

that diamond?”  
Everyone looked at Joe.  
“Can’t you guess?” he asked. 

“Remember, everyone was searched and 
the house was combed for it. Tilbey had 
it—and where would be the safest and 
easiest place for a doctor to hide it under 
the circumstances?”  

Cousin’s face turned purple. “In the 
cast!” he thundered. “It was in that cast on 
Ellen’s leg!”  

“Yep,” Joe agreed. “The cops just 
found it there. Tilbey had tried to get it 
when he changed the first-aid splint but 
you were all too watchful. No wonder he 
was nuts worrying about getting the 
diamond. Here at the hospital, he had a 
swell chance to get it.” 

After things quieted down, Joe had a 
cozy visit with the boss. 

“Here I am,” she said, “plastered 
again.”  

The way she smiled made Joe want to 
buy her flowers—three hundred bucks’ 
worth. 

 


