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 DON’T like drunken dames, even when 
they’re as gorgeous as Rhoda Ashworth 
was. To me, a swacked she-male is an 

abomination. And the Ashworth cutie was 
obviously plastered to the gills. 

I could tell it the instant I drifted into the 
Cafe LaBomba that evening and saw her 
fastening the glassy glimpse on me. She was 
sitting at a ringside table with her hubby of six 
months’ duration, Walt Ashworth; and as soon 
as she tabbed me, she caterwauled: “Dan 
Turner, the Hollywood Sherlock! C’mon over, 
lover. Wanna dance with you. Wanna be held 
in your arms!”  

A fine business, I said to myself. 
Especially that lover part. Hell, I’d never even 
considered a pass in her direction. In the first 
place she was barely twenty; I always toss that 
size back in the brook on account of the game 

laws. Besides, her marriage to my friend Walt 
Ashworth, studio still-photographer, was 
supposed to be a movietown idyll—one of 
those genuine love matches full of happiness 
and honeysuckle. Or at least that had been the 
score until recently. Then, apparently, 
something had gone haywire in the Ashworth 
paradise. 

 
HODA’S present drunkenness in the Cafe 
LaBomba was a good sample of it. This 

made the fifth or sixth time in less than a 
month that she’d made an unholy show of 
herself in public—which is downright 
dynamite for a jane who plays sweet ingénue 
roles in the galloping snapshots. Calling me 
lover in front of her husband and a cabaret full 
of picture personages was the nastiest faux pas 
of all; especially when Gordon Maxim was 
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sitting at the very next table, where he 
couldn’t help overhearing it. 

Gordon Maxim was the big cheese of Tee-
Vox Pix, Rhoda’s home lot. And to make 
matters worse, he had Dahlia Mannerling with 
him; the same Dahlia Mannerling who wrote a 
daily Hollywood gossip column syndicated 
from hell to Hawaii. Dahlia was a lassie who 
could purvey scandal with both fists when she 
wanted to. 

“Wanna dance with Turner!” Rhoda 
Ashworth kept bleating. “Wannim to kiss 
me.” Then, with everybody in the joint staring 
at her, she added: “I know what’ll gettim.” 

Whereupon she started doing a strip-tease 
peel out of her blue satin evening gown. 

Even the orchestra missed a downbeat 
when that happened. And no damned wonder. 
In a town full of choice cookies, Rhoda was 
the sugar frosting on the cake. She had 
coppery red hair cut in a pageboy bob, the 
lower waves waterfalling around throat and 
shoulders of snowy delight. Her glims were a 
peculiar violet color made darker now by the 
excited dilation of the pupils, her kisser was a 
ripe red blossom, and she was built like the 
illustration on a bachelor’s calendar. 

I’ve pasted the optic on many a cinema 
sweetie in my day, but this Ashworth dish 
topped them all. Her gams were long and 
slender, her thighs were sleek columns under 
clinging satin, and her lilting hips melted into 
a wasp-thin waistline that didn’t require 
corsetry. From that point on the scenery 
became even more spectacular. Right now she 
was worrying her shoulder straps down her 
arms; in another instant there would be plenty 
on full display. 

Screwily enough, her groom wasn’t doing 
a damned thing about it. He just sat there 
pouring the last slug out of a private rye 
bottle. He must have been fried to the hat, I 
thought. Otherwise he’d have made some 
move to stop the show Rhoda was furnishing. 
With his fish belly face and lusterless lamps 
he looked like a fugitive from his own funeral. 

I hastened my pace, made for his table. 
That was when Tim Sullivan, the LaBomba 
headwaiter, appeared out of nowhere and put 
the grab on the Ashworth babe. He yanked her 
costume back where it belonged; tried to 
whisper some sense into her ear. Maybe he 
figured he still meant something to her; she 
had been a cigarette girl in the joint prior to 
being discovered by a Tec-Vox talent scout, 
and Sullivan had been her immediate boss. 

But evidently he didn’t drag much weight 
now. She kicked at his shins, jerked away 
from him and yeeped: “Get your Irish paws 
off me. Those days are gone forever!”  

At that juncture I barged up. Sullivan 
handed me a harassed look and lammed. I 
said: “Hi, folks. Nice evening. Did I hear 
myself being paged?”  

“You did,” Walt Ashworth nodded 
glumly; downed his snort. “Definitely!”  

Rhoda opened her arms. “Dance with me, 
Dan. Dance with me!” 

 
ELL, what the hell? The music was 
languorous, the night was young and 

the Ashworth chicken felt damned nice in my 
embrace. Moreover, she’d already created a 
big enough scene; if I refused her invitation 
she might have stirred up a juicier stink. So I 
whirled her out across the polished floor. 

She did surprisingly well for a wren with a 
snootful. And the way she pressed herself 
close to me would have got us both tossed 
neck-over-tincup out of a lower-toned dive. 
She welded her body to mine until I could 
practically feel the circulation coursing 
through her veins. Her skin was the color and 
texture of heavy cream, her hair was faintly 
fragrant and her gown slashed plenty low in 
front. My temperature commenced to bound 
toward the higher brackets. 

I whispered uneasily: “Not so ardent, 
sweet stuff. You’ll manufacture a scandal. Not 
to mention the wear and tear on me.”  

“I want a scandal!” she came back at me. 
Her voice wasn’t the least bit bleary. 
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That didn’t add up to make sense. “Look,” 
I said patiently. “You’re just a kid. You’re still 
damp behind the ears. You’ve got a career 
ahead of you. Gordon Maxim—”  

“Phooey on Gordon Maxim.”  
I didn’t like to hear her talk that way about 

the Tec-Vox mogul. He was an inoffensive 
little bald-head with a withered right arm, the 
result of polio in childhood; and he’d invested 
copious geetus to make Rhoda a star. “Is that a 
way to show your appreciation?” I said. 

“Don’t preach to me, please.”  
I said: “I’ll preach and you’ll listen. Once 

the gossips of Dahlia Mannerling’s kidney get 
their hooks in you, they’ll rip your rep to 
shreds. You’ll be washed up.”  

“So what?”  
“So quit shoving up against me before 

Walt gets the idea I’m on the make,” I told 
her. 

“Walt isn’t even looking,” she said 
tremulously. “Dan, I—I w-want you to t-take 
me home.”  

“And run out on him?”  
She bit her lower lip. “Yes. Maybe it’ll 

bring him to his senses. I’m not drunk, Dan. I 
never have been drunk, even when people 
thought I was. I’ve been trying to shame Walt 
into getting a grip on himself. I want him to 
think that if he goes to hell in a handbasket, 
I’ll go right along with him—even if it 
smashes my career.”  

I said: “Oh-oh! A reform act, eh?”  
She nodded. “Because I love him so t-

terribly much.”  
“And how-come he needs reformation?” I 

said. 
“I—I’ve found out he’s . . . on the needle,” 

she whimpered woefully. 
 

CHAPTER II 
 

Gone for a Ride 
 
HAT was news to me. It hit me like a 
bash in the teeth. So Walt Ashworth had 

turned out to be a hop-head! And his sweet 
little frau was determined to shame him into 
the straight and narrow, no matter what the 
cost. I admired her for it; and determined to 
help her if possible. I said: “Okay, soldier,” 
and piloted her back to her hubby just as a 
lady lenshound from the Hollywood Citadel-
News exploded a flash bulb to snap a shot of 
the glittering gathering. 

Sullivan, the Irish head waiter, had just 
handed Walt Ashworth an uncorked fifth of 
pleasure-water. “With Mr. Maxim’s 
compliments, sir,” he said. Walt took the 
bottle, nodded sullen thanks to the bald little 
Tec-Vox executive at the next table, and 
sloshed out a generous tipple. 

Sliding back into her tipsy act, Rhoda 
grabbed the glass away from him; raised it to 
her own crimson lips. “Wanna drink to my 
latest love,” she announced. “Wanna drink a 
toast to Dan Turner.” She skidded the skee 
past her tonsils. 

Ashworth shrugged, filled another jorum, 
tossed it off. “Sure,” he mumbled. “To 
Turner.” Nothing seemed to disturb him; not 
even the intimation that Rhoda and I were 
chiseling. 

Then Gordon Maxim and Dahlia 
Mannerling left their table; came over to us. 
Dahlia looked more like a jeweled Earl Carroll 
showgirl than a syndicate columnist for a 
string of metropolitan blats from coast to 
coast. She was hefty, blonde; but her curves 
were properly proportioned. She packed 
considerable poundage but no fat. 

It was rumored she had no use for men, 
which was a shame; her complexion was the 
peaches-and-cream you sometimes see on 
Junoesque yellow-haired dames, and she wore 
a green metallic creation that adhered to her 
form as if she’d been electroplated into it. I’d 
often wondered what it might be like to grab a 
handful of the Mannerling contours, et cetera, 
but opportunity had never knocked. 

It wasn’t knocking now. She didn’t even 
seem to realize I was present. “Better let me T 
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take you out of here, Rhoda darling,” she 
drawled throatily. Her affected manner was as 
spurious as sunstroke at the South Pole. 

Rhoda lurched a little; grabbed at my arm 
for support. She said: “No. Wanna go with 
Dan. “Wannim to—hic—take care of me.” 
Her alcoholic histrionics were damned 
convincing. 

Walt Ashworth favored me with a sour 
grin. “Go right ahead,” he said with politely 
drunken gravity. “Take care of her. Don’t 
mind me.” 

Then Gordon Maxim worriedly whispered 
something to the luscious Mannerling frill and 
they both faded out of the picture. I couldn’t 
help casting a wistful glance at the blonde 
babe as she ankled off. The sway of her hips 
fascinated hell out of me. Her height dwarfed 
Maxim; made him appear incongruously 
gnome-like. What she really needed was a 
bozo my own size, I meditated.  

 
UT I had other affairs to attend to. I 
slipped an arm around Rhoda Ashworth’s 

slender waist; steered her toward the exit. She 
stumbled as she crawled into my jalopy, out 
on the parking lot; I had to hold her or she’d 
have taken a nose dive against the instrument 
panel. I said quietly: “You can cancel the 
inebriety act now, hon. We haven’t got an 
audience here.”  

She sagged against me when I slid under 
the wheel and kicked the starter. “It’s not . . . 
an act . . . now. Funny, but . . . I really am 
crocked! And I’m so . . . unhappy. . . .” 

Tears were in her glims; her mouth 
trembled forlornly. I couldn’t resist stroking 
her shoulder to soothe her. And when I did 
that, she melted into my arms like a kid scared 
of the dark. “Oh-h-h, Dan!” she wailed. 

I kissed her. Not on the lips, but on the 
forehead. Even the yielding of soft curves 
upon my shirt-front failed to touch off my 
fuses. She was just a youngster in love—and 
in trouble. A guy would be a heel to take 
advantage of a situation like that. “Never 

mind, sweetness,” I said. “Everything will turn 
out all right.”  

“B-but when I think of Walt using m-
morphine—!”  

“We’ll straighten him out,” I told her. “If 
you can’t do it by making him jealous or 
shame him by pretending to go on public 
benders, we’ll find another way.”  

She hiccupped jerkily. “I’m not pretending 
. . . about the bender . . . this time,” she 
mumbled. 

 
 AIMED my coupe out Sunset; headed for 
her stash down at Malibu. “That last snort 

must have tagged you off third base,” I said. I 
reached past her to crank down the window on 
her side. 

My elbow brushed swelling firmness 
where her gown dipped low. It was mighty 
nice; but it was also hands-off territory as far 
as I was concerned. Besides, I was uneasy. 
When we started winding through the hills and 
canyons beyond Beverly, the fresh air didn’t 
seem to help her a damned bit. She swayed 
around as if all her bones had turned to sponge 
rubber. Her head lolled, her peepers were 
closed and she was breathing stertorously. 

“Passed out,” I whispered. Then I yelled: 
“Hey! What the hell—!”  

A big black limousine without headlights 
was crowding me over to the side of the 
deserted highway. It had overtaken my chariot 
with hissing silence; now it was cutting 
athwart my bows like a sinister shadow. 

I jammed down on my brake pedal; 
twisted the wheel. Rubber smoked off my tires 
as I skidded to a stop. I squirmed around; dug 
a hand under my left armpit where I always 
carry a shoulder-holstered .32 roscoe. 

My move was a split second late. A 
hulking lug in chauffeur’s uniform had 
already barged out of the limousine’s tonneau 
and planted his oversize brogan on my 
running board. He had an improvised 
handkerchief mask over the lower section of 
his pan and a blue-barreled automatic in his 
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duke. He said: “Freeze, snoop, or I’ll perforate 
you like a canceled check.”  

His voice sounded ugly, menacing; his 
roderick looked capable of blasting my teeth 
into the next township. I froze, as requested. 

“Get out,” he said. 
I got out. 
He kept me covered; reached in and 

fastened the grab on Rhoda Ashworth. He 
hauled her toward himself. He was a husky 
monkey; he put his free arm around her, lifted 
her like a sack of feathers, and backed toward 
the limousine. 

He wasn’t alone in his snatch act. His 
confederate was at the black car’s steering 
wheel, crouched low and muffled by darkness. 
All I could see was a slender, ring-studded 
white hand on a chromium wheel-spoke. Then 
I couldn’t even tab that much. The masked 
bozo furnished me with a free ticket to 
obliteration; slugged me across the noggin 
with his heater. I wasn’t expecting it; didn’t 
have time to duck. The blue steel muzzle 
kissed me on the cranium; filled my think-tank 
with fireworks. Then the pinwheels and 
skyrockets and Roman candles were blotted 
out by thickish billows of fog that drifted into 
my brain and lulled me to sleep. 

 
 COULDN’T have been unconscious very 
long. But when I swam out of the 

anaesthetic, the black chariot was gone. So 
was Rhoda Ashworth. I couldn’t even find any 
tire marks to indicate where the kidnap buggy 
had been.  

My head ached to beat hell; there was a 
lump over my left ear the size of a Georgia 
watermelon. Outside of that, though, I was all 
in one piece; barring a slight wooziness I 
seemed to be ticking as usual.  

Genuflecting to the ancestors who’d 
bequeathed me my thick skull, I scrambled 
dizzily into my rambling wreck; sat there for a 
minute to gather my bashed wits together. I 
fished out a gasper, set fire to it, sucked the 
smoke into my bronchial cavities. Then I 

asked myself who the hell had snatched the 
Ashworth filly—and why. 

The answer eluded me. All I knew was 
that the kidnap car hadn’t turned around and 
headed back toward town; not at that spot, 
anyhow. There were no wheel-traces on the 
soft shoulder to mark such a maneuver. 
Therefore the snatchers must have continued 
on toward the ocean. I goosed my cylinders 
and set forth in the same direction; hoped 
against hope that I might run into something. 

I did—and how! About three miles farther 
along, the spray of my headlamps broomed a 
highway curve where it snaked through a 
canyon; reflected momentarily upon a blue-
and-white object reposing inertly on the road’s 
shoulder. The white portions were feminine 
flesh; the blue was satin evening gown. 

A dirty premonition crawled up my pants, 
bit me under the hip pocket. I tossed out my 
four-wheel anchors. 

I was out on the smooth asphalt before my 
pile of iron had stopped rolling. I catapulted 
my bulk toward the ditch; whipped out a 
pencil flashlight and showered its ray on the 
thing that had caught my eye. I felt my scalp 
crawling, my innards churning, and my 
cookies trying to come up. 

Rhoda Ashworth was sprawled nastily in 
the sparse underbrush. There was an ugly raw 
gash on her left shoulder where she’d 
impacted against the jaggedness of a chunk of 
rock. Her glims were wide open, staring; her 
lower jaw hung loosely agape. I didn’t need a 
second gander to know that she was deader 
than a last year’s Christmas tree. 

 
CHAPTER III 

 
Dragnet for Turner 

 
OR an instant I was too flabbergasted to 
do anything but stare at her. I could see 

the marks in the soft earth where the defunct 
wren had hit and rolled before smacking into 
that boulder. Now she was grotesquely 
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sprawled, with the blue satin skirt hiked up 
above her thighs. They’d been damned tasty 
thighs, once. But now they were skinned and 
rasped by friction-contact with the paving; her 
stems were askew in laddered chiffon. One 
shoulder strap of the blue evening gown was 
broken; the satin bodice ripped to reveal the 
upper slopes of her breast. It was still a 
flawless sample of creamy beauty; no blood 
had welled from the gash above it to mar its 
milky perfection. I leaned forward; pressed 
my palm under that firm hillock. I couldn’t 
feel a trace of heartbeat. 

“The dirty rats!” I whispered, thinking 
about the people in the snatch-car. Anybody 
could see what had happened. Rhoda’s form 
had been tossed out of the black limousine 
while it was whooshing hellity-blam toward 
the coast highway. The marks in the earth 
indicated that she had landed with terrific 
force; had ploughed into the undergrowth and 
caromed off that jagged rock like a cue ball 
making a two-cushion bank. And now she was 
a corpse. She’d play no more heroines for 
Tee-Vox. 

I started to lift her. Then a white beam of 
light sliced at me; tires screeched shrilly and 
metal snarled on paving. I straightened up, 
pivoted, blinked into the blinding illumination. 
A voice that sounded like the cop said: “Hold 
everything, mister. This thing I’ve got in my 
hand is a gun.”  

He was a motorcycle bull; a county 
highway hero. He rested his chug-bike on its 
prop and edged toward me; came into the 
light. He looked hardboiled; his jaw stuck out 
like a concrete buttress and he outweighed me 
a good twenty pounds. “What’s cooking?” he 
growled. “Who’s this dame?”  

“Rhoda Ashworth, the movie star,” I said. 
“And nothing’s cooking. It’s already cooked. 
The lady is extremely deceased.”  

He said: “Yeah. So I see. Rhoda 
Ashworth, eh? H-m-m-m. What’s your name 
and why did you croak her?”  

I stiffened. Until then, it hadn’t dawned on 
me that my own spot I might not smell so 
appetizing. Maybe that was because I’d still 
felt a little fuzzy from being maced over the 
conk by that masked chauffeur. But when the 
brass-buttoned minion tossed his verbal 
bombshell at me, I saw I stood a damned good 
chance of being put in the middle and 
squeezed. 

Plenty of people had seen me leaving the 
Cafe LaBomba with the Ashworth quail; but 
there hadn’t been any witnesses when she was 
abducted from my bucket. I could explain 
until I was green around the adenoids—but 
would my explanation hold water?  

“Listen,” I said quickly without giving my 
name. “What makes you think I cooled this 
morsel?”  

He told me he wasn’t blind. “Any dope 
can see the story. You were riding along with 
her. You went on the make. She put up an 
argument. You mauled her; tore her dress. 
Still she wouldn’t listen. So you opened the 
door on her side; tossed her out. Then you 
stopped; backed up. You got out to see how 
much damage you’d done. That’s where I 
came in.”  

I said: “You’re as nutty as a fruit cake, pal. 
In the first place, the fall didn’t croak her. She 
was dead long before she ever landed in the 
ditch.”  

“How come?”  
I pointed to the gash on her shoulder. “See 

any pool of blood, wise guy?”  
“No.”  
“There’s your answer,” I said. “If she’d 

been alive when she was given the heave-ho, 
she’d have bled from that gash. But she 
scarcely leaked a drop of juice. Therefore she 
was already meat for the undertaker when she 
went wafting through space.”  

The highway bull lifted his thick 
shoulders. “So okay. So you creamed her 
before you ditched her. Let’s try on these 
nippers for size.”  
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 WAS over the well-known barrel. If we’d 
been inside the city limits I might have 

stood a chance; one of my best friends is 
Lieutenant Dave Donaldson of the L. A. 
Homicide Bureau. But out in the county I 
generated less than zero horsepower. The 
sheriff’s division hasn’t got too much use for 
private snoops, anyhow. 

There was only one thing for me to do. I 
did it. I stretched forth my wrists for the 
bracelets; let the motorcycle slob snick them 
on me. Then, while his attention was still on 
that job, I balled both maulies; brought them 
rocketing at his plough-share chin in a sizzling 
twin uppercut. 

The Turner knuckles collided with the 
guy’s button. He said: “Glph-mmph!” and his 
knees caved under him like boiled noodles. 
Then he stretched out on the roadside for a 
nice long snooze. 

I got his keys; unmanacled myself. My 
hands freed, I lunged over to Rhoda 
Ashworth’s body; lifted it and dumped it into 
my coupe. I crawled under the wheel; souped 
my carburetor. 

Driving back toward Hollywood with a 
dead wren propped against me wasn’t my idea 
of a hilarious evening. But it had to be done. I 
wanted to know how the Ashworth chicken 
had met dissolution; my personal future 
depended on the answer. 

The obvious solution was that her 
kidnapers had bumped her. In which case, I’d 
be in a sweet fix—because I couldn’t prove 
she’d been kidnaped out of my chariot before 
getting the works. The law would try to put 
the finger on me for the job. I’d find myself 
languishing in the gow with no chance to hunt 
for the snatchers who were actually guilty. 

My sole hope lay in a sneaking hunch that 
her death hadn’t been murder at all. There was 
a bare possibility Rhoda had passed to her 
reward via the acute-alcoholism route; kicked 
the bucket in the snatch car from too much 
joy-juice previously imbibed. Her abductors, 
upon discovering that she was no longer 

among the living, had thereupon consigned 
her remainders to the breeze and taken a 
hurried powder for parts unknown. 

If this second theory proved correct, I’d be 
in the clear—even though I couldn’t hang an 
abduction rap on anybody. The mere tossing 
of her corpse into a convenient ditch wouldn’t 
be regarded as a major crime, no matter who 
did it; not as long as death itself had been 
from natural causes. Therefore, it behooved 
me to get an autopsy performed—and damned 
soon.  

It was a county coroner’s job, of course. 
But I wanted to work it through the city police 
department, where I had some influence. To 
monkey with any other division would be 
sticking my neck out, inasmuch as I’d bopped 
a sheriff’s cop. That’s why I was blasting my 
wreck back toward town with a cadaver for 
company. 

Once Dave Donaldson got me the findings 
of a medical examiner, I might be free to 
make some moves of my own. Mainly I 
hankered to catch up with that masked 
chauffeur; I owed him a swift poke in the 
mush for the way he’d bludgeoned me. And if 
I turned him up, I could probably clear myself 
with the sheriff’s office. 

 
Y NOW I was within the purlieus of 
Hollywood proper. I drove my heap into 

the basement garage under the apartment 
shack I call my home; went upstairs to my 
tepee. Then I phoned Headquarters, asked for 
homicide. 

Dave Donaldson answered. I said: “Turner 
talking. Listen. I want you to get a morgue 
wagon and ferry it post-haste to the garage 
beneath my stash. By yourself. And keep your 
blabber buttoned whilst accomplishing same.”  

“That’s a hell of a queer request,” Dave 
growled suspiciously. “What’s behind it? 
Delirium tremens?”  

“No,” I said. “I’ve got a nice fresh stiff in 
my jalopy.”  

“You what?”  

I 
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I said: “A stiff. Rhoda Ashworth, the Tee-
Vox cutie. And I want her autopsied to get me 
out from under a bump-off bleat.”  

Donaldson gave issue to a bellowing snort. 
“So you’re the gazabo! By cripes, this takes 
the fur-trimmed wienie!”  

“Meaning what?”  
He said: “There’s a county dragnet out for 

you, Sherlock. It’s on the radio right now—
short wave, long-wave and God-knows-what-
wave! A sheriff’s putt-putt gendarme claims 
that some anonymous gent laid the slugs to 
him after committing killery on that Ashworth 
doll. Now every dick in the area is hanging 
out the eye for a vee-eight coupe containing 
the villain and his victim!”  

I said wearily: “I’m the anonymous gent; 
and my chariot contains the cadaver in 
question. But it’s all a horrible mistake. This 
is how it happened.” I gave him the complete 
box score, omitting no details. I added: “So 
now you see why I need that autopsy report to 
jack me out of the grease.” 

“Yeah. I see,” he said. “I’ll be right over. 
Don’t go away.”  

I told him I wouldn’t, and rang off. I 
ambled over to my cellarette; broached a 
virgin fifth of Vat 69. I was just tilting a 
tumblerful down my gullet when somebody 
rapped on the front door.  

I opened up. Tim Sullivan, the Cafe 
LaBomba headwaiter, waltzed close to me. He 
had a nickel-plated .22 lady’s gun in his right 
mitt. He said: “You stinking louse!” and 
pulled the trigger.  

A bolt of lightning smacked me in the 
heart. All my wires short-circuited; all my 
lights went out.  

 
CHAPTER IV 

 
The Real Truth 

 
 WOKE up in Hollywood Precinct 
emergency ward. Dave Donaldson was 

leaning over me and saying: “It’s damned near 

time.”  
My chest felt as if a locomotive had hit it. 

I was all wound up in yards of adhesive tape; 
my left lung felt like one great big bruise. But 
I knew I was alive. Heaven didn’t contain any 
Donaldson-type angels. 

I squinted up at him. “Where were you 
when the thunderbolt struck?” I said. 

“So you’re ready to talk,” he grated. 
“That’s fine. You’re going to need a lot of 
words to get you out of this mess.”  

I tried sitting up; found I could manage it. 
I said: “What am I doing here and why am I 
alive!”  

“You’re here because when I went to your 
apartment I discovered you laid out on the 
living room rug with a neat little bullet hole in 
your lapel. I brought you in for first aid,” 
Dave said. “And you’re alive because you 
happened to be wearing a shoulder-rigged gat 
when somebody tossed a .22 pill at you. Your 
rod stopped the slug. Barring a black and blue 
chest you’ll pull through. Now, who tried to 
ventilate you?”  

I said: “Skip that for a minute. I want to 
know if you got Rhoda Ashworth’s corpse out 
of my jalopy.”  

“Sure. And I just received a stomach-
contents analysis from the coroner’s 
toxicologist.” Donaldson shoved his beefy 
puss close to mine. “Why did you poison the 
Ashworth bim?”  

I slid my dogs over the side of the bed and 
yelped: “Did you say poison?”  

“Yeah. I said poison. The report calls it 
gelsemium rhizome, whatever that is. What 
made you do it, Philo? You must have been 
off your damn’ trolley!”  

“Off my trolley, hell! I didn’t croak that 
wren, you crazy ape!” Then there flashed 
through my think tank a fleeting picture of 
bejeweled white fingers. Ideas meshed and 
clicked. “I didn’t do it, but I bet I know who 
did! And maybe there’s another corpse ready 
for harvesting right this instant!”  

“Whose?”  
I 
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“Walt Ashworth,” I said. “Listen—”  
Donaldson favored me with a fresh-laid 

titter. “I knew your brain would crack some 
day, snoop. Walt Ashworth was alive enough 
fifteen minutes ago when he came down here 
to identify his wife’s body. He was sick as a 
horse, but that was hangover and shock. We 
sent him back home.”  

This tidbit of information stopped me for 
an instant. It didn’t quite line up with my 
theories. Just the same, I figured I was on the 
right track; Ashworth’s survival was an 
accident. It had to be. I said: “Let me out of 
here. I’ve got things to do.”  

“You’ll stay put,” Dave growled. “Or 
didn’t you realize you’re in custody on 
suspicion of murder?”  

I hated to biff him. He’s a friend of mine. 
But sometimes he gets nutty notions. And this 
was one of the times. By holding me, he was 
allowing a murderer to run loose; closing a 
case that was as wide open as the mouth of a 
coal mine. So I whapped him.  

His teeth clicked together. He fell across 
the bed. I pelted to a closet; found my threads 
and climbed into them. Then I opened the 
hospital room’s window; wafted myself 
outward into the night. I started running. 

 
T THE next corner I hailed a cruising 
hack; gave the cabby the Rampart Street 

address of Dahlia Mannerling, the blonde 
columnist. From now on, I had to work fast. 
I’d cold-cocked two minions of the law’s 
majesty; I was under the gun for Rhoda 
Ashworth’s kill. Unless I fastened the elbow 
on the genuine bumper-offer I was a gone 
goose. 

The Mannerling skirt lived in a pretentious 
two-story dump that spelled prosperity in 
italics. I went to the door, kicked a few blisters 
on it. A hulking slug in butler’s uniform 
opened up for me after the third kick. 

I tabbed him from his general outlines. He 
was the bozo who had worn chauffeur’s garb 
and a mask earlier that evening; the one who’d 

caressed my cranium with a cannon. “So you 
also buttle,” I remarked. Then I bashed him a 
Loney, full in the kisser.  

He folded. That put me even with him. I 
leaped over his sprawled bulk; took to the 
staircase. An upstairs door opened and Dahlia 
Mannerling said: “What’s all the 
commotion?”  

“The name is Turner and I’m about to 
raise the lid off hell,” I told her. I put my two 
palms on her chest and shoved. 

She staggered backward into her rose-
tinted boudoir. She was wearing a nightie and 
a negligee, both thinner than the tissue of a 
Christmas present; and what I saw through 
gossamer silk made me forget the pain in my 
bruised chest. How could a guy think of his 
own bosom when he had a chance to cop a 
swivel at Dahlia’s?  

She was like a Viking goddess straight 
from Valhalla. Her long yellow hair cascaded 
to her waist. The swelling flare of her hips 
melting into gorgeous white thighs and 
tapered stems gave me a sudden attack of the 
speechless jitters. 

She backed away from me as I ankled over 
her bedroom threshold. “This is going to take 
some explaining,” she said. The words might 
have carried more threat if her voice hadn’t 
quavered quite so much. 

I moved in on her. I said: “Sister, you 
spoke a spoonful. Do you smoke?”  

“Why—yes.”   
“You aren’t going to like the taste of 

cyanide fumes in the gas house,” I said. “It 
won’t be like Turkish tobacco.”  

Considerable color departed from her 
peaches-and-cream cheeks. “Are you crazy, or 
just drunk?”  

“I’m neither. I just happen to be accusing 
you of kidnaping and murder—both of which 
are punishable by death in this neck of the 
forest.”  

Her diamond studded fingers went to her 
kisser. Her peepers bulged. “My God! You 
don’t think I—?”  

A 
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I dug my fingers into her snowy shoulders. 
“I think you croaked Rhoda Ashworth. Yes.” 
Then I added: “You and Gordon Maxim.”  

“But—but that’s insane! It’s—”  
“Sure. You’re going to claim it was 

accidental. I’m afraid that won’t wash, baby. 
Listen. The way I add it up, Maxim was 
worried because Rhoda was getting drunk too 
often in public. It threatened to ruin her as a 
star—which would wipe out the investment he 
had in her.”  

The Mannerling dish whispered: “Of 
course Mr. Maxim was concerned. Who 
wouldn’t be, under those circumstances?”  

“Being concerned,” I said, “Maxim made 
up his mind to do something about it. He 
blamed Rhoda’s drunkenness on her husband; 
he figured Walt was dragging her down to the 
gutter. If he could remove Wait from the 
picture, Rhoda might reform.”  

She sucked in a deep, quivery breath that 
arched out her loveliness. “No! Gordon 
Maxim never even considered Walt Ashworth 
as the cause of—” 

 
 SAID: “Clam up, sister. I’m doing the 
gabbing. Maxim determined to bump Walt 

Ashworth. So he put some poison in a bottle 
of rye and sent it over to Walt’s table with his 
compliments.”  

“P-poison. . . ? So that’s what was wrong 
with Rhoda—” The blonde quail tried to bite 
back the words, but it was too late. 

“So you know there was something wrong 
with her,” I grinned. 

She skipped that. “Listen, Mr. Turner - 
Dan - It’s true Mr. Maxim sent Ashworth 
some whiskey. But it wasn’t poisoned. It 
couldn’t have been. We’d both had a drink out 
of that bottle before we sent it—”  

“If you interrupt me again, I’ll feed you a 
clap across the mush,” I growled at her. “I say 
the whiskey was poisoned. Walt started to 
drink a dollop of it. Just then Rhoda snatched 
the glass out of his hand; downed the snort 
herself.”  

She nodded. 
“So that scared the living bejaspers out of 

Gordon Maxim. He wanted to get Rhoda out 
of the cafe—fast. He wanted to administer a 
quick antidote before it was too late. His 
scheme had backfired; his poison had gone 
down the wrong hatch. That was why you and 
he offered to take Rhoda home.”  

“N-no. That wasn’t our reason—”  
I stung her across the puss with my left 

palm. My fingers put red prints on the 
whiteness of her cheek. 

I said: “When Rhoda refused to go with 
you, things looked bad. You and Maxim blew 
the joint; got into your limousine. When I 
brought Rhoda to my jalopy and started for 
Malibu with her, you followed. You jammed 
me off the road; put the snatch on her. 
Unfortunately, she kicked the bucket while 
you were taking her to a doctor.” I stared into 
Dahlia’s widened optics. “Am I right?”  

“Only p-partially,” she choked. “You’ve 
got the truth so twisted around that . . . why, 
you really could send me to prison!” Fear sent 
tremors through her; I could see her flesh 
rippling. Then, all of a sudden, she wrapped 
her arms around my neck and jammed herself 
against me. “You can’t arrest me! You can’t!” 

“Why can’t I?”  
“B-because I’m going to make you listen 

to the real truth!” she said. Then she mashed 
her parted lips to my startled mouth. 

 
CHAPTER V 

 
One More Dead Man 

 
ER kissing technique was marvelous. 
I’m an old osculatory expert myself; but 

the Mannerling number taught me some tricks 
I hadn’t known about. She didn’t kiss with her 
lips alone; she tossed her whole damned 
framework into the job. 

It amazed me. She had a rep for being 
strictly untouchable; the Hollywood wise guys 
claimed she wouldn’t give a man a second 

I 

H
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look. Yet here she was feeding me a workout 
that would have had the Hays office 
screaming for the scissors. The succulent 
sweetness of her labial pressure sent steam 
sizzling past my epiglottis; it was like a shot 
of high powered voltage crackling through my 
capillaries. 

Her nightie and negligee had somehow 
drifted from their anchorage to reveal a pink 
expanse of shoulder and arm; she moaned 
when I poured a kiss to the hollow of her 
throat. “Dan . . . oh-h-h, Dan . . . !”  

Well, what the hell? ‘When a dame 
whimpers to me in that tone of voice, I’m 
human enough to listen. Especially when I 
know that the lassie in question wouldn’t 
come near me under ordinary conditions. 
Something was forcing her to do the things 
she was doing; something damned important. 
In spite of her fervor I sensed a hidden 
reluctance, an undercurrent of sheer 
desperation. 

I released her before I lost the last of my 
self-control. I said: “You’re faking, aren’t 
you?”  

“F-faking?”  
“Yeah. Putting on an act. Trying to soften 

me up so I’ll listen to what you’ve got to say.”  
She caught her lower lip between her 

teeth. “Not only listen. I want you to believe. . 
. .”  

I hung the swivel on her. “Okay, baby. 
Spill your story. You’ve got my attention. Or 
anyhow you will have when you pin that 
negligee together and cover the distractions.” 

She blushed and drew the silk-and-lace 
edges shut. “In the first place, I didn’t know 
anything about poison being in that bottle of 
whiskey,” she quavered. “Neither did Gordon 
Maxim. In fact, there couldn’t have been 
poison in the rye when Maxim sent it to Walt 
Ashworth. Maxim and I had each had a drink 
out of the bottle beforehand.”  

“Then why was the bottle sent to Walt?” 
“To get him even drunker than he already 

was. We didn’t want him to interfere when we 

offered to take Rhoda home. You see, Dan, we 
were planning to whisk Rhoda to some 
sanitarium; make her take the liquor cure. 
That was Maxim’s idea, and I had agreed to 
help him—because I liked Rhoda. I hated to 
see her career spoiled. Besides, Gordon 
Maxim has been a good friend of mine. Rhoda 
represented a big investment on his part; an 
investment he stood to lose if she kept making 
a fool of herself in public.”  

I thumbed a match, ignited a pill. “Go on 
talking.”  

“When Rhoda insisted on leaving the cafe 
with you, we decided on the kidnaping stunt. 
It’s true we followed your car. My butler-
chauffeur was the one who did the actual 
snatching; I drove the limousine.”  

I said: “Yeah, I know. I tabbed the rings 
on your fingers when your hand was on the 
steering wheel. But the connection didn’t click 
in my gray matter until later. When it did 
click, I came right here. But go ahead with 
your story.”  

“We t-took Rhoda away from you; started 
toward the beach. She was unconscious. Then, 
suddenly, Mr. Maxim yelled at me from the 
limousine’s tonneau, where he and my 
chauffeur were holding Rhoda. Maxim told 
me she was d-dead. . .” 

“So you got panic-stricken and dumped 
her, eh?”  

She said: “Y-yes. That was Maxim’s idea. 
He was afraid people might accuse us of—”  

“Of murder,” I supplied. 
 
HE word seemed to give her the 
shuddering meemies. “But it wasn’t 

murder! At least, Maxim and I had nothing to 
do with it! We were only trying to straighten 
her out. Why should a movie executive kill his 
most promising star—a girl who meant a 
fortune to him?”  

I said: “He wouldn’t. It was an accident. 
He was trying to bump her husband, the way I 
figure it.”  

“No, Dan! You’re wrong! I saw that 

T
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whiskey bottle being opened. I had a drink out 
of it. Then it was handed to that head waiter, 
Sullivan—oh, my God!”  

I peered at her. “Now what?”  
“Tim Sullivan used to be in love with 

Rhoda when she was a cigarette girl at the 
Cafe LaBomba. Maybe he blamed Walt 
Ashworth for her drunkenness. Maybe he 
slipped poison into the bottle before giving it 
to Walt!”  

It might have been a good theory, except 
for the fact that Sullivan had later tried to gun 
me down. I’d already reconstructed his reason 
for that particular bit of vengeful skulduggery; 
and it didn’t match up with Dahlia 
Mannerling’s present accusation. 

I shook my head. “Wrong number, kiddo. 
But I’ll hand you this much: I don’t think you 
had anything to do with Rhoda Ashworth’s 
untimely demise. As far as I am concerned, 
you’re in the clear.”  

“Th-thank you, Dan.” She glided up to me, 
put her arms around my neck. The kiss she fed 
me wasn’t of the passionate variety; all it 
contained was gratitude. 

But I drew a bigger bang out of it than I’d 
got from her previous lip-work. This time the 
gesture was at least genuine. 

I backed away from her. Another salute 
like that one and I might forget my manners. 
She whispered: “Wh-what are you going to do 
now?”  

“See some suspects,” I told her. “And just 
to make sure you don’t phone a warning to 
anybody, I believe I’ll salt you down.” Before 
she knew what was up, I unpocketed my 
handcuffs; fastened one around her left wrist. I 
attached the other bracelet to a bedpost. “You 
may be uncomfortable, and I’m sorry,” I said. 
“But I know dammed well you can’t reach 
your telephone now.” Then I blew her a kiss; 
lammed from the room.  

Downstairs, the butler-chauffeur was still 
listening to the birdies. I trussed him with his 
own galluses for safe-keeping; went out to 
look for a night-owl cab.  

I found one; had myself ferried out to 
Gordon Maxim’s hovel in the Miracle Mile 
district on Wilshire.  

By this time there were extras on the 
street, headlining my arrest and subsequent 
escape; evidently the heat was on me plenty, 
now. 

I damned the cops for their numb-skull 
mulishness; if they’d been willing to 
cooperate with me instead of trying to nab me, 
my work might have been easier. As it was, I 
had to play a lone hand; had to steer clear of 
arrest while playing it. Maybe it sounds easy, 
but it wasn’t. 

 
ORDON MAXIM was a live-alone-and-
enjoy-it bachelor with one outstanding 

eccentricity: he did not allow his servants to 
remain under the same roof with him 
overnight. By the time I rang his doorbell it 
was pretty late; there weren’t any lackeys 
around to let me in. The house was dark; 
Maxim himself didn’t answer my bell-blast. 

That struck me as queer. He wasn’t a 
gadabout; didn’t approve of staying out after 
midnight. It would take something damned 
important to keep him away from his downy 
couch at this hour, I thought. 

Then I heard a dim, persistent jingling 
within the joint; a phone was ringing and 
nobody was answering it. On impulse, I dug 
out my ring of master keys; found one that 
worked the lock. I let myself in. 

My flashray guided me to the stairs; the 
tinkling phone sounded from the upper floor. I 
followed my ears; came to a closed bedroom. 
When I shoved the door inward, the phone-
bell got louder, shriller. The instrument was 
alongside the bed. 

I started toward it. Then I froze and 
whispered: “What the hell—”  

Gordon Maxim was stretched across the 
bed in his pajamas; there was a roscoe near his 
withered right hand and a bullet-tunnel in his 
temple. He was deader than the proverbial 
chicken in a hardboiled egg.  

G
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CHAPTER VI 

 
A Lesson on Poison 

 
 TOOK another gander at his corpse; gulped 
three or four times. Then, because· the 

phone-bell’s harsh clatter was rasping my 
frazzled nerves, I uncradled the instrument 
and said: “Yes?”  

“Gordon?” a she-male voice quavered. 
“This is Dahlia Mannerling. That private 
detective, Dan Turner, may be on his way to 
see you. He was just here. He left me 
handcuffed to my bed. He tied up Grimes, the 
butler, too. But Grimes got loose and came 
upstairs; broke the bedpost and freed me. Oh, 
Gordon—it’s terrible! Turner accused us of 
having p-poisoned Rhoda Ashworth! You 
know we didn’t do it. You’ve got to find some 
way of convincing him—”  

I hung up on her. Listening to her terrified 
telephone monologue had cleared a lot of 
cobwebs out of my thinking machinery. Now I 
knew positively that Dahlia was innocent—
and that Gordon Maxim was likewise beyond 
suspicion. Thinking she was talking to Maxim 
himself, the blonde babe would certainly have 
spilled her guts if there had been anything to 
spill. 

I also knew she wasn’t linked with 
Maxim’s death. Had she been aware of it, she 
wouldn’t have supposed that she was talking 
to him over the wire. Okay; then who the hell 
had bumped him?  

It certainly wasn’t suicide. The set-up was 
rigged to make it look that way; but the killer 
had overlooked Maxim’s crippled right arm. 
The bald little Tec-Vox biggie couldn’t have 
wielded a heater with that withered duke; 
couldn’t have triggered a slug through his own 
right temple. So the answer was murder. 

Then I saw the motive for it. A scrawled 
note was on his pillow. I lighted it with my 
pencil flash: 

 

“I poisoned Rhoda Ashworth with a dose 
of gelsemium rhizome. Now I’m following her 
to hell. 

 
Gordon Maxim.” 
 
That confession was phoney. It had to be, 

to link up with the spurious suicide. In the first 
place, if Maxim had really been guilty of 
poisoning Rhoda, why hadn’t he killed 
himself with a dose of the same medicine 
instead of messing up his brains with a bullet? 
And in the second place, I’d already tabbed 
the fact that he couldn’t have used that gun 
with his right hand. 

So the story was easy to figure. The real 
killer had hoped to cover his tracks and close 
the case by creaming Maxim and planting 
Rhoda’s bump-off on the dead man’s coattails. 
And where the hell did that leave me?  

It left me in the soup. Because my 
fingerprints were all over the Maxim house 
where I’d let myself in and touched sundry 
doorknobs, banisters, or what have you. The 
law might damned well accuse me of croaking 
the Tec-Vox executive in an effort to get out 
from under that previous murder beef. 

I said: “Damn!” and scuttled downstairs; 
slipped furtively into the night. One question 
kept bothering me. What the hell kind of broth 
was gelsemium rhizome! For that matter, who 
might have access to the stuff in lethal 
quantities—plus the opportunity of 
introducing it into Walt Ashworth’s whiskey? 

 
IM SULLIVAN’S name seemed to slip 
into the answer column of that mental 

questionnaire. He’d been sweet on Rhoda 
Ashworth in her cigarette-girl days. He’d seen 
her public drunk acts. And he might have 
blamed her apparent downfall on her husband. 
It would have been easy enough for him to 
dope the bottle of rye while carting it from one 
table to the other. Then, by accident, Rhoda 
had imbibed some of the stuff— 

I 
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But that didn’t explain the headwaiter’s 
subsequent attack on me. Nor could I 
understand why Walt Ashworth himself 
hadn’t gone to glory after drinking a dollop 
from the poisoned bottle. For once in my life I 
was up a stump. No matter how I added it up, 
two and two kept making five instead of four. 
The main trouble was, I’d never been tangled 
in a poisoning case before; most of my 
homicides had been shootings, stabbings and 
so forth. 

Then I thought of my crime library. There 
were some toxicology handbooks in my 
apartment stash; maybe I could learn 
something from them. I nailed another 
Yellow; got out a block from my dive. I 
approached carefully; I knew the 
neighborhood would be infested with 
plainclothes cops hoping to put the arm on me. 
But maybe they’d forgotten to cover the rear-
alley entrance to the basement garage. It was 
worth a chance.  

Luck smiled. I sneaked in without being 
tabbed; legged it upstairs. Then I froze into an 
alcove as I saw a hulking blister parading up 
and down past my front portal. 

His back was toward me. I didn’t wait for 
him to turn around so I could get a hinge at his 
puss; I didn’t need to. I ducked around an 
elbow in the corridor; reached my kitchenette 
door. I went in that way. 

I didn’t snap on the overhead lamps; my 
flashlight was good enough. I opened my 
bookcase, dragged out Trumper’s Memoranda 
on Toxicology, turned to page 184. Then I 
whispered “Well, I’ll be go to hell!”  

My puzzle was unriddled! 
The paragraph I’d read cried out for a 

drink. I inhaled about six fingers of Vat 69; 
wondered how the hell I was going to trap the 
killer. Then the skee started coursing through 
my arteries, nudging my brain-cells. An idea 
hit me. I grabbed my phone; dialed it softly. A 
voice said: “Hollywood Citadel-News.”  

“Is Peaches Vanner, the photographer, 
there?”  

“I will connect you.” There was a buzzing 
wait, then: “Miss Vanner talking.” Her tone 
was sweet and dulcet to match her disposition. 
She was a nice little red-haired trick, even if 
she did snap photos for a living. I’d been on 
more than one party with her in the old days; 
knew she could be damned accommodating at 
times. 

I said: “This is Dan Turner, the great 
lover. Remember me?”  

“Great lover . . . ! Good heavens, Dan, do 
you know the bulls are looking all over hades 
for you?” 

“Yeah,” I sighed. “I know all about it. 
Nuts to them. I want to ask you a question.”  

“If it’s the usual one, why ask it? You 
already know the answer.”  

I said: “This is business, not pleasure. 
Didn’t I see you in the Cafe LaBomba early 
this evening, making candid shots and 
popping off flash bulbs?”  

“You did if you were there. But what—?” 
“Listen, honeybunch. Have you developed 

any of those negs yet!”  
“No. I was just about to start. Why?”  
“I hanker for the reel out of your candid 

gadget,” I said. “It may mean getting my neck 
out of a sling.”  

She drew an audible breath. “If you’re on 
the level, I’ll do anything you want. Or is this 
a gag?”  

“No gag.” I told her. “Meet me in ten 
minutes at the corner of Yucca and Las 
Palmas. It’ll be good and dark there. Bring 
that spool of film with you—and keep your 
fingers crossed for me.” I rang off. 

My next move was to riffle the phone-
book; find Walt Ashworth’s number down at 
Malibu. I whispered the call to a toll operator; 
listened for the ringing signal. Presently 
Ashworth answered. He sounded logy, surly. 
“Well, what is it? 

“I’m not giving any newspaper 
interviews.” 

“I don’t want one, Walt. This is Dan 
Turner.”  
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His voice choked up. “Dan! My God, 
man—where’ve you been and what did you 
have to do with Rhoda’s d-death? The 
reporters are claiming that you—”  

“Never mind what they claim. They’re all 
damp. But I’m about to clean this thing up, 
once and for all. And I’ll need every bit of 
your help.”  

“Wh-what do you mean? If you know 
anything, for God’s sake tell me!”  

I said: “It isn’t what I know now. It’s what 
I’m about to find out. Have you got a 
darkroom down there at your beach place?” 

“Yes, certainly. Photography’s my 
business.”  

“Good,” I said. “I’ll be seeing you soon. 
And I’ll have some undeveloped candid negs 
with me. One of them is going to show a 
snapshot of Rhoda’s murderer in the act of 
putting poison in the whiskey.” Then I broke 
the connection. 

I went into my bedroom, opened a bureau 
drawer. I dragged out a spare automatic to 
replace the one that had stopped Tim 
Sullivan’s slug. 

I hefted it; went out through my 
kitchenette. 

The hulking geezer was still parading past 
my front door. I slid up behind him; poked my 
rod into his kidneys. I said: “Don’t do 
anything foolish, Sullivan. Unless you’re 
hoping to become suddenly dead.” 

 
CHAPTER VII 

 
Antidote for Death 

 
HE headwaiter from the Cafe LaBomba 
stood petrified in his tracks. I turned him 

around, slowly; frisked him for his .22 gat. 
“Have you been waiting long, pal?” I asked 
him. 

His glare called me a dirty name. “Damn 
your soul, snoop—!” he whispered. 

“Cork it,” I told him. “Justice is about to 
catch up with somebody; the somebody might 

be you. Do I make myself clear?”  
He just stared at me with glims that 

sparked profanity. 
I prodded him toward the rear stairs. “So 

you found out from the headlines that your 
bullet hadn’t croaked me,” I murmured. “You 
also saw where I’d lammed from the law. So 
you hung around my stash hoping I’d show 
up; hoping to get another chance to use me for 
a clay pigeon. You’ve got a filthy disposition, 
Sullivan.”  

His muscular frame jerked. “And you are 
a—”  

“Don’t say it,” I snapped. “I know what’s 
on your mind, so keep the words to yourself. 
This is going to be the payoff. Down the stairs 
with you; no noise. Cops are probably all 
around; but if you yell for them, I’ll blow you 
to glory.”  

We descended. The basement garage was 
evidently unguarded. I made Sullivan get 
behind the wheel of my jalopy; told him what 
to do and explained what would happen to 
him if he didn’t. He heeled the starter, gunned 
the motor. We whammed up the slanted ramp, 
doing a good thirty-five in second gear; a 
harness flattie was at the entrance and he 
damned near got knocked into the corner 
pocket. The scratches are still on my left 
fender where it scraped the brass off his 
buttons. 

He yelled blue murder. Then he pumped a 
slug at us. But we were on the street and under 
way by that time. A bullet nicked my bucket’s 
rear deck; scared the toenails off Tim 
Sullivan. He mashed the throttle as far down 
as it would go. 

 
E MADE it to Las Palmas and Yucca in 
nothing flat; I kept my roscoe up 

against Sullivan’s brisket the whole time. 
Presently I said: “Stop here.”  

Peaches Vanner was parked in the 
shadows; sitting in a 1933 clunk that looked 
ready for the scrapyard. She got out when we 
pulled up alongside. “Dan—” she said. 
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She looked cuter than hell in a slanted hat 
and man-tailored tweeds. Her ankles had just 
the right chiffon sheen of slimness; her curves 
were all to the mustard. I beckoned. “Give me 
the films, babe.”  

“Here they are. Can’t you tell me—?”  
“Not now. But I’ll need your chariot. 

There’ll be a radio bleat out for mine by this 
time. Do you mind?”  

She shook her head. “You’re welcome to 
the old bus, Sherlock. How’s about letting me 
in on the doings?” 

“Sorry, hon. No can do. But I’d like one 
more favor from you. I want you to phone 
Dahlia Mannerling; tell her I’m going to make 
the big pinch. Got that?”  

“Yes. That is, I—”  
“Tell her hell’s going to pop at the 

Ashworth joint in Malibu. That’s all.” I got 
out of my crate; kissed her while still keeping 
Tim Sullivan covered. Then I motioned for 
him to take the wheel of the other car. 

He did. I crawled in beside him. “To the 
beach, pal,” I said. “And let’s not linger.” 

The Vanner doll’s wreck rattled forward. 
Fifty was its top speed, but that was okay. It 
spelled less chance of being stopped by some 
nosy motorcycle slob. I kept my roscoe and 
one lamp on Sullivan; the other on the road. 
The payoff was coming up. 

We wound through the canyons beyond 
the Will Rogers Memorial polo field; zipped 
into patches of fog and out again. Now the 
road began to dip into its last slant where it 
joined the coast highway. Malibu lay to the 
north. I felt sweat beginning to form in my 
armpits. Would my trap work?  

Hell, it had to work! Otherwise I wouldn’t 
be able to prove a damned thing. All I had was 
a theory. It was ironclad and steel riveted; but 
it wouldn’t stand up in court. Not unless I got 
a confession to back it up. 

I nudged Sullivan with my rod. 
“Remember you’re to keep your trap corked. 
I’m going to have you under the gun every 

minute. If you make one wrong move, you’re 
in a hell of a fix.”  

He just grunted.  
Then we were in front of the Ashworth 

stash. I got out; kept Sullivan alongside me. I 
rang the Ashworth bell.  

Walt opened up. His eyes narrowed when 
he saw the headwaiter. “What’s all this?” he 
asked.  

He looked like a walking cadaver; his map 
was pasty, his glims sunken, his kisser dry and 
parched. He didn’t observe that I had Tim 
Sullivan under duress; that was because the 
rod was in my pocket where it wouldn’t show. 
I said: “You can ask questions later, Walt. 
There’s work to be done now.”  

“What kind of work?”  
With my free hand I produced the roll of 

exposed film that Peaches Vanner had given 
me. “This,” I said. “When you’ve developed 
it, you’ll have a snapshot of your wife’s 
killer.”  

“How do you mean!” 
I said: “A newspaper photographer was on 

deck at the Cafe LaBomba tonight. She 
snapped a series of magic-eye shots just as 
Gordon Maxim sent that fifth of rye over to 
your table. Remember the flash bulbs flaring 
just around that time? Well, this reel will show 
the bottle being carried and the poison being 
dumped into it—” 

 
HAT was like prying the lid off of hell. 
Tim Sullivan let out a raging bellow! 

Walt Ashworth dragged a .38 Spanish from 
his hip pocket. Walt said: “Give me those 
films, damn you!” and made a grab for the 
spool. “You’ll never gas me!” He drew a bead 
at my noggin. 

I ducked as his cannon yammered: 
“Chow-chow!” Tim Sullivan gave vent to a 
squeal of pain as a slug nipped him in the left 
arm. I went hurtling at Ashworth; tripped over 
a rug. It threw me. My cranium collided with a 
wall. For a split instant I was stunned. 

T
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Then Sullivan and Ashworth came 
together. Sullivan had only one duke to work 
with; the other arm was hors du bullet. But he 
did good work with the tools at his command. 
He wrenched at Ashworth’s hog-leg, tried to 
snatch it. Ashworth fought like a maniac. “I’ll 
kill you—both of you—!” he foamed. 

From the front doorway, a dame 
screeched. My glims cleared enough to let me 
see Dahlia Mannerling coming into the room 
with two sheriff’s patrolmen flanking her. 
Then, somehow or other, Sullivan twisted 
Ashworth’s rod around—just as it went off. 

Ashworth coughed, stiffened, and went 
down. Red juice leaked out of his chest, 
stained his shirt. The two highway cops 
lunged at Tim Sullivan, disarmed him, 
pinioned him. One of them said: “What the 
hell goes on here?” Then he said: “Why, I’ll 
be damned! You’re the son who slugged me 
on the road tonight!” He pointed a finger at 
me. 

“Take it easy,” I told him. “If you arrest 
anybody, it’ll be Walt Ashworth, here. He’s 
the murderer. Aren’t you, Walt?”  

Ashworth writhed on the floor. “You . . . 
snooping . . . louse. . . !”  

I said: “It’s funny what the needle will do 
to a man. It made a killer of you. When Rhoda 
learned you were a hop-head, she tried to 
reform you. She pretended to get drunk in 
public; pretended she was having love affairs 
with a mugs like me. Her tactics made you 
sore; you began to hate her because she 
wanted to straighten you up.  

“Maybe she went so far as to a threaten 
you with other things—such as proclaiming 
your dope addiction to the world. She was 
nutty about you, pal. Too damned nutty for 
her own good. Her attempts to make a man of 
you backfired. You determined to kill her—so 
you could go on with your needlework 
without being nagged. 

“You chose the poison route; being a 
photographer, you had access to chemicals. 
And you selected gelsemium rhizome because 

it would give you a swell alibi. A book on 
toxicology gave me the tip-off, Walt. 
Gelsemium kills by respiratory paralysis—
asphyxiation. But its first symptoms are 
exactly like the signs of ordinary drunkenness: 
dizziness, double vision, staggering gait, loss 
of speech and so on. You could dose Rhoda 
with it, and everybody would think she was 
merely plastered. And you could take some of 
it yourself without it harming you, except to 
make you somewhat sick. Because the only 
antidote for gelsemium is morphine—and you 
were already saturated with that!”  

A blood-bubble formed at his lips; burst. 
“You think . . . you’re . . . smart. . . !” 

 
 LIT a smoke. “Sure I’m smart when I can 
read the answers in a book. You figured to 

drink the same poison you gave Rhoda; but 
she was the only one it would kill. Then you 
could claim somebody had tried to croak both 
of you. By a freak of luck, the whiskey you 
used came from a bottle sent over to your 
table by Gordon Maxim. Later, you decided 
you could pin the works on him by creaming 
him and making it look like a suicide 
confession. But I trapped you, pal. I did it with 
a reel of film. You thought the negatives 
might show you in the act of pouring your 
poison in the rye bottle.  

“That caused you to go off the deep end; 
and now you’re finished, thanks to Tim 
Sullivan.”  

Ashworth didn’t answer me. He couldn’t. 
There wasn’t any more breath in his lungs. It 
had all leaked out through that bullet hole. 

Sullivan growled: “I’m glad! I wish I’d 
washed him up with my bare hands!” Then he 
looked at me. “I—I’m sorry I went gunning 
for you, Mr. Turner.”  

“Skip it. You knew Rhoda had left the cafe 
with me. When you heard she was dead, you 
thought I’d killed her. You loved her, and you 
wanted revenge. I realized why you tried to 
ventilate me; that was why I never once 
suspected you of Rhoda’s kill. If you’d been 
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guilty of poisoning her whiskey, you wouldn’t 
have thought I was responsible. That’s nothing 
but simple logic.”  

He nodded. “Anyhow, I got the revenge I 
wanted. . . .”  

I said: “Yes. And Dahlia Mannerling gets 
a hell of a big story for her column. I guess 
everybody ought to be satisfied.”  

The big blonde bim gave me a quivery 
smile. “Will you take me home, Dan?”  

Her eyes were thanking me for clearing up 
the mess. And I sort of gathered the idea that 
if I took her home she might show her 
appreciation in other ways. . . . 

I slid an arm around her waist. The 
morning was young; a lot could happen before 
the sun came up. I said: “Let’s go, kiddo.” 
After all, what the hell? 

 


