
Hollywood Detective, November, 1946 

 
By ROBERT LESLIE BELLEM 

 
The beauteous bride of that aging flicker star had a good sound reason for hitch-hiking, all, 
right—but when she picked Dan Turner’s car for that lift she thereby led him into one of the 
locoedest killery setups ever to run wild, even in movietown! 

 
T WAS raining cats and billygoats as I 
headed for home after attending a sneak 
preview at one of the Pasadena movie 

palaces. I wheeled west on Colorado 
Boulevard, crossed the gracefully curved 
Suicide Bridge and made the double turn 
which leads into the wide straightaway stretch 
past the Annandale Country Club golf course. 

Just before you go by the golf course you 
pass a side road on the right, leading up into 
the hills. And as my headlights cut gashes in 
the pouring midnight at this intersection, a 
filly frantically flagged me down. 

She was a bedraggled specimen, drenched 
to the rind and liberally daubed with mud as if 
she’d been playing squat tag in a cranberry 
bog. But the soggy frock that clung to her 
contours looked expensive despite its ruined 
condition, and the jane it contained had the 
brand of shape that gloms beauty contests. Her 
legs were tapered and dainty in the wreckage 
of sheer nylons, her hips were lilting, her 
waist slender and her hair was soaking red. 

Streaks of mud marred her map but you knew 
it was pretty; it had to be to go with the way 
she was stacked up. 

The instant I lamped her waving at me I 
tossed out my anchors, skidded my jalopy to a 
halt ferninst her and opened the right-hand 
door. “Trouble, toots?” I asked. 

She quavered: “Y-yes. My car’s got a flat 
t-tire and the spare hasn’t any air in it and . . . 
and. . . .” She swayed a little, and her teeth 
began to chatter like dice in a bucket. “I t-tried 
to use the jack and I fell down in the d-ditch 
and hurt myself, and I’m c-cold. . .” Her knees 
almost buckled. 

“Hey, hold on!” I said. “Get in here out of 
the rain. You’re flirting with pneumonia. 
Come on, hon. In.”  

“I . . . I’ll get your upholstery all w-wet.”  
“So it’ll get dry again when the sun 

shines,” I told her. “According to the Chamber 
of Commerce that’s bound to happen, sooner 
or later. The sun shining, I mean. Climb 
aboard, kitten.”  

I
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She obeyed; huddled alongside me, 
shivering like a cat coughing brickbats. “I d-
don’t know how to thank you. If I could have 
f-found a taxi, or—”  

“At this hour of the night taxi drivers go 
back under their rocks,” I said. “Especially 
during a storm. Where would you like me to 
take you?”  

Her tone combined hesitancy and misery. 
“I . . . I live in Hollywood. But I couldn’t th-
think of asking you to drive that f-far . . . 
maybe I can find a cab in Glendale.”  

“Why bother to stop in Glendale? I live in 
Hollywood, too,” I told her. “Dan Turner is 
the handle.” I deliberately neglected to add 
that I was a private gumshoe because 
sometimes that makes people self-conscious, 
clogs up their conversation. Any time you say 
you’re a dick or a fly cop the average person 
automatically classifies you among the freaks. 
Maybe they’ve got something there.  

The red-haired cupcake said: “Are y-you 
sure?”  

“You mean am I sure my monicker is Dan 
Turner? Well, I haven’t got my birth 
certificate with me, but—” 

“I mean are you sure you live in 
Hollywood?” She smiled faintly through the 
mud on her mush. “I don’t want you to drive 
so far if it’s out of your way.”  

I tooled my wagon down the long curving 
hill that takes you into Eagle Rock. “It’s not 
out of my way at all, it’s directly in my line of 
flight. Just mention your address and I’ll have 
you home in a jiffy.”  

She gave me a residential street number 
out toward Beverly, a few blocks this side of 
the boundary, and added: “I’m Connie 
Macklin.”  

“Not Mrs. Tim Macklin by any chance?”  
“Why, y-yes. Do you know Tim?”  
I shook my head. “Only from seeing him 

in the galloping snapshots,” I said; and I did 
mean galloping.  

 

IM MACKLIN was one of the biggest 
cowboy stars on the roster of Paratone 

Pix, a rootin’, tootin’ two-gun buckaroo 
whose horse operas had been a standard studio 
product since away back in the silent days and 
still coined copious geetus at the box office. 
His first wife had died several years ago and 
he’d married this second one only recently, an 
October-and-June romance which most of the 
gossip columnists said would crack up in a 
hurry because the new bride was young 
enough to be his daughter. In fact, Macklin 
actually had a daughter practically the same 
age. 

The tattle scribblers had been wrong, 
though, in forecasting that Macklin’s second 
marriage would soon go on the reefs. Seven or 
eight months had gone by and the honeymoon 
happiness persisted; or at least that was what 
you heard along the Sunset Strip where 
everybody knows everything about everybody 
else. But when I took a sidewise gander at the 
cupcake sitting by me I had a sudden ugly 
hunch that Macklin’s marital bliss might come 
a cropper, after all. What I had on my hands 
was a redhead with the shakes; a jane who 
looked as if she might soon be needing an 
oxygen tent. 

“I’m so c-cold!” she whimpered. 
“Open the dashboard glove compartment 

in front of you,” I said. “There’s a fifth of Vat 
69 in there. Take a snort of it.”  

“But . . . b-but I—”  
I reached over, opened the compartment 

myself and got out the Scotch remedy, poked 
it at her. We were crossing Glendale’s main 
stem by this time. “Belay the arguments, baby. 
Pour some medicine down the hatch. Good for 
snake-bite, chilblains and fallen arches, not to 
mention leprosy and pernicious anemia.”  

“But Tim d-doesn’t like me to d-drink. I 
mean if he smells it on my b-breath he might 
misunderstand . . . he might think I’ve been 
out on a p-party with . . . with y-you.”  

I said: “That’s plain damn ridiculous. If he 
gets any nutty notions like that I’ll soon 
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disillusion him. Now gargle a snifter and be 
quick about it.”  

Reluctantly she uncorked the fifth, lifted it 
to her flaccid kisser. The bottle’s glass neck 
rattled against her grinders but she managed to 
slosh a generous jorum past her tonsils. To 
show her I was congenial I then helped myself 
to a similar prescription and chased it with 
another; there’s something about Scotch that 
always makes me thirsty when it’s around. A 
conditioned reflex, maybe. 

“Feel better, hon?” I asked as I made the 
right turn off Chevy Chase into Los Feliz. 

She nodded. “A little w-warmer.”  
“You’ll be okay after a hot bath and a dry 

session in the feathers,” I assured her, 
although secretly I didn’t feel too positive 
about it. She’d had a lot of exposure to the 
weather and she wasn’t the robust type. I set 
fire to a pair of gaspers, extended one of them 
toward her. “Smoke?” 

She didn’t take it; didn’t answer. Out of 
the tail of my glim I saw that she was slumped 
down in the seat, limp and relaxed; too 
relaxed. She was either asleep or had passed 
out, I couldn’t tell which; but I knew her 
condition was my cue to pour on the coal and 
make knots. 

I souped my cylinders, clattered down the 
Western Avenue grade; swung right on 
Franklin and then cut over Cahuenga to Sunset 
Boulevard. The streets were awash with rain 
but barren of traffic and I nudged my 
speedometer up to sixty without much risk of 
encountering motorcycle-cop trouble. Not that 
it would have made any difference; I was on 
an emergency run now and I didn’t care who 
knew it.  

 
 FEW blocks this side of the county strip 
I located the residential sidestreet I 

wanted and turned in on two wheels and a 
miracle. Presently I spotted the Macklin stash, 
a hefty two-story tepee dating back to the pre-
modernistic era when movie stars went in for 

Georgian Colonial architecture, substantial 
instead of gaudy. 

The joint was set back on a terraced knoll, 
surrounded by formal flower gardens and a 
rolling, close-cropped lawn bisected by the 
upward-slanting ribbon of a concrete 
driveway. This led under a porte-cochere 
festooning the side of the house proper, then 
continued on back to a detached garage 
combined with servants’ quarters built in the 
style of an old-fashioned stable and coach 
barn, the kind that used to go with Southern 
plantations. That was what the whole layout 
reminded me of: a Civil War set from The 
Birth of a Nation. All it needed was a few 
slaves, a bale or two of cotton, a banjo and 
some mint juleps to make the picture 
complete.  

I coasted up the tilted drive, parked under 
the porte-cochere and said: “Time to change 
trains, sis.” 

The mud-daubed doll didn’t speak, didn’t 
stir. When I shook her she was as limber as 
cooked spaghetti. I whispered to myself: “This 
calls for measures.” For an instant I 
considered lifting her out of the coupe and 
toting her inside; then I realized I would have 
to ring the doorbell first, which might be 
difficult with my arms full of unconscious 
she-male.  I concluded that this was a situation 
requiring help. 

A quick dash through the rain brought me 
around front to the stately colonnaded portico. 
It also got me drenched to the scuppers. 
Perversely enough, the moment I gained the 
shelter of that front portico it stopped raining, 
suddenly and completely, as if somebody had 
shut off a spigot. Storms sometimes act that 
way in California, although the travel folders 
never mention it. Pretty soon, of course, the 
downpour would start again; but as long as it 
was going to take a brief vacation, why 
couldn’t it have been when I was leaping from 
my jalopy to the front portal? At least that 
would have saved me a soaking. 

A 
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Annoyed, I jingled the bell-push. Nothing 
happened so I gave it another shove. All 
around me was utter silence, intensified 
because the rain had been so noisy an instant 
before. All you could hear was a distant 
roaring gurgle of run-off water cataracting 
down a sewer drain, the nearer rustle of rose 
bushes shedding excess moisture and a steady 
drip-drip-drip from the eaves of the house 
itself. I thumbed the bell a third time. 

Lights came on, inside. 
It took a long while, though, before the 

door opened in front of me. Then I found 
myself facing Tim Macklin in person. 

He peered at me. “Yes?” 
 

N the screen he was a tough, well-
preserved cowpoke who rode and fought 

like a youngster; but in real life and just 
rousted out of his blankets he looked his real 
age, which was about fifty. Minus makeup the 
wrinkles showed in his leathery puss, there 
was frost in his thinning hair and he packed a 
paunch under his pajamas. “Yes?” he 
repeated. 

I said: “Sorry to bother you, pal, but I’ve 
got your wife in my chariot and I’m afraid 
she’s passed out. How’s for helping me lug 
her indoors?”  

“My . . . my wife?”  
“Yeah.”  
“Connie?”  
“Yeah.”  
“But . . . but—”  
“Look,” I said. “We can talk about it later. 

Right now she’s in need of first-aid; otherwise 
she’s likely to kick the bucket. Come on, let’s 
go get her.”  

He mumbled: “I don’t understand this. I 
don’t understand any part of it.” Just the same 
he tailed me as I ankled off the portico and 
around the corner of the wigwam, thereby 
proving I had at least aroused his curiosity. 

En route to the side of his stash I gave him 
a quick briefing on the scenario up to that 
point: told him how his frau had flagged me 

down as I was driving past the Annandale golf 
acreage, how I’d offered her a lift and forced 
her to partake of some alcoholic nourishment. 
“Then she folded on me,” I finished. “It could 
be exhaustion, it could be pneumonia, it might 
even be that she wasn’t used to Scotch and got 
suddenly taken drunk. We’ll see when she’s in 
the house and comfortable.” 

“Yes,” the cowboy hambo said. “We’ll 
see.” Then he opened the door of my kettle 
and gasped: “Oh, my ‘God—!” He staggered 
back as if he’d been sandbagged.  

I didn’t blame him when I copped a slant 
over his shoulder. I felt like staggering, 
myself. The red-haired Macklin muffin was 
exactly where I’d left her, slumped down in 
the seat; but with a terrific difference. Some 
sharp apple had shot her through the breast at 
close range with a small-bore shotgun, blown 
a hole in her big enough to put your fist in. 
She was clammy to the touch and deader than 
a smoked herring. 

 
CHAPTER II 

 
Pernicious Puzzle 

 
ROM a murderer’s standpoint there’s 
always one advantage to a shotgun kill. It 

makes monkeys of the ballistics experts, plays 
hell with scientific detection. A pistol or a rifle 
can be traced by the markings left on the 
bullet in its passage through and expulsion 
from the barrel; but birdshot can’t be 
identified, can’t be matched up with the 
weapon that fired it. Given similar grain-
weight of powder charges, and using the same 
size pellets, a dozen different shotguns will 
make target patterns that are practically 
identical. A pattern spreads, of course, the 
farther the gun is from the object aimed at; but 
in a murder case the only thing this tells you is 
how close the victim was to the muzzle when 
the trigger was pulled—or how far away. The 
closer the gun the smaller and deadlier the 
hole. 

O 
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With the Macklin cupcake, two very 
obvious signs showed that the killer had 
rammed his fowling-piece smack-dab against 
her brisket before he blasted. First, the wound 
was just about fist-size; second, there were 
powder-flash burns scorching the cloth of her 
rain-soaked frock. I tabbed some other things, 
too, but I didn’t get a chance to mention them. 
Not right then, anyhow. 

That was because Tim Macklin blew his 
top, flew apart like a hockshop alarm clock. 
“She’s d-dead!” he squalled. “Connie’s dead . 
. . murdered! . . . She’s . . . oh, heaven, 
she’s—”  

“Take it easy.” I grabbed at him. “This is 
no time for hysterics. We’ve got to—”  

He yowled: “You inhuman monster, 
Connie’s dead! Dead! She’s dead and you 
stand there telling me to take it easy! Damn 
your dirty stinking soul, you bring me my w-
wife’s corpse and then have the gall to say it’s 
no time for hysterics! You rat, I’ll kill you!”  

He jumped me. 
It was quite a fracas while it lasted. 

Suddenly the low black clouds overhead 
opened up and began deluging the landscape 
with a rainfall which Cecil B. DeParamount 
himself would have been proud to produce; 
and as this teeming downpour commenced, 
Macklin swung a mighty haymaker at my 
favorite dewlaps. I ducked, slipped on a chunk 
of gooey mud and fell spang into the punch; 
took it full on the button. Spotlights erupted in 
front of my peepers, a thunderclap deafened 
my ears and I drooled a mouthful of gold 
inlays jarred from their cavities by the force of 
the wallop.  

Down I toppled, but not to stay down; 
pride and egotism prevented that. If it ever got 
out that I’d been stiffened by a blister in his 
fifties the laugh would drive me out of 
Hollywood and into retirement, a glum 
prospect I didn’t relish. 

 
Y the same token, it would be no feather 
in my cap to boast of a triumph over an 

elderly bozo like Tim Macklin. Despite his 
heroism on the screen there was too much 
difference in our ages; if I hung a kayo on him 
I’d be accused of picking on the feeble. He 
wasn’t really feeble; not by a hell of a sight. 
He could punch like a battering-ram and he 
matched my hundred and ninety pounds, my 
six-feet-plus of height. Taking it all into 
consideration, however, I couldn’t win—no 
matter how the brawl turned out. If I got 
licked, my rep would be ruined; and yet if I 
whipped him I’d be a heel. 

I came up off the concrete driveway, 
crouching, defending myself. “Now just a 
minute,” I caterwauled. “Let’s talk this over.”  

“Talk hell!” he said, and thumped me on 
the noggin. Evidently this hurt his knuckles, 
because he let out an oath and backed off a 
few inches. I straightened from my crouch, 
dusted him lightly on the dimple and dumped 
him on his duff; if I hadn’t pulled most of the 
steam from the uppercut he’d have gone out 
like a candle in a gale. While he was 
floundering on the back of his lap I circled 
him, clamped hold of him from behind, pinned 
his arms to his sides and lifted him upright by 
main strength.  

“Now be reasonable,” I panted. “I don’t 
want to hurt—” 

That was as far as I got. From around the 
rear of the house a pair of newcomers joined 
the festivities, took command of the 
battlefield. First to appear was Macklin’s 
daughter Cynthia, a toothsome brunette 
cupcake shaped like a bachelor’s dream and 
garbed in a gossamer negligee which had got 
thoroughly plastered to her luscious 
configurations during her dash through the 
downpour from the back door to the porte-
cochere. Directly behind this gorgeous morsel 
came her hubby, a tall and wispy Britisher 
named Cedric Blessmere, who sometimes 
worked as a studio scenarist when not 
sponging on his father-in-law. Blessmere had 
curly yellow hair, a mustache to match and a 
Webley automatic in his right mitt. B
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When the brunette wren piped Macklin 
squirming in my clutches she yodeled: 
“Daddy, what’s he doing to you?” and leaped 
at me in a furious flurry; climbed my back like 
a cat going up a tree. The next instant she was 
sailing through the storm, neck over tin cup; 
I’d shrugged her off. To accomplish it, 
though, I’d had to let go my grip on her father. 
He whirled, pasted me on the complexion. I 
lurched drunkenly backward and fetched up 
against the hardness of Cedric Blessmere’s 
roscoe. 

“Okay,” I said wearily, “I know when I’m 
outnumbered.”  

The Britisher said: “And a jolly good 
thing, old fruit, May I ask what this is all 
about? Cynthia and I heard a commotion, and 
here we find . . . er, I say, just what have we 
found?” he added adenoidally.  

“Murder!” Tim Macklin supplied the 
answer.  

“Murder?” his brunette daughter gasped, 
Then she gandered the corpse in my jalopy 
and gave issue to a horrified bleat, “Aieeek! 
It’s . . . it’s Connie! She’s dead!”  

Blessmere rammed his rod harder against 
my kidneys. “Connie?” he choked. “Dead?” 

“Shot,” Macklin told him shrilly. “And 
this rat you’ve got covered is the killer! He 
rang the front doorbell and told me he had her 
in his car, and when he showed her to me she . 
. . she—give me that pistol and I’ll blow his 
dirty heart out! I’ll fix him so the law won’t 
have to execute him!”  

I tensed; felt my nerves twanging like 
plucked catgut. “If all you damned fools will 
shut up and listen I’ll explain everything! In 
the first place I’m no murderer; I’m a private 
snoop. The name is Dan Turner; maybe 
you’ve heard of me.”  

“Perhaps we have.” The Briton behind me 
spoke into my ear. “I dare say you’re probably 
notorious. But what has that to do with the . . . 
er . . corpse in your car?” 

“Plenty. I’m trying to demonstrate I didn’t 
bump her; I wouldn’t have had any motive. 

She and I were total strangers.”  
“Connie was not the sort who rides with 

total strangers,” Cynthia horned in. “If she 
was with you she knew you. Intimately, most 
likely,” she added with a spiteful sneer.  

 
HE dialogue was getting out of hand and I 
was tired of standing around arguing in 

the rain. “Look,” I said. “Before we summon 
the law let’s get this cleared up once and for 
all. Mrs. Macklin thumbed me for a ride over 
toward Pasadena. I ferried her home. A few 
blocks before we got here she passed out cold. 
I parked under this shelter, barged around 
front, rang the doorbell; left her lying huddled 
on the seat. When Mr. Macklin and I came 
back to the coupe the dame was defunct with a 
charge of buckshot through her bosom.” 

The elderly cowboy star glared at me. 
“I’ve just touched her. She’s cold.”  

“Deceased people get that way,” I said 
callously. 

“But not in five minutes,” he retorted. 
“According to you, it would seem she was 
shot between the time you left her in your car 
and the time you got me out of the house, led 
me around here under the porte-cochere.”  

I nodded. “Naturally that must have been 
when it happened. If she was alive when I left 
her and dead when we got back—”  

“Wait,” he cut in. “Tell me about the 
shot.”  

“What do you mean?”  
“The report,” he said grimly. “The noise. I 

didn’t hear a gun go off, did you?”  
It began to dawn on me what he was 

driving at. ”No,” I admitted. “Come to think 
of it, there wasn’t any explosion. And there 
should have been.”  

“Maybe you’re going to suggest the 
shotgun had a silencer attachment?” 

I felt my pan getting red in the rainy 
darkness. I knew quite well you can’t silence a 
shotgun; it’s one firearm impossible to muffle. 
And yet there had been no sound during the 
few minutes I’d been away from my bucket; 
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even the storm had let up temporarily, and the 
night had been uncannily quiet. Then how had 
Macklin’s wife been blasted? And why was 
she corpse-cold now when she’d been alive a 
mere ten minutes ago?   

Macklin said: “So you haven’t got any 
answers.”  

“All I know is—”  
“Stop lying!” he snarled. “The truth is, you 

murdered her somewhere else, and then 
brought her home.”  

I felt the short hairs prickling at the nape 
of my neck. “That isn’t so! I tell you she 
thumbed a ride—”  

“With her chest blown open?”  
The idea festooned me with goose bumps 

big enough to hang a picture on. Dead janes 
don’t thumb rides—but Connie Macklin had. 
Was it possible that I’d played Good 
Samaritan to a walking cadaver? I was plenty 
jittery. 

Macklin’s curvaceous daughter delivered 
herself of a sardonic, brittle laugh. “I think 
you and my stepmother were: probably having 
a tryst. You got into a quarrel with her and 
shot her.”  

“Now cut that out!” I yeeped, and took a 
step toward her. 

The step was a mistake. Cedric Blessmere 
murmured: “I say, old boy, not quite so 
impetuous.” Then he whanged me across the 
steeple with the butt of his Webley; teed off 
and knocked me plumb to dreamland. 
Blackness gulped me like a raw oyster. 

 
CHAPTER III 

 
Reversed Pursuit 

 
Y throbbing noggin was swathed in 
bandages when I woke up fifteen 

minutes later, and I smelled as antiseptic as a 
hospital ward. I was inside the Macklin 
mansion, the joint was infested with cops, an 
ambulance interne had just finished soaking 
me with germicide and I was being firmly 

jostled back to consciousness by my friend 
Dave Donaldson of the homicide squad. 

“Snap out of it, fireball,” Dave growled 
menacingly. “Time to quit playing ‘possum 
and face the music.”  

I blinked my peepers open, stared foggily 
into his beefy mush. “You, eh? The  Macklin 
tribe must have phoned in the squeal.”  

“They did indeed, and handed me the 
guilty guy on a platter.” He poked me on the 
chest with a weighty forefinger. “And I do 
mean you.” 

I staggered from horizontal to 
perpendicular, grabbed hold of his lapels for 
support and yammered: “Don’t be a dope, you 
idiot! Why the hell should I pick up a strange 
jessie in the rain and deliberately abolish her 
for no reason? That’s a lot of hogwash and 
you know it.”  

“I don’t know anything.”  
“That I’ll buy,” I sneered bitterly. Then I 

said: “Listen, do me a favor. Let me tell you 
exactly what happened—”  

“I already know what you claim 
happened.” He gestured across the room to 
where Tim Macklin was standing, with his 
brunette daughter and her British hubby. 
“They told me all about the dizzy story you 
tried to sell them.”  

“And you don’t believe it, hunh?” 
“No.” 
I said: “Then I’m arrested?”  
“Yeah.” 
“You’re taking me down to the gow?”  
“Pronto.” 
“That’s just dandy,” I said. “I’ve always 

wanted to sue a cop and a movie star. This is 
going to cost that Macklin hambo a hunk of 
geetus and lose you your badge.”  

“Oh, yeah?” Dave sounded a little uneasy. 
“How come?”  

I ticked the charges off with my fingers. 
“False arrest. Defamation of character. 
Slander. Libel, because it’ll be printed in a 
smear of headlines from hell to Havana. 
Illegal detention. Damage to my professional 

M 
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standing. And assault with a deadly weapon,” 
I tacked on, rubbing the back of my conk 
where there was a swelling the size of a 
hockey puck. 

That got Cedric Blessmere, whose Webley 
automatic had festooned the knot on my 
thatch. “Oh, now, I say, old thing,” he bleated 
through his adenoids. “It won’t do you any 
good to sue me, y’know. I’m a pauper. Living 
with my wife’s father and all that rot. Haven’t 
sold a scenario in months.  

“You should have thought of that,” I 
snarled nastily. “Nobody maces me without 
paying for it.” 

 
EDRIC’S daddy-in-law wasn’t 
impressed. “Pay no attention to Turner,” 

the cowboy hambo said curtly. “He won’t 
bring any suits. Not from the lethal chamber.”  

“You really think I cooled your wife, do 
you?” I growled.  

“Yes, I do.”  
I said: “Suppose I convince you that 

you’re wrong?”  
“You can’t.”  
Dave Donaldson stirred restlessly. “Look, 

Hawkshaw, if you’ve got any information I 
ought to have, information that’ll help me 
crack this case and put you in the clear—”  

“Oho. Beginning to doubt the wisdom of 
pinching me, are you?” I said. “Now you’re 
getting sensible. When you’re sensible I don’t 
mind playing ball with you.”  

“Play it, then.” 
I said: “Okay; let’s inspect the setup. First 

we have a chick caught in the storm with a flat 
tire and a useless spare. She signals me as I 
roll by and I give her a lift. While I’m carting 
her home she passes out. She’s still out when I 
get here. I leave her in my jalopy while I ring 
the front doorbell and roust her husband. 
She’s alone maybe three minutes; four or five 
at the outside. The next time I see her she’s 
defunct by the shotgun route.” 

“Yeah.”  
“Now then, there was no noise of a 

shotgun being fired during those three to five 
minutes I was away from her. And although 
the blast tore through her chest and came out 
her back, I didn’t pipe any pellets in the 
upholstery of my heap—as there should’ve 
been if she was plugged while sitting there. 
Moreover, it develops that her flesh is already 
cooling off; much too soon. Add these 
discrepancies together and what answer do 
you get?”  

Dave rubbed his chin bristles. “The answer 
is, she was probably dead before you brought 
her here. Which absolves everybody who was 
here in the house; nobody sneaked out and 
pulled the bump-off while you were at the 
front door.”  

“So it would seem on the surface,” I 
agreed. “But it was a living dame who flagged 
me down; and she was still alive when I 
berthed my bucket beneath the porte-cochere. 
Unconscious, mind you, but alive. Does that 
suggest anything?”  

Tim Macklin’s shapely daughter said: “It 
suggests you’re a liar, Mr. Turner. The 
chances are you’d had a fight with Connie and 
killed her over there near Pasadena.” 

“That’s how it looks to me, too,” 
Donaldson said. “I guess we better take you 
downtown, Sherlock.” 

“Ix-nay!” I growled. “Why should I fight 
with Mrs. Macklin? I didn’t even know her.”  

The brunette Cynthia lifted a lip. “Didn’t 
know her! I’ll bet you were one of her sweet-
stuffs.”  

“Evidently you didn’t think much of your 
stepmother, eh, hon?” I remarked casually. 

She said frankly: “I hated her from the day 
dad married her. I knew she was nothing but a 
. . . a tramp. The fact that you killed her in a 
tryst-quarrel proves it. If it hadn’t been you, 
some other of her boy-friends would have 
sooner or later—”  

“Cynthia, stop that!” Tim Macklin rasped. 
Unexpectedly he popped her across the chops 
with the flat of his hand. “Connie’s dead. I 
won’t stand for you talking about her that 

C 
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way.” He whanged her again with a sharp 
splatting noise, and red marks bloomed 
brightly on her complexion. 

Maybe he could have got away with this if 
she’d been younger and unmarried; but she 
was of age and she had a husband. The tall 
and wispy Britisher, Cedric Blessmere, 
yodeled: “You can’t slap my wife like that, by 
gad. Even if you are her father!” Whereupon 
he sailed at the cowboy star, commenced 
biffing him. 

 
EDRIC chose the wrong rooster. Macklin 
packed a punch despite his years; I’d 

found that out a while ago when I tangled with 
him outdoors. He swung from his insteps, 
connected with Cedric’s jaw and knocked him 
stiffer than a load of lumber. Chaos then 
descended on the scene. The Britisher fell 
against Dave Donaldson and they both went 
down in a scrambled tangle to the 
accompaniment of Dave’s infuriated scream 
that he would be eternally damned if he ever 
came across such a mess. 

Meanwhile Cynthia flurried toward her 
father, nails outstretched and clawing. “How 
dare you hit Cedric!” she raged. “I’ll scratch 
your eyes out!”  

The rest of the cops in the room leaped to 
interfere in this display of filial undevotion; 
and for a moment nobody was looking my 
way. I sauntered unobtrusively toward the 
door as if merely trying to keep out of the 
fracas; paused and torched a coffin nail while 
making sure I was unobserved. Satisfied I was 
safe, I whirled and ran like hell. 

Miscalculated slightly, though. Tim 
Macklin lamped me as I made my scram, and 
he moved like lubricated lightning. First he 
heaved his brunette daughter off his neck, 
slapped her bowlegged. Then he dived for a 
desk in one corner of the room, yanked open a 
drawer, hauled out a Colt .44 hogleg. I saw the 
cannon and added a burst of speed, gained the 
doorway, catapulted myself past it just as the 
.44 sneezed: Ka-Cheeyow! in bellowing 

accents. A slug nipped splinters from the lintel 
and spat them at me, but I was a good five 
yards away by that time and gaining velocity 
with every stride. I reached the entrance hall, 
bashed the portal open, leaped out onto the 
front portico and took temporary refuge 
behind one of the Georgian Colonial columns 
while deciding what the hell to do next. I 
knew I had to powder in a hurry; the Macklin 
hambo was altogether too swift with his Colt.  

I wondered if he could be as expert with a 
shotgun. . . . 

I didn’t dare to try to get to my coupe 
around at the side of the joint. That was too 
obvious; pursuit would converge there. What I 
needed was a stratagem—and the Georgian 
pillar was it. I embraced its sturdy thickness, 
wrapped my arms and legs around it; shinnied 
upward as fast as I could climb. Luck was 
with me. I came to the tapered top and hauled 
myself bodily over the projecting edge of the 
narrow porch roof just as a cluster of 
characters belched out of the front door 
directly below. Everybody started plunging 
through the rain, fanning out across the garden 
and lawn in a misguided effort to track me 
down. 

Thumbing my nose in their general 
direction, I wormed my way along the roof of 
the portico; presently came to a window 
leading into an upstairs bedroom. It was 
closed but I tested it, found it was unlocked. I 
raised the sash, straddled the sill, dropped 
down inside and hunkered there in solid 
darkness; it was as good a hiding place as any, 
and maybe I could stay until the heat died. At 
least I .was indoors and out of the storm, 
which was more than you could say for the 
dizzy slobs who were hunting me. 

 
HE very fact that they were hunting me 
made me as sore as an ulcerated tooth. I’d 

been accused of a bump I hadn’t pulled, I’d 
been knocked groggy by the Macklin ham’s 
brawny knuckles and rendered senseless by 
Cedric Blessmere’s roscoe. I had also been 

C 
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placed in custody by Dave Donaldson and 
shot at by a .44 cannon which wasn’t loaded 
with soft pillows. And it had all started 
because I was chivalrous enough to give a 
corpse a ride in my wagon—a dead muffin 
who’d moved and talked as if she’d been 
alive. And now, to make the situation nastier, I 
was a fugitive from what is laughingly called 
justice.  

Justice, hell! I’d stepped into a frame and 
there was a fifty-fifty chance I would be 
railroaded to the San Quentin smokehouse and 
sprayed with cyanide perfume. You can’t go 
around croaking movie stars’ wives without 
being penalized—only in this case the penalty 
was being rigged for the wrong gee. I was 
innocent and I had to prove it. But quick. 

I whisked out my pencil flashlight, risked 
a brief beam from its miniature bulb. The 
twinkle of light revealed my surroundings: a 
feminine boudoir. I couldn’t be sure whether it 
belonged to the late lamented Connie Macklin 
or to her brunette step-daughter Cynthia who 
admittedly had despised Connie’s tripes. Nor 
did I care. I’d already caught a gander at an 
object on the bed table—a telephone. That 
gave me a sudden idea, meshed the gears in 
my think-tank. Keeping my mental fingers 
crossed, I scuttled to the phone; dialed police 
headquarters.  

When they came on the line I asked for 
Homicide, got connected and, lowered my 
voice to a disguised growl. “This is Lieutenant 
Donaldson,” I lied like a gas meter. 

“Yes, lieutenant.”  
“I’m out here on that Mrs. Tim Macklin 

kill.”  
“Yes, lieutenant.”  
“Now listen,” I said. “When her body 

arrives I want a post-mortem on it and a full 
report of the stomach contents—”  

“Stomach contents, lieutenant?” the guy 
sounded startled. “In a case of death by 
gunshot wound?”  

I rasped: “You heard me,” in Donaldson’s 
best truculent style. “1 want a post mortem, an 

autopsy, an analysis of alcohol in the 
stomach—if any. Now tell the medical 
examiner to get busy.” I rang off before there 
could be any more questions slammed at me; I 
wasn’t in the mood to furnish the answers. Not 
just then, anyhow, because abruptly I’d heard 
footfalls approaching the bedroom where I 
was holed up.  

The steps came closer. Somebody turned 
the doorknob.  

I doubled over in the darkness, waited for 
the portal to push inward. When it did, light 
trickled from the hall and silhouetted a 
delishful figure whose outlines I tabbed. 
Macklin’s daughter, Cynthia Blessmere, was 
ankling in. 

Her advent wasn’t strictly included on my 
schedule but I took immediate advantage of it. 
Not even breathing, I let her come all the way 
over the threshold. She closed the door after 
her, fumbled at a wall switch, clicked it and 
made light. Then I rose behind her, pinioned 
her with one arm, put my other duke over her 
splendid yapper. I whispered grimly: “Sister, 
if you struggle or let out a beef I’ll brain you.” 

 
CHAPTER IV 

 
Double Burn 

 
HE BRUNETTE muffin was a good 
soldier, I’ll say that for her. She had 

courage. When she squirmed around and 
recognized me there was no panic in her 
peepers; just cold steadiness. “What now, 
murderer? Do you plan to kill me the way you 
did Connie?” 

“No, because I didn’t kill her.”  
“Your running away was as good as a 

confession.” Then she added: “You didn’t run 
far, did you?”  

I said: “Just straight up. And now we’re 
going to talk.”  

“Really? What about?”  
“Your step-mother.”  
“I don’t care to discuss her. Besides, what 

T
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is there to talk about? There’s nothing I might 
say that you don’t already know—since you 
were one of her sweethearts.”  

“Not her sweetheart,” I said. “Her fall 
guy.”  

“How do you mean that?”  
“I mean I’ve been leveling when I said I 

never met her before. The first time I ever laid 
eyes on her was tonight when I gave her a ride 
through the rain. All a result of which I’m 
now hotter than a two-dollar waffle iron. I 
need help.”  

“You’ve come to the wrong shop for that.” 
Her voice held ice cubes. “The only thing I’ll 
help you to is a ticket to the lethal chamber. I 
hated Connie but I endured her because my 
father loved her. Now his heart’s broken 
because she’s dead. Maybe it’ll mend a little 
when you’ve been executed.”  

“Bloodthirsty people, you Macklins,” I 
commented. “Always going around trying to 
install me in a mahogany kimono. How would 
you like it if I turned the tables?”  

“In what way?”  
I said: “Suppose I beat this croakery rap 

and hang it on your old gent instead?”  
“My . . . my dad? You’re crazy!”  
“Am I?” I leered at her. 
“You must be if you think . . . if you hint 

that he shot her! He was in love with her. 
He—”  

“Love leads to jealousy sometimes,” I 
said. “And you’ve spoken of the fact that she 
had a lot of boy-friends on the side. If that’s 
true, then your father’s motive is obvious. He 
killed her because she was three-timing him.”  

“That’s insane! And besides, he didn’t 
have any opportunity—I mean he answered 
the doorbell when you rang, and then went 
with you to her car and she was dead, so how 
could he have killed her and been with you at 
the same time?”  

“He was quite a while answering the bell,” 
I needled her. 

“Even so, there was no report—”  
I said: “Yeah, yeah, I know. The way it 

looks now, she was already deceased when I 
ferried her home. Okay, maybe your dad shot 
her there by the Annandale golf course, then 
drove back home; got here ahead of me.”  

“That’s a lie. He wasn’t out of the house 
all evening. I know. I was here myself. He 
went to bed early. Connie left right after 
supper and was gone until . . . until you 
brought her body home. You can’t wiggle out 
of it that way, Mister Killer. You can’t put the 
blame on my father for something you did 
yourself.”  

I grinned thinly. “I could try hard.”  
“You wouldn’t dare! Dad’s innocent.”  
“So am I,” I said. “That’s why I’m asking 

you for help. Maybe you can see, now, how an 
innocent party can have suspicion tossed at 
him. Look, toots, let’s discard your old man 
for a moment. Also let’s include me out. 
Assume I’ve been telling the truth.”  

“So wh-what?”  
I said: “In that case we’ve got to try to 

explain some things which aren’t even 
reasonable, such as a defunct dame walking 
around thumbing rides.”  

“You’re still sticking to the impossible 
story, are you?” She glowered at me. 

“Yeah, because it isn’t as impossible as it 
sounds. Suppose we try this on for size: 
Somebody shoots Connie near Annandale. 
After riddling her with buckshot the murderer 
scrams, leaving her ostensibly dead. But there 
have been instances where persons shot and 
dying have lived a while, moved around. You 
can find such eases on record in any police 
file. Somebody gets plugged fatally but 
doesn’t kick off for several minutes, perhaps 
longer.” 

“You . . . mean—?”  
I nodded. “Sure. Maybe your stepmother 

was on her last legs when she thumbed me. 
Maybe she was harboring a chest full of lead 
at the time but didn’t mention it for reasons of 
her own. Suppose she was scared to speak of 
it for fear I would dump her out of my bucket? 
She might have figured I’d be afraid of getting 
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involved in a mess, so she kept quiet about her 
condition. It’s a plausible presumption. All 
right; then I bring her home. En route she 
passes out. I think she’s merely unconscious, 
but actually she’s gone to her ancestors. How 
does that sound?”  

“You . . . you m-make it sound possible, at 
least. Not probable—but perhaps it could have 
happened that way.” 

 
FTER a pause I said: “Thanks for that 
much. Which brings us to the following 

step. I know I didn’t cool her. You feel sure 
your father didn’t. And yet you’ve got the 
notion that she was knocked off during some 
kind of tryst; that one of her sweeties did it.” 

“Yes.”  
“Well, then, that’s where you can help 

me.”  
“How? I don’t quite understand.”  
“Sure you do,” I said. “Just give me a list 

of the guys she’d been playing around with. 
I’ll take it from there.”  

“But . . . but I don’t know them. I don’t 
know their names. I . . . I can’t tell you 
because I’m not sure—” She hesitated. “I 
could mention the ones I suspect, but would 
that be honest? I mean after all, I never had 
any actual proof. Just hearsay, and my own 
intuitions. Some observation too, of course. 
But Connie was clever. She kept her . . . her 
romances well covered. I don’t think dad ever 
even guessed what was going on. I know he 
didn’t, the way he slapped my face tonight for 
what I said.” She rubbed her cheek 
reminiscently; made a rueful mouth.  

“Now hold on,” I rumbled. “You talk 
about your intuitions. Is that all you’ve got to 
go on? That, plus the fact that you disliked 
Connie personally?” 

“My dislike had nothing to do with it. It’s 
true I didn’t want my father to remarry; it 
seemed like a . . . a profanation of my 
mother’s memory. Naturally I resented a 
stepmother. But I resented Connie more than 
I’d have resented anyone else—because I 

knew what kind of person she was. I mean she 
was no good. She was a bit player at dad’s 
studio; she supported him in a couple of minor 
roles and made up to him shamelessly. Set her 
cap for him. Vamped him, I suppose you’d 
call it.”  

I said: “The hell with all that. What I want 
is the names of the guys in her life.” A hunch 
began to gnaw on me. “Listen, baby, are you 
dragging out this dialogue hoping to hold me 
here until somebody barges in. and puts the 
arm on me? Are you running a shenanigan, by 
any chance?”  

“Certainly not!” She bridled, and seemed 
on the brink of adding something more 
emphatic to her denial. The words died in her 
throat, though, because just then somebody 
opened the door; blipped blithely into the 
boudoir.  

The newcomer was her British hubby. “I 
say, Cynthia,” he called out before he noticed 
me. “They haven’t yet found that Turner 
fellow, and I burned—”  

“He’s behind you! Take him!” she shrilled 
shrewishly. “I kept him busy talking—Cedric, 
look out!” 

 
NFORTUNATELY for Cedric he was a 
trifle slow on the uptake; the brunette 

tomato’s warning didn’t help him a bit. With 
one spring I landed on him, wrestled him 
around, measured him for what he needed. 
There was already a bruise on his wattles 
where Tim Macklin had walloped him with a 
right uppercut downstairs a while ago; the 
purplish swelling made his map lopsided, gave 
his straw-colored mustache a drunken slant. 
To balance this I dealt him a dynamite left 
hook that landed with a jolting thud and nearly 
dislocated my arm. It also dislocated Cedric’s 
grey matter. He dropped like a chopped tree. 

Cynthia informed me that my parents had 
lived in kennels and came tearing into me 
under forced draft. I made a loose fist, clipped 
her on the dimple and deposited her on her 
cornerstone. The path to the doorway was now 
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clear and I loped for it with my hip pockets 
dipping  sand; raced out into the second-floor 
hall and pelted down the stairs hellity-blip.  

Then, when I got halfway down, trouble 
loomed. The trouble took shape in the person 
of Tim Macklin himself; he’d just entered the 
stash from the front portico and now he 
pipped me as I descended toward him. He 
raised his right mitt, brandished the same Colt 
.44 hogleg he had tried to use on me earlier in 
the clambake. In another instant his trigger 
finger would pull.  

I jumped. I made like Superman. I hurled 
my tonnage into the atmosphere, volplaned 
down the rest of the stairs and impacted 
against the cowboy hambo’s chest, feet first. 
Our collision was an even exchange; he broke 
my fall and I broke four of his ribs. The 
cannon sailed out of his clutch and he dropped 
flat on his back, gasping, his lungs paralyzed. 
It wasn’t a nice way to treat a guy of his 
vintage, but what the hell; this was no time to 
be polite to your elders.  

I scooped up his dropped roscoe, rammed 
it into my pocket. And with the same motion I 
whipped out my handcuffs, nippered one of 
Macklin’s wrists and clicked the other cuff 
around a newel post of the stairway banister. 
Having accomplished this, I turned in my 
tracks and streaked toward the wigwam’s rear. 

There were two possibilities confronting 
me; I was like a harried traveler beset by 
redskins and wondering which fork of the road 
led to safety. If I’d been twins I’d have 
separated, gone in both directions at once. Not 
being twins, I chose the basement; maybe it 
would prove to be a blind alley but that was 
the chance I had to take. 

 
 HASTY search through the butler’s 
pantry and the oversized kitchen finally 

paid off; I located a door that gave access to 
the cellar stairway. Down the steep steps I 
plunged, lighting my way with the dim yellow 
glow of my pencil torch. At the bottom I 
broomed away the blackness with my flash 

ray; copped a slant at a huge automatic oil-
burner furnace which proved not to be 
functioning at the moment, except for a pilot 
flame no bigger than a blue spark. I snarled: 
“Aw, nuts!” and went chasing back upstairs in 
temporary frustration. 

Back of the kitchen was a service porch, 
and behind that was the rear yard of the 
estate—a tiled-patio effect the dimensions of 
Rhode Island. Off beyond it lay the combined 
garage and servants’ quarters styled like a 
plantation coach house, while in the 
immediate distance there was a swimming 
pool which wasn’t as large as Lake Michigan. 
You could have kept whales in it, however. 

I skirted this inland ocean, went ramming 
through the rain toward the garage with the 
scent of smoke in my smeller. Now I was a 
bloodhound, sniffing at a trail. The odor got 
heavier. I slogged around back of the carriage 
house, and there was what I was looking for—
a big concrete incinerator for the disposal of 
garbage and trash. 

Thin grey clouds came up from its funnel-
shaped chimney and were instantly diluted by 
the attack of fat warm raindrops. The smoke 
had an unpleasant odor, like the burning of 
wet rags. Five would get you fifty that there 
actually were wet rags smouldering in the fire 
chamber. 

I proved it by opening the feedbox, 
reaching in and dragging forth a sodden mass 
of cloth, steamy, hot as hell and laced with 
discouraged runners of flame. Tossing the 
spoils onto the ground, I let the downpour 
quench the glowing places. Then I scooped up 
the ragged remnants, whirled, started back 
toward the Macklin igloo—and ran smack into 
Dave Donaldson. 

“You—!” he yodeled. Then he unshipped 
his service .38, flourished it under my trumpet 
and triumphantly thundered: “Lift the flippers, 
bright eyes! You’re nabbed, and this time I 
mean you’re going to stay nabbed. That or get 
perforated like a used meal-ticket.” 
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CHAPTER V 
 

Switched Surprise 
 

 DIDN’T want to get perforated; my clothes 
were already leaking like a sieve and an 

assortment of bullet holes would increase the 
damage. “All right,” I sighed wearily. 
“You’ve got me.” 

“Yeah.”  
“And I’ve got Mrs. Macklin’s killer.”  
“No,” he said. “I’ve got Mrs. Macklin’s 

killer. You.”  
I dished him a jaundiced glower. “It seems 

to me we’ve played this very same scene 
before, several times.”  

“What scene, wise guy?”  
I said: “You arresting me for something I 

didn’t do, when all the time I’m hep to the 
genuine guilty party.” 

“It’s different this trip. We’ve got the 
deadwood on you. And to make it stick, didn’t 
you try to lam? That’s the same as a 
confession.”  

“Cynthia Blessmere tossed that same line 
at me,” I said. “She was as haywire as you are, 
and I think a phone call will prove it. Anyhow 
I hope it will,” I added grimly.  

Dave regarded me with speculative 
glimmers. “Phone call?” 

“To headquarters.” I nodded. “You can 
make it yourself and if you get the right 
answer you can draw your own conclusions.” 

“Now wait, wisenheimer. Why should I 
call headquarters?”  

“To ask a question.” 
“What question?” he demanded 

querulously. “Do I have to get this out of you 
with a nut-pick?” 

I said: “Not if you’ll be reasonable. All 
you have to do is get in touch with 
Homicide—”  

“Dammit to hell, I’m Homicide!”  
“I mean the autopsy surgeon, and quit 

interrupting,” I growled peevishly. “Phone 

him and see if he’s performed a post mortem 
on Mrs. Macklin’s husk.”  

“What do you mean, post mortem? There 
won’t be one until I’ve ordered it—” 

“You did,” I said. 
“Hunh?”  
“You gave instructions for a complete 

examination, with especial reference to an 
analysis of the stomach contents.”  

He clapped a hand to his forehead. 
Unfortunately it was the mitt in which he was 
clenching his Police Positive, which resulted 
in his dealing himself a resounding thump on 
the sconce. “One of us must be insane,” he 
moaned softly.  “Ouch.” Violently he rubbed 
the knob he had raised on his scalp. “I did no 
such thing. I haven’t been in touch win 
headquarters since I got here.” 

“I have,” I said.  
“You—hah? What’s that you yodeled?”  
“I said I’ve been in touch with 

headquarters. I used your name and ordered 
the post mortem.”  

He looked up at heaven as if seeking 
solace, but heaven merely dumped a gallon of 
rainwater in his optics. “You . . . you—” he 
muttered in choked accents. “You—” 

“Let’s not be repetitious,” I told him. “Go 
phone the surgeon and ask him about those 
stomach contents. Particularly whether or not 
there were traces of unassimilated alcohol 
present.”  

He favored me with a plaintive stare. 
“Alcohol? Why?”  

“Never mind. I’ll explain later. Will you 
make the call or do you want this whole fish-
fry to fall apart?”  

He said gloomily: “I’ll make it. I don’t 
know why it is, but I’m always doing what 
you want me to do. You hex me. You’ve got 
the evil eye on me. For years.” He shoved me 
toward the house and we went in by the 
service porch, gained the kitchen. 

There was a wall phone over by the 
butler’s pantry and Dave dialed it while 
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muttering in his beard. After a while he got his 
connection, asked what I wanted him to ask. 

 
RESENTLY he hung up, turned to me. 
The mystification on his map made him 

resemble a moron trying to learn differential 
calculus. “Okay,” he said despondently. “No 
alcohol.”  

“You’re sure?”  
“They said no trace of alcohol in the 

stomach contents. What more do you want?”  
I said: “I want a pinch. Come on!” and 

dragged him toward the front of the wigwam. 
We barreled into the reception hall, headed 
into the last act of this dopey drama. 

The scene that met Dave’s glimmers made 
him draw up short in utter stupefaction. You 
couldn’t blame him for that. Tim Macklin had 
now recovered consciousness where I’d 
knocked him cold when I jumped down on 
him from the middle of the staircase five or 
ten minutes before. The cowboy hambo was 
exactly where I’d left him, still handcuffed to 
the newel post of the stairway banister. He 
was groaning from the pain of his fractured 
slats but aside from this he seemed in fair 
shape. 

Hovering around him were his daughter 
and her British better half. Cynthia and Cedric 
were whacking away at the newel post in an 
effort to knock it loose from its anchorage so 
they could slip off the second handcuff and 
free the old man from durance. They weren’t 
getting anywhere, though; the post was too 
rugged for them. 

Donaldson copped a flabbergasted hinge at 
Macklin in manacles and screeched: “You 
mean he’s the killer?”  

I withheld my answer until I took out my 
ring of keys, unlocked the hambo’s wrists. 
Then, pivoting, I suddenly snicked one cuff on 
Cynthia’s wrist and the other on Cedric’s, thus 
nippering husband and wife together at one 
fell swoop. “No,” I said. “Macklin didn’t 
croak Connie. These two did.”  

The ensuing minute was thick with uproar, 
blue with profanity. Blessmere and the 
brunette cookie joined in a duet of guttersnipe 
language, called me every dirty name they 
could think of. A longshoreman could have 
taken lessons from them, and a mule-skinner 
would have blushed with embarrassment. 

I waited until they ran out of breeze. 
“Finished?” I asked. It seemed that they were, 
so I went on: “Okay, now comes the boring 
part. It’s the last chapter, where the clever 
detective tells how he broke the case.”  

They glared poison at me. 
“It goes like this,” I said. “A dame 

thumbed me for a ride. I gave it to her. She 
was alive when I brought her home. Five 
minutes later she was defunct with a charge of 
buckshot in her bellows and her flesh was 
cooled off—and no gunshot had been heard. 
Moreover, no pellets were in my coupe’s 
upholstery. That looks impossible, doesn’t it? 
As a matter of fact it was impossible. It didn’t 
actually happen that way at all.”  

“All right, genius,” Cynthia jeered. “What 
did happen?”  

I set fire to a gasper, spoke through a 
cloud of fumes. “It’s a switch routine.”  

“Switch routine?” Blessmere stared at me 
narrowly. 

I nodded. “Connie Macklin was supposed 
to have left home this evening in her car, 
destination unknown. In reality her destination 
was death. She never got off these grounds. 
You two lice ambushed her, probably out in 
the garage; blew a hole in her. It’s been 
raining all night and the storm probably 
helped to muffle the report; besides, if you 
shot her in the garage with the doors closed 
there wouldn’t have been a noticeable noise 
here in the house proper; no more than the 
sound of a distant backfire or something. I’m 
assuming there were no servants upstairs over 
the garage; very likely they’d been dismissed, 
given the evening off. That would have to be 
part of the plan.”   

P 
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“Yes, the servants were off tonight,” Tim 
Macklin mumbled in a dazed voice. “But. . . 
but—” 

 
 THANKED him for that much 
corroboration and turned again to his 

daughter and her husband. “Okay, Connie was 
now defunct. But a corpse is a hard thing to 
dispose of, and if her shell was found here on 
the estate the finger would be on everybody 
living here—including you two. Your 
problem, then, was to have the kill discovered 
elsewhere.”  

“Dream on, wise guy,” Cynthia said. 
“Much ob1iged; I intend to.” I crushed out 

my cigarette. “You wanted it to appear that 
Connie had been bumped somewhere else. It’s 
a dangerous stunt, though, to cart a cadaver 
around town in an automobile. Anything could 
go haywire. You might have an accident. Or 
violate a traffic law and be stopped by cops. 
Or somebody might be sharp enough to notice 
the kind of cargo you’re freighting. Therefore 
you decided on a switch act. Instead of taking 
the dead doll away from the estate you stashed 
her right here on the grounds and drove away 
yourself—impersonating her.”  

The brunette jane stiffened. “Oh, yes?”  
“Yes, indeed. You took her car and went 

to Annandale; parked it behind the golf 
course. You wore a dress that duplicated what 
Connie herself was wearing; you’d planned 
for that in advance, had a similar frock made 
for yourself. Now, wearing those duds, all you 
needed was a red wig to match your 
stepmother’s hair. That plus a generous 
daubing of mud on your mush, which is a very 
effective disguise on a dark and stormy night.” 

“Are you trying to say I—”  
I rasped: “Yeah. I’m saying you were the 

filly who flagged me for a lift. When I picked 
you up you pretended you were Connie. I 
believed you: why not? I’d never met her. You 
did a damned good acting job, too. Shivering. 
Playing like you were sick. Hell, I was so 
worried about you that I insisted on giving 

you a snort of my precious Scotch, remember! 
And that snifter tripped you, baby.”  

“How?” she challenged me. 
“I’ll come to that presently. Meanwhile 

where was I? Oh, yeah. I brought you home in 
my heap, parked you under the porte-cochere 
while I barged around front and rang the 
doorbell for help. You’d fooled me into 
thinking you were unconscious but that also 
was an act. The instant my back was turned 
you blipped out of my jalopy; then, together 
with your husband, you placed Connie’s 
corpse—the real corpse which had been 
hidden here on the grounds the entire time—
you stuffed it into my chariot where you’d 
been slumped an instant before. No wonder 
Macklin and I found a defunct dame when we 
looked. You and Cedric had put her there. She 
was in a frock like yours; she was soaked to 
the skin. And you’d daubed a lot of mud on 
her to match your own mush. It was a smart 
twist; a switch guaranteed to fool almost 
anybody.”  

Macklin looked at his brunette daughter as 
if he’d spawned an ogre. “My heavens!” he 
whispered. 

 
 WENT on talking to the chick. “Having 
planted the body in my coupe, you dashed 

indoors; went in the back way. You peeled out 
of your wet threads, washed the mud off your 
map, slipped into a negligee. Pretty soon you 
heard your father fighting with me, outside; 
that was the cue for you and Cedric to come 
rushing out and take a hand in the brawl. 
Everything went like clockwork. Now I was 
your fall guy. You’d picked me at random; 
any bozo riding alone past Annandale would 
have done as well. All you had to do was say 
Connie had been a tramp; that she’d had a lot 
of boy-friends. This created the natural 
suspicion that I was one of her sweeties and 
that I was the one who’d croaked her before 
toting her home.” 

“Make it stick. I dare you!”  
I said: “Well, there’s the question of 

I 
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motive. You hated Connie; you’d have hated 
any doll your dad married. It was probably an 
obsession—although maybe dough entered 
into it too. I think it did. Your old gent’s new 
wife would come in for half his geetus some 
day when he passed to his reward; but if he 
didn’t have a wife, you and Cedric would 
inherit it all. Cedric being a sponger, a 
scenario scribbler who hardly ever sold any 
scenarios, why naturally he’d be willing to 
work with you in your killery scheme. In fact, 
the whole plot sounds like something a hack 
writer like Cedric would originate. And 
considering the impersonation angle, it had to 
be pulled by some she-male who was close to 
Connie and would know what clothes she was 
wearing; somebody who could duplicate those 
duds. All of which pointed to you.”  

“And your proof?”  
I grinned at her. “Don’t worry, I’ve got 

you nailed three separate ways. First, the 
cupcake who thumbed a ride with me took a 
swig of my Vat 69. We’ve just had an autopsy 
report from the medical examiner at 
headquarters. He performed a post mortem on 
Connie’s carcass, analyzed the stomach 
contents. There was no alcohol present. 
Therefore, obviously she wasn’t the dame who 
rode in my bucket and swigged my skee.” 

“What else?”  
“Second, when I was in your boudoir a 

while ago I realized you were prolonging our 
conversation, deliberately hoping to keep me 
on tap until somebody came in and nabbed 
me. You’d dumped me in a jackpot and 
wanted to keep me there—still trying to make 
me the fall guy. Unfortunately for you, you’d 
selected a private snoop to take the rap; and 
private snoops aren’t easy to frame. All the 

time you were delaying me, I was stringing 
you. I asked you what guys Connie had played 
around with and you couldn’t give me names 
or facts; therefore you were lying about her 
lovers. She’d never had any. She was decent. 
Then I got a break. Cedric barged in and 
didn’t notice me at first. He mentioned that he 
had burned something but you shut him up 
quick. He’d said enough, though, to put me 
hep. And I found the duplicate costume in the 
incinerator; the dress you had worn when you 
thumbed me down in front of the golf course.”  

“You . . . you can’t prove I wore it. Maybe 
some other girl—”  

I said: “Sheep-dip, kiddo, sheep-dip. Your 
fingerprints will be on my fifth of Vat 69 
where you held it to your kisser and had a 
snort. I’ve got you and Cedric by the short 
hair.” 

That cooked her. It also cooked the 
Englishman. He yanked at the handcuff which 
linked him to Cynthia and snarled: “You 
brainless buzzard, if you hadn’t picked up a 
detective this wouldn’t have happened!”  

“If you hadn’t planned it with all the 
complications we’d never have got caught!” 
she squalled back at him. Then she seemed to 
savvy she’d confessed. “Oh, you f-fool!” she 
whimpered. “Now we’re done for!”  

She was right, of course. Dave Donaldson 
took both of them to the gow in a hell of a 
yank; but the guy I pitied was Tim Macklin. 
The cowboy hambo’s gorgeous wife had been 
bumped by his own daughter and son-in-law 
and now he had nobody. He was a tired old 
man, and he was all alone. 

I said softly: “Sorry, pal,” and went out 
into the rain. Then, as I drove away, all the 
lights in the house went off one by one. 

 


