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HAIR OF THE DOG 
 

By ROBERT LESLIE BELLEM 
 
Dan Turner wasn’t ordinarily the sort of shamus who messed around with disguises, but here 
he was now pretending he was a chauffeur and watching an old goat who evidently craved to 

become a gunsel in connection with his romantic activities—and before this odd escapade 
caromed into murder, Dan already had earned his fee! . . . 

 
 FELT like a goof in my grey gabardine 
livery. Of all the many dizzy detective 
jobs I’ve tackled in my years as a 

Hollywood snoop, this one took the lead-
weighted life preserver because it required me 
to work in disguise—if you could call a 
chauffeur’s uniform a disguise. In any event 
there I was in puttees, breeches, box-pleated 
tunic and a semi-military cap, handling the 
wheel of a big Lincoln Continental limousine 
that didn’t really need me to drive it; a kettle 
like that practically drove itself. 

“Turn to the right at the next street, 
Judkins,” the guy in the tonneau said through 
the intercom phone. 

I winced at the Judkins routine. My name 

isn’t Judkins, it’s Dan Turner. But Alonzo 
Slade, the old gaffer who was my passenger, 
didn’t know that. He would probably have 
thrown a wingding if he’d realized he was 
being wafted through Westwood by a private 
ferret. I made my signal for the turn he 
wanted; instinctively glanced in the rear-view 
mirror. Then I felt the short hairs prickling at 
the nape of my nicely manicured neck.  

Slade was stuffing a rod inside his coat.  
This was as incongruous as a retired 

Supreme Court justice doing a fan dance in a 
nudist colony. The Slade citizen was all of 
seventy, even though he didn’t look a day over 
sixty-nine. He had dignified white hair, the 
clear waxen skin you get when you’re no 
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more than three leaps away from the 
graveyard, a pair of faded blue glims that still 
retained their twinkling sharpness, and a 
barbered mustache so snowy it looked like the 
bristles of a paintbrush dipped in whitewash. 
He wore a gates-ajar collar, Ascot tie, black 
cutaway morning coat and striped trousers; the 
full regalia of a gee who knew how to live up 
to his wealth and social position. He reminded 
me of a professional model for one of those 
Men of Distinction whisky ads. 

He did not remind me of a gunsel. 
And yet he was packing heat. I saw the 

glitter of the gat he stowed in his inside breast 
pocket, and the surprise of it nearly made me 
send the Continental into a palm tree. I 
recovered control in the nick of time; tooled 
the swanky black bucket back into line and 
finished making my turn. “Sorry, sir,” I 
murmured. “I must have been napping.”  

In the mirror he looked serenely 
undisturbed. ‘‘‘Quite all right, Judkins. I must 
ask my son what ever possessed him to 
engage such an inexperienced chauffeur. 
Straight ahead, please.” 

 
NEXPERIENCED chauffeur! One Judkins 
with ears batted down. A very polite 

batting-down, of course; nothing harsh, no 
rancor, no raised voice, no muleskinner 
language. Just a polite, dispassionate remark 
which sank like a poisoned barb, hilt-deep in 
your ego; two casual words that flayed the 
hide off your self-esteem and revealed you for 
what you were: an incompetent jerk. If my 
name really had been Judkins I’d have busted 
out bawling. As it was, I let it ride. Slade 
couldn’t help it if he’d been rich so long he 
had forgotten what it meant to treat hirelings 
as human beings. Dough does that to people. 
Some people. 

I drove straight ahead, please, into the 
waning redness of an afternoon sun that was 
nearly through for the day. 

Slade said through the intercom: “Next 
house on your right—that brown stucco.”  

I parked, hopped out smartly, blipped 
around to the curb side and opened the 
tonneau door with a flourish. A bit player 
couldn’t have done it better in a DeMille 
production. “Yes, sir.” I offered him my arm. 

“Don’t do that, Judkins.” He glared at me 
balefully. “Damn it, I am neither senile nor 
incapacitated. When I require cane, crutches 
and a male nurse I shall so indicate. Until that 
time, be good enough to let me get the hell out 
of my car under my own power. I make 
myself clear, I trust?”  

“Very clear, sir,” I said, dead-pan. Inside 
me a voice asked: What do you do next, hot 
shot? You were hired to keep a peeper on this 
old joe, report his movements and find out the 
dimensions of the jackpot he’s supposed to be 
in. So now he’s going visiting in a nice little 
brown-stucco stash and he’s toting a heater. 
Do you frisk him for it and spill the beans that 
you’re a private pry in the employ of his son 
or do you let him prance out of sight to do 
whatever it is a man does when he carries a 
cannon? 

Slade answered the problem for me by 
ankling away before I had a chance to act. He 
trucked up the cement steps to the front porch 
of the brown bungalow and called over his 
shoulder: “You may come back for me in an 
hour, Judkins.”  

“Hey—I mean hey, sir,” I said. “Don’t you 
want me to wait?”  

“No.”  
“But—”  
“If I had wanted you to wait I would have 

said so. By instructing you to return in an 
hour, I specifically indicated that you’re to go 
away.” Over his shoulder he cast me an 
irritable look. “Gad, Judkins, you appall me.” 
He then took a key out of his pants, fitted it 
into the front-door lock, swung the portal 
inward, entered, and slammed the door shut 
after him. 

So I appalled him. Okay, he appalled me 
too. Particularly regarding that fowling-piece 
he had on his person. Guys don’t scurry 
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around under full armament without some 
reason. Not even ancient guys of Alonzo 
Slade’s vintage. There was something grim 
behind the caper; something dark and 
ominous, just as his son Gerald had suspected. 

 
ERALD was a dramatic star in Paragon 
Productions, a handsome hunk of ham 

who’d been on top of the movie heap for quite 
a number of years as the crow flies. Middle-
fortyish now, he still had all it took to be a 
top-flight screen luminary: looks, voice, 
ability and mature charm. Just a few days ago 
he’d come to my agency office and said: “I’m 
concerned about my father, Mr. Turner. He 
hasn’t been himself lately. He goes on motor 
trips without telling me anything about them. 
Several times he has stayed away all night—
with no explanation. And his personal bank 
account is being steadily depleted; checks 
made out to Cash, or Bearer. I think he’s in 
trouble, and I think the trouble has to do with 
a woman. I’d like you to find out what that 
trouble is—and who the woman is.”  

“By tailing him?”  
“I have a better idea than that. My 

chauffeur just went to the hospital for an 
appendectomy. Suppose you take his place; 
then if Dad has you drive him anywhere you’ll 
be able to tell me where you took him, and so 
forth.” 

Nothing had been said about bodyguarding 
the old character and there had been no hint of 
gunplay in the offing. Consequently, I had 
accepted the assignment with no thought that 
it might lead to potential bloodshed. But now, 
as I wheeled the Lincoln around the nearest 
corner, I wasn’t so sure. I had a sudden ugly 
hunch I’d stuck my neck out by taking the job; 
and moreover, I was about to stick it out even 
farther.  

I parked, walked back to the intersection, 
strolled toward the brown-stucco tepee and 
tried to make up my mind whether to go rap 
on the door or just stand and watch, awaiting 
developments. Again the decision was taken 

out of my hands.  
A guy sauntered up to me. “Blow,” he 

said. 
He was tall, a little over six feet, which put 

him about my level. But he didn’t weigh 
anywhere near my hundred and ninety. He 
was so skinny you could have used him for a 
bed slat. His mush was skinny, too, long and 
narrow, like a horse’s face; a very vicious 
horse. His duds were in excellent taste but his 
leer was not. That had evil in it, and low 
cunning. His teeth needed cleaning. “Blow, 
bub,” he lipped at me. 

I said: “Don’t tell me. Let me guess. 
Gangster pix at Warner Brothers. You play the 
third-assistant torpedo. The heel with the 
yellow streak, the one that always turns stool 
pigeon just before the final fade-out.”  

“A wisenheimer,” he said. He put a gasper 
between his lips and did the match-and-
thumbnail trick; obtained fire and touched it to 
the end of the coffin nail, dragging in a deep 
inhalation. The next time he spoke, the 
cigarette bobbed up and down in his kisser. 
“Do you get those bright remarks with the 
monkey suit or do they come extra?” Then he 
slitted his glims. “You heard your boss say 
scram and come back in an hour. Why don’t 
you be a nice flunkey and take your orders?”  

“So you were lurking around in the 
offing,” I said. “Eavesdropping.”  

“You going to keep on being fresh? I said 
blow. The old ginzo said blow. That makes it 
unanimous.” 

“I like it here,” I told him. “I like the air. 
Or at least I did until you came along to 
pollute it. What the hell cooks? What gives 
you the feeble notion you can order me 
around? This street is a public thoroughfare. 
I’m staying.”  

“That way, hunh?”  
“That way,” I said. 
He turned, walked up onto the porch of the 

brown stucco, took a key out of his pocket, 
unlocked the door and marched in. So that 
made two guys with keys. I wondered if 
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Skinny was going to squeal to Alonzo Slade 
that his, Slade’s, chauffeur, was casing the 
joint. Could be. 

 
 MINUTE passed. Two. From 
somewhere inside, a shot sounded; a 

spitefully sneezed Ka-Chow! that meant a 
handgun. 

I gasped: “What the hell!” and catapulted 
to the porch, hurled my tonnage at the portal, 
smacked it open and sailed headlong over the 
threshold. My plunge carried me into a small 
living-room, neat but far from gaudy. From 
this a hallway led rearward, bisecting the 
house into two unequal halves: dinette, 
kitchen and a service porch on the right, two 
bedrooms and a bath on the left. The door of 
the back bedroom was open. Skinny was 
sagging against the frame, propping himself 
there, pressing a palm to his left shoulder. The 
shoulder was leaking bright red gravy from a 
neat puncture. Within the room stood Alonzo 
Slade, his fist holding a gat from whose 
muzzle a wisp of smoke trailed upward in a 
thin blue spiral. 

Behind him there was a bed. The bed had 
a dame on it, a voluptuous quail in a negligee. 
She had henna-red hair, delishful curves and a 
hole in her skull. She was deader than a 
bucket of chopped bait. 

 
 ALWAYS have a heater handy. Mine is a 
.32 automatic in a leather armpit rig. I 

yanked it out and said: “Drop yours, Grampa.”  
Old man Slade let his pistol fall to the 

floor. He frowned at me. “Grampa? Don’t be 
insolent, Judkins.”  

“Judkins my adenoids,” I said bitterly. 
“The hell with that. I happen to be a private 
op, name of Turner. Dan Turner.”  

The skinny guy moaned: “Oh,--”  
“Heard of me, have you?”  
He gulped. “Yeah. Look, shamus, this 

shoulder of mine—”  
“Stew your shoulder. You’ll probably 

live.” 

“But it hurts. Methuselah, here, put a slug 
through me.”  

I said: “You’re not the only one, it would 
appear.”  

Slade became very, very dignified. “That’s 
wrong, Jud—er, Mr. Turner, or whatever the 
devil your name is. I admit I shot this man. I 
did not shoot Lyric, however.”  

“Lyric?” I looked at the she-male 
remnants on the bed.  

“Lyric Fenway. The woman I loved.”  
So her name was Lyric Fenway and he’d 

loved her and he’d been old enough to be her 
father. Maybe even her grandfather. 
“Romance, it’s wonnerful,” I said. “But 
murder isn’t. This is for the cops, of course. 
Don’t anybody move while I’m phoning. I’m 
pretty quick with the trigger myself. And this 
thing in my mitt is oiled for a fast bang.” 
There was a telephone beyond the bed. I 
moved for it, not turning my back on Slade or 
Skinny.  

Slade shifted on his feet, uneasily. “I 
assure you I did not shoot her. I shot only this 
. . . er . . . person.” He indicated the slabsided 
guy. “Surely you must have heard the report 
of the gun. One report. And one only.”  

“The first one was muffled, I guess.” I 
thrust a thumb toward the bed. Two pillows 
were wadded alongside the defunct doll. A 
hole went through the two pillows, with burn 
marks on the entrance side. “You held your 
gat against those and fired through them. 
Simple, but effective.”  

“You’re quite wrong. I want my son. I 
want him to come here. I want him to know of 
your high-handed attitude. Perhaps you aren’t 
the detective you claim to be. I want Gerald.”  

I said: “Gerald you can have. I’ll give you 
that much,” Then I dialed the Slade residence, 
got the old man’s movie-star offspring on the 
line. “Look,” I said. “This is Turner. I have 
news for you; bad news. Your pappy just 
cooled a cutie entitled Lyric Fenway, an 
implausible monicker and an even more 
implausible murder. Better hie yourself over 

A 

I 



Hair of the Dog 5

here pronto.”  
“My God—!” Gerald gave vent to an 

anguished bleat. “You’re kidding me. You 
must be. Dad’s too chivalrous to shoot a 
woman. He’s the very soul of chivalry. He—” 

“This time it seems he’s not the soul of 
chivalry,” I growled. “He’s the heel.” Then I 
disconnected to forestall further parley; 
twirled the dial again and got police 
headquarters, asked for my friend Dave 
Donaldson of the homicide detail. When he 
answered, I said: “Turner squalling. I’m 
wading around up to my navel in bumpery.” I 
dished him the address and salient facts. 

“Be right with you,” Dave said crisply. 
“Sit on the lid.”  

I hung up, thought a moment, riffled 
through the phone directory on the bedside 
table and once more called Gerald Slade. I 
failed to catch him, though. A servant said he 
had just left in a hell of a yank. This was 
probably true, because he arrived very shortly 
after that. 

 
E MUST have come by jet propulsion, 
beating Dave Donaldson by a good ten 

minutes—a circumstance which was aided, no 
doubt, by the fact that Gerald’s domicile was 
much closer than downtown headquarters. The 
handsome Paragon Pix hambo bustled into the 
brown-stucco igloo looking haggard and 
harried; deep lines of worry etched his 
matinee-idol puss, his kisser was twisted and 
his glims were wild.  Meantime I had herded 
his pappy and the skinny bozo to the front 
room, so that when Gerald entered the stash it 
practically constituted a reunion. “Dad!” the 
younger Slade declaimed in unsteady tones. 
“How could you deliberately take a gun and-”  

“Wait a second,” I said. “That makes twice 
you’ve mentioned a gun, or shooting, as the 
croakery method. The first time was when I 
phoned you. But I never told you how the 
Fenway cupcake got rubbed out. So how come 
you know so much about it?”  

The younger Slade lifted a shoulder. “We 

keep a pistol at home. I checked on it, and it’s 
gone. Naturally, when you called me and told 
me of the murder, I assumed Dad was the one 
who took it. And if he did, why of course that 
was how he must have killed her.” 

“An obvious assumption,” his father said 
heavily. “But an erroneous conclusion. It’s 
true I took the gun from where you usually 
keep it, Gerald. But I did not shoot Lyric with 
it.”  

Skinny whined: “You sure shot me, mister. 
If I don’t get me some bandages pretty soon 
I’ll be bleeding to death.”  

“And good riddance.” Alonzo Slade 
bristled his white mustache. He turned again 
to his son. “This insufferable bounder was 
helping Lyric leech me.”  

“Blackmail?” Gerald tensed visibly. 
“Something of the sort. I believe it’s 

known as badgering. He claims his name is 
Fenway, Tom Fenway. Lyric’s husband.”  

I said: “Lyric’s widower now, if they 
really were married.”  

“Yes, since she’s dead,” the old bozo 
agreed impassively, and then proceeded to 
ignore me while he told his son the story. “I’d 
met her and fallen in love with her. At my age, 
that statement may sound absurd to you. To 
me, however, it was a sincere thing. When it 
reached the point where she gave me a key to 
her cottage, I almost forgot my years; in my 
own eyes, at least, I was young again. Then 
one day this . . . this fellow, this Tom Fenway, 
burst in and confronted us.” He cast a 
withering glance at Skinny. “He claimed I had 
broken up his home, and demanded payment. 
Otherwise he threatened to make the scandal 
public.” 

Gerald said: “And you were afraid that 
scandal would reflect on me, injure my screen 
career. Right, Dad?”  

“Quite right. So I paid, in checks drawn to 
Bearer or drawn to Cash. All of which made 
no difference in my feelings for Lyric. She 
assured me she was through with her husband 
and loved only me. We’d come almost to the 
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point of discussing a divorce for her so that we 
could be married.”  

Gerald seemed to repress a shudder. 
“Good lord! Me with a stepmother younger 
than I am!” 

“I’m sorry if the thought disturbs you, son. 
Not that it will ever happen, now.”  

“No. What’s going to happen is a lot 
worse. You’ll be arrested for killing her.”  

“But I didn’t kill her, Gerald, Here’s how 
it was. This afternoon I received an 
anonymous telephone call. A muffled voice 
informed me, vulgarly, that I was being played 
as a sucker; that Lyric and this husband of 
hers were still living together, milking me and 
sharing the profits of their little badger game. I 
determined to come see her and have a 
showdown; if necessary, to frighten her with a 
display of firearms, so that she would either 
confess or deny complicity in the . . . er . . . 
shakedown plot. If she denied it, I was 
prepared to believe her and go on as before.”  

I said: “And if she confessed you intended 
to cool her, eh?”  

“No. I intended merely to walk out.”  
“What made you change your mind?” I 

asked him. 
He frowned. “I did not change my mind, 

sir. I did not murder her. I walked into this 
room and she wasn’t here. That was not 
unusual; she often kept me waiting while she . 
. . er . . . primped and preened in her bedroom. 
Frequently she would not even answer me 
when I called to her. A form of coquetry, I 
suppose. This was one of the times when she 
didn’t answer. I poured myself a drink and sat 
down to wait.”  

I said: “While I was driving the limousine 
around the corner and walking back, 
probably.”  

“Probably. Then, presently, I grew tired of 
the capricious little game and went to her 
bedroom door. I knocked. There was no 
answer.”  

“That would be when I was talking to 
Skinny on the sidewalk,” I said. 

“I’m sure I wouldn’t know. I know only 
that I finally decided to open the bedroom 
door. 1 found Lyric dead. I was unutterably 
shocked. For a moment I did nothing. Then, as 
I turned around to leave the bedroom, her . . . 
husband appeared. He tried to jump me. I 
drew my pistol and shot him.”  

“Oh. Self-defense.”  
“Something like that, I suppose.”  
Skinny said nasally: “And I can feel 

myself getting weak from loss of blood. You 
going to let me stand here and croak?”  

“Shut up,” I growled at him. “I’ve 
gandered that wound you’re whining about. A 
scratch. If you mention it again I’ll clout you 
like a gong.” Then I fixed the fish-eyed focus 
on Alonzo Slade; favored him with a 
supercilious leer. “Personally I don’t believe a 
damned word you’ve said, Gramp. I think 
Lyric admitted she’d been in on the 
shakedown caper, so you plugged her. Two 
gets you seven a jury will think the same.”  

At this, Gerald twitched as if he’d been 
rammed by a red-hot bodkin. “Turner, listen, I 
can’t let my father be arrested for a sordid 
murder like this. I can’t!”  

“Thinking of your career?” I studied him. 
“No. I’m thinking only of Dad.” He 

squared his shoulders, and for an instant I 
thought he was going to live up to the hero 
roles he enacted in the flickering tintypes. “I’d 
sooner confess to the killing myself than have 
him stand trial.” Then he vitiated every bit of 
this potential self-sacrifice and canceled out 
the noble remark by adding: “Why can’t we 
pin it on this Fenway louse!” 

T
 
HE FENWAY louse stiffened in every 
inch of his skinny framework. Apparently 

forgetting his wounded shoulder, he gave vent 
to an outraged caterwaul. “Now just a minute! 
I’m not standing still for no frame, see!” He 
spread his long chemical-stained fingers. “I 
didn’t cool my wife and, nobody’s going to 
make me take a fall for it. She was alive last 
time I seen her, about an hour ago. She knew 
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old Slade was coming to pay a call, so I 
ducked out and sort of hung around the 
neighborhood, keeping myself scarce. Then 
Slade showed up and went in—”  

“Whereupon you tried to order me off the 
street,” I said. 

“Well, yeah, because I figured there was 
something funny. I’d heard the old goat telling 
you to scram, so why was you smelling 
around? It didn’t look kosher. I thought maybe 
you was somebody going to run a whizzer on 
Lyric; I didn’t know how or what kind; I just 
had a hunch. So I went in to warn her, just in 
case. Only she was dead, and I jumped at 
Slade like he says, and he hauled off and 
drilled me.”  

Gerald made with a sneer. “A likely story. 
The truth is probably that you’d had some sort 
of quarrel with Lyric, perhaps over a division 
of the spoils, and you killed her. Then you 
went out, leaving her body for my father to 
find. Hoping in some way to clear yourself by 
throwing the guilt on him. The fact that he had 
a gun and wounded you was just a 
coincidence. Isn’t that how you see it, 
Turner?” he asked me. He made a furtive 
rubbing motion of thumb over fingertips, a 
movement that always means money. I got the 
hint. He was offering me dough if I would 
back up his theory; telling me I could name 
my own price. 

I regretfully ignored the opportunity. As 
much as I like geetus, I was playing no 
favorites at that juncture. “The whole thing is 
up to the cops,” I said. “They’ll take Fenway 
down and put him through the wringer, of 
course. But they’ll sweat your father too. 
Somebody’s bound to cave in. A length of 
rubber hose is an excellent persuader when 
applied to the anatomy by a policeman. 
Especially a muscular policeman.”  

The skinny ginzo yeeped: “Not me they 
don’t sock with no rubber hose. Not while I 
got my health.” Then, to prove he had quite a 
lot of health despite his nicked shoulder, he 
kicked me. 

If he’d swung a punch at me I think I 
would have been set for it; a private snoop 
needs quick reflexes and mine are as rapid as 
the next guy’s. But somehow, when you’re on 
the alert for possible attack, you think of fists, 
not feet. I wasn’t guarding against a rising 
brogan on the end of an elongated stilty leg. 
The idea just didn’t dawn on me—until too 
late. 

The French sometimes use it in the boxing 
ring. They call it la savate. I called it a boot in 
the groin—and doubled over, sick as a 
drunken monkey. As I fell down, Fenway 
kicked me again; this time at the back of my 
neck. It seemed a giant pair of scissors 
snipped me loose from consciousness and sent 
me tumbling end over appetite into a 
bottomless black pool that gulped me like an 
oyster. 

 
HE PUNGENT, pervading odor of 
anesthetics and medicines and chemical 

disinfectants drifted to my trumpet, mingled 
with a foul and rancid reek as of stale cigar 
butts. The medicinal smell meant I was in a 
hospital. The cigar-butt halitosis meant that 
my friend Dave Donaldson was leaning over 
my bed, breathing in my map. With 
considerable effort I pried my eyes open, 
looked up into his beefy features, moaned 
wanly from the pain of my dented noggin and 
whispered: “Hi, pal, how’s the homicide 
squad and all the little homicides?”  

“Doing fine, thanks. Now just take it easy, 
Sherlock, and you’ll be well in less than a 
week. That was a nasty kicking you had. It’s a 
wonder you were able to tell me the score at 
all.”  

I goggled at him. “Score? What score?”  
“Why, everything. When I drifted into that 

brown-stucco house you were all alone with 
the corpse; And out cold. You—”  

“Wait. You mean the two Slades and the 
skinny guy had lammed? All three of them?”  

Dave nodded sagely. “But of course as 
soon as you came to and told me what had 
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happened, I started the wheels rolling.”   
I felt as dizzy as a drunk on a merry-go-

round. I couldn’t remember telling him 
anything. I couldn’t remember, period. After I 
got booted on the back of the conk, everything 
had gone blank. So now it was later, a hell of a 
lot later, and I was in drydock but I’d 
explained everything to Donaldson without 
even knowing what I was doing. A fine thing, 
I thought. Temporary amnesia or aphasia; a 
mental lapse resulting from concussion of the 
brain. In a foggy voice I mumbled: “If I told 
you anything it was my scar tissue doing the 
dialogue. Don’t hold me responsible.”  

“Mustn’t be modest, Hawkshaw. On you 
it’s unbecoming. Your information put me on 
the right track, but quick. I sent some of my 
boys to the Slade house and they were both 
there, father and son; I they didn’t even put up 
a bleat when they got pinched. So then we 
checked the two bullets.”  

“What two bullets?”  
“The one in Lyric Fenway’s head that 

killed her. And the one that nicked her 
widower in the shoulder and lodged in the 
wall. I wouldn’t even have known about that 
one if you hadn’t told me.”  

I said: “How come you wouldn’t?”  
“Because we haven’t found Fenway as yet. 

I’m afraid he made a clean getaway after he 
kicked you. And then, of course, the Slades 
took advantage of the situation and powdered. 
However, it doesn’t matter a bit. All’s well 
that ends well. We won’t be needing Fenway 
except maybe as a material witness. We’ve 
got our killer. You see, the two bullets 
matched up. They were identical. And they’d 
both come out of the gun you forced old Slade 
to drop on the floor of the bedroom.”  

“The hell you warble!”  
“Yeah. So when we confronted the old 

blister with that, there wasn’t anything else he 
could do but confess.”  

I said weakly: “He admitted bumping the 
jane?”  

“He sure did. Gerald tried to take the rap 

himself but that’s a lot of fertilizer. He also 
tried to say Fenway did it but that’s fertilizer 
too. As long as Pappy Slade confessed, I’m 
satisfied.” He beamed at me, benevolently. 
“And now that the doctors tell me you’re out 
of danger, everything’s dandy.”  

“Everything stinks,” I said, and sat up, 
threw the covers off my aching tonnage. 
“Skinny Fenway is still messed up in this 
routine. He’s got to be found.” 

“Why? Here, get back in that bed, you 
fool!” 

 
 DISREGARDED him; stood up. I felt very, 
very infirm, but I stood up. “There’s a 

missing connection,” I said. “Fenway is the 
link. Without him you’ll never get a 
conviction against Alonzo Slade. Where the 
devil are my clothes?”  

“In that closet, but you mustn’t—what do 
you mean, Fenway’s a missing link?”  

I started dressing. Outside, the hospital 
room’s single window it was dark; night had 
fallen during my sojourn in unconscious. I 
said: “We may know more about it when we 
find him. Right now I have nothing but a 
hunch. And a recollection that his fingers were 
stained by chemicals.” 

“Hey,” Dave peered at me anxiously. “Are 
you sure you’re okay? In your right mind? 
What’s this about stained fingers?”  

I finished climbing into my threads. 
“Photography. Get me an L. A. phone book.” 

“You’re out of your head. Photography, 
phone book, stained fingers—” 

“Get the book!” I yowled at him. “Pronto.”  
Looking worried, he scampered to the 

door. “A doctor I’ll get you! You need a 
sedative.” He lammed.   

That was good. I lammed, too. Nobody 
stopped me.  

There were some phone booths in the 
hospital’s main lobby. By wedging my heft 
into one I wouldn’t be tabbed if the orderlies 
commenced searching for me with a needle 
full of hop. I opened a directory, the yellow 
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classified book, and started running down the 
lists of photographers, commercial; 
photographers, portrait; photographers, 
supplies; photographers of every conceivable 
category. Scores of them. My heart sank at the 
bare thought of trying to contact each and 
every one and asking if they had an employee 
named Fenway. It wasn’t a one-man job; it 
would take a staff of experts. And then luck 
roosted on my shoulder.  

I found a Tom Fenway, large as life and 
twice as brazen.  

Buoyed by excitement and traveling on 
nerve, I whooshed from the booth—sprang 
into Dave Donaldson’s encompassing arms. 
He pinned the gorilla grab on me and growled: 
“Now then, dopey, back you go to bed. You’re 
in no shape to be running around loose. 
You’re a sick man. Give me any trouble and 
I’ll beat the living bejoseph out of you.”  

I romped on his pet corn, causing him to 
howl with anguish as he relinquished me. 
“Why, damn your infernal gall—”  

“Stow it,” I said. “We’ve got work to do 
and a cold trail to follow. Let’s not lose time; 
we’ve lost too much already. Come on, get the 
lead out of your pants and let’s ramble.” 

“Ramble where?”  
“Out to your official sedan and then to 

Tom Fenway’s photography shop. Those 
stained fingers of his indicated he might be 
some sort of film processor and developer. 
That was my guess, and evidently I’m right.”  

“Are you ever wrong?” Dave snarled 
unhappily as we barged out to his bucket and 
crawled in.  

I said: “Let’s hope not,” and fed him the 
address I had taken from the phone book. 
“Goose this sled.”  

He goosed it and we went away from there 
in a cloud of confetti, Dave calling on heaven 
to tell him why it was that he always had to be 
the stooge; why couldn’t he be the straight 
man once in a while? Heaven, apparently, had 
no valid answer to this. We traveled the rest of 
the distance in curdled silence, eventually 

gained our destination and temporarily 
became burglars. 

 
HE BURGLARY ROUTINE was a 
necessary evil. The Fenway Foto Lab, 

which was what the sign over the door said, 
was a shacklike wooden affair, single-story 
and sagging at the joists; a former real estate 
office which had been converted to other uses 
and occupied a business lot as big as a 
handkerchief. There were no lights inside and 
nobody answered when I knocked. 

I got out my ring of master keys, tried 
several, found one that worked. “Okay, we go 
in,” I said. 

Donaldson held back. He made a sullen 
mouth. “Breaking and entering. That’s illegal. 
It could cost me my badge.”  

“So all right, I‘ll be illegal while you stay 
out here and admire your damned badge.” 

“It could cost you yours, too,” he said 
dourly. 

“Mine’s just a special. Specials are a dime 
a dozen. Bye now.” I ankled into the little 
structure, lighting my way with a furtive ray 
from my pencil flash. The joint stank of acids 
and hypos. All around were shelves full of 
chemical bottles and packages of developing 
paper, cut film, fixing crystals. A tiny cubicle 
at the very rear was a darkroom; and in this, in 
addition to the usual impedimenta, I found a 
small one-drawer steel file. Locked.  

Those good old master keys. No detective 
should be without his master keys. I had that 
file opened before you could whistle 
Rachmaninoff’s Second Piano Concerto. I 
didn’t know what I was going to find but I 
frisked it anyhow. There were envelopes filed 
alphabetically; envelopes which obviously 
contained negatives. Under S I found one for 
Slade.  

Portrait shots? No. Commercial work? 
Nix. Candid snaps? That was a mild word. 
Candid, hell. Lurid. Probably taken on a 
special film with infra-red light, without 
anybody knowing a shutter had clicked. Six 
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separate poses, and but compromising. 
Just to make sure, I rummaged through 

some other folders; selected several at 
random. One from the A file, one from G, 
another from J and still another from W. All 
were alike in quality and subject matter, the 
only difference being the guys involved. Even 
on negatives, and in the dim glow of my flash, 
I tabbed some of the characters. 

I blipped out to Donaldson. I said: “Half 
the highest men in Hollywood could have had 
a motive for bumping the late lamented Lyric. 
I’m afraid we may be too late.” 

“Too late for what?”  
“To reach Gerald Slade,” I said; “Let’s 

make knots!” 
 

E MADE knots. We gashed a howling 
hole in the early night as we careened 

toward the smash climax. And after what 
seemed like a lifetime we came to the opulent 
Slade stash, less than half a mile from the little 
brown-stucco joint where a frail named Lyric 
had been fogged to glory. Dave and I bounced 
out, sprinted over acres of barbered lawn. 
Suddenly he panted, “Hey, what the hell am I 
running for? I’m in no hurry. Or am I?”  

“You are, and keep quiet.” By now, we 
were practically on top of the Slade house. 
Lights showed through French windows at 
one side, and we skulked in that direction. 

Within a sunken library-den, the skinny 
Tom Fenway was stuffing a pile of lettuce into 
his pocket. There was a grin on his long, 
horse-like face; an ugly, twisted grin. “I 
wouldn’t bothered you except the banks are all 
closed and I couldn’t cash a check for getaway 
dough. With your contribution, though, I can 
get far, far away, before the cops start hunting 
me.” 

Then Fenway turned his back on Gerald 
Slade and started walking toward the door. 

The Slade hambo opened a desk drawer, 
extracted a roscoe; aimed at the departing 
bozo’s narrow back. “You’ll go far, far away, 
all right. All the way to hell,” he said. He 

squeezed his trigger. 
But Dave Donaldson shot first. 
Dave is a cop fast on the draw. He is also a 

guy who doesn’t lummox around in an 
emergency. He piped Gerald Slade about to 
put a pill in Fenway, so he shot the gat out of 
Slade’s fist—along with an assortment of 
fingers which scattered hither and yon like hot 
dogs in a popcorn popper. Slade screeched 
blue murder as the pain seized him. Fenway 
whirled, took a flabbergasted hinge at the 
carnage and froze in his tracks. Donaldson and 
I smashed into the room and I said: “Okay, 
kids, the party’s over.”  

“Turner—!” Gerald said. “You . . . you—”  
“Quiet, scum,” I snarled. “I’ll make this 

fast and get it finished. Late this afternoon, 
when I phoned you about Lyric Fenway being 
croaked, you were already hep that it was a 
shooting kill. I questioned you about that and 
you came up with a lame explanation that 
there was a rod missing from your house, so 
naturally you figured your father had taken it 
and used it on the chick.”  

“Oh?”  
“But there was another angle you didn’t 

explain. “When I called you up, I forgot to 
give you Lyric’s address. Later I looked in the 
phone book. I figured if her number was listed 
you would find it and know where to go. But 
she wasn’t in the book. Hers was an unlisted 
connection, a blind phone. And yet you drove 
straight to her house. Which meant you had 
known her location before I contacted you to 
report her murder.”  

“So what?” he said, and tried to stanch the 
flow of gore.  

I said: “So if you knew where she lived, 
why the hell had you hired me to snoop your 
father’s trail? Why put me in a chauffeur’s rig 
to ferret out information you already had? 
Something failed to add up, there. I got to 
thinking that maybe you had croaked Lyric. 
Maybe you bumped her and went home 
quickly; stowed away the murder gun. Maybe 
you were the character who phoned the 

W



Hair of the Dog 11

anonymous message to your father, telling 
him Lyric was playing him for a sucker. In 
brief, maybe you wanted the old man to take 
that murder gun and go after her. Maybe you 
deliberately planned to have him ankle into a 
mess that would pin the kill on him. And. 
maybe you hired me to see that the frame 
stuck to him.”  

Gerald snarled. I continued:  
“If so, it would be like an alcoholic who 

recovers from a bender by getting swacked the 
next morning; a hair of the dog that bit you. In 
your case you’d indulged in killery. Now, by 
sending your own pappy to the gas house, you 
would be guilty of a second croaking which 
would clear you of the original one. Frankly, I 
believe your father is innocent. I believe he 
realized you were the murderer; and he 
deliberately confessed to save you. You broke 
his heart and he didn’t want to live any 
longer.”  

“So you say!”  
“But it was a fantastic theory and it needed 

a motive. I mean you had to have some reason 
for abolishing the Fenway doll. Sure, she was 
badgering your father. But that wasn’t a 
strong-enough motive for you. There had to be 
something else, something closer to your own 
ego and ambitions. Okay, I’ve found that 
something. I located it in the photographic 
files of this Fenway creep. It seems you, too, 
were one of Lyric’s blackmail victims. Only it 
wasn’t a badger setup in your case. It was 
candid snapshots. Made with infra-red, I think. 
So that solved the puzzle. Lyric and her 
skinny hubby, here, were versatile in their 
blackmail schemes. The badger game was 
only one of their methods for extorting dough 
from suckers. Pictures were the racket that 
paid them best, and you were one of the 
picture victims. I think you discovered your 
own dad was involved with Lyric. Like son, 

like father. So you hatched a plot to erase her 
and let your old man take the fall.”  

“Prove it!” Gerald rasped. 
 

 TURNED to the slab-sided Fenway. 
“Look, louse. You knew the cops would be 

after you hot and heavy; right? And you 
couldn’t get any funds from your bank 
account. It’s after hours. So you came to put a 
final chew on Slade, and if we hadn’t arrived 
when we did, he would have knocked you 
off.”  

“Yeah, yeah; that’s how it was.”  
“Well, would you be willing to make a 

deal and save your own skin? All you have to 
do is testify you saw Gerald kill Lyric. An 
eye-witness will cook him.”  

Fenway’s narrow face brightened. “You 
bet. Anything you say.” He grinned. “Damn’ 
right. I’ll testify him into the smoke house!”  

“No you won’t. Never!” Gerald Slade 
said. He dived floorward, stretched out his one 
unmaimed hand, got hold of his rod, put the 
muzzle in his mouth and fired. It was a quick 
and easy way to die. Too quick and too easy, 
considering what he deserved.  

I said to Donaldson: “There’s your case. 
And since you shan’t need Fenway’s 
testimony, how’s for jugging him on charges 
of blackmail and extortion?” 

“A pleasure,” Dave grunted. He hit the 
skinny guy on the kisser and knocked him 
colder than December in Siberia. Then he 
marched ponderously to a phone on the other 
side of the room. “Guess I better call the meat 
wagon. Soon as we can get this blood all 
mopped up I’m going out for a hamburger. 
I’m hungry.” 

That was the difference between a regular 
cop and a private man. I wasn’t hungry, I was 
just thirsty. I went home and got sozzled on 
Vat 69. I’d had a hard day in the salt mines.  
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