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SLAY IT ISN’T SO! 
By ROBERT LESLIE BELLEM 

 
 

Just why was that glamorous female star, whose rise in the movie firmament had been swift as 
that of a meteor, taking a runout powder on her career forever? Was it just blackmail? Dan 
Turner had been hired to find out - and when his employer became suddenly defunct a highly 
dangerous angle blossomed from the setup. 
 

HREE or four minutes before train 
time I barged out to the station 
platform, took a final drag on my 

gasper, and tossed it away. I flipped it 
casually, but my aim was good. 

The glowing butt hit within a few inches 
of the veiled cutie in the red jacket. Sparks 
splashed in the darkness and showered against 
her ankles. They were nifty ankles, slim and 
patrician in sheer nylon. She let out a startled 
yelp; jumped as the fire peppered her. 

This was my cue to scatter apologies over 
the premises. I leaped toward her, got down 
on my prayer bones, and dusted her stems 
with my handkerchief.  “Sorry, sugar. Damned 
careless of me, I’m sure,” I said. 

“Decidedly!” her voice dripped ice cubes 
through the veil obscuring her mush. 

I said: “But not quite as careless as a 

movie star believing she could powder out of 
Hollywood without being tabbed.” Then I 
straightened up to my full six-feet-plus.  

As I unfolded myself ferninst her, the 
scenery en route was super. The skirt she was 
wearing had just sufficient drape to hint how 
perfect her hips were, and her fitted red jacket 
swelled outward where it was tailored to do 
so. A stray yellow curl escaped the brim of her 
screwy John Frederic hat, looking all the more 
golden by contrast to the starchy black veil. 

She drew a sharp, audible breath when I 
mentioned movie stars on the lam. “Wh-what 
do you mean by that?”  

I said: “I’m Dan Turner.” 
“Well?” she hurled a faltering challenge.  
“I’m a private snoop.”  
“And what of it?”  
“Oh, nothing,” I said. “Except that you’re 
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Elaine Cornell of the galloping snapshots. 
Metromount’s missing meteor,” I added by 
way of nailing it down. 

 
Y three-word description was scissored 
to her exact measure. Landing on the 

west coast just a year before, completely 
unknown, Elaine Cornell had wrangled work 
as a mob extra on the Metromount lot. Next 
she had drawn a bit role in a B pic and had 
made a terrific hit in it. Stardom followed 
overnight, the way a midsummer meteor 
flashes across the sky; and then, just last 
week, she had mysteriously vanished. No 
letters, no farewell phone calls; she simply 
dropped out of sight to complete the meteor 
simile. Like a falling star, she’d flashed briefly 
and brightly, then disappeared. 

Now I sensed her glims boring holes in me 
through the starchy veil. “You must be out of 
your m-mind. I’ve seen Miss Cornell on the 
screen.”  

“I’ll bet,” I agreed politely.  
“She’s a brunette.”  
I shrugged. “Am I arguing?”  
“You can see the color of my hair without 

an argument. It’s yellow.”  
I said: “A wig, darling. I’ve been around 

the studios long enough to spot a phony 
coiffure. Besides, I’m too old a hand to go off 
half-cocked. I picked up your trail two hours 
ago, and I haven’t lost it since.” I didn’t bother 
to tell her the snooping I’d had to do before I 
latched onto her. Very likely she wouldn’t 
have been interested in the wearying detective 
work I’d done during the past several days. “I 
made sure of my ground before I braced you,” 
I said. “So don’t think you can kid me with 
your golden tresses. They’re strictly from 
Westmore.”  

“And you’re strictly from a madhouse, I 
tell you I am not Elaine Cornell.”  

“Okay. There’s a harness bull at the end of 
the platform. How about beefing to him? Go 
on, help yourself. I insist. Tell him I’m 
annoying you.”  

“N-no, I—”  
“Sure not.” I leered at her. “You know I 

can identify you and make it stick.” 
 
Y this time you could see the Super 
Chief’s brilliant headlight glaring, far 

down the track, and hear the rails beginning to 
hum. In another minute or two the Diesel-and-
chromium streamliner would be pulling into 
Pasadena station for a short stopover on its 
way east; and already the announcer’s voice 
was blatting metallically in the loudspeakers 
as he told the customers where the cars would 
stop. The platform commenced to congest 
with guys and dolls who were leaving, and 
other guys and dolls seeing them off. 

The wren in the red jacket let her 
shoulders sag despondently. “All right,” she 
surrendered. “I’m Elaine Cornell.”  

“That’s fine.”  
“And n-now that I’ve admitted it, wh-what 

do you want?”  
“I want you to forget this dizzy routine of 

hauling bunions to points unknown,” I said. 
“At least until you tell me what the score is.”  

“Suppose I refuse?”  
I treated her to an impolite chuckle. “In 

that case I’ll tip the newspapers; the gossip 
columnists. Before your train gets beyond San 
Bernardino your stateroom will be swarming 
with reporters. Maybe you’d sooner explain to 
them instead of to me. Maybe you’ll have 
some sort of sheepdip ready to feed them as to 
why the biggest acting discovery of the year 
decided to ankle off the set, toss up her career, 
and hike east in disguise.”  

The train glided in, halted. She turned 
away from it and tucked her trembling mitt 
under my arm. “Where’s your car?”  

I picked up her bag, steered her to my 
jalopy parked under a pepper tree south of the 
station; boosted her in, made her comfortable 
and settled my heft alongside her. “Okay, 
toots,” I said. 

“Okay, wh-what?”  
“Whistle the patter. I’m all ears.”  
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She squirmed to face me; lifted her veil. 
Her dark glims were full of brine and her ripe 
crimson kisser was tremulous to match the 
quaver in her dulcet voice. “How much will 
you t-take to forget you ever saw me?”  

“That would be bribery,” I said. 
“Well?”  
“Sorry. I’m not for sale this evening.”  
“Not even for . . . this?” she whispered. 

And she fed me An unexpected kiss that 
sizzled all the way down to my toenails. 

It was an expert osculation and I enjoyed it 
to the hilt. I’m as human as the next guy. 
Presently, however, I broke loose. “No dice, 
sweet stuff.” I said regretfully; “I’m still not 
for sale.” In a pious tone I added: “You see, 
I’ve already been bought. For a very healthy 
fee, too. In cash. At any time of life, when you 
weigh cash against kisses, the cash always tips 
the scales. Not that I’d refuse the kisses under 
ordinary circumstances, but—” 

“Who hired you?” she broke across my 
discourse. “Was it Metromount?”  

I shook my head. “No. Your old gent.”  
Her teeth caught in her lower lip and you 

could tell she was plenty worried about her 
father. He’d turned up in Hollywood not long 
after her monicker went up in lights and had 
made his home with her ever since. You 
wouldn’t want to meet a more devoted parent.  

“So he hired you to f-find me,” she 
quavered. 

“Yeah. For five hundred hermans. Plus 
expenses.”  

“Well, I’m n-not going back. I’ve caused 
him enough trouble as it is.” Then she jammed 
something hard and round against my short 
ribs. It was my own .32 roscoe. While she’d 
been kissing me, she had deftly lifted it from 
the shoulder holster where I always pack it, 
and now she had me with my guard at half 
mast. Sheepishness filled my nooks and 
crannies as I realized how thoroughly I’d been 
played for a sucker. 

 

UT she was a sucker too, because she’d 
forgotten to unlatch the safety. I made a 

loose fist, swatted the gat aside, grabbed it, 
and dealt her a stinger across the complexion. 
She gasped as my palm splatted her on the 
map; cringed away from me. I said: “Let that 
be a lesson to you, angel.”  

Twin tears as big as mock oranges slid 
down her mush. “Please let me g-go!” she 
whimpered dully. 

“Nope. Sorry. No can do.”  
“All I w-want is a chance to . . . to start 

life all over again . . . somewhere else. Some 
place where nobody will know me . . .” 

“Why should you crave a thing like that?” 
I glued the astounded glimpse on her. “You 
sound as nutty as a fruitcake.”   

“I’m sane enough. But I’m finished in 
Hollywood. I . . . I’ve been blackmailed until I 
c-can’t stand it any longer. But unless I go on 
paying, my p-past will be exposed. And I’m 
tired of paying. So desperately tired . . .”  

I said: “Oh-oh. So that’s the score.” I 
kicked my starter and headed north on 
Raymond, cut to the left at Colorado 
Boulevard, lit a shuck for the Suicide Bridge 
that put you on the Glendale road. “Sing me 
the pitch, sis. Maybe I can help you.”  

“Nobody can,” her voice was dispirited, 
resigned. 

I patted her arm. “I’m hell on crooks, 
kitten. Come on, confide.”  

She hesitated, then seemed to decide that it 
didn’t make too much difference one way or 
the other. She spilled. 

The story wasn’t pleasant. As we rolled 
through Eagle Rock she said she’d grown up 
in a certain eastern city noted for its grafting 
politicians and venal cops: She’d always been 
poor. In her late teens she’d worked variously 
as waitress in a beanery, mangler in a laundry 
and, in the evenings, baby-sitter for people 
who wanted their brats minded while they 
went to a show. It was a baby-sitting session 
that put her in the grease. 
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“One night I took care of two children for 
a couple who lived in an apartment, Then, 
after they came home and I’d been paid off, 
they discovered some things missing: silver, 
and a fur coat, and a diamond ring. I hadn’t 
stolen that stuff, Mr. Turner, I swear I didn’t. 
What I had done was . . . well, I’d left the kids 
alone for a little while and had gone to the 
corner drugstore for a soda. The place must 
have been burglarized while I was gone. So, 
the couple called the police and I was arrested 
for questioning.” She made a bitter mouth as 
she remembered. 

“And?” I said. 
Well, at first she hadn’t wanted to confess 

she had left the children alone while she went 
for a soda. A baby-sitter isn’t supposed to 
neglect her charges; it’s against the rules. 
Then, by the time she did admit it, nobody 
believed her. They figured she had swiped the 
fur coat and junk and was trying to cover up. 
But the cops had no direct evidence against 
her, no actual proof, until one headquarters 
flatfoot pulled a fast frame. 

 
T seemed this flatfoot had located the 
missing diamond ring in a hockshop two 

days after the robbery. Instead of turning it in, 
though, he had planted it in Elaine Cornell’s 
room. And later, taking another plainclothes 
bull with him as a witness, he “found” the 
sparkler among her effects—where he himself 
had secretly planted it. What he wanted was a 
pinch to make his record good.  

I said: ”He railroaded you to the sneezer, 
hunh?”  

“I g-got two years and served nineteen 
months with t-time off for good behavior.” 
There was something in her voice that told me 
she was leveling. “But I was innocent, 
understand? I never stole anything in my life.” 

“Okay, I believe you. Then, later, you 
came out here and made a hit in the yodeling 
tintypes. So now somebody has turned up who 
knows you did a stretch in stir.”  

“Y-yes. The d-detective who framed and 

arrested me.”  
I scowled. “Why, the lousy heel.”  
“He’s all of that and more. He saw me in a 

picture, recognized me and—”  
“Who is he?” I demanded. “What’s his 

name and where is he hanging out?”  
“I don’t know what name he’s using now. 

And I don’t know his address. His threats have 
all been sent to me through the mail and I’ve 
been p-paying him the same way.”  

I parked in front of the Tower Arms on 
Sunset, the swanky wigwam where she and 
her father had a lavish penthouse apartment. I 
said: “Let’s go up and have a council of war, 
hon.”  

“No. N-no, I—”  
“Come on. We’ve got to cut your old man 

in on this. Surely he’ll stick by you, won’t 
he?”  

“Please—he musn’t know anything about 
it!” she begged me. “It would—it might k-kill 
him. He . . . his heart is weak, and—” 
Abruptly she opened the door of my coupe, 
tried to make a getaway. 

She missed. 
I caught her, pinioned her. “Ashamed to 

face your pappy, huh? Okay. You stay here 
and I’ll pave the way. I promise I won’t excite 
him. I’ll break the news gently.”  

“But—but—” 
“Quit wringing and twisting, sugar. He 

won’t run out on you. Only a louse would do 
that.” Then I added: “By the same token, don’t 
want you running out on me.” And I dragged 
out my bracelets, nippered her slender left 
wrist to the rim of my steering wheel. “Just to 
make sure you’ll still be here when I get 
back,” I said apologetically. 

She sobbed and called me a dirty name. I 
didn’t mind, though. Hysterical janes often 
say things they don’t mean. 

 
 BARGED into the palatial apartment 
building, took a U-drive elevator to the 

penthouse landing. As I ankled out of the 
cage, I noticed that the door of the Cornell 
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igloo was ajar. And I heard a sudden dull thud 
just inside the portal, like a heavy body 
dropping.  

An ugly hunch crawled up my spine, 
leaving goose pimples in its wake. I catapulted 
forward into a tastefully furnished living 
room, copped a startled gander at the 
surroundings and yeeped: “What the hell?” 

The Cornell cupcake’s portly papa was 
stretched on the carpet with his smeller buried 
in its thick maroon pile. And there was a tall 
bozo with muscles standing over him, a 
handsome character who was panting and 
blowing on his knuckles. 

I tabbed this good-looking hombre the 
instant I laid my optics on him. He was a 
Metromount director name of Stuart Enoch; 
and until recently he had been engaged to 
Elaine Cornell. But for some reason or other 
her father had disapproved the match; beefed 
so hard that the jessie gave Enoch back his 
ring and dished him the brushoff. 

All this was common gossip along the 
Sunset Strip; everybody knew it. Now it 
looked as if the director had come up here and 
lowered the boom on the elderly Cornell for 
busting his romance to hell. And I’d walked 
into the middle of it. 

I walked into something else, too. Before I 
could guess the Enoch bozo’s intentions, he 
lunged at me, swung a roundhouse punch that 
landed spang on my dewlap. I wasn’t set for 
the wallop; I scarcely saw it coming until it 
actually connected. Then I couldn’t see 
anything except stars. My grinders clicked 
together like pool balls in the corner pocket 
and I took a sudden journey to dreamland. 

 
T was all of ten minutes later when I swam 
groggily back out of oblivion. I blinked the 

fog from my peepers, lurched upright, and was 
momentarily a very dizzy dick. Presently the 
vertigo vanished and I saw that I was alone in 
the room except for Elaine Cornell’s father. 
Stuart Enoch had lammed. Cornell’s pudgy 
poundage was still strewn on the carpet where 

I’d last lamped him; but now I piped 
something I hadn’t noticed before. 

The back of his balding conk was caved 
in, as if some sharp apple had lifted a divot out 
of his dandruff with a ten pound niblick. 
Gooey ketchup made a red smear all over his 
steeple, and he was deader than oysters on the 
half shell. 

I gave vent to a choked gasp; came 
damned near popping my pork chops. On the 
far side of the room there was a low, 
modernistic coffee table with a crystal 
decanter on it. The decanter contained a pale 
amber liquid that looked as if it might be 
Scotch. My prayers were answered; it was 
Scotch. I took out the glass stopper, raised the 
decanter to my mouth, and quaffed a long, 
gurgling tipple. The skee was either Vat 69 or 
close imitation; close enough to restore my 
tissues and cause me to feel like a new man. I 
found a phone, dialed police headquarters, and 
asked for my old friend Dave Donaldson of 
the homicide squad.  

When Dave came on the line I said: “Dan 
Turner squalling. I’m up to my back teeth in 
bumpery.”  

“What, again?” he screeched plaintively. 
“Why don’t you leave town and let the 
undertakers have a vacation?” Then, in a more 
official voice: “Who’s dead, where, why, and 
how?”  

I told him what had happened to Elaine 
Cornell’s potbellied papa and included Stuart 
Enoch’s participation in the affair. “He 
slugged me and scrammed,” I finished. “I’m 
just now waking up.”  

“Enoch, eh?” Dave rumbled. “I’ll put out a 
radio reader, have him picked up. Meanwhile 
you stand by until I get to the scene of the 
crime.” He hung up on me. 

I gulped another swig of the Scotch 
remedy in the crystal decanter to fortify 
myself against what I now had to do. Then, 
with a great deal of reluctance, I trucked on 
out to one of the U-drive elevators; went down 
to my parked jalopy. 

I 



Hollywood Detective 6

It wasn’t until I had unlocked the nippers, 
put them back in my pocket and freed the 
Cornell muffin that I scraped enough courage 
off the bottom of the barrel to tell her the sad 
news. “Brace yourself, baby,” I said. 

“Wh-what do you mean?”  
“You’re an orphan now.”  
She stiffened. “I—I don’t—”  
I helped her to the sidewalk, slid an arm 

around her cuddly waist. “Your old gent is 
defunct,” I said gently. 

“Oh, no. No, you’re j-joking!”  
“Straight goods, hon. And it was your 

former fiance who maced him to glory with a 
blunt instrument.”  

She swayed and seemed on the verge of a 
swoon. “You—y-you don’t mean—?” 

“Yeah. Stu Enoch. 1 caught him 
redhanded as he stood over the corpse. Then 
he swatted me senseless and copped a runout.” 
I steadied her and held her close to me as I 
said it. 

 
HE trembled, sagged against me. Then, 
abruptly, she wrenched herself out of my 

chivalrous embrace just as I was beginning to 
get a kick out of the aforesaid chivalry. She 
started to run. Bemused, bewildered, and 
downright thunderstruck, I made a wild grab 
and snatched a copious handful of her tresses. 
Being phony, the blonde wig came away in 
my mitt: hat, veil, and all. With her own 
midnight hair streaming, she raced hellity-blip 
toward the next corner.  

I took out after her; whereupon I had a 
stroke of very lousy luck. Some filthy citizen 
had tossed a hunk of orange peel on the 
sidewalk and I had the misfortune to plant a 
brogan on it. My hoof went out from under me 
and I did a spectacular cartwheel in the soft 
evening atmosphere. The pavement wasn’t as 
soft as the atmosphere. I landed, skinned 
several square inches of rind off my trumpet, 
and caromed against a nearby fire plug with a 
force that damned near dislocated my tripes. 
By the time I recovered, stood up and shook 

the cobwebs out of my grey matter, the 
Cornell chick had vanished. 

Two minutes later, while I was still 
standing there swearing, Dave Donaldson 
careened to a berth at the curb in his official 
sedan. Bouncing out of the chariot, he dived at 
me. “What in the name of hell happened to 
you, Sherlock? You look as if you’d just come 
out second best in a joust with a nutmeg 
grater.”  

Bitterly I told him to go sit on a flagpole. 
“Can’t a character trip over a hunk of garbage 
without you cracking wise about it?” I snarled. 
“You attend to your business and I’ll look 
after mine.”  

“And what, may I ask, is your business at 
this particular moment?”  

I said: “Putting the arm on Stu Enoch for 
slugging me senseless a while ago,” I said.  

He restrained me, gently but firmly. 
“Look, Hawkshaw, that’s a police job, see? 
I’ve already got the dragnet out for him. You 
calm your kidneys and come upstairs with me; 
show me the murdered man.”  

I started to argue, then checked it. After 
all, Dave was right. Nabbing Enoch was a cop 
job, and it would probably take the whole 
damned force to locate him. I would get my 
innings with him later, when he got installed 
in a cell at headquarters.  

The only thing that worried me was Elaine 
Cornell’s next move. It was entirely possible 
that she, too, was on the prowl for her former 
fiance; that was the only reason I could think 
of for the way she’d run away from me. If she 
caught up with Enoch before the law did, 
anything might happen. I remembered how 
she had pulled my own cannon on me earlier 
in the scenario; remembered the threat I had 
noticed glittering in her glimmers. A jane with 
triggerfish tendencies might damned well 
decide to abolish the guy who had bumped her 
father. 

Well, if she did that, it was really no skin 
off me—except I’d lose my chance to pay 
Enoch back for bashing me. I washed this 
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possibility out of my mind; guided Donaldson 
into the apartment stash and ferried him up the 
elevator shaft to the Cornell penthouse. 

 
AVE grabbed one swivel at Papa 
Cornell’s gruesome remainders; clucked 

his tongue. “Looks like he got brained with a 
pile driver. Death was probably 
instantaneous.” He hunkered down. “And 
here’s the pile driver!” He indicated a wrought 
brass candlestick that had a brownish smear 
on the heavy end. 

No doubt about it, this was the killery 
weapon. While Donaldson was examining it, 
though, I turned my own attention elsewhere. 
The entire room had an upset look, as if there 
had been a lively brawl before Stu Enoch 
cooled his elderly enemy. And in a corner I 
spotted a crumpled envelope that might 
possibly have dropped out of somebody’s 
pocket during the fracas. 

I picked it up, palmed it, managed to sneak 
a hasty hinge at its contents without Dave 
catching hep. There were three or four rent 
receipts covering a bungalow over on Curson 
Street, made out to a John Smith. Something 
about the monicker struck me as phony. Sure, 
there are plenty of genuine John Smiths in the 
world; but there are a lot of spurious ones too. 
It’s an easy name to use as a cover-up. Look at 
the register of any shady hotel or auto court. 

I began to wonder if the Enoch guy had 
dropped the receipts; if he had a secret 
bungalow hideout, maybe a clandestine love 
nest. It was worth investigating on the off 
chance that I might be lucky enough to nail 
him before the cops did. I shoved the envelope 
in my own pocket; masked the motion by 
dragging out a cigarette and torching it.  

Donaldson straightened up, turned to me. 
“May as well prowl the layout while we wait 
for the tech squad and meat wagon,” he said. 

I trailed him at his labors, waiting for an 
opportunity to powder without making him 
suspicious. The penthouse was a lavish 
illustration of what happens when you give an 

interior decorator carte blanche. It reeked of 
expense, particularly the Cornell doll’s 
boudoir. This was done in Chinese red, the 
walls deeply tinted, and the furniture 
lacquered like a dowager’s fingernails. Scads 
of scratch had gone into that room, in keeping 
with the whopping weekly wage Elaine 
dragged down for her Metromount emoting; 
and in only a slighter lesser degree the same 
thing could be said for her deceased father’s 
bedroom. Even the clothing in his closet was 
the best money could buy. 

Dave and I were just finishing our tour of 
inspection when his minions arrived from 
headquarters; a medical examiner, the usual 
photographers and fingerprint experts, lab 
technicians, and ordinary flatties. They 
swarmed through the igloo like a herd of 
termites, followed by the inevitable morgue 
wagon orderlies with the ineluctable wicker 
basket. 

Their advent gave me the excuse I craved. 
I made signs, drew a nod from Donaldson, and 
blipped out of the joint at a rapid clip. Down 
in my bucket I closed Elaine’s’ packed 
traveling bag, kicked it out of the way, toed 
my starter and headed for Curson Street as fast 
as I could ramble. 

Presently I jockeyed to a stop in front of 
the address given on those rent receipts I’d 
found near old man Cornell’s carcass. It was a 
modest cream-stucco cottage, neat but not 
gaudy. I drifted to the porch, thumbed the bell. 

 
 LIGHT came on in the porch ceiling and 
the front door opened cautiously. “Yes, 

what is it?” a henna redhead asked me. Hers 
was plain curiosity.  

I glommed a quick swivel at her 
artificially Titian locks, a longer swivel at her 
hardboiled but beautiful map, and longest of 
all I peered at her flamboyant curves which 
were currently embellished in a negligee. My 
mental file index clicked. “Aren’t you Pony 
Hassard?”  

“Yes.” Her peepers narrowed. “And 
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you’re Dan Turner. Good-by, please.” She 
started to shut the door. 

I wedged my foot in it. “Not so fast, sis.” 
The last time I’d lamped this Pony Hassard 
quail had been at a stag smoker up past La 
Crescenta, in a private clubhouse. She’d been 
one of the entertainers. The smoker had been 
raided, and Pony and I had ridden downtown 
cheek-by-jowl in the paddy wagon. Thanks to 
the right influence in the right places the 
whole beef had been blown down and 
everybody was turned loose without getting 
booked on the blotter. Since then, Pony had 
been out of circulation—at least as far as her 
usual haunts were concerned. There were 
rumors that she had landed herself a boy 
friend and settled down. 

Now it dawned on me that the rumors 
might be correct. Moreover, I had a hunch I 
knew who was paying the rent. I bulled my 
way into the tepee, kicked the door closed 
behind me; stood teetering on my heels and 
toes and picking my teeth as I surveyed the 
little living room. “Nice hovel, Pony.”  

“So what? Beat it, snoop.”  
“Why? Am I intruding on company?” 
“I haven’t got company. Beat it.”  
“Are you expecting some?”  
“That’s my business. Beat it.”  
I said: “It will pay you to play ball with 

me, babe. Your boy friend is hotter than a 
depot stove.”  

“What boy friend?”  
“Stu Enoch, of course.”  
Puzzlement crossed her mush; the real 

thing, not a facsimile. “Stu Enoch, the 
Metromount director?” Then she laughed. It 
was a brittle laugh, crisp and unmusical, but 
amused. “You’re off base a mile and a half, 
shamus. I haven’t even got a speaking 
acquaintance with Enoch. Go roll your hoop.” 

Even before she started talking I realized 
I’d been barking up the wrong stump. Enoch 
wasn’t the one who had dropped those rent 
vouchers in the Cornell penthouse. He had no 
connection with this red-haired Hassard chick. 

In that case, there could be only one other 
answer. If Enoch hadn’t lost the receipts, they 
must have worked out of the pocket of the guy 
he’d been fighting. In other words, Elaine 
Cornell’s father. 

“So it’s old man Cornell,” I said. 
Pony got visibly tense. “How the hell did 

you know that?”  
“Maybe a little dickie-bird told me.”  
Anger flared. “He spilled it himself, the 

boastful old goat!” She began pacing. “Damn 
him, I warned him the next time he started 
shooting off his face while he was plastered, 
I’d—”  

“You’d what?” I urged her. 
“Never mind.”  
“But you threatened him, hey?”  
“I warned him. Yes.”  
I said: “So the course of true love hasn’t 

been running smooth. Or is it smoothly?”  
“Smoothly, schmoothly. True love, nuts! I 

was a dope to ever get mixed up with him.” 
“Musn’t split your infinitives,” I chided 

her. “And besides, he won’t be doing any 
more boasting and bragging.”  

“What do you mean?” she regarded me 
with sudden suspicion.  

I lifted a shoulder, casually. “He got 
croaked tonight.”  

“You . . . you—” Her voice faltered and a 
wave of pallor smeared itself across her 
complexion. “So that’s why you’re here! You 
knew he was murdered and you’re hunting the 
murderer!”  

“Yeah.”  
“And you . . . you tricked me into telling 

you I’d warned him—threatened him—you 
think I killed him!” And she came clawing at 
me like an enraged alley cat. “You creep! You 
cheap double-crossing lousy stinking heel!” 

I
 

 FENDED her off; tried to explain that she 
wasn’t under any suspicion as far as I was 

concerned. At least she hadn’t been until now. 
She was too sore to listen to me, though. She 
kept tearing at me, trying to get me with her 
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knees and nails. 
I hated to boff her, so I did the next best 

thing. I got out my handcuffs, seized her 
wrists, twisted them behind her and nippered 
her. That would keep her off my neck for a 
while.  

She caterwauled: “Get these damned 
slippery greasy bracelets the hell off me, you 
sneaking scum. I didn’t kill—”  

“Nobody said you did,” I grunted. 
“Although you know the old story of the guy 
who protested too much. Now shut up a while. 
I want to think.” While I thought, I wandered 
through the joint; I had to keep moving. In a 
back bedroom I came onto a wardrobe trunk 
that definitely wasn’t Pony’s; it was open and 
had masculine junk in it, including two 
threadbare suits of clothes. Undoubtedly they 
had belonged to Cornell; they looked shabby 
and comfortable, the kind he could lounge 
around in when he visited his lady friend—
nothing like the classy formality of the duds 
I’d seen in his penthouse bedroom. Apparently 
he had been a joiner, too; there were lodge 
pins, a badge, an assortment of membership 
cards which he wouldn’t be needing any more; 
You don’t have to flash a card to get into hell. 

Bye and bye I located Pony’s phone and 
dialed headquarters on the long chance that 
Dave Donaldson might be back in his office. I 
was lucky; he’d just got in. In a voice that 
sounded frazzled at the fringes he said: “Yeah, 
what is it now, hot shot?”  

“Did you sweep up that mess in the 
Cornell stash?”  

“As much of it as we could sweep up. We 
haven’t fingered Stuart Enoch yet.”  

“Meet me right away and maybe we’ll hit 
the jackpot,” I told him. “The Tower Arms. 
See you in the lobby.” I rang off, scurried out 
into the night with Pony Hassard’s violent 
remarks chasing me in shrill crescendo, 
mainly concerning my ancestors. You 
couldn’t blame her much. She didn’t know 
how long it would be until I came back to 
unfasten those manacles . . . .  

I aimed my kettle toward Sunset; tore a 
howling hole in the climate. A few minutes 
later I parked in front of the swanky igloo 
where Elaine Cornell and her portly pop had 
lived. Donaldson arrived right behind me. 
“What cooks?” he demanded. 

“A hunch,” I rasped. “Keep your fingers 
crossed and let’s be moving.” We barreled 
into the building, rode to the penthouse level. 
The Cornell portal was ajar. 

Dave whispered: “That’s condemned 
queer. I left it closed and locked.”  

“People have keys,” I said, and yanked out 
my roscoe; plunged over the threshold. Lights 
gleamed from the Chinese-red boudoir and I 
blammed in that direction under farced draft. 
Gaining the room, I piped a brunette chick in a 
crimson jacket busily pawing clothes out of 
the closet. She was Elaine Cornell in person. 

I said regretfully: “Freeze, sugar.”  
“Wh-what?” she whirled, stared at me.  
“Consider yourself pinched for croakery,” 

I said. 
Terror slithered into her lamps, and 

twisted her alluring kisser. “You—I—”  
“The jig’s up,” I said. “You’re the one 

who conked the old goat with a candlestick.” 
“No—no, I—”  
“He wasn’t your father, though,” I said. 

“He was the louse who was blackmailing 
you.” 

She sagged. “But—but—”  
“Look,” I said gently. “The story you told 

me tonight on your way over from the station 
in Pasadena was true in every detail except 
one. Your only lie was when you claimed you 
didn’t know where to locate the shakedown 
artist. As a matter of fact he was living right 
here with you in your penthouse, posing as 
your pappy.”  

Her eyes were suddenly lacklustre. “How 
d-did you g-guess?” she whispered tonelessly. 

 

I SAID: “By a process of reverse reasoning. 
A little while ago I used my handcuffs on 

another jane and she complained they were 
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greasy, slippery. That was my tip-off. I knew 
they hadn’t been greasy when I put them on 
you a little earlier; when I fastened you to my 
steering wheel. They were clean then, because 
I always keep my equipment that way. Later I 
took them off you; put them back in my 
pocket. And when I used them on another frail 
she found them greasy. Therefore the grease 
must have been smeared on them during the 
time you work them. You had your traveling 
bag in my jalopy when you were handcuffed. 
And I remembered finding the bag open, after 
you got away from me.”  

“Wh-what does that p-prove?”  
I said: “To me, it indicated you’d managed 

to get to your cold cream jar. Your wrists are 
extremely slender. You daubed the handcuffed 
one with cold cream; slid out of the bracelet.”  

Her expression told me I was shooting 
bull’s-eyes. “But . . . but that doesn’t say I m-
murdered—”  

“It meant you had the opportunity to 
commit murder,” I pointed out. “So then I had 
to think about your possible motive. Not very 
often does a daughter bump her father. But 
suppose he wasn’t your father? So I prowled 
around in a certain bungalow where he used to 
spend a lot of his spare time, and what do you 
suppose I found? A trunk. Some old suits. A 
lot of lodge membership cards, issued to his 
right name, back in the same city where you 
originally came from. And finally, a badge. A 
police badge. That’s when I guessed the truth: 
that he was the crooked dick who railroaded 
you—and that he was now blackmailing you.”  

“It’s true,” she moaned. “God help me, it’s 
true.”  

I said: “Sure. Here’s how it worked. I’d 
left you handcuffed in my coupe, while I went 
up here to the penthouse to have a conference 
with the rat who was posing as your dad. As I 
walked into the living room, Stu Enoch had 
just knocked the old louse coo-koo. With good 
reason, too. Stu was in love with you, and 
your supposed father had nixed the nuptials.”  

“Yes. He didn’t w-want me to marry 

anybody. He was afraid he’d lose his soft 
touch,” she said miserably. 

I nodded. “So Stu came up here and 
bopped him cold; whereupon I appeared. In 
his excitement, Stu knocked me senseless too. 
Then he scrammed. Okay. At that same time 
you slipped out of your handcuff. You rode 
one of the automatic elevators up here to the 
penthouse, probably to eavesdrop on my 
forthcoming confab with a guy who wasn’t 
your father. I think you must have passed 
Enoch en route; you were going up in one 
cage while he came down in another. At that 
point no murder had been committed. Enoch 
had merely kayoed two guys; your fake 
pappy, and myself. You ankled in, saw the 
two of us stretched out frigid, and got a 
sudden idea.”  

“Please, I don’t w-want to hear it!”  
“Okay, I’ll cut it short. Maybe you figured 

the old goat and I had got into a brawl and 
swatted each other unconscious. Anyhow, 
there was your golden opportunity to get out 
from under a vicious shakedown that had been 
going on for nearly a year. You picked up a 
candlestick and brained the old rat. Then you 
lammed back down to my car, slid your 
slippery wrist into the handcuff again. That 
gave you what looked like a perfect alibi. 
And, incidentally, it might have framed me for 
the kill.” 

“I . . . I didn’t think of th-that,” she bowed 
her head abjectly. “I swear I didn’t.” 

“Probably not,” I gave her the benefit of 
the doubt. “But subsequently, when I took the 
handcuffs off you and told you Stuart Enoch 
was the guilty gee, you realized you had thrust 
him behind a horrible eight ball.”  

“I hadn’t intended th-that, either.” 

“O
 

F course you hadn’t. First, to escape 
your blackmailing pseudo-papa, you 

had tried to skip out of Hollywood and start 
life all over again. The old goat hired me to 
drag you back. Suddenly you saw a chance to 
cool him down, permanently. You did this. 
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Then you discovered you had draped a frame 
around the Enoch bozo—the man you were in 
love with. I think that was why you yanked 
loose from me and lammed, down on the 
sidewalk. You wanted to find Enoch and warn 
him; you hoped maybe you could somehow 
help him out of a jam that wasn’t his fault.”  

“Because I c-care for him,” she said 
plaintively. “I was forced to b-break our 
engagement, but I love him.” She looked 
moodily across the room. “You’ll never know 
the hell I’ve been living in, Mr. Turner.” 

I said: “I can guess, angel. And you might 
even have got away with the murder except 
for some damned bad breaks. Even your 
fingerprints on the candlestick wouldn’t have 
been too conclusive; after all, this is your 
stash. Naturally you handle the furniture and 
knick-knacks. The way things stack up now, 
though, it’s tough; you’re spang in the 
middle.”  

“If y-you’d waited a few minutes longer 
before you came b-back here. I might have p-
packed another bag and escaped,” she said 
without rancor. “I’m just unlucky.”  

Dave Donaldson rubbed his chin bristles. 
“Oh, I don’t know,” he growled. “If 

Wisenheimer Turner, here, is willing to 
perjure himself a little, you might draw an 
acquittal.”  

“Wh-what—?”  
“Bumping a blackmailer isn’t homicide in 

my book.” He made a disparaging gesture. 
“Suppose the old louse attacked you and you 
smashed his skull in self-defense? Suppose 
Turner testifies he witnessed the whole thing? 
No jury would convict you. They’d probably 
vote you a medal for heroism.” 

Her eyes held sudden hope. “Do—do you 
think—?”  

“That’s jake with me.” I said. “In fact, it’s 
a damned swell idea. Just goes to prove there 
are some decent cops in the world. The 
scandal may wreck your screen career, but 
after you’re married to Stu Enoch you won’t 
need a screen career. He drags down plenty of 
lettuce as a director for Metromount.”  

So that’s how it turned out. Meanwhile, 
however, I had to go back to that cottage on 
Curson Street and take my greasy bracelets off 
Pony Hassard. Pony was pretty sore when I 
got there, but somehow I managed to pacify 
her. I seem to have a way with dames. 

 


