
Mammoth Mystery, March, 1946 

 
 

AM VARDEN turned around slowly 
before the clothing store’s triple 
mirrors, surveying himself from all 

angles. From swingy snapbrim to the 
glistening black lancepoints of his shoes he 
was brand new. The blue-gray double breasted 
flattered the long lines of his body and the tie 
added just the right kicker of color. The 
clerk’s face, perching on his shoulder in the 
mirror was approving. Sam grinned. 

“This was my one and only post-war 
project,” Sam told him; “To get into civvies.” 
He placed his discharge pin tentatively on the 
lapel. He shook his head and pocketed the pin. 
He was suddenly dog-tired. 

There had been another post-war plan. 
Doris. But then, she was probably married 
again. At any rate she hadn’t been at Grand 
Central to meet him. He had wired, in care of 
her lawyer, his time of arrival. 

Sam walked a couple of blocks down the 

Broadway side of Times Square. He was free 
for the first time in thirty-seven months. He 
wanted to revel in a bright, noisy chaos of 
planless existence; to gorge on days and nights 
that made no sense, that had no hint of 
discipline. The prospect had exhilarated him. 
Now he was in the heart of things, and it was 
dull. He was dull. Maybe it was because it was 
afternoon and the Great White Way was alien 
to daylight. Its magic was gone. Sam Varden 
was just a guy again. A dressed up heel. 

What he needed, he told himself, was a 
drink. A few drinks and he wouldn’t be a heel. 
That was past. Maybe Doris didn’t know or 
care that he was somebody a little better than 
the guy she’d been married to. But he knew. 
What did it matter why he’d enlisted? Only 
the results counted. He’d earned two citations. 
There were battle stars on the service ribbons 
of his discarded uniform. In combat a man’s 
past was past. Doris only knew that he’d 
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pulled a nasty trick. She had decided on 
divorce—with justification, Sam conceded—
and he had rushed down to enlist. Then he’d 
laughed at her lawyer. A serviceman’s wife 
couldn’t divorce him without his consent. 

Sam Varden found himself not in a bar but 
in a cigar store consulting the classified phone 
directory. A moment later he was in a booth 
dialing Anson Mervey, Doris’s attorney. 
Waiting, Sam studied the vaguely familiar 
profile of a tall, thin man at the counter.  

“Anson Mervey’s office.”  
“This is Sam Varden,” Sam began. I—”  
“Oh!” the secretary said. “Mr. Varden! 

One moment. I’ll connect you with Mr. 
Mervey.”  

“Where are you, Varden?” Mervey’s voice 
came in sharply. “Where’s Doris? Just what 
do you hope to gain, Varden?”  

“Information,” Sam said belligerently. “I 
wired Doris in care of your office. Did you 
forward—”  

“Certainly. Yesterday,” Mervey snapped. 
“Where are you two?”  

“I’m alone.”  
“You haven’t been with Doris?”  
“I haven’t. I don’t even know where she 

lives. I don’t know her name—”  
“You’re smooth as ever.” Mervey’s voice 

was contemptuous. “But we won’t hold still 
for a shakedown. Get that. You’ll find 
yourself in jail, sharper!”  

“I’m coming to see you, Mister Mervey.” 
 
AM was trembling when he pushed out of 
the phone booth. He stopped and bought 

cigarettes. He caught a glimpse of himself in 
the mirror. He was wax pale under his tan, and 
his black eyes were fever bright. As he leaned 
toward the jet of flame for a light he again 
noticed the tall thin man idly looking over the 
display of candy bars. Again the face seemed 
familiar. 

Sam remembered. He’d seen him studying 
a display poster under a movie marquee next 
door to the clothing store. Later, the same 

fellow had been one of half a dozen people 
caught on the traffic island in the middle of 
Times Square. Sam went outside and along 
the line of cabs waiting for the traffic signal 
along the side-street. Sam got into the first 
empty cab, watched the cigar store entrance. 

In seconds the man came out, walking 
hurriedly and puffing on his cigarette. He 
looked absorbed with some private, urgent 
matter. The sudden urgency didn’t match his 
lingering casualness back in the store. 
Apparently he was unaware of Sam Varden as 
he passed his taxi and got in the one just 
behind. There was little about the man to 
make an impression, Sam decided, leaning 
back against the seat. He had a wide mouth 
and somewhat sharp chin, but nothing 
unusual. His clothes were an inconspicuous 
dark. But Sam was positive that he had seen 
the man first when he came up from the train 
at Grand Central. 

“Thirty-fourth and Broadway,” Sam, told 
him driver. 

Mervey’s office was at Fiftieth and 
Madison. Sam noted that his cab was being 
followed. At Thirty-sixth he told his driver to 
cut across, turn back north to 50th on 
Madison. The other cab made the turns right 
behind. 

Sam Varden was standing at the building 
directory when the tall man came in the lobby, 
bought a paper at the newsstand. Sam tugged 
slightly at the brim of his hat, then walked 
over to him. 

“Did you want to see me?” Sam said 
levelly. 

The man stared at him, frowning. The 
frown changed to a grin. “Why should I?” He 
glanced toward the elevators as two women 
office workers got off, then back at Sam. 
“You’ll excuse me now? . . . And take it easy, 
huh?”  

Sam watched as the man and one of the 
women greeted each other. Sam grinned at 
himself in the elevator, glad that he hadn’t 
been wearing his discharge pin. That lanky 
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civilian would have had a delicious morsel to 
add to the “Are Vets People” controversy.” 

Anson Mervey was alone in his outer 
office. 

“Don’t try any rough stuff, Sam Varden.”  
 
HE lawyer stood with feet braced apart, 
and one hand lightly touching the phone 

on the typewriter desk. Whether it was to be 
used as weapon or call for help, Sam wasn’t 
sure. Sam laughed at him. He had recalled a 
formidable man, but Anson Mervey seemed 
smaller; just an ordinary, neat man in a pin-
stripe black suit that camouflaged the melon 
growth under his belt. The tough Mervey jaw 
was fatty. But the eyes and mouth were the 
key, and they were neither weak nor stupid. 

“Get this straight, Mervey. I’m not taking 
anything from you. I don’t like to be called a 
sharper. I don’t like your hints that I’m up to 
something.”  

“Aren’t you?” Mervey countered. 
“Haven’t you persuaded another man’s wife to 
come to you? I grant she was once your 
wife—”  

“I don’t know anything about it.”  
“John Alwing is aware you have been 

corresponding with Doris. He understands 
you’ve got a grudge against him. But she’s his 
wife now, and he loves her. He’ll fight for 
her.”  

“I haven’t been corresponding with her,” 
Sam said. “This is the first time I knew she’d 
married a guy called Alwing. But you can tell 
him to stop shaking. I’ve got only one interest 
in Doris . . . and not what you think. I want to 
explain something to her . . . something she 
never understood. . . .”  

“She understood you. I did too. You were 
always a tinhorn wolf, and she had every right 
to ditch you. And the final cheap, lousy trick 
you pulled off,” Mervey said, his words 
scathing, his face flushed. “When she had a 
chance—and a right—to free herself, to try 
and find a little happiness, you ran out and—”  

“I did it,” Sam cut him off, his voice 
dangerous. “And then I undid it, didn’t I? 
Didn’t I write and tell you I’d changed my 
mind? Didn’t I sign what had to be signed?”  

“Yes. So you did,” Mervey admitted. 
“There was shame left in you, I’ll concede 
that. But now—do you deny she is with you? 
Do you, Sam?”  

“Absolutely.”  
The outer door opened. Sam glanced at the 

woman who entered. 
“Say! You’re the woman who met him—”  
“This is my secretary.” The secretary 

looked at Mervey an instant, then turned a 
blank face to Sam. 

“Met whom?” she asked. “Whom did I 
meet, Mr.—”  

“Varden. Mr. Varden, ma’am. It’s all a 
mistake. You didn’t meet a man downstairs in 
the lobby five minutes ago. Oh, no! Listen, 
Mervey. You’re smart. But you’re not getting 
me involved. You picked the wrong man!” 

 
AM left the office and took the elevator 
down. He headed for the street, watching 

for the man who’d been trailing him. He saw 
him in the drugstore to the right of the 
building entrance. He cut across, entered the 
drugstore and went to a phone booth. He 
called the police, told them the whole story. 

“We’ll send a detective to your hotel.” The 
police detective was waiting when Sam’s cab 
pulled to the curb of the sidestreet hotel off 
Times Square. 

“Are you Sam Varden? I’m from the 
detective bureau,” he said. “My name’s 
Walsh.” 

“I’m Varden,” Sam told him. “The fellow 
who was following me got off at the corner. 
He probably guessed I was coming to my 
hotel—see him? The tall fellow angling across 
the street there by the Chop Suey joint?”  

“Yeah. I know him. Nick Elster’s his 
name. A private detective. He’s okay, 
Varden.” 
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“Well, I demand to know what he’s doing 
tagging me.”  

Nick Elster, the private detective waved 
and called. “Hello, Walsh. On a case?” 

“Yeah. We had a complaint from Mr. 
Varden that you was annoying him. Let’s go 
up to his room and talk about it.” 

“As you will, Mr. Walsh. And Mr. 
Varden,” the detective said, shrugging. “I’m 
Elster. I’m also slipping.”  

“What’s it all about, Elster?” Sam said. 
“You look natty in the outfit,” Elster said, 

blandly. “Better than in uniform. Does she like 
it?”  

“Who?”  
“Haven’t you got a girl friend?”  
They were in the elevator. Walsh looked 

from one to the other suspiciously. “No, I 
haven’t got a girl friend,” Sam said. “If I did 
have, you know she hasn’t seen the suit. You 
should know.”  

“Who you working for, Nick,” Walsh 
asked Elster. 

“Isn’t this your floor, Varden?” Nick 
Elster said as the car stopped. 

“I could book you, Elster,” Walsh said. “A 
citizen has made a complaint.”  

“Mr. Varden wouldn’t want to sign such a 
complaint.”  

Sam keyed open the door. He stood 
frozen. A man lay in the middle of the rug, 
motionless. Walsh thrust past him. The man 
on the floor, Sam saw, moving into the room, 
had been middle aged, with gray hair. He was, 
or had been a fat man, and he wore glasses. 
There was no sign of blood or of violence. But 
the man was dead. 

“Who am I working for?” Nick Elster said, 
staring fixedly at Sam. “I will tell you. I was 
working for this guy on the floor. John 
Alwing.”  

“John Alwing!” Sam cried. He looked 
down in horror at the flaccid dead flesh of the 
fat man’s face. “That’s John Alwing? That’s 
the man Doris married?”  

Nick Elster laughed harshly. “Listen to 

this guy, will you Walsh? He don’t know 
Alwing. He never saw him,” the detective 
said. “He knew Sam Varden, though. Had 
plenty pictures of him. Sammy used to be 
married to Mrs. Alwing. Mr. Alwing knew 
that Sam Varden and Mrs. Alwing were going 
to get together. That’s why he hired me. To 
get the facts. To watch this guy. He was afraid 
of a shakedown. Only this guy’s slick. He 
knew how to lay low, and keep the girl out of 
sight.”  

“Knew how to get rid of the hubby too, 
looks as how,” Walsh opined. “What’s it all 
about, Varden? Why’d you kill him? 
Revenge?” 

 
HE room phone rang. Sam sprang toward 
it. Walsh leaped after him, grabbed for the 

instrument. Sam hung on. 
“Hello!”  
“Sam, this is Doris. I’m in trouble. Meet 

me at the Broadway Newsreel. Will you?” 
“I—I’ll try.”  
Sam yielded the phone to Walsh. The 

detective glared at him as he called 
headquarters. Finishing, he said to Sam: 

“Who’d you talk to?”  
“Mrs. Alwing,” Sam said. “My ex-wife. 

She wants me to meet her at the Broadway 
Newsreel.”  

“She’ll be met,” Walsh said darkly. “But 
not by you.”  

“Why not let him go?” Nick Elster said. 
“He knows her, which would save time. I’ll 
tag along with him.”  

“We’ll wait. A department man will go 
with him.”  

“That wouldn’t be a crack at me, would 
it?” Elster said. 

“Sure not. I just wouldn’t put such 
responsibility on you, Nicky,” Walsh said 
sarcastically. “Seeing as how this is murder.”  

“How do you know?” Sam asked. 
“Great detectives,” Elster said mockingly, 

“have an extra sense. Like another nose. If 
you’ll be attentive you’ll note that they smell 
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different.” 
“Fresh today, ain’t you?” Walsh said. 

“How come you want to get out of here so 
bad, Elster? Maybe the pair of you have got an 
angle together.”  

“Sure. That’s why I had him call the police 
on us. But tell me, how was Alwing 
murdered? Drowned?” 

”The medical examiner will settle that.” 
 
EN minutes later Sam pushed through the 
turnstile of the Newsreel Theater, a 

plainclothesman back of him. He started down 
the stairs toward the lounge, his heart 
beginning to pump fast. He paused on the 
landing before turning down the final steps. 
The plainclothesman looked at him with 
suspicious, lowered lids. Sam gestured as 
though to explain the magnitude of this 
meeting. The mere sight of Doris after so long 
would be enough to upset him. And under 
these conditions it was something violent. 
Agony or ecstasy—he wasn’t sure. 

He went swiftly down the last few steps. 
He saw her at once. She rose from a settee 
against the wall, dropped her cigarette in the 
ashstand, and hurried to him. He stood, 
paralyzed before her. It really seemed like 
shock, for his jaw went slack and his lips 
parted. There was a constriction in his throat. 
She was beautiful. 

She stood very near and whispered “Sam!”  
Her blue eyes were moist and tender, and 

her mouth and chin trembled. Her perfume 
was in his nostrils, and for an instant all the 
tantalizing blonde loveliness of her bleared his 
senses. The instant was gone. A long time ago 
she had loved him. Now—Dance music was 
playing over the radio. The men, and a woman 
or two, on the chairs and sofas throughout the 
lounge had shifted their grinning attention to 
them. The detective was saying: 

“All right. Let’s go.”  
“This is a detective, Doris,” Sam said. 

“Your husband is dead. He died in my hotel 
room.”  

“Died! John died? How?” Her fingers 
gripped Sam’s forearm. “How did he die, 
Sam?”  

“They don’t know.”  
“Not yet, lady,” the detective said. “But 

you better come along. The Inspector’s 
waiting.”  

“He threatened us, Sam.”  
“Us?” he said. She was genuinely agitated. 

He looked at the flawless white of her breast 
in the low square cut dress, saw the rise and 
fall of her breathing. Yes, it seemed genuine. 
“How do I come into all this, Doris? And 
how—” he took a breath “—how did you 
know where to phone me? You knew where I 
was staying.”  

“My husband told me,” she said. “He 
phoned more than an hour ago and told me. 
He said he had everything ready to do as he’d 
threatened. You see, I hadn’t been living with 
him—as a wife. He thought you and I were 
going to make up, and that you were the 
reason I wanted a divorce from him.”  

“So you wanted a divorce,” Sam said. 
They had been moving up the stairs. At the 
top he stopped before going outside, and faced 
her. “Who was the reason?”  

“There’s no who to it,” Doris said. The 
detective stood facing her from Sam’s side, 
and she looked at him, including him in what 
she was saying. “But he thought you and I had 
been corresponding, and that I wanted to 
remarry you. He threatened to kill himself—in 
such a way as to ‘hang the pair of you’ as he 
put it. He hated you, Sam, more than he ever 
loved me. . . . Not that he ever loved me 
really.”  

“Not like I did,” Sam said quietly. “I want 
to say it now, Doris. Because your husband 
may have been murdered. One of the 
detectives is certain of it. And you’re going to 
be a logical suspect.”  

“I can see that,” she said slowly. “And 
you, Sam . . . you, too. Maybe John managed 
to kill himself in such a way as to look like 
murder . . . and in your room at that. . . .”  

T 



MAMMOTH MYSTERY 6

“So right now I want you to know the truth 
about what I did . . . when I went in the 
Army.”  

“Let’s not mention that, Sam,” she said. 
“You made it right, afterward. I haven’t held it 
against you. I’ve forgotten . . .”  

“I didn’t want to whine after I pulled such 
a trick,” Sam said. “So I didn’t write to 
explain my side of it. I figured I deserved your 
contempt. I didn’t want you worried that you 
might have given me another chance. But the 
fact is I pulled that trick because I would have 
done anything to hold you. I loved you so 
damned much . . . it’s true. From your 
standpoint I had a helluva way of showing it, 
but . . .” 

 
ORIS, Nick Elster and Anson Mervey 
had given their versions privately. Now 

Sam, alone with the Inspector and a 
plainclothesman in the hotel manager’s office, 
told his story. The detective took his words in 
shorthand. The Inspector asked him to repeat 
the conversations with Mervey, the one over 
the phone and in the lawyer’s office. 
Otherwise Sam talked without interruption. 
The Inspector sat reaming the dead ash from 
his pipe, letting it sift into the wastebasket in 
front of the chair he was using. When Sam 
finished, the Inspector slid the wastebasket 
back in place with one foot and began to 
repack his pipe. 

“You know,” he said, looking up into 
Sam’s face, “that the lawyer Mervey and Nick 
Elster both testify that you and Mrs. Alwing 
were corresponding.”  

“She didn’t say so, did she?” Sam said. 
“Because we weren’t. The telegram I sent in 
care of her lawyer was the first time I got in 
touch with Doris.”  

“Your story and hers check together pretty 
nicely,” the Inspector said. He paused and 
lighted his pipe. “For instance she claims that 
she wasn’t missing: that her husband knew 
very well that she was in her own apartment as 
usual. You claim you didn’t see her until you 

met at the Newsreel Theater. However, John 
Alwing notified Mervey that Doris was gone, 
that he suspected she was with you. Alwing 
also hired a detective to trail you, hoping to 
locate her through you. Hoping also, I gather, 
to get evidence that would enable him to 
divorce her.”  

“He wanted a divorce, you mean?” Sam 
asked in surprise. 

“Put it this way,” the Inspector said. “She 
was living apart from him. She wanted a 
divorce. He wanted her back—but if there was 
to be divorce he wanted to be the one to get it. 
He didn’t want to have to pay her anything. 
We now consider it possible that he got his 
evidence, that he came to the hotel here to 
make a deal. He was in a position to divorce 
her so she wouldn’t get a cent alimony or 
settlement. Seeing that she was beaten, he 
hoped she would consent to come back to 
him—possibly for some cash consideration. 
But she wanted bigger money, and she didn’t 
want him. As his widow—” The Inspector 
shrugged. 

“It was murder,” Sam said. “That’s what 
you’re driving at. Do you think I did it for 
her?”  

“John Alwing was murdered. He came to 
this hotel. He was admitted to your room, by 
someone who had a key. Which would be—”  

“Not I! My time’s all accounted for,” Sam 
protested. “I can prove where I was. Listen, 
Doris told me that her husband planned to kill 
himself so as to involve me and her. A suicide 
to look like murder.”  

“Why then would he hire a detective to 
trail you and provide you with an alibi?” the 
Inspector asked quietly. “No, Varden. You 
provided the key to the hotel room. Doris 
Alwing was the one who used it. During the 
hour you spent buying clothes. It should be 
obvious to you by now that she’s using you as 
her fall guy. So why not admit that the two of 
you had been corresponding and had planned 
to remarry?” 
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NSON MERVEY lies,” Sam said. “I 
swear to it. Nobody can prove I wrote 

her. . . .”  
“Oh. It’s come to that. You’re challenging 

us to prove it. In other words, you think you 
covered your tracks. . . .”  

“Not so fast, Inspector. I don’t have to 
answer anything. If you’ve got something on 
me, shoot the works. Otherwise I’m getting 
out of here.”  

“This is a murder case, Varden.”  
“That’s the first time you said it,” Sam 

said. “Why so coy? Was he poisoned, or 
what?”  

“His heart quit, Varden. A severe strain 
was put on it, in some manner. And though 
John Alwing always carried emergency 
adrenalin, he didn’t take it. His killer knew all 
about his weak heart, and somehow prevented 
him from taking his adrenalin.”  

“No sign of a struggle,” Sam said. “How 
did this killer manage?”  

“Simply took it away from him. Alwing 
wouldn’t have had the strength to put up a 
fight. He was fighting to stay alive,” the 
Inspector said. “But he had adrenalin with him 
when we searched his clothes. Alwing had 
collapsed on the bed. He’d had the strength to 
get up, get to the middle of the room—
probably in the futile attempt to retrieve the 
adrenalin.”  

“But you said he had it with him,” Sam 
said. “Oh—I understand. The killer took it 
from him.”  

“Then put it back in his pocket after he 
was dead,” the Inspector said. “If it hadn’t 
happened something like that Alwing would 
have tried to use his strength to inject the 
adrenalin while he was on the bed. Instead, he 
got up—and collapsed dead in the middle of 
the floor.” The Inspector looked to the 
plainclothesman. “Get the maid and the 
switchboard girl.”  

“I had nothing to do with it. The detective 
Elster knows I wasn’t in this hotel since 
morning.”  

The switchboard girl and an elderly, 
uniformed maid entered. The Inspector 
pointed at the girl. 

“Tell Mr. Varden about the call you 
received at 2:20.”  

“He called and said he’d noticed there 
weren’t any towels in his room. He said he 
was on his way over and wanted them in there 
by the time he came.”  

“I didn’t call you,” Sam said. 
“We’ll get to that,” the Inspector said. He 

looked at the floor maid. “You took towels to 
room 708 at about 2:30. Tell me again what 
happened.”  

“There was already towels in there,” she 
said. “I hadn’t hardly got in the bathroom 
before I heard a fellow puffing and panting. 
He had come in the room. He’s the one that 
was dead. He give me a dollar and went over 
and set down on the bed. Not knowing it 
wasn’t the regular occupant of the room, I 
didn’t think about it.”  

“There was more. On the stairway.”  
“Oh—yes. Like I said I walked down to 

the sixth floor. But I got on the landing half 
way down and happened to glance up. And 
there was a fellow going out the stair door into 
the seventh floor hall.”  

“A young man,” the Inspector prompted. 
 
HE elderly woman adjusted her glasses 
and looked sadly at Sam. “I’d not say,” 

she said primly. “I’d not give such testimony. 
When first I told you I reckoned the fellow 
was a young one since he moved awful fast. 
And the light was such I don’t rightly know if 
he was in gray clothes or not.”  

“At 2:30 I was in my underwear,” Sam 
said. “In a fitting room in the clothing store—
as Elster will vouch as well as maybe half a 
dozen store employees. Besides, I wouldn’t 
have had to go through such antics to get into 
my room. I had a key.”  

“Why don’t you talk to me over the 
phone?” the switchboard girl said. “I could tell 
your voice.”  

“A 
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“Never mind,” the Inspector said. “You 
ladies can go . . . and thank you.” He waited 
till they were out, then pointed his pipestem at 
Sam. “How long were you in the clothes 
store?”  

“From a little after two till about 3:15.”  
“You check,” the Inspector said, grinning. 

“And you’re accounted for by eight 
employees to be precise. You’re alibied 
good—civilian. And good luck. I didn’t think 
you’d go in for a shakedown and killing, 
Varden. But we never know.”  

“A shakedown?”  
“Ten thousand dollars cash,” the Inspector 

said, gravely. “Alwing was robbed. The killer 
may not know we’re aware of the money 
angle. But we checked Alwing’s bank, and 
found he’d drawn the money this noon. We’ll 
find the money and a killer with it. Don’t tell 
any of the others.”  

Certainly not, Sam thought wryly. I won’t 
tell anybody. It was clumsy of the Inspector. 
The pretended air of taking him into his 
confidence was far from subtle. The police 
would know every move he made. 

The hotel manager appeared. “Mr. Varden, 
we have placed you in another room—a nice 
accommodation on the fourth floor . . . oh, and 
here is a message.”  

Sam read Doris’s note on the elevator. 
Would he have dinner in her apartment? He 
would. It would be interesting, he was sure. 
She was a girl full of angles. He had had no 
conception of her depth. A pretty young 
woman married to a rich old guy. And presto! 
a pretty young widow. Rich. He wadded her 
note, started to throw it in the ash receptacle 
when he stepped into the fourth floor hall. 
Instead, he slipped it in his pocket. He needed 
the address. His fingers touched the gold 
discharge pin—and something else. He 
withdrew a small key and looked curiously at 
it as he went to his new room. 

He had never seen the key before. It was 
from one of the ten cents for twenty-four 
hours baggage lockers at the Times Square 

Subway Station. Someone had slipped that 
key in his pocket. There was one person who 
could get it back with the most intimate ease. 
Sam set his mouth, keyed open his room. 
Well, she was a delicious creature, but he 
wasn’t stooging for a killer. He went to the 
phone. His hand froze. It would be stretching 
the Inspector’s credulity a little to claim he 
had just discovered a stray key in his pocket. 
If that key led to the $10,000 Sam thought it 
did he would have to talk faster than he knew 
how. 

No. He’d let her get the key back one way 
or another—and then let the police know. It 
was tough. He had loved her—and maybe he 
still did. But he had a life to live, and he’d 
never appreciated it so much. 

 
T WAS dark when he left the hotel. A cab 
pulled up at once. He got in, then caught his 

breath as a hand clenched his lapels, yanked 
him forward. The taxi sped forward. A gun 
jabbed into his side us he was thrown against 
the seat. 

“Damn you, if you want the key, take it, 
Elster, and stop this stuff.”  

“Shut your mouth and listen. You are 
taking the key, and you are getting the money 
and bringing it back—and if you’re picked up 
by the cops, you’ll keep your trap shut.” 

“Like hell!”  
“Lean forward. Pick up that blanket and 

see the nice bundle I’ve got under there. You 
sure as hell wouldn’t want luscious stuff like 
that tossed out on a side street to get mashed 
by a cab.”  

It was Doris, bound and gagged Sam 
caught only a glance at her wide, frightened 
eyes before Nick Elster pushed him back. The 
cab didn’t stop at Sixth, but ran the sign, 
turning right. The gun stayed in Sam’s ribs. 
The private detective’s features were strained. 
The cab turned back toward Broadway. 

“We’re not followed,” Nick Elster said 
after a few moments. He glanced back once 
again. The pressure of the gun shifted slightly. 

I
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Sam twisted and smashed down at the weapon 
with his left hand. With his cupped right palm 
he drove upward violently against Nick 
Elster’s chin, knocking his head back. Sam’s 
outstretched fingers clawed at Elster’s eyes. 
Elster screamed, and brought his gun up, tried 
to club Sam, but Sam caught his wrist, shoved 
the hand back against the seat cushion. 

“Drop the gun, or so help me God you 
won’t have any eyeballs left.”  

The gun thumped onto the seat, and Sam 
had it in an instant. Sam leaned forward and 
tapped the driver sharply on the skull with the 
gunbarrel. “Stop at the first cop you see—and 
be sure you look close!”  

Nick Elster was holding his eyes and 
breathing with long quivering moans. Sam 
yanked the blanket off Doris and pulled the 
gag from her mouth. She sat up and he started 
to untie her wrists, while she shivered 
violently and finally burst into angry, 
frightened tears. The taxi stopped in the 
middle of the block. The driver scurried out 
and ran across the street. 

 
’LL go after the police,” Doris said as 
she finished untying her legs. Nick 

Elster had his chin on his chest, his hands 
covering his face. 

“You’ve still got eyes, Elster,” Sam said 
harshly. “But I’m going after them again 
unless you talk.”  

“I can’t see! I can’t. Damn you. I didn’t 
kill Alwing. Nobody can prove I did,” Elster 
snapped. 

“You did lure him to my room,” Sam said. 
“You telephoned about the towels in order to 
get the room open. And you made him climb 
seven flights of stairs at gunpoint. You 
probably made him run.”  

“You fool! He hated your guts,” Elster 
cried passionately. “He wanted to frame you 
with that money—pay you, and have me break 
in to witness it so he could send you to prison. 
He thought you’d be in your room. He was 
going to swear you were holding Doris 

prisoner somewhere and had demanded the 
money.”  

“He phoned Doris and told her where I 
was,” Sam said. “He knew about that from 
you. Why did he let his wife know? He 
wanted to keep us apart.”  

“Like hell!” Elster protested, looking at 
Sam, his hands protectively near his eyes. “He 
wanted to catch you two together and bring 
divorce action. He figured if he couldn’t stick 
you with taking kidnap ransom, he could still 
beat her to divorce—and see she didn’t get his 
money. You should be glad he’s dead.”  

“You knew I’d be in the clothing store 
quite a while,” Sam said reflectively. “It was 
during that hour you killed the man. But 
after—in the lobby of Anson Mervey’s office 
building you met Mervey’s secretary.”  

“That was pure accident,” Elster said 
firmly. “I’ve done work for Mervey, and I 
know the woman. That was all. “ 

 
WO hours later Sam and Doris left the 
Inspector’s office together.  

“I’ll buy you a drink,” Sam said. “We 
need one.”  

“I feel lost,” she said, settling back against 
his arm in the cab. “Come to my apartment.”  

Sam didn’t answer. Two points hadn’t 
been cleared. Nick Elster was in jail. He’d 
confessed robbing Alwing. He was charged 
with kidnapping Doris. Alwing’s death during 
commission of the robbery, and as result of it 
was sufficient for first degree murder charges. 
But why had Elster needed to kill? He could 
have pulled the robbery without murder. And 
it seemed odd that the detective had known 
beforehand about Alwing’s dangerously weak 
heart. 

“He did it for you, didn’t he?” Sam said 
quietly. 

“Don’t say such a thing. I knew Nick. He 
liked me. But if he had any ideas—well they 
were all his. Do you mean I put him up to 
murdering my husband? Sam!”  

“No,” Sam said. “Why should I? Besides 

“I 
T
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it’s not my business. Even if he did it with the 
idea of getting you for his pains, it wouldn’t 
be your fault.”  

“Certainly not. Now, let’s forget him and 
all the rest, Sam. I’ve got you back now. 
We’ve got everything ahead of us. Things are 
as they are and we’d be fools not to take 
advantage of them.”  

“I think I’ll pass the drink, Doris,” he said. 
“And the rest of it.”  

“No you won’t, Sam. You’d like to feel 
I’m worse than you ever were by thinking I’m 
really a killer. But I won’t let you. I love you. 
You’re coming back to me. I admit you’re 

right. Nick Elster killed him on my account. 
But I didn’t know that—or even that he 
planned—until it was done. The Inspector 
knows. I gave him the information tonight—
that Nick had confessed he did it for me. But 
the Inspector didn’t tell you, for one reason.” 

“Such as . . .”  
“I asked him not to tell you. Because I was 

afraid it would turn you against me. And it 
has—Oh, Sam! Sam! What’s there for me 
now?”  

“We’ll talk about it in your apartment,” he 
said. He drew her in his arms and kissed her. 

 


