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By ROBERT J. HOGAN 

 
S WE went underground from 
One Hundred Twenty-fifth Street, 
I was thinking how glad I had 

been to go on my vacation and how glad I 
was to be back. I’d been glad to get away 
from that dizzy blonde, Nora, and get a 
rest. 

I was glad to get back and feel the big 
town around me again and also I would be 
glad to see Nora. There was a girl. I 
couldn’t live with her and I couldn’t live 
without her. Meantime, she could get me 

into more trouble than I could cover with a 
Police Positive. 

I got off the Adirondack Special in 
Grand Central and walked with the rest of 
the herd up the ramp of track thirty-six. I 
was thinking how swell it was going to be 
to toss out my chest and walk around the 
streets, feeling I was part of the biggest 
human show on earth. 

I was thinking a lot of wonderful 
thoughts when I came up out of the ramp 
and there was Nora. 

A 
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“Marty! Darling!” she screamed. There 
was never any holding that girl. She 
ducked under the rope and threw her arms 
around me. She kissed me. 

“It’s so good to have you back,” she 
said. “It’s simply wonderful, darling. I got 
off rehearsal this afternoon just to meet 
you. Did you get my letter about the new 
show I’m in? It’s going to be a hit. I know 
it will be a hit, darling. How are you? Do 
you still love me, Marty?” 

She babbled on like that. She hung 
onto my arm. We got in a taxi and moved 
uptown toward her apartment. She 
wouldn’t stop kissing me. She had me 
looking like a stuck pig with her lipstick 
smeared all over my face. I wiped it off 
with my handkerchief. 

“I must tell you about the darling dog I 
have, Marty. He’s the cutest thing. I 
caught him yesterday chasing Sylvia and I 
simply had to have him. He’s a darling. He 
sits up and begs and—”  

I wanted to say, “What, another dog?” 
but then I remembered she’d written me 
that Teddy had been run over while I’d 
been gone. I started to say, “But you can’t 
take a dog just like that. He must belong to 
somebody.” But she didn’t give me a 
chance. 

 
HEN we entered her apartment, I 
saw the purp soon enough. He was 

cute, all right. He had Sylvia, Nora’s black 
tabby cat, up on the mantel and he also 
had Jeep, Nora’s night-roaming Tom, up 
on the lampshade. He was having a time 
for himself, persuading first one and then 
the other to stay put. He was barking his 
head off. He had a voice that was high and 
shrill—but playful, too, to show there 
were no hard feelings. 

Nora said, “My poor darlings. Marty, 
take him out for a walk, will you? He 
wants to go out. He’s been in too long 
already.” 

So there I was, Detective Martin Rand 
of the Homicide Bureau, on my first 
assignment after my vacation. I was 
walking a mutt that looked like he might 
be somewhere between a white poodle, a 
sky terrier and a Boston bull, with a 
spattering of airdale and a heap of reckless 
living in general for a background. 

We were walking along, taking in the 
scenery and the lamp posts and hydrants 
when this pooch spotted an alley cat up the 
block and he started yipping his head off, 
high and handsome in that queer, shrill 
voice of his. 

Across the street and down the block a 
door opened and I saw a doll come out and 
look our way. Then she looked up and 
down the street and started on a dead run 
for us. She snatched the leash out of my 
hand and her words sizzled. 

“What are you doing with my dog, you 
thief?”  

Somehow, her face seemed familiar, 
but I didn’t have much time for any close 
inspection because she slapped me a 
smack that set my eye teeth to vibrating. 

“I’ll teach you to steal my dog,” she 
said. 

I heard somebody call from a window 
behind me and it was Nora. She said: 

“Leave him alone. He didn’t have 
anything to do with taking your dog.”  

“Then who was it—you?” This 
brunette was smart looking and her eyes 
were pretty black as she looked up at 
Nora. 

“I’ll be right down and explain,” Nora 
said and slammed shut the window. Before 
you could say “Finnegan’s Wake” Nora 
was there, sweet as my favorite butter 
creams.  

“It was a mistake,” she said. “I caught 
your dog running loose, after my cats and I 
lost a dog of my own two weeks ago and I 
was afraid your dog would get run over 
like mine did.” She went on like that and 
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before she was through they were 
practically in each other’s arms and the 
brunette, who turned out to be named 
Doris Kane, was coming up to Nora’s 
apartment with us for a drink. 

I took a short, quick one and said I had 
to get back to headquarters. This Doris 
Kane pricked up her ears when I 
mentioned headquarters and I kept trying 
to place her. I was sure it would come to 
me in time, and it wasn’t important, 
anyway, so I excused myself and took my 
bags and went to my room and washed up. 
Then I went to headquarters. 

All the time I kept trying to figure who 
she was, but it always came out nothing. 

It was good to get back with the boys. 
I shook hands with Bill Bender, the desk 
sergeant, and Arty Koretski of the files 
department and then the chief came out. 

John Corrigan was an old hand at 
Homicide. I guess he’d been on the force 
and mostly in Homicide ever since I was 
born, almost. He was still long and lean 
and had bushy eyebrows and a lot of pink 
hair. “How are you, Martin?” he said. 

I was fine, but then he added: 
“Say, Nora called a while ago. She 

wants you to get in touch with her as soon 
as you get in.”  

I didn’t feel so good then. That Nora! 
“I’ll call her pretty soon,” I said. “I just 

left her a while ago.”  
Corrigan looked a little worried. He 

said: 
“She sounded pretty anxious. She said 

to tell you it looks like a murder is about 
to be committed.”  

I laughed. “Don’t you know Nora, 
Chief?” I said. “She’s just kidding.”  

Corrigan didn’t crack a grin. I began to 
think it was some kind of a gag the boys 
had cooked up. 

“She didn’t sound as if she was 
kidding, Martin,” he said. “Better call 
her.” 

 FIGURED I might as well let them 
have their fun and get it over, so I called 

Nora. She must have been sitting right 
beside the phone, because she answered 
before the bell stopped ringing the first 
time. 

“Marty,” she said and when she didn’t 
say darling, which she did on every 
possible occasion, I knew she was pretty 
tense. “Marty. Remember that girl who 
owned the dog? She’s in terrible trouble. 
She thinks someone is trying to kill her. 
Please come up right away.”  

I guess I must have been thinking of 
the Dick Tracy strip I’d been reading 
coming down on the train. I said: 

“Don’t do anything. This looks 
serious.”  

“Marty, you’re joking,” she said as if 
she’d like to bite my ear. “This is serious. 
Believe me.”  

“What did she say? Is she there now?” 
I asked her. 

“No. She waited until it got dark and 
then she went back with her dog. She went 
back to her apartment. Come up right 
away, will you, Marty?”  

I knew how emotional Nora was. I 
couldn’t take much stock in the whole 
thing. Likely this Doris Kane had gotten 
Nora all worked up over nothing. Anyway, 
I said I’d be up and I took one of the 
police cars and drove uptown. 

I kept trying to place Doris Kane all 
the way up but she kept just out of reach. 
But by the time I got to Nora’s apartment I 
was sure I’d seen that Doris doll 
somewhere. That’s the trouble with 
vacations. They let you down and your 
mind goes stale and it takes a while to get 
it back to the normal routine of thinking. 

Nora had her hat on and was waiting 
when I came in. She said: 

“I’m terribly afraid something may 
have happened already, Marty.”  

We started to go over to Doris Kane’s 

I
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apartment.  
“Tell me all about it,” I said. “Who 

was she afraid of?”  
“She didn’t say who she was afraid 

of,” Nora said. “She just said that she’d 
been worried. That somebody was trying 
to find her, to kill her. She started telling 
me when you left.”  

“After she found out I was on the 
police force?”  

“That must have been it.”  
“What did she say? Try to remember.”  
“I’m trying,” Nora said. “I’m all 

confused, I’m so excited.”  
“Why didn’t she go hide some place if 

she was afraid somebody was looking for 
her.” 

“Oh, yes. I remember now. Doris said 
she would have left yesterday but she had 
lost her dog and she wanted to wait until 
she found him.”  

By now we’d crossed the street and 
were coming to the house where Doris 
Kane had an apartment. It was an old 
brownstone made over. 

It was dark as we got there, but I could 
see something moving up on top of the 
high stone steps and then the thing let out 
some shrill yips and I knew it was the 
purp. 

He came to the edge of the top step, 
wagging his tail and barking. He came 
limping. 

“The poor thing,” Nora said. “He’s 
limping. You poor darling.” She picked up 
the dog in her arms. The leash was 
dragging under her arm. 

We went in and looked at the mail 
boxes at the right side. We found Doris 
Kane’s name. She lived on the top floor, 
apartment 3B. We climbed the stairs. 
Everything was quiet in the apartment 
house. We could smell the odor of 
cooking. Somebody was fixing 
hamburgers and somebody else or maybe 
the same ones were cooking cabbage. 

I knocked at Doris Kane’s door. I 
knocked again and nobody answered and 
the dog whined and tried to get out of 
Nora’s arms. I tried the door. It was 
unlocked. We went in. 

The first thing I saw was an open 
window at the side of the room. I 
remember thinking automatically that that 
window would open on a narrow alley at 
the side of the house, and then I forgot all 
about windows. 

Nora let go a gasp that was almost a 
scream and I looked to the left, sort of 
behind the door and partly toward the 
middle of the room. Doris Kane lay there 
in a heap. The dog spotted her and was 
crying his eyes out. I knew at a glance that 
she was dead. 

 
ROM the general marks on the girl’s 
body, I guessed that she’d been 

choked to death. Anyway, I’d leave that up 
to the medical examiner. 

Nora and the dog were having a time, 
crying by themselves. “Who did this awful 
thing, Marty?” Nora sobbed. 

“I don’t know,” I said, “but I’d 
certainly like to know.” It sounded pretty 
silly. “Anyway, it was a very quiet affair. I 
don’t think she had a chance to scream.”  

Nora took another look at the body and 
turned away quickly. 

“Think, Nora,” I said. “Did she give 
you any hint?”  

“I can’t—remember a thing,” she said. 
“Did she say whether she was afraid of 

a man—or a woman?”  
“I don’t think so. I can’t remember, 

Marty.” She was holding tight to the little 
dog in her arms. Suddenly she said, “It 
seems the dog would have put up a fight 
for Doris.” 

“Maybe he didn’t have a chance,” I 
said.  

“What do you mean?” Nora asked.  
I picked up the phone and called the 

F
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desk at Homicide. I gave Bill Bender, the 
desk sergeant, the brief details and the 
address. 

“Better send a flock of men up to this 
section and surround it,” I said. “Pick up 
anybody on suspicion. I don’t think the 
killer can be very far away.” It looked like 
a pretty recent job. In fact, Doris’ body 
was still warm.  

Nora seemed to have a lot of faith in 
that little pooch in her arms. She said: 

“Marty, what do you mean the dog 
didn’t have a chance?”  

“I’m just making a wild guess,” 1 said. 
“But 1 think the killer was in this 
apartment when Doris Kane and the dog 
got back from your place.”  

“But how did he get in?”  
“The door was probably unlocked,” I 

said. “You remember Doris Kane left in a 
hurry when she heard her dog barking out 
in the street. So she might have left the 
door open. The guy was probably hanging 
around somewhere waiting for it to get 
dark. Quite likely he saw her come out 
after her dog. He could easily have entered 
this apartment while Doris was over at 
your place.”  

“How terrible,” Nora said. “What an 
awful thing.”  

I pointed to the collar on the dog’s 
neck. 

“The dog was limping when he came 
to meet us,” I said. “That open window 
into the alley is three flights up. My guess 
is that the guy was pretty strong. Strong 
enough to hold Doris by the throat with 
one hand and carry the dog, by the leash or 
his collar where he couldn’t bite him, over 
to the window and drop him out. Or he 
could have hung the dog up by the leash.”  

“But the dog would have barked, 
wouldn’t he?”  

“Not it the killer hung him up by the 
leash on—” I looked around and pointed 
to a hook back of the door—“on that hook. 

The collar would choke him and keep him 
from yapping. Then the killer could have 
choked Doris and, after that, taken the 
dog, dangling from the leash, and dropped 
him out of the open window into the 
alley.”  

“How terrible. It’s a wonder he wasn’t 
killed.”  

I took my flashlight and stuck it out 
the open window. Down below was a 
loose pile of ashes. I could see they’d been 
disturbed as if the dog had dropped in 
them. 

“He was lucky to get off with only a 
limp,” I said. 

“But wouldn’t the dog come around to 
the front door and bite the killer when he 
came out?” Nora said. 

“Not if he spotted a cat first.”  
Nora thought a minute and then she 

said: 
“Now I’ve got to keep the little 

darling, Marty.”  
“Looks like you got yourself a dog for 

keeps this time,” I said. 
“I’ll call him Teddy,” she said, 

cuddling the purp. “I’ll call him Teddy—
after Teddy.” 

I heard police sirens growing louder 
out in the street. 

“Look, Nora,” I said. “You better go 
back to the apartment because this isn’t 
very pretty stuff.”  

“No, I’ll stay, Marty,” she said, but she 
looked scared. 

“Okay, but exit to the hall when they 
start going over things.”  

“I’ll stay right here,” she said. “They 
may want to ask me some questions.” 
Nora was a born ham when it came to 
publicity. 

“Okay,” I said. It was the way all our 
arguments ended. 

T
 
HE boys came up and I told them 
what I knew. The chief was with 
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them. It was always nice to see John 
Corrigan go to work. He never missed 
anything, but in this case there didn’t seem 
to be anything to find. No fingerprints, 
except Doris Kane’s. No clues of any kind. 
The fellow must have been wearing 
gloves, of course. The killer apparently 
had planned all this out very carefully. He 
was going to be a tough guy to nab. 

Nora stuck to the last. I was proud of 
her. She stayed until they loaded Doris 
Kane into the wicker basket and carried 
her down the stairs. I walked over with 
Nora and went up to her apartment with 
her. I left her talking to her cats. 

She was telling Sylvia and Jeep that 
Teddy was going to live with them. She 
was getting them acquainted. She told 
them she didn’t want any more battles. 
She had a way with her. The two cats and 
the dog seemed to be starting off okay 
when I left. 

I saw a couple of police cars down the 
block and one up the block when I went to 
the car I’d driven to Nora’s apartment. 
They were still combing the 
neighborhood, but it began to look like 
they wouldn’t find anybody. 

I got into my car and switched on the 
instrument lights and turned on the 
ignition. I saw the piece of paper stuck in 
the steering wheel about the same time. I 
unfolded it and read the words.  

“Doris is number one. You are number 
three, copper. Sweat, blast you.”  

Back at headquarters, I checked with 
all the boys. The short hair along my spine 
hadn’t got so it would lie down flat—not 
yet. I didn’t let them know that it had 
raised my fur. I just kept trying to find one 
of the boys who might have seen 
somebody go near my car while they were 
checking in the section. Nobody had seen 
anyone. I had a feeling I wasn’t going to 
sleep much that night. 

Even the chief was jumpy, and from 
that I knew he was baffled. I was in the 
record room trying to figure something out 
with Arty Koretski when the chief came in 
and laid a hand on my shoulder. We had 
the main light turned on one file case and 
it was a little dim where I stood so he 
could make the mistake easily. He said: 

“Joe, why aren’t you out on that—” 
Then, when I turned my face, John 
Corrigan said, “Excuse me, Martin. I 
thought you were Joe Kulsar.”  

It wasn’t unusual for me to be taken 
for Joe Kulsar. We were built about alike 
and looked a little alike, even in the face, 
and we had the same tastes about our 
clothes. But it showed how jumpy 
Corrigan was at the moment. 

“I wish I could place Doris Kane,” I 
said. “She looked familiar to me when I 
met her this evening but I haven’t been 
able to recall where I saw her before.”  

“Dugan is making a fingerprint check 
now,” Corrigan said. “Maybe that will turn 
up something to refresh your memory. 
Found anything here?”  

“Not yet,” I said. Of course we were 
all working on the same angle. It seemed 
pretty clear that this was an instance of 
someone coming back to get revenge. I 
was trying to dig up some case where I’d 
caught a man, and a girl of Doris Kane’s 
description had had something to do with 
convicting him. But we couldn’t find any 
case that tied me up with Doris Kane or 
any brunette like her. 

“We’ve got to find out who number 
two is,” Corrigan said. 

“Yes, sir,” I said. “It’s apparent that 
the fellow wants to make me sweat while 
he knocks off number two.”  

“I don’t think you’ll be in too much 
danger, Marty,” the chief said, “until he 
gets number two.”  

“I’m not worrying,” I lied. “Old Police 
Positive and my fists will take care of me. 
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What I’m trying to find is number two.”  
“If you could find the case you’re 

after, then you could learn, perhaps, who 
the judge was that convicted the scum,” 
Corrigan said. 

That was pretty evident. I was thinking 
of a judge myself, but a lot of judges had 
convicted plenty of people that I’d brought 
in—only he couldn’t tie in the girl, Doris 
Kane. 

The handwriting expert was going over 
the note I’d found in my wheel, but it was 
tough because the note was printed. 
Anyway, handwriting takes a lot of 
checking to tie it up to something. 

On top of that, there weren’t any 
fingerprints on the note. We couldn’t tie 
the paper the note was written on to 
anything because it was just a piece of 
wrapping paper—a torn off corner that 
could have come from any trash barrel in 
town. 

I let the boys go on with their 
investigation and went to my room to try 
and get some sleep. 

 
 LAY there trying to figure things out 
until it began to get daylight, then I 

must have fallen asleep. When I woke up 
the telephone bell was trying to shake 
itself off the wall, ringing. I got up and 
answered it. 

It was nine o’clock and it was Nora. 
She was all excited again. She wanted me 
to come right over. She sounded mad. She 
said, among other things: 

“Listen, you two-timer. If you want to 
continue knowing me, you get over here 
right away.”  

Dressing and shaving, I tried to figure 
out what I’d done to make her sore. That 
Nora! I couldn’t think of anything and she 
wouldn’t tell me more over the phone. 

Teddy started barking his head off 
when I knocked on her door but when she 
opened it and he flew out at me, he saw 

who I was and started jumping up on me 
and wagging his tail. I wish I could have 
said the same for Nora, but I couldn’t. 

Nora was glaring at me like I’d stolen 
all her nylons. “Come in here, you,” she 
said. 

I went in and she closed the door. 
“Look,” I said. “I don’t know what this 

is all about but I could stand a cup of 
coffee.” 

“You’ll get no coffee from me,” she 
said, “until you explain this.” She held out 
a hunk of wrapping paper with some 
pencil printing on it. It was the same kind 
of paper and printing as the note I’d found 
on my wheel last night. 

“I found that in my mail box this 
morning,” she said. “Fine thing.” 

I thought back and remembered when 
I’d brought her home from the murder last 
evening we’d passed the mail boxes in the 
entrance and had come right up to her 
apartment. 

“You didn’t look in the box last night, 
did you?” I asked, just to make sure. 

“Certainly not,” she said. “Why should 
I? The mail only comes in the morning 
and then again right after noon. Stop 
stalling.”  

I started reading the hand printing on 
the note. It said: 

“I think maybe I’ll tell your copper’s 
wife about you. And maybe I’ll kill you 
both, before I get him.”  

Nora’s finger was trembling, she was 
so mad. She didn’t seem to be worried 
about the last part of the note. She was 
pointing to the first part only. That was 
what had her in a stew. She said: 

“Let’s see you talk your way out of 
that wife angle, you stinker.”  

“Now wait a minute,” I said. 
“Wait nothing,” she said. “You tell me 

you love me. You make me think you’re 
single and you get me so crazy about you 
I’d jump out a window, if you told me to. 

I 
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And now—” She started to cry. 
“Oh, shut up!” I said. “I never was 

married and by the looks of things I never 
will be.”  

I was trying to think fast, but I was all 
at once so scared for Nora that I couldn’t 
think—not straight, anyway. There was 
something trying to get through my haze 
of fear for Nora but I couldn’t make it out. 
I kept having a feeling that I was getting 
there but it wouldn’t come.  

Nora kept crying but all that dizzy 
dame was crying about was because I 
didn’t love her. She didn’t seem to have an 
idea that this same killer who had choked 
Doris Kane to death so quietly would sure 
be after her next—after he’d given the 
mental torture to her boy friend, which 
was me. But somehow, I couldn’t feel too 
scared for myself.  

I said, “For the love of Charlie 
Knickerbocker, will you shut up so I can 
think?”  

“But you can’t love me if you’ve got a 
wife,” Nora said. 

I took her by the shoulders and shook 
her. “Look,” I said, “I love you. I never 
was in love with anybody else. I never was 
married. I never thought of getting 
married.”  

“You—you didn’t?” She stopped 
crying and looked hurt. “You never 
thought of marrying me, Marty?” 

“Certainly I thought about marrying 
you, but—”  

“But you just said—”  
“You got me mixed up like I was 

caught in a concrete mixer,” I said and that 
didn’t help because all at once I 
remembered the case of a vengeance killer 
who only six months ago had taken the 
girl friend of a man he was trying to get 
even with and he’d poured her into a slab 
of concrete just to heckle the guy before 
he killed him. I started to tear my hair. 

“Darling, what are you doing?” Nora 
said with her eyes wide. 

“I’m going mad,” I said. “And if you 
don’t shut up I’ll get violent.” 

 
HE quieted down at that. She only let 
one more peep out of her on the 

subject. 
She said in a meek voice: 
“But you do love me?”  
“Certainly I love you. That’s what I’ve 

been trying to tell you. And I haven’t got a 
wife. I never did have.”  

She even smiled at me. 
“You haven’t?” And she added. “Then 

maybe the note I found in my mailbox was 
for somebody else.”  

“Okay, okay,” I said. “It was for 
somebody else. But don’t forget that the 
killer will try to knock you off when he 
decides it’s time.”  

It all came to me suddenly out of the 
talking. I said: 

“But he’s after somebody else, not 
me.”  

“Then he wouldn’t attack me if he’s 
after somebody else,” Nora said. 

“He’ll get you when he’s ready,” I 
said, “because he thinks you’re a girl 
friend of another fellow.”  

“But I don’t understand,” she said. 
“And don’t hold your breath until you 

do,” I said. “Where’s the telephone 
directory?” 

I ran through the names starting with 
K. I found the number and called and 
heard the ringing signal. Nora stood at my 
elbow pumping questions, but I didn’t pay 
any attention to her. 

A woman’s voice answered the phone. 
“Hello,” I said, “is this Mrs. Kulsar? 

This is Marty Rand. How are you this 
morning?” 

“Terrible,” she said. “What do you 
want?”  

S
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“I think you’re excited over nothing, 
Mrs. Kulsar,” I said. “Can I speak to Joe?” 

He came on and I said: 
“Joe, what’s up?”  
“Plenty,” Joe Kulsar said, sounding 

even madder than his wife. “Some stinker 
called my wife this morning and told her I 
had a blonde in an apartment at—” He 
mentioned Nora’s address. 

“We’ll be right over,” I said. “We’ll 
get you out of the doghouse. Meantime, 
there’s a killer looking for you, Joe. Keep 
your roscoe handy. This guy means 
business and he’s after you.”  

On the way I explained to Nora and 
then, when we got over to Joe Kulsar’s 
apartment I explained all over again to all 
hands. 

It was easy to figure out now. 
Joe Kulsar and I had often been taken 

for each other. We weren’t close enough 
for twins, but at a distance or from the 
back, as the chief had caught me, we could 
be mistaken for each other. 

So the killer had me mixed with Joe 
Kulsar. And, knowing that I went to see 
Nora and also that Joe Kulsar, the man he 
was after, had a wife, he was trying to 
make Joe sweat plenty before knocking 
him off. Maybe the killer had heard about 
the concrete case I’d just been thinking 
about. The idea of Nora getting in a jam 
like that, scared the devil out of me.  

Mrs. Kulsar was as white as the cloth 
on the table. 

“My God! He’s after you, Joe,” she 
gasped. 

She looked as scared for Joe as I felt 
for Nora. 

We worked out the idea together that it 
would be best for Nora and Mrs. Kulsar to 
go stay at a hotel until this thing was under 
control. We got a taxi, circled, made sure 
we weren’t being followed and then put 
the girls in a room in a midtown hotel. 

From there, Joe and I went to headquarters 
and started working on the new angle. 

Feeling sure, as we were now, that Joe 
was the one the killer was after, it wasn’t 
hard to run down the case. 

Everything pointed to one Lefty Greco 
as the killer we were after. Greco was a 
plenty tough lad. In fact, he was a little on 
the maniac side, Joe had figured two years 
ago when he’d made the pinch. It had been 
a gang killing and, although we couldn’t 
get enough direct evidence on him to tie 
him to the actual trigger, there’d been 
enough to convict him, and Judge 
Summers had given Lefty Greco twenty 
years. 

They’d led Lefty away screaming that 
he’d get everybody in the case when he 
got out and now, looking over his record 
of brutal beatings and suspected gang 
tortures, I knew we were in for trouble of 
the gruesome kind. 

“Judge Summers is the man next on 
Greco’s list,” Corrigan said, waggling his 
thick eyebrows. “We’ve got to get him if it 
isn’t too late.”  

Judge Summers should have been in 
court right then. We called, but he hadn’t 
showed up at the courthouse yet. Nobody 
had seen him. 

I knew the judge well. He was a rather 
testy old fellow who had lived alone for 
years in a nice apartment in an old 
brownstone in the sixties. 

We couldn’t reach him by phone at his 
apartment, so we jumped in a couple of 
police cars and went up there as fast as we 
could. 

W
 

E FOUND the judge—what was 
left of him—but no clues. Nobody 

had seen anyone enter or leave that 
sounded like Lefty Greco, but of course 
that wasn’t unusual and it didn’t mean that 
Lefty hadn’t done the nasty job.  
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The little apartment house didn’t have 
a doorman or an elevator man and the 
janitor and his wife, who took care of the 
place, lived in the rear basement 
apartment. They’d been in their apartment 
all evening and all night. 

The judge wasn’t pretty to look at. The 
killer had really worked on the poor old 
man. First he’d tied him and put a tight 
gag in his mouth. He had him so tight that 
he couldn’t move or make a sound. 

The judge was only half dressed and 
his feet were bare. He was lying on the 
divan in the living room so he couldn’t 
have thumped his feet against the floor and 
given anybody downstairs a signal. 

Lefty Greco, and we were sure it was 
Lefty by now, had burned the soles of 
Judge Summers’ feet—burned them 
terribly. But that hotfoot angle was just a 
beginning. The rest isn’t nice to talk about 
and I’d just as soon forget it. It was bad 
and you can take my word for it. 

At the last, after he’d had his fun, I 
Lefty had choked the old man to death. 

Joe Kulsar looked pretty white and 
pretty mad at the same time. He was 
probably thinking what Lefty Greco might 
do to his wife, the same as I was thinking 
what might happen to Nora.  

The general idea was there in writing, 
or rather printing, so we didn’t have to 
guess. There was another note pinned to 
Judge Summers’ underwear that said: 
“This gives you an idea what’s going to 
happen to you. But I think I’ll give your 
wife and girl friend some treatment first. 
No hurry. I got lots of time to get even.”  

Joe and I were scared, all right, but we 
felt that for the moment our women were 
safe. So we went down to headquarters 
figuring that everything was under control 
for now. 

But there was that feeling that Lefty 
might wait a year before he struck again. 
He was a clever fiend. He’d broken out of 

the big house three months ago and he’d 
been lying low ever since, just waiting. On 
the other hand, who could tell about 
women?  

All the way back to headquarters, Joe 
simmered like a hot teakettle and when we 
got in he called up his wife at the hotel 
right away. But only Mrs. Kulsar was 
there. She said: 

“I told Nora she shouldn’t go out, but 
she said she just wanted to take a walk and 
get a little air.”  

Dang that Nora! Mrs. Kulsar said 
she’d been gone almost two hours now 
and she was worried. She was worried. I 
was sweating blood. 

I started pacing the floor, trying to 
figure where to look for Nora. I was still 
pacing like a caged cat when the desk 
sergeant called to me. 

“Marty, your girl friend wants to talk it 
to you.”  

I could have kissed him. I said: 
“Hello, Nora!” I must have yelled, the 

way the boys looked at me. “You all 
right?” 

“Of course I’m all right,” she said. 
“Where are you?”  
“Up in my apartment,” she said. “I had 

to see that my darlings were all right.” I 
should have known. “Come up as soon as 
you can.”  

“Nora,” I said, with the sweat pouring 
out all over me. “Don’t you know you’re 
in danger?”  

I heard her laugh. 
“Oh, I don’t think so,” she said. 

“Hurry up to the apartment, darling.”  
“Nora,” I yelled. “You blamed fool.”  
She laughed again. “Stop calling me 

names and hurry.” 
 

I TRAMPED on the siren and broke all 
traffic laws going up there. All I could 

think of was what that killer had done to 
Judge Summers. All the way up the stairs 
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to her apartment I kept thinking about the 
judge and I kept going faster until I got to 
her door. 

I wasn’t in the habit of busting into 
Nora’s apartment without knocking, but 
that didn’t hold me back this time. The 
door was unlocked and 1 went charging in 
like a mad rhino. 

What 1 saw was the thing I’d been 
afraid of. Nora was lying on the daybed at 
the other side of the room. She was tied up 
tight, just as the judge had been, and her 
beautiful mouth was covered with a gag 
that would keep a Great Dane from 
barking. 

I also heard a sound. It was a choking 
sound as if some animal were being 
gagged. 

I went for my gun but I was late. 
Behind me, someone said: 

“Reach, copper.” And then the door 
slammed shut. 

I recognized Lefty Greco the second I 
turned my head and saw him. He was a 
nasty-looking guy, about five-nine tall, but 
broad in the shoulders and strong enough. 
He had a square face and little black eyes 
that were looking through me like a couple 
of X-ray gadgets. He had a thirty-eight 
automatic not three feet away from my 
head, and there was a devilish grin on his 
face. 

I looked to see what the choking 
sounds were. They came from Teddy, the 
dog. Lefty had hung up on a hook in the 
kitchenette door, and he was slowly 
choking to death. He was hung just as I’d 
suspected Lefty had hung the dog in Doris 
Kane’s apartment, before he’d dropped 
him out the window. 

I thought of a lot of things, including 
what was going to happen to Nora. I saw 
her move and try to break free and I knew 
she was still alive. It looked like I’d come 
in just in time to head off Lefty from 
working on her like he had on the judge. 

But now I was in line for the same 
treatment. I wasn’t thinking so much about 
that, though, as I was of Nora and what 
would eventually happen to Joe Kulsar 
and his wife. I was getting madder by the 
second. 

It began to dawn on me that maybe 
Nora had said what she had on the phone 
with Lefty’s gun stuck in her ribs. She’d 
laughed twice, though, and they’d both 
been good, solid, real laughs, like she had 
a good joke on me. 

But there wasn’t any time now for 
speculation. I had to be thinking ahead. 

Lefty stepped up behind me and stuck 
the gun in my back. He reached under my 
coat and lifted my Police Positive.  

“Now, copper,” he said, “You’re going 
to see your girl get it before I work on 
you.” 

I’d turned just a little so I could look at 
Greco without twisting my head off. I 
remembered his face just the same way I’d 
remembered Doris Kane’s face. I’d seen 
their pictures at headquarters and in the 
papers when Doris Kane had testified 
against Lefty at his trial. 

“Listen, Lefty,” I said. “You got the 
wrong copper.”  

He took a quick look at me and gave a 
low cackle. 

“Don’t make me laugh,” he said. 
“You think I’m Joe Kulsar, the 

detective that made the pinch three years 
ago. Right?” 

Lefty tried to pretend he was sure, but 
I could see uncertainty written all over his 
broad face. 

“I’m Marty Rand,” I said. “Joe Kulsar 
and I are always being taken for each 
other. You got the wrong guy.”  

It was a break that I thought of telling 
him this because he began to think it over. 
He came around in front of me to get a 
good look at my face. He was looking at 
me hard. 
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I knew this was the time to start 
anything I had in mind, so I went into 
action. My hands were up about head high. 
I smashed my left down and caught his 
gun and as I did that I cocked my right and 
let him have it. 

His gun barked and I could feel the 
bullet rip through my coat, but there 
wasn’t any burn so I knew the bullet 
hadn’t creased me. 

That right was smack on the button. It 
made his eyes jiggle and he reeled a little 
with the blow. I followed up. I had his 
right wrist in my left hand and I jerked it 
hard, giving it a twist at the same time. 

 
E DROPPED his gun and dived for 
it. I let him have a left uppercut as he 

ducked and his head snapped back. A right 
to the jaw dropped him and I followed him 
down and put the cuffs on him, behind his 
back. Then I picked up the guns, put mine 
back where it belonged and laid his up on 
the mantel where I could reach it. 

Teddy was still choking on his collar, 
so I got him down. He was all right after 
he got his breath. 

I cut Nora loose. She was boiling mad. 
Seemed she’d come back to her apartment 
and Lefty was waiting in the hall. When 
he’d forced his way into the apartment, 
Teddy bit him and he kicked the dog 
across the room. Nora grabbed a fireplace 

poker and let him have it and knocked him 
out cold, then she’d called me. 

“But why didn’t you tie him up and 
take his gun?” 1 asked. 

“I guess I was too excited,” she said. “I 
was half afraid I’d killed him and anyway, 
I was sure he couldn’t regain 
consciousness before you came. I was so 
proud. I wanted to surprise you.” She 
looked like she was going to cry.  

Of course, Lefty had come around 
after she’d called me and he’d made the 
switch and been waiting for me to come, 
so he could finish Nora while I looked on. 

About the time she got through 
explaining, Joe Kulsar and some of the 
boys arrived. H “I got thinking maybe you might run 
into trouble,” Joe said, “so we decided you 
might need some help, Marty.”  

“You came just too late for the fun,” I 
said. “But you can take your playmate 
with you when you go.” They carried 
Lefty out. 

I got the two cats down from the 
drapes and sat down in my favorite chair 
and tried to quiet them. Teddy came over 
and lay down at my feet. It was all very 
homelike. It made me feel good. 

Nora said, “Maybe I’d better get you 
some breakfast, darling.”  

“It’s about time,” I said. 

 


