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MURDER BACKSTAGE 
By ROGER TORREY 

 
Rawlin had been on the stage once, 

 but he’d given up all that to become 
 a private detective. In his acting days, 
 women had been his chief weakness; 

 and right now, the murder that  
confronted him was causing him no 

 more trouble than the girls in  
the chorus!  

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

ACK stage was in the disorderly order 
that’s usual before curtain time—and 
it was just like coming home. I hadn’t 

seen it for six long months. I said hello to Leo 
Marks, the stage manager, and he said: 

“Yeah! You been hiding?” 
I said, “I’m making an honest living. I’ve 

quit acting.” 
He grinned and said that every time I’d 

ever taken a dime for walking on a stage I’d 
made myself liable for arrest on a taking 
money under false pretense charge. And then 
he asked: 

“What are you doing?”  
“I’m a private investigator,” I told him. “I 

played a part like that in that show that folded 
over at the Grand, and all the guy had to do 
was walk around and look wise and every now 
and then say ‘this is a difficult case to solve.’ 

So I got myself a job with the Arnold 
Investigation Service. I eat steady now, which 
is more than I ever did in show business.  

“What you doing here?”  
“Some gal named Lois McAvoy called the 

office and asked for me. Already you see, I’ve 
got a reputation. Who is she?”  

Leo rolled his eyes and made motions with 
his hands. “A pain in the neck! Her guy is the 
one that’s backing the show, so she’s in! A 
society tramp, no less! With a yen for show 
business! She smells! My God! She’s driving 
me nuts already, and now she drags you in. I 
got trouble, and plenty, and now you.”  

I said, “I don’t make trouble, Leo.”  
He grinned again and said, “If you could 

keep away from women, you wouldn’t. I’ll 
admit that. The gal’s got dressing room 
number two, and the only reason she ain’t got 
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number one is because Mary Mars, and you 
know her, told the McAvoy menace that she’d 
scratch her eyes out if she asked for it. 
McAvoy believed her, thank God, or we’d 
have had murder back here. You know Mary 
Mars, Teddy.”  

I said I knew Mary Mars—and headed 
back for the number two dressing room and 
my client. Mary Mars was a demure looking 
little wench that wasn’t much bigger than a 
drink of water—and who was hell on wheels. 
I’d worked in one show with her, and I’d run 
like hell every time she’d looked in my 
direction. She collected new men like some 
girls collect mink coats—but she wore them 
out a lot faster. 

So I went past the first room, the one with 
the big star on the door—and knocked at the 
second, which had one almost as big. 

 
Y CLIENT wasn’t as big as a horse but 
wasn’t certainly in the smaller pony 

class. She was in her stocking feet—and not 
much else—and she was at least an inch taller 
than I am. I’m five eleven, too. She made a 
pass at holding her dressing gown around her, 
missing the pass, and said:  

“Ah yes! Teddy Rawlin! I’ve heard so 
much about you, Mr. Rawlin.”  

I said I hoped it was all good. I really 
meant it—the big gal was as pretty as she 
could be, in spite of looming up like the Statue 
of Liberty. Blonde. Built in proportion, which 
meant a lot of mama in a lot of interesting 
places. Maybe it was curiosity, but I right 
away started to go for her—I’d never been out 
with a gal the size of her. She sat down in 
front of the dressing table, showing me a lot of 
white and powdered leg, and started to do her 
face. She said: 

“A lot of it was bad. Or good, if that’s the 
way you look at it. I heard you were an actor 
who quit show business because he was 
always in trouble with women.”  

I said, “A man’s got to protect himself in 
the clinches, don’t he?”  

She laughed at me in the mirror—and I 
started wishing the show wouldn’t be on in 
fifteen minutes or less. She had that kind of 
eyes and laugh. She said: 

“I’m broad minded. It’s this. I’m going to 
wear real jewelry in the show tonight—a press 
agent gag—and I thought it might be better to 
have somebody to keep an eye on it. And I 
remembered hearing that you’d turned 
policeman, so I called your agency and asked 
for you.”  

“If the jewelry’s on you, it’ll be no chore 
to watch it,” I said. “Just the opposite. I’d 
work for nothing, but the union wouldn’t like 
it, Miss McAvoy.”  

“Call me Lois. I wish Harry wasn’t so 
jealous, I really do. If he was back stage 
tonight, he’d have never let me get you.”  

“Harry?”  
“Harry. Harry Brice – you’ve heard of 

him, haven’t you – Mr. Rawlin.”  
I said, “It’s Teddy, Lois. Yeah, I’ve heard 

of him.” 
 

ARRY BRICE had angeled more 
musical shows than anybody on the 

street—and always for the same reason. Some 
gal he’d be playing around with would want a 
job in show business, and Harry would back 
the show to get it for her. I didn’t know him 
but I’d heard he was a guy of about fifty that 
held his age and had only that one weakness. 
Just women. Outside of that he was supposed 
to be as hard as nails and as tough in business 
as an Armenian. He watched how his money 
was spent—knew plenty about show business, 
and kept a finger on the show his money was 
in – and made money with four out of five of 
them. 

About then my client shucked out of her 
dressing robe and climbed into an evening 
gown—and I couldn’t tell whether she was 
just trying to tantalize me or really wasn’t 
paying me any attention. She said carelessly:  

“I told my maid not to come in tonight—I 
knew you’d be here. Help me with this, will 
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you, Teddy?”  
I buttoned buttons and snapped snaps and 

zipped zippers—and my hands were shaking 
so I had a bad time with all of them. Then I 
looked past her, in the glass, and saw she was 
grinning at me. I said: 

“Oh hell! I’d be better if I was taking off 
instead of putting on.”  

She said she’d heard that about me. And 
then the call boy knocked and shouted, “Five 
minutes, Miss McAvoy.”  

I helped her powder her shoulders. 
 

ARY MARS was just outside her own 
door when Lois and I went outside. She 

saw me and squealed and ran over to me, 
holding out both hands. She said: 

“Teddy! Teddy! Of all people!”  
And then she gave my big client a dirty 

look and added, “And with what people! With 
a crowd, no less.”  

I felt sorry for the big girl—she’d probably 
taken plenty of those kind of cracks about her 
size, and Lord knows that wasn’t her fault. 
But when I looked at her she didn’t act as 
though she was upset about the dig at all. She 
looked frightened, rather. She said: 

“I’m on right away, Mr. Rawlin.”  
I said, “And I’m going along.” I said to 

Mary Mars, “Be seeing you later, Mary. 
How’s things?”  

Mary threw another harpoon on that one. 
She said, “Not so good! Half the time I think 
I’m working in Jumbo.” 

My client passed the elephant gag right 
along with the other. I followed her over to the 
wings, and she said, in a low voice: 

“I’m really afraid of that girl. She’s the 
most vindictive thing I’ve ever met. She really 
scares me silly—I don’t sing half as well as I 
really can, just because she upsets me so.”  

I said, “Mary Mars is a cat if ever one 
meowed. An alley cat, at that. “  

“Well, she’s had to make her own way,” 
the big girl said. “Maybe that’s not fair to 
say.” 

“It isn’t fair to the alley cat,” I said. “I 
know Mary. I think I know a way to set her 
back where she belongs.”  

Miss McAvoy asked where the Mars girl 
should be set and I told her I really didn’t 
know her well enough to go into detail on that. 
Then the orchestra started the curtain music 
and she went out and took her place in front of 
the chorus line. 

She wasn’t bad—in fact, she was 
surprisingly good. She didn’t look as big, out 
there on that big stage, and the line back of her 
were mostly show girls and not dancers— and 
they usually are fair sized gals themselves. 
She didn’t stand out like a giantess in front of 
them. She had a nice voice, too. Big and 
throaty and full of the same sort of appeal the 
gal had so much of. The finale of the act was 
when the whole flock of them—the gal and 
the line behind her—all moved to front stage, 
taking a full chorus to do it, and with the show 
girls joining in with her one at a time. 

It made a nice climax. . . they’d picked the 
gals for looks, and they just set the big girl off 
to perfection. The curtain went down with her 
standing there, front stage center, and with a 
show gal close to her on each side, though 
maybe three feet in back. Far enough back so 
the audience would know whose song it had 
been. 

And then it happened. 
 
HE curtain barely hit the stage before it 
started up again, so the bunch of them 

could take their bows. They took just one, and 
this time the curtain was supposed to be left 
down long enough for the girls around Lois 
McAvoy to get away from her so she could 
take the next bow alone. I just saw them start 
to duck back and away from her when the 
lights went out. 

And they went out all over. No mistake—
the stage was as dark as the inside of a barrel, 
and the change from the glaring brightness of 
the foot and floods and spots all focused on 
white legs and shoulders was more than 
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startling. 
The girls on the stage all screamed—and I 

heard a noise that didn’t sound much louder 
than a cap pistol fired a block away. More of a 
snap than a bang. And it could have come 
from anywhere. Somebody stumbled into me, 
and swore viciously, and I recognized the 
voice and said: 

“What in hell’s the matter, Leo?”  
He said, “That damn electrician! He’s 

drunk again! He’s pulled the master switch, 
the—”  

He crowded past me, and then I could hear 
the sound of the audience, cutting through the 
noise the girls on the stage were making. A 
sort of dull roar—the sound a lot of voices 
make when their owners are puzzled and a 
little frightened but still not panicky. I thought 
of what might well happen unless Leo got the 
lights out front on in a hurry and started to 
pray—one fool can start a panic at a time like 
that. I could hear Leo, still swearing, over by 
the switchboard—and then the lights went full 
on. 

They were set just as they’d been when the 
master switch had been pulled down and so 
they lit the stage in the same blaze it had been 
before the accident. And the guy pushing the 
button for the curtain to rise had apparently 
done his stuff before—because the curtain was 
going up in the stately way front drops always 
do. 

That’s what made it so bad. It gave the 
audience a chance to see everything that had 
happened—and to see the panic on the stage. 

The girls were all huddled toward the back 
of the stage, against the back drop. In a tight 
little mob, and with their heads all turned 
toward the front and center of the stage. 

My client, Lois McAvoy was there, 
stretched out flat, with her evening dress up 
around her waist. Her upper body was 
stretched out and covered the face and 
shoulders of another girl—one of the chorus 
line—and already blood was showing on the 
polished stage floor. 

Leo Marks was standing by the 
switchboard, with his hand still up and on the 
master switch. His mouth was open and he 
was staring at the stage as though he didn’t 
believe what he saw. He wasn’t paying any 
attention to the man who was lying by his feet. 
I got to him in a hurry, just as the audience 
started really to make noise, and I said: 

“For God’s sake, Leo! Get that curtain 
down. Get out front of it and tell them there’s 
nothing wrong. Tell them it’s just part of the 
show.”  

He gave me a dazed look and said, “Sure, 
Teddy, but it isn’t.”  

“D’ya want a panic?” I said. “Get that 
curtain down. Get out in front of it and quiet 
them.”  

He just stared at me. I slapped his face 
hard, first one side and then the other, and the 
dopey look went out of his eyes and he shook 
himself a little. He shoved a button on the 
board that was marked CURTAIN—
EMERGENCY, and it started to drop as he 
ducked out in front of it. I could hear him start 
with “Ladies and Gentlemen! There is no 
cause for alarm. This is . . .”  

The curtain came all the way down then 
and the thick asbestos cut off the sound of his 
voice. And I went out on the stage and to the 
two girls.  

 
IRST, I lifted Lois McAvoy away from 
the other girl, and that was a job. I didn’t 

know whether she was hurt or not so I had to 
move her gently—and moving a girl that 
weighs around one sixty gently, when she’s 
limp as a rag, is a trick I don’t know. There 
were at least twenty people from the show, 
standing around and watching, but nobody 
made any move to help. I got Lois to the side 
and spread her out the way she’d been, and 
then quit worrying about her. 

There’d only been one shot and the other 
girl had taken the slug and no mistake. 
Through the neck, and where it had hit the 
jugular vein. The blood was pumping out in 
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spurts and there was still a lot of it. I wadded 
up a clean handkerchief into a solid point and 
crammed that into the hole the bullet had gone 
in, then lifted her head enough to do the same 
with the place the bullet had emerged—and 
both handkerchiefs started to darken fast. Leo 
came back from in front of the curtain, white-
faced and trembling, and I said:  

“Leo! Fast! Get a doctor here! Call an 
ambulance, just as soon as you get the 
doctor—or better, have somebody else do it. 
This girl might live, if they can get her to a 
hospital and give her a transfusion in time. It’s 
loss of blood that’ll kill her, and she’s still got 
some left. Hurry, man!”  

He dashed off, toward the house phone 
that was by the switchboard—and I knew 
there’d be a doctor there in a hurry. They 
often leave their names and seat numbers at 
the box office, in case of a call. Mary Mars 
came up and bent down over the girl and said:  

“Oh, the poor dear! Well, she would run 
around with that kind of a man.” 

I said, “What does that mean?”  
Mary said, “Her boy friend was terribly 

jealous. I expected something like this—he 
beat her up something terrible last week.”  

I said, “Where were you when the shot 
was fired?” I made it low, right in her ear, and 
so nobody else could hear it. She said back as 
low: 

“I’ve got to talk to you, Teddy! Come up 
to my apartment—I’m in the telephone book.”  

“When?”  
“Any time after the show—we’ll have to 

go on.” 
 
HEN a fussy little bird with a Vandyke 
and a medical bag came bustling through 

the crowd, shoving them every which way. He 
knelt down by the girl on the floor, and said 
both to me and to Mary Mars:  

“Give this girl air. The ambulance will be 
here at any time.” 

He sniffed at the handkerchief plugs I’d 
shoved in the little holes the bullet had made 

going in and out and replaced them with 
gauze. He did say, grudgingly: 

“The girl would have died without this 
rudimentary first aid. Who is responsible for 
it?”  

I said, “I’m guilty.”  
He said, “Indeed!” and looked me over. 
I asked, “Have you had any experience 

with gunshot wounds?”  
He sniffed again and said, “My specialty is 

gall bladders, sir.”  
I told him I’d wait to hear what the police 

surgeon said. That I was trying to find out 
what the girl was shot with and from how far 
away and a bunch of technical stuff like that. 
He said: 

“I can tell you this, young man. I was in 
the audience and distinctly heard the sound of 
the gun. It was not loud, therefore I judge it 
was a small calibred gun. The girl shows little 
sign of shock, which also bears out my theory 
of a small calibred gun fired from a distance. 
It happened just as the lights went out, I may 
add.”  

The ambulance came then, and with it a lot 
of policemen. They put the girl on a stretcher 
and took her away—and they mopped up the 
blood on the stage and put on a sort of show. 
My client, Lois McAvoy, was in her dressing 
room all during it, with me with her, and I 
didn’t get a chance to see it—but Leo Marks 
stopped in and told us that only about half the 
girls would go on stage and that the ones that 
did acted as though they were on it for the first 
time. I said: 

“How was Mars?”  
He said, “You know Mary. She’s a tramp 

but she’s a trouper. She’d put on a show if the 
walls of the theater were falling down. She’s 
so damned tough I don’t think this business 
tonight bothered her at all.”  

My client said, “And she’s such a sweet 
looking little thing, too.”  

Leo said thoughtfully, “So’s a bumble bee. 
It looks so nice and soft and fuzzy and what a 
sting the damn things have.” 
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ND then a big, hard looking bird came 
in, without knocking, and said, “ ‘Lo, 

kid!” to Lois. And to us he said:  
“Get out.”  
Leo started to head toward the door. I said, 

“Wait a minute, friend. Who’re you?” 
My client said, “It’s all right, Mr. Rawlin. 

I’ll... just have your office bill me, please.”  
With that she looked toward the door and I 

got the idea. I went out with Leo, and Leo 
said, “If it wasn’t for that big slob having his 
dough in the show, I wouldn’t let him back 
stage. Harry Brice! Harry Brice, hell! If it 
wasn’t that he’s got more dollars than Mr. 
Carter’s got pills, they’d have him in jail for 
chasing kids. He’s a louse! He’s a rat! He’s 
been nothing but trouble for me and this show 
since he angeled it. He comes every night, 
with about twenty friends, on passes, which is 
the front office’s headache. It ain’t mine, but I 
still don’t like it because the girls all play to 
him instead of to the money seats. You’d think 
he was the Lord himself, sitting up in that 
box.”  

“I thought the girl had money. If she 
hasn’t, how come the press agent stuff about 
her jewelry?”  

“That’s what it is,” said Leo. “You called 
the shot—it’s press agent stuff.”  

“No money?”  
“Lord, no. Just another show girl that 

thinks she’s getting a break. A nice kid, too, 
even if she is bigger than a small Jersey cow.”  

I gave up trying to get anything more out 
of him after fifteen minutes of trying—and 
went down to the police station. They’d asked 
me a few questions and I’d told them I’d stop 
down after I’d seen my client was safe at 
home. 

And now this Harry Brice was beating me 
out of the job of taking her there—and I didn’t 
like it a bit. 

 
HE police had gotten a lot of action in a 
hurry.  They’d found out that the 

electrician hadn’t pulled the main switch and 

so had thrown the house in darkness. He’d 
been standing by his board, waiting for his 
cue, and somebody had slugged him from 
behind and then had yanked down on the 
switch handle. They’d found no fingerprints 
on the handle, which meant the slugger had 
worn gloves or had had a handkerchief over 
his hand. The girl that had been shot was 
going to live, barring complications, which 
was all right with everybody but the boys 
working on Homicide. They were sore 
because they’d lost a cast iron case. 

I talked with Joe Ellers, a friend of mine in 
that department, and he actually acted ugly 
about it. He said: 

“Now look! This girl that was shot was 
named Mitzi Mareaux. That is, for show 
business—her real name was Mabel Welch 
and she was born over in Brooklyn. She was 
running around with a guy named William 
Morris—we’ve got him downstairs right now, 
working on him. He beat the girl up, only last 
week—he’s crazy jealous about her and has 
threatened her plenty of times. Everybody in 
the show will testify to that.”  

I said, “So-o-o!”  
“So that’s it. Cast iron, Teddy! This 

Morris has got a permit for a Colt Woodsman 
twenty-two Hatch Target pistol. Got it just a 
little while ago—claimed he wanted to shoot 
at targets, I guess. We found that out from 
some of the people in the show, too. He was in 
the audience, and he tried to get back stage 
and the doorman had to almost fight with him 
to keep him out. We picked him up right 
there—he was still trying to argue his way in, 
after we went looking for him.”  

I said, “I don’t get that, Joe.”  
“Well, one of the people in the show told 

us about him—his name and about the gun 
and all. So we remembered the guy that was 
making the fuss at the stage door, and sure 
enough, it was this guy Morris. So we picked 
him up and took him down to where he lived 
and he couldn’t find the gun there. He claimed 
it must have been stolen. Stolen, hell! We 
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picked it up in a trash basket in the men’s 
room. His prints all over the inside of it, but 
the outside wiped clean. You see the spot he’s 
in.”  

“Looks bad, all right.”  
Ellers sounded disgusted. He said, “You 

still don’t get it. The girl’s going to live. All 
we can do is rap the guy for attempted murder 
and assault with a dangerous weapon and 
disturbing the peace and a few things like that. 
I don’t think we can put more than five years 
on the guy, instead of burning him.”  

I said, “I’ll be going. I wouldn’t be too 
tough with the guy, Joe. He can bring suit for 
false arrest and make trouble for you boys if 
you’re wrong.”  

He stared and said, “If we’re wrong. How 
in hell can we be wrong?”  

I told him I’d heard that people often made 
mistakes and left. I still had a date with Mary 
Mars and that was one date I was going to 
keep. 

Harry Brice had knocked my other plans 
for the evening sky high. When he’d appeared 
on the scene to take Lois McAvoy home. 

 
ARY MARS lived in the East Sixties, 
in an apartment she couldn’t afford. Not 

even with the money she was making in the 
show—and she was drawing down plenty. I 
called her from downstairs, and a little colored 
girl let me in and took my hat when I went up, 
and then La Mars made her appearance. 

And what an appearance. 
She was dressed in black—but it was 

black lace and you could see right through it. 
And Mary Mars was something to see. You 
don’t get by as a lead in a big town musical 
show unless you’ve got what it takes—and 
Mary had it. Plus. She was little, but then, they 
put the most expensive watches in small cases 
these days. She ticked just like one of them 
with me—and I didn’t like her and never had. 

But then I’m only human—and I could 
forget all about not liking her I found out. She 

smiled sweetly at me and held my hand with 
both of hers and said: 

“Oh, Teddy! The time we’ve wasted! And 
after the play I made for you, when we were 
working together. I’d just love to do a love 
scene with you, Teddy. I mean on the stage, of 
course.”  

The way she said it didn’t mean on any 
stage.  

She turned then and snapped at the maid, 
with, “Don’t stand there like a stupid. Bring in 
some Scotch and some ice and a siphon bottle. 
Hurry now.”  

I said, “I can wait for a minute, Mary. The 
gal don’t have to jump out of whatever she 
wears under that uniform on my account.”  

The Mars didn’t pay any attention to this 
piece of politeness. She was still clutching my 
hand as though she was afraid I’d get away, 
and she pulled me over to a chesterfield and 
almost shoved me down on it. And then 
flounced down alongside, swinging her feet up 
on the couch, as she did. She was afraid I 
couldn’t see enough through the black lace 
thing she was wearing, so she let most of it 
slide away from her legs. Still holding my 
hand in the grip, she leaned over as far as she 
could, without actually climbing up on my lap, 
and said: 

“I like you better because you’re that way, 
Teddy. Honest.”  

“What way?”  
“Hard to get.”  
I laughed. I’d quit show business because 

just the opposite was true . . . and she knew it. 
The maid came in with the tray full of 
whiskey and ice and soda, and the Mars said: 

“Go ahead, stupid! Mix two drinks. Make 
‘em both with a little authority.”  

The maid did, then started to take the tray 
back to the kitchen. The Mars said, “Leave it, 
stupid! I’ll call you when I want you. 
Understand?”  

The maid said she understood—and left. I 
said, “What’s her name besides stupid?” 
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“Carlotta,” said the Mars. “I have ‘the 
damnedest time with maids. I just can’t keep 
them. It’s my temperament, I guess. Here’s 
your drink, honey.” 

 
HE handed me the highball and I didn’t 
tell her that temper was the word she 

should have used to account for her maid 
trouble. I took the drink and she snuggled 
down and said: 

“You were so cross to me tonight when 
that poor girl was shot. That was terrible. It 
was lucky I knew about the trouble she’d had 
with her boy friend, and about how he had the 
gun, wasn’t it? They might not have caught 
him like they did, if I hadn’t told them.”  

“You were the one that told them, eh?”  
“Why yes, honey! He had no right to shoot 

the girl like that. Not during the time the show 
was on, anyway. I always say the place for 
family troubles is at home.”  

This from the wench who put on scenes all 
over the town. I said, “Well, it’s none of my 
business. I was just there looking after Miss 
McAvoy’s jewelry.”  

The Mars said, “Oh that big horse! 
Imagine a wench that big in show business.” 
I’d have rather been with Lois McAvoy than 
where I was—but I couldn’t see any sense in 
foolish wishing. Besides, I had something to 
do that came under the heading of business. I 
figured if the gal wanted to make a little love 
while I was finding out about the business, 
why that was all to the good. 

And beside that, I’d always been a fool for 
women and I could see I hadn’t changed. And 
I was glad of it. By and by she disentangled 
herself and whispered: 

“I’d better tell Carlotta to go home, hadn’t 
I, honey?”  

I said I thought it was a good idea. It took 
her another five minutes to get clear, and then 
she went to the kitchen—and I heard her say: 

“Go home now, Carlotta. And I want you 
back here at eleven in the morning.” 

I heard Carlotta say something in return, 

but I didn’t catch what it was. I was too busy 
looking at a stack of pictures that had been put 
face down behind a chair. I’d been figuring 
them out ever since I’d been in the apartment, 
and I wasn’t wrong. I got back to my seat on 
the couch, and the Mars came back and 
poured us another drink and snuggled down 
next to me and whispered: 

“Let’s go on from where we left off. Shall 
we, Teddy honey?”  

I heard a door close and figured it was 
Carlotta going home. I waited a minute and 
said, “Let’s not. Let’s just hold that for a 
minute. Why the sudden rush of love for me, 
Mary?”  

“I always made a play for you,” said the 
Mars. 

“You’re sure it wasn’t something that just 
came on you tonight? So I wouldn’t angle 
around and ask questions about where you 
were when the electrician was knocked on the 
head?”  

She laughed and told me not to be silly. 
And I said: 

“I’ m not being silly, you tramp. It was a 
nice frame. The poor guy they’ve got down in 
the station was the patsy, for sure. Swipe his 
gun, for the first. Shoot Lois McAvoy for the 
second. Tell the cops about him having 
trouble with his girl and owning a gun for the 
third.”  

She said, in a very reasonable voice, “But, 
Teddy honey! McAvoy wasn’t shot—it was 
the other girl. His girl. And what would I have 
to do with it?” 

 
ND then Brice said, from the door, 
“Don’t stall him any longer, kid. He’s 

wise.” He was standing there with a gun in his 
hand and a grin on his face. 

It had been him coming in instead of the 
maid going out. He said to her: 

“Let’s not have any noise here. Get me a 
wet bath towel. I can take him down the 
elevator in the back.”  

The Mars said, “Oh, Harry!”  
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He said, “Come on! Move!”  
She got away from me and started for the 

bathroom, which was off the hall leading to 
the kitchen. She went through the swinging 
door that led to the hall—and then there was a 
sort of muffled squawk from that way and 
Brice turned his head for a second. 

And then I shot him—and I don’t think he 
realized for a minute what had happened to 
him. I’d aimed the gun low, thinking a bullet 
in the shin would knock the pins out from 
under him and that he’d drop his gun. But his 
leg buckled and he stood there on the other 
one, like a chicken does on a cold frosty 
morning, and just stared at me. I said: 

“Drop it. Or I’ll make it center this time.”  
His gun was out of line and mine was 

lined on his middle. He dropped his, and 
teetered a bit and said: 

“Where’d you have the gun?”  
I said, “Look, stupid! While I was making 

love to your gal, I took it out of the sling. It 
was in the way and I put it down alongside of 
me. Clear?”  

He said, “Yeah!” And then fell down. 
I picked up his gun and went out toward 

the kitchen—and there was a sweet sight. The 
colored gal was sitting on top of Mary Mars 
and was just beating her silly. She smacked 
her in the face a couple of times more, for 
good measure, and looked up at me and 
panted out: 

“Mister, I is just sick and tired of this bad 
woman calling me names. I is quitting. I is 
doin’ her what I been wantin’ to do. My boy 
friend says he pay my fine when she jails me.”  

I said, “Look, Carlotta, let her up before 
you kill her. And there’ll be no jail for you. 
It’s her that’s going there.”  

And then I went back and called the cops. 
The last I saw in the kitchen hall was the 
colored girl bouncing up and down on La 
Mars stomach, straddling her like she was 
riding a bucking horse. And I’m damned if 
even in the middle of that excitement I didn’t 
notice the colored gal had a nice looking pair 

of legs herself. 
I should have been born blind. 

 
OE ELLERS, of Homicide, said in a 
disgusted voice, “Hell! I should have 

thought of that. Here I talked to the electrician 
and knew somebody back stage had knocked 
him out and never thought to tie it up with the 
shooting. I’m losing my mind. “  

I said, “That’s what made it so simple. I 
had the reason for it when Leo Marks made 
the crack about Harry Brice running around 
after kids. I never thought about Miss 
McAvoy being just a kid—I took it for 
granted she was older than she was—I 
suppose because she’s so big. Brice wanted to 
get rid of her because he’d fallen for Mary 
Mars, but he thought the McAvoy gal would 
make trouble for him.”  

“She should be glad to get rid of the heel,” 
Ellers said. 

“Sure. But he’s so damned conceited he 
didn’t think anybody would give him up 
without a struggle. So he swiped this young 
fellow’s gun—fixed it with the Mars gal to do 
tricks with the electrician and the lights—and 
lined the gun on the McAvoy girl. When the 
lights went out, he pulled the trigger—but in 
the excitement the girls had shifted and he 
potted the wrong girl. That’s what he was 
figuring on, the smarty. He thought the cops 
would think the McAvoy girl had been killed 
by mistake—thought they’d think the kid had 
aimed at his girl and had missed her and hit 
McAvoy.”  

“You wouldn’t think a cute little trick like 
the Mars girl would slug a guy, like she did 
the electrician.”  

“You don’t know the Mars girl. Brice was 
big money and she was nuts about him. She 
made the play for me so I’d fall for her and 
not suspect her nor Brice.”  

Ellers nodded and said, “Yeah! We found 
the blackjack in her dressing room—and that 
broke her down. Ah well! I always said a man 
should never trust a woman. They’ll both do a 

J
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little time for it, anyway. What are you going 
to do now, Teddy?”  

I slid off from where I was sitting on a 
Homicide office desk and straightened my tie 
and said, “I’m going down to the show and 
take the McAvoy home. She likes me—she 
thinks I’m a marvelous detective.”  

Ellers stared, then shook his head. He said, 
gloomily, “And you’ll get in trouble, like you 

always do. Didn’t you just get through telling 
me the gal is under age?”  

I said, “Was under, Joe. The word is was. 
She had a birthday, just yesterday.”  

He shook his head again and said, just as 
gloomily, “She’ll still get you in trouble.”  

It turned out, afterward, that he was right. 
But I’d never give him the satisfaction of 
letting him know about it. 

 
 
 


