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AXIE’S Magic Manhood Moss, 
boiled in water until it made a thick 
and evil-tasting brew, was 
guaranteed to instill red-blooded 

virility and unprecedented ardor into the most 
anaemic man in all the West Indies. 
Concentrated Extract of Croesus Shinbone, 
used to flavor herb soup drunk out of a gourd 
in the dark of the moon, would teach him how 
to get rich. Shredded Beard of King Solomon, 
rubbed assiduously into the scalp and the 
swellings back of the ears with appropriate 
incantations, would fill him with wisdom so 
that he might keep clear of designing women 
who were unworthy of him and devote all his 
energies to the one whose love was true. 

All these things the slim girl with the 

straight black hair and the gold-and-ivory skin 
purchased from Maxie the Magic Man, whose 
address had been the Bronx before New 
York’s loss became San Juan’s gain. Then she 
bought a phial of Irresistible Lure Lotion, 
imported direct from Harlem, which would 
envelope the woman who used it in an aura of 
scent to which no mere male could remain 
indifferent longer than a few seconds. 

Maxie smiled thinly as he fingered the 
silver coins the girl stacked on the counter, so 
that his blue jowls were creased wolfishly. 
“That’s right, Maria,” he said. “If you lose 
one, go after another. Sooner or later you’re 
bound to get a good husband with Magic Max 
helping you.” He winked at Matt Rhodes, 
waiting at the counter to get a loan. Maxie 
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Werner sometimes supplied small amounts of 
cash to his best friends for as little as fifty per 
cent interest a month. Between checks from 
the Amalgamated News Service, for which he 
was correspondent in Puerto Rico, the young 
man occasionally found such generosity 
convenient. 

The girl looked at Maxie with dark, liquid 
eyes that could dissolve in tears or burst into 
flame in a split second. “If he is to be my 
husband,” she said scornfully in the careful 
English she had learned at the convent school, 
“he must never run away to marry an old 
American woman who stays drunk day and 
night, just because she is rich.” 

“Forget about Jarvis,” Max advised. “He 
ain’t no good, anyway.” 

“Forget him?” cried Maria, in sudden 
anger. “Perhaps I shall kill him yet—and his 
old hag of a wife, too!” 

Rhodes’ eyebrows lifted as he surveyed 
the impassioned creature. Infuriated, she might 
easily murder a man or a woman, he 
decided—but in gentler moods she would be 
charming. Beneath her thin white dress the 
firm lines of her lithe body were exquisite. Her 
small breasts, untrammeled by any brassiere, 
thrust outward against the light fabric. Her 
face was extraordinarily pretty, with soft 
mouth and eyes and proud nose and chin. She 
was eighteen or nineteen, he guessed, and her 
hot blood was pure Castellon, although her 
ancestors had probably been in the islands for 
many generations. 

Watching the smooth motion of her flaring 
hips as she turned to walk into the blinding 
sunlight, he was faintly envious of the man for 
whom she had bought the love philtre, 
whoever he might be. 
 

T THE door the girl nearly collided with 
a tall man of thirty or thirty-five, who 
wore a white suit and a tropical helmet 

with an air of swagger. He halted on his way 

into the shop, swept the helmet from his head 
and said, “Hello, my dear!” 

Maria’s chin went up and her eyes flashed. 
She would have pushed past the man, but he 
stepped in front of her, smiling at her fondly. 
He was Sylvester Jarvis, who lived at the Casa 
Ramirez by his wits, having fled the States to 
escape the consequences of some minor 
villainy. The previous day he had married 
Margaret Aiken, the well-to-do but unlovely 
grass-widow from Chicago, who also was in 
Puerto Rico to avoid scandal—and that same 
evening he had won the last of Rhodes’ money 
at poker, while his bride celebrated her latest 
nuptials by getting sloppily drunk at the bar. 

Jarvis spoke swiftly and softly to Maria, 
but his voice carried to Rhodes. “Don’t be that 
way, baby,” he said. “You know I hate her—
but I need her money. I can come down to see 
you just the same, can’t I?” 

A serpent striking could not have been 
swifter. The girl’s tiny hand darted to her 
bosom, snatched a thin stiletto from its sheath 
between her breasts. Jarvis leaped back, 
screaming, a spot of red showing suddenly 
upon the white of his coat from a pin-prick 
wound in the left shoulder. Before Maria could 
strike again Rhodes held her. 

Her body writhed against the newspaper 
man, and even though it took all his strength to 
restrain her, he was happily conscious of her 
enticements. His right hand secured the 
dagger, forcing her tight fingers to relinquish 
its hilt; his left encircling her chest, was 
brushed by a soft breast that throbbed with the 
racing of her blood. He was sorry when she 
ceased struggling abruptly. 

Vincenzo, the Puerto Rican youth who 
helped Maxie sell charms and incantations and 
snake-oil panaceas to the superstitious natives 
of San Juan, came hurrying out of the back 
room, his handsome face marred by a black 
scowl. 

“You would do better,” he snarled at 
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Rhodes, “to take her stiletto and drive it 
yourself into the yellow heart of Senor Jarvis! 
He should die for the things he has done to 
Senorita Morales!” 

Maxie, who had shown no alarm 
throughout the scene, snickered. He said: 
“Vincenzo wishes she’d try out some love 
philtres on him!” He pretended not to notice 
that the youth’s body stiffened and his scowl 
became positively murderous. 

“We’ll drop the subject,” said Rhodes 
sharply. “Senorita, I don’t blame you for what 
you tried to do, but this isn’t the time or place 
for it—and you’d get your hands and dress all 
dirty.” He released her, and she walked swiftly 
from the shop without a backward glance, 
forgetting her purchases, which she had 
dropped. “Maxie,” Rhodes continued, “I came 
here to get fifty dollars.”  

“Twenty-five,” Maxie said. ‘That’s all you 
can afford to borrow at my interest rate.” 

“Forty, then.” 
“I’ll give you thirty,” Maxie said. “You 

pay me forty-five the day your check comes. 
You been gambling again?” 

Rhodes nodded at the white-faced Jarvis, 
who was too frightened to speak. “Those birds 
at the Casa Ramirez are sharks at poker.” 

“You got to have brains to win,” remarked 
Maxie, shaking his head dubiously. “Now, if it 
was craps, I could give you a set of Maxie’s 
Enchanted Devil-Dice—” 

“But it isn’t craps.”  
Maxie went into the back room to unearth 

money from some secret place. He returned 
presently with three ten-dollar bills and a note 
for Rhodes to sign. 

“And if you ain’t got brains,” he said, 
handing Rhodes a metal disc three inches in 
diameter, “you might as well have some luck. 
This is guaranteed. It’s got magic words on it.” 

The disc had a horseshoe design and the 
phrase “Good Luck.” engraved upon it. 
Rhodes hung the cord to which it was attached 

around his neck, so that it hung out of sight 
beneath the open collar of his shirt. “I’ll try 
anything that’s guaranteed,” he said. 

 
E PICKED up Maria’s packages and the 
stiletto and went out into the dusty street. 
He saw her some distance away, walking 

slowly along the flagstone sidewalk beneath 
the spaced palms, and hurried after her. The 
youthful Vincenzo came out in front of the 
shop and stood looking after him, still 
frowning. 

“Senorita Morales,” Rhodes said, lifting 
his hat as he drew near to her. “You forgot 
these.” 

She looked at him, smiling as though no 
thought of murder had ever marred her 
serenity. “My name is Maria, if you wish—
Senor Rhodes.” 

“Matt is mine, if you care for the name, 
Maria,” he said. 

She laughed, and as suddenly grew serious 
again. “You will carry those things for me?” 
she pleaded. “It is so hot!” 

All together, they weighed perhaps six or 
eight ounces. Rhodes carried them with a will 
through the sizzling streets until she led him 
through a little passage into a courtyard where 
the sun was shut out and the air was cooled by 
a sparkling fountain. She put him in a canvas 
chair beside the fountain and ran into the 
house, to emerge in a short time with glasses 
in which ice tinkled pleasantly. 

“You must refresh yourself after your 
walk,” she said, raising her glass. 

Rhodes enjoyed the sweet flavor of Virgin 
Islands rum as he sipped the drink, but no 
sooner did the first swallow hit his stomach 
than he began to suspect one of the ingredients 
must be molten fire. He looked at her sharply, 
but her face was so innocent that he put away 
his suspicions and tried another sip. This time 
he felt the jar of an explosion within him. 

“Maria,” he asked, “did you by any chance 
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put dynamite in this drink?” 
“No,” she replied demurely. “Only a tiny 

bit of Maxie’s Magic Manhood Moss, to see 
whether it is as efficacious as they say!” 

“But—don’t you know that it is apt to 
make me violent? Don’t you realize that I may 
be tempted to—make love to you?” 

Her eyes were inscrutable. “It may be,” 
she said, “that it will not work.” 

 
UT it did. It sent hot currents boiling 
through Rhodes’ veins. It made him itch 
to touch the cool softness of Maria’s 

small body, his lips yearn for her kisses. 
Or maybe it was only the sight of her, 

stretched out in the deck chair at his side, that 
inspired him. For it had been a long, long time 
since he had seen girl as seductive. 

He captured her hand in one of his. “You 
mustn’t mind me,” he told her. “I really can’t 
help it, thanks to Maxie’s magic.” 

“Mind it!” she cried, and there was 
something fierce in the way she spoke. “Why 
should I mind anything, since the man I 
trusted has betrayed me!” 

“He’s the kind that always betrays 
women,” said Rhodes. “He’ll betray his new 
wife, too—and I guess she’ll deserve it.” 

“She is a hussy!” said the girl. “A slut!” 
He nodded. “And a drunken bum, in the 

bargain.” 
They went into the house. It was cool and 

pleasantly dark after the glare of outdoors. 
Rhodes sat on a couch against one wall and 
drew her down beside him. He put his arms 
around her and kissed her lingeringly, and the 
sweetness of her—or maybe it was the mixture 
of Maxie’s Magic Manhood Moss and 
Irresistable Lure Lotion, with which she had 
anointed herself—made him mad for her. His 
eyes roved feverishly over her breasts, her hips 
and the smooth slope of her thighs; his 
embrace tightened ardently and she responded 
with eager abandon. . . . 

 
HE sound of footsteps on the stones of the 
court aroused them. Rhodes smoothed his 
rumpled hair quickly and peered through 

a narrow window. The sun was nearly gone 
and the dim, fleeting twilight of the tropics 
filled the courtyard. He saw Margaret Aiken— 
Margaret Jarvis, she was now—standing at the 
fountain, glaring furiously about her. The 
middle-aged woman’s face was flushed and 
she had a disheveled, drunken appearance. In 
her hand she held a small revolver. 

“Sylvester!” she called sharply. She waited 
for an answer that was not forthcoming. “Oh I 
know you’re here, all right!” she shouted. 
“I’ve been told about your affair with this 
cheap town girl! I’m here to have it out with 
the both of you right now!” She staggered a 
step or two toward the doorway. 

Maria stirred swiftly beside Rhodes. He 
put his hand on her chest to keep her from 
rising. 

“Let me up!” Maria gasped. “I shall kill 
her for what she called me!” 

“No!” he whispered. “That would ruin 
everything!” 

The sound of their voices must have 
reached the drunken woman. “So you’re trying 
to hide!” she cried. She moved toward the 
door with determination, holding the gun in 
front of her, as if prepared to fire. 

With a sudden twist Maria eluded Rhodes 
and sprang to her feet. The stiletto he had 
taken from her in the shop lay on the table. 
She snatched it up. He gripped her wrist with 
both hands and tried to take it from her. 

The other woman was in the room now. In 
the dusk she must have thought Rhodes was 
her husband. “You beast!” she said. “I’ll give 
you what you deserve!” She pulled the trigger 
of the revolver, and flame spurted from its 
muzzle and Rhodes felt a twinge of pain in his 
left shoulder. 

Rhodes had the stiletto now, but he had 
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lost Maria. Snarling like a tigress, she had 
wrenched herself free and had sprung at the 
intruder with hands clenched. Swearing 
beneath his breath, Rhodes was about to 
follow her and seize her again, for her own 
safety, when he heard a movement at his back. 
He whirled, holding the dagger ready to strike. 

A tall shape loomed dimly before his eyes. 
Something swished through the air toward 
him. He tried to dodge, but the thing crashed 
against his temple and bright lights danced 
inside his brain. He felt himself falling down, 
down into pitch blackness. . . . 

 
ONSCIOUSNESS returned very slowly. 
Rhodes opened aching eyes and found 
that night had fallen and darkness was all 

about him. He moved his limbs experimentally 
and discovered that his left arm was useless 
and his right hand gripped something hard and 
rounded and coated with some slippery, viscid 
fluid. He uncoiled his fingers from the thing 
and his hand dropped to a soft mound that felt 
slimy, too. With dawning horror he became 
aware that he was touching a woman’s breast! 

He got to his feet and groped in his 
pockets for matches, swaying dizzily. He 
struck a match on the paper folder from which 
it had been torn. He saw that his right arm, 
from finger-tips to elbow, was coated with 
blood! 

In front of him, on the floor, lay the body 
of a woman—the woman who had come there 
to seek her husband! Her clothing was only 
shredded rags. Blood drenched the upper part 
of her body and from beneath her left breast 
protruded the haft of a stiletto, around which 
Rhodes’ fingers had been gripped. 

He stared in awful fascination until the 
match burned down and licked viciously at his 
thumbnail, hissing as it came in contact with 
the thickening gore. He dropped it and groped 
until he found a wall switch and flooded the 
room with electric light. There was no one in 

the room save himself and the dead woman. 
He ran through the house and found it 

empty. He wondered what had happened to 
Maria. A ghastly suspicion came into his 
mind. 

Had the strange child planned that this 
would happen? Had she lured him there to 
play at love, knowing that her hated rival 
would come? Had she killed the American 
woman, then deliberately framed him? Would 
the police arrive shortly discover his 
fingerprints upon the bloody knife, and arrest 
him as the murderer? 

He couldn’t believe it—and yet he 
remembered that there is no length to which a 
Spaniard, man or woman, will not go in search 
of vengeance when cheated in love. . . . 

Footsteps came hastily through the court. 
Rhodes snapped out the light and crouched 
beside the door. He had no weapon save the 
stiletto, which he could not bring himself to 
touch, and his bullet wound had crippled him, 
but he was resolved to fight nevertheless 
against any attempt to capture him until he had 
had a chance to go into this thing further. 

A voice at the door called softly: 
“Rhodes!” 

He recognized it as Maxie’s voice, and 
decided to take a chance. He stepped into the 
half-light of the doorway and was relieved to 
see that the dealer in pseudo-magic was alone. 

“What’s up?” he asked. 
“You’ve got to scram!” Maxie said. 
“Why?” 
The other’s tone was sarcastic. “Maybe 

you’d rather spend your life in the oldest, 
dirtiest prison in the West Indies,” he said, “—
or hang!” 

“But I haven’t done a thing, Maxie!” 
“Maybe not,” he replied. “Maybe the girl 

done it. I don’t know. But I do know that 
somebody sent word to the cops not ten 
minutes ago that you killed a woman here, and 
that, slow as they are, they’ll be along any 
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second. If you want, I can get you away.” 
 “Let’s go!” Rhodes said, realizing that 
this was not the time for argument. He 
followed the lean merchant through the 
passage into the street, into another passage 
and through a maze of black, unfrequented 
lanes that led toward the harbor. On the way 
Maxie spoke in jerky whispers. 

“There’s a freighter in,” he said. “The 
Mardi-Gras. I know the skipper, and he’ll take 
you to New Orleans.” He thrust a roll of bills 
into Rhodes’ hand. “Here’s a hundred bucks. 
Pay me back when you get ready. There’s a 
note with it, telling the skipper who you are.” 

 
HEY paused in the shadow of a 
warehouse at the end of the wharf. At the 
end of the pier the dark hull and 

superstructure of a ship rose out of the water. 
“That’s her,” said Maxie. “Just slip aboard and 
ask for Captain Carlson.” 

“Maxie,” said Rhodes, holding out his 
hand, “you’re a pal!” 

“Forget it!” said Maxie. “Maybe you can 
do as much for me some day.” He melted 
swiftly into the shadows. 

Rhodes waited until he was certain Maxie 
was out of sight. Then he counted the money 
and read the note that was wrapped with it. 
The note was typewritten and said simply: 
“This is the guy.” 

The newspaperman turned away. Avoiding 
the infrequent street lamps of San Juan’s 
waterfront, he headed back the way he had 
come. Once the approach of a group of men 
sent him deep into the shadow of a building, 
and as the men passed he saw that they wore 
the khaki uniforms of the police. They were 
going toward the pier he had just quitted. 

He had never intended to run away. Now 
he was glad he had not lingered near the 
freighter. To have been caught there would 
have strengthened the case against him 
immeasurably. 

 
HERE were two persons he wanted to 
check on. Vincenzo, in Maxie’s shop, 
loved Maria. If he had known or 

suspected that Rhodes had gone to her house, 
he might not be above trying to frame him for 
a murder. The dim form he had seen—the 
form of the man who had bludgeoned him into 
insensibility—had been tall and slender, as 
was Vincenzo. 

And Jarvis would bear watching. He did 
not love the woman he had married, but cared 
only for her money. If she were dead, the 
money would be his. Jarvis, too, had seemed 
fond of Maria—had probably been her secret 
lover for a long time. 

As for the girl—it was entirely within the 
realm of possibility that she had stabbed 
Margaret Jarvis. It would have been in keeping 
with her character. Yet he could not make 
himself think that she would have tried to 
make it appear that it had been the work of the 
man she had so recently held in her arms. He 
preferred to think that she had done it to 
protect him from the woman’s bullets. 

A roundabout route through alleys and 
those narrow passages between houses which 
are a part of the picturesqueness of San Juan 
brought Rhodes to the narrow space in the rear 
of Maxie’s store. There were lights showing 
through the windows, but the back door was 
closed and he could hear no sound. 

A cellar window opened to his touch, 
however, and he let himself through it. He had 
no definite plan, but he thought that if he could 
climb the stairs to the door that led into the 
shop he might overhear something that would 
help him, or might have an opportunity to 
seize Vincenzo and try to force a confession 
from him. 

He took three steps through the blackness 
of the cellar and then stumbled over something 
that lay upon the earthen floor. The thing 
moaned softly. 
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Rhodes dropped to his knees and ran his 

hands over the obstruction. His fingers 
brushed small breasts, quivering limbs, a face 
with the mouth bandaged. He struck a match 
and looked into the tearful face of Maria, 
whose hands and feet were bound tightly with 
rope. 

When he had torn the gag from her mouth 
she said: “Madre de Dios! I was mad with fear 
that you had been arrested for what I had 
done!” 

He was slashing the ropes that held her 
with his pocket knife. He stopped suddenly. 
“What you had done!” 

“Certainly,” she said. “When she shot you, 
I took the knife from you and stabbed her. It 
was no more than she deserved, the slut! But I 
never intended that you should be blamed.” 

“Then how—” 
“Ah,” she said sadly, “it was because he 

loved me so much. He struck me, so that I 
knew nothing. When I awakened he had tied 

me as you see, and he had made it seem as 
though you had killed her. I could not say or 
do anything. He carried me here. He meant to 
keep me a prisoner until you had been sent to 
prison or executed. But I should have told the 
truth when I was free, whether you were dead 
or alive, because I am not ashamed!” 

“Then it was—Jarvis?” 
“No!” Her voice was heavy with scorn. “It 

was Vincenzo! Did you think Jarvis would 
love me enough to take such a chance for my 
sake? He is not a man at all!” 

“And I suppose you love Vincenzo?” 
“Why not? I love Vincenzo and I love you, 

too, because you have both been good to me. 
But I shall probably marry Vincenzo, because 
he is of my race and temperament—although I 
should be sorry not to see you again. That is—
I shall marry Vincenzo if I am not sent to 
prison.” 

Rhodes laughed. Her psychology amused 
him. He bent and kissed her. Of course she 
would marry Vincenzo! It would be the best 
thing for both of them. But she should not go 
to jail. . . . 

 
OMETHING whizzed past his ear, so 
close that he could feel the breeze of its 
passage. From the steps that led into the 

shop a man launched himself in a desperate 
spring. His body struck Rhodes, knocking him 
flat. The man rolled away from him with a 
muttered curse, and the voice was Vincenzo’s. 

Rhodes scrambled to his feet. In a moment 
the Spanish youth rushed at him, and the 
newspaperman met him squarely. Vincenzo 
had another knife, and the blade of it sliced 
through Rhodes’ sleeve, cutting a thin gash in 
his right arm. 

Rhodes swung his fists blindly in the 
darkness. They battered against a face. 
Vincenzo was staggering backward, too 
groggy to use a knife a second time. Rhodes 
groped with his left hand, located the youth’s 
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chin and brought his right fist up from his hip. 
His knuckles smashed against bone. Vincenzo 
dropped limply to the floor. 

“Come quietly,” Rhodes said, helping 
Maria to rise. “We’ll get out of here before 
there’s more trouble. We’ll see whether we 
can figure out a way to keep both of us out of 
jail.” 

They tiptoed up the steps. Maxie’s shop 
was dark, but a crack of light showed under 
the door to the rear room, and there was the 
low murmur of two voices. 

Rhodes put his ear against the door. He 
heard Maxie saying: “They ought to have him 
now. It’s been half an hour since I tipped off 
the police to the ship he was on. I hope they 
bring back my hundred bucks!” 

“I still think it would have been better if 
the girl had had to take the blame,” said 
another voice, that Rhodes recognized as 
belonging to Jarvis. “Under the circumstances, 
it would be more logical for her to have done 
the killing.” 

“Nuts!” Maxie retorted. “She would have 
talked too much and made people suspicious. 
Now she won’t dare open her mouth, nor will 
Vincenzo. As it is, Matt Rhodes has 
practically confessed by trying to run away. 
You know what the courts are like here—
they’ll railroad him right to the gallows, what 
with fingerprints and everything. I’ll fix the 
judge with a hundred or so of the money I’ll 
get out of it.” 

“Yeah,” said Jarvis with bitterness. “The 
money you’ll get! There won’t be much left 
for me. I doubt if she’s got thirty-five 
thousand dollars altogether, and you say 
you’ve got to have twenty-five of it!” 

“Don’t be dumb, Jarvis! Look at the 
money you owe me already. Haven’t I kept 
you going for over a year, waiting for 
something like this? Didn’t I send your 
blushing bride to Maria’s house, knowing 
there’d be a quarrel and that Maria would kill 

her? If it wasn’t for me, you’d have nothing 
but a lot of debts—and maybe a rope around 
your neck if I decided to talk.” 

“All right! All right!” Jarvis was nervous. 
“I’m not squawking. Only—” There was the 
sound of a quick movement. “Only, if I kill 
you, I won’t have to give you a dime!” There 
was a sudden triumph in his voice. 

After a half-minute of silence Maxie said 
softly: “Put down that gun, you fool!” 

Jarvis laughed. “Not till I’ve done—this!” 
 

 SHOT crashed out. While the thunder of 
it still rang in his ears, Rhodes flung the 
door open and sprang into the room. He 

was upon Jarvis before the latter could turn, 
had grabbed the smoking revolver and had 
smashed the killer into a corner. 

Maxie had fallen out of the chair in front 
of his desk, and lay sprawled on the floor. His 
sightless eyes stared vacantly at the ceiling. 
Between them was a hole big enough for a 
man to poke his finger in. 

“Sit down at the desk, Jarvis!” Rhodes 
rasped. “I want you to write a confession.” 

“Good God!” the man pleaded, his face a 
fish-belly white. “Don’t make me do that! Let 
me get away. He was a rat!” 

“And so are you,” Rhodes said. “Sit down 
or I’ll put a bullet in your belly!” He thrust the 
gun forward menacingly, and Jarvis obeyed, 
trembling. 

“Take that pen and that pad of paper,” 
Rhodes commanded. “Write: ‘I killed Maxie 
Werner because we quarreled about how much 
of my wife’s money I was to give him for 
arranging to have her murdered.’ ” 

The pen scratched across the paper, wrote 
the damning words and paused. 

“Now,” Rhodes continued, “write: 
‘Werner and I were solely responsible for the 
murder of my wife Margaret. I stabbed her to 
death.’ ” 

“But I didn’t!” Jarvis said, his face twisted. 
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“I swear to God I didn’t! I won’t write that!” 

 
“They can only hang you once,” Rhodes 

said, “and I want you to clear the girl who was 
your innocent tool. However, if you’d rather, 
you can say: ‘Maxie stabbed her to death.’ ” 
Again the pen scratched. “Finish it up,” 
Rhodes ordered, “by writing: ‘After she was 
dead, Maxie Werner lured Matt Rhodes to the 
place of the murder, knocked him unconscious 
with a blackjack, and made it appear that he 
had done the stabbing.’ ” 

Jarvis finished the confession, signed his 
name at the bottom of the sheet, then buried 
his face in his hands. Rhodes picked up the 
paper, said “Thanks!” and laid the revolver on 
the desk near the killer’s elbow. He left the 
room. 

At the door Vincenzo and Maria stood, 
their arms around each other. The youth had 
retrieved one of his knives. The lust to kill was 
in his eyes, but this time it was not directed 

towards Rhodes. “Would it not be better,” he 
asked, “to kill him, so that he cannot say the 
confession was forced?” 

“No,” replied Rhodes. “It won’t be 
necessary.” He led them outside. 

 
N THE street in front of the weirdly-
equipped, malodorous shop in which Maxie 
had capitalized on the age-old fears and 

hopes of superstitious men and women, the 
three paused, as if waiting for something. 

“I heard Maxie and Jarvis planning to send 
that woman to Maria’s house,” Vincenzo said. 
“I went there to keep her from being killed by 
Maria. I wouldn’t have tried to make trouble 
for you, except that when I found you there I 
thought perhaps you had been making love to 
her.” 

“I’m surprised at you!” Rhodes said. 
“Maria is a good girl and will make you a 
good wife. She would not permit anybody but 
you to make love to her, I’m sure!” 

He had difficulty in restraining a smile as 
he saw a warm blush creep into her cheeks, 
tinting them a dull red in the faint light of a 
street lamp.  

“All I ask,” he continued slyly, “is that you 
name one of your children after me—perhaps 
the very first one. Rhodes, if it’s a boy, and 
Rhoda, if it’s a girl.” 

“Certainly—” Vincenzo began, then 
stopped. From the room behind the shop had 
come the roar of another shot. Rhodes nodded 
as though he had expected it. 

“I didn’t think he’d have the guts to face 
arrest and trial,” he remarked. “I left the gun 
there so he could take the easiest way out if he 
wished. Now I’ll go back and put his 
confession on the desk for the police to find. 
They’ll never question it.” 

When he had done that he walked a little 
distance with the couple beneath the pulsing 
stars. He was going to his office, where he 
meant to spend the night writing a story of 

I
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tropic romance and sudden death to cable to 
New York. 

“Go easy on the Manhood Moss,” he 
warned as he bade them farewell, “but use 
plenty of the Croesus Shinbone and Solomon’s 
whiskers. Don’t keep any stilettos in the 
house, don’t cheat on each other—and don’t 
forget what to name the first baby!” He took 

the Good Luck disc from beneath his shirt and 
hung it around Maria’s slender neck. 
“Wedding present,” he said. “I can vouch for 
it!” 

When he looked back they were clasped in 
an ardent embrace. He was just a little bit 
jealous, remembering . . . 

 


