
DETECTIVE SERGEANT JOHN COLBY
didn’t look like a dick. He looked more like a
young millionaire on a spree. But his

appearance cut no ice with the matronly woman who
stopped him at the door.

“You can’t come in here,” she said crisply. “This
is a nurses’ dormitory. Men aren’t allowed.”

“The hell I can’t come in,” Colby flashed his badge.
“I’m coming in, lady, if I have to lick you to do it.
Headquarters got a phone call twenty minutes ago from
somebody in this place, saying that there was a murder.
Now do I get in?”

“A—a murder!” The supervising nurse stepped
back, paled. “Bu—but——”

“No buts,” Colby snapped. “A dame who said she
was Lois Harper was the one who called. Take me to
her room—now.”

“Yes—yes, sir.”
Colby was led down a hallway. In open doors he

could see nurses, young and pretty, once out of their
starchy uniforms. One, dressed only in panties and

brassieres, saw him, gasped and looked about for a wrap
to throw around her. Colby forgot about murder for the
moment. This nurse had slim, pink-white legs smooth
as satin, tapering upward to blend into young firm thighs
Her breasts, through the almost transparent brassiere,
were nicely rounded, firmly pink, entrancing in their
loveliness. He had to jerk his head away, bend his
thoughts back to a vein of death, but in his mind he
filed a little note to meet this nurse.

“This is Miss Harper’s room, the supervisor told
him. “Shall I knock!”

“Wait!” Colby pushed her aside, stood, ear against
the door. He heard nothing. With a mild exclamation
he turned the knob, threw the door open and then his
mild exclamations became noisy ones. The supervisor,
hardened though she was by death, promptly fainted.
Colby let her lie there and went in.

LYING across the bed, stark naked, was the body of
a girl. Even in death she was beautiful. She lay on

her back, the ivory mounds of her breasts sagging a
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A weird place to find death—in a nurses’
dormitory! Yet there it struck—bloody and

sinister—callous to the beauty of its victims.

Colby gasped.  Lying on the bed was
the body of a girl
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little with the spark of life gone out of her body. A
strange looking weapon was firmly affixed in her flesh
directly above the heart.

Colby went close to her, dropped a hand near her
left breast feeling for a heart beat he knew he wouldn’t
find. The weapon he now saw was a large scalpel,
sharp and deadly.

“Well,” he turned toward a group of nurses
crowding the doorway. In the excitement they had
forgotten clothing, exhibiting more than a glimpse of
gleaming thighs, undulating hips and smooth, rose-
tinted breasts. Colby wondered if there ever had been
a murder committed in a place more suitable to a
young, vitally alive detective.

He had paused for breath, resumed his speech
again. “Well,” he said, “I guess maybe we won’t have
to go far for a doctor, huh?”

Two of the nurses pressed forward. One was the
beauty he had spotted in her room, the other a nurse
he hadn’t seen before. She was dressed, and the color
of her face matched her uniform.

“It’s—it’s Lois. Oh—God! It was true! It was
true!”

“What was true!” Colby barked, stepping toward
her, but she slumped to the floor, half supported by
the nurse at her side.

“What did she mean!” he demanded. “What’s her
name?”

“I don’t know what she meant,” the pretty nurse
told him. “Her name is Mary Raymor.”

“Oh, Ollie, who could have done that!” A third
nurse pressed forward, went to the bed and with
Colby’s nodded permission draped a sheet over the
dead girl.

“Ollie?” Colby grunted, turning to the nurse.
“What kind of a name is that?”

“I’m Eileen Smith,” the pretty, one told him. “They
all call me Ollie for short But what are we going to
do? I’ve got to get Mary to bed.”

“Okay—Ollie,” Colby grinned a little. “You put
her to bed. One of you other nurses call headquarters,
tell ’em to send the homicide detail and you might as
well get one of your own doctors in here while you’re
at it.”

The hospital doctor showed up first. He was
young, handsome in a dark, continental way. His name,
Colby learned, was Dorn—Dr. Dorn, house physician.

The doctor went at once to the body, lifted the
sheet and placed a stethoscope to the marble surface
of the girl’s breast He looked up, shook his bead and
then reached out, grasped the handle of the scalpel.

Colby saw him too late.
“For cripe’s sake,” the detective bellowed, “let that

alone! Haven’t you ever heard of finger-prints, you sap?”

DR. DORN stood up, his eyes snapping fire. “I
wanted to see just how deeply that scalpel was

imbedded,” he said sullenly. “This is a first aid case,
isn’t it? She’s been dead only a couple of minutes.”

“Yeah,” Colby sniffed, “but she is dead and that
means you keep your mitts off the evidence. Now get
out of the room. The coroner will be along in a couple
of minutes—and say, I want your finger-prints before I
go, too—we’ll have to match ‘em up with those on the
knife. Now — scram.”

Dorn glared at him, vanished. Colby drew the sheet
over the body again, shooed the nurses out of the room
and went out himself. He locked the door, dropped the
key in his pocket and went off in search of Ollie Smith.
He knew she would be with the nurse who had fainted
and he found her quickly enough.

She sat beside her friend, stroking her head, putting
cold applications on her face. She looked up as Colby
entered, smiled wanly at him.

“I want to be here when she wakes up, sister,” he
told her. “This girl’s got something important on her
mind and I’ve got a hunch she’ll talk when she wakes
up. How long before she will come out of it?”

“I don’t know,” Ollie told him. “She had an awful
shock. Poor Mary, Lois was one of her best friends. Lois
was to be her bridesmaid, in fact.”

“Yeah?” Colby questioned. “Who is she going to
marry?”

“One of the doctors here. They’re to be married next
week, hut I suppose this will—will sort of postpone it.
It’s a darned shame and you’ve got to get whoever killed
Lois.”

“I’ll get him—or her,” Colby said. “Can’t you make
this dame wake up any faster? The coroner will be here
in a couple of minutes and I’ll have to help him.”

“I’m sorry,” Ollie told him. “I can’t. But I will stay
here until she does come out of it and then I’ll go after
you.”

“Swell,” Colby patted her shoulder, saw her smile
up at him. He went out in the hall, leaned against the
door where the murdered girl lay. He had time to finish
one cigarette and then the headquarters men came.

The supervisor of nurses, out of her faint, was racing
about wildly, closing doors, warning girls to be fully
dressed when they came out. The coroner, important
and fat, bustled in, completed his grim work in five
minutes and was on his way again. The scalpel was
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carefully drawn out of the body, clamped into a box so
that it wouldn’t rattle and smear the finger-prints.

“Before you go back,” Colby told the finger-print
man, “find a doctor named Dorn some place in the
hospital. Take his prints. The darned nut handled the
hilt of the knife. It’ll have his prints on it.

HE STARTED a search of the room, was at it for a
moment when he heard light, running steps. It was

Eileen Smith. She came hurriedly into the room, closed
the door.

“She’s coming out of it,” she told him. “You’d
better come.”

“Okay,” Colby surveyed her. She had flung a bath
robe loosely around her shoulders, but it didn’t conceal
her glowing, luscious figure. Colby’s breath came in
short gasps as he looked at her. She smiled at him,
slowly drew the robe closer about her sweetly rounded
body.

“Business before pleasure,” she said softly.
“And how I hate to put it first. How about seeing

you sometime, sister? I could fall for a gal like you!”
They moved toward the door. She tripped on a small

rug. Colby leaped to her side, put both arms about her.
Somehow he knew that she would let him kiss her. He
held her to him, felt the warmth of her body pressing
close to him, felt the tenseness of her breathing. Death
lay almost beside them, but they saw none of it. They
saw only that life and love lay before them. He kissed
her once. She returned his kiss, pushed him away.

“It—it’s almost indecent,” she whispered, “with
poor Lois lying there, but—I liked it”

He opened the door, let her out They walked side
by side down the corridor, paused before the room
where Mary Raymor lay. He opened it, stepped aside
for her to enter. She went in, stopped as if she had met
a brick wall. She raised a hand to her face, paled and
then screamed.

Colby pushed her aside, went into the room and
swore.

Mary Raymor lay across the bed. Clothes had been
ripped from her as though she had resisted the intruder.
Her uniform had been ripped open, milky skin, full,
rounded breasts were exposed. And beside the left
breast was imbedded a scalpel A trickle of blood
coursed its way down her stomach, flowed off and made
a small pool in the bed.

“If—if we hadn’t stopped—if we had hurried—”
Ollie sobbed.

“No time for that,” Colby snapped. “Get a grip on
yourself, sister. We’ve got work to do. Get every one

of the nurses in this dormitory in the hallway. Put two
of ‘em at the doors as guards. Anybody that goes out,
they’re to stop if they can—or at least get their names.
Snap into it”

He went to the phone, called headquarters again,
gave directions for the same squad to return
immediately. Then he returned to the room of death,
sat down and sighed. The fact that he had delayed
returning to the girl’s room hadn’t meant much he was
sure, the murderer undoubtedly had been watching for
a chance, had slipped into the room and stabbed Mary
Raymor before Ollie was halfway down the hall after
Colby. it was the fact that two pretty girls, young and
vivacious, who had met their deaths, that gave him the
willies. He hoped that the murderer, when he got him,
would resist. He’d payback a little for those two dead
girls.

THE homicidal detail came and went with efficient
haste. The coroner muttered something about lazy

detectives letting murderers kill under their noses.
Colby searched the rooms of the dead nurses found

nothing to give him the slightest lead. He went into the
corridor, sent a nurse after the supervisor and dropped
into a davenport in the reception room.

The supervisor, frowning and bristling with
importance now, sat primly across the room from him.

“This Lois girl, now,” Colby said. “What about her?
Did she have any enemies?”

“She did not,” the supervisor snapped at him. “She
was an ideal nurse, kept herself out of mischief, had no
love affairs. That’s more than most of them can say,
particularly that snip of a girl you were looking at so
closely.”

“So!” Colby pursed his lips. “You mean Oll—
Eileen Smith! What’s the matter with her!”

“She’s a little vixen, that’s what she is. Lets the
men fall all over her, leads them on and then laughs at
them. She’ll laugh at the wrong one some day. Doctor
Dorn was sure he was going to marry her a month ago
and then she threw him over. Some say he did the jilting
because he found out what a flirt she was, but anyway,
next thing we knew, he was engaged to Mary Raymor
and he was to marry her next week. You be careful of
that Smith girl, officer.”

“I’ll careful,” he promised. “She won’t work
anything on me, don’t worry. I’ll want to talk to her in
a few minutes. Better send her in. But first, send in a
couple of nurses who had rooms next to the Raymor
girl.”

The supervisor sent them in. They were plainly
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frightened, but they took
care to pull the long
uniform dresses high
when they sat down. Too
bad, Colby thought that
they made them wear
white cotton stockings.
Silken ones would have
set off the smooth curves
of those legs much better.
He buckled down to
business.

“Did either of you
hear any thing in
Raymor’s room!” he
demanded.

They eyed one
another a moment.
“Well,” one of them
hesitated, “we did listen.
Mary came out of her
faint and she began to
scream first. That
attracted our attention.
She—she said something
to Ollie Smith about not
to be jealous. Then she
screamed again, started to yell something about
murder. When Smith left the room to go after you, she
was quiet That’s all we know.”

“And is this Smith dame jealous?” Colby asked
bluntly.

“Is she!” Both nurses raised their eyes in horror.
The spokesman for them went on. “I’ll say she is. I
thought she was going to kill Dr. Dorn when he broke
off with her.”

“She’s outside, send her in on your way out and—
close the door after she’ gets in. Don’t try to peek
either—or listen. If you do, I’ll drag the pair of you to
headquarters and shove you in a nice, dark cell.”

THEY got up, hurriedly left the room. Ollie Smith
came in stood beside the door as they closed it.

Colby motioned her to sit beside him on the davenport.
She dropped down close to him, sighed wearily.

“I suppose you know all about this business of
that doctor throwing me over by this time. Those two
cats you just let out of here would have told you so
I’ll just shut up. I—I suppose you’re thinking lots of
things about me?”

“I am,” he smiled. “I’m thinking you’re a swell

looking girl and that I’d hate like hell to have to pinch
you for murder.”

“Oh!” she was startled. “You mean you suspect me?”

“Get some clothes on and call the
hospital—quick,” he snapped.



5

Spicy Detective, September, 1934Scalpel of HateNorman A. Daniels

He moved closer to her, put an arm about her and
gently captured a soft breast in his palm. “Well, you’ve
got to admit it looks funny. You were alone in the room
with the Raymor girl and you could have killed her.
You were jealous of her because she was going to marry
the doctor who threw you down. You might have
bumped the other nurse just to throw suspicion away
from you. You had the opportunity to kill both of
them—but you didn’t.”

She breathed deeply. “I’m glad you think so,” she
said. “How do you know I didn’t?”

Because those eavesdropping mamas I just talked
to in here heard the Raymor dame talking when you
went out of the room. She kept right on talking for a
minute after you were gone and dead dames don’t talk.
Anyway, you haven’t a motive for killing the first girl.
She was bumped for some reason I’ll have to figure
out before long. The second murder was committed
because the Raymor girl knew too much. A blind man
could have seen that when she first spotted the dead
girl. She had something to say then, but she passed out
too fast. Now—am I being nice to you?”

She nodded, snuggled closer, raised her face toward
him. He bent down, his pulse racing madly for she still
wore only the loose bath robe and now it had parted
slightly in front. He could see the snowy gleam of twin
alabaster mounds like hemispheres of ivory. Her legs
were crossed, the robe fallen away. He let a hand drop
to her thigh, smoothed the silken skin a little.

“What do I get for being nice?” he demanded.
“This,” she said, raised her head a little more and

their lips met. A tongue darted out, touched his own,
remained there a moment. He felt his blood pressure
mounting, suddenly remembered he was a detective,
hard at work solving two mysterious murders. He
pushed her away, stood up.

“For you, baby,” he said, “I’d frame that funny
looking dame that’s boss of this joint. I might have to
get a little rough with you before this mess is finished,
but pay no attention to me. Now—beat it! I got work
to do and I can’t think when you’re around.”

SHE patted his cheek, swayed close to him, let him
feel the pressure of her soft body against his for a

moment and then she was gone. He brought his spinning
brain back to earth, went into the room of the dead
Raymor girl. Her body was gone, but nothing had been
touched. He closed the door, began a careful search for
the second time. There was a desk beside the bed.
Ruthlessly he opened the drawers, read the few letters
that were thrown inside. They were uninteresting, but

there was one that the dead girl had written herself. It
was upside down in the drawer as though it had been
hurriedly dropped there. It had been freshly written,
probably dumped in the drawer when the screaming
began as the first murder victim had been found.

“Dear Mother,” it ran. “In my last letter I told
you I was to be married. Now I’m not so sure. Maybe
you’ll think I’m crazy. I know you like Dorn, but
something has happened—something that makes it
impossible for me to marry him and yet—I can’t tell
him no now. Lois told me things just now that—oh,
I can’t tell you. In a letter, it’s too dangerous. I’m
signing out this weekend and I’ll run home to tell
you all about it. Don’t worry about me. I’m an right,
but I do fear for Lois. What she knows is a terrible
secret.”

Colby dropped the letter, sat back and pondered.
Lois was the one who had called headquarters, said
she knew something about a murder. Whose murder
and what did she know? It began to be clearer as he
thought, blowing cigarette smoke in huge bellows. She
had known about a murder, knew the killer and was
going to tell. And she had told the Raymor girl about
the murder, too, Why? That was easy, he knew. To
protect her from the murderer. That meant Dr. Dorn
had something to do with it, Colby never had liked the
greasy suavity of him, anyway.

Dr. Dorn had murdered someone! It flashed upon
him. He stood up impatiently trying to figure out the
next step. The Raymor girl knew the secret also, and
had died because of it. That was why she was breaking
off her engagement with the doctor.

Colby went out, closed the door and locked it after
him. He went to the phone, called headquarters and
got the finger-print man on the wire.

“Did you find Doc Dorn to take his prints?” he
demanded.

“Sure I did,” the identification man told him. “He
was in one of the wards doing something. I took his
prints and they’re the only ones on the knife that killed
the Harper dame. On the other knife there isn’t a mark.
Say, you wouldn’t want me to come over and sort o’
identify a couple o’ those nurses, would you?”

“Nuts,” Colby said, slammed the receiver. That
rather let Dorn out. How could he have murdered the
Raymor girl and gone back to the hospital itself before
the finger-print man got there! While he had passed
over the situation lightly with Ollie Smith, it looked
dark for her. She had been jealous, he knew, and she
had a temper from what he had learned from the others.
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On top of that she had the opportunity. She could have
slipped back to the bed where the Raymor girl lay, killed
her and gone quietly out again. The two nurses who had
listened, possibly hadn’t heard her sneak back, murder
the girl and go out again. The thing was highly possible,
but he shook his head. She wasn’t a murdering type.

HE WENT to her room, tapped on the door. There
 was no answer and he went in. There was no sign

of her. With a grunt he started out of the dormitory,
walked across the lawn toward the hospital itself. He
eyed the distance between the buildings. Dorn could
have raced over to the dormitory, slipped into Raymor’s
room, killed her and gone back before the finger-print
man reached him. It was a split second job, Colby knew,
but then murderers are lent speed by their fear.

He went to the office of the hospital, cornered the
superintendent of the great institution.

“Anybody die here within the last few hours?” he

The maniac reached out again—ripped
away her brassiere!
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asked.
“Why—of course, sergeant,” the doctor told him

“There are several bodies in the morgue right now. Why
I thought you were investigating the deaths of those
two nurses. What is the connection between someone
who died naturally in the hospital proper—patients, I
mean?”

“Maybe none,” Colby stood up, “maybe plenty. I’m
going to wander around a little. Mind?”

“Certainly not,” the doctor answered quickly. “The
place is yours so long as it will help you get the person
who killed those two unfortunate girls. It’s a blemish
on the record of the hospital staff, sergeant. I hope yon
can get the person who killed them.”

“So do I,” Colby set his jaw, went out. He walked
slowly down the corridor, looked about quickly when
he came to a stairway. He saw no one and he hurried
down the steps to the basement. The morgue would be
there, he knew.

It was chilly in the cellar, damp and unpleasant.
He found a closed door, opened it and used his flashlight
until he found the light switch. It was an operating room
and on a table a shrouded body lay. He wondered if
this could be the morgue, went to the table and raised
the sheet. He shivered and turned away. This was an
autopsy room. The cadaver beneath the sheet wasn’t
pleasant to look at.

At the same instant he thought he heard slithering
feet in the cellar. He went out, listened and saw nothing.
Then he prowled some more, found a heavy door
barring entrance to another room. He opened it, went
in. This was the morgue. Half a dozen bodies lay on
tables, each decently covered. He started with the first
corpse. It was a grisly task he had to do, but he thought
of Ollie, thought of her beauty, her warm lips, her
passionate kisses. Grimly he buckled down to business.

He reached the third body. This was a middle-aged
woman. She deemed to have died peacefully enough,
but she had died quickly, with full realization of what
was to happen. Her staring eyes told that. Whoever had
placed the body here, hadn’t bothered to close the dead
lids.

THERE was a rustling behind. He stiffened, started
to turn. He felt two arms encircle his throat, kicked

out with his right foot, felt it strike bone. Then one arm
let go. Savagely he twisted to see his attacker, but a
wild blow struck him on the head. He slumped forward,
almost dragged the body of the woman with him as he
toppled to the floor. He wondered, as light faded to
blackness, if he’d feel the scalpel as it sought his heart.

When he finally recovered consciousness he stared
into a blackness as intense as had been that of his coma.
For a moment he had no recollection of where he might
be and then it came back to him. He tried to rise, but
found that he was firmly tied. He tried to open his
mouth, but he was gagged. He lay on a hard table and
a sheet covered his entire, body. He knew then, where
he was.

He wasn’t dead—not yet— but he lay beside half
a dozen bodies and he was as helpless as the dead who
were near him. Desperation lent strength to his tired
muscles. He tugged at the ropes that held him, but they
didn’t give much. In his efforts to get loose, he felt the
table on which he lay rock a little. He began to roll his
body from side to side, felt the table sway with him.

Suddenly it toppled over. It was old and the fall,
with Colby’s hundred seventy pounds added to it,
splintered the top and the legs. He squirmed desperately,
for it came to him suddenly that Ollie Smith would be
in danger, that the murderer would quickly decide she
knew too much. Perhaps she was dead even now.

If she was, Colby told himself, the murderer
wouldn’t go to the chair. He’d be brought in dead.

He was almost out of the ropes now. Finally he
stood up, rubbed back some of the circulation into his
limbs and collected his spinning brain. He went into
the cellar and breathed in relief. It felt good to be out
of that room of the dead.

Up the stairs he rushed. He stopped halfway up,
tensed. From below him came a howl of insane rage.
Above it he heard a scream of fear. It was a woman.
Here in this cellar where no one went except to carry
the dead in and out, screams could hardly reach the
rooms and wards above.

He dashed down again, reached for his gun and
found that he didn’t have it. He located the room by
the continual yells that were dying down a little now.
He yanked open the heavy door and found his way
blocked A barred door held him in check. He peered
through it and started back in horror and amazement.

A MAN, hideous and frothing a little at the mouth,
was circling a slim figure in that room. It was Ollie

Smith who stood in one corner, her eyes terror-filled,
her arms outstretched to ward off the attack of the
monster who sought to reach her. The man was mad!
Stark crazy! He got closer to her, reach out and ripped
the uniform from her.

Firm, palpitant breasts swelled out as her chest rose
in along gasp of horror. The maniac reached out again,
ripped away the brassiere, tore the panties from her.
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His long fingernails made a crimson streak down the
gleaming white skin of one curving hip. She stood
naked except for shoes and rolled stockings. Her perfect
body was white as snow, a waist supple and graceful,
her legs molded perfectly, and a red mouth with lips
that could be warm, but were now cold in fear.

“Oh,” she saw him, relief shone in her eyes and
hope of freedom from the crouching maniac who stood
drinking in her ripe beauty. The man licked his lips
lasciviously, started for her.

“Hey!” Colby yelled.
The man whirled, saw him and in him the

frustration of his mad desires. He headed for the door.
Two hairy arms came from between the bars, groped
for him. The madman was cursing bitterly; there was
murder in his eyes.

It was Colby’s one chance. The murderer hadn’t
found his handcuffs which he carried in a case affixed
to his belt. He ripped them out of the case, grabbed the
arms of that maniac. He snapped a cuff home, leaned
on the other tugging arm, drew it toward the free cuff.
He snapped this one, breathed hard and let himself go
limp against the wall a moment.

“Who has the key to this cell?” he asked Ollie. She
came a little closer and now that the fear of death had
left both of them, he took in her beauty again,
appreciated it more. She picked up her torn panties,
slipped into them and donned the brassiere again. They
were ripped and torn, but they covered her a little. She
began to blush.

“Who has the key?” Colby repeated. “I’ve got to
get you out of here before this nut gets loose.”

“He’ll be all right in a few minutes,” she told him.
Hurriedly she drew her dress over her body. “He’s been
in this cell for hour now, waiting until he gets quiet
enough so he can be sent away. Oh, I thought I would
be killed any minute. Why didn’t you come sooner? It
seems ages since I was thrown in here.”

“Who threw you in?” Colby demanded.
“I don’t know. He wore a surgeon’s operating gown

and mask It—it hide his face, but I—I think I know
who it was.”

“You think?” Colby grunted. “The hell you think!
You know! But we got to prove it. Now, for God’s sake,
tell me how I get you out of here.”

“The key is upstairs in the office,” she said
“Okay,” Colby turned away, stopped and twisted

his head in her direction. “You were nice to me, baby,
when I told you I didn’t believe you killed those two
girls. Still going to be nice if I let you out of there!”

SHE smiled a little. “I’ll be good,” she promised,
“because I like you, but I don’t even know what

your name is.”
“You’ll know,” he grained, “in a few minutes and

you’ll know somebody else’s name, too. It’ll be mud
when I get through with him.”

His appearance startled the nurses and doctors, but
it didn’t take long for him to deliver his orders. Half a
dozen orderlies went to the cellar, freed Ollie, gave the
maniac a stiff injection of morphine. She went upstairs
and half a dozen pair of eyes watched the slim leg that
flashed enticingly from the ripped uniform. They
followed her closely, watched her sinuous body move
in rhythm to her steps.

Colby was waiting for her. At his side Dr. Dorn
stood, drawn and white.

“Miss Smith,” he cried. “Eilean—thank God, you
weren’t killed!”

She favored him with a frosty glance, moved to
Colby’s side. “I’d like to talk to you privately officer,”
she said.

She took him into a large supply closet, closed the
door and locked it. She went directly up to him, put two
arms about his neck and pulled him close. He gasped
for a moment, recovered and drew her closer hungrily.
She kissed him with hot, moist lips, let her tongue glide
over his own, her body clinging passionately to his. Then
she stepped away.

“That,” she said softly, “is what I call being good.”
“Good!” Colby licked his lips. “Hell—that’s perfect!

Now what’ll you be if I pinch the guy who put you in
that cell, throw him into a cage of his own?”

She smiled. “You’d be surprised!”
He opened the door, stood aside and let her out.

The hospital staff was assembled in a group, chattering
furiously. The hospital superintendent paced the floor,
a worried frown on his face. He paused when Colby
came out, went directly up to him.

“If you have the slightest idea as to who is doing all
this,” he said, “please act. A few more things happening
like these and the institution will be ruined. What is it
all about! Who killed those girls—put Miss Smith in
that cell with a sadistic maniac?”

Colby grinned. He stepped close to Dr. Dorn.
Suddenly his foot went out, kicked the doctor lightly in
the left leg. Dorn howled in pain, bent over, grasped his
leg.

“What’s the idea,” he demanded hotly, “kicking me
around?”

“Somebody gave me a rap on the head in the morgue
a little while ago,” Colby said, his voice like silk, “but
before the battle was over, I kicked but good and hard.
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I hit the guy’s left leg and I’ll bet my last dollar there’s
a swell bruise on it right now. Like this!” Suddenly he
lunged at the doctor. Dorn whipped a hand behind him,
brought Colby’s own gun into view. He tried to use it,
but Colby was far too fast. His fists lashed out like
pistons. His lunge knocked the doctor spinning. Colby
reached out, grabbed the gun hand and twisted it cruelly.
There was a crack and the gun fell from a limp, broken
hand.

COLBY stood up, bent down again and drew up the
trouser leg of the groaning doctor. There was a

livid bruise on his leg.
“But, good Lord,” the superintendent gasped, “why

should he kill them? Why should he want to murder
Miss Smith?”

“Because he thought she knew too much. Dorn
murdered one of the hospital patients today—for her
money probably. Anyway, you’ll find her body in the
morgue and you ought to be able to tell how he bumped
her. Poison, I suppose, and then he just said she died a
natural death. Who’d question him? But he didn’t get
away with it The girl named Lois Harper saw him. She
didn’t know what to do and decided to think it over
before she acted. But she did tell Mary Raymor because
she knew Raymor was going to marry Dorn and she
didn’t want her to go through with it if Dorn was a
murderer. He knew she saw him, he knew she told
Raymor so he killed both of ‘em. Thinking that Oll—
Miss Smith knew his secret, too, he shoved her in that
cell with the maniac. She’d be murdered in there, but it
would seem as though she went in there herself. Dorn

is a smooth guy. I wonder how much he chiseled out of
the woman he poisoned?”

“You go to hell,” Dorn snarled. “I’m not saying a
word.”

“You don’t have to,” Colby grinned. “In fact, you
won’t be allowed to for awhile. The knife in Lois
Harper’s body you handled to get your prints on it, I’ll
bet there are two sets of prints. One from the time you
killed her. Somebody call headquarters. Tell ‘em to send
the wagon.”

He left Dorn sagging limply in the grasp of two
husky orderlies. Ollie was moving toward the supply
room again. He followed. She let him kiss her.

“Well,” he said, “I did it. Most of what I told them
out there is guess work, but Dorn will crack. He tried
to kill me and that lets him in for a lot anyway,
practically proves he is the murderer. Now —you were
going to—ah—er— surprise me, if I remember
correctly.”

She smiled, moved closer to him. He dropped his
hands low on her back, feeling the ripple of her firm
flesh beneath his hands. She drew her head away a little,
pressed her slim waist tightly against his own.

“I said I didn’t even know what your name was,”
she told him. “Don’t you think it would be awkward if
I had to call you ‘officer’ all my life?”

“My name is Colby—John to you, baby. And I
don’t like your name. Eileen Smith—common as hell.
I’ll change that too, huh!”

She nodded—”and then will I surprise you.” she
smiled.


