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THE CORPSE IN 
CALIFORNIA 

By DALE CLARK 
 

Detective Nick Barry of the War Duty Office slings a mean 
line when he goes all out to rope a scheming Japanazi duo! 

 
CHAPTER I 

 
PERSONAL POST-MORTEM 

 
HE phone rang. I lifted it and said, 
“War Duty Office. Barry 
speaking.”  

“Nick, this is Ed,” the other voice said. 
Ed Smith was on Homicide. I’d been 

on Homicide with him before the war. 
When the little yellow devils started 

shooting our scrap iron back at us, the 
Police Department formed its War Duty 
Office, and I was transferred. 

“Hello, Ed,” I said. “What gives?”  
“I’ve got a dead Jap,” he announced. 
“Congratulations,” I told him. “Why 

don’t you start a collection?”  
He didn’t laugh. 
“I got my hands full with just this one. 

Look, Nick,” he said seriously, “the Jap 
was an alien enemy of the United States, 
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and he picked out a forbidden area to die 
in. Wouldn’t that spell something or other 
to you War Duty men?”  

“It might. What’s the address?”  
“Ten-sixty-and-one-half Harbor Street. 

The Hashamoto Importing Company used 
to be downstairs. You go to the back and 
go up one flight.”  

“Okay,” I said. “Right away.”  
It was a golden California afternoon, 

but the kind of a neighborhood where men 
melted out of the doorways when they saw 
a cop coming.  

Hashamoto’s was a brick, two-story 
building crowded in among others like it. 
The store windows were dusty and 
contained nothing except brown shelf 
paper and a foggy reflection of the 
Homicide car. Hashamato, of course, had 
been ordered out along with all the rest of 
the Japs in the prohibited area. 

A rat-run passageway fed back along 
the brick sidewalls to a littered rear yard. 
The wooden steps that angled up the back 
wall of Hashamoto’s groaned under my 
hundred and eighty pounds. A cop on the 
landing grinned me inside.  

I went along a wall-papered corridor 
that led to the front of the building. A door 
on the left stood open, and I looked at the 
corpse first.  

 
HE dead Oriental lay huddled in the 
middle of the floor—the most devilish 

sight I ever saw. He was a pint-sized, 
black-haired, brown-faced Jap all dolled 
up in a very fancy ceremonial robe that 
was frogged with gold embroidery and 
stiff with blood. Tangled up in the folds of 
the robe was a short, yardstick length of 
sword. 

It looked like he’d sat down on the 
floor, opened his fancy kimono, and 
started hunting for his appendix with the 
sword. He’d found it, too. He couldn’t 
have missed it the way he’d wielded the 

knife. 
“Hell’s hinges!” I said. “What’d he do, 

commit post-mortem all himself?”  
“Hara-kiri,” Lee Ogham corrected. 

“That’s the Jap style of suicide.”  
Lee Ogham is a little bookish guy who 

bounces when he walks, or would if he 
weren’t weighted down by the leather 
satchel coroners carry. 

The others in the room were Ed Smith 
and Jeff Barney, both Homicide. Barney 
was a kid at the business. He took his cues 
from Ed. 

Ed would weigh in at around two 
hundred ten, never buttoned his vest across 
his barrel chest, and never smoked a cigar 
except on Sundays. Week-days he just 
chewed them, cold. And he fooled you by 
looking sloppy and easy-going and sort of 
dumb. 

Standing by the window, taking it all 
in with wide eyes, was a fourth man whom 
I’d never met. 

“I don’t know if it’s suicide or not,” 
said Ed Smith in his slow, dumb way. 

“Of course it’s suicide. Look at his 
fingertips,” Lee Ogham urged. 

I’d already noticed the dead Oriental’s 
fingers. They were slashed across the tips. 
Such cuts are caused by the victims 
grasping the blade to put more power into 
the act. 

This Jap had them on both hands 
because he’d had to hold the sword that 
way—he couldn’t have gotten enough 
leverage from the handle. But if there’d 
been a fight over the sword, if he’d tried to 
get it away from a murderer, the cuts 
would have been along the base of his 
fingers and across his palms. 

Every Homicide cop knows a simple 
thing like that. I knew it, and Ed Smith 
knew it. But Ed just stood there and shook 
his head. 

“Who was he?” I asked. 
“We found some papers,” Ed said. 
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“Jeff has them.” 
Jeff Barney handed me the bundle. I 

looked at the passport, which was on top. 
It was a Japanese passport, issued to one 
Osui Takamura, student. The visa date was 
in June, 1940. It was all properly stamped, 
and the photograph was a good picture of 
the dead Jap. 

The other papers were letters of 
introduction; they all bore the date of May 
24, 1940, were addressed to different 
American universities and museums, and 
had been signed by a Professor Huichi 
Naijito, in Tokyo. 

The letters described Osui Takamura 
as a student of music who wanted to study 
primitive American Indian music. They 
were written in good, fluent English. I got 
the idea Professor Huichi Naijito was 
probably an American-educated Jap. 

“Yeah,” I said. “Well, when’d it 
happen?”  

“Eighteen or twenty hours ago,” Lee 
Ogham said. 

That meant last night, in the early 
evening. 

“Who found him?”  
Ed Smith jerked a thumb. 
“This guy, Collings.” 
 
OLLINGS was the fourth man, the 
one I hadn’t met before. He was a big 

guy, as big as Ed Smith, and about the 
same age—forty. 

“It was accidental,” Collings said. “I 
was making a routine check-up on the 
property. You get a better chance to rent 
these places if you air them out once in a 
while. I’ve found out that nothing 
depresses a prospect more than the stuffy, 
airless smell a place gets by being locked 
up a long time. It’s one of the fine points 
of my business.”  

I took a good look at him. His thick, 
larded jowls needed a shave. The light 
from the window showed a telltale fuzz 

around his collar where the starched cloth 
was worn. His serge suit was shiny, and 
his coat pockets bulged with a collection 
of pencils and receipt pads. 

He wasn’t drunk, but I caught a 
whiskey whiff as he fumbled inside his 
coat and got out a shabby wallet and 
handed me his business card. The card 
said his name was Fred W. Collings, that 
he was a rental agent, and it mentioned his 
business address and phone number. 

He held out his hand and mumbled 
something about the paper shortage, so I 
gave him back the card. 

“You rented this flat to Takamura?” I 
asked him. 

“No. I didn’t rent it to anybody,” he 
said. “1 thought the whole building was 
vacant.” 

I glanced around. The place was 
completely furnished, and to a trained eye 
it showed all the signs of being lived in. 
The recent newspapers on the table, for 
one thing. 

“How could a tenant move in without 
you knowing it?”  

“That’s easy,” Collings said. “There’s 
just an ordinary lock on the back door. The 
Jap had a skeleton key, I guess, and 
nobody would ever notice him going up 
and down the back stairs, especially at 
night.” 

He turned his head to the window and 
pointed to the drapes. 

“They’re heavy. If he pulled them at 
night, you could never see from the street 
he had a light up here.”  

“What about light service,” I asked, 
“in an empty building?”  

“Wasn’t any,” Ed Smith said. “No gas, 
either. Just the phone.” He chewed his 
cold cigar. He looked dumb, stubborn, and 
mule-eyed. 

“It’s certainly a queer deal,” Ed Smith 
said. “This Jap was an enemy alien. He ran 
the risk of hiding out in a prohibited area. I 
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can’t figure why he’d go to all that trouble, 
and then commit suicide. I wonder what 
his game was, anyway?”  

Nobody offered any answer to that 
one. 

“Well, whatever it was,” I said, “He’s 
a dead Jap, and so he’s a good Jap.”  

“Well,” Collings said a minute later, 
“what are we waiting for?”  

“The dead-wagon,” responded Lee 
Ogham. 

“And the fingerprint guy,” Ed Smith 
added. 

I was thinking. I took out my 
handkerchief, covered my fingers, and 
lifted the cradle phone by one of its 
rounded ends. In that way I kept my own 
prints off the instruments, and also wasn’t 
likely to disturb the prints left by anybody 
who’d used this phone in the normal 
manner.  

I dialed the phone company’s 
confidential information number, which is 
a number that’s never released to the 
public though all law enforcement 
agencies have it. 

“This is Sergeant Barry, badge number 
nine-twelve,” I said. “I want to know 
who’s paying for Ranier—four—three, 
six, nine, seven.” I was reading the 
number off the center plate of the dial. 

There was a pause, and then a voice 
said in punctilious, telephone company 
tones: 

“That is an unlisted number. The party 
is a Mr. John Rohde,” and she spelled that. 
“Ten-sixty-and-one-half Harbor Street.” 

“Where do you send the bill?” I asked. 
I knew the postman wasn’t leaving mail at 
a vacant building. 

“Post office Lock Box three-twelve,” 
the operator’s voice said. 

I thanked her and put down the phone. 
I didn’t wait for the dead-wagon, or any of 
the Homicide formalities. I checked out of 
there, and went straight to the post office. 

CHAPTER II 
 

DIAGRAM FOR DEATH 
 
OMETIMES a cop can be a fool for 
luck, and this was one of the times. 
I walked into the post office lobby, 

strolled past the glass-fronted boxes, and 
shot a look into 312. There was a letter 
inside it. A letter that apparently Osui 
Takamura hadn’t lived to receive. 

I stopped at the General Delivery 
window. 

“My name’s John Rohde,” I said. “Box 
three-twelve. I must have left my keys in 
the locker at Headquarters. Will you hand 
me my mail?”  

I didn’t know about the postal 
regulations. It may have been okay, or the 
clerk may have been impressed by a 
glimpse of my badge. 

“Why, yes, sure, Officer,” he said and 
handed me the envelope. 

I pretended to check the typewritten 
address; saw that it had a two-cent, local 
stamp. I turned it over, and saw that the 
envelope was one of the self-sealing type. 

I did know the postal regulations on 
the next step, though. I was going to break 
a Federal law. Of course, I didn’t have to. 
I could have gone through a lot of routine 
and red tape, and eventually had this letter 
opened by a postal inspector. 

But the way I felt, Pearl Harbor wasn’t 
attacked according to the rulebook, either. 
When you’ve been kicked below the belt, 
you can’t stop to lace boxing gloves on 
your own feet before kicking back. 

I walked dawn the street to a 
photographic shop. It cost me two-bits to 
buy a pair of bamboo tongs, the kind 
photographers use for lifting pictures from 
one tray to another. 

My next stop was a drug store, where I 
spent fifteen cents for a milk shake. What I 
really wanted was a quiet corner of a 
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booth to do a little unobserved work. With 
my penknife, I whittled the tongs down 
until they ended in two bamboo needles 
less than an eighth of an inch in width. 

Then, holding the envelope by its 
edges so the gummed flap bulged out 
slightly, I slid the needle-like tong ends 
through the gap. You begin to get the 
postal authorities’ idea. 

All I had to do was grasp the upper 
edge of the enclosure, and twirl the tongs. 
When the letter was wound into a tight 
cylinder around the tiny tongs, I pulled it 
out, and my eyes fixed eagerly on the 
unrolled page. 

There was just the one page. The 
pencil lines drawn carefully, plotted out 
the floor plan of a house. It showed an 
entrance hallway, a solarium, living room, 
dining room, and study. It was none of 
your hasty, bungled jobs, either. The 
drawing had obviously been made by a 
professional, and just as obviously it had 
been drawn to scale.  

A tiny “x” had been penciled into the 
study wall. I didn’t know what the “x” was 
supposed to signify. That was the least of 
my worries, anyway. The big worry was 
that I hadn’t the foggiest notion of where 
the house itself could be found.  

I studied the letter, both sides of it. 
There was no address, no written message 
at all. It was just a floor plan. It might 
have been the plan of almost any largish 
home in any part of the city, and it was a 
needle-in-a-haystack proposition if I ever 
bumped into one. 

 
OR a crazy moment, I contemplated 
the possibility of a street-by-street 

search. A lone-wolf couldn’t have done it. 
A police department, where every cop in 
town was handed a mimeographed copy of 
this plan, could conceivably have located 
the building I wanted. But the cops 
couldn’t do it by cruising around in squad 

cars. 
You can’t tell about a floor plan by 

staring at the exterior of a home. It’d mean 
barging into maybe ten thousand houses 
before eventually we hit on the right one. 

There were too many complications, 
so I gave up the street-by-street idea. I had 
to think of something better. 

One of the advantages a cop has over a 
criminal is the cop’s ability to reach out 
and find expert help. The crook’s handicap 
is that he’s rarely expert at more than just 
one specialty. A cop isn’t, either, but the 
cop doesn’t have to be. 

What I needed right now was an expert 
on house plans. 

I headed for the City Hall. I went up to 
the third floor and walked to the end of the 
corridor and through a door that said: 

 
PAUL TAFT 

Building Permit Division 
 
I flashed my detective badge and got 

past the public counter, through the file 
room, into Taft’s private office. 

Taft was fat, bald, and spectacled. 
“As one tax-eater to another,” I said, 

“I’m on a spot. I want to locate this house. 
I’ve got the floor plan, and nothing else at 
all.” And I laid the plan on his desk. 

Without looking at it, he said: 
“Sure you realize—”  
“A house can’t be built without your 

okay, can it?” I asked. “You must have a 
file of approved plans somewhere, and it’s 
just a case of matching this sketch with the 
original, architect’s drawing.”  

“We’d have to match it against 
thousands of plans in our files,” he 
objected. “You don’t even know when this 
particular house was built. It may be 
buried away in the records of ten, fifteen 
years ago.”  

Then he looked at the plan. He started 
to push it back across the desk at me, then 
stopped, bent his bald head over it. 
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“Why, this is a Clifton Clyde,” he said. 
“A how-much?”  
Taft was smiling. 
“Clyde’s an architect,” he said. “He’s 

unusually modern, and that solarium is a 
typical feature. It’s built at patio level, so 
in good weather you push back the sliding 
glass walls and bring the outdoors into 
your house.”  

“Then you can check it?”  
He nodded. 
“Thanks to the architect’s 

individuality, and the fact that his work’s 
too modernistic to be extremely popular. 
There are probably not more than fifty of 
his homes in our files, all built in the last 
three years.”  

He got up and waddled out; came back 
in five minutes, still smiling. 

“The house you want is at Fifty-six 
twenty-two Surfton Drive. The owner’s 
name is Walter F. Stone, unless the place 
has been sold since it was built in thirty-
nine. The permit was for ten thousand, five 
hundred. Cahill & Bright did the 
contracting.”  

I stopped downstairs, stepped into a 
phone booth. There was a Walter F. Stone 
listed at 5622 Surfton. Then I called Ra-4 
3697. 

“Got anything new, Ed?” I asked. 
He growled. 
“A post-office lock-box key?” I asked. 
“No,” he said. 
“Maybe your killer took it,” I told him, 

“if there was a killer. I’ll meet Jeff at the 
post-office.”  

I did, and told Jeff to keep a watch on 
312. To encourage anybody who might 
come along and open it, I stepped over to a 
stamp window and slid the empty, sealed 
envelope under the wicket and said, 
“Wrong box, not Three-fourteen,” so that 
the envelope would go back into 312. 

 

 SAW what Taft meant about the 
architect’s individuality when I reached 

5622 Surfton Drive. It was one of those 
hillside houses, and if you didn’t care for 
modernistic architecture you’d say it 
looked like three shoe-boxes nailed 
together. 

That is, the house was built on three 
levels, three cubes of glass and stucco 
stacked one above the other against the 
hillside. Apparently my floor plan was of 
the middle level, not the lowermost. That 
was the biggest of the three shoe-boxes, 
and the one facing onto the patio. 

I crossed the patio and put my thumb 
on a button connected with some chimes 
inside. I saw a shadow against the obscure 
glass of the door and then it opened, and 
the girl who opened it was cute. She had a 
page boy mop of thick, shiny blond hair 
that fell to her shoulders. Her eyes were a 
nice shade of gray-blue. She was wearing 
one of those California-style play suits, 
with a halter neck. Mexican huarachas 
sandalled her small, bare, high-arched feet.  

“Mr. Walter F. Stone?” I said. 
“Uncle Walt is out,” the girl said. “Did 

you try the office?”  
“This isn’t a business call. Has your air 

raid warden called on you yet?”  
“Why, of course, but—”  
“I’m from the sector headquarters,” I 

told her. “We’re making a few check-up 
calls and inspections to test the efficiency 
of our post warden organization. We’ve 
had some complaints about the wardens 
neglecting to make their calls, so we’re 
conducting a general investigation.”  

I flipped open the notebook that all 
cops carry and said briskly: 

“Fifty-six twenty-two Surfton is right, 
isn’t it? Number of persons living here?” 

“Four,” the girl said. 
“Names? Ages?”  
She wrinkled her blond brows at me. 
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“You have to know our names and 
ages?”  

“The information is for our files,” I 
said, “in case a bomb fell on your house 
and we had to send a rescue squad to dig 
you out.”  

“Oh, I see,” she said. “Well, Uncle 
Walter is forty-seven. The maid, Martha 
Wells, must be fifty or so. I don’t know 
how old the cook, Hoy Sing, is but I 
should imagine between thirty and forty.”  

“No invalids? No children?”  
“No.”  
“Own a dog?”  
“You must keep very complete files.”  
“We’re really only interested in 

vicious dogs,” I said. “In the blackouts 
we’ve already had, several wardens have 
been bitten on their rounds.”  

“Oh. Well, no dog.”  
“You have buckets of sand? You keep 

a water hose connected?” 
“Yes, of course.”  
“Then that’s all, except that I’d like to 

inspect your blackout arrangements—just 
to make sure you have one room that can 
be darkened.”  

What I wanted, of course, was a look-
see inside the house—inside the study, 
especially, to find out what the “X” on the 
floor plan signified. 

“Won’t you come in?” the girl said. 
She led the way. 

“In here,” she said. 
 

Y PULSE jumped. I was certainly a 
fool for luck today. The door she 

opened was the study door. 
“We pull the Venetian blinds tightly,” 

she explained, “and then draw those 
drapes across the windows. If there’s a fire 
burning, we extinguished the fire. And, of 
course, the fireplace serves for ventilation, 
even though the windows are all tightly 
closed. Then, there’s a phone right here on 
the desk in case we need it.”  

She’d walked over to the desk and was 
smiling at me in a pleased way. 

I still had my notebook open, 
pretending to write it all down. I let my 
glance drift to the end of the room, the 
west wall where the “x” had been located 
on the plan. I didn’t know what to 
expect—a safe, wall vault, or what. 

As a matter of fact, there wasn’t a 
thing there except an electric outlet in the 
baseboard. 

“By the way,” I asked, “what’s your 
uncle’s occupation?”  

“He’s with the Horticultural 
Commission,” the girl said. “I’ll get you 
one of his cards.” She opened a desk 
drawer. 

“Thanks,” I said. “These routine 
questions are necessary. We have to find 
the people in every neighborhood who can 
help out in an emergency—doctors, 
nurses, druggists, scoutmasters, and so 
on.”  

Of course, it wasn’t a routine question. 
I was digging desperately for the 
connection between these people and the 
dead Jap at 1060½ Harbor Street. 

“Oh, by the way,” I said, “I don’t 
believe you mentioned your name and 
age.”  

She tossed her mop of blond hair as 
she looked up from the desk drawer. 

“It’s Barbara Stone,” she said. “And 
Uncle Walter is air raid warden for this 
post, and you’re not from sector 
headquarters at all, and you can just lift 
your hands as high as you can get them!”  

Her own hand popped out of the desk 
drawer. She was pointing a .38 caliber 
pistol at me. 

 
CHAPTER III 

 
HOY SING’S SONG 

 

M 
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 DON’T like amateurs with guns. 
They’re too nervous, too apt to be 

panicked into squeezing the trigger. Also, 
they have beginner’s luck. 

Barbara Stone was an amateur. It 
showed in the overly tense, awkward way 
her fingers wrapped around the gun. It 
showed in her stance, the way she pushed 
the gun out in front of her instead of the 
side-on method you learn at target 
practice. 

I shoved my hands up fast. 
“What,” I asked, “do you think I am?”  
Her smile was one-third nervousness, 

one-third triumphant, and the rest grim 
determination. 

“Probably a burglar,” she said. “I 
suppose you were casing the joint. That’s 
what they call it, isn’t it?”  

“What are you going to do? Turn me 
in?”  

“You bet I am,” she said. 
She reached with her free hand for the 

cradle phone, dragged it across the desk. 
She lifted the receiver, held it in one hand 
while she dialed for the operator. 

I relaxed. If she was really going to 
call the police, I had nothing to worry 
about. 

Barbara Stone cradled the phone 
against her cheek. Her blond eyebrows 
hooped up, and then pulled into a tiny 
frown. A muscle at one corner of her 
mouth jerked involuntarily. 

As plainly as if she’d said so in words, 
her unguarded expression told me that the 
telephone was dead. 

“Wait a minute, Miss Stone,” I said. 
“Give me a break, won’t you? Before you 
call the police, there’s something I’d like 
to say to you.”  

You can see why I put it that way. The 
girl was on a spot, and I wanted to get her 
out of it. I wanted her to feel she had the 
upper hand. It’s just like poker—you can’t 
get chips into the pot unless the other 

fellow thinks he holds better cards than 
you do. 

Barbara Stone was an amateur at 
poker, too. She decided to bluff with too 
little, and too late. 

“Operator,” she said, “please send a 
policeman to Fifty-six twenty-two Surfton 
Drive. At once, please.” She lowered the 
phone into its base, and then said to me: 

“There, now! You’d better explain 
yourself quickly if you don’t want to wind 
up in jail.”  

She was in the poker game, all right. 
But it wasn’t a game where she could call 
and force me to spread my cards face up. 

“I’m not a burglar at all,” I insisted. 
“I’m in the real estate business. My 
name’s Fred Collings. You can look me up 
in the phone book if you don’t believe 
that.”  

“Go on, Mr. Collings. What were you 
after here?”  

I didn’t try to make myself out a hero. 
If you want to be believed, you have to tell 
the worst about yourself. That’s what 
people want to think, anyway. 

“Frankly,” I said, “I’ve got a client 
who’s interested in buying this house. I 
came here to meet your uncle, get to 
talking to him in a friendly way, and sound 
him out on whether he’d like to sell. 

“I’ve found out that when I tell people 
I’m a realtor they immediately jack up 
their asking price three or four thousand 
dollars. So I merely sound them out, and if 
they’re interested, let my partner close the 
deal. It’s one of the fine points of my 
business.” 

 
ARBARA STONE’S eyes were a 
contemptuous shade of gray. 

“You sure you don’t mean a sharp 
point?” she asked. “It’s pretty cheap and 
sneaky, isn’t it?”  

All the time we were talking, I’d kept 
my hands high in the air. Now I made a 
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gesture, throwing out both palms, which 
naturally lowered my arms. 

“I don’t think it’s sneaky to protect my 
clients,” I said. “You see, I know what this 
house is worth. It cost ten thousand, five 
hundred to build three years ago. That was 
what Cahill & Bright charged for the job, 
and allowing ten per cent for Clyde’s fee 
and another thousand for the lot, a fair 
price would be around thirteen thousand.”  

I dropped my hands to my sides. 
“Now,” I said, “will you call off your 

cop?”  
The girl hesitated. 
“Have you any identification?” she 

asked. 
“I’ve got something better than that,” I 

said. “I’ve got positive proof.”  
She was a complete amateur. She let 

me reach inside my coat, as if she’d never 
heard of guns in shoulder rigs. 

“Here’s a floor plan of your home 
which I drew up from the plans on file at 
the City Hall. You see, my client is really 
interested. He’s even planning how his 
furniture would go in these rooms.” 

“What’s the ‘X’ for?” Barbara Stone 
asked. 

“Oh. Oh, that. Well, my client wants to 
install a wall safe. He’s a lawyer and 
brings home a lot of valuable papers to 
work on, nights.” She shook her blond 
head. 

“It’d be in the way of the 
dumbwaiter,” she said. “The kitchen is on 
the lower level, with a service shaft in the 
wall that connects with the pantry off the 
dining room. You couldn’t have read the 
plans very carefully, or you’d have 
noticed.”  

“It’s my partner’s fault,” I said. “He’s 
really the one who—”  

A scream sliced through my fairy tale. 
I stopped with my mouth hanging 

open. 
Another sound—queer, gurgling—

sliced through the middle of the scream. 
Somewhere in the house, a weight thunked 
heavily. 

Barbara Stone stood stunned, moving 
only the facial muscles which widened her 
startled eyes. I stepped close, pinned her 
right hand to the desk, and pulled the gun 
out from under her spread, unresisting 
fingers. 

I ran across the study, feeding the .38 
into my coat pocket as I ran. An unfamiliar 
gun isn’t much use in a crisis, particularly 
when you’re not sure it’s loaded, so I 
tugged my short-barreled Detective 
Special out of my shoulder rig with one 
hand, and heeled open the study door with 
my left. 

The hallway was empty. 
“D-d-downstairs!” Barbara Stone 

chattered. 
 

 RAN down the flight of modernistic 
stairs into a metal kitchen that was 

spick-and-span except for a limp, black-
suited shape sprawled on the rubberized 
tile floor. 

“Hoy Sing!” the girl cried behind me. 
I ran past the fallen cook, through a 

door that opened into a service gallery. 
The gallery was empty. So was the rear 
patio. 

It turned back into the kitchen. Barbara 
Stone had wetted a dishtowel in cold water 
and was swabbing the cook’s face. The 
dark suit indicated he’d either been out, or 
was just going out. Pinned on his lapel, a 
conspicuous badge said: 

 
I AM CHINESE 

 
I jerked open a door at the other end of 

the kitchen. It let me into a pantry, gave 
me a glimpse of the dumbwaiter 
arrangement Barbara had mentioned. A 
door from the pantry led me on into what 
was evidently Hoy Sing’s bedroom. I 

I
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looked around, then I went back into the 
kitchen. 

“Well, he probably slipped and fell,” I 
said. 

“What’d you think happened?” the girl 
asked. 

“Well, somebody could have hung the 
slug onto him.”  

Hoy Sing blinked a pair of wedge-
shaped, black pupiled eyes at me. He 
blinked several times, shook his black-
maned head. 

“It certainly sounded like he started to 
scream,” I continued, “was choked off, 
and then hit.”  

“What happened, Hoy Sing?” Barbara 
Stone asked. 

“I fix’m ‘lectlic light. Velly much fall 
off’m sink.” The slanted eyes were staring 
at me now. 

“You shouldn’t stand on the sink. You 
should use a step-ladder,” the girl said 
reprovingly. 

“I solly, Missy.” Hoy Sing got up 
gingerly. He hadn’t taken his eyes off me. 
“You makee phone okay, you man?”  

Barbara blushed. 
“Our phone’s really out of order, Mr. 

Collings. Hoy Sing must have gone out 
and ordered a repair man sent here. He 
evidently thinks you’re the one.”  

For my money, Hoy Sing thought 
nothing of the kind. He continued to watch 
me with a strained, peevish mistrust which 
made the girl laugh apologetically. 

“Hoy Sing’s new here,” she explained. 
“Hoy Long, our cook, was drafted last 
week. So one morning we found his 
cousin installed in our kitchen. That’s the 
way the Chinese are, they never let a job 
get out of the family.”  

I nodded. I’d heard about that Chinese 
cousin system before. You hire a Chinese 
cook or gardener, and the chances are 
you’ll never have to do business with an 
employment agency again. 

A Chinese servant looks on his job as a 
personal possession, to be passed on to 
one of his numerous cousins in case of 
war, illness, or death. Most employers 
encourage the system because they’ve 
found out the Chinese provide the most 
loyal and efficient service that money can 
buy. They’re honest to the core, have 
never heard of time-and-a-half for 
overtime, and will lay down their lives for 
you. 

Barbara Stone handed Hoy Sing the 
water-soaked dish-towel. 

“It’s all right, Hoy Sing,” she said. 
“Mr. Collings is a real estate man. You 
know, a man who buys and sells houses.”  

Hoy Sing gave me a slanted stare. 
“You velly funny, Mista Collings. You 

sellee leal estate with a gun, maybe?”  
The damned Detective Special was 

still in my fist. 
“Oh, no, that’s my—” Barbara Stone 

stopped short as the meaning of the 
Detective Special dawned on her slowly. 

“Why, you were carrying a gun all the 
time!” she said. “You lied to me!”  

Hoy Sing was good. He snapped out 
that dish-towel with just a flicker of wrist 
movement, caught me squarely across the 
eyes with the stinging tip of it. I was 
blinded for an instant—long enough for 
him to leap in, swinging with everything 
he had. 

He wasn’t quite that good. He jarred 
me, drove me back against the sink’s 
drainboard. I brought up my foot, caught 
him in the middle, and he slid clear across 
the kitchen and bounded into the electric 
stove.  

“Sure, I pack a gun,” I explained to 
Barbara Stone. “That’s because I collect 
rent from some of the buildings on my list: 
A man has to protect his clients’ money. 
It’s another fine point in the business.”  

I hauled the .38 pistol from my pocket, 
flipped out its magazine, and then handed 
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the gun to her. She was open-mouthed as I 
walked away. 

 
CHAPTER IV 

 
COPS DON’T CRY 

 
UN permits are issued through the 
sheriff’s office in California. So, on 

my way downtown, I stopped at the 
sheriff’s headquarters. 

I told the deputy in charge I was 
interested in a .38 automatic. I’d checked 
its number when I extracted the magazine.  

The deputy looked it up.  
“That permit was granted to Walter F. 

Stone, Fifty-six twenty-two Surfton 
Drive,” he told me. “He applied for it last 
December.”  

“Yeah. He’s an air raid warden, isn’t 
he?”  

“That’s not why. We don’t give gun 
permits to wardens. Stone’s a chief 
inspector with the Horticultural 
Commission.”  

“That sounds like a spray gun job to 
me.”  

“No, it isn’t. The State of California 
enforces a quarantine against importing 
lots of fruits and vegetables, for fear of 
spreading plant pests. A ship can’t come 
into harbor here until they inspect and 
make sure it’s clean. You know, they even 
throw the potatoes overboard.” 

“And he needs a gun for that?” 
“He needs a gun because he’s on 

twenty-four-hour call,” the deputy said, 
tapping Walter F. Stone’s filing card. “It 
means driving down through the 
waterfront district at night sometimes, and 
that’s a pretty tough district.” 

“Brother,” I said, “I think maybe you 
laid it right in my lap.”  

My next stop was the post-office—or 
that’s the way I planned it. Actually, I 
didn’t get any farther than the front steps. I 

had to fight my way through a crowd to 
get that far. 

The same blue-clad cop who’d waved 
me into Takamura’s flat was holding this 
crowd back. I ducked under his arm. 

 
 SAW big Ed Smith down on his knees 
on the blood-stained steps. The slumped 

body beside Ed had belonged to Jeff 
Barney. Jeff wouldn’t need it any more, 
now. 

“He made a pinch, huh?” I said. 
If it sounded cold and unfeeling, that 

was the way I was. Cold all the way 
through, with ice in the pit of my stomach, 
and numbness that flooded my brain. 

“Yeah,” Ed Smith said. “Somebody 
opened Box Three-twelve, and he must 
have made the pinch. The guy shot him the 
minute they stepped outside.”  

I knew he felt it worse than I did. After 
all, Jeff Barney was the big fellow’s 
partner. But his voice sounded just as cold 
and practical as my own. 

“Anybody see it?” I asked. 
“No,” he said. “Plenty of people inside 

heard the gun go off, but nobody happened 
to be on the sidewalk at the time.”  

“What time?”  
“It was just two, three minutes ago.” 

He began cursing in low, slowly spaced 
oaths. “If only I’d gotten here just a little 
sooner. I was checking with the F. B. I. 
They’ve been trying to find that Osui 
Takamura for weeks, with nothing to work 
on but his passport record. If I’d come 
straight here, Jeff would be alive now.”  

“Or if I hadn’t put him on the job at 
all,” I said. “Thinking like that won’t get 
us anywhere.” 

 
OPS don’t cry over their dead. Death 
is the gamble you take when they pin 

the badge on you. If you’re a loser, they 
unpin the badge and put it up on the big 
silver plaque at Headquarters, along with 

G I
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the badge of other cops who have been 
slain in line of duty. 

Big Ed Smith’s fingers were shaking 
as he turned Jeff Barney’s lapel and 
unfastened the badge concealed there. I 
knew that neither of us would ever pass 
that silver plaque again without letting our 
eyes rest momentarily on this particular 
shield. 

Cops don’t cry, but they have long, 
long memories. 

I turned quickly and ducked away 
through the crowd. I’d been on Homicide 
long enough to know the whole routine of 
a murder investigation. Every scrap of 
evidence has to be noted, sketched, 
photographed, tagged. If not, you’d never 
get a conviction. But that was Ed’s job. It 
wasn’t mine. And I wanted faster action. 

I remembered Fred Collings’ address. 
It proved to be a dingy, one-room, street-
level office with a lot of signs in the 
window advertising properties for rent. 
Collings himself was behind the desk, with 
his feet propped up on the ledge. He pulled 
his feet down, but not before I’d had an 
opportunity to see the dime-sized hole in 
the left sole. 

“Yes, officer?” he said. 
“I want a key to Hashamoto’s,” I said. 
“Why, I left that key with your man, 

Smith.”  
“I mean the key to the store 

downstairs.”  
“What for?” He stared at me. 
I stared back at him, but I didn’t say 

anything. 
“I see,” he said. “Official secrets. 

Well, of course, it isn’t regular, but I want 
to oblige the police. I think I’ll stretch a 
point.”  

He pulled open his desk drawer, 
hauled out a thick mess of keys on a ring, 
and selected one almost without looking. 

“Be sure to lock up again,” he said 
warningly. 

“Yeah,” I said. “Tight.” 
 
HE afternoon was wearing on into the 
early dusk which darkens city streets 

while the sky is still almost bright 
overhead. The sky was blue over Harbor 
Street, but the doorways were thick with 
shadow. 

I unlocked Hashamoto’s door, and 
stepped into deeper, stagnant shadows 
inside. 

Bare shelves stretched back along the 
long, plastered walls. I knew what I was 
looking for, but it took me a while to find 
the trap-door, leading down into the cellar. 

The cellar was as black as the inside of 
an ink bottle, so I struck a match as I 
clambered down the ladderlike steps. The 
cellar was full of boxes, presumably 
loaded with the stock that had been moved 
from upstairs. Over in a corner, a glassy 
reflection answered the glimmer of my 
lighted match. 

It was the electric meter. And it was 
shut off. It had to be. You can have a 
phone bill sent to a post-office box, but to 
obtain electric service it’s necessary to 
allow a meter reader on the premises once 
a month.  

Somebody had eliminated that 
necessity by running a feed-in wire around 
this meter. It’s fairly easy for people to tap 
electric current, and during the depression 
the cops used to haul in a lot of them for 
doing it. 

But the mechanic in this case had been 
more than ordinarily skilled. He’d attached 
a safety fuse to his wire tapping job, and in 
making his connection to the fuse plug, 
he’d used the regulation underwriters’ 
knot. 

From the fuse connection, a length of 
stout, rubber-clad cable disappeared 
between the packing boxes. I shoved two 
of the boxes aside, and struck another 
match.  

T
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I knew a short-wave set when I saw 
one. I’d never seen one exactly like this, 
though. It was foreign-made. 

Suddenly, I heard footsteps overhead. I 
blew out the match, and my hand slid 
between the lapels of my coat, closed on 
the butt of the Detective Special, and 
waited there. 

The beam of a flashlight tunneled 
through the trapdoor into the cellar. 

A voice said, “Barry? You down 
there?”  

“Collings?” I asked. 
“Yeah. Say; something funny just 

happened right after you left my office.”  
He was coming down the steps, 

swiveling a flashlight this way and that. 
Finally he spotted me behind the boxes. 

“A Miss Stone telephoned,” he said. 
“She seemed to think it funny I didn’t 
remember the name. She seemed to think 
I’d been at her home this afternoon.”  

“Go on.”  
“I asked her what the man looked like, 

and she gave me a perfect description of 
you.” 

“Quite a coincidence,” I said. 
 

E STOPPED on the other side of the 
packing boxes. The boxes came 

almost shoulder high to both of us. I could 
watch the hand holding the flashlight, but I 
didn’t know what the other was doing. 

“I don’t think it’s a coincidence,” 
Collings said. “You’ve been trading on my 
name, my professional reputation. Don’t 
you think I’m entitled to an explanation?” 

“You want to know why I called on 
Miss Stone?”  

“Yes, I do.”  
“Okay,” I said. “Here it is. I found a 

floor plan of her home. It had been marked 
to show the spot in the wall where a phone 
tap could be installed. Apparently the job 
was going to be done by the same expert 
who tapped the juice in this cellar. 

“Miss Stone’s phone had even been 
put out of commission, so the man could 
get into the house by posing as a telephone 
company repair man.”  

“You don’t say. And why would 
anyone want to tap Miss Stone’s phone?”  

“It’s her uncle’s phone,” I said. 
“Walter F. Stone is an inspector on the 
Horticultural Commission, and he’s 
sometimes called in the middle of the 
night to meet incoming ships. 

“Anyone who could tap his wire would 
have access to advance, inside information 
on ship movements. It might be possible to 
flash that information to a Jap submarine 
lurking outside the harbor.”  

The level of the flashlight shifted a 
little. There was some movement of his 
shoulders behind it. “Okay, okay,” he said, 
“you were working on a police case. But 
why drag my name into it?”  

“I don’t know. It’s just that you stuck 
in my mind. I guess it must be because 
you overplayed your part a little. You 
were a trifle too run down at the heel, 
frayed, unshaven, and whiskey perfumed. 
It didn’t quite fit in with your attention to 
details, like airing out this building every 
so often. I figured a man who’d let himself 
run to seed personally would let his 
business go hang, too.”  

Collings probably had a gun in his 
other hand, but I figured he wouldn’t use it 
while I kept talking. He wanted to know 
what I had on him, of course. If he knew 
that, he’d be better set to protect himself 
against the next detective. 

“Still,” I said, “it was nothing definite. 
I didn’t really get warm until I asked you 
for the key to this building, and you picked 
it out of twenty or thirty others 
automatically. That was a dead give-away 
that you’d been coming here a lot oftener 
than you told us.” 

I threw my weight against the two 
packing boxes. He’d been crowding them 

H 
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close. He had to, to keep his free hand out 
of the angle of my vision. 

He jumped back, naturally. Just as 
naturally, he used his hands to fend off the 
toppling boxes. I wanted to take him alive, 
if I could, so I risked a headlong dive over 
the boxes. 

The flashlight fell on the concrete floor 
and started rolling toward the cellar’s 
sewer drain. Collings was forced to shoot 
blindly at a target in motion. The gun-
flame was inches over my head, but so 
close the bellow of it deafened me.  

I’d fallen short, and was sprawled 
across the boxes, head, arms, and 
shoulders hanging over. I reached out and 
hacked desperately at his leg. 

The steel barrel of the Special caught 
him fair and square on the kneecap. If 
you’ve ever bumped your knee sharply on 
a table leg, you’d get a faint idea. If the 
table leg was made of steel, and traveling 
as hard as a hundred and eighty pounds of 
cop could sling it, you’d really have the 
idea.  

Fred Collings slid down into a 
shrieking, pain crazed hulk of flesh. 

I picked up his gun and dropped it into 
my pocket, buried the Detective Special in 
its shoulder rig. Then I grasped Fred 
Collings by his shirtfront, hauled him up. 

“Come on!” I said. I wanted him to do 
the rest of his talking in front of witnesses. 
My mistake was in not realizing there 
already was a witness. It simply hadn’t 
occurred to me that CoI1ings’ heavy 
footsteps could have masked the sound of 
another pair of feet—if the other pair 
moved lightly, in time with his footfalls. 

 
CHAPTER V 

 
“FIRST, YOU’VE GOT TO CATCH 

YOUR JAP . . .” 
 

 FIGURE swung through the cellar 
trapdoor as I stooped to lift Collings’ 

bulk, and the weight of it caught me full 
across the kidneys. The combination of 
weight and surprise crumpled me across 
Collings’ writhing body. Then the flat side 
of a solid little hand hatcheted across the 
base of my skull. 

My fuses blew. The mental current 
blacked out, spluttered, began to bum 
dimly again. 

“You allee light now?” a mocking 
voice purred. 

I sat up, braced my shoulders against 
the upset packing boxes. 

“Light as a feather,” I said. 
“Practically floating in space.”  

My Detective Special was pointed at 
me from the little yellow cook’s hand. He 
was no amateur with a gun, either. He 
showed plenty of know-how in the way he 
held the Special butted into his palm, 
keeping the trigger finger relaxed for 
accurate shooting. 

“You talkee pletty quick, Mista 
Poliss,” he said. “You tellee numbah one 
big lie, you air laid wahden. Numbah two 
lie, you leal estate fella. You talkee 
straight now, or Hoy Sing shootee. No 
like, I betcha?”  

I tried to remember a ju-jitsu trick. In a 
general way, I knew the trick. It consists 
of grabbing an opponent’s outstretched 
hand, whirling, and hurling him over your 
shoulder. 

“And how, I don’t like,” I said. “Sure, 
I’ll talk. What’d you want, Sing?”  

“Having lettar, pliss,” he hissed. 
“Oh, yeah. The letter. You mean the 

plan.” I got up, shakily. I felt shaky, but 
not that bad. I dug inside my coat, got out 
the letter, started to hand it to him. At the 
last moment, I changed the movement into 
a desperate plunge for the gun in his hand.  

He wasn’t fool enough to fight over a 
gun with a man my size. He reacted 

A
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exactly as I’d expected—the way he’d 
been trained to react. 

He dropped the gun, wrapped the 
fingers of both hands around my wrist, and 
started to whirl. His idea was to haul my 
arm over his shoulder, and at the same 
time slam his hips into my groin. Using 
his shoulder for a fulcrum, he’d apply the 
leverage to throw my charging weight 
head over applecart. 

I wasn’t plunging straight-ahead. I 
pivoted on my right foot as he grabbed my 
arm, and put the whole impetus of the 
charge into a hook of the left knee. Instead 
of slamming his hips into my groin, he 
whirled smack into all the force of my 
knee. 

He got up three yards away. He still 
had Collings’ gun. It was in his pocket, 
and he went for it. The Detective Special 
lay where he’d dropped it. 

I went for that. 
I’m telling this story. He isn’t. 
The last I saw of him was stretched on 

a slab at the morgue, with a little white 
card at his feet that said: 

 
OSUI TAKAMURA 

 
D SMITH and I had it all figured out 
then, with some help from the F. B. I. 
The dead Oriental who’d supposedly 

committed hara-kiri in the flat above 
Hashamoto’s store wasn’t a Jap at all. He 
was Hoy Sing, the cousin of Stone’s 
drafted cook. 

Osui Takamura and Collings—real 
name, Kohlens—had kidnaped the 
Chinese before he ever reached the Stone 
home. They drugged him, and carved up 
his unconscious body with the ceremonial 
sword. The slashed fingertips were an 
added touch, designed to discourage a 
check on his prints. 

It’s practically impossible to devise a 
sure test for telling even living Chinese 

apart, so they figured the discovery of the 
supposed spy plus a forged passport would 
take the Federal heat off Osui Takamura. 
And the scheme put Takamura inside the 
Stone house, in a perfect spot to check on 
incoming ships. 

That was half of it—the half that ended 
when Kohlens, the Nazi rat, “discovered” 
the corpse. 

The other half? The Jap found he 
couldn’t safely listen in on all the family 
phone calls on the kitchen extension, 
because he might easily be caught by the 
maid. So he drew up a floor plan to guide 
Kohlens—the Nazi being the radio expert 
of the pair. 

It was drawn to scale, so Kohlens 
could come prepared with the necessary 
wire trimmed to proper length. Osui 
Takamura mailed it to the undercover 
post-office box, never dreaming we’d 
trace that through the phone company. 

That fall in the kitchen, of course, was 
strictly stage-play. Osui Takamura was 
eavesdropping on my talk with Barbara 
Stone. He figured he could jump me, 
accuse me of being a burglar. Then, while 
Barbara went to the neighbors to call the 
police, he’d put a bullet between my ribs 
while I was “escaping.”  

“And then,” as Ed Smith says, “this 
Kohlens guy went to the post-office to 
pick up his plan. Jeff Barney grabbed him, 
and he put a bullet into Jeff.”  

“They don’t send a gas mask along 
with you into the chamber at San 
Quentin,” I reminded Ed. 

But he isn’t too happy about it. 
“I’m supposed to be on Homicide, not 

you,” Ed says, “and look who falls down a 
cellar and comes up with two murders 
solved.”  

So I tell him, if it’ll make him feel I 
better, how to handle such cases. 

“First,” I say, “you’ve got to catch 
your Jap. . . .” 

E


