
Thrilling Detective, December, 1942 

 
A Girl in Distress Plunges Lawyer Massey into the Vortex of a Death Conspiracy! 

 
CHAPTER I 

 
THE LADY LAYS AN EGG 

 
 WAS crowding the gas pedal and had the 
roadster doing sixty, which wasn’t bad for 
a dark night. The head lamps were two 

bright concentric fingers that merged into a 
yellow cone of light down the parkway. Along 
its edge I could see the blurred shape of trees. 

My hat was crammed down on my skull. 
My coat collar was turned up. I was hunched 
deep in the red leather seat. I was wet and 
uncomfortable and sore. A thin drizzle was 
slanting out of the dark sky, and the 
mechanical top had jammed and wouldn’t go 
up. 

Suddenly, an apparition loomed in the 
glare of the headlights. I had only a flash of 
her, but it was a girl. She was standing in the 

dead center of the road, waving her arms. I 
twisted the wheel, and if I missed her, it was 
only by inches. My heart wedged somewhere 
against my tonsils. The brakes gave an unholy 
squeal as the car slewed to a stop. I sent the 
roadster backward, almost certain I’d knocked 
that kid kicking. 

But I hadn’t. 
“Listen,” I said heatedly, “You might’ve 

got killed—”  
My anger faded. She was standing at the 

side of the car, her face level with mine—a 
very scared face. In the half light from the 
dashboard, I made out a pair of golden-brown 
eyes, a short straight nose, and a wealth of 
taffy-colored hair spilling out from under one 
of those ridiculous little skull caps. A belted 
sport coat failed to conceal an exciting figure. 

She turned a smile on me, but it was 
twisted, forced, wooden. 

I
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“Are you driving back to the city?” she 
asked. 

“Yes.”  
“Would you give me a lift?”  
I nodded and swung open the door. 
“Hop in.”  
She crossed to the other side of the car and 

climbed in beside me. I got the car going and 
stole a glance at her. She was staring straight 
ahead, blank-eyed, and the mist was glistening 
on her hair. 

“Sorry about the top,” I said. “It’s 
jammed.”  

“That’s all right.”  
I lit a cigarette and passed it over to her. It 

probably wouldn’t last long in the drizzle, but 
a couple of puffs might help. She took her 
hand out of her pocket, and I saw the blood. 

 
 SWALLOWED an exclamation and 
slowed the car. The rushing sound of the 

wind died down. The gash in her hand wasn’t 
bad, but I didn’t know that then. All I saw was 
the crimson stain that blotted her fingers. I 
didn’t say anything about it. Instead I spoke 
quite casually. 

“How’d you get out on the highway at this 
hour?”  

“My car ran out of gas. I was looking for 
the nearest station when you came along.” 

My nostrils detected a faint and subtle 
perfume that was quite pleasant. Most 
perfumes have a sickish, cloying odor that 
make me ill. 

“Shall I let you off at the next gas 
station?” I asked. “They’ll drive you back to 
your car and refuel it.”  

“No, please don’t bother,” she answered 
quickly. “I’d rather go straight to the city. I’ll 
send someone for the car tomorrow.”  

“How about your hand? Wouldn’t it be 
wise to let a doctor have a look at it?”  

She gasped. Her eyes jumped to her 
stained fingers. She tried to plug them back 
into her pocket, but of course it was too late. 
Nor was her explanation a good one. 

“I cut myself on my compact. The mirror 
broke when I dropped it.” I removed the Irish 
linen display handkerchief from my breast 
pocket and dropped it in her lap. 

“Here, wrap this around the cut, Miss—”  
“Smith,” she supplied. “Sally Smith.”  
A poor alias, but I kept a straight face. I 

don’t imagine we had driven more than 
several hundred yards when I spotted the 
wreck at the side of the road and ground the 
car to a stop beside it. 

The coupe had hit a tree that wasn’t more 
than a sapling and had tilted it forward at a 
sharp angle. The coupe’s grill-work was 
smashed, and so was part of the windshield, 
but it didn’t look as if it had been traveling 
very fast when it struck. In the seat, slumped 
over the wheel, was the figure of a man. 

Jumping out of the roadster, I caught 
another glimpse of the girl. Her face was 
pulled taut, the corners of her mouth were 
down and the fingers of her good hand were 
curled tightly about her throat. 

I walked over to the coupe. My footsteps 
rang hollow on the concrete. Opening the door 
I pulled the man back against the seat. The 
motor had stalled, but the dashboard light 
made a yellow glow. He had a face that could 
have been handsome, but just then he didn’t 
look so good. His mouth hung slack, and his 
skin had an odd waxen pallor. Some dried 
froth clung to his lips. I turned to the girl. 

“This man is dead.” 
 
HE just sat there, staring at me through 
blank eyes that seemed to shrivel in their 

sockets. If I’ve ever seen terror in a girl’s face 
it was in hers. She was scared green. 

I swung back to the coupe. There was 
something mighty funny about this set-up. The 
car certainly hadn’t struck the tree with 
enough force to kill a man. What’s more, he 
didn’t have the look of a man who’d— 

The right front fender of the roadster took 
hold of my thigh, spun me around and sent me 
sprawling on my face along the wet road. The 

I 
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motor uttered a deep-throated roar, and the car 
shot by, swift, fleet, knifing away into the 
darkness. I lay there, watching the tiny red 
tail-light grow t smaller and disappear into the 
mist. The girl had run off with my car. 

I was so sore I don’t remember exactly 
what I did. Probably I jumped up and down, 
and shook my fist, and strung out a volley of 
oaths into the darkness. Then, to top it all, the 
drizzle changed to pellets of rain that battered 
my scalp and trickled down my neck into my 
collar. The air was as chilled as an installment 
collector’s heart and whipped into my trousers 
legs. There was only one thing left to do. I 
climbed into the coupe beside the corpse.  

I squirmed uncomfortably. Something was 
on the seat. I reached down for it and brought 
up a woman’s patent-leather purse. I dumped 
the contents into my lap. 

From a Social Security card and an 
envelope I learned the name was Emily Frome 
and got an East 81st Street address. A little 
jigger of pert fume said L’Heure Bleu on the 
label, and when I sniffed at the cap, I 
recognized the scent that had auraed the girl in 
my car. 

So that was her real name—Emily Frome. 
The pieces stacked into place. The broken 

windshield, the blood on her hand, the purse. 
She’d been here, right here in this car when it 
slapped into the tree. She’d been scared by her 
failure to arouse the man with her and had 
jumped out of the car in blind panic, raced up 
the road and waved at the first car that had 
passed—which had happened to be mine. 

But it left a lot of things blank. It did not 
explain why she’d walked out, dropped the 
thing into my lap. 

I thought it over. Maybe she had a 
husband and didn’t want to be involved in 
some scandal. Or maybe her family had 
forbidden her to go around with this guy. 

Purely on a hunch I pressed the self-
starter, and the motor coughed and turned over 
and began to purr. There was no sense sitting 
there in the rain with a dead man all night, so I 

changed places with him and backed the car 
onto the road. The tree jerked upright and 
quivered like a snapped bow. One of the 
wheels had probably been knocked out of 
alignment, because the car wobbled and I had 
to fight it all the way. 

It was an experience I shall not soon 
forget. Every time we took a curve the dead 
body lurched against me and sent the flesh 
crawling between my shoulder blades. The 
automatic wiper made squeaky sounds as its 
rubber blade scraped streaks of rain from the 
cracked windshield before me. 

I headed for the West Side Highway, but I 
never got there. It was a combination of poor 
visibility, my own preoccupation and plain 
bad luck. Anyway, I’d passed a red light. The 
blast of a cop’s whistle jerked me to attention. 

My first thought was to make a run for it. 
There was a dead man in the car beside me, 
and that would take a heap of explaining. I 
had been practicing law long enough to know 
what was in store for me. I’d be hauled down 
to Headquarters, questions would be pounded 
at me all night and then they’d probably hold 
me as a material witness.  

The coupe was still rolling and I swiveled 
my head around for a look. I saw the blurred 
shape of a cop hanging onto the running-board 
of a car that was closing in on me. If I gunned 
the motor, he might take a shot at one of the 
tires. 

I pulled over to the side, cursing myself 
for not ditching the car at first sign of a cab. 
My pulse stepped up a beat as I waited. The 
cop dropped off and lounged over to me. 

He was a big specimen with a ruddy face 
and blue eyes. A black slicker mantled his 
huge frame and glistened with rain. Without 
preliminary he began fumbling under his 
slicker for his ticket book.  

“Where’s your license, bud?”  
My mouth felt stuffed with dry flannel. I 

reached for my wallet. So far he wasn’t paying 
any attention to the corpse. He got his book 
out and waited for me to fish out my license. 
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Suddenly he frowned and craned his head 
forward.  

“What’s cooking with your friend?”  
I gave a shaky laugh. 
“Big party tonight,” I said.  
“Drunk, eh?”  
“Yeah. Some fellows just can’t hold it.”  
His frown turned to a scowl and he inched 

his neck out of his collar, suspicious-eyed. 
“Let’s smell your breath, buddy.”  
My knuckles showed white around the 

wheel. As a matter of fact, I’d been to a party 
up in Scarsdale and hoisted a few. I gulped 
and blew some air into his face. He sniffed. 
For the space of several heartbeats I held my 
breath. He chewed on his bottom lip, seeming 
undecided. Finally he nodded. 

“I guess you’re all right. The license. “ 
 

 LET out an exhalation of relief. But the 
relief was short-lived. I sent exploring 

fingers into every pocket. And then it struck 
me. I had changed suits earlier in the evening 
without transferring my wallet. I looked up at 
the cop with a sickly green smile. 

“Gosh,” I said weakly. “I guess I must’ve 
forgotten it. Ha, ha.”  

“Ha, ha!” He made it a pointedly nasty 
echo. He gave me a narrow-lidded look. 
“Whose heap is this?”  

“My pal’s,” I told him, not thinking. 
“Okay. Let’s have a look at his registration 

certificate.”  
I rimmed my lips with the tip of my 

tongue. They were hot and dry. 
“Look, lieutenant—”  
“Plain Officer Murphy,” he cut me short. 

“Yeah, I know. All you did was pass a little 
red light. Nothing serious. Nobody got killed. 
You were driving carefully. You just didn’t 
see it. It’s the first time anything like that ever 
happened to you. But I want to see who owns 
this crate. How do I know you guys didn’t 
swipe it?”  

I gave him a choked sort of laugh. 
“Do I look like a crook, Officer?”  

“If you ask me, yeah. Now get it up.”  
I twisted around to the inert figure at my 

side. He was sitting with his chin clumped 
against his chest. I was glad of that because if 
Murphy ever lamped that wide-eyed, waxen 
face he’d hit the sky. I reached toward his 
inside coat pocket, but I only got as far as the 
lapel. 

My hands were sticky and moist and 
shaking as if they had palsy. I’m no 
undertaker. I’m just an average guy who 
doesn’t like to touch corpses. I sucked in a 
deep breath and turned back to the cop. 

“Look,” I said, “there’s no sense kidding 
you about the score. We haven’t got any 
identifying papers with us. Let me into that 
drug store and I’ll call my apartment and get 
somebody to bring my license.”  

“Nothing doing.”  
Well, it had been a try. If he’d let me out 

of that car, he’d never have seen me again. I 
was a pretty good miler in college, but I’d 
never had a better reason than now to make a 
new track record. 

Murphy stepped on the running-board and 
curled his fingers around the upper ledge of 
the window. 

“C’mon,” he said, “let’s take a run over to 
the station house.”  

I swallowed, but couldn’t get it down 
because it got plugged somewhere in my 
throat. There was a cold, squeezed feeling 
around my stomach. Boy, I had bought myself 
a hand this time. I had got myself a nice big 8 
ball and planted it in front of me. 

 
CHAPTER II 

 
MURDER IS HATCHED 

 
 STARTED the car and drove two blocks. I 
couldn’t see the cop’s face, but his hand 

was plain enough. Halfway down the third 
street, I kicked the gas pedal to the floor. The 
car jumped ahead like an excited bullfrog. I 
slid my right hand over to the left side of the 

I 
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wheel. As we reached the intersection I swung 
the car sharply around. With my left hand I 
hammered the cop’s fingers, knocking his grip 
loose. 

He let out a hoarse yell and tumbled over 
backward. I did not look back. I sent the car 
careening up the block, turned another corner, 
slammed on the brakes at the entrance to a 
subway and dove down the stairs. 

For once I was playing in luck. A train 
was in the station, its door sliding shut. I 
squeezed through and in a second the long 
steel snake went hurtling down the tube. 

Somebody else, a guy with brains, might 
have let well enough alone. Having escaped a 
bad jam, he’d have gone home like a 
respectable citizen and reported his car stolen. 
But not me. Oh, no—I had to look for trouble. 

For one thing, I wanted to know at first 
hand what Emily Frome had done with my 
car. And, more important, I wanted to see the 
lady myself. In addition, I had a strange hunch 
that there was money to be made in this case, 
and I was anxious to get me a client. 

So I went to the 81st Street address. 
It was a small four-story building that had 

recently been modernized, all chrome and 
black enamel in the lobby. From the bell bank, 
I learned that Emily Frome lived on the third 
floor. A new self-service elevator took me 
smoothly up. 

I stopped in front of the door, stiffened to 
alert attention. Behind the portal, voices were 
raised in argument. A man’s voice sounded 
harsh, insistent, staccato, like the rapping of 
an ack-ack gun. The girl’s was a low wail. 

I touched the knob, and the door swung 
silently inward. Stepping into a darkened 
foyer, I could see through an angled archway 
into a dropped living room, small but neatly 
furnished. 

Emily’s fingers were pressed against the 
drawn tendons of her slim throat. Confronting 
her, his profile to me, stood a lean-muscled 
man, dark-skinned, with a prominent bony 
nose jutting outward to give him the predatory 

look of a mountain eagle. He was wearing a 
sloppy suit of pepper and salt mixture and a 
soiled trench coat with the loosened belt ends 
dangling against the flared coat skirt. His hat, 
a battered gray homburg, was tilted back over 
a sloping forehead. 

“All right,” he growled in a harsh nasal 
twang, “where did you hide the rest of the 
stuff? I mean business, sister.”  

Emily shook her head. Her eyes were 
staring at him. 

“I tell you I don’t know anything about it. 
The pin was given to me.” 

 
IS lip curled and his head jerked 
impatiently. 

“Yeah, I know, a gift. Some guy gives you 
a pin worth three thousand dollars. So you 
take it right to Uncle Ike and hock it for five 
hundred fish. Tell it to Sweeney, sister.”  

She shook her head in bewilderment. 
“But I never realized it was worth so 

much. I was shocked when the pawnbroker 
offered me—”  

“Yeah, that’s what you said before. Who 
gave you the pin?”  

“A friend.”  
“What’s his name?”  
Emily’s shoulders slumped and she gave a 

little sob. 
“Harry Riddle.”  
“Where is he? Where can I get in touch 

with him?” 
She opened her mouth to talk, and then her 

teeth closed with an audible click. Some of the 
color fled her face. There wasn’t much to start 
with. 

“Come on, sister, where is he? Where is 
this Harry Riddle, if there is such a guy?” 

She shook her head and dropped into a 
chair and for a moment anger flared in her 
eyes. Her voice rose in a cry, a small 
anguished cry. 

“Leave me alone! Why can’t you leave me 
alone?”  

The eagle-faced man in the sloppy tweed 

H
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suit pressed his advantage. She was breaking, 
and he knew it. He moved toward her and 
stuck his face close to hers. 

“When I leave you alone, I turn you over 
to the cops,” he said. 

She started to get up from the chair, but 
her spine was watery, and she sank back 
again. Her eyes were fixed on him like twin 
jade eggs. Her mouth quivered, and then her 
whole figure started to shake. She was 
trembling like a curtain caught in a strong 
cross-wind. 

“The police!” she gasped. “No, please.” 
Her fingers plucked frantically at his coat 
lapels, tugged them. “I swear, I don’t know 
where the pin came from. Riddle gave it to 
me. I don’t know where he is now. I haven’t 
seen him in days.”  

Roughly the man tore her grasp from his 
coat and stepped back a pace. His head jutted 
forward like a hawk’s. He thrust out spread 
fingers and slashed them downward in an 
angry gesture. 

“You’re a liar!” he snarled in a voice that 
blasted like a furnace. “You stole that pin. 
You know where the rest of the stuff is. Fifty 
thousand dollars worth. All from the 
apartment of Victor Ansel. I want it. Hear me? 
I want it.”  

His spatulate fingers dug into her 
shoulders, hard, tense, and I saw his knuckles 
gleaming like scraped bone. Emily Frome’s 
face twisted with pain. He was accusing her of 
being a thief, but I couldn’t bring myself to 
believe it. 

The man’s fury mounted like a 
thunderstorm. His eyes were black as 
midnight. He made low guttural noises in his 
throat. His fingers closed tighter and lifted her 
off the chair and shook her. 

 
 STEPPED into the room and moved up 
behind him. I reached for his shoulder and 

spun him around. Emily staggered back into 
the chair. She was staring at me, and shock 
shone in her eyes. Her body was stiff as a 

plank, and her red lips were parted in a 
mixture compounded of amazement and fear. 

“You don’t want to treat a lady like that,” I 
said. 

The bony-nosed man was bent forward at 
the waist, watching me. His eyes were discs of 
black polished agate. The breath accelerated 
through his suddenly flared nostrils. 

“Who are you?” he demanded hoarsely. 
“A friend of the lady,” I said. 
“I got business with her, Jack. You better 

hop outa here, fast.”  
“No,” I shook my head. “I’ll stick around. 

And since this is her apartment and she 
doesn’t want you here, suppose you beat it.” I 
balled my fists into great knots of bone. 

I’m a big lad and I can look tough when I 
want to. This chap was undoubtedly a tough 
customer, but I had a feeling he was short on 
courage. Most men who browbeat women are. 
I showed him my teeth and took a threatening 
step forward.  

The corners of his mouth snagged down. 
Red veins streaked his eyes. He stuck out the 
tip of his tongue, thin as a canary’s, and ran it 
slowly around the edge of his lips. His eyes 
glinted brightly, and then, suddenly, 
unexpectedly, his face relaxed. His mouth 
crawled into a grin and he lifted his shoulders 
in resignation.  

“You win, Jack. I know when I’m licked.”  
He pulled the belt of his trench coat 

around his flat waist. He turned toward the 
foyer, but he didn’t walk that way at all. He 
didn’t stop turning. He came all the way 
around, spinning on his toes, and when he 
faced me again, the grin was still pinned to his 
mouth, but now there was an ugly twist on it.  

I found myself looking into the barrel of a 
blue-nosed automatic. He held it steadily, 
pointing it at my stomach. His voice held a 
high triumphant edge.  

“Okay, Jack. C’mon. Let’s see the color of 
your spine. Did you ever get lead through your 
middle? It makes quite a mess. Come in 
swinging.”  

I 
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I didn’t move. He’d taken me completely 
by surprise. I’m no tin hero. A gun is a gun, 
and it doesn’t take long to squeeze your finger 
against a trigger. He could give me a dose of 
lead long before I could land a punch. 

“What now?” I said. 
He jerked his head. 
“Take a seat. I got some unfinished 

business with the girl.” 
 

 SHRUGGED, perched my hips on the edge 
of a small ottoman and clasped my fingers 

around my knees. 
“That’s good. Stay like that, Jack,” he 

said. Then eyeing the girl, he curtained his lids 
until only the black pupils showed, glittering, 
hard, dark as midnight. 

“Now, sister, you better talk. I’m through 
kiddin’ around. If you got the rest of the Ansel 
ice, speak up. If this Harry Riddle has it, 
where can I find him?’ I’m gonna get that 
stuff if I gotta choke the truth out of you.”  

Emily Frome threw me a helpless, 
supplicating look. I kept my face blank, 
expressionless. Under the circumstances I 
didn’t know how to help her. I was beginning 
to doubt that I even wanted to. 

“If Riddle stole those diamonds,” she said 
in a dull voice, “you’ll never get him to admit 
it because he’s—”  

The words got lost between her suddenly 
locked teeth. The three of us suddenly jerked 
stiff, heads tipped, swiftly alert. 

Because it was unexpected it seemed 
much louder than it was actually. The door 
bell was jangling against three sets of raw-
edged nerves. Our attention had been riveted 
to Emily’s words, and now the eagle-nosed 
man slid his dark gaze around toward the 
foyer, his brows wedged together in a crooked 
line over the bridge of his nose. His head 
jutted forward. 

I sprang up off the ottoman like a jack-in-
the-box. I was swinging before I reached him. 
That first blow barely missed ending the fight 
by a fraction of an inch. A little higher, and it 

would have torn his jaw off like the handle of 
a cup. But I was too anxious, too much in a 
hurry, overeager. My knuckles grazed his 
chin. 

He reeled away, and I charged in. He 
brought the gun around in a short arc that 
collided against my cheekbone. Pain slashed 
through my face. I threw a haymaker at him, 
lifting it from the Wilton carpet and caught 
him right above the mouth. His nose squirted 
like a ripe tomato. 

Again the bell clattered, harshly, 
insistently, with solid authority.  

We paid it no attention. From the corner of 
my eyes I saw Emily watching us like a girl 
caught in the grip of a nightmare, her face 
held tightly between her palms. The bony-
nosed stranger did not attempt to use the gun. 
Maybe he was afraid of who might be at the 
door. But he came toward me, blowing blood 
like steam from an exhaust valve. 

I blinked my eyes against the red haze and 
so I didn’t see him bring the butt of his 
automatic down. He swung it like a butcher’s 
cleaver against a meat block. It took me in the 
temple above the left eye, and the room 
rocked like a drunken ship on the high seas. 
My knees went soft, and I fell to the floor. I 
stayed there like that, my nose pushed against 
the stuffy odor of the carpet, and heard his 
footsteps pound through the back of the 
apartment. 

 
LOWLY, shakily, I heaved back to my 
feet. I shook my head against the 

swimming sensation that engulfed it. I was 
pretty groggy. Outside, the ringing stopped 
and was replaced by a loud thumping. I looked 
at Emily and inclined my head toward the 
door. . 

She went to open it and, a moment later, 
backed into the living room, four men 
trooping after her. I just stood there and 
gulped with my eyes a hanging out like plums 
on a branch.  

One of the men was the big ruddy-faced 

I 
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cop, Officer Murphy. 
He stopped as if he’d struck up against a 

brick wall. His face darkened, he bristled with 
anger, he glared at me. His jaw was scraped 
from the fall off the car when I’d jarred him 
loose, and still leaking pale blood. He jabbed 
out two fingers like the twin barrels of a 
shotgun. 

“That’s him!” he yelled. “That’s the guy 
who was driving the death car.” 

It gave me quite a jolt. I was certain 
nobody’d tailed me here. I couldn’t 
understand how they’d found me. A man 
moved up ahead of Murphy. He was small, 
thin, dapper. I recognized him because I’d 
been hanging around the Criminal Court 
Building, listening to some of the older men 
trying murder cases. 

Dressed in a neat pin-stripe suit with a 
fawn-colored, snap-brim hat, he did not look 
like the layman’s conception of a detective. 
But he was, and a good one, too. You’ve 
heard of him—Inspector Blackburne. 

“Frisk him, Heinz,” he said. 
A big, blond plainclothesman with a long 

wedge-shaped face lounged over to me and 
ran a pair of expert hands over my clothes. 

“The guy’s clean, Inspector.”  
Blackburne hung his hands onto his side 

pockets with the thumbs inside and ran a pair 
of cool steel gray eyes over me. Then he 
spoke in a quiet, easy voice. 

“What’s your name, son?”  
“Massey,” I told him, “John Massey.”  
“What’s your racket?”  
“I’m a lawyer.”  
I didn’t tell him that I’d been practising 

only three years and that I was lucky to have a 
small independent income to keep the office 
going. Blackburne pursed his lips as if he was 
sucking on a sour ball and regarded me with 
interest. 

“A mouthpiece, eh? Well, well. Don’t you 
know you can get disbarred for transporting 
dead bodies around? To say nothing about a 
nice warm seat on the throne up at Walla 

Walla. So you’re a lawyer. Resisting arrest, 
assault on an officer, murder—” 

 
CHAPTER III 

 
GREEN EYES 

 
URDER!” The cry came from 
Emily. 

Blackburne’s eyes shot over to her. They 
were shiny with thought. The pursed 
expression came back to his mouth and he 
unhooked his left hand from his pocket and 
fingered the small neat knot of his foulard tie. 

“Hello,” he murmured softly. “You’re 
Emily Frome?” It was more a statement than a 
question. 

She nodded wordlessly. A blind man could 
see she was laboring under terrific tension. 

I knew, from Blackburne’s next words, 
how he’d found us here, and I could have 
booted myself across the room. 

“It seems we found a pocketbook in the 
car, Miss Frome. Did you leave it or did 
Massey plant it there?”  

I waited for her to answer that one herself. 
But she didn’t. She didn’t say anything. I 
looked at Blackburne. 

“Excuse me, Inspector, but you said 
murder. What did you mean?”  

Murphy snorted and the long-jawed dick, 
Heinz, grinned slyly. But Blackburne merely 
lifted his brows and spoke in a soft patient 
voice. 

“The chap in the car was murdered. 
Poisoned, the M.E. says, probably aconite, 
although he’ll know definitely after the post 
mortem. We’ve identified your victim as 
Harry Riddle of the Hotel Rouen, and that’s 
all we’ve got on him. Now suppose you go on 
from there.”  

My victim! He already had me guilty of 
killing a man I didn’t even know. I glanced at 
Emily. Harry Riddle was the man she claimed 
had given her some jewelry—stuff she didn’t 
know was stolen. 

“M
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“I’m sorry, Inspector,” I said. “I don’t 
know any more about him than you do.” 

His easy manner faded like mist before a 
wind. His gray eyes were suddenly hard and 
flat as nailheads. A muscle jerked along his 
jawbone, and his voice became tight. 

“Look, Massey,” he cracked. “You were 
caught driving the guy’s car with him in it. 
You were afraid of getting identified by a cop. 
You have some kind of an explanation. They 
all do. If you haven’t, I suggest you think one 
up fast, before the D.A. picks a jury, and 
certainly before I lose my temper and let the 
boys down at Headquarters shake you loose. 
It’ll be no picnic, my friend.”  

I had a queasy feeling inside my stomach. 
I saw he meant what he said. And while I hold 
no brief for third degree methods or police 
brutality, I know that on some occasions and 
on some suspects they have borne excellent 
results. I did not relish the prospect of visiting 
a basement room on Center Street and serving 
as a target for a length of rubber hose in the 
hands of a couple of cops. 

“I can prove that I was to a party in 
Scarsdale this evening, Inspector,” I said. “I 
can also prove that I left the party in my own 
car and that—” And there I clammed up. I 
could think of no logical explanation that 
would not involve Emily. As it turned out I 
didn’t have to. 

Her lips was caught determinedly between 
her teeth as she came forward. 

“It was all my fault. Mr. Massey had 
nothing to do with it. He stumbled into us 
quite by accident, and I ran off with his car 
leaving him in the rain.”  

Blackburne sighed and his face softened 
again. Things were moving according to his 
liking. 

“Ah,” he murmured, “we’re on our way. 
Were you with Riddle when he died, Miss 
Frome?”  

She nodded slowly. 
“Yes.”  
“Tell us what happened.” 

HE brushed her hand over her eyes as if 
she was trying to erase a picture. 
“It was horrible. He was behind the wheel, 

driving the car, when suddenly he had a sort 
of fit. He hunched over and began to gasp and 
froth at the mouth. Then the car went off the 
road and struck a tree. 

“I think I screamed because my hand was 
cut when I thrust it through the windshield. I 
looked at Harry—Mr. Riddle—and spoke to 
him, but he didn’t answer. And then I knew he 
was dead. I was frightened. I tried to run 
away.”  

“Why?”  
Her shoulders slumped. 
“My family, I suppose. They wouldn’t 

understand. The scandal—” Her hands 
fluttered helplessly. 

Blackburne pursed his lips again. His 
glance was oblique. 

“When did you slip him the poison?”  
The question jerked her head up. I could 

see the overhead globe reflected like golden 
discs in her startled eyes. The taffy hair 
crinkled with the twist of her shoulders. 

“I didn’t, I didn’t,” she whispered in a 
frantic pleading gasp. 

Blackburne’s face was blank.  
“How long have you known him?”  
“About two weeks. We’ve only been out 

together four or five times.”  
“Where did you meet him?”  
“I was selling defense stamps at a benefit, 

and he bought some.”  
Blackburne’s eyes roved restlessly around 

the apartment. He unhooked a thumb from his 
side pocket and made small circles around his 
chin with it. 

“Where,” he inquired, “is your family?” 
I could see her tighten up. Her mouth 

twitched. She was having difficulty getting the 
explanation out, but she knew there was no 
help for it. There’d been more than enough 
lying for one day. 

“In Boston,” she said. “I came to New 
York to live by myself, to try to get a job.” 

S
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“Why?”  
“Because I was tired of having my life 

arranged by other people, of having 
everything planned out for me as if I were a 
military campaign.”  

Blackburne faced the big blond dick at his 
side. 

“Frome—Boston. Check on that, Heinz.”  
Heinz left the room. The inspector moved 

over to the window and looked out. Then he 
turned back, and his eyes had that dull 
nailhead look again.  

“Did Riddle pick you up at the apartment 
this evening?”  

Emily nodded. 
“Did you serve him a drink?”  
“Y-yes.”  
“Of what?”  
“Rum and coke.” Her voice was low. 
“Ah, a Cuba Libre. Very nice. Find the 

bottle, Murphy, and take it down to 
Headquarters. We’ll see what the chemist has 
to say.” He tightened his tie knot, tugged the 
lapels of his coat, and added, “You, too, Miss 
Frome. We’ll have to take you along with us.” 

 
ER face blanched. She sent me a mute 
glance of appeal. She seemed so small 

and helpless and scared. Everything, 
everything I’d felt against her for running out 
on me and leaving me in the rain with a dead 
man, for turning the basket over on my head, 
was gone. 

Nothing seemed more important than 
helping her. Our eyes met, and maybe there 
are psychologists who can explain the 
chemistry of such things. I don’t know, but in 
that instant I went hot and cold and limp. 

“I know I haven’t any right to ask you, Mr. 
Massey,” she said to me, “but you’re a lawyer, 
and you know what to do about these things. I 
want to retain you. I have some money, quite a 
bit, left by my grandmother. If you get me out 
of this you can write—” 

“Don’t worry, Emily,” I told her in a firm 
voice. And then Blackburne cut in with a 

speech that pricked me like an overinflated 
balloon. 

His lips creased into a sardonically 
amused grin. 

“The young knight in shining armor,” he 
said, “rides forth to the rescue of the fair 
damsel in distress. Oh, no, I’m afraid not, 
Massey. You see, you’re in quite a bit of a jam 
yourself. You’ve broken about half the laws of 
the state. 

“How are you going to stop Murphy from 
pressing charges against you for assault and 
resisting arrest? Or me for transporting a 
corpse without a license? Or the traffic bureau 
for deserting a car beside a fire hydrant? 
Sorry, Massey, but you’ll have to come along, 
too. I’m certain the new city prison has a spare 
cell on hand. Let’s go.” 

It took until the next morning and 
practically everything I owned and could 
borrow to raise a bail bond that finally opened 
my cell door. I was in this thing now for 
keeps. Make or break. If I didn’t break it, it 
would probably break me. 

The report had come through from the 
office of the toxicologist. Harry Riddle had 
been poisoned all right. The contents of his 
stomach showed a deadly portion of aconite. 

And they were holding Emily Frome on 
suspicion of murder. For when Murphy had 
gone to the kitchen to get the bottle of rum 
from which she’d poured Riddle a drink, he’d 
found it cleaned—empty. It was Blackburne’s 
contention that she’d poured the contents 
down the drain to get rid of the evidence. 
Admittedly he was still seeking a motive. 

I kept pacing the streets, running over in 
my mind everything that had happened. So 
far, the police hadn’t been able to get much 
information on the dead man. 

He’d checked into the Hotel Rouen about 
a month ago, giving Des Moines as his home 
address. The police of that city had no record 
of anybody by that name. A check of his 
fingerprints, flown to Washington to the 
F.B.I., added nothing to an extremely meager 
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dossier. 
 
OR my part, I had some information 
which the police did not. I knew that 

Harry Riddle had given Emily a pin worth 
three thousand dollars which had been stolen 
from the home of Victor Ansel. One thing 
puzzled me. If Emily really had money as 
she’d claimed, why then had she pawned that 
pin? I filed that away to ask her at the earliest 
opportunity.  

The man with the eagle nose and the 
soiled trench coat—I would have given plenty 
to know who he was, where he fitted into the 
picture. He was the real mystery man. 

From where I was sitting, there seemed to 
be only one point at which to attack the 
problem. I had to contact Victor Ansel. Sure 
enough, he was listed in the telephone 
directory, and the Park Avenue address was so 
swell you’d expect to find the butcher boy 
delivering meat in a cutaway. 

A cute little French maid answered the 
door and sat me down in a lavishly appointed 
living room. The soft pile on the lush Sarouk 
rug was so high it lapped at my ankles. A 
couple of good oils dressed in carved gilt 
frames decorated the high-ceilinged walls. 
The needlepoint upholstery, the brocade 
drapes, all bespoke unrestrained wealth and 
luxury. 

I touched a match to a cigarette and then 
sat, transfixed, with the flame half burning the 
pill away. My gaze was tightly fastened to the 
full-length portrait of a woman hanging above 
a black marble fireplace. The artist who’d 
painted that picture had the touch of genius. 

There on that canvas he’d caught an 
amazing personality. The woman was alive—
a pair of slanted sea-green eyes filled with 
imperious mockery, a smiling disdainful 
mouth and a figure so alluring and inviting it 
took away my breath. 

For a moment I was so stunned by the 
magic of it that I did not hear her come in. 

“Mr. Massey?”  

She spoke my name as if it were a bar of 
music—not soft music, nor sweet, but the 
notes an impatient pianist might make when 
he is suddenly disturbed. I looked up and saw 
the woman of the portrait. She was holding the 
card I’d given the maid between two fingers, 
gingerly, as if she were carrying a dead mouse 
by the tail. 

I rose and barely managed to restrain a 
bow. That was the way she affected me. I 
acknowledged my name. 

“Yes, ma’am.”  
“I am Mrs. Victor Ansel. You wanted to 

see my husband?”  
“Yes. It’s quite important.”  
Her pencil-line brows made perfect bows 

above the moss-colored eyes.  
“He is not in just now. About what did you 

wish to see him?”  
I remembered that one of the stolen items 

had been a woman’s pin. Since it must have 
belonged to her, she undoubtedly knew all 
about the robbery. 

“It’s about some jewels that were stolen 
from your apartment.”  

“Jewels!” She frowned. “How did you 
know about it? We haven’t reported the loss to 
the police.”  

“You see,” I explained, “one of your pins 
was given to a friend of mine. It was traced to 
her and she was accused of the theft.”  

“Accused? By whom?”  
“By a fellow with a nasty manner, a big 

nose, and an even bigger gun. He wanted to 
know where the rest of the stuff was hidden.”  

Puzzlement clouded her green eyes a mile 
deep. She glided over to the fireplace and 
leaned against it directly below her own 
portrait. She shook her head. 

“I don’t understand how all that could 
have happened. This friend of yours—who is 
she?”  

“We’ll leave her name out of it for the 
time being. Instead, let’s talk about the man 
who gave her the pin. Perhaps you can give 
me some information about him. His name 
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is—or was rather—Harry Riddle.”  
She fluttered her crimson-tipped hands in 

a gesture of bewilderment. 
“This is all very confusing. What could I 

possibly tell you? I know no Harry Riddle. I 
can’t imagine where he got the pin.”  

“Well,” I pressed, “where did you keep the 
jewels when they were stolen?”  

“Your curiosity is a little too pointed,” 
said a man’s voice. 

 
CHAPTER IV 

 
TAKE A TIP FROM ME 

 
 GLANCE at the door revealed a heavy-
shouldered, thick-chested man dressed in 

a velvet-collared black Chesterfield with a 
derby planted solidly on his skull. He had a 
bronzed face, cut like an Indian’s. He was 
carrying a heavy cane with a wrought silver 
knob. 

“Oh, I’m so glad you’re back, Victor,” 
Mrs. Ansel greeted. She moved smoothly over 
to his side. 

“What is this, Janet? Who is this man?” 
Ansel came into the room, peeling a pair of 
gray suede gloves from strong thick fingers. 

“He’s been questioning me about my 
jewels, the ones that were stolen.”  

“So-o.” Ansel’s eyes gimleted me sharply. 
He laid the derby on a table and tossed the 
gloves into it. He kept the thick walking stick 
under his arm. “You want to know about my 
wife’s jewels. Why? And who are you?”  

Janet Ansel handed him my card. His eyes 
flicked down and up. 

“A lawyer. Whom do you represent, the 
insurance company? We’ve made no claim as 
yet.”  

Looking at him now, I remembered having 
seen his picture in one of the weekly news 
magazines. Victor Ansel was the president of 
a South American shipping firm, one of the 
biggest. He was that type of hard-headed 
businessman who let no obstacles stand in 

their way. 
If I wanted any information out of him, I’d 

have to play straight, deal from the top of the 
deck. I knew that, and so I gave him the story. 

“And this girl,” I finished, “is now being 
held for the murder of Harry Riddle. Riddle 
may have been poisoned to get him out of the 
way, because somebody may have learned 
where he hid the gems. Were they very 
valuable?”  

Victor Ansel snorted. 
“Roughly, about fifty thousand dollars 

worth.”  
“Did you know this Harry Riddle?”  
“I did not.”  
“Can you explain how he might have 

come into possession of the pin?”  
“I cannot.”  
“And the man with the bony nose, the one 

who tried to hijack the girl—what about him?”  
Ansel hunched his square shoulders. 
“Never heard of him.”  
These responses were getting me nowhere 

in a hurry. I screwed my brows together and 
tried again. 

“May I inquire, Mr. Ansel, why you never 
notified the police of the theft?”  

His jaw hardened. 
“Just a moment, my young friend, that 

happens to be my business. I’ll thank you to 
keep out of it.”  

“But a girl’s life is at stake,” I said, “and 
anything, any little clue might—”  

Ansel cut me off with a short, harsh laugh. 
“That’s her disaster.” 
 

 STARED at him in amazement. It was 
incredible that any human being could be so 

hard, so callous. There, locked in that 
stubborn brain of his, might be some piece of 
knowledge that would point a glimmer of light 
through this black maze. 

“But can’t you understand,” I started to 
plead, “that this girl is innocent, the victim 
of—”  

“I don’t care to understand anything,” he 
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snapped. “Good day, Massey.”  
I looked at Janet Ansel. Her olive face was 

frozen, her green eyes like twin emeralds. Her 
thoughts seemed miles away. I would get no 
help from her. 

Tight-lipped, I grabbed my hat. Out in the 
street I paused, not knowing which way to 
turn. A cab cruised by, the driver’s eyes 
roving hopefully. I flagged him and settled 
back against the cushions. 

“The city morgue,” I said. 
If you have nothing to do some day, don’t 

go to the morgue. There are museums and 
zoos and great cinema palaces that are more 
pleasant. True, this particular morgue was 
kept as clean as such places usually are.  

But in the cold dank air that pervades the 
place, in the sharp nostril-pinching odor of 
formaldehyde, and in your own imagination of 
the ghastly objects in the refrigerated drawers 
and on the lumpy sheet-covered stone slabs, 
you will be undergoing as grisly an experience 
as it is any human being’s ill-fortune to enjoy. 

I told the attendant, a dour-faced 
specimen, what I wanted, and he brought me 
the small bundle that had been Harry Riddle’s 
earthly possessions at the time he took leave 
of this great ball of mud. 

“You’re the second guy interested in this 
one,” he said. 

I looked up quickly.  
“Who else was here?”  
“Fellow by the name of Kincaid.”  
“What did he look like?”  
His brow wrinkled. 
“He was wearing a dirty trench coat and 

he could have used a plastic on his nose.”  
I shrugged indifferently, although my 

pulse had quickened. So Kincaid was the 
name of the man with the gun in Emily 
Frome’s apartment. But that still didn’t give 
me his connection with the case. 

I spread out Harry Riddle’s bundle. The 
clothes bore a Des Moines store label. There 
were no personal objects, and I asked the 
attendant about that.  

“Heck,” he grunted. “The cops cleaned 
him out. They got a ring and a wallet and 
some other junk. They picked it up as soon as 
they learned he’d been knocked off, when the 
M.E.’s report came through.”  

I pointed to the clothes.  
“This all Kincaid saw?”  
The attendant sucked in his lip.  
“Nope. He got a squint at the other stuff.” 
 

 TOOK out a five-dollar bill, folded it 
neatly into quarters and laid it on the table. 

“This is not a bribe,” I told him. “You’ve 
been very helpful. One thing more, do you 
recall Kincaid’s reaction?”  

The morgue keeper snatched the bill like a 
snake’s fangs darting out. 

“Yeah. He lit out of here pretty fast. 
Something got him excited.”  

I left the morgue and made for Police 
Headquarters. Inspector Blackburne gazed at 
me with his cold nailhead eyes and waited for 
me to speak. 

“If you don’t mind, Inspector,” I said, “I’d 
like to see the stuff you took from the 
deceased.”  

“Why?”  
I shrugged. 
“Well, I’m supposed to defend the girl 

you’re accusing of killing him. In the interests 
of justice you ought to help me prove her 
innocence if she’s not guilty. I’d like to learn 
something about the dead man.”  

Blackburne swiveled back. 
“You would, eh? Listen, Massey, I’ve got 

a police force of several thousand men and 
unlimited funds behind me. I have the 
cooperation of every law enforcement agency 
in the country, and you—you alone think you 
can succeed.”  

“The least I can do is try. I have a 
responsibility to my client and to myself.”  

He yanked open a drawer and tossed an 
envelope on the desk. He buried his head in a 
file of documents, but I knew he was watching 
me from under lowered brows. I turned to the 
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bulging envelope. 
It contained a man’s moonstone ring, an 

envelope with a little less than a hundred 
dollars in cash and a gold-plated pocket 
watch. I opened the back case of the watch 
and barely managed to swallow an 
exclamation of surprise. 

Blackburne must have seen me start. I 
shrugged casually and snapped the watch case 
shut. There was a snapshot pasted inside and it 
gave me quite a knock. I poured everything 
back into the envelope. 

“Another blind alley,” I said. 
Behind half-curtained lids, Blackburne’s 

eyes shone like bits of scraped wire. His 
mouth was pulled into a tight humorless smile. 

“Watch your step, Massey,” he said softly. 
“A man who commits homicide once will do 
it again, and again. That’s the way murder 
is—like a snowball rolling down a hill.”  

I nodded silently and left. I had to arrange 
this thing properly in my mind. I headed 
toward the Hotel Rouen, where Harry Riddle 
had been rooming, concentrating on that 
snapshot. 

It was a close-up of a man and girl leaning 
against a tree. The picture had been taken five 
years ago. I could tell that from the type of hat 
worn by the girl who was certainly not more 
than nineteen years old. The man was Harry 
Riddle. The girl was the present Mrs. Janet 
Ansel. 

Go figure that one out. 
 
HE Hotel Rouen was a shoddy building 
on the West Side that lifted an old-

fashioned grimy facade some seven stories 
above street level.  I crossed a threadbare 
lobby carpet, but did not approach the desk. 
Instead I found the bell captain, a sharp-faced 
little individual who looked as if he could 
wring a tip out of a Scotchman in a poorhouse.  

“Sure,” he said in answer to my question. 
“The cops been all through Riddle’s room. 
They didn’t find nothin’ much.”  

“Can you tell me anything about him? 
Who visited him?”  

His eyes slitted thoughtfully.  
“For how much?”  
I took some bills out of my pocket. There 

were three fives left. I put one back in my 
pocket and dangled the other two in front of 
him.  

His gaze darted around the lobby. He 
moistened his lips, then he looked at me and 
shook his head.  

“I was gonna make up some lies, and then 
I remembered they got some dame in the clink 
for knockin’ him off. I’ll tell you somethin’. 
He used to have a small room on the third 
floor, but he moved to a bigger one a couple 
of days ago.”  

“Can I see that room?”  
He eyed the bills. I gave him one of them 

and kept another for bait in case I needed it. 
He piloted me to a service elevator and on the 
third floor produced a pass-key. 

Clean linens had been placed on the iron 
four-poster, but I knew that the chambermaids 
in these third-rate hostelries didn’t take their 
work too seriously. They might have 
overlooked something. 

And I found it in the bathroom—a small 
pasteboard box with the name of a Des 
Moines drug store and prescription number 
1009745. I dropped the box into my pocket 
and gave the bell captain the other five spot. 

I stopped at a Western Union office and 
sent a wire to a lawyer in Des Moines who’d 
once handled a collection for me. Then I 
headed for my office. Whatever stenographic 
work I have I give out to a public typist, so I 
didn’t expect anybody to be in my office. I 
was wrong. 

He was sitting behind my desk with his 
heavy hobnailed shoes up on the glass surface, 
smoking a rope. When I walked in he got up 
with a lumbering movement and dragged a 
gun from his shoulder holster. There was an 
ugly grin on his face. I saw for the first time 
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that his left bicuspid was missing. He pointed 
the gun at my stomach. 

He took the cigar out of his mouth and 
ground it in the ash-tray. 

“Surprise,” he said, with smoke filtering 
through the hole where his tooth was missing. 

“Nice to see you again, Kincaid,” I told 
him. 

The grin faded from his face. He came 
around the side of the desk and stood with his 
feet spread apart and the skirt of his dirty 
trench coat pulled open at the bottom to show 
the baggy knees of his tweed pants. 

“Where did you learn my name?”  
“From the morgue attendant.”  
His eyes grew blacker than the inside of a 

Pennsylvania coal pit. 
“You’re a brash young man, Massey. Why 

don’t you forget all about Harry Riddle?” 
“Impossible. I have a client standing trial 

for his murder.”  
Kincaid hefted the gun. 
“Let her burn. It’s no skin off your nose.”  
I shook my head. 
“I don’t do things that way.”  
His nostrils flared. He shook his head.  
“I don’t get you, Massey. This is no cap 

pistol. You think you’re immune to lead?” 
“Not at all.”  
“Then listen to reason. Get out of town. 

Blow. Take a powder. Mexico ain’t a bad 
place. It’s pretty hot here now, and it’s gonna 
get hotter.” 

 
CHAPTER V 

 
CURTAINS FOR KINCAID 

 
ERHAPS I should have agreed with him, 
pacified him, promised anything. But I 

wanted to bring matters to a head, and fast. 
The further away you get from a murder case 
the harder a solution comes. Evidence gets 
lost, is covered up, the trail becomes 
obliterated. I showed him my palms. 

“You won’t fire,” I told him. 

His head jutted forward. He crouched at 
the waist. He stared at me through dull black 
eyes.  

“You think not?”  
“The walls of these offices are like paper, 

Kincaid. That rod of yours doesn’t have a 
silencer. Before you could get away there’d be 
ten guys racing after you.”  

He gave me an ugly grin.  
“I guess you never heard of wrapping a 

coat around the gun to muffle the shot. This 
means a lot to me, Massey. I don’t want to kill 
you. But I won’t let you stand in my way.” 

He had me there. I let my shoulders slump. 
“All right, you win. What do you want me 

to do?”  
“Drop Frome’s case. Drop it, that’s all. 

And keep your nose away from Harry 
Riddle.”  

“Supposing I promise now. How do you 
know I’ll keep my promise?”  

“Because if you don’t,” he said, “I’ll put a 
bullet through your back some dark night with 
as little conscience as I’d step on an ant.”  

I shrugged. 
“Okay. This was my chance to build a rep. 

I’ll have to let it go. I don’t see where I can do 
myself any good moving into a box at 
Woodlawn.”  

He let his eyes drill into mine for a 
moment; then shrugged. 

“Keep your nose clean, Massey.” He 
sheathed his gun, turned on his heel and 
walked through the door. I stared after his 
shadow hulking away behind the frosted glass. 
It hadn’t quite disappeared when the shot 
blasted. 

I felt myself go tight inside. I raced to the 
door, jerked it open. Kincaid was leaning 
against the wall in the corridor. His hands 
were pressed against his flat stomach. The belt 
buckle of his soiled trench coat was bent. His 
eyes were blank, stunned. His mouth was 
open, showed the space between his teeth. 

All the color had drained out of his face, 
and it was ashen gray. He tried to say 
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something, but the words got choked against 
his tonsils. Suddenly his knees collapsed, and 
then he tumbled to the floor like a crushed 
caterpillar. 

For a brief instant I was alone with him. I 
bent over him. 

“Who did it, Kincaid?” But his mouth was 
sealed, and the slack-jawed expression of 
death was on his face. Doors along the 
corridor popped open and blank, stunned faces 
peered out. 

I pointed toward the fire stairs and yelled. 
“He went that way. Let’s get him.” A 

young dentist in a white jacket sprinted for the 
stairs, leading two other men. 

I took the elevator down. In the building 
lobby, I phoned Blackburne and told him 
about Kincaid. My voice was a little unsteady 
as I told him what had happened. 

He spoke quite coolly. 
“Didn’t it strike you, Massey, that 

somebody may have been waiting to ambush 
you, and that this fellow was shot by mistake. 
Hang around. I’ll be right over.”  

I stood in the booth for a moment, beads 
of sweat forming on my upper lip. When I 
stepped out, I collided with a thick-chested 
man wearing a black derby who’d just entered 
the lobby and was headed toward the elevator 
bank. Recognition startled me. 

“Hello, Mr. Ansel,” I said. 
He nodded shortly. 
“I was just coming to see you, Massey.”  
“Good. Then let’s go up together.” I 

snapped my fingers. “Just a moment, I have 
another call to make.” I reentered the booth, 
dialed Ansel’s Park Avenue apartment and 
told the little French maid to have Janet Ansel 
come to my office as soon as she returned. 

“Just tell her it’s in connection with Harry 
Riddle,” I added and hung up. 

A group of shirt-sleeved men were 
whispering tensely in the corridor up on my 
floor. Kincaid had disappeared. I guessed they 
had taken him into a doctor’s office down the 
hall. 

Victor Ansel hinged himself on the edge 
of a chair, laid his derby on my desk and 
stared at me for a moment. Then, without 
preamble, he spoke. 

“I’m a very rich man, Massey. I won’t 
quibble about price. How much do you want 
to drop this case? Name your own sum?”  

“Just like that?”  
“Just like that.” He took out a checkbook 

and waved it. 
“Suppose you make me an offer.”  
Not a single muscle in his face so much as 

twitched. 
“Fifty thousand dollars.”  
I pursed my lips. 
“Not enough.”  
“Seventy-five,” he said, without batting an 

eyelash. 
“That’s piker stuff, Ansel.”  
His jaw hardened, and his neck jutted 

ominously out of his stiff white collar. 
“All right, Massey. You talk.”  
“As long as you’re asking,” I told him 

evenly, “you don’t own enough dough to buy 
me off.”  

For an instant the room was charged with 
an electric silence. His lips compressed into a 
sharp thin line like a knife gash across his 
blunt jaws. Yet his voice still retained a 
curious softness. 

“I can put you on Easy Street for the rest 
of your life, Massey.”  

I shook my head. 
“Sure you can. But I’ve got to live with 

myself, Anse1. A man’s conscience is one 
thing he can’t run away from, no matter how 
much money he has. Suppose they convicted 
Emily Frome and strapped her into the chair. 
How do you think that would sit on my 
chest?” I leaned forward. “Tell me, Ansel, just 
what are you trying to do? What’s your angle? 
Did you kill Riddle?”  

The floor shook when he bounced up. He 
landed on both feet. The muscle ridges along 
his jaw were dead white, and fury boiled in his 
voice. 
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“I don’t like that, Massey,” he cracked. 
“Don’t say it again. Don’t even think it.” 

Spatulate fingers snagged his derby, but 
before he could plant it on his skull the door 
opened and Inspector Blackburne sauntered 
in. Metallic gray eyes glided curiously from 
the shipping magnate to myself. I introduced 
them. 

“Inspector Blackburne – Victor Ansel.” 
 
OTH men were good poker players. 
Neither showed any expression, certainly 

not surprise. The big blond dick named Heinz 
crowded into the doorway. I informed 
Blackburne that the body was down the 
hallway. He nodded. 

“I’ve just seen it. The bullet took him in 
the chest. Looked like a .22 from the puncture. 
Nasty little weapon that does a workmanlike 
job in the right place.” 

“Who was he?” I asked. 
“A private peeper.” Blackburne hadn’t 

taken his eyes off my visitor. “We found a 
notation in his pocket. He was on your 
payroll, Ansel. What did you hire him for?”  

That statement gave me quite a knock. I 
stared at Ansel. He was visibly shaken, then 
he sucked in a sharp breath and squared his 
shoulders. His mouth pulled taut. 

“A confidential matter that is no concern 
of yours, Inspector.”  

Blackburne smiled, a thin, humorless 
smile. 

“Murder is always a concern of mine. You 
see, sir—”  

Heinz moved away from the doorway. 
“Another visitor.”  
Janet Ansel stepped into the room. When 

she spotted her husband, her green eyes 
widened, and she stopped dead. I saw 
Blackburne’s brows knit. Subconsciously, he 
may have seen a resemblance between her and 
the snapshot in Riddle’s watch case, but I 
doubted if he saw the actual connection as yet. 

“Janet!” breathed Ansel. “What are you 
doing here?”  

Her tongue darted out, moistening the 
gleaming red lips. 

“Massey left a message for me, asking me 
to call.”  

“Your wife?” Blackburne inquired. 
Ansel nodded curtly. 
The inspector’s eyes held a dull, cement 

finish. He coughed. 
“To get back to that confidential matter 

that is no concern of mine, I repeat, you’re 
quite mistaken, Ansel. Kincaid was murdered, 
doubtless while working on your case. Maybe 
he learned something that somebody wanted 
kept a secret.”  

Victor Ansel’s mouth clamped shut with 
the snapping force of a bear trap. He drilled a 
look at Blackburne and spoke in a low harsh 
voice. 

“I’m not without influence in this town, 
Inspector. More perhaps than you imagine. I 
can have your stripes within twenty-four 
hours. I suggest you conduct your inquiry 
accordingly.” 

 
HE inspector sighed with infinite 
weariness. 

“Don’t threaten me, Ansel. Money doesn’t 
make this world revolve, as you’re pretty apt 
to learn. Besides, I don’t frighten easily.”  

A knock sounded against the door. Heinz 
opened it. A Western Union boy entered. 

“Telegram for Mr. John Massey.”  
I signed for it, tossed him a dime and 

ripped open the flap. The wire was from my 
corresponding lawyer in Des Moines. 

 
PRESCRIPTION 1009745 ISSUED TO 
HARRY DEDLIR THIS CITY 

 
My mouth was suddenly very dry. This 

was the break I had been waiting for. I don’t 
know why I saw it so soon, but it struck me 
with crystal clearness. Dedlir was an anagram 
for Riddle. Both names used the same letters. 
It told me what Riddle’s real name was. I 
looked up slowly. 

B

T
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“May I have the floor, Blackburne?” I 
said. He nodded. 

“Go ahead.”  
“The murders of Riddle and Kincaid are 

part of the same pattern. They were killed to 
conceal certain facts. And they were killed by 
a woman.”  

Silence struck the room like a blow. I 
turned to Janet Ansel. 

“You had to get Harry Dedlir out of the 
way, didn’t you?”  

Her face was blank, stunned. She stood 
absolutely motionless, like a bird frozen in 
midflight. She stared at me through eyes like 
dirty sea water. Victor Ansel muffled an oath. 

“You’re crazy, Massey! Stark mad!”  
“No,” I said softly, “not at all. Dedlir came 

here from Des Moines to blackmail your wife. 
She didn’t have cash so she gave him jewelry 
instead. You noticed that it was missing, and 
when she didn’t confide in you, you got 
suspicious. You hired a private detective 
named Kincaid.”  

He moved over and placed his hand 
reassuringly on Janet’s arm. He kept watching 
me without speaking. 

“Dedlir—or Riddle—was making a play 
for Emily Frome. He tried to impress her with 
a gift of one of the pins he took from your 
wife. She pawned it. Kincaid traced her 
through the pawnbroker and accused her of 
stealing the stuff. That was the day that your 
wife, tired of shelling out, poisoned Riddle. 
They probably had a drink together .before he 
saw Emily. 

“Kincaid left Emily Frome’s apartment 
just as the cops arrived. Probably one of them 
downstairs told him about the body they’d 
found. He went straight to the morgue, 
examined the man’s possessions, saw Janet’s 
picture in a watch case, put two and two 
together, got the answer and embarked on a 
little extortion of his own.  

“Then, afraid I might break up his little 
racket, he tried to scare me off. Janet had 
followed him here and when she saw him 

come out, she pumped a shot into him and 
beat it down the fire exit.” 

 
HE had not moved. Her lips were parted, 
and I could see her teeth locked together. 

Her features were like those of a dummy in a 
department store window. Victor Ansel tipped 
his head. 

“You’ll never be able to prove that.”  
“Maybe you never heard of the nitrate 

test,” I said. “It reveals powder stains on the 
fingers of a person who has fired a gun. 
Would you submit your wife to such a test?” 

That did it. He never had to make the 
decision. Janet Ansel choked back a small 
animal cry. She pawed a small revolver out of 
her purse, and it went off twice, like the 
cracking together of two pieces of wood. But 
it didn’t do her much good. Heinz had moved 
with amazing agility and grabbed at her wrist. 
The bullets slapped harmlessly, but viciously 
into the wall. 

* . *   *   * 
“What made her do it?” Emily asked. 
We were driving along a country road, and 

the top of the roadster was down. Wind 
swished through the tree branches, and pulled 
the taffy hair back over her forehead. Color 
flushed her cheeks. 

“She confessed the whole thing later,” I 
explained. “She’d been married to this Dedlir 
back in Des Moines, and they’d split up 
without a divorce. In New York, she married 
Ansel, an opportunity she was afraid to risk by 
telling him about her earlier marriage. 

“Bigamy, of course. Dedlir found out 
about it and started blackmailing her. After 
she poisoned him, she confessed to her 
husband. By then he was enough in love with 
her to try to get her out of the mess.”  

Emily stretched her hands overhead. 
“Anyway, I’m glad it’s all over.”  
One thing still bothered me. Looking 

straight ahead, I spoke. 
“If your grandmother left you so much 

money, why did you pawn that pin Riddle 

S
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gave you?”  
She smiled. 
“I was broke and I didn’t want to go back 

home and admit defeat. You see, according to 
Granny’s will, I don’t get the money until I’m 
married. I hoped that, well—” Her face shaded 
a delicate pink. 

What I did then had nothing to do with 
Emily’s money. I jammed on the brakes. 
Emily’s eyes were wide and shining. I didn’t 
know we were blocking traffic until the 
motorcycle cop came along. 

 


