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MURDER IN RED 
By C. S. MONTANYE 

 
Big Dave McClain at Homicide almost gets his own chips 

cashed in when death spins the wheel for lovely Linda! 
 

HE radio cruiser in which big Dave 
McClain, the Homicide dick rode, 
sirened along the twisting, rutted 

trail that led down to the lower level of the 
steep embankment rising from the shore of 
the Hudson and the tracks of the New 
York Central Railroad. 

Mac, chewing on his usual torpedo-
shaped cigar, squinted through the brilliant 

morning sunshine. Down there, in a 
clearing, he saw the dump-truck, a little 
knot of people. He shifted the cheroot 
from one side of his face to the other and 
grunted. 

“Ought to be a law against citizens 
getting harps in places like this.” 

Pat Hurley, at the wheel of the police 
car, nodded. 
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“That’s the way some folks are—no 
consideration. Always thinking of 
themselves. It’s just as easy to work out a 
murder in an air-conditioned bar as out 
here in the tangle.” 

As a matter of fact the twisted, rutted 
road was only a few minutes from upper 
Broadway and the Dyckman section of 
Manhattan. But to Mac, and Hurley, who 
rarely got above Columbus Circle, the 
district seemed as remote as Owl’s Head. 
McClain shoved his cramped, long legs 
further under the cowl and took a drag on 
his smoke. 

The call was hot. Not more than 
twenty minutes old. A driver on one of the 
dump-trucks used for fill on the other side 
of the tracks had found the body on his 
way to the job. He had called 
Headquarters from a switch tower, half a 
mile up the line. 

Mullin, chief of Homicide, had tossed 
it over to Mac. The big dick felt like a 
milk shake when the radio cruiser finally 
got off the corduroy road and rolled out on 
the flat floor of the clearing. 

A short, stocky man in overalls and a 
mackinaw was on the running-board 
before Hurley cut the motor. 

“My name’s Ackerman. I’m the party 
who telephoned. Over this way, officer.” 
He pointed. 

Mac sighed and opened the door. He 
got one leg out at a time, shivered slightly 
in the cold morning air and threw the 
remnants of his cigar away. 

“Ought to be a law,” he said under his 
breath. 

Ackerman led the way, past his empty 
dump-truck, around the small group of 
men, all in work clothes, and up to a 
screen of dry-brown shrubbery. 

“There!” he announced, using a thumb. 
McClain took a few steps forward. 

Nobody could miss the body. A flash of 
bright red, through the scrubby 

underbrush, was like a beckoning beacon. 
He narrowed his eyes, leaning forward. 
A girl lay huddled there. A girl in a 

black dress with long, golden-brown hair 
that shimmered in the sun. A girl in a 
short, lipstick-red coat that gaped open, 
showing a leopard lining. A girl, Mac’s 
trained eye observed, who hadn’t been 
dead very long. 

Expensive lizard slippers with 
platform soles and absurdly high heels 
were on her tiny feet. McClain noticed the 
heels were free from scratches or mud. 
Which meant that she hadn’t been dragged 
across the cleared space to the shrubbery. 
His more interested gaze moved to nylon-
swathed, shapely legs—to the slimness of 
the figure in the black dress—the ring 
glinting on one crooked finger. He looked 
at that quizzically. 

At least a couple of carats, maybe 
more. In a platinum set-off. Worth, he 
estimated, more than a grand. There was a 
diamond clip on the black dress, too. He 
saw that when he bent over the body, 
bringing his glance to focus fully on her 
face. 

 
HE girl was a beauty—or had been. 
Even in the dark valley she traversed, 

the radiance of her loveliness lingered. Her 
skin had been flawless. In death it looked 
like marble, an accent for the raspberry 
tint of her lipstick, the very light touch of 
artificial color on her cheeks. Her eyes 
were closed, but he imagined they were 
deep violet, possibly a purplish blue. 

A blue, McClain thought, about the 
same shade as the ugly marks along her 
throat. She had been strangled to death—
gripped by strong hands that had broken 
into the modified upper part of the trachea, 
probably dislocating the larynx and 
ravaging the small bones and muscles of 
the windpipe. 

Nobody said anything. Mac turned to 
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Ackerman. 
“That your truck?”  
“Yes, sir.”  
“You did a good job of rubbing out tire 

marks,” Mac said. 
“There weren’t none. I thought of 

that.” Ackerman shook his head. “It rained 
early this morning. Must have flattened 
them.”  

McClain’s next look-around confirmed 
what Ackerman said. It had showered 
toward five that morning. And the red 
coat, when he touched it, was slightly 
damp. 

Something else caught his attention. 
Off to the left, where the stunted 

shrubbery grew thickly, he saw a card 
case. A pinseal thing, with gold corners. 
He picked it up with a handkerchief, 
slipped it in his pocket and searched for a 
means of identification. 

There were two pockets in the red 
coat. One held a crumpled package of 
cigarettes. The other a pair of doeskin 
gloves. Mac examined the coat. It 
wouldn’t be hard tracing the girl down—if 
he could find the label.  

Coats of that type were expensive. 
There weren’t too many around. The label 
was that of Jaeger, a Fifth Avenue shop, 
small but exclusive.  

Hurley wandered over and joined him. 
“Get anything, Mac?”  
“Cardcase.” McClain shrugged. 

“Better buzz the captain and get the boys 
up. I’d like to hit this while it’s oven-
fresh.”  

He asked Ackerman a few routine 
questions, gave the area around the girl’s 
body a more thorough examination, found 
nothing further and, back in his seat in the 
comparative warmth of the police car, took 
out the handkerchief-wrapped cardcase. 

He riffled its twin compartments, 
lighting a fresh cigar to help him think. 
There were a few cards in it, a couple of 

tickets for Friday night’s performance at 
the Ballet Theater and an I.O.U. for six 
hundred dollars, initialed L.T.W. . . . .  

Identification, as Mac suspected, 
wasn’t too difficult. Jaeger, himself, a gray 
haired little man with an accent and 
gestures, listened and cooperated.  

“Red coat. Leopard lining. What kind 
of buttons?”  

“Leopard covered.”  
“I’ll have it in five minutes.”  
Jaeger went upstairs to his balcony 

office. Mac spread himself out on a 
brocaded lounge and looked at the dress 
models on plastic forms. None of them, he 
thought, were as attractively streamlined 
as the huddled figure in the shrubbery 
above the railroad tracks. 

“We sold that coat to Miss Linda 
Mitchell,” Jaeger announced, when the 
five minutes were up. “On the twelfth of 
last month. I remember it perfectly. She 
came in with a tall, blond-haired young 
man. He paid for it.”  

Jaeger handed over a scribbled name. 
On it was an address and telephone 
number. McClain thanked him and went 
out. 

 
IS next stop was a half dozen blocks 
east of the avenue and north. His felt 

hat pulled down over his thinning hair, 
Mac shoved up the brim when he walked 
into the lobby of the Maragate 
Apartments. 

The lobby was done in stained oak, 
with leaded windows and slab-glass 
lamps. A thick Oriental rug was chained to 
the tiled floor. A hallman in livery argued 
with a delivery boy who had tried to come 
in the front way. Mac steered a course 
toward a small telephone switchboard 
around the bulge of an enclosed elevator 
shaft.  

A fat girl with dark hair and glasses 
was listening in on some conversation. She 
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seemed annoyed at McClain’s presence, 
put down the key she had half lifted and 
took off headphones. 

“You wouldn’t know if Mr. Hardeen’s 
upstairs in his apartment?”  

“Sure he’s upstairs,” the girl said. “He 
never goes out until after one o’clock. 
Who will I say is calling?”  

“McClain, Headquarters.”  
The eyes behind the lenses of her 

glasses widened. It took her a minute to 
make sure he wasn’t gagging. She put a 
plug in one of the round holes of the 
board, pressed a button and repeated what 
McClain had said. 

An elevator shot him up to the 
eleventh floor. Mac heard a door opening 
down the corridor. A tall, blond young 
man in a dark green gown and patent 
leather slippers was waiting for him when 
Mac reached the door. 

McClain displayed his badge briefly. 
The young man opened the door wider and 
Mac went into a small lounge room. It was 
nicely done in tobacco-brown and harvest 
yellow. A comfortable room with a wall of 
books. With windows that gave a view of 
the park beyond. 

“You’ll excuse my appearance.” 
Hardeen waved his visitor into a chair. “I 
don’t usually entertain the Police 
Department so early.”  

“This yours?”  
Mac took out the cardcase, still in the 

handkerchief. Hardeen stared down at it. 
“Yes, that’s mine. Where did you get 

it?” 
“Found it up the line. In some 

shrubbery—a few feet away from a body.”  
“A body?” Hardeen’s head jerked up. 

Gray eyes peered questioningly at the big 
dick. “I don’t understand.”  

“Me, neither. That’s why I stopped in.” 
Mac’s tone was quietly friendly. “Why 
don’t you ask me whose body it was?”  

“All right, I will. Whose?”  

“A girl named Linda Mitchell. Mean 
anything to you?”  

Hardeen laughed.  
“What is this—some kind of a 

practical joke?”  
McClain shook his head. 
“Maybe in your set strangling 

somebody to death comes under that 
general heading. I wouldn’t know. But I’m 
going to find out when you saw her last 
and—” 

He broke off. Hardeen’s expression 
had changed. What Mac said had finally 
hit him. And with devastating effect.  

He dropped down on a leather sofa, his 
mouth twisting and his eyes suddenly full 
of a strange emptiness. Mac saw his hands 
tighten on the sash of the green robe. 
Tighten and grow white at the knuckles.  

“Linda—dead!” Hardeen said huskily. 
“When did you see her last?”  
Hardeen didn’t answer for a long, 

tense minute. He was breathing harder, 
deeper, through his mouth. Mac waited 
until he got a grip on himself. If it were an 
act it was pretty good. Emotionally 
convincing.  

“I had dinner with her last night. We 
finished about nine o’clock. Linda left to 
stop and see a friend of hers. I put her in a 
cab outside of Whitman’s.”  

“What friend?”  
“A Dorothy Kelsey. She was Linda’s 

best friend. They’d known each other for 
years.”  

Mac went on with his questions. He 
switched around so he could get the girl’s 
background. He wanted all the information 
on Linda Mitchell he could dig. And this 
Christopher Hardeen was able to supply it.  

The facts began to come through.  

L
 
INDA MITCHELL belonged to that 
strata of society whose day began at 

twilight and ended with the dawn. Whose 
world was the entertainment sphere of 
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night club, drawing room, theater, 
penthouse and all the other places where 
what McClain called “cafe society” met 
and congregated. 

She had, the previous year, been a Paul 
Dumas model. She and her friend 
Dorothey Kelsey. But Linda Mitchell had 
given it up. For months she had had no 
employment of any kind. And she had 
lived, Hardeen said, in an apartment off 
Lexington Avenue in the Fifties. 

Mac got all that down and swung 
around to his ace in the hole again. 

“Thanks. That’s pretty complete. Now 
tell me about your cardcase.”  

“I lost it a week ago.” 
“Where?” 
Hardeen hesitated. 
“I’m not quite certain. It could have 

been at any of three places. At the 
Belgrave on Park where I had dinner that 
night. In the cab I took over to Sidney 
Wilner’s place. Or at Jack Leighton’s 
house where I went for a nightcap.”  

“Wilner?” Mac frowned. “The initials 
on the I.O.U. are L.T.W. Who’s that?” 

Hardeen seemed to sink into himself. 
“Do you have to know?” He took a 

deeper breath. “I lent Leslie some 
money—to make up some card losses she 
had. She’s Sid’s wife.”  

McClain looked at his old fashioned, 
hunting-cased watch. 

“Were you in love with the Mitchell 
girl?”  

“I was awfully fond of her,” Hardeen 
said, his mouth twisting again, his hands 
tightening. 

“Okay.” Mac got up. “I guess that’s 
about all for me. Get dressed and we’ll go 
down to Centre Street. You can talk to 
Captain Mullin. He’s a great little 
listener.”  

“But—” Hardeen began to shake. 
“You see,” McClain told him, “right 

now—at this minute—you’re Suspect 

Number One in the Mitchell gal’s murder. 
Maybe Mullin will stop with you. Figure 
you used the hand clasp on her throat and 
tossed her into the shrubbery up there. 
Maybe he won’t take any stock in the 
notion that somebody swiped, or found 
your cardcase, and used it as a tie-in—to 
pin it on you. Either way, straight talk, on 
the level, is your best bet. C’mon, reach 
for your threads and let’s get out of here.” 

It was nearly two o’clock when Mac, 
in another apartment building similar to 
the Maragate, got off at the fifth floor. 
This time there was no open door, no one 
waiting. Only a small brunette with tear-
red eyes who came to answer his steady 
ring.  

The suite, like Hardeen’s, had been 
lavishly interior-decorated. Laid on, Mac 
saw, with a colorful shovel. Bizarre grays 
and greens—too much of a rainbow effect. 
He told himself he never did like white 
carpets and black glass. 

He turned his attention to the Kelsey 
girl, Linda Mitchell’s best friend. He liked 
the way she wore her dark hair, in a single 
linked braid over her small, well-shaped 
head. Her brows were thin as pencil lines, 
her eyes dusky pools with the longest 
lashes he’d ever seen. They didn’t look 
real, but they were real because they 
stayed on despite the tears wetting them. 

She was about five feet five, more or 
less, a perfect advertisement for any bra 
outfit, with slender hips and the same kind 
of symmetrical, nyloned legs the dead 
Mitchell girl had. Even in skirt and high-
necked white blouse, Dorothy Kelsey’s 
charms were obvious. 

McClain tried to put her at ease. 
Hardeen’s shock might have been faked, 
but the grief this frail was displaying was 
as genuine as a sock on the jaw. She had 
gotten the news over the radio—had been 
slapped in the face by a newscaster on a 
noon program. 
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“I won’t harry you too much,” Mac 
began. “Naturally you want us to find the 
party who thumbed and fingered your pal. 
And because you do you’re going to 
answer a few questions that’ll make the 
finding easier—I hope.” He smiled 
reassuringly. “Right?” 

She nodded, dabbed at her tip-tilted 
nose with a damp, crushed square of linen. 

“I’ll tell you anything you want to 
know—anything!” 

“Lead off with last night. What time 
did Miss Mitchell get here, how long did 
she stay, what did she have to say, where 
did she go when she left, who went with 
her or who was she meeting? That ought 
to do for a starter. Take it easy and if you 
remember anything else you think is 
important drop it in as you go along.”  

But her story was disappointing. 
 

S HARDEEN had said, Linda had 
mentioned dining with him at 

Whitman’s. She hadn’t stayed long at 
Dorothy Kelsey’s apartment—only long 
enough to get back an article of apparel 
she had left there the previous Sunday 
night. She hadn’t mentioned where she 
was going when she left. The Kelsey girl 
had thought she was going home. 

“What time did she leave?” Mac 
inquired. 

“Couldn’t have been later than a 
quarter to ten.”  

“Tell me about this Chris Hardeen.”  
“We’ve known him for about a year. 

He’s been awfully nice. Linda liked him. 
So did I. I’m sure he didn’t—couldn’t—”  

“Who else liked her?” McClain asked 
it casually, but his gaze was bright and 
anticipative.  

“Nearly everybody. She didn’t have an 
enemy in the world. Not one. Though—” 

Dorothy Kelsey stopped as if suddenly 
remembering something. Mac waited but 
it didn’t come. A trifle brusquely, he said: 

“Though—what? C’mon, Miss 
Kelsey,” he prodded, when still she didn’t 
answer. “Give out. You said you were 
going to help. Somebody didn’t like Linda 
Mitchell. Who was it?”  

She looked directly at him. 
“Leslie Wilner,” she said. “She was 

jealous of Linda.”  
“On account of her husband?” 

McClain’s tone stayed casual. 
The girl nodded and Mac got up. He 

asked a couple more questions, got a 
couple of addresses and ambled downtown 
to Centre Street. 

Because the murder of Linda Mitchell 
had all the angles a morbid-minded public 
liked—with a dash of sensationalism 
stirred in to make it spicy—the press had 
its best men on the story. Mac shook his 
head as he pushed through the writing 
brigade, avid for any scraps of 
information, and flatfooted into Mullin’s 
office. 

Sucking on an unlighted stogie, he 
draped himself in a chair opposite his 
chief’s desk and waited. 

“Here’s the M.E.’s report.” Mullin 
shoved a typewritten paper across. 
“Bagley said she was killed around eleven 
o’clock, maybe a half hour either way. We 
tried to get a moulage of a clear tire. No 
good. Wheeler went through the dame’s 
apartment. Nothing there either. How 
about you?” 

“Got a couple of leads.” 
McClain removed the cigar and looked 

at it fondly. It was a straight ten-cent 
smoke. He had intended to hold it for an 
after dinner puff, but the temptation to get 
it smoldering was overpowering. 

He struck a match, took a long inward 
pull and blew a fragrant cloud of smoke 
toward the ceiling. 

“How about Hardeen?”  
Mullin shook his head. 
“I don’t think he did it. He hasn’t any 
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alibi. Says that after he put her in a cab, 
and saw her for the last time, he dropped 
in a movie house on Lexington. Got out of 
there around eleven-thirty and went back 
to his apartment.”  

“That would have given him a 
chance.” Mac balanced the cigar between 
his fingers, frowning. “It would cut it 
close, but it could be done. How about his 
car?”  

“He hasn’t any.” Mullin’s fishy eyes 
narrowed: “I don’t think he did it. He was 
too crazy about the doll. You don’t knock 
‘em off when you’re in love.”  

“Or do you?” Mac spilled ashes on his 
vest, brushed them away and looked at his 
watch. “Got a couple of routine calls. 
Maybe I’ll come up with something.”  

“Yeah—that, I’d like,” Mullin told 
him. 

 
UTSIDE, it was getting colder. 
McClain, who never rode taxis when 

there was a subway handy, headed for the 
upper East Fifties again. This time he was 
aiming at the Wilner ménage. He had 
learned that Sidney Wilner did something 
in Wall Street, that his wife was a top 
bridge player and between the two they 
were doing all right. Hardeen’s I.O.U. to 
the contrary. 

He found Sid Wilner was a slim, 
dapper man in the middle thirties, shrewd, 
slightly dissipated, with a high polish and 
a genial personality. His wife was a 
different story. A medium brunette with 
odd, amber eyes and a certain coldness 
that made McClain want to turn up his 
coat collar. She puzzled him. 

Her answers were frank enough, but 
there was something about her that made 
him do a lot of thinking. Both had alibis 
for the previous night, blanketing them 
from dusk until three A.M. Both had been 
with a big party at the Palais Promenade 

and then, later, had finished the night off 
at a card club on Sutton Place. 

Mac was disappointed. He had 
expected something better. When he 
finished and left he walked two blocks up 
Park Avenue, slowly, thoughtfully. It 
began to look as if the Mitchell girl’s 
murder wouldn’t break as easily as he had 
imagined. The case, apparently soft on top, 
had a tough shell once you got deep into it. 

Mac thought about Hardeen. No alibi. 
In love. Maybe jealous on account of Sid 
Wilner’s yen for the ex-model. Jealous as 
Leslie Wilner. Hardeen’s six-hundred 
buck loan to the dame with the amber eyes 
and the frosty exterior. Did that mean 
anything—other than just a help-out? 

The big dick shook his head. It was 
plenty tangled. Usually, he had to reach 
out for motives. Now they were as thick as 
pickpockets at a parade. But which was 
the right one? Who had the best reason to 
go after Linda Mitchell?  

His walk brought him, after another 
block and a turn around a corner, to a tall, 
narrow apartment building. It was on a par 
with those he had already visited. Liveried 
hall men gave his unpressed suit a 
supercilious glance when Mac shuffled in. 

“Leighton,” he said to the elevator 
operator, giving him a flash of his badge. 

The cage didn’t stop until it reached 
the roof. Mac got out in a closet-sized 
vestibule. A couple of potted plants 
flanked a dark green doorway. The 
elevator operator, his mouth open at the 
idea of a cop’s call, wanted to linger and 
see what it was all about. 

“That’s all, Otis,” McClain said over 
his shoulder. “Going down.”  

The lift door slid reluctantly shut. Mac 
thumbed a bell and the door was opened 
by a Filipino houseboy. 

“Who did you wish to see?”  
“How many wishes are you allowed?”  

O 
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Mac buttoned his coat and pushed past 
the boy. “Pardon my humor, son. Where’ll 
I find your boss?”  

“You will tell me your name, sir?”  
Mac did and a few minutes later he 

was led through a sumptuously furnished 
room, up some stairs and into what, by 
day, was probably the sun room of the 
penthouse set-up. 

 
HERE were glass walls all around. 
The type of glass that let in helpful 

rays of the sun. Open doors at one end led 
out to an awninged terrace, a ledge that 
jutted into space. The wind blew around it, 
flapping the awning and rustling the tubs 
of shrubbery. 

There was a light on against the fast 
deepening twilight. It stood beside a low, 
cushion-filled, pickled-pine chair with a 
foot rest. Deep in it, a highball glass 
convenient to his reach, a man looked up 
from his evening newspaper as McClain 
went through the doorway. 

“Mr. Leighton?”  
The paper went down. 
“That’s right. You’re from 

Headquarters. What do you want to see me 
about?”  

“A cardcase, principally.”  
Leighton pulled himself further up in 

the chair, but didn’t get out of it. He was a 
big man, nearly as tall as Mac, with a 
square face from which the summer’s tan 
hadn’t faded. Or maybe he used a lamp to 
keep it that way. 

He was about twenty-six or so. His 
gray flannel suit was perfectly tailored. He 
wore woolen socks, garterless, and 
custom-built shoes. His shirt was soft and 
white with a long pointed collar over an 
expensive foulard tie. Wavy hair was 
brushed back, cut short at the rear and over 
the ears. There was just a touch of gray at 
the temples. 

One of those young men, powdered 

prematurely with hair he shouldn’t have 
until he was in the forties. He didn’t ask 
Mac to sit down or have a drink. He sat 
looking at him quizzically. 

“Cardcase?”  
“Chris Hardeen said he lost his here a 

week ago. What do you know about it—if 
anything?”  

“He told you that?” Leighton laughed. 
“He’s lying. He never lost anything here 
except money at cards.” Leighton’s 
quizzical gaze wandered over his visitor. 
“You’re working on Linda’s murder?”  

“That’s right. What do you know about 
it?”  

“Not too much.”  
“When did you see her last?”  
“When? About seven o’clock last 

night. She was at Tony’s for a quickie. She 
told me she had a dinner date with 
Hardeen at Whitman’s. I sat at the bar with 
her for about thirty minutes. I remember 
she looked lovelier than usual. Black and 
red. Like a roulette wheel and just as 
fascinating. She always did things to my 
imagination. Wonderful girl.”  

For a long minute Dave McClain 
didn’t say anything. He let his eyes 
wander to the pinpoint lights of the city, 
the golden threads of the avenues and 
streets so far below. Then he brought them 
back to the man in the pickled-pine chair. 
The man with the young face and the 
aging hair. 

“Who do you think strangled Miss 
Mitchell?”  

Leighton shrugged. 
“That’s your department, isn’t it?”  
“Yeah. But I like outside opinions. I 

seem to think Hardeen’s to-day’s one best 
bet. You know something about the bunch 
he chases around with. Wilner and the 
others.” 

“I should.” Leighton smiled. “They’re 
friends of mine.” 

“Boozin’ friends. I mark it this way.” 

T 
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Mac held up a finger. “Chris Hardeen was 
in love with Linda Mitchell. So was Sid 
Wilner. Wilner’s wife, smart gal, watched 
it flame. Now, either Leslie Wilner hired 
somebody to put a pair of thumbs against 
Miss Mitchell’s windpipe or—Hardeen, 
jealous because of Wilner’s interest in his 
heart, did it himself. What’s your honest 
idea?”  

Again Leighton shrugged. 
“Why didn’t Sid do it?”  
“Because,” Mac answered, “both the 

Wilners have alibis. I haven’t checked 
them, but I believe they’ll stand up. 
Hardeen hasn’t any.”  

“Then why don’t you arrest Chris and 
wrap it up?” Leighton sampled his 
highball. 

His tone and attitude were slightly 
bored. As if he didn’t understand why he 
was being quizzed when his caller had a 
definite idea of the crime’s solution. 

“Because,” McClain said slowly, 
“Chris Hardeen didn’t do the job.”  

Leighton put his glass down and 
turned all the way around in his chair. 

“No?” 
“No,” Mac said quietly, “You did!” 
 
EIGHTON got up slowly. He was 
laughing under his breath. Laughing 

as he might at a child who had asked some 
foolish question. Or at a mildly funny gag. 
He put his hands in his pocket and the 
amusement blotted out of his face. 

“What do you mean by making a crack 
like that?” he demanded. 

“Don’t soldier up on me,” McClain 
said. “I’m weaving it together. You 
wanted Linda Mitchell, too. You had a 
beautiful out—with Hardeen torrid and 
both Wilners logical contenders. Sid for 
his drool and his wife for her hate. Natural 
as a two and a five on the first cast. Sure. 
You wanted her and you couldn’t get 
her—because it was the Hardeen lad she 

went for. You couldn’t bump him—that 
wouldn’t make her feel any more 
affectionate toward you. So you pulled the 
one out of the hat—if the Mitchell dame 
didn’t take you she wasn’t getting 
anybody.”  

“Dreamer.” Leighton laughed harshly. 
“Where’s your proof?”  

“You’ve got a car?” Mac made it 
sound like a statement rather than the 
question it was. 

“So have eight million other people.”  
“The difference being,” McClain told 

him in the same slow, studied tone, “I’ve 
gone over yours with a fine comb. You 
thought you cleaned it up pretty well but 
you forgot some of Linda’s face powder 
on the front seat—sifted down under the 
cushion. And the tire moulage we took up 
by the shrubbery where you tossed her 
early this morning. A perfect fit, tread cuts 
and all. Proof? You’d better get your hat 
and—”  

Leighton hit him then. His left curved 
out like a flash of light. Mac forgot to 
duck and the blow sent him careening 
back into the potted plants. It was a 
choppy sock, with a world of power 
behind it. It rattled his fillings, sprayed 
along his nerves like a numbing anesthetic. 
He tried to reach for his gun, cursing his 
own stupidity, but the man in the gray suit 
was cashing in on his advantage. 

Leighton grabbed him by the throat. 
Powerful, steel-like hands with thumbs 
that dug into Mac’s windpipe—as they 
had into Linda Mitchell’s soft, white 
neck—shut off his breath. Leighton hauled 
him out of the plants and forced him 
across to the railing at the edge of the 
terrace. 

Above him, Mac saw wheeling stars. 
The rail was bronze piping, ornamental but 
none too secure. And the street was very 
far below. 

Leighton jammed a knee in his 
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stomach and forced him back over the 
railing. It suddenly dawned on McClain 
that he was practically dead. Defunct, 
crushed and mangled, with a perfect out 
for his killer. Mullin would rake Jake 
Leighton over, but there wasn’t anybody 
to say he had deliberately tossed the 
Homicide man off his balcony. And 
Mullin would never know what he knew 
about Leighton—how in one tense, 
revealing instant Leighton had given 
himself away. 

There was no evidence against 
Leighton. Nothing to stand him up before 
a jury. Nothing to put him on high voltage. 
Nothing to make front page headlines. 
Leighton, if he killed him, was as free as 
air. 

All Leighton had to say was that it was 
a deplorable accident. That Mac was 
leaving when he had a dizzy spell and 
fallen—before Leighton could get to him 
or prevent it. 

Those thoughts went through the big 
dick’s mind while he grappled with the 
killer. Mac was husky. He had brawled his 
way through hundreds of knockdown, bare 
knuckle affairs. But he wasn’t twenty-six 
or seven. He didn’t have his old power, his 
old steam. He was overmatched and still 
groggy from the effect of the clout on the 
jaw. 

Dimly, he felt the railing begin to give. 
One foot went up off the stone flooring. 
He tried to get it down, to plant it solidly, 
but the terrible pressure around his larynx 
was closing like a vise. Black specks that 
weren’t part of the night’s darkness 
swirled before his distended eyes. He 
knew he didn’t have a chance. His number 
was up and he was going down—and out! 

He tried to remember a prayer. It was 
necessary to say a prayer when you were 
making a final exit and knew about it. If 
you didn’t, St. Peter would slam the 
heavenly gates in your pan. You wouldn’t 

have a chance to get inside! 
Mac began to gurgle. He’d stopped 

breathing. The irony of it was, that his 
own police gun, in its holster, was pressed 
so hard against him it was cracking a rib. 
A fine thing for a copper—armed and 
nonchalant and then cut down by an 
amateur killer who practised on dames! 

Suddenly all the lights in the world 
went out. . . . 

Mac felt the fiery whip of alcohol in 
his mouth. It trickled down his throat, 
stinging all the way. It trickled off his 
chin. It had a bite and a lash and the magic 
of making him jerk his eyes open abruptly 
and all at once. 

He wasn’t dead. He was in the depths 
of the pickled-pine chair. The same chair 
where Leighton had lounged. And 
Leighton, his slowly clearing eyes showed 
him, was ungracefully stretched out on the 
stone flagging, bleeding from a head 
wound. 

McClain stared. He guessed it did pay 
to live right. He moved his eyes to the 
doors, feeling his throat to see if it were 
still with him. 

“Thanks, son,” he said. “It sure was a 
long way to the street and I do like 
elevators to take me down.”  

The Filipino boy showed white teeth in 
a wide grin. 

“Once he got drunk and grabbed me by 
the throat. I came in the other room. I see 
him with you and I picked up—” 

 
T WAS still a perfectly good Bacardi 
bottle. But there was a lot of blood on 

the dimpled-in base of it—wet and sticky. 
“I hope you didn’t kill him,” Mac said. 

“I wouldn’t want to miss out hearing this 
luggie get booked for the Death House!”  

But Leighton came around after a brisk 
young ambulance doctor did some 
crocheting on his scalp. McClain had a big 
drink and then another and rode down to 
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Centre Street with Mullin. 
“So you thought you’d play it smart,” 

his chief grunted. “Sit in my office and act 
dumbed up when all the time you had 
Leighton ripe for the squeeze.”  

“Wrong.” Mac struck a match for the 
cigar the Captain gifted him with. His 
hand was steady again. He filled his mouth 
with mediocre Key West tobacco smoke. 
A cheap weed but it had an Olympian taste 
to Mac. “Wrong, skipper.”  

“I’m listening,” Mullin said. 
“It was like I told Leighton. You heard 

what he said when you locked the cuffs on 
him. No Mitchell gal for Hardeen—and he 
did plant the lost cardcase near the body. I 
told him a phony story about investigating 
his car and that cracked him wide open—
and nearly put flowers at my head and 
feet.” 

“Sure, sure,” Mullin grunted again. 
“But how did you pin it on him? What was 
the giveaway?” 

“When he said she looked like a 
roulette wheel. Black and red. Murder in 
red!” McClain murmured. “In a red coat 
with a leopard lining. That was all I 

needed after Leighton said the last time 
he’d seen Miss Mitchell was at seven 
o’clock last night.” 

They were nearly down to 
Headquarters. Mac was burning the cigar 
in large clouds of smoke. Mullin wound 
down a window, did some coughing and 
shook his head. 

“I still don’t get it. You say Leighton 
saw her at seven o’clock last night in a 
black dress and a red coat. So what?” 

McClain eased his big frame back 
against the upholstery and shoved out his 
long legs. 

“Nothing,” he said, “except that when 
Hardeen put her in a cab the Mitchell rib 
went up to her girl friend’s flat to get a 
piece of clothing she had left there the 
previous Sunday night—a red coat with a 
leopard lining. She didn’t put it on until a 
quarter to ten when she left Dorothy 
Kelsey’s place. So naturally Leighton 
hadn’t seen her at seven in black and 
red—then. Looks like the roulette wheel 
dropped the marble in the wrong slot—for 
him!” 

 


