
10-Story Detective, July, 1946 

Raffle for the Rap 
By Geoffrey North 

 
Walt Keith picked up the wrong carrottop when he set out to paint the big city red. And 
for that glaring error, Walt was to find himself the one most heavily daubed in murder-

blood crimson. 
 

HIS day I’m telling you about, my 
sister Patricia was coming down 
from St. Louis to meet me around 

suppertime. 
It was a warm June day with a bit of 

magnolia-sweet breeze blowing up from 
the Gulf. I was killing time at the corner of 
Third and Market Streets, watching the 
chicks mincing along, when this redhead 
hove in view. She was slim as a willow and 
from where I first sighted her, looked no 
more than eighteen, wearing a hug-me-tight 
black dress. 

She came marching by, with her chin 
high, violet eyes looking straight ahead. 
She had a pert, tip-tilted nose, a dusting of 

freckles on her cheeks and a determined, 
pouty mouth. 

She walked in a swaggery, impudent 
way, her back straight as a ramrod. 
“Brother,” I grinned, “you’re gonna like 
this town.” When she reached the corner 
she turned and looked back. 

I followed her on up Fourth Street 
without her looking back again, but step by 
step her pace slackened until I caught up. 
Then she stopped, looked up at me straight 
in the eye without any simpering coyness, 
and said, “Hello, sergeant. Stranger in 
town?”  

“Not now,” I grinned, “my name’s 
Walter Keith.”  
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She didn’t play bashful on me, told me 
her name was Aggie O’Neill, and agreed it 
would be swell to have a bite to eat and a 
cozy chat with me somewhere. I reminded 
her, she said, of a fellow soldiering over in 
Japan. A nice guy, too.  

At close range she didn’t tag up as the 
eighteen-year old I’d first figured her. 
There were lines around her eyes and a 
wary tautness about her mouth that added 
maybe five years to my first estimate. But 
her red hair was the genuine McCoy, and 
the curl of her pouty lips wasn’t made by 
lipstick, but Nature’s own handiwork. 

We set out for a restaurant a block 
away, her hand tucked warm and friendly 
under my arm and me itching to unpeel the 
roll I was carrying. I’d come up from camp 
with over five hundred dollars cleaned up 
in a dice game. 

We were a few steps from this cafe 
door, when a thin, sharp-nosed fellow in 
pin-stripe flannel, wearing a service 
discharge button in his lapel, brushed by 
us, and greeted the redhead by name. 

He was about to go on by, but she 
called him back, “Cal, come over and meet 
a friend.”  

It turned out this fellow’s name was Cal 
Grey. He said his outfit had been right next 
to mine during the Normandy landings. He 
named places he’d been at over in France 
and his description tallied with my 
information. His eyes were sort of metallic 
grey, but shifty-sharp. His skin had a 
poolroom pallor like he’d spent most of his 
soldiering in the guardhouse. We chinned a 
while, and, comrade-like, I invited him to 
join us at chow. 

At this, I saw redhead Aggie flicker her 
eyes at Cal Grey in a signal that plainly 
meant, No. Don’t accept. Let me have this 
fellow all alone. 

That made me feel pretty good and I 
watched the silent play between them, Grey 

evidently wanting to tag along and Aggie 
worried that it would be a threesome. 

She stood biting her lips, fiddling with 
the slip strap below her neckline, and then 
began impatiently adjusting the flounce of 
her dress while Grey stood scraping his feet 
trying to make up his mind. Suddenly, she 
made the decision. “Well, we’ll be seeing 
you again, Cal.” She squeezed my arm. 

Grey shook my hand awkwardly. “Take 
it easy, soldier.” He turned, went off and 
we went into the cafe. 

 
E HAD food and drink there, then 
we started out and visited the 

neighboring bars. Aggie stuck to beer; she 
kept warning me about drinking too much. 
Strolling out of our fourth spot, I began to 
feel a bit unsteady on my pins. 

The fresh air revived me a bit before we 
hit this last grill, a corner place with old-
fashioned swinging wooden doors and 
sawdust on the floor. 

The tables were all occupied, so we 
stood at the bar and had our drinks. I was 
getting spots in front of my eyes when a 
nine-year old kid, wearing a white baseball 
suit, with M-I-D-G-E-T-S in green letters 
across his blouse, ducked under the front 
door, came over and sold me a ticket for 
some sort of raffle. I pocketed the stub, saw 
the kid go mooching over to the customers 
at the tables, then everything went black. 

Next thing I knew I was out on the 
street and redhead Aggie was supporting 
me by the arm. A cab came along, I 
climbed in, Aggie next to me. “Hotel 
Appalachian.” I said to her, “Sister, the 
liquor sure is rough in this town.” Then I 
passed out. 

I awoke in darkness, my spine cutting 
into steel coils, stiff-limbed and in a semi-
daze. There was a sound like a mouse 
nibbling at paper and another sound, far 
off, like waves beating on a distant shore. 
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The fog left my brain, but my bones 
ached like hell. Now I could hear another 
sound, a man’s breathing. Things were 
crawling in my pockets, ten snaky fingers 
trying for my money. 

My legs were lead, but the rest of me 
was starting to feel okay. A hand sneaked 
out of my pocket and I felt the warm blood 
coursing through my arms. I reached up, 
got a stranglehold on something hot and 
bony. I heard a gasping, choking sound, 
then something broke my grip. A battering 
ram hit my skull and I went to sleep. 

I came up out of nowhere into 
conscious darkness, stretched on sagging 
steel, and heard a clock strike six times. 
Each stroke was a hammer knocking inside 
my skull. The knocking stopped and I lay 
there until one hammer struck again. Half 
past six. I’d been unconscious for over five 
hours. 

The roof of my mouth was dry and 
tight and there was a sickly-sweet smell 
around me, an odor of vomit and stale cigar 
butt. Something began tickling my nose. I 
reached up, pulled a string and a bilious 
light flickered to life. 

I was in a room, bare of furnishing, 
except the bedstead and spring on which I 
was lying in my underwear. Mattress and 
blanket there were none. My uniform was 
strewn on the floor by the bunk. Over the 
lone window a black shade was drawn, 
pasted to the window sill and frame with 
strips of adhesive. 

The sound of waves beating against a 
distant shore grew louder and I realized I 
was listening to the rumble of trucks on the 
street below. I finally staggered up, walked 
over to the wall and retched. I search my 
pockets; my money was gone, not a cent 
left. Only a blue ticket stub for some sort of 
raffle remained. So I dressed and went out. 

I walked through a narrow musty 
corridor, flanked with locked, silent rooms; 
went down a flight of wormy steps, into the 

street. The sun was low in the west. I 
looked back at the joint. Two stories of 
grimy yellow brick between a junk yard 
and an abandoned warehouse. A sign on 
the front door said Rooms. 

I marched back up the stoop, rang the 
bell. Nobody answered. I cursed and started 
on foot back to my hotel. 

At the desk, the girl clerk lazily slid 
over my key. A mag was propped in front 
of her, with which she shaded the mulberry 
dark eyes that were sizing me up. Her skin 
was like old ivory, without a blemish; her 
hair was wavy, blue-black, sort of tropical 
looking. 

I stared back at her and she rustled the 
pages of her literature, heaved a little sigh 
and let her eyes flutter sadly. 

“Look, babe,” I said, “don’t tell me 
you’ve got a boy friend soldiering in 
Japan.” 

“You guessed it, sergeant,” she 
answered briskly. “Now we can talk about 
that later. I’m off duty at eleven.”  

“That’s a long wait.” I grinned and 
went up to my room. 

 
N HOUR later my sister Patricia, who 
had reserved quarters at my hotel, 

knocked on my door. Patricia’s ten years 
older than me; that makes her thirty-five, 
but she’s got a figure like a young 
Valkyrie, wears her blonde hair in a 
coronet-braid. Her eyes are grey, speckled 
with black dots, and she’s got a fighting 
uptilted chin that means she’s not to be 
trifled with. There’s a soft side to her, too, 
and it’s most noticeable when she smiles 
and shows the dimple in her cheek. We’re 
the only two left in our family, and I’ve got 
no secrets from her. 

I told her how I’d been doped and 
robbed and then, for me being such a 
ninny, she gave me a tongue-lashing that 
lasted for ten minutes by the clock. I know 
the length of her wrath because I timed her 
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words by the wrist watch she was wearing. 
When she finished, she kissed me and said: 

“And how would you be having five 
hundred dollars all at one time?”  

I told her I’d won the money at dice. 
She said, “Evil come by, and good 
riddance,” opened her purse and put some 
bills on the dresser. 

“Until payday, Pat,” I said, and then 
there was a knock on the door. 

“Open up, it’s the law.”  
I saw Patricia’s chin jut out and her 

eyes go blazing mad. I figured it was some 
chiseling house dick plying a bit of 
blackmail. I grabbed the doorknob, twisted 
it fast and pulled. 

A beefy, bull-necked man came 
tumbling into the room and as he came in 
through the doorway, I clipped him hard 
under the chin. 

He stumbled to his knees, but came up 
fast, hooked a chair with his foot between 
us and said, “You’re just making it tougher, 
soldier.” He put his hand over the bulge in 
his coat. “Just who do you think I am?”  

“Cheap punk trying to work a badger 
game,” I said. “This is my sister Patricia 
with me.” 

“You ought to hang your head in 
shame,” said Patricia. 

The bull-necked man nodded. “Sure. I 
can well believe that. You’ve got the same 
fighting chins and eyes. And it’s sorry I am 
to disturb you this way, and I didn’t come 
here for what you mistakenly thought. I’m 
Lieutenant Starr of Homicide.” He showed 
his badge and identification. 

“And what are you doing here?” asked 
Patricia.  

“There’s been a killing in a west side 
rooming house. Happened about four hours 
ago,” said Starr. He pointed to the shoulder 
insignia on my jacket. “A man your build, 
wearing the same sort of uniform, same 
stripes and shoulder patch, was seen 
coming out the place around that time. So it 

was just a matter of routine leg work to 
find you.”  

I felt like someone had thrown a bucket 
of icy water over me. “Did the killing 
happen in an old brick building situated 
between a junk yard and a tumbledown 
warehouse?” 

Starr shook his head. “No. It was in a 
swanky place on Nesbitt Avenue. A 
chromium and gilt joint with elevator 
service.”  

“Was the guy choked to death?”  
Starr gave me an owlish look. “He was 

choked, all right! Fingerprints are plain 
enough about his throat. But we figure that 
wasn’t the cause of his death. Two bullets 
in the gut at close range. Tell what you 
know about it, soldier.”  

“Who is this dead man?”  
“An old-time jailbird. I’ll give you a 

slant at his mug.”  
He took a picture from his pocket, 

passed it over. It was a police lineup shot 
of a man with shifty-sharp eyes and a thin, 
long nose, the likeness of the fellow Cal 
Grey whom I’d met earlier that day. 

 
O FOR the second time I recited my 
story of the pickup and what followed. 

When I’d finished, Starr looked at me 
silently a long time. Then he said to 
Patricia, “Your brother’s in a tough spot.”  

Patricia walked over and patted the 
detective’s arm. “But with a handsome, 
competent man like yourself to help us, 
what’s there to worry about?”  

Starr flushed to his ear tips, his little 
eyes lit up. “I’ll swallow your blarney only 
because I think the sergeant’s innocent. 
And it’s better we figure things out here 
than at headquarters, because I fear me, it’s 
your brother’s prints around the dead 
man’s throat, if we believe his tale.”  

I gripped Starr’s hand. “I’m sorry for 
that poke in the jaw.”  

“Forget it. I’ve been clipped by better 
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men than you, my boy. Now let’s get down 
to cards and spades. This guy Grey had 
done plenty of time. He was never in the 
Army. It’s evident that he and the redhead 
gal were teaming up, but I can’t seem to 
place her. Now, where do you think you 
were given the knockout drops?”  

“In the last bar we visited. Maybe I got 
some later, up in the room after I was 
frisked. But the first time was in some bar. 
A corner spot with swinging wooden 
doors.”  

Starr looked worried. “In this town 
there are a hundred spots like that—corner 
joints with swinging doors. If you could 
only tab that place better, we’d have 
something to start on. Nothing else you 
recall about the joint?”  

I fished in my pocket, found the blue 
stub. “Kid sold me this in there.”  

Starr read, “No. 114. Raffle for benefit 
of Midget Athletic Club.”  

He opened the door. “Let’s travel. 
Those kids have a clubhouse on River 
Street and there’s a saloon a block away, a 
hangout for dips and touts. There’s a dance 
hall above the bar. We’ll case the dive. 
Your redhead appears the sort that would 
go with a joint like that.”  

The three of us sat in the prowl car, 
parked in the shadows from where we 
could spot the purple neon sign on the 
corner, Eddie’s Bar. Dancing. Patricia had 
been inside the place, but she hadn’t seen 
any redheaded lass there. 

Trumpet blared. A hot clarinet did a 
fast workout and then a trombone moaned 
a river bottom blues. A squad of gawky 
youths came by and jitterbugged through 
the swinging doors. Some toughs, 
brandishing pint flasks, marched in and 
trooped out. 

A bevy of bobby-soxers tumbled from 
a cab, parked themselves at the sidewalk 
under the dance-hall window, cut some 
fancy steps, then hurried off. 

Time passed, and we were about to 
drive away to try our luck elsewhere, when 
a redheaded girl came mincing around a 
corner. She stopped in front of the batwing 
doors, pulled a mirror from her purse and 
gazed critically into it. She spent some 
minutes carefully, fanning her fiery tresses 
over her shoulders. Then she did some 
finger work with the slip strap under her 
neckline, smoothed down the flounce of 
her dress and went inside the bar.  

“That’s Aggie,” I said. 
“They know me in there,” said Starr. 

“If I tail after her, there might be trouble. 
Gunplay. We want to avoid that. Here’s 
how we’ll work it.” He turned to Patricia. 
“Think you’re smart enough to steer that 
girl back to your hotel room?”  

Patricia laughed, began plying lipstick 
at her mouth. “That won’t be hard.”  

Starr said, “Make believe you’ve got a 
couple of fellows, and—”  

Patricia started out of the car. “I’ve got 
my own ideas how to handle this. You boys 
travel now. I’ll see you at the hotel.” 

 
AYBE an hour later, while I was 
sitting with Starr in my room, a 

woman edged through the door. Her 
mascara was thick enough to hang your 
washing on, her cheeks were flaming, 
brick-dust color. She looked like a small-
town girl on a big-city binge. It was my 
sister Patricia. 

Starr’s jaw dropped a full inch, Patricia 
gave him a hoydenish nudge in the ribs. 
“The redhead’s parked in my room. And 
there’s a man with her.”  

“Smart girl,” gloated Starr. “You took 
my advice.”  

Patricia grinned. “Here’s how I worked 
it. I went in that bar, had a drink in the back 
where I could watch the crowd. The 
redhead was at a table drinking beer with a 
big bruiser. I waited until she went back to 
the ladies room and I trooped after her. I 

M



10-STORY DETECTIVE 6

got into a conversation with her. Pretty 
soon we were saying ‘dearie’ and ‘hon’ to 
each other. I told her I was from a small 
town on the Gulf, had saved up some 
money, and was wild to go out on a little 
fun. Well, Aggie picked up the ball from 
there. She said she and the boy friend were 
starting out on a little party and I was 
awfully welcome to come along. 

“I said I’d be tickled pink, only I’d like 
to drive back to my hotel first, to pick up 
some money which I’d left with the 
management. She took me up fast on that, 
and I went out with the dame and her guy 
and now they’re sitting there in my room.”  

Starr nodded to me. “Go in there first. 
See if you can scare some information out 
of this redhead. If things get rough, holler 
for help.” 

I moved down the hall to Number 529, 
opened the door and went in. A man with a 
broken nose and slicked-down black hair, 
wearing a belted topcoat, was lolling on the 
couch, holding up a silver lighter to 
redhead Aggie’s cigarette. 

Aggie had her back to me, but as I 
came in, some signal passed between 
them—a flicker of shoe-button black eyes 
from the man.  

She turned, saw me. Her face was dead-
pan. She flipped her fag in the grate, moved 
back slowly to the window, raised it. The 
man got up. He was my height and build. 
He walked over to the door, locked it. “So 
that’s how they play it,” he said, and 
moved to the window. A flare of light from 
the street outlined the fire-escape slanting 
down. 

Aggie stood with her back to the 
window, waiting for Broken Nose to join 
her. He shook his head at her warningly, 
went back to the couch, settled down with 
an air of nonchalance that didn’t quite 
register. 

“It’s your party, Aggie,” said Broken 
Nose, “ask the gentleman what he wants.” 

He sparked a cigarette with his lighter. 
Aggie didn’t say anything. She gave a 

little shiver, rubbed her hand over the front 
of her dress. 

“Now, hon,” I said to her, “hand over 
my roll—the dough your boy friend, Cal 
Grey, stole from me.”  

She planted her hands akimbo on her 
hips and laughed. “Stole your money, says 
you! A skinny, all-bones runt like Cal Grey 
steal money from a big brute of a fellow 
like yourself! That’s a laugh! Look, you’ve 
had your fun with me. I don’t owe you 
anything. Good night.” She started for the 
door. . 

I grabbed her arm, pulled her back. 
“You’re in a worse jam than you think, 
babe. Somebody killed Cal Grey.”  

She went white as paper. “Where’d you 
hear that?” 

“I heard it. And somebody’s trying to 
make me the fall guy.”  

“I don’t know anything about any 
killings,” she said. “Now let me pass.” But 
I held on to her arm. 

Sweat began beading on Broken Nose’s 
brow. He took a handkerchief from his 
coat, dabbed at the roots of his hair. A 
piece of blue pasteboard, about an inch 
square, with a perforated edge, fluttered to 
the floor alongside the couch. 

I could read the number on the blue 
stub—1l5. I said to Aggie, “Somebody’s 
trying to make me chump number one. But 
I know who killed Cal Grey.”  

“Who?” she said. 
“I think it was you,” I lied, and slapped 

her hard across the mouth. As she fell back 
on the couch, I dived at Broken Nose. 

I was in midair when the big bruiser’s 
punch landed. It hit me in the jaw and right 
behind it came another down low in my 
gut. That floored me. 

I got to my knees and Broken Nose 
made a jump at me that would have broken 
my back if Aggie, who was headed for the 
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door, hadn’t got between us. That gave me 
time to hook my foot inside the big 
fellow’s ankle and we went down in a 
clinch. 

We did a fast rolling tumble over the 
carpet, and suddenly Broken Nose broke 
loose, came out of his clinch with a gun in 
his fist. Aggie unbolted the door and ran 
out. 

Broken Nose kept me covered and 
moved to the door. 

 
LUE steel pointed through the 
window. “Throw down the gat and 

hoist the mitts, punk,” said Starr, and 
stepped in from the fire-escape. 

Starr was top man with the .38 and 
Broken Nose tossed his gun in a corner and 
reached for the ceiling. Out in the corridor 
there was the sound of scuffling and a rapid 
clicking of heels. Patricia came running 
through the door, dragging Aggie by the 
arm. 

“Listen, you punk,” Starr said to 
Broken Nose, “I know you. You’re Soapy 
Roden, alias Benny the Dip. Real name’s 
Wyman. Did time in Columbus. What are 
you doing here?”  

Wyman licked a dry lip. “Okay, you 
know me. I did time. So that makes me 
even with the law, don’t it?”  

“I said tell us why you’re here.”  
“I’m here with the girl friend, minding 

my own business, when this soldier barges 
in, insults the girl arid tries to pick a fight. I 
was only defending myself.”  

“That’s true, officer,” broke in Aggie, 
“they started fighting and I ran out for help, 
but when 1 saw this lady outside and she 
explained about you being here—why, I 
came back in.”  

Starr and Patricia exchanged grins. 
“Nuts, to that, Aggie,” I said, “you ran 

out because you’re implicated in Cal 
Grey’s death. You and the stir bum with 
you.”  

“You don’t pin a bum rap on me!” 
shouted Wyman. “I never seen this dame 
before tonight. Sure, I picked her up in 
Eddie’s Bar, but that’s the first time I ever 
seen her. Never been in that joint before, so 
help me.”  

“You’re lying when you say you were 
never in Eddie’s before,” I replied. “That 
blue stub which fell out of your pocket and 
is lying on the floor at your feet proves that 
you’re a liar. I’ll explain. I’ve got a stub 
like yours. The ticket was sold to me by a 
kid this afternoon when 1 was in there. My 
ticket was number 114. Your stub has 
number 115, the next in rotation. The kid 
sold you that one in Eddie’s, right after 1 
bought mine.” 

 “Buying a raffle ticket don’t make me 
a killer,” said Wyman, his eyes flickering 
to the gun on the floor. 

Starr moved a step forward, his .38 
pointing at Wyman’s gut. 

Aggie exclaimed, “You say he was in 
Eddie’s place this afternoon. I don’t know 
about that. And I don’t know about Cal 
Grey’s killing.”  

“Here’s how it could have happened,” I 
went on. “When you steered me into 
Eddie’s this afternoon, this man Wyman 
here must have spotted us. Whether you 
saw him or not is immaterial. I guess he 
realized what your game was. He knew that 
you were teaming up with Cal Grey, that 
your play was to have me pass out, take me 
somewhere and rob me.”  

“I never robbed you, and what’s this 
got to do with Cal Grey’s death?” asked 
Aggie. 

I turned to Wyman. “You wanted to get 
Grey and saw your chance to kill him and 
throw suspicion on someone else. You 
knew how Grey and the girl here operated. 
You followed them to the hangout where 
they robbed me. You cased the place until 
they came out. Then you went up to the 
room where 1 was lying unconscious, 
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stripped me of my uniform and later put it 
on. Then you went to Grey’s apartment and 
killed him. You went to Grey’s place, 
openly, dressed in my uniform, figuring 
that would pin everything on me. After the 
kill you changed clothes, came back to the 
room where I was, and ditched my 
uniform.”  

“That’s all a lie,” said Wyman. His 
eyes were trapped eyes, ratlike. 

Patricia said to Aggie, “I don’t think 
you had a hand in this murder.”  

Aggie’s eyes went pleading wide. She 
said to Starr, “Believe me, I’m innocent of 
any murder. Oh, I’m a bad girl. I’ll take a 
guy for his roll, and I’ll pay the penalty for 
that, but murder—no, no!”  

She whirled on Wyman, her face 
contorted with anger. “You slimy snake!” 
she shouted and her hand darted inside her 
dress. She came out with a gun. “I loved 
Cal, and now I’m going to blast you!”  

She moved close to Wyman, stuck the 
gun in his middle. Her finger was on the 
trigger. 

Starr made a step forward, and his gun 
hand crooked at an angle away from his 
target. “Out of the way, baby,” he said to 
Aggie. 

Aggie stepped back lightly and her gun 
was covering Starr’s face and Starr’s gun 
was at the wrong angle. “Up with the 
hands, sapheads. All of you,” commanded 
Aggie. “I’m trigger-itchy.”  

Everybody put up their hands but 
Wyman. Aggie said to him, “Pick up your 
rod and we’ll leg from here.”  

Wyman edged back to the wall. He 
faced us, stooping, and his hand was on his 
gun when Patricia said to Aggie, “Dearie, 
your slip is showing.”  

For a fraction of a second, Aggie’s eyes 
flickered and I made a flying tackle that got 

her across her dimpled knees. As she went 
down, I tucked a fist under her jaw. 

Then a gun went off. It was Starr’s gun 
and he wasn’t shooting for fun. Wyman 
took the slug in his hip. 

At headquarters they found my roll in 
Wyman’s clothes and they booked him on 
suspicion of murder. Aggie got panicky 
and spilled what she knew. She had 
nothing to do with the killing but she 
proved that there had been bad blood 
between Cal Grey and Wyman for years. 

The three of us came out of the station 
house. “A good day’s work for all 
concerned,” said Starr gleefully. His little 
eyes appraised Patricia. “It would be a 
pleasure, young lady, since my tour of 
duty’s ended, to squire you and the brother 
about the town.”  

“Count me out,” I said, “I’ve got to 
catch up on something,” and left them 
gawking into each other’s eyes. 

I got a cab, and speeded back to the 
hotel. It was ten past eleven when I breezed 
into the lobby. Standing at the door was the 
mulberry-eyed chit, the girl clerk, tapping 
her dainty foot impatiently. 

“I’ve been waiting quite a time, soldier, 
and I’m terribly hungry,” she said. 

I winked at her. “One minute, babe.” I 
crossed to the desk, woke the old duffer 
who was dozing over the register, had him 
open the safe and put my roll inside. I took 
his receipt, walked to a vending machine 
that stood in a corner. I put a coin in the 
slot, punched the plunger. A chocolate bar 
slid out. 

I marched over to the sultry-eyed lass at 
the entrance. “Hungry, babe?” I gave her 
the bar of candy. “This ought to hold you 
for a while,” I said, and turned and went up 
to my room. 

 


