
Dan Turner—Hollywood Detective, April, 1942 

GAS-HOUSE STILL 
By ROBERT LESLIE BELLEM 

 
It’s tough to have your client, a lovely movie star, killed almost before your eyes. . . . In 

trying to solve the murder mystery, Dan nearly co-starred in it as a corpse! 

 
 
T WAS too damned mysterious to suit 
me. Frankly, I didn’t like the idea of 
sneaking around to the back of the 

Farrow stash and ringing the bell at the 
service entrance. It made me feel like a 
delivery boy or something. 

But that’s what Claire Farrow had 
asked me to do when she’d telephoned me 
a half-hour earlier. So I obeyed her 
instructions. I made a mental note to tack 
an extra hundred clackers to my fee for 
this back-door stuff. The Farrow wren was 
a major star for Pinnacle Productions. I 
knew she could afford it. 

When I rang the rear bell, a cute little 
gay-Paree maid opened up for me. She 

handed me a hard stare. 
I said: “I came to see Miss Farrow. She 

sent for me. The name’s Turner.”  
The French filly unfroze and said: 

“Oh! Oui, Monsieur. You are expected. 
You will follow me up zee steps, s’il vous 
plait?” 

I nodded, wondering what the hell it 
was all about. I trailed along behind the 
brunette cutie. She led me up a back 
staircase to the threshold of a boudoir on 
the second floor. Going up the steps in 
front of me, her hips swayed impudently 
under the pert skirt of her black taffeta 
uniform. She had nifty stems, too. She 
didn’t seem much like a domestic servant. 
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She should have been in a burleycue 
chorus. 

She left me standing at the boudoir 
doorway while she went inside. From 
within the room I heard her say: 
“Mademoiselle Farrow, zee private 
detective zat you sent for has arrived. You 
will see him now, non, oui?”  

Right away another feminine voice, 
throaty and husky, said: “Yes, Marie-
Celeste. Send him right in, please. Then 
you may go.” It struck me there was a 
frightened quaver to the words. 

The oo-la-la maid came out, beckoned 
to me. I walked past her into the room, 
gave her a quick pat as I brushed by. She 
didn’t get sore. She just grinned and 
scrammed. 

 
T WAS early night. There was a single 
light burning in a rose-shaded lamp 

alongside the big four-poster bed. I tabbed 
Claire Farrow lying there with the covers 
partly turned down; and when I put the 
focus on her I forgot all about that French 
maid. This Farrow cupcake could make 
you lose track of your own name and 
address. 

Her hair was the orange-red of a 
Pacific sunset and she was wearing a green 
chiffon nightgown that looked like a 
bride’s debut. If the material had been cut 
any lower or spun any thinner she could 
have been pinched for indecent exposure 
and disturbing the peace. And I’m a sucker 
for redheads.  

In real life, Claire Farrow put the 
movie-cameras to shame. 1 wondered if 
her creamy white skin was as smooth as it 
looked. When she drew a deep breath her 
mounded whatchacallems pouted outward 
like ripe melons, firm and tempting. 
Copping a gander at them filled me with 
wild ideas. 

I said: “I’m Dan Turner. And you’re in 
trouble of some sort, sweet stuff. What is 

it?” 
She sat upright. A chiffon shoulder-

strap almost slipped its moorings. She 
gasped: “H-how did you know? Has 
anyone t-told you . . . ?”  

I shrugged. “Nobody told me anything. 
But people don’t send for private snoops 
unless they’re in some kind of jam.”  

She leaned toward me. I could peg 
plenty of interesting scenery. She 
whispered: “Y-you’re right, Mr. Turner. I 
am in trouble. Desperate trouble. I need 
help. But I—I haven’t got any money to 
pay for it right now . . .”  

This struck me as damned screwy. “No 
dough?” I said. I knew she dragged down 
at least five grand a week for starring in 
Pinnacle pix. And her husband was Gustav 
Gunnerson, a producer at the same lot. He 
was a self-made Swede who had started as 
a cameraman, become chief of the 
process-shot and special-effects 
department, and finally landed a 
producer’s berth. Between them, they 
made plenty of geetus. “No dough?” I said 
again. 

She seemed to guess my thoughts. “I—
I can’t go to my husband about this 
matter,” she quavered. “He mustn’t learn . 
. . anything about it. That’s why I had you 
sneak in the back way. If he ever found 
out that I’d called you, he’d divorce me. 
There’d be a scandal. I’d be ruined.”  

“Maybe you’d better start at the 
beginning and whistle the works,” I 
suggested. 

“Th-there isn’t very much to tell. I’ve 
been married to Gus three years. He hasn’t 
had much time for me. He’s been too busy 
with his own career. And so I . . . I . . .” 

“You strayed a little?”  
She flushed. Her long lashes lowered. 

“Y-yes,” she admitted. “It was Adams 
Laney, the cowboy star. He—he swept me 
off my feet. For a while I thought I was 
genuinely in love with him. Then I came 
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to my senses; broke off the . . . affair. But 
there were some letters I had written—” 

I said: “And now he’s shaking you 
down?”  

“Oh, no!” she took a sharp breath. “Ad 
was g-going to return the letters to me. But 
someone stole them from his home. And 
now the thief is b-blackmailing me. I’ve 
already paid out thirty thousand dollars, 
but the letters haven’t been returned. I’ve 
pawned my jewels to get cash; I’m down 
to my last dime. My husband and I have a 
joint bank account for our salaries, but I 
can’t draw any money from there without 
Gus finding it out and getting suspicious. 
And the blackmailer is demanding another 
t-ten thousand d-dollars!”  

I set fire to a gasper, thought it over. 
“Got any idea who might have the 
letters?”  

“N-no.”  
“Then there doesn’t seem to be very 

much for me to work on,” I said. 
She narrowed her glims at me. “Y-you 

don’t want to help me because you can’t 
see how you’ll get your fee!’ she 
whimpered bitterly. Then she squared her 
shoulders. “You won’t be . . . sorry. . . . 
Mr. Turner . . .”  

I caught her drift. I’m in this game for 
the lettuce, but there are times when my 
thoughts dwell elsewhere. This was one of 
the times. I said: “Baby, you’re playing 
with dynamite.”  

“I . . . don’t mind playing with 
dynamite. . .”  

I grabbed her by the arms, hauled her 
up against me. At first I just intended to 
kiss her and let it go at that. After all, I’m 
not a complete heel; I don’t want any quail 
to toss herself in my lap just because she 
happens to need my help. But this Farrow 
cookie made me forget my resolutions. 
She moaned, clung to me like a fragrant 
feminine leech; her sunset tresses tickled 
me in the smeller. . . . 

Well, what the hell! I’m as human as 
the next bozo; maybe more so. When I got 
around to gandering my wrist-watch again, 
it was exactly nine P.M. and I’d lost an 
hour somewhere. I said: “Excuse me a 
minute, hon. I need a drink. Then we’ll 
talk some more about this blackmail case.” 
I barged into the next room where she told 
me I’d find a cellarette full of Scotch. 

When I came back with a bottle and 
two glasses I started for the bed where she 
was lying. Then I stiffened. I said: “What 
the hell—!” 

The handle of a butcher knife was 
sticking out of Claire Farrow’s ticker; 
ketchup was soaking into the covers. Her 
peepers were wide, glassy, staring up at 
the ceiling, and there was just a faint 
flutter of pulse at her throat. 

I leaped toward her. 
As I made the move, I heard a sound at 

my back. I started to whirl around. I was 
too slow. I felt a noose of window-cord 
settling over my noggin, tightening around 
my gullet. It bit cider out of my Adam’s-
apple; strangled me. 

I tried to lash out backward with my 
heels and elbows. No dice. I couldn’t get 
turned around to see who had me. The 
cord constricted my windpipe like a Cuban 
garrote; thunder started roaring in my ears 
and I could feel my optics popping out of 
their sockets. I clawed at the noose but it 
didn’t do a damned bit of good. 

I felt myself swaying, falling. The 
room seemed to be going around like a 
roulette wheel; then the little ball landed in 
a black number. For me, everything got as 
inky as the inside of a fountain-pen. 

A
 

 CHOKING sensation brought me 
awake. Only this time it was more 

like drowning. There wasn’t any cord 
around my goozle. But my smeller was 
buried in water. 
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I thrashed about; managed to get my 
puss up in the air. I was wet, muddy, and 
the night was darker than the back 
entrance to hell. My uppers and lowers 
rattled like marbles in a cup. 

When I staggered to my gams I saw I 
was in a ditch half full of stagnant, slimy 
water somewhere out in the country. Some 
sharp tomato had tossed me in the drink, 
left me to drown. 

I hauled myself up to the lip of the 
ditch; piped a paved highway. I scraped a 
couple of cubic yards of filth off my 
poundage and started hoofing. 

There was a gasoline station about a 
mile down the pike. It was closed. I picked 
up a chunk of rock, slammed it through the 
glass door, let myself in. A clock on the 
wall pointed to one-thirty in the morning. 
Four hours and a half had gone by since 
I’d been in Claire Farrow’s boudoir. 

I said: “Damn!” and snatched up the 
phone. From the number on its dial I 
realized I was in Santa Monica. When I 
looked outside I recognized the 
intersection. I twirled the home number of 
my friend Dave Donaldson, homicide 
squad dick. 

After a while Donaldson answered. He 
sounded sleepy, sore. “Yeah! What is it?”  

I said: “It’s murder. This is Dan 
Turner. Listen. Send some bulls with a 
meat-wagon out to Claire Farrow’s stash 
near Beverly Hills. She’s been croaked 
deader than Columbus.”  

“The hell you broadcast!”  
“Yeah. And meanwhile, stop past my 

flat; get me a clean set of threads and some 
underwear. Bring ‘em to me—fast!” I told 
him where to find me. 

He wanted to ask a lot of fool 
questions. I hung up on him. 

Thirty minutes later I heard his official 
chariot screeching to a stop outside the 
service station. He came pelting toward 
me, sprayed me with his flashlight. When 

he saw the shape I was in he said: 
“Sherlock—! What in the hell happened to 
you!”  

I peeled off my muddy duds, washed 
myself with the water hose alongside a 
gasoline pump. “Some bright disciple 
garroted me, tossed me in a ditch for 
defunct.” Then while I climbed into fresh 
clothes I told him all that had happened at 
the Farrow wren’s wikiup. 

When I got through he said: “Cripes! 
Now who do you suppose—”  

“I don’t know,” I said. “But I aim to 
find out. The murderer tried to bump me 
too. And besides, I got aced out of a case. 
Come on. Let’s head for town.” 

Dave had a flask of bourbon in his 
bucket. I killed it while he drove hellity-
blip toward Claire Farrow’s stash. When 
we pulled up, I was feeling lots better. 
Bourbon isn’t as good as Scotch; but it’ll 
do in a pinch. 

 
E SLAMMED into the mansion. 
The joint was knee-deep in 

uniformed cops, reporters, homicide bulls. 
I pegged somebody in the front living-
room. He was pale, trembling; and he was 
handcuffed. I took a hinge at him, tabbed 
him. He was Gustav Gunnerson, the 
Pinnacle producer; Claire Farrow’s 
husband. Her widower, now. 

Dave Donaldson took a gander at 
Gunnerson’s bracelets. “What—why—?” 
he puffed. 

A cop saluted and said: “We d nabbed 
him just as he stepped into the house five 
minutes ago, Lieutenant. He’s the 
murderer. He bumped his wife.”  

Gunnerson exploded all over the place. 
He was a tall blond Swede with chunks of 
Scandinavia in his talk. He said: “By 
Yoseph, this is an outrage! I bet me I make 
somebody suffer for this!” Then he spotted 
me, recognized me. “You—Turner! I hire 
you right now to find out who kill my poor 
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lovely Claire! Then I get me five—ten—a 
dozen lawyer to make these damn’ police 
sorry!” Donaldson stepped ahead of me. 

“Why did you arrest Mr. Gunnerson?” 
he barked at the cop. 

“The dead woman named him, sir,” the 
flat foot shrugged. “Go upstairs and have a 
squint for yourself.”  

I pelted along in Dave’s foam as he 
ploughed up the steps. We elbowed into 
the boudoir. 

Even in death the Farrow cupcake was 
delishful. A police surgeon was just 
finishing his examination; had peeled the 
green chiffon nightie from her shoulders. 
Her flesh was white, smooth, like 
sculptured ivory. The only thing spoiling 
the picture was the shiv projecting from 
between her gorgeous breasts.  

The medico said: “She’s been dead 
about five hours,” which matched up with 
what I knew. It was now around two in the 
morning, and I remembered looking at my 
watch at nine o’clock, just before she was 
stabbed. Then the doc pointed to the 
pillow alongside the body.  

It was clean except for a smeared 
scrawl of darkened, coagulated gravy. 
Somebody had dipped a finger in crimson 
and written: 

 
“GUS KILLED ME . . .” 

 
Donaldson stared at the words. Then 

he whirled to me. “Bigahd, Turner, this 
makes it easy! You told me yourself that 
she wasn’t quite defunct when you last 
saw her. There was a flicker of pulse at her 
throat just before Gunnerson slipped that 
noose around your tonsils. After he hauled 
you away she must have lived long enough 
to write—”  

I said: “Wait a minute. I didn’t say it 
was Gunnerson who garroted me. Besides, 
it doesn’t make sense. If he did the killing, 
why would he walk back here right into 

the arms of the cops? Moreover, that 
message might not be on the up-and-up. 
Suppose somebody else beefed her and 
then wrote the note to throw suspicion on 
her hubby?” 

“Nuts!” Dave rasped. “You’re trying 
to front for him because he hired you a 
minute ago. You’re looking for a fee.”  

“Maybe,” I said. “But you’d better be 
damned sure of your ground before you 
toss his ears into the bastille. For one 
thing, how about checking the fingerprints 
on the handle of the toadsticker?”  

A homicide dick spoke up. “We’ve 
already checked. There weren’t any dabs. 
The murderer must have worn gloves.”  

A thought struck me. ‘‘What about the 
Farrow chick’s maid? Have you talked to 
her?”  

“No maid in the house. Did she have 
one?”  

“You’re damned right. A cute little 
brunette with come-hither glims and go-
places hips. If she isn’t here, you’d better 
start prowling for her. She let me into the 
tepee early tonight. And there was 
something funny about her, now I think of 
it. Her French accent didn’t ring level. She 
used too many zee-zat-zose words. Phony 
stuff—piled on too thick. Let’s go 
downstairs.” 

 
ONALDSON and I went back to the 
living room on the first floor. Gustav 

Gunnerson was still panting and swearing. 
“By yumping yeepers, I want these cuffs 
off from me! I want me a lawyer! I been at 
the Pinnacle lot all evening and I can 
prove it! I haven’t been home until now!”  

That brought Dave to attention. “You 
say you’ve got an alibi?”  

“Damn’ right! You take me to the 
studio and I show you!”  

I said: “Better do it, Dave. It might 
save you some trouble.”  

Donaldson grunted; ordered the 
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nippers unlocked from the widower’s 
hairy dukes. The three of us went out to 
Dave’s buggy, piled in. I drove while 
Donaldson kept his roscoe jammed against 
the Swede’s brisket. 

Twenty minutes later we slid past the 
gate guard at the Pinnacle lot. Gunnerson 
led us to his private office in the executive 
building. He switched on the lights. “I was 
right here all night until I went home a 
while ago!” he caterwauled. “Then your 
men haf the nerf to arrest me when my 
own wife is lying cold and dead!”  

Dave said: “Was anybody here in your 
office with you to back up your alibi?”  

“N-no . . . But—wait a minute! I yust 
thought of something. Look through that 
phone-book. Get the number of Hendrick 
Vanyork, the director. Dial it!”  

“What for?” Donaldson wanted to 
know. 

“He was working here on Sound Stage 
C tonight until after midnight, that’s what 
for! He was shooting some scenes of our 
latest western production.”  

“So what?”  
Gunnerson explained: ‘‘Like many 

other producers, I am—how you call it?—
superstitious. I make a point to appear in 
all my productions, in at least one scene. I 
play an extra bit—for luck. I never tell the 
director which scene I show up for. You 
phone Vanyork. Ask him what time he 
was shooting Scene One-Sixteen, Take 
Two.”  

I wondered what he was getting at. I 
said: “I’ll make the call, Dave.” I picked 
up the telephone, dialed Hendrick 
Vanyork’s home number.  

 
RETTY soon I had Vanyork on the 
wire. I said: “This is police 

headquarters calling, Mr. Vanyork. I want 
some information. At what time did you 
shoot Scene One-Sixteen, Take Two, 
tonight?”  

“Why—let’s see—that was when we 
made some publicity stills too. It was just 
about nine o’clock. Maybe a couple of 
minutes before, a couple of minutes after. 
Why do you ask?”  

“Never mind. Thanks,” I told him. I 
hung up, turned around, relayed the 
information he’d given me. 

Gunnerson looked triumphant, 
vindicated. He said: “So! Now I show you 
somethings. Follow me, please.”  

He steered us over to another building 
behind the giant soundstages: the 
developing and printing plant. That 
department worked twenty-four hours a 
day. The night shift was on duty. 
Gunnerson spoke to somebody. Then, in a 
minute, he turned to us with a can of 
movie film in his mitt. “Here are the 
rushes of Vanyork’s stuff, shot at nine 
o’clock tonight. Come!”  

We went with him into a small 
projection room. He fed the reel into a 
machine, switched on the motor. Before 
us, a screen lighted up. I saw a kid 
standing in the foreground of a western 
set, holding up a slate that read: 

 
GUNNERSON PRODUCTION 1354 

 
VANYORK, DIRECTOR 

SCENE 116 TAKE 2 
 
There were a few feet of this. Then the 

sound began to synchronize on the track 
and the kid stepped back out of camera 
range. 

The scene represented a western 
frontier town. The action didn’t matter 
much. Adams Laney, the cowboy star, had 
some six-gun stuff to do against four or 
five enemies. In the background, several 
miscellaneous character hams and bit 
players were hiding behind whatever 
barricades they could find. 

Gunnerson yelled: “Look! There I am 
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with my face sticking out from behind that 
rain-barrel at the back of the set. You can 
see me plain, by yeepers!”  

I took a quick gander. The Swede was 
leveling; his puss showed right there in the 
picture. He was wearing a Stetson and 
bandanna; had a goofy, scared expression 
in keeping with the scenario’s action. 

If ever there was a perfect alibi, 
Gunnerson had it. The film proved he’d 
been here on the Pinnacle lot at nine 
o’clock—the hour when his red-haired 
better half was being opened to glory. He 
was absolutely in the clear. 

He shut off the projector, switched on 
the lights. “Well?”  

Donaldson looked awed. He said: 
“Listen, Mr. Gunnerson, I guess we pulled 
a boner when we put the pinch on you. I-” 

 
UT I didn’t let him go any further. I 
grabbed his arm. “Save the apologies 

for later, chum. We’re going places!” I 
dragged him out of the little preview 
room, hauled him down to his official 
jalopy. We left the Swede standing there 
staring after us. 

I goosed Donaldson into his machine, 
climbed in beside him. He said: “Have you 
gone cuckoo, Hawkshaw? What the 
devil’s eating you?”  

“Plenty. Seeing Adams Laney in that 
rush reel reminded me that he may be the 
nub of the whole damned mess. 
Remember, he’d been Claire Farrow’s 
sweetie. She wrote letters to him. He 
claimed they were stolen from him. The 
thief was blackmailing Claire.” 

“Yeah. You told me all that.”  
“Well, then,” I said. “Suppose the 

blackmailer caught hep that the Farrow 
wren was bringing me into the case? 
Whoever the shakedown artist is, he might 
have followed me to her boudoir, croaked 
her and tried to bump me—because he was 
scared maybe I’d uncover him!” I gave 

Dave a nudge. “Get going. We’re heading 
for Laney’s joint!” 

Donaldson stepped on the gas. “You 
think maybe this western hambo is the 
killer?” He never lost those letters at all? 
He was doing the blackmailing himself?”  

I said: “Don’t be a dope. Laney’s got 
the same alibi Gunnerson’s got. You just 
saw him starring in that movie scene. 
Therefore he couldn’t have knifed the 
Farrow doll at nine o’clock.” 

We whooshed through the Pinnacle 
gates, out to the street. Dave scowled. 
“Then why are we going to see the guy?”  

“To find out a few things. Maybe he 
can give us a lead. He might have some 
suspicion as to the person that stole those 
letters from him.”  

Donaldson shut his yap, concentrated 
on driving. Presently we drew up before 
Adams Laney’s dugout in a Westwood 
subdivision. The house was dark. Inside, I 
heard a phone bell ringing. Nobody 
seemed to be home to answer it. 

I knocked hell out of the door. Nothing 
happened. I dragged out the ring of 
master-keys I always carry; tried several in 
the lock. Finally I found one that worked. 
Dave and I stepped inside. I went ahead. 
All of a sudden I tripped, stumbled over 
something— 

“What the hell!” I whispered. 
Donaldson found the lightswitch, flipped 
it. In the glow from a wall-bracket we both 
looked down at the floor. 

Adams Laney was lying there with his 
puss all purple and a window-cord noose 
around his throat. He was deader than 
vaudeville. 

Donaldson gurgled: “For the love of 
Whoozit!” and went to his knees alongside 
the cowboy star’s remainders. “Stiff as a 
board and cold as January. He’s been 
croaked two or three hours.”  

I felt as if I’d been slugged in the teeth. 
I’d been hoping to get some help from the 
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Laney ham. But his kisser was closed 
good and plenty—forever. Then 
something dawned on me. That phone was 
still ringing in a side room. I got a wild 
idea. I dashed over, lifted the receiver. 
“Hello?”  

A trembling she-male voice said: 
“Ad—darling—?”  

A hunch told me I might learn 
something from this dame who didn’t 
know Laney was deceased. I lowered my 
voice, disguised it. “Yes. This is Ad.”  

“Nola talking. Listen. I’ve been trying 
to get you for hours. What are we going to 
do about those letters, now that Claire’s. . . 
gone? We can’t afford to be mixed up in-”  

I stiffened. Talk about lucky breaks! 
The Farrow mystery was about to unfold 
right in my lap! I whispered: “Hold it a 
minute, Nola. There’s somebody here with 
me. Wait till I make sure I won’t be 
overheard.” Then I covered the phone with 
my palm and signaled to Dave Donaldson. 

He looked at me. I said: “Quick! Your 
theory was right. Laney was mixed up in 
the blackmail business. His accomplice 
was a dame. She’s on the wire. Dash to the 
house next door. Use their phone. Get the 
operator to trace this connection while I 
hold it open. Find out the name and 
address of the party who’s calling!” That 
was the only way a dial-phone connection 
could be traced: while it was still plugged 
in. 

Dave nodded, lumbered out of the 
house. I waited, holding my breath. Finally 
I spoke again into the phone. I said: “What 
had we better do, Nola?”  

“Those letters must be destroyed!” she 
came back. 

I took a shot in the dark. “Okay. I’ll 
come right over. You have them ready and 
we’ll burn them—” 

I heard a gasp at the other end of the 
wire. Then a click. My mysterious mama 
had hung up on me.  

 
 REALIZED I’d said the wrong thing. 
Evidently she didn’t have the letters. 

They were in Adams Laney’s possession. 
And Laney wouldn’t have made a crack 
like that. Consequently this Nola wren had 
tumbled to the fact that she wasn’t talking 
to the real Laney; and now I’d accidentally 
tipped her off that the fat was in the fire!  

Just then Donaldson puffed back into 
the house. “Got the dope.” he whispered. 
“That a phone’s listed for two frails named 
Nola Hinshaw and Betty Byrne. 
Apartment 4-A in a building on Wilshire.” 
He gave me the address, not very far 
away.  

I set fire to a coffin-nail and said: 
“Good. I spilled the beans, but maybe I 
can scoop them up again before this Nola 
Hinshaw has time to take a powder. You 
stay here; look for the blackmail letters. I 
think they may be in the joint some 
place—unless Laney’s murderer swiped 
them. Get your men here to take care of 
the bambo’s carcass. I’m borrowing your 
heap. I’ll phone you.” I pelted out, 
slammed myself into his sedan. 

In damned short order I was at the 
address Dave had given me. I raced up to 
the second floor, came to Apartment 4-A. 
It had two doors facing the hallway. I 
pounded on the nearest one.  

There was no answer at first. I began 
to think I was too late. Then I heard 
footsteps inside. A throaty voice said: 
“Who’s there?”  

“The law. Open up.”  
The portal swung inward. I took one 

startled swivel at the brunette cutie in front 
of me and almost swallowed the butt of 
my gasper. The jane was Frenchie—that 
pert little maid who had worked for Claire 
Farrow!  

She wore a peach-colored satin 
negligee that clung to her cuddly contours 
like poured oil. But when she tabbed me, 
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her peepers widened. “Why—Monsieur 
Turner!”  

I said: “Stow the Paris accent, baby. 
You’re Nola Hinshaw and that sounds 
American to me.” I shoved her backward 
into the apartment; followed her. 

She went red. “I’m not Nola Hinshaw! 
I’m Betty Byrne, if you want the truth. 
Nola Hinshaw is the girl who shares this 
place with me. And what business is it of 
yours if I pretend to be French so I could 
hold down a domestic job? I’d been out of 
work more than a year. Miss Farrow will 
tell you I’ve been a good servant, the three 
weeks I’ve been with her.”  

I stared. “Are you trying to tell me you 
don’t know Claire Farrow has been 
creamed?” 

She got greenish-pale; her palm 
flattened the thrusting mound of her left 
thingumbob. “You m-mean . . . 
murdered?”  

“Yeah. Where have you been all 
night?”  

“I—I left Miss Farrow’s house as soon 
as I let you in. I came straight home. I’ve 
been in bed.”  

I saw mussed covers in the next room. 
“Yeah? Well, where’s this roommate of 
yours. Nola Hinshaw?” 

“Why—she was home a long while. 
She kept phoning to someone who didn’t 
answer. A few minutes ago she got her 
party. Then she hung up; dived into her 
coat and hat. She ran out. She acted as if 
something had scared her. She yelled to 
me that she’d call me in an hour and tell 
me where to send her clothes.”  

I began to smell victory. The missing 
Hinshaw skirt was the one I wanted. And 
if she was going to phone this counterfeit 
French frail, Betty Byrne. I’d damned 
soon find out where to pick up her tracks. 

I said: “Okay, Betty. I’m staying here 
until that call comes in. Tell me, is Nola a 
big filly? Big enough to choke a 

heavyweight like me, haul me hither and 
yon?’  

“She’s-she’s quite large and strong,” 
the brunette cutie answered. “Why? Has 
she—d-done something!”  

“Yeah. I think she’s mixed up in Claire 
Farrow’s croaking.”  

“Oh-h-h . . . !” the phony Frenchie 
gasped and swayed toward me, melted into 
my arms as if she suddenly felt the need of 
protection. She squeezed herself close to 
me, trembled like a kitten coughing beef 
seeds. 

Which was natural enough. It would 
shock the bejaspers out of any jane to 
discover she’d been rooming with a 
possible murderess. “Take it easy, hon. 
Everything’s going to be jake,” I said 
soothingly. 

Her puss was upturned and her lips 
looked tremulous. At first she put up a 
half-hearted struggle; then she caved in, 
began to cooperate. 

Presently she whispered: “Mr. 
Turner—D-Dan—you won’t let anything 
happen to me, will you?”  

I said: “Such as what?”  
“Such as m-my getting involved in 

Miss Farrow’s m-murder.”  
“You needn’t worry,” I told her. “I’ll 

look after you personally. You can even 
park your chicklets in my bachelor flat if 
you want to, after I’ve nabbed your 
roommate.”  

“Oh, th-thank you!” her glims got 
starry. She pulled away from me. “I’ll g-
go shower and dress so I’ll be ready.” 

I said: “What’s the rush? We’ve got 
some time to kill until that phone call 
comes through. And I know a lot of 
interesting parlor games.”  

“Wouldn’t you sooner wait until we’re 
. . . in your apartment?” she smiled. Then 
she powdered to the bathroom, closed the 
door. 
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 SCOWLED, set fire to a gasper in an 
effort to quiet my notions. Still, though, 

the brunette cupcake was worth waiting 
for. I began pacing the rug. 

You could hear the shower running in 
the adjoining room. It splashed a hell of a 
long time; too damned long, in fact. Ten 
minutes stretched to fifteen— 

I snarled: “What the hell is this?” and 
opened the bathroom door, sopped a 
gander inside. The shower was still 
spraying, all right. But nobody was in the 
tub. My black-haired baby had taken it on 
the lam! 

Suddenly I remembered there was a 
rear door in the flat, leading into the 
hallway. I leaped to it. It was wide open. 
Then the truth dawned on me.  

The brunette quail wasn’t Betty Byrne. 
She was Nola Hinshaw, the wren I was 
after—the one who was mixed up with 
Adams Laney in that blackmail plot 
against Claire Farrow!  

Evidently I’d reached Nola’s 
apartment before she’d had time to pack 
up her things and scram. She knew she 
couldn’t escape while I was in the 
corridor, because I could see both doors. 
So she had brazened it out. She’d taken 
time to slip into a negligee before 
admitting me. Then she’d pretended to be 
her roommate, who was probably out 
somewhere. She had tricked me with a lot 
of lies and spurious pash; had slipped 
through my fingers while I thought she 
was bathing!  

Cursing myself for a dumbbell, I raced 
back into her bedroom. Then I saw 
something that confirmed my suspicions. 

It was a postcard photograph sticking 
in the edge of the bureau mirror; one of 
those trick affairs where you pose by 
sticking your head through a hole in a 
painted backdrop and the picture seems to 
show you riding in an airplane, or wearing 
a barrel. Coney Island stuff. This 

particular snap showed the brunette frail 
and a man alongside her, ostensibly in a 
screwy rowboat. 

The man was Adams Laney. 
So now I knew the phony Frenchie and 

the cowboy actor had been friends—or 
more than friends. And as I stared at that 
nutty snapshot postcard, I suddenly knew 
all the answers. 

I said: “Well, I’ll be damned!” and 
smashed out of the apartment stash. 
Downstairs I piled into Dave Donaldson’s 
sedan, headed for town. I had an important 
errand to do. It took me about a half-hour 
to get what I was after. Then I slammed 
that jalopy up to eighty-three and cut loose 
with the siren. I didn’t stop until I reached 
Westwood and the house where Adams 
Laney had been croaked. 

Donaldson was still there. He heard me 
arriving; came galomphing out to meet 
me. “You were right, Sherlock. I found 
those blackmail letters. Laney had ‘em all 
the time!” 

I said: “Sure. And now I’m going to 
deliver a murderer to you. Hop in—fast!”  

He crawled alongside me. I juiced the 
motor and we went away from there. Dave 
yodeled: “Hey—take it easy! My 
insurance is past due. Where are we 
headed?”  

I didn’t answer. I just drove. Pretty 
soon I scraped all the tread off his tires, 
braking to a stop in front of the tepee near 
Beverly where Claire Farrow had lived—
and died. “Come on!” I yeeped at 
Donaldson as I went belting up on the 
front porch. 

 
E WAS right with me. We smashed 
into the joint. There were some 

people in the front room, late as it was. 
Gustav Gunnerson was talking with a 
couple of undertaker’s men, arranging 
Claire’s funeral. I yanked my .32 
automatic from its shoulder-holster and 
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said: “All right, you Swedish heel. Reach 
high. Put the nippers on him, Dave. He 
cooled his wife and croaked Adams 
Laney, her lover!”  

Donaldson turned purple. “But you 
said a dame named Nola Hinshaw—”  

I kept Gunnerson covered. “Sure. Nola 
Hinshaw, the fake French maid, was in 
cahoots with Adams Laney to blackmail 
the Farrow jane. And I let Nola get away 
from me a while ago, dammit. But she’s 
guilty only of blackmailing; she had 
nothing to do with the murders. If she had 
bumped the cowboy she wouldn’t have 
been fooled even a little bit when I talked 
to her over the phone and impersonated 
him. 

Dave nodded uneasily. Then 
Gunnerson exploded with: “This is too 
much! I have already proved my alibi—”  

I said: “Yeah. That’s where you 
slipped up. You made it too slick. I’ll tell 
you exactly what happened. Sometime 
before nine o’clock you came home 
unexpectedly. You found me in your 
wife’s boudoir. You eavesdropped; heard 
her telling me about her brief affair with 
Adams Laney. 

“So you sneaked downstairs, got a 
kitchen knife. At precisely nine o’clock, 
while I was out of the boudoir hunting a 
drink, you stuck that shiv through Claire’s 
ticker. Then when I ankled back in, you 
jumped me; strangled me. While I was 
unconscious yon drove me to Santa 
Monica, dumped me in a ditch. 

“After that you faced the job of 
making an alibi. You went to the Pinnacle 
lot, where you had once been head of the 
process-shot and special-effects 
department. You managed to get hold of 
the negative of Scene One-Sixteen, Take 
Two—the Vanyork western picture which 
starred Adams Laney. That particular 
scene had been photographed at exactly 
nine o’clock—the moment when you were 

croaking your wife and throttling me. 
“With your technical skill, it was no 

job at all to mat out the face of a certain 
obscure character actor in the scene; a man 
whose map was sticking around a rain-
barrel in the background. 

“Then you got into a western costume; 
made a movie of yourself on one of the 
unused sets, against a blank background. 
You took that picture and blocked it into 
the original Scene One-Sixteen. Special 
effect work. Process shot. When you were 
finished, the negative apparently showed 
you as having been on the set at nine o 
‘clock. A perfect alibi.” 

Gunnerson looked pale around the 
edges. He said: “By God, I was there! You 
can’t prove—” 

 
 SET fire to a gasper. “Shut up. I’ve got 
plenty of proof. A little while ago I saw 

a snapshot of Nola Hinshaw and Adams 
Laney together—one of those trick things 
the photographers feature at summer 
resorts. The picture seemed to show Nola 
and Laney in a rowboat, but it was just a 
fake backdrop effect. When I tabbed this, 
it put my think-tank into high gear. I 
realized your alibi wasn’t worth a damn. I 
knew you could have faked that scene.”  

“That’s no proof!” the Swede snarled. 
“Okay,” I said. “How about this? 

When you got me to phone Vanyork, the 
director, he happened to mention that 
Scene One-Sixteen, Take Two, had been 
shot two ways. One by the movie cameras; 
and the other by a ‘still’ camera for 
publicity purposes. 

“So a few minutes ago I dashed out to 
the Pinnacle lot. I found the ‘still’ picture 
which had been made at nine o’clock; got 
a print of it. Here it is!” I poked forth a 
damp print. 

Everybody stared at it. Gunnerson 
seemed to be getting wabbly in the knees. 

I said: “After you fixed your alibi you 
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left the studio, went to Laney’s house. He 
was through his cowboy hamming by that 
time. You chilled him. Then you came 
home—and the cops arrested you. You 
were plenty scared when you found out 
Claire had lived long enough to name you 
as her murderer. But you bluffed it out. 
And you might have got away with it if it 
hadn’t been for this ‘still’ shot!” 

Dave Donaldson said: “Well, I’ll be 
damned!” and snapped the bracelets on 
Gunnerson’s limp wrists. 

I turned around, walked out. I was 
tired, fed up. This was one case where I 
hadn’t collected any fee for a damned hard 
night’s job. 

I went home and got drunk on Vat 69. 

 


