
Dan Turner—Hollywood Detective, December, 1942 

MALIBU MESS 
Nothing can be so mixed up as a couple of scrambled Hollywood 
marriages—with everybody wanting to kill everybody else. Dan 

is on hand to prevent things going quite that far . . . 

 
 

T WAS pretty damned late at night 
when I got home from the premiere of 
Harlow Sutherland’s newest cinema 

epic at Grauman’s Chinese. I was just 
unlatching the portal of my apartment stash 
when footfalls sounded behind me. 

I don’t like guys to creep up on me 
while my back’s turned. It makes me 
jittery. I pivoted, dug for the .32 automatic 
I always carry in a shoulder holster. Then I 
relaxed as I piped the approaching lug. He 
didn’t look dangerous. He merely seemed 
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worried, like a bozo with busted 
suspenders. 

“Pardon me,” he said in a mellow 
voice. “Are you Dan Turner, the private 
investigator?”  

I hung the focus on him. He was tall, 
well dressed, sort of handsome for a guy 
crowding fifty. Right now, though, his 
chiseled puss held a haggard expression. 

“Yeah,” I said. “I’m Turner. And 
you’re Harlow Sutherland, the Altamount 
director.” 

“Thank you for recognizing me,” he 
bowed a little.  

“Think nothing of it, pal. I just came 
from the premiere of your latest opus. It 
stunk.” 

He flushed, then grinned sardonically. 
“Nobody else in Hollywood would have 
the guts to tell me that. I like you for it. I 
need a man with courage.” Then he added: 
“I’ve been waiting here for you quite a 
while. I’d like to talk to you about my 
brother Duke.”  

I invited him into my igloo, fed him a 
jorum of Vat 69, wondered what new 
deviltry reckless young Duke Sutherland 
had been up to. Duke was a wild hellion, 
always in a jam. His spectacular escapades 
had nicked this older brother of his for 
copious hunks of geetus—although Harlow 
never seemed to balk when it came to 
paying the piper for the kid’s idiotic antics. 

Recently, however, Duke had settled 
down. About a month ago he’d married an 
obscure contract actress named Kitty 
Crane, a delishful brunette babe whose rep 
was somewhat tarnished around the 
fringes. You could have packed her acting 
talents and her morals in a thimble with 
enough room left over to float a canoe. 

Even so, since his marriage Duke had 
managed to stay out of the headlines. I set 
fire to a gasper and said: “What about the 
punk?  What’s he done this time?”  

Harlow Sutherland shook his head. “He 
hasn’t done anything. It’s his wife. She’s 
been kidnaped.”  

“The hell you yodel!”  
“It’s true. She disappeared this 

afternoon. Duke found a letter in his mail 
box, anonymous of course. It demanded a 
hundred thousand dollars ransom; 
threatened her with death if the money isn’t 
paid.”  

I gave vent to a low whistle. “A 
hundred grand! That’s important lettuce. 
Has he got that much to fork out?”  

“No, and neither have I. Between bad 
investments and Duke ‘s earlier . . . er, 
difficulties . . . my savings have been 
practically wiped out. We don’t dare notify 
the police for fear Kitty might come to 
some harm. That’s why I’m talking to you. 
I want you to find her, get her back.”  

“How come you’re so interested?” I 
asked him. “According to the gossip, you 
opposed Duke’s marriage to the jane. What 
makes you so anxious about her safety?” 

 
E REDDENED, lowered his voice. 
“Frankly, Duke thinks I’m behind the 

kidnaping. He practically accused me of 
bribing Kitty to leave him, then covering it 
up with the ransom note.”  

“How close is he to being right?” I 
asked bluntly. 

Sutherland’s glims narrowed. “Don’t be 
ridiculous. I’ll admit I didn’t want him to 
marry her. But I wouldn’t go that far.”  

“Okay, I’ll take your word for it. Now 
tell me why you objected to Kitty Crane as 
a sister-in-law.”  

“For a damned good reason,” he said 
reluctantly. “She used to be . . . well, she 
was my mistress.”  

“And you were scared Duke would find 
it out?”  

“On the contrary, I told him 
everything.”  

“How did he react?”  
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“He hates me for it. But that isn’t why I 
opposed the marriage. I happen to know 
what a dirty little double-crosser Kitty is. 
She was two timing me while I was paying 
her rent. When I learned it, I ditched her.”  

I said: “Oh. That’s different. You didn’t 
want your brother to run the same risk, 
hunh?”  

“Right. He wouldn’t listen to me, 
though. He married her even though I 
warned him she wouldn’t be true to him. 
Now she’s gone—and I’ve got to get her 
back. Just to prove I had nothing to do with 
her disappearance. I . . . I think a lot of 
Duke,” he added softly. 

“You must,” I said. “All right. I’ll try to 
find her for you. Provided you can meet my 
terms.” That’s a topic I always bring up 
when I take a case. I want the dough. The 
way I figure, if I stay in the snooping 
racket too damned long there’ll come a day 
when my elly-bay will get in the way of a 
bullet. I’m trying to make my pile and 
retire before this happens. 

“I’ll meet your terms if they’re within 
reason,” Sutherland said.  

I told him my fee would be two grand; 
a thousand now, another when I delivered 
the goods. He twitched as if I’d rammed 
him with a branding iron, but he wrote me 
out a check all the same. 

As soon as I had it in my pocket I asked 
one more question. “When Kitty was your 
girl-friend, you say she two timed you. 
Who was the guy?”  

“A gambler named Gallahan.” I thought 
that over as he scrammed. Stretch Gallahan 
was a big shot in Hollywood’s glittering 
underworld; owned two or three dice joints 
and faro layouts. He might make a good 
angle to start on. Since he’d known the 
Crane quail in the old days, it would have 
been easy for him to entice her into his car; 
put the snatch on her. 

 

Y BACHELOR wigwam is on the 
third floor. I stood at my window, 

watched Harlow Sutherland as he left the 
building. He got into a chauffeur-driven 
limousine and it pulled away. Then I 
tabbed a short, squat character emerging 
from the shadows of an alley across the 
street. This chunky bozo pelted to a parked 
Tanner taxi, spoke to its driver, pointed 
toward Sutherland’s vanishing limousine. 
The cabby nodded, the squat mug piled in 
and the hack rolled along after Sutherland’s 
chariot. 

The director was being tailed. That was 
obvious. 

Moreover, I thought I recognized the 
chunky lug. He looked like Bat Romani, a 
torpedo who hung around the fringes of 
Stretch Gallahan’s gambling outfit. In 
which case, my hunch might be correct 
about Gallahan being linked up with the 
kidnaping of Duke Sutherland’s bonnie 
bride. 

I goosed my grey matter into high gear, 
came up with a possible source of 
information. Then I barged down to the 
basement garage under my wikiup; got out 
my jalopy and headed for LaBrea. 

Presently I dragged anchor in front of a 
bungalow court, went to the rearmost 
cottage. There was a card on the mail box 
reading Miss Goldie Sunbeam. Oddly 
enough, the monicker was on the level. It 
sounded phony, but it wasn’t. 

I rang the bell. 
Goldie opened the door in person, a 

tall, willowy dish with bleached yellow 
hair and a ripe, voluptuous figure that left 
no damned doubts about her she-male 
gender. She was garnished in a thin chiffon 
negligee that made her creamy body seem 
even creamier. Beyond question, Goldie 
was strictly off the top of the milk bottle. 

She took a surprised gander at me and 
said: “Well, fry me in Crisco if it isn’t 
Apollo W. Adonis, the super-snoop! Hiya, 
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Sherlock. Come in and tell me what 
cooks.”  

“You alone, hon?” I asked her. 
“Desolately. But something tells me 

I’ve got company now. Or is this a business 
visit?”  

I trailed her into the living room. 
“Business principally. I could take on a 
drink, though.”  

“That’s not news.” She rustled up a 
bottle of cheap Scotch, poured a pair of 
slugs, handed me one. “To love,” she made 
a bitter mouth around the toast. 

I said: “To crime. It pays better.” I 
tossed off my jolt and pulled her down on 
the davenport alongside me. “How’ve you 
been, babe?”  

“Getting along. A nickel here, a dime 
there. I manage.”  

“You’re not drinking the brand of skee 
you used to drink,” I mentioned casually. 

“Vat 69 is too expensive. So what?” 
I dug five tens out of my wallet, fanned 

them. “So how would you like to earn 
this?” 

 
T WAS the wrong thing to say. 

form
Her peepers blazed and harsh lines 

ed around her angry kisser. “Damn 
you, Turner, I don’t have to take your 
insults. I thought you were a decent guy. 
Yes, we’ve been on parties together. But 
whenever I let you get gay with me it was 
because I liked you, see? Get that straight.”  

“Hey, nix!” I said. “You’re all haywire. 
I didn’t mean my remark the way you took 
it.” Then, to prove this, I stuffed the 
cabbage back in my billfold; slid my arms 
around her waist and drew her close to me. 
I spooned her a kiss that would have jostled 
the tripes out of a bronze statue. 

She tried to fight me off, but I wouldn’t 
let her. I shifted my kisser to the hollow of 
her throat, lingered it there until I sensed 
throbbing pulsations skittering through her 
alcoves and crannies. All of a sudden her 

lush pretty-pretties began to surge tautly 
against my chest. She wrapped herself 
around me, moaned in a helpless way and 
whispered: “You smooth heel, you know I 
can’t stand this sort of thing. . .” 

“Like me a little bit, sweet stuff?”  
“I despise you all the way to your 

kidneys. Kiss me again. . . !” she 
whispered. 

Well, what the hell? When a lady gives 
a command of that kind it’s only natural to 
obey orders. And although I’d started out 
in complete control of myself, now I was in 
a dither. I took a downward gander at 
where the negligee had drifted open. What 
I saw put an overcharge in my batteries, 
drove me off my chump. 

 
ATER I said: “Look, baby. Now we 
understand each other, let’s get down 

to brass tacks. When I offered you fifty 
clams it was information I wanted to buy.”  

“Oh?” she lifted an eyebrow. 
“Yeah.” Again I peeled out the five 

tens, tucked them in her palm. “Tell me 
how long it’s been since you quit knocking 
around with Stretch Gallahan.”  

“How did you know I’d quit?”  
“Well, you’re almost broke. You’re 

drinking inferior Scotch. You made a 
sarcastic toast to love. It adds up. You used 
to be Gallahan’s heart, but not any more.”  

“All right, Hawkshaw. So the rat 
walked out on me a month or so ago. I 
haven’t seen him since.”  

“You don’t know where he hangs out 
these days?” 

“No.” Her glimmers were stormy. “I 
wish I did.”  

I said: “Don’t hold out on me. You’re 
wise to the fact that he’s messing with 
young Duke Sutherland’s wife—the former 
Kitty Crane. They’ve sneaked away 
together for a little outing right now. Isn’t 
that true?”  

She sat up, pouted. “I don’t know if it’s 
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true or not. And I don’t give a damn.”  
“You lie in your teeth; sweetheart,” I 

said. “But if you won’t tell me where to 
find Stretch, that’s that.” I kissed her, made 
for the door. 

She said: “You forgot your fifty, 
Sherlock.”  

“Hang onto it,” I told her. “I’ll find a 
way to collect.” 

 
HE next morning, when I ankled into 
my downtown office, I sensed 

something haywire. My top desk drawer 
was open, whereas I knew I’d left it locked 
the day before. 

I took a swivel and said: “What the 
hell!” Somebody had glommed a brand 
new .32 Colt automatic I’d bought only the 
previous week. 

I unlatched my window, opened it. 
There was a temporary scaffolding resting 
on supports that projected from the offices 
adjoining mine on either side. It had some 
buckets of paint on it, and a guy was 
painting a sign on the side of the building. 
He was at the far end of the scaffolding. 

The lock on my window hadn’t been 
forced, so I knew nobody could have got in 
that way to swipe my spare roscoe. 
Whoever did it must have got in through 
the front door of the room. I made a mental 
note to change the door lock; then I sat 
down and dialed Altamount Studios. 

When the switchboard jessie answered, 
I. told her to connect me with Harlow 
Sutherland. She informed me he was in a 
story conference and couldn’t be disturbed. 

I said: “I don’t give a belch if he’s in 
the pest-house. Let me talk to him. Tell 
him it’s Dan Turner calling.”  

This brought results. Presently the 
director came on the line. “Yes, Turner?”  

“I think I’ve got a lead on the snatch,” I 
said. “I suspect Stretch Gallahan had a 
hand in it. But I don’t know where to locate 
his hideout. You can help me if you will.”  

“How?”  
“Last night when you left my joint you 

were tailed by one of the gambler’s hoods. 
Maybe he’s still shadowing you. I want 
you to get in your go-cart, come to my 
office building. Pile out, dismiss your 
chauffeur, ankle inside the lobby and hang 
around maybe five minutes. Then powder.” 
I hung up before he could ask too many 
questions. 

I went downstairs to a grog shop across 
the street, ordered a jorum of Highland 
tonic and sipped it slowly, keeping an optic 
on the entrance to my building. By the time 
I’d burned four gaspers, the Sutherland guy 
arrived in his limousine. He sent it away 
and barged into the lobby of the office 
dump. 

As he went in, a Yellow drifted to the 
curb and a chunky bozo sauntered out of it. 
He was Bat Romani, the Gallahan gunsel 
who had tailed Sutherland last night. He 
made for the office building in a hurry. 

I moved fast, too. I dragged my cannon 
from the shoulder holster where I always 
carry it; shifted it to my coat pocket. Then I 
pelted across the street in time to fall into 
step with Romani as he entered the lobby. I 
jammed myself against him so he could 
feel the rodney in my duke.  

“How would you like your gut 
ventilated, pal?” I said. 

His swarthy puss got pale. “Hunh—?”  
“One yeep and you’ll have more holes 

than a badminton racket,” I warned him. 
“Move, now. We’ll take the elevator.”  

He moved. I took a hinge around, 
didn’t see any sign of Sutherland. Not that I 
needed him; he’d served his purpose. I 
prodded Bat Romani into my office 
upstairs, frisked him for the nickel-plated 
.38 he had on his hip, shoved him into a 
chair. “Why were you tailing Harlow 
Sutherland?” I growled. 

“I don’t get you, gumshoe.”  
“Where has Stretch Gallahan got Kitty 
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Sutherland stashed?”  
From the look on his pan I knew he was 

going to lie. “I dunno what you’re talkin’ 
about,” he whined.  

I gave him a hinge at the muzzle of my 
automatic. “Keep on dishing me that brand 
of fertilizer,” I said. “Keep it up and you’ll 
get a facial massage with the business end 
of a spade. You won’t be alive to feel it, 
though.”  

His rodent lamps glittered and he licked 
his kisser as if he could already taste how it 
was to be deceased. “Gawd, you wouldn’t. 
. .”  

I snarled: “You don’t know me. I love 
to exterminate lice.” 

 
HAT got him. “Stretch is holed up in 
Gloria Maxon’s beach house at 

Malibu,” he spilled. “He won the summer’s 
rent of the place offa her in a dice game—
Oh-h-h, jeest!” 

As Romani’s low-pitched voice rose to 
a bleat, he stared by me toward the open 
window. I just grinned at him. I’d pulled 
the same trick many a time myself when I 
was in a tight spot. I figured he wanted me 
to look around so he could jump me. 

“It won’t work, rat,” I said. “You can’t 
kid me.”  

But he wasn’t kidding me. From the 
window at my back, a cannon sneezed: Ka-
chow! and Bat Romani folded forward, 
hugging his bread-basket. There was a 
muffled clatter as something hit the rug at 
my feet. 

I pivoted, catapulted toward the sill, 
leaned out. I was just in time to see that 
sign painter diving from the scaffolding 
into the vacant office next door. 

To head him off in the corridor, I 
thundered at my own portal. It stuck. By 
the time I wrenched it open the painter had 
made his lam. I couldn’t tell whether he’d 
taken the elevator or the stairway; but it 
was too late to go after him without 

running the risk of gun-play and maybe 
drilling a few innocent bystanders. 

I slammed back into my office, 
fastened the focus on Romani. He’d been 
drilled through the navel and he was deader 
than a catfish in the sun. 

Then I piped the object that had been 
thrown in the window. It was my own new 
Colt, the one that had been glommed from 
my desk. A thin wisp of burned cordite 
smoke was still curling out of its muzzle. 

I was in a hell of a spot. The picture 
was plain, ugly. The gambler, Gallahan, 
had posted a spy on the fake painter’s 
scaffold to keep tab on my movements. 
That was because he’d learned about 
Harlow Sutherland coming to me for help 
in finding the kidnaped Kitty. The spy had 
overheard Bat Romani about to belch and 
had browned the chunky hood with my gat, 
then tossed the weapon at me before 
scramming. 

So now I had a corpse on my carpet, 
with a bullet in it that would match up with 
the rifling in a roscoe registered to my own 
name. The circumstantial evidence would 
put my adenoids in a terrific sling. 

I began to ooze sweat, especially when 
I heard footfalls in the corridor and 
somebody knocked on my door. 

 
OU learn to be fast on your mental 
feet in my racket. I hefted Romani’s 

limber remnants into a big easy chair, got a 
bottle of Vat 69 and two glasses from the 
desk. I poured some whiskey into one 
glass, clenched the defunct guy’s fingers 
around it and rested it on a padded arm of 
the chair. I crossed one of his gams over 
the other, propped up his lolling noggin, set 
fire to a gasper and stuck it in his kisser; 
held my palm under his jaw until it set 
firmly enough to hold the burning pill. 

I took a final squint at him. His glims 
were wide, staring. Then I crossed the 
office, opened the door. 

T 
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A uniformed copper hung the glimpse 
on me. “Somebody up here reported a 
shot,” he said. 

I laughed. “Yeah, I heard the noise. 
Probably a jalopy backfiring. Nothing’s 
haywire here, though. My buddy and I 
were just having a quiet jolt.” I looked 
toward Romani. 

The cop glommed a gander, casually. 
And at that very instant, rigor mortis or 
something flexed the deceased thug’s 
stems. The one knee I’d crossed over the 
other suddenly jerked, straightened out, 
slipped off. The foot hit the floor with a 
thump. 

I held my breath. If the Scotch spilled 
from Romani’s glass or the cigarette 
dropped out of his mush, I was sunk. The 
harness bull would investigate, see that the 
guy was a carcass and haul my hips to the 
bastille on a homicide rap.  

But the whiskey didn’t spill. The gasper 
held steady in the corpse’s yapper. 

I stifled a shudder of pure relief. From 
where the cop stood, it just looked as if 
Romani had voluntarily uncrossed his legs 
the way any living bozo might do. 

The uniformed minion grinned.“Okay, 
boys. Sorry I bothered you.” He ankled out. 

Then, as he lammed, an odor drifted to 
my trumpet—like raw meat being cooked. 
It was the coffin nail frying Bat Romani’s 
lips. 

I grabbed the drink out of his mitt, 
dashed it in his puss to put out the burning 
tobacco. Then I closed the Venetian blind 
on the window and got to work. 

There was a red stain on my rug where 
Romani’s ketchup had spilled. The rug 
itself was large, and it gave me a sudden 
idea. I remembered my Roman-Egyptian 
history. Cleopatra, alive, had been 
smuggled around while wrapped up in a 
rug. Why couldn’t Romani, defunct, be 
toted out of my office the same way? 

I jerked the floor covering out from 
under the desk, chairs and furniture; laid 
the gunsel’s remainders in the middle. 
Then I rolled the whole thing loosely so the 
corpse wouldn’t make too perceptible a 
bulge. I tied the ends with twine like a 
giant tamale; hefted the roll on my 
shoulder. 

Then I whispered: “What the hell—!” 
as another knock sounded on my door. 

 
 UP-ENDED the rug in a corner, 
answered the knock. A tall, dissipated 

jerk swayed over the threshold, faced me. I 
tabbed him from the many times I’d seen 
his mug in the newspapers in connection 
with some hellishness or other. He was 
Duke Sutherland, the Altamount director’s 
younger brother. 

“Are you Turner?” he breathed essence 
of gin in my puss. 

“Yeah,” I said. “What’s on your mind, 
punk?”  

“Jush thish,” he hiccupped. “Harlow 
hired you to find m’wife, didn’t he?”  

I saw no reason to deny it. I figured he 
ought to feel better if he knew I was 
working on the case. So I said: “Yeah.”  

He went hysterical on me. “You layoff, 
unnershtand’? You mess in thish and 
they’ll k-kill her! Dragging you into it is 
jush the shame as telling the copsh! They’ll 
murder her—”  

“Then how do you expect to get her 
back?”  

“By paying the ranshom!” he beeped. 
“Your brother said he hasn’t got a 

hundred grand.”  
“He can get it! Let him borrow it.”  
“Okay,” I grunted. “Simmer down. I’ll 

drop the case if you insist.” But I had my 
fingers crossed. 

He glared at me drunkenly. “If anything 
happensh to Kitty on account of you, I’ll 
croak you, shee?” He turned, lurched off. 
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I shut the door after him, sat down with 
Bat Romani’s cadaver for company; waited 
for nightfall to come. It was a hell of a long 
wait, and not very damned pleasant; but I 
spent the time laying some plans. 

When darkness finally dragged itself 
around, I went down to the nearby parking 
lot; got my coupe and put it in the alley 
behind the building. Then, upstairs again I 
hefted the rolled rug containing Romani’s 
earthly shell; toted it out and down. 
Nobody piped me in the alley as I opened 
the rear deck of my bucket and crammed 
the corpse into the roomy luggage 
compartment over the spare tire.  

This done, I shut the lid; got up front 
and kicked the starter, headed for Malibu 
Beach.  

I lingered along the cliff road, stopped 
at a highway beanery for some supper, 
killed a couple of hours playing marble 
games on a pin-ball machine. Presently it 
got late enough for what I wanted to do. I 
started rolling again; wound up with my 
headlights doused and my motor cut off, 
drifting toward the Gloria Maxon beach 
house. That was where Bat Romani had 
told me Stretch Gallahan was hiding out. 

 
HE wigwam was a two-story affair, as 
lavish as only a movie star’s joint 

could be. It was much too damned swell for 
a crooked gambler like Gallahan; but then 
he’d probably won its summer rental with 
loaded dice. The Maxon dame could afford 
it; she was one of the highest paid wrens in 
the yodeling tintypes. 

I stopped about fifty feet away from the 
layout; alighted in foggy darkness. I 
dragged the rolled rug from the back end of 
my heap, shouldered it; moved forward 
without any noise. 

Just as I reached the stash I heard a 
sound. It froze me. A guy was coming 
toward me, sweeping the misty shadows 
with a swinging beam from a flashlight. I 

tabbed his map in the deflected glow; knew 
I’d seen him somewhere before. Then my 
think-tank came up with the answer. He 
was the phony sign-painter who’d bumped 
Romani through my office window. 

I grinned to myself in the dark. Now I 
was sure of two things. First, this fake 
painter was a Gallahan mobsman—the one 
who had swiped my spare rod and 
committed deliberate killery with it. 
Second, this Gloria Maxon wigwam was 
undoubtedly the place where Gallahan was 
holed up. The gorilla doing sentry duty 
proved it. 

He was coming toward me but hadn’t 
yet spotted me. He would, though, if his 
flash-beam hit me; then my plans would be 
scrambled to hellangone. To prevent this, I 
moved fast; untied the twine around one 
end of the rolled rug. Then I tossed the rug 
away from me in the direction of the 
oncoming hood. Romani’s remainders 
tumbled stiffly at the guy’s feet.  

He cursed, squirted his torch at the 
corpse. Then I heard him spew forth an 
oath as he dragged a roscoe from his 
pocket. He leaned over Romani, staring. 

I jumped from the misty shadows, 
landed full on his back and climbed it like a 
monkey going after coconuts. 

His breath went out in a startled 
whoosh. I got my fingers on his windpipe, 
clamped them there, turned on the pressure. 
I could feel the gristle in his gullet caving 
in as I squeezed. Presently he got quiet, fell 
forward on his puss. I took his revolver, 
maced him on the thatch with it for luck. 

Then I holstered my own automatic. If 
it got necessary for me to spend any bullets 
from now on, I figured I might as well save 
mine and use the heater I’d taken from the 
phony painter. I hefted Romani’s carcass, 
crept toward the house. 

The beach-front entrance was locked 
but I took care of this slight difficulty with 
one of the special keys that are part of my 

T 



Malibu Mess 9

regular snooping equipment. I sneaked 
indoors, shut the portal after me, located a 
dark stairway. Holding Romani in front of 
me like a shield, I went up one step at a 
time. 

At the top there was a long hall, with a 
closed door at the far end. Light streamed 
around its edges and through a keyhole. I 
made for it, propped Romani in a corner 
and wedged him there. Then I kneeled, 
peered through the keyhole.  

The room was a boudoir. Within my 
range of vision there was a bed with a 
gorgeous brunette quail on it, looking 
utterly contented. She was the missing 
Kitty Sutherland. 

 
HE wasn’t bound in any way. In fact, 
she wasn’t even dressed except for a 

gossamer black nightie that gave her a hell 
of a seductive appearance. I tingled a little 
when I lamped her lush thems and thoses 
through the wispy material. 

Then the keyhole went temporarily 
black as somebody walked past it, inside 
the room. This somebody moved toward 
the bed and I copped a hinge at a man’s 
back, a guy in pajamas and dressing gown. 
He leaned over the brunette cupcake, fed 
her a passionate kiss on the mouth. She 
clung to him, bounced herself around. In a 
moment I piped the bozo’s map, 
recognized him. 

He was the gambler, Stretch Gallahan. 
I realized then what I should have 

guessed from the beginning. Kitty, the 
beautiful little double-crossing witch, had 
voluntarily come here with Gallahan. The 
kidnaping was a fake. She was working 
with the gambler in a scheme to extort 
geetus from her own hubby! Or rather, 
from her hubby’s older brother, Harlow 
Sutherland. 

She started talking to Gallahan. “Do 
you think that private detective might break 
up our game, darling?”  

“Turner, you mean? Nix. He’s in a 
spot. He’s got Romani’s carcass in his 
office and can’t get it out. Sooner or later 
the cops will nail him. The slug in Romani 
will match Turner’s gat. Will he have a 
time explaining that to a jury!”  

I smiled. Gallahan had a surprise 
coming.  

Kitty said: “What about the dough? 
You think Harlow will kick through?”  

“How can he help it? You know how 
much he thinks of Duke. When he finds out 
Turner’s been eliminated, he’ll know the 
jig’s up. It stands to reason he’ll pay—for 
Duke’s sake.”  

The wren giggled, played with 
Gallahan’s curly hair. “Then you and I will 
take the money, beat it for South 
America—”  

Before she could finish daydreaming, 
hell poured loose. Over on the far side of 
the bedroom a communicating door bashed 
open; a screaming guy hurtled over the 
threshold. I couldn’t pipe his pan, but I saw 
his right mitt held a rodney. 

“I heard what you said, you two-timing 
dastards!” he yodeled. “I cooked up this 
whole scheme and now you figure to diddle 
me out of my share and lam! You won’t get 
away with it, though. I’ll—” He raised his 
equalizer. 

 
HEREUPON I punched my door 
open, held Romani’s cadaver before 

me. The guy with the gun whirled, jerked 
his trigger finger twice. A pair of thudding 
impacts slammed the corpse I was using for 
a shield.  

I said quietly: “Okay, Duke Sutherland. 
Drop the artillery or eat a bullet 
sandwich.” 

His shoulders slumped and his puss 
went pasty. “My God . . . you . . . . you’ve 
g-got me. . . .”  

“Damned right I have. You hired 
Gallahan to snatch your bride. It was a 
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scheme to milk a hundred grand out of 
your brother. When he came to me for help, 
you and Gallahan got scared. You tried to 
talk me off the case, while Gallahan did 
even better than that. He attempted to 
frame me for a bump-off. Then Kitty and 
Gallahan got set to double cross you. It 
looks like you lose all the way around, 
punk.”  

Duke gave Kitty a bitter glare. She’d 
gone to the gambler, was trembling against 
him. Duke said: 

“So you’re choosing Gallahan in 
preference to me, eh?”  

She nodded defiantly. 
And then, from the hallway behind me, 

a harsh she-male voice caterwauled: “Well, 
sister, if you choose Stretch Gallahan, you 
choose a corpse!” And a gun sneezed: Ka-
blam! over my shoulder. 

Gallahan’s glims widened stupidly as 
the slug took him full in the brains. He was 
as dead as Confederate currency before he 
hit the floor. 

I pivoted, blinked at the blonde Goldie 
Sunbeam—the quail that Gallahan had 
ditched. I gasped: “What the hell!”  

Her crimson kisser was tremulous and 
her voluptuous bonbons surged under the 
bodice of her frock. “Sorry, Sherlock. I lied 
to you last night when you asked me where 
Stretch was staying. I knew he was here at 
Malibu. And when you told me he was 
fooling around with Kitty Sutherland I got 
crazy jealous. I brooded, came here tonight. 
. . .”  

I nodded, turned to Duke Sutherland. 
“Okay, jerk,” I growled. “Take your wife 
and beat it to hell out of here. Both of you 
keep your yaps zippered about what’s 
happened, understand? Let Harlow think I 
pulled a rescue act.”  

The punk glued the groggy gander on 
me. “You mean—you don’t intend to tell 
my brother that we—Kitty and I—faked 
the kidnaping to get money from him—?”  

I dished the jerk a fresh-laid sneer. “I 
really ought to, but I won’t. He thinks so 
damned much of you, I haven’t got the 
heart to disillusion him by telling him what 
a louse you actually are. Remember, 
though; the first time you spill any gab 
about what took place in this stash tonight, 
I’ll belch what I’ve got on you.”  

His glims showed rodent gratitude. 
Then he grabbed Kitty by the arm, roughly. 
“Come on, tramp,” he said bitterly. 

They lammed.  
When they’d gone, I pitched Bat 

Romani’s cadaver to the floor. I snagged 
the smoking gat from Goldie Sunbeam’s 
trembling mitt, wiped off her fingerprints. 
Next I smeared it with prints from 
Romani’s rigid fingers, left it alongside his 
corpse. Finally I picked up the automatic 
that Duke Sutherland had dropped; put it in 
Stretch Gallahan’s defunct lunch-hook. 

I turned to Goldie. “The set is dressed 
now, hon. When the cops come they’ll 
think Gallahan and Romani browned each 
other in a pistol picnic.”  

She widened her peepers. “You’re n-
not going to t-turn me over to the law?”  

“No, babe. I’m not.”  
“But wh-why?”  
I said: “Gallahan was ripe for what you 

gave him. You did society a good turn by 
rubbing him out. Besides,” I added, “I paid 
you fifty seeds for information I never got, 
remember? So how in hell could I collect it 
if you were in the death house up at San 
Quentin?” 

 
 

 


