
Dan Turner—Hollywood Detective, February, 1943 

 
 

At first, Dan thought the girl had shot at him and it didn’t make him any the less mad 
because she had missed. But before he could make her talk, another bullet closed her 
mouth. That sort of interference in Dan’s business was the last straw! Somebody was 

going to pay—and plenty. 
 

 DON’T like to be shot at, particularly 
when I’m not expecting it. 
Consequently, when this tawny-

skinned gal with the brown hair and slender 
curves pushed a slug in my general 
direction I got sore. It didn’t matter that she 
had missed me, because she might do 
better with her next try. So I moved fast; 
dived at her. 

All of which took place shortly after 
eleven o’clock one Monday night in the 
forecourt of Grauman’s Chinese Theater, 

where I’d been attending a major preview. 
A few moments before the gunnery got 
started, I saw the picture’s final fade-out 
and ankled to the lobby; whereupon 
somebody called: “Hey, Sherlock, wait a 
minute.”  

Pivoting, I piped Walt Monroe, the 
retired horse opera star, beckoning to me. 
Walt was one of Hollywood’s genuine old 
timers and he still dressed the part. Along 
with his tuxedo he wore a ten gallon 
Stetson and high heeled boots to remind 
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you how he’d once galloped all over the 
landscape in cowpoke roles when men 
were men and movies were silent. 

But the talkies had dropped him years 
ago, and now he rusticated on a ranch out 
in San Fernando Valley. It was rumored he 
had a copious stack of geetus salted down; 
and I could well believe it when I copped a 
gander at the dinner jacket he was wearing. 
It must have pushed him back at least two 
hundred hermans, and it was tailored to his 
tallness as if it had grown on him in a 
hothouse. 

 
HERE was a pudgy, unwholesome-
looking bozo with him; a guy whose 

pan was fishbelly pale and whose glims 
protruded froglike from sockets of lard. 
The rest of him wasn’t fat, though; just 
doughy, like a loaf of unbaked bread. 

Monroe yodeled: “Hiya, Hawkshaw. 
Where’ve you been lurking lately? I want 
you to meet Lew Sultan. Lew, this is Dan 
Turner, heaven’s gift to the private 
snooping racket.” 

When I shook the pudgy guy’s flipper, 
it felt like a defunct herring, soft and moist 
and slippery. Lew Sultan was head cheese 
of Supremacy Productions, one of the 
biggest biggies on the celluloid coast, and 
this was the first time I’d ever met him. But 
I wasn’t too impressed. 

“Glad to know you, Turner,” he said. 
“I’d like to discuss a certain matter with 
you. A detective matter.”  

Just then Walt Monroe spotted 
someone he knew. He said: “Excuse me, 
you guys,” and powdered. 

I hung the focus on Sultan. “So you’re 
worried.”  

“How did you know that?” he said 
sharply. 

“People don’t hunt introductions to 
private gumshoes unless they’re in 
trouble.” 

“Very clever, Mr. Turner. You’re right. 
I am in trouble. Of a peculiar kind.”  

I set fire to a gasper. “Yeah?”  
“Some lousy dame is trying to shake 

me down,” he said bitterly. “Will you ride 
home with me in my car so I can give you 
the whole story?”  

I started to tell him my own jalopy was 
on the theater parking lot, but then I 
remembered his position. As chief of 
Supremacy Pix he dragged down more 
lettuce than Post has Toasties; and you just 
don’t refuse a character of that caliber 
when he offers you a lift. It would be the 
same as throwing money in the sewer. So I 
said: “Sure. Let’s go.” 

“Thanks,” he looked relieved. “Thanks 
a lot.” And we made toward an exit. 

The foyer was pretty crowded. Shoving 
a path through the mob, I asked him: “Who 
is this cookie that’s slipping you the 
needle? What’s she got on you?”  

“Nothing she’s got on me, positively! 
Her name is Nadine Carradine—but I don’t 
even know her. I swear to you. I’ve never 
so much as laid eyes on her!”  

This sounded screwy and I said so. “If 
that’s the case, then how can she put the 
bite on you?”  

“You tell me,” he made a sour mouth. 
“She keeps calling me on the phone and 
sending me threatening letters.”  

“On what basis?”  
“She claims I . . .” he turned red, 

squirmed with embarrassment. “She claims 
I ‘attacked’ her! Can y’imagine that?”  

I managed not to grin. “Could be,” I 
said. 

Now he was pleading. “But I didn’t, 
Turner, honest! I never saw the girl. She 
must be crazy. I want you should find her 
and tell her so. Give her a scare. Tell her 
I’ll fix her good and plenty if she don’t lay 
off me. What would Lupe say if such a 
business got into the gossip columns and so 
forth, God forbid?” 

T 



Phony Shakedown 3

 
HE Lupe he referred to was Lupe 
Peralta, a miniature Mexican chili-

pepper whose brunette yumph was matched 
only by her red hot temper. She was one of 
Sultan’s biggest Supremacy stars, and she 
was also his fiancée. Granting that it was 
true love, I could see why he had the jitters. 
An open scandal might bust up his 
romance. 

By this time we were almost out of the 
theater’s big, brightly lighted forecourt. 
Batteries of searchlights stabbed the sky, 
throngs of autograph fiends jammed the 
joint, and a radio announcer was trying to 
wangle celebrities over to his microphone 
for a few words on the air. It was the usual 
Hollywood preview shindig, with velvet 
ropes strung up to keep back the rabble and 
give the stars free passage. 

Up front by the box office, the car-
starter spotted us. “Mr. Sultan’s car, 
please,” he blatted into his loud speaker. 
“Stand aside, folks. Mr. Sultan’s car.”  

A bilious purple Cadillac limousine 
trimmed with six tons of chromium slid to 
the curb, tooled by a hulking bruiser in a 
ridiculous comic opera uniform. This 
liveried lug stopped with an unnecessary 
flourish, hopped out, opened the tonneau 
door, and made with a salute. “At your 
service, sir.”  

Lew Sultan started to climb in. And 
then, from the fringe of the forecourt, a 
roscoe sneezed: Ka-chowp! and a sizzling 
hornet spanked past my noggin; chewed a 
neat hole in the Cadillac’s purple paint. 

 
 GASPED: “What the—!” and spun 
around; lamped a slim little brown-

haired wren struggling away from the mob, 
squirming under the black velvet rope. She 
was young and shapely in an inexpensive 
grey rayon frock that clung to her like 
varnish. Her complexion was tawny, 

almost golden, and her hazel peepers had a 
misty quality.  

Also she had a gat in her dainty duke. 
Smoke was curling out of its muzzle as she 
raised it, aimed it at me again. 

That was when I catapulted toward her 
in a low flying tackle. As I charged, my 
shoulder hit the car-starter; dumped him on 
his back. He went skittering against the 
base of the box office, put a dent in the 
woodwork with his profile, passed out 
cold. Then I got my arms around the 
brown-haired filly; spilled her like a broken 
milk bottle. 

The rod flew from her grasp and she hit 
the cement with a wham that might have 
busted some bones and certainly mussed up 
her pretty little dress. A series of sounds 
dinned in my ears—she-male screeches 
mingling with masculine cuss words. That 
was the crowd milling around, getting 
vocal, building up to a panic. 

I shifted my grip on the tawny tomato. 
She was still down with her shoulders 
mashed into the concrete footprints of 
Rudolph Valentino or somebody. 

I snarled: “Take pot-shots at me, will 
you?” and whanged her across the puss 
with my open palm. 

She whimpered at the sting of this. 
“Please. . .!”  

“What was the big idea?” I barked in 
her teeth. 

“I . . . wasn’t shooting . . . at you! I 
wanted . . . to kill Lew Sultan because. . . .” 
She didn’t finish. 

“Oho! So that’s it, is it? Then you must 
be the quail that’s been sending him 
threats!” 

 
EFORE she could either confirm or 
deny, a traffic cop barged forward; 

nailed me by the shoulder and jerked me 
off balance. He yeeped: “What cooks, wise 
guy?”  
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“Lay off, flatfoot. This cutie just tried 
to scald Lew Sultan. She admits it.”  

“You don’t say! And who are you?” 
“Dan Turner, private eye.” I gave him a 

hinge at my special badge. Then I reached 
down for the tawny tessie, propped her 
upright. “Talk, babe. Fast.” 

She opened her tremulous kisser—and 
caught a bullet in her tonsils. The stab of 
flame came from somewhere near Lew 
Sultan’s Cadillac at the curb, and the slug 
put a permanent period to whatever the 
quail had intended to tell. She stiffened as 
the report thundered, then sagged 
convulsively against me. Then she 
shuddered, went limp in my arms. A trickle 
of crimson dribbled from one corner of her 
mouth as her head lolled sidewise. She was 
as dead as a baked partridge before I 
lowered her to the paving. 

For an instant I thought I was going to 
pass out myself. While I fought to control 
my quivering clockworks, hell broke loose 
around me. The crowd went hysterical and 
so did that traffic bull. He ran in aimless 
circles; pulled his gun and tried to blow it 
like a whistle. Then he yanked a cigar out 
of his pocket and threatened to shoot the 
mob with it if they didn’t get quiet. 

He was stark, raving nuts. Fortunately, 
though, some more patrolmen came pelting 
forward just then; restored a semblance of 
order. While this was going on I sprinted 
away from the tawny cupcake’s remnants; 
hurled myself at Lew Sultan’s gaudy go-
cart. The pudgy Supremacy mogul was 
crouched in the tonneau, popeyed with 
terror, his phiz as pale as adulterated milk. 

I glued the grab on him. “Okay, you 
ugly little termite. Did you shoot that 
jane?” 

“Me? My God, no! I—I—”  
I reached past him, picked something 

up from the floor of the car. I snarled: “If 
you didn’t, then what the hell is this 
cannon doing here?” 

 

 
 

ULTAN STARED at the automatic and 
nearly collapsed. A sobbing breath 

wheezed out of his gullet and he seemed to 
deflate in his threads like a pricked balloon. 
“I—I n-never saw it before! My chauffeur 
will tell you—”  

I took a swivel toward the front 
compartment but the hulking flunky in 
livery had lammed. Evidently he hadn’t 
craved any part of a bump-off beef. Or 
could he have had some other reason for 
taking a sudden powder?  

“Where did he go?” I hauled Sultan 
toward me. “Speak up before I dish you a 
load of lumps!”  

“I—I don’t know—”  
Over in the fore court, those cops were 

having a hell of a job with that squalling 
throng, trying to keep people from 
trampling the deceased dame. Abruptly one 
couple broke through the tangled fracas and 
came racing toward the Cadillac. 

The guy was Walt Monroe, his ten 
gallon Stetson towering high over the 
heads around him, his cowboy boot-heels 
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hammering the pavement as he ran. And 
the diminutive brunette cookie with him 
was Lupe Peralta, Supremacy’s chili-
pepper star and Lew Sultan’s fiancée. 

 
UPE was something to dream about on 
rainy evenings, even in her current 

condition of wild excitement. Her midnight 
hair emphasized the pallor of her piquant 
pan, and she had her skirt pulled up so she 
could run faster. 

Presently she and Monroe gained the 
curb. She yeeped: “Lew, darleeng—what 
ees eet that happened? Tell me queeck 
before I go off my chomp!”  

The studio executive tried to say 
something, but apparently the words got 
stuck crosswise against his adenoids. He 
made a gurgling sound, like water going 
down a faulty drain. 

Then Walt Monroe grabbed me, spun 
me around. “What happened gumshoe, did 
Lew shoot that girl?”  

“I don’t know,” I told him truthfully. 
“He had this rod in his bucket. It’s been 
fired.”  

From behind me, a voice rumbled: “Is 
that so? Thanks a lot, pal. For once in your 
misspent career you’ve been useful to me.” 
And when I whirled, I stared into the beefy 
lineaments of Dave Donaldson, my old 
friend from the homicide squad. 

 
 FASTENED the stupefied focus on him. 
“Where the blazes did you come from? 

You must have been hiding under a rock!”  
“Can’t a cop take in a preview once in a 

while?” he demanded in an aggrieved tone. 
“Anyhow, it’s a good thing I was here.” He 
reached forth, snatched away the automatic 
I’d picked off the floor of the Cadillac. 

I said: “Now, wait a minute—”  
“Wait my nostril!” he growled. Then he 

tapped Lew Sultan on the shoulder. “Come 
on, pappy. Let’s take a little trip down to 
the bastille.” I felt like a heel when I heard 

that. After all, I hadn’t intended to dump 
the Supremacy mogul in the grease at this 
particular moment. The gun in his car was 
pretty thin circumstantial evidence when 
you stopped to consider it. Maybe its 
rifling would fail to match the slug that had 
cooled the tawny cookie. Perhaps Sultan’s 
mitts would show negative to the paraffin 
test, proving he hadn’t done any triggering. 
Possibly the rodney had been tossed into 
his tonneau by somebody else. 

All the same, he had a ride to the gow 
confronting him; and it was my fault. He 
might get out from under the rap or he 
might not; but which ever way the dice fell, 
I realized I’d done myself out of a potential 
client and a prospective fee. 

The doughy dope made this plain 
enough when he slipped me the fishy 
glimpse. “Blast your soul, snoop! I’ll get 
plenty even with you!”  

I said: “Don’t be that way, Lew. Even 
if you did bump the bimbo, it was self 
defense.”  

“How come it was?” Donaldson asked 
me. 

“Because she fired the first shot. Here’s 
the hole it drilled in the car. Can you blame 
Sultan for fighting back?”  

The studio mogul yowled: “But I didn’t 
fight back, darn it!” He tried to pull away 
from Dave and drew a poke on the trumpet 
for his trouble. He subsided, gasping. 

At this point the brunette Peralta doll 
horned in. “Officer, you cannot arrest 
heem. I weel not let you!”  

“Quiet, girlie,” Donaldson said 
patiently. Then, for no reason at all, he 
blew his topper. “Shuddup before I slap 
your teeth out!” 

 
 TURNED away, jammed myself back 
through the crowd to where the defunct 

chick lay sprawled in the fore court. A 
harness bull stood guard over her, looking 
as if he didn’t like the job. “Any 
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identification?” I asked him. 
He shook his head. “Not much in her 

pocketbook except this. But it don’t seem 
to mean nothing.” And he showed me a 
small rectangle of stiff cardboard marked: 
VENNER OPTICAL COMPANY 117744. 
He added: “But maybe we can get a line on 
her through that heater she had.”  

The cogs in my think-tank clicked, 
meshed. “Yeah, maybe,” I said, and wrote 
down the numerals of that optical company 
ticket on my mental cuff. Then I shoved a 
path through the mob; battled my way to 
the parking lot. I crawled into my coupe 
and went sliding down Hollywood 
Boulevard.  

What I wanted to know was the 
murdered frill’s name. I had a hunch she 
was Nadine Carradine, the one who’d been 
trying to put the blackmail bite on Lew 
Sultan. If so, I saw a way to get him out of 
his jam. He could prove she’d been making 
threats; and I would testify he’d hired me 
to protect him. This, coupled with the fact 
that she had been first to open fire, would 
bring him a quick acquittal on grounds of 
self defense.  

Not that I cared anything about Sultan, 
personally. In fact, I didn’t like the color of 
his breath. What Lupe Peralta saw in him 
was more than I could add up. But he was 
richer than goat’s milk and I’m in this 
game for all the kopecks I can collect. If I 
saved the pudgy citizen’s bacon, he might 
kick through with a substantial check. 

 
RESENTLY I dragged anchor in front 
of a night-owl druggery; went in and 

consulted the phone book. I found what I 
wanted, made a note of the number, and 
ankled out again; got under way.  

Ten minutes later I was beating my skin 
against the door of a penthouse apartment 
on Sunset. After a while the portal pulled 
inward and I was face to face with a tub of 
lard dressed in blue silk pajamas. 

This pot-bellied bozo was short, squat, 
almost as broad as he was tall. His dome 
was as hairless as a cue-ball and even his 
eyebrows were bald. The satchels under his 
piggish glims drooped to match his sagging 
jowls, exactly the way his fat flesh seemed 
to hang on its framework. He reminded me 
of a wax billikin that had been left too 
close to a hot stove, melting him down in 
misshapen chunks. I’d never seen any 
billikin as sinister looking as this guy, 
though. 

He said: “Well, what is it?”  
“Are you Fabian Venner?” I asked him. 
“I am.”  
“You own the Venner Optical 

Company downtown?”  
“I do. So what?”  
I flashed my tin. He took a swivel at it 

and started shaking like jello afflicted was 
palsy. Which was natural enough. Roust 
any ordinary taxpayer out of bed and tell 
him you’re a cop, and he’ll be scared 
sweatless at first. He’ll start checking up on 
his past to see what the hell had put him in 
wrong with the law. That’s human nature. 

I said: “Don’t get jittery, pal. All I want 
is some help.”  

“Help—?”  
“Yeah. Slip into your threads and take 

me down to your shop. There’s some 
information I need.”  

“What kind of information? Why 
bother me? Why didn’t you contact my 
store manager? I’m retired. I don’t pay any 
attention to business any more.”  

“Look,” I said. “In the first place I 
didn’t know you were retired. In the second 
place I didn’t know how to locate your 
store manager. And in the third place, this 
is a murder case I’m working on.”  

“M-murder?”  
“Right. And I’ve got to move fast.” 
 

E GRUMBLED in his porky throat as 
he stood aside to let me into the 
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penthouse. It turned out to be quite an 
igloo; spelled wealth in capital italics. 
Barging across the lavish living room, I 
sank ankle deep in the Bokhara rug—like 
walking on whipped cream. There was a 
small chrome-and-plastic bar on the far 
side, and I made for it while Venner 
waddled into his bedroom. 

The bar’s alcoholic contents ran the 
gamut from absinthe to zombies. I found a 
fifth of Vat 69, helped myself to a generous 
swig. Then, while I chased this down with 
another snort of the same, I copped a hinge 
at the surroundings. 

You couldn’t help noticing the walls. 
They were covered with framed 
photographs: enlarged snapshots of janes. 
There must have been fifty of these 
pictures. The quails were all young, 
gorgeous; the typical roue’s collection. 
Which confirmed my original impression 
of Fabian Venner. He looked like a sinister 
number; and the pix were trophies of the 
hunt. He probably framed and hung a 
snapshot every time he made a conquest, 
the way a fisherman mounts his catch. 

I poured myself a third Scotch 
prescription; killed it just as the fat slob 
came back from getting dressed. “Ah,” he 
sneered. “A total abstainer, I see.”  

“Yeah. Have a jolt?”  
His peepers froze. “When I want a 

drink of my own whiskey, I won’t need an 
invitation from you. Let’s go.”  

We went down to my bucket and I 
drove him to his elaborate optical layout on 
Vine. He used a key on the front door, 
made a light, stared at me. “Well?”  

“I want the dope on your claim check 
number one one seven seven four four.”  

He took me into the back room, 
fumbled through an index file. Presently he 
pulled out an envelope containing a busted 
pair of horn rimmed cheaters that had been 
left for repairs. “Compound astigmatic 

myopia,” he mumbled as he read the 
prescription card. “The name is—” 

Then he drew a wheezing breath; 
started to slide the envelope back in the 
drawer. “Wrong one,” he said quickly. Too 
quickly. He looked green around the 
fringes. 

I knew he was trying to pull a fast one. 
I’d already tabbed the serial number on that 
envelope. It was 117744. I made a grab for 
it. 

He swung his pudgy fist in a 
roundhouse curve; biffed me on the button. 
The punch was unexpected. It packed 
considerable authority, too, considering the 
guy’s softness. I staggered—and he started 
to run toward the front door with the 
envelope and prescription card. 

He didn’t make it though. I yodeled: 
“What the—!” and caught up with him 
before he reached the main part of the 
store. Then I spun him around, doubled my 
right duke and buried it up to the elbow in 
his flabby fatness. 

The breath wooshed out of him and the 
back of his trousers hit the floor with a 
jarring thump. “You—ugh—ulp—!” he 
moaned. Then he was sick for a minute. 

 
 PICKED up the envelope containing the 
broken glasses; took a squint at the name 

and address typed across its face: 
 

MISS NADINE CARRADINE 
San Ucerne Apts. 

Franklin St. 
That told me plenty; verified my hunch. 

Nadine Carradine was the quail who’d tried 
to work a shakedown on Lew Sultan, and 
now she was deceased. All I had to do was 
find somebody who had known her and 
could identify her at the morgue. Judging 
from this porky Venner’s actions, I figured 
he might fill the bill. I hauled him upright.  

“Did you know Nadine Carradine?”  
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“No! How . . . would I know her? I 
don’t . . . meet any . . . customers these 
days. I . . . told you I’m . . . retired.”  

“Then why did you try to keep this 
envelope away from me?”  

“Because you said . . . you were 
working on . . . a murder case . . . I don’t 
know anything . . . about it . . . and I don’t 
want to!”  

I said: “That’s not a helpful attitude, 
pal,” and fished out my nippers, ran the 
links through a filing cabinet handle, 
snapped the cuffs on his wrists. 

“What’s . . . the idea?”  
“Something tells me I may be needing 

you a little later,” I grunted. “So I’m 
keeping you under glass for a while.” And I 
wafted him a sneer, left him in the rear of 
the shop, went out through the front 
doorway and locked it after me. 

My jalopy was at the curb. I circled 
around to the driver’s side, slid in in a 
hurry. I bumped something soft. Yep, you 
guessed it: a woman! Lupe Peralto 
crouched low on the seat. 

 
 GLUED the startled glance on her. 
“Well, I’ll be a monkey’s uncle!”  

She whispered: “Drive to a dark street, 
Señor Turner. Eet ees very important!”  

“Yeah? And how did you get here?”  
“I had Señor Monroe geeve me a leeft 

in hees car. We followed you from 
Grauman’s Chinese to that apartment on 
Sunset. You came back weeth the fat man. 
We trailed you again to thees spot. Then I 
had Señor Monroe leave me here.”  

“But why?” I asked her as I kicked my 
starter. 

“Because I weesh to talk weeth you, 
Señor Turner . . . Dan . . .” she cuddled up 
to me. 

Her voice was like a purring caress, and 
she was wearing an expensive perfume that 
made me think of harems, soft lights, 
Oriental incense. I came to the conclusion 

it would be really interesting to park with 
her on a dark street. 

I swung my heap around an 
intersection; stopped in the shadows on 
North Argyle. “What’s on your mind, 
hon?”  

She nestled against me. “First I weesh 
to explain why I was at the preview 
tonight. I had not eentended to go, bot I 
changed my mind at the last meenute. That 
ees why I was not with Lew Sultan. You 
weel remember I was nowhere near hees 
Cadillac when the shot was fired wheech 
keeled that girl?”  

A hunch crawled up my back, warned 
me there was something haywire here. 
Why should Lupe be trying to build an 
alibi for herself? Innocent people don’t do 
that as a general rule—but guilty ones 
always do. 

Of course it might be different in this 
Mexican cutie’s case. As a top flight 
Supremacy star, she couldn’t afford the 
slightest hint of scandal; didn’t dare run the 
risk of getting mixed up in a homicide beef. 
That might explain her present anxiety to 
be in the clear. 

I said: “Yeah, babe. You did come 
running toward us from the forecourt after 
the fireworks. But you could have circled 
around through the crowd.” I watched for 
her reaction. 

She stiffened, shuddered. “No!”  
“I’m not saying you did,” I told her. 

“I’m just pointing out the possibility. 
Maybe you were jealous of the tawny doll. 
Maybe you were scared she’d take Lew 
away from you. Or maybe you knew she 
was threatening him, and you wanted to put 
a stop to her shenanigans.”  

“How can you say soch theengs? I had 
notheeng to do weeth her death! I can 
prove eet by Walt Monroe. I ran eento 
heem after I heard those two shots. He 
came weeth me to Lew’s limousine. You 
know thees as well as I do!”  
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I said: “Okay, so I know it. So what?” 
 
HE stretched her legs out under the 
dashboard, deliberately, as if she 

wanted me to know how sleek they were. 
“So I want you to help Lew Sultan,” she 
quavered. “I weel pay you any fee you 
ask.”  

“That’s interesting, babe, I am trying to 
help him. I’m gathering evidence to prove 
he fired in self defense.”  

“Bot he deed not fire at all! He ees 
eennocent!” All of a sudden she took my 
face between her palms; planted her scarlet 
lips on my kisser!  

My composure took a long lead off first 
base. Why should she go for Dan, the sour-
puss Turner? I knew it was a gag—it had to 
be—but with that little cutie in my arms—
her breath hot on my cheek. . . . 

Then, abruptly, I discovered I’d been 
played for a sucker. Lupe lifted the .32 
automatic I always carry in an armpit rig; 
jammed the gat’s muzzle ferninst my 
ellybay. “Now then, peeg!” she panted. 

I said: “Hey, what the—?”  
“Be silent!” she hissed. “Eef you know 

what ees good for you, leesten and pay 
attention. Unless you obey my orders, I 
weel keel you queeck!”  

“What orders?” I said. 
“You are going to peen that murder on 

Hobart.”  
I goggled at her. “Who’s Hobart?”  
“The beeg fellow. Lew’s chauffeur. I 

have eet all feegured out. Hobart is a 
former, how you say eet? A former jail-
bird. He has a great loyalty to Lew, who 
hired heem in spite of hees creeminal 
record. So I theenk when that girl began 
shooteeng, Hobart put a bullet een her. Eet 
was the act of a faithful servant protecting 
hees master. Then he got frightened, 
dropped hees gun in the back of the car, 
and ran away.” 

 

 SAID: “It sounds plausible. Why didn’t 
you slip your theory to the cops?”  

“Lieutenant Donaldson would not 
leesten to me. So now eet ees op to you. 
You are the one who put Lew Sultan een 
trouble. You are the one who weel get 
heem out. You most find Hobart and force 
heem to confess. Queeckly. Otherwise I 
shall feel you full of holes!”  

“And where will I find Hobart?”  
She mentioned an address: a cheap 

apartment court out on Curson Street. “Get 
started, Señor Turner.”  

I tried to dope out why she was so 
anxious to put the finger on the hulking 
chauffeur. True, her reconstruction had a 
certain amount of surface logic; and she 
might be on the level in her efforts to help 
the Sultan slug. Still, though, she could be 
trying to clear her own skirts. There was no 
way of telling what was going on inside her 
grey matter. 

So I took a long chance; moved my left 
hand in a swift, short arc. I swatted the gun 
she was holding on me; knocked it aside. 
Then I gave her a loose-fisted punch on the 
chin. 

She folded, took a trip to slumberland. 
I recovered my roscoe, put it back in its 

holster, and shoved Lupe down to the floor 
of my bucket. I didn’t have any handcuffs, 
because I’d used my only pair on Fatso 
Venner, the optical bozo. And yet I wanted 
to keep this Peralta cupcake from taking it 
on the lam when she woke up. Therefore I 
resorted to one of my favorite tricks.  

She was wearing Nylons—the five 
ninety-five kind and scarce at any price. I 
peeled ‘em off in a hurry, twisted them 
tight around her ankles and wrists—they’re 
as good as “cuffs” anytime, the knots stick. 

It was a cinch she wouldn’t run very far 
away now. I torched a gasper, got my 
wheels rolling in the direction of Curson 
Street. 
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ALLING on the liveried Hobart hulk 
hadn’t been included in my 

calculations at the beginning; but the more 
I considered Lupe Peralta’s theory, the 
more I concluded it wouldn’t hurt to 
interview the chauffeur. Maybe he really 
was the killer. If so, he probably wouldn’t 
get much of a jolt from a jury. Defending 
his boss would practically make him a 
hero. 

There was a light in his cottage as I 
thumbed the doorbell. And it was Hobart 
himself who answered my jingle. He had 
shifted into a blue serge suit; looked even 
bigger in this than he’d appeared in the 
comic opera livery. His lantern jaw 
dropped when he lamped the rod I pointed 
at him. 

“Wh-wha-what—?” he bleated. 
I pushed him backward. “Let’s talk 

about murders and stuff,” I said. Then I 
noticed a couple of packed suitcases in the 
hall. “Going somewhere, cousin?”  

“Yes. I’m g-gug-going out to Walt 
Monroe’s ranch in San Fernando.” 

“Why?”  
“Because Mr. Monroe t-told me a long 

time ago I could have a job with him any t-
time I wanted to leave Lew Sultan. So now 
I’m leaving.”  

“Why?” I said again.  
“I don’t approve of k-killing. I won’t 

work for a killer. I th-think it’s horrible.” 
His voice fluted upward, in absurd contrast 
to the size of him, and he made a fluttery 
gesture with hands as big as footballs. It 
was the sort of thing you’d expect from a 
woman; not a guy that looked like a 
professional wrestler. 

I said: “You don’t approve of killing. 
Does that mean you saw your boss shoot 
that jane?”  

“No. I was looking toward her after I 
heard the sh-shot she f-fired. I didn’t see 
Mr. Sultan gug-go for his gun. But wh-who 
else could have done it?”  

“You could have,” I said. 
“Oh-h-h, my gug-goodness!” he 

shrilled. And he put the flat of his palm on 
my chest; gave me a gentle push. It was 
about as gentle as an explosion of 
dynamite. I sailed backward, smashed 
against the wall. The back of my head dug 
a dent in the plaster and the impact stunned 
me, dropped me to the floor. Hobart kicked 
me in the short ribs, dislodged all the wind 
out of my paralyzed bellows. 

Then he grabbed his suitcases and 
lammed. 

 
T MUST have been all of two or three 
minutes before my functions got back in 

the groove. Even then my breathing 
sounded like a donkey engine with leaky 
flues. I swayed upright, zig-zagged to the 
front door, stumbled drunkenly outside. 
There was no sign of the hulking chauffeur, 
of course. He’d had plenty of time to 
powder from the precinct; and there was no 
way of telling whether he’d gone north, 
south, east, or sidewise. 

I made for my jalopy. Lupe was still 
crumpled on the floorboards from the 
knuckle-dusting I’d doled her a while back. 
Either I’d hit her harder than I thought, or 
she had a glass jaw; but the fact remained 
that she was unconscious, and under 
control. 

As for the Hobart hombre, I knew there 
was no use trying to trail him. It would take 
a police dragnet to round him up—and 
even the cops might have a job making him 
explain his reasons for powdering. You 
could figure any number of possible 
motives for his screwy conduct: he might 
be the killer himself, or maybe he knew 
Lew Sultan was guilty and didn’t want to 
testify, or perhaps he was scared to tangle 
with the law because of his previous 
criminal record. For that matter, he could 
have been telling me the truth when he said 
he simply didn’t approve of murders on 
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general principle. 
Pushing the chauffeur out of my 

thoughts for a minute, I switched back to 
the brown-haired babe who’d been 
croaked. Oddly enough, I still wasn’t 
positive of her identity. True, she’d had a 
claim check for a pair of busted spectacles; 
and these cheaters had turned out to belong 
to a wren named Nadine Carradine. 
Moreover, Nadine Carradine was the 
monicker of the quail who’d tried to 
blackmail Lew Sultan. 

But was it actually Nadine Carradine 
that got bumped in the forecourt of 
Grauman’s Chinese? This was the question 
which kept nibbling on my brisket, and I 
had to learn the answer before I went any 
deeper in the mess.  

I remembered the address that had been 
typed across the face of the Venner Optical 
envelope containing the broken specs: the 
San Ucerne apartments on Franklin. Maybe 
that was the very lead I needed. It was 
worth looking into, anyhow; so I heeled my 
buggy into motion. 

 
N THE lobby of the San Ucerne I 
copped a swivel at the big row of 

polished brass mail boxes; found one with 
a card in the nameplate slot that read:  

MISS NADINE CARRADINE 
MISS KITTY FENTON 

APT. 209 
When I lamped that second name, I 

shook hands with the long arm of 
coincidence. Here was a swell break—
because Kitty Fenton was a doll I was well 
acquainted with. We’d been on many a 
party together in the old days, although I 
hadn’t kept track of her in recent months: 
and I know I could depend on her for 
plenty of information if I played my cards 
right.  

I blipped upstairs to the door of 209, 
rapped my knuckles on the panel. Kitty 
answered in person, hung a sleepy and 

astonished focus on me and remarked: 
“Well, dunk me in sheep-dip if it isn’t 
Romeo W. Sherlock! Come in, palsy-
walsy. What cooks?”  

This Fenton frail was a red-haired 
number with a figure like Venus de Milo, 
plus arms. Cascades of sunset tresses 
streamed down around her shoulders, and 
there was friendliness in her greenish 
glims. 

“Hiyah, Kit. Look; I need a drink, some 
sympathy and some information.” I slipped 
an arm around her waist. 

She wriggled free, looked at me 
suspiciously. “Unh, unh; all in good time, 
Danny boy. The drink’s yours and maybe 
some sympathy. But information—that’s a 
cat up a different alley. Just what—”  

I decided against kidding around. 
“Look, Kit; this kid who lives here with 
you. Got a snapshot of her handy?”  

She went a little pale around the 
borders. “Nadine Carradine? Wh-why, 
there’s a picture of her.” She pointed to a 
framed cabinet photo on the mantel. 

 
Y TICKER skipped a beat as I 
crossed the room and looked at that 

photograph. It was the defunct dame, all 
right; the one who’d been blasted to her 
reward at Grauman’s Chinese. So now I 
knew I could clear Lew Sultan in case he 
needed clearing. This tawny tessie had sent 
him a series of threats, then tried to burn 
him down tonight. His self defense plea 
was in the bag. 

Kitty Fenton must have seen the 
pleased expression on my pan, because she 
flurried toward me. “So Nadine d-did it!”  

“Did what, sweet stuff?”  
“She said she was g-going to, but I 

didn’t think she’d have the nerve! Oh-h-h, 
Dan—you can’t arrest her! You mustn’t! 
She—she’s a sweet kid—you’ve got to 
help her! Please, Dan.”  

Whereupon she melted against me; 
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kissed me until she took my breath away. 
“Look,” I said weakly. 
“Don’t t-talk. I’m hiring you, Sherlock. 

Hiring you to help Nadine.”  
So I didn’t talk. There was no reason 

anymore. I’d been through plenty and a 
couple of lines from Kitty Fenton were just 
the right medicine for me at the time. So I 
waited for Kitty to talk. 

 
INALLY she sighed: “You will help 
Nadine, w-won’t you? You’ll f-find a 

way to keep her from going to the gas 
chamber for k-killing Lew Sultan?”  

“She didn’t kill him, babe.”  
“But—but you said—?”  
“I didn’t say anything. You jumped to 

conclusions.”  
“Then Nadine isn’t in t-trouble?”  
“She’s not in trouble. She’s in the 

morgue.”  
“Wh-what?”  
I nodded, broke open a fresh deck of 

gaspers, lighted one. I said: “I’m working 
for Lew Sultan. Nadine took a shot at him 
and missed. Then she stopped the big one 
herself.” 

“You m-mean Sultan m-murdered 
her?”  

“I think so. I wouldn’t call it murder, 
though. Either he did it or his chauffeur 
did; but it was strictly self defense. 
Remember, Nadine was trying to shake the 
guy down. She sent him a lot of threats, 
claimed he did her dirt or something like 
that.”  

Kitty swayed to her feet. “Well, that’s 
what he did, the rat!”  

“He denies that, hon.”  
“Then he’s a stinking liar! Nadine was 

just an innocent dope when she hit 
Hollywood three months ago. She wanted 
to crash the pictures. Somebody introduced 
her to Sultan and he promised her a 
contract if she . . .”  

“He said he’d give her a job on the 
Supremacy lot?”  

“Yes. She, she fell for it. She went to 
some auto court with him and . . . well, 
after that she never saw him again. She 
couldn’t get into the studio; couldn’t reach 
him by phone. He pretended he didn’t even 
know her. That’s why she threatened him! 
And now he’s killed her. Damn him. Damn 
him!”  

I said: “Calm down, hon.” If all this 
stuff was on the square, I had a new view 
of the whole deal. Lew Sultan was a skunk; 
deserved to go to the gow. It was a cinch I 
wouldn’t lift a finger to save him if Kitty 
was telling the truth. “Where is this auto 
court?”  

She named it, gave me the address. 
“Can you remember when she went 

there with him?” I asked her. 
“Yes. It was the tenth of June.” I know, 

because we’d paid our apartment rent that 
same afternoon. Nadine was almost broke.”  

I said: “Thanks, baby.” I got my hat, 
picked up Nadine Carradine’s photograph, 
and barged out. 

Downstairs, I opened my jalopy—and a 
surprise kicked me in the features. Lupe 
Peralta was gone.  

 
 CURSED myself for leaving the 
Mexican quail alone so long. I didn’t 

have time to waste on regrets, though. I 
wanted to find out if Lew Sultan was really 
a stinker. If so, I would throw him to the 
wolves without batting an eye.  

I drove to the auto court Kitty had told 
me about. 

When I got there, I gave the night clerk 
a squint at my tin. Then I showed him the 
Carradine wren’s picture. “On June tenth, 
this jane came here with a man.”  

The clerk had a good memory. “Yeah. 
Mr. and Mrs. John Jones,” he leered. 

“What did Jones look like?”  
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“Big, beefy. Jowls like pork chops. 
Bald. No eyebrows. A lump of suet melted 
down.”  

I choked: “What the hell!” This wasn’t 
a description of Lew Sultan. It was a verbal 
portrait of Fabian Venner, the optical 
bozo! 

A lot of jigsaw pieces clicked together 
inside my attic. Fabian Venner, the 
collector of snapshots, Venner, the hairless 
and sinister old bozo with scads of jack and 
a liking for young cuties. Venner posing as 
a movie executive, calling himself Lew 
Sultan, in order to fool screen-struck dolls . 
. .! 

And Nadine Carradine had been one of 
those dolls. No wonder she had tried, later, 
to get in touch with the real Lew Sultan—
and failed. Sultan didn’t even know her. 
But she’d figured he was giving her the 
brush-off. 

It was easy to savvy why she squeezed 
a slug at him in front of Grauman’s 
Chinese. She was near-sighted! She 
couldn’t see any distance without her 
cheaters; and they were in the optical shop 
for repairs. She heard the car-starter calling 
for Lew Sultan’s limousine and she cut 
loose blindly, thinking he was the guy she 
hated. 

 
NE screwy coincidence gave me the 
key to the riddle. This was the fact 

that the ill-fated Carradine cookie had 
taken her glasses to Fabian Venner’s own 
store to be fixed, not realizing who Venner 
was. And since he was retired, didn’t hang 
around the shop, she naturally hadn’t seen 
him there. Otherwise she would have 
recognized him. 

I thought I had all the answers now. 
Fatso Venner must have been at the 
premiere, tonight. He saw Nadine 
Carradine take her shot at Lew Sultan, and 
he knew she would be pinched—in which 
case she would spill her story. Once she 

told it, Venner would be in the soup; so he 
drilled her on the spur of the moment, 
tossed his gat into Sultan’s Cadillac and 
made a fast getaway. 

No wonder the porky slob had been 
scared when he dug out Nadine’s file card 
and envelope for me a little later. He’d 
known I was closing in—and he was 
frightened because he himself was the 
murderer. 

“The bald-headed rat!” I snarled. Then 
I asked the auto court for his phone; dialed 
police headquarters and bleated for Dave 
Donaldson. 

The desk sergeant said: “Sorry. He’s 
not here.”  

“Oh. Still prowling that theater kill, 
hunh?”  

“He was, and it led him into another 
bump-off. He checked on a claim ticket 
that was in the murdered girl’s purse; and 
when he went to the optical shop, he 
found—”  

A hunch seized me. I hung up before 
the sergeant got through talking; whirled 
and went pelting hellity-blip out to my 
jalopy. Seven seconds later I was gashing a 
raw hole in the night, heading for the 
Venner store. 

The joint was infested with plainclothes 
dicks and harness bulls when I got there. I 
used my knees and elbows to clear myself 
a path to Dave Donaldson in the rear room. 
“Who got cooled?” I yodeled. 

He stood aside, jerked his thumb 
toward the bank of filing cabinets. A 
corpse was handcuffed to one of the files; a 
tub of lard with a hole in its head. 

Fabian Venner wouldn’t take any more 
quails to auto courts. He was deceased. 

 
 POLICE medical examiner 
straightened up as I barged in. He was 

picking his teeth with an autopsy scalpel 
until I glued the grab on his lapels. Then he 
said: “Well?”  
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“Tell me one thing, doc,” I panted. 
“How long ago was Venner shot?”  

“He’s been dead at least an hour and a 
half. Maybe two. Fat men hold their heat a 
little longer. Call it two hours and you 
won’t go far wrong.”  

That was all I needed to know. It gave 
me the name of the murderer. I pivoted, 
buttonholed Dave Donaldson. “Come on, 
fishface. Let’s go make a pinch!”  

He twitched as if a wasp had used him 
for a pincushion. “You know who did this, 
you say?”  

“Yeah.” And as we walloped out to his 
official sedan, I dished him the whole 
story. I told him how Fabian Venner had 
impersonated Lew Sultan, using that 
impersonation to fool movie-struck young 
wrens. I explained how Nadine Carradine 
had taken a shot at Sultan tonight by 
mistake, only to be bumped for her pains. I 
said: “For a while I thought it was Fatso 
Venner who drilled her on that forecourt. 
But now that Venner’s been scalded, I 
know better.”  

Dave snarled: “Okay. Let me in on the 
secret.”  

“Give me time,” I answered over the 
whine of his motor. Then I sketched him 
some more of the night’s wild happenings. 
I told how Lupe Peralta had horned in; how 
she escaped later from my coupe. I 
mentioned the hulking chauffeur, Hobart, 
and his intention of quitting Lew Sultan so 
he could go to work for the former cowboy 
star, Walt Monroe. “And that’s the point 
I’m trying to make,” I said. 

“There was a go-between somewhere,” 
I yeeped. “How did Fatso Venner meet his 
young victims unless somebody who came 
into contact with a lot of girls found them 
for him?” 

 
ONALDSON roared: “So that’s why 
we’re headed toward San Fernando! 

You think this Hobart guy—?”  

“Hey, turn left here. Slow down. We’re 
coming to the stash now. Okay. Park and 
follow me.” I skipped out of Dave’s 
chariot, sneakfooted toward a low, 
rambling, rancho-style wikiup with my .32 
in my duke. 

Dave breathed down my neck. “Will he 
be here?”  

“We can hope.” All of a sudden I 
tensed outside an open window. Voices 
filtered over the sill from inside.  

Somebody said: “No—for God’s 
sake—don’t aim that gun at me—please—
!”  

I gathered my poundage; catapulted it 
through the sash. Razors of shattered glass 
showered around to me; festooned my 
profile. “Freeze!” I caterwauled. “You’re 
all through killing, Walt Monroe!”  

The ex-western hambo stiffened to the 
full length of his lean tallness; slowly 
lowered the pearl-handled Peacemaker 
model .45 Colt six-shooter in his left duke. 
It was one of the famous pair of hog-legs 
he used to flaunt in the flickers; and right 
now he had been aiming it at two hundred 
and thirty pounds of yellow streak 
cowering across the room—a yellow streak 
by the name of Hobart. 

The hulking chauffeur was shivering 
like a dog coughing mock oranges. “Th-
thank God!” he yee-owped when he tabbed 
me. “Mr. Monroe was gug-going to—”  

I said: “Yeah, I can see what he was 
going to do.” I kept the former western star 
covered. “What was the matter, Walt? Did 
you think Hobart had the goods on you?” 

“That depends on what goods you 
mean, Hawkshaw,” he drawled lazily. 

I took the Colt away from him. “You 
know what I’m driving at. You croaked 
Nadine Carradine tonight at Grauman’s 
Chinese.”  

“Did I?” 
“Sure you did. You were Fabian 

Venner’s contact man. You had a deal with 
D 
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him to introduce him to dames. You would 
meet screenstruck cupcakes and introduce 
them to Venner, who pretended to be a 
studio big shot. How much was he paying 
you per introduction, pal?”  

“Enough,” Monroe said quietly. 
“Enough to keep my ranch going. Enough 
to keep me in the kind of clothes I like to 
wear.” 

 
 SAID: “But tonight, when the Carradine 
chick took a shot at Lew Sultan, you 

realized your beans might be spilled. So 
you burned her down with an automatic, 
tossed the gat in Sultan’s limousine and 
wormed your way through the crowd until 
you met Lupe Peralta. Then you and Lupe 
rushed to the Cadillac, and you figured you 
had a perfect alibi.” 

“Very smart, Philo. How do you know 
so much?”  

“You tipped your mitt when you 
scalded Fabian Venner in his optical shop,” 
I told him. “Aside from myself, there were 
only two people in Hollywood who knew 
he was in his store, handcuffed to a filing 
cabinet.”  

“What two people?”  
“You and the Peralta chili-pepper,” I 

said. “You see, Lupe had told me how she 
got you to drive her in your car and trail 
me. You followed me from the theater to 
Venner’s penthouse apartment. You saw 

me come down with Venner and take him 
to his store. I left him there; and when I 
returned to my bucket, I found Lupe in it, 
waiting for me. She explained how you had 
brought her there.”  

“And—?”  
“So later I learned Venner had been 

rubbed out. Lupe couldn’t have pulled the 
kill, because she was my prisoner most of 
the time. Therefore you were the murderer; 
the only other person who knew where to 
find Venner and bump him.”  I 

Monroe said: “You’ve forgotten one 
thing, gumshoe.”  

“Yeah? What?”  
“You forgot I used to be a two-gun 

expert.” He dug under his tuxedo, came up 
with his second Colt Peacemaker, put it to 
his temple and blew his grey matter all the 
way to Glendale. He was defunct before he 
hit the floor. 

Hobart fluted: “I c-came here for a j-job 
and he th-thought I’d seen him murder that 
girl on the theater f-forecourt! He was gug-
going to k-kill me . . .” Then he fainted. 

Subsequently he went back to work as 
Lew Sultan’s chauffeur. And Sultan 
slipped me a nice fat fee for cleaning up the 
case. I took part of the geetus and went on 
a hell-roaring party with my cute little red-
haired friend, Kitty Fenton. 

 

 


