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RUSSIAN RUN-AROUND 
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My mistake was that I walked spang into his punch. 
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Donaldson’s crack had been meant as a joke, but the girl who overheard it wasn’t in a 
joking mood. After that, it didn’t matter what Dan Turner said. To her he was a Russian 

wife-deserter, and a bad actor. 
 

OR TWO solid hours I’d been 
cramming myself with Cossack vodka 
and Moscow grub until it nearly 

dribbled out of my ears. My friend Dave 
Donaldson of the Hollywood homicide 
squad was in the same general fix—stuffed 
to the tonsils and fried to the hat. We’d just 
ploughed through an eleventeen course 
supper together at the Russian Emblem 
restaurant on Vine and we were feeling 
higher than a couple of kites in a Siberian 
hurricane. 

We discovered it was raining when we 
barged out of the cafe. As far as I was 
concerned, this put a damper on any further 
yen to make merry; so I turned up my coat 
collar, pulled down the brim of my fedora 
and said: “Nuts to you, Davidoffski. I’m 
going home to my apartment stash and hit 
the feathers.”  

He belched politely to mask a hiccup that 
boiled all the way up from his shoestrings. 
“Okay, Dano-vitch,” he cracked back at me 
cornily. “Much obliged for the caviar and 
borscht. Be seeing you.” And he ankled 
around the far corner to where he’d left his 
official sedan in a no-parking zone. 

My own jalopy was standing almost 
directly ferninst the eatery. I made for it, 
listing slightly to starboard; whereupon a 
snappy little blonde number came darting in 
my direction from the mouth of a nearby 
alley. 

“Wait,” she said. 
I hung the groggy focus on her. “Mean 

me, babe?”  
She came up close; got behind me. “I do 

mean you, Mr. Dannovitch,” she said. And 
she prodded the business end of a roscoe 
against my left kidney. 

 

 FROZE; almost swallowed my gasper, 
fire and all. There was something in her 

voice that spelled dynamite itching to 
explode with a loud bang. I said: “Hey, what 
the—?” and turned around slowly, an inch at 
a time. “Put away that deadly weapon before 
it goes off and hurts somebody.”  

“If it hurts anybody it’ll be you, Mr. 
Dannovitch,” she told me crisply. “I’d heard 
you hung around this Russian Emblem place 
a good deal, and I’ve been waiting quite a 
while.”  

“That’s very apparent. You’re all wet.”  
“Naturally,” she made a sour mouth. 

“It’s raining.”  
“I mean you’re all wet when you call me 

Dannovitch. You have the wrong number. 
Your wires are crossed.”  

She said: “Don’t pull that on me. Your 
friend just called you by name. I heard him.” 

“That was supposed to be a Russian 
joke,” I tried to explain. “I’m Dan Turner, 
private ferret. My friend’s name is Dave 
Donaldson. I called him Davidoffski and he 
came back with Dan-o-vitch. Get it?”  

The yellow-haired quail curled her lovely 
kisser in a sneer. “Fast thinking—but not 
quite fast enough. You aren’t fooling me, 
Vladimir Dannovitch.”  

Then I caught wise. Vladimir 
Dannovitch was an importation from the 
frozen steppes by way of Brooklyn and the 
Bronx. He was supposed to be a former 
Czarist army officer, and Climax Pix had 
engaged him as technical director for a 
Russian historical opus now in production; 
his job being to supervise backgrounds, 
uniforms, and so forth for authenticity. 

I’d met him a couple of times and he’d 
seemed like a decent sort of bozo. And now 
this blonde cupcake had evidently mistaken 
me for him. Apparently she didn’t know 
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what he looked like, and that name gag had 
thrown her off the track. 

I said: “You’re haywire, hon. Vladimir 
Dannovitch left the cafe about thirty minutes 
ago—with a dame.” Which was true. The 
guy had been sitting at a table near mine and 
I’d passed a few words with him, largely 
because he’d been with a delishful red-
haired cutie named Patsy Parkhurst. I knew 
Patsy better than I knew the Russian bozo. 
She played bit roles in Climax films and I’d 
been on several parties with her. 

 
HE blonde with the cannon didn’t 
believe me, though. “Liar!” she said in a 

tone that could have made ice cubes without 
a Frigidaire. “Get into your coupe and no 
tricks. I’m right behind you, remember; and 
if you make a single wrong move, you’ll get 
a ticket to the morgue.”  

She was leveling, too. I heard the click as 
she unlatched the safety of her automatic; 
and her blue glims were narrowed, frosty.  

I took a long gander at her. She was a 
nifty little chick. Her wavy hair was dull 
gold under a wet felt hat, her peepers 
glittered like danger signals, and her ripe 
crimson lips were compressed to a resolute 
line. 

She intrigued me; and so did the snub-
snouted little rodney she was using to tickle 
my short ribs. I said: “Have it your way, 
sweet stuff. You’re making a big mistake, 
but I won’t argue with you.”  

“You’d better not if you want to stay 
healthy. Get under the wheel. Fast.”  

I slid into my bucket and she bounced 
down on the seat alongside me. 

“Drive,” she said. 
I buzzed my starter. “Sure, babe. Where 

to?”  
“My bungalow.”  
I said: “And where might that be?”  
“Quit stalling!” she snapped. “I’m Clyda 

Condon.”  
“Hiya, Clyda.”  

“I’m your wife’s roommate. You know 
the address. It was on all the letters Trixie 
sent you, asking you to come see her. Or 
have you forgotten?”  

“Hm-m-m-m,” I said. “So Vladimir 
Dannovitch has a wife named Trixie who 
lives with you. And she’s been writing him 
letters. This is all news to me, sis.”  

The golden haired wren looked at me as 
if I’d been something white and slimy she’d 
found under a rock. “You dirty creep,” she 
remarked. “I suppose you’re going to deny 
you ever married Trixie in Brooklyn—and 
then deserted her when you came out here to 
Hollywood!”  

I said: “I’ve never been married to 
anybody. I keep telling you my name isn’t 
Dannovitch. I wish to “Whozis—”  

“You’ll be wishing to Whozis for a harp 
if you don’t start rolling toward Rampart 
Street.” She dug her gat into my brisket. 
Then she mentioned an address. “Trixie’s 
sick. Desperately sick.”  

“That’s too bad.”  
“She’s been living with me for a month; 

ever since she trailed you here to the west 
coast. Now she’s too ill to work. She’s 
broke. And you’re going to do something 
about it.”  

I realized there was no use beating my 
gums any further in an effort to establish my 
identity. This Condon cupcake was all 
worked up to a froth; might feed me a pill 
from her cannon if I did much more arguing. 
So I shifted gears, sent my jalopy whooshing 
forward through the storm. She’d find out 
her mistake when she took me in to see 
Trixie Dannovitch. The Russian guy’s 
deserted wife would clear everything up the 
instant she got a hinge at my puss. Then I’d 
listen to an assortment of apologies and be 
on my way. 

I headed for Rampart Street. 
 
LYDA CONDON’S igloo turned out to 
be a cheap little frame bungalow, all 
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dark. She prodded me to her front porch, 
unlocked the door, nudged me over the 
threshold ahead of her. I stumbled into a tiny 
living room and she made a light, pointed to 
a closed door. 

“Trixie’s in that room. Go on in to her.”  
“You‘re calling the jig, darling,” I 

grunted. “But you’re as wrong as snow in 
San Diego.” I ankled across the worn rug, 
opened the portal, found myself staring into 
darkness as thick as a pound of cottage 
cheese mixed with ink. 

I thought I heard a slight sound ahead of 
me. I fumbled along the wall to where a light 
switch ought to be. Sure enough, I located it 
and gave it a flip. On the far side of the room 
a table-lamp glowed pinkly.  

And then, from an open window beyond 
the bed, a muffled roscoe sneezed: Ka-
Peesh! and I felt a red hot hornet streaking 
across my left arm. It wasn’t a bad burn, but 
it was enough to sting like the kiss of a 
rattlesnake.  

I yodeled: “What the—!” and hurled 
myself sidewise; hit the floor with my 
smeller. As I flattened myself, I made a wild 
dig for the .32 automatic I always tote in a 
shoulder holster; got it out and took aim at 
that open window. I hosed a pair of slugs out 
into the rainy night.  

My two shots seemed to have echoes; but 
nothing else happened for the next minute. 
When it seemed safe, I scrambled up—and I 
almost got knocked down again as Clyda 
Condon came catapulting into the room.  

Her optics looked wild and she had her 
rod clenched in her right mitt. I lamped a 
thin trickle of smoke curling out of its 
muzzle; sniffed the fumes of burned cordite. 
She took one squint at the bed and yeeped: 
“Trixie—oh, my God!” Then she swung at 
me. “You k-killed her!”  

I couldn’t make my vocal chords work 
for a minute. I piped her heater wavering 
toward me, the trigger-finger taut. That 
snapped me out of my trance. 

I roared: “You idiot!” and sailed for her.  
My knuckles swatted the gun out of her 

dainty duke and she whimpered over her 
bruised wrist. Then I grabbed her by the 
bodice of her frock, yanked her toward me, 
fed her a stinger across the mush with my 
open palm. 

 
S SHE went down, I scooped up her 
automatic. Then I stared at the bed. A 

brunette jane was lying there. She might 
have been pretty, once upon a time. But her 
map wasn’t nice to look at. It was contorted, 
colorless; stark fear was frozen in her glassy 
glimmers. There was a scorched hole in the 
pillow alongside her—and the top of her 
noggin had been lifted open by a bullet. 

She was deader than a smoked herring. 
 

 LURCHED to the window, stared over 
the sill, couldn’t see anything but rain and 

blackness. I pivoted, plunged to the living 
room and piped another open window near 
the doorway. I studied it, then noticed a 
phone on a little stand; grabbed it and dialed 
Dave Donaldson’s home number. 

His sleepy growl came over the wire. 

A
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“Yeah?”  
“Turner squalling. I’m wading around in 

murder up to my adenoids. Flag yourself out 
here with a meat wagon.” And I told him 
what had happened; slipped him the 
bungalow’s address. 

He let out an embittered bellow, said 
he’d see me in ten minutes or less. 

I rang off; barged back, and lifted Clyda 
Condon off the floor where I’d bopped her 
into a stupor. She was a fragile little trick, as 
I toted her to the front room and dumped her 
on a divan. But it wasn’t so pleasant when 
she blinked her glims at me and then tried to 
rake furrows in my features with her sharp 
fingernails.  

“You. . . y-you murderer. . . !” she 
caterwauled.  

I fended her off. “Stow that stuff, kiddo, 
or I’ll have to slap the wildness out of you 
again. I’m not a murderer. And I’m not 
Vladimir Dannovitch whether you believe it 
or not. I’m Dan Turner, private snoop.” Then 
I gave her a flash at my special badge. 

She stared at it; opened her kisser to a 
scarlet O of surprise. “My God . . . th-then I 
made a m-mistake. . . .!”  

“Yeah, a bad one. Now came clean. Did 
you slip out through this living room 
window and blast at me while I was in the 
bedroom?”  

“No! N-no!” she yeeped. “wh-when I 
heard that first shot, I thought you’d k-killed 
Trixie. I ran to the window here in the living 
room and th-thought you were escaping 
through the one in the bedroom. I mean I s-
saw somebody moving out there and f-
figured it was you. I fired twice—”  

That would account for the echoes to my 
own two shots, of course. I said: “Okay, hon. 
Wait here a minute.” I went to the sill, 
vaulted outside, sprayed a beam from my 
pencil flashlight. This part of the yard was 
paved, and wet concrete doesn’t show 
footprints when the rain is sluicing down in 
million gallon lots. The killer had made a 

clean getaway.  
Back inside the house, the blonde 

Condon quail clung to me like a leech. 
“You’ve g-got to find the murderer, Mr. 
Turner! Trixie Dannovitch was a sweet kid. . 
. and somebody’s going to p-pay for killing 
her!”  

“It’s a police case, babe,” I said gently. 
My left arm was tingling, though, where that 
bullet had creased a burn across my rind; and 
the sting made me change my decision. “I’ll 
help the cops if I can. I don’t like guys to use 
me for a clay pigeon—even when they miss. 
Come on, slide into your top-coat. Let’s go 
calling.”  

“Wh-where?”  
“On Vladimir Dannovitch,” I rasped. 
She knew his address. We went there; 

but a servant said the Russian bozo wasn’t at 
home. “He’s working on some late retakes at 
the Climax lot, sir.” 

 
 HEADED my heap for the studio and my 
badge got us past the main gate. I parked 

near a big sound stage building; lamped a 
red wig-wag signal rocking back and forth to 
indicate a scene being shot inside. This 
meant no admittance until the cameras had 
stopped grinding. 

Presently a bell jingled and the wig-wag 
died. I steered the yellow-haired cutie to the 
door, opened it, took her in with me. Dead 
ahead there was a glaring white set dressed 
to represent a Petrograd street scene in 
winter. Glittering gypsum was piled all 
around to imitate drifted snow, and a few 
flurries of uncooked cornflakes drifted down 
from the catwalks high overhead. Cornflakes 
are dead white before they’re baked, and 
Hol1ywood uses tons of the stuff for winter 
storm sequences. It looks exactly like 
snowflakes falling through the air. 

Over on the sidelines, beyond camera 
range, stood the Dannovitch guy. Unlike the 
average conception of a Russian, he was 
short and slight and fair haired, about the 
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size of a jockey, with a chiseled profile that 
was almost womanish in its cameo 
sharpness. 

However, he had a big ape with him who 
looked as if he’d come straight from the 
Kremlin; a character who could have been 
typecast as a Cossack without benefit of 
makeup. This hulking bruiser was twice as 
big as a heavyweight wrestler, and he wore 
enough spinach on his map to stuff a 
mattress. 

The bearded bohunk was Vladimir 
Dannovitch’s manservant and personal 
bodyguard. His name was Serge Yoloff and 
he was always with his master—except on 
those occasions when Dannovitch went out 
on dates with that red-haired quail, Patsy 
Parkhurst, the one he’d had to dinner at the 
Russian Emblem restaurant a little earlier 
tonight. 

I ankled across the set. “Hello, 
Dannovitch.”  

“Why—why, how are you, Sherlock?” 
He stuck out his duke. “What are you doing 
here?”  

I ignored the proffered flipper. “I want to 
ask you a couple of questions.”  

His glims slitted. “Help yourself.”  
“Have you got a frau named Trixie?” I 

said. “A dame you deserted in Brooklyn? 
And have you been giving her the run-
around here in Hollywood?”  

He turned nearly as pale as the 
counterfeit snow under his brogans. For a 
single instant he shot a peculiar glance at 
Clyda Condon alongside me; and there was 
something enigmatic in that brief, veiled 
look. Then he growled: “What business is it 
of yours, my friend? What right have you to 
intrude on my private life? That’s a privilege 
I grant to nobody.”  

“So I’m doing it without privilege, 
chum,” I said. “I’m investigating a case of 
killery.”  

“Killery?”  
“Murder.”  

“Really? And how does that affect me?”  
“Your wife was the one that got 

bumped,” I fed it to him as cold and straight 
as a punch on the jaw. “Somebody scalded 
her a little while ago.”  

He twitched as if I’d prodded him with a 
hypodermic syringe. “Trixie—murdered? 
My God! How did it happen? Who did it?”  

“I thought maybe you could tell me 
that.”  

He blew his topper with a loud bang. 
“Damn your eyes, don’t go accusing me! I 
have an alibi, understand?”  

“Have you? Suppose you spill it.”  
“I’ve been right here on this set since 

eight thirty. I came directly from the Russian 
Emblem café—and you yourself saw me 
there with Miss Parkhurst. She’ll corroborate 
what I’m saying. She drove me here to the 
studio from the restaurant, and there are 
dozens of people who can tell you I haven’t 
been off this sound stage since then!” 

 
 TABBED his whiskery bodyguard sliding 
away furtively; making for a phone 

beyond the snowstorm scene. I leaped after 
the bearded blister, nailed him. “No you 
don’t, bub.”  

“No I don’t vwhat?”  
“You’re not calling Patsy Parkhurst or 

anybody else,” I rasped. “If your boss can 
alibi himself out of his jackpot, okay—but 
it’s going to be on the level. No fix.”  

“You teenk I vwas going to feexing the 
gorl, hah?” Yoloff‘s facial spinach twisted as 
he sneered his ripe Russian gutturals in an 
accent that sounded like burlesque comedy. 
There was no comedy in his tone, though. 
He was plenty sore because I’d put the grab 
on him.  

“Never mind what I thought,” I said. 
Then I turned, beckoned to a uniformed 
studio cop. “Come here, cousin. Keep this 
ape under glass for me.”  

“Yes, sir,” the bull said. I went back to 
Dannovitch. 
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“Okay, little man. You say Patsy 
Parkhurst can alibi you. How’s for coming 
with me to her stash for a little conference?”  

“As you wish,” he gave me a surly nod. 
“But you’ll regret the inconvenience to 
which you’re putting me. You’re not a 
regular policeman, remember.”  

I said: “Maybe not, but I’m sworn to 
uphold the laws and statutes. Especially 
when it comes to suspected murderers.”  

“Why should you suspect me?”  
“Because you had a possible motive for 

creaming your wife. You’d deserted her and 
she trailed you here to Hollywood, started 
getting in your hair. She was in a position to 
wreck your chance of hitching up with some 
prettier wren.”  

His glims flicked toward Clyda Condon, 
then back again. He grinned at me. “You 
think I would have been foolish enough to 
become a bigamist?”  

“No. But as a widower you could have 
married again without any trouble. Anyhow, 
it’s an angle—unless your alibi actually 
stands up. Come on, let’s get going.”  

We all went out to my coupe; piled in. I 
gave Clyda the tiny roscoe I’d taken away 
from her earlier in the evening; told her to 
keep Dannovitch covered. 

 
ATSY PARKHURST lived in an 
apartment tepee just off the Sunset Strip. 

I parked in front of the modernistic white 
two story building; decided to play safe by 
taking out my handcuffs and nippering 
Dannovitch’s left wrist to my steering wheel. 

He gnashed his uppers and lowers. 
“What’s this for?”  

“To hold you while I’m gone.”  
“But you said you were taking me to see 

Patsy!”  
I leered at him. “I’ve changed my mind. I 

don’t want you to tip her any signals while 
I’m asking her the sixty-four-dollar 
question.”  

“Damn you, gumshoe, you can’t—” 

“Quiet,” I growled. Then, to the blonde 
Condon quail, I said: “Stick with him, hon. If 
he raises a yodel, conk him with your 
fowling piece. I’ll be back soon.”  

She nodded her understanding, 
Dannovitch cursed me, and I barged into the 
apartment joint without looking back. 
Upstairs, I located Patsy Parkhurst’s portal; 
gave it a light dusting with my knuckles. 

It opened, and Patsy herself glued the 
glimpse on me. “Why—why, fry me in 
Mazola if it isn’t Dapper Dan, the handsome 
hawkshaw. Come in, sonny boy. What’s 
simmering?”  

“Me, when I see a jane as gorgeous as 
you,” I stated admiringly as I drifted over the 
threshold. “You look like the answer to a 
bachelor’s prayer.” 

“Are you the bachelor that’s doing the 
praying?” she settled herself on a deeply 
cushioned divan, yawned redly. 

I blinked at her, the creamy smoothness 
of her complexion, the fiery quality of her 
hair as it hung like a sunset waterfall around 
her shoulders in a page-boy bob. “Could be,” 
I admitted. 

She grinned lazily, then made a rueful 
pout. “Sorry, Sherlock. You can pray all 
night but it won’t work. Look if you want to; 
but don’t grab.”  

“What makes you so touchy all of a 
sudden?” 

“I’m not touchy. I’m just don’t-touchy.”  
“So your love for me has died, eh?”  
“Don’t be silly. We were never in love 

and you know it.”  
“We had some nice times together,” I 

reminded her. 
She blushed. “Okay. So we went on 

some parties in the old days. So don’t remind 
me of it.”  

“Why not? You haven’t got a new 
sweetie, have you?”  

“Maybe,” she quirked the corners of her 
kisser. 

I said: “Vladimir Dannovitch, for 
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instance?”  
“Possibly. So what?”  
“So you’d better pick another guy out of 

the grab bag. Dannovitch is mixed up in a 
murder beef.” 

She bounced off the divan. “What?” 
“Yeah,” I fished out a gasper, set fire to 

it. “His wife got cooled this evening.”  
“Did y-you say wife?”  
“Sure. Didn’t you know he was married? 

If not, the guy’s been kidding you along.”  
 
HE moved up close to me, put her hands 
on my lapels. “Wait. Are you telling me 

there was a Mrs. Dannovitch and she g-got 
killed tonight and Vladimir is accused of . . . 
of shooting her. . . ?”  

“That’s about the score, sis.”  
“But he couldn’t have done it!” she 

whispered. 
“How come he couldn’t?”  
“Because he and I were together since 

early afternoon!”  
I let my glims bore into her. “So he 

claims. That’s why I’m here, Patsy. He says 
you can alibi him. How about it? Where did 
you both go after you hauled hips from the 
Russian Emblem?”  

She fired her answer at me without 
hesitation. “We got into my car and I drove 
him straight to the Climax lot. I left him on 
the sound stage; then I came home.” 
Abruptly she started past me, toward the 
front door of the apartment. Her peepers 
widened with fright. “Dan—look out!”  

Her warning came a split second too late. 
I pivoted; piped a hulking, bewhiskered 
citizen lunging at me. He was Vladimir 
Dannovitch’s bodyguard, Serge Yoloff; and 
he aimed a terrific left fist at my midsection. 

I sidestepped. This was a mistake, 
because I walked spang into a bash on the 
button. Yoloff’s right duke seemed to come 
from nowhere; and when it tagged me I 
thought a depth bomb had exploded inside 
my grey matter. Blinding lights pinwheeled 

in front of my optics and a vast roaring filled 
my ears. 

Then the floor drifted up, massaged me 
on the profile. I went floating off to 
dreamland. The last thing I remembered was 
the bearded bozo frisking my pockets, lifting 
my keys. After that I fell asleep.  

 
 SHOT of liquid lightning trickled 
down my gullet, snapped me back to 

consciousness. I blinked, worked my jaw, 
found it was still on its hinges. Patsy 
Parkhurst was hunkering down with my 
noggin on her lap, feeding me Vat 69 from a 
teacup. 

I strangled, choked. “What happened?”  
“Yoloff teed off on your dimple, darling. 

Then he got away with your keys. I—I was 
too scared to yell. Here, drink a little more of 
this. Do you feel better now?”  

I shoved myself upright, lurched for 
balance. “The stinking louse! Do you realize 
the trick he pulled? He’s helped a killer to 
escape!”  

“K-killer—?”  
“Vladimir Dannovitch.” I made for the 

door, weaving like a ten-day drunk.  
Patsy blocked me by standing in my 

path. “Wait. Vladimir isn’t a murderer, Dan. 
He can’t be!”  

“That’s what you think. One side, babe.”  
She wrapped her arms around me. 

“Listen. I’ve already told you I was with him 
all evening until I took him to the Climax 
studio. Wh-what more do you want?”  

“I want you to get out of the road.”  
“Please. . .” she begged. “Don’t be th-

that way. Give me a break, Sherlock. Help 
me!” 

“What do you mean, help you?”  
“We-we’ve got to clear Vladimir. For my 

sake. I—I love the guy, Dan. And you’re the 
only person I know that can break a murder 
case quickly. I’ll m-make it worth your 
while.”  
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I said: “Don’t be a dope. It won’t do you 
any good to front for him. He’s headed for 
the smoke house. I’m positive of it, now.”  

“Wh-what makes you so sure?”  
“I left him handcuffed in my bucket 

downstairs. I had a jane guarding him. You 
saw what just happened. The dame sent 
Yoloff up here to swat me and glom the keys 
to those bracelets.”  

“Well—?”  
“It’s plain enough,” I snarled. 

“Dannovitch has a crush on that quail. I can 
see it now; I remember the way he looked at 
her a while back—and like a numbskull I left 
her to guard him! Bigahd, he croaked his 
wife so he could marry Clyda Condon!”  

“Clyda C-Condon? Is sh-she the one?”  
“Yeah. I should have guessed it from the 

start. Dannovitch played me for a sucker the 
same as he did you.” Then I grabbed my hat. 
“Be seeing you, Patsy—and stay away from 
Russians after this.” I barged out of her 
wikiup and went clattering downstairs. 

 
Y COUPE was standing where I’d left 
it; but Dannovitch was gone. There 

was no trace of his bearded pal Yoloff, 
either; and I didn’t see the blonde Condon 
cupcake until I scrambled into the jalopy and 
almost sat on her. She was slumped dawn on 
the seat, breathing raggedly. In the glow 
from the dash lamp I piped an ugly bruise on 
her cheek. Aside from this, though, she was 
in fair shape. At least her ticker was beating.  

I shoved her aside; stepped on the starter 
and headed toward the Miracle Mile on 
Wilshire. The rain had quit by that time, and 
a thin slice of moon rode through clouds that 
looked like torn lace. 

Presently the yellow-haired cutie stirred 
alongside me. I reached for my shoulder-
holstered roscoe, covered her with it while 
steering with my other hand. After a while 
she swayed to a sitting posture, opened her 
glimmers, saw my gat making faces at her. 
She cringed visibly. 

“Mr. Turner . . . wh-what . . . why are 
you. . . ?”  

“You allowed Dannovitch to take a 
powder,” I made my voice harsh. “Let’s 
have your explanation.”  

She whimpered: “I . . . I couldn’t help 
myself! I didn’t intend to let him escape, but 
his bodyguard . . . that Yoloff person . . .”  

“Yeah. Keep talking.”  
“Yoloff drove up in a sedan and parked 

just behind us, soon after you w-went 
upstairs to talk to Miss Parkhurst.”  

I needled my speedometer up to sixty. 
“Then what?”  

“He opened the coupe door, snatched the 
g-gun out of my hand. He hit me, d-dazed 
me. I heard him telling Dannovitch how he 
had managed to get away from that studio 
policeman and f-follow us to Miss 
Parkhurst’s address. . . .”  

She sounded honest. I stole a sidewise 
squint at her; lamped brine spilling out of her 
optics. Either she was a very convincing 
actress, or she was really leveling. 

“Okay,” I said. “Yoloff tailed us. He 
took your rod. What did he do next?”  

“He went into the apartment b-building 
and came out a minute later with your keys; 
unlocked those handcuffs. Dannovitch 
jumped out and Yoloff hit me again. Th-
that’s all I remember until just now. The two 
of them must have driven off in the sedan.”  

Her story matched up with what I knew. 
I said: “All right, I guess that clears it.” 

“Then—then you do believe me when I 
t-tell you it wasn’t my fault they g-got 
away?”  

“I’m not calling you a liar,” I said. “Not 
yet, anyhow.” And I twisted my wheel; 
aimed for a wide driveway that curved up to 
a rambling mock-Spanish tepee. It was the 
palatial wikiup where the Dannovitch rodent 
lived. I parked in the shadows, cut my lights 
and ignition; hauled Clyda to the dump’s 
front door.”  

I rang. 
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RESENTLY the portal opened and Serge 
Yoloff fastened the astounded focus on 

me. His ugly puss went pale through the 
whiskers. “Y-you—!”  

“In person,” I growled, and shoved my 
heater against his vest. “Would you like a 
puncture that couldn’t be vulcanized?”  

He backed away. “N-no—vwait—there 
iss no n-need for you to shooting me—” 

“There will be unless you tell me where I 
can find your boss,” I lipped. 

“Oh, so? Vwell, that iss easy. He iss 
down at the police headquarters to making a 
complaint against you. He iss going to 
having your license lifted because you—”  

I interrupted him. “Thanks, pal. That’s 
all I crave to know. Here’s a receipt for the 
poke you gave me a while back in Patsy 
Parkhurst’s joint.” And I slugged him full in 
the kisser with my automatic. 

He staggered, spitting out bridgework. I 
fed him another prescription and he went 

down like a stack of chips in a poker game; 
didn’t get up any more. 

I grabbed a portiere rope, yanked it 
loose, trussed his hands and ankles. I also 
stuffed a handkerchief in his leaking yap, 
gagging him so he couldn’t beef too audibly 
when he woke up. Then I dragged him to a 
nearby closet, locked him in. 

Clyda Condon stared at me. “N-now 
what?” 

“You’ll see.” I located a telephone in a 
hallway niche; dialed headquarters. 
“Donaldson of homicide,” I demanded. 

“He’s not here. He’s out investigating a 
murder on Rampart Street; some wren got 
killed in her boudoir—” 

I said: “Yeah, I know. I’m the guy that 
notified him. This is Dan Turner talking.”  

The desk sergeant let out a yeep. “Jeest, 
chum, the heat’s on you! There’s a Russian 
monkey named Dannovitch down here 
screaming his head off on account of he 
claims you shoved him around and 
threatened him with a rodney and 
handcuffed him—”  

“Nuts to him and his complaints,” I 
rasped. “Look, do me a favor. Hold him 
there for ten minutes, understand? Make any 
excuse; but be sure he doesn’t leave for that 
length of time. Then send him home.” 

“What for?” 
“Never mind what for. Just do as I say 

and everything will be jake. Meanwhile, 
contact Lieutenant Donaldson at that 
Rampart Street address and tell him to dust 
sand over here to Dannovitch’s igloo. Tell 
him I’ve got the killer for him.”  

“You mean—”  
I said patiently: “Donaldson will savvy. 

Don’t bother straining your own think-tank 
about it. All you have to, do is deliver my 
message and go back to your Racing Form.” 
I rang off, whirled and grabbed the Condon 
cupcake. “Come on, hon. Let’s ankle up to a 
nice cozy place I know.”  
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“Cozy place?” she drew a blushing 
breath.’ “Listen, fresh guy. Wh-what makes 
you think you can talk that way to me?”  

I tightened my grasp on her arm, made 
my voice nasty. “Let’s not argue over 
trifles.” Then, when I’d hauled her to the top 
of the staircase: “If I want to, I can pinch you 
for murder.”  

She started shivering. “But I didn’t k-kill 
Trixie!”  

“I could frame you for it, though,” I said 
as I located Vladimir Dannovitch’s gaudy 
Russian quarters and yanked her inside 
without making a light. 

She struggled against my encircling arm. 
“Let me g-go! I’m innocent and you know 
it!”  

“All I know is that you had plenty of 
opportunity,” I said in the darkness. “You 
could have slipped out through your living 
room window and fired into the room where 
Trixie was in bed. Then you could have run 
back, got into the living room again. There 
were two slugs discharged out of your rod, 
remember. One could have cooled Trixie and 
the other nicked me.” 

“That’s not true! I shot at someone I saw 
running away!”  

“Which may be hard to prove,” I said 
softly. “Suppose you’d been in love with 
Dannovitch but couldn’t marry him while he 
already had a wife living. That would be 
your motive for bumping her. Then maybe 
you sucked me into the mess in order to 
furnish yourself a phony alibi.”  

“You’re c-crazy!” she choked. “How 
could I be in love w-with Dannovitch when I 
didn’t even know him? I never saw him 
before in my life until t-tonight when you 
took me to the Climax lot! I even mistook 
you for him when your friend made that joke 
and called you Dan-o-vitch—” 

 
 SAID: “That’s your story. There’s only 
one way I might be persuaded to give you 

the benefit of the doubt, babe.”  

She tensed in my embrace. “So that’s it! 
You—you despicable heel!”  

As she spoke, I thought I heard the front 
door opening and closing downstairs. 
“Everything will be all right,” I said. “We 
can go away together, Clyda. Just the two of 
us in some honeymoon cottage. I’m crazy 
about you, beloved. No other girl matters to 
me. You’re the one I love. . . .”  

We were standing in the thick gloom just 
beyond the room doorway as I dished her 
this load of fervent nonsense; the door itself 
was ajar. And before I got halfway through 
my speech the portal punched inward and 
somebody sailed in. A voice shrilled: “You 
double-crossing Russian rat!” 

I gave the blonde Condon chick a terrific 
shove that dumped her on the carpet, 
moaning. Long before she landed, I had my 
.32 out of its leather. 

Then the screaming voice bleated 
hysterically: “Where are you, damn you? 
Where’s the light? Come on, show yourself! 
After I killed your wife so we could be 
married, you’ve got the crust to fall for 
another woman—” A silenced roscoe 
whispered a hot slug across the room. 

I dived at the flame-streak; impacted 
against a yielding feminine figure. I snarled: 
“Okay, Patsy Parkhurst, you’ve just cooked 
your own goose!” Then I tripped the red-
haired quail backward. 

 
T THE same instant Clyda Condon got 
up and located the wall switch; flipped 

it. Lights came on in the room and heavy 
footfalls sounded on the stairs, racing up to 
the second floor. 

The footfalls were Dave Donaldson’s. 
He barged over the threshold, puffing like a 
grampus. “What cooks?” he caterwauled. 

“I’ve nailed the killer for you, is all,” I 
told him. “This Parkhurst frill is the one that 
chilled Mrs. Dannovitch.”  

Patsy’s glims flashed sparks. “You 
stinking snoop!”  

I 
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I slapped her. “You were with the 
Russian rodent at the cafe this evening. Then 
you drove him to the Climax lot. After you 
left him there, you headed for Clyda 
Condon’s bungalow on Rampart Street—
where you knew Mrs. Dannovitch was 
staying; probably because Dannovitch had 
shown you some of her letters.”  

“Let me go!”  
I said: “You wanted to marry the guy, 

which was why you drilled his wife. You 
sneaked in through her room window, 
creamed her with your silenced gat. You 
were just lamming when I ankled in; that’s 
why you snapped a shot at me, nicked me in 
the arm. Later, when I called on you at your 
apartment, you gave your own game away. 
You mentioned that the defunct jane had 
been shot—but I hadn’t told you the murder 
method. So how could you have known 
unless you’d been there?”  

“That’s no proof!”  
“It wouldn’t stand up in court,” I 

admitted. “So I set a little trap for you. I told 
you Dannovitch was really in love with 
another cutie—Clyda Condon. I knew this 
would make you crazy jealous. And the rest 
was easy. I brought Clyda here to your boy-
friend’s room; began pitching verbal woo at 
her in the darkness.”  

Her frantic peepers cursed me. 
I said: “I figured you’d come here and 

eavesdrop. You jumped to the conclusion it 
was Dannovitch himself who was being so 
ardent with Clyda; so naturally you blew 
your top and started blasting with your silent 
heater. You also confessed you’d killed 
Trixie Dannovitch. Both Clyda and I heard 
you; and our testimony will send you to the 
gas house.”  

 

She renewed her vigorous squalling. 
“Dannovitch was in on the deal! He talked 
me into doing it! Damn you, Vladimir—”  

When she said it, I looked up; piped the 
jockey-sized Russian standing at the 
doorway near Dave Donaldson. He had just 
come in; had heard the whole works. 

I shouldn’t have glanced at him; 
shouldn’t have taken my attention away 
from Patsy Parkhurst. The red-haired frail 
pulled an unexpected fast one on me; 
reached out and managed to snatch the gun 
she’d dropped when I first tackled her. She 
took quick aim, pulled the trigger. 

Dannovitch dropped with a pill in his 
skull. He was deceased before he stopped 
bouncing. 

Patsy said: “All right, that’s that. Now I 
don’t care what happens to me!” 

 
OWNSTAIRS in my jalopy, I slid an 
arm around Clyda Condon’s slender 

waist. “Sorry I had to use you for bait, 
baby,” I apologized. “It was the only way I 
could trap that dame.”  

“I—I forgive you.”  
“And about that fake scene. I didn’t 

really intend to get fresh. It was all part of 
the act.”  

She gave me a sidewise look. “Even 
when you k-kissed me you didn’t mean it?”  

I said: “Well, at least I enjoyed it. Now 
I’ll take you home.”  

She shivered against me. “I d-don’t want 
to go there, Dan. Not when I know Trixie 
Dannovitch was m-murdered there! I—I 
don’t think I could stand it.” 

“Would you prefer somewhere else, 
hon?” 

“Y-yes,” she whispered. 
So I took her elsewhere. . . .  

 

D


