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At that instant there was an explosion and a bullet penetrated Steve Rixey’s brain.

Gorilla Girl
By CHARLTON L. EDHOLM

Cora Corinta was a smooth dame—but fierce. And she knew that all romances must end—even between a gorilla
and a gorilla girl.

MURKY side street. A speakeasy door that
slid open, showing a streak of smoky light.
And two drunks lurching in an unsteady

way across the sidewalk.
That was the opening of the Gorilla Girl’s crime

drama, the case of Cora Corinta.
The time was three o’clock of a mean, dirty

morning. The place was a double row of houses,
equally mean and dirty, that faced a dead and
almost deserted street.

A few cars stood at the curb. Some appeared to
be parked for the night. Others might or might not
be occupied. They had a sinister appearance,
standing there like monstrous shiny beetles.
Toward them staggered the two drunks, dim shapes

in the shadow; not noisy but wrangling in
undertones.

They came to an unsteady halt beside a
luxurious Rolls-Royce, in which, at the wheel, sat
Oscar Schultz. Oscar was thick-muscled and
carried a gun, for he was not only a chauffeur, but a
strong-arm man for Max Lorrie, “Sparkler Maxie,”
a big-shot of the Fevered Forties.

One of the drunks was trying to light a cigarette.
He leaned against the car and fumblingly scratched
safety-matches on its varnished hood. The smaller
drunk braced a foot on the fender of the machine
and went on with his argument.

“That bird is yellow,” he said thickly. “Dutchy
is yellow. He won’t fight.”
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“Yeah? What makes you say he’s yellow?”
“He takes it lying down. Dutchy is a damn

yellow rat,” the drunk asserted.
Oscar Schultz bristled. He thrust open the door

of his car and ordered: “Be on your way, you
bums!”

The bigger drunk moved a pace or two. The
other held his ground. “Talkin’ to me?” he asked.

“You heard me. Git the hell outta here. Take
your foot off that fender. That ain’t no brass rail,
you barfly.”

“Oh, yeah? Ain’t you the wisecracker! Say, I
bet you’re just a big windbag.”

“I’ll show you who’s a windbag. Take away
your foot!”

“Aw, you’re all yellow. Let’s see you make me
take my foot away.” He gave the fender a kick.

Oscar Schultz was sore. He jumped out of the
car and the man with the box of matches retreated.
The other kept his foot on the fender, lurching
unsteadily, and Oscar ran at the supposed drunk,
striking out with heavy, awkward fist.

But he only fanned the air.
A tap on the jaw staggered him. It was the K.O.

of a ring expert. At the same instant a blackjack
landed at the base of his skull and Oscar went down
with a faint groan.

“The sap fell for your spiel, Skeeters,” said the
bigger of the two, putting away his weapon.

“Like they always do. Make it snappy, Chubb.
Roll him back of them ash cans.”

With the speed of long practice, the two thugs
deposited their victim in a cellar entrance, and
Chubb stripped off the chauffeur’s coat, putting it
on over his own. He donned the cap, also, and
stuffed his own soft headgear into his pocket.

“All set,” he remarked. “Give Cora the high
sign.”

“Sure. Wait till I roll this sap.”
“That’s right. If you hold out my split, Skeeters,

it will be your last dirty deal.”
A policeman turned the corner far down the

block. Chubb stepped into the car, looking straight
ahead, while Skeeters, after hastily cleaning out the
chauffeur’s pockets, strolled calmly up the street
and entered a small and very discreet nightclub,
known as the Jungle. It was only a few doors from
the scene of the swift and silent drama.

The cop passed the car with only a glance. As
for the limp figure screened by the ash cans, he did
not even look that way.

ORA CORINTA, whose soft beauty masked a
brass-bound character, was seated at a table

that commanded the bamboo-screened door of the
Jungle. Her companion was in his glory that night,
a big beefy gambler with diamonds glittering on his
fingers, his shirt front, his cuffs.

Sparkler Maxie was feeling good that night. On
a “fixed” race in New Orleans he had cleaned up
better than $75,000. Life was easy for Max. Easy
money and easy women! Tonight he was stepping
out with a new jane, whom he had taken from
Smoke Gattler, Smoke having left in a hurry for
parts unknown.

Cora Corinta was a prize worth paying for;
small, regular features, big tantalizing eyes, skin
like milk and roses, and hair that blew about her
face in a golden mist.

She was a sweet morsel, thought Maxie, never
guessing that he was keeping company with a
charge of human dynamite.

While the blackface jazz band was crooning the
latest blues, Cora saw a slender, wiry figure at the
doorway of imitation foliage. Skeeters was so much
like the other night club hangers-on that he
attracted not the least attention. A little below
medium height, thin-faced and blue-jawed in spite
of a recent shave; a body that seemed made of steel
springs; that was Skeeters, the bright boy who had
deserted the ring for a more profitable business of
racketeering.

His narrow black eyes caught the innocent orbs
of Cora Corinta, who saw him, but appeared to
look straight through him.

Skeeters touched a cigarette with a jeweled
lighter and sauntered away.

The lighted cigarette was the signal.
“Come on, Maxie. I’m fed up on this joint,” said

Cora, patting her escort’s arm.
“Wanna go home so early?” Max Lorrie leered

amorously. “Jus’ as you say, hot lips!”
He banged sharply on the table and his waiter

came on the jump. Everybody sprang to attention
when Sparkler Maxie demanded service.

The big-shot placed a hundred-dollar bill on the
table and waved away the change. He passed out
five and ten dollar tips to all the parasites that came
his way and sent the captain with a twenty to the
orchestra leader.

The lordly fellow’s exit was quite an event in
Jungleland. The boss smirked and shook hands as
the beautiful girl and the heavy spender left the
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room, and a buzz arose from the tables:
“That bird is Sparkler Maxie.”
“Yeah. Some queen he’s got!”
“Get onto the ice he carries. He needs a

bodyguard.”
“Maxie’s chauffeur is his bodyguard. Oscar

Schultz, the Iron-Fisted Man.”

T A TABLE removed from the dance floor
lights sat an impassive bored-looking man in

his thirties. Already his hair was sprinkled with
grey, for he had played nerve-racking games with
sudden death for years.

It was Danny Moran, plainclothes man from
Headquarters who had been detailed on the Lady
Brooks-Patterson gem robbery.

He glanced up as Maxie and the girl passed out
of the room. It seemed to Danny Moran that her
smile had a certain tigerish expression, such as he
had seen in the zoo at feeding time. But when he
looked again, Cora Corinta was smiling like a
prima donna, queenly and radiant in her beauty.
The tigerish expression must have been caused by
the lights, thought Dan Moran.

He let his keen grey eyes wander from table to
table. The detective had another quest besides his
official duty. Some friends had tipped him off that
his kid brother, Artie, was running to shady night
clubs. It was no place for that young fellow and
Dan was ready to give him a call-down if they
should meet.

But there was no sign of Artie.

UTSIDE in the dark, slimy street, Cora
Corinta and her infatuated escort paused for

only a second. The doorman had whistled for
Maxie’s car: it stood at the curb with motor purring
and the familiar livery of Oscar in the shadows
back of the wheel.

“Home, Oscar,” said Max.
“No, no,” exclaimed Cora. “I’ve changed my

mind. Let’s take a whirl to Harlem first.”
“You want a dash of black and high yellow? It’s

all right by me, hot lips.”
“Hot lips!” Cora Corinta echoed the words with

a cynical laugh. If the big sap only knew how cold
her kiss was: chilled with the chill of the grave.

“To Club Creole,” said Max. “Up in the Black
Belt.”

Oscar said nothing, but the car started gently
and sped up Broadway, through the dark mystery

of the Park, and then into the depths of Harlem.
There was an all-night drugstore and, not far away,
a fried-fish shop tainted the air, but no customers
were in sight. All the hectic of life was
underground or in rooms where the distant blare of
jazz mingled with shrill excited laughter.

“Stop here,” said Cora suddenly. “I’m goin’ in
the drugstore for an aspirin.”

“Let me go,” said Max.
But already the girl was running across the

sidewalk, her high stilt-like heels tap-tapping on the
concrete.

Max leaned back in his seat with a fat,
contented sigh. He was full of food and drink and
the best looking jane in the city was his for as long
as he cared to keep her. Easy life, easy money, easy
women!

A shadow darted from the nearest tenement
doorway; a figure resembling Skeeters, but not so
mature. He opened the car door and thrust in a
hand.

“Crack!”
The report of the pistol in the car brought a few

dusky heads popping out of windows. They stared
with rolling eyes but saw nothing exciting, just a
car standing quietly.

On the next block a man was sitting with his girl
in a doorway.

“What was that noise?” he said. “Sounded like
shooting.”

“Don’t get nervous, big boy! They’re not
gunning for you, are they?”

“That’s right. It was just a motor backfiring, I
guess.”

“I guess so, too. Sit closer, kid.”

HE killer saw Max Lorrie slump forward, shot
between the eyes. Chubb, in the driver’s seat,

asked out of the corner of his mouth, “Is one slug
plenty?”

“Yes—Yes, I guess so,” whispered the boy.
“Then scram, you! We gotta get outta here.”
The boy slid into the shadow of the walls and

into an area.
Cora came from the drugstore with the aspirin,

and her heels went tap-tap-tap across the pavement.
The drug clerk did not even follow her to the door.
He was used to backfiring motors.

“O.K?” she whispered to Chubb.
“Let’s go. Get in front here with me. You don’t

want no blood on your clothes.”
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“That’s right. Don’t waste time looking for his
roll. I got it here.” She tapped her stocking.

The driver sent the car at a moderate speed to
the corner, turned and drove through the Park to
Riverside Drive, where he left Cora at her
apartment. Then he sped up the Drive to a wooded,
unfrequented section not very far from the subway.
Here he parked under a tree, stripped the body of
its jewelry and stepped out, leaving the chauffeur’s
cap and coat in the machine. Chubb strolled over to
the nearest station—and so to bed, a day’s work
done.

Max Lorrie had been “put on the spot,” and one
of the heavy sports who had lost money on Maxie’s
fixed races was paying out more money to get
revenge, no less than fifty thousand dollars.

Smoke Gattler, Chief of the Killer Mob, had
collected that fifty grand for bumping the big shot.
It was worth the money, for Max Lorrie owned
millions and had hosts of influential friends, judges
and small-fry statesmen included. Fifty grand
would pay for rubbing out a district attorney or the
city editor of a big newspaper. It cost only five
grand to croak an ordinary business rival, a
storekeeper or small contractor, while an obscure
citizen like a clerk or a truck driver who stole
another’s girl, would be bumped at bargain rates of
about four or five hundred dollars.

When the sap was put on the spot, Gattler was
always out of town. A perfect alibi. He never soiled
his hands with killing. He could hire it done for a
small price. In fact, he could get it done for
nothing, as in the case of Max Lorrie.

HE pale kid, with the washed-out blue eyes,
who had fired the shot, did not even know who

the victim was. Cora had smiled at the fledgling
gangster, snared him, given him little, but promised
much.

“You want to trail with our mob, don’t you?”
“Sure, I do.”
“Well, you’ve got to prove you have the guts

first.”
“I’ll do anything you say, honey mouth!”
Cora smiled. “Honey mouth!” Why did those

poor boobs always think she was sweet? Sweet and
soft she was as a buzz-saw!

“You be at Jackson’s drugstore at three
tomorrow morning,” she said. “Pack a rod. When
you see me get out of a car and go into the
drugstore, you walk up to the car, stick a rod in the

sap’s face and give him the works. Then scram!”
“Is that all?”
“That’s all. I’ll see you the next night at Porky’s

place and we’ll go home together. And from then
on, you belong in our mob. How about it?”

“I’d bump twenty guys if you asked me to,
Cora.”

The kid was positively sticky, so green and
lovesick. Cora granted him one perfumed kiss to
bind the bargain—and then went to find Max
Lorrie.

HE kid never showed up at Porky’s place to
claim the reward. Skeeters was there, though,

Skeeters who had always jollied him along.
“Well, what about the kid?” asked Cora, who

was acting as payoff for Gattler.
“I picked him up an hour after the big-shot was

polished,” said Skeeters. “The kid’s in the East
River now with a load of scrap iron wired to him.”

“That’s the best way,” said Cora, handing
Skeeters his cut. “Those soft mushy kids are sure to
squawk.”

Skeeters pocketed his bit. One grand. He had
already drawn a thousand berries. It was not a big
bit, considering all he had done, but Cora
sweetened it with a smile that promised much.

HE killing of Sparkler Maxie blew the lid off
the town and Dan Moran was detailed to work

on the case, together with Sergeant Steve Rixey.
Twenty or more detectives handled various angles,
but Danny Moran and Rixey were assigned to get
the facts from Cora Corinta who was seen with
Max at the Jungle that last night.

Steve Rixey, a granite-jawed detective of the
rough and ready type, was willing to give the
woman the third degree, but Moran thought more
could be done by tact and persuasion.

“If it was up to me, I’d beat hell out of her like a
bum,” said Rixey.

“You can’t beat up a woman,” answered Dan.
“Can’t I? Anyhow, she ain’t a woman. She’s a

gorilla’s moll, an’ that makes her a gorilla, too.
Sure I’d beat her up.”

Cora Corinta laughed at the pair when they
grilled her in her luxurious apartment on the Drive.

“You ain’t got a thing on me, boys,” said Cora
lighting a cigarette. “I was playing around with
Maxie, sure! I helped him blow his money and
have a good time. What of it? If that’s a murder
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case, you can round up a hundred janes on
Broadway, for Maxie loved ‘em all.”

Cora was sitting back in a low-hung “loveseat.”
She was clad in a gay robe that did not hide the
active, muscular lines of her body. Cora had been
an acrobatic dancer. She had been a queen of
burlesque. She had been a trick sharpshooter in a
wild west show in her time. No wonder the woman
was muscled like a man.

But with all this, she clung to her feminine
fluffiness in dress, a pink and frilly negligée, and
she wore absurdly high-heeled slippers. Her face
was made up with broad patches of red and lines of
black. By daylight her hard expression showed
through the mask. Her lips were thin and
determined when she spoke; they curled in a feline
snarl when she was angry.

Dan Moran and Steve Rixey had not been
quizzing her for more than half an hour when a
phone call came from Headquarters for Moran. It
was from Captain Brady, and it was bad news.

“It’s a tough break for you, Moran,” said Brady.
“A body has been fished out of the East River. Tied
up with wire and weights. As far as we can tell, it’s
your young brother, Artie. Better hurry to the
morgue and make sure.”

Danny’s voice choked as he tried to answer.
“Heaven! So that’s the end of poor Artie’s night

life.” His thoughts were wild and whirling. He saw
red. “The rats have murdered my kid brother. I’ll
get ‘em for that! Poor little Art. He never had a
chance!”

Danny told Steve Rixey what had happened.
The older detective nodded. “Hard luck, Dan,” he
gripped the other’s hand. “Anything I can do, let
me know.”

Dan could not say much. His throat was full.
His eyes caught Cora’s glance and he seemed to
detect a malicious glint of triumph as if she were
pleased to see a hated “dick” suffer. She said in
honeyed tones: “It’s a tough break. Maybe it’s
somebody else they found,” but she could not make
her voice sound sincere.

When Steve Rixey was left alone with the
woman, and only the policeman outside the door
could hear anything, the hardboiled detective
grilled her with the ferocity of a tiger.

“You know who croaked Max Lorrie,” he
shouted in her face. “You—I’m goin’ to choke the
truth out of you.”

“Keep back. Don’t lay a hand on me!”

“Come clean or I’ll lay both fists on you. Out
with it!”

“I don’t know. Keep back!”
“It was Smoke Gattler. That’s who.”
“You’re crazy. Smoke’s in Chicago.”
“You think so? He’s got a swell hideout on Park

Avenue. He’s got a jane with him. Get wise to
yourself. The cheater is giving you the dirty end of
it.”

“That’s a damn lie.”
Cora sprang at her tormentor with the nails

slashing at his face. He shoved her back with his
elbow. Cora dropped on the low couch and he
rushed her with both fists clenched.

“Tell all you know,” he growled, “or I’ll beat
you till you look like a hamburg steak.”

As the enraged man charged, the girl kicked out
one foot as if to defend herself. In her eyes was the
savage glare of a beast and she barred her teeth and
gums as she snarled like a gorilla.

At that instant there was an explosion; a bullet
penetrated Steve Rixey’s brain, and the big husky
crumpled on the floor beside the couch.

HE patrolman burst into the room. Cora was
yelling and screaming hysterically. They had

to pick her up bodily and carry her to the patrol
wagon, struggling and fighting every step of the
way.

In the last violent attempt to force her into the
wagon, she even lost her shoe and it was left in the
gutter as the Black Maria drove away. But only for
a second. A blue-jawed youth, with narrow eyes,
had seen it, snatched the dainty prize and hurried
away.

At Headquarters Cora swore that she knew
nothing about this killing. “Suddenly there was a
crash, a groan from Rixey, and then he was lying
dead on the floor.” That was her story.

Inspector Walsh and his experts gave her the
third degree, and even the police commissioner
tried to shake her, but it was no use. Cora Corinta
knew nothing of this shooting and stuck to it.

Her apartment was fine-combed for the murder
weapon, but there was no gun in the place. The
windows were closed and had not been disturbed.
The shot could not have come from the outside.

The wild theory that Rixey might have shot
himself with his own gun was out. His service
revolver had not been discharged.

The Mystery Moll, as the papers called her, had
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a friend who knew how to work the legal
technicalities and, as there was no evidence against
Cora on either killing, she was released before the
month was out. She left the prison laughing at the
detectives.

UT there was one man on the case who never
gave up hope of solving the string of murders.

There were four in all that linked up like beads on a
chain: Oscar, who was picked up in a daze,
wandering the streets and died in the hospital
without recovering his senses. Then there was Max
Lorrie, the big-shot; Artie Moran, pulled out of the
river with wires and scrap iron bound to his body,
and last of all, Sergeant Steve Rixey, murdered
while interrogating Cora.

Danny Moran, who had known that Smoke
Gattler was Cora’s heavy sugar, also learned that
Smoke had been in Chicago during the shooting
and that he had not returned to New York, but was
now living lavishly in Havana. An investigator was
put on the job and sent back some interesting
details of Smoke Gattler’s amusements in the gay
city together with some snapshots.

Armed with these proofs, Danny went to the
shabby quarters to which Cora had moved after her
release.

It was nothing like the Riverside Drive
apartment, but a squalid lodging on the fringe of
the slums, and, when Cora admitted him, she was
no longer the radiant queen of the nightclubs, but a
hard-faced vixen without enough makeup to
disguise her ferocity. She was dressed in some of
the old finery, worse for wear by now, a dingy
wrapper and high-heeled slippers. They went tap-
tap-tap across the carpet-less floor, and Danny
Moran saw that the heels left round marks among
the cigarette butts on the dirty boards.

With a firmer grasp on his malacca cane, the
detective laid aside his hat and took a chair
uninvited.

Cora dropped on the couch before him, her eyes
like a trapped tiger’s. Beside her was a flash of
brandy, half-empty, and a dirty tumbler.

“I’ve got something to show you, Cora,” said
Danny. “Evidently your sweet man has not been
spending much on you. I think you’d like to know
who is helping him blow his coin these days.”

“I don’t want anything from you,” said Cora.
“All I want to hear from you is the noise of the
door shutting when you go.”

She took a drink from the bottle and laughed
hoarsely.

“I’m going, Cora, but when I go, I’m taking you
along. You are going to tell me who shot Max
Lorrie.”

“I’ll tell you,” she snarled, suddenly enraged.
“T’hell with you an’ your smug-faced ways. It was
your brother Artie. That’s who croaked Max!”

Dan leaped from his chair. As if she had been
expecting an attack, the woman jerked back on the
couch, threw up her foot to kick—and at the same
instant Moran’s stick came down on her ankle with
a blow that made her scream.

Her slipper flew wildly across the room and
from its high heel jetted a vicious burst of fire and
smoke, while an explosion echoed from the bare
walls.

IKE a flash Dan jumped for the other slipper,
but she surrendered it with a weak laugh.

“Take it. This one is regular. It’s the other one
that’s fixed to kill.” She poured some brandy into
the glass and, while Dan picked up the infernal
footwear, turning his back to her for a second, she
shook a powder into the drink.

“Have some?”
He shook his head.
“This was a clever job, Cora. A gun-barrel in

the heel of a shoe. And I suppose this wire
exploded the cartridge?”

She nodded sullenly, and her answer was
despondent.

“I guess it’s the chair for me. Why not spill it?
Sure, I worked the wire with my toe. It shoots like
a regular gun. Pretty slick, ain’t it?” she added
boastfully.

“Very clever. Is this Gattler’s idea?”
“I’m telling nothing. You’ve got the weapon.

Now take me along and try me for Rixey’s murder.
But I’ll never snitch on my friends.”

“Your friends? Listen, Cora. Your friends are
not worth it. If you tell everything you know, you
may get life instead of the hot-seat. In fact, I can
promise it if you don’t hold out.”

He spread a sheaf of snapshots on the couch
before the girl. “Here’s your friend Gattler at the
races with Lola Manette, the dancer. Here he is
swimming with her. There they are on the beach.
This is a hot one—”

With a snarl of animal fury, the girl swept the
snapshots to the floor.
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“I’ll spill the works,” she screamed. “I’ll help
strap Gattler in the chair. Hell, I’d be glad to throw
the switch myself!”

Taking up the glass of brandy she flung it into
the corner where it smashed. “That drink was
loaded,” she said. “One swallow an’ my troubles
would be over. But I want to live now. I want to
live long enough to send Gattler to the chair, and
Skeeters and Chubb, and the whole murder mob!”

The gorilla girl was still the jungle brute. But
now she was turning on her gang and never did the
Female of the Species in her jealous rage appear so
deadly.

Cora calmed down before they left in a taxi for
Headquarters. On the way she asked Moran
abruptly: “Who tipped you off? About the gat in
my heel, I mean?”

“Nobody. But when I saw round marks where
you had walked, little circles as if someone had
held a gun-muzzle to the floor, I got my stick
ready.”

The woman was brooding. “I got the rotten
breaks! Now, I’ll get the chair.”

“I told you how to sidestep the chair.”
“Can you make good?”
“If you come clean.”

RUE to his promise, Danny Moran induced
the district attorney to accept a second-degree

murder plea in return for Cora’s complete
confession of how Smoke Gattler’s murder mob
did business.

Skeeters and Chubb were picked up in Chicago.
Lesser lights at Porky’s place.

Smoke Gattler felt the come-alongs clipped to
his wrists just as he was about to board a steamer in
Havana, bound for South America. Lola Manette,
younger and prettier than Cora, was with him.

Danny Moran, who made the arrest, gently
smiled when Gattler protested that he was innocent
of any wrongdoing. That he was a respectable
businessman traveling for pleasure with his lawful
wife.

“Can that,” said Moran. “Cora spilled
everything.”

Smoke’s jaw dropped. His eyes went glassy.
“Cora squawked?” he blurted. “Why, damn that
broad! I thought Skeeters had croaked her!”

“Shut up, you sap!” Lola whispered fiercely.
But Gattler had said enough to indicate how

romances may end between a gorilla and a gorilla
girl.

Yet they say that Cora wept in her cell when the
judge condemned Smoke Gattler to the chair.
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