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DOG’S LIFE 
By ROBERT LESLIE BELLEM 

 
Missing jewels, a dead canine movie star and assorted underhanded shenanigans 

might or might not have a tie-in with this murder—but cinemaland’s super-sleuth Dan 
Turner aimed to find out after it became personal! 

 
 
T WAS enough to make you 
disgusted. The funeral was nine cars 
long, fouling up the late afternoon 

traffic on Hollywood Boulevard; there was 
a regulation hearse, the casket must have 
set Mike Morel back a good five hundred 
hermans, and at the open grave in the 
cemetery there was a carved granite 
headstone easily worth another half a 

grand. 
All of it for a pooch that had kicked 

the bucket! 
I stood there near the cluster of 

mourners, watched the coffin being 
lowered into its hole and wondered how 
many poor devils sleeping in Potter’s Field 
could have been given decent burial for 
what the clambake was costing. But 
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pauper corpses aren’t worth a dime a 
dozen for publicity purposes, whereas this 
gaudy affair was strictly with headlines.  

The only genuine grief seemed to be 
Martha Morel’s. She leaned against me, 
turned on the weeps. “When I think of 
poor old Bimini being d-dead . . .” 

“Don’t take it so hard, hon.” I patted 
her on the shoulder. “He had his day in the 
galloping snapshots, earned more scratch 
in six years than I’ll see in a lifetime. He 
was washed up. We’ve all got to croak 
some time. What the hell?”  

She gave me a wan smile. “Thanks, 
Dan. I’m glad you’re the one I asked to 
bring me. For a private detective you’re an 
awfully nice guy.” Which could have been 
a left-handed compliment but I was sure 
she didn’t mean it that way. 

“Forget it.” I made a disparaging 
gesture. “I’ll tell you one thing, though. 
Only a wren as gorgeous as you could 
have dragged me to a pet cemetery.” 

 
 MEANT it, too. In my opinion these 
maudlin rites were lousy taste. There 

were plenty of screen biggies on hand, 
including a lot of male and she-male hams 
who’d worked in pix starring the defunct 
Bimini pooch. But they were just hoping 
to get their profiles in the papers; it didn’t 
spell a thing to them that Hollywood’s 
once-greatest canine actor had barked at 
his last .cat. 

With Martha Morel it was different. 
Having helped to raise and train the 
animal, she honestly regretted his death; I 
had a hunch she would just as soon have 
him planted without all this claptrap. But 
she hadn’t been consulted, inasmuch as 
she wasn’t married to Mike Morel any 
more. The divorce settlement had given 
Mike sole ownership of the kennel Martha 
had helped him create, and now she was 
on the outside looking in.  

It scalded me to think she didn’t even 

have a jalopy to bring her to the graveyard. 
Not that I minded playing chauffeur-
escort; she was a very attractive dish in 
spite of her last year’s sharkskin ensemble, 
a cookie to grab your glimpse in any 
gathering. She was thirtyish, maybe; but 
her curves weren’t. And the golden glint in 
her hair hadn’t come from peroxide, all of 
which I could appreciate as much as the 
next guy. 

In this case the next guy was her ex-
hubby. He made for us, a smirk on his 
swarthy puss. “Dan Turner, the super-
snoop!” he said. Then, to Martha: “Hi, 
beautiful. Got a new boy-friend, I see.”  

She blushed with embarrassment, but 
didn’t give him the hot retort he deserved. 
She caught his drift, though, and so did I. 
He was referring to the cause of their 
divorce a year ago, the lowdown that 
hadn’t leaked into the news despatches. 

Morel had surprised one of his 
employees attempting to kiss her, a kennel 
superintendent named Franz Venzke. 
Martha claimed this Venzke heel had 
jumped her, strong-armed her despite her 
struggles; and knowing her as well as I 
did, I believed this. But Mike pretended 
not to. 

“I’ll give you the breaks,” he had told 
her. “If you don’t put the alimony bite on 
me, you can get a quiet divorce.” 

“And if I refuse?”  
“I’ll tear your rep to tatters by naming 

Venzke co-respondent.”  
For months she had known Mike 

wanted to ditch her so he could marry 
some other cupcake; and she realized he 
had probably bribed Venzke to stage the 
counterfeit kissing scene in order to get 
something on her. But she couldn’t prove 
it; so she knuckled under. Now she was 
broke. Morel had a new wife, and Venzke, 
the cause of it all, was still superintendent 
of the kennels—which indicated that he 
had been in cahoots with Morel right 
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along.  
 

NDER the circumstances, I didn’t 
like this crack Mike made as he piped 

me with Martha here in the pet cemetery. I 
took a truculent step toward him and said: 
“Look, chum. How would you like a load 
of lumps?”  

He let his smirk do a fadeout. “Don’t 
get huffy, gumshoe. I was only kidding.” 
He turned to his ex-wife. “How did you 
enjoy the show, beautiful?”  

“It was j-just that. A show. I hated it.”  
“The front pages should hate me so 

good every day, baby. I’ll get three of the 
mutt’s pups in pictures on the strength of 
this funeral stunt.”  

Brine came into Martha’s blue glims. 
“That’s all Bimini ever meant to you. A 
mutt. A meal ticket. I’m glad he’s dead.”  

“Me too. He was too old to work and 
his bill for horse-meat was terrific. The 
hell with it, beautiful. Bring your Sherlock 
out to the house. I’m tossing a little brawl 
for the press—like a wake, sort of.”  

He swung on his heel, barged back 
toward the grave, nudged a chunky 
character with the cauliflower ears of a 
retired wrestler. That was Franz Venzke, 
his kennel superintendent. Now that the 
ceremonies were over, they piled into a 
sedan and lammed. 

I gave Martha the sympathetic focus. 
“Ready to go home, hon?”  

“N-no. I’d like to accept Mike’s 
invitation—that is, if you don’t mind.”  

I helped her into my bucket, set fire to 
a gasper to cover my surprise. “Haven’t 
you had enough of the louse for one 
afternoon?”  

Her teeth caught in her tremulous 
lower lip. “Don’t misunderstand, Dan. I 
want to go only because I . . . well, I’m 
down to my last dollar. I went to see Mike 
day before yesterday, just before Bimini d-

died so suddenly. I asked for a loan. Mike 
said he would think it over.”  

I kicked the starter. “Okay, sugar. 
We’ll both brace him. And if he fails to 
come through with some geetus, I’ll dust 
his map with knuckle powder. The least he 
can do is fork over a few of the sparklers 
he bought for you in the old days.”  

“I don’t expect that. He’s given them 
all to his new . . . wife.” The word seemed 
to stick crosswise in her throat. 

Heading out Wilshire toward the 
Westwood district, I said: “Maybe I can 
put the finger on his private safe if he’s got 
one. You know the combination?” I was 
just making talk, of course. You say a lot 
of things you don’t really mean, plenty of 
times. 

Martha seemed to think I was serious. 
“Oh-n . . . no!” she tensed against me 

in the gathering dusk. “You m-mustn’t 
even think of such a thing, Dan!” Her 
voice was sharp, apprehensive. But I 
didn’t remember that until after the 
murder. 

 
HE MOREL layout was a rambling 
hillside estate surrounded by a high 

wire fence to keep the pooches in and the 
dognappers out. There was only one 
entrance, the front, and this was guarded 
by a watchman twenty-four hours a day. 
Mike Morel never took chances if he could 
help it. 

He was playing the jolly host when 
Martha and I ankled into the brightly 
lighted Colonial stash. The joint was 
infested with newspaper lushes on the 
cadge for free drinks, and the first person I 
noticed was Mike’s new wife. Or rather, 
she noticed me and came swaying in my 
direction with a highball in her mitt and 
tipsy welcome in her peepers. 

“Dan . . . darling!” she cooed. She was 
tried to the scalp. 
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I felt my map blazing when she pulled 
that darling routine. I’d known her 
casually in the old days, met her on a 
couple of wild parties when she was 
Rhoda Webley, an extra chick around the 
cinema lots. Those times were long gone, 
however, and I wasn’t expecting any 
alcoholic demonstrations of affection from 
her now that she was married and out of 
circulation.  

Which goes to prove you never can tell 
about dames. She kept teetering at me and 
I knew I was in for it. I couldn’t duck; that 
might have caused a scene. And a scene 
was the last thing I craved just then. So I 
stood still; braced myself.  

Rhoda was a skinny little trick with the 
reddest hair this side of a four-alarm fire, 
and the crimson satin hostess pajamas she 
was wearing were just what the doctor 
ordered to bring out the milky whiteness 
of her complexion. She reached me, put 
her drink on a table so both arms would be 
free to tangle around my brisket. A heavy 
pearl necklace helped the lines of her 
throat, drew attention away from the too-
prominent collarbones. “Dan, darling!” 
she repeated. “Aren’t you going to kiss me 
hello?”  

I mumbled: “Some other time, babe,” 
and tried to back off; took a furtive gander 
around the room to see if anybody was 
watching my feeble efforts at self-defense. 
I was in the clear, apparently. Martha 
Morel had gone over to talk to Mike, and 
the newspaper stews were all busy with 
the bottled goods. I breathed easier—until 
I saw Rhoda rising on tiptoes with her 
rouged yap puckered. 

“Ix-nay!” I whispered. “Not in front of 
an audience.”  

She tugged my sleeve. “Here’s the 
library.”  

I didn’t want any part of it, but she was 
just plastered enough to get nasty if I 
fought shy. So I followed her into a 

mahogany-paneled room lined with 
bookshelves and she closed the door, made 
a light. “Well, handsome?” she challenged 
me. 

 
OR a fleeting instant I debated 
whether to brush her off and start a 

riot or go ahead and kiss her. Then I 
fastened a hammerlock on my self control; 
a hunch warned me I was skating on 
dynamite. I shoved her away from me. 
Simultaneously the door opened. Morel 
drifted in with Martha at his heels. If he 
noticed anything haywire, he didn’t 
mention it, although personally I felt 
awkward as hell. Rhoda was still rocking 
off balance as a result of the rough push 
I’d given her; but to a newcomer it might 
have looked as if we’d just hastily broken 
out of an ardent clinch. The very fact that I 
was innocent of making a pass at her made 
me act guilty. 

But Morel never even cocked an 
eyebrow. “Look, sweetness,” he said to the 
red-haired quail. “Martha, here, has got the 
pocketbook shorts. I told her she could 
have the solitaire sparkler that used to be 
her engagement ring. You said you’d 
never wear it so 1 know you won’t mind.” 

“But I do mind,” Rhoda drawled 
cattily. Her peepers darted sparks at her 
husband’s former spouse. “What right has 
she got to ask—?”  

Morel thinned his lips. “Let’s not 
squabble, baby. Open the safe and get that 
rock.”  

“I can’t open it. I never could 
remember the combination. And it’s been 
three days since I had any jewelry out.” 
All the same, she went to a shelf, moved 
some books, disclosed the circular steel 
door of a wall-safe. She was leveling 
about the number of days that had elapsed 
since the box was last opened; I could see 
traces of dust on the black lacquer and 
polished dial. 
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Martha stuck in her two cents’ worth. 
“I can tell you the combination. Unless 
you’ve changed it since . . . I lived here.” 
She droned a series of numbers and Rhoda 
twirled the bright knob. The door swung 
open— 

“Aiee-eee-eek!” The scream was raw 
and harsh in the chick’s skinny gullet. 
“My diamonds . . . gone!”  

Then her knees jellied out from under 
her. She hit the carpet with a slithery 
thump. 

I said: “What the hell!” and leaned 
over her, jammed my mitt against the 
artery in her neck. It was pulsing okay. 
“Fainted, is all,” I growled. “Take a swivel 
at this safe, Morel.” 

He peered. “Empty. Looted!” He made 
for the library door. “One of those damned 
newspaper rats did this! It’s what I get for 
opening my house to a bunch of lousy 
bums. But they won’t get away with it! I’ll 
find those stones—”  

“Wait and I’ll help you frisk the pack,” 
I told him. “I don’t think it’ll do much 
good, though. Martha, you get some cold 
water and snap Rhoda out of her swoon. 
We’ll be right back.”  

By that time Morel had already hurled 
his heft out of the room. I trailed him, 
failed to locate him circulating around in 
the drunken crush. Maybe he was riding 
herd on possible strays, I thought. 
Meanwhile there was no use wasting time.  

I raised my voice to a bellow. “Sober 
up and fall in line, all of you!” I roared. 
“There’s been a jewelry heist.” I flashed 
my special badge. 

 
OR THE next few minutes I was 
busier than a monkey picking fleas. 

The guys yapped their adenoids out with 
indignation when I went through them—
although oddly enough the janes didn’t 
seemed to mind it so much; particularly a 

brunette cutie named Judy Callahan from 
the Star-Record. 

I’d known Judy a hell of a long time, 
had a lot of pleasant evenings with her. 
We’d sort of drifted apart a while back, 
though, when she got a crush on Mike 
Morel and mistook it for the one big love 
of her life. This had eased me out of the 
picture; but she seemed friendly enough 
now when her turn came to have her 
handbag inspected. “Help yourself, 
Hawkshaw,” she made a mocking face at 
me. “If you find anything valuable, I’ll 
split with you.”  

I proceeded with my prowling—and 
got exactly nowhere as far as the missing 
jewelry was concerned. Neither the 
Callahan cupcake nor anybody else in the 
gang toted anything remotely resembling 
thefted ice. And all the guests were 
present, accounted for. Mike Morel 
handed me that information when he 
ankled into the room. 

“My gate watchman claims there 
hasn’t been a soul leave the grounds,” he 
snarled. “Whoever opened that safe is still 
right here in this mob of rats!”  

His remark didn’t boost his stock any 
with the working press. I didn’t like his 
attitude, either. I started to tell him he was 
as wrong as a snowstorm on the Sahara; 
but before I could get the words framed, 
hell busted loose outside the house. 

First there was a shrill she-male 
scream, then the sounds of scuffling on a 
gravel pathway. Next, a man’s voice lifted 
raspingly: “No you don’t, sister. Hold still 
before I beat strawberry shortcake out of 
you!” This was followed by the splat of a 
hard palm against flesh. The she-male 
yeeps turned to whimpering moans. 

I sniffed trouble; bad trouble. When a 
guy slugs a dame, you can always count 
on repercussions. I catapulted to the front 
door, launched my hundred and ninety 
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pounds of heft out into the night and raced 
toward the source of the moans. 

They were coming from Martha 
Morel. Despite the darkness, I tabbed her 
yellow hair and lilting figure; lamped a 
broad-shouldered gorilla with cauliflower 
ears slapping her. He was Franz Venzke, 
the kennel superintendent. When I got 
close enough I saw a grin on his ugly 
kisser, saw how Martha’s sharkskin 
ensemble was torn where his mitts had 
snagged it. 

I yodeled: “Avast, you scum!” and got 
him by the scruff of the neck; yanked him 
backward. For a moment we were all 
angled together in a squirming mess, 
Venzke, Martha, and myself. Then he let 
go of her, tried to square off in my 
direction. 

“She was larruping for the main gate. I 
caught her—” he panted at me. 

“You didn’t have to play so damned 
rough,” I said. And I planted a bunch of 
fives in his midsection. 

He whooshed, doubled over. Martha 
clung to me, whimpering plaintively. “Dan 
. . . please . . .  g-get me away from here!” 

I might have considered it, but just 
then Mike Morel showed himself at an 
open window in the library where his new 
wife had pulled her swoon. “Turner—my 
gosh!” he yeeped. “Come here—quick!”  

 
 YANKED Martha over to the low sill. 
She tried to wrench free, but I boosted 

her inside, followed her. Venzke came 
along, still gasping from the wallop I’d 
landed in his lunch. We got into the room 
and I followed the direction of Morel’s 
pointing finger. What I saw made my 
kidneys crinkle like prunes. 

Rhoda Morel was sprawled face 
upward on the floor with her flame-red 
hair rippling about her shoulders, just 
where we had left her unconscious; but 
tine wasn’t unconscious in the same way 

any more. Her glassy glims were staring at 
the ceiling without seeing it and same 
sharp orange had torn a strip from her 
bright red satin hostess pajamas, twisted it 
into a makeshift noose. The noose had 
then been knotted around Rhoda’s neck 
and tightened there like a Cuban garotte. 
She was deader than canceled postage. 

 
TUNNED SHOCK sent Martha Morel 
sagging against me, her delicate puss 

as pale as watered milk. The beefy Venzke 
character grated: “So this is why you’re 
trying to take a powder!” He whirled on 
her, grabbed at her. 

I blocked him, gave him a shove that 
sent him reeling. “No more of that. If 
there’s any accusing to be done, leave it 
for the cops.” And I made for the 
telephone I saw on a desk across the room; 
spun the dial for police headquarters. 

Presently I got my connection, asked 
for the homicide bureau and heard the 
rumbling voice of my friend Dave 
Donaldson saying: “Yeah? Who wants 
what and why?”  

“Dan Turner talking. Flag yourself out 
here to the Mike Morel stash. That’s right, 
the kennels where they train all the movie 
canines. There’s been a severe case of 
killery. Morel’s ever-loving bride just got 
strangled to glory.”  

“Oh, for the love of Whozit!” Dave 
caterwauled. “Just when 1 was about to go 
out for supper.” He proclaimed loudly that 
murderers had no damned consideration 
for hard-working policemen. “Who cooled 
her?” he added as an afterthought. 

I said: “I wouldn’t be knowing. The 
joint crawls with possible suspects. Bring 
your minions and quit asking riddles.” I 
rang off, reached in my coat pocket for a 
gasper, thought better of it. What I needed 
was a snort of tonic for my frazzled 
nerves. There was a fifth of Scotch on the 
desk, and I tilted a generous slosh past my 
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parched tonsils. 
Martha stretched a trembling hand 

toward me. “Dan . . . you d-don’t think I . . 
.?” 

“Save it, sugar,” I advised her. “And 
keep your voice down. Remember there’s 
a slew of news-hounds in the front room. 
They were wild enough when I frisked 
them for stolen baubles and it got worse 
when they heard your fracas with Venzke 
outside the igloo just now. But if they get 
hep to what’s cooking here in the library, 
they’ll be stampeding like a herd of wild 
buffalo.”  

To prevent this, I went to the door; 
stepped into the adjoining room. There 
was a concerted rush in my direction. 
“What goes on, gumshoe? What’s it all 
about?”  

I told the headline hunters to take it 
easy. “Everything’s under control, folks. 
Sorry if I seemed to accuse any of you of 
theft a while back. Maybe it was all a 
mistake. Have a drink on the house and 
we’ll dish you the lowdown bye-and-bye.” 
I slipped into the library again, slammed 
the portal before they could cop a gander 
at Rhoda Morel’s .remainders. 

Martha resumed her whimpering. “Dan 
. . . please! I admit I was trying to get 
away. But not because I’d k-killed. . . .” 

“Better save it,” I repeated my 
previous advice.  

She shivered in her torn sharkskin 
outfit; drew a racking breath. “You’ve got 
to let me t-talk . . . and you’ve got to 
believe me! I tried to bring Rhoda out of 
her faint by massaging her temples . . . but 
she didn’t respond. So then I remembered 
you had told me to get c-cold water. I went 
out of the room by this side door that leads 
through the butler’s pantry . . .” 

“How long were you gone?”  
“I don’t know exactly. Several 

minutes, I think. I was hunting a cloth and 
couldn’t find the linen supply . . . it’s been 

moved since I . . . since my time. Then I 
finally got a kitchen towel, soaked it, 
brought it b-back here . . .”  

“Where is it?” I asked her. 
 
HE pointed to a folded wet towel on 
the floor, which made that much of her 

story ring true. “But when I walked in I 
saw Rhoda . . . her face all blue, her 
tongue sticking out . . . that strip of red 
satin around her throat . . . I lost my head, 
I was panicky; afraid I’d be accused . . .” 

“Why?”  
“How could I prove I’d been out of the 

library when she was murdered? People 
might say I’d choked her because she took 
Mike away from me . . .”  

Morel stared at her curiously, “Why 
didn’t you unfasten the noose? Maybe you 
could have saved her.”  

“No, she . . . I felt her heart and it 
wasn’t b-beating. She was d-dead. The 
window was open and I jumped out; 
started to run, Venzke caught me . . .”  

The kennel superintendent growled: 
“Yeah, and a damned good thing. You’ll 
go to the gas chamber for this.” 

“Not if she’s telling the truth,” Morel 
said in a surprisingly calm tone. “Go in the 
front room and see that everything’s under 
control. And notify the gate watchman to 
let the police in when they come.”  

Venzke pinned the stupid focus on 
him. “You don’t want I should stick 
around here and lend a hand in case—”  

“The man said scram,” I horned in. 
“Do as you’re told, bum.”  

The guy shuffled out, his cauliflower 
ears fiery. I watched him go, which was 
where I made a serious mistake. I should 
have kept the glimpse glued on Morel—
but I didn’t. And by the time Martha’s 
sharp yip warned me it was too late to 
duck. 

Mike christened me with the fifth of 
Scotch from the desk, flogged me across 
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the back of the conk. I slid down the ways, 
launched myself adrift in dreamland. 

 
AVE DONALDSON and his 
homicide-department heroes were on 

deck when I crawled back to groggy 
consciousness. Dave was slapping me in 
the mush with a wet towel and I had a 
throbbing knot on the rear of my noggin 
big enough to accommodate an extra hat. 
For a minute everything was blurry. Then 
my peepers cleared. 

I mumbled: “Lay off the first aid. It’s 
too strenuous.” Then I sat up, reached in 
my coat pocket, felt around, drew a 
perplexed breath and pulled forth a 
crumpled pack of gaspers. Donaldson 
torched one for me. 

“Hurt very bad, hot-shot?” he asked. 
I told him I thought I’d live. Then I got 

a swivel at Mike Morel on the far side of 
the library close to Rhoda’s remnants and 
stumbled upright; lurched resentfully at 
him. “I’ll teach you to brain me, you 
heel!”  

He side-stepped, took refuge behind 
Donaldson. “Brain you? You must be 
crazy!” he made with mock innocence. “I 
don’t know what you mean.”  

“Don’t give me that hogwash. Earlier 
tonight you ankled into this room, spotted 
Rhoda backing out of what looked like a 
clinch with me. You pretended not to 
notice it—”  

“Clinch?” he cut across my chatter. “I 
don’t get it.”  

“The hell you don’t! You 
manufactured an opportunity to bop me on 
the think-tank, later, by way of revenge. 
And speaking of revenge, maybe that’s 
why Rhoda got her gullet squeezed. You 
realized you’d married a doll you couldn’t 
trust to be true to you, so you slipped her 
the permanent chill!”  

His map went pasty. “My gosh, 
Turner, you don’t know what you’re 

saying! Wh-why, that’s accusing me of 
killing my wife . . .!”  

“Do you deny it?”  
“Certainly. The same as I deny hitting 

you with that whiskey bottle. It was 
Martha who did that. Then she slugged me 
and made her getaway.” He pointed to a 
faint bruise on his temple, but I had a 
hunch it was phony. It’s easy to bounce 
your forehead against a chunk of furniture 
if you want a black and blue spot to show. 

Martha’s escape was something else 
again; up until that moment I hadn’t 
noticed she was no longer among those 
present. I pivoted to Donaldson. “Is this 
ape trying to tell me his ex-wife wasn’t 
here when you arrived?”  

“That’s the score, Sherlock. You were 
stretched out colder than frostbite and 
Morel was just waking up from a belt on 
the sconce as I barged in. There wasn’t 
any jane in the room—except this dead 
one,” Dave gestured toward Rhoda on the 
rug. 

I aimed a finger at Morel. “Then you 
helped Martha to lam. You got her out of 
the stash after you swatted me senseless, 
and you faked the bruise on your temple to 
make the act smell better. I remember how 
you told Franz Venzke that Martha 
wouldn’t go to the gas chamber if she was 
leveling about being innocent.”  

“You’ll have a hell of a time proving 
that,” he said. 

He was right, of course; it would be 
my word against his. And I couldn’t 
expect any help from Venzke, either; the 
kennel superintendent would lie for his 
employer, naturally. Meanwhile, Martha 
was on the loose—which was almost a 
confession of guilt as far as Rhoda’s 
murder was concerned. 

 
 ASKED Donaldson if he had put out 
the dragnet for the blonde wren and he 

said: “Yeah. We’ll nab her before she gets 
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very far. This looks like an open-and-shut 
case to me. She was sore because her 
hubby had married another dame, so she 
cooled her.”  

For a number of reasons, this didn’t 
add up right in my book. “Don’t be too 
damned cocksure,” I growled. “This Morel 
louse isn’t out of the woods yet by a hell 
of a sight.” 

Morel slitted his glims. “Why should I 
murder my own wife?” he yelped. “What 
reason would I have?”  

“Jealousy,” I told him. “You 
mistakenly thought you caught her 
pitching tipsy woo in my direction. That 
was motive enough.”  

“It’s a lie; Rhoda wouldn’t have wiped 
her feet on a two-bit shamus like you. 
Next you’ll be trying to say I robbed my 
own safe, I suppose.”  

“Maybe you’ve got something there. 
About those burgled sparklers—were they 
insured, by any chance?” 

He grinned. “Not for one thin dime 
and I can prove it. Whoever pulled that job 
is still here. Some newspaper louse.”  

“You’re wrong,” I said. “There was a 
film of dust on the safe when Rhoda 
opened it and discovered her rocks gone. 
She said the thing hadn’t been touched in 
three days—and the dust backed her up. 
That heist took place at least two days ago. 
And it was an inside job; someone who 
knew the combination.” 

Morel sneered. “Now I know you’re 
punchy. My gate watchman keeps a record 
of everybody coming and going from the 
grounds. And we’ve had no visitors the 
past couple days—until this evening when 
I invited the press to an after-funeral party. 
In fact, there wasn’t even any of the 
household staff off the grounds in that 
period. So how could an insider rob the 
safe and get the diamonds off the 
premises?” 

I remembered Martha Morel’s 

nervousness in my jalopy on our way from 
the pet cemetery, when I’d made that joke 
about cracking her ex-hubby’s safe for a 
fistful of ice to tide her over; the mere idea 
had given her the shivering jitters. I also 
recalled that she had mentioned visiting 
Morel’s wikiup three days ago to ask for a 
loan. The theft could have occurred that 
day . . . 

But I didn’t mention any of this. I dug 
a hand in my pocket and said: “Maybe the 
swag’s still around somewhere. Buried on 
the grounds, perhaps.”  

“Poppycock!”  
I shrugged, stuck a fresh pill in my 

kisser, set it afire. “Okay, the hell with it. 
It’s no skin off my trumpet.” I looked at 
Donaldson. “Do you intend to grill this 
monkey or don’t you?”  

“Mr. Morel? Sure I’m going to grill 
him. And that whole mob in the front 
room, too. But Martha Morel is the one I 
really want. Once I get my hands on her, 
the kill will be solved,” Dave boasted. 

 
 WISHED him luck, got his permission 
to drag bunions. I went from the library 

to the main part of the layout; ran up 
against a clamoring welter of questions 
from the newspaper guests. Judy Callahan, 
the little brunette cutie from the Star-
Record, fastened the grab on me; tried to 
maneuver me into a corner. 

“Hold it, .Philo,” she ladled me a 
pretty-please smile as she jockeyed me 
away from the crush. “What’s your 
hurry?”  

“Just fed up, is all. See you later, 
babe.”  

She tightened her clutch on my biceps. 
“You mean you can get out of here 
without the cops stopping you when they 
told the rest of us we’ve got to stick 
around? Boy, do you pack a drag! Listen, 
how’s for taking me with you?”  

“Sorry, sweet stuff. No can do.” 

I
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She had me in an alcove off the front 
vestibule by this time. “Look, gumshoe, 
there’s been a murder, hasn’t there?”  

“Who told you?”  
A glint came into her dark liquid 

lamps. “When a joint fills up with 
homicide dicks and they won’t even let a 
reporter use the phone, cherez la corpse. 
Now if you’ll wangle me out of here so I 
can call my city desk—” she wheedled. 

I remembered that she’d once had a 
yen for Mike Morel, back when he was 
still hitched to the golden-haired Martha. 
For a while following the divorce, Judy 
had seemed to think she stood a chance to 
catch Mike on the rebound; but it hadn’t 
worked out that way. So obviously she 
didn’t pack much love for Rhoda Webley, 
the wren who became his second wife; and 
now that Rhoda was defunct, I wondered 
why this brunette quail was so damned 
anxious to get out of the stash. Maybe she 
was leveling about wanting to call her city 
desk. And then again, maybe not. 

In any case, I didn’t have the authority 
to pass her through the sentry line. I said: 
“You’ll have to stick around and make the 
best of it, sis. I can’t help you.”  

She made a sour mouth. “I guess I 
must be losing my snake-charming ability, 
eh?” 

“Not at all,” I said. “I’ve just quit 
being a snake.” And I powdered out the 
front door. 

I made for the main gate at the front of 
the grounds. And then, from the shadows 
of a privet hedge, an avalanche hit me. 

 
HIS HUMAN landslide got me from 
behind, twisted a half-Nelson on me; 

poured on the pressure. For an instant I 
thought my favorite neck was about to be 
bent into a pretzel. It hurt like hell, so I did 
something to remedy the situation. 

I bent forward, hunched myself, 
heaved. The slob on my shoulders went 

sailing through space, landed ker-thud in a 
rose bush. An assortment of thorns made a 
pincushion of his cornerstone and he 
yowled like a wounded banshee; bounced 
back at me. 

“You damned lousy flatfoot!” he 
screeched, diving at my ankles. I caught a 
flash at his mush as he leveled into the 
tackle. He was Franz Venzke, the kennel 
boss with the cauliflower listeners. He got 
me around the gams and we both went 
rolling across the barbered lawn like a 
tangle of eels. I aimed a poke at his 
profile; missed and indignantly demanded 
to know what the hell was the idea. 

He panted: “I was outside the library 
window, heard you trying to pin that kill 
on Mike. But you won’t get away with it, 
see? He wouldn’t croak his wife any more 
than he’d have croaked Bimini!” Then an 
elbow flailed at my groin.  

I squirmed, saved myself from being 
ruined; piped an opening and blasted my 
knuckles home to his button. His crockery 
clicked like dice and he sighed gently, 
relaxed. A worm of ketchup drooled out of 
his kisser as his jaw went slack. He was 
out cold.  

I blew on my fist and scrammed away 
from there. To the cop on duty at the gate I 
said: “You’ll find a guy up on the lawn 
listening to the birdies. Better take him 
some smelling salts.” Then I piled into my 
vee-eight bucket, aimed for home.  

Ten minutes later I was barging along 
the third floor corridor of my apartment 
building. I gained my bachelor tepee, 
stuck a key in the lock. From an alcove 
behind me came jerky footfalls and a soft 
whisper: “Dan . . .!”  

I turned to the tattered but toothsome 
blonde frill who’d said it. “Hi, hon,” I 
greeted her. “I was expecting you, sort of. 
Come on in.”  

And I held my door open for Martha 
Morel. 
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She looked piquantly pallid in the light 
I switched on. Fear glowed in her blue 
peepers, made her ripe kisser tremulous; 
you could see she was close to the 
breaking point. To remedy this, I got a 
bottle of Vat 69 from my cellarette; poured 
her out a generous jorum. It seemed to 
help her so much I took a double dose of 
the same medicine. Then I said quietly: 
“Of course you know the heat’s on you, 
hon.”  

“Y-yes . . . I know.” 
“You shouldn’t have lammed from 

Mike’s joint. Now the cops think you’re 
guilty.” 

“But—but I’m not g-guilty, Dan! I 
didn’t k-kill Rhoda! You—must believe 
me!”  

I said: “I do, sugar. I think you’re 
clean. That’s just my opinion, though. It 
wouldn’t be worth a pinch of snuff in 
court.”  

“You m-mean they might c-convict me 
just because I ran away?” She was so 
scared she almost folded. 

I said: “Yeah, babe. You should have 
stayed and faced the music.”  

“But Mike told me to g-go. He said the 
circumstantial evidence was all against 
me. That was why he hit you with that b-
bottle, so I could get away; he was trying 
to help me.” 

 
 PACED the carpet a time or two. 
“Look, Martha. You say Mike claimed 

he wanted to help you. Then why did he 
lie, later, by telling the cops it was you that 
crowned me? Why did he say you had 
swatted him, too?”  

Her optics widened. “He said th-that!” 
She hesitated, thought it over. “Maybe he 
didn’t want to be arrested for letting me 
escape.”  

“And maybe he was just trying to 
make things look all the blacker for you.”  

“Oh-h-h, no . . .! He wouldn’t d-do 

that to me when he knows I . . . love him! 
He couldn’t! That would be . . . inhuman!”  

“Suppose he’s the one who croaked 
Rhoda. Suppose his motive was jealousy. 
A guilty guy might stop at nothing to get 
out from under a murder rap,” I growled. 

She stared at me, numbly. “If Mike 
deliberately tried to throw suspicion on 
me, I . . . I don’t know what to think! I feel 
. . . lost . . .” She choked down an incipient 
sob. “Dan, what can I do? What does 
anything m-matter? I was a fool to think I . 
. . could ever win him back . . .”  

“Love turns lots of people into fools, 
so I’ve heard tell,” I said. “There are two 
things I’m sure of, though. You didn’t 
croak Rhoda and you didn’t crack Mike’s 
library wall safe three days ago.” 

She blinked. “You—you mean—?”  
I reached into the side pocket of my 

coat, dredged up a pearl necklace, let it 
dangle on my index finger. They were the 
pearls Rhoda had worn around her throat 
that evening when she welcomed me with 
a tipsy greeting as I first ankled into the 
Morel igloo; the pearls which had not been 
on her carcass a little later. Therefore, 
since they weren’t adorning her neck 
along with the silken noose that strangled 
her defunct, they obviously must have 
been glommed before she got garrotted. 

Martha stared at them. “So—you f-
found—?”  

“Yeah, I found them in my pocket 
when I reached for a cigarette, shortly 
after I stopped Franz Venzke from 
mauling you. That was outside the house 
when he nabbed you on your first getaway 
attempt. You’ll remember I hauled him off 
you and slugged him in the elly-bay just 
before Mike called us all into the library to 
show us Rhoda’s corpse. But Venzke had 
never got close enough to plant the 
necklace on me. So I knew you must have 
slipped it to me during the fracas.” 

‘‘Yes . . . I . . .” 

I 
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“From then on, the picture was clear,” 
I said. “Rhoda fainted when she saw her 
safe had been robbed. You were left alone 
with her to revive her. Being broke, you 
decided to glom the pearls off her neck 
and lam while she was still unconscious. 
Then maybe you changed your mind, went 
back to her with a wet cloth. Possibly you 
decided to stay honest and return the 
necklace before she came to; but when you 
did go back into the library you discovered 
she’d been throttled while you were out of 
the room.”  

“Yes . . . th-that’s how it happened. 
Then I g-got frightened, tried to run away; 
but Venzke caught me. And I realized if 
the necklace was found on me, p-people 
would think I . . . was guilty of robbery 
and . . . murder.”  

“So you slipped the marbles in my 
coat,” I finished the story for her. “That’s 
why I figured you would show up here at 
my tepee. You wanted to know if I’d 
discovered it; if I suspected you.”  

“Y-yes.” 
 

 SAID: “As a matter of fact, the pearls 
proved you didn’t peter that safe three 

days ago. If you had pilfered those other 
jewels you wouldn’t be broke now; 
wouldn’t need to ask for a loan or try to 
lift the necklace.”  

She made an unhappy mouth. “I w-
wish your logic could c-clear me of 
Rhoda’s death as well.”  

“It does,” I said. “If you’d been guilty 
of that, you wouldn’t have taken the 
necklace. You’d be too scared it might 
hook you in with the kill. All the way 
through, your actions were those of an 
innocent person in a jackpot.”  

“But will a j-jury believe that?”  
“No, dammit,” I admitted reluctantly. 

“To get you out from under this beef we’ll 
have to put the thumb on the real killer. 
And I keep thinking it’s all linked 

somehow with the burgling of that wall 
safe around the time Bimini kicked the 
bucket; the stashing of the stolen 
sparklers—hey, wait a minute! Maybe I’ve 
got it!”  

“What d-do you m-mean?”  
Instead of explaining I leaped to my 

telephone stand, riffled the directory. I 
found Mike Morel’s number, dialed it, 
heard a cop say: “If you’re a reporter, hang 
up. We got too damn’ many of them here 
already.”  

“Nuts to you, bud. This is Dan Turner. 
Is Lieutenant Donaldson on tap? I want 
him. Pronto.”  

“Oh. Okay, I’ll get him for you on the 
library extension.” Bye and bye Dave 
came on the line but I didn’t hear any click 
of that first phone being disconnected—a 
fact I failed to notice then. I remembered it 
later, though. 

Dave growled: “Now what is it, 
Sherlock?”  

“Look, fireball. I want you to meet me 
right away at the pet cemetery the other 
side of Griffith Park. Maybe we’ll learn 
something interesting if we stake out long 
enough.”  

“Hunh? What’s gnawing on you? I 
can’t drop my job because you get some 
rattle-brained notion. Besides, it’s foggy 
and my arthritis gives me hell in damp 
weather. If you think you can rib me 
into—”  

I interrupted him. “Cork the gas. 
There’s no time for questions.” And I 
hung up before be could finish beefing; 
turned to Martha Morel. 

Her glims were big and round with 
wonderment from what she’d overheard. 
“Dan, w-what is it? A trap to catch Mike? 
Please . . . you mustn’t!”  

“You still love the louse, don’t you?”  
“Yes. I can’t help it. I—I guess I 

always will.”  
“I’m sorry for you,” I said. “Stick 
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around until I come back. Maybe I’ll bring 
you the payoff.”  

She raced at me, fastened the clutch on 
me. “If it’s Mike you’re after, I won’t let 
you go! I won’t!” She began pummeling 
my chest with both dainty dukes. 

I hated to paste her but there was 
nothing else to do. I made a loose fist, 
brought it up fast and clipped her on the 
prow. She went staggering back to the 
divan, landed in a huddled heap; and as 
she fell, her noggin hit the end-table. Her 
yellow hair cushioned the blow but there 
was still force enough to stun her. While 
she was momentarily limp I grabbed a 
drape-cord from the window, put the hitch 
around her wrists and slender ankles, 
trussed her tight. 

Then I lammed in a hell of a yank. I 
had a date with Dave Donaldson—and 
maybe with a murderer. 

 
ONALDSON’S official chariot was 
parked near the pet graveyard 

entrance when I tossed out my jalopy’s 
anchors. I beckoned to him, told him to 
berth his boiler in some less conspicuous 
spot. He obeyed; and then, on foot, I 
hauled him toward the cemetery gates. 
They were closed but the surrounding wall 
wasn’t too high to scale—not for me, 
anyhow. Dave puffed like a grampus as he 
came over the top; snagged the seats of his 
breeks and caterwauled: “Dammit all, this 
is my second-best suit!”  

“Stow the gab,” I whispered. “Did you 
make any pinches at the Morel joint?”  

“No. I told you it was his first wife I 
want. When I lay my hands on her, I’ll—” 

“Pipe down. Here we are. Get behind 
this headstone.”  

He crouched beside me. “Yeah, here 
we are. But just where the hell are we?”  

“Near the grave of the late lamented 
Bimini—Hollywood’s greatest four-
legged actor. That fresh mound is it, over 

to your right.”  
“So what’s that got to do with Rhoda 

Morel being bumped?”  
“Bimini was bumped too, or I miss my 

guess,” I said. “Rhoda’s death was the 
second croaking in a related series—I 
hope.” Then I explained that I couldn’t 
prove any of this except that the dog had 
perished suddenly and mysteriously three 
days before. And it might have been the 
same day that Mike Morel’s safe had been 
touched for its sparkling contents. 

Dave whispered: “What’s the 
connection?”  

“I’ve got a hunch Rhoda snapped out 
of her swoon in the library tonight after 
we’d all left her. I’m guessing she saw 
somebody; a person she suspected of 
purloining her baubles. She made an 
accusation and got garrotted for it.” 

“Who was the person?”  
“You’ll see for yourself, maybe. Take 

it easy . . . Sh-h-h! Grab a gander over 
there. Spot anybody?”  

“Yes. Look, a dame! Coming this way; 
trying to hide behind Bimini’s 
monument!” Donaldson’s mitt went to his 
back, pocket, came out with a service .38 
snubnose. He whispered: “Use your 
flashlight, Hawkshaw.”  

I pulled my pencil torch, triggered its 
tiny beam at the doll who was skulking 
around that grave. The light glinted on 
midnight tresses, a startled pair of dark 
liquid peepers. The cupcake drew a ragged 
breath and gasped: “Oh-hh-h . . .!” 

She was Judy Callahan from the Star-
Record. 

I launched myself at her, knocked her 
sprawling and mashed her with my 
tonnage. “Take it easy, toots!” I rasped. 
“Before I feed you a meal of your own 
teeth.”  

“Dan . . . Dan Turner . . .! Wh-what do 
you think you’re doing? Let me g-go!” 
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 STOOD UP, lifted her from horizontal 
to vertical. “Talk fast and make it 

plausible,” I shoved a ferocious scowl at 
her. “Explain this caper while you’re still 
in one chunk.” And I yanked her over to 
where Dave was lurking. 

“What d-do you mean?” she bridled, 
preening her ruffled feathers. “I haven’t 
done anything except smell out a story. I 
was on the Morel phone when you spoke 
to Lieutenant Donaldson over the library 
extension. Sure I eavesdropped, as long as 
nobody was watching. I’m a reporter.”  

“And?” I prodded her. 
“I heard you tell him to meet you here 

at the dog’s grave. It looked like a possible 
scoop so I followed. And you’ll pay for 
my ruined nylons or I’ll make it hot for 
you, smart guy.”  

I said: “The hell with your nylons. 
Quiet. We’ve got some more waiting to 
do.”  

Dave mumbled under his breath. 
“Then she isn’t the one you set the trap 
for?”  

“I don’t know. We can’t afford to risk 
leaving now. If nobody else shows up 
we’ll run her through the wringer. 
Otherwise—”  

The whisper died in my kisser. 
Simultaneously the Callahan cupcake 
trembled against me, so close I could 
practically count her pulse rate. Beyond 
us, in the night, we could hear footsteps, 
stealthy, barely audible. 

Darkness seemed thicker than black 
gruel. A vague shadow came to Bimini’s 
grave; fell into rhythmic motion. There 
was the steady chunk-thwish-chunk of a 
spade or a shovel digging into soft earth, 
tossing aside the clods. Judy started to 
gasp a question but I clapped a palm to her 
kisser; shut her up. 

The digging continued. Then that 
shadow-shape lifted a half-size coffin from 

the hole: Bimini’s casket. Hasps clicked 
metallically as the lid was pried loose. 

I put my mush close to Donaldson’s 
ear. “Here’s my theory. The diamonds 
were glommed from Morel’s safe three 
days ago. It was an easy job to wrap the 
individual rocks in hunks of raw meat and 
feed these hunks to Bimini. You know 
how pooches gulp their fodder without 
chewing. Okay, the meat contained 
something else, too. It was poisoned with 
strychnine or something equally fast-
acting. Bimini went to heaven in a hell of 
a hurry—with the swag in his clockworks. 
.That’s how the loot got out of the house 
and grounds; and now the thief is about to 
recover his haul. Look.”  

My pencil flash tunneled a beam of 
light at the opened grave. There was a 
glitter of bright steel—a veterinarian’s 
scalpel cutting into Bimini’s furry 
remainders. I yeeped: “Lift your flippers, 
Franz Venzke!”  

For a single instant the Morel kennel 
superintendent stood impaled on my 
flashlight’s narrow ray. Then, not having 
any other weapon handy, he threw his shiv 
at me. 

 
IS AIM was lousy. The scalpel sliced 
into Donaldson’s left sleeve, thereby 

ruining his second-best suit. Dave emitted 
a bellow of rage and triggered his roscoe 
just as Venzke dug for his own gat. 

The .38 Police Positive snubnose 
sneezed: “Ka-Chow! Chow!” and the guy 
with the cauliflower ears went backward, 
his bellows punctured by a pair of pills. He 
rolled halfway into Bimini’s grave and 
hung over the brink, coughing up ketchup. 

I made for him. “Confess and make it 
hasty, heel. You croaked Rhoda Morel, 
didn’t you?”  

“My . . . arr-rgh . . . my chest . . . I . . . 
aarr-rgh . . .”  

I 
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“You were the one who’d petered that 
wall safe and glommed the rocks, fed them 
to Bimini in hunks of poisoned meat. 
Hurry up and admit it before you join your 
ancestors.” 

“Damn . . . you . . . snoop . . .!”  
I peered down at him. “This evening 

you barged into the Morel library just as 
Rhoda was snapping out of her swoon. 
You were all alone with her, because 
Martha had powdered a little while before 
with a pearl necklace. 

“Rhoda probably accused you of the 
necklace theft and you got the guilty 
notion she was talking about the other 
jewels, the ones missing from the safe. 
Since you actually were the bozo who’d 
pilfered them, you lost your head; you 
were afraid she had the deadwood on you. 
Consequently you strangled her with a 
strip you tore from her hostess pajamas. 
Later, out in the garden, you nabbed 
Martha trying to scram—and you figured 
she would make a perfect fall guy for the 
kill.”  

He coughed wetly; cursed me some 
more. 

I went on: “Subsequently you jumped 
me, outside the stash. Your excuse was 
that I’d been trying to pin the murder guilt 
on Mike Morel and you weren’t going to 
stand for it. But in reality you were hoping 
to make me believe it was Martha who’d 
cooled Rhoda. While we were tangling 
you said something that didn’t register 
with me until afterward; then I tumbled.”  

“What . . . do you . . . mean?”  
“You said Morel wouldn’t have killed 

his bride any more than he would have 
killed Bimini. When I got around to 
thinking about this, 1 began to suspect 
maybe the pooch had been croaked instead 
of dying a natural death. If so, nobody but 
a guy who was aware that the two kills 
were connected would mention them both 
in the same breath. Any such knowledge 

was guilty knowledge.”  
“You . . .” he gasped painfully. “You 

must . . . read . . . tea-leaves.”  
“I play hunches,” 1 retorted. 

“Frequently they pan out. This was one of 
my lucky times. I figured Rhoda’s 
murderer was also the bozo who’d 
glommed the ice out of the safe and fed 
them to Bimini. In that case the killer 
would come here to the pet graveyard, 
open the dog’s giblets to recover the rocks. 
I was guessing, but I hit the jackpot.”  

“You . . . yeah . . . you . . . arr-r-rgh . . 
.” There was a rattle in his gullet; then he 
twitched convulsively and rolled all the 
way into the canine grave. Which was as 
good a place as any for a corpse of his 
caliber. He was defunct before he touched 
bottom.  

 
WENTY MINUTES later I blipped 
into my apartment stash, found 

Martha Morel struggling on the davenport. 
Her golden hair was tousled to hellangone 
and she was trying to get loose from the 
fetters that held her helpless; but my knots 
were too much for her. She blinked when 
she piped me entering the room; moaned a 
little. A shudder shook her dainty 
dimensions. 

I said gently: “It’s all over, hon,” and 
untied her binding. “We got the diamonds 
back; caught Rhoda’s killer. He was Franz 
Venzke and he’s deceased.”  

“Then—then Mike is—in the c-clear?”  
“Yeah. And don’t forget he’s also a 

widower now. Moreover, I’m pretty 
convinced he was really trying to get you 
out from under a homicide rap when he 
whanged me with that bottle of Scotch 
tonic. He probably figured you were guilty 
but he didn’t want you sent to the smoke-
house. Which means he still cares for you 
if I know human nature.”  

“You—you think he—he and I—?”  
I steered her toward the door. “Grab a 
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cab and go to him, sugar. You can send me 
a wedding invitation later.”  

She blushed; dished me a wan smile of 
gratitude. “Thanks, Dan, for . . . 
everything.” Then she took it on the 
scram. 

I waited five minutes, then barged 
down to my parked jalopy. Judy Callahan 
was in it, waiting for me. I said: “Did you 
call up your city editor on the Star-Record, 
sweet stuff?” 

“Yes, while you were gone. The 
story’s all in.”  

I helped her to the sidewalk, aimed her 
toward my apartment building. Now that 
she knew she didn’t stand a chance with 
Mike Morel I figured she could use some 
solace. “Let’s go upstairs and see about 
those ruined nylons,” I said. “I’ll have to 
examine the damage before I pay for 
replacements.” 

 


