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MURDER STRIKES BACK 
 

By  
ROBERT LESLIE BELLEM 

 
 

At first it looked like a very ordinary case of movie-studio labor trouble, and Dan Turner 
didn’t crave to be a strikebreaker—but when homicide started to bust out like June all around 

him, he decided to try dire murder-case breaking! 
 

HEN THAT cobblestone crashed 
through the closed window it 
changed my mind for me. Up until 

then I hadn’t wanted any part of the deal. 
“Look, Mr. Bernheisel,” I had just finished 

saying. “I’m a private eye, not a labor fink. 
Besides, the strike hasn’t even started yet; it’s 
merely threatened. What the hell good could I 
do for you?”  

Bernheisel and I were in Mike Stanton’s 
executive office in the main administration 
building on the Supertone lot. Stanton was 
present too, although he hadn’t had much to 

say during the course of our three-cornered 
conference. His worries probably kept him 
wordless, and you could understand this if you 
knew what a tough spot he was in. Sitting 
there at his vast mahogany desk, which 
dwarfed him by comparison, he didn’t look 
like the president of an important independent 
movie studio; he resembled a wrinkled and 
undersized gnome nestling in the dark shadow 
of a threatening eight ball. 

The eight ball’s name was George 
Bernheisel, and from the very start he had 
rubbed my fur the wrong way. He was like a 
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lot of big-shot bankers I’ve met: sleek, portly, 
smooth and cold as an icicle, and arrogant 
with self-esteem. The usual heavy gold watch 
chain draped his paunch over the inevitable 
white-piped vest; the ever-present fifty-cent 
perfecto jutted from a set of crockery that had 
set him back at least four centuries per plate, 
upper and lower; and his lordly manner gave 
me an acute pain in the brisket—not because I 
envied him his dough and his importance but 
because of what he was trying to do to Mike 
Stanton, who happened to be an old crony of 
mine.  

Responding to my remark, the Bernheisel 
blister fastened the pitying focus on me like a 
schoolmaster studying the village idiot. 
“Perhaps you don’t quite realize the full 
significance of the situation, Mr. Turner.”  

“You’ve gone over it often enough,” I 
snapped. “And I’m not deaf. You’re board 
chairman of a big New York bank. You’ve got 
a mortgage sunk hilt-deep in Supertone Pix 
and some payments are overdue. Supertone is 
faced with an impending strike of its rank-
and-file workers: prop men, carpenters, 
juicers, grips, and so on. The reasons for this 
threatened walkout are somewhat 
complicated, but the main idea is the guys 
want more wages. You’ve refused to let 
Stanton, here, grant any increases—”  

“Permit me to correct you,” Bernheisel 
interrupted me oratorically, “I haven’t refused 
to let Mr. Stanton grant the demanded pay 
increases. I have merely insisted upon 
negotiating with one single union only.”  

I said: “Yeah. But it so happens that there 
are two or three different unions involved. 
You could treat with them individually and 
separately, but you won’t. Instead, you want 
.all the organizations lumped together.”  

“For convenience.” His smile was as 
spurious as a six-dollar bill engraved in pink 
ink. “I don’t actually care which one acts as 
bargaining agent, but it must be one only.” 

“Sure,” I said. “And that passes the buck. 
It forces the labor groups to merge if they 

hope to get anywhere with their campaign for 
more pay. They actually deserve an increase—
but they don’t like the idea of merging; they 
prefer to retain their separate identities, which 
is natural enough.”  

“It’s sheer stubbornness on their part.”  
“Seems to me you’re the stubborn one,” I 

said bluntly. “And because of your obstinate 
attitude, what happens? They commence 
fighting among themselves to see which union 
absorbs the others. Actually you’re 
compelling them to quarrel for the authority to 
negotiate with you; an inter-union dispute 
which might damn’ well end up in a 
jurisdictional strike. That’s your clever 
strategy. A wage strike would give Supertone 
a black eye with the public; but a 
jurisdictional strike won’t be bad publicity for 
the studio. It would merely make you look like 
an innocent victim of circumstances.” 

 
IKE STANTON opened his kisser for 
the first time in five minutes. “Any kind 

of strike would hurt us, Hawkshaw,” he said 
sourly. “It’s true a jurisdictional strike 
wouldn’t make us look like heels; but it would 
play the devil with us financially. It would 
stop all production on the lot; we’d be at a 
standstill. And we’d lose so much money it 
would put us close to bankruptcy.”  

“Precisely,” Bernheisel said, washing his 
manicured mitts in invisible soapsuds. He took 
another puff at his perfecto and said again: 
“Precisely. Therefore—”  

I rasped: “Therefore you ought to agree to 
treat with the different unions separately and 
blow down this beef; keep the crews satisfied 
so they won’t walk out.”  

He shook his head. “No. It would establish 
a bad precedent. It’s an unhealthy condition 
when a business finds itself at the mercy of 
too many separate labor groups.”  

“You sound sort of reactionary,” I needled 
him. Not that I’m a left-winger myself, but 
even a neutral guy could see through a 
shenanigan like this.  
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He got red around the wattles. 
“Reactionary be damned! In my judgment 
there’s no reason why those unions shouldn’t 
merge. It’d be a good thing for all concerned. 
And if you want my opinion, I think they 
would merge if it weren’t for that ringleading 
agitator, Paul Krakow.”  

This Krakow he mentioned was a 
workman on the lot and a leader of one of the 
unions; a strong opponent to the merger idea. 
By the same token he also opposed violence 
and strikes; he’d been working hard to avert a 
walkout, which made him a nice guy in my 
book. It wasn’t fair to call him an agitator, but 
I didn’t debate the point. Arguing with George 
Bernheisel was as useless as ramming your 
dome against a concrete wall; all it bought you 
was a headache. I said: “What do you expect 
me to do, talk Krakow into backing down? 
Hell, I’m not a good-enough spellbinder.”  

The banker smiled his phony smile. 
“Spellbinding isn’t what I have in mind for 
you, Mr. Turner. I want you to get something 
on him; something that will discredit him and 
enable us to destroy his influence, run him out 
of Hollywood.”  

“In other words, glue a frame on him, eh?”  
“If you insist on being vulgar about it, 

yes.”  
I fished a crumpled gasper out of my pack, 

set it afire. I was doing some burning myself. 
In the first place I didn’t like the notion of 
working for a supercilious slob like 
Bernheisel. In the second place, framing an 
innocent guy is against my principles. And in 
the third place my sympathies were with the 
studio’s working stiffs. They were entitled to 
more geetus and I was hoping they’d 
eventually get it. 

 
 hesitated, however, because of little Mike 
Stanton. I liked the wizened gnome 

personally and I respected him for the way 
he’d started from scratch, built up Supertone 
into one of the best independent outfits in the 
cinema racket. Currently, due to an overload 

of high-salaried stars he’d unwisely signed on 
long-term contracts, he was in debt up to his 
ears to Bernheisel’s banking concern—
although as soon as he got releases on several 
costly epics already completed and in the 
cans, cash would start rolling in so he could 
pay off his notes. But in the meantime a strike 
might finish him. It might give Bernheisel a 
chance to swallow the studio, lock, stock, and 
barrel. 

At Stanton’s age, starting all over again 
would be hard sledding; he’d probably have to 
go back to pressing pants. And in addition, an 
enforced shut-down would work plenty of 
hardship on a lot of innocent bystanders: 
everybody would go off the payroll if the 
plant shut down. Maybe it wouldn’t matter so 
much to the ones in the higher brackets, the 
stars and directors and producers. But what 
about the extras and bit players, the 
cameramen and sound experts, the hundreds 
of little people who needed their weekly 
wages? They’d do most of the suffering. 

I was considering all these angles when I 
heard an ugly crash shattering the silence of 
the ante-room adjoining Stanton’s sanctum. 
Glass splintered and tinkled, and a jane cut 
loose with a sudden yeep of pain. 

I said: “What the hell?” and catapulted to 
the door; plunged over the threshold into a 
stenographer’s secretarial cubicle. Its 
furnishings consisted of a typewriter desk, a 
chair, a steel locker and four filing cabinets; 
and the room’s single window had been 
smashed inward. I piped the shards of glass on 
the floor and lamped the cobblestone that had 
done the damage. I also saw Laura Fremont 
writhing around on the rug, hugging herself 
and moaning like a lost soul. 

This Fremont cookie was Mike Stanton’s 
private secretary, and I’d known her a long 
time. She was a cute little trick, dainty as a 
doll despite the mannish clothes she always 
affected. She had strawberry hair bobbed 
boyishly short, and her figure was ripely 
contoured in the correct places without being 
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too emphatic about it. I vaulted over her, 
rushed to the busted window, peered out and 
down through the gathering dusk but didn’t 
tab anybody on the company street below. 
Then I turned, leaned over the Fremont 
muffin’s quivering shape. “What happened, 
hon?”  

“That rock . . . it hit me . . . here!” she 
whimpered, and pressed a palm just below her 
left shoulder. 

I yanked open her white blouse and rolled 
it away from the affected area. There was an 
ugly purplish bruise directly beneath the 
collar-bone, but aside from this she seemed to 
have no other injuries; no fractured slats, no 
added contusions. I lifted her up on her pins; 
steadied her. “Take it easy, sugar,” I said 
gently. 

 
HE advice was well meant but it didn’t 
seem to do much good. A sudden tremor 

seized her and then she began to quake. From 
the signs and portents I had a hunch she was 
about to throw a wing-ding and go into a fit of 
hysterics. A hint of remembered terror 
slithered into her shocked glims and in another 
instant she started hiccupping. That was a bad 
sign. 

At the same moment Stanton and 
Bernheisel came galloping into the room. 
Stanton copped a hinge at the rock on the floor 
and yodeled: “Who threw it?”  

“That’s what I aim to find out,” I said 
grimly, keeping an arm around Laura’s 
slender waist. “Did you see the guy, hon?”  

“I . . . I want to g-go home!”  
“Yeah, sure. But did you see who heaved 

the dornick?”  
“Please—please t-take me home!”  
“Okay. Right now.” I realized she was in 

no shape to tell me what I craved to know; I’d 
have to wait until she was calmed down. I 
steered her to the exit, brushing Bernheisel 
and Stanton out of the way. “Call me up 
presently,” I told them. Then I took the injured 
chick downstairs and out of the building; 

boosted her into my jalopy and ferried her 
posthaste to her little bungalow just off 
Crenshaw. 

As soon as 1 got her inside her stash, she 
folded. “I . . . think I’m going to faint,” her 
voice was thin and threadlike. “Sorry to be . . . 
so much trouble—” And she collapsed against 
me. 

1 caught her, toted her fragile poundage to 
a davenport, lowered her onto the soft 
upholstery and left her there while I frisked 
the premises for something in the first-aid 
line. By a miracle, I found an unopened fifth 
of Vat 69 in the kitchen cupboard; yanked out 
the cork and poured a generous jorum into a 
water tumbler. It looked so damned good I 
drank it myself. Then 1 sloshed a smaller 
tipple into the glass; took it to the swooning 
quail and coaxed it down her gorgeous gullet.  

She revived. Scotch of that quality would 
revive an Egyptian mummy She sputtered, 
strangled, opened her optics and whispered: 
“Wh-what . . . how. . . where—?”  

“It’s Dan Turner Remember?” I said 
soothingly. “You got clipped by a brickbat 
and I brought you home.”  

“Oh-h-h, y-yes. Yes, I remember now.”  
“How do you feel?”  
“Better, I th-think.”  
I said: “That’s wonderful. Now tell me 

who tossed the rock at you.” 
“I . . . I—” 
“Come on, talk it up.”  
“But I d-don’t want to get anybody in t-

trouble.” 
This was very decent of her indeed. Under 

the circumstances, though, the decency was 
misplaced. “Don’t be coy, kitten,” I said. 
“Speak out. Who hurled the hard clod?” 

“Well, I . . . I’m not certain, but . . . I think 
it was Paul Krakow—”  

“The hell you warble!”  
She sipped a little more highland tonic for 

strength. “I mean it was a big yellow-haired 
man in faded blue overalls. I happened to be 
looking out the w-window just as he threw it. 
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That’s why it hit me; I couldn’t jump away in 
time. He had a peculiar scar near his chin, on 
his right cheek.” She shuddered as if recalling 
something extremely unpleasant. 

 
ROM her description of the guy it was 
duck soup for me to tab him as Paul 

Krakow, the labor leader who was so opposed 
to a merger of the various studio unions. I had 
met him a time or two, and the picture meshed 
perfectly. “It was Krakow, all right,” I said. 

“But . . . but I’m not sure,” she protested. 
“I w-wouldn’t want to testify it in court 
because I couldn’t actually swear—”  

I said: “That’s okay, babe. What you’ve 
told me is good enough for me.” I patted her 
arm. “And don’t worry about getting him in 
Dutch. Any trouble he’s in is his own fault.” 

“Wh-what do you intend to d-do?”  
Before I could answer this, her phone bell 

rang. I said: “I’ll take it,” and lifted the 
receiver. “Yeah?”  

The oratorical voice of George Bernheisel 
frosted my ear. “I’m calling from the studio. 
Mr. Stanton is on his way over to see how his 
secretary is, but I thought I’d phone and 
inquire too. Has she recovered from her 
fright?”  

“More or less,” I grunted. “And you may 
be interested to know she identified the guy 
that threw the rock. It was Krakow.”  

“You don’t say! So he’s starting violent 
tactics, eh?”  

I said: “So it would seem. Anyhow I’m 
going out to hunt him—at your expense. 
You’ve hired a private strongarm, pal.”  

“Good,” he sounded pleased. “Excellent!”  
“Yeah, but don’t blow your top when I 

present my bill,” I added. “I don’t work for 
peanuts.”  

He chuckled. “The kind of job I want you 
to do will be worth all you charge. I shan’t 
complain.” 

“Maybe not; only let’s get one thing clear. 
I’m not going to hang a phony frame on him. 
This rock-tossing routine is enough in itself. I 

figure to grab him, turn him over to the buns 
and have him installed in the bastille. Okay?”  

He thought it over and finally said: 
“Okay,” whereupon I rang off. 

A moment later little Mike Stanton 
showed up, full of tender solicitude for the 
damaged Fremont cupcake. I told him the 
score; asked him for Krakow’s home address 
and got it—a number over on Curson Street. 
“Thanks, chum,” I said.  “I’ll go put the arm 
on him right now. You stay here and 
commiserate with the lady.”  

I blew a kiss at Laura and hauled hips out 
to my kettle; went steaming off through the 
early evening. 

 
IT was full dark when I dragged anchor in 
front of the modest duplex where Paul 
Krakow lived. I barged to his portal, gave his 
bell-push the flat of my thumb and didn’t have 
to wait more than a minute until Krakow 
opened up in person. In a well-cut business 
suit he looked more like a professional man 
than a studio unioneer; and if it hadn’t been 
for that scar on his mush you might almost 
have called him handsome. I wasn’t interested 
in, his virile good looks just then, though. I 
had a cobblestone on my mind. 

I put a palm on his thick chest and shoved. 
I’m no midget; I stand six-feet-plus in my silk 
sox and I weigh a hundred and ninety on a 
rigid diet. So when I push somebody he 
usually moves. But not Paul Krakow. He 
topped me by two inches and he was 
constructed along the general dimensions of 
Boulder Dam. He didn’t yield to my pressure. 
He just stood there looking at me. “What’s the 
idea, friend?”  

I said: “Nuts to that friend malarky. 
You’re in custody for wafting a missile 
through Mike Stanton’s studio office window 
a while ago. Stick out your flippers; I’ve got a 
pair of bracelets I want to try on you for size.”  

He kept standing there, his dukes 
dangling. “Are you a cop?”  

“Private,” I said, and flashed my potsy.   
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He said: “Let’s see the warrant.”  
“Nuts to the warrant. Suppose we skip the 

formalities and go to headquarters.” 
“First your warrant,” he insisted levelly. “I 

don’t know what this is all about, and—” 
“Meaning you deny heaving the dornick?” 
“I don’t even get your drift, friend. How 

about that warrant? Have you got one or 
haven’t you?”  

I snarled: “Warrant my adenoids. I’ll give 
you a paste on the beezer.” These were the last 
words I uttered for quite a while. I didn’t see 
him set himself, didn’t see his fist whooshing 
up. All I felt was a sudden jolting bash on the 
button that dusted me loose from my moorings 
and sent me hurtling over the brink of a 
stygian chasm.  

I blacked out. 
 

 EXPECTED to hear the birdies twittering 
when I woke up, but birdies couldn’t 

possibly scream the way this one was 
shrilling. I stirred, opened my glimmers, 
blinked away the fog and rolled over; realized 
I was in a lighted living-room, somebody 
having dragged me indoors and deposited me 
on the threadbare carpet. Moreover, I had 
company on the floor beside me. It was Paul 
Krakow, his arms and legs outflung at weird 
angles and the top of his noggin shattered by a 
bullet. This had rendered him deader than a 
bucket of diced clams.   

The nearby screaming continued dinning 
at my ears as I tried to digest the ugly fact that 
some sharp disciple had fogged Krakow to 
glory while I was in dreamland. Maybe I was 
still in dreamland, I reflected. At least the 
setup seemed plenty nightmarish, having his 
carcass so close to me. And that wasn’t all of 
it, by a hell of a sight. Over on the other side 
of the room a brunette jessie was screeching 
her tonsils out. “Murderer!” she yeeped at me. 
“Dirty stinking murderer! You killed my 
husband!”  

“Hey, now wait,” I mumbled mushily, and 
sat up on my haunches. “Don’t jump at 

conclusions, tutz.”  
“Murderer! You killed my husband!”  
This meant she was Krakow’s wife. His 

widow, now. But why was she accusing me of 
bumping the poor guy? More important, who 
really had bumped him?  

I lurched up on my stems. “Look,” I said. 
“Hold it. I—”  

“You murdered Paul! I’m going to call the 
police!” She darted across the room toward a 
telephone.  

There were some things I craved to know 
before she put in her bleat. I reached under my 
coat for the .32 automatic I always carried in a 
shoulder holster, figuring to scare her with it 
and calm her until we could talk reasonably. 
But when I fumbled under my armpit I threw 
snake-eyes. I had no more roscoe than a 
turkey has teeth. Somebody had glommed it.  

The defunct gee’s brunette widow saw me 
make the move. At the same instant she 
spotted something on the floor near her 
husband’s remainders. She dived for it, picked 
it up, aimed it at me.  

It was my own rod. I recognized the gold-
inlaid monogram D. T. engraved on the barrel. 
The D. T. stood for Dan Turner, but for a 
second I thought the letters must mean 
delirium tremens. 

I yelped: “Where the hell did that come 
from?”  

“You saw me pick it up,” she panted, 
keeping me covered. “And it’s been fired, too. 
You killed Paul with it.”  

I was in a spot and I started talking fast. 
“Look, lady. I didn’t burn your hubby. I’m a 
private dick Supertone hired me—”  

Her peepers got fiery. “So you admit it! A 
hired killer. They paid you to murder him 
because he had the courage to stand up for his 
union’s rights.”  

“That’s ridiculous,” I said. “I’m no 
assassin. The reason I’m here is that I was 
going to arrest him for throwing a rock 
through an office window at the studio late 
this afternoon—”  
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“You lie! Paul was home all day. I ought 
to know; I was right here with him the whole 
time until a little while ago when I went out to 
buy a newspaper. Then when I got home I f-
found him d-dead and you lying alongside 
him.” She raised my roscoe. “If you come a 
step closer I’ll sh-shoot you.”  

I froze; moodily stayed frozen while she 
made her call to police headquarters. 

Conversation seemed pretty pointless from 
then on, so I kept my yap zippered for the next 
ten or fifteen minutes. Then the majesty of the 
law arrived in the person of my old friend 
Dave Donaldson from the homicide squad. 

 
AVE lumbered heavily onto the scene, 
took a swivel and favored me with a 

questioning glower. “You, hey?” he rumbled. 
“I might have known. Any time there’s a 
Hollywood croaking I can expect to find you 
mixed up in it somewhere. What’s the score?”  

I started to tell him, but Krakow’s widow 
beat me to the punch. She went into a 
vengeful monologue; explained the setup as 
she interpreted it. When she was finished she 
had dumped me into the grease up to my 
nostrils. 

Then it was my turn. “This dame is off her 
trolly,” I snarled. “She’s basing her 
accusations on sheer circumstantial evidence. 
And in the current case, circumstantial 
evidence isn’t worth a pinch of fertilizer.”  

“Oh, so?”  
“Yeah,” I said bitterly, and fed him the 

story as it had really happened. I ended up 
with: “He was creamed while I was 
unconscious from the kayo he had dealt me. 
For all I know, perhaps he himself lifted my 
cannon, committed suicide with it.”  

“Oh come now,” Dave said. He squinted at 
the corpse. “He was shot through the back of 
the head. Nobody shoots himself through the 
back of the head. It just isn’t done. You’ll 
have to do much better than that, gumshoe.”  

I yelled: “Okay, okay! Then some 
unknown party came in, took my heater while 

I was senseless and drilled Krakow with it.”  
“Sheep-dip.” Donaldson lifted a lip. “Do 

you mean a guy would stand around doing 
nothing to protect himself while a killer 
robbed you of your rod and took potshots at 
him? Nuts!”  

“Well, all right,” I rasped, “I’m not even 
sure I had the gun on me when I came here. 
Listen,” I added excitedly as a hot hunch hit 
me. “This fellow Bernheisel I’ve been telling 
you about, the banker from New York, he had 
it in for Krakow; even wanted me to pin some 
sort of frame on him in order to destroy his 
influence with the unions. So look. Back there 
at the studio, when a rock came through the 
office window and hit Laura Fremont—”  

“Let’s not go over that again. You’ve told 
it once.”  

Krakow’s widow horned in with: “And I 
say my husband didn’t throw any rock. He 
couldn’t have. He was here at home with me 
all day.”  

“The hell with that,” I said: “Here the 
point I’m trying to make. Laura Fremont was 
knocked down. I stooped over her, lifted her 
off the office floor. Maybe my cannon was 
loose in its leather at the time and dropped out 
and I didn’t know it. Maybe I left it there 
when I took the Fremont filly home. Maybe 
Bernheisel saw it and picked it up. Later I 
talked to him on the phone, told him I was 
going to call on Krakow regarding the rock-
throwing routine. Remember Bernheisel 
wanted to remove Krakow by fair means or 
foul. So maybe he decided to do it with my 
fowling-piece, thereby fastening the kill on 
me. He could have done it easily, walking in, 
finding me unconscious, plugging Krakow, 
planting the rod and taking a fast scram.”  

Dave said: “Very glib, pal. But the same 
theory could also apply to your friend Mike 
Stanton, if what you say is true. Stanton could 
have found the dropped gun and used it on 
Krakow. Why limit it to Bernheisel?”  

“Because it’s illogical to suspect Stanton,” 
I said. 
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“Illogical? In what way?”  
“Look at the motive,” I said, “Krakow, a 

union leader, is rubbed out. I’m framed for the 
murder. I’m a private snoop in the employ of 
Supertone Pix, which makes it look as if I’m a 
gunsel hired to abolish a trouble-making labor 
guy. Anyhow that’s what the union members 
will think. And in retaliation, they’ll probably 
go out on strike right away.” 

“Could be. So what?”  
“So that eliminates Mike Stanton as a kill 

suspect. He’s president of Supertone and a 
shut-down would ruin him; he’d lose the 
studio to George Bernheisel’s banking outfit. 
Bernheisel’s the bozo who stands to gain 
everything if a strike is called. Therefore he’s 
the guy to investigate on this Krakow bump-
off.” 

 
OR a minute I thought I had Donaldson 
sold. Then he wiggled off the hook. “No 

dice,” he said grimly. “I can’t see a big shot 
like Bernheisel pulling a murder. I can’t even 
see him hiring you to pull it for him. He’d be 
too smart to risk it. I think you killed Krakow 
for some personal reason you’re keeping 
covered.”  

“That’s crazy talk!” I protested. 
He cast a leer at the brunette widow. 

“Maybe not so crazy, at that. Many a wife has 
conspired with her boyfriend to croak her 
husband—”  

It was the wrong thing to say. I’ll admit 
I’ve been a wolf in my day, but there was 
certainly no romance between me and the 
Krakow dame. Until tonight I’d never even 
met her. True, she was a very attractive dish; 
but when Dave intimated we’d been romantic 
he was as haywire as hailstones in Honolulu. I 
got sore—and Mrs. Krakow blew her top 
completely. She screeched a shrill denial and 
launched herself at Donaldson; tried to slug 
him with my gat. “You dirty-minded cop!” 
she caterwauled. 

He put up his arms and got very busy 
defending himself. This turned him away from 

me, and I took full advantage of his 
inattention. I spurred myself into sudden 
motion, raced hellity-blip for the door, gained 
it, catapu1ted out into the night and dashed off 
through the darkness with my hip pockets 
dipping cement. 

I didn’t dare lam in my jalopy. Dave knew 
my license numbers; he would have a radio 
reader out for me before you could whistle 
Yankee Doodle. Consequently I abandoned 
my bucket and powdered on my brogans like a 
pedestrian with the hotfoot. As I hoped, I 
notched my brains into high-gear. The spot I 
was in required some speedy thinking. 
Speedy—and accurate.  

The accuracy didn’t develop until I passed 
a neighborhood movie house whose lighted 
marquee blazoned: FIVE TOP STARS IN 
“ONE LOVELY NIGHT.” Down below, the 
framed posters proclaimed: Supertone 
Presents Michael Stanton’s Production, One 
Lovely Night, Starring Mona Manning, Rocky 
Rhoades, Alice FitzAllen, Joseph Perrine and 
Lew Burman. It was one of Stanton’s recent 
hits that had finished its run at the better 
downtown theaters but was still packing in the 
customers at the second-run joints. 

Abruptly a light began to glimmer in a my 
think-tank. It wasn’t a bright light, but it was 
persistent. Ten blocks farther along I ducked 
into a druggery, dived for the phone booth, 
invested a jitney and bought myself a 
connection with the Supertone lot; got a line 
into Mike Stanton’s private sanctum. The 
voice that answered my jingle was cold and 
supercilious, a haughty “Hello” that could 
come only from George Bernheisel. You 
could almost smell the aroma of his fifty-cent 
banker’s special perfecto.  

I said: “Dan Turner this end,” and listened 
for his reaction. Not that I expected him to 
gasp and sputter and admit his guilt on the 
killing of Krakow; but if he really had tried to 
frame me I thought he might be a little 
nervous at hearing my voice. 

He wasn’t. “Ah. Have you any news?”  
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“Yeah,” I said. “Paul Krakow’s defunct.”  
“De— You mean he’s dead!”  
“Murdered.”  
“Well, bless my soul?” He sounded 

genuinely startled. “How . . . I mean who . . . 
that is—?”  

“Ix-nay on the questions. Right now I 
haven’t got time to answer. I’m red-hot. The 
cops think I bumped the guy. Is Stanton there 
in the office?”  

“No, he hasn’t yet come back from 
visiting Miss Fremont. I’m still waiting here 
for him. But about this murder—”  

I said: “Never mind the murder. You 
haven’t been off the lot? You’re sure?”  

“I’m positive, though I fail to see that it’s 
any of your affair,” he answered arrogantly. 

 
ELL, maybe it wasn’t any of my affair; 
but on the other hand maybe he was 

confecting a nice ironclad alibi for himself. 
That remained to be determined. I hung up on 
him, dropped another nickel into the 
machinery and dialed Laura Fremont’s 
bungalow.  

You can generally spot a trained private 
secretary by the way she answers the 
telephone. This Fremont tomato was no 
exception. She sounded brisk and efficient, 
and yet there was a lilt in her voice as she 
came on the wire. 

“Turner here,” I chopped back at her. “Is 
Mike Stanton still with you?”  

“Why, no, he just left.”  
I snarled: “Damn it to hell, I wanted some 

information. It’s important. Hey, wait; you’re 
his secretary. Maybe you can let me have what 
I need.”  

“Perhaps I can. What is it?”  
“I want the names of some agents.”  
“Agents?” 
“Flesh peddlers. The ten-percenters who 

handle these Supertone stars: Mona Manning, 
Rocky Rhoades, Alice FitzAllen, Joseph 
Perrine and Lew Burman.”  

She said: “You’ve certainly picked our 

highest-salaried players. They’re the ones who 
starred in One Lovely Night.”  

“Yeah, I know. How about their agents?”  
“Well, let me see. I can’t remember who 

represents Perrine or Burman, but Rhoades 
and the two girls, Manning and FitzAllen, are 
with the Stenzick Agency.” 

I told her that was swell. “I think it’ll be 
enough for what I’m after,” I added. “Thanks 
a lot, sugar.” Then I disconnected; slotted a 
third buffalo and dialed the residence of Pete 
Stenzick this side of Beverly. Pete’s agency 
was one of the best in the business and I’d 
done him some favors in the past. Now it was 
his turn to reciprocate. 

When he answered my ring I told him I 
wanted to meet him pronto at his office on 
Sunset, and would he kindly take the lead out 
of his pants? This brought me a cursing in two 
languages; then he said: “Sure, Sherlock. For 
you, anything. I’d cut off my left arm up to 
here. See you suddenly.”  

He kept his word: Fifteen minutes later I 
drew up before his building in a taxi; lamped 
him arriving in his lowslung Lincoln 
Continental. We shook hands and he led me 
indoors, offered me the freedom of his 
cellarette. I chose Scotch. “But what I need 
more than a drink is a gander at three 
contracts.” 

“Contracts?”  
“Yeah. The tickets three of your clients 

have with Mike Stanton’s Supertone outfit. 
Alice FitzAllen, Mona Manning and Rocky 
Rhoades, the comic.”  

He grinned sardonically. “Three of the 
best deals I ever put together,” he said as he 
unlocked a filing cabinet. “FitzAllen’s on 
three grand a week, forty weeks a year, seven 
years with rising options. Manning gets thirty-
five hundred. Rhoades four G’s. Nice, hunh?” 
And he handed me some legal documents. 

I scanned them; gave them back to him. 
“Know anything about Joe Perrine and Lew 
Burman?”  

“I don’t handle them, but the word gets 
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around. Burman’s with the Allenton Agency 
and Dominick Hatlo handles Perrine. The 
grapevine says they’re both dragging down 
twenty-five yards a week at Supertone. What 
are you doing, Philo—making a survey of all 
the stars Mike Stanton’s got?”  

“Something like that.” I shrugged. 
“Anyhow, thanks. Now if I had some 
transportation—”  

The hint fell on fertile territory. “My left 
arm up to here,” he said. “What’s mine is 
yours, pal. You want to make with my Lincoln 
downstairs? Say the word. A chauffeur thrown 
in, for free if you don’t mind my driving. I go 
fast.”  

’Thanks again,” I said. The idea of being 
chauffeured by one of Hollywood’s most 
celebrated agents appealed to me. “Let’s get 
going.” 

 
E trooped down to his sled, where we 
were met by the first of two shocks. 

This one was coming from his car radio, 
which he had evidently left turned on when he 
got out of his heap to meet me. Now the 
loudspeaker was droning out a newscast: 

“. . . Dan Turner, famous private 
detective, is being hunted in connection with 
the murder. According to one theory, a 
personal quarrel precipitated the killing. 
Another school of thought is that Turner was 
hired to put a stop to Krakow’s union 
activities. In any event, it is alleged that 
Turner got into a fight with Krakow and shot 
him. Supertone studio workers are rumored to 
be preparing to hold a special meeting tonight 
for the purpose of discussing the crime in 
connection with their wage demands. If it is 
proved that their leader, Krakow, was killed 
because of his union connections, a walk-out 
of employees seems inevitable. This strike, 
long threatened, would undoubtedly be called 
in retaliation. Thus far, Michael Stanton, 
president of Supertone, has not been contacted 
for a statement. . .” 

 

I reached in, clicked the switch, shut off 
the gush of gab. A funny expression was on 
Pete Stenzick’s swarthy puss as he fastened 
the speculative focus on me. “So that’s how it 
is,” he said.  

“Yeah, that’s how it is. Do you still want 
to ferry me hither and yon while I squirm out 
of my jackpot or would you sooner call it 
quits?” 

“An insult like that I wouldn’t take off one 
of my own clients. From you—I take it. Hop 
aboard and where do you want to go? Just 
name it.”  

That was when the second shock came. It 
assumed the shape of a police sedan which 
squealed up to the curb in a shower of sparks. 
Latching his brakes, Dave Donaldson erupted 
from the buggy; piped me and went for his 
shooting iron. “Grabsky, Turner!” he 
thundered. “You’re under arrest for murder, 
escaping custody, resisting an officer of the 
law and—”  

“Aw, stuff it,” I said. “You can’t pinch 
me. You know damned well you can’t.”  

He turned purple around the wattles and 
swelled like a balloon. “Why condemn your 
brass, I’ll—”  

“You’ll listen to me if you want to clean 
up the Krakow kill,” I told him. “I’ve got the 
key to the case and we can break it 
immediately if not sooner. That is, if you play 
it smart.”  

“And what do you call smart, hot shot?”  
“Play it my way.”  
“That’s what I thought.” He presented me 

with an ornate sneer. “The hell with you. I’m 
tired of being second fiddle to your 
primadonna solos.” He hesitated. “What’s 
your angle?” 

I let my shoulders sag. “Who cares? You 
said the hell with me. Okay, the hell with me. 
Take me to the gow and get it over with. I 
don’t mind. You can’t help being stupid.” 

“Cut that out. I asked you a question. 
What have you got on the Krakow kill?” 
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“Nothing. Nothing at all,” I said. “Except 
the murderer.” I had my mental fingers 
crossed when I said this, though, because I 
knew I was playing a wild hunch; taking a 
long gamble.  

Dave approached me stiff-legged. “The 
murderer, hey? Who?”  

“Why should I tell you? I’m under arrest.”  
“Damn it to hell, you are not! And I’ll slug 

the first lug that says you are. Come on, 
Sherlock, be nice. Tell me what you’ve got.”  

I said: “I’ve got a hankering to take a fast 
ride in this Lincoln here. Want to go along?” 

“You’re cockeyed right I want to go 
along.” He leaped behind the wheel, started 
the motor. “I always did want to drive one of 
these wagons.”  And as I slid in beside him he 
engaged the clutch; we went roaring away and 
left poor Pete Stenzick standing forlornly at 
the curb watching his jalopy vanish from 
view. It was a dirty trick to pull, even on a 
Hollywood agent. 

 
 WASN’T thinking about dirty tricks, 
though. I was busy telling Dave the address 

where I wanted to go; a cottage just off 
Crenshaw. Then I added: “Incidentally, how 
did you happen to run into me there in front of 
the Stenzick Agency?”  

“I got a telephone tip I might find you 
there.”  

“Anonymous, no doubt?”  
“No doubt.”  
“She-male?”  
He nodded and sent us whooshing around 

a squatty civilian jeep, which promptly 
emitted an anguished squawk and went 
bouncing over somebody’s front lawn. “Yeah. 
She-male.” 

I said grimly: “That’s what I thought. And 
that’s why we’re heading for Laura Fremont’s 
stash right now.”  

“Laura Fremont?”  
“Mike Stanton’s private secretary at 

Supertone.   
“I don’t get it.”  

“She’s the one who phoned you,” I said. 
“She’s the only one who knew I was going to 
contact Pete Stenzick. I had called her up and 
asked her some questions about Supertone 
stars and their agents, and she had given me 
Stenzick’s name. So that’s how she knew I 
was going to his office. Or anyhow she 
guessed it. Whereupon she tipped you off. She 
wanted to be sure I’d get collared. Nice girl, 
Laura.”  

“She sounds like a heel. But why would 
she want you arrested? Are you trying to tell 
me you’ve got the goods on the Bernheisel 
guy and Miss Fremont was in cahoots with 
him?” 

I was trying to tell him nothing, because 
just then we rammed around a corner and 
hove into view of the Fremont quail’s 
wigwam. I nudged Dave and he slapped down 
on his brakes, brought us to a shuddering halt. 
Then, together, we legged it for the bungalow 
as fast as we could pelt. 

There were lights on, inside. But I didn’t 
ring the bell. Not when I had my batch of 
master keys with me. I found one that worked 
the lock. “Final reel,” I whispered to 
Donaldson. “Don’t make any noise. In we 
go.”  

We went in. And damned if he didn’t cut 
loose with a monumental sneeze! The 
explosion was like Vesuvius blowing its top, 
whereupon he gave me a sickly grin. “I must 
be allergic.”  

Allergic hell. He’d fouled up my party. 
Laura Fremont came tearing toward us from a 
rear bedroom, and I noticed she was 
embellished in a tailored suit that was even 
more mannish than her usual attire. There was 
a discreet hat on her strawberry tresses, foot-
comfort shoes on her patrician tootsies and a 
general air of a wren who has donned 
traveling togs in preparation for a lengthy 
journey. “Dan T-Turner—!” she gasped. 

I said: “Hi, kitten. Going somewhere?” 
“Why, n-no. I . . . that is, I—”  
“Mind if we prowl the joint? This guy 
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with me is Lieutenant Donaldson. He’s a cop. 
He’s got hay fever,” I added vindictively. 

She backed off. “P-prowl the joint—?”  
“Yeah.” I brushed past her and barged into 

a bedroom; lamped two packed Gladstones on 
the bed. ”So you were going somewhere,” I 
said.  

She was pale around the borders. “I . . . 
I—” 

“It’s no use, sis. You can’t run away from 
murder.”  

“Murder—?”  
“Look,” I said. “First of all, you tried to 

get me pinched a while ago. You wanted me 
to take the fall for the Krakow kill.”  

“But . . . but I—”  
“And another thing Krakow was bumped 

with my gat. I’m sure I couldn’t have dropped 
it in the ante-room next to Mike Stanton’s 
office in the studio administration building. 
I’d have heard it hit the floor. But later, when 
I brought you home, you pulled a swoon. I 
carried you to your davenport and you had 
your arms around me, clinging to me. You 
could have glommed the heater from me then. 
And I think you did.”  

“No! No, I—”  
“Then you followed me to Krakow’s igloo 

and fogged him. And that will send you to the 
gas chamber.”  

She broke. She flew apart like a dollar 
alarm clock. “I didn’t k-kill him! I admit I 
stole your gun, but I gave it to—” 

 
HAT was as far as she got. On the other 
side of the room, a closet door punched 

open and a roscoe yammered: “Ka-Chow!” in 
ugly accents. A bullet caught the Fremont frail 
full in the ticker and she toppled, dropped. She 
was deceased before she landed on the floor. 
Somebody snarled: “Squeal on me, will you?” 
Then: “I’m going out. Don’t try to stop me.”  

Without even turning around to look at the 
killer I screeched: “Plug him, Dave! Get Mike 
Stanton!”  

Donaldson may be slow in some ways, but 

he’s a rapid guy with a gun. He put a pill in 
the little Supertone president’s elly-bay before 
you could say scat, and Stanton pitched 
forward; fell across Laura Fremont’s lifeless 
husk. He was almost a lifeless husk himself, 
but not quite. There was a little spark left. 

I leaned over him. “Too bad, Mike. I 
thought you were a friend of mine. I never 
figured you’d try to frame me for murder.”  

“Damn . . . you—!”  
I said: “The way I add it up, everything 

hinged on the studio strike. On the surface it 
looked as if a strike would ruin you and give 
Supertone to Bernheisel’s banking crowd. 
Bernheisel thought so himself. He tried to hire 
me to make trouble for Krakow, hoping it 
would stir up a stink and cause a walkout of 
your employees—which he figured would 
drive you bankrupt. But here’s the curious 
paradox. A strike wouldn’t ruin you. It would 
save your bacon.”  

“You . . . lousy—”  
“Look,” I said “You’ve got a lot of 

finished feature productions in the cans ready 
for release. Once the dough starts coming in 
from them, you’d be okay. Meanwhile, 
though, you’re heavily in debt. And you’re 
stuck with eight or ten high-priced stars. I 
know about five of them; I checked upon them 
personally, and their total salaries amount to 
better than fifteen grand a week. Counting the 
ones I didn’t check, say thirty to forty grand a 
week for stars’ wages. That’s a lot of scratch.”  

“Go . . . to . . . hell!”  
“But all your stars have standard 

contracts,” I went on “And those contracts all 
contain the standard strike clause. That is, if 
the studio is shut down because of labor 
troubles, the stars go off salary for the 
duration of the shutdown. So you actually 
wanted a strike. It would save you close to a 
hundred and fifty thousand dollars a month; 
maybe twice that much. I haven’t gone into 
your books. The point is, you could afford to 
shut down and pay your debts with the salary 
lettuce you’d be saving. And your completed 
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pictures would be coining money hand over 
fist. In other words, a strike would keep you 
from losing your studio to Bernheisel.” 

“Damn . . . your snooping . . . soul!”  
I said: “When I got my hunch that Laura 

Fremont had swiped by roscoe, I pieced the 
rest of it together. She had to be working with 
somebody, and you were the logical person. 
You were her boss. You visited her after I 
took her home. That was when she gave you 
my gat. There were other clues, too, when I 
started remembering. The rock that came 
through the window, for instance. She claimed 
Paul Krakow had heaved it. But Krakow’s 
widow said he’d been home all day, which 
gave him an alibi. Moreover, the Fremont 
chick described him too damned well, 
considering that it was dusk and your office is 
on the second floor. How the hell could she 
have looked down that far and tabbed him so 
clearly? She couldn’t. She was lying like a gas 
meter.” 

“My . . . belly! Ar-rgh . . .”  
I wound up my speech. “So when I asked 

her about your stars and their agents, she 
realized I was getting close to the truth. She 
knew I was on the scent of that contractural 
gimmick, the motivating strike clause which 
was your reason for murdering Paul Krakow. 
By pinning the kill on me, you hoped to 
precipitate the strike. I was hep. Laura realized 
it. She must have insisted on running away so 
she couldn’t be questioned. Maybe you were 
going to help her scram. Anyhow I got here 
before she could leave, and I accused her. She 
caved in, just as I thought she would when the 
pressure went on. She started to stool—and 
you cooled her. That winds you up, Mike.” 

He didn’t hear me. He was already among 
his ancestors. Dave Donaldson’s bullet had 
sent him to hell. 

Dave didn’t like to admit it, though. He 
gave me a sour look and said: “Truth is, 
Hawkshaw, you talked him to death.” 

 


