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CHAPTER I 
 

DANGEROUS BLONDE 
 

ESS than ten minutes after I had 
checked into the Hotel Rouen, a furtive 
knock sounded on my door. I opened it 

and there stood the night porter with a grin on 
his wrinkled old face. 

“Got it?” I asked. 
With a triumphant flourish he produced a 

sixty-eight-cent bottle of Irish whiskey. 
I gave him a five-dollar bill, told him to 

keep the change, and before he could recover 
from the shock I offered him the first drink. 

He snapped out the cork, coupled the 
bottle direct to his main intake, and started 
drinking with a noise like water running down 
an open drain in a bathtub.  

Quickly, deftly, I swiped the pass-key 
hanging from his belt.  

I saw the bottle was almost half empty and 
I lunged for it. I had forty pounds on the old 
boy, and I was thirty years younger, but it took 
quite a struggle. He was coughing and nearly 
choked when I finally ejected him from the 
room. I finished the Irish, opened the door, 
craned my neck into the corridor and found it 
empty. That was fine. 

I crossed diagonally to Suite 620, inserted 
the pass-key and let myself in. I gave the room 
a dose of electricity and let out a soft whistle. 
The kid was certainly spreading it, but then 
who had a better right? A three-room suite 
with large casement windows, nicely 
furnished, kitchenette and built-in shower. 

I skipped into the bedroom and began 
rummaging—and that’s where I got a surprise. 
The drawers were pretty empty, except for 
some silken underthings—and the little toy. It 
was a pearl-handled, .22 caliber revolver of 
French manufacture, small, compact, neat. 

L 
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Maybe you never heard of Miss Justine 
Squire, the screwball debutante, Public 
Glamor Girl Number One, the girl who tries to 
spend money as fast as her old man can make 
it. Which is an impossible job.  

What was she carrying artillery for? That’s 
what I wanted to know. I replaced it neatly in 
the drawer. 

 
 WALTZED over to the closets and 
examined them. For a gal with a millionaire 

papa, a famous wardrobe, and a reputation for 
wearing it, she was traveling awfully light. A 
matched sable jacket worth a rajah’s ransom, 
one topaz-colored evening gown weighing 
two ounces, a single pair of silver slippers, 
and that was all. 

I was fingering the soft richness of the 
sable jacket when the bedroom door closed 
and somebody behind me gasped. 

I stabbed for my shoulder-rigged holster 
where I keep the big Colt. It’s a .45 and they 
don’t make hand artillery that packs more 
wallop. I always say when you need a gun in 
my business you need a gun. And even as I 
swung around I was releasing the safety catch. 

This girl was something worth looking at, 
especially the legs. She was small, slender, 
and her blond hair was parted in the center and 
wound in a braid around the back of her head. 
Her mouth was a splash of orange—full, 
moist, sultry. Her eyes were sea-green, wide, 
and just a trifle scared. The photographers 
hadn’t done her justice, not at all. 

She was holding the little French revolver. 
That’s right. She had sneaked in, spied me 

at the closet, tiptoed over to the bureau, and 
snaked out the gun. Imagine my 
embarrassment. There we were, the two of 
us—she with the pearl-handled toy pointed 
squarely at me, and I had the big Colt held 
directly on her. Her lips were pressed tightly 
together. 

“You’d better get your hands pretty high,” 
she opened them enough to say. 

That was funny enough to make me laugh. 

I ran my gaze casually over her. 
“Put that bean-shooter away,” I said, “and 

let’s talk this thing over.”  
She didn’t budge. “If it’s money you 

want,” she said, “or jewels—I haven’t any 
with me.”  

I shook my head. “You got me wrong, 
baby.”  

A muscle jumped in her throat and she 
was silent a moment. 

“Kidnaping?” she inquired, almost 
casually. “If it is, you’ll be disappointed. My 
father won’t pay a cent.”  

“You really think that?” I asked. 
She stared coldly. “Get out!”  
“Later, maybe,” I said coolly. 
And all this time we were standing there, 

holding our guns on each other. There was in 
her face a certain determination, purpose, 
strength of character—none of which assets I 
had been led to believe she possessed, not 
from the newspaper accounts of her crazy, 
harebrained exploits. 

I stuck my Colt back under my arm. 
“See,” I told her. “Now you put yours 

away.”  
A light came into her sea-green eyes, and a 

tight smile twisted her lips. 
She took a single step forward and her 

fingers tightened around the .22. 
“I’m not kidding,” she said. “Either you 

get out or I’ll make your skin leak in a dozen 
places.” 

I shrugged my shoulders. “Okay, baby.”  
I started for the door, but I had to pass her 

in order to reach it. It was simple. 
I just grabbed for her wrist, wrenched it 

sharply and the toy clattered to the floor. 
 

HEN I stooped for it, she kicked me in 
the head. She tried to grab the gun out 

of my hand but I dropped it in my pocket and 
got hold of her two wrists and held them 
tightly.  

“Look,” I said. “I don’t want to hurt you, 
so cut it out.”  

I 

W
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She got my knuckles between short white 
teeth and bit so hard I let out a yell. I shoved 
her away and she skidded backward and 
plopped down on the edge of the bed. 

“I should have shot you,” she said. 
“Nobody would have blamed me.”  

I wrapped my handkerchief around my 
knuckles. I was lucky she hadn’t taken a shot 
at me. Chicago is not my bailiwick and I 
wouldn’t like to be caught here prowling in a 
strange room. It might jam me up good. 

“Behave yourself,” I said, “and—”  
I dived across the bed in a long lunge and 

knocked the phone out of her hand. She had 
edged toward the night table and had suddenly 
caught it up in an attempt to get the operator. 

“Come now,” I told her. “You wouldn’t 
want the manager finding you up here all 
alone with a strange man.” 

Her eyes flashed. “Just what do you 
want?”  

I sighed deeply. “To take you back to New 
York.” 

Her lips thinned. “Who sent you?”  
“Your papa,” I said, and smiled.  
“What does he think I am—a baby?”  
“To tell the truth,” I confessed, “he just 

sent me out here to check up on you, see what 
you were up to, find out why you suddenly ran 
away to Chicago. I was looking through your 
stuff for a clue when you walked in on me and 
jammed up the works.”  

She stared at me and I could see the fear 
blossoming in her sea-green eyes, growing, 
building up inside her. Her face started to lose 
color under the make-up and she kept twisting 
her fingers together.  

“They call me Trouble-shooter Petrie back 
in New York,” I told her. “What’s eating you? 
Maybe I can help.”  

Her voice was very small. 
“Please,” she said, “go back. Leave me 

alone. There’s nothing you can do.”  
I shook my head. “From the looks of 

things, there’s plenty I can do. Besides, I’m 
getting paid for it.”  

She shook her head hopelessly. “Maybe 
you’re right. Listen. I know you won’t believe 
this, but about—”  

There was a short tussle and I threw her 
back on the bed. I had to give her credit. She 
had made another attempt, this time jumping 
up and trying to grab the gun out of my 
pocket. I was getting a little sore. I got out the 
little toy, took the derby off my head, placed 
the .22 inside it and clamped the derby back in 
place. 

She was a little over five feet tall, and I top 
six by a few inches, so she would never be 
able to reach that high without getting up on a 
chair, and that would give me plenty of 
warning.  

“Now, what were you saying?” I asked. 
A voice behind me spoke, a cold, hard, 

toneless voice. 
“She wasn’t saying anything, buddy.”  
I turned. The man standing there was 

wearing a dark blue Chesterfield with a velvet 
collar, and a light gray Homburg. He was 
heavy-set and you could sense the 1atent 
power of bulging muscles. His eyes were like 
two black marbles, but that was all you could 
tell about his face, for he was wearing an 
almost skin-tight mask. And he was holding 
the squat blue automatic as if he knew how to 
use it and had used it plenty. 

“Up, buddy, up!” he said, jerking the 
automatic. 

 
 REACHED for two handfuls of air and 
hung onto them. You don’t make any 

grandstand plays with a customer like this, not 
even in front of a beautiful heiress. 

“Out,” he said. “You know where the door 
is.”  

I had started to obey, just like that, but 
somehow or other my feet got tangled up in a 
chair. Before I could catch my balance I 
slipped, and chair and me went tumbling. 
Which was a blessed thing for me, for the 
minute I’d grabbed the chair the big guy had 
taken a swipe at my head with that big gun—

I
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and missed when I slipped.  
“Out,” he growled again, as I scrambled to 

my feet and stood there teetering. 
I glanced at Justine Squire. Her brow was 

furrowed, her lips parted, her small chin 
dropped in surprise. She hadn’t expected this 
guy any more than I had. And he didn’t even 
look at her, or even talk to her, so before she 
had a chance to say anything I marched right 
through the door, across the living room, and 
out into the hall. 

He was right behind me and he jammed 
the automatic against the small of my back, 
told me to hold still, and stuck his hand 
around me and under my lapel, relieving me 
of the Colt.  

It’s funny, but you get mighty used to a 
thing like a gun in my profession. I felt sort of 
naked without mine. 

He pushed his finger against the elevator 
button, put the automatic in his pocket, kept 
his hand there with it, letting me feel its 
outline and the direction of its muzzle. 

“One silly move, buddy,” he said, “and—”  
“Don’t worry, friend,” I told him, putting a 

quaver into my voice. “I heard plenty about 
you Chicago guys. I’m smart enough not to--”  

“Okay. Stay that way. Get your hands 
down.” 

The elevator door opened and we stepped 
in. I got a look at him then, for in the upstairs 
hall he had yanked off the mask and shoved it 
into his pocket, him not seeming to mind now 
whether I saw his face or not—now that he 
had me where he wanted me. It wasn’t a pretty 
face. I’d seen many I liked better. In fact, I 
didn’t like the type of countenance at all—
wedge-shaped, dark-skinned and 
expressionless. 

We dropped down to the lobby and I 
walked across it to the revolving door. This, I 
thought to myself, is a good chance for a 
break. 

It was dark outside, but a yellow bulb 
glowed from a street lamp on the curb and I 
could see the little guy who stood just in front 

of the revolving doors waiting for me. He 
made no attempt to hide the gun in his hand 
that was hanging by his side. 

So these guys were smart and they weren’t 
taking any chances. I pushed through the door 
and the little underslung cockroach nodded his 
head toward a sedan parked at the curb, its 
motor purring softly. 

“Hop in, pal,” he invited in a peculiar, 
high, strained voice.  

The lad behind me prodded me with the 
flat of his free hand. The car door swung open 
and I climbed into the rear. The cockroach 
jumped behind the wheel. The heavy guy got 
in beside me. His gun was out now, resting on 
his lap, not negligently, just braced there, with 
his finger ready, inside the trigger guard. 

The cockroach tooled the car away, and 
we rolled. He turned his head. 

“You snag his rod, Mickey?” he asked. 
“Shut up,” Mickey snarled, “and drive the 

car.”  
“I am drivin’, ain’t I?” snapped the 

cockroach. 
I settled back against the lush, rich 

upholstery, as far from Mickey as I could.  
“Nice bus you have here,” I said in a 

friendly manner.  
The cockroach guffawed. “He likes our 

car, Mickey. Ain’t that nice?”  
Mickey didn’t say anything. He just sat 

still, with both those black eyes on me. 
“Where we going?” I asked. That got a 

buzz out of him. 
“What do you care?” he droned. 

“Wherever it is, you’re not gonna enjoy it.” 
“Now, look, fellows,” I said, whining, 

“maybe we can talk this thing over. Maybe—” 
“Listen to him,” the cockroach sneered. 

“What did I tell you, Mickey? These New 
York sleuths—yellow—”  

“Shut up!” Mickey told him.  
 

CHAPTER II 
 

A FINE FIX FOR THE COCKROACH 
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HE car careened around a corner and we 
were driving along Lake Michigan. A 

cool breeze floated through the windows. 
Against the dark sky a number of cruising 
lights flickered, dotting the lake where boats 
were slowly gliding along. 

“How much are you boys getting for this 
job?” I asked. 

“One million bucks,” gurgled Cockroach. 
“Hmm,” I said. “Who’s paying it?”  
“Wouldn’t you like to know?”  
“Maybe we can make a deal,” I said to 

Mickey. “I haven’t got a million bucks, but I 
can lay my hands on—”  

“How much?” the driver asked eagerly. 
“Shut up,” Mickey snapped. To me he 

said: “No deals. We got a job to do. I get paid 
plenty and I ain’t never failed. You poked 
your nose into something that’s none of your 
business, so I got to bump you.”  

He said it casually, as if it were the most 
ordinary thing in the world. And there was no 
more feeling in his voice than there was in that 
flat blue automatic on his lap.  

The car stopped short for a traffic light and 
my heart jumped violently. My head snapped 
forward and for a brief instant I thought the 
derby was going to fall off—and with it my 
last and only chance of making a play. 

By some stroke of good luck it just jiggled 
around on top of my skull and stayed put. My 
heart settled slowly, and I sucked in a nice 
cool breath. 

The cockroach started grumbling. 
“What’s eating you?” Mickey cracked. 
“I always get all the dirty work,” the little 

driver complained. “I suppose I got to mix the 
cement again.”  

“Can you beat that!” Mickey exclaimed to 
the world. “The only hard work the little punk 
ever has to do—and he makes a holler about 
it.”  

I swallowed. “Mix the cement, did he 
say?”  

“Yeah, sure,” said Mickey carelessly. 
“What d’you think we’re gonna do with your 

carcass?”  
That was nice. That was just lovely. So 

they meant for me to end up at the bottom of 
Lake Michigan, frozen stiff in a barrel of 
concrete. Me, Chris Petrie, who’s supposed to 
make them tremble back in New York, being 
shanghaied by a couple of cheap hoods. Did 
they think they were going to knock me off 
without even an argument? 

The car slowed up. We were on a dark and 
deserted street on the waterfront. There were a 
few old warehouses and some rotting docks, 
not the trace of another living soul. Just the 
spot for a nice quiet murder. 

Mickey stiffened. A street lamp down the 
block threw an anemic yellow light into the 
car, glinted on the blue steel of his gun. 

“Last stop,” Mickey said flatly. “Hop out, 
buddy. I don’t want to dirty this heap.” 

Cockroach had swiveled his neck and he 
was watching us, his face screwed seriously. 

“Out, buddy, out,” Mickey ordered. 
This was it.  
I had to hinge forward at the waist in order 

to leave the car. I made believe the derby was 
going to fall off my head and I put my hands 
up to catch it. Instead I actually loosened it, let 
it drop, brim upward, into my hands. 

 
ICKEY nudged me roughly with his 
automatic.  

Considering the position I was in, it was a 
fine shot. I was leaning way forward, twisted 
sideward, my right hand stuck inside the derby 
and around the little French .22. It did not 
make the devil of a lot of noise, no more than 
the smacking together of two pieces of wood.  

The bullet caught Mickey between his 
teeth with the softest plop you can imagine.  

He swayed unsteadily on the fulcrum of 
his spine, just gawping at me, eyes 
unbelieving, bulging out of their sockets. Then 
his fingers opened loosely and the automatic 
dropped from his twitching fingers, bounced 
on the floor at my feet. 

Slowly—very slowly—almost like a slow 

T 
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motion movie he crumpled forward, blood and 
saliva bubbling at the corners of his lips. He 
was deader than a paving block. 

Sure. I’ll grant you a .22 is not much of a 
gun, but when one of those little slugs 
ventilate the proper spot it will do as much 
damage as a six-inch shell any day. You can 
only get just so dead, and no more. And 
Mickey was as dead as Finegan’s false tooth 
before he hit the floor. 

By now Cockroach was dragging under 
his arm for a gun. At first he hadn’t known 
who had fired the shot and that wasted him a 
lot of time. He had to face front in his seat in 
order to get his arm free and I jammed the 
barrel of the little Frenchy into the back of his 
neck. 

“Reach!” I snarled. 
His hands flew into the air and he turned a 

fear-contorted face toward me. 
“All right,” I bit out. “Who hired you?”  
The muscles on his face tightened. The 

jaws clamped. 
“Who?” I whispered. 
He spat out a string of curses. I raked the 

gun across his face. 
“Tsk, tsk, such language.” 
His cheek began bleeding. I gave him one 

more chance to talk, but the little goon was 
tight as a clam. I stabbed out with my left 
hand, hooked my fingers around his scrawny 
neck and squeezed until his eyeballs started 
popping and his face took on the greenish 
color of moldy cheese. I was sore. If he’d had 
a gun in his hand I wouldn’t have minded 
shooting it out with him. My voice was 
choked, harsh. 

“Talk, you! Talk!”  
He started to sag. I let go. He drew in deep 

gulps of air. His eyes were red-rimmed, ridden 
with terror. He thought sure I’d kill him. He 
was staring at Mickey who had slipped down 
along the door and turned over so that his face 
was visible. Only the upper half looked like 
anything. The lower part was a red mess, but 
he still had his eyes open, glazed and 

mocking. 
The Adam’s apple in Cockroach’s throat 

bobbed up and down. He was breathing hard. 
“You’ll be as dead as Mickey in a 

minute,” I said ominously. “I’ll spill your 
brains all over the car and toss you into the 
lake. The boats will come along and their 
screws will rip you to little shreds so the fish 
can eat you.”  

“Listen, boss—” he croaked. “I swear I 
don’t know who—”  

I jabbed the little gun into his chin. 
“I’ll help freshen your memory. Who hired 

you?”  
His mouth was a triangle of fear. 
“Mickey gets all the jobs,” he whispered 

hoarsely. “I only work for him. I don’t know 
nothin’ ‘bout it.”  

Somehow I had a feeling he didn’t, that he 
was leveling with me. If ever a guy was 
certain he was staring death in the face it was 
Cockroach at that moment. And his type 
would rat on his own mother to save his skin.  

So I replevined the big Colt from 
Mickey’s side pocket. It was heavier, and 
better served the purpose for which I now 
meant to use it. Which was to put Cockroach 
to sleep. Besides it was mine and had a serial 
number traceable to me. 

Cockroach saw the blow coming, but there 
wasn’t anything he could do about it. I didn’t 
conk him hard enough to fracture his skull, but 
I did put him to sleep for a good long time. 

The butt of the .45 made a soft whoosh 
against his skull and his loose mouth slid into 
a silly grin and he gave a soft sigh and sank 
over against the wheel. 

I wiped my digit signatures from the tiny 
French heater, hooked it neatly between 
Cockroach’s fingers. Then I got a pin from my 
lapel and stuck it in the horn button and 
jumped out. The horn was blowing like the 
bellows of the inferno. 

I spied a red lamp on a fire-signal box 
across the street. I hopped over, yanked the 
switch and ran. I couldn’t help laughing. That 
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would bring a couple of hook and ladder 
trucks and a couple of squads of cops—and 
what would they find? Cockroach with a gun 
in his hand—the very gun in fact which had 
killed the man in the back of his car. Let him 
try to explain that!  

When I got back to the hotel I went up to 
my room, washed, looked glumly into the 
empty bottle of Irish, and then sauntered 
across the corridor to see if the pass-key still 
worked on Suite 620. 

It did. But the rooms were empty. No sign 
of Miss Justine Squire. The evening gown, the 
sable jacket, the slippers, everything was 
gone. 

I went back to my own room and called 
the clerk. I asked him about it, and he told me 
that she had checked out about twenty minutes 
ago. Asked where she had gone, he said she 
was leaving for New York. 

Downstairs I found the cabby who had 
driven her to the terminal. There was no help 
for it. I entered a booth and had the operator 
get me Mr. Anton Squire, long distance. 

His voice was sharp, abrupt, with the 
impatience of a man who has made a couple 
of million bucks, and wants things done his 
way and quickly. I gave him the story.  

“Come back,” he snapped. “Something 
important has turned up.”  

“I’ll catch the morning train,” I told him. 
“Charter a plane,” he said. “I’ll have my 

man meet you at the station. . . .” 
 
HE sun was skidding across the East in 
bleak gray ribbons when we sailed down 

the runway at La Guardia Field. I cabbed to 
Grand Central, hopped the first rattler out to 
Westchester, and less than an hour later I was 
shivering on a station platform, waiting for 
Durell, the Squire’s chauffeur.  

I craned my neck, saw the powder-blue 
touring car come walloping down the road. It 
slowed to a stop beside the platform. 

Durell jumped out, snapped to attention 
like a second lieutenant in front of a brigadier 

general, touched his cap smartly, and swung 
open the rear door. He was a tall, straight chap 
with black hair, shining like polished gun-
metal, and keen steel eyes. 

I sank back against the rich red leather and 
he tooled that car along the highway as easily 
as if he had been driving a bike. 

He turned his head slightly. “That was a 
short trip, wasn’t it, Mr. Petrie?”  

Durell had driven me to the airport the day 
before, just after Anton Squire had hired me. 

“Yeah,” I said. “I cleaned everything up in 
Chicago.”  

Durell was inquisitive. “Did you find Miss 
Justine?”  

I frowned. “How’d you know what I was 
going for?”  

I could see him smile through the rear 
vision mirror. 

“The boss told me,” he said. “The old gent 
gets rather communicative on our drives into 
town.”  

We lapsed into silence as the car wheeled 
between two stone posts and rolled slowly 
down a winding pebbled driveway lined on 
both sides with tall hedges and fuchsia bushes. 

The house, a great stone pile, built like a 
medieval fort, sprang out of the ground on a 
little knoll just ahead. The sun was now a 
golden ball, drenching naked tree branches 
with yellow light. 

But I never reached the house—at least not 
right then, and in the touring car.  

Behind us there was the sudden roar of a 
powerful motor, the harsh sound of spinning 
pebbles, and the blast of a horn.  

I swung my head round and saw the 
roadster.  

It was tearing up the driveway at the devil 
of a clip, and even if the guy behind the wheel 
had applied the brakes, he could never have 
stopped that crate on time.  

It bore down on the big touring car, and I 
tensed my muscles against the crash. It came a 
second later. There was a grinding, ripping, 
smashing sound. The roadster’s radiator 

T 
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folded up like an accordion against the rear of 
the touring car, slamming us ahead a couple of 
yards right smack into a tree.  

Again there was a grinding crash of 
tortured metal, and I found myself on the 
floor.  

 
CHAPTER III 

 
SUICIDE? 

 
 GOT up and climbed out of the crashed 
car, my knees wobbly. Durell was bleeding 

from a gash on his cheek.  
A slender, pinch-faced chap got out of the 

roadster and ran toward us, his face contorted 
as if he were carrying something too heavy for 
him. He rushed Durell, and even from ten feet 
away I could smell his breath. He was so 
loaded. 

I recognized him from his pictures—Ralph 
Hedrick, Anton Squire’s nephew. He lived 
here with his uncle, and his record was almost 
as good as that of his cousin, Justine. Wild 
parties for both of them, but also chorus girl 
troubles for Ralph, gambling debts, and all the 
rest. 

He was cursing, blaming Durell for the 
accident. Rage flamed in his face and in his 
red-rimmed eyes. It looked to me as if he was 
tackling the wrong guy. 

He picked one up off the ground and 
swung it. Durell simply ducked. But Hedrick 
nailed the chauffeur with a surprise second 
swing. It took Durell squarely on the bony 
point of his jaw, and his mouth was suddenly 
a razor-thin gash. 

Hedrick’s face suddenly twisted. I didn’t 
even see Durell hit him. All I saw was the 
chauffeur’s fist, buried clean up the wrist in 
Hedrick’s belly. Hedrick grunted and sank to 
his knees. 

Durell swallowed and turned to me. 
“You saw him start it, didn’t you, Mr. 

Petrie?” he asked tightly. 
I grinned. “Sure. Don’t worry. I’ll see you 

don’t get canned for hitting the boss’ 
nephew.”  

Feet crunched on the pebbles and two men 
appeared around the edge of the bushes. The 
noise of the accident must have brought them. 
And Justine’s father, himself, was one of 
them.  

Anton Squire was a short, round man in 
his late fifties, with a pudgy face and a bald 
head.  

The butler behind him was dressed like an 
admiral, and panting from exertion. 

Anton Squire’s chins jiggled. “What 
happened?”  

Durell straightened. “Mr. Hedrick ran into 
us, sir.”  

Squire’s face turned red. He glanced at his 
nephew.  

“Drinking again, eh?” he rasped. “I’ve had 
about enough of this.” He turned to the butler. 
“Did Ralph come home at all last night, 
Greve?”  

Greve gulped. “I—I don’t think so, sir.”  
I shall always have admiration for Ralph 

Hedrick. Durell had forty pounds on him, and 
was built like an All-American, yet the pinch-
faced youth made an explosive noise deep in 
his throat, and hurled himself at the chauffeur, 
both fists flailing like a windmill in a 
hurricane.  

I knew Durell couldn’t hit the nephew in 
front of his boss, so I skipped over, grabbed 
Hedrick around the waist from behind and 
tossed him into the fuchsia bushes. He 
floundered around there, all the starch out of 
him.  

For a second I thought Anton Squire was 
going to have apoplexy. His complexion had 
suddenly gained an excess of purple and he 
pointed a shaking finger at Ralph Hedrick. 

“Pack up, Ralph, and get out!” he ordered. 
“I’ve had enough of you.”  

Hedrick was sobering up. “Glad to.” 
“Don’t count on me for help!” Squire 

yelled. “Nor on my will. That will be changed. 
You’d better get a job.” 

I 
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URELL chuckled. If looks could kill, the 
one Hedrick gave him would have 

shipped him straight to a mortuary. Squire 
beckoned curtly to me. I followed him across 
the lawn and we entered his study through an 
open French-type window. 

He squinted at me sharply. “Did you see 
my daughter?” he shot out at me. 

I nodded. 
“You’re sure?” he demanded. 
I shrugged. “I’ve got two eyes and ears to 

hear with. I saw her and spoke to her.”  
His brows jumped together in puzzlement. 

“I can’t understand it.” He kept shaking his 
head. 

“Suppose you tell me about it,” I prodded. 
He looked up and his fat face was 

working. 
“Late last night,” he said, after a moment, 

“Just after you called from Chicago to say 
you’d just seen Justine, a man rang me, said 
his name was Rogel, an assistant medical 
examiner, and that the police had brought a 
body into the morgue. He was under the 
impression it was my daughter. He wanted 
somebody to come down to try to identify 
her.”  

“Did he say there was a close 
resemblance?”  

Squire waved his hands. “He was afraid of 
making a fool of himself. He wouldn’t give 
me his reason.”  

“Did you tell him that your daughter was 
alive and in Chicago? That you’d had a letter 
from her and that’s how you knew where she 
was? And that a man you’d sent there had just 
been talking to her?”  

“I did, but he wanted somebody to come 
down to the morgue anyway.”  

“Okay,” I said. “Let’s go down to the 
morgue.”  

“But you say you saw her—talked to 
her—in Chicago. How could she be alive in 
Chicago and dead in New York at the same 
time?”  

“I don’t know. That’s what we ought to 

find out.”  
Squire rang for Greve and told the butler 

to order Durell to bring the limousine around. 
It didn’t take us long to reach New York, or to 
draw up in front of the morgue. 

The morgue attendant recognized me. 
“Hello, Chris,” he said. “Who do you want 

to see this time?”  
“How many girls were brought in last 

night?” I asked. 
“Only one.” He eyed me peculiarly.  
“Let’s take a look at her,” I said. 
“I hope you know what you’re asking,” 

was his laconic comment. 
Anton Squire was perspiring freely as we 

went to the slab room. They hadn’t performed 
the post-mortem yet, so the girl was not in the 
ice-box. The slab room was cold and smelled 
strong of formaldehyde. Seven or eight other 
figures were on the other tables under their 
white canvaslike covers. 

The attendant led the way over to a table 
near the wall and pointed. 

“She’s all yours.”  
He gave a little shudder and turned his 

eyes away. Anton Squire gulped. His face was 
white and he kept licking at parched lips. 

1 reached over, got the end of the sheet 
and pulled it down. I blame near passed out. 
Anton Squire made a low gurgling sound and 
slumped to the floor in a dead faint. One look 
had been enough—had, in fact, been too 
much. 

Because this girl didn’t have any head. 
 
HAT’S right. It had been severed neatly 
at the neck and all we saw was the stump 

leading to her trunk. I walked over to a corner 
to get control of myself. When I turned around 
the attendant was watching me with an I-told-
you-so look. 

“Somebody’s idea of a joke,” I snarled. 
“Help me get this guy into the fresh air.” 

We lugged Squire out to the limousine and 
sat him down in the back. Durell flashed a 
bottle of Scotch from the dashboard 
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compartment and forced it between Squire’s 
lips. The fat man very soon opened his eyes. 

“Wh-what happened?” he chattered.   
“I think somebody’s got a crazy sense of 

humor,” I said. “I’ll get to the bottom of this 
thing in a couple of minutes. Where do you 
want to go?”  

Squire wanted to get down to his Wall 
Street office and I stood on the curb and 
watched the big black car roll away from 
Bellevue toward the southern tip of 
Manhattan. 

I found a telephone booth and called 
Police Headquarters and asked for Lieutenant 
Reirdon. Reirdon and I got along swell, except 
when we were both working on the same case. 

“Hello, Chris,” he greeted. “What’s up?”  
“Can I get some information?” I asked. 
“Shoot.”  
“Your boys brought a girl into the morgue 

last night,” I said. “Who is she?”  
His voice got cagey. “How should I know? 

You can’t tell from her face. She hasn’t got 
any. All she was wearing was a slip and the 
label had been torn out. What’s it to you, 
Chris?”  

I passed the question. “Where did they 
find her?”  

“In Van Cortlandt Park. A couple of high 
school kids were driving around, looking for a 
place to park, when their headlights picked out 
the body in a clump of bushes.” 

“Who was the M. E. on duty?” I asked 
then. 

“New man – Abe Rogel. Just joined the 
M. E.’s staff last week.”  

I said thanks and hung up before he could 
hit me with a barrage of questions. I flipped 
through the pages of a phone book and found 
that Rogel lived in the West Eighties. I 
flagged a cab uptown and pretty soon I was 
standing in the vestibule of a converted 
brownstone. 

According to the mail-box, Rogel 
occupied Apt.3-E. I pressed the 
superintendent’s bell and when the buzzer 

sounded, opened the door and hopped up to 
the third floor. I cracked my knuckles against 
3-E.  

Nobody answered. I tried the knob, found 
the door open. I didn’t like that, so I got out 
the Colt and pushed it in ahead of me. 

The precaution was unnecessary. The man 
in there couldn’t do anybody any harm. 
Except maybe the guy who had put a slug 
between his eyes while he was in bed 
sleeping. That is, if they caught the guy. The 
blood had stopped coming and had coagulated 
into a flaky brown substance, which indicated 
that Rogel had been dead for some time.  

I just stood there and used a lot of 
language. 

 
 CASED the apartment, then went through 
Rogel’s clothes. In his coat I found a large 

printed form—the kind the medical 
examiner’s office sends to the district attorney 
after they’ve examined a corpse.  

This one had nothin’ written in the blank 
spaces, but on the back were a few closely 
penciled notes. I read:  

 
CALL SQUIRE HOME. FIND OUT 

WHERE GIRL IS. INCISION FROM 
APPENDECTOMY CHECKS TOO 
CLOSELY. MUST TALK TO DR. B. 

 
I thought that over and came to a quick 

conclusion. Evidently Justine had recently had 
her appendix out. Apparently Rogel thought 
he recognized the scar, although why one scar 
from an appendicitis operation should be so 
different from any other was something that 
had me stumped. 

That called for a check-up with Anton 
Squire. I picked up Rogel’s phone and had the 
operator get me Squire’s Wall Street office. 
The voice on the wire was not Squire’s and 
yet it sounded familiar. I asked for Squire. The 
voice wanted my name. I gave it. 

“Petrie!” the voice exploded. “What have 
you got to do with this case?”  

I
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And then I recognized the voice. It was 
Lieutenant Reirdon. What in creation was he 
doing in Squire’s office? 

“What case?” I asked. “What’s up?”  
His voice was sarcastic. “Plenty. Anton 

Squire has just committed suicide.”  
“What!” I yelped. “You’re kidding!” 
“Sure,” he said. “That’s all I got to do. 

Only Squire isn’t kidding. He shot himself 
through the temple.”  

“Well,” I said, “I got a guy here who’s 
shot, but he didn’t do it himself.”  

There was an ominous silence, then 
Reirdon said very quietly: 

“Okay, Petrie. Spill it.”  
I cleared my throat. “Your assistant 

medical examiner, Abe Rogel, is dead—
murdered. I just found him in his room.”  

Reirdon swore at me, “I’ll be right with 
you,” he snapped. “You stay there, do you 
hear? If you move out of that apartment I’ll 
have your license—and your hide.”  

“One thing more, Lieutenant,” I said 
softly. “It might be a good idea to bring the 
gun Squire committed suicide with up here. I 
got a hunch these two things were connected. 
You can check it with the slug that killed 
Rogel.”  

I hung up and got out of Rogel’s 
apartment with dispatch. I wanted to have a 
nice quiet talk with somebody at Squire’s 
Westchester place, but not over the phone. I 
caught another cab and made the run all the 
way up there with my eyes glued to the meter, 
wondering who was going to pay my expenses 
now that Squire was dead. 

The taxi dropped me off on the road and I 
ploughed through the hedges, looking the 
grounds over, thinking about this whole 
cockeyed case, figuring that if Justine Squire 
had caught a train back to New York, she 
certainly ought to be home by now.  

Maybe I could take her by surprise. 
Ducking across the lawn, closer to the 

house, I stood behind an overhanging tree, 
casing the place slowly. The earth was soggy 

under my feet and I looked down and almost 
jumped clean up to the top branch.  

I juggled my feet and shuddered. My 
shoes were covered with large black ants. 
Millions of them were engaged in feverish 
activity, building innumerable ant hills, 
swarming in and out.  

I got away from there fast. If this was a 
sign of spring checking in, I’d be willing to 
keep winter.  

 
OBODY seemed to be stirring around the 
big gray house. I loped across the lawn, 

past the garage, came around the side of the 
house and found a window that was slightly 
open from the bottom. 

I raised it quietly, got one foot over the 
sill, and my ear-drums almost caved. There 
was gun thunder, a whistle, the tinkle of 
shattered glass, and the window just above my 
head flew into fragments.  

I yanked my leg off the sill, tumbled to the 
ground and scrambled crabwise behind a tree, 
dragging at my Colt as I squirmed. Down the 
lawn a small way, a clump of bushes rustled 
violently. I aimed at them, squeezed the 
trigger and the Colt bucked in my fist.  

I straightened and raced over to the 
bushes. I broke through and scurried a look in 
all directions. But I drew a blank. There was 
not the faintest sign of another human being. 
There were however, plenty of places one 
could have hidden. 

Fifty feet away were some hothouses and 
beyond them a clump of trees closely huddled 
together. Whoever had shot at me could even 
have circled around the hothouses and beat it 
past the garage out to the road or back to the 
other side of the house. I cursed the scenic 
designer who had to slapped foliage, trees, 
bushes, and hedges all over the place. 

I found Greve, the butler, pale and shaken, 
examining the broken window pane. The 
bullet had gone through the window and 
clipped the chain from which a big glass 
chandelier had been suspended. That, too, had 
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crashed to the floor. 
“Has Miss Squire come home yet?” I 

asked. 
“Not yet, sir.” Greve washed his hands in 

the air. “What a horrible home-coming it will 
be for her. The police phoned a short while 
ago. They said Mr. Squire committed suicide! 
I can’t believe it, sir! He had everything to 
live for.”  

I got hold of the butler’s lapel and shook 
him till he quieted down. 

“Now get this straight,” I commanded. 
“Has Miss Squire been operated on recently?” 

“Oh, yes, sir,” he said. “She got out of the 
hospital a month ago. Appendicitis.” 

“What hospital?”  
“Sisters of Mercy, I believe, sir.”  
“You know the doctor who operated?”  
“Why, yes. The famous surgeon, Dr. 

Brinkley.”  
I let him go and went into the late Mr. 

Squire’s study. I called the Sisters of Mercy 
Hospital and asked for Dr. Brinkley. They 
made me wait a couple of minutes and finally 
I got him. 

 
CHAPTER IV 

 
DURELL’S BOMBSHELL 

 
ROM Dr. Brinkley I elicited considerable 
information. Yes, he told me, in his deep, 

measured voice, he had operated on Miss 
Justine Squire. Young Dr. Rogel had assisted. 

Complications, he told me, had set in, 
requiring an enlargement of the incision. Yes, 
it was a peculiar wound and he might 
recognize it. Of course, Rogel certainly would, 
since he had stitched it and attended to the 
dressings.  

I hung up, decided to have another look 
around the grounds. I spent ten minutes in the 
hothouses and all I got I was a good sweat 
worked up and a view of some rare tropical 
plants. I came out and stared at the garage. 

Suddenly I stiffened. A man was sneaking 

around the side of the garage, his back toward 
me, and crouching low, headed along the 
hedges toward the house. 

I went along that lawn after him, silently, 
like a greyhound, hanging onto his tail like a 
Spitfire after a Junkers bomber, taking the last 
few feet in a flying tackle. I caught him just 
above the knees and we both went down in a 
tangle of arms and legs. 

I grabbed his chin, twisted it, and grunted. 
It was Ralph Hedrick, Squire’s nephew. 

I didn’t let him up till I’d fanned him 
thoroughly. Then I jerked him to his feet. 

“Where’s the gun?” I growled. 
He shrugged away, his mouth tucked in 

tightly. 
“What gun?” he demanded. “What the 

devil are you talking about?”  
“C’mon,” I snarled. “You just took a shot 

at me. Where’s the roscoe?”  
“You’re nuts,” snapped Hedrick. 
I looked at him, into him, and through 

him. But that pinch-face of his was no more 
expressive of emotion than the ugly stone 
front of the Squire castle. Oh, yes, there was 
plenty of hate there, but that was all. 

“Didn’t your uncle order you off the 
estate?” I said. 

“I came back for some stuff I left,” he said 
surlily. 

“What?”  
“None of your blasted business.” 
I hit him. Not hard; hard enough only to 

lift him off his feet and set him back against 
the grass on his back. My chest was burning, I 
was so sore. I could play as rough as anybody 
around this dump. I didn’t like anybody 
pumping lead at me when my back was 
turned. So I planted my toe against his throat 
and pinned him to the ground, exerting just 
enough pressure to turn his face red. 

“What did you come back here for?” I said 
and meant it. 

He made a hoarse sound and shook his 
head. 

I choked off some more wind and repeated 
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the question. His eyes started bulging and I 
could see he was ready to talk. I picked up my 
foot and he muttered one word: 

“Money.”  
“Well,” I said, “that’s a good reason. 

Where is it?”  
“In my uncle’s desk. I saw him lock it 

there yesterday.”  
I trudged back to the house, Hedrick 

dogging my heels. He pointed out the drawer 
and I went to work on the lock. Three minutes 
later I yanked open the drawer and took out an 
envelope. I opened the flap and counted five 
thousand good reasons why Hedrick had come 
sneaking back. 

 
HE phone rang. I beat the butler to it.  

“P
“Hello,” I said. 

etrie! I knew I’d find you there.” 
Reirdon was at the other end. “Didn’t I tell 
you to wait in Rogel’s apartment? Didn’t I 
warn you not to leave?” 

“Sure,” I murmured. “Only the party was 
dead and it got lonesome.”  

“Quit clowning,” he growled. “I want to 
know what you are doing on this case?”  

I figured I might as well tell him. 
“I was looking for Squire’s daughter,” I 

admitted. “Public Screwball Number One.” 
“Did you find her?”  
“A couple of times. Once alive in Chicago, 

and once dead in New York, although I’m not 
sure about the dead one.”  

I had to hold the receiver away from my 
ear. Reirdon’s magnified spluttering almost 
deafened me. He wanted to know what I was 
talking about and I gave him the story—as 
much of it as I had.  

“Rogel,” I explained, “thought he’d 
identified the headless corpse in the morgue as 
Justine Squire. So he called her father and told 
him about it—”  

“And the old man sneaked out last night 
and murdered Rogel,” Reirdon broke in 
excitedly. “He—” 

“What!” I yelled.  

“That’s right. The gun Squire used on 
himself was the one that killed Rogel. We 
checked with the bullet in Rogel’s skull. And 
we checked the serial number on the gun. It’s 
registered in Squire’s name. He had a permit 
for it.”  

I felt dizzy. I couldn’t make this thing out. 
I didn’t believe it, not one word of it. Because 
if Squire had meant to murder Rogel, why 
would he call me back from Chicago and tell 
me about Rogel’s message? That didn’t make 
sense. 

And what about the girl in Chicago?  
She couldn’t be in two places at once. And 

the two gorillas somebody had hired to knock 
me off? That couldn’t have been Squire’s 
work. If he hadn’t wanted me mixed up in the 
case, he wouldn’t have hired me in the first 
place.  

“Between you and me, Reirdon,” I said, 
“Squire was not a suicide. Somebody knocked 
him off.”  

“I want to see you, Petrie,” Reirdon said 
quietly.  

“Okay. One more question. Did they 
finally get an autopsy on the decapitated girl 
in the morgue?”  

“Yes.”  
“What did she die from?”  
“Carbon monoxide. They found it in her 

lungs. The head was cut off after death.” 
“How long has she been dead?”  
“Near as they can tell, between four days 

and a week.” 
“All right, Reirdon,” I said. “I’m bringing 

you back a customer.”  
“Who?” he demanded eagerly. 
“Squire’s nephew—Ralph Hedrick. “  
Hedrick was watching me from under 

lowered brows. His mouth was twitching. 
“What are you trying to pull?” he asked 

angrily. 
I braced myself in front of him. 
“Your uncle was going to change his will 

today,” I said, and even looked accusing. “It 
would be a nice thing if you killed him first.”  
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He swallowed. “You’ll never prove that!”  
I laughed harshly. “I’m going to try like 

the dickens.” 
 

E MOVED fast. He grabbed up the onyx 
base of a pen and pencil set and heaved. I 

ducked, but felt the wind of it brush my hair. 
He stabbed at a long Spanish stiletto used for a 
letter opener, raised it high and, shouting 
imprecations, lunged at me. 

I caught up a chair by its back rest and 
lifted it the way animal trainers do. I jabbed 
the legs into his face as he lunged. That was 
all for the time being. Ralph Hedrick laid 
down on the carpet and didn’t say a word.  

I picked him up, lugged him to a closet, 
tossed him inside and locked the door. Then I 
went out to the toolshed at the side of the 
hothouse and found a spade. 

Carrying the spade at right shoulder arms I 
crossed the lawn to the tree under which I’d 
been standing when I’d watched the house a 
short while before. There was the same frantic 
activity at its base. Ants, myriads of them, 
were still scurrying about, climbing into their 
little holes and out again, running aimlessly 
about. At least I hoped it was aimlessly. 

I started digging. I got down one foot, then 
two, and still nothing. Suddenly the shovel 
struck something hard. I gulped. Wedging the 
spade under the impacted earth I pried till the 
hole gave forth what I was seeking. 

Despite the fact that I was steeled for 
almost anything, the sight of Justine Squire’s 
severed head, encrusted with soil, eyes eaten 
and picked clean out of their sockets—that 
sight, as I say, took hold of my stomach in a 
cold wet hand and squeezed it into a tight little 
ball. 

I shoveled the head back into the hole and 
threw the dirt over it again. I had to get away 
from there. I felt sick. I returned the shovel 
and headed back to the house. 

The butler was on the phone, talking 
excitedly.  

He looked at me as I came in, his jaw 

hanging loose, his eyes frightened. 
“It—it’s Miss Justine!” he croaked. 

“There’s been an accident. She—she’s dead!”  
I snatched the phone away from him.  
“This is State Police Headquarters near 

Tarrytown,” a voice said. “Is there a member 
of the Squire family at home?”  

“Yes,” I lied. “This is her cousin. What is 
it?”  

“There’s been a bad accident. Miss Justine 
Squire has been killed. Her car was hit by a 
train. She was crossing the tracks near a side 
road and did not heed the whistle.”  

My knuckles were white around the edge 
of the desk. 

“How did you identify her?”  
“By the car, her purse, driver’s license, 

letters, and so forth. Her face was pretty badly 
mangled by the crash. The local undertaker 
has her body. Will you please communicate 
with him? If there’s anything—”  

I hung up. I went to the closet where I’d 
locked Hedrick. He was conscious now. I 
picked him up, asked the butler to call a cab. 
While we were waiting, the sound of tires 
came to us along the driveway and a moment 
later the big limousine with Durell at its wheel 
rolled up to the front of the house. 

 
 WENT down the stairs, dragging Hedrick 
with me. 

“You just get up from the city7” I said to 
Durell. 

He nodded. “Yes. Terrible about Mr. 
Squire, isn’t it?”  

“How’d you find out?” I asked. 
He looked surprised. “Didn’t you know? 

The papers are already carrying the news.” He 
shook his head. “I can’t understand it. He was 
such a fine man.”  

“Long as you’re still working for Mr. 
Squire’s estate, I want you to drive me back to 
the city. I’ve got a delivery to make.” 

“Of course,” Durell readily agreed. 
I shoved Hedrick into the tonneau and 

climbed in beside him. Durell rolled the big 

H 
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car easily along the driveway and out to the 
road. 

We moved along the Bronx River 
Parkway in silence. Hedrick’s expression was 
tense, his fists tightly clenched. I was trying to 
figure who had the most to gain by Squire’s 
death. With Justine also out of the picture, 
Hedrick stood as sole survivor to all those 
millions. 

The news from State Police Headquarters 
about a girl being killed in a railroad collision 
was baffling. If that one was Justine, then 
whose head had I uncovered on the Squire 
estate? I tried prodding a little information out 
of Hedrick. 

“So you think you’re going to be a 
millionaire, eh?” I said. 

His mouth was a small square of hate and 
his voice was strained. 

“You can’t prove I killed Uncle Anton!” 
he defied. “Even if he didn’t change his will, 
the bulk of his estate goes to Justine.” 

I made a derisive noise. 
“That’s why you took good care Justine 

would not be alive to claim it.” 
He was suddenly rigid beside me, eyes 

glowing.  
“You—you mean Justine is dead?”  
I nodded. “She came back some time this 

morning, probably took the sleeper in from 
Chicago. She sneaked into the garage, took 
one of the cars and headed upstate. 
Somewhere along the road she got into an 
accident. She was killed.”  

The car lurched violently, came to a dead 
stop at the side of the road. Durell turned and 
faced me. His lips were pressed tightly 
together, his eyes haggard. 

“Justine—is—dead?” he said, in a 
strangled voice.  

I peered at him sharply. “Yes—in an auto 
accident.”  

Durell’s eyes flickered. He swallowed, 
then clapped his hands to his face, swung out 
of the car, and stumbled over to a tree. His 
shoulders heaved, his whole body seemed 

racked by anguish. I stared in total amazement 
at Hedrick. The pinch-faced youth stared back 
at me, not knowing what to make of it, either.  

Finally Durell turned, wiping his eyes. He 
walked back to the car and slid in behind the 
wheel. He drove a short distance in silence. 

“I’m sorry, gentlemen,” he said then, 
quietly, “but it was a terrible shock. You see, 
we—we were married. Justine and I—in 
Greenwich. It was a secret—”  

You could hear Hedrick’s breathing over 
the sound of the motor. His face was a blazing 
mask of fury. A vein throbbed wildly in his 
forehead.  

“You’re a liar!” he grated.  
Durell didn’t answer. He sat stiffly at the 

wheel. I raised myself so I could see his face 
in the rear vision mirror. His jaws were set, 
lips pulled inward, eyes expressionless. I 
looked at Hedrick, and never in my life have I 
seen a man under such an emotional strain. 
His face was dark with controlled fury, his 
teeth were actually grinding together.  

I held myself poised for a move. And I 
thought. I thought hard about the whole thing. 
And the tiny scrambled pieces of the puzzle 
slowly fell into place, making a logical, 
although almost incredible picture. 

 
CHAPTER V 

 
THE TWISTED PLOT 

 
E PULLED up before Police 
Headquarters on Center Street. I turned 

to Hedrick. 
“This is the last stop for you, Ralph, my 

boy,” I said. “Hop out.”  
Hedrick hopped out. Fast. He started 

running, weaving in and out of traffic, his 
coat-tail flying.  

“Grab him!” I yelled to Durell, and the 
chauffeur was out of the car in a flash and 
racing after Hedrick. 

I was right behind him. Durell reached 
Hedrick, gave him a vicious rabbit punch at 
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the base of his neck and the youth went 
sprawling over the sidewalk. 

Between us, we lugged him back across 
the street and up the stairs to Police 
Headquarters, through the old stone lobby, 
and up one flight to Reirdon’s office.  

The lieutenant was in a lather. His thin, 
hawklike features were tightly grim and 
harassed. The commissioner, I gathered, had 
been on his neck. When he saw the parade 
march into his office, his fists clenched so 
tight you could see the white of his knuckles. 
Storm signals were flashing in his keen gray 
eyes. 

“Petrie,” he said, between his teeth, “one 
of these days I’m going to pin a homicide 
conviction on you. I’ll go up to Sing Sing and 
strap you into the chair myself! I’ll get the 
governor to let me pull the switch! And when 
I see you frying I’ll start laughing. I’ll laugh 
so hard I’ll bust.” 

He slammed his fist against the surface of 
his desk and an ink bottle fell over and made a 
mess of a stack of papers to be filed.  

“Whoa!” I held up a hand. “What’s the 
trouble?”  

“You. Just you. That suggestion of yours 
turned out to be true. Anton Squire did not 
commit suicide. He was murdered. We gave 
his gun hand the nitrate test for powder stains 
and it came out negative. He never fired the 
shot that killed him. The gun was stuck into 
his hand afterwards.”  

“Precisely what I figured,” I told him 
complacently. 

“Then he didn’t murder Rogel,” the 
lieutenant said. “The same man must have 
killed them both. So because of one little 
suggestion from you we have two murders on 
our hands. Now, talk, Petrie, talk!”  

“In a minute,” I told him calmly. “How 
did the killer get into Squire’s office?”  

“It was easy. Squire had a private entrance 
so he could get out without being seen.” 

“So if somebody came up to kill him,” I 
said, “they’d use the stairs, not the elevator.” 

“Of course.”  
“And I suppose you took prints on the 

doorknob and the banister leading up to 
Squire’s office?”  

“We did.”  
I took out the Colt and pointed it at Durell.  
“Call in the lab men and let them give 

Durell here the nitrate test,” I said softly. “Get 
a sample of his prints. Somebody took a shot 
at me a short while ago. I dug the slug out of 
the wall in Squire’s study. Let’s see if it 
checks with Durell’s gun! And I think those 
prints you found in Rogel’s apartment will—” 

 
 WAS too sure of myself. I should I have 
expected Durell to make a desperate play. 

He had already killed three people and they 
would throw the book at him no matter what 
else he did. He was standing beside Reirdon, 
and with a sudden movement he sprang 
behind the lieutenant, dragging at his gun. 
Then he was pointing it at me. 

“Drop the gun, Petrie!” he snarled. “Drop 
it or I’ll drill you—and the lieutenant. I got 
nothing more to lose.”  

I let the big Colt clatter to the floor. 
Durell’s eyes were twin pools of sullen flame, 
wild, desperate. 

“I’m getting out of here,” he said. “I’ll 
shoot the first cop that gets in my way.”  

He raked his gun down over the 
lieutenant’s head and Reirdon sank to the 
floor. Durell whirled, raced out of the office 
and down the hall. I scooped up the Colt, 
shoved the trembling Hedrick out of my way, 
and took off after Durell. 

As I hit the stairs I saw Durell bowling out 
the front door. A couple of cops were 
watching him, and you can call me a liar if 
you like, but not one of them made a move to 
stop him. Who would think a fellow had brass 
enough to make a break from Police 
Headquarters itself? By the time they realized 
the fact that he was beating it, Durell was 
pounding down the outside steps, his feet 
going like pistons across the street. 

I
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I aimed low, squeezed the trigger. The 
Colt boomed and jumped in my fist. One of 
Durell’s legs snapped from under him. He 
rolled over like an acrobat and came up in a 
sitting position, and his gun was trained 
directly on my chest.  

The instant I had seen him fall I had 
relaxed my gun hand and it was hanging at my 
side. I saw the black hole in the barrel of 
Durell’s weapon and my heart jumped. I tried 
to get a quick bead on him, but I knew it 
would be too late. Even then he was pressing 
the trigger with point-blank aim. 

I fired. Durell’s shot was quicker. One—
two—three. The shots came in that order and 
instinctively I stiffened against the impact of 
speeding lead.  

It caught me along the thigh, ploughing 
out a neat furrow of flesh. I sat down hard on 
the pavement. 

Durell toppled over on his back, his gun 
skidding across the gutter. Across the street a 
woman shrieked and fainted. A taxi driver 
jumped out of his car and raced around the 
block. Three pedestrians ducked for cover in a 
store.  

But it was all over.  
“He get you bad, Petrie?” a voice shouted. 
I glanced up. Reirdon was at his office 

window on the second floor of Headquarters, 
blood running down his face, a Police Positive 
still in his fist, smoke purling up and away 
from the muzzle. So he had fired the first of 
the three shots, the one that deflected Durell’s 
aim.  

I managed a grin.  
“Shucks,” I remarked laconically, “he 

couldn’t hurt me with that popgun.”  
And to prove it I got up, took one step, and 

tumbled over on my face. . . . 
 
HE nurse was something pleasant to look 
at. The hospital room was nice and clean 

and quiet—something I hadn’t enjoyed for a 
full twenty-four hours. 

Reirdon was seated at the side of my bed. 

“Lucky for you I had a clear shot at that 
guy from the window,” he said.  

I moved a little and groaned. The nurse 
leaned over sympathetically. I grinned at her. 
She smiled back. She had a nice smile. 

“I’ve had experience with some ugly boys 
in my day,” I said, “but this Durell takes the 
honors.”  

“What made you suspect him in the first 
place?” Reirdon wanted to know. 

“Motive,” I said. “When he admitted he’d 
married Justine, all the crazy pieces jumped 
into a pattern I could understand. He had to 
tell us he’d married her in order to allay 
suspicion later.”  

“Yeah,” Reirdon explained. “We got that 
out of him. Justine used to drink like a fish. 
One day when she was loaded he drove her 
out of town and they got married. It was going 
to cost her plenty to get rid of him.”  

“Right,” I said. “And here’s the way I 
figured it. You found carbon monoxide in the 
lungs of the headless girl. That was the real 
Justine. She drove into the garage late one 
night and, being crocked, fell asleep without 
turning off the motor. When Durell, who lives 
above the garage, came down in the morning 
he found her dead. 

“That spoiled his plans. Nor could he 
inherit any money from her because her father 
was still alive. So he had to conceal the fact of 
her death, kill Squire, and then make it seem 
she had died after the old man. In that way she 
would automatically inherit from her father 
and he would automatically inherit through 
her.”  

Reirdon made a wry face. “Did he have to 
cut off her head?”  

I shrugged. “He wanted to be sure 
nobody’d be able to identify her. Remember, 
there were a couple of million bucks involved. 
Well, that night he planted the head on the 
estate and carted the body to Van Cortlandt 
Park. It was by accident that I saw ants 
working around where that grizzly head was 
buried, but when I learned that Rogel thought 

T 
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he’d recognized the headless body from a 
peculiar post-operative scar I got suspicious 
and investigated.”  

“How about the girl in Chicago?”  
“That,” I said, “was clever. Durell got an 

old girl friend of his to help him—one who 
resembled Justine. I wouldn’t be surprised if 
she was an actress and helped the resemblance 
along with clever make-up. This girl went to 
Chicago and registered in a hotel under the 
name of Justine Squire. That was to place 
Justine in Chicago at the time of her father’s 
death.” 

Reirdon gazed with open admiration. 
“That’s exactly how he confessed it,” he 

marveled. “He has a record, incidentally—
petty larceny, forgery. He forged a letter from 
Justine, telling her father where she was and 
had the girl mail it from Chicago.”  

“Right,” I said again. “And then he learned 
that the old man was sending me out there to 
keep an eye on the girl, so he called up two 
gunmen and hired them to rub me out. He 
probably warned the girl who was out there, 
too. Well, after the two gunsels took me away, 
she got scared and beat it back to New York. 
And then Durell had to work fast. He killed 
Squire, had the girl dress in Justine’s 
clothes—and doublecrossed her.”  

Reirdon nodded grimly. “Yeah, he took 
out one of the Squire cars, drove along a quiet 
road, then beat her over the head, left the 
purse for identification, and ran the car into a 
moving locomotive after jumping out 
himself.” 

 
HE nurse made a shuddering sound. She 
was watching us with horrified 

fascination. She was too shocked to respond to 
my smile. 

“In the meantime,” I pointed out, “he was 
probably listening in to all telephone calls, and 

heard the one from Rogel. So he sneaked into 
town during the night and knocked Rogel off, 
with the gun he had stolen from Squire.”  

“Yeah,” agreed Reirdon. “We have 
definitely tied him with that crime. The janitor 
identified him as the man he saw sneaking 
down the stairs in the middle of the night. We 
found his prints around the room, too.”  

I wanted to know if Durell’s gun checked 
with the one that had been fired at me when 
I’d sneaked back to the Squire estate. Reirdon 
said it did—that Durell had driven up just as I 
got out of the cab and climbed through the 
hedges. So the chauffeur left the car on the 
road, followed me, and snapped a shot at me. 
Then he ran back to the car, drove around a bit 
and came home later to make it seem like he 
had just arrived.  

“What about those two gorillas in 
Chicago?” Reirdon asked. 

I told him.  
“You’ll have to go back there and clear it 

up,” he said.  
I snorted. “Not till they send me carfare.”  
“By the way,” Reirdon remembered. 

“Hedrick says you can keep the five grand you 
took from Squire’s drawer.”  

I made a disgusted noise. “Does he think 
the estate’s gonna get away that easy—and me 
taking a bullet through the thigh? I’m going to 
bill him for plenty.” 

Reirdon shook his head. “Always thinking 
about money.”  

“No.” I started smiling. “Not always. 
Scram, Lieutenant. Beat it.”  

“What’s that!” He was startled. 
The nurse and I were looking at each 

other. 
“You’ll have to leave, Reirdon,” I said. 

“It’s time for my alcohol rub.” 
He got up, grumbling. 
“Some guys have all the luck.” 
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