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CHAPTER I 
 

Intent to Kill 
 

T FORTY, Peter Hood’s approach to 
life was urbanely cynical. His friends 
knew him as a slim, dark man of 

medium height, with a thinly handsome face, 
and a charming way of always observing what 
went on about him with heavy-lidded eyes and 
a slightly mocking smile. 

Millions of radio listeners knew him as the 
shuddersome Dr. Coffin, the evil master-mind 
who oozed icy menace throughout the top 
radio crime series of the day. 

But every cynic has his soft spot, and 
Hood’s soft spot was Marsha and Bob Dayton. 

That was the reason he found himself, at 
the ungodly hour of six o’clock one morning, 

in the Dayton apartment, which was two 
floors above his own, in the apartment-hotel 
residence. 

Marsha had phoned, and there had been no 
mistaking the fright and the pleading in her 
voice. 

Hood was shocked when he saw her.  It 
was plain she hadn’t slept all night. Her dark 
hair was in disorder. Her piquant little oval 
face was dead-white and drawn. But more 
than that, Hood saw, terror was in her eyes. 

She made a valiant effort to smile. 
“I’m sorry to call you at an hour like this, 

Peter,” she said. “But I—I—”  
“Come and sit down.” He put an arm 

around her. “Now, tell me, what’s happened?”  
Her self-control gave way. 
“It’s Bob!” she sobbed. “He’s been gone 

all night! I thought to look in his desk 
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drawer—just before I phoned you—and his 
gun’s gone! Oh, Peter, I’m scared sick. He’s 
still not well, you know.”  

Hood tightened up inside, but his face was 
an impassive mask. He knew what could 
happen to a man with sick nerves. Loss of 
memory. Suicidal impulses. Sudden and 
unpredictable manias. 

Bob Dayton had been in the war in the 
Pacific. He had married Marsha Train before 
he left. A romance right out of the storybooks, 
with a reverse touch: poor boy marries rich 
girl. Even the cynical Peter Hood had seen it 
was the real thing, and not just a young-man-
on-the-make hooking the girl who had 
inherited the Train wealth as his wife. 

Bob Dayton had been in the first wave of 
marines to hit Guadalcanal. Several months 
later, he came out a nervous wreck, as did 
many men who had stronger nerves than he. 
After his return to the States and 
hospitalization, he had received his honorable 
discharge, and gone back to his old job with a 
firm of construction engineers. 

 
OOD gazed down at Marsha.  

rampag
“Have Bob’s nerves been on a 

e recently?” he asked calmly. 
“Yes, two nights ago. He goes along all 

right for a while. Then one night he’ll wake up 
yelling, and in a drenching sweat. For several 
days after these nightmares he goes around 
tired and jumpy and depressed. If only I could 
do something to help!”  

“These things take time,” Hood soothed 
her. “He’s under a doctor’s care, of course?”  

Marsha hesitated just an instant. 
“Well, not a medical man,” she said. “But 

he’s taking psychiatric treatments from Doctor 
Stanley Heeth.”  

Hood nodded. 
“I think it would be best to call the 

police,” he said as reassuringly as possible. 
“Now, don’t be alarmed. I only mean that they 
have the organization and the methods of 
locating him quicker than we could.”  

Hood’s words were immediately followed 
by a key scraping in the lock of the entrance 
door. The door burst open, as if someone had 
leaned against it. Bob Dayton staggered a few 
steps into the room, and stood there swaying. 

Marsha choked on a sob. Bob Dayton’s 
wrinkled topcoat hung askew on his gaunt 
frame. His dark hair, with the unnatural-
looking gray in it, was disheveled across his 
forehead and down over his ears. His bony 
face was like a death’s-head. His eyes were, 
like holes. His bluish lips were taut. . 

“Oh, Bob!” Marsha went to him. She led 
him gently to a sofa. “Where have you been, 
darling? Where did you go?”  

His lifeless eyes gazed at her with 
something like surprise. He stared up at Hood, 
and smiled emptily. He saw them, but he 
didn’t seem to be aware of them. 

His glazed eyes came back to Marsha. 
“Marsha—hi, sweets.” His voice was thick 

and furry. Abruptly his waxen face became 
contorted. Little points of sweat stood out on 
his gray skin. He groaned. “Oh, man I’m 
sick.”  

He would have pitched off the sofa, had 
Hood not grabbed him.  

“Help me with him.” Marsha whispered 
through a sob. 

They got him into the bedroom and onto 
the bed. He came to, a little. 

“Sorry,” he murmured weakly. 
“Bob! Listen, dear!” Marsha leaned close 

to him. ‘‘‘Tell me, where did you go? Where 
have you been?”  

“Not now, Marsha,” Hood said gently. 
“Woke up on a park bench.” Bob 

mumbled in a tired, faraway voice. “Had a 
few l’il drinks in a few places, but they never 
hit me this way before.”  

“You mean you just went out to get a 
drink? But—but—why?”  

“No, that wasn’t it at all.” His voice was 
weary, and sleepily indifferent. “I went out to 
shoot him. The drinks came later.”  

Marsha gasped. 
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“You what?” Hood said sharply. 
“Shoot the skunk,” Bob mumbled, half 

unconscious. “Heeth. You know—shoot. . . .”  
He dropped back into full 

unconsciousness. 
 

ARSHA stifled a scream. Hood took 
her from the room, sat her down on the 

sofa. 
“Now get a grip on yourself,” he said. “Let 

me attend to this.”  
He went back into the bedroom. He went 

quickly through the pockets of Bob’s clothing. 
In the right-hand pocket of the topcoat he 
found a revolver. He broke it open. One shot 
had been fired. 

Hood’s thin face went pale. He looked 
down at Bob Dayton and sighed—a sigh that 
somehow expressed all the heartache and 
tragedy he knew lay ahead for these two 
young people. 

“Poor young devil,” he murmured to 
himself. “Hasn’t he gone through enough?”  

He returned to the living room, his face an 
impassive mask again. He had wrapped the 
gun in a handkerchief and put it in his pocket. 

“I’m going to call Dan,” he said to 
Marsha. 

“Dan!” Her eyes went wide with panic. 
“You mean. . . ?”  

“Bob’s gun has been fired, Marsha,” Hood 
said. “I think we’d better have Dan here.” 
Marsha buried her face in her hands and 
moaned. 

Hood picked up the phone and made his 
call. 

Dan Warren, the lawyer, arrived within 
twenty minutes. It was plain he had hurried to 
get there, and that he felt the same concern for 
Marsha that Hood had felt. Like Hood, he was 
a worldly cynic with a soft spot. But he tried 
to hide it under a gruff exterior. His big 
muscular body practically dwarfed Hood and 
Marsha. On his broad, blunt face was the 
scowl that always meant he was worried. 

“Let’s have it,” he said, gruffly. 

Hood told him, and showed him the gun. 
Dan Warren made no comment, but he gave 
Hood a significant look that said as plainly as 
day: 

“This is a sweet mess!”  
He went to Marsha, seated on the sofa, and 

took her hand in both of his. For the moment, 
his gruffness was gone. 

“I think it would be best, Marsha,” he 
spoke to her in a kindly tone, “if you’d go 
over to your aunt’s place and stay there for a 
while.”  

“But I want to be with Bob!” Marsha 
cried. 

“My dear, don’t you understand?” He 
patted her hand. “Bob is in grave trouble. The 
police will be here. It isn’t going to be 
pleasant!”  

She fell against him and clung to him like 
a frightened, sobbing child. 

“Come, come, now.” He put an am around 
her and talked to her as he would to a child. 
“You aren’t going to help Bob that way. Get a 
hold on yourself. Every thing’s going to be all 
right.”  

They got her ready, and the lawyer took 
her down to put her in a taxi. Behind Marsha’s 
back, as they were leaving the apartment, Dan 
Warren nodded at Hood and indicated the 
phone. 

Hood hated what he had to do now. But he 
picked up the phone and called the police. 

There followed, with the passage of time 
the usual series of scenes which inevitably 
follow the killing of one man by another. 

“Yeah. He’s been dead since last night 
Right through the heart. Let’s have that bullet 
as soon as you can, Doc.”  

“Yeah. The bullet was fired from Dayton’s 
gun.”  

“Robert Dayton, you’re under arrest for 
the murder of Doctor Stanley Heeth!” 

 
CHAPTER II 

 
Open-and-Shut 
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AN WARREN’S tone was as grim as his 
face “Pete, I don’t mind telling you,” the 

lawyer said, “the kid’s in a very tight jam. I 
hate a thing like this happening to Marsha. 
She doesn’t belong around murder and cops 
and all the ugly publicity.”  

It gave Peter Hood a sinking feeling. For if 
Dan Warren felt grim about Bob Dayton’s 
predicament then the situation was bad indeed.  

Dan Warren was one of the best trial 
lawyers in the state. Like all good criminal 
lawyers, he had a good deal of the actor in 
him. He was a bit temperamental and arrogant. 
It was this arrogant independence, plus the 
fact that he was nearly always broke, which 
doubtless frustrated his political ambitions. He 
dreamed of the U. S. Senate, but it was only a 
dream. 

But even his worst enemy couldn’t deny 
Dan Warren’s competence in court. The 
lawyer would, Hood knew, make the supreme 
effort of his career for Marsha’s sake. Marsha 
thought a lot of Dan Warren. There had been a 
time, in fact, when Peter Hood thought she 
would marry him. But that was before the day 
of Bob Dayton. 

It was the day following Bob’s arrest, and 
the lawyer and Hood were waiting in the little 
room at the city jail reserved for conferences 
between prisoners and their counsel. 

Bob Dayton was brought in. He greeted 
Peter Hood and Dan Warren gloomily. He was 
haggard and grayer-looking than ever. He 
asked about Marsha, and when they told him 
she was all right and staying with her aunt, he 
drew a hand over his eyes as if he wanted to 
wipe away the whole ugly picture. 

Dan Warren sighed. 
“Let’s get down to cases, Bob,” he said 

gruffly. “I’ll give it to you straight. You’re in 
a very bad spot. The bullet that killed Doctor 
Heeth came from your gun, and the gun was 
found on you.” The lawyer drew a long 
breath. “I think the best line is to plead 
temporary insanity, and throw the case on the 
mercy of the court.”  

“But I didn’t shoot him, Dan!” Bob 
Dayton cried at him. “I went there, meaning 
to—but I started thinking about Marsha, and 
what a mess it would be, involving her and 
hurting her and everything. So I turned around 
in front of his place, and went to get a couple 
of drinks instead. Well, it ended up with more 
than a couple. I—I forgot what happened after 
that, except that I woke up on a park bench, 
and came home.”  

Dan Warren shook his head slowly. 
“You had some drinks,” he said a little 

pityingly. “You forget what happened after 
that. Can’t you see what the prosecution will 
do with an admission like that? They’ll jump 
on it with joy. They’ll say the drinks whipped 
up your lagging determination, and that you 
went back and killed him.”  

Warren had risen and was pacing the floor, 
the scowl of worry on his broad, blunt face. 

It’s damning,” he growled. “Damning.” 
 

OB DAYTON’S already sick nerves 
could stand no more. 

“I can’t help what it is!” he shouted. “I 
didn’t shoot Heeth! If this is all the good you 
can be, get out!”  

The lawyer ignored Bob’s outburst. 
“Why had you even thought of killing 

him?” he asked quietly. 
“Because he was a skunk!” Bob retorted 

savagely. “A rotten, sneaking—”  
“Come, Bob,” the lawyer interrupted. 

“Reasons, not name-calling. What were your 
reasons?”  

Bob subsided. Bitterness twisted his 
mouth, and weariness came into his voice. 

“He was trying to make me believe I was 
going insane.” 

At the looks of astonishment on the faces 
of the lawyer and Peter Hood, Bob Dayton 
gave a short harsh laugh and nodded. 

“Yes, Doctor Heeth was trying to do just 
that. Oh, he was very smooth about it. Told 
me I was fighting him. That I wouldn’t 
cooperate in helping him to help me. That I 
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was letting myself go. That it wasn’t fair to go 
on living with Marsha.”  

Bob’s mouth turned down in a 
contemptuous sneer. 

“I almost fell for it, at first,” he continued. 
“Till I found out he was making a play for 
Marsha behind my back. Marsha told me. She 
hadn’t wanted to mention it at first, thinking 
maybe Heeth was helping me in the 
meantime. But it got so she felt she just had 
to. Well, I got the picture then. It was his cute 
little method of easing me out of the picture, 
while he made a play for Marsha. Or, rather, 
her money.”  

The savagery came back into Bob’s voice. 
“It made me so mad I got my gun and 

went after him! You know the rest.” He 
shrugged. “I cooled down on my way to his 
apartment. I got to thinking of the mess, the 
harm to Marsha, and all. Killing him wasn’t 
worth it. Then I felt so shaken, I went and had 
some drinks. That’s all. But I didn’t shoot 
him!”  

The lawyer peered shrewdly at Bob 
Dayton. At last he sighed. 

“Bob, personally I believe you,” he said. 
“That is, I believe you lost the conscious 
intent to kill Doctor Heeth. But we have two 
grim facts staring us in the face. First, the 
period when you admit you forget what 
happened. Second, your gun, found on you by 
Hood. It fired the bullet which killed Heeth. 
That gun, Bob!”  

Bob Dayton buried his face in his hands. 
“I don’t know,” he groaned. “I don’t 

know.”  
The lawyer looked at Peter Hood, and 

motioned resignedly. 
“Well, we’ll do the best we can, Bob,” he 

said then. “And you never can tell how a jury 
will react.” He smiled reassuringly. “I’ve 
pulled tough ones out of the hole before.”  

But outside the jail, Peter Hood knew the 
lawyer had been putting on an act for there 
was little sign now of his self-assurance. 

“Pete,” he spoke soberly. “I’m supposed to 

be a pretty fair trial lawyer.”  
“Not supposed to be,” Hood said. “You 

are.”  
“Well,” Warren said gruffly, “I’ll tell you 

something. I wouldn’t give a nickel for that 
kid’s chances.”  

The outcome of Bob Dayton’s trial bore 
out the lawyer’s grimly realistic appraisal. 

 
HE prosecution pursued the simple 
tactics of hammering on Bob Dayton’s 

“period of forgetfulness,” and the gun found 
in his pocket. The prosecution treated with 
scorn the plea of temporary insanity. 

“This has too often been used as an excuse 
for evading just punishment, ladies and 
gentlemen! The plain simple truth is, the 
defendant went there with the avowed 
intention of killing Doctor Heeth, lost his 
nerve, got it back after a few drinks, and then 
returned to kill Heeth. The one hard 
unalterable fact is that the gun found in the 
pocket of the defendant was the gun that killed 
Heeth!”  

Here the prosecutor paused, and stopped 
orating. 

“Let me say one thing more, ladies and 
gentlemen,” he continued in a quieter tone. “I 
know the defendant was a soldier. For that we 
honor him. But that fact must not influence 
you in your verdict! Murder has been 
committed. The law of a civilized society has 
been broken. If you ignore that fact, and let 
muddled emotions swamp your calm 
judgment, you are dealing a blow at one of the 
very things we are fighting to preserve: justice 
and protection under the law! That is all, 
ladies and gentlemen. The State rests.” 

The jury was not out long. 
“We find the defendant,” the foreman of 

the jury announced, “guilty of murder in the 
first degree.”  

Later, the judge pronounced sentence: 
“Robert Dayton, I sentence you to death in 

the electric chair, in the week beginning 
December 10th, said sentence to be carried out 
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by the warden of the State Prison at—”  
A scream drowned out the remainder of it. 

Marsha Dayton had collapsed. Neither Dan 
Warren nor Peter Hood had known she was 
among the spectators. 

Hood got to her and battling his way 
through reporters, got her into a cab. She 
clung to him like a lost child, and her voice 
through her sobs was a choked whisper. 

“No, Peter, no!” she cried. “He can’t die! 
He didn’t do it! They can’t do this to him! 
We’ve got to do something!”  

“Of course we will,” he told her gently. 
“Dan will appeal. There are lots of things we 
can do.”  

But when he left her at her aunt’s, and 
went back downtown to Dan Warren’s offices, 
he found the lawyer tired and depressed. 

“Not even a recommendation for 
leniency,” he said, glumly. 

“What about an appeal?” Hood asked. 
“I don’t think it’ll get anywhere.” Warren 

shook his head. “It was too open-and-shut. In 
the eyes of the law, there was ‘no reasonable 
doubt’.”  

“The law is an ass,” Hood murmured. 
“What did you say?” Warren looked 

surprised.  
“I was quoting Dickens’ Mr. Sam Weller,” 

Hood said. “Look. Everybody—the 
newspapers, the prosecutor, even you—points 
out what an open-and-shut case it was. 
Perfectly damning. And, to my suspicious 
nature, too perfectly. I don’t believe in 
anything as perfect as that. I’m not convinced 
Bob shot Heeth, and I’m going to try my hand 
at proving it!”  

“Are you serious?” the lawyer gasped. 
“Look, Pete, I feel just as deeply about this 
affair as you do, but what other reasonable 
explanation is there?”  

“That’s just the point,” Hood said. 
“Everyone, including the police, was so sure 
Bob was guilty, they didn’t, bother to look any 
further. To the logical police and legal mind, 
the gun that killed Heeth was found in Bob’s 

pocket, and that was that. But logic can be 
wrong.”  

Warren eyed Hood skeptically. 
“Now I’ve heard and seen everything!” he 

said with friendly derision. “You think you’d 
make a detective?”  

“I don’t know.” Hood laughed. “I’ve never 
tried it!”  

A guffaw of sheer amusement broke from 
Dan Warren. He shook his head. 

“I think you’re crazy,” he said. “I think 
I’m crazy. Maybe we’ll just be crazy enough 
to stumble onto something. So deal me in.” He 
again eyed Hood derisively. “You’ll probably 
need a lawyer before very long.” 

 
CHAPTER III 

 
A Flock of Suspects 

 
HERE had been one figure in the Heeth 
case who still stood out clearly in Peter 

Hood’s mind. She had been on the stand only 
a minute or two, but she was so striking he 
couldn’t forget her. She was Harriet Cullen, 
Doctor Heeth’s secretary. 

Thus, forenoon of the following day found 
Peter Hood in the smart, modernistic 
apartment building where she lived. It seemed 
a rather expensive place for a secretary. 

When Harriet Cullen opened the door of 
her fifth floor apartment, Hood explained, 
quite frankly, that he was a friend of Bob 
Dayton’s, and would like to talk with her. 

She stared at him fixedly, suspicion and 
curiosity flitting over her face. But the 
curiosity won. She shrugged. 

“Come in,” she said with a kind of tired 
amiability. “Excuse the shambles. I had some 
friends in last night.”  

Hood saw that she had indeed. Glasses and 
cigarette butts were all over the place. Harriet 
Cullen herself looked a little the worse from 
wear, but she was still a striking, tall blonde in 
her late twenties, with the bored and hard-
shelled attitude of a person who knows all the 
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answers. Hood noted the wary defense in her 
expressionless blue eyes, and the faintly bitter 
touch at the corners of her mouth. 

She offered him a drink, and though he 
believed only amateurs and alcoholics drank 
in the morning, he took it to be agreeable. 

“I don’t get it.” She peered at him, 
puzzled. “I thought that Heeth business was 
all washed up. What’s the angle?”  

Hood was his most disarming self. 
“No deep, dark motives, Miss Cullen,” he 

assured her. “I have no connection with the 
authorities. I just don’t want to see a friend of 
mine sent to the electric chair if there’s the 
slightest possible chance he may be innocent.”  

“Innocent? With the gun on him? The case 
was open-and-shut.”  

“So everyone says. That’s what makes me 
wonder.”  

Her eyes flashed wide for an instant. 
“What is it you want of me?” she asked, 

curtly. 
Hood understood the subtle persuasiveness 

of complete candor. 
“I’d like to find out a little more about 

Doctor Heeth, if you’re willing to tell me.” He 
smiled disarmingly. “You don’t have to, you 
know.”  

He saw a little of her tension go. She 
shrugged. 

“What do you want to know?” she asked. 
“Well, what did you know about Heeth? 

What did you think of him?”  
She stared at Peter Hood for several 

moments of silence. 
“What did I think of him?” She gave a 

low, contemptuous laugh. “Not much. Neither 
did anybody else who really got to know him. 
He was a phony. His assistant, Frank Menzies, 
knew more about psychiatry in a day than 
Heeth knew in a year. But Heeth had a way 
with the women. Especially idle rich women 
with imaginary neuroses.” Harriet Cullen 
grinned cynically. “He turned on the charm, 
made love to them—and made lots of money.”  

“So the doctor was a wolf?”  

“Hyena would be a better word. He could 
be mean when he was crossed, or when he 
didn’t have any more use for somebody. And 
yellow, too. When he bungled a really serious 
case—”  

Abruptly, she stopped talking. 
“There I go, shooting off my big mouth 

again!” she said. “That’s all I know.”  
“Thank you for telling me—what you’ve 

told me.” The words, and the tone of Peter 
Hood’s voice, were quite innocent and 
courteous. Yet they conveyed something 
ominous. He was perfectly well aware that the 
contempt and malice in Harriet Cullen’s voice 
when she spoke of Heeth meant more than 
mere dislike for an unpleasant character. 
Harriet Cullen had been personally involved 
with Heeth, and her feeling was one of hate. 

She fidgeted a little under Hood’s blandly 
smiling scrutiny. 

“It’s a wonder some husband hadn’t shot 
him before!” she said derisively. “I don’t 
blame Bob Dayton, but still I think he was a 
sap. Why get yourself sent to the chair for 
killing a heel like Heeth? He wasn’t worth it.”  

“That’s just what Bob Dayton thought,” 
Hood said suavely. 

She stared at him, wide-eyed again. 
“You mean you don’t think he shot 

Heeth?” she asked. “But the gun. . .”  
“Yes, I know. The gun,” Hood said 

smoothly. “But you see, Miss Cullen, I find it 
hard to believe a drunken man could put a 
bullet right through the heart of another man, 
at the distance from which Heeth was known 
to have been shot.” 

 
E SAW her stiffen.  Her face was a 
mask. But she did not succeed in 

concealing the fright in her eyes. 
“Is there anything else you’d like to tell 

me, Miss Cullen?”  
Hood spoke the words in the strangely soft 

voice he used as Doctor Coffin—the sinister 
purr that had sent chills down the spines of 
millions. 

H



POPULAR DETECTIVE 8

Harriet Cullen shivered. She stared at him 
with open fear now. 

“No! No, of course not! There’s nothing 
else of any importance!” Her voice rose to a 
near-hysteria. “Say, what is this, anyway? Just 
who are you?” 

“A friend of Bob Dayton’s, as I told you,” 
Hood said calmly. “By the way, you 
mentioned a Frank Menzies, Heeth’s assistant. 
Can you tell me where he lives?”  

“No! I don’t know!” she cried harshly. 
“Thank you, Miss Cullen.” Hood got up to 

leave. At the door, he turned to her smiling 
blandly. “I may call on you again.”  

She shut the door quickly, and locked it 
after him. 

The interview with Harriet Cullen made 
one thing apparent to Peter Hood. She was 
somehow involved in Heeth’s death. 

Disregarding the actual shooting of Heeth, 
her involvement might mean anyone of a 
number of things. It might mean blackmail. It 
might mean she was protecting someone. Or it 
might mean danger to herself from someone 
who was holding some threat over her. 

Hood looked up Frank Menzies, Heeth’s 
assistant, in the city directory, and found his 
address. He drove there. 

The section of town, and the apartment 
house, were in direct contrast to Harriet 
Cullen’s modern apartment. He found 
Menzies at home in his apartment on the third 
floor. Hood once again explained that he was 
a friend of Bob Dayton’s. Menzies showed the 
curiosity, but not the suspicion Harriet Cullen 
had shown. 

Menzies’ single room was a rundown 
affair. Clothes had been tossed here and there. 
Near the window stood a table with a 
typewriter on it, and a loose litter of paper 
around the table. 

“Excuse the mess,” Menzies coughed, and 
said. “I’ve been trying to do a little writing for 
the psychology journals.”  

He was a small, pale, blond young man 
with a serious face. He wore thick glasses, and 

his manner lacked aggressiveness. Yet Hood 
noted certain quiet purposefulness in the line 
of the mouth. 

“What was it you wanted to talk to me 
about?” Menzies asked. 

Peter Hood explained frankly. 
Menzies did not seem surprised. If 

anything, he seemed unimpressed. 
“I think you’re on a hopeless quest.” He 

shook his head solemnly. “The law has sent 
lots of men to the chair on less evidence than 
there was against Dayton. It was pretty open-
and-shut.”  

Hood sighed. But before he could say 
anything, Menzies spoke again. 

“I’m sorry for Dayton, though,” he said, 
“Heeth wasn’t worth it.”  

“That,” Hood said quietly, “is what Miss 
Cullen said.”  

“So you talked with Harriet?” Menzies 
peered at him owl-eyed. “Well, she ought to 
know.”  

Hood noted the quiet tension rising in 
Menzies. 

“Doctor Heeth seems to have been a rather 
unpleasant character.”  

Menzies shrugged. 
“He was a sadistic swine.” There was a 

tremor in his voice. “He destroyed everything 
he touched.”  

Including you, thought Hood, and 
including Harriet. You’re in love with her. 
Hopelessly. 

“You hated him, too, didn’t you?” Hood 
said. 

“Of course I hated him. He ruined me. He 
bungled several cases, and somehow the word 
got around that I had bungled them. It finished 
me in the field of psychiatric practice.” 

 
OOD gazed at him in silence for several 
long moments. 

“You had a very good motive for killing 
Heeth, didn’t you?”  

“An excellent motive,” Menzies admitted 
calmly. “As a matter of fact, I wanted to do 
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just that.” A sour smile turned down his 
mouth. “But I’m afraid I’m not the violent 
type. In other words, I didn’t have the nerve.” 
He shrugged. “As far as I’m concerned, I’d 
give Dayton a medal for killing Heeth, instead 
of sending him to the chair for it.”  

“I’m going to do my best to see that he 
doesn’t go to the chair.” Peter Hood repeated 
what he had said to Harriet Cullen. “You see, 
Menzies, I find it hard to believe that a drunk 
man could put a bullet right through the heart 
of another man at the distance from which 
Heeth was known to have been shot.”  

A weariness appeared in Menzies’ eyes.  
“I never thought of that,” he said slowly. 
“Lots of people seem not to have thought 

of it,” Hood put in dryly. “They were too busy 
writing it off as an open-and-shut case. As you 
pointed out, it takes nerve to shoot a man. 
Now, some of those cases you spoke about—
perhaps they might give me an important 
lead.”  

Menzies pretended to be thinking, but it 
was quite obvious to Hood he had already 
made up his mind about something. 

“Well, there’s one case that stands out in 
my mind,” Menzies said, with an assumed 
thoughtfulness. “A woman. She was neurotic 
to begin with, and she had developed a bad 
psychosis. She came to Heeth, and he bungled 
the case. The woman went insane, tried to kill 
her husband, and finally committed suicide.” 
Menzies looked directly at Hood. “The 
woman’s husband is Charles Engles, the 
gambler. You may have heard of him.”  

“Engles!” Hood was genuinely surprised. 
“Of course. I’ve been in his place—his ‘club’, 
as it’s called.”  

Menzies nodded. 
“He would be a bad man to have for an 

enemy, I imagine,” he said. 
He would indeed, Hood agreed. He gazed 

cynically at Menzies. Was Menzies giving 
him information? Or trying to direct attention 
away from himself? 

For the present, Hood let it go at that. 

“Thanks very much,” he said, smiling. “I 
may call on you again.”  

“Any time,” Menzies said. After a moment 
he added, “Good luck.”  

Opportunity and motive. The two words 
ran through Peter Hood’s mind. It was plain 
that plenty people with motive and 
opportunity had wanted to kill the unpleasant 
Doctor Heeth. The thing was to find out how 
it tied in with Bob Dayton. 

Hood had his moment of doubt. It was 
possible, he admitted to himself, that Mr. 
Peter Hood might be the victim of wishful 
thinking. A lucky shot, even from a drunk 
man’s gun, might get a man through the heart. 

“Hood, you bore me,” he said to himself. 
“Get on with it.”  

But he had to postpone getting on with it, 
for he had a rehearsal at the studio that 
afternoon. 

The rehearsal of Doctor Coffin’s latest evil 
crimes went off smoothly, as usual. 
Afterwards, Hood was called into a 
conference of program officials. The Heeth 
case had given them an idea. 

“We’ve just been thinking, Pete,” one of 
them said to him. “How about a criminal 
lawyer as guest on our next broadcast? It 
would fit in nicely with this kind of program. 
You know, the arch-criminal Doctor Coffin 
matching wits with a criminal lawyer. Great 
stuff, eh? This Dan Warren is a friend of 
yours, isn’t he? What do you think of it?”  

Hood said it was all right with him if it 
was all right with Warren, providing no 
mention was made of the Heeth case. They 
nodded. 

So Hood called Warren. A little hesitantly, 
the lawyer agreed, but with the cautious legal 
proviso that no reference be made to the Heeth 
business. 

“I made them understand that,” Peter 
Hood told him. 

“Fine. How’s your detective career?”  
“All right. I might surprise you.” Warren 

laughed dryly. 
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“Nothing you do would surprise me,” he 
said. 

“No? Well, I feel the urge to visit a high-
class gambling spot tonight. Charles Engles’s 
place. If you haven’t anything else to do, what 
about coming along? I may need moral 
support. I may even need a lawyer.”  

“Engles!” Dan Warren snorted. “You’ll 
need some sort of support, all right. That’s 
pretty fast company, even for you. All right, 
all right. So I’m as crazy as you are. Where’ll 
I meet you?”  

“I’ll pick you up at your apartment, about 
ten.” 

 
CHAPTER IV 

 
Blonde Medicine 

 
TANDING behind a guardian row of huge 
trees, the old graystone mansion was 

somewhat like an aged aristocrat, who is out 
of touch with the modern world. 

But the world inside it was very modern. 
Charles Engles, the present owner, had 
retained the best features of the old place, and 
had added new improvements. It was all in the 
very best of taste, gracious, quiet, and 
dignified. Evening dress was required. Guests 
were admitted only by card, and the cards 
were not easy to get. But Peter Hood was a 
famous actor with influential friends. 

The old ballroom was for talk and drinks 
only. The gambling was in the other rooms. 
Peter Hood and Dan Warren took a brief whirl 
at roulette, then returned to the ballroom. 

It was a little after midnight when Charles 
Engles made his entrance. Slim and tall, in 
impeccable evening dress, he strolled about, 
greeting everyone with a courtly bow and a 
bland smile. 

When he got to Hood and Warren, he 
didn’t hesitate. 

“Ah, Mr. Hood,” he said smoothly, 
offering his hand. “I haven’t seen you here for 
some time.”  

Hood returned the greeting and introduced 
Dan Warren. Engles looked at him closely. 

“Oh, yes, of course,” he said. “Weren’t 
you defense counsel in the Heeth case?”  

Warren said he was. 
“I’m sorry for that Dayton boy,” Engles 

said with gravity. “It was a tragic affair.” 
“Yes,” Hood agreed. “It seems to have 

ended in tragedy for everyone who had 
anything to do with Doctor Heeth.”  

Not a muscle in Charles Engles’ face 
moved. His heavy lids came down idly over 
his steel-gray eyes. He nodded at some people 
passing, smiling benignly. 

“Won’t you join me in my private 
quarters, gentlemen?” he said, politely, to 
Hood and Warren. 

Engles’ private quarters were as quiet and 
elegant as he was. He asked the men what 
they wished to drink, and served them himself. 
He didn’t drink, but he seated himself and lit a 
cigar. He blew a cone of smoke toward the 
ceiling. 

“You know about my wife, I take it,” he 
said. 

Hood nodded, sympathetically. Dan 
Warren looked puzzledly at Hood but said 
nothing.  

“I kept it out of the papers,” Engles went 
on. “A thing like that is best quietly buried 
and forgotten. It’s regrettable that you’ve 
come, hinting about it. What’s your game?”  

“We”—Hood included Dan Warren—“are 
not convinced Dayton shot Heeth.” 

Engles raised his eyebrows. 
“Despite the evidence and the court’s 

verdict?” he asked. 
Hood once more pointed out the 

improbability of a man, blindly drunk, putting 
a shot through the heart of another. 

Engles looked politely skeptical. 
“You might be right. But I rather think 

you’re grasping at a straw.” A faint irony 
came into his voice. “And, of course, if you 
don’t think Dayton did it, you think someone 
else did. Perhaps me. Is that it, gentlemen?”  

S 
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“A good many people had motive for 
killing Heeth,” Peter Hood interposed suavely. 

Engles appeared faintly bored. He released 
a gentle sigh. 

“Gentlemen,” he said, “I hated Heeth more 
than I hated any other man. I planned to make 
him pay—but not to kill him. That would have 
been too easy for him.” Engles smiled. “A war 
of nerves, that’s what I planned for him. The 
threat of death over him—never knowing 
when it might happen, or how, or where. I 
intended to make him suffer, indefinitely, as 
he had made others suffer.” He shrugged. “I 
regret Heeth got off so easily, whoever killed 
him. Mine was a much better punishment.”  

There was nothing more to say, after that. 
A few minutes later Peter Hood and Dan 
Warren took their leave. Engles escorted them 
to the outer entrance.  

“Please do me the honor again, 
gentlemen,” he said.  

Dan Warren could hardly wait to blow off 
steam. 

“Holy mackerel, Pete, you weren’t 
kidding, were you! Tackling a gent like 
Engles. You’re in dangerous territory. You’d 
better watch your step.”  

“He’s suave, subtle, and clever,” Hood 
admitted. “That was a very plausible and 
clever story.” He smiled cynically. “Perhaps 
too clever.”  

He dropped Warren at his apartment. 
“Thanks for a lovely evening,” the lawyer 

said, in a sarcastic soprano. “Call me again 
sometime, when you want to stick your neck 
out.” 

 
OB DAYTON showed the strain of 
waiting, and he was extremely depressed. 

It was the following morning, and Peter 
Hood had received permission through an 
influential friend, to visit Bob at the State 
Prison, which was only some half-dozen miles 
from the city. 

“Look, Peter,” Bob said, “I appreciate it. 
But what can you hope to prove? It’s over. 

Finished. You’re wasting your time.”  
“Let me be the judge of that. I might 

surprise you.” Hood got down to the purpose 
of his visit. “Listen, Bob. I want you to think 
back carefully, and tell me the bars you visited 
on the night Doctor Heeth was murdered.”  

Bob Dayton gave a short, harsh laugh. 
“Good grief!” he exclaimed. “If you’re 

depending on that—I don’t know! Oh, I 
remember the first ones, but after that I might 
have been in Timbuktu, for all I know.”  

Hood was disappointed. 
“All right,” he urged. “The ones you 

remember, then. That will help.”  
Bob gave the names of three or four 

places, then shook his head. 
“That’s all I remember. I know I must 

have gone into other places, but I’ve no idea 
where. Peter, it’s no good.”  

“That’s only your opinion.”  
Bob smiled back, wanly. 
“How’s— Marsha?” he asked. 
“Marsha’s fine,” Hood lied convincingly. 

“And she’s quite certain you’re going to walk 
out of here free, some day soon. Too bad you 
don’t have some of her faith, Bob.”  

“I’m sorry.” Bob looked at Hood out of 
tortured eyes. “Peter, could it be that I really 
did kill Heeth . . . when I was blind drunk?” 

“No.”  
“Are you just saying that, or do you 

believe it?”  
“I believe it.” Hood wondered again if he 

was talking to convince himself, as well as 
Bob. “I’ll tell you why. I don’t believe a man 
in the condition you were in could shoot 
another right through the heart at the distance 
from which Heeth was shot.” 

He left Bob with more hope in the boy’s 
eyes than he had seen there since the ugly 
business had started. 

“Hood, I hope you’re right,” he said to 
himself, outside. “You’d better be.”  

He had no luck at the bars Bob had named. 
He knew he hadn’t really expected it. At the 
early stage of Bob’s drinking tour, there 

B 
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would have been nothing about Bob’s 
condition to attract undue attention. Well, 
what did a detective do now? 

It seemed pretty obvious, Hood decided, 
that if Bob had got himself organized in the 
four bars named, he would be very likely to 
stay in that section of town. Wouldn’t he? 

Hood sighed.  
“A detective’s lot is not a happy one,” he 

muttered to himself. “This will be blamed 
tedious.”  

He bent himself to the dreary task of 
visiting every bar in the district. At last, he 
played in luck. 

It was just another spot. Not good, not bad. 
The bartender was a portly, senatorial man 
named Gus. He wasn’t busy, and Hood got 
him to talk. 

“Sure,” he said, “I followed that case from 
the beginning. Took a kind of personal interest 
in it, because that young fella was in here that 
night. Swacked to the gills! Couldn’t get him 
to leave, neither. So I watered down his 
drinks. That’s better than startin’ a fuss, I 
always figure.” Gus pointed. “He sat right 
over there in that booth, mumbling to himself. 
Seemed to be bothered about something. 
Wow! I’ll say he was! Killin’ a man!” 

“Do you remember what time he came 
in?” Hood asked. “How long he stayed?” 

Gus named an hour. 
“Around there sometime,” he said. “He 

was here till this dame went over and talked to 
him, and they went out together. She’d come 
in for a drink, and she looked around the 
place, and seemed to recognize him.”  

“A woman?” Hood felt his spine tingling. 
“What did she look like? Can you describe 
her?”  

“Oh, sure, easy. She was a knock-out! A 
tall blonde, who looked like she’d been 
around.” 

 
T WASN’T actually much of a description, 
but it was all Hood needed. 

Within half an hour, he was pushing the 
bell-button of Harriet Cullen’s apartment. 

The door opened, and when she saw him, 
she went rigid. 

“Oh! It’s you again.”  
Hood smiled at her. 
“I told you I might call again,” he said. 
‘‘I’m sorry.” The blond woman started to 

shut the door. “I’m just going out. Some other 
time, perhaps.”  

Hood stopped the door. 
“Now, and not perhaps, Miss Cullen,” he 

said.  
At the tone of his voice, she let go the 

door. He pushed it open and walked in, 
closing it after him. He stood there, with his 
back to it. 

“And now, Miss Cullen,” he said. 
“Suppose you tell me all about yourself and 
Bob Dayton in that bar on Nicollet Street—
and what happened afterwards.”  

If he had driven a fist into her face, he 
couldn’t have stunned her more. She went 
deathly white, backed away, and stumbled 
into a chair. Then all at once, frightened words 
started pouring out of her. 

“Look, I just didn’t want to get involved, 
that’s why I kept quiet about it!” she pleaded. 
“There was nothing to it, really! I was just 
trying to help the fellow! Honestly I was! I 
just dropped in there for a drink, and I saw 
him sitting there! He was in a sad way. I knew 
about his nerves being shot and all, and I was 
sorry for him. He was sitting there mumbling 
something about, ‘Gonna shoot Heeth.’ I 
persuaded him to leave. 

“He was too heavy for me to support 
walking, so I left him beside a fire hydrant, 
and told him to stay right there while I got my 
car from where I’d parked. I couldn’t get it 
started right away, and when I got back, he 
was gone. I—I drove around a little, but I 
couldn’t find him.” She glared at Hood. 
“Don’t you understand? I was going to drive 
him home!”  I 
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Hood made no comment. “And after you 
drove around looking for him—what then?” 
he asked. 

“That’s all. I’d done what I could.” She 
shrugged, a little too deliberately. “I went 
home.”  

Hood looked at her, smiling, but there was 
no friendliness in the smile. 

“It won’t do, Miss Cullen.” He shook his 
head slowly. “It won’t do. You said Bob 
Dayton mumbled something about shooting 
Heeth. When you couldn’t find him, fear—or 
plain curiosity—would have made you drive 
to Heeth’s place. It would have been the 
instinctive thing to do.”  

“But I didn’t! I—I swear I didn’t!”  
“You hated Heeth.” Hood went on talking, 

relentlessly. “Bob Dayton was blindly 
intoxicated, and didn’t know what was going 
on. He had a gun in his coat pocket, which 
you probably felt while you were helping him 
along. You follow me, Miss Cullen?”  

“You’re crazy!” Panic took hold of her. 
“You’re making up a crazy story, to save 
Dayton at my expense! You’re insane!” 

“Nothing more to say, Miss Cullen?” 
Hood asked calmly.  

“There is nothing more to say!” she 
shrilled at him. “I’ve told you everything!”  

Hood got up to leave. 
“Very well, Miss Cullen. I’ll leave you to 

think it over.’“ His tone was quietly ominous. 
“I’ll be back—perhaps not alone next time.” 

She did not move. He went out, closing 
the door, quietly. 

 
CHAPTER V 

 
A New Corpse 

 
OOD returned to his apartment. He 
wanted a shower and something to eat. 

“Little man,” he sighed to himself, 
“you’ve had a busy day—and you’ve got a 
broadcast to do tonight.”  

He was tired and a little grim. He began to 

understand why detectives were seldom 
pleasant-faced men. 

The ringing of the phone brought him out 
of his shower. 

“Yes. Hood speaking.”  
“I want to give you some good advice,” a 

slow deep voice said. “Quit acting like a 
detective and stick to radio acting. 
Understand?”   

The phone clicked. 
Hood stood looking at his own instrument 

far a full minute, a wry smile on his lips, as if 
he found it hard to believe this was real. 

He dialed Dan Warren’s number. The 
lawyer answered. 

“I’ve got another surprise for you,” Hood 
told him. “I’ve just received a warning to stop 
acting like a detective.”  

“Surprise nothing!” Warren exploded. “I 
just received one myself! I was just about to 
call you.”  

“Well, well!” Hood said. “I think I see the 
fine hand of Mr. Charles Engles in this.”  

“I told you, Pete,” Warren protested 
worriedly. “I warned you we were in 
dangerous territory. Listen, for the love of 
Mike, don’t go and get yourself—”  

“I can’t stop now, Dan,” Hood interrupted. 
“And I don’t want to.  I’ll tell you more about 
it later. See you at the broadcast tonight?”  

“Okay. But be careful.”  
Hood dressed and went down to the grill 

for something to eat. All the time, his mind 
was on Harriet Cullen. He was quite certain 
the tall blonde knew more than she had 
admitted. The police had ways to get it out of 
her quickly, but Hood was not the police. So 
he had applied psychological pressure. He 
wandered how soon it would take effect. And 
that phone warning—could there be any 
connection between it and Harriet? 

When he returned to his apartment hotel 
lobby Peter Hood was called over by the clerk. 

“A call just came for you, Mr. Hood. A 
Miss Harriet Cullen would like to see you at 
her apartment right away.”  

H 
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“What did she say?”  
The clerk went deadpan. 
“It was a man talking,” he began. “He said 

Miss Cullen—”  
“Thanks—”  
Hood hurried up to his apartment, and got 

his coat and hat. He was almost out of the 
room again when he paused, turned around 
and went back to his bedroom and took a new-
looking automatic from a drawer. He had 
never quite understood why he had bought the 
gun, except that most of his friends kept one. 
He had sometimes wondered just what use he 
would ever have for it. 

He dropped it in his pocket. 
The tension mounted in him as he drove to 

Harriet Cullen’s apartment. He could 
understand her “cracking”—and sending for 
him. But a man calling? 

He rode the automatic elevator up to the 
blonde’s fifth-floor apartment. He pushed the 
bell button sharply, then put his hands in his 
pockets, his right hand curled around the grip 
of the gun. 

The door was not opened. He rang again. 
Still no answer. He tested the knob. The door 
was not locked! 

He walked hesitantly into the place. The 
lights were on. 

“Miss Cullen,” he called. 
The bedroom door was half open. He went 

over and looked in, still a little hesitantly. 
She was there. On the bed. Her face was 

puffed and dark, her tongue protruded, and 
there was a cord tight around her neck. 

He stood there for what seemed a long 
time, pale and stunned, staring at her. 

So Harriet had known more than she had 
told. More than was good for her. And more 
than was good for someone else. Someone 
who knew she was going to crack, and who 
had silenced her. 

Hood was hardly aware of the shrill noise 
down on the street until it had been dinning 
for several seconds. Then it suddenly crashed 
his consciousness. 

Police sirens! 
Holy smoke! Of course. That was why he 

had been called to Harriet’s apartment. It was 
a trap—a frame! He was to be caught there 
with the dead woman! 

He hurried out of the apartment, closing 
the door behind him. It was too late now to go 
down either by the elevator or by the stairs. 
There was only one thing to do, he knew. 

He made his way swiftly and quietly along 
the hall and around a corner into another hall. 
He waited there, praying that no one would 
come out of a door. He heard the police come 
up, heard the rumble of their voices, heard 
them go into Harriet Cullen’s apartment. 

After several minutes he took a deep 
breath, and walked around the corner and back 
down the hall. The doors of apartments near 
Harriet’s were opening. People were peering 
out and their voices were rising with 
excitement. Police were ordering them back 
inside. 

Hood strode up to a beefy sergeant bossing 
the show. 

“What’s wrong, officer?” he asked calmly. 
The sergeant looked him up and down. 
“Who are you?” he bellowed. “What are 

you doin’ here?”  
“My name’s Peter Hood.” Hood smiled at 

him. “I was visiting some friends. I’m leaving 
early because I have to do a broadcast in a 
little while.”  

“Peter Hood?” Fame and a touch of 
audacity had its use. The sergeant grinned. 
“Oh, sure,” he said quite friendly now. “Hood. 
Doctor Coffin. I’ve heard you.” He jerked his 
thumb toward Harriet’s apartment. “Dame 
murdered. Strangled. We got a call from some 
fellow, said he heard a man and woman 
fightin’ in this apartment. Said she sounded 
like she was getting beat or choked, and he 
thought he’d better call us.” The sergeant 
grunted. “She was gettin’ choked all right. But 
no sign of her killer—so far. We’re checkin’ 
the building.”  

“Dreadful,” Hood said. 
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The sergeant chuckled. 
“Comin’ from Doctor Coffin, that’s good.”  
Hood assumed a deprecatory smile. 
“Acting is one thing, sergeant,” he said. 

“Real murder is something else. Well, I’d 
better be getting along. I suppose I can get 
past your men?”  

“Sure thing.” The sergeant called one of 
his men. “Bailey, go down with Mr. Hood.” 
He flicked a hand in salute, and grinned again. 
“Good night, Mr. Hood. Don’t murder too 
many gents on the broadcast.”  

Back in his car Peter Hood slumped down 
in the seat for several minutes, exhausted. 
Then his eye caught the clock on the 
instrument panel. 

“One hour till broadcast time!”  
He drove back to his apartment for a quick 

change of clothing. He had left Harriet 
Cullen’s apartment building in a pour of 
sweat, and he couldn’t appear at the studio the 
way he felt and looked. 

“A letter for you, Mr. Hood,” the desk 
clerk called him. “It came by Western Union 
messenger.”  

Hood grabbed the letter, and hurried into 
the elevator. He scarcely noticed the other 
people in the cage. He got out at his floor, and 
hurried along to his apartment. He was 
inserting the key in the lock when a man’s 
voice, several yards behind him spoke. 

“Open it up,” the voice said. “Then get 
your hands up.” 

Hood glanced sharply over his shoulder. A 
slight, dark man, who held his right hand in 
his coat pocket had a gun poking against the 
cloth. 

Hood did as he was told. 
“Lights,” the gunman said. “And don’t 

make any fancy moves.”  
Hood snapped on a floor lamp. The man 

kicked the door shut. He cast a quick, wary 
glance around the place. 

“Okay,” he said. “Let’s have that letter.”  
“Just a minute,” Hood protested. “I don’t 

know what this is about. This letter was sent 

to me by special messenger. If you don’t 
mind, I’d first like to read—”  

“Let’s have it. Now!” The gunman’s gun 
came out. “Or do I have to give you a dose of 
this first?”  

“Drop your gun!”  
The curt order came from the shadows 

across the room. Hood could not make out the 
figure at once. But the gunman’s back was 
toward the figure, and he was in no position to 
argue. He dropped his gun. 

The intruder came forward, and Hood for 
the third time that evening was stunned. It was 
the psychiatrist whom Doctor Heeth had 
ruined. Frank Menzies! 

“I came here to kill you,” Menzies said to 
the radio actor. “I thought you’d killed 
Harriet. I saw you go into her apartment 
building. Then the police, and the cry that 
she’d been murdered. I saw you leave. I 
thought you’d slicked your way out of it.”  

“But what made you change your mind 
now?” Hood asked at a loss. “Or have you?”  

“That letter.” Menzies nodded at the letter 
Hood still held in his hand. “And this man 
holding you up for it.”  

“But how did you get in?” Menzies’ eyes 
smiled at Hood from behind their thick 
glasses. “I know something about locks and 
keys. Especially master keys.” He again 
nodded at the letter. “Why don’t you open it? 
It must be pretty important.”  

The gunman was standing motionless, 
wary. 

“Go ahead,” Menzies said to Hood. “I’ll 
keep my eye on him.”  

Hood looked for a moment at Menzies, 
thinking that you never could tell about 
people, especially about quiet, inoffensive-
looking ones. 

He opened the letter. And got shock 
number four. 

The envelope, besides a letter, contained a 
crumpled slip of paper. Hood read the letter. 
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Dear Mr. Hood: 
You win. I’m leaving town for parts unknown. 

I hope you’ll let it go at that, because although I 
was involved, I had nothing to do with killing 
Doctor Stanley Heeth. 

I did go to Heeth’s place on the night he was 
killed. I found him dead, and I thought Bob 
Dayton had done it—until I found the enclosed 
slip of paper, several yards from the body. 

It speaks for itself. Maybe you know what I 
used it for. A girl has to live. 

I’m sorry about it now. But I’m giving you a 
break. So give me one, will you? 

Sincerely,  
Harriet Cullen. 
 

Hood looked at the slip of paper, and his 
mouth went tightly grim. 

“It’s from Harriet,” he said to Menzies. 
“Harriet? What about?”  
“A murderer.” Hood nodded toward the 

gunman. “Take care of him, will you, 
Menzies? I’ve got to make a broadcast.” 

 
CHAPTER VI 

 
Murder Broadcasts 

 
ITH only five minutes to spare, Peter 
Hood made it to the studio. He found 

the program officials looking worried, the cast 
jittery, and Dan Warren rather goggle-eyed 
and bewildered by it all. 

“Where the devil you been, Pete?” the 
director growled at him. “All right, get set. 
Three minutes.”  

Hood whispered something to him. The 
director’s eyes bulged out, and he started 
objecting. 

“I know what I’m doing,” Hood said. 
He looked out over the studio audience. 

He spotted, in the third row, the distinguished 
Charles Engles. He looked farther off, at the 
exits—and observed the policemen stationed 
there. He smiled thinly. There were probably a 
few questions they wanted to ask him about 
Harriet Cullen’s murder, after the broadcast. 

The man in the control room signaled: one 
minute. The director waved the cast back, and 
beckoned to Dan Warren to join Hood beside 
the microphone. 

Then came the flash: On the Air. 
The soft, sinister purr of Doctor Coffin 

went out over the air waves to his thousands 
of listeners. 

“Tonight, my friends, we will reverse our 
usual custom of introducing the guest of honor 
after the program,” he said. “We are doing this 
because we have with us tonight an 
exceptionally interesting gentleman. May I 
introduce Mr. Daniel Warren, the noted 
criminal lawyer?”  

There was applause. Dan Warren said a 
word of greeting. 

Then the soft voice purred on, but an 
ominous note had entered it now. 

“But what makes Mr. Warren 
exceptionally interesting is not merely the fact 
that he is a criminal lawyer,” Doctor Coffin 
continued. “There are many criminal lawyers. 
What makes Mr. Warren exceptional is the 
additional fact that he is also a criminal!” 
There was ice in the purr now. “So may I 
introduce Mr. Daniel Warren, the real 
murderer of Doctor Stanley Heeth, and of a 
girl whose name was Harriet Cullen!” 

There was shocked, absolute silence. A 
silence during which Hood took out the slip of 
crumpled paper and held it up for Dan Warren 
to see. 

For an instant the eyes of the two men 
met. Then Dan Warren’s lips drew tight, and 
his right hand streaked toward his hip pocket. 
But before he could reach the gun there, a 
voice from off-stage snapped a warning. 

“Hold it!” A police lieutenant strode on 
the platform. 

Amidst uproar and confusion throughout 
the studio other policemen grabbed Warren. 

Up in the control room, a technical man 
was sweating. 

“Maybe I should have cut him off the air!” 
he groaned. 

W 
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“Cut him off, nothing,” a network official 
retorted. “It was a sensation! Nothing like it 
before! The sponsor will be tickled pink!” 

 
FTERWARDS, the police lieutenant paid 
tribute to Peter Hood. 

“I’ve got to admit,” he said, a bit 
reluctantly, “it was very nice work—for an 
amateur.”  

Hood smiled, but it was not his usual 
bland smile. He wasn’t feeling very cheerful. 

“The solution wasn’t really my doing, 
Lieutenant,” he said frankly. “The Cullen girl 
had it all the time, and she gave it to me. All I 
did was exert a little pressure on her.” 

“Yes, but you had to discover first on 
whom to exert the pressure, and that took 
smart detective work. By the way, I found out 
something interesting about Warren. He’s 
thirty-five, and single. He was turned down by 
the army because he’s a psychoneurotic.” 

Hood showed his surprise. 
“That explains a lot of things,” he said a 

little sadly. “His festering hatred for Bob 
Dayton for beating his time with Marsha. His 
arrogant belief he could get Marsha if Bob 
was out of the way. His driving political 
ambitions which Marsha’s wealth would make 
possible. .  . I can’t help feeling a bit sorry for 
him.” 

“Sorry for a gent who pretended to defend 
Dayton, and let him slide right into the hot 
seat?” The lieutenant scoffed. “I’m not sorry 
for him.”  

The whole ugly business was clear now. It 
had gone off something like this:  

Dan Warren had been coming to call on 
the Daytons. He had seen Bob go out in a 
black rage, and had followed him in his car. 
When Harriet Cullen had left Bob outside the 

bar, Warren had picked the stupefied Bob up; 
listened to his mumblings about Heeth, taken 
Bob’s gun, and after finding out where Heeth 
lived, had gone and shot Heeth himself. After 
which he had replaced the gun in Bob’s 
pocket, and put Bob out on a park bench. A 

But Dan Warren had made one fatal error. 
The unpredictable error that branded him as 
the killer. He had kept his gloves on, and in 
pulling the gun from his pocket, to shoot 
Heeth, he had pulled out a slip of paper with 
it. He couldn’t feel it, and he didn’t see it in 
his haste. It fell to the floor. 

The slip of paper was from his 
memorandum pad. On it, in Warren’s own 
handwriting was Doctor Heeth’s address! 
But—and this was what made the writing so 
easily identifiable—across the top, in print, 
was his name: Daniel Warren, Attorney-at-
Law. 

Harriet Cullen had arrived several minutes 
after he had gone, and had found the slip of 
paper. With it she was blackmailing him. And 
when she was cracking under the pressure 
Hood had put upon her, Warren had to get that 
slip of paper. 

When she defiantly told him she had 
already sent the slip to Hood, Warren silenced 
her, and sent one of his underworld 
connections to intercept the letter at Hood’s 
apartment. 

Once Peter Hood had seen the slip and the 
letter, the jig was up. 

“Well, anyway,” the lieutenant smiled, “if 
you ever get tired of murdering people on the 
radio you can always have a job here with us.”  

“I’ll keep it in mind,” Hood assured him. 
Then Doctor Coffin went out to pick up 

Marsha Dayton to drive her to meet her 
husband—outside State Prison.  

 
 
 
 
 
 


