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HAND OF GUILT 
By SAM BAYNE 

 
Nancy hurried into the hotel suite to give that millionaire 

customer a manicure, but what he needed more was—a coffin! 
 

T WAS Nancy Horton’s job to hold 
hands with men. Nancy was hotel 
manicurist for the swank Crystal 

Towers and, being a very pretty blond girl, 
was much in demand for holding hands. 
Any proposition that went further she 
could usually stave off tactfully, for Nancy 
was not only blond and pretty, but she was 
a very smart cookie also. 

Walking briskly down the tenth floor 
corridor, her manicurist’s equipment in a 

small black bag, she thought with approval 
of her next client, old Carlton Lansing. He 
was a millionaire and considered on the 
crusty side, but he was invariably nice to 
Nancy, never made any passes and tipped 
liberally. Moreover, he had his nails done 
frequently. 

“Got to keep ‘em trimmed,” he told 
her. “Bust ‘em on these blamed typewriter 
keys if I don’t. Made a million in oil, and 
now I got time to try doing what I always 
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wanted to do—write a book. I got stories 
to tell, young woman!”  

“I’ll bet you have,” Nancy said to 
herself. Lansing still had a gleam in his 
eye that told her he must have been quite a 
character in his youth. 

She turned a corner of the corridor and 
nearly bumped into a tall man, 
immaculately dressed in dark morning 
coat and striped trousers. He jumped 
nervously. 

“Ah, there, Miss Horton!” he said. 
“You startled me.”  

“Me, too,” Nancy said 
ungrammatically. She looked him over 
with the air of a mother examining a child 
starting off to school. As assistant manager 
of the hotel, Mr. Basil Hyde dressed the 
part. “Your carnation’s wilted,” she told 
him. 

“Ah, uh, yes,” Mr. Hyde said, 
dropping startled eyes to his lapel. It often 
seemed to him that the Horton girl lacked 
proper respect. “I must get a fresh one. 
Well, don’t let me keep you, Miss Horton. 
You’re busy, I’m sure.”  

Nancy let that go. “By best client 
called me,” she said, “Mr. Lansing. He’s 
in a rush today. Usually doesn’t have me 
come up until noon but here it is only ten 
and he’s already phoned down to the 
barber shop for me.”  

“Ten fourteen and a half,” said Mr. 
Hyde, glancing at his watch. He prided 
himself on being exact. “Better hurry 
along now.” 

 
ANCY gave him a nod and continued 
down the hall. The politeness 

between them was only a watchful truce, 
for she didn’t care much for the stuffed 
shirt and suspected Mr. Hyde didn’t like 
her much either. 

The door to Lansing’s suite, 1047, was 
open. This was not unusual, for Lansing 
liked lots of fresh air. Moreover, he had a 

bad case of gout from over-eating and 
over-drinking that kept him profanely 
hobbled to his chair. 

Nancy liked him despite his hard shell. 
He was courteous and generous with her, 
usually giving her five dollars for each 
manicure. And his lusty tales of adventure 
in the Oklahoma oil fields fascinated her. 

She rapped on the door, calling as she 
did so, “May I come in, Mr. Lansing? It’s 
the manicurist.”  

There was no answer. She thought he 
might not have heard her and she was a 
sure he was home, so she stepped through 
the open door. Then she stood rooted to 
the spot, her mouth opening and closing in 
speechless horror, her is eyes distended 
with fear. 

Carlton Lansing was sprawled in the 
big, overstuffed chair he liked so well. He 
was fully dressed, but his gray coat was 
marred by a blotch of blood that was still 
wet and shiny. Inches below his dangling 
fingers, an automatic pistol lay on the rug. 

A scream tore itself through the block 
in Nancy’s throat. She heard a muttered 
exclamation from out in the hall and a 
step. 

“Something wrong?” asked a deep 
masculine voice behind her. 

She swayed, turning a little. A lean, 
dark-haired young man, strange to her, 
stood in the doorway. 

“It’s Mr. Lansing!” she choked. “He—
he—I think he’s been shot!”  

The young man’s face stiffened. He 
moved past her, bent for a moment over 
the still form in the chair. 

“He’s dead,” he said, straightening up. 
His eyes were steady, they measured her 
without suspicion, but appraisingly, as 
though wondering about her part in this. 
“Shot through the heart.”  

Nancy’s throat tightened again. She 
was suddenly sick and wondered if she 
should make a dash for the bathroom. But 
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she was afraid her knees wouldn’t carry 
her there. 

“I’m Mark Tilford,” said the young 
man. “I have a room across the hall. Who 
are you?”  

“Nancy Horton—manicurist,” she 
managed to answer. 

“We’ll have to call the manager and 
have the police notified. This is murder, 
Miss Horton.”  

“Murder! How do you know?”  
He didn’t answer her. He picked up the 

phone and asked that the manager be sent 
to 1047 at once. It was important, he said. 

“The hotel is sound-proof,” he went 
on, after hanging up. “There isn’t much 
chance of the shot having been heard if the 
door of this suite was closed.”  

“It was open when I got here,” Nancy 
told him. 

Tilford shrugged. He glanced around 
the room and his eye fell on Lansing’s 
portable typewriter where it stood on its 
stand. There was a sheet of paper in the 
machine. Tilford bent over it and Nancy 
could see his brows draw together in a 
frown.  

Basil Hyde stepped into the room, 
looking important. He saw the dead man 
in the chair and came to a shocked halt. 

“What’s happened to Mr. Lansing?”  
“He’s been murdered,” Tilford said 

bluntly. 
“This is terrible,” Hyde said weakly. 

“Murdered! The hotel—” He went to the 
door and closed it. “We mustn’t have any 
publicity. The Towers has too good a 
reputation. Murder! Who did it?”  

“I’m sure none of us know,” Tilford 
said blandly. “Better call the police, Mr. 
Hyde.” 

 
N A dazed nightmare, Nancy saw the 
police arrive, saw them scatter with 

professional efficiency through the 
apartment. Flashguns popped, fingerprint 

men were busy, the medical examiner’s 
men were in and out. Then finally, the 
body was removed. 

Nancy, Tilford and Hyde were moved 
into Lansing’s bedroom. A round-faced 
cherub with a brown mustache introduced 
himself as Inspector Tom Blair and began 
to question them with deceptive 
gentleness. 

“You say Mr. Lansing phoned for you 
to give him a manicure this morning, Miss 
Horton. What time was that?”  

“It must have been just about ten,” 
Nancy said. She looked at Hyde. 
“Remember when I met you in the hall, 
you looked at your watch and said it was 
just ten-fourteen and a half.”  

Hyde’s eyebrows rose incredulously. 
“Miss Horton, I’m afraid I don’t 
understand. I didn’t meet you in the hall 
this morning. The first time I saw you 
today was when I came into this suite in 
response to a call from Mr. Tilford and 
found you here with him.”  

He managed to make “with him” 
sound incriminating somehow.  

Nancy flushed indignantly. “Why, how 
can you say that?” she demanded 
furiously. “I nearly ran into you and you 
said—”  

“I said several times to you,” Hyde 
interposed smoothly, “that it would be 
advisable for you to stop coming up here 
since Mr. Lansing had asked you to stop 
annoying him.” 

“Annoying him!” Nancy was 
completely taken aback. “What are you 
talking about?” 

Hyde glanced apologetically at 
Inspector Blair. “This is very embarrassing 
under the circumstances,” he said, “but 
Mr. Lansing seemed to think that Miss 
Horton was trying a polite kind of 
blackmail. I had planned to have a talk 
with her later today.”  
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“This is a serious charge, Miss 
Horton,” the Inspector said. He picked up 
the phone and talked to the hotel operator. 
“Did you have a call from this suite to the 
barber shop this morning? Thank you.” He 
put the instrument down. “There were no 
calls of any kind from this suite today.”  

“But—but I did get a call today,” 
Nancy insisted. She knew, even as she said 
it, how weak it sounded. 

A police lieutenant came in with a 
sheet of paper in his hand. 

“Found this in the typewriter, 
Inspector,” he said. 

Blair read the sheet and looked at 
Nancy again. “Listen to this,” he said, and 
read: ‘Ever since she has come into my 
life I live in fear of death. I can see it in 
her eyes when she looks at me, in her 
expression when she thinks I am not 
watching her. I am afraid-afraid!’ ”  

“They always overdo it,” Tilford said 
to no one in particular. “No wonder he 
never sold any.”  

“What are you talking about?” Blair 
snapped. “And would you mind telling me 
who you are, anyway?”  

“I’m an attorney,” Tilford said. “And I 
represent Miss Horton. She doesn’t have 
to answer any of your questions, Inspector, 
upon advice of counsel.”  

“No?” snapped Blair, like a badgered 
woodchuck. “Well she’s under arrest on 
suspicion of murder, Mr. Tilford, and let’s 
see what you can do about that!”  

“No!” wailed Nancy. “Oh, you can’t! I 
didn’t have anything to do with it! I didn’t, 
I tell you!”  

The room swam about her and 
everything was suddenly very faint and 
hazy and terrible, like a nightmare from 
which one keeps waking, only to fall back 
again. She remembered Tilford trying to 
reassure her, and other voices and eyes 
staring at her. 

Someone brought her coat and there 
was a ride in a car with streets and 
buildings and people going by like 
cardboard cutouts. She wanted Tilford, but 
he had disappeared. Vaguely she 
wondered about Hyde—why had he told 
such lies about her? And how could 
Lansing, who had always seemed to like 
her, write such wild and fantastic things 
about her? 

 
HE was sitting on a hard chair in a 
room whose outlines she could not see 

because a blinding light shone in her eyes 
and all beyond it was spangled haze. 
Inspector Blair’s face, like that of a 
ferocious rabbit, was thrust close to hers 
on one side, and another face, of a 
policeman in uniform, was close on the 
other side. And the questions hammered at 
her brutally while the light and heat of the 
big lamp dizzied and sickened her. 

“Why did you kill him?”  
“I didn’t—I don’t know anything 

about it!”  
“He was afraid of you. You threatened 

to kill him!”  
“I didn’t! I didn’t!”  
Blair thrust the automatic pistol under 

her nose. 
“Where’d you get this gun?”  
“I never saw it in my life!”  
Fingers pointing at her, fingers shaking 

menacingly under her nose. 
“Why did you kill him?”  
Fingers and hands. The noise and 

tumult seemed suddenly far away. Her 
mind was detached, floating. Hands. That 
was her business. She was a manicurist. 
Hands were important. You could tell a 
man’s character by his hands sometimes. 
And you could tell about his habits from 
his fingernails. 

“Listen,” she said. 
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The voices stopped. “You’ve got 
something to say? You want to make a 
statement?” That was Blair. 

“I’ve got something to tell you. When 
I met Mr. Hyde in the corridor this 
morning—yes, I know he denied it, but I 
did meet him—his carnation was wilted, 
mussed. It was too early for it to have 
wilted by itself. Maybe Mr. Lansing and 
he had a struggle—maybe if you examine 
Mr. Lansing’s coat you’ll find pollen. Or if 
you look under Mr. Lansing’s fingernails 
you may find traces of carnation petals—
or fibers from Mr. Hyde’s coat.”  

The light went off suddenly. As the 
glare died she saw Tilford and Hyde. The 
hotel manager looked at her with loathing. 

“She’s crazy,” he said. “A mad killer.” 
“Check his fingernails,” Nancy said 

wildly. “See if you don’t find some gray 
fibers from Mr. Lansing’s coat!”  

Hyde put his hands behind his back. A 
policeman stepped up and spoke in his ear. 

Hyde’s face went pale and he brought 
his hands out in front of him, to hold them 
helplessly. 

Tilford stepped in and took Nancy’s 
hand. “All right, Miss Horton,” he said. 
“You’re brilliant and I think you’ve given 
us all we need. I’ve been doing some 
checking and I found that Lansing had 
drawn fifty thousand dollars in cash for a 
business deal he was going to put through 
today.”  

Blair was instantly on the scent. “You 
mean Hyde found out about it?”  

“Hyde found out about it,” Tilford 
said. “He went to Lansing’s suite to get 

that money and killed him when Lansing 
resisted. Are you checking his nails, 
Inspector?” 

“We are,” Blair said grimly. “But what 
about that note? It shows Lansing was 
afraid of the girl.”  

“Have you got that note?”  
Blair handed it to the attorney. 
“See this number eight at the top of the 

page?” Tilford asked. “Know what it 
means?” 

“Of course!” Nancy cried. “He was 
writing a story!”  

“Right. Everybody in the hotel knew 
that Lansing was trying to write. Hyde 
knew it but wouldn’t tell, naturally. This 
wasn’t a letter, Inspector, it was part of a 
story. And pretty corny stuff too, if you 
ask me.”  

“It checks,” Nancy exclaimed 
excitedly. “That call for me came at just 
ten o’clock. It must have been Hyde who 
called, pretending he was Mr. Lansing. I 
got upstairs at ten fourteen and a half, by 
his watch and met him. He probably didn’t 
think I’d get up there so fast. What time 
did the medical examiner say Mr. Lansing 
had been killed?”  

“About ten,” Blair said. 
“There you are!” Nancy exclaimed. 

She felt light-headed and delirious. 
“If the fingernail check shows up,” 

Blair began, looking menacingly at Hyde. 
“It will!” Nancy said. “You can bet 

your last dollar it will. And where you are 
going for murder, Mr. Hyde, you can give 
my best to Dr. Jekyll!” 

 


