
Popular Detective, May, 1948 

 
By ROBERT SIDNEY BOWEN 

 
Chet Lacey saves an old man from sorrow and a young lady 

from folly — but almost doesn’t save himself from death! 
 

E HAD opened the office door so 
quietly I guess he was inside five 
or six seconds before I realized it. 

And when I did, I wasn’t pleased at all. He 
was the seediest looking guy you ever saw 
in your life; about a hundred and six years 
old, and as scrawny as they come. In a stiff 
wind his baggy clothes would blow away, 
and he’d be pinched. He looked like just 
another bum come in for a touch. I was 

tempted to ask him which one of the local 
down and outers had passed the word to 
him that Chet Lacey, Private Investigator, 
was always good for something. 

Instead, though, I raised one hand to 
forestall the sad story, fished out a half a 
buck and tossed it to him with the other. 

“Okay, Pop,” I said with a knowing 
smile. “Happy days.”  

He let the half buck clunk down onto 
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the rug and roll away, and stared at me as 
though I’d given him a punch on his 
crooked beak. 

“Sir!”  
The authoritative way he said it made 

me sit up and look at him good. 
“Come again?” I said. 
He drew himself up to his bony six 

foot one or two, and glared at me down his 
nose. 

“I did not come here to receive alms, 
Mr. Lacey, but to offer you money for 
your professional services.”  

That one floored me, and the usually 
nimble-minded Lacey stared down until 
the nine count to get reorganized. 

“My error,” I said, and waved at a 
chair. “Sit down. What’s your name, 
pop?”  

He made me wait until he had seated 
himself, and crossed his thin arms on his 
chest. 

“My name,” he said sternly, “is 
Harrison B. Harrison, sir!”  

Never-forgets-a-face Lacey you can 
call me, now! Yeah! All I had done was 
toss a half buck at an old gink who had a 
million bucks for every inch my coin had 
traveled—and a couple of railroads, and 
coal mines to boot. Well, as I came up for 
the third time I made a valiant effort. 

“I’m terribly sorry, Mr. Harrison,” I 
floundered. “But, you see . . . that is . . . I 
mean . . .”  

The twinkle that came into his watery 
eyes made my tongue trail off into silence. 

“Forget it, Mr. Lacey,” he said. “It’s 
quite all right. A great number of people—
er—do not care for my style of dress. I 
like it however. So that’s that!” 

He nodded for emphasis, and that took 
the twinkle right out of his eyes. Brother, 
did they become cold and businesslike! I 
could readily believe the story of how he 
had started in with nothing a few decades 
before, and knocked hades out of 

everybody until he had everything. A very 
mean, tough, and from-the-floor-swinging 
gent had been Harrison B. Harrison—and 
still was, with his eyes. 

“I want you to find a woman, Mr. 
Lacey,” he got down to brass tacks. “My 
granddaughter, Helen Fenton Harrison, to 
be exact.” 

 
HEN he spoke the name something 
began to stir in the back of my 

head. I mean, a bit of memory that 
wouldn’t come forward for inspection. I 
let it rest, looked at the old boy, and 
nodded. 

“I see, sir,” I said. Then, “How long 
has she been missing?”  

“Three days,” he told me. “Since 
Friday night.”  

“You’ve contacted her friends?” I 
wanted to know. 

He made a little gesture with one hand. 
“All of them. No one I’ve got in touch 

with has seen Helen since Friday 
evening.” 

“Any kidnapping notes?” I asked 
bluntly. 

He seemed to hesitate for a split 
second or two. But I wouldn’t have bet on 
it. He shook his head. 

“I had better tell you, Lacey, that my 
granddaughter left the house because of an 
argument we’d had,” he said slowly, and 
looked away from my eyes. “She lives 
with me. We are the only two Harrisons 
left. I’m . . . I’m very fond of Helen. But 
on some things we do not see eye to eye.”  

“Such as?” I asked, because the little 
bit of memory walking around in my head 
was beginning to click. 

“That is unimportant!” he snapped, 
and fished a hand into his inside jacket 
pocket. 

“Have you been to the police?” I 
asked, wondering if I was just a second 
choice guy. 
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He stopped fishing and fixed eyes on 
me that made me swallow. “I handle my 
problems in my own way, Lacey,” he 
barked. 

Which of course made Harrison B. 
Harrison a very sensible man in my 
estimation—for coming straight to me, I 
mean. Then he pulled a photo envelope 
out, slid out the contents and dropped it on 
my desk. 

“That was taken six months ago,” he 
said briskly. “She hasn’t changed since.”  

I took a gander at the picture of Helen. 
It was full length, very clear, and full of 
curves. The smile, and the glint in the 
eyes, made you hold your breath, and wish 
you could hold all the rest. And of course, 
when I looked at the photo that little 
memory came running right out into the 
open. 

A couple of years ago that beautiful 
face had appeared in all of our local 
newspapers because its owner had eloped 
to Mexico with a count who wasn’t any 
more of a count than you are. There had 
been quite a social howdy-do about it, but 
after a few days the Harrison dough had 
clammed up everything tight. And that had 
been that. 

1 studied the photo for a couple of 
moments longer. But not for strictly 
professional reasons. 

“And you have not heard from her?” I 
murmured. Then shooting a quick look at 
him, “Or from anybody else?”  

He made a gesture as though brushing 
the question aside. Or maybe because it 
annoyed him. He fished into his pocket 
again and came up with a checkbook and 
fountain pen.  

“Find Helen by six o’clock tomorrow 
night, Lacey,” he said, “and I will pay you 
ten thousand dollars.”  

He looked at me as he spoke the last, 
but I have iron control over my reflexes 
when I have to. And I had it then. He 

frowned. “How much for a retainer?” he 
snapped. 

I don’t know why, maybe it’s because 
big shots can rile me easily, but I 
answered, “Nothing.” And framed the 
picture by lighting a cigarette. 

He slapped his checkbook shut, stuck 
it back into his pocket, and stood up. 

“Good, then,” he said, and hesitated, 
biting a thin lower lip, “There’s just one 
thing, Lacey,” he finally continued, “the 
matter of discretion. Do anything, use any 
methods you see fit, but be discreet.”  

I wanted to laugh. I must protect the 
fine old Harrison name! 

“I understand, sir,” I said rising. “One 
more question, though. Why the time 
limit?” 

He bored me with his eyes, and I’ll 
admit I didn’t like it. “My whole life has 
been governed by time limits,” he said. 
“It’s a habit. Good-day, Lacey. I’m in the 
phone book, if .there is anything else.”  

“Good-day, sir,” I murmured, and 
watched him march out. 

But know something? On the way to 
the door darned if he didn’t bend over, 
pick up that half buck of mine, and slip it 
into his pocket! Right! The Harrison B. 
Harrison rule for riches, no doubt. Gather 
up the dough the saps throw away! 

W
 

ELL, I dropped into my desk chair 
and spent ten or fifteen minutes 

working on a few angles that occurred to 
me, and wolf-gazing at the photograph of 
the lovely mad-as-a-hatter Helen Fenton 
Harrison. Then presently the inner man 
signaled that it was time to close up shop 
and go out for the evening meal. So I 
performed the first duty, and went down 
out of the building and over to the lot 
where I parked my car. I was behind the 
wheel and putting the key in place when I 
noticed the sealed envelope on the seat 
beside me. 
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I ripped it open and took out what was 
inside. The pencil printed words read,  

Just forget the old man came to see 
you. A thousand dollars is better than a 
bullet! 

That’s what it read, and it was 
unsigned. And clipped to the note were ten 
brand new century notes! 

They looked wonderful, and they were 
wonderful to the touch, too. I unclipped 
them, and put them in my pocket. Then I 
read the note again. No soap. No bright 
ideas. It was printed in pencil on dime 
store paper. I leaned back and thought it 
over. Quite a problem. A thousand bucks 
to skip the whole thing. Ten thousand to 
make good and find the dame. A loss of 
nine thousand if I let it ride. The loss of 
my life, maybe, if I didn’t. I decided to see 
how things shaped up on a full stomach: 

On the way out I asked the parking 
attendant if he’d seen anybody fooling 
around my car. He shook his head, but that 
didn’t mean anything. The Marines could 
have taken off the tires, and that dopey 
lunk wouldn’t have noticed. His draft 
board had rated him 104-F! 

Well, there are two things I’m 
particular about. Women and food, so I 
drove across town to a little French 
restaurant that serves all the things I like 
best. On the way I had the feeling I get a 
lot of times in my business. Namely, that I 
was being followed. But by the time I 
reached the restaurant I was too hungry to 
keep on going and really make sure. 

So I parked, and went inside, and 
ordered, and had some more thoughts for 
myself. In a way, a debate, I suppose. 
What have you got to go on, I asked 
myself. Just the photograph of a dame who 
walked out of an argument with her money 
heavy grandfather. She may be in town, or 
she may be in New York or Los Angeles. 
So? In your pocket you have one thousand 
bucks. One thousand cash to relax and tell 

Harrison B. Harrison at six o’clock 
tomorrow night that you’re sorry but this 
was one you just couldn’t crack. A 
thousand bucks for some twenty-six hours 
of just relaxing. Not bad pay at all. 

In that mood I ate my dinner, paid for 
it, bought a deck of Luckies, and went out 
to the car ripping off the wrapper. I lighted 
up behind the wheel, and sat there thinking 
some more. Supposing I went after that ten 
grand . . . and, brother, I had decided on 
that come hell or high water—where 
would I start looking? A million places, 
considering it was the Harrison dame. 
Including under the rug! 

Well, maybe a ride around would give 
me an idea. Riding had helped out the old 
head a few times before, so why not give it 
another whirl? I started the car, tooled it 
away from the curb, and went rolling 
along with the traffic. I had rolled about 
ten blocks when I suddenly got one of 
those tiny breaks you can, if you’re lucky 
and smart, work up into lots of other 
things. I mean, that I suddenly knew for 
sure that I was being tailed. 

It was a Buick that looked just like a 
million other Buicks, except that it was a 
blue black and blended in nice with traffic. 
I pegged it in the rear view mirror, though, 
and after a couple of turns I knew that it 
was following me. But no amateur stuff. 
The guy behind the wheel, and I couldn’t 
see him clear, or if there was anybody with 
him, was good. He was very good. I pulled 
the slow, and I pulled the fast. He stayed 
right with me at the respectful, not to be 
observed distance. 

When I was dead sure, I grinned. I was 
happy again, and full of hope, and stuff. 
The kind donor of one thousand dollars 
was simply protecting his investment! So 
that was fine, and now I could go to work. 
The first job, of course, being to have a 
look at who was driving the tail car, and 
whoever was with him. I know lots of 
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people in town, and quite a few of them 
are chaps accustomed to trailing other 
people around in cars. 

 
O I went to work. I acted like I hadn’t 
the faintest idea that I was being tailed. 

On the contrary I acted like a guy trying to 
find a certain address and was having the 
devil’s own job of it. I went up this street 
and down that one, working out into the 
residential section. And then I found what 
I was looking for. It was a taxi parked in 
front of a house with the flag down. 

I rolled past it, saw the cabby reading a 
tabloid sheet while he waited, and shook 
hands with myself. I went on and turned 
the next block. The Buick came around 
just as I was turning again. I rolled down 
the street in back of the one where the taxi 
was parked, and turned right again. Then I 
stepped on the gas and whirled around to 
the taxi street in I might say nothing flat. I 
braked into the curb .four houses down 
from the taxi, and was ‘out and running 
before my rubber had stopped whining. 

I streaked for the cab and leaped in 
back. The cabby jumped, and twisted 
around. 

“Hey! This is—”  
I was waving a saw-buck at him by 

then from the floor. 
“For you if you turn around and go on 

reading!” I snapped. “Quick, bud!”  
Being a cabby he caught on fast. He 

twisted front and stuck his nose in the 
tabloid. I eased up and peeked out of a 
corner of the rear window. The Buick was 
just turning into the street, after braking 
before it over-shot. It came along, slowly. 
I could see the three guys in it clearly. One 
behind the wheel, and two sitting in back. 
As the car rolled by mine all three of them 
stared up at the house. 

Then slowly it came on, and I 
crouched low and held my breath. For a 
second I thought they were going to stop 

just abreast of the cab, but they didn’t. The 
Buick rolled on up the street. I eased up 
and watched it swing into the curb on our 
side five houses up. So that was that. The 
lads were going to sit it out. 

A half-idea was taking shape in my 
head when I heard an indistinct yell, and 
somebody’s front door bang shut. That 
crystallized the idea. 

“Keep reading, cabby, but listen,” I 
said quietly. “Ten more for you to stick 
your flag up and pull away from here for 
town.”  

“Nothing doing!” I got back. “I’m 
waiting for a regular. I gotta stick. What’s 
the big idea, anyway?” 

“Twenty bucks!” I snapped. “Just to 
drive a few blocks from here. You can 
come right back. What have you got to 
lose, pal?” 

He gave it five seconds thought, and 
then started his engine. As he tooled away 
from the curb he reached over and flipped 
up the meter flag. I belly hugged that 
floor, and held my breath. I also held my 
gun in my hand, because you never can 
tell. But everything went smooth as silk. 
Four blocks and a couple of turns later I 
knew the Buick had stayed put. My boy 
pulled into the curb, and turned to me. 

“Oke, this is far enough!” he said. 
“And I hope you weren’t kidding about 
that dough, bub!”  

The mean eye he gave me was 
inviting, but I had chores to do. I pulled 
thirty bucks from my roll and gave it to 
him. 

“This, plus a word, pal,” I said when I 
was on the sidewalk. “The guys in that 
Buick that parked were heeled. Tough 
babies. I hope they don’t ask you any 
questions. Catch on?”  

“Hey! You mean—?”  
I walked away from him quite satisfied 

that his “regular” would have to phone for 
another cab, or walk to where-ever he was 

S 
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going. One block down, and two blocks 
over I hopped into another cab parked at a 
regulation rank. This cabby was reading, 
too. But he tossed the paper down on the 
seat beside him as soon as I stepped in. 

“Where to?”  
I told him to take me to a drive-ur-self 

place down town and to step on it. He did 
and fifteen minutes later I was rolling by 
myself in a hired car on the main highway 
west of town, toward open country. And 
the old brain was spinning over just as fast 
as the four wheels. As I had figured, or 
rather prayed for, the little break had 
opened up a whole lot of possibilities. But 
whether they were all going to turn out in 
my favor was something else again. I 
mean, that in my business sometimes you 
do it by one little considered step at a time. 
And sometimes, when you have part of the 
picture, you take a running flying leap for 
the rest of it. The latter was what I was 
doing, because there wasn’t enough time 
on my side to take it slow. 

 
NYWAY, about twelve miles out I 
saw the colored neon signs of a very 

flashy roadhouse. The “Come Inn,” it was 
called. And whenever you have a hundred 
bucks or so to pay for nothing, The Come 
Inn is the place to head for.  True, if 
you’re a sucker you’ll come away thinking 
you’ve had a swell time. But . . . but, skip 
it. Barnum was right, as we all know. 

I eased off speed and slid into the 
parking space, cut the ignition and went 
inside. The place was well filled, and 
everybody was having a grand time trying 
to drown out the ten piece band with their 
giggles, shrieks, and goofy chatter. I went 
to the bar, and had a quick one. Then I 
walked through a curtained opening at one 
side toward a suite of rooms where Chips 
Logan, the owner, maintained his offices. 
Chips and I had known each other for a 
few years. Whether we liked each other’s 

racket was something else. But we had 
never tangled professionally, so at least 
there weren’t any hard feelings between 
us. Maybe we each figured the other was 
just a little too hot in his own way. 

Well, I hadn’t taken three steps beyond 
the curtains before a big ape blocked my 
path. And I do mean he was a big ape. 
And he didn’t have his hand in his right 
dinner jacket pocket to keep it warm. 

“Want somebody, Mister?” .he asked 
and, not being sure, smiled. 

“Yeah. Chips,” I told him, and smiled 
too. “Lacey is the name. On business. Tell 
him, will you?”  

He worked his heavy brows on that for 
a moment, and seemed to find no fault 
with it. 

“Wait, Mister,” he said, and turned and 
went through one of the doors.  

I waited two minutes, and then he 
came back, and nodded and held the door 
open. 

“Go on in,” he told me. 
I walked into a very fancy furnished 

business office. But I wasn’t interested in 
the furnishings. I was only interested in 
Chips Logan seated in back of a desk. He 
was about my age, and, I’ll admit, twice as 
good looking. He was in evening clothes, 
and if you were to meet him at a party 
you’d be very impressed. Believe me, 
Chips was no mug. He was a very smart 
business man. He greeted me with a 
cordial smile that didn’t extend to his eyes, 
however. 

“Evening, Lacey,” he said, and pulled 
a tray of drink makings toward him. “Have 
one? Sit down, sit down.”  

“Thanks,” 1 said sitting. “I do need 
one, bad.” He raised an eyebrow at that 
and splashed Scotch and soda into the 
proper places and handed me mine. 

“Trouble?” he echoed quietly. “Is that 
why you’re here?”  

I nodded, took a sip, and grinned kind 

A 
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of sheepishly. . 
“Funny, isn’t it?” I said with a forced 

laugh. “I once swore I’d never go to any 
one of you boys for help, but here I am. 
I’m up a tree, Chips. And you’re a guy 
who hears things. Maybe I could do you a 
favor some day.”  

“Maybe,” he said into his drink. 
“What’s the beef?”  

“This case,” I said with a frown. “I’m 
looking for a dame. A wild, crazy kid. 
She’s just disappeared.”  

“A snatch?” he asked, watching me. 
“And who?”  

“I’ll skip the name, but she’s dough,” I 
said with a gesture of my drink-free hand. 
“And I’m not playing it for a snatch. I 
don’t think it is.”  

Logan yawned and glanced at his wrist 
watch. “So why come to me?” he 
murmured. 

“I don’t know, exactly,” I said, and 
half-laughed again. “Except this. No 
sooner am I started trying to figure some 
angles than somebody drops a grand in my 
car, with a lay-off note. Well, the chump is 
out one grand because I’m going to find 
this dame! But tell me this, Chips. Do you 
know of anybody new in town who would 
think me sap enough to fall for a cheap 
scare like that?”  

He looked at me and laughed. “Relax, 
Lacey,” he said. “Or maybe we don’t 
know each other. Do you think I would 
admit it, if 1 did?”  

I let myself look angry-hurt, and then 
sighed and shrugged and got up. 

“Okay, okay, I get it,” I said. “I think I 
can find the dame. But it was that dime a 
dozen cheap skate, who thought he could 
buy me off with a grand, I’m interested in. 
Oh well, thanks for the drink, and nothing 
else. Be seeing you, Chips. S’long.”  

“S’long, Lacey,” he said uninterested. 
“And luck.”  

I stopped at the bar for another one 

before I went out to my car. I smoked a 
cigarette before I switched on the ignition 
key, and then I started driving back toward 
town. One eye on the road because it was 
dark, now. And the other on the rear view 
mirror. Three miles later the tailing car—
that had picked me up again when I left 
Logan’s—hadn’t gained or lost an inch on 
me. I grinned and the happiness stock hit a 
new high. 

We stayed just as we were all the way 
back to town. At least as far as the 
residential outskirts. Then the Lacey began 
to do his fancy stuff. I mean, I began to 
give that tail car driver a real job to 
perform. And I also mean, I really did. 
Half an hour later I had shaken him free, 
and my hired heap was doing seventy 
along a road that led straight to the 
mountains south of town. 

 
RETTY soon, though, it became 
upgrade, and the road twisted this way 

and that, so I had to ease off the speed. 
And fifteen minutes after that, when I 
topped a rise that fell down toward a 
mountain framed lake, I switched off the 
lights, killed the engine, and started 
coasting. There was no moon. In fact the 
entire heavens were clouded over. Luck 
was with me, though. I coasted two and a 
half miles down grade without having to 
brake quick once. At the bottom I let the 
car roll off a narrow dirt road until it was 
hidden from the main highway. 

I sat in the car doing a couple of things 
that needed doing, and then I got out and 
started walking. The lodge was about four 
hundred yards away—right by the lake 
and there were lights in two or three 
rooms, all on the ground floor. I circled 
the place twice. Then I went up to the 
front door and knocked. A couple of 
moments later it was opened by a very 
beefy, and tough-looking gent. He had a 
gun in his dangling hand, but I had 
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expected that. 
The boob hardly saw me. My gun 

muzzle broke his nose, and my right foot 
went inches into his stomach. As he fell I 
crowned him clean, dead center. Brutal? 
Sure! But fast and so effective. I dumped 
him in a coat closet to my right, turned the 
key and dropped it in my pocket. Then I 
slipped my gun back into its shoulder 
holster, closed the door, and walked along 
the hall and to the right into a comfy-
furnished living room. 

Helen Fenton Harrison sat reading a 
book, and a drink at her side, over by a 
crackling log fire. When I came in she 
looked up with a smile. Then frowned. 
And then smiled again. 

“Hello!” she said in a voice that 
matched the figure under the house gown. 
“Who are you?” 

“Just a guy,” I said casually, and 
walked over and dropped into a chair. 
“Just a guy earning a dollar. Could I have 
a drink?”  

She frowned at me, and absently 
waved at the makings on the coffee table. 

“Help yourself,” she said. “You say, 
earning a dollar? What do you mean? And, 
who are you?”  

“Lacey is the name,” I told her, and 
mixed one. “Chet Lacey to nice people, 
and pretty girls.”  

She didn’t know how to take that, and 
didn’t waste any time on it. Instead she 
laughed, and drank deep of what was in 
her glass.  

“Dear old H.B.H.!” she trilled. “So he 
hired Chet Lacey, the famous private 
detective? Poor old grandpappy! He’ll just 
never realize that I’m of age and have a 
mind of my own!”  

“He’s a nice old boy,” I said, and 
drank. 

“A darling, when he doesn’t play 
king,” she said. “How much is he paying 
you, Chet?”  

I grinned and shook my head. “We’re 
to talk that over later,” I said. Then 
finishing my drink, “Well, let’s go. He’s 
waiting.”  

She looked at me as though I was nuts. 
Then she smiled, shook her golden locks 
and wiggled very nicely to a more comfy 
position in her chair. 

“Uh-uh, Chet,” she said. “Have 
another drink, because maybe you didn’t 
hear me. I’m of age. I do as I darn please! 
You tell that to H.B.H. when you see him. 
Also what he can do with the money I’m 
supposed to get when I marry a man of 
whom he approves!” 

There was the real old fire in her eyes 
when she spoke the last. And I guess I felt 
a little sorry for the kid. But business is 
business with me. I had myself a drink, 
and glanced casually around, and wished 
the hair on the back of my neck would 
stop quivering. So far so good for the 
Lacey, but more than once in the past have 
the Lacey’s well laid plans been kicked to 
the moon. 

“And he didn’t like Chips Logan?” I 
murmured, watching her. “Or doesn’t he 
know?” 

She laughed and threw her head back. 
She had a nice throat. 

“Would I be here if—” she began and 
stopped short. Then putting down her 
drink, “Which reminds me! Just how did 
you get here?”  

At that instant I thought I heard 
something, but I didn’t take my eyes off 
her face. 

“Your current heart throb is a dope, 
Helen,” I said in a flat level voice. “He 
gave three of his boys a little job to do. 
Three of his lads whose maps are as 
familiar to me as Truman’s picture. I 
simply added two and two. The Come Inn 
is too noisy and crowded for you. Much 
better Chips’ lake lodge. So, here I am.”  

“Yes, chum,” came Chips Logan’s 
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voice right in back of me. “So here you 
are, is right!”  

I didn’t move a muscle as Logan’s 
hand slid over and around in front of me, 
and took away my shoulder holstered gun. 
Then he stepped around me where I could 
see him. Also his own gun that he had in 
his right hand. 

“My old friend been bothering you, 
sweet?” he said to the dame. 

She made oh-such eyes at him, and 
shook her golden mop. 

“Why no, darling,” she exclaimed. “I 
think he’s cute!”  

I didn’t check the squirm in time. 
Logan laughed over at me as he motioned 
for Helen to mix him one.  

“Hello, cutey!” he jeered. “Or should I 
say chump?”  

I gave him a steady smile, and an eye 
he could figure about for a while if he 
wanted to.  

“Depends if you’re looking in a mirror, 
Chips,” I said easily, and put my three-
quarters finished drink on the coffee table. 
“If you know what I mean?”  

“Perfectly,” he said just as easily. “But 
your little act at the Inn fell sort of flat, 
didn’t it?”  

I gave him a surprised look. “Flat?” I 
echoed. “Why, Chips! It paid off one 
hundred per cent!”  

That baffled him enough to make him 
blink, and absently heft his gun in his 
hand. I leaned over a little and rested my 
spread hands on my knees. 

“Certainly!” I jabbed it in. “You 
should have driven yourself. The guy who 
did drive was a bum.”  

He sneered and I didn’t feel too good 
as he started rubbing his index finger up 
and down the curve of the trigger.  

“That bum was me, Lacey,” he said. 
“Important things I always handle alone.”  

“Hey! Am I an orphan around here, or 
something?”  

I didn’t give Chips a chance to tell her 
yes or no. 

It was a ripe time for my long shot in 
the dark. 

“The old boy isn’t going to come 
through by six o’clock tomorrow night, 
Chips,” I said with a grin. “You see, I told 
him not to.”  

Logan stiffened. His lips went a little 
thin, and his eyes very hard. 

“No?” was all he said. 
“No,” I said. Then, “But I’m curious. 

Just how much did you figure to get out of 
him, anyway? A million? Is the Inn in the 
red that much, Chips?”  

Little lights began to dance about his 
eyes. And to be truthful, little chills began 
to dance up and down my spine. But right 
at that instant Helen busted into the 
conversation again. And busted, because 
she was both mad, and puzzled. 

“Say, what’s this all about?” she 
demanded looking from Logan to me. 
“What about six o’clock tomorrow night? 
What about a million, and my grandfather? 
What—”  

I stopped her by jerking my head at 
Logan. 

“The price, beautiful,” I said. “A guess 
at the price your love flame expects your 
grandfather to pay for not marrying you! 
By six o’clock tomorrow night!”  

She blinked, and then laughed loud. 
Logan laughed too. But it was difficult for 
him because his eyes were spitting all 
kinds of hate at me. 

Then Helen stopped laughing and 
snorted. 

“You a detective, rats!” she snapped. 
“You can’t even understand the English 
language. I’ve told you twice that I’m of 
age! Have I got to start wearing my birth 
certificate around my neck on a chain?”  

“Ha, ha!” said Logan, narrowing his 
eyes even more. “Lacey, the guy who sees 
all, knows all!”  
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“Check!” I said, leaping on the perfect 
opening. “Lacey the guy who knows all. 
One item, Chips. Why you won’t marry 
this lovely!”  

“Why not, Lacey?” 
 
OGAN’S voice was hardly above a 
whisper. The moment gripped the girl, 

because though her mouth was open to 
speak not a sound came out. And me, I 
wasn’t reading any book. I’d bluffed, and 
probed, and prodded, and jabbed as much 
as I could. We were all at the peak. 
Somebody was going to fall off. 

“Why, Lacey?” It was like a couple of 
shots. 

“Because, Helen,” I said talking fast, 
“Logan is already married. Has been for 
years. His wife’s a cripple over in the—”  

That’s as far as I got. She let out a 
straggled cry, and reached to grab Logan’s 
hand. 

“Chips! Say that isn’t—” 
Maybe she finished it, maybe she 

didn’t. I don’t know. I was too busy going 
into action. Logan’s gun pounded as I 
went off my chair fast. I felt the slug burn 
an inch or two of my back. Then a little 
twenty-five Logan overlooked tucked in 
my sock top was in my hand and spitting. 
The first got him in the throat. The second 
went through his right eye, even as he shot 
again and broke a mirror on the far wall. 

I let momentum carry me through and 
came up by Helen, who was staring glassy 
eyed. In a flash I belted her on the chin 
with my left hand. She went out like a 
light, and pitched sidewise over the arm of 
her chair. By then I had stopped moving. 
Sucking in air, I waited five full seconds 
for running footsteps. There were none. 

Chips had spoken the truth. He had 
come alone. 

I took a couple of steps and bent over 
him. He was as dead as they come. I took 
his gun, and my own. Put mine in my 

holster, and his in my pocket. Then I went 
back to the dame, and taking my twenty-
five I put it into her right hand; finger 
crooked on the trigger, and everything. 
Then I picked up the soda syphon, 
propped her up a little, and let her have it 
straight in the face. She came around on 
the second squirt. Eyes open, and gasping. 

“Wh-h-at happened!” She saw Logan 
and the streams of blood, and went white 
but didn’t pass out. “Oh my heavens! 
What—”  

By then I had a thumb and forefinger 
on the muzzle of my gun in her hand. As 
she stared dull eyed I took the gun out of 
her hand and carefully wrapped it in a 
clean handkerchief. Then as she continued 
to stare I dropped handkerchief and gun in 
my pocket. 

“You little fool!” I bit off at her. “You 
should have let me take care of him. But, 
no! You go crazy when you learn he’s 
married, and will leave you flat just as 
soon as your grandfather comes through. 
So when he clouts you on the jaw, you go 
haywire and let him have this!” 

I touched my pocket that had the 
wrapped-up gun and watched her. She 
blinked a couple of times, and then shook 
her head wildly. 

“No, no!” she cried. “That isn’t my 
gun! That’s yours! I didn’t—” 

“Didn’t you?” I cut her off, and 
slapped her face. “Baby, your prints are on 
this gun. And two slugs from this gun are 
in him! You figure it out. Come on!” 

I half expected trouble, but I didn’t 
have a bit of it. She let me lift her to her 
feet, hand under her arm, and lead her out 
of the place. I led her down to where my 
car was parked, and put her in the front 
seat. She was like a lump of clay and just 
as cold. But just before I started the car 
she looked at me glassy-eyed and spoke. 

“Was that true?” she said in a dull 
voice. “Was—was he married?” 

L 
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“He was,” I said with proper emphasis. 
“It’s a hobby of mine to learn all I can 
about the smooth boys in this town. That 
was a little item I’ve known about Chips 
Logan for quite some time. So when I 
knew it was you two, it was easy enough 
to figure out what angle Chips was 
playing. Now, I’m going to play my angle! 
I told you I was earning myself a dollar.” 

 
HE asked me what I meant by that, but 
I just gave her a hard laugh and backed 

the car out of that dirt road onto the main 
one. And I kept it like that all the way 
back to the street driveway end of her 
grandfather’s place. By then she was 
trembling, and crying softly. Like the way 
her kind does, when the toy house falls 
down, and they get sky-blue-pink scared. 

Parking, I reached across her and 
opened the door. 

“Out, baby, and get a good night’s 
sleep,” I said tough like. “And tell your 
grandfather that maybe I got a gun for 
sale.” 

“But I never saw that gun!” she got out 
with a terrible effort. “It isn’t mine. I don’t 
remember—”  

“So maybe it isn’t yours!” I slapped at 
her. “Maybe Chips gave it to you for 
company while at the Inn. But it has your 
prints on it, and the two slugs are in Chips. 
Now beat it. The old boy knows where to 
reach me!”  

The old boy reached me a couple of 
hours later. At my apartment. I was having 
a night cap when he pounded on the door, 
and jabbed the bell button all at the same 
time. I opened up, and he came in on fire. I 
half expected to see an old Civil War 
pistol in each bony fist. He kicked the door 
shut and glared at me. 

“So ten thousand wasn’t enough, eh?” 
he roared. “You intend to blackmail me! 
To bleed me until—”  

“Shut up!” I rapped at him. “That gun 
business was just an additional service 
rendered!”  

He gulped, and let his thin frame sink 
down into my best chair. I pushed a bottle 
toward him but he shook his head 
absently. 

“You mean, then. . .?” he began. “You 
mean, about Helen shooting . . .?”  

“Exactly!” I cut him off again. “An 
extra service. To teach her the kind of a 
lesson you haven’t been able to in all these 
years she’s been running wild.”  

He started to speak, but drank straight 
from the bottle first. “I see,” he said in a 
low voice. “Tell me the whole story, will 
you?” 

So I told him the story from the time 
he’d left my office until I’d dumped his 
dizzy granddaughter in his driveway. 

“I did that gun stunt to scare some 
sense into her crazy, empty head,” I 
finished up hard voiced. “Obviously she’s 
run to you for help and protection. Well, 
that’s what you want. Don’t tell her the 
truth. Keep her as she is for a while. The 
right guy is bound to come along sooner or 
later.”  

“There has been one right along,” the 
old boy said as though talking to himself. 
“Yes. Maybe now Helen will listen to him. 
But, Lacey, I don’t like to think of Helen 
going through life thinking—”  

“She doesn’t have to,” I stopped him 
the third time. “Tell her the truth for a 
wedding present. But right now you tell 
her this. Why did you hold back from me 
that Logan had contacted you and 
propositioned for so much dough not to 
marry your daughter? And how much was 
it?”  

“Two hundred thousand,” he said. “It 
was a phone call. I didn’t know who. He 
was going to tell me where to send the 
money tonight. I . . . Lacey, I was afraid 
Helen was a part of it. She hasn’t any 

S 
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money of her own, you see? I thought she 
was putting somebody up to it, knowing 
I’d pay. I said nothing to you, hoping that 
you’d simply find her and bring her home 
to me.”  

The poor dear old dope! He still didn’t 
catch on that his granddaughter was of 
age, and that not even the Lacey could 
have brought her home to stay. 

“And why didn’t you?” he asked, and 
pulled out his checkbook. “When you 
figured where she probably was, why 
didn’t you go straight there, instead of 
going to the Come Inn first?”  

“Because your granddaughter’s of 
age!” I practically shouted at him. “So I 

had to make her see the picture as it really 
was. Get Logan there, and rub him around 
to where he’d bust loose. And—drat it, 
Harrison! The lure has been removed. Isn’t 
that even better still?”  

He looked at me, and I saw the light 
dawn. He scribbled on a check, ripped it 
out, and handed it to me. I took a gander at 
it, and gasped. Harrison B. Harrison 
chuckled, and reached for the bottle. 

“Extra pay for extra services rendered, 
Cupid!” he chuckled again and tilted the 
bottle. 

And for a twenty-five thousand dollar 
check you can call me Cupid, too! 

 


