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CHAPTER I 
 

Murder on His Mind 
 

HEY looked like any ordinary 
couple in a neat convertible, rolling 
along a country road and quite 

oblivious to the changing autumn colors 
about them, or to the sound of the sea from 
somewhere beyond the cliff’s edge. 

Janet shivered, for it was cold enough 
to require a heater going and the top of the 
convertible up, but they were so close to 
their destination that it would have been 
foolish to stop and go through all this. 
Janet missed a glove, dug a hand down 
behind the seat cushion and ferreted out 
the brown glove. She shook a little rice 
and confetti off it. 

“Danny” –she blew the confetti at him 
as he turned—“let’s get married every 
other week. It’s so much fun.”  

Dan Adair laughed, patted her cheek, 
and when she pouted at him, he kissed her 
soundly with an utter disregard for the 
curving road they traveled. 

It was an astounding thing, Danny told 
himself, how two such widely diversified 

feelings could exist at the same time in the 
same person. He was in love with Janet, 
and revolted by her. His mind had been 
made up for some time. If she had done 
what he felt only she could have—then he 
was bound to kill her. 

“Janet,” he said “are you sure you 
don’t mind living at the house—that is, 
after what’s happened?”  

“Of course not.” Janet smiled. “I’m not 
afraid of houses just because people have 
died in them. I only wish our honeymoon 
could be more pleasant for you, darling.”  

“It’s no honeymoon at all,” he said, 
looking straight ahead. In a moment now 
they would top the ridge and he would he 
able to look down at the old house and the 
cliff—and the spot where Russ had gone 
to his death. 

“It’s enough for me,” Janet sighed 
contentedly. “Just being with you.”  

He wondered how she could act it out 
so well. Janet, the murderess! Janet, the 
loving newly-wed. If she hadn’t lied about 
it, he would never have been overcome by 
this obsession. But Russ had been 
murdered. True, the police didn’t say so. 
They put it down as an accident. 
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Something that might easily happen to a 
cripple who was confined to a wheel-chair. 
Even Danny might have believed this—if 
Janet had told the truth. 

 
 MOMENT later they saw the house 
with its gables and turrets, and its 

widow’s walk encased in a railing and 
overlooking the sea. The place was almost 
a hundred years old, set amidst rolling 
countryside that ended abruptly at the 
cliff’s edge. 

“It’s lovely!” Janet suddenly held his 
arm tightly. “Oh, Danny, it’s the loveliest 
place I’ve ever seen!”  

“Russ liked it,” Danny said in a low 
voice. 

“You can’t get over him, can you, 
Danny? Tell me about Russell. You’ve 
never really said much since he died. 
Before that it was Russ all the time, but 
only in general terms. I want to know what 
sort of a man he was.”  

Danny could hardly believe it. Her 
voice was warm and tender. She could talk 
about the man she had murdered as though 
what she had done had been a kind and 
charitable act. 

“Russ?” Danny said. “He was—just 
Russ. Eight years older than I. He 
practically raised me after Dad and Mother 
were killed. Then Russ got polio. It left 
him a wheel-chair cripple and I took over. 
We had plenty of money. Since his death, 
his share has become mine. We’re quite 
wealthy, Janet.” 

She nodded. “I assumed as much, 
though it really doesn’t matter. How long 
shall we live here, Danny?” 

“Does it make any difference?” he 
asked. 

“Only that—perhaps I could help do 
something that might free a too vivid 
memory of Russ from your mind. I know 
how much you loved him, and what he 
thought of you.” 

“How did you know that?” he 
interrupted roughly. 

“Why, from what you’ve told me, of 
course. Let’s not talk about it now. I can’t 
talk any more now. My heart is too full 
of—yes, gladness. Because Russell’s 
death shouldn’t affect us, Danny.”  

“That’s easy for you to say. You never 
knew or saw Russ.”  

“I know that, but I married his brother, 
and I want to make you happy. I can’t 
unless you help yourself, and grieving 
over him . . . Danny, try to see it my way.”  

“All right.” He turned the car into the 
long, sloping driveway to the house. “I 
won’t be morbid on my wedding trip. 
Anyway, here we are. Be sure to like it, 
Janet, because we might live here a long, 
long time.”  

She stepped out of the car and breathed 
in the crisp, tangy air. Again Danny 
wondered how she could possibly be what 
he had branded her as being. A mercenary 
murderess! She was so downright pretty. 
Not flamboyantly so, but her hair was just 
the right shade of brown and her eyes were 
the lovely gray he had always admired. 
She had even lips, well-shaped. She 
reached almost to his chin, and was built 
like a little doll. Now, encased in her silver 
fox jacket, head thrown back, she looked 
like a goddess. 

He found himself close beside her, his 
arms around her, and she bent willingly 
into his embrace. He kissed her, tenderly 
at first and then hard. It was so odd, this 
feeling of love and revulsion. The two 
shouldn’t exist together. They were 
incompatible, rubbing like pieces of 
sandpaper, and were making his life a 
torment already. 

Because, as he kissed her, he was 
scheming. The doorbell would show. At 
least give a slight indication. He led her 
onto the porch. 

“Wait here for me,” he said, “while I 
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fetch the bags. I can’t leave them for 
Lissy. She’s getting too old to handle 
heavy things.”  

He returned with a bag under each arm 
and gripping two more with his fingers.  

“Be a good girl,” he said, “and 
announce our arrival. Lissy is probably in 
the kitchen, and hasn’t heard us.”  

“Of course,” Janet said. 
She raised a gloved hand to the big 

knocker set high in the door. The hand 
hesitated, then came down. Beside the 
door frame was one of a pair of owl heads, 
set on either side of the door. This one 
secreted an electric bell. When the owl’s 
beak was pushed, the connection sounded 
a fairly loud bell. But unless one was quite 
familiar with the fact that there was a bell 
in this odd place—put there solely for the 
use of Russ so he might reach it easily 
from his wheelchair—any visitor would 
have automatically used the brass knocker. 

Danny’s lips tightened and his eyes 
grew colder when he saw Janet touch the 
bell without any further hesitation.  She 
was humming a bit as she stepped back. 

“Darling,” she asked, “what is Lissy 
like? Will we get along, do you think?”  

“You will, or you won’t,” Danny told 
her. It was hard to keep the deadly 
coldness out of his voice. “Lissy likes you, 
or doesn’t like you. There’s never a 
halfway for her. But why shouldn’t she 
like you?”  

“I don’t know,” Janet said. “I just 
worry about those things.”  

He forced a laugh. “Lissy is about 
sixty. She took care of my grandparents 
and—mark this—she considers the house 
as much her property as it is mine. She’ll 
boss the devil out of you, but after a while 
you’ll like it. She lives about two and a 
half miles further up the road. Has her own 
little house and goes back and forth in a 
car that looks as old as Lissy herself.” 

 

HE door opened and Lissy was there, 
red-faced from the hot kitchen, and 

there were dabs of flour on her forehead. 
She went past Janet, hugged Danny, bags 
and all, then turned to Danny’s new wife. 

Lissy had a thin face and spare body. 
With her head cocked slightly to one side, 
she reminded Janet of a rooster trying to 
select a harem. For some reason the 
thought made Janet smile. 

“She’s a pretty child.” Lissy smiled, 
too, and Janet liked her. “Exactly what we 
need in this old tomb of a house. I’ve fixed 
the north wing. You’ll find everything 
ready, and dinner will be, too—in about 
half an hour.”  

“Perhaps I could help in the kitchen,” 
Janet suggested. 

Lissy cocked her head a little more. 
“Repeat that offer after dinner,” she said. 
“When there are dishes to be done. Then 
see how quickly I’ll take you up on it.”  

Danny let Janet precede him. She 
climbed the stairs, helping now by 
carrying one of the bags. At the top, she 
turned without hesitation and made her 
way to the proper wing. 

She quickly unpacked the three bags 
which were hers, then changed to warm 
slacks and an ivory colored sweater. 

“Darling,” she said, “I insist you take 
me for a walk to the cliff before dinner. I 
want to be so hungry when I sit down that 
Lissy will love me forever.”  

“She does already,” he assured her. “I 
can measure Lissy’s reactions. Of course 
we’ll go to the cliff, if there is time. 
Otherwise, we can go there tonight. I think 
we’ll have a half moon and the sea is 
especially wonderful then.”  

She kissed him lightly. “We’ll save it, 
Danny. I like moonlight and cliffs and the 
ocean and my new husband.”  

After dinner, which Lissy watched 
them eat, Janet went into the kitchen and 
helped. Danny, in the living room, 
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smoking a pipe and trying to tell himself 
he was a fool, heard the two women 
chattering. Now and then their voices 
ceased or became low. He wondered what 
Janet was telling Lissy. 

Lissy, her ancient and molting hat atop 
her white hair, came into the living room 
and tossed the boa she called her alley cat 
around her thin throat. 

“She’s tired, poor thing, and gone to 
her room for a rest,” she said. “Let her 
have an hour’s sleep. She’s a nice girl, 
Danny. See that you live up to her.”  

Danny nodded and removed his pipe. 
“Lissy, sit down a moment. I haven’t seen 
you since the funeral, and then there 
wasn’t time to talk. What really happened? 
To Russ, I mean. If anyone knows, you 
do.”  

She didn’t sit down. “Danny, you’re 
grieving for a man who wouldn’t have 
grieved for you. Russ was too practical for 
that. What happened to him? Heaven alone 
knows. He rolled himself out in that 
wheel-chair of his and went too close to 
the edge of the cliff. It may be he sat there 
and fell asleep and the chair rolled over of 
its own accord. Maybe he didn’t know he 
was so close to the edge. And then-maybe 
he became tired of living in a wheel-
chair.” 

Danny slapped the arm of his chair. 
“Lissy, you’re not even to think that! Do 
you understand? Russ didn’t kill himself. 
He’d never have done that, and I won’t 
permit even a whisper of it to exist.”  

“Yes, Mr. Adair,” Lissy nodded, and 
the boa slid down over one shoulder. She 
hoisted it up nervously, turned and walked 
to the door. Danny called her. 

“Lissy—I’m sorry.” He passed a hand 
over his eyes. “Please believe me, I wish I 
hadn’t said that to you.”  

“It’s all right, Danny.” She had half a 
sob in her throat. “Quite all right, Danny, 
Good night.” 

CHAPTER II 
 

Hovering Death 
 

AN ADAIR went to Russell’s room a 
few moments later and closed the 

door. Russ almost seemed to be here, 
seated in the wheel-chair, thin face pale 
and dark brown eyes shining with a zest 
for life. Nothing got him down—not even 
polio. 

Danny sat down behind the desk. He 
started with the top drawer, examining 
papers, sorting them, throwing some away 
and retaining others for further study. Russ 
had always handled the financial part of 
the estate, and now it was all Danny’s 
problem. 

He found the little comb with its gold 
border and the initials “JLB.” in the top 
drawer of Russ’ desk. He had never seen it 
before, but this was Janet’s comb. He 
knew it, just as certainly as he had 
recognized wisps of her hair in the guest 
room wastebasket the day after Russ was 
killed. As he had identified the unique 
perfume she used, and which had still 
lingered in the guest room closet. 

Janet had been in this house before. 
She had talked to Russ, though she swore 
she had never seen him. Why had she 
come? Because Russ sensed she might be 
a gold-digger and wanted to satisfy 
himself about her? Or had she come of her 
own accord, to lay plans for murder? 

Danny had gone through with the 
wedding, though he could have reasonably 
postponed it because of Russell’s death a 
week before. He had married Janet so she 
could be near him. So he could kill her 
easily, once he became convinced of her 
guilt. 

There, in the silence of that room, a 
new idea came to Danny. It set him to 
brooding and he restrained a quiet little 
shiver of apprehension with some 
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difficulty. If Janet had murdered Russ so 
that her new husband would come into the 
whole estate, then the estate was what she 
had angled for. Didn’t that mean she 
would also kill her new husband? Would 
she be willing to share with him an estate 
she had already murdered to possess? 

The death of Russ had been a perfect 
crime. Nobody suspected anything and 
never had. Janet, behind that facade of 
loveliness and sweetness, possessed a 
calm, orderly, calculating mind. If it was 
now concerned with another murder, 
Danny had cause to worry. . . . 

Danny was back in the living room 
when Janet came downstairs shortly after 
nine o’clock, and he greeted her with all 
the warmth he could summon. 

“You look rested,” he said. “And 
prettier every minute you live. Darling, 
you will like it here. I know you will.”  

“I know that, too, Danny. Now I want 
my share of moonlight. Take me to the 
cliff. I’m afraid of heights, so hold me 
tightly when we get there—and don’t go 
too near the edge. You’ve got a scary wife 
on your hands, darling.”  

They walked, hand in hand, across the 
meadow toward the cliff and the rolling 
sea. They reached a point twenty feet from 
the cliff’s edge and stopped there. Janet 
passed an arm around him, and leaned 
against him as if she were tired. Quite 
automatically he held her, too, and there in 
the charm of the moon and the magic of 
the ocean, he almost forgot that she had 
killed his brother and would try to kill 
him. 

He was in love with her again, just as 
he had been before that day when Russ 
had plunged to his death. Danny glanced 
toward the broken edge of cliff over which 
the wheel-chair and Russ had plunged. 
There were rocks below, sharp crags at the 
bottom of a hundred foot drop. 

He shuddered, and Janet felt the tremor 

pass through his body. 
“Are you cold, darling? You should 

have worn a sweater.”  
“I think,” he said, “we’d best go back.”  
“Danny!” She took a forward step. 

“Danny—there, to the right a bit. 
Something that gleams in the moonlight.”  

He saw it too, left her, and moved 
toward it. Half a dozen paces away he 
recognized it as Russell’s gold pencil. 
What in the world was it doing here, an 
appreciable distance from the spot where 
Russ had gone over? Danny moved closer 
and bent to pick up the pencil. His fingers 
closed around it and he was straightening 
when he felt the cliff give way. 

It felt like an elevator unexpectedly 
dropping from beneath him. There was no 
crumbling sensation. Just a sudden 
vacancy beneath his feet. He cried out and 
Janet screamed. He heard the scream grow 
shriller as he plunged down. 

An edge of rock ripped his coat at the 
shoulder, but it helped to check the wild 
fall. He hit another crag and this time he 
was able to grab at it with both hands. The 
fingers slid off. There was too much 
momentum in his descent. He clawed out 
again and managed to look down. What he 
saw, in the moonlight below him, was 
bloody death in those sharp rocks. 

 
E SAW the ledge, too, flat enough 
and wide enough so that he swung 

his feet toward it and landed against it 
with his thighs. 

He couldn’t maintain any sort of 
balance, but now his fall was checked 
sufficiently so that he managed to secure a 
grip on the ledge. 

He hung there, wondering if that was 
Janet’s scream still ringing in his ears, or if 
she hadn’t stopped. Slowly, grimly, he 
pulled himself up until he had an elbow 
against the ledge. Then a knee was over 
the side of it and finally he lay there, 
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panting and shivering, half an inch from 
eternity. 

“Danny! Danny!” Janet’s voice floated 
down to him. “Danny!”  

Without thinking, he raised his head. 
“I’m all right so far. I need a rope. You’ve 
got to fetch a rope.”  

“I’ll get one!” she called back. 
“There’s rope in the tool shed. Darling, 
hang on! Hang on—I’ll be as quick as I 
can!”  

Then he wondered why he even let her 
know he was still alive. If she thought he 
had plunged to his death, she wouldn’t 
take any further steps to kill him. Now he 
had simply given her another opportunity, 
perhaps a better one. 

She was gone an amazingly short time 
for being a stranger on the premises. He 
heard her cry out and looked up. She was 
lying on the edge of the cliff. If her fear of 
height was real, she must have been 
thoroughly frightened. She called 
something to him, but the wind took the 
words away. 

Then a rope came down. A good 
strong rope, probably purchased by Lissy 
for use as clothes line. It swung there, 
temptingly close. If he took it, he might 
climb to the ledge just above, and from 
that to the top would be easy to make. If 
the rope didn’t give away. 

“Danny”—he could hear her now—
“the rope is anchored to a tree. Are you 
hurt? Can you climb the rope?”  

“Yes,” he called back. “I’m coming 
up.”  

He wound the rope about his middle, 
grasped it with both hands and leaned 
back. If she was going to let go, now was 
her chance. The rope held. He braced 
himself, set his feet against the sheer wall 
and started climbing. 

The sweat stood out in great beads on 
his face. It would be so easy now. Let the 

knot slip—if the rope really was tied to a 
tree. 

Let it slip, then sobbingly relate how 
the tragedy had occurred when help finally 
had come. 

He looked up, but she had disappeared. 
He took a long breath, swarmed up the 
rope, and made for a small bush projecting 
from the side of the cliff. He had to make 
it. If she let the rope go he would need that 
bush. It looked as if it might hold him. 

“Danny! Danny!” Her voice floated 
down again. 

“I’m okay,” he shouted back. “Watch 
that rope.”  

“Danny, wait. Don’t risk it. The knot I 
tied isn’t very good but someone is 
coming. I see a car, and I’ve been 
yelling!”  

He reached the bush and wound an 
arm about it. Now if the rope slipped, he 
still would have a lease on life. He stayed 
there until he heard a man’s voice and 
Danny came as near to fainting as he ever 
had in his life.  

“Dan,” the man called. “Hold it a 
moment! Don’t move. Don’t put any 
weight on the rope yet. Hold it, do you 
hear me?”  

Good old Steve Taylor! Now he was 
safe. Now Janet couldn’t complete her 
little act of murder. 

Why, Steve would wring her neck if he 
ever suspected. . . . 

“Tie a hitch under your arm.” Steve 
called down again. “I’m going to haul you 
up. Yell when you’re ready.”  

Danny came overside, helped by both 
of Janet’s hands. When he was safely 
away from the edge she went into his arms 
and alternately sobbed and shivered. 

She couldn’t speak, couldn’t move. 
Steve Taylor, sweat glistening on his 

forehead, crossed the beam of the 
headlights of his car which he had driven 
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close to the edge of the cliff. Steve was 
pale and shaken. 

He stuck out his hand. 
“Welcome home,” he said shakily. 

“The next time you decide to hang by your 
toe nails off cliffs, let me know so I can 
have mountain climbing rescue equipment 
handy.” 

“Thanks, Steve,” Danny said. “Janet 
was doing her best.”  

“I never could tie a knot.” Janet 
laughed with a trace of hysteria. “I knew 
the rope was slipping.”  

“Well, it wasn’t what you’d call a 
good knot,” Steve said, and grinned. He 
had an infectious grin. It seemed to cover 
half of his handsome face. “So you’re 
Janet. I must say I like meeting brides 
under different conditions than this, but 
circumstances and places be hanged, I’m 
coming in for a kiss. It’s rightfully mine as 
the closest friend of the family.” 

 
ANET kissed him because she had 
heard so much about Steve. He lived up 

to Danny’s enthusiastic description, too. 
Besides looking like a bronzed god, he 

acted like one. 
“Come on you two,” he said. “Climb 

into my car and we’ll go to the house for a 
couple of stiff drinks. Incidentally—how 
come you were cliff walking, Danny?” 

“Russell’s gold pencil,” Danny said. 
“Janet spotted it near the edge of the cliff. 
I went to pick it up and the whole cliff 
caved in under me. What’s happening 
here, Steve? Is the cliff being 
undermined?” 

“We’ll have to give it a look in the 
morning,” Steve agreed. “A cave-in was 
what sent Russ plunging down. Perhaps 
the cliff isn’t safe any more.”  

Steve drove them back to the big 
house. Janet hurried to prepare the drinks. 
She was adept at mixing cocktails and 
shortly afterward, Steve smacked his lips 

over what he claimed was the best martini 
he had ever tasted. 

“And I earned it,” he laughed. “Stop 
feeding Dan so much good food, Janet. 
He’s getting too heavy to haul up the side 
of a cliff.”  

“How did you happen to show up in 
the nick of time like that, Steve?” Danny 
asked. 

 
TEVE put down his glass. “Thank you 
for reminding me. Old Man Cartwright 

at the railroad express office says your 
trunks are there, and would you get them 
the devil out to make room for a lot of 
chicks coming in for the Wilson farm 
tomorrow first thing.”  

“All right,” Danny said. “I’ll have to 
use the station wagon: Also I’ll need that 
muscle you’re bragging about, to help 
handle the trunks. Janet, will you come 
along?”  

“I—no, Danny. No, I’ve still some 
things to unpack and—and perhaps Steve 
would like a snack. I’ll have something 
fixed when you two get back. Anyway, 
you’d probably have me throwing those 
trunks around before you were through. 
When two men get together, heaven help 
the girl who happens to be the third party.”  

Steve jerked a thumb in her direction. 
“How did you do it, Dan? Land her, I 
mean. ‘Girls like Janet don’t stumble into 
a man’s life. They have to be sought out, 
hunted down like precious gems. Oh my, 
what a sensation she’s going to make at 
the country club! Janet, let your nails grow 
long and sharp. You may need a good 
weapon of defense.”  

“I’ll go get the station wagon,” Danny 
said. “Janet, are you certain you don’t 
want to come along?”  

“Positive, my sweet.” She smiled. “A 
woman’s place is in her home—when she 
expects to have two hungry men to feed. 
I’ll show up this Lissy who cooked what 
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was probably the best dinner I ever tasted 
in my life.” 

 
CHAPTER III 

 
Menace 

 
OING out through the kitchen, Danny 
passed the tool shed, then came to a 

stop. When he had clung precariously to 
the ledge, Janet had called down that she 
knew there was rope in the tool shed. How 
had she known? How had she even known 
which of the sheds contained the tools? 

Danny walked into the tool house and 
snapped on the light. The first thing he 
saw was a pick and shovel propped in a 
corner. Both were covered with fresh dirt. 
Moist, rich soil. The same kind of dark 
soil that composed the surface of the cliff. 
This pick and shovel had been used 
recently. Where? To dig beneath the cliff, 
weaken it so when he moved to pick up 
the planted gold pencil there would be a 
cave-in? 

Danny turned off the lights and hurried 
to the big barn which had been converted 
into a garage. The station wagon was old, 
but the tires were all right. Danny put 
water in the radiator, kicked the starter and 
the ancient vehicle responded with a 
throaty rasp before settling down to its 
accustomed clanking.  

He drove it out, blowing the horn for 
Steve as he neared the front of the house. 
Steve came out quickly. Janet was in the 
doorway, waving to him, and Danny had 
never seen a prettier picture. Colorful 
aprons became her and he had never 
before seen a woman in his life who could 
look dressed up in an apron.  

“She’s a swell dish, Dan,” Steve said, 
as he climbed in beside Danny. “You’re a 
lucky beggar, do you know that?”  

“I—suppose so.” Danny tooted the 
horn in recognition of Janet’s final salute, 

then headed for the highway. 
“You suppose so,” Steve grunted. 

“Danny, come off it. Even Janet senses 
there’s something wrong with you. She’s 
worried, and she told me so. I know what 
you thought of Russ. But believe me, Russ 
wouldn’t have wanted it this way. You’ll 
lose a wife if you keep on brooding.”  

“Who is brooding, and why don’t you 
mind your own business?” Danny made a 
raucous sound in his throat. “I’m sorry, 
Steve. I didn’t mean that, and you know it. 
I’m upset. I can’t tell you why but—well . 
. . Oh hang it, talk about something else.” 

“We’ll stay on the subject,” Steve said. 
“Look here, take my advice and turn back. 
Tell Janet to pack, and then both of you 
leave. Go to a spot where there is life and 
music and bright lights. You’re taking her 
into a tomb, Danny. And to make it worse, 
you act as though Russ were still there, 
haunting the place. Danny, don’t make 
Janet live through this.”  

“She doesn’t seem to mind,” Danny 
countered acidly. “In fact, it was her idea 
we come here. She said I had work to do 
in connection with the estate and that if I 
faced things, lived with them, I’d get over 
them faster. I didn’t want to come.”  

Danny topped the ridge and dipped 
down into the curving road which led to 
the valley and the village. The road wound 
in and out, and two miles further it seemed 
to fall off the edge of the world and go 
down in what was one of the steepest hills 
in a state of steep hills. 

Danny was rounding the third bad 
curve when Steve suddenly grabbed the 
wheel. Danny automatically drove the 
brake pedal down and felt the mechanism 
suddenly lose its force. He lifted his foot 
and pumped it down on the pedal again. 
Then he reached for the emergency. It 
didn’t work at all, and he recalled that it 
never had been much good. 

“Hey—what’s wrong?” Steve 
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exclaimed. “You’re taking these curves as 
if you were mad at them.”  

“Steve,” Danny said, “open the door 
beside you. The brakes are shot. I can’t 
stop this thing and if I try to roll her off the 
road I’ll turn her over on us. Too many 
banks. If I don’t make the next curve, 
jump.”  

“Hang onto that wheel!” Steve yelled. 
“Nurse her around the bend. On the 
straightaway you’ll be able to leave the 
road and hit tall field grass. That’ll slow us 
down. Only don’t miss, Dan. Beyond that 
open stretch lies the drop.”  

“I know. That’s what worries me. 
Hang on, Steve! Here we go!”  

Soft tires screamed protest as they all 
but flattened on the sharp curve at high 
speed. Headlights picked up reflectors on 
the stout highway fence. It zipped past 
them like one solid white wall. A fender 
scraped one post and threw the car back 
onto the road. But not for long. 

 
T THE sharpest point in the long 
curve, Danny knew he would never 

make it. He got the door open beside him, 
yelled “Jump!” and hurled himself out. He 
landed hard, rolled over a couple of times 
in the dirt and saw Steve still rolling. 
There was a crash. The station wagon 
smashed through the fence, rocketed on 
and down into a gully where it nosed over 
and stood there, resting on its face. 

“Are you okay?” Steve called from 
somewhere in the darkness. 

“Yes—outside of a few million 
bruises. What about you?”  

“All right—I guess. Leg hurts a little, 
but I can stand on it so it can’t be broken.” 
Steve limped over and leaned against the 
fence beside Danny. “What the heck 
happened?”  

“She did that, Steve,” Danny said. 
“I’m betting if we check the station wagon 
we’ll find evidence of sabotage. She 

undermined the cliff. She was going to let 
me drop until your arrival prevented that. 
She fixed the station wagon because she 
knew I’d have to use it to go to town. Did 
she come with us? I asked her twice. I 
should have known then.” 

“Hold it,” Steve said sharply. “If 
you’re trying to tell me what I think you’re 
saying, you ought to see a doctor, Dan.”  

“She killed Russ,” Danny said in a 
monotone. “She came here and killed him. 
She was in the house before. She knew 
where the hidden porch bell was. She 
knew her way around the house like no 
stranger ever could have moved. She 
murdered Russ so his part of the money 
would go to me. Then she married me, and 
I’m next.”  

“Man, you’re battier than a deserted 
castle! Dan—do you know what you’re 
saying?” 

“I knew, or suspected, when I came for 
Russell’s funeral. I knew Janet had been in 
the house. There was her perfume—little 
things she’d forgotten. Like strands of hair 
in the guest room wastebasket. Her hair, 
Steve. She was here and never let me now. 
She set the trap for Russ and killed him. 
Now she means to kill me. Don’t you see, 
Steve—the rope with the bad knot, the 
cliff undermined? Once to kill Russ, again 
to get me. There isn’t much erosion on that 
cliff. There wasn’t a cave-in even while 
we played there as kids. It was always safe 
and now, suddenly, it isn’t safe any more. 
Then—what just happened? The car.”  

“I’m going to prove you’re wrong, 
Danny,” Steve said. “We’ll check the 
station wagon. Brakes can fail. That’s an 
old bus and it never was taken care of 
properly. You’ll see.”  

They both saw, after Danny managed 
to crawl into the car and procure a 
flashlight which still worked. They 
removed the hood and saw the brake rod 
severed. Enough had been left to take care 
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of normal pressure but on the curves, 
when a man had to bear down, the steel 
had parted. 

“I still refuse to believe it,” Steve said. 
“It isn’t possible, that’s all. If someone is 
trying to kill you, it isn’t Janet.”  

“Can you name anyone else?” Danny 
asked seriously. 

Steve bit his lip. “Not offhand, but it 
can’t be Janet.”  

“It has to be Janet. No one else has a 
motive.” Nobody hates me. I’ve harmed 
no person in this village or anywhere else. 
It takes a motive to commit murder, and 
Janet has it.”  

Steve shook his head. “Take it easy, 
Danny. There is no absolute evidence. 
Don’t act until you have it.”  

“So you do believe it then?” Danny 
asked. 

“I do not. That’s why I beg you not to 
be too hasty. Treat Janet as you should a 
brand-new wife. You’ll soon see how 
wrong you’ve been. Why, a man with half 
his sight could see that there isn’t a chance 
you’re right. I’m rooting for Janet, 
Danny.”  

Steve trudged on to town while Danny 
turned back. He walked slowly along the 
road, his mind so full of thoughts that he 
hardly knew where he was going. Of 
course Russ had been murdered. In the 
first place, he had always been extremely 
careful. He wouldn’t have gone too close 
to the edge of the cliff unless he was lured 
there—or pushed there. 

Danny possessed not the slightest 
doubt about Janet having been at the house 
before, and was keeping that fact a strict 
secret. Everything pointed to it. And Russ 
had been just the type who would have 
fallen for any story she might have cooked 
up. 

He recalled the rather casual reception 
Lissy had given Janet, and Lissy hadn’t 
been herself at all. Usually when strangers 

came she wanted to know what they liked 
to eat and practically all there was to know 
about them. 

 
ISSY’S little cottage was along this 
road on the way back. Danny made up 

his mind to go see her. Lissy had never 
lied to him, and she wouldn’t begin now. 
If Janet had been at the house before, 
Lissy must have known about it, or at least 
guessed it. 

He was gratified to see lights in 
Lissy’s house and he turned into the path. 
She was sitting in the darkness on the 
porch and she rose to welcome him. 

“I expected you, Danny,” she said. “1 
saw you race by here in that old station 
wagon. But why are you walking? Did 
Steve borrow the truck?”  

“We had an accident,” Danny said. 
She sat down and commenced rocking. 
“I knew you would. Danny, when will 

you learn? Can’t you remember how you 
were almost killed that time eight years 
ago? When they had to sew up your 
head?”  

Danny grinned a little. “I was inclined 
to be a bit crazy in those days, but I’ve 
changed. We weren’t traveling fast, Lissy. 
Something happened to the brakes.”  

Lissy nodded smugly. “It’s high time 
that old car was junked anyway. You want 
to phone Janet to come here and pick you 
up?”  

“No, I’d rather walk home, Lissy.”  
“She’s a grand girl, Danny. Don’t 

make any mistake about it. I’m glad for 
you. I was afraid, for so many years, that 
you’d wind up with some—some actress 
or something like that.”  

“Janet is nice,” Danny said casually. 
“Russ must have liked her too.”  

“Russ? And Janet?” Lissy stopped 
rocking. “When did they meet?”  

“Lissy, don’t lie to me. Janet was here 
at the house. She came to visit Russ. I 

L
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know it. Janet disappeared for several days 
last month. She never explained to me 
where she had been. Lissy, tell me the 
truth. She was here.” 

“Are you daft, lad? I never laid eyes on 
the girl before in my life. Nor did Russ.” 

Danny bent over the old woman and 
shook her by both shoulders. 

“She’s charmed you, too. You’re 
protecting her. Lissy, I know she couldn’t 
have bought you for any price, but she’s 
convinced you of her baby innocence. 
That she could do no wrong. You’re 
hypnotized by her!”  

“Stop it, Danny!” Lissy cried. “Stop it 
this minute. I’ll not let you talk about your 
wife that way. She’s a nice girl. I don’t 
know what you’re driving at, but whatever 
it is, don’t blame Janet for anything. She 
loves you, but you’re not used to her kind 
of love. The kind that gives everything. 
You’re too accustomed to the selfish kind 
that Russ gave you. Russ didn’t want to 
lose you, Danny. He didn’t want you to 
marry her because she would take you 
away and Russ didn’t want that to happen. 
Danny, open your eyes!” 

“They’ve been open for quite some 
time,” Danny said quietly. “Good night, 
Lissy.” 

He walked down off the porch and she 
followed him as far as the stairs. 

“Danny,”—she extended one arm—
“Danny, listen to me.”  

He kept on going. It seemed miles 
before he reached the driveway to the 
house and Janet was atop the gate, waiting 
for him. She climbed down and rushed 
into his arms. 

“Darling, you’ve been gone so long!”  
“The car—it landed in a ditch,” he told 

her. “We weren’t hurt, Steve or I. Just 
shaken up a little. He walked to town and I 
came back.”  

Her arms slid around his neck, her face 
tilted upward toward him. 

“So long as you came back, darling. 
Danny—Danny, is there something 
wrong? You’re acting strangely. If you’re 
upset over something, let me share it with 
you. That’s what a wife is for.”  

He shook his head. “No, I’m all right. 
The reaction, I suppose. After all, I buried 
my brother one week, got married the 
next, and doggone near got killed tonight.”  

“Danny, if you ever feel that you’re in 
trouble, tell me about it. Please.”  

“I promise.” He smiled and kissed her. 
Then his arms tightened and he was 

holding her close. He wanted to hold her 
like that. He wanted to know that she was 
his, and that they would spend the rest of 
their lives together. Solve their individual 
and mutual problems and lean upon one 
another as a husband and wife are 
supposed to do. 

But this woman in his arms—she was 
a murderess. She had killed his brother 
and had tried to kill him. He walked with 
her down the moonlit drive to the front 
porch and they sat on the steps. Neither 
spoke. They just looked out across the 
quiet, moonlight-drenched fields. 

 
CHAPTER IV 

 
Knife in the Back 

 
HE spell of it got Danny. He began to 
have doubts. How could such a sweet 

girl plot and plan such diabolical murders? 
Why hadn’t she shown any tendencies 
toward wanting money even before he 
asked her to marry him? It was true that 
they had known one another only two 
months, but two months is usually long 
enough to bring out both good and bad 
traits. 

He recalled that she never even asked 
him how he was fixed financially. Of 
course she might have investigated and 
known he was wealthy, and would be 

T
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twice as rich when his brother died. 
Perhaps Steve Taylor was right. 

Circumstances abetted his foolish notions 
of murder. Strange things could happen to 
anyone. Those cliffs had been there for 
hundreds of years. It was logical to assume 
they would crumble in places at one time 
or another. And so far as the rope was 
concerned, Lissy might have explained 
what was in the tool house. 

Janet had fetched the rope. He felt 
certain if she hadn’t, he would have fallen 
to his death. The easiest way to have killed 
him would have been simply to have gone 
away and not come back. 

And a girl is hardly expected to know 
how to tie trick knots meant to hold up a 
man dangling off the end of a cliff. As for 
the station wagon, Lissy and Steve were 
right about that. The crate was old. Brakes 
give out even on new cars. He did tell 
himself it looked more like sabotage than 
an accident, but Janet deserved the benefit 
of the doubt. 

There was Lissy to think about, too.  
She had a special knack for picking out 
phonies. Like the time he had brought 
home a college friend who made a practice 
of looting the homes into which he was 
taken. Lissy had spotted him right off, 
though her warning had never been taken 
seriously. 

Dan took one of Janet’s hands between 
both his own. His face had been cloudy, 
but it cleared now and he was smiling. 

“Janet, I can be pretty much of a fool 
sometimes. You have no idea what I’m 
capable of. If anything happens that you 
don’t understand, let it pass.”  

“I’m happy,” she whispered. “Dan, 
I’ve never been so happy.”  

“Good. Then I’m glad.”  
They didn’t speak for a while. Janet, 

chin cupped in a small hand, stared 
straight out into space. 

“What happened to the station wagon, 
Danny?” she finally asked. “I mean, what 
caused the accident?”  

“Something to do with the brakes,” he 
said. “You wouldn’t understand.”  

She laughed at him. “Wouldn’t I? If 
the brakes didn’t hold, the line must have 
been bled dry or the rods broken. Darling, 
there is so much you don’t know about 
me. I spent two years in the WAC and I 
learned how to strip down and repair a car 
motor.”  

Danny arose abruptly. “I don’t doubt 
it,” he said. “Good night, Janet. I’m going 
inside—to Russell’s office. There’s a lot 
of work to do. You go to bed. I’m not tired 
enough to turn in yet.”  

She was staring at him as he slammed 
the door and disappeared. Something in 
that look, something about the way she 
just stood there, frightened him. He locked 
the door to the study after he was inside. 
Even the locked door didn’t restore his 
confidence. . . . 

Danny awoke about six-thirty in the 
morning, stiff and uncomfortable. He had 
fallen asleep at the desk, head cradled on 
one arm that was now so numbed he 
thought it would never straighten out 
again. He went into the bathroom 
adjoining the study and took a cold 
shower. That helped some. 

A shave would make the start of the 
day even better. He tiptoed upstairs, 
feeling somewhat sheepish. He didn’t 
want Janet to see him, to know that he 
hadn’t remained awake all night working 
over Russell’s books. Danny didn’t feel 
frightened any more. Daylight banished 
terrors and fears.  

He passed Janet’s room. The door was 
open slightly and he tiptoed back, to look 
in on her. He saw the empty bed. It had 
been slept in, but there was nobody in the 
room now. 
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Danny forgot about the shave. He went 
back downstairs. The front door was not 
closed. He stepped out on the porch. 
Nothing stirred. There wasn’t a sound in 
the early morning stillness.  

He began thinking of breakfast and 
realized that Lissy should have been here 
by now. She always arrived before six in 
the morning as regularly as the coming of 
daylight. Her ancient coupe was not 
parked near the barn, and when he went to 
the kitchen, there were no signs of her. 
The stove was cold. 

 
ANNY frowned and wondered if she 
had been taken ill. He left the house 

and set out at a brisk lope toward her 
cottage. The coupe was in the yard, where 
it had been the night before. He paid no 
attention to it. He banged on the door, 
received no answer, and found the doors 
locked. He smashed a window, certain 
now that she must have become ill during 
the night. 

He climbed through the window and 
searched the house. Everything was as 
neat as a pin, but Lissy wasn’t there. 
Danny tried to figure it out. She never 
went anywhere without the coupe, for her 
legs had more or less given out the past 
few years and walking was torture for her. 
The car was there all right. He went over 
to it and pulled open the door. 

He almost screamed in horror. 
Lissy was half on the seat, half off it. 

There was a kitchen meat knife buried in 
the back of her neck. She was still warm 
and hadn’t been dead long. Danny’s first 
impulse was to find a telephone and get 
the police, but he gave up the idea 
temporarily. 

He closed the coupe door, walked 
backward and surveyed the car. It was 
standing in the middle of the driveway just 
outside the garage. A large driveway, 
because Lissy wanted plenty of room to 

turn around. The drive was covered with 
cinders that snapped and crackled 
underfoot for they were new, dry, and not 
flattened down yet. No one could have 
approached that coupe without Lissy 
knowing it. She was in the center of a 
cleared space and any approach would 
have been signaled by the loud crunch of 
the cinders. 

Therefore, whoever killed Lissy had 
stepped up to the car and she had shown 
no suspicion. A quick thrust of the knife— 

Danny’s face went grim. Lissy knew 
something. He had felt that last night. She 
knew a great deal about Janet’s visit here. 
Lissy would have talked sooner or later, as 
Janet must have guessed. And where was 
Janet now? At this early hour of the 
morning? 

Danny walked slowly away and 
headed back to the house. He knew 
exactly what he had to do now. Merely 
turning Janet over to the law wouldn’t 
suffice. Not for Russ and Lissy. Any jury 
would take one look at Janet’s shapely 
legs, her petite figure and her innocent 
baby face. With concrete evidence to 
convict her, they would recommend 
mercy. 

Danny wanted her to die. She deserved 
nothing less than that and, if the law 
wouldn’t do it—as he knew it would not—
then he had a mission to perform in the 
name of Russ and in the name of Lissy. 

He reached the house and let himself 
in. Janet was just starting down the stairs. 
She came to a stop half down them and 
grasped the railing hard with one hand. 

“Danny—what’s the matter? You look 
as if—as if—”  

“I’d seen a ghost? Or maybe a 
corpse?” He approached to the foot of the 
stairs. “Come down here, Janet. We’ve 
something to discuss.”  

She descended hesitantly, as if she half 
realized what was on his mind. He 
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couldn’t wait for her to reach the bottom. 
He ran up a couple of steps, seized her and 
pulled her down. He pinned her against the 
wall. His heart was pounding savagely, his 
eyes were mirrors of icy hate. 

“Lissy is dead!” he shouted. “Do you 
hear me? She’s dead! Somebody stuck a 
knife into the back of her neck. Someone 
she knew and trusted and let get close to 
her. You were not in your room half an 
hour ago. Where were you? No wait, I’ll 
tell you. You went to Lissy and killed her 
because Lissy was bound to talk some 
time, and she knew too much.”  

“Danny!” Janet said sharply. “You’re 
hurting my arms. Danny, let go of me. 
You don’t know what you’re saying. You 
have no idea. . . .”  

“I’ve got practical proof!” he shouted. 
“Janet, answer one question for me. Just 
one. Answer it honestly. Will you do 
that?”  

“I’ll tell you anything you want to 
know. Danny, oh, please—please!”  

“You were in this house before Russ 
was murdered. You saw him and talked to 
him. You knew Lissy. You stayed here, in 
this house.”  

“Yes,” she screamed. “Yes, I was here. 
For three days, and Lissy remained here 
while I was a guest. Danny, don’t ask me 
about it. Don’t ask me why I came nor 
why I never told you about it. Let it go! 
We can straighten things out so long as we 
love one another.” 

“Killer!” He spat the word. 
“Murderess!”  

She screamed again, for his hands left 
her arms and curled about her throat. He 
leaned forward and began to increase the 
pressure. 

“I swore I’d kill you if I had proof you 
murdered Russ. Now you’ve killed Lissy 
too. You don’t deserve to live. You don’t 
rate a chance!”  

Suddenly his hands dropped. He 

backed away, his face white. Janet stood 
there, one hand at her throat now. She 
seemed incapable of speech. 

“I—I can’t do it,” Danny mumbled. “I 
can’t. Blast it, I’m in love with you no 
matter what you are! No matter what you 
did! I’m no murderer. I couldn’t take 
anyone’s life and above all, yours. I’m 
going, Janet. I’m going away. So far you’ll 
never see nor hear of me again. Don’t 
speak. Don’t utter a sound. Just let me 
go!”  

He wheeled and fled through the 
house. He reached the garage, flung the 
doors open and started the convertible. 

It was doing thirty when he rolled it 
past the house and careened into the 
driveway to the road. He raised his eyes 
and saw Janet reflected in the rear view 
mirror. She was on the porch, one arm 
extended toward him in a beseeching 
gesture. 

He stepped harder on the gas pedal, 
screamed into the turn and didn’t care 
where he was headed. One thing he did 
know—he loved Janet. If, by 
circumstances, her guilt was ever 
discovered, he would come back to stand 
beside her. He knew that very well. All his 
vows of vengeance meant nothing. Not 
even the fact that she had tried to kill him 
on two occasions, seemed to matter any 
more.  

There would be the devil to pay about 
Lissy’s murder. His lips turned down at 
the corners. Maybe he ought to just keep 
on going. By his disappearance he might 
take a certain amount of guilt off Janet’s 
shoulders. Perhaps save her from prison or 
the electric chair. 

He laughed raucously. Here he was, 
the determined man who meant to kill 
whoever had murdered his brother, and 
now he was trying to devise ways of 
accepting Janet’s blame for the death of 
Lissy. He shuddered violently. If he had 
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strangled Janet a few moments ago, his 
whole world would have come to an end 
as certainly as hers. Murder was no way 
out. It was never a way out! 

 
CHAPTER V 

 
Mask of Guilt 

 
TEVE TAYLOR’S sedan was rolling 
fast toward Danny. He didn’t want to 

see Steve. He didn’t want to explain to 
anyone. But Steve must have had a 
premonition of what was happening 
because he started waving one hand out of 
the window and frantically signaled for 
Danny to slow down and pull over. Steve 
even weaved his car as if to cut him off. 

Danny applied brakes and came to a 
smooth halt about fifty yards past Steve’s 
car. Steve was already running in his 
direction. He reached Danny’s convertible 
and yanked open the door. 

“You idiot!” he shouted. “What are 
you trying to do—kill yourself? Janet 
called me. She said you’d gone crazy. For 
heaven’s sake man, what is it? Tell me. 
I’m your friend. You can talk—but talk 
sensibly.”  

“I told you what it was all about,” 
Danny said. “Janet murdered Russ. She 
visited Russ and never told me she’d been 
here. Lissy knew it and kept silent. 
Everyone kept silent for Janet. And why 
not? Didn’t I fall for her too.”  

“Danny, you’re wrong,” Steve 
protested. “You know you’re wrong.”  

“Am I? Would you like to ask Lissy? 
Well, 1 tried that last night and Lissy 
wouldn’t say a word. I wanted to try again 
this morning, but she was silent. She’ll be 
silent forever, Steve. Janet stuck a knife 
into the back of Lissy’s neck.”  

Steve gaped, utterly incapable of 
saying a word.  

“She undermined the cliff so it would 

cave,” Danny went on. “She rolled Russ 
close to it and let him go over. She 
murdered Lissy so she’d never tell me the 
truth. But I forced it out of Janet. 1 made 
her tell me she’d been here before—
secretly. That she knew both Russ and 
Lissy. Oh, she admitted it all right, after 
I’d almost killed her.”  

“Killed her?” Steve shouted. “Danny, 
you didn’t!”  

“No, I couldn’t do that. Murderess or 
not, I’m still in love with her. I’m going 
away. She can have everything I own. 
What do I care any more? I’ll even accept 
the blame for killing Lissy if you or 
someone else can plant something to show 
it was 1 who did it.” 

Steve suddenly slapped Danny across 
the face, then slapped him again. 

“Now hold it!” he cried. “Listen to 
reason. Running away won’t help. If Janet 
is a killer, let her face the consequences. 
Because, Danny, after what you told me, I 
wouldn’t permit them to blame you. Let 
them hang her—if she is what you claim 
she is. But Danny, can you be absolutely 
certain? Can you say this without an iota 
of doubt?”  

Danny closed his eyes and leaned 
heavily on the wheel. 

“Sure?” he repeated. “Would I have 
gone this far if I wasn’t positive? Steve, I 
found the pick and shovel she used to 
excavate under the cliff. She had an 
opportunity to do it—Lissy sent her 
upstairs to rest. She could have slipped out 
the back door and, with her experience 
cutting under the cliff where Russ went 
over, it would hardly have taken her long 
to prepare another pitfall for me. Then 
there was the incident of the brakes on the 
car. Steve, if you hadn’t grabbed the wheel 
so I jammed on the brakes before we hit 
the steep hill, we’d have been killed. Both 
of us—both of us!” 

“Just the same you should come back 
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and face it,” Steve insisted. “Janet isn’t 
deserving of a chance if she did this. 
Danny—you love her very much, don’t 
you?” 

Danny nodded mutely. 
Steve shrugged. “I’m pulling out of it. 

You can do what you like, but if I’m 
called upon to testify, I’ll tell the truth. 
Janet or no Janet, I won’t lie to save her 
pretty neck.” 

“Get out!” Danny said slowly. “Get 
out of the car, Steve.”  

“Look, Danny—”  
“Get out, or I’ll take you with me.”  
Steve scrambled out of the car. 
“What are you going to do? Danny—

no! No!”  
But the convertible was racing down 

the highway, straight toward a curve. 
Several cars which had been going too fast 
to make this corner before, had gone 
through the fence and ended up in the 
creek below. Steve stood there, face 
frozen, as he saw Danny make no attempt 
to turn the wheel. The convertible smashed 
the fence, its rear end leaped up into the 
air, and the car disappeared. 

Steve began running toward the scene. 
He scrambled through the broken fence 
and came to a stop. The convertible still 
stood, by some miracle, on all four wheels 
but twenty feet away lay Danny, arms and 
legs twisted in those almost ludicrous 
positions of death. 

 
TEVE bit his lip, turned away, and 
returned to his own car. He drove it to 

the house and Janet came out to meet him. 
He led her into the living room and helped 
her into a chair. 

“I’ve news, and all of it is bad,” he 
said softly. “What we’ve all feared finally 
happened. Danny is—dead. He 
deliberately smashed up the car and 
himself. I saw it happen. I was right there, 

Janet. I couldn’t help him. He was 
completely mad.”  

She closed her eyes and stifled a sob. 
“It’s the best way, Janet,” Steve went 

on. “Even Russ sensed what would 
eventually happen. That’s why Russ asked 
you to come here, when he learned you 
were going to marry Danny. Russ wanted 
to warn you that there had been insanity in 
the family, and that Danny was injured 
some years back.”  

“I know—I know, Steve!” she cried. 
“Russ told me over and over again. But I 
didn’t care. I thought I could help Danny. I 
was so sure of it, but he never gave me a 
chance. It made no difference if he was 
hurt and had to be put in an asylum for a 
while. I loved Danny. I wanted to care for 
him, to ease him through this awful thing. 
Steve, is Lissy—”  

“Yes,” Steve said. “He stabbed her. 
She’s lying in her coupe outside of her 
house. One of your kitchen knives is in her 
neck. Nobody has discovered the crime. 
Janet, you’ve a great deal to face. Let me 
help you, just as you wanted to help 
Danny. I owe him that much and—well, 
you know I’d do anything in the world for 
you.”  

“That I believe, too,” a voice said from 
behind Steve. 

He jumped to his feet, turned, and saw 
Danny approaching. Steve tried to pull a 
gun, but he had difficulty clearing the 
pocket and Danny was on him just as the 
gun started to come up. 

Danny grasped Steve’s wrist and 
twisted it. Turned it hard but he couldn’t 
make Steve let go, and Steve was 
beginning to smash painful punches to 
Danny’s stomach. These blows were 
raised until they struck him near the heart. 

There was cold murder in Steve’s eyes. 
While he struck, he kept pulling his gun 
hand free and he still clung to the weapon. 

S 
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Clung hard! He was, in fact, beginning to 
get the muzzle toward Danny’s chest. 

Once it was in line, he would squeeze 
the trigger. 

Danny never had been a match for 
Steve, not even when they had been small 
boys, and now it seemed he was going to 
lose another battle—the last one. That gun 
kept inching around, and Steve was 
beginning to laugh confidently. 

Then a fury landed on him. Two hands 
clawed at his face. Sharp teeth bit into his 
gun hand until the blood flowed. Steve 
screamed and opened his fingers. The gun 
fell. Danny let go of him, stepped back, 
and Steve kept trying to fight off Janet. 

Then Danny moved in. He uncorked a 
right hook that must have shaken Steve to 
the heels. It seemed to all but shatter 
Danny’s shoulder with the impact. But he 
landed another and another. He kept 
raining blows on Steve’s face until Janet 
screamed at him. Then he realized that 
Steve was down, unconscious, and no 
longer a danger. 

Danny arose. Janet rushed to him and 
he circled an arm about her. 

“So he told you I was crazy,” he said. 
“That my accident eight years ago put me 
in an asylum. Russ told you that, too. I 
heard Steve telling you all this. Janet, 
whatever you think of me, hear me out and 
learn the truth.”  

“Danny, I don’t care. I don’t care a bit 
so long as you’ve come back and you’re 
safe. Steve told me you were d-dead!”  

“I hoped he’d think so. I met Steve and 
he stopped me. He kept talking about 
letting you hang for killing Russ and 
Lissy. He harped on it too much—and I 
suddenly realized what a fool I’d been. I 
remembered how Steve and I were rolling 
fast in the station wagon and he grabbed at 
the wheel for no reason at all. He wanted 
me to use the brakes, and .have the rods 
snap before we hit the steep hill where he 

would have been killed too. Steve didn’t 
want to take that ride—never meant to—
but I teased him into it and he had to spoil 
his own plan for murdering me.”  

“But Danny, why? Why?”  
“It’s rather obvious. With me dead, or 

declared insane, or just vanished off the 
earth, you’d come into a great deal of 
money. And you’d also inherit good old 
Steve, friend of the family who’d be 
expected to help the beautiful widow, and 
perhaps marry her some day. That is what 
he was after. Russ always listened to 
Steve, and he was easily convinced that I 
shouldn’t be allowed to marry and desert 
my crippled brother. 

“So they got up here, told you that 
fantastic tale about my being crazy, and 
even convinced Lissy of it. Neither of you 
would tell me for fear I’d go into a relapse 
or something, and when I talked about 
murder, you thought I’d gone off the beam 
again. Janet, I was never mad. I was never 
in an asylum.” 

 
ANET clung to him more tightly.  

can
“It doesn’t matter,” she pleaded. “I 

 see the whole thing now—so clearly. 
Steve made me afraid of you. So did Russ. 
But I loved you, and nothing or no one 
could stop me from marrying you. The 
money had no meaning. Danny, you’ve 
got to understand that.”  

“I do, darling. Steve killed Lissy 
because she wouldn’t have stayed silent 
once we started to break up. And she’d 
have rejected their story about my being in 
an asylum when she’d had time enough to 
think it over. I was away for two years—in 
Europe—just before the war. But I wrote 
Lissy and I phoned her twice, once from 
London and again from Vienna. When she 
remembered those things she would have 
realized somebody had lied. So he killed 
her. How else did he know that her body 
was in the coupe and that the weapon was 

J



POPULAR DETECTIVE 18

one of our kitchen knives?”  
She looked up at him. “Darling, when 

you were so sure I killed Russ and—and 
Lissy, why didn’t you kill me? You were 
planning to do that. I sensed it, and I was 
frightened. I slept in the attic last night.”  

“Why didn’t I kill you?” he asked with 
a bitter laugh. “Janet, one doesn’t kill the 
only thing that makes life worthwhile. We 
were both fools. Russ tricked us first, then 
Steve saw his chance and kept the game 
going, first by sending Russ to his death. 
As soon as I realized he had prevented the 
station wagon from going down the 
steepest hill, I guessed he was behind it. 
So I drove through the highway fence, 
down a bank and got out of the car and 
draped myself around the landscape. I 
guess I looked dead all right, because he 
never came down to make sure.” 

“You might have been really killed!”  
“I had to take the chance,” he said. 

“And anyway, I’d had experience at that 
particular spot. It was the place I hit when 
I had that accident eight years ago, and 
after I got over it, I studied the locale and 

saw how I could have saved myself and 
the car. So I knew what I was doing. I 
didn’t even wreck the car.”  

“What about—him?” Janet pointed at 
Steve’s limp form. 

“We’ll have to get the police, of 
course. I don’t think they’ll have much 
trouble convicting him. Janet, if I ever 
doubt your love again, remind me of that 
moment when Steve almost had me, and 
you pitched into him.”  

“I wanted to kill him, Danny. I guess I 
would have too if—if it had been 
necessary.” 

“As soon as the police come, we’ll go 
away from here,” Danny whispered. 
“We’ve had enough, darling. But I know 
our marriage is based on a firm foundation 
now. We’ve that much out of it, at least.” 

She kissed him, then hurried to the 
phone while Danny tied up Steve with 
portions of the unconscious man’s 
clothing. Danny whistled as he worked 
over the man. There was even a cheery 
note in the whistle. 

 


