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THE MOON TURNED RED 
By WILLIS GRAHAM 

 
It wasn’t Steve Therar’s job to find out who killed King 

Randolph, but he had personal reasons for wanting to know! 
 

TEVE THERAR spotted the blond 
the minute she walked into the 
Blue Moon Cafe. He waited behind 

the counter and his fingers beat a light 
rhythm on the cash register keys as she 
threaded her way through the crowd. 

She had a figure like something out of 
Hollywood and a face that was smooth and 
innocent. Her blond hair fell carelessly 
over the bright-red shoulders of her suit. 

On Fifth Avenue on Sunday afternoon she 
might have fit like the missing piece to a 
jigsaw puzzle. But in the Blue Moon Hash 
House she was as out of place as a phony 
bandage on a good thumb. 

In the center of the cafe she hesitated 
and looked about. She narrowly missed 
getting sloshed by a stein of beer, then 
stopped in front of Steve. 

“I’m Kay Royce,” she said, giving him 

 S



POPULAR DETECTIVE 2

the business with those doll-like brown 
eyes. “I’m looking for a room.”  

“Sure you ain’t in the wrong 
neighborhood, sister?” Steve asked. Then 
for the first time he saw something else in 
those eyes. A kind of hardness that might 
have been interpreted as determination. 

“Okay, so you’re not lost,” he said. 
“Rooms I got five of upstairs. One is mine, 
one belongs to that charming character in 
the corner—the tall slim one—Danson, the 
policy boy, and I don’t mean insurance. 
Connie Raines, my cook’s, got one of ‘em. 
Hey, Connie, want to give up your room 
for a good cause?”  

Connie stuck his ugly flat face out the 
short order window. “Yeah, I’ll go live at 
the Astor,” he cracked without humor.  

“You see how it is, sister,” Steve said, 
still trying to size her up. “Young artist 
name of Ned Garwin’s got the other one. 
But he ain’t likely to be moving soon. You 
might find a bench in Central Park, but—”  

“Ned—this Ned Garwin,” she 
interrupted. “He painted those pictures 
behind your counter, didn’t he?” 

 
ELUCTANTLY Steve raised his 
brows and eyed the canvases. They 

were a sore spot to him and constant 
reminder of his own too soft heart. That 
soft heart made him sucker enough to take 
in those paintings when Garwin couldn’t 
pay his rent. Years before it had also 
influenced his decision to quit the 
Homicide Squad in favor of opening this 
little cafe and rooming house. 

“You know Garwin?” he asked 
suddenly. The girl jumped a little and 
didn’t answer. “He’s gone upstairs,” Steve 
continued. “He’s taking another roomer, 
King Randolph, where he won’t get 
himself hurt stumbling over these chairs 
and tables. Randolph won a grand and a 
half on the policies, and his celebrating 
began to flow out his ears.”  

The blond wasn’t paying attention. 
“Which room is Ned in?” she asked. 

At that moment Garwin’s face 
appeared around the corner. Steve waited 
as he approached the counter. Abruptly 
Garwin stopped. For a fraction of a second 
he studied the blond’s profile. Then like a 
Times Square taxi he was off in high gear, 
knocking another man flat against the door 
in his haste to get out. 

The blond saw the startled look in 
Steve’s eye and followed the direction of 
his stare. But Garwin had disappeared. 
“Did you hear me?” she asked. “I wanted 
to know which room Ned’s living in.”  

“You a friend of his?”  
“In a way.”  
“That why you wanted the room 

here?”  
“In a way.”  
“You stuck on that one answer, 

sister?” Steve asked. She shut up 
completely after that. Steve’s curiosity 
was reaching the boiling point. He 
couldn’t figure this classy doll with the 
shabbily dressed Garwin. No use asking 
her more questions. The answer page was 
torn out of the back of the book. 

“Look, I’ve got one room,” he said. 
“Used to use it for storage. But there’s 
only one window.”  

“Wonderful,” she said eagerly. But 
Steve wilted under those innocent eyes. 

“I can’t do it,” he said. “I’ll move in 
the little room and give you mine.”  

It was three hours later in mid-
afternoon that Steve saw young Garwin 
come back. At first he thought it was a 
stranger going up the stairs to the rooms. 
The new gray suit and decent hat made 
that big a change in the kid. Steve stuck 
his head in the short order window. 

“Take over for me, Connie,” he told 
the short, squat cook. “Be back in five 
minutes.” 

Steve didn’t get to the top of the stairs. 
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At the first landing he met his old 
scrubwoman, Anna. Her wrinkled face 
was pasty as uncooked dough. Her lip 
trembled and there was fear written in her 
watery blue eyes. 

“Come quick, Steve,” she whispered 
hoarsely. 

“What’s up, Anna?”  
The bent old woman didn’t answer. 

She turned back up the stairs, puffing her 
effort to move fast. 

Steve Therar was at her heels when she 
stopped in front of King Randolph’s door. 
There he saw what had excited her. 

A thin trickle of liquid moved 
smoothly under the door. Steve dabbed a 
finger in it and looked at the red splotch on 
his hand. 

“Blood all right,” he said, his face 
hardening. He tried the door. It opened a 
few feet, then stopped against something 
soft. Steve squeezed through and stared 
down at the floor. 

Looking around him Anna gulped 
loudly. 

“It’s Mr. Randolph! Is he dead, 
Steve?”  

“Just what do you think?” Steve asked 
Anna unemotionally, eyeing the great gap 
which all but separated King Randolph’s 
head from his shoulders. Briefly he 
surveyed the room. It was orderly enough 
but for one thing. The rug had been thrown 
back into one corner.  

 
IEUTENANT Howard Vann, 
homicide expert, glanced at that rug 

when he first walked into the murder 
room. Excluding everyone but his former 
fellow-officer, Steve Therar, he shut the 
door. 

“Who is he, Steve, and why was he 
murdered?” Vann asked in a staccato 
voice that seemed to go with his small 
rabbitlike face and constantly nervous 
hands. 

“He’s an ex-con,” Steve said. “Did a 
stretch for blackmail. But since getting out 
two years ago has been honest so far as I 
can tell. He’s been working as a waiter for 
me.” 

“How come he wasn’t on the job 
today?”  

“King was a policy player. Sank every 
nickel he could get with the gambler, Phil 
Danson. Last night he hit for the first time. 
Fifteen hundred dollars he won!”  

Vann whistled softly to himself as he 
went through Randolph’s pockets. He 
found a wallet but it was empty. 

“Guess that’s our answer,” he said. 
“Robbery. Anyone in the hotel who’d be a 
likely suspect?”  

Steve thought of the blond, Kay 
Royce. Or was it Boyce? He filed that in 
the back of his mind and temporarily 
ignored it. 

“Danson hates to lose that kind of 
dough,” Steve said. “But I don’t think he’d 
murder for it.”  

Vann grunted meaninglessly and 
examined the room. 

“Strange place for a rug, thrown back 
in a corner.”  

“Always been something screwy about 
it,” Steve agreed. “The day Randolph first 
moved in here I had just varnished the 
floor. But he brought this rug with him and 
insisted on putting it down even before the 
varnish dried. Nailed it to the floor. I was 
in this room yesterday. It was still nailed 
down.”  

Vann didn’t notice as Steve covered 
something with his big shoe. The homicide 
lieutenant was on the other side of the 
room when Steve stooped quickly and 
slipped a cigarette butt into his pocket. 

“The knife did a nasty job of cutting 
Randolph’s throat,” Vann said. “But a 
very effective job of disappearing. It’s not 
in this room. I’m sure of that. And from 
the size of that cut I’d say the blade’s more 
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than the pocket knife variety. It’s a big one 
all right.” 

Steve’s mind was on blond Kay 
Boyce. “Look, Vann,” he said. “You’ll 
want to talk with the others. I’ll round ’em 
up.”  

The detective let Steve get to the door 
before he stuck out his hand. “I’ll take it, 
Steve.”  

“Take what?”  
“Turn out your coat pocket and I’ll 

see.”  
Steve grinned. “You got sharper eyes 

than you had when I was on the force, 
Vann. It’s nothing but a cigarette butt.”  

“Hummm. Common brand. My brand 
in fact. But I don’t use lipstick. Got any 
women living here?”  

Steve shook his head. “Not till this 
afternoon. Little blond name of Kay Royce 
couldn’t find a room. I gave her mine and 
moved down into an old storage room.”  

“Still the soft-hearted mug, aren’t you, 
Steve? Kay Royce, eh? That her real 
name?” 

“I don’t think so.”  
“What’s she got on you? Why’re you 

protecting her, Steve?”  
“I’m not. But when I saw that cigarette 

with her name written on it in lipstick I 
figured I’d better talk with her.”  

“We’ll talk with her,” Vann said. 
“Which room?”  

When Steve found the girl was gone, 
he wasn’t much surprised. But Vann was 
upset. To soothe him Steve handed out a 
description that would fit a thousand 
blonds in Manhattan and left Vann at the 
door of the murder room. Until he was 
around the corner Steve walked, casually, 
but once out of sight he sprinted the half-
dozen steps to the door at the end of the 
hall. 

 
E OPENED it without knocking and 
what he saw made his jaw drop back. 

He had found the blond. She was being 
smothered by a warm kiss from young 
Ned Garwin. They jerked apart as Steve 
closed the door behind him. He could see 
the girl had been crying. 

“What’s the idea?” Ned said 
indignantly. But the girl shook her head at 
him. 

Steve frowned. “I’m wondering what 
the idea is myself,” he said. “What’s your 
real name, baby?”  

Before she could answer Ned said, 
“She’s my sister. She just came down here 
to try to get me to come home.”  

It hadn’t been a very sisterly kiss as 
Steve remembered it. “She got herself 
mixed up in a murder,” he said. 
“Randolph’s been killed.”  

They feigned surprise, but it wasn’t 
very good. “Come off it,” Steve said. “In 
the first place I know you were in the 
death room, baby. By this time you’d have 
told Ned. That why you been crying?”  

“That’s not true.”  
“I found your cigarette in there,” Steve 

said. “Your lipstick and probably your 
fingerprints.” He didn’t tell her how he 
had already wiped the cigarette stub clean. 
The bluff worked. 

“I was there after he was killed,” Kay 
said, a stark look making a mockery of 
those doll-eyes. “I thought it was Ned’s 
room and I wanted to surprise him. Then 
when I found that—that dead man, the 
cigarette must have slipped from my 
fingers . . .” 

“Understandable,” said Steve. “If true, 
I think you’d better talk with Lieutenant 
Vann.”  

“Have a heart,” Ned said. “I can’t let 
her get mixed up in something like this. 
She didn’t murder Randolph. She didn’t 
even know him. But think what the 
publicity would mean. Her mother’s old 
and has a weak heart, and it might kill her 
to have Kay’s name in every scandal sheet  H



THE MOON TURNED RED 
 

5

in the country.”  
Steve studied the pair a moment. “I’m 

a soft-hearted idiot,” he said. “But if you 
want to avoid the cops, you’d better use 
the back stairs.” 

When Steve got back to his cafe, every 
one mobbed him with questions. He 
retreated to the kitchen. 

“Keep ‘em out, Connie,” he said to his 
cook. “I gotta think and I can’t do it with 
that crowd after me.”  

“Who do you think did it, Steve?”  
“Could be anybody. You knew 

Randolph better than the rest of us. You 
went on drinking sprees with him, didn’t 
you?”  

“Sure, but we never had anything else 
in common. He was just another guy to 
me. And I don’t think he had an enemy in 
the world. I’ll tell you one thing though. 
Randolph was getting funny. We used to 
spend lots of time in his room, but he 
hasn’t let me stick my nose in there for the 
last coupla weeks. Stopped me at the door 
always. I figured maybe he was just 
getting cracked.” 

There was a rap on the door and 
Connie answered it. He let Phil Danson 
come in. The color was high in Danson’s 
cheeks now and he even managed a smile. 

“Hello, Steve. Bloody mess upstairs, 
what?”  

“No time for comedy,” Steve said 
bluntly. “Did you know the money 
Randolph won from you was stolen?”  

“I’m not surprised,” Danson said, 
sinking to a kitchen stool. “That’s the 
biggest hit I ever paid off. But it was all 
Randolph’s dough. He was just getting it 
back from me after two years of policy 
playing.”  

“You don’t advertise your business 
much, do you?”  

“It’s a sucker’s game. I keep ‘em 
happy.”  

“Who’d you think cut Randolph’s 

throat?”  
“Not one of my customers I hope. 

Maybe the young artist, Garwin. He’d 
dressed in fancy duds this afternoon.”  

“Yeah,” Steve agreed. Maybe Danson 
had hit on something. “I’m going out the 
side door,” Steve said. “For Pete’s sake, 
Danson, go out front and answer some 
questions for those monkeys. They got 
more curiosity than a hatful of old maids.” 

 
TEVE glanced at his watch as he 
climbed the stairs. Ned had been gone 

only a short while. He wouldn’t be back 
yet. Steve tried Garwin’s door and found it 
unlocked. When he opened it, Lieutenant 
Vann was standing in the middle of the 
floor grinning at him. 

“What’s up, Steve?”  
“Just wanted to look around.”  
“I’ve already done that. Nice Easter 

egg hunt. Witness the egg.” Vann held out 
a fistful of wadded bills. 

“You found that in Garwin’s room?”  
“Very unusual hiding place. There 

under the mattress. But this is only part of 
the dough. Little less than a grand. Know 
where I can find this Garwin?”  

“He went out. Should be back in an 
hour or so. I’ll keep a lookout for him.”  

“Maybe I’d better get his description 
broadcast.”  

“No use, Vann. Why make things hard 
on yourself. He’ll be back tonight.”  

Vann finally agreed and Steve went 
back downstairs. He doubled as cashier 
and waiter during the supper hour. When 
most of the mob had cleared out, he went 
back into the kitchen. Connie left to carry 
an order out and Steve poked around on an 
upper shelf for some bicarbonate of soda. 

Suddenly something shoved behind the 
cans in a far corner caught his eye. He 
pulled it down. It was a plain apron with 
Blue Moon Cafe written in light blue 
thread across the top. Around the middle 

S
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was a long red smear. When Steve rubbed 
his finger across it, blood came off.  

As he heard Connie returning Steve 
quickly stuffed the apron in his back 
pocket and leaned against the ice box. 

“I’m going out for a while, Connie,” 
he said. “Think you can handle ‘em?”  

“You pay me to cook, not wait on 
tables and run the whole blasted 
restaurant.”  

“Do me a favor. I’ll be back in thirty 
minutes.”  

“What’s up—you got a lead on the 
murder?”  

Steve laughed. “See you later,” he 
said, going out the side door so Connie 
couldn’t see the bulge in his back pocket. 
Once in the hall he walked fast out the 
front way and down to Doc Wagner’s 
pharmacy. 

The Doc was in the back mixing a 
prescription. He looked up over his glasses 
as Steve handed him the apron. 

“Do something for me, Doc. Get me an 
analysis of everything that’s on this 
apron.” 

“In a hurry?”  
“I’ll wait if you can do it now.”  
The Doc went into his lab grumbling. 

When he came out he handed Steve the 
apron and a list scrawled on a prescription 
label. 

“Gave me a scare for a minute,” he 
said. “First thought that blood might be 
connected with the murder up at your 
place. It’s not though.”  

Steve scanned the list. The Doc had 
been thorough. He listed the apron as 
containing everything from flour to sugar 
to salt. Some resin and a spot that the Doc 
said looked like stoveblack. The last item 
was “blood, animal—probably beef.”  

“Maybe I ought to come eat with you,” 
Doc said. “You got meat tonight?” 

“We had some beef stew, but it’s 
gone,” Steve said. He was distinctly 

disappointed. It had looked like a good 
clue. 

He stuffed the apron and the list in the 
glove compartment of the car he had 
parked in back of the Blue Moon. Then he 
took a quick look in the cafe. Connie 
yelled at him. 

“Lieutenant Vann just called. Wants to 
see you upstairs pronto.” ‘\Right,” Steve 
nodded. 

 
E FOUND Vann in Ned Garwin’s 
room. The only lamp was turned full 

on the kid. Vann stood outside the circle of 
light. Steve could see Garwin was 
sweating. 

“He’s got a funny story,” Vann 
snapped. “Says he sold some of his 
paintings for seven hundred and fifty 
dollars. First ones he’s ever been able to 
peddle. And he has orders for more.”  

“But you found a G,” Steve objected. 
“That,” said Vann, “is where the funny 

part comes in. He claims Randolph bought 
three hundred dollars’ worth. We checked 
the dealer where Garwin says he sold the 
first lot, and sure enough the guy did pay 
cash. But as far as Randolph shelling out 
three C’s for some stuff like that, I don’t 
think so.”  

“You find the paintings?” Steve asked. 
“The ones Randolph bought? Yeah, 

that’s another screwy angle. They’re in his 
room in the closet. They were wrapped in 
heavy brown paper like he had no 
intention of hanging them up.”  

“I don’t see anything screwy,” Garwin 
said suddenly. “Randolph bought the 
pictures as an investment. He was 
impressed that I had sold some stuff for 
good prices. And he thought these others 
might be valuable some day.”  

“Could be so,” Steve put in. 
“Randolph liked to play the long shots.”  

“Okay, Garwin,” Vann shouted. “So 
your story’s right. Then why did you hide 

H
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the grand under the mattress?”  
“I told you,” the boy said. “I don’t 

have a bank account. And after the murder 
I didn’t want to carry that much on me. I 
didn’t even tell anybody about it.”  

A uniformed policeman came to the 
door. “Lootenant, there’s an old dame 
down the hall. She wants to get into the 
murder room. Says she’s the maid and has 
to clean up.” 

“Nothing doing,” Vann said. “Nobody 
goes in that room. She work for you, 
Steve?” 

“That’s old Anna. Want me to tell 
her?”  

“I’d better take a look,” Vann said. 
“You wait here. And keep an eye on 
Garwin, will you?”  

Steve nodded. When the two 
policemen were gone, he moved close to 
the kid. “Look, Garwin,” he said. “You’re 
in a rough spot. Better come clean with 
me. Maybe I can help.”  

“You don’t think—”  
“You murdered him? No. But I don’t 

believe the song and dance you and your 
phony sister gave. What’s her real name? 
Who is she?”  

“Okay, I’ll tell you,” Garwin said. 
“She isn’t my sister. Her name’s Kay 
Boyce. And we’ve been engaged for three 
years. She came down here to try to talk 
me out of the notion I have that I won’t get 
married until I’m selling enough of my 
paintings to make a living. Well, I saw her 
in your cafe and I ran before she could get 
a look at me. Maybe it was a foolish kind 
of pride but I didn’t want her to see me 
until 1 bought some new clothes.”  

“I figured you used the money you got 
from Randolph to do that,” Steve said. 
“But how come your girl Kay wanted to 
move in here. Why didn’t she just talk to 
you?” 

Garwin grinned. “We talk by phone all 
the time. I guess she’s decided that didn’t 

do much good. So she was going to see me 
night and day until I get over what she 
calls these foolish ideas.”  

“Well, you’re selling now,” Steve said. 
“What’s to keep you from getting 
married?” 

“Nothing, if this murder was cleared 
up.”  

Lieutenant Vann came back into the 
room. “I’m sending you down to 
headquarters, kid,” he said. “No charge 
right now. Just more questioning.”  

Steve’s hand came down on Garwin’s 
shoulder. “Go along,” he said. “And don’t 
try to make any trouble. Play ‘em straight 
and we’ll get you out of this.”  

When Garwin had gone with the 
uniformed cop, Vann lit a cigarette and 
frowned at Steve. “Why such a big interest 
in the kid?”  

“I got a soft heart, remember?”  
“Yeah? Well, I got an empty stomach. 

Let’s go down to your joint and eat.” 
 
HEY were eating at a table near the 
back when Connie came in. There was 

a bundle covered with flour in his hand. 
He brushed it and put it on the table in 
front of Vann. 

“This is the missing Randolph dough,” 
he said without cracking a smile. “A full 
grand I had hidden in the flour barrel.”  

Vann sputtered and choked. He 
grabbed the package and unwrapped the 
brown paper. The money was in century 
notes. 

“What’re you doing with it?” he asked. 
“Randolph gave it to me,” Connie said. 

“For safekeeping when he started getting 
tight.”  

“Why didn’t you tell me at first?” 
Vann asked. 

“I guess maybe I had the idea of 
keeping it. Nobody knew about it. But I 
got a conscience. I’d rather be able to 
sleep at night than have the money.”  

T
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“That,” said Steve, “let’s Garwin out.”  
Vann thumbed through the bills. “Not 

so fast,” he said. “Maybe the kid killed 
Randolph thinking this dough was on him. 
That may explain why we found only part 
of the money in Garwin’s room.”  

“No grudges, Lieutenant?” Connie 
asked.  

“If you killed him to get this dough, 
you wouldn’t be turning it in,” Vann said. 
“No grudges.”  

Phil Danson sauntered toward the 
back. He was grinning. “I hear the law was 
looking for me a coupla hours ago,” he 
said to Vann. The lieutenant nodded to a 
chair and Danson sat down. 

“Where were you at the time of the 
murder?” Vann asked bluntly. 

“Trying to trip me on an old one?” 
Danson laughed. “I don’t know exactly 
when the murder was committed. But I’ll 
say this—right after young Garwin took 
Randolph upstairs I left the cafe and went 
to a show. At the Metro. Bought a flower 
from the old flower girl just inside the 
lobby. Sat through a double feature and 
left there two hours later.”  

“I guess somebody saw you on the 
way out.”  

“Smartest guess you’ve made today. I 
gave the flower to one of the little 
usherettes. Nice gal. Redhead name of 
Marie if you care to check.”  

Vann walked over to the phone. When 
he came back, he sat down not looking at 
Danson. “Air tight alibi,” he said. “Except 
for one thing. You could have slipped out 
one of the exits.” 

“Would’ve been tough getting back 
in,” Danson grinned. “Try again, 
Lieutenant.” 

Vann got up and thrust his hands in his 
pockets. “I’m going to headquarters, 
Steve,” he said. “See you in the A.M.”  

By nine the next morning Vann had 
not arrived. But already Steve had hired a 

new waiter named Slim and had finished 
serving breakfast. He was standing behind 
the counter sipping a cup of Java when the 
mailman brought in the usual collection of 
circulars and bills. Steve browsed through 
the stack, then stopped abruptly over a 
mailing piece that advertised home fix-up 
week. He stared at the illustration of a man 
working on the interior of a house. 

Slowly Steve set his coffee cup down 
in the saucer. He motioned to the new 
waiter. “Slim,” he said. “Call Lieutenant 
Vann at police headquarters. Tell him to 
get out here on the double. Got it?”  

The thin lad gulped and nodded. 
“Anything wrong?”  

“No,” Steve said. “I think everything’s 
finally right.”  

Quickly he walked out the door and 
around back where his car was parked. In 
the glove compartment he found the 
bloodstained apron and the list Doc 
Wagner had written on a prescription 
label. Steve grinned as he read it. Then 
putting both the apron and the slip of 
paper in his coat pocket he walked fast 
toward the stairway. 

No one saw him when he passed the 
door of the cafe. As he paused in front of 
one of the rooms, the hall was deserted. 
Steve went in, closing the door 
noiselessly. Starting at one corner he 
began systematic search of every drawer 
and closet. When he had finished, clothes 
were strewn about the floor and the rug 
thrown back. But he stood empty handed, 
a puzzled expression on his face. It had to 
be here. There was no other answer. Steve 
stood staring down at the table in the 
middle of the room. 

S
 
UDDENLY he chuckled to himself 
and examined the smudge of dust on 

the black tabletop. It was the bare outline 
of a heel. Steve looked up at the old 
fashioned inverted chandelier. Then, 
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standing on the rickety table, he reached 
near the ceiling next to the light. He 
brought down a package. 

With fingers made clumsy by his 
eagerness he ripped the brown paper from 
the package. The grin was back on his face 
now. His search was ended. 

Footsteps echoed in the hall and Steve 
dropped from the table. He concealed the 
package behind his back just as the door 
opened. Connie, his face a dirty gray, 
looked about the disorderly room. 

A cold emptiness separated Steve’s 
stomach from his throat. But he made his 
voice sound tough. “The jig’s up,” he said. 
“I’m turning you over to the cops, 
Connie.”  

The fat cook found his own voice now. 
“What right have you got wrecking my 
room? You out of your mind?”  

“Bluffing won’t get you anywhere,” 
Steve said. “From the first time I saw that 
knife gash in Randolph’s neck I suspected 
you. A cook is about the only man around 
here who could walk around with a big 
knife in his hand without arousing 
questions. And that’s why we never found 
the murder weapon.”  

“Sort of slim evidence.”  
“That’s only the beginning,” Steve 

drew the apron from his pocket. “I found 
this after you hid it in the kitchen, Connie. 
The apron you wore the day you murdered 
Randolph. All along I had the evidence. 
But I was too dumb to be certain. Then 
today I was reading a house fix-up ad. All 
about refinishing floors. I remembered that 
Randolph had nailed down his rug before 
the varnish on his floor had dried. That left 
flakes of loose varnish on the floor under 
the rug. When you knelt down beside 
Randolph’s body you got some of the 
varnish resin on your apron. It’s there all 
right. Doc Wagner will testify to that. 
What’s more, Connie, I found your 
package in the chandelier. When you gave 

back the thousand bucks, that eliminated 
the money robbery motive. But I figured 
there was something that Randolph had 
hidden under his nailed down rug.”  

Steve held out the package. Resin 
stuck to it like a shiny brown crust. 
“Randolph had quit blackmailing,” Steve 
continued. “But he still had plenty of hot 
dope in case he ever got tired of going 
straight. It was a tie with the past he 
couldn’t break. Then when you two were 
drunk together, he told you about how he 
kept this under his rug. That’s why you 
murdered him, Connie. But you gave 
yourself away when you said you hadn’t 
been in his room in several days. The resin 
on your apron proves you’re a liar.”  

Connie stood frozen to the floor. There 
was a sickly grin on his face. 

“You’re smart, Steve,” he said. “But 
don’t be a fool now. Remember I gave the 
one grand back. That was a small price to 
pay for throwing suspicion off me. But 
you know why I could afford it? That 
package in your hand has letters and 
pictures worth fifty thousand. Maybe a 
hundred.”  

He moved closer to Steve now, his 
voice going into low register. “I’ll split 
with you,” Connie said. “Nobody even 
suspects, we’ll get away with it. Be rich 
the rest of our lives.” 

“I think,” Steve said, “I’d better call 
the cops.”  

Connie sprang back against the 
fireplace. There was a new wild look in his 
eyes as his hand curled about the big 
poker. 

“I want that package, Steve. I’ve killed 
one man to get it. I don’t mind killing 
another.”  

He was walking on his toes, slowly, 
like an animal preparing to spring. Steve 
backed toward a corner of the room. He 
looked around wildly. But all escape was 
cut off. His back flat against the wall, he 
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waited tensely as Connie raised the poker. 
Steve heard the swish of iron above his 

head as he ducked under the blow. His fist 
came smashing up in an uppercut that 
staggered Connie. The cook backed away 
and this time the poker found its mark. 
Steve felt fire shoot through his shoulder. 
But as he threw another blow into 
Connie’s face, a table behind him 
overturned and a lamp crashed to the floor. 
Steve swung another roundhouse punch 
that connected and the poker slipped from 
Connie’s fingers. Another blow caught 
Connie high on the forehead as he 
slumped to the floor. 

Steve’s breath roared in his own ears. 
He stared down at the fallen murderer. 

“Nice going,” a voice from the 
doorway said. Lieutenant Vann entered, a 
.38 in his hand. “Sorry I couldn’t shoot, 
Steve. But I waited outside the door to 
hear Connie’s confession. Then after the 
scrap started, I was afraid I might plug 
you. Nice right punch you got.”  

The detective clicked the handcuffs 
about Connie’s wrists. 

Steve’s head was beginning to clear 
now and his shoulder wasn’t throbbing 
quite so badly. 

“You shouldn’t have tackled him 
alone,” Vann said. “Why didn’t you turn 
over the apron evidence to me?”  

“For a better reason than you may 
think,” Steve said. “It might have done 
nothing but implicate me. At the time of 
the murder just two guys were wearing 
Blue Moon aprons. Connie—and me. Now 
if you can get along without me, I got a 
very important phone call to make.” 

The detective stopped going through 
the blackmail evidence long enough to 
raise a quizzical eyebrow. “Sounds like a 
woman.”  

“Yeah,” Steve admitted. “A blond. 
Kay’s her name. And I think I’ll make her 
awfully happy.”  

“At your age?” Vann laughed. 
Steve walked over to the mirror and 

looked at his rough face. He needed a 
shave and there was a cut under one eye. 

“Funny thing,” he muttered. “I always 
pictured Cupid as a pretty little three-year-
old.”  

“What’s that?” Vann said sharply. 
“Forget it,” Steve grinned. “At your 

age you wouldn’t understand.” 

 


