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Jim Blake, Department of Justice man, knew he had to play a cautious game, plus powerful and 

quick-thinking fighting strategy, against a jewel smuggler’s murder tactics. But even then he 
tried a dangerous, undercover ruse against a good-looking girl who was ready to queer his 

case—because she thought he was just another wise guy. 
 

IM BLAKE, G-man, cursed silently and 
crouched against the brick wall, staring 
into the darkness of the alley. 

 A short block away was the lighted 
street with its night traffic and its somewhat 

questionable citizenry. The lights were 
dimmed now, by the gathering fog that swept 
up from the sea. It would be welcome in this 
section; it formed a curtain behind which its 
frowsy denizens could ply their doubtful 

J 



Secret Agent X 
 

2

trades before they sought their beds, at dawn. 
The hoarse blasts of the river traffic increased 
as the fog thickened. 
 Blake frowned as his narrow-eyed 
gaze swept the alley. He had followed the 
hawk-faced man to this shabby wooden house, 
on a hunch, last night—and he had been a 
manhunter long enough to learn to take heed 
of hunches. 
 Originally, at the chief’s orders, he had 
been shadowing “Dude” Bartelle. Dude had 
once been a successful ocean cardsharp, 
sailing on the finest transatlantic liners and 
fleecing the passengers. 
 Two years ago, he had been warned 
off all ships. Then, Dude had, apparently, 
retired, married, and settled down with a 
flashy wife in a fine home in New Rochelle. 
Frequently, however, his wife took European 
vacations. And always, on her return, 
coincidently enough, there was a flood of 
cheap gems on the market. But, so far, Dude 
and his wife had been watched in vain. 
 The flood of cheap gems may have 
been coincidence, but the Chief of the 
Department of Justice was suspicious. His 
other operatives having unearthed nothing, he 
finally assigned Jim Blake to find out if there 
was any relation between these seemingly 
unrelated events. 
 “And be careful of Dude Bartelle,” the 
chief had warned Jim. “We’ve got nothing on 
him, but I think that’s because he’s outsmarted 
our men. He’s smart, and he’s tough. His 
fingers make cards talk—but I wouldn’t be 
surprised if they weren’t just as familiar with a 
gun. Watch your step! If what I think is true, 
he may have plenty of underworld help, 
although we’ve never been able to get any 
dope on that.” 
 Yesterday, shadowing Dude Bartelle, 
Jim had seen him accost and talk to a man 
who got out of a cab in front of the Prentiss 
Hotel—a hawk-faced, hard citizen, who had 
gunman-written all over him. There had been 
a slight exchange of remarks, unheard by Jim, 

who was parked in his coupe, some distance 
away. The stranger had climbed into Dude’s 
car. Blake followed. Later, they had separated, 
and the hawk-faced men had taken a taxi and 
driven to Jersey City. 
 The G-man had followed and watched 
him enter a dismal frame house. He had 
waited until 5 A.M. As no one came in or out, 
he returned to New York, thinking of again 
picking up the trail of Dude. He called Dude 
at his Westchester home, on the phone, but no 
one answered. Dude had vanished. He was not 
in any of his usual haunts. His home was 
locked up. So, tonight, on a hunch, Blake had 
come back for another look at the frame 
house. Perhaps it was a hideout—a 
rendezvous; and Blake was interested in the 
hawk-faced stranger. He had seen the bulge of 
a gun under his coat. 
 
BLAKE eased the powerful .45 Colt 
automatic in his shoulder holster and stared at 
the milky swirl that was beginning to envelope 
everything. He would have to enter that frame 
house and have a look. 
 He walked noiselessly down the alley, 
entered the back yard and moved to the rear 
door. No lights broke the black loom of the 
bleak-looking structure. He tried several keys, 
and one of them snapped back the latch. 
Entering softly, he closed the door behind him 
and drew his flashlight. A swift stab of light 
revealed an empty kitchen and a rusty stove. 
He walked to the front of the house, through 
empty rooms. An un-tenanted house. He 
sought the stairs leading to the upper rooms. 
 Then, as he stepped forward, his foot 
struck something soft that protruded from the 
back of the stairs. His gun was out in a flash. 
He crouched—and waited. A deep silence 
reigned in the Stygian gloom. It seemed to 
beat on his eardrums. Some manhunter’s sixth 
sense told him what that soft bundle was. He 
crept forward, his hooded flashlight in his left 
hand. One blink of light was enough. It was a 
dead man—a petty racketeer named Rod 
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Rankin. Blake recognized him: one of the 
wasp-waisted wiseguys who was always very 
immaculately dressed, known to be a shady 
character. Rod was young, and death had 
frozen his features into a curious snarl. 
 He had been shot twice through the 
chest. A trail of blood led around to the dirty 
stairs, where it stopped. Some one had, 
evidently, dragged him behind the stairs, in an 
attempt to hide his body. A hurried search of 
his pockets revealed nothing of importance. 
Rod still clutched a gun in his rigid right hand. 
 Blake went to the stairs. His light 
flashed once, revealing a flight of wooden 
steps leading up into eerie darkness. A weird 
hush hung over the squalid hallway, musty 
with dank odors. Above, Jim thought he made 
out a dim light. He shuddered, involuntarily, 
with the grim presence of death here at his 
feet. The frown between his sharp eyes 
deepened. 
 Carefully, the G-man eased his way up 
the warped stairs. On the second floor, from a 
partly open doorway, a faint glow flickered. 
He tip-toed over and listened, hearing nothing 
but the drum of his own heart; then, a faint 
moan came to him. He kicked the door wide 
open and stepped to one side, his gun poised. 
Nothing happened. The room was barren. It 
held two decrepit chairs and a rickety table. It 
smelled musty and stale. A dim, kerosene 
lamp sat on a corner of the table and furnished 
the illumination, although there was an 
electric fixture in the ceiling. The windows, he 
noted, had the shades drawn. Then, his eyes 
focused upon the figure of a girl who was 
slumped in another chair, in a dim corner. 
 Her head dangled gruesomely, and her 
black, bobbed hair covered her face like a pall. 
The thin silk dress revealed the contours of a 
young figure. Blake smothered an exclamation 
and stalked to her side. Even as he did so, she 
twitched curiously and raised her head. Her 
glazed eyes went to the G-man as if she were 
looking through him. Her face was white, and 
she would have been pretty if she did not look 

so vacant, he thought. 
 “What’s wrong with you?” he 
snapped, and sprang forward as she slumped 
again. He caught her before she tumbled to the 
floor. Her eyes were closed. His frown 
returned. There was no odor of liquor about 
her. He looked her over swiftly, but she 
seemed unhurt. He eased her down on the 
chair. She wasn’t hurt, she wasn’t drunk. Then 
her pallor gave him a clue—drugs .... 
 She was murmuring incoherently, and 
she sagged against him. Disgust filled him. 
 “Come out of it, sister!” he snapped, 
sharply. 
 “G’way!” she muttered. “Let me ’lone! 
I’m—sick.” 
 “Who are you?” he asked. “What are 
you doing in this house?” 
 “G’way!” she insisted, in a petulant 
whimper. “I don’t like you! G’way.” She 
sagged, and he caught her and eased her to the 
floor, where she lay, inert. 
 Blake watched her for a moment in 
perplexity, then he stabbed the flashlight on 
again. A door leading to another room drew 
his eyes. He stepped to the entrance and 
flashed his light around. The room was 
unfurnished. The beam of light danced over 
the floor—and halted abruptly. 
 A man was huddled on the floor. He 
was sprawled out in the grotesque 
awkwardness of a sudden and violent death. 
His hand grasped an automatic pistol, and a 
dark pool of dried blood stained the floor near 
his head. It was the hawk-faced man he had 
followed here last night. Another dead man. 
This, thought Blake, grimly, was a house of 
horrors. 
 
THE Department of Justice agent’s flashlight 
focused on the ominously still figure for a 
long moment, then flashed again around the 
room. It was empty. Two, partly open closet 
doors gaped blankly at him. He felt an 
involuntary shudder race down his spine. He 
was no stranger to violent scenes, but murder 
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always stirred the hackle on the back of his 
neck. 
 He turned the dead man over, to get a 
better look at his face. It was the same man he 
had followed—a strange face in the 
underworld, with which Jim Blake was on 
fairly familiar terms. He wondered if this 
untenanted house had been a rendezvous 
between the two dead men and the girl in the 
next room. Had the two men shot it out, and 
each killed the other? It was the obvious 
conclusion. But, why? Over the girl? He 
shrugged. 
 He heard the muttering of the girl in 
the next room. She would be able to talk later, 
then he might find out what this double killing 
meant. He went through the dead man’s 
pockets. They contained the usual things: 
some change, cigarettes, matches, keys. But 
the inside vest pocket yielded a letter. It was 
blood-soaked, and a bullet had plowed 
through it, tearing it. Blake slipped it into his 
pocket and looked further. There was nothing 
more of importance. 
 Jim Blake’s senses were keen, but he 
didn’t see or hear the closet door behind him 
open softly; he didn’t hear the padded footfall 
of the advancing figure that towered over him. 
His brain was busy with the enigma of the two 
dead men and the drug-distorted whimpering 
of the semi-conscious girl in the next room. 
Some sixth sense, however, warned the 
Government agent as the man behind swung a 
clubbed gun. Jim whirled with a premonition, 
dodging instinctively. 
 A stinging blow glanced off his skull, 
and he grunted with the sharp pain that lanced 
through his skull like a hot fire. He threw up 
his gun and fired blindly, trying desperately to 
clear his vision. He heard the sharp report the 
same instant that a crushing blow paralyzed 
his head. He collapsed, a hideous, billowing 
blackness rushing over him, sapping his 
strength and whirling him into 
unconsciousness .... 
 He lay motionless after that, beside the 

dead body of the man he had found on the 
floor. The third man, who had shot Blake, did 
not move for a long moment. He saw the 
trickle of red that flowed from Blake’s head, 
and he nodded, his thin lips tightly 
compressed. The ray of the flashlight in his 
left hand held the gruesome huddle of the two 
bloody men on the floor. The man frowned in 
perplexity, then he went into the other room, 
where the girl lay on the floor. 
 He walked to her side, and slapped her 
face, hard. She whimpered and muttered. The 
man slapped her again. He was a tall man, 
with powerful shoulders and a deep chest; his 
face was blank and expressionless, schooled, 
saturnine; and his eyes were as cold as those 
of a dead fish. 
 “Damn you!” he muttered, to the girl. 
“It would serve you right if I left you here!” 
 He rose to his feet and glanced around. 
He switched off the light in his hand and stood 
listening. There was no sound. His last, 
muffled shot had not been heard. The 
neighborhood was undisturbed. He nodded, 
approvingly, and walked to the door of the 
room where Jim Blake lay on the floor, 
unconscious. The man’s flashlight lingered on 
both the inert bodies. 
 “This,” he told himself, in a low voice, 
“will finish both of you.” He turned and 
walked to the table where the oil lamp stood. 
Picking it up, he hurled it against the wall. 
The lamp shattered, spilling oil and scattering 
glass. A sudden flame licked hungrily and 
spread with sinister speed. The tall man stood 
watching the fire grow. He chuckled once. 
“Skeletons in the ruins,” he muttered. “One 
will be identified as Blake, if his badge 
doesn’t melt. Good enough! Three punks in 
one good blaze! That will clean the trail....” 
 He picked the girl up in his arms. She 
protested, sleepily, then sagged in his grasp. 
The man looked at her with derisive contempt. 
Ha hesitated for a moment, looking around the 
room which was beginning to blaze fiercely. 
 “I ought to leave you here,” he told the 
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unconscious girl, in an angry grumble. “You 
little punk! I would, too, if I didn’t have a 
better use for you.” The fire was spreading 
rapidly, licking greedily at the tinder-dry 
walls. He turned and sped down the stairs, 
carrying the girl with an ease that told of the 
tremendous strength in his big body. 
 He stole out into the yard and made his 
way along the deserted alley. On Front Street, 
a parked car loomed in the murky night. The 
fog was heavy and moist. There was no one 
on the street, for midnight was only minutes 
away. He opened the door and threw the girl 
on the floor, in the back, then slammed the 
door shut and sprang for the driver’s seat. 
 Starting the car, he drove away, 
pausing on the corner for one look at the 
house he had just left. A dull, orange glow 
was beginning to tint the windows of the 
untenanted house. The tall man chuckled and 
drove on slowly, nursing his cold engine 
along, to make the least noise. 
 Five blocks away, he parked again in a 
quiet neighborhood, where he let his warming 
engine idle. A dull glow painted the murky 
sky, now. The house would go in a few 
minutes, and with it would go the three men—
two dead and one helplessly wounded, if not 
already dead. When he heard the wailing of 
fire sirens, a few minutes later, he eased in his 
clutch and drove away. A leaping flare of 
flames now licked at the sky, rising and falling 
and casting a pink glow through the fog. 
 Before entering the highway that led to 
the Holland Tunnel, he stopped and threw a 
blanket over the huddled figure of the girl. She 
lay as one dead. He shrugged, lit a cigarette 
and made for New York. 
 
THE D. J. man opened his eyes with a sense 
of suffocation, of strangling, of terrific heat; of 
an acrid smoke that made him gag and cough. 
He saw the flames that roared around him in 
the same instant, and came to his feet, reeling 
with dizziness. He was faint from the thick 
smoke that choked his lungs. He was still 

groggy, and his face seemed wet and sticky. 
He wiped a hand over it, to discover caked 
blood on his forehead. The bullet from the 
unknown’s gun had burned his scalp. He 
muttered a curse, stared around him. 
 The doorway into the next room— 
which led to the stairs—was a blazing inferno. 
And the drugged girl was in that room, he 
thought, alive—doped. As the flames eddied 
around, he could see, however, that the floor 
was empty. There was no body. The girl was 
gone. 
 Hissing and seething and crackling 
with an insane glee, the fire roared and spread 
with increasing fury. The place was a blazing 
furnace that made him choke and cough 
agonizingly. 
 To go through the flaming doorway, 
into the next room, was now impossible, and 
the heat was already maddening, here. His 
heart was thundering with the punishment, and 
his flesh felt puffed and raw. The window was 
his only hope, so he groped his way to it. He 
saw, then, that it was boarded up, from the 
outside. 
 The D. J. operative attacked the boards 
with the fury of desperation. Timbers were 
crashing in the next room, and the fire was 
racing to this one, licking avidly at him, 
searing his clothes and his hands. He suddenly 
realized, with some surprise, that he was 
horribly weak. He clawed ineffectually at the 
boards nailed across the window. There 
wasn’t anything in the room to use as a 
battering-ram. 
 He raised his foot and began kicking 
them out. His heart was pumping crazily, and 
a mirthless grin covered his blood-smeared 
face. He blinked. His eyeballs seemed on fire. 
 As the boards fell away, the suction 
created pulled the fire toward him. Orange 
tongues darted for the partly open window. 
The floor sagged slightly. He plunged for the 
window, put one leg out, and in a moment, 
hung suspended, outside. It was a steep drop 
down to the ground. He hated to leave the 
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bodies of the two dead men, but it was 
foolhardy to attempt saving them now. 
He was wheezing and choking, his tortured 
lungs straining for air. A shaft of flame seared 
across the window sill, blistering one hand. He 
dropped. 
 He landed on his feet, but fell over on 
his back and rolled against a fence. The cold 
air rushed over him, and he lay a moment, 
motionless, drinking gratefully of the clean 
wind, resting his tortured body. 
 The house was now a holocaust, 
burning fiercely and roaring with the sweep of 
the blaze. Blake was unhurt; even the torture 
that was hammering at his brain seemed to 
ease up. In the distance, he heard the mad wail 
of fire sirens. He picked himself up and 
staggered out into the alley. 
 Behind him, a crash told of the 
collapse of the roof, and a red blaze shot up 
into the sky. He hadn’t escaped a moment too 
soon. People were beginning to run toward the 
blaze, and congregate in groups. Blake slipped 
away to where his car was parked, two streets 
away. 
 He cleaned up a bit in the car; sat and 
rested and smoked a cigarette, his gray eyes 
fixed on the blaze that was painting the murky 
sky with a yellow-red glow. Grimly, he 
realized that two men had died in that house, 
and that their bodies were now reduced to 
ashes. The girl, seemingly helpless, had either 
left by herself, or had been taken away by the 
unknown who had first slugged him and then 
shot him, leaving him for dead. 
 He heard the clangor of fire engines 
arriving, and he knew that the fire was beyond 
control; deliberately started, he thought, to 
destroy the dead men, and to make 
identification impossible—Rod Rankin, a 
petty racketeer, and the stranger he had 
followed to the house yesterday. Who the 
unknown, third man, might be, he hadn’t the 
faintest idea, unless— He suddenly swore a 
silent oath—unless he were Dude Bartelle .... 
 

TRUE, he hadn’t seen Dude anywhere near 
the house, and he hadn’t seen the unknown 
who had shot him. The hawk-faced stranger 
had come to the house alone, yesterday. Still, 
Dude could have sneaked in afterward. And 
what connection did the fastidious Dude have 
with a small-fry crook like Rankin—or that 
thin-faced stranger? And who was the 
stranger? And who was that dope-silly girl? 
And what— 
 He stopped and shrugged. There were 
too many questions he wanted answered. One 
thing was sure—he would know that girl 
again, if he ever saw her; and Dude Bartelle 
would have some tall explaining to do when 
he picked him up again! 
 Whoever had shot Blake, thought him 
dead. The scalp wound had looked like-a 
death shot. Blake’s gray eyes sparkled with a 
cold fire, and a grim tautness etched his jaw 
line. If he ever met that bird again, face to 
face, and knew it, there would be a different 
story to tell. 
 He drew from his pocket the letter 
which he had taken from the strange dead 
man. It had been mailed, a week ago, in New 
York. It was addressed to one Steve Kelly, at 
an address in Chicago. 
 Blake pulled the short, typewritten 
note out and studied it. It was matted with 
blood, and the bullet had torn away sections; 
but he managed to make out most of the 
contents, which read: 
 
Dear Kelly: 
A mutual friend spoke to me about you and said you 
was a safe guy .... certain proposition to. I got a little 
proposition here .... up your alley .... and you can make 
an easy fifty grand if you .... I don’t know you, but I am 
told you are reliable .... and that’s why I make you this 
.... heard about you .... 
 There is fifty grand in the job, and no 
comeback .... sure thing .... Be in New York in one 
week .... Prentiss Hotel .... West 48th Street.... Register 
as Bert Smith, Chicago, Ill. I’ll be looking .... get in 
touch with you .... No answer to this necessary .... just 
.... and register, as directed, and I will get in touch with 
you .... 
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  ROD RANKIN. 
 
 Thoughtfully, Blake folded the blood-
soaked letter, then put it in his pocket. What 
the game was, he didn’t know—and fifty 
grand was a lot of money. Why Rod Rankin 
had sent to Chicago for a professional hood, 
he didn’t know; but he made up his mind to 
find out. What kind of a job was worth fifty 
thousand dollars? .... Murder? Robbery? Blake 
wiped his face clean with a handkerchief and 
drove over nearer to the scene of the fire. 
 The house was blazing furiously, 
beyond the control of the firemen. The floors 
had now fallen in, and the walls would go any 
minute. A mirthless smile etched Blake’s lips. 
The killer had meant him to die in that fire. He 
backed out and headed for the Tunnel. 
 
AN hour later, G-man Blake was in his rooms. 
He dressed the wound at the top of his head, 
took a bath and changed clothes. Ten minutes 
later, he was in a corner drug store, dialing a 
number. It was the Prentiss Hotel. When he 
got the clerk, he said: 
 “I’d like to talk to Bert Smith, of 
Chicago, please. It’s very important.” 
 “Just a minute,” said the clerk. 
Presently, his voice came again: “Sorry—we 
have no such party registered.” 
 “Well, he was supposed to be in this 
week—yesterday—or the day before. Take a 
look, will you? It’s very important.” 
 Again Blake waited for the clerk to 
return to the phone. When he did, he said: 
 “There hasn’t been anyone by that 
name at all—not this past week. Sorry.” 
 “Well,” said Blake, “I’ll try again in 
the morning.” 
 He hung up, eyes narrowed. This was 
curious. If the man who had died in the fire 
was Steve Kelly—who was supposed to 
register as Bert Smith— he was, according to 
the instructions in the letter, supposed to go to 
the hotel first, before any contacts had been 
made with him, Rod Rankin was supposed to 
get in touch with him. Assuming that the 

stranger had been Steve Kelly, why hadn’t he 
followed directions? Had Rod Rankin 
contacted him, and if so, how? Since he 
confessed, in the letter, that he didn’t know 
Steve Kelly? On the other hand, the dead 
stranger may merely have been carrying Steve 
Kelly’s letter, for some reason. If so, who was 
the stranger? And where was Steve Kelly, 
alias Bert Smith? 
 This was going to prove a hornet’s 
nest, Blake felt, and he was stepping into 
contact with desperate men who had quick 
brains and tense nerves, and to whom swift 
violence was nothing unusual. He was used to 
taking desperate chances, however, and a taut 
grin came to his lips when he thought of 
meeting the unknown again who had shot him 
in the untenanted house in Jersey City. 
 Thirty minutes later, in quiet clothes, a 
grip in his hand, he registered at the Prentiss 
Hotel with a flourish: “Bert Smith, Chicago, 
Ill.” 
 The clerk looked at the signature. “Mr. 
Bert Smith?” he repeated. “There was a 
telephone call for you earlier tonight.” 
 “Yeah? Who? Any message?” 
 “No. Party said he’d call again in the 
morning.” 
 “Well, that’ll be time enough,” said 
Blake. “I just got in from Chi and I’m tired; 
but if anyone wants to see me, send ’em right 
up.” 
 The clerk nodded and Blake followed 
the drowsy bellhop to the elevator. He locked 
the door of his room and lit a cigarette. There 
was no fire escape at his single window, and 
he nodded, approvingly. The Prentiss was one 
of the older theatrical hotels, found in the mid-
Forties, west of Sixth Avenue. It catered to a 
mixed clientele. It was shabbily genteel, its 
red velvet and florid rococo reminiscent of 
better and lustier days. 
 Jim Blake went to bed and slipped his 
automatic under his pillow. He would try this 
method of contacting the people he wanted, 
and, if he failed, he could immediately try to 
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pick up Dude Bartelle again. Blake grinned, 
wryly, knowing Dude’s reputation. He would 
not get far with Dude on a cold pinch, with no 
incriminating evidence to produce. Dude had 
too much money and knew how to arrange an 
alibi that was shock-proof. Blake shrugged. 
He was young and devil-may-care, so he 
rolled over in the fairly comfortable bed and 
was soon sound asleep. The Government man 
needed rest. 
 
THE telephone woke him in the A morning. 
For a moment, he blinked and looked around 
at the unfamiliar surroundings, then it all 
flashed back to him. He picked up the phone 
and answered cautiously. 
 A feminine voice asked: “Who is this? 
Is this Bert Smith?” 
 “Yes,” he acknowledged, “this is Bert 
Smith. Who are you?” 
 “Oh, hello, there!” said the voice, 
gaily. “Been expecting you for three days 
now. Are you decent? I’ll come right up—I’m 
in a lobby booth.” 
 Blake’s eyes narrowed. “Give me five 
minutes,” he said, “so I can get some clothes 
on. I just got up. Who did you say this was?” 
 “Now, honey, don’t be like that!” said 
the voice. “It’s me!” 
 The G-man’s eyes popped open at that. 
What was he in for? This girl seemed to know 
Bert Smith. She must—since she was calling 
him “honey.” Did she know that Bert Smith 
was, in reality, Steve Kelly, of Chicago? Well, 
he had to take the chance and find out. 
 He washed and dressed in a hurry, 
combed his hair over the burn on his scalp, lit 
a cigarette and waited. Judging by what had 
happened last night, anything could happen 
here. 
 A soft knock sounded on his door. He 
slipped his automatic into his coat pocket, 
stepped to the door and opened it, gliding to 
one side as he did so. 
 The D. J. agent caught his breath in 
surprise. A young and pretty girl stood there, 

blue eyes wide, looking at him. She was alone, 
and she walked in and closed the door, 
slipping the bolt into place; then she faced 
him, her eyes keenly curious. She was well-
dressed, and her cheeks were flushed. She was 
pretty and vivacious-looking, and her initiated 
eyes were full of a hard wisdom. She was the 
same girl he had found, under the influence of 
dope, in the frame house, in Jersey City, last 
night. 
 He could see that she didn’t remember 
ever having seen him before, but he 
recognized her at once. This was luck—the 
beginning of the trail. 
 “So, you’re Bert Smith?” she said, and 
paused. She walked over to the desk and sat 
down, exposing a slender ankle and sheer, 
rolled, silk stockings. She opened her purse, 
took out a cigarette, lit it and eyed Blake 
again. “Rod’s been expecting you for the last 
few days,” she went on. “When did you get 
in?” 
 She meant Rod Rankin, and Rod 
Rankin was dead. She had been in the same 
house with his corpse last night. Did she know 
Rod was dead? Was she stalling? Fishing for 
information? 
 “Last night—late.” he answered, 
offhand. His brain was racing with 
conjectures, and he decided to play a waiting 
game. The less he said, the better. 
 “You don’t seem to remember me,” 
she said, amused, her eyes full of malice. 
“Didn’t I meet you when I was in the chorus 
of ‘Better Days’? Or was it two other fellows? 
I thought I knew every celebrity.” 
 Blake grinned cryptically. Was there a 
taunt in her blue eyes? Was he supposed to 
know her? He decided to try to duck that issue 
for the present. 
 “How’d you know I was here?” he 
asked, guardedly. “I only blew in last night—
late—and only Rod knew I was coming.” 
 “Well, I had a hunch.” She smiled. She 
was as different from last night as she could 
possibly be. She was now the typical show 



G-Trap 9

girl: hard, but willing to be friendly and 
pleasant. “I took a look at the register when I 
came in.” 
 “Rod told you I was coming?” His face 
was calm, but inwardly he was tense. 
 “Sure! I know all of Rod’s business.” 
Her eyes narrowed shrewdly as she considered 
him. “Did you hear from Rod yet?” 
 “No,” he answered. What was the 
game, he wondered. “I suppose he’ll get in 
touch with me, sooner or later.” He paused, 
eyeing her expectantly. 
 Her shrewd eyes still considered him. 
“Somehow,” she ventured, “you don’t look 
like the kind of guy I expected to find here. 
How do I know you’re the right Bert Smith?” 
 “Bert Smith,” he said, meaningly, “for 
the time being. Steve Kelly—to my friends.” 
He watched her narrowly as he said it. 
 “That’s right,” she nodded, her eyes 
seeming to weigh him speculatively. 
 The D. J. operator thought he caught 
the sounds of soft movements outside the 
door. He promptly faced around, so he could 
cover both the girl and the door. The girl 
looked harmless and pretty; but he had known 
beautiful gun molls of the underworld who 
would empty a clip of forty-fives into a man, 
and not bat an eye or lose a smile. 
 “What’s the proposition?” he asked, 
sitting down on the bed. “You say you know 
all of Rod’s business, so you should be able to 
tell me. I’ve got fifty grand in mind. I hope 
Rod didn’t call me in just to show me 
Broadway. I’ve seen it before.” 
 “No,” she answered, “he didn’t. If 
what I hear about you is true, you’ll get plenty 
of action. I called Rod this morning, but I find 
he had to go out of town for a few days.” Her 
eyes clouded. “He hasn’t ever done that 
before,” she added, absently, “without telling 
me. He always tells me. I don’t get it” 
 
BLAKE said nothing to this. Rod Rankin, he 
knew, was as dead as a man could be. This 
girl had been in the frame house, most likely, 

when Rankin was killed. Had she been too 
hopped up to know? He wondered how she 
had escaped from the fire trap. She seemed 
none the worse for her experience of last 
night. He said: 
“Where did you call him? Who told you he 
had to go out of town?” 
 “Why—I called his hotel. He lives at 
the Hempstead, on Forty-fifth.” 
 “And they told you he had gone out of 
town?” 
 She nodded. “They said he called up 
early this morning and left the message.” 
 Blake knew that this wasn’t possible. 
He fished for more information: 
 “Am I supposed to remember you?” he 
grinned, disarmingly. “What was that ‘honey’ 
crack on the phone?” 
 She shrugged. “I was only kidding, in 
case the switchboard operator was listening in. 
I’m Maizie Trevors, late of the ‘Better Days’ 
company—quite late.” Her eyes clouded again 
and grew abstract. “There’s something funny, 
about all this,” she said. “I was with Rod last 
night—but I guess I must have passed out.” 
She paused, as if to remember. “He didn’t say 
anything, then, about going out of town.” She 
lit another cigarette and considered Blake. “I 
don’t get it,” she confessed, a frown between 
her eyes. “Rod was anxious to see you, and 
now he goes out of town .... I made up my 
mind to see you as soon as you got in.” 
 “You’re nuts about Rod, aren’t you?” 
he asked. He had made up his mind now, for 
he saw what he was looking for in the girl’s 
eyes. 
 “So, what?” she countered, defiantly. 
“Rod’s always been swell to me.” 
 “Maizie,” went on Blake, softly, “you 
don’t look like a hophead—but do you take a 
shot in the arm once in a while? I’m asking for 
good reasons, and you’d better come clean. It 
might be important to you.” 
 “Who—me?” asked the girl, in 
astonishment. “Me, a hop-head? You’re nuts! 
I never took any dope in my life!” 
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 “No?” he asked, still softly. “Then, 
what made you pass out last night?” 
 “What do you know about last night?” 
she snapped, her face hard. “I had a hunch,” 
she went on, tensely, “that everything wasn’t 
on the up-and-up these last few days, and 
now—” She looked at Blake with growing 
suspicion. “Look here, Mr. Steve Kelly, of 
Chicago—you’d better tell me what you’re 
driving at. Rod’s not the man to fool with, and 
you know it.” 
 “You don’t remember what happened 
to you last night, do you?” he asked. 
 Her eyes widened. “Why—why—not 
after we stopped at that place in Fort Lee, for a 
few drinks. We had some, and I must have 
passed out. Say—what do you know about 
it?” A lightninglike movement revealed a tiny, 
pearl-handled automatic in her hand. Her eyes 
were as hard as agate now, and he knew she 
could use the deadly toy—and would. 
 “Come clean, Kelly!” she ordered, 
tensely. “How could you know about last 
night when you’re supposed to have gotten in 
town late last night yourself? I knew 
something was wrong—and you’re it!” 
 
THE Government man smiled without mirth. 
“Put that bean shooter away, Maizie,” he 
ordered. “The Fourth of July is over. Better 
tell me what happened last night. Who was 
with you, besides Rod?” 
 “Why?” she wanted to know, tersely. 
 “Because,” he said, bluntly, “you were 
doped last night, Maizie. Some one slipped 
you a Mickey Finn. Do you remember where 
you went?” 
 “We were supposed to go— Say, now 
that you mention it, I do remember 
something—like a dream. But how could you 
know anything about that? You’re supposed 
to—” She stopped, abruptly. 
 He was confronted with a choice of 
action: he could disarm this good-looking gun 
moll and make her talk, but that might contain 
complications; and he could tell this girl about 

Rod Rankin, and let nature take its course. He 
said: 
 “Look, Maizie—you went to a house 
in Jersey City last night, with somebody. Two 
men were shot to death there. It was an empty 
frame house, which some one set on fire. I 
saw you there—and you were so hopped up 
you couldn’t see or stand. Some one took a 
shot at me, and I passed out. When I came to, 
I looked for you, but the place was on fire and 
I didn’t see you in the room where I’d left 
you. I got out through a window and beat it, 
but those two dead men stayed there ...” He 
paused, watching her. 
 “Two—dead—men?” she asked, with 
stiff lips, her eyes wide. Her tiny gun wavered. 
She slipped it into her purse again. Blake 
nodded. 
 “Two dead men, Maizie—sorry. You 
know who was with you. Who did it?” 
 “You mean—Rod?” She gulped 
painfully, bewildered. 
 He nodded again. “That’s right. 
Somebody put him on the spot last night. Who 
was it?” 
 For a long moment, she stared blankly 
at him, her pallor increasing; then a faint red 
mounted to her cheeks; her blue eyes began to 
brood with storm. “Rod—” she began, and 
stopped. “Who,” she asked, “are you? You’re 
not Steve Kelly. I know you’re not—” 
 “Jim Blake,” he told her. “Department 
of Justice. If you’ll help me, Maizie, I’ll be 
able to nail the killer who burned down Rod 
Rankin.” 
 She sat back suddenly and closed her 
eyes. She looked as if she was going to faint. 
The G-man said: 
 “Hold it. You need a drink, Maizie. I’ll 
have them send one up.” He paused. “Maybe,” 
he amended, “it wouldn’t be so hot for anyone 
to see you here. Maybe I’d better get it.” 
 She waved her hand. “Send for the 
drink,” she interrupted. “I knew there was 
something wrong—and I was going to find out 
what. When I came in, I registered as Mrs. 
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Bert Smith. I wanted a chance to talk to you, 
alone, without interruptions. That’s why I 
cracked like I did, on the phone. Send for the 
drink.” 
 “You—what?” It was the D. J. agent’s 
turn to look surprised; then he shrugged and 
phoned for the drinks. So, she had registered 
as Mrs. Bert Smith, to begin with.... 
 When the bellboy had left, he told her 
all that had happened in the frame house in 
Jersey City, last night. She sat and listened in 
a stony silence; and when he had finished, she 
sat looking out of the window, mute, 
immobile. Finally, she turned to him. 
 “I’m beginning to see things now,” she 
said, her voice hard and flat. “Send for another 
drink. I need it!” 
 He gave the order on the phone, then 
turned to the girl. 
 “I’ll help you, flatfoot,” she continued, 
“just so you can nail that double-crossing 
skunk. So, he slipped me a Mickey Finn, did 
he? No wonder I passed out like that. If you 
left me on the floor, doped, how did I get out 
of that house?” 
 “I don’t know,” he confessed. “I saw 
you there before I was put to sleep, but you 
were gone when I woke up. Maybe the guy 
who took a shot at me carried you out?” 
 “Maybe,” she nodded. “He’s been 
making a play for me—that’s why! He 
thought I’d leave Rod and throw in with him, 
the dirty—” 
 “Where did you wake up this 
morning?” interposed Blake, asking no further 
questions to identify the mysterious 
companion of the night before. That would 
come in a minute, he was sure. 
 “That’s the funny part of it. I was 
sitting in a chair, in the lobby of the apartment 
house, where I live. I thought Rod had taken 
me home and left me there. I don’t remember 
a thing. I went up to my apartment— went to 
bed, all in. I phoned Rod this morning, 
thinking—” She stopped, and her eyes flamed 
with a tense, reckless light. A moment later, 

she demanded: 
 “Do you know why Rod sent for Steve 
Kelly?” 
 Blake shook his head. “No, I don’t. It 
might help if you told me—if you also gave a 
name to this other man, Maizie.” 
 “Did you ever hear of Dude Bartelle?” 
she asked, her voice dripping hatred. 
 “Yes, I did,” he answered, calmly. 
“But, he’s a big shot, isn’t he? He’s rich—
lives in a swell home, in Westchester. We’ve 
got nothing on him that will hold water. What 
do you know?” 
 “I’ll tell you! He’s supposed to have a 
wife—that dame, Kate, a henna-haired punk 
who dresses like a million dollars. She goes to 
Europe all the time, for trips! Well, she passed 
out a few weeks ago. Got run over by a car, 
see? Maybe it was an accident—maybe not. 
Maybe she knew too much—and was getting 
troublesome—asking for too much. There are 
dames like that, you know.” 
 Blake nodded. “There are,” he agreed. 
 The girl went on: “Rod got wise to 
their game. The Bartelles were supposed to be 
swells, see? About every two months, she 
went to Europe—and every time she went, 
Mrs. Bartelle took her quarts of diamonds and 
jewels with her, and declared them to the 
Customs, see? She took them along to wear—
or, that’s what the Customs nitwits thought.” 
 “Well,” asked Blake, tingling, “didn’t 
she?” He felt that he was now going to break 
this case wide open. 
 
MAIZIE smiled bitterly. “Dicks ain’t so 
smart.” Her voice was acrid. “She declared her 
stuff and took it on board, see? When it was 
time to sail, Bartelle always slipped her a 
phoney—a duplicate set, made with zircons. 
They looked exactly like the real McCoy. The 
real ones went back in the Bartelle vault. The 
phoney stuff went across. Since she declared 
the diamonds at a pretty stiff value, all she had 
to do was flash them and give a list. It was 
checked back when she returned. She always 
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told the Customs she was coming back in a 
few weeks, see?” 
 “So, what?” asked Blake. 
 “So, this! The phonies were taken out 
on the other side and real diamonds set in their 
places, see? It was big stuff—three hundred 
grand every trip. And they got past the 
Customs without paying a dime, because the 
Customs thought it was the same stuff that had 
been declared, coming back!” 
 “So, that’s how it worked,” mused 
Blake. 
 Maizie nodded. “Rod got wised up 
through a fence, and Dude let him in, for a 
slice, after that. Then, he double-crossed 
Rod—held out on him. Rod knew Dude kept 
all the stuff in a steel vault, in his Westchester 
home. He tried to get in once, to blast it open, 
but Dude caught him at it, the rat!” 
 “Yes?” encouraged the Federal man, 
softly. “Go on.” 
 “They patched it up and agreed to 
continue again, together—figured up a new 
split. Dude gave Rod part of the dough, but he 
held out on the rest. Rod got mad. Slim 
McCormick told Rod about a guy in Chicago, 
Steve Kelly, who was clever enough to open 
that can and tough enough to get away with it. 
So Rod sent for Kelly—and he was going to 
tip him off on the job.” 
 Blake nodded, his eyes slitted. The girl 
was still burning with a furious anger. 
 “That’s why Rod sent for Kelly,” she 
went on. “He didn’t know Kelly, so he told 
him to come here and register as Bert Smith. 
While he was waiting for Kelly to show, Dude 
called him up and told him he was ready to 
pay the balance. They patched it up and got 
drunk together. Rod was in a bad spot. He 
asked me to go along on the payoff, last night. 
Dude was pretty smooth and asked Rod to 
bury the hatchet, and they’d go on doing 
business together. Rod was willing. Dude said 
he had the dough in a hideaway, in Jersey 
City. 
 “We went over the George 

Washington Bridge, for some drinks, and 
then—I guess I passed out! That’s all I 
remember until I found myself in the lobby 
this morning. I phoned Rod—and you know 
what I was told!” Her eyes sparkled craftily. 
Blake saw it. 
 “You were doped when you took the 
drinks,” said Blake. “I wonder why he pulled 
you out of the fire? Did he think you’d keep 
quiet?” 
 She nodded. “He propositioned me to 
leave Rod and take up where his wife, Kate, 
left off. I think he bumped her, if you ask me. 
I wouldn’t listen, and I didn’t tell Rod about 
it.” 
 “I see,” said Blake. The pieces of the 
puzzle were beginning to fall into place; but 
there was still another piece that, seemingly, 
didn’t fit. “You say,” he encouraged, “that you 
and Rod and Dude were together last night—
just you three?” 
 “Yeah—just us three.” 
 “Then,” said Blake, “the other dead 
man in that house must have been Kelly. I 
found a letter in his pocket—the one Rod had 
written to Kelly.” He recalled the meeting 
between the hawk-faced man and Dude, in 
front of the Prentiss Hotel. “Dude,” he said, 
softly, “got to Kelly first. He must have sent 
Kelly out to that hide-out in Jersey City on 
some pretext—and then sneaked in later and 
bumped him off.” The girl’s eyes slivered. 
“You think—Kelly shot Rod—or Dude did 
it?” 
 “It’s ten to one that Dude got both of 
them. Dude must have known that Rod sent 
for Kelly. Why? .... He intercepted Kelly, 
when he first got to town—before he got a 
chance to register here. Kelly had never met 
Rod. Dude could have introduced himself as 
Rod Rankin, and Kelly wouldn’t have known 
the difference.” 
 The girl watched him with cold eyes 
that had still fires in their depths—some secret 
mirth, repressed. 
 “Then,” continued Blake, 
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reconstructing, “after Dude had bumped 
Kelly, he got Rod to go out there, and let Rod 
have it. You were doped—you wouldn’t know 
what had happened. With Rod gone, Dude 
could tell yon some fancy story and you might 
have gone to work for him, taking the place 
his wife left open. My butting in spoiled his 
scheme. He took a shot at me, and thinking he 
had finished me, set fire to that dump—
figuring that none of the dead men inside 
would ever be identified.” He looked through 
the window. The girl didn’t answer. She 
slicked her dress over her hips. 
 “He’s the coldest-blooded killer I ever 
came across,” said Blake. “Smart! You see, he 
would never have to explain anything to you, 
for you didn’t remember a thing. He phoned 
Rod’s hotel, telling them he was Rod Rankin 
and would be out of town for a few days. If 
Rod didn’t finally show up, you’d get sore and 
maybe work with Dude. A dangerous bird, 
Maizie, and one who knows how to figure.” 
 “Yes!” she grated. “But, he didn’t 
figure that I’d get suspicious and come here.” 
Again he saw the secretive flicker in her eyes. 
 “And he didn’t figure on my thick 
skull,” supplemented Blake, grimly. “And that 
was Mr. Dude Bartelle’s mistake—because an 
accident is going to sneak up and happen to 
him!” 
 
THERE was a soft knock at the A door and 
Blake looked up. 
 “The drinks!” said the girl, eagerly. 
“And how I need one!” 
 Blake got up and asked: “Who is it?” 
 “Room service,” was the answer. “You 
ordered cocktails?” 
 “Yes,” said Blake, and shot the bolt. 
He felt that he, too, could use a drink. “Come 
in,” he ordered.” And that marked a mistake 
on Jim Blake’s part, for he had, momentarily, 
relaxed his customary vigilance. 
 The door swung open and a tall man 
stepped inside. He shut the door behind him 
and shot the bolt. The D. J. man whirled when 

he heard it go home. 
 The tall man was Dude Bartelle. 
 There was a Mauser in his hand, 
equipped with a silencer. Dude’s eyes were 
cool and deadly; they flamed with a savage 
lust to kill. A muscle kept visibly twitching in 
his cheek. The girl was startled into an 
involuntary cry, but she smothered it instantly. 
 “Shut up!” ordered Dude savagely. 
“Up with your hands, Blake, One peep out of 
either of you, and I’ll burn you down.” His 
eyes flashed to the girl. “I thought it might be 
a good idea to watch you, Maizie, you little 
punk! I pulled you out of a fire—saved your 
worthless life—and this is how you double-
cross me, is it? If you make one move for your 
gat, Blake, I’ll blast you—and I won’t miss, 
this time!” His eyes flicked, momentarily, to 
the silent girl. 
 “So, it was you who took a pop at me 
last night, huh?” asked the G-man, coolly. His 
mind was racing. This meant sure death unless 
he could think both himself and the girl out of 
it—and fast. Dude was desperate and had 
nothing further to lose. Another killing more 
or less, wouldn’t matter to him now, since he 
was slated for the electric chair anyhow—if he 
were captured. 
 “Yeah—it was me, flatfoot!” 
acknowledged Dude, with a savage 
satisfaction. “So, what? I followed this little 
fluff, this morning, and saw her come here—
and I listened outside this door. Don’t get 
hopeful—I canceled your last order for 
drinks—the bellhop won’t arrive to spoil my 
party.” He grinned, viciously. 
 “Spilled the whole business, Maizie, 
didn’t you?” he went on. “Well, if it’s any 
satisfaction to you, Rod is ashes this morning. 
And you’re going to join him soon. And, as 
for you, wise guy—” His eyes flashed to 
Blake, and the Government agent saw the 
killer’s finger lace around the trigger tensely. 
 Dude was exultant. His mastery of the 
situation loosened his tongue. He crowed: 
“Thought you’d outsmart me, didn’t you, 
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Blake? So did Rod! I got him drunk on 
purpose, and he spilled his guts—threatened 
me with Steve Kelly. What Rod didn’t know 
was that I once lived in Chicago—and knew 
what Kelly looked like. And Kelly didn’t 
know me! I picked him up right here, the 
minute he hit town, and sent him out to Jersey 
City. And that’s where he stayed! He thought I 
was Rod Rankin—and he’ll never know the 
difference, now. I fixed him!” 
 A little whimper of terror came from 
the girl’s lips, because she recognized death in 
the killer’s glazed eyes. 
 “Don’t move!” snarled Dude, 
furiously. “You could have had a soft thing of 
it, Maizie—traveling around, eating the best, 
going places, swell clothes; but you had to 
spoil it and stick with that two-bit punk, Rod! 
Well, you asked for it! Maybe you’d have had 
to take it later, just like Kate did, eh? She got 
too important, too!” 
 The killer’s gun was trained on the 
girl, and Blake took advantage of the fact that 
the muzzle was off him for a moment. He was 
fast as a flash, literally diving for Dude. He 
grabbed Dude’s gun arm as a sharp plop 
sounded, followed by a suppressed scream 
from the girl’s lips. 
 Dude was tall and strong, but so was 
Blake, who sent in a hard left to the stomach 
and twisted Dude’s arm up. A bullet struck the 
ceiling, sending down a shower of powdered 
plaster. He closed with Dude, throwing his left 
arm around Dude’s neck and gradually 
twisting the gun arm away. Dude kicked out 
savagely, and they both went to the floor in a 
tangle. 
 Dude was as strong as an ox. He flung 
the G-man off, but Blake wouldn’t let go of 
the arm. He saw that the girl had come to her 
feet and had her tiny gun out. Her eyes were 
wild and her cheeks flushed. They were in a 
tangle, and she was evidently afraid to shoot, 
for fear of hitting Blake, who gasped: 
 “Don’t try it—Maizie! I’ll—finish—
this.” 

 “Look out!” she screamed. “He’s 
twisting that gun toward you! Pull away, and, 
I’ll let him have it!” 
 “Back—behind the bed, Maizie,” 
snapped Blake. “Don’t try to shoot.” 
 A fierce curse broke from the killer’s 
lips. With a tremendous surge, he broke away 
and slammed against the wall, breathing hard. 
He was on his feet in a flash. His gun came up 
like the striking head of a snake, but he wasn’t 
fast enough. Blake had drawn his gun and 
fired from the floor. 
 There was the sound of a smashing 
impact. Dust eddied upward thinly from the 
breast of Dude’s immaculate coat. He jerked, 
as though a sledge hammer had smashed him, 
and spun around. His gun fell from his hand 
and he doubled up, head jerking down almost 
to his knees. Then he suddenly dropped flat, 
inert. 
 “Hurt?” barked Blake, to the girl. 
She shook her head in mute negation, staring 
dazedly at the sprawled, unconscious Dude. 
 “Dead?” she asked, almost 
soundlessly. 
 “No. He’ll live to fry.” 
 “I hope so!” she spat out, vindictively. 
Then, a look of desperation crept into her 
eyes. 
 Heavy footsteps were pounding along 
the hall, outside, and a loud knock came at the 
door. Blake’s shrewd eyes measured the girl 
swiftly. 
 “Into the bath room, sister,” he 
whispered, “and don’t make a sound. I’ll see 
what I can do.” 
 The girl shot him a frightened look and 
vanished into the bath room. 
 
AGAIN the knock sounded on the door, 
louder, this time. 
 “Okay!” called Blake. “Keep your 
shirt on.” He stalked to the door, shot the bolt, 
and stepped back. 
 “What’s this?” thundered the burly 
house detective, almost falling through the 
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door. He had a gun in his hand, and his eyes 
popped when he saw the wounded Dude on 
the floor and the automatic in Blake’s fist. 
 “Don’t get excited, old man,” Jim 
Blake smiled. “Everything’s quite all right. 
Just a slight error—I didn’t know it was 
loaded.” 
 The big house dick was thunderstruck. 
For the moment, he was inarticulate. He 
seemed to have forgotten that he had a gun in 
his hand. Blake’s mouth twitched with a faint 
grin of amusement at the other’s expression. 
 “Okay,” the G-man continued, briskly, 
and flashed his shield. “Nothing to get wobbly 
about, old-timer. Department of Justice. This 
egg is a big-time smuggler—pulled a gun on 
me, so I had to let him have it. Beat it 
downstairs and phone D. J. headquarters—on 
the Q. T.—from a booth. Have them come 
here as fast as possible. Say that Blake is 
here.” His brows knit with a sudden thought. 
He went on: 
 “And keep this quiet—I want no one 
standing around. Get me? Keep the floor and 
the lobby cleared.” 
 The other stared, dazedly, his eyes on 
the gold shield of authority. He nodded 
vigorously, his fat jowls quivering. 
 “Yea, man!” he agreed. He cast one 
more glance at the blood-soaked Dude, and 
left the room hurriedly. 
 Blake locked the door again. He went 
to the bath-room door and called softly: 
 “All right, Maizie. Come out—and 
fast!” 
 He heard the lock click and she opened 
the door. The color had fled from her cheeks. 
Her eyes were wide and staring, stark fear 
glittering in their depths; her lips were parted 
and trembling. 
 “That was the house dick,” he told her, 
swiftly. The girl, he saw, was badly frightened 
and disorganized. After all, she’d had no hand 
in the actual smuggling, or the killings in the 
Jersey City house. Suddenly, he reached out 
and took her pocketbook from her limp 

fingers. He opened it, thrust in his hand and 
found the tiny gun. He put it into his own 
pocket. 
 Her eyes followed his movements 
curiously, and her fingers closed over the bag 
as he handed it back to her. Her trembling lips 
framed an almost inaudible question: 
 “W-wh-at—what are you going to 
do—with me?” 
 “You and I,” he told her, meaningly, 
“have a little business, Maizie. You see—I 
kinda like you.” 
 Her teeth were chattering. She backed 
away from him. Something in her expression 
made the D. J. man’s skin crawl. Her voice 
was harsh and tense when it came: 
 “Oh—another wise guy!” She looked 
around with the desperation of a cornered 
animal. “To hell with you!” 
 She snatched a small bottle from her 
bag and carried it to her lips. Blake’s hand 
shot out, clutched the slim, white wrist and 
jerked it forcibly down, knocking the bottle 
out of her nerveless fingers. It fell on the tile 
floor of the bath room, splintering. A familiar, 
acrid odor came to Blake’s nostrils. 
 “You little dumbbell!” he snapped. 
“That won’t get you anything but a slab in the 
morgue.” 
 Her shoulders were shaking with dry 
sobs. “You—you double-crosser!” she 
sobbed. 
 “Listen,” he grated, “I’m cluck enough 
to try to do you a favor. If the cops catch you 
here, you’ll have a lot of explaining to do. 
And, for your information, I don’t want your 
telephone number. I was just thinking— well, 
if I gave you a break, you might go straight, 
after this?” 
 She said, hoarsely: “I’m through—
believe me!” 
 “All right. If you beat it in the next 
minute, no one will ever know you were here. 
Why not try getting a job, Maizie, and try the 
straight and narrow? You’ll be surprised to 
find how much fun there is in decency.” 
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 Her audacious eyes studied him. 
“You’ll—let me go?” she whispered. 
 He saw sudden hope that flamed in 
her. 
 “Yes,” he nodded. “As soon as you 
come across.” 
 “What—do you mean—come across?” 
 “Listen, Maizie,” he said, impatiently. 
“The time is damn’ short. If we don’t make a 
deal, the cops will be here—and then it will be 
too late. Dude didn’t follow you here just to 
see where you were going and what you were 
doing. You weren’t important enough—to 
him. There was another reason. You weren’t 
so hopped up last night, about the time he left 
you. And your eyes tell stories, kid, that an 
experienced detective reads. Right?” 
 “So—what?” she asked, stiff-lipped. 
 “So—you played shut-eye last night 
and lifted Dude’s swag, when he was carrying 
you into the lobby of your place. Come on, 
kid—give!” 
 
FOR a long moment her eyes held his, then 
she shrugged. 
 “You’re smart, Blake,” she conceded. 
“I was scared to death about it—scared to tell 
about it. I wanted it, for Rod. Now that he’s 
gone—” She shrugged. 
 The G-man nodded, grimly. “You 
couldn’t get away with it,” he told her. “This 
time, every hockshop, every fence, is being 
watched. They’d have picked you up—and 

then it would have been curtains. Come on—
give papa those diamonds.” 
 Without any hesitation, she raised her 
skirt, exposing shapely legs and diaphanous 
lingerie. Tied to her waist was a chamois bag. 
She untied it and handed it to Blake. 
 “Try the job idea, Maizie,” he told her. 
“It’s a good hunch. Okay, kid! Beat it before 
anyone shows up. Take the service stairs 
down. Scram!” 
 He walked to the door and unlocked it. 
Peering out, he saw that the hall was clear. He 
motioned her silently to go. 
 Her eyes went to his for a moment, at 
the threshold. 
 “For a G-man,” she told him, softly, 
“you’re not so worse.” She slipped out into the 
hall and was gone.... 
 Blake closed the door, his mouth taut. 
This completed the assignment. Dude, 
unconscious, was there, on the floor; the 
smuggled gems were in his hand; then, 
suddenly, something else occurred to him: 
 What would the D. J. chief and his 
fellow operatives say, when the hotel 
registration, downstairs, came to light? “Mrs. 
Smith!” They’d kid the life out of him! Well, 
the clerk could tell them the truth of the 
matter. Mrs. Smith would have to be some 
mysterious unknown. No use implicating 
Maizie. Unless he missed his guess by a mile, 
she’d go straight—now .... 

 


