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Undercover Angel 
by Leslie Gordon Barnard 

 
Inspector Gregory knew that he was one fly that had to outsmart two spiders in their own web. 
 

ELSON, proprietor of the Green Cat 
Night Club, sat in his office, tip-tilting in 
his chair, and regarding Inspector 

Gregory of the homicide squad with a bland 
smile. 
 “Nice of you to look in on us, 
Gregory,” he said. “How’s every little thing 

down at Headquarters?” 
 The inspector returned the smile with 
interest. “We’ve got a nice easy chair down 
there waiting for you to sit in when you get 
round to talking about the Stanford shooting.” 
 “Still got that bug under your hat, eh?” 
 “And sitting pretty. Only it’s a 
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spider—not a bug, and it’ll spin its web. Give 
it time. Pleasant sort of an affair, that Stanford 
one. Thoughtful of you to crate up the body 
and give it burial.” 
 Jelson’s face cracked open in another 
smile. 
 “Go on, paint me into the picture. 
You’d sure do fine as an artist—lots of 
imagination.” 
 Inspector Gregory was stolid. “And 
what a coffin!” he went on. “Concreted four 
sides. Just the thing to push over the side of a 
vessel into deep water. You do own shares in 
a tug, don’t you?” 
 “In a business way,” said Jelson, 
quickly ashing a cigar. “I own lots of things. 
Never was one to put all my eggs in one 
basket” 
 The inspector rose heavily. “Don’t 
mind if I drop down below and watch your 
floor show?” 
 “Not at all. The Green Cat’s proud of 
your patronage.” 
 At the door, Gregory turned. 
“Speaking of owning things, Jelson,” he flung 
back. “There’s one thing even you can’t buy.” 
 “Huh?” 
 “Peace of mind. Why? Because you’re 
scared of the web that spider’s spinning about 
you. Scared blue—and won’t admit it. 
’Night!” 
 Jelson waited until the door was 
closed, then reached swiftly for a house 
telephone, communicating below. 
 “Rickey there? Yeah, lemme talk to 
him. Rickey, I want you should keep an eye 
on that big lummox from headquarters. . . . 
Sure, he’s just gone down. Never mind 
making goo-goo eyes at your dancer friend. 
Stick to business. . . . Okay.” 
 He hung up, stepped quickly to the 
wall. He dispossessed a calendar, showing 
cows in pasture, and slid back a small section 
of wall that gave him a view of proceedings 

below. He did not smoke now for fear any curl 
of it might give away his squint hole. 
 From here he could command the 
whole floor. To the left a swing band was 
bleating against a golden curtain. As he 
looked, lights were lowered and the great 
golden curtain went up. A young man, sleeked 
within an inch of his life, doffed a top hat to 
perfunctory applause. 
 “Ladies and gem’men,” he announced, 
“introducin’ the sensation of U-rupp, now for 
the first time presented in America. The 
sensational dancer, Hilda Wandagriff!” 
 Jelson’s hand reached up as if, even 
here, he needed concealment for his 
amusement. Rickey’s girl friend—he had dug 
her up somewhere—pleading her talents as a 
dancer. He never could quite figure if Rickey 
dug her up or she’d waylaid Rickey to get the 
job. Well, she had something; and he’d given 
her the tag of importation which counted with 
suckers. But she’d blinded Rickey—and he 
was a hard one to blind. He’d fallen for her, 
high, wide and handsome. 
 “Give her a chance,” he had pleaded. 
“She’ll knock ’em wide open.” 
 “What do you know about her?” Jelson 
had asked. 
 “Know? Say, she’s the swellest—” 
 “Forget that. I don’t have to tell you 
we got to be careful who we bring to the 
Green Cat.” 

R
 

ICKEY had overridden that fear. But, 
oddly, Jelson couldn’t quite shake it. He 

thought of it again now, fought against it 
because he saw this girl could bring plenty of 
customers. She could dance. “And how!” he 
murmured his admiration. “But there’s 
something about her that ain’t—ain’t 
professional!” He snapped his fingers. “That’s 
it. That’s what’s been eating me. I’ll bet that 
dame graduated from the Junior League 
Revue, not from any Broadway hangout.” 



UNDERCOVER ANGEL 
 

3

 He watched again. Her dance now 
brought her down the runway, past the 
orchestra, to the floor, weaving among the 
tables. Reaching into a drawer of his desk, 
Jelson snatched out a pair of opera glasses. 
 Watching, his mouth hardened. And 
suddenly, he vented himself of a blasphemy. 
He slid to the panel, readjusted the pastoral 
calendar, and caught up the house telephone, 
speaking into it swiftly, incisively. He hung up 
and sat fingering his moustache; then he 
telephoned again. 
 “Send Rickey up here,” he ordered. 
 Rickey came up in a high sort of 
triumph. He was a young man who had always 
prided himself on being indifferent to women, 
but no one knew better than himself that he 
had fallen hard. That he should have been 
fallen for was still more of a miracle. 
 His mirror showed him a longish face, 
eyes too close together, a plaster of dark hair 
cutting low across his egg-shaped brow. It did 
not occur to him that there was anything 
miraculous in the dancer’s interest. If anything 
could add to his own supreme assurance that 
he was a superman in his own right, it was his 
close and not unprofitable relationship with 
Jelson. 
 Giving the triple tattoo that was his 
signal, Rickey entered. His enthusiasm burst 
from him. 
 “Is she a knockout, or am I a judge?” 
 “Judge—and jury,” said Jelson, “if you 
want to talk about unpleasant things. Come in. 
Sit down.” 
 Rickey sighed. “You didn’t see her, 
then?” 
 “Sure. I was watching.” 
 Rickey bristled. “Well, if you have an 
opinion, shoot!” 
 Jelson reached for a cigar. He did not 
offer one. He lit it carefully, then spoke. 
 “As a dancer she ain’t bad. Not bad at 
all. She’s got figure and speed. A bit too lah-

de-dah in her routines, but maybe she’d get 
over.” 
 “They ate her up,” snapped Rickey. He 
stepped across the thick rug, lifted the 
calendar and slid the panel. “Listen. That’s 
still for her.” 
 Jelson knocked the ash off his cigar. 
“Too bad we can’t keep her!” he said. 
 “What?” 
 “Sit down. Sit down. Take it easy.” 
 “You’re crazy.” 
 “Maybe I am. Maybe I ain’t.” 
 He kept looking towards the door. 
Rickey’s eyes, following that gaze, were 
sullenly puzzled. 
 There was a knock. 
 “Come in!” said Jelson, 
 

 GIRL entered. Rickey saw it was the 
maid who helped in the dressing room, 

and who had been assigned to Hilda 
Wandagriff. Her cap and apron could not 
subdue a pert appreciation of herself. “Well?” 
said Jelson. 
 “I got it, Mr. Jelson. Soon as she come 
into the dressing room, I started to hurry and 
change her costume and it fell out. She missed 
it and kept hurting for it ‘What is it, miss?’ I 
asked. She just went on hunting. She looked 
pretty upset, Mr. Jelson.” 
 “Give it to me.” 
 Jelson held the small wisp of paper in 
his hand, reading it over and over. His face 
was grim. He passed the thing to Rickey. It 
said: “Take utmost care. Every reason suspect 
J is suspicious of you. Destroy this at once.” 
 They stared at each other. Rickey’s 
face was paper-white. Jelson turned to the 
maid: “You can go,” he said. “Tell the cashier 
I said you were to have a bonus of twenty. 
Nice work.” He sat back, the swivel chair 
squeaking under him as he rocked gently. The 
ash dripped from his cigar onto the folds of his 
vest. He did not take his eyes from Rickey. 

A



SECRET AGENT X  
 

4

 The telephone rang. Jelson answered. 
 “He’s gone, eh? . . . Yes, yes. . . . Well, 
keep a close eye on the girl. Make sure she 
sees the second show through.” 
 Rickey sat brooding in his chair. Again 
Jelson smoked, watching him. 
 “About that damned dick,” said Jelson 
at last “I’ve got a hunch it’s time he went the 
same way as Stanford. I’ll want you on that. 
As for the girl—” 
 Rickey swore. He said hoarsely: 
“Suppose you leave that dame to me.” 
 “Okay with me. Only before you get 
too playful with her, maybe we could use her 
a bit. Now, listen. . . .” 
 Rickey drew his chair closer. His face 
was still drained of color. Sweat stood out 
under the swath of black hair across his egg-
shaped brow. The corners of his mouth 
twitched every now and then. . . . 
 At somewhere around two A. M. 
Rickey lounged in the shadows by the stage 
entrance of the Green Cat. Presently he tensed 
at the sound of hurried footfalls. Hilda 
Wandagriff’s blonde hair gleamed under the 
lights; her white cloak was held about her, and 
she was almost running. 
 Rickey stepped forward. 
 “Not walking out on me, were you?” 
 “Rick, please! I’m sorry. I’m not 
feeling too good. I want to go home alone.” 
 “At this time of night? I’ve a car 
waiting.” He had her arm, was piloting her out 
the door. “All right, Spike,” he signaled. A 
driver opened the door with alacrity. 
 They moved out from the curb. There” 
was hardly, any air stirring. Sitting back in the 
corner Hilda threw back her light cloak. 
 “Hot, eh? We’ll have a storm, I guess.” 
He shot her a quick glance. “You were swell 
tonight. Swell. Knocked ’em out for fair.” 
 “Thanks, Rick.” 
 He stared out the window. On distant 
horizons heat lightning was flickering. A 

moon rode high behind a veil of clouds that 
prevented all but a queer, rather sinister 
visibility. The girl sat silently in her corner, 
eyes closed. Spike drove stolidly, not turning 
his head. He was a rusty little man who knew 
which side his bread was buttered, and he 
liked butter. 
 After a while the girl sat up with a 
jerk. “Rick, where are you taking me?” 
 He said grimly: “To safety.” 
 “I—I don’t know what you mean.” 
 

E pushed a thumb and forefinger into his 
vest pocket, drew out a crumpled wisp of 

paper. 
 “Ever see that? It’s all right, sister, 
don’t lie to your Uncle Rick. Well, he got it—
Jelson. He’s onto you, and so am I. The only 
difference is I’m crazy about you and he ain’t. 
He’s got ideas what to do with you. Well, so 
have I. Only you got to come clean with me—
see? I guess you know what I’m risking to 
double-cross him. So—just what’s the game? 
Trying to play me for a sucker, eh? 
 “Well, I can take it. I can take it 
because I’d walk across hot needles for you. 
That’s how dumb a fool I am about you. I’ll 
bet a coupla grand to a flock of plugged 
nickels Wandagriff ain’t even your moniker.” 
 His voice grew softer. “Listen, kid, I 
guess you owe me something. I’m not asking 
yon to pay nothing much—just the truth. Who 
are you, and what’s the game?” 
 She gave him the fun benefit of her 
eyes. He sat smiling at her, his eyes steady. 
 “All right,” she said. “I’m in a jam, 
and I’ll trust you. But I don’t have to talk 
much. Maybe if I tell you my right name, 
you’ll understand. I’m Hilda Stanford.” 
 Rickey’s eyes clicked wide open. So 
did his mouth. 
 Her voice flowed on beside him: “I 
was in Europe, studying, when it—it 
happened. I came back incognito and asked 

H
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the police to let me help them. There were a 
lot of threads of evidence they still wanted, 
before they showed their hand. When they 
knew I’d studied dancing—the thing clicked.” 
 Rickey ran a tongue across his dry lips. 
“So when you met me, you used me to get you 
a job at the Green Cat?” 
 She nodded. “And now I still need 
you. I’ve got to trust you, Rick. And you’ve 
got to help me.” 
 He put out a hand and patted hers. 
“You trust your Uncle Rick,” he said. 
“Jelson’ll buy me a nice coat of cement if he 
cottons to it, but we’ll risk that. You leave it to 
me. But you got to do anything, everything I 
say. Understand?” 
 She nodded, sinking back in the seat. 
Then, at sight of the rusty, head bobbing in 
front of her, she looked her alarm at Rickey. 
He smiled. 
 “Spike’s deaf as a post,” he said. “That 
was one of his recommendations. He couldn’t 
hear a bull bellow at two yards.” 
 The car bore east at a good pace. After 
a time Rickey reached out and touched the 
driver’s shoulder, motioning towards a drug 
store at a lighted corner. Spike obediently 
drew to the curb. 
 “Got to telephone,” said Rickey, and 
plunged into the store. He entered the booth 
and dialed. Jelson’s voice came sleepily along 
the line. 
 “That you, J? Well, she spilled 
everything. Yeah, babbled like a kid. Gamble 
on any guess you like and you’ll lose your 
money. She’s the old cement box’s daughter. 
Sure, I’m telling you. Sure, I’ve got her here. 
Figures I’m crossing you up because I’m so 
dumb crazy about her. Well, I’m crazy about 
her—in reverse.” 
 “Quit bleating,” came Jelson’s voice, 
incisively. “Where do you think you are? How 
do you know the wires in here ain’t been 
tapped? Now, listen. Gregory’s in here again, 

nosing round. I don’t want to leave while he’s 
here. It’s up to you and Jake and the Chink to 
see it through. I don’t know when I can get 
away. First, see that you get that damn fool 
dick out of here.” 
 Rickey hung up. He stepped casually 
out of the booth and bought a cigar at the 
counter. 
 “Hot!” said the clerk. 
 “Yeah.” 
 “Bet we’ll have a zoomer of a storm.” 
 “Shouldn’t wonder.” 
 He bit off the end of the cigar, lighting 
it as he went out. 
 “Sorry to keep you waiting,” he told 
the girl, and nodded to the driver. 
 They went east again. A splat or two of 
rain came down; distant thunder rolled. The 
rain drops on the windshield began to blur the 
lights. Spike set the wiper working, and the 
sound of its tack-tacking’ was the only sound 
in the car. 
 

EAN STREETS gave place to others 
meaner. Here and there foreign-looking 

signs began to appear. Rickey put out a hand 
presently and tapped the driver, who drew up. 
“We get out here,” he said. The dancer 
followed him. The rusty-headed Spike, with 
scarcely a glance, drove off. 
 “This way,” said Rickey, taking her 
arm. “I let him go here because it’s just as 
well he shouldn’t know our destination, see? 
Jelson can guess where he likes in this rabbit 
warren. Not scared, are you, kid?” 
 “No.” 
 “Because there ain’t no reason.” 
 They walked through empty, dark 
streets. Occasional rain still splatted down in 
big drops. The thunder was nearer. A sharp 
left turn brought them into a cul-de-sac of 
ramshackle cottages. The dismal hooting of a 
tug suggested the river. 
 Rickey led the way up rickety steps 
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and gave a triple ring. Behind frowsy curtains 
a bare electric bulb showed. A woman, huge, 
heavy-footed, came and peered at them, 
poking aside the curtain with a pudgy finger. 
She opened to them. 
 “Come in!” she said. “So this is the 
young lady? Come along in, my dear. I’m sure 
I’ve not rooms of your sort, but you’ll find 
them clean and respectable.” 
 She led the way down a narrow hall, 
exhibiting a room, sparsely furnished but 
apparently clean. “I guess you’ll want to turn 
in, miss. It’s pretty late.” 
 Rickey interposed: “Thanks, Mrs. 
Flink, but we’ve got some telephoning to do.” 
He took the girl aside. “Here’s how things 
stand,” he said quickly. “I’ve got you this far 
safe enough, but the more I think of it the 
more I see we got to work fast. Jelson’s got 
your number plenty. What we got to do is to 
get on the telephone to this headquarters guy 
you were working with—Gregory, ain’t it? I 
got sort of an idea you might still raise him at 
the Green Cat. Suppose you try.” 
 Her relief was instant and complete, he 
could see. 
 “There’s one thing I want to ask,” he 
appealed, as she fingered the dial. “You give 
him this address, see? But tell him he’s got to 
come alone. I don’t want a whole mess of 
cops spilling down here. I’m playing the game 
with you, and I want you to play it with me. 
You make it so’s he’ll understand that, won’t 
you?” 
 He stood back, listening, approving. 
The stout woman shuffled near and listened, 
too. 
 Hilda hung up, announcing: “He’ll 
come right down. I told him I was quite safe 
and to just come himself.” 
 “Good!” said Rickey cheerfully. “Do I 
smell coffee, Mrs. Flink?” 
 She brought the steaming liquid in 
coarse earthenware cups to the front parlor 

where they waited. The dancer took hers 
doubtfully. 
 “Must I?” she smiled. 
 “It’ll do you good.” 
 He watched her drink, enjoyed the 
sudden startled look that overcame her, saw 
her presently trying to struggle up as if bonds 
invisible but terrible were gathering about her. 
 She managed to get to her feet and 
stood swaying a little. “Rick—” 
 He stood up, pushing her roughly back 
into her chair. 
 “You meddling little fool,” he said. 
“Curtains on the comedy. You played me for a 
sucker, but I guess we’ve got you where we 
want you now.” 
 

 SUDDEN PEAL of thunder rolled 
overhead and shook the house. At the 

same moment the doorbell rang sharply. The 
woman lifted the prostrate girl and bore her 
away with ease. Rickey went on down the 
passage to the front door, took stock and 
opened it. A gusty wind leaped behind a man 
who entered, clutching at his hat. 
 “Hullo, Jake!” 
 “Everything okay?” asked the 
newcomer. He was a lean, cadaverous person 
with gloomy eyes, who got what respectability 
he had from routine duties at the Green Cat. 
 “Yeah. But we got to talk quick. 
Gregory’s on the way down here. The girl 
convinced him everything was on the level.” 
 “Suppose he brings a gang of cops?” 
 “He won’t. But if he does, it’s all the 
same. If he can get any change out of the 
Flink, he’s good.” 
 “Jelson says he wants no shootin’ in 
the house here. He don’t want the woman 
involved. She’s too useful.” 
 “That’s arranged.” 
 “How?” 
 “There’ll be no lights showing in the 
front of the house, and no answer to the bell.” 

A
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 “I don’t get it” 
 Rickey laughed. 
 “Gregory’s just a promoted flat-foot. 
Ever know one that wouldn’t nose round the 
back of places—when he couldn’t get 
anything at the front? He’ll come round by the 
lane, see? And we’ll let him have it. The 
Flink’ll give us the signal.” 
 “Well, we better snap along then.” 
 Rickey led the way down the dark 
passage and went out a back door. Rickety 
steps descended into a pit of darkness, lit by 
sudden sharp flashes of lightning. The rain 
was holding off, but although they were in the 
lee of the houses, dust rose in swirls and 
choked them. Jake cursed volubly. 
 “Stow it,” advised Rickey. “We’ll park 
under the steps here. That’ll give us protection 
and a clear view.” 
 “It’s dark as hell.” 
 “Light effects provided by heaven!” 
grinned Rickey, as the skies grew lurid again. 
 “Think of something pleasant.” 
 “Me,” said Rickey. “Me, I’m thinking 
of two pleasant things. I’m thinking of the two 
grand Jelson promised me for this, and I’m 
thinking of the score I’ve still got to settle 
with that girl after we’ve finished with the 
flat-foot” 
 Jake turned up his collar. “Here comes 
the rain!” he complained. 
 For a moment the world was blotted 
out, buildings erased, breath taken; then the 
first fury blew itself out. In the lull that 
followed Jake cursed, but Rickey said sharply: 
 “Listen! In the house above us!” 
 Mrs. Flink’s big form appeared at a 
window just above and behind them. 
 She was tapping on the panes. Her 
fingers—two of them—were held up, visible 
by a faint light burning in the room back of 
her. 
 Rickey whistled. “Two of ’em,” he 
said. “He’s brought some one with him. She’s 

signaling now that they’re on their way 
’round. Watch the lane there. When they 
round the corner by that shed—” 
 

HETHER IT was the moon not yet 
declined, or the first paling influence of 

the dawn, a strange, unearthly effulgence 
remained even between the continued flashes 
of the storm. Jake’s teeth were chattering, as 
he clutched his gun. Rickey was grim. He 
caught Jake’s arm, pointing. 
 “He’s brought a harness bull with 
him!” he mouthed. 
 For a moment, in a fresh discharge 
from the heavens, two figures were outlined 
against the blank wall of the shed. One was in 
plain clothes, the other evidently in uniform, 
with regulation waterproof and cap, from 
which the water ran and gleamed. 
 Rickey leaned close. “Never mind the 
cop,” he urged. “Get Gregory first. Next 
flash.” 
 It came. And with it both guns spat. 
 “Got him!” breathed Rickey. 
 But the policeman had dropped to the 
ground and was returning fire. From beneath 
the steps both guns spoke again. At the same 
moment the heavens, as if affronted, dropped 
fire. An ear-splitting detonation accompanied 
a phenomenon of blue fire. 
 Rickey, infected now with a strange 
fear, staggered along the line of the buildings, 
blindly seeking shelter from the renewed 
storm. The puddles of back areas he 
exchanged for the overflowing gutters of a 
street. Then he saw lights and hospitable 
doors, and staggered out of the tumult into 
warmth and quiet and the smell of food. 
 A slant-eyed person stood and 
regarded Rickey with incurious politeness. 
 “Come in. Get dly! Coffee? Bleak-
fast?” 
 Rickey was not ungrateful at this 
business overture. He sank down in an alcove 

W
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and let the drip run from his hat while the 
Chinese smilingly brought him food and 
drink. He was aware of a voice that at first 
startled him; then he saw it came from a small 
radio. The Oriental saw his glance and turned 
the dial to make it louder. 
 “P’lice signals,” he said. “Velly in-
telesting.” 
 “Very!” said Rickey dryly. He 
supposed this short-wave pickup entertained 
the Oriental in the night watches, for a sign 
declared the place as one that never closed. He 
sipped the hot coffee and felt his nerves 
steadying. 
 “Calling Car 303. Calling: Car 303. Go 
to rear 14 East Avenue. Investigate shooting. 
Hurry.” 
 Rickey’s eyes lidded. 
 “Calling all cars. Calling all cars. 
Description of suspect East Avenue 
shooting—” 
 “Turn that damn thing off!” said 
Rickey. 
 Presently Rickey paid the score and 
went out. Dawn, was now well advanced. 
Now that the darkness was lifting, a sense of 
nightmare unreality sank last night’s events 
into some vague abyss of his mind. He had to 
shake himself clear of an aimless wandering 
that might bring him under the eye of some 
cruising police car or suspicious patrolmen. 
The shooting of Inspector Gregory would 
have them all by the ears. 
 

HEN, against his will, his steps took a 
direction. Mad as he knew the course to 

be, he bore up towards the scene of Gregory’s 
murder. A score of questions wearied his 
brain. What had happened to Jake? To the 
cop? To Mrs. Flink? Above all to Hilda 
Wandagriff? He still thought of her that 
way—the dancer who had set him woman-
crazy for the first, and he swore the last time 
in his life. 

 When be got there, cautiously 
reconnoitering by way of the back areas, no 
sign of last night’s a doings confronted him. 
And no life was stirring yet. He tried the back 
door, rapped on the windows, became bold 
and went and rang a strong triple ring at the 
front. But no Mrs. Flink appeared. The house 
was like the abode of the dead. He rang again 
and the echoing of the bell in the emptiness 
renewed fear in him. He walked quickly away, 
at a loss. 
 At the inevitable corner drug store, but 
not the one he had used last night, he put in a 
call for the Green Cat. A voice he did not 
recognize said: “Mr. Jelson is not here yet. 
Who wants him?” 
 He dared not go farther with it Now a 
new ill came upon him in the form of a 
feverish shaking. He saw the drug clerk 
eyeing him. 
 “Give me something,” said Rickey. 
“Got caught in the storm and I’m all jittery. 
Chill, I guess.” 
 “You sure look bad. I’d go home and 
hit the hay if I was you.” 
 “Yeah. That’s what I need.” 
 “Try these pills. They may break it 
up.” 
 Rickey took the pills, and hunted up a 
hotel he knew, of dubious repute, where no 
questions were ever asked. He was afraid to 
go to his own lodgings. 
 “I want to sleep,” he gave orders. 
“Don’t let no one disturb me.” 
 He swallowed the pills in water and 
stretched himself on the hard mattress. The 
springs creaked, but presently he lay quiet, the 
drug working in him. A shaft of sunlight 
shifted until it hit his face, but he did not 
move. Ha did not move until that sunlight had 
long withdrawn itself and dusk was again 
upon the city. 
 He still felt weak and inept. The 
dancer kept moving through his brain, her 

T 
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routines ineradicably stamped—a hangover 
from his dreams. Hilda Wandagriff—Hilda 
Stanford. They’d put her old man in cement 
and dumped him in the harbor because he 
played the wrong kind of politics. The kind 
that would put people like Jelson and Jake and 
himself on the scrapheap—or the stone pile! 
This daughter was like him, not in shrewdness 
but in impulsiveness. 
 Where was she now? He wished he 
knew. He had a feeling that until he reckoned 
with her finally, she’d haunt his dreams. 
Woman-crazy, for the first time in his life. He 
wished now he’d finished her off last night. 
Made an end of that chapter. The satisfaction 
of killing Gregory with lead was as nothing to 
what that would do. 
 A new thought moved in him. 
 “Two grand,” he told himself. “I’ve 
sure earned it, and I’m going to collect. With 
it I’ll lay low a while. I’ve got to get to Jelson. 
Jelson will get me out of this. He’s got ways.” 
 He went downstairs, closeted himself 
in a booth in the lobby, and again called the 
club. 
 “Mr. Jelson’s not here,” he was told. 
“Who’s calling?” 
 “Never mind. Who is there?” 
 “Like to speak to Jake?” 
 Jake! He swallowed hard. 
 “Hello! Hello! This Jake? Jake, this is 
me. Yeah! You okay? Everything okay?” 
 Jake’s voice was shaky. “Better not 
talk too much.” 
 “Where’s the boss?” 
 “He’s here.” 
 “They said he wasn’t” 
 “Well, he is.” 
 “Tell him I got to speak to him.” 
 “Well, hold the line. . . .” 
 He heard voices, music, the familiar 
sounds of the Green Cat. “But no dancer,” he 
thought, “no Hilda Wandagriff to knock ’em 
cold!” He tried to shake her from him. He’d 

bet that old harridan, Flink had ideas of her 
own with the girl. The Flink had dubious 
dealings. 
 Jake came back. He sounded hoarse; as 
if he, too, had a cold. 
 “You’re to come over,” he said. “I 
guess you can see the boss if you come over.” 
 

ICKEY came oat of the booth feeling 
better. Things were safe then, or Jake 

would have tipped him off. Only you’d have 
thought Jelson would have been quick to get 
on the telephone. No, maybe not. Cagey, he 
was. 
 He went out fondling his unshaven 
chin speculatively. Two grand! Maybe he 
could strike a bargain with the Flink to tame 
the girl. 
 By the time he reached the Green Cat, 
he was feeling good. He wouldn’t risk the 
public entrance, but went to a door at the rear 
known only to initiates, and gave the proper 
signal. Jake himself opened. He looked pretty 
bad. He saw Rickey’s appraising glance and 
spoke, jerkily: 
 “It was that damned storm. I got 
struck. I tell you, Rick, I got struck. I never 
liked storms.” 
 Jake began walking along the corridor. 
“You’re to go to his usual table,” he said over 
his shoulder. 
 Rickey raised his brows. “Well, if he 
thinks it’s safe, that’s okay by me. He’s cagey, 
he is.” 
 Jake said nothing, just walked ahead 
towards where a burst of cacophony moaned 
at them from the swing band. 
 “He’s not at his table,” objected 
Rickey. 
 “I was to tell you to sit there and wait.” 
 He sat down and began to stare 
moodily at the great golden curtain. As he 
stared, it began slowly to go up. With 
profound gloom he watched a young man, 
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sleeked within an inch of his life, doff a top 
hat to scattered applause. 
 “Ladies and gem’men,” he announced, 
“introducin’ the sensation of U-rupp, now for 
the first time presented in America. The 
sensational dancer, Hilda Wandagriff!” 
 “Hooey!” said Rickey. He smiled 
grimly. Jelson knew a good thing when he had 
it. But would any substitute knock ’em cold 
like she had? 
 Cigarette dangling from his lips, he 
leaned forward, watching. This girl was good, 
too. She— The cigarette fell from his lips, lay 
drowned in his cocktail, which a waiter had 
set before him. He tried to shake the thing 
from him, this obsession which even now 
made him weave the figure of Hilda 
Wandagriff into this substitute. “Going nuts!” 
he said, grinning weakly. “I guess Jake ain’t 
the only one—” 
 Now she swayed down the runway, 
circling among the tables. His face was ashy. 
When she got near, he would dispel the 
illusion. He could almost reach out and touch 
her. She danced towards him her eyes met his. 
Her smile was queer, excited, triumphant. His 
mouth breathed her name, and then she was 
gone, threading the tables, a thing of golden, 
triumphant grace. 
 A waiter, whom he did not recognize, 
touched his arm. 
 “You wanted to see Mr. Jelson?” 
 

OLLOWING the man, Rickey wondered 
what game Jelson was playing. And the 

dancer! Was this deeper than he thought? And 
Jelson high-hatting him this way. And a waiter 
he had never seen offering to lead him—
Rickey—to familiar haunts. 
 “It’s all right,” he said. “Just forget it. I 
guess I know the way.” 
 When he got to the mezzanine, he 
glanced back. The fellow was watching him. 
 Rickey did a triple knock on the 

familiar panels. When there was no answer, he 
opened the door and went in. The office was 
empty. Rickey stepped quickly across the 
thick rug and tapped at a farther and more 
sacred door. In there was the bedchamber 
where Jelson sometimes spent his nights. 
Again he entered. 
 “Hullo, J,” said Rickey, “takin’ time 
out—or sumpin’?” 
 Jelson was lying on the bed. He didn’t 
answer. Rickey’s growing puzzlement flared 
into anger, 
 “Snap out of it,” he said. “There’s 
plenty to talk over. I—” 
 Jelson did not move. He would never 
move again. 
 Awed, afraid, Rickey turned in time to 
see the door open again. 
 “Stick ’em up,” said Inspector Gregory 
peremptorily. “I hope you like the show we 
staged for you.” 
 Rickey now saw that it was too late. 
Behind the inspector was the unknown waiter. 
And behind him two more, and behind them, a 
little white in her triumph, the dancer. 
 Gregory watched the handcuffs put on. 
 “We’ll move out to the office,” he 
said, then glanced back at the bed and shot 
Rickey a look. “I guess we owe you 
something, Rickey, for removing that from the 
police records. It’s a pity in a way. There’s 
lots of questions I’d like to have cleared with 
him, but your bullets saved the state a lot of 
money.” 
 They went through the narrow door 
into that office from which it had been 
Jelson’s habit to look down upon the 
functioning of the Green Cat Rickey blinked 
again. Ponderously ensconsed in a chair, and 
well guarded, was Mrs. Flink. Against the 
wall stood Jake, bleak-eyed. 
 Seeing Rickey, he burst out: “I never 
meant to spill it. It was that damned storm. I 
didn’t get away fast enough, and the inspector 
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nabbed me. And then—” He shuddered. 
 The inspector said coldly: “Jake’s been 
quite useful to us, under orders. He’s turned 
state’s evidence.” 
 Rickey heard, as one hears voices in a 
dream, or in a nightmare. “It’s all right,” he 
said hoarsely, “you got me. You got me dead 
to rights, but tell me what you said in there—
about him. You said our bullets—” 
 Gregory nodded. “I don’t know,” he 
said, “if spiders ever get themselves tangled 
up in their own webs. But this one did. When 
that telephone call reached me here last night I 
was looking for bad smells and I thought I 
smelted one. So I went up to see your boss, 
here. I told him there was a little tangle I had 
to unravel down the East End and I had a 
fancy he should come along. He sat there 
smoking and grinning at me—right in that 

chair there. 
 “ ‘Sure,’ he says, ‘I’ll come.’ 
 “I guess he was smelling hard, too, but 
he came along. I drove him in my car down 
to—to the house where this charming lady 
lived.” 
 Mrs. Flink heaved in her chair. 
 The inspector smiled. 
 “She wasn’t at home—apparently. No 
lights. No answer. That seemed to amuse 
Jelson a lot? He said was I sure of the address. 
I said I was—and we’d go round the back and 
see if there was any light or anything showing. 
I had to kind of persuade him. It was pouring 
then, and he wasn’t as well protected as I was. 
You see, Rickey, my boy, I had my old police 
waterproof and cap in the car, and as it was 
raining so hard I put ’em on.” 

 


