
HE was a handsome son-of-a-gun, I’ll say that
much for him. But the minute he came into my
office I knew he was worried about something.

People don’t come into my office unless they are
worried about something. That’s my business, putting
a stop to other people’s worries. And that’s why plenty
of citizens around Hollywood way are personally
acquainted with the sign on my door which reads “Dan
Turner, Private Detective.”

Anyhow, there stood Geoffrey Jackman, looking
worried. He was tall—almost as tall as I am, which is
six feet three—and except for the scars on one side of
his face and the black patch where his right eye used to
be, he still looked pretty much like a matinee idol. A
property bomb had exploded prematurely one day,
wrecking his mug and his acting career simultaneously.
Since then he’d attained new heights as a director.

I opened the lower drawer of my desk and brought
out two glasses and a bottle of Scotch. “Have a drink
and tell me about it,” I invited.

He poured himself a generous slug and downed it
neat. The stuff didn’t seem to take the edge off his
nervousness any. His one good eye had an uneasy
glitter. I kept still. Letting other people do the talking
is one of my stocks in trade.

Finally Jackman decided to unbutton his lip. “It’s
about Leneta Leonard,” he said.

I wasn’t surprised. The Leonard girl was Galathea
to Jackman’s Pygmalion. She’d been an obscure and
mediocre extra when Jackman took her in hand. He’d
made a star of her—a big one. Her box-office pull
equaled anybody’s in Hollywood, and Jackman’s
directing had been responsible.

Jackman helped himself to another jorum of fire-
water. “Leneta Leonard’s in trouble—damn bad trouble.
She wants you to help her.”

“Why didn’t she come up and tell me about it
herself?” I asked.

“She’s afraid. She doesn’t want anybody to know
she’s calling you in on the deal.”
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“Somebody already does,” I said casually.
Jackman started and stared at me with his one eye. I
reached into my pocket and pulled out an envelope. I
handed it to him. He opened it, and three nice, crisp,
brand-new thousand dollar bills fluttered to my desk.
He drew in his breath, then read the note which
accompanied the money.

I knew what it said by heart. It had been shoved
under my door that morning —hand-delivered. No
stamp, no postmark whereby to trace its origin. Here’s
the way it read:

“Dan Turner:

It will be healthier for you if you lay off any
case Lenata Leonard might ask you to handle. Here’s
three grand for being a good boy. Try a double-cross
and you’ll wake up shaking hands with the angels.

A friend.”

JACKMAN handed me back the note. “Well, that
outbids me,” he remarked. “Leneta’s almost broke

and so am I. Between us we couldn’t rake up more
than five hundred apiece—and besides, your
effectiveness would be reduced by this person’s
knowledge that you’re on the case,” he gestured toward
the letter.

That irked me. Frankly, I’m out after the heavy
sugar. Luck can’t be with me forever, and some day
there’s going to be a lead slug all tagged with my name
and telephone number. I aim to get my pile and quit
before the law of averages lays for me with a gut-full
of steel-jacketed pills. Under ordinary circumstances
I’d have cabbaged onto that three grand and told
Jackman to take himself and Leneta’s troubles to hell
or someplace. But when he pulled that crack about
my effectiveness being reduced, I got bull-headed.

I reached for my phone and dialed the Examiner’s
want-ad department “Take a personal ad,” I said. Then
I dictated the ad. “Friend—send a messenger to get
your three-thousand. I don’t want it. I’m running my
own business to suit myself. Dan Turner.”

Then I turned to Geoffrey Jackman. who was
looking at me in a curious way. “Now spill your grief.
You’ve just hired a private detective.”

He hesitated. Then he decided to talk. “In the first
place, don’t get me wrong,” he commenced. “Leneta
and I are just good friends— nothing more.”

I let that slide. What these movie people do after

working hours is no affair of mine. Besides, for all I
knew, Jackman was telling the truth. Rumor had never
linked him with the Leonard girl in an off-color way. I
nodded and kept my mouth shut.

“Leneta is in love with Victor Croft.” Jackman stated
it flatly, as though he weren’t telling me anything I didn’t
already know. As a matter of fact, I had heard about it
from various sources. Victor Croft was a newcomer in
pictures. He was dark and smooth, and he had made a
hit in gangster types. Jackson continued. “Leneta and
Croft are to be married next month. I want to see her
happy. I’m all in favor of the marriage. But Leneta’s
being blackmailed. That’s why she’s broke. She’s
already paid out fifty thousand dollars, and she’s being
bled for more.”

I raised my eyebrows an eighth of an inch and
lighted a cigarette to cover my surprise. Leneta
Leonard’s being blackmailed was news to me, and it
was my business to keep an ear to the ground for all the
nasty undercurrents of Hollywood scandals. I waited
for further enlightenment.

“Leneta made a misstep when she first came to
Hollywood three years ago,” Jackman seemed
embarrassed. “She—well, she fell into the hands of a
blackleg producer who makes filthy pictures for the
South American bawdy-house trade. He told her he’d
give her the inside track to the major studios if she’d
appear in one of his nasty reels. She was dumb and fell
for his line of chatter. She figured that every girl who
ever made a name in pictures had to pay so much flesh
to get where she was going, and the sooner she got it
over with, the better.”

JACKMAN poured another drink. “She made this
picture. It was hot—plenty hot! Then I met her and

saw possibilities in her. She told me about this film she’d
appeared in. I was willing to gamble some dough on
her future, so I went to the lousy b—— who’d made the
picture and bought it from him. I destroyed the negative
and, as I thought, all the prints. But somehow one print
escaped me. It’s still in existence. And whoever’s got it
has threatened to show it to Victor Croft. Croft would
ditch Leneta in a minute if he knew about it. Leneta’s
paid ten thousand bucks cold cash five different times
for that print, and she hasn’t got it yet. She loves Croft.
It would wreck her to lose him. Turner, we’ve got to get
hold of that print and burn it.”

“Sounds easy enough,” I remarked. “Who is this
guy that made the film in the first place?”

“He’s dead and his organization is scattered. There’s
no out in that direction.”
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“Then I’ll find another direction,” I said, standing
up. Jackman took another drink and left.

I picked up my phone and called a friend of mine
who works for the clearing house association. He’s
helped me plenty of times. When I got him I said “Joe,
I want to trace the source of three one-thousand dollar
bills.” I gave him the serial numbers of the notes that
had been enclosed in the anonymous letter that morning.

He said: “Okay, Dan. I’ll call you back if I can
find out anything.”

I waited. In an hour I got what I wanted. Joe told
me that the three notes had come from a certain
Hollywood bank—and they had been part of a ten-
grand withdrawal from the account of Leneta Leonard!

“When did she get them?” I asked.
“A week ago today.”
“Thanks,” I hung up. I put on my hat and went

down to my car. Then I drove to Leneta Leonard’s house
in Beverly Hills. There were some things I wanted to
know.

In the first place I wanted to find out if Leneta’s
engagement to Victor Croft was on the up-and-up. A
lot of that stuff is for publicity purposes only. If this
particular love affair happened to be a phony, the case
would be plenty tough. On the other hand, I figured, if
it was straight goods I had a possible motivation to
work on—jealousy! Some frail, in love with Croft,
might have got hold of that filthy reel for the purpose
of breaking up Leneta’s romance with Croft— and,
before doing so, decided to collect some simoleons on
the deal.

So I had to find out if Leneta really was in love
with this Croft hombre.

EXCEPT for the maid who let me in, Leneta Leonard
was alone in the house. She was a cute little trick—

all curves and delicious contours. She had on a pair of
sheer pajamas that didn’t hide a thing! When she stood
between me and a window I got a good squint at the
prettiest pair of legs I’d seen in a blue moon.

I told her: “I’m Dan Turner. Your friend Jackman
was in to see me today.”

She nodded listlessly. “He phoned and told me. He
told me about that letter you received this morning.”

I shot a question at her. “When was the last time
you paid blackmail, and how did it happen!”

“A week ago today. There was a note under my
door. It said to leave ten one-thousand dollar bills in an
envelope, slipped between the pages of Baedecker’s
Guide to Vienna on the shelves of the Hollywood
Library at four in the afternoon; that the film would be

delivered to me that night.”
“Did you do it?”
“Yes. I got the bills from my bank and followed

instructions. But I didn’t get the reel.”
I nodded. Her story clicked with what I already

knew. Which proved that it was the blackmailer
himself—or herself—who had sent me that anonymous
message and the three thousand-buck notes. The notes
were part of Leneta Leonard’s last payment.

The next problem was: how had the blackmailer
learned that Leneta was going to call me in on the case?

I eliminated Geoffrey Jackman from that angle. He
had come to engage me, not to steer me away. Leneta
must have spilled her guts to somebody. “Who,” I asked
her point-blank, “did you mention to somebody that
you were going to hire me?”

She looked at me, puzzled. “Nobody. That’s why I
can’t understand how you came to get that note this
morning. It worries me. I discussed you with Geoffrey,
but no one else.”

There was nothing to be learned from that quarter.
I sat down beside her on a nice comfortable divan. I
got confidential. “Listen, sweetheart,” I said, “what
would you do for me if I turned that reel over to you
right now!”

I felt like a louse, raising her hopes that way. But I
was after some pertinent information. She faced me,
and her eyes held a lot of hope; but not the promise I
was looking for. “You mean—you have it!” she
whispered.

I dropped one hand on her knee and began to slide
up along her silky-smooth thigh. Then I slipped the
other arm around her warm waist and cupped one of
her firm, jutting breasts with my palm. Boy, but she
was warm and soft and cuddly. I pushed her backward
and tried to kiss her. I’ll admit I put plenty of stuff on
the ball. After all, she was damned attractive and I’m
as human as the next man “Would you give up this
Croft mug and be nice to me, baby!” I breathed in her
ear.

She wriggled free and slammed me a good one on
the jaw. It stung. “I’ll see you in hell first; you dirty
double-crossing thug!” she gritted. “I’m no push-over
for you or anyone else!”

“Still in love with Croft, eh!” I sneered. “That rat!”
I thought she was going to bean me with an andiron

from the fireplace. “Don’t you mention him that way
or I’ll kill you!” she screamed. “Get out!”

I GRINNED and lit a cigarette. “Calm down!” I
advised her. “I was just trying to find out if you really



4

Spicy Detective, September, 1934Sleeping DogsRobert Leslie Bellem

love Croft or if it was just a press-agent’s nightmare.”
“Well, you found out,” she was still breathing hard.

I liked to watch her nice little breasts heave up and
down under her sheer pajamas. I was almost sorry she
hadn’t fallen for me. I liked her.

I left. The maid handed me my hat at the door. I
looked at her casually. She was blonde and rather tall,
with plenty of curves—— all in the right places. I
winked as I went out. The maid winked back. There
was at least one push-over in Leneta Leonard’s house,
I thought

Anyhow, I now knew that Leneta Leonard and
Croft were actually “that way” about each other. Which
gave me a hunch to play the jealousy angle. Some
discarded skirt of Croft’s might be doing the
blackmailing. It was worth a long-distance call to New
York. I went back to my office and did my stuff on the
telephone.

Hal Somers is a New York dirt-dishing columnist.
He knows everything about everybody. And as I’ve
said, Victor Croft was a recent arrival in Hollywood.
He’d formerly been on the New York stage

I got Somers. “Dan Turner speaking, Hal. Yeah,
from Hollywood. Listen: what do you know about a
ham named Victor Croft? Who was his heart before
he came to the coast!”

Somers knew. I knew he would. “A frail named
Dorothy Manley— chorus bimbo. Yellow hair. Lots
of curves. Followed him to Hollywood. I understand
he’s ditched her for Leneta Leonard. True?”

“Uh-huh,” I agreed. “Make a paragraph out of it
if you want to. But I’ll slip you something hotter in a
day or so, maybe.” I rang off.

I turned around and saw Geoffrey Jackman
standing in the door-way. He’d been listening. He had
a gun in his hand. He was pointing it at me.

I carry a .38 strapped under my left armpit. I’m
fast on the draw. But I’ve got more brains than to make
a move when I’m looking down the steel gullet of an
automatic in the hands of a man who looked as
Geoffrey Jackman did at that particular instant.

I kept my hands flat on my desk. I asked “Why
the artillery?”

He said “If you don’t know you’re not as smart as
I thought you were.”

“Sit down. Tell me”
He preferred to stand. “Turner, you’re all

through—washed up.”
“With the Leneta Leonard case?”
“With any case.”
I didn’t like that. I thought fast. I revised my entire

conception of the whole affair. So it was Jackman, I
thought, who was at the bottom of the deal! The pieces
all fit together like a completed jigsaw puzzle.

Leneta Leonard had discussed engaging me with
only one person. That person was Jackman. Hence he
could be the only one in a position to send me the
anonymous note I received that morning. The note had
contained three one-thousand-dollar bills. The bills had
been paid by Leneta Leonard to her unknown
blackmailer. Therefore the blackmailer was Jackman
himself.

BUT why had he come to my office that morning
and offered me a thousand berries to take the case?

I saw the answer. He knew my reputation; knew I was
out after the almighty dollar. He figured I’d take the
three thousand dollars to lay off, rather than accept a
third of that sum to work on the case. He’d come to see
me that morning just to make sure; just to hear me refuse
to handle the thing.

Where he had overplayed his hand was when he
intimated that my effectiveness would be minimized.
That got my dander up. I’d taken the case in spite of all
his finely-drawn plans. Now he was scared. Now he
had a gun aimed at me.

Why was he scared? There was just one answer to
that one. He knew I was getting on the right track. He’d
stood there and heard me phoning New York about
Victor Croft’s ex-sweetie. If that had scared him, it meant
that he and the ex-sweetie were working together. Nice
reasoning, eh?

I pulled an ancient gag on him. Story-writers do it
in the magazines but it’s the first time I’d ever tried it in
real life. I looked past Jackman toward the door. My
brows went up. “Hi, Bill! You’re just in time!” I called
out.

Of course there was nobody there. But Jackman
turned sharply. I grabbed the inkwell from my desk and
let him have it square behind the ear. He dropped like a
poled ox.

I took his suspenders and tied him up. I propped
him in a corner. I put his gun in my coat pocket. Then I
dialed the Central Casting Agency.

“Got a dame registered by the name of Dorothy
Manley?” I asked. “Blonde. Lots of curves. Just out a
little while—from New York. Chorus girl.”

In a minute I got my answer. I’d guessed right. The
Central Casting Agency has everybody listed who ever
worked in pictures or ever wants to work in pictures.
“Yep,” the guy told me. “I’ll give you her address and
phone number.” He did. I wrote it down. I hung up.
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I dialed the apartment house where this Dorothy
Manley tart lived. The operator in the apartment house
said Miss Manley was out. She’d be home around
eleven that night.

I looked at Jackman. His eyes were open. He was
staring at me. He had overheard my inquiries!

I walked over to him and tapped him with the end
of my gun. He went limp and sagged down. I felt his
skull to make sure I hadn’t fractured it. I hadn’t. There
were just two nice lumps. He’d have a headache in the
morning, but that was all. I tightened up the knots
around his ankles and wrists and left him there. I turned
out the office lights. I went out. I locked the door behind
me.

I ATE some supper at Henry’s on Hollywood
Boulevard. Then I got into my car and went out to

call on Leneta Leonard again.
The blonde maid smiled at me when she opened
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the door. “Miss Leonard’s got a visitor,” she told me.
“I want to see her anyhow.” I slipped the girl a

buck
She let me in. When Leneta Leonard saw me she

went pale. She was sitting on a divan—the same divan
where I’d tried to kiss her earlier that day. She was
fully dressed now, but I could still see those creamy,
soft breasts of hers in my mind’s eye. She was sitting
alongside a dark-complexioned guy. I recognized him
from seeing him in gangster pictures. He was Victor
Croft, Leneta’s heart.

Leneta flashed me an agonized look. I knew what
she meant. She was afraid I’d open my trap and spill
my guts about the blackmail stuff in front of Croft.
Croft was the one she didn’t want to have learn
anything about it. “I’m sorry,” I said, “I didn’t know

you were busy. I just wanted to see you about the plans
for redecorating your studio dressing room”

She gave me a grateful smile. “I’ll leave it entirely
in your hands, Mr. Smith,” she improvised. “You already
have a general idea of what I want.” She turned to Croft.
“Victor, this is Mr. Smith, the interior decorator. Mr.
Smith, of course you recognize Victor Croft, the actor.”

I stuck out my hand. Croft took it with the air of a
king conferring a favor upon a menial. “D’y-do,” he
murmured, bored.

I gushed at him. “Mighty glad to meet you, Mr.
Croft. I’ve seen you in pictures and admired your work.”

He bowed coldly.
I turned to Leneta. “Well, Miss Leonard, if

everything’s all right with yon, I’ll get right to work.
Ought to have the job finished by morning,” I gave her
a quick wink.

Her hand went to her heart. “You—mean it?”
I nodded and went out, feeling satisfied. She’d got

me.
There was a picture I wanted to see at the Chinese.

I killed a couple of hours there. A little before eleven I
got up and went out. I got my car from the parking lot.
I drove to the address where Dorothy Manley lived. I
turned off my lights and coasted up in front of the house.
I went past the telephone op. He was reading a magazine
and didn’t see me. The elevator was automatic. I got off
at the Manley dame’s floor and went to her apartment
number. I knocked.

The door opened. I shoved my .38 square in her
face and said “How would you like a mouthful of
bullets?”

She backed away. I shoved in and closed the door.
Then I got a good look at her. For once in my life I was
so surprised I couldn’t think of anything to say.

The dame was Leneta Leonard’s maid! She found
her voice first. She said “ What the hell do you want?”

I told her. “I want that reel of film.”
“What reel of film!” Her voice quavered and her

eyes showed fear. I knew I was on the home stretch.
“The reel Leneta Leonard made a long time ago.

The one you’ve been blackmailing her for.”
Her glance went involuntarily to a bookcase

standing against the far wall. I’d been watching her eyes
for just such a break. She said “I don’t know what the
hell you’re talking about, big boy.”

I shoved her. “Don’t you?” I walked toward the
bookcase.

She opened her mouth to yell. I raised my gun. “I’ve
never killed a woman but I’m willing to start now,” I
told her. “I’m Dan Turner—maybe you know my



7

Spicy Detective, September, 1934Sleeping DogsRobert Leslie Bellem

reputation.”
She sat down. She was plenty scared.
I opened the bookcase and dumped the books out

on the floor. Back in the corner of one shelf I found a
flat, round can—a movie film container. I grabbed it. I
opened it and held a strip of celluloid to the light. “This
is what I wanted,” I said.

Dorothy Manley looked at me. Then she shrugged.
I noticed that she was in negligee—damned pretty
negligee, too. There wasn’t any brassiere over her
breasts and I could see the creamy white skin of her
thighs. I like my women with lots of curves, and she
had ‘em. I wondered why in hell Croft would give her
up for Leneta Leonard, who was almost boyish.

The Manley girl laughed. “Well, Mr. Smart
Detective, you got what you came after, didn’t you?
Well I should worry. I guess Leneta Leonard hasn’t got
any more dough to put out, anyhow.”

I grinned. “Good sport, aren’t you?”
“Maybe. Want a drink? No hard feelings, you

know.”
So I took a drink with her. Then I sat down

alongside her on the studio-bed. I had plenty of time.
Dorothy’s accomplice, Geoffrey Jackman, was all tied
up in suspenders in my office downtown What the hell?

Dorothy smelled good. I liked her perfume. “Better
let me see that you haven’t got a gun on you,” I
suggested.

“Go ahead,” she taunted me with her challenging
eyes.

I ran my hands over her. Maybe I lingered a little
longer than necessary here and there. Maybe I was
trying to see if she had a gun in her hip pockets and
maybe I wasn’t. She didn’t seem to mind.

I kissed her on the neck. She sighed. My hand found
a nice soft firmly-rounded place and stayed there. I felt
an anticipatory thrill chase down my spine. I kissed
her on the mouth, her lips parted, and her tongue flamed
against mine. Her breath tasted sweet—hot. She leaned
back. I followed. My arms went around her and pressed
her so close that she gasped for breath. As I stroked the
smooth skin of her thigh I felt her tremble. Her full
breasts were crushed against my chest. I reached up
and switched off the lights.

I didn’t heard the door open. I was too busy.  The
girl almost scared me to death when she yelled out.
She must have heard the guy coming in. “I’ve got the
dirty louse here on the couch with me. Get him!” she
screamed. “He almost got away with the film! I held
him here for you!”

I jumped up, swearing. The dame had trapped me.
I saw an orange-red flash spit through the darkness and

heard a roaring detonation as a bullet whizzed past my
ear. I had my gun out. I fired at the place where the
flash had been. I heard a groan, a gurgle and the thump
of a body falling.

The woman started screaming. “Oh, my God!
You’ve killed him! You’ve killed him!”

I ran across the room to the table. I stumbled across
something soft I leaned over and felt a limp wrist. There
was no pulse. I’d killed him! Dorothy Manley was right!

I felt around in the darkness for the table. I found
it. My fingers clenched on the can of movie film. I
opened the lid and made sure the reel was inside. I
slipped the can under my coat and made for the window.
I threw it open and climbed out of the fire escape. I
beat it downstairs. I got into my car and drove like
hell.

At midnight I drew up outside Leneta Leonard’s
house. There was a light burning in her living room. I
went up on the porch and rang the bell. I figured that
she still had Victor Croft in there with her. I intended
handing her the can of film without a word, then
scramming.

The door opened. For the second time that night I
got a shock. I stared at Geoffrey Jackman!

He had a bandage around his head. His one eye
glared at me savagely. He made a lunge for me.

I sidestepped him and pinned his arms. I’m strong.
He was almost as big as I am, but he was too soft. I
held him quiet. “What the hell!” I gasped.

“You lousy b——!” he started. “Let me loose and
I’ll kill you!”

“Hold it a minute,” I told him. “How did you get
here! I thought I——”

“Yeah—you thought you had me tied up in your
office, you rat! You thought you could come out here
and pull some more fast stuff on Leneta——”

I began to see light. So that was it! I yelled into the
house. “Oh, Miss Leonard! Come take this crazy guy
off me! I’ve got something for you.”

She came to the door. Her face was white.
“Something—for me?”

My words seemed to have paralyzed Jackman. He
backed away. I reached under my coat and tossed the
can of film at Leneta Leonard. Her knees sagged under
her. Jackman caught her in his arms. We went into the
house. They looked at the film. I said “Is that what you
wanted?”

Leneta Leonard started to bawl. “Y-yes!” she
whimpered. It was almost like a prayer of thanks.

I looked at Jackman. “Funny,” I said. “I thought
you were in on this deal.” I blinked. “You pulled a
gun——”
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He looked sheepish. “Yes. I pulled a gun on you in
your office because you’d tried to get fresh with
Leneta——”

I whistled. So he was jealous of me—not scared of
me!

“I don’t mean in my office. I meant in Dorothy
Manley’s apartment,” I said.

He shook his head. “I’ve been here since half-past
ten. I got loose from your office and came right out
here. Victor Croft was just leaving when I arrived—he
can prove what I’m saying.”

But Victor Croft couldn’t prove anything. There
already was on extra edition on the streets. The
headlines shouted: “VICTOR CROFT, FILM STAR,
FOUND SHOT IN EXTRA GIRL’S APARTMENT!”

That’s right. It was Croft I’d shot in the dark in
Dorothy Manley’s room. It was Croft who had been
blackmailing Leneta Leonard all the time. He’d even
planted his sweetie, Dorothy Manley, in Leneta’s house
as a maid in order to keep in touch with what went on. It
had been the Manley tart who’d overheard Leneta
discussing with Geoffrey Jackman the proposition of
hiring me. Croft had never intended to marry Leneta,
He’d just made her fall in love with him so he could use
that lousy reel of film for blackmailing!

The Manley dame disappeared. They’re still looking
for the guy who killed Croft. But I ‘m not saying
anything to anybody. Neither is Geoffrey Jackman. He’s
married to Leneta Leonard, and they’re both perfectly
willing to let sleeping dogs lie.


