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CHAPTER I 

 
THE BODY IN 713 

 
T WAS dark at the corner where Dennis 
Dayle stopped. The brightest spot near-by 
was the front of the Hotel Elegante, a 

buck-a-day dive which was now almost half a 
block behind him. Glancing over his shoulder 
for the first time since leaving it, he glimpsed 
the man who had trailed him from the lobby. 

Dennis Dayle saw this man dodging into 
the cross-street, head ducked low. A vague 
figure in a loose topcoat, the man strode 
swiftly and in a second or two he was gone. 

Dayle rearranged his plans, a buglike 
tickle scampering up his spine, and turned in 
the opposite direction. The wind carried the 
smell of raw oil from the west. During the six 
years of Dayle’s absence, Broad Street had 
taken on a brighter gloss in places and a 
thicker crust of soot in others, but that faintly 

penetrating odor of petroleum was something 
new. 

With it came a sense of excitement which 
lent the staid old city an incongruously 
adventurous atmosphere, like that of a frontier 
boom town. Bigger and shinier cars were 
parked at the curbs, the people moved with 
metropolitan urgency and the roseate neon 
signs seemed to be celebrating a continuous 
festival. But the Hotel Boone, which formerly 
had been the gayest spot in the state, was 
deserted and dark. 

A time-stained document was pasted to the 
entrance. Almost illegible through the grimy 
glass, it bore the signature of Hobart Dayle 
and said something about labor trouble. The 
door was unlocked, standing very slightly ajar. 
Looking up and down the sidewalk to make 
sure no one was interested in his movements, 
Dennis Dayle sidled in. 

He turned the thin beam of his pencil 
flashlight slowly around the foyer. The chairs 
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were draped in shrouds, old newspapers were 
spread over the once busy desk and the letter 
boxes behind it were an empty honeycomb. 
The chill in the musty air was sharp. 

Dayle went up the bare stairs. At each 
successive landing his dim light revealed 
footprints in the dust—big shapeless prints 
suggesting that a brace of monsters had been 
prowling about the building. Actually they’d 
been left by shoes wrapped in burlap. 

 
HE corridors were murky tunnels 
whispering the echoes of Dayle’s steps. 

The doors of every room stood open, 
disclosing stripped floors and furniture hiding 
under sheets. He followed the footprints until, 
on the seventh story, they marked a trail down 
the hall to the only door that was shut. 

It bore the number 713. The room was one 
Dennis Dayle could never forget. Over a 
period of years it had been reserved rent-free 
for his use when and as he pleased. In 713 one 
night, he and his brother Hobart had come to 
the big tell-off. At the height of it, his veins 
gorged with liquor, he had let Hobart Dayle 
have a pinch-bottle over the head. 

When they got Hobart to the hospital they 
found he had a fractured skull. Since then 
Dennis Dayle had often wondered whether it 
was really a break for him that Hobart didn’t 
die. 

Dennis Dayle opened the door numbered 
713, paused just inside and gazed at the 
woman on the bed. 

Her face was turned toward him, an oval 
face with flawless creamy skin, a patrician 
nose and lips just a little too full. Her long 
lashes were like a dark mist over her gray-
green eyes. Though selfish and spoiled, she 
was altogether a beautiful woman. 

Dennis Dayle had loved her once. He 
wasn’t at all sure he didn’t love her still. 

She was dead. 
Her mink coat had been thrown over her 

but it had poured off during her writhing 
attempts to escape. Her arms were upstretched 

and her swollen wrists were bound to the 
headposts with strips torn from a sheet. Her 
ankles, once delicately slender but now puffed 
to twice their normal size, were also tied. 
Aside from this there was nothing to indicate 
the immediate reason why her fickle heart had 
stopped. 

But it was murder. There could be no 
question that it was technically and morally 
murder. 

Dennis Dayle reached out slowly and 
touched her hand. It was still warm. Drawing 
back quickly, he closed the door on her and 
carefully wiped the knob with his gloves. 

Back down in the lobby again, he paused a 
moment to listen. The sounds of his 
movements faded into a silence that was 
tomblike, complete. He couldn’t doubt that he 
was alone in the abandoned building with the 
corpse of Rita Marsh Dayle. 

Dennis Dayle stepped into the street, 
pulled the entrance firmly shut behind him, 
and then she was utterly alone. 

 
HEN Dayle was no more than twenty 
paces away a hand gripped his arm. A 

brusque voice said: “Ju-ust a minute, Jack.”  
The hand belonged to a giant whose 

expensive white broad-brimmed hat topped 
Dayle’s cheap black one by four inches. His 
fingers bit into Dayle’s arm powerfully, and 
his tightfitting coat lumped out at his right hip. 
Dayle decided he’d like to be elsewhere in 
case this monster should cut loose with his 
bullets or his knuckles.  

“Wrong party,” Dayle said. “My name’s 
not Jack.”  

“Naw?” A Southern drawl mixed 
peculiarly with a wise-guy twang. “Then ju-
ust what is your name, Jack?”  

“Dayle. What is your name?”  
“Mike Smoot,” the enormous man said 

with proud force. “Inspector Mike Smoot.” 
To prove it he fished up his wallet and flashed 
his gold shield. Then he hooked a thumb in 
the direction of the Boone Hotel. “Dayle, is it? 
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That hotel happens to be part of the Dayle 
estate. I guess you’re gonna say you’re ju-ust 
one of the family.”  

“The Dayles of Daylewood would tell you 
no. But I’ll tell you in some ways no and in 
other ways yes.”  

“Whattaya mean by that?”  
“You’re new on the force within the past 

six years, or you’d know,” Dayle said. “The 
explanation is rather complicated, but if 
you’ve got time to listen to a sad story pointed 
with a moral—”  

Inspector Smoot poked a forefinger into 
Dayle’s chest hard enough to raise a welt. 
“Three years ago the Boone had a shut-out. 
Not a soul’s been inside it since, until a 
minute ago I saw you sneaking away. Ju-ust 
how complicated do you explain that, Jack?” 

“The name is Dennis,” Dayle reminded 
him. “I wouldn’t call it sneaking, inspector. I 
blew back into town tonight, and naturally 
headed for the Boone, not knowing it was 
closed up. Since I left home a long time ago, 
you see, the Dayles of Daylewood haven’t 
wasted any of their crested stationery on me. 
Of course I saw it was all dark, but I thought 
maybe a main fuse had blown, so I went in.” 

“Using your own private key,” Inspector 
Smoot drawled. 

“I haven’t any key.”  
“I see. You ju-ust walked in through a 

locked door.”  
“It wasn’t locked. As soon as I got inside, 

naturally I realized the hotel was no longer 
running, so I turned around and came back 
out.”  

“Ju-ust let’s take a look at that locked door 
that opens so easy without a key,” the 
Inspector insisted. 

Inspector Smoot steered Dennis Dayle 
back to the entrance of the Boone Hotel. He 
gripped the knob, twisted it both ways, 
pushed, pulled and squinted at Dayle. 

“Let’s see you do it again, Jack,” he 
suggested. 

“It’s a spring lock,” Dayle pointed out. “I 
was able to go in because it wasn’t caught in 
the socket, somehow, but when I came out it 
did catch.”  

“Speaking of locks that stay locked,” 
Smoot said, “I’m gonna take you down to 
headquarters and put you behind one.”  

“This whole thing is perfectly simple,” 
Dayle argued. “I came to town tonight to 
begin a new job. It’s all set and right now I’m 
on my way to the advertising department of 
the Item.”  

“Blew in with nothing but the clothes on 
your back?” Mike Smoot challenged. “If not, 
Jack, where’s your suitcase?”  

“Dennis,” Dayle said. “It’s in my room at 
the Elegante. I’d decided I couldn’t afford a 
room at the Boone, but I could come over for 
a drink. The Covered Wagon Bar here used to 
be tops with me. I’m still thirsty, so how about 
joining me for a quick one somewhere else?”  

“Naw, thanks, Jack.” Inspector Smoot’s 
fingers bit deeper into Dayle’s arm. “I keep 
feeling ju-ust a little doubtful about this 
bedtime story of yours.”  

“The Item building is right around the 
corner,” Dayle said. “You know a reporter 
named Neal Bannon?” Mike Smoot nodded, 
which might or might not be a point gained. 
“Well, Neal got the job for me. All you’ve got 
to do is ask him whether I came here to solicit 
ads for the paper or rob hotels on my own.”  

“Okay,” Inspector Smoot said. 
Suddenly and skeptically he marched 

Dayle off. 
The Item building featured a Spanish 

motif, and the news room was directly under 
the red tile roof. Since it was a morning sheet 
every department was busy. The presses in the 
basement were pumping out the early edition, 
the desks on the ground floor were littered 
with the proofs of tomorrow’s insertions and 
two good-looking girls were working behind 
the classified counter. Smoot pushed Dayle up 
three flights of iron stairs. 
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“You wouldn’t know anything about the 
trouble the Dayle family’s having right now, 
would you, Jack?” he drawled. 

“As I said, I haven’t had any letters from 
home. To the Dayle family I am a breed apart, 
with the social position of a leper.”  

“You wouldn’t need a personal word.” 
Smoot poked his back. “It’s in every paper in 
the country.”  

“Since pointing my radiator cap eastward 
from Frisco,” Dayle answered, “I haven’t 
stopped long enough to look at a headline.”  

Just inside the swinging doors of the city 
room Dennis Dayle halted in his tracks. 

She was here, looking straight at him 
again—the girl with the soft oval face, the 
sherry-colored hair, the long dark lashes 
veiling her gray-green eyes. 

 
 SHADOW of a smile played across her 
lips. She didn’t move, but remained at 

her typewriter desk while Dayle came to her. 
He looked down at her for a long minute 
before he found his voice. 

“Is it possible,” he said, “that this is Rita’s 
little sister?”  

“None other than Priscilla Marsh,” she 
said, really smiling now. “Hello, Dennis.”  

“Heaven above,” he said incredulously, 
“hello, Pat! All these years I’ve been 
remembering you as the spindle-legged kid 
you were when I saw you last.”  

It has often been remarked how a gawky 
youngster in pigtails can miraculously become 
transformed almost overnight into a lovely 
young woman, and Pat Marsh was three or 
four years up on that. 

“You’ve certainly made the most of this 
business of growing up,” Dayle said, still 
coldly marvelling. “Why, you’re even more 
beautiful than Rita.”  

A cloud crossed Pat’s smile. “It’s good to 
see you again, Dennis.” And she added: “Mr. 
Wharton took a chance and made me the 
Item’s society editor a couple of months ago.”  

“How come you’re working?” he asked. 
“Rita could give you everything your heart 
might desire, and it wouldn’t even scratch the 
surface of the Dayle fortune.”  

“Rita married it—I didn’t,” and Pat shook 
her head. “I’d much rather work for my cakes 
and coffee.”  

“But you must be living at Daylewood 
with Rita and the estimable Bart.”  

“I’ve a swell little apartment where I can 
call my soul my own,” Pat answered. “You’re 
invited, whenever and as often as you’d like to 
come.”  

“Pat,” Dayle said, “you don’t know how 
happy I am to find we’re still friends. You and 
Neal are about the only ones I have left in this 
town.”  

“Welcome, Den, old pal!” Neal Bannon 
said. 

Dayle grabbed Bannon’s hand with real 
delight. Bannon was a quiet, shy sort of chap, 
but his mind was peculiarly his own and his 
loyalty never wilted. In the old days he’d been 
Dayle’s particular chum. 

After Dennis Dayle’s father had kicked 
him out in disgrace and he’d headed for far 
parts, never a word had come from his fair-
weather friends of the Dayle set, but Neal 
Bannon’s steady letters had found him 
everywhere—in California, Mexico and Rio, 
in Cairo, Singapore and Tahiti. In everyone 
he’d reminded Dayle that the old home town 
was as good a place as any in which to go to 
hell, and at last Dayle had come back. 

Grinning, Bannon said: “I’ve missed you 
like a right arm, Den.” He was puzzled 
because Inspector Smoot was still trailing 
Dayle. “Anything special, Mike?”  

“Na-aw,” the inspector said. “I’m ju-ust 
the reception committee.”  

“Once the paper’s out, Den, we’ll start 
jawing,” Bannon said. “Right now I guess 
you’d better get acquainted with your new 
boss, Mr. Cleary. He’s downstairs. Ever meet 
Bob Wharton? He used to be on police, and 
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since you left he’s been doing a grand job as 
city editor.”  

“Harya,” Bob Wharton said abstractedly, 
peering at one of the first batch of Items to 
come up from the press room. He wore steel-
rim glasses, looked hungry and overworked, 
and had deep-set harassed eyes. “Didn’t get 
the name.”  

“Dennis Dayle,” Bannon said. 
Wharton’s gaze snapped up. “Why, sure!” 

he exclaimed. “I recognize you now. You’re 
thinner and browner, but the same prodigal 
Dayle.”  

He refrained from adding that he’d written 
up most of Dennis Dayle’s scrapes—the more 
notorious ones which even the influence of 
Dayle’s honorable father, Hamilton Dayle, of 
the Dayle Mining Syndicate, hadn’t been able 
to keep out of print. 

“Neal told me you were due back in a few 
days, to take a job on the paper. If I may say 
so, Dayle, you’re crazy. The newspaper game 
is the lousiest on earth. The sooner I get out of 
it the happier I’ll be. But now that you’re 
here—”  

Spreading the ink-fresh Item in front of 
Dayle’s face, he asked: “Can you give me a 
statement about this?”  

The streamer headline read, Rita Dayle 
Kidnaped; $50,000 Ransom Paid; Husband 
Aids Search; No New Word From Snatchers.  

“You were once engaged to her,” Wharton 
said, “and now she’s your brother’s wife. 
Having been so close to her—at one time, 
anyway—you might have a good hunch. How 
about a statement?”  

Dayle shook his head. “It’s news to me. 
This is the first I’ve heard.”  

Dennis Dayle was the only person in the 
world—or one of the only two or three 
persons—who knew that the murdered body 
of Rita Marsh Dayle could be found in his old 
Room 713 of the Hotel Boone. But he wasn’t 
mentioning it. Not for publication. And 
certainly not while Inspector Mike Smoot’s 
white hat kept floating like a ghost over his 

shoulder. 
 

CHAPTER II 
 

NO TRUCE FOR FEUDISTS 
 

ENNIS DAYLE skimmed over the two-
column lead while Pat and Neal Bannon 

watched his guarded reactions. Wharton, who 
disliked to take no for an answer, stayed close. 
But when Dayle looked up and around, Mike 
Smoot was nowhere in sight. 

“What became of the inspector?” he asked. 
“Must’ve gone,” Bannon answered. “You 

mean you actually knew nothing about this, 
Den, until just now?”  

“Snatched early this evening,” Dayle said. 
“Both the local cops and the F.B.I. are hunting 
for her. Why haven’t they gotten anywhere 
with it?”  

“Your brother’s making them leave the 
way open for the kidnapers to communicate 
with him again,” Bannon explained. “He still 
thinks Rita will show up safe and sound. I 
hope he’s right.”  

“Dayle,” Wharton said, “I’ll write an add 
to the story, saying you’ve come back to help 
with the search for your sister-in-law.”  

Dayle protested. “The less said about me 
the better.”  

Wharton nevertheless turned to his desk 
and scribbled while Dayle estimated Pat. This 
thing must be pulling at her nerves, but like a 
good soldier she was taking it. The only 
outward sign of her anxiety was a flicker deep 
in her eyes. It would be a terrific shock, of 
course, when she finally learned what had 
actually happened to Rita. 

“Where have they looked?” Dayle asked 
Bannon. 

“Everywhere, and not a sign.”  
“Driving through the outskirts of town,” 

Dayle said, “I saw a lot of activity due to the 
oil boom. No kidnapers would run the risk of 
hiding her anywhere out there, so maybe the 
cops have made the mistake of looking too far 
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afield.”  
Pat came closer. “What do you mean, 

Dennis?”  
“It just occurred to me that maybe Rita 

might be nearer than anyone imagines. Like 
Poe’s purloined letter, she might actually be 
within easy reach. For example, has anyone 
hunted for her in the main parts of the city?”  

“Too unlikely, Den,” Bannon said, “Look, 
I’ve got a couple of assignments to cover, 
busy as hell, so let’s talk it over later. 
Anyway, Cleary’s expecting you downstairs.” 

Gazing at Pat again, Dayle said, “Chin 
up,” and she answered with a game smile. 

As the assistant manager of the advertising 
department, Mr. Artemas Cleary had an office 
on the main floor. Bannon hurried back to the 
news room after introducing Dayle to him. 
Dayle sat while Cleary tried to find something 
among the litter of display proofs on his desk. 
He was a cherubic man with an energetic, 
constantly elated manner. 

“Too busy right now to explain your new 
job fully,” he began, hunting feverishly among 
the papers. “Come back after the final has 
been put to bed and I’ll outline the whole 
thing. Briefly, you’re to specialize in deaths.”  

“In what?”  
“Death notices. They’re paid advertising. 

Until now the possibilities of the column have 
been sadly neglected. That is, we’ve accepted 
whatever notices have happened to stray in 
and let it go at that. You’re to make a 
constructive attack on the field, open it up, 
solicit notices from every family that suffers a 
bereavement.”  

“A nice, ghoulish line of work,” Dayle 
commented. 

“Isn’t it!” Mr. Cleary chortled. “I’ve just 
completed arrangements with five other 
dailies in near-by cities. You’ll now be able to 
make a special offer whereby any death notice 
inserted in the Item will also be printed in all 
the others at an attractively reduced rate. 
Here!”  

He thrust a typewritten sheet eagerly into 

Dayle’s hands. 
“This outlines the proposition and suggests 

several selling points. For example, the rate 
for the Item alone is six cents a word, but the 
special combination offer, placing the same 
death notice in six papers simultaneously, is 
only twenty cents a word. I’ll go over the 
ground with you—the burial ground, ha ha!—
as soon as I’m free. Meantime, study these 
instructions.”  

“Just death notices?” Dayle asked. “My 
department is to be deaths and nothing else?” 

“Deaths exclusively,” Cleary asserted 
happily. “The possibilities are most exciting. 
Whereas the volume of retail advertising may 
fall off at times, people keep right on dying 
regularly. If we should have an earthquake or 
a train wreck, you’d hit a bonanza! I’m really 
enthusiastic about this! But later, Mr. Dayle, 
later.”  

“Thank you very much,” Dayle said, 
rising. “When visiting clients, should I assume 
an appropriately lugubrious bearing, like an 
undertaker?”  

“That’s another angle,” Cleary said, his 
eyes dancing. “You must cultivate all the 
morticians in this section of the state. The 
friendlier you become with them, and the 
more familiar with their work, the faster you’ll 
progress. We’ll make a great thing of the 
deaths column, I’m sure, Mr. Dayle!”  

“If I have my way, sir,” Dayle promised, 
“no local corpse, however humble, will be 
interred in unsolicited obscurity. “  

“Fine, fine!” Mr. Cleary cried. 
Stuffing the sheet of instructions into his 

pocket, Dayle wondered how promising a 
prospect he had already found in the lifeless 
person of Rita Marsh Dayle. 

Her body would have to be found soon. 
Whenever it happened, Dayle’s position 
would become highly uncomfortable, but no 
advantage was to be gained through delay. 
The longer the search went on, in fact, the 
more of an ordeal it would become for 
everyone concerned. Thinking of Rita lying 
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cold and alone in that bleak abandoned 
building, Dayle decided he had to do 
something right now. 

There were two phone booths under the 
stairs. He stepped into the first and dialed the 
newspaper’s switchboard number. 

“Item,” the paper’s operator said. 
Dayle asked for Neal Bannon. 
“Bannon? Here’s a hot tip.” He lowered 

his voice and stuffed several fingers into the 
transmitter. “She’s in the Boone Hotel. Get it? 
Rita Dayle. In the Boone.”  

Before Bannon could answer Dayle 
disconnected. 

 
N THE city room Pat, trying her best to lose 
herself in her work, was intently pounding 

her typewriter and Neal Bannon was 
mumbling into his phone, utterly unexcited, 
while proofreading several pages of copy. 

“Mike?” Dayle heard him say. “Here’s 
another one, probably not worth repeating. 
We’ve already dragged the reservoir and 
crawled through fourteen miles of sewers, so 
this time she’s at the Boone. Don’t bother 
calling back to say it’s just another crank.” 
Looking up with a grin, he said: “All set for 
the job, Den?”  

“I’ve got a bit of boning up to do for Mr. 
Cleary, on the technique of how best to trail 
the Grim Reaper from door to door. I’ll be 
back when the pressure on you lets up a little.” 

“Okay!” Bannon swung back to his 
typewriter. “We’ll celebrate your homecoming 
this night, chum. Don’t get a head start on me, 
will you?”  

Assuring Bannon that his throat would 
remain dry until they could get together later, 
Dayle wagged a hand at Pat and left. 

Walking past the Boone, Dayle saw that it 
was still full of black silence. Inspector Mike 
Smoot was taking his own time about acting 
on the tip. 

Dayle’s car, still dusted with the white 
alkali picked up while plowing eastward 
across the Bad Lands, was where he’d left it 

near the front of the inelegant Elegante. Four 
blocks away, at Dayle Plaza, Dayle Drive 
began. He followed its winding course toward 
Daylewood, which sat magnificently on the 
hills overlooking the city. 

Curbing the car a hundred yards from the 
gate, Dayle searched for indications that the 
estate was being watched. There was none. 
Apparently, as Neal Bannon had said, the cops 
and the G-men were keeping their distance in 
anticipation of Rita’s safe return. 

Dayle’s brother Hobart’s influence was so 
awesome and weighty, and he moved in a 
realm so much loftier than the common 
herd’s, that there were not even any curiosity 
seekers loitering about. Daylewood seemed to 
have changed not at all, in fact, since Dennis 
Dayle had last seen it. 

The huge Colonial mansion stood among 
venerable elms. The formal landscape 
surrounding it was bordered by a high, spiked 
iron fence. A long walk ran parallel with the 
drivel way and led from the central gate. 

Though it seemed impossible that a troop 
of federal agents weren’t lurking behind the 
boxwoods and banks of rhododendrons, Dayle 
traversed the entire length of the path, his 
heels crunching in the gravel, without being 
challenged. Crossing the portico, he clanged 
the knocker and almost at once the door was 
flung wide open.  

The emaciated, gray-templed man who 
peered out had a puckered face that reminded 
Dennis Dayle of a withered crabapple. Being 
the attorney for the estate of Hamilton Dayle, 
it was he who had drawn up the last will and 
testament which had cut Dennis Dayle off 
without even so much as the proverbial 
shilling. 

“You?” he blurted, stiffening. 
“The pariah has returned,” Dayle admitted. 

“Am I permitted to come any farther?” 
After frowning his disapproval, Matthew 

Lambridge drew back and Dayle ventured in. 
Dayle followed down a stately hall, feeling the 
grandeur of the world from which he had been 
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so long exiled. 
 
AMBRIDGE disdainfully led him into the 
library where the oiled leather bindings 

gave off their familiar sweet smell. From this 
murky sanctum, his father had ruled a vast 
domestic and industrial domain. Hobart Dayle 
was there, looking very like the portrait of 
Hamilton Dayle framed in bright gold above 
the fireplace. 

“It’s—it’s him,” Lambridge said in an 
incredulous tone. 

“I see,” Hobart Dayle said coldly. 
Dennis Dayle’s brother was a stocky man, 

severely handsome, with eyes that burned with 
an intense black fire. The straight line of his 
mouth expressed power. He could be jovial 
and charming, generous and even 
understanding, but not when he looked at 
Dennis. 

As far as his younger brother was 
concerned, he was as uncompromising a 
moralist as the father in whose footsteps he 
trod. His black crisply curling hair was parted 
on the scar Dennis had inflicted that night in 
Room 713 at the Boone. He would never 
forgive Dennis for almost killing him. 

The telephone rang during that moment of 
strained quiet. Lambridge made haste to 
answer the call. 

“The Item, yes?” he said. “Mr. Hobart 
Dayle has just decided that point. Having 
faithfully followed the criminals’ instructions, 
and having received no word about Mrs. 
Dayle, he feels he must release the serial 
numbers of the ransom bills. . . . At once, yes. 
. . . You must say that Mr. Hobart Dayle will 
co-operate with the authorities to the fullest 
extent.”  

Cradling the instrument, Lambridge 
rushed on: “I made three copies of the list. 
One for the Federal Bureau of Investigation, 
another for the police, the third for the Item. In 
this way the numbers may be quickly 
distributed among the banks, stores, and the 
general public. We will retain the original 

copy. This is in accordance with your 
instructions, Mr. Dayle?”  

“Check them, Matt,” Hobart Dayle 
directed, “then deliver them.”  

“Immediately, Mr. Dayle.”  
Lambridge snatched, up his briefcase, 

bustled from the library into the adjoining file 
room and set about his task. As if suspecting 
Dennis Dayle of violent designs on his 
brother, Lambridge left the connecting door 
ajar. 

Hobart Dayle eyed Dennis with righteous 
loathing. 

“To come back now, of all times, Dennis,” 
he said levelly, “is unforgivable.”  

All his life, like a crown prince preparing 
himself for the throne he must some day 
ascend, Hobart Dayle had directed his every 
thought toward assuming control of the Dayle 
estate. As compared with Hobart’s decorous 
devotion, Dennis’ irresponsibility had often 
infuriated their father. With Dennis it was just 
a case of loving life more than ledgers. Still, 
he believed that nothing really serious would 
have happened if it hadn’t been for Rita 
Marsh. 

An explosion was inevitable when two 
mutually hostile brothers both loved the same 
beautiful girl. 

“Why, Dennis,” Hobart Dayle asked, 
“why have you done me the added injury of 
coming back now?”  

When the blow-up came, that night in 
Room 713 of the Hotel Boone, Hamilton 
Dayle lay near death in Daylewood. Probably 
no one else would have told him what Dennis 
had done. 

But Hobart himself had acquainted his 
father with every black detail. It was the last 
straw. Dennis was very promptly disinherited, 
ordered away from Daylewood forever. His 
father died the day he left and his entire 
capital consisted of the quick cash he’d raised 
on the engagement ring that Rita had returned 
to him. 

A year later she became, in a pompous 
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ceremony that made the nation’s front pages, 
Mrs. Hobart Dayle of Daylewood. 

“Have you come back for money?” 
‘Dennis’ brother asked. “You expect to be 
paid to go away again?”  

“Money?” Dennis Dayle said. “What 
would I want with any of your millions when 
I’m earning thirty whole honest dollars a week 
on the Item? One reason I came was to warn 
you that I’ll be in town quite a long while.”  

“Then—then you’ve learned that Rita was 
threatening to—” 

 
OBART DAYLE blurted it, checked 
himself in mid-sentence. He was 

suffering such anguish over Rita that his 
disciplined nerves were going haywire. As 
Dennis Dayle studied his drawn face, Hobart’s 
black eyes smouldered. If those six 
intervening years had made any difference at 
all, he seemed to hate Dennis even more 
intensely now. 

From the next room came the rattle of 
Matthew Lambridge’s papers. Then his 
footfalls went down the hall, and there was the 
soft sound of an outer door closing. Despite its 
warmth .and light, the house felt almost as 
lonely and deserted as the Hotel Boone. 

“Another reason I came to you,” Dennis 
Dayle resumed, “was to offer to help. Just a 
formality between estranged brothers. I knew 
beforehand you’d want no part of me—
mistaken though you may be.”  

“Mistaken?” Hobart Dayle echoed. “What 
do you mean by that?”  

“I mean simply that I might be of some 
aid, if you’d stoop to accept it. I’ve knocked 
around a lot, you know—had to learn how to 
use my wits. Have the cops or the G-men 
suggested that this snatch doesn’t quite follow 
the usual pattern?”  

Hobart Dayle took a quick step and 
demanded: “What do you know about this?” 

Dennis Dayle shrugged. “If you keep 
getting no results, you might call on me as a 
last resort. I might produce a bright idea or 

two. After all—”  
“Don’t come back, Dennis,” his brother 

said. “I forbid you to come back to this house 
again, ever.”  

“I’ll probably find a little apartment 
somewhere near my job,” Dennis Dayle said. 
“Drop in whenever you like, Bart.”  

Closing the great entrance behind him, he 
followed the driveway past the corner of the 
house. Everything looked the same, yet 
everything was so changed. Two cars were 
waiting beside the portico. The enormous 
limousine with the low license number was, of 
course, Hobart’s. The other must be Matt 
Lambridge’s—but if so, why hadn’t he hurried 
on with his lists of ransom bills?  

A dull thudding noise came from the 
garage. It was followed by a choking sound, 
like a cry trying to force itself out of a crushed 
throat. Then everything was silent again. 

Dennis Dayle went quietly to the garage. 
One pair of doors stood open. A plum-colored 
convertible with the top down was sitting in 
one of the stalls—Rita’s, perhaps. There was 
no one in the garage. The sounds might have 
come from the space above. 

The stairs angled up the outside wall. The 
door at the landing was closed but unlocked. 
Opening it slowly, Dayle fished up his pencil 
flashlight. The thin streak cut across the room 
and for a moment he saw nothing amiss. 

When they were kids the second floor of 
the garage had been furnished as a playroom 
for Hobart and Dennis. There were still chalk 
scrawls on the walls and saw-marks on the 
table legs. Now it was a sort of commissariat 
where canned goods and other supplies for the 
kitchen were stored. The cases were neatly 
stacked head-high. Turning back through a 
narrow aisle, Dennis Dayle came upon the 
man huddled in the corner. 

Blood had stopped flowing from the gash 
in Matthew Lambridge’s forehead. His jaw 
gaped and his clawlike hands lay lax on the 
floor. His briefcase was open, his papers 
spilled out. As if some one had begun to 

H 
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search his body, one side of his coat was 
peeled open. His wrinkled face looked even 
more wizened in death. 

Dayle bent over him. One corner of a 
packet of papers peeked from his inside 
pocket. Drawing them out, unfolding them, 
Dayle found they were the four copies of the 
list of ransom bill numbers. Perhaps 
Lambridge’s murderer had been looking for 
them in the dark, had been scared off before 
he’d found them. 

Separating one from the others, Dayle was 
folding it into his palm when the blow came 
down on the back of his neck like the chop of 
a headsman’s axe. 

Sprawling over Lambridge’s body, 
clutching the paper while holding his head as 
if running a gantlet, Dayle somehow broke the 
force of the next swift blows. His light had 
fallen, had gone out. 

Next, without knowing how he’d 
accomplished it, he was on his feet and 
fighting to get out of the corner. There was a 
vicious hiss past his ear as he broke free. 
Sensing that the killer wanted those lists, he 
wadded his copy and stuffed it, crazily, into 
his mouth as he dove toward the door. 

Something seemed to cleave through 
Dayle’s skull just above his right ear. The 
murderous power of it propelled him onto the 
landing. For a moment he hung dizzily to the 
rail. Finally he was sliding headlong down a 
flight of steps that descended into the depths 
of Hell itself. 

 
E WAS strangling. His jaws were 
clenched and the wad of paper was 

crammed back in his throat. Managing to spit 
it out, he lay there at the base of the stairs, 
sucking air into his lungs. His head felt like a 
kettledrum when he sat up. 

When the hornets cleared out of his 
cranium Dayle carefully folded the list he’d 
hung onto, found his tobacco pouch and 
stuffed it inside. Now able to stand almost 
without tottering, he went back upstairs. 

Just beyond the sill of the storeroom his 
foot hit something that slid. A match showed 
him it was a bloody Stillson wrench, probably 
taken from the kit in the garage. His flashlight, 
lying near Lambridge’s lifeless feet, he 
retrieved. Lambridge was slumped a little 
deeper and the scuffle had scattered his 
papers. 

If any of them were missing, Dayle had no 
way of knowing. But the killer evidently 
hadn’t wanted the ransom lists after all. The 
three other copies—long columns of carefully 
penned figures, divided under headings of $5, 
$10, $20—were still there. 

Dennis Dayle went down again, unable to 
guess how long he’d been lying unconscious 
at the foot of the stairs. Pausing near a 
window, he saw Hobart pacing back and forth 
in the library. Then he noticed that the second 
car he’d seen in the driveway—Lambridge’s, 
no doubt—was gone. 

Dennis Dayle could go inside and inform 
his august brother that the attorney was a 
victim of homicide. He would thereby let 
himself in for an endless grilling and a nation-
wide smear of publicity. He very much 
wanted to avoid both. It might be possible. 

No one other than his assailant knew he 
was involved. So far as anyone could 
definitely say, the killing had been done 
following his departure from Daylewood. His 
wisest move was to abandon the corpse of 
Matthew Lambridge and to get away fast. 

He walked through the shadows and 
across the grass to the gate. 

 
CHAPTER III 

 
WHILE THE DEAD WAIT 

 
S DENNIS DAYLE reached the entrance 
of the Item building Bob Wharton, the 

city editor, emerged from the Press Club, a 
little restaurant across the street. Wharton 
tossed away a toothpick and, carrying a quart 
container of coffee, chugged up the stairs at 

H 
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Dayle’s side. 
“Here’s luck on your new job, Dayle,” he 

said fraternally. “Your brother will make it 
plenty hot for you here, but I hope you stick it 
out just for the principle of the thing. Take the 
advice of a guy who’s been through the mill, 
though, and ditch the newspaper game the first 
chance you find. It works you to death at 
starvation wages—a lousy racket.”  

“Thanks, I’ll remember that,” Dayle said. 
The tow-headed copy boy pushed a 

telegram into Wharton’s hand as soon as he 
parted the swinging doors. He carried it to his 
desk with his night’s supply of coffee while 
Dayle looked around. 

Though a hell of a lot had happened to 
him, only a short interval had passed, and Pat 
and Neal were still at their typewriters. 
Dayle’s experience had made no startling 
change in his appearance, for they gave him a 
glancing smile and went on working. 

The tension of the city room remained at 
normal level. Inspector Mike Smoot had not 
yet tossed in the bombshell—the inevitable 
news that Rita Dayle had been found dead in 
the Hotel Boone. . . . 

“Another batch of oil leases signed today, 
Neal,” Wharton said, striding back with a 
scrawled page of copy paper while unfolding 
the telegram. 

“There’s the list. All farmers, except this 
guy named Gilpin. He’s from St. Louis, 
staying at the Claridge. Same angle. Boy! 
Looka that!”  

He pushed the telegram at Bannon, who 
said, “Say, Bob, that’s swell!” and passed it to 
Dayle. Signed “Jim,” it urged him to “drop 
everything, come to fill important vacancy 
with Durton not later than tomorrow.”  

Dayle was rereading it when Wharton 
snatched it back and spun off a few jubilant 
ballet steps. 

“Biggest advertising agency in Chicago, 
specializing in radio—that’s the ticket! Been 
angling for this for months! I’m kissing 
Crawford goodbye right now!” Wharton was 

already striding toward the managing editor’s 
office. 

“It’s a break for you too, Neal,” Dayle 
said. “Crawford will probably boost you over 
to the city desk.”  

“I’ve been hoping for it, ever since Bob 
told me about that opening in Chicago,” 
Bannon said, smiling, “but meantime I’ve got 
to ask half a dozen oil lessors what they’re 
going to do with all their new-found riches. If 
you’ve got the time, hike along.”  

Pat’s gray-green gaze turned after Dayle 
as he followed Bannon out. Mr. Cleary was 
still furiously busy among his lingerie ads, so 
Dayle went on with Bannon. Heading through 
the city’s outskirts, they were quiet. 
Something was weighing on Bannon’s mind. 

“For years I tried to get you to come back, 
Den,” he said, “and finally you come at the 
worst possible time.”  

“The snatch, you mean.”  
“Mike Smoot is working on the theory that 

it’s tied up pretty closely with the family 
somehow.”  

Dayle pulled his gloves on more snugly 
and said: “How could this kidnaping be any 
sort of inside job?”  

“The way it happened— It was early in the 
evening and Rita was driving alone to the 
airport. She was starting off on a shopping 
jaunt, planning to catch the plane connecting 
with the sleeper to New York. Another car 
forced her off the road—and nobody’s seen 
her since.” 

“Half an hour or so later a prowl car found 
her empty coupe and at about the same time 
your brother—he’d just come from a 
directors’ meeting—received the first ransom 
demand by phone.”  

“Well?” 

B
 
ANNON was driving along a straight 
concrete road that stretched through flat 

farmland where torchlike flames twinkled in 
the fields and drilling crews were laboring 
over their rigs. 



TEN DETECTIVE ACES 12

“Rita had decided on the trip suddenly, 
late this afternoon, and had left within two 
hours. At the time she was snatched nobody 
but the immediate members of the family 
knew she intended to go. The kidnap car was 
laying for her halfway between Daylewood 
and the airport.” 

“I thought that any little move Rita makes 
is news,” Dayle remarked. 

“Pat wrote a squib about it for the society 
column, but Rita was grabbed hours before the 
first edition was off the presses, so it still 
comes back to somebody connected with 
Daylewood.”  

“The inside dope, then, is that the 
kidnaping was engineered as a sort of family 
affair.”  

“That’s the theory, and that’s why I say 
you showed up at a bad time.” Bannon swung 
his car into a side road. “To make it even 
worse— Well, I remember I mentioned, in one 
of my last letters to you, a rumor going around 
to the effect that Rita was playing with the 
idea of divorcing your brother. You’re stil1 
pretty crazy about her, aren’t you, Den?” 

“Money is as necessary as air to Rita,” 
Dayle said. 

“It’s a question how big a property 
settlement she’d get,” Bannon went on, 
“although, of course, her lawyer thinks she’d 
collect plenty. Your brother’s a hellish hard 
man when his dignity is injured. He’d fight the 
suit, pay Rita as little as possible. Especially if 
he had any notion that she intended to marry 
you next. To a guy who’s broke and a woman 
who can’t be happy without a dozen fur coats, 
an extra fifty grand would come in very 
handy.”  

“For Pete’s sake,” Dayle said, “do you 
suspect me of planning this snatch with Rita 
herself?”  

“Of course not,” and Bannon forced a 
laugh. “I’m just warning you that the cops and 
the G-men might figure it that way. Watch 
yourself, pal.”  

“I’ll watch myself,” Dayle said. 

Bannon stopped the car near a farmhouse. 
A huge lorry was standing in the yard and a 
crew of truckmen were unloading drilling 
machinery. Dayle watched them while 
Bannon went inside to interview the family 
who had leased their land to the oil company. 

The first wells were operating nearby, and 
here the penetrating stench of petroleum was 
strong. The gas flares flickering in the fields 
would soon be multiplied by the score as the 
boom fever spread. 

The oil field had moved up to the 
doorsteps of the city and in some ways it 
wasn’t a good thing. Roughnecks and 
roustabouts in their stinking dungarees were 
swarming in. Hordes of parasites would 
follow. Derricks would sprout in playgrounds 
and graveyards. The toughest, grimiest, 
greediest humans alive would take over and 
there would be no respect for anything save 
the black juice of the earth.  

Bannon presently came out of the 
farmhouse.  

“Typical,” he said, climbing under the 
wheel. “Practically illiterate, but the first thing 
they’re going to do is build a bigger and 
costlier house than Daylewood.”  

He turned back to the city and Dayle 
asked: “How the hell did all this start?” 

“Professor Hoskins of City College 
developed a new theory concerning the 
location of oil traps, using the Eltran 
recorders. He brought out a crew, made his 
survey, spudded into the middle of a truck 
garden—and hit the jackpot. Until then 
everybody thought he was crazy, and since 
then everybody’s gone really crazy with oil 
mania.”  

“Is Bart in it?”  
“He’s managed to wrangle a few choice 

deals, of course, and by now the whole field is 
sold and resold, leased and subleased and sub-
subleased until the County Recorder’s going 
crazier than the rest.” 
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CARCELY listening while Bannon 
explained this, Dayle wondered whether 

Inspector Mike Smoot had yet broken the 
sensational news that Rita Dayle’s corpse had 
been discovered. . . .  

Bannon didn’t pass the deserted hotel but 
circled instead to the Claridge, which had 
become the city’s best since the passing of the 
old Boone. Going to the desk, he inquired for 
Mr. Paul Gilpin of St. Louis. A man who was 
just then collecting a fistful of mail turned to 
peer at Neal.  

“I’m Gilpin,” he said. He had a florid, 
seamed face, a sagging underchin and red-shot 
eyes. “What’re you selling?”  

“Nothing,” Bannon said. “I’m from the 
Item, and I’d appreciate just a few minutes of 
your time.”  

“The Item? Heaven above, look what 
you’ve already done to me!” Gilpin fanned the 
pack of letters he’d just been handed. “Since 
you printed my name two days ago I’ve been 
hounded by real estate salesmen, auto 
salesmen, boat salesmen, travel agencies, 
investment counsel—every variety of 
crackpot, all drooling at the mouth for some of 
my money. Ah well, you’re not to blame, and 
I’m glad to meet a man who doesn’t want to 
sell me something! Come on, let’s have a 
drink!”  

They followed him willingly into the 
Pioneer’s Bar. 

“Set ‘em up, Gus. . . . I can hardly believe 
it. Two hundred thousand for a lease on a 
peach orchard that’s grown wild for years. 
Left me by my father. Hadn’t set eyes on it 
since putting on my first pair of long pants. 
Two hundred thousand and royalties. Here’s 
to good old Pete. Pete Roleum. Haw-w-w!”  

And he roared. 
By this time, surely, Dennis Dayle 

thought, Mike Smoot had gotten inside the 
Boone and had followed the big footprints up 
the stairs to Rita Dayle’s dead body. . . . 

“Set ‘em up again, Gus. You bet I’m going 
to enjoy life from now on, Mister. Going back 

to St. Louis tomorrow and sell out my paint 
business. Sell it, hell! Give it away! I still 
wouldn’t believe it if I hadn’t seen that 
certified check. Don’t dawdle over those 
drinks, gentlemen. Two hundred grand buys a 
lot of Scotch. Keep ‘em coming, Gus.” 

“This one’s on me, Mr. Gilpin,” Dayle 
said. “I’m also celebrating tonight.” 

“Celebrating what?” Gilpin asked. 
“Why, a new job at thirty bucks a week.”  
“Haw-w-w!” Gilpin roared. 
Dayle paid for the drinks with a twenty 

while Gilpin kept booming at Bannon. Dayle 
thought of Matthew Lambridge sprawled in 
the dark storeroom, his death still almost 
completely unknown. Mr. Lambridge could 
wait. Rita must come first. . . . 

“Thanks, Mr. Gilpin,” Bannon said. “I’ll 
be sure to mention that you’re not open to any 
investment offers, Good night.” 

“S’ long,” Gilpin howled. “Sweeten this 
up a little, Gus.”  

Just outside the door of the bar Dennis 
Dayle paused, suddenly glad of those 
fortifying drinks. Inspector Mike Smoot was 
strolling toward him. White hat, bulging hip, 
full face even harder than before, Smoot 
advanced with ominous deliberation and his 
powerful hand clamped on Dayle’s arm. 

“You’re under arrest, Jack, and the charge 
is first degree murder.”  

“The name is Dennis,” Dayle reminded 
him, “and never in all my life have I been 
more surprised.” 

 
T WAS almost dawn now. The windows of 
Inspector Smoot’s office were slate-gray. 

His desk lamp was tilted with studied 
carelessness so that it glared in Dennis 
Dayle’s smarting eyes. Smoot was sitting 
there eating a cut of apple pie and sipping 
milk. 

Dayle was miserably hungry and his throat 
was parched. All night he’d been writhing on 
a backless chair and answering the same 
questions over and over again. 

S 
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“You’re doing me out of my job for no 
good reason, inspector,” he said. 

“Too bad, Jack.”  
“I’ve accounted for myself as best I can. I 

admit I have no alibi—not one you’ll believe, 
anyway. But it’s obvious that I couldn’t and 
wouldn’t commit a snatch and a murder the 
minute I hit town, isn’t it? Or isn’t it?”  

Smoot forked up his pie and sipped his 
milk. In the corners, almost invisible behind 
the glaring light, two G-men sat. They hadn’t 
made a move toward Dayle but had merely 
listened. If ever he got out of this torture 
chamber he meant to thank them for treating 
him so decently. 

But Smoot’s impregnable mind seemed 
incapable of admitting the slightest possibility 
that Dennis Dayle might be innocent. 

“Inspector,” Dayle said, “I hate your guts. 
You’d better make the most of this chance 
while you’ve still got it. You’ll never get me 
in here again. I’ll kill you first.”  

Smoot ate pie and drank milk. The G-men 
sat still. Dayle kept hoping that he’d get clear 
before Matthew Lambridge’s body was found. 

“Why didn’t you use your key when you 
took Rita Dayle into the Boone, Jack? You 
had a key when you left town six years back. 
Mr. Hobart Dayle says you did, and in this 
town nobody ever argues with Mr. Hobart 
Dayle.” 

For the fiftieth time, I lost that key long 
ago.”  

“Sure you did, Jack. That’s why you had 
to break open a basement window when you 
took Rita Dayle in last night.”  

“That’s it,” Dayle said. “I had a key, so I 
just walked in, but I didn’t have a key, so I 
had to bust a window.”  

“You didn’t show the lady the proper 
consideration, Jack. You treated her too rough. 
Her delicate constitution ju-ust couldn’t stand 
it.”  

“No more than I can stand you.”  
“Now, don’t lose your temper, Jack. 

That’s the trouble with you, you get hot-

headed. Now ju-ust let’s keep calm and get 
this thing all straight. Why did you go back to 
the Boone last night, Jack?”  

“Please notice that I’m sticking to my 
story, inspector. That’s easy, because it 
happens to be true. I went to the Boone last 
night because a message was passed to me.” 

“What sort of message, Jack?”  
“When I left the Elegante a man followed 

me. I don’t know who he was. I didn’t even 
get a look at him. He came up behind me and 
whispered, ‘Rita wants to see you—Room 
713, Hotel Boone.’ ”  

“So you ju-ust went right over, never 
wondering why she didn’t phone you that 
message herself. For ju-ust what reason did 
you suppose the lady would be waiting for 
you in a hotel room, Jack?”  

“Go to hell,” Dayle said. 
“She was dead in that room,” Smoot said; 

“You knew she was. When I caught you 
prowling off, you tried to lie out of it. Well, I 
can understand that, Jack. Nobody likes to 
fry.”  

“I told you why I wanted to cover up. I 
realized somebody’d steered me into the hotel 
in an attempt to get me involved. The setup 
was swell for making me the fall guy. What 
did you expect me to say, ‘It’s all right, 
Officer, it doesn’t mean a thing, it’s nothing 
but a murder’?”  

“You ju-ust figured she wouldn’t be found 
maybe for months or years, isn’t that it, Jack?”  

“Sure, that’s why I phoned Neal the tip,” 
Dayle answered. “I’ve admitted that at first I 
didn’t want her to be found too soon. I was 
hoping the case would be cracked first, so I’d 
get in the clear. But it got on my nerves, 
thinking about her lying dead in that room, 
where there were probably rats.”  

“Speaking of rats, Jack, you were getting 
hungry for a nibble of the Dayle money you 
figure belongs to you by rights.”  

“Was I?”  
“Sure you were. You got tired of knocking 

around the world with only a lousy buck or 
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two in your pocket when your brother had 
millions that oughta be yours.”  

“I got tired of knocking around, all right,” 
Dayle conceded. “After all, a man’s got to 
light somewhere some day, and this is my 
home town.”  

“That’s right, Jack. And you didn’t want 
your half of the Dayle estate, either. Ju-ust a 
reasonable amount. You’d settle for, say, fifty 
thousand.”  

“I wouldn’t take fifty cents of Bart’s 
dough.”  

“Not unless you could think of a good way 
of getting hold of it, Jack, like kidnaping his 
wife.”  

Dayle closed his eyes and tried to 
swallow. “You’ve got it all figured out, 
inspector, so what’s the good of my answering 
any more questions?”  

The phone rang. The moment Smoot 
picked it up his attitude changed to one of 
fawning deference. 

“Mr. Hobart Dayle? Inspector Smoot at 
your service, Mr. Dayle. I see . . . Well, if you 
say so, Mr. Dayle . . . Sure, I understand how 
it is, so I’ll tell your brother ju-ust go on his 
way—for right now, anyway, and provided he 
sticks close enough.”  

Smoot disconnected and stared at Dennis 
Dayle. It wasn’t hard for Dayle to get the idea. 
They were simply giving him enough rope. 

The G-men got up and, with quiet 
intelligence, took up their hats and went away. 

“You’ve spoiled my night’s rest, Jack,” 
Smoot said, settling back to his pie and milk. 
“Don’t let it happen again.”  

“So sorry to have imposed on your good 
nature,” Dayle answered, “and don’t worry, I 
won’t.”  

He pried his aching frame off the chair as 
the phone rang again. It was blessed balm, 
being able to move out of Smoot’s glaring 
light. Stretching his numb muscles, he limped 
across the office while Smoot spoke again into 
the transmitter with a manner of abject 
apology. 

“Sorry; Mr. Dayle, very sorry. I thought 
you’d finished talking to me, Mr. Dayle . . . 
About Mr. Lambridge? Expected him back 
long ago, did you—hasn’t come and you can’t 
reach him anywhere? I’ll look into it, Mr. 
Dayle. I’ll look into it beginning right now.”  

Dennis Dayle closed the door and left. 
 

CHAPTER IV 
 

OBITUARY EXPERT 
 

ENNIS DAYLE’S room at the Elegante, 
he found when he dragged himself in, 

was a shambles. The furniture was shifted 
around, the drawers were gaping, the rug was 
peeled up, the bed stripped. A couple of 
Smoot’s dicks, not overlooking any possible 
hiding place, had ransacked it for the ransom 
money. 

Pronouncing a benediction upon the 
inspector’s head, Dayle crawled under the 
loose blankets and tried to sleep. Every minute 
he expected to hear a pounding on his door, to 
see Mike Smoot wading in determined to put 
him through the wringer again because 
Matthew Lambridge’s murdered body had 
been brought to light . . . 

Finally he dozed and when he lifted his 
head it was mid-afternoon. Wondering why he 
was still a free man, he took a cold bath, 
changed to his other suit and went down. 
News was scarce. It would be hours before the 
Item’s first edition hit the streets.  

Walking over to the Press Club, he had 
breakfast. Nobody he knew was there, so he 
listened to the bulletins twanging out of the 
midget radio behind the counter. 

Most of the announcements dealt with the 
discovery of Rita’s body in the Boone. Dayle 
was mentioned. “Dennis Dayle, estranged 
younger brother of Mr. Hobart Dayle, who 
returned to the city last night after an absence 
of six years, was questioned by police and 
promptly released.” Promptly! But there was 
not a word concerning the murder of Matthew 

D
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Lambridge . . . 
Entering the Item building, Dennis Dayle 

turned to the office of Mr. Cleary, who was 
again wallowing in a litter of proofs, 
feverishly busy with matters concerning 
furniture sales and dollar day bargains. 
Though he was still inordinately cheerful, he 
gave Dayle a wounded look. 

“I couldn’t help getting sidetracked last 
night,” Dayle apologized, “and I certainly 
hope it won’t happen again. If I’ve still got the 
job, can we talk about it now?”  

“Too busy again,” Mr. Cleary chuckled, 
tossing papers right and left. “Always busy as 
a madman until the final’s put to bed. Come 
back then. But be sure this time you come 
back.”  

“I’ll do my best,” Dayle promised. “As 
you know, I’m cultivating a special first-hand 
interest in the dead, and I’d like very much to 
make the most of it.” 

 
HE city room was humming. The story of 
Rita Dayle’s murder merited, of course, 

the biggest type in the racks. Four other 
reporters were pounding their typewriters and 
Bannon had shifted to Wharton’s desk, which 
meant Crawford had promoted him to city 
editor. Wharton was seated at his side, 
coaching him. Pat Marsh’s was the only desk 
that was cleared and vacant. 

“My last day in this sweatshop—it’s too 
good to be true!” Wharton was saying as 
Dayle approached. “First time I ever enjoyed 
this lousy job. You’re going to be good at it, 
Neal, Heaven help you.”  

Bannon was streaking a blue pencil across 
a page of copy that mentioned Matthew 
Lambridge. 

“Congratulations, pal,” Dayle said, “and 
what happened to Lambridge?”  

Bannon and Wharton were quiet a 
moment, gazing at him strangely. Then 
Bannon handed him a galley proof that had 
just come up from the composing room. 
Lacking details, it was the first flash on 

Lambridge’s murder. 
“You’re in the clear, aren’t you, Den?” 

Bannon asked as Dayle pored over it. 
“If an iron-dad alibi is any good, I am, but 

when Smoot’s on the case anyone is suspect.”  
“Judging from your tone of voice,” 

Wharton observed, “you don’t love our 
Mike.” 

“I’ll never let that sadistic bonecrusher get 
his paws on me again.”  

“In that case you’d better duck,” Wharton 
suggested. “He’s coming in right now.” 

White hat, set face, bulging hip, Inspector 
Mike Smoot had parted the swinging doors 
and was advancing upon Dayle with his eyes 
slitted. In one hand he was carrying a tool kit 
rolled up in a brown canvas case. There was 
white dust on it. He stood on straddled legs, so 
that Dayle was caught in the corner beside the 
city desk. 

“We just found Lambridge’s car,” he said 
while Bannon and Wharton watched him. 
“Parked near Dayle Plaza.”  

“The killer didn’t want my brother to 
notice the car was still beside the house after 
Lambridge was supposed to have left,” Dayle 
said. “He didn’t want the body discovered too 
soon. He had to have time to do something 
important.”  

“You oughta know, Jack,” Smoot said 
levelly. “Now come on back to headquarters 
and just tell me the rest of it.” 

“I’m not going back to headquarters with 
you,” Dayle protested. “I had no more to do 
with Lambridge’s death than with Rita’s.”  

“That much is plenty,” Smoot said. “Your 
brother says it’s okay for me to go to work on 
you, Jack. We figure we know why you let 
Lambridge have it. Lambridge was a smart 
man. He’d tumbled to the fact that you killed 
Rita, and you knew that. So of course you 
couldn’t let him do any talking. That’s why 
you—”  

“Why stop with Rita and Lambridge, 
inspector?” Dayle asked. “Why not go back 
still further and accuse me of every crime 
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committed in this town in the past twelve 
months?”  

“You shouldn’t have hit Lambridge so 
hard, Jack,” Smoot said. “Didn’t you 
remember from before that the guy had a bad 
heart?”  

Dennis Dayle realized that words were 
worse than futile. He could only stare at Mike 
Smoot. 

“The way you let him have it, Jack, is just 
the same, I hear, as the way you once let your 
brother have a bottle over the head. When you 
manhandle people, you’ve got a failing for 
overdoing it, Jack.”  

There was nothing Dayle could say. 
“Here’s one of the lists we found on 

Lambridge’s body,” Smoot drawled on, 
tossing a paper to Bannon’s desk. “Originally 
there were four lists altogether and we found 
three. One’s still missing. Maybe I didn’t frisk 
you good enough last night, Jack.”  

He began unrolling the tool kit. 
“Recognize this, Jack? I just took it out of 

your car.”  
“You’ve got to have a warrant for that, 

don’t you?” Dayle said hopelessly. 
Ignoring him, Smoot tucked his blunt 

fingers into one of the canvas pockets and 
drew out a tightly folded packet of banknotes. 

“They add up to only eighty bucks,” 
Smoot said, “but it won’t be long before I dig 
up the rest of the fifty grand. Just compare the 
serial numbers of these four twenties with that 
list, boys. This one, for instance, ending in 
155A. Then these others ending in 330H, 
222D, 007B. You’ll find ‘em all there. This 
money Jack was hiding in his car is all part of 
the ransom.”  

Bannon was out of his chair now, staring 
at Dayle in tight silence. Dayle’s fists went 
hard at his sides. 

“You don’t give me a single break, do 
you, inspector? You’re too anxious to crack 
this case in a way that’ll make you the white-
haired boy in Hobart Dayle’s eyes.”  

“Let’s go back to headquarters, Jack, and 

talk it over.”  
“I kept that kit in the baggage 

compartment of my car and the lock was 
broken months ago,” Dayle argued. “Anybody 
could get in there, anybody could plant those 
ransom bills.”  

“Let’s go back to headquarters, Jack—”  
“They’re part of the plan,” Dayle insisted, 

“like the message that sent me over to Room 
713 in the Boone. This snatch was timed to 
coincide with my return, because the setup 
was perfect for framing me.”  

“Let’s go back—”  
Dayle’s uppercut started swiftly and 

connected. The shock of the blow went down 
to his toes and his hand felt as if he’d socked a 
statue on its granite jaw. Smoot went over 
stiffly, backward, full length. Bannon and 
Wharton were staring motionless as Dayle 
sprang for the swinging doors. 

 
HE iron stairs went deeper than the main 
floor. Bounding from landing to landing, 

Dayle found himself clambering into the press 
room. The air was thick with the smell of ink 
and scorched paper from the stereotype 
machines, and the coveralled pressmen were 
oiling their mechanical monsters. The gear 
gards had been removed from one end of the 
nearest and a repair job was being done. 

Dayle ran through, into the empty 
distribution room with its long tin-covered 
tables, balls of twine and pots of paste. A 
small truck, loaded with bales of waste paper, 
was at the loading door and just pulling away. 

Dayle leaped in and over the bales and 
huddled down. 

The truck was rumbling through the 
warehouse district, probably toward the paper 
mill, when Dayle dropped over the tailgate. It 
was a day of gloomy rain, and the afternoon 
was as dark as late twilight. Dayle strode 
along the almost deserted streets, knowing that 
a general alarm had already been broadcast, 
but gambling that he could avoid notice, at 
least for a short time, due to the influx of 
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strangers brought by the oil boom. 
Stepping into a dog cart, he looked in the 

telephone directory, then walked eight more 
blocks. On the way a blue-green prowl car 
passed him. Turning into the vestibule of a 
small apartment house, he pushed one of a 
bank of bell-buttons, then went in to a door 
numbered 1C. Pat Marsh opened it. 

“Come in, Dennis,” she said quietly. 
She was still clear-eyed, though now the 

shock was showing in drawn lines around her 
mouth. Her amazing resemblance to Rita had 
a strange effect on Dayle. It was as if none of 
this had actually occurred, as if the last six 
years were wiped off the calendar. 

“I think I ought to tell you, Pat, I’m a 
fugitive looking for a place to hide,” Dayle 
said. “Not here, of course. I’ll stay only a 
minute.”  

“Dennis, I can’t believe you had anything 
to do with what happened to Rita.”  

Dayle studied her and smiled. Pat was so 
like Rita, and yet she had admirable, 
comradely, courageous qualities that her sister 
had always lacked. 

“Why do you trust me?” Dayle asked. 
“Practically no one else does.”  

“I always have, Dennis,” Pat said. “No 
matter what others said about you, I felt they 
didn’t really know you as I did. You just had 
to get a lot of wildness out of your blood. You 
never noticed me before, that’s all.”  

“Pat,” Dayle said, “I came here because I 
had to tell you the cops are wrong.”  

“I know that.”  
“I won’t be able to keep out of their hands 

very long. Whatever happens, it’ll mean a lot 
if you’ll just keep on believing in me. I’ll go 
now, because I don’t want to get you into 
trouble. But—do you have any idea, Pat, who 
actually is behind this?”  

“All I’m sure of, Dennis,” she answered, 
“is that it isn’t you.”  

Dayle went back to the door, thanking her 
with a relieved grin, and her hand came to his 
arm. 

“Dennis—Rita had been thinking about 
getting a divorce from Bart. She probably 
wouldn’t have gone through with it, really, but 
you’d heard about it, hadn’t you? That’s the 
real reason why you came back, isn’t it?” 

“It doesn’t matter, Pat. I realize now I’ve 
spent six years idealizing her. The reality 
would have opened my eyes very soon. In 
spite of all this, I’m glad I’m back. 
Discovering you has made everything right 
again. Good-bye. . . .”  

Dayle walked in the rain, wondering 
where he could best keep beyond the reach of 
Mike Smoot. No one, he decided, would think 
of looking for a fugitive murderer in the court 
house. Climbing the stone steps, he turned to 
the busiest office, that of the county recorder. 

When one of the clerks got around to 
inquiring what he wanted, he asked for a copy 
of the map of the oil boom district. At a 
counter he pored over the blueprint. It was 
several years old and showed none of the 
recent transactions. He read and reread the 
unfamiliar names printed in each tract until 
finally a clerk touched his arm and said, sorry 
but it was five o’clock and the office was 
closing. 

The early edition of the Item was on the 
streets with its headlines blackly screaming 
the death of Rita Marsh Dayle. Buying a copy 
and backing into a doorway, Dennis Dayle 
found the entire list of ransom bills under a 
warning, Look for This Guilty Money! 

Fishing into his pocket and bringing up 
three fives, he compared them with the 
published numbers. 

In each instance the seria1 numbers of his 
banknotes agreed exactly with the printed list 
except that the initial key-letter was different. 
Dayle’s bills were all prefixed with an H 
whereas the identical numbers in the printed 
list began with a B. 

Opening his tobacco pouch, he dug out the 
copy he’d taken from the corpse of Matthew 
Lambridge. This time there was no difference. 
Dayle’s three five-dollar bills were on the 
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lawyer’s list, unquestionably part of the 
ransom payment. 

 
T WAS darker now. Tramping through the 
puddles with coat-collar turned high, Dayle 

went unrecognized for blocks. The rain began 
to freshen. In a few minutes it was a torrent. 

Dayle turned into the nearest shelter, the 
entrance of the Claridge. A wary glance about 
told him that nobody who looked like a dick 
was on the prowl here. Shivering, he stepped 
into the Pioneer’s Bar and ordered a Scotch 
and water. 

“Is my friend Gilpin still sleeping it off, 
Gus?” Dayle asked the barman. 

“Just left,” Gus said. “Checking out. Never 
saw anybody soak it up the way he can. Was 
in here all day yesterday. Came in at noon, 
even had his meals here. Went out for just a 
few minutes at a time, once to get his mail, 
then came right back with you. Don’t know’s I 
blame him. It ain’t every day you sell a few 
acres for a couple hundred grand.” 

“With me, it ain’t ever,” Dayle said. 
A patrolman in a rubber hood was 

standing in the street entrance of the bar. A 
prowl car was resting at the curb not far away. 
It was as if Mike Smoot had somehow divined 
Dayle’s whereabouts and was quietly ringing 
the place. Dayle turned his back and sought 
deeper shelter in the telephone booth. 

“Item,” the paper’s operator answered. 
“City desk,” Dayle said. “Neal? Den.” 
“Take it easy,” Bannon said. “Our wires 

may be tapped by now.”  
“What do you think of me, pal?”  
“In some ways I think you’re crazy and in 

others you’ve got me guessing.”  
“I want to tell you about it, Neal, and the 

sooner the better.”  
“You’ll be telling me about it through a 

cell door if you’re not careful.”  
“I’m at the Claridge and it’s getting hot 

here,” Dayle said. “Your friend Gilpin 
probably thinks I’m a reporter. His room is a 
little farther beyond Mike Smoot’s reach. I’m 

going right up. You could meet me there 
without anybody’s tumbling.”  

“You’re crazy, but I’ll come,” Bannon 
said. 

“That’s good,” Dayle answered, “because 
I’ve got to talk to you right away.”  

Now there were two cops standing outside 
the bar door. Dayle went into the lobby and 
crossed to the elevators. Six years of knocking 
around and living by his wits had taught him 
to notice small things, and last evening he’d 
seen the desk clerk hand Gilpin his mail from 
the cubbyhole numbered 427. Leaving the 
elevator, Dayle went down the hall and 
knocked at the door bearing the same number. 

Gilpin yanked it open. He had his hat and 
coat on, his bags were packed and he was all 
ready to check out, but in one hand he had a 
glass and in the other he had a bottle. 

“Come in, come in, have a quick one with 
me,” he invited. “I’ve got to rush to catch a 
train.” 

“Thanks,” Dayle said, “but let’s take our 
time about it. You’re going to be sticking 
around a while.”  

“Got to rush,” Gilpin said, and he filled 
another glass. “Here’s to good old Pete—Pete 
Roleum. Haw-w-w!”  

“Mr. Gilpin,” Dayle said, “it’s really not 
polite for me to drink with you like a friend. 
You and I are going to have a little trouble.”  

“Trouble?” Gilpin said, swallowing. 
“You? Me? Trouble? You drunk?”  

“With enlightenment,” Dayle answered. 
“Any ordinary citizen has the power of arrest, 
but that’s only a technicality and I don’t think 
it’ll impress you. Probably you won’t submit 
quietly, so I’ll have to get rough.”  

Gilpin put his chin down and his face 
changed. From florid it turned to apoplectic 
red. It was no longer jovial, but brutal. His 
bloodshot eyes squinted on their suddenly 
fierce glints. . 

“How about it?” Dayle said. “Will you 
accept with good grace the fact that the jig is 
up, or am I going to have to sock you?” 

I 
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ILPIN tried to throw the liquor in 
Dayle’s face. It streamed over Dayle’s 

shoulder. Dayle jumped close in, drumming 
on Gilpin’s paunch, hooking stiff uppercuts to 
his jaw. Gilpin was hard. Backing against the 
wall, he hooked them back at Dayle.  

He swung a chair and it split apart on 
Dayle’s back. He hurled the bottle and it 
bounced off Dayle’s shoulder and smashed the 
mirror. There followed five minutes of violent 
disruption, at the end of which the room 
looked like the track of a cyclone and Gilpin 
was sagging across the bed dizzily spitting out 
fragments of teeth. 

Neal Bannon looked in.  
“You haven’t finished, have you?” he 

asked. “After all, the walls are still standing.” 
“This is good enough,” Dayle said. “Is my 

right eye rolling around the floor somewhere, 
or have I still got it? Never mind. Help me get 
him down to your car. You can celebrate your 
new job as city editor by breaking the biggest 
story the Item ever printed.” 

Asking no questions, Bannon aided Dayle 
to bring Gilpin to an erect position. They each 
took an arm, after wiping the blood off 
Gilpin’s nose and chin, and he tottered 
between them to the elevator. 

They attracted no great amount of 
attention on the way out, since Gilpin seemed 
to be merely drunk. Not even the cops, who 
were escaping the rain under the marquee, 
made a move to interfere. When Gilpin was 
wedged between them in the front seat, 
Bannon turned his car toward the Item 
building. 

“You don’t seem to be wary of Mike 
Smoot any more, Den,” Bannon observed, 
eyeing Dayle. 

“Gilpin is one of the rats who kidnaped 
Rita,” Dayle answered. “One of the pair who 
planned it so as to make the most of my 
homecoming. He’s the bird who whispered the 
message to me last night so that I’d go over to 
the Boone and obligingly incriminate myself.” 

Gilpin sagged in defeat and Bannon’s stare 
urged Dayle on. 

“All this noise to the effect that he’d been 
paid two hundred grand for a lease on an oil 
tract was a means of covering up the truth that 
he’d actually collected fifty grand in ransom 
money.”  

“How do you know that?”  
“I looked at the map in the County 

Recorder’s office a while ago. The name of 
Gilpin isn’t to be found on it. This crook 
didn’t inherit any peach orchard from his 
father for the reason that his father never 
owned one, at least in the oil section. The 
whole thing’s a clever act. The money he’s 
been spending so lavishly came directly and 
illegally from Bart’s coffers.”  

“You’re off somewhere, Den,” Bannon 
protested. “The numbers of the ransom bills 
are published. Nobody’d be fool enough to 
spend any money included in that list.” 

“That’s why Lambridge was killed,” 
Dayle explained— “to make the ransom 
spendable. The snatchers had to get hold of 
the list before it was spread around, and they 
did. Lambridge had four copies, all written 
with pen and ink. 

“It wasn’t necessary to kill him, but his 
bad heart made it murder, and while he was 
lying dead in that storeroom his killer used 
acid eraser, or simply altered the key number 
of each bill listed, such as changing an H into 
a B. Quickly done, and it served to take the 
heat off the money.”  

“Wait,” Bannon objected. “Those bills 
Mike Smoot found in your tool kit. Their 
numbers are on the list.”  

“A few easily spotted among the others, 
with sequences ending in a tricky way, like 
222 and 007. Those four bills weren’t altered 
on the list because they were going to be used 
to frame me. The snatchers recognized my car 
because of its out-of-state license plates and 
the white alkali all over it. But the ink eraser 
took the curse off all the other banknotes.”  
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“Are you guessing?” Bannon asked 
quickly. 

“Last night I paid for our third round of 
drinks with a twenty. Among my change were 
three fives, bills that Gilpin had spent. I’ve got 
an unaltered copy of the list, and all those bills 
are on it. Mike Smoot will be able to find 
plenty more in the bar’s receipts and the hotel 
cashier’s drawer.”  

Gilpin stirred. “Didn’t kill Lambridge,” he 
mumbled. “Didn’t kill him.”  

“True,” Dayle told Bannon. “He was 
blotting up Scotch in the bar when it was 
done. After all, he’s only a second-run rat. The 
rest of it was handled personally by the brains 
of the deal.”  

Bannon stopped the car in front of the 
Item. They pulled Gilpin off the seat and 
boosted him up the stone steps to the entrance. 
Glancing over his shoulder, Dayle saw the 
door of another car opening. There was the 
white hat of Mike Smoot, the long black coat, 
the eyes like short bits of steel wire. 
Unhurried, he came after Dayle.  

Saying nothing to Bannon, Dayle helped 
hoist Gilpin up the iron stairs and into the city 
room. They dropped him into a chair. The 
whole news staff stopped work and stared in 
wonder. Bob Wharton eased away from the 
city desk, relinquishing it to Bannon. Behind 
Dayle the doors swung open again. Mike 
Smoot came with a catlike tread.  

“The rest of the story is right here, Neal,” 
Dayle said. “Nobody outside the family, you 
said, knew Rita would be driving to the airport 
that evening. Pat had written a paragraph 
about it for the society column and the paper 
wasn’t out yet when Rita was snatched. But 
Bob Wharton had handled Pat’s copy.” 

 
IKE SMOOT stood motionless beside 
Dayle. Bannon looked blankly amazed. 

Gilpin slumped in his chair and Bob Wharton 
had a faintly puzzled expression on his acrid 
face. 

“You’d been looking for a chance to get 
out of this lousy newspaper racket, Wharton,” 
Dayle said. “A snatch would pay the biggest 
money. Gilpin is a friend of yours who’d 
probably drunk himself off a paper in some 
other city, and he had no scruples against 
getting rich quick. 

“When .Neal told you I was coming back 
home, you saw how neatly I fitted in with 
your plans, and when Pat’s paragraph told you 
Rita would be driving alone over a dark road 
to catch the only plane out in the evening—”  

“This guy’s soft in his head, Mike,” 
Wharton broke in. 

“Wharton, where did the news come from 
that Gilpin had sold an oil tract when actually 
he hadn’t? From you. Who knew the ransom 
list was about to be released? You were the 
only one outside of Daylewood who had that 
information. You got it from Lambridge over 
the phone and you made haste to stop him. 

“Even that telegram, about the new job in 
Chicago, is fictitious, a means of covering up. 
You sent it to yourself. If you’ll just show it to 
Mike Smoot, he’ll see the same thing I 
noticed—that the code line at the top says it 
was filed in this city. Even a head as hard as 
the inspector’s can’t resist the force of all 
those facts put together.”  

Suddenly Wharton was running. He jarred 
Dayle against Smoot, and the inspector 
tottered over a chair. Dayle was up first, 
slapping out the door after Wharton. His flight 
took the same course as Dayle’s had—down 
the stairs past the main floor, into the 
pressroom. 

It was filled with the thunder of the 
spinning cylinders. Stumbling in his frantic 
haste, Wharton lurched off the base of the last 
flight. He threw out his arms wildly as he fell 
against the exposed, spinning gears. 

His scream pierced above the roar. The 
steel teeth of the monster bit deep and drew 
him in. Red streamed down to the inky floor 
and by the time the cut-off switch was thrown 
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he was hanging there—dying in the jaws of 
the press he hated. 

 
When Dennis Dayle stepped out of the 

Item’s morgue, the city room was filled with a 
feverish hubbub. On the first night of his job 
as city editor Neal Bannon was all but 
swamped with the biggest story the paper had 
ever broken. The tow-headed copy boy 
stopped racing about long enough to push a 
telephone into Dayle’s hand.  

“Dennis?” It was a grave, strained voice. 
“I’ve been informed of—of what you’ve done. 
I must express my gratitude. Perhaps—
perhaps under the circumstances—we might 
agree upon an adjustment between us. If you 
will come to Daylewood later tonight—” 

“Skip it, Bart,” Dayle said. “Everything’s 
okay with me just as it is. Besides, when 

quitting time comes I’ve got a special date 
with a very specia1 girl named Priscilla.”  

“Jack,” Smoot said, “I knew all along you 
never had a hand in it.”  

“Naturally, Mike,” Dayle said. “You’re 
the psychic type.”  

He went down to Mr. Cleary’s office and, 
while his eyes twinkled, placed three pages of 
copy on the desk. 

“Pending our little talk,” he said, “I 
thought I’d better get busy.”  

The first insertion bore the name of Rita 
Marsh Dayle, another that of Matthew 
Lambridge and the third was for Robert 
Wharton. 

The Item’s newest employee did not add 
that he was paying the special rate for these 
insertions out of his own pocket. It wouldn’t 
have been quite the best way to launch his 
career as Death-Notice Dayle. 

 


