
Ten Detective Aces, October, 1942 

Death Hogs the Spotlight 

 
When Satan revised Dixie Devere’s act, for her new cue he sounded Gabriel’s horn. 

 
 LOOKED on while Dixie Devere was 
murdered. I actually witnessed a 
gruesome, brutal killing. In all my 

years as a detective I have never seen 
anything so spectacularly blood-curdling. I 
had no premonition of disaster, no warning 
at all as I stood in the wings of the 
Balverine Burlesque Theatre, watching 

Dixie strut her stuff, that a killer was 
watching, waiting, ready to strike. 

Dixie was a strip tease, and a nice kid. 
I suppose you wonder what a homicide 
dick was doing there backstage. Fact is, 
I’d taken a shine to one of the kids in the 
show. Ellen Rogers, who was the stooge in 
Yogi Yogahada’s séance act. 

I 
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The orchestra was murdering the latest 
tune when Dixie stepped toward me in that 
long-legged stride of hers. I couldn’t help 
but notice that something was wrong with 
her. Her eyes fairly blazed; the flush in her 
cheeks was perceptible even through her 
heavy stage make-up. When she spotted 
me standing in the wings, her eyes fired. 

“Hey, you Hastings! You’re just the 
guy I want to see! Stick around till I finish 
my number. I’ve got a note I want to show 
you. Somebody around here’s been trying 
to—” She broke off with something 
unintelligible, for the orchestra was 
repeating her cue. With a toss of her head, 
a fixed smile on her lips, she turned again 
on-stage. 

Standing just a bit behind me was 
Ellen Rogers. I looked over at her and 
caught that look on her face. I knew Ellen 
didn’t cotton to Dixie, but the expression 
she now wore was one of deep-seated 
hatred. Her eyes fastened with menace on 
Dixie. 

I simply dismissed it as professional 
jealousy. We all have that. 

I caught a glimpse of Cartier Crane 
talking to Joe Sparta, the manager. Cartier 
Crane was a novelist who was taking an 
interest in Dixie. He thought Dixie had 
talents. Latent possibilities he called it. 
Oh, I don’t mean strip tease. Real dramatic 
ability. He was writing a play for Dixie on 
the strength of his convictions. And that’s 
why Ellen was jealous. He had picked 
Dixie to write the play for, and I knew 
Ellen was wishing with all her heart that it 
was her he had picked, instead of Dixie. 

He often read me parts of the new 
play, but it was arty, highbrow stuff that 
went way over my head. Me, I’m strictly a 
mystery story fan. Still it made me feel 
pretty important that a big shot like Cartier 
Crane sought my opinion on his work. 

He was a nice egg too, regular. A little 
guy with a bland face and gentle 

unassuming ways. He was forever trying 
to do something for somebody. Sparta for 
instance, was all hot to be the producer of 
Crane’s play. Naturally there wasn’t a 
producer on Broadway who wouldn’t give 
his eye tooth for Crane’s work. But Crane 
said he’d rather give Sparta a break, let 
Sparta reap the glory of a sure thing, than 
give a successful producer another feather 
in his cap. 

 
ND so Dixie went on, striding across 
the stage in that long loose step of 

hers, dressed in, as the saying goes, 
everything but the kitchen sink. She paced 
restlessly back and forth, singing in that 
husky, off-key tremolo that no one was 
paying the least attention to anyway. The 
crowd jeered, whistled, shouted. 

I turned away a little disgusted at the 
crowd’s raucousness. My eyes caught 
Ellen again, noted that she still wore that 
grim, dirty look on her face. Her lips were 
a tight, thin line; that malicious glitter 
shone in her eyes. I didn’t like it. I felt like 
grabbing her and shaking some sense into 
that head of hers. 

Just behind her was Joe Sparta. He was 
the manager-owner of this theatre. He too 
was watching Dixie, but it was hard to tell 
what expression was on his face. He didn’t 
exactly have what you might call a face. 
He had been caught in a fire many years 
ago—you may have read about it. He tried 
to save the life of one of the girls but got 
jammed under a blazing beam. 

He used to be a pretty handsome guy 
once, but now, with that purple red rash 
over his face, the scars that twisted and 
distorted his features, he was a horrible 
mess. 

I felt sorry for the unfortunate guy, 
working in this flesh shop, up to his neck 
in beauties, forever having a yen for this 
one and that one. Everybody knew he had 
a crush on Dixie lately. I’d seen some of 
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the pathetic mash notes he’d sent her.  
I turned my attention back to the stage. 

Dixie had halted her pacing and now 
hugged center-stage. With a little shy, 
mincing gesture, she reached up for her 
hat, swung it off, flung it out into the 
wings. I had to duck, it almost hit me.  

The crowd roared and stamped as 
Dixie gradually discarded several items of 
clothing. The band gave out with a tinny 
melody, rising into a crescendo as Dixie 
took three steps backward into the black 
velvet backdrop. She caught the velvet 
curtain up in her hands, swung it about her 
body, leaving one leg, all slim white 
loveliness exposed against the blackness. 
It was a beautiful effect. 

Her eyes rolled roguishly then and she 
stood there poised against the backdrop, 
into the folds of which she was half 
hidden. The spotlight threw soft amber 
light about her, the music burst forth in its 
final crescendo. 

I was prepared for it no more than any 
of the others. One moment she stood there, 
smiling, full of life, brimming with it. And 
then a moment later the curtain fell, she 
stood there for a second, then her head 
snapped back and she stiffened. 

Her hands suddenly shot out, palms 
outward, and to my utter astonishment her 
knees crumpled and she pitched headlong 
to the stage floor. 

For one horrified moment I was frozen 
to the spot. Dully I stared down at the 
dagger that was buried up to the hilt in her 
back. It gave off a grotesque flash of light 
and a stream of blood crawled down her 
back. 

At first I was too shocked to move. 
Then I heard the horrified movements of 
the audience; someone behind me shouted 
to let down the curtain. I sprinted over to 
Dixie. 

She was dead when I got to her. 
Joe Sparta bolted up behind me, his 

breath fairly whistling through his teeth. 
“Dead?” he piped out in a strangled voice. 
“Dead?” 

The curtain cascaded down, closing 
the audience from view and casting a 
heavy shadow over the dead girl. I could 
hear the muffled excitement in the 
audience and orchestra pit. 

I straightened. Crane was directly in 
back of me, his face working with 
emotion. His eyes asked me if she were 
dead, and I nodded. His face screwed up 
with sickness. 

Ellen was standing stiffly just by the 
wings, as if she had taken one step 
stageward, and remained glued in that 
position. Her eyes were wide, fastened as 
if hypnotized on the rill of blood that now 
oozed over the floor. 

 
OGA YOGAHADA was just behind 
her, his face ashen. He was as 

impressive looking as ever, tall, wide-
shouldered, lean of hip, long-legged. I 
suspect that tan of his came out of a 
makeup kit, but with that white turban, the 
winking imitation ruby in its center, his 
well-cut tails, he made a good showing. 
He had a long angular face, with pinched 
lips, wide flaring nostrils, and commanded 
a sonorous voice that always attracted 
instant attention. 

His eyes, however made me distrust 
him, for they were small, beady, and wore 
a shrewd calculating expression. Not only 
that, but he had a smelly reputation. I was 
the only guy around here who knew he’d 
once spent a few years in jail for 
blackmail. 

As I looked over at him, he opened his 
mouth and spoke, and his words sent chills 
up my spine. It was the way he said the 
words that made me jump. 

“As I have predicted—there is murder 
in the air!”  

I leaped over to him. “What the hell 
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you mean by that?”  
His face lost a little color. I always 

suspected he was a little afraid of me. I 
knew he liked Ellen, and didn’t approve of 
my hanging around. 

“Kismet!” he mouthed, his eyes 
dilating. “It is written! The astral spirits 
have spoken to me! Kismet!” His voice 
kept rising. “It is an evil atmosphere! Evil! 
I have felt it all about me. The astral spirits 
have spoken to me in my meditations. 
They have told me death was close.”  

I gave off a laugh, which released my 
nerves a bit. After all, the guy was making 
grandstand play and was getting away 
with it. They all gaped at him bug-eyed. 

“Ten minutes ago,” I got out 
sarcastically, “that would have been a 
wow! But now you’re making an ass of 
yourself!”  

He gave me a haughty glare, turned on 
his heels and calmly walked offstage. I 
went over to Ellen, who was still rooted to 
her spot, her eyes still holding that strange 
fixed look. I touched her and she jumped. 
The glaze left her eyes as they focused on 
me. 

“It’s all right, kid,” I said as softly as I 
could. “Don’t be scared, it’s just me.”  

“What’s the matter? What’s the 
matter?” she mumbled, then burst into a 
high titter, which broke off with a sob. 

Joe Sparta sprang over to her, touching 
her arm. Her eyes swung around to him, 
and you could see the distaste growing. 
Her face went sick; she turned, took 
uneven steps offstage. 

“What we going to do about the 
customers?” Sparta asked worriedly. 

I had myself in hand by then, so I 
commanded the stage to be cleared, told 
everybody to go backstage to their places. 

“The police should be here.” Sparta 
told me. “I called them.”  

I went back over to Dixie, looked 
down at her. Someone had evidently 

waited behind that big velvet backdrop, 
and knowing that she would step back into 
the curtain for her finale, thrust that dagger 
into her back. 

But who? And why? 
It was then that I remembered what 

Dixie had said to me just before going on. 
Something about a note. And she was 
angry and upset about it. 

Crane stepped up to me, his voice 
hushed with concern. 

“I don’t like this, Hastings. This is a 
brutal, cold-blooded murder. Who would 
have wanted to kill that lovely child? She 
never wronged a soul in her life!”  

Joe Sparta nudged him a little, got 
Crane’s attention. 

“Listen . . .” Joe cleared his throat, 
shifted uneasily. “Now that Dixie’s dead . 
. . you won’t – well, who’s going to take 
her place in your new show?”  

Crane’s face instantly hardened, the 
muscles of his cheeks rippled with 
indignation. “This is hardly the time to 
discuss that,” he bit out. 

Sparta tried to smile, I guess, but his 
mouth expressed a sinister grin. “Yeah, 
sure I know. But—the other day you said 
Ellen could understudy the part. What 
about—giving Ellen a break and—”  

Crane drew himself up with a breath. 
“Now look here, Sparta, stop making 
noises like a vulture! This is hardly the 
time to talk about things like that.”  

He turned to go, but Sparta laid a hand 
on his arm. “But—if it’s a question of 
more money—”  

Crane shook off Joe’s hand with 
mounting irritation. “No! That will not be 
necessary! Let’s not discuss—” 

“Ellen,” Sparta insisted, “I’d love to 
see Ellen in the leading—”  

Crane’s eyes went hot; he turned his 
back and walked off. 

“Don’t believe in wasting time, do 
you, Joe?” I said. 
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His head cranked around, his eyes 
sought mine. “Well—y’know how it is. 
Business is business. Say, how about 
going ahead with the show? Is it all right 
with you? Show must go on and all that.”  

I nodded, beckoned a stagehand and 
told him to keep his eyes on the corpse. By 
dropping a curtain in front of Dixie, the 
show could go on and everything would 
still be in order for the photographers, 
fingerprint men, etc. 

The music blared forth again. I saw 
that one of the kids was going on in spite 
of what lay directly behind her. The show 
must go on even in a burlesque theatre. 

 
T THE wings I turned, walked 
behind the backdrop. There was 

several feet of space between the black 
velvet curtain and the silver screen. 
Anyone could have stepped between the 
two and buried that knife in her back, and 
never be noticed by anyone standing 
outside the wings. Unless you happened to 
be looking down in that direction. Even 
then, in the murky darkness, I wondered if 
you could distinguish clearly. 

During Dixie’s act I had been closest 
to the stage. Ellen had been right behind 
me. If she had moved just a little. . . 
Naturally, Dixie had had my undivided 
attention. Joe Sparta had been there, so 
had Crane, and so had Yoga Yogahada. 
That meant that anyone of them could 
have turned, disappeared between these 
two drops and— 

But why? What was the motivation for 
Dixie’s murder? 

I thought of motives, and didn’t like 
what I found. Ellen, her jealousy. Just how 
much did she really want Crane to do that 
play for her? That hatred I had seen in 
Ellen’s face haunted me. 

And Joe Sparta, with his twisted, 
scarred face. It was rumored that he had 
proposed marriage to Dixie. Had she 

laughed at him? Set off the fuse to death? 
Why had he been so coldly impersonal at 
her death? Why had he asked for Ellen to 
take Dixie’s part?  

I saw Joe standing disconsolately over 
by the switches. I went over to him. 

“Listen Joe, during the act, I wasn’t 
paying much attention to what went on 
behind me. You were there pretty much in 
the rear. Did someone go by you through 
these backdrops?”  

He shrugged indifferently. I noticed 
that his eyes kept going over to Ellen, who 
was in conversation with Crane. I hated to 
ask it, but I had to. “Did you watch Ellen 
during the performance?” 

Joe’s head jerked around, his twisted 
mouth tightened over long yellow teeth. 
“Ellen was right next to me. She didn’t 
move. You hear? She never moved. She 
was right next to me all the time.” 

“All right! All right!” I said with some 
relief, yet a brooding current of uneasiness 
seized me. Why should his reply be so 
intense?  

The police charged into the place, took 
over, their cold official glances 
disconcerting. I told my story to the 
inspector, got him to browse around, since 
I knew all the characters here. I went over 
to Ellen, drew her aside. 

“Listen, kid, you were watching the 
show. Did anyone near you move toward 
that backdrop?”  

She answered tonelessly, “I was 
watching Dixie.”  

“Your boss, Yoga Yogahada—what is 
all this about his prophecies of deaths?”  

She gave me a tired smile, which made 
me feel about a million miles away from 
her, as if 1 had never known her. 

“Yoga Yogahada is very psychic,” she 
said. 

She caught the cynicism in my face. 
“Oh, scoff if you like! There is such a 

thing as prophecy. The Yoga is in tune 

A 



TEN DETECTIVE ACES 6

with the astral world, with the spirits of 
that plane. He had predicted there would 
be three deaths in all, and you wait and 
see, it will happen!”  

“Nuts! That’s the usual superstition 
that accompanies a death.”  

Annoyance bit into her face. And yet 
there seemed to be something else. 
Rapture? A blind faith? The sort of 
expression the mice must have worn as 
they followed the Pied Piper to their 
doom. 

“I believe in the Yoga,” Ellen said. 
“He has often before predicted things 
which came to pass. The Yoga can see into 
the future. He had predicted great things 
for me. I am destined for fame, am now 
standing upon the crossroads of my life. A 
man is coming into my life who will 
change the entire course of events for me. 
He’s—” 

I blew my top. “Why, you little bird 
brain! Falling for that fortune-telling 
hooey! I ought to take you across my 
knees and spank some sense into you! 
That mealy-mouthed jerk’s hypnotized 
you into thinking he’s got something! That 
whole spiel of his is just an opportunist’s 
gag. A stunt. Showmanship!” 

“Really!” she said icily. “And what 
could you know about showmanship, 
you—you policeman, you!” and she gave 
off a snort packed with contempt. “The 
Master has predicted three deaths. You 
just wait and see, Jim Hastings. They will 
happen. It is written!”  

I felt the temper boil up out of the ends 
of my hair. “Just answer me this! This 
death prediction, did you hear it before 
Dixie died, or after?”  

“Why—I guess—before of course!” 
With a toss of her head, she left me with, 
“Does it matter?”  

I hurried over to Dixie’s dressing 
room. I remembered about her reference to 
a note. 

I found what I was looking for almost 
at once. The note she must have meant 
was there all right, but it was nothing but a 
charred ash at the bottom of the ash tray. It 
had been carefully burned, then ground to 
dust, irretrievably gone! 

 
O THAT was that. And now to the 
next question. If Yoga predicted the 

deaths before the murder, that was 
something else again. I hurried over to the 
“Master’s” dressing room. I wanted to find 
out more about his interesting prophesy. I 
found him calmly seated at the dressing 
table, in tune, no doubt. 

“Well?” I greeted him cheerfully with 
a whack on his back. “What’s cookin’ up 
on the astral world?”  

He gave me a dour glare. “You are 
prejudiced and narrow-minded. Go away. 
Do not concern yourself with what your 
limited imagination cannot grasp.”  

“I want to know more about these 
deaths.” 

He brightened a little. He lifted a huge 
white powder puff and did things to the tip 
of his nose. “Evil things.” He held the puff 
aloft. “They are all about me. Many things 
are not what they seem. The astral spirits 
have told me. There will be three murders 
in all.” 

“Well, good for you! But maybe the 
little people told you more than that?”  

“More?”  
“Yeah. Y’know, like names maybe?”  
He was silent for quite some time. 

With great care he replaced the white puff 
in a jar of very brown powder. Then his 
eyes slid over to mine. They glittered 
feverishly. 

“I can also tell you that.”  
Strange, but the way he got out that 

sentence made my heart leap into double 
time. That dramatic pitch of voice he used, 
the solemn stillness of the dressing room, 
that light in his eyes, gathered an excited 
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tension around me, made everything seem 
vibrantly charged and real. 

“The next victim—is the one—who 
knows!”  

“Who knows?” I cried, taken aback. 
“What the hell kind of name is that?”  

“It is the best I can offer at this 
moment. The one who knows.”  

“And the third victim?”  
His mouth slid into a nasty grin. “The 

third victim—will be you, James 
Hastings!” 

And brother, did I give him the horse 
laugh! Me? I never heard anything so 
funny in my life. I left him laughing my 
fool head off. 

Crane buttonholed me outside. 
“Hastings, there’s something I’ve got to 
show you.” He dug into his pocket and 
took out two bank books, held them out to 
me. “These bankbooks belong to Dixie. I 
came across them yesterday. You will 
notice she closed out both accounts the 
day before yesterday. Almost ten thousand 
dollars.”  

I fingered through the books. “So 
what?”  

“Jim, for a long time I knew something 
was worrying Dixie. I never could get it 
out of her, but I believe that Dixie was 
paying blackmail to someone. I have no 
proof, you understand, but I have always 
believed that the person who was bleeding 
her was that swine, Yoga. I think you had 
better investigate this.”  

Well, I knew that Yoga was a rat and 
had already served one term in prison for 
blackmail. Putting the bite on Dixie, was 
he? You bet I’d look into that. 

But at that moment one of the kids of 
the chorus line motioned to me. I hurried 
over to her, got there just as the line 
started high kicks on to the stage. 

“Hey, Hastings,” she yelled at me, 
above the music. “I got something I want 
to—” 

Her eyes darted nervously to the line 
edging closer to the stage. “It’s about 
Dixie. That letter. You see, I know about 
it. I was there when the note came. I—”  

The gal in the rear shoved her, 
indicating her turn to go on. She started to 
kick in rhythm with the rest of the line. 
She shouted something over her shoulder 
at me, but I didn’t catch it. 

“What’s she saying?” I asked the girl 
next to me. 

“Hollywood.” The girl yelled back. 
“Hollywood?”  
“That’s what it sounded like.” And she 

too started to kick high. 
Hollywood! What the devil did this 

mean? 
 

 FIRED a cigarette. There was nothing 
to do but wait until the kid came off-

stage. So I was back in the wings again, 
and it made me think of Dixie. How alive 
and real she had been, so proud of herself, 
her beauty, and that she was getting along 
with her career! I liked Dixie, everybody 
did—except Ellen. I kept wondering what 
it was the Yoga was blackmailing her for. 
Ten thousands smackers! It must be good! 

I watched the kids go through their 
routine. It amused me a little. When each 
chorus girl tries to shine individually, it 
ain’t good! They were pretty much all 
shapes and sizes too. The kid who called 
me gave me a smile, wound her arms 
around the two kids on each side of her, 
dipped forward, kicked up. It was silly. I 
felt restless, inactive. 

The routine ended. The girls stepped 
up to their various positions on-stage, the 
lights gradually dimmed, the girls became 
“artistic statues.” As the lights went on 
again, the audience applauded. That was 
when the shot rang out. 

The kid I was waiting for was just 
taking a step off her pedestal, when 
suddenly she froze there. Blood quickly 
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spurted out of the top of her skull, washed 
down her face, and she toppled over on her 
side. 

A woman’s shriek pierced the air, set 
my teeth on edge. But I snapped out of it 
like a rubber band. I ran over to the kid. 
The bullet hole was right in the center of 
her head. I peered up among the catwalks. 
For a second I thought I saw a face up 
there, leaning over the main rail. 

I dashed for the spiral stairs, sprinted 
up, running for all I was worth. I had 
trouble too, for the screams from below 
had attracted attention, and I kept jamming 
into people. 

When I got to the top catwalk at last, 
there was no one there. Only silence, 
murky shadows. It gave me an eerie 
feeling of desolation here in this half light. 
Whoever it was who had been up here was 
now gone. 

Then it hit me like a slap in the face. 
‘‘The one who knows.”  
“That note.” She had called to me. “I 

know. Hollywood!” What did it mean? A 
Hollywood contract for Dixie that would 
take her away from Joe Sparta? Crane had 
mentioned he was trying to contact his 
agent in Hollywood for a screen test for 
Dixie, so it would not have mattered to 
Crane if Dixie left this theatre for 
Hollywood. But it would to Joe Sparta, if 
he loved Dixie. 

I had to see the Yoga, and in a hurry. 
But when I got to his dressing room, he 
wasn’t there.  

I went next door to Ellen’s, opened the 
door without knocking. As she heard me, 
she spun around, her eyes going wide with 
fear. Then I saw that she was holding 
something in her hand. When she saw my 
eyes fall to it, she tried to hide it behind 
her back.  

I made a grab for it, but she jumped 
back, her face draining. Then I dived for 
her. It made me mad. I caught her arm and 

fairly ripped the note from her fingers. 
When I let her go she made a whimpering 
noise and rubbed her arm. As if I had hurt 
her! 

The note read: Please accept this from 
your most ardent admirer. Joe Sparta. 

“He isn’t wasting much time is he?” I 
got out, and she made a helpless gesture 
with her hand. 

“Oh, Jim, I’m scared. I’m terribly 
scared.”  

“Just what did he give you?” I 
demanded, and looked over on the 
dressing table. An orchid in a shiny 
cellophane box. A lovely white thing, 
darkly flecked. 

I don’t know why, but suddenly it 
hitched up every muscle in my body. The 
way she stood there, with that frightened 
look in her eyes. She wore a brief costume 
and her shoulders were bare. And the color 
of that orchid was like the tint of her skin. 
Suddenly the hunger for her lashed 
through me. 

The next thing I knew, I’d rushed my 
arms around her, crushed her to me and 
got her lips against mine. I was crazy in 
love with her and I told her so, over and 
over. At first she protested, but only at 
first. Her kisses were like nothing on earth. 

Then someone swung me around by 
the shoulder, and I found myself looking 
into the blazing eyes of the Yoga. 

“Take your filthy hands off her!” he 
snarled at me, and his fist crashed into my 
face. It caught me off balance and I 
staggered back, slapped up against the 
wall. 

I saw red. I hitched away from the wall 
and sailed into him. I caught him one on 
the button and he lunged back, fell over 
the chaise longue. I leaped, crashed over 
him and smashed my fist into his face. I 
had him below me and kept cracking my 
fists into him, when a shot of ice-cold 
water hit my face, and the rage instantly 
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drained off. I sprang up gasping for breath. 
 
RANE stood there, a bucket in his 
hands. Joe Sparta hovered uncertainly 

behind him. Ellen, her eyes stricken, her 
face pale, stared helplessly at me, her fist 
dug into her mouth. 

“I need a drink.” I got out hoarsely. 
“Are you all mad?” Crane growled 

darkly, setting down the bucket. “Fighting 
like children, shame on you!”  

Sparta nodded feebly. “A drink. Yes. 
Come into my office. We all need a 
drink.”  

I looked over at the “Master” who was 
wiping the blood from his mouth. “I think 
it’s time you did a little fast talking, you 
blackmailing buzzard. And let’s see the 
astralites get you out of this!”  

His eyes slid to mine, sullen and 
resentful. And yet, there was something 
else in his face, fear of some kind. 

“You know something,” I said to him, 
following Crane and Joe out of the room. 
We headed toward Sparta’s office. “Astral 
spirits, my eye! The one who knows! If 
anyone around here knows anything, it’s 
you!”  

“You keep your hands off Ellen, you 
hear?” he glowered. 

“I’ll do what I damned well please, as 
long as she lets me!”  

“Lets you!” But there was little fire in 
his voice. “You were forcing yourself 
upon her.”  

Crane interrupted peevishly. “Can’t 
you two boys settle this without fighting? 
Haven’t we enough trouble without you? 
You’re being primitive! Fighting over a 
woman!”  

The Yoga said with sudden 
vehemence, “You bet we can settle this!” 
and we stepped into Joe’s office. Joe 
hurried to the bar, poured out four drinks 
with shaking hands. 

Yoga continued. “It happens I was 

backstage when Dixie was murdered!”  
A strange alert sensation tingled up 

from my toes. I knew that something was 
coming at last, so I faced him squarely. 

“Are you trying to say that you saw the 
murderer as he stepped behind those 
curtains?”  

His mouth tightened sourly, his eyes 
became evasive. “Well—I did see 
someone.”  

I grasped his arm with mounting 
excitement. “Who?”  

His words were like a slap in the face. 
“I’m not—” He tore out of my grip. 

“I’m not sure!”  
Crane handed him his drink. “Oh, 

come now, Yoga, you had better tell us 
everything you know. If you don’t, you’re 
liable to be held for the murder.” He 
winked at me. “Here have your drink, 
perhaps this will help.”  

Yoga reached for the drink, took it. 
“That kid who was just shot—she didn’t 
exactly know about Dixie, why she was so 
sore. Not until later—when I asked her—
Ellen guessed, but she didn’t say anything 
because Dixie . . .” His voice trailed off 
nervously. He lifted the drink to his lips 
and tossed it off while I raised mine. 

Instantly something went wrong with 
Yoga. His face turned brick-red, his eyes 
bulged, fairly leaped out of their sockets. 
He lurched against the desk, his glass 
clattered to the floor, a gurgling, strangled 
sound burst through his mouth. I saw his 
face turn blue, saw the convulsion seize 
his body. With a piercing, spine-chilling 
outcry, he pitched face forward. 

I sprang for his glass, picked it up, 
sniffed at it and quickly flung it aside. The 
odor of bitter almonds. Cyanide, one of the 
quickest poisons known. The Yoga 
twitched once, then lay still. 

I turned around and faced Joe Sparta. 
His ugly face worked as he stared down at 
the Yoga. I sprang over to him, bunched 
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up his shirt and backed him up against the 
wall. 

“Okay! Now what was in that note you 
sent to Dixie?”  

He began to splutter helplessly. “Don’t 
— don’t. . .” He glowered blackly at me, 
his eyes burning coals of hate. 

“What was in that note?” I demanded. 
“I—I—” He choked. His 

embarrassment was visible in his 
expression. 1 saw it all at once and 1 said:  

“So I’ll tell you! You asked Dixie to 
marry you. She wouldn’t have any, 
probably rubbed it in pretty thick what she 
thought of you. You killed her. That 
chorus girl saw you. The Yoga saw you 
too. With Dixie out of the way, you saw 
your way clear to try to make Ellen. You 
probably asked her to marry you, tempting 
her with the lead in Crane’s new play. 
Yoga knew and was about to tell, so you 
killed him right before our eyes!” 

“No, no!” He cried out wildly. “I’ve 
been through with Dixie for a long time 
now.” 

“You through with her!” My lips 
twisted. “That’s a laugh!”  

“No, no! The letter she got, I didn’t 
send it. She got it from Hollywood! Air 
mail—Hollywood!”  

“And what was in that letter?”  
“I don’t know, so help me. She got so 

mad she couldn’t talk!”  
Crane stepped over to my side. “This 

man,” he said quietly, “is obviously the 
killer.” Joe shook his head dumbly. 

Then something hard cracked over my 
skull. A sheet of flame fizzed up inside my 
head, and a blackness began to take shape 
before my eyes. The last thing I remember 
hearing was: 

“So! Ellen knows, does she? That’s 
most unfortunate.”  

And then the blackness closed in. 
 

HEN I came to, it took me a 
moment or so to orient myself. 

Then with a wave of horror I remembered, 
and those last words about Ellen came to 
me. I got to my feet in spite of the pain 
that jangled every nerve in my body. I 
looked around the room, but no one was 
there. And then I knew fear for the first 
time in my life. Ellen! Her life was in 
danger. 

I staggered out of the room, and 
several cops ran over to me. But they 
thought I was drunk, and my mind was so 
foggy and fear-stricken about what might 
be happening to Ellen that I couldn’t even 
mouth words. I ran to her dressing room, 
threw open the door. 

The room was empty. 
“Where did they go?” I managed to 

ask the nearest cop. “Ellen—the girl?”  
He pointed upward uncertainly. 
With a shock my eyes went to that 

spiral staircase. The stairs that led to the 
catwalk above the proscenium. 

Then I was stumbling up those stairs 
for all I was worth. They seemed to be 
everlasting. When I at last got to the 
catwalk, it was all shadowy darkness, only 
a faint shimmering of light reflected 
through the boards from the stage below. 

I did not call out. I was afraid to. My 
eyes tried to piece through the murkiness 
for any signs of movement. I inched 
forward, uncertain if at any moment he 
might be waiting for me, lurking to spring 
upon me. 

Just ahead in a fan of light I thought I 
detected a movement. Cautiously, my 
heart hammering against my ribs, I crept 
up on the catwalk. Then I saw him. Ellen 
was there in a heap at his feet. And Joe 
Sparta was there, his face badly cut and 
bleeding. Crane was holding Joe off at the 
point of a gun. I saw Crane’s face as he 
leaned over the railing for a moment, 
glancing down into the theatre pit below. 
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He bent down, his eyes on Sparta, 
shoved his arm around Ellen’s waist. I 
couldn’t tell whether she was alive or 
dead. All I knew was that probably crazed 
at being discovered, he intended to throw 
her down into the pit, and Joe was 
standing there, half dazed, unable to do 
anything about it. 

I crept up, my body screaming for 
action, my mind urgently compelling 
caution. No movement must disturb him, 
but I had to get to him before he threw 
Ellen down. 

He raised her, got her to the railing, 
leaned her against it. In that instant I 
sprang. Joe saw me, made a movement 
toward Ellen, but he couldn’t make it. I 
flung my arms around her, pulled her back 
down on the catwalk. At the same moment 
I shot out my foot and kicked Crane 
squarely in the pit of his stomach. He went 
back with a squeal of rage and pain. 

Ellen moved in my arms, so she was 
all right. Out of the corners of my eyes I 
saw Crane get up, crouch, ready to spring 
for me, his hands ugly claws, talons of 
destruction. 

I stood there, hunched my shoulders, 
tensing every muscle as I waited for him 
to come at me. He charged. I ducked. With 
a high wail he flew past me over the 
railing. His outflung hands managed to 
grab the railing, and he hung on, swung 
around, went over. He hung there 
swinging from the rail. 

The screams from below told me we 
were seen. And then Joe Sparta came to 
life. With a snarl he sprang for Crane, 
raised his arms and brought his fists 
sharply down on those hands. The fingers 
dropped off the railing, then slipped clear. 

With a high wild scream Crane sailed 
down. I looked over, saw him hit the stage, 
making a sound like a bag of flour 
dropped to a leading platform . . . 

 

 WILL say this, Crane had me fooled 
the way he fooled everybody else. Of 

course, he didn’t take me for any dough, 
the way he took Dixie and Joe Sparta. It 
was really too bad for Dixie. 

She had been very proud that she was 
going to play the lead in Crane’s latest 
play. In fact, so much so, she tried to lord 
it over an old friend in Hollywood who 
had made good and was getting the breaks. 
Dixie wrote her, told her of her luck in 
having met the famous Cartier Crane, and 
that he was writing a play for her. She 
would be a star overnight. 

Imagine her horror when, just before 
she went on, there came by air mail an 
answer from this friend. Marie, the chorus 
girl, was in the dressing room when the 
letter came. 

The girl in Hollywood wrote a most 
derisive letter—something to the effect 
that, did Dixie sop up all the bluff they 
dished out around Broadway? Couldn’t 
she tell a phony when she saw one? It was 
laughable! The man simply couldn’t be 
Cartier Crane, because Cartier Crane was 
on here in Hollywood, making a picture of 
his latest book! 

Dixie was so angry she couldn’t see 
straight! So, it had just been a con game! 
Joe Sparta had put up fifty thousand 
dollars to back a phony play. And she 
herself had put up every last cent she had, 
given him ten thousand dollars in the 
bargain. 

She couldn’t think, she was so angry. 
She ran out and came to tell me about it, 
but her cue called her, so she had to go 
through with her act first. 

In the meantime, the bogus Crane had 
gone to Dixie’s dressing room. He saw the 
letter, read it, and knew that as far as Dixie 
was concerned the jig was up. He burnt 
that letter and knew he had to keep Dixie 
quiet. He wasn’t going to give up the 
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money he’d managed to milk out of the 
suckers here. 

He came toward the wings, 
remembered that Dixie had a finale 
between the curtains. He stepped between 
them, waited, and when Dixie stepped 
hack, he thrust that dagger home. 

Unfortunately, killing Dixie wasn’t the 
end of it. He came to me, showed me the 
bank books, and tried to pin blackmail 
suspicions on the Yoga. And then he 
suddenly remembered that the little chorus 
girl who was motioning to me, knew about 
the transaction between him and Dixie, 
and the girl also knew from whom the 
letter in Hollywood came. He had to kill 
her. 

Yoga, however, actually saw Crane 
step in between those two curtains. But 
due to the darkness, he was uncertain, and 
he couldn’t figure out why the man should 
want to murder Dixie in the first place. 

Yoga, however, was crafty, an 
opportunist, and he decided to play a good 
thing. If Crane killed Dixie, he saw a 
chance of milking a rich, successful 
author. He’d been involved in blackmail 
before, and knew the tricks. 

Yoga went into his prophesying act 
just for the sensation. He realized also, that 

the chorus girl knew something. He went 
to her and asked her about the letter that 
came for Dixie. The chorus girl told him 
the name of the actress in Hollywood who 
had sent it. 

Yoga put through a call to California, 
got the girl, and she explained to him what 
she had written to Dixie in her letter. 

Then the Toga knew that he was 
playing with fire. Having a record of his 
own, he had to make sure he wasn’t 
pinned with murder. He was going to talk. 
And Crane knew he was going to talk. 
And while we fools were arguing our 
heads off about Ellen, Crane calmly spiked 
his glass with cyanide. 

Then, while I was accusing Sparta of 
the murders, Crane must have lost his head 
completely. He crashed a chair over my 
head and left me for dead. At the point of 
his gun he made Sparta go to Ellen’s 
dressing room, got them both up there on 
that catwalk. 

Yoga was wrong when he had 
prophesied death for me. But he was right 
about Ellen’s future. A man did enter her 
life who changed its course of events. Me. 
I married her. 

 


