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SING A SONG OF 
MURDER 
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Author of “Etched in Red,” “Stranger in Town,” etc. 

 
Steve McMurrin Develops an Unexpected Ear for Music When 
the Discord of Gunslaughter Smashes His Vacation Harmony! 

 
IGHT sidecars?” The 
profoundly amazed barkeep 
laid his fat belly against the 

beer-coil chamber and repeated Steve 
McMurrin’s order like a man talking in his 
sleep. 

Steve hung a shoe over the barrail. 
“You heard the order, fella,” he said 

morosely. “Your ears didn’t echo.”  
“Yessir. Yes, sir.” 

The barkeep turned to his bottles and 
his glasses, concocted the eight headache-
inducers with the rapidity of a sleight-of-
hand artist, set them down one after the 
other like soldiers on a parade ground. He 
watched Steve neatly kill four of them in a 
row, whistled under his breath and 
murmured with respectful awe: 

“I didn’t know a guy could be that 
dry.”  
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The alcohol began to cut capers 
through Steve’s big-boned, six-foot frame 
and he spoke a little less gloomily. 

“Between you and me, friend, it takes 
about a pint to get me completely oiled, 
which is a state I desire to attain in the 
quickest possible time.”  

The barkeep wagged his head so that 
his red-veined jowls quivered slightly. 

“Brother,” he said, “you sure know the 
shortcuts,” and moved away to satisfy the 
peremptory demands of a newcomer at the 
far end of the bar.  

Steve dawdled over the fifth, since 
eight drinks in immediate succession 
would make him sick, and he had no 
desire to lose his investment. In vast 
disgust he appraised the rough-cast, 
craggy face that stared back at him from 
the bar mirror. 

Exactly four hours ago he had walked 
down the runway of a Boeing Stratoliner 
with five hundred berries tucked cozily 
away in his wallet, nursing a desire to soak 
in a flock of California sunshine plus an 
eyeful of the kind of more-or-less clothed 
beauty that warmed the sands of Beach 
City.  

The hacker who’d picked him up at 
Grand Central Air Terminal had given 
Steve and his luggage the double-o, 
recognized a vacationist who was out to 
have himself a time, and confidentially 
stated that the folks who made Beach City 
their winter headquarters spent their 
evenings at Gus Krenz’ Ship Ahoy, where 
there was plenty of everything from 
gambling to gals, and all strictly high 
class. 

 
TEVE registered at the hotel where 
he’d made his reservations, and since 

he wanted to take the town in right, he 
made the Ship Ahoy his first port of call. 
The hacker hadn’t exaggerated. The gals 
had been high class. Also the smooth 

manner with which Steve was removed 
from his five C’s at the craps table. 

Hoofing moodily along Beach City’s 
block-long main thoroughfare, Steve had 
discovered a lone sawbuck in his vest 
pocket and a two-bit bar at the same time. 
So he was getting himself completely 
plastered, mainly because about the worst 
punishment he could figure out for a guy 
who didn’t have any better sense than to 
blow his vacation like that was one whale 
of a hangover. 

He downed the fifth sidecar, looked 
around. For a small place, the joint got 
quite a play. Mostly young fellows who 
came in, bought a drink or two, almost 
invariably cashed themselves a check, and 
departed. Steve got to wondering about the 
check-cashing, and when the bartender got 
a loose moment, questioned him. 

“Hey, you running a bank or 
something? I see all those guys cashing 
checks.”  

The barkeep grinned, wagged his head. 
“You must be a stranger. Friday’s 

payday for somewhere around thirty 
thousand aircraft workers in this vicinity, 
and it’s also their night to howl. Most of 
those check-cashers are steady customers. 
They’ll be back later this evening with 
their dolls. If I didn’t accommodate them, 
they’d get sore and spend their dough 
somewhere else, so it’s a case of have to.”  

“Makes you keep a lot of money on 
hand, doesn’t it?”  

The barkeep nodded, looking worried. 
“Too damned much. But what can a guy 
do?”  

He moved away to serve a couple of 
newcomers and Steve reached for his sixth 
drink. Down at the inboard end of the bar 
was a tall bird with a nose like the beak of 
a toucan and the same idea as Steve. Only 
this guy was a lot farther along. He’d been 
sitting on the end stool drinking himself 
into a state of near-stupefaction with quiet 
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efficiency. Looking around, finally, he 
began to hum under his breath in an off 
key and said abruptly in a loud, thick 
voice: 

“I wanna girl! Wanna dance! Ain’t you 
got no music around here?”  

The barkeep looked concerned and 
stopped shaking up a whiskey sour long 
enough to say: 

“You’re in the wrong place, brother. 
This ain’t no cocktail joint. Plenty of them 
down the street. If you want music here, 
drop a nickel in the juke box.”  

Toucan-nose snapped his fingers, 
exclaimed: “Juke box! Hey, hey!” He got 
up, moved unsteadily toward a machine 
that looked like an ultramodernistic 
refrigerator. He hung on it and fumbled in 
his pocket, brought up a coin, poked it in 
the machine. Steve looked interested as a 
feminine voice, liberally coated with 
saccharine, responded with: 

“Your selection, please?” 
 
OUCAN-NOSE got a fatuous look on 
his face, winked largely at nothing in 

particular and said confidentially into the 
machine: 

“Howzabout a date sometime, 
Honeybaby?”  

The saccharine began to curl a little 
around the edges as the voice repeated 
crisply: “Your selection, please?”  

Toucan-nose looked disgruntled, 
mumbled under his breath, tried to read 
the list of titles. 

“Aw, gimme a serenade. Any old 
serenade.” And he wandered back to the 
bar as the thing began to moan a swingy 
version of Schubert. 

The two fellows who’d ordered the 
whiskey sours finished their drinks and 
went out. 

Steve, casually looking into the bar 
mirror, saw the little guy come in the door. 
He took him for a Negro at first, 

recognized the stuff on his face as burnt 
cork or greasepaint, saw the very large and 
efficient-looking automatic in his fist at 
the same time. The guy’s hat was pulled 
low over his eyes and his jaws moved 
rhythmically. 

“Stickup, pals,” he intoned around a 
wad of gum. “Take it easy.” He delivered 
the words like pellets in a high, nasal 
whine. 

The barkeep’s face got white and he 
backed against his cash register with his 
hands at shoulder level. 

The gum-chewer advanced to the bar 
and a second man, also in blackface, 
moved into sight and lounged 
nonchalantly in the doorway, letting Steve 
and the barkeep get an eyeful of the 
automatic cradled easily in his big paw. 
The gum-chewer favored the barkeep with 
an oblique stare and said peremptorily: 

“Give. The checks, too. And make it 
fast, brother.”  

The barkeep licked his lips, said: 
“Gosh, I ain’t—”  

The man in the doorway casually 
swung the muzzle of his gun, grinning 
with the pleasantry of an executioner, and 
the barkeep’s words dribbled off into taut 
silence. 

“Give,” the little guy repeated. “You 
better move. I got a very special date away 
from here in about sixty seconds.”  

The barkeep swung around, stabbed a 
thick, clavate finger at a key on the 
register. The bell made a sound like a fire 
alarm as the drawer snapped open. He 
scooped out the bills and checks, laid them 
on the bar. 

“That ain’t all, brother,” the gum-
chewer said impatiently. “Dig out that 
cash reserve you keep under the bar. Come 
on, tear loose.”  

The barkeep eyed the little guy, the 
evilly grinning dog in the doorway, and 
his jovial face got stubborn. 
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“All right; I’ll get it,” he said sullenly. 
He stooped behind the bar and came 

up with a shotgun. The gum-chewer 
cursed sharply and his gun exploded with 
a flat crash that filled the place with sound. 
The barkeep got a funny look on his face, 
straightened like he was trying to touch the 
ceiling with his bald head. Reflex clamped 
his finger on the trigger of the shotgun and 
it went off with an enveloping roar, 
kicking the inert bulk of him backward to 
plough into the glass-stacked backbar with 
a brittle crash. 

“Noddy, you fool!” the guy in the 
doorway hissed, and vanished as if he’d 
been jerked on strings. Snarling like a fox 
at bay, Noddy took two steps backward 
with his smoking gun still leveled, got 
opposite Steve, turned and scuttled for the 
door. 

 
HE wantonness of his act, plus the 
half dozen sidecars Steve had aboard, 

set something afire in him. He arched his 
body, threw out a foot that tangled up in 
the killer’s flying legs. Noddy let out a 
bleat and snapped forward as though shot 
out of a sling, lit flat on his stomach and 
skidded through the door.  

Steve was after him like a roving 
center on a dropped ball, opened his 
mouth to yell for the cops and caught 
movement out of the corner of his eye. He 
tried to roll away from it, but something 
collided with the side of his head with an 
explosive force that filled his brain with 
hollow thunder. 

He continued to roll for a full turn, 
sprawled out and lay there in paralyzed 
helplessness as the killer’s companion 
reached down, glommed his wallet, then 
got a handful of the profoundly 
unconscious Noddy’s collar and hauled 
him to a V-8 that was parked at the curb 
with the motor running. The V-8 dug out 
with rubber screaming as its wheels 

churned the pavement, and careened 
around a corner. 

Steve got his breath and pulled himself 
groggily to his knees as a frozen bystander 
suddenly came to life and took off down 
the street with the skimming velocity of an 
antelope, keening “Murder!” at every leap. 

 
HE room to which the police took 
Steve was small, unventilated and 

bare except for a chair and dented brass 
spittoon overflowing with a collection of 
dead cigars and cigarettes. Over the chair 
was a 300-watt bulb set in a green-backed 
enamel shade. The light was bright and 
hot, and Steve perspired like a farm hand 
as he crouched in the chair and squinted 
stubbornly at the indistinct forms of the 
two dicks who’d been throwing questions 
at him for the past hour. He said for the 
twentieth time: 

“You guys are kicking around the 
wrong bailiwick. I tell you I didn’t have 
anything to do with it.”  

“Sure,” the tallest of the two dicks 
said. “You just got in town. You’re a 
reporter on the Chicago Bulletin and 
you’re here on a two weeks’ vacation. You 
horned in because you didn’t like the way 
Joe Stiles was murdered. You told us 
that.”  

The dick had a round, red face on 
which was pasted a pair of rubbery lips, 
the lower of which was habitually stuffed 
with a good third of a box of Copenhagen. 
His forehead ran clear back to the crown 
of his head. His name was Tiedemann; and 
he was the iron fist that ruled Beach City’s 
police department. 

The second dick was lean and dark, 
with a sharp face that narrowed down to a 
pallid wedge of a nose. He puffed on a 
cigarette, deliberately blew the smoke 
where Steve could sniff hungrily of it and 
said hopefully: 

“Maybe we ought to give him a little 

T 

T



SING A SONG OF MURDER 5

working over, George. Maybe he needs a 
little working over to make him open up.”  

“I’m running this show, Berkey,” 
Tiedemann said. He swung back to the 
prisoner. 

“Look, guy. Last Friday night the 
Three Point Cafe on Pico is held up by two 
heels in blackface and they get away with 
fifteen hundred bucks. They know right 
where the dough is kept, and what’s more, 
they walk in when hardly anybody’s in the 
place, which means that the job has been 
spotted. Tonight the same two guys repeat 
the act at the Aircraft Bar, only Joe Stiles 
gets ideas and one of them blasts him. By 
the looks of it, this job was spotted, too. 
By your own admission, only yourself and 
a drunk were in the joint at the time of the 
stickup.”  

“And the drunk did a Houdini,” Steve 
said tiredly, “so I’m being played for a 
sucker because those dogs took my wallet, 
and all my credentials were in it.”  

Berkey spat. “Credentials! Hah! I can 
make him sing, George. Lemme have him 
for ten minutes and he’ll talk his head off.”  

Steve shrugged and his eyes got bleak 
and stubborn. 

“You guys might just as well break out 
the rubber hose if you figure to get 
anything that way. I’ve told you all I 
know, and that’s that.”  

“It’ll be a pleasure, brother,” Berkey 
murmured, and headed for the door. But 
Tiedemann’s fat face got a wise look on it, 
he put out a hand and said, “Wait.” To 
Steve: “Suppose we turn you loose. You’ll 
stick around Beach City, hah?”  

Steve grinned sourly. ‘‘Like glue, 
brother, like glue. I’m beginning to like 
the swell way you treat visitors.”  

Five minutes later he was free. He took 
a bus, but it was not for fresh air. 

 
HE red-and-green neon said “THREE 
POINT CAFE,” and hung over the 

sidewalk from the stucco facade of a 
quasi-Spanish one-story building. Steve 
spotted it from the bus window, got up and 
moved forward, tapped the bus driver on 
the shoulder and said: “Next corner, 
buddy.”  

The driver nodded, began to brake the 
big wagon, eased it toward the curb, and 
Steve swung down. The bus got in motion 
with a twelve-cylinder roar, whipped up 
the artery and Steve hunched his big 
shoulders, took two steps off the curb. 

Waiting for a gap in the whizzing 
traffic, he turned his head, gazed 
abstractedly at a black coupe that had 
pulled in and stopped a few hundred feet 
below. He grinned. The coupe had hung 
behind the bus ever since he’d boarded it a 
block away from the Beach City Hall of 
Justice. Evidently Tiedemann had reached 
into the mothballs and resurrected the old 
“let-him-go-and-tail-him” act. 

Crossing the broad avenue, Steve 
pushed open the red lacquered door of the 
joint and walked in. Though it was several 
hours away from the two o’clock deadline 
on alcoholic beverages and there was a 
bar, a tiny dance floor and a dozen or so 
tables, the place was as empty as a liquor 
store on election day. 

Steve angled over to the bar. A 
colorless little man with a woeful face and 
mousy hair combed sidewise over a bald 
spot was desultorily massaging the bar top 
with a towel. He looked up and said 
hopefully: 

“Evening, mister. What’ll you have?”  
Steve hung a leg over a stool covered 

with red leatherette and said: “A tall glass 
with a lot of beer in it.”  

The little man slid a glass under the 
beer spigot, filled it to the brim, sliced off 
the collar with a celluloid knife, set it on 
the bar. Steve paid him, took a long drag, 
licked his lips, gandered idly around at the 
empty tables, the deserted orchestra pit. T 
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“Where’s the business?” he queried. 
“Convention in another part of town or 
something?”  

The barkeep moodily wagged his head. 
“Ain’t none. You an aircraft worker? I 
don’t remember seein’ you before.”  

“Nope. Here on a vacation. Every 
other joint I see is full. How come?”  

The little man propped his elbows on 
the bar, made a bridge of his fingers, hung 
his chin on it, and said: 

“This is an aircraft workers’ town, see? 
The plant payrolls are about all that 
supports it. Well, the boys get paid Friday 
nights and come in to cash their checks, 
and if I can’t cash ‘em they go someplace 
else where they can get ‘em cashed, see?”  

“So you can’t cash ‘em?”  
“You hit it, friend. Right on the button. 

I got stuck up last week. I kind of figured 
the boys would string along with me till I 
got on my feet, but I should have known 
better. I could have borrowed a grand from 
Gus Krenz, but I didn’t like the idea of 
shellin’ out six percent a week. He loans 
dough for cashin’ payroll checks to about 
half the joints in Beach City, and charges 
plenty for the use of it.” 

“How’d it happen?” Steve asked. “The 
holdup, I mean.” 

 
HE little man poured himself a short 
beer, tossed it off, set his elbows on 

the counter and cleared his throat. 
“Well,” he said, “it was about five 

o’c1ock—last Friday, that was—and just a 
few of the boys had come in to cash their 
checks, see? There wasn’t nobody in the 
joint except me and this drunk who was 
playin’ the jukebox. Anyway, these two 
birds comes in with their faces all blacked 
up and one of them shoves a gun in my 
puss. I always ditch most of the dough I 
keep on hand, but he knows right where 
it’s kept.”  

“This juke-box player,” Steve 

interrupted. “What did he look like?”  
The little man frowned and squinted 

thoughtfully at a moth that was beating 
itself against one of the ceiling lights. 

“Eh—don’t recall, exactly. About 
medium build, I guess. Had a nose you 
could hang your hat on. Why?”  

Steve didn’t answer, got off his stool, 
moved over to the juke box. He lit a 
cigarette, shoved his hands in his pockets 
and thoughtfully surveyed the rococo pile 
of wood and plastic. It was a twin of the 
one that had been in Joe Stile’s bar, and 
had a little embossed scroll on the side 
bearing the name: “Coast Amusements, 
Inc., Pier and Ocean, Beach City.”  

“This outfit own all these machines 
around here?” Steve asked. 

The little guy nodded: “That outfit is 
Gus Krenz, brother, and he’s got a corner 
on about everything in this neck of the 
woods. Say, you ain’t a dick, are you? You 
think you got an idea who done it?”  

Steve shrugged. “Maybe.” He went 
back to the bar and tossed off the last of 
his beer. To the little man’s hopeful 
“Another?” he shook his head, said, “Be 
seeing you,” and headed for the street. He 
took the bus back to Beach City, looked 
rearward once to see the black coupe 
following at a discreet distance, and 
nodded to himself. 

 
HAT interview with the owner of 
Three Point had established several 

mighty pertinent facts in his mind, chief 
among them the conviction that the 
toucan-nosed drunk he’d seen in Stiles’ 
bar had been the spotter for the holdups. 

From the way it had worked at Stiles’ 
place, the build-up was simple. Noddy and 
his husky friend hung around a pay phone 
nearby while Toucan-nose played half-
tight, went into the place that was marked 
for the knockover, hung around till he saw 
where the bankroll was kept, then picked a 
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moment when there was a lull in trade to 
relay the “All clear” signal over the juke 
box, giving the location of the money at 
the same time. 

The gal at the other end simply called 
Noddy at the pay phone and he and his pal 
moved in and did the business. Simple, 
clean and quick. And not a hitch, except 
for the fact that Joe Stiles had to pull a 
shotgun out of his hat. 

And then there was Gus Krenz. 
Loaning a grand or so to these little guys 
so they could accommodate their 
customers on pay nights and then charging 
them six percent a week for the loan was a 
darned good racket. Coupled with his 
revenue off the Ship Ahoy and the juke 
boxes, plus whatever other irons he had in 
the fire, it added up to a very sizeable 
income—too sizeable for him to play 
around with small change like the idea of 
holding up a few bar owners. 

 
TEVE got off the bus at the end of 
Beach City’s block long, neon-

embellished main thoroughfare. At the 
ocean end it continued out on a sprawling 
concrete pier laden with penny arcades, a 
roller coaster, and a half-hundred varieties 
of play-till-you-win skill games where the 
suckers spent anywhere from a quarter 
upwards to win a chalk doll worth about 
five cents. 

The aircraft gang, out for their weekly 
binge, had taken over the pier and the 
cocktail joints, and overflowed all over the 
sidewalk. Steve edged through them, made 
his way to the end of the street. Where it 
spilled over onto the amusement pier, the 
Ship Ahoy obtruded its gaudy prow on the 
sidewalk. The two-story building next to it 
bore a frosted glass portal bearing in gold 
leaf the legend: “Coast Amusements, Inc.” 
Steve halted before it, tried the doorknob, 
found it locked. 

At the curb edge stood the Ship 

Ahoy’s doorman, a big gorilla dressed up 
like an admiral in the Lithuanian navy. He 
came over to Steve. 

“Hey, that’s joint’s closed. You think 
the office stays open all night?”  

Steve turned, grinned at him. 
“Suppose a guy wants to see the gal 

who works this end of the juke boxes?” 
“About six guys a night get the same 

idea, buddy. Not a chance.”  
Steve regarded the garish front of the 

Ship Ahoy, remembered that there was a 
juke box upstairs in the gambling room 
where he’d dropped his five C’s, and 
murmured, “Idea,” under his breath. 

“You say something?” the doorman 
asked. 

Steve shook his head, angled past the 
big gorilla and turned into the place. He 
found himself surrounded by a lot of 
conversation and cigarette smoke, not 
enough light to see whether the thing in 
your whiskey sour was a cherry or a 
bantam egg, and a rhumba orchestra that 
huddled on the edge of a dance floor 
slightly larger than the top of a breakfast 
table. The floor was packed with sweating, 
undulating humanity. Behind a long bar at 
one side, three white-coated drink-
purveyors were keeping themselves busy 
in a big way. 

Steve angled around a couple of male 
patrons with a bit too much aboard and 
barged headlong into a brunette. The 
impact knocked her off balance and he 
grabbed her. 

“I beg your pardon, lady.”  
The gal had plenty of curves, and in 

the right places. She gave him the eye and 
murmured throatily: “It’s a pleasure, 
mister. And how about buying Susie a 
drink?”  

Steve looked sternly at her. “Young 
woman, I’m Aloysius Caldwell, of the 
Young People’s Temperance League, and 
I’ll have you know that I’ve never tasted a 
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drop in my life.”  
In quick succession she looked 

surprised, embarrassed and angry. “Pardon 
me all to pieces, will you?” she said with 
savage overtones, and moved hastily 
toward the powder room. 

Steve shook his head with a bit of 
regret and strode through a pair of leather-
padded wing doors at the rear of the place. 
The doors gave access to a flight of steps 
overlaid with red rubber tile. He mounted 
them, found himself in a spacious room 
with a low ceiling. 

The place was filled with a young 
fortune in gaming devices plus a goodly 
gathering of citizens who were trying to 
get rich the easy way. No bar here, but a 
couple of well-formed and very scantily 
clad damosels circulated among the 
patrons, taking orders for drinks and what 
have you. 

Steve glanced around, moved toward a 
dimly lit corner that was occupied by a 
juke box, resplendent in colored plastic. 
He dug in his pocket, produced a handful 
of change, picked out a nickel, dropped it 
in the machine. A familiar female voice 
asked: 

“Your selection, please?”  
Steve leaned on the juke box and said: 
“Baby, with a voice like that, you have 

no business keeping company with a stack 
of phonograph records. Howzabout you 
and me going places after hours?”  

Her voice began to lean toward the 
sub-zero side as she said: 

“At least the records haven’t got 
hands, mister, and they don’t insist on 
parking up dark alleys. What selection did 
you want?”  

Whereupon Steve took a leaf out of the 
book of the toucan-nosed drunk who’d 
been in Joe Stiles’ place. He said: 

“Aw, gimme a serenade. Any old 
serenade.”  

The gal made a funny sound and Steve 
heard the click of a hastily closed 
connection. It opened again in a moment 
to the strains of Schubert in swing—the 
same record that had been played in the 
Aircraft Bar. Steve shoved his hands in his 
pockets and stood with his back to the 
room, listening to it and waiting for the 
egg he’d laid to hatch. 

It didn’t take long. The hard, round 
thing that prodded him in the region of the 
kidneys was a gun, and the nasally 
staccato voice that said, “Take it easy, 
pal,” was unmistakably familiar. Noddy. 

“I thought you’d be holing up under a 
board somewhere by this time, slug,” 
Steve said without turning his head. He 
about-faced slowly. Noddy stared at him 
and snarled: 

“Well, blow my buttons if it ain’t 
smarty-pants!”  

There was another guy with Noddy—a 
big jerk with a mashed appendage that had 
been a nose, and a face that looked like it 
had struck up a too-intimate acquaintance 
with a rock crusher. 

“Where’s your minstrel show 
camouflage?” Steve asked. Or did that 
murder Noddy pulled at the Aircraft Bar 
scare you white?” 

 
HE big lug growled deep in his chest, 
balled one fist and took a step 

forward. Steve set himself and Noddy 
said:  

“Uh-uh. Not here, Al. Use your head, 
will ya?”  

“We can’t let this ginzo float around 
like a free balloon,” Al said menacingly. 
“He might talk in the wrong places. 
Maybe he’s already talked in the wrong 
places.”  

“We’ll let him tell us all about it.” 
Noddy jerked his head at a door a few feet 
from them, and his gun got familiar with 
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Steve’s vertebrae. “March, pal, and don’t 
get ideas, see?”  

Steve shrugged, moved ahead of them 
through the door, down a long hallway and 
through another door into a room that 
contained a few articles of furniture, a 
switchboard, a red-headed gal, a half-
dozen cases of phonograph records, and a 
phonograph. The gal had a hard face, too 
much make-up, and somewhat of a shape 
in a plum-colored woolen dress. She 
looked around and said: 

“So you got him, eh?”  
“Yeah,” Noddy said. He turned to 

Steve. “I hope you make one funny move, 
guy. I owe you one for shoving your foot 
in my spokes at the Aircraft Bar.” 

 
TEVE grinned. “You sure scare me—
not.”  
The grin faded and he jerked to one 

side as Noddy snarled and took a vicious 
cut at him with his gun. 

The barrel of it skidded off the bridge 
of Steve’s nose. Steve growled and lunged 
forward. He ran full tilt into Al’s up flung 
fist. It was like butting his chin against the 
business end of a jackhammer. He 
bounced back on his hunkers with his ears 
full of clanging bells, slowly got to his 
knees and said huskily to Al:  

“That’s one I owe you, slug.” Al 
laughed nastily and said to Noddy: “What 
do we do with him?”  

“Feed him to the mackerel,” Noddy 
grinned. “He knows too much for his own 
good.” To Steve he said: 

“How’d you get wise to Hook’s signal 
over the juke box?” 

Steve exploded his throbbing nose 
with tender fingers. 

“I’ll let you lamebrains figure that one 
out.”  

Noddy took a threatening step forward, 
froze suddenly, and wheeled as the door 
opened. A man stepped in and said: “Mae, 

I—” The man took in the tableau with one 
glance, paused jerkily. 

“What the devil is this?” he demanded. 
He was a big-boned guy whose muscle 
had run to fat, and he wore a half acre of 
white, starched shirtfront in a dinner jacket 
that fit him like a corset. 

Noddy replied calmly, but with sharp, 
edgy menace in that nasal whine of his: 

“Hello, Gus. Come on in. We got a 
visitor.”  

Gus Krenz closed the door, eyed the 
gun in Noddy’s fist and scowled. 

“You better open up,” he said. “And 
make it fast.”  

Steve shoved in his oar. “Your friends, 
here, have been playing you for a sucker, 
Krenz. They used your juke box layout to 
key those two holdups of last Friday and 
tonight. Only tonight they slipped and 
killed Joe Stiles.” 

 
RENZ digested the statement, got red 
in the face, started to explode, and 

Noddy said softly: 
“Easy, Gus. No use blowing your 

buttons over it. We kind of like the 
business you got built up here, so we’re 
taking over.”  

Krenz had eyes like licorice drops in 
little puffs of fat. They got hard and bright, 
moved from Noddy to Al, to the girl and 
back to Noddy. He began to curse them 
collectively, with cold, dispassionate 
thoroughness, and Al flushed, moved 
forward like a cat and threw a fast one 
from his ankles. His fist caught Krenz on 
one fat cheek, slammed the overfed bulk 
of him against the wall with an explosive 
force that shook the room. He bounced 
inward, went to his knees and stayed there, 
shaking his head and spitting blood and 
teeth. Al snarled, was drawing back his 
foot to let him have one in the face when a 
voice said: 

“Now, I ask you, is that nice?” 

S 
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Berkey stood in the doorway with his 
wedge-shaped map split with a grin and a 
.38 Police Positive in his fist. 

Al whimpered and Noddy cursed 
sloppily, dropped his gun and turned, 
facing the dick with his hands at shoulder 
level. Berkey stepped inside and said to 
Steve:  

“You’re damned lucky I’ve been 
tailing you, fellow. These punks would 
have blown the whistle on you for sure.”  

Steve shrugged. “You think I didn’t 
know you were there? I could have lost 
you a dozen times if I—” He broke off 
suddenly— “Hey! Behind you! In the 
door!”  

The detective frowned. “What the 
devil are you trying to pull—” he began. 
He spun half around and swallowed the 
rest of it as Hook, he of the toucan nose, 
appeared there with a heavy automatic in 
his fist and a nasty look on his face. 

“Drop it, copper. . . . That’s better.”  
Noddy inhaled sharply and said: 

“Cripes, Hook, you look like money from 
home!” 

Berkey wasn’t lacking in the kind of 
guts it takes to make a cop. Hook was 
barely within arm’s reach of him and to 
his right. He let go with a reaching, 
backhand swing that caught Hook by 
surprise and knocked his gun up. 

Its blast filled the room with sound but 
its lead tunnelled into the ceiling. The girl 
screamed as Noddy dropped to his knees, 
swept up his gun and levelled it at Berkey, 
who was swarming all over Hook. Gus 
Krenz, still on his knees, produced a short 
barreled automatic from his sleeve and it 
barked spitefully. Noddy grunted, threw 
his arms up and his chest forward, like a 
runner breasting a tape, and went flat on 
his face. 

Al had snatched up a chair and was 
heaving it over his shoulder to smash 
down on the squatting Krenz. Steve 

reached out, snaked a phonograph record 
off the top of a stack beside the machine, 
whipped it in Al’s general direction and in 
the same smooth motion launched himself 
forward in a headlong running dive. 

 
HE edge of the sailing record caught 
Al just below the angle of his jaw, 

under the ear, and he made a choking 
noise, got a queer look on his face and 
started to collapse as Steve hit him. It was 
like colliding with a tackling dummy. 
Lifted completely off his feet by the force 
of the impact, Al struck the wall with a 
tremendous earthquake crash and 
rebounded in a limp, sprawling heap. 

Steve got to his knees as Berkey 
caught Hook with a looping uppercut. 
There was a solid crunch of knuckles 
against bone and Hook did a half loop, 
came down on the back of his neck, and 
stayed there. Steve saw a pair of running 
feet and flying, silk-clad legs going past 
him, toward a window. 

He lunged forward, snagged one of the 
feet. 

“Not so fast, sister.”  
Mae let out a yip and went flat on her 

face. 
Krenz heaved himself upright, grinned 

lopsidedly and wiped some of the blood 
off his chin. 

“Well, that’s about as close as I ever 
want to come to being made a sap of,” he 
said. “It’s what I get for taking local talent 
into my business.”  

Steve ruefully surveyed a wide 
barndoor tear in the right leg of his 
trousers and muttered: 

“Yeah, and look what I get. I would 
wear my Sunday clothes to this clambake. 
Now I have to buy me another suit—and 
with what?”  

Berkey grinned. “I forgot to mention 
it. The local scandal sheet offered a two-
hundred-buck reward for the birds who 

T
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stuck up the Three Point, so it looks like 
you’ve hit the jackpot.”  

“And I’ll add five C’s to it,” Krenz put 
in. “Also, any time you poke your noggin 
in the Ship Ahoy, the best in the house is 
yours.”  

Steve snapped his fingers, started for 
the door. 

“Hey, where you going?” Berkey 
asked. 

Steve grinned. “That ‘best in the 
house’ business reminded me of 

something. There’s a gal named Susie 
down at the bar. A very pretty baby, 
gentlemen. I’ve got seven hundred 
smackolas, two weeks to spend it in and 
no one to spend it with, so I’m going to 
see if Susie will accept the nomination. 
See you later.”  

To which Berkey sadly shook his head 
and murmured: “Now, there goes a guy 
who likes to stick his neck out.” 

 


