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MURDER, SHE SAYS! 
By KEN LEWIS 

When Crooner Jerry Frazier, Surrounded By Bobby Socks, S gns i
His Autograph, He Doesn’t Know That Death Will Add a Flourish! 

 
WOON CROONERS!” Hardigan 
snorted. “My daughter listens to 
‘em calf-eyed every night. I can’t 

sleep on account of it. I’ve heard ‘em all. 
And if the announcers didn’t name ‘em, you 
couldn’t tell one from another!”  

I squashed the leavings of my cigarette in 
the rubber-tired ash-tray on Hardigan’s desk 
and leaned back in the chair he usually 
reserves for visiting aldermen. I relaxed and 
wondered idly where all this was leading.  

“And as if Crosby and Sinatra ain’t 

enough,” Hardigan ranted on, his froglike 
eyes glinting greenly, “Apple City’s gotta 
have a couple of its own. They even had a 
contest. Winner gets a national radio 
contract. They’re gonna announce the results 
this afternoon at the fair grounds.” He 
groaned. 

I eyed him curiously across the desk, 
reflecting that Apple City’s Captain of 
Detectives hadn’t changed a bit in the past 
two years. He still wore his grizzled 
pompadour G.I. style. He still had the arms 
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of an ape, and the torso and legs of an 
Australian bushman. Facially, he resembled 
the same disturbed bulldog. 

And he was still mad. Hardigan was 
always mad about something. 

“You know what they ought to do with 
them guys?” he stormed. “They ought to 
throw ‘em to the female wolves they call 
their fans. Just once!”  

He waited my approval of this gruesome 
suggestion. I tried to decide whether it was 
safe to agree. My new civvies gave me a 
false sense of security. I decided it was. 

I was wrong. I knew it with Hardigan’s 
next breath. 

“But no!” he roared. “Heck, no! 
Shorthanded as we are, I gotta assign a 
perfectly good man to go out there and keep 
the crowd from tearin’ ‘em limb from limb 
and takin’ the bloody pieces home for 
souvenirs!” His gaze fastened on me 
purposefully. 

I reached for my hat. I started swiftly for 
the door. I had recognized the gleam in his 
eye. But they call me, “Slug” because 
Hardigan claims I move like one. A garden 
slug. And the stiffness in my left knee, 
where a .25 caliber Arisaki bullet plowed 
through two months ago didn’t help any. I 
wasn’t fast enough. 

“Slug Noonan,” Hardigan barked, “pick 
up a badge at the desk sergeant’s cage. 
You’re back on the force!”  

“Aw, Cap,” I protested. “Is that any way 
to welcome a returning hero?”  

“Hero?” Hardigan grunted. “You was 
shot from behind, wasn’t you?” 

“That’s because I was ahead of the rest,” 
I explained. “Way out in front. Leading the 
attack. I ran right past the Jap sniper in that 
cocoanut palm and didn’t even see him. 
Surely you’ve heard of snipers?”  

“I’ve heard of ‘em,” Hardigan admitted. 
“Get out there and see if you can find any 
snipers in that mob around the swoon 
crooners’ platform at the fair grounds. . . .” 

PPLE CITY is just big enough to 
accommodate a chain radio station. It’s 

also the county seat and home of the state 
fair. And despite gas rationing, crowds 
jammed the fair grounds.  

I got off the bus at the entrance, 
sauntered back past the grain, vegetable and 
live stock pavilions to the carnival midway. I 
nodded to a couple of harness flatties 
standing in front of the usual cooch show 
across from the race-track stadium. 

The cooch show called itself the Casbah 
this year, and I noted that it wasn’t doing so 
well. Sex doesn’t pay any more. Not that 
kind of sex. Most of the prospective 
customers knew they could see as much any 
day all summer at Wildwood Beach just 
outside town. And for free. 

The bulb-nosed little novelty booth 
proprietor next door was doing much better, 
with his itching powder, explosive cigars, 
and lapel roses that squirted water when you 
pressed a bulb hidden inside your shirt. Sex 
may be subtler these days, but humor is still 
pretty crude in Apple City. 

One of the cops was buying something 
that looked like itching powder, and I made a 
mental note not to let any of the boys sneak 
up behind me too sudden at Headquarters 
tomorrow. Sure, cops go for horseplay, 
too—if it’s raw enough. 

I shouldered past the Casbah, made for 
the swoon crooners’ platform set in the 
shade against the back of the grandstand. 
And when I saw the mob of squealing 
femininity crammed around it, I longed for 
stock in a bobby socks factory. Brother, how 
those boys must be cleaning up! 

I’m compact, not tall. I don’t weigh too 
much, and after two years in the Marines 
most of my poundage is solid bone and 
gristle. But it took all I had to worm through 
those jam-packed zoot sweaters and hair 
ribbons to the platform. When I got there, I 
was drenched—and not entirely by my own 
perspiration. The day was one of those 
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scorchers which sometimes accompany early 
September in the Midwest. 

There were only three others on the 
platform. “Skip” Allison and Jerry Frazier 
alternated vocally on a nightly half-hour 
KWPX shindig called “Out of This World.” 
And old J. Greene Eldridge managed the 
station. 

I was late. Eldridge was about to hand 
the national contract to one of the two solid 
senders flanking him. He emceed his own 
program over a portable mike, while an 
engineer operated the remote control set-up 
from a sound truck in the drive. 

I scanned the crowd, then the two 
contestants. Allison was easy-going, slightly 
paunchy, a good Joe. I’d played high school 
football next to him. Frazier was dark, 
wispy, curly-headed. He had blown in from 
somewhere just before I joined the Marines, 
and snagged a companion spot on the local 
station’s most popular program. 

Personally, I hoped Frazier wouldn’t get 
the contract. I had a reason. My reason stood 
in the front row of the crowd pressing the 
platform. She was blond and lissome and 
delicately upholstered by Nature in just the 
right places. 

Her name was Maidie O’Toole, and I 
had claimed her from high school days until 
she got a job warbling over KWPX, and 
Jerry Frazier had come along. Right now her 
big lavender eyes were fastened on me and 
they seemed troubled. 

“Maybe she’s afraid the chap won’t get 
the contract,” I thought darkly.  

Then Eldridge finished his build-up and I 
got the usual reward for wishful thinking. He 
handed the contract to Frazier. 

Mayhem broke out below. 
I jumped to the front of the platform and 

yelled and waved my arms. I might as well 
have been trying to call a game between the 
Dodgers and the Giants—in Brooklyn. 
Armed with autograph books and fountain 
pens, the mob of screaming females battered 

me back. A full company of battle-seasoned 
Marines might have stemmed the tide. But 
one lone ex-Marine couldn’t. 

I withdrew strategically and joined Skip 
Allison and Eldridge at the back of the 
platform. Now and then through breaks in 
the beribboned head foliage I glimpsed 
Frazier’s calflike face bobbing up and down 
and smiling vacuously as he selected first 
one and then another fountain pen from the 
forest dancing before him. 

I saw him grab one and, at the owner’s 
request, begin to make his mark on the back 
of a suede jacket. 

And then the lad did a funny thing. He 
gave out with high C. 

“Uh-uh,” I thought. “All this attention 
from these drooling females has finally got 
him. He’s ready to swing from the 
chandeliers.”  

Instead, he took a dive. He fell to the 
platform. In a better swoon than any ever 
committed by the jive-happy jills who gave a 
name to his particular brand of warbling. 

 
 ELBOWED frantically through the zoot-
sweaters, and hunkered over him. And 

then I saw it wasn’t the chandeliers he was 
ready to swing on after all. It was the Pearly 
Gates. 

The guy was dead. 
I knew it when I noticed the silver bead 

lying on his shirt under the open front of his 
green plaid sports coat. When I rolled him 
over to give him air, the bead didn’t fall off. 

That’s because it was the non-business 
end of a six-inch steel hatpin. The business 
end had been driven up between his ribs, into 
his heart. 

Hatpins don’t go with bobby socks. 
But evidently murder did! 
I staggered up. I blew my whistle, long 

and loud. The hep-kittens on the platform 
settled down to a real swoon session then. 
But inside two minutes I had five harness 
flatties from the carnival midway and two 
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Boy Scout troops from the lost kids’ booth 
forming a human cordon around the crowd’s 
nucleus. 

And right then I knew that our murderer 
as within reach of the law’s long arm. She 
couldn’t have got through that crowd and 
away in the short time since the killing. 

There was only one drawback. So far as I 
know, the arm of the law is always regarded 
as singular. And it would have taken exactly 
one hundred and thirty-seven arms to finger 
all this guy’s possible murderers. 

That’s how many suspects my human 
cordon had surrounded. 

I thinned them down to the twenty 
actually on the platform at kill-time, and sent 
the rest home. The twenty included Skip 
Allison, Eldridge, and Maidie O’Toole. 

It also included someone else. Someone I 
didn’t even suspect until Hardigan got there 
later. Me. 

I sent Grogan, one of the harness cops, to 
phone in the sad tidings and petition for 
reinforcements. But by the time they got 
there, I had everything practically solved. 

For right away I had noticed the bloody 
fingerprints on the corpse’s shirt, beside the 
hatpin head. It was simple. All we had to do 
was check the prints against those of our 
twenty suspects. 

I made the twenty produce 
identification—social security cards and 
ration books, mostly—from which I copied 
their names and addresses on individual 
filing cards. Grogan had a fingerprint pad in 
his prowl car, so I put full sets of prints 
beside each name. 

Then Freddie Higgins, our lab man and 
moulage expert, got there and spoiled 
everything. He squinted through his scope at 
the red smudges on Frazier’s shirt. 

“It’s not blood,” he announced. 
“Not blood?” I blurted. “Whaddayuh 

mean, not blood! It’s red, ain’t it?”  
“Yep,” Freddie agreed. “So’s tomato 

juice. But this ain’t ketchup, either. Prob’ly 

some kind of dye. Ink, maybe. Have to 
analyze to be sure.”  

“Okay,” I said peevishly. “So it’s not 
blood. But at least it’s prints. You can check 
them, can’t you?”  

“Wrong again,” Freddie said. “No 
prints.”  

“No prints?” I squeaked. “I thought you 
were good! What did you do all that time 
you were supposed to be going to fingerprint 
school in Chicago? Why, you don’t even 
need a scope to see the ridges!”  

Freddie nodded. “You can see the ridges, 
all right. You can see they’re perfectly even, 
too. Same distance apart all around the arc. 
But where’s the whorls?”  

He had me. “I’ll bite,” I said. “Maybe 
this babe didn’t have any whorls.”  

“You’re already bit, Slug,” Freddie said. 
“Those marks were made mechanically, 
Looks like somebody dipped the threaded 
end of a large bolt in red dye and rolled it 
arcwise across the fellow’s shirt.”  

“But why in time should they do that?”  
“I’m not paid to find out why,” Freddie 

said. “Just what. You guys are supposed to 
find why.”  

He packed up his little kit and walked 
away, and Doc Mortenson, the coroner, took 
over. 

Hardigan had come with Freddie. He 
drew me aside. 

“You didn’t like this Frazie much, did 
you, Slug?” he said. “On account of 
Maidie.” 

“That’s right. But I’m gonna find his 
murderer. If it takes till supper-time.” 

 
ARDIGAN studied me bleakly. 

“Layi
“I guess it’s pretty tough,” he said. 

ng out there in a muddy foxhole and 
thinking about your girl back home, who’s 
running around with a shrimpy Four-F 
swoon-crooner.” 

I fought to keep my fists uncurled. 
“I guess after you’ve killed a dozen or so 
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men, it comes easy,” Hardigan went on. 
“You don’t think much about taking another 
life, more or less.”  

I tried to keep my voice steady. I’d seen 
what Hardigan could do to guys who rubbed 
him wrong. 

“Japs aren’t men,” I told him. “Even 
swoon-crooners deserve better than them. 
Besides, a hundred witnesses will tell you I 
was clear across the platform when Frazier 
dropped.”  

“When he dropped, yes,” Hardigan said. 
“But you was the first to call him dead. It 
was hot, and the crowd was stifling. You 
said so yourself. He might have just fainted, 
first.”  

“Sure!” I yelled, mad now. “Sure! He 
fainted! And then I snuck up and stuck him 
with my hatpin! It was an heirloom. My 
grandma left it to me in her will. And I’ve 
carried it ever since, on a little gold chain 
against my bosom. Because us Noonans are 
such a sentimental people!”  

Hardigan eyed me opaquely. He could 
control his temper when he thought it 
necessary. 

“Just the same, I’m taking you off this 
case, Slug,” he said quietly. “And off the 
force.”  

Then he turned around and dismissed all 
my suspects! 

I was still boiling when I dropped off the 
platform and started back up the carnival 
midway. 

“Hello, Joe,” a nice voice said at my 
elbow.  

I didn’t look up. “Hello, Maidie,” I said 
back. 

“I heard you were home, Joe,” the nice 
voice went on. “Joe, why haven’t you been 
around?”  

“I heard you were busy,” I snapped. “My 
friends wrote me letters how busy you were. 
Clear to New Guinea.” I glared at her. 

Maidie’s eyes are the color of sweet-
williams. She lowered them and pawed 

sawdust absently with the tip of an open-toed 
slipper. 

“Oh, that,” she began. “But Joe, it was 
just one of those publicity things. Mr. 
Eldridge is giving me a fifteen-minute song 
spot all to myself. He thought it might be 
smart if Jerry and I were seen together once 
in a while. That’s all.” 

“Yeh?” I sneered. “Sometimes those 
publicity gags turn into the real McCoy.” 

Maidie’s cute little Irish pan reddened. 
She stamped her foot. 

“Not this one, you big loogan!” she 
stormed. “He’s—he was married! He told 
me one night when he’d had too much Black 
Velvet.”  

“Black Velvet?” I whistled. “You mean 
he drank champagne and beer in practically 
the same gulp? He must have had a pleasant 
death compared to what awaited him if he 
kept that up.” 

“Besides,” Maidie went on, “he couldn’t 
hang onto his money. He made plenty, even 
under his old contract. But he was always 
hitting me up for carfare.”  

“Let’s get back to the wife angle,” I 
interrupted. “Local babe?”  

She tossed her corn-colored curls. 
“Somebody in his old home town. There was 
something funny about it. One of those gin 
things, I think. He was going to have it 
annulled.”  

“Uh-huh,” I said suspiciously. “He was 
going to have it annulled. See what I mean 
about these publicity gags turning into the 
real thing? . . . Hey, where you going?” 

“Home!” Maidie said hotly. “To get my 
veil. The next time you see me I’ll be in 
mourning. You seem to expect it.”  

“Wait a minute!” I yelped. “Where was 
this drip’s home town?”  

“Some little place in Florida,” she shot 
over her shoulder. “Pohaman, I think. 
Something Indian like that.” 

She flounced toward the fair entrance 
and I didn’t try to catch up. I was too busy 
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thinking about Pohaman, Florida. Because 
the ration books of one of my twenty 
suspects had been issued there. 

I even remembered her name—Bella La 
Reine. The ornate monicker recalled green 
eyes ringed with hard lines, a voice braised 
in gin. 

From what I remembered, I doubted if 
Bella La Reine had ever swooned in her life. 
Yet she had been on that platform when 
Frazier was permanently cooled. And she 
listed her local address as the Grainger 
House.  

I grabbed an uptown bus, stormed into 
Apple City’s finest hostelry, buttonholed the 
desk clerk. Hardigan had forgotten to 
reclaim my buzzer, and one flash assured 
cooperation. 

 
UT the register yielded nothing. Neither 
did my description of a bulky blonde 

who wore her dresses too tight and her hair 
too loose. The desk clerk was emphatic. No 
one like that had registered at the Grainger 
House in positively weeks! 

So that was a dead-end. A phony. No 
telling where the blonde might be. Half-way 
to Canada, probably, if my hunch was right. 
I legged disconsolately toward my room.  

But my feet detoured. They ended up on 
Maidie O’Toole’s front porch. Her old man 
called her to the sitting room. 

“Loan me your purse,” I said. 
Maidie looked disappointed. “Sure,” she 

said resignedly. “All my boy friends are 
moochers. You can pay me back after the 
war. Out of your mustering-out pay.”  

“I don’t want money, stupe,” I said. “I’m 
hunting clues. Murder clues. Remember?” 

Maidie colored. “I see,” she said icily. 
“And in my purse. I can see you have a very 
high opinion of me, Slug Noonan! You trust 
me implicitly. You and your vile, suspicious 
nature!”  

She stamped a tootsie, pointed at the 
front door. 

“You got me wrong,” I explained. “I 
don’t expect to find what I want here. Just 
something like it, maybe. . . Look, there 
wasn’t a sign of a smudge on the head of that 
hatpin. I heard Freddie say so. Yet whoever 
used it to kill Frazier couldn’t have worn 
gloves. None of the suspects had any. I 
checked.”  

“So?”  
“So the pin was driven into the cluck’s 

heart by means of some mechanical device. 
A sort of detachable handle. With outside 
threads, which made those smudges on his 
shirt that looked like gory pinkie tracks. 
Now what item fitting that description 
belongs naturally in a lady’s purse? 
Something that would seem quite at home 
there when the purse was examined later by 
the police?”  

“Search me,” Maidie said. “I can see 
you’re going to, anyway. . . But you won’t 
find anything like that in my purse.” She 
handed me her brown leather bag. I 
rummaged through it, paused. 

“Want to bet?” I asked. I pulled out a 
small fountain pen. “This,” I said, “with the 
cap off and point and filler ensemble 
removed, would make a fine sheath for a 
hatpin. After the pin was deposited in the 
victim’s carcass, the murderer could screw 
the cap back on and return the pen to her 
purse. No one would ever notice it was 
pointless.”  

“I don’t get it,” Maidie said. “Suppose 
the hatpin was carried in a pen? You’d still 
have to shake it out and drive it into the body 
by hand, in order to get it in as far as the 
head.” 

“You would,” I said, “with this model. 
But suppose you had one of those long old-
fashioned pens with the piston-type plunger 
working out of the top and running the entire 
length of the barrel? With the point and filler 
ensemble gone, you’d need merely to pull 
the plunger out as far as it would go and 
insert the hatpin in the barrel headfirst. 

B 
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“Then, making like an autograph hound, 
you’d slip the pen out of your purse. And 
while your man was putting his mark in 
someone else’s book, you’d put the open end 
of the pen against his ribs and shoot the 
plunger home hard with the heel of your 
hand. That would drive the hatpin into his 
heart and leave it there—and there’d be no 
prints.”  

“But how about the smudges on Jerry’s 
shirt?”  

“Look,” I said. “Most fountain pens leak, 
at some time or another. Especially the type I 
just described. Incidentally, I see yours does, 
too.”  

I laid the cap on the table. I pulled out a 
pocket handkerchief, moistened part of it 
with sweaty fingers, twisted the pen’s barrel 
arcwise across it. The resulting smear looked 
remarkably like a fingerprint segment in 
blue. 

“See?” I said. “When she pulled the pen 
off the pinhead, afterwards, the dried ink on 
its threads came in contact with Frazier’s 
sweat-damp shirt and made those smudges. 
Only difference is, the ink on that pen was 
red.”  

Maidie shuddered. “Sounds awful risky 
to me,” she said. 

“Why?” I asked. “That crowd was 
hypnotized on Frazier. No one paid any 
attention to what anybody else was doing. 
And the whole thing took only a second. She 
probably slipped back two or three layers in 
the crowd before anybody knew he was 
dead.”  

Maidie wrinkled her nose. “Okay, smart 
boy,” she challenged. “Who was it?”  

“I know who,” I said. “A hard looking 
blonde from Pohaman, Florida, who listed 
her name with her ration board as Bella La 
Reine. The question is, where is she now?” 

Maidie’s lavender eyes turned dreamy. 
“As long as we’re playing guessing games,” 
she mused, “we might try that carnival 
playing the fair grounds. Most carnivals 

winter in Florida. “ 
 

Y EYES widened and my heart started 
to rhumba. I reached over and kissed 

her solemnly on the forehead.  
“If your hunch is right,” I told her, “it 

explains a couple other things, too. Why 
Frazier never had any cash, and why he was 
going to annul his marriage. . . Come on, 
babe—let’s go get Sluggsy back on the 
cops!”  

It was just dark enough to require 
headlights as Maidie nudged her robin’s-
egg-blue convertible into an empty slot in 
the fair grounds’ parking lot. I paid the man 
and steered Maidie on foot toward the one 
place on the midway which should have the 
most use for red ink—the Casbah. 

It was so quiet down there you could 
have heard a blockbuster drop. Maybe. The 
bulb-nosed novelty booth proprietor was 
bawling the wonders of “Supreme Itching 
Powder—the laugh of a lifetime for only a 
dime.” The merry-go-round calliope was in 
full cry, and so were the screams from the 
Fun House and the Tunnel of Love. 

But the cooch show queens were 
evidently taking a supper break. No one 
hawked tickets out front, and inside no 
orchestra wailed about the southern part of 
France. 

I left Maidie in the sawdust outside. I 
wanted her near, but not too near. There’s 
always an element of risk when you’re 
sniffing at a murderer’s door step. 

“Stay here a minute,” I shrieked. “I just 
saw a guy I gotta talk to down the line.”  

I sprinted in the opposite direction before 
she could protest, cut back between a couple 
of tents, tripped over a guy-rope and ended 
up behind the Casbah. Lights glowed 
through canvas, marking the dressing room. 

There was an open rear flap. There 
always is, in case of raids. And just inside it, 
a huge electric fan did what it could to 
relieve the layers of cigarette smoke and reek 
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of cheap perfume filling the interior. 
Six or eight girls sprawled on benches 

inside, in various stages of dishabille. Mostly 
the last stages. But I didn’t have much 
trouble keeping my eyes where they 
belonged. I’ve run into scads of hard-looking 
femmes in my five years on the force, but 
these tent-show babes made the others look 
like delegates to a Ladies Aid convention. 

Bella La Reine sat at a portable desk 
against the canvas partition, with just enough 
on to cover base essentials. An empty 
wardrobe trunk stood open beside the desk. 

She was red penciling a ledger, and 
before she looked up I got close enough to 
see that the previous entries were in ink. 

“Outside, bum!” she began. Then she 
recognized me. 

“Beat it, kids!” she announced harshly. 
“We’re raided.”  

The kids grabbed kimonos and beat it—
through the rear flap. 

“You got me wrong, Bella,” I said softly. 
“This isn’t a raid. Just a social call.”  

She eyed me sullenly for a long moment. 
Then nodded. 

“I get it,” she said, her green eyes bitter. 
“The old shakeroo. . . How much, copper? 
We ain’t got much. This is the cheapest town 
we ever played. You boys must not grift 
much in a cheap-john burg like this.”  

I shook my head. “You don’t get it, 
Bella,” I said. “I just came around to offer 
my sympathy.” 

“Yeah?” The green eyes hooded 
suspiciously. “On the bum take?”  

“No. On the loss of your husband and 
your fountain pen the same day. Fountain 
pens are hard to replace.”  

The eyes didn’t flicker. Her voice was 
flat, sour. 

“What’s the gag, copper?”  
“No gag,” I said. “Whatever else it is, 

murder’s no gag. And Jerry Frazier was 
murdered this afternoon. Remember? You 
were there.”  

The lines around her eyes went rigid. 
“So what?” she said. “The chump meant 

nothing to me.” 
“Only a nice income,” I told her. “Better 

than social security. Frazier pulled plenty of 
moula from his radio pitch. But he never had 
any to spend. That’s because you got it all. 
You knew what would happen to his 
budding career if it ever got out that he was 
secretly married to a cooch show 
proprietress. So you put the squeeze on 
him.”  

“So? Then why should I rub him out?”  
“You squeezed too hard. Frazier was fed 

up. He was going to annul the marriage and 
quietly turn you in for blackmail. You knew 
he’d do it, once he got this national contract. 
That made him big. And everybody knows 
big entertainers are deluged with phony 
suits. His public would pass it off as just one 
of those things. No matter what you said, 
you couldn’t hurt him then. And you didn’t 
want a blackmail rap. So you slipped him the 
hatpin.” 

 
ELLA laughed, and chills leap-frogged 
up my spine at the sound. 

“You can’t pin a thing on me,” she said. 
“No?” I fished Maidie’s pen from a 

pocket, let her see just enough of it to realize 
it was a fountain pen. Her eyes flicked 
involuntarily toward a desk drawer, then 
filmed again. 

“That’s not my pen,” she said raggedly. 
“No,” I said. “But I’m gonna get your 

pen, one way or another. If you’re smart, 
you’ll hand it over like a lady. It’ll go easier 
for you that way.”  

Her shoulders slumped and the green 
eyes were suddenly old and haggard. She 
seemed to fold up all at once.  

“Okay, copper,” she said, the words so 
low I could barely hear them. “Now it’s all 
over, I’m glad.” She pawed in the desk 
drawer. 

It was a swell act. I fell for it. 

B
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“This babe’s not so tough,” I thought. 
Five seconds later I thought different. 

For the hand didn’t come up with a pen. 
Instead, it gripped a very mean little purse 
automatic. The gun was not big, but it was 
businesslike. And I could see she knew how 
to use it. 

Tossed on a scrap-pile, my legs would 
have done a lot to alleviate the rubber 
shortage right then. And they might as well 
have been on a scrap-pile. They weren’t 
doing me much good. 

I tried to lunge forward, grab the gun. 
But my knees just seemed to stretch. My feet 
didn’t move at all. 

“Haven’t changed your mind, have you, 
copper?” The words were fuzzy with 
menace. 

“No,” I managed. “Not yet. But I might 
be persuaded. Maybe we could work out a 
deal.”  

Bella laughed. And again shivers steeple-
chased my spine. 

“Maybe we could,” she said. “Maybe if I 
got that card back—the card with my name, 
address and prints on it—I could forget this 
gun was loaded. I’m not worried about the 
pen. I got rid of that this afternoon. If I had 
the card, now, nobody could prove I was 
ever on that platform at all. . . You wouldn’t 
happen to have it with you, copper?”  

“As a matter of fact,” I said, “I have!”  
It was the wrong thing to say. The grin 

twisting Bella’s make-up turned into the 
vilest thing I’ve ever seen. Her mouth 
opened a little, like a snake’s, and she 
gestured toward the wardrobe trunk beside 
me. 

“Get in!” she hissed. 
I stared at Bella, and I stared at Bella’s 

gun. Then I stared at the trunk. 
But I didn’t move. I couldn’t. 
“All right, copper!” she snapped. 

“You’re not so big I can’t put you in myself, 
afterwards.”  

Her knuckles got sharp and white and 
ugly on the trigger of the little gun. 

There was a soft noise behind me, and 
the back of my neck began to prickle as the 
wash from the electric fan swept it. Bella’s 
nose twitched, and her eyes started to well. 
The muzzle of the automatic tilted a little as 
she tensed convulsively. Then her mouth 
opened and air perked into her lungs. 

“Achoo!” she said explosively. 
The gun went off and made a neat hole in 

the tent top. 
My knees solidified and I lurched 

forward. My knuckles rocked her chin before 
she finished the sneeze. 

She could have used the gun again. 
Somehow, my blow didn’t stiffen her. But 
she didn’t. Instead she dropped it, began to 
claw spasmodically at her bare midriff.  

I knew how she felt. The back of my 
neck burned like fire. I resisted a frenzied 
impulse to scratch it, bent and scooped up 
the gun. 

“Soap and water will remove all traces,” 
said an icy feminine voice behind me. “It 
says so right here.”  

I whirled. Maidie stood just inside the 
tent flap, carefully shaking an open 
cellophane bag upside-down before the 
whirring fan blades. I didn’t have to read the 
printing on the bag to know it said, 
“Supreme Itching Powder.”  

“This is the quarter size, Slug,” Maidie 
explained while I jumped out of the fan’s arc 
and frantically dug fingernails into my neck. 
“I got it from the man out front, after you ran 
off and abandoned me. I was going to teach 
you manners. I was going to pour it down 
your neck.”  

She broke off to burble hilariously at 
Bella. Bella was giving her last and greatest 
performance. It deserved a bigger audience. 
Her skimpy costume didn’t afford much 
protection from the powder-poisoned 
atmosphere, and she was doing the most 
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inspired muscle dance in all the annals of 
burlesque. 

 
 WASN’T entertained, though. I pulled 
myself, coughing, into the fan’s backwash, 

snapped cuffs on Bella, dragged her to one 
side. Her body was a fiery red and her eyes 
welled venom. 

“How’d you happen to stick your nose 
in?” I demanded of Maidie. 

“I saw you between tents, sneaking back 
toward this h-horrible place.” She held her 
sides and rocked. “And I knew you’d need a 
nursemaid. I rounded the tent corner just as 
those other c-creatures filed out, and I 
figured a wolf like you would prefer to 
closet himself with one girl at a time.”  

“So you snooped at the tent flap till the 
last possible moment,” I finished acidly. 
“You sure go for suspense.”  

I snapped off the fan, turned my back 
and strode viciously to the portable phone on 
Bella’s desk. I called Headquarters. 

Outside dusk had purpled and a carnival-
sized harvest moon rode beyond the spokes 
of the Ferris wheel to the west, as Hardigan 

and a couple of the boys carted Bella away, 
still scratching. 

Maidie laughed all the way back to the 
parking lot. I’d rather have been shot than 
endure that insane chortling. When we 
reached the car I let her know it. 

“It’s not that I’m not grateful and all 
that,” I snapped, “but I’ll take a bus home. 
I’ve had enough of women for one day.”  

Maidie stopped laughing. She stamped 
the running board, and her eyes gleamed 
dangerously. 

“See here, Slug Noonan!” she stormed. 
“If you think you can lump me with the 
types of female you’ve been consorting with 
today, you’re badly mistaken. I’ve waited 
two years to get you and a moon like this 
together again. And I’m not going to wait 
any longer. Get in this car!”  

I did. Two hours later I knew she was 
right. There’s never in all this world been 
another woman like Maidie. 

Which is plenty tough on a lot of fellows. 
They don’t know what they’re missing. But 
it doesn’t bother me a bit. I do. 

 

I 


