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DEATH AT BOTH ENDS 
By J. LANE LlNKLATER 

 
Lefty is alone when he undertakes combing Hollywood for the 

stolen Langman gems, but he soon has two corpses for company! 
 

CHAPTER I 
 

BODY ON THE GROUND 
 

HE street 
door of the 
Glenola 

News (twice a 
week, Tuesdays 
and Fridays) was 
locked. There was 
no one in the office 
except Jim “Lefty” 

Ragsdale. Everybody called him “Lefty” 
because he did everything with his left 
hand, even to blowing his nose, which he 
did often. 

Romantic young ladies around town 
insisted that Lefty’s trouble was due to 
chronic malaria which had seized upon him 
while he was fighting in the South Pacific. 
Lefty said rats, it was just hay fever. 

Lefty had been in Glenola three weeks. 
He had also been a newspaperman three 
weeks. 

“I’ll give you a thirty-day trial,” the 
publisher had said. “Against my better 
judgment. And just on account of you had a 
fine record as a marine sergeant.”  

So most of the thirty days was gone. So 
far as Lefty could see, he had been a rotten 
newspaperman. He was thinking about that, 
gloomily, when someone rapped on the 
front door. 

He got up—he had been sitting in the 
chair usually occupied by Miss Gertie 
Sommers, the society editor—and pushed 

through the counter gate and unlocked the 
door. 

A man came in. He was fairly tall, 
almost as tall as Lefty, and almost as broad, 
too. But he was better dressed than Lefty. 
Lefty envied him his well-tailored blue 
suit. It was a distinctive blue. The fellow 
wore a ten-dollar necktie, too. He had a 
rather bony face, closely shaven, and 
watchful, brown eyes. 

“Sorry to bust in on you, chum,” the 
man said. “Mind if I look through your 
files? I wanna look up a story.”  

“What issue?” asked Lefty. 
“March seventeenth, I think,” said the 

stranger. 
Lefty got the March file down and 

found the March seventeenth issue, 
swishing it around so that the man could 
look through it. It didn’t take long. It was 
something on the front page. 

The man read it carefully. 
“Okay,” he said then. “Thanks.”  
That was all. Lefty let him out, and 

when he had gone Lefty sat down again in 
Miss Sommers’ chair. He thought about 
Miss Sommers. He wondered if he should 
be nicer to her. She was a sweet one, 
always smiling at him. It was a broad 
smile, maybe because she had a broad face. 
Come to think of it—and how could he 
help thinking of it, sitting in Miss 
Sommers’ chair?—she was kind of broad 
all over. 

 
OMEONE was tapping on the street 
door again. 

T
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Wearily, Lefty went to the door and 
unlocked it once more. 

“May I come in?” asked a young lady. 
Lefty looked at her. 
“Why not?” he answered heartily. 
She was a little on the dark order, and 

slim, with pleasant undulations. There was 
a vibrancy in her voice and a restlessness in 
her almost-black eyes, and Lefty was glad, 
for the moment, that he was supposed to be 
a newspaperman.  

“Sorry to bother you,” she said. “I just 
wondered if I could look through your 
files?” 

“Oh, sure,” said Lefty. “What issue?”  
“Along about the middle of March.”  
“Oh. That’ll be the issue of March 

seventeenth. It’s right here.”  
Lefty turned it toward her, and gravely 

the young lady concentrated on the front 
page. It was quite apparent she was reading 
the same story that had absorbed the 
interest of the fellow in the blue suit. The 
middle of March, Lefty reflected, was now 
four months gone. It was surprisingly 
ancient news to interest two very different 
people on the same evening.  

“Thank you so much,” the girl said, 
smiling seriously.  

“Are you one of our subscribers?” 
Lefty asked.  

She studied him tolerantly.  
“To save you the trouble of checking,” 

she said, “my name is Joyce Langman. My 
father is Ellis Langman. And it says here in 
this paper that my father is a wealthy local 
resident.”  

“That,” muttered Lefty, “lets me out.”  
She smiled again as the street door 

closed behind her, and Lefty went back to 
peer at the headline: WEALTHY WOMAN 
LOSES LIFE IN CAR CRASH. The unfortunate 
victim, it appeared, was Mrs. Ellis 
Langman. Her age was given as thirty-
three, which made it obvious that she had 
been Joyce Langman’s stepmother. 

It seemed that about nine o’clock of the 
evening of March fifteenth, Mrs. Langman 
was in a car driven by a man named Dent 
Porter. The car had crashed on a curve, and 
Mrs. Langman died soon after without 
regaining consciousness. Porter had been 
very seriously injured, but it was thought 
he would live. 

When the widower, Mr. Langman, had 
been notified, he explained that Dent 
Porter, a friend of the family, had kindly 
consented to drive Mrs. Langman into 
Hollywood, fifty miles away, so that she 
could visit a friend. 

This Dent Porter, it appeared, lived in 
Hollywood.  

Lefty sat a while longer in Gertie 
Sommers’ chair. He somehow felt he was 
being faithless to Miss Sommers, sitting in 
her chair and thinking about Miss 
Langman. The trouble was it was so much 
easier to think about Miss Langman than 
about Miss Sommers. 

After a long time, the phone bell rang. 
Lefty took it. It was a lad named Joe, a 
friend of his at police headquarters. 

“Something for you, Lefty,” Joe said. 
“A murder! First good ripe murder we’ve 
had for five years!”  

“Where?”  
“Out at Ellis Langman’s place. Hop to 

it, kid!”  
The Langman estate was a beauty, with 

its acre of gardens and five acres of 
avocados. Lefty stopped his car near the 
main gate. At the moment; a man was 
coming out of the place, but not through 
the gate. He had broken through a hedge. 

In spite of the darkness, Lefty 
recognized him as the man in the blue suit. 

Lefty sneezed, blew his nose and got 
out of the car. The man in the blue suit had 
vanished. Lefty passed through the gate 
and walked up the driveway. Presently he 
saw flashlights and lanterns off to his right. 

He sped across a spacious lawn to the 
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edge of the avocado grove. The dead man 
was on the ground. Lefty recognized the 
chief of police and a couple of policemen. 
There was also a hatless man, sizeable, 
with a fleshy face and a heap of gray hair. 
Lefty placed him as Ellis Langman himself. 
Langman seemed quite upset. 

 
EFTY edged up to the chief.  

“F
“Who’s the stiff?” he asked. 

eller by the name of Will Dost,” the 
chief grumbled. “He worked for Langman. 
Someone shot the stuffings out of him.”  

“Any ideas?”  
“Not yet. Another guy who works here 

just found him.” 
“Langman can’t help, huh?”  
“Claims he don’t know a thing about 

it.”  
Langman, who had been staring at the 

body, spoke suddenly. 
“I’m going in,” he said. “If you need 

me, let me know.”  
“Okay,” answered the chief. 
Langman walked off across the lawn. 

Lefty followed him, caught up with him, 
walked along with him. 

“Maybe,” Lefty suggested, “this 
murder had something to do with what 
happened last March.” 

Langman halted, as if he had run into a 
door in the dark.  

“What do you mean by that?” he 
demanded.  

“I’m with the Glenola News,” Lefty 
explained. “Your daughter was in our 
office this evening, looking up that 
accident. So was the man in the blue suit.”  

“The man in the—oh, him!” Langman 
was certainly distressed. “Well, I don’t care 
to discuss it at all.”  

Lefty felt sorry for the old gentleman, 
but he had his work to do. 

“In writing up the story of the murder,” 
he persisted, “it would make it a lot more 
interesting if I brought in that accident, and 

speculated on the possible connection 
between—”  

“You can’t do that!” cried Langman.  
“Why not?”  
Langman, obviously stuck for an 

answer, wavered.  
“Please come into the house,” he said 

then, in a shaky voice. “Mr.—Mr.—” 
“Ragsdale,” said Lefty, and went right 

along with him.  
It was nice inside. Langman took Lefty 

into what looked like a small-sized 
clubroom. There were deep chairs and 
bookcases.  

Langman dropped wearily into a seat. 
“I hope most earnestly, young man,” he 

said, “that in writing up this—this murder, 
you won’t call attention to what happened 
last March.”  

“Why not?”  
Langman’s plump hands fluttered 

helplessly.  
“I can’t tell you. I—I just don’t want it 

brought up.”  
The door opened. Miss Joyce Langman 

came in. The man with her riveted Lefty’s 
attention. He was not only handsome, he 
looked incredibly decent and fine and 
gentlemanly, so much so that Lefty just 
couldn’t believe it. 

Also, Lefty recognized the face. 
Langman arose. 
“Hello, my dear.” He turned to Lefty. 

“My daughter—Mr. Ragsdale.” 
“We’ve met.” Joyce smiled at her 

father. “Remember, I told you?” 
“Oh, yes.” Langman glanced curiously 

at Lefty, then indicated the handsome man 
and added, “This is Mr. Jenks.”  

“I’ve seen Mr. Jenks before,” said 
Lefty, “in pictures.” 

Jenks acknowledged this tribute to his 
fame with a small smile and a slight bow. 
Milo Jenks was always sweet and noble on 
the screen. Apparently, he tried to look that 
way off the screen, too. But somehow it 

L 
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failed to register to the naked eye. 
“Joyce was just telling me about the 

unfortunate incident in the garden,” Jenks 
said to Langman. “It’s been a shock. I think 
I’ll take her for a drive.”  

“Certainly,” agreed Langman. “It’ll do 
her good.”  

“You’ll be all right, Dad?” Joyce asked. 
“Of course.”  
But Joyce looked doubtful. Obviously, 

she was quite devoted to the old fellow. 
She stood on her toes and kissed him 
soundly. Then she walked out, clinging to 
the arm of the saintly Milo Jenks.  

Lefty wanted to kick Jenks in his 
elegant posterior. But he realized the urge 
was nothing but vulgar jealousy. Still, he 
didn’t like the actor’s success with Joyce. 

 
CHAPTER II 

 
A CUT THROAT 

 
EERING at Langman, Lefty spoke. 

imper
“How long,” he demanded 

tinently, “has your daughter known 
Jenks?”  

“Eh? Oh, a long time. Over a year. In 
fact, it was through Jenks that my wife—”  

He stopped, frowning. He realized that 
shock had made his tongue careless. 

Lefty grinned. 
“You mean it was through Jenks that 

your wife met that fellow, Dent Porter?”  
“Well, yes.” Langman slumped in his 

chair. “It was quite natural, you know. 
Joyce was friendly with Jenks, and Jenks 
shared an apartment with Dent Porter in 
Hollywood. So, in course of time, my wife 
met Porter.”  

Lefty hated to hurt the old fellow, but it 
had to be done. 

“Then, the way I get it, your wife fell 
for Porter.”  

Langman stared, but said nothing. 

“Wasn’t Porter a picture actor, too?” 
queried Lefty. 

“No. A gambler.”  
Langman got out of his chair. He 

walked around the room, making a 
palpable effort to keep himself under 
control. Presently, he stopped and faced 
Lefty, studying him intently. 

“You’re an ex-serviceman, aren’t you?”  
“Right.”  
“I’ve decided to make you a 

proposition.” 
“Isn’t this rather sudden?”  
“Maybe. But I’m desperate. You can 

see that.” He sluiced sweat from his brow. 
“How long would it take you to make ten 
thousand dollars on your present job?”  

“Ten thousand? About five years.”  
“Well, I’m offering you a chance to 

make it within thirty days!”  
Lefty sizzled inside.  
“Ten thousand in thirty days? What’s 

the deal?” 
“Sit down,” Langman said wearily.  
So Lefty sat. And Langman talked, 

talked like a man whose emotions had been 
chewing him up like a meat-grinder. 

“As you have surmised,” he said, “Dent 
Porter was more than just a family friend. 
In fact, the night of the accident, my wife 
was running away with him. I never really 
blamed her, though. She was nearly thirty 
years younger than I. What bothered me 
was that she should go for a heel like 
Porter.” Langman stroked his neck with a 
shaky hand. “Besides, when my wife ran 
away with Porter, she took with her jewelry 
worth at least a hundred thousand dollars!”  

“A hundred thousand!” breathed Lefty. 
“Yes. Find that jewelry for me within 

thirty days, and I’ll pay you ten thousand in 
cash.” Langman smiled feebly. “I kept still 
about that jewelry at the time of the 
accident out of respect to my wife’s 
memory. But it happens that my financial 

P 
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situation has become rather acute since 
then. I need money badly—and soon.”  

“What kind of stuff is it?”  
“Miscellaneous articles. That’s what 

would make it easy for a crook to cash in 
on it. I’ll give you a list.”  

Lefty grinned. 
“I’m a fool,” he said. “I’ll have to kiss 

my job good-by. I can’t work on two jobs 
at once. And the chances of my collecting 
on this new thing are slim as a tree. You 
made a search for the stuff at the time?” 

“Naturally. The accident happened less 
than two miles from here. I had the ground 
around there searched thoroughly. But 
there was no sign of the jewelry, either on 
the bodies, in the car, or in the vicinity.”  

“You think someone swiped the stuff in 
the confusion?”  

“It’s quite possible.”  
“You’re dead sure your wife took it 

with her?”  
Langman sighed. 
“Absolutely. She left me a note of 

apology. You can take my word for it.”  
“Then that jewelry may be anywhere in 

the wide world!”  
“Quite so. But for ten thousand—”  
“My chances of finding it aren’t worth 

ten bucks. How about this actor, Milo 
Jenks?” 

“Jenks?” Langman raised a shaggy 
eyebrow. “I can’t see that he has the 
remotest connection with it. In fact, I 
believe Jenks was away when the accident 
happened.” 

 
UT Lefty had gone morbid on Jenks. 
He thought it would be swell if he 

could get the actor tarred so that Joyce 
would never look at him again. 

“We should check on him,” he insisted. 
Langman smiled. 
“I don’t like him either, young man. 

But there’s no use getting off on the wrong 
track. However, he’d be easy to check. A 

friend of mine is an official at the studio 
that has Jenks under contract.”  

“Then,” said Lefty, “call your friend 
and get the dope. You can tell me in the 
morning.” 

“Very well.”  
“And how about the man in the blue 

suit?”  
“Oh, you mean Gregory Blade?”  
“I guess I do. Who the devil is he?”  
“A private detective. He has an office 

in Los Angeles. I hired him a month ago on 
the same proposition that you’ve just taken 
on. He failed, so I canceled the agreement.” 
Langman looked worried. “I don’t trust that 
fellow.”  

Lefty got up. “He still seems to be 
working on your proposition.”  

“That’s what I’m afraid of. You see, 
suppose he were to locate the jewelry—
what’s to prevent his just hanging on to it 
now and saying nothing?”  

“Right,” said Lefty. “And Detective 
Gregory Blade has thirty days start on me. 
Incidentally, you still don’t think that 
accident has any connection with the 
murder of your man Will Dost this 
evening?”  

“I don’t see how it could. In any case, 
though, I never liked Dost much. But he 
was very good with the avocados, so I kept 
him.”  

“What other work did he do?”  
“Oh, a little of this and that. An all-

round man.”  
Lefty chuckled. 
“Well, if I fall down on this thing, 

maybe you can give me Dost’s job.” 
The sun was bright at eight o’clock in 

the morning, and in its chill light Jim 
“Lefty” Ragsdale examined himself and 
ticketed himself a fool. He proceeded to the 
office of the News and the welcoming 
smile of Miss Sommers, the society editor. 

“Where’s the old man?” he asked her. 
“In his office.” Miss Sommers made a 

B



DEATH AT BOTH ENDS 7

face. “They tell me you’re not with us any 
more, Lefty. Sorry.” 

“Thanks.” Lefty, with his mind still on 
Joyce Langman, felt guilty about Miss 
Sommers. He had kissed her once, behind 
the linotype machine. “I’m on another job 
now.”  

“What is it?”  
“I can’t tell you. A special job. Say, do 

you remember when Mrs. Langman got 
killed in that accident?”  

“I certainly do. I saw her that same 
evening. She was at a Womans’ Club 
dinner that I was attending. She left early. I 
remember she had a week-end bag. She 
said she was going on a short trip.”  

There should be something in that, he 
thought. 

“Why didn’t her old man call for her 
when she left the dinner?”  

“Mr. Langman,” said Miss Sommers, 
“was away in Los Angeles that day. He 
didn’t reach home until after the accident.”  

Lefty reached for the phone and called 
the Langman house. Ellis Langman was 
having breakfast alone. 

“Is it true you were in Los Angeles the 
day your wife ran off with Dent Porter?” 
Lefty asked severely. 

“Quite true. My absence, of course, 
made it easier for them. I was on business. 
My wife left a note for me.”  

“Okay. And have you found out about 
Milo Jenks yet?”  

“Yes. I phoned my studio friend. Jenks 
was in San Francisco with some other 
movie people for several days before the 
accident. They left San Francisco the 
evening of the accident and were on the 
train all night. So Jenks has a perfect alibi.”  

“Looks like it,” conceded Lefty, 
unhappily. Nothing would have cheered 
him like discovering that the actor had no 
alibi. “Can you give me Jenks’ Hollywood 
address?” 

“Of course. It’s the Haldane Arms on 

Gower Street.” Langman added warningly: 
“I’ve just heard that Dent Porter was 
released from the hospital two days ago. I 
imagine he’s sharing the apartment with 
Milo Jenks, as in the past.”  

“So Porter is back in the game,” 
murmured Lefty. “By the way, did your 
man Dost help you look for the jewels the 
night of the accident?”  

“No. As a matter of fact, he wasn’t 
home that evening, and knew nothing about 
it until later.”  

“Where,” said Lefty, in a tired voice, 
“was he?”  

“At a picture show in Glenola, I think 
he said.” 

 
 DOZEN hours later Lefty stood in the 
shadows on Gower Street, not far 

from the Haldane Arms, and reflected that 
detective work was a wearisome business. 

He had landed in Hollywood in the 
afternoon. He had been using the telephone 
at discreet intervals, using different voices 
and making up different excuses for calling 
the apartment shared by gambler Dent 
Porter and actor Milo Jenks. 

He had learned that Porter and Jenks 
had a manservant named Holden, and that 
Holden’s daily labor ended at eight o’clock 
at which time he left. He had learned also 
that Jenks would be home during the early 
evening, but would have left at nine 
o’clock for a date. He had learned further 
that Dent Porter was away for the day but 
was expected back at ten. All of which 
added up to the fact that no one would be 
in the apartment between nine and ten. 

It was now eight o’clock. People came 
out of the Haldane Arms, a few went in. 
Then a man came out, alone. He was a big 
fellow, hatless and short-haired, and looked 
more like a bouncer than a butler. But he 
was obviously Holden, the manservant. 

Lefty got in his path. 
“Good evening, Mr. Holden,” he said. 

A
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“Hi, kid.”  
Lefty felt relieved that he had made no 

mistake in the man’s identity. 
The man squinted at him. 
“Looking for someone?”  
“You,” said Lefty, humbly. “I’m 

looking for a job.”  
“Well, how can I help?”  
“I’m an ex-service man,” Lefty 

explained. “I don’t seem to hit it off. 
Maybe it’s my fault. You know how it is.”  

“Sure I do, bub.” The big fellow 
seemed genuinely sympathetic. “But what 
can I do?” 

“I was talking to a guy in a barroom 
over on Western Avenue,” Lefty said. “He 
told me you was quitting your job.”  

“Me quit?” Holden frowned. “Who said 
that?”  

“I don’t know who he was. I just 
happened to be talking to him.”  

“Well, I’m not quitting. Why should I? 
I’ve just had the job a month and it’s a 
pretty good berth.”  

“Who had the job before you?”  
“Man by the name of Ed Gross. He 

went on a big drunk, and was fired.”  
“Maybe,” suggested Lefty, “he got 

fired before he went on the drunk.”  
“Could be.” Holden was suddenly very 

suspicious. “Say, are you looking for a 
job—or just fishing?” 

Lefty grinned. 
“I wouldn’t kid you,” he said. He 

pulled some money out of his pocket. “I 
really do want to see Ed Gross. Here’s ten 
if you can tell me where to find him.”  

Holden looked thoughtful. 
“If you wasn’t an ex-serviceman I’d 

charge you twenty.” He took the ten. 
“Gross has a room in a little roominghouse 
at Fifteen-seventy-two Thurston, just 
around the corner from here. Number five. 
Probably still drunk.”  

“Thanks,” Lefty said, and hurried away. 
It struck him as slightly peculiar that 

Gross had been fired from his job just 
about the time that the detective, Gregory 
Blake, had been hired by Ellis Langman to 
find those jewels. 

He found the roominghouse. He walked 
up its dingy stairs and there were several 
scaly doors along a narrow corridor. 
Number five was near the front. 

Lefty rapped on the door and some of 
the cracked paint dropped off. No one 
answered and he knocked again. The 
silence disturbed him and he turned the 
knob and pushed. The door gave. 

Ed Gross, a lank man with a puffy face, 
lay quietly on the floor. He wasn’t drunk, 
but he was certainly dead. 

His throat was cut. 
Lefty didn’t stay long. 
 

CHAPTER III 
 

ON THE PROWL 
 

T WAS still a hot night in Hollywood. 
Lefty stood across the street from the 

Haldane Arms, wondering how long Ed 
Gross had been dead. For at least a day, 
from the looks of him, he decided. 

It certainly was queer that Dent Porter 
and Milo Jenks had fired Gross just about 
the time Gregory Blake had started looking 
for the jewelry. It was also strange that 
Gross was killed right after Dent Porter left 
the hospital. 

Lefty alerted as a lone figure appeared 
at the front door of the apartment house. A 
taxi was waiting. Milo Jenks got in it, and 
the taxi slithered away. 

Lefty’s fingers itched. He would have 
felt much better if he could have hurled a 
rock after the taxi. . 

He waited five minutes. The Jenks-
Porter apartment, he knew, was on the top 
floor, the fourth. Getting in the front door 
was simple. He pushed an apartment button 
until an occupant clicked the clicker that 

I
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released the door lock. 
He rode himself up to the fourth floor 

on the automatic elevator. At the end of the 
fourth floor there was a stairway leading to 
the roof. And the roof was like many 
Hollywood apartment house roofs. The 
door to it was not locked, since tenants 
might want to go up there to cool off, and 
one section of it was strung with clothes-
lines. 

Lefty was very good with ropes. He 
first stepped to the edge of the roof, peering 
over, and calculating distances. In a few 
moments he had a long rope fastened to the 
base of one of the steel clothes-poles and 
draped over the eave. 

With a firm grip on the rope, he edged 
over the eave and, dangling there, gradually 
fisted himself down until his toes touched 
the edge of a window sill. He rested a 
moment, swaying. As he had expected, 
windows were open in deference to the 
heat of the July evening. He heaved himself 
in. 

The apartment was in darkness. He 
closed the window, drew the shade and 
snapped on a light. A clock on a mahogany 
table said nine-twenty. 

It would be best, he thought first to 
survey the apartment. Following a short 
passage, he came to a door. Opening it, and 
turning on the light, he found it was a 
bedroom. 

He snapped out the light and trod softly 
back across the living room to a longer 
hall. Two doors opened off the right of the 
hall. They led to the kitchen and the 
bathroom. 

There was another door at the end of 
the hall. Lefty shoved it open and stared 
into the darkness. He reached in, turned a 
light switch. 

A man holding a gun was sitting on the 
bed. 

“Sit down,” the man said. “That chair.”  
“So,” Lefty said, “you’re Dent Porter.”  

The man nodded. He seemed tired. He 
was fairly tall, Lefty judged, and slender. 
The business suit he was wearing hung 
neatly on his spare frame. 

“You’re home early,” Lefty said 
pleasantly. 

Porter moved an eyelid. His face was 
lean, his black eyes wickedly lidded, his 
thin mouth without a trace of mercy. 

“Don’t you like it?”  
“No.”  
The gambler gazed at him moodily. 
“You went to a lot of trouble to get in 

here. Why?” 
“Maybe I got in the wrong place.”  
Porter’s smile was chilly. 
“I could call the cops and have you 

pinched. Or I could just let you have it 
right now. I’d be in the clear.”  

“I guess you would.”  
“You know I would. So maybe you’ll 

talk to me.”  
Lefty sparred for time. 
“I hear you just got out of the hospital, 

following the accident you had with Mrs. 
Langman. You were in a long time, huh?”  

“Yes.” Porter wiggled the automatic. 
“But I can still handle this thing. So talk.” 

“Maybe I was looking for a hundred 
thousand in jewels,” Lefty said. 

 
ORTER’S eyes were stony. 

coul
“And I guess you thought you 

d find ‘em here?” he said. 
“They don’t seem to be anywhere else.”  
“Maybe,” the gambler went on slowly, 

“we can get together on this.”  
Something pinged in Lefty’s brain, and 

for a moment he was dizzy. 
“I thought you had a line on where they 

are,” he said. “You’ve been pretty busy the 
last couple of days, Porter.” He grinned. “I 
don’t know why it should call for a couple 
of murders, though.”  

“A couple of murders?” said Porter. 
“Sure. The killing of the two servants, 

P
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Dost and Gross.”  
Lefty noticed that Porter was 

thoughtful. A man wasn’t likely to be 
thoughtful about more than one thing at a 
time. So, Lefty decided, maybe Porter 
wasn’t thinking too hard about him at the 
moment. 

It was only three steps to the bed. Lefty 
made it in one. Porter jerked the trigger, 
but not before Lefty had slammed him off 
balance. The gambler bounced back on the 
bed. He tried hard. He was wiry. But he 
was no wrestler. 

Lefty wrapped him up in the bedclothes 
so that, with only his head sticking out, he 
looked like a mummy. 

Dent Porter’s thin lips moved, and in a 
low voice he called Lefty a variety of 
vulgar names. 

“Where’ve you been all day?” Lefty 
said genially. 

“Picking green apples,” Porter 
answered bitterly. 

Lefty nodded and returned to the living 
room. He found the phone and called the 
home number of Miss Sommers in Glenola. 
He imagined Miss Sommers was already in 
bed. 

She was. She laughed. 
“I’m in my nightie,” she said. “You’d 

laugh like heck if you could see me.”  
“I want to know.” Lefty said sternly, “if 

you noticed a fellow in the office today 
looking up the files for last March.”  

“I notice everything,” she said, and 
described a man. “He was interested in the 
issue of March seventeenth. That accident 
where Mrs. Langman was killed. I thought 
maybe it was Dent Porter.”  

“It was. Did he say anything special?”  
“No. He’s a very silent man, and with a 

mean look. I hope you’re taking care of 
yourself.”  

“You,” said Lefty, “go back to bed.”  
Lefty prowled through the apartment 

searching: closets, cupboards and 

receptacles of all kinds. It took some time. 
He found only one thing, and he was 
uncertain about its value. 

In a desk drawer, with other papers, 
was a receipt for five hundred dollars The 
receipt was made out to Andre Fellman, 
and it was signed by the Angeles Realty 
Company. The five hundred dollars, it said, 
was on account. 

So someone named Andrew Fellman 
had paid five hundred dollars to the Los 
Angeles Realty Company on account of 
something. 

The one thing that made it interesting 
was that the receipt was dated just about a 
month previously—June eighteenth. 

Lefty pocketed the receipt and returned 
to the east bedroom. Dent Porter’s eyes 
glared at him with a dirty light.  

“Who,” said Lefty, “.is Andrew 
Fellman?”  

“Could be the name of a horse,” said 
the gambler.  

Lefty walked back to the living room 
and opened the door to the hall outside. It 
was quiet there. He walked down the hall 
to the elevator, took it to the street floor 
and walked out.  

It was still very warm. Lefty started 
down the street. There was a coupe at the 
curb, a few paces from the entrance.  

He passed the coupe, then stopped. 
There was no light in the car, but he could 
see that the girl sitting at the wheel had 
turned her head the other way.  

 
UIETLY, Lefty turned and approached 
the car door. He snatched it open and 

slid in beside her. 
“What,” he said severely, “are you 

doing here?” 
“Not looking for you,” Joyce Langman 

said distantly. 
Lefty scowled. 
“Do you know what I’m doing?” he 

asked. 

Q
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She smiled faintly. 
“Oh, yes. I suggested you to Dad.”  
“So you were the one!”  
“Well, I found out about the missing 

jewels. I knew something had been on 
Dad’s mind. Finally, I got it out of him. 
That was in the last day or two.”  

“Okay. So why did you want to look up 
that newspaper story about the accident?”  

“I happened to be in town, in Glenola. I 
was just getting in my car to go home, 
because I expected Milo soon. Then I saw 
that detective, Gregory Blade, go into your 
office. I knew about him. Dad had told me. 
I knew Dad didn’t trust him. So, soon after 
he left, I went in. The only thing I could 
think of was that he wanted to check on 
that story, so I did the same thing:”  

“Did it give anything?”  
“Nothing. So I went home. Dad wanted 

someone to go to work on the case quick, 
and I just happened to think of you.”  

“Just happened to?”  
Joyce glared at him. 
“Yes. That’s the way I do things. I just 

happen to.”  
Lefty’s hand dropped to her shoulder. 

She didn’t seem to mind much, but she 
said: 

“Is that necessary?”  
“It just happened,” Lefty said. His face 

clouded. “You haven’t told me what you’re 
doing here. Looking for the saintly Milo 
Jenks?”  

She said nothing, just gazed into the 
night. 

“Because, if you are,” Lefty added 
savagely, “the guy is out on a date with a 
dame.” 

That loosened Joyce Langman’s 
tongue. 

“He isn’t with any woman,” she said. 
“He’s with a man.”  

“So? How do you know?”  
“I followed him—from here.” She 

laughed derisively. “I was sitting in my car 

farther down the street and I saw you 
waiting over there. When Milo came out 
and drove away in the taxi, I followed him. 
He went to a little place on Cahuenga 
Boulevard, near Selma, He met a man 
there.”  

“What man?”  
“I don’t know. I didn’t see his face. 

They were sitting at a table. All I could see 
was the man’s back.”  

“And then,” Lefty said disagreeably, 
“you came back here just to wait for Jenks 
to return.”  

“Why not?”  
“I guess I was away from home too 

long,” Lefty complained huskily. “I guess I 
forgot how to size ‘em up, or maybe I 
never did know. You’re just a chaser.”  

“Get out of here,” she said, “and go 
away.”  

Lefty looked at her and thought 
uneasily about Miss Sommers, the society 
editor. Now, there’s a dame, he thought, 
who would never be caught chasing a guy 
like Jenks in the middle of the night. Or 
would she? 

Lefty blew his nose, shoved the car 
door open, stepped out and walked rapidly 
up Gower Street toward Hollywood 
Boulevard. 

 
CHAPTER IV 

 
THE $500 CLUE 

 
 LITTLE joint on Cahuenga, near 
Selma, was Lefty’s next stop. He 

caught a westbound car on the Boulevard 
and got off at Cahuenga. He walked south. 

It was a dimly-lit joint, with a small 
cocktail lounge and curtains over the street 
windows. A man was just getting into a 
taxi in front of the place. Lefty had no 
trouble recognizing him. He stepped up fast 
toward him. 

“Hi, Jenks,” he said. 

A
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The actor, a foot on the running board, 
turned. He looked at Lefty, as if puzzled, 
and then smiled graciously. 

“Oh, yes,” he said. “I remember. I met 
you at Langman’s. Aren’t you a little off 
your beat?”  

“I wouldn’t know,” said Lefty. “That 
fellow you were with—what did he want of 
you?” 

Milo Jenks gazed up at the summer 
stars.  

“You’ve got me there,” he said. “He 
called me up and asked me to meet him 
here. Said it was urgent.” Jenks shook his 
head. “He bought me a drink and then 
talked in circles. I couldn’t make him out. 
He seemed to want information—which I 
couldn’t give him.”  

“Yes,” said Lefty. He thought of Joyce, 
waiting for Jenks to come back, and 
jealously he wished he could land a set of 
knuckles in the actor’s noble countenance. 
“Yes. But who was the guy?”  

“I really don’t know,” said Jenks. 
“Never saw him before.” Jenks smiled. “I 
even forgot to ask his name!”  

He got in the taxi and was driven away. 
Lefty went into the little cocktail 

lounge and discovered that it was 
sometimes easy to find out things. From a 
waiter he found out that the man who had 
been there with Milo Jenks was a man in a 
blue suit. That blue suit pegged him as 
being the detective, Gregory Blade. Then 
Lefty used the phone and finally got the 
sales manager of the Los Angeles Realty 
Company on the wire. 

Being a salesman, the man didn’t mind 
talking, even if he were at home, even if he 
were drinking highballs and playing bridge 
with some pals. And, surprisingly, he could 
explain the five hundred dollars which his 
company had given to Andrew Fellman. 

Andrew Fellman, he said, was an old-
time movie actor down on his luck. He was 
crippled with arthritis and couldn’t walk 

very well. The five hundred dollars was a 
down payment on a little cottage, a little bit 
of heaven with three rooms and an attic—
which you couldn’t get to because there 
wasn’t any stairway—and it was way over 
in south Los Angeles on One hundred and 
ninth Street. 

How could the old boy buy a cottage if 
he was down on his luck? Because a 
beautiful character named Milo Jenks had 
put up the dough for him, anonymously. 

“But,” said the salesman, “don’t 
breathe it. Mr. Jenks is the kind who 
doesn’t like his good deeds noised abroad.”  

Ex-sergeant Ragsdale was getting very 
sick of Milo Jenks. By this time, no doubt, 
Jenks was back at his apartment. He would 
have released his old pal, gambler Dent 
Porter, from his bonds. He would have 
clutched Joyce Langman to his lovely 
bosom. 

Rats, said Lefty, and ordered a 
bourbon, and then another, and then a third, 
all within ten minutes, which was more 
than he could take in civilized fashion. 

Then a flash of inspiration sparked 
inside his head. 

Painfully, laboriously, Lefty spent 
fifteen minutes trying to put the fragments 
of the idea together. And the main idea was 
that Gregory Blade, the man in the blue suit 
was on to something. Blade was still 
fumbling, still short of his objective, but he 
was on a hot trail. Detective Gregory Blade 
had failed to locate the jewels while 
working for Langman, but he apparently 
had kept looking. 

 
RDERING another bourbon, Lefty 
fumed out a little scheme. He wagged 

his head over it glumly. It certainly wasn’t 
sure-fire, but it was the best he could do. 

He put in another phone call. Milo 
Jenks answered it. 

“How’s your gambling pal, Dent 
Porter?” Lefty asked him. 

O
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“You shouldn’t have tied Dent up that 
way,” Jenks reproved him. “He’s not a well 
man. I had to put him to bed.”  

“I guess I’m just a brute,” said Lefty. “I 
want you to give him a message. It’s about 
the fellow you were talking to in the joint 
on Cahuenga. His name is Gregory Blade, 
in case you don’t know.”  

“Why,” said Jenks, “should Dent be 
interested in him?”  

“They’re both looking for the same 
stuff. So I want you to tell Dent what Blade 
did right after he left you.”  

“What did he do?”  
“I got on his tail. He has a little cottage 

of his own right here in Hollywood. I tailed 
him there. When he got there he took his 
own car out of the garage. And you know 
what he tied to the side of it? A ladder!”  

“A ladder?”  
“Yes. And he drove away with it. I 

thought Dent Porter would like to know 
that, too.” 

“I’ll tell him,” said Jenks. 
“But that’s not all. Before Blade drove 

away, he walked to a corner drugstore, took 
a piece of paper out of his pocket and 
checked a name on it with the phone 
directory. He must’ve been excited because 
after he finished phoning he forgot the 
piece of paper.” 

Jenks’ voice thinned with polite 
sarcasm. 

“And you picked it up?”  
“I did that. It was a receipt for five 

hundred dollars, signed by the Los Angeles 
Realty Company. I have it here right now.”  

“And what does that signify?”  
“I couldn’t more than guess, but I think 

you should tell your friend Dent Porter 
about it, too.”  

“The whole thing mystifies me,” Jenks 
complained quietly. 

“It had me mystified for a while, too,” 
said Lefty, and hung up. 

It took time to find a taxi, and it took 
argument and most of Lefty’s cash to 
persuade the driver to take him where he 
wanted to go. Thirty minutes later, Lefty 
got out of the cab, two blocks from his 
destination. He hurried the rest of the way 
on foot. 

Only one car was parked in sight and it 
was in front of the house he was looking 
for. Lefty frowned as he recognized the 
vehicle. He stopped and poked his nose in 
the car’s open window. 

“Are you that fellow’s shadow?” he 
growled. 

Joyce Langman’s face was very pale in 
the dim light of the dashboard. 

“It’s your fault that I’m here,” she said 
tartly. “You phoned with that crazy story. It 
made Milo think of this place. There’s a 
helpless old man living here whom Milo 
takes care of, and what you said made Milo 
worried, so we drove out to check on 
things.”  

“You were a fool to let Milo talk you 
into coming here.”  

“He didn’t talk me into it,” Joyce 
Langman said coldly. “He tried to talk me 
out of it.” 

Lefty walked away from her and 
headed for the back of the house. He found 
the rear door unlocked. No doubt Milo 
Jenks had entered that way. He pushed the 
door open gently. He was in the kitchen. A 
light showed beyond an open door. Lefty 
moved toward it silently. 

 
CHAPTER V 

 
JUST PALS 

 
ROM the door, Lefty had a side view 
into a bedroom. 
Sitting on the edge of a small bed was 

an old man whose gray face was twisted by 
astonishment and terror. Standing over him 

F
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was Milo Jenks, speaking menacingly and 
with low-toned ferocity. 

“But there’s been no one here!” the old 
man broke in. “I was asleep. You woke me. 
I don’t understand what you’re talking 
about.”  

“Don’t lie, Fellman,” Jenks said. “This 
fellow got in touch with you by some 
means or other and you’re working with 
him.”  

“I’m not working with anyone.”  
Jenks’ face was as white as marble. His 

host of screen fans would not have known 
him now. “What did he do with the 
ladder?” he demanded. 

“Ladder? I don’t know what—”  
Jenks’ long, thin fingers darted out and 

took the old man by his scrawny throat.  
“I wouldn’t do that, Jenks,” said Lefty. 
Jenks jerked around. He stared at Lefty. 

“So,” he said slowly, “you tricked me! 
Where’s Gregory Blade?”  

“Probably home in bed.” Lefty stepped 
into the bedroom. “And he’s going to be 
pretty sore when he reads about this in the 
papers.”  

Jenks’ hand moved to his jacket. He put 
his hand in the pocket and let it rest. 

Lefty smiled. He had no gun himself. 
He had a respect for guns, but he was used 
to facing them and somehow they didn’t 
worry him much any more. 

“So this is where you cached those 
jewels, Jenks,” he went on. “It was quite an 
idea, and right in line with your sweet, 
hypocritical mind. You couldn’t tote the 
jewels around with you. You couldn’t keep 
‘em in your apartment. You couldn’t even 
put ‘em in a bank vault, because they might 
be traced that way. So you decided to be 
the benevolent hero in real life. You put up 
the money for this cottage for Fellman. It’s 
an out-of-the-way section, and no one 
would have any reason to look here. You 
hid the jewels in the attic. You knew 
Fellman wouldn’t even think of going up 

there, being crippled with arthritis.”  
The hand in Jenks’ pocket was restless. 

“What set you off on his trail?” the actor 
demanded.  

“There were clues,” Lefty said. 
“Detectives like me work on clues, Jenks. 
First, everybody was looking up the news 
story on the accident—everybody except 
you. And everybody wanted to know who 
was at the scene of the accident—
especially if Langman’s servant, Will Dost, 
was there. But you already knew about 
Dost.”  

“Did I?”  
“Yes. Will Dost got murdered. So did 

your man, Gross, in Hollywood. Murder at 
both ends. That made things simple, when 
you come to think of it.”  

“How simple?”  
“Go back a little further,” Lefty said. 

“The theory was that Mrs. Langman had 
the jewels with her the night Dent Porter 
was running off with her.”  

“And she didn’t have them?”  
“You know she didn’t. Remember, 

Mrs. Langman didn’t go straight from 
home to meet Porter. She first went to a 
Woman’s Club dinner. Probably before 
that she visited the beauty parlor—women 
usually follow that procedure. And she 
wouldn’t want to carry the jewels around 
with her all that time. So she made the 
jewels up in a package, and gave the 
package to Will Dost to deliver to the 
apartment that you and Porter share. That’s 
why Dost wasn’t home at the time of the 
accident.” 

“But Dost never told about it.”  
“He wouldn’t. He didn’t know what 

was in the package, but he wouldn’t say 
anything about the trip for fear of making 
old man Langman sore. Porter wasn’t at his 
apartment. He never knew anything about 
the package Dost delivered there. Porter 
drove out to pick up Mrs. Langman, but 
they had the accident pretty soon and no 
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doubt she hadn’t got around to mentioning 
what she had done. 

“Now, you were away, in San 
Francisco at the time, Jenks. You returned 
the next day. That’s when you heard about 
the accident. And when your man Gross 
told you about the package that had been 
delivered, naturally, you didn’t suspect 
what was in it. You just shoved it away 
with Porter’s stuff. It was only after 
Detective Gregory Blade called on you and 
tried to pump you that you became curious 
and opened the package.” 

 
ILO JENKS remained tensely silent. 

idea I ha
“And then Blade got the same 

d,” Lefty went on. “Namely, that 
Mrs. Langman hadn’t had the jewels with 
her at the time of the accident. So he was 
hot on the trail. You had to do something. 
The two men who knew about the package 
were the two servants—Dost and Gross. 
You, therefore, decided you had to kill 
them both. 

“Gross was easy. But you had to take a 
chance on Dost. You phoned Joyce and 
arranged to come out that evening. That 
would give you a reason for being in the 
vicinity of where Dost lived. You drove out 
early, and probably called Dost’s house and 
found he was out. 

“My idea is that Gregory Blade had 
already phoned Dost and arranged to meet 
him near that avocado grove. But you ran 
onto him first. Blade arrived later, found 
Dost dead. Being a detective, he played 
foxy. He suspected you and contacted you 
this evening in Hollywood. Just trying to 
wear you down.”  

There was a sick smile on Jenks’ face. 
“So,” he said, “you were just a step ahead 
of Blade all the time, eh?”  

“Oh, just a half a step,” Lefty said. 
“And that’s a half a step too far.”  
Jenks fingers moved in his pocket. 

Lefty leaped at him. Jenks fired through the 

pocket. 
The shot tickled Lefty in his side. He 

threw his left at Jenks, and the blow landed 
under the actor’s jaw, lifting him off his 
feet. He landed against an ancient 
washstand. The washstand crashed and so 
did Jenks. Jenks’ hand was still in his 
pocket, but he didn’t seem able to move it. 

“I’ll kick your face in,” Lefty said 
pleasantly, “if you try to use that gun.”  

And then he saw that Jenks wasn’t 
looking at him. Jenks’ eyes were focused in 
cold terror on the doorway. Lefty turned, 
and saw Dent Porter standing there. So 
Porter had followed Jenks! Porter, 
suspicious, had got out of bed and 
followed. 

He had a gun in his hand now. He 
didn’t look at Lefty, nor at the old man. His 
eyes were hot with fury as he stared at Milo 
Jenks. Then he started talking, and his 
words were low and unpleasant and at 
times filthy as he told Jenks what he 
thought of a man who would double-cross 
a pal. Jenks finally interrupted. 

“You—you must believe me, Dent,” 
Jenks forced the words out of his throat. “I 
meant to tell you, later. I was going to turn 
the stuff over to you. You were sick, and 
I—” 

“Liar,” said Dent Porter, and his gun 
blazed.  

The shot hit Jenks in the middle of the 
forehead and seemed to crack his skull in 
two, with blood running out of crevices and 
making little red rivers over his face.  

Jim “Lefty” Ragsdale shivered. This 
had come too fast. Watching Porter, he saw 
that the gambler seemed seized with a mad 
intensity. He stood there with his gun 
smoking, holding his breath, as if he had 
more work to do. And of course he had. He 
had to get those jewels. And he would have 
to kill old Andrew Fellman. Lefty, too. 
Maybe he would even have to kill Joyce. 

Lefty heard a movement and he turned 

M 
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swiftly and there Joyce was. She had heard 
the shot and had hurried in. 

Dent Porter was already swinging his 
gun toward Lefty. 

 
T WAS no time for argument. 

right
Lefty clipped Porter’s ear with a 

 and then slammed his jaw with a 
shattering left. But the man was mad and 
didn’t know enough to drop. He just 
swayed, and Lefty sailed in again and 
battered his face. Then Porter sagged and 
fell to the floor. 

Lefty stood over him, looking down at 
the blood-streaked face and was a little 
sick. He heard Joyce’s awed whisper: 

“Is he dead?”  
“No. But he’ll have another spell in the 

hospital before they let him sit in the 
chair.” 

Lefty turned to the old man sitting on 
the bed, and pitied the shock in his dazed 
and disillusioned eyes. 

“Bear up, old man,” Lefty said. “You’ll 
be all right. We’ll see to that. Just rest easy 
until we get the police.”  

Hours later, Joyce’s coupe neared the 
quiet little city of Glenola. Lefty was at the 
wheel. He wondered what Joyce was 
thinking about. He thought maybe she 
wasn’t thinking at all. He was wrong. She 
was not only thinking, she even knew what 
Lefty was thinking. 

“I really don’t mind,” she said. 
“Don’t mind what?”  
“About Milo Jenks. About his getting 

killed. He always seemed so good. And yet 
I never quite believed it. The back of my 
head told me his goodness was phony. But 
he was very clever about it. And now the 
feeling I had for him is just a blank. I really 
don’t mind at all.”  

“It’s just as well,” mumbled Lefty. 

“I even suspected him of having 
something to do with the jewels,” she went 
on. “Just the last day or two. That’s why I 
tried to keep close to him, trying to prove 
he was involved one way or another.”  

“You were a fool.”  
She said nothing to that. The early 

morning breeze was playing a game with 
her hair. They were now in the tree-lined 
streets of Glenola. Lefty stopped the car in 
front of a small house. 

“I think,” muttered Lefty, “I’d better 
say good morning to the society editor. 
Maybe I’ll get to see her in her nightie.”  

Joyce looked at him thoughtfully. He 
got out and strode up the walk. It was just 
dawn. He pressed the bell button. 

The door opened. Miss Sommers had 
something colorful over her nightgown. 
Her broad pleasant smile was expectant. 

“Good morning to you,” said Lefty. 
“I’ve finished my new job. Will you tell the 
boss? Maybe he’ll take me back.”  

“I know darn well he will,” Miss 
Sommers said. “He was just about bats 
when he lost you.”  

“No fooling?”  
“Could I fool you? You don’t know the 

old buzzard like I do. He loves you.”  
Miss Sommers saw Joyce and waved a 

hand at her. Miss Sommers was a very 
good sport. 

“You’re in swell company, Lefty,” she 
said. “Better go back to her before she gets 
cold.”  

She reached up and kissed Lefty. It was 
pretty good, too. Lefty felt a little guilty, 
with Joyce watching. He blew his nose and 
ran back to the car. 

“I’d better go home,” Joyce said 
weakly. But they didn’t go for quite awhile. 
They sat very close and didn’t say much 
about anything. 
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