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SHAKEDOWN SHAMUS 
By A. J. COLLINS 

 
When Pat Perry, private eye and gadget-fixer, gets charged 
with murder, he proves there are many ways to fix things! 

 
ITTY was nice to look at, 
especially when she had a mad on. 

in three w
“You haven’t paid me a cent 
eeks and you haven’t had a 

client in a month,” she said. “I’m tired of 
working for nothing.”  

“You should kick,” I said, laughing at 
her. “Suppose we were married?”  

“If you’d stop being Helpful Harry and 
get some clients, maybe you could afford 
me,” Kitty remarked acidly. 

“You get so ugly when you’re 
peeved,” I said amiably. 

The outer office door squealed a meek 
protest and Kitty grew wide-eyed. So did 
I. Maybe the Pat Perry agency had a client. 
Maybe. Kitty went to see. 

The landlord, the butcher, the baker, 
and all of the others were hanging on that 
door squeak. I took my feet off the desk 
and made like busy, just in case.  

Kitty came back with a tall young man 
in a camel’s hair. Her eyes were bright and 
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she was smiling. He was a client. 
His clothing and flawless grooming 

made me suddenly ashamed of my shabby 
office, my fifteen dollar desk with the 
veneer peeling off, and the rough, 
unpainted floor. He glanced distastefully 
at the rickety chair in front of the desk and 
glowered at my pin-up girl calendar. He 
sat down gingerly. 

“You’re Pat Perry?” he began a little 
haughtily. 

I started to burn. Kitty was giving me 
the evil eye from behind the client and I 
smoothed out my face.  

“That’s right,” I said, “the best private 
eye in Newark. Can I help you?” 

 
T WAS a little after four in the 
afternoon and I was hoping that what he 

wanted could wait until tomorrow. I had 
the butcher’s radio at home, waiting for a 
new filter condenser, and if 1 wanted to 
keep on eating, I’d better get it fixed in a 
hurry.  

“I am Roger Crane,” the fashion plate 
announced importantly. His handsome 
young face lit up with an ingratiating 
smile. “I have a little job I want done and I 
was hoping you could take care of it for 
me.”  

I leaned back in my chair and 
surreptitiously tried to get some of the 
grease out from under my nails. I’d fixed a 
balky carburetor for a pal of mine that 
morning, and the dirt was thick and black. 

“We’ll do it,” Kitty said swiftly. 
Crane turned to look at her, and paused 

to admire her. He came back to me. 
“Frankly,” Crane said, “what I require 

of you is very simple. I want you to go to 
the home of Mr. Arthur N. Lorimore, at 
ten this evening, and pick up a package 
and deliver it to me.”  

I got a little sore. “What you want is a 
messenger boy. Why don’t you call 
Western Union?”  

Kitty was giving me the glare again. 
Crane sighed heavily and got out a smoke. 

“I’m afraid it’s a little complicated,” 
he said smoothly. “You see, I am a 
collector. I collect pottery and vases. Now, 
quite often I get an opportunity to pick up 
a very valuable piece rather inexpensively. 
This is one of those occasions.” He paused 
and gave us a very nice smile. 

“But,” he continued pleasantly, 
“Lorimore is a collector, too. This 
particular piece is a vase he wouldn’t want 
me to have. I’ve already had the money 
paid to him through other channels and he 
is expecting someone to pick it up tonight. 
I don’t dare send an ordinary messenger to 
pick up a vase worth ten thousand dollars. 
Nor, can I go myself. He’d know me and 
refuse to go through with the sale. So the 
simplest thing for me to do is pay you to 
get it and deliver it to me. I’ll pay two 
hundred for the job.”  

“We’ll take it,” Kitty said. I was 
wishing she’d keep her nose out, but she 
was thinking about her back pay. 

Crane stood up and got out a black, pin 
seal wallet. He began sorting bills He laid 
ten ten-dollar bills on the desk. He smiled.  

“The balance when you deliver the 
vase,” he said. 

I picked up the tens and buried them in 
my pocket, ignoring the predatory gleam 
in Kitty’s nice, blue eyes.  

“Promptly at ten tonight, you call at 
Mr. Lorimore’s home and tell whoever 
comes to the door that you’ve come for the 
vase,” Crane instructed. “That is all. When 
you get it, meet me here in front of your 
office and I’ll give you the balance of your 
fee.”  

I nodded and Kitty ushered him out to 
the front door. 

“All right, hot shot,” she said when she 
came back. “Pay off.”  

I looked hurt. 
“Give me that dough,” she snapped. 

I 
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“You owe me more than that.”  
Reluctantly, I dragged out the bills and 

handed them over. With little regard for 
my blood pressure, she quickly lifted the 
hem of her dress and shoved the bills into 
her stocking top. Then she gave me a nice 
big smile, but I didn’t enjoy it—not after 
paying a hundred bucks to get it. 

“What about the rent?” I asked weakly. 
Kitty sneered. “Tell the landlord you 

had to do a lot of rewiring this month and 
let him take it out of what he owes you. 
You’ve had to fix practically everything in 
the building at one time or another, and s’ 
it’s about time he paid some of it back.”  

“Well, at least you can buy me some I 
food.”  

“All right, I’ll fix you some dinner,” 
Kitty said generously, and started 
wriggling into her coat. 

 
E WENT up to my apartment and 
Kitty cooked a nice meal. While she 

did the dishes and cleaned up a little, I 
installed the filter condenser in the 
butcher’s radio and· tried it. No soap. I 
finally located a resistor that was gone, 
discovered I had one, put it in, and the job 
was done. 

“You know,” Kitty said, as we waited 
for nine-thirty to arrive, “I’ve never seen a 
man like you. You can fix anything, but 
you don’t charge these people for it. Why 
not?”  

I shrugged. “They’re all friends of 
mine. I only do it so they don’t get scalped 
somewhere. They’re all nice fellows.”  

Kitty was in a placid mood and we 
talked about getting married as soon as I 
could get a case that paid me a big fee. 
Kitty liked that kind of talk. 

Kitty Callahan had been with me for 
years now, and her red-headed loveliness 
had made it possible for me to maintain 
some semblance of respectability. She was 
not very tall, about up to my chin, and I’m 

just about average height, but her legs 
were beautiful and when she smiled, she 
could twist the landlord around any one of 
her cute little fingers, which of course she 
had to do. While I was thinking about her 
pulchritudinous proportions, she bent over, 
kissed me, and handed me my coat. 

“It’s time to go, Sherlock,” she 
reminded me. She was getting ready to go, 
too. The determined look on her pretty 
face silenced me before I started to protest. 

We got into the coupe and drove 
leisurely out to the address we’d got out of 
the telephone book. 

Arthur N. Lorimore lived in a giant 
greystone house. The building sprawled 
for half a block and had two stories. Lights 
gleamed from windows on the first floor. 
The upper windows were dark. 

We parked and waited. It was not quite 
ten. Across the street, a guy with a small 
sedan was struggling with the starter. I 
could have helped him, but Kitty stopped 
me with her eyes. 

When my watch indicated ten, exactly, 
I got out and strode up the wide cement 
walk. The front door was a heavy, white 
oak panel. I found a pearl button and stuck 
a finger in it. Somewhere inside, the 
melodious tones of door chimes sounded 
in the hushed interior. 

The door was opened by a big, husky, 
red-faced man with gray hair and a 
smoking jacket. His face looked harsh and 
distinctly unhappy. 

“I want to see Mr. Larimore,” I said 
bravely. 

He shrivelled me with a glance. “I am 
Mr. Lorimore,” he said in a tone that I 
could have started a fight. 

I didn’t get it. I hadn’t done anything 
to him. I was just a messenger boy. I 
almost told him about it, too. I fumbled for 
peaceful words. 

“I’ve come for the vase,” I said finally. 
His broad forehead became a 
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washboard, and he looked at me like I had 
crawled from under a rock. 

“Yes,” he said wearily, “I’ve been 
expecting you.”  

He moved back in to the foyer and 
picked up a paper parcel wrapped in heavy 
brown paper and tied with string. 

“Here you are, blast you!” he snarled 
at me. “Take it and may your stinking soul 
never know another day’s peace!” His face 
was flushed with blood and he was so mad 
he could have chewed a hole in me. 

“Look, bub,” I said politely, “I haven’t 
done anything to you and I don’t have 
anything planned. What are you blasting 
me for?” I even gave him a little smile to 
go with it. 

“Get out!” he muttered through teeth 
that were tightly clamped. “Don’t ever let 
me see your sneaking face around here 
again!” He put a well-cared-for palm 
against my chest and I went flying off the 
front porch. 

 
 GOT up and limped back to the car. I’d 
heard that a lot of these collectors were 

screwy, now I was sure of it. I got into the 
car, clutching the package tightly. Kitty 
took it away from me. 

The guy with the sedan was still 
grinding away. I had a hunch that he 
wasn’t getting gas into the carburetor. 

“I’ll give him a little hand,” I told 
Kitty. “It will only take a minute. The poor 
devil is just wearing out his battery.”  

Kitty sighed. “Hurry up, then,” she 
advised. “We’ve got to deliver this vase.”  

There were two people in the car. A 
nice looking young fellow and a cute little 
blonde. They watched me approach and 
laid off the starter.  

“You in trouble?” I inquired 
pleasantly.  

“We can’t seem to get started,” the 
blonde told me.  

The fellow didn’t say anything. I 

started to twist the gimmick on the hood to 
open it up and the guy got out.  

“I’ll fix it myself,” he said 
unpleasantly. “I don’t need any help.”  

“Sorry, pal,” I apologized, letting go of 
the hood gimmick with a shrug. “I thought 
you might be in trouble and not know 
what was wrong.”  

“Alvin,” the blonde cried, putting her 
head out of the window, “you let him fix 
it. I’m tired of sitting here.”  

An expression of petulant resignation 
swept across the young man’s face and he 
shrugged. I lifted the hood and began 
poking around the engine. The wire 
leading from the coil to the distributor had 
fallen out of place. I pushed it back into 
the coil and closed the hood.  

“Try it now,” I said. Alvin did and it 
started immediately. 

The blonde smiled at me gratefully. 
“We were going to run down and have 

a drink,” she revealed, “but I’m afraid it’s 
too late now. I’m Barbara Lorimore and 
this is Alvin Keever. We just got home a 
little while ago and the car wouldn’t start 
up again.”  

“Well,” I said, “it’s all right now. I’m 
glad I was able to help.”  

Belatedly, Alvin started reaching for 
his wallet. 

“Can’t I pay you?” he inquired, none 
too eagerly. 

“Forget it,” I declined. “My name is 
Pat Perry. I’m a private detective. If ever 
you need something like that, give me a 
ring.”  

I waved to them and walked back to 
my own car. 

Kitty was smoking a cigarette. I 
endured her silence all the way back to the 
city. She was mad because I’d helped 
somebody again. She always got mad 
because I didn’t charge them. She was 
sure I was a chump. 

We parked in front of the office and 

I 
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got out. Mr. Roger Crane stepped out of a 
doorway and approached us smiling. He 
held out his hands for the package. Kitty 
gave it to him. He put two fifty-dollar bills 
in my hands. 

“You didn’t have any trouble, did 
you?” he asked a little worriedly. 

“No, but Lorimore was sore about 
parting with his vase. I guess he wanted to 
keep it.”  

“Then he should never have sold it,” 
Crane said, grinning crookedly. He tipped 
his hat to Kitty, bid me a good night, and 
walked down the street. As he passed 
under a street light, I noticed he was 
clutching the package tightly and hurrying 
away. 

Kitty took the rest of the money away 
from me and we got back into the coupe. I 
started to drive her home, but a few blocks 
away from the office, the car suddenly 
stopped percolating. I sneaked a glance at 
the gas gauge. It was below empty. Kitty 
was unhappy about it. 

“Maybe you’d do better if you’d not 
worry so much about other people’s cars 
and give a little more attention to your 
own,” she remarked acidly. 

I didn’t answer her. We pushed the 
coupe to the curb and started hiking. A bus 
came along before we had walked a full 
block, and I put Kitty on it. Then I walked 
home, bitterly cursing the car, the two 
hundred Kitty had taken away from me, 
and the whole business. 

 
Y FEET were aching and I was 
worn out by the time I finally 

reached the house. I took a warm shower 
and went to bed. 

I hadn’t been asleep more than an hour 
or two when somebody started to hammer 
down the door. I turned the bed light on 
and climbed out of the feathers. 

Detective Sergeant Ed Franks pushed 
his way inside as soon as I got the door 

open. I disliked Franks more than most 
cops, which was plenty. He hated me, too, 
so we were even. 

His big, gray face was lit up with 
genuine pleasure as he pushed me back 
into the living room. He was big and he 
counted a lot on that. I stopped back-
pedalling and he slammed against me. He 
had a little mustache and the superior, 
gloating grin he wore twisted it into a 
slant. 

“Get your clothes on, shamus,” he 
said. “You’re going along with me. I got 
you this time.”  

His voice was a purr, and he was 
immensely pleased with himself. 

“What’s on your mind, bub?” I asked 
him, determined not to move another step 
until I knew what was up. 

“I got you on a shakedown rap,” he 
told me.  

“Shakedown?” I echoed stupidly. 
He nodded his head and gave me a 

leer. I didn’t get it. 
“You know Arthur N. Lorimore?” he 

asked then, seeing the puzzlement on my 
face. 

I nodded, still mystified. 
“He’s going after a warrant for your 

arrest. He claims that you shook him down 
for fifty grand and that you picked up the 
money in person tonight at ten o’clock. 
His daughter says you helped her boy 
friend get his car started right after you 
came out of the house. Enough for you?”  

It was enough for me. I could 
understand now why Mr. Crane had to hire 
somebody else to pick up his “vase”. I 
cursed my helpfulness bitterly. If I’d 
minded my own business, I might have 
gotten away clean. 

“Brother,” Ed Franks said feelingly, 
“I’ve been waiting a long time to pin 
something like this on you. Now, at last, 
I’ve got it. Get your clothes on. I’m in a 
hurry.”  

M 
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I knew I had to do something and do it 
fast. If I went with Ed Franks, liking him 
the way I did, I was due to get hurt. 
Frank’s eyes had an unholy gleam in them 
as he watched me start for the bedroom. 
He followed right behind me. 

He stood in the middle of the room 
while I picked up a sock and started to put 
it on. Then I noticed that he was standing 
on the throw rug, and my other sock was 
near the outer rim of the rug. He wasn’t 
suspicious when I grabbed for the other 
sock. I picked up the sock and the edge of 
the rug at the same time. I yanked on the 
rug and Ed Franks went on his ear. I had 
him, then. I clouted him over the head 
with a shoe and knocked him cold. 

I finished dressing in a hurry. Ed 
Franks was stirring by the time I was 
ready to leave. I clouted him again, this 
time with my gun. He rolled over and went 
back to sleep. 

Hurriedly, I went downstairs and out 
through the rear door. I had a hunch that a 
police car would be at the curb out front. I 
never did find out, because I didn’t linger 
in the neighborhood. 

Several blocks away; I found a drug 
store still open. I went inside, ducked into 
a telephone booth, and dialed Kitty’s 
number. She must have been dead to the 
world for it took quite a while to rouse her. 

“Listen,” I said, when she finally 
answered, “Ed Franks just came up to 
arrest me and I knocked him cold.”  

“Arrest you? What on earth for?” Kitty 
demanded briskly. 

“That Lorimore guy called the cops, 
charging me with blackmail and shaking 
him down for fifty grand. That’s what was 
in that bundle we picked up out at his 
house tonight.” 

 
ITTY was very quiet for a long 
minute. 

“You dope,” she growled finally. “If 
you hadn’t fooled around with that car, 
you probably never would have gotten into 
this mess. You know that, don’t you?”  

“The devil with that!” I snarled at her. 
“I’m on the lam now and in a tough spot. 
Now is no time for your smart remarks.”  

That sobered her, I guess. 
“What are you going to do?” she asked 

abruptly. “Where are you going to spend 
the rest of the night?”  

I didn’t know the answer to that and I 
told her so. All I could do was keep 
moving, I figured. 

“Why don’t you go see Willie Hopp in 
the morning and tell him all about it?” 
Kitty suggested. Willie was a homicide 
dick, and as close a friend to me as any 
cop ever was. 

“He’s going to believe me? In a pig’s 
eye he is!”  

“So you go to the clink,” Kitty said 
disgustedly. “So what? I’ll come and visit 
you once in a while.”  

“Cut the clowning,” I said waspishly. 
“We’ve got to find that Crane guy.”  

My nickel dropped down into the 
change compartment and I knew that my 
time was growing short. I gave Kitty the 
number of the public phone and she dialed 
me right back. 

“You won’t find him listed in the 
telephone book,” Kitty guessed, “nor in 
the city directory. Try the hotels.”  

“All right,” I agreed hurriedly. “Will 
you go out and explain to Lorimore the 
first thing in the morning and see if he’ll 
get off my back?”  

Kitty promised she would do that, and 
I hung up the receiver, still not sure of 
what I had to do. I wanted Mr. Roger 
Crane, and I wanted him in a hurry. 

There were lots of Cranes in the 
directory, but none of them had Roger for 
a first name. I left the drug store and  K
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started walking in the general direction of 
the city. 

Maybe if I canvassed the hotels I 
might find Crane. It was worth a try 
anyway. Ed Franks would have a pick-up 
order out for me by this time and I would 
have to be careful, but I decided to try. 

I pulled out my Ingersoll and looked at 
it under a street lamp. It was after two in 
the morning. The hotels would be bedded 
down for the night and wouldn’t respond 
very pleasantly to a shabbily dressed 
character poking his nose into their 
business. 

I came to a park and sank down onto a 
bench. I was worn out and frightened. 
Perspiration rolled from my armpits like 
water, and I tried to think connectedly. I 
knew now that Crane had picked me for a 
patsy and made a chump out of me. And, 
the bad part of it all was, it looked like I 
was going to take the rap. Ed Franks 
would break his neck, or maybe mine, 
making the blackmail charge stick. 
Shakedown shamus, that’s me. 

I sat there on the bench and smoked a 
cigarette, hearing an occasional car roar 
through the quiet street. The gin mills had 
just closed and the boys would be half 
gassed and heavy-footed now. Half 
consciously, I listened for a car that rolled 
sedately. That would be cops. 

There was something tugging at the 
back of my brain, struggling for attention 
from my disorganized mind. I didn’t know 
what it was. I worried about answers to all 
the questions that sprouted up. 

Who was Crane? What did he have on 
Lorimore? Why did Lorimore pay off and 
then call the cops? The time to holler 
copper was before he parted with the cash. 

Weariness spread over me like a 
shroud. I nodded and the cigarette dropped 
from my fingers. I went sound asleep on 
the bench. 

I fell off the bench and landed on the 

hard cement. That jarred me awake. It was 
morning, and for a brief moment I was 
puzzled by my whereabouts. Then the 
whole picture came flooding back and I 
was scared all over again. 

My clothes were wet with dew and I 
was shivering. I got out a cigarette and it 
tasted like alum in my mouth. Stiffly, I got 
up and started hunting for a coffee joint. I 
found one and gulped a cup of scalding 
hot water that was supposed to be coffee. 

 
HEN I left the coffee shop, I had 
made up my mind. I was going to 

go and see Mr. Larimore and tell him the 
truth. What else could I do? 

I didn’t dare ride the busses or call a 
cab. I walked, and for a mile and a half I 
rehearsed my little speech. But I never did 
get to use it. 

The small sedan was still in front of 
the Lorimore house, and within the house 
itself there were signs of activity. I pushed 
the same doorbell and Alvin opened the 
big, white portal for me. 

“Well, come right in,” he said, “we’ve 
been looking for you.”  

Barbara Larimore was behind him and 
her soft, lovely face took on a look of 
terror. Fear glistened in her pretty eyes and 
her hands shook. 

“It’s you!” she breathed, and the words 
were a hoarse croak. 

I put on a smile and took a couple of 
steps toward her. It was then that 
something crashed down upon my skull 
and knocked me cold. 

Voices all around me snapped me out 
of my sojourn in the darkness. I put a 
shaking hand up to my head and winced as 
pain shot through it. 

“He’s waking up,” Barbara Larimore 
said excitedly. 

Slowly, I dragged myself off the floor 
and stood up. I was still in the front 
hallway, but now I had plenty of company. 

W
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The first person I saw was Inspector Willie 
Hopp of the homicide squad. He gave me 
a glance and waited for me to say 
something. 

The place was crawling with cops. I 
didn’t get it until I saw a white-coated 
interne come down a wide stairway from 
the floor above. 

Voices were buzzing and my head was 
screaming. Willie Hopp’s long, horselike 
face had a sad, unhappy look. 

“Pat,” he said soberly, “I’m sorry it’s 
got to be me.”  

“Who hit me?” 
“Alvin did,” Barbara Lorimore 

revealed. She looked like a witch now. Her 
eyes were red and her face was dirty. 
Tears had streaked her cheeks, and her soft 
red lips were pale and bloodless.  

“You didn’t have to kill him,” Willie 
said nastily. 

“What the devil are you talking 
about?” I snarled. I was so far gone I 
didn’t have much more to lose, and the 
thing was as clear as mud. Maybe, if I 
hadn’t had the crack on the skull, I could 
have guessed, but I was too doggoned mad 
for that. 

“According to all the evidence,” Willie 
Hopp announced, “you blackmailed Mr. 
Lorimore for fifty thousand dollars, and 
when he called the police, you slugged Ed 
Franks. Then you came out here and killed 
Mr. Larimore before he could go down to 
headquarters and swear out a warrant for 
your arrest. I don’t like the looks of this, 
Pat,” he added impressively. 

“Maybe you think I do!” I snapped at 
him. 

Barbara went away and Alvin trailed 
after her like a dutiful pup. Willie Hopp 
motioned for me to follow him into the 
living room. We sat down on a big, cream-
colored couch, out of the way of the 
technicians. I was still rubbing my aching 
cranium. 

I was so scared I couldn’t even face 
Willie. My head was jerking around on my 
neck like it was out of control, and when I 
tried for a cigarette, I shook so badly I 
couldn’t light it. 

“Take it easy, boy,” Willie Hopp 
cautioned me. His long, prehensile fingers, 
holding the match, reminded me of an 
undertaker, and I got another dose of the 
shakes. I was all fitted for a shroud. 

 
 HAD fixed a lot of stuff in the past for 
Inspector Willie Hopp. His car, his 

radio, his kid’s typewriter, and things like 
that. I’d never collected from him, and 
now I knew I couldn’t. Stuff like that 
won’t square a murder rap. 

“Tell me about it, Pat,” he invited 
kindly. 

He saw the shape I was in and he gave 
me plenty of time. I finally got the whole 
story out. 

He leaned back against the cushions 
and got out a corncob pipe. He filled it and 
lit it. Then, he turned to me. 

“What did this Crane guy look like?”  
I described my ex-client as well as I 

could. He was bobbing his head as each 
detail of the description came out. 
Abruptly, he stood up and towered over 
me. 

“Technically, you’re under arrest,” he 
said, not too harshly. “Suspicion of 
murder. But I think you got a break. We’ll 
take a ride.” 

Wordlessly, I followed him out to a 
police car. There was a plainclothes man 
at the wheel. 

Willie said, “Drive us down to the 
morgue, Bill.” 

He sat back and stuffed the corncob 
into his coat pocket, still smoking.  

“Lorimore was strangled in his sleep, 
sometime during the night,” he said 
conversationally. “His bedroom window 
was wide open. The killer climbed a trellis 

I
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to do the job. You don’t know why he 
would pay fifty grand, do you?”  

The police car was speeding through 
the streets, and my skull was throbbing. 
Each time we went over a bump, I got a 
fresh burst of agony. 

“I don’t know anything about it,” I 
said testily. “I gave you my story, the 
whole works. That’s all I know.”  

Willie grunted. He folded his skinny 
arms across his chest and started thinking 
aloud. 

“There was a young fellow, who 
answers your description of Crane, killed 
in one of the hotels about midnight. We’re 
going to take a look. If he’s your pal, then 
I’m going to give you a break. If not, I’ve 
got to put you away. There’s nothing else I 
can do.” There was apology in his voice, 
but that didn’t help my peace of mind 
much. “We’ve been looking for you all 
night.”  

The car swerved in to the curb, we got 
out in front of the mortuary, and went on 
inside. There was a little guy at the desk, 
reading a magazine. He didn’t have one 
hair on his shiny head and his face had 
more folds than a pleated dress. He gave 
us a toothless grin and licked purple lips.  

Willie told him what we wanted. The 
guy got up and waddled back to a room in 
the rear. There were about four porcelain 
tables in the big room. They were 
anchored to the floor by a fat, short, center 
leg that looked like the lower half of a 
barber chair. 

The walls were racked with bottles and 
gadgets. One of the tables was occupied 
by a sheeted figure. My stomach started 
rolling and twisting as Willie’s palm 
edged me closer to the corpse. He pulled 
the sheet away from the top and I looked 
down into Mr. Crane’s face. 

It wasn’t a pretty face any more. He, 
too, had died by strangulation, but in his 
case it had been accompanied by a terrible 

beating. The flesh of his face was a mass 
of dark purple bruises and clotted blood.  

Inspector Willie Hopp saw it coming 
and pushed me over to the sink. I was sick. 
I was so deathly sick I thought I’d wind up 
alongside of Crane. It’s bad enough being 
sick on a full stomach, but I hadn’t had 
anything to eat in too many hours. . 

Baldy turned out to be a good egg. He 
produced a pint of whiskey and poured me 
half a glass of that. My hands shook so 
bad I spilled some of it, but what I did get 
fixed me up. 

Willie had thoughtfully covered the 
corpse again. He accepted a shot of the 
booze, too, and we left. Baldy grinned at 
us. He said something about how tender I 
was. He was right. 

“Now, we’ll go back and see what we 
can do at Lorimore’s,” he said, when we 
were back in the car. He got out the 
corncob again and got it going. 

I didn’t have much hope of getting 
anywhere with the Lorimore’s, because 
there was too much we didn’t know. The 
shot of booze had done wonders for me, 
though, and my brain was beginning to 
function. 

 
HE FIRST thing I thought about was 
Mr. Crane. Why had he come to me in 

the first place? He had been putting the 
bite on Lorimore for fifty grand, but he 
hadn’t dared go pick it up himself. Why? 
The answer to that was easy. Lorimore 
would recognize him. So, he’d needed a 
messenger boy.  

“Maybe I ought to tell you,” Willie 
remarked, “that there wasn’t any sign of 
fifty grand on Crane when we found him. 
The hotel clerk got a call from the guy 
next door, saying that there was a 
disturbance in Crane’s room. The squad 
car on the beat investigated and found him 
like that. But there wasn’t a single thing 
around to identify him. All the labels were 
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pulled out of his clothes, his wallet and 
everything else was gone. He was 
registered as William Bunn.”  

My mind was busy with another angle. 
“I got it! I got it!” I was yelling like an 

idiot. 
Willie looked at me a little worriedly, 

and the driver twisted around, just in case I 
was as screwy as I sounded. 

“I mean I know what’s been bothering 
me all along,” I said. “The one thing that 
wasn’t right in the whole business.”  

“Give,” Willie said. 
I shook my head. “I’m going to give 

the thing a going over. Then, I’ll unravel it 
for you.”  

We swung into Lorimore’s driveway 
just then or I think Willie would have tried 
to beat it out of me. 

A long, black hearse was just pulling 
away from the curb. That would be Mr. 
Lorimore leaving, I decided. 

We found Barbara Lorimore and Alvin 
in the living room, talking to Ed Franks. 
The big detective saw me and started for 
me. Willie halted him in a hurry with his 
upraised palm. 

“It’s all right, Ed,” he said, “you can 
iron out your differences with Pat later. 
Let’s see what he knows about this 
business first.”  

I snapped a quick question at Barbara. 
I didn’t have too much time, and Willie 
could go just so far. 

“Why was your father willing to pay 
out fifty thousand dollars to a blackmailer? 
What was he trying to hide?”  

Barbara thought about it for a long 
time. She looked at Alvin whose thin, 
good looking face was sullen. 

“You don’t have to answer any 
questions, darling,” he told her. “The 
police have the killer. I think you ought to 
keep father’s secret.”  

Barbara’s face twisted with pain and I 
thought she was going to cry. But she 

stiffened then and had it licked.  
“My father was Arnold N. Lanning,” 

she said simply. And then, the whole dirty 
business made sense. 

Arnold N. Lanning had been the head 
of a utilities syndicate that went bust, 
dragging its investors into the gutter of 
disaster and disgrace. Four years ago, 
Lanning had taken a powder with most of 
the dough, and the cops all over the world 
were looking for him. 

“That’s what the blackmailer had 
discovered?” I pressed. 

She nodded. “My father was told to 
put the money in a vase and a man would 
come at ten last night to collect it. You 
came and he gave it to you.”  

“One more thing,” I said swiftly. 
“Why did your father call the police after 
he’d given me the money?”  

Her hand went out and caressed 
Alvin’s arm. Her eyes pleaded with him 
for sympathy. He was glowering. 

“After you started the car for us, and 
we knew it would run, we came inside. 
My father was in a rage. I told him I knew 
what it was all about and that I’d seen the 
note he got.” She paused. 

“You see, he’d wanted the money for 
me, and if he was caught now, it meant 
that the courts would take everything away 
from us and give it back to the people 
who’d lost so much when Daddy ran 
away.”  

I hurried things along a little. 
“So when he found out you knew all 

about it, he let you talk him into 
confessing and having me arrested. 
Right?”  

 
ARBARA nodded and the tears came 
then. 

“That’s all I need to know,” I said 
flatly. 

Willie Hopp was watching me, a tiny 
smile on his face. He saw the picture just 

B



SHAKEDOWN SHAMUS 11

as quickly as I did. Ed Franks got out his 
gun and made a grab for Alvin. Barbara’s 
boy friend bounded away from Ed and 
started for the door. Willie didn’t make a 
move. He let me go after Alvin. 

I got him just before he made the front 
door. He never would have gotten away 
because cops were standing outside, but I 
had unfinished business with Alvin. I dove 
right for his legs and brought him down. 
He moved with the quick desperation of 
terror. I rolled on top of him and swashed 
my fist into his pretty face. He twisted like 
a snake, dodging my fists and trying to get 
out from under me. 

In the background, Barbara was 
screaming, feet were pounding, and Willie 
Hopp was smoking his corncob with 
placid unconcern. Ed Franks had his gun 
on Alvin, but nobody moved. I finally 
connected with the guy’s sharp chin and 
put him out for a while. Ed Franks pulled 
me away from him. 

“I had plans for you,” he said amiably. 
“I was going to even up the score you have 
with me, but I think I’ll let it go. Alvin 
don’t look too good.”  

He was right, the blond boy’s 
handsome face was smashed up. Alvin 
stirred and Ed slipped bracelets on his 
wrists. 

“Please,” Barbara pleaded, brokenly, 
“don’t hurt Alvin. He didn’t do anything.”  

Willie took out the corncob and faced 
her. 

“I’m sorry, Miss,” he said very gently, 
“but he’s the man who killed your father.” 

Barbara’s big blue eyes widened and 
misery showed in their depths. 

“Oh, no,” she said piteously. 
Willie nodded. 
“It had to be Alvin,” I told her. “He 

wanted to marry you, but he didn’t have 
too much money.” I guessed at that 
because of the car he drove, and Barbara’s 
face told me I was right. 

“Somehow, he found out who your 
father really was, and he cooked up the 
blackmail grab. He got Crane, or whatever 
his name was, to collect it for him. But 
Crane got cold feet and hired me to do the 
job. I came here and picked up the vase 
and the money. 

“Alvin had purposely brought you 
home early and shut the motor off. He 
pretended it wouldn’t start and opened up 
the hood long enough to pull the coil wire 
out of place. That’s the one thing that was 
wrong. I fixed the car for you, but I didn’t 
think too much about it then. Never before 
had I ever seen a coil wire fall out of place 
by itself. It had to be pulled out.”  

Barbara sank slowly into a chair, belief 
finally spreading across her face. 

“He did get out and do something 
inside the engine,” she recalled. “I told 
him my real name, when we got engaged.”  

Alvin was conscious now and glaring 
at us. His face was shriveled up with hate. 

“He saw that the payoff had been 
made,” I resumed, “then he went to meet 
Crane in his hotel. But Crane had turned 
rat. So he killed him. Too, he knew, after 
your father called the police, that he’d 
made a bad mistake in blackmailing him, 
for he was due to lose the dough you 
would have inherited from your father. He 
knew that you’d be penniless if your father 
ever confessed to the cops, so he tried to 
forestall that by killing your father.”  

Barbara identified Crane for us. He 
was Alvin’s pal. Crane had met her father 
once. 

“Where’s the fifty grand?” Willie 
Hopp demanded. 

 
D FRANKS took a turn on the 
bracelets. Alvin yelped painfully. 

“You heard the inspector,” Ed said, 
“where’s the fifty thousand dollars?” He 
took another turn and Alvin screamed. 

“It’s hidden in the car,” he cried 
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hurriedly, “in the glove compartment.”  
Ed went through him and got the car 

keys. A few minutes later, a harness bull 
came back with the paper wrapped bundle. 

There was a small commotion at the 
door, and Kitty came in. Briefly, I gave 
her the story. 

“You chump!” she snapped at me. 
“You worked it out and all you get is two 
hundred dollars out of the whole thing!”  

Willie Hopp was comforting Barbara. 
He looked at Kitty then. 

“There’s a ten thousand dollar reward 
for finding Lanning,” he announced. “I 

can’t claim it, so I guess Pat will get it.” 
He grinned as he saw Kitty melt. 

She tugged me toward the front door. 
“Now we can get married,” she said 

happily. 
One of the cops was trying to get a 

police car to start. I thought about giving 
him a hand. Kitty guessed it. 

“Nothing doing, brother!” she said. 
“From now on, if you want to fix 
something, you concentrate on our own 
home.”  

It was good advice. I kissed Kitty and 
decided to take it. 

 


