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This Murder’s On Me 
By C. S. Montanye 

 
When Johnny and his heart-throb Libby see the shooting 

of Mrs. Haviland, it puts them in line for death, with 
only one out—to solve the mystery and nab the killer! 

 
CHAPTER I 

 
SOME GIVE, SOME GET 

 
T LOOKED more like the subway rush 
hour than the Charity Dance, Bazaar and 
Fish Fry given by that wealthy widow, 

Mrs. Stanfield Haviland, for her pet project, 
the aged and destitute musicians. 

Everybody from the Blue Book, the 
telephone book and the handbook, had 
crowded into the Drury-Plaza’s grand 
ballroom for the tea party. Supreme Court 
judges rubbed shins with petty pickpockets. 
Society dowagers admired the scenery worn 
by dime store shop-girls. Dizzy little debs 
drooled at Forty-second Street muscle men. 

Democracy lived! 
Libby Hart, my Moment of Joy, had been 

hired to handle the publicity for the fracas. Lib 
had done a knock-down-drag-out job. For 
three weeks she had sprayed the metropolitan 
dailies with copy. It hadn’t gone to waste. I 
saw that the minute I stashed the dicer and 
flogger and went on an expedition to find my 
dream girl. 

Finding Lib in the mad and merry mob 
was like trying to count your change at a two-
dollar mutuel window. Before I’d gone three 
feet into the ballroom I’d been tackled twice, 
assaulted, battered, bruised and black-and-
blued.  

Mrs. Stanfield Haviland had the place of 
honor in a box at the far end of the playing 
field. She was a lot of woman. Ten years 
previous, “Stanny” Haviland, an ex-polo 
player and retired bottle man, had left her a 
couple of railroads, half the state of Arizona 
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and a few million bucks in frosty cash, when 
he had obligingly tossed off his last triple 
Scotch and gone to a better world. 

But this wasn’t the only occasion recently 
that the fat lady - had made the front page of 
the New York Orbit, the sheet for which I 
composed items of interest to sports lovers. At 
that time her headlines hadn’t been concerned 
with needy flute players. As I recalled it, Mrs. 
Haviland had been reached for eighty 
thousand dollars in jewelry.  

It had happened shortly before she had 
flown down to Florida a couple of months 
ago. I remembered the details vaguely. A 
couple of masked gentlemen, equipped with 
guns, had stepped into the Haviland 
apartment. When they left they had with them 
a small alligator satchel containing the glitter. 
Mrs. Haviland, later, had informed the cops 
that she had been in the act of transporting the 
satchel of shine to a safe-deposit box when it 
happened. 

As far as I knew, not a carat of the 
Haviland diamonds had been retrieved. 

 
LSO in the box, I had a worm’s-eye view 
of a tidbit with long brown hair and a 

glowing skin. A good looking babe in the 
early twenties, done up in a silver evening 
gown and a little fur cape. She was sitting 
there, looking bored. I had a chance for a 
double glance when, the next moment, I saw 
Mrs. Hart’s favorite daughter, Libby, bobbing 
and weaving in my direction. 

“Johnny! Isn’t it wonderful!” I managed to 
pry Libby loose from three or four people 
running interference for her, got her into a 
cleared spot and split a kiss two ways. 
“Johnny—you’ll ruin my make-up!”  

Her dark eyes sparkled excitedly. I looked 
her over. The doll in the box with Mrs. 
Haviland could stay there, I decided. The girl 
friend was something to look forward to and 
backward on! 

“A great night for hungry ‘cellists, honey. 
What time do you knock off?” I asked. 

Libby looked at the watch I’d given her on 
her last birthday. It said eleven-thirty which 
meant it was a quarter past ten. 

“As soon as Mrs. Haviland leaves. I’m to 
get my check then.”  

“Dance?”  
“The foot in the iron shoe?” She bore it 

bravely. “I suppose I’ll have to do something 
to repay you for coming, Johnny. Lead on!”  

The dance floor, waxed and slippery, was 
full of knees and elbows. The band boys were 
beating out a samba. The beauty of it was you 
couldn’t hear the music and you couldn’t 
dance. I held Lib tight, and looked her over 
admiringly. 

Dark green on her was becoming. So were 
her little gold-strapped slippers. So were a pair 
of warm, red lips. 

We jostled along until we were opposite 
Mrs. Haviland’s box. Libby’s employer raised 
the dirty look on the stick she carried, smiled 
and nodded. The cutie beside her yawned. 

“Who’s the weary woman?” I flicked an 
eye in the direction of Brownie.  

“Mrs. Haviland’s personal secretary. Her 
name is Helen Allison. From there on, I’m 
completely out of information.”  

I knew what she meant. 
We shuffled on. Half a city block more 

and, on the side-lines, I caught a glimpse of a 
familiar pan. It belonged to a character named 
Paul Daven, a fuzzy-eared, heavy foreheaded 
delinquent who right-handed for a party 
named Ray Perona. 

Daven knew me. I’d seen him around the 
Broadway spots, at the Garden pushover 
carnivals and the Yankee Stadium. He tipped 
a nod and waved a hand when he caught my 
glance. 

“Who’s the ape man?” Libby asked, with 
some curiosity. “You know more amusing 
people, Johnny.”  

“He’s no comic.” I clipped it off short. 
“He’s a man of extinction. He grinds for Ray 
Perona, and if you’re not up on your 
underworld, Perona’s one of our most 
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charming vice overlords. Ray deals in 
anything from arson to whatever starts with 
Z—without missing a dime in between.”  

Libby shuddered. “And you can’t 
understand why I worry about you?”  

At the far end of the ballroom was a big 
banner that read, “Give, So They May Get!” It 
was half obscured by tobacco smoke, but its 
meaning was obvious enough. Half a dozen 
Campfire Gals, attractive enough to start a 
blaze anywhere, sat at a long table and 
accepted contributions. 

Libby smiled as she danced me up to the 
payoff. 

“For destitute drummers, Johnny,” she 
cooed. “Give!”  

“Now I know why they call them trap 
drummers.” I parted company with a fin and 
steered the Number One Charmer over to a 
convenient beverage booth. 

Libby said, “I’m to meet Mrs. Haviland in 
her room in about twenty minutes-to get my 
check. Then you can take me home. Unless, of 
course, you’re having fun.”  

The stout lady’s suite was on the fourth 
floor of the hotel. I tagged along when we got 
out of a velvet-quiet elevator. In a public 
foyer, opposite the elevator shaft, Libby told 
me to wait and went on—two doors down. 

 
 SAW the door open and got a flash of the 
brown-haired girl in the silver dress. She 

murmured, “Oh, yes, Miss Hart. Come in. 
Mrs. Haviland has your check ready.” Libby 
disappeared. 

As she went in I had the impression I 
wasn’t alone. 

Seated across the foyer was a little guy 
who had the look of a mortician. Or maybe it 
was the plain black suit he wore, the white 
shirt and the stringy tie. 

His hair, parted exactly in the middle, was 
a crinkly, mousy tan. I didn’t like the face that 
went with the ensemble for it was thin to the 
point of boniness. The skin, drawn tightly 
across it, was a chalky gray. He had big 

square, yellowish teeth and a dreamy 
expression. 

He looked at me, I looked at him. 
Somewhere, sometime, I had seen him before. 
From the glance he gave me I knew he’d seen 
and recognized me. I let it go, fumbled for a 
cigarette and was prowling around the hall 
when the door of the Haviland suite opened 
again. 

The generously upholstered, rich widow, 
with the secretary on one side and Libby 
slightly in the foreground, began to come out. 
I had the impression the little guy who looked 
like an unhappy undertaker had gotten up 
from his chair and had walked over to the 
head of the stairs. 

I stood waiting for Miss Hart to make me 
acquainted with her pals, but no introduction 
was forthcoming. 

Suddenly I saw Libby’s black eyes widen. 
A funny expression flashed across her face. 
The rose-red lips opened but no sound came 
out of them. I jerked my own head around to 
see what had promoted Miss Hart’s emotion. 

What I saw sent a shiver racing up my 
spine! 

The party with the pale face, in the black 
suit, had a gun in his hand. The hall light 
glinted along its blue-steel barrel. As I looked, 
the rod swept up and went off with a snarling 
cough. 

The little man didn’t wait for results. 
Before you could say, “This murder’s on me!” 
he was out of sight—down the stairs! 

I heard Libby’s scream mingling with 
Helen Allison’s choked exclamation, then a 
soft thud, the same sound that might come if 
you dumped a load of laundry on a carpeted 
floor. 

Only it wasn’t laundry. 
Doors were beginning to open along the 

corridor. I heard voices and saw people 
stepping out of their rooms. But that was only 
a hazy impression. 

What was real and distinct was the figure 
of Mrs. Stanfield Haviland crumpled on the 
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floor, one pudgy hand pressed over her heart, 
a significant red ooze trickling through her 
fingers. 

She was staring directly up at the ceiling. 
But I knew that she couldn’t see it. She 
couldn’t see anything—Libby’s horrified face 
or the expression on the countenance of the 
brown-haired girl. 

I didn’t have to be a medical examiner to 
understand that the Grim Reaper had gotten in 
his final licks. 

Mrs. Haviland was permanently dead! 
 

CHAPTER II 
 

OR ELSE 
 

OMICIDE detectives arrived shortly 
thereafter. 

Captain Fred Mullin, together with 
Lieutenant Larry Hartley, Dave Wheeler and 
the rest of his entourage, barged in and took 
charge. More than twice in the past I’d tangled 
with the head of Homicide. The Captain, a 
fishy-eyed, stockily built copper of the old 
school, enjoyed my company just as much as 
if I were a rattler under his pillow. 

Once, in the dear, dead but not forgotten 
past, I had printed some harsh words 
concerning one of the Mullin blunders. He had 
put the arm on an innocent bystander, in a 
grog shop shooting, and wouldn’t listen to an 
alibi.  

Through the medium of the Orbit I had 
written things that required asbestos earmuffs, 
concerning the stupidity of some officials, and 
the stolid Captain had never forgiven me. 

When it came to remembering, Mullin had 
elephants looking like absentminded 
university professors! 

He flatfooted out of the lift, looked at the 
untouched body of the wealthy Mrs. Haviland, 
stabbed Libby with one eye, the Allison broad 
with the other and brought both to focus on 
me. 

“So it’s you, Castle!” You could have cut 
his contempt with a wooden knife. “It’s gotten 
so that every time there’s a murder in this 
town, you’re in on it, grinning like a jack—
jack—”  

“Jackal.” 
“I can’t take it!” He let out a roar that 

shook the plaster. “I’m going to complain to 
the Commissioner. You’re in my hair and 
under my feet.”  

“Plenty of room there,” I murmured 
politely. “Do me a favor, Captain. Listen to 
our stories and then turn us loose so I can take 
these jittery janes home.”  

“Get over there and sit down.” Mullin 
jerked a thumb in the direction of the foyer 
chairs. “You and your dames!”  

For the next twenty minutes I cooled my 
rubber heels while Mullin had the deceased 
Mrs. Haviland taken into her suite. “Doc” 
Bagby, the bored medical examiner, followed 
to earn his fee, Larry Hartley wandered over 
to ask a few preliminary questions and another 
twenty minutes passed before Mullin, sizzling 
around the edges, hotfooted out to stage his 
usual routine inquiry. 

He took Libby first and pumped her dry. 
Then the Allison girl. Then—me.  

“Okay, Castle. So you saw the killer. How 
do I know you weren’t in cahoots with him? 
How do I know it wasn’t a frame—between 
him and you—to blast the lady out!” 

“For what purpose, Captain?” I smiled 
naively. “What possible motive could I have?”  

“Give me a complete description of the 
murderer!” Mullin growled. “Never mind the 
gags. You’re all the comedy I need, just 
looking at you. Talk!”  

It was almost one o’clock when the 
Captain said we could go, with instructions 
not to take a trip out of town. 

“As for you, Castle,” he said, pointing a 
stubby finger, “I’m not through with you yet. 
You know more about this than you’re letting 
on.”  

H 



THIS MURDER’S ON ME 5

“How much do you pay the little guy?” I 
asked.  

“What little guy?”  
“The one who sits in that vacancy under 

your scalp and thinks up the smart cracks you 
make.”  

We left him smoldering and took an 
elevator down to the lobby. A funereal 
atmosphere pervaded the hostelry, shocked 
disbelief that anything as vulgar as murder 
could have been committed on its aristocratic 
premises. 

The doorman whistled for a taxi, I 
followed the ladies into it, the longhaired Miss 
Allison giving the driver her address. That 
was a half mile down Lexington Avenue. 

Mrs. Haviland’s secretary was nervous 
and agitated. All the time Mullin had grilled 
her she had suffered from the shakes, and 
now, beside me on the cab’s worn upholstery, 
I could feel her trembling through the short fur 
cape. 

 
HEN we reached her place, Helen 
Allison thanked me in a low, tight tone 

and disembarked. She ducked into an old-
fashioned apartment building without a 
backward glance. 

“There,” I said to Lib, “goes a girl with a 
bad case of scare.”  

“Why not? How would you like to have 
your employer shot?” Libby’s starry eyes 
looked at me through the semi-gloom. 

“Mine’s half-shot most of the time.”  
Libby went on seriously, “You know, 

Johnny, it’s a lucky thing that she didn’t stop 
that bullet.”  

“How do you mean?”  
“You didn’t see—you were looking at the 

man with the gun,” Libby said. “Just before he 
fired it, Miss Allison leaned over to take Mrs. 
Haviland’s arm. If she hadn’t done that she 
might have been the one who died.”  

I frowned. I was still turning what the girl 
friend had disclosed over in my mind when 
we reached her home address. She shook her 

head at my suggestion.  
“No, you can’t come up for a beer, 

Johnny. I’ve had enough excitement for one 
night.”  

The cab rolled me across town. My own 
cubbyhole was in the general direction of the 
Winter Garden, half a block from the well 
advertised Street of Song. I let the hackie and 
his vehicle go when I arrived there and fished 
around for a key.  

I was putting it in the door when a dark 
figure detached itself from the shadows of the 
vestibule and loomed up beside me.  

“Hello, kid. I was wondering how long 
that fat moose Mullin would lean on your 
ear.” 

It was gloomy, but not enough to obscure 
the big-eared Paul Daven. Paulie grinned at 
my start of surprise and tossed a nod in a 
southerly direction. 

“The boss wants to gab with you, Castle. 
Private and personal. Right now.”  

“At this time of night?” 
“Right now,” Daven repeated, softly.  
I knew what he meant. Paulie’s right hand 

had slipped into his coat pocket. Something 
that wasn’t a pipe stem made a bulge in the 
wool. Daven didn’t smoke a pipe. He was 
more the marihuana type. 

A second glance at the urge in his serge 
and I said, “All right. Where is he?” 

“Over at his office.”  
Daven headed me down the stem. 
Broadway lights were winking out. 

Theaters had closed a couple of hours past, 
their marquees were dark. Traffic had slowed 
to a trickle. All the gay scissor-grinders and 
other cut-ups were in the night resorts. 

We walked about five blocks before we 
turned into the Morrison Building. 

That big load of stone was not far from the 
Astor’s bar. One elevator, skippered by an 
operator who looked like an owl, was on duty 
for the convenience of tenants bothered by 
insomnia. He took us to the tenth floor. 

A minute later I was going through a door 
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gold-leafed with the words, R. Perona—
Investments. 

It was a fairly large office with double 
windows staring down on the boulevard. 
Photos of box-fighters were on the walls—
autographed. There were plenty of women in 
frames, too. I knew something about Perona’s 
reputation with the gentle sex. 

Ray fancied himself as a Casanova of 
cuddly cuties, Longacre’s gift to dames with a 
yen for Cadillac convertibles and ranch-grown 
mink coats. 

On his desk, when I went closer, I noticed 
one such picture had a place of honor in a 
silver frame. It was a colored photograph of a 
doll with shimmering gold curls and smiling 
eyes. I gave it a quick gander before I shifted 
my gaze to the party who had sent for me. 

Perona lounged in a tipped-back chair, 
performing some kind of art work on his nails 
with a paper-cutter. The heels of forty-dollar 
custom-built shoes were on the glass edge of 
his desk. 

In between the V they made, I had a 
glimpse of his swarthy, smooth-skinned face 
and bright, snaky eyes, his small, pursed 
mouth, lobeless ears and kinky, inky hair. 

 
ERONA, the kind who went in for ermine 
sports shirts and sable slacks, discarded 

the paper-cutter when Daven closed the door 
behind us. 

The tipped-back chair went level, the 
brogans slapped the floor. The snaky eyes 
darted over me. 

“Hello, Castle. Glad Paul found you. 
Good.”  

Daven propped himself up against one 
wall. I looked Perona over cautiously, and 
asked: 

“What’s the ache, Ray?”  
“Meaning why are you here?” The small, 

pursed mouth grinned. “Thought I’d ask you 
down for a little visit. I understand you were 
up at Drury-Plaza to-night, at that musicians’ 
benefit.”  

“That’s right.”  
“I hear,” Perona went on, “how some rich 

lady got a package. You were standing by 
when it happened?”  

It hit me like forked lightning then. The 
little guy with the embalmer’s look! The lad 
wearing the black suit and the blue-steel 
shooter. I had wondered where I’d seen him 
before. Now I knew. 

He was one of Perona’s pals! 
“Yes, I saw it happen.”  
“What did you tell Mullin?” Perona’s grin 

faded. “I mean, in the way of a description?”  
“I told him what I saw, naturally.”  
Ray Perona’s smooth-skinned face 

hardened. “You shouldn’t have done that, 
Castle.” His voice was like oil. “You should 
have known better—you’ve been around. And 
don’t tell me you had to. A two-months-old 
child can stall Mullin plenty. Bad, Castle.”  

He shook his head. Across the room, Paul 
Daven left off rubbing his ears and nodded. I 
felt a funny, feathery feeling in the pit of my 
stomach. 

I knew a lot about Ray Perona. He was a 
super-sharpie. If he hadn’t been, he wouldn’t 
have gotten where he was—a top bracket 
operator owning a chain of ale houses, East 
Side property, a couple of second-hand auto 
lots, a string of prize-fighters, and a number of 
pawn shops. 

I knew something else. The fancy dressed 
character in the desk chair had a hand deep in 
the muddy pool of crime. 

He kept the snaky eyes on me, while he 
said, “Look, Castle. Maybe the cops will pick 
Georgie Zix up. Maybe not. If they do they’ll 
want an identification. I wouldn’t oblige, 
Castle, if I were you. I mean, if I liked 
breathing and wanted to continue doing it. 
Catch the idea?”  

“I think so.”  
“And the dolls you were with.” Perona 

added. “That sweet face you chase around 
with. You could pass the word to her. It goes 
the same for her as for you. That’s all. Thanks 
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for dropping in. See you around.” 
Ten minutes later I was back at my place, 

not feeling any too happy. 
 

CHAPTER III 
 

NOBODY ANSWERS 
 
ILL JAMISON, star reporter and 
specialist in feature stories concerning 

death by violence, had put the murder of the 
wealthy Mrs. Stanfield Haviland on the front 
page of the Orbit.  

I shared it with a doughnut and a cup of 
coffee the next morning in my favorite 
cafeteria. 

According to Bill, the killer had walked 
out of the Drury-Plaza without leaving a clue. 
Jamison mentioned Libby, the Allison frill and 
me, by name, saying that all three of us had 
given a description of the man to the police. 

That, of course, meant that the glacier-
eyed Mullin would be asking us down to 
Headquarters shortly for a gander at the 
Gallery daguerreotypes. 

I read on. 
Jamison said there was no apparent motive 

for Mrs. Haviland’s demise. According to her 
secretary, the rich widow had been free from 
enemies. Almost her entire career had been 
devoted to charity, good deeds. Why anyone 
should go gunning for her was inconceivable. 

There was a mention of the jewel theft, 
just a line or two touching on the eighty-grand 
lift. Apparently, Centre Street wasn’t attaching 
much importance to the fact that Mrs. 
Stanfield Haviland’s departure from earthly 
matters had followed so closely on the heels 
of the robbery. 

Personally, I disagreed with that theory. 
Since the previous night, and my 

command appearance at Ray Perona’s office, I 
had done some deep and fancy thinking. I got 
up from my armchair without finishing the 
coffee and, paying my check, hurried to the 
newspaper plant. 

Jamison’s desk was empty when I went 
past it. The morning’s mail had been dumped 
on mine, the usual assortment of press-agent 
blurbs, glossy photographs of sockologists, 
letters, bills, press tickets and all the other 
junk that made the day of a sports reporter 
complete. 

But somehow I wasn’t in the mood to sift 
through it. 

I went down to the Orbit’s morgue and got 
out the file on the recent jewel theft. I read all 
I could lay my eyes on, but it didn’t tell me 
too much. Still, I had an in, worrisome though 
it was. 

George Zix, another character of the 
Paulie Daven caliber, had taken care of the 
sharpshooting. That raised a question. Had Zix 
done it on his own or under orders—the orders 
of Perona, the party he ran with? 

It didn’t seem likely that Zix would go out 
for target practise on his own. That meant 
Perona was behind the killing. But why would 
Perona want Mrs. H. slain? 

“Why,” I said to myself, “unless Ray was 
the one who grabbed the Haviland gems, 
valued at eighty grand.”  

That made sense. Yet, it raised another 
large interrogation point. If Ray had 
engineered the heist, why send a hired 
marksman around to bump off the victim of 
the snatch? From what I’d just read, the 
Haviland gems had been amply and 
sufficiently covered by insurance. The only 
headache in the affair was that suffered by the 
Universal Indemnity, the company holding the 
policy and the bag.  

Back at my desk, still brooding, I reached 
for the telephone when the bell jingled. 

Beth Wheaton, the knock-kneed Grable of 
the outside switchboard, sprayed me with her 
best Brooklynese: 

“Good morning, Mr. Castle. I guess I 
didn’t see you when you came in. Or maybe 
you were bending over. Thanks for them 
tickets to the basketball game. My boy friend 
took me last night.”  
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“So you’ve got a boy friend? What’s the 
matter with him?”  

“What do you mean, what’s the matter 
with him?”  

“Let it go, sweetheart. Who have a you got 
on the other end of the wire?”  

“The police!” Beth giggled, and pushed 
plugs. 

The dulcet, sand-papered tones of Mullin 
drifted across the wire. 

“Castle? I want you at Headquarters 
within an hour. You and your lady friends.”  

“For a look at the Gallery? Okay. We’ll try 
to make it. Always glad to do a friend a 
favor.” 

 
 HUNG up before he could turn on the 
vitriol and asked Beth to buzz Libby Hart. 

“Johnny, cookie. Orders from His 
Highness. They want us at Headquarters. 
You’d better call Miss Allison. We can pick 
her up on our way down.”  

Twenty minutes after that Libby was 
climbing into the taxi I’d chartered. 

“I couldn’t get Helen Allison,” Libby said. 
“Her phone didn’t answer.”  

We pointed downtown. 
“Pay attention, babe. This, what I’m about 

to say, has a lot of bearing on whether or not 
I’ll have dates with you in the future. How 
well did you see that homicidal handyman of 
Perona’s last night, the one who perforated 
Mrs. Haviland?”  

Libby’s big dark eyes widened. “Why, I 
saw him perfectly! I’d know him again 
anywhere.”  

“No, darling,” I disagreed, “you wouldn’t. 
And, if his picture should come up in the 
rogues we’re about to look at, you’re going to 
pass him without a flicker of recognition.” 

I told her about my interview with Ray 
Perona. Libby listened, registering extreme 
panic. 

“Johnny, this is terrible! Why don’t you 
tell Captain Mullin?”  

“Quiet. For one thing, Perona’s in the 

clear. Mullin hasn’t any charge against him. A 
pinch of Perona by the cops would only get us 
all ‘accidentally’ exterminated, with the 
greatest of ease and pleasure.”  

“Then—what?” 
“Let me handle this in my own way. We’ll 

look at the mugs and we won’t recognize Mr. 
Zix, no matter if he opens his yap and says 
‘Howdy, folks.’ Say nothing to Mullin, 
beyond what you’ve already told him, and 
don’t worry. I have a feeling things are going 
to work out all right.” 

But that was strictly for morale. Hers! I 
didn’t feel that things were going to work out 
all right. All I felt was numb, with Perona a 
step behind me, and a couple of professional 
trigger artists waiting for his nod to get busy 
making more cold meat. 

Mullin, with his usual morning gripe, had 
all the savoir faire of an annoyed buzzard. He 
didn’t even bother to smother the scorch for 
Libby. 

“Where’s the other dame?” Mullin 
grunted. “There were three of you last night.” 

“Miss Allison wasn’t home,” Libby said, 
sweetly. 

“Yeah?” The Captain made a note on his 
desk pad. He smiled like a vulture. “When I 
say stick around, I don’t mean powder. 
C’mon, I want you to look at the tintypes and 
if possible find the party who killed Mrs. 
Haviland last night.”  

Zix, Perona’s gun-bearer, came up after 
we had skimmed through a couple of dozen 
countenances that bore no resemblance to 
Cary Grant. I felt Libby stiffen. Her knee 
touched mine, but her pretty pan didn’t change 
its expression. 

Casually, we let Georgie Zix slide by. 
However, before he disappeared, I grabbed 

a quick survey of his pedigree. It wasn’t blue 
ribbon. I had just time enough to see that he 
was a second offender, had done a stretch at 
the Big House, and also used the monicker, 
Bob Kirk. 

“Don’t place him, Captain,” I said to 
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Mullin, when the snapshot tour concluded. 
Mullin turned to Libby. “How about you?”  
She shook her head. “No, I’m sure he 

wasn’t in there.”  
She lied like a lady and Mullin, after 

dividing a glare equally between us, shrugged 
his bulky shoulders. 

“Okay. What I said last night still goes. 
You two stay handy. If I pick anybody up, I’ll 
need you both for identification.”  

I hid a shiver, remembering my stop-off at 
the Morrison Building, before I said, “Mind 
telling me what you have got, Captain? In the 
interests of the Fourth Estate, of course.” 

 
HE Homicide chieftain made a noise deep 
in his throat. “All I’ve got to tell you is 

this, Castle. Keep your nose out of this one! If 
I find you messing around I’m going to book 
you for obstructing justice. I’ll show you 
who’s running this department.” 

We started back uptown in another taxi. 
“Good gal,” I murmured approvingly, 

when I moved closer to my love interest. 
“There he was, leering at us, and you didn’t 
move a muscle!”  

“I’m scared, Johnny.” Her voice had a 
tremble in it. “What’s going to happen now? 
What are you going to do?”  

“Me? Nothing. Nothing, that is,” I told 
her, “more important than tripping Mr. Zix 
and putting a tangle on him. This isn’t like 
most homicides I’ve romped through. In the 
others the killer was unknown. This time he 
was out in front from the start. Strangely 
enough, that fact makes it a lot tougher than if 
I didn’t know him at all.” 

Libby pressed her ruby red lips together. 
“You will be careful, Johnny?”  

“I’ve got to get Zix—and the motive—
before Zix gets me. How, I wouldn’t know. 
When and where, I wouldn’t know. But it’s 
got to be done if I’m to stay healthy. Which 
reminds me, I want to go into conference with 
the brown-haired secretary, Helen Allison. I 
have a hunch she can tell me something about 

Mrs. Haviland’s jewel loss that might clear up 
a few things concerning Ray Perona.”  

I left Libby at Saks-Fifth Avenue to spend 
some of her recent earnings and went on back 
to the newspaper. 

Shortly before five, that afternoon, I blew 
a kiss to Beth Wheaton and took the trail to 
Lexington Avenue and the old fashioned 
apartment building where we had dropped the 
agitated Helen Allison the night before. 

Her name was over a mail box in a stucco 
vestibule. The front door was hooked back so 
anybody could enter at any time. I went up to 
the second floor and thumbed the bell at the 
Allison apartment. I could hear it ringing 
inside, but nothing happened. Nobody came to 
open the door. Finally, I decided the brown-
haired beauty must have moved and was 
turning away when I heard steps coming up 
the stairs. 

Before I could do anything about it, I saw 
a familiar face rise above the top step. 

The next moment Lieutenant Larry 
Hartley wheezed his way up to the landing. A 
thin, sarcastic smile began to twist his lips. 

“Well, Johnny, so we’re both calling on 
the same party.”  

“In vain, for she’s not home,” I said. “Help 
yourself to the bell if you don’t believe me.”  

Hartley didn’t. He kept his finger on it for 
a couple of minutes. Then he shrugged and his 
smile faded. 

“I want to talk to you, Castle. I understand 
the Captain warned you to stay out of this 
thing. He don’t like to be crossed up. Neither 
do I. Let’s go somewhere and discuss it!” 

 
CHAPTER IV 

 
BLUE ORCHID 

 
HE “somewhere” was a beer stube across 
the street.  
We put leather on a well shined brass rail, 

Hartley spun a half buck piece on the wet 
mahogany and a harried barman combed foam 

T
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before he sailed a pair of schooners across to 
us. 

“Let’s get down to cases, Johnny. The gal 
in that apartment house across the way didn’t 
show up at Headquarters this morning. Where 
is she?”  

“How would I know, Lieutenant?”  
Hartley’s stare was the kind that made you 

feel your bones were showing. He sampled his 
malt-and-hops, put the glass down and shook 
his head. 

“Look, pal. We’ve known each other for 
quite a space. Don’t let’s have anything spoil a 
beautiful friendship at this late date. Where’d 
the babe go? If you don’t know, you can tell 
me why you were calling on her.”  

“Personal matter.” I made it sound 
careless. “Nothing to do with the murder.”  

“You’re staying with that?”  
“I’m afraid so.”  
Hartley sighed. “I guess we’d better take a 

run downtown and let Mullin iron this out, 
Johnny. You’ve evidently got yourself mixed 
up. This is murder, not a feature bout at the 
Garden or a varsity basketball tussle. Finish 
your froth and we’ll journey.”  

“All right.” I said it indifferently. “You 
can’t put a guy in the clink because he calls on 
a friend of his fiancée. If your fatheaded boss 
tries to toss me around, I’ll print more stuff 
about him and cause more hilarity—and 
indignation—than the other squib produced. 
Wait’ll I wash my hands and I’ll be right with 
you.”  

The washroom was a flight down. I had a 
choice of three exits. 

One was enough. 
In less than five minutes I was around the 

corner and on the rear seat of a taxi parked 
there. 

“Where to, Senator?” The driver jammed 
the flag down and woke the motor with a kick. 

“Over to Broadway, the Morrison 
Building,” I directed. 

But Perona wasn’t in his office. 

Instead, a dumpy girl who wore tortoise 
cheaters and had fun with her bubble gum 
said, “Mr. Perona’s at the Blue Orchid.”  

The picture on the desk caught my eye. I 
looked at it again—at the golden curls and the 
laughing eyes and lips. At the dimple near the 
right corner of her curved mouth. 

“Blue Orchid. One of Mr. Perona’s side 
lines?”  

“He only bought it the day before 
yesterday,” Miss Dumpy explained before I 
thanked her and blew. 

The floral exhibit mentioned was, I knew, 
a cheap nighterie on the fringe of the theater 
district. It stood a couple of doors in from 
Eighth Avenue, a three-story building smeared 
with a big garish sign that grew neon flowers 
in a garden of girls. 

It was one of those traps where you wiped 
your feet on the front door mat, walked in and 
were handed a bill for a Threshold Charge. 

I wandered half a block before I turned 
around and started for the Blue Orchid. A 
vague, crazy idea was beginning to shape up 
in the back of my mind. Anything, I knew, 
could happen in the carefree underworld of the 
big town, particularly when murder was on the 
loose! 

In a drug store telephone booth, I traded a 
nickel for the voice of the operator in the Pine 
Street office of the Universal Indemnity 
Company. She put me through to the proper 
person. 

“Castle of the Orbit,” I murmured. “Could 
you let us have some information about the 
Mrs. Stanfield Haviland jewel robbery?”  

“What do you want to know?”  
“Was the policy paid?”  
“The claim hasn’t been settled,” came 

back. “It’s under investigation. I suggest you 
talk with the late Mrs. Haviland’s attorney.”  

“One thing more.” I let it out slowly. “Was 
there any suggestion of collusion or—” 

“You’d better come down here and see 
me. We don’t give information of this kind on 
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the telephone. My name’s Baker, Edgar 
Baker. See me.”  

I continued on to the Blue Orchid. 
The Blue Orchid’s main entrance was 

closed and locked. The place wouldn’t open 
until after dusk, but a shut door never stopped 
any of the Castle family. I knew there was a 
side entrance somewhere for the convenience 
of the hired help. I hunted around and found it 
down a narrow, odoriferous alley. 

I walked into semi-gloom. 
A flight of stairs took me up to the main 

floor. Nobody was around to stop me. In the 
quiet, my footfalls sounded like drumbeats. 

The main room, in the half light, was a sad 
sight. Tawdry decorations, glamorous in the 
glow of warm illumination, hung shapeless 
and disconsolate in the murk. Chairs were 
piled on top of tables. The smell of defunct 
cigars and cigarettes mingled with the 
departed spirits of bottled spirits. 

I followed through to the lobby. It was a 
little lighter there, and as I moved into it, I 
caught the faint rumble of conversation. 

That came from above, from the region 
where a flight of stairs climbed. I went up the 
steps and through a half open door saw the 
speaker. I listened for a few seconds. The 
familiar voice of Hopalong Perona drifted out. 

He was talking on the telephone, saying, 
“Try those other places on the list I gave you, 
Paul. Don’t be dumb about it. Report back as 
soon as you’ve got something. And don’t give 
me arguments. You know what I want. Do it!”  

The telephone slapped back against wood. 
Perona, in well cut flannels, was reaching for 
a cigarette on the lip of an ash tray when I 
walked in. 

He wasn’t alone. 
Stretched comfortably out on a brocaded 

loveseat, across from the desk, Georgie Zix 
had an arm pillowing his mouse-colored head. 
One foot was on the floor, the other hooked 
over the back of the sofa. 

I said, “Acrobatic blood, no doubt,” as 
Ray Perona, seeing me come in, held the 

cigarette suspended in mid-air. If I surprised 
him, he didn’t show it. 

“Oh, Castle. How’d you find your way 
over?” I mentioned the dumpy young lady. 
Perona nodded and indicated Zix who raised 
his head but didn’t bother to get up. “Meet a 
friend of mine—George Zix. You and he have 
a lot in common.”  

I shook my head. “Not exactly. I like my 
ladies alive.”  

Perona grinned. Zix gave me a cold, 
deadly stare. At close range the little murderer 
looked like something that had crawled out of 
a bad dream. 

“What brought you here, Castle?” Perona 
asked, with some curiosity. 

“A couple of small matters. One, Mullin 
had me down to Headquarters this morning.” 

“Yeah, I know. I’ve had Paul on your tail. 
He saw you and the doll go in.”  

“Mullin gave us a view of the Gallery. We 
passed Mr. Zix.”  

“Smart boy.” Perona nodded approvingly. 
“I thought you’d see it my way. So what?” 

“So does that end the matter?” I could see 
Zix straining his ears so he wouldn’t miss a 
word. “I’m slightly allergic to gunmen 
shagging me—sudden death hanging over my 
snap brim fedora. You get what I mean.”  

“Stay smart and you’ll stay safe,” Perona 
said briefly. “Buy you a drink, Castle?” 

Hospitably he opened the bottom drawer 
of the desk. From it he took a fifth of a bonded 
brand, a stack of Lily Cups and a silver-plated 
corkscrew. 

It was smooth stuff, the kind that slid 
down like oil. Zix inhaled his noisily. Perona 
passed the paper cup under his nose a couple 
of times to whiff its aroma. 

We had another and then the telephone 
rang. Paul Daven’s rumbling voice was 
distinct in the receiver Perona hoisted to his 
left ear:  

“I’ve got the line, boss! Send Georgie over 
to the Green Shamrock, I’ll meet him there 
and take him up.”  
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“You’re sure, Paulie?” Perona’s snaky 
eyes were full of glints. 

“Positively. I got it from a dame—next to 
the last one on the list.”  

“Stick around,” Ray Perona ordered. 
“Georgie’ll be right over.” 

Daven cut and Perona put the bottle away. 
I had a feeling he wanted to be alone with the 
pasty-faced killer on the couch. I tossed my 
cup in a wire trash basket and made a show of 
looking at my watch. 

“Okay, Ray. Thanks for the word. How 
about a couple of Annies for Friday night? 
Young Wolgast versus. If he clicks he’s a 
natural for a title bout.”  

“Drop ‘em off at my office, Castle.”  
I went down the stairs and out the side 

alley exit. 
Under the hat I had mentioned to Perona I 

could feel the wheels go ‘round. All of a 
sudden, I thought I had a pretty fair idea of the 
meaning of the two conversations I had heard 
on the telephone in Perona’s office at the Blue 
Orchid. 

It was also an even money bet I was 
wrong, imagining things, but I didn’t think so. 
I had a sneak hunch that what the big-eared 
Daven had said tied in neatly with the idea 
that had hit me before I had gone to the 
Orchid. 

The Green Shamrock mentioned was 
above the Capitol. I bee-lined for it, beginning 
to feel the bump of my heart, an odd shortness 
of breath. I figured if I were right I’d get a 
payoff. If I weren’t I’d still get a payoff—of 
another kind.  

The kind Mrs. Stanfield Haviland had 
received! 

The Green Shamrock was a reasonable 
facsimile of a thousand other taverns scattered 
the length and breadth of the island 
metropolis, a place of and for the thirsty. It 
was a spot where business thrived daily at that 
particular hour. 

Passing the first of the evening mob lining 
up to catch the flicker at the Capitol, I cut 

across the lane and took Ray Perona’s advice 
about being smart. Going into the Green 
Shamrock; where Daven was waiting for Zix, 
would be like placing the nose of a loaded gun 
at the right temple and pulling the trigger to 
see what kind of a sound it made. 

I stepped into a parked taxicab and had a 
conversation piece with its chauffeur. 

“Pay attention, friend,” I said. “Ten 
dollars’ worth. A couple of guys are coming 
out of the Shamrock and I want them 
followed. Interested?”  

The hackie squirmed around to have a 
good look at me. 

‘Ten bucks—with all this inflation!” he 
whined. 

From the corner of my eye I saw the dark-
suited figure of George Zix roll up in another 
cab, get out and go into the Shamrock. His 
vehicle waited. 

There was no time for argument. 
“Make it twenty,” I said. 
“We’re in business,” the driver at the 

wheel assured me. 
 

CHAPTER V 
 

PERSISTENT VISITORS 
 
UCKILY I didn’t have to wait long, 
maybe two minutes, maybe three. Then 

Zix and the floppy-eared Paulie Daven 
emerged from the tavern and jumped into the 
waiting chariot. 

“Start moving!” I told my man. 
He had had the cab pointed, had gotten 

within tailing distance and was all ready to 
roll. We did, for two blocks south and then 
east. 

On the avenue we turned into, the traffic 
was thick. Half a dozen times I thought the 
cab we followed was going to slip us. Each 
time, by a miracle, we picked it up again. 

Through the Forties, then the Fifties and 
into the Snooty Sixties. Another turn and we 
were in a quiet side-street which was so 

L
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familiar that, as the heap we trailed began to 
slow, I felt the butterflies flitting through my 
stomach again. 

This was the same block on which Libby 
Hart resided, the same one I had wheeled her 
into the previous night and picked her up on 
this morning.  

“It can’t be!” I thought. 
But it was.  
The other taxi braked directly in front of 

the apartment house where the dream girl 
lived!  

Daven and Zix went into the building 
without wasting a glance at my cab. We 
stopped several doors away. I shoved two tens 
into a receptive set of fingers and spoke fast: 

“One more thing, Jehu—”  
“The name’s Pete, mister.”  
I scribbled some figures on a piece of 

paper and handed them over with instructions. 
The hackie looked at the paper, looked at me 
and said he understood. 

Libby’s apartment house featured a self-
service elevator, the kind you got in, pressed 
buttons and, if you lived a good life, boosted 
you up or down to the proper floor. 

I hit the lobby in time to see its metal door 
shut.  

The stairs were over to the left. I went up 
them two at a time. On the third floor, as I 
rose higher, I could hear a door opening, 
voices. I slowed on the last flight. Through the 
iron balustrade I had a shoe-lace view of the 
pair from the Green Shamrock and Mrs. 
Hart’s only daughter. Libby, in a housecoat 
that looked as if it might have been torn off an 
angel that morning, was saying:  

“Miss Allison isn’t here.”  
Daven, sucking on a cigarette, started to 

get tough.  
“Don’t give me that, baby! Not more than 

thirty minutes ago I seen Lucille down at the 
beauty parlor. The Allison doll told her she 
was coming over here to visit with you. Open 
up—we’ll take a look.”  

Something began to shine in Libby’s eyes. 

“No, you won’t!”  
Zix, meanwhile, rested a shoulder against 

the wall and gazed pensively at nothing at all. 
I decided it was about time to do something 
before the jerky with the over-sized ears got 
rough. 

“Hello, boys. Looks like you got here 
first.” I joined them, conscious of the quick 
relief in Libby’s pretty face. 

“Johnny! Make them go ‘way!”  
“Is Helen Allison inside?” I asked her. 
“Of course not. What would she be doing 

here? I haven’t seen her since last night.”  
I turned to the two badmen. “You heard 

her, fellers. The party you want isn’t in. Now, 
breeze! On your way!”  

Paulie glanced at Zix. The pint-sized killer 
glanced back, shrugged and moved out from 
the wall. 

“Mebbe,” Zix volunteered, “she’s on her 
way,” He grinned crookedly. “You know 
dames—never on time.”  

Daven didn’t like it, but he couldn’t think 
of anything to do about it. 

“Okay. But if you’re working a cold 
deck—” 

He broke off and followed Zix back and 
into the waiting elevator. It went down. I 
lingered until I heard it jar to a stop in the 
lobby and followed Lib into the apartment: 

 
T THE door she had seemed cool and 
collected, calm as a preacher’s voice. But 

in the living room she began to go slowly to 
pieces. I put an arm around her and tried to get 
her under control. 

“Now, sweetie, don’t take on. It’s all right. 
Everything’s all right. They’ve gone and I’m 
here and—”  

“So is Helen!” Libby whispered, pointing 
toward a closed door. 

I let her go and walked over to the 
indicated door. A turn of its knob and I was 
looking into Helen Allison’s long-lashed eyes. 
The ex-sec wore a neat gray suit, a hat with a 
hunk of veil across the front and some 

A
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expensive alligator shoes. 
A large valise and a leather hatbox were 

piled on the floor beside her. She smiled 
faintly and said, “Hello.”  

“Come on in and join the party.” I held the 
door wider. “Going somewhere?”  

“Away from this town.” She walked 
leisurely into the living room. “I don’t like 
some of its citizens. They frighten me.”  

“Me, too. Sit down, Miss Allison. I think 
we ought to have a dash of conversation.” 

“About—what?”  
In contrast to Libby’s nervousness, the 

Allison gal looked like an icicle. It was a little 
different from the fright show she put on after 
leaving the Drury Plaza last night. 

“About you, principally,” I didn’t look at 
Libby. I kept my gaze glued on Helen Allison. 
“What was dark and mysterious last night is a 
trifle clearer today. About an hour ago I 
stopped off at the Blue Orchid and saw Ray 
Perona. We had a long chat, a couple of 
drinks. I was surprised to find out you’re a 
friend of his.”  

“Perona?” The Allison brows drew 
together in a tiny V. “Who’s he?”  

“Don’t let’s beat any bushes, honey,” I 
went on, hearing Libby’s quick breathing 
beside me. “Ray told me all about you.”  

Her eyes probed me with the same kind of 
a look that Larry Hartley had used at the bar. 
In their depths I saw speculation and—
something else. 

“Did he?” She didn’t turn a hair. “What 
did he say?”  

I let that pass and leaned closer. “You’re 
mixed in the Haviland jewelry lift! Georgie’s 
slug last night didn’t have Mrs. Haviland’s 
name on it. It had yours! You ducked the 
Mullin summons this morning because you 
were scared. You’re not scared now. You 
figure the coast is clear and you can pick up 
your baggage and powder before Perona’s 
pals overtake you!”  

“Johnny!” Libby cried softly.  
“Let’s hear from you, Miss Allison,” I 

went on. “Because, if you don’t level with us, 
I’m going to let Captain Mullin put on a 
private quiz show.”  

She moved her gaze away. She was 
thinking fast. I could almost hear her mind 
click. Still, no trace of emotion showed in her 
oval face. 

A minute went by—two—three. 
I heard the elevator come up and stop. 

That sent my thoughts back to the hackie and 
the numerals jotted down on the paper I had 
given him. Helen Allison got up from her 
chair. She began to smile, a small, tight-lipped 
little smile.  

But her fingers betrayed her. Ice on the 
outside, fire within. The fingers on the strap of 
the smart saddle-leather bag she carried 
fluttered like leaves in a stiff breeze.  

“Perona never told you anything about 
me!” she said suddenly in a low, dry voice. 

“He didn’t have to! But that’s not as 
important as this. You’ve got us mixed in 
murder and we’re breaking out. You’re going 
to tell me the whole story, briefly and 
truthfully.”  

The bell buzzed. Libby’s head went up. I 
nodded and she went out to open the front 
door. 

“Too late, Helen,” I said. “I asked my cab 
driver to call Headquarters. You can do your 
talking to them.” 

 
UT in the foyer, Libby’s exclamation was 
low and muffled. I understood better 

when I turned around. 
Instead of the law, the same two luggies I 

had sent away so short a time previous were in 
again! 

Georgie Zix, Daven toddling along behind 
him, walked in!  

I heard the brown-haired girl’s gasp. It 
sounded like the air going out of a tire. She 
stepped back, raising her bag as if to ward off 
an expected shot. Her eyes widened, the pupils 
dilating until they looked like shiny marbles. 

The stare Zix gave her was as cold and 

O
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deadly as the one he had made me a present of 
in the office of the Blue Orchid. His hands 
were in his pockets. His voice, when he 
final1y spoke, was soft as buttermilk: 

“Got tired of waiting. Thought we’d come 
up here and park. How did you get in—
through the roof?”  

Helen Allison didn’t answer. Her eyes 
swept from him to me and then to Daven. 
Paulie began to rub his big ears. In the sudden 
quiet the noise he made sounded like paper 
crinkling. 

I jabbed a swift glance at Libby. The 
Number One Girl, in the glamorous 
housecoat, pressed a hand over her heart. I 
could understand why. The situation didn’t 
look good. It looked as if someone was about 
ready for a mahogany box.  

“She was here all the time,” Paulie 
mumbled. 

Zix didn’t argue the point. In the same 
mild, gentle tone, he addressed the girl with 
the brown hair! 

“Ray sent us to get you, Helen. Ray wants 
to see you. Ray is burned up. That gab of 
yours about going to the insurance people and 
selling him out—he didn’t like it. He didn’t 
like it at all. In fact—”  

“He crossed me!” There was a sibilant 
snap to what Helen Allison said. “I did my 
share and he didn’t keep his word. People 
can’t do things like that to me and get away 
with it. Just because he’s got a new 
heartbeat—”  

“We’d better go over to the Blue Orchid 
and let Ray settle this,” Zix interrupted. 

“How about Castle and. the other dame?” 
Daven asked. 

“We’ll all go over,” Zix told him. “Settling 
this and smoothing it out is Ray’s headache. 
See if Castle’s clean, Paulie, while I take a 
look in Helen’s handbag.”  

Zix began to move forward, hands still in 
his pockets. The girl with the long brown hair 
wheeled around. The move was swift, so 
quick and unexpected, she had her bag open 

and an automatic out before Georgie could 
reach her. 

Daven was heading for me. But I hardly 
noticed. The gun the girl held fascinated me. 
Zix was in front of her and Libby was behind 
him. Any wild shots would be bad. 

The automatic went off! 
Zix ducked sideways. The shot tore past 

him. Plaster puffed from the wall a few feet 
from where Libby, frozen to the spot, stood 
rooted. 

 
CHAPTER VI 

 
GUNS GO OFF 

 
IX’S hand was coming out of his right 
side pocket. Up in the hall of the Drury-

Plaza he hadn’t done so well. This time might 
be better. I couldn’t afford to take chances. 

Paulie was a paw’s length distant. I 
sidestepped and grabbed Zix. 

Daven passed me and went on to the 
Allison girl. The gun banged again behind me. 
Libby screamed and Zix began to wrench 
himself out of my grip. I dug a knee in his 
stomach. That helped some, but not enough. 

He got his left arm free and bounced a 
bunch of knuckles into my mouth. I could feel 
my teeth jar and rattle. Then he broke loose 
entirely, while I winked away a lot of 
swimming stars and wondered what made the 
room so dark. 

“ Johnny! His gun!”  
Libby Hart’s throaty scream roused me. 

The darkness lifted and the stars disappeared. 
The little punk with the embalmer’s look had 
the blue-steel cannon free from his pocket and 
was all ready to go to work. Strangely, I didn’t 
feel frightened. Maybe the sock in the kisser 
had jolted fear out of me. . 

A hot wave of fury burned through me. I 
was conscious of Paulie Daven and Helen 
Allison putting on a private bout of their own 
on the other side of the room. But that was 
only a vague impression. What was real and 

Z
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significant was the cold menace in Zix’s 
experienced hand! 

I dived for him. 
He fired twice and lead whizzed so close 

to my left ear that it took some of the fuzz off. 
Glass splintered musically and Libby started a 
fresh series of screams. 

I hit Georgie like a truck on a steep grade, 
minus brakes. The force of it carried him all 
the way back to Libby’s slip-covered divan. 
That stopped him around the rear of the knees. 
He tried desperately to lift his shooting-iron 
again. 

But he didn’t get the chance. 
I twisted it out of his hand and hooked him 

with the same kind of a left “Jersey Jerry” 
Johnson had demonstrated for the benefit of 
the newspaper fraternity a couple of days 
previous. That crashed into the tight-skinned 
face and the yellowish teeth with all the 
outraged power I possessed. 

It was a hundred percent perfect. Zix went 
rubber-legged and caved. 

I started to use the butt of his gun, with the 
general idea of making holes in his head, 
when my instructions to the hackie paid off. 

Libby’s front door yawned open and 
Captain Mullin, Hartley, with the usual 
aggregation from the Centre Street A. C. in 
attendance, streamed in, the frosty-eyed chief 
in the lead. 

For once I was glad to see him. 
“At it again, Castle!” Mullin yelped, 

grabbing my arm before I could start to cheat 
the chair of a future occupant. 

I winked sweat away and got up. I tried to 
grin. I had a funny, salty taste in my mouth. I 
felt around with my tongue for open dental 
spaces. Fortunately, there didn’t seem to be 
any. 

“You shouldn’t have stopped me, 
Captain,” I said. “He would have looked fine 
over the fireplace—mounted!” 

 
IBBY and I caught a late meal at 
Sullivan’s Spring Meadow Farm, just 

beyond Van Cortlandt Park. We sat out on the 
lantern-hung porch, far enough away from the 
band boys to be able to talk over the 
arpeggios. 

After the late afternoon’s excitement, the 
pride of the Hart family was at her smooth, 
lovely best again. Her dark hair looked 
polished, her eyes were as dreamy as two 
opium cans, her lips red as a garden full of 
June roses. 

“I still can’t figure it, Johnny. I know this 
Perona character never told you anything 
about Helen’s friendship with him. I know 
you said that to trap her, but it’s still beyond 
me.”  

“You gave me the first cue, darling. When 
you said it looked to you as if she was Zix’s 
target instead of Mrs. Haviland. Then, when 
Perona sent Paulie around to escort me to his 
office, I happened to glance at a picture he had 
on his desk.”  

“Picture?”  
“Of a dame with blond hair, curls. It 

looked vaguely familiar. The gilt coiffeur 
might have fooled me, but the dimple didn’t.”  

“So—” Libby prompted. 
“I dug around the files at the office. I read 

all about the jewels Mrs. Haviland had lost. It 
struck me as strange that the sleight-of-hand 
artists dropped in to help themselves at almost 
the exact time the rich widow was about to 
cart them over to the safe-deposit vault. That 
seemed to smack of inside information.”  

Libby nodded. “Smart, Johnny!”  
“Not so smart. Until I began to get ideas in 

the middle of a street. Why couldn’t Perona 
have planted the Allison babe with Mrs. 
Stanfield Haviland for the exclusive purpose 
of cuddling up to the jewelry? It was a 
reasonable notion—once I was sure she was 
the girl in the picture on the desk. From there 
on I had to work it in reverse.”  

Libby nodded. She said: “And you 
guessed that after Helen had made everything 
easy, and the robbery possible, this Perona had 
shifted his affections and didn’t intend to give L
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her a penny of the profits. That was smart, 
Johnny!”  

“What I wanted to do,” I explained, “was 
to force her into admitting that. Instead, Zix 
filled in the chink when he said she had 
threatened to tip the insurance company off. 
That was enough for Ray! Her number was 
up. Funny guy—loves one day and wants to 
slay the next.”  

Libby shuddered delicately. “Don’t let’s 
talk any more about it. From this minute on I 

want to forget the whole thing. There are 
pleasanter things to think about.”  

“Such,” I said, “as a samba with Johnny 
Castle.”  

We got up. I steered her toward the waxed 
floor inside. Only one waiter was looking. He 
didn’t count. Libby started to say something 
about my large, heavy feet. 

I turned it off as I leaned over and drew 
her close to me. 

What happened then was nobody’s 
business but mine! 
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