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“Come home with me,” the drunk said,
lurching around to the driving seat of

" “the beautiful Rolls. “Come an’ have g

drink. It’s the least I can do fora

guy who’s saved my life.”

“I’1l come,” I said, “but you’re not
driving. You’re not going to knock the
gloss off this beauty.” '

- Something in my voice made him stare,
then he laughed, “You think she’s

sweet, do you? Can you handle her?”

1 told him I could. So he let me drive,
“8o you think she’s sweet?’* he said

again as we purred off. “Wait till

you...  he besitated a moment, “see my
wife. She’s really glossy.” '
So I met his wife. And I’'m still paying the
price.,..
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N 2 hot night in June T ha f‘pperzﬂd 10 e lounging out-
sids one of those lush Hallywood niterics thar have no [ree tabde
:undess you have & five-figure income, when 2 tall man in o mxedo
came through the revolving doors as if chiot out of 2 gun. -

I could sce by his rigid stare and the stiffness of his facial
muscles that he was plastered 1o the hairline, ITe weas a middie-
nped bird with 2 complexion Jike an overdpe plum, raver blach
Hair with & white streak in it and 2 moustache net much bigner
than o well-fed eaterpiliar, Before his complexion had nurned

conr on him, he must have been handsome, but thar v reauve
skin spoilt any claim he might now have had to a Hollywood
- Adonis.

e came down the siz shallow steps that fed from the nipht
clubs as if they didn’t exist, and headed rowards the main ¢
that was foaded with fast-moving trafiic.

I <hould have minded my own business and let him wali
his desth, If I had done so T should have Tepr cur o
tronzble, but instend, just as he reached the berb. woll :_" 181,
and jmt ag & Em: Pnc’.‘.r(i. g:ning o log foster, would have naited
hirn i he had when nnother step {o “ﬁm I reached ous, {‘:“a‘, berd
hiz arm and jerked ium hack.

The Packard went past with a :.v?"n of tvres, The drivern @
dark, far mun with s .d Y dr«, vz*i }‘-‘;;z!i:'; c}'us, showed by the
way he bored his teeth g TVCh gmppm ot
Ji koo how close be :’\"L\ e

m’ai feancd neainss me, his Fnees bucshime,

d, "'hiz wrt too domned eleer. YWhore
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“Do you know where ycn;x aég, gdir'l.g?” I‘a;ked, takmg rn.o?tf
is weight on ray outstretched atm., ~ . .
. ‘l‘l(l)sfw zfﬁ'ze 1 ksx’mw where I am going.. 'I’_m\ going_ horme 1f
Icanﬁndmycal_-.” - o I
. ‘%zts;?:hcfln;;kgdriving.” He blinked at me, then grinned. .
“Okay, so P'm a little high, but who cares?” L ;l
“You can’t drive the way you are,” I said. » R
“Maybe you've got something, but I can’t walk, can I?._So .
what do I do?” He drew away from me, swa.yed‘ ux}cer‘famly,' .
caught ‘his balance and gave me a wide, charming smile. ‘N?W :
look, kid, see this thing through. Be a pal. You saved my hfg.
Now help me find my car. It’s a cream-and-blue Rolls: a con-
vertible and hand built, and I'm not kidding.” o
1 looked up and down the street, but there was no cream-angi--
blue convertible Rolls in sight. A : Coe
“Where is it?” .

+ “Somewhere around the back. Let’s steady each other and go
and look for it.” : .
1 gave him my arm, and we went around to the parking lot
at the back of the night club in short, jerky rushes. He nearly
had me over once, and he did fall himself, but we finally reached
the car. . .
- The Rolls, cream-and-blue, its hood down, looked very, very
“lush. It took the colouriout of my bile just to look at it. For
what it was, for the car and loving attention the builders had
lavished on it, whatever it'fost was a give-away price. .
*“Come home with mei{ the drunk said, moving like a sleep-
walker around to the ddying seat. “Come and have a drink.
It’s the least I can do for 4 guy who saved my life.”
“I'll come with you,” X;éaid, “but you're not driving. Yow're
not going to knock the gloss off this beauty.”
There was something in m

» y voice that made him stare, then
Lelaughed. :

“You think she’s sweet, don’t you? Well, so do 1. Can you

handle her?” -

1 told him I could handle her, |

“Okay, kid, then take me home.” He weaved his way around

to the off—side door, opened it and poured himself into the seat.
, “25(;5 Hill Crest Avenue: second on the left off Sunset Boule-
vard.” C

I opened.the heavy coach-built door and eased myself 6n to ’:
what icl; like a small, suspended cloud. By the time I had
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g ctaried the engine, he had p-ass’*ci cut Ao soon as his h&d

< touched the padded head—rest, his eyes suapped shut- and life

4"
\

. ceased to exist for him,

. There was a licence tag on the wheel. T took a 7ooi< at it. I

‘leamed his name was Erle Dester and that he did live at 256 Hill

Crest-Avenue: one of the plushiest residential districts in Holly— .

wood. You couldrn’t live on that avenue uniess, you had alot m

A oldmg money. ‘
-"As T edged the Rolls through the parkmg Iot cmt, T had the '

‘ hah~formed thought that I wasn’t wasting my time,

‘The Rolls drove itself. We went up Sunset Boulevard wzth no

. more noise nor coramotion than a leaf driven before a wind, I-

- took the second turning on the left as directed and swept up the
- steep avenue for a couple of miles while I watched the number

plates outside the various plush estates clicking up to the two
hundreds. .
' “The gate by that street lamp,” Dester said, lifting his head.

The short drive in the warm night air seemed to have done him
- some good.

. ' I slowed down, swung the car through the gateway, up a long'

‘ twisting drive, lined with French poplars and on to an open tar-

mac by the side of an ornate Spanish-style house with an over-

© hung balcony and wrought~iron lanterns at the front door. It

was too dark to see much of the house, but what I could see of
it told me it was'in keeping.
- I cut the engine and waited, my hands on the steering wheel,

- while T looked at the lighted lanterns and wondered what the

LN

next raove was going to be.

Dester heaved himself upright, opened the car door and got
aut. I got out too,

“Well, here we are, kid,” he said, propping himself up against

' the car. “Who did you say you were?”

. “My name’s Glyn Nash,” I said.

- “Glyn Nash? I reckon to know most people in Hollywood,
but that’s a new one on me. Never mind, I know it now. I'm
Frle Dester. Maybe it's a new narne to you. Well, come on in,

" ‘Mr. Nash. This should be lots of fun. When I tell my wife that

but for you she’d be a widow now, she’ll be all over you.” He

- laughed, throwing back his head. “This should be something.”

" He started off unsteadily, climbed the steps to the front door
more by luck than judgment and produced a key. After two
unsuccessful attempts to find the keyhole, he handed the key to
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“You try. I bet you're smarter at this than L1am.” -
I‘Yunlcfzed theydoor, pushed it open and followed him mto -
a dimly lit hall. The modern Wwall clock told me it was five min= :
tes after one o’clock a.m.
" “My wife may have gone to bed,” Dester said. “She reads
in bed. Do you care for reading?”
“1 can take it or leave it,” I said. |
“Me — I leave it, but Helen reads all the time.” He ch the"
way into a long, low-celhnged Jounge that was big enough to
accommodate fifty or sixty people and still leave room for a few
more. The decor was modern: the Jounging chairs and sofas were
in cream leather; the carpet and drapes were maroon. There was
a television projection set; an elaborate radio and gramophone
combination with a six-foot high corner horn, and a built<in bar
before which stood a dozen high, cream-leather stools.

Dester headed for the bar like a homing pigeon, reached for
a bottle of Vat 69, made two highballs and set them on the bar
counter,

“Are you in the movie business, Mr. Nash?” he asked cau-~
tiously climbing on a stool and resting his elbows on the bar.

“I’m in the advertising racket.”

“Is that right? I've often thought of going into that racket
myself. I guess there’s plenty of money to be made in commer-
cial relevision thesc days. You in that?”

“Y sell space.”

He grimaced.

“That could be a tough job, couldn’t it?”

I said it was a tough job.

He looked at me then. Maybe the whisky fumes were lifting
from his brain. He certainly seemed to be sobering up. I couk
tell by his expression, he was seeing me for the first time. He wa

+ sceeing the suit I had been wearing hard for the past three years
the shirt T had intended to wash yesterday, but hadn’t go
around to, the shoes that had taken me up and down hundred
of swirs and into hundreds of offices and out again, usuall
empty handed.

“You Jook as if you're having 2 rough time, kid; are you, o
isn’t it my business?”
I nearly told him it wasn’t his business, but T rememberec

in time that this might be the opportunity. I had been waiting
for for three long years. e

“Sure it’s rough, but that’s my funeral,”
learned that the rich bays are always on thei
10

I said. ¥ had long
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fast ‘touch and T didn’t want to scare him so early in the game,

He took a small drink, set down the glass and blotted his

mouth with a white silk handkerchief. There was a sudden far-
~ away look in his eyes. He could: have been going back into a
-coma or he could have been thinking: it was hard to tell. -

“What do you earn a week if that’s not being too personal?”

X “Twenty bucks if It lucky. This is a paid-by-results job.
v

*ve had a bad week and didn’t earn anything like that, but I'm
stﬂl trying.”
- He stared at me, '
. “Can anyone live on twenty bucks?” He produced a heavy
go_ld cigarette-case, took out a fat cigarette with a tricky mono-~

- gram on it, lit it and stared at me as if I were something out.of

a zoo. “Look, I'd like to do something for you. After all you
did save my life.”
He was coming to it faster than I had hoped.
.. “You don’t have to do that. Anyone would have done what
- T did,” 1 said.
“I’d have been a dead duck by pow if it hadn’t been for you,”

~ he said, frowning. “That was a close thing. Besides, I like the
¢ look of you. I’m short of a chauffeur: a guy who can make him-

*

self useful around the house: throw a meal together, take me
around, look after the Rolls. How would you like to help me out?
P’ll pay fifty 2 weck and all found. Any good to you?”

I had hoped he was going to slip me some folding money with
a nice speech about my bravery. I hadn’t bargained for a job;
especially a chauffeur-cum-handyman job where I'd be at his

« beck and call twenty-four hours of the day. I’ve seen how some

rich men handle their chauffeurs. If I had to work I wanted to
have set hours, not to be at the beck and call of a guy like Dester.

I opened my mouth to tell him no. I intended to be polite
about it in the hope the folding money would come as a conso-
lation prize, when a woman’s voice said from bechind me,
“Don’t be absurd, Erle. We don’t need a chauffeur.”

I turned.
Have you ever fiddled with an electric fitment and got a shock

up your arm? Of course you have; you know the kind of jolt it

gives you: something you can’t control; a jolt that hurts, but
doesn’t bruise; something that hits your muscles and leaves you
a little breathless.

She was around twenty-six or seven, tall and slim with copper
coloured hair and the cream-white complexion that goes with
that coloured bair. Her eyes were large, and as green and as
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bright and as hard as emeralds. She wasn’t beautiful in"the ac- "
cepted Hollywood standard of beauty. She_had too much char-
acter, and her-mouth was a shade too thin and firm _for realj
beauty, but there was that thing about her that lifted her r{ght out
of the usual run of beautiful women and made her sensational.
She had on a simple white négligé that reached from her throat
to her feet and covered her arms. Around her slim waist was qi
gold chain, the only ornament she wore. - ’ R

“Helen, my dear, I want you to meet Glyn Nash. You'll be
happy to hear he saved my life. If he hadn’t grabbed me as- I
was crossing the road, you would have been a widow right now.
It was the quickest thing I've ever secen. I brought him back
because I know you will want to thank him.” | R

She turned and looked at me. “I’'m sure my husband is exag-
gerating,” she said, her strangely pale face expressionless. “Did
you really save his life?” i .

“Go on, tell her, Nash. She won’t believe me,” Dester said
and laughed. ’ -

“Well, he certainly wasn’t looking where hé was going,” I
said, feeling a tight band across my chest as I looked into those

- big emerald green eyes. “I guess he would have been killed if 1
hadn’t...” I stopped then because an expression of cold, fero-
cious hatred jumped into her eyes. It wasn’t something I was
imagining. It was there, and it sent a chill up my spine.”

Then the green eyes went as expressionless as two bits of glass
She gave me a slow, cool smile. '

“How clever of you,” she said. '

. “Don’t you want to thank him?” Dester said, a sneer in hi;
voice. “Well, never mind. I’'m grateful to him. I owe him some
thing. He handles the car beautifully. Simmonds has quit, so h
can have his job if he wants it.”

She had moved over to the bar where the light fell directly o
her. I caught a glimpse of her shape under the misty folds of th
pégligé: a shape that sent my blood racing through my veins.

- If T took the job, I'd be right next to her: day in, night ou
and I wanted to be next to her more than I wanted anythin,
else in the world.

.“I’d like the job,” I said,.pulling my eyes away from he
with an effort. “I’d be glad of it.”

That’s how it started. That’s how I walked into trouble,

My words seemed to hang in the air.

Helen — I'll call her that since that’s the way I thought of he
12



a5 soom a8 I ‘tuew her name -~ poured herself a brandy, then she.

“turned and leaned her lovely back against the bar so her round,
full breasts, under the soft folds of the neghge, pointed at me.

. ., “But, Erle, although I'm sure he is most suitable, don’t you
Want 1o take up his references?” she said, and a cold httle smﬂc'
hit her mouth just to take the curse off it. ‘
" “Oh, we can go into that later,” Dester said’ Jmpatlenﬂy.

‘ “Pm _going to do something for this guy: he saved my_life.
When can you start?” he went on to me. '

" “Whenever you wish . . . sir.”
T remembered the sir a htﬂe late. He didn’t notice 1t, but she
'did. She would always notice little things like that. v
 "“You -can start right now by putting the car away.” He
leaned across the bar and unhooked a key. “There’s an apari-

- ment above the garage. Here’s the key.” He tossed it to me.

“Make yourself at home. You’'ll find a uniform there. It should
fit you. If it doesn’t, mke it to Myer on 3rd Strect. He'll fix it
for you.”

I caught the key.
~ “Yes, sir.”
- “We are right out of staff at the rnoment,” he went on. “Mrs.

- Dester has everything to do. I want you to help her ~ keep the

‘place clean, keep an eye on the garden, clean the windows: that

* kind of thing. Think you can do it?”

- “Yes, sir.”
- “That's fine. We don’t eat here. You'll have to get your
- meals out or buy the stuff you want and cook it in your apart-
ment. 'l settle the bills.” He yvawned. “Well, I guess I'll turn
in. I’ve had quite a day.” He gave me a fatuous smile. “You’ll
be happy with us, kid. We know how to look after our employ-
ecs: look after us, and we’ll look after you.”
“Yes, sir. Good night.” I looked at Helen. “Good night,
madam.”
She didn’t say anything; her green eyes hated me, but that

. didn’t bother me: don’t they say hate is cousin to love? I was

* in and next to her. The rest depended on how I played my cards.
T’ve been pretty successful with hostile women: that’s about the
only thing I can truthfully say I have been successful with up to
now.

I went out of the lounge, leaving behind me an atmosphere

* you could lean against, into the hall, down the steps to the three-

' car garage. 1 put the Rolls away. Right by it was a two-seater

. Cadﬂlac, and by the Cadillac, a Roadmaster Buick. Dester hadn’t
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nentioned these two. It looked as if T had some Washipg and

holishing on my hands.

Right now I didn’t care.-I climbed the steep stairs that led ™"

to the apartment above the garage. It wasn’t quite as plush as.

I had expected, but it wasn’t bad: a lot better t}zan the room I =
had been living in. The last occupant had quit in a hurry. He
hadn’t bothered to clean up before he went. There were the ?e-‘ s
mains of a meal on the table; the ash-trays were crammed with¥

stale-smelling cigarette-butts. Dust lay like a grey. cloak'byer :

everything.

I still didn’t care. I’ve lived rough for so long, another man’s

dirt and leavings didn’t trouble me. -
1 stripped off the sheets and dropped them on the floor.'1 took

off my jacket and shoes, pulled my tie and prepared to settle
down on the blanket I had spread over the mattress when I

heard a movement on the stairs. I put on my shoes again, went*
10 the bedroom door as Helen opened the outer door and came .

into the sitting-room, -
She had put on a black siltk wrap over the white négligé. She

stood in the doorway looking at me, her big emerald green eyes
expressionless. 1 waited, looking at her from across the room,

knowing she hadn’t come because she had suddenly fallen for -

me: even for me that would be a shade too fast.
“Yes, madam?” I said, my voice nicely modulated, my man-
ner nicely humble. .
“Oh, Nash: I don’t think you need stay,” she said, her voice
colder than a Siberian wind and as penetrating. “Mr. Dester
isn't well to-night. Of, course he is grateful, but he doesn’t need
a chauffeur.”

I leaned against the doorpost and tried to look as if what she
said made a lot of sense to me.
“If you'll excuse me, madam,” I said, “but Mr. Dester en-

gaged me. It’s his business to tell me if he wants me to sta
ornot.”

“ch.”‘ She looked as if she were talkintgr to an idiot child.
“But he isn’t giite himself to-night. He doesn’t want you here.”

“Perhaps he will tell me that to-morrow morning when he

is more himself.”
The green of her eyes seemed to deepen.

“I'm only telling you this for your good,” she said. “The

other man left because he didn’t get paid, because he didn’t get
~any sleep, because he found my husband impossible to work for.” .

“I wouldn’t know about that, madam,” I said. “Right now
14 . }
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P glad 1o have a roof over my head. Getting paid wouldn’t

bother me one way or the other. I've done without sleep for 80

long, a little less wouldn’t bother me m1‘ther, and I’d h}a:e to

)udve for myself if the work is impossible or not.”
. She lifted her elegant shoulders. .
.. “¥You don’t look like a fool, but apparently you raust be.,” .
# “You'll have the opportunity to judge me better when you
Y<now e better, rnadam,” 1 said.

" “Tm ‘telling you!” she said, her voice suddenly harsh

“You're not wanted here! My husband was drunk when he en--

gaged you.” She held out her hand. Between her long, slender
| fingers was 2 hundred-dollar bill. “Here, take this and get out!”

- And that’s what T should have done, but I was still trying to

-play it smart.

-“T haven’t earned it, madam,” I said. “Thank you all the
sarae, but if you'll pardon me, Mr. Dester’s the ope to tell me
.10 go.”

. The glitter suddenly went out of her eyes.

“Then if you must be stupid, be stupid.” She came farther

~ into.the room. “There’s nothing here for you, Nash. I can ima-

j gine 2 man like you would naturally jumnp to the conclusion that

“there will be easy pickings in a job like this, but you are making
a mistake, There are no easy pickings.”

“I just want the job, madam,” I said. “T’ve always wanted
to drive a Rolls. I don’t know what you mean by easy pickings.”

She laughed then, tossing back her splendid bead and show-
ing me the white column of her throat.

“It’s a nice act, but it doesn’t come off. There’s nothing here
for you. We have no money. In a few weeks, Mr. Dester will be
unemployed. We can’t afford servants any more. I do all the
housework. It is only because he was drunk to-night that he
offered you this job. You won’t get paid, so don’t imagine you
will.”

That jarred me a little, but it also aroused my curiosity.

. “I don’t know anything about that, madam. It isn’t my busi-
“ness. Mr, Dcster gave me the job. It's up to him to tell me he
doesn’t want me.”

She gave me a conternptuous look,

“&1) right, if that’s the way you want to act don’t say I den’
warn you.” She moved about the room, keeping in the shadows.
Suddenly she said, “Did you really save my husband’s life to-
night?” .

“Of course,” I said. “A Packard, going at forty miles an

15
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hour, would have nailed him if 1 hafln’t pulled him out_-ho'f t;“;.
way. He said if I hadn’t been s0 ’qulck you woﬁd_have eﬁn 3
A now.”
mgflfx‘: ;Zused. Her face was like chiselled marble as she ‘stafefl a‘Fi
me. : ‘
“Was that what he said?” S
“Yes." R ) v
There was another long pause while we looked at each other,
then I decided to dig a quick one in under her guard.- S
“If I had known you wanted him to die, I might not havg
pulled him out of the way, madam.”. - | o '
Her expression remained the same, but her eyes lit up. Per-
haps her face went a shade paler. It was difficult to judge in @e
light that threw shadows on her. i
. “Really, Nash?” Her voice was a little more than a wlusper,
like the dry rustle of leaves, and it gave me-a spooky feeling.
“That’s very interesting.” o <
She turned and went silently out and down the stairs.

One of the few things the Army taught me that made sense
was the value of knowing your enemy. :
It seemed to me that Helen must have had a pretty urgent’
reason for wanting to get rid of me, and I was now curious to
find out what that reason was. I was also curious to find out why
she hated her husband so badly she wanted him dead. The setup
was intriguing. I.decided I'd be Dester’s chauffeur for'a week or
so. The change from tramping the streets, trying to sell space,
would be welcome. I had nothing to lose at fifty a week and all
found, and with any luck I might have a lot to gain. Even if
Dester hadn’t any money as she had said, and I didn’t believe
her, I would at least have a roof over my head, and food.
1 got up around six-forty-five the next morning, cleaned the
apartment, put new sheets that I found in a closet on the bad,
~ got rid of most of the traces of the last occupant, and then tried
on his uniform. It was brand new, and it fitted me as if it were
made for me: a light grey whipcord double-breasted jacket, rid-
" ing breeches, knee boots and a peaked cap with a cockade on it}
quite an outfit. . ‘
in one of the pockets of the jacket I found a soiled envelope.
"~ On 1; was scrawled: Ben Simmonds. 57a Clifford Street, Holly-
wwood. :
I remembered Simmonds was the name of the chauffeur who
had left Dester’s service. I wondered if he was still living on



Clifford Street. It seemed an idea to have'a talk with him.

" At eight-fifteen I went over to the house and around to the
thchen door.

~"There was no sign of life in thc htchen and no s1gn of any
food, but I could smell coffee coming from upstairs. '

Standing against the wall was an eight-foot-long deep-rreeze

koabinet that could have held enough food to feed a large family -
“for a year.
_Before I had hooked up with Solly and his advertising racket
‘I had spent two dreary years trying to fiddle deep-freeze cabin-
ets to hick farmers in the Ohio farming belt. The sight of that
big freezer brought back memories that made me wince, but that -
didn’t stop me from opening the lid and looking inside. It was as
bare ds the back of my hand and I shut the lid with a grunt of
~ disgust. That cabinet must have cost a whale of a lot of money:
it was a rank waste to leave it empty.

In the pantry I found a hali-bottle of cream and a jug of yes-
terday’s coffee. I was heating up the coffee when the kitchen
door pushed open and Helen came in.

She was wearing a black wool sweater and pale blue slacks.
She had a figure that looked provocative in slacks. I looked at

" her, feeling again that tight grip across my chest.

“What are you doing here?” she asked curtly, staring at me.

“I just looked in for some coffee, madam,” I said. “I hope
T’m not in the way.”

“I don’t want you in the house, Nash,” she said, moving io
the door. “Your job is to drive Mr. Dester to the office. Keep to
your own apartment.”

Well, at least she was now admitting I had a job here; that
was a concession.

“Isn’t there anything I can do for you, madam?” I said.
“Nothing in the house you want done?”

“Not by you. Keep away from here,” and she went out.

I drank the coffee, washed up the cup and then went back to
the garage. I got out the Rolls, washed and polished it, then
drove it around to the front entrance. By then it was a few min-
utes after ten o’clock.

I sat at the wheel and waited.

At half past ten, Dester came down the steps. He was wearing
a pearl grey lounge suit and a slouch hat, and he had a brief-case
under his arm.
“Morning, Nash,” he said as I slid out of the car and opened
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the door for him. “That uniform looks PTettY,welL, Did you
get breakfast?” " R
“Yes, sir.” R : i
The bright sunlight wasn't kind to him. His cgmp?cxxon -
Tooked like raw meat and his eyes were bloodshot and watery. - .
“Do you know where the Pacific Studios are?” e
“Yes, sir.” . R
“That’s where I work.” He got into the car and gelagted on"’
the back seat. He scemed glad to take the weight off his, legs. _
“Hurry it along, kid. I'm a little late.” ] S .

T drove him to the studios; pushing the pace, but not over-
doing it. ’ o o

The guard opened the double gates. I noticed he didn't sa}utc
Dester as I drove past, and I thought that was odd. o

Dester directed me to the big office block that stood away from
the main studios. I pulled up outside the entrance. .

“Pick me up here at four o’clock. You can go back now _and ,
help Mrs. Dester in the house.” ’

“She tells me she doesn’t want any help, sir,” I said. -

He scemed not to hear me. I watched him climb the steps
to the entrance of the building, then disappear through the swing.

doors. 1 got back into the Rolls and drove down to the main
entrance. The guard opened the gates. He didn’t even bother to
look at me. I wondered what one needed to have besides a Rolls
to get a little respect from this guy.

When I had got some distance from the.studios, I parked the
car and went to an eating joint and bought myself a breakfast.
I had fifteen bucks to last me until Dester produced something,.
1 laid out five bucks on a small store of food, coffee and grocer-
ies, These I carried to the car, then I drove over to Clifford
Street that happened to be four streets away from my ovwn apart-
ment house.

1 pulled up outside 57, and rang the bell of Apartment ‘A’
After p few moments a buzzer sounded and the front door
clicked open.

Simmonds had & couple of rooms on the third floor. He was
standing in the doorway waiting for me as I came up the last
flight of stairs: a guy about my build with grey hair and a lined
humourous face. As soon as he saw the uniform I was wearing
he grinned: it was the kind of grin you reserve for suckers, bu
that didn’t bother me. I grinned back, ‘

“I'm Dester’s new chauffeur as if you need to be told,” ]

* said, “T've looked in for some information.” )
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“Cor'le on m,” he said, opening the door. “There’s a sucker
born every minute, but don’t think you re the only one. I kidded "
myself I had landed on the gravy train when I took that job: I ‘
know a lot better now.’

I walked ‘into a room that was coated with dust and smelt the .
same way as the apartment over the garage bad smelt before I :
had cleaned it.

“I'm not kidding myself,” I said, putting my cap on the
cleanest part of the table. “I know I haven’t got myself any-
thing to shout about, but it suits me as a temporary job. My .
name’s Glyn Nash.” '

Simmonds waved me to a chair and went into the far room.
He returned with two cups and a pot of coffee.

“Ifll be temporary okay,” he said, taking the cigarette I
offered him. “I bet you’ll be out by the end of the week. No one
has stuck longer except me. I lasted two weeks.”
© “YWhat’s wrong with the job?” I asked, accepting the cup of
-coffee he shoved at me.

“Plenty: a combination of rats and a sinking ship and Mrs.
Dester. Have you run into her yet?”

“Sure; she’s already told me I’m not wanted.”

“Then take the hint, pal: quit before you hit trouble. That
dame can make plenty of trouble. I was mug enough to stick:
after she had told me to get out. She nearly had me on a stealing
rap.”

That jolted me. “What was that again?”

He grinned, showing tobacco-stained teeth.

*“That’s right. She gave me a hundred-dollar bill to settle the
gasoline account, I thought it was funny because Dester pays
the accounts when he does pay them. I've got a suspicious mind,
and I’'m glad of it. I trusted her the way I'd trust a rattlesnake,
I went over the bill very, very carefully. She had pricked a cross
in it with a pin. It didn’t take me a couple of seconds to figure
out what the next move was to be. I had just time to shove the
bill into the fire when two dicks walked in. They went over me
and the rooms with a tooth comb, but they didn’t find the bill.
They told me she had complained that she had been missing
money for some time, and she thought I was the guy who was
helping himself. It was a close thing, and when they left, I
packed and got out fast.”

I stared at him, remembering how she had offered me a hun-
drcd—dollar bill the previous night.
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«qThat’s the idea? Why doesn’t she want her husband to hayf:
chauﬁeur?’;d ~ S o T
: ?‘{'{:‘Isigiglonths ago, they had a cook, a houseboy, and twe
naids,” he told me, “as well as a gardener and a chauffeur. Ther
01 of 2 .sudden she got rid of them all, closed up most of t.h(
.coms in the house and ran the place herself. Pc?st?f tried i«
zeep a chauffeur, but sooner or later she fixed it that: the guj
couldn’t take any more of it and quit. Don’t ask me twhy. o
wouldn’t know.” o '
“She says Dester hasn’t any money.” . L. a
“] wouldn’t know about that. Maybe she’s right. -Maybe
that’s the answer, but she doesn’t strike me as the typetorun a
house on her own just because he hasn’t any mongy.” :

She didn’t strike me as the typeeither.’

“Who is Dester anyway?” T o

“You mean who was he,” Simmonds said, finishing his coffee »
and pouring himself another cup. “Omne time he was chief exe-
cutlve producer for Pacific Studios, one of the biggest shots in

" the movie business. He’s washed up now. They haven’t renewed -
his contract. It runs out in a month or so; then he’ll be nobody.
He goes there every. day and sits in his office, doing nothing.’
No one takes any notice of him. He's just sweating -out his
ﬁmc-” - ’ P

“Why doesn’ he ook for some other job?” o

~ Simmonds laughed. “Haven’t you cottoned on to him yet?
He¢s a lush. No one wants him, The only time he’s sober is whén
he wakes up in the mdrning. He starts boozing at breakfast and
‘goes right on untl he falls into bed. I guess if I had married that
redheaded bitch, I’d be 2 lush too. He’s crazy about her. From

. what I hear she has her own room, and he hasn’t been inside
it since a few days after they married.” ’

“Who is she and where does she corne from?”

“I doi’t know. They’'ve been married about a year. Since
then he’s been going down hill fast. The movie business doesn’t
want him any more. When his contract runs out, he’ll be broke.
So don’t kid yourself youw've got yourself a permanent job.
You'll be hucky if you hold it a week.” o

“He can’t be broke. He’s got three cars and that house. The
Rolls would fetch twelve thousand in the open market.” '

“I hear he’s up to his eyes in’ debts, but I could be wrong,”:
Simmonds said. “But it's my bet as soon as he leaves the
Studios, the wolves will move in, and when they do, there won't
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be anything left. I’d like to see that redhcad earn her living.
' She’ll find it tough after the way he’s poured money into-her -
lap.” _ ] :

© “Did you get paid?” I asked. - ‘ _
“Sure, but I had to ask for it, Dester never remembers trifles
like paying his servants.” Simmonds looked at a cheap alarm

clock on the bedside table. “I’ve got to be moving. I'm going .
Nafter a job this morning: driving two old ladies. I guess it'll
‘be'a nice change after driving a drunk. You have a sweet time
ahead of you. If he gets home by one o’clock he calls it an early
night.” He stood up. “But don’t think I dislike the guy. I'm
sorry for him. When you can catch him sober, you couldn’t wish

_ for a nicer' guy to work for. The trouble is you don’t often catch
him sober. It’s a knock out that a woman could ruin a man as
fast as this redhead has ruined him. She must be crazy. By fixing
him, she’s fixed herself out of a big, juicy income, and that
doesn’t make sense to me. From what I’ve heard it is due to ﬁer
~ he started to hit the bottle. I can’t figure out what her game is.”
As I drove over to my apartment house to collect my few be-
longings before returning to the Dester residence, I conldn’t

3 figure out what her game was either, but I was now determined
© ta ind nt



CHAPTER TWO

As I pulled into the three-car garage, I saw the Cadillac
convertible was missing. It wasn’t hard to guess that the beaun—‘
ful Mrs. Dester had taken herself out to lunch, The time was &}
quarter after twelve, and I thought it might be an idea, now
that the house was empty, and if I could get in, to take a look
around. .

A window above the porch was open. It was an easy climb UP
on to the top of the porch, and simple to push up the ‘window
and step into 2 long passage that went past the head of the stairs.

There were seven bedrooms, three bathrooms and two dressing-~

rooms on the landing; five of the bedrooms were under dust
sheets, Dester’s bedroom was facing the stairs, and Helen’ s was
at the other end of the passage.

I didn’t go into any of the rooms. I opened the doors and
looked at the rooms from the doorway.

Helen’s roorn was large. A lot of money had been spent on it
to make it luxurious. There was one of those huge beds you see
so often on the movies, raised on a dais, with an oyster coloured
quilted headpiece and a blood red bedspread. There were com-
fortable lounging chairs, a desk, a radiogram, an elaborate dress-
ing-table, fitted closets and diffused lighting. It was a pretty nics
refreat for a wife who wanted to sleep alone. It was easy to see by
its immaculate luxury that no man found his way in there.

Dester’s room was smaller and as comfortable as Helen’s bu
it Jooked neglected; even without going into the room I couls
see g film of dust on the flat surfaces of the fumiture. It wa

- casy to see Helen didn’t spend much time looking after it.

It took me less than five minutes to see what I wanted to se
and then I went downstairs. I skipped the lounge and explore
the other five rooms; all of them were under dust sheets whic
iz one way of solving the domestic help problem.

Here was evidence to prove that Simmonds had been speakin
the truth. It cermmly looked as if Dester was on his way ou
He was still putting up a show: the outside of the house looke
prosperous enough, but this closing down of the rooms showe
which way the wind was blowing.

I returned to the apartment over the garage, changed out ¢
my uniform, checked over my money that now amounted to te
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Ybucks, and then walked down to the corner of the road Where I
-picked up a bus that took me into the centre of the town.
I had a cheap lunch at a place T usually went to, then I wall\ed :
over to Jack Solly’s office on Brewer Street. '
- I had worked for Solly now for the past year, He called him-
self an advertising consultant and contractor. At one time he had
r:bcen the sales manager of Herring & Inch, the big advertising
~contractors in New York. He had owned a Cadillac, a six~room
apartment, a five-figure income and a closet full of clothes. But-
" he had always been an opportunist, specializing on making a fast
buck, and he had tried to make himself a little extra on the side
by offering some of Herring & Inch’s accounts to a rival firm
for a substantial rake-off. Someone ratted, and Solly lost his job,
his income and his Cadillac in that order: worse, he was black
listed and he soon discovered he had no hope of ever working
for another firmn of advertising contractors. So he came to Holly-
wood ‘with what he had saved from the wreck and opened an
office and started in to work for himself.
He now handled the business of small shopkeepers, one-man
- offices and the like and just managed to scrape up a living.

Solly was a tall, thin bird with a face like a hatchet, deep-set
stony black eyes and a mouth like a gin-trap. He was a tough
character, and as the years passed, and his lack of success sank
in, and his need for money increased, he lost what ethics he
might have had, and twice already he had had a brush with the
police on a shady deal, the details of which I hadn’t been told.

He was sitting at his desk, his beaky nose in a pulp magazine
when I pushed open the door and walked into his shabby, down-
at-the-heel office.

Patsy, his blonde secretary, a twenty-three-year-old, over-ripe
dish with a baby face and wordly wise eyes, looked up as I came
in and gave me a cheerful smile. She had a hard time of it with
Solly: she not only had to run the office, but she was expected
to stay late when Solly’s glands were making life a burden to

" him without having an addition in her pay packet. She was eat-
ing her lunch out of a paper bag.

Solly laid down his magazine and Jooked at me, his black eyes
hostile.

“What do you imagine this is?” he asked. “Look at the time.

- You’re supposed to clock in here at nine o’clock.”
“Relax, brother,” I said, sitting on the edge of his desk. “I'm
- not working for you any more.”
Patsy put her half-eaten sandwich down on the desk, swung
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her chair around so she could take 2 good look at-me. Her bxg_
blue eyes poppeeg wide op;:n- ' I C :
1 rded me sourly. j . e »
‘S‘i)’lvz r;ﬁ?t,” I said. “S?ou’ll have to find another .sucke; to .
work for you, Jack. I've got me a new ca;eer.” , PR
Solly’s face lengthened. ‘ . L
“Who are you working for then?” he asked, leaning back ing.
his chair. “Maybe I can give you a raise. You don’t want 1o be -
hasty about this. You wouldn’t try to steal any of my accounts,
would you?” ‘ i e
“If T happened to be nuts enough to take another job like
this one and for another shark like you, of course I'd steal as
many of your accounts that are worth stealing, and they aren’t
many,” I said. “But relax. P've quit the racket. I've got myself .
a nice easy job that pays fifty a week and all found: including a
uniform.” ' S
Solly’s eyes bulged, while Patsy, who bad picked- up her
sandwich, held it before her open mouth as she gaped at me.
“What do you mean -~ a uniform?” Solly demanded. :
" “I'm a chauffeur,” I said, giving Patsy a wink. . “A chauf-
feur to one of the big shots at the Pacific Studios. How do you
like that?” : : r
“Why, you're crazy!{” Solly said, “Do you call that a job?
Who but 2 crazy man wants Yo be a chauffenr? You don’t know
when you're well off. Don’t you know how they treat chauffeurs’
in this town? You might just as well have a ball and chain on
. your leg. You must be stark raving nuts to take a job like that.”
“I very nearly didn’t, but I happened to catch sight of the.
boss’s wife,” I said. '

“His wife?” Solly’s expression changed. He looked the way

.a gundog looks when his master takes aim. The most important
thing in Solly’s life after money was women. ‘

“You men make me sick to my stomach,” Patsy said, getting

up. “I'm going to the john. Get the gruesome details over, be-
fore I get back, will you please?” ' L

Solly aimed a slap at her as she passed him, but he had done

this so often, she had no trouble in whipping her tail out of
reach, L

When she had shut the door, Solly took out two cigémﬁ&,
rolled one across the desk to me and offered me a light,
“What's this about his wife?”* he asked. '
“She’s nice,” I said; and drew a shape in the air with my
hands. “Very, very lush: redheaded, green eyes and a figure like
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a bra ad. I dido’t see why I shoulan t give myself a }ob right
next to her when it was offered to me. And apart from the sex.
interest, I drive a cream-and-blue Rolls convertible that’s as big B

and as expensive as a battleship. Isn’t that an nnprovemcnt on.

this lousy job?” .

“Sounds like it,” Solly said reﬂpcuvely. “They don’t want
a butler, do they? I could talk to the redhead while you re driv-
ing the husband to work.”

“They don’t want anyone but me,” I said grinning,

*But seriously, Glyn, where will it get you? A chauﬁeur S iob ,
is no kind of life for an up and coming guy like you.” ‘

“Where's your job going to get tne, come to that?” -

“If you'd only work at it and get some business, I rnight
make you a partner one of these days,” Solly said and smirked.

" “You're not a bad guy if you weren’t so damned lazy.”

~ I'laughed. “That’s good coming from you.”
Solly flicked ash on to the carpet, swung his feet up on to his

-desk and waved his hand.

“Who’s this big shot anyway?”
“His name’s Erle Dester.”
"The only reason why I was giving Solly all this dope was be-

- cause there were very few big names in Hollywood that he didn’t
 know. I was still fishing for information, but you don’t ask a

-

guy jlike Solly outright for information unless you want to pay
forit.

Solly’s grin slipped and he stared at me.

“Dester? You don’t mean Erle Dester at the Pacific, do you?”

“QOf course I do; who else should I mean?”

“Well, for sweet Pete’s sake!”

“Do you know him then?”

“Khow him? That lush? I'll have you know I'm careful with
whom I associate. Why, Glyn, you're out of your mind. Listen,
that guy is washed-up. In a couple of months he’ll either be
bankrupt or he’ll have a hole in his head. Erle Dester! For the
love of mike!™

I made out I was nonplussed.

“You wouldn’t kid me, Jack?”

“I ook, this guy’s more than a drunk: he’s an alcoholic. He’s
never sober. No one wants him in the movie business. His con-
tract runs out at the end of the month. And that wife of his!
You won’t get anything but trouble from her. I've seen her:
okay, she looks good, I'll give you that, but she’s just a beauti-

ful sh‘.pe wrapped around an iceberg.”
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«All the sarme, I think T could get to the first base with her, -
I think I could thaw her out.” . o

Solly speered. : - e )

“Now you really are kidding yourself. I've heard thlnfgs about .
that dame. They say she drove Dester to drink. I reckon if T mar-
ried her and found out she was a block of ice, I'd’ take to drink
myself. I heard it said there was another guy who threw h_jms:elf ( '
out of the window because of her. Boy! You're certainly kidding}™
yourself if you think you can thaw her out. You haven’t a chance,
and if you don’t want to finish up a rumdum like her‘ husband, .
you'd better leave her strictly alone.” - ~

“Who was she before she married Dester?” ‘

“1 don’t know. He met her in New York, married her and
brought her back here. It doesn’t matter who she is. Leave her
alone or you’ll be up to your neck in the stuff.” T

“Well, thanks for the advice, but you don’t scare me,” I
said, pushing back my chair. “If Dester drops dead and Mrs. D.-
asks me to marry her, I'll get you to be my best man.” o

“What a pipe dream!” Solly said in disgust. “Now for the
love of mike, sober up. Come ba‘ck\ here and get down to a job of

_work. Tl tell you what T'll do; I'll raise your cut to fifteen per
cent. I can’t be fairer than that, can I?” o

“Shove it,” 1 said cheerfully. “I'm going to stick with Des- -
ter until he goes broke. By that time I shall be house-~trained, and
I'll ask Sam Goldwyn for a job.” ) :

Solly lifted his shoulders and spread out his hands.

“You're nuts, but okay. When you’re tired of the job, come
back to me. 'l keep your job open for you.”

“The only reason why youw'll keep it open, Jack, is because
you know damn well no other sucker would have it,” I said.
“So long. Don’t wave to me 'if you see me in the Rolls.
have to be careful now whom I know.”

I went down the stairs into the hot sunshine.

Another guy threw himself out of a window

What guy and why? I asked myself.

I too

because of her.

When I returned to the Desters’ residence around three in
the aftcmf;on, the Cadillac convertible was still missing. I put
on my uniform, made sure I looked immacul :
to the Pacific Studios. "¢ then dr.ove OVG%'.

The guard opened the gates without looki ¢
: ooking -at me, and I

drove over to the office block with an 2 ing 1
T topa 1 embarrassed feeling that
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1 bacl'ed the Rolls into one of the chalked—out spaces bﬂfom
the office block and settled down to wait. At twenty minutes
past four I left the car, walked up the steps and into the vast hall
where a dozen bell hops sat on a bench beside a big mrcular desk
where four lovelies handled inquiries-and visitors. -

One of them, fair, rising nineteen, with that fresh complex:on
that only healthy teenagers scem to monopolize, looked inquir-~
* ingly at me,

‘erS?”

- “Yill you tell Mr. Dester his car is here?” ¥ said.

- Plucked eyebrows lifted. .

“Mr. -~ who?”

“Mr, Dester: spelt D-e-s-t-e-r: pronounced Dester.”

A slight flush rose to her face.

“There’s no Mr. Dester here,” she snapped. “Try the stu-
dios.”

“Look, baby, just move over and let me speak to someone
who knows this job better than you do,” I said. Then spotting a
dark, sleek young woman who was busily buffing her finger-nails,
I raised my voice: “Hey, honey, 2 moment of your precious

time.” '

The dark one froze into an outraged statue,

“Were you by any chance addressing me?” she asked in g
voice you could frost a cake with. :

“Sure,” I ssid. “What do I do to get some service in this
joint? I want Mr. Erle Dester. Where do I find him?”

She flicked open a reference book, stared at it, showed her
surprise at finding his name in the book, and sa2id in the same
. frosty voice, “Room 47, first floor.”

She then turned her back on me.

The row of bell hops moved excitedly as they listened to and
sniggered at this little scene. I picked on the fattest of them and

hauled him to his feet by his right ear.

' “Take me to Room 47, sonny,” I said, “and snap it up.”

' He hesitated, and we looked at each other. It was on the tip
of his tongue to tell me to go jump in a lake. I balled my fist
and smiled at him,

He decided not to call my bluff and set off up the wide stair-
case while the rest of the bell hops and the four lovelies stared
after me as if I were the first visitor from Mars.

Fatso took me down a Jong corridor with fancy name plates
screwed to each door, and with fancier names, Room 47 had no
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plate on it, but you could see where it had been by tl;e fOI.J{ small
crew holes. . L .
? “He hangs out here,” the boy said, jerking his thumb con-,
temptuously at the door. o S
" “Thanks, sonny.” L : '

It was just the kind of room you’d expect a big-shot producer
10 be in. The carpet had a two-inch pile; the desk, chalrs.and‘
trappings were modern and expensive; the decor was costly and
tasteful. There were seven red telephones, two white ones a.nd a
blue one on the desk: all of them at that moment were very sﬂe.nt,
and they would probably remain silent. When you're slipping
in the movie business, the first thing that goes is the telephone

Dester sat in the desk chair that was made of green leather,
bucket shaped and comfortable enough to go to sleep in.

His hands rested on the edge of the desk: an empty bottle of

" Scotch stood on the virgin blotter, another bottle lolled in the
trash basket. His eyes were fixed in a long, glaring stare at a
point just above my head; his face was congested; his facial

muscles appeared to be as stiff as a board. )
- “It’s after four, sir,” I said. :

I might have been talking to the Great Sphinx for all the
reaction I got. It occurred to me that he wasn’t just tight; he
was at this moment paralytic drunk. o

I shut the door just in case someone might pass and look in.
I removed the whisky bottle from the desk, then tapped him
hard on his left shoulder.

Nothing happened. He continued to glare at the spot above
the door. I felt his pulse. It was ticking over, but there was noth-
ing very healthy about it. I loosened his collar. He still showed
-no reaction. He was as far gone as any drunk I’ve ever seen, and
D’ve'seen quite a few.

. There was nothing I could do about it. I couldn’t carry him
along the passage and through the hall to the car. I would have
to wait until he came to the surface, if he ever did, which at the
mornent scemed unlikely. I sat down in one of the comfortable
lounging chairs, lit a cigarette and waited.

_ It scemed to me as I sat in this forgotten room, that if I were
in Dester’s place, sweating out time before I left here for ever,
I might also be tempted to nibble at a drink or two. What pui-
zled me was why he should turn the knife in the wound. As he
was washed-up, as nobody paid any attention to him, as no tcle-
phone bell rang for him, there scemed no point-in .

his staying
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in this room. Why didn’t he ]ust say, ‘th@ hell with the lot of :
thﬂm and stay at home? .

After about half 2n hour of sitting in the chair, I began to get
a feeling of claustrophobia. I got to my feet and began to prowl -
around, loong for something to break the monotony of just -
sitting and waiting. :

‘. “There was still no sign of life from Dester, He continued to
sit motionless and glare at the spot above the door. I went over
to him and waved my hand in front of his eyes, but that got no
reaction either.

Across the room was a green fire-proof filing cabinet. For
something better to do, I went over and inspected it. I openecd
the top drawer, Fitted into the drawer were a number of red-
leather folders, lettered in gold: For Mr. Dester’s Immediate
Attention. For Mr. Dester’s Remarks, Mr. Dester’s Schedule.
Mr. Dester’s Notes on Current Production. Refer to AMr. Dester
for Opinion. And so on: fifteen expensive, beautifully lettered
folders that proved at one time the Pacific Studios had thought
a lot of Mr. Dester, even if they didn’t now. The folders were
empty; they were even a little dusty. I closed the drawer and
opened another, A fat document in a heavy plastic sleeve lay in
the otherwise empty drawer. I picked it up, turned it and read the
inscription on the outside.

The National Fidelity Assurance Company of California
hereby agrees to pay

The sum of scven hundred and fifty thousand dollars to the

executors, administrators or assigns of Erle Dester (the as-

sured) on receipt and approval at its Administrative Office

tn San Francisco of proofs satisfactory to the Company of

the death of the assured and of the title of the claimant.

I drew in a long, slow breath and read the inscription for the
third time.

No wonder Helen wanted him dead.

A chill as cold and as creepy as the finger of death crawled up

my spine.

A blonde in a cowboy shirt and blue jeans, duck waggled past
the window with the arrogant knowledge that all the men loung-
ing around were looking at her and finding what they saw pretty
good.

I noticed her, but that was all. Three-quarters of 2 millicn
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dollars had a bigger fascination for me than any vsrf:11‘—11r1ade‘_l
blonde in a pair of close~-cut jeans. ' R

Dester no longer represented to me a chronic alcoholic in ne;_zd
of pity. Sooner or later this guy would drop dead or walk in- ‘
front of a car or fall out of a window. You can’t fill yourself .|
with alcohol to the point of paralysis and not run into trouble --
eventually, and when he was dead, but only when he was dead, -
his carcass would be worth in hard cash seven hundred and ﬁft'y‘ v
thousand bucks which was, in anyone’s language, quite a piece .
of money. )

The reason why Helen didn’t want him to have a chauffeur -
now became suddenly clear to me. She knew that he would still -
drive the Rolls, drunk or sober, chauffeur or no chauffeur. The
previous night when he had been plastered to the hairline he -
had been about to drive out on to the crowded boulevard if I -
hadn’t taken over the job. She was gambling on him getting in-'
volved in an accident: a fatal accident for preference. That could
be the only explanation why she had got rid of Simmonds and
had tried to get rid of me. . -

According to Solly, Dester was heading for bankruptcy, and
Solly had ways and means of knowing things like that. There .,
appeared nothing to save him from the crash, but if he dicd,’t.‘

~ his wife could clear his debts and still have plenty to live on.

A slight sound behind me made me drop the policy into the .
drawer and look over my shoulder.

Dester was coming back to life. His fingers moved on the
blotter, the fixed glare had gone out of his eyes. )

g I silently closed the drawer and stepped quickly across to the
oor. '
-“Are you ready to come home, sir?” I said loudly.
' He blinked, shook his head, blinked again, then
focus.
“There you are, Nash,” he said thickly. “Is it four yet?”
“It’s a little after four, sir. I've been waiting.”
.I was surprised how quickly he came alive. He pushed back ..
~ his ;hl:ir, f r;w('ininlg. Then he looked at his wrist-watch. 5
“I have had a lot to do,” he said. “We are i
now. I didn’t realize it was as late as this.” ’prctty bus?r nght '
hirfafnl?lzeix::;;;)dﬁ ng:;ﬁ;;; haen ;(;iotIto hits feet, ready to catch
steadied him. B put out my hand and
“My foot’s gone to sleep,” he muttered i i
He sat on the edge of the desk. “Where’s the ’cjfgl’l,mg agamst e
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“Qutside, in front, sir,”. o

_“Bripg it around the back.” He waved toa door, *“I go out
this way.” ‘ _

“Yes, sir.”

I left the room, walked fast down the corr'dor, through the
“hall, feehng the eyes 6f the four lovelies watchmg me with con~
«entrated interest, and down the steps to where I had left the

ar. I drove it around to the back of the building. As I got out
Dester came slowly down the steps, supporting himself by hang~
ing on to the rail,

I got him into the car with some difficulty, and he lay bzcl\, :
sweat on his face, his eyes half closed.

“Shall I take you home, sir?” I asked.

. The effort he had made to move himself from the office to the
car proved too much for him. He seemed to go off into a coma:
_anyway he didn’t look at me nor did he reply.

I shut the car door and went around to the driver's seat. I
drove down to the gate, passing a steady stream of people on
their way home. They spotted the Rolls and paused to stare. ¥
heard a girl say: “There’s Dester going home: bottled as usual,”

) ~and she giggled.

I slightly increased the pace, but I couldn’t drive as fast as I
wanted to. Other people stared; other people had remarks to
make. I was sweating by the time I slowed down while the guard
opened the gate.

" This time he deigned to look at the car, and his eyes fell on
Dester as he lay back against the cushioned head-rest, his face
the colour of a rotten tomato, his eyes glazed. The guard looked
at me, grimaced, then spat in the road. Maybe he had every right
to feel that way about it, but I was tempted to jump out of the
scar and knock his teeth down bis throat.

- Once out on to the wide boulevard I trod on the gas, but even
then people stared at the Rolls as it swept past them. 'I"nr*y koew
- I was taking home a drunk; I could tell it by their jeering grins.

t was a relief to get under cover of the drive-in of Dester’s
“residence where no one could stare. I pulled up outside the house
and got out, opening the car door.

Dester sat rigid and motionless, his eyes once more fised in
that ghastly glarmg stkrc I tapped him on his knee,

- “We're home, sir.’

T might just as well bave been talking into a deﬁd mike for ail
the reaction I got from him. ]

I couldn’t leave him in the car. I wasn’t going to wait out
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there in the hot evening sunshine. I reached in, caught hold of.
his coat front, hauled him out and over my shoulder in a fire-
man’s lift. . - ,

He must have weighed ovér two hundred pounds; but I'm

strong and T've lifted heavier things than Erle Dester, but not
. puch. heavier, I lurched up the steps, opened the front door,
crossed the hall towards the stairs. ' - i
“Helen called from the lounge, “Is that you, Erle? I want.
ou.” s

Y There was a lilting jeer in her voice that told me she knew he
was drunk. For a moment I hesitated, then I turned aréund and
walked into the lounge with him like a sack of wheat over my
shoulder. ’ o

She was sitting in a deep chair, a tea tray at her side, a maga
zine on her lap. She was wearing what is called an afternoon
gown of biscuit colour chiffon. She looked very beautiful and at
ease as she stared up at me, lifting her sharply arched eyebrows.

“Oh, it's - you, Nash,” she said, ignoring my burden. “I
thought it was Mr. Dester.” ) ’ ' ‘

. T was tempted to swing him off my shoulder into her lap, but
1 restrained myself in time. My rdle at the moment was to be the
perfect servant so she couldn’t find any reason to sack me. '

“Yes, madam. I heard you call. I was about to put Mr. Des--
_ter to bed. He is a little unwell.” . .

“How considerate of you. I was hoping he might be better
- to-day. Well, never mind, take him away and do be careful not
to drop him. When you have put him to bed, you might come
down here again. I want to talk to you.”

“Yes, madam.”

I walked out, up the stairs and into Dester’s bedroom. I laid
him on the bed. ' .

It took me a little time to undress and get him between the
sheets, As soon as his head rested on the piliow, he began to
snore,

I tucked him ‘in, pulled the curtains, put a bottle of drinking:
water on the bedside table where he could get at it in a hurry,”
then went out, quietly closing the door. .

I walked down the stairs, aware that.m

. to beat rapidly, and entered the lounge.

I waited a moment, then said, “You wanted me, madam?”

She frowned, made an angry gesture with her hand and went
on reading. ’

I wondered how she wouldahave reacted'if I had taken the
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magazine away, jerked her out of the chair and mashed my mouth
_down on hers. . L L
 I'waited, my eyes on her in a hard, searching stare. I examined
her complexion, the shape of her ears, the colour of her lip-
stick, the contours of her body the way any farmer will look at
. any cattle he is thinking of buying. .
I don’t think she had bargained for this treatment. I saw the
 blood rise faintly to her face, and she suddenly threw down the
magazine and looked up at me, her eyes glittering.
. “Don’t stare at me like that, you damned oaf!” she said
furiously.
- “I beg your pardon, madam.” -

“I told you last night you weren’t wanted. I’'m telling you
again,” she said, sitting forward and staring at me with angry -
eyes, “You now know what the job consists of. You can’t like it;
no one could. It is better for my husband to be without help.
If he has no one to act as his nursemaid he will pull himself to-
gether, I am going to give you two hundred dollars in lieu of -
wages, and you’re to pack and go immediately.”

1 didn’t say anything.

She had risen to her feet. She walked over to the desk, took
from a drawer two one-hundred-dollar bills and threw them on
the table.

“Take them and get out!”

That’s what I should have done, but, of course, I didn’t.

“] take my orders from Mr. Dester, madam. So long as he
needs me, I am staying.”

I turned and started for the exit.

“Nash! Come back here!”

I kept going, reached the hall, opened the front door and
walked down the steps into the sunlight.
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" CHAPTER THREE

WiTH my jacket off and my collar undone, a cigarette be-
tween my fingers, I lay on the bed and bent my mind t0 thg‘ ;
situation as I knew it so far. K L

It was obvious that Helen was waiting for Dester to die, and "~ -
she was getting impatient with the wait. I could understand that
seven hundred and fifty thousand was a tantalizing sum to wait -
for. .

It seemed, if I could believe Simmonds and Jack Solly, that :
before very long Dester would be in financial trouble if he wasn’t -
there ‘already. "The premium of a life policy as big as the one
he held would cost a lot of dough: at a guess it would knock his
income back something like eight or maybe ten thousand dollars

-a year. It didn’t scem likely that he could continue to dish out
that kind of money. I wished now that I had had time to examine
the policy and find out when the next premium was due. It was -
more than probable he wouldn’t be able to pay it and if he
couldn’t, the policy would lapse. Unless there was a special
clause in the policy, there would then be no three-guarters of a
million for Helen if he died. She probably knew that, and that.
was why she was so anxious to get rid of me. It seemed to me -
she was relying on Dester killing himself in a car smash before
the premium had to be paid. .

But now she had failed to get rid of me, and the chances of
Dester having a car smash were remote, what was she going to
do? She had only a certain amount of time before the premium
fell ‘due, so she couldn’t afford to wait for him to drink himself’
to death. What I wanted to know was whether she wanted that
money badly enough to hurry his death along.. L

I remembered what Solly had said: another guy threw himself
out of a window because of her. :

I had a hunch that this other guy might give me the key to .
the present setup. If I could find out who he had been and why
he had thrown himself out of the window.I might be able to

assess better just how far she would go to get her hands on the
money.

How could I find this out? - o
Dester had met her in New York, Presumably. this other guy
had thrown himself out of a window somewhere in New York.
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It looked to me as if 1 would need outside help on this job. ~
The ;obvious‘: way to get the dope on this, other guy would be
to hire an inquiry agent, but inguiry agents cost money.

I suddenly snapped upright, Why was I all this interested?
I asked myself. Why was I suddenly so determined to stick my
nose into something that didn’t concern me? I knew the answer,
.of course, but I didn’t like admitting even to myself what the
answer was. ’ e

When I had found that Helen would collect three-quarters of
a million dollars at Dester’s death, a gnawing envy had taken
hold of me. I began to ask myself if there was any chance to
horn in and get a share of this money. I knew I had no claim
to it, but it seemed to me that if Helen was planning to hurry
Dester’s death along, then I had a claim. If I could prove she .
had hurried his death along, I would have a hold on her. I knew
- the word for that kind of thing, but I wanted some of that
. money so badly I didn’t flinch from the word.

At the moment I was on the outside, looking in. I was like a
member of a theatre audience. The curtain was up; the actors
and actresses were on the stage, the plot was beginning to unfold,
but I had no part in it. Somehow I had to get up on to that stage
" and join in the action.

It seemed to me that it was time to have a straight talk with
‘myself, to examine my conscience and find out just how far 1
would go for a share in that money. This was between me and
me, and if I couldn’t be frank with myself, I couldn’t be frank
with anyone.

Everything depended, of course, on the share I was going to
get. The bigger the share, the bigger the risk I would be prepared
to take. How much could I grab without causing too much op-
position? Half? A quarter?

I remembered one of Solly’s many sales slogans: Always ask
for tewice as much as you expect: you may surprise yourself and

et it.
¢ Then I would go for half: three hundred and ﬁfr‘y grand. .

1 lay staring up at the ceiling as I tried to visualize what it
would mean to have all that money. The most money I had ever
earned in a year was four thousand bucks, and that was in the
hey-day of the boom and I had sweated my guts out to carn it.

Three hundred and fifty thousand!

It set my heart hammering to think of all that money. It
would change my life. How far would I go, how much would
1 risk to put my hands on that mlslch money?
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A word jumped info my mind and I flinched from it. Then
I remembered I was being frank with myself. - ~
Murder? . ‘ .
Would I commit murder for such a sum? - -
Tt was one thing to lie on this bed and contemplate murde;:-
ing Dester for that money, but another thing to do it. Even if
T could screw up enough guts to do it, there was the risk. =

If he were murdered, the first person the police would sus-
pect would be Helen. I had a fair idea how a policeman’s mind
would work on a set up like this. He would reason Helen wanted
to get rid of her husband to get the insurance money. He’d figure
she was unlikely to do the actual killing herself. He would look
_around for the other man, and he would spot me.

Then there was the insurance company to think of. They
. wouldn’t pay out all that dough without a fight. Their own
" dicks were tougher, smarter and a lot more dangerous than the

police.

No, murder was too risky: straightforward murder that is, but
how about murder by remote control? As Helen was planning it?
It was easy enough. Dester had only to take the car out when
he was full of liquor or walk into a stream of fast-moving traffic
and that would be that. That seemed better to me, but suppose
he didn’t take the car out or walk across a street when he was

- plastered? How long had I got before the premium was due?:

That was the vital point. : ‘ ,
Helen must know that time was pressing. Wouldn’t it be the
'smart thing for me to do to wait for her to get rid of Dester,
keep clear of it, and then move in and make her part with half?

. That brought me back to the guy who had fallen out of a
window. Was this something in her past that I could hook her
with? Then I suddenly thought of Solly. He had contacts in
New York. He might be able to get me the dope if I could per-
suade him to take the trip. '

. Ilooked at my watch. It was just after seven o’clock. T couldn’t
_ imagine that Dester would be going out this night. The sooner
I ‘talked to Solly the better. I picked up the telephone and called
- his apartment. - o
. There was a delay before he answered.’

“I want to talk to you, Jack,” I said.
: ] s said." “Can you meet-me at
Sam’s bar in half an hour?” v

“Not to-night I can’t. I've got me a heav, What's biti
Jouns ! g e a heavy date, What’s biting

v
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’ “Nothmgs biting me, but pIenty wﬂl b1te you if you don’t'
hustle over to Sam’s bar.”

There was a pause while he wrestled wzth hLmsclf thcn I
heard him heave a sigh. - ’

“Well, okay, if you snap it up I can still kcep my date 1
don’t have to meet her for another hour.”

“Sam’s bar in twenty minutes or faster,” I said and hung up,

I changed into my suit and started down the drive ar a fast
clip. I would have liked to borrow one of the cars, but I wasa’t
going to ask permission, and I knew it would be unsafe if I
didn’t ask permission.

Solly was impatiently waiting for me as I came into the bar.
T took him to the end booth against the wall where we could talk
without being overheard and told the waiter to bring us a couple
of highballs,

“What’s this about?” he asked as soon as the waiter had put

- the drinks in front of us and had moved away.

“Yeah. Now listen: you remember what you said about Mrs,
Dester? About a guy who threw himself out of a window because
- of her?”
- Solly grimaced. “Yeah, but what’s that got to do with me?
- Look, if you've brought me here .. .”

“Take it easy,” I said, patting his arm. “Who told you about
this guy?”

- “Search me,” Solly said, shrugging. “People tell me things
all the time. I wouldn’t know.”

“Was it true?”

“I guess so. What are you getting so excited about? What’s
Mrs. Dester to do with this proposition of yours?”

“Do you know for certain this guy fell out of a window?”

He stared at me. “Does anyone know anything for certain?
What is all this about?”

I sat back, drank some of the highball while I looked at him.
“How would you like to pick up five hundred bucks?” I asked.
. He scratched the side of his beaky nose with a dirty finger-
+* . nail, “Are you kidding?”

“This isn’t the time to kid. There’s five C's waiting for you
if you’re prepared to make yourself useful.”
“Is this some racker?” Solly asked, his eyes hard. “Now
look, you .
T l\now, I know. Let me do the talking, will you? I'm offer-
mg you the chance to get in on something on the ground fleor,
- but you must be prepared to gamble with me and you must also
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d to do some preliminary work before you cashin.”? -
be‘l‘);eg:;?t think I I&eﬁhe sound of this,” he said slowly. “You -
can’t lay your hands on five bucks let alone five hundred. What _
the hell gives? Look, I'm passing up agood date because I
thought you meant business. . .” ) S

“I know,” I interrupted. “Coming from me 1t sou.nds' nuts, -
but it isn’t anything like as nutty as it sounds. The point is how ;
much do you want to know about it?” : -

He shifted impatiently. : - ,

“How much do I want to know? I want to know the whole
works, of course.” .

1 stared at him. “Sure you do?”

“What are you getting at?” , ‘

“] want some information about Helen Dester,” I said,
Jowering my voice. “I think you can get this information. When
T’ve got it, I'll be in a position to pay you five hundred, but not .
before.” T paused to stare at him again. “Now do you want to
know the whole works?” L

He started to say something, then the nicke] dropped and his
hatchet face tightened. “Now wait a minute, That kind of racket
is dynarnite. A blackmailer...” - .

“Shut up, pea brain! Who’s talking about blackmail?” I said,
keeping my voice down. “I'm offering you five hundred dollars

to dig into Helen Dester’s past and to turn over to me what
you find. I didn’t say anything about blackmail.”- Ce i

“T've had one run in with the cops, Glyn,” he said, “T can’t
risk another.” .

“Who’s talking about the cops?” I said curtly, “But if that’s
the way you feel I can get someone else to do the job,” '

He studied me, then shrugged. “Okay, I could use five C's.
Just what do I do to earn it?” '

“‘I want the complete dope on the guy who fell out of the
window, and when I say complete, I mean complete. Who he
was, why he fell out, the coroner’s verdict, who was with him
when he fell out and how he figured in Helen’s life. Get it? I:-
want the works. Then I want a detailed picture of Helen’s back-
ground. You’ll have to go to New York and dig, but vou won’t
be wasting your time.” R ’ o

“And-what’s going to happen t i ile I'm i
New York?” Soll% defnandedl.jp o my business while I'm fn,
. “You should care. Patsy can handle it ‘This is important.
‘Y(?u know as well as I do it would take you a month of hard -
gnnd to make five hundred in your business, I'm offering you
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‘that amount for a few days work.” -
“Yeah, it sounds fine, but when do I get the cough”’
“If T pull this trick you'll get it. If I don’t pull 1t, thcn we're
both unlucky i
5 v “And in the meantime I’ve had to pay out for a tnp 10 Ncw
Or 2y N

“For the love of mike! If that's the way you feel about it,
then let’s skip it.” .

He took a long pull from his glass.

“I Iczon t like any of it. That sort of racket could land us both '
in jail.”

“What sort of racket?” I said, staring at him.

“You know what I mean. Don’t pull a little Eva on me.”

“What are you worrying about? All I’m asking you to do'is
to supply me with some information. In return for the inforrma-
tion I'll give you five C’s, and your fare. You don’t know why
I want the information or where the five C’s have come from.
How can it get you into trouble?”

He turned this over in his mind. It seemed to soothe him.
“But what about you? Youcould...”

“I can look after myself. Are you going to handle the job or
aren’t you?”

He shrugged.

“Well, okay, I'll see what I can dig up. If I get you the in-
formation I don’t want to know how you’re going to use it.
You've got to keep me out of trouble.”

“Ill do that. Will you get off to-morrow morning? I want
this dope fast, and when I say fast, I mean fast.”

He finished his drink and got to his feet.

“You'll get it. I’ll call you, What's your number?”

“No. I'll call you, I'll call you at nine o’clock on Friday
morning at your apartment. Okay?”

“Yeah, but watch your step. I don’t think you realize how
serious this could be for you, I hope you know what you are do-
. ing.”

I grinned at him.

After Solly had gone, I had a quick supper and then took
the bus back to the Desters’ residence.
The Cadillac had gone. With Helen out of the way, I thought
it might pay dividends to see how Dester was getting along.
He was lying in bed. A bottle of Scotch and a glass half-full
of whisky stood on the night table. He was looking towards me,
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iis face set; h1s eyes bloodshot. ‘He had a .38 automatic in his
sand. I saw it distinctly before he slid hls hand and the gun out
sf sight under the sheet. :

“What do you want?” he said, his voice harsh. “Can’t you .
mock before you come in?” ’

The sight of the gun rattled me, and I Wondered if he knew
Helen was waiting for him to die. Was he scared of her? Did he
have the gun handy as a protection against attack?

“I'm sorry, sir,” I said, standing in the doorway. “I thought
you might be sleeping. I just wanted to know if you were gomg '
out to-night,”

I saw him relax. “Come in, kid,” he said. “I won't be gomg
out to-night. I'm not feeling too we
. I shut the door and moved to the foot of the bed. It gave me
a queer feeling to-look at this man who I knew, dead, was worth
three-quarters of a million dollars.

“Has Mrs. Dester gone out?” he asked sbruptly, reaching for -
his glass.

“Yes, sir; at least the Cadillac’s gone.”

“She didn’t say where she was going?”

“No, sir.” <

He finished the whisky and splashed more into his glass. Hls
hand was so unsteady he spilt some of the whisky on the sheet,

“I think you should know that Mrs. Dester doesn’t want me
here,” I went on. “She has told me twice to go.”

He smiled: a hard, bitter smile. “That doesn’t surprise me,
kid. You take your orders from me.”

“Yes, sir,”

“Pay no attention to What she says. I want you here, I'want’
you to bandle the Rolls.”

“Yes, sir.”

He lay back against the pillow, stanng at me.

“Are you married, kid?”

“No, sir.”

“You're smart. Don’t ever marry. I wouldn’t be a god-
damn drunk if I had kept clear of mamage ” He.made a m%ve— Y
ment with his hand. “She’s lovely, isn’t she? All a man could
want. You wouldn’t think 2 woman as beautiful as she is could
be colder than an iceberg, would you? But she is, There is. only
one thing she ever thinks about and that s money. Are you in-
terested in money?”

I had to Yick my lips before saying, “Who isn tp7

“Yes, but there are degrees of interest. I
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money 100, but I don’t live for it. She does.” He drank some
_more Whlsky “She’s waiting for me to die. She thinks she’ll-
come into a lot of money when I'm dead.” He laughed; it waen t
a plcasant sound. “But she’s going to get a shock. All s
fgmg to get is a parcel of debts. That’s all. I'm going to sez to
at »
v I didn’t say anything, but I was hstcmno I told myself t'tus
~could only mean the premium was about due and he wasn’t gc-
* ing to renew the policy.

Suddenly he seemed to realize what he had Lﬂen saying. st
face hardened and he shouted at me, “Don’t stand there stamg
at me! Go away! I want to be alone, and don’t come in here
without knocking again.”

Well, the visit to his room may not have paid off in dividends,
but it certainly gave me something to think about.

Punctually at half past ten the next morning, Dester came
from the house down to the car. He seerned comparatively sober,
but his face was fine drawn, and there were dark circles around
his eyes. He moved slowly as if he wasn’t quite sure of his foot-
ing.

“I’m not going to the studios this morning,” he said as he

_climbed into the car. “Take me to the airport. I'm catching the
" half past eleven plane to San Francisco.”
“Yes, sir,” I said.
Why was he going to San Francisco? T wondered as I drove
to the airport. I remembered the Head Office of the National

Fidelity Assurance Company was in San Francisco. I would have

‘given a lot to have asked him right out what he was going to do,

but that wouldn’t have got me anything but the gate.

I pulled up outside the airport entrance, got out of the car
and held the door open for him.
“P'Il be at the studios around four o’clock, kid,” he said.

“Pick me up there.” He sat still looking at me, then he went
o, Fow are you off for money?”’
™ “mithough I was surprised, I said fast enough “Well, sit, ’'m

a little hard up right now. If you could...” I stopped and let

the rest of the sentence hang in the air.

He smiled. “What did I say I’d pay you?”
“Fifty, sir.”
He took a cheque book from his pocket. Then he looked at
e, his smile turning bitter.
“You’d berter cash in, Kid, while there’s something left. It
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won’t be long now before the rest of them are after it.” He
wrote out a cheque and handed it to me. “That’s a year's salary.
Don’t walk out on me now, will you? Stick with me until the
smash comes. Tt won't be long.” ) o T

1 looked at the cheque, scarcely believing my. eyes. He had
made it out for two thousand, six hundred dollars. ‘

“Yowd better cash it fast,” he went on. “Don’t hang on to
it. First come, first served. In a few days there won’t be a nickel
1eft.” ’

“Ves, sir,”.I said, “but 1 hope this doesn’t mean.. 2 1 left
it hanging because I didn’t want a snub. ‘

“It means exactly this,” he said, smiling at me. “My con-
tract runs out on Saturday, and it isn’t going to be renewed.
Don’t you read the gossip columns? It’s no secret. I'm washed-
up. I'm a drunk, kid, and no one wants a drunk these days.
That means on Saturday I stay home. I owe money everywhere.
They’ll sell me up. The house, the cars: everything will go. I'rr
up to my eyes in debts. So long as I remain chief producer of the
Pacific Picture Corporation, my creditors will hold off becaus:
they always hope for a miracle, but at the end of the week, whet
Y've quit, they'll move in like a flock of vultures.” He got out o!
the car and stood staring up at the blue sky, feeling the sun o1

. his face. “What do I care? I've had fun. I’ve travelled. T'wi
“owned a Rolls, I've married the loveliest woman in Hollywood
What more can a guy want? Now it’s time to pay up: that’
okay. T'll pay what I can, and they’ll have to whistle for th
‘rest of it.” He put his hand on my shoulder and gently rocke:
me to and fro, not looking at me, but beyond me, his mouth in
- hard, bitter smile. “And she’s going to be one of them who
have to whistle. That’s the only way I can get even with her fc
leading me the life she has led me. Even now I would get dow.
on hands and knees and lick her shoes for one kind word fror
her.” He shifted his eyes so he looked right at me. “Corny dia
logue, isn’t it, kid? Right out of a B picture. Listen, I've neve
struck a spark from her: not once. What was it Hemingwa
said? The earth never moved for us. Know what I mean
Loving her was as sordid and as horrifying as loving a dea
body.’f He turned abruptly and walked into the reception hal

I got back into the car, lit a cigarette and drove siowly dow
the drive-in and on to the highway. To get his tragic, hopele:
face out of my mind I forced myself to think of the three hur
drc-d and fifty grand I might pick up if he died. But someho
I didn’t get a bang out of it as I should have doge.
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I had snapped out of my mood by the time I got into towm
At least I now had something for my trouble. Two thousand six -
hund}‘ed ‘dollars wasn’t a bad start. I parked the car and took -
out his cheque and looked to seec where his bank was. I was going
to take his advice and cash the cheque right now.

The teller at Dester’s bank looked surprised when I pushed
‘the cheque across the counter. He went away to the back and I
*aw him checking a ledger. Finally he convinced himself and he
paid over the money. ,

I took it to a bank across the way and opened an account for -

mysclf, It was nice to own a cheque book again. -

I drove back to the house, changed out of my uniform and,
having nothing better to do, I got out the big power-mower and
settled down to a long spell of lawn cutting. .

It wasn’t until after one o’clock when I decided I'd better dig
up some lunch for myself that I saw Helen coming from the
-house.

She came to the edge of the lawn and waited. I manoecuvred
the mower so that I should pass close to her and as I came up to
her I cut the engine,

“Did you want me, madam?”

“I want you to take me to the Palm Grove Club to-night and
then pick me up at one ¢’clock. Mr. Dester won’t be going
out.”

I met her eyes and I got a shock. The hostility I had expected
to see wasn’t there. Instead the green eyes were warm.

“I -don’t like driving at night,” she went on, “You needn’t
wear your uniform, Nash. As you will have a long wait, you
might care to take in 2 movie or something.”

1 was so surprised I just stared at her.

“And, Nash, since you insist on staying hcre, it might be
amusing for both of us if we become more amicable.”

The long, slow look she gave me could only mean one thing.
T've kicked around long enough with all Kinds of women not
to recognize that look and the inviration that lay behind it

“Yes, madam,” I said.

She suddenly smiled, and the smile made her lock younger

and even more lovely.
My heart was pounding as I watched her walk away towards

the garage.
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CHAPTER FOUR

1 HAVE a way with women: some men have It’'sa talent

Yow've either got it or you haven't, and you soon know if you :

have it. I found I had it when I was a kid of fifteen. I'm thirty-¥
three now, and during those eighteen, years, I may not have been

a ball of fire in anything else I did, but I did have a lot of success

with women.

So this sudden change in Helen’s attitude didn’t come as a
complete surprise; -it had just come quicker than I-thought it
was going to come, but I had had no doubt that sooner or later
it would coine. My confidence was based on experience. It was
because other women, some as hostile as Helen, had suddenly
capitulated at the most unexpected time, that I wasn’t suspicious
of this move of Helen’s as I might have been.

Around three o'clock I took the Rolls down town and parked

it, then I went to an outfitters who were showing some reason--

ably priced, but well-cut suits and got myself a complete outfit.
’m easy to fit, and the pin-head grey I finally selected could have
been made for me. I bought a white nylon shirt, a snappy te,
socks and a pair of reverse calf shees: While the stuff was being

parcelled, I went over to my bank, drew out enough to cover the -

bill and went back to the outfitters and settled up.

I put the parcel in the boot of the Rolls. By that time it was -

coming up for four. I drove over to the studios for Dester.

He wasn’t as drunk as I hoped he would b, although he was

drunk enough. But there was no chance to get at the i insurance
policy..

“Come in, kid,” he said as I knocked on the door that stood
open. “There’s some stuff I want you to put in the car.”

In a corner were a couple of suit-cases and tied up with string
were the fifteen empty leather folders.

As I went over to them, he turned to the filing cabinet, opened s

the second drawer and took out the policy. I watched him out of

-

the corner of my eye as he looked at lt, then he put it in the in-

side pocket of his jacket.

That was that, He would probably Iock it up in the. wall safe ‘

I had noticed in his bedroom. I had had my chance when 1 had
first looked at it. It didn’t seem as if I would get another chanoe
to examine it.
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I put the suit-cases in the boot alongside my parcel and re-
turned to the office. : ' -
" “Is that the lot, sir?” g . , .

“For the time being,” he said and opencd the big wall closet.
There were about three dozen full bottles of whisky standing on
one of the shelves: the rest of the shelves were lined with empty

~ bottles. At a guess there would be close on a hundred of them.
¥“Tll take the full ones on Friday,” he went on, “Tll leave the
empty ones. They can be my epitaph. Let’s go.”

“I understand you won’t be needing me to-night, sir,” I said
as I opened the car door. “Mrs. Dester asked me to drive her to
the Palm Grove.”

“Did she?” He stared at me. “How odd. I wonder why. She
likes to drive herself. Now I wonder why she wants you to take
her to the Palm Grove?”

I wondered too. “She said something about not caring to
drive in the dark,” I said.

“Did she say that? Well, well, but never mind. What docs

" -it matter? No, I won’t want you to-night. I have some writing
to do.”

When we rcached the house, I carried the suit-cases into his

¥ study. He had gone upstairs, and as I was crossing the hall,
Helen came out of the lounge.
 “Ateight o’clock, Nash, please,” she said.

“Yes, madam.”

- Qur eyes met and she smiled. I had seen that kind of smile
before, and again I felt my heartbeat quicken.

“You won’t wear your uniform, will you?”

“You said not, madam.”

“Yes, of course.” .

At eight o'clock, I drove the Cadillac to the front door. 1 had
spent the past hour shaving, taking a shower and putting on my
new clothes. I was pretty pleased with the result.

As I leaned forward to cut the engine, the front door opened

. and Helen came out. She was wearing a white frock: a simple
N thing, not the kind of getup I would have expected her to wear
at a ritzy joint like the Palm Grove, and that surprised me. She
came down the steps Jooking very lovely and got into the car
without even glancing at me.

The Cadillac was a two-seater with a bucket seat at the back
and she sat next to the driver’s seat. I closed the door, went
around and got in beside her.
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“Noj T've changed my mind. The Foot-hills Clu_b, please.”

The Foot-hills Club was out Mount Wilson way and that was
quite a drive. Her change of mind should have warned me what
was in the wind, but somehow the nickel didntt d;op. It dropped
all right later, but it didn’t then. Maybe having her s0 close to .
me, the sleeve of her dress against the sleeve of my 1facket, the -
smell of her perfume, secing the shape of her thighs qnde;‘the',
folds of her skirt threw me off balance: the silent powerful}"
weapons a woman has that can make a monkey out of any man.

The Foot-hills Club was used mostly by jive enthusiasts, I had -
been out there several times with Solly who was a keen jive fan. .
The advantage of the club was that it was cheap, the food good
and the band superlative. Not the kind of joint one would have
expected Mrs. Erle Dester to go to. ' '

“Do you dance, Nash?” she asked suddenly as I swung the
car through the gateway on to the avenue.

“Yes, madam.” -

“For goodness’ sake stop calling me madam.”
“Yes, Mrs. Dester.”
“That’s better.” She half turned in her seat to Jook at me.
“T couldn’t face the Palm Grove to-night,” she went on. “I
felt I wanted something with some snap in it. Do you ever feel
like that?”

“Every so often.”

‘T thought we might dance. None of my stuffy men frien
would be seen dead at the Foot-hills Club,”
I didn’t say anything, :
We drove for a little while in silence, then she said abruptly,
“Tell me something about yourself. Why did you take this job? .
A man like you - surely you could find something better?” .
“Why should I want anything better? You're the loveliest
woman in Hollywood. I'm going dancing. This is a new Cadil-
lac and I’ve just been paid. What more could I want?”
She laughed, reached forward and turned on the radio. She
picked up Pee-Wee Hunt doing his stuff in a jam session._
" “What were you before you became my husband’s chauf-
feur?” she asked as she adjusted the volume control. ~
“It wouldn’t interest you,” I said, looking straight ahead.
“Let’s keep this free of personalities, shall we? . You want to
dance: I want to dance. That’s about it, isn’t it?” .
“Yes,” she said and turned her head to watch the traffic. that

“was hedging us in on all sides.
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She was a goccl dancer, and to have her in my arms 5, ;celmv"
'her breasts agamst my chest, her hair against my face, her ?ona
’Iegs touching rnme, gave me a bang I thoughr I had got beyond
- feeling, ~

‘The restaurant was pretty crowded with bobbv—soxers and their

kid friends. Most of the boys forgot who they were dmcmg thh
. thn they saw Helen.

' We danced maybe for half an hour, then she said it was time
* fora drink.

. “Are you fecling very rich, Nash, or shall I pay?” she asked
as we moved to the bar.,

“I'm rich enough to buy you a drink. What'll it be?”
A br.andy. While you're ordering it, I'm going to put my

fage straight.” She gave me that long, bold stare again. “I didn’t
think I was going to enjoy this as much as I am.”

“This is only the beginning of 1t,” I said. “The night Les

- ahead of us.’

“Yes,” Her fingers tightened on my arm. “The night lies
ahead of us.”

I watched her walk down the aisle that led to the Ladies’
¥ Rest Room and I felt a lirtle heady.

I had an idea that this was going to be one of those nights
when things go right. In the past there have been nights when
things didn’t go right. I have sccond sight about that kind of
thing. I know when it isn’t going the way I have planned it to
£0, and this night, T felt it was going right.

I went over to a table on the terrace where I could see the
door of the Ladies’ Room and snapped my fingers at a waiter.
1 ordered a brandy and a double whisky.

It wasn’t until twenty minutes had crawled by that I began
to wonder. Another ten minutes had me on my feet. Surely she
couldn’t take half an hour to put her face straight?

I waited another five minutes, then I got hold of a cigarette-
_ girl. T gave her a buck and told her 1o look in the Ladics’ Rest
™ Room and let me know if a redhead in a white dress was stll
working on herself.

That took another five minutes. .
- The cxgamtt&gml came back and said there was no redhead

now. The girl in charge had told her the redhead had gone out
the back way the moment she had come into the Rest Room.
That was when the nickel dropped and I saw how I had been

taken for a ride.
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T was now forty minutes’ hard driving ffom Dester’s  resi-
dence, if I had a car, that is, for I was pretty sure she, Irlxad taken
the Cadillac. She had a good start on me, but I wasn’t lxcl:gd yet.{

I ran around to the parking lot. - e :

There was no Cadillac, . .

But there was a 1945 Buick pulling out from a line of cars.
1 didn’t hesitate. I ran over to the car, waving my arms. i “

The driver, a kid in an open-neck, green-and-white- checlt
shirt, pulled up and stared at me. C ’ i

“1 ook, this is important,” I said. “I've got to get to Hill
Crest Avenue fast. T'll give you five bucks to get me there. How .

. about it?” : .
“Sure,” he said. “I was only going home.” He reached over
and pushed open the off-side door. “Get in. For five bucks I'd
- drive you to Los Angeles and back.” .
“If you can make it in half an hour, I'll give you ten bucks,”
Isaid.. , :
He grinned at me, “You’ve lost your dough. Hold on to your
hat, Here we go!” - .
Although the Buick was born in 1945, it could move and the
kid could drive. He was smart enough to know he couldn’t hope
to make the;journey in time if he kept to the highway with the"
evening traffic at its peak. He took to the side roads; working his
way down to Hill Crest Avenue by a series of rushes from one -
back street to another. He didn’t quite manage to get me to the
gates of Dester’s house in thirty minutes, but he was only five
minutes on the wrong side so I gave him the ten bucks.
I ran up the drive towards the house. As I reached the bend
/ in the drive I saw there was a light on in the garage. I pulled up
sharply and stepped behind a tree. From where I was I céuld see
into the garage.

I waited, then I spotted Helen as she came from the back of
the garage into the light, C
i What was she up to? I could see the Rolls and the Buick were
in the garage. The Cadillac was parked on the tarmac. She paused .,
by the Bgick, her back turned to me. Cautiously I moved for- !
ward until I was within fifteen yards of her, Then I saw Dester.

"He was lying on the garage floor, face down, and for a long,
ﬁ;lgl:;;r}mg morment I thought she had been crazy enough to have
{1ite 1m. . .

She moved over to him, turned him over on his back‘, and
1 saw he was breathing. She took hold of him and hauled him’
to his feet. She handled him as if he weighed nothing at all.
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That shook. me. I had carried him to his bedroom and T knew
what he weighed. She must have been as strong as an ox to have
handled him the way she was handling him, : -

_ Dester lolled against her. The light fell on his face. His eyes

were open and glazed; his jaw sagged. '

- “Why can’tyou leave me alone?” he mumbled, trying to

__push her away. “Take your hands off me. I'm going out, and

“.no one’s going to stop me.” . : ‘

A smile came to Helen’s mouth: an awful little smile that
made my flesh creep. o

“Of course, darling,” she said. “I'm not going to ‘stop you.

* I'm trying to help you.” ' ’
She opened the off-side door of the Buick. She wasn’t missing

a trick. Why smash up a Rolls when you had something cheaper

to use?

This was it.

She intended to drive him down to the gates, put his hands
on the steering wheel and launch him on to the avenue. At the
end of the avenue, down the steep hill, was the main highway,
cramrmed with fast-moving traffic.

At first glance it looked fool-proof. If one of those fast-moving
cars on the highway caught the Buick as it came out of the
avenue the chances of Dester surviving were slight. Most of the
people in Hollywood knew he was an alcoholic., They knew he
drove when he was drunk. There was nothing in the setup to
make the insurance company suspicious.

Or was there?

I remembered he had gone to San Francisco that rnorning.
Had he fixed something with the insurance company? It flashed
into my mind that there were loose ends, and vou can’t afford
to have a single loose end when dealing with an insurance com-
pany.

Suppose he wasn’t killed outright? The Buick was big and
solid. It would take a lot of smashing. If he wasn’t dead when
the cops reached him, he might talk. If he told them his wife
had helped him into the car, and later, they found out ~ as they
were certain to find out — that he was insured for three-quarters
of a million dollars, that would be that.

It wouldn’t take the police long to find out Helen and I had
been to the Foot-hills Club. What would they think when they
discovered that she and I — her husband’s chauffeur — had bren
dancing together? That would put me on the spot. The kiij

 would tell them I had been left high and dre swithane a ear arme™h
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had been anxious enough to get back to the house to give him ten
bucks for the trip. The police would want to know why; they
would want to know why Helen had sneaked away. If I didn’t.
come clean, they might think I was also in the plot. Even if-they
didn’t grab Helen on an attempted murder rap, even if they .
didn’t try to tie me into the rap too, the insurance company
would be tipped off and she would never dare try again; and. if
she didn’t try again, I wouldn’t get my share of the money. .

I was suddenly certain that this wasn’t the way to do it. If
Dester had to die, something much more certain and foolproof
had to be thought up. There was too much hanging on his death
to take any risk: too much risk to take any chances.

As Helen walked around to the driving seat, I came out of
the shadows and stepped into the light. . ’

She must have had nerves like steel. She didn't start nor cry
out. The hard glare of the light fell fully on her face; except
for a slight tightening of her mouth, there was no change of ex-
pression. : :

She moved slowly towards me.

“Oh, Nash, Mr. Dester insists on being driven to the Cres-
cent Club,” she said quietly. “I was going to take him, but now
you are here, you had better.” -

The lie was as smooth as silk. If T hadn’t known better I
would have fallen for it,

“Yes, madam,” I said, and I wished I had as good control.
over my face as she had over hers. My voice sounded husky,
and I must have shown how rattled I was. o

I stepped past her to the Buick, got into the car and started
_ the engine. She turned and

walked away, disappearing into the
darkness. B
Dester suddenly straightened up.
“Don’t drive out,” he said shar
voice and that shook me.
¥ ;umed to stare at him, .
‘She wanted to get you ou Y i
“How did s o bag:k?sz’ t of the way, of course,” he salfi.

I continued to stare at him, aware that cold sweat was beading
my face.

He smiled crookedly at me. “Don’t look as |
) . * a. lf %
gh?‘j;” he said. “How did you get back?” § 1L you've seen a.
guy gave me a lift,” T said . )
the croak of a frog, > 1d, and my voice sounded like
1 bad an idea she wanted to get rid of
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.after the insurance money, of course.” He Taughed, “You -
~wouldn’t think a woman as lovely as she is could be so rut)ﬁlcsé,
would you?” He produced a cigarette and it it. “Well, riow I -
kn_ow where I stand.” He opened the car door and got out. I
;t{‘nnk after all that excitemnent I'll go to bed. I want you to sleep
i my dressing-room to-night, kid. You never know: now she has
- started, she might try to finish it. I don’t want her to be tempted
* to suffocate me while I'm aslecp.” ‘ o

I knew I had to try to behave as any normal man would bave
behaved when he heard a thing like this. '

“But aren’t you going to call the police?” I said.

“The police?” He laughed. “Of course not. She's anly
after the insurance money. I'm taking good care she doesn’t get
it, and once she realizes that she’ll leave me alone.”

I'm taking good care she doesn’t get st.

I very nearly gave myself away.

What did he mean? :

“Let’s go back to the house,” he went on and moved o
across the tarmac.

I turned off the garage light, ran upstairs, snatched up my

~ pyjamas and shaving kit, then went after him.
‘ Topgether, we entered the still, silent house,

As we came up the stairs, Helen appeared in the doorway of
her bedroom.

The sight of Dester with me behind him jolted her. Her face
lost colour and her hand went up to her throat,

“Nasl’s sleeping in my dressing-room,” Dester said. “He’s
keeping an eye on me. You might like to know in case you felt
you should see how I am during the night.”

He moved past her into his bedroom.

1 paused at the head of the stairs to Jook at her.

We stared at each other for a long morment. I could see the
naked hatred in her eyes. Then she turned and shut the bed-

room door in my face.

I didn’t slecp much that night. T kept thinking of what he
had said about making sure Helen wouldn’t get the insurance
money. That had me werried for he had spoken with convic-
tion. Was it possible that the premium was already overdue? It
would be a joke on me if the policy wasn’t worth anything now:
and a joke on her too.

There scemed no way I could find out what he had donc.

1 wondered if I should go to Helen and put my cards on Lhc/'\
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table. She might know more than I did, but I finally decided |
this wasn’t the time to show her what my. game was going to be

Although I spent most of the night worrying my ’pram
crooked, it didn’t get me anywhere, and I was glad when I ¢ould

et up and stop thinking, : e

g I grove Degter down to the studios as usual. He didn’t say

much on the way down, and he didn’t refer to what bad ha.p-'
pened the previous night, but as he got out of the car, he said,

“] want you to move into the house, kid. Use my dressing-room

from now on., Get your things over. I want you to keep close to

me all the time 'm in the house. Do you understand?”

“Yes, sir,” I said. .

I kept clear of the house all that day, and at four I went back
to the studios to pick him up.

1 could see he had been drinking heavily, and he seemed in a
depressed mood. He got into the car without a word and I took
him back to the house. .

‘He told me he was going out for dinner, and I was to be
ready at eight o’clock. .

" The house felt empty. There was no sign of Helen. As I lay on
my bed, smoking and waiting for eight o’clock to come around,
the only sound I could hear was Dester Iurching about in his
bedroom while he changed.

When I brought the car to the front door, he came down the
steps, heavy footed and slow. He was in evening dress, and in
spite of his puffy, raw face and his bloodshot eyes, he still

" looked an imposing figure,

“The Crescent Club,” he said, “and stick around, kid. Tl
have to be carried to bed to-night. I'm going to celebrate.”

I didn’t ask him what he was going to celebrate, and he didn’t
tell me. I had a book with me and I sat in the car in the club’s
parkirig lot and read.

Around one o’clock one of the swank doormen came out of
_the shadows,
“Come and p}ck up your drunk,” he said, “We’ve got him
frofped up against the wall, but he’s not going to stay like that
or long.” -

I put my book away and drove around to the sid
* the doorman trotting beside the car.

Dester was about as drunk as I had seen him, and it took the
doorman and I all we could do to get him into the car. .
.“I hope this is the last time I see this lush,” the doorman
said, stepping back and wiping his face with the back of .his
. 52 t.
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' hand. “T hear he’s been kicked out of the Pacific.” o
. . Why should you worry?” I said, getting back into the car.
- “Your joint sells him the liquor, doesn’t it?” '

I drove back to the dark, silent house. Passing the garage
I saw Helen had taken the Cadillac out. I wondered where she
had gone.

- I had to carry Dester up to his bedroom, As I laid him on his
bed, he grunted, then passed out. : |

I made sure he was asleep before I went over to the wall safe.

- 1 gave the handle a tentative tug, but the safe was locked.

I looked through the drawers in the bureau and in most of
the likely places; I went through his pockets after I had un
dressed him, but the key didn’t show. ‘

I kept looking, but I didn’t find it, and finally I turned off’
the light and went into the dressing-room, Jeaving the communi-
cating door open.

I got undressed, turned out the light and it a cigaretic while

" I lay and locked out at the big moon and wondered what Solly

" would have to tell me in the morning. The whole setup seemed

. to be slipping through my fingers. Twice I had saved Dester’s

. life, Maybe I was crazy to have stopped Helen from putting him

¥ in the Buick and letting him out into the traffic. The trick might

have worked, and if it had, by now, I should be bargaining with
her for my share.

Then I remembered the loose ends. I thought of the police
and how they would handle us, and I was glad I had stopped it.

I got up soon after half past seven the next morning, looked
into Dester's room and saw he was still asleep, I let myself out
of the silent house and went to the apartment over the garage.
After T had shaved and made myself a cup of coffee, I put a call

. through to Solly’s apartment.

He answered after a delay.

“For sweet Pete’s sakel” he moaned. “You woke me up.
Damn it! You said nine o’clock.”

_ “Did you dig up anything?” .
W o] seid T would, didn’t I? Let’s get together some txm:. ro’»
day. And listen, you bring the five hundred bucks or I don’t
gl‘:?C‘Z(:vmc over here. Y dop’t know if Ul be needed to-day so I'll
" have ro stick ¢ d. We can talk here.”
m;-;erc;;tiidi\lgrgﬁld come after he had h:xd_ breakfast and not
before. T told him I'd have something for him here, and to get
out his car and come right 8“’&’;) Grudgingly be eaid he'd I
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over, and forty minutes later 1 spotted him walking up the drive.

At least he had had the sense to Jeave his car somewhere out of

sight. ! :

g“You’rc: a lucky guy,” he said, sitting down at my table,
“That job could have taken me a week, but I ran into a news-"
paper guy I knew in the old days, and he had the whole thing
at his finger-ends.” .
. 1 put eggs and ham in front of him. T didn't feel like cating 7:
myself, but I poured a cup of coffee.
1 et’s have it,” 1 said. “What did you find out?” :
“How about something on account if you haven’t got the
five hundred here?” o
“You can have a hundred if that’s any good to you.”
He wasn't expecting that, and he stared at me pop-eyed.
“You haven’t started- anything yet, have you?” he asked
anxiously.
“What do you mean?” o
“How did you get the money? Look, pal, this business wor-
ries me. If you're going to put the bite on this woman...”
“Will you relax?” I said. “Dester’s paid me. He gave me 8n
advance.” 1 took out my cheque book. “So I can let you have a
hundred.”
*“Not by cheque you won’t,” he said hurriedly. “That’s
okay., T'll trust you. When you pay me, I want it in cash.”
“I don’t believe you'd trust your own mother.” ’ :
“I did once, and she gypped me out of fifty bucks,” he said,

- scowling. “I don’t know what game you're playing, but I do
know any dough I get from you is going to be in small bills and
not by cheque.”

- “Okay, okay, now tell me what you have found out.”
“I was lucky. I ran into this newspaper guy by chance. His
name’s Mike Stevens, and he’s on the World Telegram. He's
a smart reporter and I thought it might pay off if I told him
what I wanted to find out, and it did. He covered the case him-
s_elf. The guy who fell out of the window was Herbert Van Tom-
lin: he was in the fur trade; an agent or something — a one-man
show like mine, only he made it pay. He was a bachelor, had a
small apartment on Park Avenue, ran a Cadillac, and when he
wasn't working, he was having himself a good time. It came
out at the inquest that he met your Mrs. Destér at the Fi-F
Club: she was a cigarette-girl there. She took Van Toralin’s eyt
and he proposi'tioned her. He suggested he should set her up ir
an apartment in return for the usual favours. She agreed, anc
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he got her an apartment on the cighth floor on Riverside Drive.

“Van Tomlin wasn’t a chicken. He was nudging sixty, and,
according to Stevens, he was crazy about the g1rl She was then
Jwown as Helen Lowson. She cost him most of his spending
"money.” . Solly paused to finish his ham, then shoved his plate
away and lit a cigarette, “Van Tomlin saw Helen nearly every
mght, he went on. “They went. around the night spots
' together, and he spent more than he was earning. One night
when he was in Helen’s apartment, he had a heart-attack. For a
short time it was nip and tuck. She got a doctor in, and later
this doctor gave evidence at the inquest. Stevens said anyone
could see the doctor had been given the treatment by her. At the
inquest, he couldn’t say enough in her favour. His evidence
turned the trick when the showdown came, .

“When Van Tomlin recovered from the attack, he took out an
insurance policy in Helen’s favour for twenty grand.”

I felt the blood drain out of my face when he said that, and
I got up and went over to the far side of the room, my back to
him while I poured out more coffee. I didn’t want him to see
that bit of information had jolted me down to the heels.

So she had been already mixed up in an insurance case! That
put her right out on a limb. Insurance companies tip each other
off. It was a safe bet that Dester’s insurance company knew by
now that his wife had been hooked into a previous insurance in-
vestigation.

‘Solly went on talking: “Van Tomlin didn’t want her to be
left high and dry if anything happened to him. He hadn’t much
cash, but so long as he kept working, he broke even. There was
na secret about the insurance. He got the salesman around to
Helen's apartment and she must have worked on the guy too.
Van Tomlin told him he wanted to give her financial protection,
and in view of his medical history, the premiums were pretty
steep.

“A month later, while he was in her apartment, he fell out
of a window.”

* I came back with the coffee and sat down.

“How did he fall out?” I asked in a voice I scarcely recog-
nized as mine.

“He was waiting for her while she took a bath,” Solly said.
“At the inquest she said she heard him cry out. She ran into the
sitting-room, naked and dripping wet, in time to see him clawing
at his throat before the open window. He overbalanced and fell
out before she could reach him.”
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I drew in a long, deep breath. This was even worse than 1 h;id .

imagined. ) .

“What did the coroner think?” . ]
Solly finished his coffee and pushed back his chair.

" “Jt wasn’t what he thought that mattered. She had only to -

flash her legs at him and he was happy to take every word she
said as. gospel. What did matter was what the insurance com-
pany thought. Stevens got this first hand from the insurance
salesman, a guy named Ed Billings, who had signed Van Tomlin
up. Billings told Stevens that both he and his company thought
something was wrong. Van Tomlin had only just paid the first
premium before he fell out of the window. Billings went around

-

to see Helen with the idea of scaring her out of making her claim. .

He didn’t pull his punches. He warned her if she went ahead
with the claim, they would fight her. He ‘told her if the com-

pany raised doubt at the coroner’s inquest the chances were she

would find herself on a murder rap, He thought ke was going to

put the fear of God into her, but he didn’t, She accused the |

company qf trying to side-step their responsibilities and threat-
ened to bring that out at the inquest. It so happened the com-

pany wasn’t too solid financially. Adverse publicity wouldn’t .

have done them any good.

Tt was 'd{e case of who held the strongest hand. On Heleﬁ’s
side the police were satisfied that Van Tomlin had died acci-

denta!hz. The doctor was prepared to state on oath that Van
Tomlin’s heart was on the blink. Against that, the insurance
company could point out that Van Tomlin had only. paid one

premium and Helen had ‘the opportunity of pushing him out
of the window. Billings underli ty of pushing him

ned the fact that if the insurance
company refused to settle the claim,

gate further, and they might turn up something. In the end,
they compromi

mised. Helen accepted seven thousand ins
: : instead of
twenty, and the insurance company agreed to tell the coroner

they were .settling the claim, and once an insurance company
shows willingness to settle a

ward questions. At the inquest the doct ¥ .
Van Tomlin had over-bal ctor said he was satisfied

' anced durin
fal!en out of the window. The insuranci :oxl-xlxe;;tn; zt:fc:iktﬁ:f Wlfzafg
going to settle the claim. Helen made eyes at the coroner, and
ev?f'ythmg went off nice and friendly. ' "
: She stayed on in the apartment for three or four months
then when her money began t<; Tun out, she looked around fO;
6 . .

the police would investi- |

claim a coroner stops asking awk-



'anofhcr rich man, She met Dester. He vias crazy cnough 1o marry
her, and you know the rest.” »
11it a cigarette while my mind raced. :

Helen must have been nuts to have atiempted to pull yct an-
" other stunt on the same lines, The National Fidelity Company

of California was the biggest and most powerful insurance com-
_pany on the Pacific Coast. It was a certain bet that they wouldn’t
! be carrying all the risk on that thmc—quarter of a million bucks,
‘There would be other companies involved. It was one thing to
threaten a small company the way she had done, but something
else beside to tackle the National Fidelity,

X felt suddenly sick.

“What's biting you?” Solly said, staring at me,

“Nothing. I was thinking.” I got to my feet. “Wcll thanks
for the information, Jack. It could be useful. I'll let you have
a hundred bucks when I'm passing. The rest of it will come if T
" can use the information,”
~ “Don’t tell me,” he said hurriedly. “I don’t want to koow.

' Just let me bhave thc money whean you can.”



" CHAPTER FIVE

AFTER Solly had gone, I went down to clean the car, and
~while I worked I thought over what he had told me. -

N
If she was kidding herself that she ¢ould handle the National

Fidelity as she had the other company she was in for a surprise.
The National Fidelity would put her on the ball of its thumb
and make a smear of her on a wall. <o N

1t seemed to me now that I should have to be content with -

the two thousand six hundred dollars that Dester had given me
and write the insurance money off as an impossible risk.
My mind was still working on the problem when I took the
car over to the house. . R
Dester came down the steps. He paused to light a cigarette
before getting into the car. .
“Well, this is it, kid,” he said. “There’ll be no rain check for
-, to-day, This is my last trip.” . '
I didn’t say anything: there wasn’t anything to say.
He got into the car. .
“Let’s have the top down. We'll go in there with the flag
fiying. I may as well show them I don’t give a damn.”
1 put the hood down. L
As I drove along the crowded streets towards the Studios,
people stared at Dester. The blue-and-cream Rolls was a fami-
liar landmark, and they knew who was in it.’ They knew too

s

that this was his last day at the Studios. The gossip columns -

had been full of it this morning. T could see him in the driving

mirror as he sat behind me and I handed it to him. He stared-

back at the staring eyes. ‘

Maybe the guard sensed that this was an important occasion.
Anyway, he hac} t.he gates open for us as we came up and when
he saw Dester, sitting exposed to'view, he saluted.

“}front entrance to-day,” Dester said, “and pick me ap th
to-night.”

I took him around to the front entrance and pulled up.

“When you come back for me, bring a couple of suitcases

shift.”
“Yes, sir.” :

- I watched him walk up the steps as if he owned the place and
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-1 admired his guts. The doorman hesitated, then opened the
“door for him, hesitated again, then touched his cap. -

1 turned the car and drove back to the house, - o

As I put the Rolls into the garage I saw the Cadillac was there,. .
and that meant Helen was somewhere in the house. I suddenly
decided it was time to have a talk with her. o

y 1 wentup to the apartment above the garage and changed into
' my new suit. I dido’t intend to talk to her as a chauffeur; this
- morning’s conference was going to be on level terms. '
I went over to the house.
- I stood in the hall and listened, but I couldn’t.hear 2 sound -
that told me where she was. I walked into the lounge. The cigar-
ette-butts in the ash-trays and the used whisky glass on the bar
told me she hadn’t been in there as yet. The time was twenty
- minutes to eleven, It was possible she was still upstairs. I left
“the lounge and walked up the stairs, taking care to make no
noise. I paused outside her bedroom door and listened, then,
hearing no sound, I turned the door handle gently and pushed
open the door. A

The bedclothes had been thrown back., On a chair by her

dressing-table were her nylon underwear, her silk stockings and

 her girdle. The bathroom door was ajar. I could hear the shower
going. I stepped into the bedroom, shut the door and. walked

“over to one of the lounging chairs and sat down, I lit a cigarette,
thinking that, two years ago, a guy with a weak heart had also
sat in her bedroom waiting for her while she stood under a
shower. She would find it a little harder to throw me out of a
window if the idea entered her lovely head.

After five or six minutes of waiting, I heard the shower turn
off. T could hear her moving about in the bathroom. Another
five minutes dragged by, then she came out of the bathroom,
wrapped in a yellow turkish towelling wrap.

We looked at each other.
She stood motionless, her hand on the door handle, ber other

hand holding the wrap in place. Her face, without make:—upf was
pale, but still beautiful. Her eyes were as hard and as cold as
‘two pellets of ice. :
- “Hello,” I said and smiled at her.
“What are you doing in here?f’ .
T wapied o talk to you. It’s time we had a talk.
“Get out!” . ' -
“I bet you didn’t say that to Van Tomlin when you came out

of the bathroom.” ' o
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Her face remained expressionless, but her mouth tightened and -
Jat told me I had sunk one in that had shaken her. T

She moved into the room, went over to’the dressing-table and
at down. “You heard what I said ~ get-out!” She picked up 2.
o’ and began to comb her hair, her backhalf turned tome. .

“«Not before I talk to you. We have a’lot to talk about: your
husband, the other night, your future plans, things like that.” ! .

“Tf you don’t get out I'll telephone for the police.” )

“That's fine. Go ahead and telephone them. They'll be in-
terested to hear how you tried to murder Dester the night before -
Jast. They get a big bang out of things like that.” ‘

She laid down the comb, turned slowly and faced me. Her
face now was chalk white, There was something half hidden
“behind the ‘white flesh and the bone structure that sent a prickle
up my spine. ;

. “What did you say?”
+ “You heard me,” T said. “That was a stupid move of yours.,
. You should be grateful to me for stopping it. You should be
. very grateful” . -

“Are you drunk? What do you mean?” ( .

“You know what I mean. You don’t imagine I would have ¥

topped it if T had been sure it was foolproof, do you? But'it
. wasn’t foolproof.” S

' ‘She continued to stare at me. .
. ““You must be drunk,” she said. “Get out of here!”
¥ know Dester has insured his life for three-quarters of a
million dollars, and you'want to get your hands on the money,”
~ Isaid. “You want that money so badly, you tried to kill him ﬂ,lﬁ
night before last,” ’ , .
That jolted her, She stiffened, and her face turned the colour
of bleached bones. “That’s a He!” she said in a voice scarcely
above a whisper. . s
“You know it’s the truth,” I saj i < ;
before last you decided to ge’t ridsg;dt,ﬁx:? fﬁngzrm ;I;ewff Ial:
illlli rtxillce Otlzcr servants you have had have been in the way. Don™
you've kidded me. I know how you have got rid of them st
you could be alone with Dester. You thought you would haw
one more attempt 1o fix him, but you had to be sure I was ou
- of the way. You left me stranded at the Foot-hills Club i
thought, and came back here and found, as vou tlf ‘111 \ 211; Y:J
Sirunk and incapable. You were going t(,) lagnch lﬁ:xgir?th: SC;
" into the traffic and hope for tﬁfz)e best. Only I wasn’t strande



?itlzesm wasn’t drunk- and,’ besides, the idea wasn’t water-
' SI}e«looked away, reached for her comb again and began to
- run it through her silky, copper-coloured hair. - .
1 .kqew you were going to be a nuisance,” she said as if
speaking to herself. “I knew it the moment I saw you. Well,
'y What are you going to do about it? Tell the police?” U

“No, I'm not going to tell them. I am on your side,” I said.
“If I wasn’t I should have let you drive him down to the gates,
I didn’t know he was faking. If he had been drunk and had hit
something, you would be in jail by now.”

“Would I?” She looked at herself in the mirror, then put
down the comb, opened a silver cigarette-box that stood on the
dressing-table and took out a cigarette, “Why?”

“Because there was no guarantee that he would have been
killed. He might have been hurt; he might have come out of it
without a scratch. Suppose he had told the police you had put
him in the car? BEven if they didn’t slap an attempted murder

" rap on you, they would have tipped the insurance company and
that would have been that.”

“I still don’t know what you're talking about,” she said,
blowing smoke at the reflectipn of herself in the mirror.

“You don’t fool me,” I ’said, stubbing out my cigarette and

- lighting another, “but okay, if you want it in one syllable words
here it is: when Dester dies he will be worth three-quarters of a
-million. You are his wife. Unless he has willed the money el§e-
where, it will come to you. You don’t want to wait until he dies
naturally. For all you know he might outlive you. You have df:-
"cided to help him into his grave. That’s okay if you can do it,
but you don’t seem to realize how tricky it is. You have only to
make one slip and you’ll kiss that money good-bye f'or keeps.
You’re dealing with the biggest and the most powerful insurance
company in the country. You have already made one slip.
You've shown your husband your hand.”
. “How have I done that?” she asked.
{ “Iqe wasn’t drunk, As soon as you left the garage he came to,
‘He told me he wanted to make sure you would murder him for
the insurance money and now he is sure. He said he is going to

take care you don’t ever get the money.” )
;- She lifted her eyebrows. “Did he say that?

‘GYeS.$’ ‘
She thought for a moment, then she shrugged her shoul¢

‘ it £
“Yell, that scems-to be that then, doesn't it?”. Sh.c,»_.m,}.
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it me. It is very touching that you should tell me this. Why - .
jon’t you go to the police and tell them instead of me?” =

“Don’t be dumb,” I said. “I told you ’'mon your side.”

“Why are you on my side?” ' C . -

1 grinned at her. “Take a look in the mirror: that-should tell
gou. Besides, I was planning to take half of what you got from
the insurance company.” i - ‘ .

She studied me, her face expressionless. Coes ;
* “What makes you think you would have got it?” -

“You're not stupid. You would have figured it was better 10
have half 4 bun, than no bun at all. If you hadn’t shared with -
me, I would have blown the lid off your racket.” ‘ '

“You couldn’t have proved anything,” she said.

“No, but I could have created doubt. I've been digging into
your past. After secing the way you handled Dester when he .
was pretending to be drunk, I can see how easy it was for you
to tip Van Tomlin out of the window.” S oo

“He fell out. I didn’t touch him.” There was a wary look in
her eyés that told me I had jolted her again, . :

“That's your story,” I said. “If I went along to the National
Fidelity and told them what I had scen in the garage on Wed—'(;
nesday night and jogged their memory about Van Tomlin, you
wouldn’t have a hope in hell of ever collecting Dester’s insur-
ance. They woulld stick their best dicks on to you. They would"
investigate Van Tomlin’s death, They would make you sue them
for‘ Dester’s insurance, and they would cast so many doubts,

. paint such a picture of your character that no judge would find -
for you. Tk‘xey might even hang a murder rap on you. I've had
some experience with big insurance companies, and you’d be sur-
p]rx§ed”at the antics they get up to so they don’t have to settle a
claim.

She continued to stare at me. “So you imagine you're in a
\ nice, safe position to blackmail me?”
1 laughed. -
£ - . L) ' N
. fi lv&;las. in a nice, safe ppsm?n to blacl':rpail you, but yo_u’vp"!u
andled it so badly there won’t be any insurance money now
for you: nor for me. Dester’s on to you, and he’s going to make
suf‘e you don’t get the money. You've got to face it.” -
‘Have you finished?” she asked, stubbing out her cigarette.
Yes, I've finished. I just wanted you to know where :you
stood. Don’t make plans to knock Dester off. Your only chance

is to wait now until he dies of drink. Maybe he’ll have a change

of heart and leave you the money in'his will, providing you are.
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nice to him. Why not try it? It can’t hurt you, Play ball with him.
Win hm‘} over. He can’t last much longer at the rate hie’s swal~
lowing th2 stuff.” ' o :

© “When I want your advice I'll ask for it. Now, get outl”
She'stood \ip, facing me, :

" “He sani\ you were as cold as an iceberg,” I said, getting up,
“I don’t believe it. I'm tempted to find out just how cold you
are.” y ‘ L
She didn’t msve, but the colour of her eyes darkened.

“NWe're alone here,” I twent on, moving towards her, “Do
you see any reason why we shouldn’t use this opportunity?”
I got within a foot of her, then reached out, putting my hands
on her shoulders. Her hand flashed up towards my face, but I
was expecting such a move. I caught her wrist, jerked her to me,
twisted her arm behind her and crushed my mouth down on
hers. For a long moment she remained rigid, not fighting me off,
but her lips hard and unyielding, then she suddenly rclaxed
against me, her arms slid up and around my neck.

"Around twenty minutes past one, I went into her bathreom
and took a shower. I was fecling pretty good. My forecast had
been accurate. She was no iceberg, and I wished now I bad had
a bet with Solly when I told him I could thaw her out.

. I dressed in the bathroom and returned to the bedroom. She
was lying on the bed, covered by the yellow wrap, _hf:r hair spread
out on the pillow, her eyes closed, her breathing gentle and
steady. Her face was fushed. She looked younger and more
lovely than I had ever seen her before. 1 stood at the foot of the
bed and looked down at her. Like a relazed cat, she stretched,
opened her eyes and stared up at me. '

© “Sg you really think Pve got no hope of getting that money
she said, o ;

“Is that all vou can think about?” I said: suddenlyqzmta‘ted
that the first words she could speek to me had to be ZGOl’It the
'nioney. Up to this moment, she had not spoken a word since i

bad taken her in my arms. .
‘ » 43 Three-guarters of 2 mil-
e
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“Why not? It's important, 132t it e
lion! Think what we could do with all that monsr.
. Well, at least, she was Ro7 Loluting me @ i
I sat on the bed, close to her. . »

-
R . LI . R
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- “He seid he was going i &= =9 [0 .;.::.;. t
said, “Yes Vg — o to Qan Freacisos. IUs ¥ o
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) ' ' o A
talked with the insurance people. No, I think you can kiss it
good-bye.” - C o ;

“His contract runs out to-day,” she said, reachmg"f' r a cigar-
ette. She put it between her red llips'and ‘waited for_ e to hgl,lt
it. She went on, “He’ll stay here night and day, drisiking. He'll
have no more credit. They'll take everything. I might s'wpll pack
and get out now.” - ¥
- “And where do you think you’ll go?” / -

She shrugged. “I've a little money put by. I'll/find someone
else, There’s always some fool with money to be found. I think
I’ll go to Miami.” -

“Don’t be in too much of a rush,” I said, lighting a cigarette.
“Stick with him until the smash. You never know. He might
borrow on the policy and square his debts. Three-quarters of a
million is quite a piece of money.” ‘ :

“He won’t give me any of it. No, I'm going to clear out.
T've wasted too much time already. I can look after myself,” =
" “I’m not so sure that you can,” I said, looking at her. “You
may be smart at hooking a guy, but you're not all that hot when
it comes to laﬂdinghim. You lost thirteen thousand on the Van
Tomlin deal. You've ‘made a complete mess of the Dester deal,
Tell me, did you push Van Tomlin out of the window?” )

She stared up at 'me, her green eyes suddenly empty. ) |

“No. He fell out. I could have saved him perhaps if I had
caught hold of him, but I didn’t, But I'didn’t push him out.”

I had an idea she was lying, but I knew it was a waste of time

to prsss her. She had no intention of telling me what really hap-
pened, ‘

“Well, don’t be in t00 much of a rush, Don’t go to.day.
‘\V_alt ‘and see what he’s planning to do when he gets back,” I
said. “You never know. Why don't you have a change of heart?
When he comes back, be kind to him. He mig :

i might part with some-
thlng. It’s worth trying.” ' gat part wi : V
 She grimaced. “It’s too Iate now,” she said. “I couldn’t bear
him to touch me, } r

o0 touch me, No, 'm going to clear out” . Ty
‘Wait until he comes back,” I said. . o -

She shrugged. “All right, but 1 shall go to-morrow.” .
“Alone?” . .
She looked at me. “Of course.
you with me, do you?” . .
“You might do worse,” T said. “You and I might work ‘a
de-luxe badger game. I'm not saying we could pick u\p three-

quarters'of a million: that's a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity,

You don’t imagine I'd want



“but we could pick up quite a lot of spare change, You need n .-
guy like me to handle the financial side of the business. With
_your looks and my brains we could make a packet of money.”
~ She smiled. “Have you any brains?” - S :
. “You’d be surprised. Look, suppose we both go to Miami, =
Your job would be to look beautiful and handle the suckers, My .
. job would be to step in at the right moment and milk them. You
" can’t do that. You may think you can, but it doesn’t work. You
need a guy to do it.” o

Her expression was thoughtful while she stared out of the
~window. “I'll think about it,” she said. :

. I'stood up. “Well, don’t leave to-day. I'll talk to you again to-
morrow. I'm going to get some lunch. Want to come with me?”

She shook her head. “No, thank you.”

I stared down at her. She was once more remote and cold;
the ice had come back. I didn’t care. Just so long as I could thaw -
her out when I felt like it, why should I worry how she was
in the intervals? o

“I'm picking him up around four, We’ll be back before six.”

- “Yes.” She was looking beyond me. I wondered what her
mind was working at. I bent over her and made to kiss her, but
she turned her head with a little grimace. “Leave me alone,”
she said sharply. “Go away.” i

“The thing I like about you is your endearing nature,” I said,
straightening. “Well, okay, please yourself. It’s no skin off my

- nose,”

“Do go away,” she said impatiently. “You don’t have to
be a bore, do you?”

I wanted then to slap her face. It suddenly dawned on me I
had made as much impression on her as a rubber hammer makes

on a rock. .
I went out of the room and slammed the door behind me.

At four o’clack sharp, I rapped on Dester’s office door, turned
- the handle and walked in.
He was writing at his desk. He looked up and nodded to me.
_ For the first time I had been in this room, Ifle was sober.
“Get the bottles packed, kid,” he said, waving t0 the cup
board. “I won’t be a minute.” .
- I had brought with me two suit-cases. By the time I»hag
packed the bottles, he had finished his letter. He took out &

envelope, slid the letter into it and sealed it. He put th. . '}

- his wallet.
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“ guess that’s about everything,” he said, getting to his feet.
“Okay, let’s get out of here.” o A
As he was moving to the door, there was a knock and the
door opened. - o o

A girl stood in the doorway: she was tall and thin and as flat -
as a board. Her hair was scraped back and she wore horn-rimmed
spectacles, She was the kind of girl who would never marry andy

who would finish up in a back bed-sitting-room with a couple "
of cats for company. ) -

She had a bunch of long-stemmed red foses, done up,iﬁ a.

tissue-paper sheaf that she held awkwardly and which she of-
fered to Dester. )

T - I just wanted to say I'm sorry you are going, Mr;‘Des-
ter,” she said. “There are a lot of us who will miss you. I and
they wish you luck.” '

Dester stared at her: under his raw, red skin, I could see he
had turned white, giving him a horrible, mottled look. He took -

, thc.: roses and held them against his chest. He started to say some-
thing, but the words wouldn’t come. For a long moment the girtl

and he stood lobking at each other, then she put her hands to
her eyes and began to cry. -

He walked around her, still holding the roses and made for
the doo.r. There was a look on his face 'l never forget. I went
after him. We walked down the -passage, through the reception
hall, where everyone stared, and down the steps to the car.

ile.got into the car and laid the roses on the seat beside him.
dami:l 11:1:,0 dl}?me,” he said hoarsely, “but ﬁrs?t put uiJ('thiS

I pulled up the hood. “

By ‘the time I reached the hous
_ e, he seemed to have recovered
z:ﬂthough his face was still blotchy, He got out of the car carry:
m% the roses and he gave me a stiff, tight smile, ’ ‘
. It’s a funny.thing, but the most unlikely people remem-
r one. That girl - she had some small job at the Studio. I
cz;nht even remember her name.” He looked at the roses, “Nice
%1 er.” He stood staring at the flowers for a long moment,
~1i en with an effort, he snapped out of his depression. “Get the
k gx;o;hg% ’tcc;omg i)edr.o%m.II want you to come over to the house
, ck to-night. j
AN 'mg have a job for you - probably your
Wondering. what it was all about, I

66

said P'd be there, |



He turned away, then stopped his hand going to his breast-
pockct .

" “Qh, damn it! I meant you to stop so I could mail this letter .
He took the letter from his wallet. “Be a good kid and. mail it h
now for me, will you? Take the car. It’s important.”

“Yes, sir,” 1 said, taking the letter. I slid it into my pocl\et.
Then I picked up the suit-cases and hauled them upstairs while
I wondered what he wanted to see me about at eight o’clock
this evening.

There were thirty bottles of Scotch in the cases. I put them
in three neat rows on the top shelf of his wardrobe. Then I went
downstairs, and completely forgetting about the letter he had
asked me to mail, I put the Rolls away. It was only when I was
changing that I found it. I looked at it curiously. It was addressed -
to: -Mr. Edwin Burnett, Holt & Burnett, Attorneys-at-Law,
28th Street, Los Angeles. The nearest post box was a quarter of
a mile down the road, and I thought the hell with it. I planned
to go out after I had been over to the house and I would post it
then.

At five minutes to eight I went over to the house. The clock
in the hall was striking the hour when I rapped on Dester’s
study door.

“Come in,” he called.

"I opened the door and went in.

He was sitting behind his big desk, a bottle of Scotch and a
glass half full of whisky in front of him. The ashtray was
crammed with cigarette-butts. He had been drinking. I could tell
that by the sweat beads on his face and the curious glitter in his
eyes.

“Come in and sit down,” he said. “Take that chair over
there.”

I wondered what it was all about. I went to the chair and sat
down.

He nodded to a box of cigarettes on the desk.

“Help yourself. Do you want a drink?”

“No, thank you,” I said and reached for a cigarette.

- “Did you post that letter?”

“Yes, sir,” I said, without batting an eyelid.

“Thank you.” He took a long drink, then splashed more
whisky into his glass before saying, “The reason why I've asked
you here, kid, is because I want you to be a witness to a conversa-
-tion I'm going to have with my wife. You might have to give
evidence about this conversation before a court of law, so keep
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sour wits about you and try to remember what is said.” ’
: Thatioltedme.lsmredathim. e - . .
«Just sit quiet and say nothing,” he went on, Settng to his -
reet. He crossed to the door, lurching slightly, opened it and,” -
raising his voice, he called, “Helen! Will you come down,
please?” ‘ " '
Then he returned to his chair and sat down. : L
There was a long, heavy silence, then I heard Helen coming -
down the stairs. A moment later, she entered. She looked at
Dester, then at me and she paused. c :
" ¢“What is it?” she asked sharply. : .
“Come in and sit down,” Dester said, getting to his feet. “T .
want to talk to you.” : )

«What’s he doing here?” she demanded, not moving. - .

- “Please, Helen, come in and sit down. I have asked him to
be here as an independent witness to what I have to say to you.” .

. - She shrugged, moved to a chair near the desk and sat down. -
He pushed the cigarette-box towards her. .

“Please smoke if you want to,” he said.

“I don’t want to,” she snapped. “What is this?” , T

He sat down, studied her for a long moment, then lit a cigar-.
ette himself. She looked contemptuously at him, then- looked
pointedly away. ' o '

., Heturned to me. )

“Im sorry if I'm going to embarrass you, kid,” he said,
“but there are a few details you must hear before you will be
able to follow what comes after.” He spoke rapidly, and I could
see he was making an effort to keep his voice steady. “I married
my wife a year ago. When I first met her I thought she was the
most wonderful woman in the world. I was crazy about her. I
was even yvorried that something might happen to me and she’d
be left without funds. I was so besotted that I insured my life
for three-quarters of a million dollars and willed it to her. I told

- her what I had done because I wanted her to know she would
be secure if anyﬂn.ng happened to me. I can see her now when
I told her. When it sank in that I was worth more to her dead
than ah\’?e, she couldn’t hide her real feelings for me. She turned
frigid. I'm not going to elaborate on that, It sickened her to such
an.extent to know that I was between her and all’ that 'monéy
that she couldn’t bear me to touch her. You have only to look
at her, put yourself in my place and think what it means to have
a-woman like her turn frigid on you, and you can guess how.I
felt. I was fool enough to start hitting the bottle, and once I
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started I couldn’t stop I began to slip badly in my worl'
couldn’t concentrate. I spent money recklessly when I was drunl'
Because of her, I’ve ruined myself.” ~
“You poor fool,” Helen broke in. “Do you unagme hes in-
terested in all thls drivel? For heaven’s sake, come to the point,
if there is a point.” -
“Yes, I'll come to the point,” he said, “but. you won't
like it when I do. Never mind, you have had your run and now
you must expect to take what’s coming to you.” He looked
over at me. “She wanted the money so badly that she decided
to get rid of me. It won’t be necessary to go into details, -
but I have satisfied myself that she is prepared to murder me for
the money. She has already made three futile attempts: one of
them you witnessed on Wednesday night. She thought I was
drunk enough to take out the Buick and she hoped I would get
involved in a smash. She isn’t a clever murderess, and her at—
‘tempts haven’t succeeded.”
“Youre drunk,” she said contemptuously. “You don’t
know what you’re saying.”
~“I may be drunk, but I do know what I'm saying.” He took
a drink from his glass and went on, “But we won’t argue about
it. Nash saw what happened on Wednesday night: he is intelli-
gent enough to judge for himself.” He turned away from me
and addressed himself to Helen. “Your attempts to get rid of
me have been strangely uninspired. Didn’t it ever occur to you
“that the safest and simplest way was to wait until I was asleep,
then shoot me through the head, and leave the gun by my side?
Will it surprise you to hear half the movie people here expect me
0 shoot myself? I have the motive to finish my life. I am a
.drunk. I’'m unhappily married. I have no money and a lot of
debts. It would come as no surprise if I did shoot myself. Why
didn’t you think of doing that?”
~ She stared at him. “I wanted the money,” she said. “If they
thought you had shot yourself, they wouldn’t pay out.”
“My dear girl, how stupid you are. You had the chance to
read the policy. I gave it to you if you remember, If the assured
dies by his own hand after the policy has been in force for a year,
the company does pay out.”
. The look of hatred she gave him sent a creepy sensation up
my spine.
. “But don’t imagine you can get away with that now,” he
- went on, leaning back in his chair. “I have fixed it that in the
event of my k11hng myself there will be no pay-out, Yesterday, I
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flew up to San Francisco and met the man in charge .of the
claims department of the National Fidelity: a man mqled _Mad-
dus. T must say he impressed me. He has a big reputation in the.
insurance world. He is smart, tough and extremely efficient. It is
said of him that he knows instinctively when a claim is a fake.
or not. He has been with the National Fidelity for fifteen years,
and during that time he has sent a large number of people to jail g
and eighteen People to the death cell.” o ‘
- He paused while he took a drink, then he topped up the glfass~
with more whisky. : o

-1 went to see this man with the intention of cancelling the -
policy. But on the way up I had an idea. I am probably being
vindictive, but after all you ruined my life and the setup that
came to me is the kind that would make a good movie - you
mustn’t forget I've been a good movie maker in my time. Since,
you have'tried to murder me and vou have never showed me any
kindness, it occurred to me that you should be punished.”- -

She stiffened, her hands closing into fists. - o
. “Don’t be alarmed,” he said, watching her. “Even if I
wanted to, I couldn’t take police action against you. I have no

proof. And I don’t want to punish you myself. I've thought of
a way to give you the opportunity to punish yourself.”
“I'm not going to listen to much more of this: nonsense,”
she said angrily. - e
“You should listen because you still have a chance of getting
your pretty claws on all that money: not much of a chance, but
still a chance.” ‘

It was now my turn to stiffen to attention, :

“I;,et me‘vt;%ll Yoid about my interview with Maddux,” Dester
went on. “When I got this idea about you punishing yourself,
I xealized T couldn’t tell him the truth. I was anxious to get
the suicide clause altered because that would make things
100 easy ﬁor you if I didn’t. So I told him I was an alcoholic
with suicidal tendencies, and as I was most anxious that you

shogld come in for the insurance money and that I was also
i;‘x‘iloéls 1? my SOb%r 1rfnctirlnentS not to kill myself, I thought it
ould act as a curb if the clause covering pa icide
was cancelled: I don’t think he beli o

o eved this explanation, but he
was quick enough to gancel the clause.” He paused to take an-
other dqx-lk, and I noticed his hand was very unsteady. “So the
poslmo.n Ixs iolviclf that if T kill myself or if you murder me and
make 1t look like suicide the compan: > '
e dern s, pany won't pay out. Do you
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- She didn’t say anything. She was staring ot the opposite wall,
her brows creased in a frown: but she was listening. - o
- “Some weeks 8g0,” he went on, “I decided . that when my
contract ran out I would shoot myself.” :
She reacted to this as I did. She looked quickly at him,
“] realized once my contract ran out, I would have no
future,” he went on calmly. “I should be without funds and
heavily in debt. T shrank from the idea of bankruptcy. Well, my
contract has run out, there is no money and I am still very much
in debt, so sometime to-night I am going to end my life.” -
%I don’t believe you,” Helen said, her voice harsh. “Any-
way, do you think I care what you do?” -
~ *No, I don’t think you do,” he returned. “That is not the
point. Very soon now I shall shoot myself in this room. It is un-
likely that anyone except you and Nash will hear the shot. Now
listen to this very carefully: you will have a few hours - not
more — to turn this suicide into murder. You won’t be able to
‘turn it into an accident; people don’t accidentally shoot them-
selves through the head.”
* She was staring at him now as if she had thought he had gone
-Crazy.
" . “If the police say I have killed myself, the insurance com-
' pany won’t pay out. But if the police say I have been murdered,
- then the insurance company will have to pay out. Are you fol-
lowing all this? Can you see the trap I am setting for you? Now
_do you see what I mean when I told you I am giving you the
- opportunity of punishing yourself? The bait in the trap is worth
three-quarters of a million. You have only to fake clues, tell
enough lies to turn my suicide into a murder, and then - if you
- have been very clever and you haven’t made any mistakes — you
will get the money.” -
Something cold dropped on to my hand, I found I was sweat-
'~ ing. Looking across at Helen, I saw her face was white and she
. wasasrigid asa statue,
-“I don’t know what happens when one dies,” Dester went
' on, “but odd things can happen. It may be I shall be able to
~watch you after I am dead. I hope so for it will be amusing.”
~ He lit apother cigarette while he stared at Helen. “I have ?an
1A1de‘a.you won’t be able to resist the bait. You will try to turn my
§u1c1de into murder. I don’t think you are clever enough to pull
. 1t off, not against a man of Maddux’s brains. It is only fair to
warn you that 'h.e is exceptional. You could so easily make a mis-
; take and you might then find y;)lurself charged with my murder,



.

which would be rather funny cons1dermg you have already tried
to murder me, wouldn’t it? I have made it still more comphcateu
for you by asking Nash here to Iisten to all this. Biit be may not-
be impossibly difficult. You have a way with men, and it is pos-
sible you may persuade him to keep his mouth shut or even help
_you. After all, three-quarters of a million is a very Jarge sum,
and in return for a share in the money, he rmght be pcrsuaded |
1o help you.” ' ) ‘_
Helen jumped to her feet. :
" “Pm not listening to any more of this!” she excla:med.
“You drunken fooll You wouldn’t have the-nerve to kill your-
self. Keep your rotten money! I don’t want it! There are plenty
of other fish in the sea besides you! Go to hell and stay there!”
She flung back the door and stormed out into -the hall. I
watched her run up the stairs, and a moment later, a door
slammed violently.
I got up. I was sweating and shaking,. ‘
“And I guess I don’t want to hear any more éither,” T said,
and without looking at him I walked into the hall, ]erked open
the front door and walked down the steps.
I was half—way to the garage when I heard the sound of 2
shot. The bang rattled the windows of the house and stopped!
me as if I had walked into a wall,

For a long moment I stood motionless, then turning, I ran
back to the house and up the steps and into the hall,
At the head of the stairs,

ol wmte-face¢ her eyes wide, wa§
I1ooked up at her. '
Goand see,” she said in a hoarse whisper,

doirl.)raced myself, then crossed the hall and opened the study

/
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CHAPTER SIX

I

DesTER had fallen forward across the dask. Blood from
§:1s smashed skull made 2 growing pool on the blotter that was
absorbing most of it. The .38 automatic I had seen him mm ia?
on the floor near his feet,
I didn’t have to touch him to know he was dead. With such 2
terrible head injury he had to be dead.
I stood staring at him, my mind vacant with horror. I cou}dn"
‘believe he had done this thing, then jerking my eyes awas, 1
walked to the door and out into the hall.

. Helen had come down the stairs. She stood motionless, staring
atme.

“Is he dead?” she asked. _
- “Yes.” My own voice was as shaky as hers,
- “The mad, drunken fooll I thought he hadn’t the perve o
fdo it”

* She went past me and into his study

* I felt a trickle of cold sweat run down the side of my face, and

I put my hand in my pocket for my handkerchief. My fingers

touched the envelope containing the letter he had asked me to

post. I pulled it out, stared at it for a Jong moment, then I slit

“the envelope and pulled out a sheet of paper. I read the letter, my
. mind only half aware of its meaning. Then I read it again:

From Erle Dester June 19th
- 256 Hill Crest Avenue
Hollywood.
. MY DEAR BURNETT, '
" Because of your years of experience as an attorney, I don't
suppose what T am about to write to you will shock you over
-much. I've come to the end of things, and to-night I intend
to shoot myself. You know enough about my affairs to realize
.- asI-do that there is now no future for me.
- -You know too how badly Helen has treated me. I have no
V mtentxons of letting her profit by my death. I have seen Mad-
" dux of the National Fidelity Insurance Company and have
- arranged with him to cancel the clause in the polu,y covering
‘ self-destmctzon. 'I‘he new clause covering this is azuu.hvd to
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-

made any mistake

the policy which you will find in the right-hand top drawer
of my desk. - . .
So the position is that since I am shooting myself the policy
will be cancelled. However, Helen is desperate for money, and
three-quarters of a million is a tempting sum. It is possible
she may be desperate enough to attempt to defraud the insur
ance company. She could do so by making my suicif:
appear to be murder. This sounds far-fetched to you, doesn?
it? But I know Helen a lot better than you do. I have a young
fellow working for me: his name is Glyn Nash, and it is pos:
sible Helen may fake my suicide to look as if I had been mur-
dered by him or some unknown person. If she does do this, ]
am most anxious that you should not interfere. I have n
doubt that Maddux will find her out, but if she succeeds o
if she makes a mistake that will endanger her life, you wil
then, of course, take action and show this letter to the police.
I feel a short term in prison for attempted fraud would dc
her a lot of good. You think I am being vindictive? Perhap:
T am, but I feel justified. e
To satisfy your legal mind I am asking Miss Lennox it
witness my signature. I repeat again that I am killing myself

and no matter what Helen says, this is not a case of murdei
but of suicide. |

MJ:SS Lennox has, of course, no knowledge of the content:
of this letter,

So long,

] ER.
Witness: May LENNox, _ERLE DEST
Secretary,

" 1145¢ Marlin Avenue,

Hollywood.

;‘\Vhat gre 3:;);1 doing?™ Helen asked sharply. . ,
turned and looked at her, White-f i |
oy, et aced, she stood in the do?f

‘I folded the letter and put it in my pocket,
“What are you reading?” she asked,

I scarcely heard her. T was remembering his words: You hao
only to fake cluesf tell enough lies to turn my suicide into my
der, and then - if you have been very clever and you haven
s — you will get the money. ' ‘
Three-quarters of a million! .

I realized that his letter gave me protection if I could onl
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hink of a way. to turn his suicide inte murder. I I made a mis- -
ake, if I was found out, I had only to produce this letter to
zeep out of trouble. : o

N “Glyn ! E3 . . )

" Ttwas the first time she had ever called me by my first name.

© “Wait,” T said. “Don’t do anything. Let me think.”
. “We must get a doctor and call the police,” she said. “T'll
use the phone upstairs.” :
“Wait!” I said again. .
There was a note in my voice that stopped her dead. She. -
stared at me. '

“Don’t call them yet. Don’t do anything. Go upstairs and
wait for me.” :

“But we must tell them ...” )

I went up to her and taking her by the arms I gave her a vi-
cious little shake. ,

“Do what I tell you! Wait for me upstairs!”

* She must have seen by my face that this was no time to argue.

I went into Dester’s study and stood looking at hzm. If only
I.could put the clock back. If only I had time to think out a
perfect murder plan. If only I had known the fool was going
to kill himself so I could have set the stage.

Three~quarters of a million!

Tt was worth any risk except a murder rap and 1 didn’t have
to bother about that, His letter would keep me in the clear #1
slipped up and the police thought I had Killed him. .

If he would only stay just as he was until I ha.a time to wqu
out a foolproof plan. In a little while rigor mortis would set in.
A police surgeon would know to within an hour when he died.
The police would then find out that both Helen anc.i I were in

the house when he died. If T hid the gun to make it look ke
_murder, they would think we had either faked the murder or ba
actually murdered him: either way we wouldn’t get the money.
We needed to have perfect alibis. We needed 1o prove we Were
. miles away when he died. . ,
Time vis everything, and that was the one thing I hadng got.
I stood there, watching him bleed, while I racked my Bréind
" for an idea.

The house was silent. ‘The only sounds that came to me We:;
the faint ticking of the desk clock and the stFadY ﬂ‘ﬂ}mpilnin ”
'my heart. Then above these sounds, but 50 faint that if I ba fe
Been standing still I shouldn’t have heard it, cme the gen

. rumble of the deep-freeze cabinetsmotor starting up.
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the policy which you will find in the right-hand top drawer |
of my desk. S . Js
So the position is that since I am shooting myself the policy -
will be cancelled. However, Helen is desperate for money, and"
three-quarters of a million is a tempting sum. It is possible
she may be desperate enough to attempt to defraud the insur-
- anée ‘company. She could do so by - making my suicig
appear to be murder. This sounds far-fetched to you, doesn
- 3t? But I know Helen a lot better than you do. I have a youn,
fellow working for me: his name is Glyn Nash, and it is pos
sible Helen may fake my suicide to look as if I had been mur
dered by him or some unknown person. If she does do this,
am most anxious that you should not interfere. I have n
doubt that Maddux will find her out, but if she succeeds €
if she makes a mistake that will endanger her life, you Wi
then, of course, take action and show this letter to the police. ,

I feel a short term in prison for attempted fraud would ¢
her a lot of good. You think I am being vindictive? Perhaj
I am, but I feel justified. -

.To satisfy your legal mind I am asking Miss Lennox’
witness my signature. I repeat again that I am killing myse
and no matter what Helen says, this is not a case of murd
but of suicide. '

Mi_ss Lennox has, of course, no knowledge of the conter
of this letter.

Solong.

Witness: May LENNOX, ERLE DESTER
Secretary,
1145¢ Marlin Avenue,
Hollywood.

“What are you doing?” Helen asked sharply. -

I turned and looked at her. White-f: .
way, watching me. e-faced, she stood in the do

‘I folded the letter and put it in my pocket,
I‘What zire gou reading?” she asked.
scarcely heard her. I was remembering hi
g his words: You 7
only to fake clues, tell enough lies to turn my suicide into n

der, and then - if you have b

X e een very clever and hat
made any mistakes ~ you will get the money. ey
Three-quarters of a million ! : ’

I realized that his letter gave me protection if I could «
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think ofa way to turn his suicide inte murder. If.T made & mis-

sake, if I was found out, T had only 0 ‘produce this Iette; fo .

keap out of trouble,
“Glyn ! 7 - .
_ It was the first time she had ever called me by my first name,
“Waxt,” Isaid. “Don’t do anything. Iet me think.” : :
-“We must get a doctor and call the police,” she said. “I’ll
use the phone upstaurs »? . ‘
“Wait!” I said agam

There was a note in my voice that stopped her dead She
stared at me.

“Don’t call them yet. Don’t do anything. Go upstairs and -
wait for me.”
“But we must tell them ...”
I went up to her and taking her by the arms I gave her a vi-
cious little shake,
" “Do what I tell you! Wait for me upstairs!”
" She must have seen by my face that this was no time to argue.
I went into Dester’s study and stood looking at him. If only
I could put the clock back. If only I had time to think out a
perfect murder plan. If only I had known the fool was going
to kill himself s6 I could have set the stage.
_ Three-quarters of a million!
It was worth any risk except a murder rap and I didn’t have
t0 bother about that, His letter would keep me in the clear if I
slipped up and the police thought I had killed him.
~ If he would only stay just as he was until I had time to work
out a foolproof plan. In a little while rigor mortis would set in.
A police surgeon would know to within an hour when he died.
The police would then find out that both Helen and I were in
the house when he died. If T hid the gun to make it look like
murder, they would think we had either faked the murder or had
actually misrdered him: either way we wouldn’t get the money.
We needed to have perfect alibis. We needed to prove we were
: Imles away when he died.
- Time was everything, and that was the one thing I hadn’t got.
_ - T'stood there, watching him bleed, while I racked my brains
B for an idea..
The house was silent. The only sounds that came to me were
_ the faint ticking of the desk clock and the steady thumping of
my heart. Then above these sounds, but so faint that if I hadn’t
been standing still I shouldn’t have heard it, came the gentle

., Tumble of the deep-freeze cabinet motor starting up.
. ) "



"That sound nudged my brain alive. I saw then how I could :
‘turn the clock back. I hadn’t worked as a refngerator salesman _
for two years without learning what a refrigeration plant can -
‘do. Before I was turned loose on to the road I had taken a six- .
weeks’ course on the principles of refrigeration. "Among the
things I had learned was the use of 2 refngeranng plant in mor-
gues and its effects on a dead body. . ‘,

1 saw at once that I now had the means to make Dester stay
just as he was until I had time to work out 2 fool-proof plzm

Given any luck, T knew I was now only one jump away from
getting my hands on those seven hundred and ﬁfry thousand
dollars. ) . ;

A little over an hour later, I went upstairs to Helen s room. -

She had drawn the curtains. The bedside lamp was on, casting
shadows. She lay on the bed, in an oyster-coloured silk wrap;
If}ler face fine drawn and pale, a cigarette burning between her

ngers.

. I leaned against the door and looked at her and she looked at
me without moving.

“Why have you been all this ume? " she asked. “Have you
called the police?”

I walked across to one of the lounging chairs, set a bottlc of
whisky, two glasses and a bottle of Whiterock on the table and
sat down.

“No. I haven’t called them.”

“What do you think youre doing?” she asked sharply anc
half sat up. “You must call them.”

I made two big drinks, carritd one over to her and put it or
the bedside table, then I went back to the chair, sat down agan
and took a long pull at my glass, - ,

“Glyn' Why haven’t you called the pohce?” she sa1d he
voice shrill.

“You heard what he said,” I returned. “He said if we we:
very clever and made no mistakes we could get the money. Y¢
‘want the money, don’t you?”

She swung her legs off the bed and sat up. Her green eyes we
glittering like emeralds.

“What do you mean? He’s set a trap for us. You don’t thi
I'm going to be such a fool as to try to get rhe money now
know there is a trap, do you?”

“Listen: we can get that money. The Natxonal Fidelity v
have to pay up if we can prove to them he was murdcred »
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got to call the police atonce! ‘ »
- Byt we have got the time,” I said.
. She stared at me.
' “What do you mean?”’
“What I say. We have got the tms. Webhave oll the B i
 the world.”
“We haven’t! He won't rem_m Tka he is for long. You must
fmow that. A doctor can tell whan he died..
“ have put him in the desp-frecze cebinet,” Iseld
“What?"
She started to her fezt.
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“Shut up and listen,” I s=2id guisdy. “Tm not znd I kmew
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he died on Saturday when in reahty he died fifteen days before
Don’t you sec how simple it has made it for us?”?

She sat still, her fists clenched. I thought I could hear the
faint thudding of her heartbeats, but the sound rmght have been
my own heart hammering against my side.

“No!” she exclaimed suddenly. “I won’t have anythlng to
do with it. It’s too dangerous. They’ll find out.” %

“What’s the matter with you? You didn’t worry about throw- -
ing Van Tomlin out of the window, did you?”

“T didn’t throw him out!”

“That's your story. You're in a much safer posmon now.”

“No. They’ll think I killed him. I'ra sure they will.” .

“Don’t be such a fool. This is our chance to get the money.
Do you think I’d touch it for one moment if I thbught we could
go wrong? I know what I’m talking about. If we can’t think of
a foolproof idea, then we don’t go ahead. All we will have to do
is to take him out of the freezer, dump him somewhere with the
gun in his hand and inform the insurance company he has killed
himself. They won’t want it proved otherwise. They’ll be work-
ing on our side if we can’t get a bnght idea, and when those boys
are working for you, you're safe.”

She picked up the glass of whisky and took a long drink. Her
hand was shaking.

“It’s that man Maddux who frightens me,” .

“So what? We’re forewarned, aren’t we? .Okay, suppose he

- is all that tough and efficient? We've got the time. Time is every-
‘thing in this. We've got the time to give ourselves a water-txght,
foolproof alibi. We don’t try it until we have gone over it again
and again; rehearsed it again and again until we knéw it inside
out. This i isn 't going to be a rush job. We can take six months if
we want to.”

. “But suppose they think we did it? Suppose we do it so well,
thcy prove it was us who murdered him?”

“T've even got the answer to that one too,” I said and tooL'
Dester’s letter from my.pocket. “This is a letter Dester gave me
to post. It’s to his attorney. Luickily for us I forgot to post it. I il
read it to you.”

- She sat motionless, her beautiful face white and her great green
eyes stony while I read the letter to her. When I ha%imémﬁl?d,'
she drew in a long, slow breath. :

“The devill” she said sofdy. “So it was a trap. He never
intended me to get the money. The devil!”

“Never mind. He was smart, but not smart enough,” I sald,
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“folding the letter and putting it back in my wallet. “If some-
“thing goes wrong; if we make a bad mistake - and we’re not
"-going 10 make a bad mistake ~ but if we do, and the police think "
we. murdered him, this letter will keep us out of the death cell.
That’s all that worries me. For three-quarters of a million dollars
- Pm willing to risk a fraud rap, but not'a murder rap.” o
3. ohe held out ber hand. “I want thatletter.”
"> Ishook my head. Co
. “Sorry, but you’re not having it. I’'m keeping it. You're gor~
" geous to look at, but I don’t trust you further than I can throw
- you, This letter is my guarantee against a double cross. If you -
~and I are going to work this scheme, I'm not giving you the
stightest chance of tossing me out of 2 window after you have
. cashed in nor am I giving you the slightest chance of hanging a
- murder rap around my neck. No, I'm keeping it. I'll look after
it as I'd look after my life. So long as I have it you will have to
toe the line, and when the time comes to split the money, I'll be
_sure I’ll get my share,
- Shestudied me, her face expressionless.
~ “1 think you had better give that letter to me, Glyn,” she
¢ ‘said. Her voice was almost a caress,
. “You heard what I said.”
. “I'want it.” Her voice sharpened. “I must haveit!”
“I'm keeping it. You don’t have to worry. I'll look after it.”
.. She shrugged, got slowly to her feet and went over to the
‘};i?sing-table. She picked up a comb and ran it through her
ir. A
. “Now you know the setup,” I said, watching her closely,
. areyou willing to have a shot at it?”
.. I still think it is dangerous,” she said and put down the
comb. “I still think this man Maddux will find out what we
" have done,”
_ She pulled open a drawer in her dressing-table. I was waiting
1or just that move. I was on my feet and had crossed to her in
¢. W0 strides. T grabbed hold of her arms, pinning them to her
> sides and swung her away from the dressing-table. I had just time
+ 1o see the .25 qutomatic lying in the drawer before she arched her
_ backand nearly had me over. I knew she was strong by the way
~ she had handled Dester, but I didn’t expect her to be quite as
. Strong as she was. She broke my hold, got one arm free and her
; ,fing,e'l‘S,' like claws, hooked towards my eyes. I caught her wrist
~ Just in time, She slammed against me, her foot hooked around
- the back of my leg. T tried to keep my balance, then went over
L . o7 aY



on my back on the floor with a crash that shook the house.
came down on top of me, her fingers sinking into my throat.
had a grip like steel. She drove her knee into my chest; ben:
over me, her lips drawn off her teeth. Her expression turned
cold. I drove my fist into her midriff. I saw the sick look of ;-
come inito her eyes and felt ber grip slacken. I hit her again. °
_couldn’t take that kind of treatment. She suddenly let go of
scrambled to her feet and made a blind dash back to the dressi
table. I threw out an arm, my hand caught her ankle and brou
her down. She squirmed around, her other foot in its bedro
slipper caught me on the side of the head with enough force
daze me. She kicked her imprisoned foot free, got up on ha
. and knees as I rolled towards her, locking my arms around 1
waist and pulling her down. She closed with me again, her han
seeking my throat, but this time, I kept my chin down. Using 1
weight I pinned her under me, but she somehow managed to ¢
her knee against my chest and throw me off. It was my turn
make a dash for the dressing-table. We arrived at the same i
I drove my shoulder against hers, sent her reeling against t

wall, dipped into the drawer and snatched up the gun. I swur
around, pointing it at her. . ‘

__“I don’t want to shoot you,” I said breathlessly, “but I wi
if you move.”

“Give me that letter,” she said in a tight, strangled voice,

“Il faid no and I mean no,” I said. “Now get out of th
way!’

“You'll be sorry . . .”

“But not half so sorry as I would be if T gave it to'you.” 1
began to move forward slowly. She gave ground, circling away
from me until I reached the door. I opened it without taking my
eyes off her.

“er’ll have another talk to-morrow,” I said. “Relax. I'm
handling this business. All you have to do is to say amen.” ’

Then.I stepped out into the passage, slammed the door, turned
and sprinted down the stairs, out of the house and across to the
garage,

I slid into the Rolls, started the engine and cirove fast down
the drive. : '

) I didn’t {elax until I had lodged the letter and Dester’s gun

. in an all-night safe deposit. I put the key of the safe in an

envelope, scribbled a note to my bank manager asking him to

" bold the key until I needed it. I dropped the envelope with the
_ 20



- house. -

"1 oply slept for a few hours that night. There was a lot to
‘think about and a lot to arrange. I didn't attempt to think about
" how to turn Dester’s suicide into a murder. There was.time for
- that, but what I had to work out was how I was to explain
“away his absence to anyone who asked for him until T had
-worked out a plan to explain his absence, and how I was to keep
- the creditors from moving in now they knew he was out of 2
: job and how I could stop them taking over the house and, of
_course, taking over the deep-freeze cabinet.
I wondered if I could find some out-of-the-way cabin which
I could rent and to which I could rnove the deep-freeze cabinet,
- but; thinking about it, I decided the risk would be too great.
- Helen and I couldn’t possibly handle the cabinet on our own.
It was much too heavy. If it got out that we had moved the
~ cabinet, the police or Maddux might just possibly hit on my
scheme. The cabinet had to stay where it was: in sight of every-
- one, and I had' to hope and pray it wouldn’t cross anyone’s
- mind to look inside it.
. By the time the sun came up, I had got my first moves fairly
well worked out. I got up just after six o’clock and walked over
- to the house.

1 went up to Helen’s bedroom, turned the handle and pushed
open the door.
"Thc early sun came through the slats of the blinds. She was
' lmg. on her back, her glistening red hair spread out on the
pillow, one arm above her head. She was smoking and she looked
- atme as I came in, her face expressionless.
_ ‘I‘ shut the door, went over to the bed and sat beside her.
- Hello,” I said. “Still hating me?”
- “What have you done with the letter?” she asked, staring
" upatme. .
_, “It’s in a safe deposit where no one but me can get at it, For-
, get the letter. There’s no point in us fighting. We've got our-
selves a three-quarters of a million dollar partnership. What have
we to fight about?” ' : )

1' She didn't say anything, but looked away, moving her long
, 268 under the sheet restlessly.
, ,“WEV‘?,H, you’ve .had a few hours to think it over,” I went on.
. - whats the verdict? Do'T go after the money or don’t 1?”
- ’How will you do ir?”

1
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my back on the floor with a crash that shook the house. She
1e down on top of me, her fingers sinkirig into my throat. She
[ a grip like steel, She drove her knee into my chest; bending
r me, her lips drawn off her teeth. Her expression turned me
d. T drove my fist into her midriff. I saw the sick look of pain
me irito her eyes and felt her grip slacken, I hit her again. She
uldn’t take that kind of treatment. She suddenly let go of mg
rambled to her feet and made a blind dash back to the dressing-
ble. I threw out an arm, my hand caught her ankle and brought
2r down. She squirmed around, her other foot in its bedroom
ipper caught me on the side of the head with enough force to
aze me. She kicked her imprisoned foot free, got up on hands
nd knees as T rolled towards her, locking ray arms around ber
vaist and pulling her down. She closed with me again, her hands
weeking my throat, but this time, I kept my chin down. Using my
weight I pinned her under me, but she somehow managed to get
her knee against my chest and throw me off. It was my turn i
make a dash for the dressing~table, We arrived at the same time.,
I drove my shoulder against hers, sent her recling against the
wall, dipped into the drawer and snatched up the gun. T swung
“around, pointing it at her. . : Ty
“I don’t want to shoot you,” I said breathlessly, “but I will”
if you move.” : . :
N “Give me that letter,” she said in 2 tight, strangled voice.
=, “I said no and I mean no,” I said. “Now get out of the

S

“Yow'll be sorry .. " ‘ ' S
. “But not half so sorry as I would be if I gave it to you” I
»began to move forward slowly. She gave ground, circling away
from me vuntil 1 reached the door. I opened it without taking my
eves off her. .
“W.e’ll hgve another talk to-morrow,” T said. “Relax. i
handling this business. All you have to do is to say amen.,”
Then.I stepped out into the passage, slammed the door, turne
and sprinted down the stairs, out of the house and across 10 t&
I slid into the Rolls, started the enginé and drove fast dow
the drive. : o - '
] I didn’t relax until T had lodged the. letter and Dester’s &
in an ali-night safe’ deposit. I pur the key of the safe in .
envelops, scnbblt‘:d 2 note 1o my bank manager asking him
bold the key until I needed it. I dropped the envelope with 1
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key in it into my bank’s letter box. Then I drove back to the -
. Kouse. ‘ ’ S

I only slept for a few hours that night. There was a lot to -
~ think about and a lot to arrange. I didn’t attempt to think about .
how to turn Dester’s suicide into 2 murder. There was time for
* that, but what I had to work out was how I was to explain
away his absence to anyone who asked. for him until I had
worked out a plan to explain his absence, and how I was to keep
the creditors from moving in now they knew he was out of a
job and how I could stop them taking over the house and, of
course, taking over the deep-freeze cabinet.
. I wondered if I could find some out-of-the-way cabin which
I could rent and to which I could move the deep-freeze cabinet,
but, thinking about it, I decided the risk would be too great.
Helen and I couldn’t possibly handle the cabinet on our own.
“It.-was much too heavy. If it got out that we had moved the
cabinet, the police or Maddux might just possibly hit on my
scheme. The cabinet had to stay where it was: in sight of every-
one, and I had to hope and pray it wouldn’t cross anyone’s
mind to look inside it.
. By the time the sun came up, I had got my first moves fairly
well worked out. I got up just after six o’clock and walked over
~ to the house.

I went up to Helen’s bedroom, turned the handle and pushed
open the door.

The early sun came through the slats of the blinds. She was
lving. on her back, her glistening red hair spread out on the
-pillow; one arm above her head. She was smoking and she looked
atme as I came in, her face expressionless.

I shut the door, went over to the bed and sat beside her.

“Hello,” I said. “Still hating me?”

- “What have you done with the letter?” she asked, staring
up at me.
. “Ifsin a safe deposit where no one but me can get at it. For-
- get the letter. There’s no point in us fighting. We've got our-
selves a three-quarters of a million dollar partnership. What have
we to fight about?” '
* She didn’t say anything, but looked away, moving her long
* legs under the sheet restlessly.
‘. “Well, you’ve had 2 few hours to think it over,” I went on.
‘What's the verdict? DoI go after the money or don’t I?”
~ “How will you do it?”

1
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on my back on the floor with a crash that shook the house. Sh
came down on top of me, her fingers sinking into my throat. Sh
had a grip like steel. She drove her knee into my chest; bendin,

. over me, her lips drawn off her teeth. Her expression turned m
cold. I drove my fist into-her midriff. I saw the sick look of pair
come into her eyes and felt her grip slacken. I hit her again. Sh

- couldn’t take that kind of treatment. She suddenly let go of m
scrarabled to her feet and made a blind dash back to the dressing:
table, I threw out an arm, my hand caught her ankle and brough
“her down. She squirmed around, her other foot in its bedroom
slipper caught me on the side of the head with enough force tc
daze me. She kicked her imprisoned foot free, got up on hands
and knees as I rolled towards her, locking my arms around her
waist and pulling her down. She closed with me again, her hands
seeking my throat, but this time, I kept my chin down. Using my
weight I pinned her under me, but she somehow managed to get
her knee against my chest and throw me off, It was my turn to
. make a dash for the dressing-table, We arrived at the same time.
I drove my shoulder against hers; sent her reeling against the

" wall, dipped into the drawer and snatched up the gun. I swung
around, pointing it at her, |
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“key-in it into my bank's letter box. Then I-drove back to the -
house. - ' -

" .1 only slept for a few hours that night. There was a lot to
“think about and a lot to arrange. I didn’t attempt to think about

“how to turn Dester’s suicide into a murder. There was time for- -

';_'fhét, ‘but what I had to work out was how I was to esplain
.away his absence- to anyone who asked for him until I had
worked out a plan to explain his absence, and how I was to keep

the creditors from moving in now they knew he was out of a
job and how I could stop them taking over the house and, of

" course, taking over the deep-freeze cabinet.

I wondered if I could find some out-of-the-way cabin which

I could rent and to which I could move the deep-freeze cabinet,
‘but, thinking about it, I decided the risk would be too great.
-Helen and I couldn’t possibly handle the cabinet on our own.
It was much too heavy. If it got out that we had moved the

" cabinet, the police or Maddux might just possibly hit on my
scheme. The cabinet had to stay where it was: in sight of every-

~one, and I had to hope and pray it wouldn’t cross anyone’s
mind to look inside it.

By the time the sun came up, I had got my first moves fairly
‘well worked out. I got up just after six o’clock and walked over
to the house,

I went up to Helen’s bedroom, turned the handle and pushed

open the door,

.The early sun came through the slats of the blinds, She was
-lymg(on her back, her glistening red hair spread out on the
- pillow; one arm above her head. She was smoking and she looked

atme as I came in, her face expressionless.

- I'shut the door, went over to the bed and sat beside her.

_ “Hello,” T said. “Still hating me?”

- “What have you done with the letter?” she asked, staring
up at me,
. “Isin a safe deposit where no one but me can get at it. For-
. get the letter. There’s no point in us fighting. We've got our-

‘selves a three-quarters of a million dollar partnership. What have
we to fight about?” ‘

. She didn’t say anything, but looked awa i
y, moving her lon
legs under the sheet restlessl’y. ¢ s
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“I'don’t know ~ yet, I'm not even going to think about hov
't going to do it unless I'm sure you’re in it with me, Thi
1.do know: we have ninety-nine chances out of a hundred of
pulling it off, I wouldn’t say it if I didn’t mean it and ]
wouldn’t touch it if I thought for a moment we'could slip up.
Areyou in with me or not?” ) , o

-She nodded. “Yes, I'm in it with you.” _ o

I leaned forward and kissed her. T expected her'to duck away,
but she didn’t. She remained still, looking up at the ceiling, but
I might have been kissing the back of my hand for all the res-
ponse I got. It was the kind of kiss Dester must have got time
and time again unti] the poor guy had taken to the bottle, but
it would take more than 5 frigid kiss to turn me into a rum-dum,

" I grinned down at her, : S

- “And that’s no skin off my nose either,” ' )

. She just stared blankly .at me, | remember what Dester had
said about loving a dead thing, . o

“Okay, stay in your iceberg,” I.said, “There are more im-'

“That’s the first essential. I want all the jewels you’ve got: any-

thing he had that will raise money,”
* She came alive then,
“You’re not having anything of mine!”
“Dgn’t be 50 dumb! We've 8ot to have funds if we’re going
to swing this job, I'm putting two thousand bucks into the

Kitty. You've got to bart with as much as you've got. I’'m going .

Ilet g6 of her and stood up,

“Do I have 1o give it 1o You in one-syllable words? To-day -

is Sanuday. If’s possible nothing will happen to-day; certainly
Dot to-morrow, but op Monday his creditors will have heard he
has left the Studios and they will .arrive by car, on foot, by
bicycld®and by taxi. There will be swarms of them: We've got to

® ready for. them. We've 8Ot to make them believe that Dester o
Eot to pick two or three of the most’
Il spread the tale, and

isn’t short of money, We’ve
trgublesome of them and Pay them. They
with any-luck, the others. will hold off. F.

(0 Be"Dester’s bersonal secretary, He’s been offered a job in com-=
mercial television: a big job. He’s ;

r0m now on I'm going

"



" She wés sitting up, her green eyes startled. .
““They won’t believe you.” : ,
" %0h, yes, they will. You haven’t scen me in action. I'm a

salesnan. I can sell snow to an Eskimo if I put.my mind to it, =

and am I going to put my mind to it! But I rust have my bluff -
backed with money. I’ll only have to pay one or two of them
“and the rest will beg me to let their accounts run on. I know. .
These boys are suckers. I'll put it to them in such a way they’ll
know Dester will go elsewhere if they ask for a settlement, But
I must have at least six thousand bucks to work with. T'll get
twenty-five hundred with any luck for the Cadillac. I've got two
thousand of my own. Now you’ve got to chip in.”

- 'She got out of bed.

“How do I know you won’t take the rmoney and never come

. back here?”
| “You don’t know, but if you think I'm nuts enough to pass
up a half share in three-quarters of a million bucks for a handful
- of jewellery, you have another think coming.”

I got the stuff out of her in the end. It was like drawing her
teeth, but what she did finally part with was good, and 1 had
no doubt that I could raise three thousand on it if I worked at it.

. I got away by six forty-five. I had a four-hundred-mile drive
ahead of me. I had to go to San Francisco 1o sell the car. If 1
tried to sell it in Los Angeles the word would have got around
. that Dester was selling up, and then we would be in trouble.

- The Cadillac could move and I kept it moving. For the first
_ two hours I had the road more or less to myself, and I touched

ninety-five in places. But later the roads got more congested and
" Ilost time. I finally reached the city late in the afternoon. I had
to g0 o three car marts before I got the price I wanted, but I

got it in the end. I hadn’t left myself much time to work the
Jewellers, and most of them were shut for the week-end, but I
- found a hock shop and hocked the stuff for fifteen hundred : not
.. what I hoped to get, but at least I could get the stuff back.

I now had a working capital of five thousand six hundred
dollars, including my own two thousand. I could have done with
| mare, but it was the best I could do at short notice.

S | was lucky to catch a plane back to Los Angeles with no
} lell‘see than half an hour to wait, and I took a taxi back to the
. T walked into the Jounge as the clock was striking nine, I ex-

( bected to see Helen, but instead there was a short fat guy sitting

"0 one of the lounging chairs, smoking a cigar. He was around
S R Q2



fty w1th a bulge in his vest that comes from over—mdtﬂgcnoe. -
Je had on an expensive-looking su1t, hand-made shoes and there
vas a pear] stick-pin in his black satin tie. -

The moment I set eyes on him I knew he was & crednor 1
sould tell by the steely look in his eyes and the wide, cheerful
smile he gave me that was as false as a show-girl’s eyelashes.

“] was expecting Mr. Dester,” he 'said, gettmg to his feet.
‘Mrs Dester said somethmg abont hu:n coming back very
soon.” :

“Mr. Dester won’ t be back for some days,” I said. “I'm
Glyn Nash, Mr. Dester’s personal secretary. Is there anythmg
I can do for you? I look after Mr. Desters aﬁmrs when he is
away.”

The fat ‘'man frowned. “Well, I wanted to see Mr Dester
personally,” he said in a complaining voice. e

“Okay,” I said, shrugging. “Let me bave your name and
address and 'l tell Mr. Dester when he returns. If he has the
time, Il arrangean appointment and I’ll let you know.”

“He’s returning on Wednesday, you say?” '
© “T didn’t say Wednesday. I don’t really know when he Wﬂl
be back. He’s pretty busy right now. I've just seen him off from
San Francisco. Hé’s on his way to New York. He mlght be back
on Wednesday, he might not.”

“New York?” The fat man’s eyebrows Tifted. *Perhaps I had
better introduce myself. 'm Hammerstock.” He showed his
dead white bridgework in another of his false smiles, “Ham-
merstock and Judd, Wines and Spmts I came about Mr. Des-
ter’s account.”

I knew that he must be one of the biggest creditors, if not the

- biggest, and probably the most troublesome. If I could handle
him, I should be able to handle any of them. , .

“Mr. Dester’s account?” I said, looking puzzlcd ‘What
about it?”

“It's been owing too long » Hammerstzck fumbled in hlS
-pocket. “We have written to Mr, Dester time and again. .

“Mr. Dester has been far too busy recently. to bother WIth
small accounts,” T said, walking over to the table and taking a

cigarette from the box,.“What’s the trouble? Is your ﬁrm short
of money?”

He turned a deep shade of purple.
. “Short of money? I'll have you understand . .
“Okay, okay, then what’s the excitement’ about? The deal
"Mr. Dester is handlmg right now has taken up aJl b1s nme.
84 )



That's why he’s engaged me to look after his private affairs. Il
~Jet you have a cheque if you'll tell me what we owe you and
- Tl tell Mir, Dester you're anxious for him to settle the account.”

" “Is Mr. Dester handling a deal?” Hammerstock asked, look-
-~ ing at me with sudden interest.
. “PHl say he is. Now he has left the Pacific, he’s in demand.
. After all, he is the greatest producer in Hollywood, and he’ll
probably be the greatest factor in commercial television before
Jong. It’s a matter of arranging terms.”
. “Commercial television?”
" “Yeah, but that wouldn’t interest you. What is this account
worth?” .

“Four thousand dollars.”

Well, that jolted me. I had expected it to be big, but not that
" *big. How anyone could have swallowed four thousand dollars
worth of whisky and still have kept alive beat me,
" “Ifs been outstanding for over a year,” Hammerstock went
on, producing the account,
. "Leave it on the table. I'll tell him.” I lit my cigarette and
looked thoughtfully at Hammerstock. “You know it suddenly
_-occurs to me that Mr. Dester might not like you coming here.

-Some of these big shots get mad at the drop of a hat. I take it you
- are still interested in keeping his account, or maybe you’re not?”

" .Hammerstock’s eyes grew round; before he could say any-
: fhll}g, I went on, “The idea behind this new scheme on which

-he is working is to open up television studios right here in Holly-
- wood. Between you and me, and it’s not to go further, a power-

ful combine, of which Mr. Dester is to be the chief in charge of

prqduction, is buying up one of the major film companies and
.. taking over their studios. The deal’s about ready to go through
and when it does, Mr. Dester will be entertaining on a far more
elaborate scale than before. His account will be pretty big for
-the firm who supplies him with liquor.”
.. Hammerstock gulped.
“Why, I didn’t know...” He began to put the account in
hls‘ ‘pocket,:but I reached out and took it from him.
I may as well zettle this right away,” I said. “It’s not big.

T guess T can let you have it in cash.”

‘ If, be took the money I was sunk, but T have had enough ex-

Petience of human nature to know it was unlikely.

His eyes nearly fell out of his head when I pulled out my roll
_of money: it looked big enough to choke a horse with. He
. grabbﬁ:d back the account and said he was happy to wait. He



hadn't known the position. There had been so many rumours fly
_ing around. He saw now he had no busmess to have come ou

here. He had been out of line listening to rumours, He was onl;

100 pleased to allow Mr. Dester what credit he liked. He woul

take it as a personal favour if I didn’t mention to Mr. Dester h

had called. He hoped that this little mcxdent wouldn’t prejudic
. me against the firm. '

* He would have gone on and on if 1 ‘hado’t ﬁrmly ased hm:
out of the room, into the hall to the front door, .

"I said I wouldn’t mention his call to Mr. Dester, but 1 would
ask him to draw a cheque so thie account could be settled. Ham-
merstock said he wouldn’t hear of it. I was not to say anything
about the account. Mr. Dester could settle it in his own time.

When 'I.closed the door after him, I leaned against it and

laughed. I was still laughing when Helen came to the head of the
stairs and stared down at me.



CHAPTER SEVEN

HELEN came down the stairs, her eyes bright and o hal{
smilé on her lips. She moved across the hall to me,

“So you were successful. I thought I had better feave him to

_you as you were so confident.”
“Did you hear him beg me not to send Iim s chegque?”
“The others may not be so casy."”
“T'll handle them. Come inte the lounge. There’s still thinps
todo.” )
As she walked with me to the lounge, she asked. “Did vou
get the money?”
"~ “T’ve raised five thousand six hundred. Jt's not as s as
I want, but with any luck, it'll do.”
I went over to the liquor cabinet and made two drinks, the
I sat down opposite her.
“How far do you trust your nerve?” I asked.
“What do you mean?”
“Look, what we are planning to do will need pretty good
" nerves. Sooner or later we will have to take him out of the
freezer and plant him somewhere, I won’t be able 1o do that
on my own. You will have to help me. It’s not poing 1o be cusy.
When his body is found and the rourder hunt it on, ths firat
person the police will suspect will be you, They'll susprct you
because you come into the insurance moncy. You may comis i
"~ for some tough questioning. Some smart dick muy try 10 jitan
‘a surprise on you. If you keep your perve you will ?/' all tn;{;ib
We're going to fix this so that they will te CORVInUEs o
couldn’t have killed him although you had the rotive, Pt whilt
they are being convinced, you may have a {OUgh‘flrf i o tan
: “My nerve is all right,” she said quistly. Uosl Gun't DA
tow a e.” .
o “Io,g,fmt;{assb ctlg;:tr,rs) right, but you may as well }:r:w/ w’r;:q‘ti".’ ;f*:'(:
of us. We may get into a jam that Jooks bad. Pra not “ ,’} e
will but we may. That’s the time when @ stesdy 7ierve 0278 & 1
dends. If we get in a panic, Iose our heads, vz 7
throw our hands in befors we need t0. You sEnE
can go to the limit becauss if things g0 #rony W SE 2
the letter to keep us out of rezl trouble.” N
She looked at me, her green £505 250625 -
; g7
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“Is your nerve so very good?” - . : o

“I can stand up to anything with three-quarters of a million-
as an incentive. What we've got to keep clear in our minds is
that we haven’t killed him. At the worst; we can get ten years:
in jail for fraud. If we remember that they can’t panic us. Okay.
Now we've got to take care of the next step. Is there anyone
who will want to know where Dester is? Has he any friends?”

“No. At one time, of course, thére were always people here,
but when he began to drink, they dropped him.” .
- “What about Burnett?” . _

“He’s Erle’s attorney. They never meet. Erle writes or tele-
phones him. Burnett doesn’t approve of him.” " . -

“So there is no one? You're absolutely sure? No relations
who could suddenly appear and ask questions?”

“There is no one.” : . -

- This seemed too good to be true, but T had to take her word.
Tt had been the one thing that really bothered me,
. “We've got to be careful. This guy Hammerstock will spread
the rumour that Dester is handling a big deal. We want him to’
do that, but at the same time we don’t want the Tumour
checked. Burnett might hear about it and make inquiries. We've
got 1o have a tale for him. When the showdown comes, we've
got to be able to convince the police that we didn’t start the
rumour. We've got to convince Burnett that the reason why we
_du_in’t contradict the rumour was because it gave us time to
raise money to meet Dester’s debts. You’ll have to see Burnett
z.and tell’him there’s no truth in the rumour that Dester is going
into television.” . ' ’

She nodded. “But he will want to know where he is.”?

““Yes. I've got that angle taken u.get on
with Burnenrs care of. How do you get o

She smiled. “Very well. He likes me,”

I Ic{ould understand that. ~ ‘ |

‘Here’s what you do: call him on Mo k him over. -
Tell him_ Dester has had an attack of I;u'ilf%?s?nags 831;011111’13’1501;“-
suaded him to take a cure. As soon as you can arrange it, he is
going 1nto a sanatorium. Tell Burnett there is a rumour going
around that Dester is going into television. You must.tell him

debts. You are keeping his going into a sanatoriiim 2 secret.”
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- -.She "was listening intently, her eyes’ smring into- mine,
- . “He will want to know where heis going,”

"7 *You can tell him. There is a sanatorium for alcoholics fust - ’

“outside- Santa Barbara,” I said. “I'll get you the name, Il be . --
" in the telephone book.” ‘ ‘ C -
~ “He might check up.”
- - I smiled. ‘
“He won’t have a2 chance to do that, We'll have to take this
- oné step at a time. First, you have fo fix Burnett, We'll see how
he reacts. This plan has got to be flexible, We only move forward -
when we know each step we take will be safe. If Burnett seems -
convinced and not likely to ask too many questions then bring
me into it. Tell him Dester has taken a fancy to me, I started
- off as his chauffeur, and now he has turned his private affairs
over to me. He gets me to handle his mail, his taxes and uses .
" me as a buffer between himself and his credirors, Then call me .
in and introduce me.”
“Must we bring Burnett into this?”
- “Yes, If we don’t, he’ll be the first to make trouble. The
‘police will want to talk to him and he has to know the back-
 ground. He'’s got to accept me. When the showdown comes, it's
_essential we have him behind us.”
. “All right: I’ call him on Monday. But suppose the police
find out Erle hasn’t been to the sanatorium? They’re certain to
check.”
“Don’t worry about that. You can leave me to fix it. There
is one more thing. To-morrow you must get a servant. There’s
- an agency on 35th Street that provide staff at short notice. Call
- them up to-morrow and ask them to send a girl who can help -
~ you run this place.” ‘
. She stared at me.
. “Ican run it myself. T don’t want anyone.” e
" “Use your brains. Can you imagine what the PO?JCC will think
“"if they find out that you and I are living under this roof on our
_ own? They’ll know we're lovers and that’s S.Ofnﬁl}mg. they've
just not got to know. When they start their zqvesnganon th?y
. will find you and a servant and Dester sleep he.re, and I ‘Slee% ’II:
_the apartment over the garage. I come over during the day whe
the servant is about. We never close 2 door. We neverdha;s:e ni
" chance of making love. Do you understand? We must do
- ‘we're heading for trouble,” "
- “Idon’t like it, Glyn. It’s dangerous.
. “Not half so dangerous as not having

her, When she



you must take her into your confidence. You must tell her Des
ter isn’t well. He’s in_his room and he mustn’t be disturbed
You aré hoping to get him away for a change in a day or so. Or
Wednesday, he’ll go to the sanatorium, providing I arn satisfiec
we can go ahead. She must see him get into the car so she will
swear she did see him leave the house.” S o
~ “You mean you're going to let her see his dead body?” Helen
said, her voice shooting up. ‘ . ‘
“No. For the love of mike, don’t be so goddamn dumb. She’ll
see me come down the stairs wearing his hat and coat. We'll fix
it so the light is bad. She’ll see a man come down. With any
Iuck she will never have seen Dester so she won’t know the dif-
ference,” '
“It’s too dangerous.” ' .
“It’s hot dangerous at all. I'm fixing it. Don’t keep raising
 objections. Get the girl. That's all I want you to do. I'll do the
rest of it.” o _—
.“T ‘hope you know what you are doing,” she said uneasily.
~ “If she’s in the house how are we to get him out of the deep-
freeze?” : o
. “That’s something I'Il have to work out. One thing at a
tlme-” . N
‘She could look in the deep-freeze.” L
“Yes, she could do that, but she won’t. Il fix something’
about that to-morrow before she comes, Right now I’ve got a lot

olf thi,x’zking to do. I’'ve had a tough day. You’d better get some
sleep, , o
“Areé you sleeping here?”

No. We’ i ) ioht - :
I -We're going to ‘start right now as we will have to go

. €
on, .
“You’re leaving e alone here?”

I moved to the door. “You dop’t have to worry about him.
He won’t getup and bother you in the night.” :

I went into the hal] 0 . |
: s pened th f; t
Into the cool, dark night. - ¢ iront door and walked ou

$S 3 i
locke oon as I got into the apartment above the garage and had

d myself in, I undressed and got into bed. I lit a cigarette

and began to grapple with - X ;
murder plan, my main probl‘em. the foolproof, safe -

ing a scrvant in the house would compli i
. } Plicate things, but I knew -
we had to have her. It woulg b; quite an achievement to get the
. 0



" body away from the house to some place without anyone sceing -
_ me, even if they didn’t see the body which could be hidden under
"2 pile of rugs at the back of the Buick, It couldn’t.be the Rolls:
‘- that was too well known. ,
At least T had time to concoct a plan, I had also to fake an
~ alibi while I was planting his body, and the alibi had to stand
- up.s
" I had to think for Helen. I had to make sure she was also
. covered. I didn’t kid myself that she would accept the situation
_ if she slipped up and was caught. She would pull me in too. I
was sure of that. '
- So I'wrestled with the problem.

Soon after nine o’clock the next morning, I went over to the -
‘house and up the stairs to Dester’s bedroom. As I reached the -
~ door, Helen appeared in the doorway of her room. She was still
" in her nightdress, over which she wore ber oyster~coloured wrap. -

I was tempted to dally: she looked pretty good in that getup,
“but there was work to do. I pushed the temptation behind me.

“You’d better get dressed. We have a lot to do,” I said, and
~ went into Dester’s room. I took from the bottom of his V{ard~
" robe the two suit-cases in which I had brought back the th§ky,
-~ put them on the bed and then taking down the bottles 'of whisky

“from the top of the wardrobe I put them into the suit-cases.

. Helen came to the door. “What are you doing?”

“Sealing up the deep-freeze cabinet,” I said.

“You’re ~ what?”

-~ I'turned to look at her. ]
" “Pm demonstrating to you that I have a few brains. Thz»:t
cabinet has got to stay closed, but at the same time, it musn't
be locked. Okay. The safest way to keep the lid shut is 10 f,ut
. something on top of it that will cause an e.ﬁ'ortf to remo;]rc. I'm
- stacking all these bottles on top of it so 1t will stay sk ut.
“Tt wouldn’t be all that difficult to remove those bottles. y
“Thats right, It wouldn’t be difficult, but no one In 1%
- right mind would do it. You'll tell this girl the deep-freezc is
: y ing to shift all these

- empty. Make it sound casual. She’s not gomng b,
bottles to prove you are a liar. No one would be that dumo.

" “It would be safer to lockit.”
 “That’s what you think. It would
- heard of Pandora’s box. It’s the same Sei-1
- freezer? This is the way to do it, and th!

‘tobs done,”

make her curious. Ever
t-up, Why lock an empty
¢ is the way it’s zon -
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By the time I had carned the bottles into the kitchen and set
them out on top of the deep-freeze cabinet, Helen had put on a
sweater and slacks and had joined me. She stood looking at the.
rows of bottles and at the cabinet. I saw the tenseness go out of
her face. She could see now I was right.

. -“Did you look inside?”’ she asked. :

“Yes. T looked inside. He’s fine. You don’t have to worry’
about him,” I said. “Now come on, we've got things to do.
We've got to put this house in order. When this girl comes, she s
got to find a normal house in working order.”

. We slaved until midday. We cleaned, polished and aired the
rooms. I went out into the garden and collected an armful of
flowers. I left them with Helen while I went upstairs and got
the room ready for the girl. I intended to put her in the room -
at the other end of the corridor because it was away from Helen’s
room, and the window looked out on to the east side of the
garden away from the garage. While I was making up the bed I
‘heard the telephone bell.ring. I went to the head of the stairs,
my heart thumping. Helen came out of the dmmg—room and
looked up at me, her face pale and set.

*Go on -~ answer it,” I said.

She went into the lounge.

1 lit a cigarette and waited. I heard her talkmg, but I couldn’

hear what she said. As I started down the stairs, I heard her
hang up. She came out of the lounge. .
. “That was the Hollywood Recorder,” she said as I lomed
her in the hall. “They wanted confirmation about the televi-
sion job. I told them he was out of town and I knew nothmg
about his business.”

“That’s right.” I thought for a moment, - Hammerstock had
certainly started to shoot his mouth off ahead of the gun, but
that didn’t matter so long as we knew. “Don’t kid yourself
they’B be content with that. They’ll come out here. The rest of
the Press will come too. I don’t' want them to find me here.:
You'll have to handle them. I'm going to take the Buick and"
clear out for the rest of the day. I've things to do. Get on to the
agency now and get a girl. Call Burnett and fix a date for to-
morrow, Call the Belle View sanatorium and ask them if they
can take your husband. If they say they can take him right away,

stall, We don’t want to start anythmg until the end of the weck.
_’Wﬂl you do that?”

She said she would.
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" wThen Tl get off. Il be back some time to-night. You've
otitallclear?” - ' S

«“What are you going to do?” S
" #Never mind what I'm going to do. You look after this end..
(]l ook after my end. If you get 2 gir], tell her Dester is in his
redroom. Take her into your confidence, Tell her he is ill and
10-one must know because it may upset a deal he is putting
thtdugh.”

“She’ll probably tell all her friends,” Helen said sharply.
“We can’t do that.”

“Her friends don’t count. So long as she doesn’t tell the
Press or his creditors, it doesn’t matter, Anyway, with any luck,
she won't have the chance to tell anyone until we’ve taken the
next step, and then it doesn’t matter, but she’s got to know he is
upstairs in his room and ill. She’s got to know that.”

“Why don’t you tell me what you are planning?” she asked
impatiently. “Why be so damned mysterious?” ‘
 “Pm not being mysterious. I’m taking it one step at a time.
I'don’t even know myself how it’s going to be worked, but I’ll
have an idea by the time I get back.”

I left her, went over to the garage, got out the Buick and
drove out on to the ayenue. I headed through Glendale and on
to Highway 101. I took it easy. It was a hot, clear day without
a hint of smog, and by that time, there was a lot of traffic on the
highway. I stopped at Ventura for lunch, then, around three
o'clock, I pushed on through Benham to Santa Barbara. I took
8 look at the Belle View sanatorium that was tucked away with
1ts own bathing beach and its own ten-foot-high walls. I had a
fecling, looking at those walls, that once a drunk was inside, he
would have a Jot of trouble getting out again.

‘T turned the car and pottered around the district like any
lonely business man taking the Sunday afternoon air, but I kept
Dy eyes open, got used to the locality, spotted two State police
Doints about four miles apart before which sat troopers on their
Inotor cycles, watching the traffic with cold, alert eyes. About
ifteen ml%es out of Santa Barbara, just beyond Carpinteria, a
Darrow, dirt road, leading off the highway, attracted my atten~
tion. I swung the car on to it, and after driving a mile I came
Outon to a forestry station. There were three large wooden huts
_;nd t;my acres or so of young pines and firs under cultivation.
| wflt ed the Buick, pushed open the barbed-wire gate and had a
| dWsarouncl. The place was deserted. I peered through the win-

WS of the huts: one of them was a lab., the other two were
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offices. 1 imagined they would be full of industrious workers
during the week, but on 2 Sunday, it looked like the place I Imd
bzen hunting for.

I had nearly got it nght now: the forestry station was the
clincher. ’

It was after nine-thirty when I drove through the gateway and
parked before the garage. Looking across at the house I couldg
see lights on in the lounge. I wondered how Helen had made out’
while I had been away. I wondered if she had got the girl and
how she had handled the Press. I got out of the car and walked
over to the house, opened the front door and entered the hall.

I stéod for a moment, listening: I thought I heard someone
turn the page of a book. I moved across to the loungc and stood
in the doorway.

A girl sat in one of the lounging chairs, a book in her hand,
the light. from one of the standard lamps falling fully on her.
She was dark; her black, glossy hair had brown tints in it, and
it fell to her shoulders in long, natural waves. She was perhaps
twenty-three or four, and pretty. \She Ioolsed up and I saw her
eyes were Wedgwood blue.

Al the women I know and. have known came undcr the catc~
gory of floozies, smarties, diggers and come-on girls. They all
knew their way around. If the word ‘virgin’ was mentioned, they
thought it was in connection with the condition of the soil. I had
seen plenty of nice girls coming out of college, at the movics and
walking the streets, but I had never bothered with them. I was
sure I wouldn’t get what I wanted from them, and thcy were S0
uch waste of time. So I let themn'alone.
This girl, sitting in the lounging chair, looking at me, came
der the category of a nice girl. I could tell that not only by
her open, natural expression, but by her frocl' the shoes she
wore and the way she did her hair.
“Hello there,” I said. “I guess you must be the new help.”
I came down the three steps into the lounge and went over t0
the bar. “I’m Glyn Nash: did Mrs. Dester mention me?” 'Q
“Oh, yes, Mr. Nash,” the girl said, putting down her book!
She got to her feet, “I'm Marian Temple.”
“Glad to know you.” I sloshed whisky into a glass. “Would '
you like a drink, Miss Temple?”
She smiled and said she didn’t drink. She had a nice, bnght, ;
frxendly smile: nothing subtle about it; no come-on, NO 5¢X.
I squirted charge water on top of the whisky, fished out an |
jce cube, stirred the mixture and took a long dnn.L. c
o4 o
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. “Is Mrs. Dester around?” T asked,

; “She’s sitting with Mr. Dester.” , -
1lit a cigarette, carried my drink to a chair near hers, -

- "Sit down, Miss Temple. T didn’t mesn to interrupt your
eading. Got something good there?” B
-She sat down.

y. “Pm on the third volume of Gibbons’ Decline and Fdll?

she said. “Have you read it?” ‘
“Not_the third volume,” I said gravely, “You rmean the
Roman Empire stuft?”
She said that was what she means,
*Tsm’t it a little solid? I go for pulp magazines myself. Ray-
mond Chandler is about the highest I aim at.” ,
" She laughed. “I’'m planning to go to Rome next fall, I wanted
to get the background.”
“You are? Why Rome?”
“Oh, T've always wanted to go there - and Florence too.”
. “What's the matter with Paris? There’s more excitement in
. Paris so I’m told.”
. “T'll settle for Rome.”
I finished my drink and sat nursing the glass, looking at her,

- It occurred to me she wasn’t what I imagined 2 help to look like,

This kid was like someone just out of college.

© “Is that why youw’ve taken this job? Saving up for Rome?”

She nodded. “P'm going to be an architect. I have my finals

at the end of next year. I thought this job would give me that

little extra while I complete my reading.” ‘ ’
“Veah” T didn’t quite know what to make of this. I wasn’t

sure if Helen had made a mistake or not. I Wpuld z:athe.r have

‘had a dumb cluck with no brains than a g:irl like this who was

- obviously nobody’s fool. “Well, I don’t think Mrs. Dester will

work you to death.” S laughed
head and laughed. .
| glsllel:};o;ﬁxe;ondw' She told me I could use this room
when she wasn’t using it herself. I feel quite at bome alfea‘.i};”
" 1 stretched out my legs. “She told you about M. D"zé‘;;k e
“Ves. Tsa’t it a shame? I've seen afl his pictures. It 2

‘js-the best director of them all.” .
“That’s right, Have you ever 5¢en him?

* She shook her head. .

" “Only pictures of him. Why do youask?™"
I pulled a face. s

~ “\%ell, you know: he’s been;;’orhng ?UG hf,” ;

-



a lot. His nerves are all shot. She told you he’s going to the sana-
toriurn as soon as they can.take him?”

‘tYeS 3 i

I gave her an out—of—the-comer-of—my—cyes stare. She fascm-
ated me. We had been talking now for six or seven minutes and
she hadn’t once tried to show me her Lnees nor futter her eye-
Iashes at me. »

“Well,” I went on, getting to my feet, “I guess I'll go up
and see how he is before I go back to my aparument. I live over
the garage.” :

“Yes, Mrs. Dester said you did.”

She was looking up at me, her big blue eyes mtetested

“Sorry if I took you away from Gibbons.”
“Oh, that’s all right, I have to work at it: it’s not easy read-
ing.” ’
“I can imagine.”’
She smiled, then as I started across the lounge, she.opened
her book again and bent her glossy head over it. I paused in the
doorway to look at her. It crossed my mind that the difference
between her and Helen was the difference between a pearl and a
diamond. Helen had all the hard, glossy glamour of a diamond;’,
“this kid had the soft, smooth beauty of the pearl.
She looked up and caught me staring at her and she blushed.
That knocked me. No girl I had ever been around with knew
how to blush. I grinned at her, turned and went up the stau's,
_three at a time.
i t

"Helen was in her bedroom, smokmg, and going through a
iack of documents, bills and letters that she had spread out on
“the bed. She looked up as I came in.

“Going over old Iove letters?” T asked, closing the door and .
leaning against it,

“1 thought you said we weren’t to be alone together when®

“she was in the house?”

. “That’s right, but right now she.and G1bbons are keepmg}
each other company, and I told her I was gomg to sit with Des-~
ter. What’s all the junk?”

‘What do you think? I’m trying to find out how much he
owes.”

“You've got a sweet job. Did you start the list w1th Ham-~
merstock’s four thousand?”

“I've got up to twenty-two thousand and thete are stlll
more.”
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. stepped out into the corrido

“You don’t have to worry. If we get the insurance money,
we'll still have something left, What's been happening?™ ’

“Burnett is coming to see me at three o'clock to-morrow:,
‘Four newspaper men have been here. Luckily Marian arrived be-
fore they did and I let her handle them.”

“You let her handle them?” .

= “Yes. She told them Dester was out of town and I was out.
They didn’t get anything out of her. I was listening. in the
Iounge. She was good.”

fI'm not sure if you’ve picked the right one. That girl’s got
brains.”

.“I had no choice. She was the only one the agency sent. I
had to take her. Anyway, she may have brains, but she’s-only a
kid.”

I went over and sat in a lounging chair,

“How about the sanatorium?”

“They can take him any time. 1 said I would call back.”

“Tell them he’ll arrive around eleven next Sunday night.”

She stared at me. “Sunday night? Why not before?”

“I won’t be ready before.”

“What are you planning to do?”

“Maybe we’d better not talk here.” I looked at my strap
watch. “Come over to my place when she’s gone to bed. It’s
after ten-thirty now. She won’t stay down there much longer.
Have you got a good road map of the district that takes in Santa
Barbara?”

“I think so0.”

“Bring it with you. Don’t forget to take a meal up to De§ter’s
room before you go to bed. He’s got to eat or she’ll begin to
wonder what it’s all about.”

“I’ve already done that.” ,

That Awas one of the important things about her. She wasn't
dumb.

“What did you do? Eat it yourself?”

“I flushed it down the toilet.” i .

“Well, okay, just so long as she doesn’t think you are starving
_him.” T moved to the door. “Did you tell her about the deep-
freeze?” , - L

“Not yet, 'l tell her when I show her the kitchen to-
morrow.” C

“I’ll be waiting for you.” . 41

I half opened the door, listened, then hearing no soun

r and walked to the head of the
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tairs. As T begani-t0 descend them, Manan catne out of the
ounge. She looked up at me. :

“Mrs. Dester has gone to bed 1 sa1d “You gomg too?” |

“Yes.” :

. I came down and stood beside her.
- “You and Gibbons?” .

She blushed-a little and then smiled.
.- “Well, ' don’t think I’ll read in bed.”

“I’ll turn off the lights. Good night.” -

She said good night and ran up the stairs. I tuined slowly
ind watched het. She had lovely, slim legs, boyish hips and
square shoulders. She didn’t look back as she went along the
corridor to her room. I was still standing there, seeing her in my
mind; when I heard her door close.

"1 went into the lounge, took a bottle of Scotch from the rack
behind the bar, turned off the lights and walked over to the
apartment above the garage. Some kid, I was thinking She and
Gibbons. Some kid.

Around twelve—thuty, Helen came into my bedroom I had
changed into pyjamas and I was lying on the bed, smoking. She
came to the foot of the bed.

“Now, tell me,” she said.

- 1 looked at her. There are moments when a diamond can
look a Jot more exciting than a pearl. This was one of them.

- “Come here,” I 'said and stretched out my hand.

She came around the side of the bed and sat downnearme. ~ -

“Okay,” I said, “now let me explain the setup to you. Be-
tween now and Sunday the rumour that Dester is once more
in the money is going to strengthen. The columnists won’t want
to be left out in the cold. Even if they don’t get any confirmation,
they’ll hint that Dester is after a big job. That’s just the situation
we want. No one knows where he is, but they have an idea he
is back in the money again. If it doesn’t work out that way,
I’ll have to fan the flames. There are two reasons why we must
create the idea he is back in the money: one is to hold off his
creditors and the other is that he is goingto be kidnapped.”

She stiffened. “Kidnapped?”

“That’s right. No one would kldnap him un]ess he was back
in the money, would they? »

“T don’t know what you're talking about.”

“Relax: I'll explain it to you. We want to create the impres-
sion that Dester is still alive. We want it known when the show-
down comes that Dester left this house on next Sunday mght
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“around ten o’clock in the evening with you to take a cure at the -
‘Belle View sanatoriumi. That’s where Marian comes in: she’s
going to be our witness. She’ll think she’ll see Dester leave this
house, but it won’t be Dester, it'll be me, impersonating him.
I}l wear that camel-hair coat and the big har he has in his closet.
*We'll go into details later, but this is the plan. Marian must see
me as I go out to the Rolls, We've got to fix it so she only sees
" my back. We drive down to the gates. You stop and I take off
the hat and coat. You wait there while I rush back to the house,
making out to Marian that I've arrived just too late to say good-
bye to Dester. I'll talk to her for a few minutes, then I’I! tell her
* I'm going back to my apartment. You'll have told her yow’ll be
" back soon after midnight, but she is not to wait up for you. I'll
go over to my apartment, turn on the lights and the radio loud
enough for her to hear from her bedroom. Then I'll leave
the apartment and join you. We'll go to a place I've found.
The idea we want the police and Maddux to get hold of is that
while you are driving Dester to the sanatorium, two hoods hold
up the car, take you both to this place, tie you up and then kid-
_ nap Dester.” .
+  Helen stared at me.
“Tie me up - what do you mean?”
" “What I say,” I said impatiently. “How much plainer have
‘I got to make this before the nickel drops? You can’t expect to
get your hands on three-quarters of 2 million and not work for
it.”
“T still don’t follow what you mean. Where is this place
you’re talking about?” ;
“Did you bring the map?”
She gave me the map and I found the forestry station and
showed it to her.
“It’s the ideal place,” I said. “There’s not 3 soul around on
a Sunday. You can stay in one of the huts and you'll be fou&d
first thing on Monday morning. You ’ll spend an uncomfortable
s night, but so what?”
| “But why should I?” she demanded, frowning at me.
“For the love of mike! We've got to create the impression
that Dester has been kidnapped!* I exclaimed, raising my voice
s . lull? Look, there has been
_ “Can’t you get that into your thick s the news
-no major kidnapping in Hollywood for years. When
“The heat will be on. No
~ breaks every cop will be on his toes.
d by two hoods. Th
just suppose he had really been ludnappep y Dester looscz
find the cops closing in. What gg they do? Turn De



he can. glve the pohce a descmptxon of them? No, they lose theu'
heads. Théy kill him and dump him'somewhere and vanish.
This ‘is the only angle I can figure to make his murder make
sense. Otherwise the police will look for a motive, and you and
I are the only two who have a motive. To make us safe,.this has
10 be a motiveless murder, and kidnapping supphes the answer.

She drew in a long, slow breath.

““T want to think about this. It sounds too comphcated.”

“Itisn’t. It’s going to work.”.

“We could so easily make a Irustake when 1t’s thls comph-
cat

“V/e have the whole week to get ‘the detalls lmed up. If we're .
not happy about it at the end of the week, we'll drop it. We can
do this job, step by step, watching every move, waiting to see
how the cops react before we show our next card. Then if the
cards fall nght we dump-his body and collect the insurance
mioney. It’s going to work. I havea feelmg about it.” ,

* “I want to think about it.”

“Sure, think about it, but this is the plan. We can’t lose too
much time. Sooner or later, someone will really want to know.
where Dester is. ,We ve got time, but not all the time in the.
world.”

She began to get to her feet.

. “Where do you think you're going?* I asked starmg at her.
. She stood up, her green eyes expressxonl&ss.

“Back to my room.” .

I shook my head. “Not just yet.”

T grabbed hold of her arm, but she 'broke my gnp and moved
out of reach. Y

“I’m not your chattel,” she said in a low, fierce voice. “KeeP
your hands off me!” .

She went out of the room and slammed the door,

Automatically I reached for the whisky bottle, then, as my
hand closed around it, I realized what I was doing, I snatched
my hand away. If there was one thing she wasn’t going to do,"
she wasn’t going to tum me into a rum-dum like Dester. - :
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'CHAPTER EIGHT

~ ON Monday afternoon, Edwin Burnett arrived. He was
short, plump, suave and immaculate. . :

Helen handled him beautifully. From my vantage point st the
head of the stairs I could hear the scarccly conquered tears in
her voice as she told him how Dester was so much worse and
was now having hallucinations.

Burnett seemed pretty shocked. :

“You can’t rernain in the same house with him if he is like
that, He should be in a home.”

That gave her her opening. She told him Dester had sgreed
to go to the Belle View sanatorium. He was so ashamed of him~

- self he had begged her not to tell anyone that he was going. Then
she got around to the rumour and his creditors.

1 gave her full marks. She almost convinced me. Burnett aprreed

.that there was no point in letting anyonc know that Dester was

going into the sanatorium. If they were fools enough to belicve
rumours then that was their lookout. But he went on 1o wnrn
Helen that it was unlikely Dester would ever bz in a position to
pay his debts.

“Tt might be possible to arrangc some kind of scttlement for
you before the crash comes,” he went on. «That is if you would
be willing to divorce him. There should be a few thousand left,
and I think I could get it for you.”

I couldn’t desert him, Edwin,” Helen said. “It is now he
really needs me. I know we haven’t got on well tf)ﬁ&thﬂ in the
past. He has been so cxasperating, but now that he 1s really down,
1 couldn’t Ieave bim.”

They went on like.this for half an hour, then she: brought the
subject around to me. She told Burnett how I had saved Dus-
ter’s life, how he had engaged mc as his chauffcur and bow 1

had looked after him.
“He really is usefu
should do without hirn. Tirle is violent
so good with him.”
She called me down and when I got into the Jounge, Rurnett
looked me over. His steel grey €yc: Jost their expression of charm
and compassion, and I saw only the cyes a criminal m;

would see,

1, Bdwin. In fact T don’t know what _I
sometimes and MNash s

tack
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Helen introduced us and I was pretty deferential. We talked
»f this and that for a few moments, then Helen did a nothing-~
up-my-sleeve, nothing-in-my-hand act when she said, “Mr.
Nash sleeps in the apartment over the garage, I have Marian with
me in the house. If I hear Erle in the night, I phone across to
Mr. Nash. I can’t tell you how thankful I am that he is looking.
after Erle, but he can’t go on having mterrupted mghts It’s time ‘
Erle went to the sapatorium.”

] don’t mind,” I said. “T like him. Wegetonallnght o

“Well, is there anything I can do? Would you like me to
go up and talk to him?” Burnett asked, after sncakmg a quxck
look at his watch.

“I don’t .think he feels like seeing anyone,” Helen sald “1
am taking him to the Belle View next Sunday. I'm hoping when
he comes out, he’ll be all right again. I can’t believe he won’t.
ever make any more pictures, I've suggested we go to New York:
He might start again there.”

* Burnett shrugged. “Don’t rely on it, Helen. 1 thmk you'd be
a lot wiser to divorce him. He’s always gomg to be in trouble
from now on.”

“You know about his affairs better than I do,” she said sas.
1 moved away so as to let them talk, “Is there really some money
left, Edwin?”

“Not much I'm afraid; a few thousands, but once his credx—
_tors move in, there won’t be anything left. He’ll have to sell up
Have you any idea how much he owes?”

“Mr, Nash probably knows.” She turned to me. “You can
tell Mr. Burnett how much he owes, can’t you?” :

“I haven’t got exact figures,” I said, “but it must be some-
thing like twenty-five thousand.”

Burnett shrugged.

“Well, if he can’t pay, he’ll have to go bankrupt. This isn't
going to be nice for you, Helen.”

Then she said sométhing that turned me as cold as a splmter
of ice. She said, “He’s not insured, I suppose? Nothing he
could borrow money on?”

“There’s a life policy I believe,” Burnett returned. « Lnow
ke mentioned taking one out soon after he married you, but he
didn’t tell me what it is worth, Of course, if it xs fora substan-

. tial amount he conld borrow on it.”

“Well, that’s something.” She smiled.. “I’ll have to talk to
‘him about it. Better to borrow on it than go bankrupt.”

“I don’t know.” Burnett scratched the end of his fat mose.
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“After all, at the rate he is going, Helen, he won’t last very long. -
I don’t want to distress you, but drinking the way he does could
* ﬁnish him off quicker than you think. The money would then .

_ come 10 you. If he borrows on the policy there won't be much’

left when he dies and you've got to think of yourself.”

“Qh, no. I can always look after myself.” She lifted her head

_ proudly It was a good act and I saw now why she had dragged
in the policy. “I would much rather him borrow the money on
. the policy than for him to go bankrupt.”

Burnett looked approvingly at her.

“It does you credit, Helen. Damn it! It really do»s WeH it
may not come to that. Let me know how he gets on and if I
can do anything. You have only to call me.”

He shock hands cordially enough with me, and then Helen
saw him to the door. They stood talking for a few moments,
then he got into his chauffeur-driven car and was driven off.

She came back and we looked at each other.,

“Pretty smart: the ever-loving, ever-sacrificing wife,” I said.
“For a moment you gave me a heart attack when you men-
tioned the policy.”

She lifted her shoulders. “It was the way to do it.” '

. “Yes, Well, that’s the first hurdle taken care of. He’s on our
side now and we’ll need him. Where’s Marian?”

“In the garden.”

“Qkay. I'll get back to the garage. We don’t want to be alone

_ together.”

- Her full red lips twisted into a sneer.

. “She’s weeding the rose bed,” she said. “You don’t fool me.
. T've seen the way you've been looking at her. Can’t you leave
any woman alone?”

I felt the blood mount to my face, I had to hold on to myself

- or I would have crossed the room and slapped her.
 “It’s your rotten mind,” I said angrily. “I don’t go for kids
like her.””
- “Tell that to the marines,” she said, and moving past me,
she went up the stairs.
. T walked into the garden to cool off. I had no wrong feclings
about Marian. Okay, the kid interested me. I liked to watch her.
_She was young and graceful and quick and pretty. I liked to talk
to her too. She. had more in her head than any other girl I had
ever met. There hadn’t been much to do in the house that morn-
. ing and we had ‘had time to talk. The kid just interested me.
Helen’s rotten insinuation made me feel sick.
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The next day, some of the newspapers camed storxes about
Jester, hinting that he was moving into televison. One column .
st, who had obviously been talking to Hammerstock, said Dester
yould soon be among the highest-paid producers in television..
And that was just the story I wanted to see printed. ,

I was so elated I took the paper over to the house with the
ntention of showing it to Helen, but she was in her bath so
[ wandered down the long passage into the kitchen where Marian
7as sitting on a stool at the kitchen table, cleaning the silver.

She looked cute in a blue-and-white overall, and she. glanced
1p as I came in and gave me a smile. .

I’ve had a lot of experience with women, and that smile made
my heart skip a beat. It wasn’t a come-on smile: nothing like
that, but there was a hint of shyness in it I hadn’t seen before -
that told me I interested her as much as she mterested me, and
to my surprise I got a bang out of it. )

“Hello there,” I said, sitting on the edge of the table. “Let
me give you a hand. I’m good at silver.” "

She passed me the polishing cloth. I talked of this and that
for twenty minutes or so while we polished the silver, then I
got around to the new movie that was showing that night at
the Casino theatre. '

“I wouldn’t mind seeing it,” T said. “I go for Bogart. How
about you coming with me?”

She looked up, her eyes eager. “I’d love to, but perhaps Mrs
Dester can’t spare me.”

““Oh, sure. You don’t have to work twenty-four hours a day.
That'll be okay. I’ll tell her. I'll meet you at the gate at seven.
Okay?” |

“Thanks I'd love to. I think Bogart’s keen myself, If you re
sure.

I found myself staring beyond her at the deep-freeze cabinet
that stood against the wall, It gave me a sudden sick feeling as

I visualized how Dester had looked the last time I had lifted
the lid. I looked at the neat stack of bottles on the top of the
cabinet, then I dragged my eyes away.

‘But there was something wrong. I couldn’t make up my mind
what it was, but there was something. :

-Then suddenly it jelled. I knew what was wrong! It hit me
with the force of a sledge hammer.

The motor of the cabinet was no longer running!

“Is there anythmg the matter?” - :
Manans voice came to me from out of a long, darlf tunnel.
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- Somehow I dragged my eyes from the deep-freeze cabinet and
lTooked at her. o o o
. “What did you say?” I asked stupidly. .- R

'~ She pushed back the stool and stood up. Her face was startled;
fear was rising in her eyes, “What is it?” : o :
- I gothold of myself. I was in such a panic I could have thrown -

up. o R

- “What’s the matter, Mr. Nash? Aren't you well?”

I grinned at her. My mouth felt frozen. \

“I don’t know,” I said. “I fecl pretty bad. Something may-
be that’s disagreed with me. Don’t look so scared, I'll be ail
right.”

She came quickly to me and put a cool hand on my forehead.
I suddenly wanted to let her hold me, shut me out of the night-
mare of Dester, the deep-freeze and what I had got myself into,

“You'd better lie down.”

1 made a bigger effort, pulled away from her and patted her
shoulder, ‘ _

© “Pm all right. Will you go into the lounge and get me a big
. whisky? I'll be fine after a drink.”
She went quickly out of the kitchen and I heard her running
- down the passage towards the lounge. Slowly, I went over to the. -
" freezer. The switch that controlled the motor was fized to the
- wall just by the cabinet. Someone had turned it off. Gently, with
a shaking hand, I turned the switch down and heard the motor
rumble into life. How long had it been off? What effect had it
had on Dester? The temperature in the freezer was such that if
. the motor failed or was turned off, there would be no change in
the contents of the freezer for at least four hours. Had it been
off longer than that? Had this mysterious turn~off ruined my
plan?

I turned off the switch and was moving away from the cabinet
when Marian returned, a glass of neat whisky in her band. I
. took it from her and tipped the contents down my throat. Then

I set down the glass and smiled at her,

" “Pm okay now. I’m sorry if I scared you. I must have eaten
something . ..” I let it hang in the air.

““Are you sure you are all right?”

She stood close to me, looking up at me, her WediOf{d‘blue
eyes anxious. I think that was the moment when 1 fell in love
with her, although it had been coming on now for the past hours.
But I think this was the moment when I became aware of it. 1
dide’t want to grab her: not that kind of Jove. I wanted her to
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sut her arms around me and make me feel cared for and safe, -

“I'm fine now,” I said, moving away from her because I.
fidn’t trust myself that close to her. It was an experience I had
1ever known before — to back away from a girl, and it shook me.
‘I don’t know what got hold of me.” I'looked across -at the
jeep-freeze cabinet again. “Sounds as if the motor’s o >

“Shouldn’t it be? I turned it off.”

1 passed my tongue over my dry lips.

“When did you do that?” | C S

“Oh, about twenty minutes ago. Mrs, Dester said it was
smpty. It seemed odd to me to leave the motor running. I’'m like
that, I hate waste.” She smiled. “So I turned it off.”

1 crossed the room and flicked down the switch. .

“Maybe you’ve never seen the inside of one of these things,”
I said. “After they’ve been in use some time they get a heavy .
coating of frost. If you turn off the motor, the frost thaws and
the cabinet gets a lining of water. That’s not good for it. So we
keep the motor running because we never know when we’re go~
ing to put something in the freezer.” -

My voice sounded strange to my ears, but the story seemed
to go down all right. - co

“I’m sorry. I didn’t know. I won’t touch it again.”

“No harm done. The frost stays as it is for four hours or so
after the motor’s turned off.” I started for the door. “Well, I've

got to be moving along. I’ll see you to-night. You won’t for-
get?”

She said she wouldn’t forget. .

It took me most of the day to get over the shock, but I got ow
it, and I didn’t tell Helen. ’

We went to the movie that night. We went dancing on Wed-
nesday night. On Thursday night I arranged to take her to the
Foot-hills Club.

While all the evening activity between Marian and me was
going on, Helen and I were working on the plan during the day.
Sl_le would give Marian some task to keep her busy, and then
slip ACToss to the garage apartment and we'd get down to the
details of the plan. There was a lot to work out: we had to have
our stories pat. I found she was every bit as good at inventing
as I was. .

On this Thursday evening, she had been with me since three
o'clock. We had nearly got the background of the plan worked
out. It was now getting on for twenty minutes to seven, and I
had promised to meet Marian at the gates at seven. Helen showed

. 106



no signs of going and I was getting restless. -

- “Well, okay, we needn’t drive it into the ground v X sald.
“We've got nearly everything lined up and we've still got untﬁ‘ :
Sunday. P'm going to change now. I’'m going out.”

She sat in a lounging chmr, Watcbmg me, a jeermg eypressxon :
in her eyes. ‘

“I thought to-night we rmght go out together, Glyn, she
said, “I’ve been neglecting you.”

I looked at her and it gave me a shock to realize how my
feelings towards her had changed. At-one time, just to look at
that beautiful lush body and into those hard, glittering eyes,
would have turned me into a pot of mush; but not now. I could
sec beyond -the beauty. I knew whit that cold, lovely mask of
her face hid. I had learned better.

“It’s not safe for us to be seen together, Helen. You know
that.”

“All right.” Then let’s make a night of it hPre Pm in the
mood to-night.”

“Sorry,” I said, “I’ve got a date.” :

She crossed one shapely leg over the other and smiled at me,
“May I ask who with?” :

“That’s my affair.”

“I hope it’s not with Marian, because she’s doing a job for
me that’ll keep her busy until her bedtime,”

1 looked at her, feeling the blood rise to my face,

“She’s coming out with me to-mght ” '

“I've already told her she is not to go out. After all, Glyn,
I engaged her. She is my servant and she takes her orders from
me.” She got slowly to her feet. “You mustn’t forget you're
only the hired help yourself: the unofficial nursemaid to a dead
man. Don’t forget that, Glyn,

“Marian and I are going out to-night,” I said evenly. “Tell
her you don’t want her. Do you hear?”

She laughed. “Don’t be a fool, A girl like that is no use to
you, and you are no use to her. You’d better stop this before it
goes too far, You and I are linked together: not you and she.”

“She’s going out with me to-night.”

*“All right, if you want to make a fool of yourself, go and
tell her. She won’t go with you, and she’ll wonder why the hired
help thinks he can countermand an order from me.”

“She had me.

“Okay,” I said, “Then get out of here.”

_She stared at me, lifting her beautiful eyebrows.
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" T said I was in'the, mood ‘Glyn.”
. “Get the hell out of. here!” I sald glanng at. her “I don’t
give a damn what mood you'rein.”
- “So you are in love w1th her, you poor fool » she said. “I-
wouldn’t have believed it.”
She turned and went out of the room and down. the staxrs,
leaving me hating her as I had never hated any other woman ,
before, B ' R

1 spent the rest of the evening smmg in an armchair, a bottle
of Scotch within reach, while I thought of what I could have |
been doing if Helen hadn’t shoved in her oar, and cursing her.

1 wondered how Marian was feeling about it, and I had an
idea that although she would be disappointed, she wouldn’t be
surprised. Bach night she had gone out with me, she seemed to
wonder why Helen didn’t want her.

Around ten~thirty I got fed up with my own company. I got
to my feet, turned off the light and went over to the house. The
lights were on in the lounge. I didn’t go in, but moved around
the path until T could see through the window. :

Helen was reading and smoking. Marian was sitting away from .
“her, busily sewing some white silk thing that probably Helen had ’
given her. The gramophone was playing. I stood out in the dark-
mess watching Marian, listening to the music until the record
finished, then as she got up to turn off the gramophone, I walked
back to my apartment, undressed and got into bed. I lit a cigar-

.ette and lay on my back, staring up at the ceiling,

I knew now that I was in love with Marian. I knew too that
I wanted to marry her. This was the first time I had ever wanted
to marry a girl, and the thought gave me a queer feeling of ex-
citement. She and I, I told myself, could go to Rome together.
She could go on with her studies, and I’d be around to love her,
to listen to her talk, to see the things with her that she wanted
to see in Rome.

I wondered then if I should go ahead with this plan of mine:
to get hold of the insurance money. Suppose Marian found out
what I was planning to do? I didn’t have to wonder how she
\gvoou;d I:aCtl:l It wou]dhbe the finish between us. But if I didn’t

ahead where was the
PN money to come from to.marry her and

I lay thinking and smoking until well past two getting no-
where. I was half inclined now to chuck the plan, but I kept
thinking of the dollars. This was ‘my one cha.nce of laying my
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hands -on real money. If I didn’t go -ahead, I would have
to start working again and I knew what that meant. Thirty bucks "
a week, liquor, talk, and plodding from office to- office; that
wasn’t the kind of life T would want to share with Maran.

Sick of my thoughts, I swung my legs off the bed and got up. -
[ decided to take a bath in the hope I’d go to sleep when I re-.
turned to my bed, and as I moved over to the bathroom, I hap-
pened to look out of the window that overlooked the west side
of the house. I stopped, standing motionless, feeling my heart
skip a beat. T could sec the kitchen window with the moonlight
reflecting on the glass. I saw a flicker of a light from behind the
window as if someone had turned on a flashlight for a moment
and then turned it off, E

With shaking hands I pushed open my window and leaned -
out, staring towards the kitchen window. I saw the light again,
then suddenly the lights in the kitchen went on. '

What was happening? Who was in the kitchen? Was xt Helen
or Marian or some sneak thief?

I turned, grabbed up my dressing-gown, flung it on and went
out of the apartment and down the stairs as fast as I could
travel. I raced across the closely cut lawn and reached the kitchen
window, my breath whistling between my clenched teeth and my
heart pounding,

Cautiously, I looked through the uncurtained window, and
what I saw going on in the kitchen made the hair on the back
of my neck lift into bristles.

Marian was standing by the deep-freeze cabinet. She was wear-
ing a pair of pale blue nylon pyjamas and her feet were bare. She
was removing the bottles of whisky from the top of the cabinet.
As I watched her, 1 realized she must have been in the kitchen
some minutes, for there were only six more bottles to come off
the top before she had stripped it clear,

Fifteen yards from where I was standing was the back door
that opened on to a short passage that led to the kitchen. T left
the window and darted to the door, turned the handle and
pushed, but the door was locked and bolted. I wasted three pre-
‘cious minutes while I tried to force the door open by putting
my shoulder against the panels and shoving with all my strength.
1 might just as well have tried to push over the Empire State
Building for all the reaction I got.

I was in the worst panic I’d ever been in: so scared I couldn’t
think, When it dawned on me that I couldn’t get in by the door,
I blundered baclr to the window with the intention of hammer-~
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ing on the glass to stop her opening the cabinet, but when I got
back to the window, I saw I was too late. She had ‘cleared off the
last bottle, and even as I looked through the window, my breath
rattling against the back of my’ throat, my heart racing, I'saw her
1ift the 1id and look inside. ' o T

Her back was turned to me so I couldn’t see her face. I ex-
pected her to drop the lid, start back and begin to scream loud
enough to take the roof off, but she didn’t. She stood absolutely
motionless, her hands holding up the lid of the cabinet, her dark,
glossy head inclined forward as she looked into the cabinet.

It was then that my mind began to function, and I saw that
the window-latch hadn’t been fastened. I got my finger-nails
under the window-frame and pushed it up. As I did so, she
slowly shut the lid. Then she turned, and for the first time since
1 had arrived at the window, I could see her face. It was com-
pletely expressionless, and her big, blue eyes were as vacant and

" empty as the eyes of the dead. 4 .

I realized with a sense of shock that jarred me down to my
heels that she was walking in her sleep. '

- Then, just as I was getting over that shock, I ran into another
for, looking across the kitchen to the half-open door, I saw
Helen standing in the doorway, her cold, beautiful face set and
white and her green eyes glittering. I saw she had a .25 auto-
matic in her hand which she was pointing at Marian.

© “Wait!” I seid in a forced whisper. “Don’t move.” :

She looked across at me, then at Marian who was now method-
ically putting the bottles back on the top of the cabinet. -

.. I swung my leg over the window-sill and slid into the kitchen.
- “She’s walking in her sleep,” I said. “Don’t wake her.” .
_elen lowered her gun hand. She drew in a long, slow breath.

_ould see her breasts rising and falling under the oyster-col-
~ ured wrap. .

. Icircled the room until I reached her.

“She’s seen inside,” she said softly.

“She’s asleep.” .

-“I don’t care. We've got to get rid of her!”

“Keep your voice down. We mustn’t wake her.”

We stood away from the door and watched Mariar; replace
;hiﬂ boFtles. It took her some time, but finally she put the last
o o T R P okl et

. mov ’
known they had been touched. e, e wou]dn t have

Then she tutned and ‘.valkeld1 ;lowly to the door, turned ‘off
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the light, switched on her Sashlight and weat dé‘{'ig the passage.

We stood in the darkness, listening, We heard her froum thu'

_gtairs. A few seconds later, we heard a door close qu,ﬁtz"«\
‘ Z rezched out and put on the light. S
" “She saw him!” Heieu said fiercely, “She'll nmamber. »
We'll have to silence her.”
; . There was a vicicus, murderous espression in her green eyes
cthat shocked me.

“She was sleep-walking,” I said. “She won’t remember. She
didn’t even see him. She went through the motions of opauing
the cabinet, but she wouldn’t know what was in it.”

“How do you know? It would be safer if .she met with an

ccident.”

“Are you crazy?” I faced her. “That’s the last thing that's
going to happen. If there’s a death here before they find Dester, -
we'll bein rouble.” -

“Not the way I'd arrange it. I’d take her up on the roof and. .
push her off. We could always say she was walking in her sleep.”

Her cold-blooded, matter-of-fact tone chilled me,

“1 said no, and I mean no. She won’t remember, P’'m sure
_she won’t.”

She studied me, her face had a scraped bony look to it that
“made it scem as if it were chiselled out of stone.

“You want to keep her alive because you're in love with her,”
she said. “Well, ’m not going to endanger our plan because
you ve happened to fall in love with the little fool. I'm going
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is face set, his eves bloodshot. He had 2 .38 automatic in his’ .
B T e it cistimetly before he sid his band and the gun out
of sight under the sheet. o L

“What do you want?” he said, his voice harsh. “Can’t you
knock before you come in?” , y '

The sight of the gun rattled me, and I wondered if he knew
Helen was waiting for him to die. Was he scared of her? Did he1
have the gun handy 25 a protection against attack? o

“P'm sorry, sir,” I said, standing in the doorway. “I thought
you might be sleeping. I just wanted to know if you were going
out to-night.” )

1 saw him relax. “Come in, kid,” be said. “I won’t be going
out to-night. I'm not feeling too well.”

I shut the door and moved to the foot of the bed. It gave me
a queer fecling to look at this man who I knew, dead, was worth
three-quarters of a million dollars,

“Has Mrs. Dester gone out?” he asked abruptly, reaching for
his glass, N

“Yes, sir; at least the Cadillac’s gope.”

“She didn’t ssy where she was going?”

(NO, Sil‘.”

He finished the whisky and splashed more into his glass. His
hand was s0 unsteady he spilt some of the whisky on the sheet,

“I think you should know that Mrs. Dester doesn’t want me
hwé,” 1 w;nt on. “She has told me twice to g0

¢ smiled: @ hard, bitter smile, ¢ > : -
Kd. You ke vour orders from ma.” That dossa’t surprse me
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tha 11ght switched on her flashlight and went dov*p thﬂ p ss:zgc. ‘

We stood 'in the darkness, listening. We heard her- mount the -

stairs, A few seconds later, we heard a door close qmcﬂv. -

I reached out and put on the light. .

“She saw him!” Helen said fiercely. “Sh'* 1 remember.
We'll have to silence her,” -

1+ 'There was a vicious, murderous expression in her green cyes
.*hat shocked me.
“She was sleep-walking,” I saxd “She won’t remember. She -
- didn’t even sce him. She went through the motions of opening
the cabinet, but she wouldn’t know what was in it.”*

“How do you know? It would be safer if she met with an
accident.”

“Are you crazy?” I faced her. “That’s the last thing that’s
going to happen. If there’s a death here before they find Dester, -
we'll be in trouble.” .

“Not the way I'd arrange it. I'd take her up on the roof and
push her off. We could always say she was walking in her sleep.”

Her cold-blooded, matter-of-fact tone chilled me,

“I said no, and I mean no. She won’t remember. I'm sure -
she won’t.”

She studied me, her face had a scraped bony look to it that
mmade it seem as if it were chiselled out of stone.

“You want to keep her alive because you’re in love with her,”
she said. “Well, ’'m not going to endanger our plan because
you’ve happened to fall in love with the little fool. I'm going
to silence her.”

I reached out and grabbed hold of her shoulders, forcing her
against the wall.

“I warn you: if you touch her I’ll tell the police where he is!
I mean it! You leave her alone or you’ll never get the money!”

She wrenched free from my grip, her face white, her eyes on
fire.

“All nght if you must act like a fool, then act like Lng but
you'll be sorry !

 She side-stepped me and went quickly out of the kitchen and
up the stairs. For a long moment I stood looking after her then,
when I heard her bedroom door click to, I went up to Marjan’s
room. I listencd outside the door then, hearing nothing, ¥ gently
eased the door open and looked in.

The moonlight fell directly across the bed. I could see Marian
as she lay with her head on the pillow. Moving quietly mto the
room, I stood at the foot of the bed, lookmg d
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She slept restlessly, murmuring and moving her head .to and
fro. Then suddenly she opened her eyes and lifted her head. She
stared at me, catching her breath in a soft, strangled scream,

“It’s all right,” I said quickly. “It’s orzly me

She sat up, pu]lmg the bedclothes up in front of ther, her. eyes
alarmed.

“I just wanted to see if you were all right,”- I wcnt on.
“You’ve been walking in your sleep.” C

" “Have I? You frightened me,” she sald and relaxed back on
the pillow. “I’ve been walkmg in my sleep?” ’ :

“Yes. I saw a light on in the kitchen. I came over. You were
taking all those bottles off the top of the deep-freeze.”

I watched her closely as I was speaking, but her face showed
only surprise and bewilderment. R

“I did dream about the cabinet. I was womed about the water
in it. You said because I turned off the motor.

I drew in a long, deep breath. It was all nght She hadn’t seen
him. She couldn’t speak like this if she had.

“You silly kid, there was nothing to worry about. I told you
it doesn’t thaw out for at least four hours. You gave me a scare.

- 1thought it was a burglar.”

“I’'m sorry. I haven’t walked in my sleep for months.”

. “Well, don’t do it again. I didn’t mean to fnghten you, but
I wanted to see if you were all right,”

She looked up at me, her eyes bright, a faint ﬁush on her face

“I'm all right.”

I came around the side of the bed.-She smiled up at me cod
held out her hand. I took it, then I.bent and kissed her, For a

. long moment our lips rcmamed together, then I drew bacL..
“Go to sleep, kid.”

“All right. Good night, Glyn

. I'went out of the room and closed the door. As I walked down
.the passage, I felt I was treading on air.
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CHAPTER NINE

-~

I HAD no chance of seeing Marian alone during Friday and’
Naturday: Helen saw to that. She got Marian to turn out the
gri:est bedrooms, a job that kept her upstairs for most of the two

ays.

On Friday afternoon, Helen and I continued to work on the
plan. She was smart enough to spot the falling off of my en-
thusiasm. ’

“What’s the matter?” she asked as she lay back in the Ioung-
ing chair in my sitting-room. “Are you getting scared or are
you trying to make up your mind whether you can have Marian
as well as the money?”

She had put her finger right on the spot.

“She’s no use to you,” she went on as I didn’t say anything.
“If you continue to make a fool of yourself, you'll regret it.”

“Will you mind your own business?” I snapped at her. “I'm
not scared and I'm going through with this, so shut up!”

- She gave me a -jeering smile and shrugged her shoulders.

We werce all set to go. Everything now depended on the fall
of the cards. If we didn’t run into a State trooper, have a break-
down or meet someone at the wrong time, we would be all right,
but we did have to have some huck.

“I think that covers it,” I said after we had gone over the
plan for the third time. “Don’t forget, you will have to give
your statement to the police after I have given mine. Don’t add
any details. Stick to what we have arranged. Don’t let them
rattle you.”

She stared at me with her cold, hard eyes. “They won’t rattle
me. You watch it they don’t rattle you.”

“PlI watchit.”

+ She got to her feet.
. “Marian has some sewing to do for me to-night,” she said
as she moved to the door. “So don’t wait in for her.”

1 didn’t argue.

In a way I was glad not to see Marian. I was edgy, and the
thought of Sunday sat on my mind like a lead weight. I had an
idea that she might realize I had something on my mind. I knew
after Sunday night I would have the police in my hair and I
would also have Maddux to cope with. Right now I could walk
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“past a cop without seeing him. But after Sunday, a cop would
bea lot more than 2 hunk of beef in a blue uniform: .

I spent Friday night at a dahce hall, dancing with one of the
hostesses, If the cops checked up on my activities I wanted them -
to know 1 was just a regular guy. Saturday dragged by. I saw

" Marian for a few seconds, but Helen was with her. We exchanged
glances and I noticed she gave me a second, sharper look. Maybea
1 was already begmnmg to show the strain.

In the afternoon I took the Buick, and driving at a steady.
thirty-five miles an hour, I went out to the road that led to the
forestry station. It took me an hour and five minutes to get
there. That meant when we left at half past ten on Sunday night,
we would get to the forestry station around twenty to twelve. By
that time the highway should be fairly free of traffic.

I didn’t sleep much that.night. I wondered if Helen was-also
lying in the darkness, thinking as I ‘was. Somchow I doubted it.
She seemed nerveless,

When I did eventually fall asleep, 1 slept late and didn’t get
up untl past noon.

As I was leaving the  garage apartment to go over to the house,
1 ran into Marian, coming down the drive, J

I remembered Helen telling me that she was giving her the
half-day off on Sunday, asking her to get back at ten. I had
hoped that she would have left before now. I wasn’t anxmus to
see her until this job was over.

“Hello there,” I said, coming to a stop under the shade of a
tree, “Where are you going?”.

“To see a girl friend of mme,” Marian saxd Iookmg up at
me. There was a curious ‘expression in her eyes. It was as if she
were seeing me for the first time, I had uouble in meetlng her
eyes. “What are you doing?” '

“I’ve some work to do. I shan’t be going out unt]l Iater.”
Again she looked at me,
“Is there anything worrying you, Glyn?”.
“Why no. What should be worrying me?”
She moved closer and put her hand on my arm.
“You look worried,”
I forced a Jaugh.

“That’s 'my natural expression. I wish I were coming wit!
you. How are you after your sleep-walking act?”

“U'm fine,” She paused, then went on, “I know I shouldn
say. this, Glyn, but she is in love with you, 1sn ’t she?”
Thatjolted me, I stared gt her. -
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. ‘She? Who? What do you mean?”
“Mrs, Dester,” o
“Loves me? What put that ided into your head? Of course she

doesn’t.” . a . o

“.I think she does. She’s deliberately stopping me secing vou.
Qesxdcs, I can tell by the way she looks at you. Of course she’s

jin love with you,” : ‘

- “You're wrong.” I was pretty rattled now. If the police were
to question her and she let out this bit of information, we would
te in trouble. “She’s got no use for me. If Dester hadn’t in-
sisted that I should stay she would have booted me out long
ago.”

" Marian Jifted her shoulders. I could see I hadn’t convinced -

-her. Then she launched another thunderbolt.

“Is Mr. Dester really in the house, Glyn?”

For a moment I couldn’t believe I had heard aright. I felt

I was losing colour. My mouth turned dry.

“Of course he is, What in the world .. .?”

“Are you sure?” She looked searchingly at me. “I have z
feeling he’s not in the house. I never hear a sound from his

<room. It’s uncanny.”

“He’s there all right.” I had trouble in keeping my voice
steady. “I go in now and then to take a look at him. He’s in a
pretty bad way. He sleeps most of the time.”

“I see.” She hesitated, then went on, “Well, I don’t think
I’m going to stay much longer, Glyn. I don’t like it here. There’s
an unpleasant atmosphere ... I don’t like Mrs. Dester.”

“I won’t be staving much longer myself,” I said. “I hope
you'll wait until I go. I'll miss you, Marian.” I took her hands
in mine. “I’m just hanging on until I get a legacy that’s coming
to me. Do you know what I'd like to do when I get the money?”

“What would you like to do?”

“Go with you to Rome.”

She laughed. “You wouldn’t really. Why?"

“I guess you know why. I guess I’'m in Jove with you, kid.”

. She looked searchingly at me.

 “Syre you don’t say that to every girl you meet, Glyn?”

“I'm sure. Well, I'm not going to keep you. I may not get tl_le
money, but if I do, you might think about it. T wouldn't be in
the way. We could even stay at different hotles. I wouldn’t stop
you working. Just so we could have the evenings togethcr. Then
later, if you feel you wanted to, we might - well, we could
marry.” I grinned at her. “Peoplci ;io.”
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I could see she was smrtled “You cmtamly rush your fencesa’
. Glyn, but I will think about it.” - , ,

1 pulled her to me and kissed her.

. “T’m crazy about you, kid.” :

She clung to me for a moment, then broke away.

“ must go. I'm late already.”

1 watched her hurry down the drive, then I walked slowly

towards the house.
- 1 didn’t tell Helen what Marian had sald about Dester not
being in the house, but I was pretty worried. If the police ques-
tioned Ker, if they suspected Dester hadn’t been in the house,
‘'she might underline their suspicions.

Later in the afternoon I put the first move of the plan into
operation.

1 drove the Buxcl\ t0 a car park, a couple of miles from Hlll

‘Crest Avenue and left it there. I told the attendant that I
shouldn’t be picking the car up until late that night. I took the
- bus back to the house, and for the rest of the afternoon and
‘evening, Helen and I went over the plan “together. We had gone
over it 5o often we could have recited it in our sleep, but I knew
* the importance of being word perfect.

Around half past nine I went up to Dester’s room and shut
myself in. T took a suit-case from the closet and put it on the
bed. I took off my suit and shoes and packed them in the case.

© ‘Then I put on one of Dester’s dark suits that fitted me pretty
well and a pair of his mgger brown calf shoes. I laid his camel-
bair coat on the bed and one of his wide-brimmed slouch hats.

Ilta c;garette and began to pace slowly up and down My
nerves were jumpy, my heart beat heavily.

1 kept trying to think of Marian and trying to 1magme us in
Rome together. If it hadn’t been for her, I told myself, I would
have backed out at this last mmute, but the only person I was
kidding was myself.

I heard the Rolls pull up outsxde the house and I wcmt to the
window and locked out.

Helen had timed it to the second. It was two minutes past
ten as she got out of the car. She was wearing a pale green sum-
mer frock, a small white hat and white gauntlets. She looked
lovely as she swung the car door to and came up the steps and
into the house.

. A few moments later she entered the room,
“She’s not back yet?”
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X remained at the window Ioohng down the d1mly h‘ dmve;
“Not yet.”

She joined me at the window. “WcH this is 11: »

She sounded calm, almost casual,

“Yes.”

“Are you jumpy?”

~“I'm all right.”

“You’d better be.” .

I looked at her. Her green eyes were glittering and. her face
was as hard as stone. “This was your idea,” she went on.
“You're not so enthusiastic as you were. Get this girl out of
your mind!”

“It’s going to be all right, so shutup!”

“It had better be all right!” ‘

I turned back to the window. I saw Marian coming up the
drive. She walked quickly, swinging her handbag, and as she
came under the porch light, I could see she was smiling.

“Here she is.”

“All right. I'll go down and talk to her.”

“Don’t let her come beyond the kitchen door.”

" “I know what I have to do.”

I gave her a few seconds, then I sneaked out and stood in the
shadows at the head of the stairs.

She and Marian were in the lounge. I heard Helen saying,
“I’m taking Mr. Dester to the sanatorium now. 1 was expecting
Mr. Nash back. He went out in the car about an hour ago to get
some cigarettes, He may yet be back in time. I can’t imagine
what’s keeping him, but if he isn’t back would you be ready to
help me? Mr. Dester is very shaky. We may have to support him
to the car. If you will stand in the kitchen doorway and keep out
of sight, you can come to me if I need you. Don’t let him see
vou. He’s sensitive, and he doesn’t want help.”

Marian said, “Yes, of course, Mrs. Dester.”

“I expect he’ll be all right. I'm going up now.”

I returned to the bedroom. The time was seventeen minutes
past ten. I wished now I had left a bottle of whisky in the room.

I wanted a drink pretty badly.
1 heard Helen come up the stairs. She entered the room, leav-

ing the door open.
“Can you manage, Erle?” she asked in a loud, clear voice.

“Let mehelp you with that.”
. For a moment I stared stupidly at her, not realizing she was

\Iready into the act we had planned.
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“Get on with it, you fool!” she whispered fiercely.

1 puiled myself together. : )

“ can manage,” I mumbled, makmg my voxce deep and in-
distinct. ’

«“The car’s at the door,” she went on. “You don’t have to;
get fussed. There’s no one in the house except me.” :

I'mumbled again.

Helen pushed over the bedsxde table It landed on the carpe
with a thud. The glass of water and the bedside lamp smashed
adding to the noise. .

. “Steady, darlxng,” she sald “] ook what you've “done.”

I mumbled again. ' :

We looked at the clock on the over-mantel

“Yes,” Helen whispered.

I put on the camel-hair coat and the hat, pulling the hat well -
down over my face. I turned up the collar of the coat Helen
looked critically at me, then nodded.

We moved to the door., I paused and mmumbled again, -

«But, Frle, if I turn off the hall light, you may fall,” she
said, pitching her voice well up.

It hurts my eyes,” I said without opemng my Yps. N

She went to the head of the stairs and turned the two—way*

switch up. The main light in the hall went out, leavmg on only
the four wall lights.

“Give me your arm, Erle.”

We started down the stairs, T walked heavily and slowly, drag—
ging my feet. My heart was banging against my side. Would
Marian recognize me? I hunched my shoulders and slightly bent
my l\nm, attempting to d15gulse my helght We got” down the:
stairs into the hall,

. The front door stood open. I could see the Rolls under the
porch light. Helen had parked the car so that the light from the
porch lamp fell only on the back of the car.

We went slowly down the steps, I’ could almost feel Manan s
eyes watching us.

“I’ll openglthe car door,” Helen said. ' S ’\
I put a gloved hand on the side of the car a
myself while she opened the door, I got in and sh: sixfn:tothsg%%zrrt
Then she said, “T’Il just get your case. I won’t be a moment.”
She turned and went back into the house. I bent and pulled off
Dester’s shoes, ready to slip into my own shoes as soon as she
eturned with the suit~-case. I heard her speaking to Marian, Then
e came out, closed the front door, ran down the steps, got in
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‘t‘hf.: car, slid the suit-case to me, started the engine and drove
quickly down the drive. By the time we had reached the gates,
#:1 had changed my shoes and had wriggled out of the carnel-hajr
coat. I got out of the car, took off Dester’s suit and took my suit
m.that .Hclen handed to me through the car window. I struggled
nto it.
- “I'H beas quick as I can,” T said,
:.’ She turned off the car’s lights.
s “Don’tlet her keep you.” ,
~ That was easier said than done, but I had to show miyself to
* ‘Marian: it was the vital part of my alibi. I ran up the drive and
when I saw the lights of the house I slowed to a quick walk. I
_entered the hall and paused. Marian came out of the lounge.
“You've got back?” I made out I was surprised. “I thought
* you were going to be late, Where’s Mrs. Dester?”

“She’s just gone.”

“Gone? With Dester?”

‘("ch.”

“Damn it! I was supposed to be here. ’'ve had a hell of an
evening. The Buick broke down. I’ve been all this time, trying to

_fixit. In the end T took a bus back. I promised Mrs. Dester I'd

<ot back to give her a hand with Mr. Dester.”

- I was aware that Marian was looking intently at me. There
was a puzzled expression in her eyes.

“Did he go off all right?” I went on, stepping back into the
shadows so she couldn’t get a good view of my face.

“Yes. He’s only just gone. Didn’t you sec the car?”

“T must have just missed it.” I took out my cigarette-case,
then lit a cigarétte. “Well, I’ve got to call the sanatorium and
tell them he is on his way. Mrs. Dester didn’t call them, did she?”

“I didn’t hear her.”

“Took, you go to bed if you want to. I'll phone from the
garage apartrnent.”

“Mrs. Dester said she wouldn’t be back before one o’clock,”
Marian said. “Won’t vou stay with me for a little while, Glyn?

X want to talk to you.”
* That was just what I had been scared she would say.

“Not to-night, kid. I’ve got to fix the car yet. As soon as
T've talked to the sapatorium, I'm going back to where I Ieft
the car.”

“T could come with vou, Glyn. I don’t want to stay here
alone.”

I felt a trickle of sweat run down my face.
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“Better not. She wouldn’t want the house Teft. You stay hen
kid. No point in you coming+ .
1 tried not to over-play my hand but 1 must have done it fo
a 100k of alarm jumped into her eyes.
“Glyn! What is it? Why are you looking hl’e this? Has some
.. thing happened?”’ -
Panic just below the surface nudged my temper. )
“For the love of mike! I’ve been trying to get that goddazfﬂ
car to go!” I'said, aware I was shouting at her but not able 1
control my voice, “I’ve got to go back and get it going! I should
have been here when Dester took off and you ask me if .some-
_thing has happened! Look, go to bpd! Lave me to handle this,
“will you?”
She stepped back. I could see my vehemence had fmghtened
and hurt her. - ,
“Yes, of course.” ‘
_ She turned and went quickly up the stan-s, and s moment later
I heard her bcdroom door shut.
"~ Ycursed.

If this was the way I was going to play my hand when I came
- ‘up against the police and Maddux we were sunk. L
Neither of us spoke until we were well clear of the house, then
Helen said abruptly, “Did you have trouble with the girl?”

I was sitting beside her, sunk down in the seat, the wide-
brimmed hat pulled well down over my eyes and the collar of
the camel-hair coat.turned up. I was still pretty rattled, and
during the first quick rush down Hill Crest Avenue, T had been
thinking of Marijan, wondcrmg what she was doing, wondering
what she could be thinking,

“It was okay,” I lied, “She wanted cormncm but 1 dxd it.”-
Helen looked sharply at me. ®

“We could have trouble with her, Why had you to make a
{ool of yourself over her?” .

“Shut up!” T snarled at her. “I handled her, and don,

dngg solfast é)o you want a cop to come after us?” T
e slowed down. “She could spoil this §

- have to do something about her.” P * for us, Glyn, We mey

“I tell you 1 handled her! She loves n me. She wouldn’t give
me away.”

“I'm not thmhng of you I'm thixﬂdn
g of myself. She
docsn’t Jove me, T have an idea she doesn’t believe Eﬂ?was ever -
in that room.”
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1felt a cold, spooky sensation run through me, , L
“You're crazy! She would have told me if she had thought
1at.” ' , .

“Did she tell you?”

“Of course not!” »

Again she Jooked at me. In the light of the dashboard I could”
ee the glitter in her eyes, ' T

“We made a mistake having her. I’'m sure of it.”

“We had to have her. Now shut up, will you? I've got things
o think about.” ’

The highway was almost empty. Every now and then we over-
cok a big oil truck or a truck hauling oranges to San Francisco.
We only met five or six private cars, and they were going fiat”
ut, heading towards Los Angeles.

Then Helen said suddenly, “There’s a speed cop behind us.”

That really jolted me. My heart skipped a beat and I felt sweat
break out on my body. I looked quickly over my shoulder and .
through the rear window.

She was right.

Not more than thirty yards behind us I could see the yellow
light of the big motor-cycle lamp and the outlipe of the flat
cop cap.

“Slow down a little and let him pass,” I said hoarsely.

Helen eased down to thirty-five miles an hour, but the cop
hung back.

“What is he up to?” I said, trying to control my rising panic.

“He’s probably on patrol.”

She sounded as calm as an evangelist at a tea party.

“He'll recognize the car. We've got to lose him,” I said.
“We turn off about a mile ahead of us, He mustn’t see us do it
Pull up! Let him get ahead.” )

“We can’t pull up. He might ask us what we are stopping
for and get a good look at you.”

“We've got to lose him! Don'’t you realize this 15 the exoct
.spot where we're supposed to run into the ambush? If we go

. another half-mile, we're sunk!”

She Iocked into the driving mirror. )

“I¢’s coming up now,” she said and slowed the car s'hghﬂy.

The beam of the motor-cycle Jamp shone in our Wing. mirror,
‘Then the cop drew alongside us. I sank further down 1mto my
sear as he went by.

“He looked at YOU," Helen said SOfﬂj"‘ CLIa vt oo the

£

Car,.
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" The cop was pulling ahead now. Suddenly, as if he remem-
bered ani appointment, he opened up the throttle and the gleam
of his tail lamp disappeared into the darkness. -
“1e’ll yemember us,” I said and looked back ovér my shoul-
der at the straight empty road. “This is the spot where the kid-
nappers’ car js supposed 1o overtake us. He'll remember there
was no traffic on the road.” ' -
“So what do we do?” :
" ‘Her voice was sharp; she sounded as if she were getting jittery.
“We've got 1o alter the story. You'll have-to tell them the
kidnappers drove out of the road fron the forestry station and
blocked the highway, forcing you to stop. That'll fix it.”
“Yes'” ) . .
“Don’t forget: they drove suddenly out of the concealed road
that Jeads to the forestry station and you had to pull up fast to
prevent a pile up. You've got that?” .
<‘¢Yes.” N }
“Look ~ there’s the turning. Slow down.” :
T Jooked over my shoulder. There was no sign of any head-
lights behind us. We were having some luck afteér all. to
“Okay, now turn off.” ) -
She swung the Rolls on to the dirt road. I leaned forward
to cut the h@adlights and to turn on the spot lamp. ' r
A five-minute drive brought us to the barbed-wire gate. Sh
Apulled up and I got out, opened the gate and waved her through
g‘ihen.I shut the gate, and walked beside the slow-moving car.
recting her to one of the huts, She pulled up outside the hut
turned off the spot lamp and got out. : ‘
: fgft’ alet?;ollug ;ete::z Cgiiiiz‘::;tznd still and as quiet as a graveyard
thumos : t my sweating face. My heart wat
F pingand I ;\vas feeling slightly sick, '
rom my pocket I took a small flashlight and went to the doo
e
s, 3 > ng to the 1 N
~a pane with the butt of the flash la;p, reachelztinggg Z::i ilibmi\é
back the catch. T pushed open the window, and climbed thrgtlxjgl'
into a small room equipped with a desk, a filing cabinet and ¢
chair. I went out into a passage, li e e
went down to the entrance d £ ’I steried for a moment, ther
aor. It took me only a few minute:

to undo the screws that h < ; '
oo the serews eld the lock and to. take the ‘lvock off

“Come on in,” I said. :
Helen followed me down the passage to a d

oor at th
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‘1 pushed open the door and sent the -‘beam.of my ﬂas}mg};ﬁtﬁg ;
the darkness. I could see the room was big. There was. Tod
" in the middle of the room and four or ﬁye wooden crates stac
Bt aéo,"’ I said. “We'd better not put on the light. It
ight be seen from the highway.” - AT ;
3 va%I}élen stood near me, looking around the room. I could hear
‘ ight, quick breathing. ‘ ‘
herAlxj'ogx};;c? one of the crates was a thin cord. I took out my pen-
knife, cut the cord from it, and cut two short lengths. I putthe .
. flashlight on the top of a crate, turning the beam on to H?_IEI:.
She was watching me. Her face was tense and pale, but she didn’t
look scared. ‘ -
. “You'll be okay,” I said. “The staff will be here early. You
won’t have more than six hours to wait before you're found.
You know the story. Yow'll be so shaken and hysterical they
“won’t get much from you. They’re certain to call the cops.”

“] know what we planned,” Helen said curtly. “T’m not
scared.”

I laid the two lengths of cord on the teble. My heart was

[ slamming against my ribs.
" “This is it. There’ll be no turning back now. Once they find
. you, we're in it up 1o our necks. Do you still want to go ahead?”
. - Shelooked at me,

“Do you still want to go ahead?”

Did I? I hesitated. I thought of all that money. I thought of
going to Rome with Marian,

‘CYeS”)

* “Then don’t waste time.”

She crossed her wrists and held them out towards me. T hadn’t
warned her what I was about to do. That was a small bit of the
plan she didn’t know about. I didn’t want to do it, but I knew
I had to. The setup just had to look convincing,

I moved a little to one side as if I were going to pick up the

- cords on the table. Then I balled my right fist, set myself and
- slammed a punch at her jaw,

The light was bad and I was flustered, Instead of hitting her -
where I intended to hit her, my fist thudded against her check-
bone, just below her right eye. She went down as if she were
_pole-axed, but I hadn’t knocked her out as I had intended to
do. She gave a thin, strangled scream as she rolled over on the

‘ ﬁ:sty floor. Her white hat fell off, her skirts rode up above her



1 felt sweat running down my back and my breath was coming
out of my mouth like the hiss of steam. S

“You devil | she screamed at me. .

Down there on the floor she was in the full light of the flash
beam. As she got up on hands and knees, her lips drawn off -her
teeth, she looked as vicious as a wild cat.

1 don’t think I have ever been more rattled. She Jooked as if
she were going to kill me. ‘ . ’ -

1 waited until she was rising, then I stepped in, chopped her
hands down with my left and hung a right-hand punch on the

‘side of her jaw, hitting her with all my weight behind the punch.

Her head snapped back and she crashed against the leg of the
table, sending the table skidding against the wall. She lay on het
side, her legs sprawled, her arms above her head. ’ ,

I stood over her, panting, my heart hammering so violently
1 could scarcely breathe. Then I bent over her, hooked my fin-

-gers in the neck of her frock and ripped it down to her waist. ]
rolled her over on her face, pulled her arms behind her anc
roped her wrists. All this time I kept on my gloves and it wasn’t
easy tying the knots, but T didn’t take the gloves off. I roped he:
ankles, then going over to her handbag, I took out the silk scar
I had told her to bring with her and ted it tightly over he
mouth. ‘ . Co ‘ '

She was breathing heavily, her eyes shut, the muscles in he
face slack. She looked convincing all right, Already an ugly rec
patch was showing below her right eye. There was anothe
bruise on her jaw, Her ripped dress was crumpled and dusty
In her fall she had torn the knees out of her nylon stockings. ]
took off one of her shoes. ) . '

That completed the picture.’ It would be a damned suspiciou!
cop who would imagine that it was she who had engineered the
kidnapping of her husband. She looked as T wanted her to look:
a woman who had been handled by a couple of vicious thugs.

I emptied the contents of her purse on the floor.. She hac

abm_lt thirty dollars in small bills and I put them in my pocket
leavxpg the rest of the stuff,
) Time was moving. I didn’t like leaving her there to come t
in the dark, but T had to. Although I had hit her harder thar
I had intended, I didn’t think she would remain out for mor
than a few minutes.

I toolk the flashlight and went quickly out of the room closing
the door behind me. I went down the passage, pu,ned"the en:
trance door shut and hurried over to the Rolls. I put the camel:
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“There’s certain to be some damned _newspaper m n who’L
pickitup.” '
- “Youmust call them! You just can’t do nothmg [

“Well, all right. It certainly looks bad.”

I went overto the telephone, dialled police headquanezs and'
waited while the connection was made, I was aware of & cold, -
sick feeling in the pit of my stomach. This was it. There was no -
turning back now, Once the cops were in, they would stay in to
the end.

A hard voice that sounded like a handful of gravel being tossed
against a concrete wall barked in my ear: “Police headquarters.
Whatis it?”

I thought from now on I was going to hear voices like that:
suspicious, barking voices that would probe and yell at me, From -
now on I was in the middle of it, There was no backing out now:
no change of mind. It would be me against a bunch of hard-
eyed, gritty-voiced policemen and as a make-weight, there would
be Maddus.

Taking a deep, long breath, I began to talk.



 and my skin turning clammy. Then 1 Walked over to it an
lifted the receiver.

“GIYT‘-?” .

1 recognized Marjan’s voice. "

“Ves. T was just coming over.” -

“I'm worried. Mrs. Dester hasr’ tcome back.”

“7 know. I dozed off, then woke up and went down 0 se¢
3f the Rolls was in the garage. I'm coming over.” I hung up;
. took another shot of Scotch, then leaving the apamnent, I went

over to the house.

"I found Manan in a dressmg-gown waiting for me in the
lounge. )

“Do you think there’s beer an accident?”

B | shouldn’t think so. She s probably staymg the night at the
sanatorium.” ,

“But she said she would be back to-night.”

_“She may have changed her mind,” .
= Marian moved restlessly about the room. I tried to appear

casual, and I crossed over to the bar for a cigarette,

“Don’t you think you should call the sanatorium, Glyn?

Something may have happened to Mr Dester. He was pretty
shaky.” . '

“You saw him then?”

* My heart was thudding again. I was careful not to look at her
as I lit my cigarette.

“Yes, I saw hlm Please call the sanatorium. I have a feeling
something’s wrong.”

“Okay 13

I put the call through. I got the night supervisor who told
ne that although they were expecting Dester, he hadu’t shown
1p. I thanked him and replaced the receiver.

“They haven’t arrived?” Marian asked, alarm in her eyes.

“No. It looks as if they’ve either had a breakdown or, an acci-
ent.”

“What are you going to do?”
“This is tricky. I don’t know what to do Dester’s supposed

be in New York. If it gets out.he is going into a sanatorium,
s creditors will move in. He owes thousands.” -

“But you must tell the police. They may know somethmg
“We should have heard if they had.”

‘They may be lying somewhere on the road. You must call
police, Glyn.”
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: v’nh i) hatchct face and intent staring eyes. ‘ /

" “Licutenant Bromwich,” the fat detective said, smbbmg* h;m-
self in the chest with his thumb. “Sergeant Lewis.” He jerked
“his thumb m the direction of the younger man. “Who are
?Oub” ) N

“I'm Glyn Nash.” I found my voice was a little husky, *I'm
: Mr. Dester’s major-domo,” g
- Bromwich screwed up his eyes. “Major - who?” .
1 look after Mr. Dester’s affairs, drive his car, help him
dress: that sort of thing.” '

Bromwich gave me a suspicious stare, then walked past me
.into the lounge. Lewis remained in the hall. T followed Brom-
“wich, who sat down in a lounging chair, pushed his pork-pie hat -
to the back of his head and stared around the room, a-lirtle
. grimace on his red face.

" “How -the rich live,” he said as if speaking to himself. He
Dullcd out a notebook, thumbed it to a blank page, produccd
“a stub of pencil and then stared at me. “Let's have it. Wha



CHAPTER TEN.

DESTER may have been a drunk and he may have been
washed up in the movie business, but I quickly discovered tha,xJ
he was still an important figure in the eyes of the police. :

T expected the desk sergeant, when I told him Dester and his
wife had been missing for a couple of hours, would promise to
inquire around at the hospitals and check the accident detail agd
let me know if he heard anything, but he shook me by saying
he would send someone out to the house right away.

“You’d better get dressed,” I said to Marian. “We're going
to have visitors. There’s no news of an accident. It beats me
what's happened to them.”- : '

Looking worried and a little scared, Marian left the lounge.
I turned up Edwin Burnett’s number in the telephone book-and
called his house. I got him out of bed after a long delay and told
him the news. He seemed pretty startled. oo ‘ ,

“You say the police are coming over?”

“That’s right. I thought maybe you’d want to be here.”

But he hedged. It was just after three o’clock, and I guessed
he didn’t want to make the trip at that time in the morning.

“You can handle it, can’t you; Nash? Give me a call at ten
o'clock at fny office and let me know what’s happening.” He
gave me the number. “It may be they have only had a break-
down. If the Press get on to you, don’t tell them anything.”

* “That's easier said than done, Mr. Burnett,” I said. .
o “I know, but we've got to be careful not to embarrass Mrs.
ester.” : : .

I suddenly heard the faint note of an approaching siren. The
sound chilled me. T ) :

“;[ think the police are arriving now. I’ll call you at ten,”
Isaid and hungup. .

1 crossed the hall and o
car pulled up.

Two men got out, both in plain clothes
steps, and I stood aside to let them in. : S

One qf them was a short, fat man wit_‘tfreddish hair, a fiery
complexion and a mass of freckles, At a guess he was r,xudging
forty-five or so. He had pale blue ‘eyes that looked like blobs
of frozen water. The other detective was taller, younger and dark,
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pened the front door just as the police

. They came up the




witha hatchet face and intent staring eyes. :

. “Licutenant Bromwich,” the fat detective said, stabbing hlm- ,

solf in the chest with his thumb. “Sergeant Lewis.” He jerked
hls thumb in the direction of the younger man. “Who are
30u>”

* “I'm Glyn Nash.” I found my voice was a little husky “I’
Mr. Dester’s major-domo.”

- Bromwich screwed up his eyes. “Major ~who?”

- “I look after Mr. Dester’s affairs, drive his car, help him
dress: that sort of thing.” '

Bromwich gave me a suspicious stare, then walked past me
into the lounge. Lewis remained in the hall. I followed Brom-
wich, who sat down in a lounging chair, pushed his pork-pie hat °

_to the back of his head and stared around the room, a little
_grimace on his red face.

“How the rich live,” he said as if speaking to himself. He
pulled out a notebook, thumbed it to a blank page, produced
a stub of pencil and then stared at me. “Let’s have it. What
time did they leave?”

. I told him; then I went on to tell him where they were going,
how I happened to be out and got back just after they had gone,

“how I had to return to the Buick to fix it, how I had come back
and waited for Mrs. Dester to return. I explained that I had
dozed off and didn’t waken until Marian telephoned me. Then
as soon as I realized the time and that Mrs. Dester hadn’t come
back and that Dester hadn’t arrived at the sanatorium, I had
called the police.

Bromwich sat listening, his face blank. He made no attempt
to write anything in his notebook.

“Where's the girl?” he asked when I had finished.

“You mean Miss Temple?”

“That’s who I mean.”

“She’ll be down in a moment. She’s getting dressed.”

. Hecrossed one fat leg over the other.
» “This guy Dester’s supposed to be in New York, isn’t he?
. Iread somewhere he’s now in television or something. ”

I explained about that. I said I had no idea how the rumour
started, but Dester was pretty ill and as far as I knew he wasn’t
going into television.

“He's a drunk, isn’t he?” Bromwich asked.

“That’s how you could describe him.”

“How is he off financially?”

“He owes money.”

\
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“Much?”

1 hesitated. .

“Come on, come on,” Bromwich said. “You don’t have to
be coy with me.” ,

“Around twenty thousand.”

Bromwich made a face.

“These rich...” He let it hang, then went on, “Dld theyf
take any luggage?” )

“Mr, Dester had a suit-case.”

“T’ve seen that Rolls. That’s worth something.”

1 guess 50.”

“Mrs. Dester take anything with her?”

1 very nearly walked into that one.

«] don’t know. I know Mr. Dester took a case with him be-
cause I packed it.”

Just then Marian came in.

Bromwich screwed his bullet head around and stared at her.

“This is Miss Temple,” I said. “This is Lieutenant Brom-
wich,” I went on to Marian.

Bromwich waved Marian to a chair. He didn’t bother to get
up. '
“Did Mrs. Dester take any luggage with her?” he asLed A

Marian looked startled “Why, no. Mr. Dester had a smt-case:
but Mrs. Dester. ;.

“Okay, okay, just answer the questions.”

He got her to describe exactly what had happened when she
saw Helen and me leave the house, It was a little eerie to hear
her account of the departure,

“Mrs. Dester seemed to be having trouble with hml,” Mar-
fan said. “He knocked something over and there was a smash.
He scemed very unsteady. He wanted the light in the hall turned
off because it hurt his eyes. He came down the stairs very slowly,
holding on to her arm.”

f‘What was he wearing?” Bromwich asked in a bored, flaf
voice.

“A dark brown, wide-brimmed hat, a camel-haired, belted

coat, dark grey trousers and mgger brown reverse. calf shoes,”
Marian said promptly.

. Bromwich looked up. “Are you sure?”
, “Y@ 3
- “You’ve got pretty good eyes, haven’t you?”
“I was curious. I hadn’t seen hlm before. He took some
to cross the hall.”
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e Toag }m*c vou been here?”
,eia..u,ti* 8 ek

12,51 thin was the first time you scTeyes on him?"

"‘\ PR . .

i ?L t my hands go clemmy. Was she going to say she dida't
Nigd B hind Leen in the room all that time? C.

"8 T staved in his room fora weeks 7

AL, Dester staved in bcd " 1 put in. “He was pretty bad,
quibne fr»zma"mf the time.”

Hreemwich swivelled his bullet head and stared at me.

“Who weas his doctor?”

1 fakt my heart give a Jittle kick, but 1 managed to keep my
acn m:;msmm}m A doctor was something Helen and I had
werlonbad,

“1i» refured to have a doctor.”
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“Ars. Datter. He was glad to agree.”

Yromwich turned back to Marian.
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qehy”

”'fl:% "

Tie broaded for a moment that seemed like an hour to me,
hen n}?-:c-d how Mrs, Dester was dressed. This time he made
e,

“Iid they have any ready cash in the house?” he asked me
whin be had finished waldng,

“wat more than 2 couple of hundred dollars.”

Fawow what Dester’s bank account js worth?”

“About three or four thousand.”
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I felt a tricKle of sweat run down the side of my neck, but
I dido’t dare wipeitaway.  ° ' Do S
“Hey, Lewis . . .» Bromwich called, raising his voice. .
The other detective came to the door. . S
“Take him up to Dester’s room,” Bromwich said to Marian. -
. «Let him see Mrs. Dester’s room also.” He looked at Lewis. -
“Check to see what clothes they’ve got, personal stuff. I-want
to know if they’ve skipped.” : ST
* Lewis nodded and followed Marian up the stairs.
Bromwich turned to me. - o
“There’s been no accident reported for the past eight hours,” '
he said, “so that rules out a smash. If they had had a breakdown,
_we should have heard by now. It looks to me that as he can'’t
pay his debts, he has skipped.” o - -
“] can’t see him doing that,” I said. “He was pretty ill. Be-
sides, he’s well known. He couldn’t go to any place and re-
main long without being recognized.” RN .
“She might have persuaded him,” Bromwich said. “If they
haven’t skipped, then why have they disappeared? Any ideas?” .
I wasn’t going to walkinto thatkind of trap. : .
“1 thought they must have met with an accident.”
“Well, they haven’t. Any more ideas?” oL
“No, unless he was taken ill on the road and they’ve stopped
somewhere not on the telephone.” . T ‘
He gave me a long stare of disgust and shrugged his fat shoul-
Aders. We‘sat for a few minutes in silénce, then we heard Lewis
-and Marian coming downstairs. Bromwich heaved himself ouf
of his chair and walked into the hall, ~ = . S
‘wais §hook his head. T )
Doesn’t seem to be anything missing. She has a stack ©

zﬁ);hrfn ??d jewellery up there, They certainly haven't packe:

Bromwich scratched his nose, He didn’t look convinced.

sai‘:;wtzu’mikazifrln ; otify all patrols to look out-for them,” b
- . . ¢ar a_nytbjn Tl call . hez
anythmgyoucanme_right?” 8 ’ on you It YO'LI hez

As he moved to the front e
jan and then at me; ont door, he paused‘a’nd looked at Ma

:‘Do you sleep in this joint?”

AI hz.ivehanlapzli\mnent over the garage.” =
. £gain he looked at Marian, then he shrugged his s oiilde
;er:l;e(cili 13;; head at Lewis and went down the st§§:fo tlfesg;.?. :
t have to be a mmc%>3 reader to know what had be
‘ 2 o ,



geifg through his mind. It bad been a smart move of mine to
have movcd back to the garage apartment. These cops werc fo-
ever Iao{fmrr for thc sex angle. -

X dxdn't slecp much for the rest of the mght Not wanting
to lsten to Marian’s theories, I had told her to go back to bed.
I had gone over to the garage apartment where I lay on the bed
and dozed. T did finally drift off into a light sleep towards' seven
o'clock and woke with a start at a few minutes after half past
eight. I swung my legs off the bed and went into the bathroom
0 take a shower., I was surprised that I hadn’t already heard
from Bromwich that Helen had been found. The staff of a fores~
try station starts work carly and Helen was bound to have been
found by now.

Was the fat detective suspicious of me? Was he checking
‘Helen's story before seeing me?

1 felt pretty jittery and my hands were unsteady as I dressed.
There was no backmg out now, I told myself. I tried to assure

mysclf that the prize of three-quarters of a million was worth the
tension and the wait. In 2 couple of months, I told myself, all
-this would be behind me and I would be heading for Rome with
Marian, '

Suddenly the telephone bell rang. Here it is, I thought, my
beart beginning to pound. But it was only Marian telling me she
had made coffce and did I want any?

“I'll be right over,” I said, and hung up.

By the time T got over to the house it was just after nine. I
didn’t want the coffec Marian had ready, but I forced myself
to drink it.

" “Hadn't you better call the police and find out if they have
any news?” Marian asked after a while.
- We had been discussing endlessly it seemed to me what could
have happened to the Desters without getting anywhere, and the
. time was now twenty minutes to ten. I kept asking myself why
- they hadn’t been through to tell me Helen had been found. It
-was as much as T could do to remain still. Had Helen’s nerve
cracked and had she given herself away already and me too?

“Yes, I guess I'd better. I promised to call Mr. Burnett at
ten.” ; ,

T went over to the telephone, got through to police head-
quarters and asked for Licutenant Bromwich. I was told he was
cut and Sergeant Lewis was with him.
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“Is there anyone who can tell me if there is any news of Mr
nd Mrs, Déster?”

The sergeant who had answered the telephone said he hadn’
ny. snformation to give me. Lieutenant Bromwich would get
nto touch with me when he returned.

Maybe, they were out at the forestry station now, I thought
s T hung up. Now I thought about it I decided Helen would
1ave been found .around eight o’clock. There would be some
ind of delay before the police were notified. Then Bromwich
and Lewis would have to get out there. They would probably
arrive around half past nine. They had to listen to Helen’s story.
They would want to check it. I couldn’t expect to hear anythmg
much before eleven o’clock,

“No one knows anythmg,” 1 sald to Manan “Bromwlch is
out. He’ll call when he gets back.”

“Do you think they have been Lxdnapped?” Manan asked
suddenly. “It’s possible, isn’t it?”

That jolted me, I wanted the police to learn of the kldnappmg
through Helen and no one else. Then I remembered: they were
probably hearing Helen’s story right at this minute and I relazed.

“Could be, but we mustn’t jump to conclusions. It’s a job
for the police. Now look, will you carry on just as if Mrs. Dester
is still here? I've got to call Burnett.,”

“I don’t want to stay here, Glyn,” Marian said. “There’s
an atmosphere in this house that scares me. I don’t like bemg
alone here,”

“I can understand that, but you can’t leave yet The police,
will want to talk to you again. Mrs. Dester may want your help.
You will wait until they are found, won’t you? I tell you what

we'll do. Il move into your room and you take over mine. You
won t mind being in the garage apartment alone, will you?”

“I'd prefer it.”

“Okay. Well, you pack your stuff and Il take it over. You
can help me move my stuff. You start now while I call Burnett.”

I wanted to get her out of the lounge. Talking to her was a -
strain while I had so much on my mind. When she had gone
I called Burnett and told him there was.no news. He said he

would get in touch with the Chief of Pohce who was a friend of
hisand get some action. ,

“Has the Press been on to you yet?” |

“Not yet.”

“If they do, refer them to me. I’} handle them.”
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" _That was a weight off my mind. I said I’d do it and hung

up. . , : S

- As I was moving to the staits to warn Marian not 10 talk to

‘the Press if they arrived, I heard a car pull up and I weat to the
front door. ‘ .

Bromwich and Lewis were getting out, . A

. I felt my mouth turn dry. Why hadn’t they brought Helen
- with them? Had they arrested her? Somehow I kept my face ex-
pressionless; somehow I forced myself to stand still and not to
give way to the impulse to turn and bolt out of the house.

They came up the steps. Bromwich looked tired, as if he had
‘been up all night. He nodded to me, then walked into the lounge

- and sat down. Lewis remained out in the hall.

“This is a puzzler,” Bromwich said, stretching out his short,
thick legs as he stared up at me. “These two are playing some
sort of game and I’ll be damned if I know what itis.”

“What do you mean?”’ My voice sounded off-key.

“We've found the Rolls, It was ditched in West 9th Street.
He’s taken the suit-case. There’s no sign of them.”

There’s no sign of them!

That must mean the staff at the forestry station hadn’t re-
ported finding Helen. I crossed over to the bar for the cigarette-
box, not wanting him to see my face. Could it be possible that the

“hut I had left Helen in wasn’t often used? Was she still lIying on
the floor, bound hand and foot, waiting for someone to find her?
I felt sweat start out on my face at the thought. It wasn't likely,
There were offices in the hut. She had only to bang oz the fleor
‘with her feet to attract attention. Had she lost her nerve and
asked whoever found her not to call the police? If that was the
case, then where was she? .

“They were seen by 2 State trooper around half past ten;
Bromwich weat on, “on Highway 101, heading towards the
sanatorium. He passed the car which was travelling slowly. He
saw Mrs. Daster at the wheel and Dester beside her. For soms
reason, they must have turned around and come hack-fo Holly-
wood, ditched the car and made off. It lcoks tome as it they are
running out on their debs.” . .,

1 heard myself szy, “But Dester was a sick mzE. He c?}ﬂcm t
have walked far. If he had taken 2 bus or z train, he would have
been noticed.” . . :

“We're checking the bus stations agd trains DOW,” Br‘z‘l’ s
wich said. He took out & cigar and lit it. © ‘m WOI‘fé'in’lfg’ b
how sick this guy wes. Did you };i;it him when he was in ted# ™
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“Why, yes. That is I looked in from time to time. He was
usually asleep.” : N i
Bromwich looked sharply at me, frowned and shifted his'
position in the chair. : ’ R

“iyell, he could have faked he was worse than he was if he
was planning a run-out.”

“Miss Temple suggested just now that they have been kid- j
napped,” I said. I knew it was dangerous to bring this up. It
would have been safer to wait until they found Helen, but all this
tall: about Dester running away from his -creditors had to be‘
checked. '

Bromwich screwed up his eyes.

“Kidnapped? What makes her think that?” .

“Well, they have both disappeared . ..”

“There’s no ransomnote.” ‘

I could see he didn’t like this idea. He got to his feet and be- -
gan to pace up and down. "

“Bdwin Burnett, the attorney who acts for Mr. Dester, is
having a word with the Chief of Police,” I said. “He’s calling

for action.” ',

‘Bromwich stopped short as if he had walked into a brick wall.

“Having a word with the Chief?” )

- “Yes. Apparently he’s a friend of his.” »

. “Swéet grief! So it’s going to be one of those cases! Look,
tell that girl to keep her mouth shut about kidnapping. If the
Press get hold of that idea...” He broke off, snapping his fin-
-gers, “My luck that Burnett’s a friend of the Chief’s. I’m going
to get run ragged. I can see that.” He started to pace up and
down again. Then he paused to look at me, “Has Dester any
relations or friends he would visit?”

“He has no relations. I don’t know about his friends.” '

“That could be it, you know. He might have changed his
mind about going to the sanatorium . ..” Then he stopped short
and cursed under his breath, “No. There’s the car. Why the
hell did he ditch the car?” He turned and began to pace up and
down again. “Yeah, this could be a snatch. The car points to it:
’d better report to the Chief before he yells for me.”

He went out of the lounge, jerking his head at Lewis as he

péssed him, ‘Together they hurried down to the car and drove
off. '

I went over to the bar and gave myself a Scotch. Where was
*Helen? What had happened to her? The whole of our plan de-

pended on her. I thought of Dester lying in ‘the deep-freeze. If
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“Helen didn’t show up soon I would have the job of getting him
-out of the cabinet on my own. The thought turned me sick, .

‘1 had just finished my drink and was mixing myself another
when two newspaper men arrived. I had trouble getting rid of .-
them. They didn’t seem to be interested in talking to Burnett.
They wanted first-hand information from me, but I wouldn’t -
let them in the house, telling them my instructions were to refer

‘all inquiries to Burnett. They went off finally. They hadn’t been-
.gone ten minutes before four others turned up complete with'a -
Press photographer. I got rid of them after a struggle, but not
before the photographer had taken my photograph.

By this time it was after twelve, and there was still no news
of Helen. I was by now fit to walk up a wall, and when Marian
came down to ask me to carry her suit-cases over to the garage
apartment it was as much as I could do to be civil to her.

" She offered to get me lunch, but I said I had to go out. I
took the Buick and headed out towards Highway 101, but I
didn’t get far. I realized that if I were seen, it would be a com-"
plete give away. I had to let the police find Helen. I didn’t dare
look for her myself. I drove over to Burnett’s office in the hope

~ of getting some news from him, but I was told he was in court.

I returned to the house. There was still no news of Helen.
There could now be three explanations for her silence: the police
-were holding her, waiting for me to make a wrong move; she
hadn’t been found yet, or she had lost her nerve, got free and
bolted, leaving me to hold the bag.

I decided I had to go out to the forestry station after dark.
Ihad to find out if she was still there.

The evening newspapers carried the story of Dester’s disap-~
pearance under a banner headline,
There was a photograph of me talking to the reporters on the
- front page of the Hollywood Monitor. The caption under the
photograph read: Glyn Nash, Erle Dester’s secretary, holds off
. Yeporters in their attempt to learn the truth of Dester’s disap-
pearance.

There was no mention of Dester’s debts. The Chief of Police,
in an interview with the Press, said that it looked as if Dester
bad been kidnapped although no ransom note had as yet been
received. He said that he was organizing an intensive search for
the missing couple.

H cz;md yet even with all thls pubhmty, there was still no news of
en.
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Around seven o’clock, Burpett telephoned, - - - R
“We're coming- out to the house at eleven o’clock e
+ Iorrow morning, Nash,” he told me. “It looks as'if they hay
been kidnapped, and we'll'want to - talk to you and Mis

might have everything ready for me. 1f you have a list of wha
bheowes..» .7 . . B

I'said I would have everything ready for him,

“There’s no news then?> 1 asked. - . . ;

“Nothing, It’s extraordinary. Stay by the telephone, Nash,
You may get 5 ransom call, Notify the police and myself if you
do.” , ' . - ,

I said T would and hung up, But 1 knew there would be no
ransom call, I had to go out to the forestry station, but first I
had to get rid of Marian, . o . '

e sat in the lounge listening to the radio and talking in a

_desultory fashion until just after ten. How I contained myself

T'll never know, but at half bast ten I suggested she should go
to bed. T ‘

“I'm out of Cigarettes,” T said. “I’l] take
packat the end of the road, I'Won’tbelong.” , !
“T don’t want to pe 5 nuisance, Glyn,” she said, “but I do
PPers ring up?”
. “Okay, T won’t 80 then,”. 1 gaid.. “Tve got enough to last
- I'll see you over to the garage '

the car and get a

We went over to the Barage apartment, ,

“I‘ ‘sh.all leave to-morrow, Glyn,” Marian said a5 we entered -
the Sitting-room, *f can’t stay here

any longer, Fll get a iob

Somewhere and fing aroom,”. & S : !
' ‘Burnett’ will be comir_xg‘to~morrow morning. We'll talk 1o
.1 donf Want 10 stay. myself,” T said. “You'll be aj] right
here for to-night. Don’s run outop me, Mariap » ‘

She smiled. “No, but T hate it hege, There’s such a horrible b

i

Stairs, ‘thi"ough the garage
0 dn’t put the Buick
way. The drive from the 8arage was sreeply sloped, I opened
€ car door, slid under the driving wheel and released the park-
g brake. The car rolleq down the drive, 1¢ kept going to the .
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gates, then, knowing Manan wouldn’t now. be able to hear the i
engine start up, I switched on the ignition.

"I knew what I was doing was dangerous. I could be Walkmg o

—nght into a trap. If Helen had been arrested, it was possible the -
police were waiting for me at the forestry station. If they caught .
‘me there, they wouldn’t need any other ewdence to tie me m
.wzth Helen. But I had to take the risk.

- Suppose she had skipped? I asked myself. What was I gomg '
‘to do? Skip myself? The only other alternative would be to give
‘the police the whole story, show them where Dester was and.
put as much blame on to Helen as I counld. ‘

I pushed that thought hastily out of my mind. That must be
the last alternative. I wished now I hadn’t been so damned smart. -
‘Y wished I had never thought up this crazy plan. I cursed myself
for going back with Dester to his house on the night we first
met. ’

As I drove along Highway 101 I kept my eyes open for the
Slght of any State trooper, but I didn’t see one.

- I slowed down when I was a quarter of a mile from the dirt
‘road that led to the forestry station. Ahead of me was a lay-by.
I pulled into it, turned off the car’s lights and cut the engine.
I didn’t intend to drive up that dirt road in case the police were
waiting for me. I would sneak up there on foot, giving them
no warning of my approach. With any luck I might spot them
[if they were there and duck out of sight before they saw me.

I reached the opening to the road after six or seven minutes.
There was no moon; only stars, and it wasn’t easy to see where
I'was going. I moved as silently as I could, not hurrying. I kept
to the centre of the road, my ears and eyes alert.

It took me a little over a quarter of an hour to reach the
barbed-wire gate. I could just make out the outlines of the gate
in the semi-darkness. It stood open, the way I had left it when
Thad driven away the previous night.

. I stood still, staring at the gate. Did that mean anything? Did
‘1t mean no one had been here since last night? Or was this a smart
. move of the police to Iull me into walking into their trap?

* My heart was beating violently as I stood listening, staring
beyond the gate at the dim outlines of the three huts. There was
no sign of life, no light showed, and the only sound I could
hear was the thumping of my heart.

I moved forward cautiously, and finally reached the hut where
I had left Helen. I paused outside the door, listening, then very
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| 'gently 1 put my hand on the door and pushed It moved and
swung open.
. Why hadn’t the Iock been repaarecP It was just as s 1 had left
- it. Could this mean no one had been to the hut or was this again
a smart move of the police who were wa1tmg for me somewhere
m the darkness beyond? 4
. "1 had to sée. I couldn’t run away now, although I wanted .
. T took.out my flashlight and thumbed down the. switch. T+
bright beam lit up the passage. The doors on either side of the
passage were shut. I moved forward, making na sound, listening,
my heart pounding. Slowly; I crept down the passage to the
door Ieadmg into the room where I had left Helen. The door
stood ajar, .
. Icouldn't remember if T had left it hI\e that orifT had closed

it.
Were the police in there, waiting for me?
T couldn’t nerve myself to push open the door. I stood, star-
- ing at it, the beam of my flashlight lighting up the panels.

In a croaking whisper I said, “Is anyone there?”

The silence that came out of the room was like a phys1cal
.thing: worse even than the sound of a voice.

I took another step forward, reached ouit a shal\mg hand, and
touched the door panel. The door swung open with a little squeak
that set my teeth on edge.

- .1 sént the beam of the. ﬂashhght into the room, alcng the
-ﬁoor to where I had left Helen.

- The beam picked up the pale green of her skirt.and her long,
slender legs in their torn nylon stockings.

1 stood staring at her, scarcely believing my eyes. I could see
the cord ‘still around her ankles. I moved forward, cold and
shaking. The light moved up her body to her. face. The silk
~ scarf was still tightly bound arourd her mouth. Her eyes were

half open, and they looked sightlessly into the beam of the light.

She looked shrunken and like a do]l The dreadful grey, waxy

texture of her skin told me she was dead, X



" CHAPTER ELEVEN

How long I stood staring down at her, I shall never know.
It was only when I heard a car coming up the dirf road and saw
the reflection of its headlights through the window that I was gal-
venized into action. I lurched to the window and looked out,

The car was coming through the gateway. The red glow on
the hood told me it was a police car.
~ For perhaps three or four scconds I stood rooted, staring out
of the window, staring at the approaching car, and when finally
it sank into my paralysed mind that in a moment they would
be in here and would catch me red-handed, it was too late to

escape by the front entrance. ¢

Feverishly I tried to raise the window, but it had jammed and

my efforts made no impression on it. I heard the entrance door
open. I was now trapped in this room, In seconds they would
come in and find me.
* Ilooked wildly around for a hiding place. Right by me were
the four big, wooden crates. Dropping down on hands and knces
T eased one of them from the wall. I was lucky. This one was
empty and without a ld. I turned it on its side with the open
end towards the wall and I slid into it. There was just room for
me 1o sguat down. It wasn’t much of a hiding place, but there
was just the chance they wouldn’t expect anyone to be hiding
here and wouldn’t scarch the room.

I heard a man’s voice say, “Stay with the car, Jackson. Come
on, let's have a look at this joint.”

My heart contracted as ] recognized Bromwich’s voice,

I heard him walk into the passage, turn a door handle and
walkinto the office I had entered when I had first come here.

Lewis’s voice said sharply, “See that ... the window's

“broken.”

“Doesn’t mean anything,” Bromwich said curtly. “This
place has been up for sale now for a month. The news gets
eround. Probably some bum broke in to see what he could pick
up.”

“There was someone out here last night,” Lewis said. “Car
ights were seen from the highway. This could be where they
wore brought after they were snatched, Licutcnant. They were
Leading this way when MacTavish passed them.”
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Bromwich grunted. “Nothing inhere.” = . L
1 heard them come out and cross the passage into the room on
the right. I was suspended in a cold, terrified vacuurn. If they
' found me here, they would think I had killed her and they'd
send me to the gas chamber, -

“] guess we're wasting our time,” Bromwich said from. the
other room. “I still think they’ve skipped. Ditching the car
could be his idea of throwing us off his trail. While we’re work
. ing on this kidnapping idea, he’s probably on a ship for, Europe.”

“The Chief doesn’t think so,” Lewis said. - ‘

“He looks for trouble,” Bromwich said sourly, “but he doesn™
have to run himself ragged like I do. I'd think it was a snatch
myself if all I had to do was to sit behind a desk and hand ouf
cockeyed orders. ' : ’

“We may as well check this last room,” Lewis said. '

I held my breath as I heard the door push open. The bedm of
a powerful flashlight swung into the room. I closed my eyes,
squeezing myself against the wall of the crate. ' :

“For sweet Pete’s sake!” Bromwich exclaimed. .

1 heard him move forward. , .

“It's the Dester wornan!” Lewis said. His voice sounde
~ excited. “The description fits her. Is she cold}” )

“Been dead thirty hours at least,” Bromwich said. “Mj
- stars! This is going to start something,”

.. “So they were snatched,” Lewis said, “Think Dester’s body
is anywhere around?” - c ‘

‘ “How the hell should I know?” Bromwich snapped, “I've¢
BOt to get'the boys up here. Let's see if the telephone in the
other room’s. still' connected, You stay here.” '

I heard him run down the passage while Lewis lit a cigarette
and began to prow! around the room. He paused beside the
wooden crates and gave one of them a tentative kick, 1 remained
motionless, sweating, my breath held, my heart hammering. :

I could hear Bromvyich bawling on the telephone, I couldn’
hear what he was saying. In about an hour, probably less, the
wl}ole forestry station would be crawling with police. If I were
. Bomgto getaway I had to do it before they arrived, =

Lewis must have tried the light switch for the room suddenly
sprang alight, - ’

. -éauZZEH, at least the light’s not disconnected, Lieutenant,” he

_ {}bout ,ﬁve minut«f.s later, Bromwich came back into the room.
They're on their way. Tell Jackson ‘to take a look at the
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.~other two huts Dester may bz in one of them .

. Lewis went away. I could hear Bromwich moving about the R

‘room. He hummed under his breath, I couldn’t see what he was.

‘doing, but every time he passed close to the crates, I held- my

breath.

“He’s takmg a look,” Lewis sa1d coming back into the room.
I heard him move over to where Helen lay. “She’s cértainly

‘been knocked about. Think she was suffocated by that gag?”
"~ “T dunno. The M.O. will tell us” Bromwich sat . on
the crate in which I was hiding. “It beats me why she was left
tied up like that. She must have been alive. They wouldn’t tie
up a dead woman, would they? But why did they leave her here?

‘This isn’t like a snatch job to leave her here, There’s something
wrong in this setup, Lewis.”

- “Yeah,” Lewis said. “It looks to me it’s the work of an
amateur. You know that guy Nash bothers me. There’s some-
thmg t0o smooth about him. Think he’s hooked up in this?” '

“I don’t know, but I'll find out, You’re right; there is some-
thing about him. One time he worked for Jack Solly. We had
Solly in a couple of times and we couldn’t pin anything on him:
remember? Birds of a feather ~”

“That’s what I was thinking. He was too glib about how sick

-Dester was. It’s my bet Dester never was sick.”

I was listening to all this and I was pretty scared.

“She may have had something to do with it t0o,” Bromwich
went on. “That cord around her wrists and ankles doesn’t fit.
It looks like a plant to me.”

- “All the same, you don’t fake that bruise she’s got there.”

-“That’s right.”

Footsteps sounded in the passage, then a new voice said, “I've
checked the other two huts. No one’s in there and no one’s
been in there for some time, Lieutenant.”

“Okay, Jackson. Stick around outside and let me know when
the others come.”

- There was a long silence, then Bromwich said, “I’ve got an-
other idea: one I like a lot. Suppose Dester killed her and tied
her this way to make it 100k like a hdnappmg? He counid have
skipped, hoping we would think he’s in the hands of kidnap-
pers. How do you like that?”

“Why should he kill her?” Lewis asked doubtfully.

“They didn’t hit it off. From what I hear she treated him like
2 dog. They may-have quarrelled on the way to the sanatorium.
It was her jdea he should go there. Maybe he felt she was
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-ilroading him into the joint and he wouidn’t be able to get-
oncé he was in. Maybe he got her to stop the car and
slugged her, brought her out here, found he had killed her and-
rigged it to look like she had been kidnapped. That could be it;’
Lewis.” , > o L
“Then he drove back to Hollywood, ditched the car and took.
a train or a bus somewhere,” Lewis said. “I think you've got’
something there, Lieutenant.” ~ -

“T'm damned sure 1 have.” Bromwich slid off the crate. “T1l
have a word with the Chief now. You might take a ook at those ©
other two huts in case Jackson has missed anything. He’s not as -
bright as he could be.” . . o

1 heard the two men walk down the passage. A moment later
I heard the telephone bell tinkle as Bromwich started to dial.

It was now or never. I crawled out of the crate, stepped silently

to the half-open door and peered into the passage. .

“The office door from which Bromwich was telephoning stood
half open. I should have to pass it to get to the front entrance.

- Was the policeman outside or had he gone with Lewis? I heard
Bromwich say, “We've found Mrs. Dester, Chief.- Yeah: ‘she’s
-~ out at Newmark’s forestry station. She’s dead. Yeah, it Tooks,
like murder...” ;

I crept down the passage, my heart pounding. If Lewis carie
back now he would walk right into me. I paused outside the
office door, holding my breath. : . :

Bromwich was saying, “The boys are on their way here. T'll
know more after the M.O.’s seen her. Yeah, she’s been dead
at least thirty hours...” ' ' -

I jnched forward and peered into the office. Bromwich was
lcar}mg across the. desk, his hat back half turned to me. I didn’t
hesitate. Two_ quick steps took me past the door to the front
entrance. Again I paused while I looked out into the dark night.

I could see the police car; its headlights.cutting a path in the
darkness, but I couldn’t see Jackson or Lewis. I heard the tele-
phone bell tinkle as Bromwich, hung up. I hadn’t 2 moment.
Drawing in a deep breath, I slid out into the darkness. Pressing
my back agalnst the wall of the hut I began to move cautiously
away from the police car. . - L L
COIIn::ar;ih a ;°und’ ;‘nd looking to my right, I saw Bromwich
o the door and stare acros i ‘
hu{, 1c(lc»wn towards the highway. S the open space - front of‘t.he
. I kept moving until I reached the end of the wall. Lookin
around it, I could see nothiniixcept darkness. I felt the coo



‘brcr z¢ on my face. I could hcar Lewis talking somcwhcre away""
from me.
-1 .Jeft the shelter of the hut and, crouching low, I began to
¥ rmvc in'a wide circle towards the barbed-\wm gate. I couldn’t
‘sie where I was going and T had to test each step as I made it 1o
“bs sure I shouldn’t blunder into a trec or step on a dry stick or
“make some sound that would give me away. But as I got farther
-avay from the hut, I took more chances and moved faster. Even
at that it took me ten minutes to reach the gate,
. I paused to look back.
- - There was no sign of either Bromwich or Lewis, but I caught
sight of Jackson as he lolled against the doorway leading into
“the hat.
- Iturned and started down the dirt road, moving cautiously at
- Brst, then as I got farther away, I broke into a run. I was reaching
. the end of the road when I heard the approaching sirens. With-
~put hesitation I plunged into a clump of bushes and spread out
-flat on my face.
“Two or three minutes later, three police cars swung on to the
dirt road and went tearing up the hill towards the forestry sta-
- tion. T let them get on well ahead, then, scrambling to my feet, I
ranas hard as I could back to the Buick.

: It wasn't until I was back in Dester’s b:g, silent house and in
“the room that Marian had used before moving over to my apart-

- meat that the full impact of what Helen’s death meant hit me.
 Teo much had happened immediately after finding her to give
. my mind a chance to do more than accept the stunning fact
that she was dead, but now, as I sat in a lounging chair, dry-
_ mouthed, my heart still pounding, I realized that in some way

- Thad caused her death.
I remembered in my panic I had hit her far harder than I
Jintended to, but surcly 2 blow on the jaw couldn’t have killed
her? It worried me that there had been no congestion of her face
10 point that she had been suffocated. The police couldn’t charge
{‘me with murder if T had left her alive and she had died later
- wowause of the gag. The best they could do would be to try to
ﬁm a manslaughter rap on me, but if I had killed her with -my
i‘ then they could charge me with murder.
- T cursed myself for ever starting this thing. There was now
- B0 question of cver "cttmg hold of the threc-quarters of a mil-
Yion. ¥ was in a hell of a jam, Below, in the kitchen, was Dester's
» mdv Very soon the house and its contents would be valued to
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meet: the crechtors demands, and then the deep-freeze cabinet:
was ceftain to be inspected. I had to move Ius body somethrc;
before that happened.

* If I could plant his body somewhere Wlthout bemg seen, Was ‘
I safe? I asked myself. From what I had heard,- Bromwich was
already SllSplClO\]S of fne, but could he prove anything? Had
I left any clue in the hut that would give me away? The
greatest thing in my favour was that I had no motive for klllm
Dester or Helen.

What would happen if the pohce found Desters body if 1
were lucky enough to be able to dump it somewhere? Would
they think the kidnappers had lost their nerve, and after acci-
dentally killing Helen, had shot Dester?

Bromwich had seemed to think that Dester had mu:dered
Helen, Suddenly I saw how 1 could save myself, prowdmg I had
alittleluck, .

1f I could get Dester out of the deep-freeze cabinet and take

~ his body somewhere, get his gun that I had lodged in the safe
deposit and put it in his hand, wouldn’t it be possible that Brom-
wich would think that after killing Helen, Dester had bad & fit of
remorse and had killed himself?

After all Dester had actually shot himself. I had only to pu!
the gun in his hand to turn the clock back. I got to my feet and
began to pace up and down while I thought about this idea. The
police couldn’t prove that Dester had died more than a week ago.
They would think he died when I got him out of the freezer
That part of the original scheme still stood.

The advantage of this new scheme was that I need not take
Dester’s body out of the grounds..I could carry his body into &
quict part of the garden and dump him there with his gun in his
hand. When he was found the police would think he had re
turned to the house to get the gun. I could tell them that T knew
Be kept a gun in his desk drawer. I could even leave a half-
finished confession note in the typewriter,

" The more I thought about this idea the more I was convincec
that it would let me out. Marian wasn’t in the house any longer
I vgould be free to get him out of the cabmet Whenevet I wa
ready, -

But she would have'to hear the sound of the shot when h<

was supposed to kill himself. That was essential. T wanted thi

police to find him quickly. If he had any spare cartridges th

hearing of the shot would present no difficulties. When I hac

set the smge, all I had to do was to fire & shot into the alr, mh
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‘ut the shell case, put a new cariridge into"the ‘gun and the gun .
. into his hand, then run back to the house. By the time Marian
. called me up to know what the shot meant I should be back.

I'went at once to Dester’s room to hunt for a box of cartridges..

. After’a five-minute feverish search, I found the box tucked
" under a pile of shirts. I took a cartridge from the box and put it
L‘m my pocket. \

There was nothing I could do this night. First I had to gct
‘the gun from the safe deposit. I would get it in the morning,
then 1 would stage the suicide the same night. That meant I°

~would have to turn off the motor of the deep-freeze cabinet some
. time during the morning. By midnight, Dester’s body would be
almost back to normal and I would be able to handle him. The
“thought of taking him out and carrying him into the garden
. scared me, but I had to do it. I couldn’t risk letting the police
investigate me. I had to lead them away from myself and fix
their attention on Dester. ‘

It was getting on for two o’clock by the time I went to bed.
- My mind was a lot easier. If T could only pull this off I was out
) in the open again, and I could get away from this house and put
- the whole nightrnare business behind me.

.~ It had taught me a lesson, I told myself. No more quick-rich

. Schemes. T’d get back to my advertising work. I didn’t have to
work for Solly. I could get a job with some other firm. I'd work

“rat it this time. Then when Marian came back from Rome we’d
get married.

I was 5o sold on the feeling that T was going to get myself out
_-of this jam that I drifted off into a dreamless sleep, and it wasn’i
. until Marian disturbed me by moving about downstairs that I

woke up around nine o’clock.

‘?thn I had shaved, showered and dressed I came down-
- stairs. She had put a tray of coffee, soft-boiled eggs and toast on
. the terrace and we had Brealdast together.

“At cleven o'clock Burnett’s coming over,” I said. “I’d be
-~ 8lad if you would help me. I've got to list Dester’s debts and
* put his papers in order,”

- Up'to now she hadn’t said anything about leaving. If I was

. 10 stage this scheme of mine to-night, it was essential that she
should be here, I had to have a reliable and independent witness
10 the hearing of the shot.

After we had washed up the dishes, we went into Dester’s
Study and Mardan and T started in to work. We ransacked all
the desk drawers and piled the papers we found there on the
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desk. Then we went through them, Marian calling out the
amounts of the bills while I noted them down. We had been
doing this for over a half an hour when suddenly she stopped.
I looked up to.see she was staring at a long envelope with 2
heavy seal on the back of it. o

“What have you got there?” T asked sharply. _
“It was among all these bills,” o ]
Shepassedittome. Co ‘ :
Ilooked atitand read theinscription. . . - . .

. For the attention of Mr. Edwin Burnett. Erle Dester’s Last

Will and Testament, Fune 6th 1955. T o

I stared at it for a long moment. For. no reason at all that I
could think of this slim envelope made ‘me uneasy. I wanted
to open if, but with Marian watching me, I knew I couldn’t do
that, - ' : ’ L -

I laid it down: “T'll give it to him. From the look of things,
Dester hadn’t much to leave,”" . :

- My voice sounded odd in my ears. Tt must have sounded odd
to Marian for she looked quickly at me, )

“Let’s get on. These guys will be here in.half an hour.”

. - We were still at it when Burnett’s car arrived: I had by then
some idea of what Dester owed." As far as I could judge it was
around twenty-seven thousand. His assets were two thousand in
thc? bank, the house, the two cars and the contents of the house.
With any luck and with a good auctioneer, it should be possible
to raise the mon¢éy to pay off his creditors, ’ -

f‘\s Burnett was getting out of his car, another car came up the
drive: this time a police car. b '

+ Marian and I stood in the open doorway while Burnett turned
to meet the occupants of the other car. From it got a big, beefy
man with a purple complexion and close-set, hard eyes, Lieu-
tepant Bromwich and Sergeant Lewis and another man who im-
medxa'tely held my attention. . o

Tbas‘man had the shoulders of a prize fighter and the legs
of a midget. He wasn’t more than five feet six in height. His
thinning grey hair was unruly, and-his face, that reminded me of
one of those rubber dolls you can squeeze into all shapes and

81z, was as bleak and as hard as a Siberjan winter, He wore his
well-cut clothes carelessly. His shirt collar was rumpled, his tie
hung askew, but I could see he was the important meznbe’r of the
ﬁ?rghchd ﬂée big, Puzl'p]l)t:ficed man, who I guessed was Chief
advig, stoo z i 5
: greetedbyBumc%t. ck to allow hnn to be the first to be
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The ﬁve men stood talkmg for. a br:ef moment, then they y
bame up the steps. '
! watched them, aware that my heart was thumpmg and my
~‘hands were cold and clammy.
- ‘Burnett said to the short-legged man, “I don’t-think you have
met Glyn Nash. He is Dester’s secremry g
1 found myself looking into a pair of slate grey eyes. I felt my
» .nght hand squeezed in a grip that cracked my bones.
°. “Nash, I want you to meet Mr. Maddux of the National- Fi-
“delity Insurance Company,” Burnett said.
. As I looked into those slate grey, wintery eyes I remembered
~what Dester had said about this man: He has a big reputation
© in the insurance world. He is smart, tough and extremely effi-
- clent. It is said of him that he knows instinctively when d claim
" isa fake or not. He has been with the National Fidelity for fifteen
- years, and during that time he has sent a large number of people
- tojail, and eighteen people to the death cell.
* And that was what he looked like: a force to be reckoned with.
" Madvig, Burnett and Bromwich drifted into the hall at the
~ heels of Maddux. As usual Lewis stayed behind. They seemed
i uncertain what was going to happen whereas Maddux gave the
;- impression that he knew exactly what he was about to do.
- “T haven’t a lot of time,” he said. His voice matched his
~face ‘Let’s get around a table and talk.”
- 1 took them into the lounge. There wasn’t a table, but that
-didn’t seem to worry Maddux. He took up a position before the
- empty fireplace: a position that dominated the room while Burn-
. ett, Madvig, and Bromwich almost apologetically took lounging
- chairs that faced Maddux.
- Marian and I stood in the doorway.
. “Come in, you two,” Maddux said and waved us to two
. chairs slightly away from where the other three were sitting.
“We'll need your help.”
~ As so0n as we had sat down, Madduyx turned to Madv1g
~“I don’t know any facts except what I've read in the news-
™ papers, he said. “Dester, as you know, is one of my clients.
. He is insured with us for seven hundred and fifty thousand
dollars, and that’s quite a piece of money. As far as my company
. - Is concerned, he is a highly valuable liability. I'd like to get the
- facts straight. Will one of you put me in the picture?”
Madwg nodded over to Bromwich who cleared his throat and
- sat forward on the edge of his chair.

‘We were notxﬁed by Mr. Nash on the night of June 25th that
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both Dester and his wife were missing. She was taking him to ~
Belle View sanatorium out at Santa Barbara, They didn’t "~
there. They were scen around half past eleven on nghway 1
by a State trooper, then they vanished.”

“Why was“he going to the sanatorium?” Maddux asked
~ “He was a sick man:.an alcoholic,” Burnett said, “I i

with Mrs. Dester. She told me he was having hallucinatic
and was being violent. She persuaded him to go into the
torium. Mr. Nash here looked after h1m They got on well to-
gether and he could handle him.”

Maddux looked at me. His eyes seemed to bore nght through
“to the back of my head. -

“Was Dester violent?”

I hadn’t spent most of the night pacing the floor for nothmg.
I they were to be made to think Dester had Kkilled Helen, I had
to supply the motive.

“No, he wasn’t violent,” I said. “He seemed pretty 111 1C
me: almost as if he were drugged.”

"That got a reaction from Bromwich.

“You didn’t tell me that,” he said aggressively.

“I told you he slept most of the time.”

“That’s not the same thing.”

“Did Dester want to go to the sanatormm?” Maddux brok(
in impatiently.

“Yes. Mrs. Dester said he was glad she had arranged for hin
to go,” Burnett said.

“I'm asking Nash. Never mind what Mrs. Dester said,” Mad
- dux snapped.
“I don’t know,” I said. “Whenever I went into his T00M

he was either asleep or in a kind of coma. I never mentloned th*
sanatorium to him.”

Maddux lifted his shoulders. He nodded at Bromwmh

“Go on,” he said, and took a

pipe out of his pocket and be
ga% to fill it from a much-worn leather pouch. ?
‘ I thought as Dester owed a whale of a lot of moneY aee
. -Bromwich began when Maddux Interrupted. -

“How much money?”
- Burnett locked at me, )

N T havgnt had time to complete a statement,’? I said, “bu
a rough guess it would be around -

it’s probably more than that,” twenty seven thousand, b

“I thought at first he had skipped,” Brommch went on, ¢
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““Were you supposed to be watching him?” . Lok
- “Mirs. Dester asked me to be ready in case she needed °
with him. She asked me to keep out of sight as Mr, Dester
_ sensitive.” ‘ ' ‘

“Did he need help?”

“No.” ) ) 3 -

Maddux turned to Bromwich. “Go ahead.”

It was obvious that Bromwich didn’t like all these ©
tions. His fiery face was taking'on a deeper shade. ~ . B

“We had a report from a-motorist that he had seen the lights
of a car out.at Newmark’s forestry station. It wasn’t unti] the
motorist had read of Dester’s disappearance that he thought of
reporting what he had seen. Newmark’s station has been up for
sale these past five weeks and the motorist happened to know.
1o one was working there. I went up there and found Ms, Des-
ter. She was dead.” : o
-, I'leaned forward to tap off the ash of my cigarette, partly turn-
ing my face so they ‘couldn’t see it, T felt I was losing colour,

“A window of one of the huts had been broken; the lock on
the door had been removed. She was in one of the rooms; tie”
hand and foot and gagged. She had been dead about twenty-si

“hours. I reckon she died within an hour after the State troope
- had seen her on the highway.” ‘

Maddux asked the question I had been waiting for,

“Was she murdered?” . ‘

“I guess so0,” Bromwich said, “She had received a very vio
lent blow on the jaw and she had taken a heavy fall, landing or
the back of her head. The spinal cord at the base of the skul
was fractured by the blow and the fal] completed the fatal in-

- junies;: The M.O. says she must have died soon after receiving
the blow,” -

I was ice cold now. Only by the frantjc instinct for self-preser-
vation did I manage to keep my face expressionless. ‘

‘Wh?ever hit her obviously didn’t know he had killed her,”
Bromwich went o importantly, “or he would't have tied her,
up like that,” .

"If he were smart,” Maddus said 'quier “that’s just what
'S:u‘;;ﬂfi do 50 he could plead to o macg;iaughtér rap 1]f he were
- “Yeah, sure,” Bromwich said uneasily. He looked across at
Madvig, who gave hj Sy i ¢
had thought of that t;h:)?’a eold stare from fns clase-set eyes ‘I.

“Any clhues?” Maddux asked,
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-
»

; Not a thing. No finger-prints. The gag was a‘lséar:‘f that he-
mged to her. The ropes came from a crate in the room.” :

¥ Maddux began to pace up and down before the fireplace,
-+ “And no sign of Dester?”
= “YWe're still hunting for him, He can’t get away

“What makes you thmk he’s in a position to get away?”

<" Madvig spoke for the first time,

.
¥

“Wcre working on the theory that Dester murdered his.

 wife”

Maddux paused. He looked at Madvig, then at Bromwich,

"+ then at me. It was as much as I could do to meet the hard, star~

 ingeyes. Then he looked at Burnett.

- “Do you think Dester would murder his wife?” )

“Dester was an alcoholic. He might do anything,” Burnett

*"said curtly,

- “We know Mrs. Dester and he didn’t get on together,” Mad-

vig put in. “Something went wrong early in their marriage.
. They had ceased to live together as man and wife for some time,
~I¥’s been said that Dester took to drink because of this. He was
< irresponsible. He ran up big debts. I can understand why she
- wanted him under control. We think Dester realized that once

~ he was in the sanatorium he wouldn’t get out for some time. We

- think he lost his head, tried to persuade Mrs. Dester not to take
~ him to the sanatorium and when she insisted, he hit and killed
; her. Then he took her to the forestry station, tied her so it looked

8s if she had been handled by k]dnappex;s and has himself gone

- into hiding in the hope we'll think he is in the hands of the

kidnappers. I wouldn’t be surprised if we don’t receive a ransom

_ note from him,”

> Matdux moved slowly over to me and stood in front of me.
“And you, Mr. Nash, do you thmk Dester would murder his

D wife?”

“I don’t know,” I said through stiff lips. “He could be

- Pretty quick tempered when he was drinking, He might cer-

~+tainly have hit her if she refused to do what he wanted. It could

" have been an accident.”
Well, at least, I had got the accident theory into the setup.

" ‘But Bromwxch wouldn’t stand for it.

“It was no accident,” he said. “No guy hits & woman that

* hard unless-he meant to finish her.”

1

I felt suddenly sick. If they ever got me, they would never
Believe I hadn’t meant to kill her.
_ Maddmmoved away.
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. “Did Mrs. Dester know Dester was insured?” he asked. ' -
~ “Not until I told her,” Burnett said. “Nash will bear tha
~ out. He was with s when she‘asked me if he was insured.” =
.".“She'didn’t know then?”
. “She asked me.”" R .
“Did you tell hér the amount of coverage?” -
“I-didn’t know myself until you told me.” o
“What did she say when you told-her he was insured?” "
“She hoped he would borrow on the policy to pay his debts.
When I reminded her that if he died after borrowing on the
‘policy, there might be nothing left for her, she said she couldn’t
possibly take the insurance money if it would help him when he
was alive. I thought it did her a great deal of credit.” .
Maddux looked at him, then he laughed. The hard, barking
sound of his laugh shocked us. Burnett flushed angrily.
“I can’t see there isanything to laughat...”” =~ .
“I'can,” Maddux said. He pointed the stem of his pipe at
Burnett. “If you think Helen Dester didn’t know her husband
was insured for seven hundred and fifty thousand you have an-
other think coming. She knew, and I'll tell you why. She had
been alréady involved in an insurance fraud. I make a practice
to keep tabs on anyone who has been mixed up in any shady
insurance racket even if that someone hasn’t had anything to do
with my company. I keep a record of everyone who has made a
-doubtful claim because you never know if that someone will try
something smart with us. I’ve kept tabs on Helen Dester for a
long time. I know her background, and I know what made her
tick. Fourteen months ago, she was the mistress of a guy named
Van Tomlin. He insured himself in her favour for twenty thou-
~'sand dollars, Not long after, wher he was in her apartment, he
fell out of the window. ‘The insurance company wasn’t much,
but at least they-did threaten to fight her claim, but in the end
they compromised and she collected seven thousand instead of
twenty thousand. I don’t have to tell you if her claim had been
on the level she would have taken the company to court, but she
didn’t because she pushed Van Tomlin out of the window and
the insurance company knew it!1” . . .
There was a short, electric silence, T was thinking: thank God
we weren'’t able to go ahead with thé crack-brained idea of mine.
I could see now it would never have worked s not when we would
bave been up against this guy. :
- “Are you telling me that Mrs. Dester was a murderess?”
Burnett asked in a stifled voice. :
154 .
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" Aaddux showed his small white teeth in a grin. L
“‘"‘hzts what Im telling you: and I'll tell you somethv

»'_cke Three years ago when she was twenty-four, she was a com- -
"ganion to an old lady who was stupid enough to leave Mrs. Des- .

;,J five thousand dollars in her will and éven more stupid to tell -
“har what she had done. Two months later, the old lady fell down-
Attws and broke her neck.” .

" Madvig turned on Bromwich and glowered at him,

“Why the hell didn’t you find this out?” he snarled.

‘I'm looking for Dester,” Bromwich said, his usual red face
tﬁOV.' purple. “I haven’t got around to Mrs. Dester yet,”

" Madvig snorted, then turned to Maddux.

~ “Well, she didn’t kill Dester, did she?”

- “How do you know? Where is Dester? How do you know .,
’h’ isn’t dead? How do you know she didn’t plan to Kl him,
fake 2 Kidnapping,-and collect the insurance money?”

- “Are you telling me she tied herself up, punched herself in the
jow and broke her goddamn neck?” Madvig exclaimed, sitting
forward, his purple face congested.

. -Maddux fetched out a box of matches and relit his pipe. His

movements were deliberate. I felt my heart suddenly slow down.

An icy chill crept up my spine. Something was coming. I could
“tz2 that, T found I was clenching my fists and sitting forward as

Madvig was sitting forward.

“No, she didn’t do that,” Maddux said. There was a cold,

‘hard expression on his face that made everyone in the room stare
.2t him. “But before you pin her death on Dester, you'd better

start digging around for the other man.” He paused, looking at

_Madvig. “For you can bet your last buck there is another man.”



- CHAPTER TWELVE f

It was lucky for me that both Madvxg‘ and Bromwich re-
sented MadduX’s intrusion into the case. I didn’t realize this at
the time, but subsequent facts were to _prove that they were hos-
tile not only to him, but to his ideas.

Madvig said, “Oh, 1 don’t know, Mr. Maddux .We don’t
want to make this case too comphcated As T see it, Dester killed |
her. That’s a straightforward theory. They drive away, she is |
found dead and he has disappeared. It looks a cinch to me. It’s
happened thousands of times before, and it will happen thous-
ands of times in the future.”

Maddux stared at him for a long, uncomfortable moment,
‘then he shrugged his shoulders. -

“Okay. It's not my business to tell you how to run this in-
vestigation, but remember what I sald when you find Desters
dead body: look for the other man.”

“What makes you think Dester s dead?” Madwg askcd'
sharply.

" “When a guy is insured for three-quarters of 2 million and

he comes to me to ask me to delete the self-destruction clause in

his policy with a lame story that he doesn’t want to be tempted

to do away with himself, I know there’s trouble coming. When I
know heis married to a gold-digging murderess I know from

which direction the trouble will come. When I hear he’s sud-

denly disappeared and she’s been found dead in mysterious cir-

cumstances I know a smart idea to defraud my company has

been tried and has turned sour. We must find him.”

“We'll do that,” Madvig sa1d _his purple: face turning 'a
deeper shade.

“And another thing: who inherits what’s left of his estate
now his wife is dead?” Maddux went on. “Did he leave a
Wlu?” ”.

"Something nudged me into life. Call ita hunch if you h}\e,
but I had a sudden feeling that no one must see the will that
Marian found until I had had the chance of examining it. For
all I knew Dester might just possibly have left me something,
and if he had, I would be right out on a limb. So far, there was
no motive that could be put down in black and thte for me to
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have murdered him, but a mention in the will would mpnly the.
notive,

“1 don’t know,” Burnett was saying, “I don’t think he made '
, will.” He looked over at me. “You haven’t come across a wﬂl
have you, Nash?”

‘fNot yet, but I have still a lot of papers to go through,” I
said. I looked across at Marian, met her surprised eyes and
vowned at her. I did this quickly, and then looked back at Burn-
tt. He didn’t seem to have nouced my signal. “If I ﬁnd any-
thing I’ll let you know at once.”

“Has he any relations?” Maddux asked.

“No, nor has Mrs. Dester.”

-Maddux scratched the side of his jaw. '

“I’d like to know who would benefit if my company had to
pay the claim.” He showed his white teeth in a grim smile. “I
may say this: we won’t pay out unless we are absolutely con-
sinced there has been no attetnpt at fraud, All the same, I’d like
0 know who we have to deal with.”

“If Nash finds the will, I’ll let you know,” Burnett said.

-“Okay. Well, now I’ve got to get back to San Francisco. I'll
be down again.” He turned to Madvig. “Until Dester is found,
alive or dead, I want someone in this house. I can either send one
f my own investigators or you can use one of your men. I want
this house watched day and night until Dester is found. Will you
ixitorshall I?” -,

" That was nearly the finisher as far as I was concerned. How
was I to move Dester’s body if there was a policeman guarding
the house?

“Surely that’s not necessary,” Madvig said, frowning. “You
said just now you were convinced Dester is dead . . .”

“I want to make certain his ghost doesn’t walk,” Maddux
said with a hard little grin.

“Sergeant Lewis can stay,” Bromwich said.

Madvig shrugged his shoulders.

“Yes, He’s right here now. There’s no point in using one of
your men.”

“That’s fine,” Maddux said and knocked out his pipe. “If
you find either Dester or his will, let me know at once.” He
turned to me, “What’s your position here, Mr. Nash?”

“I've been-paid to the end of the month,” I sald. “I'm at
Mr. Burnett’s disposal until then.”

“I don’t want to stay,” Marian broke in.

Maddux looked at her, then at Burnett, who said, “Couldn’t
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" you stay on for & few days, Miss Temple? We shall need you

at the inguest. The house will have to be looked after, Nanx;ally
T'1l see you get paid. I would be glad if you would stay.”

* ‘Marian hesitated, “Very well, I’ll stay unti] the end of the

week, but not after.” :

“Thank you. We shall probably: have news of Dester by then.”
. Maddux, Madvig-and Bromwich had- gone out into the hall
-1 could hear Madvig talking to Lewis.

" Burnett went on, “Well, as I'm here, I may as well Jook at
Mr. Dester’s papers. I havent much time. Have you got them
ready for me?”

“f was going to parcel them up and send them down 1o you,

- 1 said. “At the moment they are in rather a mess. If you could
glve me unnl {O-INOTIOW mormng g1 have them all’ ready for
you.” -

' He hesitated, then nodded. “Do that. I can get one of my

- clerks to go through them.” .~

- Nodding to Marian and then to me, he went out and ]omcd the
other three as they stood by the police car talking. =

Marian came up to me. “Glyn, why didn’t you...?”

I wh1pped my hind over her mouth, cutting her words off.

“Lewis is out there,” I breathed. “Don’t say anything.” Then
raising my voice, I went on, “Let’s get back to the study. We
have a lot of work to get through.” -

Pale, her eyes alarmed, Marian let me lead her into the hall.

Lewis was prowling around at the foot of the stairs, his hands
in his trousers pockets, his thin, hard face scowling.

We went past him without saying anything, down the passage
and into Dester’s study. I shut the door and locked it. ‘

“Glyn! What is happening? Why dxdn’t you tell them we had
found the will?”

“I wanted to look at it ﬁrst,” I sald movmg away from the

door and over to the desk. “L'had to look at it first.” .

_ “But why? You can’t.do that, Its addressed to Mr. Burn-
ett.”

I pushed as:de the heap of bills and found the long envelopc
Then I sat down, holding it in my hand.
~.“I can put it in another envelope. Burnett’s not to know 1ts
sealed, I've got to look at it first.”
She came and stood oppos1te me, her hands restmg on thc
"desk, hereyes scared,
“But why, Glyn? Is there somethmg Wrong”’ :
“Not yet. You heard what Maddux said about the other man?
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Tf I'm named in thJs will, he may jump to the cenclusxon that I :

m the other man.’ ,

. Shestared at me, her eyes opemng wide. .

“T could be in trouble, Marian, if I don’t handle this sctup
zarcfully. You may as well know the truth. For a very short tirne, -
Helen and I were lovers.”

* Marian turned away and, crossing the room, she sat down “I
gucs sed that, Glyn.”
 “Yes. Maddux may guess it too. If Dester is found dead he
may think I killed him if I’m named in this will.”

“Of course he won’t, Glyn! How can you say such a thmg?”
- “Oh, yes, he will. It’s a formula the police work to: husband
who -is insured for a lot of money suddenly dies. The wife has a
lover, The wife dies. The lover is found to come into money left
by the husband, Q.E.D. The lover has killed the husband and
probably the wife. It has happened and will go on happening. All
they want now is to find a motive.”

“But the police don’t work like that, Glyn. They work on.
tlues....” she began, then stopped as I took out my penknife and
slit open the envelope.

*.“They haven’t any clues,” I said as I pulled a single sheet
Of paper out of the envelope, “and I'm going to take good care
they don’t have a motive to pin on me.”

"I read the short docurnent. As I read the wording I feit myself
turn first hot, then cold. I went so cold it was as if I was stand-
ing in the way of a raging arctic wind.
~ It was a straightforward, simple testarnent. It said that as I
had saved his life, I was to receive any money left over from the
estate after the creditors had been paid. In the event of Helen’s
death, and if ‘the National Fidelity paid the insurance money
into the estate, the whole amount should come to me.

- Marian said sharply, “Glyn! What is it?”

I tossed the will across to her.
~ “Read it,” I sald, my voice shaking. “The crazy, drunken
- fool has left me everything!”

The laugh was on me.

- If I hadn’t been such a smart alec and if I hadn’t tried to
born in on the insurance money, it seemed now that I would
have had a chance of getting the money anyway. I was sure
Helen would have come unstuck against Maddux. If I had kept
to the side lines and not interfered and let her get rid of Dester
on hcr own; she would probably have landed herself in the death
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cell, and the money would have automancally come to me. B
1 had to be smart. I had manoeuvred myself into a position now
. where I dared not show Burnett this will. It would put me right
under the spot-light. They would not. only hang Helen’s death
on me, but they would go flat out to hang Dester’s death on me
-t00. In the state T was in, I knew I would never face up to pohcc
examination.

1 did my best to explain to Marlan that I dldn’t want thc
money, and so long as there was a mystery attached to. Dester's
death, it would be asking fortrouble to let anyone see the will,

. “T’1l keep it-for the time being,” I said. “If Dester turns up,

. T’ give it back to him and ask him to destroy it.’I don’t want

the money. If he isn’t alive, then T’ll destroy it myself. I’ve got to
keep out of this, kid. You can see that, can’t you?” .

“But surely, Glyn, if Mr. Dester wanted you to. have the
tnoney...” She stopped abruptly and looked at me. “You
didn’t have anything to do with his disappearance?”

“You see,” 1 said, “the idea suddenly drops into your mind
that I might have. Can you imagine how Maddux would react?”

“That doesn’t answer my question,” Marian said sharply. ]
wouldn’t ask you if you weren t actmg 50 strangely, and you art
_ acting strangely, Glyn.” -

© . *I don’t know what has happened to Dester and I have had
nothmg to do with his disappearance,” I said, forcing myself fc
meet her eyes. “I admit I have a guilty conscience. Helen and
T were lovers. I acted like a fool; and it could get me into troubk
with the police. Surely you can see that?”
“Just because you were lovers . ‘

“Now look, don’t let’s waste tune I know what I am domg
,I was losing patience. “I'm going to. put the will in my. ban
for the time being. I'm gomg to do it right now. Will you con-
tinue to list these bills? I won’t be long.” .

““Are you quite sure you know what you are domg, Glyn?”

I gotup and went over to her and took her in my arms.

“I'm not doing anything wrong. I don’t want his money anc
I don’t want Maddux to know he has left me the money. Don’
worry and don’t tell anyone you know about it.” -

I kissed her, and then unlocking the study door, I went out
into the hall.

There was no sign of Lewis. I-stood hesitating, thinking o

'the deep-freeze cabinet. Suppose Lewis got inquisitive. anc
looked inside? Somehow I had to get Dester’s body -out of 1
house to-night. I had no idea how I was gomg to'doit wzth Lem‘
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i prowling around, but I had to do it. . _ :
"I went down the passage and into the Kitchen, but it was
“¢mpty. I Jooked at the bottles on top of the deep-freeze cabinet,
. They were in place. I crossed over to the cabinet and turned off
‘the switch. The motor gave a little rumble and stopped. I stood
for a long moment, my hand resting on the 1id of the cabiriet.
‘The body in the cabinet would be completely thawed out by
-to-night. Even with the body in a relaxed state, I knew it was go-
‘ing to be a hell of a job to get it out of the cabinet without help.

I pushed the thought out of my mind, and leaving the kit-
chen, I hurried over to the garage, got into the Buick and drove
to my bank where I picked up the safe key. I then drove over
to the safe deposit company. I opened the safe, took out Dester’s
gun, being careful to drop a handkerchief over it before touching’
it. I put it in my hip pocket. Then I put the will on top of Des-
ter’s suicide note, shut and locked the safe. )

By the time I got back to the house, it was just after one
o'clock. Marian had laid lunch for three out on the terrace, I
went into the kitchen where I found her preparing lunch.

" “The motor’s stopped running in the freezer,” she said as 1
came in. “Is that all right?”’ _

:“Yes. We’re not likely to use it now so I turned it off.”

T heard a sound behind me and looking over my shoulder I
saw Sergeant Lewis. He was looking beyond me at the deep-
freeze cabinet and he walked past me and stood bcforc‘xt. e

" “Ive always wanted one of these things,” he said. “This is
a pretty big one, isn’t it?”’ . )

My heart was pounding as I walked over and joined him.

“You can get smaller ones,” I said. “The Desters scarcely
ever used this monster.” .

- “It certainly is big,” Lewis said. He shifted his glance to stare
at the bottles. “He carried quite a stock of whisky. Funny place
to keep them.” .

““I put them there. He had them in his closet. _ oan

G they sell up herc, maybe I could g'et that cabinet Ck:;l’?:
Lewis said. “What’s inside? Is it fitted with trays andmr:ic ot

“It has two long trays,” I said, and I had t0 mal\:. -‘;nCL M;,

0 keep my voice steady. “I don’t :ﬁ’hmk you'd get it cncap.
One of the hotels is bound to bid for it.

“Yeah, I guess that’s right.”

He stared at the cabinet for

his shoulders and turned away- Iped carry 1+ Ht

Marian said lunch was rcadyé 1zmd we h=
’ 1

a long moment, then shrugged



- out 6n to the terrace, Aftcr a trood mesl and under. thc mﬁumee"
of the warm sunshine, Lewis appeared to relax. .
“This guy Maddux,” he said, “may be a ball of ﬁre a3 &
claims assessor, but he certainly has some crumrny ideas when it
comes to an investigation. It sticks out a mile that Dester knocked-
his wife off. You can see that, can’t you?” He looked over atme.” -
T think he lost his head and hit her too hard,” I .,ald care-i
fully. “I don’t think he intended to kill her.” .

“Whether he intended to or not, he killed her, and that's
murder.” He tilted his basket chair back. “I wonder where he is-
now. It’s my bet he’s in Mexico or someplace where 'we wont
think of looking for him.” -

“You don’t thml hc will come back here then?” Manan

. asked, :

© “Is it likely?- Why should he want to come back here? He
must know the house will be watched. He'll get as far away from:
Hollywood as he can. It's his only hope ” He glanced over at
me. “Did you ﬁnd awill?”

“NG 1] . .

“¢This guy Maddux is Jooking for trouble,” Lsrwxs said, shrug—
‘ging his shoulders, “Ariyway, why should'I care? I’ve got a mce‘
soft job for the moment.” -

“That reminds me: if you want to take 2'nap thls afternoon,
1 said, “I’d better show you your room.”

“What the hell do I want to take a nap for?” -

“I thought you were going to be up all night.”

He laughed. “In case Dester ‘comes back? Not a chance I
haven't had a decent sleep since this case broke. I’'m not going to
miss the chance now Bromwich can’t call me out in the rmddle
of the night to hold his hand.”

" I pushed back my chair, “Well, T guess I'd better get to Work
Mr. Burnett wants Dester’s papers to-morrow morning and
there’s still 2 lot to do.”

For the first time since' T heard Lewis was gomg 10 stay in the
house, I lost my sick feeling of fear, If he wasn’t going to prowl
around the-house, I had a chance of getting Dester’s body into
the garden. It would be risky, but I had to take the risk. .

Lewis said to Marian, “I'll help you with the dishes. My
wife says I’ the best dish washerin the district.” * -

I went into’ Dester’s study, shut the door and sat down. I
~took the gun from my hip pocket and put it in the top desk

‘drawer, Then I slipped on a pair of glovés I had by me, took a
sheet of notepaper from the rack and fed it into the typ~.wnter.
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Iwo}\ off the gloves and sat for a moment ttunkmg Then Z
1} 1,-d the following : :

. Toc come back for the gun. Thzs 15 my ﬁmsh 1 didn’t mean
30 Vit her so hard. I thought I might get away with it, but I now.
kot I can’t. Anyway I don’t want to live any longer. Pm: taking
the easy way out. There’s no future left for me . '

T studied the note for a moment, then pumng on the gloves
aamn I took the sheet of paper out of the machine and put it
under a stack of typing paper in the top drawer.

T looked at the clock. It was just after half past two. In ten
hours or so, if I had any luck, I would be free of the whole night-
mare thing. :

* Marian and I didn’t get Dester’s papers parcelled up until
past eight o’clock. We had come across another drawer of bills -
just when we thought we had finished and that held us up.

- After I had struck a grand total, I said, “Well, I don’t think
there will be much left: he now owes close on fifty thousand.”

. “Do you think if anything happens to him that the insur-
ence company will pay up?® Marian asked.

- “I don’t know. It depends what has happened to him. Any-
my, I don’t care one way or the other. I don’t want the money.”

[ got to my feet. “Well, I guess you don’t have to hang on
any longer unless you want to, kid. Why don’t you go to a
movie or something?”

She shook her head.

“I don’t feel like it. Do you want to go?”

The thought of staying in this house waiting for Lewis to go
to bed wasn’t a pleasant one, but I dared not leave the house.
Lewis had shown a mild interest in the freezer. There was just
2 chance that, left on his own, he might take the bottles off the
top and look inside.

“Let’s go into the lounge. Maybe there’s something to watch
on television.”

- Lewis was watching the fights when we entered the lounge.

- “These are pretty rotten,” he said, glancing over his shoul-
der at us, “If you two want some other programme, it’s okay
with me.”

Marian said she didn’t want to watch.

“Pm going over to my room,” she said. “I have some letters
to write,”

. Iwas glad to get her out of the house.

“I'll come over with you,” I said.
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out on 10 the terrace. After a good meal and under the mﬂuence
of the warrm sunshine, Lewis appeared to relax. . ‘
© «This guy Maddux,” he said, “may be'a ball of ﬁre 8. a
claims assessor, but he certainly has some crummy jdeas when zt
comes to an investigation. It sticks outa mile that Dester knodzed
his wife off. You can see that, can’t you?” He looked over at me: .
" «T think he lost his head and hit her too hard * 1 said care-‘
fully. “I don’t think he intended to kill her.” x
«Whether he intended to or mot, he killed her, and thats
murder.” He tilted his basket chair back, “I wonder where he is
, now. It’s my bet he’s in Mezxico or someplace Where we won’t
think of looking for him.”

“You don’t thm} he will come back here then?” Maman
asked. '

“Ts it likely? Why should he want to come: back here? He
must know the house will be watched. He’ll get as ‘far away from
Hollywood as 'he can. It’s his only hope.” He glanced over at
“mie, “Did you ﬁnd a will?”
o “NO ) §

" “This guy Maddux is looking for tmuble,” Lems Sald shrug-
* ging his shoulders. “Anyway, why should I care? DIve got a nice
- soft job for the moment.”

. “That reminds me: 1f you want to take a nap thls aftemoon,

T said, “I’d better show you your room.” :
" “What the hell do I want to take a nap for?”
“T thought you were going to be up all night” - -
He laughed. “In case Dester comes back? Not a chanoe 4
. haven’t had a decent sleep since this case broke. I’m not going t
miss the chance now Bromwich can’t call me out in the m:lddh
of the night to hold his hand.”

T pushed back my chair, “Well, I guess I'd better get to Work
Mr. Burnett wants Dester’s papers to-morrow mormng an(
there’s still a lot to do.”

For the first time since I heard Levms was going 1o stay. in th‘
house, I lost my sick feeling of fear. If he wasn’t going to prow

. around the-hotise, I had a chance of getting Dester’s body int
the garden. It would be risky, but I had to take the risk.

Lewis said to Marian, “I'll help you with the dishes: M
wife says I’'m the best dish washerin the district.”

I went into Dester’s study, shut the door and .sat down
took the gun from my hip pocLet and put it in the top des
drawer, Then I slipped on 2 pair of gloves I had by me, took

' sheet of notepaper from the rack and fed it into the tmmtex
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ook off the ploves and eat f@r x rnom«*m thmkmg f’bsn I
vod S following ! |
“Fae come Buck for the gun, This is my ﬁm:h I didn’ f mean
o dij fee vo hard. T r/.oughf 1 might get away cwith it, but I' 105y
iq'm? 7 car’t. Anyivay I don’t want to live any longer. I’m takzng
e covy wony out, There's no future left forme ... :
4 studied .4 the note for a moment, then putting on the g‘lovca
i 1 ook the sheet of paper out of the machine and put it
:jﬂ' a stuck of typing paper in the top drawer.
1 Innked at the clock. It was just after half past two. In ten
TS OF TO, if I i*nd any luck, I would be free of the whole night~
n'\'ﬁi( ﬂf’

Xarjan and T didn’t get Dester’s papers parcelled up until
vt eight a'clock, We had come across another drawer of bills
wst when we thought we had finished and that held us up.

. At T had struck a grand total, I said, “Well, I don’t think
here will be much left: he now owes close on fifty thousand.”
" “Da vou think if anything happens to him that the insur-
snct cornpany will pay up?® Marian asked.

+I don't know, It depends what has happened to him. Any-
az;":. I'don’t care one way or the other. 1 don’t want the money.”
b got 1o my feer. “Well, T puess you don’t have to hang on
wny longer unless you want to, kid. Why don’t you go to a
Thvie or °0mc1.hmg’>”

She shook her head,

“T don’t {ee! like it. Do you want to go?”

- The thought of staying in this house waiting for Lewis to go
‘v bxd wasn't a pleasant one, but I dared not leave the house.
“:s had shown a mild interest in the freezer. There was just

: chanee thet, left on his own, he might take the bottles off the

st and lool inside.

4
Tats £0 into the lounge. Maybe there’s something to watch
a2 television.”
y ,
ewis was watching the fights when we entered the lounge.
. “These ere pretty rotten,” he said, glancing over his shoul-
dxr at u*. “If you two want some othcr programme, it’s okay
wIth me”
:n;zm'z said she didn’t want to v atch.
m i:omw aver 10 my room,” she said. “I have some letters
Liwpive,
f vt elad ro get her out of the house.
3 come over with you,” I said.



- We walI\ed across fo the garage m the fading hght and paused .
at the entrance. ‘
. “Plget back,” T said. T want an early mght AJI thxs comf '
monon has made me tired.” - R

“You don’t think anything Wﬂlhappen to-mght, Glyn? » , ‘

“Im-sure it won’t. Forget 1t, kld Dester’s miles away by'.l_i,
now, In another few days you can qm - g

“I shall be glad to go.” !

- Tbentand kissed her. “T']l see youin the morning.” '

1 hurried back to the house. Lewis was: lolling in hxs chau',‘
staring at a couple of bruisers being careful not to hurt each
other. “These two puffs have been waltzing around the ring now
for ten minutes, They haven’t ]ald a glove on each other, yet. v

I looked at my strap watch. It was getting on for nine. I had
still at least four hours to kill before I could start on the last
leg of this mghtmare I sat down, lit. a cxgarette and watched
the screen. .

After five more dreary minutes had ticked by, the referee ‘
stopped the fight and called it a no contest.

‘“About time too,” Lems said. .“Anyway, -they won! 't get
pald.” '

Another couple chmbed mto the ring and another slow, unex—i
citing fight started. After a whﬂe I noticed Lewis had fallen
asleep.

I looked at him. Hls thin face hadn’t relaxed in sleep: it looked
as if it had been carved out of stone. I didn’t dare do anything
yet. I began to check off in my mind the points I had to remem-
ber. I had evérything ready. First I would have to-remove the
bottles from the top of the deep-freeze cabinet, then I had-to get
him out of the cabinet, take him into the garden, and then fire
off the gun.

It was only then that I realized with a sudden s:ck shock that
1 wouldn’t be able to get back into the house before Lewis came
down to investigate the sound of the shot.

I couldn’t take the risk of him spotting me in the garden He!
might Iook out of his window and see me coming back to the \
house or he might rush down.and meet me as 1 was entermg
the house. *

Isat starmg at the bnght television screen, fighting against my
rising ‘panic. How was I to get around this snag? It took me

several minutes to accept the fact that I dared not take Dester
out into the gdrden. Then it dawned on me that I had been
mahng thmgs more difficult foz myself. Dester-had omgmally

6 .
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fshot hlmself in his study. The safest thing for me to do was to '
"y't the stage exactly as it had been and stage the suicide once .
‘more in his study. I could fire the gun through the open win-
dow. The fact that the window was open would point to the way
Dester had entered the study. I began to breathe again. It was
better this way: As soon as I had fired the shot I would cross.the
passage into the kitchen, wait until Lewis had gone into the
study, then I’d leave the kitchen, creep half-way up the stairz,
furn and run down noisily as if I had just come from my room.

+In theory it sounded’ fine, but I flinched from the reality of
carrying it out. I dreaded opening the freezer and seeing him
again, but I had to doit. ,
~ Around half past ten Lewis abruptly woke’ up I had been
watching him and when I saw him stir, I closed my eyes anr’
pretended 1 had also fallen asleep.

“Sweet grief! Those puffs are still waltzing together,” he said
in disgust as he sat up.

I stirred and opened my eyes. “Well, they sent us to sleep:
what more do you want?” I turned off the set. “I guess I'm
going up to bed.”

- “Yeah,” Lewis returned and stretched, “I’ve been wasting
time. I should have been in bed long ago.” He got to his fect.
“Doyou lock up here?”

“Sure,” I said. “It won’t take me long. You go on up.”

“I guess I’ll come around with you. I wouldn’t want 2 burg-
lar to break in while I’'m snoring upstairs. I'd get ribbed for the
‘rest of my days.”

He followed me into the hall and watched me lock and bolt the

front door, then he came after me, down the passage into the
‘kitchen and watched me fasten the kitchen door.
“That’s it,” I said. “Now let’s get upstairs.”
- He pulled aside the kitchen curtains.

“This window’s not locked,” he said and slid the catch.

“Let’s have a look at the rest of the windows.”
I could have strangled him, but there was nothing to do but
“to follow him into the dining-room, the lounge and finally into
Dester’s room. He had checked and found the windows of the
lounge and dining-room were locked. He pushed open the door
leading into Dester’s study, snapped on the light and crossed the
~100m to the window.

~ “This isn’t locked,” he said.

I was staring at the desk, a cold chill creeping up my spine.
“Like a careless, stupid fool I had left the pair of gloves right
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by the typewnter in full view. I took a- step fomrd in the hope
I could snatch them up before he tumed but he was already
turning and I stopped short. '

“Well, that’s that ” he saxd “No ‘one’can get in now wxrh- ‘
out breaking a pane.”

He moved acros§ the room, not Iookmg at the desk, and
stepped into the passage. I turned off the hght and fouowed hxm‘
out, leaving the door half open.. -

_“Let’s go,” he sald “If you hear anythmg, call me, I usually
sleep like a dead man.”

We* went upstairs together and parted at the head of the stairs.
He went towards the guest room at the far end of the passage,
next door to Helen’s room. . )

“So long,” I said. “Sleep well.” -

He nodded, then went into his bedroom and shut the door.
I 'stood for a moment, listeniing, then I turned off the hall lights

from the two-way switch and then went down the passage to my
room

" Twalked slowly over to the bed and sat on it.

Had he seen the gloves? That was the kind of stupid slip that
could put a man in the death cell. What was I thinking about to;
have made a mistake like that? Maybe he hadn’t seen them. He
hadn’t remarked on them, but did that mean anything? -

1 felt sweat on my face as I realized just what kind of a job
I had on my hands this night. I had all those bottles to take off
the cabinet, and when I had got Dester out of the freezer, I had

. to put the bottles back agaln I had to do that without making
-the slightest sound. I wasn’t kidded by that last rematk of
Lewis’s about sleeping like a dead man. |

By checking what he had thought to be all the windows, he
had satisfied himself that no oné could get in without breaking
a window-pane, but he had missed the cloakroom that led off
into the hall. That was the way Dester had to come, I told myself.

. But Lewis had complicated things for me, I had to fire the gun
in Dester’s study. That meant I had to unlatch the WlndOW;
open it, fire the gun out of it, close and Jatch the window agam
That would 'take up most of my escape time. I would have to
mmnove like lightning if I were to get out of the room before Lewis
reached the head of the stairs where he could see into the hall.

I got to my feet and undressed ‘slowly. I put on py]amas and
a dressmg—gown I bad brought the gun up from the study. I

~ checked it, then I took out the empty shell and loaded the live
slug in its place, With a handkerchief I Wlped over the gun very
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mfully, and wrappmg the handkerchief around the butt, I put,
1e gun in my dressing-gown pocket. |
‘My first move would be to go downstairs into Dester 5 study
1d get the gloves. I knew I mustn’t touch anything until I had
iy hands covered. One finger-print would blow my plan sky
igh. I Jooked at my strap watch. The time was five minutes past
even, 1 couldn’t start this thing until after one o’clock. I had
y be suré that Lewis was heavily asleep. I turned off my bed-
som light, then opening the door I looked along the passage .
' Lewis’s' door. No light showed from under the door. That.
least showed he was in bed.

I pusbed my door to without shutting it and groped my way
ick to the bed and stretched out on it.

I lay in the darkness and waited, and for the first time since
wasa kid, I prayed.



“CHAPTER ‘THIRTEEN: -

, - 'THE clock in the hall chimed the quarter after one o'clock.
For the past two hours I had been lymg on the bed, sweating it

~out and listening to the violent rain storm that lashéd against
the bedroom windows: a storm that had blanketed every other.
sound in the house: Tt had lasted half an hour and gs qmckly had

“died out. I swung my legs off the bed and sat up. I remained mo-

“tionless, listening. Only the busy ticking of the bedside clock and
the vxolent thumpmg of my heart came to meas I sat in the dark—
ness :

I reached out and turned on the bedside Iamp Then I stood
up, slid my feet into slippers and moved to my bedroom door 1o
Took out into the darkness of the passage. No light showed from
Lewis’s door. I listened. for another long minute,: then, satisfied
“he was asleep, I went over to: the chest of. drawers and picked up.

' my flashlight. T mrned it on &nd then put out the bedside Light.

"Moving sﬂently I reached ‘the hall and moved down the pas-

.sage and into Dester’s study. I closed the door, turned on the
light anid picked up the gloves that were lying on the desk. 1 put~

“them on. My hands were shaking so badly that I had troublé in
gétting the confession note from under the pile of typing paper..

- Inearly stripped off the gloves as I fiddled to pick up the. sheet,

“but stopped myself in time. I.fed the sheet of paper into the
machine; being careful to hne up the last Word with the gmde
line of the machine.

+ T went over to the wmdow, unlatched it and op°ned it a few
inches, '

Turmng off the hght° I opened the door and stood hstenmg
Thcre was no’ sound to alarm me, and bracing myself I went

: srlent]y along the passage; lighting my way- with my flashlight,
into the Kitchen. I shut and locked the doort, then’I tarned on the
Ii ght and looked across at the deep-freeze cabinet. .

"1 was in a pretty bad state of nerves by then. My heart WA
beatmg $0 vmlcntly that I felt suffocated and my gloved
were: shakmg. 1 smrted to remove the three dozen bottles
wlnsky that were piled on top of the cabinet. I was careftﬂ -

"16 let the bottles clash together and I stood them in neat 1

“to one side of the cabmet. It was when 1 was taking the last of
' bottles oﬁ’ that I very nearly ran ifdto d.lsaster As I pxcLed up
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“of the bottles, the remaining botile toppled over and began to roll
.tosenrds the edge of the cabinet top. I hurriedly set down the two .
“hottles as the third bottle reached the edge, toppled over and fell, |
Somehow I got my hand under it when it was inches from the
ldor and held it. I stood for a long moment, sweat on my face

“and my body trembling, then I set down the bottle and straight~

.ened up. It had been a close call. e

*..:Lerossed over to the door, turned the key and opened the door
a few inches and listened. C
" This was the moment. Once I got him out of the cabinet I

-would have to hurry. If Lewis came down before I could get
“Dester into the study and before I could fire the shot, all this

_agony of nerves, my careful planning, the risk I was taking would

- be{or nothing,.

. 'T went back into the kitchen, closed and locked the door again,
and then walked over to the cabinet. As I put my hands on the
lid to 1ift it, my nerve failed. I stepped back, wiping the sweat off

"my face with the sleeve of my dressing-gown. I crossed to a cup-

-board, opened it and took out a drinking glass. I just couldn’t -
apen the cabinet without a shot of whisky. I opened one of the
bottles, fumbling at it with my gloved fingers, but I got it open,
-splashed three inches of whisky into the glass and shot it down

-y throat. I felt the whisky hit my stomach and felt my nerves
tighten under the impact. It did the trick. Although I was
tempted to repeat the dose, I resisted the temptation. I put the
‘glass down and, leaving the opened bottle of whisky on the table,

1 turned back to the cabinet. As I was lifting the lid, T suddenly
stifferied. My heart jumped, then raced. Had I heard something?

- Had the stairs creaked as if stealthy feet were moving down
them? T lowered the lid hurriedly, walked swiftly to the dcor,
turned off the light, unlocked the door and opencd it an inch

~or so. T listened, holding my breath, trying to hear any sound
above the thudding of my heartbeats. I stood there ff)r what

must have been five agonizing minutes, but I heard nothing, and

s finally, convinced my imagination bad been playing me tricks,

‘T closed and locked the door again, turned on the light and

leaned against the door, trying to control my shaking limbs.

T went back to the cabinet, lifted the lid, and with my breath
whistling between my clenched teeth, I looked down at him. .
. He lay on his side, the wound in his head away from me. He
loaked quite natural, as if he were asleep. I bent df"’"n end
toiiched the side of his neck. He was scarcely cold. There was
less moisture in the cabinet than I bad thought: most of it had
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- CHAPTER THIRTEEN -

. 'THE clock in the hall chimed the quarter after one o’clock.
For the past two hours I had been lymg on the bed, sweating i
-out and listening to the violént rain storm that lashed agains
_the ‘bedroom windows: a storm:that had blanketed every othes
sound in the house, It had lasted half an hour and as quickly hac
died out. T swung my legs off the bed and sat up. I remained mo-
tionless, listening. Only the busy nckmg of the bedside clock anc
" the vmlent thumpmg of my heart came to me as I sat in the darL
ness :
B | reachcd out and turned on the bed51de Iamp Then I stooc
up, slid my feet into slippers and moved to my.bedroom door tc
look out into the darkness of the passage. No light showed fron
Lewis’s door. I listened. for another long minute, then, satisfiéc
- he was asleep, I went over to the chest of drawers and picked ug
’ my flashlight. I turned it on and then put out the bedside light
- ‘Moving silently I reachéd the hall and moved down the pas;
sage and into Dester’s study. I closed the door, turned on th
+ light and picked up the gloves that were lying on the desk. I pu
. them on. My hands were shaking so badly that I had trouble ir
: getting ‘the corifession note from under the pile of typing paper
1 nearly stripped off the gloves as I fiddled to pick up the sheet
but stopped myself in time. I fed the sheet of paper into th
lmachme, being careful to line up the last word with the guid
line of the machine.
.+ I went over to the window, unlatched 1t and opened it a fev
inches.
" Turping off the light, I opened the door and stood hstemng
There was no sound to alarm me, and bracing myself I wen
sﬂenﬂy along the passage, lighting my way with my flashlight
into the kitchen. I shut and locked‘the door, then I tiirned on th
light and looked across at the deep-freeze cabinet.
.. I'was in’a pretty bad state of nerves by then. My heart wa
. beating so wolently that I felt suffocated and my gloved hand:
were shaking.'T started to remove the three dozen bottles o
whisky that were piled on top of the cabinet. I was careful no
1o let the bottles clash together and I stood them in neat row:
“to'one side of the cabinet. It was when I was taking the last of the
bottles off that I very nearly ran irto dlsaster As I picked up Wi
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.of the bottles, the remaining bottle toppled over and began to roll. .-
towards the edge of .the cabinet top. I hurriedly set down the two
.bottles as the third bottle reached the edge, toppled over and fell. -

Somehow I got my hand under it when it was inches from-the -
floor and held it. T stood for a long moment, sweat on my face
and my body trembling, then I'set down the botile and smxght—
-enedup. Ithad teenaclosecall,. * - ‘
I.crossed over to the door, turned the key and opened the door
a few inches and listenied. . -
This was the moment. Once 1 got him out of -the cabmet I
would have to hurry. If Lewis came down before I could get
Dester into the study and before I could fire the shot, all this
agony of nerves, my careful planning, the risk I was takmg would
be for nothing,
I went back into the kxtche:n, closed and locked the door again,
and then walked over to the cabinet. As I put my bands on the
- lid to lift it, my nerve failed. I stepped back, wiping the sweat off
my face with the sleeve of my dressing-gown. I crossed to a cup-
board, opened it and took out a.drinking glass. I just couldn’t
open the cabinet without a shot of whisky. I opened one of the
bottles, fumbling at it with my gloved fingers, but I got it open,
-splashed three inches of whisky into the glass and shot it down
-.my throat. I felt the whisky hit my stomach and felt my nerves
tighten under the impact. It did the trick. Although I was
tempted to repeat the dose, I resisted the temptation. I put the
" glass down and, leaving the opened bottle of whisky on the table,
I turned back to the cabinet. As I was lifting the lid, I suddenly
stiffened. My heart jumped, then raced. Had I heard something?
"Had the stairs creaked as if stealthy feet were moving down
them? I lowered the lid hurriedly, walked swiftly to the door,
turned off the light, unlocked the door and opened it an inch
or so. I listened, holding my breath, trying to hear any sound
above the thudding of my heartbeats. I stood there for what
must have béen five agonizing minutes, but I heard nothing, and
7 finally, convinced my imagination had been playing me tricks,
. I closed and lccked the door again, turned on the light and
leaned against the door, trying to control my shaking limbs.
. I went back to the cabinet, lifted the lid, and with my breath
Whlsﬂmg between my clenched teeth, I lIooked down at him.
He lay on his side, the wound in his head away from me. He
looked quite natural, as if he were asleep. I bent down and
" toirched the side of his neck. He was scarcely cold. There was
' less moisture in the cabinet than I had thought: most of it had
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Peeri absorbed by his clothes which felt\wét to the touch. Thi
didn’t worry me as it had rained heavily and I thought it woul
" be a fair risk to-assume the police wouldn’t be suspwlous sinc
Dester had no top coat with him.

" I-caught hold of him under his. annplts and heaved upwards
He was much heavier than I thought. He came-out slowly, an
1 saw then a small pool of blood on the floor of the cabinet
The wound was beginning to bleed agam now that the freezm;
process had worn off.

It took me three or four hellish minutes to ;et him from th<
cabinet on to the kitchen floor, and by the time€ I had done it, .
was completely bushed. I 'had to'lean against the cabinet whil
I fought for my breath. I-didn’t dare wait-too long. He had
bleed in the study: that was essential, otherwise they would knov
" he hadn’t shot himself there.

. T crossed over to the kitchen door, unlocked it, opened it an¢
hstened but I heard nothing. I went swiftly along to the study
pushed the door wide open and turned on the light. I didn’
dare attempt to carry Dester along the passage in the dark.
might knock against the wall or mal\e some ‘sound that wouL
alert Lewis. -

. I returned to the kxtchen, lifted Dester across my shoulder an

: set off down the passage to the study. My knees sagged unde
his dead weight,.my breath came in soft, strangled gasps, m
heart pounded, sweat blinded me, But I got him into the stud
without making any noise, and very carefully I slid him off m
shoulder on to the floor by the desk chair. Blood ran from hi

~ wound on to the carpet. o

I snatched up the flashlight, and slowly retracmg my steps t
the kitchen, I examined the carpet carefully to make sure ther
were no blood stains to give me away. I found a small one half
-way down the passage. I knew I was lucky there weren’t more

. I got a wet cloth from the kitchen and rubbed out the stain. Un
less the police examined the carpet minutely they wouldn’t fin
.it. Then I returned to the kitchen and, working feverishly,
‘cleaned out the cabinet, making sure that I got rid of every trac

" of blood. Then I cleaned the kitchen floor, washed out the clot

¢ and hid it in a saucepan. I would get rid of it in the morning
I told myself. Then I closed the lid of the cabinet and began t
put the bottles back into position. I was fecling better now.
had more control over my nerves. Three-quarters of the job wz
done. I now had to fire the gun out of the window, close th

window and get out of the room before Lewis came from hi
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He turned sw:lftly and faced the pantry door. .

“Okay, Dester,” he said in a low, snarhng voice. “Corne on
out with your hands in the air!”

I didn’t move, feeling sweat running down my face.”

“Come on! I know you'rein there!”,

" He waited for a few seconds, then suddenly, movmg fast, he
crossed to the pantry door and kicked it open.

At that moment his back was turned to me. I pulled aside the
curtain and tossed the whisky bottle over his head and towards
the opposite wall. The bottle fell with a crash on the floor and
smashed like a minjature bomb, sending a spray of splinters, and
whisky over the wall and floor.

Lewis stiffened, staring at the smashed bottle. I was already
moving as I threw the bottle. Holding the gun by its barrel, I
hit him ‘on the top of his head, driving him down on to his
knees. His gun fell out of his hand. He gave a stifled groan, tried
to push himself off his knees, but I hit him again. This time I
hit him much harder. The jar as the butt slammed down on his
head ran up my arm. He stretched out, face down with a sighing
groan.

I stepped back. I was shaking, and it was as much as'I could
donot to flop on the floor at his side.

He hadn’t séen me. I was positive of that. How long Would he
remain out? I caught hold of him under the armpits and dragged
him into the pantry, dumped him on the floor, closed and locked
- the door. Then I went back into Dester s study, moving at 2

‘staggering run. ~

From the bottom of a cupboard near the desk, I took ont a
small electric fire. I plugged it in and stood the fire near Dester’s
body. I knew it was vital to accelerate the final thawing-out pro-
cess, and also to take some of the wet out of his clothes.

I paused to check my dressing-gown and pyjamas, and it was
as well that I did. There was a long smear of blood on my py)ama

. trousers and a big stain on the dressing-gown.

Leaving the study I bolted upstairs, tore off my things and
put on a clean pair of pyjamas. I hid the soiled articles between
the mattress and the box spnng
. I went downstairs again and into the study. Bracmg myself

I exdmined Dester’s body closely. The blood from his wound had
made by now an unpressxve little halo around his head. I touched
his face. It felt warm. His muscles were relaxed. There was noth-

. ing more I could do now. He should have bled more, but with any
Iuck the medical examiner wouldn’t notice this..I plcked up Des-
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fRr's g that T had put on the desk, crossed to ‘the window,
pum.fcd the gun upwards and out of the window and pulled the
trigger. The crash of gunfire end the blinding fash’ 3m:cd me
and T very nearly dropped the gun: T didn’t have 2 great deal
of time now. I laid the gun by Dester’s side, shut and lstched
the window, then ran into the passage and alcng to th\. cIoai‘—
‘yoom. I raised the window and left it half open. .

Then I pecled off my gloves, chased upstairs and: hxd thnm
with my soiled pyjamas and dmssmg-gown

As I started down the stairs I heard the telephone bell rmgmg
That would be Marian, I thought. I went into the study and
lifted the receiver.

“GlynI What’s happened?” Her voice was high-pitched and

- anxious. “Was that a shot?”

“Yes. Stay right where you are. It’s Dester. He’s shot himself,
Now, don’t talk, I’ve got to call the police. Lewishas vanished . ..”

“But, Glyn...”

“Get off the line now. I want to phone,” and I hung up.

1 crossed over to the electric stove, turned it off, disconnected
it and put it back in the cupboard. In only a few minutes the
police would arrive. This was my last free time to make sure I
hadn't left a clue nor made a mistake. I looked around the room
earefully. I looked at Dester’s body. I checked the confession
note. ¥ pushed the gun a little closer to his body with my foot.

I sat in the lounge, a cigarctte burning between my fingers,

listening absently to the sound of the rain against the windows.
* Marizn was curled up on the settee, dozing. A bull-neck police-

man was standing in the doorway, his back to us. The time by

the clock on the overmantel was tw en‘qmelght minutes to four.

The rest of the house was swarming with activity. I caught
2 glimpse of detectives as they crossed the hall either going to~
wards Dester’s study or away from it. Two newspaper men were
arguing with a police sergeant. They wanted to talk to me, but

./ the police sergeant wouldn't let them into the Jounge.

- Tt had been barcly four minutes after I had telephoned that 2
prowl car had pulled up outside the house. Ten minutes later,
Bromwich had arrived with a squad of bomicide men. In less
than five minutes, they had found Lewis,

" Bromwich had asked me what had happened. I told him T
_had heard a shot, come down, found Dester in the study and
Lewis mnsmg* That was all I could tell him.
“Qkay, sitin the lovnge. I'll talk to you later,” he said.
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First, T went upstairs and put on a coat and a pau- of trouser
over my pyjemas, then I had come down into the lounge. B;
that time Marian had been brought over from the garage apart:
ment. After Bromwich had found out she had nothing to tel
him except that she had heard the shot he sent hcr into. thy
lounge with me.

We hadn’t said much to each other There was nothmg w
could say with the policeman in the doorway. ‘She had curle
up on the settee and closed her eyes.” :

It was a long wait, and my nerves were crawhng I saw a tal]
bony man cross the hall and heard the policeran say, “Straigh
down the passage on your left, doc.”

This bony man was the one who could shatter my plan

_ longed for a drink, but I didn’t dare take one. So I smoked an
waited. Around four. o’clock an ambulance arrived and I say
Lewis being carried out on a stretcher. It was then that I had
sudden terrified feeling that I might have killed him. .

" “Ts the sergeant all right?” I asked the policeman at the door.
" He turned and looked at me, his small, hard eyes aggressive.

“Yeah, he’s fine. He’s only got' a cracked skull, but there’

nothing else the matter with him.”

It was pretty obvious by the way he spoke he had no time fo
Lewis, I went on waiting.

At half past four another van arrived. Four men came in carry
ing a long, black, coffin-like box. I guessed they would be fror
the morgue. Around ten past five, they recrossed the hall, carry
ing the box on their shoulders, their knees sagging slightly unde

. its weight.

‘After being in the freezer for nearly ten . days, Dester was
last going to his grave. I turned my head away, feeling sick, an
the dull thump of the coffin as it was shifted from the men
shoulders to the floor of the van, turned me cold.

The first light of dawn was coming through the curtains whe

. Bromwich came in. He ‘walked with a little swagger, and ther
was a cocky expressionin his hard eyes.

“You two can go to bed. I'll want you at the inquest. Shoul
be in a couple of days. Sorry to have kept you up.”

I had hidden my clenched fists in' my trousers pockets, 2
his words my fists relaxed once more into shaking hands. “Aren
there any more questlons”’ I said, trymg to tmake my voic
sound steady.

He grinned. “It’s all ﬁxed I told that cluck Maddux how
was, but he wouldn’t listen. It vas as plain as the nose on.-m
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* foce. Dester didn't want to go into the sanatorium. On the way
they quarrelled. He hit her, killed her and planted her our at the
forestry. station. Then he realized he hadn’t the nerve to' go
through with the faked kidnapping. He decided to telke the cusy
* way out. Did you sec his confession note?”
-1 nodded. ' -
“There you are. He came back foL his gun, shot himsclf and
\ ‘Im sit.”
1 couldn’t believe he meant what he said. Surely he rnust have
- had some suspicions that the setup wasn’t quite on the ’c»d? :
~ Surely the doctor had cast some doubts?
“Then we c2n go to bed?” I said to make surc T had heard
him aright.

-“Sure, go to bed. I've got to talk to the Press. Maybe they'li
“want 2 word with you before you go. Just stick around for an-
other five minutes,”

“Is Sergeant Lewis all right?”

“He’s another cluck. I had an idea Dester would come back,
I told Lewis to watch out, but the mug had to Wal} nto a
cracked skull. He'll be a1l right. He has a head like stone.”

-He went out into the hall and started to talk to the nc"gspapﬁr
men, Marian and I looked at each other. I managed to smile at
her,”

“Well, that seems to be that,” T said. “I guess you'll want
* 0 leave to~morrow, or rather to-day. I'll help you find a room.”

" She started to say something when the Press moved in. For
the next half-hour we answered the questions that were fired at
us. They wanted to know about Dester’s private lifc; if he had
quorrelled with Helen, how she had reacted, what I thought of
him and her: stuff like that. T was careful to say nothing that
could b proved untrue, but I did hint that they quarrelled, and
there had been times when he had thrown things around. You
couldn’t call him violent, I told them; maybﬂ hasty tempered. T

tave them the idea that it didn’t surprise me to hear Helen had
- di:;d from a blow from his fist.

We got rid of them at last. Bromwich had already gone. Only
the policeman at the lounge door remained. He said Bromwich~
ad told him to stay on for a few hours in case sightseers tried

10 ge7 into the houss.

Marian said she would go back to the garage apartment. We

'Wr:.ngnd to meet agnn at ten o’clocls T saw her to the apartment.
“&As sdon as the inquest is over, Glyp, I'm going to Romse,”
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she told me. “I want to get away from all this. You are commg
with me, aren’t you?”

I still had most of the two thousand dollars that Dester had
paid me. It wasn’t a great deal, but I wanted to get away from
all this too. I didn’t he51tate

“You bet I’'m coming.” '

“will you be able to manage?” She looked anmously at me. é
“Will you get your legacy by then?” -

1 looked at her, not knowing what she meant.. Then I remem-
bered I had been crazy enough to have told her before the insur-
ance plan had come unstuck that I was coming into a legacy. -

“Why, no.'I don’t think that’s coming off now,” I.said.

. “But I've .got some money put by. I’ll manage. Maybe I can
get myself a job in Rome.”

“Let’s talk about it at breakfast.”

We left it like that. I went back to the house. The pohceman-
-was sitting on the terrace, basking in the early morning sun. He
had made-a pot-of coffee, and he nodded at me as I went by
and on to the house. |

I stood in the hall for a minute or 50, trying to realize that
I was out of danger. There was the inquest, of course. An in~
" quisitive coroner could ask' some awkward questions, but. it
seemed to me that the-main danger was over. It seemed incredi-
ble that the plan had succeeded so well. But I had still things to
-do. There was the soiled cloth in the saucepan I had to get rid of
and my pyjamas and dressing-gown. As soon as I had the house

entirely to myself I would burn them, I told myself.

' I felt I couldn’t live another minute without a shot of whlsky
- The tension and the acute anmety of the past four hours had
left me exhausted. I walked into the lounge and began to head
towards the bar when I stopped short, my nerves jangling, my
heart skipping a beat.

Lolling in one of the loungmg chairs was a tall dark man of
about my own age who was nursing a glass of whlsky, a mgarette
hanging from his lips. ,

He looked up at me and gave me a slow, lazy grin. His darkly
tanned, humorously ugly face 11; up as he smllcd and he waved
the glass of whisky at me.

““Rotten habit to drink at this “hour,” he sald “My wife
would have a fit if she could see me, but I’'ve been up all night
and I can’t take it unless I have twelve hours sleep »

I remained motionless, looking at him. -

“Are you from the Press?” I managed to get out. .
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" “Me? Do I Jook: hke a pressman?” st grin mdened “No,
' I’m Steve Harmas, special investigator for the National Fidelity

Insurance Company. I'm waiting for old man Maddux He'’s - .

“duc’here any moment.” =
‘Ifelta cold chill creep over me. “Maddux>” S
“That’s right. No one could keep the old-wolf’s snout- out, -
of a setup like this for long.” Agam he grmned at me. “Have -.
-adrink. You look as if you need one.”

A few minutes to seven-fifteen, Maddux walked mto the
lounge. By then I had shaved, showered and dressed, moving
-like an automaton, my heart cold with fear. I kept telling myself
that if the police were satisfied, there was no reason why Maddux
shouldn’t be. I reminded myself again and again that it was in
-his company’s interest to accept the theory that Dester had killed
‘his wife and then had shot himself. If the coroner found that
Dester bad committed suicide then Maddux’s company would
not be liable for three-quarters of a million dollars. Surely he
wouldn’t be such a fool as to try to prove Dester had been mur-
-dered? He would jump at the chance not to pay out the money.
. For the past hour, Harmas had been talking in his slow, drawl-
-ing voice about the pohtxcal situation as he saw it. He seemed to
‘take a great interest in the Russian attitude and America’s policy
in Burope. I scarcely listened to what he was saying, but that
didn’t stop him talking.

-.As soop as Maddux walked into the lounge, I noticed a sharp
change come over Harmas. He no longer looked lazy. His face
‘became alert, his eyes hardened and he uncoiled his tall frame
_' {:'om the chair and stood up as if he had released a spring inside

im.

Maddux looked at us and walked over to the empty fireplace.
He set his back to it, took out his pipe and began to fill it.

“I guess I'm in the way,” I said. “I’ll go up to my room.’

. “Stay right here, Mr. Nash,” Maddux said. “There may

r% points where you can help us. Sit down. Sit down, Steve.”
“ce waited until we ‘had sat down, then he lit his pipe and went
on, “Well? What's it look like?”

" Harmas lit a cigarette.

“You remember the business we had over that striptease
dancer last year? When she tried to gyp us out of a million and
2 half bucks by a neat trick that we nearly fell for?” he said.
“Well, this setup seems to me to be along those lines.”

. Somethine as cold ac a dead man’c hand ehitehed myv henes



-when he sa1d that. Nelther he nor Maddux was loolqng at me,
and they didn’t see my convulsive start. . . )

Maddux said : “What makes you think that?”

“The things that have appeared to happen that couldn’t pos-
sibly have happened,” Harmas returned, sinking further into his
chair. “It's so obviously a clever trick, but it beats me how it
was worked. For instance, Dester was supposed. to have cntetig
the house by the cloakroom window. All the other windows
“the house and all the doors were locked. The cloakroom window
was open: so that was the way he was supposed to enter the
house, but he didn’t ‘because I was nght outside the cloakroom

. window watching the house all the evening. Dester didn’t enter
the house that way, so how did he get in?”

“He could have been hldJng in thé house durmg ‘the after-

' noon,” Maddux suggested.

" “He wasn’t, Lewis told me. he went over the house from top
to bottom at six o'clock in the evenmg when I took up my posi-
tion in the garden. Dester wasn’t in the house then, and he didb’t
get into the house after that time, but for all that he was found

" dead in'the study.” )

Maddux moved to a chair and sat down., - A A

- “Yes: that’s quitea point. Whatelse?” . ‘ )

“I’ve seen ten suicides from shots in the head during my
-career,”” Harmas went on. “The mess was considerable, and yet
Dester bled very little. If it wasn’t absolutely impossible, I would

.- have said he had shot himself some other place and then moved
himself to his study to finish his bleeding there.” -

‘Maddux shifted impatiently.

“What did the medical examirner say?”

-Harmas lifted his shoulders. ’ '

- “He was surprised, but he didn’t seem to be put off his con-
viction that Dester shot himself. After all, here was a guy, a gun
at his side, shot through the head, causing instantaneous déath,
who hadn’t been dead for more than fifteen -minutes, who
couldn’t have been brought into the house since I was Watchm&‘l
outside and all the doors and windows, except for the smoall

- cloakroom window through which it would be difficult, not to say
impossible, to push a dead body, were locked. So-the doc just
shrugged his shoulders and said odd things happen and he had
no:idea why Dester hadn’t blcd more than he had. He accepted
the situation because there was no other theory that Would ﬁt.” '

Madduz showed his white teeth in a grin, :

“But we know better, huh?” He looked over at me. “I think
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‘ “You think theres another man?” Harmas said, hftmg hlS
head and starmg at Maddux “You tth Mrs. Dester had a
lover?”

“I'm damned sure she did. Between them I think they cooked
up a smart idéa to murder Dester and pick up ‘some money:
She didn’t think up the idea. The last time she’tried to defraud

an insurance company she nearly landed herself in jail. "This i
a much more calculated effort; much miore clever. A man thought
it up, and who else “could he be but Mrs. Dester’s boy friend?”
" “You' really think Dester was murdered?” Harmas said.,
“That’s not so hot for the company, 1s it? . We’ll have to settle
the claim if he was murdered.” ,
- T looked quickly at Madduz, Everything depended on what he
would say to this. He was sxmlmg at Harmas, taking no nonce of
me.

“Now look,” he sald “We have never bilked on' a claim’ yet
and we never will. Dester gave us an out when he cancelled the
suicide "clause. ‘Maybe a lot of smaller companies would have
kept out of this and accepted the police’s ﬁndmgs that Dester
had killed himself, but I.take a broader view. This is murder
‘Okay, maybe it will cost us three-quartérs of a million, but in®
the long run it will save us money. I have never let one fraud go
unchallenged. I have put eighteen smart alecs in the death cell.
Other ‘smart ‘alecs are beginning to learn that it isn’t safe to
monl\ey with the National deehty If I let this one pass I'll be
‘asking for trouble, I'm not gomg to let it pass. I’'m going to
prove this is murder. It'll be a damn fine advertisement for s,
and it will act as a warning.” His grin widened. “But it doesn’t
mean that we will have to pay up. It might not be in the inter~
ests of the public to settle such a claim, Remember that phrase
the interests of the public. It has stopped a lot of payments in
the past, and it will go on stopping them in the future. Now
Tl tell you both something. I think these two ~ Mrs. Dester
and her boy friend — were smart enough to know that we Wouldl
come after them with everything we've got if Dester was- mur—i
dered and she put in'a claim. So what do.they do? P’ll tell you:
they planned to murder Dester and fix it so it would look like
suicide. By doing that they knew they were passing up all hopes’
.of making a claim. They hoped that as they weren’t making a
claim, we would stand back and let them get away with the
murder. Now this is the pay-off.” He leaned forward, pointing
the stem of his pipe at Harmas. “They were’ smart enough to’
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0w that if we didn’t setile the claim, we would return the -
semiums, and do you know how ruch Dester has paid in pre-
iums over the past years? He's paid ome hundred and four
.ousand dollars. That's what they were after: not the three-
varters of a million. That was too dangerous to grab at, but the
tirned premiums were something worth having and they were
ife.-Okay, Dester’s debts amount to fifty thousand dollars, By
he time the house, furniture, cars and what have you are sold
here will be enough to pay the debts, They would have been Jeft
ith one hundred and four thousand dollars which is quite a
ice piece of money.”

Harmas suppressed a yawn.

“I-think you've got something,” he said. “I had forgotten
he premiums would be returned. What happened t6 Mrs. Des-
er then? What went wrong?” '

Maddux shrugged.

“1 don't know and I don’t care. Maybe they quarrelled. May-
E”he boy fnend killed 'her. Maybe Dester killed her. I don't
;i?\zii;itlats for tlzle police to ,ﬁnd out. What I do know is that
o o :;Iélesﬂr)x}:n ered, and .Im‘gci),x,ng to take damn good care
oot a1 s “Weg}? ;/}&;&3;\1 with 1t!” He suddex?ly turned apd
You havexi’t’said m’uch .u a;})] ’ \Zhat-go you think O'f all this?
s, Dester's boy friend is?I’)’ 0 now. Have you any ideas who
A = et e o e ol
Tvias through, played my cards right, but if I made one slip,
m}d :iolnn; ulzr;;nx:x :;ho he is,” T said, forcing myself to meet his
Maddus s }id 3;;3, }bug I did once see her with someone.”

. . er a

Dig enough' and somgth(i)r?;egox?rres tot tia rm?fs ' “I,?oHyou sec?
back 1o mne. “When was this, Mr. Nash?” surtace.” He tumed
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tﬂ\\:; '?};ZV? I:;ii:l\égo. T'm not sure, I happened to be down
Derby.? - ester and this man come out of the Brown

‘%ﬂ;‘l ?fou glge me a description of him??”
¥, yes.” The words seemed to come out of my mouth

without any”
e 7y, 5wl i
drested | rty-five or six, good-looking, well-

} Mnddtmlookcd over at Harrnas.

I}ﬁl’b‘z".‘Yﬂu’ve 0t 10 find this gy “Got that? At the Brown



“Yeah,” Harmas. said,. “There are only about twenty thou-
sand tall, fair, good—lookmg guys in Hollywood but never mmd,
I’ find bim.”"

“Did you get the nnprcssmn, Mr. Nash that they were more
than friendly?” Maddux asked. .

_ “I'm afraid . I didn’t,” I said. “I was drxvmg past I just
caught a glimpse of them. She had her hand on his arm, I dxdn‘l
havé much time to sce if they were on good or bad terms
just saw him.”
. “Well, okay, that’s somethmg to work on,” Maddux said and'
got to his feet. “You'd better get working on it,” he went on to.
Harmas. “Go down to the Brown Derby and see if you can get
alead on this guy. I'm going to talk to Bromwich.”

Harmas unwound his long, lean frame and stood up.

. “I haven’t had any sleep for twenty—four hours I don’t sup-
pos» that interests you, does it?” ’ )

Madddux waved this aside. He turned tome, -

. “Thanks for. the information, Mr. Nash This is the lezd
Dvebeen lookmg for.?
S | only saw them together once,” I said.
" “Once is. enough »? He caught hold of my hand in.a knuckd
cracking grip; nodded and then started across the lounge to-
_wards the hall.’



. CHAPTER FOURTEEN:

“DoN'T panic.” ’ :

I spoke the words aloud as I stood watc}ung Madduxs -car
hdxsappcar down the drive. The big Iounge relt Ionely and full of -

empty spaces.- '

Was Maddux playing with me? I wondered. Dld he guess I. -
had been Helen’s lover? Was he laying a trap for me or had he
really accepted my story of the blond man at the Brown Derby?

For all I knew he was on his way down to police headquarters
to get themn to come out here and arrest me. I knew I dared not

‘waste 2 moment of my freedom. I had to get rid of the pyjamas,
dressing-gown and gloves. 1 had to destroy the will. Sooner or

later, if I were arrested, the police would find out that I had a

safe deposit and they would get a search warrant. It would be

fatal to me if they found the will,

I hurried into the kitchen and took from the saucepan the
-soiled, damp cloth with which I had cleaned out the deep-freeze
-cabinet, then I ran up the stairs to my bedroom. I put my pyja-

mas, dressing-gown, glaves and the cloth into a suit-case, my

old working suit and my few shirts and socks on top of them.
‘T shut the case and, leaving it on the bed, I went to the window
and looked down on to the terrace.
~ The policeman was strolling up and down, his hands behind
his back, his cap pushed forward to shield his eyes from the
sun. I decided to go out the back way, cross the garden to the
garden gate that led on to a back street that would take me down
to the bus stop on the lower end of Hillside Crescent.

I picked up the suit-case and went swiftly down the stairs,
along the passage to the kitchen and out through the rear exit.

A four-minute fast walk brought me to the bus stop. A bus
\came along within a minute or so and I boarded it. I kept looking
‘back out of the window to see if a car was following me, but the

long, steep road was empty of all cars.

1 got off at the junction of Figueroa Street and Firestone and,
moving bnskly, I mingled with the crowd of business men and
shop gitls going to work. I approached the all-night safe-deposit

vaults as the street clock was striking half past eight.

It so happened that the traffic was heavy and I didn’t im- -
mediately cross the street, and it was well that I didn’t. I suotted e
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a-big black car parked near the entrance to the vaults'in which
were sitting four large, beefy-faced men. I knew at once they-
were policetnen, and I ducked into a shop doorway out of thexr
mght “What were, they doing outside the vaults? Were they wait-
ing for me to show or were they wamng w0 pick up someone
else? One thing I was sure of : they weren't sm:mg there for the
fun ofit. -

. Cold, sick fwr rugged at my heart. ‘Was this the begmnmg oﬂ
1t? Were they. wzutmg now for me 10 mal'e a false move b°fore
they pounced? .

.I tried to assure myse]f that the four men in the car Weren t
waiting for me. They probably knew nothing about me, but I
hadn’t the nerve to cross the street and enter. the vaults. I re-
traced my steps and went into an all-night drug 'store’ around
the corner. I ordered a coﬁee, and sat smokmg while I Wondered
What I had best do.

"I bad a growing urge to get out of town. I took out my wallet
and checked to see how much money I had with me. It wasn’t
much: five dollars and some small change. I had two thousand
in ‘the bank. But dare I wait until the bank opened? I had to
wait, I told myself. Without money I was sunk.

- So I waited. I moved from the drug store to a snack bar anciJ
‘then on to another drug store. The hands of my watch crawled.
on. After three coffees and having smoked all my cigarettes, I
decided I could start towards my bank. I moved slowly, keeping
a:look-out for any man who might be a detective. This time I
-approached my bank cautiously, keepirg to the opposite side of
.the road. I spotted another big black car, parked within zozty
-vards of my bank, containing four men.
1 stepped into a shop arcade out of their sight..I knew thm
that the police were on to me. This couldn’t be a coincidence.
They were waiting for me to lose my nerve, get my money out
and bolt, -

I went into a drug store, ordered another cup of coffee and
sat down at a table against the wall. My hands were shaking s9.

‘badly I was afraid to pick up the cup. I had to get out before the’
net closed, but how was I to do so without money? .

Then. I thought of Solly. He might lend me -enough to get
out of town. He had been in trouble with the police himself, and
he would know ‘what it was-like to bé in this kind of jam. -

"1 went. over to the row of telephonc booths and pur a call
th:ough to Solly’s office. L :

. Patsy answered, )
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- “Js Jack there?” 1 asked. . :
.'g_-“l‘;g- Is that you, Glyn?” o TR
" “That’s right. Look, Patsy, it’s i - g
Where shall T find him?” tsy, it’s important I 'wn.‘ to Jack. - .
*, “He’s down at police headquarters.” T

- - My heart kicked against my ribs.

2 -:“He’s ... what?” L
agoi; c??hcli ?wdqﬂaﬁers. A d'\_ftective came about half an hour
4 ook him down there. Glyn, are you in trouble?” I
" .T-drew my lips off my teeth in a mirthless grin. That was an ~ -
understatement. a

s :I could be,” I said. “What do you know, Patsy?” .

“Jack sent me out of the room, but I listened outside the -

dOO}‘, Patsy said, speaking fast and low. “The detective was -
asking questions about you and Mrs, Dester.” a

I wiped the sweat off my face,

:‘What kind of questions?”

‘Hc wanted to know if Jack knew anything about you and
};er: if you were friendly with her or went out with her.”

| “What did he say, Patsy?”

-, “I don’t know. I couldn’t stay outside the door that long.
After a-few minutes, Jack came out and said he was going down
‘to headquarters.”

“How did he look?”

_ “Scared. I'd keep away from him, Glyn. You mustn’t trust
him. He only thinks of himself.”

 “I guess that’s right. Well, thanks, Patsy. Thanks a lot.”

~“Is there anything I can do? This woman’s dead, isn’t she?
- It’s in the papers.”

_ “Yes, she’s dead. No, there’s nothing you can do. So long,
kid, and thanks.”

T hung up and went back to my table, pausing at the bar to
buy a pack of cigarettes. I lit one and sat down again. Solly
would tell thern how I had offered him five hundred dollars 10
dig into Helen’s past. They would guess I had planned to black-
raail hér. My mouth wurned dry. That would explain why I had
Killed her if they ever hooked me to her killing.

I felt the net was tightening. A feeling of panic threatened to
subzerge me. For some minutes 1 sat motionless, trying to think
of a way out, then I remembered Marian. It was possible that she
had some money I could borrow. I went back to the telephone
‘booth and called Dester’s number. A man’s voice answered. 1
had forgotten the policeman who had been left to watch t
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house. There were extensmns all’ over theé house He would ‘be
‘certain to hsten in to what I was going to say. I knew 1 couldn’
involve Marian in this business.

“Hello there?” the pohceman was saying. “Who S callmg”’ :

I dropped the recewcr back on to its- cradIe and came out of
the booth.

I felt trapped and beaten. I very nearly gave up then. If I had
had ‘the courage I would have gone to police headquarters and
told them the truth, but'1 just couldn’t face it, I told myself X
still had a slight chance of getting away if I'acted at once. I had
to get rid of the suit-case. If they 'cailght me with it I couldn’t

see how I could ever beat the rap.

- - I picked up the case and left the drug store. Walklng qmckly,
.1 made my way to the central ‘bus stop and went mto the left-
luggage office.

“I want to cheek this in for a few days,” I sald to thé clerk
who- took the case indifferently, slapped on a label, gave me a
nckct and tossed the case on to a shelf.

"If I bad any luck I should be out of the country before the
case was found, if it were ever found,

~ Ifelt less scared now I was rid of .the suit-case. ¥ walked
through the swing doors of the left-luggage office into the hot
sunshine. There were about twenty buses lined up, waiting to
go, The crowd of travellers'moved around me, jostling me while
I tried to make up my mind which bus to take. I decided finally

- to head for San Francisco. I walked over to the time-table board
to se¢ what time the San Francisco bus was due out.

I was running my finger down the long list of place names

when, out of the comer of my eye, 1 saw a big man come up
to stand close beside me.
" I felt my hedrt contract. The kind of fterror you ‘experience
in a nightmare took hold of me. Slowly I turned my head. A
large, red-faced man in a shabby suit and a slouch hat was look-
ing intently at me. He had cop written all over him..

“Okay, Nash,” he said curtly. “We want you Come on,
‘let’s go.”

I stood staring at him, unable to thlnl\ unable to move. An-
other big man matenahzed out of the crowd and closed in on
me. .

- “Take it casy,” the first cop said. “There’ s no necd to get
excited. Licutenant Bromwich wantsto talk to you. Come on.””

I.went with them to the waiting car, got in the back with the
first cop whﬂe the othcr one slid under ‘the driving wheel., -
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- Then I saw & third detective come out of the left-lugpage -
- -office, carrying my suit-case. He got in the front, resting the
* suit-case across his knees, S o e
© “Let’s go,” the first cop said in a bored, fiat voice,

.. Thecarmoved off, . : , . .
. Tlooked out of the cor window at the traffic, the poople fndvﬁig
-~on the sidewalks, the shop windows and the blue of the sky. It
- secraed to me that it was imperative to store up in my mind the
' sight-of these familiar things. I had a feeling I srouldn’t gec .
' them again. N RN

.. - The rcom was small with dirty yellow walls and it smelt of
. stale sweat, stale tobacco smoke, unwashed bodies and carbolic.
-.acid. The furnishing consisted of two hard, straight-backed -
* chairs and a trestle table spotted with ink stains,
- A bored policeman sat in a chair by the door and stared
- gloomily at a bluebottle fly that walked across the ceiling. T sat
* in the chair by the table, waiting.
.. Four hours had dragged by since I had been brought to this
- “room. ¥ had been given a cup of coffee that stood on the table,
.-cold and untouched. The saucer was crammed with my cigar-
" ette-butts.
- . The policeman hadn’t spoken during the four hours. Every
80 often he would shift his small, bard eyes from the iy to me
- and then back to the fly again.
. T'dide’t kid myself. I was in trouble. The chances were that
' this was the beginning of the end of my life. This could be the
first step towards the gas chamber. During the long hours of
" waiting, I had decided my only hope was to tell the truth. It
" depended on the atiorney I could get whether the jury would
believe me or not. At least Dester’s suicide note should stop
them charging me with his murder, but would they believe I
" "had never intended to kill Helen? Even if they did believe me, I
- would still go to jail for a Jong time. This was the end of me any-
4 way. Maybe it would be better to go to the gas chamber then 10
" spend twenty years behind walls.
The door suddenly opened and
.. up at the bus station came 1;1 4o caid
““The Heutenant is ready for you now, he saia. .
- Igot ﬁp and walked agross the room and followed I;Zn do’z‘vx; -
- & long corridor into another room less shabby than the one 2
- had just left, -
"~ Bromwich stood by the

the cop who had picked me

window, @ cigar between his feeth, 2
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"aCOWI on h1s face. Seated on a hard—backed cha1r before the desk,
his pipe in his hand, was Maddux. -

Bromwich pointed to a chair.

“Sit down,” he said. :

- The cop who had brought me went out, 1mvmg the door half
open. Moving slowly, I sat down. .

Bromwich looked over at Maddux. - ‘

. “Okay, you can have him for ten minutes. Then I want hun »

“Thanks, . Lieutenant,” Maddux sa.td. “I . won t be’ longer
than that.” .

. Bromwich gave me a hard, hosule stare and then Went out,
shutting the door behind him.’ .

Maddux began to fill his pipe.

“Well, Nash,” he said, not loolqng at. me, “you d1dn’t last
long, did you? You must have put in a lot of hard work and
thought to have pulled a stunt like this, but it came unstuck
pretty fast. It was a smart idea and you nearly foxed me. I picked
up two clues that put me bang on the beam. T investigated youir
background and I found out that you had worked for a refrigera-
tion company some two vears ago. That made me think. Then
when I talked to 'Miss Temple and she told me about her sleep-
walking act and how you had insisted on keeping the freezer
motor running, I saw how you-had fixed it. Just two clues and
a nice idea went haywire. It was a nice idea, Nash, but it couldn’t
have worked: the lack of blood and the lack of- finger-prints
pointed to a trick. I had only to.dig deep enough to ﬁnd out how
the trick was worked.” %

I didn’t say anything, I watched him hght his plpe .

“Youw're in trouble, Nash,” he went on. “We have an open-
and-shut case against you. We’re experts at this kind of racket.
We don’t want a confession out of you, We have enough evidence
against you to put you into the gas chamber twice over, but
once will be enough.”

“1.didn’t kill Dester,” I said, my voice unsteady “And you
can’t prove that I did. I have his suicide note. He shot himself.”

[*No, he didn’t; you killed him,” Maddux said mildly. “T'll
tell you why you did it and how you- did it. He gave you a job
as his chauffeur. You and Helen Dester fell for each other. She
knew he was insured-for three-quarters of a million and she
wanted that money as.she wanted Van Tomlin’s insurance
money. But you were smart. You knew if Dester was murdered,
she and you would be our suspects. You found out that Dester
had cancelled the self-destruction clause in hls insurance pohcy.
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o also Found out that he had already paid a hundred and four - -7,

housand dollars in premiurns, and you Knew that if an insur= -

snce company doesn’t settle a claim, i fs ¢ rule that they return- -

ey . ’ ““You de~
! premiums.” He laid an emphasis on these words. “xou 5
iidj:i it would be safer to go for the smaller amount, and %;
what you planned to do. But you saw no reason why 70131.5 o i
share the money with Helen Dester. You got Solly to gn;\]ﬂm
her. past and you found out that she killed Van To: gores
Although Dester and his wife didn’t get on togetheér, he was s ”
in love with her. You blackmailed him. You threatened to te
the police what you had found out about her unless h_e gave you
4 sum of money . . . as much as he could then afford. He gave you
rwo thousand, six hundred dollars that pretty well emptied his
sceount, We can prove this, We have the cheque he gave you.” B
. “That's a lie!” 1 sat forward and glared at him, “He paid
me-a year's salary. He said I might as well have it while it was
there = . .
‘Maddux shrugged.
. “Is anyone going to believe that? But never mind, you can
argue that ont with the jury. I'm telling you what happened;
~what the jury will believe happened. You weren’t satisfied with
"éuch a trifling sum as two thousand six hundred ~ blackmailers
. are never satisfied. You forced him to leave the rest of his estate,
-when his debts were paid, to you in his will. We've seen the will
and the wording fizes you, Nash. It says everything is to come
to you after Helen Dester’s death. That was all right with you
‘becanse you planned to murder her. You shot Dester. You and
-¢he put him in'the deep-freeze cabinet. Now why did you put
him in there instead of calling the police right away and telling
them that Dester had shot himself? I'll tell you why. You had
- ellovred Helen Dester to believe she and you were after the three-
. querters of a million insurance money. You had told her the plan
* Was to make it look as if Dester had been kidnapped and later
murdered so she could put in 2 claim for the full amount. You

wanted 1o get her to the forestry station and that was the only

“way you could do it. You impersonated Dester so Marian Temple
cauld see you leave, You took Helen Des

\ ter to the -
* tion and you killed her. You tied her and left her, Yf)?li‘e?ctig it'zs
 to throw the blame on to Dester, making out he had killed her
- then falzed_ it to look like a kidnapping. He was to lose his nerve’
- come back 1o the house, write a confession and kill himself It,
:.A:}o'f)ked 2 cinch to you, but when ,Harmas started to inv&;ﬁ-
‘.‘Agt,ar.e and pointed out ‘the damning facts that there were no
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fingerprints, that Dester couldn’t havé got into the house without
being seen and that he hadn’t bled enough, you I6st your nerve.
-I found out that you had a safe deposit and I got Bromwich tc
watch for you there. I also got him to block you off from-your
bank. So what did you do? What every gmlty character does
you tried to bolt.”

“I didn’t kill Dester!” I exclaimed. “I d1dn’t kill her c1ther!
It was an accident! I didn’t mean to hit her...”

“ shouldn’t talk like-that,” Maddux said and knocked ou

- his pipe, “If I were you I wouldn’t say anything until you have
had a talk with your lawyer. By the way, do you know of a good
lawyer? If you don’t I do. I know a man who isn’t scared of 8
forlorn hope and who will put up a good fight for you.”

" “I don’t want anyone you recommend,” I said.

“Don’t be a fool. I'm not interested- one way or the’ othet
now. My business was to block any claim on my company. I'v
done that. This guy could help you.” '

I didn’t know anyone. I had to have someone

“Well, all right.”

“Okay. I’ll have him come over nght away,” Maddux saxd
“but don’t expect miracles. He’s a good man, but I don’t think
he can save you. I don’t think anyone can save you. At least you
can be sure he will txy” He got up and crossed to the door.
““Well 50 long. I won’t wish you luck. I don’t thmk you deserve
lta,,

. 1 listeried to the sound of his footfalls recedmg down the cor-
ridor.

- After a minute or so, Bromwich came into the room with two
detecuves

As I locked at his hard hostile eyes, I kneW this was the begm-
ning of my end.






