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  ››› This title is part of The Murder Room, our series dedicated to making available out-of-print or hard-to-find titles
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  Crime fiction has always held up a mirror to society. The Victorians were fascinated by sensational murder and the emerging science of detection; now we are

  obsessed with the forensic detail of violent death. And no other genre has so captivated and enthralled readers.




  Vast troves of classic crime writing have for a long time been unavailable to all but the most dedicated frequenters of second-hand bookshops. The advent of

  digital publishing means that we are now able to bring you the backlists of a huge range of titles by classic and contemporary crime writers, some of which have been out of print for

  decades.




  From the genteel amateur private eyes of the Golden Age and the femmes fatales of pulp fiction, to the morally ambiguous hard-boiled detectives of mid
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  Chapter One




  YOU walk down the street at night. It’s raining out. The only sound is that of your own feet. There are city sounds too, but these you don’t

  hear because at the end of the street is the woman you’ve been waiting for for seven long years and each muffled tread of your footsteps takes you closer and closer and the sound of them

  marks off seconds and days and months of waiting.




  Then, suddenly, you’re there, outside a dark-faced building, a brownstone anachronism that stares back dully with the defiant expression of the moronic and you have an impending sense of

  being challenged.




  What would it be like, I thought. Was she still beautiful? Had seven years of hell changed her as it had me? And what did you say to a woman you loved and thought was killed because

  you pulled a stupid play? How do you go from seven years ago to now?




  Only a little while ago a lot of other feet were pointing this way, searching for this one house on this one street, but now mine were the only ones left to find it because the rest belonged to

  dead men or those about to die.




  The woman inside was important now. Perhaps the most important in the world. What she knew would help destroy an enemy when she told it. My hands in my pockets balled into hard knots to keep

  from shaking and for a moment the throbbing ache of the welts and cuts that laced my skin stopped.




  And I took the first step.




  There were five more, then the V code on the doorbell marked Case, the automatic clicking of the lock and I was in the vestibule of the building under a dim yellow light from a single

  overhead bulb and down the shadowed hallway to the rear was the big door. Behind it lay seven years ago.




  I tapped out a Y on the panel and waited, then tapped a slow R and the bolt slid back and the knob turned and there she stood with the gun still ready if something had gone wrong.




  Even in that pale light I could see that she was more beautiful than ever, the black shadow of her hair framing a face I had seen every night in the misery of sleep for so long. Those deep brown

  eyes still had that hungry look when they watched mine and the lush fullness of her mouth glistened with a damp warmth of invitation.




  Then, as though there had never been those seven years, I said, ‘Hello, Velda.’




  For a long second she just stood there, somehow telling me that it was only the now that counted and with that same rich voice that could make music with a simple word, she answered,

  ‘Mike . . .’




  She came into my arms with a rush and buried her face in my neck, barely able to whisper my name over and over because my arms were so tight around her. Even though I knew I was hurting her I

  couldn’t stop and she didn’t ask me to. It was like we were trying to get inside each other and in the frenzy of it found a way when our mouths met in a predatory coupling we had never

  known before. I tasted the fire and beauty of her, my fingers probing the flesh of her back and arms and shoulders, leaving marks wherever they touched. That familiar resiliency was still in her

  body, tightening gradually into a passionate tautness that rippled and quivered, crying out soundlessly for more, more, more.




  I took the gun from her hand, dropped it in a chair, then pushed the door closed with my foot and felt for the light switch. A lamp on the table seemed to come alive with the unreal slowness of

  a movie prop, gradually highlighting the classic beauty of her face and the provocative thrust of her breasts.




  There was a subtle leanness about her now, like you saw in those fresh from a battle area, every gesture a precision movement, every sense totally alert. And now she was just beginning to

  realise that it was over and she could be free again.




  ‘Hello, kitten,’ I said, and watched her smile.




  There wasn’t much we could say. That would take time, but now we had all the time in the world. She looked at me, talking through those crazy eyes, then her expression went soft and a

  frown made small creases across her forehead. Her fingers went out and touched my face and the white edge of her teeth went into her lip.




  ‘Mike . . . ?’




  ‘It’s okay, baby.’




  ‘You’re not . . . hurt?’




  I shook my head. ‘Not any more.’




  ‘There’s something about you now . . . I can’t quite tell what. . . .’




  ‘Seven years, Velda,’ I interrupted. ‘It was downhill all the way until I found out you were still alive. It leaves marks, but none that can’t be wiped out.’




  Her eyes blurred under tears that came too quickly to control. ‘Mike, darling, . . . I couldn’t reach you. It was all too impossible and big . . .’




  ‘I know it, kid. You don’t have to explain.’




  Her hair swirled in a dark arc when she shook her head. ‘But I do.’




  ‘Later.’




  ‘Now.’ Her fingers touched my mouth to silence me and I let them. ‘It took seven years to learn a man’s secret and escape Communist Europe with information that will keep

  us equal or better than they are. I know I could have . . . gotten away earlier . . . but I had to make a choice.’




  ‘You made the right one.’




  ‘There was no way to tell you.’




  ‘I know it.’




  ‘Truly . . .’




  ‘I understand, kitten.’




  She wouldn’t listen. Her voice was softly insistent, almost pleading. ‘I could have, Mike. I know I could have some way, but I couldn’t afford the chance. There were millions

  of lives at stake.’ She paused a second, then pulled my cheek against hers. ‘I know how you must have felt, thinking you had me killed. I thought of it so often I nearly went out of my

  mind, but I still couldn’t have changed things.’




  ‘Forget it,’ I told her.




  ‘What did happen to you, Mike?’




  She pushed away, holding me at arm’s length to study me.




  ‘I got to be a drunk,’ I said.




  ‘You?’




  ‘Me, kitten.’




  Her expression was one of curious bewilderment. ‘But when I told them . . . they had to find you . . . only you could do it . . .’




  ‘One mentioned your name and I changed, honey. When you came alive again, so did I.’




  ‘Oh, Mike . . .’




  As big as she was, I picked her up easily, kissed her again, and took her across the room to the gaudy mohair couch that nestled in the bay of an airshaft window. She quivered against me, smiled

  when I laid her down, then pulled my mouth to hers with a desperation that told me of the loneliness of seven years and the gnawing wanting inside her now.




  Finally she said, ‘I’m a virgin, Mike.’




  ‘I know.’




  ‘I’ve always waited for you. It’s been a pretty long wait.’




  I grinned down at her. ‘I was crazy to make you wait.’




  ‘And now?’




  Then I wasn’t grinning any more. She was all mine whenever I wanted her, a big, beautiful animal of a woman who loved me and was ready to be taken now, now. Even touching was

  a painful emotion and the fire that had been dormant was one I didn’t want to put out.




  I said, ‘Can you wait a little bit more?’




  ‘Mike?’ There was a quick hurt in her eyes, then the question.




  ‘Let’s do it right, kitten. Always I do the wrong things. Let’s make this one right.’ Before she could answer I said, ‘Don’t argue. Don’t even talk

  about it. We do it, that’s all, then we can explode into a million pieces. We do the bit at City Hall with the license and do it right.’




  Velda smiled back impishly, the happiness of knowing what I wanted plain in her face. ‘That really doesn’t matter,’ she told me. ‘First I want you. Now. More than

  ever.’




  ‘Crazy broad,’ I said, then fought her mouth with mine, knowing we were both going to win. My hand drifted across the satiny expanse of her naked shoulder, feeling the minute

  trembling throughout her body. She twisted so she pressed against me, moaning softly, demanding things we never had from each other.




  ‘Pretty,’ he said from the door. ‘Real pretty.’




  I still had the .45 in my belt but I never could have made it. Velda’s convulsive grip around my neck slowed the action enough so that I saw the Police Positive in his hand and

  didn’t get killed after all. The hammer was back for faster shooting and the look on his face was one I had seen before on other cheap killers, and knew that he’d drop me the second he

  thought I might be trouble.




  ‘Go on, don’t stop,’ he said. ‘I like good shows.’




  I made my grin as simpering as I could, rolling away from Velda until I sat perched on the edge of the couch. I was going wild inside and fought to keep my hands dangling at my sides while I

  tried to look like an idiot caught in the act until I could think my way past this thing.




  ‘I didn’t know there’d be two, but it figures a babe like you’d have something going for her.’ He nudged the gun toward me. ‘But why grab off a mutt like

  this, baby?’




  When she spoke from behind me her voice was completely changed. ‘When I could have had you?’




  ‘That’s the way, baby. I’ve been watching you through that window four days and right now I’m ready. How about that?’




  I would have gone for the rod right then, but I felt the pressure of her knee against my back.




  ‘How about that?’ Velda repeated.




  The guy let out a jerky laugh and looked at me through slitted eyes. ‘So maybe we’ll make music after all, kid. Just as soon as I dump the mutt here.’




  Then I couldn’t keep quiet any longer. ‘You’re going to have to do it the hard way.’




  The gun shifted just enough so it pointed straight at my head. ‘That’s the way I always do things, mutt.’




  He was ready. The gun was tight in his hand and the look was there and he was ready. Velda said, ‘Once that gun goes off you won’t have me.’




  It wasn’t enough. The guy laughed again and nodded. ‘That’s okay too, baby. This is what I came for anyway.’




  ‘Why?’ she asked him.




  ‘Games, baby?’ The gun swung gently toward her, then back to me, ready to take either or both of us when he wanted to. I tried to let fear bust through the hate inside me and hoped

  it showed like that when I slumped a little on the couch. My hand was an inch nearer the .45 now, but still too far away.




  ‘I want the kid, baby, ya know?’ he said. ‘So no games. Trot her out, I take off, and you stay alive.’




  ‘Maybe,’ I said.




  His eyes roved over me. ‘Yeah, maybe,’ he grinned. ‘You know something, mutt? You ain’t scared enough. You’re thinking.’




  ‘Why not?’




  ‘Sure, why not? But whatever you think it just ain’t there for you, mutt. This ain’t your day.’




  There were only seconds now. He was past being ready and his eyes said it was as good as done and I was dead and he started that final squeeze as Velda and I moved together.




  We never would have made it if the door hadn’t slammed open into him and knocked his arm up. The shot went into the ceiling and with a startled yell he spun around toward the two guys in

  the doorway, dropping as he fired, but the smaller guy got him first with two quick shots in the chest and he started to tumble backwards with the blood bubbling in his throat.




  I was tangled in the raincoat trying to get at my gun when the bigger one saw me, streaked off a shot that went by my head, and in the light of the blast I knew they weren’t cops because I

  recognised a face of a hood I knew a long time. It was the last shot he ever made. I caught him head on with a .45 that pitched him back through the door. The other one tried to nail me while I was

  rolling away from Velda and forgot about the guy dying on the floor. The mug let one go from the Police Positive that ripped into the hood’s belly and with a choking yell he tumbled out the

  door, tripped, and hobbled off out of sight, calling to someone that he’d been hit.




  I kicked the gun out of the hand of the guy on the floor, stepped over him, and went out in the hall gun first. It was too late. The car was pulling away from the curb and all that was left was

  the peculiar silence of the street.




  He was on his way out when I got back to him, the sag of death on his face. There were things I wanted to ask him, but I never got the chance. Through bloody froth he said, ‘You’ll .

  . . get yours, mutt.’




  I didn’t want him to die happy. I said, ‘No chance, punk. This is my day after all.’




  His mouth opened in a grimace of hate and frustration that was the last living thing he ever did.




  From where to where, I thought. Why are there always dead men around me? I came back, all right. Just like in the old days. Love and death going hand in hand.




  There was something familiar about his face. I turned his head with my toe, looked at him closely and caught it. Velda said, ‘Do you know him?’




  ‘Yeah. His name is Basil Levitt. He used to be a private dick until he tried a shakedown on somebody who wouldn’t take it, then he did time for second-degree murder.’




  ‘What about the other one?’




  ‘They call him Kid Hand. He was a free-lance gun that did muscle for small bookies on bettors who didn’t want to pay off. He’s had a fall before too.’




  I looked at Velda and saw the way she was breathing and the set expression on her face. There was a strange sort of wildness there you find on animals suddenly having to fight for their lives. I

  said, ‘They aren’t from the other side, kitten. These are new ones. These want something different.’ I waited a moment, then: ‘Who’s the kid, honey?’




  ‘Mike . . .’




  I pointed to the one on the floor. ‘He came for a kid. He came here ready to shoot you up. Now who’s the kid?’




  Again, she gave me an anguished glance. ‘A girl . . . she’s only a young girl.’




  I snapped my fingers impatiently. ‘Come on, give me, damn it. You know where you stand! How many people have died because of what you know and right now you haven’t got rid of it.

  You want to get killed after everything that happened, for some stupid reason?’




  ‘All right, Mike.’ Anguish gave way to concern then and she glanced upward. ‘Right now she’s in an empty room on the top floor. Directly over this one.’




  ‘Okay, who is she?’




  ‘I . . . don’t know. She came here the day after . . . I was brought here. I heard her crying outside and took her in.’




  ‘That wasn’t very smart.’




  ‘Mike . . . there were times when I wish someone had done that to me.’




  ‘Sorry.’




  ‘She was young, desperate, in trouble. I took care of her. It was like taking in a scared rabbit. Whatever her trouble was, it was big enough. I thought I’d give her time to quiet

  down, then perhaps be able to help her.’




  ‘What happened?’




  ‘She’s scared, Mike. Terrified. She’s all mixed up and I’m the only one she can hang on to.’




  ‘Good, I’ll take your word for it. Now get me up to her before this place is crawling with cops. We have about five minutes before somebody is going to be curious enough to make a

  phone call.’




  From the third floor you could hear the rhythmic tap of her feet dancing a staccato number that made you think of an Eleanor Powell routine when prettylegs were queen of the

  boards. There was no music, yet you knew she heard some and was in a never-never land of her own.




  Velda knocked, but the dancing didn’t stop. She turned the knob and pushed the door open and with a soft cry the girl in the middle of the room twisted around, her hand going to her mouth

  when she saw me, huge eyes darting from Velda’s to mine. She threw one glance toward the window when Velda said, ‘It’s all right, Sue. This is our friend.’




  It was going to take more that that to convince her and there wasn’t enough time. ‘My name is Mike Hammer, Sue. I’m going to help you. Can you understand that?’




  Whatever it was, it worked. The fear left her face and she tried on a tentative smile and nodded. ‘Will you . . . really?’




  ‘Really,’ I nodded back. To Velda I said, ‘Can we get her out of here?’




  ‘Yes. I know of a place I can take her.’




  ‘Where?’




  ‘Do you remember Connie Lewis’ restaurant on Forty-first?’




  ‘Just off Ninth?’




  ‘That’s it. I’ll be there. She has the upper three floors to herself.’




  ‘That was seven years ago.’




  ‘She’ll be there,’ Velda told me.




  ‘Okay,’ I said, ‘you get there with the kid. I’ll do the talking on the bit downstairs, then in about an hour you show up at Pat’s office. I’m being a damn

  fool for letting you out on the street again but I can’t see any other way of doing it.’




  Her hand squeezed mine and she smiled. ‘It’ll be all right, Mike.’




  Then the kid walked up and I looked into the face of the prettiest little Lolita-type I ever saw. She was a tiny blonde with enormous brown eyes and a lovely mouth in a pert pointed face that

  made you want to pick her up like a doll. Her hair was silk-soft and hung loosely to her shoulders, and when she moved all you could see was girl-woman, and if you weren’t careful you’d

  feel the wrong kind of feel.




  But I was an old soldier who had been there and back, so I said, ‘How old are you, chicken?’




  She smiled and said, ‘Twenty-one.’




  I grinned at Velda. ‘She’s not lying. You thought she was kidding when she told you that, didn’t you?’




  Velda nodded.




  ‘We’ll get straight on this later. Right now take off.’ I looked at Sue, reaching out to feel her hair. ‘I don’t know what your trouble is, girl, but first things

  first. I’m going to lay something on the line with you though.’




  ‘Oh?’




  ‘Downstairs there are two dead men because of you. So play it the way you’re told and we’ll make it. Try using your own little head and there may be more dead people. Me,

  I’ve had it. I’ll help you all the way as long as you do it like I say, but go on your own and you’re like out, kid, understand? There aren’t any more people who can make

  this boy tumble again, big or little. I’m telling you this because you’re not as little as you look. You can fool a lot of slobs, but not this slob, so we’re starting off square,

  okay?’




  ‘Okay, Mr. Hammer.’ There was no hesitation at all.




  ‘Call me Mike.’




  ‘Sure, Mike.’




  ‘Get her out of here, Velda.’




  The sirens converged from both directions. They locked the street in on either end and two more took the street to the front of the house. The floods hit the doorway and the uniformed cops came

  in with .38’s in their hands.




  I had the door open, the lights lit, and both hands in view when the first pair stepped through the doorway. Before they asked I took the position, let them see my .45 on the table beside the

  other guns, and watched patiently while they flipped open my wallet with the very special ticket in the identification window.




  The reaction was slow at first. They weren’t about to take any chances with two dead men on the floor, but they couldn’t go too far the other way either. Finally the older one handed

  my wallet back. ‘I knew you back in the old days, Mike.’




  ‘Times haven’t changed much.’




  ‘I wonder.’ He nodded toward the two bodies. ‘I don’t suppose you want to explain about all this now?’




  ‘That’s right.’




  ‘You got a big ticket there. When?’




  ‘Call Captain Chambers. This is his baby.’




  ‘I guess it is.’




  ‘There’s a new Inspector in the division. He might not like the action.’




  ‘No sweat, friend. Don’t worry.’




  ‘I’m not worrying. I just remember you and Captain Chambers were friends.’




  ‘No more.’




  ‘I heard that too.’ He holstered his gun. Behind him another pair came in cautiously, ready. ‘This a big one?’ he asked.




  ‘Yeah. Can I make a call?’




  ‘Mind if I make it for you?’




  ‘Nope.’ I gave him a number that he already knew and watched his face go flat when I handed him the name. He went outside to the car, put the call through, and when he came back

  there was a subtle touch of deference in his attitude. Whatever he had said to the others took the bull off me, and by the time the M.E. got there it was like someone had diplomatic immunity.




  Pat came in five minutes later. He waited until the pictures were taken and the bodies removed, then waved everybody else out except the little man in gray whom nobody was big enough to wave

  out. Then he studiously examined my big fat .45 and said, ‘The same one, isn’t it?’




  ‘It’s the only one I ever needed.’




  ‘How many men have you killed with it?’




  ‘Nine,’ I said. Then added, ‘With that gun.’




  ‘Good score.’




  ‘I’m still alive.’




  ‘Sometimes I wonder.’




  I grinned at him. ‘You hate me, buddy, but you‘re glad, aren’t you?’




  ‘That you’re still alive?’




  ‘Uh-huh.’




  He turned slowly, his eyes searching for some obscure answer. ‘I don’t know,’ he said. ‘Sometimes I can’t tell who is the worse off. Right now I’m not sure.

  It’s hard to kill friendships. I tried hard enough with you and I almost made it work. Even with a woman between us I can’t be sure any more. You crazy bastard, I watch what you do, see

  you get shot and beat to hell and wonder why it has to happen like that, and I’m afraid to tell myself the answer. I know it but I can’t say it.’




  ‘So say it.’




  ‘Later.’




  ‘Okay.’




  ‘Now what happened?’ He looked at Art Rickerby sitting in the chair.




  I said, ‘Velda was here. I came for her. These two guys bust in, this one here first. The other came in time to break up the play.’




  ‘Nicely parlayed.’




  ‘Well put, buddy.’




  ‘For an ex-drunk you’re doing all right.’ He glanced at Rickerby again.




  ‘Some people have foresight,’ I reminded him.




  ‘Do I leave now?’ Pat said. ‘Do I go along with the Federal bit and take off?’




  For the first time Art Rickerby spoke. He was quiet as always and I knew that there were no ends left untied in the past I had just left. He said, ‘Captain . . . there are times when . . .

  there are times. It was you who forced Mr. Hammer into circumstances he could hardly cope with. It was a dead man and me who made him stick to it. If he’s anathema out of the past, then

  it’s our fault. We brought a man back who should have died a long time ago. The present can’t stand a man like that any more. Now they want indecision and compromise and reluctance and

  fear . . . and we’ve dropped a hot iron in society’s lap. We’ve brought a man back who almost shouldn’t be here and now you and me and society are stuck with him.’




  ‘Thanks a bunch,’ I said.




  ‘Sure,’ Pat said to Art, ‘he’s always been in the special-privilege class, but now it’s over my head. You got the pull, Rickerby. I don’t get all the picture,

  but I’ve been around long enough to figure a few things out. Just clue me on this one.’




  ‘Pat . . .’ I started.




  ‘Not you, Mike. Him.’ He smiled with that gentle deceptiveness. ‘And make it good. We have two dead men here and I’m not writing that off for anybody. No more

  I’m not.’




  Art nodded and glanced at his watch. ‘The girl Velda,’ he said, ‘she was the crux. She has information this country depends upon. A team of assassins was assigned to kill her

  and nobody could get to that team we called “The Dragon” but him, because nobody could be as terrible as they were. It turned out that he was even worse. If that is a good word. For

  that information this country would pay any price and part of the cost was to rehabilitate this man in a sense and give him back his privilege and his gun.




  ‘The Dragon team is gone now. There is only the girl Velda. There is still that price to pay and he can call the tune. You have no choice but to back him up. Is that clear?’




  ‘No, but it’s coming through,’ Pat said. ‘I know most of the story but I find it hard to believe.’




  I said, ‘Pat . . .’




  ‘What?’




  ‘Let’s leave it, kid. We were both right. So she’s still mine. If you want her then take her away, but you have to fight me for her and you haven’t got a chance in the

  world of winning.’




  ‘Not as long as you’re alive,’ he told me.




  ‘Sure, Pat.’




  ‘And the law of averages is on my side.’




  ‘Why, sure.’




  I didn’t think he could do it, but he did. He grinned and stuck out his hand and instinctively I took it. ‘Okay, boy. It’s like before now. We start fresh. Do I get the story

  or does he?’




  ‘First him, buddy,’ I said, nodding toward Art, ‘then you. It’s bigger than local and I’m not just a private cop any more.’




  ‘They told me about your ticket. Smart.’




  ‘You know me. Never travel small.’




  ‘That’s right. Somebody’s got to be the hero.’




  ‘Nuts. If I’m on a dead play, then I want odds that will pay off.’




  ‘They did.’




  ‘Damn right they did. I stuck it up and broke it off. Everybody wanted me dead and instead it turned all the way around. So I got the payoff. A big ticket and the rod back and nobody puts

  the bull on me until I flub it royally . . . and this, friend, I’m not about to do again.’




  ‘No?’




  ‘Watch.’




  ‘My pleasure, big buddy.’ He grinned. Again. ‘Mind if I leave and talk it out with Mister Government here?’




  ‘No. But be at your office soon. She’ll be there and so will I.’




  ‘Soon?’




  ‘An hour.’




  ‘I’ll be waiting, hero.’




  When he left, Art Rickerby said, ‘She has to talk right away. Where is she?’




  ‘I told you . . . in an hour . . . at Pat’s office.’




  ‘There were dead men here.’




  ‘So . . .’




  ‘Don’t piddle with me, Mike.’




  ‘Don’t piddle with me, Art.’




  ‘Who are they?’




  ‘I damn well don’t know, but this you’ll do and damn well do it right.’




  ‘Don’t tell me what to do.’




  ‘No? I shove it up your tail if I want to, Art, and don’t you forget it. You do this one my way. This is something else from your personal angle and leave it alone. Let those dead

  men be. As far as anybody is concerned they’re part of The Dragon group and the last part at that. There ain’t no more, the end, finis. They came for Velda and I was here to lay on the

  gravy like I did the rest and you go along with it. What’s here is not part of your business at all, but for the moment you can cover me. Do it.’




  ‘Mike . . .’




  ‘Just do it and shut up.’




  ‘Mike . . .’




  I said softly, ‘I gave you The Dragon, didn’t I?’




  ‘Yes.’




  ‘I was dead. You exhumed me. You made me do things that were goddamned near impossible, and when I didn’t die doing them you were surprised. So be surprised now. Do like I tell

  you.’




  ‘Or . . . ?’




  ‘Or Velda won’t come in.’




  ‘You’re sure?’




  ‘Positive, friend.’




  ‘It will be done.’




  ‘Thanks.’




  ‘No trouble.’




  And Velda told them the next day. She spelled it out in detail and a government organisation collapsed. In Moscow thirty men died, and in the East Zone of Berlin five more

  disappeared, and in South America there was a series of accidents and several untimely deaths, and across the face of the globe the living went to the dead in unaccountable numbers and codes and

  files were rearranged and meetings hastily brought about and summit conferences planned and in the U.N. buildings whole new philosophies were adopted and decisions brought about in a changed light,

  and as suddenly as she had been a threat to a different world, she had become a person again. She had nothing more to give and in the world of politics there was no retribution as long as you knew

  nothing new and really didn’t care at all.




  But there was something new. There were two dead men to tell about it and somewhere in the city was another with a bullet in his gut looking for somebody to take it out and if the little

  blonde didn’t tell, one of these would.




  You just didn’t lay dead men at your feet without someone coming looking for you.




  And I had them at my feet.




  





  




  Chapter Two




  I KNEW I had a tail on me when I left the D.A.’s office. It had been nicely set up even though Rickerby had put the fix in for me. No local police

  force likes to be queered out of a deal in their own back yard, and if they could move in, orders or not, they were going to give it the big try. If Pat had set the tail it would have been hard to

  spot, but the new D.A. was too ambitious to figure out there were civilian-type pros in the police business too.




  For an hour I let him wait outside bars, fool around a department store while I picked up a few goodies, then went in one door of the Blue Ribbon Restaurant on Forty-fourth, around through the

  bar, and out that door while he was looking for me at the tables. I was back on Seventh Avenue before he knew I was gone, flagged down a cab, and had him cut over to Forty-ninth and Ninth.
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