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      Kib Nasten had worked this out pretty cleverly, he thought. Doctor Robert Wasey paid blackmail. A smooth con man named Ringo had hooked Wasey. Twice a year he called around and the doctor gritted his teeth and handed over two thousand in cash. Now the price was to be doubled, with Rib Nasten as Ringo’s partner in the “clip.”




       




      Disguised as a decrepit old man, Nasten had pushed past the protesting office girl and gained the doctor’s inner office. Doctor Wasey, who was leaning over a black slab of a table and working at a black, boxlike thing wheeled up beside it, stared impatiently at him.




       




      “My dear sir,” he said. “There is a patient ahead of you. If you will please wait your turn—”




       




      Nasten stepped closer to Doctor Wasey, and in his right hand was a gun with the bulky cylinder of a silencer on it.




       




      “This is a stick-up, you sap. Put your hands up and keep ‘em there,” he said, in a low tone that was none the less deadly for being low.




       




      Wasey’s hands rose. Not a very large man, he seemed to shrivel a little under the menace of the gun.




       




      “I haven’t anything of value—” he faltered.




       




      “Keep your voice down! One peep out of you, and you get it.” Nasten jabbed the gun toward him. “This gat’s silenced, so I could plug you easy and nobody’d know.”




       




      Doctor Wasey moistened his lips nervously.




       




      “But I haven’t any money here. I haven’t a thing—”




       




      “Bunk,” said Nasten. “A guy named Ringo is supposed to come in here in about an hour and get two grand from you.




       




      Two thousand bucks. You’ll have that around the place, now. I want it.”




       




      Doctor Wasey’s face got, if possible, a little whiter.




       




      “So you know—about that.”




       




      “Yeah.”




       




      “But I can’t give you that! Ringo would ruin me if I didn’t have it for him!”




       




      Nasten shrugged. “Get another two grand for him.” Ringo had coached him in this important line.




       




      “I haven’t got it! I already pay the man more than I have to live on myself.”




       




      “That’s your tough luck,” grated Nasten. “Come on. Hand over the two grand—”




       




      There was a commotion in the anteroom. Shrill words penetrated the inner office door. They were in a woman’s hysterical tone.




       




      “I want to see Doctor Wasey. At once! He promised he’d telephone tonight and he hasn’t. I want to see him immediately!”




       




      “Damn it!” breathed Nasten. He was scared and showed it. Witnesses were the last things that he wanted now. But like a scared rat, he was all the more dangerous for being frightened.




       




      He slid up on the black-topped table, just as the door started to open.




       




      ‘‘I’m a patient, see?” he whispered tensely to Wasey. “Monkey around! Make a show of treating me for something! But remember my gat’s right on you, so don’t get funny!”




       




      Doctor Wasey nodded, and snapped a switch on the black box half over the table. Intense light rayed out.




       




      “I’ll be giving you a ray treatment,” he said. “Lie still.”




       




      A woman of thirty-five or so burst in, wild-eyed and sobbing. Then, as she saw the man on the black slab, and Doctor Wasey staring at her, she collected herself a bit.




       




      “Oh,” she said, less hysterically. “Oh, I—I shouldn’t have done this. I’m sorry. But Doctor, I had to know how my husband is. Has he—is it cancer? You said you’d telephone, and I didn’t hear from you—”
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