

[image: ]



        
            
                Thank you for downloading this Simon & Schuster ebook.

                

                Get a FREE ebook when you join our mailing list. Plus, get updates on new releases, deals, recommended reads, and more from Simon & Schuster. Click below to sign up and see terms and conditions.

            

            
            	CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP

            

            
               Already a subscriber? Provide your email again so we can register this ebook and send you more of what you like to read. You will continue to receive exclusive offers in your inbox.

            

        
    
It was all a cockeyed, crazy dream …

Yesterday (or maybe it wasn’t yesterday) Casey Morrow had been drinking up his last handful of dwindling dollars. And then this gorgeous doll (with eyes like purple smoke) had come slithering into the cocktail lounge. She bought some booze and (just like that!) offered Casey five thousand beautiful dollars. All Casey had to do in return was marry her….

The rest was blank. Except that this morning (if it was morning) the doll’s picture was on all the front pages. She was missing, her millionaire father was dead — and the five thousand was in Casey’s pocket. And apparently (although he didn’t even know, yet, where he was) Casey was up to his neck in trouble ….
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CHAPTER ONE

The whole thing started with a dream, a cockeyed, crazy dream….

THE WAY Casey figured it, life was a sour deal. It was something with a beginning you didn’t ask for, an ending you couldn’t help, and nothing in between that would sell even at a charity auction. But it came in a package, like a Christmas tie, and once the package was opened you were stuck with it.

Casey Morrow was thinking again, and that was bad. What he needed was another drink.

“What I need is another drink,” he gravely advised himself (there being no one else in the vicinity to advise) and hauled out the wad of green from his pocket again. It wasn’t much of a wad by this time, not after the way he’d been hitting it all afternoon, but he spread two wrinkled bills out on the glass table top and squinted at them to make sure. Two singles, that was the size of it. That was the last remnant of the Big Deal, and it meant that the liquor would have to work a lot faster than it had been if he was going to reach a state of happy oblivion before the funds gave out. Of course, there were cheaper bars—Casey was quite a connoisseur in that field—but for this particular Götterdämmerung nothing but the best would do. Nothing but the glass-topped, the deep-cushioned, and the dark. This was the darkest cocktail lounge Casey had encountered this side of hell, and he’d been there, too.

One minute there wasn’t another soul on the face of the earth, and in the next the shadowy form of a waiter emerged from the darkness just long enough to deposit another Scotch on the table and make off with one of the wrinkled bills. He didn’t make a sound on the deep-piled carpet, and only the faraway clink of glasses could be heard from the blue circle that was the bar. Casey wasn’t looking at the bar—he couldn’t have seen that far, anyway—but even without looking he knew that the place was almost empty. Very few people set out to get deliberately drunk at midafternoon in a fashionable Chicago bar; not unless they were celebrating something special like, for instance, their own funeral. And then it began.

“Mind if I sit down?”

The question came without any preliminaries at all, but hearing voices under such circumstances wasn’t so unusual. It had happened before. With great difficulty Casey managed to divert his attention from the fresh Scotch and focus his eyes at a somewhat higher level; then, as the shadows cleared a bit, wondered why he’d been so long about it. The face and figure behind this particular voice were definitely feminine—of the choicest order—and the way she was looking at him did absolutely nothing to clear his head.

“You look lonely,” she added. “We might as well be lonely together.”

Now it was this way with Casey Morrow; he took whatever came along, the good, the bad, the indifferent. Not because he always wanted to take it, but because experience had taught him that nobody was going to ask his opinion, anyway. And now this girl had come along and she was very beautiful. Casey’s vocabulary had limitations but that was word enough for her. While he was thinking up a suitable comeback to her provocative proposition, she eased into the opposite side of the booth—one of those narrow, intimate arrangements that made her knees brush his and brought a cascade of taffy-colored hair close enough to make him dizzy on the scent of spicy perfume—and settled back in the arc of the tiny table lamp so he could take a good long look—which he did. Her eyes, he noticed (among other things) were like purple smoke and her mouth was full and young.

And what, he mused, could such a girl want of Casey Morrow, who isn’t beautiful and looks older than his thirty years? And then his broad mouth slashed an offside grin and one hand closed fondly over the last wrinkled bill on the table top.

“Sorry,” Casey said. “This is for me.”

She didn’t even wince. “Is that nice?” she asked.

“It’s economics. Elementary economics.” He had a little trouble with that last phrase and went over it once more, carefully. “The sad truth is, honey, that’s all there is. There isn’t any more.”

According to the rules the girl should have remembered a previous engagement at this moment and made herself suddenly scarce, but this one seemed to make her own rules as she went along. The purple-smoke eyes were measuring Casey’s face now, every inch of it from the unruly, dun-colored hair to the squared-off chin that was just right for leading with. They didn’t miss the scar half lost at the edge of one eyebrow where a Jap marksman hadn’t been quite good enough, and they couldn’t very well miss the insult in that twisted grin. But she still didn’t leave.

“Do you mind if I buy my own drink?” she asked.

“Honey,” Casey said, “I don’t even mind if you buy one for me.”

“All right, I will.”

Just like that, she said it. Just like that. Casey leaned back against the upholstery and tried to get a better perspective of the situation but nothing changed a bit. The girl really was sitting there, really was that beautiful, and now, with the assistance of that eagle-eyed waiter, really was buying him a drink.

“All right, I give up,” Casey said. “What game are we playing?”

“I told you. I was sitting over at the bar all alone and I got tired of being alone.”

“What kind of a city can this be,” Casey muttered, “if such a girl is bothered by such a problem?”

She almost smiled then—in a way that gave him the distinct impression that her smile, if it actually materialized, would be something very special—and all of the time kept staring straight into his eyes as if she’d never concealed a thing in her whole life. It was disconcerting, but not half so disconcerting as her conversation.

“You can tell me about it if you want to,” she said.

“I can tell you about what?”

“Your troubles.”

“I’ve got troubles?”

“Everybody has troubles, especially people like us.”

“And what kind of people are we?”

“That’s one of our troubles. We don’t know.”

For a kid—and that’s all she was behind the long eyelashes and the exaggerated mouth—she said the damnedest things.

“Now I know who you are!” Casey announced triumphantly. “You’re from the welfare society. That mink coat had me fooled for a while.” It was a mink coat, too, which didn’t stack up with what he’d been taking for granted unless they came awfully fancy on Michigan Avenue. And on this girl mink looked like something she’d started getting along with her Pablum.

“I hate to sound back-country,” he added, “but I’ve been away from the old home town for so long I’m a little rusty. Just what is it you’re after?”

“Do you have a cigarette?”

Casey gave her a cigarette. She’d worked hard enough for it. He let her get her own light from her own jewel-studded lighter and watched her feel her way along.

“You are suspicious, aren’t you?” she observed. “I like that. It indicates intelligence.”

“Thank you, teacher. When do I get my gold star?”

“You shouldn’t be so surly. I might be Miss Opportunity knocking at your door.”

Casey shook his head. “Not a chance,” he said. “The last time Miss Opportunity knocked at my door I let her in. Now I don’t even have a door.”

“Was she pretty?”

“And expensive.”

“Did you marry her?”

“Not that expensive.”

It might have been his imagination, but Casey couldn’t help feeling that this admission pleased the girl enormously. Either that or he was reaching the state where everybody looked happy. Whenever he set down an empty glass another appeared in its place, which was all right until the waiter helped himself to that long greenback on the table. For a moment Casey became appropriately solemn. Being broke, completely and utterly broke, is not a thing to be taken lightly and his grief was beyond all concealing.

“Was that really your last dollar?” the girl wanted to know.

“It really was.” Casey sighed.

“In that case, maybe I could interest you in a job.”

Now he was intrigued. This was not the first time it had been suggested to Casey Morrow that he should get a job—and never so diplomatically—but the time, the place, and the girl were out of character. This is all in my mind, he decided. Despite my well-laid plans to hang one on and let the morrow (the morrow—that was good—fortified with enough Scotch Casey was a sharp boy) let the morrow take care of itself, my subconscious is bothering me. So, since this is all in my mind and she’s just something out of a bottle, we might as well be friendly.

“What,” he queried, “do you have in mind?”

“What do you do?”

The keenest minds in the Department of Unemployment had wrestled with that problem, but Casey didn’t hesitate. “In my time,” he replied, “I’ve been pin boy, barkeep, truck driver, and professional killer—courtesy of Uncle Sam.”

“That was your most recent assignment?”

“Except one. Having won the war, with some slight assistance, I had to dispose of my ill-gotten gains. I could have played the horses but that’s too risky, there’s always a chance of winning. I went into business and got cleaned in a hurry.”

Casey didn’t want to go over all that again. After all, the whole purpose of this party was to forget it. But for a wonder the girl didn’t ask.

“And now you’re available,” she said.

“For anything.”

Maybe it was a fool thing to say, but suddenly it was exactly how he felt, lightheaded, excited, and ready for anything. He’d been as low as he could get without burrowing when this vision with the purple eyes and no visible inhibitions had come along, and something had to give. She ordered still another round of drinks and her voice, low and soothing, began to fade away in the distance. Casey hadn’t paid any attention to whether or not she’d been keeping pace with his thirst—with his head start it wouldn’t have mattered, anyway—but he didn’t want her fading out that way. He propped up his chin with one hand and concentrated on getting her back into focus. Most of all, he tried to concentrate on what she was saying.

“I’ve got just the job for you. I think you’ll like it.”

“Then it isn’t truck-driving.”

The smile threatened again. “No, it isn’t.”

“And killing’s out of season.”

The smile. The vague suggestion of a smile, and the eyes, and her lips moving. But she kept fading out. No matter how he tried, she kept fading out. Casey nodded as if he understood everything, and she called for the check. It wasn’t until the waiter had done his appearing and disappearing trick again that he became aware of the open handbag on the table top. It wasn’t the handbag so much—handbags were just handbags to Casey—but the interesting array of legal tender deposited therein caught his eye and drove back the incoming fog for a moment.

“What did you just say?” he asked numbly.

“Five thousand,” the girl answered.

Five thousand. Add a dollar sign and it was as lovely a phrase as Casey had ever heard. He was trying desperately to make something coherent out of it when an inward-bound customer came through the street door bringing a gust of lake wind with him. It was that raw, cold wind that puts the edge on a cloudy Monday in Chicago when November has her teeth in, and it helped a lot. Casey shook his head, knowing he’d have to cover a lot of ground to catch up with the conversation, but now the girl had stopped talking and was waiting. Waiting, he finally realized, for him.

“We’ll have to get started if we’re going to get there before dark,” she said.

Apparently they were going somewhere. He hated admitting that he’d missed anything and faked comprehension all through the struggle of getting to his feet and inside of his raincoat, but he couldn’t fake forever. “Look,” he said, as they started for that street door together, “I want to get this straight. Just what kind of a job did you say this was?”

He’d been right about her smile. It materialized, and it was very special. And it was downright fantastic what crazy, cockeyed dreams could come out of a bottle.

“You must have been woolgathering,” she chided. “You might at least pay a little attention when a girl asks you to marry her.”


CHAPTER TWO

THAT WAS the dream. Casey came out of it slowly, stretched out the kinks in his legs, and opened his eyes. And then the world didn’t make any sense at all. He was lying face down on some kind of cot, narrow and apparently devoid of springs, and the first thing to meet his eyes as he raised himself up was a nude woman sitting on a kitchen chair at the opposite side of the room. She wasn’t a particularly attractive nude, mostly thighs, but it did occur to Casey that this was a somewhat peculiar visitation for so early in the morning—or whatever that gray light was. He propped himself up on his elbows and took another look, and then gradually became aware of a few more peculiarities, a dead fish and a bottle of wine, for instance, and what appeared to be a sky full of flying disks with one warped ukelele. Casey grinned. They were all paintings. The room was filled with paintings that were stacked in layers against the walls.

On second thought, very careful thought this time, the canvases didn’t make any more sense than his first impression. Despite a formidable pressure centered somewhere above his eyebrows, Casey managed to attain a sitting position on the cot and began to size up the room. It was small, square, and lighted only by a skylight about a half mile overhead, and with his usual morning-after brilliance Casey deduced that he was in an artist’s studio, cracked plaster, peeling paint, and all. The fact that he couldn’t remember knowing any artists didn’t shed much light on the situation, nor, for that matter, explain what kind soul had loosened his tie, removed his shoes, and tucked him in with an army surplus blanket. The same kind soul, no doubt, who was responsible for the heartening aroma of hot coffee now coming from somewhere beyond a cloth-draped easel. Casey eased into his shoes and went to investigate. He didn’t know what to expect, but certainly not what he found.

“I beg your pardon,” he said, as soon as his vocal chords consented to operate. “I don’t think we’ve been introduced.”

This time the woman wasn’t a painting. She was at least as tall as Casey, who was a long way from being a giant; she had mahogany-hued hair cut in a short, bushy cap, and wore a paint-stained smock over her pajamas, sheep-lined slippers on her feet, and an expression of tolerant amusement in her button-bright eyes. Furthermore, she looked to be the kind of woman who would admit being thirty even if she was only thirty-one.

“Just call me Maggie,” she said. “Do you mind drinking from a cup without a handle?”

“Is this your place?”

“As long as I pay the rent.”

The kitchen wasn’t much larger than a phone booth, but Maggie seemed to have everything under control. She turned away from the gas plate for a moment, turned on the water in a doll-sized sink, and came up with a bicarb. “All things considered,” she remarked dryly, “this probably won’t help much, but at least it’s a gesture.”

“Thanks,” Casey said. “By the way, what am I doing here?”

“I was hoping that you could tell me.”

“You don’t know?”

“Only that you’re a hard man with a doorbell. I don’t know what you’re selling, chum, but I rarely buy from bell pushers after two a.m.”

Casey grinned. Now that his eyes were getting used to being open, he could see Maggie’s face a lot better. It wasn’t exactly a pretty face, kind of pie-shaped with a nose that tilted up on the end and creased across the middle when she smiled. But it was a face that could say a great deal without opening its mouth.

“Was that why you took me in and bedded me down?” he asked.

“It was raining out.”

That wasn’t reason enough and Casey knew it, but he didn’t get a chance to track it down. “There’s a bathroom down the hall,” Maggie added quickly. “The water warms up some after it runs ten or fifteen minutes. By that time I’ll have the eggs scorched and the toast burned.”

A man of Casey Morrow’s varied experience was accustomed to meeting the cold gray dawn in strange and unexpected places, but voluptuous mermaids on the bathroom ceiling and Dali-like vistas on the walls didn’t exactly assist in his recomposure. The building was old, dark, and barnlike; something, he mused, that might have been left over from the Great Fire. And then it occurred to him that maybe this wasn’t Chicago at all. A sizable chunk of time was missing from among his souvenirs. Yesterday morning (or was it yesterday?) he had checked in at an expensive hotel overlooking Grant Park, paid a full day’s rate in advance, and set out to celebrate his home-coming in a manner befitting a man who’s just gone bankrupt. A sizable chunk was missing, all right, with nothing in between but a crazy dream of a girl with purple-smoke eyes. On the way back down the hall to Maggie’s studio he mulled over the dream again and decided not to bring it up. In a case such as this, the only acceptable procedure was to apologize, thank the lady, and blow. Maggie, however, didn’t seem to know that.

“You can at least drink some coffee,” she insisted. “I don’t mind the other occupants of this firetrap seeing a man leave my place so early in the morning, but I hate to have them thinking I’m so bad off I have to take in ghouls.”

Casey sighed and tackled the coffee—which wasn’t so bad as it should have been under the circumstances. “I suppose you’re waiting for an explanation. Sorry, but there isn’t any. Last night’s a complete washout. Whatever happened, well, I just don’t remember.”

She was looking at him in a peculiar sort of way, or maybe she just had a peculiar face. “I’m sorry,” Casey said again.

“Forget it,” Maggie said. “Haven’t you heard? Chicago is the city of the welcoming hand. We like our distinguished guests to have a good time.”

For a minute Casey didn’t get it, and then he remembered the labels in his suit and raincoat, both from a much too expensive shop in Beverly Hills. This, being Chicago, there must be a few conventions in town. Maggie was simply adding two and two under that curly cap and coming up with the wrong answer.

“That’s not me you’re talking about,” he corrected. “I’m just a local boy come home to roost.”

“Don’t tell me you tired of the land of sunshine and eternal youth.”

“It’s all right to live in,” Casey said, “but I’d sure hate to go there for a visit.”

“You’ve been away long?”

In her own, left-handed way, Maggie was pumping; but Casey didn’t mind. She was entitled to that much. “I’ve always been away,” he said. “Even when I lived here, even when I was a kid. Do you know what I mean?”

“I think so.”

“That’s good, because I’m not so sure.”

“And where was ‘away’?”

It was easy to talk to Maggie. Almost too easy. “Any place, every place,” Casey answered. “Somewhere where things were smooth. You know, chrome, plate glass, and nice, expensive upholstery. Smooth and clean. No alleys full of garbage, no sweltering walk-ups, nobody jumping down anybody’s throat all the time just because their nerves were worried thin—” It was terrible the way the yesterdays could gang up, crowding back time until the old hates and dreads were as large as life and twice as empty. “It made nice dreaming for the future. It doesn’t stack up so good when it’s all over.”

“That’s the spirit,” Maggie agreed dryly. “Now that you’re old and gray there’s nothing left in life but to sit around the coffeepot on cold, damp mornings and mull over your faded youth.”

Casey couldn’t help grinning again. With Maggie it was like that. “You don’t sound very sympathetic,” he chided.

“Why should I? All God’s chillun got troubles, including me. And, as one peasant to another, how did you get such fancy memories, anyway?”

“Knowing the right people.”

“Influential?”

“Hollow-headed. A couple of characters like myself, fresh out of Uncle Sam’s prep school with not enough cash and too many ideas.”

Yes, it was too easy to talk to Maggie. A man could work up a lot of regret that way, and regret was something Casey could no longer afford. He pushed back his chair, the same chair, so far as he could tell, that had been so interestingly occupied in that awakening vision, and began to look around for his coat. “I’m not crying,” he added, as if talking to himself. “That’s just the way things break. One day you’ve got the world in your own little yellow basket, and the next day you’re learning that a two-hundred-dollar suit still looks like thirty-seven fifty after it’s been slept in.”

But the suit coat Maggie was bringing out of a tiny closet didn’t look that way at all. It obviously had been recently sponged and pressed. “I gave it a lick and a promise,” she said vaguely. “It was a little soiled.”

She was almost shy about it, and Casey found himself feeling warm and not entirely brotherly toward this strange Maggie with the paint-stained smock and the wrinkled nose. And then, as abruptly as if she’d been reading his mind, Maggie handed him his raincoat and opened the door.

“Better buy yourself a hat if you’re staying in these parts,” she advised. “Your sun-kissed days are over!”

Casey needed a few moments to get his bearings when he stepped out of the building. It was still early. The sky was like a stretch of dirty flannel and the wind coming in off the lake had been sharpened on both edges. He didn’t feel quite up to facing that wind, so he turned left and walked up to the first corner. There, at the signpost, he learned that he was on Erie Street, a long, long way from home.

At least the wind was clearing his head. He weighed the matter of distance against the fumes of a bus or the swaying bedlam of a streetcar and decided in favor of walking. After all, he had until noon to get his bag out of the hotel and the rest of his life to figure out where to go after that. He thought about the northwest side and his mother’s place, a drab five-room flat above Big John’s saloon, and then he thought of his stepfather, Big John, and of the smell of stale beer and greasy sausage. And then, just as he’d known he would do, he began to wonder why he had ever come back.

The sun was hot and bright in the San Fernando Valley, steaming down through the skylights of the saw-toothed roof. With the world so promising, it was easy to get lost in a rosy dream of production lines rolling out a sensational new video set that looked so sweet on paper and cost so much to develop. The tiny factory building was padlocked now, but Casey wasn’t crying. What was one more post-war casualty in the brave new world?

It was a different kind of dream he’d had when the moon was a glutton over the Pacific and a very special redhead shared the front seat of his sleek convertible; but that venture had failed, too, and for an identical reason—insufficient funds. Even so, he didn’t have to come home. For eight years, ever since the day he enlisted, Casey had avoided that extremity, and yet, here he was. The big bubble burst and home he ran, like a kid with a bloody nose.

(Yes, and he could remember how it was to come home from school with a bloody nose. No chance to explain, no excuses accepted for a torn shirt or ripped trousers. Just that terrible look on Ma’s face as she reached for the cat-o’-nine.)

By this time Casey was walking south, heading toward the river where the morning was getting noisier and lights were beginning to challenge the gray day from behind layers of rain-stained windows. When he reached the river he had to wait for the bridge to jack-knife down in the wake of a freighter bound on some lakeborne mission, and this part of the city Casey liked. This part and the railroad stations. Anything that moved, anything that was going places. As he waited, he became aware of fellow travelers on the street—businessmen with briefcases under their arms and shop girls who glanced nervously at the clock on a giant billboard across the river. A newsboy piling the latest editions on his stand—

The bridge came down again and traffic started rolling, but Casey didn’t move. He was staring at the photo on the front page of one of the newspapers, and he couldn’t move at all. It was a large cut of a girl’s face, and he could remember exactly how the taffy-colored hair had smelled when it brushed against his face, and how those tilted eyes were that peculiar hue of purple smoke. It was the dream that he saw there, only she wasn’t a dream at all; she was a face on the front page under a banner headline.

Financier Slain: Heiress Missing

“Wouldja like for me to turn tha page, mister?”

The newsboy’s jeer routed Casey’s trance and backed him up a few steps. He had to have that paper, more than anything else in the world he had to have that paper, but now he was remembering those last two dollar bills spread out on the glass-topped table and his fingers went groping through his raincoat pockets in the scant hope of mustering out a few stray coins. And then he found it. It was folded nice and neat and thrust deep into his pocket. He drew it out slowly, running a curious thumb over the thickness of crisp, new hundreds, but even without counting he knew what it had to be. Five thousand, the dream had said. Five thousand dollars.


CHAPTER THREE

THE DREAM’S NAME was Phyllis Brunner—that’s what the photo caption said. She was young, she was rich, and also, since last night, she was missing. But the big story was her father. Darius Brunner II was dead, his handsome, graying head considerably battered by the violent application of a fireplace poker and the study of his fashionable lakeshore apartment thereby transformed into a chamber of death. The latter fact was fully attested by on-the-spot pictures. Time of death had not been established, but it was known that he had shared an informal dinner with his comely secretary, Miss Leta Huntly, twenty-eight, shortly after eight p.m.

“We had worked later than usual at the office,” Miss Huntly explained when questioned by the police, “and Mr. Brunner insisted on taking me to dinner and then driving me home. It was about nine-thirty when he dropped me at my apartment, and I assumed that he was going straight home. I can’t imagine who could have done such a terrible thing to Mr. Brunner! He was a wonderful man!”

At this point, Miss Huntly gave way to tears, artfully preserved by an alert cameraman.

Casey was getting the story at last, the newspaper spread across the bed he had so thoroughly unmade before the bellboy brought it. He’d had a bit of luck getting back to his hotel room, and at this point luck wasn’t hard to take. Along with the five thousand dollars, he had raked up a room key out of his pocket. What must have happened, he decided, was a simple case of getting sidetracked in the cocktail lounge before turning the key in at the desk. Later, of course, he wasn’t in much of a shape to remember anything, especially a key. But the important thing now was how much the hotel staff remembered, or, to be specific, the waiter in the lounge. A recollection of the Stygian gloom of the Cloud Room (Casey noted its chrome-plated name as he slipped unobtrusively through the lobby) was of some comfort, but not much. If Casey could see the girl’s face in that dim light so could the waiter. And it wasn’t a face that any man would be likely to forget.

Casey’s room was on the sixth floor, but he hadn’t dared risk an elevator. The whole idea was to appear as if he had spent the night enjoying the hostelry’s much vaunted comforts, and it wasn’t until he had phoned for the morning paper that he realized his timetable was a little off. Next came the whirlwind transformation of the room, the unmaking of the bed, opening of his saddle-tan bag and, to give things a homey touch, the draping of his suit coat over a convenient chair. Casey was in the bathroom shaving when the knock came at his door.

He answered, opened the door wide, and then went back into the bathroom to dry his hands. Give the bellboy time to get a good look at the room, that was the idea. Just in case you find yourself needing an alibi, Casey Morrow, give him time.

“You’ll have to get this changed,” he said, coming back with one of the hundred-dollar notes in his hand, “it’s the smallest I’ve got. And don’t be all day about it. I’ve got a train to catch.”

The moment the door closed, Casey ripped open the paper.

Brunner’s body had been discovered by Arvid Petersen, the houseman, when he returned from an evening of bowling.

“It wasn’t my regular night out but Mr. Brunner phoned in the afternoon and said he wouldn’t be home for dinner, so I should take the evening off. I came in about eleven-thirty and found him like that. It was awful. He was a fine man, too. I worked for him twenty years now.”

Reached at the Brunner country estate near Arlington Heights, Mrs. Brunner was in a state of near collapse and unavailable to the press. Her photographs, however, were amply available…. prominent society matron, noted for her many charities …

Casey pushed the paper aside in disgust. He didn’t care about Mrs. Brunner’s charities; all he cared about was the brief reference to Phyllis Brunner’s disappearance. The paper didn’t have a thing on it really. Just an intimation that the girl and her high-powered convertible were still unaccounted for at press time. Sensing sensation, they had played it up big. Big and hollow, with nothing but a headline, a picture, and a couple of inconclusive lines. At least the thing Casey feared most wasn’t there. There was no mention of an unknown man escorting her from the Cloud Room.

He felt considerably better by the time the bellboy returned with his change. He could even make small talk. “That’s what I call service,” he said, peeling off a ten from the roll of bills.
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