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Аннотация
Suddenly there was an electrifying fanfare from the orchestra, and bright blue moonlight flared out from the semi-circle of spots on the floor.
Dorinda leaped from nowhere. The clean, taut lines of her slim, nude body were breathtakingly beautiful. Abandon and wild desire were in every movement of her lovely, supple form.
Just a sweet little college girl from a nice family taking some extra curricular courses in exotic dancing at a joint called La Roma.
No one could dance like Dorinda. Shayne had to admit she was dynamite, but her explosive act was about to be broken up by murder.


Brett Halliday
When Dorinda Dances


Chapter I

Michael Shayne�s swivel chair was slued sideways behind his office desk to accommodate the stretch of his long legs and generally slumped position. His right arm lay along the desk top, his hand conveniently near a drink of cognac. After each sip he carefully centered the glass on the plastic coaster which Lucy Hamilton had placed there to preserve the shining surface from rings. The afternoon was hot and humid; not a breath of air stirred. With his shirt sleeves rolled up and collar open he stared moodily at two rectangles of sunlight coming through the open west windows, and perspired profusely.
Upon renting the office on Flagler Street he made a pact with Lucy to keep regular office hours when he was not actively engaged in a case. Closing-time was near, and he had decided some time ago that sipping cognac the last few minutes was more pleasant than facing his efficient secretary�s accusation of not attending to business. He could hear the faint tapping of her typewriter through the closed door, and he grinned lazily, wondering what the devil she was finding to do.
The typing stopped abruptly. Shayne lit a cigarette, swallowed the last of his drink, and squinted at the door through a cloud of smoke, expecting to see Lucy appear with fresh make-up and purse in hand ready to go. He looked at his watch. The time was five minutes to five.
He had both sleeves rolled down and the cuffs buttoned when the door opened quietly, then closed again. �Quitting-time?� he muttered.
�It�s three minutes of five,� Lucy informed him crisply, �and we have a client.�
�Send him away,� said Shayne promptly. �Tell him it�s too late and too damned hot.�
�Button your collar and straighten your tie � and brush the ashes off your front, Michael.� Her tone was low, yet peremptory, and her brown eyes flickered over him and over the desk critically. �You�d better put on your coat. And for goodness� sake hide that bottle before I bring her in.�
Shayne yanked the knot of his tie straight and said flatly, �I wouldn�t put on a coat in this heat for the Duchess of Windsor.�
�If you weren�t so stubborn � Really, Michael.� She stepped aside to a fan mounted on a tall pedestal and flipped the switch. �You don�t have to look like a limp dishrag.�
�All that thing does is stir up the heat,� he complained, squaring the swivel chair around and reaching out a long arm to stash the cognac bottle in a lower drawer of the steel filing-cabinet.
Lucy took his Palm Beach jacket from the hanger and held it for him. �Hurry up. The lady is waiting.�
Shayne dropped the empty glass into a desk drawer, stood up, and shrugged into the coat, growling, �Just because some dame��
�She isn�t a dame. I said lady.� Her cool voice emphasized the final word. �And please try to pretend you�re a gentleman,� she added, walking around the desk to face him.
�Money?� He resumed his seat and grinned up at her.
�If clothes are an indication, yes.�
The grin stayed on Shayne�s wide mouth. He sat up straight, combed his bristly red hair with blunt fingers, rubbed his palm over the damp shirt front where the ashes had fallen, and said, �Picture of an alert private investigator about to interview a client � with money. Send her in.�
�Oh � you.� Lucy gestured impatiently, chuckled, and went to the door. She opened it wide, stepped out, and said, �Mr. Shayne will see you now, Mrs. Davis.�
Shayne was halfway across the room when Lucy closed the door. One glance at the patrician beauty of the young woman corroborated his secretary�s impressions.
A true brunette, Mrs. Davis was tall, slim, poised; and the simple elegance of her sheer black dress revealed, without accentuation, her perfect figure. The three-strand necklace of pearls hugging her throat seemed to reflect the warmth of her delicately tanned complexion. She looked under thirty, Shayne thought swiftly, except for her big dark eyes. Shadowed by the drooping brim of a black hat, they were wide and unblinking, desperate from fear or tragic despair. Her voice, though, was low and controlled when she said, �I�m Mrs. Davis, Mr. Shayne. I trust my coming at this hour is not an imposition.�
�Not at all. Please sit down.� He slid a chromium-frame chair upholstered in blond plastic close to the desk, waited until she sat down, then went around to seat himself facing her. �Now, what can I do for you?� he said pleasantly.
�I�ve come to you because of my own inadequacy � my utter failure to accomplish a delicate but terribly important mission,� she began with a forthrightness in keeping with her poised assurance. �I was given your name by friends before leaving Washington, on the chance that I might require the services of someone like you when I reached Miami. You are recommended as efficient and discreet and � trustworthy.�
Shayne nodded gravely without speaking. Her eyes were fixed on his face as she sat gracefully erect with her gloved hands folded in her lap.
�I have to trust someone,� she said simply. �After last night�s experience I feel quite incompetent and not a little frightened.�
�What,� asked Michael Shayne, �frightened you last night?�
�First, I must explain that I�m acting for a friend. A very dear friend whose name I trust I shall not have to reveal.�
Shayne struck a match to the cigarette between his lips, and lowered lids momentarily hid his open disbelief. He leaned back and puffed smoke toward the ceiling as he swiftly recalled the many clients who had brought the intimate problems of �friends� to his office, or insisted upon setting forth �hypothetical� cases.
He asked again, �What frightened you last night?�
�An experience with my friend�s daughter, Julia,� said Mrs. Davis with a hint of a sigh. �A lovely girl. She�s a sophomore at Rollins College in Winter Park.�
Again Shayne nodded and waited for her to continue.
�During the spring vacation she has been visiting a college chum who lives in Palm Beach. That is, her parents have believed her to be visiting there. Actually, Julia has been here in Miami during the entire period.� She paused, and for the first time since the interview began she turned her eyes away from Shayne. She smoothed her lacy black gloves, and her lips tightened a little.
Watching her narrowly, he couldn�t figure whether she was overcome by some inner emotion, or searching her mind for the right words to present her problem. He had deliberately refrained from helping her, but now the silence was becoming awkward. �Is visiting Miami so bad?� he asked casually.
�Very bad,� she murmured, and her courage seemed restored when she looked up and added, �Julia has been dancing in a local night club � La Roma. From a few discreet inquiries I have learned that it is a place of ill repute.�
Shayne�s bristly red brows lifted a trifle, and a muscle tightened in his cheek. He said, �I know the joint.�
�Then you can understand,� she began eagerly, tensing forward, her eyes glowing; but she settled back at once and continued. �Forgive me. I must remain calm, Mr. Shayne. You see, Julia is only eighteen. She�s impetuous and willful, and she doesn�t realize what a terrible thing she is doing. I went to that place last night at her mother�s request to plead with her to return to school before there is any publicity.�
�And?�
�She refused to speak to me or recognize me.� There was no rancor in her voice; only a hint of sadness. �I sat alone at a table near the stage, and she saw me at once. I sent a note back to her, but the waiter returned with a message that she didn�t know me and had no desire to make my acquaintance.
�I went backstage,� she resumed after a brief pause, �and asked a singer to show me Julia�s dressing-room. She refused.� Mrs. Davis took a handkerchief from her purse and caught the tears that stood like big raindrops in her eyes before they ran down her cheeks.
�Perhaps Julia didn�t recognize you,� Shayne suggested.
�I�ve known her all her life. Sally � her mother � is my dearest friend. Of course she knew me.�
After a moment�s frowning thought Shayne said, �If she�s eighteen and has decided on a dancing career, I don�t know how anyone can stop her.�
�A career? In night clubs like La Roma?� Horror sounded through her cultured tones. �Julia must be brought to a realization of the awful thing she is doing to her mother and father. If it becomes public, the judge will be ruined politically, and politics is his life, Mr. Shayne,� she ended significantly.
�Her father doesn�t know yet?� Shayne asked.
�Oh, no. That�s the one thing Sally fears most. That�s what you must prevent.�
�How did her mother learn the girl was dancing at La Roma?�
�She received an anonymous letter.� Mrs. Davis opened her purse and withdrew a four-by-six Manila envelope, pulled the flap back and extracted a glossy photograph and a folded sheet of paper. Her fingers were steady, but flags of scarlet sprang into her cheeks as she bent forward to hand the enclosures to Shayne. �These came in an envelope similar to this,� she explained, �addressed to her mother personally. I�m afraid the original was destroyed.�
Shayne looked at the photograph first, his expression showing nothing more than professional interest.
The girl was young and beautiful and nude. The picture had been snapped in the midst of her act onstage. Poised on her toes, the clean, taut lines of her body were breathtakingly lovely. Her face was lifted, wide mouth smiling, while her arms strained upward as if to pluck a star with the tips of her reaching fingers. There was an eager, questing look in her eyes, and it seemed to Shayne that the massed background of watching diners, and not the girl, was the offending note.
Beyond her on the stage a six-piece orchestra was caught in action by the sensitive camera, and the painted legend on the bass drum was clearly readable. La Roma.
Written slantingly in a bold hand across the glossy print was the name Dorinda.
Shayne queried Mrs. Davis with quirked brows and repeated the name.
�That�s the stage name Julia uses,� she explained. The blush was gone from her cheeks, leaving only a warm sun tan. �I tried to talk to the manager last night, but he was out,� she continued; and her voice grew intimate and appealing when she added, �I could find no one to talk to but one of the singers, and she told me that none of them knew anything about Dorinda except her dancing.�
Shayne laid the photograph face down on the desk. He said absently, �They don�t know who she really is?�
�I�m not quite certain, Mr. Shayne. She was evasive, and � rude.�
Shayne didn�t reply. He picked up the note and spread it out on the desk. The paper was cheap and the penciled print smudged from much handling. It read: Would this sort of publicity help Julia�s father? It was signed: A Friend.
�Someone,� said Shayne after studying the note, �knows what Dorinda�s real name is.�
�Yes,� she agreed quietly and with a hint of resignation. �The person who mailed that note to Sally�s home in Washington.�
�And you�ve heard nothing further?�
�Nothing. Sally called for me to come to her the moment she received the note. I agreed to come to Miami at once. She has been quite ill, and the shock resulted in a relapse.�
Shayne tapped the note with a forefinger and said, �Do you think this is a threat? Or, is there a possibility that it�s a friendly gesture by someone who felt her parents should know the truth?�
�Why � how can I judge, Mr. Shane? It could be either, I suppose.�
Her perceptible hesitation indicated to the detective that his second suggestion had not actually occurred to her before. He said, �If the girl refused to talk with you � refused to even recognize you��
�That�s what frightens me,� she broke in. �Why? Why would she do that to me?�
�Because she�s eighteen.�
�You don�t understand,� she persisted. �We�ve always been very close. I�ve tried to understand Julia, particularly during her teen-age years, and I was so sure I had gained her confidence. But now�� Her voice trailed off in a whisper, and she was smoothing her gloves again.
Shayne rocked back in his swivel chair and studied her face intently. Her long black lashes were moist, but otherwise she maintained her composure.
He said, after a short silence, �I don�t know how I can help you, Mrs. Davis. At eighteen, Julia has a legal right to live her life as she chooses.�
�But we can�t consider the legality of her age,� she cried, and her eyes widened with terror. �The child must be under some horrible compulsion. It can�t be Julia�s choosing � this thing she�s doing. She knows what it would do to her father if it came out publicly.�
Shayne lit a fresh cigarette before answering. �I know it�s difficult for parents when their children throw off all restraints. But it happens every day. This is probably just a phase with Julia��
�Just a phase!� Her voice cut in like a whiplash. �It�s preposterous to think of her dancing in the nude in that dreadful place � before those men! If you could have seen the lust on their faces last night��
�It�s her choice,� he said impatiently. �I wouldn�t interfere if I could see my way to do so. I think that would be the worst thing you could possibly do. She will come to her senses a lot faster if you stand back and let her work it out her own way.�
Mrs. Davis stared at him in amazement for a long moment. Her tone was crisp and cold when she said, �I�m not a prude, Mr. Shayne. I realize that nude dancing in a night club, even in a place like La Roma, doesn�t necessarily mean that a girl�s life is ruined.� She lifted her dark head proudly, and the artistic droop of her wide-brimmed hat quivered with the sudden move. �I�ve watched Julia�s mind and character develop from childhood. I trust her instincts implicitly. If her own life were the only one involved, I assure you I could trust Julia to work out her own destiny without interference. Unfortunately, there is a great deal more involved than a young girl�s restless fling.�
�Look, Mrs. Davis,� said Shayne, propelling his swivel chair forward and folding his arms on the desk, �if you think this girl�s fling may affect her father�s political ambitions or her mother�s social position you overestimate a scandal in the world of today.�
�It�s because it is today�s world that it does matter,� she said earnestly. �Her father has a high position in the government. He is an uncompromising idealist who followed Franklin Roosevelt to Washington and who refused to alter his fundamental beliefs after Mr. Roosevelt�s death. Within the past two years he has been investigated by three Congressional committees seeking to unseat him.
�Thus far, they have not succeeded,� she continued, warmth and pride rising in her voice. �You are acquainted with the witch hunts going on in Washington, Mr. Shayne, the badgering of liberals, the manner in which one after another of Mr. Roosevelt�s original appointees has been driven from public life.� She paused expectantly, breathlessly, her wide dark eyes level with Shayne�s.
�So what?� he said amiably. �Julia loves dancing. Her father loves politics.�
�Don�t be a fool,� she burst out angrily. �You�re taking advantage of my hesitancy in revealing the names of my friends. But I assure you that one breath of scandal would be enough to ruin the judge�s career. A tiny hint would start a whispering campaign, give columnists fuel for invectives. Julia knows this. She knows it would kill her father. Can�t you see why her mother and I are convinced that there is some hidden compulsion � something secret and evil that has forced her into this terrible thing against her will?�
�Are you intimating that her father�s political enemies have plotted this thing to discredit him?� Shayne asked dryly.
�I�m not intimating anything. I have given you facts. Do you still refuse to help me?�
Shayne spread out his big hands in a gesture of futility. �What can I do?�
�Find out the truth. Meet Julia and talk to her. Decide for yourself the sort of girl she is, and why she is doing this awful thing. You can talk to the manager of the club and learn who her associates are. You can discover the author of that anonymous note and find his motive.�
Shayne drummed a two-fingered tattoo on the desk. He didn�t like it. The pattern was too familiar. Presently he took a pencil from a wire rack, drew a pad of paper toward him, and said quietly, �Before I can decide whether to take your case, I�ll have to know your real name.�
Mrs. Davis bridled with resentment. �I�ve told you��
�I can�t act officially for an unnamed client,� Shayne interrupted sharply. �If you don�t trust me enough to give me your name, you certainly shouldn�t trust me in a matter as important as this. Frankly, I don�t relish interfering between a child and her parents. On the other hand, I have great sympathy for an honest liberal trying to buck the tide in national politics.�
�I assure you I am Mrs. Davis,� she insisted with dignity. �I live in Washington.� She opened her purse and took out a card which she passed to him. �I am here on behalf of a very dear friend who was too ill to come herself. Won�t you � can�t you trust me? Believe that the situation is exactly as I have stated?�
Shayne read: Mrs. Elbert H. Davis, dropped the card on the desk, and said, �I trust you just as far as you trust me. I can�t go into a thing like this without full information.�
Her red mouth puckered nervously, and for a moment there was an expression of defeat in her eyes. �I � promised Sally,� she began, stopped, then met his gaze squarely and continued, �but I suppose you are right. Julia�s father is � Nigel Lansdowne. Now do you understand how important this is?�
Judge Nigel Lansdowne! Shayne didn�t try to hide his surprise and his sudden interest. The whole pack of hysterical right-wingers had been yapping at the judge�s heels since Roosevelt�s death. Such a scandal would be headlined throughout the country.
While he hesitated, Mrs. Davis reopened her purse and drew out a sheaf of bills.
�The Lansdownes are not wealthy,� she told him. �Our democratic government doesn�t overpay its civil servants. The judge left a lucrative law practice to go to Washington in the early days of the New Deal, and has remained there at a great financial sacrifice.�
She removed a rubber band from the bills and spread them out. �I have two thousand dollars here in hundreds. All that Sally had in her personal account. If more money is needed she will have to tell the judge the truth.� Her voice trembled a little, and her eyes were moist.
Shayne waved impatiently and said, �Put it back in your purse for the time being, Mrs. Davis. How can I get in touch with you?�
�I�m at the Waldorf Towers. But I insist � and I�m sure Sally would insist � that you accept a retainer.� She separated four one-hundred dollar bills from the others and pushed them toward him. �Is that sufficient? You will take the case, and you�ll start at once? Tonight?� She was grateful, eager, and her voice rose and fell musically.
�My secretary will give you a receipt,� Shayne told her, �on your way out. Leave the money with her.� He rocked back in his chair. �I�ll see Dorinda tonight and size things up as best I can.�
She returned the money to her purse and stood up. There was a vibrant lilt in her voice when she said, �I know you will succeed, and I am grateful. I felt utterly hopeless when I came here, Mr. Shayne, but now I know I can trust you. I know you are good � and��
�Think nothing of it.� Shayne came to his feet, embarrassed over her effusive thanks. Other people had trusted him, but he couldn�t recall anyone ever having call him �good� before, and certainly not with so much enthusiasm. He took her arm and ushered her into the outer office.
Shayne glanced casually at a man seated across the room, waiting, as he took Mrs. Davis to Lucy�s desk and said, �Give Mrs. Davis a receipt, and get her telephone number.�
�Of course.� Lucy smiled at the woman and drew a receipt pad toward her, then said in a low voice, �This gentleman is anxious��
�He�ll have to wait until I make a telephone call,� Shayne interrupted. �Bring him in in five minutes.� He stalked back to his private office without turning his head.
On the way to his desk he pulled off his coat and hung it up. His left hand reached for the telephone the moment he sat down, but he didn�t lift the receiver immediately. Instead, he flipped Dorinda�s picture over with his right hand and studied the nude young dancer with bleak eyes, his red head wagging slightly and moodily from side to side.
He lifted the receiver slowly. When Lucy answered she said, �Michael, I think there�s been a mistake. Mrs. Davis insisted��
�Get me Tim Rourke � in a hurry,� he cut in sharply.
�But, Michael, I think I should��
�If you want me to stick around and see that goof waiting out there, get me Tim quick.�
�Oh, well.� Lucy sighed and dialed the number.
When Timothy Rourke answered, he said, �How about going slumming tonight? Expense account.�
�Sure, Mike. What�s up?�
�You know anyone connected with La Roma who could reserve a ringside table?�
�La Roma? You weren�t kidding when you said slumming.�
�Can you get a table?�
�For the press? Sure. What time?�
�There�s a number I want to catch. Dorinda.�
A low and prolonged whistle came over the wire.
�You know her?� asked Shayne.
�May my dear, dead Aunt Agatha forgive me,� said Rourke fervently, �yes. That is, I heard.�
�We�ll make it for dinner, then?�
�I�ll drop by your apartment after we put the rag to bed.�
Shayne started to hang up, but he heard Lucy�s voice over the extension.
�I hope you haven�t forgotten our dinner date tonight,� she said.
Shayne thought fast. He remembered promising Lucy a week ago that they�d have dinner together tonight. He said, �No, angel. I haven�t forgotten, but something has come up. Business.�
�At La Roma?�
�You�ve been eavesdropping,� he accused.
�You know I always listen in and take notes on your phone calls,� she said crisply. �What do you think would happen to the business��
�All right. So it�s business at La Roma.�
There was a brief silence. Then Lucy said gaily, �All right, Michael. I don�t mind at all if Tim comes along on our date. I�ll meet you two at the apartment.�
�La Roma,� he growled, �is not the sort of dump I�d take you to. The answer is no. Some other night. And bring that man in if he�s still waiting.� He hung up, frowning. Lucy wasn�t, of course, an innocent young girl who would be shocked by La Roma, but on the other hand�
Lucy opened the door and said, �Just one minute, Mr. Brewer,� before closing it. She walked over to Shayne with her head high and with anger in her brown eyes.
�I bought a new dinner dress yesterday for our date tonight,� she told him. �If you can�t take me out, I�m sure I won�t have any trouble�� She glanced down at the upturned photograph of Dorinda. Shayne grabbed for it, but she was too quick for him.
After studying the print intently, she said, �Nice. Beautiful, in fact. Actually, I think those scraps of cloth and fig leaves dancing girls wear are what makes them vulgar � and the way men��
�I told you this was business,� Shayne growled.
Lucy�s cheeks flushed. She turned quickly, opened the door wide, and said, �Mr. Shayne will see you now, Mr. Brewer.�

Chapter II

Mr. Brewer was of medium height and build, forty-ish, and foppish. He walked with short, mincing steps, and his small feet were encased in white-and-tan sports shoes. He wore a creamy tropical suit with a silky shirt a shade lighter, and a conservative tie was knotted precisely between the buttoned tabs. His trousers were creased razor-sharp, and he sported a brown linen handkerchief in his breast pocket with all four points carefully arranged to show. His hair was glossy black, and quite evidently dyed, and he carried a spotless Panama in his hand. He laid his hat on the desk, and Shayne said, �Have a seat, Mr. Brewer.�
Mr. Brewer sat down in the chair recently vacated by Mrs. Davis. His eyelids fluttered behind rimless glasses pinched on his nose. He removed the glasses and laid them beside his hat, then took a pigskin billfold from his pocket. His hands shook as he opened it and said, �I�ve come to you, Mr. Shane, to engage your services to prevent a murder.�
He withdrew a card and handed it across the table.
Shayne read: Mr. Milton Brewer. He laid it beside Mrs. Davis�s card and asked, �Whose murder?�
�Mine. I�m living in hourly fear of death, Mr. Shayne. I�ve been suspicious of this for some time � for months, actually.� He returned the billfold to his pocket, leaned forward, and gripped the edge of the desk hard. �But this afternoon I felt the shadow of death cross over me,� he whispered hoarsely. �I heard the beat of unseen wings � and I witnessed � actually witnessed with my own eyes the lust for murder etched on the face of a man. A man who is my friend, a man whom I�ve trusted.� He moistened his lips. �He meant to kill me. If I hadn�t turned at that precise moment and faced him��
Milton Brewer�s voice rose to a thin, high pitch. �It was a horrible experience. Monstrous, fiendish, evil. I must have protection. I can�t walk alone with this � this fear any longer.� He relaxed his grip on the desk and settled back, making a visible effort to get hold of himself. Beads of perspiration stood on his forehead and trickled down the sides of his nose.
�A friend, you say?� said Shayne frowning.
Mr. Brewer nodded mutely.
Shayne swung his chair a little to the right and pulled the bottom drawer of the filing-cabinet open, took out a bottle of cognac, then opened the desk drawer and brought out two glasses.
�What you need is a drink,� he said, and began filling a glass.
�Nothing for me, thank you,� Mr. Brewer said hastily. �And I suggest that you stay sober for this engagement. Even the slightest dulling of your faculties might prove fatal. You must seriously consider that my very life depends upon your ability to protect me from now on.�
Shayne set the bottle on the floor and lifted his brows quizzically. �From now on?�
�From now until tomorrow morning.�
Shayne took a sip of cognac and asked, �Who tried to murder you this afternoon?�
�Hiram Godfrey, my partner. Perhaps you�ve heard of Brewer and Godfrey. We ship the cream of the crop of tropical fruits all over the country.�
Shayne took a large swallow from his glass, nodded impassively, and said, �I�ve heard the name. Judging by your advertisements in the local papers, you�re one of the largest in Miami. With such a lucrative business, why do you think your partner plans to murder you?�
�I don�t think, Mr. Shayne. I�m positive of it. I�m also positive he plans to murder me tonight.� Mr. Brewer�s lips were compressed and he looked at the liquor glass with stern disapproval.
�If the trouble between you has been going on for months, why are you so sure he�ll do it tonight?�
�Because Hiram leaves on a business trip to New York early tomorrow morning, to be gone several weeks. I�m sure he plans it for tonight, after failing this afternoon. If you had seen the naked hatred in his eyes.� Mr. Brewer�s tone was not vindictive. Conversely, there was an occasional catch in his throat, an expression of wonderment in his brownish eyes as though he couldn�t quite believe such a thing had happened to him.
�Go back and give me the background,� Shayne suggested. �Work up to what occurred this afternoon. If Godfrey made an attempt on your life, why not have him arrested?�
�I can�t do that, Mr. Shayne. In the first place, the publicity would ruin us. Secondly, I have no witnesses. Hiram would deny my accusations and sue me for false arrest and defamation of character.� He spread out his hands in a gesture of despair.
�Why does your partner hate you?�
�Because I married the woman he loved,� said Mr. Brewer. �I�m sure he has hated me during the two years of our marriage, even though he was best man at our wedding. I didn�t suspect anything at first. Both of us were in love with Betty, but she chose me. We continued, however, as a sort of friendly threesome.
�Betty and I had a few months of happiness together. Then it began to happen. Hiram had never actually given up, and he continually showered her with compliments and flowers and gifts � which she accepted with pretended annoyance.
�But in a few short months I became conscious of my wife�s increasing coolness. It�s true I had married late in life, but Betty was a mature woman. For a while I attributed our unhappiness to the fact that I was so busy. I wanted her to have everything she wanted. Hiram was the contact partner, the outside man, you understand. He had a way with people, took care of the advertising, while I superintended the factory and saw that only top-quality stuff was shipped. Working together in this way we built up a business from a small beginning to a fifty-thousand net profit last year.
�Then I found out that Hiram was meeting Betty secretly during his absence from the office � and had been since a few months after our marriage.�
�Do you have proof?� Shayne asked.
�I have proof,� said Mr. Brewer. His head drooped for an instant, but he jerked it up and continued. �The main proof was in their guilty expressions when I accused them. Naturally, they denied it, but Betty went away. She�s with her parents now, in White Plains, New York.�
�And Hiram Godfrey?� Shayne queried.
�I thought we could let bygones be bygones for the sake of the business,� Mr. Brewer told him. �But now he doesn�t care. He�s been worrying me to sell out for weeks. We have an offer that will expire in ten days from now � before Hiram returns from his trip north. That�s why I am convinced he plans to murder me before he leaves in the morning.�
�So he will be free to sell the business?�
�That is one compelling motive,� Brewer admitted, and after a slight hesitation resumed bitterly. �I know he has been corresponding with my wife since she left me. I think that�s why he wants to sell the business for cash � two hundred thousand � half its actual value � so he can take his share and run away with Betty.�
�Why doesn�t Godfrey sell his share, if he wants to run away with Betty?�
�The offer is for all or nothing,� said Brewer. �Besides, there are two other very good reasons. Hiram and I each carry fifty thousand dollars partnership insurance payable to the other. Also, my wife will inherit my estate. Together, Betty and Hiram will have everything if I die, and Hiram will be able to dispose of the business as he wishes.�
�Motive enough for murder,� Shayne agreed absently. �What happened this afternoon?�
�I foolishly agreed to go for a run on the bay with Hiram in his power cruiser. Frankly, I was anxious for us to work harmoniously again, in spite of Betty. We�re a good team, as I told you, and he has been quite pleasant these past few weeks. I hoped we might talk the whole thing out and come to some amicable agreement.�
Mr. Brewer paused. His eyelids twitched and his face was pale. �We were alone on the water,� he said jerkily. �We�d had a pleasant day, but when we turned back toward the mainland Hiram suggested I take the wheel. I told him I didn�t know much about steering, but he assured me he would be right back. Said he wanted to get a bottle of beer.
�I � well, I admit that I was enjoying steering, and I was intrigued with the instruments. Hiram was gone for quite some time. I heard him moving about and uncapping the beer. Then there was a long silence. I can�t explain it, Mr. Shayne, but I felt something. It was like a cold chill running down my spine. I turned my head instinctively, and called out to Hiram.� Mr. Brewer shuddered convulsively and covered his eyes with his hands.
Shayne waited silently for him to continue.
He recovered quickly, murmured an apology, and went on in a shaky voice. �Hiram didn�t answer. He was three feet behind me, moving like a cat with a boat hook lifted high, and there was murder in his eyes. If I hadn�t looked back at the instant I did, I would be floating in the bay with my skull crushed in.�
�A boat hook is a nasty weapon,� Shayne agreed. �You were unarmed, I presume. One swing would have been enough. Why didn�t he take it?�
�Because Hiram is a coward. He was capable of striking me down from the back, but his nerve failed him when I faced him.� He stopped suddenly, and frowned reflectively.
�What happened then?� Shayne prompted him.
�Nothing. I was afraid to force a showdown, and I had to think fast. I pretended to believe him when he explained why he happened to have the boat hook. I also had the presence of mind to suggest that we were off our course and that he had better take the wheel. He did, and I stayed behind him until we moored the boat in his private slip. Then I came directly to your office.� Mr. Brewer took a fresh linen handkerchief from his hip pocket, mopped his face dry, picked up his glasses, and pinched them on his nose.
Shayne turned the cognac glass slowly on the plastic coaster, studied the man for a moment, then asked, �What do you expect me to do?�
�Follow Hiram tonight. Don�t lose him for a minute. I know your reputation, and you can save my life if any man can.�
�I�m not for hire as a bodyguard,� Shayne told him flatly. �If your partner is determined to kill you, there are dozens of ways he can get at you, no matter who�s tailing him. I strongly advise you to go to the police. Tell them your story, and they�ll assign a couple of men to protect you � unless you want to swear out a warrant and put Godfrey in jail for the night.�
�No. I can�t do that, Mr. Shayne.� Mr. Brewer shook his glossy black head slowly. �If I go to the police with my story they�ll insist that I confront Hiram, accuse him of attempted murder. I can�t do that. Not any more than he could kill me with a boat hook.�
Shayne shrugged his wide shoulders, picked up his glass, and drained it. �Then you had better put a tail on your partner,� he said with a note of finality. �A good man who knows the score and what he�s to look out for. That way, you might live through the night, if you�re lucky.�
�You�re the one man in Miami I trust, Mr. Shayne. Use as many operatives as you need to do the job thoroughly.� Mr. Brewer heaved a sigh of relief.
�I have no operatives,� said Shayne. �This is a one-man agency.�
�Then do it alone. I know your reputation.�
�What you need is two good men on Godfrey.�
�Very well. Get another man to help you,� said Mr. Brewer. �Hiram is at our plant on West Flagler now. You can pick him up there when he leaves. He drove to the plant to clean up any last-minute things on his desk before leaving in the morning. His car will be parked outside. A blue Buick convertible. I�ll write down the license number for you.�
Shayne shook his head emphatically. �You�ll have to get someone else, Mr. Brewer. I�m all tied up.�
�Whatever you�re working on can wait for one night,� Brewer returned with the arrogance of a man accustomed to getting whatever he wanted by paying for it. He had his wallet out and was taking bills from it.
�I have another client,� said Shayne.
�Forget it. I�ll pay you twice whatever��
�Put your money back. I don�t sell out one client just because someone else walks in and offers me more money.�
Mr. Brewer looked shocked. �What can I do? I had depended on you, Shayne.�
�There are other men in Miami. Good men.�
�But where will I find one this time of day?� Brewer�s lower lip was pouted and trembling. He looked as though he�d start crying any minute. �I don�t know how long Hiram will stay at the office � or where he may go after that. If he isn�t picked up there��
�Relax,� said Shayne. �I�ll get you a man.�
He dialed a number, and Henry Black�s nasal twang came over the wire. �Black�s Agency.�
�Mike Shayne, Hank. Busy tonight?�
�Not tonight, last night, nor the night before. Miami is getting too damned moral. You got something, Mike?�
�A job I can�t handle. Your client is right here.�
�Hold on, Mike. If it�s too dirty for you to touch��
�It�s clean enough,� Shayne assured him. �I�m tied up. You got another man handy?�
�Mathews and Belson are both on my payroll, but I�ll be damned if I know why.�
�Mathews,� said Shayne. �There�s a hundred apiece for you�� He paused and looked speculatively at Brewer, then added, �and expenses. You�ll have to get on it fast.�
�Who do we bump?�
�Your client is Milton Brewer of Brewer and Godfrey. Fruit shippers on West Flagler. He�s afraid his partner is going to murder him tonight, and you�re to prevent it.�
�Oh, sure. Brewer want both of us to sleep with him?�
�I advise you to stay on the partner. Hiram Godfrey. Make it a two-man job, and you may have a live client to collect from in the morning.�
�Give me the rest of it,� said Black wearily.
�Just a minute,� Shayne said. He asked Brewer for further details and repeated them piecemeal to Black.
�Godfrey is leaving for New York by plane tomorrow morning at eight o�clock. Pick him up when he leaves his office � any minute now. You�ll find a blue Buick convertible parked outside if you get there fast. Here�s his description, so you can�t make a mistake:
�About five-feet-ten, medium weight, thirty-five years old but looks older. Light blond hair. Always goes bareheaded. Very careless in his dress. He was wearing sloppy corduroy slacks and yellow polo shirt when last seen by your client half an hour or so ago.� He repeated the license-plate number, and added, �If the blue Buick is gone from in front of the office when you get there, Hank, you�d better get in touch with Brewer fast. He�ll be at his attorney�s office for the next hour � Elliott Gibson in the Midtown Building just a block from here.�
Shayne hung up. �Henry Black is a good man. If he doesn�t phone you within twenty minutes, you�ll know he has located your partner and won�t lose him tonight. At the same time,� he went on slowly, �if I were in your spot I�d stay away from my regular places tonight. Rent a hotel room under an assumed name, or spend the night with a friend.�
�You�re perfectly right, Mr. Shayne.� The strain was gone from Brewer�s face, and he seemed almost happy. �My attorney will put me up. In fact, it will be quite convenient because we have a great deal to talk about. I don�t mind telling you that after what happened this afternoon, I made up my mind to begin divorce proceedings. And I shall immediately cancel my partnership insurance.� He arose, fidgeting with impatience.
�I should hurry to Gibson�s office now. I phoned him on my way to your office and asked him to wait for me.� He hesitated, taking out his wallet again. �I can�t tell you how grateful I am, and if you�ll allow me to pay you something I�d be glad to.�
Shayne shook his red head and said pleasantly, �I�ll drop around in mango season and let you pick me out a case of Haydens.� He got up and lifted his hand in farewell as Mr. Brewer went with a mincing gait to the door.
When the door closed, Shayne poured a small drink of cognac in his glass and gulped it down, reseated himself and leaned back.
The whole thing sounded pretty screwy. From Brewer�s description, Hiram Godfrey sounded like the pleasanter man of the two. It was quite probable, he thought, that Brewer�s own sense of inadequacy and fear had built the whole situation up in his mind. The incident on the boat might well have a dozen different explanations. If Godfrey was okay it wouldn�t do him any harm to be shadowed for one night, he decided, grinning widely, and Henry Black would pick up a couple of centuries for eating money.
He rolled his chair back, got up, and stalked into the outer office to make his peace with Lucy, but she was gone. A note, however, was prominently displayed on her desk. It read:
Go right ahead, Michael Shayne. There are other men in Miami who will appreciate my new dress.

Shayne rubbed his lean jaw and frowned perplexedly. That wasn�t like Lucy. Or was it? How was a man to ever know what any woman was really like?

Chapter III

Michael Shayne had showered, shaved, and dressed and was knotting his tie when he heard the living-room door open. He called, �Tim?�
�Why, I thought you were expecting me, Mr. Shayne,� Timothy Rourke said in a high, cracked voice. �I�m the lissome blonde who�s been disturbing your dreams lately.�
�Fine, Hortense,� Shayne returned. �Keep your clothes on and pour yourself a drink.� He drew the knotted tie snug against his collar and went into the living-room humming an off-key version of �Has Anybody Here Seen Kelly.�
Rourke was standing beside the battered oak desk which Lucy Hamilton had refused to let him bring into the new office, whisky glass in hand, and peering down with interest at the publicity photo of Dorinda. Elongated and thin with the tough leanness of a greyhound, the reporter had black hair and cavernous slate-gray eyes that gave his face a look of settled melancholy. He looked up from the picture and said, �Nice enough, but looks like jail bait.�
�She�s supposed to be eighteen.� Shayne crossed to the built-in liquor cabinet, took out a bottle of cognac and a wineglass, set them on a low table in front of the couch, then went into the kitchen. He returned with a tumbler of ice cubes and water, settled himself on the couch, and asked, �Know anything about the girl?�
Rourke shook his head sadly and draped his long body in a comfortable chair. �Rumors have seeped around that she�s worth going to the joint to see. Are we taking Lucy with us?�
�Lucy?� Shayne�s ragged brows went up.
�I � ah � inadvertently heard part of your conversation with her before I hung up,� he admitted with a grin.
�I wouldn�t want to shock Lucy. And this is business.�
�What kind of business?�
�Thought you might like to interview her,� said Shayne casually. �Learn the facts of life.�
Rourke�s nostrils quivered. �What�s your interest?�
Shayne frowned, took a sip of cognac, and chased it with ice water. �A client saw that picture,� he said guardedly. �Thinks he recognizes the daughter of an old friend, a Washington big shot and one of the few liberals that haven�t been kicked out. Her family thinks she�s attending Rollins College.�
�Oh, my sweet grandmother � what a lovely, lovely story,� said Rourke. �Who�s the government big shot?�
�It�s not for publication,� Shayne told him flatly. �That�s my job, Tim. To get her out of there and keep it quiet if she does prove to be the right one.�
�Wait a minute, Mike.� Rourke dragged his spine from the chair cushion, his eyes feverishly bright. �I make a living with stories like that. First you say I�m to interview her��
�You don�t use this story,� Shayne cut in sharply. �My God! Think how our conservative press would crucify her father if it leaked out. Give something like this to one of those archreactionary senators or congressmen��
�Okay,� said Rourke reluctantly, and resumed his sprawled position. �Although why any honest liberal wants to stay in Washington these days is beyond me. How do we prove the gal�s lying when she gives us a song and dance about being an innocent farm girl from Ohio where she learned this sort of dancing at the local husking-bees?�
�You might be a little help there,� Shayne pointed out mildly. �The management certainly won�t be averse to publicity. You can nose around without anyone suspecting why you�re doing it.�
Rourke sighed. �Lot more interesting to go to the source.�
�We�ll do that, too,� Shayne agreed. He looked at his watch. �Drink up, and let�s be off.�
Rourke emptied his glass and held it out for a refill. �A swell suggestion, Mr. Shayne � knowing the kind of stuff they set out in a place like La Roma.�
Shayne poured a generous drink for Rourke, then asked absently, �Do the names of Brewer and Godfrey mean anything to you?�
�I�ve seen their advertisements. Fruit shippers. Milton Brewer and Hiram Godfrey. Should they mean something?�
�They may � by tomorrow morning. This is a story you might be able to print.� Shayne gave him a brief resume of the facts Brewer had given him.
Rourke�s face showed both interest and amusement, and when Shayne finished, he said, �What�s your bet? Will a couple of private eyes be able to prevent murder if Godfrey actually has it planned?�
�Probably not, if he�s determined. On the other hand, Hank Black is a hell of a good man, and so is Mathews. Fifty-fifty � if Brewer�s assumption is right and it isn�t just a false alarm.� He shrugged and finished his drink, and they went out together.
It was shortly before ten o�clock when Shayne parked his car amid fifty or sixty others in the big parking-lot beside La Roma on the western outskirts of Coral Gables. The building was long, low, and unprepossessing on the outside, with a row of small windows along each side that gave out no light.
The heavy front door opened as they approached, spilling an unhealthy blue light and a miasma of stale air redolent with alcohol fumes and tobacco smoke. A burly man barred their entrance while he looked them over. He wore a dinner jacket that was too small for his formidable body, and thick, hairy wrists protruded from the sleeves. He had a blunt jaw, and his flat nose had the appearance of having been broken several times. When he was dubious about passing them in, Rourke said curtly, �I have a table reserved for ten o�clock.� He gave his name, and the big man stepped aside.
The girl at the hat-check booth on the right gave them a bright smile when they entered. Rourke dragged off his soiled, disreputable Panama, handed it to Shayne, and said, �Take care of it. I�ll go in and see about the table.�
�Okay.� Shayne took off his own snap-brim Panama, smoothed his unruly hair with his palm, took the checks, then stood for a moment looking over the interior of the club.
The stage was round, centered toward the rear of the long building, with tables crowded together on either side, leaving only a narrow corridor for an aisle. Tables circled halfway around the left side of the stage, and heavy drapes marked the entrance and exit for performers on the right. The orchestra was onstage. The conductor, a violinist, held his instrument snug under his chin and waved his bow lazily. They were playing a torch tune that seemed to match the sultry mood of the occupants.
Shayne saw Rourke shaking hands with a small man with a peaked, tired face at a ringside table near the curtains. As he neared them he heard the man say, �A pleasure, Mr. Rourke. A pleasure indeed. You gentlemen of the press are always welcome at La Roma.� His upper lip was short, and his small upper teeth, fully exposed, had a rabbity, nibbly appearance.
�The press,� said Rourke, �is always looking for news.�
Shayne�s elbow bored into the reporter�s fleshless ribs. Rourke jerked his head around. The manager�s eyes flickered far up and met the detective�s gray gaze. His Adam�s apple quivered up and down. He swallowed hard and said, �It�s Mr. Shayne, isn�t it?� as though he desperately hoped the answer would be negative.
Shayne grinned down at him. �Hello, Lawry. I didn�t know you were here. In fact, I didn�t realize you were in circulation again.�
�Oh, yes, Mr. Shayne,� he said earnestly. �It has been several months. I�m assistant manager here. I hope there isn�t going to be any trouble.�
�Why, what sort of trouble, Lawry?� said Shayne with pretended surprise. �If you�re clean��
�Oh, I didn�t mean � I wasn�t referring to myself. But � if you�re looking for someone, I�m at your service. You know how it is with a place like this. We try to be very careful, but there are always certain characters�� he paused, nervously searching the detective�s face for reassurance, then continued � �who may recognize you and not wish to be recognized. It would be most unpleasant if anything like that should happen.�
Shayne�s grin widened. He gripped the assistant manager�s thin shoulder and said pleasantly, �Relax, Lawry. You must have a select clientele if you think the sight of me might start a riot. Just pass the word around that I�m here for pleasure.�
Mr. Lawry�s �Splendid� was throaty and hyphened by a deep sigh. He bristled with efficiency, consulted his reservation list, said effusively, �Number eight � Timothy Rourke. One of our choicest tables. Ringside.� He started forward, beckoning them to follow.
The table was only a few steps away. Mr. Lawry drew two chairs back for his guests, seated himself in a third, and looked at his watch. �You�re just in time for the first show, gentlemen.�
The orchestra announced the number with a rolling of drums and the clanging of cymbals. A spotlight picked up a voluptuous girl wearing a silvery form-fitting gown when the curtains parted. Her body was bare well below the swell of her breasts, and her hips writhed inside the gown when she crossed the stage to the piano to the introductory chords of a torch song. She began singing in a sultry contralto.
�That�s Billie Love,� Lawry told them in a hoarse whisper. �Not bad � not bad at all.� His rabbity teeth showed in a wide smile.
�What about the dancer � Dorinda � I�ve heard so much about?� Rourke asked in a low voice.
�Ah, yes. That�s the moment we all wait for. When Dorinda dances.� Lawry�s tone was warm and humble.
�Thought I might do a publicity piece on her,� said Rourke casually. �Human interest stuff.�
�That would be fine.� Lawry dry-washed his hands, and his round black eyes gleamed with enthusiasm. �A little discreet publicity, you understand.�
�With a picture spread,� said Rourke with a crooked grin. �Something along the lines of � show him that sample, Mike.�
Shayne took the photograph from his pocket and held it out to Lawry.
The assistant manager was aghast. �Oh, no! I beg you not to publish that. We have others I�ll get for you. This one is � you certainly must understand � for only the most limited distribution.�
Shayne said, �Don�t needle him, Tim,� then suggested to Lawry, �Perhaps Dorinda could come to our table after she finishes her act and changes her costume.�
Lawry gave him a quick, suspicious look, then said, �Of course, Mr. Shayne. I�ll speak to her.�
Patrons at tables near them were calling, �Sh-h-h,� and the three men discontinued their low conversation. The lush blond contralto ended her first number to enthusiastic though not demanding applause, but Billie Love caught the downbeat and went into a risqu� encore with full gestures. This time, the applause was thunderous when she finished; and she began, without pause, a vulgar recitative, throatily intoning the melody at the end of each line, and maintaining a demure expression which heightened the indecency of the words.
During the number Lawry crooked a thin forefinger at a waiter who glided over, removing a clipped-on pencil from his breast pocket and an order pad from the side pocket of his white jacket. He bowed politely and said, �Are the gentlemen ready to order?�
�The best of everything, Jock,� said Lawry genially. �It�s on the house.� He stood up and added, �Take good care of them.�
The waiter looked at him with some surprise before he moved away to mingle with other patrons, then hovered over Shayne and Rourke with his pencil ready.
Without hesitation, Shayne said, �A fifth of Monnet � sealed. Two shot glasses and two glasses of water with ice.� Out of the corner of his eye he saw the waiter wince slightly, but he bowed politely, said, �Yes, sir,� and went away.
Again there was applause. Billie Love was bowing low and spilling her full breasts farther out of the feather-boned baskets supporting them. She was apparently just getting into her stride, but the master of ceremonies forestalled a third encore by stepping forward. The singer exited, smiling and throwing kisses.
A microphone rose up from the floor. The slender, effeminate young man caught it and clung to it. A spot highlighted his make-up as he began a risqu� monologue that might have gotten laughs from a more rugged comedian. After a few titters from the women in the audience, he gave up. He introduced a boy-and-girl dance team as the next attraction. The mike slid back into the floor as he backed away, and a circle of bright lights came on above the stage when the team came on turning cartwheels.
The waiter brought the bottle of Monnet, with glasses and ice water. After Shayne examined the seal the waiter opened it, poured two drinks, set the bottle on the table, and went away.
Rourke grinned and said, �Here�s to the unmitigated nerve of a certain private eye,� lifting his drink and touching Shayne�s before downing it with one swallow.
�Let�s call it guts,� Shayne replied mildly. �I�ve got more respect for mine than to drink the stuff they empty into a Monnet bottle.�
Rourke refilled his shot glass. �Lawry seems to have hit his stride in this job,� he said musingly. �I�ve been watching him��
�His last trip up was for peddling dope,� Shayne cut in. �He�s probably back at it and worried about his personal customers.�
Rourke�s cavernous eyes strayed idly over the patrons. �With the stage lights on, I�ve been looking them over. They don�t look so vicious. Shipping-clerks, mostly, with maybe a sprinkling of Rotarians and Sunday School superintendents.� He gave Shayne a lopsided grin and added, �I�m betting that the �on the house� thing was for the press, but thanks for the Monnet.�
�Maybe.�
They fell silent, sipping cognac and ice water until the dance team cartwheeled from the stage as they had come on. A polite spattering of applause ensued, then died away when the M.C. took a few steps forward and raised his hands, palms outward, and signaled for silence. He made no announcement, but the overhead lights went out. Gradually, every other light in the room blinked out. For an instant there was complete darkness and an expectant hush.
Suddenly, there was an electrifying fanfare from the orchestra, and bright-blue moonlight fanned out from a semicircle of concealed spots on the floor.
Dorinda leaped from nowhere, landed on the toes of one foot, the clean lines of her slim, nude body scarcely visible in the whirling, twirling dance. She was never still for an instant. As illusive as quicksilver, and graceful as a faun dancing to the pipes of Pan. The routine was descriptive, portraying the joy of youth, freedom, gay abandon, desire, and capricious flirtation.
The low background of music interpreted her every move, yet never intruded, and her dance seemed unrehearsed, spontaneous, gay, and magically evocative.
Time seemed to stand still. Shayne sat tensely forward, trying to catch some facial expression, some clue to her character, but her head with its fair, short-cropped hair moved with the gyrations of her body.
There was a lump in his throat when the lights went out. In the black darkness he heard the exhalations of breaths long held, then thunderous applause that mounted higher yet when the dim, pale-blue and orange lights came on in the room.
The stage was empty except for the orchestra. They struck up a lively tune that was drowned by the continued clapping and the stomping of feet and wild cries of �Dorinda!�
The M.C. came forward. With a wave of a hand he silenced the orchestra, and the microphone once again slid up from the floor as he approached it. Several minutes passed before he quieted the audience, and then he said simply and gravely, �Dorinda thanks you all.�
The orchestra resumed its sprightly number, and Rourke said, �I was just getting set when she stopped. If she were my daughter I�d want her to keep on dancing if it meant the fall of democracy all over the world.�
Shayne nodded. �Why here � at La Roma? Why not Carnegie Hall?�
�In the course of human events we run into such things as Federal Statutes and State Laws,� said Rourke with heavy sarcasm, �and they insist on accentuating the positive with scraps of cloth.� His thin nostrils quivered and he added, �Maybe Dorinda figures she can get away with it here, while her folks would get onto her if she branched out.�
�Yeh,� Shayne muttered. He filled his two-ounce shot glass to the brim and drank it in one gulp.
Lawry came up to their table smiling obsequiously and hopefully. �You liked Dorinda?�
Rourke brightened. �Terrific,� he said. �You�ll need rubber walls in this joint when��
�We must be discreet,� Lawry reminded him. �And now if you would like to dance�� He indicated a dance floor beyond the curtains which were now drawn aside.
�No, thanks,� said Shayne. �I understand that Rourke came here for a story.�
�Of course,� Mr. Lawry said amiably. �I spoke to her.� He glanced up. �Here she comes now.�
Dorinda was threading her way past the dancers on the crowded floor. She wore a simple white dress with short, puffed sleeves and a high neck, white socks, and flat-heeled, two-toned sandals. Her face was oval, her features regular, and except for her eyes she had the normal appearance of any one of a hundred coeds.
When she came up to the table Lawry introduced her, explaining that Rourke was a newspaper reporter who wanted to interview her. He made no mention of Shayne�s profession. All three men were standing, and as Shayne looked down into her enormous eyes he saw that they were deep violet and glistened with the vitality and youthful elation that had been in her dance.
He noticed, too, that a cloud of doubt, or of fear, came into them when Rourke was introduced as a reporter, and he was sure she flashed him a searching appeal before saying, �I�m pleased to meet � both of you.�
Rourke hastily pulled out a chair and seated her beside him and across from Shayne. Lawry sauntered away. Shayne sat down and asked, �What would you like to eat, Dorinda? We were just ordering.�
�Oh � I�m starved. I�d love a steak. A thick, juicy one, rare.� Her voice was pleasant, with a hint of dropped rs, yet with cultural overtones.
�So say we all,� Rourke chimed in, and leaving the ordering to Shayne he turned on all his professional charm and engaged Dorinda in conversation.
The hovering waiter appeared at Shayne�s side. He ordered steak dinners with carefully selected vegetables, salad, and dessert. When the waiter left the table, Dorinda was saying, �I�I�ve never been interviewed before, Mr. Rourke. You�ll have to help me.�
�Just give me some general background first,� he told her cheerfully. �What�s your real name?�
�Julia?� Shayne interjected.
She flashed him a puzzled glance. �Julia? I don�t understand. I was christened Dorinda.� She appealed to Rourke, asking, �Isn�t that enough? You don�t need my last name.�
�Just for the record,� he coaxed.
�I�d rather not,� she said calmly. �A lot of stars just have one name. You get ahead faster that way � with a sort of mystery, and � well��
�I didn�t realize they taught your style of dancing at Rollins College,� Shayne broke in.
She looked at him with wide, surprised eyes. �Rollins? Are you kidding me, Mr. Shayne? My mom taught me everything I know about dancing.�
�Your mother taught you to dance?� he asked pointedly.
�Sure. Mom was a wonderful dancer � ballet.� Her full red lips tightened sullenly. �But she�d probably cut off my legs if she found out what I�m doing here.� Again she turned to Rourke. �That�s why I don�t want you to print my last name. Or my picture, either. She might happen to see it in the paper.� Dorinda shifted her position to face Rourke, and gazing steadily into his eyes, she told him of a childhood and early teen-years in a convent while her mother trouped around the world, dancing.
Shayne sipped cognac and listened, studying Dorinda�s cherubic profile, and angrily wondering how long the line would extend if all the night-club dancers who claimed to have spent their youth in convents were placed horizontally head to toe. He didn�t speak until the waiter set three sizzling steaks on the table, replete with vegetables, in oblong platters. The interview ended promptly, and when she turned her attention from the reporter to the steak, Shayne said, �How do you think Mrs. Davis felt last night when she sat here and watched you dance � and when you refused to recognize her even after she sent a note back to you?�
�Mrs. Davis?� She looked at him in astonishment. �I�I don�t remember any Mrs. Davis,� she said after a moment of frowning thought.
Shayne was puzzled. If the girl was lying, she was not only a superb dancer, but also an actress � a second Duse. He watched her pick up her knife and fork and attack the steak with the avidity of any normal, hungry youngster.
Rourke poured himself a double shot of Monnet, drank half of it, considered his plate with distaste, and asked, �Where is your mother, Dorinda?�
�She�s not in a thousand miles of Miami. I had a letter from her yesterday. She thinks I�m working in a shop here, making thirty dollars a week.� She put a sizable square of steak in her mouth, chewed it gingerly, swallowed, and said, �Um-m-m, good. I have to hurry � two more shows tonight.�
Watching Dorinda eat, Shayne swore under his breath. For two cents, he would return Mrs. Davis�s retainer and tell her to go to hell. He felt like a man who was ready to hand a child an ice-cream cone with one hand and slap her face with the other. He glanced at Rourke, but the reporter�s cavernous eyes were brooding into his empty shot glass. They both reached for the Monnet bottle at the same instant.
Dorinda laughed. �Are you two going to drink that stuff and let these marvelous steaks get cold?�
Shayne let Rourke have the bottle. The incident, though slight, dissolved his moody thoughts. He said, �It�s important that I ask you some questions. This Mrs. Davis came to my office this afternoon claiming to be your mother�s best friend. She�s greatly concerned about your being here. So much so, that when you refused to recognize her or speak to her, she went back and talked to some singer about you.�
�Billie�s the only singer,� she told him. �If some crazy dame talked to her about me, Billie didn�t tell me. And I didn�t get any note.� She took another big bite of steak and began chewing it.
Shayne shrugged and began working on his own steak. For a while they ate in silence.
After the first two bites, Rourke wolfed his food, pushed his plate back, and watched the dancers returning to their seats. Presently he said, �Don�t look now, Mike, but I think you�re being tailed.�
Shayne jerked his head around and followed the direction of the reporter�s gaze with bemused irritation. He stiffened suddenly, and anger flared in his gray eyes.
Lucy Hamilton was seated at a table for two a short distance away with a tall, blond man who leaned toward her and appeared to hang upon her every word. She wore a sea-green dinner dress with a cascade of silver loops extending from one shoulder to the waistline. Her profile was toward him, and she was either unconscious of his presence, or pretending to be. The front of her gown was modestly rounded near her throat, and Shayne had a confused illusion of sophisticated recklessness and demure youthfulness as he glowered across the room.
Lucy turned her head casually, and their eyes met. She waved gaily, smiled, then spoke to her escort who nodded and pushed his chair back.
Shayne turned back to see a satanic grin on Rourke�s thin face. The reporter stood up and said, �It�s your deal, Mike. I�ll nose around backstage and pick up some stuff.�
�Damn it, Tim,� he growled. �Hold it a minute.�
But Timothy Rourke was hurrying away, and Dorinda looked up with a little sigh of satisfaction after finishing every bite on her plate. �I think he�s cute,� she said. She saw the set expression on Shayne�s face, and the next moment Lucy was standing beside the table.
�Fancy meeting you here, Mr. Shayne,� she said sweetly, sliding into the chair Rourke had vacated. �Aren�t you going to introduce me to your friend?�
�Miss Hamilton, Dorinda,� Shayne muttered.
�Dorinda?� cried Lucy. �Of course. I should have recognized you. But clothes��
�Who�s that bird at your table?� Shayne cut in angrily.
�His name is Mr. Schlatzer.�
�Where did you meet him?�
�I picked him up in a Miami Avenue bar. Not that I concede it�s any of your business. When you stood me up tonight��
�I told you this was business.�
�I know you did.� Lucy�s brown eyes rested thoughtfully on the dancer�s face. �Private detectives do have the most interesting business appointments.�
�Private detect�� Dorinda broke the word with a little �oh� of surprise and fright.
�Damn it, Lucy,� raged Shayne. �Just because you�re my secretary doesn�t give you the right��
�Of course not,� she said calmly. �I wouldn�t think of interfering with a business appointment.� Lucy arose with stiff dignity and marched back to her table.
Dorinda was plucking nervously at the tablecloth, her eyes lowered and lips trembling. �I�d better � go now. I don�t care for any dessert, thank you.�
Shayne reached out and laid a big hand persuasively on her wrist. �Don�t be frightened, Julia,� he said gently.
�My name isn�t Julia,� she cried in a high, tremulous voice. �I don�t know what you mean.� She tried to withdraw her wrist, but his fingers tightened around it.
�I want you to think about one thing, Julia,� Shayne resumed. �Do you realize what will happen to your father if this ever comes out?�
�My � father?� Her face was suddenly white and her big violet eyes imploring. She stopped struggling, leaned forward, and was about to speak when a suave voice cut in from behind Shayne�s right shoulder.
�It�s all right now, Dorrie, but I�ve warned you not to sit with strange men.�
Dorinda shrank back as if from an expected lash of a whip. Her wrist was limp in Shayne�s big hand, and her eyes were dull with fear.
Shayne released her and turned to look up at a tall, dark man of thirty or so. His black eyes glittered venomously, and he ordered with smooth authority, �Go back to your dressing-room, Dorinda.�
The girl nodded listlessly, and started to get up.
Shayne said, �Stay where you are, Julia. Right now is the best time to��
�Go to your room,� the man commanded harshly. He did not look at Shayne. His lips tightened against bared teeth, and he took a step forward. He caught her upper arm to lift her bodily from her chair.
Shayne came to his feet with fists doubled. As he moved forward, the man gave Dorinda a shove toward the stage, and she went away submissively.
The man turned to face the detective with folded arms. �I�m responsible for this girl,� he stated flatly, raising his voice in anger when he added, �You should be ashamed � a man of your age acting this way.�
Shayne�s right arm shot out, but before it reached his opponent�s lean jaw, a weight was swinging on the arc of his elbow, pulling his big fist down.
�You promised me, Mr. Shayne,� Lawry whispered hoarsely and frantically. �Please don�t make any trouble � here. Please sit down.�
Shayne shook the little man off angrily and looked around for his opponent. He was walking backstage with dignity as half the patrons watched him, and the other half were regarding Shayne with frowning displeasure. He had a fleeting glimpse of Lucy�s cold, impersonal gaze before she turned back to her escort and smiled sweetly.
A red mist of anger swam before his eyes. He whirled and started backstage.
Timothy Rourke was suddenly beside him, saying, �That must be Moran, the guy I heard about when I was nosing around. He�s Dorinda�s manager.�
He lowered his voice and added anxiously, �For chrissake, don�t start anything, Mike. There are a dozen guys in this joint who�d love to swear you insulted the girl � and a couple of thugs I�ve spotted. They�re probably not far behind us. Use your head. You won�t have a chance to get Dorinda out of here if you don�t.�
Rourke had his hand on Shayne�s elbow. �Keep on going. There�s an exit to the parking-lot back here. Slip me the hat checks and I�ll pick �em up.� He kept on talking until they went out a rear door. �Get in the car and meet me around front.� He took the checks from Shayne�s moist hand. �I�ll saunter back and pretend I�m the little pig that liquidated the big bad wolf.� A grin relaxed the muscles in his thin face, and he turned away.
Shayne shrugged, and slowly allowed reason to rule his anger. Rourke was right, of course. La Roma was no place for a private detective to start a brawl over one of the entertainers. He got in his car, gunned the motor, backed out, and drove to the front of the building.
Rourke was waiting with their hats. He got in and breathed a long sigh of relief. �Lawry�s punks were tailing us, all right. Stuck with me until Sluggo let me out the front door.�
Shayne pulled away, racing the engine, his gray eyes bleak with anger. �What did you find out?�
�That all the hired help is afraid of Moran, and they all lay off Dorinda. He hardly allows the kid to speak a word to any of the other performers.�
�She was on the verge of talking,� Shayne grated, �when that guy came up behind me. Who is Moran?�
�Dorinda�s manager � so far as any of them know. But he rides herd on her like he might be something more than that. Delivers her at the stage door every night at nine-thirty and picks her up in his car after the two-thirty show. Nobody knows a damned thing about them � where they live or anything. They disappear together at night and turn up again the next night.�
�Did you find out her last name? Any background?�
�Nope. This Moran showed up with her in tow a few weeks ago. He got her an audition, and she was in. He signed the contract as her manager at two hundred smackers a week. He collects the dough. Her name is Dorinda, and she can dance. There ain�t no more.�
Shayne�s anger gradually subsided, and the car slowed. For a while they rode in silence, then Shayne said, �Anything about a woman being there last night to talk to her?�
�If there was,� Rourke said drowsily, �nobody�s admitting it.�
�Did you talk to Billie Love? Mrs. Davis claims she talked to a singer about Dorinda.�
�Miss Love,� said Rourke, �is the only singer, and she denies it flatly. But hell! She could be lying. People in show business have always been superstitious and clannish as the devil. And ever since Red Channels has been published, half of them are scared to death.�
�Yeh,� said Shayne. �But that wouldn�t affect the entertainers at La Roma. They�re after the higher-ups.�
�What do you think about Dorinda?�
�I don�t � know.� Shayne spoke in a bemused tone, and after a thoughtful silence he said, �She�d have to be quite an actress not to react at all to her own name and to the name of the school she�s supposed to be attending.�
Rourke�s head lolled comfortably against the cushion of Shayne�s new car, and his eyes were closed. �Not if she was forewarned and on the lookout not to be caught up on anything. And that visit from her mother�s friend last night did give her warning that the cat was out of the bag.�
�Right. But � damn it, Tim, I�d swear she was telling the truth when she said she didn�t know any Mrs. Davis. I�d swear she was as honestly surprised as she acted.�
�I agree on that, Mike. But here�s a possible angle. Suppose the woman�s name isn�t Mrs. Davis? She might be as important in Washington as the girl�s parents are supposed to be. Maybe she doesn�t want to get mixed up in any publicity. She may even be the girl�s mother and didn�t want to admit it.�
Shayne carefully went over his interview with Mrs. Davis, recalling her words, her moods. She had actually looked under thirty when he first saw her, but she seemed older, more mature, when she left. He figured ages. She could easily be only thirty-five or six and have a daughter eighteen.
He said, �What are you getting at, Tim?�
�That Dorinda denied a friend of her mother�s was there last night � claims not to know any Mrs. Davis � and that maybe she sounded truthful because it was the truth.�
�My client,� said Shayne, �gave me a card with the name Mrs. Elbert H. Davis engraved on it.�
Rourke rolled his head lazily on the back of the seat. �Anybody can get a card with any name engraved on it,� he scoffed.
�Yeh.� Shayne was driving slowly and thinking fast. �Got time to drop by the paper and help me look up some dope in the files?�
�Sure.� Rourke yawned and added, �There�s a poker game at Jack Farrell�s, but it�s early yet.�
�You�ll make it in time to lose your shirt.� Shayne sped the car forward, and neither of them spoke again until they were in the Daily News morgue and Rourke switched on the overhead lights.
�What do you want, Mike?�
�Whatever you�ve got on Nigel Lansdowne and his family.�
Rourke�s nostrils quivered. �Judge Lansdowne?� He gave a low, impressive whistle.
�Strictly off the record, Tim. If you print a word��
�What do you think I am?� Rourke demanded hotly. �My God, Mike, if he�s the man�� He paused, his cavernous eyes boring into Shayne�s. �Lansdowne is practically slated to take over as Industrial Administrator of the whole country. One whisper of this��
�Right,� Shane cut in. �The country needs a man like Judge Lansdowne in that job more than it needs a thousand H-bombs. So, let�s see where we stand.�
Rourke turned away, saying, �We�ll have a hell of a file on him � going back fifteen or twenty years.�
Shayne lit a cigarette, eased himself down on a long table, and puffed smoke toward the ceiling until the reporter returned with a bulging file.
�This is the latest one. From nineteen forty-five. There are two earlier ones just as full.�
�We need to know if he has a daughter named Julia,� said Shayne. �How old she is and what she looks like.�
Rourke laid the big cardboard file on the table and began examining the clippings. Shayne stood beside him, and when he turned over a double-column spread with the photograph of a woman and a young girl at the top, they read:
August 16th, 1949. Mrs. Nigel Lansdowne of Washington, D. C., and her daughter Julia, prior to the popular young debutante�s departure to enter Rollins College in Winter Park, Florida, for her freshman year. Mrs. Lansdowne is the wife of Judge Lansdowne who holds the important government position of Federal Security�

�There she is,� Rourke exulted. �Her name is Julia, and this would be her sophomore year at Rollins. Do you like it?�
Shayne had the clipping in his hand, studying the photograph carefully. The girl looked about sixteen, poised and beautiful beside her mother, and there was at least a superficial facial resemblance to the nude dancer at La Roma.
�Damn these lousy newspaper reproductions,� he growled. �Never can tell much from them. Could easily be Dorinda, but � is it?�
�If you paid more attention to the gal�s face,� said Rourke acidly, �or if she had posed for this in the all-together, you might recognize her.�
Shayne snorted. �Is it Dorinda?�
�Hell, I don�t know any more than you do,� the reporter confessed cheerfully. �If you think I was memorizing facial characteristics, you�re nuts.�
Shayne continued to study the picture, turning his attention from the daughter to mother. The woman was tall and slender. She wore a flowered afternoon dress and a wide-brimmed garden hat that shadowed her face. She appeared to be much older than the woman who had visited his office, and there seemed to be no marked facial resemblance. He realized, however, that there was nothing definite or conclusive. He had seen too many newspaper photographs of himself that were scarcely recognizable to accept this as positive evidence that Mrs. Davis was not Mrs. Lansdowne.
�What do you think?� Rourke asked seriously.
Shayne dropped the clipping in the file and said, �Offhand, I think the girl is Dorinda, all right. But I don�t believe that�s a picture of the woman who called herself Mrs. Davis.� He paused, tugging at his left ear lobe. He looked at his watch. �I�m afraid it�s too late to call Rollins College and get any answers. Besides, it�s spring vacation. But I want to see Mrs. Davis right away.�
Rourke took the folder back to the files, and they went down in the elevator and out to Shayne�s car. Rourke gave him the address where the poker game was in session.
Thirty minutes later Shayne stepped into the ornate lobby of the Waldorf Towers Hotel, went directly to a row of house phones, picked up a receiver, and asked for Mrs. Elbert H. Davis.
After a slight delay the operator said, �Mrs. Davis is in four-eighteen,� and began to ring.
He waited for the tenth ring before hanging up, then went to the desk and spoke to the clerk. �I�d like to leave a message for Mrs. Davis in four-eighteen, if she�s out.�
The clerk handed him a memo pad and pen, checked the mail and key cubicles, then reported, �Her key is in the box, so she must be out.�
Shayne wrote: Very important that you phone me at once. He scribbled the telephone number at his apartment, and added: Will be out between 2:00 a.m. and 3:00 or 3:30. Please call before or after that period.
On the way to the door he dragged his hat off, and outside in the cool night air he mopped perspiration from his face. In his car, he tossed the Panama on the seat beside him and let the wind blow through his hair as he drove back to his apartment where he relaxed with a drink and a lot of questions that apparently had no answers.
His telephone hadn�t rung, and it was two o�clock.
There was a worried frown between his eyes when he went down to his car and drove slowly to La Roma. He parked half a block east of the driveway, got out, and sauntered back to the next cross street east, turned left, and circled the block to come up to the night club from the rear. He found a comfortable grassy spot against the trunk of a coconut palm where he could watch the parking-lot, lit a cigarette, and settled himself to wait.
He was tossing away the fourth cigarette butt when patrons of the final show began to stream through the front door and back to their parked cars. Shayne got up and edged forward until he stood against the rear of the building to watch the stage exit. Several men were grouped around the door, and among them he recognized the tall figure of Mr. Moran.
Members of the orchestra filed out, and Billie Love was clutching the arm of the leader. Then he saw Dorinda�s bare head in the lighted doorway. She hesitated on the threshold, flashing her eyes around, and as the others moved away, she stepped out to join Moran.
Shayne followed unobtrusively until they got in a maroon coupe parked in the driveway beside the building. In the slow-moving traffic he came up behind the coupe, memorized the license number, then cut diagonally across toward his own parked car. The maroon coupe made a left turn from the drive and passed him on the other side of the street as he slid under the wheel. He waited until it had gone a couple of blocks before wheeling in a U-turn into the thin stream of vehicles trickling away from La Roma.
The routine of tailing them was simple. He followed the coupe to a four-story stuccoed apartment house on a quiet street in Coconut Grove. Dorinda got out when Moran swung the car across the walk, and he drove on to the garage in the rear.
Shayne parked across the street and waited. Three minutes after the dancer unlocked the front door and entered the building, lights showed in the two front windows of the second-floor apartment on the right. The shades were up, and he saw her clearly when she went to the windows to pull them down.
Shayne drove back to his hotel. The switchboard operator told him there had been no calls in his absence.
He went up to his apartment frowning thoughtfully and tugging at his ear lobe. None of it made sense. If the girl was Julia Lansdowne he felt inclined to lay off completely and let her sleep in the bed she�d made. She could probably take care of herself quite well.
But the thought of her parents in Washington kept coming back as he shrugged off his coat and made himself comfortable in the swivel chair behind his battered desk. Ordinarily, even a man in Judge Lansdowne�s position would be able to weather a minor scandal such as the papers would make of Dorinda�s dancing if her identity became known. But these were not ordinary times. They were damned extraordinary times, with men of high integrity being hounded in the reactionary press by charges of subversion and the wildest sort of unprovable accusations.
Shayne shook his red head moodily, and his gray eyes brooded into space. No. Mrs. Davis had not exaggerated the effect the disclosure of the nude dancer�s real name might have on her father�s career.
Suddenly he was glaring at the silent telephone on the desk. He looked at his watch. Where the devil was Mrs. Davis? It was almost four o�clock, and no call from her. Plenty of women, he realized, stayed out much later than that in Miami, but she hadn�t seemed to be the type. Particularly when she was so worried about her friend�s daughter. Had she tried again to get in touch with Dorinda? Found out where she lived � gone there and run into Moran?
He came to his feet and stalked to the liquor cabinet, got a bottle of cognac, thumped it down on the low table in front of the couch, and went to the kitchen for ice cubes and water. Returning, he sank down on the couch and took Dorinda�s photograph from his pocket. Propping it against the lighted end-table lamp, he studied it, comparing the whirling nude dancer with the shy, sweet girl who sat at the dinner table and unaffectedly consumed a thick steak with the relish of any healthy, hungry schoolgirl.
He rubbed his angular jaw, and the lines deepened in his gaunt cheeks. How could it possibly add up? If, of course, she were Julia Lansdowne. Where did Moran fit into the picture? Without doubt, the girl was deathly afraid of the man.
Shayne took a long drink from the bottle and chased it with ice water. His mouth tightened, and his fingers instinctively closed into fists. Why hadn�t he followed his first impulse and forced a showdown with Moran at La Roma? He could have shaken Lawry off and, if necessary, made a forward pass to the opposite wall with his slimy little body if Tim�
He relaxed abruptly. Tim was right, of course. Attacking Moran at La Roma would undoubtedly have brought the publicity which had to be avoided at all costs if the girl was Judge Lansdowne�s daughter.
The telephone rang. He sprang to his feet, relieved by the expectation of hearing Mrs. Davis�s voice and finally hearing an explanation for her failure to call earlier. He reached the desk in three long strides, snatched up the receiver, and said, �Shayne speaking.�
The apologetic voice of the night clerk said, �I hope I didn�t waken you, Mr. Shayne.�
�That�s okay, Dick. What is it?�
�There�s a girl down here asking for you. She looks scared. Says her name is Dorinda.�
�Send her up. And shoot through any telephone calls that come in.� He replaced the receiver slowly, wonderingly. He heard the elevator stop at his floor, and high heels tapping down the hall. He went to the door and flung it open to admit his late visitor.

Chapter IV

Dorinda wore the same cool dress she had changed to after her first dance. Her short blond hair was windblown and her violet eyes were terrified. Her hands were tightly clasped together and she cried out, �Please, Mr. Shayne! You�ve got to help me. I know it�s horribly late, but it was my only chance to � to get away. If you�ll only listen to me��
�There�s nothing I�d like better,� he assured her. He caught her tight little hands and drew her into the room, stepped past her, and glanced out in the corridor with interest, asked, �Are you alone?�
�Oh, yes! You mean Ricky? Golly, yes. If he knew I was here��
Shayne closed the door firmly and threw on the extra latch. �What would he do if he knew you were here?� he asked when she stopped talking. He turned to see tears in her eyes. Her mouth was trembling, and she caught her lips between her fine white teeth. Shayne took her gently by the arm and led her to the deep chair that Timothy Rourke had drawn up close to the table and opposite the couch. �Sit down here. Make yourself comfortable and tell me all about it.� When she was seated, he went back to his place on the couch.
�I�ve been an awful fool,� she began. �I�m half crazy with shame � and I�m scared to death. If you�ll only h-help m-m-me.� She swayed sideways, folded her arms on the arm of the chair, and buried her face against them, sobbing convulsively.
�Of course I�ll help you, Dorinda. But crying won�t. You�re safe here, and everything is going to be all right.� He took a handkerchief from his pocket, reached across, and tucked it in her hand. She caught it and inched it up to her face, but she kept on crying. Occasionally she blew her nose, and after a long time she sat up.
�I�m not a crybaby, Mr. Shayne. I�m sorry.�
�Take your time,� he said hastily. �Would you like a drink to settle your nerves? A little sherry?�
�Oh no, thanks. I don�t drink. I�m all right now.� She bent toward him and said earnestly, �I�ve gotten myself into a horrible mess, and I was determined to get myself out of it without Mother and Father ever finding out about it.� She paused, staring at the nude photograph of herself propped against the lamp. �I�m not like that, Mr. Shayne. Not really. I nearly die every time I see one of them � and I�m terribly ashamed.�
Shayne glanced aside at the picture. �You haven�t anything to be ashamed of. And you did sign them, didn�t you?�
�Yes. I signed a lot of them, but that was back in the beginning. I thought I was being smart and sophisticated. But when you said what you did about Mother and Father tonight�� She stopped, and her lips began trembling, but after a moment she continued. �I�ve known it all the time � from the very first day � but I wanted to be a good sport, you see.�
�I don�t see very much yet,� said Shayne. He lit a cigarette and leaned back with his eyes half closed. �If I�m to be any help at all, I�ll have to know the truth this time.�
�That�s why I came. I don�t know anyone else in Miami, and after tonight, I just had to talk to someone.�
�Then you are Julia Lansdowne?�
�Yes. I thought you knew when you asked me tonight.�
�And your parents think you are visiting a college friend in Palm Beach during the spring vacation at Rollins?�
�Yes. She�s the only one who knows � and she doesn�t know all of it. Not the worst part.� Color flooded into her cheeks.
�You arranged with this friend to pretend you were visiting her while you slipped away to dance at La Roma?�
�Yes. I write to Mother and send the letters in a separate envelope. She sends them on to her.� She paused, and for a moment she looked down at her small white hands, clasping and unclasping them nervously. Suddenly she sat erect and lifted her head high. �Mr. Shayne, you said something about a Mrs. Davis, Mother�s best friend, coming to your office about me. Does that mean that Mother knows?�
Shayne nodded. �Your mother asked her to come down.�
�But I don�t know anyone by that name. I�ve thought and thought, and I can�t remember any Mrs. Davis.�
�She may have given me a false name,� said Shayne, �but you certainly must have recognized her last night at La Roma when she sat at a table near the stage and afterward sent a note back to you.�
Dorinda bit her lower lip, and a frown threaded her smooth brow. �I never really see anyone,� she told him, �and I didn�t get any note. There must be some mistake. Maybe it�s someone Mother knows, but I haven�t met. Or one of her friends who was a widow and married a Mr. Davis.�
�Mrs. Elbert H. Davis was engraved on the card she gave me,� said Shayne. He gave her a detailed description of the woman, and added, �She claimed to have known you all your life � said she was your mother�s best friend and was sure she had gained your complete confidence as you grew up.�
The frown in her forehead deepened. �I don�t know any woman like the one you described, Mr. Shayne. I just don�t understand it.�
Shayne shrugged. �I�m only telling you what she said. She offered me two thousand dollars belonging to your mother to get you away from La Roma without any publicity.�
The girl gasped audibly. �Two thousand dollars! How did Mother find out? And Father? Does he � know � too?� Her eyes were stark with terror and her face was white.
�Not yet.� He felt impelled to give her that assurance, but he had to get the truth from her and he couldn�t afford to ease up yet. He needed a drink, decided against drinking from the bottle, got up, and went into the kitchen.
He returned with a shot glass, filled it, drank it down, and sat down again. He didn�t speak immediately and he avoided looking at her directly. She looked like a child waiting for a promised whipping from a stern parent.
�Here�s the way I got it, Julia,� he finally said in an even tone. �Your mother received one of those pictures in the mail with an unsigned note that hinted at blackmail.�
�Mother � saw one of those?� she gasped. She turned in the chair and flung both arms on one arm of the chair and buried her face against them. �Oh, God!� she moaned. �I wish I were dead! It will kill Mother, and I don�t want to live.�
�Snap out of it, Julia. Mothers are more understanding than you think. The picture hasn�t killed her. On the contrary, she acted promptly to prevent your father from learning the truth. No matter who the mysterious Mrs. Davis may be, she has retained me to see that this thing is hushed up and the blackmailer dealt with. Sit up and tell me how you got mixed up in this mess.�
Julia lifted her head high and her eyes flashed defiantly. �Because I want to dance more than anything in the world. I was born to dance. And what happened? I was sent to stuffy private schools when I was little. I was taught to be a perfect lady. Well, I knew what I wanted. I wanted to dance. So I practiced in my room when everybody thought I was asleep.�
Shayne was staring at her. Seeing the fire in her eyes, he wondered why he hadn�t recognized her as the daughter of Nigel Lansdowne before, for he had seen the same fire of conviction and purpose in her father�s eyes. In newspaper photographs, in movie shorts, and television.
�But why La Roma?� Shayne asked gently. �Why risk the reputation of your father by dancing there?�
�It was just � just a lark,� she cut in sharply, but she turned her eyes away from his probing gaze.
�When did you meet Moran?�
�A couple of months ago. I spent a week-end in Fort Lauderdale with a girl I knew in school. She seemed to be nice and friendly, but she � well, she didn�t tell me her parents were away and we�d have the house to ourselves. It was a big estate, and I felt free for the first time in my life. The first afternoon I danced on the lawn and went swimming in the pool, then danced some more.
�I didn�t know until that evening she had invited two men she knew to spend the week-end with us. It seemed awfully grown-up, and I wasn�t afraid. I knew most of the facts of life, and I thought I could take care of myself � not do anything really wrong.� She paused, and once more she concentrated upon lacing her slender fingers together, opening them, lacing them again.
�And?� Shayne prompted her.
�Ricky was my partner,� she said, avoiding his eyes.
�Ricky Moran?�
She nodded. �He was nice � at first. He told me about New York and Hollywood. He knew all the actors and actresses, and the dancers. He told me he was an impresario, and � well, I was terribly excited. I thought he could help me get started on the stage.
�I guess I sort of went overboard that first evening. I don�t smoke, but when they offered me a cigarette I took one. It seemed wicked and exciting. I didn�t know there was marijuana in them, and the next day they all said that you couldn�t smoke marijuana without knowing it. But � I didn�t.�
�That�s easy to believe,� said Shayne. �What happened?�
�Well, Sandra brought the record player out on the terrace. It was a beautiful night with a full moon, and we danced on the grass. At first, we pretended it was a big party and Ricky and Sam tagged Sandra and me � you know, changing partners every few minutes. After a while we stopped dancing. The others had drinks. I don�t drink, but I did smoke another cigarette.� She paused, seemingly unable to finish her story.
�You can tell me anything, Julia. I know what marijuana can do.�
�You do?� She widened her violet eyes at him. �It made me into a person that wasn�t me at all. I took off all my clothes and started dancing. I was floating in the air, and my body didn�t mean anything at all. I felt exultant � and freed from everything on the earth. I kept reaching up, and floating toward the moon.
�Then � Ricky was dancing with me. He�s a good dancer, and at first I didn�t realize that he had taken off his clothes, too. Then he tried to � Well, it was horrible, and it brought me back to my senses. I remember screaming and running to my room. I locked the door and ran to the bathroom. I was horribly nauseated for a long time.
�The next morning they all raved about my dancing and said I ought to go on the stage. They said I should take any job I could get for experience, and that I was bound to become a Hollywood star. I � well, I just swallowed it all. The spring vacation was the only chance I would have, and Ricky said he could get me an engagement in Miami. They all dared me, and I agreed to let him be my manager if he could get me a job.�
�And you signed a contract with him?�
Julia nodded her head absently. �He had one typed up and I signed it before I went back to school. I didn�t read it, and when I came here to take this job I found out it was for three years and he was to collect all the money. That�s why he acts the way he does. He knows he owns me, body and soul, and he�s afraid for me to talk to anybody because he thinks I might ask them for help.�
�No contract like that is worth a damn,� Shayne snapped. �Besides, you�re only eighteen.�
�I didn�t think it was, either,� she said. �I decided to see a lawyer when I found out I had to dance � without any clothes of any kind. Then he threatened me, and I didn�t know what to do. There was Father in Washington, and Mother who has been ill, and I was afraid of what he might do. I found out he wasn�t anything but a cheap booking agent for second-class night clubs. I felt trapped. I didn�t know anybody here. I was all alone with him, and he acted terrible.� She buried her face in her hands and her shoulders shook with dry sobs.
�That�s all over now,� Shayne told her. �You won�t have to see him again. How did he threaten you?�
She kept her face covered with her hands and said in a choked voice, �He had a picture of me that the other man snapped with a flash camera that night in Fort Lauderdale � of us dancing together like I said. I didn�t even know they�d snapped a picture. It showed my face, but not his. Just a man�s � naked body. He threatened to send it to my parents unless I did what he said.�
A muscle twitched in Shayne�s cheek, and his eyes were bleak. He said curtly, �So you went ahead and danced at La Roma?�
�Yes.� She lifted her head defiantly. �But not � the other. We have separate apartments, and I lock my door every night. I told him I�d kill myself if he insisted on anything else, and he � I guess he was afraid I would.�
�Let�s get back to last night and Mrs. Davis,� said Shayne casually.
�I don�t know any Mrs. Davis,� she vowed. �If any friend of Mother�s was there, I didn�t see her. I try not to see anyone when I�m dancing. I pretend I�m alone in the moonlight.�
�What about the note she sent backstage?� he demanded grimly. �And the singer she asked about you?�
�Honestly, Mr. Shayne, no one gave me a note. And if anyone asked Billie for me, she didn�t tell me about it.�
Shayne frowned and tugged at his left ear lobe. He glanced at his watch and saw that it was well past four o�clock. He growled, �I think we�d better settle this Mrs. Davis angle right now.� He went to the telephone and asked the operator to get the Waldorf Towers. When they answered, he asked for Mrs. Elbert Davis, listened to the phone ring a dozen times, and interrupted the hotel operator when she began, �I�m sorry, sir��
�Do me a favor, please,� he said swiftly. �This is Michael Shayne. I left an important message in Mrs. Davis�s box earlier in the evening. Please see if my note is still there.�
He drummed impatiently on the desk until the operator reported, �Yes sir. A note signed by you is still in her box.�
Shayne said, �Thanks,� and hung up, shaking his red head angrily. He returned to the couch, sat down wearily, and said, �I don�t know what the score is. Right now, Mrs. Davis seems to have vanished in thin air.� He hesitated, then asked, �Is there any chance that Moran was around the club last night and heard her asking for you? Could he have intercepted the note she sent back � and told Billie Love she wasn�t to talk about you?�
Julia�s face was pale from fright. �I suppose he could have done that. He stays around most of the time. You saw how he was about me talking to you.�
Shayne nodded grimly. �He had plenty of reason for keeping you away from people.�
�Mr. Shayne!� she cried. �Do you think he found out where she�s staying � and did something to her?�
�What do you think?� he asked bluntly. �You know him better than I do.�
�He�s vicious, and greedy for money. But I don�t see�� Her voice faltered, and a puzzled frown puckered her brow. �What good would it do him? I had agreed to finish my engagement � one more week. And he was keeping all my salary except bare living-expenses.�
�You�re forgetting the photograph that was mailed to your mother.�
�Do you think Ricky did that?�
�Who else? Who else knew your real name? Why wouldn�t it be a natural for Moran? Have you discovered any traits in his character that make you feel he wouldn�t blackmail your parents?�
�No. I � oh, I�ve been an awful fool,� she said miserably, and a big tear spilled from each eye.
Shayne didn�t contradict her. He settled back and sipped cognac and let her cry.
Presently she dried her eyes and asked timidly, �If Ricky did send the picture, and if he saw some friend of Mother�s inquiring about me last night, what would he be likely to do?�
�I don�t know,� said Shayne sourly. �He may have followed her to her hotel � and then when I came around to talk to you last night he could have gotten the wind up and decided he preferred to deal with a woman rather than with me. That is, if he knew who I was.�
�Oh, he did,� she exclaimed fervently. �That�s why I slipped away and came to you. He was terribly angry after you left La Roma, and told me a lot about you. That�s when I made up my mind I�d see you.�
�Did he stay at the club after I left?�
�I don�t know,� she confessed. �He was waiting for me when I finished my last number and went out.�
Shayne�s thoughts were racing in circles. There was that sixteen hundred dollars Mrs. Davis had in cash. There was his stop with Rourke at the Daily News and the drive to Farrell�s � which might have given Moran time to get from La Roma to the Waldorf Towers ahead of him when he left the note.
He came to his feet abruptly and asked, �Do you think Moran had any suspicion that you were coming here tonight?�
�Oh, no. I�m sure he didn�t. I went in my own apartment just as though I was going to bed, and waited a few minutes until he went in. Then I slipped out and down the back stairs and came straight here.�
�How did you know my address?�
�The taxi driver knew where to bring me.�
Shayne said, �I want to have a talk with Moran. You�d better stay right here.�
He was interrupted by the ringing of the telephone.
For the second time since three o�clock he hurried to answer it, expecting to hear Mrs. Davis�s voice, and for the second time he was disappointed.
The desk clerk said, �There�s a man here who wants your room number, Mr. Shayne,� in a low, hurried voice. �He offered me twenty bucks for the information without announcing him � and another twenty if I�d tell him whether you had a girl up there. He didn�t get either one.�
�Thanks, Dick. What name?�
�He won�t give a name, but says it�s important.�
Shayne said, �Describe him.�
Dick described Ricky Moran in a couple of dozen well-chosen words.
Shayne said, �Tell him I�ll see him in a few minutes, Dick, but don�t give him my number until I call you back.� He hung up and turned to Julia.
�Your boy friend is downstairs and wants to see you,� he said in a harsh tone.

Chapter V

�Ricky? How did he know?� She sprang to her feet, poised like a startled fawn for flight.
�He doesn�t,� Shayne reassured her. �Probably a guess. From my talking to you at the club, and the fact that you slipped out after pretending to go to bed.� He strode to the trembling girl and caught her arm firmly. �Take a deep breath and relax. The clerk refused to give him my apartment number, and he can�t come up until I call back.�
She whirled and faced him, her violet eyes wide and frantic. �If I go away he won�t have to know I�ve been here,� she said breathlessly. �Please don�t tell him. Isn�t there some way I can get out and back to my apartment without him seeing me?�
Shayne caught her shoulder with his free hand, pressed it hard and said, �Snap out of it. The most important thing right now is to keep your real identity out of this.�
�Let me go! Let me out,� she cried, struggling to free herself. �I can be in bed with the door locked before he gets back. If he wakes me I can tell him I just went out for a walk.�
�You�re not going back there,� said Shayne grimly. �Not until I�ve settled things with Moran � and then just to pick up your stuff on your way back to Palm Beach.�
�Not � going � back?�
Shayne released his grip on her shoulder. She pivoted and faced him. �I have to go back. He�ll do anything��
�He�ll do nothing,� Shayne raged, looking down into her frightened eyes. �Haven�t you any friends in Miami? Someone Moran doesn�t know about?�
�No,� she sobbed, and threw her arms around him. �I don�t know what to do, Mr. Shayne.�
He held her gently with one arm and stroked her shaking shoulders. �There�s a fire escape in the back,� he said. �Don�t worry about getting away from Moran � if you really want to.�
�I do � I do.� She buried her face against his coat until her sobs subsided. She lifted her pale, tear-streaked face and confided, �My father has a friend here. I�ve been trying to remember his name. We always get a big box of fancy Florida fruit from him at Christmas, but I can�t remember his name. I think he�s in that business here in Miami.�
�Think,� Shayne commanded. �Was it Brewer? Or Godfrey?�
�That�s it � the name on the Christmas boxes. Brewer and Godfrey.� She stepped back from him and her violet eyes were bright with new hope. �It was silly of me to forget after seeing it so many times.�
�Were both of them your father�s friends?� Shayne asked.
�I � no�� Julia hesitated, a thoughtful frown between her eyes. �Why, I don�t know. Daddy used to mention one of them, but he always called him by something that sounded like a nickname.�
�Try to remember it,� he urged. �It�s very important right now.� But even as he watched her he knew that she could not recall the name. She was ready to burst into tears again.
Shayne massaged his jaw and stared past her. He realized all of a sudden that neither Brewer nor Godfrey was right for staking her out while he dealt with Moran � with one of them hiding out in fear of his life and the other being tailed by two private detectives to prevent murder. He thought of Mrs. Davis at the Waldorf Towers, but she wasn�t in her room insofar as he knew, and there wasn�t time to make another phone call.
He said abruptly, �There�s one possibility, Julia. My secretary, Lucy Hamilton.� He spun around and went to his desk, grabbed a pad, and wrote her name and address. �Lucy is a wonderful girl. All you have to do is give her this memo and say that I sent you. And stay right there in her apartment until I get in touch with you.� He straightened up, holding the slip of paper out to her, absorbed in his solution of her safety for the night. �Here�s Lucy�s address. You can go down the fire escape. Don�t worry about Moran. You won�t have to see him again. Grab a cab and go straight to Lucy�s apartment.�
Julia stared at the name, then exclaimed, �Why she�s the girl who came to your table. She hates me. She thought��
�Lucy had a mad on because I stood her up on a dinner date to see you dance. She�s a hundred per cent when the chips are down.� He caught her arm and propelled her through the kitchen to the fire escape.
�What if Ricky got suspicious and is waiting?�
�Don�t worry. Just grab the first cab you see. Turn left at the bottom of the steps. I�ll have Moran on his way up in the elevator before you get halfway down.� He left her on the landing and long-legged it to the telephone where he called the clerk. Moran was waiting in the lobby, and he said, �Send him up.�
When Shayne opened the door Moran barged in, his black eyes darting around the living-room. �Where is she?� he demanded angrily. �Hiding under the bed?�
�I don�t know who you�re looking for,� said Shayne casually. �Want a look-see?�
�You know damned well I�m looking for Dorrie,� Moran raged. �Don�t try to deny that she slipped out of her apartment and beat it up here.�
Shayne sauntered across the room when Moran started toward the bedroom. �Hold it,� he growled. �What makes you think that?�
Moran whirled around to face him. �Where else would she go?�
�I wouldn�t know,� Shayne repeated. �She was on the verge of telling me when you came up behind me at the dinner table last night and scared her out of her wits.�
�Nuts,� Moran said angrily. He strode to the bedroom door, jerked it open, and went in. He came out fuming.
�So you kept me waiting downstairs until she got her clothes on and went down the fire escape. After all I�ve done for that little slut.�
Shayne slapped him. A hard slap from a big palm swung in a wide arc. A loud plop echoed through the apartment, and Moran�s head snapped back under the force of the blow. His knees buckled and he almost went down. Staggering sideways, his right hand moved instinctively toward a bulge under his left lapel.
�Go ahead and pull a gun, Moran,� Shayne urged. His voice was dangerously gentle, and his hands were balled into big fists. �That�s all the excuse I need to beat you into a pulp.�
Moran was breathing hard. Blood trickled from the left corner of his mouth. He lowered his right hand, averted his eyes, and took a step backward. �Take it easy,� he muttered. �I didn�t mean what I said. I just got sore. Who the hell wouldn�t?� he went on in a tone of righteous indignation. �A dame steps out on you the minute you turn your back. You give her everything in God�s world, and��
�Shut up!� Shayne lashed out. �I know the girl is Julia Lansdowne, and I know how much you�ve done for her, you lousy, blackmailing punk. Before God, Moran��
�Wait a minute � wait a minute.� Moran was swaying and wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. �What the hell are you talking about? What kind of song and dance did Dorrie feed you? Me � with my hooks in her! After I picked her up in the gutter and coached her until she could hold down a job in a second-rate joint like La Roma? That�s all the thanks I get.�
�Do you deny that her real name is Julia Lansdowne?�
�Hell, I don�t know what her real name is. Neither does Dorrie.�
�Do you deny that you got her to smoke marijuana at a house party in Fort Lauderdale and got a picture of her dancing nude with you � and used it to coerce her to take this job?�
Ricky Moran frowned with a look of honest perplexity. �That Dorrie,� he marveled. �How she can spoon it out. I�ve felt all along that she belongs on Broadway.� A slow smile spread his mouth and his black eyes glittered. �Tell me the rest of it. What�s the fancy name she gave you?�
Shayne studied Moran�s face for a long moment. He turned away abruptly and seated himself on the couch near the cognac bottle, pushed the unused glass to the other side and said, �Sit down. Pour yourself a drink. You and I are going to have a long talk.�
Moran seated himself in the chair recently vacated by the girl. �I should be plenty sore.� He poured a small drink. �Not that I blame you so much. Dorrie does get under a man�s skin. I know she fed you some kind of sob story at the table tonight � until I came along and broke it up.� He took a small sip of cognac. �So she made a date with you.� He spread out his long, thin hands and shrugged indifferently.
�Okay,� he continued. �Do you blame me for getting sore? Wouldn�t you?� He settled back with the glass in his hand. �I know a man is a fool to try and hang onto a dame if she�s tired of him. But with Dorrie and me � it�s been different, see? It hurts, damn it.�
Shayne took a leisurely drink and said, �You�re a lousy liar, Moran.�
�You mean you still believe the crap that little��
�Hold it,� Shayne growled. �Calling Julia names won�t get you anything except maybe some teeth knocked out. What about Mrs. Davis?�
�What about who?� Moran jerked himself erect.
�Mrs. Elbert Davis.�
�I don�t know any Mrs. Davis,� Moran protested sullenly.
�What else were you doing at the Waldorf Towers tonight?�
Moran averted his eyes from Shayne�s hard gaze. �I don�t know what you�re talking about.�
�Didn�t you intercept the note Mrs. Davis sent backstage to Dorinda night before last?�
�Lotsa folks send notes back to Dorrie. If I get hold of them first she doesn�t see them.� Moran drank the last of his drink.
�What about this?� Shayne picked up Dorinda�s publicity photograph from the table where it had fallen, face down. �Attempted blackmail is a felony. I�ve got the note you sent along with the picture to Mrs. Lansdowne.�
Ricky Moran appeared to be completely mystified. He only glanced at the photograph, then looked angrily at the detective and said, �That�s twice you�ve mentioned blackmail.�
�I�m in a mood to do more than talk about it, Moran. For my money you stink worse than a skunk.� He came to his feet with big fists swinging.
Moran arose hastily and took a backward step, licking the crack in his lip where the blood was clotted. �You can�t say things like that to me, Shayne.�
�I can take you apart and see what makes a rat like you tick,� he said pleasantly. �When I kick you out the door you�ll have an idea of what will happen to you if you ever try to see Julia Lansdowne again, or ever mention her name.� As he spoke, he advanced steadily.
Moran was backing away. Suddenly, with a snarled oath, he leaped sideways and clawed inside his coat for the weapon concealed there.
Shayne sprang, a long left striking Moran�s shoulder as the automatic came out, spinning the man around. Circling his right arm around, the redhead�s fingers caught Moran�s gun hand in a merciless grip. With his left forearm under his opponent�s chin, Shayne exerted leverage that lifted the man�s body free from the floor where he hung for a moment, gagging and kicking wildly.
There was a muffled shot, and Moran�s body went limp. The smell of burned powder drifted into Shayne�s nostrils as he relaxed his hold, and Moran�s body slumped to the floor.
Shayne stood very still, looking down with brooding hatred at the motionless figure. Presently he leaned down and turned Moran�s body over. His eyes were wide and glazed, the jaw sagging open. Blood trickled from a powder-burned hole in the front of his shirt just below the breastbone, and the automatic was still gripped in his right hand.
Shayne felt the man�s wrist for a pulse. There was no sign of life, and he went directly to the telephone. In a steady voice he asked the desk clerk to ring Police Chief Will Gentry�s telephone at home. He gave the number and waited.
A sleepy voice rumbled, �Gentry.�
�Mike Shayne, Will. There�s a hunk of dead skunk in my apartment. I wish you�d send the boys to cart it away.�
�Are you kidding, Mike? How did��
�You know I never kid about a stiff.�
�Oh � that. For a minute I thought one of your relatives��
�Cut it, Will.� Shayne sighed wearily and audibly. �He�s messing up my floor, and the city pays you to take care of things like that.� He hung up, poured himself a drink, and a few minutes later the homicide squad was swarming over the apartment.

Chapter VI

Chief Will Gentry waited impassively until he and Shayne were alone before settling back and rumbling, �Okay, Mike, I know who the stiff is, and you�ve given me your version of how he died. Now, you�d better give me why.�
�Yeh,� said Shayne morosely. �But you won�t like it, Will.�
�I wouldn�t like anything at this hour in the morning,� Gentry grunted. �Don�t you ever go to bed?�
�This happens to be one of my busy nights,� Shayne told him with a slow grin. �I�ve told you Ricky Moran was some sort of a booking agent and was managing a dancer at La Roma.�
Gentry took a cigar from his mouth and looked at its glowing tip. �You�ve told me that,� he said patiently.
�I went out there for dinner last night. I saw the girl dance. After the first show, I bought her a dinner, and we talked. When she was through for the night she came here. About four o�clock. Moran got suspicious and followed her. He didn�t know my room number, and when Dick called me from the desk I got him to stall Moran until I called back. That gave me a chance to get the girl down the fire escape. But Moran didn�t buy it when I tried to tell him she hadn�t been here. He got tough and pulled a gun. I�ve told you the rest � straight self-defense,� he ended with a trace of smugness.
�My God,� Gentry groaned. �You still tomcatting? Maybe it was self-defense in the final analysis, but it�s not good. Fighting over a dance-hall twitch! You steal a guy�s doll��
�Moran was her manager,� Shayne broke in evenly. �She assured me he had no other strings on her. How the hell was I to know he�d take it that way?�
Gentry moved his graying head slowly from side to side. �What in hell does this dancer have that a hundred others don�t have?� he asked disgustedly.
�For one thing�� Shayne took the picture from its face-down position on the table and handed it to Gentry, then settled back to watch the chief�s face with ironic amusement as it turned a deeper shade of red.
�This does tear it, Mike.� He slapped the photograph down on the low table between them. �If the papers get hold of this, I�ll have to bring you to trial. Damn it, half the ministers in town will be preaching about it next Sunday. You�ll be lucky to get off with forty years.�
�Yeh,� said Shayne. �That�s why we�ll have to give the papers some other story. That � and because of Dorinda�s real name.�
�What�s her name got to do with it?�
�Everything. I�m going to level with you, Will. I have to. That girl is the daughter of Judge Nigel Lansdowne.�
Chief Gentry�s rumpled eyelids rolled up, and his slightly protuberant eyes bugged out. �You don�t mean��
�I do. Her name is Julia Lansdowne. Relax, and I�ll give you the whole story.�
Shayne began with Mrs. Davis�s visit to his office and continued with all the subsequent events leading up to Moran�s death.
�There it is,� he ended. �If ever a man deserved to die, Moran did, but I wish he had stayed alive long enough for me to wring the truth out of him about Mrs. Davis.�
Gentry shifted his solid body in the chair and chewed his cigar to the other side of his mouth. �Then you think Moran got to her?�
Shayne shrugged and said, �It�s the only thing I can think of at the moment. It�s broad daylight,� he went on, gesturing toward the east windows, �and she still hasn�t phoned me. What�s your guess?�
After a moment�s thought, Chief Gentry suggested, �She may have come in after your last call and thought it was too late to phone you � not knowing your reputation,� he ended acidly.
�I hope so.� Shayne waved a big hand toward the telephone on the desk. �Why don�t you try the Waldorf Towers and see what you can get on her? When she went out last night, whether she had a visitor answering Moran�s description.�
Gentry heaved his bulk from the chair and went stolidly to the phone. Shayne listened with alert hopefulness until the chief began asking questions that indicated Mrs. Davis was still not in, then relaxed, awaiting a report.
�I didn�t get much,� he announced as he cradled the receiver and started back to his chair. �The clerk came on at midnight, and doesn�t know Mrs. Davis by sight. I thought you said she was out at La Roma night before last,� he added casually, reseating himself.
�She was. According to her story.�
�If I remember correctly, you said both Moran and the girl denied she was there,� said Gentry.
�Moran would naturally deny it if he heard her asking about the girl � and intercepted the note she sent backstage. And it�s my guess that Davis was just a name she was using, which explains why Julia didn�t recognize it.�
�But this Dorinda � or Julia,� Chief Gentry contended, �should have recognized the woman herself.�
�If you had seen her dancing you would realize that she wouldn�t have time to see anyone in the audience. Not even her own mother. Her story sounded pretty factual to me.�
Gentry�s cigar was dead. He took it from his mouth and regarded the soggy end with distaste, bent forward to place it in an ash tray on the table, then asked, �How do you account for the fact that Mrs. Davis didn�t check into the Waldorf Towers from Washington until four o�clock yesterday afternoon?�
�Four o�clock? Yesterday?�
�Right. I had the clerk double-check.� Shayne scowled at Gentry�s beefy face and placid expression, shook his head in utter bafflement, and said, �If that part of her story was a lie maybe all of it was.� He paused thoughtfully, then continued. �But the girl admitted her name was Julia Lansdowne and that she was on vacation from Rollins College. Everything checked exactly.�
�Except that Moran denied every word of it,� Gentry rumbled. �According to him, Dorinda was some nameless waif he�d picked out of the gutter and taught to dance.�
�Of course he denied it,� Shayne said angrily. �But the girl couldn�t have known��
�Hold it, Mike,� the chief cut in. �Think back carefully. You�ve said what hell of a fine actress she was when you and Rourke first questioned her. When you talked to her in your apartment later, are you sure you didn�t give her leads? In other words, I�ll bet you didn�t ask her what her name was. Instead, you asked her if her name wasn�t Julia Lansdowne, and if she wasn�t a student at Rollins. All she had to do was play along and make up a nice story to fit what you handed her.�
�I may not be as smart as one of your dumb cops,� Shayne told him with considerable sarcasm, �but I�ll swear that girl was telling the truth, Will.�
�And that Mrs. Davis was telling the truth about everything except being at La Roma the preceding night? Why would she tell you a lie that could be exposed so easily?�
�Wait a minute. There could be another answer. We don�t know that she checked in at the Waldorf Towers immediately after arriving from Washington. She could have come down the day before, stopped at some other hotel, and then switched to the Waldorf for some personal reason the next day. You can check on that when the day shift comes on. How she made the reservation � whether it was by a local telephone call��
�I can,� Gentry agreed readily, �and will. In the meantime, I want to have a talk with your Dorinda � or Julia.�
�Sure. But you�ll help me keep this quiet. Keep her picture and her real identity out of the papers. I know you�re a damned mossbacked reactionary,� he added with a wry grin. �But I think even you will agree that anything that drove Judge Lansdowne out of public life right now would be catastrophic.�
Will Gentry snorted. �I don�t admit anything of the sort. The country is full of solid businessmen who could do the same job as well or better without taking us down the road to socialism.�
Shayne�s dismay was manifest. �But damn it, Will��
�At the same time,� Gentry continued, lifting a pudgy, square hand for silence, �I�d feel sorry for the father of any brat who got herself into such a mess. Call Lucy and tell her we�re coming over.�
Shayne got up and long-legged it to the desk phone and called Lucy�s number. When her sleepy voice came over the wire he said cheerfully, �Don�t blame me if you didn�t get home in time to get some sleep.�
�I bet I got home before you did, at least. What is it? Trouble?�
�Sort of. Is Dorinda��
�I knew she meant trouble,� Lucy cut in, �as soon as I saw that picture in your office. And the way you gaped at her in La Roma.�
�Will Gentry is here with me,� he told her evenly. �We�re on our way over. You and Julia get dressed, and you might put on a pot of coffee.�
�Julia?�
�Hasn�t she told you her real name? I thought you two would be chummy by now.�
�What are you talking about, Michael?� Lucy asked anxiously.
�Dorinda. Isn�t she still there?�
�Here? That girl! Why do you think��
�Hold it, Lucy.� Shayne�s voice was hoarse. �This isn�t any gag. Didn�t she come to your place about an hour ago?�
�No. Why should she, Michael? I don�t think I�m the right��
�This is serious. I sent her there about four-thirty.�
�Well, she didn�t get here,� said Lucy. �Perhaps she met a man on the way.�
�You�ve been right there and haven�t heard anything from her?� Shayne asked, alarmed.
�I�ve been right here, Michael, ever since about eleven o�clock.�
�Stay right there until you hear from me, Lucy. If she shows up, don�t let her get away. If she calls up, get hold of her somehow � and fast. You can contact me through Will Gentry.� He spoke rapidly, hung up, and turned with sweat streaming down his face.
Will Gentry regarded him with a faint twinkle in his agate eyes and said, �I think this is one time Mike Shayne got taken � but good.�

Chapter VII

�What do you mean �taken�?� Shayne growled.
�What else?� Gentry made an expansive gesture. �This girl feeds you a hunk of boloney and you gulp it down without chewing. Michael Galahad Shayne mounting his white charger to save a strip-teaser from a life of shame.� He threw his head back and guffawed. �She�s heard about you, maybe, and comes to your apartment at four in the morning for a little fun � and you read her a sermon. My God, Mike.�
�Okay. Have your fun. But I swear she was on the level, Will. She wouldn�t even take a drink.�
�Then why didn�t she go to Lucy�s?�
�What�s your guess?� Shayne parried.
�It�s a cinch. She knew she�d never get by with a story like that with another woman. So she just faded out of the picture after you chased her down the fire escape � while you stay behind to break a lance against the guy she was two-timing.�
�And it could be that something altogether different happened to her,� said Shayne gravely. �If someone snatched her before she got to Lucy��
�Who?� Gentry demanded. �You�ve admitted Moran was waiting in the lobby and he came right up.�
�He could have left a pal watching the fire escape,� Shayne growled. �Damn it, Will. If anything has happened to that girl, I sent her right into it.�
�Nuts,� said Gentry. �You�ll be dreaming up an international gang of white-slavers next.�
�I talked to the girl and you didn�t,� Shayne reminded him. �There�s one way to find out.� He went to the phone again, asked for long-distance, said, �A person-to-person call to Mrs. Nigel Lansdowne in Washington, D. C. I don�t know the number. That�s Mrs. Lansdowne.�
He waited tensely, his bleak gray eyes avoiding Chief Gentry�s amused gaze, while the operator put the call through. After a brief interval, he heard the Washington operator say, �I�m sorry but the Lansdownes have an unlisted number and we are not allowed to give the information.�
�Wait,� Shayne said sharply. �This is important. Official police business.�
�I�m very sorry.� The voice was dulcet but firm. �We would require an authorization from the authorities here.�
Shayne said, �Hold it.� He turned to Gentry and held out the receiver. �Do you know any cops in Washington who can get you an unlisted number?�
�Maybe.� Gentry got up reluctantly, took the receiver, and asked the operator to connect him with Washington police headquarters.
Shayne paced the floor and worried his left ear lobe, listening absently while Gentry spoke to half a dozen people. After a few minutes of passing the buck, the chief nodded with satisfaction and said, �Let me get a pencil.�
Shayne hurried to the desk and shoved a pad and pencil across. The chief wrote down a number, said, �Thanks... ring the number, please. It�s person-to-person for Mrs. Lansdowne.� He then handed, the instrument to Shayne and went back to his chair.
After the usual preliminaries a shocked voice said, �For Mrs. Lansdowne? Oh, that�s impossible. She�s much too ill to be disturbed.�
�This is important,� Shayne said swiftly. �This is the police in Miami � calling about Mrs. Lansdowne�s daughter.�
�I�m sorry. It�s positive orders from the doctor. What about Miss Julia?�
Before Shayne could reply the operator broke in. �Do you wish this party to accept the call, sir?�
�Yes, by all means. Who is this speaking?�
�The housekeeper. Has anything happened to Julia?�
�Do you know where she is?�
�Why � at school in Florida,� the woman faltered. �If anything has happened��
�We don�t know yet,� Shayne said bluntly. �If I could speak to her mother for a moment.�
�But she can�t be disturbed. She�s very ill. The telephone has been disconnected in her room, and the nurse would not allow you to speak to her anyway.� The woman�s voice trembled with anxiety.
�All right,� said Shayne grimly. �Put Judge Lansdowne on.�
�The judge is out of town for the night. We expect him back tomorrow afternoon.�
�Do you know where I can reach him tonight?�
�No. I think he�s in Boston. His office would know. You could call there at nine o�clock.� She gave him a telephone number, and Shayne scribbled it on a pad.
�One thing more. Do you happen to know if Mrs. Lansdowne has a very close friend in Washington named Mrs. Davis?�
�Mrs. Davis?� There was a moment�s silence. Then she said emphatically, �No, sir. I don�t. Please tell me about Miss Julia. If there�s been an accident��
�It�s probably not the same girl,� Shayne soothed her. �We were merely trying to check an identity. I�ll be in touch with the judge tomorrow.�
He hung up and swung around with an angry frown. �That was the housekeeper. Mrs. Lansdowne is too ill to take a call. That corroborates one thing the girl told me � without any prompting � about her mother�s illness. And Julia Lansdowne is supposed to be in school here in Florida. We�ve got to find her, Will.�
�Sure. Whether she�s the Lansdowne girl or not she�s a witness in Moran�s death. I�ll put it on the radio.� Gentry picked up the photograph and glanced at it, dropped it, and said gruffly, �How was she dressed?� on the way to the phone.
�White dress with short puffed sleeves and high neck. About five-feet-four or five � slim, short, blond hair and big violet eyes. And just put out a call for Dorinda, Will.�
Gentry grunted and arranged for the radio pickup.
Shayne had his hat on. He handed Gentry his and urged him toward the door, saying, �There�s one other chance. Let�s get to that address in Coconut Grove fast. If some pal of Moran�s did pick her up, he might have taken her there. Neither she nor Moran knew I trailed them home from La Roma.�
�We�ll probably find her there, all right,� rumbled Gentry, �asleep in her own little bed. Ten to one she went straight back there after failing to make time with you.�
�Cut it, Will. She�s just a kid.� Shayne yanked the door shut, and they went down the corridor to the elevator. In the lobby he stopped long enough to tell the clerk to try to get a message from anyone who called him, then hurried out to join Gentry in his car.
�Out Brickell will be fastest,� he muttered, repeating the address he had memorized earlier. He sank back against the cushion and occupied himself with unwelcome imaginings as Gentry sent the heavy sedan swiftly across the Miami River into the fresh radiance of a new day.
They parked in front of the building under the fronds of leaning coco palms and went into a small foyer with a double row of mailboxes.
�She went into an apartment on the second floor, front and right,� Shayne muttered.
�Two-B,� Gentry said, after checking, �is Moran�s. Two-A is marked �Dorinda.� Looks like she did tell the truth about separate apartments.� He started to push the button.
�Wait,� said Shayne hastily. �If someone is holding her up there, I�d like to break in on them.� He went to the inner door and tried it. It was locked. He turned back, frowning thoughtfully. He took a well-filled key ring from his pocket, but Gentry said firmly, �That leaves the manager.� He found the button and pressed it until the door swung open.
A heavy-set, dark-featured man confronted them, wearing green-and-white-striped pajama tops, an angry scowl, a growth of stubbly black beard, and a pair of trousers which he was buckling as he growled, �What the hell��
�Police,� Gentry said, showing a badge. �Two-B and Two-A. What about them?�
�Moran and his dancer. What about �em?� The manager�s first belligerence changed to righteous indignation.
�Are they in?�
�How should I know? I don�t stay up till three-four in the mornin� checkin� my tenants in.�
�You haven�t seen them tonight?� Gentry persisted. �Either in or out?�
�Not for days,� he answered sullenly. �They stay pretty close and don�t make no trouble.�
�Get a passkey and take us up,� ordered Gentry.
The manager slouched away, grumbling under his breath. He returned with a brass key dangling from a metal ring, led the way up a flight of stairs complaining. �Don�t blame me if there�s something goin� on between them two. I rent out my apartments and got no call to see they sleep in their own beds.�
Shayne said, �Keep it quiet, and try the girl�s door first.�
When the door was unlocked Shayne motioned the man aside, opened it quietly, reached in, and turned on the light. A naked hundred-watt bulb in the ceiling revealed a small, one-room apartment with a studio couch. Two inner doors stood open, and he stalked first into a tiny bathroom, then into a kitchenette.
Dorinda was not there.
When he returned to the hallway Gentry and the manager were at the door of 2-B. It was a replica of the girl�s apartment. The day bed was opened out and made up for sleeping, but had not been slept in. Crumpled newspapers and cigarette butts littered the table and chests of drawers. A half-empty whisky bottle stood on the floor beside the one comfortable chair, and dirty dishes were piled in the sink.
�That�s all,� said Gentry, dismissing the surly manager. �We�ll look around up here and then seal this room for a day or two. Moran won�t be back. He�s at the morgue right now, and after I�m through here I�ll take you down to identify the body.� He closed the door firmly in the man�s gaping face. He asked Shayne, �You want to take this chance to look for anything?�
�Just enough to see if we can get any sort of line on Moran,� said Shayne, opening the closet door and pushing half a dozen suits back on their hangers. He came out with two suitcases, and added, �The girl�s room, too. If we can find something there to prove she�s Julia Lansdowne we�ll be that much ahead.�
One of Moran�s suitcases was empty. The other contained a frayed scrapbook filled with theatrical clippings from five years back, which indicated that he was exactly what the girl had claimed, a small-time booking agent for talent in second-rate night clubs.
Dorinda�s apartment yielded nothing to prove or disprove the story she had told. There was no scrap of paper with her name, nothing whatever to reveal her identity. Except for a few simple summer frocks, her clothing consisted of underthings that looked expensive to the men. A smart traveling bag with matching hatbox, and her toilet articles, seemed more expensive than a prot�g� of Ricky Moran�s was likely to possess. These were the only indications that she had been telling the truth about her background, and they were not conclusive.
Shayne rode back to the city with Gentry and the apartment house manager. He got off at his hotel, and Gentry promised to let him know the moment anything turned up on the girl.
He stopped at the desk to inquire for messages, and Dick said, �Not a single call. Gee, Mr. Shayne, did you really blast that guy? He pulled a gun, huh? Was the girl still there? Was that it? I thought he was trouble when he came in offering me money to give him your number without announcing him. But I wouldn�t do that.�
�That�s right, Dick.� Shayne grinned and took some bills from his wallet. �It was forty bucks you turned down, wasn�t it?� He laid two twenties on the desk.
A fair-haired young man and an ardent worshiper of the detective, Dick colored to the roots of his hair. �Golly, no, Mr. Shayne. I didn�t mean��
�You earned it, Dick. Comes off the expense account.� He swung away and went up to his apartment.
It was a little after six o�clock, and he was groggy from lack of sleep. He couldn�t get through to Judge Lansdowne�s Washington office until nine o�clock, so he set the alarm for that hour, kicked off his shoes, and dropped into the bed.

Chapter VIII

The alarm woke Shayne from druglike sleep at nine. A glance at his fully clothed body brought swift realization that the alarm had been set for a purpose. He dragged himself up and padded into the living-room where he put through a call to Washington. It netted only the information that Judge Lansdowne was expected back sometime before noon. He left his number with an urgent request that the judge call him collect the moment he came in.
He then called Lucy Hamilton and said, �You may as well go to the office and take any calls. I�ll be in and out � in touch with Will Gentry most likely, and maybe Tim Rourke.�
Returning to the bedroom he stripped off his clothes as he went, bathed and shaved, and by nine-thirty had disposed of three scrambled eggs, four slices of bacon, and three slices of toast. He was smoking a cigarette and working on his third cup of coffee when someone knocked on the door. He answered it, and was surprised to see Henry Black.
There was a stubble of dark beard on his sallow face and his brown eyes were bleared with sleepiness. He shambled into the living-room with his shoulders drooping wearily and asked, �Got another cup of that Java?�
�Sure. Sit down. You want a stick in it, Hank?�
�Not this morning. I better stay sober.� He sank into a chair, stretched his legs out, and closed his eyes.
Shayne went into the kitchen and returned with cream, sugar, and an extra cup and saucer. He filled the cup from the pot on the coffee table, passed it to Black, and resumed his seat on the couch.
Henry Black declined the offer of cream and sugar. After a long drink of coffee he asked quietly, �You hiding Brewer out, Mike?�
Shayne didn�t try to hide his surprise. �No. What happened?�
�He seems to have disappeared.� Black�s voice was toneless. �Would he duck out just to avoid paying me two hundred fish � and expenses?� he added wryly.
After a moment�s thought, Shayne said, �I don�t think so, Hank. Did you pull off last night�s job okay?�
�Nothing to it. Mathews and I picked up Godfrey at the plant when he came out the front door and got in his car. If the guy had murder on his mind, I spent the night trying to rape the mayor�s wife. We didn�t lose him for an instant, not until he boarded the eight-o�clock plane. And we watched it take off.�
�Sleep with him?�
�Practically.� Black yawned widely and emptied his coffee cup. �Except I didn�t sleep. So I�m waiting at the office for this Brewer character to show up at nine o�clock and pay off,� he continued in an aggrieved voice. �The help says he�s always prompt. But he doesn�t show. At nine-twenty I call his house. A woman answers � housekeeper, I guess � and snaps that Brewer hasn�t been home all night and hangs up. So then I wonder.� Black shrugged his thin shoulders. �I remember the lawyer you mentioned, so I call his office. He�s not in, and the gal sounds funny. Won�t tell me where he is or when he�ll be back. But when I mentioned it was in connection with Mr. Brewer she got excited and said I�d better talk to the police. I got the idea maybe lawyer Gibson is at headquarters. So I wondered what the angles were. Thought you might know something, Mike. So I came here before I walked into something down there.�
Shayne massaged his lean jaw, then spread out his hands. �I gave you everything I know last night. I never saw Brewer until he walked into my office about five-fifteen, and haven�t seen or heard from him since.�
�You think he really thought his partner was out to bump him last night?�
�That�s the way he told it to me, and he acted plenty worried.� Shayne leaned back and tugged abstractedly at his left ear lobe.
�Reason I asked, near as I could tell this Godfrey didn�t have a thing on his mind last night except getting a good dinner and going to bed early.�
Shayne said, �Suppose I check with Will Gentry.�
�Suppose you do,� Black agreed.
Shayne crossed the room to the telephone, gave the hotel operator a number, and waited. The police chief�s gruff voice answered almost immediately.
�Mike Shayne, Will. I�m trying to locate an attorney named Gibson � Elliott Gibson. I�ve got a hunch he�s around headquarters. Could you find out?�
�He�s raising hell here in my office right now,� Gentry told him. �Why do you want him?�
�In connection with a client of his,� said Shayne cautiously. �A man named Brewer.�
There was a brief silence, then a long, audible sigh at the other end of the line. �You�d better come down here, Mike. Right away.� Gentry hung up with a bang.
Shayne turned to Black. �It�s something, all right. Gentry wants us right away.�
Miami�s chief of police rolled his rumpled eyelids far up and looked at Shayne curiously when he entered the office followed by Henry Black. Another man was pacing nervously up and down before Gentry�s desk. He paused in midsentence as the two private detectives came in.
Gibson was younger than Shayne had expected Brewer�s attorney to be � not more than thirty � with indefinable signs of weakness about his eyes and mouth. He was tall, broad-shouldered, and ruddy-faced, yet there was the impression of flabby muscles rather than physical well-being. He had the smooth, bland sort of good looks that some men and many women would probably consider charming, and Shayne had a hunch that the attorney was accustomed to coast along in his profession on the strength of his charm rather than on intelligence or ability.
He nodded curtly, without speaking, when Gentry introduced him to Shayne and Black as Gibson, and when they seated themselves at the chief�s invitation, the lawyer burst out impatiently.
�I warn you, Chief, that I shall hold you strictly accountable for wasting time this way. I don�t see what information two private detectives can possibly have about this affair. Even though one of them happens to be the ubiquitous Michael Shayne,� he added with an ironic note that brought the redhead�s ragged brows up in a questioning scowl at Gentry.
The chief said, �Mr. Gibson is insisting that I wire ahead and have his client�s partner removed from the New York plane and brought back in irons.�
�On what charge?� asked Shayne.
�Suspicion of murder,� said Gentry easily. �Though as a lawyer, he should be able to realize it�s difficult to make a charge like that stick when we have no evidence of murder.�
�You haven�t looked for such evidence,� Gibson said angrily. �You�ve sat here chewing on that stale cigar and done exactly nothing. Mr. Brewer is missing, isn�t he? He hasn�t been seen since going out on the bay with Hiram Godfrey in his boat yesterday afternoon. I�ve repeatedly explained that Mr. Brewer was in deathly fear of his partner, that he often told me Godfrey would be his murderer if he ever came to a violent end. And Godfrey ducked out on the early plane this morning.�
Gentry lifted a big hand to silence Gibson, then rumbled at Shayne, �You said over the phone you wanted to see Gibson in connection with Brewer. What connection, Mike?�
�Wait a minute.� Shayne looked at the attorney and asked, �Are you saying that Brewer didn�t reach your office last night?�
�He did not. I haven�t seen him for several days. What makes you think��
�How long did you wait for him?� Shayne cut in.
�What do you mean? How long did I wait for whom?�
�Brewer,� said Shayne patiently. �How late did you stay in your office last night?�
�Until shortly past six.�
�Weren�t you worried when he didn�t show up?�
�Why should I have been worried?� Gibson looked honestly puzzled. �I wasn�t expecting him last evening. I had no reason to be worried until this morning when his office called to say he hadn�t come in, and apparently hadn�t been home all night. As soon as I made some inquiries and learned that he had gone out in Godfrey�s boat yesterday and no one had seen him return from that trip, I came to the obvious conclusion. Which seems borne out, I must say, by Godfrey�s hurried departure this morning.�
Shayne shook his red head slowly. �Do you deny that Brewer telephoned your office after returning from the boat trip, asking you to wait there for him?�
�Certainly, I deny it. If I had expected him and he didn�t appear, I should have started a search for him much sooner. Why do you ask that question?�
�Because he told me, in my office, at about five-thirty yesterday afternoon that you were expecting him in your office just a couple of blocks up the street. And that�s where he was going when he left a few minutes later.�
Gibson stared with openmouthed amazement. �You saw Brewer late yesterday? You can swear he did return safely from that boat trip with Godfrey?�
�He claimed that Godfrey tried to kill him while they were alone on the bay,� said Shayne, �but lost his nerve at the last moment. He was afraid the attempt on his life would be repeated last night, and came to me for protection.�
�Then Godfrey must have done it later � instead of in the afternoon as I suspected,� said Gibson excitedly. �Now that you have Shayne�s confirmation,� he added, turning to Gentry, �do you still refuse to arrest Godfrey for murder?�
�First, let�s clear up this telephone call Brewer spoke of,� Shayne interjected hastily. �Could your secretary or someone else have taken it and forgotten to tell you?�
�No,� Gibson stated flatly. �My secretary had the afternoon off and I was alone in the office. You must have misunderstood him.� He paused, frowned, then went on impatiently. �Perhaps he did plan to see me. He knows I often work late.�
Shayne said, �All right. Perhaps I misunderstood him. If he did reach your office late � around six � after you left, would anyone have seen him?�
�Probably not. I have a ground-floor suite with a private entrance in the arcade.�
�Look, Mike,� growled Gentry, �maybe I had better pull Godfrey off that plane. If Brewer actually expected to be murdered.�
Shayne said wearily, �You tell them, Hank.�
Henry Black had been silent since they entered the office. He took a black notebook from his pocket, flipped the pages, and began to read in a monotone.
�Phone call five twenty-six from Mike Shayne. Milton Brewer of Godfrey and Brewer in his office to hire me and another operative to keep a close tail on his partner, Hiram Godfrey, suspected of intention to murder. Two hundred and expenses to shadow subject entire night and see off on eight-o�clock plane. Subject placed supposedly at firm�s office on West Flagler, blue Buick convertible parked outside. Description of subject��
�Cut that part for the moment,� Shayne interrupted. �Give Gentry what he wants fast. You can go over the details later.�
Black closed the notebook and resumed. �Mathews and I found the Buick convertible parked outside the office when we arrived at five thirty-four. Lights were on in the office, but shades down. We waited until five forty-eight when a man answering Godfrey�s description came out the front door after turning out all the lights. He got in the Buick, and we tailed him. We didn�t lose him for a single instant until that plane took off this morning. Every movement is written down here, and Mathews kept his own report for corroboration.� He tapped the notebook with a thin forefinger and added plaintively, �And for that job somebody owes me two hundred bucks and expenses.�
�Nonsense,� said Elliott Gibson. �You couldn�t possibly have kept an eye on him every minute through the night. He probably fooled you by pretending to go to bed, and you don�t want to admit it.�
Black ignored the lawyer. He said to Gentry, �If Brewer was alive at five-thirty, you�ll never be able to make a charge against Godfrey. Not with Mathews and me on the stand.�
�There�s no actual evidence that he�s dead.� Gentry growled disgustedly. �So he�s afraid his partner plans to kill him, and he goes off some place where he isn�t known, and hides.�
�He was in a tizzy to get away from my office at five-thirty to see Mr. Gibson,� Shayne reminded the chief. �It�s a five-minute walk. Yet Gibson says he hadn�t turned up by the time he left, sometime after six.�
�Maybe he changed his mind after he left your office.�
Shayne shrugged. �Maybe. It�s no skin off my nose either way.� He got up.
�Nothing more on the dancer?� Gentry asked.
�Nothing at my end.� He looked inquiringly at the chief.
�Nothing from the radio pickup.� Gentry regarded him quizzically. �You sure there was any dancer, Mike? Sure that wasn�t a fast story to cover up something entirely different on Moran�s death?�
Shayne snorted. �You saw her picture and cased her apartment.�
�I know. But you�re the only one that places her in your apartment at the right time.�
�Try the night clerk at my hotel,� Shayne suggested sourly. �He�ll describe her.� He paused, noting Gibson�s growing impatience with this interchange which excluded him, and went on before the lawyer could interrupt.
�What sort of story have you given to the papers on Moran? They haven�t been around my place for hot copy.�
�I haven�t given them anything,� the chief told him in a mild rumble. �Until we find the girl � if she is what you say��
�Thanks, Will. We should know for sure by noon when I get a call from Washington. What about the Waldorf Towers? Have you checked further on Mrs. Davis?�
�What sort of run-around am I getting here?� Gibson broke in angrily. His face grew very red and he pounded his fist on the chief�s desk. �I believe my client to be murdered, and I demand immediate action.�
Gentry calmly disregarded the attorney. He nodded in answer to Shayne�s question and consulted a memorandum on his desk. �I had a man waiting for the day shift. I got his report just before this Brewer thing came up. She still hasn�t returned to her room. No one remembers seeing her go in or out last night, or any visitors. No outgoing phone calls and no recollection of any incoming calls except your attempt to reach her.�
�What about her reservation?�
�It was made by telephone the previous day. But get this, Mike. The clerk who made the reservation thinks it was made by a man. He won�t swear to it, but has that distinct impression.�
Shayne scowled heavily. �No name, of course.�
�Only the Mrs. Davis.�
�A local call?�
�He thinks so. But suppose it was long-distance? You call a hotel, and the operator connects you with the desk. He has no way of knowing whether it�s local or not.�
Shayne said abruptly, �I�m going to check that room. Have you got a man there?�
�I told Olsen to stick around.�
Shayne went out, hearing Attorney Gibson�s wrathful voice raised behind him as he closed the door.
He drove swiftly to the Waldorf Towers with the additional fact of Milton Brewer�s disappearance nagging at his mind. Brewer and Mrs. Davis. And Dorinda�
As yet, he couldn�t see any connection between the first two. Two clients who happened to pass each other in his waiting-room. One client, and a prospective client, he amended. If it hadn�t been for the accident of Mrs. Davis reaching his office first, he would have been on Hiram Godfrey�s tail instead of Henry Black.
Now they were both missing. How did that add up? Was the girl a connection between them? She had mentioned that either Brewer or Godfrey was a friend of her father�s (if she was Julia Lansdowne) and Mrs. Davis had claimed to be her mother�s closest friend.
If it were Brewer who was her father�s friend � that indicated a connection between him and Mrs. Davis. Yet, he could recall nothing to indicate that either was more than casually aware of the other. Of course, he had not given Brewer more than a glance during the brief moment when he escorted Mrs. Davis into the outer office. That was something he would have to ask Lucy.
At the Waldorf Towers, he looked around for Olsen whom he knew by sight. Gentry�s man was not in the lobby, but as Shayne started toward the desk he was accosted by Ben Hutch, the house detective.
�Hi, Mike,� said Hutch. �You here on Mrs. Davis?�
Shayne nodded. �Gentry told me Olsen was staked out here.�
Hutch was a wiry man of medium height. He wore a quiet brown suit and a deceptively casual expression. �Olsen stepped out for a cup of coffee,� he said. �I promised to keep an eye out.�
�Let�s go up to four-eighteen,� Shayne suggested, and moved toward the elevators.
�Okay, Mike. But she can�t be up there. She left her key in the box. I�ve got it right here.�
�People have been known to leave hotel doors on the latch when they went out � for various reasons,� Shayne told him equably. �Maybe Mrs. Davis had a reason.�
�What?� Hutch asked as an elevator took them up.
�She�s in the middle of something funny. I�m worried, that�s all.�
They stopped at 418, and Ben Hutch knocked perfunctorily before trying the doorknob. It was locked. He inserted the key and opened the door, and stepped cautiously inside.
Shayne entered a large, pleasant room that showed no sign of occupancy except the presence of an obviously new case of expensive airplane luggage standing unopened on a luggage stand. The bed was neatly made, and the spacious closet was empty.
Ben Hutch went into the bathroom and returned with a puzzled frown between his eyes. �Looks like she didn�t even wash her hands. I forgot to mention that the maid reported this morning � said the bed hadn�t been used, and towels all clean.�
�So you forgot to tell me,� Shayne growled. �Are you going to open that bag? Or shall I?�
�If it�s not locked.� Hutch went over and pressed the center catch. It opened, and he withdrew its entire contents, a heavy bundle wrapped in a cheap dressing-gown with a Burdine�s price tag still attached to a button on the sleeve. He laid it on the bed, unrolled the gown, and revealed four new novels with bright jackets.
�An obvious plant,� Shayne said with disgust. �Those books make about the right weight, and the robe kept them from sliding around and attracting attention when her luggage was carried up.�
�In the name of God, why? This bag cost a lot more than a night�s room rent, and she didn�t even sleep here.�
Shayne�s gray eyes were narrowed and remote. �I don�t know, Ben. Leave the room locked, and I�ll have Gentry send up a fingerprint man right away.�
He left the house detective and long-legged it to the elevator where he went down and out to his car.
So now both women were really missing, he thought, as he drove to his downtown office. And Mr. Milton Brewer.
He increased his speed, suddenly hopeful that Lucy Hamilton had noticed a glance between Brewer and Mrs. Davis, a casual word, perhaps. His hunch that the woman�s name was not Davis persisted, but he had liked her and wanted to help her. She had obviously had no intention of spending the night at the Waldorf Towers. There were no toilet articles in her case � nothing.
Then why? Just for an address? An address, he thought grimly, for her to give to a dumb private detective so he could contact her without any chance of his learning who she really was?
She had been at La Roma two nights ago, he reminded himself. Yet, she hadn�t checked into the Waldorf as Mrs. Davis until the next afternoon. Just before going to his office and telling him an interesting story and hiring him to do what?
Shayne shook his head savagely as he stopped in front of his office building and got out. When he entered his office Lucy Hamilton looked up from the telephone and said happily, �Here he is now. Just a minute, Mr. Black.�
Shayne nodded and strode into his private office. He picked up the receiver and asked, �What is it, Hank?�
�Looks like they just hauled Brewer�s body out of Biscayne Bay up beyond Seventy-Ninth Street,� Black said in a nasal monotone. �Thought you might be interested.�
Shayne exhaled his pent-up breath in a long, low whistle.
�Me, too,� said Black sadly. �Who the hell�s going to pay my fee now?�
�You might bill his widow. From the way Brewer talked last night I gather she�ll feel this is worth two hundred, plus expenses.� Shayne�s voice was callous, and he hung up before Black could say anything else.
Now only two of the three were missing.

Chapter IX

The telephone rang immediately, and Shayne was not surprised when Timothy Rourke�s voice came over the wire.
�Thanks for the tip on that story last night, Mike. But why didn�t you tell me to print it fast?�
�What story?�
�The Brewer thing. I could have gotten the jump on the other boys if I had taken a chance and said the man was dead.� Rourke�s tone was aggrieved.
�When did you hear it?� Shayne asked.
�We just had a flash at the office that they had pulled his body out of the bay around Ninetieth Street a little while ago. I�ll pick you up in five minutes.� Rourke hung up before Shayne could reply.
Shayne cradled the receiver slowly. He got up, tugging at his left ear lobe, and went to a window where he stared out with a distracted expression on his lean face. He whirled abruptly and stalked into the outer office. On the way to the door he said to Lucy, �I�m out with Tim Rourke to take a look at the body of the man we didn�t take on for a client last night.� He was halfway down in the elevator when he remembered that he hadn�t asked his secretary the questions that seemed so important when he entered the office and found Henry Black on the phone.
Rourke pulled up to the curb a couple of minutes after Shayne stepped outside the building. He got in, and the reporter sped away toward Biscayne Boulevard, saying, �I guess your man knew what he was talking about, Mike.�
�It looks that way,� Shayne agreed morosely. �How much have you got on Brewer�s death? When did it happen?�
�I don�t know. Just a flash from headquarters. As soon as I heard the name Brewer, I called you. I think some boys found the body just a short time ago, and Gentry�s on his way out.� He turned north on the boulevard, and continued. �It seems your friend, Henry Black, wasn�t any too efficient last night.�
�I�m not too sure about that, Tim.� Shayne told him about Black�s visit to his apartment that morning and the talk with Will Gentry at police headquarters. �I didn�t go over Black�s notes on Godfrey�s movements,� he added, �but I imagine Will checked pretty thoroughly. If we accept Henry Black�s statement at face value it appears that Godfrey is the one man in Miami who couldn�t have murdered Brewer.�
�But he was the one man Brewer was afraid of,� Rourke protested.
�As far as I know,� Shayne conceded. �That�s the story Brewer told me. If Godfrey didn�t murder him, I would say Brewer was either mistaken or lying.�
�What about Elliott Gibson � Brewer�s lawyer? Shouldn�t he have been worried when Brewer didn�t turn up at his office last night?�
�Yeh,� said Shayne absently. �There�s something peculiar about that. Brewer told me he had phoned Gibson to say he was coming. Yet Gibson denies it.�
�Why would he deny it?�
�How do I know? Maybe Brewer lied to me.�
Rourke said in a puzzled voice, �I don�t see why either one of them should lie about a thing like that.� He paused, then added reflectively, �How did the lawyer strike you, Mike?�
�Negative. Not too good, not too bad. I wouldn�t pick him for a murderer at first glance.�
�Let�s see how the timing works out,� Rourke suggested. �Brewer was in your office about five-thirty?�
�That�s right. Black�s notes indicate that I called him at five twenty-six.�
�And Brewer left your office soon after that?�
�Within a couple of minutes after I finished talking to Black. He seemed in a great rush to get to Gibson�s office a couple of blocks away.�
�Yet he never reached that office?�
�According to Gibson he didn�t,� said Shayne.
They passed 79th Street, and Rourke slowed his car to watch for street numbers. Just beyond 90th Street he swung to the right toward Biscayne Bay, and at the dead end of the street they saw a group of police cars and an ambulance. The beach was wide at this point, and glaring sunlight beat down upon a group of men gathered around an object lying on the sand close to the water�s edge.
Will Gentry arose from his knees and turned as Shayne and Rourke joined them. �I�m glad Tim picked you up, Mike,� he rumbled. �This is a bad business.�
�Brewer?�
Gentry nodded. �I guess so. Plenty of identification on him, but maybe you can help us.�
Henry Black stood to one side of the group. He gave Shayne a sour glance and said, �Looks like I wasted a night tailing the wrong guy.�
Shayne shook his red head slowly, and made no comment.
Elliott Gibson detached himself from the group and came toward Shayne exclaiming bitterly, �Do you still think that Godfrey shouldn�t be taken off the plane and brought back here on a murder charge?�
Shayne shrugged. �Do you identify the body?�
�Of course I do. It�s my client and friend, Milton Brewer. If you and Gentry had taken me seriously this morning you�d have Godfrey picked up by this time. God knows where he may have gotten to by this time!�
Shayne lifted one ragged red brow inquiringly at the police chief. �How did Black�s story check, Will?�
�On the head. I don�t see how Godfrey could have swatted a fly last night without Black�s knowledge.�
�Nonsense,� Gibson interposed angrily. �What makes you think you can trust one of these private dicks to tell the truth? Can�t you see that Black and Shayne are probably in on this together?�
�A little more of that, Mr. Gibson, will be too damned much.� Shayne turned away from the bristling attorney and asked Gentry, �How long has the man been dead?�
Gentry looked doubtful. He said, �We�ll have to let Doc make a guess on that. He�s been in the water a long time, and he�s pretty well smashed up.�
Shayne moved closer to the corpse and nodded to a chubby little man with a worried face. �What can you make out of it, Doc?
The police surgeon hunched one shoulder toward the body stretched out on a length of canvas. �Not much right now. Take a look for yourself.�
Shayne took a look. The body lay on its side. The man�s face was brutally smashed and beaten. His drenched hair was as glossy black as Shayne recalled it, but his beautiful light suit was water-soaked. The collar of the shirt had the tabs buttoned tightly, but the tie was awry. His nose was so bludgeoned that it was impossible to tell whether he had ever worn glasses. He was dressed exactly the same as when he visited Shayne�s office, down to the white-and-tan sports shoes on his rather small feet.
Turning back to Gentry, he said, �Don�t take this for an official identification, Will. Remember I�d only seen the man once. Except for his face, he is identical in appearance with Brewer when he left my office about five-forty yesterday afternoon, headed for Elliott Gibson�s office.�
�But I told you he never reached my office,� raged Gibson.
�You also told me he hadn�t phoned you he was coming,� Shayne reminded him.
�And I still say he didn�t phone me yesterday afternoon.�
Shayne shrugged and said to Gentry, �There you have it, Will. This isn�t my case, you know.�
�I demand that Godfrey be arrested immediately and brought back to Miami to face a charge of murder,� said Gibson.
�What can we base it on?� Gentry asked. �According to Black�s report��
�You�re forgetting one thing,� Gibson interposed hastily. �I went over Black�s report with you in your office. He didn�t reach the packing-plant until several minutes after Shayne called him. When he did get there he found Godfrey�s car parked outside and there was a light in the office. He assumed � assumed, mind you � that because the car was there and lights in the office that Godfrey was inside all the time he waited. But there is absolutely no proof that Godfrey was in the office during that period.
�I submit,� he raged on, �that there was ample time for Godfrey to have been waiting downstairs at Shayne�s building, that he picked up Mr. Brewer as he left, murdered him, and then hurried back to enter the plant through the rear, turn out the lights, come out, and get in his car and drive away just as Mr. Black said he did.�
Will Gentry frowned. �How about that, Black?�
The disconsolate detective said, �Could be. I don�t believe it, but Gibson is right about one thing. I did assume that Godfrey was in the office all the time I waited � about ten minutes. I can check my notes, but I believe Godfrey came out at five forty-eight. If Brewer left Shayne�s office at five thirty-eight, that�s pretty fast work.�
�Nonsense,� Gibson said. �It�s not more than a four-minute drive from Shayne�s office to the plant on West Flagler.�
�That�s true enough,� said Shayne. �That leaves six minutes at the outside for Godfrey to get a man who was deathly afraid of him into a car, smash him up, drive him to the bay and dump the body, and then get back to the plant in time to emerge as Black saw him do. And don�t forget, Will, that Godfrey�s car was parked outside all the time. What car did he use for the murder vehicle? A taxi?�
�Gibson�s theory leaks like a sieve,� said Black. �It couldn�t be done. If Brewer was alive at five thirty-eight as Mike says, I�ll go on the stand and testify that Godfrey could not possibly have done this job.�
�Perhaps you have put your finger on it, Mr. Black,� Gibson said in a queer voice. �How do we know Milton Brewer was in Shayne�s office at five thirty-eight as he states?�
Shayne grinned and rubbed his angular jaw. �Don�t forget that I called Black and gave him all the dope.�
�But did Brewer actually speak to Black?� Gibson demanded.
Shayne said, �No. I did the talking. He was excited, and wanted me to get a good man for him.�
�What Brewer seems to have accomplished by putting Black on his partner�s trail,� Timothy Rourke interposed, �was an unimpeachable alibi for Godfrey.�
�There again,� said Gibson quickly, �perhaps you�ve put your finger, inadvertently, on something else.� He turned to the police chief, disregarding the smoldering anger in Shayne�s gray eyes. �Here�s a possibility. I�ll give it to you for what it�s worth. We know Godfrey planned to murder Brewer��
�We know nothing of the sort,� Gentry rumbled wearily. �All we know is that Brewer told Shayne he suspected his partner planned to murder him.�
�I have absolute knowledge that it�s true,� Gibson argued. �Take this as a working hypothesis. Godfrey planned to murder his partner last night. He knows he will be suspected since he knows that I am fully aware of the situation. Therefore, he does exactly what this man � Mr. Rourke � said. He arranges an unimpeachable alibi. How? By picking out a private dick who is well known by reputation to be willing to do anything for money.
�I mean you, Mr. Shayne,� he went on bitterly, turning his head slightly. �If I were in Godfrey�s position, that is what I would have done, arranged the same setup. Then, after I had killed Mr. Brewer while out in my boat late in the afternoon, I would have had you do exactly what you did � telephone another private detective, give him the same song and dance you gave Black, and have him hurry out to trail Godfrey all night.�
Turning to Gentry again, Gibson continued. �According to Black�s notes, it is evident that Godfrey was exceedingly careful to do nothing that would make it difficult to follow him last night. In other words, he was building an alibi. Shayne states that Brewer was in his office and alive at five thirty-eight. Who saw him? We have to concede that Shayne phoned Black, and Shayne says Brewer left his office headed for my place. He also says something that I deny � that Brewer told him he telephoned me that he was coming. Isn�t that worth talking about, Chief?�
Gentry pushed his hat back and mopped his brow. �Let me see if I can get your reasoning straight, Gibson. You�re contending that Godfrey actually did kill his partner late in the afternoon while they were out on the bay together. He then went to his office, after having previously arranged for someone to follow him all night, in order to give himself an alibi for a crime he had already committed. Is that what you�re trying to say?�
�Haven�t I said it clearly enough? Why didn�t Shayne take this job himself? I know Mr. Brewer was willing to pay well for protection.�
Gentry looked at Shayne, who was absently rolling his left ear lobe between thumb and forefinger.
�I�ll tell you why,� raged Gibson, before Gentry could speak. �He called in another man because he and Godfrey realized that the alibi would be much stronger if it were strengthened by the testimony of a second man.�
�What about that, Mike?� Gentry asked.
Shayne�s eyes were very bright. He shrugged and said pleasantly, �I�ll discuss this privately with Mr. Gibson when there aren�t any cops around. Right now, just for the record, you can tell him that I turned down the tailing job because I had another client � an important assignment for the night that I had already accepted before Brewer came in.�
�Who was your important client, and what was the assignment?� Gibson demanded.
Shayne ignored the attorney and said to Gentry, �You know what the other job was, Will.�
�I know what you told me it was. And I know we�ve got two dead men now.�
Shayne turned his back on the two men and stepped over to look searchingly down at the corpse. The doctor was making notations in a black notebook, and Shayne asked, �Is that hair dyed, Doc?�
�I think so. Haven�t made a thorough examination yet.�
�I thought it was when he came to my office. What will you be able to do about the time of death?�
�That depends on a lot of things. Have to get him in where we can work on him. Give you something in two or three hours.�
�What can you give me now?�
�Couldn�t place it closer than between four and twenty-four hours.�
Gentry and Gibson joined them, and Shayne asked, �How positive are you of the identification, Will?�
�Mr. Gibson is willing to swear the body is that of Milton Brewer. You say he�s dressed exactly as Brewer was when he was in your office. And there was this wallet in his inner coat pocket.� Gentry held out a water-soaked pigskin wallet and added, �Business cards in it, and the usual identification. About eighty-five dollars in cash. If it isn�t Brewer, who is it?�
Shayne said, �Looks like the one he had in my office. I�m not denying that it is Brewer. In fact, I would be almost willing to go on the stand and swear to the identification. But I�m always suspicious when a man�s face is smashed up like that.� He asked the doctor, �What about it? What did that job on him? And was it necessary to accomplish death? Or just some added stuff?�
�I�d say it was done with some fairly heavy object,� the doctor said. �He probably died after the first couple of blows, and either the murderer continued beating him in a violent burst of rage, or��
�Or he continued pounding until there wouldn�t be much left to identify when he was taken out of the water,� said Shayne grimly.
�Not even enough teeth left,� the doctor agreed, �for a dentist to do anything with.�
�Yeh.� Shayne nodded his red head slowly, turned to Gentry and said, �Don�t get me wrong on this, Will. I have absolutely no reason to think the man isn�t Milton Brewer. On the other hand, before we get very far with this we need a positive identification. When this guy Gibson,� he went on, as though the attorney were not present, �states that he can positively identify the body as Brewer, I question it. Are there any identifying marks? What�s he got to go on? I admit he has the same build and dyed hair; the same sort of clothes, and maybe there�ll be laundry marks. What about fingerprints?�
�Take a look at his hands,� Gentry rumbled.
Shayne dropped to his knees and turned one of the dead man�s hands over. The fingers were smashed to a pulp. Intentionally? He wondered. Or had he clung desperately to the edge of a railing, refusing to drop into the water, while the killer pounded his hands until he was forced to let go? Both hands were the same.
�Can you get any sort of prints from them?� he asked Gentry.
�The boys are trying for it. They won�t be too good, but if we�re lucky we�ll get enough if we can find prints to check with.�
�You can probably get them at his house,� Shayne suggested. �Do this for me, Will. Make as positive an identification as you can that this body is Milton Brewer.�
Gentry rolled his rumpled eyelids far up and looked at Shayne curiously. �What�s on your mind, Mike?�
Shayne�s eyes were bleak, and he shook his head gravely. �I don�t know. I do know this whole thing is screwy as hell. First we�ve got to know that this man is Brewer. Once we establish that, we�ll have something to go on.� He paused briefly, then asked, �Did you get that call from the Waldorf Towers Hotel?�
�Yeh,� said Gentry sourly. �Olsen called and told me what you found in Mrs. Davis�s room. Looks like she was a phony from the word go. Probably the whole story she told you about the dancer was just as phony as the hotel room.�
�Why? The girl corroborated it in every detail.�
A voice behind them asked with interest, �What�s that? Are you talking about Dorinda? She denied everything at La Roma, Mike.�
Shayne glanced around at Timothy Rourke and said, �This was afterward, Tim. You�ve got a lot of catching up to do. Let�s get out of here where we can get a drink and see what we can make of it.�

Chapter X

Rourke gunned the press car and drove toward the boulevard. He asked excitedly, �What about your Mrs. Davis turning out to be a phony?�
�That was Will�s word for it,� Shayne reminded him. �My guess is that she was covering up her real identity even from me.� He brought the reporter up to date on developments, then added, �She evidently checked in at the Waldorf just for an address to give me. If she was at La Roma the night before, she must have had a room somewhere else. Probably still has it, and I hope to God that�s where she is now � with nothing more the matter with her than too many sleeping-tablets.�
Rourke wheeled the car onto the boulevard and stepped hard on the accelerator. �I don�t get it, Mike. She could have called up and got your message if��
�If,� Shayne cut in angrily. �That damned two-letter word has got this whole thing wrapped around it. If Mrs. Davis is Mrs. Davis; if Dorinda is Julia Lansdowne; the corpse on the beach is Milton Brewer; if Elliott Gibson is telling the truth.� He made a savage gesture and added, �Pull in at that tavern ahead and let�s have a drink. I only caught about three hours sleep last night.�
�It was early enough when you dropped me at the poker game.�
Shayne grunted. �I made another trip to La Roma, and a lot of things happened.�
�Besides the thing at the Waldorf Towers?� Rourke asked eagerly. His thin nostrils quivered like a bloodhound�s on the scent. He pulled into the curved driveway and stopped just beyond the door of the rustic tavern.
There were two other cars in the drive, and when they entered the gloomy room, two booths were occupied by couples who had reached the amorous stage of letting their drinks get warm. The tall, rangy bartender was lounging against the bar eating a sandwich and washing it down with beer.
Rourke ordered a double cognac with water on the side for Shayne, gin and bitters for himself, and they found a booth in the rear.
The reporter waited impatiently until the bartender brought the drinks and returned to the bar, then referred back to Shayne�s last statement and asked, �Such as what? Give me a complete fill-in, Mike. I didn�t get to bed until after four, and just reached the office when the Brewer flash came in.�
Shayne�s wide yawn ended in a sardonic grin. �You don�t know about Moran?�
�Moran? The dancer�s manager?�
Shayne took a drink of cognac and chased it with ice water. �The guy you steered me away from at La Roma. Ricky Moran killed himself in my apartment last night.�
�What the hell, Mike? Why didn�t somebody at the office mention it?�
�Will�s keeping it quiet until we find out whether Dorinda actually is the Lansdowne girl � and until we find her.�
�Where is she?�
�I wish I knew. With this Brewer thing, we�ve got two dead men and two missing women.�
�You think there is any connection?�
�I don�t see how,� Shayne told him absently. �But damn it, Tim, I don�t like coincidences. Let me give you all of it, and see what you make of it.� He took another drink of cognac, then settled back to rehash the entire story.
Timothy Rourke listened with quivering nostrils and burning eyes. He shook his head dubiously when Shayne finished. �It looks like two distinct cases to me.�
�Yeh. That�s what it looks like.� Shayne�s gray eyes were bleak. �But there are so damned many angles that don�t make sense.� He drained his glass and thumped it down on the table. �Are Mrs. Davis and Dorinda being cagy and hiding out? Or, are they both � dead?�
�But who could have killed them? And why?� Rourke protested. �Even if your guess about Moran is right and he did trail Mrs. Davis from La Roma and put the bite on her after she hired you, he couldn�t be responsible for whatever happened to Dorinda, too. Who else is there?�
Shayne spread out his big hands in a gesture of futility. �Who did that job on Milton Brewer?� he parried.
�But that�s different. He expected to be murdered last night.�
�Yeh,� said Shayne sourly. �And the guy he was afraid of is the one guy in Miami who has an unimpeachable alibi. Yet, someone did it, just as someone apparently grabbed Dorinda between my place and Lucy�s apartment.�
Rourke�s thin face wrinkled with feverish thought. �And the only line you�ve got so far on a possible connection between the two,� he said slowly, �is the girl telling you that either Godfrey or Brewer was a friend of her father�s.�
�Which we don�t even know is the truth. But why in hell would she toss in a piece of information like that if it wasn�t true?� He swallowed the last of his drink and got up. �Let�s take a look at that packing-plant on West Flagler.�
Rourke drained his glass and they went out to the press car. He drove at high speed, and silently, until he parked in front of a low, sprawling stucco building with a sign reading: Brewer and Godfrey. A smaller sign over the door read: Office.
They entered a small room where an elderly white-haired woman sat before a switchboard. Her eyes were red-rimmed from recent tears, and her hands lay listlessly in her lap.
She looked up as the two men approached and said, �If you�re here on business you�ll have to see Mr. Broom. He�s back in the packing-room.� She indicated a door leading off to the right and added, �There�s no one else here today.�
�We�re from the police,� Shayne told her gently.
She stiffened and asked anxiously, �Then it�s true that Mr. Brewer � is dead?�
Shayne nodded gravely. �I�m afraid it is, Miss��
�Mrs. Grayson,� she supplied. Angry spots of color came to her cheeks. �It�s that Mr. Godfrey that did it. I know it is. They were at each other�s throats all the time. I heard him threaten Mr. Brewer.�
�Right now we want to look through the private offices of the partners,� said Shayne. �Save any statements for men from the homicide squad. They�ll be along presently.�
�That I will, and gladly. The office is right through that door marked �Private� to the left.�
Shayne started to the door with Rourke following. He stopped abruptly, turned, and said, �By the way, Mrs. Grayson, how long has Mr. Brewer been dyeing his hair black?�
�Why, three or four years,� she answered, surprised and apparently annoyed at the question. �I don�t see what that has to do with it.�
�Just checking,� Shayne assured her, and went on to the door. It opened upon a large, pleasant office, paneled in pine, with a low railing dividing the room in the center. Each office was similarly furnished with a large oak desk, swivel chair, water cooler and filing-cabinets. Even the deep-pile rugs were twins, and of a cool-green color.
�What are you looking for, Mike?� Rourke asked.
�For one thing, an entrance to this office from the rear.� He strode along the dividing rail until it ended near a door. He opened it and found a dead end. The small room contained a lavatory and toilet with a medicine cabinet above the lavatory.
Before entering he switched on the ceiling light and went to the cabinet, opened the small mirrored door, and began examining its contents.
He found a small bottle labeled: Little Peerless Wonder Hair Dye and carried it into the office. With a puzzled frown between his gray eyes he muttered, �I wouldn�t think a man of Brewer�s type would dye his own hair, Tim.�
Rourke shrugged his emaciated shoulders. �Probably kept it to touch up the roots when it began to show gray,� he suggested. He took the bottle from Shayne and studied it curiously.
Shayne went over to another door on the other side of the rail. It opened into an accounting-room where typewriters and bookkeeping machines clanked at the touch of operators. The packing-department lay beyond, separated only by a crude lattice-work, and the air was almost chilly from an air-conditioning plant. He closed the door and turned to Rourke.
�Well, that�s that. Gibson knew about this rear entrance.�
�That guy seems to know everything,� Rourke observed casually as they went back to the outer office where Shayne thanked the switchboard operator for her co-operation before going out to the press car.
�Where to now?� the reporter asked.
�My office. I want to ask Lucy whether she noticed anything at all between Brewer and Mrs. Davis that would give her the idea they knew each other.�
Rourke jockeyed the car into the heavy traffic, then said, �Even if it was Brewer who was Judge Lansdowne�s friend, it wouldn�t necessarily mean that a friend of the judge�s wife would know him by sight.�
�I�m grabbing at straws right now,� Shayne grated. �Just checking � because of them being in my office at the same time.�
�I see,� said Rourke, and they fell silent during the short drive to Miami�s business center. He double-parked on Flagler and they got out and went up to Shayne�s office.
Lucy Hamilton was idly turning the pages of a fashion magazine when they entered. She looked up curiously when Shayne asked, �Do you recall whether Mrs. Davis and Mr. Brewer spoke to each other when they were in the office here yesterday afternoon?�
After a moment�s reflection she said, �No, Michael. I�m positive they didn�t. He came in after she had gone in with you. She just stayed a moment when she came out. Just long enough to leave a retainer and give her address. And � oh, I wanted to ask you��
�It�s that moment I�m wondering about,� Shayne interrupted patiently. �When she came out and they first saw each other. Did you notice any sign of recognition, any sign that they might have been concealing the fact that they knew each other?�
Lucy Hamilton shook her brown head slowly, and her eyes were puzzled. �No. I don�t remember that they even glanced at each other. He was nervous and impatient to get in to see you.�
Shayne whirled about and faced Rourke with a wry grin.
�Let�s drop in on Will and see if he�s got anything new.�
�But Michael�� Lucy began urgently.
The door closed, and the two men went down in the elevator.
Will Gentry did not have anything new, nothing whatever on the dancer who had disappeared. The Washington street address which Mrs. Davis had given at the Waldorf Towers did not exist, and there was no Elbert H. Davis listed in the Washington directory. Authorities in that city were checking all females bearing the Davis name in an effort to learn if any had left recently on a trip. They were also making discreet inquiries among Mrs. Lansdowne�s friends for a woman answering the description of Shayne�s client.
�I even called Rollins College,� Gentry rumbled with disgust, �but no one there knows for sure the name of the girl Julia Lansdowne is supposed to be visiting in Palm Beach.�
�But she is supposed to be visiting there,� Shayne contended.
�That much of Dorinda�s story seems to be true,� the chief agreed reluctantly.
�Anything more from the doctor on Brewer?�
�Not yet. I should be getting a preliminary report shortly. It�ll take longer for a full report. After you left, though, the doc did say definitely that the hair was dyed.�
Timothy Rourke said excitedly, �I�m beginning to get a crazy hunch about this case. I keep thinking about the way the body was smashed up. Like Mike said, it looks as though a deliberate effort had been made to destroy any possible identification. Even fingerprints.�
�How about the prints, Will?� Shayne asked.
�Sergeant Harris got some, but he doesn�t know if they�re good enough for comparison. He�s out at Brewer�s house now seeing what he can find.�
�I�ll bet ten to one the body is not Brewer�s,� Rourke said eagerly. �But before I say what�s on my mind, tell me one thing, Chief. In going over Henry Black�s report on Godfrey�s movements last night, is there anything to absolutely prove that the man he was following was Hiram Godfrey?�
Gentry rolled his lids down until his agate eyes were mere slits.
�What are you driving at? As I recall Hank�s report � no.�
�Take a look at it this way. Black had never seen Godfrey. He had nothing but Mike�s description over the telephone as given by Milton Brewer. Now, Black goes out to the packing-plant and sits himself outside and waits until a man answering that description comes out of the office and gets in a blue Buick that he�d been told was Godfrey�s. Now, what did the man do then? Did he see anyone who knows Godfrey? Did he go any place where Godfrey would be recognized? Rourke shifted his feverish eyes from Shayne to Gentry. Both were listening, the chief leaning forward with his arms folded on the desk, and the detective tugging at his ear lobe with a faraway look in his eyes.
�I don�t think he did,� Gentry said. �According to Black�s report he went directly home from the plant � a small bungalow where he lives alone and has a cleaning woman come in by the day.�
Gentry paused long enough to hurl a soggy cigar butt toward a wastebasket, then resumed. �The woman wasn�t there at night. Godfrey changed into a business suit and went out to dinner at a small restaurant. We can easily check on whether he usually went there, if necessary. After dinner, he went home and went to bed about eleven o�clock. Black and Mathews stayed up all night watching the house, both front and back exits. Then they tailed him to the airport this morning. He called a taxi. They watched him board the plane for New York and saw the take-off. That finished their job.�
�So, anybody who superficially resembled Godfrey could have done exactly that,� Rourke pointed out with satisfaction, �and Black would not have been any wiser.�
�Wait a minute,� Shayne interposed sharply. �What the devil makes you think it wasn�t Godfrey?�
�I�ll come to that in a minute,� Rourke resumed. �Right now, I think we�ll all agree that Black would swear on the witness stand that he had followed Godfrey all night, because he tailed a man answering the general description Shayne gave him over the telephone.�
�That�s true enough,� the detective granted. �But what does it get you?�
For answer Rourke took the small bottle of dye from his pocket. �I read the directions on this when you handed it to me in the plant, Mike. You didn�t. Listen to this:
��May be easily applied within minutes. Moisten a piece of absorbent cotton with the dye and apply thoroughly to dry hair. Can be washed out with any soap or shampoo and leave no trace. To achieve a permanent effect, the hair should be wet before application with a strong salt solution, and must be rinsed within fifteen minutes with a further salt solution to set dye.��
Shayne lifted one shoulder negligently and said, �I don�t get your angle.�
�I�m betting big odds that the man Black saw board that plane this morning was not Hiram Godfrey.�
�Then who was it?� Shayne exploded.
�Anyone answering the general description Black had. Somebody who had been coached for the role and who had Godfrey�s car and house keys.�
�According to your theory,� Gentry rumbled, �maybe you can tell us where Godfrey was all this time.�
�Dead � murdered,� said Rourke. �Hiram Godfrey was murdered before Black went out to the plant to get on his tail.�
Shayne started to protest, but the telephone on Gentry�s desk interrupted him.
The chief answered, listened a moment, then hung up. He said, �That was Sergeant Harris out at the Brewer house. He picked up some prints, but reports that it will be difficult to make a definite comparison with what he got from the corpse. It looks as though we�re stymied � unless we can get hold of enough of Brewer�s teeth for a dentist to work on. If Doc doesn�t find some scars, or other identifying marks, we may never know for certain who the corpse is.�

Chapter XI

�That,� said Timothy Rourke, �is what I�ve been waiting to hear. The dead man is Hiram Godfrey, of course.�
�You�re nuts, Tim,� Shayne said impatiently.
�I don�t think so.� The reporter bent forward and tapped the bottle of hair dye. �This is the clue you�re neglecting. You pointed it out yourself at the plant. A man like Brewer isn�t the type to use a cheap article and apply it himself. He would have a professional job.�
�So?�
�So, what was this bottle doing in the lavatory unless Brewer used it to dye his partner�s hair black after killing him in the boat yesterday afternoon?�
Gentry grunted, and Shayne started to offer an argument, but Rourke held up his hand and said, �Wait � let me tell it my way, all of it. Don�t you realize how peculiar it was for Brewer to go out in the boat with Godfrey � alone? We know he was deathly afraid his partner was planning to murder him. Yet he makes this trip on the bay the day before Godfrey is due to leave for New York. Why?� His eyes glittered in their deep sockets as he flashed them from Shayne to Gentry. He stood up and began pacing the floor.
�I�ll tell you why,� he continued. �I�m guessing that Brewer planned to get the jump on Godfrey when he went for the boat ride. He provides himself with a bottle of hair dye that can be applied instantly, and an outfit of his own clothes. You told me yourself, Mike, that Brewer said he and his partner were about the same build.
�When they�re out on the bay, Brewer simply pulls a switch � gets his lick in first. After killing Godfrey, probably in the same manner as he described Godfrey�s attack on himself, he wet his partner�s head with salt water, applied the dye, stripped off his clothes, and dressed him in the suit he had brought along. He then put his own wallet and other identification in the pockets, smashed up Godfrey�s face beyond recognition, and even took the precaution of mangling the fingertips to destroy any possibility of prints. After that � splash � and Godfrey�s body is in the water, and he hightails it to your office to give you that cock-and-bull story.�
There was a faint smile on Shayne�s wide mouth. �It makes a pretty story, Tim, but I still don�t get the basic angle.�
�It�s perfectly logical,� Rourke contended. �Here�s this situation between the partners coming to a climax. Brewer realizes he will be the best suspect if Godfrey is found murdered. So he figures out the plan I�ve outlined. It won�t be Godfrey who is found murdered. It will be Brewer. He will disappear, and no one will bother to look for Brewer, because he will be dead and buried.�
�What good would all that hocus pocus do him in the long run?� Gentry demanded. �He can�t ever reappear to get his share of the business.�
�Brewer happens to be a married man,� Rourke reminded him. �His estate will go to his wife eventually. All he has to do is stay out of sight, and have her meet him later in South America or some place with the money � and a new name.�
�You�re forgetting another thing in your fantastic theory,� said Shayne bluntly. �Brewer�s wife was in love with Godfrey, according to his story.�
�Sure. According to Brewer�s story,� gibed Rourke. �You have only his word for it, and who is there to deny it? He knew Godfrey couldn�t. Godfrey was dead before Brewer came to your office.�
Shayne quirked a ragged red brow at Will Gentry. �Does any of this make sense to you?�
�When did Tim Rourke ever make sense?� rumbled Gentry. �You stick to writing fairy tales in your newspaper,� he added to Rourke.
�Wait a minute,� Shayne interposed abruptly. �Let Tim go on with it. Why did Brewer come to my office with that story if he�d done what you suggest?�
�Because he had to establish the fact that the corpse is his and not Godfrey�s,� Rourke told him in the patient tone of one explaining a simple problem to a mental deficient. �He can�t afford to have both partners disappear after that boat trip. He�d be afraid there would be an element of doubt as to which body it was, and a more thorough investigation would be made, ending in the positive identification of Godfrey.
�To forestall that, he hires a private detective who will swear that Godfrey got on the plane for New York this morning. That leaves only Brewer missing � and a body is washed up wearing Brewer�s clothes and hair dyed black. Ergo. It is accepted as Brewer with no questions asked.�
�But Godfrey is immediately our best suspect,� Gentry argued. �So we jerk him off his plane � the man Brewer has hired to impersonate Godfrey � and bring him back on a murder charge. The man obviously wouldn�t be Godfrey, and couldn�t pass for him in Miami for a minute. So the whole plot falls flat on its face.�
�But you didn�t drag Godfrey off the plane,� Rourke pointed out wearily, �because he had an unimpeachable alibi � cleverly provided by Brewer. Don�t you get it? That was the essence of his plan. He had to fix things so Godfrey couldn�t possibly be suspected � at least until the man impersonating him had a chance to reach New York and drop out of sight.�
Gentry had been jotting notes on a pad. He pushed it away, took out a handkerchief and mopped perspiration from his beefy face, and said, �It�s getting too damned complicated for me. You pick some holes in it, Mike.�
�There are a few things,� Shayne said absently. �How, for instance, did the bottle of hair dye get back in Brewer�s office laboratory if he used it out on the bay to dye Godfrey�s hair after murdering him?�
�Might be a dozen explanations,� said Rourke promptly. �This could be a bottle he bought beforehand to try it out on himself. Or maybe he forgot to take it along, and had to pick up another bottle on the way to the boat.�
�Could be,� Shayne agreed. There was an expression of searching concentration on his lean face. �But what about Hank Black�s seeing a picture of Godfrey in the papers and swearing he was not the man he tailed all night?�
�Not much chance of that,� said Rourke. �On a job like that, Hank wouldn�t get too close. Besides, in a news photo you don�t get coloring � hair, eyes, and so on. Of course,� he continued thoughtfully, �Black is a pretty smart cookie, and he might catch on. But don�t forget, Brewer didn�t pick out a really smart operator like Hank for the job. That was accidental. Because you already had a client and couldn�t take him on. What he did was go to a dumb Irish Shamus named Mike Shayne � who doesn�t recognize a murder solution when it�s handed to him on a silver platter.�
Shayne grinned. �Might be something in that.� He turned to Gentry with a frown. �Crazy as this sounds, Will, it can�t hurt anything to have the New York cops pick up Hiram Godfrey � or the man who�s impersonating him.�
�I can do better than that,� growled Gentry. �After listening to Gibson this morning I thought it might be smart to check on Godfrey. I arranged with New York to have a couple of men on his tail at La Guardia when his plane lands.�
Shayne nodded agreement. �One sure way of checking Tim�s theory is to show Black a picture of Godfrey. Think you�ve got one in the morgue, Tim?�
�Should have several. Both Brewer and Godfrey were pretty well known in business circles. Let�s go see.�
Shayne stood up and suggested to Gentry, �Why not get hold of Black and have him meet us in the Daily News morgue?�
�Sure. Right away, Mike.�

Chapter XII

Shayne and Rourke sat at the long table in a room adjoining the morgue in the News Building. The detective was leafing through a plump cardboard file filled with advertisements and courtesy photographs dating back ten years when the firm of Brewer and Godfrey was established. There were pictures of the plant, trucks, and employees, but no recognizable faces.
Rourke had the thin personal file of Hiram Godfrey open. He muttered, �Funny we don�t have anything personal on Brewer, but here are a couple of pretty good shots of Godfrey.� He laid two 8 x 10 glossy prints before Shayne. �These seem to be the latest on Godfrey. The dates are on the back. This one is two years old, and the other three.�
Shayne pushed the company file aside and studied the latest picture of Hiram Godfrey. It had been snapped on the golf links during an amateur tournament, and showed him bareheaded and in mid-swing. He wore plus fours and a shabby jacket, and there was a look of athletic youthfulness in his stance, and the profile of an alert, lean face.
�He looks vaguely familiar,� he muttered, �but��
�But you don�t frequent the Miami Country Club,� Rourke broke in. �You�ve probably seen him around town without knowing who he was. Here�s another one. Full-face, but not quite so close up.�
Shayne scowled at the snap of Godfrey standing in front of the packing-plant. He was bareheaded, hair tousled, and the same careless attire that Brewer had mentioned as an outstanding characteristic. Except for his average size, there wasn�t much to identify with the mutilated body they had viewed on the beach, but Rourke continued to argue fiercely for his theory when Shayne pointed this out to him.
�You can�t deny it could be Godfrey. Forget the smashed face and the dyed hair. That makes a lot of difference.�
�Could be,� Shayne said absently. �What color hair would you say he has?�
�Blond or light brown. But dyed black��
�We�ll see what Hank Black says,� said Shayne impatiently. He laid the print aside and drew the partnership file to him again. �I�ve gone through half of this without finding any originals.�
�They�re separate. Here, I�ll show you.� Rourke flipped the clippings over, frowned, and said, �That�s funny. There aren�t any. But I remember distinctly that the Brewer wedding was quite a social event. There�s got to be something.� His voice died to a mumble and he began riffling through the file with trembling hands.
�Brewer mentioned that he was married two years ago,� said Shayne.
Rourke stopped at a two-column story from the society page describing the wedding. �For chrissake,� he groaned. �No pics at all. Hold it a minute, Mike. Let me talk to Harrison. I�m pretty sure he was on that job.� He crossed the room with long, lanky steps and disappeared through an open door.
Shayne lit a cigarette and watched the smoke roll up through narrowed, brooding eyes. He had only begun speculating upon the possible meaning of this new development when the reporter rushed back to the room with the alacrity of a football player making a flying tackle.
�How do you like this, Mike? Harrison knows Brewer from way back. The guy�s allergic to pictures � absolutely refuses to pose, and raises hell if anybody tries to steal one. And get this! Harrison swears Brewer put the same lid on pictures of his bride. No pics of either one so far as he knows, and he�s been on the job twenty-five years.� Rourke slumped in his chair, panting for breath. �What does that mean to you?�
�What does it mean to you?� Shayne parried.
�That Brewer would have a good chance of getting away with a disappearance. Don�t you get it? Ordinarily, we�d run a shot of him on the front page in case of a mysterious death like this bay thing.� He paused and drew in deep drafts of air, then resumed. �And with him hiding out and trying to make his getaway, there�d always be the chance someone, would recognize him. But with no picture in the papers, he�s safe.�
Shayne said calmly, �Are you going to tell me that Brewer has been figuring on something like this for ten years?�
Rourke�s enthusiasm was undaunted. �Not necessarily. But you have to admit it gives him an added factor of safety when he does get in a spot where he wants to disappear.�
�There�s generally a reason when a man is allergic to having his picture taken,� Shayne granted. �I�d like to know what Brewer�s was.� He paused a moment, then suggested, �Call his house and talk to his housekeeper. Tell her the paper wants to run his picture in connection with your story on his death.�
Rourke went out to telephone. Henry Black was with him when he returned.
�Brewer really had a phobia,� the reporter said exultantly. �The housekeeper says there ain�t no such thing. Not even a snapshot. She seemed surprised that everybody didn�t know about Mr. Brewer�s little peculiarity.�
Black came over and stood behind Shayne�s chair. Shayne spread out the two photographs of Hiram Godfrey and said, �Recognize this guy, Hank?�
Black bent over the table and studied them under the bright light for a long moment. �Godfrey?� he asked uncertainly.
�You tell us,� Shayne urged.
Black pulled up a chair and sat down. �I never saw him before last night, Mike,� he protested. �Looks like him.�
�Look, Hank,� said Rourke hastily. �I don�t want to plant any ideas in your head, but would you be willing to go on the witness stand and swear these are pictures of the man you tailed from the Brewer and Godfrey plant to the airport?�
�Put it that way,� said Black, looking steadily at the glossy prints, �no. Mathews and I didn�t get too close, naturally. It wasn�t too light when we picked him up at the plant. The best we saw him was when he came out of a restaurant after he�d been home and got fixed up to go to dinner.�
�That�s what I thought,� said Rourke triumphantly.
�One thing more, Hank. Think back hard. Did you see him stop and speak to anyone all evening? Any friend? Or anyone who called him Godfrey?�
Henry Black frowned and rubbed his blunt jaw. �No. I don�t believe he spoke to anybody that we saw. But he got on that morning plane. We could check the passenger list. What�s up, anyway? Are you saying the guy wasn�t Godfrey?�
�Checking the passenger list is out,� said Rourke. �Naturally, his reservation would be in Godfrey�s name. How do you like it now, Mike?�
Shayne shook his red head guardedly and didn�t answer. He explained to Black. �Tim has a crazy theory that the man you followed had been hired to impersonate Hiram Godfrey. Take another look at the pictures and give it to me straight.�
Black looked again, rumpling his thin hair nervously. �Offhand, I�d say there�s no doubt about it. Same sort of general appearance. But you know how it is on a tailing job. You spot your man and concentrate on staying on him without tipping your hand.�
�Then you wouldn�t swear to it?� said Rourke.
�Not from these pictures. Give me the man himself � let me see him walk, get in his car and drive it � and I�ll tell you definitely one way or the other.�
�If Tim is right, I�m afraid that isn�t feasible,� Shayne told him. �Take those pictures along; go with Hank and try them on Mathews,� he suggested to Rourke. �Maybe you�ve got something at that.� Shayne stood up.
�I�m betting on it.� Rourke scooped up the prints, then asked, �What�s your next move, Mike?�
�A private talk with Attorney Elliott Gibson. I want to know why Brewer didn�t go to his office as he told me he planned; and I want to know something about Brewer�s background before he came to Miami. Why, for instance, he was so damned careful not to have any pictures of him floating around where they might be printed in a newspaper.�

Chapter XIII

On the way to Gibson�s office Shayne determinedly shook off the hang-over from Rourke�s theory, and started back at the beginning. Why had Brewer failed to reach his attorney�s office the previous afternoon? The possibility of a traffic accident was out; and it was not probable that he would have stopped in a bar for a drink after declining to take one with him in his office. The distance to Gibson�s office was only two and a half blocks, and Brewer had seemed anxious to get there by six.
Now, Brewer had given the definite impression of being in deathly fear of his life, and he had selected Gibson�s home as a safe place to spend the last night Hiram Godfrey was to be in Miami.
Had something happened in the man�s frenzied mind to change his plan? Had he decided that Gibson�s home might not be so safe, after all? Assuming that the body was Brewer, and accepting Black�s notes as factual, then it became evident that Brewer had an enemy, or enemies, in Miami other than his business partner. Someone who had gotten to him during the time when Henry Black was riding herd on Godfrey.
An enemy, his thoughts raced on as he turned into the arcade and went toward Gibson�s office, who might well have known of Brewer�s fear of Godfrey, yet who was not aware that Brewer, himself, had taken steps to provide Godfrey with a perfect alibi for the night.
Shayne�s mouth was grim. Elliott Gibson certainly fitted that description. As soon as the attorney had learned his client was missing, he hurried to the police to accuse Godfrey, even before it was known that any crime had been committed, and demand that he be taken from the plane en route to New York. Also, there was no doubt of Gibson�s surprise and extreme displeasure when Henry Black�s testimony definitely removed suspicion from Godfrey.
On the other hand, if the situation was as Timothy Rourke theorized�
He turned the knob of the frosted-glass door and, entered an anteroom with coral-pink walls and a deep carpet of a duller though blending shade.
The blonde sitting behind the blond desk was as decorative as her setting. Her shoulder-length hair curled up at the ends, and her delicately tanned complexion reflected the glow of the walls. Her long golden lashes were lowered, and her red-tipped fingers punched the keys of an ivory typewriter languidly.
Shayne�s big feet were silent on the deep pile of the rug as he crossed slowly to the desk. The girl looked up with passive disapproval when he said, �I�m investigating the death of one of Gibson�s clients.�
Her eyes were gentian-blue, and her voice icily impersonal when she said, �I presume you�re from the police and have authority for your investigation?�
Shayne dragged off his hat, ran spread fingers through his unruly red hair, eased one hip down to a corner of the desk, and grinned at her cheerfully. �You�re a liar,� he said easily. �You know who I am, and you probably share your boss�s conviction that I officiated as accessory before and after the fact of Brewer�s death.�
For reply, she tilted her head at a disdainful angle.
�I want to know about some telephone calls yesterday afternoon,� Shayne said patiently.
�Do you wish to speak to Mr. Gibson?�
�I want to talk to you right now. About one call in particular.�
�I�m sorry I can�t assist you. I was out of the office all afternoon.�
�Swimming?�
�I had an appointment with my hairdresser at two, and Mr. Gibson gave me the rest of the afternoon off.�
�Gilding the lily?� Shayne reached over and ran a knobby forefinger through the roll of her curl on one side.
She didn�t move or look at him, but when he removed his finger, she patted the curl into place.
�What�s Gibson afraid of?� he asked abruptly.
�I�m not aware that Mr. Gibson is afraid of anything.� She lowered her long golden lashes and put the fingers of one hand on five typewriter keys.
�How well do you know Brewer?� Shayne persisted.
�I�ve seen him occasionally when he came into the office to consult Mr. Gibson,� she admitted in a cool voice.
�Do you know his wife � and his business partner?�
�Mrs. Brewer accompanied her husband once to sign some papers. I am not acquainted with Mr. Godfrey.�
Shayne stood up and said casually, �How about a date some night? There�s a dancer at La Roma who is terrific � name of Dorinda.�
The girl remained impassive and aloof. �I never go out with strangers. Do you wish to see Mr. Gibson?�
Shayne said he did. She pressed a button on her desk, and he crossed to the connecting door. It opened onto a room three times as large as Shayne�s private office, a masculine room with bare waxed floor, oaken bookshelves rising to the ceiling on three sides, and dominated by a huge flat-topped desk in the center.
Elliott Gibson sat in a swivel chair behind the desk. He remained seated, nodded to the detective, and waved a manicured hand toward three straight chairs and said, �I rather expected you would be around.�
Shayne toed one of the chairs across the polished floor and sat down. �We�re trying to confirm your identification of the body. We need a picture of Brewer. Do you happen to have one around?�
�I do not,� said Gibson. �Not only that, but I seriously doubt whether there is a photograph of Mr. Brewer in existence.�
Shayne stared at him with feigned surprise. �Not even a snapshot?�
�I�m afraid not, Shayne.� Gibson rocked back and smiled indulgently. �A strong antipathy toward photographs was one of Brewer�s few idiosyncrasies. It amounted to a phobia with him. I recall once that a caricaturist who made his living in a night club drew a comical picture of him one night. Brewer paid him ten dollars for it, and ripped it to pieces before the man�s eyes. Otherwise, he was perfectly normal, and this is utter nonsense about wanting further identification. What reason have the police for doubting it is Brewer�s body?�
�Something queer has come up,� said Shayne cautiously. �For instance, I presume you knew Hiram Godfrey.�
�Quite well.�
�Think carefully before you answer,� Shayne urged him. �Get a mental picture of Godfrey in your mind and then think back to the murdered man. With his hair dyed black and dressed in Brewer�s clothes and mutilated as the body was � could it possibly be Godfrey instead of Brewer?�
�No.� Gibson�s reply was prompt and positive. �They were nothing at all alike. Brewer was quiet and studious � a thorough gentleman.� He paused, frowning thoughtfully, then resumed. �I�d say Godfrey is a complete extrovert who never matured beyond a pleasure in boyish games and practical jokes. He drank heavily and ran around with a sporty crowd. The two men were completely dissimilar.�
�None of these things have much to do with physical appearances,� Shayne pointed out. �Particularly after one is dead. Brewer began by saying he and Godfrey were about the same size and weight when I had Black on the phone and gave him a description of Godfrey.�
�It�s preposterous,� said Gibson. He smiled faintly, almost as though he pitied Shayne. �Aside from the sheer impossibility of such a thing, have you forgotten that this Black and his man watched Godfrey board the New York plane this morning?�
�I haven�t forgotten that,� said Shayne quietly.
�Then you�re beginning to doubt the truth of his story, too � and agree with me that it was trumped up to provide Godfrey with an alibi. Are you confessing that you were in on the plan, as I suggested to Chief Gentry?�
�I�m not ready to confess anything yet,� Shayne told him, then demanded, �How long have you known Brewer?�
�About six years. He was one of my first clients after I opened this office.�
�What do you know about his past � before you met him � before he teamed up with Godfrey in the fruit business?�
Gibson hesitated, and his whole expression changed. �Why, I really don�t know. We were friends, you understand, but not particularly intimate. I believe he was originally from New York � and inherited a small fortune�� His voice trailed off for a moment, then he asked impatiently, �What has Brewer�s past to do with his death?�
�I don�t know,� Shayne admitted. �But I�ve known men who didn�t want their pictures published because they had something to hide � a previous identity that they were trying to live down. It occurred to me that Brewer�s phobia might be��
�Nonsense,� Gibson cut in sharply. �I don�t believe it. Not Milton Brewer. I�ve never known a man who was more essentially honest and straightforward in all his dealings.�
Shayne struck fire to a cigarette and took a couple of deep puffs. He asked abruptly, �Have you thought of any explanation for his not coming here from my office yesterday afternoon?�
�No. But I have thought of the new note you interjected when you suggested the possibility that the man whom Black trailed all night and saw board the plane this morning was not Godfrey. Let�s see how that works out.� He rocked forward and narrowed his eyes.
�Let�s assume for the moment that you are telling the truth about your interview with Brewer at five-thirty,� he resumed in crisp, professional tones. �Let�s assume further that Godfrey got wind of Brewer�s intention of hiring a private detective to follow him all night.�
Gibson jerked himself erect and slapped his open palm resoundingly on the desk. �That�s it!� he exclaimed. �Godfrey sent a man out to the plant, dressed as he was dressed and superficially resembling him, to lead the detectives on a wild-goose chase. In the meantime, Godfrey was waiting outside your office for Brewer to come out. Instead of only a few minutes, he had all night to commit the murder while your friend and his associate faithfully trailed a hoax. Good heavens, man! Can�t you see the damnable duplicity of it?�
Shayne sighed and ground out his cigarette. �Every time I turn around someone hands me a ready-made solution,� he said amiably.
�But this is so obviously the answer,� Gibson raged. �That eight-o�clock plane isn�t due in New York yet. I�ll call the police at once. The man posing as Godfrey must be intercepted.�
�Hold it,� said Shayne. �Gentry has taken care of it. He�ll be picked up the minute he steps off the plane.�
�Good � good! That will be all the proof you need. If the man isn�t Hiram Godfrey, then��
�I�m afraid it won�t be that simple,� Shayne interrupted gravely. �I�ll lay you even money the man is Godfrey.�
�I don�t believe it. Just because you failed to see the obvious truth��
�Skip it,� Shayne broke in again. He lit a fresh cigarette and resumed. �I admit I sort of like your theory, even though there are a few things that don�t click. But theory or no theory,� he added, �the man will be Godfrey � if he was smart enough to work out all those angles.�
Gibson�s jaws dropped. �I don�t see how,� he sputtered. �If the private detective � Black � is right, and he didn�t lose his man all night � watched him board the plane��
�I�ll take Black�s word for that,� Shayne told him. �But if I were Godfrey and planning a perfect alibi, I�d be on that plane when it lands at La Guardia. Look at it this way. He had all night to grab an earlier plane and wait at one of the stops for the eight-o�clock plane to land. He could then change places with his confederate, pick up the ticket and baggage checks, and board the plane in his place. If he was smart, that�s what he�d do.�
Gibson swallowed the last of a drink of ice water he had poured from a silver Thermos on his desk, set the glass on the tray, and said, �The stewardess would recall the switch.�
�Not if they were dressed alike and resembled each other,� Shayne argued. �But here�s something else I want to know about. Did you ever hear Brewer speak of Judge Lansdowne?�
�Judge Nigel Lansdowne?� Horizontal lines creased the attorney�s smooth brow. �Why � no. Not that I recall.�
�Could you tell me whether Brewer frequented a night club � La Roma � featuring a dancer called Dorinda?� Shayne watched the attorney narrowly, and he thought he detected a flicker of nervousness or of recognition on his bland features.
After a moment of thought Gibson shook his head and said, �Not Mr. Brewer. He wasn�t the type. That sort of thing would be more in Godfrey�s line.�
Shayne ground out his second cigarette and stood up.
�Don�t worry about Godfrey,� he said. �If he�s on that plane the New York police will keep him under surveillance.�
He turned away and hurried out of Gibson�s private office, jamming his soiled Panama down over his unruly hair. He glanced at the blond secretary who appeared intent upon copying a long legal document. She didn�t look up.
Outside, in the arcade, he looked at his watch. It was nearly twelve o�clock � time for a telephone call from Washington and a showdown with Judge Lansdowne.

Chapter XIV

Lucy Hamilton had the receiver pressed against her ear and was saying, �I expect Mr. Shayne any minute, operator,� when Shayne burst into the outer office.
�Hold it, Lucy,� he called out, and long-legged it into his private office where he sailed his hat toward the rack on his way to the desk. He grabbed the receiver as he lowered himself into the swivel chair and said, �Michael Shayne speaking.�
A deep, resonant voice inquired, �Mr. Shayne? I don�t believe��
�You don�t know me, Judge. I�m a private detective in Miami, Florida.�
�I was informed you wished to speak to me about my daughter,� said the judge.
�That�s right. Do you know where Julia is?�
�Of course. She�s visiting a college friend in Palm Beach during vacation. Has anything happened to her?�
�I hope not,� Shayne told him sincerely. He drew in a long breath and chose his words with care. �We have something here which probably involves an impostor � or a case of mistaken identity. A girl came to me last night claiming to be your daughter. Later she disappeared under mysterious circumstances, and we haven�t been able to locate her. If she is your daughter, she may be in trouble. If not � Well, I�d like to know definitely.�
�What sort of trouble?� the judge asked anxiously.
�It�s a long and complicated story,� Shayne parried. �The important thing is to establish her identity. Can you give me the name of her friend in Palm Beach?�
There was a brief silence. Then Judge Lansdowne said uncertainly, �I�ll have to contact my wife�s social secretary to get the name. In the meantime, tell me what��
�Please do,� Shayne said urgently. �And call me back at once. But while we�re connected there are a couple of other things. I understand Mrs. Lansdowne is quite ill.�
�For quite some time, and recently she had a severe relapse. What about��
�Do you know a Mrs. Davis who is one of your wife�s closest friends?� Shayne cut in sharply.
Again there was silence. Longer this time, and when the judge spoke his voice rasped with impatience and worry. �I am sure I know all of Mrs. Lansdowne�s intimate friends. I don�t know anyone named Davis.�
�Probably another case of mistaken identity, Judge,� Shayne said gently. �One thing more, and I can clear the whole thing up in a hurry. Do you have any close personal friends in Miami?�
�A great many who visit Miami during the season,� the judge said. �What are you getting at, Shayne? I know of you by reputation, but I never thought��
�I�m referring to residents here in Miami. Do you have any close friends among the people in business here?�
For the third time there was silence at the other end of the wire. Then the judge said, �Of course. A young man named Godfrey. He worked with me during the early days of the New Deal. He�s in the fruit business, and always remembers me.�
�Hiram Godfrey?�
�Yes. I haven�t seen him for several years, but��
�Thanks, Judge. Call me back the minute you get the name of the girl Julia is visiting in Palm Beach.� He hung up, rocked back in his chair, and tugged at his left ear lobe.
So, that was one more item of Dorinda�s story verified. Who else would know that Godfrey was a friend of Judge Lansdowne�s? Since it was Godfrey and not Brewer, it explained why Mrs. Davis hadn�t recognized Brewer when they met in the outer office.
But what the hell else did it mean? And who and where was Mrs. Davis?
He reached out and dragged the receiver from its cradle. When Lucy answered he said, �See if you can reach Will Gentry. Put him on this line and hang up. If Washington calls while I�m talking, put them right on.�
He lit a cigarette and waited. When Chief Gentry�s voice rumbled over the wire he said, �I expect to have definite word from Washington on the Lansdowne girl soon. You got anything there?�
�Not one damned thing,� Gentry growled. �What did Black say about the pictures of Godfrey?�
�About what I expected. He�s pretty sure the man he tailed was Godfrey, but refuses to positively identify him from the pix. Put Godfrey in a line-up and he�ll say yes or no.�
�I knew Rourke�s idea was crazy all the time.�
�Yeh? Well, here�s an improvement on it that maybe you�ll like better, Will. Elliott Gibson handed me a theory for free.�
�My God,� groaned Gentry. �Maybe you and I had better close up shop. Who does Gibson think the stiff is? Hitler?�
�No. He�s sticking to Brewer like a fly on fresh flypaper. That much I like better than Tim�s guess. Gibson thinks Godfrey hired somebody to pose as him and provide an alibi while he was bumping off Brewer after he left my office � which is one explanation for Brewer not turning up at Gibson�s.�
�Nuts,� Gentry said wearily.
�Wait, Will. That New York plane will be landing soon, and I think enough of Gibson�s story to have the crew interviewed as soon as they land. Particularly the stewardess. Try to find out if there�s any possibility that the man who gets off with Godfrey�s ticket stub is not the same man who boarded the plane in Miami this morning.�
Will Gentry took time to think before saying slowly, �I see what you mean. If Godfrey changed places with an accomplice somewhere along the line, his alibi will be shot to hell and we can bring him back to confront Black. By God, Mike! Maybe you and I should turn our badges over to that lawyer.�
Shayne grinned and said, �Maybe.� He hung up, came to his feet, and began pacing angrily up and down the office while he waited for final word from Judge Lansdowne.
There was a strong possibility that Gibson had stumbled on to the truth about Milton Brewer�s death, he admitted. But what did that have to do with the disappearance of Dorinda and Mrs. Davis? Nothing, probably. Yet there was that tenuous connection between Lansdowne and Hiram Godfrey. And the coincidence of the two clients showing up in his office within a few minutes of each other.
The phone rang. He swooped it up and heard Lansdowne�s voice say calmly, �Shayne? You can stop worrying about Julia. I�ve just talked with her. She�s in Palm Beach, and tells me she hasn�t been in Miami for months. She hasn�t heard anything about anyone impersonating her in Miami, so there has evidently been some mistake at your end. If I can be of any further help��
�You can,� Shayne cut in hastily. �I�d like the name and address of the people she�s visiting.�
�Certainly. But I assure you Julia is perfectly well and safe. One moment. A Miss Elizabeth Connaught. She lives with her parents.� He gave Shayne a West Palm Beach street address and telephone number.
Shayne made a note of it, thanked him, and his wide mouth was set in grim lines when he cradled the receiver.
This information meant that Dorinda had lied like hell to him last night � or Julia Lansdowne had lied like hell to her father today. The latter was just as possible as the former, but why the devil, if she were Julia Lansdowne, had she hurried back to Palm Beach without letting him know where she was after leaving his apartment? She must have realized he would start a search for her when she didn�t go to Lucy Hamilton, and that he would almost certainly contact her parents when he failed to find her.
Shayne swore under his breath. She had been ashamed and terrified, of course. But if she had trusted him at all�
He couldn�t let it drop now. He had to know the truth. Even though Dorinda was safe in Palm Beach, there was still Mrs. Davis to consider.
He got up abruptly and stalked to the outer office where Lucy was preparing to go out for lunch. He grinned and asked, �Want to go for a ride � to make up for last night?�
Lucy�s brown eyes brightened. �I wasn�t really sore, Michael. I just thought I�d show you.�
�I�m driving up to Palm Beach and may need a chaperon.� His grin widened and he added, �I imagine she�ll have on her clothes this afternoon.�
�To Palm Beach? Wait � I�ll get my hat.�

Chapter XV

Michael Shayne and his secretary stopped for lunch at a seaside restaurant in Hollywood. During the drive from Miami, Shayne had gone over everything with Lucy, trying to clarify his own thoughts.
Lucy had listened in silence, and now as they sat at a small table with breakers crashing on the shore less than fifty feet away, she said thoughtfully, �It seems to me that Mrs. Davis is the one you should be worried about right now. Actually, Mr. Brewer�s death isn�t any concern of yours.�
�It is indirectly. It was I who put Hank Black on the job and helped provide Godfrey with an alibi,� he reminded her, �if the dead man is Brewer, and Gibson�s solution is correct.�
�But Mrs. Davis is your client.� Lucy frowned, and her brown eyes were anxious. �I liked her, Michael. I think it was grand the way she came to the help of her friend, and the way she actually defended Julia and wasn�t shocked by her nude dancing. She seemed so honest and so nice. If anything has happened to her it will be terrible.�
Shayne nodded and said morosely, �I have much the same feeling. And I�m afraid something has happened to her. Otherwise she certainly would have gotten in touch with me. As soon as we get a look at the Lansdowne girl we�ll know how much of Mrs. Davis�s story was the truth.�
Lucy looked surprised and disturbed. �What makes you doubt her, Michael?�
�If Julia Lansdowne isn�t Dorinda,� Shayne pointed out, �we�ll know Mrs. Davis was lying from the word go. Don�t forget that she claimed to have been at La Roma and recognized the dancer as the daughter of her old friend.�
�And I believe every word of it,� said Lucy staunchly. �I had the inter-com open during her interview with you, and� she sounded awfully sincere to me.�
�Yeh.� Shayne tugged at his ear lobe while the waiter removed the luncheon dishes. When coffee with ponies of brandy was served, he continued. �Don�t get me wrong. I think we�ll discover that Julia and Dorinda are the same person. I�m inclined to believe she just got frightened after going down the fire escape last night, and hurried back to Palm Beach on a sudden impulse � hoping to bluff it out and pretend she�d been there all the time when inquiries were made. But I still don�t understand why she didn�t get in touch with me and explain what she had done,� he ended disgustedly.
�I understand now,� Lucy mused, �why you asked me this morning whether I noticed any sign of recognition between Mrs. Davis and Mr. Brewer. That was before you knew which of the partners was Judge Lansdowne�s friend.�
Shayne nodded, lacing cognac into his cup of steaming coffee.
After a moment of deep reflection Lucy asked, �Have you thought that it might have been Hiram Godfrey who sent that picture of Dorinda and the anonymous note to Mrs. Lansdowne?�
Shayne jerked his head up and looked at her in amazement. �Godfrey � a blackmailer? The judge�s friend?�
�I�m not accusing him, Michael. But I�m remembering something you said to Mrs. Davis near the beginning of the interview, after you read the unsigned note. You asked her, �Do you think this note is in the nature of a threat? Or a friendly gesture by someone who felt her parents should know the truth?��
�I remember asking that. The note was signed, �A Friend.� And it merely said, �Would this sort of publicity help Julia�s father?� It could be construed either way.�
�Don�t you see? That�s why I wonder if Mr. Godfrey sent it. From what you�ve said about him, he�s the sort of man who might go to a place like La Roma. If he did, and recognized Dorinda as the daughter of an old friend, he might have felt that the family should know about it and get her away from there.�
Shayne scowled and took a drink of coffee. �But if he was a friend, wouldn�t he have let the judge know privately?�
�I don�t think so, Michael. You remember how insistent Mrs. Davis was that the judge shouldn�t know. I think women are more capable of accepting a situation like that than men,� she said simply. �A man might go all to pieces and disown his daughter � or something. But a mother would be apt to react exactly as Mrs. Lansdowne did. She would accept the situation and do whatever needed to be done.�
Shayne said, �By God, Lucy, you may have put your finger on something. All the time I�ve been going along on the assumption that Ricky Moran was trying to blackmail the Lansdownes, and that he probably got to Mrs. Davis after she had been to my office.
�Which he might have done,� he went on meditatively, �even though he hadn�t sent the picture and note and knew nothing about it. I�m assuming that he knew Mrs. Davis was at La Roma trying to see Dorinda, and was determined to prevent any contact between the two. Let�s get on to Palm Beach and settle one thing for certain before we do any more guessing.� He arose abruptly and laid a bill on the table to cover the check and tip.
The Connaught residence was an unobtrusive two-story house of native rock set in the center of an unpretentious garden. Shayne parked his car in front, and they went up the walk to a colonnaded porch where he rang the bell. It was answered by a maid whose friendly smile slowly faded when Shayne said, �We would like to see Miss Julia Lansdowne, please.�
The maid shook her head and avoided his eyes. �Miss Lansdowne is not in, I�m afraid.�
�When do you expect her back?�
�I don�t know, sir.�
�Who is it, Jennie?� A clear young voice floated out from the interior of the house. The maid jerked her head around and said confusedly, �Some people to see Miss Julia. I told them��
�A lie, I think,� said Shayne, raising his voice. �We�re friends of Dorinda�s, Miss Connaught, and if you want to keep your friend�s secret, you�d better let us in.�
There was a brief silence; then the sound of light footsteps running down the stairway and approaching the door.
�I�ll take care of this, Jennie,� the voice said firmly. The maid hurried away, and an obviously frightened girl stood before them and declared, �I don�t know any Dorinda, and I�m quite sure Julia doesn�t. If you want me to give her a message��
�I want to see her,� said Shayne quietly. �I�ve been in touch with Julia�s father, and she has nothing to fear from me if she sees me at once. If not, I�m afraid the whole thing will blow up in her face.�
�You�re � the private detective, aren�t you? I�m Elizabeth Connaught. I told Julia that she couldn�t � that she�d better�� She paused, and a scarlet flush flooded her cheeks. She caught her underlip between her teeth, then stood aside. �Please come in and wait in the library. I�ll fetch Julia.�
The high-ceilinged room was comfortably cool. The Venetian blinds were drawn to shut out the sun�s glare, and the books in the cases appeared well worn from handling. A heavy volume lay open on a long, old table, and two others were closed with satin markers showing.
As soon as they were alone, Lucy explained, �That�s all we need to know, really. She practically admitted that Julia is Dorinda.�
Shayne nodded absently. �I still want to know why she ran out on me last night.�
Elizabeth Connaught re-entered the room with Dorinda by her side. She wore a sheer blue blouse and a white sport skirt, and no make-up. Her eyes were enormous and frightened, and her face was tight with strain.
Julia Lansdowne met Shayne�s grim gaze defiantly, her slender body drawn up to its full height. She parted her lips to speak, then closed them. With one hand she clung desperately to her friend�s arm and she closed her eyes tightly, as though to dispel a fearful nightmare, when Shayne said formally, �I�d like to present Miss Hamilton, Miss Lansdowne, Miss Connaught.�
The two girls murmured acknowledgement of the introduction. Suddenly Julia shuddered violently, released her friend�s arm, and crumpled into a chair, sobbing.
Shayne took two steps toward her and said, �I think you owe Miss Hamilton an apology for keeping her up waiting for you from four o�clock on this morning.�
�Michael!� Lucy gasped.
�Oh, I�m sorry. I really am,� Julia choked out between racking sobs. �And I�m so ashamed. I�ve been half crazy with fear. I didn�t know what to do.�
Elizabeth Connaught and Lucy Hamilton converged on Shayne at the same instant. �You should be ashamed of yourself,� cried Elizabeth. �Let her alone. Hasn�t she��
�No!� Julia jerked her head up, wiping her eyes with a sodden, wispy handkerchief. She blew her nose gently, and said, �Mr. Shayne is right, Elizabeth. I wanted to call you,� she continued, �but when I heard the shot and saw Ricky fall over, everything just went blank. All I could think of was getting away � and getting back here before anybody checked up on me. I�m sorry if I inconvenienced Miss Hamilton.�
�What�s that about Moran?� Shayne interrupted harshly. �Where were you when he shot himself?�
�On the l-landing � r-right outside your kitchen door. I could see in the living-room, and I�I heard all those awful lies he t-told you.�
�Wait a minute!� Shayne was honestly perplexed. �I watched you go down the fire escape before I let Moran come up.�
Lucy stepped to the girl�s side and put a fresh handkerchief in her hand. Julia nodded her thanks, blew her nose, and resumed. �I know. But when I reached the alley, I began to wonder � about what Ricky would tell you and everything. And I thought maybe I shouldn�t run away. I stayed in the alley, and I saw him when he came out on the fire escape and looked around for me. The kitchen light was on, and I was in the dark, crouching behind a bush. When he went back and you turned the light off in the kitchen I slipped up and stayed outside listening.� As Julia Lansdowne spoke her sobs subsided.
�So you witnessed everything,� said Shayne. His tone was gentle, musing.
Julia swallowed dryly, moistened her lips with the tip of her tongue. �Yes. When he � when it happened � I couldn�t think of anything except running away. I knew the police would come and there�d be an investigation � and everything would come out. It just seemed to me that � well � you�d be better off if I disappeared.�
Elizabeth Connaught had gone out of the room. She returned with a glass of water, and when Julia stopped talking she pressed the glass into her hand. While she drank the water eagerly, Shayne drew a chair up, and sank into it, and lit a cigarette.
He said, �How did you get from Miami to Palm Beach at that hour?�
�I caught a bus. It just happened, really. I was running down the street, and I didn�t know what I was going to do. I came to a bus station, and there was a Palm Beach bus just loading. I bought a ticket and got on.� She paused again, and her big violet eyes turned from Shayne to Lucy and Elizabeth who had drawn up occasional chairs and sat on Shayne�s right.
�Julia knows she can always come to us,� said Elizabeth defiantly. �It�s all over now, so why can�t you leave?�
�You could have called me from here,� Shayne broke in, �and let me know you were safe.�
�I didn�t know what to do,� Julia confessed. �I talked to Elizabeth about it, and we thought it might make more trouble for you if I tried to telephone. But I was listening to the radio and watching the papers, and if you�d been arrested for what happened to Ricky, I was determined to go back to Miami and tell the truth. There wasn�t anything, so I�I just waited to see.�
�Then you didn�t hear the radio pickup put out for Dorinda last night?� Shayne asked.
�Oh, yes. That. But nothing about you, Mr. Shayne � and � Ricky.�
Shayne sighed and said, �You realize, of course, that when you put me on the spot like that I had no other course than to get in touch with your father.�
�But you didn�t � you didn�t tell him about Dorinda!� she cried out.
�No. You�re still in the clear on the dancing business. That is � unless someone else gives you away at this end.�
�But Elizabeth is the only one who knows. I had to tell her everything this morning. Can you keep it from coming out in Miami, Mr. Shayne?�
�I don�t know,� he said slowly. �If the chief of police didn�t happen to be a good friend of mine�� He hesitated, then asked, �May I use your phone?�
�Certainly,� said Elizabeth eagerly. �It�s right there on the desk. Oh, I think you�re perfectly wonderful, Mr. Shayne.�
Shayne grinned. �So does my secretary.� He stalked to the telephone, but before lifting the receiver he turned and said, �Before I call Miami I want to know if there�s anything you want to add to your story, Julia. Any detail you want to change. If you thought it necessary to lie to me in any slight particular last night, now is the time to come clean. You�re not the only person involved in this mess.�
�Every word I told you was the truth,� she vowed with wide-eyed candor.
�This is your last chance,� he told her flatly. �If I find that one word was a lie, I�ll throw you to the dogs with no more compunction than I�d throw a bone.�
Color flamed in Julia�s cheeks, but she said, simply, �I would deserve that if I lied.�
Shayne lifted the receiver, asked for long-distance, and gave Will Gentry�s private number at police headquarters. When the chief answered, he said, �I�m calling from Palm Beach, Will. Cancel that pickup for Dorinda. The Lansdowne girl is here, and verifies everything she told me last night. Why not release the Dorinda angle to the papers? But, for God�s sake, play it down and keep all pictures out.�
He paused to listen, nodding his red head, then muttered, �Yes, that�s right.�
Suddenly he jerked to attention and exclaimed, �The hell you say! Positively?� He listened again, tugging at his ear lobe and scowling across the room.
�Yeh,� he agreed after a moment. �That does change things. Lucy and I are on our way back to Miami right now, Will. Look, get them all together in your office � have them there when I arrive. I think I�ll have a proposition to put up to them. Black, Mathews, Gibson, and Tim Rourke. Thanks, Will.�
�Mr. Shayne!� Julia Lansdowne was standing stiffly erect before her chair, the color drained from her face. �What � changes things?�
�It�s just that the body fished out of the bay has been positively identified by fingerprints. It�s Milton Brewer.�
�Michael!� Lucy exclaimed. �You nearly scared Julia to death.� She put her arms around the shaking girl and eased her back into the chair. �It has nothing to do with you,� she soothed. �It�s something else entirely.�
�Thanks,� Julia murmured.
Shayne took Lucy firmly by the arm and propelled her toward the outer door.

Chapter XVI

Michael Shayne gave his new car a workout at top speed from West Palm Beach to Miami. His body was tense, and he gave his whole attention to steering the vehicle through the afternoon traffic.
Sitting beside him, Lucy�s brown eyes were angry. She made several attempts to reprimand him for his rude exit from the Connaught home, and for his lack of sympathy for Julia Lansdowne, but the offshore wind and the speed of the car whipped the words from her lips, and she gave up in favor of hanging on to her hat.
He ground to a stop at police headquarters, parked in a No Parking � Reserved for Police Only space, got out, and waited impatiently until Lucy joined him, then took her arm and trotted her into Chief Will Gentry�s office.
Elliott Gibson was striding up and down before the chief�s desk, talking rapidly and forcibly; Gentry was seated in his swivel chair listening with an expression of weariness and boredom; Henry Black and his operative, Mathews, were seated on straight chairs near the desk.
Timothy Rourke was the only member of the party who was missing.
�Come on in, Mike.� Gentry broke into Gibson�s raging. �And Miss Hamilton,� he added. �Pull up chairs and sit down.�
Shayne said, �Thanks, Will.� He nodded to the others, introduced his secretary to Black and Mathews, raised his voice, and added, �And this is Mr. Brewer�s attorney whom I�ve mentioned,� as Gibson turned in his pacing and came toward them.
Gibson acknowledged the introduction impatiently, then demanded, �What have you got to say about things now? I told you all along it was preposterous to assume the body was any other than Milton Brewer�s.�
Shayne nodded. �I�m just as happy as you are that it turned out that way.� He turned to Gentry and asked, �There�s no possible doubt, Will?�
�None whatever. Harris brought out prints that make the identification positive.�
�Have you sent the prints to Washington for comparison?� Shayne asked.
Gentry rolled his lids higher and his agate eyes showed surprise. �You mean the FBI?�
�It wouldn�t be a bad idea,� Shayne told him mildly, �to see if he has a criminal record. When a man refuses to let his picture be taken under any circumstances � even at his wedding � I always wonder why.� He toed up a chair for Lucy and another for himself, and they sat down.
�Nonsense,� said Gibson. �I explained that as merely an idiosyncrasy of Brewer�s.�
�Just the same, I�d send them in, Will,� he advised, ignoring the excited attorney. He looked across at Mathews and asked, �Did Tim show you those pictures of Godfrey?�
�He did,� Mathews answered with tight-mouthed precision. �I can�t go any further than Black in swearing he�s the man we tailed. Show me the man, and I�ll tell you quick enough.�
�There you are,� said Gibson triumphantly. �Neither man is prepared to testify that the person they followed was actually Hiram Godfrey. According to my reasoning��
�Hi, Mike,� Timothy Rourke interrupted from the open doorway, and as his long, lanky footsteps sounded on the bare floor, he asked, �What�s this about Brewer being identified? Is that correct, Will?� He stopped at the chief�s desk and lounged against it.
�No doubt about it,� rumbled Gentry. �It knocks your fancy theory flat.�
�And leaves mine intact,� blustered Gibson, rushing up to face the chief, �and I hereby make a formal demand that Hiram Godfrey, or the man who impersonated him on the plane to New York, be arrested and brought back here for identification.�
�Have you had a report from New York, Will?� Shayne interposed, coming to his feet and crossing to the desk. �Any further information on Godfrey�s actions after he arrived � and the result of questioning the plane crew?�
Gibson glared at him while Gentry ruffled through a sheaf of loose reports on the desk. The chief carefully laid a fresh cigar in an ash tray and said, �Here�s one � middle of the afternoon. They picked him up at La Guardia and followed him to a hotel on East Fifty-Second Street. The Berkshire. Quiet, respectable place where a room had been reserved by wire two days ago. They report that Godfrey has stopped there before, couple of years ago, but no one knows him well enough to identify this man as Godfrey.�
�But what about�� Gibson began excitedly.
�Same sort of negative results from the plane crew,� Gentry rumbled on after a glowering glance at the attorney. �The plane made two stops on the way up, and no one is willing to swear that two men did or did not change places at one of those stops. There were forty passengers and one stewardess. The man occupying Godfrey�s seat was quiet and unobtrusive, and no one seems to have paid any attention to him.�
�Which is wholly negative evidence,� said Gibson briskly. �He must be brought back before he eludes the New York police and escapes.�
�Let�s have a later report,� Shayne intervened hastily. �Call New York now, Will, and see what contacts Godfrey has made since his arrival. Any business associates who can positively identify him.�
Gentry picked up the telephone, and Gibson began pacing up and down the room again.
Rourke moved closer to Shayne and muttered, �What�s this about his theory?�
Shayne grinned and swiftly outlined Gibson�s belief that Godfrey had murdered his partner while a hired impostor was being tailed by Black and Mathews to give Godfrey an alibi for the night. He kept his voice low, and as he finished the explanation, Gentry said into the phone, �Hold on a minute.�
He covered the mouthpiece with a pudgy hand and announced, �Godfrey hasn�t left his hotel room all afternoon until a few minutes ago when he went to the dining-room. He made one phone call from his room. No incoming calls.�
Shayne hurried back to the desk and asked, �Was the call made to White Plains, New York?�
Gentry nodded. �Person-to-person to Mrs. Milton Brewer in White Plains. The conversation was brief.� He paused, looked down at the report, and continued. �Godfrey said, �Is that you Betty? This is Hi. I�m at the Berkshire, and everything is swell.�
�And Mrs. Brewer said, �Wonderful. I�ll come in tomorrow.�
�And Godfrey replied, �Cocktails in the Five Hundred Room here at four o�clock. Right?�
�And she said, �Right,� and hung up. If there�s nothing else, I�ll tell the men in New York to stay on the job.�
�Hold it a minute, Will,� said Shayne hastily. �While you�ve got the line open, ask them to check with White Plains on Mrs. Brewer � where she was yesterday, and exactly what she did.�
�Yesterday?� Gentry frowned at the look of absent concentration on the detective�s lean face, took his hand from the mouthpiece, and ordered the officer at the other end of the wire to check on Mrs. Brewer�s activities the day before, then slammed the receiver on the hook.
�What in hell are you up to now?� he demanded of Shayne. �What�s she got to do with it?�
�Maybe nothing. But doesn�t that phone conversation suggest anything to you?�
�Sure,� growled Gentry. �They were both being cagy.�
�Exactly.� Shayne turned to Gibson and said, �I presume the widow has been notified of Brewer�s death?�
�Of course. I wired her early this morning.�
�Yet she didn�t mention it to her husband�s partner over the telephone.�
Rourke thrust his thin face and quivering nostrils between them and said exultantly, �It wasn�t necessary, because she was talking to her husband, like I told you, and they plan to make a getaway.�
Gibson turned away from the reporter as though offended by his breath. �It�s perfectly clear,� he went on to Gentry, �that they were both being overly cautious. I haven�t the slightest doubt that they planned it together. It won�t be a betrayal of confidence, now, to tell you that Brewer knew his wife was in love with Godfrey and that he planned to sue for divorce, naming his partner as corespondent. That was the motive. With all the evidence before you, can you refuse to bring Godfrey back to confront these two detectives?� He turned slightly and waved toward Black and Mathews. �As soon as they see him and realize that he is not the man they trailed last night, his carefully planned alibi goes up in thin smoke.�
Will Gentry sighed heavily. He took a cigar from an inner pocket and turned it over in his pudgy hands.
�What do we charge him with?�
�Murder, of course.�
�Godfrey,� growled Gentry, �has an airtight alibi.�
�Which will be nullified as soon as the two detectives who tailed him see him face to face � if my theory is correct.�
�If your theory is correct,� the chief agreed wearily. �If your theory isn�t correct, we go on a wild guess. Suppose Black and Mathews positively identify him as the man they tailed all night, and couldn�t possibly have committed the murder?�
�They won�t,� raged Gibson. �And it�s your duty to arrest him and bring him back.�
�I can have him picked up in New York,� Gentry agreed. �If he is a murderer, he�ll fight extradition, because his one chance of getting away with it is to stay away from Miami and out of Black�s sight.�
�Isn�t the evidence you have enough to extradite a man on?� Gibson demanded.
Gentry puffed on his cigar until the end glowed red. �The only evidence we have so far,� he said placidly, �is a perfect alibi. Unless we have something concrete, a smart criminal lawyer would make fools out of us.�
His telephone rang. He answered it, listened briefly, and said, �Thanks.�
Shayne went back to the desk and asked, �Anything on Mrs. Brewer?�
�Nothing suspicious. She spent yesterday afternoon shopping in New York. Went to the theater and returned home on the midnight train.�
Shayne turned away, tugging at his ear lobe.
Lucy Hamilton came up from her chair and said, �Why are you worried about that, Michael? It�s just what a woman would do if she were in New York � and if she knew her lover had murdered an unwanted husband last night. Hadn�t I better get back to the office? Just in case something comes up?�
Shayne caught her arm in a tight grip. �Wait a minute, Lucy. How do you figure Mrs. Brewer would go shopping and to a theater?�
�To get her mind off of it, naturally. And it kept her away from home during the evening so she could receive a long-distance call from her paramour in Miami � without it being traced � to say the job was done. That�s why they didn�t have to discuss it today.�
Shayne squeezed Lucy�s arm and whispered, �Sit down. Never mind the office.� He turned to Gibson and asked, �Are you willing to bet your theory is correct?�
�Why� I� Almost any sum.�
�All right.� Shayne lowered one hip to the edge of Gentry�s desk where he could face both the chief and the others with a slight turn of his head.
�I felt something like this was going to come up as soon as I learned that Brewer�s body had been positively identified. That�s why I asked Will to get you all together in his office.�
He paused and looked around at the group. Timothy Rourke was sprawled in his accustomed manner, his emaciated legs lost in his trousers. His neck lolled on the top chair rung and his eyes were closed. Henry Black and Mathews were sitting erect, thin faces lined with weariness from lack of sleep, but their eyes were alert. Lucy Hamilton�s soft brown eyes were fixed on Shayne, proud and confident, and her slender body was relaxed. Elliott Gibson was still standing, his hands rammed deep in his pockets and his head bent forward like a bull ready to charge.
Shayne said quietly, �Pull up a chair and rest your ego, Gibson.�
�I�m waiting to hear what you have to say.�
�It�s a long story. Sit down.�
Gibson started with Gentry, glanced around at the others, and sat down.
�As I see it,� said Shayne, �we�ve reached an impasse. We have no proof on which we can extradite Godfrey. Without positive evidence we can�t bring him here to confront Black and Mathews; which means that we�ll never get any proof. If he is guilty,� he added gently.
�What do you propose?� Gibson exploded.
�I propose that you back up your accusations with round-trip fares to New York for yourself and Henry Black.�
�Hold it, Mike,� Black said. �I don�t go anywhere until I collect my fee and expenses. That goes for Mathews, too.�
Shayne looked at Black and shook his head slightly. �We�ll all fly up together,� he continued, �and let Hank have a look at the man in his hotel. If he doesn�t identify him as the person he tailed last night, we�ll have a perfect case against him.�
�And if he does identify him?� Gibson asked.
Shayne shrugged. �Then you�ll have to forget the whole thing, because Godfrey will have an airtight alibi.�
�I�m staying right here until I get my two hundred and expenses,� Henry Black asserted in his monotonous nasal twang, �and catch myself ten hours� sleep.�
Elliott Gibson hesitated for a moment, then said peevishly, �Since you insist that Brewer came to your office and had you engage this man to protect him, I�m willing to take the responsibility of billing his estate for the price he promised, and the cost of sending a man to New York to identify his murderer, but it would be difficult to justify my going. What could I do?�
�What are you afraid of, Gibson?� Shayne said harshly.
�I�m not afraid of anything,� the attorney snapped. �I�m simply wondering how I could be of use.�
�To make sure the man in the Berkshire Hotel is Godfrey,� Shayne explained patiently. �None of us know him by sight. We not only have Black to swear he isn�t the man he and Mathews followed, but we have to have someone swear he is Hiram Godfrey. If you�re not willing to make that small effort,� he added pleasantly, �you�ve got a hell of a nerve to rant around and tell Will Gentry how to run the Miami police department.�
�Very well.� Gibson drew a long breath.
�I�ll take my two hundred and expenses before the plane leaves,� Henry Black persisted stubbornly.
Gibson clawed at his hair. He sagged in his chair and shouted, �All right. I�ll give you the two hundred and expenses.� He said to Shayne, �I�ll go along with Black, but I fail to see why your presence will be necessary. I can�t authorize any further expenditures of my client�s funds.�
Shayne grinned and said, �I�ll pay my own fare � and Lucy�s. You see, Gibson, catching Brewer�s murderer isn�t my concern at all.� He glanced aside at Lucy Hamilton. She was leaning forward with her full lips parted and eyes beaming. He squinted his left eye in an attempted wink, and continued.
�I have an entirely different reason for wanting to talk to Hiram Godfrey. There�s a sick mother in Washington and a client named Mrs. Davis from whom I accepted a retainer yesterday. They are my responsibility, and I think Godfrey is the only man alive who can give me what I need on certain angles.�
�Very well,� said Gibson stiffly, �I�ll arrange reservations with the understanding that I�m not to be responsible for any expense incurred by you � and your secretary,� he added, looking down his straight nose at Lucy.
�When you�re making reservations,� said Timothy Rourke, rousing from his faked sleep and sprawled position, �count me in. It�ll be on the old expense account, Mr. Gibson.� He yawned widely, and added, �I believe the News is still solvent.�

Chapter XVII

The four men and Lucy Hamilton flew to New York together the next day on a plane that arrived shortly after two o�clock. They passed up the airlines bus that was waiting to carry passengers to the 42nd Street terminal, and took a taxi instead directly to The Berkshire on 52nd and Madison Avenue.
The hotel had a small, comfortable lobby with an entrance on 52nd Street, with an unostentatious desk on their right as they entered, a bank of three elevators directly in front, a magazine stand and arched entry to the dining-room and cocktail lounge on the left of the elevators.
Shayne paused inside the double doors to look the lobby over casually while the others went to the desk to check their reservations made by telephone the preceding evening.
He noted a youngish man wearing a well-cut tweed suit, white shirt, and unobtrusive tie lounging negligently at the entrance to the magazine stand, and he sauntered over to tell him quietly, �I�m Shayne from Miami. Are you on Godfrey?�
The New York detective nodded and held out his hand, his eyes becoming alert and interested as he looked the rangy redhead up and down. �We�ve heard a lot about you up here, Shayne. My name is Bemish.�
They shook hands cordially and moved away to stand just inside the dining-room archway out of earshot of anyone.
�Is Godfrey in now?� Shayne asked.
�In his room on the tenth floor. My partner, Dixon, is staked out in the next room.�
�Give me a quick runover of his movements since he reached town.�
Bemish shrugged and shook his head wryly. �There�s damned little. He went straight to his room from the airport, ordered lunch from room service, and came down once for some cigarettes and magazines. One phone call to White Plains which I think you were given last evening. He ate dinner alone here in the Berkshire Room, and went upstairs about eight-thirty.
�Breakfast in his room at nine-fifteen, and he came out at ten-thirty and walked up the street one block to De Pinna�s on Fifth Avenue where he had himself fitted for a suit. He has no account there and isn�t known. He gave this hotel as his address. From the store he walked back on Fifty-Second to a restaurant across the street, the Chez Cardinal, where he had three Martinis and a leisurely lunch. Then directly back here and upstairs about half an hour ago.�
�It sounds,� said Shayne with satisfaction, �as though he�s lying low.�
�Or else a man on vacation without a care in the world � just killing time until his cocktail date with a dame at four o�clock. Do you want to pick him up now?�
�No,� said Shayne emphatically. �Let him keep that date by all means. You see, this is a matter of identification. We want to observe him while he�s acting naturally with no idea he�s being followed.� He turned and saw that the other members of his party had registered and were waiting for him at the desk, and he lifted a hand to say, �We�ll go up now and get settled. We�ll be in the bar from half past three on. If he is our man, we�ll try to take him quietly.�
Bemish nodded and strolled over to the desk with him. �Let�s make it as easy as we can,� he agreed. �The management is being very co-operative.�
Shayne found that he and Rourke had been assigned a suite together on the eighth floor, with Lucy installed in a single room next door. Henry Black had a single room farther down the corridor, and Elliott Gibson had insisted on a suite for himself which necessitated his taking one on the twelfth floor.
As soon as a boy had shown them their rooms and left, Lucy and Black joined the two others in the sitting-room of a large and pleasantly furnished suite, and Shayne called Gibson on the twelfth floor to invite him down for a drink while they waited until time to adjourn to the bar.
When the lawyer refused, saying he would join them downstairs later, Shayne gave him a brief resume of Bemish�s report, then called room service and ordered four double sidecars sent up.
It was five minutes after three when Shayne re-entered the sitting-room. Black and Rourke were seated on the sofa talking together in low tones, and Lucy sat in a deep chair near one of the windows overlooking Madison Avenue.
There was a strained look on Lucy�s face and her fingers were twined together tightly in her lap. She shuddered a little and glanced at her watch as Shayne pulled a chair closer to her.
�I�ve got wiggles in my stomach,� she confessed miserably as Shayne sat down near her. �I wish I knew why you insisted that I come along, Michael. And that you�d give me some idea what to expect in the bar at four o�clock.�
He shook his head decisively. �I want you to come at it without any preconceptions at all. It�s too easy for a person�s mind to twist things around and see what they expect to see � when it may be something else altogether. Just relax,� he urged her with a grin. �This is your first trip to the big city, so try to enjoy it. If we�re lucky we�ll have this whole thing over by four-thirty, and then you and Tim and I will go out on the town. There�s a joint down in the Village where I hung out more years ago than I like to admit��
He broke off to answer a ring at the door, admitted a waiter with their drinks.
The sidecars were strong with good cognac, bittersweet with plenty of fresh lemon juice and a judicious amount of Cointreau, very cold in their separate serving-receptacles nestled in crushed ice.
Lucy drank sparingly, but she did relax a little as the three men enjoyed their cocktails and talked about anything except the affair that had brought them North. The time passed with surprising swiftness, and it was a little past three-thirty when the last drop of the four double sidecars had disappeared.
They went down in an elevator together, and found Bemish in the lobby, reading the afternoon paper with apparent avid interest. His alert gaze met Shayne�s over the top of the paper, however, and he got to his feet, to join the quartet as they moved toward the archway.
�Still upstairs in his room,� he reported. �Here in the Berkshire, we get a break on a thing like this,� he added, �because the manager of the Five Hundred Room just happens to be an ex-dick, Larry Dagger. Recently retired after twenty years with the Detective Bureau. I�ve told him about you, and�� He broke off abruptly as they moved through the archway and around a corridor, moved forward to greet a heavily built, pleasant-faced man lounging at the entrance to the cocktail bar.
He turned with him, explaining, �This is Mike Shayne from Miami, Larry.�
Shayne shook hands with the ex-New York detective, introduced the others, and briefly explained the setup. �He�s meeting a woman in the bar at four o�clock. We want to observe them both without being noticed.�
Larry Dagger nodded as Bemish returned to his post in the lobby, led them forward into an intimate and tastefully decorated cocktail lounge with a right-angled bar covering most of two sides, and comfortable padded benches around the other two sides with tables set far enough apart for comfort and ease.
�He�ll probably come in this way,� mused Dagger. �Why not take this large table in the corner at your right. Will he recognize any of you?�
�We�re not sure,� Shayne told him truthfully. �You and Black sit on that side facing toward this entrance,� he suggested to Rourke. �Lucy and I will sit here facing the bar, and when Gibson comes down, he can take a chair in front of us.�
He shook hands with the manager again as they seated themselves, and promised him, �We�ll see that everything is kept just as quiet as possible.�
Dagger said he appreciated that, and not to hesitate to call on him for anything further. He moved away quietly then, to circulate among the six guests that were the only other occupants of the room � a very young couple with their heads together at a table on one side, three middle-aged men standing in a group at the bar drinking Scotch, and a woman seated alone at the other end of the bar. She was in her sixties and fat, was slovenly dressed, and was drinking beer and talking loudly to the bartender whenever he looked in her direction.
Shayne ordered sidecars from a waiter, and they sat quietly together in the corner nook waiting for their quarry to appear.
The elderly woman finished her beer and stalked out of the double doors opening directly onto Madison Avenue with a slurring remark over her shoulder to the bartender about his lack of true gentlemanly hospitality, headed doubtless, for 3rd Avenue where the surroundings would be more congenial.
Three brisk young men entered from Madison soon afterward, a little overdressed and chattering together a little too obviously for the benefit of listeners about a radio rehearsal just concluded at CBS across the street.
At 3:42 a silvery-haired gentleman entered from the hotel and took a chair at a table near the quartette. He ordered a rum old-fashioned and gave the waiter explicit directions for its preparation.
Three minutes later, Bemish entered the lounge from the hotel. He strode directly across the room to a stool at the end of the bar nearest the Madison exit without as much as a glance around.
He had scarcely seated himself when another man came in behind him, pausing just inside for a casual but thorough look about the room, his gaze sliding swiftly over the few occupants as he assured himself there was no lone female waiting.
He was bareheaded, with blond hair parted smoothly in the middle and brushed back in slight waves. He had an alert, lean face well-tanned by the Miami sun, and wore fawn-colored gabardine slacks, an open-throated sport shirt, and a suede jacket a few shades lighter than the slacks.
Henry Black and Timothy Rourke sat with their eyes fixed on him as he moved with athletic grace to the bar and seated himself on a stool.
A curious expression came over Lucy�s face as she watched him approach the bar. Incredulity mingled with dawning comprehension and with complete dismay. She whispered a startled �But Michael�� and he shook his head at her violently, gripping her wrist with one big hand to enforce silence.
Another neatly and inconspicuously well-dressed young man, much like Bemish, followed him in and sat at the table nearest the hotel exit.
Timothy Rourke leaned forward to speak in a low voice to Shayne. �It�s Godfrey, all right. I�d recognize him anywhere from those photographs.�
Shayne raised his eyebrows with a slight nod. �Godfrey or a twin brother,� he agreed. �But pictures are never conclusive. How about it, Hank?� he asked the other detective whose gaze hadn�t left their quarry for a single instant.
Without looking at him, Black said, �Give me one more minute. He�s ordering a drink. I sat and watched my man drink four cocktails at dinner night before last.�
Shayne�s hand remained tightly and warningly on Lucy�s wrist. They waited tensely while a drink was set before the man and he idly twirled it between his fingers for a moment before lifting it to his lips.
Then Henry Black nodded quietly, �That does it, Mike. I�m sorry as hell to throw a monkey wrench in anything, but that�s the same man I tailed in Miami. I�ll have to swear to that in any court.�
Instead of disappointment, a slow grin of satisfaction spread over Michael Shayne�s face. �But he still isn�t positively identified as Godfrey. Where in hell is Gibson?� he went on angrily. �That�s what we need him for. If this guy isn�t Hiram Godfrey in person��
Lucy Hamilton interrupted him by starting violently. �There�s Mrs. Davis, Michael. Coming through the glass door.�
Shayne nodded with satisfaction at sight of the poised body and exquisite beauty of the woman who was entering alone from the Avenue. She wore a black velvet afternoon dress this time that fell in swirling folds to her ankles, but the same wide-brimmed black hat she had worn in his office and there was no possibility of mistaking her.
He said, �Shh,� gently to Lucy. �Of course, it�s Mrs. Davis. Weren�t you expecting her?�
Lucy didn�t reply. Her eyes were wide with startled amazement as the man at the bar looked up with a smile of pleasure and slid off his stool to hurry toward the woman who had just entered.
Her face lit up with happiness at sight of him, and she came into his arms gracefully and thankfully.
�Mrs. Davis, eh?� muttered Timothy Rourke, watching the tableau with slack-jawed amazement. �Your missing client, Mike? What gives? Mrs. Davis and Hiram Godfrey?�
�But it isn�t Godfrey, Tim,� Lucy exclaimed vehemently, unable to contain her excitement longer. �That�s Mr. Brewer. With the dye washed out of his hair and his glasses off and dressed entirely differently. But it is Mr. Brewer, isn�t it, Michael?�
Shayne�s eyes were twinkling as he nodded in response. �Lucy�s right, Tim. That�s one reason I brought her along � to verify a crazy hunch I had.�
�But if that�s Brewer,� said Tim helplessly, �who the devil is the corpse that�s been identified as Brewer?�
�That�s what we need Gibson for. He�s the only one who knows both Brewer and Godfrey. He promised to come down��
While they were speaking, the couple under observation had drawn back from each other�s arms and were turning toward the bar.
Elliott Gibson�s voice, excited and loud from the entrance, halted them abruptly. �Hiram! And Mrs. Brewer. What a touching scene indeed.�
He moved toward the stricken couple arrogantly, nodding to the New York plain-clothes men. �You can arrest them both now, for the murder of this woman�s husband.�
�You�re out of your mind, Gibson.� Godfrey recovered himself swiftly and thrust the woman aside to confront the lawyer. �You can�t touch me for Brewer�s death. I have a perfect alibi.�
�I know you arranged to have one,� sneered Gibson, �but it didn�t work out that way. Take a look behind you over in that corner. There�s the detective who was supposed to alibi you. Let�s hear what he has to say.�
Hiram Godfrey turned slowly, and his face became pinched and hard as he saw the group from Miami. The two New York detectives had closed in quietly on either side of him and his body sagged suddenly as the strength and self-assurance went out of it.
Michael Shayne pushed back the table deliberately and got up. He moved slowly toward Gibson, asked him, �Can you swear this man is Hiram Godfrey?�
�Of course, I can,� said the lawyer impatiently.
�Then you�re not going to like this,� Shayne told him, �because Henry Black is ready to swear that this is the man he trailed from the West Flagler packing-plant and followed all night until he caught the New York plane next morning.�
It was Gibson�s turn to look incredulous and stricken. He opened and shut his mouth twice before asking Black lamely, �Is that correct?�
Black sauntered up to join Shayne. �I�m afraid it is,� he told the lawyer cheerfully.
�On the other hand,� Shayne told Detective Bemish casually, �go ahead and make your arrest. I�ll sign the murder charge myself.�

Chapter XVIII

Timothy Rourke and Lucy Hamilton were waiting together in the hotel suite when Shayne returned from the precinct station a short time later. Both of them looked bewildered, and both began throwing questions at the detective as soon as he entered the room.
He held up a big hand to ward off their questions, grinning soothingly and assuring them, �Everything is fixed. They�re booked for murder. Godfrey for the actual job and Mrs. Brewer as his accomplice. Order us up some drinks, Tim, and then I�ll give you all the dope and tell you how much to print.�
Rourke went reluctantly into the bedroom to call room service, and Shayne sank down into a deep chair with a sigh and told Lucy, �Don�t look so confused, angel. I thought you would have explained the whole thing to Tim while I was gone.�
�But I am confused. Actually, Michael, I don�t understand it any more than Tim does. Why right there at the last downstairs � when you told the New York men to go ahead and make an arrest � I thought you meant Gibson.�
�Start giving it to me straight,� said the reporter impatiently as he returned. �What�s all the mix-up about names? First you and Lucy declare the guy is really Brewer, with the black dye washed out of his hair and dressed differently. But Will Gentry says Brewer is dead. And Gibson says the man is Hiram Godfrey, all right.�
�He is Godfrey. And Milton Brewer is dead,� Shayne told him cheerfully. �And Godfrey is the man Black followed all night, but that still doesn�t give him an alibi because Brewer was dead, of course, before Godfrey ever came out of that packing-plant for Hank to pick him up.�
�Don�t you see, Tim?� said Lucy indulgently. �I�ve figured that much out. It wasn�t Mr. Brewer at our office at all. It was Godfrey dressed like Brewer with his hair dyed, impersonating Brewer.�
�Whom Godfrey had already murdered out on the bay,� Shayne added comfortably. �It was your bright hunch that really put me onto that possibility,� he went on. �Remember the bottle of cheap hair dye and the printed instructions? You guessed that Brewer had used it to dye Godfrey�s hair after killing him, using the salt water in the bay to set the dye fast. But it was Godfrey who used it on himself, without salt water. So it would wash right out as soon as he left my office and hurried out to the packing-plant to go in the back way.�
�All right, I get that part of it,� growled Rourke. �Godfrey kills his partner in the bay, smashing up his face so identification is difficult. He dyes his own hair, dresses like Brewer, and goes to your office so that you will swear later that Brewer was alive at five-thirty. Then he hurries out to the plant, washes out the dye and changes into his own clothes, strolls out the front door to be picked up by Hank Black and get himself a perfect alibi. I follow you that far. But what about Mrs. Davis? Or, Mrs. Brewer. How the devil did she get down to Miami from White Plains? And why?�
�That was a very necessary part of Godfrey�s murder plot,� Shayne told him gravely. �She flew down from New York that afternoon, of course. Remember her shopping-trip in the city that kept her away from home all that day and until midnight? Plenty of time to catch a plane and reach Miami by three o�clock, go to a store and buy a suitcase and some books for luggage she could leave behind, then go to the Waldorf Towers and register at four o�clock, picking up a reservation Godfrey had made by telephone the previous day.�
�But what about the Lansdowne girl?� demanded Lucy breathlessly. �The story Mrs. Davis told you that sent you out to La Roma that night.�
�Half-truths and half-lies,� Shayne told her promptly. �It was you who started me thinking about that angle. Remember on our way to Palm Beach when you suggested that Godfrey might have sent the picture and anonymous note to Mrs. Lansdowne after seeing Dorinda dancing and recognizing her as Julia Lansdowne?�
�Was I right, Michael? Did Godfrey send the picture and note?�
Shayne shook his head. �The picture and note were never sent.� He paused for a ring at the door, waited for Rourke to admit the waiter with another round of sidecars.
�Remember, angel,� he went on patiently when they all had a drink. �Mrs. Davis � or, let�s call her Brewer to avoid confusion � took the picture and note out of a plain Manila envelope. She claimed the envelope it had been mailed in had been destroyed. Of course, it hadn�t been mailed at all. Godfrey had been out to La Roma and recognized Julia, got hold of a nude photo, and written that note. He gave them to Mrs. Brewer and coached her in the story she was to tell me that was sure to intrigue me enough to keep me busy all evening checking up on Dorinda. He knew I wouldn�t turn down an assignment like that � not with Dorinda�s picture in front of me.�
�But why such an elaborate hoax?� demanded Rourke. �What did it accomplish?�
�Exactly what Godfrey wanted and planned. Don�t you see, Tim, he had to make very sure that I would be unable to accept the assignment he offered me. Of tailing himself that night. By making sure that I accepted the Dorinda case first, he was safe in coming to me and trying to hire me to follow him all night. You see, it had to be someone like Hank Black who had not seen him impersonating Brewer. If I had gone out to the packing-plant, I would have recognized him immediately as the man who had just hired me.�
�Then all that hocus pocus about Dorinda was just to make certain you�d be otherwise occupied and call in another detective to take Godfrey�s assignment.�
�That�s right, but it was smart in that he didn�t have Mrs. Brewer feed me a completely cock-and-bull story. By using the truth judiciously, he made certain I wouldn�t quickly discover it was a phony and start wondering why I had been sent on a wild-goose chase. The girl was Julia Lansdowne, she was at La Roma practically against her will, her father�s political career would have been ruined if the truth came out.�
�Even at that, he was taking an awful chance,� insisted Rourke disgustedly. �He might have guessed that you would catch on later that the man who came to your office wasn�t Milton Brewer.�
�How?� demanded Shayne. �It looked safe enough to him. He had mutilated Brewer�s face so I wouldn�t be able to look at the body and say it wasn�t the man who�d come to my office. And, don�t forget there weren�t any pictures of Brewer available for me to look at and do the same thing. If it hadn�t been for that quirk of Brewer�s, Godfrey would probably never have dared try the impersonation.�
�But there was the chance that you would see him later and recognize him.�
�He was leaving for New York on the morning plane,� Shayne reminded the reporter. �He had no reason for returning to Miami where I might see him. After Brewer�s body was found, he could have gone ahead and sold the business from New York, collected insurance on his partner, and later have married his partner�s widow. All the things, by God,� added Shayne with a wide grin, �that he told me he intended doing while he was sitting in my office posing as Brewer.�
�But he must have feared that the police would bring him back for investigation after Brewer was found,� protested Rourke. �He was the one perfect suspect.�
�But he also had a perfect alibi,� Shayne pointed out. �That was the crux of it. As Will Gentry told us, he could never have been extradited in the face of that alibi. Henry Black and I were prepared to swear he couldn�t possibly have killed Brewer.�
�But there were pictures of Godfrey. You might have recognized him from�� Rourke stopped abruptly as remembrance came to him.
Shayne nodded with a wry twist of his mouth. �Pictures aren�t much good for that sort of identification. I did look at those photographs of Godfrey without recognizing him. Black hair and glasses, different clothes and mannerisms � even to the point of wearing shoes a size too small to give him a mincing gait � all add up to a hell of a difference in a man�s appearance. Particularly if you only observe him for a few minutes. I did have a vague feeling of familiarity when I looked at those pics, but that�s as far as it went.
�No. It looked pretty safe to Hiram Godfrey,� Shayne went on ruminatively. �Even if I did eventually learn that the whole story about Mrs. Lansdowne was made up. Mrs. Davis had disappeared in thin air, and there was nothing whatever to connect her with Godfrey.�
�Tim and I are just sitting here waiting,� Lucy told him sweetly, �to hear you say that the one mistake Mr. Godfrey made was in picking on the smartest detective in the country to provide him with an alibi.�
Shayne grinned at her and drained his cocktail glass. �I�ll let Tim point that out in the story he writes for his paper,� he told her modestly.
�But it is the truth, Michael,� she insisted. �Why do you suppose he did pick on you instead of all the other dumb detectives in Miami?�
�I can answer that one,� Rourke told her readily. �He had to be absolutely positive that the man he sent Mrs. Brewer to would fall for her story about Dorinda. Some lecherous-minded old goat who would take one look at the girl�s photograph and start slavering at the mouth. Who else would he pick but Michael Shayne � than whom��
He broke off with a wicked chuckle as Lucy Hamilton jumped to her feet fiercely with angry spots of red in her cheeks and exclaimed, �Michael isn�t like that, Timothy Rourke. He just pretends he is to � to t-tease me. D-Don�t you, Michael?�
�Of course, angel.� Shayne was on his feet swiftly and drew her to him. He glared over the top of her brown head at the reporter and said, �You�ve got your story. Why don�t you get the hell out of here and put it on the wire?�
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