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Аннотация
That suave fly in the ointment of the underworld, Paul Pry, never guessed how close he�d come to pushing up daisies when he Started to chisel in on a suitcase full of hot ice. His one-armed camera-eye side-kick, Mugs Magoo, tried to warn him he was headed for a hearse, but he couldn�t stop playing with fire � particularly when it was a blond blaze with blue eyes who kept saying, �Come on and get burned!�
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Chapter One
Grandstand Play

It was the last half of the seventh inning. The visitors were two runs ahead, and the heavy batting end of the home team was coming up. The crowd was at that emotional pitch when balls are greeted with cheers, strikes bring forth groans, and a foul ball has spectators jumping from their seats, straining their necks.
Paul Pry and Mugs Magoo sat in the grandstand directly behind the catcher.
Paul Pry was drinking a bottle of soda pop, his eyes sparkling with enjoyment. His entire thought processes concentrated upon the progress of the game.
Mugs Magoo, on the other hand, sat heavily on the pads which had been rented for the occasion to soften the hard contours of the grandstand seat. His slightly protruding eyes were masked behind a film which gave them the lack of expression commonly associated with the eyes of a fish. But those eyes missed nothing. Apparently dead, expressionless, inanimate, they were as efficient as the lens of a candid camera.
Mugs Magoo might or might not have been watching the ball game. Certainly he was not absorbed in it, whereas Paul Pry strained every nerve to follow each move in the game which was changing momentarily with such kaleidoscopic swiftness.
Mugs� right arm was off at the shoulder, and his coat sleeve was neatly folded back and pinned. The breadth of his shoulders, the thickness of his neck, and the easy motions of his left arm, showed that, before the accident which had cost him his arm, he had been a very powerful man.
At one time �camera-eye� man for the metropolitan police force, he had catalogued every crook who had worked in the metropolis or who had been mugged by other police departments. A political shake-up, the accident which had lost him his arm, and a proclivity for drinking huge quantities of whiskey, had cost him his police career. Now, he found solace and remuneration in putting his encyclopedic knowledge of the underworld at the service of Paul Pry.
And Paul Pry�s nimble wits, as swift in their functioning as the flashing of the baseball which was making history as it zipped its way across the diamond, made much capital of the information Mugs Magoo was able to give him.

The batter made a terrific swing. The bat struck the ball with a crack which sounded like the blowout of a huge tire. The ball went sailing high in the air, and the crowd surged to its feet.
Far above the field, the baseball started to curve back toward the third-base line. Spectators watched it with that tense silence which is associated with baited breath, clenched hands, and taut lips.
With swift acceleration the curve of the ball took it back over and across the third-base line.
The third baseman couldn�t reach it.
The fielder couldn�t get to it.
The ball thudded to the ground for the third foul to be called on the batter.
With a long drawn sigh, the crowd relaxed. Some sat down at once. Others remained standing as though loath to believe that the play was over, feeling that perhaps a miracle could recall that which had already happened.
Mugs Magoo said conversationally to Paul Pry: �Big Jim Dolovo is having a hell of a time agreeing on a price for his next job.�
Paul Pry deposited the empty soda-pop bottle between his feet, and said: �Mugs, what the devil are you talking about?�
�Big Jim Dolovo.�
�I heard you, but what the devil has Big Jim Dolovo got to do with this ball game?�
�He�s buying a bunch of gems,� Mugs Magoo said, �and the guy he�s dealing with ain�t as easy as Big Jim likes to have �em.�
�You mean he�s buying gems here at this ball game?�
�Yes, of course.�
�But how can you tell, in this bedlam of noise?�
�He�s making signs,� Mugs said.
The pitcher caught the catcher�s signal, wound up, and sent a fast ball hopping toward the plate. The batter braced himself then relaxed.
�Ball three,� the umpire called.
Paul Pry said, moodily: �Do we have to talk business now, Mugs?�
Mugs Magoo deftly extracted a cigarette from a package with his left hand, snapped a match into flame, and lit the fragrant cylinder. �You told me to point out anything interesting in the line of crook activities whenever I saw them, and wherever I saw them,� he said.
The pitcher suddenly wound up, shot his arm back and over. But instead of the fast ball hopping through the air to explode into the catcher�s glove, he sent a delivery which seemed barely to dribble through the air. The tense batter tried to control his swing in vain. He swung so hard that he spun himself through a complete turn, and the swing was fully completed before the hall hit the catcher�s glove.
The crowd roared into noise as the crestfallen batter jogged over to the player�s bench.
While the new batter was stepping up to the plate Paul Pry said: �O.K., Mugs, you win. No good having my attention split up half and half. I didn�t get half the kick out of that strike-out on the slowball I should have. Where the hell�s Big Jim Dolovo, who is he, and what�s he doing?�
�The fat guy over there with the blue coat. The one with the big ring on his hand. You�ll see his hand in a minute. There. He took off his hat to wipe his forehead with a handkerchief. See him?�

Paul Pry stared at the man whose thick neck made corrugated washboards of fat over the back of his coat collar.
�You mean the chap who�s just running his handkerchief around the back of his neck now, Mugs?�
�Yeah, that�s the one.�
�And what about him, Mugs?�
�He fences stolen jewelry. Only he doesn�t handle it the way a pawnbroker or someone else would. He knows what he�s going to buy in advance, figures what he�s going to pay for it, and usually has his market ready for resale before he even gets it.�
�Go on, Mugs,� Paul Pry said. �You interest me, and this batter doesn�t seem to be doing very much for himself.�
Mugs Magoo turned his mournful eyes on the batter who had just swung wildly at the second pitched ball to give the pitcher the advantage of two strikes and no balls.
�Big Jim Dolovo,� Mugs said, as the batter stalled for time by dusting his hands, �has about half a dozen big-time crooks working for him. He tells the crooks what to steal, and how much he�s willing to pay for the take after they get it. The crooks go out and lift the swag. Jim Dolovo pays the agreed price, and that�s all there is to it.�
Paul Pry said: �Look here, Mugs. The police would never stand for that.�
�How could they stop it?� Mugs asked.
�They must know about it. If you know about it, they certainly must be able to get some inkling that��
�They know all about it,� Mugs Magoo said. �That�s all the good it does them.�
�What do you mean?�
�They shadow Big Jim night and day. They�ve got his telephone line tapped. They watch his mail, and they can�t do a damn thing. And don�t think that because I know about things, the police know about them. The cops have changed a lot since I was on the force. In some ways they�re more efficient, and in other ways they ain�t worth a damn. They�re getting soft and lazy because they�ve got machines to do their work.�
�What do you mean machines?� Paul Pry asked.
�Radio, fingerprints, and all that stuff. If they want to know whether a man has a criminal record, they stamp his fingerprints on a piece of paper and telegraph the classification to Washington, and inside a couple of hours they know all about him from the time he was born. But in my time, you were matching wits with crooks all the time. Crooks would change their normal appearance, and you�d have to be on your toes to keep them classified.�
�But surely, Mugs, they can catch this Big Jim Dolovo in��
�You watch,� Mugs Magoo said, �and see how hard it is to figure. The average cop of today with his lie detector and his fingerprint outfit ain�t going to be smart enough to pick it up. You watch the next time the crowd goes mad. You�ll see him hold up his hands... Wait a minute. Here we go...�
The count on the batter was now two and two, and as the pitcher sent his fast ball sizzling across the plate, headed for a third strike, the batter exploded into motion. The bat caught the ball square on the nose, sent it in a line drive, hissing directly over the pitcher�s head.

The crowd came up with a roar. By an effort, Paul Pry tore his eyes from the running player and watched Big Jim Dolovo instead. The big man was yelling like a maniac, but, as he yelled, he was holding up his left hand with three fingers extended, while his right hand, with all five fingers open, was beating the air.
�You get that?� Mugs Magoo asked, as the runner managed to beat the throw to third by the flicker of an eyelash. �It�s a big job. He�s holding up three fingers of his left hand, and he made five separate paws at the air with his right. That means five times five plus three � twenty-eight grand. And when Big Jim Dolovo is ready to go to twenty-eight thousand for a bunch of sparklers, you can gamble they�re worth over a hundred in any man�s money.�
Paul Pry said, regretfully: �Damn it, Mugs, you�ve caused me to lose interest in this ball game.�
�I can�t help it,� Mugs replied. �Those were your instructions. I�m following them. If you don�t want me to tell you about crooks when I see them��
�No, no, that�s all right, Mugs,� Pry said. �Who�s he signaling to?�
�I haven�t found out yet. I can probably spot him before the game�s over.�
�How long�s he been signaling, Mugs?�
�For the last three innings. He started at twenty thousand. The last two grand have been like getting blood out of a turnip. Someone�s holding him up good and proper. He�� Mugs broke off as the batter hit a short grounder, tried to beat it out for first and failed.
Paul Pry, watching Big Jim Dolovo, slowly dropped back into his seat in the grandstand, said: �He doesn�t seem particularly happy.�
�No,� Mugs said. �Apparently the twenty-eight grand was no dice.�
�Will he come up?� Paul Pry asked.
�You can�t tell,� Mugs said. �He may, but I doubt it. If he does, he�ll wait until the last inning to do it. He�s mad now.�
�Wish I could find who�s on the other end of the conversation,� Paul Pry said. �He�s looking over toward the left pretty steadily.�
�Then the man he�s really signaling will be over on the right,� Mugs said decisively.
The visiting team came trotting in. The first batter up hit a long, high fly, the fate of which was virtually a foregone conclusion, but the crowd, half hysterical with emotion, came to its feet to watch the course of the leather sphere against the blue vault of the afternoon sky.
Mugs Magoo said: �There he is.�
�Who?� Paul Pry asked.
��Soup� Scanlon. The guy over there right next to the chap who�s waving the straw hat and yelling.�
�I get you,� Pry said.
The ball thudded into the fielder�s glove. A well dressed individual, accompanied by a girl whose face and figure would have done credit to a front-row chorine in a high-priced revue, yelled, �Right in the old basket, just like that,� and with both hands extended, the fingers wide apart, made three pawing motions at the air.
�There you are,� Mugs Magoo said. �It�s Soup Scanlon, and he wants thirty grand for the job.�
The crowd sat down and Paul Pry watched the icy indifference of Big Jim Dolovo�s motionless frame. �Evidently,� Paul Pry said, �it�s no soap with Big Jim.�
�Looks that way,� Mugs Magoo grunted. �But you never can tell about Big Jim. He�s mad, but when he starts dealing with Soup Scanlon, it�s a case of Greek meeting Greek. Soup is the best box man in the game. He can get a box to drink soup where you couldn�t get the edge of a piece of waxed paper between the door and the safe. It�s a gift.�
Paul Pry said: �He seems to be looking over this way. You don�t think he�s spotted you, do you?�
�Naw,� Mugs said. �Whenever I saw him, it was in a shadow box. I was back where he couldn�t see me, and he was under the bright lights. He�s just looking at us because Big Jim Dolovo is between him and us, and he don�t want to miss any move that Big Jim makes.�
�And you mean to say that they carry on their negotiations like this?� Paul Pry asked.
�Matters of price, yes,� Mugs Magoo said. �Picking out the gems Soup is to cop, has all been handled before the deal gets to this stage.�
�How was it done?� Paul Pry asked.
�Through the personal columns of the paper, probably.�
Paul Pry�s eyes ceased to be interested in what was taking place on the ball diamond. Narrowed into thoughtful slits, his eyes became level-lidded with concentration as he studied Big Jim Dolovo, Soup Scanlon, and the possibilities of the situation.
�Who�s Soup�s lady friend, Mugs?� he asked.
�That�s �Merva� Bond � short for Minerva. She�s class.�
�Does she have a record?�
�Sure. It sure does beat hell how that girl keeps her youth. She looks to be about twenty-three or twenty-four, but she�s seen lots of action, that gal. She was moll for Spider Murphy�s right-hand man. He was rubbed out, and then Spider took her over. She��
A fast grounder brought the crowd to its feet. Paul Pry, shouting wildly, held up his right hand with the fingers spread wide apart. His left hand, high above his head, remained stationary with two fingers extended. The right hand pawed the air three times.
Mugs Magoo, watching him apprehensively, said: �What the hell are you doing?�
�Signaling Big Jim Dolovo,� Paul Pry said.
�Oh, my God!� Mugs exclaimed, and slumped down in the chair as though his muscles had lost their strength.

Slowly, the crowd subsided. Paul Pry sat down with a satisfied smile on his face.
�Did he see you?� Mugs asked apprehensively.
�I�m not certain,� Paul Pry said, �but Merva Bond did, and she�s pointing me out to Soup Scanlon.�
Mugs Magoo wiped perspiration from his forehead. �Serves me right,� he said, �for going out with a damn lunatic.�
�What�s the matter now?� Paul Pry asked. �I was just underbidding Soup Scanlon for the job.�
�You�re signing your death warrant,� Mugs said gloomily. �Don�t put my number up at the same time. Go push up your own daisies. For God�s sake, quit talking to me. Don�t let on that you know me.�
He turned his head partially away, took off his hat, and mopped his forehead, taking care that his hat shielded his lips from the eyes of Soup Scanlon.
�That whole thing,� he said, �was loaded with dynamite. Whatever deal Big Jim�s putting across, if it�s worth twenty-eight grand to Big Jim, a human life more or less ain�t even worth considering. If Big Jim gets wise that you�ve spotted the signals, he�ll rub you out just like stepping on a bug. Of all the damn-fool things you�ve ever done in your life, you�ve won the first prize right now. You�ve been a good pal, and I ain�t trying to say I haven�t appreciated what you�ve done for me, but just because you�ve decided to commit suicide is no reason I�m going to make it a double play. When I die, I want it to be from drinking too much whiskey and not from stopping bullets. You got yourself into this. Now go ahead and get yourself out.�
Mugs Magoo, holding his hat in his left hand so that it furnished a shield behind which his features were concealed from Soup Scanlon and Big Jim Dolovo, threaded his way across feet and pop bottles to the aisle, and dove for the exit like a startled rabbit popping from a burrow.
Thereafter, there was plenty of excitement on the ball diamond. The visitors got a man on first, then hit into a double play, and the next batter popped up a foul ball which the catcher had no difficulty in handling. The home team slugged its way into a tardy batting rally. The ball was sent skidding around the diamond in a series of grounders, fouls, and line drives. The bases were filled, with none out. The crowd, yelling itself hoarse, spent about half of the time on its feet.
Paul Pry, shouting and gesticulating with the rest, made a series of signs to the coldly unresponsive Big Jim Dolovo�s icy countenance, while Soup Scanlon and his blond companion watched Pry with eyes that held considerably more than mere curiosity.
It was in the last half of the ninth inning, that Big Jim Dolovo surrendered to Soup Scanlon. A local player, favorite with the fans, was trying to beat a throw to first. The shortstop, seeing the play was going to be close, made a wild throw, and as the crowd went crazy, Big Jim Dolovo, with all the outward gestures of wild enthusiasm, held both hands high in the air with five fingers of each hand extended and pawed at the air three times.
Soup Scanlon had won his point, and his price of thirty thousand dollars.



Chapter Two
�Doctor�s� Orders

There was no sign of Mugs Magoo when Paul Pry, surrendering his parking ticket to an attendant, slid in behind the wheel of his powerful convertible coupe, and gunned the motor into throbbing life.
It was as Paul Pry was leaving the parking station, his eyes darting about in vain search for Mugs Magoo that it happened. One of the bystanders subsequently claimed that Paul Pry swerved the wheel. Another insisted that the young woman had stepped directly in front of the car. It was, after all, merely a matter of opinion, and bystanders are notoriously inaccurate.
Thanks to the young woman�s swift grace, as well as to Paul Pry�s instantaneous reaction to emergency, there was nothing more than a slight jar, as her body lurched against the fender of Paul Pry�s big, cream-colored automobile.
Paul Pry could have sworn that, at the last moment, she had moved her hand with swift rapidity, so that it was only the palm of her hand which thudded against the right front fender, but her position was such that the hood partially concealed her arms from the eyes of the driver, and her back was to Paul Pry, so he couldn�t be certain.
The woman had given a little scream, had held her hands to her slender body, pressing just below the left breast. She had gasped, staggered, and would have fallen had men not rushed to hold her up.
Paul Pry slid out from behind the steering wheel, ran around the car. �I say,� he cried out, �are you hurt?�
She tried to smile, but the pain which was twisting her countenance made the smile forced and strained. �I�ll be all right,� she said gamely.
That was the first good glimpse Paul Pry had of her face. She was the blond woman who had been with Soup Scanlon, the one Mugs Magoo had called Merva Bond.
For a moment her eyes seemed anxious, as though wondering if, perhaps, Paul Pry would give some indication that he had seen her before.
�I�m so sorry,� he said. �Tell me, are you hurt?�
�I don�t think so. I think I�m coming along all right.�
�Jump in and let me take you to a hospital,� Paul Pry said.
She laughed then, and her laugh was melodious, reassuring to the anxious ears of the bystanders who had gathered about, and whose sympathies had been all for the girl rather than the driver, in direct ratio to the young woman�s beauty.
�A hospital?� she said. �Good Lord, what would I want with a hospital? I�m perfectly able to travel, as I usually travel, on streetcars.�
�Get in,� Paul Pry invited. �At least, let me take you to your destination. And I�d much prefer, for my own peace of mind, to have some reputable physician��
Her laugh was quite carefree now. �I�m not the kind that says she�s all right, and then later on shows up with some shyster lawyer and a big claim for damages due to �nervous shock.� And in the second place, it was entirely my own fault. I stepped away from the path of that other car without looking where I was going, and walked right in front of your automobile. You stopped almost instantly, so forget it.�
One of the bystanders said: �Don�t go making any statements until after you�ve seen a lawyer, miss.�
She snubbed his advice with a toss of her head and an upthrust chin. �The crowd,� she said to Paul Pry, �seems to be gathering.�
Paul Pry opened the door of the convertible, extended his hand in a gesture of invitation.

She let her elbow rest lightly, for the moment, on his extended palm. With a quick flash of slender legs she squirmed her supple body into the automobile, around on the seat. She laughed, and said: �I�m ready and, if you insist, I will save carfare. You see, I�� She caught herself midsentence as she was drawing in a breath. A quick twinge of pain erased the smile from her lips. Her hand went mechanically to her left side. �Oh,� she said. �I think I will let you run me to my doctor � if you don�t mind.�
�Not at all,� Paul Pry said, closing the car door and crossing to climb in behind the steering wheel.
Four or five of the spectators, their eyes fastened on Merva Bond�s beauty, ostentatiously took down the license number of Paul Pry�s automobile.
Pry tapped the tips of his fingers on the horn button, eased the car into motion and inched his way through the gathering crowd and out of the parking place.
�You have some doctor in particular that you�d like to see?� he asked.
�Yes,� she said. �A man in whom I have the utmost confidence, Doctor Paul Warfield. It�s after office hours. He�ll be in the Wendell Arms Apartments now. Apartment C, I believe it is. If you don�t mind, we�ll run by and see just what he has to say.�
�It�ll relieve my mind a great deal,� Paul Pry agreed.
During the drive to the Wendell Arms Apartments, Merva Bond showed herself to be a good sport who was determined to carry on, despite an injury which was causing her some pain. �I don�t know what you must think of me,� she said. �You must think I�m frightfully stupid.�
�I think you�re very delightful, very game, and very beautiful,� Paul Pry gallantly assured her.
Her warm brown eyes surveyed him with approval. �You know,� she said, �convention requires that I get your name and address and all that sort of thing.�
Paul Pry liked to drive powerful and distinctive automobiles. In his particular profession, however, a distinctive automobile was something more than a luxury. It represented a business blunder. He had, therefore, sought to compromise by indulging his flair for automobiles and assisting Mugs Magoo�s lugubrious prayers for his safety, by maintaining an apartment residential address under the name of Rodney Bock. It was this name and address which he gave to Merva Bond who reciprocated in kind by telling him that her name was Vivian Goff, that she was a stenographer working in a title insurance company, and that she had, by dint of careful saving, amassed enough money to leave on a two weeks� vacation, during which she was determined to do exactly as she pleased, rather than follow some particular vacation plan. The first steps in this rather unusual vacation had been to get herself a manicure, a new dress, a beauty treatment, and take in the ball game.
Paul Pry assured her that it would be a shame to have her vacation spoiled, and he trusted that her injuries wouldn�t inconvenience her.

Having arrived at the Wendell Arms Apartments and followed the blonde�s lead to Apartment C on the seventh floor, Paul Pry was not in the least surprised when Doctor Paul Warfield turned out to be none other than Soup Scanlon, rigged out with a stethoscope, a concave reflector strapped around his forehead, and a gravely professional manner.
�Doctor� Warfield naturally examined his patient in the privacy of a separate room. His manner, when he returned to Paul Pry while the patient was �dressing,� was grave in the extreme.
�The poor girl,� he said to Paul Pry. �I�m afraid she doesn�t appreciate in the least what it is.�
�Good heavens,� Pry exclaimed. �You don�t mean to tell me she�s seriously injured?�
�Yes and no,� Doctor Warfield said, watching Paul Pry with alert eyes. �She�s suffering from an incurable disease which the injury has aggravated.�
�Surely not that young woman,� Paul Pry exclaimed.
The �doctor� nodded gravely. �A malignant condition,� he said, �which would have made itself manifest within the next six weeks or two months at the latest, has given the first preliminary twinges of pain due to the slight jar she received. There�s no external evidence of that injury, not even a bruise on the skin. But the internal condition has been aggravated, brought to her consciousness.�
�You�ve told her?� Paul Pry asked.
�Certainly not. She tells me that she is just embarking upon her vacation. It�s a vacation which she has looked forward to for some time, a chance to spend her savings living her own life in the city as she would like to live it. I fear that at the end of that vacation, she�ll be faced with the realization that she will never return to work. It will be a blessing if you will cooperate with me in the pleasant fiction of making her believe that any twinges of pain she may have from time to time are solely the result of a cracked rib, due entirely to the accident, and will disappear in the course of time. And, of course, that little deception will entail some continuing interest on your part � perhaps even some very nominal financial assistance.�
Paul Pry thrust out his hand, grabbed Doctor Warfield�s and shook it fervidly. �You,� Paul Pry said, �can count on me. I�ll do everything possible. I�ll go the limit.�
�Of course,� Doctor Warfield said, �I want to follow this thing up. I don�t want to pry into your private affairs, but I want to know something about who you are, where you live, what you do, and just what you contemplate doing.�
Paul Pry bowed. �I quite appreciate your position, Doctor,� he said. �The name is Rodney Bock. I reside at Four Hundred and Nine East Brookdale Avenue � the Brookdale Apartments. I�m not home very much of the time, as my business takes me about the country. Pm what you might call a sharpshooter. I know something about the value of real estate and various other things. I travel around the country keeping an eye on the economic pulse of different communities, knowing what towns are due to boom and approximately how long the boom should last. I drift into a town, buy up real estate, hold until I think the crest of the wave is about due, then unload.�
�It�s profitable, I suppose?� Doctor Warfield asked.
�Quite profitable,� Paul Pry assured him gravely. �And as far as this young lady is concerned, you may rest assured that I intend to see to it that everything is done which is humanly possible.�
Doctor Warfield�s tone was that of the physician fully alive to his responsibilities. �All that is humanly possible,� he said, �is that the realization of her condition be kept from her as long as possible and her last few weeks be made happy � if you understand what I mean.�
�I shall do my utmost to make them happy,� Paul Pry promised.



Chapter Three
Three Quarts a Day

Except by special dispensation from Paul Pry, Mugs Magoo was restricted to one quart of whiskey a day. Mugs had solemnly promised, and once having given his word would never go back on it, but there were times when he regretted his bargain, and this was one of them.
Paul Pry, alert, debonair, and smiling, opened the door, made a saluting gesture with his open hand, and said: �Hi, Mugs.�
Mugs Magoo, just filling his glass from the all-but-empty bottle, made a great show of rubbing his eyes with the knuckles of his left hand. �If it�s you,� he said, �I�m drunk, and I ain�t been drunk on one quart of whiskey in ten years. If it ain�t you, it�s your ghost, and I�m still drunk, only I can�t be drunk on what I�ve had to drink.�
�Me in person,� Paul Pry assured him, closing the door, �and not a ghost.�
�You�re living on borrowed time,� Mugs said. �A guy can�t pull the stunt you did and keep on living. You stuck your head into a powder magazine, and then obligingly dropped your own match.�
�So far,� Paul Pry said, with a grin, �nothing very awful has happened to me, Mugs. I�ve met a beautiful blonde by the name of Vivian Goff.�
�Who�s she?� Mugs Magoo asked.
�When you pointed her out to me this afternoon, you said her name was Merva Bond.�
�How�d you meet her?�
�Oh, I just ran into her,� Paul Pry said, breezily. �And then I met a Doctor Paul Warfield who�s her personal physician. When you pointed him out to me, you said he was Soup Scanlon.�
Mugs Magoo tossed off the glass of liquor, tilted the bottle to empty the last few drops into the glass, and then regarded the empty receptacle with tired, disillusioned eyes. �I don�t know why I let you sell me on this quart-a-day business,� he said. �A quart a day ain�t enough to get drunk on, and yet it keeps the desire alive. If I didn�t drink any, I�d gradually get over wanting the stuff.�
�Why not do that?� Paul Pry asked. �Why not become a teetotaler, Mugs?�
�I�d never last long enough to teetotal,� Mugs Magoo answered wearily. �I�m too old a dog to learn new tricks. Drinking whiskey has become a part of my daily routine. Take it away from me and I�d blow up with a bang.�
�No one wants you to do that,� Paul Pry said sympathetically. �You�ve managed to get along for months on a quart a day. If you can do it that long, you can continue to do it.�
�Oh, I guess I can continue all right,� Mugs Magoo said. �I ain�t living; I�m existing. Ordinarily, I can get along on a quart and manage to keep fairly comfortable, but then you come along and start rocking the boat, and my nerves need some sort of sedative.�
�It certainly is too bad,� Paul Pry sympathized, seeing the drift of the conversation, �that I couldn�t resist the opportunity to make the acquaintance of your charming friends.�
�They didn�t follow you here?� Mugs Magoo asked, tonelessly.
�No, I gave them the Brookdale Apartment address, and they followed me there. I took care they didn�t follow me from there on.�
�They�ll get you,� Mugs Magoo said.
�They seem very friendly,� Paul Pry pointed out.

Mugs Magoo tossed off the last of the whiskey, regarded the empty glass with the expression of a man gazing down into a coffin at the face of his best friend. �Yeah,� he said, slowly, �they�ll string you along for a while in order to find out how much you know. You see, you didn�t register as knowing anything about them, but only as knowing something about Big Jim Dolovo. So Big Jim signaled them to pick you up, and turn you inside out. After you�ve been turned inside out, Big Jim Dolovo will give the word, and you�ll start pushing up daisies.�
�In the meantime,� Paul Pry said, �I think I�m going to have some very delightful evenings with Miss Vivian Goff � Merva Bond to you, Mugs.�
�Yeah, you�ll have some delightful evenings all right,� Mugs Magoo said, without enthusiasm. �Some day, she�ll draw up and yoo-hoo at you from a car. You�ll take off your hat, put on your best smirk, and trip across to say �Why, how do you do, Miss Goff. This is indeed a pleasure,� and she�ll draw back a little, and someone from behind her will push the muzzle of a machine gun across her lap and blow your backbone into your coat tails.�
Paul Pry ignored the gloomy prediction. �Did you say they communicated through the personal columns?�
�Who?�
�The crooks.�
�Yes, sure. Listen, couldn�t I have another quart of whiskey just to celebrate the last time we�re sitting around in the old apartment, chatting about crooks and things?�
Paul Pry shook his head, went to the shelf where newspapers were piled, and began busying himself with the personal columns. After a while, he had segregated two messages. �Look at this, Mugs,� he said. ��S-S. Return home. All is forgiven. Fara.��
Mugs Magoo yawned drowsily. �Yeah, you can find all you want of those,� he said. �They keep those in type all the time. All they change are the initials and the signature.�
�And then this one,� Paul Pry said. ��S-S. Nice to have you back. Have a fine job for you. Play ball! You always were a grandstander, so why not watch the grandstand? Time is ripe for immediate action. But must reach terms this afternoon. Day.��
Mugs Magoo stretched back his deep chest, sucked in a lungful of air, and gave a prodigious yawn.
�That whiskey making you sleepy?� Paul Pry asked.
�Not the whiskey,� Mugs said drowsily, �and I ain�t what you call sleepy. I�m just tired. The goofy things you do is what makes me tired.�
�How about that last ad?� Paul Pry asked. �Does that sound like one addressed to Soup Scanlon?�
�Uh-huh. That�s Big Jim all right,� Mugs Magoo said, and dropped his chin on his breast while he slept.
Paul Pry opened the closet which contained his collection of drums. He could never really concentrate upon the abstract until after he had lulled his conscious senses into a state of mental tranquility through the pulsations of drums. His drum collection contained specimens gathered in various parts of the world. His particular favorite was a Japanese Shinto temple drum which is not beaten at all, but is rubbed gently around the rim until the drum, which looks like a very thin metal bowl, builds up vibrations which multiply into a resonance of rhythm. Long after the rubbing has ceased, the drum continues to pulsate in the generation of weird throbbing cadences. By following that rhythm as it fades down into silence, the Japanese worshipper is able to concentrate his attention upon the imponderables.
Paul Pry gently rubbed the drum into life, and then sat squatting on his heels, listening to the sound which pulsed into noise, died down almost into silence, then throbbed once more into audible sound. With the passing of seconds, the emanations of sound beating upon the eardrums grew momentarily fainter, although the loss in volume was almost imperceptible.

Mugs Magoo stirred. His eyelids quivered. An expression of annoyance flickered across his countenance. Slowly, his eyes opened, stared stupidly for a moment, then took on expression as the noise of the drum penetrated to his consciousness. He started to say something, then at the look of dreamy, abstract concentration on Paul Pry�s face, changed his mind and compressed his lips in an attempt to control his feelings.
Paul Pry found the throbbing sounds of primitive drums an aid to concentration. His mind hatched out his most diabolically clever schemes under the hypnotic influence of those pulsing drums. Mugs Magoo, on the other hand, hated drums, and everything which pertained to drums. Not only did the beat of tom-toms fail to lull his senses into that dreamy languor which is conducive to concentration, but his nerves reacted to the sound just as a man�s physical body at times becomes allergic to certain foods.
Twice more, Paul Pry rubbed the Japanese temple drum into sound. His face, a mask of tranquility, remained as impervious to the affairs of the material world about him as the face of a graven Sakyamuni buddha.
Mugs Magoo could stand it no longer. �For God�s sake,� he groaned, �can�t you find something else to help you concentrate? Why don�t you try scratching your fingernails along cloth or sharpen a saw, or something like that? Those damn drums set my teeth on edge, and make my nerves snarl into knots.�
Paul Pry seemingly paid no attention to the outburst. He did not look up. His eyes remained half closed, fixed in dreamy concentration upon the infinite. He said, in the toneless voice of one who is completely relaxed: �You are to become a rajah, Mugs. For three days, you will have all the whiskey you want to drink. Remember, Mugs, when we were working on Knockout Katie Standler and Percentage Pete Drumgold, I pretented that I was selecting some gems for the Rajah of Rajore?�
Mugs Magoo nodded pessimistically. �Yeah, I remember,� he said. �We got out of that case by the skin of our eyeteeth.�
�Well,� Paul Pry went on, �this time you are actually to become the Rajah of Rajore. You will wear a white turban. In the center of that white turban, will be a flaming red, pigeon-blood ruby.�
�Just a minute. Just a minute,� Mugs Magoo interposed. �What�s that ruby going to be made of?�
�That ruby,� Paul Pry said, regarding Mugs Magoo with smiling eyes, �is going to be made of the purest, finest, pigeon-blood � beer-bottle glass obtainable.�
Mugs Magoo made tasting noises with his tongue against the roof of his mouth. �My mouth�s so dry,� he said, �I can�t think. But what little thinking I can do indicates to me that you�re crazy. Me, a Rajah of Rajore, a priceless piece of pigeon-blood glass in the front of my turban. Oh nuts!�
Paul Pry said: �Wait until you hear the build-up, Mugs. The newspapers will do you proud.�
�Yes, they will,� Mugs Magoo said. �They�ll expose me as a fraud and a cheat.�
�No, they won�t, Mugs. You�re to have the best suite in the Altamont Hotel. You will be waited on by several dusky, olive-skinned women with eyes that are lambent pools of romance, bodies that are willowy in their seductive��
�Where are they coming from?� Mugs Magoo asked.
�The best-looking octoroons money can buy,� Paul Pry explained.
�Uh-huh,� Mugs Magoo said. �Go ahead. Rave on. Have your little pipe dream. When you read the headlines in the newspaper, you�ll see �em like this: �Mugs Magoo, ex-cop, tries to kid public. Puts on act as fake rajah. Surrounded by octoroons, one-armed cop guzzles whiskey, tries to palm off glass gem as real ruby, and self as Rajah of Rajore. Federal men are investigating on moral�s charge. Hotel has attached baggage for bill, and grand jury threatens to indict for fraud.��
Paul Pry laughed. �That,� he said, �might be true, if it weren�t for the buildup, Mugs. Listen to the build-up.�

He stepped to the telephone, dialed the Altamont Hotel and asked to be connected with the manager�s office. Then he said: �Will you please reserve the most expensive and exclusive suite in the house for Mr. John J. Smith. Mr. Smith will arrive late this evening. He will be accompanied by several servants. The servants, however, are not to be housed in Mr. Smith�s suite, but are to have the second most expensive suite in the house for their exclusive use. The name is Smith, John J. Smith, of Calcutta. This is Mr. Bock talking, Mr. Smith�s business agent, and I will be at the hotel within two hours to inspect the rooms and make a cash deposit sufficient to insure Mr. Smith unlimited credit for anything he may desire. Under no circumstances is Mr. Smith to be annoyed by any commercial transactions. Nor is he to be available to reporters. In fact, you will say nothing whatever to reporters about Mr. Smith�s reservations. Thank you very much. Good-bye.�
Paul Pry hung up the telephone and dialed another number. �Put me through to the city editor�s desk,� he said. �This is a red-hot tip... Hello... Listen, I�m not giving my right name because I can�t figure in it, but you can give me a number � One-two-three-four-five. Get that, One-two-three-four-five. O.K., when a messenger comes to you and says �One-two-three-four-five,� you give him an envelope with some dough in it for what the tip is worth, do you get me? Now listen, this is hot... All right. You can be the judge... Now get this.
�John J. Smith of Calcutta, who is registered at the Altamont Hotel, is really the Rajah of Rajore, and the women that are with him are the wives of his harem � all modern and up-to-date. They�re registered as servants because he don�t want to have any argument about bigamy with the State authorities... Don�t take my word for it. Just do a little snooping on your own. He�s here on business, and he�s spent a wad of dough to make certain that no one knows who John J. Smith really is. This is a scoop � and incidentally, that ruby in his turban is worth a cool quarter of a million, aside from having a religious significance. The rajah can�t ever be without that in his turban, and no hands except his own can touch it. If you want a swell yarn, there it is.�
Paul Pry hung up the telephone and grinned at Mugs Magoo.
Mugs Magoo groaned. �Ain�t ft enough,� he said, �for you to make a date to start pushing up daisies, without dragging me down into the grave with you?�
�But think of those women, Mugs? Those dusky-skinned, willowy figured��
�Nuts,� Mugs Magoo said. �Plow much whiskey do I get?�
�Two quarts a day,� Paul Pry promised.
�No soap,� Mugs Magoo said.
�Make it three,� Paul Pry conceded, �and that�s the absolute limit.�
�Let�s see,� Mugs Magoo figured orally. �Eight hours for sleep, that leaves sixteen hours. One hour for bathing, shaving, and dressing. That leaves fifteen hours. Divide fifteen hours by three bottles of whiskey, and that�s one bottle for five hours. Five hours into one bottle of whiskey goes��
�Goes three times as far as one bottle of whiskey into fifteen hours,� Paul Pry interrupted.
Mugs Magoo heaved a tremulous sigh. �Sold,� he said.



Chapter Four
Night-Club Confessional

The Hawaiian dancers in the floor show, accompanied by twanging guitars and the chanting of weird Polynesian melodies, swayed through the concluding motions of the hula. The music rose to an emotional crescendo, then died away on that peculiar, plaintive note which characterizes Hawaiian music. For a moment, the girls were motionless. Then they bowed as lights came on, and diners burst into applause.
Paul Pry smiled across into the watchful eyes of Merva Bond. �Did you enjoy it?� he asked.
�Oh, I thought it was wonderful,� she said. �I think those Island dances are just�� She broke off in the middle of the sentence. Her face twisted into an expression of pain as she pressed her hand against her left side. Her breath came in a quick, gasping intake. Then once more, the smile was back on her face. �I just adore those Islanders,� she said. �Some day I�m going to Honolulu and learn to do the hula. Tell me, Mr. Bock, do you suppose I could get one of these girls to teach me how to do the hula?�
�You might try,� Paul Pry said, his forehead wrinkling with sympathy. �What�s the matter? Does your side hurt?�
�Oh, it�s nothing,� she said, laughing. �Just a little catch that comes in there sometimes, a little twinge of pain, at the most unexpected moments.�
�Forget it,� Paul Pry said. �It will be all right in a day or two. Probably just a little aftermath of the accident. I certainly feel like a criminal spoiling your vacation.�
�Oh, but you haven�t! You�re making it simply wonderful!�
Paul Pry inclined his head. �Dead game!� he muttered, half under his breath.
�What was that?� she asked.
�Nothing,� he said. �Just a thought that slipped out.�
�A good thought?� she asked.
�Very good.�
Suddenly her eyes accused him. �You�ve been stringing me,� she charged.
�Stringing you?� Paul Pry asked.
�Yes. You told me that you were a sharpshooter going around looking for investments.�
�But I am,� Paul Pry insisted.
Her eyes were hard as steel. �You,� she said, �are the business manager for Mr. John J. Smith who has the most expensive suite in the Altamont Hotel, and Mr. Smith, as tomorrow morning�s newspaper will announce, is in reality the Rajah of Rajore.�
Paul Pry�s face showed surprise. �You do get around, don�t you?�
�I found out about it,� she told him, �by accident.�
Paul Pry�s face twisted into a frown of annoyance.
�What�s the matter?� she asked. �Do you resent my asking that you be fair with me?�
�No,� Paul Pry said, �but I didn�t want to tell you. And yet I couldn�t go on deceiving you, but I had to.�
�Why did you have to deceive me?� she asked.
Paul Pry shook his shoulders as though shaking off a burden of deception. �All right,� he said, �if you want to know the truth, I�m an international gem thief. The Rajah of Rajore has a ruby on his turban that�s worth something over a quarter of a million. There�s no ruby exactly like it anywhere on earth. I happen to want that ruby.�

Paul Pry scraped back his chair.
�Now then,� he said, �you understand why I didn�t want you to know. You�re too nice a girl to associate with crooks, and yet I couldn�t keep on lying to you. This will be good-bye. It was swell while it lasted.�
Her eyes were big and starry. �Oh,� she said, �I respect you so much for telling me. And, after all, you know, I don�t think it�s exactly a crime to rob the very rich and� Well,� she rushed on, with a quick, nervous laugh, �anything that you do seems absolutely all right. I�� Her face twisted into a spasm of pain. �Oh,� she said, �that hurts. Excuse me. I�ve � I must go to the restroom and lie down for a moment. Promise me you won�t leave. Promise that no matter what happens, you won�t go away, that you�ll stay here and wait for me. I want to see you. I want to talk with you. But I can�t now. Oh, my side hurts!�
Paul Pry was on his feet, bending solicitously over her. She let him pull back her chair, walk for a few steps at her side, then said, �Wait, please. I�ll be back in a few minutes,� and threaded her way along the crowded dance floor to disappear behind the curtains of the ladies� room.
Paul Pry beckoned to the girl who was selling cigars and cigarettes.
�Want to make five bucks, sister?� he asked.
Her face was, for the moment, coldly scornful. Then, as her eyes studied his profile, the corners of her lips twisted slightly into a smile.
�How?� she asked.
�The jane who was with me,� Paul Pry said, �is a married woman. There�s just a chance she may be taking me for the old badger game. She slipped into the ladies� room, and I think she�s telephoning. She�s a blonde with a��
�Yes, I noticed her,� the cigarette girl said. �What do I do?�
�Slip in there and hear as much of the conversation as you can, then relay it back to me.�
�For five bucks?� she asked.
�For ten, if you make a good job of it,� Paul Pry said.
She flashed him a smile over her shoulder as she vanished in the direction of the dressing-room.
Five minutes later she was back, bending over the table, her tray, with its assortment of cigars and cigarettes, held temptingly close, so that the aroma of tobacco drifted to Paul Pry�s nostrils. Her smile was disarming, cordial, and impersonal.
�Cigars?� she asked. �Cigarettes?�
Paul Pry gravely indicated a package of cigarettes, and took a wallet from his pocket.
She tore open the cigarette package, and, as Paul Pry took a cigarette, bent close to hold a lighted match.
�You�re hooked,� she said, as Paul Pry inhaled the first, deep drag from the cigarette. �She�s calling a guy she calls Soup, and says she�s all set to take you to the cleaners. That you�re not to be rubbed out right away, because you�re going to pull a chestnut out of the fire first.�
Paul Pry said, �Thanks,� and handed her a twenty-dollar bill.
�Just a moment and I�ll get you your change.�
He shook his head. �My compliments,� he said.
She smiled down at him. �Sorry that the rose you picked was so full of thorns,� she said. �Try me some night. I haven�t any husband,� and she was gone, moving along the table repeating in a voice of cultivated sweetness: �Cigars? Cigarettes?�

It was ten minutes before Merva Bond returned. She had removed every trace of make-up from her face. Her lips were no longer a vivid splash of crimson. Her cheeks had ceased to glow with orange rouge. She looked ghastly white, and the quivering pallor of her lips would have aroused masculine sympathy in the breast of any man who had not made an intensive study of feminine facial embellishments.
�I�m afraid,� she said, putting a quivering hand on Paul Pry�s arm, �this spell isn�t going to go away. I think I�d better go lie down, if you don�t mind. Will you take me home, please?�
Paul Pry responded at once with the swift action of a born executive. He sent waiters scurrying to find his waiter and bring the check. The hat-check girl came to the dining-room to bring Merva Bond�s wraps, and the doorman had a taxicab drawn up at the curb, waiting.
Merva Bond smiled her gratitude with pale lips as Paul Pry handed her into the cab.
Directly behind the cab was a black sedan with four men seated in it. These men had their chins lowered into their coat collars, wide-brimmed hats pulled low over their foreheads, shading their faces. They sat grim, tense, purposeful.
Merva Bond raised her eyes, caught the gaze of the driver, and gently shook her head.
The driver turned and said something to the men in the rear seat. Then the touring car turned from the curb and vanished into the traffic.



Chapter Five
The Rajah of Rajore

Paul Pry tapped at the door of Suite A on the twenty-fourth floor of the Altamont Hotel. A beautiful young woman, with just the suggestion of dusky olive coloring to her skin, opened the door to survey him with dark, smoky eyes. �Yes?� she asked.
�Tell the Rajah of Rajore that Paul Pry is here.�
�Are you with the newspapers?�
�No, I have an appointment.�
�The newspaper men all make stalls like that,� she said. �The rajah said that the next one that fooled me was going to cost me my job.�
�Wouldn�t that be something?� Paul Pry asked. �Just to relieve you of responsibility, I, myself, will walk in and tell the rajah that I�m here.�
He started to push past her.
A burly individual with a thick cane materialized from the shadows to bar his progress. �No, you don�t, buddy,� he said, lowering the cane so that the head was pointed toward the pit of Paul Pry�s stomach.
Paul Pry laughed. �I�m afraid the rajah is getting an imperial complex,� he said.
�The rajah isn�t to be disturbed.�
Paul Pry said: �I�d hate to get you fired, my man.�
�You won�t get me fired for obeying orders,� the man told him, grimly.
�Think not?� Paul Pry remarked, putting a cigarette into his mouth and raising his hand to light it.
�I know it,� the man said.
Paul Pry brought his hands down slowly, casually, until they were just over the poised club. Then his left hand pushed the cane down and to one side. His right heel came down hard against the big man�s instep. Paul Pry�s educated shoulder, with just the right leverage behind it, sent the big man spinning back against the chair. Paul Pry walked rapidly through the rooms of the palatial suite.
The Rajah of Rajore sat in the front room upon a pile of sofa cushions. The entire corner behind him was a bank of cushions. The rajah�s shoes were off, and his legs were crossed. His face held an expression of calm tranquility. The white turban, which was wound up across his forehead, held a vivid pool of crimson light. A huge oval the size of a man�s palm was a crimson magnet, drawing the eyes. A narghile was on the floor in front of him, and the long tube stretched to Mugs Magoo�s thick lips, lips which puffed appreciatively from time to time, drawing clouds of smoke bubbling through the water.
Out in the middle of the floor, a dusky octoroon was swaying in the rhythm of a harem dance, while music was furnished by a phonograph which filled the suite with strains from an Oriental orchestra record.
Over in the corner, somewhat dazed, a newspaperman was taking rapid notes. In front of the rajah were two empty whiskey bottles. Mugs was just starting on a third bottle, when he looked up and saw Paul Pry.
He turned to the newspaper reporter. �It is my imperial will,� he said, �that the interview terminate forthwith. I am now busy with an important matter which Christian infidels must not hear, as it concerns the sanctity of my harem.�

It spoke volumes for the impressive manner in which Mugs Magoo had handled the situation that the hard-boiled, metropolitan newspaperman arose as though taking leave of a royal personage, and tiptoed from the room.
Mugs Magoo, puffing away at the water pipe, said to Paul Pry: �Shut off that damn phonograph. Kick this slave out of here.�
The woman stopped her dancing to say: �I ain�t no slave, and don�t go calling me one.�
Mugs Magoo raised his heavy, filmed eyes. �Come here,� he said.
The woman hesitated a moment, then sullenly walked over toward the pile of sofa cushions on which the Rajah of Rajore sat cross-legged.
�Ever hear of what happens to rebellious wives in my country?� Mugs asked.
�I�m not in your country,� she said. �I�m here.�
�They�re sewed in sacks,� Mugs Magoo went on, �and dropped into the Bosporus.�
�You ain� goin� sew me in no sack, mister.�
Mugs Magoo met her flaming eyes. �I didn�t say I was,� he said. �I was just explaining why I have no civilized manners as far as women are concerned.�
�Well, I�ll civilize you,� she said. �In case you don�t know it, Mistah Rajah, that was a damn good dance, an� I ain�t accustomed to bein� called no slave.�
Paul Pry fought back amusement from his eyes.
�I think,� Mugs Magoo said, �that you�d make an excellent queen of my harem. When I go back, I think I�ll take you back with me. How�d you like to be the queen boss of the outfit, have about twenty-five women to wait on you, and have your word law?�
She tilted her chin scornfully. �Humph,� she said, as she started for the door. �Get sewed in a sack and dropped in the phosphorous!�
When she had closed the door, Paul Pry roared with laughter. �Mugs, you�re getting your geography mixed. You�re a rajah from India. The Bosporus is where they drop the recalcitrant wives of the sultans. And where the hell did you get that water pipe?�
Mugs said: �I rang up the hotel manager and gave him hell because they didn�t have water pipes in the hotel.�
�You,� Paul Pry charged, �are quite drunk.�
Mugs poured the first drink of whiskey from the third bottle. �Wrong again,� he said. �I�ve only had two quarts this afternoon.�
�You�re drunk,� Paul Pry repeated.
Mugs Magoo raised filmed, dubious eyes. �Damned if I don�t know but what you�re right, Paul,� he admitted. �I guess I�m getting soft. I can�t take it any more.�
Paul Pry said: �Well, keep your head, Mugs, because we have work to do.�
�Bring out the work,� Mugs said, tossing off the whiskey. �Ever try one of these water pipes, Paul? They�re swell.�
�I,� Paul Pry announced, �have come to knock you over the head, render you unconscious, and steal the ruby from your turban. Do you have any suggestions as to how the act should be put on?�
�How�s it happen you ain�t pushing up daisies?� Mugs asked, thickly.
�I�ve confessed to Merva Bond that I�m a thief, and that I have designs on your ruby. She�s very sick, but putting up a brave fight against her injuries. She made me promise that I�d let her see the ruby as soon as I got it.�
�Well,� Mugs Magoo said judicially, �that�s giving you a few more hours to live.�
�Just the way I doped it,� Paul Pry said. �A car of Soup Scanlon�s gang was parked in front of the night club ready for eventualities.�
�You�d have been the eventuality,� Mugs Magoo said. �You�re flirting with dynamite. Ever try one of these water pipes, Paul? They�re��
Paul Pry said: �Now get your mind on this, Mugs. Do you know Adelaide Faraday?�
�Never met her,� Mugs Magoo said. �What�s her racket, knockout drops, badger game, blackmail, stickup, or just plain moll?�
�It happens,� Paul Pry said, �that she�s the leader of the Four Hundred. It also happens that she�s the owner of a string of diamonds valued at somewhere in the neighborhood of a hundred thousand dollars.�
Mugs Magoo sighed. �That�s nice,� he said. �Get her to try one of these water pipes sometime. She doesn�t know what she�s missing.�

Paul Pry went on patiently. �Now listen, Mugs, we�re coming to the critical period in this whole business. I�ve been thinking about those ads. Remember, one of them was signed Fara, and the other one was signed Day. Now I figure that that was a tip to Soup Scanlon that Big Jim Dolovo was in the market for the Faraday diamonds.�
Mugs Magoo said: �That�s no reason why I should lose so much motion.�
�What do you mean, lose motion?� Paul Pry asked.
�Pouring whiskey into a glass, the glass into me, and holding the empty glass back under the whiskey bottle,� Mugs said. �I could do a lot better getting direct action like this.�
He grasped the neck of the bottle, tilted it to his lips, and let the amber contents gurgle directly down his gullet.
Paul Pry frowned. �Look here, Mugs,� he said. �When I put you on this increased allowance, it was because you assured me you could take it.�
Mugs Magoo regarded the whiskey bottle. The level of the beverage had dropped down a full two inches. He indicated it with a nod of his head. �I�m taking it, ain�t I?�
Paul Pry sat down beside Mugs on the floor. �Now listen, Mugs. Snap out of it. You�ve got to sober up so you can tell me about the suitcase shift.�
Mugs raised the whiskey bottle to his lips, took another long drink, and said: �Hell, I could tell you all about that if I�d had six quarts.�
�What is it?�
�It�s a trick Big Jim Dolovo worked out, but some of the other crooks use it, too. If Big Jim wants to buy the Faraday diamonds for thirty thousand bucks, he puts thirty thousand dollars in a suitcase. Soup Scanlon puts the diamonds in another suitcase just like it. They meet at the Union Depot, only they don�t say anything. One of them puts down his suitcase, and the other one comes along and puts his near it. Then they circulate around for a minute buying tickets and cigars. When they come back, each picks up the other�s suitcase. That�s all. Even if the detectives are watching, they don�t spot anything, unless they�re wise to the play � which they ain�t. Big Jim has a moll to keep watch for dicks who might be a nuisance, and to keep chiselers from getting their fingers burnt. What gave you the idea?�
Paul Pry opened the evening newspaper and turned to the personal column. �Get a load of this ad,� he said. �It reads �O.K. J. D. Have everything. Suitcase switch. Feathersteel aeroplane, black, nine by sixteen by twenty-six. Twelve thirty A.M. train.� And the ad is signed �S.S.��
�Uh-huh,� Mugs said. �He�s got the necklace.�
�O.K.,� Paul Pry said. �Now get this, Mugs. I�m lifting your ruby. You wait until twelve thirty, then sneak out of the hotel. When you�re in the clear, call the management, say you�ve been robbed. Do you get me?�
�Yeah.�
Paul Pry reached over to Mugs Magoo�s turban and removed the imitation ruby. �Now go easy on that whiskey, Mugs, and join me at our hide-out as soon as you�ve reported your loss. Do you understand?�
Mugs Magoo nodded heavily, then raised filmed eyes to Paul Pry, and said: �Paul, did you ever try one of these water pipes? If you haven�t, you don�t know what you�re missing.�



Chapter Six
The Suitcase Switch

The Union Station at twelve thirty was a hive of nocturnal activity. Two transcontinental trains pulled out at twelve thirty. Other limited all-sleeper trains pulled out at twelve forty, twelve forty-five, and twelve fifty. Businessmen, intent on dashing to a neighboring metropolis for a morning appointment, bustled about with porters, suitcases and brief cases. Travelers, burdened with hand baggage, escorted by crowds of friends and relatives, repeated good-byes which had been started with the packing, hours before. Paul Pry, an overcoat folded over his arm, followed by a redcap porter carrying two black Feathersteel aeroplane suitcases, each measuring nine by sixteen by twenty-six inches, moved calmly about the station, walking from the information desk to the ticket window, from the ticket window to the baggage office, from the baggage office back to information.
Soup Scanlon drew up in a taxicab. He waved aside a redcap. Carrying a black Feathersteel aeroplane suitcase measuring exactly nine by sixteen by twenty-six inches, he entered the main waiting-room, walked to the bench seats, flung his overcoat over the back of a seat, placed his suitcase near it, and stood for a moment waiting. At length, he strolled aimlessly over to the magazine stand, and started browsing through the current periodicals.
Merva Bond, materializing out of nowhere, seated herself on one of the benches where she could watch the suitcase to advantage. She paid no attention whatever to Soup Scanlon.
Big Jim Dolovo made the springs squeak as he lurched from a taxicab with his duplicate suitcase and entered the station. A plain touring car drew up directly behind the taxicab. A quiet, unostentatious individual, clothed in a dark gray suit, followed Dolovo casually into the station.
Merva Bond�s quick brown eyes saw Dolovo, saw also the shadow which followed him. She raised her hand to stifle a yawn, and Soup Scanlon, looking up over the edge of the magazine he was holding in his hand, correctly interpreted that signal and drifted unobtrusively toward the men�s room.
Big Jim Dolovo walked to the information desk, asked a couple of questions, then moved over to the bench where Soup Scanlon�s overcoat reposed, deposited his suitcase on the floor near his feet, composed himself as though anticipating a wait, and closed his eyes.
Paul Pry said to his redcap, �Wait here until I signal you,� and walked directly toward Merva Bond.
She saw him when he was some thirty feet away, and it was a credit to her training that there was absolutely no indication of dismay apparent on her features. For a moment, her eyes widened slightly. Her face seemed to stiffen into rigid immobility. Then she gave a well simulated start of surprise and a spontaneous laugh as she held her hand out to Paul Pry.
�Well, for Heaven�s sakes,� she said.��What in the world are you doing here?�

Paul Pry looked swiftly around him, and she took advantage of the opportunity to explain her presence with a prevarication so plausible that it spoke well for her inventive genius. �That side�s bothering me a lot,� she said. �After I went home, I couldn�t sleep. I lay and twisted and tossed, and then called up Doctor Warfield. He�s out at the theater and won�t get in until between one and one thirty. I thought I�d go crazy if I tried to stay home, and I wanted to see people, wanted to be where there was something to occupy my mind. I naturally didn�t want to walk the streets without an escort. And then I thought of the station, so I came here to wait and pass the time away.�
Paul Pry�s expression of sympathy was so perfunctory that she looked up at him with surprise. �What�s the matter?� she asked.
Paul Pry, looking nervously over her shoulder, said: �I�ve got it.�
�Got what?�
�The rajah�s ruby.�
�No!� she said.
�It�s a fact. I copped it just a short time after I left you. In one way, I�m sorry. In another way, I have no regret. He�s lousy with money. He has more wealth than he knows what to do with. I�m down to my last hundred dollars. You know what happens when a man can�t put up a front any more. I need this to tide me over. Perhaps I�ll send him some conscience money when I get in the dough again. And... well, perhaps I won�t.�
�I wouldn�t,� she said quickly. �It would be absolutely wasted. After all, the world owes you a living. Let me see it.�
�I wouldn�t dare to. Not here.�
�Oh, please! Let me just hold it in my hand.�
�No, no. I tell you I don�t dare to. You can�t tell who�s watching.�
�Here comes a detective,� she said.
Paul Pry�s hand slid to his hip. �Quick,� she breathed. �Give it to me, and I�ll hold it for you. Don�t be a fool. You can�t smoke your way out of here. Give it to me. I�ll hide it. Quick!�
Paul Pry slipped the synthetic jewel into her hand. �Don�t let him see it,� he said.
�Indeed I won�t,� she laughed. �Just watch.�
She bent over as though to adjust her stocking. Her slender hands ran up the silken contours to disappear for a moment under the folds of her skirt, then returned empty. With the manner of one who is making polite conversation about the weather or the health of a distant relative, she said: �He turned away... No, he�s coming back. He�s looking at you. Don�t look now. I think it would be better if it seemed as though you were just answering a question for me. Raise your hat and turn away.�
Paul Pry bowed, smiled, raised his hat. �How,� he asked under his breath, �did you happen to know this detective?�
�Don�t be silly,� she said. �Life hasn�t always been a bed of roses for me either, my dear. You can trust me.�
She smiled, turned, and walked casually away in the direction of the women�s room.
Big Jim Dolovo, his eyes closed, his posture giving every indication of sleep, stirred. He went through the motions of waking up. He stretched, yawned, then arose and sauntered toward the door to the women�s room.
Paul Pry beckoned to the redcap who brought up the two suitcases. �I think that�s all,� Pry said, handing him a two-dollar tip.
�Yes, suh. Thank you very much, suh,� the beaming redcap said. �There�s nothing else you want, suh?�
�Nothing else,� Paul Pry said. �I�ll wait here.�

His two suitcases were within a few feet of the suitcase which had been left by Soup Scanlon, near that which had been carried by Big Jim Dolovo. The redcap turned away, intent upon getting another customer. Paul Pry took two swift steps. His fingers closed on the handles of the two suitcases he wanted.
It was at such moments that Paul Pry enjoyed life to the utmost. Far more than the possibilities of financial gain, which were to him a secondary consideration, was the excitement of matching his wits against crooks. As Mugs Magoo so frequently complained, he was quite as apt to risk his life to outwit some crook in a case where the reward was hardly worth the effort, as he was to embark upon some adventure which offered a fortune in return.
Paul Pry, however, was never as completely at the mercy of circumstances as a casual onlooker might suppose. The cane, which he carried under his left arm, concealed a long, slender blade of highly tempered steel. In Paul Pry�s deft hands, this sword-cane could become as smoothly rapid as the darting of a snake�s tongue. And at close quarters, a trained wrist can flick a thin blade of tempered steel far more quickly than one can drag a heavy revolver from a holster, point it, and squeeze the trigger. Moreover, and in addition to the blade, there was concealed in the handle of the cane a small cartridge of tear gas which could be released by pressing a concealed button.
�Boy,� Paul Pry called sharply.
The redcap porter turned to encounter Paul Pry�s disarming smile and the two extended suitcases.
�I�ve changed my mind,� Paul Pry said. �Get me a cab.�
The redcap, during the past quarter-hour, had learned that this man was eccentric. He had also learned that he tipped well. Far be it from him to argue with the vagaries of a man who gave two-dollar tips. He accepted the two suitcases without question as being the two he had just deposited, and started at once for the exit.
Shortly thereafter, Soup Scanlon once more entered the main waiting-room, glanced swiftly around him, then proceeded to pick up the Feathersteel suitcase which reposed in front of the seat which had been occupied by Big Jim Dolovo. Two minutes later, Big Jim Dolovo picked up the remaining suitcase. His worried eyes were fastened on the door of the women�s room.
In the taxicab, Paul Pry opened both of the suitcases. He surreptitiously removed a tissue-wrapped package from one, an oblong package of currency from the other.
�Where to?� the driver asked.
�The Altamont Hotel,� Paul Pry said, concealing his loot in an inner chamois-skin belt which was buckled around him next to his skin.

At the Altamont Hotel, Paul Pry worked with swift rapidity. He gave the bellboy a dollar bill and said: �Rush these suitcases up to the Rajah of Rajore. He�s waiting for them.� And then with the eyes of the bellboy on him, Paul Pry crossed to the desk, registered as Rodney Bock, secured a single room with a bath, and paid six dollars in advance. Thereafter, Paul Pry disappeared.



Chapter Seven
It�s the McCoy

It was one forty. Paul Pry, pacing the floor of the secret hide-out apartment maintained by Mugs Magoo and himself glanced for the tenth time in the last five minutes at his wrist watch. There was still no sign of Mugs.
He crossed to the telephone, called the Altamont Hotel, and learned that the Rajah of Rajore was not in. He had left more than thirty minutes ago.
Paul Pry knitted his forehead in worried concentration. It had been necessary to leave a back trail to the spurious Rajah of Rajore and the Altamont Hotel in order to convince the gangsters that Merva Bond had been a victim rather than an accomplice. He had done that much as a gesture of gallantry, but it had been dangerous, and no one realized this more than Paul Pry. Now Mugs Magoo had left there thirty minutes ago. Ten minutes at the most should have sufficed to have brought him to the hide-out apartment.
Paul Pry waited for three long agonizing minutes. Then, slipping an automatic in the holster under his arm, taking his sword-cane, making certain the tear-gas cartridge was in position in the handle, he left the apartment, rumbled down in the automatic elevator. A moment later he sent his high-powered convertible roaring out into the night.
He was halfway to the Altamont Hotel when he met the taxicab. It was only a fleeting glimpse, but Paul Pry saw the huge figure of Mugs Magoo seated in the back of the cab, his left arm holding something bulky to his breast.
Beset by mingled feelings of relief and exasperation, Paul Pry slowed and swerved toward the curb, preparatory to sending the car into a turn. He had grasped the wheel with his gloved hand to give it the quick spin which would start the big car swinging, when the black sedan rocketed down the side-street, swung into a screaming turn at the corner, the body swaying far over on its springs as the car made the sharp turn at high speed.
Paul Pry swung his car. He caught a glimpse of Mugs Magoo�s startled face as Mugs turned to look back, his features illuminated by the dazzling brilliance of the headlights from the pursuing car. Then, with a crash, the sedan tore into the taxicab, sent the cab lurching to the curb, up over the curb to the sidewalk, into a fire hydrant which promptly proceeded to spout up a geyser of water.
From the interior of the businesslike black sedan, the muzzle of a sub-machine gun protruded into the light.
From the wreck of the cab, slowly emerged Mugs Magoo, clasping a quart whiskey bottle by its neck in his left hand.
The muzzle of the sub-machine gun pointed squarely at Mugs Magoo�s chest. The man with the gun said something which Paul Pry couldn�t catch.
Pry�s big coupe was now turned. He switched off the lights and pushed the throttle down to the floorboard. The supercharged motor roared into life as the car leaped ahead.
The muzzle of the sub-machine gun wavered in a half circle, then grew tense and rigid. Mugs Magoo flung himself forward and down.
The sub-machine gun roared into action, sending little spurts of blue-orange flame ripping apart the darkness. The cab driver screamed with terror.
The man in the black sedan depressed the muzzle of the sub-machine gun so he could rake Mugs Magoo�s prostrate form. Momentarily, the firing ceased.
The bumper on Paul Pry�s car was of railroad iron, camouflaged to look like a gewgaw of chrome steel. As his car ate up the distance, Pry braced himself for the impact, gripping the steering wheel, pushing down on the throttle.

The crash awoke echoes in the street. The black sedan seemed for a moment to telescope against the front of Paul Pry�s charging vehicle. Then the sedan shot ahead as though it had been a projectile fired from a gun. It turned half around, tottered, went over on its side.
Paul Pry slammed on his brakes, kicked the gears into neutral, grabbed his cane and slid out from behind the steering wheel. Quick as he was, Mugs Magoo was ahead of him.
Men were standing up in the overturned sedan. An automatic revolver spattered viciously. Mugs Magoo, swinging the whiskey bottle, charged forward. The whiskey bottle struck a gangster on the head, glanced off to splinter against the side supports of the car. Mugs Magoo�s strong left hand gripped the smooth neck of the bottle which terminated in the jagged saw-tooth of broken glass. With a roar, Mugs Magoo mingled into the mel�e.

[image: ]

Paul Pry ran to take care of those on the other side of the wrecked sedan. Twice the biting blade of his sword-cane flashed out. Each time it came away stained with red. Mugs Magoo, bellowing with rage, was swinging his jagged weapon.
Three seconds later, Paul Pry yelled: �Into the car, Mugs. I hear a siren.�
Mugs Magoo paused for a moment to survey the interior of the taxicab, finally dragging a bulky package into sight.
Paul Pry held open the door of the convertible. Mugs climbed heavily into the seat just as a police car swung around the corner two blocks away, the blood red of its spotlight emphasizing the scream of its siren.
Looking up, Paul Pry became conscious of half dressed forms silhouetted against windows, heard the screaming of women, the shouting of men.
�Hang on,� Paul Pry said.
The police car slowed momentarily at the scene of the battle long enough to hear the shouted comments of the spectators, long enough to disgorge an officer who stood guard with a riot shotgun, awaiting the arrival of an ambulance and patrol car. Then the police car shot forward.
Paul Pry had two blocks head start.
At the end of half a mile, the two blocks had become six. At the end of a mile, he tried a screaming turn at such high speed that the police car, throwing on its brakes to duplicate the same maneuver, lost sight of its quarry.

Five minutes later, Paul Pry drove his somewhat battered convertible into his hide-away garage, switched off the motor and headlights, and, with only the dashlight illuminating his cameo-like profile, grinned at Mugs Magoo. �That,� he announced, �is that.�
Mugs nodded. Gone was his gloomy pessimism. His face was a mask of grinning joy.
�What the devil kept you?� Paul Pry asked. �I rang the Altamont Hotel, and they said you�d left forty minutes before I started.�
�I had,� Mugs Magoo conceded. �But when I was within a block of the place, I suddenly remembered I�d forgotten my water pipe.�
�And you mean you went back to get that narghile?�
�That�s right,� Mugs Magoo proclaimed enthusiastically. �Best smoke a man ever had. It�s the real McCoy.�
�Mugs,� Paul Pry proclaimed, after the manner of a judge pronouncing sentence, �never again do you get an allowance of three bottles.�
Mugs Magoo grinned. �Well, to tell you the truth, you said my allowance was three bottles a day. But you didn�t say just when I should drink �em. Well, I had one quart in the morning. That was my regular allowance for not being a rajah. So as rajah, I was entitled to three quarts, and I saved those until along in the evening, and then, of course, after midnight it was a new day so I started in on the other three quarts � and those damn hoodlums wrecked one quart... But gosh, it was fun. I didn�t realize there was that much joy left in life. I guess I was born to be a cop. It don�t make so much difference whether you have one arm or two. When you can wade into a bunch of rats and start smearing �em all over the place, it really amounts to something.�
Paul Pry sighed. �You�re the one who heads the daisy-pushing brigade.�
Mugs Magoo said: �I thought, because I was a cripple, my fighting days were over� Whoopee!... Come on, son. I�ve got a credit of a quart of whiskey. That�s the McCoy, too. Let�s go up and drink to the health of the daisy-pushers.�
Chuckling, Paul Pry switched out the dashlight.
From the street outside could be heard the scream of the siren on a radio car as it cruised fruitlessly, searching for a cream-colored convertible.
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