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Smitty, a Pretty Boy; curving
slowly, his lips remained cut deep
into his cheeks. A man like Smitty.
After a -while he laughed softly,
almost soundlessly, with a good deal
of enjoyment. - Connihan guessed
she was crazy about him. Thinking
that the muscles in his face tight-
ened slightly, but he did not stop
smiling. She loved him all right.
And Connihan knew what he was—
yellow and cheap, with nothing in-
side for a girl like Lily McGill to
hold on to. .She hadn’t seen that;
Connihan hadn’t told :her. How could
he? It was something you felt,
something you knew; it didn’t come
out easily in words. She’d have
thought he told her just because—

Connihan’s eyes blinked. He
straightened and flipped his cigarette
against the wall, so that for a mo-
ment the lighted end of it showered
particles of flame upon the deep snow
beneath. Fallen, they left a tiny
spot of blackness each; and then
these . were covered over, softly,
softly, by the great white flakes.
Connihan watched that with a bit-
ter thoughtfulness. And now
Pretty Boy had turned rat; he had
shot a man from darkness, in the
back. And Lily McGill . . . After
a while he moved against the wall,
as if something had disturbed him
that would not clarify itself in his
mind—some emotion too vague to be
named.

A FEW people had huddled to-
gether into the area, but Connihan
did not move again until he caught
the low whine of a radio car’s siren
in the street outside. Then he went
on into the passage, meeting two uni-
formed patrolmen as they rounded
th(‘é‘ turn in the passage.

Johnny Ferguson,” he told them,
moving one shoulder slightly toward
thg dead man. “He was going to
spill something on the Carmagnac
furs but a guy named Jerome Smith
got to him first. This Smith lives
in the neighborhood somewhere—
the bartender in Rossiter’s might
know. Tell the homicide men when
they come.” He lit another cigarette
and added Lily McGill's address.
“Tell them try that if he isn’t in his
room. I'll wait over there.”” He
nodded and went on up the stairs,
walking not fast, but with a stolid
deliberation.

It was steadily growing colder,
with an edge of wind that cut stiffly
into the side of his face. Breathing
into the pulled up mound of his col-
lar, the warm moistness of his
breath beat back, and he chuckled
deep, soft, as he thought of Smitty,
the Pretty Boy. Killing a man—
wouldn’t that beat hell! Somehow
Pretty Boy was tied up with the
Carmagnac furs, then; but that con-
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nection remained vague, and Conni-

han did not bother much about it.

He thought that Lily McGill was
gone on him—probably she’d have
married him long ago if it hadn’t
been for her father. Old Man Mec-
Gill had never been much good; liv-
ing in the neighborhood all his life,
knowing Lily since she’d been a child,
Connihan couldn’t remember a time
when old McGill had had a steady
job., Lily had always supported him.
He had poor eyes, the old man said
—he couldn’t work. Connihan had
decided long ago, dispassionately,
that he was a bum. There were
things you could do without using
your eyes.

ON the corner the wind ripped at
him, whining down the narrow can-
yons of the streets with a shrilly
echoing viciousness. Past the front
of Leo Freund’s warehouse he saw
the sign -before Lily McGill’s dress
shop swinging ponderously against
the wind, creaking on its iron hooks.
Just beyond that he turned into an
apartment house that spread over
the store, went up two flights of
stairs and rapped his knuckles
against a door on the left. It was
an old fashioned, very modest house,
with faded oilcloth in the halls and

-brass strips on each stair rim. There

were two doors on a landing, with
thick frosted glass constituting the

upper halves of each; through this
" glass Connihan saw a reflection of

light that was marred by a shadow
crossing to him after his knock.

In a moment Lily McGill opened
the door. She was dressed in a
dark wool frock that had something
like a gayly colored bandanna about
the throat, falling forward in a solid
V over her breast. It gave a warmth
to the tired slenderness of her fea-
tures, a subdued kind of light that
softened the shadows of her eye
hollows, and reflected itself with a
thin luminosity against the slight
roundness of her cheeks. Looking
at her, Connihan nodded somberly,
his small ugly eyes inscrutable.

“Con,” Lily McGill said, with an
accent of surprised pleasure. “Where
have you been all these weeks? I've
been wondering what happened to
you. Come in.”

He went in, the snow glistening
in drops against his coat. His eyes
moved around the room, noticing the
one chair by the table, and the open
magazine before it.

“1°d thought you’d forgotten me,”
Lily McGill said. “It’s so long since
you’ve been here.”

That struck Connihan with a
twisted humor. He smiled slowly
and shook his head. “I’ve been busy.
Don’t get much time off. Has Smitty
been around tonight?”

“No.” She shook her head. “But

and said, “I'll push along.
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please let me have your things.”

“Thanks.” Connihan kept his hat
in his hands, his coat buttoned
around him. He did not doubt Lily
MecGill and yet he studied, without
haste, without thinking about it,
everything in the room, for Conni-
han was a careful man who had been
trained to a certain procedure of
action that nothing ever violated.
When he saw that the small mat be-
fore the door had been muddied only
by his own shoes he relaxed a little.

Watching him, Lily McGill laughed
softly. “We used to be good friends,
Con. You could sit down for a few
minutes.”

There was a dull kind of pain in-
side him. He looked at the windows,
tightening his lips, not wanting her
to talk about it. She was sitting on
the arm of a chair, bent forward
slightly, with her hands clasped in
her lap. Her back was to the floor
lamp, her face in shadow, and the
light from behind deepened and

‘grew ruddy against the smooth

brown sheen of her hair.

«Jt wasn’t important,” Connihan-
said, to say something. “I just
wanted to see him.”

The thicknes3 in his chest came
again; there was a slight difficulty
in speaking. He felt tired and
sullen; thinking of Pretty Boy, his
heart beat slowly with the old rage.
He turned his hat over in his hands
Some
other time. Now I can’t wait.”

“«Are you always in a hurry? For
an old friend you’re not very cor-
dial, Con. Smitty might be up later.
Occasionally he drops in for—"

rF HE abruptness and not the length
of her pause drew Connihan’s eyes.
Turning, he followed her gaze to
the door that led to the stairs, and
saw across the glass upper half of
that a man’s form shaded out
against the corridor light. It was
a very thin form, not tall, narrow
across the chest; the only detail that
Connihan could see clearly was the
outline of the derby hat. He was
gone in a moment, without noise, as
Connihan scowled and moved for-
ward. .

«It’s nothing,” Lily McGill said,
with a hand on his arm. “Someone
looking for an apartment. Don’t
bother, Con, please. I'll get you a
drink.” .

Rising hurriedly, as if she were
anxious to keep him, she crossed the
room to a liquor cabinet in the far
corner. When she came back with a
glass Connihan took it thoughtfully,
watching her. The form had been
too small for Pretty Boy and apart
from that he had little interest. Still
he was puzzled, with a wonder as to
whether or not she had known the

(Continued on page 32)































































