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"Calling All Cars" 
The Fatal Three 

By Marshall Graves 

Another Thrilling T rue Detective Story 
Portraying Radio as the Defender of Law 

'0 n that June night the narrow streets of old San 
Francisco were filled with a yellow. clammy fog 
which swept In from the sea and gave a ..... eird 

and .ghostly glamour to the hurrying figures of the 
evening. 

In a doorway on Fillmore Street two cuddlesome 
blondes huddled, two blondes with soft Ted mouths and 
slumbering, inviting eyes 

T he invitation was for the two men who were com
ing up Ihe street. two young, good-looking youths who 
wore smart raincoats and caps cocked over their eyes. 
T hey looked like college boys oul for 
some fun. 

"There's a dance at the Park," 
whispered the first blonde. "Maybe 
they'll take us there." 

The other said that she w:lnted 
the boy with the moustache, because 
moustaches tickled ~ Thev hnth 
giggled . 

The pair "'ere almost 10 the (loor
way now. and both girls pretended 
to be interested in the near-by shop 
window. As they passed. one girl 
drol,lped her leather handbag. and a 
vamty case tinkled on to the sidewalk. 

It was femininity's oldest, most 
tned and true dodge-but it didn't 
~'Ork. The two young men looked 
around. half-smiled, and went on,. 

Soft red mouths grew hard. "Sis
Sles!" said one girl. as she scooped up 
the contt'nts of her handbag, 

"Mamma'. hr-v.!" ~I!rel'd the 
othel 

At that mOI""nL ~ut) t'JIU:1t and 
Tommy WilSOn turned the co~ner 

of Ellis Street. and left Ihe bTl~ht 
lights of the shopping distric~ ~llInd 
them They were m a drab dlSlncl of 
pawnshops. all-night restaurants. little 
hoteb 

"II's easy," saLd Bob Parr~tI. ':1 
oughl to know. I've done tLme 10 
three pens, ain't [ ? All you got to 
do is flash the rod, and they'll hand 
it over like nothina. I!', candv from 
a baby. kid." 

"Yeah," agreed WlboLl. I"h~ nand 
wa~ '" hLs coat pocket, clenched 
around the butt of a weighty .38 cali
ber pistol. "Just flash the rod. But
what if they don't hand over?" 

1'This is what. punk," Parren told 
hLm. 10 a voice that rasped like sand· 
paper. He held out his forefinger. then 
closed it swiftly upon an ima,ll:inary 
tri~er. "W~ en! , .... Ill'! .... nl nf . ~,\ ,.. 

ain t we?' 
"Yes: JU>I<o",II:U \\ JI ... " , 

An oblong of ligh t showed at the head of the sTairs, 
and from a radio came the liltin~ strains of I-Ielen Mor
gan's great hit from ShO'o» Boat-'Fish gotta swim, bird" 
gOlla fly, I gotta love .. . " For this was June, 1930, 
when prosperIty was just around the corner. 

Tht'y went on up the stairs and came into a small 
but cozily furnished lobby. A firepbce flickered against 
one wall. and nor far ~w~y was a small radio. Ilalf a 
dozen guests of the sm~ll "family" hotel sat in rocking 
chairs around the radio, some reading newspapers and 
comic mag~zines. some humming softly in lime with the 

~We jot to have dough lu so;! 10 
Los Ange es. don't we? And to live 
on till we hook up with the boys from 
the Purple mob?" 

"epr~u'tlon 01 tht iunt Ln lhe tlOltl lobby, when Iht politt ,lIdl, 
wi tllmt through thl 10Udsj)ulllf that foUY nilht In S&II Frllltis(o 

"Yes, we got to have dough," 
Wilson echoed. 

There was one electrically·tit mar· 
quee in the block, signifying a hotel somewhat larger 
and more modern than its fellows. The nanle which 
shone there was "Hotel MADELINE" , .. 

''Th~l's the place," said Parrett. He tugged at ·hlS 
short moustache nervously. "Hotel Madeline-they do 
a good business there." 

" 1_ 1 knew a girl named Madeline once," offered 
Wilson "Back in $callie," 

Parrett was bubbling with enthusiasm now. ~ 'Padd· 
ling Madeline home', eh? I remember the sollg. Boy. 
there's not a song of the last ten years I don't remem
ber I like music." 

H~ spoke 111 a gay, easy YOLCe, but his cold gral eye~ 
bored into those of his younger companion . • Okay 

kid. Take a deep breath and keep your shirt on:' 
Wilson smiled ",,-eakly "I'll be i111 right!" I-lis hand 

caressed the gun 
A number was pa10ted on the skylight-I>63--bur 

Bob Parrett didn't pay any attentLon 10 numbers. He 
liked music: he had no head for figures. 

They' went through the door and started up a nIght 
of heaVily carpeted stairs. 

music: "Tell me he's lazy, tell me he's slow. Tell me 
I'm crazy-maybe I know ... " 

There was a pretty Rirl behind the desk instead 01 
the usual slick-haired, male clerk. Beatrice Ames, dark· 
haired. tall, wilh a tiny tilt to her nose-she was a hotel 
clerk among derks, and later events were to prove it, 

Her official title was "manager". As the two visitors 
approached, she dipped a pen into the ink and olTered it 
to them 

Parren tugged at hiS mousl3che, and his gray eyes 
flickered with roving yellow lights. He took a deep 

breath--
But Wilson spoke. " llow much 10 put us up with 

a couple of beds for the night, ma'am?" 
Bee Ames leaned over the counter, and gave them it 

friendly if imJ>E:r50nal smile. "For two in a room it'll be 
two dollars, Sir," silt' said. "Would you like to register?~ 

"Say, lady, .... -e-" began Parrett, He hadn't the 
oatience for Ihis sort of stalling. 

But the younger man cut in on him, nervously. 
'We-we'li be back in about an hour," he said. "We. 
gotta get our suitcases, you know." 

, 
! 

Lleule".nl Jo~n Mullin In Ine door
wlly 01 tnl HOltl MlIdllinl whlrt hll 
lind hll p.rtner loughl II oul. with 

guns-for Ihtir lives 

Parrett flashed a glare at him, 
but the younger man nudged. They 
moved s[owly toward the stairs. as the 
radio progra~ c~a~ged.. A girl's voice 
came loudly, 10 lmllatLon of a plump 
young lady who was appeanllg in 
Good Boy back on Broadway_ " I 
wanna be loved by you, just you, and 
nobody else but you ... I wanna be 
loved by" you alone. boop boop a
doop , .. 

"Come on!" whispered Wilson. 
And the older man followed him down 
the stairs. Parrett wasn't used to tak
ing it lying down. 

[n the street he gripped Wilson'! 
arm . "Listen to me, you yellow little 
punk .... 

But Wilson shook hIs head. " I'[on
est, Bob. there were too many people 
in the place! BesidC5, that dark dame', 
eyes scemed to drill right through the 
back of my head. [ need a drink, 
honest. And then we'll go back afte r 
some of the suests are gone to bed. 
I'm not quitt11lg, honest I'm not ..... 

"Well. I'll buy you your drink!" 
agreed the leader, in a disgusted tone. 
"But I told you what that stuff does 
to your stomach. And it shoots your 
nerves all to hell, too. Now if it was 
a good shot of heroin or a snill of 
happy-dust, that ..... ould be different. 
Drugs give you the nerve of fouf 
men, but liqUor makes you soft ... " 

They went on down Ellis Street, 
arm .n arm. like 1\\"0 tipsy revelers. 

Beatrice Ames left the desk and went 
over in front of the hotel fireplace_ 

Even with the windows dosed, the fog 
seemed to creep in somehow, for she 
felt a strange shiver run up and down 
her back-and another and another. 

She soon banished her shivers 
with the lilting strains of a dLstant 
dance orchestra that came over the 
radio, The little circle of guests, most 

of them staid and middle-aged, fell into an argument 
over the comparative charms of "jazz" and "classical" 
music. Beatrice finally suited every taste by tuning in 
a pipe organ playing popular melodies. 

Two or three people went to bed, One of the men. 
it night dispatcher for the street-car company/ left the 
circle and hurried down the stairs a little be ore mid
night. 

Somebody produced a deck of cards. "How about 
some bridge, folks? 1\1i55 Ames'll make a fourth." 

That was one of 1\1 iss Ames' duties. She sat nearest 
the radio, luning for greater and greater distance as the 
[ocal stations ""-ent 01T the air, One o'clock came, and 
then two in the morning . . . 

The Cocoanut Crave in Los Angeles remained the 
only station on the air, and they would go oft in a 
litt[e white ... 

"let's finish the rubber. folks," said Mrs. Trh'ers. 
a plump and jolly divorcee. ''I'm getting sleepy as 
everythlllg. " 

l'ler putner ""'as TO§erson, a mining engineer out 
01 work. ''Okay by me, he announced. Mabel .Rice. 
public stenographer, was the (COlltillued 011 Page 29), 
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The Fatal Three 
(Conti1lued Irom Page IJ) 

other member of Ihe party. She yawned 
and nodded. 

Then she looked at her cards.. "I bid 
four no trump." she offered. 

A buzzer cut short the bidding-Ihe 
signal that the downsrairs door had been 
opened. 

"You'll have to excuse me," pretty 
Beatrice Ames interrupted. "That means 
a late customer." 

She went oul to the landing at the head 
of the stairs.. The two young men who 
hld gone for their blgs more than five 
hours ago were climbing the stairs without 
lu~age_ 

'Good evening, gentlemen," she said, 
as they reached the head of the stairs. 
"Glad to see you came back. Will you 
register please?" 

But instead of picking up the pen which 
she offered him, Parrett regis tered wi th 
the muzzle of a pistol! 

"This, boys and girls, is a stickup!" said 
Parrett. And he was not joking. Wilson 
covered the three note! guests who still sat 
at the bridge table. holding their cards 
with damp, trembling hands .. , 

"Reach for the sky-quick-and don't 
yell! If you make a noise, we')] blow 
YOU all full of holes!" 

Beatrice Ames " 'as in Ihe most difficul t 
spot of all. Many and many a lime she 
had read of hold-ups, and wondered what 
~he would do if someone poked a gun 
3t her, She had seen stirring crime films. 
had read breath-taking stories of how an 
una rmed girl thwarted the mob of des
oeradoes .. , 

She felt her knees turn to wobbly sticks 
and the tiny hairs on the back of her 
neck were damp with perspiration, She 
was cold, colder than she had ever been 
' 11 her life. 

The Threat of Death 
'Yell, sister and you get the worksl" 

Parrett told her savagely, "Shove over 
to the safe, quick! We want what you 
{Co t." 

Beatrice Ames moved slowly toward 
the safe. There wasn't anything else to 
do. But it meant her job, certainly, if 
the robbers got away With this. Several 
hundred dollars were in that safe behind 
the counter. She hadn't gone to the b~nk 
that night. as she was supposed to have 
done. Usually it wouldn't mailer. but 
now~ 

"Crack open that box and hurry !M 
ordered Panell. "The safe, mean! 
Shake it up!" 

The pretty girl hardly d.·ued take 
her eyes from those smokey, yellow-gray 
1'0015 which blazed into hers. She felt 
that if she turned her back, the human 
rattle..nake miJo1,ht fire from sheer lust of 
killing .. 

She knelt It the safe. and fumbled with 
th.: combination. Wilson, the second ban· 
dit. was lining up the three bridge players 
J~inst the wall. 

"Keep your hands in the sky-I'd shoot 
IOU as soon as I'd look at your ugly 
faces!" he snarled, Whiskey had put 
courage into Wilson's veins. 

"I think I'll see what you got," he an· 
nounced. Ills fingers pawed at the pockets 
of his masculine prisoner, taking an Elgin 
watch, a billfold with a few doll3Ts in it, 
and some silver 

"I.ist""," begged the victim, "r~t me 
kl'1.'p nlY driver's license and my union 
canl. l ' hey're no good to YOII," 

For an answer, young Wilson tore the 
P;IPCf'; from the billfold and threw them 
IIlto the smouldering fireplace. "Shut up 
or ['II send you after them!" he snarled. 
lIe passed on to the women, snatching a 
diamond ring from one. a wri~t watch 
froltl the other. 

"Got anything elser" he asked. an.! I~er· 
~d. "Maybe I better look . , ." 

Half downing. half serious, he stretched 
<lu t his clutching hands towards the neck 
oJf one "'oman's dress. She nunll: herself 
ha.:kward, and let out a shrill "old" 

But someone had been awakened by the 
"'oman's liule cry. Do ..... n the hall, Mrs. 
(,race Lingert sat up in bed, She rubbed 
her eyes, and feli on the bedside table for 
i cigaret , 

"[ wish they wouldn't hold parties every 
night in the lobby," she complained bit
terl)'. "Sitting up and screaming Ol'er 
their si lly old bridge games! I've half a 
mind to gil'e them a good talking to . , .~ 

The pound of the radio came stronger 
now, and Mrs. Lingert put her feet into 
her slippers and shuffled across the room 
to the door, She opened it, with a caus
t ic phrase on the tip of her tongue-

But she saw, instead of the usual bridge 
,::ame, the tense picture of that well· 
filled lounge at the end of the hall-where 
three people stood against the wall with 
their arms in the air, and a pistol in the 
hands of a stranger waving in front of 
their death·white faces. 

Iler mouth was wide open, but she did 
not scre:lm. She did not run fo r the 
stairs, or have hysterics where she ~tood. 

Softly Mrs. Lingert closed the door, 
tiptoed across her room and picked up 
the te lephone. As luck would have it, 
the hote! had no switchboard, each tele
phone being a direct line, She dared not 
raise her voice above a whisper, but at 
that whispered word "POLICE" the oper· 
ator snapped to attention. 

"Hurry, Central!" cried Mrs. Lingert. 
"There's something terrible happenmg." 

Plugs slipped inTO place, and a bell 
bUlzed in a room four miles away. At 
Bush St reet Police station a desk heuten· 
ant picked up the phone. 

He heard the muffled, half choking 
voice of a terrified woman, "Come quickl 
A robbery-" 

"Where. ma'am?" implored the lieuten
ant. 

"Where? Here, of course-I mean the 
I-\otel Madeline, 1563 Ellis Street-" 

"Okay," said the cop. "Which way did 
they go?" 

Liberal Rewards for 
True Mystery Stories 
RADIO GUlnE will pay l iber~tly for 

true stories of crime mysleries in which 
radio sen'ed the law, Writers, Police 
Officers, Detectives and anyone else in 
possession of authentic cases. are es
pecially invited to earn these rewards. 

RadiO must be a prominent element 
in the detection and apprehension of 
the criminals. Photographs, names of 
principals, dates and places must be 
bona fidc. . 

Address all letters to Editor, RADIO 
GUlDli, 423 Plymouth Court. Chicago, 
Illinois. 

into the ether while it was st ill being 
committed! 

.. , .. A holdup at 1561 Ellis Sirttl
that if all!" 

Beatrice Ames, with her heart pound~ 
ing in her ears, froze into immobility 
against the door of the safe. It was a 
moment unforgetable. a wci rd and tcrrible 
culmination of the night's dark drama .. . 

Moment of Doubt 
The two robbers crouched, faces white 

and hands trembling, They exchanged 
frightened, wondering glances.. Each wait
ed for a cue. 

Then on the radio the police interfer
ence stopped. and the distant station came 
back on the air ..... ith a lilt in!!: wahz. 

Wilson, feverishlr. gay with whiskey and 
excitement, couldn t believe anything was 
wrong. Not with the situation so well in 
hand, not with the music playing and the 

i~~;~;~~:~~~~iJ~J~~~i~1, i,f,::;~ ~I (COllt illUtd 011 Page JO) 

;:*;~:;;~;':;i~i~'~~Ej~~tj uvelltUn, 
cars forty· 

holdup at 

In a little :llley off Bush Street Lieuten· 
ant lohn Mullin and Patrolman Thomas 
Marrowe snapped to attention as the sig· 
nal came in. A siren howled. and gears 
screamed as the f'ord squad car roared 
away from the curb, , . 

But other ears than those of the officers 
heard thl[ clarion summons. Those were 
the days when police calls went out over 
regular commercial stations.,.<utting in 
without warning in the middle of soft 
music orty song! And Parrett and Wil· 
son hear their oll'n crime blaring out 

Spon sored bCf 
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The Fatal Three 
(Co"fi"utt! from P(lg~ Z9) 

,,>'Omen cringing bl'fore his gun, III" spoke: 
"Say-could tlmt be this place?" 

Parrett was older and wi..er. III" bent 
above Beatrice. Again ~he fell the muzzle 
of the gun again'>! her body. "Come 
clean, sister-what's the number of this 
joint? Is it I"'Jr' 

She didn't have time to think. A se
cond's pause would betray her. But 
Beaulee s face was calm, even frank. lIeT 
wide dark eyes were as innocent as a 
child's. . . . 

"No. of course not." she said. "Every
body knows this is ZOO" That other num
ber is a pool hall up the street five 
blocks !" 

T he bandit wavered doubtfully. "Sure," 
called Wilson. "I low could it be this 

dump? Nobody cou ld have turned in an 
alarmr' 

Parrett dropped his gun and nodded. 
"That's right. It couldn't be U~. Some
body else must be in a jam. eh? Good 
enough! It'll keep the nat feet bu~y." 

lie bent again O\'cr Beatrice. "Listen 
sister. I gh'e Y9U just three minutes to 
remember that combination am.! set the 
box open, and then I'm going to break 
your pretty nose with the butt of my 
rod." 

The three against the wall were on 
pins and r.eedles now. waiting ror the res· 
cue they both hoped and feared. At any 
moment the guns in the hands of those 
two grinnin.!! b3ndit< might spout lead 
in desperate battle with police-:md they'd 
be in the line of fire, 

Beatrice Ames had more than tha t to 

Radio Guide's X.Word Puzzle 
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feaT-when the bandi lS learned that they 
had !leen tricked. Ihev mighl welt send 
their fir~t hultet through her back . but 
she stilt played her de~perate g3me! 

Finally Ihe tune came when she could 
stall no more. The hig safe dOOT swung 
open. disclosin.'l the 'mall tin bo'!; with its 
sheaf of green hacks. At last the robbers 
saw \\'ithin their re~ch the loot they had 
sought for so long Beatrice Ames was 
flung aside. and greedy fingers scooped at 
lhe money. 

[t \\~S atl over-and in spite of her des
IICrate attempt to delay the robbers. they 
were free. Beatrice leaned against the 
wUllter. her shoulder~ slumped helplessly 
-the radio tune finally died away . . . 

"Smash !" 
Two brawny shoulders were flung against 

the downstairs door as officers Mullin and 
Marlowe battered lheir way into the pic
t ure Beatrice Ames and her fettow cap
tives had lived an eternity since that radIO 
catt came mysteriously through the air
but actu:llly just fou r minutes had passed. 

T he radio call had not gone out in ua in, 
and now with guns drawn the lieutenant 
and the pat rolman pounded up the nar
roll'. dim-lit stairs. T hey oresented a per
fcct target, but they didift think about 
t hat fact at the time. and it wouldn't have 
mad(" :mv difference if they had 

Radio Delivers 

lieutenant Mullin led the way. As hi5 
healY brogans Slruck the top step. a young 
man \\ilh a moustache burst out of the 
hotel lounge. There lI'as a t in bos under 
his arm. and a pistol in his hand. 

"Orop that gun!" roa red Mullin. Cops 
like Mullin beliel'e in giving even a rat a 
chance. 

"We're officers," chimed in Marlowe, 
from below. "T hrow it away!" 

But Bob Parrelt was a stir-bird, and he 
had sworn thaI nC'vCT again would he go 
back behind the grim gray walts. Not if 
he had to kill a dozen cops to stay free. 

llis twis ted lips curled m a wide snarl. 
lie nun$ himself to one side, st riking the 
light SWitch and putting the hallway into 
utter blackness-blackness like the inside 
of a t~r barrel, as i\lullin said later. 

At thC' same time the lights went out , 
Parrett shot. But Mullin had been a cop 
too long not (0 know the answers. He 
{lucked. and so did t\1arlov.'e. The ban
dit's bullet pinged by over thei r heads, and 
;rashed into the plastered wall. 

"lie's asking for it r' cried Mullin. His 
~f\'ice gun barked. the nare of the pow· 
der temporarily illuminating the hallway. 
By its light Mullin Jlulled the trigger twice 
!\10re. and this time he drew a bead ... 

i\larlowe, not to be outdone. aimed past 
his chief and sent three more red-hot slugs 
of lead illlo the man who faced them. 
There was a moment of silence, and then 
the crash of a tin box striking the noor. 

Parrett lauRhed. a horrible, choking 
laugh. and fell forward on his face. He 
was dead before he struck-<lead wilh five 
police ,4; slugs through him. Any One of 
them. doctors said lall'r. would have killed 
him. Parrett leamed a ll too late tha t 
radio cops aren't the right targets. 

t\1ullin snapped on the light. lie didn't 
pay any a ttention to the tin box. but i\lar
lowe, following close behind, snatched up 
the dead bandit's gun. That was regula
t iOllS, 100. No telling who else might wanl 
to mix into this free-for-an. besides. 
his own gun was part empty. 

Shoulder to shoulder the two C01?S 
walked inlO the hOlel lounge. T he radiO 
was silent now, the fireplace dead and cold. 
T he safe gaped open. and before it Bea
trier Ames knelt, sobbing hysterically. 

Thwarted Escape 
l\dU~S the room two women and a mJn 

shook and trembled, with their arms still 
in the air. 

Nobody said anything. The three against 
the wall were too terrified to speak. 

But Beatrice Ames. the heroine of the 
play, was still to ha"e her esi t line. "In
side thai door!" ~he \\hisperC'd hoarsely
and l)Ointed. 

It \\as a door across tbe room next to 
the one \\hich led to the hall where the 

hotel rooms wC're located. Together Mullin 
and Marlow(' plungl>d acro!>S the room
lore the door OllCtI--

There stood \\'il..on, the amateur bandit. 
\\ilh a Te\'olver in hi~ hand and a look of 
ama7.C'ment on hi~ face. 

Ill' was blank wilh astonishment-for he 
had ~potted this door as a safet\' esit. and 
made a dive for it when he heard the 
shootin& Slart. lIe had plenty of time to 
make hiS getaway_but unfortunately he 
had chosen a dOlhes closet for an exi t 
instead of the door beside it. \\hich led to 
the hall and the TC'ar stair! 

TraJlped- by 11 second queer twist of 
falC'! And the third of the fatal I~ree was 
the fact that his nerve had wenkened 0 11 
the first \'isit. when they might have gotten 
away with it! 

Two police automatics jammed in his 
ribs, Wilson didn'l seem Inclined to I)u t 
up much of a fight. l Ie leI J\ \ arlowe snatch 
hiS gun. and ca me out of the closet wit h 
an apologelic smile on his face. 

Then, with a monkey-like quickness. he 
let go a swinging left hook for Mullin's 
jaw. The big cop blocked it. and returned 
an uppercut whICh smashed Wilson back 
into the closet, 

Marlowe. a nyweigh t. nung himself 
around the prisoner. trying to get one of 
the jiu jitsu locks that he had been 
taught in police school. They wrestl~ in 
the doset. amonll: nying overC();Jts. coat 
hangers, and brooms .... 

Gin Courage Fails 

Mullin didn't want to shoot. One dud 
man was enough. They needed somebody 
to arrest. So he waited his time. let hiS 
partner take a bi t of punishment rrom the 
fear<razed bandit. and then. \\hen he saw 
an opening. let go a right cross tha t 
dropped Wilson to the floor in a crumpled 
heap. And it w~s o\'er-in less time t han 
it takes to tell. 

I I ~ndcuffs snapped-and at that moment 
heavy brogans pounded up the stairs as 
two other radio cars. called from the ot her 
side of town, entered the fray. 

Tommy Wilson. revived by the toe of a 
policeman's Ooot. was led in handcuffs 
through the lounge where he had terror i1.ed 
the four members of the bridge party. 1-1e 
saw his partner's body covered wit h a 
sheet, but that didn' t seem to worry him. 

l Ie t urned to Beatrice Ames. who was 
the center of an eager crowd of guests 
She \VaS the heroine. the recipient of all 
the congratulations. It was she who had 
sa"ed the hotel money, who had saved her 
own job and the property of the thr~ 
guests who had ~tayed up to play and 
Ibten to the radio. . 

Wilson's \'oice was raised in a shriH and 
bitter complaint. "Tbat dame lied to us!" 

As. he was dra8.i;:ed to the patrol car. he 
contmued Ihe plam!. "She said this plact 
was number 206S-that's a lousy break!' 

lie was even more convinced of his left 
handed luck "hen he was slammed behind 
the bars on a Iriple charge of robbery 
burglary. and assault. 

"With radios and ny<ops and dame~ 
that lett lies wilh an innocent smile, ho\\ 
can a guy get an even break?" whined 
T ommy Wilson. 

Bu t the t urnkey only told him to "tell 
it to SwC'Cney." 

"-'---
In N ext W eek's Issue of 

RADIO GUIDE: 

"EARMARKED" 
T he shooting of Officer Murphy and 

the young garage attendant might have 
been a perfect crime-If a slain bandit 
hadn' t had his picture taken. years be
fore, in a school group-if the same dead 
gunman hadn't a pair of lop ears-and if 
radio had not been on I he job to help 
apprehend Ihe murderers. You will find 
aClion. mystery, su'pense, tragedy and a 
perfect solution. in '"Earmarked." next 
wC'ek's complete, true story of the part 
radio plays in catching crooks. Order 
your copy now from your favorite news
deale r. 


