
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
[image: tmp_22c4e1daf00c6496b34dc92a9d98eac0_0yN1Om_html_2a1b54f9.jpg]

The Home of Great Detective
Fiction!


A promising young student named Phillip
Ecuador vanished from his military academy in Georgia, and Larry
Kent was hired to find out what had become of him.

The investigation took him to a redneck town
called Dixievale, a bully-boy sheriff and a militant group known as
the Sons of the South. As things progressed, Larry was framed,
arrested, imprisoned and shot at, but not once did he ever consider
giving up. The stakes were too high for that.

His client—Phillip’s father—was a violent
underworld boss, and if Larry didn’t crack the case, a vicious gang
war was going to rip New York’s Harlem district to shreds …
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Chapter 1 ... the man ...

 


He was about as black as an Australian
aborigine in a coal mine on a moonless night. His name was
Jefferson Jones and he was a partner in Jones and Washington, a
private detective agency in Harlem. He came to see me in my office
seven floors above the 46th Street canyon. The first thing he did
was reach over my desk and give me a slap on the right hand; his
way of shaking hands. Then he sat down in my red client chair and
flashed his white teeth at me.

“How long have you known
me?” he asked.

It was a rhetorical question. Jones had a
phenomenal memory. “About seven years,” I said.

He nodded. “Since before they pulled you off
that fence on the East Side minus a face.” His bright brown eyes
took in my face. He said, “I guess you keep yourself tanned up to
hide the scars those plastic surgeons made, eh?”

“That’s right.”

He grinned. “Too bad you didn’t come
ready-tanned like me. Us black boys don’t scar too easy. You ever
see a black fighter look as bad as a whitey after getting punched a
couple of hundred times in a fifteen-rounder?”

“Black is beautiful,” I
said.

Jefferson Jones shook his head. “You ain’t
supposed to say that, baby. That’s my line.”

“Can I do something for
you?” I asked.

“You can do something for
yourself, man.”

“Oh?”

He inspected the
nails on his
left hand. “Y’know, you’ve been a bad, bad white boy. Couple of
nice black gentlemen came to see you the other day and you pulled
your gun on them and sent them off. You hurt their feelings, boy.
You don’t do that to black people any more. We won the revolution,
y’know.”

“They weren’t gentlemen,” I
said.

Jones’ eyebrows went up and a look of what I
figured to be mock censure hit his usually bland face. “Now come
off the grass, whitey. Just because folks are black, that doesn’t
make them non-gentlemen.”

Irritation prickled at me. “Do me a favor,
Jeff. Stop the Black Revolution business. We both know where I
stand.”

“Sure. Oh, sure. Some of
your best friends are black.”

“Some of my worst enemies
are white. What the hell did you come here for?”

“The two black gentlemen I
mentioned. I’m here to finish what they started.”

“They tried to push me
around, as I told you.”

He held my gaze and what may have been the
beginning of a smile pulled at his finely-molded lips. “You figure
me to try pushing you around, whitey?”

“You’re a damn fool if you
do.”

“You’ll pull your cannon on
me, eh?”

I shook my head. “The odds are even this
time.”

“No, baby. A lot less than
even.” His arms had been folded over his chest. He unfolded them
and put out his right hand. There was a small but highly lethal
automatic in his right fist.

“A lady’s gun,” I said with
as much disgust as I could get together.

“It shoots bullets that
kill men.”

“What now,
Jeff?”

“I could shove this thing
against your backbone and tell you exactly where to go.”

“Which would
be?”

“Where those black
gentlemen wanted you to go. Spanish Harlem.”

“Specifically?”

“To see the
Man.”

“What man?”

“We don’t use a name when
we’re talking about him. He’s just ‘the Man.’ Like I said, I could
use this pea-shooter to make you go.”

“Are you going to,
Jeff?”

His answer was to put the little automatic
into his pocket. Then he said, “That ain’t my way, baby. You know
me. I’m the black boy who played a lot of fullback for the New York
Giants till the Cleveland Browns gang tackled me and banged up my
knees so bad I’ve got to tape them to walk around in the
morning.”

“The players who did the
damage were black,” I said.

“Of course, baby. Even the
Cleveland Browns didn’t want to start a race war. I’m just trying
to make a point, that’s all.”

“And the point
is?”

“Little white boys still
stop me in the street and ask me to sign their autograph books. And
those blonde ladies with the pale skin—some of them still send me
love letters. I’m accepted, man. I’m a liaison man from the black
world. I’m one of those black people who is bridging the gap. So
why should I use a gun on a whitey private detective named Larry
Kent? That wouldn’t help my image any.”

“You do a lot of talking,
Jeff.”

“Sure. Words are weapons, man.
Did you read my interview with that nice little white lady from
Playboy? I spoke about the fake whiteys who say they love us nice
colored folk. After that issue of Playboy hit the news-stands, I
got maybe a dozen offers to do a lecture on the subject of whitey
versus black boy. And you should’ve seen the letters I got. Over a
thousand of them, almost all saying how terrible it was that we
poor blacks have been pushed around for over two hundred years. You
whiteys just love to punish yourselves, don’t you?”

“And you Black Panther
types,” I said, “just love to wear your hate on your
sleeves.”

He laughed at that. “Not hate, Larry. The
only thing I hate is the system that makes fourth-class citizens
out of ten percent of the population. But you’ve got me straying
from the subject.”

“You didn’t get any help
from me, Jeff; you did that yourself.”

“All right, so now I’ll
steer myself back. The Man wants me to take you to see
him.”

“I sent the Man a
message.”

“I know. If he wants to see you,
he must come here. His two men delivered the message. But the Man
doesn’t go any place to see people. They go to him.”

“Tell me something,
Jeff.”

“Yeah?”

“Are you asking me to
go
see the Man as a
favor to you?”

His face went tight. “I don’t ask for
favors.”

“What’s he got on
you?”

“Nothing.”

“Then you must be in his
pocket.”

Jones inspected his fingernails again, this
time the nails on his right hand. He gave a little shrug. “He
throws a little work our way.”

“How much work?”

“Last year it was forty
thousand.”

“That’s nice bread and
butter.”

“It helps.”

“What happens if I tell you
to get lost? Do you lose face? Does the Man throw forty thousand a
year to some other detective agency?”

Jefferson Jones got to his feet and looked
taller than his six-feet-one. “Cool it, baby.” His face was cold.
“The Man asked me to come here and fetch you. If that doesn’t work,
he’ll find some other way to see you ... maybe some way that’ll get
you hurt. You come with me and you’ll be doing yourself a
favor.”

Jones had too much pride to ask me to go
along with him. It had to be my choice. I rose.

“Have you any idea of why
the Man wants to see me, Jeff?”

“He didn’t say.”

“Well, I’m curious about
it. When do we leave?”

“Right now if you’re
ready.”

 


Jones turned his
yellow Cadillac off
Lexington Avenue and into 98th Street. He stopped the car and
turned to me.

“The bar on the corner,
Larry. La Carioca.”

“What about it?”

“You go in
there.”

“Is that where I see the
Man?”

“No.”

“Then where?”

“She’ll tell you about
it.”

“And who might she
be?”

“Her name is
Lisa.”

“How will I know
her?”

“She’ll know you. No
trouble at all. You’ll be the only whitey in the place.”

“Right. Thanks for the
ride.”

I opened the door.

“Larry.”

I turned to look at Jones. He put out his
right hand. I gave his palm a slap and got out of the car. He
pulled away. I crossed the street and walked to La Carioca.

There was a long bar on one side and
booths on the other. Behind the bar was a Cuban type with oily
black hair. Maybe ten people were at the bar. Two were women with
painted faces and wigs; hookers, obviously. One man was a dandy in
a striped suit; a pimp, I decided. All were dark-skinned and some
had Negro blood in their veins. I found an empty spot at the bar
and stood there. The bartender polished a glass and looked right
through me.

“Give the gentleman a
drink,” said a female voice behind me.

I looked in the bar mirror and saw a girl
with jet-black hair framing an oval face. She had big dark eyes and
full lips. A V neck in her blue satin dress revealed the gleaming
ebony of small breasts. She was maybe four paces behind me. She
covered the distance with a swaying walk, slid onto the stool
beside me.

“I’m Lisa,” she said to me
in the mirror.

“What’ll it be?” the
bartender asked.

I turned to Lisa. She was a lot more
beautiful than she’d been in the bar mirror. Her skin was flawless.
Her lashes were long and her eyes were set at a slight angle. Her
straight black hair was glossy.

“What’ll it be?” the
bartender repeated, impatience in his tone.

“Scotch on the rocks,” I
said.

“Not that bar garbage,”
Lisa said as the bartender reached for a bottle on a shelf. “The
good stuff, Paul.”

He reached under the bar and came up with a
bottle of imported scotch. “The usual for you, Lisa?”

“Yes, Paul.”

Her drink was an equal mixture of Pernod
and brandy. We touched glasses. Her eyes seemed to be trying to
probe the depths of my mind.

“Good luck, Lisa,” I
said.

“Good health, Mr. Larry
Kent.”

We drank. I offered her a cigarette.

“No, thank you. All I smoke
is an occasional grass; but not here. It’s nearly the end of the
month and the fuzz are out to make their arrest quota.”

I lit my cigarette. The smoke tasted
stale. I reached for my drink; it seemed far away. My arm was like
a flagpole with a hand at the end. Paul was grinning at me and I
saw four rows of teeth. Suddenly there were two Pauls and they were
going around each other. I turned to Lisa and she had a twin
sister.

“The scotch,” I
said.

“It’s all right, darling.”
She grasped my arm. “No problem. You see, the Man doesn’t want you
to know where you’re going. Look at it this way ...”

I didn’t hear any more. The floor came up
and belted me in the face.


Chapter 2 ... black and white ...

 


There was a swaying motion. Back and forth,
back and forth. I opened my eyes. I was in a small room. Sitting in
a chair facing me was one of the biggest men I’d ever seen. His
color was a sort of burnt yellow like a seasoned meerschaum pipe.
He had straight black hair and piercing black eyes. His chest
development was enormous and his shoulders were wide enough to
drive a tailor crazy.

Standing on either side of him was a
dusky-skinned beauty. One had wavy black hair and the other wore a
frizzy white wig. They looked at me with no expression in their
faces.

“How do you feel?” asked
the big man.

“I’ve been worse,” I
said.

“It was only a sleeping
potion, Kent. There are no after-effects as a rule. You slept like
a baby.”

“Do you mind telling me
where I am?”

“On a boat. My yacht. I
didn’t want you to see it and I didn’t want you to know where it
was berthed.”

“You’re the
Man?”

“That’s right.”

“Where’s Lisa?”

“I have no idea. She had a
job to do and she did it.”

“And why am I
here?”

“You too have a job to do.
For me.”

I turned slightly and saw a big man leaning
against the wall. There was a short-barreled shotgun in his right
hand. It was angled down at the floor, but if he lifted it the
muzzle would be pointed at me.

“No need to worry,” said
the Man in a strong accent that seemed to be a mixture of West
Indian, Southern Negro and the Bronx. “Daryl here has no desire to
use that gun. It’s just that I have protection at all times. You
have no idea how many people want me dead.”

I said, “What makes you think I’ll work
for you?” He stared into my eyes, smiling, and said, “Do you have
an alternative?”

“If you’re trying to scare
me ...”

The Man shook his head. “I wouldn’t try that
on you. Kent. I know a good deal about you. If you scared easily
you wouldn’t be sitting where you are, talking to me. I have a lot
of respect for you.”

“If you know so much about
me,” I said, “then you must be aware of the fact that I pick and
choose my clients.”

“I’m quite certain that
you’ll accept me as a client.”

“You’re a racketeer, aren’t
you?”

“Yes, I suppose you could
call me that.”

One of the dusky girls patted the back of
the Man’s head; the other stroked his arm.

I said, “I don’t work for racketeers.”

“What I want you to do,” he said,
his face bland and his tone even, “is not concerned with the
rackets in any way. However, because I know that you insist on a
client telling you everything, I’ll paint in the background













































































































































































































































































































































































































cover.jpg
mmmmmmmmmmmmm

SPANISH HARLEM





tmp_22c4e1daf00c6496b34dc92a9d98eac0_0yN1Om_html_2a1b54f9.jpg
PICCADILLY
PUBLISHING





