





FOREWORD

Here is a superb selection of All Fiction Detective Stories
sure to provide that needed relaxation in these strenuous
war days. Each story selected has been proven to be cxcep-
tional by the test of previous publication in one of Street &
Smitih’s detective or mystery magazines.

The name of Ellery Queen is known to all mystery fans,
whether readers, radio listeners, or movie-goers. His “House
of Haunts,” starting on page 3, is a Class 1 thriller. Frank
Gruber. who wrote “The Murder Gun,” is the newest sen-
sation in the detective field, producing about six books a
year—all good sellers. Steve Fisher, the author of “The
Monster,” wrote the novel, “I Wake Up Screaming,” from
which this year’s most successful detective motion picture
was made. Fisher also wrote “To the Shores of Tripoli,”
the great service picture of the year.

Other top-ranking authors included in this issue are Norbert
Davis, Walter Ripperger, Edward Ronns and William E.
Barrett.
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4 ALL FICTION DETECTIVE STORIES

and-bleed human being could suddenly stoop, grab
his shoelaces, and fly away. Or that a water buffalo
could change into a golden-haired little boy before
your eyes. Or that a man dead one hundred and
thirty-six years could push aside his tombstone,
step out of his grave, ycwn, and then sing three
verses of ‘“Mademoiselle from Armenti¢res.” Or
even, for that matter, that a stone could move or a
tree speak—yea, though it were in the language of
Atlantis or Mu.

Or can you?

The tale of Sylvester Mayhew's house is a strange
tale. When what happened happened, minds tot-
tered and porcelain beliefs threatened to shatter
into shards. Before the whole fantastic and in-
comprchensible business was bared, God Himself
czme into it. Yes, God came into the story of
Sylvester Mayhew’s house, and that is what makes
this quite the most reinarkable adventure in which
Mr. Ellery Queen, that pince-nez’d, pinch-nostriled,
and indomitable cynic, has ever become involved.

The car, a chipped and battered sedan, fled down
the descrted Merrick Road on Long Island as if it
were trying to run cway from the weather. The
sky was gray lead, frowning and gloomy, and under
it the countryside lay cowering. It was cold in
the dark drafty tonneau of the car, and its four
occupants were for the most part occupied with
stamping their feet to keep the blood circulating.
One was an old man. One was & young man, and
the third was simply a fat man.

The fourth was a subdued young woman who a
few hours earlier had disembarked from an ocean
liner to find that travel, while broadening, is not
an unmixed blessing. It had led her into an un-
friendly land whose greeting had been the announce-
ment that her father was dead. Since Alice May-
hew had not seen her father since her infancy, the
news of his death depressed rather than shocked
har. She had merely expected to find him alive.
But then she was accustomed to blasted especta-
tions. Her dead mother’s last relative had died
only a few months before. She had no nioney. She
had never had much happiness in America, where
she had been born, or in England, where she had
been raised. She had always had to work for her
living, and nothing of a startling or romantic nature
had ever happened to her.

She stared through the dusty side window of the
car at the bleak countryside, with a rather bitter
curl of her lips.

The old man, who might have been her uncle, was
her attorney. The fat man, who might have bzen
her attorney, was her uncle. As for the young
man, he was a quietly lean enigma who had saun-
tered up at the pier, bag in hand, greeted the old
man, bowed to the fat man, smiled at the young
woman, and accompanied them without invitation
to the fat man’s car.

The fat man, who was driving, turned the car
into a frightful byroad along which they jolted in
an unsteady eastward curve between leafless woods.
The road was a phantasmagoria of pits and ruts
frozen hard. The woods were crazy tangles of dead
trees and underbrush densely packed, but looking
as if they had been repeatedly scared by fire.

“Looks like no man's land,” sa‘d the young man
at last, bouncing up and down. “And feels like it,
too, by Gzorge!”

Dr. Reinach’s vast fleshy back heaved in a si-
lent chuckle. *“As a matter of fact, Mr. Queen,
that's exactly what it’s called by the natives. Land
God forgot, eh?”

“It isn't very inviting-looking. is it?” remarked
Alice Mayhew in a low voice.

“Oh, it wasn’t always this way.” said the fat
man, swelling his cheeks like a bul'frog. He was
a mound of flesh, filling the driver’s seat to over-
flowing. “Once it was pleasant enough. I remem-
ber it as aboy. Then #t seemed as if it might become
the nuclzus of a populous community. But civiliza-
tion’s passed it by, and a few forest fires did the
rest.”

“It’s horrible,” said Alice, “simply horrible.”

“No, no, my dear, don't give way to slush. What's
the difference? All life is a pitiful struggle to
paint a veneer over the realities. Everything is
rotten and, worse than that, a bore. Hardly worth
l'ving, when it comes to that. But if you must live,
by thunder,” chuckled Dr. Reinach, “you may as
w:ll do o in ccnsistent surroundings!”

The old attorney stirred in the rear where he was
crouched in his greatcoat like a pupa which has died
prematurely in its cocoon. His ordinarily sleek
cobalt cheeks were covered with a straggly stubble.
His eyes were haggard and fierce. “You're quite a
philosopher, Dr. Reinach!”

“I'm an honest man.”

“Do you know, doctor,” murmured Mr. Ellery
Queen, “there are seme folk who seem to inhabit
dark and noisome caverns, out of which they crawl
ence in a while to poison the atmosphere of man-
kind.”

The fat man glanced at him. Then he said in his
deep voice: “And do you agree with this mysteri-
ous young friend of yours, Thorne?"

“I believe,” said the old man dryly, “there is a
platitude extant which says that actions speak with
considerably more volume than words. I haven't
shaved in six days, and this is the first time I have
left Sylvester Mayhew’s house since his funeral.”

“You wrong us all.” Dr. Reinach smiled. “You
wrong us all, Thorne. And I'm afraid you're giving
my niece quite the most erroneous impression of
her family. We're odd, no doubt, and our blood
is probably turning sour after so many generations
of cold storage. But then don’t the finest vintages,
come from the deepest cellars? You've only to
glance at Alice to see my point. Such vital Jove-
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He beamed at Sam Vedder: “Did you finish that
little job, Sam?”

Vedder smacked his lips. “It was simple. Even
Bobcat could have handled it. Here’s the boodle.”
He pulled out the cigarette case and the envelope
he had taken from Adam Lord. He dropped both
objects on the desk before Captain Bligh.

Bligh pounced on the cigarette case. He opened
it and took a sheaf of crisp one-hundred-dollar
bills. He rifiied through them quickly, then nod-
ded in satisfaction.

“That's fine, Sam, my boy. We earned a nice
fee on this. Have any trouble with that gigolo?”

“Nah, he got nasty when I grabbed the money
back; so I poked him one. That was all there was to
it. Except”—Vedder swallowed—"“I saved the
agency a little on the expense account. They threw
me out before I could pay the lunch check.”

The admission cost Vedder something. for he
had counted on retaining that money, but con-
vincing the captain of his shrewdness was worth
it. He hadn’t been in such good standing with the
boss lately.

Bligh nodded approvingly and picked up the
envelope. He frowned when he saw that it was
sealed. Vedder grinned at him. He'd wanted to
read the letter, himself. It must have been a good
one to be worth five thousand dollars to Evelyn
Walker.

The phone on Bligh's desk whirred and he
scooped up the receiver. He said: “Put her on,”
then beamed: “Yes, Mrs. Walker, he’s just returned.
Yes....” His face remained smiling and he nodded
pleasantly. “Of course,”” he went on. “Yes, cer-
tainly. Yes. ... Good-by, Mrs. Walker.”

He hung up the receiver, gave Vedder the bene-
fit of a fond look, then picked up a letter opener
from his desk. He slit open Mrs. Walker’s retrieved
envelope with a single motion and extracted a folded
sheet of paper.

He handed it across the desk to Sam Vedder.
“Read it, Sam, my boy.”

Vedder unfolded the sheet of paper and gulped.
“It's blank!” he cried.

“Is it, Sam? Well, well—" That was as far as
Captain Bligh could go. He got off the joy wagon,
and his first roar rattled the windows. The scath-
ing denunciation of Sam Vedder that followed
raised the temperature of the room to the point
where the wallpaper began to curl from the heat.
Captain Bligh knew all the words and he used
them. When he finished, he started in on the Span-
ish words he had picked up on a trip to South
America five years ago.

He stopped finally. He had to, for he simply
wore himself out. And by that time Sam Vedder
had shrunk so much that his suit seemed six sizes
too large for him. When he had entered the room,
it had been a tight fit.

Captain Bligh pointed a trembling finger at him.

“So you bopped him before you made sure you had
the right letter. You grabbed the money back, and
then they threw you out. You saved the lunch
check—and cost this agency twenty-five hundred
dollars!”

“I’ll get the letter,” Vedder cut in weakly.
gigolo can make a monkey of me.”

“Yes,” said Captain Bligh, “you’ll get the letter.
Before tomorrow morning. And you'll get it with-
out this five thousand dollars. 'Cause why? ’'Cause
he's raised the price to ten thousand. now, and Mrs.
Walker can’t get the money without asking her
husband for it. If he knew about this letter, she
wouldn’t be needing to pay any blackmail. So go
ahead, now, get the letter from Lord. And if you
fail—why, that’'s O. K., too. Ouly just don’t come
around here any more. That's all. You—"

Sam Vedder made a desperate plunge for the
door and escaped. In the outer office he shot one
look at Emma Todd’s strained, white face and
kept going. He didn't relax until he stepped out
of the elevator on the ground floor.

“No

II.

Vedder looked at his watch, then, and saw that
it was two forty-five.

He went toward a public telephone booth beside
the cigar counter and rummaged through a worn
telephone directory. There was a half column of
Lords in the book, but not one had the initial “A”
in connection with it. i

He groaned and let the book down. Adam
Lord was just the type to have an unlisted tele-
phone. But how was Vedder to get the number—
and Lord's address—from the operator?

He rubbed his chin for a moment, then entered
the telephone booth. He dialed the operator and,
when he got her, said crisply:

“This is Western Union. We have an important
telegram for a Mr. Adam Lord, who formerly lived
on East Sixty-eighth Street, which we are unable
to deliver. We believe he has an unlisted telephone,
and we’d appreciate very much if you'd call him
for us.”

“Just a moment, please!”

Vedder heard a phone ring repeatedly and then
the operator's voice again: “Sorry, but Mr. Lord
does not answer.”

“Well, how are we going to get his telegram to
him?” Vedder asked. “We gather from the text
that it's extremely important.”

“Call the Plaza operator and have her try to get
Mr. Lord at intervals.”

“Thank you,” Vedder said.

He hung up the receiver and scowled at the tele-
phone. Well, he’d narrowed it down to the Plaza
exchange, which told him that Adam Lord lived
within a certain area. But now to narrow it down
some more—
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Canfield pointed to the far side of the room,
which was entirely lined with books—old books.
“In addition to guns. I collect Americana—rare
books on American history. I'm particularly inter-
ested in the early history of Missouri and Kansas.
You've heard of Quantrell, the Civil War guerrilla?
Adam Lord's grandiather was one of Quantrell’s
men.”

“How do you know?"

“An Adam Lord was one of two guerrillas who
were killed during the Lawrence, Kansas, massacre
in 1863. That was the time Quantrell’'s band rode
from Missouri into Kansas. burned the town of Law-
rence and killed, in cold blood, one hundred and
eighty of its citizens. It was one of the most brutal
crimes of the Civil War."

“I've heard about it,”” Vedder said.
know that Quantrell lost any men.”

“He lost two. Larkin Skaggs and Adam Lord.
Lord came from soutliern Missouri, where he had a
wife and infant son—the present, rather late, Adam
Lord's father. I might say that Adam’s father was
considered a respectable citizen. When he grew up
he went into business in Springfield, Missouri. He
had enough money to raise Adam as a gentleman.
Unfortunately, Adam went through the money in-
side of three ycars after inheriting it. Since then
—well, I guess you know how he made his living.”

“I do. but I still can’t figure out why you should

“But I didn’t

connect Adam Lord's :nurder with Jesse James''

gun.

Canfield frowned. “Perhaps there is no connec-
tion. But it's a coincidence—a mighty unusual co-
incidence. You sce. Jesse James also was a mem-
ber of Quantrell’s guzrrillas, although he wasn't at
Lawrence. As far as that gun is concerned. Jesse
was supposed to have presented it to Greg Cum-
mings, who went to Mexico with Shelby and was
killed down there. The gun was picked up by
Harlow Bonniwell who kept it for almost twenty-
five years. He finally sold it to—Adam Lord, IL."”

Vedder blinked. “You're getting close.”

“I can come even closer. Adam Lord, II, be-
queathed the gun to Adam Lord, III, who sold it to
a collector named Underwood. about five years ago.
Underwood lives right here in New York—"

“I know,"” said Vedder. “I've just come from him.
He said that you had made him an offer for the
gun.”

Canfield rubbed his chin with the back of his
hand and looked at Vedder through narrowed eyes.
“Yes?" he said, softly.

Vedder shook his head. “The next move is yours.”
- “All right. Underwood thinks I stole that gun
from him, because I offered him a fantastic price and
he wouldn’t take it.”

“Twenty thousand dollars is a lot of money for
a gun, seventy-five years old."”

Canfield sighed wearily. “Come along, I want to
show you something.”

He led Vedder into an adjoining room that was
a smaller counterpart of Roscoe Underwood's gun
room. The room was of pine panecling and along
one wall hung a double row of revolvers of various
sizes and makes. Each had a little white card at-
tached to it. Canfield took down a short-barreled
gun, at random.

“This,” he said. “is a Patterson .28 caliber, one
of the earliest models made by the Colt Patent Fire-
arms Co. It was once owned by Sam Houston.
Whether he had it with him at the battle of San
Jacinto, I've been unable to verify: but the -mere
fact that Sam Houston once owned it makes it of
value to me. And this"— Canfield put back the
short-barreled gun and took down a huge .44, with
a barrel at least nine inches long—'this was one
of Wild Bill Hickok's guns. He used it when he
was marshal of Abilene, Kansas.” He handed Wild
Bill Hickok's gun to Vedder and took down a re-
volver on which the tag was blank.

“This gun,” he said, “was used by an assassin.
It killed one of the greatest men this country has
ever known."”

Vedder frowned at the revolver. *“Lincoln?”

Canfield smiled. “I can't tell you. This gun
is supposed to be in a museum. I paid a high price
for it, but I promised I would never tell anyone
its actual case history. I'm showing you these
guns just to convince you that I had no other mo-
tive for wanting to buy Underwood's Jesse James'
Colt than mere collector's passion. I specialize in
collecting guns with histories: pieces that were
once used by fomous personages. I believe I have
a better collection of such pieces than any collector
in this country. I'll say this much more, I'd give
my eyeteeth to get that gun that killed Adam Lord.”

Vedder thought about that. Then he nodded
slowly. He could strike Stuart Canficld's name off
his list of possible suspects. If Canfield had killed
Lord, he most certainly would not have done so
with Jesse James' gun; or if he had. he would never
have left the weapon behind. Mot unless he wers
pressed for time—

But the murderer of Adam Lord hadn't been
pressed for time. He'd been in Lord's apartment
when Evelyn Walker had called. He had remained
long enough for her to leave and for Sam Vedder
to make a leisurely entry.

Or hadn’t the man who had attacked Vedder been
the murderer?

Canfield crossed the room and picked up the book
he had laid down. He smiled at Sam Vedder. The
hint was enough for the latter. He said:

“Thanks, Mr. Canfield.” But as he was going out,
he turned. “You wouldn’t have any ideas as to who
might have had it in for Lord?"

“Yes,"” said Stuart Canfield. “You!
Club 66 today when he—socked you.”

Vedder gave Canfield a dirty look. grunted and
departed.

I was at the
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Weisbecker’s fat cheeks puffed out like a squir-
rel’s stuffed with acorns.

“I don't know you gentlemen!” he wheezed. “I
... I think you better come back tomorrow, during
the day, in my store. We talk business then. It’s
late, now, and I want to get to bed.”

“So!"” said Vedder. “You do know something
about a Navy Colt once owned by Jesse James.
Someone offered it to you—or you've got it—"

“No, no! I don't know anything about it. I
... I guess I read something about it once. Yeah,
that’s it—something in the newspapers I read once.”

“Come again, Weisbecker,” said Vedder. “You
didn't read about this gun in the papers. Someone
tried to sell it to you—a Mr. Adam Lord? Yes,
the man who was killed today with the same Jesse
James gun. When did he try to sell it to you?”

“A long time ago— No, I don’t know any Adam
Lord. I don't want to be mixed up in any police
business. Murder . . . they'll—"

Jim Walker came suddenly to Weisbecker’s res-
cue. “I don't see what you're gaining by this, Mr.
Vedder. After all, I merely came here to buy a few
guns. What's past is past. Mr. Weisbecker, let's
get on with our business.”

Perspiration was streaming down Weisbecker’s
fat face. He was staring at Sam Vedder, his mouth
opening and closing like that of a fish out of water.
“No,” he said, “I . . . we can’t do any business.
Not now. I— 1Tt's awful late, and I'm tired. I
want to go to bed. Come back tomorrow, yes?"

He stopped. His eyes bulged and his mouth
opened wide and sucked in air in a wheezy gulp.

Vedder jerked his head around. The door was
partly open and a slight, mild-eyed man of about
thirty-five smiled and knocked lightly on the inside
of the door.

“Excuse me,” he said, “I was just going to knock
and the door was open.”

“And I suppose you were going to ring the bell
downstairs, too, only you couldn’t find the bell,”
Vedder snapped sarcastically.

The slight man smiled apologetically. Then he
bobbed his head up and down. “Yes, you answer
his description. You're Sam Vedder?”

Vedder blinked in astonishment. “How the—
How do you know?"

“A friend of mine described you to me. And ...
er ... I got a glimpse of you earlier this evening,
at police headquarters. My name is Peabody.”

“Sergeant Peabody!" Vedder gasped. “Bobcat's
_pal.”

“A fine chap,” Sergeant Peabody said warmly.
“My very best friend. Unfortunate, his association
with—" Peabody caught himself and coughed. “I
mean, he’s a very capable man. You'd hardly take
him for a private detective.”

“No one'd take you for a cop, either,” Vedder re-
torted. “What's the idea of busting in here?”

“Why, it seems that I was guilty of an indiscre-
tion. I confided more than I should have in my
friend, Bobcat, and my superiors learned about it.
In short, I'm in the dog house, because I told Bob-
cat you were being held for questioning and he
brought in that big—brought in your employer,
Captain Bligh. Who, to put’it mildly, is somewhat
of a thorn in Inspector Downing's soft flesh.”

During the byplay between Sergeant Peabody and
Sam Vedder, Weisbecker, the gun dealer, had re-
covered his composure. “I was just telling the
gentlemen, sergeant, that I don’t do business in my
home. If they'll come around to the store down-
stairs during the day, I'll be glad to sell them—"

“That rare, six-barreled revolving rifle Mr.
Walker is so interested in!" Vedder said quickly.

Sergeant Peabody cocked his head to one side.
“You're interested in rifies, Mr. Walker? That's
a very fine piece on the table there. It was first
used by the Texas Rangers against the Comanche
Indians. Do you also collect revolvers, Mr.
Walker?”

Jim Walker scowled at Sergeant Peabody, then
shifted his gaze to Sam Vedder as if to ask: “You
got me into this. Now what do I do?”

Vedder said, “Mr. Walker collects mainly rifles,
but he has a few revolvers—"

“Navy Colts. Mr. Walker?" Sergeant Peabody
purred.

“Yes. I've got some Navy Colts!” Jim Walker
exclaimed. “What about it?”

“Why, nothing about it,” replied Peabody, mildly.
“It's just that I'm interested in guns myself—and
Americana. Missouri and Kansas—the frontier his-
tory of those States—is my particular hobby. I'm
somewhat of a romanticist, I'm afraid. The exploits
of the border outlaws interest—"

“Bobcat's told me all about your hobby, ser-
geant,” Vedder cut in. “I think Mr. Weisbecker's
right, Walker. We'd better come back tomorrow
and look over the larger collection down in the
store. Be seeing you again, Sergeant Peabody—"

He signaled to Jim Walker and began moving to-
ward the door. Peabody, too, nodded at Weisbecker
and started to leave with them. It wound up with
Walker, Vedder and Peabody all clumping down
the dark staircase.

Out on the street, Vedder growled at Peabody.
“Which way are you going, sergeant?”

“Oh,” said Peabody. “I haven’t anywhere in par-
ticular to go. I'll run along with you.”

“No. you won't. I've got some private business
with Mr. Walker."”

“Perhaps it's my business, too,” Peabody cut in,
mildly. ‘“Rather, I should say the business of the
police department. May I ask, Mr. Walker, why
you came down here at this time of the night to
buy guns?”

“Do we ask the police department why their
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But here, suddenly, like a stroke of divine fate,
was Purpose in Life. She rambled on about Moon
and Six Pence. An artist who had sacrificed all to
go to the South Seas and paint. “There,” she said, a
little shrilly, “there was courage!”

She spoke bitterly of her millions, how money
could stifle the soul; the curse of Capitalism. She
was so sick of it. “I'm so sick of it, Sam!” She
wanted to get away from it all. My life fascinated
her. The bleakness. The bare existence. Never
surc of the next check. The endless work toward
an Ideal.

I became her passion, her toy, her obsession. We
met every day. Once she confessed she could not
sleep, thinking of the future that lay in store for
me. “How very fortunate you are, Sam, to know
exactly what you want to do in life! To have a
goal for which to strive! Oh, my dear, do you real-
ize how important that is? All else in life is in-
significant!”

She stirred strange ambitions in my heart. I
listened to her, anid marveled. She sold me on my-
self. First thing I knew I half believed her. I
tried to write a story for a big magazine. It was
atrocious. But Mabel wept over it. Tears ran
down her face, and she laughed with wild joy.
When I could not sell the story, she had it printed
and put in a special leather binding. She gave
copies of it to all the old biddies in whose crowd
she traveled. They all thought it was terrific.

“My dear, the boy has no end of talent!”

They raved over me, petted me; they gave little
teas and I would be the guest of honor. I was a
bull in a china shop. It flattered me inside and I
liked it. I let my hair grow long. I moved to a
garret. And, because I quit writing for the trade
magazines, I went broke. I told Mabel.

“There is only one thing we can do,” she said;
“I see it very clearly now. The road of our lives
lies before us. We must get married, Sam. I will
put all my money in trust until you have made your
way! - I will keep only enough to buy us a small
house in White Plains. After that, it will be up
to you to scrape together a living for us like any
true artist must before he arrives.”

I protested.

“No,” she said, a light in her eyes, “any other
way would only be a vulgar sham, don’t you see?
If you knew you could have money at any time you
wouldn’t work as hard. It would be easier to be-
come discouraged. But if you had nothing to fall
back upon. If it was to do or die—"

“But, Mabel—"

- “No,” she said firmly. *“Oh, my dear, I have so
long considered this problem! Money disintegrates
people. It would decay that fine talent which now
burns so strongly in you. Without struggle, you
will never become a truly great writer.” She smiled
nobly. “There must be darkness before the sun.

“I am quite willing to give up everything.” She

lowered her eyes. ‘“To sacrifice all that I may
possess, and start life with you from scratch. I will
cook and clean. I will work my fingers to the bone.
I will be your inspiration, the guiding light in the
background of your career. Destiny is indeed
wrought this day. You do not see it now, but you
will.  You will, my dear!

“We will endure the most bitter poverty, if nec-
essary; and on certain occasions we shall perhaps
give parties. And if it should happen that our
friends find us in a cold, unheated house, with barely
enough to eat—how can they help but see the true
greatness in that? Hope springs from despair and
dire need; and there can be in sacrifice a certain
nobleness that will rise above the physical and
enter upon a spiritual plane. In such an aura, my
dear, you will create prose that will live into im-
mortal posterity!”

“But,” I said, “if it becomes really necessary—
like if one of us got appendicitis—we could get
some of your money, couldn't we?”

““No,” she said, nearly bursting with her own True
Greatness, “if the worst comes, I am very much
afraid it will be a charity ward for us. That would
be the way of an honest artist. And, my dear, you
must be that if nothing else! The money will be
put in trust with my attorneys, and so long as I
am married to you, we will be unable to touch it
until you have published your first important novel.

“Then, of course,” she said, smiling to herself,
“we will no longer need it.”

It was silly. But I told you she was dumb. She
didn’t know a damn thing about writers. But I was
dumb, too. It was like a bad dream, but I secretly
thought if things really didn’t work out, we'd be
able to get the money, one way or another. Not that
I wanted to live off her. But that money was her
glamour for me, and I couldn’t just yet see her
detached from it. All this talk was against the glit-
ter of Fifty-second Street, Park Avenue, and the St.
Moritz. So I agreed. I was drunk on what she
thought was my talent. We sat and plotted what -
would be the road to fame.

A week later we were married.

That house in White Plains. I don't know what
there was about it. It was an old wooden house and
it was in bad repair. Mabel had bought it for
twenty-five hundred cold cash. It wasn't worth it.
She took out every kind of insurance on it you could
imagine. “The house is our only asset, you see,”
she said. She’d somehow been able to get thirty-
five hundred dollars coverage by paying extra pre-
miums. She explained the extra valuation by the
fact that our furniture would be in the house and
“Certain manuscripts which are as yet unwritten.”

All of the rest of her money was gone: really
frozen. I discovered that—while she was married to
me—she couldn’t touch it even if it was a matter of
life and death. She was that cracked on this noble
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will to go on! That is a thing I mean to bring to
you. Even if I have to drum it into you hour in
and hour out!”

She drove me relentlessly. Her burning energy
vore me down. I returned to my half-finished
novel. I was empty and sick. We went broke
again. There was scarcely enough to eat. And all
the time she stood over me, over me. Except when
I was too exhausted to write another word. Then
1'd sleep in the den, she in the bedroom. I could
not bring myself to touch her. This is the way
those days were. This is a montage.

I don't know how I first got the idea to kill her.
It might have come suddenly, the way things do
scmetimes. Or, it may have been the total of a
number of thoughts, of plans half made, of hours
spent in impotent rage while she screamed over
me, that 211 at once came together.

But I suddenly knew I was going to murder her.
From that moment on nothing could have changed
my mind. There was no escape. I was tired of
looking for ways. I'd begged her on my knees to
leave. She wouldn’t. If I walked out of the house
she follewed me. She made scenes in bars, in the
White Plains railroad stations. She was like a
mad woman.

Once when I went to a cheap hotel in White
Plains she found me, somehow, and dragged me out.
She accused me of having had a rendezvous with
another woman. She shouted so that everybody on
the street could hear.

She was filled with this crazy pride. She couldn’t
face her friends again unless this project—my date
with posterity—came true. She still gave parties
for them, and when they came to the house in eve-
ning dress, she reveled in our poverty. She was
aware that the old biddies were jealous of her noble
role and she flaunted her Humble Rags in their

faces. When they spoke of charities, she smiled
tolerantly, and said: ‘“Sam, here, Sam is my
charity!”

I was a man damned!

So I made my plans. It was the most real thing
that had happcned to me in months and months.
It was all quite easy. She was taking trips into
town once a week to see a phony prof of some kind.
She’d go in her shabby dresses, runs in her stock-
ings, unashamed. :

I'd begun knocking out articles in secret to get
money. The manuscripts I didn’t want her to read
I put in an iron strong box under the studio couch.
On the day when she went to the city, I gradually
bought the things I would need. Not that there was
so much. Two gunny sacks of shaved celluloid.
An alarm clock I'd taken apart and tinkered with
so that, set at a certain hour, it would ignite a tiny
spark of fire.

This little infernal machine I put between the
two gunny sacks in the basement. Just above, hang-

ing from a water pipe only inches below the kitchen
floor, was a wooden bucket filled with gasoline.

Do you see it? At the hour I would set, the
spark would ignite the contents of those sacks. The
flame would soar upward in a hideous burst of yel-
low. It would touch off the bucket. There would
be an explosion, and roaring flames quickly leaping
through the house. The bucket, the sacks, every-
thing would be burned: leaving no traces whatso-
ever!

Mabel’s roomn was just above the kitchen and the
ceiling was low. The kitchen would burst into
flames. The old house would go fast. Mabel's room
would become a flaming coffin almost at once.
There was a kerosene stove in it and once the fire
touched that, there'd be little chance for her to
escape.

I'd be in the hall the moment the fire started;
and if necessary, if I saw there was a chance she
might get out, I'd hit her. I was that desperate.
When I was positive of her doom, I'd run from the
house.

I'd collect the insurance and it’d be enough to
give me a start in life somewhere.

I plotted the thing remorselessly. From the first
I felt no qualm of conscience. I waited until the
next party. Mabel's friends always brought their
own Scotch, in a sort of picnic spirit—because they
knew we were poor—and she’d be drinking. She
always slept heavily whenever she drank. It was

perfect.

The party started. This professor was there. He
was a big New York success. A young guy with
all kinds of notions about intellectual things. It
was plain to see that Mabel was nuts on him. Her
novelist illusion had about flagged itself out, and
now she was hanging onto every word this guy said.

It stole my thunder. I was no longer the pitied
and humble author, and I was glad. About migd-
night I went into the basement. I set the clock for
three a. m. sharp. I brushed past the Ping-pon::
table, turned off the light, and went upstairs. In
the parlor I excused myself—nobody cared, any-
way—and climbed the stairs to my den.

I undressed, put on pajamas, walked up and down,
smoking cigarettes. I was jumpy as a cat. I lay
down on the studio couch. About one a. m. I heard
the company leave. There was silence. Then I
heard a man’s voice downstairs. He was still here.

I didn’t hear him go out, but Mabel came up thz
stairs, entered her room, and closed the door. I
figured this prof must have left. I tuned in Stan
Shaw on the radio, and listened to records. I
watched the little dollar Ingersol on my table.

At two o’clock, Mabzl's dcor opened. I'd thought
she was in bed. I switched off the radio. Then
I heard his voice. He was upstairs. He must have
been standing in the hall.

“I see you've a Ping-pong table,” he said.
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between his testh. The blood pounded heavily in
his temples. Turning, he loped down the alley to
emerge into a small side street. Two cops boiled
around the far corner. Guns shone in their fists.

A gun crashed; one of the cops yelled; a whistle
skirled.

Donegal ducked his head and ran.

He turned the first corner as a bullet clipped into
brick a foot above his head and screamed off in
ricochet. Brick dust powdered his shoulder. He
glanced back once, and put every ounce of energy
into his pumping legs. Skidding around a second
corner, he came out on a wide, tree-lined street that
bordered the river. The brownstone houses gave
way to single private dwellings with dark hedges
and dense shade trees surrounding them. Several
cars were parked without lights at intervals along
the curb. Windows were ablaze in every home.

Long legs stretching to the utmost, Donegal
pounded toward the haven offered by the dark
shrubbery. He was halfway across the wide, wet
street when the heavy sedan started up.

The sedan came from behind him, without lights.
Its motor roared a song of power. It swung to the
left, avoiding Donegal, and slowed for a fraction
of a minute, brakes squalling.

“Get in! Hurry!”

It was a woman's voice.

Donegal whirled at the sound. As the car came
abreast he jumped desperately. His fingers caught
the open window, slipped for a breathless instant
when the invisible driver gunned the car; and then
liis grip curled tight around the wet metal.

The driver turned the first corner with a screech
of protesting tires. The sedan swayed and rocked,
suddenly went into a long, hissing skid, and
straightened with a sickening lurch. Donegal hung
on, every muscle aching with tension. He got one
hand inside the door, pushed down on the handle,
moved one step back on the running board and let
the door swing open. Inching his grip forward,
he reached his arm around the doorpost, pushed
with his knee against the inside panel, shoving
against the wind pressure, and tumbled in beside
the woman driver.

He didn’t make a sound for a dozen seconds. His
body ached and throbbed.

Finally, with a curious glance at the taut, white-
faced woman behind the wheel, Donegal said:
“Well, thanks, whoever you are.”

The woman didn’t look at him. She said: “I'm
Norma Schiller. Save it until it means something.
We've got scme driving to do.”

V.

‘The Cameo Club was a long, two-story building
of white stucco, with ornamental cast-iron balconies
beneath each window. It had a white glass and
chrome marquee, a seven-foot doorman in lobster-

red uniform with yards of gilt braid on his shoul-
ders, and an expensive white-tie-and-tails clientele.
There were three orchestras, tango, sweet and
swing, including a Mexican string quartet that
played in the murky purple of the bar lounge. All
of which was merely a front for the real attraction
of the Cameo Club, which was the elaborate gam-
bling layout in the north wing of the upper floor.
The south wing was reserved exclusively for the
Schiller residence.

Norma Schiller trod the brake pedal with an
angry, vindictive foot and the sedan’s tires scat-
tered a shower of gravel over the parking lot,
lurched to a halt a foot away from the stucco wall.
The woman got out, swinging long, shapely legs
to the wet ground. She walked swiftly through the
light rain around the rea~ corner to a square side
door, used a key and thrust it open. Iler face was
white and set in the momentary flash of light.

Donegal followed her, listening to the muted
thump of musical instruments and a subdued mur-
mur of voices. It was eight o’clock, much too
early for the gambling rooms to be opcn.

At the head of the stairs, Donegal paused and
spoke for the first time since the beginning of the
wild ride. “I hope you know what you're doing,”
he said.

She thrust a key into the door.
know what I'm doing. Don't you?"

“Those cops back there weren't chasing rain-
drops. They were chasing me. You put your foot
in it when you gave me a lift."”

She made an impatient sound, pushed open the
door with her knee and wilied in, flicking on the
light with a backhand movement. Donegal stood
just inside the doorway, his eyes ranging over the
long, low-ceilinged living room.

A fire crackled in a red brick hearth to his right,
behind a smoke-blackened fire screen. Red velvet
curtains were draped over tall windows that reached
from ceiling to floor. The place was ninety-nine
percent soundproof. What faint noises there were
drifted in from the windows, not through the walls.
The carpet was silvery gray, the chairs and couches
of soft creamy leather. One of the couches was
drawn up before the fire, and a thin blue wisp of
cigarette smoke drifted up fror behind it. A man’s
feet, ankles crossed, dangled over one arm.

Norma Schiller crossed the floor, shrugging out
of a knee-length checked coat. She let it fall away
from her to lie in a careless heap on the carpet. She
swept off her quilled black hat, sent it in a looping
spiral to one of the chairs, walked to the lounge
by the hearth and said thickly:

“Get out of here, Steve.”

A man grunted behind the lounge. An arm ap-
peared, waved a bottle languidly, and the man said:
“Aw, Norma, have a heart! I'm so comfortable!”

“Get out, Steve!”

Steve groaned, got to his feet where Donegal

“Of course I
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pure, jittering, speechless rage.

“Wow!” Nippy commented. *“She’s worse than
Mirandy. I swear she is. You better do what she
says, I'm telling you. I'm a man that knows about
these things.”

Mrs. Hartway waved her arms. “Look! Just
look! This beautiful, beautiful room! Ruined!
1t'll cost me thousands . .. thousands ... all because
of that horse! It's the hex, do you hear? He’'s bad
luck, and he'll never be good luck for me again as
long as I live! You take him, you hear? You're
going to take him! Don’t you dare refuse!”

“But he's too valuable—" Daye protested.

Mrs. Hartway heaved herself up to her feet, and
her jewels fell in a glittering cascade on the soapy
carpet.

“You take him!”

“Well, all right,” Daye szid, “but I think you
should think about this thing before—"

Mrs. Hartway was paying no attention. She was
leaning over the battered desk now, tugging at one
of the drawers. It finally came open a few inches,
and she edged her pudgy hand inside it. She
brought out a legal-looking paper that had a yellow-
ish smear of water across one corner. Holding the
paper, she got down on her hands and knees and
scrabbled around in the soapy mixture on the floor
until she uncovered a fountain pen from a desk set.
With the pen, she scribbled an indorsement on the

paper.
“There! Take it! Take that horse away from
here! I never want to see him again! Get out!”

Nippy tugged urgently at Daye's sleeve. “You
better come. She’s gettin’ worse. I can always tell
just before they start throwin’ things.”

“Wait,” Daye ordered. *“Mrs. Hartway, where
are the others? Where is Ruth? Where are Crail
and Cornelius?”

“I don't know, and I don’t care! I told them to
get out, and they did! Now you get out!”

Daye shrugged, and he and Nippy went back
down the hall. They could hear Mrs. Hartway
moaning as she began to pick up her scattered
jewels again, checking each one off audibly as she
found it.

“Batty,” Nippy said. “I never see one quite as
batty as that. What did she give you, anyway?
Who's this feller, Mr. Foxie? Is he her husband—
poor guy?”

“No, he's a horse.”

“A horse!” Nippy exclaimed. “What kind of a
business is that? You don’t call a horse ‘Mister’!
It ain’t right.”

“This is a very special horse.”

“If she owns him, he sure must be,” Nippy ob-
served “Where is he at?”

“Probably dowa at the stables.
see.”

They went down the s.eps of the front porch and
around the narrow path that circled the house.

We'll go and

There was still a light in the stables, and as Daye
came closer, he called:

“Crail! Ruth! Cornelius!”

His voice sounded loud and kecvy in the silence,
but there was no answer. no movement inside the
stables.

“Nobody home,” said Nippy. He stepped inside
the wide doors and peercd intercstedly around.
“And I don't see no— Oh!”

“What is it?"” Daye asked.

Nippy pointed mutely.

Back along the aisle that ran behind the stalls,
the light from the bulb in the raiters reached only
dimly. Something on the floor reflected it in a
polished streak, and as Daye moved closer, he saw
that the object was a puttee. The puttee was still
clasped around Crail's leg, and the leg itself was
bent back at an awkward angle, soddenly motionless.

The rest of Crail's big body was inside one of the
stalls, lying crumpled loosely there, with his head
canted awkwardly over against his shoulder. Daye
knelt down beside him.

“Dead?” Nippy asked, peering cautiously.

“No,” said Daye. He felt Crail’'s thick wrist.
There was a faint, indistinct flutter of a pulse, and
breath made a laborious rattling sound in Crail’s
throat. ‘“He’s been hit on the head, and hit hard.
I'm afraid he’s badly hurt. Perhaps a fracture.
We’ll have to get him to a doctor at once. Help me,
and we’ll carry him up to the house. We can call
from there.”

“Ain’t a mite of use,” said Nippy. “Only doctor
in these parts is old Doc Taylor. He don’t have no
automobile. Don’t believe in such newfangled con-
traptions. Won't even ride in one. It'd take him
three-four hours to get here in his buggy.”

“Crail has got to have care,” Daye said. “There's
no way for us to tell how badly he’s hurt.”

“I'll take him to Doc Taylor in my car,” Nippy
said.

“Fine,” Daye said.

“Naw,” said Nippy.
help.”

He proved that in the next second by leaning over
and lifting Crail up gently and expertly and hold-
ing him cradled in his arms. Crail must have out-
weighed him by thirty pounds, but Nippy held
him without any appreciable signs of strain.

“Can you carry him clear to the car?” Daye asked.

“Shucks, yes,” Nippy said. “I'll be goin’. You
better look for them other people and that horse.
I don’t see no horse in this place.”

Daye turned to stare at the stall in which Crail
had placed Mr. Foxie. It was, as Nippy had said,
empty. Mr. Foxie had disappeared.

“Maybe them other two stole him,” Nippy sug-
gested.

“No!” Daye denied emphatically. “Of course not.
He just wandered away.”

“Somebody helped him wander,” said Nippy. “It

“Let’s carry him.”
“Let me. Don't need no
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with a low, sloping forehead, a sharp nose, and a
thick mouth. Like the others, he nodded briefly in
Peter Dane's direction, then he gazed at Antoinette.
There was a hungry look in his eyes and his hands,
which were extraordinarily large, opened and
closed.

Antoinette ignored him. She waved to the two
men who sat leaning against the wall. One, a blond
man with strong, regular features and a cleft chin,
she called Halverson. Halverson'’s eyes were cobalt-
blue and he kept them away from Antoinette. The
other she introduced as Baron Lush. The baron
was the tallest of them all. He was broad-shoul-
dered, had coft brown eyes and a wide, gentle
mouth. He stood up and bowed from the waist
when Antoinette introduced him.

Now she indicated the card table where one of
the men—the one who was shuffling the cards—sat
facing Dane.

“Louis Davis,” Antoinette said, meaning the man
who was shuffling the cards, “and the other, with
his back to you, is Limehouse Johnny. And this,
gentlemen, is Peter Dane.”

Again the men nodded. There was no interest
in their faces, no welcome, or the reverse, in their
expressions. Ther faces remained closed. Harry
the Ox started chalking his cue again, but the little
man, the last who had been introduced, Limehouse
Johnny, rose slowly at the mention of Peter
Dane’s name. He came over, stood directly in front
of Dane, and looked up at him. Then he held out
his hand and said:

“Hello, Pete.”

Peter Dane took the outstretched hand. An-
toinette looked startled. For the first time since
she had seen him, that frozen look for a brief in-
stant left Peter Dane’s face. There was a glimmer
of warmth in his eyes, and Antoinette couldn’t un-
derstand it.

Limehouse Johnny was just a little rat, hardly in
a class with the rest of the clientele that patronized
Tessie Bonville's rooming house. He was an in-
significant-looking fellow, emaciated, with a
pinched face, gray nondescript eyes, and gray
scraggly hair. Why should he, of all people, arouse
any interest, get any response from this man who
was so grim, so remote? To Dane, Antoinette said:

“Do you know him?”

“Sure,” Limehouse Johnny answered. “Me and
Pete, we was roommates at one time.” He stopped
talking and gazed up at Peter Dane, an anxious,
almost worried expression in his gray eyes.

From the card table, Louis Davis called: *“Come
on, let’s finish the game,”

Limehouse Johnny seemed reluctant to go, then
he turned and walked black slowly.

The pock-marked Negress came in.

“Dinner am ready, Miss Antoinette,” she said,
and went out again.

The men at the pool table put down their cues

and went over to the washbasin.

Antoinette didn’t wait for any of them. To Peter
Dane she said, “Come,” and led the way to an ad-
joining room. It was almost as large as the game
room. The table was set for ten.

Tessie was already sitting at the head of the
table. Tessie's glance traveled swiftly back and
forth between Dane and her daughter. There was
a speculative look in Tessie’s rheumy eyes. She was
a woman of the world, had vast experience, and was
nobody’s fool. She didn't mind a flirtation, a pass-
ing affair, but anything beyond that was out. An-
toinette seriously in love would not be so valuable
as Antoinette carefree and unattached. Some sixth
sense told Tessie that in some curious way this
newcomer, Dane, had done something to Antoinette,
that somehow he had captured her imagination.
Perhaps it meant nothing, and then again—

“Sit here, Dane,” Tessie said, indicating a place
on her right, “and you, Antoinette, sit down there
at the other end, next to the baron, when he comes
in.”

Antoinette smiled at her mother and sat down
next to Peter Dane. Tessie sank her little sharp
teeth into her lower lip, but made no comment. One
by one, others came in until they were all there,
seated.

Idly, now that they were together, Peter Dane
took them in again. Subconsciously it struck him
how well groomed they were, how well dressed, that
he alone of them all was a shabby-looking character,
that he alone looked like a down-and-out ex-convict,
and he didn't care. It didn’t matter. Nor did the
convérsation matter or interest him. It was idle
chatter. Fragments occasionally registered with
him—something about the Yankees always winntng
the pennant; something about the heavyweight
wrestling championship; about a burlesque show;
the war news.

Antoinette watched him covertly out of the
corner of her eye. Once, irritably, she said:

“For Heaven’s sake, don’t you ever say any-
thing?”

A fleeting look of surprise came into Peter Dane’s
face, as though it were unreasonable for anyone to
expect him to talk.

“I'm sorry,” he said. “I guess .
sort of forgotten how to talk.”

Tessie grinned maliciously at her daughter, then
frowned. The Negress came and took the soup
plates away. She brought an enormous roast beef
and put it down in front of Tessie. Tessie carved
large, generous portions. Peter Dane watched her,
a sudden gleam coming into his eyes.

Antoinette studied Dane. Was he hungry? What
had suddenly aroused him? Was it the jewels on
Tessie's hand, jewels that glittered as her hand
went deftly back and forth with the carving knife?
Antoinette half turned in her chair so that she
could see him better. He didn’t notice her at all.

.. I guess I've
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the window. He pulled the curtains aside and
looked out.

Breen let out an oath, went to the window, took
hold of Park-Minton by the elbow and yanked him
away.

“Are you nuts?” he growled. “Supposing that’s
Dane and he'’s got a gun, with you standing by the
window making a target of yourself?” Breen’s
voice choked with exasperation.

Le Bar had risen. He was pressing his body
against one of the bookcases. His face was white,
frightened. The gray eyes looked with fear toward
the window.

“He's right,” he said to Park-Minton.

. what are we going to do?”

Breen ignored him. To Park-Minton he said:

“Well, did you get a look at him?”

“Yes.”

“Was it Dane?”

“I don't know,” Park-Minton said.
be. It was too dark for me to be sure.”

“Can’t you tell from the way he walked, from
the way he held himself, or something?”

Dr. Park-Minton shook his head. “I didn’t know
Peter Dane well enough to be able to identify him
from things like that. I only saw him twice in my
life.”

Mordecai Breen dropped into a chair. He glow-
cred at Park-Minton. When he spoke, his voice
was tight and irritable, devoid of the patience he
tried to put into it.

“I've been here a week,” he said. “I've been try-
ing to get some dope from you that would help,
and you gave me nothing—nothing outside of what
you told me in my office. And now you tell me
that a guy who beat you up, maimed you, and is
coming to kill you, only met you twice in his life.
Is that reasonable?”

Park-Minton shrugged, unmoved by Breen’s out-
burst. The latter, his face filled with disgust, rose,
went back to the window, parted the curtains an
inch or so and again peered out. The man across
the street was still there, still facing Park-Minton’s
house. His head went up and down as though he
were taking in the various floors one by one.

Suddenly there was the thin shriek of a police
siren. A patrol car came up and stopped, with
brakes screaming. Two policemen jumped out.
They looked up and down the street, up at the
buildings. One of them spoke to the thin man
who had been watching Park-Minton’s house. The
thin man shook his head. The sound of another
siren, clanging bells, and the next moment the street
was filled with fire engines and auxiliary appa-
ratus. The firemen sprang down, began running
to and fro ringing doorbells, creating a scene of
confusion.

Le Bar said nervously, “What is it? What’s hap-
pening?”

Without turning, Breen said, “Fire somewhere.

“What

“It might

Here comes another police car.”

Breen kept his yellow-brown eyes fixed on the
street, not on the firemen or the police, but on the
thin man. There was no fire. Had somebody turned
in a false alarm—deliberately? Had someone pur-
posely created all this confusion? Why? Was it
just a trick to create a diversion so that this Peter
Dane—if the man across the street was Peter Dane
—could slip into Park-Minton’s house? Was he
hoping that one of the firemen would ring Park-
Minton's bell, get the door open, and that he could
then slip in, perhaps in the guise of a reporter, or
something like that? Or was he hoping that Park-
Minton and Le Bar would run out into the street
to see what was happening, or at least open the
windows and look out? All that was possible—
but wrong.

The thin man detached himself from the small
crowd that had gathered and walked away. Ten
minutes later the fire engines departed. The police
cars stayed a little longer, then they, too, left, and
the street was quiet.

Mordecai Breen came away from the window.
He glanced at Park-Minton., There was a weird
look in Park-Minton’s one eye. It was focused
into space. His nostrils were quivering, his lips
were working without making a sound. Then he
looked at Mordecai Breen.

“It's all over,” Breen said. *“There was no fire.”

“You don’t suppose,” Park-Minton said slowly,
“that all that was prearranged to enable Dane—"

Breen shook his head vigorously. *I thought of
that myself at first,” he said, “but the guy who was
watching the house walked away. I saw him go
down the street as fast as he could, the minute the
police car got here. When you come to think of
it, if you're out to kill somebody, you don’t fix it
to get all the cops you can around, not to mention
a lot of firemen that might get in your way. There’s
nothing to it. Say, you sure you haven’t got some-
thing to drink in this place, something you dish out
for medicinal purposes?”

“Yes, I'm sure,” Park-Minton said. “But are you
sure that the man we think might be Dane, walked
away?”

“Of curse I'm sure,” Breen said [retfully.

Nurse Carver came in. Nurse Carver interested
Breen. She was about forty, with prematurely
white hair, and had one of the most placid taces
that Breen had ever seen. She had a strong, vig-
orous body, and for a woman, extraordinarily large
hands. For some inexplicable reason, whenever
Breen saw Nurse Carver and Park-Minton together,
he got the impression that Park-Minton disliked
her. And what was even more strange, Breen had
a distinct feeling that Nurse Carver knew that
Park-Minton disliked her and enjoyed it. If he
didn’t like her, why hadn’t he dismissed her? She
had been with him for years, Park-Minton had said
to Breen when he first got there.
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knew that she should keep her mouth shut until she
had her paper in back of her, or a more favorable
opportunity to talk. But the position in which she
found herself was too intolerable, and she had a
desperate feeling that an opportunity was slipping
away, that these people would get away scot-free of
investigation unless the could make someone listen
to her now. She pulled savagely away from Kopf
and faced the room.

Maurice Belding was studying her with one eye-
brow raised quizzically. Ruth Winton was looking
at the floor. Philip Coder was standing. He looked
strangely human and sympathetic, but she knew of
no appeal that would touch him. The man in gray
alone showed genuine interest in what she was try-
ing to tell. There was a worried frown on his face,
and he had the fingers of his two powerful hands
laced together.
~ “You ... you know something about this." she
said. “Who are you?"

The man flushed, started to rise and sank back
awkwardly. “Hooper,” he said. “Jack Hooper. Mr.
Coder's chauffeur.”

“The chauffeur!” Janet's eyes widened. She re-
membered that it was the chauffeur who supposedly
did odd jobs for Ruth Winton, and that it was he
who mailed the letter to her at the Times-Herald.
She whirled furiously on Ruth Winton.

“You . . . you told me that he was a Jap!” she
said.

Scanlon laughed out loud. “Take her home,
Kopf,” he said, “and have a doctor look in on her
before you leave.”

“No!" Janet shrank back. “No! I-—"

She broke off as the door opened to the touch of
a man in conventional evening clothes—a man with
a black mustache, who wore a turban of bandage
upon his head, and who carried a cane which hung
debonairly on his forearm as he slowly stripped off
his gloves.

“‘No’ is the right answer,” he said. “My dear
Scanlon, in the words of the poet, you ain't seen
nothin’ yet.”

Janet gasped, and her legs started to give way as
she groped for a chair.

“Grover Remington!” she said. “Grover Rem-
ington!”

XI.

Jeff Scanlon rocked back on his heels and then
anchored himself, his weight balanced forward. His
eyes swept swiftly from Janet Starr to the smiling
Remington.

“What is this, an act?” he growled. “Grab that
cuy, Kopf. He’s under arrest.”

“Never mind. I'll vouch for him.” Cap*ain Dave
McCall shouldered his way into the room as Rem-
ington stepped aside. McCall’s ordinarily red face
was gray and lined with weariness, but there was a

purposeful look in his eyes as he faced the little
group in the room.

Philip Coder lunged to his feet.

“I don’t care who you vouch for,” he said. “I
demand the arrest of that girl and her accomplice
on the grounds of malicious mischief, blackmail, or
whatever the legal classification of these charges
may be. I-—"

Maurice Belding gripped his elbow. ‘“Let me
handle it, Mr. Coder,” he said. He turned to Mc-
Call. “Captain, I offered no objection to Lieutenant
Scanlon’s inquiry. I do object to any further an-
noyance of my client or his daughter, whether under
the guise of an investigation or under any other
guise. You are without authority to—"

McCall shrugged. Very deliberately he reached
into his pccket, withdrew a .22-caliber automatic,
and tossed it on the table. “That is the gun with
which Peter Mott was shot,” he said. “Our ballistic
expert has made tests. The gun was found in the
museumn of your home, Mr. Coder.” He shrugged
again. “I can compel no one to remain here and an-
swer questions. I advise each of you against
leaving.”

There was challenge in his eyes and in the quiet
tone of his voice. Maurice Belding stared at the
gun, a stunned look in his eyes. Philip Coder's jaw
dropped. He opened and closed his hands.

“You have the advantage on us, captain,” he said.
“I'd like to hear about that gun.”

McCall gave no evidence of the fact that he was
conscious of having scored a victory. “My assistant,
Mr. Grove,” he said, “will demonstrate a few facts
which have developed. I believe that you will be
interested. Sit down where you are, Scanlon.”

He took a few steps backward, himself, and stood
with his back to the door. Maurice Belding was on
the point of sitting down, but he came up straight
at the mention of the name “Grove.”

“Captain,” he said, “this is very irregular. That
man’s name is Grover Remington.”

McCall looked past him. Remington eyed him
with a new interest. “It will still be a good show,
Mr. Belding,” he said. “You are not leaving, are
you?”

Belding wasn't. He stood where he was for a
moment, then he swore softly and sat down. Rem-
ington had been quietly sizing up the lights and the.
shadows and the props in the room. He was the
showman again, with an audience and a presentation.
He never neglected effects.

“Miss Starr was painfully ridiculed a few minutes
ago,” Remington said. “That is unfortunate, be-
cause Miss Starr made no ridiculous statements.”
He leaned forward earnestly.- “You laughed when
she said that Austin, the butler, disappeared, but
you didn’t produce him.”

His eyes challenged Coder. “She drew your fire
by stating that Grover Remington was murdered
in your home. She was slightly in error.” His lips
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