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their voices? It frightened him, even
though he did not know what they
meant. i

His vision partially cleared, reveal-
ing first the gray shadowy walls and
ceiling. Then, as he turned his head,
with growing horror he saw the steel
bars before him. Shadowy figures hov-
ered about him. Their faces were
coarse, hard, in the dim light,

He felt a throbbing pain in his head,
slowly he raised his right arm. His
fingers touched his hair and felt the
place where the clot of dried blood
had matted the gray locks tight
against his scalp. He was trying to
think, to remember who he was and
how he had come here. Something was
crazily wrong. That talk—the bars—

“Your number’s up, Mister!” one of
the shadowy figures said huskily.

Number? Did he have a number
then? He gulped back the unvoiced
question, trying to clear his eyes, but
they still felt bleary.

Then suddenly his head was forc-
ibly yanked back. A clicking noise
sounded, he caught the silver gleam of
the hair clipper, felt its coldness on
his scalp. Almost simultaneously there
was a sound of ripping cloth in his left
trouser leg. He felt the hairs on that
leg bristle as air met them.

They had shaved his head, slit his
trousers!

Even as the frightful significance of
it smote his blurred consciousness, he
heard their voices again, beating into
his brain over the dimming radio
music.

“Think we should let him have any
last words?”

“Hell, no!” There came a harsh,
barking laugh. “He’ll talk enough
when he walks the last mile!”

That final phrase sent an icy stab
of sick terror to the very pit of the
gray-haired man’s stomach. There
could be no doubt now—this was to
be an execution, and he was the
victim!

He tried to speak, but his dry throat

was constricted, he could only make a
blurting, incoherent sound. He must
remember—try to think! He couldn’t
recall having killed anyone. He could-
n’t remember any trial, any court in
which a judge had sentenced him to
death. Sobs formed inchoate in his
throat. Somebody ought to explain!
Somebody ought to tell him how in
heaven’s name he had come here!
There must be a warden—

IS dazed eyes tried to search the

faces. They didn’t look like
countenances he would associate with
prison guards. They were a hard,
mean-looking lot. Their voices were
coarse, gruff, and they held glinting
revolvers in their hands.

“All right!” one of them said, a tall
one with a slash of a mouth. “Come
on!”

The gray-haired man’s legs were
like jelly now. He had to be dragged,
pushed, even lifted at first. Then he
walked mechanically, shuffling actu-
ally, for he realized there were felt
slippers on his feet. Coldness seeped
through the soles of the slippers, he
knew he was walking alorg flagstones.
The radio receded as he moved away.
The gruff voices called to him softly.

“So long!”

“Give my regards to hell! No tellin’
when I'll go there, too!”

“Bigger guys than you have
burned!”

Hard, cruel voices, mocking him as
he went, not a friendly one among

‘them. They faded into the distance,

finally.

Step by step, pushed and dragged
along that walk. That ghastly walk
he had read about in the newspapers.
The walk criminals called the Last
Mile!

But why were they making him go
so fast? They seemed to be hurrying
everything along, giving him no
chance to think, to remember. He had
thought things like this were slower,
more dignified. Now rapidly each
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bubbling percolator, and now and then
his eyes glanced darkly, yet with a
strange light in their depths, at the
wire which snaked from the gleaming
percolator’s base to the wall-plug,
drawing the vital electric current. . . .
* Kk %

HE soundless doors of the elevator

opened on the ground floor of the
exclusive Colton Hotel. A well-set
man in a Chesterfield coat and Hom-
burg hat strode out into the lobby,
puffing at a choice Havana which gave
forth an aroma of opulence.

The hotel employees jumped to at-
tention as he appeared, for this man
was the owner of the hotel, inherited
from his father. This was Charles
Rawling.

Striding across the lobby toward the
entrance doors, Rawling was an im-
pressive and striking figure. He had
a hard, keen face and his hat covered
hair which, though streaked with gray,
was still richly dark. Yet withal there
was a certain flabbiness about his
mouth, and the chin that was concealed
by a smart Van Dyke beard was
slightly recessive.

Charles Rawling strode on across
the modernistic lobby, toward the
chrome-framed glass doors that gave
onto the vestibule and were one of the
modern features of the place.

They were “robot” doors. Operating
from both sides by a photo-electric cell
whose ray, scarcely visible in the day-
light, would be broken by anyone pass-
ing it.

Rawling glanced at the ray. Then
suddenly, just as he was about to cross
the tiny light-line, he stopped dead in
his tracks with a visible start of fright.
The cigar fell from his loose lips to
the floor.

Everyone in the lobby saw it happen
and stared. A bell-hop captain started
to come forward solicitously. Al-
though he must have been conscious
that he had become the focus of at-
tention, Rawling’s reactions only be-
came more pronounced. He stood

there and a gasp of shuddering terror
came from him. For a moment he
seemed paralyzed, afraid to step across
that electric ray.

Then suddenly he shrugged. His
shoulders braced and he walked on.
His well-built body cut the ray, the
robot doors swung magically open.

Charles Rawling strode out, pushed
open outer doors, and walked down the
street, Certainly if he had felt any .
emotions he either forgot them now
or repressed them admirably. Another
moment and he was climbing coolly
into his waiting limousine, and as he
settled back in the rear cushions his
eyes were shrewd, calculating.

The liveried chauffeur started the
car, and Rawlings sped through traffic
to keep an appointment with his
banker.

x * %

Last of the four men was Samuel
Twill, who looked, and was, a man of
regular habits. Every morning on the
way to the prosperous book store he
owned and managed he crossed Fifth
Avenue at the same place—the corner
of Twenty-ninth Street, from East to
West.

This morning was no exception. The
traffic officer on duty recognized and
greeted the slender book dealer. Twill
was dressed simply in dark clothes
that gave him an almost clerical aspect.
His pale face was made studious by a
pair of silver-rimmed spectacles which
helped overcome his near-sightedness.

Samuel Twill stepped off the curb as
the friendly officer stopped traffic. He
took his usual route across the street.
Suddenly he felt metal under his
shoes. He looked down intently
through his glasses, saw a manhole
cover beneath him.

A strange and startling change came
over Samuel Twill. A f{rightened,
croaking cry burst from his lips.
Wildly he jumped backward to get off
the manhole cover. In hisagitation he
didn’t seem to realize he was leaping
into the very path of an automobile
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The man in the lead came charging
forward, his thin face with its slash-
like mouth contorted into a grimace
of rage. The second man was fumbling
in his pocket for his gun, having
trouble in drawing it out, the sight had
caught on the lining of the pocket.

“Stop!” snapped Drake. “Don’t
come any farther or I'll shoot!”

“Git him, Crasher!” shouted the
man behind the slash-mouthed thug.

Drake’s gun roared as he sent a bul-
let whistling past Crasher’s ear. The
detective had not fired to kill or even
wound, merely to warn these men that
they had better stop.

But the slash-mouthed man didn’t
stop. He hurled himself bodily at
Drake; the gun in his hand swung like
a powerful club in a vicious arc. Drake
ducked his head with quick, dexterous
instinct. The gun fanned past his
face, making the air whistle in his ear.

Crasher’s free left hand caught
Drake’s right wrist, dug into the flesh
as the slash-mouthed man tried to
twist the weapon out of the detective’s
grasp.

As they struggled Drake saw that
the second man was waiting, gun in
hand for a good chance for a shot, but
Crasher’s body prevented Drake from
being a good target at the moment.

“Hold him!” shouted the second
man. “Swing him around this way.
Crasher! I'll finish him all right!”

Drake’s antagonist sought to tighten
his wrestling grip. He had Drake’s
gun arm tied up, and had dropped his
own weapon in order to get a better
grip on the detective. Drake found
that the man fighting him was exceed-
ingly strong, and wrestling like a pro-
fessional.

Crasher sent a knee into Drake’s
stomach with such force that it made
the detective gasp. As he tried to
change his position he found that his
adversary had him pressed against the
wood railing of the balcony. The frail
balustrade began to creak ominously
under the combined pressure of their

two struggling bodies. It was giving,
splintering—

RAKE put all his weight on the

balls of his feet. With a sudden
trick of balance derived from mastery
of jiu-jitsu he whirled, swinging his
surprised opponent clear around. Sim-
ultaneously he freed his left arm. It
snaked up and forward in a curving
hook, hand doubled into a ball of iron.
The blow was as powerful as it was
fast. There was a crunch of knuckles
against flesh-and-bone.

The slash-mouthed man was half-
lifted off his feet, sent staggering
backwards with terrific momentum.
His body crashed against the already
splintering balustrade. The impact
broke the rail as if it were matchsticks.
Backwards Crasher toppled through
the gap, hurtling down twelve feet to
crash with a thud on the living room
floor, where he remained, motionless.

Breathing hard, Drake leaped back
against the balcony wall. Some por-
tion of his faculties made him aware
that Samuel Twill was no longer pres-
ent at the scene. But the second thug
was present in every sense of the
word!

A cry of enraged alarm had burst
from him as Crasher was knocked
through the breaking balustrade.
Then, realizing the detective was now
an unimpeded target, he raised his au-
tomatic, his finger tightened on the
trigger.

One deep detonation crashed
through the duplex flat, and that de-
tonation came from the gun that was
still in Drake’s right hand. All during
the struggle he had managed to keep
his grip on it. Now it leaped into aim
with sleight-of-hand rapidity. Flame
spat from its muzzle as Drake fired in
self-defense.

A strangled cry ripped from the
thug. His own gun flew from his
hand, unfired as his fingers clawed at
his chest, blood spurting crimson
through his shirt. Then his body
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sunlight that came through the win-
dows gleamed on his strong face and
brought out the sheen of his hair.

In front of him was a pile of after-
noon newspapers, but there were also
many other things on the desk. The
two notes in the X marked long en-
velopes, the things which he had taken
from Crasher’s pockets, including the
clipping about the execution of the
head of the Triconi mob, the collec-
tion of letters and private papers
which he had found with the bank
book in Bradwill’s bureau drawer.

It had been these letters which had
interested him greatly after he had
gone through them, for from them he
had learned a number of things. First
not only had Jefferson Rushmore,
David Bradwill and Samuel Twill been
friends, but there were three other
men, Charles Rawling, Peter Bearing,
and Branston Gordon with whom they
had been closely associated, from the
friendly tone of letters in which all six
were mentioned.

“So you still think that a revenge
motivation upon the part of the old
Triconi gang is back of the whole
thing, Chief,” said Tommy Lowell as
he sat close to the desk, an expression
of keen interest on his freckled face.
“Those typewritten messages sure
look like it. But where does Samuel
Twill fit into the picture? Is he to be
the third victim, do you think?”

“I don’t know,” said Drake. “I hope
not. I'minterested in all four of those
men whose names we found among
Bradwill’s papers. Twill, Bearing,
Rawling, and Gordon.”

“Yes, I know. I phoned your friend
who has charge of the morgue on the
Morning Blade like you told me to
do,” stated Tommy. “Ask him to send
us all the clippings they had on those
six men. He said he would do it, un-
officially, as a favor to you.”

“Did they arrive yet?” asked Drake.

“Yes, they're over there on the
table,” answered Tommy. “Quite a
few of them.”

“Let’s take a look.”

RAKE drew a chair up to the

table and Tommy seated himself
nearby. For a time they poured over
numerous clippings, both old and new,
every printed reference that could be
found to any of the six names. The
detective was using a pencil and lined
notebook as he jutted down the facts
in shorthand that Tommy could easily
read. Facts which would later be
transferred to the huge volume which
was the Black Book of Jonathan
Drake.

This was what Drake jotted down:

Jefferson Rushmore—Facts already
learned: Rushmore first appeared as name
in brokerage business in 1932, apparently
possessing unlimited capital. Was a very
rich man, Married but with no children.
Owns an estate on Long Island. Nothing
else here as yet. What connection with Tri-
coni angle?

David Bradwill—Achieved some “intellec-
tual” recognition within the past six years.
More or less of a recluse, but possessed a
substantial bank account. Apparently little
known of his past. Not a first rate painter,
but etchings showed a great deal of promise.

Charles Rawling—Inherited the exclusive
Colton Hotel from his father., Has evidently
done a good job in running the place. Seems
to have a good bit of money.

Samuel Twill—Has had book store for
about five years. Makes money from biblio-
phile activities. Ap?arently rich but stingy.
What was his real reason for searching
Bradwill’s apartment? To learn about threat
note as he said? A bachelor,

Peter Bearing—Has been very successful
with promoting Jai Alai games in Florida.
Also been known in his field for about five
years. Lives in New Rochelle. A bachelor.

Branston Gordon—Retired from Wall
Streetin 1934, Rich man. Lives in Green-
wich, Conn., with his daughter. Noted phi-
latelist; big stamp collection.

Finishing these notations Drake

looked up at his assistant.

“So far there isn’t much to go on,”
he said. “Only the fact stands out that
these men all seem to have achieved
wealth and prominence in their re-
spective fields within recent years. Be-
fore that they were unheard of and—"

He broke off, for at that moment
Tommy, who had been poring over
other data, uttered a sudden incredu-
lous exclamation.

“Chief!” he said. “Look at this!”
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RAKE whirled, hand streaking
for the automatic in the side
pocket of his coat. Facing him in the
gloom of the living room was a ghostly
white shape—a girl in a white hostess
gown. He caught the glint of metal
and saw that she had a small revolver
in her hand, was covering him with it.
His keen ears had failed to hear her
approach owing to their absorption in
the loud voices still wrangling in the
closed off room.

Now, dimly making out the youth-
fulness of her pretty features, the taut
whiteness of her face, and the fright
in her wide eyes, Drake did not draw
his automatic as he might have done in
that swift moment.

Instead, he stepped away from the
door, started to raise his hands as if
in surrender. Then abruptly he
leaped forward, a long leap that car-
ried him to her side. His right arm
shot out, his fingers caught the gun
and snatched it from her before she
could pull the trigger, had she had the
nerve to do so.

“Dad!” Her scream split through
the dark echoing room.

There was the crash of an over-
turned chair in the adjoining room, a
harsh oath, scuffling feet. Then the
shattering sound of breaking glass.
A man cried out in pain.

As Drake whirled from the fright-
ened girl, the door of the room beyond
whipped open, revealing a lighted
study. Through the doorway dashed
a strange, bizarre figure.

Enough light now streamed into the
living room to reveal him clearly. A
tall man, his head completely encased
in a close-fitting hood that reached to
his shoulder tops and was tied around
the base of his throat. There was a
flowing black cloak hanging down
from those shoulders that completely
concealed the rest of the clothing be-
neath it. He was flourishing a gun in
his right hand, and his eyes glittered
evilly as they peered through the holes
in the hood.

“Out of my way!” he snarled, in a
harsh, metallic voice.

Drake had thrust the girl aside. He
knew that he was seeing the arch-
murderer who had been instrumental
in killing three men and plotted the
deaths of several others—the Execu-
tioner!

“Step back!” The hooded man’s
voice was indistinct, panting, as he
waved his gun at the detective.

Drake met the order by leaping
toward the man, catching his gun-
wrist. His strong fingers tightened,
twisting the Executioner’s wrist, but
the man did not release the gun. In-
stead, he cursed harshly, struggling
with ferocious strength.

His left hand lashed out, smashed
against the detective’s jaw and
knocked Drake’s head back. It broke
Drake’s clutch, however, and the Ex-
ecutioner suddenly broke free. He
didn’t try to use his gun. Instead he
catapulted through the open French
windows with a snarled cry and
dashed out into the rear gardens of the
estate.

Gun in hand, Drake was after him
like a streak. He hurtled out into the
garden, saw the caped figure ducking
behind a statue and lost him for an
instant. He dashed forward. A shot
split the night, a bullet whined over
Drake’s head.

He saw the caped figure dart out
again, crossing the grounds. Drake
whipped down his automatic and fired
a hasty, blind shot. The Executioner
gave a cry as though he might have
been hit, rushed on headlong into some
shrubbery, losing himself in the
shadows.

Drake advanced swiftly, his rubber-
soled shoes sliding over the damp
grass. At any instant he expected to
see flame lance the night, to again hear
the bark of the gun in the hand of the
hooded man, but he went on.

He tore through the bushes, found
them deserted, and continued through
a newly planted vegetable garden.
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over any of the furrows, or stepping
on the vegetables that were ready to
be picked.

When he reached the mansion he
saw that the French windows were
wide open and bright light now
flooded the living room. With his
automatic in his hand Drake stepped
in through the windows and found a
tense scene before him.

The girl who had tried to hold him
up was sobbing on the chest of a tall
gaunt man whose clothes were dis-
heveled, and his wrist stained with
blood.

“All right, honey,” he was gruffly
comforting her. “It’s all right.”

The girl lifted her head and saw the
detective striding in, gun in hand. A
cry of alarm burst from her lips.

The gaunt man released her and
whirled. He started to draw out a
heavy automatic as he saw the in-
truder.

“I wouldn’t,” said Drake grimly,
covering him with his gun. “Put that
away. One killing is enough here. I
assure you I'm no criminal!”

“Then who—?” The gaunt man
blurted, letting the automatic drop
back into his pocket as Drake put
away his gun. .

Drake told him who he was, watch-
ing their reactions when they learned
that he was a detective.

“And I stopped you when you might
have caught that horrible creature,”
the girl said bewilderedly. “I'm sorry,
Mr. Drake, I didn’t know—"

“All right, Marion, never mind,” the
gaunt man interrupted. “You run
along upstairs to bed.” He kissed her
cheek affectionately. “You've been
through enough tonight. I'll straighten
this out.”

“All right, Dad.”

She went reluctantly, and her
father’s eyes followed her as she as-
cended the stairs with a look of deep
anxiety that Drake did not miss.

“You are Branston Gordon.” It was
a statement rather than a question that

Drake voiced as the gaunt man faced
him.

“Yes.” Gordon nodded. “But what’s
this you say about a killing?”

“A young man, evidently your
chauffeur, was shot and killed by the
Executioner as he made his escape,”
answered Drake. “Of course the po-
lice must be notified. However, inas-
much as the murderer escaped, that
can wait, For I think you might first
wish to clarify matters to me.” Drake
nodded toward the door of the room
beyond. “You see, I overheard that
conversation in your study.”

Gordon’s eyes had been hardening,
but now a dull look came into them.

“I have nothing to tell you, I'm
afraid.” He spoke slowly, cautiously.
“What you saw and heard, of course, I
do not know.” He frowned. “The man
whom you call the Executioner pushed
me against the window when he heard
my daughter cry for help. Glass cut
my arm as you can see. I was stunned
and he rushed out the door before I
could stop him.” ,

“I'm here to investigate the murders
of Jefferson Rushmore, David Brad-
will, and Peter Bearing,” stated Drake.

“Bearing!” exclaimed Gordon with
horror in his voice. “They got him,
too? How—when did it happen?”

“Tonight,” said Drake. He swiftly
related what had happened at Peter
Bearing’s house.

Gordon listened tensely and in si-
lence until the criminologist had fin-
ished.

“Horrible!” he muttered. “Poor
Pete—but at least he did not die by
electricity.”

“Do you really feel that these kill-
ings have been deeds of vengeance.
upon the part of Triconi’s old mob?”
asked Drake.

ORDON frowned and hesitated a
moment before speaking. He
dropped into a chair and motioned
Drake to another close by. The slender
[Turn to page 58]
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learned from Gordon, that was merely
a blind to cover up some other reason
for the execution murders of those two
men,

Not only that, but the way in which
Peter Bearing had been shot and killed
just as he had been about to reveal
some vital factor of the case indicated
that there was something which the
murderer was very anxious to keep
concealed. True, Bearing had merely
mumbled ‘Triconi—stamp’ as he died.

Since then Drake had learned from
Gordon the story of the six men hav-
ing counterfeited the liquor revenue
stamps. In Drake’s estimation this did
little more than reveal their former
tie-up with the Triconi mob, and he
did not feel that the exposing of this
angle was sufficient to have caused
Bearing’s murder. There was some-
thing else, something far more vital.

As he thought it over Drake decided
that there were two things which he
had heard Gordon say casually that
were far more vital than they had
sounded at the time. The first of these
had been when Gordon mentioned that
most of his money was tied up in a
trust fund, and he was unable to touch
it as present. He had told the Execu-
tioner ¢hat.

The second was the legitimate en-
graving job that Gordon had men-
tioned to Drake. A job which appar-
ently had been so successful that it
had enabled the six men to quit Tri-
coni and also the engraving business,
and establish themselves in other lines
of work.

Drake felt that there was some defi-
nite connection between these two
things and if so it was highly possible
that the trust fund had been estab-
lished for and by all six of the men
involved. It was with this thought in
mind that Drake was now in the bank
president’s office.

He found the gray haired bank
president in a friendly mood. He
greeted Drake pleasantly and mo-
tioned him to a chair.

“What’s on your mind this morning,
Mr. Drake?” demanded Stinson.

“There is some definite information
that I would like you to give me,” said
Drake. “Of course it is understood
that everything you tell me will be in
the strictest confidence, Mr. Stinson.
But at the same time it is absolutely
vital that I learn everything possible
connected with the case. Four men
have died, two of them horribly. Other
lives are threatened!”

“Other lives threatened!” exclaimed
Stinson. “What do you mean?”

“Just what I say,” stated Drake
firmly. He had not the slightest in-
tention of revealing all that he had
learned to the bank president, though
he was willing to tell Stinson enough
to make him feel that the information
that the detective desired was vital.
“I am not at liberty to explain fully at
present. I hope you understand?”

“Naturally!” Stinson nodded. “You
would not wish to reveal all you know
about this case until you had formed a
final and definite conclusion about the
whole thing.” The bank president
smiled. “Now suppose you tell me ex-
actly what you would like to know,
Mr. Drake?”

“Well, first, as we know, Rushmore,
Bradwill, Bearing, Gordon, Rawling
and Twill are or were depositors in
this bank.”

“And the first three have been mur-
dered,” said Stinson as Drake paused.

“Right!” said Drake. “Now suppose
you tell me a little more regarding the
trust fund these six men established.”

A startled expression swept over the
bank president’s face, was gone in an
instant.

“Trust fund!” he exclaimed. “Then
you know about that.”

RAKE did not reveal by the

slightest change in his casual
attitude that his mention of the trust
fund had been a shot in the dark. From
Stinson’s attitude it was obvious that
his guess had been a good one.
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“Yes, the trust fund these men es-
tablished,” he repeated. “I would like
to know about it in more detail.”

“But that is a confidential matter,”
said Stinson. “I don’'t know that I
should give out such information.”

“You want to see the murderer
brought to justice, don’t you?” de-
manded Drake. “And it has been un-
derstood that you would answer any
questions that I might ask.”

“All right,” said the bank president
reluctantly. “I guess I will have to
give you the information you want.”

“Good!” exclaimed Drake. “Go on!”

“I suppose you want the whole story
so I will give it to you as I have
learned it from the six men involved.
Back in nineteen-thirty-two they got
a joint printing job from a revolution-
ary foreign government, printing
money, stamps, etc., for the new
regime. They did the work on the
promise of payment of bonds if the
revolution was successful.”

“The revolution was successful?”
asked Drake as Stinson paused.

“Yes, and the new government was
firmly established, and has been ever
since. I won’t mention it by name but
it was in South America. The six men
found that they had a fortune, a mil-
lion dollars in bonds with a six-year
maturity date. They could have
cashed in on them, but there would
have been a discount and some delay,
so they decided to wait.

“But those bonds were good enough
security to enable them each to bor-
row a hundred thousand dollars and
establish themselves in various busi-
nesses,” went on the bank president.
“As you know they were successful in
those businesses, and recently have
been able to pay off the loans, leaving
the bonds held in trust here at the
bank. Division could have been made
at any time, but they again decided
they would rather let the six years
pass until the bonds reached maturity
and then collect on them in full with
interest.”

’

“I see,” said Drake. “And what is
the arrangement of the joint trust
fund?”

“The conditions are such that if one
man dies his share reverts to the
others,” said Stinson with a frown.

“And if five of them should die, or
be murdered,” said Drake, “one man
would receive the whole thing?”

“Naturally,” said Stinson. “And
while I had not thought of it before
that might be a temptation for an un-
scrupulous man to commit murder!”

“Yes, it would,” said Drake. “And
what you have just told me puts a
different light on the whole case.”

“Glad I've been able to give you
some help,” said Stinson. “Anything
else I can do for you, Mr. Drake?”

“Yes,” answered Drake. “I'd like
you to give me an order so I can have
one of your tellers or the cashier check
on the exact bank balance of all six
of those men.” .He smiled. .“If one
of them happened to be a little low it
might prove vital. I know we have
checked Rushmore and Bradwill’s ac-
counts but I would like to be sure
about the rest.”

“Certainly.” Stinson picked up a
pen, wrote a few lines, and handed the
paper to Drake. “Just give that to the
cashier and he will get the informa-
tion for you.”

“Thanks.” Drake took the paper
and stepped out into the bank.

He found the cashier and gave him
the note from the bank president.
After a few minutes’ wait the cashier
reappeared, handed the detective a
paper on which was jotted down the
balance standing in the accounts of
the six men. All of the men had sub-
stantial bank balances, but it was the
balance of Branston Gordon that in-
terested Drake the most as he looked
them over. It was exactly eighty-five
thousand, three hundred dollars and
fifty-seven cents,

Jonathan Drake stuck the list of
bank balances into his pocket and left
the Empire National. He was heading
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downtown to Centre Street, where he
would talk to the commissioner at Po-
lice Headquarters. There were a lot
of angles to the case that Drake was
anxious to discuss with Slade.

He also planned to interview
Charles Rawling, for of the six men
involved in the case the hotel owner
was the only one that Drake had not
contacted as yet, in fact had not even
seen.

Samuel Twill also interested him
greatly, and he wanted to know why
the book dealer had really been in
Bradwill’s apartment.

As he took the subway downtown
Drake felt that he had a busy day be-
fore him,

CHAPTER XIII
A Hot Tip

EAR, stark and naked,
gripped hold of
Charles Rawling as
he realized what was

" going on around
him. Thehotel
owner felt that the
whole thing was im-
possible; it just

- could not be happen-
ing. Surely thxs was some weird night-
mare from which he would soon
awaken.

Yet there was no mistaking the hard
eyes and the grim sinister faces of the
six men who were clustered about him.
A handkerchief gag that had been
thrust into his mouth and tied there
firmly prevented him from crying out.
He could only make muffled sounds
that could not be heard more than a
few feet away.

His hands and feet were bound, but
why had they stripped him of his
outer clothing and left him clad only
in his underwear?

Questions were pounding through
his brain. Who were these men? How
had they been able to get into his suite

on the seventeenth floor of his own ho-
tel? He had given orders that no one
was to be taken to his suite while he
was absent, yet these men had been
here waiting when he had entered the
place tonight.

He heard the sound of water run-
ning in the bath tub. Did they plan
to place him in the tub, tied and
gagged as he was now—to drown him?
The fear in Rawling’s eyes grew more
intense. He began mumbling, trying
to speak through the gag.

These men were going to drown
him! He was sure of it. They were
going to place him in that tub filled
with water and push his head below
the surface—hold it there until he
died!

He watched the tall vicious looking
man with the slash mouth. Crasher,
the others had called him. Crasher
was picking up the phone on the table
beside the bed. '

“This is Mr. Rawling,” he said over
the wire to the hotel operator. He
coughed. “I have a slight cold and I
don’t want to be disturbed ... You un-
derstand? . .. Good ... Oh, yes, if a
Mr. Jonathan Drake calls, have him
come right up ... The door of my suite
will be unlocked . .. Thank you.”

There was a mocking smile on
Crasher’s thin face as he turned from
the phone to gaze at the helpless hotel
owner who was stretched out on the
bed.

Rawling shuddered as he saw that
smile. It was so cruel and utterly evil!
Another figure loomed beside the tall
man. They had switched off all the
light in the room except the lamp
beside the bed. The window shades
were tightly drawn.

But it was the other man who
startled him. The man named Rudy.
His countenance was that of a death’s
head.

“Ready, Rudy?” asked Crasher.

“Okay,” said Rudy. “You can take
him in now!”

Rawling writhed and twisted as
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Drake’s eyes narrowed as something
on the floor caught his eye. It was a
short piece of strong rope. He picked
it up with his left hand, the right still
holding the automatic. The rope had
been neatly cut as though it had been
sliced from a longer strand by a sharp
knife.

Something or someone had been tied
with that rope. But who or what? He
did not know, but he intended to find
out. A tiny glittering object caught
his gaze as he again looked at the
floor. It was a short piece of thin cop-
per wire. There were little pieces of
insulating rubber scattered about near
the wire as if someone had been re-
pairing an electric fixture.

He examined the wires of the lamp
beside the bed and the floor lamp that
stood beside a big chair. The cords
had not been spliced. Then the elec-
trical repair job had been done for
some other reason.

The wires brought an association of
ideas into his mind. The execution
murders of Rushmore and Bradwill
were still etched vividly in his brain.
He could not get away from the
thought that his having been told to
come up to Rawling’s suite was some
sort of a trap. Was there something
here that would cause his death? Some
sort of an electrical gadget?

The lights had been turned off when
he entered the suite. That meant he
was expected to switch on lights as
he went through the rooms. It was the
normal thing to do, and he had done
it twice, but now he stared at the dark
doorway that must lead to the bath,
and decided that there would not be a
third time!

F there was a short circuit in the
bathroom switch, and the floor hap-
pened to be wet, he stood a good
chance of getting a shock. Drake drew
his flashlight out of his pocket as he
stepped out of the bedroom and
reached the door of the bath.
The white beam of the flash stabbed

the darkness, circled around the room,
paused as it revealed the motionless
figure in the tub.

Horror swept over Drake as he saw
the wires that led to the light fixture
from Rawling’s head and from his leg.
He leaped forward, gave the light cord
a quick jerk and pulled it from the
socket as the connecting ends of the
plug parted.

He reached into the bath, wetting
his coat and shirt up to the elbows, and
lifted the helpless man out of the tub.

Rawling was conscious. Drake
placed the hotel owner on the bed and
cut the wet ropes that bound him and
removed the dangling wires from his
throat and ankle.

“Thank Heaven you didn’t turn on
the light switch,” he said a short while
later when he had fully recovered from
his fright and shock, and was drying
himself with a bathtowel and getting
into dry clothing. “You're Drake, of
course.”

“Right!” The detective nodded.
“Who tried to kill you?”

“Six men, all tough and hard look-
ing. The leader was called Crasher,
and there was another man named
Rudy, who took care of the electrical
work.”

“Crasher, eh?” said Drake. *“I
thought so. The old Triconi gang is
working for the fiend who calls him-
self the Executioner.” He looked at
Rawling. The hotel owner had fin-
ished dressing and was sitting weakly
in a chair, pulling at his Van Dyke
beard. “Did they say anything that
might tell us where they went?”

“Yes, they did,” said Rawling eag-
erly. “Crasher said something about
meeting the boss at the wharf at 77th
Street and the river.”

“Whatalead!” exclaimed Drake. He
picked up the phone. “Get me Com-
missioner Slade at Police Head-
quarters and try and rush the call
through.” Drake glanced at Rawling
as he waited for his connection. “That
mob may meet someone else at that
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hiding beneath the wharf, and it was
the tall slash-mouthed Crasher who
was in the lead.

“You see, I am playing safe, Twill!”
came the harsh, metallic voice of the
Executioner. “I want to be sure that
you have done what I demanded. If
not—well, I have brought these men
with me. Perhaps they may convince
you that it is best to do as I say!”

“I — couldn’t raise the money,”
Drake simulated the squeaky voice of
Twill. He was taking a chance on the
Executioner having tried to blackmail
the book dealer just as he had at-
tempted to extort money from Bran-
ston Gordon. “I have been unable to
get it!”

“All right. I know you are lying,
but I won’t argue with you,” said the
Executioner, in his weird, sinister
voice. ‘“Perhaps your death will do
just as well!”

Drake grew inwardly tense as he
heard the words, as he stood there pre-
tending to be the cringing owner of
the book store. His brain was work-
ing swiftly.

Rushmore, Bradwill, Bearing, Raw-
ling—they all had been murdered by
this fiend in human form. Twill had
been safely and secretly removed from
his home by the police when Drake
had remained here to take his place.
That left only Branston Gordon of the
original six men. Was this hooded
man who faced Drake the retired
broker? The idea seemed fantastic;
yet it was possible.

Only Twill and Gordon remained
alive. Only they would gain through
the death of the other men for the
share that the four dead men had pos-
sessed in the trust fund automatically
reverted to these two now.

“No!” cried Drake, in the voice of
Twill. “Don’t kill me! I'll get the
money! T’ll get it!”

“Too late!” said the Executioner, in
a voice of doom. “Take him, men!”

The gangsters closed in on Drake
like hungry wolves; hands gripped

him, holding his arms. He lunged
forward, trying desperately to break
free. He wanted to get to the man
who called himself the Executioner
and snatch the concealing black hood
from his head.

The men clung to him and held him
back. They appeared surprised by his
unexpected strength, for as Twill he
looked a weakling, but at the same
time they realized that any man will
fight desperately for his life.

“Do the job well, men!” rasped the
Executioner. “I leave him in your
hands!” :

Automatic clutched in the black
gloved hand he backed out of the door
disappearing into the gloom of the
hall.

Drake realized that the Executioner
was leaving, and felt his hopes of
catching the man vanish. He regretted
now that he had had the police with-
drawn, though he was sure that the
criminals would not have appeared
had Commissioner Slade and his men
still been here.

The six gangsters were cuffing,
pounding at him brutally. A hard fist
knocked his borrowed glasses off his
face, but he kept fighting. Then as
they all piled on him at once he re-
alized that further resistance was
foolish. Better wait for an oppor-
tunity to try to escape that would be
more in his favor.

“All right, guys,” snarled Crasher.
“Let’s get it over with quick!”

Drake was lifted, pushed, dragged
by them across the floor. He knew
what they had in store for him, yet he
was cool, collected, watching  and
waiting for his chance.

They’d have to take him out of the
house, somewhere into the city and
perhaps during that journey, some
time before the awful thing happened,
he would find a way to trick them.
There were plenty of police on the
open streets, and power companies
now had men of their own at all im-
portant circuits.
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we decided to tag along with the Big
Guy even if he did take a run-out on
us when the cops got the rest of the
mob at the pier.”

“Sure,” said Crasher. “With only
six of us left we need the dough that
he’s promised us. You all know that.”

“We better get this over with,”
snapped Rudy.

OW he made some other swift
arrangements which Drake’s
grim eyes followed. From the oil
burner, which was cold tonight, he
took down a dialed instrument Drake
recognized as a time-clock which must
have been used to electrically start the
oil-burner at hours set.

He placed the clock in the boiler pit
so that Drake could stare down at its
face. He made arrangements, then
hooked up the wires to the clock’s re-
lay apparatus.

“In twenty minutes this clock will
turn on the juice,” Rudy announced.
“And the current will keep going
through Drake until there ain’t even
any skin left on him. We won’t be
here, in case the power house people
see anything on their meters. Even
if they do, they could never get here
in time to save his life!”

He had already switched the clever
system of wiring on, the clock was
beginning to go the twenty fatal min-
utes.

“So long, Drake!” snarled Crasher.
‘““Maybe you didn’t walk no Last Mile,
but you’re gonna fry like merry hell.”

“You're gonna go out like a light!”
said another man.

Then, at Rudy’s nod, they were mov-
ing away, their mocking farewells re-
ceding as they sneaked out of the
cellar.

All this time Drake had been strain-
ing against the bonds that held him.
Now, left alone, with that terrible
death-clock silently counting off the
minutes, he struggled with every
ounce of his strength. He tried to find
a weakness in the bonds, he tried to

move the chair itself, found that it
rocked back and forth a little, but not
enough. He tried to jerk the metal cap
from its position on his head.

But though he had mastered escape
methods almost as well as the late
Houdini, he knew that this time he
could not break out of those bonds.

He glanced again at the clock that
was not more than six feet away. Four
minutes had passed—five. Fifteen of
them left before he would die!

In his own eyes the dim cellar had
assumed the true aspects of the Death
House. The heavy wooden chair in
which he was helpless had become the
terrible Chair of that Death House.

He had sent numerous criminals to
that Chair, and now he who worked
for the Law was facing the grim pen-
alty that same law dealt to murderers,
only it had been dealt to him by law-
less gangsters.

Seven minutes were gone....

Drake, seeing he couldn’t loosen his
bonds or move the chair enough,
looked desperately for some other
means of forestalling the high-volt-
aged doom creeping up on him.

The boiler over all that electrical ap--
paratus! If he could only get at it. Its
water, flooding into the pit, might
possibly short-circuit the whole
system.

But it was hopelessly out of reach.

His eyes went upwards. There was
a water-sprinkler system across the
ceiling. A system that would work
automatically when the temperature
was sufficiently hot. That, too, could
flood the cellar with water. But he
saw he couldn’t get at it.

He looked at the clock. Nine min-
utes gone. The minute hand seemed
to race toward its goal as though it
were counting off seconds instead of
minutes.

Drake’s feet were on the cold stone
floor, tied to the rungs of the chair.
He found that by twisting those feet,
pushing against his toes he could edge
the chair forward inch by inch.
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“It was!” snapped Slade. “He just
received one of those threat notes tell-
ing him that neither he nor his
daughter will live until morning! He's
scared to death.”

.“How did he know that he could
reach you by phoning here to Twill’s
house?” asked Drake quietly.

A startled expression swept over the
face of the police commissioner.

“That’s so!” he exclaimed.

“The Executioner is getting a bit
careless,” said Jonathan Drake. “But
of course you are going to drive up
to Greenwich.” He smiled. “And I
hope that I'm going along.”

“Of course!” snapped Slade starting
for the door. “Come on!”

Leaving an inspector in charge at
the house, Slade and Drake hurried to
the commissioner’s limousine that was
parked in front of Twill’s residence.
There were three detectives with them
and the five men piled into the car.

“The Gordon place in Greenwich,”
Slade told the driver.

The car shot away from the curb
and rolled down the street. The siren
started moaning as the limousine
gained speed and went tearing through
the thinning traffic as it headed up-
town.

Not more than forty-five minutes
had elapsed before the car reached
Greenwich and was speeding along the

dark highway at the top of the hill

down which Drake’s coupe had
hurtled.

A motorcycle shot out of a side road
and roared up beside the speeding
limousine. It was a state trooper and
the commissioner’s car slowed down.

“Commissioner Slade from New
York,” said the driver. “On a hurry
call to Branston Gordon’s residence.”

“Okay!” shouted the trooper. “Take
it easy going down the hill. I'll lead
the way!”

HE motorcycle shot ahead as they
reached the crest of the hill and
started down. Despite his warning the

trooper was moving fast, the head-
light bobbing up and down and cast-
ing a jumping streak of white light
ahead of him.

Jonathan Drake became aware of a
sense of danger as the limousine
gained speed. He sat beside the com-
missioner in the rear seat, his eyes
riveted on the man on the motorcycle.

Suddenly the trooper’s motorcycle
seemed to buck like a wild broncho.
The state man flew high in the air,
then dropped to the road like a rag
doll and sprawled there in a limp heap.

“What happened?” muttered the
commissioner. “There was nothing in
front of him. The road is clear.”

The limousine halted with a wailing
of brakes. Drake and the others leaped
out and ran to the trooper just as he
sat up weakly, cursing a blue streak.

As the commissioner and his men
paused, Drake advanced along the
highway to the exact spot where the
motorcycle had been stopped and been
flung back.

Something caught Drake just above
his belt, stopped him abruptly. He
snatched out his flashlight. The white
beam revealed a heavy cable stretched
taut across the highway. It was just
high enough for the front of a speed-
ing car to hit it just as the trooper’s
machine had done.

“Commissioner, come here!” shouted
Drake looking back over his shoulder.

“So that was it!” exclaimed Slade as
he saw the cable and realized its pur-
pose. “They planned to wreck us!
Must have known we would have to
use this road in order to get to Gor-
don’s place.”

“Of course,” said Drake. “And if
the trooper hadn’t warned us to be
careful on the hill—if he hadn’t gone
on ahead—we would have been
smashed up badly.”

“The Executioner and his gang cer-
tainly were mighty anxious to keep us
from reaching Gordon,” remarked

Slade.
“I'm not so sure of that,” said Drake.
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dow blinds had not been drawn.

Drake fumbled along the wall, found
the button of the light switch and
clicked it on. Light gleamed in the
room revealing the desk in one corner,
the luxurious furnishings of the place.
But the study was unoccupied.

“No one in this room either,” said
Slade as he stood in the doorway be-
hind Drake.

Drake walked over to the desk. He
stood staring thoughtfully at the type-
writer that rested on one corner of the
ornate flat topped desk. Was this the
machine on which those death warn-
ings had been typed, he wondered.

With the modern methods of crime
detection used by the police, and with
which he was entirely familiar it
would be easy to discover if this was
the typewriter that had been used. It
was possible for them to identify
among all of the typewriters in a city
the size of New York the one machine
that had written the message or docu-
ment involved.

Drake knew that no two machines
write exactly alike. All sorts of pecu-
liarities may develop after a machine
has been in use, minute things which
are no reflection upon the manufac-
turer or the machine itself, but which
do give it individual characteristics.

Usually the ruled glass method was
used in order to determine if a docu-
ment had been written on a certain ma-
chine. A sheet of glass ruled into
squares was placed over the letter or
document that had been written and
then photographed. After which an
enlargement was made. This would be
compared with photographs of similar
specimens typed on various suspected
machines. Complete examination
would invariably reveal the exact
typewriter that had done the job.

“You think that might be the ma-
chine on which those death notes were
. typed?” asked the commissioner as he
observed the intentness with which
Drake was studying the typewriter on
Gordon's desk.

“I'm sure of it,” said Drake. “This is
the machine all right, if the Execu-
tioner is as smart as I think he must
be!”

“Then Gordon really must be the
man we want!” exclaimed Slade.

“The sooner we find him the better,”
said Drake grimly. “Your men are
searching the house, of course?”

“Yes.” Slade nodded. “We should
be hearing from them any moment if
they find anything.”

RAKE was gazing thoughtfully

at the typewriter. It was a noise-
less portable model of a well-known
make. The criminologist was well
versed in dactylography, and was able
to examine fingerprints as expertly as
did the men who specialized in that
type of work for the police depart-
ments.

Because of this, the gleaming black
enameled surface of the machine puz-
zled him. He leaned over the desk,
keen blue eyes staring at the machine
with almost microscopic intentness.

“What’s the matter?” asked Slade as
he watched.

“There are apparently no finger-
prints on this machine,” answered
Drake. ‘“Can’t be sure of it without
going over it completely, but it cer-
tainly looks that way as far as I can
see now.”

From upstairs there came a shout
from one of the detectives who had
been searching the house. Drake and
the commissioner raced through the
living room into the hall beyond and
dashed up the stairs.

The detective was waiting for them
in the hallway of the second floor.

“In there,” he said nodding to the
open door of a lighted room. “Found
them both in a clothes closet.”

Drake stepped into the room with
Slade close behind him. Branston
Gordon was seated in a chair, his gaunt
face white and his eyes wide and
frightened. The ropes with which he
had been bound were scattered about
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“Will I give that guy hell!” Gift
muttered. “I suppose he thought we'd
be cracking the place together. Stick
around. I'll open another bottle.”

But Doran got up, shook his head.
“I got things to do, Gift.”

And he left. He didn't offer Gift a
cut, but Gift told himself he didn’t care
about that. Danny Doran had been
there first, and anyway he, Gift, was
mad. He wouldn’t touch a dime of
that coin!

He told all this to Parkman, raging.

“After this,” he said, “if you want to
steer for Danny, okay. But don’t come
to me on the same job, see? Stuff like
that starts war. It’s damned lucky
Danny and me are friends.”

“But I told Danny it was your play.”
Parkman frowned. “I thought you'd
be using him anyway, and I was telling
him what a simple matter it would be.”

“What you trying to do —crawl?”
Gift snarled. “G’wan, scram. You
make me sick.”

E cracked a pete on his own and

went to New York to get over
being sick. When he returned, broke,
and cursing guys who didn’t play
square with the cards, he heard Danny
Doran had been killed two days before
in a payroll robbery. And then he re-
membered the incident a few weeks
earlier, and he began to wonder.

For a few days Gift Martin was busy.
He needed money, and Parkman sent
him to a neighborhood theatre. Gift
burned the safe for twelve hundred
dollars.

“Sure tough about Danny,” he said
to Parkman when he paid him off.

Parkman agreed. *“But he didn’t use
his head, Gift.”

“How's that?”

“Well, he made a bad play, didn’t
he?”

“Sure he did,” Gift admitted, “but
accidents will happen. You couldn’t

help that.”
“I?” Parkman echoed, seemingly
amazed. “I didn’t steer him on that

last job, Gift.”

“Well, it’s tough anyway.” And
when Parkman had gone, Gift cursed
profoundly. His black eyes glittered.

“The dirty rat! He sent Danny out
sure as hell!”

The more he thought, the more his
hatred grew.. And the more fully he
convinced himself he’d hit it right.
Parkman had known he and Danny
worked alike. Parkman had foreseen
they would meet at Wingate’s that
other night. Parkman had hoped they’d
cut lose with their guns and either be
caught or killed. And after that first
failure, Parkman had lost no time in
actually putting the finger on Danny
Doran.

But was it only Doran that Parkman
wanted dead? Wasn't it possible that
Gift Martin would be next? He cursed
again in sudden fury. Damn Park-
man, the sneak! He’d get him if it
was the last thing he ever did!

The chance came sooner than he had
expected. Parkman was around in a
day or two with a new steer.

Gift grinned in twisted hate the mo-
ment Parkman set the time and place.
The payoff would take place at Park-
man’s latest tip—a grain elevator at a
railroad junction outside the city.

“We're going to do ourselves well on
this job,” Parkman said, and smiled.
“It should net twenty-five thousand.”

“Elevator?” Gift frowned thought-
fully. **“What they doing with so much
cash?”

Parkman laughed. ‘“Never mind
that. You get the money and forget
the rest.”

Gift’s narrowed eyes gleamed.

“Doubt me?” Parkman asked shortly,
“Well, farmers are bringing in grain
and they want cash.”

Nevertheless, it seemed strange.
Why couldn’t the grain elevator pay
by check? Was Parkman laying a
trap?

Gift suddenly saw it all. Parkman
was beginning to fear his alliance with
the underworld! Parkman was trying
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there was a sharp turn to the right,
down a steep grade, and the car rolled
to a stop on a smooth landing.

Joe took his feet off Tony’s back, or-
dered him out. They were inside an
open garage cut into the hill under the
rear of a house. The three went out-
side, climbed the steep grade to street
level and entered the house by a side
door. Tony was taken to an upstair
bedroom, one evidently in constant use,
judging by the small sofa and the
checker board laid out on a table. A
single bulb light was turned on.

“All right, Joe,” the tall man said.
“Take off your coat and go to work on
’im.” He kept his gun handy. “Now,
mug,” he said to Tony, “you’re goin’ to
talk, or else. Where’s that baggage
check?”

“Pliss, meester, I no gotta da check!”
Tony’s glance went from the menacing
gun to the apelike Joe who had taken
off his coat and was rolling up his
sleeves. ‘“Pliss, don’t hitta me!” he
pleaded. “I no gotta da check!”

Joe lashed out with a one-two to the
jaw, rocking Tony’s head from side to
side. He followed quickly with a
vicious jab to Tony’s big paunch. Tony
doubled over with a grunt, his face dis-
torted with pain.

“Where’s the check?” the tall one
asked again.

ONY was too groggy and in too

much pain to answer. Joe brought
one up from the floor. There was a
squshy plup as it landed on Tony’s fat
jowl. He bounced back against the
wall, slid down and sat on the floor, but
he was not out.

“Pliss, meester,” he begged. “Me, I
gotta two hunnert, maybe t’ree hunnert
dollar. I know, you lose da check you
no getta da bag. Mg, I getta you new
bag, new clo’s, I pay ever’theeng.”

The look on Joe’s face spelled mur-
der. “Oh! You'll buy a new bag!
You dumb cluck, that bag’s worth
thirty grand!”

“Shut up, you fool!” said the tall
one. “Do you have to tell this punk

what it’s all about?”

“Aw, what the hell! He won’t talk
none after I'm through with ’im!”

“Well, don’t croak ’im till we get
the check. I know how to make ’'im
sing!” A smirk crossed his lean, hard
face. “We’ll lock ’im up here and go
get his wife and kid. Bring some rope
and tie ’im up!”

“I getcha, boss, that’ll fix ’im!”

Joe chuckled as he went out to get
the rope. He came back in a moment
with two short pieces. “That’s all
there is,” he said.

He tied Tony’s hands to the foot of
the bed with one piece, his feet loosely
with the other. The tall man stood by
with the gun.

“How about the window?” he asked.

The tall one grinned. “Hell, let ’im
try it if he wants to. It’s thirty feet
down with a nice soft block of cement
to light on. Bring the car round to the
front while I lock up the joint.”

The light was turned out, the door
closed and locked. Tony heard foot-
steps disappearing down the stair.

The light from the window showed
that it was clearing a little but it was
still raining and the wind howled dis-
mally. Tony knew his life was not
worth a nickel no matter whether he
told about the check or not. But they
were after Maria and little Tony! He
had to try to do something—and do it
quick!

Straining with all his might he pulled
against the ropes. They gave a little!
Another wrench and they broke from
the bed post, though his hands were
still tied together. Joe had been in too
big a hurry and had not noticed that
the ropes he’d brought were half rot-
ten.

With an effort he dragged himself
away from the bed and hobbled to the
window. The sash made a little noise
as he raised it, but maybe the wind
would drown it. Tony leaned out and
looked down. It was an awful drop.
Laboriously he drew himself up, sat
in the window with his legs outside.

He watched for Joe to come around
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the corner of the house, saw him turn to
enter the garage. It seemed a crazy
stunt to try but there was no other way.
And it was now or never.

Timing his action as well as he could,
he pushed his weight off the window
sill and dropped like a plummet. He
landed with his knees on top of the
unsuspecting Joe, just passing under
the window. There was a sickening
snap of bone as Joe’s head went for-
ward and his body folded up under
Tony’s weight. Joe lay still.

Tony’s breath was all but knocked
out of him. But everything now de-
pended on speed. He disentangled
himself from the limp form. With
awkward motions he fumbled in Joe’s
pocket until he found a knife, then
quickly cut himself free. He dragged
the unconscious body aside and took
Joe’s big automatic.

The keys were in the car. The tall
man out in front had just begun to yell
for Joe to hurry up as Tony backed
the car out. The headlights cut a wide
circle as he ran the car up the grade
and stopped in front of the house.

The tall one stepped toward the car.
“What the hell kept you so long?” he
growled.

- Tony shoved Joe’s gun out the win-
dow and barked:

“Steek 'um op!”

HE other leaped aside, jerked his
coat open and fired almost as one
movement. The impact of a slug
knocked Tony back against the cush-
ion. Broken glass spattered over him
as the gun kept barking. In a frenzy
Tony squeezed the trigger of the auto-
matic and held it till the thing was
empty. One of his shots must have
found its mark, for the tall man went
backward, sprawled in the mud.
Blood was running down Tony’s
face, blinding his right eye. His left
arm seemed paralyzed. He was sur-
prised to be alive at all. But he man-
aged to crawl out of the car. The man
on the ground was not dead, but was
reaching for the gun he had dropped.

Tony reached it first and brought it
down with.a crunching blow on the
man’s head.

He was so dizzy he could hardly
stand and he felt that he was going to
be sick. Tremblingly he pawed the
prone man over until he found his keys.
Then he unlocked the door and stag-
gered inside.

Tony groped along, reeling, steady-
ing himself against the wall until he
reached the light switch, threw it on.
Then he saw the telephone. But could
he reach it? It seemed miles away,
but he must send an alarm before he
collapsed. He knew that wouldn’t be
long, but he struggled on. There was
a peculiar feeling in his head and noth-
ing seemed real. Finally he reached
the phone, lifted it off the hook.

“Number please?” asked the oper-
ator.

With his last ounce of strength Tony
called: “Poliss! Poliss!”

The receiver dropped from his hand,
dangled against the wall. He did not
know when he hit the floor.

Tony slowly opened his eyes. He
was in a strange place. Everything
seemed blurred and out of focus but
he had a vague impression of being in
the midst of a vast white expanse.
White walls, white curtains, white bed
covering—yes, he seemed to be in bed
—and a strange woman in white was
bending over him. '

He closed his eyes for a moment,
then tried again. Things were plainer
this time. There was the woman in
white, and now he saw the blue uni-
form of a policeman beside her. He
tried to move but the effort was too
painful and he gave it up.

“Just lie still,” the nurse said.
“You’ll feel better in a few minutes.”

“But Maria! Little Tony! Da getta
her and little Tony!” Again he strug-
gled, tried to sit up.

“Your wife and little boy are all
right. Be quiet now and you will see
them in just a few minutes.” Reas-
sured, Tony lay still.

The doctor came in, looked at Tony
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(Continued from Page 103)

“He’s a square man, Foster is,” he
agreed. “And Pinkerton, I believe
you’re the right sort of a man, too. 1
sold Foster a big ‘pile’ the last time I
was in Chicago.” And then, sharply:
“Did you ever ‘deal’ any?”

“Yes, Mr. Craig,” I replied, “but
only when I could get a first-class
article. I frequently ‘work off’ the
stuff in paying my men Saturday
nights, when traveling through the
country, and on the merchants here
in Dundee, who have all confidence in
me. But I wouldn’t touch anything
like it for the State of Illinois unless
it was as good in appearance as the
genuine article. And I haven’t had a
chance at anything good in a long
time.”

“I’ve got a bang-up article,” said the
stranger quietly. “Are you inter-
ested?”

“What about Crane?” I asked.

“Crane is getting old and careless,”
he said quickly. “I need new blood.
Well, what do you say?”

“What'’s your offer?” I asked.

He reached for a leather wallet,
opened it.

“Here are the beauties,” he said and
handed me two ten-dollar bills, coun-
terfeit on the Wisconsin Marine and
Fire Insurance Company’s money.
“Can’t make them any better than
that.”

"Little Beauties"

I looked at them wisely. As I have
already said, I had never seen a ten-
dollar bill in my life; but I examined
them as critically as though I had as-
sisted in making the genuine bills, and
after a little expressed myself as much
pleased with them.

In all my subsequent detective ex-
perience I have rarely seen their equal
in point of execution and general ap-
pearance. There was not a flaw in
them. To show how nearly perfect
they were, the Wisconsin Marine
bank received several thousand dol-
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lars in these spurious bills itself and
unhesitatingly paid out on them.

“If you’ll take enough of this, I'll
give you the entire field out here,”
Craig went on. “Crane is getting to
be too well known.”

“Well,” said I thoughtfully, “how
much would I have to take?”

“Only five hundred or a thousand,”
he replied.

“On what terms?” I asked.

“Twenty-five percent—cash.”

“I haven’t that much money,” I told
him. “I want to do it like thunder, but
when a man can’t do a thing, he can't,
and that’s all there is about it.”

“Not so fast, my man; not so fast,”
answered the old rogue reassuringly.
“Tell me—do those lubberheads of
merchants down at the village trust
you?n ) .

“Yes, for anything.”

“Then can’t you borrow from them?
You’ll never get another chance like
this, and you can make more money
with this in one year than any one of
them can in ten.”

A Bargain Is Struck

I pretended to be studying the mat-
ter over very deeply, but in reality I
had already decided to do as the man
wished. .

“I'll do it, Craig,” I said finally.
“But don’t you come into town with
it. Where shall we meet, and when?”

“Easy enough,” said he, grasping
my hand warmly. “I won’t go over to
old Crane’s at all. If he wants any of
the stuff after this, he’ll have to come
to you. I only let Smith have about
one hundred dollars in the bills, and
that out of mere friendship. When he
wants more, I'll make him come to
you, too. Now, I'll go right back down
there, and you can meet me at Smith’s
this evening.”

“Oh, no, you don’t, Craig!” I
answered, with an appearance of deep
cunning. “I'm willing to take the
whole business into my hands, but I
don’t propose to have every Tom, Dick
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