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“MURDEROUS‘JUNGLE-FEVER’ WAS IN THEIR EYES"

pen,” writes Clyde Beatty, world-fa­
mous animal trainer and the only man 
who works with both lions and tigers 
at the same time.

CLYDE BEATTY, CAGED WITH SNARLING JUNGLE CATS, FACES 
BLACKEST MOMENT OF DEATH-DEFYING CAREER

O "It was one 
of those days 
whenyouknow 
something’s 
going to hap­

@ "The animals had been sullen dur­
ing the matinee. They came tumbling 
into the big cage for the evening per­
formance with that murderous 'jungle­
fever’ still in their eyes, squalling, 
spitting and making passes. If they once 
drew blood it would be just too bad!

“And then, with that cage full of 
mixed cats raging at me and each other 
...the lights went out!

© "In the flicker of an eyelash the huge, 
glaring big-top went dead black! In the 
dark the snarls of the beasts sounded 
twice as loud. Green eyes glowed. In an 
instant they would leap for me!

"I jumped back, pressed hard against 
the steel bars of the cage. I whipped out 
my flashlight, flung the beam square in 
the startled face of the nearest cat, then 
gave it to another and another.

O "In a moment (a mighty long mo­
ment), the trouble was repaired, the 
lights flashed on again and a tremendous 
sigh rose from the crowd. I was still 
alive. The power of fresh DATED ‘Eve- 
ready’ batteries had held at bay the fury 
of the jungle! ____— ' »

(Signed) ,

FRESH BATTERIES LAST LONGER...DATE-

NATIONAL CARBON COMPANY, INC., 30 EAST 42nd STREET, NEW YORK, N.Y. 
Unit of Union Carbide (TgJ an^ Carbon Corporation
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GOOD PAY IN RADIO
HERBS

SENT UPON REQUEST)

*T had an $18 a week job in a shoe fac­
tory. I'd probably be at it today if I had 
not read about the opportunities in Radio 
and started training at homo for them."

“The training National Radio Institute 
gave me was so practical I was soon 
ready to make $5. $10, $15 a week in 
spare time servicing Radio sets.”

I jumped from a weekto *50
—a Free Book started me toward this

“N.R.I. Training took me out of a low-pay 
shoe factory job and put me into Radio at 
good pay. Radio is growing fast. The field1 
is wide open to properly trained men.”

“When I finished training I accepted a job 
as serviceman with a Radio store. In 3 weeks 
I was made service manager at more than 
twice what I earned in the shoe factory."

"Eight months later N.R.I. Employment 
Department sent me to Station KWCR as 
a Radio operator. Now I am Radio En­
gineer at Station WSUI. I am also con­
nected with Television Station W9XK.”

\ Train Yom at Home 
to BE A RADIO EXPERT

J. E. SMITH, 
President

National Radio 
Institute

Established 1914 

Many Radio Experts 
Mako $30, $50,$75

a Week
Radio broadcasting sta­
tions employ engineers, 
operators, station mana­
gers and pay up to $5,000 
a year. Fixing Radio sets 
in spare time pays many

$200 to $500 a year—full time jobs with Radio 
jobbers, manufacturers and dealers as much 
as $30. $50, $75 a week. Many Radio Experts 
open full or part time Radio sales and repair 
businesses. Radio manufacturers and jobbers 
employ testers, inspectors, foremen, engineers, 
servicemen, and pay up to $6,000 a year. Auto­
mobile, police, aviation, commercial Radio, 
loudspeaker systems are newer fields offering 
good opportunities now and for the future. 
Television promises to open many good jobs 
scon. Men I trained have good jobs in these 
branches of radio. Read how they got their 
jobs. Mail coupon.

Many Make $5, $10, $15 a Week 
Extra in Spare Time While Learning 
The day you enroll I start sending Extra Money 
Job Sheets; show you how to do Radio repair 
jobs. Throughout your training I send plans 
and directions that made good spare time money 
—$200 to $500—for hundreds while learning. 

I send you special Radio equipment to con­
duct experiments and build circuits. This 
50-50 method of training makes learning at 
home interesting, fascinating, practical. I 
ALSO GIVE YOU A MODERN, PRO­
FESSIONAL, ALL-WAVE. ALL-PURPOSE 
RADIO SET SERVICING INSTRUMENT to 
help you make good money fixing Radios 
while learning and equip you for full time 
jobs after graduation.

Find Out What Radio Offers You
Act Today. Mail the coupon now for “Rich 
Rewards in Radio.” It’s free to any fellow 
over 16 years old. It points out Radio’s spare 
time and full time opportunities and those

J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 8M09
National Radio Institute, Washington, D. C.
Dear Mr. Smith: Without obligating me. send "Rich 
Rewards in Radio," which points out spare time and full 
time opportunities in Radio and explains your practical
method of training at home in spare time to become a Radio 
Expert. (Please write plainly.)

Name.

Address

City. 

coming in Television; tells about my train­
ing in Radio and Television; shows you 
letters from men I trained, telling what 
they are doing and earning. Find out what 
Radio offers YOU! MAIL COUPON in an

a postcard—NOW!envelope, or paste on

J. E. SMITH, 
President, 
Dept. 8M09, 
National Radio 
Institute, 
Washington, 
D. C.

Age.

State.
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Upon orrlvat of ydur order, we will open 
a 10 month Chorgo Account for you, end 
send your selection for approval and free 
trial. If not satisfied, send it back and 
your $1.00 will be refunded immediately. 
If satisfied, pay the balance in 10 small 
monthly amounts you will never miss. Send 
order today.

Here's how simple if is to Own one of these 
Jewelry Gift Bargains. Put a $1.00 bill in 
an envelope with your name, address, and 
the number of the article wonted. Tell'us 
your age (must be over 20), occupation, 
employer, and o few simple facts about 
yourself. Information wifi be held strictly 
confidential - no direct inquiries will be 
made.

AM-Bridal pair-engagement and 
wedding ring designed to match in 
UK yellow gold. Each, set with 5 . 
brilliant diamonds.

$5.25 -a month

pJ51-Sworn Perfect diamond will 
monds in UK yellow gold mounti 
of Perfection with purchase. Re 
Value.

iZeZ^:i

V*>n r«.// 
West. //

U55-Maisivo UK yellow gold ini­
tial ring for men. Diamond and 
Initials on black onyx.

$1.70 a month

j'foi; coy
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_____ a n>onH> /;

A147-$worn Perfect die* 
mond feature. Brilliant perfect dia» 
mond in UK yellow gold mounting. 
Regularly $50.00.

I2.7Q 9 month
.21 JEV/ElKU2-

charm

month

. Attractive ca'A■xx." oo>« '-dpi 

.i month

°nd ^^poce' ^O0 
Regular P
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ither interestingas H. D. S. men have been called to 
jobs throughout the world.

tp 4 the 
'm&iufa<

north, the big 
■ing plant, the 
eeded trained

Diesel men . .. and Hemphill gradtiates\went on those jobs — just
great motorship bound iorthe Orient . . . A.

The Nevada gold mine, the lumberci 
Texas refinery, the west coast Dies?

CASH IN ON THE GREAT WORLD-WIDE SWING 
TO DIESEL-WITH HEMPHILL DIESEL TRAINING
On the map above, you see pictured only 

a few of the many uses of Diesel engines ... 
only a few of the types of jobs .. . only a few 
of the places ... where Hemphill-trained men 
are to be found .. . and where future Hemp­
hill Diesel Schools graduates may start their 
careers.

You, too, can qualify for Diesel opportuni­
ties ... through the superior training given

by the eight Hemphill Diesel Schools ... the 
training that has brought such calls for H.D.S. 
graduates as those illustrated above. Open 
to you are Day or Night Courses, also the 
Combination Home Study and Later Shop 
Training course, which can be started at once, 
no matter where you live. Send coupon for 
detailed information on today's great Diesel 
opportunities and H.D.S. training.

HEMPHILL DIESEL SCHOOLS
Located only in the cities listed below and in no way connected with any other school of even similar name.

HEMPHILL DIESEL SCHOOLS
f ' Please send information on Diesel opportunities and Hemphill 

Diesel training, j ain over 18 years of age.

NAME..

Send Coupon to Nearest Address
BOSTON, 124 Brookline Ave.
NEW YORK, 31-31 Queens Blvd., Ll. City
DETROIT, 2348 W. Lafayette Blvd;
CHICAGO, 2030 Larrabee St
MEMPHIS, 449 Monroe Ave.
LOS ANGELES, 2010 San Fernando ftoad
SEATTLE, 506 Westlake North
VANCOUVER. B.C., 1367 Granville St.

■
■

■ ■ SEND COUPON TODAY!
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COSTS NO MORE TO OPERATE
THAN 7-TUBE RADIO

I:

'iWiTtaiiHiNdfli<Posfwo:'oR

RADIO.miDUJE5T

Only S76.T5 for the Super DeLuxe 
17-tube 5-band model Illustrated

MIOWtST R*°’°

00 FOR YOUR 
OLD RADIO

Dept. 62-EE 
Cincinnati. Ohio

\TRMl

Um-AgMto Mok* Ea»y Extra Mon«y. 
Check Hem O for d.taik

[AMAZING NEW 
EASY-PAY PLAN

Nam<__-------------------------------
(PLEASE PRINT CLEARLY)

You save up to 50%, and make your 
radio dollar go twice as far when 
?ou order direct from the Midwest 

actory I Remember, you get 30 days 
FREE trial. Midwest guarantees 
Sur absolute satisfaction. Write to- 

y for FREE 1939 catalog.

FACTORY-TO-YOU 
SAVES YOUK5O2

ONCE again Midwest scoops the radio world 
with its new and sensational 1939 radios 

that just sparkle with new features. Mer­
chandising men, everywhere, are amazed not 
only at their brilliant world-wide performance, 
but at their sensationally low factory-to-you 
prices, which make your radio dollar go twice 
as far. You buy at wholesale prices, just like 
a dealer.
While the $39.95 Midwest “Special” represents one of 
the most amazing radio values offered today—the 
Super DeLuxe 5-band “17” and DeLuxe 5-band “12”- 
tube Midwest radios are even greater bargains. The 
new-design, 5 band, 17-active-tube* Midwest, shown 
here, is an outstanding example of Midwest’s greater 
values. It gives you high priced performances for the 
cost of an ordinary 10 or 12-tube set It will delight 
you with its tremendous 12,000-mile range on 5 
bands, glorious new tone and brilliant overseas recep­
tion. Stations on the other side of the world eome in 
like “locals.” Only Midwest gives you a combination 
of features like Dial-A-Band Wave Changer, Aeousti- 
Filter, Electric Touch-Button Split-Second Tuning 
and Fidel-A-Trol 1

FBEE trial 
and tafot’X’ 
wholesale prices. _

HATTIESBURG, MISS. — Midwest has the 
clearest and sweetest tone of any set I have 
ever ownetl. My Midwest surely has been 
praised above much higher priced radios. I 

was afraid it would be expensive to operate but it does not 
cost any more to operate than my seven-tube radio did. (A. N. 
Green.) wit

Send for the new FREE 1939 catalog and feast your 
eyes on its history-making values. It pictures many 
new 1939 models—to suit every purse. The famous 
Midwest 30-day Trial Plan gives you 30 days to make 
up your mind. You be the sole judge! If you decide 
to keep it, you secure as much as $30.00 credit on 
your old set. Even higher trade-in allowances on 
some Midwest models. Don’t buy any radio until you 
see for yourself how and why Midwest gives you so 
much more for your money!

M/DWEST
you

SEND FOR FREE L939 
FACTORY CATALOG



Be First 
SEND NO 
MONEY!
SEND MAME 
A ADDRESSI

BOYS! • GIRLS!

BIKE GIVEN
BALLOON Headlight — Horn — Coaster 

tires Brake — Chromium plated ■ parts_what a Bike! — Or 
big cash commission. Yours for 

Simply GIVING AWAY FREE 
big colored pictures with well 
known WHITE CLOVERINE 

■1 SALVE, used for burns, chap, 
sores, etc., easily sold to friends 
at 25c a box (with picture 
FREE) and remitting per pre­
mium plan book. Choice of 
many other premiums. 43rd 
season. WRITE TODAY for or­

der of White Cloverine Salve and 
pictures sent, postage paid.
WILSON CHEM. CO.. Inc. 
Dept. TG-3il, TYRONE, PA.

NEW CANDID SHND NO MONEY 

CAMERA
GIVEN

Or Big Cash 
Commission

A real Candid Camera 
that gives you 16 perfect 
pictures on one roll of 
film. Has a genuine high speed Graf Lens and lightning fast shutter. 
Yours for SIMPLY GIVING AWAY FREE beautifully colored art 
picture^ (correct size for framing) with our WHITE CLOVERINE 
SALVE used for bums. cuts, chaps, sores, etc,, which you sell to 
friends and neighbors for 25c a box (giving picture FREE) and re­
mitting as per premium catalog. Send today. We trust you. Mail

I Coupon. Wilson Chern. Co., Inc., Dept. .TG-312. Tyrone. Pa.

LADIES! MEN! BOYS!
KNOCK-ASOIJT

SEND NO MONEY

WRISTWATCH BOTH GIVEN .
Choice of cash commission. Either chrome finish WRIST
WATCH with adjustable bracelet, or, 22 Cal. REPEATING RIFLE 
GIVEN for selling WHITE CLOVERINE SALVE for burns, cuts, chaps, 
etc., at 25c a box (giving a beautifully colored art picture FREE) and 
remitting as explained in catalog. SPECIAL—Choice of twenty premiums 
for returning only $3.00 collected. 43rd yr. Be first. Send for order 
on trust, postage paid. Wilson Chern. Co., Inc., Dept. TG-313, Tyrone, Pa.

NOTHING TO BUY-Girls! Ladies! Send Name and Address
Charming Watch or Big Cash Commission. Send No Money. Given 
for SIMPLY GIVING AWAY FREE Big Colored Pictures with our 
well known White Cloverine Salve, used for burns, chaps, sores, 
etc., easily* sold to friends at 25c a box (with picture FREE) and 
remitting per catalog. SPECIAL: Choice of 20 gifts for return­
ing only $3 collected. Be first. 43rd year. Write today for order 
of Salve «n ’ Pictures, postage paid. WILSON CHEM. CO., INC., 
Dept. TG-314, Tyrone, Pa.

BIG GUITAR
GIVEN

OR BIG CASH COMMISSION 
Send No Money—Boys! Girls!
Standard size regulation guitar. 
Regulated — fretted ebonized 
finger board — pearl position 
dots. A MARVEL I Yours for 
SIMPLY GIVING AWAY 
FREE beautifully colored art 
pictures (correct size for 
framing) with our WHITE 

CLOVERINE 
SALVE used for 
burns, cuts, chaps, 
sores, etc., which 
you sell to friends 
and neighbors at 
25c a box (giving 
picture FREE) and 
remitting as p e r 

premium cata­
log.

SPECIAL 
Choice of 
twenty other 
premiums 
for return­
ing only 
$3.00 col­
lected. 43 rd 
yr. Be first. 
Send today 
—We trust 
you. Mail 
Coupon. 
Wilson 
Chem. Co., 
Inc., Dept.
TG-315, Ty­
rone, Pa.

GIVEN 
FIVE 
TUBE 
RADIO

Or Big 
Cash 

Commission

SEND NO MONEY
Send name and address ~~

Automatic tuning—Superheterodyne—AC-DC—Short Ware—Ama­
teurs. police, and airplane calls. Standard broadcast band. 5 
position tuner plus regular tuning knob. Amazing! Yours for 
SIMPLY GIVING AWAY FREE beautifully colored art pictures 
(correct size for framing) with our WHITE CLOVEBINE SALVE 
used for burns, cuts, chaps, sores, etc., which you sell to friends 
and neighbors at 25c a box (giving picture FREE) and remitting 
as per premium catalog. SPECIAL—Choice of twenty other pre­
miums for returning only $3.00 collected. 43rd yr. Be first. Send 
today—Wre trust you. Mail Coupon. Wilson Chem. Co., Inc., 
Dept. TG-316, Tyrone, Pa.
ru--MAIL COUPON NOW!— - --

. WILSON CHEM. CO., Inc., Dept. TG-31, Tyrone, Pa.
I Gentlemen:—Please send me 12 Beautitul Art Pictures with 
- 12 boxes WHITE CLOVERINE SALVE to sell at 25c a box
| (giving picture FREE). I will remit within 30 days, select a 
_ premium or keep cash commission as per premium plan cata- 
H log sent with order, postage paid. Date.................................

Name.

| R.D.______Bx.______St.

" PRINT YOUR LAST NAME ONLY IN SPACE BELOW '

I II I I I I I I I I I
_ PASTE COUPON on a Penny Postcard or Mail Id an
P_______________________ Envelope Now!
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THDUSAHDS NOW PLAT
who never thought they could!

Learned Quickly at Home
I didn’t dream I could actually learn to 
play without a teacher. Now when I play 
for people they hardly believe that I 
learned to play so well in so short a time.

Plays on Radio Wouldn’t Take $1,000 for Course
I am happy to tell you that for four weeks 
I have been on the air over our local 
radio station. So thanks to your institu­
tion for such a wonderful course.

The lessons are so simple that anyone can 
understand them. I have learned to play 
by note in a little more than a month. 
I wouldn't take a thousand dollars for

* H. C. S. Calif. • W. H. S., Alabama. my course.
* S. E. A., Kansas City, Mo.

You, too, con ploy any instrument 
By this EASY A-B-C Method

Surprised Friends
I want to say that my friends 
are greatly surprised at the 
different pieces I can already 
play. I am very happy to 
have chosen your method of 
learning.

«B. F., Bronx, N. Y.

Y OU think it’s difficult to learn music ?
That’s what thousands of others have 

thought! Just like you, they longed to play 
some instrument—the piano, violin, guitar, 
saxophone or other favorites. But they 
denied themselves the pleasure—because 
they thought it took months and years of 
tedious study and practice to learn.

And then they made an amazing discov­
ery ! They learned about a wonderful way 
to learn music at home—without a private 
teacher—without tedious study—and in a 
surprisingly short time. They wrote to the 
U. S. School of Music for the facts about 
this remarkable short-cut method. And 
the facts opened their eyes! To cap the 
climax a free Demonstration lesson actu­
ally showed them how easy it was to learn.

The result ? Over 700,000 men and women 
have studied music at home this simple, 
A-B-C way. Now, all over the world, en- 
FREE DEMONSTRATION

thusiastic music-lovers are enjoying the 
thrilling satisfaction of creating their own 
music. They have found the key to good 
times, popularity and profit.

And that’s what you can do, right now. 
Simply mail the coupon below. Get the 
proof that you, too, can learn to play your 
favorite instrument — quickly, easily, in 
spare time at home. Never mind if you 
have no musical knowledge, training or 
talent. Just read the fascinating illustrated 
booklet that answers all your questions— 
examine the demonstration lesson. Both 
will be mailed to you without the slightest 
cost or obligation. Tear out the coupon 
now. before you turn the page. (Instru­
ments supplied when needed, cash or 
credit.) U. S. School of Music, 29410 
Brunswick Bldg., New York City.

Fortieth year. (Established 1898.)

LESSON AND BOOKLET

Best Method by Far
Enclosed is my last examina­
tion sheet for my course in 
Tenor Banjo. This completes 
my course. I have taken les­
sons before under teachers,

U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC
29410 Brunswick Bldg., New York City

Without cost or obligation to me. please send me your free Illustrated booklet and demonstration
lesson. I am interested In the Instnunent checked below:
PIANO BANJO TROMBONE
VIOLIN MANDOLIN FLUTE
GUITAR UKULELE PICCOLO
PIANO ACCORDION CORNET ORGAN
PLAIN ACCORDION TRUMPET DRUMS AND TRAPS
SAXOPHONE HARP HARMONY ANO COMPOSITION
CELLO CLARINET VOICE CULTURE
HAWAIIAN GUITAR

Have you
Name................................. .. Thia Instru. ?.........................................

but my instructions with you 
were by far the best. Address

*A. O., Minn.
•Actual pupils’ names on request.
Pictures by professional models. City.... State.....................................



THE FORBIDDEN

Sealed Book,their

Jbe ROSICRUCIANS

with its amazing revela­
tions about these mys­
teries of life. Address: 

Scribe G. R. A.

the masses of mankind still 
struggle. Have they sel­
fishly deprived humanity 
of these rare teachings?

AM ORC 
Son Jose, Calif. 

U.S.A.

KNOWLEDGE OF TIBET
What strange secrets of nature are 
locked within the mountain fast­
ness of Tibet? What control over 
the forces of the Universe do these 
cloistered sages exercise? For cen­
turies the world has sought to know 
the source of their power—to learn 
their mastery of life, and their faculty

WRITE FOR THIS
FREE BOOK

Like the streams that 
z-v? trickle from the Him- 
, J alayan heights to the 

plateaus below,Me 
great truths of these 

brotherhoods have 
rCz7 descended through the 

ages. One of the preserv- 
| ers of the wisdom of the 
7 Orient is the Rosicrucian , 

Brotherhood (not a re­
ligious organization). They I 
incite uou to write today for

INVENTORS
Time counts in applying for patents. Don’t risk delay in patenting 
your invention. Send sketch or model for instructions or write for 
new 48-Page FREE booklet, "Patent Guide for the Inventor." 
No charge for preliminary information. Prompt, careful, efficient 
service. Clarence A. O’Brien and Hyman Berman, Registered 
Patent Attorneys, 5341 Adams Building, Washington, 0. C.

SONG POEM WRITERS
(Write for free book, 50-50 plan. Splendid opportunity j

INDIANA SONG BUREAU, Dept. I6; Salem, Indiana |

WOODSTOCK Builder
Used to win most Inter­
national Commercial 
School Contests

WRITE FOR LITERATURE OEPT. B-23
WOODSTOCK TYPIWRIHR CO., WOODSTOCK, III.

OFF THE 
RECORD
IN the secret archives that hold 

the Black Book of Crime are told 
thrilling, breath-taking stories of 

society’s war upon sinister forces— 
stories amazing in their revelations 
and implications!

The Black Book of Crime records 
the daring, astounding exploits of 
Jonathan Drake—New York’s ace 
manhunter, who brings science, 
strength and skill into play as he 
probes the deepest mysteries that lurk 
beneath the surface of the vast 
metropolis.

This month we give you the first 
of a new series of novels taken from 
the Black Book of Crime and starring 
Jonathan Drake—THE DEATH 
CHAIR MURDERS, by Ralph Op­
penheim.

When you have read it, please drop 
us a line and tell us what you think 
of it. The readers of this magazine 
are, you know, its real editors—for 
your comments, suggestions and opin­
ions, as expressed in your letters, fix 
our policies. So remember—the more 
letters, the better the magazine—and 
let’s have your views on Jonathan 
Drake and THE DEATH CHAIR 
MURDERS. Thanks!

A Week End of Horror
In the next issue we are presenting 

another novel from the Black Book of 
Crime —THE WEEK END MUR­
DERS, by Donald Stuart.

When Jonathan Drake arrived at 
Backwaters he was not looking for­
ward to his visit with any degree of 
anticipation. He had no prevision of 
the tragic events that would take 
place—but he disliked the average 
week end house party.

This, however, did not turn out to 
be an average week end house party. 
From the moment he entered the 

(Concluded on page 14)



MAN AND WIFE
To run local 
COFFEE < 
AGENCY
Splendid Chance

To Make Up To ?OU<inaWeek WONDERFUL
If you are married and willing to cooperate with your life partner in operat­
ing a Coffee Agency right in your own locality, send your name at once for 
full details about my plan—FREE.
It is novtf possible for married couples to make up to $60 in a single week if 
you can work harmoniously together. Wife handles the orders, keeps records, 
etc., while the husband delivers and collects. Steady, permanent business of 
one to two hundred customers can quickly be established if you follow the 
simple, proven plans that I send.

START EARNING AT ONCE
I’ll send you everything you need—your complete outfit containing full-size 
packages of products, also printed forms, blanks, advertising literature, 
samples, etc., together with simple instructions for both the husband and 
wife, so you can start your earnings right away. Make as high as $45.00 
your very first week.
Everybody uses Coffee, Tea, Spices, Flavoring Extracts, Baking Powder, 
Flour, Cocoa, Canned Goods, and other foods every day. They MUST BUY 
these things to live. You simply take care of your regular customers right in 
your locality—just keep them supplied with the things they need. You handle 
all the money and pocket a big share of it for yourself. You keep all the 
profits—you don’t divide up with anyone. Hundreds of housewives in many 
localities are waiting, right now, to be served with these nationally famous 
products.

I SEND EVERYTHING
Just as soon as I hear from you I will send you complete details—tell you all 
the inside workings of this nation-wide Coffee Agency Plan. I will explain 
just how to establish your customers; how to give them service and make 
good cash earnings. You can plan it so you give only 5 days a week to your busi­
ness, collect your profits on Fi'iday, and have all day Saturday and Sunday for 
vacation or rest. The plans I send you took years to perfect. You know they 
must be good because they have brought quick help to hundreds of other men 
and women, both married and single, who needed money.

SUCCESS 
Reported by Others 
Clare C. Wellman,N. J., tried 
my plan and cleared $96.00 
in a week. Hans Coordes, 
Nebr., made $27.95 in a 
day; $96.40 in a week. Nor­
man Geisler, Mich., reported 
$33.00 profit for one day and 
as high as $129.00 in a sin­
gle week. Ruby Hannen, a 
woman in West Virginia, 
stated that she made $17.00 
in one day and $73.00 in 
a week. Wilbur Whitcomb, 
Ohio, reported $30.00 profit 
in a day and $146.00 in one 
week. I have scores of re­
ports of exceptional earn­
ings like these as evidence 
of the amazing possibilities 
of this money-making offer.

FORD CARS GIVEN
Over and above the cash earnings you make I will give 
you a brand-new Ford Sedan as a bonus for producing. 
This is not a contest or a raffle. I offer a Ford Car—as 
an extra reward—to everyone who starts in this busi­
ness.

YOU DON’T RISK A PENNY
You can start a Coffee Agency and make money tho first week. 
You don’t have to risk a cent of your own money. I absolutely 
guarantee this. No experience is needed. You use your home 
as headquarters. You can build your business on our capital. 
Full details of money making plans are free. Send your name 
today for the free book giving all inside facts, then you can 
decide. Don’t waste a minute as you might lose thia oppor­
tunity through unnecessary delay. ACT AT ONCE.

ALBERT MILLS
5373 Monmouth Ave., CINCINNATI, OHIO

ALBERT MILLS, President,

COUPON
5373 Monmouth Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio.
Send your free book telling how to start a local Coffee 
Agency in which a married couple (or single person?) 
can make up to $60.00 in a week. We will read it and 
then let you know if we want to accept this opportunity.

Name ......................................................................................

Address .....................-w....................-............  „..... .
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Get this help in guarding against 
skin-blotching intestinal poisons

Are ugly skin eruptions spoiling your good times . .. 
making others shun you? Find out what the trouble 
may be—and take steps to help it.

Between the ages of 13 and 25, or even longer, 
important gland changes often upset the system. The 
akin often becomes over-sensitive. Waste poisons 
from the intestinal tract may get into the blood 
stream . . . and be carried to the skin to cause dis­
figuring pimples.

Many have been helped by the regular use of 
Fleischmann’s Yeast. Millions of tiny, live plants in 
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waste poisons from the blood . . . and so help your 
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now—one cake hour before meals. Buy some today!
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(Concluded from page 12) 
estate of Montague Hammond, the­
atrical producer, he was gripped with 
a strange sense of foreboding. There 
was death in the warm summer air, 
bitter hate in the glance of the week 
end guests when they looked at each 
other.

Then—murder!
Venita Shayne, most beautiful of 

actresses, one of Hammond’s guests, 
was the first victim. She was found 
in the study—in a swivel chair by a 
writing table, one arm hanging limp­
ly at her side, the other, bare to the 
elbow, flung out across a blotting-pad. 
On the edge of the desk rested the 
platinum head, twisted half-sideways.

Savage Fingers of Doom
As Drake examined the corpse, he 

was horrified. The eyes were wide 
and staring and suffused with blood; 
the fair skin blotched and mottled and 
of a horrible liver color. One glance 
was suffiiSient to tell him the truth.

Venita Shayne—beautiful no longer 
—was dead! And the savage fingers 
which had pressed out her life had 
left marks that stood out cruelly 
against the whiteness of her throat.

A Diabolical Killer
Venita was the first to die—but 

there were others. And it took all the 
wit and daring of Jonathan Drake to 
combat the diabolical killer that 
hovered over Hammond’s estate on in­
visible wings of menace!

Every page of THE WEEK END 
MURDERS is crowded with suspense, 
action and thrills. Remember—it’s in 
our next issue—and it’s one of the 
most baffling of all the cases chroni­
cled in the Black Book of Crime!

In addition to THE WEEK END 
MURDERS, there will be several 
shorter stories in the next issue—in­
cluding SUICIDES ARE SAPS, a 
story featuring “Mugs” Kelly, the 
hardboiled detective, by Donald 
Bayne Hobart.

Be seeing you then—and please re­
member to let me hear from you. Ex­
cerpts from some of the best letters 
received will be printed in a coming 
issue. Thanks to all!

—THE EDITOR.
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The DEATH CHAIR
Cold Hands of Horror Reach Out for the Innocent Victims of a 

Specialist in Slaughter-and Jonathan Drake, New 
York's Ace M^hhunter, Speeds into Action!

By RALPH OPPENHEIM
Author of "Leather Slip-Up,” "Quick Turnover,” etc.

CHAPTER I

The Last Mile

WITH the first faint glimmer 
of returning consciousness 
the gray-haired man opened 
his eyes. A rough hand was shaking 

his shoulder, and he heard a gruff 
voice speaking—a voice that was little 
more than a roaring in his ears. Then 
gradually he sensed the meaning of 
the words.

“All right! Snap out of it!” snarled - 
the deep sinister voice. “Your time 
has come!”

The harsh pronouncement made the 
man jerk up his head. Dimly he was 
trying to take in his surroundings. His 
hearing, his first sense to become nor­
mal, was bringing him various sounds 
that formed a muffled undertone to 
those words that were still ringing in 
his ears. The rustling of clothes and 
the scrape of feet as people moved 
about. Somewhere a radio was play-

FROM THE BLACK BOOK OF CRIME



Drake smashed the 
slash ■ mouthed killer 
against the balustrade 

(Chapter VII)

MURDERS
A Gripping Complete 

Book-length Novel

Grim Executioner s 
Vengeance Voltage

ing softly, a snatch of sentimental 
music, the strains of “Annie Laurie.” 

“Cripes!” a taut voice rose to one
side. “When I think of burning it gets 
me even now!”

“Shut up!” came in the heavy tones 
of another man. “Don’t you know it 
ain’t right to talk when a guy’s gonna 
go?”

Amazed, the elderly man wondered 
whether he could be hearing aright. 
What were they talking about, why 
was there that hushed grimness in



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

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—

HIS 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 along 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 



forced step was leading closer, closer.
That torturing gap of blankness in 

his mind! He couldn’t seem to fill it. 
Horrible enough that he was doomed 
to pay this ghastly penalty, but to pay 
it without being able to remember the 
crime he must have committed was in­
sufferable agony.

His mind worked in those moments 
when he knew a man was supposed to 
review his whole life, but there was 
nothing but disconnected fragments. 
A large estate, a prosperous stock 
brokerage, both seemed to belong to 
him. Then they were gone again, 
tucked away in some hidden part of 
his brain. But there was something he 
did seem to remember. Some kind of 
a fight in which he had battled hope­
lessly against a number of men—his 
hand pulling a gun; something crash­
ing down on his head. After that, 
nothing until now. Had he killed 
someone with that gun? Was that 
why he was here now?

They had brought him to a stop. A 
man stepped past him. The man wore 
gloves on his hands, rubber gloves. He 
had a sharp, thin-cheeked face which, 
at the moment, looked as cadaverous 
as a death’s head. There was no doubt­
ing his office—this was the execu­
tioner !

“Okay!” snapped the man with the 
slash-like mouth, his voice crisp and 
low. “Hurry up with it!”

The grey-haired man knew then the 
journey was over, but he didn’t dare to 
turn his head to look. Firm hands 
gripped him, strong fingers digging 
into his arms. Like a helpless puppet 
he was moved by their hard clutch. 
Something was being attached to. his 
slit-trousered leg, to the naked flesh— 
metal; a dome-like metal cap was 
clamped coldly on his scalp!

The sensation seemed to clear away 
some of the dazed blankness in his 
mind. Suddenly his eyes widened with 
utter, horrified incredulity. He heard 
his voice struggling from the depths 
of his lungs to his trembling lips.

“Wait, wait!” he pleaded hoarsely, 
almost inaudibly. “You can’t do this 
to me! A mistake! Listen! I’m Jeffer­
son Rushmore! I’m Rushmore, don’t 
you hear me?” His voice rose to a 
shriek as he saw the stolid, impassive 
faces about him. “I couldn’t have—”

“Shut up!”
The hand of the tall man cracked 

him across the lips with stunning 
force. The blow brought a flow of 
blood, knocked his words back into his 
very teeth.

But at the same time, even though 
he felt the cold electrode on his leg, 
the chill metal cap of doom on his 
head, Jefferson Rushmore’s bleared 
eyes cleared suddenly and in one 
ghastly rush, like a flood bursting 
dam, full and terrible memory came.

Frenzied, his lungs struggling to 
push out a scream, his bloody lips 
opened, but could only form half­
articulated words.

“I know—” he mumbled.
And at that precise moment the 

gloved hand of the executioner pulled 
the switch!

Jefferson Rushmore felt only the 
first impact of the stunning shock that 
leaped through his body, making it 
jerk convulsively. Then all conscious­
ness left him as the high voltage 
coursed through him.

The prosperous stock broker who 
had been mysteriously missing for 
twenty-four hours was dead!

CHAPTER II
Murderers Meet

HILL fog crept in 
from the Hudson, 
filling the black 
shadows of the late 
night with eerie 
gray mist, muffling 
the undercurrent of 
nocturnal sounds 
that came from the 
sleeping city. Like 

pale, transparent shrouds it lingered 



about the dark pier extending from a 
large deserted brick building. The 
sluggish dark waters of the river 
slapped gently against the pilings, 
whipped into white-caps by the wind 
which carried eddies of mist before it.

Out of the darkness appeared a soli­
tary figure, his face a vague blotch of 
white, and then another and another 
appeared. The men gathered slowly, 
having come by various, furtive ways. 
They walked out onto the pier, the 
gloom and mist hiding them from the 
lighted city. Hands held hats and 
overcoats that whipped with the 
breeze. Eyes strained out over the 
waters, ears listened for one certain 
noise. Like ghosts they reached the 
end of the pier and stood silently 
waiting.

And then over the occasional moan 
of river craft a thrumming sound rose 
in the night. Louder it grew and 
closer, the throb of a powerful motor. 
Framed in two streaks of white spray 
as it cut through the water, a long 
sleek launch with a single auto-like 
cabin loomed into view. In the pale 
light the gleaming metal fittings of 
the craft were visible, giving a sense 
of ultra-modernity, of speed and opu­
lence.

“The Executioner,” muttered one of 
the watching men. “He’s here!”

“Quiet, you fool!” snarled another. 
“We ain’t supposed to use that name. 
We are to call him Mr. Voltage.”

The powerful motor died in a moan. 
The speedboat veered as it slowed, 
drifting. It came alongside the pier, 
its cabin dark. On the dock the men 
reached out and caught a mooring rope 
and swiftly fastened it to hold the 
launch.

A bright light illuminated the cabin 
as a switch was pressed. All eyes 
could peer through the thick but clear 
glass of its windows, which occupied 
the greater part of it. In that lighted 
interior they saw a strange, bizarre 
figure to have come cruising in from 
the night mist.

They were gazing at the figure of 
a man standing in elaborate, formal 
evening dress which had strange em­
bellishments on it. Across the stiff 
white shirt front was a wide black 
ribbon in the center of which was a 
small skull and cross-bones; on the 
coat, underneath an opera cape, could 
be seen a tiny silver ax dangling from 
the lapel—the emblem of the Execu­
tioner.

But what made the figure so bizarre 
was the fact that his head was com­
pletely hidden by a black hood that 
only revealed his eyes through holes 
cut in the cloth.

“Crasher come yet?”
Harsh, with a short guttural metallic 

tone, the voice rasped forth from the 
masked head, coming through some 
imperceptible opening of the cabin 
window. The question was tense, de­
spite the blighting quality of the voice 
which gave the speaker a diabolical 
aspect.

Gruff voices rose from the pier in 
answer. Heads shook.

“No, Mr. Voltage, Crasher ain’t back 
yet with the other boys.”

“We’re hopin’ nothin’ went wrong!”
An imperious arm rose from the fig­

ure in the launch. The white hand of 
the Executioner commanded silence.

“Nothing can go wrong, not the way 
I have planned it.” There was egotism 
in the weird voice, and ruthless power. 
“Meanwhile, make your reports—and 
hurry! There is no time to dally. 
Tate, what about your progress?”

A burly man with stiff bristly red 
hair stepped forward. He wore no hat 
despite the chill of the night air.

“No trouble, Boss,” he said grinning, 
as his face was revealed in the light 
from the speedboat’s cabin. “We 
picked up the feller you wanted with­
out any trouble. Got him hid in a safe 
place until Crash and the rest are 
ready for him.”

“Good!” said the man called Mr. 
Voltage. “Crash knows what to do 
next.”



“I hope that first guy got the same 
thing they gave our old boss,” said 
one of the other men. “But I kinda 
wish—”

“So you are curious!” There was a 
hard note in the strange voice of the 
Executioner. “You want to know more 
of my plans, is that it?”

“Hell no, Boss! We ain’t askin’ any 
questions!”

“Whatever way you plan it is all 
right with us. We don’t want to know 
too much,” another put in hastily.

VOICES broke off as a group of 
newcomers hastened to the edge 
of the pier, having identified them­

selves to armed lookouts.
In their lead walked a tall man with 

a slash-like mouth. Behind him came 
a thin-faced, sharp featured individual 
whose face reminded one of a death’s 
head.

“It’s Crasher, Boss! And Rudy!”
“Crasher!” The voice from the 

swaying launch came with uncon­
cealed eagerness. “You carried out my 
orders?”

“It’s all done, Boss.” The slash­
mouth man was already at the edge of 
the pier, grinning evilly. “All of it 
just like you wanted! The boys were 
a little shaky, maybe, but you can’t 
blame them. Rudy here did his stuff 
perfect!”

“Good work, Rudy!” The Execu­
tioner’s voice was a guttural com­
mendation. “Now give me full reports, 
thorough reports. How much did he 
suffer, how much did he know before 
he died?”

The reports were given in all their 
grisly detail, for when an item was 
omitted the Executioner at once in­
quired about it.

“What were his last words?” he de­
manded finally.

“That he was Jefferson Rushmore, 
and somebody had made a mistake,” 
answered Crasher.

“We all knew his name,” said the 
man in the speedboat. “And there was

Jonathan Drake

no mistake—Jefferson Rushmore had 
to die—die by electrocution.”

“Yeah,” muttered Crasher and Rudy 
nodded. “That’s the way our old boss 
went.”

“Exactly,” said the Executioner. 
“All in all, boys you should feel glad. 
You have not forgotten what hap­
pened to the man who was your leader. 
It was because you have not been able 
to erase that from your memories that 
you are working with me and for me 
now. But you think that we strike 
these blows to men who have felt that 
they were safe from harm merely for 
revenge. That is not entirely true. It 
is far bigger than that. It is some­
thing unparalleled, with riches in it 
such as you never dreamed, never saw 
in the day when you and your Big 
Shot were cleaning up.”

“That’s what you’ve told us before,” 
said Crasher, and added hastily: “And 
we believe you, Boss.”



“Then we understand each other,” 
said the Executioner. “I’m no glutton. 
I shall let you in on the spoils, for 
your faithful service and to help you 
gain the revenge that you seek. But 
remember—this is the biggest thing 
any man has attempted in this town.” 
Again that ominous voice became a 
withering rasp. “But to fail, to blun­
der, or so much as question too much, 
means swift punishment—punishment 
such as you know I am capable of 
dealing. Is that understood?”

Like the heads of mechanical dolls 
the listeners nodded in fearful and si­
lent assent and the Executioner ap­
peared satisfied until his gaze centered 
on the big red-headed man named 
Tate.

He was scowling as he glared at the 
hooded figure in the speedboat.

“Well, Tate?” the Executioner’s 
voice was cold and deadly. “You don’t 
appear satisfied. Is there something 
on your mind?”

“Yes,” snarled Tate. “You may con­
trol these guys by handing them a lot 
of chatter about what’s going to hap­
pen, but I ain’t seen no real dough yet. 

, That job me and the boys pulled for 
’ you tonight was risky—and I want to 
get paid for it now.”

“Now?” the Executioner asked soft­
ly but ominously. Then from the cabin 
of the speedboat there came a flash of 
flame and the soft sputt of a silenced 
gun.

Tate reeled back as a bullet caught 
him in the chest. He fell off the edge 
of the pier with a faint splash as his 
body struck the river.

^WB^HERE’S your pay — in full.
Ji- That is what happens to men 

who disagree with me.” The harsh 
voice of the Executioner broke 
through the tense silence. “Are there 
any other objections?”

The men again shook their heads, 
frightened into silence by the swift 
ruthlessness with which one of their 
number had met his death.

“Good!” said the Executioner. 
“Very soon now things will break as 
I have planned. The Law will be 
baffled; the public will be shocked and 
horrified. Headlines will fill every 
paper, for they will know that the 
Executioner has struck! That is as I 
wish it! That is all!”

And like some diabolical dictator 
of death, the black hooded figure 
raised his white-gloved hand in a ges­
ture of dismissal.

THE lights of the launch cabin 
went out in the next instant. The 
mooring rope was released by a man 

holding it. In the misty night the 
powerful motor of the speedboat 
roared.

The craft backed out into the water, 
turned in a churning mass of spray. 
Then like a projectile, it shot away 
into the gray fog and was promptly 
swallowed by the mist as its motor 
faded into the distance.

Breaking up, the group on the pier

George Stinson

hurriedly left the scene. In a few mo­
ments only the darkness and mist 
lingered in the place of that strange 
and sinister meeting. The darkness 
and mist and the white face of a dead 
man who floated in the black water for 
a few moments before it was carried 
away by the current of the river.



CHAPTER III

Drake Takes a Case

N what had once been 
a millionaire’s man­
sion on upper Fifth 
Avenue Jonathan 
Drake sat at his desk 
in the huge library. 
The light from the 
ornate desk lamp in 
front of him 
gleamed on his 

strong face, revealing the straight 
nose, the firm lips and the keen blue 
eyes. It brought out the touch of gray 
in the thick dark hair just above his 
ears.

As he sat there it was not difficult 
to realize the strength of character in 
this slender, wiry man. He possessed a 
keen analytical brain, was an excellent 
judge of human nature and was abso­
lutely fearless. It was this bravery 
in the face of danger that had stood 
him in good stead many times during 
his hectic career.

Many of those occasions were 
brought back vividly to his mind as 
he thumbed through the huge black 
loose-leaf volume that rested on the 
desk in front of him, for this was the 
case-book of Jonathan Drake. On its 
neatly typed pages were the full de­
tails of the various cases on which the 
criminologist had worked, and there 
was not a one among those records 
that did not terminate with Drake hav­
ing brought a criminal to justice, and 
having been able to produce enough 
evidence to force the guilty man or 
men to pay the full penalty for their 
crimes.

It had been on his first case, that was 
listed in the Black Book as that of the 
Creeping Killer, that Drake had dis­
played the brains and ability that had 
gradually enabled him to be listed 
among the top ranking men of his own 

field. A single strand of hair on a 
murdered man’s coat sleeve had been 
his only clue, but through that he had 
finally tracked down a ruthless killer 
who had terrorized a whole city.

As he turned over the pages of the 
Black Book other cases were brought 
back to mind one by one. The Case of 
the Blind Man’s Cane, in which the 
tapping of a blind man’s stick had been 
the signal through which a gang of 
counterfeiters were able to elude the 
police until Drake found a way to trap 
them in their hideout.

The Case of the Stolen Bullet, and 
many others that had gained him the 
respect and liking of the police com­
missioner who had become his friend.

Drake had been thoroughly trained 
in all types of physical combat. A 
skilled boxer and wrestler, he also had 
been instructed in the art of jiu-jitsu. 
His knowledge of firearms was exten­
sive and he was an expert marksman 
with every type of lethal weapon from 
automatic to machine-gun. He was an 
excellent duelist and could handle the 
foils in flashing style.

He had been educated in both this 
country and abroad. He possessed a 
working knowledge of many branches 
of science, medicine and the arts.

This was Jonathan Drake, who 
though still young, had firmly estab­
lished himself as a criminologist of 
note, to which his Black Book bore 
mute testimony. His keen brain, his 
constant research, had placed him in 
such a position that he received will­
ing cooperation from all of the high 
police officials throughout the United 
States and in most foreign countries.

The walls of his library were lined 
with bookshelves that extended from 
floor to ceiling, and there was a 
wheeled ladder standing in one corner 
that made every volume easily acces­
sible. Here were no musty, unread col­
lectors’ items, but practically every bit 
of literature that had been devoted to 
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the study of criminology.
On the latter flat-topped desk was a 

teletype machine connected directly 
with police headquarters, a recent 
friendly gesture on the part of Police 
Commissioner Slade. On the ma­
chine’s swift moving tape appeared 
the latest reports of criminal activi­
ties, of missing persons, of stolen cars, 
and all of the vital and routing in­
formation that was sent out by the 
teletype operators at Centre Street.

In another room on the lower floor 
of the house was a complete file of 
descriptions, fingerprints and photo­
graphs of most known criminals. 
While in a third room was a morgue 
of newspaper clippings dealing with 
all of the important crimes that had 
been committed during the past twenty 
years. The entire fourth floor of the 
house had been transformed into a 
complete laboratory where Jonathan 
Drake used all of the most modern 
methods in tracking down various 
clues.

IT was in this house that had become 
a complete miniature investigation 

bureau that the detective had lived and 
worked during the ten years that had 
passed since he had started his career. 
Here that the number of cases re­
corded in Jonathan Drake’s Black 
Book had swiftly increased until there 
were scores of them listed. The police 
with whom he had worked had been 
deeply appreciative. Between Jona­
than Drake and the minions of the 
Law there was none of the usual antip­
athy that sometimes develops between 
the police and private detectives.

Drake was not the type of man who 
ever become obnoxiously aggressive. 
He was a firm believer in the old adage 
that two heads are better than one. 
It was because of this that he sur­
rounded himself with a staff of cap­
able assistants. Men both old and 
young who had been trained to work 
under his direction, and who were al­
ways on call when he felt their serv­

ices were needed.
Of all of these it was upon young 

Tommy Lowell that Jonathan Drake 
depended the most. Though just 
twenty-one, Tommy had been with the 
detective ever since Drake had started 
his career. At that time he had been 
an orphan newsboy of eleven who had 
become a friend of Drake.

The criminologist had legally 
adopted the boy, given him a good 
education, and Tommy Lowell had de­
veloped into an excellent assistant. 
Red-headed, freckled-faced, he was 
bright and quick-witted and learned 
swiftly. Now the two of them lived 
in the big house on upper Fifth Ave­
nue with two servants who took care 
of the place. Here they devoted their 
time to a never ceasing war against 
crime.

Tommy’s attitude toward Drake was 
that of a youth toward an older 
brother. He respected and secretly 
idolized the slender dark-haired man, 
but their attitude toward each other 
was casual, at times rather flippant, 
though Tommy always addressed the 
detective as “Chief” and there was a 
compliment in the way he used the 
word.

There was nothing that delighted 
the boy more than to neatly type the 
details of one of Drake’s cases from 
the detective’s shorthand notes that 
they both could read and place the 
pages in the Black Book.

Tonight Tommy Lowell sat nearby 
as Drake put aside the case book and 
glanced at the moving tape of the tele­
type machine.

“Anything new and startling in the 
way of police news, Chief?” asked 
Tommy with a grin as he watched 
Drake reading the tape. “They find 
that missing broker yet?”

“Apparently not,” said Drake. “Here 
comes another flash on it—‘Jefferson 
Rushmore still missing. All police re­
quested to be on constant lookout for 
this man.’ ” Drake stopped reading. 
“The usual description follows.”



“We know that description,” said 
Tommy. “Thick gray hair, thin face, 
Roman nose, thin lips. Five feet seven, 
weight one hundred and fifty. No dis­
tinguishing scars on face or body. Age 
fifty-eight. Detectives have ques­
tioned Mrs. Rushmore and servants at 
Long Island residence, unable to gain 
any important information save that 

up-swing, and he is afraid that the 
Rushmore thing may be the forerun­
ner of a real crime wave. He seems to 
have some hunch regarding this Rush­
more affair—feels that there may be 
more behind it than just a mysterious 
disappearance.”

“Maybe he’s right,” remarked Tom­
my. “If Slade is worried there is more

no ransom demands have been received 
up to date.” Tommy Lowell yawned. 
“Want any more of it, Chief?”

“No thanks, Tommy,” said Drake 
hastily. “That will do nicely.” He 
picked up a pipe and filled and lighted 
it. “I had an interesting talk with the 
police commissioner while having din­
ner with him tonight.”

“What did he say?” asked Tommy 
eagerly.

“That of late crime has been on the 

to it than we thought. I—”
He stopped speaking as the phone 

on the desk rang and Drake picked up 
the handset.

“Hello?” he said. “Oh, yes, Commis­
sioner . . . What! ... I see ... Yes, 
yes . . . All right, I’ll join you there.”

Drake’s eyes had become keen and 
hard as steel as he put the phone back 
on its stand.

“What happened?” asked Tommy.
“Jefferson Rushmore has been 



found. He was murdered—electro­
cuted!” Jonathan Drake got quickly 
to his feet. He drew an automatic out 
of the desk drawer and thrust the 
weapon into his pocket. “I’m to join 
the commissioner at once.”

“Want me to go with you?” asked 
Tommy eagerly.

“No, you stay here. I may need you 
to work with me later. Might want 
you to contact some of the staff. Stay 
close to the phone, Tommy.”

“Right!” Tommy nodded. “I’ll be 
here waiting, Chief.”

CHAPTER IV

The Burning Death

ATROLMAN 
KELLY, as it 
happened, was an 
alert copper who 
took his beat-duties 
seriously. At mid- 
night, having 
phoned in his report, 
he resumed his pa­
trol in the desolate 

far-west-side Manhattan section.
Down Bank Street to West, thence 
around the block towards Hudson.

Bank Street lay asleep and dark, 
most of its buildings being offices and 
warehouses, were deserted. Others, 
occupied by cheap lodgings, were 
mostly dark, too. A tavern on the 
corner of West Street was the only 
sign of real activity. Lights came from 
its misty windows and from its open 
door a radio blared in the night.

The patrolman’s heavy shoes 
pounded up the hard stone pavement. 
There was scant traffic. A rumbling 
van crossed the intersection. Another 
smaller metal-bodied truck moving 
onto the block from West Street. Pa­
trolman Kelly noticed all these things, 
had even whistled with the blaring 
tavern radio playing “Annie Laurie.”

Now, having rounded the block, he 
went down other streets on his patrol, 

paused at his box to phone in, and 
coming back met the sergeant, walking 
as per regulations in the opposite di­
rection.

A salute, and the two bluecoats 
walked together for awhile, the ser­
geant asking the usual gruff questions. 
They passed the tavern and the ser­
geant made some remark about getting 
them to tone down the radio. Kelly 
grinningly said it probably didn’t dis­
turb anyone in this God-forsaken 
neighborhood.

They were on Bank Street again 
now, just about half an hour after the 
partolman had last walked along it. It 
was utterly desolate. The shoes of 
both coppers echoed on the paving.

The sergeant was preparing to go 
his way when Patrolman Kelly’s alert 
eyes sharpened. His blue-sleeved arm 
pointed, his voice rose:

“Say what’s that out there?”
The sergeant looked, followed the 

pointing arm into the river-misted 
gloom. Out on the street something 
bulked darkly, a huddled heap. The 
very aspect of it spurred both police­
men into action. In one accord they 
ran out, the patrolman snatching out a 
searchlight. Its beam reached ahead 
like a tentacle as both men came to a 
stop. A surprised gasp broke from the 
sergeant and he started forward.

That was when the alertness of Pa­
trolman Kelly probably saved his su­
perior’s life.

“Don’t touch it, Sarge!” he yelled 
hastily. “For God’s sake don’t touch 
it!”

The sergeant withdrew his down­
reaching arm with a fresh gasp of 
comprehension. For now he smelled 
a strange pungent stench, saw an in­
sidious curl of faint smoke. He stood 
grimly issuing orders to hide his own 
confusion. The patrolman ran off to 
his post-phone while the sergeant re­
mained on guard, but he made no 
further attempt to touch that ghastly 
corpse at his feet.

Just minutes later the block which 



had been so quiet became a bedlam. 
The wails of radio-car sirens, converg­
ing from many directions, reached a 
concentrated chorus as with their red 
headlights glowing the prowl cars tore 
onto the block. Detective cruisers fol­
lowed.

A crowd, of which the tavern could 
have only contributed a small iota, ma­
terialized magically, for in Manhattan 
there are always people about to make 
a crowd at any time or place.

Scores of eyes were staring in hor­
ror at the gruesome sight now revealed 
by headlights and searchlights. A 
sight all the more sickening because 
in these moments no one could stop 
the silent thing that was still going 
on!

Sprawled on its back, was the corpse 
of an elderly man. He was dressed 
only in shirt and trousers, but the 
latter looked, despite their dishevel- 
ment, like expensive well-fitting 
clothes. There were felt slippers in 
lieu of shoes on his feet.

But though the corpse lacked com­
plete clothing it wore other and ter­
rible apparel. The left trouser-leg had 
been slit. In the slit was visible a 
copper electrode, from which trailed 
a long wire. On the head above the 
gray hair, above the face whose dig­
nified features were a horrible, 
splotchy crimson with eyes bulging 
like marbles, was a copper cap, also 
fastened tightly. Another wire trailed 
from this.

Eyes followed those wires to their 
termination.

Close by was an immense manhole. 
Its metal cover had been pried loose 
and lay on the pavement, the cover’s 
lettering identifying the positive 
function of the manhole. The initials 
of the city’s leading electric power 
company were marked on it.

THE manhole contained a switch of 
the power lines for this district. 
Here, in the wide but only four-foot 

deep aperture, the wires became 

gleaming copper bars. A live switch, 
which could be operated by the com­
pany’s men only by the insertion of a 
special wooden bar.

The wires from the corpse were 
attached expertly to the copper bars of 
this switch. Interposed, however, was 
yet another switch—a smaller one 
which could cut those wires in and out 
from the current.

To those with even a layman’s 
knowledge of electricity the picture 
was hideously clear. It was as devil­
ishly simple as the killer was clever 
and ingenious. A human being had 
been connected by wires to the city’s 
power lines! Lines which carried a 
high voltage to supply factories as 
well as the lower-volted current for 
domestic use.

A switch had contacted the man 
with the circuit, and the power of the 
company’s generators had passed 
through the man uninterrupted, elec­
trocuting him!

And horribly, that current still 
coursed through the corpse it had al­
ready “burned”. Even as the crowd 
gathered, as the police and detectives 
who had first arrived looked on help­
lessly, they could see the literal trans­
figuration still taking place, see a body 
being changed by the mighty burning 
force of electricity!

Tendrils of smoke curled from the 
copper head-plate, singeing the hair. 
More smoke curled from the leg. The 
face itself became more and more 
mottled, as if being fried in an oven. 
There was a ghastly odor of scorch­
ing flesh.

Yet no one dared to go near the 
burning corpse, no one dared to try to 
turn off the switch that connected it 
into the power lines. Not being elec­
tricians, all feared the might of the 
power that could kill, even as it made 
the wheels of a whole modern civiliza­
tion go round.

Then the green truck of the police 
emergency squad arrived, with its 
squad of mechanical experts.. After 



them came a regular truck from the 
power company’s emergency station. 
The powerhouse had not shut off the 
current, for that would mean crippling 
a section of the city that contained, 
among other things, a hospital de­
pendent on lighting and electric ap­
paratus.

Policemen and the company’s own 
men went into the shallow manhole 
wearing rubber gloves and taking a 
rubber mat to stand on. In a matter of 
seconds they had the alien wires de­
tached, switch and all.

The corpse was at last still. The 
live current no longer flowed through 
it, and the tendrils of smoke ceased 
curling.

The emergency squad gave its at­
tention to roping off the block and 
keeping the crowd back. Detectives 
took charge, eyes thrust close to the 
corpse as they studied it intently.

Identification was swift despite the 
mottled, contorted features, for sev­
eral detectives carried photographs of 
the man the police department had 
been hunting since his mysterious dis­
appearance, and there were articles of 
identification on the body itself.

“It’s Jefferson Rushmore all right!” 
spoke a grim-jawed captain. He shud­
dered involuntarily. “Poor devil, 
burning like that.”

The alarms out for Rushmore were 
immediately withdrawn. Headquarters 
was instructed to telephone his wife 
that the search had ended.

The machinery of the police was set 
into motion of a murder investigation, 
for Rushmore could never have man­
aged to perform this ghastly deed on 
himself.

Homicide arrived, with their kits 
and cameras. The medical examiner 
and his staff reached the scene, and a 
siren-screaming limousine with a 
silver shield brought the police com­
missioner, Thomas Slade, himself.

Striding through saluting bluecoats 
and detectives, the grizzled, keen-eyed 
commissioner arrived as at the medical 

examiner’s assent, the ghastly copper 
headplate and leg-electrode were be­
ing detached from the corpse of Jeff­
erson Rushmore.

THE commissioner listened to re­
ports, outwardly calm in the face 
of this shocking finale to the search 

for the missing broker. Only his gray 
eyes showed the horror, the bafflement 
he felt. He questioned the patrolman 
and the sergeant who had discovered 
the body. He spoke to the medical 
examiner, consulted detectives who 
were searching for clues.

Meanwhile a whole flock of aggres­
sive men with police cards in their 
hats or hands were working their way 
through the growing throng. Re­
porters, who had gathered like buz­
zards at the scene, blarneying their 
way through the police lines, demand­
ing their story. They made their way 
now to the commissioner.

“Come on, Commissioner, give us a 
statement for the Star!’’

“Anything for the Blade? Got any 
idea what’s behind the killing, Mr. 
Commissioner? We won’t quote you 
if you don’t want us to.”

“Nothing now, boys,” said Commis­
sioner Slade with a wave of his hand 
in dismissal. “See me later, when I 
know what this is all about.”

The reporters moved away, seeking 
the officers who had found the body.

The commissioner’s eyes lighted as 
he saw a slender dark-haired man mak­
ing his way toward him through the 
crowd.

“Thought you’d be interested in 
this, Drake,” said Commissioner Slade 
as the private detective reached his 
side. “That’s why I phoned you as 
soon as I received the first report. Had 
a hunch that the corpse would be 
Rushmore, and I was right.”

“I am very much interested, Com­
missioner.” Beneath his snap-brimmed 
hat Drake’s keen blue eyes were sur­
veying the scene about him. “I’m be­
ginning to believe that you were quite 



right.” He frowned. “There is far 
more to the disappearance and death 
of Jefferson Rushmore than appears 
on the surface, I feel sure of that 
now!”

“Come with me,” said the commis­
sioner. “I’ll show you just what we’ve 
found.”

Jonathan Drake followed into the 
center of the police lines beyond the 
milling crowd. He saw the body, over 
which the medical examiner was still 
working.

Even with the wires removed it was 
still a grisly sight, with its mottled 
face and protruding eyes.

Drake saw the wires and electrodes 
which had been tested in vain for 
fingerprints. He looked into the man­
hole. From what he saw and heard 
much became clear to his observant 
gaze.

He comprehended at once the sim­
plicity and cleverness of the crime.

It was fiendish, in that it made use 
of regular city equipment for a ghastly 
murder. Anyone with a fair knowl­
edge of electricity could have done the 
job.

But Drake saw other implications 
more bizarre and chilling which as yet 
the shocked police had not quite 
grasped—the felt slippers on the 
corpse, the electrodes, the slit in the 
left trouser leg and the partially 
clipped hair.

Jonathan Drake, as a grim witness, 
had sat on more than one occasion in 
the bleak death-house at Sing-Sing; 
once, too, at Trenton. He had seen 
condemned men his own detective 
work had brought to this final penalty 
ushered through the green door. Seen 
the electrodes fastened to their slit 
trouser-legs, the head-piece clamped 
to their skulls that had been shaved 
at the contact points. He had seen the 
electrocutioner pull the switch, the 
body jerk as the fatal current coursed 
through it.

He was thinking of these things now 
as he viewed the death-scene. He won­

dered at the strange parallel in the 
manner of Rushmore’s death a'nd the 
law’s own way in so many states in­
cluding this of taking its toll of human 
life.

And somehow that thought not only 
gave the whole crime its most chilling, 
horrible aspect, but set his brain work­
ing swiftly.

Could this have been a murder of 
revenge, of grim retaliation, because 
Jefferson Rushmore had sent someone 
to the chair? It was worth consider­
ing.

“Well, Drake,” said the commis­
sioner as they moved to one side. “I’ll 
give you all that we’ve got on this 
case so far.”

HE showed an initialed wallet well 
stuffed with money, and con­

taining a driving license made out in 
the name of Jefferson Rushmore. A 
handful of change, some keys, a few 
other personal belongings.

They had been in the trouser 
pockets, there being no coat on the 
murdered man.

“Evidently robbery was not the mo­
tive,” remarked Drake. “Has he made 
any large withdrawls from the bank 
recently?”

“Not as far as we have been able to 
learn,” said the commissioner. “But 
we do think there’s some kidnap-extor­
tion business behind this. Rushmore 
was a rich man. He mysteriously dis­
appears. Now we find him murdered. 
It looks like a snatch in which the 
kidnapers became alarmed and killed 
their victim.”

“Why should they have become 
alarmed?” demanded Drake. “No one 
had contacted them, and all the police 
knew was that Rushmore was miss­
ing.”

“I don’t know,” said Slade. “That 
is something we will have to try and 
learn.”

“You’ve found no other possible mo­
tive then? You think it’s just a matter 
of gangsters picking out a wealthy 



man and kidnaping and killing him?” 
“Yes.” The commissioner nodded.

“And they’ve used a method that has 
no clue by which they could be tracked 
down. There are no bullets in this 
crime, for the ballistics bureau to track 
to a murder gun. No strangling, stab­
bing, or other violent means from 
which an autopsy would give us a clue 
as to the way it was done, and who 
could have done it. No poison or 
venom our toxicologist would be able 
to run down for us.”

“You are right, Commissioner,” said 
Drake. “Instead, we have a regular 
part of the city’s ordinary fixtures 
tapped, turned into a death-weapon. 
And the only external things — the 
electrodes, switch and wires — could 
have been made from materials obtain­
able in a million stores.”

“That’s just the trouble,” said Slade. 
“We might be able to trace where 
those things were bought ■— but it 
would take a long time and the chances 
of anyone remembering the buyer 
seems very slim.”

“All the same I’m very much inter­
ested in this case, Commissioner,” said 
Drake. “And I would like to work 
with the police on it.”

“Of course,” said Commissioner 
Slade. “Glad to have you do so, Drake. 
Is there any way in which I can help 
you now?”

“Yes. The first thing I want to do is 
to get all the data you have on Jeffer­
son Rushmore. The report of the in­
vestigation following his disappear­
ance. I trust that can be arranged?”

“It can, certainly.” The commis­
sioner nodded. “Handle your end of 
the investigation as you see fit, but 
you may count on full cooperation 
from every unit of the police depart­
ment whenever you need it. I’ll see to 
that!”

“Thanks. That’s all I wanted to 
know, Commissioner,” said Jonathan 
Drake. “And you may rest assured 
that if I unearth any vital angles, 
you’ll be the first to hear about it.”

CHAPTER V

Murder Again!

EVERAL hours 
later, with the night 
stretching to its end, 
Jonathan Drake was 
grimly at work down 
in the ornate-domed 
building of Police 
Headquarters on 
Centre Street. Here, 
where every great 

cog of the mighty police machine 
turned in perpetual motion night and 
day, Drake, armed with a special letter 
from the Chief which precluded any 
questions, talked to all the detectives 
who had been on the Rushmore case.

Before going to Police Head­
quarters he had phoned his home and 
talked to Tommy Lowell. He had 
given his assistant the details of the 
case and instructed Tommy to send 
some of the staff out to Jefferson 
Rushmore’s Long Island estate in the 
morning and see what they could learn 
from the Rushmore neighbors.

At Centre Street Drake learned a 
number of things which interested 
him. The head of the Missing Persons 
Bureau told him of various questions 
and answers that had been accumu­
lated from Rushmore’s family, his 
business staff, his bank. He considered 
a report from Rushmore’s office man­
ager important. The manager had 
stated that the broker had appeared 
dazed when last at the office, and had 
received a mysterious visitor, after 
which he had departed hastily and was 
not seen again until his body was dis­
covered.

Drake had retired to a room turned 
over to him and was sorting the para­
phernalia of police reports, teletype 
slips, notes and memoranda. Even as 
he saw that as yet the murder still 
remained baffling there came a sudden 
interruption.

The frosted glass door whipped 



open. Commissioner Slade, wearing 
his hat and overcoat, poked in his head. 
His grizzled face was hard and he was 
excited. That alone made Drake tense 
with anticipation.

“I just got a report from Westches­
ter County,” the commissioner’s voice 
was terse. “There’s been another elec­
trocution!”

Drake leaped to his feet, face taut, 
blue eyes cold and grim. Instantly he 
grabbed for his hat and topcoat, fol­
lowed Slade out.

When the commissioner climbed 
into his waiting limousine in front of 
the steps of the building Drake was 
with him. Assistant Inspector Kerry, 
in charge of Homicide, made a third 
passenger.

“Step on it, Mack!”
The commissioner’s bark brought a 

prompt response from the blue-clad 
chauffeur in front who had already 
been told their destination. The limou­
sine shot forward, gears meshing. A 
second police car followed close be­
hind it.

With sirens screaming into the thin­
ning night the two cars raced uptown. 
Breaking all records, dashing through 
scant but veering traffic, past red 
lights, past a few saluting traffic of­
ficers on night duty, it streaked 
through Manhattan, this two-car pa­
rade.

The trip was brief, so brief that 
when they arrived at the grim scene 
on Putnam Road in Westchester, they 
found that nothing had as yet been 
done by the handful of trim-uniformed 
police and others there.

The gaze of the commissioner and 
Jonathan Drake swept over their sur­
roundings as they got hastily out of 
the limousine with Inspector Kerry 
close behind them.

It was a macabre setting, this lonely 
and desolate section of wooded West­
chester country, with just a few iso­
lated houses. On one side of the 
road ran a trolley line. There was a 
trolley car stalled on the tracks, and

Samuel Twill

in front of it, illuminated by its head­
lamp and by the chill gray dawn now 
filling the windy air, just to one side of 
the tracks, was the smoking corpse!

A corpse whose very clothes seemed 
to smoulder as it sprawled there. 
Again there was the gleaming elec­
trode on the leg, the copper headpiece.

The wire from the head, a naked 
copper wire, had been thrown over the 
single high-voltage trolley line high 
above. A weight held it down on the 
other side. The wire from the trouser 
leg was fastened to the “ground” rail 
of the tracks, completing the circuit. 
There was a switch, nearby.

DRAKE’S lithe body was hurtling 
forward toward the huddled, 

smoking corpse. He heard one of the 
Westchester police speaking to the 
commissioner and Inspector Kerry.

“We phoned to have the current 
turned off, but the car company said 
that it would have to be done at a 
nearby circuit-breaker. They’re sup­
posed to send men. We’ve been wait­
ing, and meanwhile the corpse is burn­
ing away!”

Drake acted swiftly. In a tool chest 
inside the trolley car he found a pair 
of gloves insulated by rubber linings.

Treading carefully on his rubber 
soled shoes Drake moved directly to 
the switch which connected the body 



to the trolley wire. All eyes were 
tensely watching him as he reached 
down and pulled the switch. A blue 
sizzling spark leaped across the open­
ing gap as the current was cut off from 
the body.

But there was still danger as long 
as the wires were connected up. With 
his rubber gloved hands Drake now 
removed the gleaming coppers from 
the corpse, detaching the hideous elec­
trodes. By that time a repair truck 
arrived with a high platform which en­
abled men to remove the still trailing 
wire from the overhead trolley.

Drake, the commissioner, and the 
other police peered down at the corpse, 
then. They had learned that it had 
been discovered by the motorman of 
the trolley car. Cars here, after mid­
night, ran at infrequent schedules—al­
most three hours apart, this being a 
little-used spur.

It was clear that the corpse had been 
here for a long time, yet it had been 
placed at this spot at least two hours 
after the murder at Bank Street, for 
the last trolley before this one had 
passed this place at 4 a. m. and the 
corpse had not been here then.

The long passage of high voltage 
had done gruesome damage. Where 
Rushmore’s features had been mottled 
red, the face of this man was darkly 
purple. The eyes were lusterless. The 
lips were swollen and black.

As more authorities, including a 
county coroner, arrived, facts were re­
vealed. The corpse was searched and 
even more identifying objects were 
found than had been discovered on the 
body of Jefferson Rushmore. There 
were initialed handkerchiefs, an ex­
pensive monogrammed watch, a wallet 
containing a number of large bills, and 
with a name on it as well as on some 
beautifully engraved cards.

The name was David Bradwill.
The commissioner shook his head, 

looking at the Westchester police, to 
whom the name also seemed to mean 
nothing.

Drake’s eyes were narrowing, as if 
he were trying to remember some­
thing.

The commssioner’s voice broke into 
his thoughts. In the cold gray dawn 
which threw an eerie light on the death 
scene, he faced the worried police of­
ficial.

“Another electrocution murder!” 
The commissioner’s voice was tight. 
“It’s worse than we thought, Drake. 
It’s a chain of murders! No doubt 
we’ll find this Bradwill is another 
wealthy man when we check up, and 
they’ve used another regular source of 
electric power to kill him. With hun­
dreds of such places to draw from it’s 
no wonder they can flaunt their crimes 
in our faces!”

A helpless, inchoate rage threaded 
his tones. A rage which Jonathan 
Drake also felt, though his cold, 
thoughtful eyes did not show it. Even 
upon Drake the second murder had 
broken with all the effect of a stunning 
blow.

To all appearances, devilish crim­
inals were out on a murderous ram­
page!

Yet Drake’s keen, analytic brain re­
fused to be overwhelmed by the sensa­
tional magnitude of the crimes. In­
deed, he was seeking to sharpen the 
blurred focus, to narrow things down 
as much as he could.

He had been searching his memory, 
for the name of David Bradwill 
seemed to have a strangely familiar 
ring to him. He looked again at the 
finely engraved cards and then some­
thing clicked into place.

DRAKE possessed an extensive 
knowledge of the various realms 

of art and culture. He collected paint­
ings and etchings. Now he remem­
bered that recently he had seen some 
bad paintings but some fine etchings 
by an artist named David Bradwill.

Once tapping that memory, he re­
membered that David Bradwill had 
been reputed to lead the life of an ec-



centric, a recluse in a hide-away studio 
apartment out in Brooklyn Heights. 
There were people who might be able 
to tell him just where that apartment 
was located.

But more strikingly important to 
him was the knowledge that although 
well-to-do, Bradwill had certainly not 
been a man of great wealth such as 
Rushmore.

The commissioner had surmised 
wrongly about that. It was the one 
flaw in his grim chain of reasoning. 
Yet Drake did not tell him so. Much 
of what Slade said might be true, but 
Drake was exceedingly doubtful about 
the kidnap angle.

He was inclined to cling to the 
theory that this, too, had been murder 
for revenge. For once again here was 
the grim mockery of a legal execution 
—a death chair murder without the 
approval of the law.

But if these two men had been killed 
for revenge, then there was some def­
inite tie-up between the two crimes, a 
connection which Drake felt he might 
be able to learn by delving into the 
past histories of these two men. Some­
where their lives had connected, and 
if he could find that connection he 
would find the clue he needed.

With the sun now coming up Jona­
than Drake squared his shoulders de­
spite an already sleepless night, his 
eyes gleamed with grim purpose. Hur­
riedly he drew the stern faced com­
missioner aside once more.

Unconsciously they had moved close 
to the spot where the dead man had 
been wired to the track and they stood 
there as they talked.

“I take it you’ll leave Inspector 
Kerry in charge here for the Man­
hattan police, Commissioner,” said 
Drake. “Of course he’ll look for clues. 
There’s a chance he may find some, 
for this seems like a deserted section.” 
The detective was staring down at the 
dirt at the side of the track as he spoke. 
“Look!” he exclaimed.

Clearly outlined in the dirt were two 

lines that formed the letter X.
“Bradwill tried to leave some mes­

sage when he found he was going to 
die,” said Drake grimly. “Must have 
drawn that X with the toe of his shoe, 
hoping whoever killed him would not 
see it in the darkness.”

“You’re right, Drake,” exclaimed the 
commissioner excitedly. “But what 
does it mean? What could he have 
been trying to tell us by that X?”

“Just what we’ve got to find out,” 
said Drake. “I have no doubt that it 
means something that will have a 
definite connection with the case, but 
just what I haven’t the faintest idea 
as yet.”

At a word from the commissioner, 
who had called the rest of the police, 
Inspector Kerry ordered his men to 
work. A police photographer x^as 
making shots of the X marked in the 
dirt, and the other men were going 
over the wires and electrodes for fin­
gerprints.

“Guess there’s nothing more for me 
to do here,” said Drake to the commis­
sioner. “Meanwhile I’m going to see 
what can be done elsewhere!”

A few minutes later Jonathan Drake 
was driving away in a car borrowed 
from a nearby resident whom the po­
lice were still questioning.

Back toward Manhattan, Drake 
drove, his blue eyes grim, strong face 
set and stern. He knew he had little 
to work with, but he must make it 
bring results.

The burned corpses of a broker and 
an artist, both of whom had been killed 
by electrocution within a short space 
of time, and whose murders had been 
so identical that there was no doubt 
they had been planned by one diaboli­
cal brain. An X that had been scraped 
on the ground as a last desperate mes­
sage from a man who had realized that 
he was about to meet his death. Drake 
felt it was little enough to work on, 
but at least it was something.

Somewhere, he thought, there must 
be people associated with Rushmore



or Bradwill who might know of some 
link between them, some connection 
between their similar, bizarre electro­
cutions. Eventually the police would 
ferret out all such people but Drake 
could not wait for that.

He wanted to get Tommy Lowell 
and the rest of his staff working on 
this angle. To tell them of the second 
murder by electrocution.

“I think I’ll do a little investigating 
of the Bradwill end of it myself,” he 
said aloud as he drove swiftly toward 
the city. “I want to know that tie-up 
as soon as possible!”

CHAPTER VI

Four Men—And Death

S the morning broke 
full and sunny, thou­
sands of people were 
reading the news of 
the murders in news­
papers, getting re­
ports of them over 
the radio in the news 
flashes, hearing of 
them from gossiping 

friends. Where the news had been 
filled with wars and rumors of wars, 
labor troubles and various other items 
now it exploded with this shocking, 
gruesome double murder by electrocu­
tion, which, because of the use of such 
familiar apparatus, was all the more 
spine-chilling.

But out of all these thousands who 
were shocked by the crimes, there were 
four men in different places, in various 
positions of life, who were affected in 
a more personal manner by the pub­
licized news.

The first of these was Peter Bear­
ing. He closed a Trenton newspaper, 
put it down on the green-upholstered 
Pullman seat beside him. The crack 
Miami-New York flyer was nearing 
the end of its journey, pulling into 
Newark, its streamlined locomotive 
hissing to a stop.

Bearing settled his corpulent frame 
in the seat, his heavy face working 
to hide from fellow passengers the 
sudden ghastly pallor that had erased 
any evidence of sun-tan from his fea­
tures. To the world at large Bearing 
was known as a shrewdly successful 
promoter of various amusement enter­
prises, everything from pin-game em­
poriums to Jai Alai matches.

Bearing finally managed to control 
the momentary terror that had ap­
parently caught him off guard. He 
sat back. There was a slight jerk to 
the train, another lurch, sounds of 
coupling breaking and being refas­
tened as the steam locomotive was re­
placed by an electric engine. The 
train began to move smoothly forward 
again.

There was, Peter Bearing noticed, 
something different about the sound 
the train made now. At first he didn't 
quite realize what it was. Looking out 
the window he saw a huge, streamlined 
steam locomotive backing on a switch­
rail. He saw some other engines 
standing, as if waiting, but they were 
electric.

Passengers, in the next instant, were 
amazed to see all composure leave Pe­
ter Bearing. He slumped in his seat, 
looking sick, heavy jowls gray and 
shaking like jelly, stark terror in his 
eyes.

He knew it was crazy, but the fear 
had enveloped him like an overwhelm­
ing miasma. He was thinking — an 
electric engine on the train, a high 
voltaged third rail underneath one side 
of these cars, making the train rush 
forward. Electricity—electricity—

“Pardon me, Mistah, is somethin’ 
wrong?” It was the Pullman porter, 
solicitous near the end of the trip.

Peter Bearing waved a flabby, nerve­
less hand.

“No,” he blurted. “Nothing-—noth- 
mg—

* * *

The second man was Branston Gor­
don.



The walls oj the room were covered with prints 
and etchings (Chapter VII)

“For God’s sake stop that damn 
thing!” Harshly the words burst from 
his lips as he strained forward at the 
breakfast table, his food untouched.

Opposite him in the sunny breakfast 
room of the luxuriant Greenwich, 
Connecticut, house Gordon’s pretty 
nineteen year old daughter stared at 
him with concerned amazement her 2 
blue eyes following his to the bubbling *
coffee percolator—the electric perco­
lator plugged in by a wire to a wall 
socket.

“Why, Dad!” she exclaimed. 
“What’s come over you this morning? 
You’re not yourself at all. That perco­
lator’s been going every single morn­
ing.”

Branston Gordon seemed to pull 
himself together. He was a big, power­
ful man, rangy of build, with shaggy 
gray hair. He had come out of Wall 
Street in time to escape the crash, and 

since then had lived in retirement, 
working only at his hobby of stamp 
collecting, and devoting himself to his 
beautiful home and his daughter who, 
since his wife’s death, was his sole 
concern.

“Sorry, Marion,” he said gruffly, 
with an affectionate glance at' the 
pretty, auburn haired girl. “Guess I 
got out of bed on the wrong foot.”

He made a pretense of eating his 
breakfast, of smiling, of talking. But 
throughout he still heard the hissing, 



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. . . .

* $ $

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.

* * *
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 frightened, 
croaking cry burst from his lips. 
Wildly he jumped backward to get off 
the manhole cover. In his agitation he 
didn’t seem to realize he was leaping 
into the very path of an automobile 



starting to cross the intersection be­
hind him.

Brakes squealed. The traffic officer 
rushed forward, grabbed Twill, pulled 
him out of the way. The car went on, 
its driver white-faced.

Samuel Twill quickly recovered 
himself. Carefully he brushed off his 
coat, smiled wanly at the traffic officer.

“Thanks, Officer,” he said. “Very 
absent minded of me.”

The book dealer went on across the 
Avenue, down a side street, continuing 
his customary route toward his store. 
But apparently he changed his mind. 
He stepped into a corner cigar store, 
entered a telephone booth, carefully 
deposited a nickel and dialed a num­
ber. Presently he heard the number 
being rung. There was no answer. He 
dialed agaip as if to make sure he 
hadn’t called a wrong number. Again 
he listened. No answer.

A look of decision came over his 
spectacled face as he left the booth. A 
smile that was both shrewd and hope­
ful curved his lips.

CHAPTER VII

Letters of Doom

ALF an hour later 
Samuel Twill 
alighted from the 
taxicab that had 
borne him speedily 
across Manhattan 
Bridge. Paying the 
fare and adding a 
parsimonious tip 
which made the cab­

by’s lips curl contemptuously, the 
book dealer strode down a side-street 
occupied mostly by old brownstone 
houses.

He rounded a corner onto the drive­
way which overlooked a view of the 
East River from a high vista with the 
skyline of Manhattan on the opposite 
shore. Here on the driveway were 
buildings of modern appearance. 

Apartments and hotels.
Samuel Twill’s step became strange­

ly cautious for one walking in broad 
daylight. He studied passersby sus­
piciously. Finally he paused before 
one of the houses, an apartment build­
ing of some seven stories.

Twill walked quickly into the foyer 
of the apartment building, stepped 
into the elevator. He told the operator 
to take him to the sixth floor. Getting 
out on the sixth he waited for the 
elevator doors to clang shut behind 
him and then took a service stairs to 
the top floor. It was a long climb be­
cause each floor was double the height 
of normal apartment stories because of 
the high ceilinged duplex flats.

Samuel Twill came finally to a metal 
door. It was locked, he found after 
trying it cautiously, then listening at 
it. He glanced over his shoulder and 
assured himself there was no one else 
in the corridor. Then he did a strange 
thing. He took out a penknife, in­
serted it into the crack between the 
door and the catch-lock and forced the 
lock open as if he had had some ex­
perience in such matters.

Twill then entered the apartment.
It was a large and comfortably fur­

nished place. The lower part of it 
formed a living room and studio. 
Overhead was the balcony to which a 
stairway led, and off which were the 
other rooms of the duplex apartment.

Samuel Twill looked around, his 
eyes furtive as they strained through 
their glasses. One hand was in his 
coat pocket now, clasping a small flat 
automatic that nestled there.

The apartment showed signs of dis­
order. Ashes were scattered in the 
fireplace. Papers were strewn over a 
table and on the floor. A cabinet was 
open, revealing peculiar, surgical-like 
tools.

The walls of the room were covered 
with prints and etchings. The bal­
cony itself, partially in the shadow, 
was lined with huge life-sized oil 
paintings in heavy gilt frames that 



reached to the floor. Twill’s near­
sighted eyes could just make them out 
—a smiling girl, a gentleman at a 
masquerade, a standing man, a soldier, 
some landscapes.

Twill gave a grunt of disgust and 
walked on through the living room. 
He began a hurried but thorough 
search. The open cabinet, with its 
surgical-like tools, the scattered pa­
pers, drawers in a table. In a corner 
he came upon a desk which seemed to 
contain in its open top only a litter of 
junk and refuse.

Hastily Twill went through the 
stuff. He opened the desk drawers 
and found them empty, but something 
about the bottom drawer drew his at­
tention. He tapped it with his 
knuckles, then his penknife worked 
again, pried up a piece of snugly-fit 
board.

Beneath it lay a long white envelope 
on the front of which had been marked 
an X in red crayon. Samuel Twill 
snatched up the envelope and opened 
it swiftly — the flap had not been 
sealed. He nodded as he read the brief 
typewritten message it contained.

“Better let me have that!”
At the sound of the challenging 

voice the book-dealer whirled with a 
cry. Twill’s hand snatched out his 
gun. His face was suddenly livid, eyes 
desperate behind their glasses, as he 
found that he could see no one.

“Drop that gun!”
The automatic clattered on the floor 

as it fell from Twill’s hand, and the 
envelope with its message inside flut­
tered down on a throw rug. Twill 
turned, his gaze going in the direction 
of that crisp voice. His eyes became as 
glary with horror as the glasses over 
them.

Right before him one of the huge 
oil paintings on the balcony was com­
ing to life!

IT was the painting which he had 
thought to be a standing man. Now 

steely eyes gleamed in a lean strong 

face. A .45 automatic jutted out of 
the picture in the hand of the living 
portrait.

As Twill stood paralyzed, a slender 
man stepped coolly forward from 
where he’d been standing in front of a 
landscape, creating the impression 
that he was one of the portraits to the 
near-sighted gaze of the book dealer.

Still covering Twill the man came 
swiftly down the stairs, walked toward 
the frightened man.

“I assure you that I’m quite alive,” 
said the crisp voice.

“Who — who are you?” demanded 
Twill.

“It’s you who must identify your­
self. As for me—I’m a detective; Jona­
than Drake is my name.”

“A detective!” gasped Samuel Twill.
Did the knowledge that he had been 

surprised by a detective who worked 
for law and order instill fresh terror 
in Twill, or was his reaction only one 
of surprise, of a natural guilt at being 
caught searching for something in 
David Bradwill’s apartment?

These were the grim questions that 
Jonathan Drake was asking himself as 
his keen eyes probed the face of the 
other man, a stranger to him.

“I advise you to identify yourself 
and explain your actions,” said Drake 
sternly. “Perhaps you’ll find it less 
embarrassing to deal with me, a private 
detective, instead of the police!”

Twill’s spectacled face flinched. 
Then a sigh of surrender came from 
him. He drew himself up and as­
sumed a more dignified air.

“My name is Twill,” he stated. 
“Samuel Twill.” He fished out an en­
graved card and handed it to Drake. 
“My card.”

Drake glanced at the card, saw that 
it read:

SAMUEL TWILL
Rare and Fine Books—Prints 

West 29th Street, N. Y. C.

Drake’s gun lowered and he seemed 
to relax, but that only made his next 



question come with more surprising 
and crisp effect.

“Mr. Twill, what excuse can you of­
fer for breaking into this apartment 
and searching the property of David 
Bradwill, the second victim of a 
ghastly murder by electrocution?”

Twill stiffened. His lips worked, 
his eyes shifted behind their glasses. 
He made no effort to hide the fact that 
he knew about the murders which were 
already public news.

“Because of that,” he said, nodding 
toward the envelope on the floor. “I 
wanted to see if Bradwill—” His voice 
trailed off as he shuddered.

Drake leaned down and picked up 
the envelope. His eyes narrowed as 
he saw the red X marked across it. 
Was this what the second murdered 
man had been trying to indicate when 
he had traced those marks in the dirt 
before he died? The detective sus­
pected that it had been.

He drew out the single sheet of pa­
per that the envelope contained. There 
was just one sentence typed on the 
sheet, all in capitals:

REMEMBER WHAT HAPPENED 
TO THE BIG GUY

“A threat?” Drake demanded look­
ing at Twill.

“Yes.” The book-dealer nodded. 
He reached into an inside pocket and 
produced an envelope similar to the 
one that the detective held. “I re­
ceived one just like it yesterday—this 
is it. That was why I came here to­
day. I had to try and learn if Brad­
will had received one, too.” Twill’s 
voice shook. “If that was why he was 
—electrocuted!”

“So you first phoned to see if the 
apartment was empty,” said Drake so 
matter-of-factly that Twill nodded, 
only to stare at the man who seemed 
to know everything. “And then came 
here to look for this death warning?”

“That’s right,” said Twill. “But 
how do you know all this?”

DISCREET inquiries had enabled 
Drake to learn the address of the 

murdered artist and he himself had 
surreptitiously entered this duplex 
apartment in Brooklyn Heights and 
had spent some time searching the 
place. His investigation of the prem­
ises had been interrupted by the ring­
ing of the telephone.

His first impulse had been to answer 
it, but shrewd second thought had 
restrained him. Why, he reasoned, 
should anyone be calling the apart­
ment? It couldn’t be the police, who 
didn’t even know about the place as 
yet. Either someone didn’t know Brad­
will was dead and was trying to call 
the artist, which seemed unlikely since 
the murder had been in the morning 
papers, or someone merely wanted to 
make sure the apartment was empty.

Acting on his hunch that the caller 
would show up in person Drake had 
lurked in the shadows of the balcony.

“If you came here to see if Bradwill 
had received a death threat similar to 
the one you got, then you must know 
who sent it—and why Bradwill and 
Rushmore were murdered,” said 
Drake.

Twill’s eyes shifted as he stammered 
an answer: “No, I don’t—that is—I—”

Even as his keen ears heard the fur­
tive creaking sound that had made 
Twill pause, Drake whirled, gun ready 
in his hand.

He heard a squeaky cry from Twill 
behind him but his eyes did not turn. 
Then he dashed up the balcony stairs.

Down the balcony flooring a shaft of 
sunlight had suddenly widened, only 
to be blackened out. Drake saw the 
sky-light in the ceiling which had been 
forced open, saw one figure dropping 
through it, another following.

The first man landed cat-footedly on 
the balcony floor, snatched for his gun 
as he saw Drake at the end of the 
stairs with the automatic in his hand. 
A second man thudded down behind 
the first. The faces of both of them 
were hard and sinister.



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—

DRAKE 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



Drake heard sirens wailing (Chapter XVI)

crumpled, he pitched to the balcony 
floor, lay where he fell, a huddled 
heap.

Grim-eyed Drake stood holding his 
smoking gun, gathering his breath. He 
moved forward so he could look up 
through the open skylight. No one 
else there. He glanced over the bal­
cony rail at the tall form of Crasher 
that was an inert huddled heap.

Twill was gone all right, for there 
was no one else in the place. Had 
Twill run away in sheer fright during 
the hectic commotion? Certainly he 
had not gone to notify the police or 
they’d be arriving by this time.

Drake smiled grimly, as he still 
stood there getting back his breath. 
The two long envelopes containing the 
death threats still lay on the floor of 
the living room below the balcony.

CHAPTER VIII

A Fresh Trail

UT one glance was 
needed to assure 
Jonathan Drake that 
the thug he had shot 
was dead. Nor could 
he feel much regret 
over it, the man had 
obviously tried to 
kill him first.
Drake dropped his

automatic into the side pocket of his 
coat and descended the stairway to the 
living room. He picked up the two 
envelopes, thrust them into an inside 
pocket and then examined the other 
thug. He stooped, felt the hairy wrist. 
There was a slow but steady pulse. 
Crasher was unconscious, but breath­
ing normally. Closer examination 
convinced Drake that the slash­
mouthed man had not been seriously 
injured by his fall.

But though only stunned, this man 
would be out for some time, Drake es­
timated, unless he were brought



around sooner. Drake searched him. 
He found plenty of cartridges, some 
cigarettes, a worn wallet that con­
tained twenty dollars in small bills-— 
but no identification. Tucked in one 
comer of the wallet was an old news­
paper clipping. The single column 
head on the item read:

TRICONI EXECUTED
Head of Famous Chicago Mob Dies 

in Electric Chair

Drake frowned as he read the brief 
news story that was dated five years 
ago. Then an eager expression crept 
over his strong face.

“That must be it,” he murmured. “I 
was right about the revenge motive. 
It’s beginning to tie up!”

That there was a definite connection 
between the electrocution murders of 
Rushmore and Bradwill, the note that 
the artist had received asking if he re­
membered what had happened to the 
big guy, and the death of the leader 
of the Triconi mob in the electric chair 
five years ago, he did not doubt.

He hurried up the stairs with the 
intention of searching the bedrooms of 
the apartment. There were two of 
them; the first was apparently a guest 
room; the second had been where the 
dead artist had slept. His clothes were 
still in the closet, and his things were 
scattered all about the place.

Drake drew open the top drawer of 
the bureau. The first thing that caught 
his eye was a bank book. He picked it 
up and scanned the pages. There were 
a number of good sized deposits, but 
nothing in the way of particularly 
large withdrawals. The passbook had 
been issued by the Empire National 
Bank in Manhattan.

Jonathan Drake decided to have a 
talk with the officials of that bank. 
There were a number of points in the 
case which he hoped that they might 
be able to clear up for him. He picked 
out a bundle of personal letters and 
papers that were also in the drawer. 
Dropped them in his pocket to ex­
amine later.

He hurried back out onto the bal­
cony, stopped suddenly, his hand 
reached for the automatic in his 
pocket. The dead man was still 
sprawled just where he had fallen, but 
Crasher had disappeared!

Drake’s gaze swept the living room 
and studio below him. There was no 
place in which the slash-mouthed man 
could be hiding, and the detective saw 
that the door of the apartment was now 
standing half open. Crasher had re­
gained consciousness and escaped; 
there was no doubt of that in Drake’s 
mind. "

He shrugged his shoulders, picked 
up the phone and called police head­
quarters. When he had Slade on the 
wire he told him what had occurred at 
the apartment, and suggested that the 
police be on the lookout for Crasher, 
and pick up the body of the dead man.

Commissioner Slade listened with 
interest, elated over the fact that 
Drake had given the police a few def­
inite angles on which to work.

An hour later Jonathan Drake en­
tered the private office of George Stin­
son, president of the Empire National 
Bank. Stinson was a tall man with a 
strong face and a deep voice.

“What can I do for you, Mr. Drake?” 
demanded Stinson when the slender 
dark haired man had been seated 
across from the president’s chair at 
the big ornate desk. “You said it was 
in regard to the murder of one of our 
depositors, David Bradwill, I be­
lieve?”

“I did.” Drake nodded. “I would 
like to know if Jefferson Rushmore 
also had an account here?”

“Why, yes.” The bank president 
looked surprised. “I thought the po­
lice already knew that.”

^^MfcOSSIBLY they do,” said
Drake. “I’m a private inves­

tigator working on the case with the 
full approval and cooperation of Com­
missioner Slade, I hadn’t learned that 
Mr, Rushmore was one of your de­



positors as yet. What I would like to 
know is: did either of these men make 
any large withdrawals during the past 
month or so?”

“I can’t tell you off-hand,” said Stin­
son, picking up a phone on his desk. 
“But we can easily find out.” He spoke 
a few crisp words into the phone and 
then placed it back on its cradle. 
“We’ll have the information in a few 
minutes.”

“Is Samuel Twill also one of your 
depositors?” asked Drake.

“Why, yes, I believe so,” said the 
bank president.

“Could his account also be 
checked?”

“Well, yes, I suppose it could.” 
There was a note of doubt in Stinson’s 
tone. “Though of course it would have 
to be absolutely confidential.” The 
banker again picked up the phone and 
issued an order.

“Do you happen to know if these 
three men are financially associated 
in any way?” asked Drake as Stinson 
put down the phone.

The bank president frowned as he 
gazed at the detective.

“If I did possess such knowledge I 
would not be at liberty to divulge it,” 
said Stinson.

“Sorry,” Drake smiled. “I shouldn’t 
have asked that question, Mr. Stinson. 
Naturally, it would not be ethical for 
you to answer.”

A bank runner appeared and placed 
some papers on the president’s desk. 
Stinson glanced through them quickly.

“Nothing here save the deposits and 
withdrawals that would be normally 
expected to be made by men of means,” 
he said finally as he glanced at Drake. 
“I gather you had an extortion or 
blackmail angle in mind?”

“It did seem a possibility,” answered 
Drake as he got to his feet. “Thank 
you very much, Mr. Stinson.”

“Glad to do all I can,” said Stinson 
with a smile as Drake departed. “Good 
morning, Mr. Drake.”

Jonathan Drake yawned wearily as 
he left the bank and hailed a taxi. He 
had not slept for twenty-four hours or 
more and he was very tired. He de­
cided that what he needed was a little 
rest before continuing on the case, so 
gave the taxi driver the address of his 
Fifth Avenue home.

Late that afternoon, thoroughly re­
freshed by five hours sleep and a good 
meal, Jonathan Drake again sat at the 
desk in his huge library. The waning
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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’m interested 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.”

DRAKE 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. Apparently rich but stingy. 
What was his real reason for searching 
Brad will’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 
Street'in 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!”



He handed Drake a clipping. It bore 
a 1932 date, and was a business news 
report:

GRAPHIC ARTS CONVENTION 
MEETS IN CHICAGO

The story went on to tell how from 
all over the nation various representa­
tives of the “Graphic Arts” industry— 
printing, engraving, lithography, had 
come for this big conclave of speech 
making and exhibitions.

A full list of the representatives of 
the various printing and engraving 
houses followed, a list of hundreds of 
names. But the thorough Blade men 
in the “morgue” had checked off six of 
those names scattered among the rest.

Six names, with their trades and 
companies listed. Names which Drake 
had been reading and jotting down 
until they were no longer fresh to him.

Rawling, Bradwill, Rushmore, Gor­
don, Twill and Bearing were on that 
list as men in the engraving and print­
ing business. Rawling represented a 

paper house. Bearing was a “process­
ing” man selling tools for engraving. 
The rest were bonafide engravers from 
different corporations.

“It can’t be a coincidence,” said 
Tommy. “Not with all six of them 
there.”

There was a puzzled expression on 
Jonathan Drake’s strong face. The 
keen blue eyes were still gazing at the 
names that had been checked.

“So this is where these big men, now 
in such widely different fields, were 
before the last six years,” he said 
thoughtfully. “Engravers, or con­
nected with that business. What made 
them leave those businesses? How did 
they all become rich so rapidly? David 
Bradwill alone stuck more or less to 
engraving, becoming an artist, an 
etcher. And Twill went in for books, 
an associate business. Gordon saved 
stamps. But the rest dropped their 
former type of work entirely.”

“That convention was in nineteen- 



thirty-two,” said Tommy Lowell. 
“Say, Chief, wasn’t that about the time 
that Bert Triconi was the king of the 
bootleggers in Chicago, and making 
his final cleanup before Prohibition 
was Repealed?”

“It was.” Jonathan Drake smiled. 
“I’m going to pay a couple of visits. 
I’ve seen Twill. Rawling lives here in 
town, so he will be easy to contact. 
That leaves Bearing and Gordon. I 
want to talk to those two men I”

CHAPTER IX

A Dark Road
SICK terror gleamed 
starkly from the 
eyes of Peter Bear­
ing. It seemed to en­
velop his whole cor­
pulent figure that 
was hunched in a 
wheel-chair in the 
brightly lighted liv­
ing room of his man­

sion on the outskirts of New Rochelle.
“I don’t know why you came to me, 

Mr. Drake,” he croaked hoarsely, fin­
gers gripping the wheel-chair’s edge. 
“I tell you I know nothing about this. 
I’m a sick man; under a doctor’s care. 
You have no right to plague me with 
questions!”

As he stood there Jonathan Drake 
was conscious of the fear that was vis­
ible in every word that Bearing spoke, 
in the way his gaze moved always to 
the windows as the night wind rustled 
the branches of a tall oak tree outside 
the house. Here was a man whose ter­
ror had grown so great that it had 
made him an invalid.

“I’m sorry if my questions upset 
you, Mr. Bearing.” Drake’s voice was 
low and soothing. “Surely you must 
realize that I’ve got to get at the truth 
of these two crimes. Rushmore and 
Bradwill were both murdered by elec­
tro cu—”

“No, please!” interrupted Bearing. 
“Don’t mention that word! I can’t 

stand it! I can’t, I tell you!”
“And yet you claim that you did not 

even know these men,” went on Drake. 
“How can you say that? What do you 
hope to gain by doing so, Mr. Bearing? 
I found letters in David Bradwill’s 
apartment that mentioned your name.”

“Well, maybe I’ve met them once or 
twice, but I certainly did not know 
them intimately.” Bearing’s restless 
eyes were searching the shadows be­
yond the windows, and he seemed to 
be listening even as he spoke.

Drake found himself wondering 
what the invalid was waiting for so 
anxiously, what he expected to hap­
pen. Was it a fear such as this that 
had hung over Rushmore and Bradwill 
before they had gone to their deaths? 
Had they known just what they might 
expect in the hands of those who had 
killed them?

“But you once sold processing tools 
for engraving,” said Drake.

For an instant Peter Bearing did not 
speak, did not even appear to have 
heard the detective’s words. He was 
still listening for something.

The house was very quiet, so still 
that Drake grew conscious of the tick­
ing of a Grandfather clock that stood 
in the hall. Peter Bearing had dis­
missed his servants for the night but a 
male nurse was still on duty to attend 
him, waiting upstairs while Drake 
held this private interview with the 
amusement promoter.

It had taken Drake an hour to drive 
to New Rochelle and find Peter Bear­
ing’s residence, and now he was be­
ginning to wonder if his mission had 
been a fruitless one. It was obvious 
that Bearing was afraid to talk.

“You once sold engravers’ tools,” re­
peated Drake.

Bearing turned his head and looked 
at him. The amusement promoter 
seemed to again grow conscious of the 
slender dark haired man who faced 
him.

“Maybe I did,” said Bearing slowly. 
“I’ve done a lot of things in order to 



earn a living. A man has a right to 
get sick of one business and go into 
another.”

“Naturally,” remarked Drake. “And 
you’ve been very fortunate in becom­
ing so rich in only six years time.”

“What do you mean—why, look 
here.” Bearing leaned forward in the 
wheel chair, his heavy face working. 
“I was in Miami at the time those 
crimes took place!”

“Were you?” interrupted Drake.
“Well, I was on the train coming 

back from there. You can check up 
on that. I had just returned from at­
tending the opening of the new Jai 
Alai matches down there. That let’s 
me out.”

“I’d hardly say that.” Drake’s tone 
was cold. “It seems very strange to 
me that the fact you have become rich 
in the past six years should be associ­
ated in your mind with the murder of 
Rushmore and Bradwill!”

Bearing’s stout form trembled, he 
licked his dry lips with his tongue, 
and the knuckles of the fingers that 
clung to the arms of the wheel chair 
whitened.

“I didn’t say that,” he muttered 
hoarsely. “You are trying to bluff me, 
make me say things that are not in my 
mind, Drake!”

“No, I’m not,” said Drake. “The 
association of ideas between your be­
ing rich and the murders was obvious.” 
His tone grew stern. “And it has made 
me wonder if the shock of something 

you received, or perhaps found here 
when you returned home has not been 
what has made you ill.”

“Something I found?” he said.
“I mean a long white envelope that 

was marked with a large X,” said 
Drake. “An envelope that contains a 
message that reads, ‘Remember what 
happened to the Big Guy.’ ”

A LOOK of startled confusion 
swept over Peter Bearing’s 

heavy face. Drake’s last statement had 
struck him with stunning force. The 
fear in his eyes was stark and horrible 
in its intensity.

“You—you know?” he found diffi­
culty in voicing the words, they 
seemed to stick in his throat. “Did the 
others receive the same message that 

"I did?”
“The others?” Drake pretended to 

be puzzled by the question.
“Yes, Rushmore and Bradwill. Did 

they also get the message?”
“Bradwill did,” said Drake quietly. 

“I haven’t found out yet about Rush­
more. Perhaps he received one of 
those typewritten notes also.”

“And they both died by electrocu­
tion!” Bearing’s voice rose. “God, 
Drake, I’m afraid! Electricity! It’s 
everywhere, burning in the lights in 
this room! There was an electric en­
gine pulling the train that I was on 
this morning, the current coursing 
through the rail, through those lights.
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Just like it went through Bradwill 
and Rushmore’s bodies! I’m not afraid 
to die. I tell you I’m not! But I don’t 
want to go that way! That’s why I’m 
sick with fear. You see, I admit it.”

“There’s no danger of your dying,” 
said Drake. “I’ll see that you have 
police protection at all times, that no 
one can possibly get near you to harm 
you if you will tell me all you know.”

“Would you really?” Bearing spoke 
like a child who had been offered some 
long desired gift. “And then I’d really 
be safe?”

“Not the slightest doubt of it,” 
Drake assured him. “Now tell me just 
why the old Triconi mob should seek 
revenge against you six men.”

“Triconi mob!” exclaimed Bearing. 
“You even know that!” He glared at 
the detective. “What are you, some 
necromancer, do you have the powers 
of divination?”

“Hardly that,” said Drake dryly. 
“But I seem to be right. Now suppose 
you tell me the rest of it.”

“All right,” said Bearing. “It all 
goes back—”

From the door leading into the hall 
came the roar of a gun. Peter Bearing 
shuddered as the bullet caught him in 
the chest.

“Triconi—stamp—” he muttered 
with his last dying breath, and then 
grew very still.

Drake had snatched out his auto­
matic. He fired as there came a second 
shot from the doorway that had been 
aimed at him. He had leaped to one 
side as he saw the arm holding the gun 
come up, as it extended around the 
edge of the door.

The second bullet tore out a chunk 
of plaster as it thudded into the wall 
behind Drake. The hand in the door­
way drew back hastily as the slug from 
Drake’s gun struck the woodwork of 
the door casing.

Feet pounded in the hall, the front 
door slammed and Drake heard the 
roar of a starting motor. Upstairs the 
male nurse was shouting excitedly.

Drake reached the hall, raced along 
the corridor, flung open the front door 
and peered out into the night. In the 
distance he saw the red glow of the 
tail light of a swiftly moving car.

He glanced back as the nurse came 
rushing down the stairs.

“Phone the police!” snapped Drake. 
“Tell them that Bearing has been 
murdered! I’m going after the killer 
—he just got away in a car!”

Before Bearing’s startled attendant 
could even answer Drake had leaped 
down the steps of the porch. He 
dropped his gun back into the side 
pocket of his coat as he settled himself 
behind the wheel of his coupe.

He turned the switch and jammed 
his foot down on the starter. With a 
whine it turned the motor over. Then 
Drake was speeding out onto the road. 
As he reached it the red light ahead 
disappeared in the distance.

“Not much chance of catching him 
now,” muttered Drake as the coupe 
sped swiftly along the road. “I’ve got 
a hunch that I had better drive up to 
Greenwich at once and try to see 
Branston Gordon before something 
happens to him!”

MINUTES later, with the fast lit­
tle coupe purring smoothly, he 

was on the main highway to Connec­
ticut. And it was here, on a part of 
the thoroughfare still lighted by 
township lamps that Drake’s keen 
prescience told him he was being fol­
lowed!

He glanced back. There were sev­
eral cars on the road, but even as he 
looked one with bright headlights was 
passing the others. A fast machine, 
though he could not see it clearly.

Had Peter Bearing’s murderer 
doubled back on his tracks? Was he 
now following Drake in the hope of 
getting the detective who might have 
seen too much about that house in 
New Rochelle?

Drake’s foot went down on the ac­
celerator. He wasn’t certain the car 



was after him, but he intended to take 
no chances. If he could get ahead, find 
a side road, turn any tables that were 
being set it might enable him to cap­
ture the murderer.

The coupe streaked forward. The 
macadam highway grew darker, lights 
no longer illuminating it and dark 
trees fringing either side. Drake 
glanced back again. He saw only tiny 
fading pin-pricks of headlights. He 
was losing them all right!

Drake’s car dipped precipitously, 
reaching a long steep down grade, 
hurtling down like a missile. The 
darkness became dangerous. Clouds 
hid the moon and stars and there was 
mist in the air. Drake hastily turned 
the light switch from dim to bright. 
The set of dim bulbs promptly went 
out, but the bright bulbs did not come 
on!

Instead, the headlight went entirely 
dark, and simultaneously the dash­
board lights in front of Drake went 
out, too. All in that split second as 
utter blackness closed around the car 
he instinctively switched back to 
“dim,” but nothing happened. The 
fuse must be blown.

The coupe was hurtling through 
utter, opaque darkness without a 
single light! Drake was as good as 
blind. He could not see the road; 
could only see a few feet through the 
mist dampened windshield.

All in that instant while one foot 
lifted from the accelerator, the other 
jammed on the brake-pedal and one 
hand groped for the emergency brake 
Drake realized the peril of his predic­
ament. This was much worse than 
any attack from a pursuing car. He 
did not know where to steer, whether 
he was in the middle of the road or on 
one side, in what direction the car 
was heading.

He was doing the only thing he 
could in that black, misty void. Try­
ing to bring the car to the swiftest 
possible halt. Its downhill speed frus­
trated any hope of an immediate stop.

He could hear the tires squealing as 
the wheels locked. He smelled the 
brake-linings burning. The retarded 
motor did not help much, though it 
was holding the car back a little.

But the coupe was still tearing 
through that dense blackness. Fiercely 
Drake strained his eyes through the 
windshield, trying to see.

Then with a gasp he gave the wheel 
a mad tug to the right as he saw a dim 
white fence leaping toward him from 
the gloom, sensed rather than saw the 
sheer drop of an embankment beyond.

The slowing, skidding car respond­
ed sluggishly to his tug at the wheel. 
The white fence seemed to swing from 
its front, but leaped toward it side- 
wise now.

In the last instant Drake abandoned 
his futile efforts at the wheel, and 
with the speed of lightning got the 
side door open. His body half-slid, 
half-leaped clear out of the vehicle as 
the splintering crash resounded in his 
ears.

He landed on the embankment, roll­
ing down its steep incline. He 
twisted his lithe body as he saw the 
dark shape of the car which had 
crashed sideward through the fence 
and was rolling toward him. Just in 
time Drake squirmed out of the way 
of that tumbling Juggernaut. It 
somersaulted past him, crashed in a 
heap below with a rending sound of 
twisting metal and shattering glass 
that indicated it had been wrecked co 
sheer junk.

In the next instant Jonathan Drake 
was struggling to his feet at the bot­
tom of the embankment, bruised, 
shaken, but unhurt.

A FLASH of light from above, the 
sound of a braking car, then be­

fore Drake could move three flash­
light beams stabbed down out of the 
gloom. Their sweeping rays, gro­
tesquely illuminating the whole en- 
bankment and jutting trees, revealing 
him where he stood.



“Get him, guys!” Crasher’s voice 
coming out of the darkness. “He’s 
still alive!”

With swift instinct Drake hurled 
himself prone on the ground as livid 
flame leaped from the top of the em­
bankment and the staccato chattering 
of a tommy-gun split the night! A 
hail of bullets sprayed down the em­
bankment. Turf leaped close to Drake, 
who was wriggling his prone body, 
trying to get out of the range of their 
groping lights.

At the same time he dragged out his 
automatic, which had remained in his 
pocket despite his hectic tumble. He 
raised the gun, eyes straining against 
the lights, trying to catch a glimpse 
of blurred figures. He fired blindly.

“Look out!” someone yelled. “He’s 
shooting!”

The tommy again burst into venge­
ful chattering, and the other guns 
barked with it. The air above Drake 
became filled with flying, screaming 
lead. Then as he worked his way be­
hind the shelter of a rock grimly de­
termined to battle this through to a 
finish despite the odds against him, a 
new sound pierced the night over the 
clattering of the tommy-gun.

Wailing sirens, a raucous bark of 
command. Another cry from the gang­
sters, this time of alarm. The tommy 
ceased, the flashlights went out. 
There was the slam of a car’s door, a 
hasty grinding mesh of gears.

Drake dashed up the side of the em­
bankment, gun still in hand. He 
reached the top, climbed through the 
broken fence onto the highway. He 
saw the tail-light of a car streaking 
into a branch-road, apparently at the 
foot of the hill. Then, as he looked 
in the opposite direction, bobbing 
white headlights loomed individually 
and three New York State Troopers 
astride motorcycles hurtled to the 
scene.

“Gangsters escaping!” he shouted 
as the motorcycles slowed with an ef­
fort on the hill. “A sedan, into that 

branch road there!” He pointed.
Something in his tone compelled at 

least partial obedience. One of the 
troopers raced on. The other two 
stopped, leaned their machines against 
the broken fence and came challeng- 
ingly toward the detective, their hands 
on big holstered .45s.

Drake’s eyes had become so accus­
tomed to the gloom now that he could 
see the brims of their braided cam­
paign hats flapping in the chill night 
breeze.

“Jonathan Drake, eh?” said one a 
moment later, as the detective quickly 
identified himself. “What happened? 
We heard a lot of shooting around 
here.”

Drake hastily told them what had 
happened to him and of the murder of 
Peter Bearing in New Rochelle. Then 
worried about one trooper chasing the 
gang car, he gave a description of 
Crasher, the only one of the gangsters 
he knew by sight. A second trooper 
raced off to join his companion. The 
remaining state officer spoke hope­
fully.

“Don’t worry,” he said. “They’ll 
get them, all right. We’ll soon hove 
plenty more men to send after ’em.”

But Drake, having seen the speed of 
that gangster car, felt that the crim­
inals had probably made their get­
away. On a gloomy night like this 
they could easily elude pursuers by 
stopping in some secluded side-road 
and darkening their car.

“Lend me your light a moment,” 
Drake requested.

He took the powerful flash and went 
down to the wreckage of his coupe. 
One headlight was completely 
smashed, together with the whole side 
of the hood and engine.

Drake unscrewed the dim and bright 
bulbs from their places; they were not 
damaged. Nothing was wrong with 
the dim light or its socket, but the 
bright bulb was a different matter.

Drake surveyed the two contact 
points of the bulb, where he could just 



see a trace of melted, burned tinfoil. 
As he had surmised, the blow-out of 
his fuse had been no accident. A sim­
ple but hideously clever bit of tam­
pering had been done to his car, ob­
viously during the time he had been 
talking to Peter Bearing. It would 
take a matter of minutes for someone 
to have unscrewed those “bright” 
bulbs, put them back with tin-foil on 
their contacts. The tin-foil would 
cause a short circuit, blowing out the 
fuse and the whole lighting system.

He was trying to figure out just how 
the trap had been laid. The gang­
sters must have followed him to Bear­
ing’s. One of them had lurked in the 
hall, listening to his conversation with 
the amusement man. When Bearing 
had been about to reveal too much the 
man outside had killed Bearing and 
then made his escape with the others 
who had been waiting outside in the 
car.

Drake frowned as he went back up 
the bank and joined the trooper on 
the road. He still felt that it was 
urgent that he see Branston Gordon.

“Know where a man named Bran­
ston Gordon lives around here?”

“Sure,” was the answer. “About 
half a mile beyond the foot of this 
hill.” The trooper started toward his 
motorcycle. “Come on, I’ll ride you 
down there. Nothing more can be 
done here now.”

CHAPTER X
Another Victim

HE spacious home of 
Branston Gordon 
loomed eerily in the 
mist as it was dimly 
visible in the center 
of the broad expanse 
of well-kept lawn. 
Boxwood hedges 
were long black 
blotches that 

blended with the shadows. The 
branches of the stately trees scattered 

about the place rustled in the breeze.
As Jonathan Drake walked across 

the grounds he was just a darker shape 
in the gloom, the shadow of his snap­
brimmed hat shading his face. He 
moved swiftly but cautiously, cling­
ing to the sheltering blackness be­
neath the trees, his right hand on the 
butt of the reloaded automatic in the 
side pocket of his topcoat.

Ever since he had left the state 
trooper out on the highway in front of 
the house after thanking him for 
bringing him to his destination Drake 
had been conscious of a feeling of 
danger. He did not intend to visit 
Branston Gordon as casually as he had 
arrived at Peter Bearing’s house in 
New Rochelle.

The details of the murder of the 
amusement promoter were still vivid 
in his mind. He could still see the 
ghastly expression of pain and horror 
that had been on the big flabby face 
of Peter Bearing as the murder bullet 
struck him. He realized that Crasher 
and the rest of the old Triconi mob 
were still at large. There was no tell­
ing when they might strike again.

Drake’s keen eyes searched the 
shadows as he drew closer to the 
house. He frowned as he looked up 
and saw the wire that supplied the 
electric current to the house. It was 
little more than a long black line in 
the mist but as he gazed at it he again 
became conscious of the electrocution 
angle that had been the motif of the 
first two murders. The thought of 
those burning bodies sickened him, 
and made him grimly determined to 
prevent anyone else from receiving 
the same fate, if that were humanly 
possible.

He paused and surveyed the man­
sion. Darkness made most of the win­
dows black squares that were darker 
than the night, but two faint oblongs 
of light were visible near the rear of 
the ground floor. A room was illu­
minated, with shades drawn, windows 
tightly closed.



As Drake looked he saw two indis­
tinct, changing-sized shadows sil­
houetted against the white window 
blind. One was obviously a man. 
The other was vague, some sort of 
loose drapery on it. A woman pos­
sibly. The shadows made jerky mo­
tions as if they were excited, agitated.

Drake knew he couldn’t see what 
it was from outside, nor would he be 
foolhardy enough to try and slip open 
one of the windows and risk detection. 
He would enter unannounced.

He soon found a mode of entry that 
suited him—French windows over­
looking a garden in the rear. Warily 
he approached them, a long-bladed 
clasp-knife in his hand. It was a sim­
ple and silent matter for him to lift 
the inner catch which locked the case­
ment windows.

Another instant and his soft-soled 
shoes were treading within the house. 
He was in a dark drawing room, but 
the lighted room adjoined it. A faint 
gleam came through the crack of a 
door that was not qdite tightly closed.

From the room beyond came the 
rumble of voices, the sound carrying 
in the silence that shrouded the house. 
Drake moved stealthily toward the 
door and paused close to it. From the 
other side of the thin wood came a 
worried, frightened voice.

“But who are you? Why have you 
come here?”

“They sent me, the members of his 
old gang,” came a second voice that 
was harsh with a peculiar metallic 
note and there was something ominous 
in its rasping cadence. “They call me 
the Executioner!”

“The Executioner!” There was 
shrill fear in the voice of the first 
speaker. “That’s why you are wear­
ing that hood, why your face is hid­
den?”

“Death has many faces,” said the 
grim voice. “You know that, Gordon. 
Men die in many ways—from illness, 
from bullet wounds, and sometimes in 
the electric chair!”

“The electric chair!” exclaimed 
Gordon. “But we had nothing to do 
with that—nothing, I tell you! It 
wasn’t our fault that he was caught 
and convicted.”

“His men believe otherwise.” The 
voice of the Executioner was cold and 
ruthless. “But you do not need to 
cringe, Gordon, to look at me with 
fear in your eyes. I have not come 
here to kill you, not now. If you 
should die it will be as did the others 
who wronged him!”

DRAKE was bending to the crack 
of the door, not missing a single 

word, his hand tight on the gun in his 
pocket. He had intended to force his 
way into the room and confront the 
murdering fiend who called himself 
the Executioner, but he had changed 
his mind when he had heard those last 
words.

The Executioner had assured Bran- 
ston Gordon that he did not intend to 
kill him, and Drake realized that here 
was his opportunity to learn all that 
he could regarding what was back of 
the three murders. Then he would 
reveal his presence to the two men in 
the room, and not before.

“But if you have not come to kill 
me, why are you here?” demanded 
Gordon.

“Perhaps I am here because I am an 
instrument of Fate,” said the harsh, 
metallic voice. “The hand of ven­
geance!”

“Why? I don’t understand!” pro­
tested Gordon. “True, all of us did 
that job for Triconi, and it was suc­
cessful. But we did not betray him. 
We didn’t do it, I tell you!”

“You seem more willing to listen to 
reason than were the others,” said the 
Executioner. “That was their fatal 
mistake —they rebelled.” The grim 
voice grew suave. “It might be that 
I am in a position to assure you that 
your life will be spared.”

“What do you mean?” Gordon 
sounded puzzled.



“If I were to receive fifty thousand 
dollars from you it is just barely pos­
sible that you would not suffer the 
same fate as did Rushmore and Brad­
will,” said the Executioner.

“Blackmail!” exclaimed Gordon.
Jonathan Drake frowned as he lis­

tened tensely. The words of the Ex­
ecutioner placed a different light on 
the whole case. No longer did the 
murders appear to have been crimes 
of revenge, of retaliation upon the 
part of the Triconi mob against the six 
men that they apparently believed had 
sent their leader to the electric chair.

This was out and out blackmail. An 
attempt upon the part of the man who 
called himself the Executioner to ex­
tort money from the three remaining 
men of the original six who had once 
been connected with the Triconi gang 
in some way.

“It’s blackmail, that’s what it is!” 
repeated Gordon from the other side 
of the door.

“Life insurance would be a better 
term,” stated the Executioner grimly. 
“And the sooner you. supply me with 
that fifty thousand the safer you will 
be, Gordon!”

“But what you ask is impossible,” 
protested Gordon. “I simply haven’t 
got that much money!”

“The more you protest, the higher 
the price,” came the harsh voice. “Now 
I demand eighty-five thousand dol­
lars !”

“That would leave me absolutely 
penniless!” said Gordon.

“Just as I thought!” The Execu­
tioner uttered a cruel laugh. “You 
have just admitted that you do have 
more than fifty thousand dollars. 
Eighty-five thousand dollars, then, it 
must be!”

“And if I refuse?” demanded Gor­
don.

“You won’t, not when you stop and 
remember what happened to the 
others.”

“The others! Oh, no! Not that! 
I can’t get you that much money. I 
have had a lot of expenses; my bank 
balance is low. True I have money 
held in trust, but I can’t touch that 
now.”

“Interesting thing, electricity,” said 
the hard voice of the Executioner, 
“Without it the modern world would 
be lacking in so many comforts— 
light, heat, the telephone and radio. 
Yet even the current in this room 
could be used for thing s—even 
death!”

Drake could sense the ominous at­
mosphere in that room. It was as if 
something were going to break loose 
at any moment. His hand moved to 
the door. He must look into that 
room! If he could inch the door open 
a little more. . . .

His palm flattened against it. Gently 
he began to push and the crack started 
to widen. Another inch now and he 
would be able to see—

“Come away from that door!” a 
voice whispered behind him.
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DRAKE 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.



Drake again raised his gun. The 
black clad figure loomed in the mist 
ahead of him, running across the 
garden!

Another figure appeared and dashed 
toward the hooded man. Drake held 
his fire, not wanting to risk hitting the 
new arrival who appeared to be trying 
to head off the murderer.

The Executioner’s gun roared, once, 
then again. The man who had dashed 
toward him dropped. The hooded 
man ran on, heading toward a clump 
of trees.

Drake felt the bulbs of some of the 
vegetables crushing beneath his feet 
as he followed. Then his right toe 
caught in one of the furrows and he 
fell. He regained his footing as the 

His mouth was close to the chauffeur’s 
ear as he spoke.

“Any idea who shot you?” de­
manded Drake.

The man’s lips worked. Gasped, 
scarcely coherent words blurted from 
them with bloody spittle.

“Hood—cloak—don’t know.”
He finished with a hacking cough 

which blended into a death rattle. The 
man’s body jerked and then he grew 
still, his eyes glazing.

Drake gently placed the chauffeur’s 
head back on the grass. The blue eyes 
of the slender dark-haired man were 
like ice as he stood erect.

“The Executioner,” he muttered, “is 
going to make one slip, one error, that 
will prove his own death warrant!”
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Executioner disappeared behind the 
trees. From that direction Drake heard 
the whir of a powerful motor, the 
crashing of gears as a car streaked 
away. He realized any further pursuit 
was useless.

Cursing, he moved back to the hud­
dled heap, right hand still holding his 
gun ready, left drawing out the flash­
light he had retained from the trooper, 

A man was revealed in the light’s 
glare. A young man, hatless, but wear­
ing chauffeur’s livery and puttees. 
Blood was pumping from a ghastly 
wound in his chest. The movement 
and flow of blood told Drake the man 
still lived, though he was practically 
gone.

Drake stopped, dropped the light, 
got one hand under the man’s head.

CHAPTER XI
Six Guilty Men

QNkHYLMX DRAKE 
realized that the 
mist was thinning as 
he stood for a mo­
ment gazing down at 
the dead man. He 
glanced up and saw 
there was a widening 
patch of blue in the 
sky; the heavy 

clouds that had cast a dark mantle over 
the night were swiftly drifting away.

He looked toward the house, decided 
that he had better go back and inter­
view Branston Gordon and his 
daughter. He went through the gar­
den, careful to keep from tripping 



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.

GORDON frowned and hesitated a
moment before speaking. He 

dropped into a chair and motioned 
Drake to another close by. The slender

[Turn to page 5£]
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dark-haired man seated himself and 
waited patiently for Gordon to speak.

“I did until that fiend who calls him­
self the Executioner came here to­
night,” said Gordon finally.

“I heard him trying to blackmail 
you,” remarked Drake quietly. “You 
can speak freely, Mr. Gordon. I believe 
I overheard the entire conversation.”

On his way back to the house after 
leaving the body of the chauffeur 
Drake had been thinking swiftly. 
From what Gordon had said to the 
hooded man it was obvious that Gor­
don was one of-the six who had done 
some sort of a job for Triconi and his 
mob. Since Drake was sure that the 
job had been done before these men 
had gained the positions of wealth that 
they held now, he decided that the 
work must have been done during the 
time they had all been in the engrav­
ing business.

That would put it just before Re­
peal, and so Drake felt there was some 
connection with their work and Tri­
coni’s vast bootlegging industry.

“That is a relief,” said Gordon with 
a sigh. “Since you know so much I 
feel at liberty to speak freely.”

“Good!” exclaimed Drake. “The first 
thing I’d like you to tell me is the 
nature of the job that you did for Tri­
coni back around nineteen-thirty-two. 
I strongly suspect it was some type of 
engraving, since all of you were in that 
business then.”

“You are right, Mr. Drake,” said 
Gordon. “The job we did was counter­
feiting liquor revenue stamps—dated 
pre-war.” He rose to his feet. “I have 
one or two of them hidden away in my 
study. I’ll show them to you.”

A few minutes later Drake was ex­
amining the two stamps that Gordon 
had produced from a secret drawer in 
his desk. The detective smiled as he 
viewed the revenue stickers, for he 
was well versed in every aspect of 
philately. These were not genuine U. 
S. Government stamps. Even their col­
oring was wrong.

“You engraved stamps like these for 
Triconi's bootleg mob?” asked Drake.

“Yes, thousands like these. All six 
of us worked on them.” Gordon spoke 
frankly, apparently realizing that 
Drake knew too much for him to do 
otherwise. “It’s a simple story. Back 
in nineteen-thirty-two we were just a 
bunch of engraving men, working for 
companies not doing too well. While 
we were at the convention in Chicago, 
representatives of Bert Triconi made 
us a proposition. It looked like easy 
money. We fell for it. There was a 
demand for such Government labels.”

“I know.” Drake nodded. “During 
Prohibition people thought they were 
getting real pre-war stuff if it was in 
genuine-looking bottles, with the old 
labels and stamps on them.”

“While we were doing something 
crooked,” said Gordon. “We didn’t 
keep it up very long. A legitimate en­
graving job turned up for us and we 
cleaned up on it. But to get back to 
the Triconi angle—

“Six months later somebody tipped 
off the coast guards on the lake that 
Triconi was bringing in a liquor ship­
ment. The revenue men caught him. 
Triconi fought it out with them. He 
killed one and wounded another before 
they got him, after trailing him all the 
way from Chicago to New York. Later 
he got the electric chair.”

“Why should Triconi’s mob seek re­
venge against you six men for that?” 
asked Drake.

“Because one of the mob, a man 
named ‘Crasher’ Quinn, claimed that 
we had tipped off the coast guards, and 
finally sent Triconi to the death chair,” 
said Gordon. “At the time we appar­
ently convinced them that they were 
wrong. But during the past month 
they have again been on our trail.” He 
shuddered. “And you know what’s 
happened.”

“Did you ever hear of anyone con­
nected with the Triconi mob called 
the Executioner?” asked Drake.

“No.” Gordon shook his head. “And 



that makes me wonder, particularly 
since he came here tonight and made 
that demand for fifty thousand 
dollars.”

“He raised it to eighty-five thou­
sand,” said Drake mildly. “Odd sum.” 
He smiled. “What did you do with the 
money that you all received for that 
legitimate job you mentioned?”

“Formed a trust fund,” remarked 
Gordon casually. “But to get back to 
the Triconi angle. It seems strange 
that they should suddenly seek re­
venge after keeping quiet for over six 
years. And why were Rushmore and 
Bradwill killed—electrocuted?”

“That’s what’s been puzzling me,” 
said Drake. “Have you ever consid­
ered the idea that this blackmailing 
killer might be one of you three men 
who are still alive of the original six?”

A startled expression swept over 
Branston Gordon’s gaunt face. He be­
gan to pace the floor.

“You’re right, Drake!” he exclaimed. 
“It might be one of us. But which, 
Rawling or Twill?”

“There’s still a third party to be con­
sidered, Mr. Gordon,” said Drake as he 
started to leave.

“A third party?” demanded Gordon. 
“What do you mean?”

“You,” stated the detective grimly.
“But that’s impossible!” said Gor­

don. “You know that the Executioner 
was here; you heard him talk to me, 
saw him.”

“Yes, I know that the blackmailer 
who calls himself the Executioner was 
here,” said Drake. “But I don’t know 
yet that he was the one who actually 
arranged the death chair type of 
murders for Rushmore and Bradwill. 
He might have been bluffing about that 
as part of his extortion racket. So, you 
see, any one of the three of you might 
be guilty.”

Before Branston Gordon could say 
anything further Drake had stepped 
out through the casement windows in 
the living room and disappeared into 
the night.

CHAPTER XII

Sinister Trust

EXT morning at 
nine-thirty Jonathan 
Drake was again in 
the private office of 
George Stinson, 
president of the Em­
pire National Bank. 
It had been close to 
two a.m. when Drake 
again reached his

Fifth Avenue home upon returning 
from Greenwich, Connecticut.

He had gone back to the station of 
the state police after leaving Gordon’s 
place. Here he had given them a de­
scription of the hooded man who 
called himself the Executioner and 
told them of the murder of Gordon’s 
chauffeur.

A state trooper had finally driven 
him to the railroad station in a car and 
Drake had caught a train back to New 
York. After an hour spent in relating 
the adventures of the night to Tommy 
Lowell, who jotted down notes, Drake 
had gone to bed and slept the sleep of 
the thoroughly exhausted.

With the coming of morning he had 
been able to review the various angles 
of the case with a clearer brain. Since 
both Rushmore and Bradwill had ob­
viously been killed before any attempt 
at blackmail was made, he found their 
deaths puzzling. Was there more to 
the whole thing than just the extortion 
angle? That appeared to be an after­
thought upon the part of the murderer. 
And if such was the case, then Drake 
felt there was some bigger motive be­
hind the killings.

The more he thought it over the 
more he was inclined to discount the 
idea that the murders had been 
planned and executed as a revenge 
upon the part of the old Triconi mob in 
retaliation for the six men having sent 
the Big Shot to the chair. In Drake’s 
estimation, in view of what he had 



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.”

DRAKE 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.



“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 



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 o f 
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 this 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 



hands grabbed him, lifted him from 
the bed. He tried to cry out, but suc­
ceeded only in making low, moaning 
sounds that were muffled by the gag.

They carried him into the bathroom. 
The glistening white tiles seemed to 
glare at him malignantly. The mod­
ern tub that was built with sides flush 
with the floor became a strange coffin 
to Charles Rawling. The clear water 
was suddenly a sinister hell pool.

A shock shot through his body as 
the men dropped him carelessly into 
the tub. Faces loomed about him, leer­
ing at him in the bright light.

The man called Rudy had picked up 
a length of extension wire with a plug 
attached to one end. He thrust the 
plug into an outlet built into the wall 
beside the shaving mirror.

RAWLING saw that there was no 
socket on the other end of the 

length of electric cord. The two cop­
per-hued little wires had been scraped, 
their protecting covering removed for 
over two feet of the wire’s length. 
The two strands of wire had been un­
twisted so that there were two ten foot 
lengths before they came together 
near”the plug.

“Changed my mind,” said Rudy. 
“Work better if we plug in to the light 
socket.” He pulled the plug at the end 
of the cord out of the wall connection. 
“Turn that switch by the door,” he 
ordered. “And some of you guys give 
me the light of your flashes to work 
with.”

Someone pressed the light switch, 
plunging the bathroom into darkness. 
Then the rays of electric torches 
stabbed the gloom.

Rudy took an end plug out of his 
pocket, fastened it to the prongs at the 
end of the wire connection. He re­
moved the globe from the light fixture, 
the heavy gloves he wore protecting 
his hands from the heat of the bulb.

In a few seconds the electric cord 
was in place, no current coursing 
through it now, but there would be the 

instant that wall switch was turned on.
With the ends of the wires in his 

hand Rudy moved to the helpless man 
who was sprawled out in the water of 
the tub, his head just above the sur­
face. Swiftly Rudy wound one of the 
bare wires around Rawling’s throat 
and fastened it there. Then he re­
moved his gloves. With his arms bare 
he reached down into the water and 
fastened the other wire around the 
hotel owner’s naked ankle.

“All right, boys,” said Rudy, as he 
wiped his hands on a towel and then 
picked up his gloves. “That will do 
it. When that light switch is turned 
on this guy will die.”

“Swell!” growled Crasher. “And 
Drake will do just that when they 
send him up here to see Rawling.” 
He laughed evilly. “That’s a hot one! 
Drake commits the third execution 
murder himself!”

“But suppose it ain’t Drake that 
comes in?” demanded one of the other 
men.

“Not a chance of that,” said Crasher. 
“You heard what I told the switch­
board operator. Nobody was to see 
Rawling except Drake and that order 
goes. That telephone girl ain’t gonna 
take a chance of losing her job. Raw­
ling is the big shot around this joint.”

“When I tailed Drake into that 
drugstore a couple of hours ago,” said 
one of the other men, “I was in the 
next booth when he made a call to his 
home telling somebody that he meant 
to visit Rawling at eight tonight and 
he could be reached here at the hotel. 
So he’ll be here, no worry about that.”

“What do we do now, Crasher?” 
asked Rudy. “Go back and report to 
the boss?”

“Yes,” answered Crasher. “He said 
for us to meet him at that old wharf 
at Seventy-seventh street and the river 
again.”

They switched out all of the lights 
in the two room suite, leaving the 
place in darkness. Crasher snapped 
back the catch of the door that led 



into the hotel corridor with a grim 
chuckle.

In the hall the men separated, some 
going down the stairs to the floors be­
low and others ascending. They timed 
it so that they took the elevator at 
different intervals and strolled casu­
ally out of the hotel one by one to dis­
appear into the night.

Charles Rawling sprawled in the 
tub, horror nearly driving him mad as 
he waited for the clicking of a light 
switch that would mean his own ex­
ecution.

* * * * *
At exactly ten minutes of eight 

Jonathan Drake stepped out of a taxi 
in front of the Colton Hotel. He paid 
the taxi driver, then entered the lobby 
through the chrome-framed doors that 
opened by electricity as he cut the 
beam with his body.

When he reached the desk he gave 
his name and asked for the hotel 
owner. The night clerk on duty re­
ferred him to the hotel operator. 
Drake went to the operator’s booth and 
spoke to the girl through the window.

“Mr. Drake calling to see Mr. Rawl­
ing,” he said. “Will you see if he is 
in, please?”

“lie’s in his suite, Mr. Drake,” said 
the operator. “Left word for you to 
come right up when you arrived. It’s 
suite seventeen-sixty-eight. Mr. Rawl­
ing said to tell you the door was un­
locked and you were to go in. He has 
a bad cold. Guess he must be resting.”

“Thank you.” Drake turned away 
and walked toward the elevators, a 
thoughtful frown on his face. How 
had Rawling known that he was plan­
ning to visit him tonight? He had not 
phoned Rawling or made any effort to 
contact the hotel man until now.

The more he thought it over the less 
Drake liked the idea. There was some­
thing wrong. The whole thing was too 
pat. That order that he was to just 
walk into the hotel owner’s rooms also 
had a false ring to it. It smacked of a 
trap!

AN elevator carried him up to the 
seventeenth floor. He got out and 

walked along the thickly carpeted 
corridor until he reached the door of 
suite 1768.

He frowned as he paused at the 
closed door. Knocked on the panel and 
then waited but there was no sound 
from inside the suite. There was some­
thing ominous about that stillness, 
something that sent a warning of 
danger through Jonathan Drake as he 
stood there.

He felt for the butt of the automatic 
that he was wearing in a shoulder 
holster. After the attempt on his life 
the previous night, the wrecking of his 
car because of the short-circuited 
lights, and the efforts of Crasher and 
the rest of the gangsters to get him 
with the tommy-gun he realized that 
he would have to be constantly on 
guard.

He tried the door and found it un­
locked. He pushed it open and peered 
in. The short hall beyond was in dark­
ness.

“Mr. Rawling?” he called.
There was no answer. Nothing but 

the black silence. He drew out his 
automatic and stepped into the hall of 
the suite. Gun in hand he cautiously 
advanced, moving slowly, ready for 
any attack.

He reached the end of the hall, real­
ized that he was standing at the en­
trance to a living room. He felt along 
the wall and found the light switch, 
snapped on the lights.

Drake’s lean face was hard as he 
gazed about him, keen blue eyes 
searching every corner of the room. 
The room was empty, but beyond he 
could see through the half open doors 
that there were two other rooms in 
darkness.

He advanced toward the nearest 
door, again pressed a light switch. 
Rawling’s bedroom. The bed was neat­
ly made up, but the spread was mussed, 
as though the hotel keeper had been 
lying on it.



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!

IF 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.”

“What a lead!” 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 



wharf beside their boss if I can get in 
touch with Slade in time!”

CHAPTER XIV

Murder!

ET mist that had
hung over the Hud* 
son two nights ago 
had not risen again 
tonight, but a bank 
of thick clouds filled 
the sky and there 
was a hint of rain in 
the air. In the dis­
tance cars raced 

along the new Henry Hudson Park­
way below Riverside Drive. The lights 
of the city twinkled, the buildings 
growing taller to the southward until 
they finally towered high in the sky.

The small deserted building on the 
dock was in deep shadow. The river 
water lapped at the green scum that 
clung to the pilings with a soft swish­
ing sound.

Again the members of the old Tri­
coni mob appeared one by one. Fur­
tively they made their way toward the 
wharf, clinging to the shadows as 
much as possible, strolling casually 
when they were afraid they might be 
seen.

They found the speedy cruiser of 
the Executioner waiting when they 
reached the end of the pier. There 
was no one among the gang who liked 
this mission. It was still too early for 
them to feel safe, not more than nine 
o’clock, and meeting on this old wharf 
now seemed dangerous.

“Well?” The voice of the Execu­
tioner came through an opening in the 
glass enclosed cabin of the boat. 
“Crasher, you report. The rest of you 
stay back in the shadows. It would 
never do to have a crowd seen on this 
old pier.”

“It’s all fixed, Boss.” The tall thin 
faced man stepped forward. “We left 
Rawling tied up in the bathtub, and 

the minute Drake touches that switch, 
he dies.”

“Drake?” demanded the strange 
metallic voice. “What has he to do 
with it? I told you to place Rawling 
in the tub and execute him at once!”

“Yeah, I know,” said Crasher. “But 
after Mike tailed Drake and learned 
that he was cornin’ to see Rawling we 
got a better idea. We fixed it so that 
Drake would be the guy that gave 
Rawling the juice.”

“You fools!” roared the Execu­
tioner. “You brainless idiots! Drake 
is too smart a man to be fooled by any 
such childish trick. Now how can we 
be sure that Rawling is dead!” There 
was sudden alarm in the voice of the 
hooded man. “Did you say anything 
that would enable Rawling to identify 
you if he lives?”

“Well, mebbe he heard me and Rudy 
call each other by name.” Crasher was 
frightened. He was remembering how 
another member of the gang had been 
ruthlessly shot while standing in this 
same spot for refusing to obey orders 
and wanting to know too much. “And 
—” The slash mouthed man stopped 
speaking confusedly.

“And what, Crasher?” The low tone 
in which the Executioner spoke made 
the harsh voice all the more sinister.

“Nothin’. That’s all, I guess.”
“You’re lying! There is something 

else, Crasher. Something that you are 
afraid to admit!” said the man in the 
motor launch.

“No, no!” protested Crasher. “Hon­
est, it wasn’t nothin’.”

From the drive came the wailing of a 
police siren.

“The cops!” exclaimed Crasher. 
“They’re coming. Somebody must have 
tipped them off. They’re wise, Boss— 
what shall we do?”

A white-gloved hand holding a long 
bladed knife reached out and cut the 
rope that held the swift cruiser to the 
pier. The powerful motor roared.

“Stay here and welcome them, you 
blundering fools!” shouted the Execu­



tioner as the boat began to back out 
into the water. “You tipped them off 
by something you said that Rawling 
heard, you stupid fools ! So you worry 
about the consequence!”

“Stop!” shouted Crasher, snatching 
out his automatic. “You ain’t takin’ a 
runout on us like that.” He fired at 
the cabin, heard a mocking laugh as 
the bullet struck against the shatter­
proof glass and merely cracked it.

Then there was a roar of the power­
ful motor and the swift craft glided 
away, speeding down river toward the 
harbor entrance.

“Spread out, guys!” shouted 
Crasher. “Try to get away—the cops 
are coming!”

Lights of patrol cars appeared on 
the old dirt road that ran along for a 
little distance between the Parkway 
and the river bank. The members of 
the old Triconi mob ran, sheer panic 
lending wings to their feet. A police 
positive roared through the night and 
one of the gangsters stumbled, then 
sprawled face downward in the dirt, 
shot through the heart.

RASHER, Rudy and three other 
men had realized that it was use­

less to try to escape by running off 
the wharf. They had dropped silently 
into the water and were clinging to 
the pilings beneath the pier.

Guns roared as the rest of the men 
tried to fight it out with the police and 
found it a losing battle. The air was 
filled with the 'wailing of sirens as 
more police prowl cars reached the 
scene.

Up on the Parkway traffic had come 
to a complete standstill as the excited 
drivers watched the spectacular scene 
that was taking place below them. In 
a few minutes the battle was over, and 
the wounded members of the old Tri­
coni mob had been caught by the po­
lice. Only two of the officers had 
received slight flesh wounds from the 
flying lead.

A black limousine rolled up and 

Commissioner Slade leaped out. Jona­
than Drake was with him, for the head 
of the police department had picked 
up the private detective on his way 
uptown.

“That motorboat we saw getting 
away when we were up on the Drive,” 
said Drake, “undoubtedly carried the 
Executioner. Better have the harbour 
police be on a lookout for it, though 
there isn’t much chance of identifying 
it.”

Drake hastily examined the faces of 
the wounded prisoners and the five 
dead members of the gang, saw that 
Crasher was not among them.

“What’s the matter, Drake?” de­
manded Slade as he heard the detec­
tive curse softly.

“A man named Crasher,” said Drake. 
“He was the Executioner’s lieutenant. 
Looks like he got away.”

The police searched the wharf, but 
found no sign of any of the gangsters. 
Finally the police departed with their 
prisoners and the morgue wagon dis­
appeared with its load of dead.

A few minutes later traffic was again 
speeding along the Henry Hudson 
Parkway and the deserted old wharf 
brooded silently in the shadows of the 
night again.

“Now we're getting somewhere, 
Drake,” said Slade as the two men sped 
back downtown in the Commissioner’s 
car. “We’ll make the prisoners talk. 
They’ll tell us who the Executioner 
really is, I’m sure of that!”

“If they really know,” remarked 
Drake cryptically.

IT was shortly after midnight when 
Charles Rawling’s phone rang.

“Hello?” he said sleepily, then, as he 
recognized the voice on the line, “Oh, 
yes, come right up . . . Sure, I real­
ize it must be important to bring you 
here at this hour.”

He put the phone back on its cradle, 
picked up his dressing gown and 
thrust his arms through the sleeves. 
He was still nervous, though he had 



slept through sheer exhaustion. He 
lighted a cigarette, got to his feet as 
he heard a knock on the door.

He went to the door and opened it, 
smiling at the man who stood there.

“Come in,” said Rawling, turning 
and leading the way back into the liv­
ing room. “Glad to see you.”

“Are you?” said the other man.
Rawling turned and faced him, sur­

prised at the other’s tone.
“What do you mean?” he demanded.
“Nothing.” The other man laughed. 

“Just one of those silly remarks we 
make without thinking.” His tone 
changed. “Heard you went through a 
horrible experience tonight.”

“Ghastly.” Rawling shuddered as 
he went to a liquor cabinet in one cor­
ner of the room and drew out a bottle 
and two glasses. “Just the very 
thought of it terrifies me!” He placed 
the bottle and glasses on a table. 
“You’ll have a drink, won’t you?”

“Thanks.” The other man watched 
as Rawling poured the Scotch into the 
glasses, said, “Enough!” took his 
drink and downed it swiftly.

“What’s on your mind?” asked the 
hotel owner.

“I came here to correct an error,” 
•said the other man.

“Afraid I don’t understand,” Rawl­
ing looked puzzled.

He turned to pick up his glass. As 
he did so strong fingers caught him by 
the throat. He felt them tightening 
like red-hot pokers stabbing into his 
flesh.

“You—you are the Ex—” he man­
aged to gasp.

Then those fingers tightened, cut off 
his voice. He grew limp and his face 
turned purple. The other man waited, 
assured himself there was no longer 
any heart beat, no faint throbbing 
pulse as the body of Charles Rawling 
dropped soundlessly to the thick rug.

The murderer glanced about him, 
shrugged his shoulders as he went 
toward the hall that led to the door of 
the suite.

The elevator clanged as he stepped 
out into the hotel corridor. A man and 
woman in evening dress appeared, 
walking toward him along the hall.

“Good night, Charles,” called the 
murderer casually over his shoulder as 
he closed the half open door of the 
suite. “See you in the morning.”

Jauntily he walked along the hall 
and stepped into the waiting elevator. 
The door of the car closed. The couple 
in evening clothes went on along the 
hall, unlocked the door of a room and 
then closed it after them as they 
stepped inside.

In suite 1768 the body of the dead 
hotel owner was a gruesome sight as 
it sprawled there upon the floor.

CHAPTER XV

Pit of Death

whiskey bottle

BVIOUSLY stran­
gled by somebody 
he knew,” said Jona­
than Drake as he 
stared down at the 
corpse of Charles 
Rawling. “He would 
not have let the mur­
derer in otherwise. 
And the glasses and

indicate that it was a
friend who was with him.”

The bright sunlight of early morn­
ing gleamed through the windows of 
the hotel suite. The body had been 
discovered when a chambermaid had 
entered to clean up the rooms. Now 
the police were at work and Commis­
sioner Slade and Drake were with 
them.

“Seems horribly ironical that you 
should save his life, then have this 
happen,” said Slade with a nod toward 
the corpse. “Drake, do you realize 
that this makes four of the original 
six men involved in this case who have 
been murdered?”

“Yes, I know,” said Drake. “There 
are only Branston Gordon and Samuel 



Twill left now. You’ve had men keep­
ing watch on them, haven’t you, Com­
missioner?”

“Of course. There are plainclothes- 
men detailed to that job at all times.”

“Prints on these glasses,” said the 
finger-print expert who had been dust­
ing glasses and bottle with his pow­
der. “Two sets on one of them.”

“Good!” exclaimed Commissioner 
Slade. “What about the throat of the 
corpse?”

“He can check on that as soon as I 
get through,” remarked an assistant 
medical examiner.

“Have you checked on the ele­
vator operators?” asked Drake. “They 
might have remembered bringing 
someone up to this floor.” He glanced 
at the medical examiner. “About what 
time would you say he died, Doctor?”

“Close to midnight I should judge.”
“I’ve checked the elevator opera­

tors,” said a detective. “That is a busy 
time of night, they tell me. People 
returning from the theaters. Two 
night operators are off duty, but I’ll 
check them later.”

Drake drew the commissioner aside. 
The detective smiled as he saw the 
eager expression on the freckled face 
of Tommy Lowell. Drake’s assistant 
was reveling in the fact that he had 
been allowed to be present during a 
murder investigation.

“Were you able to get the Triconi 
mob to talk, Commissioner?” asked 
Drake.

“No.” Slade shook his head. “Either 
they are too tough for us to get any 
information out of them or they don’t 
really know the actual identity of the 
Executioner.”

“Then I was right,” said Drake.
“It certainly looks that way.”
“Listen, Commissioner,” said Drake 

slowly. “I’ve got a pretty good hunch 
that there is going to be another mur­
der before this is over—at least an at­
tempt at one anyway—and here’s what 
I want you to let me do.”

He lowered his voice and talked in­

tently for a few moments while Slade 
listened closely. The commissioner 
nodded as Drake finished.

“All right, Drake,” he said. “It’s 
risky, and might mean your life, but if 
you want to try it, we’ll do it. You 
feel that tonight is the best time?”

“I’m almost certain that nothing 
will happen to either man until then,” 
said Drake. “Remember every one 
of these murders has occurred after 
nightfall.”

“Then tonight it is,” said the com­
missioner. “There’s nothing more that 
we can do here.”

* * * * *
“No!” said Samuel Twill in his 

slightly squeaky voice, shaking his 
head nervously. “I don’t expect any 
visitors, and I don’t know why you 
sneaked in like this, giving me such a 
fright.”

The living room of his home 
near Gramercy Park was brightly 
lighted, but every window shade was 
tightly drawn, and a grim gathering 
was present.

LED by Jonathan Drake, the Com­
missioner and some picked de­

tectives had entered the premises in 
the utmost secrecy. Drake had as­
sumed all responsibility for this ir­
regular procedure, himself gaining 
entry through a window.

He had let the police in through the 
front door. Twill had not known they 
were in the house until they walked in 
on him in this living room, where they 
had found him pacing the floor, watch­
ing a grandfather’s clock whose hands 
now showed a few minutes before mid­
night.

Drake faced the book dealer, the 
mild-faced spectacled man he had first 
seen in the murdered Bradwill’s 
Brooklyn apartment. He had faced 
two other men like this trying to get 
them to talk. But Bearing had been 
killed before he could say very much. 
He had succeeded in getting some 
definite information from Gordon, 



however, and this had proved vital. 
Now he thought he should be able to 
find a way to make the tight lipped 
book store owner speak.

“Mr. Twill, unless I’m mistaken, 
every minute we waste is filled with 
definite peril to you. That’s why I 
won’t mince words. Gordon has al­
ready told me how the bunch of you 
once forged revenue stamps for the 
old Triconi mob, and of the possible 
revenge motivation behind the electro­
cution murders—”

“Gordon told you that?” demanded 
Twill.

“Well, not entirely,” Drake said. 
“I must admit that I guessed the last 
part of it—you tipped me off a little 
when you showed me those death 
threats at Bradwill’s place. But I 
haven’t time to go into all the details 
of the case with you now. Doubtless 
you know that four of the group of 
six, of which you are one, have been 
murdered. And because of that I want 
to take your place here. I want to be 
Samuel Twill for tonight.”

“But how can you do that?” de­
manded the book dealer.

“Drake is a master at disguise,” said 
the commissioner. “He’ll prove that 
to you, Mr. Twill.”

Drake did prove it. Twill had 
watched with amazement as Drake 
worked with grease-paint and the 
equipment of a makeup kit that he had 
brought with him. When the trans­
formation was complete, Samuel Twill 
felt as though he were staring at his 
own twin brother.

At five minutes to one bright lights 
still burned in the living room of 
Twill’s home. But now there was only 
one man in the room.

The spare, mild-faced figure of 
Samuel Twill paced the floor, alone, 
unguarded, waiting. He paused as a 
wall mirror seemed to startle him with 
his own reflected image. He surveyed 
that image, over rather than through 
the lenses of his glasses. He judged 
every aspect of it. Only his keen 

eyes gave him away to himself, for the 
man who peered into the mirror was 
Jonathan Drake.

Bong!
The grandfather clock chimed the 

hour. It was exactly one a. m.
Drake kept pacing, but even as the 

chime echoed, chills tingled through 
him. He felt an eerie sense of loneli­
ness, but at the same time he was alert 
to his very fingertips.

He paused, stood listening.
Somewhere he heard a sound, a 

noise that might be a door being jim­
mied. Not the front door certainly. 
His ears strained for some further 
sound. Steps—they appeared to come 
from below. The cellar? So it seemed, 
for the noises emanated under the 
flooring of this first floor living room. 
He looked down at the carpet, eyes 
alert.

“Good evening, Twill!”
The harsh, metallic voice coming 

from the door of the living room 
made him whirl, realizing he had been 
taken unawares. He turned and saw 
over his borrowed glasses the tall 
figure that had stepped through the 
doorway. As he did so he grew tense 
and wary.

The figure, as he had expected, was 
that of the Executioner! He was com­
pletely clad in a black cowled garment 
that concealed the clothing he wore 
beneath it. Only his eyes were visible 
through the holes in the tight fitting 
hood that encased his head beneath 
the cowl. Baleful, venomous eyes.

A BLACK-GLOVED hand held a
.45 automatic trained on Samuel 

Twill. The other hand of the Exe­
cutioner gestured, even as Drake’s 
every instinct was to try to draw his 
own gun. In the next instant he saw 
what such a move would have cost 
him.

Men swarmed into the room, step­
ping to either side of the black-cowled 
figure. They were the six gangsters 
who had escaped from the police by 



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! I’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 he^d.

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.



DOWN steps leading below from 
the hallway. Using the cellar to 

sneak him out, the cellar which 
was dimly lighted by a gleaming oil­
burner apparatus. A strange shadowy 
bulk took up one corner of the place.

That was when Drake got a hideous 
surprise. For, instead of taking him 
out through the cellar, he was sud­
denly thrust into a chair which had 
been fastened securely to an oil tank 
by strong wires.

He found that he was being bound 
to that chair, bound with cords and 
straps which seared his flesh through 
his clothing. Adhesive tape was fast­
ened to his lips, catching onto the 
hardened make-up there. It wasn’t 
needed. He knew a shout in this cel­
lar would never be heard out on the 
street.

One of the gang had gone down into 
the cellar ahead of the five who had 
brought Drake down the stairs. This 
one was busily at work near the pit 
where a boiler rested. He stood up 
and came toward Drake, who sat help­
lessly bound to the chair. It was a 
man with a face like a death’s head, 
and he was wearing rubber gloves.

“All right, you lugs,” he said. “I 
gotta test the apparatus now. Hook 
him up!”

Cold metal clamped down on 
Drake’s head—they were not bother­
ing to shave it as the other first two 
murder victims had been shaved. And 
they rolled up his trousers to fasten 
the electrode there.

Evidently he was being hooked up 
to the house circuit. Hope soared in 
him. That meant there was a chance 
of their blowing out a fuse before 
they completed the connections.

Then suddenly his hope ebbed as he 
saw the horribly expert electrical job 
the man with the death’s head had 
done.

The wires from Drake’s head and 
leg were being hooked to a trans­
former in the boiler pit! From there 
wires connected to an open fuse-box, 

with the fuses “jumped” by copper 
bars that would cut them out and pre­
vent them from blowing.

Well did Drake realize his predica­
ment, even before Rudy explained to 
the other questioning gangsters.

“Sure! It’s like we’re connected 
right to the main power lines. And to 
make sure of this bird that trans­
former’s got the current stepped up to 
over a thousand volts! Get that? 
That’s why we ain’t takin’ chances.”

“But how do you know all that ap­
paratus’ll work?”

“Aw, it’ll work. I’ll prove it—■ 
look!”

Utterly helpless Drake saw him 
stoop down, a leering grin on his lips. 
His gloved hand reached the switch 
near the transformer and pulled it 
across the arc. Briefly he made the 
contact, an infinitesimal swift con­
tact, just as quickly broken.

An invisible club seemed to crack 
down across the back of Drake’s neck, 
to send a thousand other blows 
through his entire body. He felt his 
heart speed up as if it must burst, his 
body jerked in the chair to which it 
was bound.

His head jerked forward, then back. 
Dazed, he tried to sit erect again. But 
even through his daze he knew that 
something was wrong. He became 
conscious of a silence. Then he heard 
a gasp of surprise from the death­
faced man.

“Say, that’s not the old guy—not 
Twill! That’s Jonathan Drake!”

He came forward, yanked up 
Drake’s head, ripped off the wig that 
had slipped forward during that jolt­
ing shock. His gloved hands began to 
smear roughly over Drake’s features 
and some of the make-up came off.

“It’s Drake, all right!” Crasher 
snarled.

Several of the men began cursing.
“Maybe that’s why the boss gave 

special orders on this job,” Rudy 
glanced at the slash-mouthed man. 
“You was right, Crasher—good thing 



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.”

l‘We better get this over with,” 
snapped Rudy.

IW'OW he made some other swift 
1.™ 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 tc 
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.



He moved it closer to the pit, pant­
ing from the effort. It seemed hours 
had been required for the slow work 
that he was now doing. He was almost 
afraid to glance at the clock, to learn 
how many more minutes had passed. 
Yet he had to know.

Ten minutes left!
The front legs of the chair reached 

the edge of the pit and slid into space. 
The chair toppled over as the front 
legs threw it off balance. Drake went 
crashing down, heard the grinding 
smash as one of the heavy arms of the 
chair hit the face of the clock, stop­
ping it as the wood tore into the deli­
cate mechanism.

Drake shuddered as he found him­
self in a heap with the chair to which 
he was still firmly bound on top of 
him. He realized the terrible risk that 
he had taken. There had been a chance 
of his switching on the current as well 
as stopping it from being turned on 
when he smashed the clock.

He found that the fall had broken 
one side of the chair and in doing so 
had loosened the straps that held his 
left arm tightly fastened to the chair 
arm. By moving a little with the aid 
of his free arm he was able to reach 
a rough metal bar.

With this he managed to smash the 
rest of the chair and gradually free 
himself from his bonds. Finally he 
stood up, weak and shaky.

CHAPTER XVI

Ambush

INGERLY Jonathan 
Drake removed the 
metal cap from his 
head and then 
quickly unfastened 
the electrode from 
his leg. From some­
where far in the dis­
tance he dimly heard 
the wailing of a 

siren. An ironical smile curved his 
lips. If the police were coming to his 

rescue now they would have been too 
late if he had not been successful in 
freeing himself of that chair.

Then as the siren grew louder and 
others joined in the noise Drake real­
ized that the police actually were ar­
riving. Men in plain clothes, and uni­
formed officers burst into the house.

“Drake?” boomed the heavy voice 
of Commissioner Slade as he raced 
through the hall with his men. “Where 
are you?”

“Down here!” called the detective 
from the foot of the cellar stairs.

The police pounded down the stairs. 
They listened with awe as Drake told 
what had happened, how he had suc­
ceeded in preventing his own death by 
electrocution.

“But what brought you back here, 
Commissioner?” he asked when he had 
finished his story.

“The Executioner!” said Slade 
grimly. “He phoned a few minutes 
ago. We traced the call, found that it 
had come from a pay-station in the 
Grand Central district. One of the old 
type booths in which you give your 
number to the operator instead of dial­
ing. There are still a number of those 
phones around town. No hope of trac­
ing him through it though. We merely 
found out where the call came from, 
that’s all.”

“So he called you,” exclaimed Drake. 
“What did he say?”

“That if we would go to Twill’s 
house we would find the book dealer’s 
double nicely cooked.” The Commis­
sioner frowned. “Naturally I sent out 
an alarm and came here at once.”

“And Twill is safe? You are hold­
ing him under observation, of course?”

“No. He got away!” said Commis­
sioner Slade. “I was taking him down 
to Headquarters in my car. He sud­
denly said that he felt faint and asked 
if we would stop at a drug store so 
that he might get some spirits of am­
monia in a glass of water.”

“You stopped, of course.”
“Yes,” Slade nodded. “I started into 



the drug store with Twill. It was on 
Broadway and there was a large crowd 
on the street. Suddenly he ducked into 
the crowd, ran down a side street and 
disappeared.”

“What time did it happen?” asked 
Drake thoughtfully.

“Shortly after we left you. About 
twenty minutes of one I should say.” 
The commissioner looked puzzled. 
“Why?”

“That would have given Twill time 
enough to get back here,” said Drake.

“Back here?” Slade stared at the 
detective as though he thought he was 
insane. “Why should Twill come back 
here?”

“Have you ever considered the possi­
bility of Twill being the Execu­
tioner?” demanded Drake.

“Why, that’s impossible!” exclaimed 
the commissioner. “We came here to­
night to protect Twill! You even took 
his place and risked your life in doing 
so. You told me that the Executioner 
called you Twill, that his men appar­
ently believed they were arranging the 
death chair murder of the book 
dealer.”

“Yes, and I believe they really 
thought that,” said Drake. “At least 
until they discovered who I was when 
we were in the cellar. But the Execu­
tioner is clever. They don’t know his 
real identity. To them Twill was just 
one of the men they were to kill.”

“There might be something to your 
theory at that,” said Slade. “When we 
broke in here Twill seemed more an­
noyed than anything else. After all, 
we were just taking a chance upon his 
being the next victim.”

“Exactly!” Drake nodded. “And 
when Twill saw me disguise myself as 
him there is a chance that he felt it 
was his opportunity to get me out of 
the way.” The detective glanced at the 
wires scattered about the floor of the 
cellar. “And he damn near succeeded!”

“On the other hand the Executioner 
might be Gordon,” said the commis­
sioner.

DRAKE didn’t answer at once.
Then: “What did the check on 

those fingerprints on the glasses we 
found in Rawling’s apartment show?” 

“Set of Rawling’s prints on the one 
glass. Rawling and someone else’s on 
the other. We checked those prints 
with the ones we found on the two 
death warning notes you got at Brad- 
will’s apartment.”

“And what was the result?” de­
manded Drake eagerly.

“The prints on the glass are not 
Twill’s. His were on the note he re­
ceived, of course.”

“Gordon?”
“Sending a man up to Greenwich to 

get his prints in the morning,” said 
Slade.

“Have you tried to find the type­
writer with which those notes were 
written?” asked Drake.

“I have men working on it. By the 
way, there might be a machine in this 
house. I’ll have someone take a look 
around.” The commissioner called a 
detective, issued terse instructions. 
The man hurried up the cellar stairs. 
“Let’s go up,” said Slade. “It’s not 
very inviting down here.”

They went up to the first floor of 
the house. Here Drake found the 
phone and called his home. He talked 
to Tommy Lowell and told his assist­
ant what had happened since they had 
left the hotel.

The phone rang sharply a few sec­
onds after Drake had finished talking. 
He picked it up again.

“Hello? ... Yes, right here . . . 
Hold the wire.” He looked at Slade. 
“For you, commissioner.”

Slade took the phone.
“All right,” said the commissioner, 

after listening a moment. “We’ll come 
up there at once. Meanwhile, better 
phone the state police and have them 
guard the place.”

Slade hung up and turned to Drake. 
“Who was it?” asked the detective. 

“Sounded like Branston Gordon’s 
voice.”



“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 D r a k e’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!”

THE 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.



“Having us come up here tonight may 
have all been just a trap!”

They found that the state trooper 
had been badly bruised but not seri­
ously injured. The detectives with 
Slade worked swiftly, unfastening the 
cable. It had been attached to the en- 
bankment fence on one side and wound 
around a tree on the other.

The state man’s motorcycle was 
badly wrecked. They dragged it to 
one side of the road and the trooper 
rode with them as the limousine 
started down the hill again.

Ten minutes later the limousine 
paused on the road in front of the 
Gordon place. They had driven up 
quietly, lights off. Now, as they moved 
toward the dark house, each man had 
his gun in his hand.

Drake was in the lead, automatic 
ready for instant action. The dark­
ened windows of the mansion worried 
him. Had something happened to 
Branston Gordon and his daughter? 
Were they arriving too late after all?

The French windows through which 
he had previously entered the place 
were again standing half open.

“What’s the matter?” whispered 
Slade as Drake stopped, stood staring 
at the windows.

“Those French windows are open,” 
answered Drake in a low tone. “I don’t 
like it!”

“You think they might be waiting 
for us inside the house?”

“Look!” snapped Drake.
Both men ducked into the shadow of 

some shrubbery as a figure appeared, 
sneaking out through the half open 
casement windows. They saw that it 
was a man, but it was too dark for them 
to recognize him.

“Who is that?” whispered the com­
missioner.

“Don’t know,” answered Drake as 
he watched. “Let’s see what he does!”

THE man reached the ground and 
started across the lawn in their 
direction. Drake and Slade waited 

tensely, covering him with their guns. 
He drew closer, then suddenly turned 
and began to run.

Drake was after him like a streak. 
The man glanced back over his shoul­
der, discovered the pursuit and 
increased his speed. But Drake was 
moving faster. He made a dive for the 
man, dropping his gun as he did so, 
and bringing his quarry down in a fly­
ing tackle.

They were rolling about on the 
grass, the man writhing and twisting 
as he tried to escape from Drake’s 
grasp. The detective smashed a hard 
right into the other man’s face, caught 
him squarely on the chin and he went 
limp.

Feet padded softly on the turf as ' 
the commissioner ran up. His flash­
light gleamed down on the pale face 
of the unconscious man.

“Samuel Twill!” exclaimed Slade. 
“What the devil is he doing here?”

Drake did not answer as he got to 
his feet and brushed himself off. That 
it had been the book dealer who had 
come sneaking out of the house was as 
surprising to him as it was to the com­
missioner.

“Come on!” said Drake. “We’ve got 
to find out what’s happened in the 
house.”

They turned the unconscious man 
over to one of the detectives who had 
seen them and hurried to the spot 
where they stood.

Drake, Slade and the three other 
men boldly entered the house through 
the casement windows.

“No one here,” said Drake as he 
switched on the lights and glanced 
about the living room. He saw that 
the door of Gordon’s study was closed 
and advanced toward it. “I’ll see 
what’s in here.”

He picked up his automatic from the 
grass. With the gun in his right hand 
he caught the knob with his left and 
flung the door open.

The study beyond was dark, but a 
faint blotch of gray revealed the win­



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.”

DRAKE 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 



on the floor at his feet.
Not far from him his daughter was 

lying on a bed, her eyes closed and her 
auburn hair mussed. Red marks on her 
wrists revealed where ropes had cut 
into the soft white flesh.

“Fainted,” said a detective. “Com­
ing out of it now though.”

“He was here,” muttered Gordon. 
“Held a gun at my back. Made me 
phone you, tell to come at once, that 
my life and Marion’s had been threat­
ened.”

“Who?” demanded Drake. “The 
Executioner?”

“Yes.” Gorden nodded. “He was 
disguised and the men with him were 
masked. I made the call. Then they 
tied us, gagged us and placed us in 
that closet.” He shuddered. “He said 
they would be back to kill us before 
daylight!”

It was easy for Drake to visualize 
the horror that Branston Gordon must 
have felt, bound and helpless there in 
the darkness of the closet. At any mo­
ment the Executioner and his men 
might return, and that would have 
meant not only death to Gordon, but 
also to the person that he loved most 
in the world, his motherless daughter.

True, he had phoned the commis­
sioner in New York and knew that the 
police were coming, but there was no 
way of his being sure that they would 
arrive in time.

“I was growing desperate,” • said 
Gordon. “I had struggled and strug­
gled, for hours it seemed, and had just 
succeeded in getting the ropes that 
tied me loose when one of your men 
found us.”

“That true?” asked Drake, glancing 
at the detective who had called them 
upstairs.

The detective nodded. “The ropes 
dropped off this guy just as we carried 
him out of the closet.”

Commissioner Slade took Drake by 
the arm and led him to one side out 
of earshot of the others.

The girl had revived.

“Do you think Gordon could be 
bluffing?” asked Slade in a low tone. 
“He might have tied up the girl him­
self in the dark and then placed those 
ropes that it would look like he had 
been tied also.”

“It is a possibility,” said Drake. 
“But what would he gain by that?”

“Plenty—if he is the Executioner,” 
said the commissioner. “His calling 
us, telling us his life had been threat­
ened, then having us come here and 
find him and his daughter like this 
certainly should throw off suspicion.”

Drake realized that what Slade sug­
gested was possible. Yet there were 
other things lingering in the detec­
tive’s mind—things he hoped would 
lead him this very night to the actual 
identity of the ruthless murderer.

CHAPTER XVII

New Clues

ATER that night a 
weary group was 
gathered in the 
study of Branston 
Gordon’s house. The 
detective left out­
side had brought in 
Samuel Twill, and 
the book dealer 
perched on the edge
of a chair peering 

sullenly at the faces about him 
through an extra pair of glasses that 
he had worn when he had been taken 
from his home.

Gordon and his daughter were 
seated on a studio couch in one corner 
of the room. The girl had completely 
recovered but she was still pale.

“And you still insist, Mr. Twill, that 
you ran away from the commissioner 
on Broadway because you wanted to 
come up here and warn Gordon that 
he was in danger?” demanded Drake. 
“Don’t you think that’s rather thin? 
If you had been worried about Mr. 
Gordon’s safety you could have said 
so to Commissioner Slade.”



“I realize that now,” said Twill in 
his high squeaky voice. “I was nerv­
ous, excited. I didn’t know what I 
was doing.”

“Strange that you should suddenly 
become so interested in my welfare,” 
said Branston Gordon. “You haven’t 
ever been before, Twill.”

“We six have always been friends,” 
said Twill. “At least until all these 
horrible things started happening. 
If we hadn’t trusted and liked each 
other we would never have established 
that trust fund.”

“That’s more or less true,” said Gor­
don. He was watching Drake who 
had walked over to the desk and was 
gazing at the typewriter. “Though 
we haven’t seen each other a great deal 
during the past four or five years.”

“Say, this is a nice machine!” ex­
claimed Drake. “One of the latest 
models.”

“Yes,” said Gordon. “I just bought 
it a few months ago.” He turned 
again to Twill. “Why did you come 
here tonight?” he demanded suddenly.

“Why—why I told you,” stammered 
Twill.

Drake smiled faintly as he listened. 
If either of these two men were the 
Executioner they were excellent 
actors. He sensed the undercurrent 
of fear that seemed to dominate them.

“Yes, I know,” said Gordon, “that 
you came here to warn me!” There 
was a half sneer on his lips.

“If that was the case,” said Drake 
suddenly, “why were you sneaking out 
of the house when we caught you?”

THE book dealer cringed as if he 
had been lashed by a whip.

“Because I found the house dark 
and apparently deserted,” answered 
Twill. “I came up here on the train 
you know, took a cab right over from 
the station. I didn’t stop to phone, to 
be sure that Gordon would be home. 
I dismissed the taxi out on the road. 
Then when I came across the grounds 
I saw that there were no lights. It 

frightened me. Finally I found the 
French windows open and came in 
that way. I called out as I stood there 
in the darkness, but no one answered. 
I became alarmed and decided to 
leave.”

“And that was when we caught 
you,” said Drake dryly. He had been 
watching and listening as the book 
dealer talked. Observing how care­
fully the man spoke, as though he 
were choosing each word. “I still say 
that your story is thin!”

“So do I!” Commissioner Slade was 
becoming impatient. “I think we had 
better take you back to New York.”

“No!” protested Twill. “You can’t 
doit. You have no authority to arrest 
me! We are in a different state—this 
is Connecticut. You are from the 
New York police department. I tell 
you, you can’t do it!”

“So that’s it!” roared Slade angrily. 
“You came up here tonight because 
you thought that if you were in 
another state we couldn’t arrest you, 
Twill! Well, you are right. But we 
can turn you over to the local police 
here or the state troopers and have 
them hold you.”

“It wouldn’t be hard for us to get 
extradition papers for a man wanted 
for murder!” said Drake coldly.

“Murder!” exclaimed Twill.; “You 
mean you think that I—” He leaped 
to his feet. “You believe I’m the 
Executioner?”

eevOU are under suspicion,” 
stated Drake. “Who stands 

to gain the most through the deaths 
of Rushmore, Bradwill, Bearing and 
Rawling? You do, Twill. As a mem­
ber of that original six who formed 
the trust fund their shares automatic­
ally revert to you. George Stinson, 
the president of the Empire National 
Bank, told me all about that.”

“It’s true,” said Twill quickly. “I 
suspected it might be one of us from 
the first. That’s why I went to Brad- 
will’s apartment after I learned that 



he and Rushmore had been executed. 
I hoped that I might find something 
there — something else besides that 
typewritten warning. I didn’t know 
quite what, but something that would 
give me a clue to the identity of the 
killer if he was one of us.”

“What did you expect to find?”
“I tell you I don’t know. He might 

have dropped something-—a button, a 
cuff link, anything that I would have 
recognized as belonging to one of the 
other three men.” Twill whirled and 
pointed a shaking finger at Branston 
Gordon. “There’s your Executioner! 
He’s the only one it could be!”

“Why you lying dog!” growled 
Gordon rising from the divan and 
starting toward the book dealer. “I’ll 
make you take that back if I have to 
knock the words down your throat!”

“You see!” shouted Twill. “He—” 
He broke off with a startled cry 

as the lights went out suddenly.
Drake heard the commissioner 

curse, then start shouting orders.
“Don’t let anyone out of this room!” 

bellowed Slade. “Some of you men 
guard the door and the windows!”

Drake was reaching for his gun. He 
had stepped back against the wall, 
was using it to guide him as he edged 
toward the door. He heard the men in 
the room milling around, stumbling 
over each other in the gloom. A figure 
loomed ^against the faint light that 
came through the windows. A man 
was moving in that direction.

“Who’s that there by the window?” 
shouted Slade.

“Kelly,” answered the figure.
“All right, Kelly,” barked the com­

missioner. “Stay there.”
“Casey at the other window, Com­

missioner,” said a voice.
Drake was still moving toward the 

door. He was convinced that those 
lights had not gone out by accident. 
Some one had deliberately pulled the 
main switch in the fuse box.

Some one caught him roughly as he 
reached the door.

“It’s Drake,” he said. “Let me go.” 
“Oh!” muttered the man who held 

him. “Sorry. I’m Martin.”
Drake edged past the detective, and 

went into the living room beyond. His 
flashlight clicked on, sent a round 
beam of light dancing around the 
walls. Chairs, tables loomed eerily in 
the glow.

He was looking for the fuse box. If 
he could find it he might be able to 
again switch on the lights. Out into 
the hall and on back toward the 
kitchen he went.

He reached a door and as he swept 
the light over it he suddenly grew 
tense. The ray of the flash had re­
vealed the blue barrel of an automatic 
jutting out from the edge of the door 
frame.

Drake dropped to the floor just an 
instant before that gun roared. He 
saw the flash of flame and heard the 
thud of the bullet as it struck the wall.

His own gun was in his hand. He 
fired at the exact spot where he had 
seen the flash. There was a curse that 
changed into a death rattle, and then 
the soft thump of a falling body.

DRAKE rolled over, found the 
flash he had dropped. He leaped 

to his feet with the electric torch in 
his hand. It was still turned on.

“Drake!” he heard the commis­
sioner’s voice in the distance, and 
knew that Slade had become even 
more excited when he had heard the 
sounds of the two shots. “Drake? 
What happened. Where are you?”

The light in Drake’s hand focused 
on the motionless form sprawled just 
inside the doorway. He saw the face 
that was like a death’s head, realized 
that it was the electrician of the Tri­
coni gang — the man called Rudy. 
There was a black hole in the center 
of Rudy’s head now. He would never 
make another of his clever electrical 
hookups that had brought death to his 
helpless victims.

Drake stepped over the body. There 



was no time to answer Slade now, the 
important thing was to find the switch 
and turn on the house lights. Then 
both he and the police could see what 
they were doing.

He found himself in a big kitchen. 
The round circle of light swept 
around the walls, paused as it rested 
on the metal covered fuse box.

Drake advanced toward the box. It 
had been built low enough on the wall 
for him to reach it easily.

He could not dismiss the thought of 
Rudy from his mind. Why had he 
been in the house? What had he been 
doing here? The man had been an 
electrical expert. He would not have 
been selected by the Executioner for 
such a simple task as pulling a main 
switch and plunging the house into 
darkness. Unless—

“That might be it!” muttered 
Drake.

He dropped the automatic into his 
shoulder holster. With the flashlight 
in one hand he reached up with the 
other and caught the cover of the fuse 
box and found that it swung back like 
a door.

Inside he could see the two banks 
of fuses that carried current to the 
various sections of the house. He 
studied the main switch below the 
fuses.

His cold eyes grew hard as he saw 
that the regular lead-in wires had been 
disconnected and replaced by others. 
These second wires were far heavier, 
and had been brought in through an 
open window in the kitchen. A man 
trying to turn on the switch in the 
dark would not have noticed them.

It was horribly clear to Jonathan 
Drake. He realized that the house 
current had been cut off and these 
wires evidently connected with a high 
tension line somewhere outside the 
house. If he had touched the usually 
insulated handle of the main house 
switch he would have found it hot and 
would certainly have been executed 
by the high voltage.

Drake frowned as he worked to un­
fasten those heavy wires and replace 
them with the regular lead wire for 
the house current. He finally suc­
ceeded. Then he threw the switch and 
the house lights again came on.

“That wasn’t planned for me,” mut­
tered Drake. “Branston Gordon owns 
this house. Obviously he has no ser­
vants here now. It would normally 
have been Gordon who would have 
tried to turn on that switch—and he 
would have been electrocuted just like 
Rushmore, and Bradwill.”

Drake whirled, gloved hand reach­
ing for his gun as some one came 
tearing into the kitchen.

“Then you are safe!” exclaimed 
Commissioner Slade, relief in his tone 
as he paused, stood breathing heavily 
as he gazed at the slender dark haired 
man. “What the devil happened? 
Who is that man you shot?”

Slade listened as Drake swiftly told 
him. When the private investigator 
had finished the police commissioner 
scowled.

“But neither Gordon nor Twill 
could have planned this,” he said. 
“We’ve got them both still safe in 
Gordon’s study. They didn’t even try 
to get away.”

“Gordon didn’t plan it,” said Drake. 
“But another man did, and Rudy car­
ried out his idea.”

“Twill you mean?” demanded Slade.
“That’s a question I can’t answer 

now,” said Drake. “But if you can have 
Twill and Gordon at your office at 
Headquarters tomorrow.” He smiled. 
“Or rather today around 11 a.m., I 
think we may be able to clear up this 
case.”

“They’ll be there!” stated the com­
missioner. “Don’t worry about that! 
Anything else?”

“Yes,” said Drake. “I want that 
typewriter on Gordon’s desk brought 
back to town with us. Have one of the 
men wrap it in a pillow case, and be 
sure not to get any new fingerprints 
on it.”



CHAPTER XVIII

The Executioner

HE room was a tense 
scene even with the 
morning sunlight 
streaming in through 
the windows. The 
commissioner sat at 
his desk. On a chair 
at one side sat 
Tommy Lowell 
watching and listen­

ing with interest. Close by stood Jona­
than Drake.

Three men shifted tensely in other 
parts of the room. The tall, gaunt 
Branston Gordon stood like granite. 
Samuel Twill was seated in a chair 
nervously fidgeting with his spec­
tacles. In another chair, watching ev­
erything that went on around him with 
interest, was a spectator. Drake had 
been speaking, but now paused. Then, 
abruptly, he began again.

“Naturally when I learned of the 
previous connection of the six men 
with Triconi and his mob I considered 
the revenge motivation. After I 
thought it over I began to doubt that 
possibility. Why should the old Tri­
coni mob suddenly seek revenge on the 
six men after so many years had 
elapsed? What would they gain?”

“Revenge, that’s all,” said Commis­
sioner Slade as Drake paused.

“Exactly! And don’t forget they 
were killers—gunmen who worked for 
hire,” Drake said. “Such sudden de­
votion and loyalty to their old leader 
was a bit out of character.

“Then when I learned that the Ex­
ecutioner was trying to blackmail Gor­
don,” Drake gazed thoughtfully at 
Twill as he spoke, and the bookdealer 
moved restlessly in his chair, “and 
when I talked to Mr. Stinson, here, and 
learned something regarding the finan­
cial affairs of the six men involved, the 
fact that they had established a trust 
fund from the fortune they had re­

ceived in bonds after doing a job for 
a foreign government put a different 
light on the whole affair.”

“How?” demanded Gordon. “What 
do you mean?”

“That there was a possibility that 
one of the six men who had assumed 
the character of the Executioner was 
using the apparent revenge motiva­
tion of the Triconi mob as a cover-up 
and was murdering the others in order 
to get all of the trust fund for himself. 
I overlooked one detail in that respect, 
but I checked up on it this morning.”

Again Drake paused, his keen gaze 
sweeping the faces of all the men in 
the room. Both Gordon and Twill 
were gazing at him like birds that had 
been fascinated by a snake. Stinson, 
Slade and Tommy listened with tense 
interest.

“Now I have reached the conclusion 
that there is only one man who could 
be the Executioner. One diabolical 
brain who developed the whole fiend­
ish plot.”

“Who is it?” asked the commis­
sioner eagerly.

“The man whose fingerprints are on 
that whiskey glass that was found in 
Rawling’s hotel room after the hotel 
owner was strangled to death. The 
man who was smart enough to realize 
that those death notes could be traced 
to the typewriter on which they were 
written.” Drake looked at Gordon. 
“When did you last use that machine 
in your study?”

“Why, yesterday morning,” 
answered Gordon. “I wrote a letter to 
a friend of mine out in California. My 
daughter uses the machine a great deal 
also, though I don’t know when she 
touched it last.”

“That typewriter has been examined 
by experts this morning,” said Drake. 
“It is the machine on which the death 
threats were written.”

“That’s impossible!” exclaimed Gor­
don. “I didn’t write any death threats, 
and I’m sure my daughter didn’t.”

“I’m even more positive than you 



are,” said Drake with a smile. “Be­
cause that typewriter we took from 
your house is not your original ma­
chine!”

“What?” gasped Gordon.
“It is another machine of exactly the 

same make and model,” went on Drake. 
“The Executioner placed it in your 
study last night after he had tied up 
you and your daughter and put you in 
that closet. He was a bit too clever 
about it. He was so careful that his 
fingerprints or that of his men were 
not on the machine that he did not 
leave any at all. That was when I first 
realized there was something wrong 
about that typewriter — and I was 
right!”

“But who’s was it?” asked the com­
missioner. “Where did it come from?”

^WT was the property of the one
BL man who would gain the most 

if both Gordon and Twill would also 
die.

“The man who would, according to 
the trust fund agreement, be the ad­
ministrator of a million dollars in 
bonds for whatever few heirs of the 
six dead men would exist. Motive 
enough—since it would leave him with 
practically full control of the funds, 
which he could manipulate freely. 
Isn’t that so—George Stinson!”

Drake pointed an accusing finger at 
the bank president. “You are the Ex­
ecutioner!” he said, his voice lifting.

“That’s ridiculous!” Stinson 
laughed. “You haven’t anything on 
me! Why do you think—”

“Because the man who came to Gor­
don as the Executioner demanded ex­
actly eighty-five thousand dollars,” 
Drake broke in. “I later found out 
that was practically the exact sum that 
Gordon had in the bank. Who else was 
in a position to know the exact bank 
balance besides you, Stinson?” '

“He’s right!” exclaimed Gordon. “I 

never told anyone that, not even my 
daughter. Stinson was the only one 
who could have known?’

“What did you do this morning, 
Tommy?” asked Drake, glancing at 
his assistant.

“Went to the Empire National 
Batik,” answered Tommy. “Saw Stin­
son’s secretary and asked her if he was 
satisfied with the noiseless portable he 
had bought lately. Told her I was 
from the typewriter company and we 
wanted to be sure that the customers 
were pleased.”

“What did the secretary say?” asked 
Drake as Tommy Lowell paused.

**That she didn’t know. Mr. Stinson 
had taken the machine home to use 
there.”

“Then what did you do?”
“Got the secretary to tell me the 

name of the typewriter branch that 
had sold Stinson the machine. I went 
there, had them check through their 
sales records and find the number of 
the machine. It had the same number 
as the one that the police brought back 
from Gordon’s house, Chief.”

“You planned it well Stinson,” said 
Drake as he looked at the banker who 
was glaring at him viciously. “But 
like all supposedly great criminals 
your egotism betrayed you. You were 
careful about everything except those 
fingerprints on the liquor glass. You 
must have thought that Rawling 
would think it strange if you accepted 
a drink while still wearing your 
gloves. Besides you felt safe. The po­
lice did not have your fingerprints; 
there was no reason, in your estima­
tion, for them to even suspect you. I 
had called on you twice and did not 
even suspect you, in your estimation.”

“Damn you,” muttered Stinson. 
“You were smarter than I thought!”

“Smart enough to realize that the 
death chair is the place to send the 
Executioner!” stated Drake grimly.

Next Issue: THE WEEK END MURDERS, by Donald Stuart



Mr. Mattingly & Mr. Moore 
corral a great brand

For thru gulch and thru arroyo 
Echo praises like: Oh, boy, oh! 
M & M’s the brand of whiskey 
that I choose!”

Oh, Mr. Mattingly— 
Oh, Mr. Mattingly— 
I am sure that we are 
famous buckaroos—

Yes, Mr. Moore—
Yes, Mr. Moore— 
Though on broncos we may look 
like tenderfeet—

Mattingly & Moore
Long on Quality — Short on Price!

A blend of straight whiskies—100 %o straight whiskies—90 proof. 
Prankfort Distilleries, Incorporated, Louisville and Baltimore.

We re old-tuners and we re stalled 
At making whiskey slow-distilled. 
That’s why M & M’s so tasty, at a 
price that can’t be beat!”

Mattingly & Moore is ALL whis­
key— every drop is distilled the 
slow, old-fashioned way.

What’s more—it’s a blend of 
straight whiskies—and we think 
you’ll say that's the kind of whis­

key any man can tie to-for keeps!
Ask for M&M at your favorite 

bar—or get a bottle at your near­
est package store—today.

You’ll say it’s grand whiskey— 
and you'll like its real low price!



It was the first time that Gift had had to kill

STEER 
GUY

"Gift" Martin Believed in His 
Own Luck-But He Backed

it Once Too Often!

By
CYRIL PLUNKETT
Author of “Cat-Killer,” “The Way to Doom,” 

etc.

FOR a little man, “Gift” Martin 
had a big reputation. He could 
burn a “pete” or pull a stickup 
with equal facility. He was always in 

the money. Perhaps that’s why his 
friends called him “Gift.” It was his 
own explanation, invariably.

The real answer was that he always 
worked with good “steers,” seemingly 
irreproachable men who knew when 
and where to operate.

However, it was easy come, easy go 
with Gift. Cards, dice, the races. He’d 
bet a thousand at the drop of a hat. 
He’d back his own judgment to the 
limit. When he won, his little black 
eyes would dance and he’d say: “It’s a 
gift!” and believe it. When he lost, 
he’d curse and figure it out there’d been 
dirty work somewhere. A guy with a 
gift like his—perfect j u d g m e n t— 
couldn’t be wrong.

Plainly, Gift believed in Gift Martin. 
He believed in his pals, too, and Danny 
Doran was Gift’s pal. They worked 
together much of the time, and some­
times they worked separately. Also, 
they worked with Parkman, the steer 
guy, and that’s the way it all began.

Gift had just got up, although it was 
nearly five in the afternoon. He let 
Parkman in, had a shot of liquor and a 
cigarette, and stared at himself in the 
glass. His thinning hair stood on end. 
His black eyes were glazed, pocketed



in puffy flesh. His short, stocky figure 
swayed a little.

Parkman grinned and sat down, 
crossing his legs in his perfectly 
creased trousers.

“Three grand shot to hell last night,” 
Gift groaned. “And a head to match 
it!”

He sat down, too. Although he 
didn’t like the man, there was no get­
ting around it that Parkman was the 
world’s best tipster.

Parkman was suave and slender. He 
was in his middle thirties, with well 
groomed black hair touched with a dis­
tinguished gray at the temples. His 
hands were long and white. He looked 
like a man who worked in a bank and 
was to be trusted. He did work in a 
bank, but he wasn’t to be trusted.

“I’ve a nice job for you,” Parkman 
began. “A man named Wingate is 
withdrawing four thousand dollars to­
morrow. He’s taking it home with him 
to make a payment early the following 
morning. Wingate lives alone. His ad­
dress is”—he took out a memorandum 
book and briefly consulted it—“Nine 
hundred and eight Seventy-sixth 
Street.”

“Fine!” Gift grinned. “I need that 
coin.”

“Also, he hasn’t a safe in the house. 
I suspect this will be simply a matter 
of—”

“Leave it to me,” Gift cut in airily, 
“and drop in later in the week for your 
cut.”

“One thousand,” Parkman said 
softly.

“Sure. Why not ?”
Gift cased the job. He was always 

thorough about his work. He took it 
as seriously as he took himself, how­
ever simple the particular instance 
might be. Crime in any sense was an 
art, he believed, and operated strictly 
on principle, always.

THE night was foggy, lonely, and 
it was late. Gift Martin slipped 
from the street and into the shadows. 

Pressed close to the house, he drew his 
gun, adjusted the mask over his face. 
The window was open a crack and 
Gift chuckled softly. Wingate was 
not only a benefactor, but a fool.

It was dark and still inside as he slid 
through the window. He stood mo­
tionless, “feeling” the room. He 
chanced the flash, registered in the in­
stant it burned the position of chairs 
and archway and stairway beyond, 
turned out the light and moved on.

Wingate’s money would doubtless 
be in the man’s upstairs room, neces­
sitating a search, but a blow on the 
head would take care of that. Cautious 
as a cat, he came to the stairway.

He had climbed six creakless steps 
when there was a sound above. It was 
like the crack of a bone, a body stoop­
ing, crouching, and Gift’s eyes suddenly 
saw the blot of that body. Before he 
could so much as move, a voice over­
head snarled:

“Freeze!”
Gift froze. A pencil of light picked 

him up as simultaneously he pressed 
the button on his own flashlight. He 
saw the black suit, the mask, the gun, 
identical to his own, and he gasped.

“Danny!”
Both lights snapped off, and Danny 

Doran cursed.
They came back down the stairs to­

gether. They crossed the room again 
and went out the window.

“Sure, I got the stuff,” Doran mum­
bled as they reached the ground, “I 
had to hunt an hour to find it. If you’d 
come ten minutes later, I’d been gone.”

They stole off in the darkness. 
Finally they caught a cab and got out 
at Gift’s hotel. Gift had a drink, and 
standing feet apart, surveyed his pal.

“How the hell were you there, too?”
Doran laughed shortly, looked at his 

hands.
“Parkman.”
“The crazy monkey!”
Doran wet his lips. “He came to me, 

and this job was a cinch, so I took it 
alone.”



“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.”

HE 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 



to crawl completely out! Parkman 
knew as long as Gift Martin was alive 
that there could be no real security, 
and plainly on this job Gift was sup­
posed to go the way of Danny Doran. 
It couldn’t be otherwise. Why, he— 
he’d bet a grand on it!

CAUTIOUSLY Gift looked things 
■ over, discovered the elevator em­
ployed a watchman, an old fellow easy 

to handle. Swell chance that twenty- 
five Gs were laying loose here!

So he told Parkman he’d make the 
haul around three A. M. and thought 
privately that by three o’clock he would 
have been back in town for two or more 
hours. And then he called Parkman 
by phone that evening and told him to 
come over at once. It was urgent.

Parkman came, angry and a little 
alarmed.

“Haven’t I told you not to phone 
me?” he began. “It’s damned dan­
gerous.”

Gift’s lips twitched and his eyes be­
gan to glitter.

“You’re going with me, Parkman,” 
he said softly.

“I’m what?”
“Too damn good to pull a heist?” 

Gift snarled. “You’re going with me!” 
His hand slid to his pocket and reap­
peared holding a gun.

“You think I’m kidding you about 
this place—is that it?” Parkman asked 
slowly.

“That’s it, since you mention it.”
“All right. I guess I’ll have to go.*’ 

along. But after this we’re done,, Mar­
tin.”

Gift didn’t answer, and they went 
down to the street and to Gift’s coupe. 
Gift motioned Parkman to drive. They 
rolled along awhile in silence.

“I don’t know how you operate,” 
Parkman said finally, “but I thought 
you used an acetylene tank or some 
such contrivance. Or is it nitro ? Any­
way, where is your equipment?”

“Never mind,” Gift snapped. “I’m 
running this show.”

They reached the grain elevator 
around eleven. Gift ordered Parkman 
to turn out the lights.

“Get out,” he said flatly.
“Gift—I’ll be no good in there. “I’ll 

watch for you. I’ll—”
“Get out! Now walk back around 

the car.”
Parkman walked stiffly, a shivering 

shadow. Gift shoved him against the 
rear tire.

“Gimme your wrist.”
This time Parkman gasped. Gift 

handcuffed the wrist to the spare wheel.
“Now sit tight till I come back,” he 

taunted.
The wind moaned out here, and the 

building stood like a giant specter in' 
the blackness. Gift drew on gloves and 
went to work on a dirt-covered win­
dow. It took but a moment to jimmy 
it open. He crawled inside, moving 
softly toward the office.

The watchman dozed over a paper. 
He never knew what hit him. Gift tied 
and gagged the crumpled figure, add­
ing a bandage across the eyes. He 
worked swiftly, and minutes only had 
passed before he returned to the car.

SHACKLES removed, he jammed 
the gun in Parkman’s back, or­

dered him to move ahead toward the 
building. Parkman still was trembling.

“Gift, you’ve lost your mind!” he 
chattered when they reached the win­
dow.

“Climb,” Gift ordered.
Parkman fell through the opening, 

got up panting.
“There’s the safe,” he whispered.
Gift didn’t look. “So you didn’t steer 

Danny out?”
“Danny?” Parkman’s quivering lips 

fell open, eyes suddenly widened with 
stark fear.

“Yeah, Danny. You sent him out. 
And now you planned on sending me 
the same way.”

“You’re crazy!” Parkman chattered. 
“I didn’t know anything about Dan­
ny!”



He pleaded with Gift to believe him. 
He had always liked Danny. He 
wouldn’t have wanted his death or 
anybody’s death. His face was a dirty 
white, and he was talking wildly, hys­
terically, frantically.

“Open the safe, Gift! You’ll see I’m 
not tricking you.”

“Yeah,” Gift snarled. “You know 
damn well I ain’t prepared. You want 
me to fool around with it till the dicks 
blow in.”

“Dicks?” Parkman quavered.
“Sure,” Gift jeered. “Think I didn’t 

know you was framing me tonight? 
I’ll bet there ain’t two centuries in that 
pete, and talking won’t stall me, Park- 
man. I’m killing you for Danny. And 
I’m killing you because you were go­
ing to doublecross me. You thought 
you wouldn’t be safe with me alive. 
You was afraid somebody would find 
out you’re a crook. Well, they’re 
gonna find out. And how! They’re 
gonna find your body right in front of 
the safe! Your car is outside my place 
now—but tomorrow morning it’ll be 
here!”

“Gift,” Parkman whispered, “use 
your head! You can’t get away with 
this. You’ll burn! I never tricked 
you. It was Danny that time at Win­
gate’s. I could see that if you couldn’t. 
He was the rat. And he got himself 
killed by being a rat.”

“Start praying,” Gift grated.
“Think of my family, my reputa­

tion!” Parkman sobbed. “You can’t 
kill me like this. Anywhere but here! 
So they won’t know I’ve been crooked. 
Gift!”

There were two soft reports.
“That’s that,” Gift said, and went 

back to his car.
It was the first time he had killed, 

the first time he had had to kill, and he 
felt a little sick. But he felt peculiarly 
strong, too. A man of might and 
vengeance.

He crawled back of the wheel and 
drove away quickly—not afraid, for he 
had thought this thing out carefully be­

forehand and he knew he was safe. But 
he was anxious. He’d killed a rat and he 
didn’t like to think of it.

He wanted a drink, a lot of drinks, 
suddenly. But the gun had to be dis­
posed of first, and Parkman’s machine 
must be planted.

After he had taken care of these 
things, he parked his car finally and 
swayed into the cafe he usually fre­
quented. There he sat, lost in the 
smoke of his own cigarettes, tasting the 
strength of liquor. The first shot 
warmed him. The second, third, fourth, 
were fiery joy.

He’d done it. By hell, he’d done it! 
And everything was safe. . . .

THEY had extras on the streets 
with dawn. Parkman had been well 
known. Gift still sat in his corner, mel­

low now, and full of contempt. The 
watchman, doubtless, had worked him­
self free and called the cops. What of 
it?

But he bought a paper, and at first 
he chuckled at the headline.

MURDERED MAN GILBERT 
PARKMAN

Swell! But then he read on further, 
catching his breath.

Parkman, bank cashier, was found before 
the safe. His car stood near the elevator, 
and the theory advanced is that Parkman 
happened upon a robbery and died in his 
attempt to forestall it.

The safe, untouched, contained more than 
twenty-five thousand dollars.

Gift’s face went white with rage. 
Still staring at the paper, his eyes 
bulged.

“What the hell!” Gift muttered. 
“What the hell!”

He shook his head, dazed, and got up 
and stumbled to the door. The dawn 
w$s gray and cold, but it did not clear 
his startled thoughts. Somehow he 
reached his car. He’d opened the door 
before he saw the man behind him, and 
the other man in the seat inside, gun 
drawn.



“What the hell!” Gift gasped again.” 
Cops!”

“So we didn’t have to hunt you,” one 
of the officers jeered. “You came to 
us.”

“Gimme the ticket,” Gift snarled. “I 
been parked too long before.”

“Hear that, Clancy?” the same detec­
tive marveled. “This guy’s a optimist. 
Move around to the back, Martin—and 
watch your hands! That’s it, the back 
of the car. Now look at the dust, and 
read what’s written in it!”

Gift read, his heart suddenly racing. 
In the light of day the words struck at 
him like little hammers.

Police! Gift Martin murdered me.
G. Parkman

“The beat cop saw it,” Clancy 
snapped. “And when the word came 
through Parkman was dead, we had the 
answer all ready made.”

“But it—it’s a frame!” Gift screamed.
In his mind he saw now Parkman 

handcuffed to the spare wheel. Now, 
before him, he saw doom—his own 
doom—inscribed in that dust. He 
heard his voice, still screaming:

“I tell you anybody could have writ­
ten this!”

“We thought of that, too,” Clancy 
grinned. “So we worked fast and got 
a photo of this dust writing, and com­
pared it with enlargements of checks 
Parkman had signed. A dead man 
wrote your check, Gift. It’s his exact 
signature!”
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Tony Just Runs a Hamburger Stand and Tries to Keep Out of 
Trouble-But Crimes Will Happen!

foe tied Tony’s hands to the foot of the bed

INNOCENT
BYSTANDER
By DEAN CARLTON

THE lights blinked on and off, on 
and off, illuminating the huge 
caricature of “Wimpy” greedily 
devouring a sandwich, and the big sign 

that read:
WIMPY’S HAMBURGER SHOP 

Tony Maratta, Prop.

Tony met the man at the door. He 
didn’t want to let him in. It was past 
closing time and was raining harder 
every minute. Tony wanted to get 
home to Maria and little Tony, and had 
been waiting for the rain to let up a 
little. Besides he didn’t like lone cus­



tomers so late at night out in this lonely 
spot. Too many holdups. And this 
man in particular didn’t look good to 
him.

“Too late,” Tony said. “Justa closed 
op!”

The hard-looking, broad-shouldered 
man brushed him aside and barged in, 
looking almost like a giant beside 
Tony.

“Gimme a coupla hamburgers,” he 
ordered. “Plenty onions. Shake it up 
now. I’m in a hurry.”

What could you do with a man like 
that? You couldn’t stop him. He was 
giving orders and he expected them to 
be carried out.

He sloshed across the room, pulled 
off his raincoat, hung it up beside 
Tony’s and sat down at a table facing 
the entrance. Tony saw the significant 
bulge under the left side of the man’s 
coat and didn’t argue. This man looked 
like trouble.

“Sure! Sure!” he said. “Me, I 
feexa queek.”

He turned up the gas and flattened 
hamburgers on the griddle, kicking 
himself for not closing before this man 
came. He had served gunmen before 
and there was always trouble. The 
least you could expect was a stickup 
after he got all he wanted to eat. 
Maybe he’d kill a guy when he found 
less than four dollars in the drawer.

Tony was scared but knew he must 
not show it. Better try to be pleasant 
and make the best of it.

“Badda night,” he ventured. “Too 
mucha da rain.” He smiled, showing 
white teeth behind his carefully twisted 
mustache.

The customer scowled. “Can the 
chatter and get that stuff ready.”

That ended Tony’s attempt at so­
ciability, and he went on with his work. 
As he served the lunch a few minutes 
later, he said:

“Hokay. Gooda hamburg. Justa 
right.”

“It better be. Gimme a bottle o’ 
beer. Good and cold, see?”

“Oh, sure! Sure!” Tony quickly 

served the beer then retreated behind 
the counter. This was a good man to 
let alone.

TO appear disinterested, he took up 
the evening paper, glanced at the 
headlines. His eyes popped as he read:

BIG JEWEL ROBBERY!
A gunman in the shop and a big rob­

bery in the headlines made him so 
jumpy the paper rattled in his hands. 
He spread it out on the counter and 
read on.

Thirty thousand dollars in jewelry and 
unset gems . . .

Avidly he read the details. Just be­
fore closing time a store had been 
stuck up by three men who had es­
caped with the loot. One policeman 
had been killed. There was a descrip­
tion of the men, given by one of the 
clerks in the store.

Tony’s face paled as he read and 
surreptitiously checked with the man 
before him.

One was about six-feet-two, broad-shoul­
dered, with red hair, and ratlike eyes set 
close together, long hooked nose . . .

There could be no doubt about it! 
Tony slipped the paper out of sight 
under the counter and began polishing 
glasses. He must be careful not to let 
the customer know he had been recog­
nized.

The man at the table ate ravenously, 
glancing frequently at the front win­
dows. Involuntarily Tony looked to­
ward the entrance, but quickly averted 
his eyes. Two men were outside peer­
ing in at his customer.

If the man at the table saw them, he 
gave no indication of it. He finished 
his beer, shoved back his chair and 
reached for his raincoat. In doing so, 
he carelessly knocked Tony’s coat to 
the floor. But he picked it up again, 
fumbled a bit as he hung it up.

Then he put on his own coat and 
walked out without a word, leaving the 
unpaid check on the table. A moment 
later Tony heard a car start, but the 
sound quickly faded out and there was 
no other sound but the beating of the 
rain.

He shrugged.



“What da devil,” he grunted. He’d 
got off easy. Only a thirty-five cent 
check. No holdup, no trouble.

It took only a few minutes to put the 
place in order for the night. Tony put 
on his raincoat, reached into one of the 
pockets for his keys. But his hand 
came in contact with something else. 
He drew it out, looked at it in surprise. 
It was a claim check from the baggage 
room at the station—and it certainly 
was not his! The customer had fum­
bled with the coat. Maybe. . . .

Tony was alarmed. If this red­
headed gunman had put the check in 
Tony’s pocket it couldn’t have been an 
accident. It must be a trick to tie him 
up in some way with the robbery I His 
main thought now was to close up and 
get away before anything else hap­
pened. But he knew he must not take 
that baggage check with him.

After a moment’s thought Tony 
slipped the check through a crack in 
the counter. It would drop into his 
hiding place for big articles and nobody 
could find it. Then he snapped off the 
lights and stepped outside.

As he turned to lock the door a big 
car came tearing down the highway, 
screamed to a skidding stop in front 
of the door, splashing Tony with mud 
and water. A tall man leaped out and 
prodded Tony with a gun.

“Open up!” he barked. “We’re goin’ 
in.”

A second man, short and thick, fol­
lowed close behind. The motor was 
left running.

Tony went in, turned on the lights. 
These two were the men he had seen 
outside the window a few minutes 
earlier. “You wants da hamburg?” 
he asked hopefully.

“Keep still, if you know what’s good 
for you,” the tall one said. “Take his 
coat, Joe.”

PROMPTLY Tony’s coat was 
snatched off, searched thoroughly, 
tossed on the floor.

“Where is it, punk?” asked the man 
called Joe.

He had long arms like a gorilla’s and 
his hands kept opening and closing 
menacingly. A chill ran up Tony’s 
spine as he imagined how it would feel 
to have those big hairy hands gripping 
his throat.

“Me, I gotta notheeng,” he managed 
to say. “Maybe three-four dollar.”

“To hell with.that! Where’s the 
ticket?”

Just as he had feared. There was 
trouble connected with that ticket. He 
didn’t know what to say. He was 
afraid to tell where it was—afraid not 
to. He just stared, wide-eyed.

“Look ’im over, Joe.”
Tony’s pockets were turned out. Joe 

took what cash he found and pocketed 
it with a smirk. The other stuff he 
threw on the floor.

“ ’Taint on ’im,” Joe said.
“Take the place apart, but find the 

check. I’ll watch this lug.”
Joe went to the cash drawer, found 

it empty, banged it shut again. He 
pawed over the things on the shelf be­
hind the counter, emptied sugar bowls, 
cans of coffee, dug into every corner. 
The whole shop was ransacked thor­
oughly until it looked like a rummage 
sale. But there was no trace of the 
baggage check.

“The damn ticket ain’t here,” Joe 
said. “Maybe the redhead lied about 
it. Let’s give this punk the business 
anyway.”

“Oh, no, not till he talks. Red had 
the check when he came in here and he 
didn’t have it when we got 'im. This 
louse hid it somewhere. We can’t stick 
around here all night. Put ’im in the 
car and we’ll beat it out of ’im later. 
Hurry up, now.”

In the back of the car Tony was 
forced to lie face down on the floor. 
Joe’s big feet rested on his back as the 
car made a U-turn and sped away.

The car did not keep to the highway 
long. Tony knew they had turned off 
on a dirt road as the going became 
rough. He lost all sense of direction 
as the big car bumped along, uphill and 
down and around corners. Finally 



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 I” 
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.

TONY 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. Me, 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 



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!”

THE 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



and smiled. “Feeling better now?’’ he 
asked.

“Oh, sure! Me, I feela fine!” Tony 
tried to smile, but bandaged as he was, 
he made a poor job of it.

The policeman come toward the bed. 
“Lemme talk to him now, Doc. I got 
to ask him some questions.” The doc­
tor nodded and went out.

“Now, Tony,” the officer said, “tell 
me what this is all about. How’d you 
get mixed up with this bunch o’ goril­
las?”

“Me, I no meexa op. Da go for getta 
my wife! My bambino! Me, I fight. 
I calla da poliss! Now you come for 
arresta me!”

THE bluecoat smiled. “No, Tony, 
you’re not under arrest. Nothing 
like that. You’ve done a fine job. We 

traced the call you sent in and went 
out to that old dump. Hell, it looked 
there’d been a war! One guy was lay- 
in’ out in the rain, half dead. You were 
in the hall all covered with blood and 
out like a light. Upstairs there was a 
big red-headed mug, deader’n hell. 
And out behind the house was another 
stiff with his neck broke!”

“Oh, sure, I know? Me, I jump on 
hees neck. She breaka off!”

The officer laughed. “I’ll say ‘she 
breaka off.’ But how did you get into 
the mess in the first place?”

Tony told the story just as it hap­
pened except for one thing. He did 

not mention finding and hiding the 
check. That would surely be used to 
connect him with the robbery. No, 
he’d better keep that to himself.

“Now this baggage check,” the po­
liceman said, when Tony had finished. 
“It must be somewhere in your ham­
burger stand. And it’s important. 
Two of the lugs are dead and the other 
one’s locked up.”

“Da beega tall one?”
“Yeah, the one you left out in the 

rain. Now, Tony, these three pulled 
a big jewel robbery, see? The redhead 
had the stuff in a bag and checked it 
at the station. Then he tried to run 
out on the other two. They got him 
after he left your place. But before 
they bumped him, he said he put that 
baggage check in your raincoat pocket. 
We got to find it!”

“You finda da check, you arresta me. 
Yes?”

“No, Tony, of course not. But the 
jewels were in that bag and we can’t 
get them till, we find the check. Why, 
man, the insurance company offers five 
grand for the return of the jewels. 
Understand? Now you find the check 
and you get the five grand!”

“Fiva grand?” Tony’s eyes sparkled 
and what passed for a grin spread over 
his bandaged face. “Me, Tony, I getta 
da fiva grand?”

“Yeah, if you find the check.”
“Sure!” said Tony. “Sure! Me, I 

finda da check—I gotta da check!”
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HOW I BECAME
A THRILLING TRUE STORY
ON the Fox River, about thirty­

eight miles northwest of Chi­
cago, is located the beautiful 

village of Dundee. About 1880, it had 
a population of around three thousand 
inhabitants.

The town was originally settled by 
a few sturdy Scotch people, as its 
name would indicate.

outright a wheelbarrow-load of hoop­
poles or staves, and was consequently 
compelled to cut my own hoop-poles 
and split my own staves for my bar­
rels. In pursuing these tasks I had 
found a little island in the'Fox River, 
a few miles above Dundee, where 
poles were plentiful and of the best 
quality. One day while cutting poles

'‘Do you know where Crane lives?”

When I moved there in 1847, I 
opened up a shop and became the only 
and original cooper of Dundee. There 
I lived and labored, and by industry 
and saving built up a comfortable 
business. I eventually employed eight 
men.

I was at first too poor to purchase 

on the island, I stumbled upon smol­
dering embers of a fire and other 
traces indicating that the little island 
had recently been a camping spot.

"Bogus Island"
There was no picnicking in those 

days—people had more serious mat-

The "Inside” Revelations of the Man Who



A DETECTIVE
By ALLAN PINKERTON
ters to attend to—and it occurred to 
me that no honest people had been oc­
cupying the place. As the country 
was then infested with horse thieves 
and coin counterfeiters, I informed 
the sheriff of my find.

Subsequently we traced a gang of 
outlaws and I led the officers who cap­
tured the entire gang, consisting of 

then keeping a small general store in 
Dundee, sent word that he wished to 
see me. I was busy at my work, bare­
headed, barefooted, and my only 
clothing was a pair of blue denim 
overalls and a coarse hickory shirt. 
Nevertheless, I went on down to 
Hunt’s store where I found the pro­
prietor and a Mr. I. C. Bosworth,

the money';"Have you

both men and women. We got their 
implements and a large amount of 
bogus coin. In honor of the event, the 
island has since been known as 
“Bogus Island.”

Because of this episode the rumor 
spread that I had detective skill.

One day a man named H. E. Hunt, 

another storekeeper of the village, 
wilting for me.

A Job of Detecting
“Come in here, Allan,” said Mr. 

Hunt, in a rather mysterious manner, 
leading the way to the rear of the 
store, as Bosworth and I followed.

Organized the United States Secret Service



“We want you to do a little job of de­
tecting.”

“Detecting?” I replied, laughing. 
“Why, my line is the cooper business. 
What do I know about the detective 
business?”

“We know you can do what we want 
done,” Mr. Bosworth said seriously. 
“You helped break up the ‘coney men’ 
and thieves on Bogus Island and we 
are sure you can help us now.”

“But what is it you wish done?”
Hunt said they were certain there 

was a counterfeiter in the village, al­
though they had no other evidence 
save that the party in question had 
been making inquiries as to the where­
abouts of “Old Man Crane.”

Old Man Crane lived at Liberty­
ville, in the adjoining county of Lake, 
about thirty-five miles distant. I knew 
his reputation as a hard character, and 
it was suspected that he was engaged 
in distributing for eastern counter­
feiters. But nobody had been able, 
so far, to prove it.

The First Western Bank
It must be explained that there was 

then little money in the West, which 
was sparsely settled. The producer 
could get but little for his crops and 
wares.

And very often the money was of 
questionable worth. To remedy this, 
a charter was granted to the Wiscon­
sin Marine and Fire Insurance Com­
pany, this charter including banking 
privileges. Milwaukee was its site, 
and the bills of this institution 
gained a wide circulation throughout 
the Northwest. This money was re­
liable.

George Smith, of Aberdeen, Scot­
land, was the head of this institution 
—and thus the founder of the first real 
bank in the West. He borrowed money 
for his project from several capitalists 
in Aberdeen. He was a kindly, witty, 
canny Scot, with a marked burr in his 
speech. I shall have more to say of 
him later.

Good Copies
Recent counterfeits of the ten- 

dollar bill of the Wisconsin Marine 
and Fire Insurance Company’s bank 
had made their appearance in our sec­
tion and were such good copies as to 
be almost indistinguishable from the 
real thing! Crane was suspected of 
having a hand in their distribution, 
and the fact that a stranger, well 
mounted, obviously an Easterner, and 
also well supplied with money, had 
suddenly shown himself in the village 
making inquiries for Old Man Crane, 
aroused deeper suspicion.

Protesting against leaving my work 
for a will-o’-the-wisp piece of busi­
ness, I said to Hunt:

“But what do I know about coun­
terfeiting?”

“As much as anybody hereabouts,” 
Hunt urged.

“Why,” I laughed, “I never saw a 
ten-dollar bill in my life!”

It was true!
Hunt guffawed heartily, but con­

tinued urging me to tackle the job.
“The man is down at Eaton Wal­

ker’s harness shop, getting something 
done about his saddle,” Hunt urged. 
“Go look him over, anyway, and see 
what you think of him.”

So I strolled leisurely down to the 
saddlery shop.

Eaton Walker was perched upon his 
bench, sewing away at a saddle when I 
entered the shop. He merely looked 
up from his waxed-end and nodded, 
but made no remark. My being in his 
place was a common occurrence.

There was the usual quota of town 
stragglers loafing about the shop, and 
looking with sleepy eyes and open 
mouths at what was going on about 
the place.

Mysterious Stranger
As I entered the shop I passed a 

splendid horse, hitched outside. I 
picked out the owner of the animal 
immediately, because of his Eastern 
clothes. He was a man nearly six feet 



in height, weighed fully two hundred 
pounds, about sixty-five years of age, 
and erect and commanding in appear­
ance. Looking as disinterested as pos­
sible during my casual scrutiny, I also 
saw that his hair was dark, though 
slightly tinged with gray, and that his 
features were prominent. He had the 
keenest, coldest small gray eyes I have 
ever seen, and wore a large plain gold 
ring on one of the fingers of his left 
hand.

Unexpected Caution
There was a good deal of senseless 

chatting going on among the loun­
gers, and lowering his voice so that 
the conversation covered it, the stran­
ger addressed me.

“Do you know where Old Man 
Crane lives?” he asked.

Keeping my voice in the same low ’ 
confidential tone I said:

“Cross the river to the east, take 
the main road up through the woods
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I made no remark to him or to any 
person about the place, and assumed 
the pose of another village loafer. But 
when the stranger’s saddle was fin­
ished, I stepped outside and made a 
pretense of being interested, as any 
country gawky might, in the prepara­
tions for the man’s departure. I 
patted the horse’s neck and withers 
as the stranger adjusted his saddle on 
the animal.

until you come to Jesse Miller’s farm­
house. He can tell you further, but if 
you don’t want to ask”—and I put 
considerable meaning into this—“hold 
the road to the northeast and inquire 
the direction to Libertyville. When 
you get there you will easily find the 
old man.”

He looked at me closely for a while. 
Then he said:

“Young man, I like your style. I’d 



like to talk to you.”
“All right,” I rejoined. “But not 

here. How about me meeting you 
across the river, in the ravine to the 
right of the road?”

A Promised Job
I could see that this cautiousness 

on my part appealed to the man. I 
knew it gave him the impression that 
I was a shady citizen, which was just 
what I aimed to do.

“I’m looking for a likely man for a 
good job,” he said cautiously. “Don’t 
fail to join me. It may be worth some­
thing to you!”

“Who are you, mister?” I asked.
He mounted before answering.
“You know John Smith, of Elgin?” 

he asked.
“I know all the Elgin John Smiths,” 

I replied. “Do you mean the gun­
smith?”

“Yes,” he answered tersely. “I’m 
his uncle.”

“Well,” I said, “that’s good enough 
for me. Old John is a square shooter. 
He’s done work for me on my guns. 
I’ll meet you across the river soon as I 
get my boots and horse.”

As the stranger rode across the 
bridge, I ran to Hunt’s place and re­
ported what had happened. They 
were elated.

“Just get something to prove he’s 
a counterfeiter,” they said.

“But what?” I replied. “And 
how?”

“Get some of his stock, then we’ll 
have him arrested,” Hunt said.

“But, by thunder, it takes money to 
buy money!” I said. “And I’ve got 
none!”

“You drop by the store and we’ll 
give you fifty dollars.” Hunt said.

A Full Pocket
All this was speedily done, and I 

soon found myself riding over the 
bridge.

It was a well traveled thoroughfare 
usually, as it was the road leading 
from all that section of the country 

into Chicago. But it was harvest 
time, and everybody was busy upon 
the farms that day, and almost a Sab­
bath silence hung over the entire lo­
cality.

I became a little fearful as I ap­
proached that rendezvous. There I 
was, hardly more than a plodding 
country cooper, having had little ex­
perience with the world save that 
given me by a life of toil in Scotland 
and my trip to this country. And 
here I was about to match my wits 
with those of a keen man of the world.

But it was too late to back down 
now. By being cautious and discreet, 
I would endeavor to obtain a suffi­
ciently close intimacy with him to 
learn his plans at least, and possibly 
ultimately get evidence of what we 
suspected.

As I rode into the ravine I was con­
scious of his keen, sharp eyes closely 
regarding me. I assumed an equal 
carelessness, but was intent on his 
every movement. I saw the handles of 
two finely mounted pistols protruding 
from his inner coat pockets, and I did 
not know what might happen.

I was wholly unarmed. But I was 
young, wiry, powerful, and though I 
had nothing for self-protection save 
my two big fists and my two stout 
arms, I was daring enough to tackle 
man or beast in self-defense at a 
moment’s warning.

Cross-Examination
“Well, stranger,” he said, as I 

reined in beside him, “I’m a man of 
business from the word ‘go.’ What’s 
your name and how long have you 
been about here?”

“My name’s Pinkerton. I’ve been 
here four years, coopering some and 
harvesting some; but coopering’s my 
trade. But times are fearfully hard. 
There’s no money in coopering.” I 
looked at him knowingly. “I would 
like to get into some business where 
there’s more cash. Nothing danger­
ous, mind you, but I ain’t particular 



otherwise . . . What you got to offer, 
stranger?” I added this last abruptly.

Yankeelike, he replied by asking 
where I had come from before locat­
ing in Illinois.

“From Scotland,” I replied. “Glas­
gow. I worked my way through Can­
ada. What little I’ve got has been 
through hard work since. But, my 
friend”—I smiled at him—“the talk is 
all on one side. I asked you some­
thing about yourself.”

“Well,” he said, still looking at me 
as though he would read me through 
and through, “my name is Craig — 
John Craig—and I live down in Ver­
mont near Fairfield; got a fine farm 
there. Smith, down here at Elgin, is 
a nephew of mine; and old Crane, over 
at Libertyville, and myself, have done 
a good deal of business together.”

The Stranger's Turn
I nodded, but said nothing.
“But you see,” resumed the coun­

terfeiter, “this part of the country is 
all new to me. I’ve been to Crane’s 
house before, but that was when I 
came up the lakes to Little Fort.” 
When I got through with my visit 
there I always went into Chicago on 
the ‘lake road.’ ”

“And of course you both stopped at 
the Sauganash,” I said meaningly.

This was a shot in the dark, but I 
had a hunch that it was the head­
quarters of the local bad money 
powers.

“Certainly we stopped there,” re­
plied Craig. “Do you know Foster?”

“I know that Foster’s a man that can 
be depended on,” I remarked, with 
considerable meaning upon the word 
“know.”

He Is Satisfied
The stranger seemed to relax and an 

easy smile came to his face.

* The city of Waukegan, in Lake County, 
Illinois, was called “Little Fort” by the 
early settlers.
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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. I 
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

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?”

“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 



and Harry know all about it. Old 
Man Smith is all right, but I’ll find 
my own customers.” I emphasized my 
words with a protesting shake of my 
head.

He looked impatient but said: 
“Where’ll we meet then?”

“Do you know where the unfinished 
Baptist Church and University are, 
down at Elgin?” I replied.

“I’ll find it,” he said, smiling.
Then we parted and I rode back to 

town.

Good Cover
As before stated, Craig said that he 

was located in Fairfield, Vermont. 
This location offered ready facility 
for getting into Canada, should dan­
ger at any time present itself. He 
owned a large and fine place, and was 
legitimately engaged in farming, was 
wealthy, and had been a counterfeiter 
for many years, keeping two first-class 
engravers constantly employed. I 
learned this later, along with other 
interesting things.

What chiefly interested me, how­
ever, was what he told me concerning 
his mode of operation.

He never carried any quantity of 
counterfeit money upon his person. 
The two bills which he had shown me 
was as many as he ever had about 
him. But he always carried upon his 
person about two thousand dollars in 
genuine money, chiefly in Eastern 
bank bills. In case he was arrested he 
could claim that somebody had passed 
off the two bills on him.

I asked him why he did not pad his 
saddle with the bills and carry them 
with him, in this manner, for con­
venience. I made this inquiry in an 
effort to draw from Craig his manner 
of supplying his agents.

Method of Distribution
“No, that wouldn’t do,” he replied. 

“To begin with, the horse would sweat 
the pad and discolor the bills. Then,
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(Continued from Page 105) 
somebody might get curious and rip 
open the saddle. No, I’veigot a better 
scheme than that. I’ve got a fellow 
named Yelverson, who follows me like 
a shadow, but you will never see him. 
He is never seen by any living person 
with whom I have business. I simply 
show my samples and make the trade. 
I receive the money agreed upon from 
the buyer, and tell him that he will 
find the specified sum in my money in 
a certain place at a designated time.

“He goes there, and never fails to 
find the bills. But Yelverson is not 
seen in the transaction. In the mean­
time, I have hidden my samples, as 
well as the money received by me, 
which might be marked, so that if 
there should be any treachery, noth­
ing could be proven against me. I 
have a good deal of Canada trade, and 
it is all done in this manner. Old 
John Craig is never caught napping, 
young man.”

The last remark was evidently made 
by the counterfeiter to give me to un­
derstand that though he had given me, 
or pretended to give me his confi­
dence, he was not a man to be trifled 
with.

Honor Among Thieves
I was satisfied that he had a good 

deal of the honor which is so fre­
quently referred to as existing be­
tween thieves. There is no doubt but 
that this man always kept his word. 
In that sense John Craig was honor­
able.

Hunt and Bosworth were gleeful 
over my success in working into the 
confidence of the counterfeiter, but 
both were rather apprehensive about 
the man, Yelverson. They were of the 
opinion that he was a myth. They also 
doubted that Craig would keep his 
rendezvous with me.

But I felt certain that Craig would 
be on hand at Elgin according to ap­
pointment and, securing the required 
one hundred and twenty-five dollars 

from Hunt, I set out for Elgin. The 
place was only about five miles from 
Dundee, and a few minutes before 
four I was within the deserted church 
structure.

I looked into every conceivable 
corner and cranny, but did not find 
Craig.

A Counterfeit Deal
Tired and worried about the whole 

matter, I finally returned to the base­
ment, and sat down on some loose tim­
bers to rest. A few minutes later 
Craig suddenly and quietly appeared 
on the stairs.

“Hello, Pinkerton, you’re ahead of 
time,” he said calmly.

“I told you I would be here,” I re­
plied.

“Well, did you bring the money 
with you?”

“Certainly, I did. Here it is.” I 
counted out one hundred and twenty- 
five dollars.

He looked it over carefully and de­
spite the fact I knew it wasn’t marked, 
I was nervous. But finally he appeared 
satisfied.

“Now, Pinkerton, you go outside 
for a few minutes,” lie said. “Remain 
outside four or five minutes, and if 
you see no one by that time, come 
back.”

I went out as directed, feeling a bit 
nervous about giving him a fair oppor­
tunity to abscond with my friend’s 
money. So, instead of remaining out­
side the building for the time men­
tioned, I started off for a little 
distance and, quickly returning up 
through a small ravine, took a position 
near an open window, just in time to 
observe my Baptist friend from Ver­
mont placing something beneath a 
wide, flat building-stone in one corner 
of the basement.

This much seen, I got away from 
the place as speedily as I could, and at 
once sought a small eminence near 
the building, and made a great pre­
tense of keeping a close watch on the 



locality.
I stayed there until Craig gave a 

low whistle, and motioned me to join 
him, inside.

He looked at me in a quizzical sort 
of way and asked:

“Pinkerton, what would you think 
if I told you that Yelverson had been 
here during your absence outside, and 
left the five hundred in my bills?”

“I’d almost think you’d got Old 
Nick working along with you!” I 
answered.

“Perhaps I have, perhaps I have,” 
he returned quietly. “Look under 
that stone over yonder.”

I went to the place indicated and, 
lifting the stone which from the out­
side I had seen him busied with, I 
picked up a neatly made package.

“I think you will find what you 
bought inside it,” remarked Craig.

I opened the package and found 
that it contained fifty ten-dollar bills. 
They were the counterfeit but, as I 
have already stated, were most hand­
somely executed.

My thought now was to get Craig 
and the mysterious Yelverson to­
gether and nab them both. I saw that 
I had no possible opportunity to do 
this in Elgin. And even should I 
cause Craig’s arrest, his conviction 
on my unsupported evidence would 
prove difficult.

Bargaining
“Look here, Craig,” said I, feigning 

greedy eagerness, at sight of the bills. 
“Would you make a deal with me if I 
could make arrangements to buy you 
out altogether?”

“Well, now, that’s a good idea, Pin­
kerton,” returned the counterfeiter 
thoughtfully, but evidently pleased at 
the proposition. “Maybe,”

“How much have you got?” I asked.
“None,” he answered, with a sly 

look. “But Yelverson has about four 
thousand dollars, I believe.”

“All right,” I replied, “Craig or 
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Yelverson, it’s all the same so long as 
I get it. Now I’ve been thinking that 
I could take a trip out to Naperville, 
in Du Page County, and St. Charles, 
Geneva, Batavia, Aurora, and Oswego, 
in this country, and work off the 
greater part of what I’ve got, and 
while at Oswego, see Lawyer Boyd 
who, I am certain, will take a share 
with me.”

“How long will this take you?” in­
quired Craig.

“Not more than three or four days,” 
I said.

“Well, see what you can do,” he 
said. “I would like to sell my horse 
and my entire outfit too, and go back 
by the lakes, if I can. I’ll spend the 
night with Smith, go into Chicago to­
morrow, and wait there at the Sauga- 
nash for you four or five days. If you 
fail to show up I’ll know your deal 
fell through.”

The Next Move
With this we parted, Craig going 

over the hills into the woods behind 
the town and I, with my five hun­
dred dollars in counterfeit bills on the 
Wisconsin Marine and Fire Insurance 
Company’s Bank, starting for home, 
where I arrived just as the sun was 
setting.

Hunt and Bosworth listened to my 
recital with the greatest interest. 
But they both were dubious that the 
counterfeiter would keep faith with 
me.

I confess that, being new to the 
business, I had something of a like 
fear. But with a view of allaying the 
anxiety of my friends, I promised that 
early the next morning I would have 
something figured out for a next 
move.

And so, tired, discouraged, and 
fully satisfied in my own mind that I 
was not born to become a detective, 
I went home, and sought my bed. I 
had a feeling that the little cooper 
shop, my good wife, and our plain, 

homely ways were, after all, the best 
things on earth.

But the next morning, after a hasty 
breakfast, I secured a horse, and was 
soon rapidly cantering off in the di­
rection of Elgin, where I arrived by 
the time the villagers of the little 
town were stirring. I proceeded di­
rectly to the house of John Smith, the 
gunsmith.

Before I had reached it my spirits 
were immeasurably raised when I ob­
served, sitting there upon the rough 
porch, shaded with roses and honey­
suckles, the veritable gentleman from 
Vermont—John Craig, counterfeiter. 
He was smoking his pipe and enjoying 
the morning as composedly as any 
man well could and, as I approached, 
looked up with a pleasant smile of 
greeting.

A Rendezvous
He met me at the gate.
“Hello, Pinkerton,” he said quietly. 

“What’s up?”
“I’m on my way down the river,” 

I told him. “I’ll see Boyd tomorrow, 
get back as quick as I can, and meet 
you as agreed at the Sauganash, in 
Chicago. Just thought I’d call on my 
way, and show you I was at work car­
rying out my part of the agreement.”

“Glad you stopped,” he said heart­
ily. “Make as good time as possible, 
for I want to get through here and 
get back East.”

And so, with a cheery good-by, we 
again parted.

I rode away ostensibly for St. 
Charles but, after getting some little 
distance from Elgin, took a detour 
and, riding through the little post 
town of Udina, reached Dundee be­
fore noon.

The information secured through 
this little ruse satisfied both myself 
and my Dundee friends that depend­
ence could be placed upon meeting 
Craig in Chicago. This was what I 
most desired.

Three intervening days were passed 



in frequent consultations with Hunt 
and Bosworth.

On the fourth morning I set out at 
a brisk pace over the winding high­
way, for Chicago.

I arrived in that thriving little city 
during the early forenoon, and my 
first move was to procure warrants for 
the arrest of both Craig and Yelver- 
son. I easily secured the services 
of two officers, one of whom I directed 
to follow and watch the movements of 
Craig, which would undoubtedly, if 
there was any such person at Yelver- 
son, bring the two men together.

My idea then was to wait until they 
had separated and were so situated 
that immediate communication would 
be impossible, and thus capture Yel- 
verson; while, after this had been ef­
fected, myself and the second officer 
would attend to Craig.

After all these arrangements were 
perfected, I went to the Sauganash 
Hotel. One of the officers I stationed 
outside the hotel to follow Craig 
wherever he might go. The other 
officer was located inside the hotel, 
to assist me with Craig’s arrest when­
ever the proper time arrived.

I wanted to bring things about so 
that I could capture the men with the 
counterfeit money upon them, or in 
the act of passing it to me, if possible.

A Lawyer Must Be Shown
I had been seated in the office of the 

hotel but a few minutes when Craig 
entered, smoking a cigar. He saw me 
instantly, but several minutes elapsed 
before he saw fit to approach me, and 
I observed by his manner that he did 
not wish me to recognize him. He 
sauntered about the lobby and finally, 
with a newspaper in his hand, dropped 
into a seat beside me.

Some minutes elapsed before he rec­
ognized my presence, and then he 
spoke, with the paper held in front of 
him as if he were deeply absorbed in 
its contents.
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10 DAYS' TRIAL
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Stamp Collectors!

GOYA NUDES
The most controversial stamp designs ever printed. Shocking 
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CASH?
Your household. mechanical, industrial, 
etc., inventive ideas may be worth money 
to you if placed in the proper hands. WB 
WILL DEVELOP AND FINANCE THE 
PATENTING AND PROMOTION if your 
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“Have you got the money?” he 

asked.
“Yes,” I replied, quite laconi­

cally.
“Well, I’ve an even four thousand 

now. Pay me one thousand dollars, 
and in the course of an hour I will see 
that you have the package.”

“Craig,” I said, “Lawyer Boyd, from 
Oswego, is here with me, and you 
know these lawyers are sticklers for 
form. He don’t want to pay me for 
the money until we see the bills. 
And I won’t have the full thousand 
for you until he pays me.”

“Didn’t you show him some of the 
other?” Craig replied, evidently net­
tled. “It’s the same money.”

“If it was wholly my own affair, 
Craig, I would trust you with ten 
times this sum,” I replied, reassur­
ingly. “But I’ve placed myself in this 
damned lawyer’s power in order to 
keep my word with you, and he insists 
on having the deal transacted his 
way.”

"Well, I’ll think the matter over, 
and see you here in half hour or so,” 
Craig said impatiently.

In a Quandary
I afterward learned from the officer 

stationed to follow Craig that he 
seemed doubtful about what he should 
do. He started out rapidly in the di­
rection of the lake after leaving me, 
suddenly halted, returned, started 
again, halted again, and then walked 
aimlessly in various directions. Oc­
casionally he would give a quick look 
back over his shoulder as if to deter­
mine whether he was being followed.

At last he returned to the hotel with 
the air of a man determined upon 
something, and entered the hotel. 
Once again he ignored me. Finally 
I moved over beside him.

“Well, Craig,” I said, “are you go­
ing to let me have the money?”

He looked at me a moment with a 
puzzled air of surprise, the assurance



of which I have never since seen 
equaled.

“What money?” he asked blandly.
I looked at him in blank amazement.
“Why, the money you promised 

me,” I said.
With a stolidity that would have 

made a Grant or a Wellington, he re­
joined :

“I haven’t the honor of your ac­
quaintance, sir, and therefore cannot 
imagine to what you allude.”

The First Prisoner
If the Sauganash Hotel had fallen 

upon me, I could not have been more 
surprised or, for the moment, more 
overwhelmed. I saw that my fine plan 
had fallen like a house of straw. 
Yelverson had not been located; prob­
ably no counterfeit money could be 
found upon Craig; and there was only 
my own almost unsupported evidence 
as to the entire transaction. But I 
also saw that there was only one thing 
to do, and that was to make Craig my 
prisoner.

“All right, John Craig,” I said. 
“You have played your game well, but 
I have played mine better. I shall 
have to take you into custody on the 
charge of counterfeiting.”

I gave the signal to the officer, and 
Craig was at once arrested. But he 
fairly turned the tables upon me then 
by his dignity and gentlemanly bear­
ing. Quite a crowd gathered, and con­
siderable sympathy was expressed for 
the stately, gray-haired man who was 
being borne into captivity by the 
green-looking countryman cooper 
from Dundee.

Jail Break
Not a dollar in counterfeit money 

was found upon Craig, as I had feared. 
However, he was taken to Geneva, in 
Kane County, lodged in jail, and, 
after the preliminary examination, 
admitted to heavy bail. While await­
ing the arrival of friends to furnish
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GUARANTEED TIRES!
CDOOYEAR-COODRICH 
FIRESTONE • U.S. and 
Other Standard Makes

the U.S.A, vouch for 
the Long; Hard Serv­
ice of our Standard 
Brand tirea recondi­
tioned with high grade 

k materials and fates t

29

^methods by pur tire 
■ experts. 0nr21 

years experience . 
makes It possible to 

jr offer tires at lowest prices, with legal 
^.agreement to replace at price any 
tire that fails to give 12 Mos. Service. 

EVERY TIRE GUARANTEED!
1LLOO N TIRES REGULAR CORD TIRES

30x6.00-20 
6.25-17

2&x5.26-18 
29x5.25-19 
30x5.25-20

28x5.50-18 
"W? 

30x6.00-18 
31x6.00-19 
32x6.00-20 
K6.00-21

6.90-20 
6.00-10

2.1
2.1
2.1
2.1
i-
i:

1.36 _ 
L86 30^5 
1.36 33x5 
146 34x5
1.4C 12x0 
1.4C 36x0

mil Hr- 
|:!i lifp s:?s

2x4H 3.35 1.45*35x5 3.95 1.75
HEAVY DUTY TRUCK TIRES

SEND ONLY

$10.95 
30.95 
£1.45 
13.25

$4.65 
4.65 
4.95 
4.053 45 t io TRUCK BALLOON TIRES

hl **WI! 11:0 L8
3^75 MsjsiZES IM I

L45

UtALfcR^ WANTED

Deduct S per cent if cash fa sent in full with order. To 
fill order promptly we may substitute brands if neces­
sary. ALL TUBES BRAND NEW - GUARANTEED—I

PERRY-FIELD TIRE a RUBBER CO.

SONG POEMS WANTED
TO BE BET TO MUSIC 

Free Examination. Send Your Poems to 
J. CHAS. McNEIL, BACHELOR OF MUSIC 

4153-TF South Van Ne.a Irf>g Angeles, Calif.

•BELIEVE IN LUCK7-S
Carry a pair of GENUINE BRAHMA 
RED LIVE HIGHLY MAGNETIC 
LODESTONES! Legend reputes, Oc­
cult Oriental ancients superstitiously 
carried two Liv© Lodestones as MOST 
POWERFUL MAGNETIC “LUCKY” 
CHARMS, one to “attract” Good Luck 
in Money, Games, Love, Business, Work, 

etc., the other to “prevent” Bad Luck, Losses, Evil, Trouble. 
Harm, etc. Believe in Luck) Carry a Pair of these curioue 
Genuine Brahma Red Live Lodestones! We make no super­
natural claims. $1.97 Postpaid for the two, with all informa­
tion. $1.97 and 15c extra if C.O.D, Satisfaction GUARAN­
TEED or Money Returned. Order yours NOW!

ASTROL CO., Dept. 1879, Main P. O. 
Box 72, BROOKLYN, N. Y.

NOTICE! Beware of imitations! We absolutely GUARAN­
TEE these Genuine Brahma Lodestones are ALIVE! We 
believe they are just what you want, the BEAL THING- 
POWERFUL DRAWING, EXTRA HIGHLY MAGNETIC! 
Tully Guaranteed—Order TODAY! Copyright 1937—A. Co.DICE. CARDS.

Specialties for Magicians use. Inks, 
Shiners, Check-Cop, Daubs. Catalog 
ten cents, stamps or coin.
HILL BROS., Box T, Salida, Colo.

Rheumatism^
To relieve the torturing pain, of Neuritis, Rheumatism, 
Neuralgia, Lumbago in few minutes, get NUR1T0, the 
Doctor’s formula. No opiates, no narcotics. Does the work 
quickly—must relieve worst pain to your satisfaction in 
few minutes—or money back at Druggist’s. Don’t suffeo 
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the required bonds, he was remanded.

It was soon noticed that Craig and 
the sheriff, whose apartments were in 
the jail building, seemed to become 
rather intimate. The counterfeiter 
was shown every courtesy and favor 
possible under the circumstances. 
Then one morning the sheriff an­
nounced that John Craig had broken 
jail and escaped.

This was the outcome of the matter 
and though the criminal escaped pun­
ishment, the affair did help the Wis­
consin Fire and Marine Insurance 
Company in particular, and the entire 
West in general. For it frightened 
other counterfeiters entirely from our 
midst, for several years.

This was considered an important 
accomplishment, and it started me on 
my actual career as a detective. The 
entire affair was most instructive.

"Old Na"
I cannot resist relating, in connec­

tion with the termination of the case, 
another incident characteristic of 
George Smith, the banker.

With all his business success, like 
Dickens’ “Barkis,” he became “mean,” 
and finally obtained the sobriquet, 
among his friends and acquaintances, 
of old “Na!” on account of the abrupt­
ness and even ugliness with which he 
would snap out his Scotch “na!” in re­
fusal to applicants for banking or 
other favors.

As soon as I had got Craig safely in 
jail, Hunt and Bosworth, who had ex­
pended nearly one hundred and fifty 
dollars to bring the counterfeiter to 
justice, asked me to go to Chicago, 
and see George Smith. I was to get 
from him the money they had ex­
pended, and a few dollars for my own 
services in running down the man who 
had copied Smith’s money and flooded 
the West with it.

So I took my trip. After a vexa­
tious delay I was admitted to the pres­
ence of the mighty banker, and tersely 



stated my errand.
He heard me through, then re­

marked savagely:
“Have ye nae mair to say?”
“Nothing,” I replied civilly.
“Then this is my answer: Ye was 

not authorized tae do the wark, and ye 
have nae right t’ a cent. I’ll pay this 
time, but mind ye, noo”—and he shook 
his finger at me angrily—“if ye ever 
do wark for me agin that ye have nae 
authorization for, ye’ll get ne’er a 
penny, ne’er a penny!”

Birth of a Sleuth
The country being new, and sensa­

tions scarce, the affair was quickly on 
every tongue. I soon found myself 
called upon, from every quarter, to un­
dertake matters requiring detective 
skill, until I was actually forced to re­
linquish the honorable, though not 
over-profitable, occupation of a 
cooper, for that of a professional de­
tective.

The result was a career with which 
the public is by now fully acquainted. 
All of which I owe to the affair of 
Old John Craig, my first detective 
case.
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Be a Radio Expert 
Learn at Home-Make Good Money 
Many men I trataed now make $30, $50, $75 a week in Bad io. 
Many started making $5, $10. $15 a week extra in spare time rood 
after enrolling. Illustrated 64-page book points out Radio’s many 
opportunities, also how I train you at home to be a Radio Expert 
through my practical 50-50 method. Television training is included. 
Money Back Agreement given. Mail coupon today. Get book FREE.

J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 8M09A. J
I National Radio Institute, Washington, D. C. I
| Send me. without obligation, your 64-pzge book "Rich Rewards 1 
* in Radio" FREE. (Please write plainly.) 8

I "•............... I
[ NAME.............................     |

1 ADDRESS................................................................................................. I

j CITY................................................................... STATE...................... I

Back Pain and
Kidney Strain

Wrong foods and drinks, worry, overwork and colds often put 
a strain on the Kidneys and functional kidney disorders may be 
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Passages, Leg Pains, Nervousness, Dizziness, Swollen Ankles, Rheu­
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Earn up to $28 In a week and your own dresses Free. No can­
vassing. no investment. Write fully giving age. dress size.
FASHION FROCKS. Dept. CL-1039 CINCINNATI, OHIO

CAMP DACMO »ED^0N^! oUNu rutffld
your poem today for immediate consideration.

RICHARD BROS., 74 Woods Bldg., CHICAGO, ILLINOIS

GARLIC-PARSLEY M Aid in 
HIGH BLOOD PRESSURE 
Medical reports say that Garlic-Parsley concentrate haa a 
double action in reducing high blood pressure. First, It tends 
to relax tightened arteries. Second, it checks or inhibits de­
composition of waste matter in the bowels, a contributory 
cause of high blood pressure. To get qpncentrated garlic and 
Parsley in odorless, tasteless form, ask your druggist for AL­

IMIN Essence of Garlic-Parsley Tablets. Large box 50c; super­
size money-saving package, $1.00. ALLIMIN used repeatedly at 
regular interval a aids in reducing blood pressure and relieving head­
ache and dizziness caused by excessively high readings. To learn 
what raises your blood pressure and for medical treatment consult 
your doctor. For free sample and booklet of valuable information 
on high blood pressure, write . . .
VAN PATTEN CO., 54 W. Illinois, Dept. 4B, Chicago



WHAT IS M/R BATTING AVERAGE?
In baseball, either you hit the ball or you 
don’t—the record speaks for itself! The 
same is true on any job—the record speaks 
for itself! And the way you “hit the ball” 
on your job, and the way your boss judges 
your worth, is—most likely—training!

Many of the “home-run kings” in Amer­
ican business and industry got their start 
by spare-time study of I.C.S. Courses. You 
have the right to follow In their footstepsl

If you have the slightest doubt about the 
soundness and worth of I.C.S. training, 
consider that nearly 3000 leading industrial 
organizations have agreements with the 
I.C.S. for employee training! Yes, your 
“batting average” goes up in your boss’s 
mind when he learns you are enrolled with 
the I.C.S.—when he knows that training 
will soon make you ready for advancement) 
He appreciates trained men, all right!

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

BOX 3967-N, SCRANTON, PENNA.
Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your booklet, “Who Wins and 
Why,” and full particulars about the subject before which I have marked X:

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES
□ Architect
□ Architectural Draftsman
□ Building Estimating
□ Contractor and Builder
□ Structural Draftsman
□ Structural Engineer
□ Management of Invention*
□ Electrical Engineer
□ Electric Lighting
□ Welding. Electric and Gas
□ Reading Shop Blueprints
□ Heat Treatment of Metal#

□ Business Management
□ Industrial Management
□ Traffic Management
O Accountancy
□ Cost Accountant
□ C. P. Accountant 

□ Home Dressmaking
□ Professional Dressmaking and

O Sheet Metal Worker
□ Boilermaker
□ Telegraph Engineer
□ Telephone Work □ Radio
□ Mechanical Engineering
□ Mechanical Draftsman
□ Machinist □ Toolmaker
C Patternmaker
□ Diesel Engines
C Aviation Engines
O Auto Technician
□ Auto Electrical Technician

BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES
□ Bookkeeping □ Service Station Salesmanship
□ Secretarial Work □ First Year College Subjects
C Spanish O Business Correspondence
□ French O Stenography and Typing
□ Salesmanship □ Civil Service □ Mall Carrier
□ Advertising □ Railway Mail Clerk

DOMESTIC SCIENCE COURSES
□ Advanced Dressmaking □ Foods and Cookery
Designing □ Tea Room and Cafeteria Management, Catering

□ Commercial Refrigeration
□ Plumbing □ Steam Fitting
□ Heating □ Ventilation
□ Air Conditioning and Cooling
□ Steam Engineer
□ Steam Electric Engineer
□ Marine Engineer
□ R. R. Locomotive®
□ R. R. Section Foreman
□ Air Brakes □ R. R. Signalmen
□ Highway Engineering
□ Civil Engineering

□ Surveying and Mapping
□ Bridge Engineer
C Bridge and Building Foreman
C Chemistry □ Pharmacy
□ Coal Mining
O Mine Foreman □ Fire Boeaea
□ Navigation
□ Cotton Manufacturing
□ Woolen Manufacturing
□ Agriculture
□ Fruit Growing
□ Poultry Farming

□ Grade School Subject*
□ High Schoo! Subject®
O College Preparatory
□ Illustrating
□ Cartooning
D Lettering Show Cards £B Signs

Name. Age. .Address.
City. .State........ ..................Present Position
If jiou reside in Canada, aend this rouptm to the frit er national Correspondence Schools Canadian. Limited, 

If you reside in England, send coupon to I. C. 8., 71 Kingsway, London, IF. C. 2, England
Montreal, Canada
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He's Seen Luckies Buy

the“Cream"of
J ■r.*"’1' >• f

19 Crops

WITNESSED STATEMENT SERIES:
Charles Belvin—independent buyer 
—has smoked Luckies for 10 years.

So CHARLES BELVIN Smokes Luckies, the 2 to 1 
Favorite of America’s Independent Tobacco Experts

F Cspmsht 1ZSJ, Th« Aaxnaaa Tobacco Ccap*ay

Tobaccoland has many independent experts— ords show that, among Mr. Belvin’s fellow ex­
auctioneers, buyers and warehousemen. These perts, Luckies have over twice as many exclusive
men do not work for any cigarette company. smokers as have all other cigarettes combined. 
Here’s what one of them—Charles Belvin—says: Luckies also give you throat protection. The

"At auction after auction for over 19 years, "Toasting" process takes out certain harsh irri-
I’ve seen Luckies buy the best grades of to- tants found in all tobacco. So Luckies are a light
bacco—the 'Cream of the Crop’!” Sworn rec- smoke—easy on your throat.

Sworn'ReccrdsShowThaf-WW MEN WHO KNOW TOBACCO BEST-IT’S LUCKIES 2 TO 1


