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ta be one a conn try-i e Chain luctag Vi-ta-Seald — tba one, standard Na-lonal Brand pfPo-to Chips, known iry where as tha t delicious of Po-
Chips and at th« same time, famous for itBhealthgivIngqualifcioa due to our unique method * extracting excess grease retaining the 9 vital 

a l s s o essential to stood 
health. 

I'm Talking 
to Men and Women who want to own 
a permanent business that can pay 

Big Daily Profits from the Start 
Without Overhead Expense 

Think of it! You buy potatoes at 2c a 
pound and sell them as potato chips 

at 35c a pound 

That's what I call a business. Just 
write to me and I'll give you without 
obligation, the amazing facts about the 
sweetest, soundest business proposition 
you ever dreamed of. 

in the Potato Chip Business 
and show you how you can "coin money' 

right in your own kitchen 
NOT long ago it took a lot of money to break into the Potato 

Chip business. Now, you can start with so small an invest-
ment you'll be surprised and "raring to go." You don't 

need a store or factory. Start right in your own kitchen and 
grow. My compact, efficient, Vita-Seald Machine represent* 
years of engineering experience. This machine with its high-
speed siicer and oil extractor, is all you need to turn ont de-
licious, golden brown Vita-Seald chips which are the rage of the 
Century. No wonder they sell like hot cakes wherever intro-
duced. When you get your Vita-Seald equipment, you are ready 
to start making money the very first day. I supply you Svit'n 
everything necessary including beautiful, embossed Vita-Seald 
trademarked bags and free advertising material. But I do not 
stop at that. I also furnish you a book of instructions telling 
exactly how to start and build a business which will product 
profits to satisfy any man's ambition. 

Experience Not Kesded 
Here's a business where selling is no problem. You don't neari 

to create a demand for Potato Chips. Millions of pounds are 
sold and eaten daily. All you have to do is make the kind of 
chip I will show you how to make, and the orders will flock in. 

This is where the Vita-Seald secret comes in. When X discov-
ered how to make a greaseless, mineralized Potato Chip, I revo-
lutionized the Potato Chip business and started to build a nation-
wide chain of small home-factories, all making and selling the 
same famous Vita-Seald brand of chips. When I start you in 
business, I give you full rights to the use of the nationally known 
Vita-Seald trademark. Just think what it means to produce a 
famous brand of food instead of a nameless product! Already 
hundreds of Vita-Seald manufacturers are cleaning up big profits 
—but the surface is hardly scratched. There's room for thousands! 
It takes lots of chips to supply the appetites of America's mit 
lions! 

Few people realize what a big profit margin there Is in making 
Totato Chips. Only $2.50 Invested in raw materials brings back 
Jio.oo In cash at wholesale. Profits roll in day In and day out. 
There's no limit to the volume you can do nor the territory you 
can cover—but "start small and grow big" Is my motto. Who 
knows but some day you may be the Potato Chip King of your 
state? 

Don't Buy Anything — Just Write Me Today! 
If you think you want a part in this blg-proflt indus-

try, let's get down to business. I don't expect you to 
jump in blind. I want you to make a thorough investi-
gation. Put it up to me to explain and prove every 
detail. But for heaven's sake, don't hang back through 
fear I'm going to ask you to put up a lot of money. 
Vou'll be astounded at the liberal proposition I have to 
make you. Just send me your name and address on 

4 card and say, "Show ma." I'll then give you tti» 
secret of making ereaseless, mineralized Potato Chips 
and every bit of information I have gathered during 
years of experience in tills line. There's no cost or obli-
gation. yet this may prove to be the most important 
step you have ever taken to insure a future free from 
money worries. Address your letter or card personally 
to me: 

George H. Hardt - 620 N. Michigan Ave., Dept. E - 2 B 1 , Chicago, ill. 

I'll Start YOU 

Be a wholesale manufacturer. Let 
the storekeepers sell your product. 
Vrosier and Rarick lined up 580 ( 
dealers their first two weeks in busi-
ness and had an output of 180 

i pounds a day. 
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H£ THOUGHT HE 
WAS LICKED-THEN A T I P C O T B I L L A O O O D J O B ! 

TOM OREE.N WENT 
INTO RADIO AND HE'S 
MAKING SOOD MONEY. 
TOO. I'LL SEE HIM 

BILL, JUST MAILING THAT 
COUPON GAVE ME ft QUICK 
START TO SUCCESS IN RADIO; 
MAIL THIS ONE TONIGHT 

TOM'S RIGHT - AN UNTRAINED 
MAN HASN'T A CHANCE, I'M 

6 0 I N 6 TO TRAIN FOR 
RADIO TOO. IT'S 

TODAY'S FIELD 
OP GOOD PAY 
OPPORTUNITIES 

TRAINING FOR RADIO IS EASY AND I'M 
GETTING ALONG F A S T - -an servicing s ; T j 

<f* 
LOua 

THERE'S NO END TO THE 
GOOP JOBS FOR THE s>tA 

TRAINED RADIO MAN 

i HAVE A GOOD FULLTIME KADIO 
J O B N O W - - A N D (\ BRIGHT 

FUTURE AHEAT) IN K A D I O 

OH BILL, it's \»Sh%RPUL 
YOU'VE GONE AHEAD 
SO FAST IN RADIO. 

HERE'S PROOF 
T H A T M Y T R A I N I N G P A Y S 

Broad-
cast 

W$k Operator 
After 

Twenty 
Lessons 

"When I had com-
pleted the first twenty 
lessons I had obtained 
my license as Radio 
Broadcast Operator 
a n d Immediately 
joined the staff of 
WMPC, where I am 
now Chief Operator." 
- H 0 L L I 8 F . 
HAYES, 85 Madison 
St.. Lapeer, Mich. 

" I am making from 
$10 to $25 a week in 
spare time while still 
holding my regular 
job a3 a machinist. 
I owe my success to 
K R. I . " - W M . P. 
ItUPP, 203 W. Front 
St., West Consho-
hocken. Pa. 

I LL TRAIN YOU AT HOME 
In Your Spare Time For A 
G O O D R A D I O J O B 
M a n y R a d i o E x p e r t s M a k e $ 3 0 , $ 5 0 , $ 7 5 a W e e k ' 

Radio broadcasting stations employ engineers, operators, station 
managers 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 m^much as $30, $50, 
$75 a week. Many Radio Expert? open full or part time Radio 
sales and repair businesses. Radio manufacturers and jobbers 
employ testers, inspectors, foremen, engineers, servicemen, and gay up to $6,000 a year. Automobile, police, aviation, commercial 

adio, loudspeaker systems are newer fields offering good oppor-
tunities now and for the future. Television promises to open 
many good jobs soon. Man I trained have good jobs in these 
branches of Radio. Read how they got their jobs. Mail coupon. 

M a n y M a k e $ 5 , $ 1 0 T $ 1 5 a W e e k E x t r a i n S p a r e 
T i m e W h i l e L e a r n i n g 

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— 
$"00 to $500—for hundreds, while learning. 1 send you special 
R-dio equipment to conduct experiments and build circuits. This 
50-30 method of training makes learning at home interesting, 
fa.clnating, practical. I ALSO GIVE YOU A MODERN, PRO-
FESSIONAL, ALL-WAVE, ALL-PURPOSE RADIO SET SER-
VICING INSTRUMENT to help you make good money fixing 
Raiiios while learning and eaulp you for full time jobs after 
graduation. 

F i n d O u t W h a t R a d i o O f f e r s Y o u 
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 coming in Tele-
vision; tolls about my training in Radio and Television; shows . 
you letters from men I trained, telling what they are doing and i 
earning. Find out what Radio offers YOU I MAIL COUPON in 1 

S. E. SMITH, President 
National Radio Institute 

Established 1914 
The man who has di-
rected the home study 
training of more men 
for Radio than any 
other man in America. 

$3,500 a Year 
In 

Own Business 

, "After c o m -
i p 1 e t i n g the 
I N. R. I. Course 

I became Radio 
E d i t o r of the 

Buffalo Courier. Later I 
started a Radio service busi-
ness of my own, and havs 
averaged over $3,500 a year." 
T. J, TELAAK, 657 Broad-
way, Buffalo, N. Y. 

an envelope, or paste on a postcard—NOWt 
J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 9A09 

N a t i o n a l R a d i o I n s t i t u t e , W a s h i n g t o n , D . C. 

J 4**8ock 

3. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 9AO0 
National Radio Institute, Washington, D. C. 

m 
Bear Mr. Smith: Without obligating mo, send "Rich Rewards in Radio," ! 
which points out the oppoxtunities in Radio and explains your 50-50 method % 
of training men at home to become Badio Experts. (Flease write plainly.) J 

NAME.. . .AGE. . 

ADDRESS. . 

O U T STATE.. 



I I . W . SWEET, 
Dept.729A1670 Broadway, New York City 

• Genflement Enclosed find $1 - send lor ap-
proval ond free trial N o . with SALAD 
SET Free. If not satisfied, I will return articles 

| and you will refund my dollar. 

I Name  

I Address 

Town State 
Send brief note with coupon giving age, occupa-

1 lion, employer and a few tacts about yourself. 
| Our FREE Offer expires Jan. 30, 1939. 
U H H H H H M M a a H W B B B H a H 



By P. H. Graham 
This is a true story. I know 
this man personally. I know of 
the folks he has helped with 
his money-making plans. 1 
know of widows with children 
to support who thank him for 
their cash income. I know of 
men who lest their jobs, but 
are now making more money 
than ever before. I can tell you 
of men and women who live 
better because of the oppor-
tunity this man gives them to 
add to their earnings. Yes, I 
know of literally hundreds of 
folks to whom this man's idea 
of doing business has been a 
God-send. 

Do You Need Money? 
Perhaps you, too, are in urgent 
need of money to meet press-
ing bills. You may have some 
spare time you want to turn 
into cash. Then you will want 
to write this man at once. 
There will be no obligation on 
your part. Costs you nothing. 
He will write and tell you 
about a wonderful opportunity 
he has for you and how others 
who were hard pressed have 
found relief with his common-
sense plans. 
He is President of a large, 
million - dollar manufacturing 
company. He does business in 
every section of the country— 
in your very locality. He 
started a few years ago with 
an idea. It was this: He said, 
"I'll help worthy people who 
are in need of money. My 
proven business building plans 
shall be given to the deserving 
so they, too, can have money." 
He prospered. His business 
became most tremendously suc-

ALBERT M I L L S 

And today is still cessful. 
growing. 

Would Earnings Up to $40 
in a Week Help You? 

Right now he needs 300 men 
and women in all parts of the 
country. He wants someone in 
your locality to handle the 
business there. To everyone 
who accepts his offer he guar-
antees a fair, square deal and 
an amazing opportunity to 
make money in a pleasant, dig-
nified business. Everything 
you need is sent to you. You 
don't risk a penny of your 
m o n e y . He 
takes care of _ _ 
that. You don't P J ^ P , ^ P 
n e e d experi- F • ™ 
ence. He tells 
you the few 
things you need 
to do in simple, 
plain language. 
Just say you 
are willing .to 
give his plan a 
fair trial. I'll 
be surprised if 
you don't make 
up to $35.00 

in a week for your spare time 
either in the daytime or eve-
nings. If you decide to con-
tinue with the business you can 
devote full or spare time the 
year 'round and enjoy big 
cash earnings. Your earnings 
will be in proportion to the 
time you can devote. I know 
of other people who have 
made anywhere from $40.00 to 
$100.00 in a week. 

Your Earnings Can Start 
at Once 

I sincerely ask you to fill out 
and mail the coupon. You 
don't obligate yourself or risk 
any money. You will receive 
complete details by mail. Then 
you can decide if you want to 
start right away and have the 
money you need coming in at 
once. It will certainly pay you 
to give this offer a trial. Bet-
ter sit down and write your 
name and address on the cou-
pon or a penny postcard and 
mail to this man at once. Just 
address Albert Mills, 9211 
Monmouth Avenue, Cincinnati, 
Ohio, and say, "Send me your 
free proposition." 

ALBERT MILLS, President 
9211 Monmouth Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio 

Yes, I want to make money. Without cost or 
obligation, send me lull details of the wonder-
ful opportunity now open In my locality. 

1 NAME. 

ADDRESS. 

(Please Print or Write Plainly) 

THIS MANS IDEA 
IS A G O D | SEND TO 
FOLKS WHO NEED 

MONEY 



COMPANION EXERCISER 
R E D U C E 
Take Inches off your hips and waistline! 
Keep physically fit! 

Exercise is FUN if you do it, the 
Companion Way! 
I t isn't " w o r k " when you exercise with your room-mate* 
your girl f r iend or your w i f e ! Here ' s a simple, n e w 
exerciser designed by the f a m o u s physical cuiturist, J o e 
Bonomo, that incorporates the best features o f the r o w i n g 
machine and the pulley weights. It combines f u n and 
exercise because it is made f o r t w o people to use at the 
same time. T W O people benefit f r o m its stretching, 
l imbering, strengthening assistance. 

Only 10 minutes a day! 
It takes but little t ime and will help to keep you fee l ing 
" f i t as a fiddle." Watch the energy, pep and vitality 
come back. W a t c h the n e w sparkle in your eyes, the 
fresh color in your chceks. By the end o f a week you 
will count those ten minutes a day as time well spent . 

Marvelous for Constipation! 
With the " C o m p a n i o n " exerciser you will get just the 
waistline " t o n i n g u p " that is needed to keep your 
digestive organs func t i on ing properly . Help your system 
to f ree itself f r o m tox ic po i sons ! Relax y o u r tense 
nerves and musc les ! Start to really " l i v e " ! 
F R E E ' I f y o u order a t o n c e w e wil l include. F R E E 
• o f extra charge, special Exercise chart 
g iv ing full ins truct ions ; also a large, illustrated Health 
chart. Shows you what f oods to eat . . . what to do t o 
get more out o f l ife. Contains 12 rules f o r health and a 
perfect figure. 
Send order t o d a y ! Companion H o m e Exerciser , c om-
plete with foot loops, only SI. Ready to use . . . n o 
adjustments, no noise, no bother. Sent C. O . D. plus 
postage o r w e pay postage i f SI accompanies order. Use 
it f o r 5 days . . . i f not delighted, y o u r m o n e y back 
without question. Rush coupon t o d a y ! 

1™BLE(ER and BROWN, I 
(Distributors of Joe Bonomo Exerciser, a 

Dept. 5EI, 1270 Sixth Ave,, Radio City, New York, M. Y. | 

I Send one Companion Exerciser ready for us8, with illus- I 
trated Exorcise Chart and FBEE Health Chart. 1 will pay I 

I postman $1, plus postage. We pay postage if $1 sent with • 

order If not satisfied 1 may return the Companion in 5 days I 
| and receive my $1 back. 8 

| Name, | 

| Address j 

I City State ] | Canada and Foreign Countries. $1.50 with order. ^ J j 
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GREATER OPPORTUNITIES THAN EVER BEFORE 
NOW OPENING TO HEMPHILL DIESEL TRAINED MEN 

RESS / TO NEAREST ADDRESS 
BOSTON, 124 Brookline Ave. 
NEWYORK, 31-31 Queens Blvd., L.I.City 
DETROIT, 2348 W. L»I»y»tte Blvd. 
CHICAGO, 2030 Larroboo St. 
MEMPHIS, 449 Moaros Ave. 
LOS ANGELES, 2010 S»n FeraindoBoad 
SEATTLE, 506 WsotlaUo Worth 
VANCOUVER, B.C., 1367 GrtmviUo St. 

HEMPHILL DIESEL SCHOOLS (add*..... .t left) 
Please rush information on how I may quality for the 
Diesel field, and details on your Courses. I am over 18. 

NAME. A G E . 

STREET. 
CITY . .STATE. 

Notwithstanding representation to the contrary, the Hemphill Diesel Schools 
are in no way associated with any other school of even similar name. 

Millions have been poured into modern mass 
production plants. New type Diesels are now 
on fee market for automotive and many uses 
never before considered practical. NATION-
WIDE DIESELIZATION IS HERE. 

Five years ago Hemphill Schools predicted 
leading automotive builders would enter the 
Diesel field. Hemphill training anticipated 
these history making advances. Shops, labora-
tories and theory offered in the Day, Night, and 
Combination Home Study with later Shop 
Training Courses, have been kept up to the 
minute. 

Never before have Hemphill Diesel Schools 
students had greater opportunities before 
them. Eight completely equipped practical 
L-aining schools are located in important ma-
rine, automotive and industrial centers—in U.S. 
and Canada—ready and thoroughly able to 
train men for this specialized field. 
No matter where you live, if you are interested 
in training that will qualify you for this grow-
ing, fascinating industry, send for details on 
WHAT MASS PRODUCTION OF DIESEL EN-
GINES MAY MEAN TO YOU. Use coupon, no 
obligation. 



Give Me 5 Hours 

And 111 GUARANTEE 

to make you a 

GOOD DANCER! 
Good dancers "fit in" with any crowd. They are 
in demand, popular, interesting, sought after. 
Their manner is charming, their assurance 
v,'inning. 

By ARTHUR MURRAY 
World-Famous Dance Authority 

GOOD dancers have great fun, healthful, in-
vigorating exercise that thousands of 

doctors recommend. They make friends readily, 
make valuable contacts. 

You can easily become a smart, accomplished 
dancer, do the latest steps graeefully, confi-
dently, with all the swing and pep of youth! 
For learning to dance with the MURRAY 
MAGIC FOOT-PRINTS is so simple, yet 
thorough, that you can learn any of the latest 
steps in one evening_ right in your own home 
with or without music or a partner! 

Learn Quickly, Easily, at Home 
You start at the very beginning—all you do 

is learn one simple dance step with the 
MURRAY MAGIC FOOT-PRINTS. And if 
you can follow .this popular step . . . you can 
learn the Tango, Waltz, Rumba and Fox Trot 
without the slightest hesitation in 5 hours. 

And you do it in the privacy of your oum 
home, where there's no one to distract your 
attention, to keep you from concentrating on 
learning. You practice whenever you want to, 
at regular intervals or in spare time. No ex-
pensive private teacher to pay. Almost before 
you realize it, you will be a fine dancer, holding 

your own anywhere, 
dancing with all the 
grace, poise and as-
surance of an ex-
perienced dancer! 

$10.00 Com-
plete Course 

NOW ONLY $1.96 
Through my amaz-
ing new method I 
have taught many 

thousands how to be-
come smart, up-to-
date dancers. They 
don't stay at home 
now, hut go out and 
have great fun danc-
ing with other finished 
d a n c e r s , knowing 
what it means to be 
genuinely popular. 

The new simplified 
method has enabled 
me to condense my 

regular $10.00 course into one volume—and 
offer it to you for only $1.96! 

5 DAYS' TRIAL 
Just mail the coupon. My complete course will be mailed 

at once . When i t comes, p a y the postman $1.96, plus 
f e w cents carry ing charges. Use the course 5 days. P r a c -
tice the steps. Note h o w easily and quickly you can be-
come a finished, popular dancer the A r t h u r Murray way . 
I f . at the end o f 5 days, y o u are not delighted with results, 
return the course and your money will be promptly re-
funded. 

That 's h o w sure I am you can become a good dancer 
through m y simple, thorough course* Clip and mail coupon 
N O W . Ar thur Murray , Studios 323, 7 East 43rd Street, 
N e w Y o r k City. 

n ARTHUR MURRAY, Studio 323 
7 East 43rd Street, New York City, N. Y. 

S&nd me your famous course for only $1.96, phis fe,w cents 
postage. I understand that if not delighted I may return the 
course wtihin 5 days and my money will be refunded. 

City State 
NOTE: If apt to be out when postman calls, send $2.00 with t 

| coupon and save C. O. D. postage. j 



QUICK WAY TO LEARN MUSIC 
Thousands have learned to play at but a 

fraction of the old way costs 
Simplified, quick Method brings amazing 

results—over 700,000 students 
Have you ever dreamed of the fun you'd have playing 

some musical instrument? Pictured yourself doing many of 
the popular hits, movie theme songs, even classical numbers ? 

Then here's grand news for you ! It's news of an easy, 
fascinating, simplified method whereby almost anyone can 
learn to play real music by notes in a remarkably short 
time! And what's more, you won't need a private teacher. 
You'll learn all by yourself—right in your own home. 
And best of all, the cost is only a small fraction of what 
it used to cost by old-fashioned methods. 

No Special "Talent" Needed 
You needn't even know one 

thousands have learned to play 

What Instrument 
for You? 

Piano 
Violin 
Organ 
Cornet 
TromJjono 
Piccolo 
Flute 

Guitar 
Saxophone 
Mandolin 
Ukulele 
Harp 
Clarinet 
'Cello 

Hawaiian Steel Guitar 
Trumpet 

Piano Accordion 
Plain Accordion 

Voice and Speech Culture 
Harmony and Composition 

Drams and Traps 
Banjo (Plectrum, 

5-String or Tenor) 

note from the other, for 
with the aid of this won-
derful U. S. School of 
Music system of instruc-
tion. You learn to read 
regular notes—and to play 
them—just as any real 
musician does. You start 
right in learning to play 
real little tunes almost 
from the very start. Grad-
ually you master more and 
more difficult ones until— 
sooner than you ever ex-
pected—you find yourself 
entertaining your friends 
-—playing at parties—and 
having the best times you 
ever had in your whole 
life. 

Easy as A-B-C 
The success of this 

U. S. School method of 
musical instruction is due 
to two things. One is 
the fact that it makes 

everything so simple—so crystal clear—so easy to under-
stand. First it tells you how to do a thing. Then it 
shows you in pictures how to do it. Then you do it 
yourself and hear it. What could be simpler? 

The second reason for the success of this system is that 
it is so fascinating. Learning music this way is like 
playing a game. Practicing becomes real fun instead of 
a bore as it used to be with the old way. 

Free Booklet and Demonstration Lesson 
In order to show how easy—how simple—how pleasant 

this course is. the U. S, School of Music has prepared 
for you a free Demonstration Lesson and Explanatory 
Booklet. No matter what instrument you select to play 
the Free Demonstration Lesson and Booklet will show you 
at once the amazingly simple principles around which this 
method is built. And how it will enable you to become 
a popular musician in a surprisingly short time—at an 
average cost of only a few cents a day. 

If you really want to learn music—if you want to 
win new popularity—if you want to enjoy musical good 
times galore—fill in and mail the coupon below. Don't 
delay—act at once. You'll not be obligated in any way. 
Instruments supplied when needed, cash or credit. 
U. S. School of Music, 29412 Brunswick Bldg., N. Y . C. 

START N O W TO M U S I C A L G O O D T I M E S ' 

U. S. SCHOOL O F MUSIC 
m i s Brunswick Building, New York City 

Please send me sour free book, "How You Can Learn Music 
In Your Own Home," with inspiring message by Dr. Frank 
Crane, Free Demonstration Lesson, and particulars of your easy 
payment plan. I am interested in the following course: 

Have you 
.INSTB. t 

Addresa 

City 

WHAT INSTRUMENT 
DO YOU WANT 
TO LEARN 
TO PLAY ? 



H E R E I T I S ! 
A HOVII Of rtl f«TO8? C0»PilTf is THIS JSSUI! 

The New Magazine That 
Brings You Sensational 
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C H A P T E R I 

Fear 

TH R O U G H the open casement 
w i n d o w s came the gentle mur-
mur of the river. The warm sum-

mer sunlight brought out the bright 

green of the carefully cultivated lawns 
of Montague Hammond 's beautiful 
estate at Tarrytown. Bees hummed 
about the flowers in the ornate gar-
dens. . Here to all appearances was 
peace and tranquillity. 

But in the luxurious living room of 
his mansion Monty Hammond, theat-
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Multiple Murder Stalks a Country Estate 

rical producer, sat with a look of fear 
in his eyes as he gazed at the wrinkled 
square of paper on the desk in front 
of him. 

"Again!" he muttered, his voice low 
and frightened. "The second warning 
within a week." 

His fascinated gaze remained fixed 
on the crude drawing before him; and, 
as he looked, the quaint little figure 
it bore, of a man with a hangman's 
noose about his neck, seemed alive. 
Slowly Hammond rose to his feet—a 
big man in his late fifties, with gray 

Montague Hammond 

sprinkled through his thick dark hair. 
His white linen jacket was a perfect 
example of the custom tailor's finest 
work, as were his gray slacks. His silk 
shirt and shoes were the finest that 
could be bought. Hammond wore his 
clothes with an air and prided himself 
on his immaculateness. But under-
neath his immaculate toggery he was 
a sorely frightened man. 

He stared through the open case-
ment windows at the rolling terraces 
that extended down to the river. "The 
work of some crank," he muttered, but 
he did not believe what he said. He 

had a premonition of disaster. There 
was more on that wrinkled square of 
paper than the man in the hangman's 
noose. There were the words: "Death 
brings us sleep that's everlasting." 

A soft apologetic cough made Monty 
Hammond glance over his shoulder, 
his heart leaping in sudden fright. But 
it was only a tall gray haired man in 
butler's livery who stood in the door-
way that led into the hall. 

"Well, Minter?" H a m m o n d de-
manded. "What is it?" 

"Beg pardon, sir." The butler's 
tones were like the rustling of old 
parchment. "I thought perhaps you 
might wish something." 

"No, Minter. I want nothing." 
If that were only true! he thought 

to himself. He wanted reassurance, 
peace of mind, safety. And these his 
servant could not give him. 

"Very good, sir." Minter bowed and 
disappeared into the hall. 

Reassurance. Peace of mind. Ham-
mond went to the doors, made sure 
they were closed, returned to his desk, 
looked at the piece of paper again, with 
the fateful words above the crudely 
drawn strangling figure. He picked 
up the phone. 

Operator answered and he gave her 
a New York City number. 

"Hello," he said when connected. 
"Mr. Jonathan Drake, please— Oh, 
Drake, this is Monty Hammond— Yes, 
I'm calling from my place in Tarry-
town. Something has come up about 
that matter I told you was worrying 
me when I saw you in town last week— 
Yes, that's right—I received another 
one this morning. 

"Yes, I know—all the same I'm wor-
ried. Listen, Drake, how about you 
spending the weekend here at 'Back-
waters'. I'm expecting some interest-
ing guests." Hammond's voice grew 
pleading. "Can't you make it . . . I'm 
really frightened, Drake— You'll come 
then?— Good! See you tomorrow 



as a Diabolical Killer Strikes Ruthless ly! 

Both men lashed out in 
the darkness, and Drake 
felt his fist land against a 

chin (Chap. XXII) 
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then. Goodby. And thanks. . . 
There was an expression of relief 

upon Hammond's ruggedly handsome 
face as he got to his feet 

"With the smartest criminologists 
in the country here I won't have to 
worry," he murmured, and went up-
stairs to change his clothes. 

SOME twenty-five miles away, in 
what had once been a millionaire's 

mansion on upper Fifth Avenue, a 
slender dark haired man frowned 
thoughtfully as he put down the phone 
on the desk in his huge library. 

Jonathan Drake's keen analytical 
mind was going over the conversation 
he had just had with Montague Ham-
mond over the phone. He knew quite 
a bit regarding the theatrical producer 
and had sensed the rugged strength of 
the man. Hammond did not seem the 
type who would be easily frightened, 
and yet there had been a note of fear in 
his voice as he talked over the wire. 
Besides, a man of Hammond's type in-
terested him. 

He knew that Hammond had fought 
his way up from poverty and obscurity 
to a position of wealth and power in the 
theatrical world. There had been no 
room for fear in Monty Hammond's 
life up to now—and yet three crude 
warnings that he had received from an 
unknown crank had thrown him into 
a state of terror. 

"I want to know why," said Drake 
aloud. "Maybe Tommy and I will have 
a very interesting weekend at Back-
waters after all." 

Jonathan Drake possessed a keen 
brain, was an excellent judge of human 
nature and was absolutely fearless. It 
was this bravery in the face of danger 
that had stood him in good stead many 
times during his tumultuous career. 
That career was recorded in row after 
row of black bound volumes on his li-
brary shelves—the case-books of Jon-
athan Drake. On the neatly typed 
pages in these black books were the 
full details of the many cases on which 

the criminologist had worked, and 
there was not one among them that 
had not terminated with Drake bring-
ing the criminal or criminals to jus-
tice. 

His first case, fully recorded in vol-
ume one of the Black Books, the Case 
of the Creeping Killer, had established 
his reputation. A single strand of hair 
on a murdered man's coat sleeve had 
been Drake's only clue, put through 
that he had finally tracked down a 
ruthless killer who had terrorized a 
whole city. But the affair most vividly 
etched in his memory was the one he 
had just completed a month or so ago. 
This was the Death Chair Murders, in 
which he had run down a diabolical 
murderer who had staged a series of 
ghastly murders by electrical execu-
tion. 

Drake kept himself trained for his 
work. He was an adept in all types of 
physical combat. He boxed and wres-
tled, and had been instructed in the art 
of jiu-jitsu. His knowledge of firearms 
was extensive and he was an expert 
marksman with every type of explo-
sive projectile weapon from automatic 
to machine-gun. He was also an excel-
lent duelist, with sabre, broadsword 
and foil. 

Such was Jonathan Drake, still 
young, but firmly established as a crim-
inologist of note. His keen brain, his 
constant research, had placed him in 
a position to receive willing coopera-
tion from all the high police officials 
throughout the United States and in 
most foreign countries. His house 
had become a complete miniature in-
vestigation bureau. 

Yet success had not gone to his head. 
He remained modest and human. He 
was a firm believer in the old adage 
that two heads were better than one. 
Accordingly he had surrounded him-
self with a staff of capable assistants, 
men both young and old who had been 
trained to work under his direction, 
and who were always on call when he 
felt their services were needed. 
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OF all these Jonathan Drake de-
pended on young Tommy Low-

ell 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. 

The criminologist had l e g a l l y 
adopted the boy, had given him a good 
education, and in return Tommy Low-
ell had developed into an excellent as-
sistant. The red-headed, freckled-
faced youngster was bright and quick 
witted, and learned swiftly. Now the 
two men lived in the big house on up-
per Fifth Avenue 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 type the details of 
one of Drake's cases from the detec-
tive's shorthand notes and place the 
pages in one of the Black Books. 

Drake glanced at the door of the li-
brary as Tommy entered. 

"Oh, hello, Tommy," said Drake. 
"Just had a call from Montague Ham-
mond. He wants us to spend the week-
end with him on his estate in Tary-
town." 

"Still worried about those mysteri-
ous notes, eh, Chief?" 

"Sounded like he was frightened to 
death," said the detective. "That's why 
we're going up to his place. I'm curi-
ous as to what it's all about. Hammond 
doesn't strike me as the type who 
scares easily." 

The phone rang. "Hello? Yes, 
Drake speaking." 

"Detectives also die," said a deep 

masculine voice over the wire. "You'll 
keep away from Montague Hammond's 
residence if you know what's good for 
you, Drake!" 

There was a click on the line as it 
went dead. Drake scowled and jig-
gled for the operator. 

"Hello, operator," he said as he heard 
central's voice. "I was talking to some-
one and I was cut off." 

"This is the Tarrytown operator," 
said the girl at the switchboard. "I 'm 
sorry, sir, your party has disconnected 
and I am unable to give you their num-
ber." 

"Thank you." There was a steely 
glint in Drake's blue eyes as he hung 
up. "That was a call warning us to 
keep away from Hammond's place," he 
told Tommy Lowell. The detective 
smiled grimly. "I suspect we're going 
to have an interesting weekend, 
Tommy!" 

CHAPTER II 

Hate 

1 ITH D r a k e at the 
wheel a n d Tommy 
Lowell seated beside 
him, the detective's 
powerful gray coupe 

•> swung into the paved 
driveway that led to 
M o n t a g u e Ham-

* m o n d ' s beautiful 
- river-side home. The 

day had been swelteringly hot and the 
two men were glad to get away from 
the sun-baked streets of the city. 

The cool, tree lined drive twisted 
and wound about so it was not until 
they rounded a bend that the house be-
came visible. Drake was ready to ad-
mit that it was one of the prettiest 
places he had ever seen. 

Backwaters was built of white stone, 
which showed here and there through 
a covering of ivy and flowering creep-
ers. The house stood in a setting of 
well-kept and gaily hued flower-beds. 
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The rolling terraces and smoothly 
mown lawns were fresh and green, a 
blessed relief to eyes fatigued by the 
sun-baked pavements and sidewalks of 
the city. 

Monty Hammond himself came out 
on the shady porch to greet them. His 
big figure was now clad in spotless 
white. 

"Glad you've come, Drake," he said 
politely, even suavely, but there was a 
haunting fear lingering deep in his 
eyes, and Drake did not fail to nqtice 
that the hand he grasped was unsteady 
and perspiring. "Nice to see you too, 
Lowell. We're just having cocktails 
on the terrace. Will you two come 
along, or would you like to wash up a 
bit first?" 

"A wash, I think," said Drake. 
"Right!" Hammond signaled to the 

butler who was hovering expectantly 
in the shadows of the big hall. "Min-
ter, show Mr. Drake and Mr. Lowell to 
their rooms." 

"Very good, sir." 
Minter came silently forward and 

picked up the two bags which Tommy 
had deposited on the drive in front of 
the porch. 

"I'll have your car taken around to 
the garage," called Hammond as they 
followed the butler up the white 
painted staircase, 

The bedrooms which had been al-
lotted to them were side by side at the 
end of a corridor which ran at right 
angles to the square landing, and both 
were pleasantly furnished and dec-
orated in restful shades of green. 

While Drake was brushing his hair 
after his shower, he glanced out of the 
open window. A murmur of voices be-
neath told him that the terrace which 
his host had mentioned was immedi-
ately below. By leaning forward 
slightly he could see a broad flight of 
shallow steps that descended to a rose-
garden. Beyond this a smooth stretch 
of grass sloped gently to the river 
bank, dotted with ornamental trees and 
flowering shrubs and brightened with 

gaily cushioned chairs. 
Through the drooping willows he 

caught a gleam of the blue water of 
the river. A motor-launch was moored 
to a little white-painted landing-stage 
from which a diving board projected. 
Farther along two rowboats and a 
canoe were just visible by a clump of 
bushes. 

In the shimmering heat of the late 
August afternoon the vista was pleas-
antly cool and peaceful. Too bad that 
Monty Hammond, in his present state, 
was such a contrast to the beautiful 
house and grounds. 

Jonathan Drake went in search of 
Tommy. "Quite a nice place," he re-
marked as he entered his assistant's 
room. "In fact, an ideal spot for 
spending a quiet weekend." 

"It could be," said Tommy with a 
grin, "if Hammond weren't still scared 
to death, and that butler, Minter, didn't 
act like the chief mourner at a fu-
neral." 

"Exactly," said Drake. "I hope that 
the other people here are a bit hap-
pier." 

THEY descended the stairs and 
found Minter waiting for them in 

the hall below. The butler escorted 
them to a big, low-ceilinged lounge, 
then through a pair of wide French 
windows to a loggia on which four peo-
ple were lounging in wicker chairs 
grouped round a table on which was a 
cocktail shaker, glasses and hors 
d'oeuvres. 

As Drake and Tommy appeared 
Monty Hammond hoisted his large 
bulk from his chair and came toward 
them. 

"Come along, Drake," he said heart-
ily. "There's a chair over there. Make 
yourself at home, both of you. You 
need no introduction, but this is my 
wife, and this is Marjorie Lovelace— 
you've heard of her, of course—and 
over there's John Moore." He waved 
a hand vaguely toward the group. 

"Nice to have you with us, Mr. 
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Drake, and you, also, Mr, Lowell," said 
Mrs. Hammond, a thin woman seated 
close to the table. "Minter, I'm sure 
that Mr. Drake and Mr. Lowell would 
like a cocktail." She glanced at the de-
tective. "Am I right?" 

The slender dark haired man mur-
mured a polite affirmative as he 
dropped into the chair Hammond had 
indicated. There was something about 
Mrs. Hammond that jarred. Her hair 
was too obviously dyed, the makeup 
she wore had been supplied by a too 
lavish and inartistic hand, her dress 
was too frilly, her voice a little harsh— 
and it was obvious that she, too, was 
worrying about something. 

Drake observed the other two guests 
as he sipped his Martini. Marjorie 
Lovelace he knew by reputation as a 
very competent young actress, who had 
been in a number of Broadway suc-
cesses Hammond had produced, not, 
however, in any leading part. She was 
a dark, pretty girl, with blue-black hair 
and violet eyes. 

John Moore was a very ordinary 
type, the usual good-looking young ac-
tor. A visit to any theatrical agent's 
office would produce a hundred such 
juveniles. 

"Venita Shayne should be here 
soon," said Monty Hammond. "Eric 

Norman is driving her out from town." 
Drake was gazing at Mrs. Hammond 

as her husband spoke. Her face 
changed, and for an instant stark vin-
dictive hate gleamed in her eyes. The 
expression was fleeting, but the detec-
tive was startled by its intensity. It 
had been quite obvious that the thin 
woman hated either Venita Shayne or 
Eric Norman to the very depths of her 
soul. 

Venita Shayne. Of all the stars in 
the theatrical firmament during the 
past two years, Venita Shayne was the 
brightest. She was not a particularly 
good actress but she was lovely and 
had personality. Also, she had an ex-
tremely efficient press-agent in Eric 
Norman. 

Three years ago she had been play-
ing small parts with one of the sum-
mer stock companies. Monty Ham-
mond had seen her, had given her the 
lead in what had developed into a 
smash hit. 

"I'm so glad that Venita is arriving," 
said Marjorie Lovelace, a slight acid 
edge in her voice. "It's such a pleasure 
to be with a real actress." 

"A real actress!" exclaimed Mrs. 
Hammond. "That's what she thinks!" 

"All the same she's good box office," 
[Turn Page] 
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said Monty Hammond, "and that's the 
thing that counts. The public adores 
her, and her name in lights outside a 
theater means a lot toward the success 
of the play." 

"Naturally you'd stick up for her," 
said Mrs. Hammond. "She's a protegee 
of yours." 

"She's put a lot of money in my 
pocket," said her husband good-hu-
moredly, "and I'm always ready to 
stick up for people who do that." 

"Mostly due to her press agent," 
murmured Marjorie Lovelace. She had 
not meant the comment to be heard, 
but Jonathan Drake had keen ears. It 
was not so much what she said, as the 
vindictiveness in her tone, that sur-
prised him. 

TW O people in this group evidently 
disliked Venita Shayne intensely, 

so much so that it amounted to hatred. 
Was it jealousy because she was suc-
cessful or for some other reason? Jon-
athan Drake wondered. He filed the 
question away in his mind. 

Minter came hurriedly through the 
French windows. He appeared per-
turbed as he said something to the pro-
ducer in a tone too low for even Jon-
athan Drake's keen hearing. 

A startled expression swept over 
Hammond's face, but he gained control 
of himself in an instant. 

"Thank you, Minter," he said. 
"That's quite all right." The butler 
bowed and went back into the house. 
Hammond glanced at the detective. 
"Oh, Drake," he said. "I have a little 
matter that I'd like to talk over with 
you. Perhaps we had better get it 
over with before Venita and Eric Nor-
man arrive." 

"Certainly." Drake put down his 
cocktail glass as he rose to his feet. "If 
you'll pardon me." He smiled. "Busi-
ness calls, you know." 

He followed Hammond into the 
house. He sensed that the producer 
was laboring to conceal his tense ex-
citement. 

"Minter just caught a glimpse of a 
man sneaking around the house'! 
Didn't see who it was—and the man 
got away!" 

They had reached the luxurious liv-
ing room. Through the open casement 
windows came the gentle murmur of 
the river, so at variance with the at-
mosphere of danger which Drake had 
begun to feel was brooding over the 
house. 

"It shouldn't have been difficult for 
Minter to recognize the man in this 
bright sunlight," said Drake thought-
fully. "Hammond, are you sure that 
you trust that butler of yours?" 

A look of surprise came to Monty 
Hammond's face as he glanced at the 
slender criminologist. 

"Why, I never considered the mat-
ter," he answered slowly. "Minter has 
been with me for two years and he 
came wit^i the best of references." 

Hammond walked over to the desk 
on one corner of the big room. He 
gave a startled gasp as he glanced at 
its polished top. 

"Drake!" he exclaimed. "Look!" 
The detective stepped beside him. 

For an instant the two men stood gaz-
ing at the paper on the desk. It was 
another of the crude drawings of the 
tiny hanging man and above it had 
been printed: 

DEATH COMES SOON 

"I'd like to talk to Minter," said <t 7 

Drake quietly. He drew a white hand-
kerchief from the breast pocket of his 
linen jacket and spread it over the 
warning note before picking it up. 
"There might be fingerprints." 

"That's right." Hammond nodded 
his big head. He reached out and 
pressed a button on the side of the desk. 
"I'm ringing for Minter." 

The butler appeared. He bowed as 
he stepped through the door leading 
into the hall. 

"Mr. Hammond tells me that you 
saw someone sneaking around outside 
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the house, Minter," said Drake. 
"Yes, sir." The tall gray haired man 

nodded. "I did. Directly outside these 
windows he was, sir." 

"You didn't see who it was?" 
"No, I didn't," said Minter. "Frankly, 

sir, it sounds hard to believe, but that's 
the truth." 

" W h y is it hard to believe?" asked 
Drake. 

"That I would not have been able to 
at least see who the man was, or rather 
what he looked like in the bright light 
outside." Minter spoke without the 
slightest emotion in his dry voice. "In 
fact, I would not blame both of you if 
you should feel that I have been lying." 

"Suppose we do feel that way?" de-
manded Drake, his eyes fixed on the 
face of the servant. "What then, Min-
ter?" 

"I would understand, sir, as I said it 
would be only natural. Just as you 
might suspect me of being the one who 
has been sending those death warnings 
to Mr. Hammond." 

"But that's nonsense!" exclaimed 
Hammond. "What reason would you 
have for doing such a thing, Minter?" 

"If I were guilty I'd hardly suggest 
a motive." There was the faint shadow 
of a smile on the servant's face. "But 
I have had the opportunity, sir. I could 
have placed those notes on your desk." 

"How did you know about the warn-
ing messages that Mr. Hammond has 
been receiving?" asked Drake. 

"I realized that he has been quite 
worried about something," said the 
butler. "Naturally I became curious, 
I saw that Mr. Hammond was very 
perturbed yesterday," Minter coughed 
apologetically. "So I ventured to listen 
when he phoned you, told you about 
the warnings and invited you here." 

"Thank you, Minter," said Drake. 
"That will be all now." He waited un-
til the butler had departed, closing the 
door after him, and then the detective 
turned to Hammond. 

"A remarkable servant!" he said 
softly. 

CHAPTER III 

Poison 

ENITA S H A Y N E 
and Eric Norman 
arrived at s e v e n 
o'clock. Drake and 
Tommy were intro-
duced to them when 
they c a m e down 
after dressing for 
dinner. Drake had 
seen the actress from 

the other side of the footlights, but this 
was the first time he had actually met 
her, and he found she looked even more 
lovely off the stage than on. That was 
going some. 

She was a natural blonde with a com-
plexion that owed very little to artifice, 
and although only of medium height 
she looked taller because of her slim-
ness. Her eyes were a deep shade of 
blue that was almost violet and were 
fringed with unusually long lashes. 

"I've been wanting to meet you for 
such a long time, Mr. Drake,," she said 
conventionally in her soft husky voice 
as she let her cool fingers rest for a mo-
ment in his palm. "I've heard such a 
lot about you. It must be simply fasci-
nating to be such a great criminolo-
gist." 

"That's very nice of you, Miss 
Shayne," murmured Drake. "I saw 
your play a few weeks ago and thought 
you were marvelous!" 

"So she was!" said Eric Norman in 
his deep voice. "Venita Shayne is al-
ways marvelous." 

She looked up at him with the child-
ish, half-whimsical smile that her pub-
lic payed nightly to see. 

"As my press agent you couldn't 
very well say anything else, could you, 
Eric?" she said, and he grinned. 

Drake liked him. His rugged face 
was pleasant and his shrewd gray eyes 
hinted at a more than usual intelli-
gence. 

The rest of the party joined them on 
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the loggia, and presently Minter ap-
peared with a traiy of cocktails. 

"I've got a surprise for you," said 
Venita as she sipped her drink. "In 
fact I think it will be a surprise to 
everyone who knows me." She looked 
at her host and there was a mocking, 
half defiant gleam in her lovely eyes. 
"I'm engaged to be married!" 

Drake was immediately conscious of 
the tenseness that followed the actress' 
words. Monty Hammond slowly put 
down his cocktail glass. His eyes held 
a strange brooding in their depths, his 
lower lip had grown slack. Yet he was 
the first to find his tongue. 

Venka.Shayne 

"Engaged to be married?" 
Venita nodded, and the light in her 

eyes as her gaze swept over the faces 
of the others, Jonathan Drake saw, was 
mocking. He suddenly felt that here 
was a woman of ruthless steel, beneath 
the pink and gold, She was inwardly 
glorying in the consternation that her 
announcement had caused, and there 
was something as cruel about it as a 
beautiful cat unsheathing its claws. 

"Yes," she said. "I thought you'd all 
be surprised." 

^ f ^ J f c ^ H E N did this happen, Ve-
™ » nita?" There was an edge to 

Eric Norman's voice, and his rugged 
face had grown hard. The gray eyes 
were as cold as the face of a cliff in 
winter. 

"This morning." Her voice was no 
longer so certain and she seemed sud-
denly frightened. "Though we have 
been in love for sometime." 

"And you never told me," said Nor-
man. "I could have got it in the eve-
ning papers." 

"I didn't want that!" protested Ve-
nita. "Must everything that I do be-
come public, just another chance for 
you to get my name in the papers, 
Eric? I'm sick of it, pictures, reporters, 
interviews, never a moment's privacy." 

"There are usually only two times in 
our lives when we ordinary folk be-
come news," said Eva Hammond, her 
high shrill voice clear in a little lull. 
"When we appear in the birth notices 
and when we appear in the obituary 
columns." 

"Eva!" Monty Hammond laughed 
nervously. "Don't be morbid." 

"Who's the lucky man?" demanded 
Norman. "Or is that a secret?" 

"Well—" Venita hesitated and she 
still seemed afraid. Finally she blurted, 
"It's Harry Cavendish." 

"Harry Cavendish!" There was a 
little tinkle of breaking glass. Marjorie 
Lovelace sat gazing dazedly at the scat-
tered pieces of her cocktail glass on the 
floor of the loggia. "So stupid of me," 
she murmured. "It slipped." 

Venita smiled sweetly at the dark 
haired girl. 

"Perhaps you should have said 'he' 
instead of 'it,' darling," said the actress. 

Jonathan Drake stirred restless. He 
sensed the h i d d e n undercurrents, 
charged with the high voltage of dis-
aster. Harold Cavendish was not only 
the son of one of the richest men in the 
country, but he possessed a fortune of 
his own. Venita Shayne had certainly 
done well by herself. 

Eric Norman alone seemed to react 
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to the announcement normally. "En-
gaged to Harry Cavendish; and I can't 
publish it!" he exclaimed. "The best 
piece of publicity for a month and it's 
got to be kept dark. It's—it's crimi-
nal!" 

Lightly as he spoke, however, the 
detective detected beneath that light-
ness a very real annoyance based on 
something more personal than the mere 
loss of publicity. 

"Perhaps Miss Shayne doesn't want 
it to become public in case she had to 
deny it later," said Mrs. Hammond 
venomously* 

Venita's beautiful face flushed, her 
eyes flashed as she gazed at the other 
woman. 

"What do you mean by that?" she 
demanded. "Do you think—" 

"I know what that kind of engage-
ment is," interrupted the thin woman 
with a sniff. "On one day and off the 
next." 

"Well, this one won't be!" declared 
Venita. "I think it's beastly of you to 
suggest—" 

"Eva was only joking, Venita," said 
Monty Hammond quickly, with a sharp 
angry glance at his wife. "Don't pay 
any attention to her." His smile was a 
bit forced. "I congratulate you, my 
dear, though I do hope it won't mean 
your leaving the stage." 

"I 'm afraid it will, Monty," said the 
blond actress. "But not yet, anyway." 

"The best of luck and happiness to 
you," said Hammond. "It won't make 
any difference in your playing in my 
new show anyhow, I suppose?" 

"Of course not, Monty," said Venita. 
"I 'm looking forward to it; my public 
is clamoring to see me in a new ve-
hicle." 

"Just like they did for Bernhardt and 
Duse," said Marjorie. "My public— 
my gawd!" 

MINTER appeared and announced 
that dinner was served. The 

meal was a strange one. While it was 
perfectly cooked and the service of the 

butler was faultness, the guests ap-
peared to have little appetite. Only 
Drake and Tommy Lowell enjoyed 
their dinner. They had nothing on their 
consciences. 

It was obvious that the announce-
ment of Venita Shayne's engagement 
had put a damper over the members of 
the week-end house party. Drake could 
understand why both Eric Norman and 
Monty Hammond might resent the 
blond actress giving up her career. To 
the press agent the star was obviously 
a good meal ticket, and her retirement 
would also prove a financial loss to the 
theatrical producer. 

But there was something else behind 
the attitude of the two men, though 
Drake was unable to decide exactly 
what. He did not believe that Ham-
mond was the type of man who would 
be inclined to have a clandestine affair 
with his star. It was something else. 

Eric Norman's attitude created the 
vague impression that he might be in 
love with Venita Shayne—and that the 
announcement of her engagement had 
proved a blow to him, but Drake did 
not find this surmise completely satis-
factory. 

The evening passed slowly. Mar-
jorie, Mrs. Hammond, John Moore and 
Tommy played contract. Hammond, 
Norman, and Drake casually chatted 
with Venita. 

It was not more than eleven when 
the three women retired to their rooms. 
Tommy Lowell had also gone upstairs. 

"Guess I'll turn in, too." John Moore 
yawned frankly, and it was obvious 
that the young actor was frankly bored. 

Drake sat gazing at him thoughtfully 
as the good looking juvenile ascended 
the stairs. Apparently Moore had met 
Venita Shayne for the first time this 
evening—yet he also had appeared a 
bit surprised by the announcement of 
her engagement. 

"What do you say to a nightcap?" 
asked Monty Hammond when he 
found himself alone with Drake and 
Eric Norman, 
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"Splendid idea!" said the press agent. 
Drake nodded. Hammond rang for 

the butler and gave Minter the order. 
In a few moments the tall gray haired 
servant returned with a tray contain-
ing two well known brands of whiskey, 
one Scotch and the other rye, glasses, 
cracked ice, and charged water. 

"All right, Minter," said Hammond. 
"I'll pour the drinks." 

The butler bowed and withdrew, 
Norman got quickly to his feet. 

"Let me play host, Monty," he said. 
"I'd like to do it." 

"Go ahead." Hammond smiled as the 
press agent busied himself at the table. 
"But make mine rye—I never take 
anything else—and just a dash of 
soda." 

"Scotch for me," said Drake. 
Norman fixed the drinks and handed 

the two men their glasses. As Drake 
took his the glass accidentally slipped 
out of his hand and dropped to the 
floor. He frowned. "Sorry, Ham-
mond," he said. "It slipped right out 
of my hand." 

"Forget ft." The producer handed 
the detective his untasted drink. "Here, 
take this—I'll mix myself another." 

"Looks like you don't like the way I 
mix them, Monty," said Norman with 
a smile as he dropped into a chair. 
"Well, every man to his own taste." 

RAKE took a good swallow of his 
M W drink. He was tired and anxious 
to get to bed. He had no desire to 
spend much more time in idle chatter. 

Apparently both Hammond and Nor-
man felt the same way about it, for it 
was not more than ten minutes later 
that the three men put down their 
empty glasses and went to their rooms. 

A few moments after he had reached 
his room, Jonathan Drake realized 
there was something wrong. A wave 
of lassitude swept over him, and he felt 
dizzy. 

"Poison," he muttered. "Somebody 
doped my drink. Got to get rid of it 
quick." He staggered across to the 

bathroom, found soda in the medicine 
cabinet, poured two or three heaping 
teaspoonfuls into a glass of hot water 
and drank it quickly, then thrust his 
finger down his throat. 

Ten minutes later he went weakly 
back to his room. The treatment had 
been drastic but effective. He had 
thrown up most of the drug before it 
could get in its work. 

He sprawled out on his bed fully 
dressed. He found that he still could 
not think very clearly. "Chloral 
hydrate," he muttered d r o w s i l y . 
"Wasn't intended for me. Hammond 
gave me his glass. Wonder why Nor-
man—" He lapsed into semi-conscious-
ness, no longer able to reason. 

Jonathan Drake didn't know how 
long he had been sprawled out on the 
bed when he heard someone knock 
softly on the closed door of the room. 

He mumbled something that he 
thought was a request to come in, but 
he was unable to speak clearly. The 
door opened and a man stepped into the 
darkness that shrouded the room. 
Drake tried to sit up, for there was 
something menacing about the figure 
that moved toward the bed. 

The man in the darkness turned 
away and Drake heard what sounded 
like a drawer being opened. Tfte de-
tective exerted every effort and man-
aged to get to his feet. He saw a man 
just disappearing through the half open 
door, and then he fell back on the bed 
as everything grew black. 

CHAPTER IV 
Murder 
HE bright morning 
sunbeams f o r m e d 
yellow patterns on 
the rug of the guest 
room when Jonathan 
Drake again opened 
his eyes. Apparently 
the effects of the 
drug had worn off 
during the night and 

he had slept. His head was clear, and 
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he found that he felt none the worse 
after he had bathed, shaved and dressed 
and put on fresh clothes. 

He gazed thoughtfully about the 
room, vaguely remembering the shad-
owy figure who had entered, the creak-
ing of a drawer, the unknown visitor's 
departure. There was a small writing 
desk in one corner of the room—the 
drawer in this had been pulled open and 
then not quite shoved back into place. 

Drake went to the desk and drew the 
drawer open. It was empty. He 
frowned as he stared down at the bare 
wood of the drawer bottom. 

"Came to get something out of 
there," he said thoughtfully. "But 
what?" 

He could not answer, so he aban-
doned the riddle for the time being. He 
went to Tommy's room and found the 
red-headed youth dressing. Drake told 
him what had happened during the 
night. 

"Looks like there really is something 
behind those warning notes Hammond 
has been receiving," said Tommy 
Lowell. "Do you think that Norman 
intended to dope Hammond's drink, 
Chief?" 

"I don't know." Drake frowned. "He 
might have, but why?" He shrugged 
his shoulders. "I'm not going to say 
anything to Hammond and Norman 
about what happened to me last night. 
Not yet, anyway. Come on, Tommy. 
Let's go down and see if breakfast is 
ready." 

They went downstairs and discov-
ered that, while it was nine o'clock, ap-
parently none of the rest of the house-
hold was up yet. They went through 
the lower floor toward the loggia that 
overlooked the river. As they did so 
they heard voices. Two men were talk-
ing in low but angry tones. 

"So I'm fired!" came in the deep 
voice of Eric Norman. "I suppose that 
you feel that Hammond Productions 
will no longer need a publicity agent 
after Venita Shayne retires from the 
stage. Is that it, Monty?" 

Jonathan Drake 

"Suppose we say that I feel a change 
might be good for both of us, Eric," 
said Monty Hammond. "We'll let it go 
at that." 

"You fool!" Norman's voice was 
tense. "Don't you know that I made 
you by my publicity, just as I created 
Venita Shayne. I've built up that girl's 
glamor, made the public so conscious 
of her beauty, of her little fascinating 
tricks, that they don't even realize she 
can't act." 

Drake nodded to Tommy and they 
stepped out into the loggia. The de-
tective felt that any moment the angry 
words between the producer and the 
press agent might develop into some-
thing more. 

Both Hammond and Norman lapsed 
into silence as they saw the two new 
arrivals. Moreover, they composed 
themselves. They had been far too 
much in the public eye not to be able to 
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assume an affable manner at will. 
"Good morning," said the producer 

"Glad to see you up, Drake. Afraid this 
is going to be another warm day." 

Eric Norman made some casual re-
mark and then engaged Tommy in con-
versation. 

"Want to show you the view of the 
river from over here, Drake." Ham-
mond took the detective by the arm and 
led him to one side. "Something I for-
got to tell you about," said the producer 
when they were out of earshot of the 
other two men. 

C^f iSOMETHING besides t h o s e 
warning notes that have been 

worrying you?" asked Drake quietly, 
you?" asked Drake quietly. 

"How did you know?" Hammond 
looked at him in surprise. 

"You don't strike me as the type who 
would be frightened by those crude 
warnings." 

"I'm not entirely. There's more to it 
than just that. For the past month I've 
realized that I'm constantly being 
watched." 

"Watched?" said D r a k e . "By 
whom?" 

"There's been a man trailing me 
everywhere I go when I'm in the city. 
I've seen him standing outside the 
stage door when I've been at the the-
atre. Sometimes he is hanging around 
near my office building—and lately I've 
seen him hanging around outside of 
Backwater." 

"Do you know him?" 
"No, he appears to be a perfect 

stranger—but combined with those 
warning notes, well, it's a little unnerv-
ing." 

Monty Hammond appeared reluctant 
to say any more and they returned to 
Norman and Tommy. John Moore 
joined them and in a few minutes Min-
ter came out of the house. 

"Mrs. Hammond has sent down 
word that the ladies will breakfast in 
their rooms, sir," said the butler to 

Hammond. "They will be down later. 
Breakfast is ready for you gentlemen 
now." 

Drake and Tommy spent the morn-
ing exploring the grounds of the estate, 
and enjoying the relaxa - on of just 
loafing about in the warm air. By noon 
the rest of the house party appeared. 

Luncheon was served on the terrace, 
and it was a pleasant meal. Venita 
Shayne was in high spirits, and even 
Mrs. Hammond seemed to have lost 
some of her acidity of the previous 
night. There was no trace of the pe-
culiar atmosphere which had been 
present after the girl's announcement 
of her engagement. -

"Do any of you people know any-
thing about watches?" Venita asked, 
during a lull in the conversation. 

"Why?" said Eric Norman, looking 
across at her. 

"Because something's gone wrong 
with mine," she explained. "It's 
stopped. It was all right last night, but 
when I put it on this morning it 
wouldn't go." 

"Let's have a look at it," he said. 
She took the tiny jeweled timepiece 

from her wrist and passed it across to 
him. With knitted brows he examined 
it. 

"Stopped at two o'clock this morn-
ing," he muttered, and uttered a low 
whistle. "Look," he said. "The back's 
dented. Badly, too. You must have hit 
it against something. Only a jeweler 
can put that right," 

He handed it back to her, and she re-
placed it on her wrist. 

"You won't need it here," said the 
producer. "There are plenty of clocks 
about. Now, then, what would you 
people like to do this afternoon?" 

"I've some letters I must write," said 
Venita.- "I hate writing letters, but it 
must be done." 

"You can use my study," said Ham-
mond. "You'll find everything you 
want there—notepaper, envelopes and 
stamps. Now, what about you other 
people?" 
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His wife suggested bridge—Drake 
discovered later that this was a passion 
of hers—and Marjorie Lovelace, John 
Moore and Hammond hailed the sug-
gestion with pleasure. 

"You can count me out," said Nor-
man. "I loathe the game, and I'm a bad 
player, anyway." 

"And me," put in Drake. "I think 
I'll just make myself comfortable in 
one of those seductive-looking chairs 
and do nothing." 

"I'll come and talk to you when I've 
finished my letters," said Venita. "It's 
too hot to do anything but sit about 
and doze. What are you going to do, 
Eric?" ^ 

"Read," answered Norman promptly. 
"I 'm in the middle of a rattling good 
detective story and I want to finish it." 

HE accompanied Venita into the 
house to fetch the book from his 

bedroom, and Drake strolled down to 
the lawn to find a comfortable chair in 
which he could laze away the after-
noon. He found one and installed him-
self among the cushions with a sigh of 
content. Lighting a cigarette, he 
watched through half-closed eyes the 
others making preparations for their 
game. 

Minter brought a card-table and set 
it in the shade of one of the willows. 
While he was collecting chairs from 
the terrace Eric Norman reappeared 
with a book in his hand. He came down 
and settled himself a few yards away 
from Drake, and began to read. Ham-
mond went in to collect the cards and 
scoring tablets, and the bridge party 
settled down to their game. 

Drake threw away the end of his cig-
arette and glanced at his watch with a 
yawn. It was a quarter to three. 

The heat was stifling. The sun 
poured down from a cloudless sky and 
there was not a breath of wind. On the 
river a girl in a canoe paddled slowly 
past, making a soft ripple in the water. 

Tommy, who lay sprawling on the 
grass near the water's edge, rose to his 

feet and stretched himself. 
" I think I'll go for a trip in that ca-

noe," he said, and proceeded to put 
his suggestion into execution. "Care 
to come?" 

Half-asleep, Drake shook his head. 
His lunch, and the oppressive heat com-
bined, made him feel drowsy. He was 
nodding when he heard the sound of 
excited voices, and looked up quickly. 

Eric Norman 

For a moment he thought it was a 
row among the bridge players, but, 
twisting round in his chair, he discov-
ered that it was Minter and Mr. Ham-
mond. The servant, his face white and 
glistening, was speaking rapidly and 
shrilly to the stout man. He heard 
Hammond say "My God! I'll come at 
once!" and out of the corner of his eye 
he saw Eric Norman drop his book and 
hastily rise to his feet. 

Wondering what had happened, 
Drake got up quickly and went over to 
the startled group. Their faces told 
him it was something serious before he 
put his question to Hammond. 

"It's Venita!" muttered the producer 
hoarsely, his face the color of chalk. 
"She—she—" 

"What's happened to Venita?" Eric 
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Norman snapped the question as he 
joined them. 

"She's been taken ill or something," 
answered M o n t a g u e Hammond. 
" I—" He broke off as, with a mut-
tered exclamation, Norman went strid-
ing toward the house. 

Drake followed with Minter. The 
agitated Hammond brought up the 
rear. 

"What's happened?" asked the de-
tective. 

The white-faced servant licked his 
lips. 

"I don't know, sir. Something rather 
dreadful, I'm afraid. Miss Shayne is 
either—ill—or dead!" 

"Dead?" echoed Drake. 
The man nodded, and swallowed 

with difficulty. 
"Yes," he said huskily. "She's—she's 

huddled up on the desk—in Mr. Ham-
mond's study—she wouldn't answer 
when I spoke to her. She wouldn't 
move when I touched her—" 

They crossed the loggia and hurried 
through the coolness of the lounge. 
Norman was half-way up the stairs be-
fore they reached the hall, and they 
followed him to the door of the study 
on the second floor. It was half-open. 
As he reached it Drake saw Norman 
by the desk and heard the sharp, hor-
rified intake of his breath. He looked 
up, his face haggard, as the detective 
entered. 

"My God! Look here f" he said in a 
harsh voice—a voice so totally unlike 
his own as to be unrecognizable. 

Drake looked, and his own face 
changed, grew grim. In the swivel-
chair by the big writing-table sat 
Venita Shayne. One arm hung limply 
down by her side, the other, bare to the 
elbow, was flung out across the blot-
ting-pad. On the edge of the desk 
rested the blond head, twisted half-
sideways. 

Drake came to Norman's side, and as 
he reached him he saw what it was that 
had caused that horrified intake of 
breath, for now the face was visible. 

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 sufficient 
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. 

CHAPTER V 

The Circular Mark 

ON'T t o u c h her!" 
said Jonathan Drake 
sharply as Eric Nor-
man m a d e a move-
m e n t towards the 
sprawling figure of 
the dead a c t r e s s . 
"Nothing m u s t b e 
touched until the po-
lice have seen her!" 

"The police!" The hoarse croak 
came from Hammond in the open 
doorway. "What do you mean, 
Drake?" 

"The police must be sent for at 
once!" interrupted the detective stern-
ly. "This is murder!" 

The ominous word sent a little rip-
ple of sound like the sighing of an ex-
piring breath over the group by the 
door. 

"Murder!" b r e a t h e d Hammond. 
"But—how can it have been murder? 
Nobody could have—we were all out-
side—" 

"All the same it's murder!" said 
Drake. "She's strangled, and she 
couldn't have strangled herself." He 
looked at the telephone which stood 
on a corner of the desk. "Shall I tele-
phone or will you?" he inquired. 

Hammond passed a shaking hand 
across his damp forehead. 

"You telephone," he muttered husk-
ily. "Good Heayens! Venita! Poor 
little Venita!" His voice choked as he 
stared at the pathetic little figure in 
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the chair, bathed in the full glare of the 
afternoon sun. 

Drake lifted the telephone from its 
rack, and after a short delay was con-
nected with the Tarrytown police sta-
tion. Rapidly, and without waste of 
words he explained what had hap-
pened, answered a few questions that 
were put to him, and putting the in-
strument back, turned to the others. 

"The police are coming at once." 
"I can't believe it!" Montague Ham-

mond was still staring at the crouching 
figure by the desk as though by the 
very intensity of his gaze he would in-
still life into that motionless body. 
"She was always so—so alive!" His 
voice cracked and his thick lips quiv-
ered. 

Eric Norman said nothing. Since 
Drake had checked that first spasmodic 
movement he had remained rigid, his 
rugged face expressionless, his eyes 
fixed on the livid face of the dead girl 
with a peculiar fascination. 

Drake touched Hammond on the 
arm. 

"Come," he said kindly. "Pull your-
self together. It's a dreadful thing to 
have happened, but it's no good letting 
it get you down." 

The producer stared at him dumbly 
and there was pain in the brown eyes. 

" W h o could have done it?" he whis-
pered. "Who could have done it?" 

Drake was asking himself the same 
question. "That remains to be found 
out," he said. "Go and take your wife 
and the others away." 

Hammond nodded, but made no ef-
fort to move. He seemed reluctant to 
leave that room to which death had 
come in its most dreadful form. 

"Go on, Hammond." It was Eric 
Norman who spoke and his voice was 
level and emotionless. "You can do no 
good here. None of us can do any 
good." 

"Yes," Hammond swallowed with 
difficulty. "I suppose—you're right. 
W e can't do anything, can we?" He 
moved unsteadily like a drunken man, 

towards the door. "Come on, Eva. 
Come on, Marjorie," he muttered. 
"We' l l go downstairs." He pushed 
them gently away in front of him, and 
then with an abrupt movement pulled 
the door to. 

"He's pretty cut up, isn't he?" re-
marked Norman when he had gone. 

"It's not surprising," said Drake, 
bending over the desk and examining 
its neatly arranged appointments. 
"She was a protegee of his and he was 
practically entirely responsible for her 
success. It must have given him a ter-
rible shock." 

Norman silently nodded, watching 
the other as he peered about among the 
objects on the top of the desk. Appar-
ently Drake found something that in-
terested him, for suddenly he bent 
forward in an attitude of concentra-
tion and then looked around quickly. 

"You must have received a lot of let-
ters from Miss Shayne during the time 
you acted as her press agent," he said, 

A little surprised, Norman nodded. 
"You'll be able to tell me then," went 

on Drake, "whether it was a habit of 
hers to put the time and day instead 
of the date at the head of her paper." 

"Yes, it was," replied Norman curi-
ously. " W h y ? " 

"There's a freshly started letter 
here," explained the detective. "You 
can just see it under her right arm. 
No, don't touch anything!" He laid a 
restraining hand on the other's arm as 
he came round to his side. "Look, 
there! It's headed: Saturday. 3.15." 

HE showed the press agent the 
partly visible sheet of notepaper 

with the dead girl's sprawling writing. 
"Yes, Venita always started her let-

ters like that," said Norman. "What 
about it?" 

"It may be very important," said 
Drake gravely. You see, it proves she 
was alive at a quarter past three." 

"Well, supposing she was—" began 
Norman impatiently, and then, realiz-
ing what the other meant, "By Jove! 



.32 BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE MAGAZINE 

You mean, she must have been killed 
between three-fifteen and—" 

"The time Minter found her," broke 
in Drake, "which was roughly a quar-
ter to four." 

"In that case," exclaimed Norman 
excitedly, "unless Minter himself or 
one of the servants killed her—and 
that's a ridiculous supposition—some 
stranger must have done it, because 
everybody else was on the lawn by the 
river from three o'clock onwards." 

Drake nodded. 
"Half a minute, though," Norman 

cried. "Perhaps Venita made a mistake 
in the time. D'you remember she said 
her watch went wrong at lunch—" 

Drake pointed to the silver clock 
which was ticking steadily a few inches 
away from the dead girl's head. 

"She couldn't have made a mistake," 
he answered quietly, "whatever had 
happened to her watch, she had that in 
front of her, and it's dead right." 

"But nobody in the house could have 
done it," said Norman. 

"Apparently not." The detective was 
staring down at the dead girl's ex-
tended arm, flung out across the blot-
ting-pad. 

"What are you looking at?" asked 
Norman interestedly. 

"This," said Drake, and pointed to a 
small, red, circular mark that stood out 
vividly on the white flesh. 

"It looks like a cigarette burn," said 
Norman, staring curiously. 

"It wasn't there at lunch," muttered 
Drake. "I 'm certain of that." 

"Perhaps the murderer was smoking 
a cigarette," suggested Norman, "and 
she got the burn in a struggle." 

"Hardly," said the detective. "Mur-
derers—s t r a n g l e r s anyway—don't 
smoke when on the job. Besides, I'm 
not so sure that it is a cigarette burn. 
There's no blackening." 

He stared at the mark with pursed 
lips, his brows drawn together, and 
then he straightened up. Four uni-
formed men had been led to the room 
by the butler. 

"I 'm Chief Cotter," said the man in 
the lead of the Tarrytown police, se-
lecting Drake immediately as the man 
to address. "I presume you're Jon-
athan Drake." 

Chief of police Cotter was a thin, 
shrewd-faced man, with a weather-
beaten complexion and small, twin-
kling, black eyes. He was accompanied 
by a sergeant, two patrolmen, and a 
youngish, fair-haired man whom Drake 
rightly guessed to be the county cor-
oner, 

Cotter listened while the detective 
briefly told him what had occurred, 
took a quick look at the body, and 
clicked his teeth. 

"Murder, all right," h e s a i d . 
"There's no doubt about it. I'm hon-
ored to meet you, Mr. Drake." His 
bird-like eyes fixed themselves on the 
detective. "What d'you make of this 
affair?" 

DR A K E shrugged his shoulders. 

"I don't make anything of it at 
all," he declared. "Except that the 
crime was apparently committed by 
some person who entered the house 
while the household was outside." 

"What makes you say that?" asked 
Cotter. 

The detective showed him the newly 
started letter. 

"I see." The chief pursed his lips. 
"This appears to mean that everyone 
has an alibi, with the exception of the 
servants." 

Drake nodded. 
"I suppose"—a sudden t h o u g h t 

seemed to strike Cotter—"that it is 
Miss Shayne's writing—" 

"There's no doubt about it," broke in 
Eric Norman. "I've got a letter from 
her in my room. You can compare the 
two if you like." 

"Thanks, I'd like to," said the chief. 
"I was just wondering, Mr. Drake," he 
went on, when the press agent left the 
room, "if s o m e o n e hadn't been 
clever—" 

"Faked an alibi, you mean ?" finished 
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the detective. "The same idea oc- "In that case, it looks as if it's go-
curred to me, chief, but that sprawling ing to be a difficult business," he re-
writing would be difficult to imitate, marked. "Will you have a look at 
No; I'm pretty sure she began that let- her now, doctor?" 
ter herself." He addressed the fair-haired man, 

Cotter scratched his chin. who gave a quick nod and came over to 
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the desk. While he was making his ex-
amination, Eric Norman returned, car-
rying in his hand a folded sheet of 
paper which he gave to the chief. The 
comparison between the note ad-
dressed to Eric Norman and the writ-
ing on the freshly started letter left no 
room for doubt. The writing was iden-
tical. 

"That's that," muttered Cotter. "I'll 
keep this, if you don't mind." 

The coroner looked up from his un-
pleasant task. "I've finished!" he said 
curtly. "Death was caused by strangu-
lation. There'll be an autopsy, of 
course—" 

"The strangler must have been 
pretty quick," said Cotter. "There 
isn't any sign of a struggle." 

"There wouldn't be," replied the doc-
tor briefly. "She was unconscious 
when she was strangled!" 

"Unconscious!" The exclamation 
came from Drake. 

"Yes. Look here." The doctor skil-
fully parted the pale hair at the top of 
the head. A livid bruise showed 
through on the skin of the skull. "She 
was struck with some heavy instru-
ment, not enough to break the bone, 
but sufficient to cause a contusion and 
immediate unconsciousness. After 
that, of course, it was simple." 

The chief fingered his chin, and 
frowned. 

" I wonder what she was struck 
with?" he muttered; and Drake, who 
had been glancing quickly round the 
room, pointed to a bronze statuette 
that stood on the mantelpiece. 

" H o w about that?" he suggested, 
and the doctor swung around. 

"Yes, that might have been the 
weapon," he said. "That, or some-
thing similar." 

"About how long has she been 
dead?" asked Cotter. 

"As nearly as I can say, two hours," 
was the reply. "It might be less, it 
might be a little more. It's impossible 
to be accurate within half an hour or 
SO. 

Cotter glanced at the desk clock. It 
was almost exactly five. 

"That would fit in," he said, looking 
at Drake. 

The detective nodded. 
"What do you make of that mark on 

her arm, doctor?" he asked. 
The coroner peered at it and wrin-

kled his brows. 
"It's very slight," he said. "A burn 

of some sort." 
"Would you say it was recent?" in-

quired the detective. 
"Yes," was the answer. "Quite re-

cent." 
Cotter looked at Drake. "D'you 

think it's important?" he inquired. 

DON'T know whether it's im-
J'J, portant or not," Drake said 

slowly. "It certainly puzzles me. It 
wasn't there the last time I saw Miss 
Shayne alive, and that was just before 
she entered the house after lunch, with 
the intention of coming in here to 
write her letters." 

"I don't see how it can have any 
bearing on this business—" began the 
chief doubtfully. 

"I don't say that it has," broke in 
Drake. "But it's curious, all the same, 
and has to be accounted for." 

"Most likely it was caused by a ciga-
rette," said Cotter, who was obviously 
not very much interested in the mark 
on the dead woman's arm. He sighed. 
"Well, I suppose I'd better get busy." 

The police photographers arrived. 
Photographs of the room and the dead 
actress were taken from all angles. At 
last the pathetic remains were removed 
to the waiting ambulance. 

Every object in the study was exam-
ined for fingerprints, after which Cot-
ter took the statements of the various 
members of the household. But they 
were not very helpful. One thing, 
however, was proved. That thing, how-
ever, instead of making the mystery 
clearer, only made it more puzzling. 

The evidence of the housemaid, com-
bined with that of Minter, showed 



t THE W E E K END MURDERS 35 

conclusively that no stranger could 
have entered Backwaters at the time 
the crime was committed. The house-
maid had been feeling the heat, and had 
strolled down the drive to the gate 
leading on to the main road. She had 
been there from a quarter to three to 
nearly half-past, and no one had en-
tered. 

There was a high stone wall sur-
rounding Hammond's establishment 
on the land side, and this was topped 
with broken glass, and was practically 
unclimbable. 

It was the ringing of the telephone 
bell which had led the tragic discovery. 

When Minter had first heard it, he 
had thought that since Miss Shayne 
was occupying the study at the time, 
she would answer it herself. But when 
it continued to ring, he assumed she 
had gone up to her room. Going up-
stairs, he had found her—dead. This 
was at half-past three. 

He had seen nobody, and had not 
expected to see anyone, since the en-
tire household were out on the lawn, 
which ran down to the river bank. 

Ironically enough, the call had not 
been answered—by the time Minter 
reached the study the phone had 
stopped ringing—the person on the 
other end had disconnected. This re-
moved all chance of the call having 
been recorded by the telephone com-
pany. 

Neither was there anything of value 
to be learned from the rest of the peo-
ple at Backwaters. When Eric Nor-
man had accompanied Venita into the 
house, he had left her at the door of 
Montague Hammond's study, and not 
seen her again alive. The only other 
person who had entered the house dur-
ing the time Venita was in the study 
was Hammond himself. This had been 
just before a quarter to three, when he 
had gone to collect the cards and scor-
ing blocks for the bridge game. 

No one had moved from the lawn be-
tween five minutes to three and the 
time Minter had made his discovery, 

therefore, since Venita Shayne could 
not have been killed, on the evidence of 
the letter, until after three-fifteen, it 
was impossible for any member of the 
household to have committed the 
crime. 

It was equally impossible, or nearly 
so, for any stranger to have done so, 
and this was the problem Drake and 
the chief were faced with at nine 
o'clock on that Saturday night. 

CHAPTER VI 

Silent Death 

T'S a tough case," 
Cotter said, when 
they talked it over in 
the study. "So far 
as the evidence goes 
n o b o d y strangled 
the girl." 

"She couldn't have 
s t rangled herself," 
Drake said. "How 

about the prints." 
The chief shook his head. "None of 

any use. There were plenty of Mr. 
Hammond's, as one might expect, and 
one or two of Miss Shayne's, the house-
maid's, and Minter's, but nobody 
else's." 

"None on the bronze statuette?" in-
quired Blake. 

"None," said Cotter, shaking his 
head again. "None at all; but there was 
a blond hair sticking to the head of 
the figure, so I don't think there's any 
doubt that it was used to stun the girl 
as she sat at the desk." 

"Queer," muttered Drake. "She'd 
hardly have allowed a stranger to 
walk up behind her without making 
any attempt to give the alarm. And 
if she'd cried out, Minter, who was in 
the hall, would have heard her." 

"Perhaps she wasn't aware there was 
anyone in the room," said Cotter. 

"But she must have been!" answered 
the detective. "Nobody could walk to 
the mantelpiece, pick up the statuette, 
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and come back to the desk while she 
was sitting there without her being 
aware of it, unless the killer was in-
visible. And I don't believe in invis-
ible men, outside of that novel and 
moving picture by H. G. Wells." 

"Well, there it is!" said the chief 
wearily. The intense heat and his ex-
ertions had tired him. "It's impossible, 
but it happened." 

At ten o'clock Chief Cotter and his 
sergeant departed, leaving the two pa-
trolmen on guard with an order that no 
one should leave the house .without 
permission from the police. 

An atmosphere of deep depression 
held sway in the house. Dinner had 
been a silent meal, the end of which 
everyone had welcomed with relief. 

Drake was anxious to question Mon-
tague Hammond concerning the dead 
woman's past, but the producer was 
still in a daze, and out of sympathetic 
consideration for him the detective de-
cided to postpone what could only be 
an unpleasant ordeal. He was to. re-
gret afterward that he had allowed his 
sympathies to intervene. 

Tommy Lowell had been made ac-
quainted of the tragedy on his return 
from his river trip, and when the rest 
of the household had retired, which 
they did early, he came to Drake's 
room. 

"Any fresh dope?" he asked, as he 
closed the door. 

The detective shook his head. 
"I've been wondering," said Tommy, 

perching himself on the edge of the 
bed, "whether there's any connection 
between Miss Shayne's death and 
those anonymous letters." 

"You and me, both," said Drake. 
"That last one which Hammond re-
ceived this morning hinted at some-
thing of the sort." 

"It's a puzzling business," muttered 
Tommy, frowning. "So far as I can 
see nobody could have killed the girl," 

"Better sleep on it, Tommy. I'm sit-
ting up awhile." 

"Okay. 'Night." 

Drake made himself comfortable in 
a dressing-gown, pulled a chair to the 
open window, and began mentally sort-
ing his impressions. 

IN his mind's eye he conjured up a 

picture of the study, visualizing the 
desk and its contents. Near the tele-
phone, he remembered, was a large ash 
tray, and this had been clean. The girl, 
therefore, had not been smoking. 
Neither had her murderer—there was 
no cigarette in the fireplace, or any-
where else in the room. He had al-
ready considered the absurdity of a per-
son smoking in the act of murder. But 
whence, then, had come that burn? 

Was there anything on the desk that 
could have caused the mark ? The tele-
phone stood on the right hand corner. 
Near it was the ash tray. Beside that a 
water bottle and glass. 

Then there was a rack of reference 
books, an onyx pen-stand holding foun-
tain pens, and a stationery rack. On 
the left was the clock. That, together 
with the big, leather-bound blotter and 
a calendar, was all. There was not even 
a desk lighter. Nothing, in fact, that 
could have supplied any form of heat. 

The sound of a clock striking two 
came floating in through the window 
when Drake eventually gave it up and 
went to bed. Perhaps the morning 
would produce something that would 
give him an idea. 

He had not forgotten the doped 
liquor of the previous night, nor the 
shadowy figure who had entered his 
room to take something from his desk. 
Drake carefully locked the door from 
the inside before he went to bed. He 
was not taking any chances of being 
the next victim of the ruthless killer. $ ^ $ 

Sunday morning came without any 
break in the almost tropical weather. 
Jonathan Drake was up early, long be-
fore the rest of the household was astir, 
and he went down to the river's edge, 
where he stood contemplating the 
smooth, slow-moving water. 
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The morning seemed to make the de-
tails of this case stand out in bolder 
relief. The hatred that he had seen in 
Mrs. Hammond's eyes when she had 
gazed at Venita Shayne the previous 
night. 

The tenseness upon the part of 
Monty Hammond and Eric Norman 
when the two men learned of the 
actress' engagement. 

Why had the girl been killed? Did 
anyone gain by her death ? Was there 
a money motive? 

Or was this murder engendered by 
hatred? Such a hatred that only death 
could satisfy. 

Where did the other factors fit in? 
The sinister warning notes that Ham-
mond had received? The man that 
Minter had seen lurking outside the 
house? The attempt to poison the the-
atrical producer's drink? 

Minter 

Soon the first of the swarm of re-
porters who were to cluster round the 
estate like flies throughout the day ar-
rived. Chief Cotter had stationed uni-
formed men at all of the entrances ;to 
Backwaters—and they were kept con-
stantly busy preventing the newspaper-
men from entering the place. 

Tommy Lowell came downstairs to 
find Drake just having breakfast and 
joined him. The detective and his red-

headed assistant had finished their 
meal and Drake had just lighted a pipe 
when Monty Hammond appeared. 

IF Hammond had looked harassed 
and worried the previous day, he 

looked postively ghastly this morning. 
He seemed to have shrunk. His face 
was pallid and gray, and the skin hung 
loosely at the corners of his mouth and 
beneath his eyes. He appeared to be 
laboring beneath a state of constant 
terror—as though he feared he might 
be the next victim. 

"Give me some coffee. I want noth-
ing to eat," he said hoarsely to Minter, 
and flung himself down in a chair. 

As he took the cup which the butler 
handed to him, Drake saw that he was 
shaking as though he had a slight ague. 

"I want to talk to you, Hammond," 
murmured the detective with a nod to 
Tommy, who quietly departed. The 
producer shot him a nervous glance. 

"Talk! Talk!" he said irritably 
"Nothing but talk! That Chief of Po-
lice yesterday asking all sorts of ques-
tions. Why was this—why was that? 
Questions and questions!" 

"I'm afraid it can't be helped," said 
Drake soothingly. "You must realize, 
Hammond, that every possible source 
of information must be tapped." 

"I know nothing!" declared the pro-
ducer. "I didn't kill Venita! Poor 
child! I wouldn't have hurt a hair of 
her head!" 

"I don't imagine that you did—but 
you invited me here for the weekend 
because you were afraid something 
might happen." Drake reminded him. 
"And I think you are in a position to 
tell me something that would help, 
something you haven't yet told." 

Hammond looked startled and even 
more frightened. "What makes you 
think that?" he muttered. "Why, d'you 
think that I should know anything 
more than I've already said?" 

"You knew Venita Shayne better 
than anyone," answered the detective. 
"Has she ever mentioned that she was 



.38 BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE MAGAZINE 

afraid of anybody?" 
"No ! Is it likely? Why should Ve-

nita be afraid of anybody? She was 
popular, she was successful. She had 
no enemies." 

"She must have had one right here 
in this house, someone who was enough 
her enemy to take her life!" 

Montague Hammond sprang to his 
feet. "Why do you keep reminding me 
of that?" he cried. "Why can't you let 
me forget it? Good God! I can see her 
now—" 

Hammond's nerves were strained al-
most to breaking point, "Get me some 
brandy—neat!" he snapped to the wait-
ing Minter, and the man hurried away. 

When he returned with the glass, 
Hammond gulped down the spirit 
eagerly. Its effect was almost instantly 
visible. A tinge of color came into his 
flabby cheeks and his dull eyes bright-
ened. 

"I'm sorry, Drake," he apologized. 
"But this business has given me an un-
pleasant shock." 

"It's given us all a shock," said the 
detective. "But I can realize how it af-
fects you. Come down on the lawn." 

He rose, took his host by the arm, 
and together they descended the steps 
of the terrace and strolled towards the 
river's edge. 

"I'm sorry," began Drake, after a 
pause, "to have to bother you at the 
present time, but it's essential that 
everything possible should be done to 
discover who is responsible for that 
girl's death without delay. Time is an 
important factor." 

"I realize that," muttered Hammond. 
"Good Lord, man, don't you think I 
want to do everything possible to 
help?" | 

"Then tell me," went on the detec-
tive. "Do you associate those anony-
mous letters you received with what 
happened yesterday?" 

He felt Hammond start. But Ham-
mond only muttered: "I—I hadn't 
thought about it." 

Drake was convinced he was lying. 

"I should have thought it would have 
been the first thing to occur to you," he 
said. "It did to me." 

"I'd forgotten it," declared Ham-
mond. "This other—this horrible thing 
drove it completely out of my mind. 
Maybe you're right—I don't know. 
What are you suggesting? That the 
person who has been sending me these 
letters and the person who killed Ve-
nita are one and the same?" 

^ ' H P M not suggesting anything 
said Drake gravely. "I 'm asking 

you to do that. I'm going to be per-
fectly candid, Hammond. You know 
more about this than you've said. 
You've been keeping something back." 

"I—I don't know anything!" Ham-
mond persisted hoarsely. "Good heav-
ens, man, why don't you leave me 
alone? Haven't I had enough to put up 
with without these constant and useless 
questions?" 

"Listen to me," said the detective pa-
tiently. "This is a murder case. Venita 
Shayne was murdered on your estate 
after you had received mysterious 
death warnings. I don't wish to be 
hard, Hammond, but in the present cir-
cumstances you can hardly expect me 
to study your feelings at the expense 
of the truth. Now, what do you know?" 

Montague Hammond wilted. "I—I'll 
tell you," he burst out. "I've been try-
ing to make up my mind to tell you 
from the first. I do know who wrote 
thost letters, Drake. I think I know 
who killed Venita. It was—" 

He broke off abruptly, and a thin, 
gasping cry issued from his open 
mouth. 

For a moment he swayed unsteadily, 
and then crumpled up, to fall twitching 
at Drake's feet. 

With an exclamation the detective 
knelt beside him. For a moment he 
thought the stress and strain which 
Hammond had undergone had proved 
too much for his nerves and he had 
fainted, but then he saw the blood on 
the big face and the tiny round hole in 
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the right temple from which it trickled. 
An expression of horror swept over 

the face of the lean dark haired detec-
tive, his eyes were hard and there was 
a bitter twist to his lips as he gazed 
down at the still form at his feet. 
Monty Hammond had been soundlessly 
shot! 

There had been no noise, but there 
was no mistaking that bullet hole in 
the producer's forehead. Drake knelt 
down, ripped open the silk shirt, laid a 
hand on the broad chest. He could feel 
no beat. The heart had stopped. Mon-
tague Hammond was dead. 

He had been murdered at the very 
moment when he had been about to di-
vulge all he knew! 

C H A P T E R VII 

The Man on the Island 

O N A T H A N D R A K E 
| | jumped to his feet. 

Y* I | His keen gaze swept 
S ^ J J the grounds of the 

estate basking in the 
warm morning sun-
light. There was no 
one in sight. His eyes 
centered on the little 
island out in the riv-

er. He was convinced that the shot had 
come from that direction. Hammond 
had been standing with his right side 
to the river frontage when he had 
fallen. 

"Rifle with silencer," his thoughts 
moved swiftly. "A .22 from the looks 
of the wound." 

The island was a strip of land that 
divided the main stream, a slice of 
dense shrubbery and woods that ex-
tended three or four hundred yards; it 
was privately owned. 

Tommy Lowell came running up. 
He had seen Hammond fall. "What 
happened?" he cried. "Did he faint?" 

"Murder, Tommy!" Drake snapped. 
"Hammond is dead—shot through the 
head! Stay here with the body. I'm 
going across to that island. Silencer!" 
he hurled back to answer Tommy's un-
spoken question. 

He was already dashing toward the 
boat-landing. There he leaped into a 
canoe, unhitched the painter, and pad-
dled swiftly out upon the placid water. 
He was aware that he presented an 
even better target to the invisible killer 
than Hammond had done, but he had 
to take that chance. 

He reached the island and drew the 
canoe up on the shore—there he paused 
and listened tensely. There was no 
sound save the twittering of the birds 
in the trees and the soft lap-lap of the 
river as it gently washed against the 
shore of the island. Yet somewhere, he 
was certain, death stalked. 

He stared across the water he had 
just crossed. He could see the motion-
less figure of Hammond, Tommy 
Lowell standing beside the dead man, 
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but there was no other sign of life 
visible. The place seemed lapped in 
somnolence. The lovely white house 
glistened in the sun. 

The island was covered thickly by 
trees and dense masses of bramble. 
Rank grass grew almost to the water's 
edge. Drake forced his way through 
its tangle, his right hand close to the 
automatic in his shoulder holster. 

He went up the shelving bank until 
he reached a spot where walking was 
easier. Here he stopped again to listen, 
but no sound greeted his ears. Yet 
without doubt the shot that had killed 
Hammond had been fired from some-
where on this piece of land, and not 
very far away, either, 

A sudden crashing in the brush to his 
left made him glance in that direction. 
He was just in time to see a figure duck-
ing into the deep shadows of some 
trees. 

Drake plunged forward, but it was 
impossible to make speedy progress 
through this miniature jungle. 

He saw the man ahead fling some-
thing into the brush as he raced on. 
Drake, as he reached the spot, caught 
his right foot in a creeper vine. He 
went down with a crash—but was up 
again in a moment. 

He found that the island had again 
grown silent. No longer could he hear 
the other man crashing through the un-
dergrowth. A little patch of sunlight 
gleamed through the thick branches of 
a tree. 

In its light the detective saw the 
object that had been discarded. It 
was a .22 rifle with a silencer on the 
end of the long barrel. The murder 
weapon that had killed Monty Ham-
mond ! 

Drake snatched up the gun and con-
tinued running. He swept past the 
trees and out into the clearing that 
loomed beyond. 

He was a wild looking figure with 
his clothes rumpled and dirty from 
his fall, his thick dark hair mussed, 
and the rifle in his hand. 

A YOUNG blond man stepped sud-
denly into the clearing! He gave 

a startled shout as he saw the detective 
racing toward him. He came rushing 
at Drake, and as the criminologist 
raised the rifle to ward off what looked 
like an attack, the blond man flung him-
self forward. 

A flying tackle caught Drake about 
the hips and sent him to the ground 
with a jar that shook him from head to 
foot. The rifle was knocked from his 
hand. 

He lashed out with his right fist and 
there was the crunch of bone against 
bone as his knuckles met the blond 
man's chin. Then they were fighting 
like two beasts of the jungle, rolling, 
threshing about in the grass and dirt. 

"You crazy devil," gasped the blond 
man. "Try to kill me, will you!" 

They scrambled to their feet, still 
fighting. Drake was wasting no breath 
in words. He was sure that the man 
with whom he battled was the mur-
derer of Monty Hammond, and he was 
taking no chances of meeting the same 
fate that had befallen the theatrical 
producer. 

Again he shot out a hard right to the 
chin, and then a left to the body. The 
other man staggered back—but came 
in again. A blow caught Drake just 
above the belt and made him gasp—a 
second just missed his eye as he ducked 
his head. 

He let drive with both fists, right, 
left, to the blond man's body—and then 
an uppercut with all of Drake's weight 
behind it smacked against the other 
man's chin and he went down and out. 

Drake stood over him, panting. Then 
he picked up the rifle. 

The blond man moaned and opened 
his eyes. He sat up, glaring at the de-
tective. 

"Get up!" snapped Drake. "Hurry!" 
He was covering the blond man with 
the rifle, and his tone was hard and 
ominous. 

The young man in the white slacks 
and the sweat-shirt got hastily to his 
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feet. He was a good looking chap, but 
there was a sullen expression on his 
battered face as he glared at Drake. 

"Now what?" he demanded. 
"Head back to the north side of the 

island," ordered Drake. "Get moving 
—I'll follow—and don't try to get 
away." 

"And have you shoot me with that 
rifle?" growled the other man as he 
started back through the brush. "Do I 
look like a fool?" 

Drake did not answer. He intended 
to take the blond man back to Ham-
mond's estate and turn him over to the 
police. 

They reached the canoe, and at 
Drake's command the blond man got 
in and took up the paddle while the de-
tective still covered him with the rifle. 

"Straight across to the opposite 
shore," commanded Drake. 

The blond man sullenly started to 
paddle the canoe across. Drake never 
took his eyes off his captive. He had 
seated himself in the stern of the canoe 
while the blond man was paddling from 
the bow seat. 

Once Drake glanced toward the 
estate. He caught a fleeting glimpse 
of figures near the bank—saw blue uni-
forms among them and realized that 
the police and Hammond's guests had 
gathered at the spot where the pro-
ducer had died. 

The canoe grated against the oppo-
site bank. At a word from Drake the 
blond man climbed out—and Drake 
followed, still covering him. 

A slender girl raced toward the spot 
where the two men stood, and the de-
tective saw that it was Marjorie Love-
lace who approached. The dark-haired 
actress was tremendously excited. 

"Harry Cavendish!" s h e c r i e d . 
"What are you doing here?" 

"Ask him," muttered the blond man 
with a nod toward Drake. 

Jonathan Drake gazed at his pris-
oner in surprise. The man that he had 
captured was the man who had been 
engaged to Venita Shayne! 

Joseph Secket 

CHAPTER VIII 
"I'm Glad She's Dead" 

AVENDISH, I'd like 
to talk to you a mo-
ment," s a i d Drake. 
The detective smiled 
at the girl. "If you'll 
p a r d o n us, Miss 
Lovelace ?" 

"Of course," Mar-
jorie turned away, as 
D r a k e d r e w the 

blond man to one side. "See you later, 
Harry." 

"Well?" demanded Cavendish when 
he found himself alone with Drake. 
"What's this all about? Who the devil 
are you, anyway?" 

"I'm Jonathan Drake." 
"Drake, the p r i v a t e detective?" 

asked Cavendish in surprise, and then 
as the s l e n d e r , dark-haired man 
nodded. "Why didn't you say so over 
on the island instead of rushing at me 
like a wild man? You looked like you 
were going to kill me. Naturally I 
tried to defend myself." 

"This your rifle?" asked Drake. 
"Why, no." Cavendish shook his 
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head. "Never saw it before. Why do 
you ask ?" 

"Because Montague Hammond was 
shot and killed with this rifle not more 
than twenty minutes ago," said Drake. 

"Hammond killed!" muttered Cav-
endish, his good looking face growing 
pale beneath the tan, "How awful!" 
For the first time he appeared to notice 
the small group gathered on the lawn 
of the estate. "That—that's Hammond 
lying on the ground over there?" he 
stammered. 

"Right," said Drake. "In the exact 
spot where he fell when you shot him 
with this rifle from the island." 

"I shot him?" Cavendish glared at 
the detective. "Are you crazy, Drake?" 

"You knew him, didn't you?" 
"Q£ course. I knew him quite well— 

what's that got to do with it?" There 
was an anxious note in the blond man's 
tone. "You're not serious, are you? 
You don't really think that I—" He 
was unable to finish the sentence. 

"What were you doing on the is-
land?" asked Drake. 

"I 'm not talking," said Harry Cav-
endish sullenly. "I want to see my at-
torney first. You've accused me of 
murder and anything I say might only 
make it worse for me." 

"That's quite possible," said Drake 
mildly. 

Chief Cotter came across the grass 
to where the two men were standing. 
There was an expression of curiosity 
on the face of the police official, for it 
was obvious that these two had re-
cently taken part of some sort of a 
physical combat. 

Drake drew Cotter aside and related 
what had happened on the island. The 
chief listened intently, and finally 
shook his head. 

"Look's bad for Cavendish," he said. 
"Have you told him that Venita 
Shayne is also dead." 

"Not yet," said Drake. "But I will." 
With Cotter listening to every word, 

the detective broke the news of his 
fiancee's death to the blond man. To 

their immense surprise, Harry Cav-
endish displayed no grief. That he was 
shocked and horrified there was no 
doubt, but he gave no evidence of the 
sorrow that a man might feel upon 
learning that the girl he loved was 
dead. In fact his attitude seemed al-
most one of relief. 

f f ¥ T O W did it happen?" he asked. 
M M "Was she shot, too?" 

"She was strangled," said Drake. He 
looked casually at Cavendish's big 
fists. "By someone with powerful 
hands." 

"Good lord! How awful!" muttered 
Cavendish, and he appeared genuinely 
horrified. "Have—have you any idea 
who could have done it?" 

"You! " said Chief Cotter tersely. 
"But I didn't—I tell you I didn't do 

it !" protested Cavendish. 
"We'l l make certain of that later," 

said the chief. "Come along." 
"Oh, Chief," said Drake softly but 

firmly. "I don't believe that I would 
place Mr. Cavendish under arrest quite 
yet." He smiled at the blond man, 
who gave him a startled glance. 

"All right, Drake," growled the 
chief. "But all the same I want to have 
a little talk with him." 

Cotter and the blond man moved 
away. As they did so, the tall gray-
haired butler came hurrying across the 
terrace to Drake. 

"Wil l you go to Mrs. Hammond, 
please, Mr. Drake?" said the servant. 
His voice was husky. The Venita 
Shayne murder had left him cold, but 
evidently the shock of his master's 
death had been a severe one. "She 
wants to see you—urgently." 

"Thank you, Minter, I'll go at once," 
Drake nodded. 

He hurried into the house. He found 
a frightened maid in the hall and she 
directed him to his hostess's bedroom. 
It was on the second floor, and tapping 
on the door, he waited. A thin voice 
bade him enter, and he turned the knob 
and stepped into the room. 
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It was a large, airy room over the 
lounge. The windows faced the river. 
In a silk-draped bed lay Mrs. Ham-
mond. Her thin face was ghastly; the 
shadows under her eyes were pro-
nounced. 

"So my husband is dead," she said, 
fixing her eyes on him in an unwaver-
ing and rather disconcerting stare. 

He nodded in silence. 
"Minter tells me he was shot," she 

went on. "Is that true?" 
"I'm afraid it is," murmured Drake, 

sympathetically. 
"The Shayne girl was strangled," 

said Mrs. Hammond. "It was a bad 
day for Monty when he took up with 
her. I knew that death would come to 
this house." 

"Then he didn't tell you." The wom-
an nodded quickly with little bird-like 
jerks of the head. "He didn't tell you. 
But he was. He was afraid of Venita 
Shayne! She made him do anything 
she wanted. Was it she who sent those 
messages?" 

Again Drake was startled. 
"You mean the anonymous warn-

ings?" he said. 
"Of course I mean them! He told 

you about them, didn't he? Isn't that 
why you're here?" 

"Yes. But what makes you think 
Miss Shayne sent them?" he inquired. 

"I didn't say that," answered Mrs. 
Hammond. "I merely asked if she did. 
It wouldn't surprise me. Nothing 
about Venita Shayne would ever sur-
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"Are you suggesting," said the de-
tective, "that Miss Shayne was indi-
rectly responsible for what happened 
to your husband?" 

"Of course," said the woman. "She 
was killed, too, wasn't she? The same 
person killed both of them." 

"Do you know that?" asked Drake 
quickly. 
* "No, I don't know it, but I feel it." 
She tapped her flat breast. "I'm sure of 
it If Monty had never met Venita 
Shayne he'd be alive today. Did he 
tell you why he was afraid of her?" 

Drake was startled, the question 
came so suddenly and so abruptly. 

"I wasn't aware he was afraid of 
her," he said. 

prise me. You thought she was sweet 
and beautiful, and everything that was 
lovely, didn't you? Oh, go on! You 
might as well admit it," she said impa-
tiently, as he hesitated. "Every man 
thought that about her—but she 
wasn't. She was a callous, calculating 
little devil! A cruel little devil! I'm 
glad she's dead!" 

"Mrs. Hammond!" protested Drake. 

££"WjK7HY shouldn't I say what I 
™ mean?" she asked. "Why 

should I be hypocritical and pretend to 
feel sorry when I'm not? I'm glad she's 
dead, d'you hear?" She raised herself 
off the pillows on to one elbow. "I 
asked you to come and see me," she 
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continued rapidly, and her excitement 
brought a spot of red into her cheeks, 
"because I want you to find out who 
killed Monty. I shall be a rich woman, 
and I can afford to pay for your serv-
ices. Find out what was behind the 
killing of Venita Shayne. You'll stir 
up a lot of mud, but find out." 

Before he could open his lips to reply 
there came a tap on the door. 

"Come in," said Mrs. Hammond, 
and Minter entered. 

He carried a letter on a salver, which 
he held out to Drake. 

"For me?" Drake said in surprise. 
"Yes, sir. Just come by the second 

post," Minter answered. 
Drake took the envelope, saw the il-

literate scrawl, and his eyes narrowed. 
With a swift movement and a mur-
mured apology he put his thumb under 
the flap and ripped it open. 

The contents was a single sheet of 
paper on which had been roughly 
printed, by the same hand as the super-
scription, the following message: 

"The blonde's gone, and when 
you get this Hammond will have 
gone, too. A nice pair! There's 
more to follow, so watch out!" 
In place of the signature was the 

scrawled drawing of the dangling man. 
Drake turned over the envelope and 

looked at the post-mark. It had been 
posted in Tarrytown on Friday night! 

CHAPTER IX 

An Echo from the Past 

ELL, Drake," said 
Chief Cotter, fixing 
his shrewd black 
eyes on the detective 
and gently pulling 
at the lobe of his 
right ear. "What do 
you make of it, eh?" 

"I should like to 
postpone answering 

that question," said Drake. "It's a little 
early yet to think anything." 

"In my opinion," said the chief, 
"there's not much doubt as to who is 
guilty now. This second crime has 
straightened things out." 

"Do you think so?" murmured 
Drake. 

Cotter nodded. "I most certainly 
do! To my mind the presence of this 
man Cavendish on the island clears 
everything up." 

"Meaning that you're satisfied Cav-
endish is the murderer, the double 
murderer?" 

Again Cotter nodded. "He hasn't 
talked but we'll screw a confession out 
of him, I have no doubt." 

"It's rather extraordinary, chief," 
said Drake, "how thin the truth some-
times sounds." 

"I'll admit that," agreed Cotter. 
"But in this case—" He shook his 
head. "No, I don't think we've got to 
look any further than Cavendish." 

"What's your idea regarding the 
motive?" asked Drake. 

"It's evident," replied Cotter. "I've 
checked various sources. It was gen-
eral knowledge that this girl Shayne 
and Hammond were—well, pretty 
thick. In my opinion, jealousy was at 
the bottom of it. This fellow Caven-
dish found out and killed 'em both." 

"How?" murmured Drake. "How 
did he kill Miss Shayne?" 

An expression of complacency came 
into the thin face of the man before 
him. 

"I knew you'd ask that, Mr. Drake. 
I've worked it out. The household 
were on the lawn, weren't they? And 
the servant Minter was in the hall. 
Miss Shayne was up here writing let-
ters"—he waved his hand round the 
study. "Well, Cavendish swam across! 
There's a border of foliage running 
right down to the water's edge, backed 
by arches of climbing roses, and be-
hind it is a little path that leads up to 
the house. You've noticed that?" 

Drake nodded. Cotter would have 
been surprised at how much he had 
noticed. 
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Marjorie Lovelace 

"Well," went on Cotter, "this fellow 
Cavendish, as I said, swims across. He 
lands by the little path and he crawls 
out of the water. The people on the 
lawn wouldn't see him because he'd be 
screened by the roses. He creeps up 
the little path towards the house, and 
he finds a window open. He enters, 
makes his way up to the study, kills 
the girl, and departs by the way he 
came." 

"Without leaving traces?" Drake 
queried. "He'd have been rather wet, 
don't you think?" 

"No." Cotter shook his head. "It 
was a very hot afternoon. It wouldn't 
have taken him more than a few min-
utes to get himself dry enough not to 
drip." 

Drake nodded. The theory was ten-
able, and he did not undeceive Cotter 
in his fond belief that he had been the 
first to think of it. There would be 
time enough for that later. 

"Difficult yes, impossible no," the 
Chief went on. "Minter was in the hall, 
I know, but it would have been fairly 
easy for this fellow, once he was in the 
house, to wait until the servant's at-
tention was attracted and then slip up 
the stairs." 

"He would be taking an appalling 
risk," said Drake. He was prompting 

the Chief. It was often instructive, he 
had learned, to hear one's own ideas 
coming from the lips of another. 

f f ^ C A R C E L Y any risk at all," the 
• f Chief said. "Just you think 

for a moment." Drake smiled, recall-
ing how often he had been referred to 
as "the thinking dynamo." "He was 
engaged to Miss Shayne and was 
known to Hammond. If he'd been 
spotted by Minter he had an excuse. 
He'd been camping on the island and 
he'd swum across to see his fiancee. 
If he'd been seen there'd have been no 
murder, but when he found he hadn't 
been seen he carried out his original 
intentions. I'm sure I'm right! It ac-
counts for everything. Naturally Miss 
Shayne wouldn't have been suspicious. 
He could easily have got hold of that 
statuette and come up behind her. And 
no stranger could, that's definite." 

"Yes, that's definite," agreed Drake. 
"The person who killed Venita Shayne 
was known to her." 

"And it was Cavendish!" said Cot-
ter stubbornly. "If I was a betting man 
I'd bet anything on it!" 

"Well, I'm not so sure that you're 
right," said the detective. "Mind you," 
he added quickly, "I 'm not suggesting 
that you're wrong. I'm maintaining an 
open mind." 

"Well, we'll see," said Cotter. "Any-
way, that's my general theory and 
that's the line I'm going to work on. 
There's one thing I'm rather curious 
to know, and that's what you were do-
ing here. Were you just on a friendly 
visit—" he stopped. "Or weren't you?" 
he ended lamely. 

"Not altogether," said Drake slowly, 
"and I think, Chief, when I tell you ex-
actly why I came here, you'll have to 
reconsider your theory." 

Briefly he gave an account of the 
anonymous letters which Hammond 
had received and the mysterious 
watcher Hammond had seen on vari-
ous occasions, ending by handing the 
Tarrytown officer the last message 
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which had arrived that morning. 
Cotter examined it and scratched 

his chin. 
" I admit it's all very peculiar," he 

said, "but I still don't see any neces-
sity for altering my original idea. Why 
couldn't Cavendish have sent these let-
ters to try to scare Hammond?" 

"At the time they started he and 
Miss Shayne were not engaged," Drake 
pointed out, still prompting. 

"Cavendish may not have been en-
gaged to the girl," said the chief, "but 
he must have known her for some time. 
A fellow hasn't got to be engaged to be 
jealous. But it seems to me to be com-
mon property that she and Hammond 
were as thick as thieves." 

"What are you proposing to do, ar-
rest Cavendish?" 

Cotter shook his head. 
"No. You advised me against that— 

and you were right. I haven't suffi-
cient evidence at the moment. But 
I'm detaining everybody until after the 
inquest. And I shall put a man on to 
watch Cavendish so he can't make a 
bolt for it." 

" I think you're wise," said Drake. 
"Wise, that is, in not arresting him. 
It's my belief we may learn a great 
deal if we go further into the history 
of Venita Shayne." 

"I 'm attending to that, too," said the 
Chief. "She had an apartment in New 
York, and I've arranged with the Man-
hattan police to take possession of it. 
I'm going into town this afternoon as 
a matter of fact just to do some inves-
tigating unofficially. I've also got the 
address of her bankers and her lawyers 
from that fellow Norman who acted as 
her press agent." 

"Any objection if I come with you?" 
asked Drake. 

"No, of course not," answered the 
chief. "I'd be very pleased." 

"Then if you like," said the detec-
tive. "I'll drive you down. There'll be 
a post-mortem on Hammond, of 
course?" 

Cotter nodded. 

"You'll check the rifle for finger-
prints of course," and then as the chief 
nodded Drake smiled. "You'll find 
more on it—but I'm wondering about 
those of Cavendish. Anything special 
in the coroner's report on Hammond?" 

"He died instantly," said the chief. 
"The bullet lodged in the brain. I'm 
going to have a look through his ef-
fects. I've got all his keys." He rose. 
"Perhaps you'd care to give me a 
hand?" 

THEY began on the desk. Method-
ically and carefully they went 

through every drawer, examining the 
papers and documents and replacing 
them. There was nothing at all that 
threw any light on the murders. There 
were receipts and bills concerning 
Backwaters, several letters dealing 
with the late Hammond's theatrical in-
terests. There was a check book for 
a private account of Hammond's in a 
bank in New York. The checks were 
mostly drawn to self and various items 
connected with household expenses. 
There was only one which bore no no-
tation on the stub—it was for seven 
hundred and fifty dollars. 

"It'll be worth while to check that 
up," said Drake, and Cotter agreed. 

"You thinking of blackmail?" he re-
marked. 

"Chief," said Drake with a grim 
smile. "I 'm not thinking of anything. 
I only see that every other check has 
been meticulously entered and this one 
hasn't. Therefore, it's worth looking 
into." 

They turned their attention to the 
safe. It was locked by combination. 
But Jonathan Drake would have made 
a master cracksman. He had it opened 
in ten minutes. It contained account 
books, three hundred dollars in the 
cash box, and bundles of old checks. 
These were arranged in piles and 
neatly encircled with rubber bands. 
There was a folder bearing the name 
of the New York bank, containing the 
bank book. 
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But at the back of the safe, under-
neath all the other contents, they came 
upon a long envelope heavily sealed. 
It bore no superscription, and after a 
moment's hesitation Drake opened it. 

It contained a marriage certificate. 
The ink was faded, the paper yellow-
ish with age. 

Jonathan Drake's keen blue eyes 
narrowed as he gazed at the date. It 
was April 8th, 1911—twenty-seven 
years ago. It certified the marriage of 
Molly Dwyer, whose occupation was 
described as "parlor maid," with James 
Hinkley, actor. 

Drake was puzzled yet excited. Why 
had had Hammond carefully preserved 
this document? The marriage had 
been performed by a justice of the 
peace in a small midwestern town and 
Hammond's name did not appear, even 

as a witness. What had the parties 
mentioned in the certificate—Molly 
Dwyer and James Hinkley—meant to 
the theatrical producer? 

"Strange," said Chief Cotter who had 
also been scanning the document. 
"Perhaps his wife could tell us." 

But Mrs. Hammond could tell them 
nothing. She had never heard of 
either of the people mentioned, and 
had not been aware that the certificate 
had been in her husband's possession. 

"Probably hasn't anything to do 
with the case anyway," said Cotter, 
dismissing it from his mind. 

But on this point he and Jonathan 
Drake parted company. Drake felt an 
inward excitement and did not think 
that excitement misplaced. He knew 
that feeling of old—the feeling that a 
break, a lead, had come at last. Here 
on one hand was an old marriage cer-
tificate mentioning the names of two 
people and yellow with age—there on 

the other hand were two deaths, red 
with murder. There was nothing to 
connect one with the other, they were 
twenty-seven years apart. Yet Jonath-
an Drake, feeling an inward thrill, 
whispered silently to his restless brain: 
"Find the connection." 

CHAPTER X 

The Third Strike 

HE city was still 
sweltering under the 
excessive heat when 
J o n a t h a n Drake 
drove Chief of Police 
C o t t e r into New 
York that Sunday 
afternoon. 

Venita Shayne's 
apartment was lo-

cated in the upper fifties, east, on the 
third floor of a very modern building 
overlooking the East River. 

An elevator took Drake and Cotter 
up to the dead woman's apartment, and 
they were admitted by a hard-faced 
woman servant. A uniformed officer 
of the New York police force had been 
placed on special duty with orders to 
keep guard on the apartment. He sat 
in the inner hallway, looking uncom-
fortable as he perched on the edge of a 
fragile chair. 

"Jonathan Drake and Chief Cotter 
of the Tarrytown police," said the 
slender dark-haired man as the officer 
got to his feet. "It's all right if we 
take charge here. I phoned Commis-
sioner Slade as soon as I got in town, 
and got his permission." 

"Yes, sir," said the officer. "And 
you're welcome. I've been wondering 
if that meat-ax of a maid wouldn't try 
to knife me. She's got a nasty disposi-
tion." 

"Really," said Drake. "That's inter-
esting. Will you call her in, please?" 
The maid entered sullenly. "What's 
your name?" Drake asked her. 

"Elizabeth Stokes," she said. "And 
I have been with Miss Shayne for two 
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years and I don't know who murdered 
her!" 

"Nice to have that off our minds," 
said Drake quietly. "What sort of an 
employer was Miss Shayne?" 

"Bad tempered and very difficult to 
please," answered the maid promptly. 
"Looked like an angle, behaved like 
a devil. Always finding fault. Noth-
ing ever pleased her. Temperament, 
I've heard it called, but temper's more 
like it. Blistered the air with her tan-
trums." 

"And yet you stayed with her for two 
years," Drake pointed out. 

"A body has to earn a living, haven't 
they?" demanded the woman angrily. 
"And paid well, I'll say that." 

"Did she have many visitors?" asked 
Drake. 

"No, not many," replied the maid. 
"She used to give cocktail parties now 

and again, but she hadn't many friends 
—not as far as as I know. And I'm not 
surprised." 

"Why?" demanded Drake. 
"She was too snobbish and conceited. 

For no good reason, if you ask me. Just 
an actress that nobody ever heard of 
before she became famous." Elizabeth 
Stokes' eyes flashed. "There wasn't 
anybody else on earth so far as she was 
concerned except Venita Shayne. Al-
ways talking nbout how bored she was 
with it all, and how she had to suffer 
to please her public." 

"Who were the people who used to. 
visit her?" said Drake. "Do you re-
member their names?" 

"Some of them." The maid wrinkled 
her forehead in thought, and it did not 

add to her beauty. "There was Mr. 
Hammond. He was a pretty regular 
visitor, and then there was Mr. Caven-
dish. He came calling quite often, 
mostly to tea. Mr. Eric Norman was 
also dropping in. And there was a man 
who talked like an actor I seen in a 
play once—" 

"John Moore, you mean?" inter-
rupted Drake. 

"No," the maid shook her head. " I 
know Mr. Moore—he's that young ac-
tor fellow. This was another man. He 
used to be dropping in at odd times 
when there wasn't anyone else here. 
I don't know his name. Miss Shayne 
used to call him Joe. Acted like he 
owned the place, he did." She frowned. 
"And—" she stopped. 

"And what?" demanded Drake as she 
paused and sat looking at him anx-
iously. 

HERE was somebody here last 
night," she snapped, "and I 

don't know who it was, either. I only 
caught a glimpse of him." 

"What d'you mean?" asked Drake. 
"Somebody called here last night?" 

"They didn't exactly call," said the 
woman. "I'll tell you. I'd gone to bed 
early. I wasn't feeling too good, and 
with her away there was a chance to 
get some rest. You didn't get much 
when she was about I can tell you. 

"I 'd fallen asleep when I heard a 
sound that woke me. It was the faint 
rattle of a bolt being drawn, and it came 
from here. My room's along there at 
the back. I thought at first she'd come 
back, and I got out of bed and opened 
my bedroom door. 

"The place was in darkness, but a 
light burns all night on the landing out-
side, and enough comes in through the 
fanlight to show up the hall dimly. 
There was someone fumbling at the 
front door and I called out. Then the 
door was opened, and I just caught a 
glimpse of a man as he slipped through 
and shut it after him." 

"Isn't there a night man on duty?" 
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asked Drake. 
"Yes," said the woman. 
"Did you notify him?" 
She shook her head. 
"No, no. For all I know it might 

have been Mr. Hammond," she said. 
"He's got a key." 

"What did I tell you about him and 
Miss Shayne?" Chief Cotter broke in. 

"Quite so," said Drake. " Was it Mr. 
Hammond? You said this man pulled 
back the bolt." 

A puzzled expression came into the 
servant's face. 

"I never thought of that," she ad-
mitted. "Of course, being on my own 
I'd bolted the door, which I don't usu-
ally do. He couldn't have got in that 
way, could he'?" 

"Why didn't you tell me about this, 
Miss?" put in the policeman. 

"Haven't I said that I thought it 
might have been Mr. Hammond," she 
snapped. "I thought perhaps he'd been 
in town late and Miss Shayne had 
asked him to fetch something. I didn't 
want to advertise the fact that he'd got 
a key. I might have got into trouble 
for not minding my own business." 

"Did the man's appearance suggest 
Mr. Hammond to you?" asked Drake. 

"His appearance didn't suggest any-
thing to me," answered the woman ir-
ritably. "I only caught sight of him 
for a moment, and then he was gone." 

"The question is, how did he get in?" 
Drake persisted. "Is there a fire es-
cape?" 

She nodded. 
"Yes. An iron staircase affair, that 

passes by a door in the kitchen." 
"Is that kept locked?" asked Chief 

Cotter. 
"Always," she answered. 
"Show us," ordered Drake. 
She led the way through to a spotless 

kitchen and pointed to a small door by 
the side of the window. The detec-
tive tried it. It was locked. 

"Where do you keep the key?" he 
asked. 

She pointed to a white enamel cab-
inet. 

"There," she said, and then with a 
sharp intake of her breath; "Why, it's 
gone!" She went quickly over and 
peered along the shelf, but there was no 
sign of a key. "It's gone!" she re-
peated. "Who could have took it?" 

"When did you last see it?" asked 
Drake. 

She puckered up her brows in 
thought. "Friday," she answered after 
a pause. "I was cleaning the dresser, 
and I remember putting it back." 

f fWJfcTELL, there's no question 
» * how the man got in, whoever 

it was," remarked Drake. "He came 
[Turn Page) 
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up the fire escape, opened the door with 
the key, and relocked it behind him," 

"And took the key away with him," 
supplemented Chief Cotter. "Now 
what did he come for? Did Miss 
Shayne keep any money or jewelry 
here?" 

"No," said the woman. "She seldom 
carried much money; she didn't need 
to. When she went out other people 
mostly paid. The greater part of her 
jewelry she kept at the bank. What 
she was wearing she took with her, of 
course." 

"So there's nothing of value to tempt 
a burglar—" began the inspector, but 
Drake interrupted him. 

"I shouldn't waste your time over a 
burglar theory," he said. "At least, not 
an ordinary burglar. How could this 
man have got hold of the key ?" 

He addressed the last part of his re-
mark to the woman. 

"I don't know," she said. 
"Perhaps Miss Shayne took it away 

with her?" suggested Cotter, and Eliz-
abeth Stokes agreed that this was pos-
sible. 

She had seen it last on the Friday, 
but couldn't remember whether it had 
been there or not after Venita Shayne 
had left to go up to Backwaters. 

"She arrived with a Mr. Norman," 
said Drake. "Did he call for her?" 

"Yes," said the servant. "He was one 
of 'em that was often here." 

"Well, the person who used the key 
came for something," muttered Drake. 
"The thing is, did he get it or didn't he? 
I supp9se you could tell if there was 
anything missing?" 

"I don't know about that," said the 
maid. "Miss Shayne had a lot of things 
which she kept locked up." 

"We'd better make a search," said 
Drake. " W e came to do that, anyhow." 

The apartment was a large one. 
There were three bedrooms and two re-
ception rooms, apart from the kitchen, 
bathroom, and a tiny cupboard-like 
apartment that was used for the stor-
age of trunks and oddments. The big-

ger of the three bedrooms had been 
used by the dead girl. It was here they 
began their search. 

Cotter had provided himself with a 
bunch of keys, and with these he un-
locked the drawers of the dressing-ta-
ble. There were the usual articles of 
make-up and feminine appurtenances, 
but nothing of relevant interest. The 
wardrobe was full of clothing, and a 
dressing chest contained an enormous 
variety of flimsy underwear, night-
dresses, stockings. 

They turned their attention to the 
lounge. 

There was a desk in one corner, and 
this contained an assortment of paid 
and unpaid bills, letters, and photo-
graphs. There were dozens of photo-
graphs, Venita Shayne in every con-
ceivable pose and costume. One drawer 
was full of them. The letters were 
mostly invitations to parties from vari-
ous friends. 

The maid, who had followed them 
curiously during their search, came for-
ward as they finished with the desk. 

"She had her diary with her I sup-
pose," she remarked, and Drake, who 
had gone over to a low bookcase swung 
around swiftly. 

"Diary?" he said. "Did she keep a 
diary?"' 

"Oh, yes indeed!" said Elizabeth 
Stokes. "A thick, leather-bound book 
with a lock and key. It used to lie on 
her desk here." 

"Did you find any diary in her lug-
gage at Backwaters, Chief?" said the 
detective to Cotter. 

"No." The chief of police shook his 
head. "There was no diary there." 

His shrewd eyes looked at Drake 
with an unspoken question in their 
gaze. The slender, dark-haired man 
nodded. 

"Yes, I think so," he said softly. 
"That's what the unknown man came 
for—Venita Shayne's diary!" 

"He—" began the maid and then 
broke off abruptly as the phone in one 
corner of the room rang sharply. 
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f ^ T L L answer it," said Drake as the 
— woman s t a r t e d to go to the 

phone. She sank weakly into a chair. 
"Hello—is Mr. Jonathan D r a k e 

there?" demanded a masculine voice 
over the wire. 

"Speaking." Drake's eyes narrowed. 
It was the same voice that had warned 
him to keep away from the Hammond 
Estate just after the producer had 
called him and asked him to come there. 
"What do you want?" 

The maid, looking pale, said "Excuse 
me," and went to the open window. 

"There will be more trouble at Back-
waters," said the voice over the wire. 
"You had better get back there quick-
ly ! " 

The maid suddenly uttered a shrill 
scream and staggered back from the 
window. Slowly, she turned. There 
was a look of pain and horror in her 
hard face. But also—amazing and ter-
rible—there was blood seeping through 
her uniform over her heart. 

"I saw—" she gasped—"man—here 
las' night—looking for—" 

She shuddered and pitched face for-
ward on the thick Oriental rug. 

Cotter and the police officer had al-
ready leaped toward her. Drake still 
stood with the phone in his hand—but 
the man on the other end of the line 
had hung up. He glanced at the dial 
phone and frowned as he realized that 
it would be impossible to trace the call. 

"She's dead!" said Cotter, his voice 
hushed. "Shot through the heart." 

One look sufficed Drake. He went to 
the window. There was another build-
ing directly across the street. He saw 
an open window in what appeared to be 
a vacant apartment and realized that 
the shot must have come from there. 

"Hold things down here!" he cried 
"Two of you men come with me! Don't 
stop to ask why, but come!" 

He dashed out, two of the policemen 
following him. Down to the street he 
sped, and across—into the opposite 
building. "Get to the back of this 
building!" he directed one of the po-

licemen, "out into the court, and stop 
anyone coming down the fire escape. 
"You take the back elevator down the 
hall there, get off at the third floor 
and be alert for anything that shows. 
I'm going up on this one. Up!" he 
snapped to the elevator operator. 
"Three!" 

The operator, who had seen the uni-
form, hastened to obey, slammed the 
door open when the car reached the 
third floor, and Drake dashed out. Un-
erringly his sense of direction guided 
him to the apartment from which the 
shot had come. For all he knew, the 
murderer might still be in it. 

The apartment was empty, unten-
anted, recently painted, the door hav-
ing been left open so that the paint 
would dry more quickly. That was all. 

The policeman discovered nothing. 
The murderer had made good his es-
cape in a matter of minutes, very likely 
by the skin of his teeth. 

"A miss is as good as a mile," Drake 
said curtly, and the three went back to 
the late Venita Shayne's apartment. 

Drake went to the phone and dialed 
police headquarters. He asked for 
Commissioner Slade, and to his relief 
found the head of the police depart-
ment at his office. 

"Hello, Commissioner," said the de-
tective. "Jonathan Drake. I'm at Ve-
nita Shayne's apartment—yes, the ac-
tress who was killed at Hammond's es-
tate in Tarrytown yesterday. Send 
down some Homicide Squad men— 
there's been another murder! Here, 
right here! The maid! Good. We'l l 
be waiting. I'll be glad to see you." 

Drake hung up. 
"Who called on that phone before?" 

asked Chief Cotter. 
"The man I thought was the mur-

derer," said Drake slowly. "But now 
I don't see how that's possible, unless 
he's twins." He frowned as he gazed 
at the still figure on the rug. Not likely 
he phoned me and killed Elizabeth 
Stokes at the same time." 

"No." Cotter shook his head. "That's 
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impossible!" 
"Well, not impossible," said Drake, 

"but hardly likely." 

CHAPTER XI 

Love Above, Hate Below 

EN from the homicide 
s q u a d arrived and 
took charge. W i t h 
them came Police 
Commissioner Slade, 
and he drew Drake 
and Cotter aside and 
heard their story of 
what had happened 
both at the apart-

ment and at the Hammond estate. 
The police questioned the occupants 

of the apartment building across the 
street, but no one there had noticed 
anything unusual, nor had they seen 
any strangers lurking about the place. 

The superintendent of the building 
did report that the vacant apartment 
on the third floor had recently been 
rented, and a phone installed, and the 
painters had just finished doing over 
the place the previous day. They had 
left the door open in order that the air 
entering the apartment would dry the 
paint more quickly, But these were 
things Drake had already learned in-
dependently. 

"Anyone could have gone in there, 
shot the maid when he saw her over 
here at the window and then walked 
out again," he said. 

And hour later Drake and Cotter de-
parted, leaving the New York end of 
the murder investigation in the capable 
hands of Commissioner Slade and his 
men. It was not long until they were 
speeding back toward Tarrytown in 
Jonathan Drake's car. 

"Well, Cotter," said Drake, as they 
sped along. "How does this new mur-
der fit in with your theory?" 

"It fits in very well," said the Chief. 
"It's my belief it was Cavendish who 
took that diary." 

"You're not going to let Cavendish 
go without a struggle," murmured 
Drake with a faint smile. "What makes 
you think he should take all the trouble 
to come to New York to steal the dead 
woman's diary?" 

"Because he hoped to find something 
in it," answered Cotter swiftly, "that 
would clinch his suspicion. And I be-
lieve he did. That's why he shot Ham-
mond." 

"I see. You're still convinced then 
that jealousy is the motive for these 
two murders? Then how do you ex-
plain the shooting of the maid?" 

"I don't know," said Cotter. "I 'm 
certain though, that I'm right about Ca-
vendish." 

"Surely," said Drake, "if Cavendish 
were certain his suspicions were cor-
rect, he wouldn't have killed the girl 
first and gone to collect the evidence 
after?" 

"I 'm not so certain of that." Cotter 
was evidently not going to have his 
original idea shaken. "She may have 
said something, taunted him with the 
diary—anything. You know how these 
things are, Drake. Whatever hap-
pened, I believe that's the solution." 

Drake relapsed into silence. His 
technique of letting the other fellow 
talk was not bearing much fruit. He 
dropped it and listened attentively to 
his own thoughts. 

What had Hammond been about to 
disclose when that shot had silenced 
him? He had known something, some-
thing had frightened him, somethings 
that was connected with those anony-
mous letters and the watcher who had 
dogged his footsteps. Something that 
also connected those incidents with the 
death of Venita Shayne. 

Was there any truth in the rumor 
that there had been something more 
than friendship between the producer 
and the dead woman, or was it just the 
usual malicious gossip? It was obvi-
ous that Mrs. Hammond believed it. 
She had called Venita Shayne a 
callous, calculating little devil. And 
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Elizabeth Stokes had also declared that 
her mistress had been difficult and bad-
tempered. What had the maid been 
about to reveal when she was shot? 

According to these two women Ve-
nita Shayne's sweetness had been but 
skin-deep. It was not unusual to find 
such characteristics in a woman of Ve-
nita Shayne's beauty, but what bearing 
had this on her death? And on the 
death of Hammond, of the maid? It 
certainly helped to bear out Cotter's 
theory, but without further evidence 
Blake was not prepared to believe en-
tirely in Cavendish's guilt. It didn't 
explain the anonymous letters, nor the 
two phone calls that Drake had re-
ceived, and he felt certain that these 
were very closely connected with the 
crime. 

What significance was there in the 
little drawing of the dangling man? It 
was obviously intended to represent an 
execution, for in s p i t e of the bad 
draughtsmanship, the gallows and the 
noose was clearly recognizable. Had it 
any symbolic meaning, or was it just a 
rather grim fancy on the part of the 
writer of those scurrilous epistles? 

THEY had reached Tarrytown be-
fore the detective came to any sat-

isfactory conclusion. 
At the police station he dropped the 

chief and drove thoughtfully to Back-
waters. Tommy Lowell met him in the 
drive, a rather harassed look on his 
face. 

"I 'm glad you're back," he said with 
relief. "The reporters have been 
swarming round this place all day like 
bees." 

"I guessed they would," said Drake, 
as he slipped from behind the wheel 
and stretched himself. "Any other 
news?" 

Tommy shook his head. "No, ex-
cept that confinement to the house 
seems to be playing the deuce with ev-
eryone's nerves," he answered. 

"That's only to be expected," said the 
detective. "Then no one has left the 

place while I've been gone?" 
"Minter went to Tarrytown to get 

some things that the guests needed— 
and I haven't seen Eric Norman for two 
or three hours." 

"You can't drop murder into the mid-
dle of a house party and expect every-
one to go on behaving normally. 
Where's Cavendish?" 

"Sitting on the lawn talking to Mar-
jorie Lovelace," said Tommy. "Mrs. 
Hammond hasn't appeared all day. 
John Moore went on the river for a bit 
this afternoon, and now he's gone for 
a walk. Dinner'll be ready in about 
twenty minutes." 

"All right, put the car away," said 
Drake, "and then come up to my room. 
I'm going to have a wash." 

He was lathering his face when 
Tommy joined him. He swiftly told 
his assistant what had happened in 
New York. The red-headed young 
man listened with an expression of 
eager interest on his freckled face. 

"I don't see what the murderer 
gained by killing the maid," he said 
when Drake had finished. "And It's 
queer about that diary. Must have been 
important or the fellow wouldn't have 
taken the risk. How d'you think he got 
the key?" 

" I don't know, it's been puzzling 
me," Drake was changing his clothes as 
he spoke. "According to the maid no 
strangers entered the apartment be-
tween the time she last saw it, and the 
time we made the discovery it was 
gone." 

"Which looks as if Miss Shayne must 
have taken it herself," said Tommy. 

"That's possible," agreed Drake. 
"In which case the man who killed 

her stole it out of her handbag," con-
tinued Tommy. "That seems plausible 
enough to me." 

"It's plausible enough," a g r e e d 
Drake. "But why did he take it? Why 
did he want that diary?" 

"Why did he kill Venita Shayne?" 
retorted Tommy. "Have you got any 
theory?" 
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Drake shook his head. 
"Not at present," he answered. "But 

Cotter has. And he's not only got a 
theory, but he's convinced it's the true 
one." 

He gave a brief outline of the inspec-
tor's idea, and Tommy pursed his lips. 

"I've been talking a lot to Cavendish 
during the day," he said, "and he 
doesn't give me the impression of be-
ing a murderer." 

"If one could discover murderers by 
talking to them," said Drake, "police 
work would become a cinch." 

"Yes, but Cavendish isn't the right 
type for this sort of crime," said 
Tommy stubbornly. "I can imagine 
him pulling a gun and shooting a man 
in a temper, but I can't imagine him 
strangling a woman. I like him." 

THE silver tinkle of a gong warned 
them that dinner was ready, and 

they went downstairs. The meal was a 
gloomy one. The vacant places brought 
back to everyone the shadow that hung 
over the house. * 

Eric Norman ate scarcely anything, 
and Cavendish was obviously ill at 
ease. Drake tried valiantly more than 
once to start a topic of conversation, 
but he only received monosyllabic re-
plies, and eventually gave it up. Mar-
jorie Lovelace looked pale and tired. 
John Moore, although he made a good 
meal, scarcely raised his eyes once from 
the plate before him. 

The evening was sultry and hot and 
coffee was served in the loggia. Mar-
jorie Lovelace excused herself imme-
diately after on the plea of a headache, 
and went up to her room. John Moore, 
after a few desultory remarks, took 
Drake to one side and inquired how 
long he thought they would be de-
tained. 

"Certainly until after the inquest," 
said the detective, and the young actor 
moved gloomily away. 

Cavendish walked down to the river 
edge and stood staring at the glass-like 
surface of the water, leaving Eric, 

Tommy and Drake alone. 
"I've been waiting the opportunity of 

a word with you, Drake," said the press 
agent, after a quick glance around. 
"How are things going?" 

"If you mean," said Drake, "have we 
made any startling discovery, no!" 

He had deliberately refrained from 
telling the others of the murder of Ve-
nita Shayne's maid. 

"It's a shocking affair altogether," 
said Norman in a low voice. "Poor 
Venita was terrible enough, but Ham-
mond coming on top of it—who d'you 
think's responsible?" 

"I haven't the least idea," said Drake, 
and then: "You knew Venita Shayne as 
well as anyone, Norman. What sort 
of a girl was she?" 

"How d'you mean?" said the other 
quickly. 

"Well, I mean what sort of disposi-
tion had she?" explained Drake. "Was 
she the sort of girl who made enemies 
easily?" 

"Good Lord, no!" Norman's tone was 
emphatic. "Venita was one of the 
sweetest kids that was ever born. Why 
do you ask that?" He eyed the detec-
tive curiously. 

" I was just wondering," answered 
Drake vaguely. "There must be some 
reason for her death, Norman. She was 
hated by someone. Hated so much 
that whoever hated her went to the 
length of murder to appease this 
hatred." 

"It's unbelievable," Norman crushed 
out his cigarette in an ash tray, al-
though it wasn't half smoked. "Unbe-
lievable ! I can't understand what rea-
son anyone could have had for harm-
ing Venita." 

"How long had you known her?" 
asked Drake. 

"Let me see." The press agent took 
out another cigarette with nervous fin-
gers. "Nearly three years. Hammond 
introduced us and asked me to boost 
her. Poor old Hammond. He thought 
a lot of Venita, too much, I've sus-
pected more than once." 
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"So I've heard hinted," said Drake. 
"Oh, I don't think there was any-

thing—" Norman paused searching for 
words—"well, you know what I mean. 
People talk, of course. In the theatri-
cal profession they slander one another 
v e r y fluently, particularly anyone 
who's successful. But I think he had 
a soft spot for her all the same. It gave 
him a shock when she sprang that en-
gagement on us." 

"It gave you one, too," said Drake 
quietly, and Norman nodded. 

"Yes, it did," he answered. "I 'm will-
ing to admit it. I was a little hurt, too, 
that she hadn't told me before. I've 
been talking to Cavendish. It's queer 
he doesn't seem nearly so cut up as I 
should have expected." 

This had been Drake's view, too, but 
he said nothing. 

f f W J K T H A T was he doing on that 
w w island?" went on Norman. 

"Peculiar idea, don't you think, coming 
down to camp out with Venita staying 
almost opposite? I mean, it's so un-
necessary. Hammond would have in-
vited him here like a shot if she had 
suggested it." 

"According to what he says," replied 
Drake, "he didn't want her to know he 
was here. She thought he was some-
where else altogether. As you say, it's 
peculiar. But then the whole thing's 
peculiar." 

"You're right there," agreed Nor-
man. "Reverting to Cavendish—to 
judge by his manner you'd think he was 
glad that Venita had been killed." 

"Perhaps he's one of those people 
who object to showing their emotions," 
said Drake, "and the result of trying to 
hide his sorrow gives you that impres-
sion." 

"That may be it," said the press 
agent. "But all the same—" he stopped 
as Drake gave him a warning glance, 
for the subject of their conversation 
was strolling towards them. 

"It looks as though we're in for a 
storm." The voice of Cavendish floated 

quietly through the gathering gloom. 
"It's pretty black over there." 

Drake murmured a conventional re-
ply as the young man joined them and 
dropped into a chair by his side. The 
conversation became fragmentary and 
desultory, and after a little while Eric 
Norman rose with a yawn and an-
nounced his intention of going to bed. 

As he entered the house Drake gave 
Tommy a warning kick, and taking the 
rather pronounced hint he, too, got up, 
said "good-night," and followed in the 
wake of the press agent. 

After they had gone there was a 
short silence broken at last by Drake. 

"I 'm under the impression, Mr. Cav-
endish, that you want to tell me some-
thing," he murmured. "Am I right?" 

Cavendish stared at the slender dark 
haired man—and as he did so he grew 
conscious of the strength of character 
in Jonathan Drake's face 

"What makes you think that?" Cav-
endish asked slowly. 

The detective shrugged his shoul-
ders. "Your manner," he answered. 

"Well , you're quite right." Caven-
dish's blond hair gleamed in the light 
as he leaned toward him. "I've been 
thinking it over all day, and I—I feel 
I ought to tell someone, and I'd rather 
it be you than the police. I—I did 
come down here to see Venita Shayne." 

" I never doubted it for a moment," 
said Drake calmly. 

" And I saw her," went on Cavendish, 
speaking rapidly. "I saw her on Friday 
night." 

"Yes, go on," Drake said. 
"After everybody had gone to bed," 

said Cavendish. "I don't know the ex-
act time—about two o'clock, I think it 
was. It was so hot. I couldn't sleep, 
and I came down to the river. It was 
almost as light as day, with the moon. 
Looking across, I saw Venita on the 
lawn. I was in swim trunks, and I 
swam across." 

"What was she doing on the lawn 
at that hour?" demanded Drake. 

Cavendish shook his head. "I don't 
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know," he answered. "I didn't ask 
her." He was nervous and ill at ease, 
twisting a cigarette between his fin-
gers. 

"Go on," said Drake. "You've some-
thing else to say, haven't you?" 

"Yes." Cavendish nodded. "I've this 
to say: You think I came down here 
because I was in love with Venita, 
don't you? I wasn't! I hated her! I 
came down because I was going to per-
suade her to break off the engagement 
between us!" 

CHAPTER XII 

Detestable as Murder 

GREAT deal was 
needed to surprise 
Jonathan Drake but 
he was surprised 
now. Not only sur-
prised, but a little 
shocked. The other's 
statement went a 
long way to confirm 
Cotter's theory. 

"I think," he said, after a slight 
pause, "you'd better tell me every-
thing. Half-confidences are danger-
ous." 

"I've already decided to," said Cav-
endish. "As I say, I've been thinking 
the matter over today, and it seems to 
me that I'm in rather a dangerous posi-
tion. I've got an idea that Chief Cot-
ter and you still suspect me." 

"Naturally your presence requires 
an explanation," said the detective, 
evading a direct reply. "Particularly 
as you haven't been willing to say much 
up to now." 

"Yes, I know," Cavendish struck a 
match and lighted the cigarette he had 
been fiddling with. "The whole thing's 
rather difficult. I don't like talking 
about it, particularly as Venita's dead; 
but for my own sake, I feel you ought 
to know." 

He drew several jerky puffs at his 
cigarette, and then went on: 

"I dare say you feel surprised when 
I tell you I hated Venita, considering 
that I was engaged to her. But the 
engagement was none of my seeking. 
She forced me into it!" 

"Forced you into it?" asked Drake. 
"How?" 

"By threatening to disclose some-
thing she knew about me to my fa-
ther," answered Cavendish. 

Drake pursed up his lips in a silent 
whistle. Here was a distinctly un-
pleasant light on the character of the 
dead girl. If the man before him was 
speaking the truth. Here, also, was a 
dangerous admission which, if it came 
to the ears of Chief Cotter, would re-
sult in the immediate arrest of Cav-
endish on a charge of murder. 

"I know it's hard to believe," Cav-
endish went on. "To most people Ve-
nita presented the appearance of rath-
er a sweet, doll-like little thing; but 
they didn't know her. She was shrewd, 
hard as iron, and completely unmoral. 
I don't mean that in the accepted sense 
of the term," he added hastily. "I mean 
if she'd set her heart on a thing, she 
didn't mind how she got it. And she 
set her heart on marrying a rich man. 
She told me so quite frankly. It was 
the one thing necessary to complete 
her ambition. I don't know whether 
you know, but my father is an invalid. 
It's doubtful if he can live very much 
longer, and when he dies, of course I 
inherit the entire estate, since mother 
has been dead for some time and I'm 
an only child. 

"Venita fancied herself as the wife 
of a millionaire, and since she had in 
her possession means to achieve her 
object, she didn't hesitate to use them." 

"What were these means?" asked 
Drake; and as the other hesitated, 
"You'd better be quite frank, Mr. Cav-
endish." 

"Well , they were—they were let- v 
ters," said the young man. "Some 
years ago I fell rather heavily for a 
girl who—well, she wasn't free. She 
was married to a man much older than 
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herself, a disagreeable type, jealous as 
blazes. There was nothing in it really, 
but we wrote rather stupid letters to 
each other. Somehow or other, she 
wouldn't tell me how, Venita got hold 
of them. She threatened to send copies 
of them to my father and to the hus-
band unless I did what she asked. I 
wasn't so much afraid of Father know-
ing, as I was of getting the girl into 
trouble. It would have been a terrible 
scandal, a divorce which would have 
affected one of the best-known names 

ished when I learned she'd announced 
it here at dinner. 

" I came down here to make a last 
plea that she drop the whole wretched 
business." 

"And when you saw her on the Fri-
day night," Drake asked, "what did 
she say?" 

"She laughed at me," said Caven-
dish. "Told me it was no use me try-
ing to get out of my bargain; that if I 
did she'd carry out her threat. She 
told me that she was very annoyed at 
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in the country. In fact, trouble all 
round. 

^ W S A W nothing for it but to agree 
to Venita's terms. She said 

she'd give me the letters for a wed-
ding present if I would become en-
gaged to her. I agreed. There was 
nothing else I could do. But I asked 
her to keep the engagement secret for 
the time being. She wasn't very 
pleased at this, but she reluctantly con-
sented. That's why I was so aston-

my coming to the island, and that I'd 
better leave first thing in the morn-
ing." 

"I see," Drake nodded. 
" I was hoping," went on Cavendish, 

"to get another opportunity of speak-
ing to her. I'd made up my mind to 
try every possible means of persuading 
her to change her mind." 

"I suppose you realize," said Drake 
seriously, "that you'll have to inform 
the police about this?" 

"Is it necessary?" muttered Caven-
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dish. *I want to avoid any publicity. 
Not for my sake so much as for the 
sake of the other people concerned." 

"There need be no publicity," said 
Drake, "But the police will have to be 
told. Don't you realize that you've 
supplied a motive for Venita Shayne's 
murder, and a very strong one?" 

"Yes. With me the murderer. But 
I swear to you, Mr. Drake—I had no 
hand in the killing of Venita Shayne." 

"This concerns more than you and 
those you know," said Drake moodily. 
"If she went to the length of black-
mailing you, she may have been doing 
the same to others. If that's true, there 
are others who had a motive for mur-
dering her. That's why blackmail is 
such a terrible thing. People see only 
two ways out—both disastrous—either 
to resign themselves to the black-
mailer, telling all, or to kill him—or 
her . . ." 

"Yes, I see," muttered the young 
man. "Well, I'll be guided by you, Mr. 
Drake, but you realize my position." 

"I quite realize," said the detective, 
"and you have my sympathy. D'you 
think Hammond knew about this?" 

Cavendish shook his head. "I don't 
think so. I think she had some hold 
over Hammond, too. She seemed to 
be able to make him do just what she 
wanted. Why do you ask?" 

"Because I'm convinced," said 
Drake, "that the person who killed 
Venita also killed Hammond, and, 
therefore, whatever motive applies in 
one case must also apply in the other." 

He broke off as a figure appeared 
from the darkness of the lounge. It 
was Minter, come to clear away the 
coffee things. 

When he had gone Drake rose to his 
feet. "I 'm going to sleep on this, Cav-
endish," he said. "It will probably be 
necessary for you to see Chief Cotter 
in the morning and tell him what 
you've told me." 

"I 'll follow whatever advice you 
give," said Cavendish. "But I do want 
to avoid any publicity." 

"Tell me one thing," said Drake as 
they entered the house. "These letters 
of yours, where did she keep them? 
W e found nothing of the sort at her 
apartment when we searched it this 
afternoon." 

"She was too cute," answered Cav-
endish. "She kept them at her attor-
ney's. I know that, because I asked 
her once, and she said if I was think-
ing of trying to get them back by com-
mitting burglary I 'd have my trouble 
for nothing. Then she told me where 
they were." 

THEY parted in the hall, and Drake 
went up to his room. Tommy 

Lowell was sitting in a chair by the 
window glancing through an illus-
trated magazine. 

"Hallo!" he said, as the detective en-
tered. "What was the idea of shooing 
me off like that?" 

"A very good idea," said Drake. "I 
had a feeling that Cavendish wanted 
to talk and I was right." 

He repeated to Tommy the gist of 
the conversation. 

"Nice little lady!" commented Tom-
my. "I 'm beginning to think the per-
son who strangled her did quite a num-
ber of people a good turn!" 

"That's the way it looks," Drake 
said grimly. "There's nothing more 
detestable than blackmail." 

"It looks bad for Cavendish," said 
Tommy. "He had the opportunity and 
the motive." 

"Quite so," murmured Drake. 
"Cotter will pinch him right away," 

said Tommy. 
"Quite so," repeated Drake. 
"I wonder what Venita Shayne was 

doing on the lawn," muttered Tommy, 
"at two o'clock in the morning?" 

"I've been wondering that, too," said 
Drake, "But what I'm wondering 
mostly, at the moment, is the explana-
tion for that mark on her arm. I've 
got an idea if we could find how that 
came there, we'd know a lot more than 
we know now." 
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Tommy left him soon after, but tired 
though he was, Drake did not go to 
bed immediately. Pulling up a chair 
to the open window, he sat down and 
thought over all the information that 
was in his possession, trying to sort it 
out so that it would make a coherent 
pattern. 

When he failed in this he came back 
to the burn. What had caused that 
mark ? The mark was the key to some-
thing. Where was the lock into which 
it fitted? 

He was preparing for bed when sud-
denly, from nowhere it seemed, the ex-
planation came to him. It was simple! 
He stood rigid, one arm in the sleeve 
of his pajama jacket. 

That was it! It must be it! 
And it wouldn't be difficult to prove! 

He determined, if conditions were fa-
vorable, to make the experiment the 
next day. 

CHAPTER XIII 

Drake Experiments 

R A K E was up early 
M o n d a y morning, 
and the first thing he 
did, after getting out 
of bed, was to go to 
the window and anx-
iously inspect the 
weather. There was 
every promise of the 
heat wave continu-

ing, but this time he gave a little grunt 
of satisfaction. He wanted it that way. 
In fact he wanted everything on this 
day to be as nearly a replica of Satur-
day's setting as possible. 

He shaved, had his shower, dressed 
and went down to breakfast. Tommy 
was the only one up, and he and Drake 
had breakfast together on the loggia. 
After the meal he notified Minter that 
he would not be back until lunch, and 
set out for a solitary ramble round the 
district. 

The test which would prove whether 

his theory to account for the burn on 
the dead woman's arm was the right 
one could not be tried out until the 
afternoon, and he had much to think 
about. 

With his hands in his pocket and a 
pipe clenched between his teeth, he 
strode leisurely along, striking out in-
to the open country. The questions 
that had to be answered were many, 
and as he walked he tabulated them 
mentally. 

Why had Marjorie Lovelace and 
Mrs. Hammond hated Venita Shayne? 

Why had Hammond been afraid of 
the dead woman as his wife had sug, 
gested? Was this a fact, or was it 
merely Mrs. Hammond's imagination? 
Who was the man whom Hammond 
had detected watching, and for what 
reason had this surveillance been car-
ried on? 

Why had somebody gone to the 
trouble to break into Venita's flat in 
order to steal her diary? And who was 
the man called Joe whom the maid had 
described as "looking like a bank 
clerk"? 

What connection with the murders 
had the anonymous letters and the two 
telephone calls Drake had received? 
What was the significance of the crude 
drawing of the dangling man which 
took the place of a signature? 

And what was Venita Shayne doing 
on the lawn of Backwaters at two 
o'clock in the morning? 

It was a formidable list, and Drake 
made a wry face. Perhaps some of the 
questions would answer themselves as 
more information concerning the dead 
girl's past came to light. 

There was another thing: why had 
Hammond kept that marriage certifi-
cate so carefully? 

Who were Molly Dwyer and James 
Hinkley, and what interest had the 
dead producer had in them? 

Venita Shayne herself, if Cavendish 
had spoken the truth, had not been a 
pleasant character. A woman who 
would blackmail a man into an engage-
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ment was capable of anything. Neither 
had the sour-faced maid been particu-
larly enthusiastic concerning her mis-
tress. 

Yet Eric Norman had eulogized Ve-
nita to the skies. But then Eric Nor-
man had been in love with her. There 
was no doubt of that. Drake could 
read the human heart—he had read 
Eric Norman's. A man in love was 
prejudiced. Hammond, too, though 
he may have been afraid of her, had 
been fond of her. He had been gen-
uinely cut up at her death. 

Why had Elizabeth Stokes been 
killed? What had she known? 

The queer business was beset with 
currents and cross currents. Beneath 
the surface, something slimy oozed. 

There was much to be done, Drake 
thought grimly, before the truth could 
be laid bare. Perhaps his experiment 
in the afternoon would help. 

The door of the study had been 
locked and the key taken away by 
Chief Cotter, and since he would need 
this he called in at the police station 
on his way back. 

COTTER handed it over without 
demur, but he was intensely cu-

rious to know why the detective 
wanted it. 

"Come up to the house at four o'clock 
this afternoon and perhaps I'll have 
something to tell you," said Drake. 
"Until then I'd rather not say any-
thing. There's a possibility the idea 
I'm working on may be wrong, and I 
don't want to explain it until I'm 
sure. What about the fingerprints on 
the rifle?" 

"There were no prints except yours," 
said Cotter. 

"Oh," said Drake thoughtfully. "I 
see." 

"We've got in touch with Mr. Ham-
mond's lawyer," said Cotter. "Crandle 
& Peck. Peck is coming down to Back-
waters this evening." 

"He may be able to supply some use-
ful information," said Drake. 

"Hope so but you know my opinion, 
Drake, and I haven't altered it. Cav-
endish is the fellow, and as soon as I've 
got a little more evidence I'm going to 
put him inside!" 

Drake thought of what Cavendish 
had told him the previous night and 
wondered what Cotter would say when 
he heard of it. It would go a long 
way towwrds substantiating the police 
chief's theory. 

He returned to Backwaters in time 
for lunch. Mrs. Hammond was still 
keeping to her bed, and the shadow 
over the house had not lifted. John 
Moore was still a little sullen at the 
restrictions placed upon his liberty, 
but Marjorie Lovelace had brightened 
a little, and she and Cavendish chatted 
quite normally. That young man still 
looked a little harassed, but he seemed 
in better spirits since he had unbos-
omed himself to Drake. Eric Norman 
was still grave, though he attempted 
to take an interest in Drake's remarks, 
and generally bear his share of the 
lunchtime talk. 

Although, outwardly, he appeared 
calm enough, Drake was inwardly ex-
cited—the time drawing near for him 
to make the experiment which would 
prove or disprove what was In the 
back of his mind. 

Immediately he finished coffee he 
excused himself and went upstairs to 
his room. Tommy who saw there was 
something on his mind, followed in the 
hope that he would learn what it was. 
But he quickly discovered that Drake 
was not in a confidential mood. 

At half-past two, making sure that 
he was not observed by any of the 
household, Drake slipped out of his 
room down to the first floor, and un-
locking the door of the study, let him-
self in, closing and locking the door 
behind him. His subsequent actions 
were peculiar. 

Crossing to the desk he carefully 
placed a chair in the exact position it 
had occupied on Saturday afternoon 
when it had held the dead body of Ve-
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nita Shayne. When he had done this 
he seated himself, took off his jacket, 
turned up his right shirt sleeve until 
his arm was bare to the elbow. For a 
moment his eyes searched the desk 
keenly, noting the position of every ob-
ject and mentally comparing it with 
the picture he had in his mind. When 
he had satisfied himself that nothing 
had been moved he leaned forward, 
shifting about until he was in a sim-
ilar position to that in which the mur-
dered woman had been found. 

And then he remained motionless, 
his eyes fixed on his watch. At three 
o'clock he came quietly out of the 
study, locked the door, and returning 
the key to his pocket, made his way 
back to his bed-room. His pale face 
was slightly flushed, and there was a 
brightness in his eyes. For the result 
of his experiment had been completely 
successful. 

On his right fore-arm was an ex-
actly similar burn to that which had 
interested him so much in the case of 
Venita Shayne. 

CHAPTER XIV 

The Time of the Crime 

T four o'clock, Chief 
Cotter arrived, and 
entered the lounge 
where Drake w a s 
waiting to receive 
him. The big room 
was empty. Caven-
dish a n d Marjorie 
Lovelace had taken 
one of the punts on 

the river, and Tommy and John Moore 
had settled themselves with books on 
the lawn. 

"Well," said Cotter, "I'm here! Have 
you got anything to tell me?" 

"Yes, I've got a lot to tell you," said 
Drake. 

Cotter eyed him shrewdly. "You've 
hit on something?" 

"I've hit on quite a lot," said Drake, 

"but I don't think we'd better talk here. 
Come up to the study, and I'll tell you 
all about it." 

He led the way upstairs, and when 
they were secure from interruption he 
said: "I think I'm going to surprise 
you, Cotter." 

To the astonishment of the chief, he 
took off his coat, rolled up his right 
shirt sleeve, and showed the amazed 
official his forearm. "Take a look at 
that," he said quietly. 

Cotter's eyes opened wide as he saw 
the angry, red mark. 

"Why—why, it's a burn!" he ejac-
ulated. "Exactly like that on Miss 
Shayne's arm. How in the world did 
you get it?" 

"I got it today," said Drake, "at ex-
actly two-forty-one." 

"But how—" began the chief. 
"Wait a minute," broke in Drake, 

"and I'll tell you. You know, that burn 
worried me ever since I saw it on the 
dead girl's arm. Well, last night, while 
I was puzzling over it, the reason for 
its being there occurred to me. It was 
really a very simple explanation, and I 
found it by remembering an experiment 
I used to do when I was a boy." 

Cotter was obviously bewildered. 
"But what bearing has it got—" 
Again Drake interrupted him. "If 

you wait you'll see, What I remem-
bered was that when the sun's rays 
were concentrated through a lens onto 
a piece of paper, it was possible to set 
fire to that piece of paper. Now the 
sun, during the afternoon, shines di-
rectly into this room, and although 
there is no lens to concentrate its rays, 
there is something that has exactly the 
same effect." He pointed to the round, 
plain glass water bottle on Mr. Ham-
mond's desk. 

"Do you mean," gasped Cotter, "that 
that burn was caused by the sun?" 

"I do!" Drake declared. "And if you 
haven't already guessed, I'll tell you 
how important it is. I came up here 
this afternoon and sat at the desk in 
exactly the same position as that occu-
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pied by Venita Shayne when we found 
her. I bared my arm, and I waited. At 
exactly two-thiity-nine by my watch I 
experienced a warm, prickly sensation, 
and saw that the rays of the sun, con-
centrated through that bottle of water, 
were impinging on my bare flesh. By 
two-forty-one I had acquired a burn 
similar in every respect to that on Miss 
Shayne's arm." 

Cotter frowned. 
"I still don't see what you're trying 

to get at," he muttered. 
"Don't you?" said Drake. "Well, lis-

ten. How long would you sit and bear 
the pain of a burn if you could move?" 

God, Drake!" cried the 
startled chief as the detective's 

meaning burst on him. "I see! She 
was dead at the time the burn was 
made!" 

"Exactly," said Drake. "That's the 
only explanation for her sitting calmly 
while the concentrated rays of the sun 
bored into her flesh. It's the only sen-
sible explanation, because she had 
only to move her arm an inch or two 
and there would have been no burn." 

"But if she was dead at two-forty-
one," cried Cotter excitedly, "then the 
alibis are—" 

"Are not complete," finished Drake, 
triumphantly. "If she was dead at two-
forty-one—we've got, of course, to al-
low for a slight difference in the time, 
because the sun would have taken a lit-
tle longer to reach the same position 
today than it did on Saturday, but it 
would only be a matter of a minute or 
two—if she was dead at say two-thirty-
nine, then neither Eric Norman's nor 
Montague Hammond's alibi h o l d s 
good. Neither does the maid's evi-
dence, nor Minter's that nobody came 
or went by way of the hall. In fact, 
nothing holds good! 

"Dammit, you're right!" exclaimed 
Cotter. But then he frowned. "What 
about the letter? There's no doubt 
that was timed at three-fifteen. You're 
not suggesting it was a forgery?" 

"No." The detective shook his head. 
"But I think I can offer you an explana-
tion. On Saturday, at lunchtime, Miss 
Shayne complained that her watch had 
stopped. Apparently it had received a 
blow of some description. The only 
time she had to go by was this clock 
on the desk." He jerked his head to-
wards it. "Suppose the crime to have 
been premeditated, and I strongly be-
lieve it was; there was nothing to pre-
vent the murderer putting that clock 
forward before the victim entered this 
room, and putting it back to the right 
time after he'd killed her. By that 
means he would have an alibi for the 
false time of the crime, from three-fif-
teen onward, but no alibi for the real 
time, which was before two-thirty-
nine." 

Cotter nodded slowly. "You've 
worked it out well," he admitted. 
"We'll have to consider all that evi-
dence again, as far as I can see." 

"A great deal of it will have to be re-
considered," agreed Drake, "in the light 
of what we now know. But it means 
that someone from outside could have 
entered without being seen, murdered 
Venita Shayne, and escaped. They 
could have entered at any time prior to 
two-thirty, set the clock, and escaped 
immediately after strangling the girl 
when there was no maid to see them 
and no Minter in the hall." 

"There's a snag," said Cotter, after a 
pause. "There's a snag, Mr. Drake. If 
a stranger from outside had committed 
this murder, how did he know that 
Venita Shayne would be in the study at 
that time?" 

"Right," said Drake. " W e knew. As 
I remember, Hammond asked every-
body on the terrace what they wanted 
to do, and Venita Shayne informed us 
that she was going to the study to write 
some letters." 

"On the terrace, eh?" Cotter's eyes 
narrowed. "Then she could have been 
heard clear over to the island." 

Drake saw which way his mind was 
drifting. "Yes," he nodded—"voices 
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carry clearly over water. Cavendish 
could have heard, if that's what you 
mean. Your theory about his guilt is 
reinforced. But it's wrong, Cotter. To 
this extent at least: "if Cavendish killed 
Venita Shayne, his motive wasn't jeal-
ousy." 

"You think not?" said Cotter. 
"I know it wasn't!" retorted Drake, 

and repeated the conversation he had 
had with the young man on the previ-
ous night. 

COTTER listened with interest and 
growing satisfaction. 

"Well, that clinches it!" he declared. 
"Absolutely clinches it! It's a bigger 
motive than the other. He was in the 
clutches of this woman, and he wanted 
to get out, and the only way to get out 
was to kill her. He tried to reason with 
her on the Friday night, and she 
wouldn't listen. It's as plain as a pike-
staff!" 

"And what about Hammond?" de-
manded Drake. "Why did he kill him ? 
And how did he kill the maid in New 
York yesterday when he apparently 
never left here?" 

"Maybe Hammond was in it," an-
swered Cotter. "Probably he and the 
Shayne girl were working together. She 
was under contract to Hammond, and 
playing in all his shows, wasn't she? 
Well, it would have been good pub-
licity if she'd married a title. It all 
hangs together, Drake." 

He rose to his feet and began to walk 
up and down excitedly. "That's why 
he pinched her diary. He knew she'd 
made some reference to the hold she 
had on him in it. Perhaps she told him 
she'd mentioned the name of this wom-
an. By gosh!" 

He stopped and struck his fist into 
his cupped hand. "That broken watch! 
You say he saw her at two o'clock on 
the lawn. I'll bet what happened was 
they quarreled and he grabbed her 
wrist, breaking the watch. That's what 
put the idea into his head of altering 
the time here when he decided that 

there was nothing left but to kill her. 
It's a perfect case, Drake. I'd take it 
before any jury!" 

The detective nodded slowly. There 
was no doubt that appearances were 
very black, as far as Cavendish was 
concerned. 

"I'll admit you'd be justified in ar-
resting Cavendish," Drake said; "But 
an arrest isn't a conviction." 

"Well, you can have your own ideas 
on the subject, Mr. Drake," said Cotter 
grimly, "but I'm going to make an ar-
rest the first thing in the morning, and 
I don't think I'll be making a mistake." 

The detective made no effort to dis-
suade him. He realized that the police 
official was doing no more than his 
duty. The evidence against Cavendish 
was strong enough. 

But Jonathan Drake had reached def-
inite conclusions of his own regarding 
the identity of the murderer—and it 
was not Harry Cavendish. 

CHAPTER X V 

Enter Mr. Secket 

R . H A R R I S O N 
PECK, the junior 
partner of Crandal & 
Peck, the solicitors 
who had h a n d l e d 
M o n t a g u e Ham-
m o n d ' s affairs, ar-
rived at half-past six. 
He was a youngish, 
businesslike, l i t t l e 

man, very affable, and considerably 
shocked at the fate that had overtaken 
his client. 

Chief Cotter, who had returned to the 
police station at Tarrytown after his 
conference with Drake, came back in 
time to meet the lawyer, and the three 
of them held a consultation in the 
lounge. 

"I thought it best to come out here," 
said Mr. Peck. "It will be necessary 
for me to see Mrs. Hammond. This is a 
dreadful affair! The papers are full of 
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it." He took off his glasses and wiped 
them vigorously on a silk handker-
chief. "Have you any idea who could 
have been responsible?" 

" W e hope to make an arrest shortly," 
said Cotter. 

"That's very gratifying, very grati-
fying indeed," said Mr. Peck. "May I 
inquire whom you suspect?" 

"I don't think it would be advisable 
to disclose that at present," said the 
chief. 

"No, no! Of course not!" The law-
yer nodded wisely. "Stupid of me to 
ask. I understand Mrs. Hammond is 
prostrate? Very natural, very natu-
ral!" 

"Was Mr. Hammond a rich man?" 
inquired Drake. 

The lawyer pursed his lips. 
"Well, not exactly rich," he an-

swered. "But exceedingly well off." 
"What was he worth, roughly, sir?" 

asked the chief. 
"Well, I haven't had time to go into 

the matter," said Mr. Peck, with a 
glance at the briefcase beside him, "but 
I should say, everything combined, he 
was worth half-a-millon at least!" 

Cotter screwed up his lips in a silent 
whistle. 

"As much as that!" he said. "I'd call 
that rich." 

"He was very successful," said Mr. 
Peck. "His recent productions have all 
made money." 

" H o w long have you been acting for 
him?" inquired the detective. 

"A considerable number of years. Let 
me see now. Yes, it must be going on 
seventeen." 

"Did you handle his private as well 
as his business affairs?" went on Drake. 

"The majority of them," said Peck. 
" W e looked after such things as insur-
ances, which reminds me—Mr. Ham-
mond was heavily insured." 

Drake showed a gleam of interest. 
" T o the extent of one hundred thou-

sand dollars," went on the lawyer. 
"That is one of the things I wish to set 
Mrs. Hammond about. She benefits." 

"Added to the half a million," said 
Cotter. "She'll come into a nice little 
sum, then." 

Peck looked a trifle disconcerted. 
"Yes," he admitted. "In the circum-

stances she will." 
Drake eyed him sharply. "How 

d'you mean, 'in the circumstances'?" 
The l a w y e r cleared his throat. 

"Well," he said hesitantly, "had Miss 
Shayne still been—er—alive, half of the 
estate would have gone to her. Those 
are the terms of Mr. Hammond's will." 

"You mean," said the chief, "that he 
left his money to be equally divided be-
tween Miss Shayne and his wife?" 

The lawyer nodded. 
"Yes," he replied. "But, of course, 

since Miss Shayne pre-deceased him 
the full amount will go to Mrs. Ham-
mond. That is what the will provides, 
working both ways." 

DR A K E frowned. Here was a fresh 
item of information. By the death 

of Venita Shayne and Hammond, Mrs. 
Hammond had become a rich woman. 
Had she known of the will in which her 
husband had left his fortune to the girl? 
And if she had, was this the explana-
tion for the hatred which she had felt 
for the dead actress ? 

"When did Mr. Hammond make this 
will?" he inquired. 

"Three years ago," answered Mr. 
Peck. "Shortly after he had first met 
Miss Shayne." 

"Seems a queer thing to do," re-
marked Chief Cotter, glancing at Blake 
meaningly. "He must have been very 
fond of the lady." 

"I believe he was," said the lawyer 
hastily. "As a matter of fact, I myself 
was a little astonished, and as diplo-
matically as I could I suggested that he 
should think the matter over before 
coming to a final decision. But he 
wouldn't listen. He insisted upon the 
will being drawn up immediately and 
the old one destroyed." 

"The old one left everything to his 
wife, I presume," said Drake. 
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"Yes," said Mr. Peck. 
The detective pulled gently at his 

lower lip with a thumb and forefinger. 
It was ridiculous to suspect the gaunt 
woman upstairs of the murders, but she 
certainly had a motive. The list of sus-
pects would have to be increased. 

But the shot that had killed Ham-
mond had come from the island. As for 
the death of Venita Shayne, Mrs. Ham-
mond had a perfect alibi. From lunch-
eon until the discovery had been made, 
she had never gone inside the house. 
At the same time, this didn't entirely 
preclude her from knowledge of the 
murders. There was a possibility she 
might have been working in conjunc-
tion with someone else, someone who 
had actually carried out the killings. 

"Knowing Mr. Hammond so well," 
said Drake, "you'll be able to tell us 
something of his private affairs." 

"In what respect?" replied the law-
yer with habitual caution. 

"Generally," said the detective. 
"What sort of a man was he ?" 

"That's rather difficult to answer," 
said Mr. Peck, with a faint smile. "He 
was a very straight man. Scrupulously 
honest in all his business dealings. 
But beyond that I really knew very 
little about him." 

"Then you wouldn't be in a position 
to say whether he had any enemies?" 
continued the detective. "Or whether 
there was anything in his past history 
that could have had any bearing on his 
death?" 

"No. I 'm afraid I can't." The law-
yer shook his head. "Certainly there 
was nothing to my knowledge." 

"Were you aware," said Drake, "that 
he had been considerably worried re-
cently by the receipt of a number of 
anonymous letters?" 

MR. PECK looked at him, startled. 

"No, I was not aware of that," 
he answered. 

"The last arrived on the morning of 
the day on which Miss Shayne was 
killed," said the detective. "It con-

tained a rather broad hint that some-
thing would happen ,to her." 

"But this is extraordinary!" said Mr. 
Peck. 

"It was signed by the crude drawing 
of a man dangling on a noose sus-
pended from a gallows," continued the 
detective. "Mr. Hammond had had 
several of them. Some merely abu-
sive, some definitely threatening. That 
is the reason of my connection with 
this business. He came to me and 
asked me to try to discover who was 
responsible for these epistles. But I 
am under the impression that he knew. 
I think he was on the point of telling 
me when he was killed." 

"He never mentioned the matter to 
me," declared the lawyer. 

"He was also considerably worried 
and annoyed," said Drake, "by a man 
who was apparently keeping him under 
observation. Did you know anything 
about that?" 

"No. All this is news to me," said 
the lawyer. "You think it can have any 
bearing on his death?" 

"Personally, I think it has a consid-
erable bearing on his death," said 
Drake. "And also on the death of Miss 
Shayne. Exactly how, I don't know 
yet. I was hoping that perhaps you 
would be able to suggest a connection." 

"I 'm afraid your hopes won't ma-
terialize, sir," said Peck. "I have no 
more idea than you why anyone should 
send anonymous letters to Mr. Ham-
mond, or keep him under observation." 

"Was he married when he first be-
came your client?" Drake inquired. 

"No, no," said the lawyer. "He 
didn't marry until eight years after." 

"Did he ever mention to you any-
one by the name of Molly Dwyer, or 
James Hinkley?" snapped Drake. 

"No, I've never heard the names," 
said Peck. 

" W e discovered a marriage certifi-
cate in Hammond's safe," said Drake. 
"It was twenty-seven years old, and it 
certified that Molly Dwyer, parlor-
maid, and James Hinkley, actor, were 
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married in the middle-west by a jus-
tice of the peace, on April 8th, 1911. It 
was carefully preserved, and I'm won-
dering why Hammond should have 
kept it. His name doesn't appear." 

"Probably the people mentioned 
were close friends of his, or even rela-
tions," said the puzzled Peck. 

"Yes, probably," said Drake. "And 
that's another thing I want to ask you. 
Had Hammond any relatives living?" 

"That I can answer," said the law-
yer with a smile. "He had not! His 
parents died, I believe, when he was 
quite a youngster, and some years ago 
an uncle, the only relation he had 
alive, died, leaving him a legacy." 

Cotter had been fidgeting a little 
impatiently. He saw no reason why 
time should be wasted with such un-
necessary questions. In his own opin-
ion the case was obvious. Drake, how-
ever, was nearly through, and he put 
his last question. 

"I take it," he said, "that Hammond 
has not always been well off?" 

"No," answered the lawyer. "At the 
time he first came to us he was very 
poor, very poor indeed. It was this 
legacy which I mentioned which gave 
him his first start towards success. It 
was-not a very large sum, a matter of 
about twelve thousand dollars, but it 
enabled Mr. Hammond to acquire a 
play and take it on tour. It was suc-
cessful, and from then on he never 
looked back." 

THERE was a tap at the door and 
Minter entered. 

"Excuse me," he said, "but Mrs. 
Hammond would like to see you, sir." 

Peck rose instantly to his feet. "Is 
there anything else you gentlemen 
would like to ask me?" he inquired. 

"Not as far as I'm concerned, sir," 
said Cotter, and Drake shook his head. 

"Then I'll go up to Mrs. Hammond 
at once," said the lawyer. 

"What was at the back of your mind, 
Drake?" asked Cotter, when they were 
alone. 

"Nothing," answered the detective 
candidly. "Only the desire for infor-
mation, which"—he made a rueful 
grimace—"I didn't get." 

"You can take it from me," declared 
the chief emphatically, "that you're 
wasting time. You're trying to find 
something intricate in this case, and 
there isn't. It's just plain and straight-
forward." 

"The solution will be plain and 
straightforward—when and if we get 
it," said Drake. "The crime is not." 

"Well, we'll see," said Cotter. 
"You'll find I'm right in this case. Cav-
endish is our man, and I'm pulling him 
in tomorrow." 

He broke off as a sharp, peremptory 
knocking sounded from the hall. They 
heard the footsteps of the maid pass 
the door of the lounge, and the mur-
mur of men's voices. Minter appeared 
at the door. 

"Excuse me," he said apologetically, 
"but there's a—a person here who—" 

"Hardly a person, my dear man," 
said a deep booming voice, and a tall 
cadaverous looking individual stepped 
into the lounge. "Joseph Secket has 
been called many things during the 
course of his career, flattering and 
otherwise I'll grant you—but not 
merely a person." 

"May I ask what you want, Joseph 
Secket?" said Drake calmly. 

"Ah, a man of force and spirit who 
speaks his mind," said Secket, and 
from the way he looked and talked it 
was obvious to Drake that this was the 
type of old-fashioned actor who might 
only be termed "Ham." "I seek those 
in authority—the one person who 
now rules this bereaved household— 
Mrs. Hammond, in fact." 

"I 've already told you that Mrs. 
Hammond is ill," said Minter impa-
tiently. 

"Words that escaped my ears like 
the babbling of a muted brook," said 
Joseph Secket. "But then I would 
seek someone else who is in charge— 
that I may speak my lines without 
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asides or faltered cues." His gaze 
swept over the three men and then he 
pointed a rather grimy forefinger at 
Drake. "You are in charge here—I see 
it written in the stars—a man of des-
tiny." 

"And if I say that I am in charge at 
the moment?" d e m a n d e d Drake. 
"What then?" 

"Then you can tell me what base 
fiend it was who murdered Venita 
Shayne, You can reveal to me the 
identity of this monster in human 
form," said Secket, and he appeared to 
find the sound of his own deep voice 
extremely pleasing. " I would like to 
know all that can be revealed." 

"What business is it of yours?" asked 
Drake. 

"What business is it o£ mine?" ex-
claimed Secket. "He asks me that 
when I stand beside him bowed down 
by my sorrow—my heart filled with 
bitter grief. Alas, gentlemen, the gra-
cious, the glorious Venita Shayne, was 
my wife!" 

CHAPTER X V I 

Exit Mr. Secket 

O N A T H A N 
D R A K E ' S expres-
sion did not change, 
but he was inwardly 
startled. He heard 
Chief Cotter give a 
gasp of surprise that 
was echoed by a long 
drawn sigh from the 
gray haired butler. 

The detective's eyes swept over Jo-
seph Secket and observed the shiny 
coat sleeves, the frayed cuffs to the 
trousers of what had once been an ex-
pensive custom fitted suit, the soft 
white shirt collar that was not as clean 
as it might have been. 

Secket's statement that he had been 
the beautiful Venita Shayne's husband 
was hard to believe, and yet there had 
been a ring of truth in his statement 

despite t h e flowery, melodramatic 
words in which it had been made. 

"It appears that I have cast a verbal 
bomb-shell," said Secket. "You stand 
before me shocked, and yet I have but 
voiced the truth." 

"Suppose you drop the fancy 
speeches and explain exactly what this 
is all about," snapped Drake. He 
glanced at the butler. "It's all right, 
Minter, we'll talk to this gentleman." 

"Gentleman!" Minter muttered des-
dainfully as he departed. 

"Splendid—excellent," said Secket as 
he gazed at the back of the servant. 
"He said that exit line with just 
the right inflection. The perfect butler 
for a drawing room drama." He turned 
to Drake and smiled. As he did so his 
thin face changed and his manner was 
appealing. " I really am Venita's hus-
band." | 

"Can you prove it?" asked Drake. 
"Naturally," Secket nodded. "The 

marriage certificate is still in my pos-
session—though I do not have it with 
me at the moment. We were married 
six years ago on the road. The romance 
of two troupers. When Hammond 
found her and made her famous, a hus-
band was a bit of excess baggage." 
Again he smiled. "It proved more pro-
ductive for me financially to disap-
pear." 

"You mean that Venita Shayne paid 
you to keep out of sight?" asked Drake. 

"Really, Mr.—I didn't get the 
name?" Secket looked at the slender 
dark haired man. 

"Jonathan Drake." 
"Thank you. I was about to say that 

you put it so crudely, Mr. Drake. It 
might be better to say that Miss 
Shayne as you knew her, or Mrs. Secket 
as I knew her, rewarded me for my dis-
cretion." The tall and seedy looking 
individual frowned. "Though to carry 
out her wishes went against my better 
nature." 

"Why have you come here?" 
Drake had decided that for all his af-

fable manner Joseph Secket was a first 
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rate scoundrel. 
"Isn't it natural that I should come 

upon learning that my wife has been 
murdered?" demanded Secket. "I told 
you that I wished to know all regard-
ing her death." His tone changed, and 
greed came irresistibly to the surface. 
"Besides, Venita Shayne was quite 
rich and I am her next of kin." 

"So that's it !" exclaimed Chief Cot-
ter. "You rotten vulture—you were 
willing to keep out of sight as long as 
Venita Shayne was alive, but now that 
she's dead, you want to collect your 
share of her estate." 

"Brutally but truthfully put," said 
Secket, looking at the policc chief cold-
ly and apparently possessing no fear of 
Cotter's uniform. "That is exactly 
what I do want!" 

^ W M I D you m u r d e r Venita 
Shayne?" demanded Jonathan 

Drake so abruptly that Secket jumped. 
"I murder her!" There was a look of 
astonishment on the tall man's face. 

"It's possible," said Drake coolly. 
"You suggested a motive yourself 
when you said that you were her next 
of kin. That you would inherit her 
money." 

"Why—I—that is—" Secket mopped 
his face with a grimy handkerchief. 
"How dare you think of such a thing? 
I would never have harmed a hair of 
her pretty little blond head. I was de-
voted to her, gentlemen, absolutely de-
voted." 

"So much so that you're going 
around trying to find out if you can col-
lect from your wife's estate before she 
is even buried!" said Drake sharply. 
"Listen, Secket, I know your type. 
There's nothing that counts for you in 
this world except money—and you'll 
get it by any petty trick that you can 
use—" * 

"I protest!" interrupted Secket. 
"Keep still!" snapped Drake, his blue 

eyes flashing. "You might have mur-
dered Venita Shayne, though person-
ally I don't think you have the nerve to 

do such a thing. I do know this much— 
you have made yourself a suspect by 
coming here as you have now. It's up 
to you to assist us in every possible way 
in finding the murderer of that girl." 
His tone grew biting. "The wife that 
you so adored!" 

"Naturally—of course," said Secket 
hastily. "I want to do everything in my 
power." He looked wildly about the 
lounge as though expecting them to in-
stigate a search for the murderer behind 
the furniture. "Where do we start?" 

"Did Miss Shayne ever mention to 
you that she was afraid of anyone?" 
asked Drake. 

"Venita afraid of anyone!" Secket's 
laugh was as stagy as his speech. "That 
is funny. She wasn't in the least fear 
of the devil himself. I'm inclined to 
think it was the other way around. 
There were people who feared Venita 
Shayne." 

"Who, for instance ?" demanded 
Drake. 

"Well, she used to boast that she 
could make Montague Hammond, do 
anything that she wanted. And there 
was a rich young man, a certain Caven-
dish—" 

"Did you know these men?" 
"Merely by sight," said Secket. 

"Venita did not want them to have the 
chance of discovering my identity." He 
bowed his head. "To think that I, Jo-
seph Secket who have trod the same 
boards as did the great Booth, should 
be forced to become the skeleton In the 
closet!" 

"Were you aware," said Drake. 
"That your wife was trying to force 
Mr. Cavendish into marriage?" /m 

Obviously this was news to Secket, 
for his long jaw dropped, and there was 
an expression of genuine surprise on 
his face. 

"So she was trying to get away with 
something like that," he said slowly. 
"And yet she dared to threaten me with 
— " he stopped abruptly. 

"I thought so !" exclaimed Drake. 
"She threatened you with something to 
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prevent you from revealing the fact 
you and she were married. I thought 
there was more to it than her merely 
paying you to keep silent. What was 
it?" 

OTHING, really," said Secket 
hastily. "A mistaken impres-

sion, that was all. The box office of a 
theater at which we were playing 
some years ago was robbed. The thief 
was never found. My — er •— wife 
jumped to unfortunate conclusions 
when she discovered that I possessed a 
good bit of ready cash that week." He 
smiled. "I was fortunate enough to win 
a bit of money playing the horses." 

"If you had really robbed the box-of-
fice you wouldn't be foolish enough to 
tell us about it now," said Drake. "Is 
that it?" 

"Exactly." Secket nodded. "But to 
have Venita reveal her suspicions 
might have caused scandal. The great 
Secket implicated in a robbery—my 
honor was involved. So I was forced to 
do as she wished." 

"We'll let it go at that," said Drake. 
He was convinced that Secket had 
probably committed the robbery—but 
he had no desire to go into that now. 
"What were you doing between the 
hours of two and four-thirty last Satur-
day afternoon, Secket?" 

"It wasn't anywhere near here," said 
Secket quickly. "I 'm living in New 
York at present." 

"Which doesn't prove that you could 
not have been here last Saturday," said 
Drake. "Where do you live in New 
York?" 

"West 49th Street," answered 
Secket, giving the house number. 

"No doubt you have a letter or some-
thing on you that will substantiate 
that," said Drake smoothly. Chief Cot-
ter paused in the act of putting down 
the address. 

"Can't you take my word for it?" de-
manded Secket. 

"I 'd rather be sure," said the detec-
tive dryly. 

"Very well then!" Secket plunged his 
hand into the inside pocket of his coat, 
produced a crumpled mass of papers. 
He selected a letter, extracted the con-
tents and handed the envelope to 
Drake. "There you are!" 

Drake glanced at the envelope, saw 
that it was addressed to Joseph Secket 
in care of a theatrical boardinghouse 
bearing the address he had given. 

"And now may I depart?" asked 

Secket. Drake and Cotter both nodded. 
"Also, it seems that fools like me rush 
in where angels dare not tread." Secket 
frowned as he went toward the door. 
"Not a good exit line—but it will do. 
Good day, gentlemen." 

A moment later Drake was out on 
the loggia. He whistled softly to 
Tommy Lowell who was sitting out on 
the lawn, and his assistant hurried to 
him. 

"There's a man just leaving here," 
said Drake. "His name is Joseph 
Secket." He described the tall man 
swiftly. "Follow him wherever he 
goes." 

Tommy nodded briskly, crossed the 
loggia and slipped out into the hall. 

"Do you think that's necessary, 
Drake?" asked Chief Cotter. 

" I think it's very necessary," said 
Drake. "Take a look at that envelope." 
He took it from his pocket and held it 
out. 

Cotter glanced at it with a puzzled 
frown. 

"I don't see anything," he said. "Ex-
cept that it's addressed in capitals." 

"Exactly!" said Drake. "And the 
person who wrote it is the same one 
who sent those death warnings to Mon-
tague Hammond. The printing is iden-
tical!" 
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CHAPTER XVII 

Creaking Floors 

ONATHAN DRAKE 
sat at the open win-
dow of his bedroom, 
smoking thought-
fully. Harrison Peck 
had left after his in-
terview with Mrs. 
Hammond, refusing 
that lady's sugges-
tion that he should 

stay to dinner. 
The evening had passed uneventfully 

enough, although the day had certain-
ly not been lacking in sensation. The 
advent of Mr. Secket had been both 
unexpected and interesting. 

What had brought him to Back-
waters in the first place ? The detective 
entirely discounted Secket's own ex-
planation. Secket was a shrewd, cun-
ning man, with sufficient intelligence to 
know that the proper quarter to make 
his claim was Venita Shayne's lawyers. 
So why had he come to Backwaters?" 

Secket joined the list of Drake's 
suspects. There were so many people 
who had a motive for killing Venita 
Shayne. Mrs. Hammond, Hammond 
himself perhaps, Cavendish, this man 
Secket. Secket's was in some respects 
the strongest of all. Yet Drake couldn't 
quite see him in the role of a killer. 

Drake stared into the hot, airless 
darkness of the night, his brows drawn 
together. It was peculiar—the mystery 
that surrounded both the early life of 
Hammond and that of the dead girl. 
The early part of their existence 
seemed enveloped in an impenetrable 
veil of secrecy, and it was behind that 
veil, that the truth lay. 

One thing had certainly emerged, 
and that was the unpleasantness of 
Venita Shayne's character. Without a 
doubt the girl had been completely un-
scrupulous, using any means that lay 
to her hand to gain her own ends. She 
had blackmailed Cavendish, she had 

bribed her own husband. She had, ap-
parently, held something over the head 
of Montague Hammond, and she had 
obviously been prepared to go to the 
lengths of committing bigamy. 

How many other people had she ter-
rified into submission to her desires? 
Perhaps her lawyers would be of assis-
tance there. Cotter had arranged an 
appointment with them for the follow-
ing afternoon, and Drake was accom-
panying him. Perhaps they would learn 
something. 

There was her bank, too. She had 
apparently boasted to Cavendish that 
she had kept the letters which con-
cerned him at her solicitors. Possibly 
there were other documents also. 

It was an intricate business, full of 
twists and turns and side issues. Those 
anonymous letters with the crude 
drawing of the dangling man. How did 
they come into it. And the stealing of 
Venita Shayne's diary? and the murder 
of the maid in New York. Drake had 
phoned the commissioner on that but 
there were no further developments. 

And what had Venita Shayne been 
doing on the lawn at two o'clock on the 
Saturday morning when Cavendish had 
seen her and swum over from the is-
land? She hadn't been there to see 
him; she was not aware that ha was in 
the vicinity. 

Had she merely been hot and sleep-
less and gone out for a breath of air? 
Or had there been some other reason? 
Had she gone to keep an appointment 
made previously? Cavendish had seen 
no one, but the person, whoever it was, 
may have already been and gone; or, 
arriving and seeing the girl with some-
one else, had slipped away. Could— 
could this person be Secket? If so, 
why had he come? 

Drake remembered the dented watch 
and Cotter's suggested explanation. 
That damaged watch pointed clearly to 
violence. But had the violence been 
Cavendish's? Why not Secket? Why 
not Hammond? Why not, even, Mar-
jorie Lovelace! 
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IT was getting on toward two, and 
Drake had been sitting by the win-

dow for over two hours. He rose 
stretching his stiff limbs. The night 
was still and silent and unpleasantly 
hot. He had been sitting in the dark, 
finding it an aid to his thoughts. But 
now, having made up his mind to un-
dress and go to bed, he reached out his 
hand toward the lamp. His fingers had 
touched the switch when he stopped— 
rigid, listening. 

A board had creaked somewhere in 
the sleeping house! The detective 
slipped off his shoes and crept noise-
lessly to the door. Cautiously he turned 
the handle and opened it a few inches. 
Everywhere was silence. Perhaps the 
sound he had heard meant nothing. In 
the stillness of the night, houses did, 
occasionally, emit strange noises— 

The creak came again, faint but un-
mistakable. This time from the direc-
tion of the staircase. 

Silently as a ghost Drake slipped out 
into the dark corridor and felt his way 
along the wall towards the landing. 
And now he knew he had not been mis-
taken. Somebody was moving in the 
darkness below, moving stealthily, but 
unable to prevent the faint creaking of 
the floor beneath his or her weight. 

He reached the head of the staircase 
and peered over. The hall was in pitch 
darkness, and he could see nothing. He 
heard a faint click and a thread of light 

. gleamed for an instant. 
Drake began very carefully to des-

cend the stairs, testing each tread. He 
could hear vague movements as the un-
known prowler went about his mysteri-
ous business. He came to the last stair 
and stood in the hall, straining his ears. 
There was a faint sound from the 
lounge, and rapidly and silently Drake 
glided across the hall to the door. 

It was open an inch, and the faintest 
glimmer of light showed through the 
crack. He could hear the sound of 
movement within, the soft shuffling of 
feet. There came a gentle thud and a 
muttered imprecation. Stooping, he ap-

plied an eye to the keyhole, but he could 
see nothing. 

Rising noiselessly to his feet he hesi-
tated. The sounds had ceased. Either 
the unknown occupant had left by way 
of the window or he was standing still. 

Drake moved the door gently, push-
ing it inwards slowly and carefully. 
He was determined if possible to find 
out who was alert and wakeful in that 
sleeping house. 

By slow degrees the gap between the 
edge of the door and the jamb widened. 
Another two inches, and there would 
be sufficient room for him to see with-
in. He pressed himself up close against 
the frame, and very cautiously craned 
forward. The lounge was dim and 
shadowy, looking abnormally large in 
the faint light from a candle which 
stood on the top of a low bookshelf. 

Jonathan Drake squeezed himself 
round the edge of the door, and as he 
did so it seemed to him that the roof 
collapsed. 

A violent blow caught him on the 
side of the head. For an infinitesimal 
moment of time he was conscious of an 
agonizing pain which seemed to burn 
up his brain, and then the pain van-
ished and he felt nothing. 

CHAPTER XVIII 

Dawn—and Blood 

ID 
RAKE o p e n e d his 
eyes and b l i n k e d 
dazedly, wondering 
v a g u e l y why his 
head ached so. The 
b e d seemed excep-
tionally hard, and he 
was unpleasantly 
aware of a soreness 
in his right arm. He 

moved gingerly. What on earth had 
happened? 

And then memory came back to him. 
He had been on the point of entering 
the lounge when something had struck 
him on the head. He was still in the 
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lounge, lying on the hard floor just 
within the open doorway, and the light 
he saw came from the flickering candle 
which still stood on the edge of the 
bookcase. 

The person who had been in that 
room must have become aware of his 
presence. Probably had seen the door 
move. The reason it had looked empty 
was because the occupant had come si-
lently over to the door and stood be-
hind it, awaiting his chance. But who 
was the occupant, and for what reason 
had he been prowling about in the 
darkness of the night? 

Drake sat up, and the movement sent 
a twinge of pain through his head. 
Tenderly he felt the top of his scalp. 
It was sore, but as far as he could judge 
the skin had not been broken. There 
was no blood, he examined the tips of 
his fingers. 

He edged himself towards the back 
of a big easy chair that stood near, and 
by its aid-got to his feet. He was still 
feeling {>etty groggy. The blow had 
been a heavy one, and it had caught 
him completely unawares. He rubbed 
his arm which was painful. In falling 
he must have struck it against the skirt-
ing. 

The appearance of the lounge was 
normal, except for the lighted candle 
on the bookcase. What, then, had the 
intruder been doing? Why had he 
come stealthily to this room in the mid-
dle of the night? 

Drake's head still ached, but his 
senses were normal. He moved over to 
the place where the candle stood, but 
there was no indication of the reason 
for the marauder's presence. 

Glancing about, he saw something 
lying on the floor, picked it up. It was 
a heavy, bronze book-end, and he 
looked at it, frowning. Evidently this 
was the weapon which the unknown 
had used to strike him down. A nasty 
thing in the hands of a desperate man. 
It was lucky, he thought grimly, that 
he had got off as lightly as he had. Ob-
viously none of the rest of the house-

hold had heard anything. The place 
was still silent. 

He crossed over and peered through 
the windows on to the loggia. The 
darkness was beginning to disperse be-
fore the first tinge of dawn. He looked 
at his watch. It was a quarter to four. 
He must have been unconscious for 
some time, time enough, anyway, for 
the person who was responsible for 
that blow to have returned to his or 
her room. Her room? That weapon, 
in the hands of a man, might have killed 
him. Yet—there was a way of strik-
ing a blow on the head that would 
merely stun, not kill. Male or female? 

Drake stood thoughtfully in the cen-
ter of the lounge, gently massaging the 
sore place on his skull. Nothing, so 
far as he could see, had been disturbed. 
The windows were latched and fas-
tened. Only the candle showed that 
anyone had been there at all. 

The candle! He examined it and 
discovered—nothing. It had been 
taken from the mantelpiece, was one of 
a pair of silver candlesticks containing 
four colored candles which matched the 
furnishings of the room. 

DR A K E was u n e a s y , restless, 
aware of a premonition of evil. 

W h y this nocturnal visit to the 
lounge? W h o had struck him down? 
What had that person been seeking? 
There was nothing in this big room ex-
cept a few books, a number of divans 
and chairs. Not even a writing desk 
where some paper might have been hid-
den. 

Drake had picked up the bronze 
book-end with his handkerchief, and 
now he carefully wrapped the linen 
round it. There might be fingerprints 
there to prove the identity of his at-
tacker. He took the candle, holding it 
carefully by the rim at the top, and 
moved over to the door. It was no 
good standing about in that gloomy 
room wondering: He might as well re-
turn to his own. 

He crossed the gloomy hall and be-
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gan cautiously to ascend the staircase. 
He reached his bedroom without hear-
ing a sound or seeing anyone, and care-
fully setting the candlestick and the 
book-end down on the table near the 
bed, switched on the light. Cotter 
would be able to test for prints in the 
morning. He blew out the candle, re-
moved it from the sconce, and put the 
book-end and the candlestick carefully 
away in a drawer. 

Turning on the tap and filling the 
basin with cold water, he took off his 
coat, collar, and tie, and bathed his 
face. A lump was rising on the side 
of his head, but an examination of it in 
the mirror showed him that little dam-
age had been done. Undressing, he got 
into bed with a sigh of relief, resting 
his aching head against the pillows 
gratefully. 

But it was a long time before he fell 
asleep. Staring at the white ceiling he 
lay trying to puzzle out a solution to 
the events of the night. 

The sky was crimson with the com-
ing sunrise before he finally switched 
out the light and, snuggling down, fell 
asleep. 

The sound of hurried movements 
and excited voices roused him, almost 
before he'd closed his eyes—at least so 
it seemed. Somebody banged violently 
on his door, and he remembered that 
he had locked it before turning in. 

Getting out of bed, he slipped on a 
dressing-gown, went over, and turned 
the key. Minter, his face pale and 
frightened, burst into the room with-
out ceremony and without apology. 

"The mistress," he blurted incoher-
ently. "The mistress—" 

"Steady, man," said Drake curtly. 
"What's the matter with your mis-
tress?" 

"She's dead, sir!" wailed the servant. 
"She's dead, and the bed's all over 
blood! Oh, my God!" 

Drake's eyes narrowed. "Pull your-
self together!" he said. 

"I found her," whispered Minter 
huskily. "I was in the passage when 

Milly took in the tea. It was awful! 
Awful!" His breath came unevenly. 

"All right! Let's get to Mrs. Ham-
mond's room!" 

Minter led the way dazedly along 
the corridor, across the landing and 
into the opposite passage on which 
Mrs. H a m m o n d ' s bedroom door 
opened. A frightened maid, her hands 
covering her face, was sobbing against 
the wall. 

"In—in there, sir," whispered Minter 
hoarsely. 

"Take that girl away," said the de-
tective. "Then come back here." 

He crossed the threshold of the big 
bedroom, remembering as he did so 
his last interview with Mrs. Hammond. 
When he saw the bed he caught his 
breath. 

The woman lay half in and half out 
of it, her head almost touching the 
floor. There was blood on her face, on 
the crumpled sheets, on the carpet— 
and, from her breast, protruded the 
hilt of a knife. Clutched in her hand 
was something that gleamed whitely in 
the rays of the morning sun ironically 
streaming its life-giving rays through 
the window. 

Drake, his face stern and set, went 
over and looked down at the dead wom-
an. Here was the explanation for the 
midnight prowler. Here was the rea-
son for that stealthy excursion through 
the dark and silent corridors of the 
sleeping house. Had the unknown al-
ready committed the crime before go-
ing to the lounge, or had this been 
perpetrated while Blake had been un-
conscious? Perhaps the doctor's evi-
dence would settle the question. 

He peered at the white thing in Mrs. 
Hammond's hand and saw that it was 
a card. It seemed to be held loosely, 
and he received confirmation of this 
when, taking it by the edge, he at-
tempted to draw it out. It came easily, 
the half of a torn post card. One sidfe 
was blank. On the other was the crude 
drawing of the dangling man—nothing 
else. 
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CHAPTER XIX 

Empty Nets 

NCE m o r e B a c k -
w a t e r s was in the 
hands of the police. 
A burly officer stood 
in the hall, staring 
before him and ap-
parently unconscious 
of the scared looks 
that were directed at 
him by the members 

of the household as they passed. In the 
upstairs bedroom the coroner was 
making his examination while the 
photographers waited impatiently in 
the corridor without. 

Chief Cotter, his face grave and wor-
ried, stood talking to Jonathan Drake. 
The detective had notified him of the 
tragedy at once, and Cotter had arrived 
post-haste. The rest of the household 
had been informed, and the chief, while 
he waited the arrival of the coroner, 
questioned them all, without, however, 
eliciting anything of importance. 

They had apparently heard nothing 
during the night. Their shock was in-
tense. Cavendish was apparently 
stupefied. Majoirie Lovelace answered 
the questions put to her like an auto-
maton. John Moore looked as though 
he had been wakened from a bad dream 
to find himself still clutched by a night-
mare. The cook was in hysterics, and 
Minter went about with a dazed ex-
pression and a face that was still gray 
from the sight he had seen. 

"This rather upsets your theory, Cot-
ter," Drake said in a low voice. "It 
would be difficult to connect Cavenish 
with this latest crime." 

"He could have done it," Cotter 
mumbled. "He was in the house." 

"So were seven other people. Better 
take my advice, Cotter. Don't make 
any arrests yet." 

Cotter said neither yes nor no to this. 
Instead he asked: "Was this person 
who attacked you a man, Drake?" 

" I can't say. I didn't see the gentle-
man—or lady." 

Cotter sighed. "What do you make 
of that card?" 

" I don't make anything of it, except 
that it links the murders with those 
anonymous letters. It was put in Mrs. 
Hammond's hand after death, that's 
obvious. It was stuck in her fingers 
the same as you might stick it in a 
rack. She wasn't even touching it at 
all." 

"It gets thicker and thicker," said 
Cotter soberly. 

"Well, I intimated that you were be-
ing too optimistic," said Drake. "The 
things we see on the surface aren't al-
ways the things that count. The tide 
has cast up unexpected fish on the 
tragic shores of our investigation— 
Cavendish — Secket the latest. But 
we refrain from netting them as yet. 
The main motive lurks in the depths 
and still escapes us. 

"What is the main motive?" growled 
Cotter. "You talk as though you knew 
it." 

Drake shook his head. 
" I am like a lonely fisherman adrift 

on the open sea," he said. " I lower my 
net and draw it up to see what it con-
tains. I find conjectures in it, guesses, 
inferences, but as yet no conclusions 
to warrant the snap of handcuffs about 
a pair of wrists. 

"I'm not even sure that the murder 
of Mrs. Hammond touches the main 
motive." 

"What d'you mean by that?" Cot-
ter's eyes were startled. "You're not 
suggesting that the person who killed 
Mrs. Hammond isn't the person who 
killed her husband and V e n i t a 
Shayne?" 

"No," said Drake in low tones, "but 
I'm inclined to believe that whereas 
the murder of Venita Shayne and Mon-
tague Hammond were premeditated, 
this one was not. I suspect that it was 
a murder of convenience, that Mrs. 
Hammond was killed because she knew 
too much—or guessed too much—" 
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THE coroner was approaching them 
and Drake broke off. 

"Wel l , " the coroner said, "another 
murder. But there's one thing I can 
say—she didn't know much about it. 
She died instantly." 

"The state of the bed looks as if 
there'd been a struggle," said Cotter. 

"So it would seem," said the coroner. 
"But I don't think there was. The 
knife went straight into the heart." 

"Then, if there was no struggle, how 
do you account for the appearance of 
one?" asked Cotter. 

"I don't pretend to account for it," 
the coroner shrugged his shoulders. 
"But if you want me to give an opinion, 
I should say it was done after death to 
suggest there had been a struggle—" 

"Or," interrupted Drake, "the mur-
derer was looking for something. That 
would seem more reasonable than that 
the murderer troubled to fake an ap-
pearance of struggle. Wouldn't you 
say so, doctor?" 

"Now that you suggest it, yes," said 
the coroner. 

"One more thing, doctor. I should 
imagine it would have been difficult 
for the killer to have escaped bloody-
ing himself in a murder such as this." 

"If you're asking me whether blood 
spurted, the answer is yes—plenty of 
it." 

Cotter glided to the door, called to 
his sergeant. "Search the whole 
house," he ordered, "including every-
body's luggage. You're looking for 
bloodstained clothing. Jump to it !" 

Cotter came back. He discovered 
that Drake was not particularly opti-
mistic about the probable results of the 
search. "There's the river," Drake 
said. "A weighted bundle of clothing 
is easily disposed of." 

"I'll have it dragged!" C o t t e r 
snapped. "Better let the photograph-
ers in now, eh?" 

Leaving the room in the charge of 
the photographers, they went down-
stairs, accompanied by the coroner. In 
the hall they met Eric Norman. The 

press agent was stony-faced. "Have 
you found out anything?" he asked. 

Drake shook his head. 
"Dreadful, dreadful," Norman mur-

mured. "Poor Venita, then Hammond, 
now—this!" 

He looked from one to the other hes-
itantly, then went on: "D'you think 
there'd be any objection to my going 
to town? I've got business to attend 
to, you know, and—" 

Involuntarily Cotter l o o k e d to 
Drake, as though he could not make up 
his own mind. Almost imperceptibly 
Drake nodded. "All right, you can go," 
said Cotter, "although I'd prefer you 
didn't." 

"I 'm not likely to run away," 
growled the press agent. " I wouldn't 
get very far if I tried." 

"You're correct about that," said 
Cotter. "Okay. Go ahead, attend to 
your business, and get back here 
promptly. W e don't want to have the 
trouble of bringing you back." 

"Thanks, loads," said the press 
agent, "I ' l l be back by six at the lat-
est." He hurried away. 

CO T T E R turned to Drake. "You're 
coming with me to see Miss 

Shayne's attorneys, aren't you?" he 
asked. 

"Yes, of course," said Drake. " W e 
might learn something there." , 

"Not much though, I'm afraid," said 
Cotter. 

"Perhaps, but this fresh crime goes a 
long way towards vindicating Cav-
endish. Y o u r theory may supply a 
possible motive for his killing Venita 
Shayne and Hammond, but you can't 
suggest any practical reason why he 
should have killed Mrs. Hammond." 

"Can you suggest any reason why 
anyone should!" retorted the chief. 

"Yes," said Drake. "I can. Suppose 
Mrs. Hammond knew something that 
was dangerous to the murderer's 
safety? Supposing he, or she, was 
aware of this and was also aware that 
Mrs. Hammond was going to speak?" 
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"But that would also apply in the 
case of Cavendish," Cotter cried. 

"You're an obstinate fellow," said 
Drake with a slight smile. "You don't 
intend to be pried loose from your pet 
theory without a struggle, do you?" 

"It isn't that!" protested Cotter. 
"But I can't see anyone else. Caven-
dish had the motive and the opportun-
ity. Those are two strong arguments 
against him." 

"I 'm perfectly willing to admit that 
Cavendish is the star suspect," Drake 
murmured. "However, it won't do any 
harm to hold your hand for a day or 
two." 

"I've already said I would," Cotter 
grumbled. The local police chief had 
no wish to make any precipitate move. 
After all, Cavendish was the scion of 
a wealthy and influential family, and 
an arrest without sufficient evidence 
to back it up would result in quite a 
lot of unpleasantness. There was al-
ways the possibility that the killer was 
no one they knew, a stranger who had 
gained access to the house from with-
out. 

Drake did not believe this, neither 
did Cotter, but they had to take it into 
consideration. 

The sergeant whom the chief had de-
tailed to examine the rooms and be-
longings of the various people in the 
house, reported failure. He had found 
nothing, no article of clothing that bore 
any trace of bloodstains. 

Just before lunch, boats arrived, con-
taining men who set about methodical-
ly dragging the river In the vicinity of 
the waterfront. They were still en-
gaged on their fruitless task when 
Drake and Cotter, leaving the house in 
charge of the sergeant and a number 
of patrolmen, set off for New York. 

Venita Shayne's attorneys, Messrs. 
Abercrombie and Smith, occupied a 
large and prosperous looking office on 
Fifth Avenue. Mr. Reginald Aber-
crombie, a gray-haired, extremely neat 
gentleman, received them gravely. 

" I needn't say," he said, "how 

shocked I was to learn of my client's 
tragic death. A terrible end to a life 
that was so promising." He coughed 
dryly. 

"You acted as legal advisor to Miss 
Shayne for some time?" asked the in-
spector. 

"For nearly three years," replied the 
lawyer. "Not so very long compared 
with other clients, but long enough to 
feel profound regret at a loss which the 
entertainment world will find difficult 
in replacing. . . . 

JO N A T H A N D R A K E shifted a lit-
tle impatiently in his chair. He 

was not at all impressed by Mr. Aber-
crombie's stilted expressions of grief. 
They were not sincere. 

"You handled all Miss Shayne's af-
fairs?" he inquired. 

"Yes," Abercrombie nodded. "With 
the exception, of course, of her con-
tracts. They were handled by her 
agent." 

"Were you aware that she was mar-
ried ?" asked Drake bluntly. 

The expression on the lawyer's face 
answered the question before he put 
the answer into words. 

"Married?" he echoed in surprise. 
"No. I had not the least idea that Miss 
Shayne was married. When did this 
happen? Whom was she married to?" 

"It happened six years ago and the 
man's name is Joseph Secket," snapped 
Drake. "You'll probably be receiving 
a visit from him shortly." 

"Dear me," said Mr. Abercrombie. 
"Miss Shayne never mentioned this to 
me. I was under the impression that 
she was single." 

"So was nearly everybody who knew 
her," said Drake. "I have only this man 
Secket's word, but I think it's the truth. 
He seemed prepared to back up his 
statement with the marriage certifi-
cate." 

"Most extraordinary!" muttered the 
lawyer. "Most extraordinary indeed. 
The last time I saw Miss Shayne she 
hinted that she was shortly to become 
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engaged to the son of a wealthy man." 
"We're aware of that," said Blake. 

"As a matter of fact, she did become 
engaged.̂ ' 

"But," said Mr. Abercrombie, "how 
could she if she was already married to 
this man Secket." 

"I rather think Miss Shayne was pre-
pared to forget that," answered Drake. 

"You surely don't mean," the lawyer 
said, frowning, "that she would have 
committed bigamy!" 

"That's exactly what I do think." 
"But my dear sir," Mr. Abercrombie 

waved a beautifully manicured hand. 
"Do you realize that that is a crime?" 

"I'm quite familiar with what consti-
tutes crime," Drake said with a smile. 
"I don't think it would have troubled 
her in the slightest." 

"Really! Really!" Mr. Abercrom-
bie's frown deepened. "I feel you are 
being harsh. My client was a most hon-
orable lady. I cannot allow such a sug-
gestion to be made without protest." 

"So honorable," said Drake grimly, 
"that she only became engaged by 
blackmailing the person concerned!" 

"Blackmailing!" Mr. Abercrombie 
infused an expressicn of horror into his 
tone. "Good gracious me! Have you 
proof of this?" 

"I have been given to understand," 
said the detective quietly, "that the 
proof is right here in your office!" 

CHAPTER X X 

An Outstanding Discovery 

EGINALD ABER-
CROMBIE surveyed 
him in amazement, 
an amazement which 
quickly changed to 
an expression of out-
raged dignity. 

"Are you insinu-
ating, sir," he de-
manded stiffly, "that 

I was a party to this alleged black-
mail?" 

"Not at all!" said Drake, who under-
stood the slander laws perhaps better 
than the legal light before him. "I 
merely cite the fact that certain letters 
which Miss Shayne held over this 
man's head are deposited with your 
firm." 

The lawyer's face cleared. "Oh, I 
see—I see!" he said. "Yes, that is, of 
course, a possibility. Although I must 
have proof before I am prepared to be-
lieve this—er—charge which you bring 
against my unfortunate client." 

"I think," said Drake, "if you exam-
ine the documents deposited in your 
care by Miss Shayne, you will receive 
all the proof you require." 

The lawyer, pursed his lips, hesi-
tated, pressed a button on his desk. A 
clerk came in. 

"Fetch me the deed-box labeled 
'Shayne.'" 

When the clerk departed Drake 
asked: "By the way, did Miss Shayne 
make a will?" 

"No, unfortunately," replied the law-
yer. "I had been trying to persuade 
her to do so for some considerable time, 
but she kept putting it off. People do, 
you know. Very unwise." 

"Then," said the detective, "every-
thing she possessed goes to this man 
Secket." 

"If he can provide satisfactory proof 
that a marriage took place between 
them," said Abercrombie. 

The clerk returned, carrying a large 
box on the side of which was painted 
in white letters, "Venita Shayne." He 
placed it silently on the desk in front 
of his employer and as silently went 
out. 

"Was Miss Shayne well off?" asked 
Drake as Mr. Abercrombie deliberately 
produced a bunch of keys from his 
pocket and selected one. 

"She was not rich in the accepted 
sense of the word," replied the lawyer. 
"She earned a lot of money, but her ex-
penses were naturally, considering her 
position, very heavy. I don't know 
what her current balance is at the bank, 
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but she had shares and securities ap-
proximating. in value to—er—some-
thing in the nature of thirty thousand 
dollars." 

Drake thought of Secket. A sizeable 
sum to go to that mountebank. 

The lawyer unlocked the deed-box, 
opened it. "The bulk of the contents 
of this," he remarked, "is unknown to 
me. As you will see, the various papers 
have been enclosed in envelopes and 
marked, in the majority of cases, with 
initials. I must therefore disclaim all 
knowledge of what they contain. It is 
a little irregular for me to allow you 
access to these documents, but—er— 
in the circumstances, I suppose—" 

"I'll take all responsibility," snapped 
Chief Cotter. 

"Perhaps we had better examine the 
contents together," Abercrombie said. 

He was obviously bursting with 
curiosity. 

A number of stout, manilla en-
velopes, some thin and some bulky, 
were removed from the box and placed 
on the desk. Drake and the chief drew 
up their chairs, and the detective rap-
idly scanned the superscriptions. He 
picked up one marked H. C., slit open 
the top, shook out a number of letters. 
A glance, and he saw that Harry Cav-
endish had spoken the truth. 

f f B^HESE concern the matter I re-
JL ferred to," he said quietly, and 

passed two of the letters over to the 
lawyer. 

Mr. Abercrombie scanned them with 
ever-increasing concern. 

"Dear me," he murmured, "there 
seems to be no doubt. I am amazed and 
horrified." 

"You will, of course," said Drake, 
"treat this as entirely confidential?" 

The lawyer stiffened. 
"Everything that passes in this of-

fice, Mr. Drake," he replied, with dig-
nity, "is confidential." 

"Let's see what the other envelopes 
contain," said the detective, and 
opened them one by one. 

As he examined the contents, his lips 
pursed and he whistled softly. 

"Venita Shayne appears to have been 
much worse than we expected," he re-
marked gravely. "How any of these 
things came into her possession is a 
mystery. There's no doubt she was 
carrying on a very lucrative side-line 
of blackmail. Here's a confession 
signed by Secket concerning that 
theatre robbery he mentioned. She 
must have forced that out of him and 
held it over him, using the threat to en-
sure his silence concerning their mar-
riage." 

They went through the rest care-
fully. For the most part they consisted 
of indiscreet letters, some written to 
Venita Shayne herself, some to other 
people, but all bearing the names of 
high and influential men to whom a 
breath of scandal would have meant 
disaster. 

Drake was eagerly searching for 
something concerning Hammond, but 
in this he was disappointed. Among 
all those papers and letters the pro-
ducer was not mentioned even once. 

" I think we have sufficient here to 
show what sort of a woman Miss Ven-
ita Shayne was," Drake said. 

"I 'm horrified!" said the lawyer, "I 
had no idea. She was such a child-like, 
innocent-looking girl! T o bring her-
self to—to—" 

Drake smiled. "I think the childish 
innocence was part of her stock-in-
trade. She fooled most people." 

Cotter sighed wearily. "Well , we 
know a little more than we did, but not 
much. I suppose, as a matter of rou-
tine, we'll have to inquire among these 
people mentioned here and find out 
what they were doing at the time of 
her death. Any one of them had a mo-
tive for getting rid of the woman." 

"The trouble is," said Drake, "that 
although plenty of people had a motive 
for getting rid of Venita Shayne, it 
doesn't follow they had a motive for 
killing Montague Hammond and Mrs. 
Hammond." 
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"Good heavens!" exclaimed Mr. 
Abercrombie. "You don't mean to say 
there's been another crime?" 

"I'm afraid there has," said Cotter 
grimly. "Mrs. Hammond was killed 
during the night." 

The lawyer clicked his teeth. "Dread-
ful! Dreadful!" he murmured. "A 
shocking series of tragedies!" 

"Shocking enough," agreed the chief 
shortly. "What's that you've got hold 
of Mr. Drake?" 

DRAKE had come upon an envelope 
which he had not previously 

opened. It bore no superscription. 
Sliding his thumb under the flap, he 
ripped it and withdrew the contents. It 
was a birth certificate, registered in 
Chicago, and certifying the birth of a 
girl. The date was twenty-two years 
ago, and the name of the baby was 
given as Vilma Nita Hinkley. He 
looked at the name of the parents and 
raised his eyebrows. 

"D'you remember that marriage cer-
tificate we found in Hammond's safe?" 
he inquired. 

Cotter nodded. "Yes. What about 
it?" 

"Well, here's a birth certificate of a 
child born to Mr. and Mrs. Hinkley. 
It was born twenty-two years ago, 
which corresponds to the age Venita 
Shayne would be if she were still alive. 
I don't think there's any doubt that this 
is her birth certificate." 

"You mean that Shayne was not her 
real name?" said Cotter. 

" I never imagined it was," said 
Drake. "Most stage people select pro-
fessional names, and Venita Shayne al-
ways sounded too euphonious to be 
real. I think her name was Hinkley, 
and she's the child of Mollie Dwyer 
and James Hinkley, mentioned in the 
marriage certificate." 

"Well, who were they?" muttered 
Cotter. "And why did Hammond keep 
that certificate?" 

Drake made no immediate reply. 
But after the pause he said: "If Venita 

Shayne changed her name, James 
Hinkley could have done the same." 

"I don't quite get you, Drake," said 
Cotter. 

"It's only an idea of mine," said 
Drake. "Listen. We know nothing 
about Montague Hammond prior to his 
sudden success. Even his lawyer 
couldn't take us back farther than 
seventeen years." 

A light broke on the puzzled Cotter. 
"You mean—" he began. 

"I mean," said Jonathan Drake, "that 
a man doesn't usually keep a marriage 
certificate that isn't his. I mean—or 
I'm suggesting—that Montague Ham-
mond's real name was James Hinkley, 
and that prior to his marriage with Mrs. 
Hammond he was a widower, and that 
first wife was Mollie Dwyer." 

"Then," said Cotter slowly, his tones 
strangely hushed, "if that birth certifi-
cate refers to Venita Shayne, she was 
Hammond's child." 

Jonahan Drake nodded his dark head 
a little sadly and murmured, "Which 
accounts for his fondness for her and 
the fact that he left her half his 
money. It's got to be proved, but I'm 
quite sure I'm right. Venita Shayne 
was Monty Hammond's daughter!" 

CHAPTER X X I 

The Missing Link? 

RAKE and C o t t e r 
took their l e a v e , 
Drake carrying away 
with him V e n i t a 
Shayne's—or Vilma 
N i t a Hinkley's— 
strong box. 

From the attor-
ney's office t h e y 
went to C e n t r e 

Street where they talked to Police 
Commissioner Slade. The New York 
Police were working on the murder of 
the actress' maid, but as yet had been 
unable to discover any clues that would 
lead them to the killer. 
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Drake turned over the information 
regarding the possible real identities of 
Venita Shayne and Montague Ham-
mond to the commissioner. Slade at 
once wired to the Chicago police to 
have a check made there and see if any-
thing could be learned from that. 

Drake and Cotter next visited the 
bank where the actress had kept her 
money. Here through the cooperation 
of a bank official the two men were able 
to check on Venita's account. Among 
the checks that she had deposited, there 
were none signed by the people whom 
she had been blackmailing. 

Practically all of the checks that she 
had deposited in the bank had been 
signed by Hammond. If Venita had ex-
tracted money from the various people 
over whom she had a hold, she had 
done it very cleverly. 

It was dark when Drake and Cotter 
finally drove back to Tarrytown in the 
detective's car. They were both weary 
and did very little talking on the way. 
With headlights gleaming, the car 
swung into the drive of the Hammond 
estate. A patrolman on duty had 
stopped them at the gate and then 
passed them through upon learning 
their identity. 

Drake felt refreshed after he had 
taken a shower and put on fresh cloth-
ing. He went downstairs and found 
Marjorie Lovelace and Harry Caven-
dish. It was obvious that the actress 
and the rich young man had grown 
very much interested in each other. 

Drake managed to draw the pretty, 
dark-haired girl aside. "I want to ask 
you a question, Miss Lovelace," he said. 
"That first night we were here and hav-
ing cocktails on the loggia, you gave 
the impression that you disliked Venita 
Shayne intensely. Was I right?" 

"Yes, you were quite right, Mr. 
Drake," said Marjorie slowly in a low 
voice. "I—I hated her!" 

"Why?" 
"There were two reasons. The first 

was that she took Harry Cavendish 
away from me. I knew him first—and 

we were very good friends. It didn't 
matter to me whether Harry had any 
money or not. Like a fool I introduced 
him to Venita, W e were both in the 
same show at the time, Venita and I." 

"Then what happened?' asked Drake, 
as the girl paused. 

"Venita learned that Harry was 
very rich—and she decided she wanted 
him for herself. She was simply ruth-
less about it. She was the star of the 
show and of course Hammond was the 
producer. Anyway, I was fired—even 
though I had received good notices 
after the opening performance." 

"The more I learn about Venita 
Shayne the more charming she be-
comes," said Drake sardonically, 

"Shortly after that Harry Cavendish 
dropped me entirely and started run-
ning around with Venita," went on 
Marjorie. "I didn't know just why until 
he told me today of the hold she had 
over him—and how she was forcing 
him into becoming engaged to her." 
The dark-haired girl's eyes flashed. 
"Knowing what I do about her, I'm al-
most glad that she is dead I" 

SEE," said Drake, " I suppose 
-JL you've no idea why Mrs. Ham-

mond disliked her?" 
"She disliked her because she was 

jealous," said Marjorie. "Anyone could 
see that. She worshipped Monty, and 
she thought he was altogether too fond 
of Venita." 

"He was," said Drake quietly, "but 
not for the reason which most people 
imagined." 

"What do you mean?" Marjorie 
Lovelace looked at him questioningly. 

"He was fond of her in a fatherly 
way," said Drake, skirting around the 
truth without disclosing what he had 
discovered. 

"Yes, I believe you're right," said 
Marjorie. "I personally never thought 
there was anything else to it. Venita 
took great pleasure in making other 
people unhappy and she flaunted her 
power over Monty in front of Eva. It's 
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no wonder that Mrs. Hammond hated 
her." 

They both turned as Cavendish came 
toward them. Apparently be felt that 
Marjorie had been left alone with 
Drake long enough. 

"Hope you won't mind me butting 
in, Drake," said the blond young man. 
He smiled at the detective, and touched 
a black and blue spot on his chin. "Is 
your face still sore—mine is from that 
fight we had on the island. You sure 
pack a wallop." He glanced at the dark-
haired girl. "Did you tell him about us, 
Marjorie?" 

"Why, no," she said, and a slow blush 
told Drake what was in the wind. 

"We're engaged, Drake," said Harry 
Cavendish. "Thought you might like 
to know." 

"Optimists!" Drake smiled at them. 
"Here Harry is Cotter's main suspect, 
and you two go right ahead, not bother-
ing about anything but love. But con-
gratulations to both of you." 

"You don't believe Harry is guilty, 
do you?" asked Marjorie anxiously. A 
look of relief swept over her face as 
Drake shook his head. "I was sure you 
didn't!" 

"There are other suspects." Drake 
was staring thoughtfully at Eric Nor-
man as the press agent approached. 
"Suppose we let it go at that for the 
present?" 

"Of course," said Cavendish quickly. 
"Come on, Marjorie—-let's take a walk 
in the garden before dinner. There 
might be a moon tonight." 

"There is !" Drake called after them. 
"No more startling developments 

while I was in town today, I hope," said 
Eric Norman as he joined Drake. 

"Not as yet," said Drake. "Though 
I am hoping to have some definite in-
formation before morning." 

"Then you have a definite lead on 
the identity of the murderer?" asked 
the press agent in surprise. 

"Can't say as yet, but I hope so." 
Drake turned away as Minter ap-

peared and announced that the detec-

tive was wanted on the telephone. The 
slender, dark-haired man went to the 
phone at once and found it was Com-
missioner Slade calling. The New York 
Police working with the Chicago of-
ficials had been able to discover the 
justice of the peace who had married 
James Hinkley and Mollie Dwyer. 

The justice of the peace had been 
shown a photograph of Hammond and 
was able to identify the producer as the 
man he had married twenty-seven 
years ago, despite the changes, that 
time had wrought in Montague Ham-
mond's appearance. 

£ f * W * H A T settles that," said Drake 
J i over the wire. ,TDid you find out 

if they had any children?" 
"Y e s , " answered Commissioner 

Slade. "Found that in the Chicago 
birth records. They had one child, a 
girl named Vilma Nita," 

"Good!" exclaimed Drake. "Then 
Venita S h a y n e was Hammond's 
daughter, and she merely changed her 
name when she went on the stage. Was 
there anything else regarding Ham-
mond or Hinkley's family?" 

"Two things. First he had a brother 
about ten years older than he, who dis-
appeared." 

"Good!" Drake repeated. "That's 
the angle I've been looking for. Go on, 
Commissioner." 

"James Hinkley, Senior, the father of 
the murdered man and of the missing 
brother, was hanged out in Texas 
thirty years ago as a horse thief," came 
the commissioner's crisp voice over the 
phone. 

"Hanged as a horse thief!" said 
Drake, and he thought at once of the 
crude drawing of the hanging man on 
the death warnings that Hammond re-
ceived. "Anything else? All right, 
thank you very much. I expect to have 
some news for you by morning-—yes, I 
am sure I know who the murderer is 
now!" 

Drake hung up and turned away from 
the phone with the brisk air of a man 
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who knew exactly what he had to do 
next. He gave a start of surprise as 
Tommy Lowell came hurrying into the 
room. The red-headed young man bore 
a look of chagrin on his freckled face, 
and it was obvious that something had 
gone wrong. 

"What happened, Tommy?" de-
manded Drake. " I thought you would 
still be trailing Joseph Secket." 

"I was," said Tommy ruefully, "but 
he got away." 

"How?" 
"Perhaps I'd better tell you what 

happened right from the beginning," 
said Tommy. " I followed Secket when 
he left here—and I don't believe he saw 
me. He went to Tarrytown and took a 
train for New York. So did I. In the 
city he went to that address he gave 
you. He has a furnished room there." 

"If you were able to follow him that 
far how did he get away?" asked 
Drake. 

"I decided that I would try to ques-
tion him," said Tommy. "That was 
where I made a mistake, Chief. I'm 
sorry." 

"Never mind about that, I merely 
wanted you to shadow him, but it can't 
be helped. Go on, Tommy." 

"Well , Secket talked when I told 
him that I was your assistant and that 
there were some questions you wanted 
answered. He admitted that he was the 
man who met Venita Shayne out on the 
grounds of this estate at two a. m. on 
Friday night." 

"I thought he was the man," said 
Drake. "Did he explain why he came 
here to see her?" 

"Yes, he was quite frank about it. 
Seemed to be so anxious to help us in 
every way by telling all that he knew 
that he had me completely fooled." 
Tommy frowned. "He said that he had 
received this—" The red-headed young 
man produced a bit of paper which he 
handed to the detective. 

Drake examined it carefully. It was 
a message printed in crude capitals on 
the same type of cheap paper used for 

the warning notes to Hammond. 
" Y O U R WIFE IS GOING T O 

DOUBLE-CROSS YOU," it read, 
" W A T C H OUT FOR TROUBLE. " 

It was signed by the drawing of the 
hanging man. 

tk ND I suppose that after he re-
a U . ceived this, Secket learned 

that his wife was here and came to see 
what it was all about," said Drake as he 
thrust the warning into the pocket of 
his jacket. "Was that it?" 

"Yes," said Tommy. "Secket said 
that he phoned Venita Shayne at her 
apartment late Friday afternoon. She 
said that she was just leaving for Back-
waters and would be unable to see him. 
Secket finally forced her to agree to 
meet him on the lawn of the estate late 
that night. They met and quarreled— 
and he got rough with her. He said he 
believed that she was up to something 
she wouldn't reveal to him, and he was 
trying to force it out of her." 

"Naturally he failed," remarked 
Drake. He smiled at his assistant. 
"Then what, Tommy?" 

"Secket moved casually toward the 
door of the room as we talked. All of 
a sudden he leaped out into the hall 
slamming the door in my face. By the 
time I got it open he had managed to 
run down a flight of stairs and get 
away." 

"What did you do then?" 
"Spent some time trying to find him, 

but no luck. Finally I phoned two of 
our men and gave them orders to keep 
watch on the house when they joined 
me there. If Secket turns up there 
again—they'll be waiting for him. Then 
I decided to come back here to you." 

"Glad you did," said Drake. "I 'm 
going to need you here tonight, 
Tommy." 

"Then you know who did i t?" de-
manded Tommy eagerly. 

" I have a pretty good hunch," said 
Drake with a smile. 

It was not until the members of the 
house party were at dinner that Drake 
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made an announcement that startled 
them all. 

As Minter deftly served the meal, 
an air of tenseness had spread over 
those at the table. The slender, dark-
haired man had been usually silent, ap-
parently lost in thought, and the other 
guests had grown uneasily conscious 
of his mood. 

Marjorie Lovelace and Harry Cav-
endish watched every move that he 
made, as did John Moore and Eric 
Norman. It was the press agent who 
finally ventured a comment. 

"You seem to have something on 
your mind, Drake," said Norman. 
"What is it?" 

" I have been going over the evidence 
in the case," said Drake. "And I shall 
tell Chief Cotter just what I have dis-
covered in the morning." He smiled 
grimly as he saw that the eyes of 
everyone in the room were fixed on his 
face. " I know who killed Venita 
Shayne, Mr. and Mrs. Hammond, and 
Venita Shayne's maid!" 

"Venita's maid!" exclaimed John 
Moore. "Do you mean to say that 
there has been a fourth person mur-
dered?" 

"I read it in a New York paper this 
morning," said Eric Norman. 

"We haven't seen any New York pa-
pers here," said Cavendish. "So natu-
rally we didn't know about that." The 
blond man looked at the detective. 
"How did it happen, Drake?" 

Drake told them—going into detail. 
The four guests listened with intense 
interest. 

"Then Venita brought her diary 
here," said Marjorie when Drake had 
finished. "Has it been found?" 

"No, not yet," said Jonathan Drake. 
"But I am sure that it will be soon!" 

As he sat there he was conscious of 
the startled expressions of the others 
at the table. Even Tommy Lowell and 
Minter appeared surprised. 

"What makes you so sure?" asked 
Eric Norman. 

"Because the murderer made a num-

ber of stupid blunders," said Drake. 

CHAPTER XXII 

Enter—the Murderer 

SINISTER, brood-
ing atmosphere lin-
gered over the big 
house of the late 
Montague Hammond 
as the evening hours 
slowly passed. Ev-
eryone save Drake 
and Tommy Lowell 
were restless and ill 

at ease. 
All four of the other guests realized 

that they were actually being held 
prisoners on the estate as murder sus-
pects, and this thought put a damper 
on their spirits. Even Marjorie and 
Harry Cavendish seemed to have lost 
the air of romance that had lingered 
over them during the early part of the 
evening. They had grown conscious 
of the stark reality of their surround-
ings, and it was obvious that the girl 
was frightened. 

" I can't stand much more of this," 
she told Drake when she found herself 
alone with him for a few moments. 
"Up to now I couldn't quite believe 
that one of us here could actually be 
the murderer. It just seemed impos-
sible in spite of everything." She 
shuddered. "But now I'm afraid of 
everyone except Harry." 

"Don't worry," said Drake. "I'm 
sure you are quite safe. There is no 
cause for alarm." 

"Thank you for telling me that." 
She went to join the blond man, but 
the fear still lingered on her pretty 
face. There were blue lights in her 
dark hair. 

Eric Norman had been upstairs. He 
came down hurriedly with an ornate 
looking leather-covered book in his 
hand. There was a scowl on the rugged 
face of the press agent. 

"Found this in my room," he said, 
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handing the book to Drake. "It's Ve-
nita's diary. Damn it, Drake, some-
body is trying to frame me!" 

"Looks that way," said Drake as he 
took the locked book. His keen eyes 
searched the face of the other man. 
"On the other hand, you might have 
decided to get rid of the diary since 
you knew that the police and myself 
have been looking for it." 

For a moment Eric Norman stared 
at the slender investigator. Then the 
press agent shrugged his shoulders. 
" I never thought of that," he said 
slowly. 

He turned away as Drake did not 
answer. The detective was gazing 
thoughtfully at the locked diary in his 
hand. He touched the strap that held 
it closed and it fell back. Venita 
Shayne's diary had been broken open 
and there was a drop of white wax on 
the handsome tooled leather. 

"So that was it." Drake seated him-
self in a chair apart from the rest of 
the guests and began to read the en-
tries in the actress' diary. 

He found that the blond girl re-
-v vealed a great deal of her character in 

what she had written. She was shal-
low, cruel, ruthless. She had even 
made notes regarding the various peo-
ple she had been blackmailing, and she 
stressed the fact that she was always 
paid in cash. There had been no 
checks to give her away. 

Drake finally dropped the diary in 
the side pocket of his coat and stepped 
out on the terrace for a breath of fresh 
air. He felt that he needed it, after 
what he had been reading. 

AS his eyes swept over the beauti-
ful estate that had been given 

added glamor by the light of a silvery 
moon he suddenly grew alert. He had 
seen a tall figure duck behind a bit of 
shrubbery. 

Casually he walked toward the 
bushes. His pace was that of a man 
who paid little attention to where he 
was going, that of a man apparently 

lost in thought. 
He reached the patch of shrubbery, 

strolled past it, then suddenly whirled, 
his automatic ready in his hand, 

"Come out of there!" he said 
sharply. "I 've got you covered." 

There was a rustling—and Joseph 
Secket stepped out in the moon-
light. 

"When Fate's against one 'tis the 
better part of valor to be wise," said 
the tall man. " I believe you would 
shoot, Mr. Drake, and I have no de-
sire to become a corpse." 

"What are you doing here, Sec-
ket?" demanded Drake. 

"I came to apologize for a bit of 
rudeness upon my part," said Secket. 
" I walked out on your assistant with-
out telling him goodby. Afterwards 
I realized that was an error—the act 
of one who might be considered a mur-
derer." 

"That isn't the reason that you came 
back here tonight," Drake snapped. 
"The truth, Secket!" 

"Very well, since you insist," said 
Secket. " I managed to climb over the 
wall when the police on guard at the 
gates were not looking. It had oc-
curred to me that if I succeeded in 
finding the murderer and turning him 
or her over to the police—there might 
be some sort of a reward." 

Joseph Secket seemed to be run-
ning true to type—either that or he 
was playing an appallingly clever 
game. All his life had been devoted 
to getting money in many devious 
ways—was this just another of them? 

"You were the man who was sneak-
ing around Venita Shayne's apartment 
the night before last," said Drake. 
"You took the key off the bureau after 
you had climbed up and entered by 
way of the fire escape. Right?" 

"Quite true," said Secket. "I had re-
ceived the warning note, as you know, 
and I wanted to see if I could find a 
certain paper among my wife's pos-
sessions." 

One of the policemen on guard at 
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the gate had seen the two men stand-
ing on the lawn—and had hurried 
toward them in order to be sure of 
their identity as guests in the house. 

"You mean the confession you 
signed regarding robbing that theater 
box-office?" asked Drake. 

"What confession?" d e m a n d e d 
Secket much too quickly. "There is 
no such thing." 

"Yes, there is," said Drake as the pa-
trolman reached them. "Lock this man 
up, officer. Chief Cotter will question 
him in the morning." 

Jonathan Drake smiled as the officer 
snapped handcuffs on Secket and led 
him away, protesting wildly. 

"That will keep him safe until morn-
ing," murmured Drake as he watched 
the two men head toward the gate. 
And then he muttered something that 
would have startled a listener. "He'd 
likely be killed if he hung around here 
loose." 

Drake returned to the house. He 
found that the other guests had all 
gone to tj^eir rooms, though it was 
only eleven o'clock. He spent a few 
moments talking to Tommy Lowell, 
who had been waiting for him, and 
then the detective and his young as-
sistant went upstairs and separated. 

BR A K E glanced along the long 
dimly lighted hall. He saw the 

door of Eric Norman's room close 
quickly and silently. Evidently the 
press agent had been watching the cor-
ridor. 

Drake entered his own room frown-
ing. He turned on the lamp beside the 
bed and glanced about him. He had 
left the door open when he entered 
and now he went to it and closed it, 
but he did not turn the key in the lock. 

"If he reacts the way I think he will, 
we've got him," he said softly. 

He was fishing now in earnest, no 
longer drifting, and he was using the 
best bait he knew-—himself! 

He drew off his coat, placed it neatly 
over the back of a chair, and then hung 

the harness of the shoulder holster on 
top of the coat. The automatic he 
dropped into a back pocket of his trou-
sers. 

Then he stretched out on the bed, 
still fully dressed save for his coat, 
and turned out the light. 

For a long time he remained there 
staring into the darkness. The house 
had grown very quiet. 

From somewhere in the distance he 
heard a clock striking twelve. He real-
ized that an hour had passed since he 
and Tommy had come upstairs. He 
was growing sleepy and it was hard 
to keep his eyes open. 

But the next instant he was com-
pletely awake as he saw a thin streak 
of light to his left that extended from 
the floor almost to the ceiling. Some-
one was silently opening the door 
from the outside. 

A moment later a shadowy figure 
glided in through the half-open door 
and was blotted out by the darkness 
as the door closed behind it. Drake 
was conscious of someone peering at 
him through the shadows but he re-
mained motionless on the bed. 

The figure moved toward the bed. 
In a moment the intruder was so close 
that Drake could hear him breathing. 
And then the detective rolled over just 
as a heavy object crashed down on the 
spot where his head had been but a 
moment ago. 

Drake kept right on rolling until he 
reached the far side of the bed. Both 
sides were clear, for it was the head of 
the bed that was against the wall. As 
the murderer swung around, heading 
back toward the door, Drake lunged 
forward in a flying tackle. 

He hit his target, crashed it to the 
floor. The two rolled over and over, 
the murderer cursing and snarling as 
he battled the detective. Both men 
lashed out wildly in the darkness. 
Drake felt his fist land against a chin 
—and then a hard blow caught him 
just as he was trying to get to his feet. 
He fell backward, landing on the 
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floor with such force that it shook the 
room. 

The murderer jumped up and 
dashed toward the door. He caught 
the knob and tried to jerk the door 
open, but it would not budge. 

"No use, Minter!" came Drake's 
voice. "The door is locked from the 
outside. My assistant saw to that!" 

With the words Drake switched on 
the light by the bed. He had a picture 
of murderous hate personified in one 
man. Minter! The quiet of voice! 
The soft of tread! The gray-haired, 
gray-faced man of mildness! 

"The game is up, Hinkley," Drake 
cried. "I thought you'd try to kill me, 
as you did the others, when you 
learned that I knew the identity of the 
murderer!" 

"You've got nothing on me!" snarled 
Minter. "Not a thing!" 

"Hey, Chief," shouted T o m m y 
Lowell from outside the door. "You 
all right?" 

"Yes!" called Drake. "You can un-
lock the door now, Tommy." 

There was the sound of a key turn-
ing in the lock and then the red-head 
pushed open the door and stepped into 
the room with a gun in his hand. 

"So it was Minter," said Tommy as 
he saw the tall gray-haired servant. 
"I didn't suspect him." 

"Not Minter, Tommy," Drake said. 
"Monty Hammond's missing brother!" 

"Hammond's brother!" exclaimed 
Tommy in amazement. "Then with 
Mr. and Mrs. Hammond and Venita 
dead this man would be able to claim 
the estate." 

"Which is exactly why he murdered 
them!" said Drake, still covering the 
murderer with his gun. 

"But did—did Monty Hammond 
know—?" 

"This man could answer that ques-
tion," said Drake, "but I don't sup-
pose he will until we take his confes-
sion. I'd say Monty Hammond did 
not know. He hadn't seen his brother 
since they were boys. But Mrs. Ham-

mond, her woman's eyes sharpened by 
love of her husband, suspected or 
guessed. So he killed her. And now 
—now the State will kill him." 

CHAPTER XIII 

Case Closed 

ALF an hour later a 
startled and amazed 
group had gathered 
in the big l i v i n g 
r o o m o f Montague 
Hammond's house. 
Chief Cotter had ar-
rived as swiftly as 
possible after receiv-
ing a phone call in-

forming him that the murderer had 
been captured. 

Now Minter, or John Hinkley, as 
was his real name, sat sullenly in a 
chair with handcuffs on his wrists as 
Jonathan Drake talked. 

"I'll give you the details of the whole 
affair as briefly as possible," he said. 
"In the first place Hinkley changed his 
name some years ago and became a 
butler. That can be easily checked, if 
he refuses to talk." 

"I'll admit that," growled Minter. 
"But you still have nothing on me, 
Drake." 

"Minter discovered that his brother 
was Monty Hammond. He got a job 
as Hammond's butler and then waited 
his opportunity. He started sending 
Hammond the sinister warning notes 
in order to create the impression that 
some outsider wanted to take Ham-
mond's life." 

"And the picture of the hanging man 
was to remind Hammond that the 
sender knew that the producer's father 
had been hung as a horse thief," said 
Cotter as Drake paused. 

"Right!" Drake nodded. "That was 
one reason Hammond was so worried. 
But it was worry—not terror. He had 
become a great man—and to have the 
world learn about his father would not 
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do him any good. Minter made one 
of his mistakes when he brought me 
the note that was addressed to me. He 
said that the postman had just brought 
it, and that wasn't likely." 

"Why not?" asked the chief. 
"Because it was Sunday, and no mail 

is delivered on Sunday unless it is sent 
s p e c i a l delivery," Drake smiled 
grimly. "Minter made another mis-
take. That letter was addressed to me 
and mailed on Friday evening. At that 
time no one knew that I would spend 
the weekend at Backwaters but Ham-
mond and Minter." 

"What else made you suspect him?" 
asked Cotter. 

"On Friday I received a mysterious 
phone call telling me to keep away 
from here. I checked the call and 
found it had come from Tarrytown. 
Same thing applies as it did about the 
warning I received. No one knew I 
was coming here then but Hammond, 
Mrs. Hammond and their servants. The 
other guests had not as yet arrived." 

" I never thought about that," said 
Cotter. "But how did Minter commit 
the murders?" 

"Saturday afternoon he overheard 
Venita say her watch had stopped. 
Then she announced her intention of 
writing letters and Hammond told her 
to use his study. Minter went to the 
study, turned back the hands of the 
clock to allow for the change in time. 
Venita began her letter, timing it ac-
cording to the clock. 

"Minter appeared. Doubtlessly she 
paid no attention to him—we realized it 
was somebody she knew who killed her. 
He hit her with the statuette, stunned 
her and then strangled her. He then 
turned the clock back again to the right 
time and came down to the hall." 

"That's where he made another mis-
take," said Cotter. "I'm sure of it—but 
I don't know just what." 

"He said that he went to answer the 
phone, found it was a wrong number, 
and then discovered Venita." 

DRAKE looked at the rest of the 
guests. "Do any of you remem-

ber the phone ring that afternoon." 
"Why, no, I don't," said Eric Nor-

man, and Marjorie and John Moore 
shook their heads. 

"That's just it," said Drake. "Min-
ter lied about the phone. It didn't ring." 

"What about his killing Hammond 
from the island?" asked Harry Caven-
dish eagerly. "Remember I have been 
suspected of that." 

"Not by me." Drake smiled at the 
blond man. "What Minter must have 
done was to hide the silenced rifle and 
a pair of gloves over on the island. Sun-
day morning he put on a bathing suit, 
swam over there—got the gun and 
killed Hammond. He evidently dis-
covered that you were on the island, 
Harry. He saw his chance to implicate 
you." 

"How?" asked Cotter who still 
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seemed reluctant to abandon the idea 
of the blond young man being guilty, 

"Minter saw me paddling over to the 
island in the canoe," went on Drake. 
"He waited until I got there—and then 
made a lot of unnecessary noise crash-
ing through the brush so I would chase 
after him as I did. He threw away the 
gun, and managed to hide. I thought 
Cavendish was the man I had been 
chasing—and fought with him." 

"Arid you didn't fool about it," said 
Cavendish. "My chin is still sore." 

"It was not until I learned that there 
were no fingerprints on the rifle except 
my own that I realized that Cavendish 
couldn't be guilty. The murderer was 
wearing gloves. Cavendish wasn't— 
and I didn't think he had had a chance 
to hide any." 

"But Minter was here at the house 
when you got back from the island," 
said Chief Cotter. 

" I know—he swam back—dressed 
quickly and appeared without being 
seen. That wasn't hard—swimming 
with all the brush along the river front 
to protect him from view.' 

"There's one very important thing 
you haven't explained," said the chief. 
" W h y was Venita Shayne's maid 
killed?" 

"Because s h e w a s unfortunate 
enough to grow faint and go to the 
window at the wrong time," said 
Drake. "The bullet that killed her 
was intended for me!" 

"What ! " exclaimed Cotter. "You 
mean that?" 

"I do ! " said Jonathan Drake. "Min-
ter must have followed us to New York, 
probably by train. He knew we were 
going to Venita Shayne's apartment— 
that was easy enough to guess. I be-
lieve that he felt I knew too much and 
was anxious to get rid of me." 

"Then he fired at you from that 
empty apartment across the street," 
said Cotter. "At least I mean he fired 
—and the maid got the bullet. But who 
made the phone call that you received 
then." 

"Minter made it," said Drake, "There 
was a phone in that empty apartment. 
It had just been put in for the new ten-
ent. Minter was careless there. If you 
remember, the apartment had just been 
painted and the walls were not dry 
yet." 

"That's right." The chief nodded, 

^ W W T E L L , when we returned to 
w w the house I noticed a spot on 

Minter's coat sleeve and realized that 
it was dried paint. I was positive that 
he was guilty," said Drake. "So much 
so that I deliberately announced that I 
knew the identity of the murderer at 
dinner tonight. Minter and the rest 
heard me—and I stressed the fact that 
I had not told all I knew to you as yet, 
Chief Cotter." 

" I see," said Cotter. You were sure 
that Minter would try to kill you be-
fore morning—and in that way you 
would catch him in the act of attempt-
ing murder." 

"Exactly!" said Jonathan Drake. 
"And I did." He looked at the tall gray 
haired man who sat glaring at him. 
"There is not a doubt that Minter—or 
John Hinkley—is guilty!" 

"All right, damn you," snarled the 
prisoner. "I'll admit it—there is no use 
trying to deny it. I did it—I killed 
them." His eyes were wild. "But I 
wish I had got you, too." 

"You nearly did," said Drake. "When 
you entered my room that first night 
I was here, what were you looking 
for, Minter?" 

"The paper I used to write the warn-
ing notes," said Minter. "I forgot and 
left it in the drawer of the desk. Too 
bad that poisoned drink I fixed for 
Hammond by putting the poison in his 
glass didn't kill you when he gave the 
glass to you, Drake." 

"It didn't make me feel very well," 
said the detective. "Take him away 
Chief. The case is closed—there's your 
murderer." 

Two days later Jonathan Drake sat 
in his huge library. Not far away his 
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red headed assistant was swiftly typing 
from a sheaf of short hand notes. 

"So Cotter released Secket," said 
Tommy as he paused at his work. 
"Why?" 

"Wasn't much use of holding him on 
that old robbery business," said Drake 
as he filled and lighted his pipe. "The 
theater has been torn down—and no 
one knows what became of the old man-
agement." The slender, dark-haired 
man smiled. "Hammond's attorney 
phoned me. The man who was follow-
ing Hammond around all of the time 

was a detective hired by Mrs. Ham-
mond to watch him." 

"Well, this is another case finished," 
said Tommy. "Here are the notes all 
typed and ready to be bound up in an-
other of the Black Books of Jonathan 
Drake. Wonder what will be next, 
Chief?" 

Drake merely shook his head, but 
both he and his assistant realized that 
somewhere sinister brains were at work 
and once again they would follow a trail 
of crime. Follow it until they brought 
the guilty to justice. 
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G E N T L E M A N 
C R O O K 

The True Story of a Life of Crime 

By ALLAN PINKERTON 
AMERICA'S MOST FAMOUS SLEUTH 

IN all the annals of crime perhaps 
no more romantically Machiavel-
lian a figure ever rose on the 

criminal horizon than Lewis C. Cler-
mont, bank robber, bigamist, forger 
and confidence man. 

Handsome as a movie actor, metic-
ulous in dress, debonair as a Beau 
Brummell, Clermont could, by the very 
forcefulness of his personality make 
himself welcome in drawing rooms, or 
in the inner circles of business. So 
well did he enact his role of gentleman 
crook that it was impossible to guess 
that beneath his brilliant, captivating 
exterior lurked a demon of crime. 

This gay and friendly crook who 
went through life consciencelessly 
fleecing the gullible—only to die in 
prison at last, thus putting an end to 
another chapter on "romantic crime", 
if it can be so called, was always a 
study in psychology to me. I often 
pored over it with interest. And with 
no answer as to why any man so pecul-
iarly gifted should choose a career 
of crime—even though it was in a 
way as startling and romantic as it was 
consistent and successful—to a quiet, 
honorable life. 

Clermont had not even the excuse, 
or alibi, of being an hereditary victim 

Suddenly his head was enveloped in a hood 
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In this article, taken from his personal case-
book, the world-famous detective, Allan Pinker-
ton, gives a thumbnail sketch of the exploits 
of an old-time "gentleman crook" whom he de-
clares one of the most interesting characters 
to come to his notice in his long and varied 
career. Lewis C. Clermont, who plied his-crim-
inal calling not long after the close of the 
Civil War was a versatile criminal, equally at 
home as bank robber, forger, or confidence 
man. 

This case is an interesting addition to the 
criminal gallery of Allan Pinkerton (1819-1884) 
whose brilliant achievements as a sleuth have 
never been excelled. Born in Glasgow, Scot-
land, Pinkerton emigrated to Canada to escape 
punishment for his part in the Chartist move-
ment. When he later settled in Chicago, he 
opened a detective agency, having been rather 
accidentally made aware of his talents in that Allan Pinkerton 
direction. 

Even before the outbreak of the Civil War he had already become widely known, 
and was President Lincoln's guard on his trip to Washington for the inauguration. 
The President later commissioned him to inaugurate the Federal Secret Service 
Department, but he did not give up his private detective business, having estab-
lished branches in many of the most important cities. 

Pinkerton's men played a conspicuous part in some of the most outstanding dis-
turbances of the last quarter century, at one time capturing robbers who took 
$700,000 from the Adams Express Company safe on the New York, New Haven 
and Hartford Railroad train, January 6, 1866. 

After his death, his sons, Robert A. (died 1907) and William A., carried on their 
father's work. 
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of criminal tendencies. And yet, al-
most from earliest boyhood his career 
was a continuous episode of criminal 
operations. 

Gay and Debonair 
In the prime of his manhood, he was 

a singularly handsome man. Firm and 
erect, of medium height, his shoulders 
were broad and well set, while his 
waist was tapering and slender. His 
features were finely cut, and his large, 
expressive dark blue eyes could light 
up with sudden angry passion or melt 
with soft affection. 

His black hair, slightly curling, was 
worn long and pushed back from his 
high white forehead, falling nearly to 
the collar of his coat; and his upper 
lip was ornamented with a long, grace-
fully drooping black mustache, which 

became him well, and gave an added 
charm to his handsome face. 

Faultlessly neat in his tastes, his 
clothing was of the most fashionable 
cut and of the best material, while his 
linen was of the finest quality, and 
immaculate in its purity and white-
ness. No one to have seen him in the 
drawing-room or upon the promenade, 
would have imagined that this bril-
liant, captivating exterior was the 
mask under which lurked the demon 
of crime. 

He had a liberal education, was an 
extensive linguist, and by varied read-
ing had attained a degree of culture 
far beyond the average. His parents 
were of eminent respectability and of 
undoubted honor, his father at one 
time occupying an honorable public 
office of prominence, and they pain-
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fully felt the disgrace and shame 
which this degenerate son brought 
upon them. 

First Bank Robbery 
The first criminal action in which 

Clermont was known to have been en-
gaged was the robbery of a safe in 
Illinois, when he acted in collusion 
with "Billy" Wray, an old-time safe 
burglar of notorious character. 

After this he started a banking insti-
tution in a small town in Minnesota, 
where, by his pleasing manners, he 
succeeded in gaining the confidence of 
prominent business men who became 
depositors and intrusted their funds 
to his keeping. Having received a 
large amount of money in this way, 
he endeavored to make arrangements 
with Bob Scott and Jim Dunlap—both 
later concerned in the famous North-
ampton Bank robbery—to rob his 
bank, » 

Well acquainted with the character 
of the man with whom they were deal-
ing, they demanded ten thousand 
dollars in advance, before undertaking 
the work. As it was not forthcoming, 
the matter fell through, and a short 
time afterward Clermont committed 
the robbery himself, and fled to San 
Francisco. 

Forgery 
He was then quite a young man, and 

soon, by high living and gambling, his 
funds rapidly disappeared. He was 
forced to the disagreeable necessity of 
laboring for his subsistence. 

He obtained a position upon one of 
the street car roads in that city, and 
while thus engaged his fine appear-
ance and pleasing address attracted 
the attention of Walter Patterson and 
Ira Garside, two well known "check 
raisers" and forgers, who lured many 
young men into becoming criminals. 
Resigning his position in San Fran-
cisco, Clermont accompanied these 
two men upon a tour through the 
country and made considerable money. 

Their system of operation was to 

present at the desk of a bank in some 
country town forged letters of intro-
duction from the cashiers of promi-
nent banks to their correspondents, 
and a forged certified check upon the 
same institution. This check would 
be deposited in the bank, and they 
would then draw upon it for a lesser 
amount. Upon receiving the money 
they would suddenly decamp before 
the duped officials were aware that 
both check and letters were forgeries, 
and that they were the victims of the 
gentlemanly scamps now beyond their 
reach. 

In all these operations they were 
successful and amassed a great deal of 
money. When suspicion attached to 
them, however, Clermont departed for 
Europe with his ill-gotten gains. He 
traveled extensively upon the Conti-
nent, visited the Holy Land and finally 
returned to Germany, 

Here he was traced by my operatives. 
The German police, informed of his 
doings, watched him so closely that 
he deemed it inadvisable to ply his 
calling in any of the German spas, and 
returned to the United States in 1874. 
While abroad he visited Stuttgart, 
and was for a time the guest of Baron 
Shindle—the famous Max Shinburne 
—who was particularly desired by var-
ious parties in New Hampshire and 
Pennsylvania, and whose own adven-
tures were remarkable. 

Clermont was married to a charming 
little lady in Chicago, whose devoted 
attachment to him induced many acts 
of self-sacrifice upon her part, which I 
am afraid, were inadequately appre-
ciated by her dashing, handsome and 
unprincipled husband. But having 
linked her fortunes with his, though 
she soon discovered the precarious 
nature of his calling, she never falt-
ered in her love for him. She clung 
to him with fondness and devotion, 
remaining true and steadfast to the 
end. 

Another Wife 

Returning from Europe during the 
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summer season, while the various sea-
side resorts were populated by the 
country's wealth and beauty and fash-
ion, Clermont went to Long Branch. 
Establishing himself at the West End 
Hotel under the name of Louis La 
Desma, the son of a rich merchant in 
Cuba, he soon ingratiated himself into 
the highest social circles. 

Handsome and faultlessly attired as 
he always was, and with charming con-
versational powers, he soon was an 
admired favorite. Many little epi-
sodes of tender romance and stolen 
meetings with the fair daughters of 
wealth and aristocracy fell to his lot, 
while sojourning beside those sea-
washed shores. 

Among the belles whose hearts 
throbbed more quickly in his presence, 
whose cheeks flushed with pleasure at 
his coming, and whose eyelids dropped 
in confusion beneath his ardent 
glances was Josephine Dumel. She 
was beautiful, blonde, and the widow 
of one of the scions of Philadelphia 
aristocracy. 

Being both wealthy and remarkably 
attractive, her suitors were legion, but 
until the arrival of the interesting, 
handsome Cuban, she had remained 
proof against their blandishments, 
continuing to mourn her departed hus-
band. 

La Desma, however, came and saw 
and conquered. In short order the 
beautiful widow succumbed to the fas-
cinations of the romantic-looking 
stranger, and they were married. The 
ceremony took place in New York, 
after which they returned to Philadel-
phia. 

Their short honeymoon was spent 
at the palatial residence of the bride. 
Clermont, pretending to be a promi-
nent actor in the Cuban rebellion, 
stated that it was necessary for him to 
remain closely at home, as he might be 
pounced upon by the spies of his gov-
ernment, who infested all the eastern 
cities. He was always armed. His 
richly-jeweled pistol lay upon the 

table when he sat down to write a 
letter or converse with his wife, and 
he never retired for the night without 
a small armory beneath his pillow. 

Gone with the Jewels 

His grand and gloomy airs and the 
peculiarities of his disposition seemed 
to exercise a strange fascination upon 
the lady of his choice, and his slightest 
wish was absolute law in the house-
hold. 

After a few weeks of happy seclu-
sion he suggested a short trip to 
Europe, and preparations were at once 
commenced for their departure. Ma-
dame La Desma converted all her port-
able property into ready money and, 
packing up her diamonds, worth 
nearly twelve thousand dollars, was 
prepared to leave. 

Suddenly Clermont, with an exhibi-
tion of annoyance, remembered that he 
had forgotten something of impor-
tance in the city, and requested his 
wife to deliver a note which would 
arrange everything satisfactorily. 
Taking a carriage she proceeded to 
carry out his wishes. When she re-
turned, to her chagrin and mortifica-
tion, her husband had decamped, tak-
ing with him about twenty thousand 
dollars in money and her diamonds 
and other valuable jewels. 

"Hell hath no fury like a woman 
scorned," says the poet, and the be-
reaved lady, drying her tears, at once 
commenced operations with the view 
of recovering her property and exact-
ing punishment. My agency was em-
ployed, and upon looking over some of 
the wearing apparel the man had left 
behind him, the name of Lewis C. 
Clermont was found printed in one of 
the inside pockets. 

Of course, his identity once known, 
the deserted wife was informed that 
her gallant husband had already been 
married before yielding to her own 
charms. Enraged she determined to 
have him arrested if he could be found. 
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California Escapades 

My son, William A. Pinkerton, in-
terested himself in the case, and soon 
traced the absconder to San Francisco. 
Upon acquainting the police authori-
ties of that city with a description of 
the man and his antecedents, they 
were at once able to account for the 
appearance of a successful forger 
there who had swindled several - of 
their prominent men of various 
amounts, aggregating nearly thirty-
five thousand dollars. 

His plan there was to offer raised se-
curities to the moneyed men of the 
city, also to the various banking insti-
tutions, as collateral security for loans 
which he desired to effect. Being 
affable in manner, and welcomed 
socially by the first families of the 
city, he had no difficulty in being ac-
commodated. Of course detection did 
not follow until the loans matured, 
when the valueless collaterals were 
presented for payment. 

In San Francisco he operated as 
Lewis Raymond, and had disappeared 
before discovery overtook him. As he 
had mingled quite extensively in the 
social circles of the Golden City, the 
swindled men declined to pursue him 
for fear that some scandal might 
result. 

From California he went to Peru, 
where he remained for some time 
under the name of Colonel Ralph For-
rest, and but little is known of his 
career while there. 

Early in 1876, a messenger from the 
office of C. & H. Borie, a prominent 
banking firm in Philadelphia, entered 
my agency there, and informed us of 
the suspicious actions of a woman who 
had attempted to purchase a small 
amount of Reading Railroad Stock. 
She had desired the certificates to be 
made out in those of one share each, 
and had seemed doubtful about the 
name in which they were to be issued. 
The bankers were convinced that 
something was wrong. 

A "shadow" was placed upon the 
lady, and she was traced to the Bing-
ham House, where a man joined her. 
They took a carriage to the West Phil-
adelphia depot, took the train for New 
York, but when they arrived there the 
detective was on the same train. 

From the description given of this 
man, I had no doubt that he was Lewis 
C. Clermont—Colonel Ralph Forrest— 
Lewis Raymond, and lastly Louis La 
Desma. 

A Wife 's Sacrifice 
A requisition was obtained, and both 

the man and woman were taken back 
to Philadelphia, under the care of 
attaches of my office. A search of his 
effects discovered a full assortment of 
forgers' implements. 

He was tried in Philadelphia at the 
instance of Mrs. Dumel, upon the 
double charge of bigamy and larceny, 
and here the man's first wife gave 
another evidence of self-sacrifice and 
devotion, as rare as it was heroic. 

She appeared at the trial, and most 
emphatically denied being married to 
Clermont. Which, of course, disposed 
of the charge of bigamy—and with it 
all hope of convicting the man for 
stealing from the only legitimate wife 
he was proved to possess. 

Clermont's true wife was enabled to 
swear thus successfully because the 
great fire in Chicago, where they had 
been married, had destroyed the court-
house, and all the records which might 
have disproved her testimony. 

Clermont was discharged from cus-
tody and frequently, during his travels 
thereafter, my general superintendent, 
George H. Bangs, received letters 
from the bold and dashing forger, 
informing him of his whereabouts. 
Only a day or two before the last 
operation he ever attempted, he wrote 
to Bangs, stating that he would "no 
doubt hear of something important 
from him in a day or two." 

Well Laid Plans 
How important it was, the fol-
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lowing will show. 
In the month of July, 1875, there 

appeared at Chambersburg, in Penn-
sylvania, a man accompanied by his 
wife and an invalid younger man, who 
was introduced as the wife's brother. 

The husband represented himself as 
Colonel Ralph Rolland, who had com-
manded the Louisiana Tigers, and had 
been finally promoted to a brigadier-
generalship in the Rebel Army. He 
was affable, kind and gentle, faultless 
in dress, and well educated. 

His wife was a beautiful, modest 
little woman, who appeared to be de-
voted to her husband and her invalid 
brother, and who won many hearts by 
her gentle and delicate attentions to 
them. 

They selected rooms at the most 
prominent hotel in the place, and set-
tled down to the enjoyment of the 
comforts and luxuries of life with all 
the grace and dignity of thorough 
aristocrats. Their object in coming to 
this place was stated to be the health 
of the young man. Finally finding no 
improvement he left for a more salu-
brious climate. The colonel and his 
wife decided to remain with the view 
of eventually settling there definitely. 

Of course such a family did not re-
main long unacknowledged. Sym-
pathy for the sick boy first attracted 
attention. Soon the winning manners 
and cultured minds of the husband 
and wife made warm friends for them 
among the wealthy citizens. 

The Bank Cashier 

Among them was George R. Mes-
sersmith, Esq., a man of thorough 
education and refinement who occu-
pied the responsible position of cash-
ier of the National Bank. A warm 
friendship developed, and Colonel 
Rolland and his wife became frequent 
visitors at the Messersrnith home in 
the building used by the bank. 

Messersrnith owned a-fine library of 
rare and valuable works. He and 
Colonel Rolland would indulge in 

cultured criticisms of their favorite 
authors, and in friendly converse upon 
congenial literary topics, both evi-
dently finding reciprocal enjoyment in 
the expressed views of the other. 

When, upon several occasions, the 
colonel was absent from town, his wife 
was usually invited to the residences 
of some of her friends, in order that 
she might not be lonely. 

Their residence in Chambersburg 
continued until March, 1876, when the 
arrival of another man from the South, 
who gave his name as D. Johnson, 
made an addition to the party. Upon 
his arrival, he deposited with the bank 
two large packages which he repre-
sented as containing valuables, and at 
once established for himself a reputa-
tion for wealth. 

On the evening of the 24th day of 
March, Colonel Rolland and Johnson 
started from the hotel, apparently for 
a short stroll. Reaching the Messer-
srnith residence they inquired for him. 
Being informed that he was not at 
home, but would return in a few min-
utes, they left, stating that they would 
call again. 

Returning in about fifteen minutes, 
they were shown into the cashier's 
home by a Mr. Kindline, his brother-
in-law, who resided with him. They 
found Messersrnith writing. 

Unmasked 
For some time they conversed in a 

friendly business manner. Rolland 
wanted the cashier's opinion upon the 
merits of a farm in the vicinity, which 
he expressed himelf as desirous of 
purchasing. 

During the conversation Johnson 
presented a package which he alleged 
was very valuable, and requested the 
cashier to place it in the vault of the 
bank, as he was to leave for New York 
early the following morning. Messer-
srnith declined to open the vault that 
evening, saying he would deposit the 
package in a safe place, and place it 
in the vault in the morning. 
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To this Johnson readily consented, 
and requested the cashier to forward 
the package to New York by express. 
Messersrnith was noting down the 
address given him, when suddenly his 
head was enveloped with a hood or 
sack, and strong hands were clutching 
at his throat. A handkerchief was 
thrust into his mouth, and angry 
voices threatened to shoot him if he 
attempted to resist or to give an alarm. 

Undismayed by threats, however, 
the courageous cashier resisted them 
manfully, and being quite muscular, in 
his random hitting he knocked one of 
his assailants to the floor. Realizing 
the situation fully by this time, he 
determined to foil the robbers, and 
loudly called for help. 

Caught in the Act 
His cries alarmed his assailants, 

and they fled precipitately, but before 
they could reach the front door, they 
were confronted by Kindline, who 
barred their passage. They threatened 
to shoot, but when Kindline defied 
them they turned about and ran to-
ward the back of the house, intending 
to escape through the kitchen. 

The alarm had been sounded, and 
frightened citizens came running 
toward the bank. Rolland jumped 
from the porch, but was immediately 
captured by Kindline, who had raced 
after them, and by two other men who 
had been attracted by the noise. An 
elegant revolver and a jewel-hilted 
dirk knife were taken from Rolland 
and he was placed in custody. John-
son succeeded in making his escape by 
scaling the fence. 

Upon searching the quondam Rebel 
colonel a package containing thirty 
thousand dollars, which had been re-
ceived by the bank that evening by 
express, was discovered. He had evi-
dently seized it during the attack upon 
Messersrnith, 

Johnson was captured upon a rail-
road train at Mercersburg, Virginia, 
and brought back to Chambersburg to 

join his accomplice in jail. A search 
of the hotel rooms they had occupied 
revealed a dark lantern and several 
burglar implements, while in the yard 
of the bank was found a sack contain-
ing a full set of cracksman's tools, sev-
eral gags, and two bottles of chloro-
form. The intentions of the robbers 
to execute a thorough job was plain. 

Upon the testimony of some of my 
operatives and others at the trial 
which followed, the "Colonel of the 
Louisiana Tigers" was proved to be 
the handsome outlaw, Lewis C. Cler-
mont, known by several other aliases. 
The daring robbers were convicted 
and sentenced to a term of ten years 
in the Eastern Penitentiary. 

The Tempter 
An appeal was taken to the Supreme 

Court, and upon a legal technicality 
—it being shown that they were tried 
for robbery, and convicted of burglary 
—a new trial was granted, and they 
were remanded to Chambersburg. 

While in the Eastern Penitentiary 
my son, William A. Pinkerton, in com-
pany with Charles Thompson Jones 
of Philadelphia, visited the two men, 
with the view of identifying the com-
panion of Clermont, who had thus far 
escaped recognition. William at once 
recognized the man as Adney C. 
Weeks, of Chicago, who had been a 
carpenter there, and who was married 
to the sister of Mrs. Clermont. The 
romantic stories told him by his dash-
ing and unprincipled brother-in-law 
had no doubt been too much for him 
and he had become a ready tool in 
Clermont's hands. Clermont urgently 
begged my son not to divulge John-
son's identity to his friends in Chi-
cago, where he had hitherto been re-
garded as an honest man and an in-
dustrious mechanic. 

While in the Chambersburg jail, 
awaiting their second trial, their con-
duct was most exemplary. Their ob-
servance of the prison discipline 
gained for them the favor of the 
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officials in charge. But upon their new 
trial they were again convicted, and 
this time sentenced to twelve years. 

On the morning following their con-
viction the officer of the prison went 
his usual rounds, and on stopping be-
fore Clermont's cell discovered to his 
dismay that the bird had flown. Con-1 

sternation and alarm followed, the 
prison was thoroughly searched and 
pursuit was at once begun. But the 
wily burglar had succeeded in making 
good his escape. 

Escape Foiled 
He was traced to Chicago, and 

finally arrested and taken to the Cen-
tral Station in that city, awaiting 
a demand from the Pennsylvania 
authorities for his conveyance to that 
State. At the station, his wife gave 
another evidence of her faithfulness 
and devotion which, while being 
directed in an improper channel, was 
nonetheless the courageous act of a 
loving and undaunted wife. Disguis-
ing herself in male attire she reached 
the hall above the cell where her 
graceless husband was confined. She 
attempted to drop some saws and a 
pistol into his cell, with which she 
would undoubtedly have succeeded 
save for the fact that, seeking a con-
fident in the transaction, she had been 
unfortunate enough to select a stool-
pigeon who immediately informed the 
authorities of what was going on. 

Clermont was taken back to Phila-
delphia and safely landed in the East-
ern Penitentiary. He made frequent 
attempts to escape, but failed. He at-
tempted to bribe keepers, feigned in-
sanity, and secreted tools. 

At one time he complained of a pain 
in his back, and a porous adhesive 
plaster was applied as a remedy. 
Shortly afterward, upon taking his 
bath, he evinced so much care for the 
medicinal application that suspicion 
was aroused, and between the plaster 
and his skin several fine saws were dis-
covered, evidently being furnished him 

. by friends from without. 
During his entire imprisonment his 

wife was assiduous in her attentions; 
never faltering in her love for him or 
in her efforts to minister to him. 

Long confinement and the restraints 
of prison life soon began to have their 
effect upon him, however, and after a 
brief illness, he died in his cell, cared 
for to the last by the faithful woman 
who loved him. 

Devotion's Votaries 
This is but another evidence of tal-

ents wasted, another story of a weak 
yielding to the siren voice of tempta-
tion. This man fell a victim to the daz-
zling allurements of wealth dishon-
estly obtained, and punishment, sure 
and inexorable, overtook him. 

Immediately upon his decease, his 
effects were examined, and several 
large stones were discovered in the 
hollow handle of his shaving brush. 
These stones were supposed to be dia-
monds and of great value. 

Mrs. Dumel, who had been deceived 
into marriage with him, and who was 
in straitened circumstances, having 
lost nearly all she possessed through 
his dishonest machinations, immedi-
ately wrote to me in regard to the 
matter. She believed that the dia-
monds thus found were those of which 
she had been despoiled. 

A visit was paid to the widow of the 
dead criminal, and according to her 
statement, the stones were simply 
paste imitations, designed to be used 
as bribes to her husband's jailers. 

What occasioned surprise was 
the seeming forbearance displayed by 
these two women toward each other. 
Each married to the same man, each 
it is supposed, loved him. But no word 
of complaint was breathed and each 
sympathized with the other in the 
wrecking of their two lives. 

The man is dead, his story is told. 
But what irony that he could leave 
behind him such devotion that many 
an upright man craves in vain. 



I socked him and he dropped 

By DONALD BAYNE HOBART 
Author of "Cell Murder Mystery," "Hunchback House," etc. 

YOU take a rich young dame, one 
of these smooth dark guys that 
might be a crook, a detective 

who is kinda repulsive-looking but 
nice, a string of pearls worth a hun-
dred grand, mix thoroughly and what 
have you? I'll tell you, a hell of a 
mess, and I ought to know because I'm 
the detective. 

"Mugs" Kelly is the name, and I'm 
big and tough, with a face that doesn't 
leave any doubt about it. Sometimes 
I can startle myself by just looking in 
a mirror, and vice-versa, for I stood in 
front of a glass one time and it 
cracked. But I'm a fairly good pri-
vate detective, even if I have to say 
so myself with unbecoming modesty. 

But this trouble all starts when Miss 
Susan Foster, of the society Fosters, 
comes tripping into my office. She 
takes one good look at me and sinks 
weakly into a chair. 

"You're Mugs Kelly," she says, as 
though there wasn't the slightest 
chance of her being mistaken, and I 
might be Tyrone Power, or Robert 

Taylor or something. "The face fits." 
That last crack kinda got me. Sure, 

I have a face that a steam-roller would 
love to crush, but up to now I hadn't 
thought it was something that was just 
pinned on the front of my head care-
less-like. 

"So does yours!" I snaps, and then 
when I get a good look at her I see 
that I wasn't lying. She's a young and 
pretty blonde with a figure that is 
something grand. "What can I do for 
you?" 

"Keep my uncle from committing 
suicide, protect my pearl necklace 
from being stolen, and—" she looked 
at me anxiously—"perhaps prevent me 
from being murdered!" 

"All right," I says flippant-like. 
"But no washing. I only do light 
housework." 

"Please, Mr. Kelly, I'm serious!" 
I realized that she meant it, so I 

dropped the patter and got down to 
cases. Seems that she lived with her 
uncle out in Westchester. They were 
rich, and he had given her the hun* 
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dred-thousand-dollar pearl necklace 
for a Christmas present. 

DURING the last couple of months 
the uncle has been acting strange 

—talking about life not being worth 
living. I've heard that line of beef-
ing more times than I can count, and 
I still claim that suicides are saps. 
Anything ain't never bad enough for 
them to kill themselves over; though 
maybe they think so at the time. 

Anyway I learn that the uncle, 
whose name is Dawson Foster, has in-
sisted that Susan keep her pearl neck-
lace at the house, and not stick it in 
a safety deposit box where it would be 
safe. The Foster gal figures that 
somebody might try and murder her 
to get the necklace-—she keeps it hid 
in her bedroom—but it don't make 
much sense to me. 

I agree to take the job when she 
produces some nice new-looking fold-
ing money with large numbers on the 
bills, and I don't mean the serial num-
bers either. She leaves and it's ar-
ranged that I'm to arrive at the Foster 
residence that evening. 

About seven that evening I arrive. 
Just as I'm strolling up the driveway 
to the house a slender, dark-haired guy 
comes running toward me. 

"Get out!" he snarls. "No stran-
gers are allowed on these grounds! 
Get out, I tell you ! " 

" B o o ! " I says softly but firmly. 
The dark-haired guy keeps on com-

ing toward me and accidentally bumps 
his chin against my fist. Oh, all right, 
maybe I did sock him. Anyway he 
drops to the ground; out cold. From 
the house I hear two shots and then 
a dame screaming. 

I made the front porch in nothing 
flat, and I have my .45 automatic in 
my hand. Those two reports I had 
heard hadn't been made by a cap-
pistol. 

I barge in through the front door. 
Susan Foster is standing in the living 
room, looking down at a gray-haired 

guy sprawled on the floor. There's a 
gun close to him. 

"Uncle Dawson!" says Susan. "He's 
done it! He's killed himself!" 

"Let me take a look!" I tell her. 
I drop my gun back into the holster 

and examine the old guy. He's got a 
powder burn on his left cheek where 
a bullet almost hit him, but that's all. 
Looks to me like Dawson Foster tried 
to shoot himself a couple of times, but 
didn't succeed, and then fainted from 
excitement. He's not even hurt. 

"Is—is he—" asks Susan, then gives 
a gasp as the old boy sits up. "Uncle, 
are you all right?" 

"Yes, I think so," he says, as I help 
him to his feet. " W h o is this man?" 

Susan tells him who I am, and things 
quiet down around the Foster place 
for awhile. I learn they have the 
usual collection of servants: a maid, 
cook, and butler. But I don't see the 
guy I had to sock outside. I'd thought 
he might be one of the help around the 
place, but it don't look like it. 

JUST before dinner is announced a 
dark-haired guy dressed in dinner 

clothes shows up. Sure, it was the 
same guy who ordered me off the 
place. His name is Juan Manuel, and he 
seems to rate pretty high with Susan. 
I can see he doesn't like me any, and if 
I had my choice of being left alone on 
a desert island with him or a man-
eating tiger I'd take vanilla. 

After dinner the evening becomes a 
nightmare, for by ten that night Fos-
ter has tried to commit suicide four 
times, and made a mess of it every 
time. First, he tries to shoot himself 
as I discovered when I got to the 
house. Next I find him hanging in his 
bedroom and cut him down in time. 
There's an overturned chair about 
twenty feet away. Next I find him 
standing on a third-story window 
ledge just about to fall. I get the 
window open and grab him just in 
time. When I find him in the kitchen 
with his head in the oven and the gas 



.100 BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE MAGAZINE 

turned on I get tired of it. 
"Listen, you ! " I snaps when I get 

him revived "I'm sick of this. If 
you don't stop this foolishness I'll 
put a bullet in you myself. You'll be 
dead then all right." 

" N o ! " shouts Dawson Foster. " I 
don't want to die. I thought I did 
when I had Juan ask Susan to help me 
and she refused—but I've changed my 
mind. I don't want to die." 

He means it, too. Here is a guy who 
has tried to kill himself four times and 
he don't want to die. It starts me 
thinking, and then it dawns on me. 
I remember that I haven't seen Susan 
or Juan Manuel for some time, and go 
looking for them. When I am passing 
Susan's ropm I hear voices—and I 
stop and listen. The door is standing 
open a little. 

"You understand that I hate to do 
this, Susan," says Manuel. "But 
I must insist that you give me the 
necklace." He laughs nasty-like. 
"You see your uncle hired me to steal 
it." 

I looked in through the crack in the 
door. Manuel is covering the girl 
with an automatic and she has the 
necklace in her hand. 

" I won't give it to you," says Susan. 
"You—you thief!" 

"Drop the gun, Manuel!" I tell him 
as I cover him with my automatic. 

He tries to turn his gun on me, so 
I have to shoot him in the. arm. He 
drops the gun all right. , 

"You nearly got away with it, Man-
uel," I tell him. "First trying to 
murder this girl's uncle—and thpn 
stealing the pearls." 

"Murder!" snarls Manuel. "You're 
crazy! He tried to commit suicide." 

"He did the first time," I says. "He 

asked you to go to Susan, to tell her 
that he was in trouble financially." I 
glanced at the door. Foster is stand-
ing there listening and he nodded 
when he hears me. "When she refused 
Foster was so desperate that he tried 
to kill himself, but lost his nerve." 

f e n t U T Juan didn't tell me of 
J ® Uncle asking my help," says 

Susan. "I would have given it to him 
gladly." 

"Of course Manuel didn't," I says. 
"He wanted that hundred-grand neck-
lace for himself. He faked those last 
three suicides that Foster was sup-
posed to have attempted. A hanging 
man isn't likely to have strength 
enough to kick the chair he is stand-
ing on twenty feet away. Nor Is he 
likely to climb out on a window ledge 
and then close the window behind 
him, or stick his head in a gas oven. 
Your uncle was knocked out then." 

"That's true," says Foster. "I have 
been afraid to talk—even though he 
did try to kill me three times. H e -
he threatened to murder Susan also 
if I did not remain silent. And I did 
not think anyone would believe that 
I had not tried to commit suicide 
again." 

"Most people wouldn't," I says. 
"But just like I always says suicides 
are saps—and when a guy like you 
tries it four times, Mr. Foster, I figure 
there is something wrong or you are 
just plain crazy. You didn't seem 
crazy to me. Besides Manuel is too 
anxious to keep me away from this 
place." I grin at the dark-haired guy 
who is glaring at me and holding his 
wounded arm. "Sure, suicides are 
saps, but most times murderers are 
just plain dumb!" 

For Interesting Information About the Next issue, See 
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DETECTIVE Patrick shea of 
the Chinatown Squad paced 
his beat restlessly. It was a 

far stretch from the brilliantly lighted 
windows of Broadway and Maiden 
Lane to the dark alleys, the smell of 
joss sticks and incense, and sometimes 
the significant odor of opium that 
emanated from some of Chinatown's 
doorways. 

Shea had served two years on the 
Jewelry Squad before this transfer 
and he still didn't know whether he 
liked it or not. 

He stopped outside Ah Foy's silk 
shop and regarded it with his custom-
ary suspicion. He had picked up 
scraps of information to show that Ah 
Foy had gained his auspicious start in 
life by the sale of the juice of the 
poppy. True, Ah Foy had stopped 
that long before and now devoted him-
self to the importation and sale of 
China's finest silks. "But with the 
war and all going on in China," Shea 
mused, "he can't be getting his silks 
so easy or so cheap. He might be 
tempted back into dope peddling—you The blackjack had been wrested from him 
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never can tell." 
Out of the corner of his eye he saw 

one of the thick curtains masking Ah 
Foy's windows draw back an inch and 
then drop into place again. Some-
one had been watching him, waiting 
for him to move on. Shea never dis-
regarded anything that hinted of the 
illegal. He had learned that even the 
smallest things could hold signifi-
cance, especially in Chinatown. 

Darting into one of the evil-smell-
ing alleys, he gained a vantage post 
from which he could observe Ah Foy's 
establishment. Not that he wanted to 
meet Ah Foy. He'd done that his 
first night on duty. From then on he 
had carefully avoided the yellow, 
wrinkled old man. For Ah Foy had a 
well earned reputation as being the 
fastest, most voluble talker in all 
Chinatown. 

Ah Foy, hands deep in the wide 
sleeves of his black silk coat, shuffled 
out of the alley beside his shop, looked 
up and down the street for a long 
moment and then hurried north. Shea 
promptly followed, clinging to the 
shadows. 

The elderly Chinese turned sharply 
and headed down another alley with 
Shea half a block behind him. Shea 
reached the mouth of the alley in time 
to see Ah Foy revealed by faint yel-
low light from a rear window. Two 
other men, similarly dressed in black 
silk garb, emerged from the darkness, 
ranged themselves on either side of 
the old man and the trio moved on 
with hardly a pause. 

Shea flattened himself against a 
building. Ah Foy wasn't talking, 
wasn't saying a word. The detective 
was puzzled. 

The three plodded on while Shea 
followed carefully to avoid tripping 
over debris. The men ahead came out 
on a quiet street, stopped. Ah Foy 
turned quickly. With the other men 
at his side he retreated deep into the 
darkness and huddled there, like a 
man afraid. 

A car pulled up to the curb, the 
lights doused. A man alighted from 
the front seat, a man in eve-
ning clothes. He turned and lifted a 
small bag out of the car. It almost 
threw him, despite its small size. 
Whatever it contained must have been 
unusually heavy. He was half bent 
over as he scurried for the alley. 

Shea drew his gun and stole for-
ward. The four men, a hundred feet 
ahead of him, were engrossed in their 
bit of business, silhouetted against 
the light from the alley mouth. 

Ah Foy fumbled in the sleeves of his 
coat, pulled out a long, fat envelope 
and passed it to the stranger in even-
ing clothes. He accepted it, stuffed 
it into his pocket and with his foot 
moved the heavy bag toward Ah Foy. 
Then he bowed politely and turned. 

Instantly things happened. One of 
Ah Foy's companions ran forward half 
a dozen steps. His right arm shot 
high and a blade gleamed. It swept 
down in a murderous arc. Raised 
again, it no longer gleamed. It was 
wet and red. The man in evening 
clothes staggered a few steps and 
caved to the cobblestones. 

Shea blew a shrill blast on his whis-
tle and let go with his gun. He sent 
the first shot high, hoping the trio 
might surrender. But they ducked for 
cover. Shea's cat-like walk had be-
come a run. His footfall came down 
on something smooth and round—a 
tin can perhaps. His feet flew out 
from under him, he went over on his 
back, his gun clattering from his hand. 

DA Z E D momentarily, he became 
aware that men were running 

toward him. He reached for his black-
jack, had it free, but he didn't get a 
chance to use it. Someone kicked him 
alongside the head. The blackjack 
had been wrested from him. Another 
foot crashed against his windpipe, 
strangling him. He saw his blackjack 
upraised, start down; saw that his 
attacker was dressed like a Chinese. 
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Not that it made much difference. A 
dead man can't identify people and 
Shea figured he was as good as dead. 

He had one last trick and he pulled 
it. His two feet shot up and out. 
They hit his strangler just below the 
knees, brought him down partially 
and the slashing blackjack whizzed 
harmlessly by instead of shattering 
his skull. He rolled over and over, 
pulled himself up and reeled a few 
steps. The three men were gone. 

He swore softly, whipped out his 
flashlight and sent its ray sweeping 
through the darkness. He found his 
gun. Somewhere a radio car howled 
and heavy feet were running toward 
the alley. Shea broke into a run him-
self. He wanted the first look at the 
man Ah Foy and his cohorts had mur-
dered, wanted a look inside that fat 
envelope Ah Foy had given him. 

The dead man lay sprawled on the 
dirty cobblestones, his arms outfiung. 
A small river of blood ran between the 
stones. Shea unbuttoned the dead 
man's coat, extracted the fat envelope. 
He ripped open the sealed flap. The 
envelope was filled with neatly wrap-
ped decks of dope. Enough morphine, 
or possibly heroin, to put a hundred 
addicts in dreamland for a week, 

Shea turned the ray of his flash on 
the dead man's face. He gasped. This 
was no ordinary drug peddling mur-
der. The dead man was Jay Penning-
ton, one of Maiden Lane's most 
prominent jewelers. 

"What the devil was he doing in 
Chinatown at this hour of night, 
handing over a suitcase full of some-
thing heavy for that envelope of 
dope?" Shea breathed, "It doesn't 
make sense. This* stuff is worth 
about one grand. What did he pay 
off in—pennies?" 

A hail came from the mouth of the 
alley. Quickly Shea turned the flash-
light on himself. Chinatown cops 
sometimes got a bit hasty, especially 
in dark, dismal alleys. Shea had no 
desire to be featured on the front 

pages of the tabs as a victim of a 
brother officer's gun. 

"What the hell?" the patrolman 
who had rushed toward him exclaimed, 
staring at the corpse. "What is this— 
a snatch? Or did some clip joint dump 
him here?" 

"Neither," Shea snapped. "Radio 
car coming. You stay here. Send one 
of the radio boys to phone head-
quarters. The stiff is Jay Pennington, 
worth about a million. Three Chinks 
carved him up, I'm going after them." 

He hurried to the street and rushed 
back toward Ah Foy's silk shop. It 
was dark, but he pounded on the door 
until a sleepy-eyed boy let him in. 

"Ah Foy—him pray to ancestors," 
the boy answered Shea's question. 
"You want see—you wait." 

Shea pushed the boy out of his path. 
His gun was again in his hand. Ah 
Foy had stood by while Pennington 
was murdered. Shea hated a double-
crosser. Even if Pennington had 
entered the dope racket, he must have 
paid for the drugs. One thing puz-
zled Shea. Why hadn't the murderers 
taken the drugs back? He'd make Ah 
Foy talk, and talk plenty. 

He brushed through thick drapes 
and found himself in a small room. 
There was an image of Buddha 
in a corner, A small altar gave off 
wisps of smoke from the joss sticks. 
Kneeling before the image was Ah 
Foy. There was no mistaking the 
elderly Chinaman's slender frame. 

Shea leveled his gun. "Okay, Ah 
Foy, you're under arrest. Get up and 
don't stuff your hands into your 
sleeves. You catch?" 

But Ah Foy didn't move. Shea 
sidestepped carefully, keeping one 
eye on the drapery covered doorway. 
Either Ah Foy was faking, enticing 
him close enough to strike—or— 

Suddenly the kneeling man seemed 
to sway a little, then pitched over on 
his side. Shea gulped. He saw the 
narrow shaft of a Chinese dagger 

(Continued on page 104) 
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(Continued from page 103) 
sticking out of Ah Foy's throat in 
front. One of the dead Chinaman's 
hands was still wrapped around the 
handle of the knife in the vain at-
tempt he had made to withdraw it. 

SHEA didn't touch anything until 
he spotted the light brown bag 

which Pennington had carried. It was 
in a dark corner of the room. He 
used his handkerchief in opening the 
catches and stared in amazement at a 
beautiful assortment of — muddy 
stones. A peculiar odor emanated 
from them—like the smell of fish just 
out of water. 

"I see," Shea murmured. "Penning-
ton cheated Ah Foy and Ah Foy had 
one of his men kill him. Then he came 
back and prayed at the altar a minute 
before he drove that knife through 
his own throat. A neat way out—ex-
cept 1 don't believe it." 

He found the chattering, frightened 
boy in the hallway. 

"Telephone," Shea shook the boy. 
"Where?" 

The boy pointed a trembling hand 
toward a door. Shea called head-
quarters. 

An hour later he walked out of the 
place behind the men from the morgue. 
Ah Foy's body preceded him on a 
stretcher. He watched it stowed away 
in the morgue wagon before he turned 
north, hands clasped behind his back, 
eyes fixed thoughtfully at the side-
walk flags moving slowly by beneath 
him. 

The medical examiner had declared 
it a suicide. Inspector Mallory of 
Homicide had listened to Shea's story 
and given his snap judgment. 

"He killed Pennington and knew 
we'd get him, especially after you 
tackled him and his hatchetmen. He 
figured it was better to die by his own 
hand than be strapped in the chair. 
Too bad you haven't a line on the 
birds who helped him, Shea. See what 
you can do." 
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At one o'clock Shea pulled the box 
at the end of his beat, listened for the 
buzzer to see if the desk wanted him 
and then slammed the door shut. He 
started away, walking slowly, think-
ing things out. He heard the squeak of 
a window pulley above him and invol-
untarily glanced up. An object came 
hurtling down at him. 

He ducked. The falling object 
crashed with an astounding noise. 
A glance told him that it had been a 
small, old fashioned safe. Now it was 
just a mass of broken, warped metal. 
If it had struck him, he'd have been 
on the sidewalk, minus whatever 
brains he was accused of having. 

Shea wasted no time. He went up 
the rickety old steps of the building, 
three at a time, gun ready for action. 
Reaching the fifth floor he saw an 
open door. He headed for it, kicked 
the door wider and stepped into a 
lighted office. A man in overalls lay 
on the floor holding his head and 
groaning. 

Shea helped him to his feet. "What 
happened?" he demanded. "I'm a cop 
so you can talk." 

The man massaged his scalp and 
winced at the sight of blood on his 
fingers. 

"I don't know for sure," he groaned. 
"I heard somebody in here so I looked 
in. There ain't supposed to be nobody 
in the offices at this hour. I saw a 
couple of guys, dressed in black silk 
suits. I just had a glimpse but they 
were Chinks sure enough. One of 'em 
cracked me with something that felt 
like the Chrysler Building. That's all 
I know, officer." 

"They tried to crack me too—with 
a safe," Shea said morosely. "If it 
hadn't been for the creaky window 
pulleys, they'd have succeeded. Come 
back after you see a doctor. I may 
need your help." 

Shea walked over to a desk in the 
office, consulted the phone book and 
noted Pennington's home address. He 

(Continued on page 106) 
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Sells 19 Features 

in Six Months 
" I have sold, up to date, nineteen fea-
tures to the Detroit Free Press and bare 
been made their correspondent here." 
writes Mrs. Leonard Sanders of 218 
Union St., Hliford, Mich., on completing 
the N. I. A. course. Her skilful handling 
of feature stories was the reason given 
by the editor for her appointment. Mrs. 
Sanders' orst feature was sold less than 
four months after she enrolled with 
N. I. A. 

H o w d o you k n o w 
you can't WRITE? 

Have you ever tried? 
Have you ever attempted even the least bit of train-

ing, under competent guidance. 
It is seldom that any one becomes a writer until 

he (or she) has been writing for some time. That is 
why so many authors and writers spring up out ot 
the newspaper business. The day-to-day necessity of 
writing—of gathering material about which to write— 
develops their talent, their background and their 
confidence as nothing else could. 

MORE NEW WRITERS MAKE 
SAT. EVE. POST THAN EVER BEFORE 

D u r i n g 19S7. e d i t o r s o f T H E S A T U R D A Y E V E N I N G 
i ' O S l b o u g h t m o r e mater ial f r o m new and u n k n o w n 
w r i t e r s than ever b e f o r e in their h i s t o r y , a c c o r d i n g 
t o T I M E (Jan . 10, 1988)—147 In all—8S s h o r t s tor ies , 
i ser ia ls and 110 non -Act i on , l i p t o th is t ime the 
a v e r a g e has been 10 t o 12 m a n u s c r i p t s a year f r o m 
n e w wr i ters . T h e P O S T is but o n e o f h u n d r e d s o f 
o p p o r t u n i t i e s f o r ta lented n e w c o m e r s in the field o f 
w r i t i n g if t h e y have l earned the ir c r a f t t h o r o u g h l y 
a n d prac t i ca l l y . 
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often on the impulse of the moment. 
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(Continued from page 105) 
phoned for an ambulance for the in-
jured janitor. Then he descended to 
the street and hailed a taxi. He was 
leaving his beat, a violation the rule 
book said could be condoned only in 
an emergency. Shea figured an 
attempt on his life was emergency 
enough. 

He paid off the driver and bolted 
into the big apartment building 
where Pennington lived. Ascending to 
the jeweler's apartment, he saw a light 
under the door and jabbed the bell. 
Someone approached in almost a rush. 
Shea deftly transferred his gun from 
holster to side pocket and kept his 
finger on the trigger. 

The door was not merely opened, 
it was flung open. But the welcoming 
grin on the face of the opener faded 
into a look of amazement and fright. 

Shea chuckled. "Who 'd you think 
it would be, Norse—Santa Claus?" 
Shea asked. The man Shea addressed 
as Norse stepped back, made an effort 
to recover his composure. " I—I fig-
ured it was somebody from the Homi-
cide Squad," he said lamely. 

Shea gave a derisive grunt. "Since 
when have Homicide Squad dicks been 
greeted by guys with big grins on 
their pans? You were expecting a 
bearer of good tidings. May I come 
in?" 

This last was asked with fine Irish 
sarcasm. 

" f l ^ O R S E backed away. Shea stepped 
* into the luxurious living room. 

Curiously he beheld the room's odd 
feature: one complete wall had been 
turned into a glass tank in which 
scores of brilliantly colored fish swam 
about excitedly. The water was a bit 
muddy. 

"You're crazy, Shea." Norse fell 
into a chair. "Somebody from head-
quarters phoned and said Pennington 
was dead. I figured they'd be up and 
I—I wanted to help." 

Shea pushed his big fist close to the 
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cowering young man's nose. 
"You're a damned liar," he said. 

"Talk straight and talk fast. Since 
when was Pennington mixed up in 
the drug traffic? You've been work-
ing for him four years now. Ta lk ! " 

Norse retreated into the depths of 
the chair, afraid that the big fist 
would strike. Shea, in his Maiden 
Lane days, had been known as the 
toughest of tough cops. 

"I ' l l talk, Shea," Norse whimpered. 
"Yes, Pennington was mixed up in a 
dope ring. He peddled it to big 
shots. He used to get his stuff from 
some Chink named A h Foy. But I 
didn't have a hand in it, honest I 
didn't." 

" I can believe the last part," Shea 
said. "You wouldn't have the nerve. 
Okay, Norse. Get your hat and coat, 
we're going down town." 

"Down town?" Norse gulped. " I 
haven't done anything. I didn't sell 
any dope." 

Shea was yanking Norse to his feet 
when the door bell buzzed. 

"Answer it," Shea ordered in a whis-
per. "And don't block the door unless 
you want a slug in your belly." 

Norse obeyed. He let in a gangling, 
beady-eyed man who, upon seeing 
Shea, grinned, 

" W h o s e your pal, Norse?" Shea 
asked. 

The man answered himself. "Nick 
Ferrari. So what, copper?" 

"How'd you know I was a cop? " 
Ferrari laughed. "Flat feet and flat 

head. Put the rod away, copper. I 
haven't done anything, see? Neither 
has Norse. He's a pal of mine and we 
had a date to do some drinking, that's 
all. You gonna stop us? " 

"Not at all," said Shea. "I 'm just 
taking you both down to headquarters. 
I don't care how much drinking you 
do there, so long as it's water. Come 
on. 

Shea had a fleeting premonition that 
things weren't right. The two seemed 

(Continued on page 108) 
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CContinued from page 107) 
too willing to go with him. He stepped 
out into the hallway, stopped dead— 
and knew why. The wrong end of a 
gun was pressing against the small 
of his back. One of Ferrari's pals had 
been waiting. 

"Drop the roscoe, copper. Come on 
—drop it or you'll get it right here." 

Norse edged toward the stairway 
but Ferrari grabbed him. Norse 
squealed in alarm. Ferrari hit him a 
hard blow across the mouth, then 
dragged the struggling jeweler's as-
sistant back to the door and kicked 
him inside. 

The gunman backed Shea into the 
apartment. The door closed. The 
gunman came around to face the 
detective. He was a short, ugly man 
with a peculiar glitter in his eyes. 
Shea knew the signs. This gunman 
was a hophead, primed to the gills 
and ready to kill at the wink of an eye. 

"So the wise dick got this far, huh?" 
the man sneered at him. "Too bad for 
you that the safe didn't land on your 
noggin, Shea. Your troubles would 
have been over." 

Shea sized him up. "So it was you 
two mugs. That's one to mark down 
in the book, boys. I ' l l put it right 
alongside the charge of murder facing 
you. Two murders in fact. Nice, 
kind hearted guys you are. You let 
Ah Foy kneel at his little altar and 
pray before you jammed that knife 
into his throat." 

"Shut up," Ferrari snapped. Ferrari 
was jittery. His courage had not been 
reinforced by dope. "Keep that trap 
of yours closed or I'll do it for you 
permanent." 

"Yeah," the short man breathed. 
"Let him have it. He goes out any-
how." 

"Not yet," Ferrari ordered. "First 
I want to find out how much this rat 
Norse told him. I never did trust this 
heel and there's no telling who else he 
talked to. Frisk the copper." 

The hophead went over Shea. Shea 
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shuddered with distaste at his touch. 
The hophead overlooked the badge, 
pinned under the lapel of his coat, 
and Shea didn't remind him of it. The 
hophead jerked his neck toward a door 
at the end of the room. 

"In there, while we sweat Norse. 
I'd let you watch and see a real third 
degree only I think maybe you might 
offer him some advice. He don't need 
none except from us. Move." 

SHEA backed toward the door. 

Ferrari opened it, put the flat of 
his hand against Shea's face and gave 
him a mighty shove. Shea tripped and 
reeled backward. He fell heavily. 

Ferrari spat in his direction and 
issued a warning. "You're on the 
eighth floor, copper. If you open the 
window and yell for help, I'll plug 
you in half a second." 

The room was pitch dark. Shea 
wondered why the two killers had 
given him the grace of even a few 
minutes of life. He heard Norse give 
a muffled scream of agony. He found 
himself sweating sympathetically. 
Those two killers wanted to know how 
much had been spilled about the mur-
ders and they didn't care how they 
elicited the information. When they 
were finished with Norse, he would be 
next. 

Another yelp from Norse told him 
he wouldn't have long to wait. Norse 
wasn't the type to stand much pain. 
He'd sing like a canary in a minute. 
Shea found a light switch. He was 
in a small study. There was a desk, a 
chair and a bookcase. He opened the 
desk, found a small black covered 
book, skimmed through it. Even in 
this tight spot he was doing his job. 

He needed a weapon—a sturdy 
weapon that might be of some use 
against guns. He thought of ripping 
off the leg of the chair, but that would 
make a racket, arouse Ferrari and his 
drug soaked partner, and bring them 
in to murder him ahead of time. 

(Continued on page 110) 
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(Continued from page 109) 
"A break," he muttered, "even a 

small break like that creaky window 
that saved me from being smashed by 
the safe—" 

Creaky window! Hastily he un-
pinned his badge, catfooted to the one 
window. He worked furiously, using 
the edge of his badge as a screw 
driver. His sweating labors were re-
warded. The wall panelling came 
away, revealing the heavy cast iron 
sashweights. He untied them both, 
hefted them in his hands with satis-
faction. No better skull-smashers 
could be imagined. 

He placed one of them on the bu-
reau where it would be available for 
quick use. The other he balanced in 
his right hand, standing well back 
from the door. Norse wasn't yelling 
any more, which meant he was talking 
a blue streak. 

The minutes crawled by. The 
weight felt like a ton in Shea's hand, 
but the heavier it felt the b«tter Shea 
felt, and at last he heard footsteps 
approaching the door. A key turned 
in the lock and the door swung open. 
Ferrari was the first to step in, his gun 
dangling carelessly in his fist. 

Shea let fly with the iron weight. 
It hit Ferrari full in the chest, bowled 
him over and knocked him completely 
out. The hophead screamed. Shea 
snatched up the second weight and 
charged. The hophead fired only one 
shot before Shea was upon him. The 
bullet plowed into the wall. Shea 
brought the weight down and broke 
the hophead's gun wrist. 

Norse was making for the door. 
Shea beat him to it, hurled the 
younger man into a chair and stood 
over him, feet spread apart. 

The hophead moaned in agony. 
Shea kept him covered with his re-
trieved weapon. Ferrari was still un-
conscious. 

"You talked to those mugs," Shea 
snapped at Norse. "Now you'll talk to 
me. You put stones in that bag which 
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S O thaw 
I O M O N T H S T O P A Y 

Pennington turned over to Ah Foy. 
Those stones came from his aquarium 
—they even smelled fishy. What did 
you take out of that bag?" 

"I won't tell," Norse answered 
hoarsely. "You can't make me and if 
you torture me like those — thos« 
others did, I'll tell the judge and jury. 
You can't make me talk." 

"I don't have to," Shea growled. "I 
know. I found Pennington's record 
book. He used to buy gold in the 
form of old rings, watches, pins. He 
melted it down, turned it into pure 
gold and fashioned it into bricks. He 
was delivering what he supposed was 
the bricks to Ah Foy, and the envelope 
which your two pals gave him should 
have contained money. 

"Ah Foy was buying pure gold from 
private sources because he couldn't 
get it from the banks. He wanted the 
gold to transport to China as his dona-
tion to aid in the war against Japan. 
Ah Foy's brother is a general far in-
land. He told me that, months ago. 
American money wouldn't be of use to 
him but gold — pure gold — that 
would be of value. Ah Foy died for a 
cause. You—like the louse you are— 
exchanged the gold for stones taken 
from Pennington's tanks." 

Norse said nothing but his face was 
confession enough. 

Shea manacled the hophead and 
Norse together. He then phoned In-
spector Mallory and detailed what had 
happened. 

HANGING up, he straddled a 
chair and said: "Norse—you 

kept the gold bars here. Ferrari and 
his pal didn't want to take any chances 
on losing the stuff. You figured you 
wouldn't give it back until they turned 
over your cut in cash. You were smart 
there because if they laid their hands 
on that gold, you'd have been killed. 
Where did you hide the stuff?" 

"Find it," Norse said sullenly. 
"Ferrari couldn't. Neither will you. 

(Concluded on page 112) 
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(Concluded from page 111) 
I won't tell where it is until the Dis-
trict Attorney promises me immu-
nity." 

"You're in this right up to your 
neck, Norse. The gold won't miti-
gate the circumstances. Besides I 
know where it is. Give me two minutes 
with that big fish tank and I'll find it. 
I'm betting ten to one you buried the 
stuff in the sandy bottom of the tank. 
The water is still a little muddy." 

Shea faced the hophead. "Punks 
like you deserve what you're going to 
get. To provide a motive for Penning-
ton's death, you planted that dope on 
him and kept Ah Foy's money for 
yourself. You wanted to make it look 
like a drug ring murder. You dressed 
like Chinks too, only you didn't fool 
me. I saw you meet Ah Foy in the 
alley. You stuck guns in his ribs. 
I knew you weren't friends or Chinese 
because if you were, Ah Foy would 
have talked a blue streak. He was the 
fastest, most willing talker in China-
town." 

Shea—soon to be Lieutenant Shea 
—went on. "Norse was the only per-
son who knew Pennington's business. 
He tipped you off." 

Norse cursed weakly. Outside a 
siren howled. 

Shea grinned. "You'll be going out 
of here between a couple of cops, 
Norse—while I disturb the poor fish 
again. In a way, Norse, you and your 
pals remind me of those fish, except 
that they're swimming and you've 
been hooked. You'll have time to think 
over the error of your ways in the 
deathhouse. Ah Foy has gone to join 
his ancestors, but where you're going 
is another place entirely." 
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OFF THE 
RECORD 

TH E Black Book of Crime records the 
sensational, successful cases of Jonathan 
Drake—New York's ace manhunter— 

who brings the latest scientific discoveries, 
plus his physical strength and consummate 
skill, to bear upon the lurking crimes that 
fester beneath the surface of civilization. 

This month we bring you the second of a 
new series of novels taken from the Black 
Book of Crime. W e would like to have you 
drop us a line, telling us what you think 
about it. It is the policy of this magazine 
to invite the readers to assist in the editing, 
and your comments, suggestions and opin-
ions are always gratefully received. 

Death of a Star 
In the next issue we will present another 

novel from the Black Book of C r i m e — T H E 
W I N T E R K I N G K I L L I N G S , by Charles 
S. Strong. 

W h e n Jonathan Drake arrived aboard the 
Griffholm in New York Harbor, he was ex-
pecting nothing more than a routine job of 
investigation into the business of a Winter 
Olympic Star Sports Group. H e had no 
idea that before he reached the upper deck 
he would be faced with the fiendish murder 
of the piquant and attractive Scandinavian 
skating star, Svana Hanson. 

She was found just inside the deck window 
of her cabin, with a knife buried deep in her 
heart. Evidence showed that the knife had 
been thrown from a sports deck on which 
scores of people were congregated. Some 
of them still engaged in a last game before 
docking, others lining the rails for a first 
glimpse of New York. 

A Trail of Blood 
The trail of bloody death moved along 

through the streets of New York, stalked 
the covered runways of Madison Square 
Garden, and then made a final rendezvous at 
Lake Placid's winter sports center. 

Every page of T H E W I N T E R K I N G 
K I L L I N G S is crowded with glamorous ac-
tion and spine-chilling thrills. Remember— 
it's in our next issue—and it's one of the 
most baffling of all cases chronicled in the 
Black Books of Crime. You'll grip the sides 
of your chair as you follow a sensational 
series of events to their breath-taking con-
clusion in T H E W I N T E R K I N G K I L L -
I N G S ! 

In addition, there will be several smashing 
short stories in the next issue, including 
D O U B L E T A L K , a G-Man yarn, by Milton 
Lowe. Be seeing you then—and please re-
member to let me hear from you. Thanks! 

— T H E E D I T O R . 
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• Three hundred and sixty-five days from now — 
where will you be? 

Still be struggling along in the same old job at 
the same old salary — worried about the future — 
never able to make both ends meet? Will you still 
be putting off your start to success—fiddling away 
precious hours that will never come again? 

Don't do it, man — don't do it! There's no 
greater tragedy than that of the man who stays 
sunk in a rat all his life, when with just a little 
effort he could advance. 

Think of the thousands of successful, prosper-
ous men in every industry and business who owe 
much of their success to International Correspon-
dence Schools training (you'd recognize hundreds 
of their names). They refused to be licked by 
lack of training! They found that the I. C. S. 
offered them comprehensive yet simplified texts 
prepared by outstanding authorities, plus personal 
guidance and expert, understanding instruction. 

The coupon will bring you the full story of the 
I. C. S„ and what It can mean to you. 

I N T E R N A T I O N A L C O R R E S P O N D E N C E S C H O O L S 

y^ Without cost or 
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$2.35 a M o n t h LJ-1 
Tin? of 14K Solid White or yellow 
Gold, Fiery, geaame blue-white 

: center diamond; matched diamond -
on fij.eh Side. (Specify1 color gold 
desired , Only .<2 ,5 a m o n t h . 

Only 12.87 a month 1 

4 G e n u i n e D i a m o n d s 
LJ-6 . . . Perfectly matched "Queen of 
Hearts" engagement and wedding ring en-
semble of 14K Solid White or Yellow Gold. 
Engagement ring is set with a fiery, genuine 
blue-white diamond, and the wedding ring 
with 3 matched diamonds. Specify gold de-
sired Both for only $2.87 a m o n t h . 

If purchased sepirately: 
LJ-6 A . . . Engagement Ring only. . . $19.76 
LJ-6B . . . Wedding Ring only $12.60 
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LJ-9 . . . One of America's smartest Baguette 
wrist watches at an especially low price. Klegantly 
styled, modern lifetime case set with 2 genuine 
diamonds; fully guaranteed movement. Smart 
link bracelet to match. Reduced to $19.75-
only $1.87 a m o n t h . 

L a t e s t 17 J e w e l B U L O V A 
Only 12,87 a month 

LJ- j . I-ST LO\ V •> "Goddess 
oi Time":! Guaranteed 17 Jewel 
Isri.-OVA'movemrnt Tiny.square 
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gold. Silk cord bracelet. Only 
S2.87 a m o n t h . 

BENRUS "The Watch that 
times the Airways!" 
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_ _ JAR-PROOF 
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L a d i e s ' 7 D i a m o n d C L U S T E R R I N G 

Only $2.65 a month 
LJ-2 . . . Dazzling ladies' square prong clus-
ter ring, expertly set with seven finely matched 
fiery, genuine diamonds. Looks like a S450.00 
solitaire. 14K Solid Yellow Gold ring. Only 
$2.65 a m o n t h . 

A R O Y A L S E N S A T I O N ! 
Only } 1 . » 5 month 

L 1*4 . . . Ladies, baguette type 
wrist wateh in streamlined perma= 
nent w.nte case, fully guaranteed 

l m ,u M u i i d bracelet. 
Only $1-35 a m o n t h . 

$1.49 a m o n t h ^ 
LJ-12 . . . Nationally known BENRUS at 
the price of an ordinary -vatch! Hand-
somely engraved white ca.se JHted with a 
,'ully guaranteed SHOCKPROOF, JAR-
PROOF, BENRUS movement. New type 
triple link bracelet to match. $15,95 
Only $1.49 a m o n t h . 

17 J e w e l W A L T H A M " d i p l o m a t " ° n ' ' 
Extra Leather Strap FREE! Q,' 

$2.37 a month fcT 
LJ-8 . . . Imagine this for only S2.37 a month! 
Factory guaranteed famous 17 Jewel WALTHAM 
" D i p l o m a t " at a remarkably low price. Richly 
engraved, permanent white case with link brace-
let to match and a smart, new leather strap in-
cluded FREE. Usually S37.50 — now offered 
complete as shown at the sensationally low price 
of only $24.75 — $2.37 a m o n t h . 

Take advantage of 
our personalized, mail 
order service! Royal 
brings the wor ld ' s 
finest jewelry to your 
very door. Absolute 
s a t i s f a c t i o n f u l l y 
guaranteed. 
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32 pages of feature values in 

fine, genuine blue-white diamonds, 
standard watches, exquisite jewelry, 
silverware, cameras, toilet sets, etc 
Everything pictured and fully de-
scribed. Send for your copy todayl 


