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It cleans so much better

brilliance

Women . .. among them many artist models
... were first to discover that Listerine Tooth
Paste brings unusual whiteness and beauty to
teeth. \lore than two million of them have
changed from other brands to this.

And now more than a million men are users
of this modern dentifrice—made by the
makers of Listerine. These men, too, have
learned that Listerine Tooth Paste gets teeth
cleaner, brighter, in less time.

They have found—as you will—that film
and discoloring stains disappear "like magic”
under its gentle polishing agent. In just a few
days, decided improvement is apparent. Teeth,
become whiter, more sparkling. Gumv; look
and feel better. And there is a freshness
following use—a feeling of the m.oiith beimf
thoroughly clean—that is most fenticin"! °

Learn these results for yours<.|ft See wLy, j,,

gives teeth such lustre and

.why pay more than this dentifrice costs?

just a fewr yeE\rs, this dentifrice has become a
favorite of tl ,e weal Ihv—why it llas displaced
more expensive brands in literally millions
of homes.

In addition to our popular money-saving,
regular-size tube at 25f, we now offer a new
Double Size—twice as much— 10p—saxes
2b% m.ore! Lambert Pharmacal Company,
St. Loiais, Missouri.

LARGE DOUBLE SIZE 40*
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HERE’'S A MAN WHO WAS PENNILESS --6° MONTHS LATER
HE WAS WORTH *1200.22 ... THANKS TO ALBER1 MILLS

ARE YOU DISCOURAGED?
*HAVE VOU PRESSING
BILLS TO PAY? DO YOU
NEED CASH QUICK? THEN
READ HOW THIS CAME
BACK TO PROSPERITY

'V o-< -+ -

and
for Tea and Coffee Routes
Paying Up To

Now you can have a good paying busi-
ness of your own. I*1 help you and
back you up’to the limit with proven
plans. You don’t need to take any risk.

Sounds revolutionary and startling, but

looking for work. No more “penny

if you send me your name I'll send you pinching.” Have money to help pay Hero it is possible—such « suc-
conclusive evidence of the truth of ‘my your nagging bills— buy clothing— pay cess in fimes ;'k;athelse;;’é‘; A
statements. | manufacture nearly 300 off the mortgage— buy yourself a home $1500 10" $20.00 a day clear

nationally-known and well-advertised
household jwoducts such as Tea, Coffee,
Spices, Extracts, Baking Powder, etc.
—just the things people must buy daily
to live. My plans are simple and direct.
Give me an opportunity to send you
evidence of what they have done for
hundreds of others. You are not taking
any chances doing that. You will be
the final judge after | submit the facts,

I'LL HELP YOU MAKE BI6 MONEY

Are you in urgent need of money to
meet pressing bills? Have you some
time to spare that you want to turn into
cash immediately ? Then investigate my
offer at once. This is not a one-time
specialty or a shoddy novelty. My prod-
ucts are necessities— delicious, tasty
foods prepared daily in my own mam-
moth plant and pure food kitchens.
These products are well-known and
liked from coast t© coast. The profits
you make are unusually large; and big
repeat business assures you a steady
income. With my plans you avoid the
expenses and risks of the average store-
keeper. You step into a time-tested,
“ready-made” business at no risk.

STEADY YEAR 'ROUND INCOME

Stop and think how wonderful it would
be to have a nice income every week in
the year. No more tramping around

— put money in the bank—or whatever
your heart desires. That's the kind of
a business opportunity | am offering
you.

LOOK AT THESE PROFITS

Howard B. Ziegler, Pa., made as much as
$21.60 in a single day and $103.32 in a
single week. Lambert "Wilson, Mich., had
profits of $79.00 in one week. Mrs. C, B.
Luoma, W. Va,, avera%?d $40.00 a week for
a year. Chester Clay, N. Mex., made $10.00
in two hours. | bave hundreds more reports
of exceptional earnings like these slﬂ—*—
the amazing possibilities of my offer

am now making to you.

FORD CARS GIVEN
PRODUCERS

This is _not a con-
test, raffle, or game

of chance. | give my |
roducers brand new

ord Tudor Sedans

as a bonus in addi-

tion to their regular

cash earnings.

Here's m ame.

Bns

Address.

profit—Your happy hustler. Bans
Coordes

SerdNo Money....JustNare

You don't need to send me any
money. Just send me your name
—I1 need your help—I want to

There is no obligation on your
part You take no chances. I'll

QUICK PROTf IT COUPON

ALBERT MILLS. Root. M«r,,
5144 Monmouth Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio.

n Rush free details
Tea and Coffee Route Plan showing
cam make up to $60.00 a week. This
under no obligation.
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Be a Televis Radio Expert

Train with Dr. George W. Young a nationally
known success in this interesting and highly profit-
able industry.

Dr. Young owns and operates Radio Sta's
WDGY-KIFI-W9ICI and Television Sta. WOXAT.

Dr. Young has a capable staff of engineers and
complete laboratory facilities to train you in spare
or full time.

YOU TOO can step into a big job in RADIO or
TELEVISION.

Address Dept. D for FREE literature.

NORTHWESTERN TELEVISION INSTITUTE
WDGY Building 909 West Broadway
Minneapolis, Minnesota
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mation on how to proceed. Communications strictly con-
fidential. Prompt, careful, efficient service. CLARENCE
A. O'BRIEN. Registered Patent Attorney, 187-T Adams
Building, Washington, D. C
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THE TRUTH
THAT WAS$
DAMNED

Man dared become masterful and inde-
pendent! Centuries ago he beganto probe
the mysteries of the universe, to disclose
the hidden truths o f nature. Astounding
results were achieved— miracles, some
declared them. The conditions which en-
slaved men and women— misfortune, dis-
ease and dispair— were conquered. This
wealth of knowledge was accumulated in
vast temples and seats o f learning avail-
able to all who sought it. This growing
power and knowkdgeof the masses was
a challenge to selfish rulers and corrupt
priesthoods. Alexandria was ordered
burned,Tripolidestroyed. The rareknow-
ledge was damned, seized and burned.

THIS FREE BOOK

Startling is the revelation that these
strange laws of life, nature, and personal
power have not entirely vanished from the
earth. Secret Brotherhoods were formed
to conceal copies of the ancient manu-
scripts, or rescue them from beneath
crumbling temple walls. The Roricru-
cians, one of these ancient brotherhoods
(notareligion),have preserved thisknow-
! ledge that makes possible PERSONAL
POWERand HAPPINESS. Write for
lthe FREE SEALED BOOK. It tells
' how you may procure these age-old secret

methods. Address: Scribe L. S.T.

Rosicrucian Brotherhood

lose (AMORC) Califori
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INSTRUCTION BUREAU,D«pi m otion*, Me*

Would you like
o go to
Mexico?

— and buy a ranch?

— and get mixed up in a revo-
lution.

— and have to fight bandits?

— and save a very beautiful
senorita from kidnaping?

Then get a copy of the 1st September
issue of

now on all newsstands, and read—

'GRINGO BEEF"

It's a full length novelette, and for the
hours you are reading it you will be
actually doing all those things. It's
a wonderful story that will take you
completely out of yourself and show
you life in that colorful country as it
often is.

Ranch Romances is a magazine of fic-
tion devoted to the life and activity of
the cowboy and cowgirl. You will
enjoy it immensely. In this same issue
are many other fine stories, including—

AN ACE IN THE HOLE
BETTY’S BLUFF

GALLANT CUNMAN
SCARUM’S MIDNIGHT RIDE

Get a copy today, and see for your-
self how good it is.
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FOR M
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Scientist’s Discovery Re-stimulates Important

Prostate Gland

Used by Anyone at Home—

Brings Amazing Relief from Getting Up Nights
and Other Weakening Symptoms

OULD vyou like again to enjoy life with
youthful strength and health? Now science
has made an amazing discovery for you—a new
home treatment for the prostate gland—a most

essential gland in men.
Do you suffer night risings— pains in back, legs and
feet—fits of weakness and discouragement? These symp-
toms are traced in untold thousands of men
past 40 to degeneration of this vital pros-
tate gland. Now comes Thermalaid. No
drugs, diets or exercises. Safe and easy as
washing your face. Endorsed and used by
many doctors. Used by over 100,000 men;
thousands praise it in glowing reports.
Sent on trial with this understanding: If
you don’'t feel years younger in 7 days,
you pay nothing. Write for offer and

Confidential Book FREE

YES, BOB, MOUNTING BIRDSand ANIMALS

ISA GRAND HOBBY / I'VE DOUBLED
FUN FROM HUNTING—AND AVERAGE !

PER WEEK, SPARE TIME, MOUNTING
FOR HUNTERS— WHY DONT YOU WRITH
TW.W. SCHOOL FOR THEIR FREE |

freT boo
Write for this 48-page '
. FREE BOOK TODAY.
ITells how YOU can
become a Taxidermist. Learn
ANrnetoUOVV AmDSMm
<not necessary. Also
-s. make real leather

Earn big money mounting for
own specimc-- "

'K
H.W .Schoolortaxidarnn).303«ElwoodBldg.Omaha.Neb

LEARN AT HOME

Are you adult, alert, ambitious,willing to study?
InvestigateL AW ! W e guide you step by step—
furnish all texts, including 14-vohime Law Libra-
ry. Training prepared by leading law professors
and given by membersof bar. Degree of LL. B.
conferred. Low cost, easy terms. Send NOW
for Free,64-page” LawTrainingforLeadership.’*

LaSalle Extension University, Dept 875-1, Chicago

daring free book of facts for men past 40, W. J. XitMj
Pres., The Electro Thermal Company, 4881 Morris Ave,,
Steubenville, Ohio.

If you live west of the Rockies, address The Electro Thermal

Co., 500 Wm. Fox Building, Dept 48-M, Los Angeles, Calif.

In Canada address The Electro Thermal Co., Desk 48-M,
53 Yonge St., Toronto, Ont, Canada.

| W. J. KIRK, Pres., The Electro Thermal Co.,
1 4881 Morris Ave., Steubenville, Ohio.

= Without obligation to me, please send my c%)y of
| your confidential book. "Why Many Men Are Old at
|

40," with details of your simple home treatment for
prostate gland weakness and 7-day Trial Offer.
I NAME..c e s s .
| Address
| City...

School
urse in
2 Years.

20 Other
Courses

HowTo Secure A
GovemmentPosition

Why worry about strikes, layoffs, hard times?
Train now for a Government job! Many ex-
aminations expected. Increased salaries, steady
work, travel, good pay. Let me help you become
a Railway Postal Clerk, Post Office Clerk, City
Mail Carrier, Rural Carrier—or help you get
into any other Government job you want. | was
a Secretary Examiner of Civil "Service Commis-
sion for 8 years. Have helped thousands.

LABW  KPEVINE S e2Rasnincl s & et 196

togetone Send the coupon for your copy TODAY.

PATTERSO” sc'hoo L f659°wRsm*'IlldK., Rochester,

Please send me. without obligation, your free book How*toSecure e
ment Position.”*

Name

Address
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TOBACCO HABIT

BANISHED

TOR THOUSANDS OF MEN
QUICh.

sure, lasting results

in most cases Tobacco Redeemer relieves craving for
tobacco completely in a very few days. An absolutely safe*
dependable, and thoroughly reliable treatment. No matter
how long the habit, or in what fonn used, all craving for
tobacco usually vanishes when this pleasant, inexpensive
treatment is used according to simple directions. The treat-
ment has helped thousands and should help you. Your
money returned without argument or question iIf not satis-
fied. Write for free explanatory booklet and proof of what
Tobacco Redeemer has done for men addicted to the
tobacco habit. Send post card or letter today.

NEWELL PHARMACAL CO.

Clayton Station St. Louts* M o.

Dept. 600
Hel idneys
Don’t Take Drastic Drugs

You have nine million tiny tubes or filters in your
Kidneys which may be endangered by using drastic,
irritating drags. Be careful. If poorly functioning
Kidneys or Bladder make you suffer from Getting Up
Nights, Leg Fains, Nervousness, Stiffness, Burning,
Smarting, Acidity, Neuralgia or Rheumatic Pains, Lum-
bago or Loss of Vitality, don't waste a minute. Try
the Doctor’'s prescription called Cystex (pronounced
Siss-tex). Formula in every package. Starts work in
15 minutes. Soothes and tones raw, irritated tissues. It
is helping millions of sufferers and is guaranteed to fix
yon np to your satisfaction or money back on return of
empty package. Cystex is only 75c at all druggista.

Why Don't You
Go Fishing?

No matter where you live there is some
kind of fishing near you. If you live
inland there are a dozen kinds of fresh
water fish; if you live near the sea there
are fifty kinds of salt water fish. Be-
sides having grand sport you’'ll cut down
the old butcher bill, which is something.

Field s?
Stream

will tell you where—when—and— how
to catch all these kinds of fish. It's the
largest and finest of all fishing, camping
and hunting magazines. It will answer
any questions you want to ask it.

Get a copy today, from
any newsdealer
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EGINNING with this issue the price of Black Mask to you
Bhas been reduced to 15 cents.

We have waited to do this until we could feel certain that
we could give you as good a magazine at 15 cents as we have
been giving you at 20 cents. The continuance of this high quality
is now definitely assured.

You know, some years ago we adopted a principle and a
slogan—

NEVER A DUD IN BLACK MASK

We have never been satisfied and we will never be satisfied
to give you just one or two good stories an issue; they must all
be good.

The stories in one issue may vary in type— just as your indi-
vidual taste may prefer one type over another— but each story is
the best of its particular type we are able to procure.

This is the standard we adopted, and this is the standard we
will continue to maintain.

And now that we are assured we will not have to sacrifice
quality in reducing the price, your magazine is 15 cents. Will you
mind telling a friend?



The Heavenly

Hewas minusone eye and one leg,
but he was all there with a knife

STUDIED his face,
and didn't like it
'His eyes shifted,
and he looked me
over, carefully. My
coat was threadbare.
He saw it. My vest
was spotted. His eyes catalogued the
spots, one by one. He studied the
frayed bottoms of my trousers, the

shoes that were run over at the heels.
He nodded, and his nod was that of
approval.
“At nine o’clock,” he said,
door of The Yellow Lotus."

“at the

I knew then that he

knew his Chinatown

But few people knew of

The Yellow Lotus. The

name, in fact, was contained only in

Chinese characters that appeared on a

sign which was thrust out over the dark
side street.

His eyes held mine. | hesitated.
Dare | arouse his suspicions by refus-
ing?

I felt that my disguise was perfect.
Perhaps it was too perfect. | felt cer-



By ERLE

tain that the police, for all they wanted
me, would never recognize me in the
shabby figure that prowled around
Chinatown—the figure of a white
hanger-on who had been crowded out
of the society of his own kind and into
the dark poverty which fringes China-
town.

There was a glitter in his eye as he
saw my hesitation.

His thumb flipped back the lapel of
his coat, slipped through the arm-hole
of his vest and pulled out the elastic
strap of a suspender. Pinned to the
strap was a gold badge.

“You don’t want to work?” he asked
ominously.
“Sure,” | told him. “Sure | want

to work, Gov'nor. I'm taking the job
all right. It's just tryin’ to figure things
out that was bothering me.”

STANLEY GARDNER

“Figure what out?”
belligerent skepticism.

Embarked upon a career of falsehood,
| strove to act the part.

“Aw, jeeze!” | told him.
date for tonight.”

His laugh was scornful.

“A date," he said, and then added with
explosive sarcasm, “You!”

His thumb remained suggestively be-
neath the lapel of his coat, hooked about
the suspender, which had now been
pushed back through the arm-hole of
the vest.

“Okey,” he said, “nine o’clock at The
Yellow Lotus, and if you're not there
I'll know what it means.”

“Can you tell me what the job is?”
| asked.

“There you go,” he told me, “beg-
gars wanting to be choosers. You're
prowling around the streets, apparently
without a dime in the world. You
haven't got a job and you have no pros-
pects of getting one, and yet you start
being particular about the first job that's
offered.”

I was treading on dangerous ground
and knew it. 'My clothes were the
clothes of a man who is down and out,
one who has sought the cheapest pos-
sible strata of society. But my finger-
tips were the fingertips of Ed Jenkins,
The Phantom Crook.

If this man picked me up as a

he asked, with

“l had a

vagrant, took me to the jail for
booking, my fingerprints would be
taken, as a matter of routine. 1'd be

thrown in a cell and the officers would
forget about me.

Within twenty-four hours the finger-
prints would electrify the whole depart-
ment. The classification of those fin-

9



10 Black Mask

gerprints would scream my real identity.

I'd be dragged from my cell, thrust
under bright lights. Questions would
be shouted at me. Half a hundred
crimes, which had been blamed upon
me because the police needed some offi-

cial fall guy, would be marked as
closed. . . .

“1'll be there,” | told him.

“See that you are,” he said, and
turned away.

| started shuffling down the long

street lined with store windows in which
were displayed the goods of the Orient
at prices that were intended to bring
money from the tourist, no matter how
penurious he might be.

Of course | didn't need to keep that
appointment. | could change my mind
and not show up at The Yellow Lotus
at all. But | felt that this contingency
had also been prepared for. The man
who had offered me the “job” knew
what he was doing. He’'d planned his
stuff in advance. He wasn’t a regular
officer, nor was he a regular detective,
| knew that. The badge that he showed
was either one of the “courtesy” badges
passed out by various sheriff's offices
in the state, or else it was an imitation,
pure and simple.

I could, of course, have told more
about that badge by a close inspection.
But even that wouldn’'t have helped me
much. Whether that badge was real
or false, the idea troubled me that some-
where, somehow | had slipped. This
man who had just picked me out on the
street might be an officer or a crook;
but | had the uneasy thought that some-
one, some stool pigeon or some dope,
had pointed me out to him for what I
really was.

| shuffled slowly along the pavement,
twitching occasionally, as a man twitches
who has been denied a drug to which
he has grown accustomed, mulling over
this unpleasant and highly dangerous
possibility. 1f |1 kept that appointment,
I might find out if there was any truth
underlying my fear—a fear that must
be ever present with me. If | did not

keep it— But immediately |
answer to this.

| heard steps approaching from be-
hind, and slowed my pace.

There was a window on my right,
displaying jades and ivories. A huge
mirror was in the back of the store, a
mirror bordered with twisting dragons,
squirming about in frozen pursuit of
the pearl, the symbology of which is
variously interpreted by Chinese sages
in order that the true philosophy may
ever escape the unbeliever.

This mirror was placed in such a
position that | could stand apparently
staring into the window, but in reality
seeing over my shoulder anyone who
who might pass on the sidewalk.

The steps shuffled, hesitated, and a
figure paused at my side, to peer through
the window at the display of carved
ivory.

I shifted my eyes to the mirror and
saw that | was staring into the reflected
eyes of a gaunt, haggard individual, his
own clothes somewhat seedy, his eyes
peering out from above shaded half
circles, from under bushy brows.

He started to speak the moment my
eye caught his in the mirror. His words
came in a low, rumbling monotone out
of one side of his mouth:

“Listen, Bo, never mind who | am,
see? And | don't want to know who
you are, see? I'm just handing it to
you on the level. You're wearing a tail.
The bird you talked <with put a finger
on you, and the twist is getting your
smoke.

“1t's none of my business, but I want
to see a guy get a square deal. I've
been down on my luck, myself, and
I know what it's like when they start
riding a guy, so I'm just giving you a
tip.”

I lowered my eyes so that | was star-
ing steadily at the carved ivory.

“A woman?” | asked.

“The twist in the blue coupe,” he
said. “And she’s clever as hell.”

| heard his feet drag along the pave-
ment as he moved away with a peculiar

had the
*



The Heavenly Rat n

hesitating step, that lagging of the lower
limbs which shows a loss of coordina-
tion and speaks volumes to the trained
eye of a physician.

The dragging steps diminished as he
rounded a corner. Fog came swirling
in on the wings of the night wind. |
casually turned around to take a look
at the woman in the blue coupe.

That car was a sporty looking job.
The woman was as classy as the car—
a neat little figure, a close-fitting hat
cocked on one side of her head, hat,
eyes and waist all matching the car in
color.

I reached an instant decision. There
was a cheap hotel about five blocks
away. | had a room there. | also had

rooms in three other hotels, under three
different names. Two of them 1'd paid
rent on for more than a year.

I slouched along the sidewalk, drop-
ping my neck down into the collar of
my shabby coat as the first cool touches
of the damp fog stroked my skin with
moist fingers.

Apparently the woman in the blue
coupe didn't pay any attention to me.
She seemed to be having trouble get-
ting her car started. Her head was bent
forward and her eyes were fastened on
the starter pedal. | could hear the whirr
of the mechanism.

I rounded the corner and acted the
part' of one who doesn’t think he is be-
ing followed, but wants to take every
precaution, just as a matter of habit.

T took me fifteen min-
utes to get to the hotel.
I didn't look behind
me and had no means
of knowing whether
the blue coupe was
anywhere in the neigh-
The hotel clerk spoke to me
| gave him rather a curt

borhood.
as | came in.

nod. | didn't want him to inspect my
shabby clothes too closely. The per-
sonality that 1'd used in that hotel

wasn’'t one that went well with shabby
dothes. On the other hand, it was a

cheap hotel, and if the derk thought
1'd been out on a five-day bat it wouldn't
have caused him any undue amount of
consternation.

Once inside my room, | climbed up
on a chair where | could look through
the transom into the corridor, and
waited.

I had less than five minutes to wait.
The loose-lipped lad who acted both as
devator boy and bellboy came down
the corridor with a light bag dangling
from his hand, his loose lips twisted in
a flabby smile of vacuous amiability.

The woman in blue was walking be-
hind him.

I listened and heard the door of the
adjoining room on the east open and
close. | could faintly hear the click of
light switches through the connecting
door. After a while | heard the door
close again and the sound of rapid steps
in the corridor, after which there was
the noise made by the danging of the
devator door.

| looked at my watch.
utes before eight.

There was a very faint scratching
sound— the sound that might have been
made by the teeth of a rat scratching
surreptitiously against dry boards. |
flattened myself against the wall and
inched my way over towards the con-
necting door between the rooms. | knew
where to look and what to look for, and
I didn’t have long to wait— just a mat-
ter of seconds, and the point of a small
gimlet protruded from the corner of
the panel in the lower half of the
door.

The woman in blue was either an ex-
pert or had been instructed by an
expert. She had drilled the hole neatly
in the one place in a door where it is
almost impossible to detect it—the up-
per corner of a lower panel where it
would be in shadow.

I held my position and waited a min-
ute. The scratching sound was repeated,
and a moment later I saw the point of
the gimlet appear in the other upper
corner of the door panel. The holes

It was ten min-
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had been bored on slightly different an-
gles. Between them, they commanded
a pretty fair view of my room.

| slid along, keeping flat against the
wall until | came to the bathroom.
Then | picked up a towel and emerged
from the bathroom door, wiping my
hands.

I moved around the room casually.
Once or twice | looked at my watch
ostentatiously. | was more worried
than | cared to admit. Someone was
taking quite an interest in me. It wasn't
someone who thought | was simply a
bum hanging around the fringes of
Chinatown— Who was this man? Why
had he put the woman on my trail?
What did he want with me? And who
did he think | was?

I made up my mind | was going to
interview that girl in blue before the
night was very much older.

| walked back towards the bathroom,
banged the bathroom door, flattened
myself against the wall and moved
slowly and cautiously towards the con-
necting door, keeping so far to one side
that | was out of the range of vision
of anyone who might be looking through
those holes in the door.

Standing almost against
forward to listen.

The door was a thin, flimsy affair, in
keeping with the cheap furnishings of
the second-rate hotel. | could plainly
hear the sound of breathing through the
thin board. Then | heard the sound
of surreptitious fingers touching the
bolt on the other side of the door. There
were two bolts—one on my side, one
on hers. | knew she had turned hers
and would shortly try to see if the door
was open on my side. Thinking | was
in the bathroom, she figured she had a
clear field.

The knob slowly turned. There was
tension on the door. The bolt on my
side held.

Abruptly, I heard a gasp, the sound
of the outer door in the next room
banging shut, then a woman’s voice
coming from beyond the door: “Sam,

it, 1 bent

Mask

why didn’'t you let me know you were
coming up?”

A man’'s voice said something |
couldn’'t get. There was a low, throaty
laugh, a man’s laugh, with a gloating
note about it.

I heard the first two or three steps
as the woman on the other side of the
door moved away from it. Then the
conversation was lower and | could get
only an occasional word here and there.

I was already standing by the con-
necting door. | had only to drop to
my knees and apply my eye to one of
the peep-holes in order to see what was
taking place in the room.

The woman had slipped off the coat
of her neatly tailored outfit and was at-
tired in waist and skirt. The man was
rather tall, with broad shoulders and a
peculiar method of moving his arms. |
figured that he’'d been a pug at some
stage of the game. When he moved
his feet, | was certain of it. For a mo-
ment | had a good glimpse of his face—
a battered face that had, nevertheless,
something to it—a certain grim deter-
mination, a certain indication of mental
ability along lines of animal cunning.
I could see his lips move and hear the
rumble of his voice. His gestures were
threatening.

The girl stood up to him, white-faced
and defiant. Her lips made futile at-
tempts at speech on three different oc-
casions, and on each occasion the rumble
of the man’s voice drowned her words.

The man advanced threateningly, his
left foot tapping forward in advance,
which was followed by his right foot.
He was on the balls of his feet. The
girl stood her ground for a moment,
then took three swift steps backwards.
The man thrust his head forward and
followed. That put them outside the
range of my'vision.

I remained crouched by the door, put-
ting my ear against the hole. | could
hear the sound of the woman’s voice,
speaking swiftly. The man'’s voice said
something—a low-voiced, guttural com-
ment. There was a peculiar sound, a
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sound that might have been caused by
the impact of a fist. | put my eye to
the hole in the door again just in time
to see the striding legs of the big man
as he crossed the room. | heard the
bang of the door, then quick, cat-like
steps in the corridor, after a few mo-
ments the clang of the elevator door.

I remained at my peep-hole, waiting
for the woman to come back.

She didn’t come back.

After a moment | caught the flicker
of motion and stared intently through
the little peep-hole. For a moment |
was puzzled at what it was that was
making the motion. Then | realized it
was the tips of her fingers on the car-
pet, moving with a peculiar clutching
motion. A moment later the hand it-
self crept into view. She seemed to be
lying flat on the carpet, pulling herself
along, her fingers acting as claws.

| had decided that | was going to talk
with her. | could think of no time that
was better than the present. | got to
my feet and silently twisted the knob on
my side of the door. Noiselessly, |
opened the door. | could hear the sound
of steady, hopeless sobs.

Y feet made no noise
on the thin carpet.
The woman was
stretched at full
length on the floor,
sobbing as though
her heart would
twice she beat her
hands futilely against the carpet, then
clawed into the faded, worn cloth with
the tips of her long, sensitive fingers.

“Why don't you get up on the
bed if you want to bawl?” | asked
her.

At the sound of my voice she rolled
swiftly to her side, stared at me with
incredulous, red-rimmed eyes, then
with a lithe motion, got to her knees,
and, on her knees, stared up at me.

Her lips were quivering, both with
rage and grief. Her face was white as
a sheet, save for the round spot on her

cheek-bone, which showed a flaming red,
the spot, evidently, where a man’s fist
had thudded against her flesh, and
which accounted for the sound of the
blow that | had heard.

“D-d-d-don’'t think I'm b-b-b-bawl-
ing,” she said, “I'm c-c-c-crying be-
cause I'm m-m-m-m-mad.”

That was a good start. | liked it. |
leaned forward and placed my hand be-
neath her elbow.

“All right,” I told her, “go ahead and
be mad.”

She got to her feet. The tips of her
fingers explored the sore cheek. She
crossed the room to the washstand,
which had once been white, and which
showed a long streak of yellow, where
water had trickled from the leaky fau-
cet. She turned on the cold water,
dashed it over her face and into her
eyes, groped around for one of the thin,
worn towels, with the name of the hotel
emblazoned on it in red thread.

“Well,” she said, “say something.”

“1 thought,” | began, “l heard the
sound of a blow, and. . . ."”

She wiped the towel across her eyes
and face with a last vigorous motion,
wadded it into a ball and flung it down
on the bed so hard that it sounded as
though she’d thrown a pillow against the
wall.

“Oh, I know you,” she said. “You're
Ed Jenkins, and you out-smarted me.
You caught me drilling a hole in your
door and trying the bolt on the inside.
So you turned the tables, when Sam
came in, and spied on me, and then
came on through the door.”

The words ripped from her lips with
the harsh rapidity of sound which comes
from tearing cloth.

“Since you know so much,” 1 told
her, “you might as well go ahead and
tell me the rest.”

I was watching her narrowly. The
information that | was The Phantom
Crook, was something | had flattered
myself she couldn’t have known. And
yet, here she was, blabbing it out as
casually as though she had been telling



14 Black Mask

me that she had seen my picture in the
society column of the paper.

“Go on,” | told her, “tell me some
more.”

“There isn't any more to tell.
are you going to do with me?”

“Why should | do anything with
you ?”

She stood very stiff and very straight,
her eyes staring steadily into mine.

“1 know,” she said, “you’re on the
lam. | was spying on you. You figure
that you've got to rub me out in order
to keep your secret.”

“Look here,” | said, “you’ve been go-
ing to too many movies. You've seen
too many gangster pictures.”

She shook her head. There was a
scornful smile playing about the cor-
ners of her lips.

“Don’t fool yourself,” she said, “I've
seen too many gangsters, that's all.”

"Who is your boy friend?”

“The one who socked me?”

“Yes.”

Her eyes held a scornful glint as she
said, “Want me to rat?”

“You're evidently in something of a
spot,” | told her. “You're not getting
along so well with your boy friend, you
were put on my tail by a man who prob-
ably wasn’t a blood relative of yours.
You might just as well come through
and give me the low-down, as to go
out and do what you're intending to
do.”

“How do you know what I'm intend-
ing to do?”

“I'm guessing,” | told her.

“What do you want?”

I was studying her as she spoke. The
more | saw of her, the better | liked
her.

“1 might be able to help you,” | said.

“Help,” she repeated, and there was
contempt in her voice. “How long it's
been since | heard that one.”

I didn't say anything, but tried to
draw her out by silence, where words
had failed.

She stood staring at me for a mo-
ment, then her eyes shifted to the door.

What

I could see that she was quivering, that
every nerve, every muscle was tense.
“Frightened?” | asked.
She stared at me with that hard,
scornful expression on her face.
“Mad,” she said.

“ Because he bopped you?” | wanted
to know.

“I'm not mad at him at all, I'm mad
at myself.”

“Go on,” | told her.

She was like some animal in a trap,
holding herself with every muscle tense,
wanting to lunge against the steel, yet,
knowing that if she did, she'd simply
hurt herself and that she couldn’t get
away in any event.

“Say, what's your game?” she de-
manded. “You found out | was trail-
ing you. If you'd simply wanted to get
away, you'd have ducked out of the door
and beat it. The fact that you came in
here shows that you're wanting some-
thing with me. What is it?”

“l want to find out about the man
who put you on my trail and why.”

| saw her lips tighten into a firm line.
Her eyes shifted from mine, stared at
the door as though she might be weigh-
ing some course of action in her mind
and didn’'t want her attention distracted.
I kept silent.

After a moment she started to speak.

“I've been a fool!” she said. “A
damn’ little fool! The people that I love
have been betrayed by me. | gave
everything | had as a sacrifice to what
I thought was love.”

She broke off and laughed bitterly.

“Love!" she said, and, after a mo-
ment added, “Bah!”

| kept on waiting. | knew the sig-
nificance of that peculiar tone in her
voice. I'd heard it before. She was
more or less thinking out loud. For the
moment she'd virtually forgotten me.
I was simply someone to talk to, some-
one to use as a target in throwing the
words that she spat bitterly from the
end of her tongue.

“Ever hear of Frank Trasker?”
asked abruptly.

she
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HERE was no one

in the underworld

who hadn’'t heard of

Frank T rasker.

Trasker had been

killed. A man by the

name of George Har-

been arrested, charged with the

murder. The police figured they had a

perfect case against him. It looked that

way. George Harris was a miner who

had a quartz mine somewhere up in

Nevada. Trasker had induced Harris’

daughter to go away with him to San

Francisco. Harris had followed and
Trasker had been Killed.

Trasker had been mixed up in a big
bank robbery the day of his death. The
identification had been absolutely
cinched while the body lay in the
morgue. Trasker must have had some-
thing like fifty thousand dollars in new,
crisp bank notes in his possession when
he was Kkilled. His clothes had been
ripped open and a money belt had been
pulled away from his skin. The police
had evidence that the belt was filled
with the new bank notes. The money
wasn’'t on Harris and hadn’t been found.
It might still give a new angle on the
killing if it could be turned up.

“Go on,” | said, “what
Trasker?”

She wanted to tell me, wanted to talk.
| knew that she'd been weighing some
course of action in her mind, hesitating
between two decisions. Now she'd de-
cided. I couldn’t tell why, and | didn't
care why, but | knew suddenly that she
was going to throw in her lot with me
and was going to appeal to me for some

about

sort of help.

“I'm Harris’ daughter,” she said.
“Bernice Harris.”

Somehow, | wasn't surprised.

“Go on,” | told her.

She walked over to the bed and sat
down. She seemed to relax. Her voice
still held that dreamy tone that char-
acterizes the voice of one who is mak-
ing a clean breast of everything—
the tone of voice that is so well

known to officers and prosecutors.
“Gawd, how tired | got of that
mine!” she said. “It was just a little

sun-bleached shack out on the side of
a hill, with nothing but sunshine and
cactus to look at. The light was so
white-hot it burned your eyes. Every
day was like every other day. Twice a
month we got to town for provisions
and mail. | looked at the magazines in
order to see what the well-dressed
women were wearing. The only clothes
| had were a pair of overalls, boots and
a faded blue shirt that | wore around
the mine. | had one dress to put on for
state occasions, when | went to town.
‘Town’ was half a dozen stores and
about five or six shack houses.”

| kept absolutely quiet, not even mov-
ing a muscle.

Her voice went on:

“There was a Chinese cook, an old,
broken-down prize-fighter and a hard
rock man who had lost his right hand
and wore an iron claw strapped to his
wrist. Those three comprised the min-
ing crew. Dad was in charge. There
was money in the mine, all right. Dad
kept putting more and more money in

the bank. He was working it himself.
He wouldn’t sell out. | got tired of it.
I ran away.

“1 came here to San Francisco. | had
a little money. | had my one baggy,
shapeless, old-fashioned dress. | looked
like hell.”

Once more she paused, and | knew
that she wasn’t thinking of me, but was
conjuring up in her mind the vision of
the young girl who had hit the roar and
bustle of San Francisco, a girl whose
skin was tanned by the desert sun,
whose eyes were bulging with surprised
appreciation of the life in the city.

“1 couldn't tear my eyes away from
the windows,” she said. “1 looked just
what | was—an unsophisticated coun-
try girl—not so damned unsophisticated,
you understand, but 1'd been lying dor-
mant for so long I'd forgotten what it
was like to live. | met Trasker. He
had a glib tongue and that way of easy
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assurance that means so much to a girl
who is starving for experience. He led
me on, and | fell in love with him. |
mentioned marriage to him, and he
laughed. I'll never forget the sound of
his laugh that night.”

Her voice was now harsh and bitter.

“That was the night | found out
about the gang.”

| started to ask a question,
checked myself.

“Father found me. | don't know
how he found me. He found Trasker.
You know what happened after that.”

This time | asked the question:

“Did your father kill Trasker?” |
asked.

She hesitated for a moment without
even looking at me, her eyes fixed
thoughtfully on the wall of the room.

Slowly she shook her head.

“No,” she said.

“Who did?”

“1 don’t know. Oscar Milen knows.”

“Who's Milen?”

“The man who put the finger on you.”

“The man | met on the street?”

“Yes.”

“Who is he?”

“1 don't know exactly.
shot in the gang.”

“Was he the man who came in here?”
I inquired, knowing that he wasn't, but
wanting to see what she would say.

“No, that was Sam Reece.”

“Who's Sam Reece?”

“Another one of the gang.”

“How much do you know about the
gang?”

“Plenty,” she said bitterly.

| waited for her to tell me, but she
wouldn’t explain.

“1 presume,” | said, “Milen promises
to clear your father at the last minute
if you’'ll do exactly as he tells you.”

She shook her head and said slowly,
“Milen tells me that my father killed
Trasker.”

“I1t was your father's gun that did
the killing,” 1 told her. “They've got
the bullet and fired test bullets from
your father's gun. Your father claims

but

He’'s the big

he didn't shoot, but the gun was in his
possession and had been fired, and the
bullet that killed Trasker came from it.
They can show plenty of motive.”

She nodded once more, slowly.

“And Milen says your father killed
Trasker?” | asked, trying to get her to
elaborate the statement.

“Yes, Milen swears to me that's what
happened.”

“What makes you think that wasn’t
what happened?”

“Sam Reece says it wasn't.”

“Just how does Reece fit into the pic-
ture?” | inquired.

“Reece,” she said, “is the one who
is going to meet you in front of The
Yellow Lotus at nine o’clock.”

“Does he know who | am ?”

“You mean about being Ed Jenkins?”
she inquired.

“Yes,” | said.

She nodded her head slowly.

“Sure,” she said, “they both know
about it. Oscar Milen told me.”

“What does he want with me?”

“He’s going to put you in a spot some
way. You've got to do something for
him; I don't know just what it is.”

“And,” | said, holding my eyes on
her, “1 presume Sam Reece dropped in
without Milen knowing anything about
it, to pay a purely social call.”

She looked up at me, and it was then
that | read the misery in her eyes.

“They all have tried to make love
to me,” she said, “ever since Frank
Trasker was Kkilled, from Milen on
down.”

Once more the bitterness was in her
voice, once more she clenched her fists
in white-faced rage.

“Gawd, how | hate myself!” she said.
“How | hate the selfish little rotter I
was! | know now that my father was
doing everything for me. He was work-
ing that mine because he was trying to
put aside a stake, so that I could have
money. All the money | wanted! He
wanted me to have good clothes, but
he wanted me to get them all at once.
He was planning to send me to Europe.
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And | ran away, and . *. and look what
| did to myself. Look what I did to
my father!”

“What are you going to do now?”
| asked her.

She got slowly to her feet.

“You're Ed Jenkins,” she said.
“You're a slick crook. | was supposed
to get on your tail and keep on your
tail until you are on the spot. |
thought I'd have to keep working for
the gang until | could get something
that would clear my father. But that
seems hopeless. 1'm going to fight. |
can't fight alone. The gang is after
you. I'm going to play ball with you!”

It might or might not have been true.
| didn't get too enthusiastic. It might
have been a damn’ clever build-up.

“Why is the gang after me?” |
asked.”

“Now that prohibition has gone,” she
said, “they’ve switched to dope. There’s
some kind of big deal on in Chinatown.
I don’'t know just what it is. You're
mixed in with Soo Hoo Duck, the real
head of the Chinese tongs, and they've
an idea you might hear about it and
block their deal. Some Chinese told them
that.”

“How did they find out who | was?”

“1 don't know.”

“What do they want with me?”

“They're sticking up the Gamay Jew-
elry Company,” she said. “They want
you for a fall-guy. Your fingerprints
are going to be all over the job. They
figure that will put you out of the way
for the dope deal. 1 don’t know what's
going to happen after that.”

“The man | was talking with was
Oscar Milen?” | asked.
“Yes.”

“He stopped me,” | said, “and told
me that he was a detective; that he had
a job for me; that it was a real, legiti-
mate job; that | was to meet his man
in front of The Yellow Lotus promptly
at nine o'clock. He said he knew all
about me. | didn't know what that
meant.”

“You know what it means now.”
2—Black Mask— September

| stared steadily at her. Her eyes
didn’t flinch. The red spot on her cheek
was turning a purplish hue.

“You have,” | told her, “made a
damn’ good build-up. It's a shame it
isn't going to work.”

With that, I turned on my heel,
walked to the connecting door, banged
it shut and slipped the bolt.

| dropped to my knees and put my
eye up against the peep-hole. | wanted
to see how she was taking it.

She sat there on the bed for a mo-
ment, staring steadily at the door
through which | had vanished. Then
she got to her feet, walked towards the
wall telephone. | heard her pick up
the receiver and give a number in a low,
cautious voice. Then she put her mouth
up dose against the transmitter, and |
couldn’t even hear the mumble of con-
versation. | heard the click of the re-
ceiver when she hung it up. She had
been talking for four or five minutes.

I had done all | could here, had
learned one thing definitely; this gang,
that man who had made the appointment
for me, knew my real identity. There
was no alternative now. | had to keep
that appointment, discover what they
planned with me.

AN FRANCISCO fog
slid silently past the
towers of Chinatown,
dutching with slimy
fingers at the moisture-
beaded cornices, swirl-
ing in vague eddies to
temporary oblivion, only to reappear
again in twisting wraiths.

Here onthe corner was a Chinese
street standselling dried abalones,
salted fish, candied fruit, sugared gin-
ger peel. A drug-store offered dried
lizards, homed toads preserved in wine,
bits of sliced deer horn, the less expen-
sive grades of ginsing.

Neon signs burnt into the night sky
with gaudy brilliance, their colored
lights illuminating the fog which seemed
to cluster directly above them.
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The Yellow Lotus had no electric
sign. It was a resort of Chinese— of
and for Chinese. It catered to no white
trade. The nature of the place could
be told only by the man who knew his
Chinese and his Chinatown. A door-
way with Chinese characters scrawled
on it, opened upon one of the less
popular side streets where darkness
seemed to stick to the doorways like
soot to the inside of a stove pipe.

The hour was nine o’clock.

I looked up and down the street and
saw no one, yet | had the feeling that |
was being observed.

| listened to the sound of my steps
echoing mournfully against the dark
fronts of the buildings which seemed so
deserted— buildings which I knew could
tell many weird and bizarre tales if they
could only talk.

I heard other steps, a peculiar slap
,..Clump .. .slap ... clump . ..
slap . . . clump. The sounds were not
loud, but there was little noise in that
dark street.

I heard another vague sound behind
me, and turned.

A broad-shouldered man, walking al-
most noiselessly upon rubber-heeled
shoes, was moving swiftly along the
sidewalk, coming towards me. He had
slipped silently out of a doorway.

| felt that | could recognize that cat-
like tread anywhere. The man was big-
boned, heavily fleshed, and yet light on
his feet. He walked with the tread of
a professional pugilist—a man who has
strengthened his legs by hours of rope
skipping, by miles of road work.

It was the man | had seen in Bernice
Harris’ room— Sam Reece.

I turned to listen to those other
sounds— that peculiar slap— clump. They
were coming from a wooden passageway
between two buildings—a passageway
which was masked by a door, so that it
appeared to an observer on the street as
just another entrance.

| stopped, swung so that my back was
towards the street.

The broad-shouldered man veered

towards me. His right hand slipped
suggestively to his coat pocket.

“Hello,” he said.

“Hello,” | answered.

“In about ten seconds,” he told me,
“there’'s going to be a machine swing
around the comer and pull in close to
the curb. When it comes to a stop, you
get in it, see?”

There was no further need for dis-
guise. | saw no reason to simulate the
whining voice of a street beggar.

“Just why,” | asked him coldly,
“should | get into the machine?”

“Because,” he said, “you’re going to
get your hide pumped full of lead if
you don’'t.”

I hoped the man would come closer.
A gun isn't such a deadly weapon as
most people think, if the man at whom
the gun is pointed gets to close enough
quarters, is quick enough with his hands,
and knows what to do.

Sam Reece didn't come close, he
stood about six feet away. Six feet
was too far for what | had in mind.

Headlights danced along the street
above.

The door which concealed the pas-
sageway banged open. A heavy-set
Chinese clumped into view.

For a moment the vague light, dif-
fused through the swirling fog, caught
him. | had a weird impression of a
dead-white eye, of a high forehead, of
thick lips twisted back, of a fleshy face
that was not fat; the face of,a man who
could love and who could hate.

I caught the glitter of light on silk,
saw the long gleam of a polished crutch.
| realized then that the man was one-
eyed and one-legged; a broad shoul-
dered, burly individual, different from
most of the slender Chinese who move
so unobtrusively about through the
shadows. He had banged open the door
with aggressive vigor.

His right hand moved. Lights from
a distant Neon sign slithered along the
polished steel of a knife, reflecting as
redly as though the metal had been
stained with blood.
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Reece, whose hand was in his right
coat pocket, gave a rasping ejaculation,
whirled from the hips. | saw his right
shoulder brace itself against recoil.

The Chinese said nothing. His face
twisted somewhat into a set expression
of grim hatred, and, in that tense mo-
ment, | saw the peculiar manner in
which he was holding the knife. He
had wrapped two fingers of his right
hand about the long steel just where
the blade joined the handle. His thumb
was on the other side. His other two
fingers seemed to guide the point with
a caressing gesture. The whole touch
was indescribably delicate.

The hand and arm flicked into per-
fectly coordinated motion. The red
Neon sign glittered in swift reflection as
the blade started on its way.

Flame spurted from the right-hand
pocket of the coat which covered the
broad shoulders of Sam Reece.

It seemed incredible that a knife could
travel so fast, yet | feel certain the
haft was protruding on one side of the
throat, about two inches of the steel
point out back of the neck, when the
gun roared.

Doubtless, if Sam Reece had fired at
me, the bullet would have sped through
to its mark.

His bullet didn't strike the Chinese.

It is one thing to shoot at an unarmed
man, one thing to shoot at an animated
target— quite another thing to shoot at
a man who flits knives with the casual
ease of a stage magician flipping cards
from a deck.

The haft of the knife was pressed so
tightly against the skin that the spurt-
ing blood from the severed jugular vein
sprayed out like water from a garden
hose. =~ Sam Reece staggered, groped
with his left hand at the foggy darkness
as though trying to find something to
give him support. Twice more flame
spurted from the right pocket of his
coat. The bullets were wild.

The thick-set, one-legged Chinese
seemed to ignore my presence. His one
eye fastened itself upon the dying man.

The red Neon light struck against the
white emptiness of the bad eye, and
gave it a peculiar bloody tinge.

He bowed and mouthed a phrase in
Cantonese.

| didn't get it all, but | got the last
two words. They were Tien Sheuh,
the last word muttered explosively,
sounding as though he had started to
shout “sugar” and then had violently
arrested his voice at the end of the first
syllable.

The headlights which had been danc-
ing along the upper street crawled
around the building as the automobile
slowed and began to turn the corner.

The big Chinese jerked open the
door, made a pivoting turn on his
crutch, hurtled into the darkness of that
passageway as though he had been a
pole vaulter springing over the cross
bar and into a sawdust pit.

Sam Reece had fallen heavily to the
sidewalk. Blood pumped from his arter-
ies, hit the cement and made a spread-
ing pool.

There was but one thing for me to
do, and only one thing. 1 did it. |
slipped through the doorway after the
one-legged Chinese.

The door was controlled by a pow-
erful spring. It slammed shut behind
me. The darkness of the passageway
closed me in. | listened to hear the

peculiar slap . . . clump .. .slap . . .
clump . . .slap . .. clump of the one-
legged man. | heard nothing, not even

the sound of breathing.

From the street behind me came
abruptly the scream of brakes, the sud-
den shout of a man’s voice, the banging
of an automobile door, then the roar of
an accelerating motor, and the sound of
a departing car.

Sam Reece had had an appointment
with Ed Jenkins. Sam Reece was

dead, a knife protruding from his
throat. | knew what the gangsters
thought. | knew what the police would

think— one more murder that would be
chalked up against the account of The
Phantom Crook.
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And what of this man who had
thrown the knife? Well as | knew my
Chinatown, | had never seen him be-
fore. Yet he was a compelling figure.
Once seen, he would never be forgotten
—this man who had called himself T'ien
Sheuh.

T’ien Sheuh, literally translated,
means “The Rat of Heaven.” It is a
term of respect which the Chinese use
in describing the bat—an animal which
slips silently about through the darkness
of the night, making no sound, exter-
minating insects.

I had reason to think of the peculiar
significance of that name as | stood in
the dark passageway, certain that the
one-legged Chinese, moving as he must,
with one foot and a crutch, could not
move without banging heavily upon the
boards.

Yet he had flitted away into the dark-
ness, with no sound that I, almost upon
him, could hear.

I took a pocket flashlight from my
coat. The beam showed the passage-
way. It was empty.

TANDING there in the
dark passageway, |
could feel perspiration
o0ozing from my skin.
Ahead of me lay
darkness and | knew
not what— The mys-
teries of a strange house in Chinatown.
Back of me lay the sidewalk, with the
dead body of a man who had come to
keep an appointment with me.

The gangsters had speeded their car
into motion and ducked for safety when
they realized what had happened. But
it wouldn't be long before some passing
pedestrian would sound the alarm and
the police cars would be rushing to the
scene.

Was all this part of the build-up?
Was all this a part of the scheme of
things? Was it intended that | should
walk into the trap in just that manner?
That the one-legged, one-eyed Chinese
should throw his knife with such deadly

accuracy? And, was it possible that
the girl was ready to testify Sam Reece
had gone to keep an appointment with
me?

Evidently the sound of the shots had
been taken for the backfiring of a car
coming down the steep hill. Standing
close to the door, my ears strained, |
could hear no sound of commotion from
the sidewalk.

I used my flashlight once more. There
was no sign of human habitation in the
corridor. It was a long, narrow pas-
sageway flanked on either side with
the walls of buildings. There were cob-
webs festooning the sides. All about it
was an air of dry mustiness which
seemed to indicate that the passage was
but little used.

In my line of work a person must
reach quick decisions. Frequently those
decisions are wrong. When they're
wrong, it's necessary to reach other
quick decisions to rectify the initial mis-
take. There’s no time to stop and
turn things over in one's mind in
order to get the very best possible
solution.

I reached a quick decision and put it
into immediate execution.

| jerked open the door, propped it
open with a piece of loose board. |
stepped out to the sidewalk and grabbed
the dead body of Sam Reece by the
shoulders. | dragged him into the
passageway: There was a pool of blood
left behind and a long, red tell-tale
smear pointing towards the passageway
where 1I'd taken the body, but I couldn’t
help that. That was one of the chances
| had to take. A passing pedestrian
would be much less inclined to notice
a red stain on the sidewalk than a body
slumped on the cold cement.

It was a side street, damp, dark and
clammy. Occasionally Chinese custom-
ers came to The Yellow Lotus, but, for
the most part, those customers had
come, partaken of their evening meal,
and gone. Later on, perhaps, there
would be a few old cronies drop in to
discuss philosophy over a cup of tea.
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Right at present it was a slack time, and
the street was deserted.

| kicked out the board from under
the swinging door. The door banged
shut. | walked rapidly around the cor-
ner, found a telephone, and called Soo
Hoo Duck's private number.

Soo Hoo Duck was the uncrowned
king of Chinatown. Ngat T'oy was his
daughter, a highly Americanized prod-
uct of the Western universities, yet,
nevertheless, pure Chinese.

It was Ngat T'oy who answered the
telephone.

I gave her the address from which I
was talking.

“Can you get in your car and bust
all speed limits getting here?”

“Will five minutes be soon enough?”
she asked.

“Can you make it four?” | inquired.

“1'll try it,” she said, and | heard the
receiver slam up at the other end of
the telephone.

She made it in three minutes and
forty seconds—a trim little figure clad
in modish clothes that showed off her
form. Her eyes were dancing, spark-
ling and mischievous. Smiles quivered
about her lips. She was all alert vi-
vacity—all frivolity.

She knew my real identity. She
had seen me in various disguises. She
came to me at once without hesita-
tion.

“Something bad?”
smiled.

“Pretty bad,” | told her.

“What can | do?”

“We both know,” | said, “how little
the Chinese like to have murders com-
mitted in Chinatown.”

“What do you mean, Ed?”

“1 mean that there are bloodstains
on the sidewalk around the corner. It
may be well to have those bloodstains
removed.”

The smile faded from her lips as
though it had been wiped from her face
with some invisible towel. Her eyes
became lacquer-black, utterly without
expression.

she asked, and

“This is around the corner?” she
asked.

“Yes.”

I'd telephoned from a Chinese book
store. | could see that the proprietor
knew 'Ngat T'oy. In fact, everyone in
Chinatown knew her. Their manner
towards her was that of beaming pride,
mingled with reverential deference. As
long as | had known the Chinese, | had
never really discovered what connec-
tion Soo Hoo Duck and Ngat T'oy had
to Chinatown.

It had been said that Soo Hoo Duck
was the head of the Chinese tongs. Yet
the Chinese tongs did not cooperate, and
there were times when their interests

were distinctly adverse, one to the

other. But Soo Hoo Duck and his
daughter held virtually undisputed
sway.

Tourists in the quarter would see a
wrinkled old man with bright eyes, his
age apparently so great that the young
woman at his side might have been his
grand-daughter rather than his daugh-
ter. They would have seen Ngat T’oy,
happy, carefree, alert and vivacious,
very apparently a Chinese character
emerging from the cocoon of Oriental
impassivity into a gaudy-colored Occi-
dental butterfly.

To have told the average tourist who
passed the pair on the street that these
two ruled Chinatown with an iron hand
would have provoked a patronizing
smile. ,

Nevertheless, such was the case.

Ngat T'oy opened her mouth, and
Cantonese sentences spilled forth. The
Chinese proprietor of the book store
exploded into voluble action. Half a
dozen men appeared almost as by magic.
There were quick, shuffling steps. Men
pushed their way out through the doors
into the fog-filled night, and | knew
each one had been carefully instructed
in just what his mission would be.

Two of the men sauntered to opposite
corners, shuffled aimlessly about. No
one would have suspected them of being
lookouts.
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Other men slid into the foggy dark-
ness.

The fog had settled now, until it was
thick. The pavement was moist and
slimy. But few people were abroad,
even on the main streets.

I heard the slosh of water on cement.

Ngat T’oy led the way towards the
back of the store.

“Tell me about it,” she said.

“1 think,” | told her, “1I'm being put
on the spot. | think it was intended
that | should either be framed with
murder, or that | should be taken for a
ride, and somewhere Chinatown is
mixed up in it. Tell me, do you know a
heavy-set Chinese who walks with a
crutch, and has only one eye?”

She looked at me expressionlessly,
then shook her head with grave nega-
tion.

“No,” she said, “1 know no one who
is like that. Moreover, if there was a
man of that description here in San
Francisco, | would know of it.”

| nodded.

“It is probable,” | said, “that he came
recently from China. He was possi-
bly sneaked in in a shipment that con-
tained dope. What his game is, | don't
know.”

“Why ?” she wanted to know.

“He just killed a man,” | told her,
“and . .. "

I was interrupted by a shrill, mon-
key-like scream, the sound of pattering
feet. A young Chinese lad came to a
stop before Ngat T'oy and started spill-
ing words about a dead man in the pas-
sageway.

Ngat T'oy turned inquiring eyes to
me.

“Ask him,” 1 said, “if the stains
on the sidewalk are all washed away.”

His eyes regarded me with suspicion,
but he slowly nodded his head and said,
in English, “The stains are all gone.”

“1 want silk,” 1 told Ngat T’oy,
“some kind of heavy silk cloth that's
got a lot of red in it. Can you get it?’

She didn’'t answer the question di-
rectly, but clapped her hands. A man

sprang to do her bidding. She trans-
mitted the order to him.

I turned to the wide-eyed Chinese
lad.

“And you,” | said, “are going to help
me roll up that body and put it on the
running-board of Ngat T'oy’s machine.”

He answered me in Chinese, mouth-
ing a proverb in a low voice; and added,
to Ngat T'oy:

“The police of the White Ghosts wiil
be angry with me if | do this thing.”

She answered him with terse, cutting
words:

“ My father,” she said, “will be angry
if you do not do it.”

For a moment their eyes locked, then
the young Chinese turned without a
word and shuffled away.

“Where's he going?” | asked appre-
hensively.'

“He is going to roll the body in silk,
as you requested.”

“Okey,” | told her, “let's go.” As
we went out | said:

“1 want you to get me a live chicken,
wait exactly fifteen minutes, ring
up the police and report your car
as having been stolen. That will put
you in the clear, in the event the police
should catch me in the car. But after
I've left that body where | want to leave
it, I'll run the car down pretty well
towards the waterfront and leave it.
One of the cruising cars will pick it up
some time along in the morning."

“What are you going to do, Ed?” she
asked.

| faced her lacquer-like eyes.

“Plenty,” | told her. “The gang, of
which the murdered man was a mem-
ber, planned to frame me for a crime.
I'm going to undo that frame, let it
work back on them through this man
who can be identified.”

“Is it dangerous?”

“Yes.”

“Can my father send men to help
you?”

| shook my head at her, saw the trou-
bled look come over her face, and
grinned.
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"Forget it,” | told her. “lI've got to
do it alone. Any other would spoil it
And get that chicken.”

Her face was a mask of Oriental
calm. Her eyes stared steadily at mine
without the faintest flicker of expres-
sion. All of the glitter seemed to be on
the surface. It was impossible to read
what was underneath.

“1 go,” she said, “to get the chicken,”
and the words were spoken in Chinese.

Abruptly she turned and moved
swiftly away.

I lighted a cigarette and waited.

SLID the car with
its gruesome burden
into the dark shadows
of a particular alley,
and thanked my lucky
stars that the night
was so foggy. Thick
fog had settled down like a gray
blanket, enveloping the streets with a
white mystery, muffling the sounds of
night life on pavement.

Ten feet above the stones of the alley
was a large circular grille. During the
daytime, high-pitched humming sounds
came from behind this grille. Now it
was silent. | had “spotted” this grille
some time before. It was the opening
back of a ventilator fan, and the ven-
tilator fan was part of a system by
which the Gamay Jewelry Company
ventilated its sumptuous showrooms.

| adjusted my thin gloves, climbed
to the top of Ngat T'oy’s little coupe,
and set to work on the grille. It was
built for ornament rather than strength,
and | didn't have much trouble lifting
it out, and setting it softly on the pave-
ment. There was hardly room for a
man to squeeze between the blades of
the fan, but | bent the blades back and
crawled along the narrow metal-lined
tunnel; the metal creaking and snapping
beneath my knees, but holding my
weight.

There was another grille on the in-
side, and through it | could see the
vault room of the jewelry company.

I waited for the watchman. As |
waited, | took a small glass phial from
my pocket, also a section | had cut from
an automobile tube. 1 cut the section
of inner tube, tied one end to one side
of an opening in the grille, the other end
to the other. By putting the little glass
phial in the center of the rubber, | im-
provised myself a powerful little sling
shot.

I waited five minutes. The watchman
showed up on the opposite side of the
room. He was yawning with boredom.
| nestled the glass phial into the center
of the rubber and pulled well back, tak-
ing careful aim.

The watchman turned his key in one
of the boxes.

| let go the rubber. The phial whizzed
across the room, struck the wall not
more than three feet from the watch-
man'’s head. | heard the crash of glass,
saw the expression of startled surprise
come over the features of the watchman
as he turned to stare about him in in-
credulous consternation.

I saw his hand raise to his eyes, saw
him swipe the back of his hand across
his forehead, then saw him start grop-
ing his way along the wall.

I braced myself and kicked against
the circular grille-work. It came out
and clattered to the floor below.

“Get your hands up,” | told him,
gruffly. “You're covered by a dozen
men.”

The tear gas had blinded his eyes.
He turned towards the sound of my
voice. Tears were streaming down his
cheeks. His face was white and fright-
ened. He raised his hands.

I slid down the face of the wall,
hanging with my hands until | was
within three or four feet from the floor,
and then dropping.

“Walk this way,”
them up.”

The watchman was blinded by gas,
staggering about with knees that buckled
in fright. | herded him into another
room, tied his hands behind his back,
took his keys, opened the door which

| said, “and keep
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led to the alley and carried the body of
Sam Reece into the vault room, putting
it on the floor without sound.

Then | stepped into the room where
I'd left the watchman and started a
conversation, as if with an accomplice,
using a rather shrill, high-pitched voice
for one, alternated with a gruff, gut-
tural voice that spoke in a hoarse, half-
whisper for the assumed other robber.

The show in my two-character part
that | put on for that blinded, helpless
watchman, in the next few minutes,
would have done credit to the quick
change artists in the old vaudeville
stunts, or for a comic strip, if it hadn't
been so deadly serious to me. | had to
provide evidence to which he would
later swear, evidence that could reach
him only by his ears and that would be
logical and convincing with the facts
of robbery and a murdered body to be
discovered later.

| started an argument between my
two assumed characters, moving my po-
sition slightly each time | made a change
in tone. | announced in my high, thin
voice that | would go upstairs and crack
the safe, as the vault was too difficult,
and for my assumed companion to wait
and watch out for things. | made noise
going up, and came back immediately,
on silent, stockinged feet, to growl a
gruff comment of double-cross sus-
picion and wish to see what the man
upstairs was doing.

With my shoes on, | ascended the
stairs a second time noisily.

From the top | looked at the watch-
man. He was too frightened to try to
turn in any alarms. He was sitting
huddled in a corner, his hands tied be-
hind his back, his knees up under his
chin, his eyes streaming tears. It would
be an hour before he could see any-
thing.

I went to work on the safe in the up-
per office and got it open. There wasn't
a great deal of stuff in there, about a
thousand dollars in currency, and some
rather distinctive unset stones.

However, it was all | needed; | didn't
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want to let it appear that the robbers
had made too good a haul. | left the
safe door open.

I came back down the stairs, shuffling
my feet on the treads and starting an
argument in my change of voices. Gruff
voice accused high voice of having
opened and looted the safe upstairs.
High voice denied it, said it was hard
to crack; it would be better to tackle the
vault. This went on until | was near
the watchman, writhing with the pain in
temporarily sightless eyes.

Then, high-pitched, | said:

“Wait. | wantta get some dope from
this guy.”

| walked over to the watchman. He
shuddered and cowered away from me.
I rolled him over with ungentle hands,
pulled a .38 Smith and Wesson Special
from a holster in the vicinity of his hip
pocket.

| put in a little time looking over the
knots in the rope with which I tied him.
While | worked, | talked.

“Listen,” | told him, “that vault is a
tough one, but my pardner and | can
get it open. What time are you sup-
posed to punch your control boxes?”

“1 punched one of them,”" he said,
“just before you came in. The other
one | punch at quarter past and . . . "

He suddenly realized that he was giv-
ing valuable information, and became
quiet.

“Quarter past,” | said. “My Gawd,
it's that now! Whereas the box? Il
punch it now.”

He clamped his jaw tight:

“Go to hell!” he said.

“You can either tell me where that
box is,” | shrilled at him in a voice that
| strove to make quavering with ex-
citement, “or I'll give you the works
right here! You feel this knife?”

| opened my pen knife, let the point
press against his throat.

“That knife,” | told him, “has got a
blade eleven inches long. [I'll drive it
through your throat and pin you to
the wall.”

His face was white, the lips were
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blue, the eyes, with the funny look about
their pupils that comes to eyes that have
been gassed, streamed tears down his
cheeks.

“Go to hell' he said, and braced
himself for the thrust of the knife.

I quietly stepped back a foot or two
and said, in the hoarse voice 1'd as-
sumed for the man who was supposed
to be acting as my accomplice, “You
damn’ liar, quit yer foolin’ with
that guy. You got that box open and
got the stuff out of it. You're holding
out on me.”

| whirled and screamed in the falsetto,
“You damn’ lug. | told you | didn't.”

“The hell with that line!” 1 said,
making my voice gruff again, but rais-
ing it above the whisper. “Kick through
with my share of the swag you got from
the safe upstairs, or I'll . ..~

I made noises with my feet.

“Keep back,” I yelled. “Keep back,
damn you, or I'll cut your heart out!”

I jumped, came down on the floor
with heavy feet, lunged, grunted, gave
a half-scream, and then said in the
shrill, falsetto voice, “Damn you! You
asked for it, you double-crossing spy.
You've got it now, right through the
neck.”

I stumbled around moaning and
groaning, ran with staggering steps
from the room. Then | let myself fall
to the floor with a heavy thump.

I got the live chicken from the auto-
mobile, its wings tied so that it could
make no move. | clamped a hand about
its neck and shut off its wind, carried
it with noiseless steps, into the vault
room and made a quick, clean cut with
my knife. Blood started to spurt. |
held the bleeding body over Sam Reece’s
body, then let blood drop in a trail to the
adjoining room where the watchman
sat blinded and in white-faced horror.

“You going to tell me what box to
plug in?” | asked him, in the high-
pitched tone.

Twice | saw his lips move as he tried
to speak. He was too frightened to
say anything. He thought the end had

come. But he did manage to roll his
head from side to side in mute nega-
tion.

| slipped out of the side door, got in
the coupe and moved into the foggy
darkness.

So far my plans had carried. The
trap was laid for Oscar Milen’s gang.
It was almost certain that when the
police identified Sam Reece and heard
the watchman’s story, they would pick
up some of the men known to be work-
ing with him. They might not, and
probably would not, get Milen, the big
shot, and | couldn’'t wait.

| left the roadster in a deserted place
near the waterfront, wrapped the fowl
and a loose cobblestone in the red silk
cloth and threw them into the water.

Then | went to a phone and called
So00 Hoo Duck, whose word in China-
town was law. | told him of the ru-
mor that Milen was engineering a big
dope deal and said that I wanted to get
in touch with a man who could lead me
to someone who might be dealing with
him.

Soo Hoo Duck gave me an address
and a name—Goto Chek N'Gow. He
said:

“He will be told of your coming; for
much danger surrounds him. Except
for both eyes and both legs, he looks
not unlike the one whose description
you gave to Ngat T'oy.”

Ow ,CHEK N'-
GOW” was a nick-
name, and signified
“Nine Oxen,” and he
was so called because
he was reputed to
have the strength of
nine of the huge oxen that are used for
burden bearing in China.

Most of the Chinese who come to
this country are the small-boned, wiry
individuals who hail from the south
of China. But there is a breed in the
north of China that travels but little;
that is heavily muscled, big-boned, tall
and dignified.
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Gow Chek N'gow had come from
the north of China, but he had learned
the southern dialect, until he could pass
for a native of Canton, or of the Say
Yup district, where a harsher modi-
fication of the Cantonese dialect is
spoken.

I conversed in Cantonese with Gow
Chek N’'gow because | was more fa-
miliar with it than he was with English.

“Is it possible,” | asked, “that a Rat
of Heaven could be a brother of Nine
Oxen?”

His face stared at me with expres-
sionless scrutiny.

“My ears,” he said, “have heard
words that my brain cannot understand.
Speak more clearly that my own mind
may have the bright flash of under-
standing.”

I have always liked that word for
understanding used by the Chinese
“meng bat,” which means “a bright
flash.”

This is, perhaps, as typical of the
process of understanding as anything
I know of.

“There is,” | said, “one who de-
scribes himself as T’'ien Sheuh, a man
of one leg and one eye, who is very
expert in throwing a knife. He is a big
man, broad of shoulder and heavy of
bone. Because he is so big and strong
I thought perhaps he was your brother.”

We were talking in Gow Chek
N’'goufs room. The outside was dingy
and dirty. The windows were grimy,
but the interior was finished with the

lavish hand of luxury. There were
thick carpets, expensive tapestries,
carved Chinese marble; and a small

teakwood shrine, containing a painting
ot Gow Chek N’govrfs paternal ancestor,
held offerings of bits of choice Chinese
food served in bowls of delicate China-
ware. On either side of the food of-
ferings were ornate incense burners
from which smoke curled lazily upward
in twin streams, to blend together in a
filmy halo about the top of the picture.

On a table before me was a pot of
tea. One of the tiny Chinese bowls

nestled in a circular saucer, with a hole
cut in the center to hold the bowl
steady. To my right was a plate of
dried melon seeds, and on the left was
a small dish of dried ginger, candied
watermelon peel.

“l have heard of this one,” Gow
Chek N'gow said. “He has come to Tai
Fow from no one knows where.”

It is difficult for the Chinese to say
“San Francisco.” For that reason, they
invariably refer to the city merely as
“Tai Fow,” which means “The large
city.”

| stared thoughtfully into my tea
cup. “How long has he been here?”

“No one knows.”

“He has some definite purpose to
fulfill?”

“As to that | cannot say.”

“How does he keep out of sight?”

Gow Chek N’'Gent/s voice was cau-
tious, and | could tell that he was fear-
ful lest he should give information
which might later turn out to be inac-
curate.

“l1 do not know,” he said. “But this
much | do know: The man has friends
in Chinatown, and they are powerful
friends. He seems to know all that
goes on, yet he is never seen. He is
hiding somewhere in one of the secret
rooms of the tongs. There are those
who bring him food and bring him in-
formation. He comes forth at times
for the purpose of doing that which
he desires done. He calls himself ‘The
Rat of Heaven, and, as you know, with
the Chinese, The Rat of Heaven is en-
titled to much respect. The bat is a
silent animal that flies without noise
through the darkness.”

| nodded thoughtfully.

“And you, First Born,” went on Gow
Chek N’gow, “know of this one. You
have information which but few of the
Chinese possess. Could you enlighten
my mind as to the means by which you
secured this information?”

“1 saw the man,” | said. “I saw him
for a moment, and that was all.”

Gow Chek N’'gow’s voice was bland.
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“By any chance,” he asked, “did you
see a knife at the time you saw this
Rat of Heaven?”

I answered him after the Chinese
fashion, using a language which con-
tains no word for “yes”:

“1 saw a knife,” | said.

There was a moment of silence. |
munched a melon seed. Gow Chek
N’gow sipped tea.

After a moment | went on:

“l1 search,” | said, “for men who
have tried to make trouble for me. These
men are connected with the opium
business. | think they are new to Tai
Fow; that they have, therefore, tried
to get business away from those who
already have the business.”

Gow Chek N’gow’s eyes showed the
=faintest suggestion of a twinkle.

“But there is no opium business in
Chinatown.”

“My nostrils,” | told him, “have
smelled the peculiar sweetish smell of
opium smoke.”

Gow Chek N’gow ceased his Oriental
indirection.

“You wish,” he said, “to find the men
who are making trouble in the opium
world?”

“1 wish to find them.”

His eyes surveyed my shabby clothes
approvingly.

“My countrymen,” he said, “are sus-
picious of those whom they term the
Bak Gwiee Loe unless they seem those
who wish to woo the smoke of the
poppy.”

“1 will go then,” 1| told him, “as one
who wishes to woo the smoke of the
poppy.”

“1t is well,” he said.

He pushed the tea cup slightly back,
waited for me to arise.

| got to my feet and crossed the room
towards the door.

Gow Chek N’'gow turned out all
the lights, save a small one which
burned perpetually over the shrine
where the spirits of his ancestors were
worshiped. My last glimpse of the room
showed the smoke seeping upward over

the picture of his paternal ancestor.
Then 1| turned from the room. The
door closed behind me. At once I found
myself in a narrow passageway, grimy
and dirty, the building shabby and ill-
kept, the hallways filled with the pecu-
liar odor which is indicative of crowded
human occupancy. All about me were
the sounds and smells of Chinatown.

Our feet pounded down the creaking
boards of the uncarpeted corridor.

Gow Chek N’'gow led the way—
down a flight of stairs, across a strip
of fog-filled street, along a narrow side-
walk, pausing before a door, entering a
room filled with tobacco smoke, where
half a dozen Chinese were playing Hie
Goot Pie at a table.

The room was a narrow storeroom,
and experience had taught me that this
narrow storeroom furnished merely an
air of respectability to the front of a
building which contained many diversi-
fied forms of nocturnal activity in the
rear.

I had my shoulders hunched forward,
my eyes downcast, my fingers twitch-
ing, my head jerking. Beady eyes
stared at me in uncordial appraisal. Gow
Chek N’'gow vouchsafed but few words,
a word of swift greeting, a statement
that | was a friend of his. Then he
moved towards the green curtained
doorway in the rear of the small store-
room.

There was a passage back of the
green curtain. At the, end of the pas-
sage a man sat indolently on a stool.
He might have been merely lounging
there, passing away the time. | knew
him, however, for what he was— watch-
man for some of the illegal activities that
went on behind the closed doors at the
rear of the passageway.

The glittering, black eyes of the guard
slithered from Gow Chek N’'gow’s
countenance to my own.

Gow Chek N’'gow said something to
him that | didn't catch. The guard
stood to one side, pulled a string that
was cunningly concealed beneath a piece
of matting that hung from one side of
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the passageway. A spring lock clicked
somewhere. A door slid smoothly open.
What had seemed to be part of the
tongue and groove walls of the passage
became an opening.

I followed Gow Chek N’'gow through
the door, down a flight of stairs, along a
cement passageway, until we came to
an iron door. The door opened. We
climbed many stairs to another door.

A bell rang.

After a moment the door opened. |
could see no one, nor could | see by
what mechanism the door had been
opened. We crossed to another door.
That too opened. The smell of opium
smoke assailed my nostrils.

A small Cantonese with cunning eyes
and shriveled countenance sat behind
a little table working an abacus with
deft fingers. In front of him was a
Chinese account book, a camel's-hair
brush, and a box containing mak bit
suey.

Gow Chek N’gow motioned me to
wait. He moved over to the man who
sat behind the desk and talked with him
in low-voiced Cantonese.

The man behind the desk ceased
working the abacus. He became, appar-
ently, much excited. He waved his
hands in quick, nervous gestures, talked
volubly. | caught phrases— he knew of
no one who dealt in opium with the
white men; but he had heard of white
men who were trying to make trouble
for the regular dealers.

Gow Chek N’'gow watched him
calmly. After a while he interrupted
with a few more low-voiced comments.

The excitement of the man back of
the desk seemed to subside slightly. He
glanced across at me, and | thought |
could see a quick flash of shrewd cun-
ning in his eyes.

I tried to look indifferent, staring
down the long line of bunks, on many
of which lay sleepers, either dead to
the world, or lying in a quiescent stupor,
their nerves dulled by an overdose of
the drug. Here and there, little flick-
ering lights from peanut oil lamps shone
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redly through the smoke-filled dark-
ness. A slave girl, attired in silk trous-
ers and embroidered coat, slipped along
the aisle, carrying an opium pipe on a
tray, and half a dozen t'oys, as the
small Chinese opium portions are desig-
nated.

The man behind the desk stood up.
Gow Chek N'gow performed the intro-
duction with a single word: “Ah
Wong,” he said.

I nodded to Ah Wong. Once more,
Gow Chek N’'gow vouched for me as
a friend:

Ngoh hoh pang yeu,” he said.

I could see that Ah Wong was ex-
cited. He shuffled down a long, dark
corridor, illuminated here and there
with peanut oil lamps. From the dark-
ness came that peculiar deep gurgling
sound which marks the inhalation of a
pill of opium that has been properly
cooked and is held over the flame of a
peanut oil lamp, causing it to bubble
and sputter.

Gow Chek N’'gow spoke to me in low-
voiced English: “One piecee white wo-
man sell opium,” he said. “She make
much trouble. Other people make much
trouble this woman. You come, you
talk. Maybe she what you want.”

Ah Wong led the way to a door. He
tried the knob. It turned, but the door
didn't open. He tapped with his
knuckles, then scratched lightly with his
long fingernails.

WOMAN'S voice
said: “Who'’s there ?”

Ah Wong an-

swered in a shrill,
high - pitched voice:
“Ah Wong.”

There was the
sound of a bolt clicking back. The door
opened. Ah Wong stood to one side
and motioned to me. Gow Chek N’'gow
stepped to the other side and stood,
watching.

| entered the room. A white woman
was sitting on a couch. She looked up
at me with sudden apprehension in her
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eyes and said: “What the hell do you
want ?”

She was about twenty-six, with in-
tense black eyes, hair that was plastered
down on either side of her forehead, a
pale face which she had made no effort
to color, and vividly crimsoned lips.

I pushed on into the room. Ah Wong
and Gow Chek N’'gow came in behind
me.

I saw her look sneeringly at my
clothes, then her eyes came to my face,
and | saw quick interest in them. | felt
certain that it couldn't be recogni-
tion.

“I'm interested in dope,” | told her.

“Hell!” she said slowly, “we all are.
Dope means money, and we're interested
in money, aren’'t we?”

The room was fixed up as a private
opium room. There was an opium
couch, but it was equipped for an ex-
clusive white trade. There was a mat-
tress on it and a pillow which was not
too soiled. A peanut oil lamp flick-
ered on the stand by the side of the bed.
and there was a long opium pipe with a
large can of opium near the lamp. The
dead-white color of the woman’s skin,
the peculiar look of her eyes, convinced
me that she was more or less under the
influence of the drug.

I doubted very much that Ah Wong
knew too much about what | wanted
or could give me too much information.
He had furnished me with a contact;
| decided to find out for myself just
what that contact could do for me.

“Know a man by the name of Oscar
Milen?” | asked.

Her face seemed to stiffen.

“ Asking questions, or just being so-
ciable?” she inquired.

“Both,” | told her.

“Look in the back of the book, then,
and find the answers.”

“Oscar Milen,” | told her, watching
her narrowly, “stuck up the Gamay
Jewelry Company about an hour ago.
He got away with a little swag, and had
to bump a guy in doing it. | could help
him, and in return he might let me in on

that big deal he is swinging. | want
to talk with him.”

“Who's Oscar Milen?” she asked.

| stared steadily into the somewhat
dazed-looking eyes.

“You know the ropes,” | said. “You
know Oscar Milen. | want to get in
touch with him.”

She started fumbling under the pil-
low.

“Big boy,” she said slowly, “I1've got
something to show you.”

There are times in my life when |
make bad mistakes. This was one of
them. | had paid altogether too much
attention to the comments of Ah Wong.
I was banking too heavily on the good
faith of a Chinese whom | had never
seen before.

My eyes were on the hand which
came out from under the pillow. Too
late, | realized what it was she intended
to show me.

It was the business end of an auto-
matic.

| stared at the black hole in the cen-
ter of the ring of. blue steel and said
slowly, “You act impulsively.”

“You're damn’ right |1 do,” she re-
marked. “Ah Wong, in case you don’t
know it, is getting his hop from Oscar
Milen’s gang, and I'm in with the mob.
I'm telling you this because it isn't go-
ing to make any difference. You want
to see Milen and you don’t want to do
him any good. All right, you're going
to see him. Stick your hands behind
your back.”

She nodded to Ah Wong.

“Tie his wrists,” she said. She swung
the pistol a little to cover Gow Chek
N’gow, then back to me. “You keep out
of this,” she told him, “and you won't
get hurt.”

Ah Wong's face was utterly bland
and expressionless. He opened a little
cupboard, took out a very businesslike
looking coil of fish cord.

I hoped she couldn’t shoot straight.
There was no time to waste on her. Ah
Wong had the cord. | wasn't certain
whether he intended to put it around
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my wrists or around my throat. |
didn't intend to wait to find out. It
was an occasion that called for action.

I went over backwards in the chair.
The gun thundered. A bullet crashed
into the wall behind me. | grabbed Ah
Wong’'s legs. He came down to the
floor in a pile. | heard the rat-like squeal
of excitement which came from his lips,
caught the flash of his hand as he
reached for a knife in the front of his
blouse.

My fist connected with his chin. It
jarred him. My knee caught him in the
stomach. | caught his neck in a stran-
gle-hold, and looked up to see what had
happened to the girl with the gun.

Gow Chek N'gow had lived up to his
name. He was supposed to have the
strength of nine oxen. He'd picked the
girl up as casually as though she had
been a feather pillow. He held her un-
der one arm, his right hand clamped
about the wrist that held the gun. His
left hand slowly twisted the gun loose
from her fingers. He dropped it and
kicked it under the bed.

“Ngoh hie m on leong,” he said.

| accepted his apology. | was none
too happy, myself. It looked as though
we had walked into something.

Ah Wong gave a couple of last flut-
tering struggles and lay still. | took
the fish cord, tied his wrists and ankles.

Gow Chek N'gow started to say some-
thing, but he was interrupted by the
words that poured forth from the lips
of the young woman. They were words
that | had heard before. 1 am not
certain that | had heard them in ex-
actly that combination. Her crimson
lips seemed to give fire to them, making
them sear the ear drums.

Gow Chek N’'gow casually swung her
up in the air, over his shoulder, clamped
his hand over her mouth. She tried to
bite it. With complete disregard of all
customs of chivalry, Gow Chek N’'gow
proceeded to throttle her into insensi-
bility. 1 sat on the unconscious form of
Ah Wong and didn’'t interfere. They,
both of them, had it coming.

Gow Chek N'gow tossed her on the
bed, reached for the fish cord. He tied
her up with neatness and precision.

“The Master has orders?” asked
Gow Chek N’'gow.
“1 would like,” 1 told him, “to find

where Ah Wong keeps the supply of
black poppy which he sells to his pa-
trons. It would be some place where the
police would not be likely to look for it
if they should make a hurried raid, and
yet somewhere where Ah Wong could
get to it readily when there is an
opportunity to sell it. That might lead
to the men | want.”

Gow Chek N’'gow nodded slowly.

“There was a string, a very little
string, by the side of the desk,” he said.
“1 noticed itas | entered. My eyes saw,
but did not heed.”

W e carefully closed the door, making
certain that the pair were so bound that
they could not move. The man who had
the strength of nine oxen led the way
back to Ah Wong's desk.

All about us, the opium house slum-
bered in drugged tranquillity. The gun-
shot had not penetrated the heavy walls
of the den. Here and there from the
darkness came the sounds of the feet of
the slave girls dip-slopping about, min-
istering to the wants of the smokers.
Occasionally there would be the sound
of cash making a silvery tinkle.

Gow Chek N’gow moved to the desk,
inspected the little string which hung
from a small hole in a, thin board on
the side.

Carefully, he split that board with
the blade of a heavy knife. He ripped
apart the two pieces, followed the string
down to a trap door in the floor, a trap
door which was cunningly concealed by
the desk itself. Gow Chek N’gow raised
the trap door and disclosed a peculiarly
balanced container held precariously
over a black drop.

Gow Chek N’'gow pointed to the end
of the string. It was tied to a trigger-
like arrangement holding back a power-
ful coiled spring. It was but necessary
to pull the string to release the trigger
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and send the container of opium plung-
ing down into the depths of that black
hole.

Gow Chek N’gow nodded thought-
fully.

“At the end of that passageway,” he
said, “which is, perhaps, three buildings
away and two floors down, there will
be a man waiting always by the base of
that chute. He will receive the opium
and run with it. In that way, no matter
what happens here, the a peck yen will
be saved.”

“1f you could find out where this
passageway ended,” | told him, “and I
could pull the string, you would be in
a position to follow the man who took
the opium. To learn where this man
went with the opium, might be of some
advantage to us.”

His face was without expression, but
I could see that he was concentrating,
despite the unscowling smoothness of
his forehead.

“It would be difficult,” he said. “It
would not be impossible. There is a
store where | have noticed a man who
always sits in one position. | have
wondered about this man before.”

He glanced uneasily around him at
the opium den.

“You could not go to the place where
this man sits,” he said. “If | go to
the place it leaves you alone here with
men who are strange to you and who
do not like the white men to inter-
fere with their rose-colored dreams.
There would, perhaps, be some dan-
ger.”

“It is a danger which one must take,”
I answered.

Gow Chek N'gow turned towards the
door.

“But a few short minutes,” he said,
“and | will return and report to you.
In the meantime, carry on no conversa-
tion with the slave girls. Pretend that
you do not understand Chinese. They
are curious why Ah Wong has not re-
turned.”

He moved swiftly through the door-
way.

STOOD by the desk,
waiting, looking over
the long, dark corri-
dorsbetweentheopium
bunks, watching the
flicker of the peanut
oil lamps, seeing the
vague, grotesque shadows cast by the
sloe-eyed slave girls as they flitted about,
disposing of the sacks of opium which
they had previously purchased from
Ah Wong.

I heard the faint sound of surrepti-
tious conversation in Cantonese from
the far end of the room, words that
were spoken in the artificially trained,
high-pitched voice of a slave girl. There
was the guttural tone of a man’s an-
swer, then the restless stirring of bodies,

I didn't like it. There was something
brewing, a gradual building of tension
which became apparent all through the
opium den.

I could hear the shuffling of feet, the
vague rustling of bodies as they stirred
upon the hard board couches. There
was no more gurgling of the black
opium pills as they sputtered over the
peanut oil lamp.

A strange restlessness, a peculiar
psychic tension gripped the place.

An opium smoker is inclined to get
peculiar ideas. The opium is in the
nature of a hypnotic. ldeas which are
suggested to the smoker strike his mind
with the force of reality. Then there
is no telling exactly what an opium
eater is going to do.

I heard the sound of a man sliding
from a couch to the floor, could hear
his feet stagger for a step or two be-
fore he secured control of his legs.

A slave girl said something to him in
a whining voice. Steps shuffled along
the boards into another dark corner.
There was the sound of throaty Can-
tonese, words that were edged with im-
patience, as though the man was trying
to arouse some particularly sound
sleeper.

The Chinese, as individuals, are non-
aggressive. But let them get touched
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with the smoke of opium and with a
mob psychology, and there is no telling
to what lengths of violence they will go.

| started towards the door which led
to the room where Ah Wong had taken
us.

The dark shadows at the far end of
the corridor seemed to swirl into mo-
tion. | caught the sound of staggering
steps, of grunts, the shrill voice of a
slave girl rising in excitement. Then
half a dozen men came charging for-
ward in a compact shuffling group. A
glint of light played on steel.

I moved hastily across the floor,
jerked open the door, stepped inside,
slammed the door and shot a heavy iron
bolt into place. | noticed, with satis-
faction, that the door was heavy, that
the bolt would hold it except against a
pretty vigorous sort of assault.

| sighed, stepped back, and my foot
seemed to stick to the floor. | put it
down and pulled it up again, then
glanced down to see what had happened.

One glance was sufficient.

I was standing near the edge of a
thick, viscid pool, the nature of which
there was no mistaking.

I looked over at the opium couch
where we had left the woman. It was
empty. There was no sign of the wo-
man, nor, on the other hand, was there
any sign of the cord which had been
used to bind her. Evidently she had
been spirited away bodily.

The form of Ah Wong lay on the
floor. It needed but one glance to tell
what had happened to him.

His head was tilted back. The ex-
pression on his face was one of terror.
His lips had reflexed into a horrible
snarl, disclosing the yellow teeth which
protruded from his mouth. Below his
chin was an area of gaping red horror,
where the neck had pulled back from
the clean cut which had severed his
gullet, cut neatly through his big throat
arteries. It was a neat, workmanlike and
thoroughly efficient job of throat cut-
ting.

From the other side of the door came
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the faint sound of excited voices. Bodies
banged against the door.

| stood staring at the floor, thinking.

It was a question of time only before
that door would open.

These Chinese were not the type who
would appeal to the police. They would,
instead, appeal to the hatchet men of
their tong. There would be no question
in their minds but what | had been the
one who had slit the throat of Ah Wong.
They doubtless figured that Gow Chek
N’'gow had been my accomplice. There
was no time to warn Gow Chek N’'gow,
nor was there any opportunity.

The worst of these tong trials is that
they take place in the absence of the
defendant and there is no opportunity
for the defendant to present his side of
the case. | was trapped by circumstan-
tial evidence.

The men banged at the door, followed
by a moment's lull, while apparently
they debated upon some method of get-
ting the door down.

I glanced around the room.

In the distance | heard a peculiar
slap. . .clump . . .slap. . . clump

. slap. 1 frowned, and tried to re-
member where | had heard that sound
before.

Recollection flooded my mind with an
illuminating flash. The sounds which
I heard were the same as those made
by the one-legged Chinese who had been
so adroit and deadly in the handling of
a knife. /

I cocked my head to one side, the
better to listen, trying to locate just
where the sounds came from.

They seemed to be coming from be-
yond what appeared to be the blank
wall of the room. | ran to the place.
It was tongue and groove. That is the
construction that the Chinese most
strongly favor, since it makes it almost
impossible to penetrate the secret of
hidden doorways, which can be cun-
ningly concealed.

I had no time to waste in looking for
hidden springs. | raised my foot and
crashed it against the thin partition.
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Board splintered and crashed. | saw
the line of the hidden doorway then,
worked my fingers in through the crack,
pulled out boards, wormed through the
hole and found myself in a dark pas-
sageway.

Ahead of me | could hear the pecu-
liar slap . . clump . . slap .
clump.

I put my head down and ran, heed-
less of pitfalls which might lie ahead.

I rounded a corner in the passage-
way, got a glimpse of light at the far
end of the passage. The illumination
was sufficient to show the form of the
broad-shouldered, one-legged Chinese
hobbling along on a crutch. Over his
right shoulder was thrown what ap-
peared to be a shapeless bundle, but
what | knew to be the body of the wo-
man who had been tied on the opium
couch.

I called to him.

The figure didn’t even turn.

One moment | saw it silhouetted
against the illumination at the far end
of the passageway, then it slumped side-
wise, hesitated for a moment and dis-
appeared.

I figured that the fingers of the one-
legged Chinese had found a secret
spring that manipulated a concealed
door.

I ran towards the place, rapidly.

Of a sudden, my feet pounded down,
not upon the floor, but upon empty at-
mosphere. | felt myself hurtling down-
ward. Air whizzed past my ears. My
head struck a glancing blow against the
side of a chute. Then | went down like
a ton of coal being dropped into a
basement.

| felt that the chute down which I
was speeding was smooth, worn either
by the passage of bodies, or cunningly
constructed and polished. | was glad
that this was so.

The chute went on a sharp slope for
perhaps thirty or forty feet, then
straightened out into a more gentle in-
cline. It was pitch dark. | tried to claw
with my hands and exert sufficient pres-
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sure on the sides to arrest my progress.
But it was impossible to get sufficient
purchase without tearing off the skin
of my palms. | held my feet ahead of
me, rigid, so that when 1 struck I could
brace myself against the impact.

The chute swung in a well-banked
curve, then dropped abruptly. My feet
struck something that might have been
padded board, something which was
worked by a resistance spring, which
swung outward and downward. | felt
myself shoot through this padded ob-
stacle, and then the foggy night air
struck my face. | had a whirling glimpse
of red Neon lights, of streamers of fog
that swirled about the buildings— and
my feet banged down upon cement
sidewalk.

Above my head, something slammed
shut with a muffled thud. Evidently,
the padded, hinged obstruction worked
by a spring which had been pulled back
into place after having dropped me to
the sidewalk.

The drop had been none too gentle.
My knees hurt. The bottoms of my feet
stung. | had bit my tongue where my
teeth clicked together under the impact.
Aside from that | was unharmed.

All about me was San Francisco’s
Chinatown. | was on a side street, still
breathless from the running, with only
a vague idea of direction. | felt as
buffeted about as do passengers who
have been lurched and jerked through
the tunnel of a chute-the-chutes, and |
had as confused a sense of direction.

There was only one thing to do.

| started walking off with casual non-
chalance.

Yet there are those who will tell you
that San Francisco’s Chinatown is free
of all tunnels, man-traps and secret pas-
sages !

I was angry, but that was an emotion
I could ill afford, and | sternly re-
pressed it. | had tried to get in touch
with Oscar Milen, seen too late that the
approach which I had opened would be
fatal to me, and even then persisting on
that line, had nearly lost my life. And
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through me, Gow Chek N’'gow would
find himself in trouble. But I had firm
belief that the man with the strength of
nine oxen could take care of him-
self.

My mind switched to the one-legged
Chinese, and a sudden thought struck
me: Could it be possible that he was on
the same quest as myself ?

Already, two of Oscar Milen’s hench-
men had fallen to his knife; one a gang
member; the second, Milen’s contact
man with the Chinese. But it did me no
good to puzzle over that riddle. There
was only one thing left for me to do.
To try to trip Milen in his opium deal-
ing was now closed to me. The mur-
dered body of Ah Wong had settled
that. But | had still another plan, an-
other trap to lay, and the first steps
could be taken through no other than
the girl he had set to spy upon me.

ERNICE HARRIS sat
on the edge of her bed.
Her dress was ripped
across the shoulders. She
held her hands in front of
her face. Blood trickled
through the fingers.

A chair had been overturned. A
small table lay on its side. Blood had
dropped to the worn white spread on the
bed.

She took her hands from her face to
stare at me with hunted eyes.

“What happened?” | asked.

She beckoned to me with a blood-
stained finger.

“Take a look,” she said thickly, “and
see if my nose is broken.”

| crossed over to her, felt of the
cartilage. Her nose had been flattened,
but the bones were still intact.

“You're all right,” | said. “You've
had a bad bloody nose. You're going to
have an awful black eye, and there are
finger marks on your throat.”

She tried to grin. Blood squeezed out
from a cut in her lip. She quit grin-
ning.

I crossed to the wash-stand, sopped

towels in cold water and went to work
on her. The swelling reduced somewhat.
I cleaned up most of the mess of blood.

“Who was it?” | asked.

“Harry Crager,” she said.

“Who's Crager?”

“Oscar Milen’s right-hand man.”

“What did he want?”

“They think you Kkilled Sam Reece, or
had him Kkilled by one of your Chinese
friends, and that in some way | tipped
you off,” she said, and then started to
curse.

There was bitter hatred in her voice.
She ripped out words that she must
have heard around the mine, husky, he-
man curses, without the obscenities
which had characterized the gutter talk
of the woman in the opium joint.

“Don’t do it,” | told her. “There’'s a
better way. Is he coming back?”

“No,” she said, “but Oscar Milen,
himself, is coming.”

| sat down on the bed and tried to
talk to her. She interrupted me, to
mouth more bitter, vindictive curses. |
grabbed her by the shoulder and shook
her.

“Shut up,” | said, “and listen to me.
It's important.”

“Hell's bells!” she said. “All I've
been doing is listening to somebody ever
since | hit the damned town! That's
the trouble with me—1 listen. | listened
to Trasker. His voice was like music to
the ear drums. That gave me the habit.
I've been listening to some mealy-
mouthed slicker ever since.”

| saw that | couldn’'t do anything with
her by getting rough.

“Do you want to get your father out
of jail?” | asked.

That silenced her. She looked at me
with her one good eye. The other one
was swollen almost shut, giving her face
an expression of lopsided humor; al-
though there was, doubtless, nothing
funny about it to her.

“Go ahead,” she said.

| took out a cloth bundle from under-
neath my coat, where it had been
strapped around my side.
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"In this bundle is a gun and some

jewelry,” | told her.
She looked groggily at me.
"The gun,” 1| said, “came from a

watchman at the Gamay Jewelry Com-
pany. He thinks that the man who took
it was a murderer. The jewelry came
from the Gamay Jewelry Company. It
can be identified.

“1f you listen until you hear Milen
at the door, and then pretend that you're
trying to make a sneak through my
room, he'll grab you, find the bundle and
take it away from you. Don’t tell him
where the stuff came from. He’ll figure
that you've been double-crossing him.”

“And bump me off,” she said. “ That's
what Crager threatened.”

“No,” | told her. “About that time I'll
arrange a little commotion that will dis-
tract his attention. You do just what I
tell you. Be trying to sneak out through
the connecting door just about the time
he gets this door open.”

“What's the sketch ?” she asked.

“He’'ll take it away from you,” | said.
“You throw up your hands and scream.
I'm going to have an officer here ready
to make a pinch. He'll catch Milen with
the stolen goods and the revolver in his
possession.”

“Then what?” she asked, her good
eye showing interest.

"Naturally,” | said, “Milen is going
to find himself in a spot. He's going to
get the best lawyer he can get.”

“He’ll do that, all right,” she told me.

“Lawyers cost money.”

“Well, he can get the money.”

“Yes,” | told her, “that's exactly what
I'm figuring on. He'll send Harry
Crager after the money. The money
will probably be in nice, crisp, new bills,
bills that can be identified as having
been taken from Frank Trasker when
he was murdered. They buried those
bills somewhere, or hid them in a
safety deposit box. They won’'t use them
unless there’s an emergency. It's going
to be a little difficult for them to pass
off that money. A prominent criminal
lawyer, however, wouldn't have very

much trouble. Moreover, it's good, hard
cash. When Milen gets in a jam and
has to have money, he’s going to think
of that money first. He’'ll send Crager

after it.”
“Then what?”
“Then I'll follow Crager, and I'll

have someone with me who has author-
ity to act. Crager will spill his guts.”

She shook her head.

“No he won't,” she said, “Crager’s
hard.”

I laughed at her.

“Any man who would beat up a wo-
man the way you're beat up,” | said,
“would talk when the officers get to
work on him right. I'll see to it that
they work on him. Is it a go?”

She stared at me, her lower lip puffed
out and split, her left eye almost closed,
her right eye glowering.

“1t'd be so damn’ much better,” she
said, “for me to use that gun and pump
five shots right into Milen’'s stomach.
Then. . . . 7"

“Then,” | finished for her, “you’'d be
arrested and charged with murder. Your
father would still be in jail, charged
with murder. The probabilities are you'd
both be convicted. This other way
Crager talks. He'll blame the Trasker
crime on Milen. Your father gets out.
You are finished with both of them.”

She nodded her head and extended
her hand.

“It's a go,” she said.

| gave her the package and some more
instructions. | went to the end of the
corridor, down a half flight and waited
in the shadows.

I'd waited nearly half an hour, and
was getting plenty tired of it, when the
elevator came up. Milen got out and
pounded down towards the room occu-
pied by Bernice Harris.

| beat the elevator down.

At the desk | was excited.

“Where's the house detective?” |
asked. “1’'ve got to see him right away.
There's a robbery taking place in the
room next to mine!”

“What room?” asked the clerk.



36 Blade
I told him.

“There's been a hell of a lot of dis-
turbance in there,” he said. “1 had to
telephone them and tell them to keep
quiet an hour and a half ago.”

“This is something different,” | said.
“This is robbery.”

The clerk pressed a button. A second
or two later, a heavy-set man with lots
of stomach stared suspiciously at me. |
gave him the name | had registered un-
der and the room number, told him
there was a robbery going on in the
next room, that | distinctly heard the
woman scream and a man’s voice say,
“Stick 'em up!

The house detective wasn't particu-
larly enthusiastic. He took me by the
arm, piloted me to the elevator, and we
started up.

Bernice Harris was screaming when
we got the elevator door open. The
screams got the house dick into action.
He pulled his rod and started down the
corridor. | turned and sprinted for the
stairs. | made it breathlessly down to
the desk and flung myself against the
partition.

“They're killing the house detective!”
| said. “Get the reserves, quick!”

The clerk grabbed up the telephone.

“Police Headquarters!” he said.

| slipped out while his head was
turned and soon lost myself in nearby
streets. Then | set out to put the bee
on Harry Crager.

NE-LUNGWIL-
LIE was a stool-
pigeon. Virtually
everyone knew he was
a stool-pigeon. He got
away with a lot of
petty crimes simply
because he turned information in to the
cops. He never had any big-time stuff.
He was too well known for that.
One-Lung Willie looked at me sus-
piciously and was seized with a fit of
coughing. | waited until he had fin-
ished, and was digging at his eyes with
the knuckles of his hand.

Mask

“l1 don't know you,” he wheezed.

“Sure you don’t,” | said, “but | know
you. The whole damn’ town knows you.
I'm giving you an opportunity.”

“How do | know you are?" he asked.

“ Because,” | said, “you’ve got sense,
or should have. It's time you snapped
out of the small-time racket and got into
something worth while. You haven't
peddled a piece of information that's
been worth a damn in the last six
months. They're getting ready to put the
lid down on you. That's straight gossip
that I got from Headquarters.”

“Who the hell are you?”

“To you,” | told him, “I'm just Santa
Claus, standing on the edge of the chim-
ney with a sack full of Christmas pres-
ents. Do you want them or not?”

“What you got?” he asked.

“You tune in on the police broad-
casts?” | asked.

“Sure. What about it? Anyone can
listen to a radio.”

“Did you notice that Oscar Milen was
arrested for the robbery of the Gamay
Jewelry Company and the murder of
Sam Reece?”

“Yeah, | noticed, but that won’t mean
anything. Oscar Milen is a big shot.
He’'ll get in and he’ll get out.”

“He's in pretty bad,” | told him. “The
watchman’s testimony against him is
deadly as hell.”

“May be,” he said, “but he's got
the best mouthpiece there is in the
city.”

“That,” | said, “is where the catch

comes in. The mouthpiece has got to be
paid.”

“Milen can do it all right."

“Sure he can,” | said, “but there's a
chance for a wise dick to earn himself
a promotion. Think of the nice spot that
would leave you in.”

One-Lung Willie was getting excited
now. | could see his eyes glitter, and he
started to breath more rapidly. Any
excitement sent his breathing up, and
started him coughing, but he'd been like
that for years and was good for years
more. He was a tough bird.
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| waited until he got done with the
second fit.

“You know Harry Crager?” | asked.

“No,” he said, “f don't."

“Your friend on the detective force
will,” | assured him. “I1f he doesn’t, he
can find out all about.him without much
trouble.”

“Go on,” Willie said. "For gawd’s
sake, spill it. Tfoa're getting me all ex-
cited, and eXfcrtftment isn't good for me.”

I waited Until the interval of silence
should make my words impressive.

“This is a straight tip. It's something
you can peddle anywhere for the gospel.
You don’t need to pass on where you
got it. Tell your detective friend to put
two men on the tail of Harry Crager.
Don’t let him get away, no matter what
happens. He's going to get some money
this morning to sweeten the mouthpiece
who is going to represent Oscar Milen.
It may be in a safety deposit box, but
it's stuff that the police want. It's red-
hot. If they'll tail Crager they can make
the pinch.”

“It sounds right,” Willie wheezed.

“It is right,” | told him. “It may not
be right if you keep on arguing about
it. Things sometimes happen quickly.”

Willie looked at his watch and said,
“It's two o’clock in the morning. Noth-
ing’s going to happen now.”

“The hell it ain’'t,” | told him. “There’s
more stuff happens after two o’clock in
the morning than at any other time.”

He wrapped his thin, threadbare coat
about him, turned up the collar.

“Cripes!” he said, “I hate to go out
in the night air!”

“Perhaps you'd rather let me play
Santa Claus to someone else,” | told
him.

“No, no, no,” he said, with excited
rapidity, “it's all right. I'm going. Keep
your shirt on, brother. Don’'t get so
damned upset.”

I let him get out of the joint, and
tailed him to the corner. He was look-
ing up and down. | knew that he had
his contacts all right. I let him go, and
started getting a line on Crager.

That wasn’t so easy.

Crager was relatively unknown. The
mob hadn’t been in operation too long.
I wasted more* than three-quarters oi
an hour getting on Crager’s tail. When
| did, men from Headquarters were al-
ready there. That suited me down to the
ground. | realized that the police must
have had some intimation of what was
happening or they wouldn’t have fallen
so readily for One-Lung Willie's story.
It was a sweet chance for some detec-
tive to earn himself a promotion.

Crager was in one of the little dumps
that keep open all night. He looked hag-
gard and worried. One of the plain-
clothesmen was waiting outside in a car.
The other one was inside at a table,
flirting with one of the girls who rus-
tled drinks for the place on a commission
basis.

The plant was good.

I went out and got a taxicab. The
cab-driver didn't like the kind of clothes
I wore. | had to put up a cash deposit.
I sat back against the cushions and
smoked. | figured that my work was
done, but | just wanted to be in at the
finish and it was worth the long wait.

Crager came out shortly before day-
light. It was a foggy, clammy dawn. I
hoped that One-Lung Willie wasn't
abroad. It would have taken a year off
his life.

Crager was more careless than any
crook I've ever seen. Perhaps it was be-
cause he was worried. He got in his car
and started out without so much as a
backward glance. The dicks took up his
trail, and | tailed along behind in the
taxicab.

Crager headed out towards the beach,
running out on Geary. He was only hit-
ting around thirty miles an hour, which
was slow for that time in the morning.
The dicks got a little careless, them-
selves.

Crager’'s car slowed. He craned his
neck out of the side window, apparently
looking for a house number. The dicks
slid on past, planning to stop in the next
block. Crager speeded up and hit the
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corner in a screaming turn, his throttle
down on the floorboards. He was going
fifty miles an hour down the side street
before the startled dicks woke up to
what had happened. They raced for the
next corner.

| tried to speed up the cab and used
a lot of fancy language that didn't do
any good. Crager had been wise all
along. He'd simply laid a trap for the
dicks, and the dicks had walked into it.
He was out in the clear now, and the
whole scheme had gone hay-wire.

I might as well have been sitting home
in an armchair as out there in a taxi-
cab, for all the good 1 could do. |
doped out what Crager was going to do,
which was something the dicks failed
to do, but that was about all the good
it did me.

I knew that Crager would turn once
more to the left at the next corner, be-
cause that would give him just one
more block head start on the police car.
If he turned to the right, he'd be run-
ning right into the cops. If he went
straight ahead, he'd only have a block
lead. By turning to the left, he made it
two blocks.

He turned to the left, and the two
blocks start was all he needed.

| tried to do something with the taxi-
cab, but the driver was dumb and he
wasn’'t too enthusiastic, anyway.

I had the cab-driver prowl around a
bit, just for luck. It wasn't any good.
Once we saw the police car screaming
down a side street. They saw our head-
lights and skidded into a turn, throwing
a spotlight on us. When they saw it
was a taxicab, they went tearing on by.

Crager had a light eight-cylinder car,
with lots of soup under the hood. |
figured he was laughing at the whole
outfit of us.

I didn't want to stick around in the
neighborhood and run into the cops
again. | figured that when they saw the
taxicab the second time, they might stop
and ask questions. Cops are just that
dumb. They might try to tail Crager,
lose trim, get savage, jerk a private citi-

zen out of a taxicab for a shakedown.

“Go on down Presidio Avenue,” |
told the cab-driver, “and head out
through the Presidio.”

He was a little suspicious by that
time, but he was perfectly willing to get
away from there and head towards
home. Perhaps his own conscience
wasn’'t any too clear, and he didn't like
the cops any better than | did.

E ran out Presidio
Avenue. | wasn't
thinking of anything
in particular, except
the fact that 1'd made
a fool out of myself
tryingto work a
scheme that made it necessary for me
to rely on the cops. | never had got
along with them, even when | was try-
ing to work with them.

All of a sudden | snapped to attention.

A car was parked over at the curb.
It looked a lot like the car that Crager
had gone away in.

“ Stop here,” | told the cab-driver.

I got out, went over and felt the hood
of the car. It was warm. | started back
towards the cab.

The cab-driver had taken a deposit
from me to cover the cost of the meter.
| supposed he recognized the car, the
same as | had. The whole thing didn’t
look good to him. He figured he had
his money and there was no use stick-
ing around to get into trouble. He was
off before | was half way to him.

| started to yell, and then thought
better of it.

The cab went purring down through
the Presidio grounds.

| let it go, and began looking around.

A thin daylight was just commencing
to filter through the fog. There was no
one in sight.

| prowled around the block, and still
couldn’t find anything. Then | saw a
light flash on in one of the houses, and
the window became dark once more.

It was just at that stage of dawn
when the illumination of an electric light
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gives a sickly hue to everything. There
was enough fog in the air so that it
would be a long time before there was
any sunlight.

| started up to take a look at the
house.

I thought | heard steps behind me,
and turned around.

I got just a glimpse of a cop patrol-
ling around the border of the Presidio
grounds. Where the devil he had come
from was more than | knew. | didn't
have any time to stop and wait. If |
was on the trail of what | thought I was,
| was going to get some action.

I ran around to the side of the house,
where there was a porch. 1I'd seen
enough to know it was the place |
wanted. It was a peculiar type of place,
ramshackle, run-down, unpainted, seem-
ingly vacant, but the fact the light had
switched on in the window showed that
someone had signed up for electricity.

It looked as though some Japanese
had occupied the place at one time. On
the porch was one of the big Japanese
drums, the type that were used as an
alarm drum in the olden days in Japan.

I climbed up the porch and had just
pulled my legs above the gutter when |
heard inside the sound of a man’s voice
screaming some sort of a warning.
There was the roar of a shot, then the
sound of running feet.

And then | heard the peculiar slap-
clump . . . slapclump . . . slap-clump
of the Chinese, from somewhere close,
inside the house.

Damn that fellow!
where?

The door burst open. Harry Crager
sprinted across the porch.

I wondered whether he had the stuff
on him, or whether the one-eyed Chi-
nese had got to him before he’'d pulled
the stuff out of the hiding place.

Was he every-

Slap-clump . slap-clump
slap-clump.
The one-legged, one-eyed Chinese

came to the edge of the porch. He was
just below me. He slipped a knife from
beneath his coat, and once more | had

an opportunity to see the peculiar man-
ner in which he held it. He flung his
arm around in a complete half-circle,
like a discus thrower. The knife slid
out into the foggy dawn like some bird
of prey, sliding from its perch to swoop
down upon an unsuspecting victim.

| watched the progress of that blade
with wide-eyed fascination.

Crager was running. He was running
fast. It took the knife a part of a sec-
ond to get there. There was a nice prob-
lem of judging speed and distance. The
Chinese had judged it perfectly. The
knife struck Crager right in the side of
the neck. He spun half way around,
flung up his hands and tore at the knife,
screaming in agony.

The one-eyed Chinese slipped another
knife from beneath his coat.

“Stick 'em up!” said a gruff voice.

The officer in uniform swung around
the side of the house. A .38 Colt in
his right hand held steadily on the
stomach of the one-eyed Chinese.

I knew what was going to happen;
the officer didn't. The Chinese was going
to let that knife fly.

I kicked out from the edge of the
porch and jumped.

My feet came down on the cop’s
shoulders. He went down like a sack of
meal. The gun went off once. | kicked
it out of his hand. It skidded down a
cement walk and rolled over in the fog-
moistened grass.

The one-eyed Chinese took a good
look at me. He held the knife still in his
right hand. His white eye seemed to
match up in some subtle way with the
glittering eye on the other side of his
face, giving his features a peculiar leer.
For a long moment he held the knife,
then he flipped it back under his coat,
turned and started through the house. |
heard him go slap-clump slap-
clump . . . slap-clump.

The officer was out, but not for long.
I could feel the quiver of his spasmodic
breathing. He began to stir as | started
to run.

Harry Crager’'s car was by the curb.
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The ignition keys were in the lock, the
motor was warm. The morning was
filled with thick fog. | don't know what
more any ordinary crook could ask—
let alone The Phantom Crook.

| stepped on the starting pedal and
jerked in the clutch.

A" JLJ »1 \ HE newspapers made

quite a big thing of it.

J The officer on the beat

was credited with hav-

ing disrupted a pow-

erful gang which had

JUaH just come out from

Chicago and was planning to operate ex-

tensively in the vicinity of San Fran-

cisco and the Bay Cities. That line is

always eaten up by the home readers. It

makes the police force seem so much
more efficient than the Chicago cops.

The officer admitted that he had come
on two men and the Chinese, engaged
in a fight over loot. He had tackled them
single-handed. The Chinese had flung a
couple of knives at him that had missed.
He had shot once and had felt certain
that the Chinese was wounded. A third
man had sneaked up from behind and
hit him a terrific blow with a club. The
money that had been taken from
Trasker's body was found on the man
who had been stabbed, and who was
identified as Harry Crager.

He had died in the ambulance, but
not until after he had made a complete
confession. The confession had impli-
cated Oscar Milen in the murder of
Trasker. Because it lacked some of the
formalities of a dying statement, officers
were inclined to believe they couldn’t
use it in convicting Oscar Milen of the
murder of Trasker, but the testimony
of the watchman at the Gamay Jewelry
Company was such that the police were
satisfied they would have no difficulty in
convicting Milen of the murder of Sam
Reece, known to be one of his men.

Such are the intricacies of the law.

My telephone rang. Ngat 'Toy’s voice
came over the wire.

“You know who this is?” she asked.

Mask

| told her 1 did.

“1 have found out,” she said, “about
the Chinese concerning whom you in-
quired. He is a Chinese cook in a mine
in Nevada. He has very powerful
friends in Chinatown. He came here
on a mission of vengeance. He is a very
strong man and his friends are very,
very powerful. There was a woman en-
gaged in the opium business. She was
known as ‘Chicago Mary.” This Chinese
got information from her. She says
that he tortured her. | guess perhaps
he did. Anyway, he got the information
that he wanted. He calls himself
‘Tien Sheuh,” ‘The Bat’ He is very
expert at throwing a knife.”

“And he’s a cook in a mine in Ne-
vada?” | asked.

“Yes,” she said, “he's finished the
thing he came here for, and he’s going
back to Nevada.”

“Thanks,” | told her. “I got most of
the information myself. But tell me,
why did he call himself The Bat?”

“It is with the Chinese a symbol
of nocturnal cunning. You under-
stand that we do not look down on

the rat the way you people do. We look
upon him with some respect, and in our
country the bat is supposed to be better
than the earth rat. It is a heaven rat.”

“You Chinese,” | said, “have some
queer ideas, haven't you?”

That was always good for a rise out
of Ngat Toy. She snapped back at me,
“How about you Americans! You won't
walk under a ladder; you won't light
three cigarettes from one match; you
are afraid of snakes; you eat oysters
raw; you think toads give you warts on
your hands. . .. "

“You win,” | told her. “1 haven't got
time to argue. I'm going over to Oak-
land to see the Overland Limited off.
There are some friends | want to say
good-by to.”

I didn't tell her any more than that,
but went down to the Ferry Building,
crossed the Bay and hung around the
Oakland Terminal until the Overland
Limited pulled out.
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The newspapers were on the job.
They got Harris and his daughter on
the observation platform, grouped them
for photographs.

I hung around on the outskirts of the
crowd, watching the flashlights booming.

Bernice Harris had a pretty bad face
on her, but the one eye which wasn't
bruised and discolored was laughing
and happy.

Her father was the type that I'd im-
agined—a rugged, desert-burned man
with a grim, determined jaw, a cold,
clear eye, and no more sense of so-
ciability than a rattlesnake.

I didn't stick around there too long.
I was afraid Bernice might recognize
me. | went on up to the front part of
the train and entered the first car, in-
tending to walk back looking the pas-
sengers over.

I found him in the first car—a one-
legged, one-eyed Chinese bundled up in
a long coat, with a felt hat pulled low
dowft over his forehead. How he had
eluded police search, was a mystery.
But there he was.

| stood by the seat.

He tried to keep his eye averted, but
after a while he had to turn and en-
counter my glance. | noticed that his
right hand had slipped surreptitiously up
the left sleeve of his coat.

He stared at me for a minute, and
then | saw recognition in the one good
eye.

I placed my hands in front of my
chest, clasped together, Chinese fashion,
agitated them gently.

“Hoh shai kai mah,” 1 said.

For a second he hesitated, then |
caught the glimpse of sardonic humor.

“Sup fun hoh shai kai,” he said—
meaning that the world was very good,
indeed.

The train bell was clanging. The long
line of cars creaked slowly into motion.
| pushed a porter to one side, swung
wide from the iron steps and let go as
the train gathered speed.

I waited until the observation car
rolled past. Bernice Harris caught my

eye. She gave a startled, half-scream of
recognition, got to her feet

No more of the city underworld for
her. She was going back to the sun-
swept silences, the clean, dry air of
Nevada.

As for me, | had cast my lot in life.
No sun-swept spaces called to me. |
was headed back towards the only life
that | could live—the foggy, mysterious
streets of San Francisco’'s Chinatown—
the underworld, where men were ruled
entirely by selfishness, where men
double-crossed one another with unceas-
ing regularity.

| pushed my way through the smoke-
filled depot, elbowing the crowd which
was shifting towards the boat.

| heard a peculiar hacking cough at
my side. To my ears there was some-
thing familiar about that cough. |
turned around and looked into the eyes
of One-Lung Willie. He was surprised.

“Willie,” 1 said, “l've got another
break for you.”

“What is it?” he asked.

“1've got some friends,” | said, “who

have a mine up in Nevada— up where
the air is high and dry. I'm going to
write them a letter and tell them that
I'm sending you out. They'll take care
of you.”

One-Lung Willie's eyes got big.

“Cripes!” he said. “Are you stringing
me along or are you telling me the
truth ?”

“1'm telling you the trttth,” | told him.

One-Lung Willie's shriveled shoul-
ders heaved in a sigh.

“Cripes! Ain't it a good world?”

“Yeah,” | told him, and repeated the
words of T'ien Sheuh.

“What's that?” he asked with sudden

suspicion.

“It’s an expression,” | said, “that the
Chinese have.”

“Aw hell,” he remarked, with the

contempt of a certain type of white man
for everything that isn't American, “the
Chinks are crazy anyway. |I'm handin’
it to you on the square—it's a good
world.”
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By W. T. BALLARD

ILL LENNOX, trou-
ble-shooter for Gen-
eral Consolidated Stu-
dio, followed the red-
cap through LaSalle
Street station towards
the row of taxis. In
the cab, riding down Van Buren towards
the hotel, he whistled without tone,
broke off, and fumbled for a cigarette.
It was hot everywhere. It had been hot
the night before in New York, but it
was hotter in Chicago. He thought of
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Spurck, flying back to Los Angeles; of
Nancy Hobbs, vacationing at Tahoe, and
cursed under his breath. Then he
grinned at the misshappen ears of the
cabman, and lit a cigarette.

At the hotel, he paid the driver and
followed the small and freckled bellboy
towards the desk. He was registering
when a voice said: “Bill Lennox! You
bum!”

He turned around and saw a tall man
in a wrinkled Palm Beach suit. “Hello,
Martin!”
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Hal Martin had his hand and was
working it up and down. “How are you ?
I haven't seen you since that night at
Tony's, twenty-nine, wasn't it? Still do-
ing publicity?”

Lennox said: “l've been demoted.
Every time Spurck gets a headache, |
have to rub his neck and say soothing
words. What are you doing?"

Martin said: “Advertising." He said
it apologetically. “We've got our own
agency and a couple of accounts get us
off the nut. Whatever else we get is
velvet, only the velvet has been pretty
thin for a while.”

Lennox said: “Cheer up. You'll have
a code. Come on up to the room and lie
to me while I clean up.” They crossed
the lobby and went into an elevator. In
the room, Lennox tossed a quarter to the
boy, walked to the window and stared
for a moment at the lake, then peeled off
his coat and removed his shirt. He said,
complainingly: “Every time | hit this
town it's either a hundred and twenty
above or thirty below."

Martin grinned. “You've been in
California too long. They get that way
after a couple of years."

“Nerts! 1 felt the same when | was
working on the News." Lennox went
into the bathroom and turned on the
shower. “Call up for some ice, will
you? | forgot to tell that kid.”

“Anything else?”

“Seltzer, | guess. There's a quart of
Scotch in my grip." He disappeared
into the stall and made gasping noises
behind the curtain, then he came out,
using a towel.

Martin said: “If you don't like the
town, why do you come?"

Lennox said: “I like it, but not the
weather. | had to come this trip.”

Martin said: “Why ?” without looking
at him. The ice had arrived, and he
was busy.

Lennox grunted. “Sammy Weinstein
is district manager for General Consoli-
dated Theaters Corporation. Sammy’s
got a lot of relatives and the relatives
are theater managers. The theaters

aren't making money, and Spurck and
his brother want to know why. They're
sending over a couple of expert ac-
countants, and I've got to see that Wein-
stein doesn’t cut their throats.” He ac-
cepted the glass which the other offered,
and drained it. “1 needed that.”
Martin grinned “Where'd you come

from? The Coast?”
Lennox shook his head. “Sol and
I've been in New York for the last

couple of weeks. Had a stockholders'
meeting, and then we looked over the
new shows. Spurck wanted a couple of
writers. The ones we have are worn in
spots.” He sat down on the bed and
hunted through the Gladstone for socks.
“ Spurck was looking for a new girl. He
didn't find her.”

Martin said: “What's the matter?
Don’t tell me that Hollywood is out of
girls. Last time | was on the Coast, |
couldn’'t walk for them.”

Lennox shrugged. “This has got to
be some unknown, to be discovered. Sol
was looking for an actress who could
sing and who looked the part. He was
planning on taking her out to the Coast
and planting her in some beanery or
orange-juice stand, then having her disc
covered there. It would be swell build-
up for the picture. The movies need
some new faces. It's getting so it's a
regular stock-company proposition. But

idn't find any to suit. I'll probably
ondMat the switchboard when | get
my apartments”

Mar laughed. “You might try the

Lennox said: “ Take my share and go
home. | saw it last year, and the fan
dancers drove me nuts. Anyhow, it's
too hot. What | need is cold beer.”

“We’'ve got that, too," Martin told
him. “There are more joints and clubs
in this town since repeal, than you can
cover in ayear. Some of them aren't so

bad. We might take in a few.”
Lennox looked at him. “No wife?”
The other shook his head. “All my

girls seem to love two other fellows;
besides, we have a depression.”
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Lennox grinned. “Same old bum. I've
got to hop over to the office and let
Weinstein kiss me.”

Martin finished his drink. “That
won't take you all night. Meet me at
the Palmer House bar when you get
through. We’'ll grab a couple of cock-
tails and make an evening.”

Lennox was about to refuse. Martin
read it in his eyes. “Don’t be that way,
Bill. 1 haven't had any fun since you
went West. Besides, there's something
I want to show you.”

Lennox was before the mirror, knot-
ting his tie. “What?”

The advertising man shook his head.
“Wait a while. I'll see you about six.”
He went towards the door. “If you
don’t come, I'll ‘hant’ you.” He disap-
peared into the hall, Lennox grinned
sourly, slipped into his coat, helped him-
self to another drink, and rode down in
the elevator.

The offices of General Consolidated
Theaters Corporation occupied the full
twelfth floor of the building. Lennox
gave his name to the girl at the switch-
board and asked for Weinstein. She
looked at him with interest. Lennox
paid no attention.

Weinstein appeared in the door of his
private room. He was short, heavy set,
with brown eyes and too thick lips.
Lennox had never liked him. He didn't
now. Weinstein said: “Well, Bill,”
and tried to make his voice sound glad.
It didn't. It sounded worried.

Lennox said: “Hello Sam,” and fol-
lowed him in.

Weinstein went around the desk,
opened a humidor, and extended it. Len-
nox refused, found a cigarette, and
stuck it between his lips. Weinstein
said: “l meant to meet you, but busi-
ness—” He moved his hands in a wide
gesture.

“Bill said: “That's okey, Sam! The
accountants will be here in the morn-
mg.

The other looked pained and sat down
heavily. “Positively, | can’t understand
it,” he sighed. “Sol and | was like

that, y’ understand. We was raised to-
gether,” he held up two fingers. “Like
that, and now he sends me accoun-
tants.”

Had it been anyone else, Lennox
might have felt sorry for him. He
couldn’t feel sorry for Weinstein, even
if he tried, and he wasn't trying, hard.
He said: “The theaters aren't making
money, Sam.”

Weinstein moved his shoulders. “You
should tell me. Of course they ain't,
but Bill, there are too many theaters.
Can | help that? | am only the man-
ager.”

It was Lennox’' turn to shrug. He
said: “Okey, Sam, but it isn't up to me.
We'll see what the books show.”

Weinstein was smiling again. “Fine.
And tonight, I show you a swell time.
Honest, Bill, you think Hollywood is
wild. I'm telling you that beside this
town, Hollywood is a babe which ain’t
been bom.”

Lennox shook his head. “Sorry, but
I've got a date with a friend which 1
can't break.”

Weinstein's heavy face showed dis-
appointment, then it lightened. “To-
morrow then. | will get tickets for a
show which ran forty-three weeks in
New York yet, and has the swellest
chorus. Two of those girls you should
meet.” Lennox hesitated. Weinstein
leaned across the desk. “I1 wouldn't take
no for an answer,” he warned.

Bill nodded: “Okey, ,Sam; but I'm
here to work, not play.”

Weinstein grinned. “All work and
no play makes Jack a dumb egg. Ain't
that right?” He laughed heavily, then
sobered. “There is something which I
want you should advise me. | am think-
ing of putting stage shows in some of
the theaters, along with the pictures.”

Lennox said: “That's up to you. If
they draw, okey.”

Weinstein played with the desk pen,

rolling it between thick fingers. “You
don’'t understand. It ain’'t that 1 want
stage shows, you understand. It's that

I'm told to use them, or else—"
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Lennox’ eyes got narrow. “Or else
what ?”
Weinstein's shoulders moved. “Since

repeal, the tough boys have organized
the entertainers in the cheap clubs.
They're getting ideas. They want to put
their acts into the theaters."

Lennox said: “Go to the cops."

Weinstein’s face lost color. “Honest,
Bill, I wouldn't dare. It ain't that there
are no honest cops. There are plenty,
but also there are some crooks, and how
can you tell which is which? In this
town a man keeps his mouth shut if he
likes to live."

Lennox said: “Nerts! You've been
reading stories, Sam. Those things don’t
happen any more.” He rose. “I'll see
you in the morning, and if the hard boys
come around, let me talk to them.”

2
ARTIN said: “Did
you ever see anything
like it?”

They were dining
at Colossimo’s. About
them music and gaiety
filled the room. Len-

nox saw a dozen Hollywoodites at va-
rious tables. Some of them nodded or
waved. One director rose and came
over to the table. “We're heading for
the College Inn, Bill. Better join us.
One of the girls has fallen for your
long nose.”

Lennox looked at Martin. The ad-
vertising man shook his head slightly.
When the director had gone he said:
“It's too early yet, but I want to show
you something later, and if we joined
that mob, we'd never get away.”

Lennox said: “What's all the mys-
tery?” and grinned.

Martin shook his head.
see.”

Bill looked around, yawned slightly.
He was very bored. Finally Martin
looked at his watch, then rose, and led
the way out to a cab. He gave the driver
an address on South Wabash, and

“Wait and

settled back on the hard seat. Lennox
found a cigarette, lit it, and stared out
at the dark buildings as they passed.
A hot wind, blowing from the west, hit
his face, searing it with the heat of dis-
tant Kansas corn lands.

The cab moved fast, swinging far
left to pass slower cars. They rode for
twenty minutes, then pulled to the curb
before a lighted entrance. A doorman
opened the cab door and they were on
the sidewalk. Lennox stared at the
marquee with lighted letters, that said
Mike’'s, as Martin paid the driver, then
followed the advertising man into the
club. As they entered a slight, young
man in frayed dinner clothes was
pushed unceremoniously past them and
thrown into the street. Lennox looked
at Martin with raised brows.

His friend said, in a low voice:
“Some cheap hoofer trying to crash in
with his act. When these joints opened
following repeal the entertainment was
furnished by bushers working for cof-
fee and cakes, and what the crowd
pitched their way, but that's all changed
now.” He stopped and was silent until
they reached their table. The place was
cheap, tawdry, the air heavy with stale
tobacco smoke and the smell of warm
bodies. Martin was leaning towards
him. “The liquor racket was shot, so
some of the wise boys decided to muscle
into the entertainment game. They cut
themselves in on dancing acts and blues
singers, and forced the little clubs to
take their entertainment or else—"

Lennox looked at him thoughtfully.
After what Weinstein had said that
afternoon about the entertainment
racket, he was interested. Martin saw
the interest and grinned. “It's just too
bad if an outsider tries to crash,” he
said. “He gets hurt, plenty; and so
does the club that uses him.”

Lennox said: “Nice people,” and
looked about. The room seemed
jammed. Martin ordered a whiskey sour,
Lennox beer. The waiter looked at him,
hard. At some time the man had been
a fighter. His nose slanted towards the
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left and one ear was puffed, distorted.
Bill said: “What's the matter? Can't
you hear?”

The man went away and Martin
leaned across the little table. “You're
not supposed to order beer in a place
like this.”

Lennox said: “If the liquor is any-
thing like the junk we get on the Coast,
it's plenty smart.”

Martin grinned. “It's worse, but still
it isn't smart. Mike might get the idea
that you were trying to insult him.”

Lennox looked around, saw a red-
faced man at one end of the long bar.
“That Mike?”

Martin nodded and Lennox looked
again. The man was beefy, with lumpy
shoulders and a flat face. He looked
like a one-time wrestler. The waiter
came back, bringing two whiskeys. Len-
nox didn't say anything as he watched
Martin pay for the drinks. He made
no effort to pick up the glass, no move
to drink. Martin downed his, twisting
his features as he did so. He said, in
a low voice:

“Better drink it. Here comes Mike.”

Lennox did not turn. He found a
cigarette in his pocket, pulled it out,
and rolled it slowly between thumb and
index finger. A heavy voice said:
“Well, gentlemen?” and Mike stood at
their side.

Martin said: “Hello, Mike!” His
voice was hurried, as if he feared that
Lennox might speak first. “Nice
crowd.”

The big man said, unemotionally:

“We always got a nice crowd. It's a
nice place.”

Martin said: “It's swell. | like it.”
He reached for Lennox’ glass. Bill's

hand closed over his, shoved it back.
The big man said:

“You don't like whiskey?”

“1 ordered beer.” Lennox turned so
that he faced the other, their eyes clash-
ing. Mike's were dark, unreadable,
lacked depth. He looked at Lennox for
a long time, then slowly raised one fat
finger. The waiter hurried over.

Mike’'s heavy voice said: "You made
a mistake. The gentleman ordered beer.”

Lennox said: “Have something,” and
kicked out the empty chair. The tension
had gone out of his shoulders. He
leaned back and grinned at Martin
through the smoke. Mike sat down.
Martin’'s breath made a little whistling
sound as he released it. The waiter
looked at his boss. Mike said:

“Bring three glasses and the bottle
from my office.” The waiter was gone
and Mike puffed out his fat cheeks.
Then he looked at Bill. “What are you ?
Feds?”

Martin started to say
didn’'t. Lennox shook his head.
seeing the town.”

The big man complained: “We gotta
be careful these days. Gotta watch our
step. Run a nice quiet place.” He
waved a short-fingered hand, indicating
the noisy room. Diamonds sparkled on
the hand. Lennox said: “So | see.” He
didn’t grin.

The waiter came back with the bot-
tle. Mike poured the drinks with a
steady hand. He said: “Here’s to the
New Deal,” and drank. Then he rose.
“Come in any time. We got a nice place,
nice show.” He was gone, taking the
bottle with him.

Martin wiped his sweaty forehead
with a white handkerchief. “Gee!” His
voice was still breathless. “Mike’s a bad
egg. His cousin is ward leader and he
used to be in with Capone. | thought—"
He broke off as the colored orchestra
began to play, and added, “1 want you
to see this.” His voice was all enthu-
siasm now. “They've got a swell show.
Big Jack Keeney has the show privileges.
At least that's what they say.”

He was silent as the chorus appeared.
Lennox watched them without much in-
terest. The smoke in the room seemed
heavier; the heat was increasing. His
eyes strayed away from the entertain-
ers, ranged across the crowd, noted two
men seated at a little table beside the
wall. They were drinking sparingly,
their hard eyes seeming to miss nothing

something,
“Just
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in the room. He knew what they were
without being told, knew that they were
gunmen, killers. What they were doing
here, he could only guess.

Martin tugged suddenly at his arm.
"Bill, this is what | wanted you to see.
You say that Spurck is looking for a
girl? Well, here she is. Watch.”

Lennox’ eyes went back to the floor
as she danced into view. She was little
more than a child, a blonde, a natural
blonde, with golden lights in the curly
hair. She pivoted, swung about sud-
denly, and sat down cross-legged on the
floor. Her body moving in rhythm with
the music, she began to sing. Her voice
was sweet and clear, a relief after the
blues singers. Lennox’ eyes narrowed
as he watched. Not that he was much
interested, but she might— Her num-
ber was finished, and she was dancing
off the floor. He frowned as Martin
rose and pushed his way through the
crowd. What was the fool going to do?

He reached out, intending to catch the
other’s arm, but the advertising man
eluded his grasp. “I'm going to get
her, Bill. 1 want you to talk to her.”
He was gone. Lennox sat and watched
as Martin reached her side, saw her start
nervously, saw them argue; then he saw
Martin leading her towards the table.
He rose as they reached his side and
pulled out a chair, heard Martin say:
“Mabel, this is Bill Lennox of General
Consolidated. Bill, meet Mabel Ham-
ilton.”

ILL looked at her as
she sat down, noted
the dark circles be-
neath her eyes, not
put there by make-up,
saw the white circle
about the reddened
lips which spoke of exhaustion. “I
can't stay but a minute. I'm not sup-
posed to—"

Martin said: “Don’t be silly, baby.
This is your big chance. They're look-
ing for a girl, a girl like you. Aren't
you, Bill?”

Bill said: “Well,” slowly. He saw
that she was only a kid, that she still
bore an adolescent look. He knew that
Martin was a little tight and cursed him
under his breath. Why give this child
hopes which probably would not be ful-
filled?

Martin leaned towards her. “I'm tell-
ing you this is your chance. Bill can
give you a test tomorrow at one of the
Commercial studios. If you come
through that, they’ll take you to the
Coast, plant you in some restaurant, and
have you discovered. Swell, huh?”

She smiled wanly. “If it were true.”

He said: “But it is. Bill here is a
big shot. That's the reason | brought
him here tonight. 1 hate to see you
singing in this dump. | hate to think
of Keeney and those muggs cutting in
on everything that you make.”

Fear leaped into her eyes. “Il've—got
to—"'“She half rose. Martin shoved
her back. “Relax, honey! Nothing’s go-
ing to happen to you while we’re around.
I'm telling you that Lennox here is a big
shot; that if he says the word, you'll be
a star. Just don’t forget me, Babe,
when that time comes.”

The girl looked appealingly at Len-
nox. “I've got to—" She stopped sud-
denly, one hand raised as if to shield
her face. A man in a tight fitting linen
suit had stopped beside the table. He
ignored both Martin and Lennox. For
a moment he stood, looking down at the
girl.

“Get up!” His voice had a flat qual-
ity, lacked emotion of any kind.

She rose, slowly, fearfully to her
feet. He slapped her hard, across the
cheek. “How many times must | tell
you that you ain’t paid to talk with cus-
tomers?” He slapped her again, his
fingers leaving long red marks. She did
not try to draw away, seemed to realize
that it was hopeless. A low moaning
sound came through her parted lips as
the man’s hand came up for the third
time.

Lennox’ chair went back with a crash.
The man snarled: “Keep out of this.”
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Martin was staring, bewildered. Bill
grinned. His right traveled a dozen
inches and caught the other flush on the
jaw. The man’'s eyes crossed, his knees
sagged a little, his hand moved uncer-
tainly towards the front of his coat.
Lennox hit him again, catching the
wrist with his left hand. He hit him
a third time before he fell. Then Bill
stooped swiftly and caught up the gun
from the man’s shoulder-holster. He
straightened to see the two men who
had been seated beside the wall, crowd-
ing towards him.

Martin was saying, “For gawd’s sake!
For gawd’s sake!” Lennox shifted the
gun to his other hand, shoved the girl
into Martin’s arms. She had been
standing beside the table, staring down
at the fallen man with unbelieving eyes.
Lennox said, roughly: “Through the
rear, through the rear!”

He shoved them ahead of him towards
the dressing-rooms, through the excited
milling crowd. A woman behind him
screamed hysterically, a gun exploded;
then he gained the door at the side of
the orchestra platform, shoved Martin
and the girl through before him, and
threw the bolt into place.

The passage was narrow, lighted by
a single bulb. The girl was crying,
softly, helplessly. Martin seemed to
have recovered his wits. He hurried
her along towards the outer door, Len-
nox at their heels. They gained the al-
ley swiftly. Martin said: “This way,
this way!”

A shot crashed from the passage they
had just left, the bullet striking the
brick wall opposite. In the distance a
police siren split the hot night with
mournful sound. Martin was already
running down the alley towards the
street. A gun flashed from the rear
door of the club. Lennox snapped a
shot in return. His bullet was high.
He knew it was, and did not care. All
he was trying to do was to check pur-
suit. Then he raced after his com-
panions.

They reached the cab rack, breathless.

The driver of the first one was half
asleep. He started to argue. Lennox
shoved him over against the meter,
climbed in and jumped the motor into
life. Someone from the alley fired as
they pulled away, the bullet tearing
through the cab’s top; then they were
racing down the avenue in second.
The driver was awake now. He

said, “What the hell?” and stared at
Lennox.

Bill grinned at him sourly across his
shoulder. He said: “You're right.

What the hell? If you're awake, come
over and pilot this hack.”

He opened the door, and slid on to
the running-board, steadying the wheel
until the driver slipped under it; then
he opened the rear door and climbed in
back. The girl was still crying. Mar-
tin sat in gloomy silence. He was cold
sober and very low.

Lennox said: “So what?” He found
a cigarette and lit it, then looked back.
There seemed to be no pursuit.

Martin said to the girl: “Where do
you live?”

She did not stop crying to answer:
“1—1 don’'t dare go back there. They'd
kill me— now.”

He patted her shoulder. “Don’t worry,
Honey. You can come up to my place.
There's a big couch, and in the morning

Bill will give you that test. Won't you,
Bill?”
Lennox said: “Yeah,” without en-

thusiasm. He didn’'t think she’'d do, but
it wasn't worth arguing about now.
“Ever have any experience besides at
Mike’'s?”

She shook her head. Martin said:
“That doesn’'t matter. She’s got some-
thing, and you wanted an unknown.”
His spirits were rising.

“What about your people?” Lennox
was not particularly interested, but he
was trying to get her mind off her
troubles.

She said: “They don't know where
I am. They live in Lansing. | ran
away.”

Lennox nodded. He said to Martin,
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ignoring the girl: “The smart thing to
do is to buy her a ticket for Lansing.
That's where she belongs.”

Martin’'s voice was angry. "You
mean that you won't give her a test?”

Lennox’ shoulders moved. “Sure, if
she wants it, but it won’t be so good
without proper equipment, and | don’t
think that she’ll be so hot.”

The girl was crying again. Martin
said: "Look what you've done.”

“All right, all right. What's your ad-
dress ?”

Martin gave him a number on Phillips
Avenue, and Lennox relayed it to the
driver. The cab swung about and went
north. For fifteen minutes they rode in
silence. The girl had stopped crying
and was asleep on Martin’'s shoulder.

At the apartment, Lennox told the
driver to wait, then followed Martin
across the carpeted lobby into the auto-
matic elevator. The girl stirred in the
advertising man’s arms, but did not
waken. In the apartment, Lennox took
off her shoes while Martin wrapped a
blanket about her, then crossed to the
table and poured himself a drink. “Does
Mike know your name?” Bill asked.

The advertising man shook his head.
“1’'ve been in his joint plenty, but I don't
think he knows my name.”

“Okey, then. | don't believe we were
followed.” He moved towards the door.
“1'll give you a ring about nine.”

Martin did not answer. He was
pouring another drink. Lennox rode
down in the elevator, gave the cabman
the name of his hotel, and they went
east, then north along the lake.

3

ENNOX opened one
eye and stared with
dislike at the ringing
phone, then picked it
up and said, hoarsely:

“What is it?”
N A woman’'s voice
told him: *“Eight-thirty.”

He said: “Thanks!” replaced the re-
4— Black Mask—September

ceiver, and lay for several minutes on
his back, staring up at the ceiling, where
two flies moved aimlessly. The wind
coming in through the window felt
fresher, as if it had rained somewhere
a long way off. He rose finally, shaved
and stepped under the shower. Dressing
slowly, he realized that it was after nine,
picked up the phone and called Martin’s
number. A man’s voice answered, a
heavy voice, not Martin’s.

Lennox said: “Is Mr. Martin there?”

There was a moment’'s silence at the
other end of the wire. “Who's call-
ing?”

Something warned Bill,
sense. He said: “If Mr.
in, I'll call later.”

The voice was

some sixth
Martin isn't

insistent. “Who's

calling?” It held a peremptory note
which angered Lennox. He said:
“Who wants to know?”

“Police  Department,” the voice
snapped. “Who are you?” But Len-

nox had already hung up. For perhaps
five minutes he sat where he was, star-
ing out across the blue gray waters of
the lake. Then he rose and went down
to the dining-room.

He looked through the morning
papers, but there was no mention of
Martin, no mention of the shooting at
Mike's the night before. Lennox sup-
posed that whatever had happened at
the apartment had been too late for the
morning papers. He drank a glass of
tomato juice, playedlwith some bacon
and toast, and left the dining-room.

For a moment he hesitated in the
lobby, then went out, got a cab, and
drove to the theater offices. The ac-
countants had already arrived. Lennox
pre-empted an office for himself and
went to work. He’'d been there some
twenty minutes when the door opened
and Weinstein came through. It was
evident that the district manager had
something on his mind. His short, fat
legs carried him to the window, and he
stood staring down at the traffic far be-
low. Then he turned around.

“Listen, Bill. You don't need to stay
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here, do you? Those accountants can
do the work.”

Lennox looked up, his eyes narrowed,
“So what?”

Weinstein said: “Maybe nothing,
maybe a lot. A man called me up just
now and asked questions about you.”

“What man?”

The other spread his hands. “A hard
guy, Bill. Have you done anything to
make the smarties mad with you?”

Bill said: “Either talk sense or don't
talk.”

Weinstein sighed heavily. “The hell
of it is, | can’'t talk sense.”
Lennox rose and faced him. “Let's

straighten this out.
what did he say?”

Weinstein was silent for a moment.
“Fve said too much already.” Some-
tthing in his manner spoke of fear. “Do
me a favor once. Get out of town.”

“No.”

Weinstein turned and went towards
the door. Lennox put a hand on his
shoulder. “Listen. You've got to tell me
what you—"” The door of the room
opened and Weinstein’'s secretary looked
in. She said to Lennox: “There's a
boy out here to see you.”

“A boy? What's his name?”

“He wouldn’'t say, but he says that
it's important, that you promised to see
him, that you promised him a film test.”

Lennox stared at her. “l—never
mind, I'm busy.” He turned to Wein-
stein, but the man had already reached
the door.

“Got an appointment,” he muttered,
and was gone. The secretary was still
looking at Lennox.

“What shall I tell him?”

“Who?—Oh, the boy?” He stared
after Weinstein, then walked back to the
desk. “Tell him I can't see him.”

A voice from behind the secretary
said: “But you've got to.” It was a
high voice, shrill with something which
might have been hysteria.

Lennox swung about. He saw the
secretary turn in surprise, saw the boy
crowd past her into the room. Then

Who called you and

his expression changed slightly and he
nodded to the secretary. “Okey! You
may go.”

She went, her face showing her be-
wilderment. When the door closed, Len-
nox walked towards the window, then
turned around. “All right. You can
take the cap off now.”

The cap came off and Mabel Hamil-
ton looked at him with large, shadowed

eyes. Her short bob was plastered
against her small head, giving it a
skinned appearance. For an instant

Lennox grinned, then his lips tightened
and he motioned her to a chair. “What's
the idea of those clothes?”

She sank into the chair and for a
moment covered her eyes with her hand.
“It—they Kkilled Mr. Martin.” Her
voice was dull, colorless, as if all emo-
tion had been washed from her.

Lennox stared at her. Not that he
was surprised. He'd feared something
like that after the police had answered
Martin’'s phone. “Tell me about it.”

The narrow shoulders moved convul-
sively, but her voice did not change. “I
was asleep. | was so tired, so terribly
tired. It waked me partly when they
came in the door. Then Alger jerked
me off the couch and slapped me.”

“Is that the guy that I hit at Mike's?”

She nodded, and Lennox said: “Go
on?T

“Mr. Martin came to the bedroom
door and called for them to stop; then
he grabbed at the phone, but they jerked
him away. | saw that Alger had a
knife.” She was silent a moment, as
if recalling the picture. “Then |
dodged out through the door. | went
down the back stairs and cut across be-
tween two buildings to the next street.
Then | went to the home of a girl who
dances in the chorus at Mike's. She was
afraid to keep me, but she loaned me
some of her brother’s clothes. 1've been
trying ever since to get up enough cour-
age to come here.”

He said, under his breath: “Poor
kid!” Then louder, “Why didn't you
phone me?”
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"l didn't have a nickel.”
He stared at her. ‘‘“How’d you get
down here?”

“Walked. Please, I know that you
didn’'t mean it last night, about that
test, but | didn’t know who else to
come to.”

He said grimly: “You came to the
right place. 1'll take you to the police

with your story. Martin was a pretty
good friend of mine.”

Stark fear again showed in her eyes.
"l can't! Please! You won't do
that!”

He stared at her. “Why not?”

“Because they’'d kill me. 1've got to
get out of town, get away. | saw Tony
Alger kill Martin. Tony knows it
He’ll never rest until I'm dead.” There
was still no feeling in the voice, only
the deadly monotone.

“But the police?
safe?”

She shook her head. “You don't
know how powerful Big Jack Keeney is.
I've heard that he has spies in the de-
partment. |I'm afraid. 1've always been
afraid of something; all my life. Won't
you help me get away? Send me to

Surely you'll be

Hollywood. | don’t expect a job in pic-
tures. I'll do anything if you’'ll only
help me.”

He said: “What about sending you
home ?”

She shook her head. “They know
that | come from Lansing. They'd find

me there. Please, Mr. Lennox. Help
me get to Hollywood. [I'll find some-
thing. I'll pay you back.”

He only half heard her. His mind

was busy, planning. Certainly he
couldn’'t leave her here to face death,
and yet he did not want to lose track
of her. Martin had been his friend,
and he did not mean to let the killers
get away. He picked up the phone and
said to the girl at the desk: “Get me
Spurck. If he isn't at the studio, try
his house.” He hung up and stared
from the window, drumming on the desk
with his fingertips. It was fifteen min-
utes before the phone rang, and Lennox

picked up the receiver.
said:

“They can’'t locate Mr. Spurck, but
Mrs. Spurck is at home. Will you talk

The operator

to her?”
He started to say no, then changed
his mind. “I'll talk to her.”

The voice reached him across the
miles of wire. She was shouting into
the phone, and he grinned uncon-
sciously. She always shouted, as if in an
effort to bridge the distance. He said:
“Listen, Rose. | want you to do me a
favor.”

She said, fondly:
thing.”

He said: “I'm sending a boy out to
L.A. by plane. | want you to meet him,
to keep him there until | arrive or you
hear from me. Do you understand?”

“But of coursel Honest, Bill, you
must think me stupid or something.”

He warned: “You're going to be
surprised, but you must not ask ques-
tions.”

Her voice held suspicion.
you up to?”

He said: “Nothing. Nothing much;
and Rose, I'm counting on you.”

She was silent for a moment. “I
think you had better come home where
| can watch you. That Chicago, it is a
bad place.”

He said: “Don’t worry about me.
The boy will wire you from Salt Lake.
And remember, meet the plane.” He
hung up and looked at the girl. “You'll
be all right with Rose. She’s swell peo-
ple, the swellest there is. Then when
| get out there, we’ll see about finding
you something to do.” He pressed a
button on the desk and waited fbr Wein-
stein’s secretary to appear. “I'm leaving
this boy in here for a while,” he told
her. “1 don’'t want you to let anyone
into this office, not even Sam; do you
understand ?”

The woman nodded, her eyes straying
uncertainly to the small, boyish figure
in the chair. Lennox said: “I'll be
back in fifteen minutes,” and followed
the secretary into the outer office.

“Yes, Bill. Any-

“What are
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He rode down in the elevator, went
around the block to a small clothing
store, and bought a complete outfit. He
was forced to guess at the size, but
knew that the suit would fit better than
the makeshift outfit which the girl was
wearing; then he returned to the office.
The girl was still in the chair where he
had left her. He opened the bundles and
spread out the contents. “You've got
five minutes to change,” he told her, and
left the room.

When he re-entered it, he stopped just
inside the door and stared. The suit
fitted very well. The shoulders were a
little too wide, the pants a trifle long, but
she looked like a slim, handsome boy.
Lennox took out his watch and stared
at it. “You've got an hour to make the
noon plane. | won't go to the airport
with you. They may be watching me,
so we won't take that chance. Send me
a wire from Salt Lake, just a word so
I'll know you got there, and wire Mrs.

Spurck.” He gave her the address and
a roll of bills. “Good luck, Kid.”

She said: “Thanks/’ and put out a
small hand.

He took it, grinned encouragement,
then watched her go.

4

RIVING back to the
hotel he bought noon
editions of the eve-
ning papers. Under
the heading, Adver-
tising Man Murdered,
there was a two-col-
umn spread. Harold Martin Stabbed in
Own Apartment. Lennox read it hastily
as the cab rolled through traffic.

A Miss Perkins, who occupied the
apartment beneath Martin’'s, had been
awakened shortly before five by sounds
of a struggle on the floor above. She
called the manager who, letting himself
in with a pass-key, found Martin on the
floor of his living-room with a knife
wound just below the heart. A wo-
man’s shoe had been found in the apart-

ment, and there was evidence that some-
one had slept on the couch. The police
were tracing Martin’s movements of the
day before in an effort to learn some
clue to her identity.

Lennox folded the paper and stuck it
in the crack beside the seat as the cab
pulled to a stop. He paid the driver
and went to the lobby. As he got his
key at the desk, he noted that the clerk
looked at him searchingly; then he
turned towards the elevator. Two men
who had been seated on the leather
chairs beside the wall rose and followed
him into the cage. He tensed slightly,
then relaxed. They were plain-clothes-
men. Lennox had seen too many not
to recognize them. The car stopped at
his floor and he got out, saw that they
followed, and went along the corridor
to his door. When he got it open, they
were just behind him. He glanced
across his shoulder, then stepped aside.
“All right, gentlemen. You first.”

They stared at him; then the bigger
man laughed and went through into the
room. His partner followed, after a
moment’s hesitation. Lennox closed the
door and faced them. “Well?”

A shield glittered for a moment in
the big man’s hand. “Kandy, Homicide

Squad. This is Pennock.”
Lennox nodded. “All right, Lieuten-
ant. What is it?” He decided that he

did not like the other. The dark eyes
were too close together, and he looked
soft from easy living”™ too easy living for
a policeman’s pay.

Pennock was wandering around the
room. Kandy said: “Ever hear of a
guy named Martin, Harold Martin?”

Lennox said: “Certainly I knew him.
Have known him for years.”

Surprise opened Kandy’'s mouth. He
closed it slowly and looked towards Pen-
nock as if for prompting, but the
smaller man was looking inquiringly at
Lennox’ opened bag. Kandy cleared
his throat. “Someone called Martin this
morning a little after nine. The call
came from this hotel. We ohecked
with the girl at the desk and she said
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that the call came from this room. It
showed on her slip.”

Lennox dropped into a chair, found
a cigarette, held a match to its tip, and
flipped the burnt stick towards the open
bathroom door. “I called Martin a lit-
tle after nine.”

Kandy’s heavy voice said: “And |
took the call. Why didn't you leave
your name? Why did you hang up
when | told you that it was the cops
calling?” He bent closer, his dark
brows drawn together in a threatening
scowl.

Lennox had a sudden impulse to
laugh. The man was slow-witted and
clumsy. He said: “lI was surprised
when you said that it was the police.
I thought Martin must be in a
jam.”

Kandy’'s voice said: “You weren't
expecting anything to happen to him,
were you?”

Lennox let his eyes narrow. “Which
means ?”

Pennock said, unexpectedly, from the
other side of the room: “Mind telling
us what you're doing here in Chi-
cago?”

Lennox told him. He produced let-
ters, his Los Angeles police card, and
the deputy sheriff's badge which he car-
ried. Pennock looked over the collec-
tion thoughtfully. Kandy said, sud-
denly: “Where's the girl ?”

“What girl?”

The plain-clothesman grinned sourly.
“The girl in Martin’s apartment. Come
on, Lennox. You'll save yourself
trouble by talking. You can talk here
or downtown.”

Bill said: “Wait a minute.” He
was out of the chair and across the
room before Kandy could move. He
picked up the phone and gave the num-
ber of the theater offices.

The big man said:
and started forward.

Lennox fended him off with an el-
bow. “Get me Weinstein. Lennox
talking.”

Kandy tried to grab the instrument.

“What the hell 7”-

Lennox got his shoulder in the way as
Sam’s voice reached him. He said:
“There's a couple of tough coppers here
getting smart, Sam. Do you know any-
one who can make them act like gen-
tlemen ?”

Weinstein's voice expressed surprise.
“What's the matter? Who are they?”

“Kandy and Pennock. A man | know
got rubbed out last night. They're be-
ing funny.”

Weinstein said: “I
Let me talk to him.”

Lennox held out the phone to the
Lieutenant. “Get an earful, sweet-
heart.”

Kandy took it unwillingly, listened,
his lips twisting. Lennox saw his ex-
pression change gradually, heard him
say: “Okey, Mr. Weinstein, | under-
stand. Sorry.” Then he extended the
phone to Lennox. “He wants to talk
to you again.”

Lennox grinned as he took the phone.
Weinstein’s voice reached him, trem-
bling with excitement. “More trouble,
Bill. Can you come over here right
away ?”

“What's the matter?” Bill was con-
scious that both men were watching
him.

“They bombed one of the theaters
this morning. Five minutes ago, |

know Kandy.

heard.”

Lennox swore sharply. “I'll be right
over. That is, if these flat-feet don't
hold me.” <

Weinstein said: “They won't. Kandy
knows me. But hurry. I'm telling you,
we are in a jam.” He hung up, and
Lennox replaced the receiver.

Pennock said to his partner:
what ?”

Kandy shrugged. "That was Sam
Weinstein. He's a friend of Merrill’s.
He says to lay off Lennox.”

Pennock’s eyes showed dislike. “SO
we lay off for now?”

“go

Kandy nodded. “We lay off—for
now.”
Lennox' voice was very dry:

"Thanks, fellows. See you around.”
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5

AM WEINSTEIN
was telephoning when
Lennox walked into
his office. He replaced
the receiver and
leaned back, staring at
Bill. “So it's come.”

Lennox said: “What's come?”

“Trouble. We’'ll have to use their
acts.”

Lennox’ voice was hard. “You mean
that they bombed the theater to force
'us to use their acts? That you know
who did it?”

Weinstein nodded. “1 know who or-
dered it done, but I can't prove it.”

“Go to the cops.”

“Sure,” the man’s voice was heavy
with sarcasm, “and have some more
houses blasted and probably get blasted
myself! | should be so foolish?”

Lennox stared at him. Weinstein
said: “It ain't the theaters, y’ under-
stand. Insurance we got, and besides,
there are too many houses. But the
people. There was an audience—five
got hurt.”

Lennox whistled tonelessly. He'd
never liked Weinstein, never pretended
to, but he was liking the man better at
the moment than he ever had before.
“So what do we do?”

“Use their shows.”

“Spurck won’'t stand for that. |
think I'll go and have a talk with this
Keeney.”

Weinstein bounced out of his chair.
“You can't do that.”
“Why not? s
scared of Keeney?”
Weinstein shook his head. “You don’t
understand, Bill. This Keeney is plenty

tough. He does things.”

Lennox thought of Martin and his
lips twisted slightly, but his tone was
level when he spoke. “What about
Kandy and Pennock? Do you trust
them?”

The other spread his hands. “1 don't
trust nobody, Bill, not on a thing like

this whole town

this. 1I'm telling you they’ll bomb every
General house in the city. They’ll cover
themselves, too.”

Lennox said: “Anyhow, I'm going
to see Keeney. Where'll 1 find
him?”

Weinstein moved his shoulders. “If
| told you, | would be helping a mur-

der. | won't tell.”

Lennox rose. “Okey! I'll find him.”
He started for the door.

Weinstein  moved towards him.
“Please, Bill. Where are you going?”

Lennox said: “To a place called
Mike's, out on South Wabash. Ever
hear of it?”

The other moaned, but Bill had al-
ready left the room. He got a cab in
front of the building, gave the man the
address and climbed in. They went
south through the Loop and gathered
speed as the traffic thinned.

At the club, Lennox paid the man,
watched him pull away, then went
through the entrance. The place looked
cheaper, tawdrier than it had the night
before. Chairs were piled on the tables,
and two cleaning women were mop-
ping. No one paid any attention to
him. He stopped for a moment before
the empty bar, then walked to the door
at the farther end and went in. The
room was empty. He stared at the oak
desk and the metal filing-case beside the
wall, turned, and started out. The door
swung open, and Mike was staring at
him. Only his sharp-drawn breath
gave indication of the night-club man'’s
surprise.

“Hello!” His voice had no feeling
now, no curiosity.

Lennox said: “Hello!” His eyes
were on the other’'s face, watching for
a change in expression. “l want to see
Keeney, Big Jack Keeney.”

“He isn't here. He’'s never here.”
Mike did not move from his position in
the doorway. His bulk filled the exit,
cutting off escape.

Lennox’ tone was conversational.
“I'm with General Theaters. | want to
see him about some shows, stage shows."
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Mike's face did not change. "Who
told you to come here?”

Lennox said: "No one. | heard that
Keeney furnished the entertainment
here. | thought that you might tell me
where | could reach him.”

For what seemed minutes Mike hesi-
tated, then he came into the room,
closed the door, and picked up the phone.
He dialed a number and waited; then he
said, “Is Alger there?” and waited
again. "This is Mike, Tony. That guy,
Lennox, is here. He wants to see the

boss. Yeah, something about shows in
theaters . . Okey!” He hung up and
looked at Bill. "Keeney will be over.”

Lennox didn't say anything. He
found a cigarette, lit it, and stared at
the floor. Mike moved about the room,
went to the door, opened it, and dis-
appeared. Bill heard the lock drop into
place, and his lips twisted grimly. He
sat there twenty minutes, maybe twenty-
five; then someone made noise at the
other side of the door. It came open,
and three men came in. He knew two
of them, Alger and Mike; he'd never
seen the third man, but he guessed that
it was Keeney. The racketeer was short,
heavy set, with thick lips and piggish

eyes. The eyes were round, black, and
looked like marbles. He was smiling
now, but the smile lacked mirth, was
wolfish.

“Hello, Lennox.”

Bill said: "How are you, Keeney?”
and did not move. Smoke drifted

from his nostrils and floated up in the
quiet air between them. Mike closed the
door, stood with his broad back against
it. Alger stood to the right of his chief,
both hands in his coat pockets, a bluish
mark showing on the right side of his
jaw. Lennox saw the mark, grinned.
He knew what had put it there, knew
that Alger’s eyes held hate.

Keeney said: “You wanted to see
me?”

Lennox spoke around his cigarette:
“One of our houses got bombed. There
were five people hurt. | don't like it.”

Keeney’'s smile widened. “I'm sorry

you don't like it.” He stressed the
words: “Maybe you'd better go to the
cops.”

Lennox said: “1'd rather come to you.
The cops didn't throw that pineapple.”

Keeney’s face was bland. “I thought
maybe they did.”

Bill flipped the cigarette into one cor-
ner of the room. “l came here to give
you some advice, Keeney.”

The other’'s face changed. *“Maybe
you'd better let me give you a little.”

Lennox’ face did not change. “I'm
listening.”

The other took a deep breath. “May-
be one of the customers tossed that
bomb; maybe he didn't like the show.
It might be smart if you changed it, put
in floor shows, good ones.”

“Like Mike’'s?” Lennox
slightly.

“There are worse shows,” Keeney told
him, “and you won't have trouble with '
that type of entertainment.”

Lennox rose slowly, careful not to
make a sudden move, a move which
might excite Alger; but he could talk
better standing. His grin was gone now
as he faced Keeney, his eyes were cold,
bleak. “All right, you cheap hood, get
this. General doesn’'t want your shows.
W e don't like that type of entertainment.
We're going ahead as we were, and
you're not going to do a thing about
it.”

Keeney’s expression did not change.
“Wise guy, huh?”

Lennox said: “Sure I'm a wise guy.
Do you want me to tell you why you
aren’t going to do anything?”

grinned

“Tell me.” Keeney's voice was just
above a whisper.
“Okey, I'll tell you. There was a

man killed last night, a man named Mar-
tin. There was also a witness, a swell
witness, the kind juries like to listen to.
I've got that witness, got her in a safe
place, a place where your Killers can't
reach her. You may have some cheap
cops on your payroll, but the county
government is decent. The state's at-
torney will fight, and I'll give him some-
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thing to fight with—" He broke off as
the gangster laughed. Alger was laugh-
ing; so was Mike. Lennox stared at

them.

“So what?”

Keeney said: “You should have been
-an actor, Lennox. | might even give
you a spot in one of my shows. You
can play tough.”

“Think I'm bluffing?”

The man shook his head. “No. You
think you've got the cards, but you

haven't. Mabel Hamilton is down at my
joint now, and she’ll stay there for a
while.”

Lennox stared at him.
lieve it.”

“So you don’t believe it, huh? Well,
wise guy, listen to this. When you
bought her that plane ticket and started
her for the airport you didn't know one
thing. That kid’'s in love.” His voice
was conversational. “She’s carrying the
torch for a cheap hoofer that works in
one of our shows. We knew that. You
gotta know things in this racket. We
watched this hoofer, see, figuring that
the kid would get in touch with him.
She did. So now do you use our
shows ?”

Lennox said: “You don’t expect me
to take your word.” His mind was rac-
ing, and there was a sick feeling under
his belt. He'd figured that the kid was
safe, miles west, headed for the pro-
tection of Rose Spurck, and now— A
mental picture of her thin, tired face
rose before him. Whatever chance she
had had of escape he had ruined by his
attempted bluff. Keeney’s voice lacked
interest. He said: “You’'ll see her.
W e'll even let you talk to her, Lennox.
After that, you play it our way, or
else. .. .7”

“l1 don’t be-

Bill said: “Weinstein knows where
I am.”

Keeney laughed. “Don’'t know when
you're licked, do you? Let's go—

Better frisk him, Tony.”

Alger stepped forward and obeyed.
-He took the gun from Lennox’ pocket,
stared at it, recognized it. His face

darkened. He put the gun away and
slapped Lennox smartly with his free
hand. “That's for socking me.” He
slapped again. Keeney came forward,
swiftly for one of his bulk. He caught
Alger’s shoulder, pulled him back. The
small, hard eyes seemed to flame for a
moment.

“Stop it.”

Alger’'s face looked stubborn. He
started to say something, then didn't.
Keeney said: “Save it. | may turn
you loose later.” He motioned towards
Mike. The night-club man opened the
door and stepped aside. They went out
through the deserted restaurant.

There was a car at the curb; a long
black, closed car. A man lounged be-
neath the wheel. He snapped erect,
reached around and opened one of the
rear doors. Alger prodded Lennox with
the gun. Bill got in. There were people
on the other side of the street. He
might have called, but he knew that
Alger would shoot, knew also that the
girl would be left alone, to face the fury
of the mob.

The car moved away from the curb,
ignored the traffic light at the next cor-
ner, and went south, gathering speed.
Keeney said, angrily, to the driver:
“Watch it, lug! There's no use hunt-
ing trouble.” The driver did not answer.
He bent over the wheel, his narrow
shoulders hunched.

6 R

HE building had been
a wareh°use. Alger un-

jt3 B f locked a small door
at the side and they

JIOl11pQv  went through. Lennox
guessed that at one time

VP it had held whiskey,

but now the immense floor, shadowed,
was empty. They crossed the floor,
mounted wooden stairs and reached the
second floor. The space had been di-
vided by thin board partitions, flimsy,
not sound-proof. They walked along
the hall, light sifting through from



Crime’'s Web 57

dusty, cobwebbed windows. A rat scur-
ried before them, to vanish in the gloom.
A man appeared suddenly from one of
the doors. Keeney swore at him.
“Where's Jake?"

The man answered something which
Lennox did not catch, and Keeney swore
again. "There's no one downstairs?
How's the girl ?”

“Okey! I've got her down at the
end. She liasn't made a peep.”

Keeney nodded and motioned Lennox
forward. They continued along to the
end of the hall. Here Keeney himself
unlocked the door and stood aside. Al-
ger was behind Lennox. He put one
hand between Bill's shoulder blades and
pushed, hard. Lennox went forward,
stumbled, and almost fell into the room.
There was a startled gasp, then the door
slammed shut.

The dancer was seated on a straight
chair in the far corner. She still wore
the boy’s clothes, but the cap was miss-
ing, and her fair hair was ruffled. Len-
nox saw that her hands were tied be-
hind the chair’'s back and that her ankles
were bound to the legs, but she wasn't
gagged. This puzzled him until he
peered through the dust-covered win-
dow. It opened on a blank brick wall
only a couple of feet away. Judging
from the noise, the wall surrounded a
machine shop. A scream could not have
been heard, and there were bars across
the window, rusty bars set deep in the
wooden frame. He turned back to the
girl, stooped, and loosened her bonds.

Anger made it hard to speak, anger
that she had missed her chance of es-
cape. He said: “1 didn't expect you
here.”

She did not move from the chair.
The small face was streaked with tears,
tears and dirt. She said: “I'm sorry.
| tried to do what you said, to go to the
airport, to get away, but | couldn’t leave
Pete.”

He said: “Pete?” There was disgust
in his voice.“ 1 suppose you helped him,
by letting them catch you ?”

She was crying, softly. “You don't

understand. | couldn't—couldn’'t walk
out. | thought I could. 1 guess I'm a
fool, but | thought—well, Pete never
had a chance either. They took every
cent he made, kept him, forced him to
work, and he was good to me. | thought
I could reach him, give him enough of
your money to get away. | didn’'t think
that they would be watching—1—" She
couldn’t speak now, only make a choked
sound.

“Hell!” Lennox muttered it under
his breath. She might be a fool, but she
was game, dead game. She'd been will-
ing to buck the gang, take a chance with
death, to give this Pete a break. He
turned back to her in a moment, patted
the thin shoulder which moved up and
down with sobs. “I thought Martin—"

She understood, but couldn’t- speak
for a moment. She shook her head in-
stead. “1 didn’'t do anything—encour-
age him, I mean. He just came tq
Mike's; used to come, often. If he had
ideas, it wasn't my fault.”

Lennox said: “Forget it.
matter.”

She said: “But it does matter.” She
had forgotten to cry in her intensity.
“1 want you to understand. You've got
to understand. Pete and | used to plan
how we could run away, what we would
do. We were slaves, | tell you, slaves.
We didn’t dare see each other except at
Mike's.”

Lennox stooped over, was rubbing
her wrists, trying to restore the circu-
lation in the little hands. She took no
notice, went on talking. “When you
said that you'd help me get to Califor-
nia, | thought that my troubles were
over. | thought that I'd send money
back, back to Pete; then | saw that |
had time to go by his place and leave
the money. | didn't think the gang
would be watching. | didn't know they
knew about us.”

Lennox said: “What happened to this
Pete?”

She said: “1 don't know. | didn’t see
him. There were two men just inside
the door. They grabbed me. | never

It doesn’t
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had a chance.
you into this.”
He said: “You didn’'t get me into this,

I'm—I'm sorry | got

Honey. | got myself in.” His voice
was bitter. “1 thought | could bluff
Keeney, bluff him into letting our

houses alone until it was safe for you
to come back and testify. I—" He
stopped as there was a noise on the
other side of the door. He heard the key,
heard the lock being thrown, saw it
open. The girl made a slight gasping
sound. Lennox straightened, faced the
door as it swung open, saw Keeney

come in, followed by Alger. The rack-
eteer smiled, his thick lips parting,
showing discolored teeth.

“Believe me now?”

Lennox nodded. “What happens
next?”

"Our shows go into General Thea-
ters.”

“The company wouldn't stand for
that.”

The other said: “ Sure they would, if
you okeyed it.”

Lennox hesitated, thought of the girl,
sitting there, hopeless, caught in some-
thing which was too big for her, a fly
in a web of crime. “What about the
girl?”

He saw the other’s eyes change, then;
thought that Keeney felt he had won;
knew suddenly that whatever happened,
the girl was slated to die. She knew too
much, and, by the same token, so did he.

The gangster's voice had an oily
sound. “Take her with you. AIll we
want is an order, signed by you, to put
our shows into the theaters. You
wouldn’t want to see this kid die?”

Lennox looked at Alger. The gun-
man stood just inside the door, both
hands in his coat pockets, his eyes eager,
watchful, filled with hate; then he looked
at Keeney. The man stood there, his
short legs braced, insolent, toad-like.
Anger flooded up through Lennox, mak-
ing his throat ache. Not anger because
these men were forcing him to do some-
thing, but rage that they should live on
the earnings of this girl, of a thousand

others, like her, helpless, caught in the
web.

No hint of his feelings showed in
his voice as he spoke. It was contained,
a little strained, perhaps, but nothing
more. He said: “Have you got the
contract ready? | suppose you have.”

Victory flared in the marble-like eyes.
Keeney reached into his coat, drew out
the paper, and stepped forward with
an air of contempt. It was as if he had
feared Lennox and, having won, held
only contempt for him. He drew out a
pen with his other hand, unscrewed the
top. “Sign here.”

Lennox seemed to hesitate. “How
do | know that when 1| have signed
you'll let the girl go?”

Keeney said: “l promised—”" and
stopped short, as Lennox’ hands shot
out suddenly, grabbed his shoulders and
swung him about, using the heavy body
as a shield against Alger.

Keeney’'s thick lips made a startled
sound. He swore, twisting, turning, the
pen dropping from his hand as he tried
to reach his gun. Alger came forward,
crouching like some cat, ready to strike.
His right hand had flashed from his
pocket, holding a gun. His thin lips
were a straight line, his eyes venom-
ous, darting.

Lennox locked his right arm about
Keeney’s throat, forcing the man’s head
back, holding him as in a vise. He
caught the wrist as Keeney’'s hand ap-
peared with the gun, twisting it vi-
ciously. He was taller than Keeney, had
Keeney's feet almost off the floor. The
gangster tried to throw himself back-
ward, to carry Lennox to the floor be-
neath him, failed and twisted, trying to
give Alger a shot.

Lennox dragged him back, wrenched
the gun free, and cuffed Keeney along
the side of the head with it. The other
slumped slightly, tried to straighten, but
couldn’t. Lennox, stooped behind him,
failed to see Alger, heard the girl's
warning cry. He hit Keeney again,
harder this time, and swung about just
as a gun roared.
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He had a glimpse of Alger, of the
girl, hanging to the man, to keep him
from firing, heard the gun speak again,
and saw her slump. He fired, once,
twice, saw a little puff as if of dust from
the other’s sleeve; fired again, and felt
a stinging sensation in his leg; then the
gun clicked, and he hurled it at Alger’s
face, jumping forward as he did so.
For an instant the man’s startled eyes
loomed at him; then they were together,
Alger trying to bring up his gun, Len-
nox’ fingers locked about his wrist.

The other was swearing softly, mo-
notonously, his breath coming in short
sobs as he tried to free himself. He
was strong, but anger made Lennox
stronger. The thought of the little girl
huddled on the floor filled him. She had
held the gunman for aqg instant, held
him at the risk of her own life. Len-
nox' fingers were steel springs, clamped
about the wrist, twisting it. He heard
the gun clatter to the uncarpeted floor,
let go of the wrist suddenly, and drove
his fist into the other’s neck. It struck
low, just below the Adam'’s apple.

Alger coughed suddenly. His face
went purple, and he let go of Lennox,
clawing at his throat. Bill stooped,
caught up the gun, and backed away.
His eyes for an instant rested on the
fallen girl, noted the red splotch spread-
ing across her right shoulder. *“Pray
God she isn't dead.” It wasn't a whis-
per, scarcely a thought. His eyes went
to Alger, his finger on the trigger, ready
to tighten, to send quick death at the
slightest movement; but there was no
movement. The man had had enough.

Lennox sucked warm, stale air into
his lungs. He felt light-headed, not
steady. He wanted to look at the girl,
hardly dared. His voice was hoarse as
he said to the gangster: “Against that
wall. Move.”

Alger backed slowly. Lennox took an
uncertain step forward. His leg felt
hot, sticky. Then a voice from the door
barked at him, made him stop. “Get
them up!” The voice quavered slightly
with emotional stress. Lennox knew

that voice, knew that Weinstein was
behind him. He said:
“Better keep out of this, Sam.”

Weinstein's voice steadied. “Don’'t
make me shoot, Bill. Drop that
gun.

Lennox obeyed. He felt no feeling
of surprise that Weinstein was there,
nothing except a great weariness, a
surge of hopelessness, not for himself,
but for the girl.

Alger was recovering. There was a
red spot at the base of his throat, but
his face had regained its natural color.
He came forward wearily, caught wp
the gun which had slipped from Len-
nox’ fingers. “Good work, Weinstein.
I'll not forget it.” He was staring at
Lennox, his eyes narrow slits of hate.
Suddenly his fist lashed out, caught Bill
in the mouth.

Lennox went forward, one step. It
was pure muscular reaction, without
thought. The gun came up, level. Al-
ger’s voice was almost pleading. “ Make
me shoot, lug. Come on, make me
shoot.” BiIll stopped. Weinstein’s voice
sounded hurried.

“Not that, Alger!
Tony.”

The gangster said, with contempt:
“You're too soft for this racket, Sam.
Why'd you cut in?”

“l1 couldn’t help it” Weinstein's
voice told the strain under which he la-
bored. “I couldn't—" He stopped as
sound from the floof reached him.
Keeney had come to, was trying to
sit up.

Weinstein helped him to his feet.
Lennox watched, curiously, with a de-
tached feeling, as if he were merely a
spectator. Keeney felt the side of his
head. He looked at Lenifox without
anger, and Bill sensed the difference be-
tween him and Alger, the self-control
which made the squat man leader. Kee-
ney said: “So you didn't intend to sign?
You were still bluffing?”

Alger’s voice was vicious: “Let trie
handle it, boss. I'll make the punk
sign. Make him like signing.”

Not that, please,
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Keeney said: “In a minute.” Wein-
stein was making little noises.

“1 don't like it. I tell you 1
like it.”

Keeney said suddenly, savagely:
“You're either with us or you ain't
If Lennox hadn't shown up we
wouldn’'t have had trouble. Now we
can use him to cover you. Which
is it?” :

Weinstein was silent. Keeney said,
musingly: “We can burn his feet. It's
been done. 1—" He stopped as there
was a noise outside the door and a man

don’t

burst through. “Cops!”
Keeney swore, savagely. “What the
hell?” , iT < ..
The man was breathless. “1 saw them

from the front window. Three ears.
They’ll have the door down in a couple
of minutes.”

Alger showed no surprise, excite-
ment. He said: “The girl goes. I'll
not have her talking.” His gun swung
away from Lennox, towards the still
form. Bill saw the gun move, saw mur-
der flame in the man’s eyes; dived for-
ward, his body striking Alger just as
the man fired, carrying him to the floor.
His knee landed on the man’s wrist,
holding it down. His fingers locked
themselves about Alger’s throat. Some-
one was behind him, trying to drag him
back. His right hand shot out, caught
an ankle, brought the man down, heav-
ily. It was Keeney. The three of them
rolled together on the dirty floor, dust
choking them. Somewhere, seemingly
far off, a gun exploded. There were
muffled curses, a scraping of hurried
feet, and Lennox felt himself hauled
backward, found himself staring up at
a broad, unfamiliar face.

7

HE girl said: “This is Pete,”

proudly. She had one arm, her
good one, about the boy’s neck. He was
young, nineteen, at most, his thin face
very white except for the red mark
where a blow, in the melee, had caught
him. “Just think! If he hadn’t gone
to the State’s Attorney?”

The boy was embarrassed. “1 didn't
do nothing.” He moved his feet un-
certainly. “If Mr. Lennox hadn't
jumped that Alger, you'd have been

killed.” His throat seemed to tighten,
make words difficult. “l1—1 saw them
grab you outside my place. | ran out,

but they had gone; then I went down-
town. | was pretty scared.”
One of the plain-clothesmen came iN

and walked over to the girl. “How do
you feel, sister?”
She smiled, wanly. “I'm all right.”

He said to Lennox: “Don’t see how
she happened to get shot.”
Lennox told him. He smiled at the

girl.  She smiled, then was sober.
“Could—could you still send us to Hol-
lywood ?”

Lennox’ smile widened. “ 1 sure could.

But listen; pictures are a tough racket.”

She shook her head. “I don’t care
about pictures. We'll find something
else.” Her little mouth looked grim,
resolute.

Lennox said: “You’'ll have to stay
here, to testify against Alger; after

that—a pal of mine has an orange
grove. He needs someone to look after
it, someone who will work.”

The boy and girl looked at each other,
silently. No words were needed. Thg
girl turned to Bill. “We’'ll work.”
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HE Senett Hotel

boasts neither a mar-

quee nor a doorman.

Its squarish, seven-

story stone facade is

plain, weather beaten,

definitely outmoded.

Many of its guests— mostly male—oc-

cupy year-around suites, but it is in no

sense a family hotel. Rather the clientele

is the sort which likes good food, good

liquor, and a management not too fussy
about the True-name law.

Casey and Wade, arrayed in dinner

jackets and gleaming white shirt fronts,

by a nose for newt

and looking as unlike newspaper photog-
raphers as possible, turned their backs
on the grill room at eight o'clock and
trudged slowly up the steps to the sepa-
rate street entrance.

Wade was still sucking his lips when
they came out on the sidewalk, and the
self-satisfied look on his round, blue-
eyed face verged on a grin.

“How’d you know about that tender-
loin special? It ain't on the menu.”

Casey stopped beside the doorway,
fished for a cigarette. “I1 know it. For
old customers. It was good, wasn't it?”

61
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“Hell, yes. | could cut the steak with
my fork.”

“That's your test, huh?” grunted
Casey, amused. “How about the fla-
vor?” He did not wait for an answer.
“Blaine says we hadta put on monkey-
suits. Okey, we start right.”

He lit the cigarette, moved towards a
taxi at the curb.

“This dressin’ up business is the
nuts,” said Wade, tagging along. “Not
more’'n half of ’em dress at the Club
Regis. And we can take just as good
pictures in—"

“Decoys,” muttered Casey. “The out-
fit is supposed to put us above suspicion.
Tonight we're gentlemen, get it? We
take the pictures on the side.”

Casey opened the taxi door, pushed
Wade in ahead of him, sat down beside
him. He reached forward to close the
door, said: “Globe.” Then, before the
driver could flip down the meter flag, he
said: “Wait.”

The man was passing the main en-
trance of the hotel when Casey saw
him. The yellow glow which bathed the
sidewalk threw into sharp relief a tall,
stooped figure, a white pinched face;
clothing that was a network of wrinkles.
He moved forward into the shadows
with a weaving, uncertain shuffle as
Casey spoke; and Wade, looking up and
following Casey’s gaze, said:

“Boy, has he got a skinful!”

“Yeah,” Casey said softly and opened
the door. He crossed the sidewalk to
intercept the man who was apparently
headed for the alley at the corner of the
building, called: “Jim.”

The man lurched uncertainly, finally
anchored himself with his back against
the wall. “Don’t bother me,” he said,
and his voice was thick, husky.

As he approached the man, a thin
slab of light from a main floor window
seemed to reflect from Casey’s shirt-
front and slide up to the rugged, somber
face under the brim of the battered, in-
congruous felt. His voice was grimly
amused.

“Hokey, my fran'.”

“Oh.” The man wheezed the word,
hesitated. “Hyuh, Flashgun. Didn't
know yuh; thought maybe you was a
smarty.”

Casey took the man by the arm,
gently; and his voice was low, steady.

“Got a load, huh?”

“Yeah. And what a load!”

“1'll take you home, Jim. | gotta cab
here and—"

“Just come from there.”

“Arnold might tie the can to you if he
sees—"”

“He won't tie the can to Jim Deg-
nan.” The fellow attempted a laugh
which ended in a cough. “With me tes-
tifyin’ for hint? He won't—"

“No,” Casey said. “l guess he won't,
at that.”

“Who's this kid?” asked Degnan, and
Casey saw that Wade, curious as usual,
had moved alongside him. He told Deg-
nan about Wade, asked:

“Where you goin’?”

“Gotta see Zella—Zella Elliott.
job to do and—"

Degnan began to cough again and his
heels slipped on the sidewalk. Casey
held to the one arm, put his right hand
on the man’s coat, realizing as he helped
Degnan steady himself, that the coat-
front was moist as though from spilled
drink.

Degnan pulled loose, staggered, said:
“1 gotta get goin’, Flash. The back
way, kid. Nobody’'ll see me. Obliged
to you, though.” He' slid along the
building, managed to navigate the cor-
ner and disappeared into the blackness
of the alley.

Gotta

W HEN the cab pulled out from the
curb Wade said: “This Degnan,
is he the guy that's testifyin’ with Ar-
nold on that snatch?”

“Yeah.”

“Well, who is he, anyway?”

Casey looked out the cab window at
the kaleidoscopic light and movement of
Boylston Street; and the glare of a the-
ater sign flashed through the cab win-
dows, picking out the lines of his rugged
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face, accentuating the tan of his skin.
He spoke absently.

“Degnan used to be a cop. But he
was only a kid, and bootleggin’ made
for easy money. There was a little
trouble, and they chucked him off the
force; he got a job as house dick at the
Eastland. He was hitting the booze
pretty heavy, got running with Joe Stei-
ger and—"

“The guy that tried to put the snatch
on Arnold?” exploded Wade.

“Yeah. And he got mixed up in some
shakedown racket. The Eastland threw
him out, and | guess Steiger let him lay.
Anyway, Arnold picked him out of the
gutter about six months ago—don’t ask
me why.”

Casey fell silent a moment as he
thought about Sam Arnold. The City's
number one gambler. A lone wolf.
Hard, shrewd, willing to bet anything
on anything. Reputedly a good friend,
a tough enemy. He had been in court
but once. That time for nearly beating
to death a man who welched and double-
crossed him.

Joe Steiger was an alley rat who had
suffered from growing pains. He was
something of a gambler himself, a pro-
moter—of anything that promised mon-
etary rewards. His court record was
long, but convictions were few, because
he did not travel with a mob; when he
needed a job done, he hired outside
thugs.

A month previous an attempt had been
made to snatch Arnold. But somehow,
Degnan had got wind of the plan and
tipped off the gambler. The two outsid-
ers who had engineered the attempt were
now on trial. Wiseacres about town
thought perhaps Steiger was behind the
plan.

The shrill of a traffic cop’s whistle
and Wade's voice jarred Casey back to
the moment.

“It was a dumb stunt, trying to snatch
a guy like Arnold.”

“You think so, huh?” Casey’s voice
got sardonic. “Well, guess again. Not
pne snatch in ten ever gets aired. The

best meat of all is guys like Arnold
who make their living outside the law.
That kind of a snatch never gets to the
police. The guy pays up and shuts up,
because he knows where a squawk'll
put him. Arnold was okey—only Deg-
nan tipped somebody’s mitt.”

Wade seemed to think over this bit
of information for a moment while the
cab turned down Savery Street towards
the Globe entrance. Finally he said:

“Degnan was going to see Zella EI-
liott, eh? The dame that sings on the
radio?”

“Yeah,” muttered Casey, sitting up
on the seat.

“What for, I wonder. He was pretty
crocked to—"

“Forget it, will yuh?” growled Casey.
“You're wearin’ me down. Degnan
works for Arnold— night watchman or
guard or something. Arnold owns the
Senett. Zella has a suite on the same
floor with Arnold. | understand it's
complimentary. Hell, you know the
facts of life, don't you?”

“Aw, nerts. | was just—"

“Then,” said Casey, throwing up a
hand in a gesture of amused exaspera-
tion, “forget Degnan and start thinkin’
about the candid camera shots you and
| got all dressed up to take.”

LAINE, City Editor
of the Globe, was
working overtime. He
was still on duty when
Casey and Wade came
into the city room, and
he looked up as they
approached, pushed back his chair.
“1've been waiting for you,” he said
crisply. “You're late.”
“All right,” said Casey, “we're late.”
Blaine’s lip curled. He was a thin man,
prematurely gray, with a hatchet face
and predatory gray eyes. Immaculately
dressed, stiff collar and all, he was a
politely sardonic driver and the best desk
man in the city. Casey admitted this,
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even though Blaine’s methods often en-
raged him.

“You don't look as much like waiters
as | thought.” Blaine smiled thinly,
surveyed Casey and Wade with a cold,
searching glance. He grunted, said:

“Now get this. We want these Club
Regis shots for a Sunday feature. Each
of you take one of those little candid
cameras. Get separate tables, one on
each side of the floor. Get all the shots
you can of the dancers, the chorus—
and the less clothes they have on when
you get them, the better I'll like it.”

“Me, too.” Casey began to grin.

“And get 'em here by midnight,” said
Blaine, ignoring the interruption. His
eyebrows lifted. “You better not get
crocked either, or—"

“You want pictures, don’'t you?”
clipped Casey, his grin fading.

“That's why I'm sending the two of
you.”

“Then quit beefin'.” Casey muttered
an oath. “You'll get 'em. But how I
get 'em or how many drinks | have is
my business.”

“1f you get one good one between you
I'll be lucky,” sniffed Blaine. Then his
eyes narrowed, his jaw dropped and he

swallowed before he spoke. “How'd
you cut your hand ?”

“Cut whose hand?” Casey looked
surprised.

Blaine's voice was sarcastic. “What

color’s blood?”

Casey lifted his right hand, turned it
over. The inside of his fingers were
red-stained. He spread the fingers
stiffly, flexed them, turned the hand over.
Then his eyes widened slowly as he saw
there was no cut or abrasion; and he
remembered the moist front of Degnan’s
coat and said, “Jeeze!” softly.

“Well ?” Blaine drawled.

“His coat was wet when | propped
him up,” Casey said. *“I thought it was
liquor.”

“Degnan?” gasped Wade hollowly.

Blaine leaned forward in his chair.
“Don’'t go dumb on me, you big ox.
What—"

Casey told him then, told the incident
in short, clipped sentences. “And he
was going to see Zella Elliott,” he fin-
ished.

“Said he had a job to do,”
added.

Blaine glanced quickly about the city
room, his sharp, gray eyes touching
briefly the slot, the assortment of heads,
bent forward at their typewriters or
slouched indolently behind desks.

“With that kidnap trial on the fire,”
he said eagerly, “even Degnan’s worth
a column. With Elliott mixed up in
it—” He broke off as his eyes fastened
on a big man at the far side of the room.
“Mallon!”

“Mallon?” grunted Casey. “Why not
Potter or—"

“1 don’t give out assignments on your
recommendation,” bristled Blaine.

“1've heard that before,” snorted Ca-

Wade

sey, “only—"
“You don’'t like Mallon, huh?”
Casey scowled and said nothing.

Blaine's lifted brows gave a touch of a
sardonic smile to his thin face. He was
a reporter at heart, Blaine. A news-
man. To him, pictures, photographers,
were a necessary evil; it was the story
that counted. That his sympathy and
primary interest went to the reporter,
was natural. This fact was evident in
his speech.

“You don't like him because he's a
bigger prima donna than you are. Well,
get this: Mallon’s got a ndse for news;
he knows story values. You stumbled
on to something that looks hot. Mallon’ll
cover. All you got to do is take pictures
and do what he tells you.”

“How about me?” broke in Wade
eagerly.
“You?” Blaine's tone was impatient.

“Down to the Regis for you. You're
late as it is. And you better bring back
a couple shots | can use.”

Mallon’s voice boomed, “Hi, Flash,”
and he drew to a stop beside the pho-
tographer as Wade turned and shuffled
away, a crestfallen and dejected figure.

Casey did not answer; he watched
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Blaine with sultry eyes as the city editor
told Mallon the story.

They were about the same height,
Mallon and Casey; about the same
weight. Yet, as they stood there in front
of the desk, it was readily apparent that
they had but little in common.

Casey, for all his bulging shirt front,
thick hands, and lumpy shoulder muscles
that threatened to burst the seams of his
coat, had about him a definite leanness
to his face, to his stomach. Mallon’s
bulk was sleek, accentuated by his
double-breasted gray suit; his face was
pink and smooth; his panama was newly
cleaned. Even his hair was neatly
trimmed, contrasting sharply with Ca-
sey’s shaggy nape.

Blaine hurried on with his story, and
Casey grumbled inwardly. Mallon was
good, all right. He could write. But
he talked too much, and too loud. A
comparatively new man to the Globe—
from St. Louis—a personality lad. A
nose for news, maybe; but a poseur, a
blusterer. Still, what difference did it
make ? On a job like this all he, Casey,
had to do was take pictures.

“And you, Flash,” Blaine was saying,
“you stick with Mallon. He'll tell
you—"

“Sure,” boomed Mallon with a care-
less wave of a fat hand, “I'll handle
it. Get the box, and let's go, Flash.”

HE lobby of the Senett was quiet
Tand gloomy. The lights were sub-
dued, the furniture was old and heavy.
There were a lot of pillars, a half dozen
potted palms—and two plain-clothesmen
idling about as Casey and Mallon came
up the main staircase and turned to-
wards the elevators.

Mallon asked the elevator boy where
Zella Elliott’s apartment was and they
got off on the fifth floor. There was a
reporter from the News in the hall; a
uniformed policeman in front of a door,
near the rear of the corridor, and Mal-
lon turned to Casey.

"It broke. Guess we just about got
here in time.”
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The fellow from the News called a
greeting, and when Casey and Mallon
continued on past him he added: “Don’t
get all lathered up—you can’t get in.”

“That's what you think,” said Mal-
lon and there was no question about his
swagger.

The cop stopped them. Casey did not
know the fellow and he asked what had
happened. The cop shook his head, said:
“All 1 know is no reporters or button
pushers go in.”

“Who's in there?” asked Casey.

“Lieutenant Stevens— Lieutenant Lo-
gan.saf

Casey smiled in satisfaction and Mal-
lon said: “Tell 'em that Mallon’s out
here. Mallon of the Globe. Tell 'em I've
got some dope on Degnan that they
oughtta have.”

Casey looked at Mallon and scowled
at the use of the personal pronoun. The
cop hesitated, but Mallon had his per-
sonality primed and hitting on all eight.
His manner apparently shook the po-
liceman’s resolve because he finally said}
“Wait,” and stepped into the room.

When the door opened again, Lieu-
tenant Logan stood framed in the open-
ing. He was a good friend of Casey’s.
A tall, smooth-shaven man, well set-up,
handsome. His hair and eyes were black.
He had an excellent record, the reputa-
tion of a square shooter, and there was
a quiet hardness about him, sufficiently
accepted so that he could wear spats and
a derby when, he wanted to—and get
away with them.

“What about Degnan, Flash?” he said
quietly, ignoring Mallon.

Casey started to speak, but Mallon
beat him to it. “Show him your hand,”
he snapped, and reached down and
grabbed Casey’s wrist.

He held up the fingers. They were
still red-stained and as Logan’'s eyes
narrowed, Mallon said: “That blood is
Degnan’s.”

“You wouldn't kid me, would you?”

“We don't have to,” said Mallon.

Logan’s brows drew together. He
looked at Casey, who nodded slightly
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without speaking. The lieutenant stood

back from the door, said: “lI guess
you'd better come in.”
Casey saw Degnan first. He lay in

the center of the room, partly on his
back, partly on his side; and there was
something horribly unfamiliar about the
unnatural sprawl of the thin figure, the
reddish stain on the vest and coat of the
wrinkled blue suit—the blood-clotted
hole in front of one ear.

There was nothing new in death—to
Casey. He had seen it, photographed it,
enough times to get used to it. But this
was different. Because he knew now
that Degnan was dying when he talked
with him a half hour previous. And he
had joked about it, and Degnan had
played his hand and never let on that
the load he carried was lead, not liquor.

The sharp suck of Mallon’s breath,
jerked up Casey’'s eyes. They flicked
past Lieutenant Stevens and another
plain-clothesman, fastened on the other
figure at one side of the room. This
time the picture of death registered its
image on his brain with a distinct shock
that stiffened him and stopped his
breathing.

Zella Elliott lay on her stomach. One
arm was doubled under her; the other
outflung. A foot from this outstretched
hand was a heavy automatic.

Her artificially blond head was cocked
at a peculiar angle, and Casey saw that
the plump, rouged face was twisted with
anger and something else— fear— hate—
even in death. A semi-circle of blood
on the rug peered from beneath her
flame-colored evening dress.

IEUTENANT STE-
VENS, a bronzed,
lean-faced fellow with
gray-white hair and
green-gray eyes,
scowled at the intru-
sion and shot a ques-
tion at Logan. When he got the an-
swer he turned to Casey.

“Let’s see the hand.”

Casey held it up.

“Where'd you get it?”

Mallon chimed in before Casey could
answer: ‘“‘We’'ll tell you for a couple
pictures and the story.”

-You'll tell me anyway,” clipped Ste-
vens, who made no attempt to disguise
his irritation and dislike of Mallon’s
cocky attitude.

“Sure,” said Mallon easily. “But we
don't have to tell you now, and you
know it.” He turned to Casey. “Come
on, Flash. Do something. Get out the
box.”

Casey did not even look annoyed this
time, because he was thinking about
Zella Elliott. She was not beautiful,
never had been. But she was a regular,
had that reputation. An old-times blues
singer of the Sophie Tucker school. She
had the manner, the voice, something of
the build, although she was not quite so
heavy.

Casey opened his plate-case and took
out his tripod, pulled out the legs and
set it up. But it was another moment
before he got his mind on his work.
Zella's death did not fit the picture; did
not make sense. She was a square-
shooter, loyal. She probably had as
wide an acquaintance among the under-
world as the police. Yet her personal
affairs had always been on the level.
She would not welch, squeal, betray a
confidence— then why was she killed?

“Come on, Flash,” rapped Mallon ir-
ritably.

Casey’'s face flushed and his fists
knotted instinctively. A nose for news,
huh? A sliver of grim humor streaked
through his brain and his fists relaxed.
He took out a flashbulb as Mallon said:

“All we want is a couple shots, Ste-
vens, and—"

“Take ’'em,” barked the lieutenant,
“and quit givin’ me the run-around.
When we got a look at the set-up, we
thought’ Arnold might've knocked off the

two of 'em. We can't find him. He’'s
a hot-headed, jealous egg. If he found
them here together and—" He broke
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off as Casey’s flashbulb went off, cursed
once, added: “Speak your piece, Mal-
lon. Because Globe or no Globe I'm
gonna beat it out of you if you don't.”

He started for Mallon and for the
first time the reporter’s bored noncha-
lance deserted him. He took a step
backward, said:

“Degnan was shot before he came up
here.”

That stopped Stevens, .and Mallon
went on with his story. Casey was put-
ting away his tripod when the reporter
finished.

Stevens said: “Arnold mightta got
wise to something, put the slug on Deg-
nan in his room, left him for dead, and
then come here to get Zella.”

“Degnan,” grunted Casey, “didn’t
have that head wound when | saw him
downstairs.”

“He didn't have—"” Stevens went
slack-jawed and his mouth stayed open
as realization struck home. There fol-
lowed a logg moment of hushed silence.
Then Logan’s dark brows knotted and
he whistled softly. Stevens’ jaws clicked
shut and his voice got harsh, angry.

“Why the hell didn't you say so?”

“1 wasn't tellin’ my story,” Casey said
wearily. “Mallon was.”

“He might've come here to rub out
Zella,” Mallon said quickly. “You said
he had to see her, had a job to do. May-
be he came up here and shot her and—"

“There's only one gun in the place,”

Logan said flatly. “It's been fired
twice.” He jingled two empty shells in
his hand. “And | think”—he hesitated

and one eyebrow cocked—*“1 think they
were both killed with the same gun.”

“Joe Steiger wanted Degnan out,”
Stevens said thoughtfully. “With Arnold
and Degnan testifying, those two would-
be snatchers would get about ninety-
nine years. If they do, they'll probably
squawk. Then if Steiger was behind
it—” He stopped and pulled thought-
fully on his lower lip.

“That might be the angle on Degnan
—but Zella—" He growled impatiently.
“1t don’t make sense.”

Logan moved towards Casey. He was
still jingling the shells in his hand and
an enigmatic smile bared his white, even
teeth.

“You generally have a piece to speak,

Flash,” he said easily. “No ideas this
time ?”

“Me?” Casey’s brows lifted in mock
surprise. He sniffed, gave Logan a wry

glance, then looked at Mallon and his
brows drew down. “Hell, no. Mallon’s
got the ideas. | just take pictures.”

Stevens spoke to Logan as Mallon
and Casey moved towards the door.
“Stick around, Logan. Arnold might
come back. I'll get the word out to pick
him up—and Steiger, too. He'll prob-
ably have an alibi if he's in on it. But
I'd like to hear it.”

ALLON stopped at the desk in
the lobby and Casey went on out
to the sidewalk and piled his plate-case
and camera in a taxi. While he waited
he lit a cigarette and his smoldering
thoughts grappled with the double mur-
der. He was still fighting the problem
and wondering, with a half guilty sense
of neglect, what might have happened
if he had insisted on going upstairs with
Degnan, when Mallon came out.
Casey said: “Globe."
Mallon stopped with his foot on the

running-board, stuck his head in the
driver's compartment. “No. 736 Wal-
ton Street.”

“Why ?” Casey’s voice was annoyed.

“That's where Degnan lived,” said
Mallon, dropping down on the seat. “I
found out at the desk.”

“What about it?”

“He mightta been shot there. |
wantta look over his place.”

“How about these pictures | just

got?”

“They’'ll keep. We got plenty of time,
ain't we?”

“And we got the story,” grunted
Casey. “We got a couple exclusive
shots. What's the idea of—"

“Don’'t be dumb.” Mallon snorted
the words and tapped a cigarette on a
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gleaming thumbnail. “We give the room
the once over before the cops tear it to
pieces. We might run on to something
that—"

“1 never saw a reporter yet that didn't
think he could outsmart the whole damn’
detective bureau.”

“1t wouldn't be so hard,” said Mal-
lon.

“Boy!” Casey blew out a cloud of
smoke that bounced back off the glass
partition of the front seat, and shook
his head sadly. “What a job!”

“You don’t like it, huh?”

"I'm sick of the whole damn’ busi-
ness.”

“You can go back,” Mallon
curtly. “Only Blaine said—"

“1 know—1 know. And you'd prob-
ably tell him all about it.”

The taxi pulled up to the curb, a
scant three blocks away from the Sen-
ett, and Casey finished his thought as
he got out. “Some day, | think you
might lose some skin on that nose for
news.”

said

EVEN THIRTY-SIX was a remod-
S eled brownstone front. There were
six worn stone steps, steep ones; a ves-
tibule dimly lighted by yellow rays that
filtered through a frosted glass panel
from the inner hall; six mail boxes.
Under the nearest one, 3-B, was the
name Degnan.

The carpeted stairs mounting from
the inner hall were wide, the banister
smooth and worn. Opposite doors gave
on the third floor landing and one of
these was ajar. Mallon peered at the
gilt painted number on the dark panel
and pushed on into the room.

It was a plainly and inexpensively
furnished living-room, quite in order ex-
cept for an upset chair, and a parchment
shaded lamp which had been tipped over
on the oblong center table. An inner
hall led from the left wall of the room
and Casey moved towards it, peered into
its darkness. He slipped his plate-case
from his shoulder, leaned indolently
back against the wall. He tried to brush

the cigarette ashes from his shirt front,
but the effort was clumsy and he left
the gleaming whiteness with a one-inch
gray smudge.

Mallon looked back and forth across
the room, his brown eyes flashing their
eager interest. Casey grunted, said:

“Well, do your stuff, Sherlock, and
let's get out of here.”

Mallon inspected the room carefully,
finally went down the hall. Casey picked
up the plate-case and followed him
through the two bedrooms, the bath, to
the kitchen. After five minutes or so,
Mallon turned out the kitchen light and
started back down the hall. When he
reached the threshold of the living-
room, he stopped short, stiffened there.

Casey heard the sound a moment la-
ter. Footsteps on the landing; men’s
voices in low tones.

Mallon spun about and pushed Casey
ahead of him down the blackness of the
inner hall. Casey felt the linoleum cov-
ering of the kitchen floor beneath his
feet when he heard the living-room door
open. He dodged around Mallon, moved
quickly back to the kitchen doorway, his
eyes fastening on the lighted rectangle
at the end of the hall.

Four men moved slowly into his range
of vision. Two of them were strangers;
one, a thick-set bruiser, the other, tall,
thin, swarthy.

The other two men he recognized at
once. Sam Arnold was in the center of
the group. The plump, dark man with
the mustache who stood behind Arnold
and held a gun in his back was Joe Stei-
ger. And that meant to Casey just one
thing; Steiger must have gunned out
Degnan and probably Zella as well.

Casey blew out his pent-up breath in
a slow, silent blast. For the first time
that evening he felt the blood whip
through his veins, the definite tingle to
his nerve ends. Nose for news—or
luck? It didn't matter. Here was
something tangible, something to get ex-
cited about. He forgot all about Mallon
until he heard the whispered words in
his ear:
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“Let's get the hell out of here!”

“What for?” breathed Casey. “It's
what we wanted, ain't it? Stick around
and we might get a story that is a story.”
He grunted softly. “1 might even get
another picture.”

“You're nuts,” said Mallon excitedly.
“Suppose the heat goes on?”

“1f we lay low we’'ll be okey.”

“1 know enough about it now. Who's
in there anyway? Hoods, ain’'t they?
| saw Arnold and that somebody had a
gun on him. | wantta flash the office—
we oughtta get the cops.”

“The hell with the office,” Casey whis-
pered. “But the cops—yeah. Only if
we skip now maybe it'll be all over be-
fore we get back. One of us oughtta
stay. Maybe—" He broke off, knelt in
the darkness beside his plate-case.
Opening it, he felt around until he found
a flashbulb. He put it in his pocket,
fastened the case.

“Listen. If you wantta get the cops,
okey. Unlock the back door—go out
that way. But take my plate-case with
you.”

“But what're you—"

“Me? I'm not gonna run out on a
thing like this. | can keep out of the
way—and anything’s liable to happen.
But be damn’ sure you take that plate-
case with you. If I have to run | want
a head start. And | don’t want anything
tangling up my legs.”

Voices drifted down the hall now, and
Casey moved along the wall towards the
door of the back bedroom.

v

HAT back bedroom
wasn't good enough.
Casey could catch a
word now and then,
but the conversation
was low, and he was
unable to get the gist
of it. So he held his breath, sidled
down the hall, past the bathroom to the
front bedroom and backed through the
open door.

This was more like it. The dark-
ness concealed him, yet the talking was
audible; and by keeping close to the
door, he could get an occasional glimpse
of the occupants of the living-room.

Steiger was speaking.

“1 warned you a long time ago, Ar-
nold, so there’s no use going into that.
If the snatch had worked you'd be bet-
ter off.”

Casey stuck his head into the hall.
From this position he had a good view
of Arnold. The man stood spread-
legged, his hands in his trousers pockets.
He appeared to be about forty-five,
quietly dressed, with grayish hair under
the lightweight felt and a clean, hard
line to his smooth-shaven jaw. If he
felt fear—any emotion—his mask-like
face did not betray him.

“Degnan, the------- " Steiger went on.
“1 don't know how the hell he found
out about that snatch, but he mustta
thought a lot of you, Arnold, to cross
me up.

“Klem and Niska came here tonight.
They tried to get Degnan to call you on
the phone and get you over here. We
might've framed some sort of murder
and suicide. Anyway, they could’'ve put
you out nice and neat and I'd have my
alibi.

“But Degnan wouldn't play. He got
tough, made a break for his gun. Niska
let him have it. Only you didn't do a
very good job, did you, Niska?”

A thin, sharp voice said: “What the
helll He had two in the vest. He
didn't move. He looked dead. Who'd
think he’d walk three blocks, carryin’
that lead.”

“But he did,” rapped Steiger. “Prob-
ably called you at the Senett to warn
you, Arnold, only you weren't there.
So he went to see Zella so he could tell
her. He knew you’'d see her some time
tonight.”

Steiger laughed shortly. “We had the
same idea. Klem and Niska went to
Zella’s place to wait for you. Then
Degnan busts in and starts to blast.”

“When | dropped him,” the thin,



70 Black Mask

sharp voice went on, “what does the
fluzie do but grab for his gun and open
up on us. She damn’ near got me, the
tramp. The first slug nicked my coat.
I had to let her have it.”

“l1 get it.” Arnold turned slowly.
Casey could see his face clearly and the
only clue to his feelings was the voice.

“Zella thought enough of me, enough
of Degnan to play out the string. And
you murdered her.” Arnold’'s voice
rose, and his movement was lightning
fast.

Both hands whipped from his pockets.
They were empty, but they were fists
when they struck. Casey heard them
click against bone, heard a grunt. Then
Steiger sagged to the floor in Casey’s
range of vision and the thick-set bruiser
stepped forward and brought his gun
down on Arnold’s head.

The gambler's hat fell off and he
crumpled and pitched forward. The
thick-set man and the thin fellow picked
up Steiger. They shook him, slapped his
face. After a few seconds he came
around and staggered to his feet. Klem,
the thick-set man, growled:

“Let's cut out the horse play. If
we're gonna knock him off what're we
waitin’ for—the cops?”

Steiger, now standing in full view of
Casey, rubbed his jaw, glared down at
Arnold, said: “Degnan and the dame
both got it from the same heater. Got
it, Niska?”

The thin man held out a revolver and
Steiger took it. “This’ll do it,” he said.
“Get a chair, prop him up at the table.
We'll put a slug through the temple,
contact wound. It might kid the cops
into thinking he Kkilled the other two
and took the suicide. It won't do no
harm, anyway.”

Casey felt the sweat break out on his
forehead. He had the story; he knew
Steiger meant what he said, and he
knew there was but little time left.

Where the hell was Mallon? How
long had he been gone? Not more than
a minute or two, probably. It just
seemed long. But if he ran the three

blocks to the Senett and tipped off Lo-
gan— Someone dragged a chair across
the room. Niska and Steiger were help-
ing the half-conscious Arnold to his
feet.

Sweat, cold sweat, was running down
into Casey’s eyebrows now. His own
safety was assured; he knew that. All
he had to do was to stay right where he
was—and see murder done.

He thought of Degnan, of Zella EI-
liott. He'd known Degnan pretty well
at one time, and he could not forget the
way the fellow had made his sacrifice.
He was no friend of Zella’'s, but he knew
her; knew her for the square shooter
that she was. And what she had tried
to do tonight put an uneasy hollowness
in his stomach. Snatching up Degnan’s
gun—trying to shoot it out with two
professionals.

Arnold. A gambler, but at least a
straight one. And Steiger—crooked,
tricky, merciless. A Kkiller. Casey

thought of all this. Perhaps it was some
such idea that spurred him to action;
probably it was for another reason en-
tirely.

If he saw Arnold murdered, he'd have
to tell his story. And when Steiger
went on trial, he'd have to testify. He
knew that; knew that he would stick
to his story. But he also knew what
would probably happen to him if he did.
He'd photographed witnesses before.
Dead ones. So what difference did it
make when he took his chance?

A photograph was something that
needed no further testimony. Juries
liked pictures—and it might save Ar-
nold’'s life. What the hell. He knew
the way to the back door, knew it was
unlocked.

He screwed the flashbulb into the
synchronized flashgun and slid softly
into the hall. Arnold was conscious
now. Steiger was telling what would
happen to him, working himself up.

“I'm in this far enough now,” Steiger
finished, “so that any chance is worth a
whirl. You go out with the same gun
that caught Degnan and Zella. I've got
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an alibi for that job. Klem and Niska
are hot, but they'll be on their way be-
cause the cops won't know who to look
for. 1 don’t think they can pin it on
me.

Casey was three feet from the thresh-
old as Steiger finished. He had the
camera open, the shutter adjusted. He
could not see any of the men at the
moment— the table was to the left—and
he was glad of this, because he knew
he could not be seen. He moved for-
ward to the edge of the doorway.

He hesitated there a moment until
Steiger said: “Hold him, you guys!”
Then Casey stepped forward, brought
the camera to his shoulder.

The strange tableau imprinted itself
on his brain. Arnold held tight in the
chair by Klem and Niska. Steiger
slightly behind, the blue revolver
scarcely an inch from Arnold’s gray
temple. Then the flashbulb went off, its
instantaneous brilliance blanketing the
room.

Casey spun back into the hall before
anyone else stirred. He had covered
half the distance to the kitchen before
he heard Steiger shout a curse and an
order.

“Get him! Get him, you -------—-- ”

Casey'’s left foot slapped down on the
linoleum of the kitchen. It was a cinch.
Caught 'em flat-footed. He chuckled
hoarsely, took two long strides; then his
toe caught some hard, bulky object.

There was no chance to recover his
balance. So great was his speed that
he could not even break his fall. It was
as though his knees had been cut from
under him, and he had just time for
one bitter thought: Mallon had left the
plate-case behind. Then the floor came
up and smacked him.

His face hit first; nose, then forehead.
He must have lost consciousness for a
moment because when he tried to get
up he saw that the lights were on. He
turned then, turned and looked up at
the snouty muzzle of an automatic which
angled down at him two feet from his
head.

He sat up, lifted his eyes to the thin,
swart, mustached face of Niska, and
he saw the lips curl into a leering smile.
Not until then did he realize that his
nose was bleeding, that large red drops
were spreading a weird pattern over his
white shirt front.

T was a long time before Casey felt
y fear. And that was because his

in festered with his anger at Mallon.
couldn’t think of anything else until

ka said: “Get up, punk!”

Casey said: “Okey, mugg. No argu-
ment,” and got unsteadily to his feet.
He saw Klem, his low forehead crossed
in an apparently uncomprehending
scowl, come into the kitchen followed
by Arnold and Steiger.

Blood still dripped from Casey’s nose,
and he took out a handkerchief and
tried to staunch the crimson flow.
There was a dull ache in his head, and
exploring fingers found the swelling
lump at one side of his forehead. Stei-
ger swore just once, said: “ Hello, Flash.
This time you really stubbed your toe,
huh?”

Casey looked down at the camera. He
might as well have thrown it at the floor.
It was a mess. His gaze caught the
plate-case and he began to curse in a
low, bitter monotone. Mallon, and his
nose for news. Hot, cancerous anger
crowded everything else from his brain
until he heard Steiger say:

“Bring the camera, that case, and
come on. | guess we’'ll have to change
our plans.”

Casey, still holding the handkerchief
to his nose, picked up the camera,
shouldered the strap of the plate-case.
As he turned towards the hall doorway
he saw that Arnold had his hands back
in his pockets and was watching him
with steady gray eyes. There was a thin
trickle of blood at the gambler’'s temple,
but his face was a mask.

“l1 don’t know all the answers, but it
was a nice idea, Flash. | appreciate
it.”

“Come

on,* rapped Steiger. He
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jerked Arnold around, but the gambler
said: “Seems like a lot of people are
tryin’ to do me a good turn tonight,” as
he was pulled into the hall.

\Y%
n 4" HEY went down the
Njjalpyy front stairs in single
file. Niska, Casey,

with Klem’s gun in

his back; Arnold, then

Steiger. There was a

sedan at the curb, a
big, heavy-looking job. Niska got in
behind the wheel; the rest crowded into
the tonneau. Casey and Arnold sat on
the back seat; Steiger and Klem sat fac-
ing them on the holding seats.

Niska asked for directions, and Stei-
ger gave him an address on Warren
<Avenue. Casey's nose had stopped
bleeding and he tried to put Mallon out
of his mind and think about his predica-
ment.

Arnold said: “How'd you get wise to
this, Flash?”

Casey told him how he and Mallon

decided to look over the rooms.
e “Then,” pressed Arnold, “how come
you muffed it? You had a good start
down the hall. What the hell made you
fall over that—"

“A nose for news,” said Casey.

Arnold said: “What?”

Casey did not answer. Instead he
glanced out of the rear windows. What
the hell was keeping Mallon? If the
police came now, it might be time
enough. He twisted his neck to get a
better view. Then he saw Wade.

At first Casey couldn't believe it.
Wade was at the Club Regis. The se-
dan pulled out from the curb. But it
was Wade. He was hanging out of the
taxi window. Casey remembered now.
That checkered cab had rolled slowly
from the other direction as they came
down the steps, and for a moment he
thought it was going to stop. It had
stopped now, but at the opposite curb,
about fifty feet away. Casey breathed

an oath and pressed his face against the

glass.
“Sit up, mugg,” Klem said. Casey
straightened on the seat. “And stay

away from that window,” added Steiger.

Casey looked out through the wind-
shield and watched Niska turn right into
Columbus Avenue. The sedan picked
up speed and moved at an even pace
through the negro district and its rows
of sordid frame and brick buildings.

Casey did not look around again.
There was no need for it. Either Wade
had seen him, or he hadn't. And if he
had, he'd either play it cagey, perhaps
pick up a cop or something, or he'd try
some crazy stunt that would probably
backfire and get his own neck in a jam.
In any case, there was nothing Casey
could do about it.

The sedan rolled to a stop four or
five minutes later. On the sidewalk, with
Klem'’s gun in his back, Casey inspected
the house in front of him. It was one
of a row, cheap frame tenements. The
only light came from the ground floor,
and through curtainless windows a bald-
headed man in his undershirt was read-
ing a paper, his stockinged feet cocked
on a table.

Casey glanced up and down the dark-
ened, deserted street. At the next cor-
ner, light from a small drug-store
flooded the sidewalk, picked out the
checkered body of a taxicab. How long
it had been there he did not know. He
could not see Wade. ,

Klem cursed him, and jabbed the gun
hard against his spine. “Come on,
smarty. On your way.”

Casey followed Arnold up the rickety
steps, across the wooden porch and into
the semi-darkness of a narrow hall that
was hot and stuffy, that smelled of dirt
and fried food and garbage.

HE tenement Steiger led them to

was on the third floor. After he
had turned on the lights and shut and
locked the door, he dropped into a
moldy-looking over-stuffed chair and be-
gan to smile.
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For the first time, Casey studied the
man. Not much over thirty, he thought.
Sleek, well-fed—Ilike Mallon; but the
stamp of the gutter was still on his face.
A waxed mustache; dark eyes that were
shining and pitiless now. The mirthless
smile, the nonchalant attitude gave the
impression that he was no longer in a
hurry; and Casey was glad of that, be-
cause if Wade had seen him, had fol-
lowed—

“You two guys’— Steiger nodded at
Casey and Arnold—“sit down on that
davenport.”

Casey looked at Arnold, who shrugged
and moved to the threadbare piece near
the door.

“And you, Niska, you keep that rod
on 'em.” He glanced at Klem. “Bring
me that camera and case.”

Steiger fumbled with the camera for
a few seconds before he could get the
-plateholder from the back. When he
finally managed the operation, he tossed
the camera on the floor, pulled out the
two plates; and, as though that were not
enough, placed them on the floor and
ground them to minute pieces under his
heel.

“To make sure,” he said, opening the
plate-case, “we’ll take care of the rest
of 'em.”

Which he did, slowly, deliberately.
Casey counted the unexposed plates.
Fourteen of them. Steiger's contemptu-
ous attitude fanned his smoldering an-
ger, and brought a flush to his face. To
hide this, he looked away, noticed the
inner hall, wondered if the layout here
was like Degnan’s place.

“1 think maybe this is a better idea
after all,” Steiger said, glancing at
Niska. “If | pay you two guys off to-
night, you can lam out of here. You
took this dump for a month, didn't
you?”

“Yeah,” said Niska.

“And the time ain't up for a couple
weeks.”  Steiger went on: “And |
guess you don't need to worry about
maid service or anybody botherin’ you
till that month’s up. If you put a towel

over the muzzle of your gun, you
can rub ’em out nice and quiet
and—"

“1 don’t like it,” Niska said, his thin,
swart face twisting in a frown.
“Knockin' off newspaper guys is tough
business. It makes a stink.”

“Yeah,” chimed in Klem. He picked
at a cauliflower ear and his low forehead
was corrugated with thought.

“Maybe we oughtta let
sneered Steiger.

There seemed to be no answer to this.
Niska glanced at Klem, back at Steiger.
After a moment he shrugged and rubbed
the barrel of his automatic against the
palm of his left hand. “Okey," he
said. “Spill it.”

Steiger’'s eyes gleamed their satisfac-
tion,and he stroked his mustache with
the thumbnail of his right hand.

“That’'s more like it. You two were
lucky tonight. You picked up Arnold
before he got back to the Senett.
Nobody in town's got a line on
you.”

Steiger stood up, took a thick fold of
bills from his trousers pocket. Casey
saw a $500 note on top. Steiger counted
off $3,000, passed it to Niska, gave a
like sum to Klem.

“Now you're set. Put these muggs
out—and beat it. The cops're looking
for me. I'm goin’ down and give my-
self up—get this questionin’ over. It
might be two weeks before they find
the bodies, and | don’t think they can
hang the kill on me. Anyway, it's a
chance | gotta take.”

Steiger started down the inner hall as
he finished. Casey saw a light go on,
and a half minute later Steiger came
back with a thick towel which he tossed
to Niska.

“Take 'em one at a time.” He glanced
at Casey and Arnold. “Stand up."

Casey got to his feet. Gone was his
brief reign of sartorial splendor. His
hat was crammed down on hair that was
sodden and tousled. The tuxedo was
red-spotted, the shirt front a bulging,
crumpled mess of crimson and white.

'em go,”
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His nose was swollen, red-flecked at the
nostrils and the lump on his forehead
was blue—and sweaty.

He realized that his knees were weak.
They weren't shaking but there was no
stiffness to them. The palms of his

hands were damp; his throat was
dry.
Steiger said: “I hate to do it, Flash,

but it's the business. It's no fun for
me, but you stuck your nose in—and
you've been around enough to know
how things are.”

“Suppose,” Casey said thickly, “sup-
pose | promised not to squawk.”

“Nope,” grunted Steiger. “You're
not that kind of a guy. If you was a
rat | might take a chance that you'd
be afraid to talk. But you ain't. When
you had time to think it over, you'd be
just crazy enough to tell what you knew,
and then 1'd have to go through with it
anyway.”

Casey felt the sweat on his upper lip
now. He knew Steiger was not bluff-
ing. There was nothing to bluff about.
He knew fear now. He was not pan-
icky. He thought he could make him-
self stand up and take it, and not grovel
at Steiger’s feet. But he was afraid, be-
cause he did not want to die like a spy
against a brick wall, without a chance,
without a struggle.

Steiger said something that Casey did
not catch. Niska had backed away about
three feet and was wrapping the towel
over the end of the automatic.

Casey glanced at the door at his right.
He had seen Steiger lock it; it would
take four long steps to gain the dark-
ness of the inner hall across the room.
He'd never make it. Then, as he real-
ized the hopelessness of the predica-
ment, his mind slid back to Mallon, and
the plate-case which had caused all the
trouble. His hand moved up to the
lump on his forehead. If only Mallon
had to stand here beside him and take
it, it wouldn’'t be so bad—

Steiger had moved over in front of
Arnold and now he spoke. “Anything
you want to say?”

Arnold’s lips pulled back against his

teeth. “Not to you, you -------------- ”
“Okey.” Steiger flushed and turned
to Casey. “You got your choice, Flash.

You want it first—or last?”

Casey stiffened his legs. He wet his
lips and forced them into a grin. He
opened his mouth. Then three sharp
knocks fell upon the door.

Casey’s mouth stayed open as his head
jerked around. Steiger breathed a curse.
His eyes widened, swiveled back and
forth across the room. He took out his
automatic, stepped to the door, stopped
with his hand on the knob.

“Maybe it's the pay-off,” he whis-
pered hoarsely. “You, Niska, Klem—
watch 'em!”

The key scratched in the lock. Stei-
ger turned the knob slowly, and Casey
watched the door inch open. He tore
his gaze back to Niska. The fellow’s
swart face had paled, but he was watch-
ing him like a hawk, and Casey’s eyes
slid back to the door. It was open two
inches now and Steiger’s gun was in the
opening.

A soft curse slid from someone’s lips.
Then Steiger opened the door and
stepped back.

Wade stood there with his hands

on hiships. He was bareheaded,
his face as white as his stiff shirt
front.

Steiger, his gun level, backed away
from the door, said: “Come on in,
punk!”

Vi

ADE did not hesi-

tate long. He

looked at the gun

in Steiger's hand

for an instant, then

glanced up at Ca-

sey. He grinned,

then, and stepped across the threshold.

“0Oh.” Casey found his voice, choked

on the first word. “Oh, you cluck. You
dumb—"

“How’'d you get here?” rapped Stei-
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ger, his voice cracking. “How'd you
know we—"
“It's a plant,” Klem barked, and

thrust his bullet head forward from
hunched shoulders.

“l saw you come out of Degnan’s
place,” Wade said hurriedly, and started
to close the door with a slow, deliberate

movement. “l was in a taxi, followed
you here. | saw Flash, didn't know
just what—"

“You crazy fool,” ground out Casey.
“Why didn't you—"

“It's a plant!” croaked Klem again.

“Did you tip off the cops?” clipped
Steiger. “Because if you did, I'll put
you away first if it's the last thing | do.”

“The cops?” Wade's eyes widened.
His guileless, youthful face looked sur-
prised.

Steiger stepped forward to lock the
door. Then it happened.

Casey was not sure of the exact se-
guence. He did not know whether Wade
started it, or whether it was Arnold. He
saw the young photographer stiffen, saw
his eyes shoot over Steiger's shoulder
to the other side of the room. He
thought he heard Arnold move beside
him. Then Wade yelled: “Drop!

Casey did not know the significance
of the command, but he saw Wade
throw himself at Steiger's knees. As
Casey spun on Niska, Arnold flashed by
him. Someone said: “Up with 'em!”

Casey’'s head hit Niska in the
stomach. He felt the fellow go over
backwards. Then Casey was on the
floor. He struck on his hands and
knees at the same moment a gun roared
in his ear.

After that guns roared in salvos. The
floor shook under his hands. The cage-
like room seemed to rock under the blast
which thundered and reverberated from
the walls. It took him a second or two
to realize that he had not been hit. And
he could not understand that until he
looked up.

Logan and three plain-clothesmen
stood just inside the inner hall at the
other side of the room. Casey stared

dumbly at them for an instant, then,
without making any attempt to get to his
feet, he turned his head and looked
around.

Niska was nearest him, and he was
flat on his back, gun still in his hand,
a bluish, red-rimmed hole in his fore-
head. Klem was on his knees, his hands
stretched high.

Someone was cursing behind him and
he heard the thud of a fist. Logan
mouthed an oath and started forward,
and Casey scrambled to his feet and
whirled towards the door.

Steiger was on his back. There was
blood on his collar, on his vest. Casey
knew the fellow was dead, knew it from
sprawled limpness of the body. But
Arnold was astride that fallen body.

The expressionless mask of the gam-
bler's face was shattered. His teeth
were bared, veins stood out at his
temples and sweat bathed his forehead.
Both hands were clenched about that
lifeless neck in a frenzied, throttling
grip. Wade was trying to pull Arnold
away, but lacked the strength.

Logan got his hand under Arnold’s
right arm. He said: “Snap into it!” to
Casey, and the two of them hauled the
gambler from the prostrate form by
sheer force. They pulled him to the dav-
enport, dropped him there. Logan cuffed
him, and after a second or two, the fa-
miliar mask began to settle over the
crimson features.

“He killed Zella and Degnan,” Arnold
croaked. “You Kkilled him.”

“1t sure looks that way,” said Logan
flatly.

“1 wish”—Arnold hunched forward
and let his hahds dangle between his
knees—*“1 wish | could have done that
—myself.”

“'l 'HEY had an early show at the

A Regis,” Wade said, while they
waited for an ambulance. “When | got
out | beat it down to the Senett. Lo-
gan was there”—Wade glanced at the
lieutenant— “and said you’'d been, and
gone.
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“1 remembered Degnan said he'd just
come from his place. | thought you
might be there. | saw you come out,
but Mallon wasn’t with you, so | figured
I'd better pinch-hit for him. 1 called
from the drug-store on the corner,
called Logan at the Senett—thought it
would be quicker than calling Head-
quarters.”

Casey had been inspecting the re-
mains of his camera, pawing through
the case to see if Steiger had missed a
plate. Now he looked up and his thick
face was still moist.

“You can pinch-hit for me any day,
kid.”

“Yeah,” chimed in Arnold, lifting his
head from his hands, and speaking for
the first time. “And you can hit for
me, Flash.”

Casey flushed, then scowled at Wade.
“But you sure scared hell out of me—
standing there in the door, alone.”

“You weren't scared before, huh?”
grunted Logan sardonically.
“Plenty,” said Casey. “Only this

was different.”

“1 remembered what you said about
our monkey suits being decoys,” Wade
went on. “So | thought if | was a de-
coy it would give Logan a chance to
get in the back way.”

“And it was the kid’'s idea,” Logan
said. “He was afraid if we tried to
bust in, Steiger might get kill-crazy and
iron you out.”

“Boy,” Casey shook his head in admi-
ration, “was | lucky!”

“Lucky?” said Wade.

“Lucky it was you that followed us
here instead of Mallon.” Casey spat
out a curse. “I don't know where the
hell he went, but he left that plate-case
behind, and it looked like curtains for
Arnold and me. | lost the shot I got
in Zella's room, the one | got in Deg-
nan’s place.

“And now”—Casey’s tone got dis-
gusted—“1 ain't even got a plate left
to—"

"What of it?” asked Wade. “I still
got some shots left in this candid cam-

”

era.” He took the tiny camera from his
coat pocket. “We can blow 'em up okey
—and you've got flashbulbs, haven't
you ?”

“Oh”— Casey put his fists on his hips,
cocked one eyebrow. “Then you ain't
been back to the office with your shots?”

“No. 1—"

Casey chuckled, stepped over to his
plate-case, took out a flashgun and
bulbs. Three minutes later he had four
pictures of the room, the dead men on
the floor, the manacled Klem, Logan.

After that they went out and stopped
in the drug-store at the corner. Caisey
called Blaine. The city editor’'s voice
was cold, rasping.

“Where the hell you been? Why
didn’'t you do what Mallon said? Do
you know you've got half the police
force looking for you?”

“At last, huh?” Casey growled. “Well
where’s Mallon?”

“He’s here—now.”

“Why didn't he get the cops up to
Degnan’s place— why didn’t he take that
plate-case like I told him?”

“l1 didn't know anything about a
plate-case, but when he went out he
couldn’t find a cop so he got on a phone,
called in here and—"

“Called you?” exploded Casey.

“Certainly. And when | got the dope,
I got Headquarters and the precinct
house. You were gone when they got
there. Where the hell you been?”

“1'll bet Mallon took his'time and gave
you all the details too,” Casey said bit-
terly.

“Listen,” said Blaine. “1 don’'t want
any argument. | heard Mallon’s story
and—"

“You ain’'t heard mine.”

“1f you'd done what Mallon said—

“Nerts!” shouted Casey. “1'm cornin’
in. Steiger hired two torpedoes to knock
off Degnan and Arnold. They Killed
Zella Elliott. Steiger's dead. Wade and
I've got the story and pictures. Now
crab, damn you, crab!”

“What—"

Casey hung up before Blaine could



Pinch-Hitters 77

get the second word out. Wade was
waiting in a taxi. He asked Casey
what Blaine had said and Casey told
him.

It was less than a ten minute ride to
the Globe building, and Casey, slumped
in his corner of the seat, made no at-
tempt to talk. Wade, seeing the glower-
ing cast of the older man’s face, the
sultry expression in his eyes, did not
press his desire for conversation.

When they got out of the cab, Casey
said:

“Take that camera up to Blaine and

tell him what you got.
a while.”

“What're you—" stammered Wade.

“1 got something I want to do— be-
fore 1 change my mind.” Casey felt
gingerly of the bump on his forehead,
and he started through the entrance, a
grim smile on his lips.

Wade, tagging behind, said: “Where
you going?”

“Me? I'm gonna find a guy by the
name of Mallon,” growled Casey, “and
bust him one on that precious nose for
news.”

I'll be up after
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Strange Happenings

When Charles Urschel, the wealthy
Oklahoma oil operator, was held a
blindfolded kidnap prisoner in some
unknown building, and a long auto-
mobile ride from his home, he re-
mained cool and kept his wits about
him. Everyone now knows how he
guided the subsequent search to the
locality by having noted the daily
passage of a plane directly overhead
at a regular hour which he cleverly
obtained from his captors.

That, however, was not enough,
and, as sometimes happens, sufficient

HE FOOLED ’EM

"I'm helping train them dogs; they’ll
be here in a minute,” explained a
breathless negro to a group of Florida
farmers as they questioned and then
let him pass. A few minutes later
the “training dogs” appeared. The
guards accompanying them said the
negro was a convict and had escaped
Miami City Stockade. The trail was
lost in the Everglades.
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identification of the right house and
people depended on a homely, almost
insignificant incident. Urschel over-
heard the Shannon boy fretfully com-
plain that “he couldn’t play his fiddle
with one string gone— and would
somebody please get him another.”

Later, a Federal officer found pre-
tense to enter the house and while
talking with *“Boss" Shannon and his
wife, saw the violin with but three
strings. He dropped his sales argu-
ment, drew his gun and bade them
to "put ’em up.”
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In the Field of Crime

VERY OBLIGING

Col. Calvin, head of Northwestern
University’s crime detection labora-
tory, believes a pistol receives much
blame for modern crimes for which
the motor car should share. “It is
the rapid means of escape afforded
by the automobile that makes pos-
sible much of the modern crime,” he
says. "A law forbidding any person
convicted of a crime of violence from
riding in an automobile, under heavy
penalty, would help solve the crime
problem."

One of innumerable instances il-
lustrates Col. Calvin’s point.

To show the public how to com-
bat crime, Massachusetts State Police
put on an exhibit of various type
machine-guns, shotguns, rifles, re-
volvers, pistols, tear gas and ammuni-
tion at Mechanics Hall, Boston, Mass.
Three masked robbers bound and
gagged the watchman during the
night and stole the show. The trio
escaped in a fast automobile, al-
though a state wide radio and tele-
type alarm went out within twenty
minutes after the theft.

OUT OF THE FRYINC-PAN—

Three convicts escaped from an
Oklahoma Prison Camp and boarded
a passing freight train. They hid in a
boxcar and fell asleep. In the morn-
ing they emerged to expected free-
dom but were dismayed to find the
car had been shunted inside the walls
of the State Penitentiary at Mont-
gomery. There they remained in
solitary confinement.

A CLINCHING ARGUMENT

While a salesman was making a
tear gas system demonstration—
without, unfortunately, using gas—
in the Gloucester City branch of the
Camden Safe Deposit Company at
Gloucester, N. J, five bandits en-
tered, forced the salesman and four
bank employees into the vault and
escaped with $8,500 of the com-
pany’s money. It is assumed that
the salesman made his sale.
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HIP HUARD, seated
close to a window on
the top floor of the
Prospector’'s Rest,
pushed away cards
that were under his
hand. The O B O
puncher tilted his chair, and looked out.
“Sounded like that train whistlin’, now,”
he said.

Across a small table Chunky Oakes,
marshal of Apache, grunted, and poured
himself a drink.

“How far does that desert run?”
asked Chip, trying in his mind to dove-
tail history and geography. From out-
side there came again the haunting, long
drawn whistle of the delayed train.

Oakes got up. He pointed. “Them
rails run clear to Springerville. Across
the Palo Verde sinks. Only one station
between—Hobson’'s Bend. There's a
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tough section, Huard. Somethin’ gone
wrong up there, too— " His words broke
off. He frowned as the train whistled
a third time.

Huard rose. “It's been fine seein’
you, Oakes. Talkin' about the ranch an’
the Las Palmas section makes me kinda
restless to get back. | figgered to take
Danny Thompson home, too, but the kid
split from me at Yarnell. | reckon he
ain't had his fill of wanderin’.”

Oakes said half absently: “Yeah.
Like cussin’, wanderin’ sometimes comes
to be a habit. Well—" he added, turn-
ing from the window and extending his
hand— “1 sure enjoyed our talk, Huard.
I only hear things about yore section
oncet in a while. Carlson was here two
months ago. He said somethin’ about a
fight yore outfit had with the Spider
Collins bunch across the Line. But out-
side of things like that, | sure have lost
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connection with the Bor-

der. Say!” he changed

the subject abruptly,

turning once more to the window.
“There’'s the engine whistle again. An’
look at that freight pile in. What
th’ hell's wrong?”

Chip moved in close to him, looking
out. The station where the train was
due to stop was a lower floor extension
of the hotel, and the engine, behind its
flaring headbeam, was already grinding
6— Black Mask— September
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to slower speed. But the piercing
whistle came again. From below the
two men came excited shouts.

“Look!” said Oakes, pointing out.
“A hombre just got out from under one
of the cars. See him? An’ somebody’s
shootin’l He’s hit! What the hell?”

A man was staggering away from the
freight. Into Huard’s line of vision
there broke a scattering of pursuers.
The O B O man was rigid, staring.

“What's the matter?” snapped Oakes
as Huard turned swiftly.

The marshal heard the puncher say,
“Mebbe I'm loco. That hombre is
Danny Thompson!” He reached the
door of the room before Oakes’ slow
curse had died away. The marshal
jumped after him, out the door, down
the stairs.

In the street Huard sprinted for a
group of men that was heading back for
the hotel. Supported by these men,
hanging limply, his feet dragging, as the
group progressed, was a young fellow
in a blue, faded shirt. On his face was
the imprint of nausea, his senses were
slipping. Huard pushed through the
group, violently.

“Danny!” he grunted, and lifted the
hurt man off the ground. Oakes, ar-
riving, asked questions. He was still
asking them inside the station house, ten
minutes later, when Huard rose from
beside the clothing softened bench upon
which he had laid his bunkmate. *“I
can't make him come to,” he said, his
face stony. His eyes went over the
faces of men around the bench. He bit
out his next words, separately, metal-
lically—"// he dies—"

AKES put his hand
on the O B O man’'s
arm. “Easy, Huard.
Don’t do anythin’ we'll
mebbe all be sorry
for. The only man
who fired a shot was
Donalds, while he was helpin’ the fire-
man, near the engine. He shot because
Caswell, the fireman, yelled to him to

shoot. But Donalds says he missed—
he saw the dirt spray two feet to one
side of Thompson.”

A somewhat paunchy, nearsighted and
half frightened man, Apache’s only doc-

tor, after examining the man on the
bench, said: “He’'ll pull through, |
guess. We've got to get him to a bed.

He was shot in the back, about five or
six hours ago 1'd say.”

“Five or six hours?” Huard bent to
his friend again. When he straightened,
some of the stony hardness was gone
from his features. “Reckon | wasn't
seein’ clear for a while,” he said slowly.
“1 figgered Danny was cashin’ in. The
doc’s right. The fresh blood on that
wound was made by Danny tryin’ to
run.”

He turned to Oakes. “Why did the
fireman tell Donalds to shoot? What's
all this about a hold-up?” He added: “I
didn't get it straight—1 was too busy
with the kid. What happened?”

Oakes’ face was serious. “Come with
me, Huard,” he said. “Thompson’'U be
all right, 1 reckon." He explained, as
they walked out of the station, and
around the building to the front en-
trance of the hotel: “The whole town'’s
sort of boilin’ over. Huard, when that
train stopped, Caswell, the fireman came
failin’ out. His head was bandaged, but
he didn’t seem hurt much. Just excited.
The engineer, Sykes, an Apache man
with a wife an’' kids, was in the cab,
riddled like a sieve. A hold-up.”

Inside the hotel, on the lower floor,
Huard heard the rest of the story from
angry, loudly talking men. The Lode-
stone Mine, from the Springerville dis-
trict, had shipped twenty thousand dol-
lars in gold on that freight, consigned
to the junction of the D & R with the
Union Pacific at Carver. In a daring
and spectacular hold-up, the train was
stopped, the guards killed and the gold
stolen. When the murderers had rid-
den off, the fireman had brought the
train in.

Then the O B O puncher heard a
charge that set his face. Caswell, fire-
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man, a burly man, with head swathed in
bandages, repeated it to Huard's sharp
question.

“Yeah, one of them fellers was a
young hotnbre, wearin’ a blue shirt,
named Thompson. The feller they got
here.”

A half hour later, in the stuffy room
on the top floor of the Prospector’'s

Rest, Danny Thompson tossed and
talked. From time to time he spoke
names, mentioned places—Linge, the

Double R, Loud Mouth—and discon-
nected fragments of events. Through
the fog swirling over his senses he
finally heard Huard’s even, unhurried,
questioning voice, and tried to answer.
“It started an’ ended, when | was
ridin’ with Red,” he said thickly. Con-
sciousness was coming back to him. His
eyes opened. They stared at the ceiling.
“Red an’ Loud Mouth. The slug got
me from behind.” Onlookers in the
room crowded closer to the small bed.
Danny’s eyes shifted to them.
“Red who?” asked Chip.
Loud Mouth’s real name?”
Danny tried to turn. His voice was
a thin whisper. “Red Riordan. | never
saw Loud Mouth before. Red knew
him—" His searching eyes rested on
Huard’s face. “Chip!” he said sharply,
and tried to sit up. He went suddenly
limp. As he fell back a thin red trickle
showed at the corner of his mouth.

“What is

A hand touched Huard’s shoulder..

The voice of the paunchy doctor said:
"His lung’s torn. If he talks too much
he may go over on us. Maybe in a day

or two—"
Huard rose. He pushed past the
speaker. Going down to the lower floor

of the hotel he met Oakes. He took the
marshal to one side.

“QOakes, | want information. Danny’ll
be all right, I guess. He's tough as
whalebone. An’ never mind what they’re
sayin’ here. You spoke of our fight with
the Spider Collins crowd. Perhaps they
were running this hold-up. But now
give me a check-up on the Hobson’s

Bend district. | want to know things

about a man named Linge, a ranch
called Double R, an’ someone nick-
named Loud Mouth. Mebbe other
things.”

Oakes lacked the answers to some Of
Huard’s queries. He had not been per-
sonally in Hobson's Bend in twenty
years. But Jed Parker the sheriff there,
had written about the unsettled state of
affairs and how difficult it was to place
the blame where it properly belonged.

Half an hour later, after another visit
to Danny Thompson, the marshal
watched Huard haze a blaze-faced roan
horse out of the livery stable beyond the
hotel.

“Remember what | told you—it's a
long way round, but the best trail to fol-
low is the one that keeps nearest the
sinks, through the Negras. You'll pass
Coldbrook Gulch. Or what's left of it.
You'll be north and a day away, then,
from Hobson’'s Bend.”

Oakes stood watching horse and rider
as they moved out of town. “I'm sayin’
yo're still as good as yore reputation,
Huard,” he muttered. “An’ you shore
stick by yore friends.”

HE big roan stallion ran, out where
the grass lost its fight with the sand
fringe of the Palo Verde sinks. Huard,
the roan’s rider, arranged facts in his
mind, objectively surveying the result.
He knew that frequently rails are
patrolled, at night, by line riders. Danny
might have taken a job in that section—
that's how he might' have been right
there, at the track.

He ran over Thompson’s incoherent
talk. It had conveyed to Chip the im-
pression that Danny had been idly riding
line, with Red Riordan and Loud
Mouth. He had mentioned no train, till
he saw it, after he was plugged, saw it
stopped. Reason came to the aid oOf
Chip’s faith. A hold-up man wouldn’t
have crawled on to the rods of the
train he had just helped rob.

Chip slept under the open stars and
next morning guided the roan along the
base of the sheer sided buttes that rose
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out of the Palo Verde desert. Fantastic
and vari-colored, these baked and wind
chiseled foothills of the Negras gave no
shelter from a fierce and hostile sun.
On this second day Huard saw the
track of goats. In the afternoon a herd
of them came stringing over a flat, al-
most across the path of the running
horse.

Chip slowed the lathered roan. His
hawk eyes picked out the herder's
hut, a shack on stilts, on' the side of
a steep pitch. And above it, another,
a bigger structure, half covered with
brush.

The O B O man became aware of
some scrutiny. He twisted in his sad-
dle. The erect figure of a man was
visible a short distance across the flat,
outlined against the bare sand. A man
who moved abruptly back into brush
clumps, which evidently had hid him
from view as Chip went by, but Chip
had a good look at him before he disap-
peared.

Wild, lonely figures, these Mexican
goatherders were sometimes garrulous,
sometimes afraid, like animals. The
herder being there in that baked hell was
not as surprising a fact as the number
of huts. Then, as Chip rode on, the
explanation came to him.

“Coldbrook Gulch!” he muttered. The
small hills to his left revolved. They
opened up. He saw the deserted min-
ing town. Its buildings, hideous in the
glare, were straggled along the side of
a slope. They were doorless, open to
the desert winds.

Chip, riding on, saw on high, reddish
slopes behind the gulch, the faint scars
of mine mouths. These valleys, the
gulch particularly, had once been the
scene of lusty life. Men had come
here, and grubbed in the ground. They
had sung and toiled. And Kkilled one
another. Memories of stories came to
Chip. Of the Birdcage Saloon, of
Pecos Craveth and the Bidell boys. Of
a town that was once alive and tough.

But now nothing moved. There in
the sun the town blistered, empty in the

dry winds, the loneliness of the moun-
tain desert.

Hours of riding, and the hills to right
of Huard planed entirely out. He saw,
stretching away to the south and east,
the bare flatness of the Palo Verde

desert. Mesquite on the edge of dry
washes. Patches of sand. Through
that bare expanse ran the rails of the
D &R.

OBSON'S BEND was
on the edge of grass. The
afternoon of the third
day after the train rob-
bery, the town huddled
in its curved course, pa-
tient and submissive un-
der the blistering sun, as Huard’s roan
horse loped into its northern extremity.
Paralleling the boardwalk, the big,
smoothly moving stallion ran in to where
the street buckled to a center.

Chip, sitting erect in the saddle, read
names on the signs. Seelig’s General
Store, Farrell’'s Barber Shop, Bludsoe's
Emporium. The feel of a town came to
him from things like that. But he could
not quite place Hobson’s Bend.

At the Nugget he stopped. A com-
bination saloon and eating house, he
recognized it from Oakes’ description.
Under a sun shelter of cracked boards,
on a wide porch, were gathered little
groups of men. Across the street a wo-
man walked, her long dress trailing in
the dust. ,

Chip dismounted. Coming in from
the north, he might pass as a stranger
from the Colorado country—a wander-
ing puncher. He would have time, that
way, to get the feel of things.

The O B O man walked towards the
Nugget's steps. Some distance apart
from the groups on the porch was a
solitary, bearded individual, with a white
barkeep’s apron around his middle. He
looked at Huard, at the big horse left
at the tie bar, very intently.

Another face suddenly impinged upon
Chip’s attention, and held it. It was
thin and hawk-like, made striking by
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sideburns that ran far down the cheeks,
by the very black mustache on the upper
lip. By the eyes. Eyes that seemed to
draw back into themselves, to change as
they looked out to Traveler, then flicked
back to the O B O man, coming up the
steps.

The man was standing with a fair-
haired girl. But Chip’s attention was
abruptly jerked away. His decision to
remain for a time an unknown investi-
gator was broken. For a very loud voice
was saying, “Mebbe Red was inflooenced
by this damned longrider. Anyway, he
was with Thompson. | been repeatin’
that for three days. I'm shoutin’ it
now! An’ I'm sayin’ they oughter
string Thompson up in Apache!”

The memory of Danny Thompson,
face white with nausea, tossing in agony
on the bed in Apache, came to Chip, a
quick picture. A picture that moved
him by instinct. He pushed through
the crowd. He made an attempt to
avoid a deliberate charge, to avoid some-
thing that would draw attention.

“Lissen,” he said. “Talk like that
sometimes spreads, mister. It grows to
be more'n talk.”” He watched the face of
the big, wide mouthed man harden, the
wide mouth twist in a sneer. Chip added:
“1 heard that kid, Thompson, is plugged
pretty bad. Lynchin’ wouldn't—"

“Sa-ay,” said the loud voiced man,
his eyes flaming with anger, “what are
you—a sky pilot? What's the idea of
preachin’” to me? | said Thompson
oughtta be lynched, an’ I'm sayin’ it—"

He did not say it again. His voice
broke off. Fingers that were steel
strong closed over the front of his shirt,
close up to his neck, tightening, jerking
him forward.

“1'm servin’ notice, formal an’ polite,”
Huard’s voice was toneless, “if | ever
hear you mention Danny Thompson an’
lynchin’ again, together, I'll spread you
all over this cussed town.”

The big man lurched savagely back-
ward. Loosened from Huard's grip,
he came in, swinging a huge fist. Chip
dropped him with an upslashing hook

that brought a concerted gasp from the
onlookers. Striking high up on the big
man’s face, the blow did not slow him.
He rolled over on the boards of the
porch, and coming up, he lunged for the
Colt at his belt. But he worked against
a gun speed that baffled sight. The Colt
was shot out of his hand.

So Chip Huard introduced himself to
Hobson’s Bend.

HREE hours later, darkness had
Tseeped in from the Palo Verde
sinks. Darkness that draped over the
town, a black blanket pierced by stars.
On the porch of the Eye Opener Saloon
some doleful soul was singing. But the
plaintive melody seemed a jarring and
uncalled for effort this night. The town
was tense. Somebody opened a window
across the street from the Eye Opener.
Without politeness the yearning soul on
the saloon’s porch was advised to shut
up.

In the Nugget, Chip Huard was fin-
ishing a meal. He had heard some
things since his arrival, but they only
confused him; one part refused to fit
into another. Chip’s mind worked al-
most impatiently at the riddle.

The O B O puncher, leaning back in
his chair, was lighting a cigarette, when
the doors of the eating house buckled
in. A man entered quickly, with a
twist of his body. The muzzle of a
Colt he held described a quick arc, and
froze on Chip.

Huard remained lax in his chair. He
said coldly: “What you playin’?”
Through a film of rising smoke his gaze
shifted down, from a seamed, stern face
to a badge on the man’s vest. His tone

changed. “You Sheriff Parker?”
“Yeah,” replied the man with the
Colt. He did not relax. “I just got in,

an’ heard what happened outside the
Nugget today. Heard you were lookin’
for me, Huard.” He jerked the gun
again. “I'm takin’ no chances, with a
man they claim can beat any Colt draw
in the country. Not when that man has
gone bad.”
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Chip rose. His tone was impatient.
“Parker—if I'm what yo're figgerin’,
why should I come to Hobson’s Bend,
ridin’ open? Lookin’ for you?”

At one side of the sheriff, behind a
long bar, the same white aproned man
who had watched Chip’s arrival so in-
tently, a man with thick eyebrows and
tense, bearded features said: “You ain't
gettin’ anywheres this way, Parker.”
He began to move around the bar.

Parker said gruffly: “Well, Huard,
you could have come here bankin’ on
yore reputation as a straight man, to
wipe out part of the evidence against
yore friend. You could do it by gettin’
into a fight with the man who saw
Thompson an’ Riordan hold up that
train, an’ Killin’ him.” His eyes were
intent.

“1 could have plugged Morrison,”
said Chip. “Parker, like the barkeep
here says, yo're on the wrong track. Let
me wedge in a couple of questions—
questions | was waitin’ to ask you. First,
where did Morrison say he was when he
saw the hold-up ?”

“He says he saw it from some bluffs
on the Double R, Star Circle Star line.
Morrison says he was cornin’ in from
Springerville that night—"

“Question number two. Did any-
body ever call this hombre Morrison by
a nickname? Somethin’ that might fit
him—Ilike Loud Mouth?”

The barkeep said quickly, as he
stepped around the bar end, “That was
Red Riordan’s pet name for Morrison!”
Parker, his seamed face as hard as
brown lava, stood watching Chip.

“Morrison lied, Sheriff,” said Chip
coldly. “He was ridin’ with Riordan
an’ Danny that night.” His voice grew
metallic. “He was ridin’ with 'em when
somebody shot Danny in the back!”

Parker frowned. The barkeep walked

nearer. “l never saw Huard, here, be-
fore today,” he said, his voice still
tense. “But I'm sayin’ the trail’'s blind,

this way, Parker. It's blind in all di-
rections but the one Jim Bludsoe an’ me
told you about. Lissen!” he said, his

voice now almost a whisper in its sharp-
ness. “You know who Jim saw today?
Here in town ? The man who Killed Cliff
Bowles!”

The sheriff stiffened a bit. He
snapped: “Damn it, Cactus, it's the
hold-up I'm workin’ on! The wires are
singin’ from Yamell to Springerville.
The whole country’s ridin’ posse! An’
here we got a friend of Danny Thomp-
son s—

Cactus swore, without politeness.

Chip said: “Parker, let's go down to
the station and use the wires. Oakes, at
Apache, will clear me. Soon’s this town
knows I'm workin’ with an’ not against
you, I'll get better answers to my ques-
tions than the ones | got the last few
hours. Besides, I'm anxious to know
how Danny’s doin’.”

Parker’'s face showed doubt. But he
slowly sheathed his Colt. He backed
carefully as Chip walked, letting the

O B O man precede him towards the
door. Cactus, watching them go out,
suddenly unclasped the apron at his
waist and threw it away. Cactus Tolliver
was a man of strong hunches. He had
one now. Something was going to
break in Hobson’s Bend.

HE feet of the three
men sounded hollowly
on the board walk as
they went downtown.
Cactus moved up to
the sheriff, and said:
“Hell's goin’ to crack
here, Jed. Right under yore nose. |
tell you me an’ Jim can see things!”
“Too many things, mebbe,” growled
Parker. “The worst of it is you an’ Jim
don't see things the way other people
do. Now | got respect for yore experi-
ence, an’ Bludsoe's. So much that I'll
mebbe put my depity, Curly, on the case
of this killer. But I'm sayin’ flat, that
when it comes to connectin’ some things
with this D & R hold-up, like CIiff
Bowles’ Killin’, all you two hombres are
doin’ is tanglin’ the trail!”
“Waal,” said Cactus, “CIliff Bowles’
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gettin’ killed right now mightn't have
anything to do with the hold-up. At
the same time CIliff might have had a
line on the outfit that pulled that very
thing. Otherwise there weren’'t no sense
to his bein’ killed. That's what Jim
Bludsoe an’ me figger.”

Chip slowed his walk. From down
the street, at the station, came the clang-
ing of an engine’s bell, the grinding of
a stopping train.

“Cactus,” said Chip. “I took a walk
the wrong way this afternoon, goin’
downtown. | might have heard some-
thin' real interestin’ if 1 had stayed at
the Nugget, an’ talked to you. | still
got time to make up for it. Who's Linge
around here?” he asked abruptly. “Did
a man named Linge hire Danny Thomp-
son ?”

“Linge owns the Star Circle Star,”
answered Cactus quickly. “He hired
Thompson right in my place, about two

weeks ago. An’ if | was you I'd wrap
more questions around him. He's got
side whiskers. He walks like a gun

thrower—he walks like you an’ mebbe
a few others I've seen in my time—"

“A man with side whiskers was
standin’ on the Nugget's porch this
afternoon, near a girl,” muttered Chip.
“1 noticed him because somewhere, it
seems | saw that hombre before—” His
voice grew hard again. “What about
the rumor that it's the Spider Collins
gang that pulled the hold-up ?”

Parker growled. “Better let Linge
alone, Cactus! You an’ Jim Bludsoe
have always had it against that rancher.
Why, | don't know.” He added: “I
reckon it can't be Collins an’ yore bunk-
mate, Thompson, at the same time,
Huard. Besides, this whole cussed coun-
try’s full of rumors. And blind leads.”

Cactus asked. “What about that
Mex, Jed? Was Jim right about that?”

“Well—a nester is missin’ from them
hills,” replied Parker. They were near-
ing the lighted window of Jim Bludsoe’s
Emporium. “Me an’ my depity brought
a kid called Pepito down from the hills
this afternoon,” continued the sheriff.

"Pepito says his brother's been missin’
for a week. Pepito’s at the Trail's End
with Curly now. But we ain’t had time
to check up by showin’ him the dead
man we found on the sinks. | tell
you—" he was about to continue, but
his words broke off.

A scream, high pitched, the scream
of a girl cut through the low murmur
of the town. Chip Huard, Parker, and
Cactus jerked around at the sound.
Coming with the instinctive motion of
the three men, blending with the girl's
cry, a Colt roared in the Eye Opener’s
alley.

The shirt at Chip’s shoulder was
ripped by the lightning-like scraping of
lead. Lead that spatted into the side
of the Emporium. The Colt boomed
again. But Chip had pivoted.

He went jumping across the dimly lit
street, his Colts coming automatically
to his hands. He caught one glimpse,
as he reached the opposite board walk,
of a slim girl, her body taut and straight,
standing with a woman a few paces
from the Eye Opener’s alley. Then the
shadows of the building closed around
him.

From the opposite end of the alley
now, an orange red flare split the gloom.
Chip’s answering guns jarred in his
hands. Then the O B O man ran again,
a cold rage animating him. Some sixth
sense warned him as he doubled around
the corner of the building. He dived
out and down. He rolled when he
struck, and the motion saved his life.

The ambusher had waited. Flare
after flare split the gloom close to the
wall. The bullets searched after Chip
along the ground, like vicious, living
things. The O B O man rose, catlike,
still partly bent over. The booming of
his Colt silenced the gun near the
wall.

In a sudden, heavy quiet he heard a
low curse. A shadow that seemed a
thickening of the gloom moved along
the wall towards the low back steps of
the saloon. Feet stumbled against the
stairs. A gun clattered down, loud on
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the wood of the steps, dully against the
ground. Chip jumped forward.

Sheathing one of his Colts the O B O
man reached out, and swung the groping
figure on the stairs around. He pushed
the man ahead of him. Light flooded
out as they, passed through a door into
the Eye Opener’s interior. From the
yard behind them came shouts.

The ambusher was Loud Mouth Mor-
rison. Holding his arm near the elbow,
he cursed and dragged back as Chip
marched him along the Eye Opener's
bar., The O B O man yanked him
around, and tipped him into a chair.

Men came through the front door by
twos and threes. Men who had been
playing cards at the tables left them to
crowd around Chip and his prisoner.
The air was thick with smoke and ques-
tions. From behind the partition be-
yond the bar came the sound of foot-
steps hurriedly descending stairs. The
sheriff came through the back door, fol-
lowed by Cactus.

“So 'twas Morrison!” he snapped. His
seamed face as hard as granite.

Chip, his eyes steely, said: “Parker—
| ain’'t goin’ to be charged with plannin’
to shoot this polecat, this time. You
saw yoreself how it happened— "

A man came pushing through the

crowd at the front entrance. He was
followed by the slender girl. The girl
looked steadily at Chip, shifting her

gaze but momentarily to the cursing
Morrison in the chair. The individual
ahead of her walked forward. He had
a hawk nose, and long sideburns. The
light made his eyes greenish, peculiar.

“What's happened, Sheriff ?” he asked.
He looked down at Morrison. “I heard
shots from my winder upstairs here.
Millie Riordan screamed—"

“Morrison tried to potshoot Chip

Huard, here, Linge,” said Parker
gruffly. He waved his hands. “Back
up, you fellers!” He turned towards
Morrison.

Chip, standing balanced at one side
of Parker said: “This afternoon, while
lookin' for you, Sheriff, 1 was aimin’ to

make a charge that one of two men,
either Red Riordan or Morrison, shot
Danny Thompson. But my mind’'s
changin'—"”

He walked across the room. His som-
brero came to his hand. “A coupla
inches means a man’s life, sometimes,"
he said, standing close to the erect girl.
“l reckon | owe you that” The girl
had eyes different from any Chip re-
membered. He could see far into them.

She said: “1 was walking with my
aunt— 1 saw that man Morrison stand-
ing in the shadows, saw him aim at you;
then | screamed.”

Her hand made a little gesture
towards the O B O man’s arm as he be-
gan to turn. . “My brother Red didn't
shoot Danny Thompson!” Her words
came clearly.

There was a sureness in the blue eyes
that looked up at Chip. The O B O man
noticed that her hair was red gold in the
lamplight. Then a shadow seemed to
cross the girl's features. “It's true that

Red has been gone for days. | don't
understand—"
Chip said: “Ma’am, there’'s a trail

here somewheres, that leads to yore
brother, an’ to the man who shot Danny
an’ to the longriders who stole the
Lodestone gold. But that trail is looped
an’ tangled." He put on his sombrero’
with an unconscious deference. “ Mebbe
we’ll straighten it, ma’am, soon.” He
turned.

Cactus, standing near Morrison, was
saying: “1'm chargin’,'Parker, this fel-
ler Morrison should be held for more
than potshootin’ on a grudge. Mebbe
now’s the time to ask this polecat if he
knows anythin’ about a man that wears
a gun at a slant. The man who killed
Cliff Bowles!”

Chip’s face grew set and intent. “A
man who wears a gun at a slant?” he
repeated. But a voice from the door-
way, calling to the sheriff interrupted.

“What's the matter, Curly?” asked
Sheriff Parker.

Curly, a solid jawed man in a blue
shirt and dusty trousers, stopped in the
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crowd. He jerked a thumb over his
shoulder. “It's about that Mex Kkid,
Pepito, and his brother, the nester that
Bludsoe said was dead, that Pepito said
was missin’. A big, bull necked hombre’s
showed up. Says he’s Pepito’s brother.”

Parker frowned. He cursed. His set
stern face reflected a momentary baffle-
ment.

Before he could speak, however, came
another interruption. Through the crowd
at the doors now came four men, one
following the other, pushing through
with authoritative roughness. The first
to speak wore a black hat. He had a
badge displayed prominently on his
vest.

“My name’'s Mason,” he announced
loudly, looking around him. “Just got
in on the train from Apache. I'm a
Springerville man. Me an’ these three
fellers with me were deputized special
by the D & R." He turned to sweep
the assemblage with his gaze.

“Now we want to know what's been
goin’ on here. What's all these changin’
reports the sheriff's been sendin’? An’
another thing—who ripped the wire at
the station here, inside the last two
hours? Word can't get in, or outta this
town!”

SHERIFF PARKER'S voice, loud
and impatient, subdued the noise
that rose and filled the room.

“Just a minnit, Mason,” he said.

“Curly,” he added, “go down to the
station an’ see what's happened. Help
Simson fix the trouble.” The sher-

iff walked into the cleared space and
turned. “I'm glad you came, Mason.
You can settle somethin’ right away.
This man,” pointing to Chip—"“is a
friend of Danny Thompson’s. He's
Chip Huard, of the O B O0.”

Mason looked at Chip very intently.
“Yeah?” he said, slowly, harshly. The
crowd sensed some hostility, and came
nearer. Millie Riordan was jostled
closer to the bar.

“Well,” repeated Mason to Parker’s
next question, “that's right. Oakes told

me Chip Huard was with him in Apache
three days ago.”

Parker waved his hand. *“All right.
That bein’ settled, I'll answer yore other
questions. Soon’s we got the news of
the hold-up, from Apache, we rode out
to the Double R, Star Circle Star line.
We found the gold guards dead, three
of 'em. An’' a trail of about seven
riders goin’ south into the Palo Verde.”

Mason, instead of replying, walked
closer to Chip Huard. The Springer-
ville man was scowling. The hawk-
nosed man, Linge, from the bar end,
watched the scene with his peculiar
greenish eyes.

“While Simson was wirin’ the towns
south,” continued Parker, “we followed
that trail. Beside it, about fifteen miles
into the sinks, we found a dead Mexi-
can. One of the longriders, | figgered.
It looked like an open an’ shut case of
ridin’ 'em down. But about ten miles
further into the desert, past some lava
beds, the trail broke. All we found
after that was a mark here, another
there—damn’ queer trails.”

Mason, still scowling, turned from
Chip. “What of it, Parker?” he
snapped. “Think these hombres were
gonna leave a road for you to follow?
Well,” he added meaningly, looking
again at Chip, who was standing lax
near the bar, “you lost the main trail, but
we picked up the loose ends. What
about that Mexican?” he continued.
“The other report?” '

“We toted the dead Mexican we
found on the sinks into town, yesterday.
Jim Bludsoe, who owns a store here,
sees the hombre an’ says the Mex is a
nester from the hills east of the Double
R. We just found out that was wrong.
The real nester's—"

“You might have known it was
wrong!” snapped Mason impatiently.
“The trail led south! There's no way
east!” He turned to Chip. “Eh,
Huard?”

Mason walked to the O B O man.
“Huard, you left Oakes in Apache, say-
in’ you was goin’ north. You went south.
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You went south to Sanderson, an’ Killed
Caswell, the fireman, on the hold-up
train, when you found him there.”

Noise rose again in the room, and
there was a sullen, low note in it. Parker
was frowning.

Chip said evenly: “Mason, yo're rid-
in’ too fast. | came through the Negras.
By Coldbrook Gulch way.”

Morrison’s chair scraped, a sudden
sound. Chip, balanced, lax, his mind
working swiftly, watched the wounded
man’s face. “Parker!” said Morrison.
“Get me to hell out of here! This damn’
arm—"

Curly, the deputy, took Morrison out
through the now constantly muttering
crowd. Mason, still scowling, turned his
attention back to the quiet O B O man.

“Caswell left Apache the day after
you did, Huard,” he said. “Made con-
nection to Carver, then on to Sanderson.
The Killer was waitin’ for him! A man
with a lightnin’ fast draw! A man who
left his hoss behind, makin’ his getaway
on a Bar B cayuse. The hoss left be-
hind was marked O B O !”

Chip moved away from the bar. Millie
Riordan watched him with wide eyes.
One of her hands went to the top of her
blouse, at her throat, as the crowd’s
mutter grew louder. It seemed as if all
of Hobson’s Bend had come into the
Eye Opener.

“ Parker,” said Chip tonelessly. “ Since
I hit this community of your'n | been
doin’ the fastest thinkin’ of my life. |
had to do it, for the trail I found here
was the worst puzzle any killer ever left
behind him in the Southwest. 1 ain't
figgered this puzzle. But | got a grow-
in’ idea who's back of it.”

Linge, at the bar, said evenly: “It
don’t look like a puzzle to me. Seems
that Mason’s got a case—" Chip, turn-

ing, looked into eyes that held little
quivering pinpoints of light. Mason’s
loud voice broke a sudden, strange

tension.

“Huard,” growled Mason, “yo’re the
jman the law wants—"”

Chip snapped: “Mason—use yore

head! The man who you say Kkilled
Caswell in Sanderson couldn’'t have left
Apache when | did! Not an’ be waitin’
for Caswell on the second day! Let me
build up yore case,” he added. “Was
the hoss left in Sanderson a black, with
a white stockin’ over his left forefoot ?”
At Mason’s nod Chip said: “That hoss
is Danny Thompson’s. An’ if I'm guess-
in’ anywheres close to some things, that
cayuse was left in Sanderson on pur-
pose!”

Mason’s scowl was now very black.
“So yo're guessin’, Huard,” he growled.
“1'd call it something worse. It won't do
you any good. Yo're goin’ to jail here.
An’ in Apache they'll mebbe string
Thompson—" his voice broke off.

Chip took one quick step forward,
and pushed Mason in the face, throwing
him staggeringly backward. With the
action the O B O man pivoted. He was
slouched, hands raised a bit, his manner
freezing a growling crowd. Only Linge,
at the bar, sneered. But his eyes held
no contempt. They were calculating.

Chip snapped: “That kid in Apache
is near dyin'! If he's lynched I'm say-
in’ the cattle country’ll never hear the
end of this.” He swung, slowly, to-
wards Mason. The Springerville man
wet his lips.

“Huard,” he said, “Oakes told me
you was the fastest man with short guns
in the cow country. You ain't usin’
them guns against the law. You can't
beat the law!”

“Wait!” called Parker grimly. He
was watching Chip. One word the
wrong way would turn the Eye Opener's
interior into a bedlam. There was a
single man facing a crowd, a man whose
face had gone stony at the mention of
the friend in danger at Apache. A man
whose Colt speed was a byword in the
Southwest.

Parker made a decision on the
strength of a comparison, between time
and distance, that crossed his mind. He
made it on impulse. “Huard,” he said
slowly, “the law in Hobson’s Bend ain’t
runnin’ against you. What you got to
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say about the men who held up the

D & R train? Who are they? An’
ewhere are they?”

Chip slowly relaxed. “Thanks,
Parker,” he said shortly. “If | knew

the whole answer to yore questions |
wouldn’t be talkin’ here. But I'm get-
tin’ the answer. The sooner | get it, the
sooner | can stop the lynchin’ fever in
Apache from growin’. One thing,” he
added, “1 reckon some of you heard of
what happened in Cordobas last spring.
If you heard, you know that Thompson
couldn’t be in a robbery pulled by Spider
Collins.”

The crowd’s mutter changed. A voice
whispered. “Somebody said it was the
Collins gang. Hell! Spider Collins,
here!” Chip took advantage of the stir
to move towards the door.

“Mason,” he said, “Parker not back-
in’ you, yo're here on yore own hook.
Now | got work to do. I'm warnin’
you that I'll plug any man, outside of
Parker, who tries to block me!”

At the entrance men, doubtfully, half
reluctantly, let him pass. Chip looked
meaningly at Cactus. “I'm goin’ for
air,” he said, “an’ a talk with a man |
figger knows things. Mebbe in a couple
of hours, Parker, I'll show you didn't
make a mistake.” He moved out of the
door. A storm of talk and criticism
broke over Parker’s head.

ATER Jim Bludsoe,
covered with the
dust of a long ride,
loped a bay up the
street, and stopped
the horse at the cor-
ner of his Empori-
earily dismounted.
From the other end of the building,
Cactus Tolliver, who, with Chip and
Millie Riordan, had been waiting his
coming, ran to meet him, his feet thud-
ding on the board walk. “Jim!” he called
sharply. “Where in hell you been?”
“In the Palo Verde,” said Bludsoe.
“What's goin’ on in town?” he added
gruffly. He was an enormously broad

man, stooping a little a9 he walked
towards his stairs.

Cactus said: “Plenty. We got a
friend, Jim. Chip Huard, of the O B O.
Me an’ him been talkin’ for near an
hour.” Bludsoe looked over his friend's
shoulder to Chip and the girl standing
at the building’s end. “1 ain’t quite sure
of a guess Huard made about the trails
the longriders left in the Palo Verde,”
concluded Cactus, “but | know one
thing—this Huard is hell on wheels.
The old breed, Jim!”

Bludsoe growled: “What did he say
about them trails?” At Cactus’ reply,
Bludsoe nodded. “He guessed damn’
dost. | followed them tracks myself,”
he added slowly.

Cactus swore. “You two hotnbres
mustta gone to the same school!” He
turned. “Come on, Jim. That's Huard
there, with Millie Riordan.”

At the building end moonlight showed
the girl’'s face, upturned, a face framed
in red gold hair, as she talked with
Huard.

“My brother Red—" she was saying
swiftly. “Since you came— his being
away has other meanings. | bdieved
you— from the start. But if Danny
Thompson was trapped, and nearly
killed, then my brother must have been
in that same trap!”

Chip looked into the girl's concerned,
wide eyes. “Ma’am,” he said, “I'm
thinkin’ that yore brother Red might
turn up safe.” Something in the even
voice quieted the fear in the girl. She
felt unreasonably, that Red would turn
up safe. “Good night!” she said swiftly,
and turned. The shadows of the build-
ings uptown closed over her figure.

Cactus stepped to Chip’s side. “Blud-
soe’s come back,” he said.

Chip listened without comment to
Bludsoe’s slow explanation of the trail
he had followed north, against the gen-
eral impression that the murderers had
gone south.

“That settles the argument | had with
Cactus about the tracks in the desert,”
Chip finally said. “What about the man
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who killed Cliff Bowles, Bludsoe ? That
was Slash Ebbetts, one of Spider Col-
lins’ men. Cactus said you saw him
here this mornin’. You sure of that?”

“Dead sure,” replied Bludsoe. He
looked intently at Chip. “Cowpunch—
seems like yo're straightenin’ a damn’
crooked trail. But if Collins put out
these decoys—if it's Spider Collins
we're buckin’, almost anybody would
say we're three fools, committin’ sui-
cide.”

“Yeah,” growled Cactus, looking up-
town to men converging towards the
sheriff's office. “If it's Spider Collins
that put out the web around here it ain't
hard to figger. There'll be guns waitin’
for anyone with an ax that cuts through
the tangle. But | reckon that besides
the ax we got guns too.” He looked
down at Huard's belts. “Damn’ good
ones. The funerals won't all be our'n!”

“Talkin’ about tangles,” growled
Bludsoe, “1I’'m aimin’ to go to the Trail's
End, an’ see this hombre you say is the
nester from back of the Double R. 1
won't be gone ten minnits. We'll finish
our war talk when | get back.”

Cactus watched Bludsoe go down-
town. “Jim was sure the dead man
Parker found in the sinks was the goat
rancher,” he said. “ That's one end that’s
still loose, Huard—what these Mexicans
got to do with Linge an’ Collins an’ the
D & R robbery.” Cactus added, as
Chip began to walk uptown: “What you
gonna do?”

“Mebbe swing that ax you men-
tioned,” replied the O B O man evenly.
“Bludsoe can find us uptown. Come
on!”

PTOWN, at the door of Parker’s
U office, a crowd was jammed. Cac-
tus and Chip Huard pushed through,
but stopped with standing men still in
front of them. Inside, the sheriff was
saying sharply: “Forget it, forget it,
Mason! A desert hawk couldn’t have
made that distance, let alone a hoss!

Mason’s heavy voice growled: “ Sup-
pose Oakes was mistaken, Sheriff, about

the time Huard left Apache? The mis-
take wouldn’'t have to be big. That big
stallion Huard was ridin’ is a runner.
Mebbe he made swaps—"”

The sheriff swore. His set face was
streaked with sweat. He did not see
Chip and Cactus enter. “Yo're all
pilin’ one thing on another!” he said.
“Mason, I know Chunky Oakes. He
don't make mistakes like that. Why
didn’'t | back you, anyway, Mason?” he
snapped with a sudden rise of his voice.
“1'll tell you why!

“This is my country!” he continued
"You come in like you was the man
who knew everythin’, an’ could do every-
thin’. Out here we been ridin' like
fools for three days, an’ stayin’ up
nights tryin’ to figger the worst cussed
tangle | ever come across. You push
all that aside, just sayin’ | lost the trail.
Then you pin everythin’ on a man who
was with Oakes in Apache when the
D & R train is held up!” The sheriff
snorted.

Linge’s cold voice broke in. “Parker,
| ain’t questionin’ that yo're a good man.
But I'm sayin’ you been fooled here.”
He stood against the wall of the
crowded room and watched Chip Huard
step further from the doorway.

“1 tell you that Huard's straight!”
snapped Parker, instinctively defending
his own verdict. “Soon’s | heard he'd
been with Oakes in Apache, | knew he
was straight. An’ I'm backin’ him!”

“I'm repeatin’,” said Linge. “The
law was bluffed, by two low-tied guns,
an’ a reputation.” His eyes glittered as
Chip moved towards him. Parker, sens-
ing a sudden tension, turned.

Chip faced the hawk-nosed man.
“Linge,” he said evenly, “you ever been
in Cordobas?”

“No!” snapped Linge. He slouched
away from the wall. A sneer was in
his eyes. “An’ | can prove it! | can
prove it by yore own man—by Sheriff
Parker!”

Chip frowned. A deadly laxness left
his shoulders. “I1 was aimin’ to swing
an ax,” he said enigmatically. “But
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mebbe | ain't set for it, yet.” He added:
“Linge— Cactus tells me you hired
Danny Thompson at seventy a month.
The Kid's a top hand puncher, but
ranchers ain't payin’ seventy dollars a
month just for punchin’ cows.”
“Mebbe | hired his Colt,” sneered
Linge. As Parker frowned, the Star
Circle Star owner said: “There's been
rustlin’ on my west line for some time.
It was either the Riordans, or Morrison
an’ some town men. Anyway, hearin’
this Thompson was a friend of Chip

Huard, 1 figgered he could show us
somethin’.”
Parker said gruffly: “Huard—you

been talkin’ to Cactus here. An’ mebbe
Jim Bludsoe. Now these two fellers
are all right. But | said | was backin’
you because you mentioned the Collins
gang, an’ you talked like you knew
where you was ridin’.  You said you
were aimin’ to speak with somebody who
knew things. | thought you had in
mind things about the D & R hold-up.”

“1 did speak to fellers who knew
things,” said Chip shortly. “I'm sayin’
flat, that Bludsoe an’ Cactus had the an-
swer all the time.”

Linge sneered. “We’'ll be hearin’
about the man who killed Cliff Bowles
in a minnit,” he said, his eyes glittering.
“That's all these two scouts think about,
night an’ day. Here's Huard’'s chance
to throw more dust over the trail he's
ridin’.”

“Linge,” said Chip evenly, “why can’t
there be a connection between the D & R
hold-up, the way | figger it, an’ the man
who Killed Cliff Bowles? I'm told that
man passed hisself off here as a cattle
buyer named Proudon. But he was
friendly with Morrison. And Cactus,
one day, heard a puncher call him Slash.
The man wore a gun at a slant. Sup-
pose this man was Slash Ebbetts—
Spider Collins’ partner?”

Linge's face corded curiously. He
half lunged forward. Then he sneered,
a remarkable transformation. But the
room had gone chill. Parker stepped
between a cold-eyed, balanced Chip

Huard and the Star Circle Star man.
The lamplight showed clearer the
streaks of sweat on Parker's face.
“Huard!” The sheriff's voice was tense.
“You realize what you just said? If
Proudon was Slash Ebbetts—"”

“The Collins gang never made a get-
away across the Palo Verde," Chip com-
pleted the thought for him. “For Jim
Bludsoe saw Slash Ebbetts in town this
mornin’ !”

Talk sprang up in the room, went out-
side to the crowd beyond the doors.
Chip, with an eye on Linge, said slowly,
“Parker, if you back up Linge in sayin’
he ain’'t ever been in Cordobas, some
parts of the case | figgered complete
are missin’.”

Parker swore. Linge said icily. “1I'm
a Placer man, Huard. | lived in Placer
ten years. | closed the deal for the
Star Circle Star from Placer.”

“Parker,” said Chip, keeping his gaze
on Linge, “you said you'd back me. Tell
Mason to get a posse ready, while we
get over to the jail. | want to talk to
Morrison. | want Linge along!”

Parker and a puzzled, scowling Mason
helped to dear the crowd from the
doorway. Chip and Cactus, with Curly,
the sheriff's deputy, crossed the street
and went uptown a short way to a squat
jail of cracked 'dobe. Parker and Linge
followed some distance behind.

Curly lit an oil lamp on the wall in-
side the door. Chip and Cactus fol-
lowed the deputy in. The shadows of
the three men were thrown, long and
distorted, along a narrow corridor that
ran in front of the cells, ending at a
dirty window. Curly, crossing over
towards one of the cells, passed in front
of Chip.

The window at the end of the corri-
dor sprayed inward. The crash of
breaking glass was mingled with the
booming of a Colt. Curly stiffened,
writhed. He said, harshly—*“a-h, hell!”
With his fingers hooked terribly at his
chest the deputy fell against the bars
of one of the cells, and slid down.

The Colt outside boomed again. Chip,
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flattened against the wall in the corri-
dor, shot out the light by instinct. He
went jumping, in the sudden gloom,
towards the window, reaching it in three
leaps. A blotch of shadow moved in
the darkness of the ugly backyard.

Chip’s gun roared with deafening ra-
pidity. Outside, a voice yelled hoarsely.
Beyond the shadowy line of a fence
something moved—the upbobbing head
of a horse. Chip’s Colts snapped up,
and emptied, their explosions smashing
the air inside the jail’'s 'dobe walls. Then
silently the O B O man turned from
the window, and ran out.

At the doorway he collided with
cursing, questioning men. “Around!”
snapped Chip. “Downtown!” He had
only the memory of a vague movement
beyond the fence to guide him. At the
head of a scattering group of men Chip
ran downtown, turning through the
building line.

He hunted through one yard, another,
and in the third found a dead horse. It
was at the rear of Bludsoe's Emporium.
Beyond the Emporium’s yard the town
already petered out to the emptiness of
the Palo Verde. The moonlight lay like
a wan blanket over the yards of the
Eye Opener, and further south, of the
Trail's End saloon. Chip suddenly
tensed.

Close to the Trail's End a figure
passed. For a moment it stood revealed
in the moonlight. Then the man turned,
a quick movement, and disappeared.
Something flicked through Chip’s mind.
He had seen that man before, seen him
when he passed through Coldbrook
Gulch on his way here. When he ran
again his face was set like iron. The
tangled trail was straight at last.

\HE O B O man went

up the stairs of the

Trail's End in one

spring, and pushed

through thedoors. There

was a scattering of men

at the bar and tables.

Chip’s gaze ranged the room, fastening

on the faces of two Mexicans. One was
discarded immediately. Chip snapped
to a man back of the bar:

“Who's the hotnbre that calls hisself
Pepito's brother? The goat rancher
that came in today?”

The barkeep pointed to the bull
necked, scowling man seated at a table.
One of the man’s hands was clasped
about the neck of a full bottle. “ That's

him. 1 thought he was upstairs with Jim
Bludsoe!” said the barkeep. “But he just
showed up, now, cornin’ in the back
way, an’ bought that bottle.” He added:

“What's torn loose, uptown?”

“Somebody killed the sheriff's depity,”
said Chip tonelessly. He walked to the
bull necked Mexican at the table. “I
figger—"

The Mexican moved like a wild ani-
mal, his lips drawn back from his teeth.
The bottle glinted as it curved in the
air and swept down and out in a vicious
throw. It smashed against the bar. The
table was thrown forward as if it were
made of paper as the Mexican followed
up on the dodging O B O man.

Chip, bent low, shot from the hip by
instinct, but the spinning table struck
his shoulder and arm, and the Mexican
came catapulting after it. Down on
hands and knees, with one of his assail-
ant's hands at his throat, the O B O man
spun himself. He let go his Colts. His
steel strong fingers gripped up, fastened
on the Mexican’s shirt, and jerked the
big man around, and down.

The Mexican’s sinews cracked in an
effort to draw his opponent close. Chip
broke away. They came erect in one
surge, to their knees, the Mexican's
hand going down like a snake's head
to his waist. But he did not touch the
knife in his belt. Chip’s solid fist
slashed hard across the man’s jaw, and
he folded up curiously, head drooping,
toppling over to one side.

When Sheriff Parker, too angry to
curse, broke into the Trail's End a few
minutes later, he found the Mexican
propped up in a chair. Down from the
saloon’s upstairs’ rooms, men were carry-
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ing an unconscious Jim Bludsoe. Blud-
soe's face was covered with blood. Other
men carried a dead brown-faced boy—
Pepito, who had brought to town the
story of his brother’s disappearance.

A crowd piled into the Trail's End,
while Parker, his face rigid, listened to
Chip’s even statement.

“This polecat was one of the men
outside the jail. 1 hit his hoss an’ the
cayuse dropped on him while he was
ridin’ south. He figgered to take a
chance, cornin’ in here, bluffin' it out,
an’ mebbe get another hoss, right out in
the street, while we was searchin’ the
yards.”

Parker growled: “lI got men ridin’
around the town now, an’ headin’ up
along the trails to the ranches. You
winged one of the skunks in the jail
yard, Huard, an’ we got him. This fel-
ler makes two. Now we gotta figger
how many more of ’em are here in
town.”

A disturbance was growing outside.
Chip passed Bludsoe's limp form, now
propped on a chair. The O B O man
made his way to Linge, who had come
in with Parker, and was standing by the
bar. “1 thought mebbe you might be
out on the trails outside town,” said
Chip tonelessly. “In front of the posses.
But | reckon I ain't givin’ you enough
credit.”

Linge did not reply. His body was
slouched, balanced forward op the balls
of his feet. Parker, turning' from the
dead boy, strode across the room. At
the doorway men forced themselves
through the crowd. Linge relaxed.

Mason, scowling, pushed into the
open space. He was supporting a
smaller man, Simson, the station master,
who was unsteady on his feet. His eyes
were half glazed. A trickle of blood
coming down from beneath thin hair,
streaked his forehead. Mason snapped
above the noise:

“Morrison’s broke jail! We was totin’
Curly out. Some polecat must have
taken the keys from the depity’s pocket,
an’ passed ’'em into the cell and he

mustta slipped out that window. It was
dark as hell—"~

Parker strode forward in long strides.
His voice was almost a shout. “Simson!
What happened to yout”

Simson, the station master, passed a

hand dazedly across his bloody fore-

head, and smeared the trickle wide.
“Apache!” he grunted. “Thompson!”
—then his knees buckled.

Mason growled: “1 met Simson out-

side, Parker, bein’ led up from the sta-
tion. He had connections with Apache
an’ Sanderson, then somebody slugged
him!”

Chip moved around, quickly. He
went close to Simson, shook him. “What
you hear from Apache?” he asked.

Simson rallied. His eyes cleared. He
stiffened. “Parker!” His voice was
sharp. “When | was slugged news was
cornin’ in from Sanderson!” His voice
went higher. “The man who Kkilled
Caswell—somebody recognized him—
he was Slash Ebbetts!”

Chip’s tone was steel striking steel.
“ Simson— what about Thompson? That
news about Ebbetts clears Thompson?
Oakes knew—"

Simson, wetting his lips, interrupted.
“Apache wired that Oakes has been
fightin’ a mob off Thompson, for hours.
The marshal is tryin’ to get a story
through town, about Thompson once
bein’ with the O B O, when the punch-
ers of that outfit broke up Collins’ place
on the Border.” Simspn’s head shook.
“But the message, the way | got it,
sounded like Oakes wasn't gettin’ his
argument across!”

Chip’s face corded. “Yo're sayin’
they're lynchin’ Danny Thompson in
Apache?” Men moved out of his way
as he turned. His face now set, the
O B O man walked towards the sneer-
ing, deadly Linge.

Parker and Mason, and several other
men, sensing the tension as it rose to

swift peak, thrust in between. “No
gunplay!” warned Parker. “We still
got lots to figger, Huard! We're still

ridin’ blind!”
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“No!” snapped Chip.
Mason aside.

Linge snarled to the men in front of

He pushed

him. "Let the fool come through! I'm
sayin’ he'll lose his reputation along
with his life!”

"Simson!” Chip’s voice was a whip
crack. “Get back to that station an’
wire Apache that we got the real killers
here! Tell 'em we’ll have Ebbetts be-
fore next sundown, an’ Collins. Tell
'em we'll have the gold! Tell 'em that
right now, we got the man who de-
coyed Danny Thompson into Collins’
play!

The room was full of talk that
drowned out Simson’s uncertain .voice.
Talk that went outside, to the porch, to
the increasing number of men converg-
ing on the saloon.

Linge’'s voice brought comparative
silence. The Star Circle Star owner,
still partly covered by Mason’s deputies,
snapped. “You do some damn’ fast ex-
plainin’, Huard! An’ start pronto!”

“1'll repeat the story Oakes is tryin’
to tell in Apache, makin’ it short. Last
Spring the O B O went to Cruces
County with a herd. Two of my bunk-
mates, Danny Thompson an’ Shorty
Harrison, crossed the line in Cordobas,
to a place that some said was run by
Spider Collins. They were cheated, an’
raised a row. Punchers from another
outfit were in the place. The cowmen
fought together.

“Spider Collins an’ his partner
Ebbetts were in Cordobas that night.
When the smoke settled, some of the
punchers were dead. Shorty Harrison
had a smashed arm, an’ he got out, some
way, draggin’ the kid, Thompson, whose
head was near smashed. When Shorty
got on the American side he was swear-
in" a blue streak. All the O B O went
back with him. It was a hell of a night
on the Mexican side of Cordobas.”

“What's that got to do with me?”
snapped Linge. His eyes were cold and
glittering.

“The Collins gang left Cruces County.
They were reported up this way. They

Mask

stuck up the D & R train. They had,
all the time, a man working with 'em
right here near the Bend. Danny
Thompson came driftin’ through here.
He was hired by the rancher who is in
with Collins, hired at seventy a month,
as a decoy, an’ to pay back a debt Col-
lins owed the kid.”

Linge sneered. He worked his way
through Mason’s deputies. “You ain't
got proof!” he said. “You can’t connect
me with Collins an’ Ebbetts!”

“It was yore puncher who was drunk
that day in the Nugget!” said Cactus,
nearer the doorway. “The man who
called Proudon, Slash!”

Chip said: “Parker— I'm askin’ you
to take Linge’'s Colt. | want a posse to
ride out to the Star Circle Star, to
check up on Linge's outfit!”

Linge, his lips curling, pushed fully
past Mason. He lunged like a striking
puma for his belt.

Mason averted gunplay by jerking his
arm out, and Mocking the draw of the
Star Circle Star man. He took the
half-drawn gun. The room was in an
uproar now. Chip, his Colts drawn,
sheathed them. He threw off Parker’s
restraining hands. “No, | ain't guess-
in',” he snapped. At sight of the station
master near him his face went set and
hard. “Simson—1 told you—"

“The wires are dead!” rasped Sim-
son, his face gray. “Somebody’s ripped
'em somewhere, after sluggin’ me! |
left a couple of men huntin’ for the new
break—”

From the doorway a voice cut in:
“Simson, the break's way past the sta-
tion! Some skunk climbed one of the
poles!” As the noise of comment died
down,a man growled: “What's to pre-
vent the polecats from rippin’ the wires
anywheres along the way into the Palo
Verde?”

Parker's face was corded. Veins
showed thick in his throat. "Get a-hoss!
Every grown man! Circle the town!
W ait!” he snapped. “Some of you get
that hand car from the shed below the
station. Ride the rails, with Win-
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some of you scatter!
For Mor-
An’

chesters. An’
Search every house in town!
rison! Mebbe for Slash Ebbetts!
Collins hisself!”

Mason, cursing, was holding Linge.
“What about this hombre?” he asked.
“What about ridin’ to the Star Circle
Star? What we got—a straight trail,
or we millin’ around? Huard!” he
added, “where’s the Lodestone gold you
mentioned ? At the Star Circle Star?”

Linge sneered. “Let me go, you
fools!” he snapped. “I'll ride with you
to my place. But yo're losin’ time.
Didn’'t you hear that Ebbetts went
south? Didn’t the trails lead south?”
He watched Chip. “Huard, mebbe we
got no quarrel. Give me a chance to

prove it. Let me ride with you into the
Palo Verde.”
“Simson,” said Chip tonelessly.

“Soon’s we fix that break you wire
Apache we're goin’ for the Lodestone
gold. Tell 'em to connect with Yarnell,
an’ have posses head down into the
Negras.” He snapped his answer to
Linge’s suggestion. “The tracks in the
Palo Verde were decoy tracks. The
hosses had no riders! The bandits went
north!

“Come on, Simson!” he added. He
pulled the half dazed station man to-
wards the door. They crowded after
him, outside. Parker ordered Linge
down the stairs. Jim Bludsoe, his head
bloody, groped out. In the street Chip
explained more fully to Mason:

“Ebbetts, packin’ a dead man, an’
leadin’ six riderless hosses, went south
into the Palo Verde. He dropped the
man out in the Sinks. He let the hosses
go, past the lava beds. Then he rode
to Sanderson, an’ killed Caswell. It
don’'t take much thinkin' to figger why.
I'm sayin’ Caswell lied when he said
Danny Thompson was in the hold-up.
That makes Caswell in with Collins.
He might have talked, specially on the
Thompson end, and they silenced him.

All of Hobson’s Bend was in the
street now. Men fought horses they
had saddled, horses frightened by the
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.uproar.

Linge, sneering, was pushed

to one of the animals. The holster of

the Star Circle Star man was still
empty.

“Huard—you said Collins went
north!” growled Parker. “A posse

from here circled up that way the first
day, an’ | went up myself when we
came out of the Palo Verde. There
was nothin’ in those valleys that lead
north, past the Double R, except goat
tracks!”

“Collins killed a goat rancher in the
hills,” said Chip evenly. “He was the
man Ebbetts later toted out into the
Sinks. The longriders took the goats
across to them valleys. They ran them
over the hoss tracks. The kid, Pepito,
might have been away when they raided
his brother’'s place, showin’ up here
later.”

Parker cursed. Jim Bludsoe, groping
his way through the crowd, growled,
like a wounded bear: “The Mex who
came to town claimin’ to be Pepito’'s
brother the nester, killed Pepito!”

Chip said: “He was the same man |
saw by Coldbrook Gulch, while I was
cornin" through the Negras. When he
stopped, an’ turned, in the Trail's End
yard, | recognized him and the loose
ends of this tangle drew together. |
knew then which way the longriders
had gone—to those old mines in Cold-
brook Gulch.”

“The Mex was in the room upstairs,
with two other m”™n, when | came in,”
growled Bludsoe. “They slugged me.
But what in hell we standin’ here for?”
he added. “We got a straight trail,
now. Why ain’'t we ridin’ north?”

OR the next half hour
the main street of Hob-

.SdJyfi son’s Bend held a scene
JjwfcrCTnft “ever's™ activity. Rid-
ers mounted and left

town wh>le the searchers,

1''r going from house to

house, reported their failure to find

Mason, two of his deputies,
surrounding

Morrison.
and a half dozen men,
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Linge, left for the Star Circle Star.

The flanking posses, going to cover
any possible escape south, were already
out of town. Parker, following Chip’s
hunch, was gathering the group that was
to ride past the Double R directly to
Coldbrook Gulch. A square-jawed man
approached the sheriff.

“1 reckon we're all kinda sorry we
figgered Huard wrong,” he said. *“It
ain’'t goin’ to be no picnic up in them
hills. | got the fastest hoss in the coun-
try. Let me ride with you.”

“All right, Squint,” said Parker
gruffly. He turned at the touch on his
arm. “Millie!” he muttered. At the
girl’s request, he added: “I came near
forgettin’ Red. Sure, | reckon we can
drop you at the Double R. Don’'t know
who'll be there, but we won't leave you
if it don't look right. Here comes Huard
now.”

Chip and Cactus stopped in the light
from the Nugget's windows. Chip
watched Millie Riordan’s eyes as the
girl talked. “If you figger you'll be
nearer yore brother that way, ma'am,”
he answered. “We're startin’ now. It'll
take too long to fix that wire. I'm leav-
in’ Cactus behind to rush Simson,” he
explained to the sheriff. “He’ll lead the
second posse north.”

Ten minutes later they were riding
out of town. Millie, Riordan and Par-
ker flanked Chip on the left. To his
right was Jim Bludsoe and the man
Squint, who was mounted on a big,
rangy bay. Two set-faced Hobson's
Bend men brought up the rear.

They rode under the yellow, winking
stars, to where hills broke the plain.
Through them the trail wound, sinu-
ously, plunging occasionally into the
black gloom that lay in the hollows. A
few miles into the tumble, and the trail
split, one fork of it going right, to the
Star Circle Star.

Chip frowned and turned in his sad-
dle as he swung Traveler into the Cold-
brook trail.

“What's the matter?” asked Bludsoe.
Chip flicked Traveler with his rein ends.

“Thought | heard a shot. Mebbe a
stone, failin’ sheer. This trail sure runs
on edges.”

Farther on, Millie Riordan’s horse

slipped on the edge of a slope, and was
helped in its frantic pawing for footing
by Huard’'s hard arm. The girl’'s hand
rested lightly, briefly, on the O B O
man’s shoulder. When the moonlight
came again through a split in the hills
she looked at him. Then quickly turned
away.

Dawn came, like a creeping wedge of
light prying up the lid of the sky. They
rode through a stretch of plain, beyond
the hills that fringed the town they had
left behind, while the sun grew high and
hostile. Then hills appeared again, go-
ing away in a continuous tumble towards
the east. In the west and north the
mounds began to merge with the dun-
colored, bare slopes of the mountain
desert.

The trail veered right. Bludsoe and
the two town men, mounted on the
poorest horses, continued straight north
on the Coldbrook Gulch trail, while the
others turned off towards the Double R,
planning to overtake them later. Men
had talked of the Double R. Some said
its management was pretty close to
Linge’s outfit, and the posse, without
losing too much time, thought it wise to
see who might be there, before moving
on to Coldbrook.

A little later, Parker, riding beside
Chip, asked: “What you lookin’ at?”

“By that mesquite,” said Chip, point-
ing. “Ain’t that dust? Looks like some
riders were pushing along there.”

Parker peered into the glaring world.
He shook his head.

“Don’t see it. But that mesquite runs
to the Double R.”

Half an hour later, as they were”™ap-
proaching the small, neat ranch of the
Double R, Parker said: “Reckon you
work best on a lone trail, Huard. Or
with yore friends. You look kinda—"”

“It ain't that,” interrupted Chip
shortly. “I1'm thinkin’ of that dust |
saw an’ just wonderin’ about some of
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the men who rode with Mason. | got
a hunch this posse arrangement of our’n
was made too fast—"

Back of the low house they were ap-
proaching ran the mesquite that came out
of the plain to the south, evidently par-
alleling a creek. The stream went down
into a small gorge behind the building.
Immediately around, the hills rose
rugged.

Parker growled. “Huard—I'm fig-
gerin’ you went clean down to the center
of everythin’ here. If we find Collins in
Coldbrook as you figger, he might get
away, if he outshoots us, an’ outrides
us. But it'll be a straight play—"

“It would have been straight if you
hadn't known Linge,” said Chip.
“That's the part | ain't been able to fit
into the rest. | figgered Linge in this
thing. Did you see his draw, in the
Trail's End? Did you notice the way
the man walked— ?”

They were riding into the ranchyard.
No one appeared about the place. It
seemed strangely deserted.

“Well,” said Parker, “1I'm admittin’
I never figgered Linge the way he
showed hisself when you began bearin’
down. | handled the deal for the Star
Circle Star with him, while he was in

Placer, an’ got his record from
friends. It seemed all right. | didn't
know Linge personal. CIiff Bowles
did—

“Hell, Huard,” he snapped with

change of tone, “CIiff Bowles was killed
by Ebbetts a week after Linge got to

the Bend! He mustta knowed some-
thing.”
“Say, Parker,” Chip said suddenly.

“How did you know this man was
Linge—when he came from Placer?”

"Only his say-so,” Parker answered
queerly, “an’ the papers he had.”

“Then,” said Chip, “there might have
been another man, the one CIiff Bowles
knew, who was Linge.”

The horses were pounding into the
ranchyard. Dust rose about them in the
heated air. Parker, pivoting his animal,
was about to speak again—when sud-

denly, from beyond the house, a rifle
spanged, wickedly, clearly.

Chip felt Traveler start. But for a
moment the scene seemed frozen. Then
the big stallion snorted wildly. He
plunged with terrible force, pivoting in
a heavy surge that threw the other
horses into a panic. Deadly and sharp
another rifle shot came, and still another.
Lead scraped Huard's shoulder. For
the first time in years the O B O man’s
iron strength could not control the stal-
lion he was riding.

Traveler plunged continually, revers-
ing, going away from the house first in
the direction from which they had en-
tered the yard, then towards the build-
ing’s back. There the ground pitched
steeply down. Right before Chip it be-
gan to fall away in wide steps of earth
to the gorge into which the creek fed.

From the mesquite beyond the house,
now at his back, stabbed an orange-red
flare, pale in the sunlight. Something,
glancing, smashed across Huard’s head.
The jarring, terrible blow threw him off
Traveler. He struck on a descent of
loose earth, and rolled. But he came,
groggily, to his feet. Instinct jerked his
Colts into his hands.

His sight blurred, the O B O man
began to run. Hit hard, Chip Huard
had but one out. He fought the slopes
to get to the men who had ambushed
him. But he was weaving crazily. He
slipped on the loose ground and dropped.
For a while he was dazed. Then his
vision cleared.

He found himself on a narrow ledge
that overhung the gorge. The shifting
scene which his eyes conveyed to his
brain held huge boulders and brush,
down some thirty feet. To his right,
above him, men were crashing through
the mesquite. He heard shouts.

Stumbling as he moved, the O B O
puncher snapped up his Colts. Cursing
men dived for shelter on the mesquite
covered slope as a hail of lead ripped
through foliage. One man, plunging
down, yelled hoarsely and finished the
descent awkward and limp, raising dust
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of the ledge. Sounds behind Huard
caused him to reverse. In plunging
around, he stepped off the edge.

He struck some five yards down, on
a slope so sheer that it threw him in-
stantly out and down. Lead slapped
angrily at the ground where he had
struck.

Chip, half sliding, half falling, landed
on a boulder almost the size of a house,
close under the gorge side. He was un-
balanced when he struck and the shock
threw him off the rock, down to the
gorge floor.

Driving lead splashed the surface of
the huge rock, chipped the edge off
which Huard had spilled. Harsh curses
on the rim above punctuated the vicious,
continued'rifle fire.

Huard fell into mesquite that grew
thick on the gorge floor, and slid down
through the brush to jagged stone. One
of his Colts had been lost in the fall.
His body was numb. He fought the
nausea that threatened to sweep over
him.

Crawling blindly for an open space,
he was torn by cactus hooks. Where
the sunlight shone on bare ground, the
deadly warning whir of a basking rat-
tler caused him to pull away. Now he
heard stones rolling into the gorge.
Voices. He fought to stand erect. But
for the moment, he was spent. He lay
hunched, motionless.

How long he remained in the mes-
quite he afterward had no clear con-
ception. Men searching for him in the
brush started a diamond back that
warned with its deadly buzz. He heard
a voice snarl—“Look out! Rattler!” A
Colt boomed not twenty feet away.
Then the sound of the moving men
passed him. Once more he heard a voice.

“He’s deader than hell, | tell you! He
went off that stone limp—"
“Come on!” growled another. “We

got to make that getaway. No use foolin’
round here. If Huard ain't dead he's
damn’ close to it! I'm sayin’ the Car-
dobas debt is paid, Spider!” Then a
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final, cold voice that answered and gave
orders.

The tone of this last voice awoke rec-
ognition in the huddled, motionless man.
It was Linge who spoke—and Linge
had answered to the name Spider.
Somewhere in Chip’s powerful body was
vitality that stirred, that beat up like a
wave. He moved again. It took him a
long time to crawl a few feet.

By the time he was on open ground a
heavy silence had closed about him. He
rose to his feet, his strength rapidly
coming back. Near the huge boulder
he found the Colt he had .dropped.

Blood was seeping down his face, into
his eyes. But brushing it, he could see
clearer. His muscles were stiff from the
jarring of the fall, but he took the
slopes iaw without having to fight to
hold his senses. And as he climbed lit-
tle knots of sinew gathered along his
jaw.

HE silence, utter and unbroken,

hung over the Double R. Then
Chip heard a threshing in the brush. He
whistled, and Traveler came humping
along the ground above the gorge’s west
rim. The stallion favored his left fore-
leg. He was wild and restless, pivoting
constantly. Chip did not swear when
he was close enough to examine the
wound which was troubling the horse
and saw where a bullet had nicked just
above the knee.

Millie Riordan, running, sobbing,
from the house, stopped her glad cry
in its utterance. There was something
about Chip that arrested her. Then her
relief sounded, breaking through the
check of what she saw in his face as she
came close to him.

“Chip! | thought—1 thought—"

Her face was bruised. Somebody had
struck her.

“Who?” questioned Chip harshly.
His hand went out to touch her cheek,
remained there.

“Linge!” she said, and her blue eyes
blazed through the tears in them. “He
shot Parker! Chip! Linge is—"
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“Spider Collins!” he completed the
words for her, harshly. “1 heard him,
down in the canyon!”

He followed her to the house. By
some miracle of strength the slim girl
had helped Parker in, and on to a bed in
the inner room. The sheriff's voice came
in a broken whisper.

“1t was Dave Linge! He’'s Spider
Collins, Huard. | heard his men call
him that. That dust you saw. They
were cornin’ in to ambush u s ---------------
Somethin’ must have happened to Ma-
son. | been blind,” he added, fighting
to keep his voice audible. “Make up for
it, Huard. Remember that Collins ain't
no grass spiddr. He’'s a tarantula—he’s
got fangs. Only’one man in the South-
west can get him. Yo're the man.”

“What about Squint an’ the Springer-
ville deputy?” asked Chip of Millie.
Parker lay motionless, breathing
hoarsely. ! * e

“The deputy was killed,” said MiTIie. .

“He’'s behind the house. Squint was
shot, too. But only in the arm. Squint
fell down towards the gorge. He came
out here after | had got Parker on the

bed. He took his horse, and chased
Collins.”

“Huard,” groaned Parker, “never
mind me. Get Collins. He ain't no bet-

ter than a rattler. | was on the ground,
winged in the shoulder. He came from
past the corral, while the girl was tryin’
to get my Colt, which had fallen under
me. He hit her. Then he swung around
an’ plugged me. While | was layin’
there— " the sheriff cursed slowly, with
terrible concentration.

The girl said, with a catch in her
voice: “Perhaps something like that
happened to my brother Red! Perhaps

both Danny Thompson and my brother
were shot by this—” Her voice broke.

She sensed a grim, unbreakable pur-
pose in Chip. The strength of the man
was like something tangible to her—she
went close to him. Chip asked in even
tones for bandages. Then he worked
swiftly over Parker. The tears left Mil-
lie Riordan’s eyes. She ran out of the
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room—returned with a Winchester.

“I'll stay here, Chip. You find the
posses!”

“Rest easy, Parker!” muttered Chip.
He straightened, took the girl’'s face be-
tween his hands. “Mebbe we can pull
Parker through. An’ mebbe we’ll find
Red, too, Millie. While we're payin’ a
debt that ain't been squared.”

“Chip!” she said swiftly, but did not
finish the thought. It changed in her.
Collins would never kill this man. For
an instant she pressed against him, then
turned.

Huard went out. There were no
horses in the yard. Chip’s jaw hard-
ened. He caught Traveler, and mounted
the stallion. He leaned over the roan’s
neck. “Mebbe this’ll be our last ride to-
gether, Big Ears.” His voice \yas tone-
less. “Get goin’'!”

Traveler ran out over the hot plain,
his matchless stride a little broken. But
gradually the incessant swing of motion
loosened the stiffened muscles that
worked the left foreleg. The roan ran
easier. Huard cut him north. But where
the hills rose out of the plain, he pulled
up the stallion and turned to look over
his back trail. His hawk eyes pierced
distances towards the south.

“One rider,” he muttered. “Mebbe
Squint. There’s a bunch ahead of him!”
His thought framed itself in a swift
word. “Collins! He’'s headin’ back to
Hobson’s Bend!”

HE sun was red
and swollen, hang-
ing over Hobson’s

Bend. The heat had

driven men and dogs

to shelter. Horses,

tethered in narrow-
ing shade, moved restlessly as the great
roan, running belly to earth, came tear-
ing down the street.

Simson, the station man, his head
bandaged, was walking towards the
Nugget's steps. He stopped at sight
of the running horse. He cursed,
slowly. '
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Chip pulled up the iron-jawed roan.
He jumped clear—he reached Simson.
“Collins!”  he snapped. “He came
here! Linge is Spider Collins.” Simson
cursed in a loud voice now.

“You sure, Huard?” At the reply he
looked up and down the street. A man
came to the door of the Trail's Etui,
far downtown. At the jail, a guard,
holding a rifle, was staring curiously.
“There ain't been anybody here,” said
Simson excitedly. “ 'Less they came in

through the buildin’ line, below the
Bend!”
He added: “I1 been inside the station

the last two hours, workin’ that key.
Tryin' to argue with them fools in
Apache—"

Something in his voice stopped Chip,
who was turning to Traveler. The
O B O man came back to Simson,
gripped his shoulder. “Danny— ?” he
said, his voice curiously hard.

“Danny Thompson's dead,” said Sim-
son, bluntly. “Hell!"” he added, and wet
his lips. “It's no use takin’ it like that,
Huard!”

Huard looked at the jagged building
line, at the slow haze of heat, out past
the station, where the D & R tracks ran
into the Palo Verde. Simson said
hoarsely: “Huard, he wasn't lynched!
Yore bunkmate died from his wound!”

His face stony, Chip turned. More
men were coming out of the Trail's End.
Simson, cursing, his face gray under
the bandage, moved with the O B O man
downtown. “I gotta talk to Oakes,” said
Chip tonelessly. “I1 gotta hear what
Oakes says—"

“Huard!” a man called in surprise
from a building across the street. “What
the hell—"

A slow stir of excitement was beat-
ing through the heat-stunned town. The
man from the Trail's End, meeting Chip
in midstreet, called questions. It was
Simson who explained. Huard walked,
stonily, silently, the great roan, reins
slack, pacing behind him. He heard one
man say:

“Why'd back

them wolves come
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here? An’ how we gonna handle it?
There ain't enough of us. The whole
town’s ridin’ posse!”

In the station, Simson worked the
key. Ten minutes went by, while out-
side small knots of men gathered near
the jail, and the Nugget. Speculations
ran in circles. The town was slowly
gripped by dread. The sun seemed to
share the mood. Sullen, red, it shone
through a haze.

Chip turned at sound of footsteps at
the station door.

“Huard!” snapped a square-jawed
man who entered. The sleeve of his
right arm was stained with blood. “I
thought they got you at the Double R !”

“Squint!”  Chip seemed to wake,
slowly, from a daze. He suddenly
jumped forward. “Where'd they go?”
he snapped.

Squint looked into the steely eyes. He
backed towards the door.

“Huard! | ain’t got time to talk now!
Mason’s waitin’ at the Eye Opener.
Quick! We ain't got a minnit to lose!”

“Wait here, Simson,” Chip called and
followed the man Squint out.

Simson stood at the desk. Oakes was
asking impatiently for Huard over the
tapping wire. But Simson was not lis-
tening. He frowned. He rose slowly.
After a time he went to the doorway.

Chip and Squint were passing into
the Eye Opener. Suddenly Simson stiff-

ened. At the far end of town was a
small group of riders, racing'in.

“What the hell?” said Simson,
harshly, in surprise. A sudden reali-
zation made him snap. “Huard! They
tricked—"

His words broke. There was a soft
pad of footsteps behind him. Before he
could turn a Colt muzzle was jammed

into his back.

HIP followed Squint up narrow
C stairs to the top floor of the Eye
Opener. As they were moving, going
up, he heard a door slam, heard hurried
footsteps, hoarse murmur of voices.

Something scratched at the O B O
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man’s mind. On the landing above the
stairs, Squint reached out, and pushed
open a door. “In there,” he said.

Chip was past the framing when the
thing moving slowly up in his mind be-
came a suspicion that waved, like a flag.
Squint had pushed, carelessly, strongly,
with his wounded arm! The man had
faked his hurt.

Chip did not turn. It was too late
to turn. He was walking into a small
room. A table in its center held bottles,
an overturned glass. Tobacco smoke
drifted in layers. Seated at the table
was a rangy, cruel-eyed man. He leaned
forward, palms on his knees, shifted bal-
ance, slowly, lazily, and rose.

“Howdy, Huard,” he said.
am glad to meet up with yuh.
drink. Yore last.”

Chip’s face did not change. He heard
Squint moving behind him. Moving in
a little to block the door. The trap had
been perfectly sprung.

“That's how Mason lost out, |
reckon,” the O B O man said evenly.
“Tricked by some of the polecats who
rode out with him.” His even gaze
flicked to the door of an inner room,
that was not quite closed.

“No,” said the man by the table. “Me
an’ some of the boys were in the hills,
when Mason ran right into us. But the
men who rode with the posse helped.”
His cruel eyes went over Chip. “We
figgered you dead, Huard. Ridin’ in like
you did, you near blocked our last play.
Lucky Squint saw you through the win-
der in that back room.”

“1 reckon yo're Slash Ebbetts,” said
Chip evenly. His hand reached out for
a glass on the table. “What was yore
last play?”

“Havin’ Simson wire Yarnell to fol-
low up the posses. They can still be
turned east towards the Springerville
gap instead of cornin’ straight through

“1 sure
Have a

the Negras. Collins Aggers we got lots
of time, an’ place, in them hills,
Huard.” His eyes glinted as Chip held

out the glass. The mask fell from his
face. “We got you, this time, you ------- "
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he snarled. “You might be the devil’s
own brother, but you can't—" His
voice broke off.

Chip was lax. “I just heard that
Danny Thompson died, Ebbetts,” he
said, tonelessly. “I1 got a debt to pay.
Collins not bein’ here, I'm glad this lit-
tle play of your'n fixed it so | can pay
you—"

In Ebbett’'s eyes there came a leap of
light, of raging effort. He lunged like
a striking rattler, at a slant across his
right hip, but stiffened queerly, his
muscles freezing.

He began to fall, with his eyes wide
and staring. His Colt, not fully raised,
spurted once across his body.

The air of the room shuddered to the
heavy boom of Huard’'s gun. Panther-
like the O B O man jumped through
the smoke, passing the toppling Ebbetts,
reversing to face the door.

Squint, his face distorted, was only
just ready to shoot, half crouched. A
.45 slug ripped through him, seeming to
jerk him around and up. He fell against
the wall with another bullet in him.
Clawing at the door-frame, he slid down
slowly.

Chip collided with the wall behind
him, and crouched. From outside came
sounds of shots, scattered, then multi-
plying. Inside the small room, beyond
the wall, vicious cursing sounded. It
ended. The atmosphere was strained.

“He got Ebbetts!” snapped a voice.
“An’ Squint! He’s there, by this wall I’
The subsequent language was a savage
resume and condemnation of a mistake.
“We can't stay here! Somethin’s up,
out in the street!”

Chip heard the voice of Morrison:
"The posses're back! Mason and Cac-
tus!”

Then the desperate men broke for it.

Chip jumped, forward, sensing the
coming of that wild rush. The room
exploded with shots again. Men cata-
pulted out of the door, twisting as they
came, cutting down with spitting Colts.
But Chip was in close, his fire drop-
ping the man nearest the framing. The
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0 B O man twisted around the en-
trance, going down as lead slapped
heavily at his shoulder. He spun him-
self, came to his knees, his Colts crash-
ing.

The table in the outer room jarred
and slid as a man’'s heavy body fell
against it. Two others dived out, to be
met by bullets at the bottom of the
stairs.

Chip, with the other man alive in the
room, came to his feet, sidestepping with
pantherish speed. Morrison’s voice said

loudly:

“Huard! | can’t pull a gun! 1 ain't
done a thing! Since last night | been
hunted like a coyote, dodgin’ in the

backyards I’

The firing in the street was faster.
It ran out raggedly to the upper end of
town. Chip saw, through a window,
riders racing out. One rider on Squint's
gray horse. “Collins!*" Chip gritted.
He pushed a smoking Colt close to
Morrison's face. “Who shot Danny
Thompson ?” he asked. His voice was a
whip-crack. “Talk fast!”

Cactus and Mason, running upstairs
and into the room, heard the conclusion
of Morrison’s hurried talk. “Collins got
him, from about ten yards, ridin’ out
as the three of us passed the bluffs. The
idea was to pack Thompson out, later,
on his own hoss, an’ leave him outside
of Sanderson for riders to find when
they followed Ebbetts.”

The hammer of Chip's Colt had
raised. Morrison’s face was gray. “It's
the truth, Huard! Thompson only knew
Collins as Linge, his boss. He was sent
out to the line house near the buttes,
where I met him. Red Riordan hap-
pened to be ridin’ his line, an’ met
Thompson. We hadn't figgered on Red.
1 slugged him, an’ the boys toted him
away. He’'s in Coldbrook Gulch now, I
reckon.”

Cactus put his hand on Chip’s arm.
“The station’s burnin’,* he said. “Sim-
son’s dyin’. He said somethin’ about a
message Collins wanted sent—"

Chip snapped: “1 know. To turn the
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Yamell posses. Ebbetts bragged about
it. Collins’ last play!" He broke past
Cactus. He ran down the stairs, into
the street. A piercing whistle brought
Traveler. The great roan’s leg had stiff-
ened a little. Cactus, coming out with
Mason, swore as he watched the horse
and rider head out. “Huard'll kill that
hoss! But he’ll get Collins!”

Mason had his wounded arm attended
to, then joined Cactus to help fight
the fire at the station. But they could
not rescue the sending instrument in
the telegraph room.

Cactus quickly gave it up. “Let'sgo!”
he said. “Huard oughtta have help an’
we can't do no good here. Come on,
you men; leave it an’ get yore hosses.”

The fire burned fiercely, unchecked
by the efforts of the few active men left
in town. By midnight the station was a
smoldering mass. An engine and one
car came clanging out of the Palo Verde.
Out of the car stepped Marshal Oakes
of Apache. Oakes listened to the story
told, cursed, and ordered horses. The
moon looked down on yet another posse
that rode out of Hobson’s Bend.

IM BLUDSOE and
his two companions
came close to the
Gulch, then waited a
night and a day for
the men who had
gone to the Double R.
Bludsoe, grim and set-faced, became im-
patient, and as dusk again fell, rode with
his men up one of the valleys which led
into a higher tumble of hills above Cold-
brook. The valley broke into gorges and
abrupt rises, boulder strewn. Suddenly
rifles spat from behind those frowning
rocks, rifles that snapped at the silence
in vicious, thin reports.

Bludsoe's horse dropped under him.
The two town men were cut down as
they raced for the shelter of the slopes.
They fell and lay still in the shadow of
mesquite which fringed the valley. But
Bludsoe made it. Half an hour later,
grim, silent-footed, carrying a heavy
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Sharps, Bludsoe made his way around
the hills.

In his belt was a Colt and a bowie
knife. He passed silently under high
red cliffs, and headed down into Cold-
brook Gulch.

Time dragged through the silence.
Some hours later Spider Collins came
pounding up one of the valleys connect-
ing with the southern range. Collins
was mounted on a big, rangy gray. But
a Nemesis was hanging to the long-
rider’s trail, a pursuer he had not been
able to shake off. Behind him was a
racing, long-paced roan, slowly gaining
on the gray. Where the valley broke
to the narrower gorges, on a rising lip
of ground, Collins pulled up his horse.
The wan moonlight was all about the
longrider. The silence of the hills ab-
solute.

Already at the mouth of the valley
was his pursuer. Collins’ hawk face
twisted with hate. He jerked the head
of the spent gray and moved on.

Inside the hills, where they split to-
wards the Gulch, Collins ran into three
of his own men. He swore coldly at the
news they gave. “There ain't much
harm done,” said one of his men sur-
lily. “The hombre that got away is
probably leggin’ it, fast. The other two
are dead.”

Collins ordered one of the men back
to the mining town. He returned with
the other two, towards the valley. They
climbed a slope that overhung one of

the gorges leading to it, and waited
for Huard. The pale moonlight
glinted from the steel of their rifle
barrels.

Chip evaded the trap. Near the val-
ley’s end, he pulled the blowing roan up
over a rise, down into a coulee where
the shadows lay black. Swinging off
the horse, Chip waited, his hawk eyes
watching the gorges which led north.
After a time he caught the glint of
moonlight on a rifle barrel.

Slowly, then, he moved on foot. He
circled the place where Collins and his
two men waited. He went north, passing

105

around the slopes which fell towards the
dry stream bed.

Through rugged notches in the hills he
caught glimpses of Coldbrook Gulch.
There was something moving to the
north of town, on the ledges of red
stone that ran to the cliffs at the Gulch
end. Ten minutes of dodging run, and
another glimpse showed Chip two men
near the high walls.

Half an hour later he was under the
red cliffs he had passed three days be-
fore. The holes of the old mine mouths
gaped above him. The silence was pro-
found. Chip could plainly see Cold-
brook Gulch now, see the sagging build-
ings, ghostly in the starlight, only par-
tially splashed by the moon hung low
over the cliffs. Then he heard shouts.

Movement appeared in that ghostly
town, flitting forms of men. A door
slammed. Shouts sounded again. Then
horses pounded down the slope to the
gulch floor. Chip’s Colts came to his
hands. He ran, swiftly, dropped down
a ledge of rock, another, and hurried
along the left slope.

Then voices hailed. Chip, sliding
down into a wide, deep slash in the
slope, suddenly stopped. A voice above,
from the building line, was shouting:
“Hey! Card! Slim! Get Collins here!
Joe’s dead! And the gold’'s gone.”

Chip, looking carefully, saw two men
carrying something out of one of the
sagging shacks.

“Yeah—Joe's dead!” yelled one of the
men carrying the limp object from the
shack. “Knifed through the throat. Red
Riordan’s missin’.” ' Cursing questions
came from the riders now directly below

Chip. The man above yelled again:
“The gold’'s gone, 1 tell you! Get
Collins.”

Clearly visible in the moonlight,

riders were coming up from the gorges
to the south. Three riders. Chip turned
at the sound of the mad hoofbeats.
“That might be Collins!” he muttered.
And an instant later, “Yeah; it's gotta
be.”

Collins came on, paralleling the high
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wall of the left side of the Gulch. Then
somewhere under the cliffs to the north,
a heavy Sharps roared. One of Collins’
companions went off his horse as if he
had run into an invisible rope. It was a
lucky shot in that tricky light and one
inclined to give panic to the men
bunched on the Gulch bottom.

Chip jumped out of the earth slash.
He had to intercept Collins before the
longrider passed down to the Gulch bot-
tom. Huard began to run, his strong
teeth gritted, all his energy going into
the effort to cover ground. But he was
seen almost at once. The air was ripped
by shots that followed one another in
a ragged, continuous volley.

Lead whispered, venomous, swift,
by the O B O man’s ears. He swung
around as he ran, and emptied one Colt
into that milling mass of horses and
men below him. From the north the
heavy Sharps boomed again. Collins,
riding down towards the buildings, was
nearly caught under his toppling horse.

Chip saw that, in the midst of his
jumping run. A moment later the sec-
ond man with Collins, still mounted,
passed through the building line, send-
ing his animal in suicidal leaps down
the slopes.

Chip gained the buildings as the firing
from the Gulch bottom suddenly ceased.
The riders there, fearful of unknown
odds, were heading for the breaks to
the west. Chip’s hand automatically re-
loaded his Colt. He moved along the
buildings, sure, suddenly, of the man
he wanted.

Abruptly a splash of moonlight was
full upon a man who circled around one
of the sagging, ghostly structures, to-
wards Chip. A man who ran, crouched,
somehow malevolent in his motions, a
man caught and ready to fight with the
viciousness of a trapped wolf. Chip
gave him his chance. He stepped out of
the shadows of the buildings.

“Collins!” he said. “Yore trail ends
here.”

One instant while the running man
stopped, one moment when his face, with
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its long sideburns, twisted in a terrible
hate. Then a Colt in his hand jerked like
a snake's tongue. The report merged
with the crashing of Huard’s Colt.

His left arm limp, the O B O man
stepped out of the smoke. He went to
Collins’ sprawled, still form. Looked
down at it, and turned away.

Jim Bludsoe and red-headed young
Riordan found him walking slowly past
the buildings. A heavy hush had fallen
over Coldbrook Gulch, an unbroken si-
lence. The insects began to rasp in the
growth under the red cliffs.

OURS later Cactus, with a group

from Hobson’s Bend, pounding
into the Gulch, found a huge fire near
the old Birdcage saloon. The night air
in the desert had a nip to it. As Cactus
and the others crowded around, Jim
Bludsoe explained slowly without emo-
tion :

“1 scouted 'round, saw a fool scratch-
in’ a match inside the old Birdcage, an’
went in. | got the gold, an’ Red here.
Red was tied up back of the bar. The
gold’s hidden in the mesquite. We did
some shootin’ when Huard came an’
scared that crowd outta the bottom.

Before dawn Marshal Oakes, of
Apache, reached the Gulch. Cactus did
the explaining. “Collins is dead,” he
finished simply. “An’ his last play was
beaten by ways as old as these hills.
There's the two men who did it—two
men who went to the same school,
Oakes. Jim Bludsoe, an’ | reckon you
know the other— Chip Huard. The only
slip-up was in Collins’ men gettin’
away.”

“They didn't get away,” said Oakes.
“Simson, told at the station the long-
riders could understand the code, fig-
gered that Collins was bluffin’. Any-
ways, under Collins’ guns, Simson
tapped out that he was bein’ held up.
The posses from Yarnell weren't turned
at all.”

Oakes turned to the group of riders
that had remained in the shadows. “We
left some men with Parker, at the
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Double R,” he explained, and as Millie
Riordan came into the light, “There's
yore brother, ma’am. An’ Chip.”

Half an hour, and the talk around the
huge fire began to die down. Red Rior-
dan, his hat tilted over a bump on his
skull, spoke evenly:

“An’ | lay in there, hogtied, for three
days,” he concluded. He looked at
Chip, seated beside his sister. She had
insisted on bandaging the O B O man’s
arm, his badly creased head. Chip
smoked, silently.

“We saved die best news for the last,
Hoard," said Oakes from across the fire.
“Danny Thompson ain't dead. He's
cornin' around all right.” Chip straight-
ened.
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“1 gave out the news that Thomp-
son had gone under to quiet that
mob,” added the marshal evenly. “The
station man at Apache relayed the
news to Simson without my know-
ing it.”

Chip’s face had changed. After a
moment he said almost casually—*“So
the kid’ll pull through ?” But something
in his tone caused Millie Riordan to
draw nearer.

The fire snapped, beating back the
darkness. One by one the men around
it lay back to sleep. The hair of the
girl, near Chip’s shoulder, glinted gold
in the flame glow. On top of the red
cliffs a coyote mourned, and she drew
closer, touching him.
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without warning;

tated like others that

the others based on

the same logic of les-

son by example. It differed only in that

legal beer instead of bootleg was the
reason for the lesson.

A truck pulled from Selma Avenue

into a dark alley but before it had rolled

more than ten feet into the obscurity a

108

shotgun blasted and the driver slumped
on his seat. The unguided truck rolled
on a few feet, crashed into a parked car
and stalled.

Two men, hats pulled down and par-
tially shading their features, ran from
the shelter of the alley and through the
rapidly gathering crowd, a crowd too
startled by the sub-machine-gun the
first man openly displayed to do more
than back stupidly out of their way. As
they reached the car waiting for them
at the curb, the traffic policeman at the
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intersection came racing up, pistol out
and flashing reflected light from the
street lamp on the corner. The first man
stopped . . . lifted the snub nose of the
machine-gun . and shot him down
as coldly as if he were shooting at a
target . followed the second man,
who still carried a shotgun, into the car
and roared away before any of the
spectators regained enough presence of
mind to notice the numbers on the
license plates.

* * *

ETECTIVE Lieutenant Prentice

had his lean belly against the bar
in Joe Martin’'s Hofbrau. He was star-
ing at the back-bar unseeingly, trying to
weave vague thoughts into a concrete
idea and one of the thoughts had to do
with Joe. He asked the barman cas-
ually: “Joe in?”

The bartender jerked a thumb at the
back door. “Yeah! Busy.”

Prentice nodded, said: “Makes no
never mind,” turned, then changed his
mind a minute later when the back door
opened and Martin, followed by a dark,
Jewish looking man, came out. The dark
man left, ignoring Prentice, and Martin
went behind the bar to cast a suspi-
cious eye into the cash register. He
looked up from this investigation,
caught Prentice’'s eye and came down
the bar. He said: “H’lo, Dal! Long
time no see.”

Prentice grinned at him. “You been
working behind closed doors so long,
Joe, you're blind. How'’s it seem to run
legit for a change?”

Martin snorted. “Hell! There's not
half the profit and it looks like. . . .”
He stopped, shot a quick glance at the
door.

“Go on, Joe.”
soft.

“Forget it. You know me. I'm always
crying.”

“Same thing, huh!
times.”

Martin said: "Forget it,” again. He
looked uneasily at Prentice, then at the
bat eared man swabbing the bar.

Prentice’s voice was

Same as old
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“He can’'t hear us. That's it, ain't it?
| heard the same thing, Joe."

Martin looked glum and kept silent
and Prentice finished his beer. He
swung away from the bar, turned back
and asked: “How much more?”

Martin blurted out: “It ain't that. |
gotta use West Side brew and | know
it ain't worth a damn. That's the
stinger.”

“And Aaron Simonson’'s their leg
man.”  Prentice grinned at Martin's
shrug, added: “It's okey, Joe. You
didn’t tell me a thing.” He looked sug-
gestively at his empty glass and Martin
called: “Jack! Fill Lieutenant Pren-
tice's glass.” He stared past Prentice,
said: “Here's your partner. Acts like
he's looking for you.”

Prentice said: “Prob’ly is.” He swung
around, called: “Hi, Al! Joe's buying
a drink.”

Allen was thin, dark. He came over,
said: “Must be Christmas. Cap’s look-
ing for you.” He grinned at Martin,
said: “Joe.”

Prentice grunted and finished his beer.
He growled: “He always is. Well, let's

ff

Allen kept his grin on Martin,
punched Prentice in the ribs with his
elbow and said: “Not till Joe buys that
drink.”

They went to the Central Station
and, passing through the big general
room, entered one only slightly smaller
marked Homicide Department, saw a
white-haired man staring out the win-
dow, back turned to them, and Prentice
coughed first, next moved a chair
noisily, finally said: “You wanted me,
Cap?”

The white-haired man turned from
the window, put hard blue eyes on
Prentice, asked: “Have a nice time on
your trip?”

“Trip!”

“You been on a trip, ain’'t you? Gawd
knows, you ain't been around the sta-
tion.”

“Now, Cap!” Prentice tried to sound
dignified—did make his voice sound
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hurt. “I1 been trying to pick up a lead
on that Selma Avenue business.”

Captain Hallahan asked Allen:
“Found him in a beer joint, didn't you?”
At Allen’s grin, he told Prentice sur-
lily: “Selma Avenue’'d be the place to
look.”

“1 gotta lead on it.
Side people.”

Hallahan made a disgusted gesture.
“Hooey! This ain't prohibition, you
damn’ fool. OId man Klinker ain’t fool-
ing around like that, don't tell me.”

Allen looked faintly interested. He
said: “Klinker'd never go for that, Dal.
He's a fine old man.”

“1'm telling you,” Prentice said stub-
bornly. “Aaron Simonson’s in it, too.”

Allen blinked his eyes, decided: “Si-
monson might be. But Klinker—” He
shook his head.

Hallahan was openly skeptical. He
asked: “Where'd you get this screwy
idea?”

“1 got it . ..
come straight.”

“Well, forget it. The West Side
Brewery ain't fooling with that kind of
stuff. You and Al are supposed to be
working on this Selma Avenue killing
and the place to get a lead on it is down
there. You worked down there before.
Forget this pipe dream and get action.”
He stared down at his desk, called after
Prentice and Allen as.they went out
the door: “Maybe you birds have for-
got one of the dead men was a copper.
I ain't.”

It's the West

never mind where. It

ELMA AVENUE ran through the

heart of the negro district and, with
few exceptions, all businesses were con-
ducted by them; Peter Lang’s little pool-
room being a fair example of the ma-
jority of the colored beer parlors with
two battered tables, four or five card
tables and a shabby bar comprising the
fixtures, and all needing repairs. Peter
was a retired prize-fighter and as im-
provident as the majority of his race,
class, and former profession. He and
Prentice were old acquaintances, Pren-
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tice having been the arresting officer on
one of Peter's numerous trips to jail.

Prentice and Allen walked in and
Prentice said: “H’lo, Peter!”
“Hiya, Mista Prentice. Now jus’

what | done?”

Prentice cast a suspicious look at the
three or four colored loiterers and Peter
took the hint and ordered: “You boys,
yo'all take a powda. Me and Mista
Prentice and this otha gent'man got
business.” He complained to Prentice
as they left: “Them boys nev’ do spend
no money. They jus’ sits here all day
long.”

Prentice asked without preamble:
“What beer you selling now, Pete?”

“That hot shot colored boy that runs
the Selma Avenue club, he sells it. Joey

Hall. Why, Mista Prentice?”

“West Side?”

“Uh-huh. He says | should buy
from him.”

“You like it?”

“] ain't got no out. Joey comes ove’
and says fo’ me to take it or get in a
mess o' trouble. | don’ wan’ no trou-
ble so | takes it.”

Prentice’'s eyes showed a faint glow.
“Who delivers it?”

“White man in a truck.
brings it an’ | lays it on th’ line.
Joey when | need it.”

“What about the Standard Distributor
man that got killed in the alley back
here? He was coming here when he
got knocked off.” 1

Peter's eyes shifted away. “Mista
Prentice, | swears | don’ know. He
used t' sell me but | wasn’t goin’ t’' get
in no trouble. | tol’ him so that day
an’ he say he might drop aroun’ an’
see if | was out.”

“Did you tell the West Side man
that?”

“Hones’, 1 don’ know. Seems like 1
did, Mista Prentice. Or maybe it was
Joey Hall I tol’. He was aroun’ too, I
seems t’ think.”

“He was, huh!” Prentice looked at
him sternly. “Best thing you can do
from now on is say nothing. If any-

He jus’
1 tell
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body asks you about anything you don’t
know a thing. | haven't been talking
to you about this at all. Get me ?”

“Sure does, Mista Prentice. | won’
say a word.”
“Okey, Peter! What does this Joey

Hall look like? Do I know him?”

“He not been here long, Mista Pren-
tice. He comes f'om Harlem, New
Yo'k, He comes in an’ lays it on th’
line fo' this Selma Avenue club. Cash
money. He’'s a bad nigga,'Mista Pren-
tice. Tall and yella ... talks real smart.”

“Well, mind now, Peter. I haven't
been talking to you.” He explained:
“You'd likely get what the truck-driver
got that was coming to see you.” On
the way out to the police car he asked
Allen: “D'ya believe this West Side
angle now? Don't it tie up?”

Allen argued: “It's just guessing.
You don't know a thing. And 111 be
damned if | see how you're going to
find out.”

“Well, it's a cinch this Joey Hall is
mixed up in it.”

“What does that get us?”

“1'm going to try a bluff. I'm going
to this shine and tell him I'm jerry and
can tie him up on this killing. We'll
see how he talks.”

“What do you make by it? You just
tip your hand.”

“We ain't got a hand, Al.
hunch. Let's try it.”

Allen shrugged, said:
boss,” in a resigned voice.

Only a

“You're the

OEY HALL'S
Selma Avenue Club
was supposedly pri-
vate. Situated over
a. block of shabby
stores, the front en-
trance was a set of
narrow steps between two of the dingy
shops, the back entrance a rickety
wooden stairway sprawling down into
the alley and dignified by the title of
fire-escape. Both men had been in the
place before though never while it was
under its present management. They
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climbed the narrow stairs, barely wide
enough for two men abreast, and
knocked.

A small window in the door
opened and a dark face peered
Then the window closed.

Prentice knocked again and the win-
dow opened anew, exposing a different
face that inquired: “What you want?”

Prentice answered sharply: “In!”

The face vanished and a third ap-
peared. “Gentlemen, this is a club just
for colored people.” This voice showed
evident culture. Prentice interrupted
by reaching his hand in his pocket and
producing his badge, and the voice said:
“Certainly, gentlemen. Come right in,”
and the door opened.

Peter Lang had told Prentice that
Joey Hall was “tall and yellow” but
had not prepared him for the giant that
confronted them. Joey was tall
several inches over six feet and com-
bined this height with tremendous shoul-
ders. He was dressed in a suit almost
the color of his complexion with tie,
shirt, socks and shoes of the same shade.
He seemed to be under thirty but was
totally bald. He said: “1I'm Joey Hall,
gentlemen, and the place is licensed
in my name. Did you wish to see
me?”

Prentice twisted his neck and looked
up at him, growled: “We did. Hardly
expected to see so much of you, at
that.”

Hall beamed, exuded a faint odor of
gin and bay rum, said: “1 am a pretty
good sized man. Will you gentlemen
follow me?” He led the way to a table,
sat down and motioned them to seats,
asked: “Would you gentlemen care for
a drink? I've a little hard liquor here
though I'm not dealing.” He told the
waiter that came hurrying over: “Rye
highballs, for the gentlemen . . . gin
rickey for me.”

Prentice asked: “How you doing?”

“Not good . . . not bad. If it wasn't
'for the side angles | take | couldn’t get
by.”

The waiter brought the drinks and

was
out.
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Prentice sipped, said: “You sell good
hooch.”

The negro smiled at him genially. “1
don't sell it. It's just for my friends.”

“1 see.” Prentice’s voice was blunt.
“You handle West Side beer down here,
don't you? Wholesale it, | mean.”

Hall, still smiling, said: “In a way.
| sell some for a friend of mine. | have
a wholesale license of course.”

“Simonson?”

“Yes.” The smile faded for a sec-
ond, came back wider, showed gold in
both corners of the big mouth.

“We’'re on this killing that happened
over here a couple of blocks. Know
anything about it?”

“Not a thing. Of course | heard of
itt. The one where some men killed a
man down an alley and killed a police-
man that tried to stop them when they
ran away. Is that the one?”

Prentice said: “It is.” Watching
Hall, he thought he saw him wave his
hand at the edge of the table to the bar-
man who went into the small kitchen at
the back of the room. The movement
stirred an instinctive sense of caution
and he dropped his eyelid at Allen who,
apparently disinterested, was watching
them. Allen slid his hand under his
coat and Hall saw the wink and Allen’s
move and said: “You gentlemen don't
have to worry when you're in my place.”
He slightly stressed the word “in.”
“You're as safe as if you were in God's
pocket.”

Prentice said shortly: “We're not

worrying. You're the one should be do-
ing that.”
The negro looked at him and the

waiter came out of the kitchen and said:
“You're wanted on the phone, Mr.
Hall.”

Hall said: “Will you gentlemen ex-
cuse me for a moment?” in a polite
voice and with a slight bow. He fol-
lowed the waiter to the back of the room
and Allen spoke for the first time. “Is
he trying to take a powder? Or is he
high?”

“He ain’'t high and he ain't worried.”

The waiter came back, told them Mr.
Hall had told him to see they were taken
care of. They sipped another highball
slowly in the quiet room, a room too
quiet to please Prentice. He glanced
cautiously at the dozen or more negroes
around, complained to Allen: “This has
gone sour on us.”

Allen shrugged: “You got the same
hunch I've got.” He held his drink in
his left hand, kept the right under his
coat.

Hall came back from the Kkitchen,
sensed their nervousness, apologized:
“1I'm sorry | was detained so long.” He
added smoothly: “1've got a lot of busi-
ness, you know,” and the covert warn-
ing angered Prentice and he snapped
out: “D'ya think you can handle it from
the jail-house? Can you think of any
good reason you shouldn't go down and
try ?”

“Now you men haven't got a thing on
me on this Killing. Of course | don't
want to leave my business. You couldn’t
hold me on that and you know it.”

“Maybe we could and maybe we
could make a nice try at it even, if we
missed. We could sure as hell get the
answer to a few questions. This shoot-
ing over here happened in your terri-
tory ... or the territory you're trying
to promote.”

Hall seemed to be watching the clock
above the door. He argued: “But I
had nothing to do with it. Because |
help a friend peddle sbme beer and may-
be make a few dimes out of it. . ..”

Prentice stood up, ordered: “Tell the
barkeep you're going to the station.”

“Now listen. [I'll be out as soon as
my lawyer can get over there.” The
big negro hesitated, added: “It might
be worth something to me not to have
to go . .. not that I'd have to stay.”

“Yeah!” Prentice’s voice was nasty.
“How much’d it be worth?”

Hall looked away from the clock,
squarely at him. “Half a grand. You'll
take that or a beef. And you to keep
out of my place and lay off me until
you got something to go on. You're not
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kidding me, not one damn’ bit. That
plain?” He waved his hand around the
room, pointed out the groups of three
or four men that seemed to have col-
lected by each door, made his thick lips
half sneer and finished with: “1I'll play,
but in my own way. Just try and take
me.”

Prentice jerked his hand towards his
coat, cried out: “You black------- " put
Allen stood up and shoved him back
in his chair, said to Hall: “Beat it. We'll
call you.”

Hall smiled insolently and strolled
over to the bar and Allen said: “Use
your head! If we take him it'll mean
a shooting and that'll mean a trial board.
Stall, and we’ll take him right.”

“Anytime | let a black------ like that
tell me what to do.”

“Wait until we got more’'n a guess,
Dal.”

“Well. . . ."”

“Let me stall him.
dough.”

“The guts of him. And a dead copper
up in the morgue right now. A lousy
half grand.”

Allen ignored him,
and when Hall came
said: “Fair enough.
down money.”

“You’ll have to give me until tonight
to dig it up. Business has been slow
and | don’t keep that much on hand.”

“What time?”

“Say nine o’clock.”

Allen looked at Prentice who gave
him a surly nod. He said: “We’ll be
back about nine then. Okey!”

Hall looked at the clock, walked to
the barred door with them and the
group around it edged away. He agreed:
“At nine then,” and they were outside.

Allen drew a deep breath, said: “That
went sour quick.” He started down the
stairs, ahead of Prentice, said over his
shoulder: “You were too raw, Dal. That
spade’'s smart enough to know that if
you had a thing on him you wouldn't
have worked like that. That's one act
that didn’'t go over.”
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called: “Hall!”
sauntering over
We can't turn
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“The hell it didn't. What's the half
grand for? He's scared, | tell you.”

“He knows he couldn’t stall a murder
rap with that much dough. Use your
head. He. . . .”

Allen was walking ahead of Prentice
down the stairs and just as he stepped
on the sidewalk, Prentice, over his bob-
bing shoulder, got a glimpse of the tour-
ing car across the street. He shoved
Allen in the back and, off balance, Allen
sprawled in the gutter. He cried out:
“Damn you, Dall What ... " The
machine-gun across the street chattered
viciously, a steady burst following Pren-
tice as he raced down the sidewalk. The
first door from the stairs led into a
bakery and he dived headfirst through
it, beating the slugs that followed his
course by inches. The car, starting at
the same time as the shooting, was al-
ready slightly past him.

Allen had been as busy. He had
fallen on his face and, still lying prone,
was methodically shooting at the now
fast moving car. He registered three
hits in the tank and just before the car
reached the corner hit one back tire
which blew with a bang. The car, by
this time traveling about forty, swerved
crazily, caromed off the corner building
and tipped over on the street car tracks,
not more than five feet in front of a
car whose astonished motorman retained
presence of mind enough to stop. This
car prevented Allen shooting at the
three men who ran from the overturned
auto and into a store.

Prentice came cautiously from the
doorway where he had watched the
smash, picked up Allen, said: “Those
hoods can go to hell and gone for all
of me. They took their ta-ta gun right
along with 'em. You hurt, AI?”

Allen took a limping step. “Skinned
one knee, | think.”

The street was in an uproar. Two
traffic policemen were asking excited
questions, at least fifty cars were block-
ing the street, and the sidewalk around
the two detectives was crowded by a
mob. Prentice ordered one of the uni-
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formed men: “Get the number of the
car and phone it to Headquarters. It's
probably bent. Don't try to follow those
guys ’cause they got that damn' gun
along with 'em and it's the same as sui-
cide.”

“Should 1 tell 'em to put out a cor-
don?”

“Hell, no. They've just run through
that store and on to the back street most
likely. No chance of getting 'em until
they hole up and that won't be down
here in this part of town.”

The uniformed man nodded. “Okey,
Lieutenant. One of those guys was
Aaron Simonson, though. 1| know him
and | saw him as | left the comer but
the street car was in the way and when
he got to the store there was too many
people around to take a chance on shoot-
my.”

“You were smart. They'd have
blasted back with the tommy, sure as

hell. Tell the riot squad what the score
is when they come. We're going to the
station.”

Allen hobbled to the police car and
Prentice got in the driver's seat and
drove with siren open all the way to
the station and, after reporting the at-
tempted gunning to Hallahan, contin-
ued to the apartment they shared.

RENTICE went into
the little kitchen, pro-
duced Scotch, glasses,
and White Rock. His

voice was Dbitter.
"When that black
m—-—- went to the

kitchen | knew it had gone sour.” He
held the glass so Allen could see the
amount of liquor he poured. “Say
when!”

“When!”

“He telephoneu Simonson and Si-
monson came there to wait for us. That's
why he was stalling. That's why the

half grand.”
Allen tasted the highball critically.
“Not bad, Dal. Of course we can pick

up Simonson.”
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“That's no dice; he'd prove an alibi.
That identification wouldn’t hold him
and he’s too tough to sweat.”

“He is, all right.”

“Listen, A1! There's something
screwy about this. It's a cinch the shine
and Simonson were in on the Kkilling,
or had it done, else they wouldn’'t have
tried for us. Don’t that sound right?”

“Uh-huh.”

“Well then,
Side Brewery is in it.

“It's no cinch.”

“Then why the shooting?”

“Klinker ain’'t in it. He’s too big to
fool with stuff like this.”

“Let’s talk to hinu” Prentice’s voice
was thoughtful, slow. “It can’'t do any
harm. Maybe he don’'t know what Si-
monson’s working. Maybe Simonson’s
putting something over on the old
geezer.” He argued for a few moments
and Allen said dubiously: “Well, maybe.
What are we going to do about the
spade spotting us?”

Prentice headed for the kitchen and
more Scotch. He said over his shoul-
der: “Wait until we get more to go on
and then tip him over. He’'ll clean the
joint up now and keep it that way for
a week or so and then get careless. We
ought to be able to find everything from
hay on up ... we know he’s got liquor
and only a beer license.”

“The vice squad won't touch him if
he's fixed and he talked like he was.”

“They will if they figure I'll spill the
beans, fix or no fix. Besides that, if
they figure this shine is mixed up in a
cop killing, there ain’'t a fix in the world
that'll stick.”

“Maybe you're right.”

“1'll buy a drink, huh, and then we'll
see Klinker.”

Klinker and the West
Cinch ¥

LINKER was German-Jewish—
K thin, nervous and sandy haired.
His looks showed no trace of his na-
tionality. He looked across his desk at
Allen, twitched almost colorless eye-
brows, said: “l don't believe | un-
derstand, Lieutenant. Am | accused of
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. . extortion, would you call it, or mur-
der?” His voice was thin and precise
and carried a slight accent.

Allen said: “It's hardly that, Mr.
Klinker. We thought you might not
know just what was going on.”

Klinker pursed his lips and blinked
his eyes. He tightened his voice.

“l1 know exactly what is going on.
It is my business to know.”

“But this Simonson. | tell you we
saw him when he tried to Kill us. 1 tell
you we know he put pressure on a re-
tailer and forced him to take your prod-
uct.”

A door creaked behind Allen and
Klinker looked past Allen’s shoulder
and said: “It's all right, Aaron. I'm
busy now.” His glance flicked past
Prentice, rested a second on a door to
an inner room that stood slightly open
and had during the interview, then back
to Allen. He said:

“Of course you gentlemen have proof
of this.”

“We're getting it. Knowing some-
thing and proving the same thing are
two separate things.”

Klinker said gravely: “Might | sug-
gest you get proo'f before you make
such accusations. Mr. Simonson’'s my
sales manager and I'm sure he has done
nothing that you seem to think he has.”
He emphasized “think” and glanced
again at the door and Allen watched
him, said: “Ask him in!” almost in a
whisper.

Klinker whitened, said: “l1 don't
know what you mean. There's nobody
in the other room.” His voice was loud
and Allen slid from his chair and went
to the other door in time to hear a door
close on the corridor. He came back
to his seat, said to Prentice: “Some-
body with nose trouble!” leaned across
the desk to Klinker, asked: “What's
the trouble? Nobody can hear you
now.”

Klinker regained a little color, moist-
ened his lips with his tongue, said:
“There’'s no trouble.” He stood up,
said: “I'll have to ask you gentlemen
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to leave if this is all you want to see
me about.”

Allen stood up. “That's all.”

“1 wish you'd remember | kept this
brewery closed during prohibition when
by bribery I might have made several
fortunes running it. Instead | lived to
the letter of the law. Think of that be-

fore you make wild statements. Is that
clear ?”

Allen shrugged, said to Prentice:
“Let's go!” and to Klinker: “It ain’'t
clear but it'll have to do.” Prentice

said: “1 don't know what's going to hap-
pen to the brewery, Mr. Klinker, when
this mess is cleaned up but I know what's
going to happen to you.”

Klinker said: “What?” in a soft voice
and Prentice got up and followed Allen
to the door before answering. He
turned there, said: “Either life or the
rope.” Klinker laughed, said: “That's
ridiculous!” and Prentice stared at him,
said soberly: “When a copper gets killed
on duty it's never ridiculous. Think it
over. | don’t know why the hell you're
backing this stuff but the law won't
care.” He slammed the door behind
him, said to Allen as they walked
through the outer office: “1'd like to've
seen Simonson’s face when he walked
in. He never expected to see US.”

Allen said: “Well that's six, two and
even. We didn't him.”

“Let's go and report and go back to
the apartment. | could stand a short
one.”

“Me . .. not short! This is screwy!
Klinker's a good old boy but he knows
damn’ well what's going on and he ain't
trying to stop it. | don't get it.”

Prentice snorted: “1 get this! First
a man is killed and then a copper is
killed and then we're almost killed. And
Klinker, who's such a swell old boy ac-
cording to you, is in it up to his neck.”
He climbed into the police car, waited
until Allen circled the front and got
behind the wheel, suddenly grinned and
added: “Well, what the hell! Don’t the
city pay our wages? What'll we do
now ?”
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“Go back and check in and then go
home and spear the drink and do a little
thinking. We got to figure out some
angle that'll give us a line on who's
working for Simonson and Klinker on
this.”

“Sure! Cinch!
whole damn’ town.”

Allen shoved the car in gear, said
cheerfully: “We can figure out some-
thing. Just a question of time before we
get a break.”

Pick 'em out of the

BOUT noon the
next day the tele-
phone in Prentice's
apartment rang and
Hallahan asked

“Did you guys plan
on coming to work

today? Or is it a vacation?”

Prentice had answered the phone.
He turned and grinned at Allen and
said to the phone: “Why no, Cap. We
cant get out. If you'll send an escort
up we'll go down and tell you about it.
There's a bunch of boys outside in a
car waiting for us.”

“Are you kidding me?
What's the idea?”

Prentice  sobered
“There really are. A Lincoln touring
car, green, with the top up. | don’t
know who it is because we can’t see into
the car from here but they're waiting
for us. We figured to stay put for a
while.”

“How you know they're waiting for
you? You sound like you're high.”

“Come up and we'll tell you about it.”

“1f you're sure about this, stay where
you are and I'll send a couple of cars
up and we'll pick 'em up.” Hallahan
swore briefly. “What in hell did you
do to get spotted like this ?”

“I'll tell you when we see you. Don't
let them work the siren. The car just
keeps cruising back and forth in front
of this block.” Prentice put the phone
down, turned to Allen. “We get an
escort like the Mayor. Haflahan's start-
ing to appreciate us at last.”

Listen Dal!

quickly, said:

Blade Mask

Allen said: “We need an escort I'd
say!” in a sour voice. He pulled up his
pants leg and gingerly felt his knee-cap.
It was greenish-black, swollen, and when
he walked towards the window he had
a noticeable limp. He said: “We might
as well watch out the window and see
the show. They'll be here in five min-
utes or less.”

They saw two riot cars loaded with
men edge the watchers in the Lincoln
into the curb, saw them split and hand-
cuffed and loaded into the police cars
and a police driver climb into the Lin-
coln, then saw Hallahan leave the cars
and head across the street towards their
apartment. Prentice snapped the door
release and stood in the outer hall and
waited for him, and Hallahan said, as
he rounded the bend in the hall and
saw him: “This is a hell of a note.” He
was at least thirty feet away and Pren-
tice chided:

“Now Cap! You're not in the sta-
tion now. There might be other peo-
ple hear you.”

Hallahan flushed, said angrily: “You
damn’ fool!” He swung past Prentice
into the apartment and into the middle
of the room and rocked from heel to
toe. He stared at Prentice, who fol-
lowed him in and closed the door, and
from Prentice to Allen, snapped out:
“What in hell is this? Those guys in
the Lincoln were petting a sawed-off
shotgun and a tommy. Whyn't you call
in?”

Prentice said easily:
half the night to get 'em there.
we ever sleep?”

Hallahan looked at him suspiciously,
tipped his hat back over white hair.
“What d'ya mean . . . worked? What
is all this?” He stared past Prentice
to where a bloody shirt was hanging on
a chair back, past that to where a gun
was lying on a table. He asked:

“Whose shirt’'s that? Whose Luger?”

Allen said: “S-s-sh!” with exagger-
ated caution and put his finger to his
lips. “It belongs to*our company. The
shirt too.”

“We worked
Can't
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“You--—---- s'll down at the wrong time
sometime. Whose ?”

Allen said in a sing-song voice: “Lieu-
tenant Prentice and Lieutenant Allen
had as their house guest last night Aaron
Simonson of the West Side Brewery.
This should go in the society columns
instead of the police news.”

Hallahan stopped rocking, stood sol-
idly on his heels. He said: “My God!
Now what!”

Prentice explained: “Well, we wanted
to see if we could get a line on who was
in with our little house guest so we
grabbed him as he started into his apart-
ment house. We brought him up here
and let him get loose long enough to
phone where he was. Get it? Not so
had, huh?”

“You can't hold him.”

"W e ain't arresting him. We're just
using him for a bait.”

Hallahan said: “Bait!” helplessly,
threw his hands out palms up and Allen
said: “Y'see when he thought he was
putting something over on us he phoned
and then tried to get out the door. Dal
had to bust him and he got his face
cut up a little and bled on his shirt.
This bunch that works for him fig-
ured we was too tough to walk in on,
I guess.”

“Did you work him over?”

Allen looked disgusted. “Can you
imagine anybody working Aaron Si-
.monson over and doing ’'emselves any
good by it? We did not.”

“What are you going to do now?”

“Nothing until tonight. Then you
send a car up and we'll take Aaron down
and stick him in the back cell tier with-
out booking him. Then well go down
and see if we can pick up anybody down
on Selma that can identify any of the
yeggs that did the shooting down there.
They may be in this bunch you got out
in front. Get the idea now on why we
let him call?”

“ Suppose you can't find anybody that
saw it down there?”

“We can work on this bunch you got
and maybe they’ll know. Maybe they’ll
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know why Aaron and Klinker
chums.”

Hallahan went to the bedroom door,
threw it open and saw Simonson lying
on the bed, his feet and hands tied, tape
across his mouth. Simonson saw him
and made gurgling sounds and Hallahan
closed the door, said thoughtfully:

“1f anybody finds out he’s down there
you'll catch hell.”

“We can take him up through the
basement. As long as he's not booked
how in hell can anybody know? We
won’'t be down on Selma long and we’'ll
take the beef if any comes.”

Hallahan looked doubtful. “You
got to go easy on this rough stuff, Dal.
You know how they're beefing about it.
You want to go up before a trial
board ?”

Prentice grinned, said to Allen: “He’s
just like a mother to me,” and patted
Hallahan on the shoulder. He said to
him: “Now don't fret, mama. You
send up the car after dark and us boys’ll
do the rest.”

are

HE pair were lucky

—not in finding wit-

nesses as that was

routine work— but in

finding witnesses

that would admit

to seeing the police-

man shot down—witnesses that would

admit they could recognize the man that

held the machine-gun jf they should be

confronted with him. They brought

back four men, three colored, one white,

and held them in jail to keep them from

any possible tampering; knowing that

Joey Hall would be immediately in-

formed of their questioning and not

wanting to take chances with what he

might possibly do. They had little doubt

in their minds regarding what either

Simonson or Hall would do to possible

witnesses against themselves or men
working for them.

The five men taken from the Lin-

coln had been put in a large cell apart

from the general quarters and to this
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cell, picking up the jailer on the way,
they took their witnesses. Inside, Pren-
tice glared at the five who had risen to
their feet, snapped out:

“All  right ----—-- ;1 Who wants to
talk?”

The five shuffled nervous feet, re-
mained silent. Prentice, watching nar-
rowly, saw that several glances were di-
rected at a short, thickset man a little
at the side of the others. Reading the
worried glances correctly, he snarled at
this last: “You, Blackie! You know
what you’'re here for?”

The swart man raised black eyes.
“It's a bum rap, chief. You guys are
on a bum steer.” His decidedly accented
voice was bold but his eyes shifted away
from Prentice and the impassive Allen
behind him.

“Is it a bum rap with you guys car-
rying a tommy gun? That's Federal.”

The dark man looked relieved, said
nothing for a moment and Prentice
stared at him, told him: “It's more than
that, heel. Murder ain’'t a bum rap.”

“We ain't charged with murder. Just
concealed weapons.”

Prentice laughed. “Concealed weap-
ons, huh!” He reached out and grabbed
the dark man by the front of his coat,
said to the jailer: “Let us out, keed! |
want to talk to this mugg all by him-
self.”

The accented voice rose
“Hey! You can't do that.
ain't allowed. . .

Prentice slapped him across the mouth
with his free hand, said: “Shut up!” al-
most indulgently. Followed by Allen,
he half-dragged, half-carried the man
down the corridor to a smaller, better
lit room. He told the jailer: “Okey,
baby! We'll call you pretty soon,” and
as the jailer left, asked the dark man:

“All right, now. You going to crack
or crack wise?” He was smiling pleas-
antly.

The prisoner looked up, growled: “I
ain't done nothing. You ain't got no
right to ... ” He stopped—black eyes
filling with horror as he watched Pren-

in fear.
You guys

Black Mask

tice take an empty ink bottle from his
pocket.

Prentice said, still pleasantly: “Huh!
| see you been in before.” He gripped
the ink bottle in his right hand and
with the left, wrapped a towel around
his knuckles tightly, tucking the free end
into his palm. He thudded the wrapped
hand tentatively a couple of times into
the palm of the other and said to the
dark man: “All right ------ 1 What's
your name?”

“George Brown.”

“Brown hell! Hopapopalous or
what? You Greek rat!”

“Demetrious. George Demetrious.”

“Where you come from?”

“Chicago. | been in Detroit some,
too.”

“Why here?”

“Well, I . .. " The man gulped.

“Well, | thought it was a good town.”

“Yeah!” Prentice stepped in close,
grabbed the lapel of the swart man’s
coat and chopped viciously with his
protected hand at his face. His own
face was calm but his eyes were hot and
glowing— showing flickering lights. He
marked his words with his fist: “Why—
did—you—come—to—town ?” and re-
leased his grip and stepped back.

Demetrious’ hands muffled his an-
swer. “I got sent for.”

“Yeah! Who by?”

“Aaron Simonson.”

“What did he want of you? Come
on, spit it out.” /
“That's all 1 know. He gave me a

few dollars and told me to stick around.
| ain’t seen him since.”

Prentice snapped at Allen: “Grab his
hands, Al. | won't mark him. Much!”
Allen stepped back behind the Greek
and, snapping his arms up behind him,
held him helpless, and Prentice method-
ically hit him with his protected hand
—first a blow to the face—then to the
belly. Back and forth he swung until
the screaming man sagged in Allen’s
grasp and then Prentice stepped back,
said:

“1 got a hunch that when he comes to



The Breaks

he ain't going to feel so good. But more
truthful.”

Allen was out of breath from com-
batting the prisoner’s attempts to strug-
gle free. He panted uneasily: “I'm
afraid he's going to show a lot of
bruises, Dal.”

“Hell no! 1 lifted 'em in his gut but
didn't mess his puss much. His nose’s
broke is all. That won't show much.”

The Greek stirred, sat up, and Allen
reached down and pinioned his arms
again, jerking him to his feet.

Prentice was still smiling. He said:

“And now ------- ! You going to start
talking? 1 liket this.”

Demetrious cried out: “1 saw Simon-
son. I'll talk.”

“1 know you will. What's Simonson
got on old man Klinker?”

“l don't know. Honest. |
know.”

Prentice stepped closer and the dark
man screamed: “ 1 don't know. Klinker’s
afraid of him and does just what Si-
monson tells him to. Simonson runs
everything.” He shrank back against
Allen and Prentice said: “1 don’ti think
he does know at that, Al. He'd tell it.”
He stepped in again, cuffed the Greek
with his bare left hand along the side of
the head, said sharply:

“What about the shooting down in
nigger town. Who done that?”

The Greek shrank back even farther,

don’t

chattered: “1 don’t know.”
“No! You don’'t know!” Prentice’s
eyes were glowing into his. “You don’t

know!” He reached out, and the dark
man screamed:
“No! For ---—--- sake, don't!” His

eyes were bulging—showing yellowish,
bloodshot whites. His voice was a thin
whine. “I don’t know a thing.”

Prentice measured him, hit him at
the base of his ear with all his power.
Allen released the unconscious man’s
arms, jumped and held Prentice away,
cried out: “You crazy, Dal? You'll
kill him.”

Prentice was breathing heavily. His
Jace was almost purple, the heavy veins
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in his forehead congested and throbbing.
He said: “He’s the guy that done it!”
in a broken voice, his breath gasping
between his lips. Allen stood between
him and the man on the floor and he
repeated: “That's the guy there! Cop-
killer 1"

Allen said reasonably:
Wait a minute!”

“1 got it! It's him, | tell you! What
a break! He’'s such a yellow------- that
if it wasn't him he’'d say who it was. |
got that hunch! It's him.” He regained
control of himself with an effort. “You

“Now, Dal!

go up and get those witnesses. This is
settled right here.”
Allen objected: “Hell, Dal! They'll

say it was him anyway with him all
alone. He ought to be in the line-up
with others around to be fair.”

“Fair! Don't be a fool! What chance
did he give the copper? It's him, | tell
you. Why fool around and take a chance
on a bunch of guys with no memories.
You go get 'em and if they say it was
him, he'll crack. It's a cinch! He’'s yel-
low and these heels with him knew it
and knew he'd crack. We’ll have a con-
fession and we’'ll have Simonson and
old man Klinker and that shine------- in
it. And bring a wet towel. You’'d better
hurry so he won’t look so bad they won't
know him. That face’ll swell.” He was
still breathing heavily, looking at the
man on the floor.

Allen started to leave, turned back.
“You lay off him, D"il! You Kill him
and it won't be so good.”

Prentice promised: “lI won’t hurt
him,” and Allen hurried away to get
the witnesses of the Selma Avenue
shooting. Prentice met him in the corri-
dor as he came back with them, said out
of the corner of his mouth: “Go on in,
Al!'l want to talk to these guys.” As
Allen went in the cell he told them:
“Now listen! We got the guy that killed
the policeman. Get me? You saw it and
told me you could tell what the man
looked like. If it's him, say so. You
won't be hurt.” He led the way into the
cell and jerking the seated Demetrious
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to his feet faced him towards the four
witnesses, said: “This him, men?”

One said positively: “Yes, sir. That's
him, sure enough,” and two of the others
nodded assent. The fourth man said

doubtfully: “Well, I don't know."
Prentice nodded at Allen, said tri-
umphantly: “You boys’ll go upstairs

and swear to it, won't you?” and on
their answering nods, told Allen: “Will
you take 'em up and bring Hallahan
and a clerk with a pencil back? This is
all over for this guy but the hanging and
they hang 'em when they Kill a police-
man.”

in front of the Selma Avenue Club
and Prentice, in the act of opening the
door, cried out: “Hell, All Here he
is!” He ducked low as the big negro
coming out of the club glanced in their
direction.

The man, seeing the unmistakable
bulk of the official car, stared a moment,
pulled his hat down over his eyes with
a jerk and hurried down the street, and
Prentice jerked his gun from under his
coat and slid to the pavement. The man
was possibly thirty feet when he called

THE police car swung into the curb

sharply: “You, Hall! It's a pinch!”
His gun was half-lifted—he was
walking slowly towards the negro,
who had stopped in his tracks. Allen

called:

“Easy, Dal!” and was half out of
the car when the negro swung around
and shot at Prentice. Prentice fired
back—once—and the man dropped to
the sidewalk and Prentice ran to him
with Allen, his own gun out now, a
few feet behind him.

Prentice reached Hall and stooped
and the negro twisted cat-like and fired
point blank up at him and Prentice
dropped sidewise. Allen, ten feet back,
shot once—then again—and Hall rolled
over to his face. His hand, holding the
gun, stretched straight down at his side,
lifted once and then dropped. Allen,
coming up carefully, kicked the gun
into the gutter and knelt by the cursing

Black Mask

Prentice. He said, “You hit, Dal! You
hit?” in an anxious voice.
Prentice grunted: “I1 think my ear’s

gone.” He felt his face gingerly, and
Allen laughed and he said: “That's
right, dope! Laugh! What's the
joke ?”

Allen snickered: “You look like you
got tattooed. There's powder marks all
over one side of your face.”

Prentice cursed bitterly. “And | feel
like I'm deaf in one ear. That gun
wasn't a foot away. Shine dead?”

“He should be.
his head.”

“Oh, hell'! That's bad.”

“Couldn’'t help it. He wasn't out.
You ought to know better to run in on
anyone like that.” Allen’s voice was
gently reproving.

Prentice clambered to his feet, said:
“He can’'t talk now!” and Allen said:
“Not very well.” They stood in silence
a moment— heard the wail of a siren on
a prowl car as it neared them.

I was holding for

RENTICE said: “Mr. Klinker,

please!” and the girl at the desk in
the outer office said: “He’s out now.”
Prentice said: “Then you don't care if
we wait for him.”

The girl looked doubtful but said
nothing and Prentice and Allen sat out-
side the railing in the outer office while
she watched them. She got up from
her desk in a moment and went in the
inner office, came back jn a little while
and came over to the railing. Her face
was flushed as she said: “I'm awfully
sorry but Mr. Klinker is always out,”
and her voice was apologetic. She hesi-
tated, seemed about to say more but
stopped and turned towards her desk.

Allen, his face expressionless, said:
“When Mr. Klinker does come in, tell
him it's about Mr. Simonson. Tell him
Mr. Simonson will also be always out.
We'll wait.”

The girl went into the inner room,
came out to them again, said: “He’ll
see you!” and opened the gate in the
railing and Allen winked at her and
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said: “Thanks, sister," as they followed
her into the inner room.

KUnker, back at his desk, stared at
them as they came through the door and
jerked his head at the girl without say-
ing anything. As she went out and
dosed the door behind her he said:
“Yes?” His voice was quiet, calm, but

showed strain in its very calmness. His
face looked tired, worn.
Allen asked: “Did the gal tell

you what we told her to?”

“She said something about Mr. Si-
monson. | didn't understand.”

Allen laughed and sat in the chair
across the desk from Klinker while
Prentice sat at his side and back where
he could watch the doors to both the
outer room and the inside one of the
suite. Allen nodded at this, asked:
“You got anybody there today?”

Klinker shook his head and when
Allen looked doubtful, said: “Look if
you want.” Prentice went into the little
room and to the door that opened on
the corridor, snapped the spring lock
so the door could not be opened from
outside, came back and sat down and
said: “Okey, Al Go ahead.” He
twisted his chair so he faced the outer
door squarely.

Allen said slowly: “Simonson’s not
arrested but he's put away for a while.
Hall, down on Selma Avenue, ain't ar-
rested either but he's put away for good.
Does this mean anything?”

Klinker said in the same quiet voice:
“You mean Hall is dead?"

“That's right!”

“How long has Simonson been . . .
put away?”

“Night before last. He’'s going to be
charged with murder as soon as we get
around to it.”

“Then you found proof?”

“Hell, yes. One of the men working
for him told the whole thing. We went
to pick up this spade Hall and had to
kill him to do it.”

Klinker stared at his desk and said
nothing and Allen coughed and said
softly: “Of course you know why we're
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quiet.”

Klinker looked at him as if he didn't
see him and Allen continued with:
“We're just doing what we're paid for,

Mr. Klinker. Don't think. . . .”

Klinker's eyes focused, he snapped
out: “You fool! You ------- damned
fool! This has done it.”

“What d'ya mean?” Allen nodded at
Prentice and Prentice snapped a pair
of handcuffs from his belt, leaned a little
ahead in his chair. Klinker pulled him-
self to his feet with his hands on the

front of the desk. He cried out:
“Mean! Damn you! You've done it!
Holding Simonson like that.” He

caught himself with an effort and
flattened his voice. “I've handled it
wrong.”

Prentice got up from his chair, swing-
ing the cuffs. He took a step towards
the desk, said: “I told you that when
we were here before,” and winked at
Allen. “The least you're going to get
is a ten-year rap. These guys were on
your payroll.”

Klinker swung to face him, said:
“You don’t understand. | couldn’t stop
it”

“No?”

“What could | do?
can tell you. |

It's too late so |
have a six-year-old
grandson living with me. Both his
parents are dead. Well . . . Simonson
took the child. Do you see?”

Allen straightened in his chair, rapped
out sharply: “What's that?”

“The truth. What could | do?”

Allen shook his head at Prentice, said
to Klinker: “Why didn't you tell
us?” Klinker shrugged and held si-
lent and Prentice said: “Where's the
kid now?”

Klinker’'s hands showed white where
they gripped the desk top. He stared
down at them, said: “Dead. Unless
Simonson called at a certain time each
day the boy was to be killed. You kept
him from calling.”

“Then you don't know he’'s dead?”

“If you saw the man that Simonson
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brought here to me and who he told me
had the child you'd believe it. An im-
mense colored man, very ... " He
shrugged again, said: “Oh, he’s dead!”
in a hopeless voice.

“You don’'t know this shine’s name?”

“No."

“Well, that was Hall.
shot.”

Klinker shrugged again, said: “What's
the difference? Others would be in
it.”

“Why should they kill the boy?” Al-
len argued.

“1've thought it all out . . . hundreds
of times. He's old enough to be able
to identify his captors. | suppose |
should have told the police but I knew
that if the boy was Kkilled 1'd feel as if

The man we

I'd killed him. After all, I was only
losing money.”
Prentice said thoughtfully: “All?

What about the policeman that was
killed while interfering with Hall and
Simonson’s promoting your beer?” He
stared at Klinker. “If you'd told us
that we’'d have had 'em both out of the

way before anything like that hap-
pened.”
“But | didn't know Simonson was

going to do that.”

“He did. We told you that he did, re-
member.”

Klinker gripped his forehead with his
two hands, said: “Yes. | remember.”
He took his hands from his head, asked
Allen: “Where’'s Simonson?”

“We got him safe.”

“Can’'t you make him tell where the
boy is? There's a chance he's still
alive ... not much.”

Allen got up, said: “I guess it's the
only hope. | know Aaron though, and
I don't think he’ll crack.” Klinker said:
“This third degree?” with a little hope
in his voice and Allen laughed harshly,
told him: “A smart guy knows he can
only take so much without passing out.
A guy with guts’ll take it. Simonson’s
got both brains and guts.” He nodded
at a corner, said to Klinker:

“ Get your hat!”

Blaok Mask

IMONSON glared up
at Prentice when he
reached down and jerked
the tape from across his
mouth. He tried to
speak, gurgled a mo-
ment, said thickly:
“You Wait till 1 get a law-
yer.” He stared past Prentice, saw Al-
len and Klinker come in the bedroom

and his eyes widened. He said to
Klinker: “So that's how!”
Prentice said: “Shut up! [I'll tell you

when to talk,” and slapped him across
the mouth and Simonson ducked his
head back into the pillow beneath it.
“All we want to know is . . . Al, will
you answer that damn’ phone.” He
nodded his head towards the front room
and Allen said: “Yeah! Wait for me.”

They heard him say: “Yes. . . . Al-
len. ... We been busy. ... You did
what? . . . Where is he? . . . Yeah!

. We'll bring him in. . . . Okey!”

They heard the phone jangle as he
slammed the receiver down and he
dashed in and said: “It's the boy! Some
wench down on Selma phoned in and
told Cap she didn't want to be mixed
up in a snatch and that she had the kid.
She’s just found out about Joey getting
fixed up.” He jeered down at Simon-
son: “We're to bring you down, baby.”

Klinker said: “Where is he?” He
looked suddenly sick.

“Cap’s sent down a car for him. He'll
be there by the time we get down there.”

Klinker leaned against the foot of the
bed, held his hand over his heart
gasped: “Ugh—ugh—" and Allen said:
“Shock, | guess.” He went in to the
bathroom, came out with a glass of
water and dashed it in Klinker's face.
Klinker straightened slightly and Allen
took him by the shoulder and put him
in a chair, said: “Sit tight. In a min-
ute you'll feel better.” He went to a
bottle and glass on a stand by the bed,
poured a stiff drink, handed it to him
and told him: “Take this.”

Klinker gulped and swallowed the
drink and a little color came back in his
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face. He said: “I'm sorry,” in self-re-
proach. “l've been under a strain
and "

Allen said: ‘I't's okey.” He reached
down and tried to unfasten the sash
cord around Simonson's ankles, fum-
bled a moment, said: “Dal, will you get
me a knife from the kitchen?” and as
Prentice left the room, told Simonson:
“You'll get rapped for kidnaping and
murder both. You might beat one but
not both of 'em.”

Prentice came back with the knife and
bent over Simonson, cut his hands free
and then went to his feet. He said:
“Get up, heel 1" and Simonson squirmed
to the edge of the bed and put his feet
on the floor and fell. Allen said: “He’'s
stiff from being tied.
walk in a minute. [I'll get his shirt.”

Klinker was sitting in a chair some
five feet from the door into the front
room and at the foot of the bed with
Prentice at the side of the bed and close
to its head. Allen walked past Klinker
into the front room, leaving Prentice
standing between Klinker and the pros-
trate Simonson, called back in a mo-
ment:

“It ain't here!”

Prentice called back: “I threw it in
the bathroom out of the way,” and
walked past Klinker to the other side of
the room to where the bathroom door
gaped, and as he went inside Simonson
pulled himself to his feet and hobbled
to a stand by the head of the bed and
jerked open the drawer. His hand was
inside the drawer when Prentice came
back into the room carrying the bloody
shirt but it came out holding his own
Luger. His hands, stiff from being
tied, fumbled the gun and Prentice cried
out:

“Hey!” and grabbed for his own
gun, carried under his coat.

Simonson fumbled with the safety on
the Luger with his thumb, couldn’t snap
it down for a second, and in that second
Allen came in from the front room and
stood in the doorway. Klinker looked
up in the same instant and seeing the

He'll be able to.

gun in Simonson’s hand dashed for the
front room, knocking Allen off-balance
as he passed him, jamming him against
the casing so that Allen went down to
one knee.

Simonson cleared the Luger’s safety
with his left hand while his stiff right
held it towards Prentice. He said:

R I” and shot just as Prentice’s
gun cleared his coat. Prentice fired at
almost the same time and Simonson took
a step forward, twisting towards Allen
as he did and Allen shot a second later.
Simonson stopped, turned towards the
bed slightly which faced him, towards
Prentice, and Prentice shot again. Si-
monson took another step and sank
down by the bed with his head on its
edge. The Luger dropped by his side,
slid out of lax fingers, and Allen went
to him, tipped his head back. He said
to Prentice:

“Deader than hell I’

Prentice slid the gun back under his
coat, said: “Saves us work!” and
laughed. “We had to take him down
and book him and testify and all that
and now all we got to do is call the
morgue wagon. | hate a witness stand
with some smart shyster making you

out a liar. This is better.”
Allen said: “1 guess so,” and when
Prentice nodded towards the front

room, said: “He was just playing safe.
I don’t blame him.”

ALLAHAN, uniformed coat un-

buttoned, feet on desk, stared at
the glass of whiskey he held. He said:
“Now | don't know, Dal. Technically,
Klinker’s in this mess and ought to be
held. 1 should squawk about this hush
stuff.”

Prentice said: “Why ?” in a stubborn
voice. “Klinker didn't do anything
nine men out of ten wouldn’'t have done
in his place. That's the hell of it. He
maybe should be stuck but I'm damned
if 1 see it. Simonson moved in on him
and what could the old boy do?”

Hallahan said: “If he'd come to us
in the first place. . . .”
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Prentice broke in with: “Sure! If!
But how'd he know? And that threat
was like holding a gun on him.”

Allen offered: “And besides that,
Cap, Simonson had him scared stiff.
You should have seen him get out of the
bedroom.”

Hallahan drank the whiskey, made a
face, said: “So help me, it was better
than that during prohibition.” He put
the glass on the desk, said: “What about
the copper that was Kkilled? That's
what binds.”

“Sticking the old man won’'t bring
the copper back,” Prentice told him.
iHe didn't help 'em any. He was only
wise as to what they might be doing.
Besides Klinker's a nice old duck and
he'll take care of the copper’s wife.
Plenty well, too. Al and | can explain
that to him, he’ll see that okey.”

“He’s got dough enough to.”

Allen said thoughtfully: “Dal and I've
thought of that, too. Enough dough so
that even if the grand jury would in-
dict him, which is doubtful, he'd beat
the rap when it came to trial.”

Hallahan snorted and picked up the
bottle on the desk. He said: “You're

Black Mask

probably right. Fix it for the copper’s

wife and I'll keep quiet.” He studied
the bottle. “What's the matter with
this damn’ whiskey ? It's a lousy blend.
No wonder.”

Prentice laughed and said: “Try and
buy straight whiskey on a copper’s sal-
ary. Drink that and cry.”

“1 thought that Greek would cry at
that, when he went up for his prelimi-
nary. He looked plenty bad where you'd
worked on him.”

“Hell, Cap, he couldn't squawk. We
had him on a concealed weapon charge
and he had three felony priors in the

East. He couldn’'t say a word and he
knew it. Not and have anybody believe
him.”

“You didn't know that then.”

“Well, a man’'s got to get a break
sometime.”

“You have!”

Allen grinned at Prentice, reached
past him for the bottle. He said:
“Wrong, Cap!” reprovingly. “We

made the breaks. Made 'em instead of
getting 'em. Ain’t that right, Dal?”

Prentice said cautiously: “Well . . .
at least some of them.”



WHAT DO YOU KNOW?

1. What is wrong with this sentence: “He kept the trigger of his Colt
automatic pressed back and a stream of bullets shot from the muzzle?”

2. A rifle is set up horizontally several feet above a perfectly level plane.
A bullet of the same size as that in the rifle is dropped from the posi-
tion of the rifle at the same instant the rifle is fired. Which bullet will
hit the ground first?

3. Which pistol cartridge has the greater shocking power, the Colt auto-
matic .45 or the Colt Special .38?

4. Will the “impact” of a heavy bullet, say the .45, invariably knock a
man down if it strikes any portion of his body?

5. Assuming that neither hits a vital spot, which weapon is the more effec-
tive at close range— the Colt .45 automatic or the Colt .45 revolver?

6. When has a police officer the right to enter and search a house without
a warrant?

7. If a bullet from an army rifle, from, say, fifty yards’ range, should hit a
silk handkerchief suspended loosely from its upper side, how would the
flight of the bullet be affected?

8. When a dried bloodstain is found, is it possible for experts to tell beyond
any doubt whether or not it is human blood?

9. Given samples of blood from two different human beings, can an expert
determine from such samples alone if the two are of kin?

10. What is pyromania?

Aenas 1o Lest MirtHs Qestias

1. Approximately 200 yards; 1600 7. Almost certainly bullet will hit

yards. twig or branch and explode.
2. No. 8. Calls his precinct- or station-
house.
3. Accessory after fact. i . o
9. Weapon; fingerprints; victim’s
4. About 17 feet a second. identity.
5. No. 10. Sufficient motive and possibility
) that suspect could have com-
6. No. Don’t try it! mitted the murder.

[your answers do not agree with ours, we’ll be glad if you will write us,
telling us where we are wrong; and if you happen to think of any ques-
tions for the other readers to answer, we’ll be glad to get those, too. Let's
make this an interesting, informative, worth while department.

Dept. K, BLACK MASK, 578 Madison Ave.# New York, N. Y.
15
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BEHIND THE
MASK BREVITIES

RAOUL WHITFIELD, Black Mask ace, whose stories, published first in
this magazine and later in book form, won him international reputation, has
been taking time off this summer to see if he could endure the life of
gentleman rancher. The ranch is in New Mexico; the horses are not too
tame, and Raoul writes he’s getting new ideas. He says we’ll see ’em

ERLE STANLEY GARDNER, who is hitting on all sixteen with the
smooth paper fellows, the screen, and with his regular B. M. line, has been
planning a South Sea Islands vacation cruise. Most people entertain the strange
idea that a vacation means a period of rest from work. According to Erie this
is all wrong. His ship has promised him an “office” for the trip, and Erie’s
entourage— over which Mrs. Gardner will preside— consists of two stenog-
raphers, a half dozen dictaphones, several noiseless or near noiseless type-
writers, a complete filing and reference library and a few other odds and

ROGER TORREY, creator of the mild and soft mannered Dal Prentice
and that good natured scrapper, Killeen, takes time off now and then to go
fishing for mountain trout. Not long since he was almost, almost lured into
an adventurous sub-equatorial expedition; and quite recently was called
upon to make sudden decision between a dog and a tree as the hitting point
of his auto. Mr. Torrey likes animals; the dog went safely yapping down the
street while he meditated over a smashed collarbone and seventy-five dollars’
damage versus a yaller dawg..........

GEORGE HARMON COXE— yes, that’s the fellow; Flash Casey and
Tom Wade, you know— has been bitten by the bug of wanderlust, or at
least with the desire for a change of environment. Having wintered and
summered with Flashgun amidst the dunes and flats of Cape Cod, which are
pretty fine in summer but a trifle bleak in winter, Mr. Coxe thinks he can
get even more pep into Flash and the cub if he takes them for a few months
to more southerly waters— or the West Coast. That’s fine for Mr. Coxe, but
“even more pep in Flash Casey” is a little hard to imagine..........



IN OCTOBER

HERE there are concentrations of
people and money,
crime is to be found—Chicago— New

York— St. Louis.

Where sudden prosperity builds and

expands more rapidly
than elsewhere, the easy
money makers, the graf-
ters and grifters pour in
to take their slice from
the ready money of the
active enterprise.

Hollywood — colorful,
glamorous, sinful and
rich, the principal factory
of one of the country’s
greatest industries — has
all sorts; the good and
the evil; the live-wire and
the dumb-bell; the captain
of industry and the camp
hanger-on. It presents all

ases of life, except per-

that of contented
plicity.

It is high tension,

ared to top speed. Cold,

th the means and the
end, flows freely and
plentifully. Those who
make it easiest, spend
most lavishly, and they
are surrounded by hands
outstretched for illegiti-
mate toll.

Los Angeles— “made by Hollywood"—
is one and the same with the “factory”
town, waging the same fight for the same

there more tions.

high stakes, and with the same tempta-

Colorful spots, both of them. Alto-

gether, it’s a hot story spot with crime

IN OCTOBER

"FingeTIMan"
By Raymond Chandler

The witness to a political murder
is d man on the spot,

"Snatching Is Dynamite"
ByW. T. Ballard

They ask Bill Lennox to chase
crime from Hollywood.

"Somebody Must Die"
By Horace McCoy

Jerry Frost, flying Ranger,
doesn’t do all his fighting in
the air. n

"Immunity Murders”
By Nels Leroy Jorgensen

To Black Burton, no murderer
is immune.

With other stones and features

nearly always in the making.

And here we have two
separate views of it in
two superb stories that
will be published in our
October issue— one on
the town angle, the Los
Angeles slant, crime not
feeding directly on the
Hollywood payroll. This
story — *“Finger Man,™
by Raymond Chandler— is
one of the fastest,
smoothest, easiest to read
action detective stories

we’ve seen in some
moons.

The other story—
“Snatching la Dyna-

mite,” by W. T. Ballard
— is tied directly with
the industry in Holly-
wood and in addition to
its hard, fast action, it is
filled with real human
feeling and human emo-
tion— a tense drama.

These, however, are
only two of the stories
in the October issue; but
they’re powerful stories

of different phases of one of the most
colorful spots in the country, on which
covetous eyes are always fastened.

And here is Jerry Frost, tall, slender, wiry as drawn steel, captain of the flying Rangers— Hell's

Stepsons on patrol.
bined could be expected

And colorful Black
trouble, never runs from
the play up to him.

Burton,
it, often meets it more than half-way when a friend is in a jam and puts

He tackles it— hopefully.

Jerry has a commission, a hot one, involving all that a flyer and a Ranger com-
to do.

the cool, quiet speaking, deadly shooting gambler who never seeks

Smashing stories for the October issue that make it one of the outstanding numbers of the

Remember— it’s only fifteen cents now, and, believe it or not, better than ever before.

OCTOBER BLACK MASK
On ALL Newsstands September 7th
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Stop Worrying
Conquer Ignorance
Overcome Shame

% t% t\nddw Seweticfj]Sex QM ~onw ofa deveoSed!

ip rAY with O H modesty! At last a fam-
» 0111 doctor has cold all the secrets of
lex in frank, daring language. No prudish
Mating about the bush, no veiled hints,
bat TRUTH, Mating through }76 pages
Of straightforward facts. .
Love 1s the most magnificent ecttacy in
the world .... know how to hold your
loved one... don't glean half-truths front
unreliablesources. Nowyou canknow how
to end ignorance...fear...and self denial)

MORI THAN 100 VIVID PICTURES

The 10« illustrations leave nothing to

the imagination ... know how to over-

%ome physical mismating ... know what

0 do on"yourwedding night to avoid the
J results of ignorance,

Everything pertaining to sex is discussed
In daring Panguage. Il the things ?{ou
have wanted to know about your sex life,
information about which other books only
vaguely hint, is yours at last.

Some will be offended by the amazin
frankness of this book and'its vivid illus
(rations, but the world has no.longer any
use for prudery and false modesty.

IA FAMOUS JUDGE
SAVE THAT MOST
DIVORCES AM CAUSED

| SV SEX IGNORANCE!

Normal, tex.aotted
young people ere torn

i apart because they'
eeaknowledge.

SEND NO MONEY ee«MAIL COUPON TODAY

WHAT EVERY MAN SHOULD KNOW
'Is'lge Stesx*.TIhEnﬁ?race Hsgwt? Retaint_\ﬁrility

Cref e Honeymoon Sexual ion
B o O Sioaih AR et el
Homosexuality To Gain Greater Delight
Venereal Oiseas tbe Truth About Abuse

WHAT EVERY WOMAN SHOULD KNOW

4993 at Peifedt 808ing el 28 Agagee Nnd Upkda
What to Allow a 4-over Mon

to do Sexual Slaveryof Womefl
Intimese fekmimliat MRitd  EfanUtsis ext Happy
Prostitution Marri

e
Birth Control Chart The Sex (a)grtuns

HOMOSEXUALITY...SIX ABNORMALITIES
D? ¥]ou know about the astounding warld
of halfsexes ?Theycrave thecompanion,
ehiP « “ ™ own sex...their practices are
unbelievable to the normal mmd...yet you
should understand them.

Money back atonce Ifyou sre not satisfied)
870 DAMNS PAGES

PIONEER PUBLISHING C
Dept. 995,1270 Sixth Ave., NewYork, N.Y.

Please tend mo, "Sex Harmony and Eugenics” in plain

asuvery. 1f | am ‘not completely satisfi

| will pay the postman $2%8(P63{Eeslagez on
ed. Fcan return

swan&fe r f

book on "Why Birth Control?

.0 sin...

Don’t be ii slave to
Enjoy the rapturous Of the pe»
feet physical love! i

Lost love... scandal... divorce... CM
often be prevented by knowledge. Only
the ignorant pay the awful penalties of
wrong sex practices. Read the facts, clearly,
s_tar‘tllngg/ told . . . study these iUus
tions and _ _ darkness no longer.

You want to know... and_you should
know everything about sex. Sexis no longcff
amystery. .. itis-your greafest
power for happiness.Youowe it toyourself
... to theone you love, to tear asidethe cure
tainof hypocrisy and learn the naked truth!

ATTRACT THE OPPOSITE SIXI

Know how tv enjoy rite thrilling i
ences that are your birthright.. . know
how to attract the opposite sex ... bow
to_hold love.

There is no longer any need to pay tbs
awful price for one moment of blits. Read
the scientific pathological facts told so
bravely !ay Dr. Rubin. The chafters on
venereal disease arc alone worth the price
of the book.

IS SEX IGNORANCE

DRIVING THE ONE YOU

LOVE INTO THE ARMS
OF ANOTHER?

. Let "Sex Harmony "

teach you how easy it it

to wjo and hold your

sTHIS BOOK NOT SOLD ro MINC

NEW BOOK
"WHY BIRTH CONTRO1T"

you many

new way- Tell*
3*525%

§§iﬁgﬂ\'¥|a ion toyou—

§*“ «free«oa!l thosewhoardea
"Sex Harmony a
at the reduced pi

PIONEER PUBLISHING CA
adio City
IR70Stath A*e,, Haw Yert. I t*.

Please mention Newsstand Fiction U nit when answering advertisements
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HaveYou

Ul
Enough T

GAMBLE

x

3

-for Proofin 7D ays
thatYou Can Have a
BodyLikeM ine?

UST give me your measure—and 1'll give you
J proof in just 7 days that I can make you a

NEW MAN! That's my dare to you! It costs
you nothing to get the facts. All I ask you to do
is to send me your name and address on the
coupon below. Simply tell me that you want to
be shown—and. MAN, I'LL SHOW YOU

1'll give you actual PROOF in just 7 days that
I can start new inches of massive power pushing
out your chest! I'll build up your shoulders to
champion huskiness. 1'll put regular mountains of
muscle on your biceps—give you a strong back—
make those stomach muscles of yours hard ridges1
1'll whittle off waistline fat if you want me to.
Slim down your hips and make your shoulders lo
a mile wide. Put new pep into your thighs, get
halvas of your legs wgr'ﬁ‘,% big, Eldli/elght |1

N

E M ) ) a
real HE-MAN or it won t cost you a penny. And all it takes
is a postage stamp to find out howl

Just Gamble a Stamp— Get My Book Free
$ail you let me prove at my risk, that I can make you the
— — handsomely built man you want to be

CAN be?" Simply mail the cou-

pon. I'll rush you a FREE

copy of my valuable book,

“Everlasting Health and

Strength.” It tells all

about Dynamic - Tension.

Shows actual photos of

me and of scores of other fellows I've built up BIG!
Pon—get the full

Just_gamble a 3c stamp—use it to mail the cou
details and get the PROOF. Mail coupon NOW

Address . CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 9-J, 133 E.23rdSt, New York City.

(Please print or write plainly)

ADDRESS. ..o

CITY.. . ..STATE

. A, Ltd.




These
2 Rings

for

YOU how satisfactory it is t, snoiJdTrecrrroin "America's %: V

Just ser?(;'SIO.O

M"> Order t-redlt Jewelers." Beautifully styled. I&r
9?,.~" fowat~fted diamonds and Jewelry at prices W

CGH °r dredit iUywhore And 1

AH You Need Now! TEN MONTHS TO PAY.
and a few personal facts in eonMeiice—age. occupatli

5  e'neutron one or two business references). No direct tnauir

i
jwIM de—your dealings with us are absolutely’'c. ONFIDENTIA

red tape “-no delay! We ship promptly, prepaid.
10 DAYS FREE TRIAL

$2.88 a month 7*k* 10 day* free .triaU 1* you nan ﬁurplicate our galllues

la anywhere, return your purchase and we'll feturn your dollar

rn it satisfied, pay only the small amount stated each month,

*3 SATISFACTION GUARANTEED

= moSnev Guarantee Gold Bond with every diamond and
gﬁ)-r}g. .‘;CPueprifdQ’ctlé/nrgeerlrt](t:)l’llgdfg?ugx m-«Sjiwatch! Your satisfaction Is absolutely as)s,ured by our 39 .
\ X 1! 'r"5w _ye* rccor<i ot fair ana square dealing. i~miMil—iit

%agement and wedding. Exquisitely
and engraved 14K Solid White
Gold, tu I‘t)) design. Certified, fiery
genuine, lue-white diamond in
engagement ring--3 matched
genuine diamonds in wedding ring.

Only $2.6$ a month

JC-2 . . . Ultra fashion-
able square prong engage-
ment ring set with fl cer-
tified, dazzling genuine,
blue-white centre dia-
mond and a fine, matched
diamond on each side.
Ueautttully milgrained
and pierced. 18K Solid
White Gold. A real S37.50
value. . Sale price only
*27.50—only *2.65 a mo.

Dalanc™M

10 MONTHS
TO PAY >

The “NEW DEAL"

for MEN!
15-Jewel Waltham and

Solid Gold Initial Ring only *3675f€1’h

JC-6 . Order this combination together for
maximum savings) Famous 15J Waltham wrist
watch of latest design, white lifetime case. Factory

%uaranteedhaccurate and dependable. Sturdy link-

racelet. The 10K Solid (Whit,
Keruleust4Mi*TnR/irrt«?««r*-\(Nnr iS%dJ»fth a genuine

diamond with two raised white gold initials. Price
for both only *30.75—only $3.58 a month. .
IF PURCHASED SEPARATELY
JC-6A— 153 Waltham only *22.00—*2.10 a mo.
JC-6B—Signet ring only *16.60— *1.55 a mo.

now only Jr{L
Only $2.35 a month

JC~* «e» A dainty, new Baguette wrist
watch of exquisitely modern design. The
white, lifetime case is set with 2 fiery
genuine diamonds and fitted with fully
iaranteed movement. Lovely barrel ling
racelet to match. *37.50 value. Now only
*24.50 - only *2.35 a month. .

2 DIAMOND BAGUETTE SAJ50

Royal’'s" Streamline Sensation
only $1.39 @ month

JC-5 . .. Smartly styled, new streamlined
Baguette-effect dainty wrist watch, white
lifetime case: fully guaranteed movement.
Latest link bracelet to match. Sale price
only 514.95-—only $1.39 a month.

F R E E Ia)ults :‘ A'ew 32 page catalog

Hundreds of special values in certified,
first quality genuine blue-white diamonds,
standard watches, fine Jewelry, silverware
and cameras. Beautiful Styles fully
described. Send for your copy to-day.

ESTABLISHED 16953111

WALTHAM OUTFIT
Only $1.11 a month

JC-9 ... The famous Waltham.
One ot America’'s greatest
watches specially offered at a
spectacularly low price. Hand- D
somely engraved, thin model. 12
size, white, lifetime case; factory
guaranteed 15 WAL1L.THAM
movement; complete with en-
graved knife and chain to match.

IAMOND &
"w™rfrchcos

ADDRESS DEPT.43-K
170 BROADWAY, NEW YORK



