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FREE OFFER: FALSE TEEEH

[7 -
JIM WON'T EAT BOB RUTH SAYS I'tL ASK HIM BOB,HOW DO VOU CINCH! A

OUT BECAUSE NEVERHAS | BOB NEVER FOR HIS KEEP YOUR A SQUEEZE OF

HE LOSES HIS PLATE HAS PLATE SECRET PLATE FROM CROWN
FALSE TEETH \SUPPING? RELINER
— KEEPS M nsm'

)
o
=

TROUBLE } TROUBLE
3 PN ,<

Here’s new amazing mouth comfort without risking a single cent . . . cnjoy
that freling of having your own teeth again. Satisty your desire for fouod
...eat what’f:ou want. CROWN RELINER TIGHTENS FALSE TEETH

OR NO COST. Perfect for Partials, Lowers and Uppers.

Don’t guffer embarrassment and discomfort caused by loosc dental plules. Appiy
CROWN RELINER. In a jiffy vour plate fits like new avd stavs that way up to
4 months. No old-fashioned Neuting to burn your mouth. Just squeese CROWN
from tube and put your teeth Lack in. They'll fit as snugly ag ever. Inventor is a
xecugnizpd autlorlty in dental field, A patenf has been applicd for CROWN
RELIN R to protect yon from lmltdtor" After you reling your tlule wwith
CROWN, take your false teeth out for cleaning withvut a¥ecting the CROWN
RELINLR CROWN RELINHR {s guaranteed .. . il’s harmless,

READ WHAT A USER WRITES

). Clements of Algonac writes: “My plates were so bad they rattled when | talked,”
“Now | can cat steaks, oorn ofl the eol.”” E. W, W_ of Virginia writes—**| have
found Crown Reliner all you olalm 1or it and mare.””—Xany juore atiest Lo seme
excetlent results. Reline yur plates with CROWN, It's tasieless. ITas Ihat natu-
ral pink color. Order a *ube ¢f CROWN HELINER toiay . . . chuugh to Jast a
yaer. We inciuie FREE a tubu of CROWN plate cleancr,

NOT A POWDER or PASTE

?ro“n Deatal Plate Reliner is not a powder or a ®aste. It j¢ a scientific
iscovery that yol nuse without fuss er hnther. Just suneeze it out of
Cue tube Onto 1he plate #nd in a jiTy your Vliate witl again fuel as n1ght
nnd comfortable a8 it did Waen it was new . . | teels comtorlalle toa!
Dgesn’t Larn Or irritate. @rder today and enjoy this new oral com.
fort right away.

DRY WELL ; SEND NO MONEY

UNOER euLs You tako no risk when You erder Crown Phte Rellger. Yen must be cne
hundred her cent dellghied or no cost, Tty it foc “uur tenthy zand Lthen reruen
& for a full refund if noi salistied. Oxdor at encc and we'll ing.ue free wity
scur order a tube of Cinwh's Iental M'late Cleancr. You'll Be elichted with
Beth mnd the Crown Clssver wiil always wnahe your roouth feel etean and
refreshed. Rush coupon sendipg nasmie and acdress. Pay pustedn one dellar

NO 3 - for_comhination plus Dosiuge, or send cash and we pay Doslage. Aut uvw
. apd cnjoy ThiS mew happiaess,
SQUEEZE CROWN 3 X =

RELINER FROM

TUBE,SPREAD

EVENLY, PUT PLATE . . i

BACK IN MOUTH ; f SR s, iiomg.wlkmﬁ?é Mich.

Send your wenderful Cenwn Dental Piste Retiner
and incluse the free Crown Dental Cleaver, 1 will

Pay 1stman one ¢do.1ar 0ius Postaze wn arzival. If 1
am pot satisfled nfter feur months I may return
partly used tube fur full refynd.

(3 T am inelozing one dollar ic full pasment
same guarantes.}

HANWV 3D




' BEFORE COMPLETING YOUR

. COURSE | OBTAINED

MY RADIO BROADCAST

- OPERATOR'S LICENSE

AND IMMEDIATELY JOINED
J STATION WMPC WHERE |
AM NOW CHIEF OPERATOR.

HOLLIS F HAYES

27 MADISON ST, LAPEER, MVCH,

MY LOUDSPEAKER SYSTEM |
PAYS ME ABOUT $35 A WEEK

BESIDES MY RADIO WORK. IF
IT HAD NOT BEEN FOR A~
YOUR COURSE 1 WOULD §
STILL BE MAKING-
COMMON WAGES.

MILTON 1. LEIBY, VR,
TOPTEN, PA.

Here's the Fermula That

Nas Worked for Hundreds

Mait the Cennor~I will send you my 64-
rake iUnsirated Boelr, RICK BREWARDS IN
RADIO-—a rexl introductlon te the wondirs
2nd opporitmitics of Radlu!

Yeu'll see bew my  thorough, practical
uetheds offer a tosted way tfo more pay, ang
a8 clance to get a steady job in a feld with
a bright future. '8 Mot a 'inivsele cure’
sor a2 ‘‘log  chanmce’  weeealion, Lut ihe
same  termule  that  wworked for the men
above, and buodreds of ollers, two. It f6 8
time-tesied wuay to make $3. Sln & week
exira while tralning tor a full-time Radfe
job paslug wp to $S0 a week

Beginners Quickly Leosrn
fo Earn $5, $10 o Week

EXTRA in Spare Time

Many N. R. 1. swdcnts reake %3, $10 a
week KXTRA MONEY iixing Radics
Mave time whils fearning, Y send EXTRA
%IO{_IY JOB SHELTS that tell low in
(s

My “56-50 Mcethord'’——hall building and
testing Fsdio Circnits with STX BIG KIT3
0¥ RADIO TARTS I senl, ha)f iearning
from  Dlusirated lessous—rakes Py old
friends’’ with thes miraele of Radjo bafors
you Knew v You e8n run Four awn aDare
time shop—zget paid wuile trainfug!

Act HNow! Many Radie
Technicioans Make
$30, 840, $50 a Week

Teday there’s rosm near,y everywhere for
‘wore svare and full time Radito Technicians.

Extra Pay in
Army, Navy, Toe

kaly to go into military aernc‘e. 661
e, marines,

irn prestine,

dutiss, HIGIIER PA

pares for g

"1 WAS WORKING IN A.
BT ¥ GARAGE WHEN | ENROLLED
WITH N.B.1. | AM NOW
RADIO SERVICE MANAGER

FURNITURE CO.
FOR THEIR

F JAMIES £ RYAN
119 FESBLE COUVRT
PALL RIVER, MASS,

FOR MYSELF FOR TWO
YEARS, MAKING BETWEEN
$200 AND 3300 A
MONTH. BUSINESS
HAS STEADILY

% INCREASED.
¥ ARLIE . FROEHNER
JOO W. TEXAS AVE.

3 e $sf) .0, 850 a
week!  Othe tgka Cood-pay  joha  with
Rresdezeiing Stations. Many more are need-
el for Govermmient jobs sz Civilian Radiv
Opeératurs, Teghricians., Radiv  twanufaclitve
ers cmploy others % help fill  Govern-
mcnt wariime orders.

And Aviatien, Commereisi, Pollee Radin
znd Loudspeaksr Syviems are live, growing
fleids. "Thep, think of ihe NEW Jaby Tele-
visten ard other Radis cevzlopmerts will
open zfrer ilc wer. I give you the RAJ
knowiedite required for these felds.

Eind Out Todey What
N. R.'i. Can Pe for You

MAIT THE COUPON XNOW fer wy 84-
cage bosk FHEE. You'dl discover thingz Suu
never kaev abour Biwadtasting, Radio Serve
fcing, Mzanufaenwing, oth2z Radie fields of
opporunity. You'll read a describtion of
oy Couree, “‘39-58 Method.” Six Big Radin
Kits, Exira Mozey Job Sheets. You'll see let-
ters from many men I trained t{clling what
ey re  dning, earninz Msil Couton AT

NCE! §, E, SMiTH, Presigont, Dept.
$8A2‘.) Natwnal ﬂndlo Insiitute, Washing-

on,

T!MNING MEN FOR VITAL RADIO JOBS

{1 HAVE BEEN IN BUSINESS

FOR Memeoew ¥

4 STORES. ‘&

Men at Home
§ B¥itf Trains

Mk, J E. &‘vﬂin, Pmstimf, Vet an.A2

OF THE RADIO DE-
PARTMENT FOR THE 1
AMERICAN AIRLINES
AT CLEVELAND,
WALTER B. MURRAY

AMERRCAN ANLINES, Auna/PRL
AIRPORT, CLEVELAND, Onra.

t MAKE $40 A MONTH @
FIXING RADIOS IN
R SPARE TIME. 1
& STARTED MAKING
N EXTRA MONEY 3
MOHTHS AFTER
BEGINNING THE HR.L _fhe
B COURSE AND MADE o
ABOUT §100 wWHILE
- LEARNING.

WILLIAM CHERMAK
RY. i, Boxae7
HOPKINS, MINH.

Texmined These

You Too

€ National Radio Tnstitute, Washingion, ». C.

: M2il me ZFRERE, without oblgation, youlr 64-

= pafe ook, RICH REWARDS 1N RADIO. (No

¥ Salesman will call. Write plajniy.)

H Age.

1{ AT v siae bana ey e e | i aiseassa Ty

B SAUITRIR oS S e S T 1 atssese Voo e s+ ¢ ose o 4 Samers SHEE
PCY kTR e e S




ALL STORIES NEW 1?2 . ALL STORIES LODIPLEIE ! 2

Yolume 4 * % Contents for March, 1943 + % Number 2

POWEREFTUL MYSTERY NOVEL

Art and | would keve laughod had you told us that
ORCHIDS FOR MADAME ... .................... By Grets Bardet 10

would lead us into an amazing web of murder and intrigue, with a choice between hot
lead at the hands of the swssiika-boys and the hot seef, courtesy of the police!

THREE SUSPENSEFUL NOVELETS

Suicide or murder, Lt Dink wanted
THE LADY IN THE GASE ................. cvereees BylLes E Wl

because it fooked as if an epidemic of dry-dives from top flocrs was on, unless ha could
find the answer!

(Y%
1]

In the midet of the war, B & B. Detestives found that
THE CASE CF THE TiMID COMMANDS ... ... By Arthur leo Zagat 4%

was one upon whose solution rested ine morale of an entire corapany of U3 irainescl

Listening to voices in & neerb{ booth led the fittle man to

MR. BIMBLER'S MURDER MAZE ............. By Wilbur 5. Peacock &2

which made him very bappy until hs learned that he was supposed to bz one of the
corpses!

SHORT STORIES

If you ever decide fo get bumpad off, remembsr,
NICE CORPSES LIKEFLOWERS ...................By Dorothy Les Tina 79

and a gilt "U" can poini the way to the killer's trail!

Sheriff Sem Spaulding didn't realiza he was in
THE STOOLRIGECN PLOY ...................... ByFred J Ford 88

until the trap was sprung and he was helpless!

{ don't mind the villagers' laughter, bscause

BEAY BRUMMEL MURDER ...................... By Ray Cummings 97

is something they won't expect of a sissy-looking guy like me!
EPECIAYL BEPARTMENT
COMTHEREAT ........... o Ve BB, o Frs 9 BT SO - g TR 4

Facts and fun about the people who inake CRATK DETECTIVEL

ROBERT W. LOWNOES, Editor

CRACK DETLEGTIVE, published every other month by COLUMBIA PUBI.‘ICAT?BW"W ipleton
8treef, IHolyoke, Mass. Editorial and executive oftleces 00 Hudson Street, New York, N. ¥. Entered as
_&ﬂﬂahd class matter at the Poat Oifice at Holyoke, ‘Mess. For advertising rates write to Harold Hamwond,
Double Action Group. 8) Hudson St.,, New York, N. Y. Yearly subscripiions 80c, single copy 10c. Printed
in the U, 8. A,
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ing,

decimals, costs, ratios, ete. Completo

instructiong forr uuﬁls: a Slide Rule,

THIS VALUAPLE NEW BOOE
“Mathematics Made Easy'' — gives
you si l:lﬂtd instruction in every
phase o gigm-i‘n ALL types of

|
aves time, a.’un‘pn ies all calculat-
ions, esthmating, perceniage,

TH FREE—with

Thee New

SHADOWGRAI‘H M’eﬂloll
=Yon Read

AMAZING NEW INVENTION

Leorn of MHome—=Easily, Quickly—In Spare

p tex Jobz - Rizger Pay are walting for ®en who can RFAD BLUETRINTS. Kere, at last, vorker, Aviation Meﬂhamm eto.
8 3 Iew Qilek sad easy shortout wa¥ 1o learm lSivedring Reading st Howe it =0 amazingly ¥ou nust kne
nhort gue —- &t an unkélievadly low coat. "fhis sensaticnal “‘Shadowerapl’” Methed of Biue- BLUEPIUNT RﬁﬂplNG
adlng was creatod MY Nationslly I'amous Ex®erts — #killed in ttaching technlea) niet;
%ﬁ 4, 10 wmen without DPrévious teChnical educatlon. Toey have elifinated oll complitated de- and bn.zor pay
8, {hey gsplain all technjest words in simble Jenmgnage. Coniaing ever¥ibing you aeed to

| kpow about Xioding Bluebrints — no mstier whst Eind
of worg Fou do.

dNOW ANYONE CAN READ BLUEPRINTS

Beerything about Bluedrint Reading te put xight at your
finger-tips| SBimple as 4, B, C. No need to attend sn
cxpenaica tyede or techmical school. Ne vrevious technicsi
or speclal educatlon is needed, Here's a speedy Blue-
print Reading Counao for al) tcades that i3 ABSGLUTELY
§ diffsrezt, No oeks -~ you fearn by Seeind and
doing — and you HEAJ) BLULPRINTS from the very
E PIRST BAY. With thiz awazing néw mothod—a few
@ wdinutesn day s all You nged ta read DBlveprints
o cight, This simnil BDaro tize, Home Study
Coutap Mewts ult muer:t t Rege }zomnts for Civi)

Hetvice and Naljenal Defsnss J
NOTED ENFPERTS
QUALIFY QUICKLY I V. WALSH, B. A,
Prefessor, Celumbia TU.,
FOR A BIG PAY JOB 1919-1935: F. A, RAP
FOLT, B. o, .
Hers 13 really big news for you — if you hare Nehosl of Toch.,
& job, or if you want 8 Job in any branch of lezo.N. -
eviation, shipbuildior, sheel metsl work, weald- B,S..
Ing, electricity, machiine tooling, plumbimg, ear- ark Ca of I::ns neermz
pantry, tadie, bulldiog, sutomotive and Liessl En- -
ony cr of the mechanicsl, con-
EFE INDUSTRITS—t 18-
TIN TECH, “‘Shadowgtaph™™ Metbor CAN UELF YOU QUALIFY for a BETTER
JOB AND BIGGEE PAY in en smazingly short time. This marvelous home-
stedy method is so easy—il enables even o school bey to leamn Blueprint Resding
from the first day!
This. 84-Volune Blucprint Medding Courco o }ut‘ksd in & speclally son-
structed boekesse, which In fiself 1= z unigque *"Wurking Mod 1" designed
te enable ypu to resd Biucprints from the first day. The Course comtains
ovor 600 Actoal Blueprintp—Charts—Tables —Disgrame—8igns—8ymbols
nrﬂ un;enrm Ingtructive Pictures thab f=lp you te road Blueprints practiesl-
I¥ on &

EVERYTHING 15 SENT TO YOU AT ONCE!
FOR 5 DAYS FREE EXAMINATION

The eompleto 24.Volums Blue Im Rndiu Coursa s sent to you tapether with
Wlﬂir untronen “Wa I** Bogkease. You also got FREE—""Math-
A

CBEATED BY

Made y'* and Pfofunioaal alida Ruls, Everything is sént in one ship-
LIH'17£g' 'fIIDA\" == DUE TO RISING PHRICES FREE GIFT OFFER 1%

AUSTIN TECHNICAL INSTITUTE
199 Broad Street, Div. H-16, Newark, N. J.

SEND NO MONEY

“A BETTER: og and BIGGER PAY.

m.ur.pm'r READING

Mokes Blueprint Reoding Eesy as Seeing a Movie and & };u am 54 PE

THOUSANDS OF MEN WANTED AT ONCE! | seclinist. Shcet aoial Worker

this offer.

S

MEN of ALL AGEg

Time Mechamlc, Stodent, Welder, Car-
penter, Plutider, Shipbullder,

ool Maker, flectrician, 8

BUEPTINT.
\ Eimrm

AUSTIN TECHNICAL INSTIVUTE
899 groad 8., Glv. H-1G, MNewark, N. &
Bend Mg 06 FREE APPROVAL yeur com-
plete %4.Volume nuavrmb Reading Course
with ghecial “‘Working Model’”” Bookcase. I
am to got FREE '‘Mathemitics Made Eats””
and Prafesstoral Slide Rule I will pay post- !
man $1.95. plus postage and C. O. D. H
charges sun amrival I I rotwrn everything |
within 5 daye sou nra to vefund my nwney M
in full. Otherwize I will remit $2 wenthly M
for 3 months and a final paynant of 31 fe =
-

the 4th month unil tha total $rice of #8.95
is patd. (I6% dizecount if full payment ac-
companied order—ralte refund gusranies.)

Addreas ........vivanaas sieerrsediirrrrire
0,15 LRSI IR . - [ TR—
RETETENCH . iio aprieiecpfor < visins o g 0 MR 00 e )
AQEIEES oot o 36 sotae o BilenTeis 0w bl Soige e
NOYE: I you eacroee $1.95 with codapon—

W8 will pay aif Postage GNRrges. Every eemt
rofusded If not estisfied.
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IS! Yet it's from the famous “Merry Widow” Waliz

ook at the diagraix The S2st vely on rfhe pustc
i¢ <./ Yojlowing the eotied Lne to the Fayseari
youwll fin@ “B” if the white ke¥ Botween the iwo
block kevs near the milddic ef the keyooard From
thet vou can locats the otlier vetes, As Fou strike

them on the Pisne ¥au'll be plaring we msiod easily .

o (e ever-pepulsr diczry Widow ' Wilty. Slmatle
't itT Now reag ;
on 3Ny Insirimens a
« e 3 % FUIRTIRINGIV lew cogi.

St hew Fed nan iska nssoms
A learn w Slay gquilckly and

eyt = g

HERE'S PROOF THAT you, too, can learn to

play the piano or any

Don’t let the mistaken idea that it’s difficult te
learn music deprive you ©f tke pleasure of play-
ing any longer, Learning t¢ play is now aciunally
easy as A-B-C . . . thanks to the amazing new
“Note-Finder.”

This inventien ef the U. S. Scheo! ef Music
takes the mystery out of the piano keybeard.
ends tedious scules and exercises, enables anyene
te play a real tune alwost from the start. You
learn to play by playing. Seon yeu will be thrilled
to find that you can pick up alniost any piece and
play it at sight. That applies to the pianos, vielin.
guitar . . . any instrament you cheese!

Takes Only Few Minutes a Day!

With this modern methed you den’t need any
previeus knowledge of music: ven don’t need to
spend months on monetoneus exercises. It’s real
fun te learn music this shert-eut way, and it
takes only & few minutes of youyr spare time.
What’s more, it costs less than 7¢ a day . .. and
that includes everything.

But see for veurself! Simply send today or onr Frin
and PFicture Sample. Y& wili show Yeou hew You ¢ad
Quickly learn yeur favorite instrtinent, You will also
raceive @ handsome boekist and details of the money-
saving offer that enasdles you te .carm music for but a fow
cepts a day. Mail coupon taduy. Mention instrument that
inferssts you. Noie: Iustrumeais supBlied wheoo needad.
casn ar credit. U, 5. Scheol ef Music, 12323 Brunswick
Bldg., K. Y. C., NV, (Iost. 189%)

o &

other instrument!

' HERE'S FURTHER PROOF! |

invited to Parfies
$0EE ¥GUE rfeuese, Lo

Then % 4
1o #133 for dances. 1'% Laen in
vited ts» 2any Darules,

“B. M., Vazoouver, B. C.

Fisys From Sfar
Trur sdverdsemects sre trug to
e letter. ¥ can actually plag
4 e instruniont  cven
only ar the bepine
cast I evor cxpress my

Co

‘. . ©., Iilioois.
Actual puplls’ DaMmes o retdest, Picturcs by Arofessional models,
-l-nﬂl!nﬂun-i.---------------q
U. S, Schosl e Musiv, 1233 Grunswick Bldn., N. Y. C. &
1 am irtercsted 1o musle Brudy, particulariy in the instru- [
men. Cheeked below. Plegze send me your free illustrated g
bevklel. “How Lo Learn Music et Smos und yeur Lilustrated

Drut snd Pitture Saimpls. (B0 you have inserument?..... } :*
Piane Trumpet, Cornot Pigeole &
Guitar " Reod 8r5an Modertt Elementary
Hawailan Guitar  Tenor Banje Harmony 4
Yilin Ukuielz Mandolin 1
Piaro Accordiea Drums and Trans Practizal Finger |
Plain Accordien Trembene Contral 1 -
Saxofihone Flute

Namg
Sreet

e Btafe . Ll
of age, parent musi sign covpon !
hu-"-ﬂ------.----!---—-B.-

SAVE 2e=Stiek a0DSM on genay assteard.

O SN S
Q



"""’i'!i'-!@‘mve that YOU, fce, can

4 G O'BRIEN

Atlas Chompion Heng ot e par 7
Con Wi af 'w.l;.du' it 5 EE §
inmer AT rrigy ';ng - W
o, o

Thie o a0 wdinary
madshot of ore of
Charles  Atles’  (3li-
sarnian mipils.

£lhi 1
: .:w'

Prize-Winning
f Gave Him

§ G. O'RRIEN saw my coupon. He clipped and mailed ir.
& He got my frec bnok and foliowed my instructions. He
beeame a New Man, NOW rvead whal he says:

"Look ©t wme NOW! 'Dynanic Tension’ WORKSi
I'm proud of the notural. sesy way you have made

s

me an “Agleg Champica’

1. G, O'Brien.

be a NEW MAN" (77 o /==

I fon't care Mo cid tr Young you are. <r hew sshamed
of youar orssent ohysicsi zenditien you rar be. £ You
imply raise your axym uad fiex it 1 can add SOLIL
HUSCLE to your bietns-—yea, cn ezeh sron—in coubln-
nuick tima! Ondy 15 minutes & doy~-right in your own
sorae—ig all the time I etk of youl And thsere's no
fost if 1 Za:l.

r sour shoulders. stianlihen yeur baek, dveicP your whole Biescuda: sVetedd TNSIDD
sud ODTEIDE; 1 wan add buwched 0 your cliest, 21ve Yo & vise.dike grlp, muke those j2is o
7onrs litho and powerful, I can ahug: new strensth infh your old Barkhons, esescisn thoss innei
uzksNs hwlb Fou crxm your hody a0 full of PaT, vigOr And 1cd-DICOded Frtaltty that vau wen't feet
‘here s even “Sanding rovws’’ leif for wesdueds and thst Juzy feeliny! Befarg T cet ih B with
sud P11 rote ¥mir whole {awe mesziread’’ 0 & nige. pw. brawildg) suit cf lnuru-ﬂﬁmux“ '

CHARLES
ATLAS

H tit “Th
Only 15 Minutes a Day s on
waloped  Mam.'

“fiynamic Tensien® That's the i ! The identicel natural ethod that I arwpsed developed
tp change Wy bedy from the s:tawny, sklnny-chested weakling I waz at 17 10 wy pressst guper-
man phvsigie! Theussuds of otker fellows ore beronine mervelie phygical
coacimens——my way. 1 give you as cadgels or eontraptions te fael with, You
Jevelup your sleength thsenzh “Bynemic Tensfer.' You simply £ o 0 e LV O O R

ieam Yo 0y
itilize the DORMANT musels-power in your own God-giren bads—mateh it 3
inerease and moltiply gouble-ouirk e rest, sclid LIVE MUSCLE. : CHARLES ATLAS, Depd. 42. :
Ay wethed—''Dynaniic Tension' —wiil n the trlek for youd 1'.:_. tﬁ:(r];-— ¢ 115 E. 2lrd St-et, Rew Yoh N. ¥ :
every crerciee i practicaf, And, man, §8 easy! Spead only 15 minutee u, dsy ] 7 ) i
in your own home. From the very star you'll Le asine mr methed of “Dy- 31 waut the broo! that Four =5hrew of 'O¥ngsiic Yemvion™ E
wamic Tension” glmcet vuncsussioualy svery minate of i ocan nelp wieke me & New dMan-~xive se & hezithy, husky R
the 03> wing, bending over, ste—in RULLD MTUSCLE ? Lody apd Lig rouscle deveicamsnl. end we Feuy FREE B
and VITALITY. bt UEralseiios Hezltr nd 8ivengih’ Ko chligelicn, §
. F
FREE BOOK "“%i Tt [ en ; ;
AND STREMGTH ; Tilesre firini oy anite piaiz i ;Il
In it T welk Lo you In stralghi-frore the-shoulde fangdasge. 8 sddress ey i N . &
Pocked wiih inspirationa) pictures of Myself 8044 (upile— L s et g
fellows whe became NEW MEN in stransth, m§ way. Lar H
me shrw Fou what I belped THEN do, Bee what X can do fex T A AP TR Y T —
OT! Iror 2 réul thrill. o tor this dock tetiny. AT ONDE. 1 - —n F y ‘g o ]
CHARLES ATLAS, Begl. 48 {15 £ast 23ed Btreet. Now 2 O Check Osre 3t vager 16 f& Bock:ed R. [
Yok, N, Y. T L L L L P L Ll T vy |



Locause Accountants Command Business

Accountants ar= usually in demand—2t better than
average earmings.

But today—morc thun ever before~—the competeal
accountant fiads his services at a premiui,

Business in war has tightenad up the rcins and is
watching costs—prices—every move—striving to oper-
ate on Lhat basis of close contro! so essential to service
and profits.

“Then, too, business is working under tighter govern-
ment regulations. with many more records and reporis
—war preduction, priorities. more snd larger taxes,
wage and hour laws, payiol! deductions for Defense
Bonds, ctc,, cte.

The Home Stody Way te Accountoney Success

Theusands upon thousands ef men have trained for
Accountancy with LaSatle—at night--at home.

"I'heir success—Lheir progross——is a matter of record.

Whether their goal was & C. P, A. certiicate or ad-
vancement in business, cur files are full of lIviters
reporting income indreases far gut of ling with the time
and cost mvestinent.

Note for instance. these six cases out of many we
roight cite. (Names on request.}

A cost clerk, j. S. H. became, after completing 3¢
iraining assignmoents, cost accountant. Within nine
snontbs, only half thircugh the course, he became chisf
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We go over those orchids the blondie shoves into Art's hands
with a fine-tooth comb, but there is nothing the matter with them
except that they are stale. But who goes around tossing lead
and beating up beautiful maids over fifty-cent flowers? And this
Beroness Von Kamp, who looks like one of Hitler's favorite peo-
ple ... we ore positive something dirty is up when a gang of
uncharming individuals usher us into « black sedan for a nice
spring slay-ride!

CHAPTER Y

| LL Art did was try to pick up

% this beautiful blondie, and
: whiz-bang, we getmore trou-
ble than I ever seen in my whele life!
And it all starts so innocent that day
in Meyer's salon. It is like this. Art
is bringing oid man Meyer his fa-
vorite cigarctte case, which a big-
shot gangster gave him. a long time
ago. It has Ast’s full name, Arthur
% N. Holter, in diamonds on the front
of it, and his address engraved on a
gold shield inside. Art moved some-
place else again, and is bringing the
case to Meyer to scrape off the lit-

<

Fatty meakes with her head that

Helen should answer the door
and comes up with an automatic.

L
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tle pold shield and engrave the nsw
hanz-out on. ~ Which gives Meyer a
good profit in money and gold shav-
ings no doubt.

All right, so it is spring. and Art
hzs been wearing thar gooly exrpres-
sion you get this time of year. So
whilz Meyer and I are discussing the
blackcut we had last night, Art is
standing by the door, looking asross
the street where there is this flower
shopee. All of a sudden 1 sees a 1it-
tie blondie walking down the street
and 39 into this shoppe.

Ait takes one look at her and s
eyes go narrow in that way be has
got which savs my mind is made up,
do net argue, and he says: “That is
for me.” Ile starts for the deor.

T turn to Meyer and throw my arx
around to show Meyer Art is cra
in the hea:l and there is nothing
can do about it. IMeyer he laugn
and says, “Hasu't changed as long 3s
I've nown him. Still the same ro-
manticist, I see.” 8o I laugh asd
follow Art ont in the street.

Thers 1s no uss arg, uing Art cut of
trying ta rake a dloadie when he
sees one, so I follow hLim silentiy
vight in this kere dower shoppe and
there is the beautiful blondie saying
to ths character behind the counter,

“Orciids for m'dme!”

Well, I do not blame Art. The
baby is a dish. Great big blue eyss
and iots of blonde hair she wears
with bangs down in frant of her head,
and a mouth that is just asking fer

15
o
i

» ri:

trouble. Which is Arsrt's favorite
kind of troubie!
So after this blondis says, “Cr-

chids for m’dme” she turns around
and happens to look up at Arr, who

is immediately giving her the glad
eyes. Shez blushes awful sweet and

looks away quick. At this menent
tite personality behind the counter
says, “Can I do znything for you
gents?”

I turn and lock at him
fall over in surprise. This
is none other than Jo= Suucsi, a jecic
strickly poisoa to Avt and 1.

It was like thiz. When Art was
on the fotce, he sent this Joe Stucci
up the river., When this Stucci per-

and 2lmost

Ve w3
cpatactey

sonality come out of hock he got Art

in a litzle framed-up trouble, which
made Art resign from the forcez on
account of because he had this hot-
headed argyment with Cuief Brandt,
But everything it all right, because
if Art would of not resigned, he
would ¢f not started this private de-
tective agency of his own with me,
Eelly, as the partn=r. DBesidss, it was
a case of hate at first sight bstween
them two. Art always said that he
would catch up with this Joe Stucci
some day and give the rat what was
coming to- him.

“Weil, well,” says art to Joe Stue-
ci new. *“And what the hell are you
doing here, may I ask?”

Joe Stucci smiles in that slippery
way he has get and says, “Why Art,
this is my Rower sheppe. 1 am going
straight, Crime does not pay no
merg, 1 love flowers. Flowers is
heautiful, I am a law abiding fower
shoppe owner new.”

Art gives him a saccastic laugh. “A
rat like you selling flowers; that is a
ot one.”

“Why it ain’t neither,” savs Joe
Stucci like he has besn insulted, I
love flowers. I am so happy hzre.
Henest.” o

“Yes. indeed,” says Art,

Well, the blendie i3 waiting, so Joe
Stucei goes to the icebox and takss
out this ce‘:lop’nane box with orchids
on the inside, and hands them owver
to her, IHer madame must have a
charge szccount because I note she
does not fork over any cough. Shs
takes the box and goes t¢ the doer.

“And now,” says ]oe Stucei, “What
can I do for you, ha ha?”

Art grabs himself a rose and puts
a buck in Joe’s hand. “If you are
sincere, I am the last one to hold a
grudge.”

“Why 1 amn 35 honest now,” says
meaiymouth Joe Srucci, “1 w.;.;‘d not
think of giving s custoracr yester-
day’s fdowers even.”

?ﬁ"‘lﬁml‘“ Art goes our of the-store,
2l and right anmy he forgets ail
,;,bout Joz Stucei for the time being,
Art sure nas got nerve. He goss
right up to the blondie and talkes his
hat off and says, “Have I met you
before someplace?”
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She blushes nice and lecks Lke she
does not know what te de abhout us,
She is a shy kid, and must of fzllen
for Art right ofi, And why nat?
Art is one hell of 2 nice-locking guy,
He is tail with big shouiders, hardly
no hips, ne stomach and plenty of
black heir. Everything just the co-
posite from me,

Blondie says she dees
she met him bGefore, and Art con
back with a good line, then asks if
ke and Kelly can wallt down the
street a ways with her, since he is
going in that direction anmyway. She
similes bashful and says she does not
mind in the least.

So, we walk along in this nice
spring afternoon, and &rt and this
doll talk about how nice the weather
is, and how she likes this and how
Art likes the same thing, ané &fter a
while T feel like I am living o the
maoen, ‘

I often wander what weulé of hap-
pened if I never szid anything like
I did. Nething I guess. Yeu see,
all of a suddea I want to say scme-
thing and I speak out tie first thiqg
shows up in my brzins, It is naif &
blo:‘; past where Art Hves, sg I 8aY,
“Are you going down to the cfice to-
daj, Are?”

Blondie turns to me and gives mie
a lcad of them big blue eves.

“Cffice?” she says to me.
business are you in?”

I smile and say, “We are

“Dicks?” she says.

I do not mention befere she has got
a accent you can cut with a hatches.
Of course she is one of the foreigners
because she doss not understand cer-

“What

dicks.”

tain American lingo, like dick, for
instance.
So I spell it out for her., “I snd

Art are private detectives,”

Wham! She slams on the brakes,
snd stands there looking st mie like
I am something disgusting. &nd her
face gets as white as snow. “Detec-
tive!” she says like she cannot believe
anything so terrible abeut twe such

nice guys., “What...what...do...do
you...want of me..,me?”
“Why nothing,” says Art. “I just

want to pick you up.”

“Pick me up!” she hollers, and Art

opent his meuth to explain what hﬂ
means. but before he can get out on
letter. she slaps the Wwox of orchids in
Axt'e hands.

“Here! Take them! Please, I am
innocent! IJo not arrest me! I am
innocenti” And she hot-foots 1t down
the elock.

Welit Art stands there with his
uth nanging open looking down at
the celiephane box with the two beau-
tiful crchigs inside. Tluen he shoves
the box at me, and bests it down the
slack after her, The street is kind
of erewded. and I could of told him
17 was no use chasing her. And like
I figure correctly, he loses her. He
comes back mepping up his brew.

“Cen you tie that, she beat it
eround the cormer. She is gonet! I
pave lost that beautiful woman.”

“Batter luck next time,” I say, and
Iock at this thing in a practical way.
“We just inherited two orchids. Let

us each wear one and our friends will -

think we pay income tax.”

“This iz funny.” Art says t«xmg
the box. “But this is funny.”

“Ch ves, extremelv.”

“Whay did she give me the
cmigds?”

“I do net know; &ames is screwy.”

“Thar beautifu! woman thought I
was goimg to arrest her. Kelly!
There is something phoney with the
orchids "

He takes the bex, holds it this way
and that, then he takes off the cover,
takes out the twe orchids. There
ts nething phoney about them I can
spet. They are just like any other
orchide I bhave seen, tied up with a
big shiny silver ribben with lots of
loops cifferent sizes, two straight
pine stuck in the top, silver tin feri
wound around the stems. That is all.

“Die they look all right to vou,
Kelly

"Tney look just like the kind I
used 1o buy for my ex-wife before I
married ner. &nd what a dope I was!”

“But there must- be something
wrong with them. Why should she
shove them at us when she finds we
a7e &icks? She thinks I am geing to
arrest hier because she does not un-
derstané pick up means on the make.
‘I #m innocent. Do not arrest me!

ar-
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Take the orchids!? Gee, this stinks!”

“She is afraid of cops:; moybe she
has a record?”

“Hey, maybe she is out on parole.
But that makes everything easy. We
will take her pretty little ingerprints
off this box and make inquiries on
the cuetee. In this manner I will be
able to find her again.”

2@ OLY snakes! You do unot
even care is she a criminal?”

“Do not make such remarks about
her in my presence, Whatever she
did I do not care for one. Besides
there is no question in my mind If
that beautiful woman did something,
she was framed!”

“Maybe she is a pickpocket,” I say
and start looking for my wallet, but
Art shoves me one so hard I start to
stumble up the block.

“She is no pickpocket!’

And he is right, because my wallet
is intact. And since it looks like I
will get the orchids around my ears,
I do not mention no more about the
wallet.

Art says, “Come, we go vight home
and get out my fingerprint outfit.”

“Let us use the one in the office.”

“Home is nearer!” So we turn and
walk back up the block. When we
enter the apartment house, I say,
“But this blondie sure has knocked
you out ef this world! And you a
detective! Is it poszible you have
overlooked the fact that she was
wearing gloves?”

“Was she?” he says, looking like
the world just fell down sall around
him.

“Black kid ones.”

“Oh, what a pity! That woman
was just my type. It is hard to be-
lieve I will never see her again”

“You remind me of myself just
before I married my ex-ball and
chain. Now I wish I never laid eyes
on her twice.”

In his apartment
drinks, I sit dows en the c¢ouch
and take off my shoes. My feet hurt
because I am painfully develeping
two new corns, I get my drink and
Art goes over to the window and
looks out. I do not like the view
from this living room as good as the

Art mixes

last apartment, because it is nothing
but a brick wali. But naturally in
Art’s condition he is not seeing it

-anyway, so what is the difierence, I

drink my drink, wiggle my toes, and
while I am reflecting abeut life in
general, I sort of fall to sleep a little.

It is about one hour latzr when the
door bell rings znd interrupts a beau-
tiful drearn I am having. Art goes
and opens up the door, and what do
you know!

A character is standing there with
a heater in his mitt. His face is all
covered with a black handkerchief.
He motions Art back into the room
and comes in like he owns the placs.
His gun is wearing @ Maxim and I am
having gloomy premonitions.

“Don’t move says the mysterious
character and I up with my hands
and find I am still holding my glass.
All T can spot of him is that he is
medium height, thin, dressed in a
black suit, and little lights showing
where k2 has get his eyes.

“Is this a stick-up?” Art asks, and
the mysterious character answers in a
deep voice which is a put-on because
he has trouble with it. It c¢racks and
he has to start over a little higher up.

“I believe you have a box of or-
chids?”

“Orchids?” Art says and gives me
& surprised look. “We got orchids
around Kelly?”

Now, I am looking straight at
them. Art put them on the telephone
table. But this mysterious character
cannot sce them because they are be-
hind his back, and on account of this
here brick wall view we got, it looks
like it is always twilight in the room.

Art says. “What is all this about
orchids?”

“Don’t lie! You have them! I
was watching! Are you going to
hand them over, or are we going to
have treuble!”

Art says softly, “We are going to
have trouble!” And with that I let
our new playmate have it. The glass,
right between the eyes. He puts his
arms. up to cover the face. Art’s leg
comes up, kicks the rod out of this
character’s hand. The rod flies up,
hits the ceiling and bounces off some-
place, I jump! Art jumps! And in
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the next instant there is bedlam,
which means a scene of uproar and
confusion,

Fists are flying around, until all of
a sudden 1 get a sock in the nose
that near knocks me out. It is one
of those things I will never be able
to explain, except that it is twilight
in the room, and the sock got my
Irish up!

The next thing I know I have a
neck betwesen my powerful hands
and I am waving it up and down with
all my strenigth. Then the fog clears
and I see that Art is kneeling in
front of me yelling his head off. I
arm fighting my best friend! I let him
go and start looking around for the
mysterious character while rt
swears at me. But the man is gone.

Art runs out in the hall, while 1
go to the mirror to see that my left
eye is closing up. I find the mysteri-
ous character’s gun around the radia-
tor.

Art coemes back and jumps for the
telephone table. “See? There is
scmething phoney about the orchids.
So phoney this man came gunning
after them.

“All this fuss about two orchids,"
I complain, and go to the kitchen to
see if there is any steak left over
from breakfast. It is extremely fun-
ny, but every time Art gets mixed up
in some trouble, I, Kelly, am the one
who comes up with the biack eye.

CHAPTER II

WHEN I came back into the
living room wearing a cube
steak, Art is over by the
desk, the box of orchids in front of
him, and he is taking off the cover.
He holds the cover, and the box up
to the light which he has lit and
looks through the cellophane to see
if there is maybe some invisible ink.
We even give the box a couple of
tests, but ncothing shows.

Then he takes up the orchids, takes
out the two pins, and unties the pret-
ty silver bow very slowly. The rib-
bon we hold to the light too. Every
inch we work over the ribbon, but no
dice.

Then he unwraps the

tin ferl.

There is nothing wrapped up inside,
like a package of nese candy, or
smuggled diamonds or something. I
even make the tin fer! nice and shiny
with my thumb nail, but if there is
semething phoney about it, we do not
find it. The next thing we poke
around the orchids. Through the
stems, inside in the middle, outside
around the peals, all over. He feels;
I feel; we Batten and we poke, but
if there is anything precious hidden
away in them orchids, I will gladiy
eat them,

“Aw, now logk here,” Art says to
me like I am hiding the secret of the
orchids from him. “There must be
something wrong!”

“Maybe they are a very expensive
kind, and...”

“Why, they are not even very fresh
orchids, At least no more. Sce how
they are beginning to show up brown
arcund everywhere. And these are
the most cheap kind of orchids there
is, Anybody who paid more than
fifty cents for these two broken-down
orchids was being seen coming.”

“And to think I used to fork over

five Bsucks apiece!”
“That was during prohibiticn!
Everytody had money to burn during
prohibition. Purple ones like this are
cheap today. Fifty cents tops!”

“Well,” T says thinking, “Joe Stuc-
ci said he would not even sell stale
ficwers, and these are...”

“Why, Kelly! That is downright
clever! I forgot all about joe Stuc.
ci. Cf course he is lying about going
straight. There is a racket connected
with these orchids, and Joe Stucci is
in the middle of it.”

“And put the blondie in, tcc.”

“As I remember,” says Art pretend-
ing not to hear that last crack. “Jae
Stucci is a smeall-time punk with a
record from hijacking liguor down to
peddiing stoien neckties on Four-
teenth Street.”

“He was even picked up for in-
sulting the Government on Columbus
Circle once. He is a rat that one!”

“However, our mysterious assailant
just now was not Joe Stucci. Stucci
is tallish, big-chested and on the
well-fed side. No, Joe Stucci could



16 % % % Crack Detective

never shrink down to this man’s
size.”

“Ilaybe Joe Stucci has a partner,
He wore a mask and changed his
voice so we could not recognize hirn
again.”

We put the orchids back in their
original condition, sort of, while we
picked the probiem around. Then the
doorbell rings.

This time we both jump up with
rods ready. I hide up against the wall
just outside the foyer, while Art
crezps up to the door. Suddenly I
am hearing Art say in a surprised
way. “Ob, come in,”

Well, bust me wide open, if it is
not the beautiful blondie! iere we
thought we would not see her again,
and here she is! But immediately I
am seeing she is scared. Her face is
pale like a piece of paper, her hands
are shaking and her eyes is just full
of fear.

Art gets excited and asks her how
she found us. 7he swallows and tries
ta be brave. She says how she fol-
iowed us, and since she did not kirow
his nam:2, she had to ring every apart-
ment in the building before she got
to us at last.

“And now,” she says, “please. You
will be kind to give me back my or-
chids.”

And something is wrong with Art’s
face. He is having what I call a
danger look with a smile. “Oh,” he
says real friendly. “But of course,
You want the orchids, and I wili be
glad to give them to you, that is...”
he stops talking for a minute, then
says, “if you will tell me why you
want them!”

She tries to smile but it dces not
psn out good. “M’'dme will be most
angry with me. I must have then
bazk.”

“Who is mi'dme?”

“She is the woman I woik for, I
am ner maid, Nay I have the orchids
please?”

“This m'dme, what is her name?”

“Wew piease, it is none of your
business, Just return to me my or-
chids, and I shall be grateful to you.”

“What is the matter,” says Art get-
ting sore. “Your m’dme cannot af-

ford to buy herself two more or-

chids? Here! I will give you a buck,
Go buy soms more.”

HE tries to think up a come-back
for that one, but cannot,

Art says, “Now please give me the
credit for knowledge I was boin
with. There is something phoney
about the orchids and I will not rest
until I know what.” He points to
his black and blue chin, “Sce this? A
mysterious character planted that on
me unless it was Kelly done it. And
see this gun? This character thought
these orchids valuable enough to
come gunning for them. And look
at Kelly’s eye. Go ahead! ILook at
poor Kelly’s eye. Oh no, my lady
fair, either you will explain to me
what is screwy about these blooms,
or you will not get them, and I will
go to the police with this problem,
much as that wiil just about kill mel”

“Oh no! Not the police! Not
that!”

“You just watch me!”

“Oh no, no! I1f you do that, they
will ... kill you...maybe.”

Art waves his arms in the air.
“Who will kill me?” Ife yelis co loud
she backs up a couple steps.

“There must be some mistaks,” she
says. “Especially about this ridicu-
lous mysterious character you arse
raving about, These orchids are noth-
ing but orchids. It is not the orchids
so much but the principle, When I
went back to m'dme and told her you
had taken the orchids from me..."

“I took thiem from you!”

“Why, yes.” She speaks with level
eyes. “You took them from me!”

A pause follows that is like light-
ning has just struck and yeu are
holding your breath for tiie thunder
to come.

“I took them from you!” Art bangs
on his chest. “The hell I did! You
gave them to me!”

She pretends it is the £irst time
she hiears this. “Ol, but sir, you are
obvicusly making a lot of mistakes,
Why, it was you who reached out
and took them from me. After 2ll, I
ask you, why? Why should I give
them to you? I do not give flowers
to any strange man who comes alony
You took them from me, and I be-
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came frightened and ran away. But
this is funny! 1 give you m'dme’s

orchids! Oh, hew this makes me
faugh.”

Art fills his lungs with fresh
breath. “That you sheuld stand here

with the face of an angel and lie like
the devil is a dzep sheck to ms.”

“But it is a misunderstanding. T
thought you were stealing my...”

“8tealing yet!”

“Well, I mean, just taking my or-
chids. Please? ¥You will give them
back to me?” and she looks so sweet
itke a baby.

But Art is cold,
name please?”

“Helen,”

“Helen! ¥Yeu are a liar! Are you
going to tell me what is wrong with
the orchids?”

“But you are making everything
mixed up! I was responsible for the
flowers, and m’dme said I had to get
them back, so please, please give
them to me and earn my undying
gratitude.”

“There are fires flashing around
Art’s black eyes like I see only when
ne is very mad at somebody and
about to land a haymaker. And then
it happens. He steps over to Helen,
grabs the startled girl and puils her
dress down her shoulder.

Welll I am very mad and about
to paste Art one for getting fresh
with a lady, when Art says, “Come
over here, Kelly.” And I come over
and he makes me look at the shoul-
der and what do you kaow. There
is a wound on the skin. Somebody
has beat the poor little thing with a
strap.

“New!” says Art, leaving go the
struggling girl, “Why are these or-
chids so impertant vou have to get
beat up to come and get them back
from me?”

And Helen pushes her fists into her
eyes and starts to cry. “Stop this
trouble! I cannet stand this. I will
do something to myself. I wiil kill
myself, Do not ask any more ques-
tions, I am going out of my mind!”

Art looks down at her for a long
time. Then he reaches back where
the orchids is hid and holds them out
to her.

“What is your

“Here! I canot stand to see a wom-
an cry. Make believe I never saw
the mark on your neck that told me
you were beaten with a strap. Go
tell your m'dme I am sorry I stole
yeur orchids. I was just horsing
around.”

“Oh...you are kind, Very kind,"
and she starts for the door. Cnly Axrt .
does not let her get away. Suddenly
hie takes her into his arms and
crushes ber tight to him and kisses
her hard on the mouth. '

It makes me feel embarrassed, but
I look anyway, because love is a beau-
tiful thing, and I have to note these
things because I am a writer besides
being a detective. To be a great
writer you have to watch life as it
passes by in front of you wherever
you are,

HE door no more shuts after her,

when Art grabs his hkat and I
dive into my shoes. We are going to
shadow Helen and find out zbout this
here madame'!

We do not have to shadow her
long. We follow her to one of them
old-fashioned brownstone housss, of
which this city has plenty. And she
never once looks bacit behind her to
see if anybody was following either,

She goes up into the brownstone
house, and Art goes in shortly after
her. I stand in front of the stoop
while I stzp on my cigarette butt.
Meanwhile I slide my eyes back up
the block to make sure nobody is
tailing us. Nobody is even on the
block, except a big black sedan de-
void of peeple. Se I turn and go
into the house myself.

Art is motioning to me at the sec-
ond door from the left. He has his
ear glued to the door, and by the
screwy expression on his face I know
he is not hearing anything. Then I
spot the transom above the door,
closed tight, and Art spots it too, and
he says, “Come, Kelly, I will boest
you. Give a look threugh the tran-
som.”

I am not so enthusiastic about this
and right away Art gets insulted. *I
can carry three of you, Ceme on,
time is awasting.”

He bends down and I throw my
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legs around his back. I sit there a
minute then gtart climbing up. It is
not easy. When I start to kneel on
his back it is touch and go: I stay
put. I get my balance, then inch up
along the door, while I get my feet
on Art’s shoulders. This is extreme-
ly difficult to maneuver, and I would
not be surprised if any minute I was
to fall flat on my kisser right through
the door.

I grab hold of the frame of the
transom and give a hoot Art should
hist. But he hists too far. He has to
lower, and soon I am adjusted with
my face pressed against the glass.

It is like I am sseing a movie pic-
ture without the sound. There is
Helen standing and talking to a big
tub of lard which is m'dme I pre-
sume. This woman is sitting at a
desk and I whisper this all down to
Art. The conversation between us is
as follows:

Art says, “What is fatty doing
now?”

“She is picking up a magnifying
glass and is looking through same.”

“What is she looking at?”

“Damned if I know. I cannot see
anything. She is looking at the or-
chids— Now she has put them down
and she is looking at nothing.”

“Nothking !’

“Hey, remember I am on top of
you. She is looking through the mag-
nifying glass at nothing. Unless it is
her fingernails.”

“Where are the orchids?”

“Parked at her elbow.”

“In or out of the box?”

“She has put the orchids inside the
box. She is not even interested in
the orchids. The box is just setting
there like they was forgot.”

*But Kelly, nothing! That does
not make sense!”
“I cannot help that. Hey...she is

putting down the glass, taking up a
pencil and writing something dewn
on a piece of paper, Helen nods her
head. Fatty is now picking up ths
glass again., There is nothing, abso-
lutely nething in her hands. Now
she is putting down the glass, and is
writing some more on a piece of pa-
pet.”

“Kellyt I got it! You are look-
ing at a piece of celiophane.”

“Why sure! I never thought of
that, It is cellophane, and I am look-
ing right through it!”

*That must be it. And she is no
doubt writing down a code message
from this piece of cellophane. And
we was so careful sbout that cello-
phanz, too. Must be a new method
for invisible writing.”

“She is taking up the glass again.”

“Kellyt We have got to find out
what is on that piece of paper. Can
you move fast for once in your life?”

“Sure.”

“All right, listen. You stay parked.
I am going tq knock on the door.
Keep your eyes glued to that piece
of paper she was writing on. Do not
let it out of your sight. See where
she puts it. When she comes to an-
swer the door, you jump down and
look like nothing happened. Than
we go inside and swipe the papar.”

“TIf she stuffs it down the front of
her dress, count me out. ¥ou should
see the muscles on her. What a
m’dme!”

“You ready?”

“Sure.”

L1 right, so Art knocks on the
door, bang bang. I cling up
there with my face to the glass. I
see Fatty jerk up straight in her
chair. Helen too. The two look at
each other, then Fatty makes with
her head Helen should answer the
door, opens a drawer where I can sce
a wicked-leoking automatic. I am
keeping my eyes on that paper with
rising excitement, trying te reach my
own armament., Helen comes to the
door. She is practically on top of us
when I see Fatty lift the blotter and
stick the paper under it; she has
thought better of shooting and the
drawer is closed.

I yell to Art he should let me
down. but that depe! What does he
think I am, an acrobat in a circus
and I would maybe bounce in a stand-
ing position just like that?

The next thing I know my face is
going down the door like I ama an
eraser at the end of a pencil. My fret
are a couple of hooks glued to Art's
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shoulders. I see the floor coming up
but I cannot do a thing about it, be-
cause my arms are wrapped around
tmy neck. I gather splinters, and my
face slaps the floor with a dull sick-
ening thud, and there I am like a
dope and Art is making a wheel-
barrow out of me Jaughing his head
off.

[ find my arms, and push my face
away from the floor. § crank my head
around and look straight up into Fat-
1y standing there.

“Vot is diss! Vot is diss!”

“That is Kelly for youw.” Art can
hardly talk from laughing. “Always
clowning.” And he starts to let me
down. Gradually I am down on the
fAoor on all fours. I am letting loose
a Jot of curses under mny breath, and
Art is lucky there are ladies present.

I get up and brusih off my pants,
and give Art a dirty lock. Then I
see Helen standing there next to
Fatty looking more scared than 1
ever seen her.

Fatty is saying, “Vot you vant?”

Art takes off his hat and makes a

bow. “I hLave come to call on Helen”
“Helene” booms out Fatty. “Mine
Haien?”

“Yes. I want she should go te din-
ner with e tenight.”

“Go away,” says Helen. “Go away."

~“Who,” says Fatty to Helen, “are
these chent la ments?”

“These are the two. . .the two men
“«..who stole my orchids.”

“Ohhhhhhooooo!” says pickle-puss.
“Come in. I vish a vord wiss yvou.”
That m’dme sure murdered American.

In the room she turns on us. “So!
You are the two men who go around
stealing packages from little curls.
Ves iss a madder mit you?”

Art digs his elbew in my ribs,
is like this, lady...”

“I am not a lady,” says she who
‘ought te know. “I am & baroness.
The Baroness von Kamp.”

“Have it your way,” says Art, and
pokes me again,

“Cut that out!’ I warn him,

Says Fatty., “I am listening for
eggsblanashins!”

“But that is easy,” says Art, glar-
ing at me. What the hell iz eating
that guy? “That is our racket. We

“1

swipe things from people on the
streets. Especially little girls and
helpless old ladies. We.even swipe
the pennies from a blind man, don't
we, Kelly?” he says between clenched
teeth, and polkes me another one.
“Don’t we, Kelly?”

“Yeah!" I yell back at him. I
ain’t argying with you!”

“Why we even siezl newspapers
from stands. don’t we, Kelly, you re-
member how we swiped newspapers?”

“Ate you kiddin’?” I say, and Art
makes like he is going to give me the
back of his hand., I duck, just in
case, then I get it. That paper! He
is giving e the high sign I should
get busy on the job right away. 1
make en the nose with my fingers
while the baroness is saying, “Vot is
diss! What yeu twe crazy beys want
with mine Helen? Please. you wili
tell me or I get you arrested by the
police.”

“Oh,” says Art, “get us arrested,
will you? Why, lady, you do not
scare me. You would not dare cali
the cops because right away I will
tell them you are the kind of madame

who goes areund beating up her
maid.”
“Deating up!” says the bharoness,

and her face grows purple with ap-
ploplecksy. T get cver to the desk
and sit down in the chazir innecence
itself. “Beat her!” says the baron.
ess, and looks daggers at Helen. “You
tell these poys I heat you?”

“Oh, no,” says Helen. "“No. no, no,
I did not. Oh no.”

“Yunk man., I consider you a in-
sult., You are stupid.”

1L I do is ceach over, lift the
bletter. I look to see if thece
are any other- papers. but there is
just this one. So I take it, slip it inte
my pocket and examine my nails,
“Helen d.d : et tell you her hus-
band beat her up when she is stupid
enough te loose package?”
“Her who...?” says Art in a siran-
gled voice.
“Ohhhhhoooes! Helen did not say
she have husband?”
“Husband!” says Art and turnred to
Helen who is nodding her head like
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anything. “You got a husband?”
Helen nods wiider.

“Und now, get oudt mine house!
Und you leaf Flelen alone, you hear
det?”

Art’s mouth is a thin line. He is
mad, see, and a little embarrassed be-
cause he fzels feolish getting caught
at trying to make a married woman,
“All rigtit, se she is married, and I
am a sucker. But I am here mainly
because thers is something plioney
about the orchids. I want to know
what it is!”

The barciless just stands there and
locks at Art like she does not quite
know which part of hiin she is going
to cut off first. “Look you!” she
says in a quiet voice. “I am tired
ard sick such fuss aboot mine or-
chids. It is evidently somesink fun-
ny inside your head that makes you
steal packages from little girls. So!”

She turns arcund, takes up the box
of orchids znd hands them to Art.
“Here! You want them so much, take
them! And get oudt mine house,
uind leaf Helen aione!”

Art stands there like a dummy
with the erchids in his hands. We
just never expected she would give

them to us. Did you?
“Well,” says Art a few times,
“well. You win. There is nothing

phoney abeut the orchids. But one
more thing,” he says to Helen. “What
is your married name?”

“Get oudt mine house!” shrieks
the baroness. *“Cr I will fire Helen
and her husband will beat her up
good.”

“What is the matter you cannot
tell me? Is his name a secret or
something?”

The baroness is having a fit ¢f tem-
per. “Her husband’s name is...is
Joe Stucci, now get oudt! Get oudt!
Get oudt!”

“Joe

“Stucci !”
Stucci!”

And immediately something goes
wrong with the Dbaroness’ face.
“Vot?” she says, cooling off {fast.
“You knew him maybe?”

Art blinks a minute, then shakes
his head. “No, I never heard of him,
why?”

chcocks out Art,

She starts to push Art, so we get
eut,

CHAPTER III

MAGINE,” says Art, as we
start walking back up the
block, “anybody being mar-
ried to a low character like joe Stuc-
¢i, especially if it is Helen.”

“Oly, that was a swell stunt you
pulled. It was lucky Fatty never get
wise we was after looking through
the trangoim.”

“I told you you should act fast!

“Act fast! What you expect? A
half gainer off your shoulders? Gees!
I come down so fast T got a kisser
fuli of wood.”

“Su can the beef, and give me the
paper you swiped, and brother! Were
you fast on the uptake! What were
vou geing to do, swipe it tomorrow
sometime?”

“Listen, this is all past history.
Let us talk about other things.”

“Give me the paper.”

I give it to him, and we stare dewn
at it together, and it is written like
this: .

1 pumperknickle, 10c liver-
wurst, 10c potato saiad, 2 her-
rings, plenty onions.

Axt lets out a roar like a lion, and
e pushes me so I near fall into the
gutter.

“Oh, you dope! You got the wrong
piece ogpaper. You bird brain! Oh,
I should have known this would hap-
peii, I should have known.”

“It is not the wrong piece of pa-
per,” I yell excited. “That was the
only one under the blotter. Honest,
I made sure. I would of took all the
papers there is.”

“But...” he looked down the pa-
per. “This is nothing but a list Helen
should maybe get from the delicates-
sen.”

“I cannot help that!”

*Oh dammit. I theught we were
going to have a nice code message,
and there is nothing but an order
for herrings. Oh, but it is enough
to make a fellow up and quit!” and
he looked down at the cellophane box
with the orchids.

“You know, Kelly, I got too much

co

’!)
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imagination for my own gocd some-
times. Maybe this whole thing is
only a hoax. An innocent bunch of
circumstances which has set my
imagination to work., Maybe these
orchids are, well...just olain fHfty-
cent orchids, that is all.”

“I would say yes, except for the
mysterious -character.”

“I wonder., Maybe the whole thing
is a gag., You figure the boys down
the precinct are maybe playing a gag
on us? The baroness wculd never
give us the orchids if there was any-
thing criminal involved, She never
even touched the orchids. She would
never be so dumb,” he sighed. “I
am greatly disappointed in every-
thing.”

“Especially Helen being married to
Joe Stucci.”

And then Art laughs, and starts to
tell me something but he does not do
this, At that same instant I feel a
rod being pushad into my ribs. and
somebody behind me is saying:

“Okay, you mugs, no funny busi-
ness, strud where you are!”

Now what, T am saying to mysels,
now what!

“Keep the hands away from your
rods, boys,” says the voice, and we
are confronted by two ugly-looking
characters. They deprive us of our
weapons of defense.

“What is this?” Art asks.
is this?”

“Shaddap!” says one guy with &
gun, and waves at something behind
us. I turn a little 2and see a big black
sedan drawing to the curb. Oh, oh!

“What

Art tries to be friendly. “You
guys got the wrong number!”
Everybody is very silent. The car

draws up and there sre two more
ugly-looking characters in the frent.
The two that are holding us up mo-
tionr we should enter the car,

“Oh yeah?” says Art. “I will not
get in there uniess you are telling me
whers I am going.”

“You are going for a rids,” says the
redheaded guy. “Get in, or do I
throw you in.”

“Let us talk this over. I am Arthur
N, Holter, and this is Keily, my part-
ner and pal.”

“How do you do,” says the guy.
“Get in.”

“Aw, now look, fellows...”

The rods move in on us in a busi-
nesslike manner, I look at Art; Art
looks at me. What are we to do? We
get in,

Art sighs as he settled back., “I
get it,” he says, and the redhead nods
sarcastic like,

“So this is this,” Art says. The
redheaded character is sitting on one
of the folding seats just opposite Art,
holding the gun on us, “Here!” says
Art, shoving the box of orchids in his
lap. “I know when I am licked!”

The ugly-looking brute looks down
at the orchids, then slides his eyes
up at Art. “Giddaddahere!” he sings
out, and brushes the box of orchids
off his lap like it was last week’s
garbage.

Art is surprised. “You do not want
them?”

HE redhsad looks at Art narrow-
ly. “This comes as a surprise to
you?”

“Well...if you de not want the or-
chids, what do you want?”

“You’ll find out in a minute.,” he
says, and sure enough, the car slows
down, and I look out the window,
And I near fall off the seat in sur-
prise. It is police headgquarters!

“Well,” says Art, “I was never so
surprised in my life. Cops! And
here I am thinking we are taking a
ride again like in the good old days
of prohibition!”

“Move!” says all the cops.

We march inte headquarters,
march upstairs, march into an office
and there is Chief Brandt who we
know good, sitting at his desk sur-
rounded by lots of other interesting-
looking personalities. Brandt takes
one look at us and doss a burn.

“What the!” and his face goes like
he was eating a lemon. “What you
two bums got to do with this case?”

The redhead says, “We picked
them up as they was leaving her
apartment.”

“So! You two lunkheads is mixed
up in thisi”

Art is happy. “Do not tell me you
know what we are mixed up in? And
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what is the big idea? And who is
all these guys?”

“These is F. B. I. boys. What were
yeu two bird brains doing in Baron-
ess von Kamp’s apartment?”

“Is that all you wish to know?”
says Art. “That is easy. The baron-
ess has got a maid, Helen, who I was
stuck on. I tried to make her, and
was going calling. That is all.”

Brandt spets the orchids in Art’s
hands. “Ain’t them kind of faded-
lookin’ for a dame?”

“Yes sir,” says Art. “They are that.
I guess I should not of bought them
so early in the day. But tell me,
Chiefie, what is the meaning of all
the pushing around? I bet this is a
gag.”

“You louse. If you are calling on
a skirt, what’s Kelly doin’ with you?”

“Oh, Kelly is my friend.”

Then he says to the F. B. 1. boys:
“I do not think these two bums
would be involved in anything like
this. I know them. They are a cou-
ple of lugs who play around with a
detective agency and give this racket
a black eye. They are too dumb to
be mixed up in anything like this.”

I do not like that crack. “Listen
you, we are smart enough to be mixed
up in anything!”

“Shut up!” says Art.

Chief Brandt says, “So you went
‘to the baroness’ apartment? Tell me
wiaat you seen and done there.”

snd Art tells him. But he leaves
otit so much of whkat happened, he is
practically telling a downright lie. I
do not know why he does not men-
tion about the orchids, maybe he
thinks it is too foolish. Anyway, he
ends up with the baroness throwing
us out on account of Helen is a mar-
ried woman.

“And new,” says Art, “I have been
goocd. Buppose you guys wise me up,
and maybe I'll see something I over-
lockzed and can healp you out.”

“So Brandt tells. “We got a tip
about the barcrness. She is a famous
German aviatrix. She was born in
Switzerland, of German parents, and
we cannot arrest her because we ain't
at war with Switzerland. But we
suspect the barcness is mixed up in
some fifth column activity, spy work

or sabotage, We don’t know. We
oaly suspect, but in these days we
can’t affoerd to overlook anything. We
are watching her closely, and we
think she knows she’s bein’ watched.
She ain’t left the house in days. We
got her phone tapped, but the only
call come through was today when
she made a call to tihe flower shop
saying that she needed two more or-
chids, to send them. Only the maid
leaves the house, and she don’t do
nothin’ but go to the stores. Of
course, this whole thing may be a
big mistake, but we gotta make sure,
see? Now, did you see something
while you was at her house which
might be connected with any of the
above mentioned crimes?”

*While I was at the apartment,”
says Art, “nothing happened, but her
saying get oudt 1mine house, and to
leave Helen alone because she was
a married worman. This is, you see,
strictly persomnal.”

“Yeah, I'm afraid it is.

We ieave hesadquarters.

Qutside I say te Art, “You left out
about the orchids.” ~

“Why should I tell them luitk-
heads? Listen, Keliy, we are a de-
tective agency trying to make good.
Shculd I give the cops a lead on a
case we are going to-solve?”

“Cops! Them was F. B. I. boys!”

“Sure, but we are taking it out of
their hands. They are very busy and
will appreciate it in the end. What
if we two, single-handed, was to un-
earth a whole nest of Nazi Agents

o1 spies?”
©8®OU figure Nazis is mixed up
in this mess?”

“I trust and pray it is Nazis! Be-
cause if we rvund them up, it will
make international headlines all over
the world for ns. Success is staring
us in the face.”

“To me it looks like jail!”

Well, it is pretty late now, and we
are hungry, so we eat, then we go
home. All this time Art and I do not
talk. We are both thinking a lot and
Art does not like to talk while he is
thinking.

We are walking down the hall to
Art’s apartment when we hear a noise

So beat it!”?
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coming from inside. It is the sound
of a bullet fired from a Maxim. If
you hold your nose with your fingers
and say snuck, that is the seund a
Maxim silencer shot makes. This
sound makes like that.

But we do not know for sure does
it come from Art’s apartment, or if
the neighbors are killing éach other
again. Art gets out his key, opens the
door, and we step inte the foyer,
looking into the dark living room,
which is like a tombh. Art is feeling
around for the light gwitch and like
luck is, he forgets that in this apart-
ment the switch is on the other wall,

A bullet breezes past my ear and
thuds home in the door.

I am down on the floor before you
can say uk. I yank out my rod,
which the cops give us back, and I
stare so hard in the darkness to sze
who is taking the shots at us, my
eyes hurt.

Art is stretched out on the floor
next to me and there is another shot,
But this time we see¢ the fire from
his gun, so both I and Art fire in-
stantly where we seen the flame. But
this gunw-r “is quick, because we do
aot Leat anything like a body fall-
ing or a groan to show he has been
hit. ¥

The shadows in the living room be-
gin to take place, and I see a shad-
ow moving along the bedroom door
wiiich is closzd, and T fire. But noth-
ing happens, A shot thuds home in
thie floorbeards right next to my
shoulder. I quit this spot!

I leap behind a big uphoistersd
¢hair to hide. T am waiting like any-
thing, straining my ears around tha
room, but it is all deathly silent. I
can not hear anything but my owu
breathing and Art’s clock ticking like
mad in the bedroom,

Then ali of a sudden every muscle
1 have stiffens up. Little worms start
wiggling up my spinal. 1 am realiz-
ing that I cannot be hearing Art's
clock in the bedroom, bzcaunse the
bedroom coor is clesed and besides

his cleck is one of them silent ones
anyway. Well holy gee! I am star-
ing right at an illuminated dial com-
ing toward me around the chair. I
see the assailant is coming to where

I am without any knowiedge that I
am here, too. The arm comes around.
and I raise my gun to blast away,
then hold fire., 1 am suddenly not
stire if 1t 1s the assailant, or Art.

The next thing something bangs
over my heail and I am knocked for
a loop. But it does not knock me
out. I jump blind and land on top
this guy, and we dust gp the iloor.
The next thing I hear a shot, and
the guy under me goes, “Ahhhhhggs-
guhgug,” and he lays still,

Then Art is shaking rae and 1 am
yelling, *I am blind! I am blind!”
But Art wipes away the blood from
my eyes and I can sce aagin. I thank
Art for saving my life.

“Aw nuts,” says Art.
over.,” And I de it.

Welt! T near fall back in shock.
The guy dead as a coffin nail is none
other than Joe Stucci in person!

“Turn him

“Jee Stucci!” cries Art. “What is
he doing here?”
“Art, I do not like this. It is ne

good. Everybody knew yeou were
after Joe Stucci’s guts.”

“This is seif-defense. If I would
not of shot him, he would of shot
youw.”

“Oh! I hope the nice policernen
will belisve us.”

“But what is the rat doing here?”
Art leoks around the room. There
is nothing wrong with the room. But
I am worried, and silently I poins
to the bedroom. We go over, open
the door, and brother, I near faint!

The room leoks like a panzer unit
just come by, Chairs are dumped
over, bedspreads pulled out of shape,
piliers throwa around, everything
looking like a fight has been had here,
I cannot speak. I am afraid, Even
I am afraid te look around the room
for fear what I shall see. Oh that
rat Stucci,

Between the twin beds we see a
pair of feet sticking up in the air.
We rush ever and leck down at a
dead guy we never in our lives seen
before!

“We been framed!” yells Art, “jos

_ Stucci planted a corpse en us. Look

at this room, he made it look like we
had a battlee. We caught him just

‘as he was making his getaway after
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leaving the corpse. What we going

to do?”

' POINT to the rod near the dead
man,

“Holy!” says Art., “That is my
rod, my spare .38. He was shot with
my red. Holy?

“Yeah. Fiithy with your prints,
and Stucci wearing gloves.”

“Don’t you ever notice anything
but gloves on people! But why?
Why should Joe Stucci plant a dead
duck on us, why?”

“He always hated your guts.”

“But railroading us to the electric
chair 1”

“What do you mean us!
out of this!”

“Oh, go back on a pal when he is
framed, huh?”

“Now wait a minute, wait a min«
ute.”

“But who is the corpse?
see this guy Wefore.”

He is a little old guy with chin
whiskers like a goat has, and plenty
of white hair. I bend down and take
a close look at his face. I see he has
been pasted on the chin, and I touch
him and he is very very warm yet.
Se Joe Stucci killed him with the
shet we heard in the hall,

Art pulls uvp the lid of this guy’s
eye. “He tust of come here alive,
Loolk at the eyes, dilated pupils, that
means he was drugged. He was
brought here in a stupor and killed
on the spot. It looks like we are a
sure thing for a double murder rap.”

“Maybe we could explain every-
thing to the cops?”

“You ever try to explain anything
to a cop?”’ )

But at that mement, way way off I
hear something that turng my re-
maining hair grey, Sirens!. Coming
fast! I start to run around in a panic.

“QOur shots!” yells Art. “They at-
tracted attention. Someone called
the cops! Quick, let us beat it!”

“Oh no, Art, please!’ I beg like
anything, “Do not run away. Please,
Art. not from the scene of a crime!”

“Many innocent men get the chair
every day. Me, I want to solve this
case. 1 cannot concentrate in jail. I
know, because I tried, so come!”’

Leave me

I never

“But a murder rep, Art, a double
wutder rap!’

“It should be a massacre I would
still beat it!”

“Mama mee-ah, mama mee-ah! My
ex-wife told me I would end up like
this!"”

CHAPTER IV

RT rups into the living
room, grabs those orchids,
<. then grabs my arm and

literally drags me intc the john.
There we climb out on the fire
escape and head for the rcof. We
run cver to the edge of the roof and
look down, and there the whele
street is beginning to look like every--
body in the five boroughs of Man-
hattan has heard our shsts. A vo-
lice car noses around the corner.
That is all I stay to see. New 1 am
running for all I am worth.

We are in it this time, up to the
neck! It does not seem lie this was
happening to me. &nd it all started
because Art cannot keep from mak-
ing a blondie whe: he sees one.
Women! That is what comes from
associating with them! h

We keep moving and do not step
running until we hit an alley and
hide behind a mess of garbage cans.
So this is what I come to, hiding out
behind ash cans, and all because of a
woman! I am glad Maizie and I had
a divorce! I do not want to have
anything to do with a woman ne
maere !

“We get to find a radio,” says Art,

“Look areund,” I says as sarcastic
as I can get it. “Help yourself!”

“We just got to find cut who the
dead man in the bedroom was. If I

bl

know who he is it will explain
everything I am sure.”
“Ha! But I am sore! Why, oh

why, did yeu not tell Chief Brandt
about them lousy orchids? Why?”

“Because!”

“Don’t gimme that!”

“Shshsh! I do not wish to involve
Helen with the F. B. I.”

“Oh, you don’t! Well, you look
here, Mr. Arthur N. Holter, our
friendship may date back to knee-
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pants, but I will see what a dope I am
to run away from the scene of the
crime, and I will sing long and loud
abeut everything what happened
from the minute that Helen says, ‘Or-
chids for m’dme!' ”

“Shut up. Where are we?”

“In an alley amongst asi cans. And
from the way they stink I...”

“Good! We got to get to a
radio and listen to the mnews
flashes. Let us get a drink,. We will
take a chance and walk along the
street until we spot a nice dark sa-
loon.”

“All right, but I am giving you fair
warning, This has gone enough for
me, Keily!”

O WE get up from the garbage
cans and walk down the block
until we find a dark saloon, We go
in, sit way in the back, order drinks.
The radio is going full blast,

Mot only do I near fall down in
surprise, but I choke on my rye when
I hear what they say about us. I get
so nervous I do not remember clear
exactly how it all goes, But it is
terriblz,

A spectacular gun duel was fought
between arch enemies in Art’s apart-
ment, causing the death of Joseph
Stucci, and an unidentified man, They
give out with our descriptions and I
near have a fit. What kept me from
fainting right then and there I be-
lieve was the three ryes I had. Then
ten minutes later there is another
flash, and ch brother!

The police identified the mysteri-
ous dead man in the apartment as
Dr. erman Fischer, a eccentric sci-
entific genius. Dr. Fischer mysteri-
ously disappeared from 2 train in
Grand Central Station three days
ago. Dr Fischer was on tlic way to
a Government laboratory with a
pracious forumia for a gasoline sub-
stitute.

Pr. Fischer had successfully dem-
ensirated teo Arimy officials that he
could make any engine run with &
tank full of distilied water and a
hand full of white powder which was
a secret formula, This stuff was com-
bustionable and guaranteed to make
a motor run. Oaly Dr. Fischer knew

how to make it, and he was going to
show the Government how when he
disappeared.

“Holter and Kelly are now believed
to have this formula in their pesses-
sion,” says the announcer. And...
according to Chief Brandt of the po-

lice, we had been taken down to Po-

“lice Headquarters earlier in thes day

for questioning concerning our con-
nections with enemy governments.
They had let us go for insufficient
evidence.

Reasoned Chief Brandt, Holter and
Kelly, suspecting that the F. B. L
were closing in, went back to their
apartment, killed Dr. Fischer. They
believed that Joseph Stucci might
have been an innocent bystander, or
might have been shet trying to pre-
vent the killing of Dr. Fischer! The
imagination of them pecple!

“That’s it!” vells Art. “4 formula
for a gas substituta. Wow at last we
know what we are mixed up int”

“Yezah, and we are hunted men.”

“Only thing is, although I know
what we are mixed up in, and that
in some way these orchids connect
...but the baroness would not give
them to us if they had a priceless
formula in coede on them.”

“And you put Helen in this, you

hear? You put her in. DMrs. Jee
Stucei.  She started all thist”

“Mrs. Joe Stucci!” Art laughs at
me. “Go on!”

“What do you mean by that?”

“This is the one thing I understand
about the case all right. I started to
tell you but them cops took us off to
headquarters. Look, Kelly, Helen is
a nice respectable girl. Would a nice
girl Iike she is stop to talk to two
lugs if she is a decent married wom-
an?”

“I should say no to you and add o
my troubles?”

“Helen knew I was cn the make;
she let me make her. Tse wour de-
That is not what 2 decent

o
=)

duction.
married woman of fizlea’s type
would do!”

“Are you trying to tell me ste is
not s. Joe Stucci?”

“QOf course she is not. Shes is not
married to anybody, I hope.”
“But the baroness said...”
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“What the baroness said, hell! It
was the baroness beat up Helen and
because I come out and accure her of
it, she got scared. She covered up
by saying Helen is married, and when
T get tough and ask the guy’s name,
she gave out with the first name
ceme to mind. Joe Stucci she says
to keep me off Helen, and thereby
she makes a big mistake because she
tells me Joe Stucci is positively
mixéd up in something phoney with
her.”

“But why should the baroness beat
Helen?”

“To make her come back for the
orchids. IHelen is the shy type and
got rattled when she heard the word
cop, knowing something was fishy
aieut the orchids. That is always the
way with innocent people. Innocent
pecpie are afraid of cops, not crim-
inals.”

“All right, so she is not married to
Joe Stucci. But how does this mess
we are in tie up with the orchids?”

“l do not know. I swear I do not
Inow. There is only one thing to do.
We sit here until we get the an-

swers!”

e® Y THAT time I will be rip-
roaring drunk. Not that I

mind such a condition. Ia fact, I do

ncot mind so much running away like

I did before.”

“Running away...Kelly! I am get-
ting an idea!” e slaps the table,
“Kelly, remember when Helen came
to cur apartment she said she fol-
lowed us and rang all the dcorbells
in the apartment until she found
ours?”

“I recall such & statement.”

“Kelly, she never fcllowed us! She
never, never, never could do such a
thing !”

“Are you crazy? Howr else would
she know where twoe perfect stran-
gers who accosted her like us lived
ii she did not follow?”

“But that is it! I have it! She did
not knew! Shs ran around the block
and disappeared, remember? 1 live
hsli-way up the block from where
the business of the changing of the
orchids took place. Kelly, she never
had time to follow us, because, before

7

she had time to run back up the block
again...we would already be enter-
ing our apartment house!”

“But, Art, that does not make
sense.”

“But it does! It clears up the
mystery! Someoune told her where
we lived, and I know who.”

“But, Art, who told her?”

“The mysterious character
came gunning after the orchids.”

“Oh, he followed us, not Helen...”

“No! That is just it. Nobody fel-
lowed us! If he followed us and
was after the orchids, he would have
come into our place right after us.
He would not wait ene whole hour.
No, Kelly, neither the mysterious
character nor Heleri followed us, and
I have solved the whole case.”

“Please, Art, go easy on the liquor.
You are stinking.”

“I have solved the case. If Helen
did not follow us, and the mysterious
character did not either, and 1 just
moved yesterday and nobody knows
but us where we live, there is only
one answer.

“There is one guy, and cne only

who

who knew where we lived, witiicit -~

following anybcdy!”

“Who?”

“Meyer! Meyer the jeweler! My
gold cigarette case with the littie
gold shield inside which has my ad-

ress inside.”

Then Art grabs up the box of or-
chids and rummages through like he
irr crazy, Then he yells out.

“I got it! No wender Fatty the
baroness gave us the orchids. No
wonder. Why that big fat...she
gave us the orchids back, but she did
not give them back complete!”

“Oh? A petal is missing?”

“No, Kelly, no! But the two
straight pins are! See? The pins
are gone! Gee, don’t you see? Meyer!
Engraver! Pins! VYou can engrave
the Lord's prayer on top a head; on
two you czn print the library. Don't
yvcu see, Kelly? The formula for Dr.
Fischer’s gas substitute is engraved
on those two pinheads which were
in thicse orchids!”

I cannot say one single word.

“Now I get the whole setup. The
F. B. I. Agents were watching the
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baroness. She knew they were watch-
ing her. Meyer had the plns ready.
and she had to get them, so she sent
Helen for them.  Meyer and Joe
stucci were in on the deal

“They had te get rid of Di.
Fischer; they had to kill him be-
cause if he lived he would give the
Government the formula, and they
do not wish this. They are enemies
of this Government. Joe Stucci
thought it a swell way to get rid of
the body by pinning the rap on us.
Only we killed him hefore he got
away.

“Helen, knowing something is
wrong with the orchids, gives thetn
to us. The baroness, when Helen gets
back home, quick phones up Joe
Stucci; flowers is lost, send mere.
But she doesn’t mean orchids, she
really means pins. She is telling Joe
Stucci to quick tell Meyer to en-
grave two more pins.

“Joe Stucci hot-foots it over to
Meyer across the street, and relays
the message. Meyer reinembers us
guys in the store, and that we left.
tailing Helen! He only thought I
was on the make, but now he remem-
2295 we are detectives, so he does
something about it. He hurries to
our apartment, having the addresy
handy, and comes gunning after the
orchids...the pins!

“He is unsuccessful. Back he goes
to the baroness, sneaks in unseen, and
sends Helen out after them. Helen
is afraid and does not want to go, se
she is beat up and made to go.

L4 LEN gets the orchids, gives
them back. Hey Kelly! That
is what you saw through the transom.
Not cellophane, but pins! They
would disappear in her big fat fin-
gers, and from that distance you were
leoking at nothing. Yeu could not
see two itty bitty straight pins she
was looking at through the magnify-
ing glass, to see if they were en-
graved with the gas formua.”

“Art, you are a genius! A sheer
genius!”

“That 1s why she gave us the or-
chids. She knew I smelled a rat, and
took this way of quiet mg me down.
She aiready had what she wanted.
Kelly, the cdse is soived! We are
made! The Holter-Kelly Detective
Agency is made! Just wait until. ..
Just wait. . until...”

“Yes, just wait until the first cop
spots us. Do you think Chief Brandt
is going to believe this yarn about

two pins? Ohn sure, like a flash of
lighining! I can just see it myself!"
“Oh, sh! You are right. He will

never believe that. Not after I said
the orchids was for Helen, and with-
out no pins now. Kelly, we got to do
something. The baroness has in her
possession twe pins with a precious
formula that means millions to the
war effort. She is probably right this
minute on her way to the Nazi Gov-
ernrzent, and who would stop to
think two pins about two pins?”

“She cannot get out of this coun-
wry

“She can tos! You forget she is
a Swiss citizen. To get her out ef
the country has been doped out long
ago. We have got to stop that wom-
an! Somesway, somchaw we have to
stop those two pins from leaving this
country "

“With the whole United States
mad at us, that should be a cinch.”

Art gets up. “Come on, Kelly, we
are going back to Meyer, this en-
graver! I got the best idea I ever
had in my life!”

Meyer is sitting under a light, way
back in his store working. Art
knocks on the frent door, and Meyer
leoks up and comes hopping over.
Hs peeks through the window try-
ing to see who we are. He recog-
nizes us and his face falls. But he un-
locks the Qoor. _

“Well,” he says all smiles. “This Is
most unusual. I hadn’t expected you
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until morning. However, your case is
ready, Mr. Hoiter.”

We get inside the store, and stand
wiith our backs to the window. “Now,
Mr. Meyer,” says Art, “it is your
turn to stick them up,” and he has his
red in his hands and is showing it to
Mr. Mceyer. “Only you do not put
up the hands. Just stand there like
you are having a friencly converca-
tion with us.”

Meyer's face is a thing to see.
“What's the meaning of this?”

“History remezts itself. O=ly this
afternoon we were saying the same
things to each other, oniy the other
way around.”

“Mr. Holter, I demand to knaw, is
this a holdup?”

“In a way.”

“Look here, I heard the radic. You
are wanted by the police...”

“Muts! I am wise to your sgetup.
1 am here for the express purpose of
marching ycu down to headguarters
where you are going to expiain to
some nice F. B. I. toys the story ef
two pins, which have a certain form-
ula cngraved o them.”

Meyer makes believe to laugh.
“You mus: e crazy{ Pins? En-
graved? Formulz? What are you
driveling about?”

“Im teliking abcut the two pins
Kelly snitched from the bareness’
apartment this afternoon.”

Well, Meyer's face gets as white
as snow. “You mean you...”

“I mesn this afternoon while sit-
ting at the baroness’ desk, Kelly here
simply took two innocent nude pins
and switched them for the ping in
tiie orchids. We saw the baroness
examine them through a magnifying
glass while we were looking through
the transom. .And now we are going
to tell it to the F. B. I.”

“You switched the pins!” he says
in a hoarse voice. “I can’t believe
it

“Then don’t. But we did it.”

“But the baroness...”

‘““The baroness is on her way with
two pins that don’t mean a thing.
Some gag, huh?”

“I...I don't believe you!”

Art laughs at me. “He does not
believe us, Kelly.”

I go along with the gag. “Why de
vou not siiow them to him, Art? Just
show them to him?”

Art gets startled. He glares at
me. HMeyer's eyes are all lights, “QOh,
you have the pins with you?”

“Now what did you have to say
that for, Kelly?” Art says like I have
spoiled everything. “Oh, well, the
harm is done, so what? Sure we have
the pins, And they are well hidden.
You could not find them in a million
vears, I have hidden them so good.
But enough of this horsing around.
You will kindiy step this way. Oh,
nut I laugh whenever I think of the
baroness beating it the hell out of
this country with two perfectly nude
pair of pins.”

ND he starts to laugh and slaps
e his knee and naturally he moves
his gun off Meyer,

“Yes, isn’t iti” says Meyer with
icicles, and he whips cut a gun on us.
Art stands there with his mouth open
and so de L. /firt swears.

“You will please” says Meyer,
“place your guns upon theo counter?”

We do this. He puts thera in bis
peckets, and frisks us, too. -

“New, you both are coming with
me. I hope there is still time left to
stop the barcness and give her the
right pins. I have no alternative but
to take you to her, since you won't
give me the pins.”

“Yeu will never get them!”
Art,

“Never,” I say.

*“We shall see. There are many
ways we can persuade you, I'm sure,
A hot foot in the form of molten
lead. That usually brings amazing
results. Crushing your fingers with
pinchers; I like that one. We’ll make
you give them up, I'm sure,” and he
motions us to get in the back of his
store.

There he proceeds to gag us, and
tie our hands behind our backs. He
shoves us along to the back yard
where there is a garage. He throws
us doewn en the floor of his car. He
bintds our ankles together, throws
& heavy blanket over us, and gets into
the car and drives off.

After a while I am wondering if

says

i
i

~wE

o
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Art was so smart to try this. It will
be hot stuff to torture us for a pair
of pins we do not have on us. I can
just see the hot lead coming for me,
and me screaming I do not have the
pins, I am very uncomiortable,

Wz drive along and we drive 3nd

drive. I have no idea where wwa go,
or how long it tzkes because { can-
net set anything. I do not even

breathe so geocd on account of tha
blauket.

After a loag time we suddenly ride
over a lot of bumps, which show ws
are using a cowntry vozd. Then sud-
denly the car stops. 1 i Mayer
get out, throw oven the Zdocr, and
take off the blanket. I cza braathe
cold clear night air,

Meyer grubs licid my com, A
me up and out of the car. I sze we
are in a pretty desorted parr of thz
country section, I turn 4 n‘t]a, s:a
an eld farm house. 711
that there Is anctuer fr uiding

v hich loaks Iike a big gavage. A&nd
then I see sciietning I can herdly bs-
lieve I am seeing it

a1 aarop}ane, a big streamiiaed
jeb. I no sooner spot tire plane when
I get the whole thmg The bar cness
with the pins on her is geoing to puld
a Hess! It is the oniy meaning ior
a big plane like that. That woman
must be crazy to try a stust like
thiat, at a time like this!

O SOCNEL do I spot the pl:mo

when I zece two women coming
over to us. It is the beronsss and
Helen, and tkey have guns. The
baroness i3 all rigged out in fying
togs., Ilelen, she looks at us iilzz she
is sszeing ghosts.  Meyer calls ot

to the ba"o’aess, and she coamss on
Vot is

the run with “Vot is diss!
cigsl”
“1 am that re
“I waa af r;**.'i
The bar f*ss
us. “Tﬁcw wo

vunk men in mine hous2 this atim-
noon, NMeyer! Vot doy doink hare?
Deyer? Heil Hitler'”

“fFeil Hitler!” says Meyer.
qui\ Eiitler!” says Helzo.
re these men deing heére?”
“These fools. They came to ms
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with a story! They wanted to arrest
mie, the idiots!”

“Vell? Vot dis got to do wiss
me?”

“Somehow these idiots managed to
switch pins on you this afternoon.
Kelly took them while seated at your
desk.”’

“YWhat!!!” roars the baroness. “You
cannot . . . vy you pork! You aye-

el! You stupit incompetent unde-
cent stupit. Switch pins?”

“They took the engraved pins and
substituted two nude ones. They
Lave the real pins concealed upon
their persons somewhere.”

‘““Gottinhimmeikreutz-

bombendonnervetter-
nochamahl! Meyer! Butyou
sink I do ncot know if I have right
pine after they are gone? They make
joke wiss you! I have right pius!
1 have magnifying glass, nicht wahr?
have right pins before they come
me, and 1 have right pins after
zy are gene. Gottohgottohgott!
ver, vot have you done!”
“You mean . ..~ and it dawns on
him. He turas to look at us, and if
looks could kill I would be pushing
up daisies right then and there.

Helen is standing there stiifly, her
lips a hard line. “IMeyer! That was
stupid. Do you think the baroness
wculd leave with the wrong pins?
You underestimate the baroness’s in-
telligence. She has the right pins.
We made sure just a short time ago;
these men are cbviously up to some-
thing!”

Meyer reaches up and tears the
gags from our faces. “So! You
tricked me. ¥You haven't got those
pins after all!” ‘

“I cannot tell a lie,” says Art. “No,
I have not.”

Helen sighs and releases the safety
on her gun. “You two boys have
caused me no end of trouble. It
was stupid of you to come here.
Why did you do it? Now I am sorry
but there is only one thing left to
do. You have guessed our secret mis-
sion, therefore you must die.”

“Ch, Helen!” says Art.

“I am sorry, Mr. Holter, you have
asked for this. It was a big blunder,
your coming here. Did you imagine

you could stcp the haroness from
lying to Germany:?”

“Flying to Germanyi” yells Art.
“But you'll never make it.”

“Ha!” says the baroness. ‘“Ha ha!
What Hess could do, I can do! Have
I nct big plane? Plenty gasoline?
I will iy into the stratesphere where
no guns reach me. And the pins
with the precious formula will to to
mine Fuehrer. Heil Hitler!”

Everybody makes with the Heil,
except Art and I

“Come,” says the baroness, “time 3
short. To think that in the near fu-
ture we Chermans will run automo-
biles, and maybe aeroplanes without
gasoline, but with water. Ach! But
that is a fuany thcught! And to-
Chermany will go the honor of being
the discoverers of this new formula.”

“{ thought Dr. Fischer discovered
it.” 5w
“Vell yes, but Dr. Fischer has
Cherman bicod@ asound him some-
where I am surs, Evewn j1st a little.
Cnly a person with superior Cierman

blood in them can make such grede.-.

revoiutionary inventions. Ach yes.
Mine Fuehrer will be so please wiss
me. So piease wiss me when I come
home wiss the pins!”

ee OUR Highness,” says Halen,
k4 “T think this flight has been
delayed long encugh.”

“Yes, ves, mine kint. I must go.
He vill be piease wiss me. I can
just see his beaundiful face when he
thank me in the name of the Reich.”

“Do me a favor,” says Art. “When
you see his face, kindiy spit in it for
me. will you?”
ignore that. DMeyer says.
Tichness, vou won't forget to
mention to Herr Hitler the...er...
small part I played? IMy engravine?”

“But of course. Herr Meyer. ¥You
will be most valuable to our cause

here in this country. And you,
Helen, I will tell our Fuehrer about
you tco.”

“Qh thank
thankx yeu.”
“GCh Helen,” moans Art.
“Quiet, you fooi!”
There we are, tied and helpless, and

vou, Your Highaness,

“Flelen.”
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~"No!” yells Art hysterical.
*Helen!
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the baroness grunts her way into the
plane.

“Helen,” says Art. “Please, you
are not going to let her go!”

Helen laughs. “And why not? Of
course she will fily, And she will get
to Germany! She must! I am a true

German. I will do anything to help
our New Order. She must get to
Germany!”

“Ch Helen!”

“Ach,” says the bareness. “but the
Fuehrer will be please.”

“Helen!” begs Art. “Shoot her.
Do something Helen, you have a
gunt”

“Quiet! Or I will have you gagged
again,”

Art starts to jig around trying to
yelease his hands and feet. I do it
too, but Meyer did a good job. The
Topes do not budge. Helen and Mey-
er laugh at us,

The baroness is in the plane, the
motor starts. We stand there help-
less and watch the baroness fix her
goggles and settln “herself. She
makes a heil at us, Helen and Mey-
er heil back. Thie plane starts away,
cridzes dewn the field.

“No!
Shoot! Do something!”

“Quiet!” yells Helen.

Back comes the plane, it speeds
down the runway, it lifts easily off
the ground. Ve watch, our mouths
open with dismay, as the plane takes
to the air. For a few seconds I pray
she misses and hits the tree tops, but
she does not. She rides over them
like a bird, and disappears, the plane
headed out to sea.

“Helen!’ moans Art.
forgive you for this.”

“Whe wants the forgiveness of a
dead man,” says Helen. “Come, Mey-
er, let us get this over with.”

“Right,” says Meyer and turns

away. Helen jumps and sticks the
gun in his ribs. *“All right, Myer,
stick up the hands!
- Well, I am sc surprised I do fall
over this time because on account of
I forget my feet are tied, In a min-
ute Helen has Meyer's guns. Then
she takes out a knife and slices Art’s
hands free. Then Art cuts me free.
We tie up the struggling Meyer.

“I will not

“But Helen, I thought...” says
Art,

“About the baroness? She will not
get far. Not in that plane. You see
I filled her tank with dirt. Pooh! I
hope siie drops in the middle of the
ocean.”

“But the pins, Helen: the formula
will be lost to science.”

*Ha! You think so? Wel}, I have
the pins! It is I who did the switch-
ing around. For one minute when
you two come here with the story
about switching pins, I am so fright-
ened she will take one more look at
the ones she is wearing. Ha, she has
nothing but two ordinary straight
pins on her now.”

“Helen, you are wonderful.”

“Nonsense. I had to do it. This
afternoon when I was toid to get the
orchids for m’dme, I did not know
how important they were. I knew
there was something wrong with
them, but I never, never dreamed
their value. When you say you are
dicks, I am confused, and do what
I did do, for which I am not sorry.
When I get them back from you, she
tells me their importance while she
writes out what I should get from the
delicatessen. Then I know what I
must do. I switch pins here when
she takes the last look at them. I just
pin the wrong pins on her, that is all.
Well? What do you say we all go
down to the police station and tell
them about this?”

Art was right, We made headlines!
I never in my life see anybody so
grateful like the American Public,
You would think we was heros the
way they treat us. The Little Flow-
er welcomes us at City Hall. All the
expensive broadcasts have us as
guests. We have the time of oar
lives,

They pick up the baroness’ plane
just outside Coney Island. Art and
I have vpitchers took next to the
wrecked piane and Helen, We get it
framed in our office. We are, how-
ever, going to give up the Detective
Business, because Art and I was tak-
en into the Army and we are going
to do some more work for Uncle Sam.

THE END



THE LADY IN THE CASE

Complete Mystery Novelet

One by one the jilted men
took dry-dives from hotel
windows, and the search
for the deadly blonde be-
came desperate ... |

By lLee E. Wells

CHAPTER I

SHIS love business, Lt. Jim
Dink of Homicide decided,
had gone a bit too far. The
. crushed body on the pavement be-

82
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side the Mardott Hotel was the fifth
death for love in a month. Dink
stepped away from the crowd on the
lawn and looked upws:rd, eight stories
where drapes flapped out of an open
window,

Instinctively his bulging green eyes
traced the fzll of the body. down be-
fore the height of brick and windows
to the thin width of the walk that
bordered the green lawn. Dink’s
wide lips shifted the frayed cigar to
the other corner of his meouth. Be-
yond the police line, the curious
crowd craned and gaped. Traffic on
the boulevard that bordered Fall
Cresk was tied up in knots. There
sounded the far-off wail of the am-
bulance. ,

One of the detectives had already
given Dink a brief resume of what
was found. This fellow, Werner, had
typed a farewell note to his swest-
heart and had deliberately walked
out into thin air. It could happen,
of course, had happened four times
before. . Dink wondered if Dan Cupid

-could be subpoenaed for murder,

Lieutenant Dink wished profanely

that guys would take their loving or
leave it, instead of tzking nose-dives
out windows because of some frail
with a come-hither look. He pushed
his soft hkat back on his thinning
hair and the tops of his big ears fold-
ed slightiy under the brim. He bit
down savagely on. the cigar and
walked away f{rom the men around
the body. : e

The drive of the Mardott Hots!
archad in from the ‘street between
alsef potted plants and there was an
aicof arch over the doorway. The
uniformed doorman Inoked a little
frightened. He saluted Dink.

“He’s dzad, sir?” he asked.

Dink stared up at the man. His
own scant five feet made him s2era a
dwari bsside the tall expance of uni-
forin end braid. Ink noted souriy
that the doorman was a handsome
voung fellow. “Are you in love?”
ne asked abruptly,

The man looked startled and con-
fused. “Why, yes, sir."

Dink pulled at one of his big ears.
“Ever been jilted?”

N

_ The man grinned wryly. “Yes, sir.

Several times.”
Dink nodded and shifted the cigar

again. “Did you ever want to end it
all because some dame did vou
wrong?”

The doorman stared hard at the
detective. He slowly- shoak his head,
“Not quite, sir. DTve felt like hell
scmetimes, but never that bad.”

Dink took the cigar out of his
mouth and examined the frayed end.
He decided it was good for a few
more minutes. He looked hard at
the doorman, “Take it easy, son. The
love-bug's pretty deadly .around
here.”

He pushed around the man and
through the doors. The rich lobby
was filled with an awed and fright-
ened crowd. The manager was hav-
ing a hard time explaining why such
things happened at the Mardott. He
saw Dink and came hustling over.

His moon face was worried. “Can’t
vour men finish up gquickly . out
there, officer?”

Dink's thick lips pursed. “Maybe.
We must have pictures.”

The fat hands fluttered in horror.
“I don't know why it should happen
here! This is an apartment hotel
with a fine and distinguished name.
It will be hard on us.

‘Dink’'s green eyes glittered. “It
was pretty hard on Werner, But you
wouldr’t know, would you?"

The manager showed a fleeting

look of contriteness. “Of course it
is very sad; officer. But it is also a
shock to my guests. fter all, I

must think of them.”

Diniz nodded. “They’re having the
time of their lives, Jacobs. Nothing
like a good suicide or murder to
awalken a sluggish liver. T'll want to
; later.”
lked guickly to the elevator
ite deoors,

upward at a
diguified pace. Dink leansd back
against the wall and decided he liked
what little of the girl’s legs he could
see below the conservative uniform,
She had neat ankles and was pretty.

Dink asked, “Did you know Mr.
Werner?” _

Sthe nodded and kept her face

o)
The elevztor started
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turned, her eyes on the light panel.
It wasn’t very busy. “Yes, sir.”

Dink scratched his lean jaw.
nice guy?”

l‘A

“Ch, yes, sir!” she said abruptly

and Dink saw' the red flush at the
back of her neck. “That is, he was
quite a gentlefian, sir, and very con-
siderate.”

INK saw that they were passing

the sizth floor. He pulled him-

self away from the wall. “I bet he
was nice to you.”

He caught a quick glance of brown
eyes. He felt suddenly sorry for the
girl. She was frightened. “Don’t
mind me,” he growled.

“Thank yeou, sir.,” The doors slid
open and Dink faced the hall that
led to Werner’s apartment. He could
see the uniformed policeman before
the door. He grinned into the girl’s
worried face and walked down the
hall,

Prentice and Hall, from Dink’s
department, were lecoking things
over. Prentice had the closet door
open and was checking Werner’s col-
lection ef suits. Hall had an open
briefcase on a spindleleg table and
was going through the papers.

e grinned up at Dink. ““This guy
did a!l right, Lieutenant. He lived
in style.”

Dink nodded and walked to the
open window. He looked down at
the little figures far below. The am-
bulance was just rounding the cor-
ner. Dink turned back to the room
and walked over to a desk against
the far wall. Its top was open and
a portable typewriter glistened in the
light. There was a sheet of paper in
the roller.

Pink bent down and read the typ-
ing., The letterhead was engraved,
announcing that Jefferson Werner
sald preferred lists of bonds and se-
curities. = The message below was
brief,

“I cannot live without you, Mary.
Life has meant so much that it is
blank and drear after you said all
was over between us. I feel this is
the only way out.” '

There was no signature, typed or
written. Dink studied the note.

The

whole thing foliowed the usual pat-
tern, stili .the note didn’t ring quite
true. He turned to Prentice, who had
come out of the closet.

“Any idea who Mary is?” he asked.

Prentice shook his head-and point-
ed to a dresser near the bed. There’s
some frail's things over there that we
found tucked around.”

Dink pushed away from the desk,
giving the note a second irritable
lock. He tock off his hat and threw
it on the bed. His baldness became
immediately apparent and his ears
looked bigger. His face was thin
and bony, the nose large and preda-
tory. His green eyes bulged slightly
ini the seckets and he always looked
to be cn the verge of an angry out-
burst., His iips were too wide for the
face, and too thick. They always held
an evil, frayed cigar.

He picked up a vanity case. It had
a wing design with a lipstick con-
tainer built into the top, Dink
turned it over and read the manu-
facturer’s name. It could have been
purchased in a hundred places in the
city. There was a brown bobby pin.
There was a little sguare of white
liren that had no laundry mark.

Dink held it to his hawk nose and
sniffed. It faintly suggested face
powder and ncthing more. His green
eyes glittered when he looked =zt the
little .22-caliber revolver pushed baclh
against a pair of military brushes -

He turned to Prentice.: “The lady
didn’t like him or didn’t trust him.
Mavbe Werner was a heell”

The detective grinned. “Sure. She
fought for her honor and Werner got
discouraged. He did a Brody.”

Dink stocd back and looked at the
collecticn. -“Kaybe you got some-

thing.” He pulled at one of his big
ears. ‘‘Prentice, there’s a cute little

dame on the elevator. Bring her in.”

The detective straightened. “Xer
You mean this guy played around
with the help?”

“Hew the hell do I know?” Dink
growled and Prentice left the rocom.
Dink stcod by the open window
again. He took out the frayed cigar,
inspected its end. He sighed and
threw the remains into a wastebasket.
His bony fingers pulled out another
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and he thoughtfully chewed off the
end.

He turned slewly, his eyes going
over the room. Near the door, one
edge of the rug was turned up and
there was a big wrinkle in the fabriec,
A low table stcod before two easy
chairs, Powder made a peculiar pat-
tern that caught Dink's attenticn.

He took his handkerchief and lift-
ed the wing compact on the dresser.

He crossed to the table and carefully .,

lowered the metal box. The powder
lize on the tauble exactly framed the
edge of the compact. )

Hall Jooked up from thuv-briefcase.
“Got something, Lieutenant?”

“Where did you find the compact
and gun?” Bink asked.

~Hall pointed to one of the chairs,
“The compact was down behind the
cushion. The gun was over there on
the dresser.”

INK nodded.
chief ?”

"‘Right,‘where it was, on the dress-
er,” :

The door opened and a fat detec-
ive, Donegan, filled the frame.
Say,
1is guy Werner didn’t register for
ilective Service. Anyway, we can't
d his card.”

Dink’s thin brows raised. Frentice
I(I

“The handkei-

got the girl here, Lieutenant”

Dink ordered the others out. of the
room. The girl was clearly fright-
ened and nervous and Dink tried to
make her comfortable in ene of the
chairs. She kept looking around the
room and Ler hands wouldn’t stay
still in her iap.

Dink lit his cigar. It glowed a few
seconds and then went out. He didn’t
notice. His bulging eyes watched the
gicrl. She sat stiff in the chair. He
saw that she had brown hair and that
prabably she used the same shade of
bobby pin that he had found. Fe was
satisfied to chew on the dead cigar
and stare. The girl looked around
the roomm, her eyes rested on the
open window and skittered away. She
twisted her fingers.

Finally she looked up, her fore-

hsad lined.. “I can’t tell ycu any-

thing.”
Dink shrugged. “Maybe, maybe
naot. Did you tring anyone up to see

Mr. Werner today?”

“I don’t know.” She explained
hastily when his thin eyebrow arched.
“I've brought several t& this floor,
but Mr. Werner's wasn’t the only
apartment.”

“Any women?”

She hesitated noticeably. “Yes,
three. One of them was Mrs. Mor-
ton, down the hall. I didn’t know
the other two.”

Dink shifted tne cigar,
them young? Pretty?”

She dropped her eyes to her fin-
gers. “One of them, yes. The other
was avout forty-five.” She looked up
and added quickly, “I don’t know
where they went.”

Dink smiled. He shouldn’t have
done it. He looked like an inebriated
gargoyle. “What’s your name?”

“Ruth Garson.”

Dink seemed to go into a confer-
ence with the end of his cigar, con-
sidering it closely. He popped it
back in his mouth. *Did you come
in here today?”

The girl’s hands gripped tite chaix
arms and there was strain in her face.
She stared at him and Dink fixed her
with his bulging green eyes. She
licked her lips, then seemed to col-
Iapse back in the chair.,

“Yes,” she said in a choked, low
voice. “I came just before T reported
on duty.” She jumped from the chair
and her voice trembled in fear. “But
he was all right then! I didn’t have
anything to do with this.”

Dick managed to get her back in
the chair. “Youw’re not accused of
anything, Miss Garson. Wkat did
you discuss?” ;

She had control of herself. “I'll
be fired for this. We are not sup-
posed to become intimate with the
guests.”

Dink touched her arm reassuringly,
“I don’t think this will get to the
estimable Mr. Jacobs. Let’s have it

“Both of

now.”

“Mr. Werrner had taken me out
several times. He was a nice and
thoughtful man. We—that is, I
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thought a lot of him. We were to go
to the Sapphire Room tonight. That's
what we were talking about.”

Dink picked up the compact in his
handkerchief and held it before her.
“Is this yours?”

She stared at it and shook her
head. Dink replaced the box and
shifted his cigar. He patted her arm
twice. ‘“That’s all, Miss Garson. This
won’t get any further and you
needn’t worry about your job. Just
give the officer in the hall your name
and address. Don’t move unless you
inform the police, and don’t try to
leave town.”

She arose umncertainly from her
chair, dabbing at her eyes with a
cheap handkerchief. Then she pushed
back her slim shoulders, gave Dink
a half smile, and walked from the
room. Dink jerked his head at Don-
egan,

The big man came in, closing the
door. Dink scowled at the compact.
“Well, here we go again, Donegan.
This is murder. No guy with a date
with a girl like Miss Garson is going
ta jump out of a window”

CHAPTER I

A\ INX prowled around the
roem for a time after the
girl had gone. He chewed

hard on the cigar and stared blankly
at the typewriter and the suicide
note. Donegan had eased his bulk
into one of the chairs and he fol-
lowed Dink with his little blue eyes.
Dink walked to the opmen window,
stared across the Boulevard to 2
mortuary mansion and a sprawling
tavern.

He pulled the cigar from his lips.
“Who lives across the hall?”

Donegan fished a battered notebook
from his pocket and leafed over some
pages. “Porter Stanfield, registered
from New York.”

Dink drummed on the window sill
a second, then turned. “Stay put.
I'm going to call on RMr. Stanfield.”

He crossed the hall and pressed the
pearl gray button in the white door
iframe. The door opened aimest in-
stantly.

A stocky man with wide

shoulders and a square-cut face
looked inguiringly at Dink.

Dink showed his badge.
to ask a few
field.”

Stanfield’s b

“I'd like
questions, Mr. Stan-

eyes looked

blank. “¥m atraié¢ I woa't be much
help.”
Dink smiled. ~You rneve

You're Werner's nearest:
you raight have seeu sime
portant.”

Stanfield shrugged and stepped
back. Dink into his apart-
ment, It was 2 duplicate of Werner's
except that the windows opened on
a court. Stanfield waved tc a chair
near one of the windows zng Dink
sat down. He looked arcund.

Porter Stanfield walked tc a
tcaded with bottles and gissses. A
drink?™

Dink

lcoked longinc']y at oot-
tles and sadl y shook his hezd. “No.
thanks. I'm always a heel when I
drink."”

Stanfield looked surprised.
grinned. His square face lost its

hardness and he looked almost youth-
ful despite the touch of gray Meirs
at his ears.

Dink had a favorable
f the man. He was
that clearly
1 dlamond

u
th.u{ lzpo "You've been a guest here
for some time?"

Stanfield poured a drink and
nodded. He sank down im a chair.
“Yes. apout three months.
obtains defense contracts for manu-
facturing plants.”

Dink rodded, “Have you ever se=n
the man across the hall?”

Stanfield nursed the whiskey. "Sev-
eral times. but only casually. A mat-

-
-
wnE

ter of nodding when we entered

elevator together.”

Dink lcoked out the windcw at the
expanse of brick and giass across the
court. “You've been here mos: ¢f the
dray 2

“All day. Um waiting ior a couple
of deals to come to a becil and I
wanted to be close to a phone.”

Dink leaned forward. *“Did you

My firm

¥

%
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notice if Mr. Werner had any vis-
itors?”

Stanfield looked up quickly. He
tossed down the drink. “I really
can’t be definite, Lieutenant. I did
see one girl leave the elevators and
ving his bell. There may have been
others, of course.”

Dink examined the frayed cigar.
“Did she have brown hair and eyes?”

Stanfield shook his head. “No, she
was one of those blonde dames that
belongs in a magazine.”

The bulging green eyes gleamed
and Dink pulled at the lobe of his
ear. Stanfield seemed fascinated by
their size, “You'’ll be in town for a
while, Mr. Stanfield?”

The man shrugged. “Not too long,
I hope. A week, maybe two, until
these deals are finished.”

Dink arose. “We might need you
later on, Mr. Stanfield. You might be
able to help us identify this blonde,
if she’s of any importance.”

TANFIELD looked spuzzled and

_scratched his jaw. “T heard ru-
mors that Werner had committed sui-
cide. ¥You don’t talk that way.”

Dink shrugged and grinned. “A
-copper was born suspicious, Mr. Stan-
field. We’ll tell the papers suicide
and maybe we’ll come around to mak-
ing that official.”

Stanfield arose and escorted Dink
to the door, “If I can help in any
way, Lieutenant, let me know.”

Dink nodded. “Thanks a Iot. Yon
might begin by letting us know when
you decide to mow.:.”

He waved his thin hand and
crossed the hzil to Werner’s apart-
ment. Donegan weas still in the chair.
He had found a bottie of scotch and
looked happy. Dink raised an eye-
brow.

“You're pretty careless, Donegan.
Maybe someone poiscned that stuff.”

Donegan choked and locked un-
happy. He replaced the glass on the
coffee table and sat guietly as though
waiting for some inner disturbance.
He seemad to feel Detter after a few
minutes. “What did you find out?”
he asked.

Dink looked down out of the win-
dow. The body was gone and traffic

was again moving up and down the
Boulevard. There was still a small
knot of curiosity seekers at the far
corner but they wouldn’t be there
long.

Dink’s fingers played a tattoo on
the wall. “Stangeld doesn’t know
much. He gave us one lead, though.
This Mary is a blonde and a swell
looker. Now all we got to do is find
her full name and where she lives.”

Bonegan reached out a hand for
the whiskey glass, thought better of
it and sank back in the chair. “May-
be Werner was playing her for a
stock deal.” - L

Dink turned. “Could be. Let’s see
if we can get a line on his cus-
tomers.”

He crossed to the table where the
briefcase and papers lay. There were
a few letters, a list of prospects with
their addresses, booklets describing
the strength of the stocks Werner
had to sell.

It didn’t take Dink long to discover
that none of the names on letters
or lists were Mary. He leaned back,
discouraged. Donegan held up a
letter.

“This guy Werner hit them all,”
he said wonderingly. “Here’s that

hot-shot writer in town, Stanley
Crandall.”
Dink made a wry face. Crandall

wrote passienate love novels and
made himself a nuisance at the better

bars., Dink took the letter and locked
it over. It confirmed an appeointment
for a day or iwo before. It was
signed with Crandall’s Hourished
scrawl. Dink was about to throw it

back on the table when he caught
the tynist’s initials—NM. T,

He threw his c¢igar away and
fished for another, his eyes grew
thoughtful. “I wonder if Crandall
has a secretary named Mary. It
might pay for us to take a look.”

Donegan scowled and sighed.
“More travelling around! I wish
there was a case where a guy could
just sit right still and get all the
answers.”

Dink snorted. “Haven't you any
ambition? How do you want to earn
your morney?” :

Danegan pulled his bulk from the
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chair, “The easiest way, and I'm
tired already.”

The Garson girl gave Dink an ap-
pealing look as they went down in
the elevator but he said nothing to
her. Dink left the fat detective in
the lobby while he hunted up the
manager. He found Jacobs in his
office, slumped disconsolately behind
his big desk. Jacobs pouted his lips
distastefully when Dink came in.

“It should happen to the Mardott.”
he complained. “Police all over the
place.”

Dink dropped in a chair.
worry too much, friend.”

Jacobs shrugged his fat shoulders.
“I'd worry less it you werz out of
my sight.”

“You haven’t the right attitude, Ja-
cobs. You're not used to excitement
and mystery.”

“I don’t want to be,
business.”

Dink sighed. “No appreciaticn for
adventure, Jacobs. You'll mrcbably
have the misfortune to die wvery
wealthy.”

Jacobs sputtered @ moment, then
his eyes narrowed a the policeman.
“What do you want now?”

“For the peace of the Mardorts, 1
can report that the body has been
taken away, all of the police are gone
but myself and two detectives. I
want the keys to Werner’s suite.
Then we can lozk everything e nice
and tight and thers won't be any
police at all—except now and then.”

Jacobs loocked puzzied. “Why lock
it, Lieutenant? I Iiad thought to
straighten it up and reat it again.”

Dink pulled the cellophane frem
a cigar, “Not right away, friend Ja-
cobs.” He grinned at the staring
man. “You ses, Werner did not kill
himself.”

Jacobs looked shecked. “But he
jumped—” He stopped, staring as
Dinlk shook his head. The man licked
his lips. “You mean he was—"

“Murdered,” Dink agreed affavly.

Jacobs sighed, “Oh, my God!’ and
sank back in his chair.

Dink lit his cigar. “Naturzily, we
wen’'t want anyone messing around
that suite for a while, so we’'ll have

*“You

They hurt

to lock it up for a day or two at

least. By the way, Jacobs, did Wer- -
ner have many callers?”

ACOBS stared horror-stricken,

then visibly pulled himself to-
gether, He shuddered. “Suicide is
bad enougl and now you say murder.
What the papsrs will do with that!
My suests wiil 2ll leave.”

Dink shook his head and pulled
at 21is big ear. “Not if you play
ball with me, Jacobs. I haven’t said
a word to the papers about homicide.
I won't, unless I bhave a lot of
trouble”

Jacobs licked his lips. "I’} helo
you a3l I can,” he said fervently.

Dirk cressed his thin legs. “Now
about Werner's visitors. Did he have
many?”

“I don’t k¥now. 1 seldom pzy full
attention to any one guest, Lieuten-
ant. But the desk clerk should know.
T call him. :

tHe Sirved the key on a desk box
and speke into it. He sottled back
in his chair to weait. his face showing
his Sizmay amgyworry. Dicle worked
hard at chewing his cigar and was
well along when the sleeZ young man
came in,

He answered reagily enough. “Mr.
Werner had quite a fewgcallers and
he was constantly coming ané going
hirnseif. e seemed to be a very busy
man.

Rirnil: brightensd.
C1
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1ow about wom-
¢n

The clerle hesitated but Jacobs gave
him a sign to go ahead with what he
knew. The man cleared his throat.
“T'm afraid thete were some. Mir Wer-
ner was not always discreet in that
respect, Hewever, e was very guiet
and the deck ceuid have no cormplaint.
Aiter all, our guests’ rooins are their
casties sg long as they do net disturb
anyone ejse.”

Dink nodded. “How about a blenda?
A particularly bezutiful blende?”

The clerk’s eyebrows ralsed. “Yes,
there was such a person. She was here
several times. She was s¢ striking
that 1 particularly noticed her, beg-
ging your pardon, Mr. Jacobs. Her
name was Nary Taggart.”

Dink gave the wman a hard stave
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with his hypnotic green eyes. “How
did you know her name?”

The man blushed. “She was strik-
ing, sir, and once there was a tele-
phone call while she was in Mr. Wer-
ner's rooms.”

Dink’'s eyes narrowed. “Bid the
caller happen to be Stanley Cran-
dall?”

The clerk lcoked astounded. “How
did ynu know, sir?”’

Dink grinned and waved the ques-
tion aside. He turne€ to Jacobs.
“You've been a big help. WNow if
yowll lock that suite, we'll leave you
alone for awhile.”

Jacobs gave orders to the clerk and
Dink left the office with the man.
Donegan waited in a big leather chair
near the elevators. Dink ordered the
clerk to give the key to the officer on
guard upstairs.

He turned to Donegan. “Rise and
shine, Fatso. We're going to call on
the world’s great iover.”

Donegan looked surprised. “Who?”

“Stanley«Crandall.”

Donegan’s face fell. “That lily! I'd
like to give him a poke.” i

Dink grinned and turned toward
the doors. “Who knows what the
day may bring, Dcnegan? Now if
you're really a good hoy—"

“Agh, cut it out!" Donegan
growled. “I g&f~a prowl car around
the corner”

CHAPTER 11X

ONEGAN filied all the space
behind the wheel and Bink

ey B was crowded against the
door. The way !ed northward, up
broad Meridian Street where aloof
apartment houses and many-gabied
mansions stared haughtily at the traf-
fic. Dink watched the hoases, a sar-
donic gleam in his eves. Police work
over a period of years had taken the
glamor from exireme wealth. Jim
Dink had long agc learmed that a

debutante will love and kill for the .

identica! reasens that would affect
the girl behind the dime store coun-
ter.

Donegan swung to the east, toward
the road that would lead him to
Woodbine, an ultra-snobbish suburb

of the city. He shifted uncomifort-
ably behind the wheel. “Maybe we
could give this Crandall the murder
rap. I never liked him.”

Dink grinned. “Donegan, you’re
a cold-blooded monster.”

*No, it's just that I never liked that
guy")

The rest of the drive went in si-
lence. Finally Donegan turned off the
state highway into a graveled drive
that wound deep inito a heavily wood-
ed estate. The house was ‘brick, its
long and low expanse broken by huge
windows, There were bright-colored
canvas chairs in the yard.

Donegan made an unpleasant noise
when he saw the man reclining in one
of the chairs. “There’s God’s gift to
heels.”

The man stood up and came toward
the car in long strides. He was dressed
in an open-throat shirt and c¢ream
trousers. He had a narrow face, black
hair that was slowly retreating from
his forehead, and a hawk nose. His
lips were uneven, set in sclfish lines.

His dark eyes flashed and his face
was unpiasant as he came up to the
car. “You took long e¢nough. Do you
think I like waiting fer you police?”

Dink had opened the door. Ie halt-
ed in surprise, staring at the man.
“How did you know we twere com-
ing?”

Stanley Crandall threw his long
arms wide in a gesture of despair.
“Did they have to send the dumbest
of a dumb force? I called you, how
else?”

Dink threw a quick glance at Done-
24n, whose knuckles were white as
he gripped the wheel. Dink shifted
his cigar. “Of course; Mr. Crandall.
What’s wrong?”

RANDALL swore luridly, “I
told you over the phone. Theft!
Someone has taken over a hundred
thousand dollars in negotiable securi-
ties.”

Dink whistled. “That's a lot of
dinero. Any suspects?”

Crandall rolled a lot of dirty cracks
up in-one smile. “Yes, but you'li prob-
ably let him get away. You'll prob-
ably stand here ané argue and exer-
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cise your futile brains until he’s es-
caped.”

Dink held back his anger though
his eyes glinted and his fist doubled.
“You're wasting time yourself,” he
said abruptly. “Name the guy, and
your reasons.”

Crandall’s tone hit a new high in
insults. “This man has been here sev-
eral times. He has made love to my
secretary and she has completely lost
her head. In fact, I think she prob-
ably was his accomplice. Jefferson
Werner stole those securities. Or my
secretary, Mary Taggart, or both of
them working together.”

Dink sat back in the car. “Werner
won't get away,” he said slowly.
“We've already got him —at the
morgue.”

Crandall stared. “What on earth
are you talking about?”

“Just that,” Dink said. “Werner’s
dead. My men have gone over his
apartment with a fine tooth comb.
There’s no negotiable securities
there.”

“Then Mary killed him and ran
away,” Crandall said flatly.

Dink’s voice lowered dangerously.
“How long has Miss Taggart been
with you?”

“Ten years.”

“Aren’t you pretty fast accusing
someone who’s been with you that
long?”

Crandall drew up, “You dolts
wouldn’t understand how a genius
thinks. I know she has killed Werner,
he probably jilted her. She has run
off.”

Dink sighed, counted to tem and
then could talk again. “¥You seem to
have a lot of dough for a mnovel
writer,” he suggested.

Crandall flushed angrily. “I do not
sully my art. My father left me 2
sizable fortune, so I write as I please.
It just happens they sell.”

Dink nodded. “So I hear.
does Miss Taggart live?”

Crandall told him. Dink obtained
a list of the securitiss, looked at the
wall safe in the over-rich office in
the house. He discovered Werner had
been eager to sell Crandall some min-
ing stock. The novelist kept bring-

Where

ing the talk back to his secretary.

Dink left with the definite impres-
sion that Crandall was burnt up be-
cause Werner had taken Mary Tag-
gart’s interest.

Finally he came back to the car
and climpbed in. “Let's get out of
here,” he growled at Donegan. “One
more minute with that inflated crack-
pot and they’ll te giving me the hot
seat at Michigan City.”

Denegan wheeled the car around.
“Nature sure went off the beam when

3

that guy was planned.” he said acidly.

CHAPTER 1V

HEY drove back to town and
Dink directed Donegan to
Mary Taggart’s address. It
proved to be a big house on a curv-
ing, tree-lined street. Dink opened
the front door to a small lobby and
saw the girl’s name and apariment
number on a mail box. The old man-
sion had been remodelled and cut up
into small apartments. Dink walked
up a winding stairs to the second
floor. The girl’s door wasg,the second
down the hall

He knocked gently and waited. Mo
one answered. Dink shifted his cigar
and kuccked again, just as softly. He
thought he heard a furtive move-
ment but couldr’t be sure. He testad
the kncb and the door cracked open
a little,

Dink shot a quick glance up the
hall and slipped into the epartment.
He closed the door and turned into
the room. He froze.

A girl stood in 2 far door and she
held a deadly little revolver. She
was a beautiful girl but fright made
ugly lines around her blue eyes and
red mouth. Dink’s bulging green
eyes swiftly told him that he could
never get across the room before she
fired. Shs stared at him, wordiess.

Dink slouched back against the
door and took off his hat. He grinned
amiably. “You're Mary Taggart?”

I'or a moment she didn’t answer.
Then she nodded, “Yes.”

Dink sighed deeply. “Boy, I'm
glad I found you! You're lucky 1
did, too.”
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The gun wavered a little. *What

do you mean?”

Dink stepped carefully to a chair
and sat down, crossing his thin legs.
“Jefferson Werner has been killed.
That prince of heels, Stanley Cran-
dall, claims you stole a lot of secur-
ities.”

She gasped, “I didn’t! Werner

stole them. That’s why I—~" she
broke off sharply. “Who are ycu?”
Dink ignored the guestion. *“Did

Werner have them?”

She shook her head and suddenly
dropped the gun. She started crying,
Dink crossed the room, picked up
the weapon and led her to a chair,
“Tell me about it, Miss Taggart., I'm
here to help you if I can.”

She sobbed on and he could only
catch phrases. “Werner said he
loved me...tried to sell Crandall
stock.., Werner stole the securities
...Stanley was always careless with
the safe... I went to Werner to get
them back. I wanted to kill him and
1 took a gun...”

Dink listened, soothing her, trying
to bring her around to tell a coher-
ent story. He finally got it, and the
reconstruction fitted in with what he
knew. Werner had used his evident
tharms on Mary Taggart, becoming
a constant visitor to the Crandall
home. He had seen opportunity in
the open safe door and had taken ad-
vantage of it. Mary realized who
had stolen the securities when Cran-
dall had discovered the loss.

She choked when she thought of
the theft. “I couldn’t believe that
Jefferson would do such a thing. [
was crushed. I guess I lost my head.
Anyhow, 1 got Crandall’s gun and
went to Jefferson’s apartment.”

Dink broke in. “He was alive?”

She nodded miserably. *“Yes, but
1 wish he hadn’t been. I accused him
of the theft, and he didn’t deny it
to me. I toid him that I could not
marry & thief.,” She buried her face
in her hands and her words came
muffled, - “He laughed and said that
fie could not remember any words of
marriage. That’'s when I pulled the
gun. He was frightened for a mo-

ment and then he took it away from

me. I couldn’t stand it any longer
and I ran out of the apartment.”

Dink looked down at the gun he
had taken from her. “You evidently
know of his murder.”

She gasped. “Murder!
pers say he killed himself.”

Dink shook liis head. “That's what
the papers say until I tell them dif-
ferent. I'm just working on a hunch
at that. There was a note in his
typewriter accusing you of breaking
his heart. He had taken the easiest
way out.”

Mary stared hard at him.
didn’t care for me at all.”

Dink arose. “I can see that and it
means my theory is right. You stick
around close, Miss Taggart. We
might want to talk about things
later.” )

“I'm under arrest?” she asked fear-
fully.

Dink grinned. “Not unless you've
got another one of these playthings
around. They’re bad business for
nice young girls. I'll be seeing you.”

He rejoined Donegan in the car
and leaned thoughtfully back against
the seat. Donegan waited for in-
structions and started fidgeting under
the wheel.

Dink pulled a cigar from his pock-
et. “Let’s go to the station. I think
Jefferson Werner had concealed tal-
ents.”

Donegan grunted as he started the
car. “He ain’t no mere. Leastways,
there ain’t much he can do on a slab.”

The pa-

“He

T THE station, Dink made out
a rough report and then read it
carefully, He kept trying to rear-
range the few clues he had so that
they would make a logical pattern.
He frowned, looking uglier than ever.
Two things were clear in the sum-
mary. There was nothing to prove
that Werner hadn’t done the high-
dive of his own volition. If it was
murder, everything pointed to Kary
Taggart with the exceptioa of one
important item. She didn’t look
streng enough to knock a man out
and then push him through a win-
dow.
Dink called the laboratory for the
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fingerprint man  He asked about
Werner’'s prints.

The man sounded excited. “Yeah,
I got ’em, and I got a surprise for
you. Werner's prints were on file.
Yeah, we pot ’emn about five years ago
from the FBI. He worked a fake
securiti¢s racket in New York under
the name of James Fenton. Seems
he had a partner in those days, John

Ordren. They split up and Fetitoa
dropped eut of sight.”
Dink asked about QOrdren. “We

ain't got a thing on what hanpenee
to him. He might be in prison some-
where.”

Dink replaced the receiver andé
thoughtfully tugged at his esr. He
wisihied to hell he knew where this
Ordren person could be found. He
decided to check the modus cperandi
file and spent moest of the afternoon
there. He couldn’t say that he learned
very tuch.

BEADS in a case have a bad

habit of suddenly goina
i 4% dead and Dink recognized
the symptoms. Nothing wew devei-
oped in the Werner case. He asked
Questions, went over and over the in-
formation he had and he might as
well have been en a vacsztion for ths
week that passed.

He guestioned Porter Stanfield at
length again. The man wanted to be
helpful, but he had little to offer.
Be did identify Mary 'Taggart from
a photograph that Dink showed him.
but that in itself meant littls. Tt
confirmed her presence just beiore
the murder and it also confirmed
Mary’s own confession that she haé
been there.

Dink questioned the dask clerk at
the Mardott, the housekeeper, the
bellhops. Nothing came but what
he already knew. Jefferson Werner
was constantly going and coming and
he }ad many visitors, the greater
number women. Mary Taggart’s pho-
tograph brought imumediate recagni-
tion several times.

e went over the apartment again,
very carefully. Jacobs sat in one of
the easy chairs and watched him.

Finally Dink slammed the closet door

- and faced the fat man, his green eyes

glinting angrily.

“Not a damned thing!”

Jaccbs shrugged and looked up
hopefully. “Leok, can T rent this
suite now?"

Dink popped a cigar in his mouth
and bi: viciously down on it. “Sure,
go ans2ad. But, Jacobs, be carefu!
of your tenants. I don’t like 'em ge:-
ting killed.”

Jacobs shuddered. “You should be
telling me! Lieutenant, I shall pet-
sonally look them over, each and
every one.”

Dink nodded, grinned, and went to
the door. “The place is yours again,
friend. Better luck next time.”

Porter Stanfield was just coming
from his apartment. I{e smiled at
Dink. “You're very busy on a sui-
cide case, Lieutenant. Has anything
new come up?” ,

Dink grunted and shifted his cigar.
“It’s still suicide. I just wanted to
make sure.”

Stanfield stepped into the elevator.
“That’s good nevfs.

Dink growled, “Why?”

Stanfield shrugged. “Who would
want a murderer running around
ioose in the hotei?”

Dink didn't answer. He drove from
the hote! to the dirty gray stone
Headguarters, He pushed wupstairs
to the Homicide room. No one was
in and the telephone was ringing. He
picked it up and snapped his name.

“This is the First American Bank,”
a deeg voice said. “We have just
received 2 line on those stolen se-
curities.”

Dink shonted
everything.”

In a short time he sat in a somber
office while a somber man behind a
somber desk answered his qQuestions.
“One of our clients purchased these
securities frem a dssier who called
an him.”

Dink felt his heart sink. This
would come right back to Werner
and he’d be no better off than before.
The Fifth Vice-President tolded his
hands and went on. “The dealer’s
name was John Ordren and he does
not seem to e licensed.”

Dink's jaws clamped on the cigar,

“T'il be over. Hold
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He’s not
‘Where

“I have a line on Ordren.
exactly a righteous citizen.
did your client meet him?”

The man shrugged. “The usual
manner, a securities salesman calling
on an executive. My client recog-
nized the securities, and so believed
the salesman was bona fide enough.
The catch came at the discount of-
fered on face value. My client be-
came suspicious and checked with
us.”

Dink leaned forward. “I'd like to
know what this Ordren looks like.”

The Fifth Vice-President reached
for a piece of note paper. “I asked
the same question. Here's a brief
description. Stocky, with gray hairs
at the temples. Square-jawed, force-
ful personality. Wears diamond
ting.”

INK smiled and hastily arose.

“I got it, and thanks. I think
I can put the finger on friend Ordren.
I't let you know.”

He fairly shot from the office and
through the crowded bank. Donegan
dozed in the car and Dink punched
him awake. “The Mardott Hotel and
" use the siten. We got t& get there.”

Donegan flashed him a surprised
look and his big foot cdme down on
the starter. The motor roared to
life and the red blinker light flasked
on. They shot fram the curb, the
siven starting its high wail.

Traffic quickly parted for the car
and Dink grimly stared out the wind-
shield at the flashing street. He
cursed himself for being sound
asleep. He should have seen the
connection long before. Donegan
wheeled the car into the curved drive
and Dink jumped toward the hotel
doors,

Jacobs came running forward, hor-
ror ou his face. Dink grabbed the
man’s lapels. “I want Porter Stan-
field.”

Jacobs lsoked blank and then star-
tled. “Mr. Stanfield checked out this
morning.”

Dink stared at hum, still holding
tichtly to the black lapels. His bulg-
ing green eyes grew desperate.
“Checked out? He couldn’t. You
shouidn’t have let him.”

Jacobs angrily pried Dink’s fingers
from his coat. “I believe we handle
our own business, Licutenant. There
was no order to that effect from the
police department. Something eise,
that red light and siren has done the
hotel no good. I shall complain very
strongly to the proper—"

Dink wasn’t listening. He turned
on his heel and ran to the desk. The
clerk stared as theugh Dink was
about to gibber. He was. “Did
Stanfield say where he was going?”

It took the clerk a minute to catch
up, then he shook his head. "No, sir,

he did not. He simply checked out.”
“What cab did he take? Did he
go to the railroad station?”
“Iie had his own car, sir. It was

brought around from the garage.”

Dink held onto the counter and
glared at the clerk. Then he snatched
his hat from his head and slamed it
to the floor. He cursed fluently,
damning himself as a numbskull. His
angry eyes hzppened to rest on the
switchbozard,

He poaused in mid-action. sanity
slowly returning to his green eyes.
He crossed to the stunned girl and
out of his anger somehow managed to
drag a grimace that passed for a
smile.

“Did Mr. Stanfield make any calls
just before he leit?”

She shock her nead. “Hone, sir.”

Dink carne close to losing his tem-
per again but he counted to ten,
“How about last night?”

The girl consulted a black note-
book. ‘““There was one made last
night. Broadway 6592.”

Dink grabbed the phone and dialed
Headquarters. “Whese phene ig
Broadway €35922"

There was a long pause. Then the
official voice answered. “That’s listed
to Mr. Stanley Crandall, Wocdbine.”

Dink slowly lowered the phene.
He impatiently waved Jacobs aside
and waiked slowly out of the hotel.
He didn’t answer Donegan’s ques-
tioning leook. “Headquarters,” he
said briefly, and sank back against the
seat.

He began to have faint ideas of
what might have happened the day
Werner, - alias Fenton. was found
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smeared over the Mardott grounds.
There were several big pieces miss-
ing, but if he could find Ordren, Dink
felt certain he’d have the complete
picture. He growled to himself at
letting Ordren fool him in the guise
of Porter Stanfield.

They arrived at Headguarters at
last and Dink stumped up the atairs
to Homicide and his own office. He
slumped down in the chair and stared
morosely out the window to the
freight yards just beyond. Ordren’s
call to Stanley Crandall stumped him.

It was easy to see that Ordren
might have worked with Werner in
stealing the securities and later dis-
posing of them. That woculd be
smart. But if that were true, why
had Ordren called Crandall?

Dink shifted uncomfortably and
stared at the phone. He twisted his
thick lips thoughtfully and rubbed
his hand over his high, bald forehead.
He snapped his fingers and picked up
the phone.

Crandall answered and Dink tried
to make his voice concerned. “This
is the First American Bank. I be-
lieve you were worried about some
missing securities?”

There was a second’'s hesitation,
then Crandall’s haughty veice
snapped back. “I am not. I have
changed my mind. They were not
stolen.”

Dink gasped and then remembered
who he was supposed to be. “But
we had word to look out for them.
They have just turned up.”

Crandall roared into the phone, “I
don’t give a damn what word you
had or where they are! I said I've
changed my mind. That is quite
sufficient.”

The receiver banged in Dink’s ear.
He stared into the mouthpiece and
then slowly put the phone back in
the cradle. He pulled at his upper
lip. He picked up the phone ag@:
and asked that a prowl car be brought
around for him.

A half hour later he wheeied the
car into a side road and turned it
around. From where he sat he could
watch Crandall’s drive, and there was
little likelihood that he

himself )

would be noticed. He made himself
comfortable for a long vigil.

The afternoon wore on and Dink
was close to the end of his cigar
supply. He felt the first vague stir-
rings of hunger. He began to wonder
if he had made another mistake in
playing this hunch to watch Crandall.
He looked at his watch and decided
he'd stay on until dark.

A quarter of an hour passed. Dink
felt definitely hungry and he kept
himself from breaking the jacket on
his last cigar. Suddenly he caught
a glimpse of metal through the trees.
He straightened. A roadster pulled
out of Crandall’s driveway and rolled
smoothly toward the city. Dink
caught a glimpse of Crandall’s
haughty face. Dink started the mo-
tor, waited a few seconds, then
rolled out on the highway. Cran-
dall’s car was far ahead and Dink
made no attempt to catch up for a
while,

He closed’the gap when the city
limits came and the further they
drove into the city proper, the more
safe Dink felt. The man ahead drove
without once looking back. He was
headed for the heart of town. At
last they were in the business dis-
trict and twilight was upon them.
Dink clung close to the roadster. At
the famed Monument Circle, Crandall
turned into a parking garage.

L INK  hastily found an empty
¥ space along tke curb and
climbed from the car. He hurried
across the street and caught a

glimpse of the novelist as he left
the garage. Dink stepped into a
doorway as Crandall searched the
street. Then the man turned arouand
and headed arcund the Circle, walk-
ing fast.

Dink had to scurry to keep up with
him. Crandail went into a large cafe-
teria. Dink slowed up and cautiously
approached the door. The place was
crowded and Crandall wasn’t in sight.
Dink pushed in. He saw Crandall
far ahead in the line and Dink picked
up a tray, ducking behind a heavy
woman who eyed the steam tables
with an avid gleam.

Crandall ordered and Dink watched
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a girl take his tray and follow him
among the tables. In a short while
Dink cautiously went along the wall,
his eyes probing the tables. He
spotted Crandall, and Dink had to
suppress a shout. Porter Stanfield,
alias Ordren, sat across the table
from the writer.

Dink took a seat not far from the
cashier and he could also watch the
duo at the far table. He was thank-
ful that his trailing had led him to a
place where he could at least keep

hunger from killing him. He grate-

fully cut nto his steak.

He didn’t have time to finish his
coffee. Crandall passed something to
Ordren and both men arose. Dink
hastily picked up a menu and buried
his face in it. The men paid their
checks and left. Dink scrambled from
the table.

Outside, he caught a glimpse of
the men, walking along and talking
earnestly. Dink followed them right
back to the parking garage. He
crossed the street to the plain black
prowl car and waited. The hunch
was growing in him that the end of
the trail was not far off. He won-

" dered what the final answer would be.

CHAPTER VI

‘N A FEW minutes the roadster
rolled out into the street,
Ordren scated beside Crandall

at the wheel. The novelist turned

west. Dink started his own car and

a sudden fear clutched at him. The

airport was to the west and he re-

membered that Crandall owned a

plane,

Crandall drovs at a ifast clip, yet

well within the traffic rules, Dink
had to drop back several times when
he was pocketed or a traffic light
went against him. Hewewver, Crandail
stuck to Washington street and Dink
was able to keep him in sight, By
now night had fallen and Dink {elt
better., There was less chance of
Crandall discovering he was tailed.

Dink lit a cigar and comfortably
started chewing on it, his green eyes
steady on the two men in the roadster
ahead. The city began to thin and

shortly they came to the limits. Dink
had to drop back though traffic was
fairly heavy on the National High-
way. At High School Road, Cran-
dall turned south and Dink’s heart
dropped. Thev were going to the
airport.

He wondered if he would have to
tip his hand and have Ordren ar-
rested on a theft charge. The theft
must be cleared but Dink felt the so-
lution of Werner’s death to be the
most important. He cursed silently
at the run of luck he had encountered
in this case.

He braked suddenly, for Crandall
swung the roadster off the state road
onto a gravel lane that led westward.
Dink pulled his car to the shoulder,
puzzled. Where was Crandall go-
ing? That lane had a dead end not
more than half a mile ahead, no out-
let. Dink switched off the motor and
lights. He climbed from the car and
loosened the automatic he wore in
a shoulder holster. He slipped an
extra pair of handcuffs in his pocket.

. It was pitch dark and the lane was
but a white blur that was quickly
swallowed by the trees. Dink shifted
his cigar to the other side of his
mouth and started walking.

He went cautiously, his big ears
strained to catch any sound. There
was nothing alarming. Dink kept
away from the lane, trying hard te
be soundless. He stumbled once in
a ditch and his leg plunged into
tepid water. He cursed silently and
went on.

& few yards further he stopped,
frozen. He had heard the single blast
of a shot. His thick lips set grimly
around the shredded cigar and the
automatic flowed into his hand. He
started running.

He heard a motor start a short way
ahead. Lights flashed on and swept
in a half circle as someone turned the
car around. He plunged into a small
glade just as the roadster jerked for-
ward.

Dink yelied, “Halt!”

The roar of the motor was deafen-
ing and the metal monster thundered
down upon him. Dink blasted a shot

to the windshield, then jumped for
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the side of the road. The car missed
him by scant inches,

He twisted around and sent three
fast shots after the roadster. A tire
blew like blasting powder and the
car jumped crazily from the road. It
hurdled the shallow ditch and jarred
to a halt agzinst a tree. '

Dink started forward, his face
grim. There was a roar and a red
tongue that licked toward him from
the car. Dink heard the bullet sing
close and he dropped flat, rolling tc
the protection of some bushes.
Another Wullet whined cver his head
but he made the bushes.

He discovered that he had lost his
cigar and it made him angry. He
swore fervently and peered roward
the car. There was no sound and
Dink wondered if the sharpshooter
had scurried away. The man cut
loose again, his lead searching the
frail concealment of the bushes. Dink
dropped flat and burrowed his nose
in the ground.

The firing stopped and Dink was
instantly on his feet. A man had
jumped from the car and was zig-
zagging down the road. His running
figure swiftly dimmed. Dink took
careful aim and fred. At first, he
thought he had missed. Then the man
stumbled, caught himself and stum-
bled again. Je tcok annther step or
twe forward and fell dat.

Dink advanced cautiously toward
the sprawled figure. The safety was
off the automatic and he was taking
no chainces. He came cioser. The
man lay face downward. Dink
rolled him cver. Staniey Crandall’s
pale face showed white in ths night,
Dink struck a match.

HERE was a long wound along
the man’s skull where Dink’s
lucky shot had knocked him out.
QOther than that, he was not hurt,
Dink snapped handcufs on the limp
wrists and another pair on the ankles.
He straightened and turned back the
way be had come.
Dink came to the end of the road,
a blank wall of saplings znd bushes,
He peered into the darkness but
could see nothing. He finally heid

matches low to the ground uniil he

found the tire marks showing where
the car had been halted and then
turned around.

He worked in a circle from there
ang finally came upon a broken swath
leading into the bushes. He trailed
in. A few yards beyond the road, he
stumbled over a body en the ground.
ile quickly recovered, stooped and
lit a match.

Porter Stantield, alias Ordren, was
very dead, a bullet in his heart. Dink
stared into the white face for awhile
then snuffed out the light. He
worked his way out of the bushes
and back down the road.

Stanley Crandall had recovered
consciousness. ¥e was sitting up,
staring at the manacles. Dink ap-
proached slowly and the novelist’s
arrogant face jerked up to him.

Dink sighed and he suddenly felt
very tired. “You do a messy job of
murder,” he said. “I found your
handiwdrk back in the bushes.”

Crandall was silent a moment,
Then he spoke, his voice disdainful,
“He had it coming. He was a com-
mon blackmailer,”

Dink nodded. *“I figured that an-
gle. Crandall, you did a much neat-
er job on Werner. Of course, I think
you’re a heel to have tried to turn
suspicion om Mary Taggart.”

Crandall shouted back. "“Why
shouldn’t I? She was turning me
Gown for kim!" He broke off sharp-
ly and there was only the night
noises for awhile. Then his voice
came quietly, “ J’ow did you know?”

Dink shrugged. “Oh, I figured it
out from what was left laying
ground, I sce the case this way. You
told the touth about Werner calling
to seil you stock. His real name was
Fenton and that was his racket. T
also knew that he played the ladies
pretty heavy and it was obvious your
secretary fell hard for him.

“You were also truthful in report-
ing the theft of the securities from
your sefe. Werner was an spportun.
ist of the frst watei ané an open deor
lixe that was teo much to resist. But
after that, Crandall, vou tried fction.
You’d write lousy detective ncvels,
]udgn‘kﬂ from the way you tried to
set this stage.”
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“T'll be the judge of my own writ-
ing,” Crandall snapped.

Dink sighed. “Not much longer,
I'm afraid. But here’s what happened.
Mary went to Werner, shocked at his
theft. You also went to see him to
racover the securities and to raise hell
about Mary. You had to wait until
she was gone and Porter Stanfield got
a good eyeful of you hanging around.
Enough to make him suspicious, in
any case.

“Mary left and you went into Wer-
ner. Things got pretty hot and you
.slugged him. Maybe you hit him too
hard, maybe his head cracked against
some object. Anyway, you found you
had killed him., You were jealous as
hell of Mary Taggart and you wanted
1o get even. So you wrote the note
in the typewriter, you set the whole
stage, even to gun Werner had just
taken from Mary when she was hys-
terical. A

“It worked nicely, you tigured. The
stage set. you pitched Werner out
the window and very calmly left the
apartment. Two strikes were against
you from the beginning. First, Stan-
field probably saw you leave the apart-
ment, but in any case, he knew you
had been hanging arcund after the
girl left.

“The second strike was Werner's
way with the women. Mary wasn’t
the only one, and he had made a defi-
nite date with a girl for the night of
his death. I never heard of a guy
like that bumping himself off. It
made your note look silly, and when
the note was false, the rest of your
setup was haywire.

“I suppose Stanfield told you what
be knew and that he could easily have
suspicion swung right around and
vou'd be in trouble. Probalkly. he
pretended to be satisfied with the
stolen securities at first, That's why
you changed your mind.”

Crandali growled, “Stanfield was
too damned greedy.”

Dink nodded. “All blackmailers are.
He called you last night, figuring he
could pull out of town safely enough
now. But he wanted some more dough
and you realized that you were in for
a bleeding as long as you lived or
your money held ‘out. You figured
you could never be sure Stanfield
would be silent even if he was paid.
So you pulled a second murder.”

Crandall was silent. His voice came
in a surly whisper. “I don’t have to
confess to anything, you know.”

INK sighed again. “That’s right.

But I can prove Stanfield’s mur-

der and you're burnt just as bad for

one as for two. So you might as well
come clean.”

Crandall stirred uneasily. “T'li think
it over. How about getting out of
here?”

Dink pitched a key at his feet and
he pulled the automatic from the hol-
ster, covering Crandall, “Take ’em
off yeur ankles. Think it over in your
cell, I’ll book you on tonight’s kill-
ing and that’s all I'll try to prove.
But you’ll get the chair, Crandall,
Why not give Mary Taggart a clean
slate?”

Crandall came to his feet. He smiled
at Dink. *“She is 2 nice kid, isn’t
she?”

Dink growled, “The best. If T
wasn’t so damned old and so damned
ugly—" He broke off.

Crandall chuckled as he turned to
walk toward the police car. “You've
got something there, Lieutenant. It's
a good idea for a love story. Well,
let’s get going. I'll make a full state-
ment in the morning.”

They walked down the road toward
the car, Crandall slightly ahead. Dink
cursed silently and wished he had &z
c1gar to chew. Except for that‘ every-

ning was fine.

THE END

2 NEW NOVELS

“Ho Lppeal Frem Judge Dol by Archie Joscelyn

“Trail ¢f Laughing Dealh” by Ed Earl Repp
in The dareh lssq,e of WESTERN YARNS — i0¢




OF

CORMPMARNDO
By Arthur Leo Zagad

B. & B, Detectives, and
their cat, Sinbad, sclve
the mystery behind a
fighting man’s sudeen
loss of nerve.

T WAS a veritable behemoth of
a truck, tlunt-nesed, a dull
clive-green, it stood in the camp
road as ugly as the Puritan’s con-
cept of sin. Passing soldicrs looked
at  it-—~loeked agaiv and whistled
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softly. *“What a dream!” one ex-
claimed; another, “Mama! Ain’t she
somethin’ to write home about.”

The feminine pronoun did not
refer to the truck, even though it
bore the insigne of the American
Women’s Voluntary Services. Pro-
‘noun, and admiring remarks, apper-
tained to the occupant of its drivet's
seat,

Trim in gray-blue uniform, canoe-
shaped cap perched jauntily on hair
the mouth-watering shade of sage
honey, tip-tilted little nose impudent
over a damask-rose dab of mouth,
Betty Marvin was for once oblivious
of male adoration. Her eyes, corn-
flower blue, were riveted anxiously
on the door of the long, low build-
ing before which the truck had bzen
waiting an hour.

Beside her, a furry bundie the ex-
act color of her hair heaved, uncurled
and became a huge cat stretching
lithe muscies. “Mrreow,” it com-
mented in a deep-chested baritone,
looking up at its mistress with eyss
blue as her own,

The girl stroked the cat, but her
gaze remained on the door with the
stencilled words, MEDICAL DE.-
TACHMENT. “All right, Sinbad.”
Her voice was silver. “Thsy’ll be
through with him soon.” A silver
wire stretched almost tc breaking.
“We'll soon know—-" It caught in
her throat,

The door was opening.

Ben Marvin came out of it and
across the board sidewalk slowly, as
if he were very tired. Sunligit
glinted from his lieutenant’s silver
bars, struck into sharp relief the
weary lines cutting inte his dark,
sharp count®fance. His uniform was
impeccable, Qis black mustache
needle-peinted and intransigent as
always, but his left leg dragged &
little, its knee _gtiff,

A silvery Iifﬁe laugh greeted him
as he reached the truck. “Pay me,”
Betty chuckled, het temszness gone.
“One hard, round quartei.”

“Yeah,” Ben grunted., “You win,”
He put the coin into her soft palm.
“They marked me unfit for duty for
another month. A month,” he re.
peated bitterly, “Ten cents gets you

another quarter the division's over-
seas by then.”

“It's a bet.” The girl reached for
a gear lever. “Come on, Ben. Huzry.
I've got to get Hezlen ’Lisbeth back
in her stail befere the Gorgon dis-
covers I drove her down here” A
series of backfires announced the
motor kad come alive. “She’d love
the chance te chuck me out on my—"

“Betty!”

“Ear’!?
“Well?*

Ben climbed a little awkwardly to
the high seat. “Not that I'm afraid
of Mrs. J. Hall-Morris,” Betty
giggled, *since I found out her bee-

she fisished sweetly.

orgeeus silver hair’s a wig” Cogs
clashed. “It's lucky, Ben”
“That Mrs, Hall-Morris wears a

wig?”

“No, silly.” The truck lurched into
gargantuat  motion. “That you
don’t have to go back to the army
right away. ’Cause I just bought the
most beautiful Ieather blotter pad
you ever saw.”

“A leather—What the devil for?”

“Your desk, To keep your spurs
from scratching it. If you wore
spurs.”

‘ EN pulled in a long, reluctant

breath bhut the pain had eased
from his face. “If you think I'm
going te hang around that triple-
be-dammned office—"

“It isp’t. It's a lovely office and
it’s ours. ‘B. & B. Detectives.' Re-

member how proud we were when
the painter lettered that on its door.
And someone might even bring in
a case—=0h, look!" Batty braked so
abruptly Be:n was within an ace of
being thrown from his seat. “Look
at those saldiers.”

The read had brecught them to &
wide, grassless plateau, where men
in baggy battle uniforms, their faceg
and hands blackened, were sorted oft
in pairs, industrisusly endeavoring to
commit mayhem on cach other re-
gardless of the rules of Qusensbury
or even those of common decency,
“What are they doing?”"

“They’re playing Puss-in-the-Cos-
ner, honey,” Ben said sweetly, “to
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see which ones get ice cream for des-

sert tonight.”

“Benjamin Rowland Marvin! If
you expect me to believe any such
nonsense—I know very well there’s
plenty enough ice ¢ream to ge zround
-=0h,” she broke off. "“That man.”
Betty's *Angers went to her lips
“There. Something’s wrong.”

“Wrong’s right,” Marvin agreed.
“That’'s Art Lanning, and—What the
hell?”

The seldier had jumped suddenly
back from his antagonist, stood rigid
now, left Ast clenched hard against
his temple, right arm stiff along his
flank, its sooted fingers working con-
vulsively. His eyes, seeming all
swhites, stared unnaturally large from
his face’s black mask and his voice,
thin, tortured. came clearly across the
field.

“I can’t. 1 can’t do it.”

“You blasted yellow....” A burly
non-com pounded stiff-legged toward
the man. “You lily-livered....”” An
officer caught the sergeant’s arm.
“Hold it, Jackson.,” A second lieu-
tenant, “Hold everything. I'll take
care of this.”

Ben started down coff the truck,
Out in the field, the lieutenant was
saying, “Okay, Lanning.” Gently.
“IWhat’s it ail about? What's got
uite you?”

£ shradder san through the man but
he cams to attention, saluted. 1
don't kiow, sir.” He spoke duliy.
“All of a sudden I kind of get a pic-
ture of me realiy snezking up om a
guy and breaking his back with that
fioléd and it was like somsene conked
me with a sledge-hammer, I—" His
veice thinned again, was edged with
nysteria. “I couldn’t do it. WNot
even to a Jap or a Jerry, I couldn’t—-"

“Settle down, Lanning” In the
background, Sergeant Jackson was
bellowing the rest of the detail back
to work. “Get a grip on yourself.”

“Yes, Lizutenant Cerbett.”

Corbett sighed. “That’s a Ilittle
better. Now go to your quarters and
stay there. Il have a little talk
with you later.”

“Thank yoa, sir.,” The private was
stockily built, rock-jawed, young, He
Jooked the kind that dcesn’t know

what nerves are. He saluted, about-
faced smartly enough but stumbled
as he started away and went across
the field in the curious, blindly grop-
ing manner of a sleepwalker.

ORBETT watihed him—turned
to a tap on Biis arm. “Lieuten-
ant IMarvin”  His bronzed face
lighted with .genuine pleasure. “I
hadn’t heard you were back with us.”
IHe remembered to s&=te. “I suppose
you’re taking aver the péstoon.”
“No, Dick.,” Ben returned the
salute, put his hand out for a friend-
ly clasp. “T'm still on the inactive
list—look. What’s got into Lanning?
He’s the last man in the platoon I'd
expect to put on an act like that.”
“Or 17 Corbett shook his head.
“Lve always figured him the tough-
est hombre of the lot and the Lord
knows they’re all plenty tough or
they wouldn’t be detailed to this
special Commando course.” His hand -
fisted at his side. “He started to
soften up about ten days ago, but
this is the climax. Guess I’ll have
tc transfer him out.”
*“FThat won’t repair the damage.”
Marvin was looking past the second

iieutenant, to where Jackson was
rosring at the other rmen, on the

verge of apoplexy.” “Look at the rest
of your gang. They're just going
through the motions. They’re think-
ing of what Lanning said and it’s
taken all the ecraph owt of them.”
“Yeah.”" Corbett pulied the edge
of his hiand across his forehead. “That
sort e¢f thing's infectious. But what

~the devil can we do about it?”

WYRs

Find out what's ailing Lanning
and straighten him out. That'll cure
the others.”

“Sure. But how? I--Hold on! I
can’t get anything out of him, but
I've seen him confabbing with old
Frazier over at the Red Cross shack.
I wonder if—"

“Got it.” Ben twisted, was limp-
ing back to the truck. “Come on,
Bets. We've got places tc go and
things to do.”

“The Gorgoen,” Betty wailed, but
as Ben resumed his seat heside her
she asked, *Where to, me Judr”
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“The south end of camp Talse that
first turn to the left....”

The white-haired man with the
Swiss Cross on his lapels said, “Yes,
Lieutenant RMarvin, I know what's
bothering Frivate Laaning,” and
stopped.

A muscle knotted in Ben's gaunt
cheek. “It’s something vou can’t pass
on to me because I'm his officer, and
it would be marked up against him.”

“No.” Frazier pursed thin, sexless
lips. “No, if that were s¢ I should
not even admit he kad tslked to
me. His troubles do not concern the
army at all.”

“The hell they don't.” Marvin
blazed, ‘“They’re only runinixg a
damn pood soldier and sapping the
morale “of the platoon I half killed
myself mezkiag the best in the di-
vision. Listen, mister!” Tersely, ke
related the incident that had brought
him to the Red Cross Field Director.
“Now .tell me again this is nome of
my business.”

“Your business, lieutenant,” Fraz-
ier smiled thinly, “is leading your
men in battle. The life they've left
pehind them, the welfare c¢f their
loved ones, is curs. We've built a
vast organizastien that reaches inte
evefy city and village and rural com-
munity in this land to handle that
jeb.” His fingers drummed on the
edge oi his desk. “I think we've
been fairly successful thus far.”

“Yes,” Marvin admitted grudging-
ly. “You have.”

“But 1 contess,” Frazier went on,
“that in this case [ and mysgelf on
the horns of z dileni®ia.” His hanad
dropped to & drawer, pulied it open.
“firthur Lanning received this let-
ter from his wife about a fortnight
ago. On Friday, the twenty-ifth, to
be exact.”

The writing on the feldedsheet
of notepaper was neatly formed. the
lines forthrightly straight:

“Art darling;

There’s something I'd like to
tatk to you about. I'd come down
to camp but we’re shorthanded
and I oughta'¢ even te mise one
shift at the plant, especially with
what I do there. Maybe you

ceuld get a weekend leave and
we could have one of our good
cid pewwows.

Something awfully funny hap-
peired the other day. I was rid-
ing to work....”

The rest of the letter deait®with
the sort of inconsequential trifles
that mean so much to a husband sep-
zrated from the wife he loves and
who loves him, and nothing to any-
one else. It was signed, very sim-
ply, “Your Mary.”

N;
wire.”

“MNe,” Frazier agreed. “Lanning
put in for leave and it was denied.
He wrote his wife to tell her so. She
never answered that letter.”

There was no emphasis in the way
he gaid it, but a chill prickle travelled
Een’s spine. "It got lost in the mail,”
he suggested.

“Perhaps. But it is hardly pos-
sible that Launing’s second letter
would also meet the same fate. When
that brought no rcsponse, he came
to me.”

“Yes?”

“I foliuwed our usual procedure,
bad our local Red Cress chapter send
someone out to make a discreet in-
vestigation. The three times our
worker called, Mary Lanning was not
zt home. $fe had not reported for
work since Saturday, the twenty-
sixth, when she drew her last pay.
WJe have been unable to locate any-
ere who has seen her since she left
tlie Atlas Chemical Company’s build-
irrg, that night.”

"You have been unable to locate—"
Ben Marvin’s jaw ridged. “Didn’t
it occur to you that this ought to
ba reported to the police?”

“Naturally.” Frazier adjusted a
fountain-pen stand that needed no
adjustmient, “‘But that is up to Ar-
thur Lanning, not to us.”

“An& he—?"

“Refuses to bring the police into
this affair, refuses to permit us to.
I offered to tell Celcnel Fosdick the
circumstances, secure a furlough for

ARVIN gave it back. “Noth-
ing in this to send a man hay-

him so that he can search for his
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wife himself. He has refussd to per-
mit me to do that, Nor will he tell
me why.”

“No?” Little light worms crawled
in the blackness of Marvin's eyes.
“What do you want to bet he'll teil
me?”

“Oh look here, lieutenant., ¥ou
can’t—"" Frazier didn’t finish the sen-
tence, He had no one to whom to
finish it. Ben Marvin had slammed
out of the little office.

“QOkay, hon?” Betty smiled down
at him. “Are we going home now?”

“You're going hiome,” Ben grinned
back at her. “I've got a little mat-
ter needs attending to here.)”

“Then I stay too.”

“Unnh, nnh. If you think I'm
letting you hand the Gorgon hex
chance to give you the old heave-
to__i‘l

“Ihe Gorgon go to—to blazes.”

“Amen. And you can get going.
Pronto!”

The smile diad from the girl's lips
and wunder her lucent skin pallor

“Are you giving me orders,
nznt Miarvin?”

“I'm telling you to start this truck
back to where it belongs,” Black eyes
caught, held, cornflower blue onss
and there was sudden, silent but in-
tense conflict between them. Abrupt-
ly Ben’s voice was fuzzy, deep-toned.
“Plesss, Bets.”

“That’s better,” she sighed, and her
smile was back. “’Bye honey. Don’t
do anything I wouldn’t do.”

Geaars clashed. “That isn’t restrict-
ing me very much,” Marvin grinned,
and a salvo of backfires drowned his
word. The behemoth roared away and
pain twisted Ben’s face as he bent,
grabbed his leit knee with both hands
and squeezed hard.

“Damn,” he murmured. “Damn it
to hell,” and straightened and moved
off, hobbling now like a spavined
horsa.

As Ben entered the barrack’s room
a soidier sprang from a cot, stood
at attention in undershirt, shoeless,
“At ease,” the lieutenant smiled and
locked past the relaging man. Two
long rows of neatly made

cots
streiched either side the room, alter-
nating head and foot. There was

no one else in sight. “Where’s Lan-
ning, Gordon?” ;

The private’s eyes went blank. *I-
don’t know, sir.” He fumbled with
the arm bandage that explained his
own presence hére, “I don’t know,”
he repeated, needlessly.

Marvin's eyes came back froru the
wall above the fourth cot on the
right, where a pack hung from one
hook brlt the omnegext to it was
empty. “I take it you don’t know,”
hie said and then surprise flared into
the soldier’s face as the cfficer’s hand
went to his own coliar, deftly un-
pinned silver bars. “Get it, Goz-
don?” Ben asked, warm- ~toned. “This
is between you and me and these
walls.”

“Yes, sir,” Gordeon seemed dazed.
“Yeah. I get it”

“Art Lanning’s gone over the hill,
hasn’t he?”

HE fellow’s mouth opened,
closed, opened =again, and then

tha dam broke. “(Gees,” he blurted.
“He come in here lookin’ like the
wrath uli God. I don’t think he

heard me ask him what was up. ©
way his eyes looked, blind kind of,
I dow’t think he even saw me. Fle
just marched to his bunk and grabbed
his helster from the hook there and
stomped on into the latrine in hack.”

It was Ben'’s turn to look couafused.
“The latrine?”

“Yes, sir. You climb out tle win-
dow in there when the sentry's the
other end of the post and you can
make it to the woods without his
spotting you. We—I-—" Gordon
swallowed, decided to go the whole
hog. “I've got away with it more'n
one night when the sarge wouldn’t
gimme a pass to town.”

“I see.”” The corners of Marvin’s
mouth twitched. “Well, you’d bet-
ter not try it too often. I’d hate
to see you hauled up before a sum-
.A-(ry court on charges.” The twinkle
of humor vanished. “Look here. I've
got tc get Lanning back on the res-
ervation before he’s hauled up on
worse charges than just being A, W.
0. L. Have you any idea which way
he went?”

The private spread his hands help-
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lessly. “You go through them woods
about a half mile and you come out
on the Pcst Road. You can get a
hitch there 'most anywheres,”

“Almost anywhere,” Ben Marvin
repeated, his brow knitting. “And
he’s had plenty of time to reach the
highway....”

“‘You take the high road,”” sang
Betty Marvin as she hurled the huge
A. W, V. S, truck along the wide
ribbon of concrete, * ‘and I’ll take the
low road.”” The great blonde cat was
once more curled on the seat beside
her. “‘And T'll be in Scotland afore
you~-" Isn’t it weird, Sinbad, to see
the Post Road ail empty like this?”
“ “Mrreow,” Sinbhad agreed, lazily
blinking his extraordinary blue eyes.

“Since camp, we've just secn that
one army car that whizzed past us.
It’s the war, you knovw. Civilians
can’t get gas or tires unless—Oh,”
she broke off. “There's a soldier
now; thumbing a ride.”

He’d stepped out of the bushes
ahead. already lifting his arm to
signal her. Fighting the pondereus
brake, Betty locked puzzled. “Funny,
Sinbad,” she murmured. “It zlmost
seems like he's Been hiding in there,
looking over the cars that come zlong
before showing<himseif.” The truck
skidded to a halt and the soldier
came up on its steps.

“You going through to the city?”

His nostrils quivered and the quick
lock hie shet into the truck’s interier
was scmehow harried. “The big city,
I mean.”

“Yes.” The soldier was barsheaded
snd there was sogt aiong the hard
line of his che&kbone, as if he’d
washed hastily, “Come on al--I know
youl!” Betty exclaimed. “You're the

soldier who~—~Y¢g're Private ILan-
ning.,” ZLanning's mcuth greyed,

went thin, straight. ‘“3What about
it,” he demanded. fatly.

“Y¥ou shouldn't be—Your leuten-
ant sent you to your quarters. You
ought to be—" The girl’s voice died
and she was staring into the black
mouth of a revolver clenched sudden-
ly in Lanning’s fist. “VWhat—What's
that for?”

“For being tco blasted smart.,” The
soldier’s pupils had shrunk to pin-

points. “You—”" The gun pounded,
ripped a hole in the truck roof as
he was hurled back off the step by
a blonde, spitting fury of enraged
cat that had exploded from the seat.

There was a soft, sickening thud
in the road, a yowl of jungle fury.
“Sinbad!” Betty cried, scrambling
down. The cat, arch-backed, ene:-
mous with bristled fur, lashed a sinu-
ous tail above the soldier’s prostrate
form. “It’s all right, Sinbad. He
can’t hurt me now. He’s harmless.”

A long scratch, just beginning to
bleed, raked from the tip of Lau-
ning’s left ear to the point of his
jaw. It was the only visible sou-
venir of the {feline’s attack, but he
lay very still, very wkhite in the road.
Reckless of Sinbad’s deep-chested
growl, Betty sank to her knees and
probed a tawny scalp, her fingers
anxious.

HE let breath filter from between

her lips. “Not broken, Sinbad.
He just cracked the hack of his head
on the concrete and knocked himself
out. He'll be—"

A thrashing in ths bushes twisted
her to them in tire to see Ben burst
out, breathless. He saw her. “Betty!”
hobbied to her. “Bets, honey. I heard
the shot and—You're all right, Bets?
You’re not hurt?”

“Only my pride, Ben, the way I
blurted it out.”” Her smile was rue-
ful. “*T know you,” I prattled. ‘Yeou
oughtn't to be here. You're Private
Lanning and—"

“Lanning!” Marvin stared at the
stunned man. really seecing him for
the first time. “I'll be everlastingly
«-That's whom I was tracking
through the woods, He left a trail
plain as Broadway and—What hap-
pened, Betty?”

She told me, “He wasn’t going
to shootme, Ren. I'mm sure he wasn't.
He—"

“Hold it. Bsts. THe’s coming back
to us.”

Lanning had stirred, groaned. His
eyelids fluttered open and he looked

“up, dazedly at first, then with sud-

den terror as he made out Ben's uni-
form. He thrust a spread palm
against the concrete, shoved to a sit-
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ting posture. “Fasy,” Marvin mur.
mured. “Take it easy, Lanning. I'm
not going to turn you in.”

“You—you're not....”

“Not uniess you persist in acting
like a blasted idiot.” Ben let him-
self down, gingerly, to ti*® truck
step. “You were on your way to look
for your wife. weren't you? For
Mary.”

“Mary!” The name was an oath,
the way Lanning mouthed it. “Hell
no! I'm out after the.son of perdi-
tion she run off with.”

“Mary hasn’t run off with anyone,”
Marvin told him. ‘“She loves you too
much for that. A hell of a lot more
than you deserve.”

The soldier stared, Adam’s apple
working., “Mary loves—What the
blazes do you know about it?"

“I read her last letter to you, Lan-

ning. Frazier showed it to me.”
“Her letter—" Lanning laughed,
curtly, Bitterly. “Yeah., Swest as

honey it was. And pheuey as hell.”

“Not phoney.” Ben denied, gently.
“MNo woman living could fake a let-
ter like that if she didum’t love the
man she wrate it to.”

“That’s what I thought.,” The sol-
dizr was fumbling in a pecket of his
battle uniform. “Tiil I got this and
thought it over.” He brought out a
dingy, crumplsd envelope, thrust it
at Ben. *Here, Since you've stuck
your nose this far intoc my affairs,
you may as well shove it in all the
way.” He’d long gone beyond distinc-
tions in rank. “Go on, read it.”

“T will,”

Betty read it too, over his shoui-
der:

“Maybe it's none of my look-
out, but being as how you’re a
soldier I can’t help it, I got to
tell you. You bztter get a furlow
and come home and ask your
wife Mary what she’s up to, run-
ning around with a greasy little
foreigner and going away with
him weekends and all.

I think it’s a shame she’s act-
ing like that when her man’s fix-
ing to die for his country.

A Neighbor.”

Ben’s lips curled with disgust but
it was Retty who exclaimed, “How
filthy!” She twisted to Lanning.
“Don’t tell me you put any stock in
that—that garbage!”

The soldier had plucked his revolv-
er from the roadbed, was struggling
erect, “Maylee it's garbage,” he
snaried, “but she's gone off some-
where, #in’t she? And she didn’t go
alone” His hand tightened on the
gun butt. “I don’t kpow where to
look, but I’'m gonna find them, and—"

“No,” Ben said. “Y'm going to find
her for you. If she’s alive—" ~

“If-—1" Lanning went corpse-gray.
“What do you mean?” His fingers
dug into Marvin’s shoulder, bruising.
“What makes you think Mary’s not
alive?”

The lieutenant lifted his head to
look into the man’s face, his
slender frame etherwise mctionless.
“Nothing,” he said blafdly. “Not a
thing, Dut the thought of her dead
hit you smack in the solar plexus,
didn’t it? The thought of Mary
dead, the woman you iove so much
yeu were willing to let her zo with
someons she’d learned to love more
than you till the vermin ihat crawled
out of this filth ate into your brain
and ate away your love for her.” The
smile under his nesdle-pointed mus-
tache was faintly meocking, but his
eyes pitied the man. “And made you
forget something else, your duty to
the uniform youn wear.”

Ben came to his feet as t2e sol-
dier’s hand dropped frora his shoul-
der. “You're going back to your
bunk, Lanning, the way yeu came—"

“NO!“

“And I'm going to finé Mary for
you,” Marvin went on, very quietly.
“I'll give you my solemn promise,
Lanning, that if I find she went away
willingly, with a lover, I'll not only
tell you where they are, but see that
you get long enough leave to go to
wherever they are. Is that faic
enough?”

“Yeah.” Arthur Lanning’s face was
the color of putty. “Yeah. It’s fair
enough.”

“Okay. Now, go back to the bar-
racks, I want to ask you some ques-
tions....”
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STYHE A. W. V, S. truck pounded
down a narrow street of drab
apartment houses, one cut above tene-
ments. ‘“The Gorgon must be throw-
ing eleven difierent kinds of fits by
now,” Betty chuckled. “I wish I
could see her, Ben.”

“Yeah—Watch it, Bets. There’s
four-nineteen,” about the middle of
the block.”

She eased the behemoth to the curb,
braized, turned to Ben. “Okay. What
ncw, oherlock?”

“Now we—Uh, uh.,” Marvin pulled
back irom peering out and up from
under the roof., “A dame’s leaning
out of a window up in the third
floor.”

“So what?”

“And she’s got a pillow planted be-
tween the sill and her—er-—chest.”

Betty looked bewildered. “I still
don’t see....”

“That cushion
there by the day,
street.”

“Like a few thousand other women
in this town that haven’t anything
better to do with their time, ¢ven if
there is a war on.”

“True, my sweet,” Ben agreed.
“But this one’s leaning out of a
third fleor window and the Lanning
flat is on the third floor—”

“Rear, remainber.”

“Frecisely. Nevertheless, we shall
make a slight <hange in our projected
tactics. Listen closely, oh light of
my life and consolation orf my de-
clining years—if any. Listen to my
words of wisdom.”

There follov.ed a low-toned col-
loquy, after which Betty swung lithe-
ly down to the sidewalk, crossed
alone to the brownstone stoop and
climbed it.

The usual row of letter boxes was
set into the vestibule wall, brass cub-
bies faced by tiny glass windows be-
low them, nameplates and under these
a row of pushbuttons misshapen by
many years of thrusting fingers. The
girl found the framed slip that said,
LANNING 2R, peered into the box
above it.

* She could make out a white en-
velope, ‘Soldier’s Mail—Free’ scrawl-

means she parks
watching the

ed in the corner where the stamp _

ought to be. Her eyes narrowed.
Then her forefinger jabbed a but-
ton, not Lanning’s, The one next
to it, over which the nameplate
read, RALSTON, 3F,

She rang once more before the hall
door’s latch clicked. As she pushed
the heavy portal open, Ben arrived at
her side. “Mamma’s alone in the flat,”
he murmured. “She had to pull in

from the window to answer your
ring.”
“Yes—Ben. I've been thinking all

the time the reason Mary Lanning
wrote her husband to cemne to her
was because she wanted to see him
again, to help her mzake np her mind
between him and someone else. 1
thought that when he wrote he
couldn’t come, that decided her. But
I was wrong.”

“How’d you make that discovery?”

“She never read his first letter. She
was geone before it came. It’s still
in the box. I could read the post-
maric through the glass.”

“Interesting.” They were climbing
steep stairs, their feet silent on the
carpeted treads, their voices barely
audible. “But—Oh, oh. Here’s where
I stop.” They were midway ef the
flight between the second and third
floors, and above them hinges were
creaking, “You remember ycur little
speech, don’t you?”

The hall door of the third floor,
front, flat framed a big woman in a
ckeap and dingy house dress, “Yes?”
Weary eyes, the irises a blurred
brown, peered at Betty. “What is
1t

“Mrs. Ralston?”

HE must have been pretty once;
now her straggly hair was the
color and texture of hay that’s lain
in the hot sun too long, and the skin
at her throat was lcose, wrinlkled.
“Jen Ralston’s my name.”

“I’'m from the A.W.V.S., Mrs. Rals-
ton.” Betty’s smile was ingratiating.
“One of your neighbors has applied
for a certain highly confid:ntial posi-
tion and I'vs been assigned to investi-
gate her. I thought you might be
able to tell me something about her.”

“I can’t” The door started to
close. “I ain’t lived here but a month
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and I den’t knew nothing about no-
body.
“Oh," Betty interjected, hastily.

“You can’t help knowing about her.
She iives rlgh* here on your own
floor,”

“

Tha door stonpad moving. “Mery
Lagning, you mean?
“Mary Launing, You can help ms,

car’t you?”’ .

nT ¥ .

Ars. Ralston gnawed an
wrhich  reuge was
d you sav she app!

under lip
"Dlnichy
ied for this

“T didan't say.” The girl still smiled
Blandly but in the hollow of her
throat a pulse {luttered., “Because I
don’t know, exactly. But it st
have bazn yastﬂrday or the day be-
fore, botauze we dzm t know abouit
this Lh’l’!” till then”

oy em»rday ....”7 The faded Wsrown
eyes were peering out past Betty,
into tlie shadows that shrouded the
stalrs and woIan ssenied 1o be
listening for something. “Come in,
miss. Lome on inside wheres we can
sit aa” 11l in vou an :3*1’111 zbout
that-—cbowt liary Lanniag)

The fat door closed on the two
svomen. For a moment there was
musty vacaney in the stairwell, then
Ben Marvin appesred on the lauding.
His sombre gaze rested on the door
of 3, front, for an instant and there
was satisfaction in it, and perturba-
tion too, but he shrugged and moved
to the rear, to the door of 3, rear,
sunk in the gloomy rectangle of a
deep embrasure.

Metal clinked tinily. Metal scraped
cn metal. Breath whispered against
the edge of tight teeth and a lock-
bolt rattled. Hinges whispered. A
vertical streak of light slitied the
murk., It widened, silhouetted a
slender ferm in officer’s uniformn, nar-
rowed again and vanished.

Ben cvin crossed a minuscule
foyer, entered a living room ueatly
inorder. A window was open inches,
a not curtain stirred with the biepze.
The furnishings were in as goosd
taste as mst'—x}m‘,‘.t turniture ever is,
but dust lay, a thin film, everywhere,

A confession magazine lay open on
the seat of a chair. Gloves and a
newspaper were thrown carelessly on

Lklv

a small table. The room looked lived-
in, but thcere "was the dust and the
dead, empty silence brooding in the
fat,

A door in the farthor wall let Mar-
vin into a short hall that ended in a
bedroom. A window was open heie
too. A cleszt was opzn and gaps in
the huddled row of dresses within
it, empty. hangers, a seguined eve-
ning dress huddled forlorn on the
wardrobe floor, told a story of hasty
departure  underiined by dresser
drawers pulled half opsw, trailing
filmy pink rayon.

Tlie doutle hed was made up, but
its candlewick spread was rumpled,
asd a chair had been overturned,
scuffing up s Wilten scatter rug—
Ben stitferied.

Splotching one edge of the rug
<pre-tl*ng over thz shellacked
A dark red stain,
'1{3 at Jlﬂ' edgen,
ke 80 ?&tl.wa violent hap-
hem;‘" muastered, “and,”
glancing «i t}:e dres;»r, the closet
on whase hat steif was a vacant space
just lerge eunugh to have contained
a suitc s¢, “and not o Wary Lan-
ning.” Ie bent, picked at the =dge
of the stain with a fingarnail, sniffed
the bit of dried stuff this brought
away. 4n odd, sauric s:nile touched
his thin lips. *“Yes,” he whispered.
“It laoks very much like it.”

Hie eves were black agates....

I
El
‘;‘L

r—r
!J :
Ur

HE Ralston flat had a smell of

uncleanliness, of last week’s
greasy cooking, of dirt swept under
carpets. “I ain’t nosy by nature,”
Jen Ralston babbled, “but when a
married woman has a greasy little
forcigner comin’ to her flat night aft-
er night, an’ stayin’ to all hours while
ber own man’s in the army, then I
got to take notice.’

Betty squirmed uneasily in the up-
holciered chair, resisted a desire to
scratch, “I—}aybe youw're not mmg
fair., Liaybe this man is ker brother.”

“Brother, my eye. An’ that ain’t
all. One Saturday night, about two
weeks ago it was, she had him in
there an’ all of a sudden there was 2
lot of noise, like they were throwing
chairs at each other or something,
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an’ it stepped all of a sudden” The
Ralston womnan leaned forward in her
chair. “After awhile,” she said low-
tened, “Mary Lanning come out
carryin’ a suitcase an’ gyent cown-
stairs helterskeiter, like she was run-
nin’ away from somethin’, but the
wop, or whatever he is, never come
out at all.”

“Ie didn't!” Retty's eyebrows went
up. “I suppose you told the police.”

“Who? Me? Say, any time you
catch me givin' the cops a rumble—"
Jen Ralston cut ofif as a key ratiled
in the hall door. ‘“That’s Jim,” she
exclaimed. “I knew he’d be along
pretty soon.” She sounded relieved.

And curiousiy triumphant.

The door slaramed shut. Heavy
feotialls crossed the foyer. A man,
not tall but heavily built, face broad-
Jy moulded, stonped short ia the lv-
ing room enirance, eyes too small, tco

wide apart questioning the girl's
prasznce.
“This lady’s been askin’ abeoit

Mary Lanning, Jim.” Mrs. Raiston
lifted to her feet. “She says she put
in for a job with the A. W.—with
her bunch, yesterday.” Beiy was up
toc, throat dry with sudden, umnrea-
soning panic. “Yesterday, or the day
before yesterday, she says.”

“Oh yeah?” The man was moving
slowly, ponderously, towards Betty.
“Yesterday, nuh?” The woman was
meving toward her toc, frem the
other side and it was as if the two
stalked her, mercilessly.

The girl swallowed her cud of fear,
contrived a little, careless laugh, “It
doesn’t matter, Mr. Ralston. Really
it doesn’t”” She turned to the wom-
an. “You've told me all I need kncw.
Thank you.” She started toward the
foyer, but ths man blocked her off.

“I'm gonna do you a faver, honey”
His great hand closed on her arm.
“I'm gonna let yeu talk to Mary
Lsnniug herself.” Betty was rigid as
the woman pawed her, searching for
a weapcn, but there was no earthly
use resisting. “Get your duds cn,
Jen,” Jim Ralston saidf “Locks like
we got to move out un here——fast.”

The car was a sedan, so old its
body squeaked, but its meotor was
smooth and powerful. The sedan was

sc¢ old the layers of safety glass in
its side windows had separated, blur-
ring them so that anyone cutside
would have to look hard inside to
see that the slim girl in the hack seat
was blindfolded and gagged.

As the motor sent the sedan surg-
ing thrcugh endless meanderings,
Betty Marvin tried to shut out the
unwaghed smell of the woman beside
her, tried to forget the feel of the
gun in her side as they’d descended
the stairs, close together, and crossed
the sidewalk to the car. Tried des-
perately to conceal the fear that
sheathed her tantalizing young body
with ice.

And at leng last the sounds that
drummed Betty’s ears changed pitch,
so that she knew they’d entered an
enclosed space, and a door thudded,
somewhere outside and the car
stopped. Seat springs creaked, up
front and the front door squezked
open, slammed shut. Clumsy fingers
fumbled at the handkerchief that
blinded Betty, pulled it away. Yel-
Iow light probled her sching eyeballs,
dazzled them.

She heard a wheezy chuckle as the
fingers removed her gag., HHer vision
cleared and through the windshicid
she discerned that she wzs in a low-
ceiled small room cluttered with old
tires, oid license plates, empty oil
cans, Obviously a private garage at-
tached to some suburban heme, but
what sort of people lived here that
these things had not long ago been
turned in for war use?

- A door in a sidewall was ouening.
Jim Ralston came through, thudded
to the sedan, pulled open the cardoor
on Betty's side. “Come on.”

, “Where?”

“Come on,” Ralston said again and
reached in to drag her out. The girl
recoiled from the rough paw. “Bon't
touch me! I'll come.” She stumbled
out ang, aware that the woman fol-
Jowed, obeyed Ralston as he mo-
tioned her to the door out of which
he’d come.

HEY went into a kitchen wiose
blinds were drawn, making it a
place of dim glints, of fearsome
shadows. They went across the
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kitchen into an entrance hall out of
which a gloomy staircase lifted, and
straight ahead a street door was tight
shut and bolted. “Jim,” Jen whis-
pered. “Does he want me, Jim?”
Something like terror quivered in
that whisper. “Do I have to go in
there?” '

“He didn’t say so.”

“Then I'm not.
stairs.”

“Okay with me,” the man shrugged
and turned to a wide archway to one
side of the hall, pawed aside the
heavy plush portieres that filled it,
beckoned Betty through.

Her throat was tight, aching., Her
heart pounded till she wondered it
did not break through her rib cage.

Black shades were drawn down
tight over deep-embrasured windows
but on a ponderous, obleng library
table in the center of the breathless
roorn a lamp threw light downwards
on the mezhogany surface, on the
curled lash and ominously heavy
handle of a riding crop lying there.
Going toward the table, the girl was
aware of a shadowy presence seated
in the blackness bshind it, of the
pale oval of a face otharwise umn-
defined.

“Ohhh,” shke exclaimed,
pointedly. “You've
cardles.”

“The candles?” The voice from the
“What can-

I'm going wup-

disan-
forgotten the

darkness was startied.
dles?”

“We always have candles at my
sorority’s initiations. They're really
very effective.”

“Indeed?” At the table now, she
could make out the speaker more
clearly, painfully thin, head too long,
too narrow, long nose sharp-bridged
and mouth straight-lipped, cruel
“This is hardly a sorority initiation?”

“QOh, isn’t it? When I saw all this
hocus pocus I thought it was. What
are you up to, then?”

“T’11 ask the questions, if you don't
mind.” The veice was high-pitched,
effeminate in a3 skin-crawling way,
“Who sent you to look for Mary
Lanning?”

Betty rubbed her thumb along the
table’s edge, looked at its ball. Her
pert nose wrinkled, “Dust,” she re-

marked, disgustedly.
speak sharply to your maid.” She
turped to look for Ralston, fouad
hint standing spraddle-legged before
the archway. “Isn’t it terrible, the
sloppy way they work nowadays?
But then, I suppose you've got te
be satisfied with what you can get
these days, with the war factories—"

“Young woman!” Exasperation,
threat, were mingled in the sharp ex-
clamation. *I asked you a question.
Answer it,”

“Must I?¥

Fingers stole into the pool of
light, long white fingers that seemed
boneless. I think you had better.”
The fingers touched the whip's
weighted handle. “VYes, I should ad-
vise you te.” They fell away inte
the shadow again.

“lT see what you mean Well,”
Betty shrugged. “If T must, I must.
Here’s the way it was. This morn-
ing, about eleven o’clock, I heard a
tapping on' oLy door. I went and
openad it, and who do you think was
there?”

“Go on.”

She leaned forward, confidentizily,
left hand on ths mahogany suriace
to support her. “A little green mamn,
ten inches tall—" Her right flashed
to the whip's lash, swung its heavy
handle at the guestioner’s dodging
nead, It thudded duly on bche aad
a heavisr thud signalled a fallen body
as the girl whirled.

Ralston’s mouth gaped stupidly but
as the girl started for him, his paw
went under his lapel and before she
could get to him slid out again,
clenched on a gun-butt. 3She leaped.
The whip cracked on his wrist,
thumped the ravolver to the floor—

In that instant her foot caught a
rug hold, threw her. Twisting to
save herself, she lost the whip, hit
the Acor on hands and knees and saw
legs plunging to her, looked up ani
saw a face contorted with pain and
rage, saw a great paw reaching down
—DBetty threw herself at those legs,
hit them with her shoulder just be-
low the knees.

OT with weight or strength, but
the momentum of Ralston’s

“You ought to -

™
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charge, lightly checked, sent him
over her, sprawling, and Betty lifted
almost in the same motion, scooped
up Ralston’s revolver by its barrel,
Fingers clutched her -ankle, tugged,
and she was falling again.

Desperate, she fiung the gun down,
smashed it into a furrowed temple,
The clutch on her ankle relaxed and
she twiste ], catlike, found firm foot-
‘ing again, reached and tore the por-
tieres aside, darted through them.

To her left was the street door,
bolted, but her way to safety. Betty
turned to her right, tc the stairs,
went up them.

They led to a leng hali, lighted by
a window at the far end to the right.
There were four doors, all closed—
no, five, counting the transomless one
at the end of the hall to the left.
This was opening, on a white gleam
of bathroom tile and Jen Ralston
came out,

She stopped shert, eyes widening
at sight of the girl. “What—?" she
gulped. “How—?”

“Hello,” Betty smiled, stepping to
the nearest deor. “This is the room
he said Mary anning'’s in, isn’t it?”

“No, that one.” The woman
pointed. “But—"
“Thanks.” Betty cut her =if and

was turning the knrob before Jen’s
slow mind could comprehend some-
thing was radically wrong with the
picture. The door wasn’t locked, to
the girl’s immense relief. She pulled
it open, went through, pulling it shut
behind her.

“Ohh!” A girl not much older than
Betty herseif jumped up from an
armchair near the window. “You—"
She was black haired, not pretity but
wholesome. Her red-rimmed eyes
found Betty and their pupils wid-
ened. “They—They did it.” Her lips
twitciied. “I  didn’t think they’d
dare.”

This cryptic greeting had Betty
speechless for cnce. Mary Lanning
held out her hands, wuets touether
“Go ahead. Put them on.

“Put what on?”

“The handcuffs, of course. You
always handcuff a murderess, don’t
you?”

Betty shook her head violently, as

——

if to clear it of cocbwebs. “Who's
a murderess?”

“I am. I killed him, and that makes
me a—" Mary caught herself. “Aren’t
—aren't you a policewoman?”

“What makes you think—Qh! This
uniform. Take another look, Mary.
See these letters on my shoulder.”

“A., W. V. S Mary Lanning’s
voice cracked. “A. W.—Oh, I get
it.” Her little jaw was stubborn, ab-
ruptly, her eyes stubborn. “He's try-
ing to get it out of me another way,
is he?” Her tone was shrill-edged
with hysteria, “Well, it won’t worl.
I wouldn’t tell him, and I won’t tell
you.”

“Wait. Wait a minute.,” Betty was
again bemused. “VWhat are you talk-
ing about? What is this you won’t
teil me?”

“How much of number seven I put
into the vats, at the plant. Did wvou
really think you could wheedle it out
oi me after I refused to tell him, to
pay liim for hiding me from the po-
lice?”

“A great light dawned omn BEestity.
“Your job at the Atlas plant was
to measure out somne chemical to put
into what they’re making there for
the army, something that has to be
measured exactly or it's no good, so
how much you put in is the one se-
cret that really needs to be kept.”

“Yes,” The black-haired girl was
puzzled now. “Didn’t you know
that?”

“find they're spies. They ve been
trying to get it out of you.”

It was him firs Frank Morse.
I met him at a dance the Employeszs’
Recreation Club gave and he was
nice at first. He was a gentleman.
Always remembered I was married
and didn’t chezt, and he’d just say
hello 1:_‘rarcm<r me in the haills, or
maybe once in awhile treat me to a
soda at lunch, Ther e was nothing
wrong zhout that, was there?”

b ‘I’TE"\VJ—S like a child, asking if, so
WS that Batt ty’s threat ached for her
as she seid, “No. Of couarse not.”

“Then that Saturday night he rang
my bell, and he said he had some-
thing to talk about with me, some-
thing important, was inside before I
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could think to say no. He came in
and he said he knew where I could
get a lot of money just for telling
about number seven, and I told him
to stop fooling, that e knew darn
well 1 wouldn'® tell it for all the
money in the world.

“He kept on at me, and I told him
to get out and he wouldn't go.” The
girl seemed unable to stop. She was
taiking as if to herseli, as if she'd
told the story cver and over to her-
self, sitting here alcne, so oiten that
it seemed now to her that she was
merely doing it once mere, forgetting
she had a listener. “So I said to him
then, that I -vasn’t going to listen
to him and I went intc the bedroem.
And he followed me in and made a
grab at me, and I kit at him and—he
must have tripped or something, be-
cause he fell down and hit his head
on the chair, and he was all over
blood.” The black-irised pupils di-
lated with remembered herror. “He
was blood all over him and he lay se
still and I didn’t Lnow what to do”

“You poor kid.”

“I—1I was just going to go out &ud
’phone far a doctor or the police or
somsthing when the doorbell rang. It
was that ¥rs. Raiston, frem in front,
She said she'd heard me scream. Was
something wrong? And then she saw
the bloed on me, and I had to tell
her what had happened.”

“Whereupon she told you,” Betiy
put in, “that the best thing for you
to do was run away and hide.”

“Because no cne would believe my
story of how a man came to be in
my bedroom in the first place. Art
wouldn’t believe it. He’d think I—
that I was—"

“She talked fast, rushed you into
packing and skipping cnut before you
had a chance to think straight—"

“Shne said she had a friend who'd
be glad to hielp me, and ker husbaad
had his car downstzirs, and—"

“¥ou killed him, domsa vou!” The

interruption, packed with choking
rage, came from behind Betty.

35

“You've killed my Jim.” She wheealsd
to it, to Jen Ralston in the doorway,
her face livid, Ralston’s revolver jut-
ting black-barreled from her shak-
ing fist. “And I'm going to kill you.”

“Wait.” Betty Marvin stared trans-
fixed at the black barrel, at the black
little hole in its end out of which
death leered at her, pointblank.
“Your Jim isn’t dead. He’s only-—="

“Dion’t lie to me. I've been down-
stairs and I saw—get away from that
window, you!” The weman was mad
with grief and rage. “Get away be-
fore I put lead in you %00.” But the
gun was steady now, holding Betty
impaled on its threat. “Jimn’s dead,”
the woman told Betty, tiny muscles
crawling wormlike under her flabby
skin, “and you're going to—" A thun-
derous crash below, cut her off.

Betty started forward, was held by
the lifting gun, by Jen Ralston’s hat-

ing eyes. “Bets!” Ben Marvin
shouted, below. “Betty., Where are
you?”

“Here! Upstairs here, Ben.

Hurry!” but she knew it was no use.
“Hurry, Ben.,” The unsexpected shout
had relaxed  Jen Ralston'’s irigger
finger an instant but it was tighten-
ing again. Before Ben could hoebble
up the long Hight—

“Dramn your soul to hell,” the wom-
an cursad her, and kuuckles whit-
ened-——A yellow streair fRashed to
Yen's shoulders, a spitting, yowling
felins clawed her. She staggersd,
struck at it. screaming, and Betty
had her hands on the gun, was wrast-
ing it away and Ben was there some-
how, was pulling Sinbad ifrom the
bleeding, gibbering female and a sicl
darkness welled up iuto Betty Mar-
vin’s brain.

She slid down and down into ob-
livion.

Q

HAHE weltzered back to conscious-
L% ness. She lay outstretched on
the bed and Ben hovered an:iously
above her. *“Hello,” she smiled wau-
ly. *“Hello, hon.”

“Hello,” he grifined bacik, the tense-
ness draining frem him, “Feeling
better?”

“Lots bettar.” She struggled to sit
ue.  “But how did you get here,
Ben??

“Followed you of course. In Helen
Lisabeth. Like I told yeu I would
if that fake slip-up about Mary Lan-

ning’s applying yesterday worked out
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the way I thought it might. 1f these
people knew she couldn’t have done
that, they’'d realize you were—"

“Yes. Yes. You explained all that
before. But what I meant was how
did you get in this house. The door
was bolted.”

“Oh! When I saw Mary's face at
the window, her mouth open for a
scream, and saw her pull back before
she got it out, I knew something had
gone haywire and I had to get to
you fast. So I ran the truck across
the sidewalk and battered the deor
from its hinges. Much guicker than
using skeleton keys.”

“T'll say it was. And I certainly
did need you fast.” Betty looked
down at the furry bundle curled on
the foot of the bed. “You and Sin-
bad. Ben.”

“What?”

“Did I?
Ralston?”

“Of course not. You only stunned
him. He's safely tied up down there,
with his wife, if that’s what she is,
and the master mind, waiting for the
F. B. 1. to come and gather them in.
You didn’t kill Ralston any more
than Mary killed that fellow in her
bedroom.”

“Any more than I—” The black-
haired girl snatched at Bexn’s sleeve,
“What do you mean by that, Lieut-
enant Marvin? I saw him lying
there, with blood all over-="

“Not blood, my dear,” Ben grinned.
“Ketchup, squeezed from a rubber
ball as he fell.”

“Ketchup?” Mary stared at him as
if he’d gone insane. “Did you say
ketchup?”

“Precisely. It’s still en your floor
there, dried up but as red as when
it was still wet and looked like bload.
That’s an old trick, Mary, used by
confidence men since the Civil War.
it’s usually worked en some big shot
from a small town, out fer a good
time in city where no ene knows him.
There are a lot of variations, but the
classic is getting the sucker in a

Did T kill that awful Jim

poker game, staging a fake fight and
making him think he’s killed some-
one accidentally, then blackmailing
him out of his last dollar. The tech-
nique’s the same as was-used on you.
The sieming killing, The supposted
friend talking fast and furious, hus-
tling the sucker away before he has
a chance to gather his wits, and so
on. Only what they wanted to extort
from you wasn’t money ‘but the secret
your employers thought enough of
you to trust you with.”

He put his arm around Mary’s
shoulder, looked deep inte her eyes,
“You’ve shown yourself worthy of
that trust, my girl, but I think you
should be prouder of the trust your
husband reposed in you.”

“Art?”

“Art Lanning. He never doubted
you, not for a moment, even when
these spies sent him an anonymous
letter telling him youw’d run off with
a lover, to keep him from asking the
police to hunt for you.” On the bed,
Betty’s lips formed the word, ‘liar,
but her eyes w¥re shinning. “It’s
a wonderful thing, the faith he has

in you.”
“Yes,” Mary whispered. “It’s a
wonderful thing.” Then she had

Ben’s hand between both hers. “How
carr I thank you, Lieutenant Marvin?
How can I ever thank you for what
you’ve done for me?”

“I haven’t done anything for you,”
Ben smiled. “Whatever I did, it was
to straighten out one of my men, to
make him back into the soldier he
used to be.”

Betty Marvin lcoked down along

" the bed into cornfiower blue eyes that

blinked at her. “We didn’t do any-
thing, Sinbad. We just came along
for the ride.” And then she jumped
up, consternation in her voice. “Oh,
my Lord!” :

Ben whirled. “What is it, Bett%?
What's the matter?”

“The Gorgon, Ben. She'll be furi-
ous...” .

THE END
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MURBER MAZE
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Mr. Bingler was on the spot, for here was a case not cov-
ered by the situations described in his handv little instruc-

tiecn booklet for Home Detectives.

But the little man's

courcge held out, even when he found himself lying next
to et murdered man, with his own sword-umbreila sticking
out of the corpse as sure-fire evidence!

CHAPTER I

R. J. C. BINGLER
mopped :ieisurely at
b M the last trace of
gravy with a piece of toast, his
rabbity face calm with the pleas-
ure that an animal feels with
comfortably filled stomach. He
burpzd casually, stretched in in-
dolent ease, sipped at the last of
his weak tea.

He peered myopically from
the dim interior of the booth,
happy that he had eaten before
the evening rush of diners ar-
rived. He could hear the clatter
of dishes from the kitchen, and
the muted buzz of voices from
the few diners. He shifted a
bit, felt the weight of the hat-
box against his rubber-shod feet,
from underneath the seat where
he had shoved it when first en-
tering.

tle spooned a bit of vanilla ice
cream into his mouth, then went
utterly rigid as the voice in the
booth behind him became sud-
denly loud enough for him to
understand the words.

“Oh, dear!” said Mr. Bingler
wezkly, horrifiedly.

“I tell you,” he heard the
voice go on, “that Harvey Wil-
son has got to die! There’s no
time to waste; he's got to die to-
night!?”

Mr. Bingler gulped soundless-
ly, scroockhed down into the cor-
nar of the booth as far as his
small body would go. Horror
at the casual brutality with
which the words had been said
tighten®@ his mouth into a
round O of astonishient,

“I don't like it, I tell you!” a
second voice said whiningly.
“It’s too risky!”’

“Risky, hell!?” The first voice
stopped long enough to permit
a shert brittle laugh, “T've got
the whole setup planned, and
there can’t be a slip.” There was
the snap of a struck match, and
cigar smoke drifted over the top
of the bLooth. “Listen,” the
voice continved, “Trotter gets
out of the pen day after tomor-
rew. His letter didn't say much,
but refling between the lines
told me plenty. He knows who
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I am, and he ﬁgur‘g on black-
mailing me white, Then when
I can’t pay any more, he'll squeal to
the cops. MNo, if Wilson dies, you
and I can collect a half miliion; and
I can take care of Trotter later.”

“I still don’t like it; i{ things go
wrong, I'll be left holding the sacki”

“Shut wp?” The first veice was
steely wiith a driving ruthlessness.
“You’ll do as I say, or I'l see you
vceupy the same ceil that Tretter is

vacating.”
Mr. J. C, Bingler strzightened a

bit as tha voice dsepped to a low
muiter., He pressed his ear against
thz booth panel, endeavering to bear
further, but was unable to make out
another word. ) 5

He spooned more ice cream, ate it
untastingly, his small body quivering-
1y tense with herror and excitement,
Ieaver in his most idyllic dreams of
detecting had he thought that he
wou'ld coine face e face witk a mas-
ter villain plotting the sudden demise
¢f another human.

“Gosht!” said Mr. Eingler wonder-
ingly, amazedly, soundlessly,

e huddlsd there in the dimness
af thz booth, a smatl man with white
h3ic astousle, his rabbity nove twiteh-
ing with perturbaticn, his mind a
ckhaes of conilicting thoughts.

F’? A ENEW that he should go to

B the cops with his intormation;
but he knew, too, that the fragment
cf conversation he had heard was not
enough for the police to act upon. In
fact, now that he gave the matter de~
liberatz consideraticn, he could sge
that he could do litile more than ac-
cuse two men of plotting a murder.

¥r. Bingler fumbled under the
seat for his hat-box, slid out of the
booth, careful not to peer into the
adjoining booth. He didn’t want to
Giscioze the fact that he had over-
l"e.ird the conversation; but would
take a good lock at the arch villain
and his henchman ez &is way to the
cashier.

He skrugged into his rain cosat, set
his aged derby squarciy on his gmall
heagd, caught up his furled umbrelia,
Then with the hat-box swinging
casually from his right hand, he

swung around, weont toward the
cashier’s desk. He Hicked his eyes
in an all-inclugive glance into the
neighbering booth, veady. to mzke a
plinge for safety should its occu-
pants detect his thougzhts.

“Oh, dear!” said Mr Bingler, and
scowled petulantly,

For tize hooth was empty of human
occupants. While Mr. Binglet’s mind
tad been occupied with tha conversa-
tion he had overheard, the two plot-
ting killers had quietly decampaa
from the vicinity.

Mr. Bingler gazsd he 1 plossly
arouud the restaurant, se=ing only lw.
orderly bustle of the svening service,
He went slowly toward the freng,
casght sight of the two men just en-
tering the taxi from: in front of the
restaurant. In tkat omz glimpss, he
could maske eut no details. and a
shiver cf apprehs 11»10'1 raced up his
spine that the two might get away
witheut his catthing a § G
their faces.

Mr. Bingler scuttled teward
door at ani abnormal spesd for h'

“Scmet’ing wrong, Mr, i
Tony Ang enelli asked frem b
the register.

ix, 6'rwler stocp;d dene:iel
the door, seeing only the rea
taxi as it whirled into the 112
carme hack to the ragister, careh
counted out thirty cents and tax

“Did vou kuow those two men wha
had the booth next to niine?” he asked
hopefully.

“Sure!” Tony rang the register,
dropped in the change. *“Onc man
he’sa name’ Reeves; tue other I no
krnow:.”

*They come hers vety often?” Mr,
Bingler felt the warm glow of vem-
ing success in his scrawny chast,

ull view ¢

Teny shock his hem. “Wo,” he
said easily, “Wlecster Reeves he coma
once or twice a week; tlll:a ﬁ ¢t time

Irowne j

I see other” He W h 52

mat’, Mr. Bingler, isa sometliog
wrong "
I3 FOIe M : ol ra
Idr. Baingler laughed, nis

small head in what he noped vras an
air of rarefree nonchalance,
“Not a thing, Tony,” he
was just curious.”
He went toward the door, conscious

said,
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of the Italian’s gaze on his back, feel-
ing the triumphant glow burning
brighter in his breast. He stood for a
moment in the coming dusk, breath-
ing deeply of the heavy air, the smil-
ing lift of his mouth giving his face
the look of a slightly puzzled gnome.

Then he set off down the street,
his rubbers patting a steady rhythm
on the sidewalk, the umbrella swing-
ing jauntily in the crook of his elbow.
Mr. J. C. Bingler was in his element,
lifted abeve the mundane routine of
an unfeeling world. He was con-
fronted by a mystery that promised
to be a lulu, a mystery in which mas-
ter villains laughed fiendishly and
piotted brutal murders—a mystery
that was just waiting for Mr Bingler’s
detective talents to solve.

Poor Mr. J. C. Bingler and hie
dreams of Empire,

CHAPTER 1I

R, BINGLER entered the
apartment that had been
his home for vears,
Lacked his umbrellz, hung his hat and
bozed his derby, then set his gleam-
ing rubbers beside the hall tree.
Catching up the hat-bex with its new
derby, he went toward the tedroem,
switching on the lights as he went.

He scowled pleasantly as he went,
his troubled mind wrestiing with his
problem. Placing the hat-box on the
neat counterpane of his bed, he re-
moved his clothes, hung them care-
fully in the single closet.

LAD in his birthday suit, he en-

tered the tiny living reom again,
dialled a number on the phone he
had had installed less than a week
bfcre. He relaxed a bit when he
heard the even tone of the man he
had called.

“Captain Donovan,”
is Mr.- J. C. Bingler.
you would give me a little informa-
tien!”

“Any I can,” Captain of Detectives
Doncvan said cheerily, “I haven’t for-
gotten the help you gave the depart-
ment a short time age.”

Mr. Bingler flushed a bit in modest
pride, the red tiding down his bare

he said, “this

I wondered if

and skinny body. “Thank you, Cap-
tain,” he said modestly, “I just want-
ed te know who a man named Tretter
is; he’s to be released from prlson
day after tomorrow?”

A note of caution crept into the
detective’s voice. “Why do you want
to know that?” he asked carefully.

“Well,” Mr Bingler said cautionsly,
T heard two men discussing him this
evening, and I just got interested.”

“Oh!” Captain Donovan laughed
expressively, “I suppose your detect-
ing is becoming rusty, and you
thought you’d practice on him!”

“Something like that,” Mr. Bingler
agreed.

“Well, you can forget him; he
doesn’t amount to much. He was
sent up fifteen years ago for murder.
His partner got away, and he never
would tell who the man was. Because
of doubt as to who did the actual mux-
der, the jury recommended leniency
at the time. He’s to be released on
pache

“Thank you, Captain,” Mr. Bingler
said, “I guess I got excited over noth-
ing.”

He pronged the receiver, went di-
rectly to the bathroom, ran hot water
into the tub. He hummed softly to
bimself as he shaved, knowing that
his excitement had a very definite
basis,

FofMie had a prospective murder, a
black-mailing convict, and two men
of whom one was an ex-murderer now
plotting a new one.

It was a gerfect setup for a grad-
uate of the Home Detective Course—
and Mr. Bingler held the mail order
rarik of First Class Investigator..

E soaked for a luxurious fifteen
minutes in the steamy tub. After
scrubbing himself clean with soap and
water, he massaged his skinny body
with a huge towel, washed the tub,
then reclaimed fresh underwear from
the chiffercbe drawer. Clad in tke
drop-panelled BVD¥s, he brushed his
sparse thatch of white hair, then
moved to the neat bed.

He broke the string on the hat-
bex, conscious of a faint excitement
that always came when he bought a
new derby. His mouth puckered in

E CLEANED his straight razor,

-~
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a soundless whistling of a tune thirty
years €ead, as’ he removed the box Iid
and reached in tc remove the derby
irom its mest of tissue paper.

*“Oh, dear!” said Mr. Bingler. swal-
Jlowing convulsively,

His tiny fingers explored a bit, con-
firming what hiz myopic eyes were
seeing. ¥He gulped for zir, his stomach
gyrating benezil his ribs, heaving in
an uncontrollable spasm of rending
nausea,

“Oh, deari” he said again very
weakly, back-tracked uwtil a chair
edge caught nis knees and dropped
his horrified pdy into its depths,

He blinksd desperately, hoping the
thing would go aweay, pinclied him-
self absently in the vagus helief that
this incredible scene was the main
event in the nightmare.

But the hoping and pinching did
no goad; the cbject within the hat-
box remained in & very resl and ter-
rible way,

It lay there in tH% crumpled tissues

of the ceverturped hat-box, a faint
gmiie on it lips, its greying hair
brushed carefully kack from a high
forehiead, The c¢kin was a ghastly
greenish-biue, except for a pinkish
tinge =zt the lips and cheekbones and
wiiers the darkish cast of 2 heavy
beard showved.

It was not a particuarly ugly head,
in fact, its owner must have been
rather proud of its handsome regu-
larity; but in Mr. Bingler’s opinion
it would have been less nerve shat-
tering had its ewner still been at-
tached,

Mr. Bingler retched miserably, re-
gretting his excess at the evening
meal. One second he sat there, while
his stemach tied itseif in knots, then
he headed miserably for the bath-
room with its friendly conveniences,

Slowly, oh, so slowly,
apartment came back to its usual
stability. Mr, Bingler locsened his
bracing clutch on the chifferobe, kis
stemach muscles sore and strained.
His skinny body still sbock a bit
within his loose underwezr, and his
mind was a maelstrom as it tried to
cope with the suddenness with which
it had been confronted by the horror
in the hat-bex.

the mneat

He absently fiipped three pepper-
mints into his mouil, savoring their
biting ﬁavor, fumbled f{or and lit his
sixth cigaretie of the day.

His hand shook a bit with terrified
excitenreni, and for @ leng momeni
his covrage wavere. like a shifting
blcb of gelatine, And then Nr. Bing-
ler screwad up enough will powier to
investigats, as prescribed in Lesson
Two of the Home Deciective Course.
He moved to the bed, reached out a
compaiatively steady hand, turned the
box over even more 50 that the head
relled cnto tize ceunierpane

He swallowed twice, choling a bit
as the neppermints dropped into his
empty stomach.

“My geodneust” said Mr, Bingler
shakily.

For the liead, the gruesome thing
had cleaned out JMr. Bingler like a
stemmach pump, was bur a shcl! of wax
made by some master craftsman to
sirlaie deah in a man’s face.

CHAPTER

1993

I ER picked
up the dsat mar’r his
tlesh craeping a 'bit at the
of the wax. cougherd
guiitily iowaa'd

coolness
sheepishly, glanced
the bathroun,

He examined the mask, his coilly
mind frying to make sense out of the
things that had happened to him in

A..l\.r

He was not in thie best
nf condition for colierent thinking,
but gradually his blood pressure
eased, and his bookkeeper's mind be-
gau grasping the fringes ot the mys-
tery.

He knew that a murder was to be
<omunitted that evexning or night; who
the victim was to be nhad been cleariy
stated by the villain in the restaurant
booth.

The thoaght erought a cold sweat
to Mr. Dingler. &#Iaybe the villain
was a sadistic monsteir who kept a
visual record of his victims?

Mr. Bingler laughed shakily, forced
the thought from his mind. FHe stuffed
several peppermints intoe his mouth.
The simple explanation did not make
sense, even to him.

the past hour.
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But what was the meaning and pur-
pose of the smiling death mask?

Mr. Bingler acted.

He shoved a chair into the closet.
lifited the buiky eavelope frem the
dim recess of the high shelf. e re-
turned to the bed, emptied the con-
tents of the envelope onto the clean
spread.

He beamed a bit in pride at the
tangible portions of the Home Detec-
tive Course, and ke was suddenly no
more the humble bookkeeper the
world knew, but Mr. J. C. Bingl#r,
First Class Detective.

He ratchetted the slightly rusty
handcufis with gentle fingers, rueful-
ly considering the fact that never had
they closed on the frantic wrists of a
public enemy. e fondled the foun-
tain-pen tear-gas gun for a moment,
practiced whipping it from an im-
aginary pocket at an imaginary vil-
lain.

At lasi, satisfisd that !
ancl t:mmg ware gocd, he laid the pen
aside, fumbled among the dog-eared
bookists until he found one of a bil-
igus blae,

Seitling himself on the bed, the
death mask smiling sardonically in
his intent face, he f‘1ppeu thin pages

vith a wetted forefinger,

“NMasks,” he read aloud from a sub-
chapter, “have but one purpose in
crime; they are used to shield the
identities of criminals perpetrating a
crime.”

Mr. Bingler ciucked in disappoint-
ment; for it was only too obvious that
his type of mask was not the style
preferved by gun-wielding crooks.

He flipped through the pages of
the booklet, reading a snatch of print
hers and there. And as the seconds
passed, shocked incredulity mirrored
Jtself on Kir. Bingler’s rabbity {fea-
tures.

1t couldn’t be! Such a thing was

impossible! And vyet the fact spoke
for itself. There was absolutely
nothing in his cherished Home De-
tective Course to beacon-light his way
to a clear understanding of why a
wmaster-villain should possess a death
mask!

Mr. Bingler lit and puffed savage-
ly at his seventh cigarette of the day,

utterly reckless of the effect of too
much nicotine on his heart.

He shook his head slowly, began
the distasteful task of dressing. He
admiited, discouragedly, to himself
that he was licked. For if the Home
Detective Course couid not explain
a death mask—-then there was no ex-
planation for it in criminal tactics.

Mr., Bingler scowled truculently
into the mirror, went slowly to the
cleset. He removed his Sunday suit,
tossed it carelessly on the bed, cover-
ing the bosklets and paraphernalia.
There was a bitter twist to his mouth,
because of the disillusionment that
filled his mind.

Then he brightened a bit. Anyway,
even without the mask, he still had a
mystery that was just begging to be
solved. He would trot down to the
police station, tell Captain Donovan
of the conversation he had overheard,
and watch the ponderous machinery
of the Law bring the would-be mur-
derers to Justice.

It was a very satislying thought.

e ‘,ofted his string tie around
his ceiinloid coilar, went slowly to-
ward ti2 hall door, at the muffiled
burrr of the buzaer.

“Fes?’ w%e said mqulrmoly. poke ed
his hesad throurh the door crack.

The hall light was out, and his
myopic gaze could make nothing
of the indistinct features of the man
whese finger still pressed the buzzer.

1

“Mr. Bingler?” a muffled wvoice
asked casually.

“I'm BMr. Bingler.” Jir. Bmgler
agreed, “Wh%t can I do...

The roof collapsed without warn.
ing onto Mr. Bingler’s small and in-
adequately haired head. He passed
out without a sound.

CHAPTER IV

R. BINGLER tried to run
from the six-headed mon-
ster that was s'mfrlmg
ferouously at his heels, but strain as
he might, he could not lift his rooted
feet out of their trac}z. He tried to
yell, and his voice canfe out in a tenu-
ous whisper that hung in the air be-
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fore his face. He groaned in terror,
and the sound breught him hkack te
consciousness.

He vias lying on the divan, a wet
towel tucked carefully around his
acking head. He greoaned again, lifted
himself to a sitting position, wincing
at the stab of pain that skidded
around the inside of his skull.

“QOh, dear!” he said miserably.

He staggered to his feet, made an
inspection of the apartment, expect-
ing momentarily to be attacked again.
But the apgrtment was empty; his as-
sailant having gone while he was un-
conscious. Turning on the cold tap
in the bathroom, he tenderly bathed
the goose-egg on his head, his
thoughts gradually marshalling them-
selves into a faint scmblance of order.

Be couldn’t fuliy understand gehy
his assailant had paused long encugh
to lay a wet towel over his aching
bead, and ther apparenily gone with-
cut touching anything. A sudden
premeniticn touched his aching brain.

He wrapped a dry towel about his
head, went into the bedroem. He
frowned a bit, wiien he found that he
was right. The wax mask was gone,
and in its place was the new derby
resting in another hat-box.

Mr. Bingler swore rather violently,
o small hot lump of fury blazing into
life in his scrawny breast. This was
the last straw.

He lifted the hat-box to one side,
caught sight ot the bit of blue sticker
on the botton. “—ax Museum,” he
read, and his mental teeth took a
heaithy bite of the lonesome clue,

He dressed rapidly in the suit he
had worn all day, hanging The Sunday
suit back in the closet. He clipped
tiie tear-gas gun into his vest pocket,
thrust the hiandeuifs into a hip pocket.
He switched off the lights, went into
the hall, squirmed into the neat rub-
bers and rain-ceai. e removed an
umbreila irom the vack, an umbrella
that could beeome a glecining sword
by a mere twist of his wrist.

Fe was cousclous of & weight on
his right hand, and he peered proudly
at the first ring he hag worn in years.
It was a large, golden-brown cameo
with two heads, and it seemed strange-

ly out of place on his tiny veined
hand.

Mr. Bingler's face was hard with
purpose, and his eyes dark with anger,
as he locked the apartment and raced
dewn the two flights of stairs.

e felt that he had been on the
receiving end of a djrty deal. He
didu't know what a mask had to do
witli a murder, but he did know that
he was going to put a stop to the
macbinations ef the master-villain
one way or another.

This entire affair had become
rathier personal to Mr. Bingler.

“Taxi, Mister?” a prowling cabby
¢alled to tie small man in the rain-
coat.

E fR. BINGLER nodded absently,

cliubed into the rear of the
taxi. [He seated himself exactly in
the center of the cushions, braced his
feet on the foot rail.

“Where to, Buddy?”

Mr. Bingler considered. “How
many Wax Museums in tewn?”" he
asked.

“Just one, that I knew of . . . up
o [enth Avenue. Wanta go there?”

“Yes,” Mr., Bingler said shortly,
“And . . . er, take the lead out of
vour trousers!”

“Take the .. .!” The cabby teck in
the derhy, the rain-coat and the ume
hrella in one inclusive glance. “Olkay,
Granpop, hang onto your upper
plate!” he Rnished dryly.

Mr. Bingler regretted his use of
the unfamiliar werds he had used.
For without even a preliminacy shift-
ing of gears, the taxi tocok ofi down
the street, Fer the frst time in quite
s while. Mr. Bingler left grateful to
Isaac Newton and his Law of Gravity,
for with but a bit of coauing the taxi
would have taken off like a rnailplanie.

Mr. Bingler swallowed his heart,
clung to his derky with both handgs,
his stomach banking in sympathiy as
the taxl swished and swayed throuzh
the light traffic.

“This fast encugh, RMister?” the
czbby asked casually.

Kis. Ringler ncdded wordlessly, too
paralyzed to speak. He watched the
werld wiiz giddily past, and his small
mouth made the same gasping move-
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ments made by a fish drowning on dry
land.

“This is it, Buddy,” the cabby said
eventually, whirled the taxi into the
curb with a banshee wail of scream-
ing rubber.

“Thanks,” Mr. Bingler said wealkly,
poured himseu onto the sidewalk, He
was just regaining his Iand-legs, when
it dawned on him that he had re-
ceived no change from the dollar bill
he had tendered in payment for the
fare.

O;etuul!v atter the taxi, T
tery was provmg expensive, both in
mantal shock and cash.

Eg OOXED up at the tax-m,h-cx
sign ““Wax Iduseumn,” then
trudgnd casually dewn the street to-
ward the dariiness of an alleyway.
Certain that he was unseen, he duc!
into its depths, edged d]O"O the buiid-
ing wall, nntil he came to the sliver

of light that edged from benca hoa
pulle shade. P"-Ei‘.b a hox from a
‘ i mbed atop its frail
re gye to the slit

of h?mt.
c:‘:, qn

wmphant }

Lying on the s ngie zble in
small rocm was the death rmasl;, and
over it a man was paying monay to
a second man. #r. Bingler felt an
instinctive distrust of the man do-
ing the paying, for with his heavy
jewls and hard eves he fitted perfect-
ly inte the Number Three ciassifica-
tion of Criminals, as given in Lesson
Sevan of the Home Detective Coursze.

Mr. Bingler’s greyv little ego
swelled with budding life, when he
realized that the mask was part of
some mystery, and that his deductions
were working with as‘roundincr clarity,

There was a tiny “creek,” “and the
box colizpsed be L Mr. Bingler.
He sguawked in sudden fnghL,

clutched at the wail, weat turabling te
the pavement. Wita his heart in his
throat, he scurried breath!c=“1y out
of the alley meocuth, hepped into a
parked taxi. Ile hunched down into
the seat, knowing that he had been

seen by the doorman of the Wax Mu-

seum, expecting to hear the scream
of flying lead at any moment.

“Centre Street Police Station,” he
snapped at the driver, breathed in
sudden relief, as the taxi spurted into
the trafiic,

Iir. Elingler smiled then, his eyes
lighting up like those of a mischiev-
ous bmwnie’s Mr. Bingler was in
his element, and very very happy.

CHAPTER V

HERE was an unhurried
bustle about the Police Sta-
tlon that was like balm to Mry.
cler's guivering nerves. He scut-

Bine

tled rrcw—*h the fioo*vm* passed un

noticed into the waiting
knocked timidiy on the
Can’cain Conocwvan.

oo,
dou markead,

12 W3as on
criminal ;
» that he v,

= but no

d L".'\ with it if he
Eingler gulped. pushed ozen
loor, went in without further
knocking. He sidled to one 2
watched the Capmm of Dstectives
with worshipping eyes, amazed at his
temerity at mvav’mg the office.

“er‘l what is it now?” Cantain
Donovan snapped without ookding un

“— er, Captain?”’Mr. Bingler said
nervously. ‘

“Ch, so it’s you, Mr. Bingler?” the
detective said disapprovingly, “Well
T’'m soiry but I can’t talk to you right
now; I'm terribly busy.”

“B Captain,” Mr. Bingler said

ghould.

ul—:la

But,
hurriedly and mysteriously, “I think
I've uwienvered a crime!”

Captain Donovan seermed to
within his uniform, and his eyeb
in a silent plea. e started to speak,
was interrupted by gthe buzz of the
annunciator. He lisfened a moment.
then his wvoice raized in a bull-like
roar,

“Now get this,”

=

he bellowed, “Yonu
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shake down every house on Fraternity
t row. You teli those half-baked brats
that if that body isn’t returned to the
laberatory .wituin an hour, T'll per-
sonally sce to it that all fraternities
arc baired from the campus!”

He snapped the swiich, glared un-
secingly into space. “Those damned
coilege kids drive e nuts!” he said
inaliy, “Them and their initiations!
INow they're stealing stiffs from the
mzgical laburatory at tlhie school”

“Ves, sir,” Lir. Bingler agreed be-

L88, 8T,

eredly.

He stecd tizzre, a gualiing little
man, reslicing suddenly how foolish
and guixeuie iad been his impulse to
bring his piiful mystery to the har-
assed cLiver's attention. He shifted
nervously from one foot to the other,
Liz white bair atousle, the derby and
sword-umbreila in one veined hand,
his mind frying to fashion a valid ex-
cuse for His being there.

Captain Donavan's eyes softened a
bit, as hs watched the meek little
man bziore him. *I checked up on
Trotter,” lie said. “He and a man he
calizd Simpooen smurdered a gem sales-
man. ‘‘he police caught him, but
Simpson got away with eighty thou-
sand doliars werth of unset stones.
LDoes that heip any?”

“Yes, thaak you!” Mr. Bingler said.

The annunciator buzeed briefly.

“¥es?" the detective said sharply,
his face hardening. “All right, we'll
go right up. et Sweeney and Car-
penter, and call headquarters.”

E SWITCHED off the annunci-
ator, strede around the edge of
his des “There’s been a murder
uptowit, seme guy named Xiller, so
vour mystery will have to wait. If
you wavit to hang around, I'll talk to
you when 1 get back.”

AMithout waiting for an answer, he
was goite through the door. His
voice sounded for a moment in the
cuter reom; there was the shufie of
feet en the flocr: then a siren wailed
from tiic strest, the tones diminishing
in the distance.

“*Ch, dear!” said Mr. Bingler un-
happily.

He stood indecisively for a mo-
ment, debating the best course to

follcw. He frowned a bit, realizing
that he alone could not hape to cope
with a master-villaia, knowing that he
sheuid go howme znd forget his romain-
tic notions azbout being a crime cru-
sadcr before he got kis small head
shot from his narrow shoulders.

But there was @ bit of character in
Mr. Bingler as unbending as chrome
steel.  }e blinked with sudden re-
solve, went toward the files at the
rear ¢f the office. e found the City
Directory, carried it to the desk,
flipped through the pages.

Mr. Bineler boamed benevcolently
on the book, nodded relievediy. The
decision had been forced upon him,
becauze Capiain Donovan had not
paused long ensugh to hear of the
murcer that was to happen, or . .
The ghastly thought set Mr. Bingler’s
head to swimamiang. ... had aiready
happened.

Yes, Mr. Biugler had to pinch-hit
for thg poiice in this emergency.

He concenirated for a few minutes
on the fine print, frowned slightly
when he found that Harvey Wilson
and James Reeves were partners,
jointly owning and running an im-
porting concern,

That information made the coming
crime even wocrse. A partner was
about to kill the man he was in busi-
fiess with-—with the obvious motive of
inheriting the entire company under
a partnership centract.

Mr. Bingler girded up mental lecins,
went unhesitatingly toward an im-
aginary lion’s den,

CHAPTER VI

% 2. BIMGLER hetitated

on the street, the tlood

& of scme Scottish ances-

tor rebelling azainst wasting more

msney on a taxi ride. He clambered

aboazrd a passing bus, seated himself
ot a rear seqt of the upper deck,

e knew now what he had to dog
he must go to Harvey Wilson and
warn him that his partner was pre-
pasing to murder him before the night
was gone.

He relaxed comfortably, smiling
like some aged cherub, completely
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satished with the simple solution of
the problem. With Wilson knowing
what was to happen, he couid trap
inis partner, and turn the quivering
wretch over to the police.

He wished, momentarily, that he
had been invited to accompany the
poiice in their investigation of a mur-
der.  With the aid of his Home Da=-
tective Course’s training, the crimse

would have been solved in short
order,
Mr. Bingler swore petulantly, re-

membering hew his Home Detective
Course had failed him this night. e
also felt a sick feeling of futility be-
cause hie had net selved seme horrivble
crime., True, he had discevered a
crime was to be committed, had fallen
heir to a death mask that was tied in,
somehow, with a magster villzin, and
had been slugged by some friend re-
trisving the mask. But, semehow.
Mr. Bingler feit that he had missed
the oue thing that would have made
.the evening perfect.

He thought of that for a while, re-
membering the tws cases ke had
solved in ke past, thinking of il
tine wien he would be able to put
th: “EI” of an Fxpert Investi
tor after his name. And meybe-
his brzaih caught in his throat with
sudden longzitg «~ some day, ha2
might be zble to centribute someihing
to crime detection and be permitred
to rank himself as an “BID,” Master
Derective !

Mr. Bingler siched deeply, realiz-
ing how feolish were his wishes, For
he knew only too well that he was but
an insignificant mortal on a world that
was¢ harsh and uniriendly to any but
mastexrful men.

ND then the bus was at the ¢or-

ner of 80th street, and he was.

scrambling down the steps to the side-
walk,

He trudged slowly down the wallk,
strolling with what he hoped appear-
ed to be casual nenchalance, the rain-
coat swishing about his skinny legs.
the sword-umbrellz jauntily in oue
hand.

His heart leaped a bit in excite-
ment, when he came to 7964 1is saw
the dark car beside the house in the

curving drive, and spied the reflec-
tions of two men on the cdrawn cur-
tain of a second floor window.

Mr. Bingler paused in wmidstride,
wondering if he were tco late to pre-
vent the mutder. Two men were in
the house, and ene of them could be
Jamas Rseves, the calculating master
villain. Fer one interminably leng
moment, thera was only a helpless
distress in his troubled mind.

Then he continued his walking,
fearful of the results that might come
if he gave his stary to Harvey Wilson
while Reeves was listening. He
stopped just past the high hedge. try-
ing to recall bits of his Home Detex-
tive Course that might give a soln-
tioa ¢o the situation confronting him.

Bir. Bingler shrugged, muttered
maledictions against the course that
tad failed him so utterly that night,
and ducked into the shadow of the
hadge. He scuttled like a frightened
tabbit toward the rear of the yard
until he was certain he could not be
seen from the windew, than wormed
throuzh ths hedge on bands and
kness.

A dszen ssurrying steps brouzhi
hirn apainer the wall of the house. Tie
gulped in nervous excitement, iilled
s wouth with a dezen peppermints
to step tha chattering of his teeth,
then worked his way cautiousiy along
the wall He turned the corner,
paaded silently for twenty feet, then
nzlted wiih a hiss of indrawn breath
when his outsiretched hand encoun-
tered a screen door propped open
with a lrick.

Mr. Bingler froze into motionless-
ness, his myopic eyes searching the
night for a hidden watcher. e re-
membered all of the stories he had
read in which the intrepid hero had
stepped into such an innocent-iook-
ing trap.

Then he chuckled ruefully, fell ex-
tremely foclizh, when he recalled the
obvious fact that he was noc expected.
Too. in all probability, the docr was
securely locked!

Buat the deer swung gently open at
his touch on the knob,

Mr. Bingler slipped tirough, stood
quaking in the darkness, a spider of
apprehensien crawling with hairy

3

>

g
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legs up his spine. He knew that any
moment he might get a slug through
his small body f»r house-breaking.

“Oh, dear!” said Mr. Bingler, swal-
lowed five peppermints.

Then his courage stretched a bit
and he went slowly forward. He
might as well, he told himself, waste
a few more minutes now that he was
on the preinises. He smiled smugly
at his hopeful reasening, groped his
way down the dim hall toward a
thiread of light edging from beneath
a closed door.

Ee listened at the panels for sec-
onds, heard nothing, pushed the door
cpen and slipped through. A night
light glowed dimly over a kitchen
table. Another door steod invitingly

#cpen across the room, and he slipped
through it with incredible stealth.

A gleaming stairway rose from the
far end of the hall in which he found

imself, and he drifted toward it.
Dull light came from an open door-
way at his right, and a guick sur-
reptitious peering around the door-
jamb convinced him that the room
was empty.

He darted through, his gaze sweep-
ing what was obvicusly a library. Pa-
pers littered a massive desk in one
corner, and a large divan was pulled
close to the fireplace.  Aboriginal
weapons hung in wicked splendor
over the mantel, and several hunting
prints made bright splotches of color
cn the panelled walls.

Mr. Bingler paused irresolutely,
hearing the hum of voices from over-
head, fearful that he might be dis~
covered at any moment. Then his
curiosity gained control of his good
sense, and he moved toward the desk.

Ee nodded gently wken he read the
letterheads on the nctepaper. Gather-
ing up several sheets of paper in a
clumsy sweating hand, he held them
up to the light for a be’*er look.

E GASPED, his skinny Adam’s
apple beuncing against his cel-
luloid cecllar, his myopic eyes bulging
at the import of the words on the
paper.

“Oh, dear!” said Mr. Bingler.

For he had uncovered the final bit
of evidence that he had needed to

convince Harvey Wilson that he was
to be murdered that night, the final
evidence that proved James Reeves
was a calculating killer without the
slightest of scruples.

He heard the footsteps then, and
the papers rustled from his terrified
hand to the desk. For one inter-
minable second he was too paralyzed
with fright to move. Then he whirled,
ducked around the divan, fell prone
between the divan and the fireplace.

He cringed against the foor, saw
the single pair of feet move to the
desk. He felt an .nsane desire to
sneeze, raised his head and laid a
skinny finger aleng his upper lip.

He saw the dead face on the couch,
smiled a bit. At least his deductions
abeut the death mask were right; it
did have something to do with the
murderer’s scheme.

“Oh, dear!” said Mr. Bingler aloud,

He gagged, unconscious of the
startled gasp of the man at the desk,
his watery eyes fearfully scanning
the white face and rigid body of the
corpse on the divan.

He had been tco late to help Har-
vey Wilson, he knew that now, for
the man stretched so stifily en the
cushions was beyond meortal aid.

Mr. Bingler heard the footsteps at
his back, whirled in frightened re-
flex. He cringed, seeing the contort-
ed face of the man at his side, the
same man he had seen paying money
to another in the Wax RMuseum.

“Ulp!” ulped Mr. Bingler, tried to
dodge the murderous fist that locomed
with increasing speed in his fright-
ened face.

His right hand automatically
sought for and found the handle of
his sword-umbrella. He ducked to
one side, and the fist followed with
an uncanny prescience. Dimly, he
heard his teeth click together, and
then the top of his head seemed to
1ift higher and higher until contact
with the beamed ceiling blotted out
all consciousness.

Mr. Bingler went down slowly,
folding tiredly over the divan arm,
then slipping quietly to the floor, out
for the second time that night. His
hands relaxed, and the half-drawn
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sword spanged musically on the

hearth.
CIIAPTER VII

R. J. C. BINGLER’S
head was a great breonze
bell, against whose sides
iron clapper bonged and

a large
boomed withh a sickening regularity.

He retched a bit at the constant
noise, rolled weakly to his side, his
hands preasing ieebly at tae cold
floor.

Then conscicusness came back with
a rush, aud he winced fearfully lest
he be struck again with that terrible
fist. DMething happened, and ther
was no sound, so Mr. Bingler opened
his cyes.

Comets pin-wheeled in all their
fiexry giory before his eyes for a mo-
ment, and his skull seemed to expand
and caniract like a gigantic beliows.

“Oh, dear!” said Mr. Binkler, and
focussed his bleary eyas.

He blinked unsecingly for a mo-
tment, stabbing nausea draining all
strengih ivom his bady. And then his
vigicn clesved, and he scewlad In
quick puzziement.

He was lying on his right side, his
hand clutching the slim leg of a
white-painted tabie. By moving his
head a trifle, he allowed his gaze to
wander about the room, and he saw
that, ssmehow, he was in the consul-
tation rooin of a surgeon’s oifice.

“Dear me!” said Mr. Bingler be-
wilderedly, rolling to a sitting posi-
tion.

His eyves centered upon a door,
from beliind which came the stzady
rattle ¢f a typewriter. Coming to
his fest, his head swimming {rom the
effect of the knockout blow, he tcok
a short step toward the door.

“Dh, dear!” said Mr. Bingisr hor-
rifiedly, and his returning strepgth
deserted DIim completely, his logs
crumpling unitil he sat agsin on the
spotless linolsum.

For it was then for the first time
that Mr. Bingler saw the dead man
in the white surgeon’s coat . .. with
Mr. Bingler’s sword-umbrella thrust
through his chest, the stained psint

projecting a full eight iriches from
his back.

Terror, like a  super-gravity,
clamyped the little man rigidly to the
floor, stopping his breath, blanching
his rabhity features. He knew then
—as though he needed additional
proof—that he had shoved his
twitching nose into something tco big
for him to handle.

And then that bright indefinable
something, that undefeatable thing in
the character of humankind that lift-
ed some men absve the level of their
fellow men, reared itszli in all its
awful strength.

Mr. Bingler scowled bleakly, feel-
ing the first touch of the spur that
drove him onward, He came cau-
tiousiv te his feet, circled the dead
man iike a coon-hound around its
quarry, his myopic eyes searching
with aa intent clarity, He ranged the
floor, stepping beiors the open win-
dow, lecaned omtwsrd, and peered at
tlie shadowy ground but a few feet
below.

He nodded to himaself, popped thres
penpermints into his mouth. Then he
reiurned to the corpse, put out a
tentative kand, tugged ezperimentai-
iy at «hie zory handie of the umbrella-
sword. His small body winced in-
stinctively at the strength it took to
draw the sword {romm its human
siteatit. e stood there for a mo-
ment, the crimsoned weapon in his
stnall hand, knowing that safety lay
only in flight. And the office nurse
opened the connecting door.

Mr. Bingler watched her face au-
tomatically, scrutinizing every emo-
tion on her features with the imper-
sonality of a research worker. He
gestured with the bleody sword to
the corpse.

“J—er, he's dead!™ Mr Bingler said
inansly, stupidly.,

He smiled: benignly — like some
maniaczl, murderous fiend,

It teck but a mers second for the
nurse's scream to rzach the ear-gplit-
ting crescendo of a2 wolice siren.

“Beecouw!” she screarned in
ror, “Helpt Murdar § Polleeece!”

yAnd fainted.

ter-
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ﬁ R. Bingler paused not ugon the

crder of his going; he went
from that rcom in a hurry, crossed
the waiting room in two gigantic
lesps, batted open a swinging door.
kie scutiled down the dim length of
a corrider, stil] waving the crimsoned
sword, giving two nurses and an in-
terne a sheck that lepped ten years
irom their prospective life spam.

But Mr. Bingler was not concerned
with anyone but himself at the mo-
ment.  Blind instinct teld his fHash-
ing feet what to do when his reascn
failed himn for the time. e bounced
titwouxh an ouier door, its swinging

ulk kneching tlie sword from his
nerveless hand, and was too fright-
ened to retrieve it.

He almost fell on the short flight
of sieps, spim rizht like a rasing
hare, went dewn the street with a
speed that was incredible for a little
rann withh less as short es his.

Iie ducked irito an allecyway, hie
breath sebbing in his thrmt a pain
binassaming in his side. “Ch, dear!”
he whimpered again and again as he
pounced mmlg the paving.

ife whirled around a corner,
crosired into a stoeping man, caromed
into a wall, ended up in a gasping
hc“p azainst a gavbage caun.  Glass
cranped and milk flewr, and there was

2 dull “tbwunk” as the  head of the
milliman made contact with the brick
wall.

Mr. Biagler didn’t pause for co-
berent thinking. He got to his feet
with frightened speee, saw that the
men was uninoving, and blind terror
set him to meving again. He headed
instinctively for the milk wagon at
the curb, bounded into the interior,
caught up the slack reins in frantic
hands.

“Git!” he yelled, lashed the horce’s
rimp with the rein tips.

The horse went into a dead run
from a standing start, for probzbly
the first time in it lethargic life. Mr.
Ringler braced his feet, winced when
he heard the muted crashing of mitk
bottles cn the street below, knew that
he was leaving a trail that anyone
could follow.

He rodz the bouncing wagon like
a Roman Charioteer, driving the

horse with an instinct that had lain
dormant for years, his breathing grad-
ually slowing, and his thought
process2s beginning to come in a
more orderly fashion.

And out of the chaos of his mind
came but one clear thought. He, Mr.
J. €. Bingler, was as nicely framed
for murder as any hero in a book—
but unlike any fctional character, he
had ne trick up his sleeve with which
to foil the villain,

The bitter gailing truth shattered
Mr. Bingler's stunted ego, leaving it
enly a liup grey thing barcly

CHAPTER VIII

CICADA burred into life at
ir. Bingler's elbow, and he
3 started 1 sudden reflex,
then crouched back in the shadow of
the hedge. Ile shivered at the faint
wuil ef a {ar-off siren, remembering
his terrified {liglit irom the hospital.
He had abandoned the milk wagon
aiter a ride of ten blocks, had bearded
a pascing bus, chznged buses twice,
and then watked aimest a mile. And
ncw lhie was crouched in the shadow
ol the hedge that paralleled Harvey
Wilsen's lawn.

Why he was there, he could not
have expiained logically. He knew
only that it was from this houvse that
he had been taken for a ride that had
ended with murder. He shuddered
violently, recalling the fingerprints
he Lad left on the traitorcus sword.

“Why, oh why,” he wailed silently,
“wasn't I satisfled with my old life?
V/hy coulan’t I let well encugh
alone!”

The cicada burrred sympathetically.

Mr. Bingler tried to gain comiort
from the {act that the master-villain
had thought hisn important enough
to frame, but the thought only
brought a ccld perspiration to his
scrawny body.

He ¢idn’t know what to do, but he
knew that he hzd to accomplish
something in order to clear himself.
He tried to fit facts together in his
mind, but after a moment ran into a
stone wall of thinking,
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Mr. Bingler stood up, took two
steps around the end of the hedge.
He had made up his mind that he
:ad to face Reeves and trick him into
& conifession. How he, an insignificant
bookkeeper, was going to bring that
absut, he did not know; but he had
no chotce in the matter—it was either
caich the murderer and turn him
uvver to the police, or bumm for &
crime the other had committed.

& shadow came to life, and a «one
ot light limned Mr. Bingler in its
glow.

“Stand right where you are!” a
!ow voice said quietly.

¥Mr. Bingler couldn’t have moved.
in fact, he wouldn’t have budeged for
all the tea in China. He said as much.

“That’s fine; now trot up into the
heuse.” the flashlight-wielder com-
manded, and a gun muzzle edged into
the funnel of light.

Mr. Bingler trotted.
~ Thes man with the gun opened the
deor by the cimple expedient of
touching it with his shoulder, then
slood acide te permit the small guak-
ing ¥ir. Bingler te pass.

¥ Lrough that deor on the iefi)”
the gunmsan said, “and be careful”

Hr. Bingler entered the rvoom,
stran’ z bit in relief, when he saw
that Harvey Wilson’s body was gone
from the divan bLefore the fireplace.
ks eyes swept over the kare desk,
then flicked upward into the face of
the man. He saw it clearly fer the
first time, and he gulped in quick as-
tonishment.

“Sit down,” the gunman ordered,
“and do some explaining.”

“Well,” Mr. Bingler said, *“it’s like
this—"

There were golid foetsteps in the
hall, and John Reeves cawme through
the docr. His face went white when
he saw the small man sitting on the
edge of the heavy chair, eand his
hands clenched suddenly at his sides.

“Who?” he said, “I mean, whera
did he come from?”

“He was skulking outside.” the
man with the gun saié succinctly, “so
I brought him in for a talk.”

“Well, do something; don’t just
stand there! Shut him up perma-
nently; he knows the whole setup!”

Mr. Bingler went cold, then het,
and then chill again, at the concen-
trated venom and hate in the beefy
man’s voice, His hand tightensd on
the tezr-zas pen in his rainccat pock-
el, and his eyes darted abcut for a
way of escape.

“I—er, I=" he bHeygan.

“Start telking!" the gunman =said
brittlely. i

“All right!” Br. Bingler came to
his feet slowly, edzed backward un-
tl his shoulder: touched the mantel
“l know the whole stery. I know the
two of von murdered Harvey Wil-
son.”

A gun bounced inte Reeves' un-
steady hand, its gaping muzzle cen-
tering on ‘E’Ir B.nﬂler s skiuny chest.

“Bhut bun up,” “he barked desper-
‘L)‘ I .x,.l] (244
Aalt a minute, Jobn,” the gunmsn
said, "I want to hear his story.” He
moved 1 -Ltil his gun could veer easily

atew

from Reeves to Mr. Bingler. “Go en
withy yonr tats.” he finished.
“I saw Wilson's body on the di-

van,” kr. Bingler bezan,

“Bid yuu new?” the gumnan szid,
and the grating quality of his voice
set PAT, "5ingier’s ieeth on edge.

“fiarvey,” Jehn Reeves snapped
harshiy, “cut out the cemedy! Shoot
the meddling fool: he knows tco
much!”

Hacvey! &r. Bingler's heart came
solidly into his Adam’s apple. He
choked, saw the sardenic gleam in
the gunman’s eyes, shrank even fur-
ther from-the gun muzzle at the rath-
er terribie smile of the other.

“Yes,” the gunman said softly, “I'm
Harvey Wilson.”

Mr. Bingler remembered the voice
then; for he had heard it very dis-
tinctly in the restaurant, oh, so many
hours before!

“Oh, dear!” said Mr. J. C. Bingler
confusedly.

&

A\lQ
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A

CHAPTER IX

EVER, in even his most
fantastic dreams of crime-
R fighting, had Mr. Bingler
vuuahzed such a scene as this. Al.
ways he lLiad had the whip hand, and

3E
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the villains had been cringing against
the cold menace of his logical con-
demnations. But now he knew them
for the dreams they were, and real-
ized that life is at times more as-
tounding than fiction.

: “Ta?k," Harvey Wilson said,
- T mean everything you know!”

“I figuredqt like this,” ¥r. Bingler
said hurriedly. “Reeves was planning
to kill you for—I mean Harvey Wil-
son was to be murdered-— That is—!”

“Go on, please,” Wilson said soft-
ly. “I was to die for a half million
doliars of insurance.”

“Yes,” Mr, Bingler said, “so you
had a mask made of your face.”

“By Miller of the Wax Museum.”
Wilson interrupted helpfully.

“Miller ¥’ Hr. Bingler said wonder-
ingly.

And with the precision of well-
ciled machinery, Mr. Bingler’s mind
whirled a bit, fitted a few integral
pieces into place—and spat out the
answer to all that had happesned.

Mr. Bingler straightened, and he
was suddenly no more a meek litile
man in a rainccat and dersy. There
was a look of incredulous sheck on
hiis hardening features, and his eves
were keen and piercing.

“Well?” Harvey Wilson szid
ly, insistently.

“He's got the answers, Haivey!”
Rezeves said desperately.

Mr. Bingler nodded. “Yes,” he said
evenly, “I think I have.” His thumb
found the spring trigger of his tear-
gas pen. “This is it,” hs stated:

YA few years ago, a man named
Simpsen and a partner Trotter mur-
dered a gem salesman. Trotter was
caught, but Simpson get away, Simp-
son had the jewels and dispesed of
them for enough to join a mau named
Reeves in an importing business.
Simpson had no pelice recerd, and
thought he was safe from pursuit. He
changed his name and became a re-
spected citizen. Xe thought that his
partner could never finnd bim. Dbe-
cause even then Simpson had not
been his real name.”

“Go on,” Harvey Wilson prompted,
as Mr. Bingler stopped for breath.

“Trotter served his sentence, and
was to be paroled day after tomor-

t.and

30Tt~

row,” Mr. Bingler continued, “and
gseut a letter to Wilson that disclosed
the fact that he knew who Wilson
was. Harvey Wilson knew that a
drastic golution to his problem must
be found, or he might go to the elec~
tric chair fer the salesman’s murdes.
He didn’t dare murder Trotter be-
cause the crook might have left a let-

ter telling of the crime. So he
planned to kill himself!”
“You're rather clever, did you

know that?” Wilson said.

M:. Bingler ncdded, without pride,
swallowed deeply. “Well,” he con-
tinued, “Harvey Wilson didn't want
to die in reality, so he thought he’d
fake his deati. He blackmailed his
partzer into helping him. He stole
a body from the Medical College,
making it appear as a prank of the
studen:ts, then had a wax mask madse
of his face by Miller., e bribed a

doctor to make out a fake death ces-

tificate and a cremation order. His
putrpose was plain. His partner,

Reeves, would hold a phony service
over the corpse wearing a mask of
Wilsan’s face, then hold an iastant
cremation. When Trotter showed ugp,
there would be incontestable proof
that Wilson was dead. And later omn,
‘Wilson and Reeves would split the
insurance. There could be no trou-
ble in any way, forr Wilson would be
undeniably dead, and the insurance
wauld be automatically paid.”

Sweat rode high on Reeves’ fore-
head. “Shut him up, Harvey,” he
said, “and let’s get this whole deal
over witht”

“You seemn ratlier eeger, John"
Wilson said easily. “Maybe we'd
better hear the finish of the story!”

“But Harvey Wilson wasn’t so
smart,” Mr. Bingler said, uncon.
scious of the interrupticn. “He

thought he was the plotter, but his
partner went him one better.”

“Pull that trigger, Joha,” Harvey
Wilson said viciously, “and V1l kil
you! I want to hear the rest.”

Mr. Bingler edged away {rom the
mantel, his frail legs tensing,

“Reeves,” he said slowly, “figured
to double-cross Wilson., He meant to
go through with the fake ceath, then
murder Wilsori after tle money had
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been paid. But I happened to get
mixed up in thie whole deal. I fourd
thz mask, was robbed of it by Miller,
who was not a brutal man at heart.
In fact, he knew nothing of the real
deai. But because ke might have fig-
ured out the mummery, R2eves mur-
dered him tonight.”

“Is that right, Reeves?” Hacvey
Wilson's eyss were suddenly dark
panes of glass witheut exprezsion.

“It was absolutsly mnecessexy”
Reeves said, “but the man's lying
abouat my plans.”

Pl

“Kep talking,” Wilson saii to M.
D

Binzler.
“I came here,” Mr., Bingler saig,

*and was knecked out by Reeves. Tie
tosk me to the hospital wher

craoked doctor worited, calied softly
through the window. Witen the doc-
tar locked out, Reevas thrust him
through with my umbreliz-sword,
Ltoen shoved me through the window.

He theugnt that Pd be accuszd of
the murder. Later, if he wore nues-

Wiison's.
evarybody, iz 3
woitld he dead, would he
ricker by a haif m cnllars, and
thore could be no kick-back.

Harvey Wiison sprang 0 onz sids,
his gun centering on Resves,

“It makes seuse,” he said shortily,
“s0 much sense, in fact, that I think
we'll discard the eoriginal plap-—and
I'll take my chances witk Trottar!”

“I'm getting out,” Reeves said.

“Get back!?” Wilson’s gun hand
lifted a trifle.

“Try to stop me znd there'll be
trouble I’ Reevss crisd, took a back-
ward stop, his eyes wild with inde-
cision,

Farvey Wilaon emsptiad
into Resves’ blocky bogdy.

CHAPTER X

R. BINCLER stood par-
alyzed with horror as the
&, 5. gun reared in the killer's
hand. He couldn’t meve, and bhis
hand was tight cn the tear-gas gun
in his coat pockst. Fer a moment the
tablsau held, and thea Reeves was
only a writhing mass of flesh on the
floor, crimsen staining his shirt front.

The killer, his facz satanic, whirled
to Mr. Bingler, lifted the gun. There
was hate and fear and utter savagery
in his thin face as ke took a slow
step forward.

“It ends this way,” h2 said scltly.
“There can be no other. You were
found by Reeves, and shot him {o

death. I came in just in time 1o kil
you,”

Mr. Bingler cowlda’t speal past the
luisp in dos throat. He felt anything
but heroic as ke faced the master vil-

hznd irom his pocz
frantic hasts. e
Therg was a mu
gas bhillewed from b STHIE
He hecard the click of Wilson's

1
empty gun, went scrambling to one
gide. 3But Wilson hzd divined the
movement, atnd caught him before he
could round the couch. The killer
was incredibly strong, and his clutch-
ing fingers brought red ribbons of

pain to the smaller man’s bedy, But
Mr. Bingler was imbusd with the

strength of terror, and he drove the
swvier man back,

And then Wilson caught Mr.
Bingler with s looping right that
threw him back s dozen feet, and
then followed with a brutality that
was horrible. He calight Mr. Bingler
by the threat, bent him backward
over a chair arm, squeezed i\vith re.
ientiens prassure,
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Gas still boiled from Mr. Bingler's
rainceat pocket, and its burning
fumes cloundad the eyes of both an-
tagonists with pain.

Mr. Bingrer feit the blood congest-
ing imy his head, knew that his spine
would' snap at any moment. He beat
futilely at the killer with his small
hands, and e¢Ven as a terrible grey-
ness clouded his vision, he remem-
bered the one weapon he had been
too terrified to use.

His hands fumbled together be-
neath the straining chest of the mur-
derer, and then he struck again and
egrin into the man's body. He felt
thie fetid Lzeath on his face for only
a briei sscond, then a curtain of
blackness stretched over his con-
scieusness. His arms struck feebly
2gain and zgain. And then he knew
no more.

And even as Mr. Bingler became
uncsanscious, Wilson loosed his grasp,
stzred incredulously at the little man,
took a faltering step, and crumpled
to the ficor beside Rezves’ body.

“B®rink this, Mr. Bingler.,” a voice
said, and liqui¢ fire seemed to sear
his throat.

Mr. Bingler gasped, gagged, came
instantly back to consciousness. He
sat up wildly, his hands coming up
for defense, then relaxed when he
saw tke concerned face of Captain
Donovan hovering over his.

“Wilsoni” Mr, Bingler said weak-
ly. “He’s the murderer. He killed
Reeves and tried te kill me. And
he—1!”

“Take it easy, Mr. Bingler,” the de-
tective said gently. “He’s over there
handcuffed. Reeves was still alive
when we got here, and he told us the
whole story.”

Rr. Bingler mopped lis eyes with
the wet rag the detective was hold-
ing out, swung so that the cool breeze
from the window swept his face.

“How’d you get here?” he asked.

Captain Donovan shook his head.
“Don't ask me!” he said. “Things
have happened so fast today and to-
night, I don’t know which way is up.
And you seemed to be mixed up in
damn near everything., You said you
wcre on the tracks of a murder. Then
there was a call from uptown. I got

there, and the doorman describad you
as the man he thought killed Miller.
I came back to the office to question
you, got there just in time to hear
that you had killed a doctor. I went
there to investigate, and got a call
that there was gunfire here. I come
hoie and the uvlace looks like a
slaughter houre. For a little man,
you reaily get arcund”

e, Biagler's grin was a sickly
thing 1o see. “Sometimes,” he admit-
ted, “I think I get around tou much!”

The detective nodded sympatheti-
caliy, his eyes rcaming around the
reom. “How'd you minage to lay
that Wilson out so ccld?” he asked.
“Hcil, you surely dern’t pack that big
a panch!”

NMr. Bingler smiled, held cut his
right hand so that the huge cameo
ring was exposed. “It’s a trick ring,”
he expleined. “When the set is
twisted at right angles to the mount-
irg, it lcoses two hypodermic nee-
dizs. And then every time I hit
somebady, the needies inject a knock-
out drug.”

He sat up suddenly, his eyes wild
and distended with inner excitement.
He braced hLimself with both hands
on the {icor, as the detective held him
back with a steady and.

“Easy, Bingler,” Captain Donovan
said, “yocu’'ve been through an awfui
lot tonight!”

Mr, Bingler felt the twin bite of
the hypodermic needles as he sat
back on his hands, but his mind was
too concerned with another problem
to give it any thought.

He caught at the detective's zrm
with excited fingers.

“Look,” he said rapidly, “my home
Detective Course says that masks
bave but one use in crime—and yet
I've found another! hat means I
can write a tnesis, and—!"

He fell inte a delightful brown
study, unconscious of the detective’s
puzzled gaze, And as the slow numb-
ness crept up his thin body from his
reedle-punctiired, meager pesterior,
iis rabbity face beamed with tha rap-
turz of a world-congusror.

“Mr. J. C. Bingler, MD, Master De-
tective!” he murmured incredulcusly
to himself. And passed out cold.



NICE CORPSES LTKE FLOWERS

By PBoroihy Les Tina

The only clue was a gilt
letter U cluicked in tha
dead man's stiftening
fingers!

YHE BASEMENT of the
fiower stere was chill with
@ dampness; the naked light-
bum above the work table glaring
harshly, piled up huge, crouching
shadows in the corners. It glinted on
police coat buttons,
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Detective Clint Fleming pushed his
brown felt hat farther back on his
crinkly black hair and contemplated
the bedy at his feet. Then he turned
and swung sharp eyes at the group
hnddled behind him.

“I suppose,” he said wearily, “none
¢f you know anything about this—"

Three heads shock quickly, invol-
untarily.

Clint Fleming glan-ed dowrn again
at the body of the slender young man.
A {ilerist's knife-—~the kind used for
trimming flowers—was in his chest,
in the center of a crimson splash an
his white shirt front. Only the
green enameled handle was visible.
The head and shoulders were part
way uirder the work table, aud the
thin Jittle coroner was comglaining
bitterly as he crawied out, stood up
and brushed off his knees.

“VWhy,” he asked no one, “do
corpses always get themselves in such
awkiward pesitions?”

He picked up his worn satchel,
clapped his hat on his head, and said
briskiy, “I'll send my report around
as usual. Fellow’s been dead about
ten hours.”

Clint Fleming nodded absently, and
nudged the giit letters that lay in
coniusion on the cement fleor with
the toe of his shee. In his hand he
held the letter U he had picked from
the dead man’'s fingers. The pigeon-
holed box that had held the letters
lay overturncd, empty. A cluster of
M’s were scattered near the lifeless
hand.

“Okay, cover him up,” Detective
Fleming jerked over his shoulder to
one of the blue-coated officers. Then
he turned back to (ke silent three.

The redhead was crying soundiess-
ly into her handkerchiei.

“All right,” he said, “let’s get down
to cases. Tell me again what hap-
pened.”

The girl spoke. Her name was Pat
Murray; she was new in the store,
learning the flower business. She
had discovered the body of Fred Jen-
sen that marning when she had come

1

down to the basement to bring up
some vases.

“Who called the police?” Clint
asited.

The tali, sallow young man on the
girl’s right answered. “I did. I'm
Jack Unger. I deliver the orders.
Pat came screaming up the stairs—"

“Unger,” Clint rcpeated. He
glanced down at the paper letter in
his hand and his gray eyes narrowed.

The young man flushed. “Just be-
cause that letter was—" he moistened
dry lips— “in Fred’s hand, it doesn't
mean—"

“Damn it,” Clint interrupted sharp-
ly, “it means s.mething! Why would
he have picked out a U? You use
these letters to print out sentiments
on ribbons, den’t you? For funeral
pieces?”

At his last words the girl squeezed
her biue eyes shut, pressed the back
of her hand against her mouth. Her
slint shoulders tremvled under her
smock. Jack Unger touched her arm
lightly and she drew away.

“It'1] be all right, Pat,” he said soft-
ly. She did not answer.

HE MAN on her left spoke fer
the first time. He was short and
stocky, his black eyes antagonistic.

“Listen, Mister,” he teold Clint,
“Pat's had about all she can stand.
We don’t know any more than we
told you.”

Clint looked at him. A brief smile
flickered on his lips. Then he
shrugged. “Sure,” he said kindly,
“but somebody has to ask questicns.
The Chief has plopped this case. in
my lap. It’s up to me”

Clint thought: this being a detec-
tive isn’t so hot. Nebody likes you
—they’re afraid if they do you'll turn
around and pin a murder rap on
them. ’

He glanced at Pat and she looked
hastily away. Any other time, under
the right circumstznces, a girl like
that would smile if a fellow's eyes
sbowed that he thought— Clint broke
off his thoughts. He hadn’t missed
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the look that crossed her Iace when
Unger touched her arm. Or the fact
that the paper U in his haad was the
second letier her last name. It
was also thie second leiter of muvdsr.

ITal Fre=d fenscn besn trying to
spedil out scrocthing?

“IhMe the Loess?” Clint asked
“Who is the Davies this
szorg is namoed aftsr?” He looked a
questicn at the stocky, dark man,

“Dly namea's Ilcib Bilartin. Thomas
Davies owans the store. He's usually
here, but he's been lcm° the past
ew days. Heart trouble.”

“He's been notified?”

The man nodded. “Iie said the
poiice ave welcome to come out and
he’il tell them -rhat bLe kr‘ows.

Clint meade a wry face. ‘‘IHe '")ful
people rarsly know anyihing of use,”
he ohserved. e stariid to walk to-
waid the stairs thet !.d up into ths

ari's

sudden!y.

shop.

“Z woulén't t""e an, sudden trips,
if T were you,” he tod. tiiem. Thaon,
srith hiz hand on the woo i
k2 stepped. He toc;“.; t dezp braath

of the damp air.

Iie turazad to Pat i‘!{urmy and askeqd
slowly, ©1zn’t that iilacs I simell?”

She nodded - 4 pom ed to a large
table that stood agairst a gloom-
skroudsd wall. “They’re over there.
We have more upstairs.”

Clint pursed his lins, His words,
when he brougnt them cut, ware care-
ful. “Last week I trie” to buy some
litacs—1I was told thzat the season has
been over for a half a month. How
coma you still have them?”

Thsz girl started to spsak, but Herb
Martin interrupted with,

“Bo we're lu-:uy? So what
ence does that make?”

“IMone at all—I supsose,” Ciiff told
kim slow.y Then he leaned forvard
and his words were chill. “You
know,” he said, “I dor’t think I'm
going to like you. And if I were
you—I wouldn't make me positive
of it.”

Then he looked past the man. “You

differ- .

can have the body taken away,” hs
tald one of the officers.

He went on up the siairs.

OM DAVIES sesmed more than

anxious to help ané he sat in a
d€sep leather chair, his breoad face
puckered into a frovin of worry, his
fingers picking at the froat of his
dressing  gown.,  His  falsa  teeth
flashed wlnt&,ly when he spoke,

“A terrible thing,” "¢ 8 “A ter-
rible thing, really. T "?d vias & nice
bor. Wiy anyons should—"

“He had no enemiss?”

Tom Davies’ eyebrows drew down.
“I den't want to say 4nything that
will put blame—but, well, he and
Jack Unger were both interested in
Pat.”

“And she nraferzed Jensen?”

The maa nodded. “I down’t think
Jack would have—"

“What about Herb Martin?”

A-,K

“Of, he's all right. Bit of a tem-
per, brit—"

Clint sighed. “You thinix Unger
dgid it?”

Davies stiffened. ‘I didn't say
that! In fact-—" his eyes narrowed-—

“this would be just the sort of thing
Milke Slone would heve wanted to
happen. He—" He ’ :cke off,

S(Go on"i

“Well, Slone has the flower shop
on the next corner. He's bzen fight-
ing me for years. Plenty tough cus-

tomer. Lately he’s bezen making
threats.”

“What kind?” ’

Davies waved a vague hand, “Says

I ruin his dusiness.”

Clint murmured deep in his throat.
Then he stood up. “U'll go around
and see him.” He put out his kand.
Davies tocok it, gripped it tightly.
“I'im going to try to gt down to the
shop tomotrow,” the florist said, “Let
me krow if you find out anything.”

Clint grinned crookedly at him.
“You'll know,” he promised.
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LINT parked his car at the curb,
and went > the door of “Bavies
Flowers” and rapped cn the glass.
Pat came to let him in.
aione.

“How come you didn’t go home?”
Fleming wanted to know.

She smiled thinly at him. “I’d
rather work—it keeps my mind busy.
There are a lot of orders to get out.
Phone orders.” She jerked her red
head at the crowd clustered outside
the plate glass windows. “Would
they love to come in and stare.”

“Probably you can open the store
tomorrow,” Clint told her. “But,
where is everybody?”

“Herb is out having lunch; Jack
is delivering.”

“Look,” Ciint asked, “mind if I
talk to you?”

Ehe shool her head and walked
back to the counter on which she had
bezen working. She picked up a snap-
dragon spike and with deft fingers
stripped off the leaves.

Clint watched her usatil she had
finished the bunch. Then she took
the coppery blossoms, put them in a
water-filled vase. Her hands stopped
as Clint asked slowly, “Was Fred
Jensen in love with you?” She stood
a moment, her red lip caught in her
teeth, then she answered, “Yes, I
guess he was. I liked him—that was
all.”

“And Jack Unger?”

She turned to him then. “Mr.
Davies said that Jack killed Fred be-
cause of me?” she demanded.

Ciint lifted one shoulder. “Could
be.”

“I don’t believe it,” she said hotly.

“Simmer dewn—nobody’s accusing
him. You like him, huh?”

Pat tossed her head. “No,” she
said flatly.

“He’s been trying to change your
mind—and Fred didn’t like that?”

“Well—" she began, then her voice
trailed off. Nervously she picked up
a glass bottle, unscrewed the cap,
poured twe white pellets into her

She was -

palm and dropped “hem irto the vase
that held the snapdragons.

“What's that?” Clint asked curious-
ly.
“Aspirin. It makes them last
lenger.”

“As long as three weeks?” Clint's
words were quick. “Or more?”

The girl looked startled. “I don’t
know-—" she faltered.

Clint leaned toward her, over the
counter. “Digesm’t it strike you
strange that you have flowers out of
seasen when no one else has?” He
nointed to z bowl of yellow roses in
the window. “How long have they
been there?” ’

Pat fellowed his motion. “Well,
they’re pretty expensive; they haven't
scld.”

“How long?”

“About three and a half weeks.”

Ciint looked thoughtful. “See you
tater, chick,” he said abruptly, “I'm
eoing down the street.”

IXE SLONE’'S store was called
“The Patio.” It was smaller
than Davies’ flower shop. A small,
pasty-iaced man came around the
counter as Clint entered.
“Can I help you?” he began.
“You Mike Slone?”

The man bobbed his head. ‘“That's
tight.”
“Detective Fleming,” Clint said.

“Investigating the murder of Fred
Jensen. Did you know him?”

Mike Slone swallowed hastily.
“Yes, I'd seen him around. Poor bey.
1 heard—"

Clint leaned against a glass case,
dug in his pocket, pulied out a
crushed package of cigarettes, select-
ed one and lit it. He blew out a
cloud of blue smoke and asked,
“Know anything about him?”

Slone shook his head hastily.
“Seemed like a bright boy. Lots of
times I wished he wa. working for
me—but I don’t know anything that
would help you.”

Clint dragged on his cigarette.
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“Davies
him.”

The little man’s pale blue eyes
widened. “I may have done seme talk-
ing, but I didn’t mean anything by it,
honest! $le does a goecd business,
and I guess sometimes I get jealous.”

Clint looked thoughtful. *I see.”

He shrugged, then. “Weil, thanks.
T'll be going~="

Clint left the store, got into his

says you've threatened

car. His eyes were narrowed, specu-
lative. That gilt U—where did it
fit?

U for Unger, U in Murray, U in
murcer.. . .,

He steered his coupe through the
traffic over to the West side where
Jensen had lived. It was a red-
bricked rooming house with a sign,
“To Let” in a lewer, dirt-smeared
window.

The landlady leaned on her breom
and waved him crossly up the stairs
when he asked Jensen’s room number,
ie’d sent Wilson and the fingerprint
gang over earlier.

Wilson opened the door at Clint’s
knock, He grinned at the detective.
“Though you'd be showing up soon.”

Fieming glanced quickly arcund.
“What your find?”

Wilson spread wid- hands. “Every-
thing—and nothing.” He waved a
hand at the disorder ¢f opened bu-
reau drawers, clothes scattered on the
flcor, the bed ripped apart. ‘“Place
was like this when we came. The
door bad bee: forced. Somebody was
powerfully anxious to find some-
thing—-"

Clint scarcely heard him, for he

had walked a few steps, stooped and °

picked up a half dozen yellow pencils
from the flocr. He whistled a thin
thread of a tune from between set
teeth as he studied them. All the
points were well worn dewn. There
were teeth marks at the eraser ends.

“Seems,” he observed half to him-
self, “that our fri.nd Mr. Jensen did
a powerful lot of writing lately.
Wonder what?”

’E‘HE NEXT afternoon Clint Flem-
ing was exactly where he had
been the day before—nowhere near
a solution. He'd been to see the
a soiution, He'd been to see the chief
—which did nothing for his ego, as
Chief Cummings had said he’d bstter
start chowing seme action, or else.
And the “or else” had been pumnctu-
atzd by the slam of a big fist on the
top of a desk, . ..

e walked into the Davies’ flower
sture and Pat looked up from some
viclets ehe was stemming and came
ver to him. She lcoked better today
—rprettier, if possible. Some color
had flowed back into hier cheeks: her
eyes had lost that reddened look.

“Hello there,” Clint said. He
smiled, and Pat smiled back. This
was more liike it— “Your boss in?”
he asked.

The girl nodded, motioned with her
rad-curled head toward the balcony
izt ran hzlf way around the inside
the store.

“Re’s up in his office.”” She rested
quick fingers on his arm, “Have you
found ocut anything ?” she asked wor-
riedly, Clint shook his head, and
gianced past her to where Herb IMar-
tin and Jack Unger were standing.
Weither smiled, and Herd’s eyes were
chill as they met Clint’s Im Unger’s,
Clint saw sudden jealousy flare.
Strangely, Clint wanted to grin---both
those men were jealous of him! Of
course, it was no wonder when a girl
lecized like Pat.

“See you later, cmck he tald he

zoftly.
He turned and almost tn,med sver
fiat,

a weod-slatted crate of roses
that la on the floor behind him, The
roses were yellow-red and wrapped

tl;}'uy in waxed paper. Te bent and
touched one of the buds with a fore-
fingcr—ihe flowsrs almoest looked
artificial.
Then,
snapped,
flowers!”

behind  him, somescene
“Keep your hands off those
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He whirled and stared into the
narrowed eyes of Herb Ufartin.

“Why so touchy, Martin?” he asked
quietly.

The man’s fist curled. “Roses cost
:money and I don’t want a dumb cop
speiling them—"

Clint studi®d him coolly, then de-
liberately he bent dewn, broke off a
bud and put it in his buttonhole. He
gave it a final pat.

“89?” he suggested.

Martin tecetered close, his face dark
with anger. Then, with an effort he
kept his voice quiet. Over his shoul-
der he said, “Pat, fix Mr. Fleming a
gardenia—he wants a boutonniers.”

“Thanks, I already have one,” Clint
teld him, and turned and went up the
stairs that led to Davies’ office.

Davies was behind his desk. “Hello,
Mr. Fleming,” he said. He pulled
worriedly at his chin

Clint sat dowr. in a straight-backed
chair. “Now,” he hegan. “have you
any idea why Jensen was here, alone,
last night? Who closcd the store?”

Davies leaned back. "“He did. I
talked to Unger and Martin., They,
and Miss Murray left the same time.
Fred was going to cisan up some
things in the basement before he
went hormse. I—" He broke off and
stared at the rose in Fleming’s bnt-
tonhcie. “Where did you get the
Talisman?”’

Clint grinned. “It’s one of yours.”

Davies seemed to be waiting for
him to say more. Finally he asked
slowly, “Martin give it to you?”’

“No—I tosk it. Why?”

Davies langhed falsely.
very fussy about the roses. They're
sort of his department—" He tapped
on his desk top with a pencil.

Clint’s eyes were narrowed, watch-
ing him. “Yezh,” he said absently.
Then he got to his feet. “Well, I'l]
be shoving. See you around, Davies.”

He went down the stairs and
stopped at the counter where Pat was
making the wired violets into a cor-
sage. Her fingers were stained from
the maiden hair fern.

“Martin's

He kept his voice low, and for her
ears. “Loo%k,” he said. *“Take care of
yourself—"

Her eyes widened
the matter?”

He shrugged briefiy. “I don’t
know, but thiere’s plenty. Semetimes
I get-feelings——and I have one now.”
He glanced around the shop. “The
answer’s here someplace, if only I
could find it—"

Abruptly he drew an order pad
toward him and scribbled a number
on it. He creased the sheet carefully
and dropped it into Pat’s smock
pocket. ‘“This is just in case. If you
iear anyihing, or see anything you
think I ought to know about—call
me.” .

He caught Martin watching him,
so he bent kis head to the rose in
his lapel. He took a deep snifi,

“This,” he said, '‘at least smells
good—"'

“Why-—what's

BELL was ringing someplace.

For a long time Fleming lay
in his bed, his eyes closed, hoping it
would go away.

It didn't, Finally, with a sigh, he
opened his eyes and reached for the
alarm clock. His hand stopped haif
way through the motion—the room
was dark. It was still night.

He sat up suddenly, awake now.
He scooped the telephone receiver
frora its cradle on the night stand.

“Hello?” he said sharply.

A voice blurred at the other end.
An excited voice; a voice shrill,
Clint broke into the words.

*Taize it easy-~I can’t understand
you.”

“This is Clint Fleming, isn’t it?”
the voice wanted to know. He recog-~
nized it, then.

“Oh it’s you, Pat,” he said quickly.
“What's wrong?”

“Clint—I've found out something!”

“Yes? What? Where are you?”

“I'm down at the store. I came
back tonight. After you said you
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thought the answer was here, T de-
cided to lock around—"

“Crazy kid!”

“Well, I got to thinking about
those Talisman roses. There’s some-
thing funny about those crates. I
never—"

Clint cut her off.
you find?”

“I-—" she began.

“Yes—go on.”

There was no answer. Clint’s hand
grew clammy on the ieceiver. He
listened—the phone was dead. “Pat!”
he shouted. Still the fear-starting
silence.

In one motion he had dropped the
phone and was reaching {for his
clothes. There was only one reason
why Pat didn’t answer—and that
reason sent the blood from his face,
leaving him white-lipped, trembling.

He waited only long eneugh to
pick up his gun. . ..

As Clint Fleming careened his
coupe through the deserted streets he
suddenly reached up and feit at his
buttonhole. The rose was gone; he
had lost it someplace. '

Mentally he damned himself-—he'd
had the answer on his lapel and never
realized it! But what was the con-
nection?

He screeched his car to a stop in
front of the darkened flower shop,
then he th..aght of calling the chief.
But there wasn’t time for that now
—not with Pat in danger.

He didn’t expect the front door to
be unlocked, but it was. It swung
open under his hand and he walked
into the store, his gun fisted.

“Pat!” he called “Where are
you?”

His voice echoed back at him, there
was no other sound. Just the quiet,
cool air, heavy with the scent of
flowers.

He walked softly to the basement
door, opened it a crack. A light
glimmered up from below, and he
heard, now, a feverish rustling, Cau-
tiously he started down the wooden

“And what did

third step creaked under
and abrvptly the light

stairs. The
his weight,
winked out.

That was all—no sound, just the
darkness rushing in.

Clint stood where he was, poised,
listening for the rgsp of a foot, any-
thing. There was nothing.

He inched his wry forward, and
again the stairs protested.

Then, shattering the guiet, splitting
the darkness, a gun spoke! Clint
heard the bullet ricochet from the
cement wall scarcely a foot from his
head. But now he knew the direc-
tion, now he had a target for his gun.

He pulled the trigger twice, but his
alm was wrong. Ar—in the orange
flame blossomed, and this time the
slug was closer. Too close.

He plunged down into the dark-
ness, firing as he went, aiming a little
to the left of the last flash.

There was a sharp cry that slipped
down scale into a moan—he hadn’t
missed that time! He felt for the
light switch at the foot of the stairs,
flicked it. The shadows fled.

To the left, by a wooden crate, a
man was sprawled. Fleming waiked
to him, turned him over.

Herb Martin!—a trickle of blood
seeped out of his hair where Clint's
bullet had grazed him.

LINT looked at the crate. It was

the same one he had seen earlier,
only now the waxed-paper-wrapped
bundles of roses lay scattered on the
cement. He stooped, picked up a
bunch. The buds were open—but
ot naturally—they had been forced
open. The very center of the roses
were missing. And then Clint saw
the little pile of white-powder-filled
capsules by Martin’s hand.

The detective whistled softly.
“Dope,” he murmurcd. “So that's the -
answer—they were smuggling dope
in the roses. . . .”

But that would have to wait. Right
now he had somethirg more impor-
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tant to wotry about—Pat was still
missing.

He turned, went up the stairs, call-
ing her name, searching the office.
If she’s here, he thought, she’d an-
swer—1If she could,

But there was no sign of the girl—
she had disappeared completely.

He was just passing the counter,
on his way back downstairs, when his
foot caught on something. He
reached down and feilt it. It was a
string~no, it was a ribbon, a long
streamer that unwound from the big
spool on the counter as he pulled
at it.

Where was the other end? He
tugged, the ribbon did not give, He
hzdn’t been able to find the switch
that worked the fiuorescent lights,
s0 now he struck a match,

The ribbon curled away into the
gloom, toward the side of the store.
Gathering it in his hand he followed
it. It stopped at the crack of a small,
narrow door.

Then he knew,
the refrigerator!

Pat was inside—in
He jerked open the

door. The chill, icy air struck him
as he went inside. He groped on the
fioor. His fingers everturned a vase,

sent it crashing, Then he touched a
shoulder, a face, soft hair.

Hz didn’t breaths s he bent over
the girl—was she alive? She was,
she stirred slightly and moaned. The
other end of the ribbon spool was
twisted in her fingers.

He picked her up gently, whisperc-
ing her name incoherently, and car-
ried her out into the store. He laid
har down. He thought savagely.
Whsre is that damn switch—I have
to see!

This time he found it, and the fiuo-
rescence flooded the room, In its soft
glow he studied her face anxiously.
Then he took a deep breath. She was
going to be all right. Just knocked
out,

Her eyes fluttered open and she
struggled to sit up. Then she clung
to him, sobbing.

“It’s all right, darling,” he soothed.

“The roses—" she began brokenly.

“It’s all over. I know about them.
Martin’s down in- the basement, un-
conscious.”

“Then he—"

“Hush, darling.” He helped her to
her feet. “You a’l right now?”

She nodded, swaying a little.

Clint turned and ent to the wall
phore. He dizled a number, spoke
briefly to the chief. Then he hung
up and dialed another number, When
a voice answered he said, “Davies—
come on down, I've found your mur-
derer.”

E COPS were already there
when the store owner came hur-
rying in, His broad face was tense,
and he looked as if he had fallen into
his clathes.

He went to where Clint was stand-
ing, talking to the chiel.

“Who did it?” he ¢ -unded.
it Unger?”

Fleming shook his hecad slowly.
“Davies, did you kncw that Martin
was in the dope smuggling business?”

The man’s eyes widened and his
face paled. “No—" ke managead. “You
mean, here, in my store?”

Clint nodded. “Yes. That was
why he didn’t let anyone touch cer-
tain crates of roses but himself—"

“And Fred Jensen must have dis-
covered it,” Davies cut in. “And
that was why he killed him.”

The detective sheok his head slow-
ly. *“That may have bzen one of the
reasons why Jensen had to dia—hnt
not the oniy one. IMartin told me
before they tcok liim to the hospital
jensen had discovered ¢ formuia for
prescrving fresh flowers. There’s
thousands in such a discovery—"

“Yes. Jensen wanted to patent his
formula, which was his right, For
that, and because he was getting sus-
picious—he had to die.”

Davies shook his head bewildered-
ly, *‘To think that Martin killed Jeu-
sen—"

“Was
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A faint, hard smiie flickered at
Fleming’s mouth.

“But he didn't—"

“You said—well, who did then?”
Davies exploded.

Clint’s voice was very guiet.
did, Davies!”

“You're insane!”
away.

“You're the one who’s insane,” the
detective said relentlessly. “Martin
didn't know actually who killed Jen-
sen any more than I did—until 1 be-
gan to add tbings up. The flowers
lasting longer in your store than any-
where else. Th~ fact that jensen’s
room was searched. That damn U
in Jensen's fingers—I finally tumbled
to the fact that the poor kid ha? been
trying to spell out something . . . .
and ‘formula’ is about the only word
with a u in it that would fit into the
picture.

“You wanted the discovery your-
self, didn’t you, Davies? You pic-
tured vourself cornering the flower
market—"

“It's a lie!” Bavics cut in shrilly.

Fleming went on savagely, as if he
hadn’t heard. “Wou didn’t even trust
Martin, so you did it yourself—and
tried to pin it on Unger. Failing
that, you would have let Martin die
for the murder vou committed. He'll
get plenty on the dope charge—but
you, ycu’re geing to get the chair!”

On his last words, Davies lunged
at Clint, his short arms flailing. It

“You

The man backed

was almost pitiful, the ease with
‘which Clint’s rock-hard fist arced up
and caught him on the point of lhis
soft jaw.

e sagred te the floor without a
sound, and disappeared under a wave
of blue-coated backs.

Fleming rubbed skinned knuckles
and walked to where Pat was stand-
ing, white-face, her hand to her
throat,

ile put out an arm and drew her
to him., She. stared up at him with
wide eyes. “How did you know for
sure, Clint?” she whispered shakily.

He grinned and kissed her on the
tip of her tiited nose. “There was
one little thing that rezily set me
thinking—thoese pencils I found in
Jensen’s room. They were all badly
chewed. And then I saw Davies
playing with a chewed pencil. I
knew it wasn’t his, that ke had picked
it up someplace— It might have been
coincidence—but it started me think-
ing.’.‘

“But how did you know it wasn’t
Bavies’?”

Fleming lsughed decp his
throat. “A guy with false teeth
doesn’t go around biting on pencils,
doeg he?”

Then he locked at Pat a long mo-
ment. “How good are you at making
bridal bouquets?” he asked suddenly.

“‘_!‘,hy?”

“Because I got a fecling we're
going to be needing ocne.”

in

He could create anything he
only — wall, that's the storyl
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A SAP SPAULDING
STCRY
By
Fragd Jd,
Ford

THE S

OLPIGEOR PLOY

In which Ol' Sheri#f Spaulding swallows the bait, and Mike Mur-
phy has to get him off a criminal's hook—if ha can!

7" NHE NICE thing about
you, Sambo,” I said sar-
castically — after Sheriff

: Spaulding had stormed into my week-

-ly Lakeland “Ledger” newspapet ef-

fice and planted his huge hindquar-

ters on my wiie's typswriter stool—

“is that you never lose your temper;

never get magd.”

The Big Baboon glared across the
room at me—I was sitting behind my
flat-topped editorial desk—and while

he hadn’t ag yet cussed a single cuss,
still T knew that O’ Sam was so hot
you could have fried a fresh fish on
his big bald dome. Then Bess, my
red-headed wife, secretary, steno’-
and-office duster—well, she pranced
in. Bess likes our over-sized, over-
stuiffed, over-rated, brave-but-cnly-
half-baked county sheriff. She failed
te note his angry mood, said: " ’Lo,
Sam,” ner usual greeting, Spaulding
failed to reply, so Bess turned to me
and gave forth a sound isest described
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as a giggle gone goofy. And then
she said: “What now, Mike? What
ails my palsy-walsy?”

“Damfino, Brick,” I replied. “The
big mucky-muck mushed in here, only
a couple of minutes ahead of you, and
all he’s done so far is to stare and
glare.” So Bess said:

“What’s biting you, Sam? Speak
up! I'm your good friend, you know.
Ignore ‘Murder-Minded’ Mike Mur-
phy, and tell your constant and fond
admirer.”

That brought a one-word reply.
O’ Sam roared: “Nuts!”

“He probably means that he’s gone
nuts, Bess,” I ventured.

O' Sam bellowed: “More nuts!”
Scowling deeply.

“And being bugs, himself, he thinks
everyone else ig,” I continued, speak-
ing mildly—attempting to roil him
up. You see, I know all the best
ways to do that littie thing! And
that did. It brought the sulky sap
off that stool in self-defense, crying
indignantly:

“Ye people think ye have a lot to
contend with—puttin’ out an eight-
page scandal sheet, once a week, filled
with stuff ye buy or swipe from big-
name writers, mos’ly—but if ye had
to run a jailhouse for a month ye’d
go wiggy-waggy, too. The same as
me!” -

I thought things had gone far
enough, and that I should try to
straighten the Big Boy out. So I
said: “I’ve never kiiown you to have
a great deal of trouble handling your
guys and gals—once you had them
in your clink, Sambo.”

“That’s ’cause ye don’t know. Plen-
ty o’ ’em raise a heap o’ hell, over
there. Jus’ ’cause I don’t advertise
_ the fact, ever’time somebody does—
well, that don’t mean managin’ a jug
is a jolly job, by a damned sight!”

“Who’s in your remaining hair,
now, Sam?” Bess quizzed, striking
straight at the root of the matter—
like she really can, but seldom does.
And for a damned wonder.

“A young squirt who says his name
is Joe Smith. Smith, hell! He’s a
Pole, or a Swede. Or a something.”

“How do you know, if you don’t
know. him? Maybe he really is Joe
Smith. There are several Smiths in
this world—and there might be a Joe
among them. A guy by that name
built Salt Lake City and—" I said.

“Bosh! O’ course there are Joe
Smiths in this world—but this guy
ain’t one o’ ’em.

“What did he do to get into your
copious can? And what is he doing,
now, to get you so upset?” I next
inquired, adding: “Tell, Poppa.”

HAT blew O' Sam up again,

higher than a barrage balloon—
which he somehow resembles—but he
finally cooled off and began giving
us a few facts.

“Las’ Sunday night,” Sam began,
“some dame phones in an’ tells me
that there's a couple of guys out by
her house actin’ s’picious as the very
devil. She says they are sneakin’
aroun’ an’ aroun’ a little groc'ry store
that's owned by a widder woman,
who’s away; an’ she thinks they’re
aimin’ to rob it.”

“So what?” Bess prompted, as Sam
slowed down.

“So I clim’ in my car an’ rolled
out there.”

“Jolted out there, you mean, Sam-
bo,” I corrected—and got hell for
that interference from both Sam and
Bess. Then:

“I got out there jus’ as these two
guys—a great big bird, an’ this little
bit o’ a bum—jus’ as they start to
bash in a back door. I pile out o’
my rig an’ promtly proceed to collar
’em. I get a good holt on both o’
them guys, before they realize they’ve
got company; but ’mediately after
that they begin rarin’ an’ tearin’ an’
jitter-buggin’ aroun’ until the big
bird finally manages to jerk himself
loose. He runs. I keep a good hold
on the little louse an’ pull out my gun
an’ holler for the bird makin’ off to

I'd bet on that.” -
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halt. But he don’t, so I begin to
fire, Miss him a mile, I do, ’cause
the little punk keeps on squirmin’ an
jumpin’ an’ leapin’ aroun’ a-purpose
to spoil my aim. But I hang onto
this little so-au’-so, I do-—even if I
have to. give the big baby up as lost,
temporarity.”

Sheriff Spaulding paused briefly, at
this point, and a muttered maledic-
tion cscaped him. Ome not intended
for our ears, I guess. And then he
continued :

“Anyway, I finally get this crooked
little cuss down to the calaboose an’
start questionin’ him, Then’s when
he tells me his name is Joe Smith;
that he has no more home than a
white chip in a stud-poker game; that

him an’ this big bird was merely look-.

in’ for a place to sleep—an’ that if I
ain’t satisfied to book him as Joe
Smith, I can-put it down as Joe Doe
or Joe Roe, or I can go to hell!”

Amusement clinted in Ol’ Sam’s
dark-brown eyes, for a few moments,
but vanished as he began talking to
us again.

“I pumped this putrid pup for an
hour or so more, but made no prog-
ress at all, Had other things I jus’
had to do, so I heaved him in a cell,
Tol’ the turnkey to feed the young
yap—an’ then see if he could get
anything out o’ him. But Bert had
no luck.”

Bert Fairchild is a combination
turnkey and deputy sheriff “who
works for OF Sam. (He’s got six oth-
2r cCeputies, but they live out around
the county in various smaller towns
and none of them hang around the
jail much.)

“Well, Monday mornin’ I tried
again, but all I got was a lot o' gas—
an’ sass. This queer squirt tells me
that he has no idee who his buddy
was. Said he’d jus’ met him that
Sunday afternoon, down in the jun-
gles; an’ that all the name the guy
bad give him to call him by was
‘Fatty.’” He’s a damn’ liar, o’ course.”

“What makes you so certain, Sam?

The youngster could be telling you
the exact truth,” Bess cut in to say;
patting down a stray lock of her
lovely red hair, and walking up close
to O1' Sam. They are pals, and I'm
strong for the big gent, myself—
even if I do rib him a lot.

“Fatty ain’t this guy’s name, by one
heli o’ a lot. He ain’t a fat feller, at
all. I had a holt on him, an’ he’s
huge, all right—an’ certainiy solid—
but not fat. Not him! Anyhow,
when this big bruiser busted away
from me, the little lug yelled: ‘Damn!
Scram, Ham!”

“Perhaps Pee-Wee Picklepuss is a
poet, Sam!” I just had to remark,
and drew one of ocur sheriff’'s com-
bination growl-scowls. Ol Sam has
no special sense of humor. He don't
like my alleged wise-cracks, not
2-tall.

“That shows me he damn’-well
knows him, an’ is lyin’ like hell,”
Spaulding continued; hard of voice
and eye, now. “So I've bee¢n fairly
busy mos’ o' the time since, tryin’ to
make him unzip his lip. Ain’t had
no luck, though-—so far. The little
lotise won't sing a note: won't even
talk to me, any more. . . . I don't
know what to do, less'n I sort o
third-degree the truth out o’ him.. ..
Yep, guess I'll have to do that.”

HAT’S all Bess and I heard about
. O Sam’s contrary little prisoner
for almost a week, then the sheriff
loped into our Ledger office and in-
formed us that he was now holding
this Joe Smith on an attempted-buc-
glary charge; that the Justice of the
Peace had set “a thousand-dollar bail
hold-order” on Smith—and that the
little chap couldn't raise that many
cents, Sam also swore out a “john-
Doe warrant” against the big boy who
had wiggled loose, and escaped—he
said—and was anxious to serve the
same. “Would to, by cracky, an’ be-
fore very damn’ long,” he insisted,
adding:
“If T have to take the little louse
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apart an’ read what'’s in his mind, my-
self. I've got him where I can do it,
too: in my basement cell-block, forty
feet unnergroun’! TI'll use it for a
bomb-shelter — when an’ if Ldco
Adolph Sicklebugle gets over here;
but until he does thiss little louse
stays there. Till all hell freezes over,
less’n he talks!”

“Bess and I didn’t realize what a
Big Pad Bird you are, Sam! Did we,
Bricktop?”

Carrot-top said: “No, Shorty.” To
me; then to Sam: “Are you really
going to treat him rough—misuse,
abuse the young man? You—your
size!”

S8am declared: “He’s goin’ to talk.
That’s all. I'll cut off his grub, an’
T'll cut off his terbacker—an’ I'll cut
off his head if he don’t come through
with his buddy’s right name, an’ also
tell me where to go to put my come-
alengs on him! No one guy's goin’
to hold out on the interests o’ jus-
tice, this way. Nor on me. No, sir!
An’ he can yell all it suits him to,
‘cause ncbody can hear him, upstairs,
or out on the rtreets!

“Br-r-r-r-r” I said.
dered.

Sam replied: “Mabbe ye think I'm
kiddin’, folks, but I ain’t. Wait an’

And shud-

see! An'I'll keep ye both pested on
hoew I'm progressin’. Or on how I
ain’t.”

“It’s apt to be ain’t, Sambo. If the
lad hasn’t come in on his pal, so far,
he’s not likely to—is he?” I quizzed,
half sore at QI Sam. I've never liked
this third-degsree stuff. Consider it
to be bad business, and dangerous.

“It's quite awhile yet before the
grand jury meets, Shrimp,” Spaulding
snaried at me, adding: “An’ long be-
fore then the bird’ll have talked. Bet
ye that he will!” I wasn’t having
any.

ERE, this recital of O’ Sam
Spaulding’s trials and tribula-
tions pauses only long enough for me

to record several pertinent facts, such
as: '

Sam first cut off young Joe Smith’s
tobacco supply-—hoping to make the
youth snitch on his pal—and then
he chopped off Smith’s chow. Cut
him down to a plain bread-and-water
diet; still hopeful, and just as un-
successfully, All of which O’ Sam
honestly reported to Bszss and me;
but not for publication in my weekly
Ledger, of course. That would never
do.

“He’s still as stubborn as a stinkin’
Stuka stormtrooper!” OI’ Sam re-
lated, sticking to his usual allitera-
tive style! —but gumming his simile
all up. We, however, knew what he
meailt.

Then three or four more days
passed, and the sheriff blew in again.
And, now, we saw that OI' Sam had
a beautiful black-and-blue left eye.

“You ran into a cell door, I sup-
pose!” I said to him—in a voice sup-
posed to be a bit silky.

“Cell door, hell! I ran into that
rotten runt’s right duke—so I did!
I was pullin’ his right rar, an’ I guess
he didn’t like it. Anyhow, he socked
me a beaut, eh? But ye should see
him! After he clouted me—well, I
really went to wark on him!”

“What did he tell you his buddy’s
name is?” I asked—knowing very
well that the kid hadn’t talked! (Else
O!’ Sam would have -aid so.)

“He ain’'t ceme across with that
info’, yet, but by cracky, he will. He
will—or else!”

“I'm thinking it will be ‘or else,
Sambo,” I said; explaining: “When
any bozo helds cut this long, it means
that there just isn’t un, sharp-nosed,
longe-tailed, cheese-eating stuff any-
where in him!”

“He’ll rat—before I'm through.
Ye'll see! He’s hungry. An’ plenty
hungry. I’'ve not fed the fool a de-

cent meal in over three weelts. I—"
“You should be ashamed of your-
self!” I finished for him.
“Ashamed, hell. I set out to make
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him tell me his pardner’s nams, an’ I
ain’t feedin’ him till he does! Nor'll
I guit slappin’ him aroun’. He’s too
smail an’ too weak to really clout, any
more; but I’ll still continue to go
down there ever'day an’ cuff him—tiil
he doss squeal.”

“lie may do his sentence and be
free some day, Sam. If so, you'd bet-
ter watch your step. It’s cne thing
to whip a mule that’s locked in a bex-
stall, and quite another thing to
tackle that same mule when he's loose
in a pasture! Tlien, teo, there are a
lot of good guns being manufactured
in the world today, you know; and
Smith might later on get ahold of cne
and mow you down with it. I
wouldn’t go much further, if I were
you. It just isn’t safe.” That was
my advice. Now. sese how good it
was "

HE KID down in the can cellar

continued to stand pat, in spite
Ol’ Sam’s “increased pressure,” for
several days more and then like a boit
out of the blue—as Bess would put it
—young Joe Smith, or whatever the
hell his right name was, hauled off
and told all! And not because of Ol
Sam’s pressure but because he wanted
to! (Or so he said.)

“Sheriff, I've decided to tell you
what you want to know.” Smith be-
gan, explaining thusly: “My buddy
was ‘Big Bill’ Burney, and what a
swell guy he's turned out to be—
leaving me in here to face the rap,
alone, and not even sending me over
a mouthpiece! No eats! No ciga-
rettes! No nothing, He's a Big
Ham, like I sometimnes called him.”

“That enplains ye callin’ him 'Ham.’
Keep goin',” Spaulding said, making
notes en the back of an old envelope.
The kid did. At some length.

“You'll find Big Bill hanging
around Little wlininie’s Dollar Dug-
out, down in Valley Alley, almost
every night, Sheriff, and I want you
to go get him. But you watch your
step—because Big Bill is really

tough! He's done a lot of wrestling
and boxing, and he’s strong as an
ox. Your'd better take a deputy along,
I think. But you get Bill, and after
you get him you shove the big bum
right down here with me! Leave me
to face this thing alone, will he?
I'1l tell my big pal a thing or two—
so I will—and then I haul of and
tell him why I snitched!”

L’ 8A™M ignored Joe Smith's ad-
vice about taking a deputy
along witly hitm to arrest ig £ul
Burney, and went alecne. Wasn't he,
Sheriff Spaulding, a big man, too?
Hadnt he a warrant for Big Bili?
And two good Colt 45°s? Since when
had he needed wnyone with him-—to
pinch any just one man? And wasn’t
he forewarned that this bozo might
prove tough?

Little Minnie’'s “Dug-cut” was a
dive well known to O’ Sam, too; as
was IL.ittle Minnie—vwho weighed
nearly three hundred pounds, and
had a whale-sized mouth! Sam didn’t
know any of her dames, and didn’t
want to know them. It was Min's
job to handle them, and he wisely
let it go at that. She always called
him “when things got too hot for her
to handle, personally.” Which wasn't
often,

Minnie was there, when O Sam
barged in: and four other husky
dames in scant garb, but heavily-
rouged, sat at a table sipping high~
balls. Spaulding said: ‘“Keep your
seats. Tois is no raid. I'm lookin’
for a fugitive from justice. One Wil-
liam Burney. ‘Big Bill,’ folks mos’ly
call kim. They say he's a hard guy.
Any o ye seen him lately?”

®ne of the broads said: “He was in
here for a while, last night. It’s too
early for him. Only eleven o’clock.
Bill's working somewhera. Try
again, abeut midnight.”

Little Minnie tried to catch this
dame's eyz. Wanted her her to shut
up. Big Bill spent a lot of dough at
the Dug-out and if he went to jail,
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or to the pen’— But she failed to get
this jane’s attention and the already
half-crocked female gabbled on.

“What you want RBig Bill for,
Sheriff ?” she asked.

“For questionin’,
snapped back.

“The name is Rosey, not Nosey! If
I was Min’ I'd—"

“You ain’t Min’, Rose!{ Shet your
fooi face. Sheriff Spaulding don’t
come bustin’ down here, only when I
call him—ocr he has a tip that—"

“I ain’t saying he dces, Min’—but
just the same, if I was running this
dump he wouldn’t ever get his fat
belly inside that door. I'd make him
do his stuff outside. QOutside, where
he belongs! And I'd phene Big Bill
and warn him that the law wanted
him. So I would!” And Rose got
up, shoved her chair back, and then
staggered away irom the tzble.

“Where are ye goin?” OI
asked.

“None of your business.
come along?” :

“Don’t ye try phonin’ Big Biil an’
warnin’ him, Woman. Ye do an’ I'll
toss yer carkass in a cell. Come back
here an’ squat!”

Rosey must have been quite a bit
more than half-soused—or else a born
cop-hater—ror instead of obeying CI’
Sam she walked over to the side-
board, grabbed up a stack of dinner
plates and began heaving them at the
sheriff. The three other dames
leaped away from the table and flew
upstairs on wings of fright, while
Little Minnie wobbled over to the
battling female and did all she could
to save the kalance of her expensive
chinaware—if not GI' Sam-—but
Rose just wouldn’t quit. The dame
was dingy, but her aim was good;
and it was while the sheriff was
struggling to get handcuffs on the
beserk female that Big Bill Burney
walked in the back door. Bill saw
merely some great big bird, appar-
ently battling Rose and Min’, and so

Nosey,” Sam

Sam

Want to

he waded in—swinging. And Big
Bill could really swing!
Ol’ Sam told me, later: “The big

so-an’-so mus’ have hit me with a
hammer, first, Mike—but after that
he only used his fists, An’ did he
paste me? T never went down—an’
came back up—so damn’ many times
before in all my life! DLut I finally
got a gun out an’ made him unner-
stand what it was all about. Had to
clout him over the ncggin’ a couple
o’ times with the barrel o' it, first,
though.”

Then O’ Sam cufied Big Bill Bur-
ney to a still-cus.ing “Wild Rose”
and took them to the clink. He un-
cuffed them, put Rose ‘“in durance
vile” in the ‘“she section” of his jail—
as he calls it—and then he teok Bur-
ney downstairs to his basement lock-
up. To his bomb-proof, sound-proof
little cellar, where young Joe Smith
was still incarcerated and anxiously
waiting for O’ Sam to bring in his
kig buddy.

The sheriff, of course, was covered
with blood—Dboth his own and Big
Bill’s; and he even wore some of
Wild Rose’s!—so he was a sight. And
Burney did not look much better.
He, too, was plastered with gore.
Joe Smith took a good look at them,
then began to laugh. To roar—when
they finally got there.

“Yer snitchin’ I e pal’s laughin’
at ye, Bill!” O’ Sam said. “But he’s
banged up a bit, himself, ye will
notice!”

Big Bill sprang at Little Joe, then,
saying: “And th’ damned little
Jousy snitchin’ rat is goin’ tuh be
banged up some more! Sgueal on me,
will yuh, Rodent! And Big Bill
Burney socked Smith a wallop that
lifted the young man clear off the
floor. Then Burney hit Joe again and
again and again. And then again!
And until the youngster was com-
pletely out and lay en the cement
floor like a bundle of old rags.
“That’ll teach th’ fink better'n tuh
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stool on me—and when he comes to
T’ll bust him again!”

“Not tonight, ye won’t, Bill—’cause
I'm lockin’ ye up i- a cell. I don’t
want ye to murder the squealin’ rat.
Not down here, see. Wait till ye get
him down to the pen’. Then I don’t
care what ye do! Get in Number
Two cell. The other one is his.”

Burney obeyed. OI'’ Sam locked
him up, walked over and looked down
at Joe Smith for a minute or so,
saw that he was breathing and would
come around all right, then he
started off. Big Bill yelled at OV
Sam.

“Ain’t yuh goin' tuh lock that
thing up, too?”

“No. He can’t get away, an’ I'm
leavin’ him out a-purpose. Ye may
want some water, or something, be-
fore I come down in the mornin’. If
80, make him get it for ye.”

“I’d choke tuh death before I asked
that rat tuh git me—" Big Bill began.

“Have it yer own .way. I'm goin’
upstairs an’ take a bath. See ye both
tomorrer, an’ if ye’ll plead guilty to
this attempted-bucglary charge mabbe
I won’t swear out an attempt-to-kill-
an-officer warrant against ye, Bill.
Think it over.,”

FRIEND of mine dropped into

my newspaper office early the
next morning and told me that OV
Sam had arrestzd Big Bill Burney,
and he gave me some of the details
about the doings out at .he Dug-out—
and also about Rose Kelly’s arrest.
(That, at least, was the name the
dame “done businéss” under, and
really does not matter.) So when
Bess —my red-headed wife — finally
drifted down to work, about ten
A. M. I told her about Ol’ Sam’s
two pinches and said:

“Guess I'll sneak over to the cala-
boose and get the whole story. From
Sam. He'll be too busy arraigning
his two prisoners to come over here
and tell us about it in time for me to
write up the mess—which I want to

use in tomorrow’s paper. And I want
to kid Sam a bit. This guy told
me that the sheriff tock a damned
good shellacking before he—"

“I hope OI’ Sam wasn’t hurt much.
Mike. Go ahead. And while you're
out be sure you stop at Reed’s Repair
Shop and get your automatic. Jack
Reed phoned me last night and told
me to tell you that it was ready.”

I promised to stop for it—and did.
And a good thing, too! But wait.

It was about 10:20 when I walked
into the jail-office, and all was as
quiet as could be. I knew it was Ol
Sam’s deputy’s “day off,” so I figured
Sam would be on the job, alone—and

around somewhere. fe was. But
wait!
I waited. Several minutes., Read

some reward notices—oifficial “dodg-.
ers”—looked back and saw that the
door leading into the main cellblock
was locked on the outside; and then
I walked back to the door that leads
to Ol Sam’s basement block. That
door was slightly open, I noticed.
“So that is where he is,” I thought.
I pulled this coor open a bit more,
to pass through it, then stopped.
Sudden. Damned awful suddenly!
For, from below, came a bedlam of

sound: A mixture of fists-hitting-~
flesh sounds, mingled with wvile
curses.

“Trouble, sure enough, down
there,” I said to myself, drew my
automatic. a:d checked it to make
sure that Jack Reed had left it
loaded. It was, so I grasped it firmly
and crept down those basement stairs.
One step at a time. DMore sounds,
and more oaths, continued to rcil
up. Then distinguishable words.

“Beat up my little buddy, will
yuh — yuh so-an’~so —yuh this-an’-
that! Yuh big-bellied bum! Take
that!” Then a crashing sound. Then
a higher-pitched, younger voice,
saying:

“You had a lot of fun beating me
up, down here, when you had me
all alone—didn’t you? Well, it ain’t
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s0 funny now--is it?” Followed
by several scunds that cou!d only
have been made by fists beating on
flesh. A fdock of loud curses and
threats, made by Ol’ Sam. Then a
1ull. Then more words. Explanatory
words, now. Speken by that younger,
unseen veice, but loaded with venom.

“You couldn’t make me snitch, you
big buily—in spite of you being
damned near twice my size. and me
half starved to death-—could. you?
No, sirt I held out on you-——pleaty!
Didn’t turn steolpigeon until I had
it all figured out that yeu would
walk right straight into my trap!
Until I had you doped out for a
sap whe’d fall like a Jap—mowed
down with machine-gun bullets!”

Somecne groaned. It just had to
be OI’ Sam Spaulding, I knew. Some
way or other these two c¢rooks had
managed it s¢ that they now had the
sheriff in their power. And very
completely. I went cauticusly down
another step. The sound of fists
striking flesh, sgain—and again and
again and again—and then came that
younger voice again:

“No, Copper, I couldn't heat you,
zlone—and [ couldn’t possibly escape.
So what? Hah! I sent you to get
my good pal—my old buddy, Big

Bill-—knowing damned well that the
two of us could glom onto you when
you came down with your hands
both busy carrying our breakfast
tray! And did you walk right inte
it! Hell, Sap—2Bill's first blow te
your chin raised you a good foot off
the floor! Funay—isn’t it? Fuany
as hell, new! I{a, ha—ha!” o

‘0O THAT was hew this young
slicker had managed the thing—
was itP—and just what had I better
do about it? I figured that they had
CY Sam down on the basement foor,
at legst—and, no deubt, about out,
In which event they would un-
wcth.of O Sam’s big .45’s! What 2
mess this had turned out to he!

“Sheuld you try it?” I asked my-
gself. “Try it, alone; er sneak back
upstairs, bleck the upper dcor on
them, some way, and' go for help?”
That was what I had to decide—and
it was a tough problem—and then
these crooks decided it for me when
one of them said:

“Let’s kill tli' isig blankety-blank
brute! If we don't, somebody’ll find
him an’ set him free—soon—then
he’ll epill his guts, get more guns,
ar’ ceme after us again. Then he’d
kill us—when he caught us!”
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So they did have O’ Sam’s guus,
eh? And from the tone of that voice
I knew that they recally meant busi-
ness. That they would bump off my
old friend. (I sass and otherwise
abuse our grand old sheriff a lot, but
I don’t want anyone else to do it.
No, sir!) So I got an even firmer
-grip on my swell Colt automatic—
which has never jammed or otherwise
missed fire on me yet—and made the

bottom six steps in two noisy
thumps.
The door which leads into OV

Sam’s basement cell-block was a regu-
lation jailhouse door over which the
sheriff had wired a lot of steel slats.
This served to reinforce it, and I saw
that in the event of a gun battle with
these birds it would give me addi-
tional protection—since only holes
ahout an inch and a half sguare re-
mained to be shot directly through.
Not, understand, that I thought these
steel slats heavy or thick enough to
stop a slug fired from either of the
sheriff’s big guns, but they might
very well serve to deflect any such
red-hot hunk of quickly fired lead.

This door was pulled nearly shut
and I proceeded to slam it closed,
all the way. It would shut but not
lock. Only Sam’s key would do that,
and no. key was in the lock or any-
where in sight. (The crooks had it,
I found out later.) Anyway, I was
too damned busy to look for a key
or anything else—just getting the
muzzle of my automatic through one
of those little holes. I fired and
yelled at the same time, I guess.
Fired two shots, right between these
two crooks’ heads—:s they stood
right over a reclining Ol' Sam, who I
saw was bound and gagged—and I
roared:

“Drop those guns, instantly, or I'll
mow you down!”

Each guy had one of the sheriff’s
Colts in his right fist; and when they
did not obey quick enough to suit

me, I fired again. Hit the big bird,
too, that time. Got him in his right
elbow—aiming at his mid-ribs, I was
—but it had the same effect! His
gun flew out of his hand and clat.
tered to the floor. He let out an
agony scream. grabbed his shattered
right elbovww in his left hand and
said: *“I quit, Copper! Pal, drop
your gat, too.”

But still-mad Joe Smith—who OV’
Sam thought was a lousy stool«
pigeon—wasn’t having. any. No, sir.
Young Jos was made of sterner stuif.
He whipped around and sent three
sizzling hot hunks of lead my way!
A horizontal iron bar stopped one of
these slugs, right in front of my “V-
for Victory” belt buckle; and the
other two ate chunks out of those
steel slats -— which zinged all
around my head. Those brave Rus-
sians over in Stalingrad, who sur-
vived, never came any closer to death
than I did, right then; but the young
devil wasted his last three shots by
firing over my head. I was sure of
him, now that his gun was empty;
and I swarmed in on him before he
could reach for, and get, the Colt
that Big Bill Burney had dropped.
He did reach, but I slammed a .38
slug at his hand, while the going
was good, that caused his right thumb
and a fore-finger to disappear. Then
both crooks decided that I was bad
medicine and called it a day.
(That suited me, also, I might add!)

@L’ SAM? He'’s in City Hospital
yet, the Big Bum! But he’ll be
out in a day or so—and am I waiting
for him! Bess says I mustn’t rub
it in—because that gag these two
crooks put in O1' Sam’s mouth nearly
killed him, But that is what I'm
aiming to rib him about. You see,
they tied Sam up with his shoe laces,
belt and necktie—but they gagged
him with a pair of his own stinky
socks!

— END -~
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The "Litile Fellow” is betoming to be noticed
at last; Vice President Wallace tells the listen-
ing world that we're about to enter the era of
the "common man,” and the wellare of untold
thousands of ‘‘Little Fellews” is recognized fn
the formulatiam of the Four Freedoms and the
Atlantic Charter. Heretofore it’s been’ the thizg
to locok upon the guy either as cm objact of
charity, or someone to icmore as inconsequen-
tial. We know now that both of these view-
poinfs are wrang.

The “Little Fellow” isn'i clways smoll physic-
ally, isn't necessarily & rabbity character like
our own Mr Bingler. He's likely to be almost
saything, and you can be sure that he’s in
there fighting his end of this war. If he isat
handling « rifle, machine gun, or whatnot on
Guadskangl cr points African, he's en the
job ia war indusiry, making his mankours and
war bonds ceunt. He's given everything he had
bsioie; the “Little Fellow” was the guy who
stuck by Gessral Weshington «t Velley Forge.
while a lot of “Big Fellows’ were doing the
heavy critizising of the new natien’s War Efiort.
And he's come through every tixee when a crisis
arose, when tha "Big Fellows” were busy trans-
ferring Mets and geiting rexdy to give up the
ship.

Iayhe one reason why Mr. Bingler is so popu.
ler is because, despite the fast that he's some.
thing of a coricature, he hos the real solid chax-
acter of e “Littie Fellew” beneath his timid-
seeming noture, €rd behind the "Oh Dears.” He's
eceily sccred, but actuclly getting him down,
uncé keeping him there is enether maetier,

We asked cuthor Peacock if he couldn't tell
us something cbout Bingler. and how he hap-
pened to be chosen as the (Home Course) Mas-
ter Detsctive’s chronicleer. Se Peacock dropped
us the following note.

Dear Doc:

Boy, is this going to be fun; I've been want-
ing to spout oiff ebout Mr. Bingler for gome
menths.

He's a friend of mine, a special seri of fellow
to have eround, for when I get too far down in
the dumps, he comes out of nowhere and cheers
me up with hizs cloistered existence and his
avidity for anything even pertaining to ¢rime-de.
fection,

We staried out fogether, in some senses of
the word, fer he was created the first year I
started writing, He was the guy who shoved his
near-sighted face into a kidnepping case, and
aiter a couple of hundred words. vanished with

a tiny., "OR dear,” of profest.

I let him sleep for a time, then resurrected him
when [ got tired of my foueh dicks slepping
suspects about. He grew, became a reel person
to me, and so I featured him in o series of
novelettes, giving him insurmountable hkurdles to
clamber over in each yarn. The little begoar
fooled me: sometimes he went areund—or under,
my posed problems. And he gained character
and sirangth with every oadventure,

Me's fike a lot of people I knew—those who
loek for adventure, ond seldom find it. But Mr.
Bineler iz luckier; he makes his adventwes,
starting from absclutely nothing. ! sometimes
envy his philesophy.

Mr. Bingler is fairly well-known: he hos ap-
peared on tha NBC National Network, and was
well-received by gquite a few #&eteciive fons.

I think ke'll like CRACK DETECTIVE; for he
mentioned to me rather wistiully a few monihs
ago that there were some characters therein who
could sfund a bit of routine examination, as

rescribed by his Heme Detective Course.

I'm glad that we cen both oblige his liitle
whimsies.

As for mysaif, either a litile or o great deal
can be scid; I'm not certain just which to ad-
vocute,

But anyway--

I feel that I've been in fhis game a long time.
My yarns have run in ail the mejor chains of
magazines, and have covered the entire field of
fiction, with the exception of love storiss-—at
which I must admit Im not so good, preferring
to case-study the subject a bit bsfore trying to
write,

I'm from Kernsos and Louisiana, and neither
steie fed me very well—for I'm definitely the
Ianky, hungry type. I write for a vocation. edit
three mags for o vocation and fish for a voca.
tion. Sometimes I just (lite Mr. Wiggs of the
Cabbage Patch) sit and think things out,

I'd 'like to spend the rest of my life writing
and fishing, and if the army doesn’t™ have
other ideus, thogse are what I shall do. I'm
single. with no particular prospects {(who said
girls QUTNUMBER men? ! maintain the word
should have been “outmaneuver”!), but I've got
ambitions.

I hope your readers like Mr. Bingler; he's
a good egg. Give him a whirl, and maybe he'll
come creeping back into CRACK DETECTIVE
again in the future,

Anyway. he and I hope so.
Cordially,

W. Scoft Peacock
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* BEAU BRUMMEL MURDER

By Ray Cummiags

Gsorge Bryan didn't mind being cailed "F

ashion Plate" by the

villagers. That was fine, it would fit right in with his plans, for
who would susgect the dandifiad fop h2 appeered to be of cold

blooded murder?

BHEY c¢alled him  PFashion

Plate, George Bryan didn’t
mind it. They were just ig-
norant village louts, loafers around
the pool hall, stationery store and
the little railroad station of Shady
Valley; they thought, because Bryau
took pride in being always carefully
dressed, that he was something to
jibe at. Beau Brummel. Young
George Bryan secretly was pleased
at being likened to the famous Eng-
lish dandy. Beau Brummel’s name.
also, had been George Bryan.

The thoughis were roaming in
Bryan's mind tonight, as alone in
his car he drove from New York City,
out the main highway toward Shady
Valley. His nickname of Fashion
Plate—surely that would be an ad-
vantage this momentous night. Who
would ever suspect the immaculate,
soft-spoken George Bryan of a deed
of violence? He chuckled to him-
self. The villagers might think of
him as a sissy, sut never as a mu-
derer. .. .

At the crossroads where the high-
way went sn into the village, Bryan
turned off onto thne Lake Omntara side
rvoad. He watched his chance, so that
nu one saw him. The time was quar-
ter of ten—a hot July evening. Queer
‘what a breathiess night it was! He
was conscious that his neart was

b 41

pounding; his chest seemed to have
a weight on it. Was he frightened,
now that his chance had come? Non-
sensa! Just excited. Fate was with
him. Every circumstance was just
right. Peter Rawlings would be com-
ing along this lonely road by the
edge of the lake, in five or ten min-
utes now. The thing would be donc.
in a few minutes after that.

The idea of killing Peter Rawlings
had come to Bryan from Rawlings
himself. Rawlings had said:

“You know, George, I'm deter-
mined to teach myself how to swim
this summer, if it kills me.”

Just a little thing like that. But
Crace-—Bryan’s sister, who was Raw-
lings’ wife—had heard it; and so had
others. Tt was Bryan’s chance. Noth-
ing could seem more ebviously acci-
dental than the drowning of a man
who had declared he was going to
teach himself how to swim, even if it
killed him!

And now had come the first breath-
less, hot night of the summer—just
the sort of night that would tempt
one to take a dip in the lake. Bryan

could see the lake now between the
trees that lined the rocky little side
road, The water was a big, lead-
grey mirror, dark and sullen under
the glowering clouds. There might
be people and small beats over by the
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Crack Detective

distant opposite shcre, far behind the
big wooded island, but there was no
one here,

At a place where bushes clustered
to shroud his car, Bryan turned off
the road and hopped out. He was a
young fellow, handsome. and as al-
ways, immaculately dressed. In the
heat, he had taken off his hat and
blue serge jacket and laid them on
the car seat. His figure was a white
blob of white shirt and carefully
pressed white linen trousers, as he
crouched in- the bushes, waiting for
Rawlings to come along. It surely
wouldn’t be long new. Rawlings was
a methodical fellow, a creature of
habit. You could alweys depend on
him doing the same thing at the same
time. He had marrie€ Bryan's young-
er gister, Grace about two years ago.
He was rich, or at least comfortably
well off-—one of those fellows who
watched every penny and wouldi’t
lend a cent to a relative without
bankers’ security. He owned a small
but prosperous department store in
Thomasville, some tweive miles awzy.
He closed it at nine-thirty; and every
night like clockwerk he drove home
alone, leaving Thomasville at quartur
of ten and coming along this lonely
little side road past Lake Ontara.

For another ten minutes Bryan si-
lently crouched., IMe was tense, alert;
his mind was clicking with details
of just what he would do so that
there would be no possibility of er-
ror, There would be no footprints
here; no tracks which could be iden.
tified as the tread of his tires. The
road was hard and dry; the ground
all around here was rocky, right
down to the rocky shore where the
water lapped with a sullen murmur
in the stillness.

And suddenly now, faintly in the
distance he heard the chug of Raw-
lings’ old, outmoded car. Right on
schedule. Bryan's heart leaped, but
he steadied himself. He stood in the
shadow of a tree-trunk until he could
see positively that it was Rawlings,
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and then he jumped forward. Raw-
lings, in white shirt and trousers, was
a dim white biob behind the wheel.
For just a second Bryan thought
that there was somsone in the back
seat of the car behind him, but when
he got closer he saw that no one else

was there.
o8 ELL, I say, that
Peter?” he called.

Rawlings saw him and pulled up.
“Hello, George,” he said. He was
never very cordial. “What are you
doing out here?”

Bryan mastered his breathlessness.
“Just coming back from New York.
Wretchedly hot, isn’t it? I thought
I'd take a swim. Cool off.” He ges
tured easily with a graceful hand.
“My car’'s down the road a way—
thought I’d take a ten-minute dip.
Too bad you can’t join me, old fel-
low—you've no idea how invigorat-
ing_”

Queer how difficult it was to keep
his soft, suave voice normal! This
damnable breathlessness! But Raw-
lings didn’t notice. And it wasn’t
hard to persuade him.

“The human body really floats in
water, you know,” Bryan was pres-
ently saying, “It’s lighter than water,
when you immerse nearly all of it.
But that’s the trouble—the beginner
wants to climb out of the water and
that’s what makes him sink.”

Gruesome words. Somehow they
made Bryan shudder inside. He had
had no idea it would be so difficuit
to do this thing.

“Why not master your fear once
and for all?” he added persuasively.
“Once you do that, I can teach you
to swim in two minutes.”

Abruptly Rawlings set his jaw.
“All right,” he agreed. “I’ll do it.”

Perfect! Nothing cculd go wrong
now. There was no one to see them
as they went down the dark declivity,
just two little white blobs down on
the sullen shorefront where in a mo-

(Continued On Page 182)
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{Centinued ¥rom Page 101)

ment tumbled clusters of rocks and
the rise ef ground hid them wholly
from the road. Hastily they un-
dressed. “I've only got one towel,”
Bryan was saying smootbly, “But
it’s a big one; we can both use it.”
He had brought the big bath towel
from New York. But Rawlings
wouldn’t be the one to use it; he'd
be lying floating in the shallow wat-

er... There mustn’t be any eutcry
now. Just a little splashing and
gurgling. Rawlings was a man about

Bryan’s height and build, but older,
not so muscular. It weuldn’t be hard
to hold him under—just for a minute
and then he’d inevitaikly gulp in wa-
ter and start to strangle. There
mustn’t be any macks on him; noth-
ing that would show violence. ..

“I guess—I guess this 1s deep
encugh,” Rawlings quavered as his
instinctive, abocrmal fear of the wa-
ter made him tremble.

“Just a little further,” Bryan
“T szy, old man, den't be
such a coward.”

It was pathetic to see Rawlings
trying to conquer what he knew was
an idiotic terror. That was queer,
too; Rawlings with that terror all his
life, as though something within him,
deep beneath his censcious brain, had
always known that he was destined te
meet his death like this,

“T’'ll do it if it kills me,” Rawlings
was muttering. “DPamn it, T will.”

Gruesome prophecy... Why did he
have to say that so much? As though
something were making him say it so
that Bryan would shudder, with a
racing heart anu excited, taut nmerves
to make him fumble this thing? But
e wouldn’t fumble it... Get him to
lie on his back now; and then shove
him down, sit on him... Hold him,
just for a mecinent,

Bryan's chest seemed bursting with
the excitement of it. But he kept his
wits. Water a bit less than waist
deep. That would be ideal.

“Now, relax,”” he heard himself say-
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ing softly. “You're tense as the devil,
Peter. Don’t be like that. I won't
even lst your face get wet., I prom-
ise. Come on now, lie hack—stretch
out. I'll put my hand under your
neck. Can't you trust me, old fellow?
Think how pleased Grace will be if
she can go swimming with you next
wezk,”

So easy. A faint smile of triumph
twitched at Bryan’s lips as he stood
beside the shivering, naked Rawlings
and the taut body of the older man
eased backvward with his feet coming
up.

“Don’t l2t my head go under,
George!” '

“MNo. Of course I won't.”
l YOW, down with him! Bryan
shoved suddenly. There was

only a littla fioundering splash; air
bubbles rising, with the water down
there choking Rawlings’ first startled
scream. And then it was a grim, si-
lent struggie under water, with all
the weight of Bryan’s body pressing
hig victim’s head and sheulders
against the bottom. Less than three
feet of water; most of the weight of
Bryan’s Body was out of jt as he
sprawled, with his knees and hands
down. Rawlings was like a great,
floundering trapped fish. Weirdly,
uncxpectedly strong at first as Bryan
desperately clung to him. Iiis legs
were up now, churning the water,
beating it white. Ged, why wouldn’t
he die?

It was a cheos of horror to the
panting Bryan. But he kept Raw-
lings' Iizad under... & minute. Two
minutes. There were no air bubbles
now. The air had 2ll come oui;
water was going in. From his first
gasping, under-water scream the in-
experienced Rawlings had been stran-
gling, But his struggle was ghastly,
Like fighting with a great white
thing that ought to be dead. but still
lunging. More feebly now. Got him!

(Continued Oa Page 104)
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(Continued From Page 103)

Hold him! Never mind his thresh-
ing legs; keep his head and shoulders
down! Three minutes. Four per-
haps. It seemed an eternity to Bry-
an’s whirling senses while he
sprawled there and clung. Like
fighting with a dead man. Limp,
gruesome white thing that still
waved its arms and legs and feebly,
aimlessly twitched.

And then even the twitching was
stilled. The dead fingers clinging to
Bryan’s arms relaxed, slipped away.
the legs floated up, weaving a little
from the movement of the water, as
though the ghastly limp white thing
were still alive.

For another moment the cold, shak-
ing Bryan clung; and then he stag-
gered to his feet, And the dead thing
floated up beside him, with water
lapping over its goggling face.

Horrible. He had no idea it would
be like that. He stood ankle deep in
the water, shivering, numbed, with
a sudden panic sweeping him. What
a chance he had taken! Suppose
somecne had come along and seen
him? Could you see down here from
any part of the nearby road? Sup-
pose someone came along now?

The wild panic swept Bryan as he
stood shivering there in the dark;
a panic of haste and terror. But he
fought with it; conquered it. The
thing was done, and triumph swept
him. He dried himself carefully
with the towel and dressed. His hair
wasn’t wet; that was lucky. It wasn’t
even mussed. There wasn't a mark
on him from the struggle with the
drowning Rawlings whose gripping
hands had only clutched so futilely
at his arms.

But this panic was horrible. De-
spite the heat of the night, Bryan’s
teeth were chattering, but as he dried
and dressed he felt warmer. It was
the cold water, but mostly it was the
excitement. He mustn’t get rattled
now and forget the towel. The towel
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with which he had dried himself was
a little white blob at his feet. He
snatched it up; ran for the road and
his car... Yes, from farther along
here you could faintly see that weird
white thing, half-immersed there in
the shallow water of the shore. Some-
body would pass here and see it, to-
night perhaps, or certainly in the
morning,

With the panic still on him, min-
gling with his chuckling triumpl,
Bryan climbed back into his dark lit-
tle car and swiftly drove away. He
did not head for Shady Valley; he
was too clever for that. Imstead,
driving as swiftly as he dared, he cir-
cled back around Thomasville, then
cut across and hit the New York
Highway at a point far below Shady
Valley and the Lake Ontara side
road. He passed two gas stands
where he was known; drove slowly
enough so that the attendants would
see him and respond to his wave of
greeting. HExactly as though he were
on his way home from the city; no
possible connection with Lake On-
tara...

E HAD stopped at the bridge
over Sunapee Creek, tied a big
stone in the towel and sunk it., The
panic was gone now; there was noth-
ing but triumph. Nothing ahead of
him now but Rawlings’ money. Grace,
a shocked, grieved young widow,
wouldn’t be niggardly with her sym-
pathetic brother, of course. She had
already done her best, pawning her
jewels to help Bryan out with his
gambling debts. Bryan was senior
teller at the little Shady Valley bank.
Grace didn’t know about his six thou-
sand-dollar shortage there, of course.
That would have been discovered
next week, when the bank examiners
arrived; but it would be made good
by Grace now, of course, He shiv-
ered at the closeness of his escape.
It was nearly eleven o’clock when
presently he was entering the somno-

(Continued On Page 106)
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lent little tree-lined street of Shady
Valley. He had adjusted his collar
and tie in the little rear-view amirror.
His hair was sleek and in perfect
array, as always. Everything was
periect. Nothing ahead of him now
but gentle sympathy with Grace; and
then the spending of {race’s money
on Vivian. The thought of Vivian,
her dark eyes, her beauty, thrilled
him. Vivian was worth spending
money oft.

As he reached Center Avenue, Bry-
an’s heart jumped. Down the broad
shaded street. where the cluster of
lamps over a stoop marked the brick
building which was the Shady Val-

ley Police Station, a little commotion

was evident. A group of people were
on the sidewalk; a big sedan was
there at the curb; and Iiuside the
building there was evidently unusual
activity.

Bryan hopped out and jeoined the
crowd. ‘I say, what's happened?” he
demanded of a pimply-faced youth,

“Qh, you, Fashicn Plate.” But the
village boy wasn't jibing. He was
awed; excited. “Your brethei-in-
law,” he said. “Mr. Rawlings—guess
he's dead—he was found down in the
lake near the Thomasville cut-off,”

Then the milling little crowd saw
Bryan. Everyone always stared at
him, stared with a secret envy, Bryan
thought. They stared at him now as
he stood, immaculate in white linen
trousers, with a carnation in the la-
pel of his blue serge jacket. And
they crewded arcund him; gave him

swiit, inzoherent details. a night-
driving tourist, through 7% hom sville,

heading for Albany, had szen the
white thing in the lake, momentarily
disclosed by his headlights as he
rounded a bend in the road. He'd
brought it in a rush here to the po-
lice station. Tha policemen inside
now were trying artificial respiration.

That made Bryan’s heart leap into
his throat. Suppose they succeeded -
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.Surely that wasn’t possible now. ..

“Not a damn pulmotor in this
burg,” somebedy was saying. “There’s
one coming from Thomasville, but
what the hell—"

“Why—why, good heavens, that’s
terrible — my brother-in-law, you
say?” He knew that he should force
his way into the police station. That
was the normal thing to do — a
shocked relative... He’d phone poor
Grace from inside..

The tourist appeared on the stoop.
“Not a chance.” he said to the crowd.
“He’s a goner.”

A vast relief flooded Bryan as he
shoved his way to the steps. But
why was everybody looking at him
so strangely? All these young loaf-
ers in the crowd who knew him so
well, all staring at him, murmuring
to each other.

“Lookit Fashion Plate!”

“Oh my goodness, how disgrace-
ful !

THAT the devilt Bryan’s beart
was racing. The accursed vil«
lage louts were jibing at him. But
they seemed puzzled, too, standing
away from him, staring at bim. He
realized that ne was in the light of
the police station now,
“My Gawd,” somebody gasped.
“Why does he losk so frightened?”
Fashion Plate! Accursed nick-
name. Accursed reputation. With-
out them, no one would have noticed
him...
“Why—why-—" he was stammer-

ing. “I say, don’t push me like this.
What's the matter with you fel-
lows?”

He was in the police station now,
with two or three uniformed men
clustering around him. It was all a
blur to his terrified sight. A ring
of staring eyes; veices.., “Lookit
him! Fashion Plate never looked
like this before.”

“Why is he so frightened?”

(Continued On Page 108)
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(Continved From Page 107)

“Damn queer — something queer
about this, fellers—"

Hands were plucking at him. What
in heaven’s name could this mean?
Then suddenly he realized that the
policemen were searching him; tak-
ing things from his pockets. His
familiar things from his jacket pock-
et...

Then abruptly one of the big po-
licemen was saying:

“You, Bryan—when did you last
see your brother-in-law?”

“Me? See Pecter? Why~——why, I
haven't seen him for a week.”

What was this? What was the mat-
ter with everybody here? These
things they were taking from Bry-
an’s pockets—

“Didn’t see him tonight—not at al
today?” the policeman persisted.

“No. No, of course, I didn't.”

“Didn’t happen to go swimming
with him tonight by any chance, did

you?”
What in the devil? The scene was
swaying tefore ryan’s terrified

gaze. He fought for calmness, mus-
tered his courage to grin,

“Say, what’s the matter with all
you people? Is this some kind of
joke? GCf course, I didn’t go swim-
ming. Haven’t seen Peter in a week,
I told you.”

“But you're a good swimmer?”

“Yes. Sure I am. What in hell
has that—"

“You wouldn’t let your brother-in-
law drown waist deep in water, would
you now?” the police sergeant said
ironically, “Funny thing, Bryan—
the lake there where he drowned—
only waist deep. Not over your head
anywhere near there—and no cur-
rent, no tide in the lake to wash the
body from somewhere else. Espe-
cially since he was found when he
had been dead only a few minutes. It
was murder, Bryan—"

“Murder?” Bryan stammered.
“Why—why, how awful—"

(Continued On Page 110)
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Big Field ¢ Big Demand « Big Pay
Comggtenz drartsmen are ursenuy nwded 0 all manufacturing l{nes
S.00 A Weuk. va just the beginning—IFOR
DRAFTSME:! HAVT‘ (‘OOD CHA CES Nﬁ ADYANCE-
MENT. Pleasaht, faacinating work., easy to Iearn and do. Learn
Quickly with thege bosks—aend coupod forasetand see [or youseell,
A vear's conzulting scredoe 17610 Gtvem Lo alt buyers of 1Mts
fomous cycdopedia of drafting.
AMERICAN TECHNICAL SOCIETY
Vocatlona! l'ubli slurs sinee 1!98 )
- -
e ey et BT G S S B

For Beginners
or Experts

‘Written  you sannnderstand
every word, by well kuown
engiveers. De Luxe medern-
isiic, washade cloth blorting
over 1669 p hundreds of

=hi llh. uiﬁur arn boake in 10 da:
Owme yoi mﬁ'nlg. but II.IT k -:I? u,ag",
th T m ol :a 0, h”%ﬂnlnﬂe ﬁd bs
tio:l"-m’ineludo i u:s Secvlee =
Nome- s e Tiale rarecas

“erasenavsesrecarrrortar oy

"ddrv-
mbtech lat, Age, 6eoupsd magrog ey 3ddrees
that of a5 lml:m';:nw;nu.n!uﬂ:o:. - Ao o

she writes . . .
but what does her hundwrifing show?
Ave You gxure of yeur girl friené or sweet-
heart? YWould yeu like to kauw what she's
rexlly )Ke? Have ber handwriting anrlvged
and find eut. I8 she sincere, dependable,
moody, chzngeswle? Has she tie cabacliy for
" ﬂew intease lovef Is she your t¥pe? What
klnd uf 2 man is she sironply atiracied tod
Just send ug s few linse of her handwoiting
and we will giise yeu a Cenfidential, analstinal revert on the type
of Derscn ste really ts. Now anly 23c for oach hendwritlng analyzed.
Selentiflc, accurate. Guaranteed to dollght er meney back. Enclose
atempad, self-addressed envelole,

PERSONALITY A;lAlYSIS BUREAU

Dept. DAZ . O. Box 748, Chizage, 1t

FREE BOOK - Tells Facts

On Piles - Colon Troubles
If afflicted with Piles, other rectal ot <elon
trouhies write for a large Wwook, FRER. The
McCleary Clinie. 225 Elms Blvd, XExcelsior
Springs, Mo—Adv,

CARDBS — BICE

Ituks, dauhs, ink & tsilor-made veaders, three-way dice,
tops, shapes, books, jokes, novelties, Magleal suppikes.
Catrleg Free

VINE, HILL & CO. Dept. D, Swantom, Ohio

POEMS WANTED

FOR MUSICAL SETTING reeiti, otz oftny et

Palrictie Comic or any aubject.
Don't delay—3ond wuws yotie original

poem once for immediate
gonsideration and FREE RHYMING DICTION
RICHARD BROTHERS, {47 Weuds Building, chhaéa, 3N
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Crack Defective

(Continued From Page 108)

“Yes, isn’t it? And if you didn’t
go swimming with Rawlings—"

The big sergeant gestured with
grim irony to the things he was tak-
ing from Bryan’s trousers’ pockets...
A memorandum dated teday, on a
bilthead of Rawlings’ store... A tele-
gram to Rawiings. ..

“He got that telegram at nine
o’clock tonight,” the sergeant said
“Stuffed it here into his trousers’
pocket—"

Sickened with horror, Bryan stared
down at his white linen trousers.
and his whirling mind swept back
...That dark cluster of rocks on the
shorefront where he and Rawlings
had undressed... Their clothes had
been in separat.. piles. Except the
white trousers. He rezlized it now—
the white trousers, both so similar,
laying partly on top of each other,
with the white towel on them—just
dim pallid blobs down there in the
darkness of the ground. And a: he
dressed after the murder Bryan had
been in such a panic of haste and ex-
citement he had had no time to think
o.” himself at zll, ner in his dark car
until he had come here... The first
time in his life that Beau Brummel
had neglected his appearance!

“We've got you, Bryan—"

“Yes, you—you've got me--""

He hardly realized he was saying
it. He was still blankly staring down
at his white linen trousers. But they
were Rawlings’ white linen trousers
rumpled and dlrty, very far from be-
ing neatly pressed because Rawlings
was no Fashien Flate!

THE END

[LONESOME?

7 Lot 1o smange s remantic coresponcence for
you. Find yosrscld a swectheart thtu America’s
Taremoss select gocinl correspendence cdub. A& friend-
- sip letter scoety for DowTy ladiss and gentlenen.
ererywhere;  CONFIDENTIAL  alredictions by lettery
Y hate made ihousands of

bembus
efficient, dignifad and eoniiusus surics,
lonely pespia happy—why not youd Vrite for FRXE cealsd particn-

tws. EVAN MOORE,

F. 0. BOX 088, JACHEGNVILLE, FLA.
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AZARA
“LUCKY” ZODIAC

“WISHING” CHARM
Qhums of this type are re-

VAlUE !

international

5 h 8 d'.uw
t!w bas-relief
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sign?* in sll, = xodiacal sign !or ezch in 1 4 ik }
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‘Astrology stands for—
boauty, fine interpreta.
tion, understanding, sue
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the pure astro-forces
l!ut govern our lives' -~
every second of tha day.
esldes, 1 feel luckier
when I know that my eme
blem wh Ita msi ue fnterpretaticn of my own
xodiszal sf i slways with sse, Whepover §
have a pro jems § look thoughtfully st the em-
blem acd § am reminded o gro-! sstrologicas
trutks. 1 luh edded ionﬂdence. knsw tbha¢
man (s Mmaster of his destiny.

“My emblem is 3 thing of vich beauty, It is
the besrer of spiritua) satisfaction. § will neves
be wmuut it, § will never part with .

tom will never part with sush s sme
Itm. "(ou will always <arry it with you, Your
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premota Powerful Astral Ine
Busnces for much Gaod Luck,
‘Love,  Kappiness, Iealth,
Tong Lifs, Success in Money
znd a1l undertakings. Order
Yours HNOWI tice only
$91.00. Bat{sfaotion GUAR-.
ANTEED or Money Returned.

ORDER COUPON

symba{lnl £

signa,

STROL €0., Dept. DA-3

Main P, 0. Pox 72, Brovklvn, N. Y.

Please cend Mhe the Az!u'n ““Lucky’’ Zodiac "W:shinz”
Charm, I \ﬂﬂdpiy postman $1.6% plus 17c. C.0.D.
charges upop delivery. ¥f I am not nleased in evesy
way, You GUARANTEE to return my money.

BIRMEE < nido oo gpe i oyenane ¥ e, oyt ielor ceery
BDDRESH % o Sl e S sig apei o Gt racen
DATE S MIRTH ............ I PR tvay
CITY & 8YTATE ......... e

XOTE~-1f you eend u.m thh udu-, you wm save
the 17¢. as ‘ro will pay pwhss.

With cach order a () page asfrolozlcai analysis.

Eﬂ chock full of advice on love fricads, Business, ete.
SEND ALL ORDER3

ASTROL CO., DEPT. BA-3 MAIN P. O. BOX 72, BROOKLYN, N. Y.



IF YOU GET UP NIGHTS
YOU CAN'T EEEL RIGHT

It you have to get ub B or more times a night your rest is
broken and it's no wonder if you feel old and run down before your
time. Functionsl rather than organic or systemic Kidney and Blad-
der trouble often may be the cause of many pains and symptoms
simply because the Kidneys may be tired and not working fast
enough in filtering snd removing irritating excess acids, polsons
and wastes from your blood. So if You get up nights or suffer from
burning, scanty or frequent passages, leg pains, backache, or swol-
len snkles, due to non-organic or non-systemic Kidney and Bladder
troubles, you'll: make no mistake in trying the prescription called
Cystex. Because 18 has given such joyous, happy relief in so high
u percentage of such oases, Cystex is sold under a guarantee of
money back on return of empty packsge unléss completely satisfac-
tory. Cystex custs only 35¢ at druggists.

6ih YEAR

Buy where thousands have
heen satistied. We make
FALSE TRETH for you from
your own Impressions.

AS
795

90 DAY TRIAL
MONEY. BACK GUARANTEE of
SATISFACTION protocts you.

ite Today for Free
SEND NO MONEY Duotietoud biatorint

§. B. CLEVELAND DENTAL PLATE CO.

DEPT, 28-B3 EAST SY. LOUIS, ILLINOIS

EONESOME?

Are you letting loneliness rob you of happinass and
Romance? Let us introduce you to sincere worth-
while men and women. Find that happiness. romance
and a sweetheart thru our Club. Members from Coast
to Coast. Confidential, dignified, and satisfying serv-
ice. Sealed information free.

Buffalo Correspondence Club, Box 1647 Perry Sq., Erle, Pa.

+ SONG POEMS ~.20lir

»* To Be Se? fo Music
*
*

Publishers noed new songs! Bubmit one or more of your best
no'gms for immediate consideration. Any subject. Send poem.
PHONOGRAPH RECORDS MADE. FIVE STAR MUSIC
MASTERS. 630 Beacon Bldg., Boston, Masa

CHILDLESS
Wives

WHO WiSH
BABIES!

Doctor’s Information
SENT FREE!

Concerning simple way followed at home by
which the female organs in relievable funce
tional sterility may be assisted so that

therhood ma{ then so often be easily P‘-
sible! YOU AND YOUR D MAY LATER
THANK THE DAY YOU SENT FOR THIS FREE
INFORMATION. Womenfrom over the Nation
write us of their 1:03 in becoming mothers at
1ast! FOR FREE PY write to Warner Co.,
418 W. Lake St., Minneapolis, Minnesota.

T ARE YOU LONELY?

If you are sincerely seeking a sweetheart, or mate, we
can hclr you. Thousands have found happiness through
our method. Sensational proven results. All ages, re-
ligions. Many wealthy. Confidentisl, prompt, courteous.
Write now, for free, sealed particulars.

NANCY JORDAN CLUB

6. P. 0., BOX 376-D, NEW YORK, N. Y,

BRAND Helps
NEW With
SYSTEM! School

Studies

Founded on the most simple and practical
principle for self tuition with Complete English
pronunciation of every word.

LATEST REVISED EDITION

350 cenm J ron 500

FOR 3? 50

M. L. SALES CO,,
160 W. Broadway, N. Y. C., Dept D-3

Enclosed find $..... ... for which send me
the following books:

[0 Spanish [ Polish [ ltalian

(O French (0 German

Name .................cvvuunne. . ¥
Address ......... oy S S )

if You Are Air-Minded
You MUST Read the New

AIR-AGE

Big Size 8%z x 11%2!! All Roto Gravure! |
Models! ! Flying News Charter Subscrip-
tions 75c For Full Year.

Air-Age, 160 W. B'way, New York, N. Y,
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TIAL LIST of
the rare and

hilarious
CONTENTS :

Tha Bachelor WLite:
1t isn't true what they
B tay about the Gay
Bachalors,

Love in Hollywood:
@Suvitry, glamarous
screen sirens fall ia
bove at first sight with
M amazing rapidity.

4 The Playboy ot
8 Fifly: Shows how you
flcan kesp 9olng untit
B you reach a hundred.

Preble G els

of His Wife:
Without  beneflt of
feno, perjury or ali-
mony (you'll tlaugh
at this heartily).

The 99.44/7000
Puritans: Thoy parki-
cipated in *‘Bundling"’
but still they were
¥ pure,

M Just o Fready-Cat:
§ Or Memoirs of a
B Freudian Nightmeare.

The Art of Persua-
siom: Is-an answer to
a layman's prayer. It
hits a new high for
cheer madness, plembs
the depths of delirium
and blandly bares
hopeful chirrups that
every man will chortie

Soags & Ballads: A
f colieciion of Virile
Verse.,

Advice %o @ Youag

Man on fhe Thoice ot
- i Bentasnin
s classic mas-

Stag Lines: A reper
toirc of Anecdotes,
Jokes and Storlss
which will make you
the life of the party.

How to Have Fun:
Try some of these on
your stubbora friends.

Wisdom &
J A rmiscellany
g cemprising the wisdomn
of Solomeon, tha art
W of Casanova, the cyni-
§ cism of Gzorge Ber-
§ nard  Shaw ard the
Phifosaphy of Socra-
tes, cte., cte,,

The PLAYBOY'S HANDBOOK

A Guide fo
"Debonnaire” Living

RE are gathered 1in

one pleasure-laden
book, all the indispensable
fittings for every gav male.
An open gquide to hilarious,
sophisticated fun and frolic
—to a reqular fellow-about-
iown reputation-—and to a
maiden’s hecrt. A complete
ireasury of gaiety, high
spirits and revelry—chuck-
full of =zestful -reading,
amusing recollections cand
j rooring fun!

In spite of cverything, it
must be evident to all who
care to observe. that girls
will be girls and that boys
still like to meet girls. Here
is o rambunetious, rollick-
ing panorama of laughter,
love and lighthearted living.
The sailor has (so it is said)
his girl in every port, ‘but you
can have “THE PLAYBOY'S
HANDBOOK" with you all the
time.

Do not deny yourself. the en-
joyment of these frivolities.
Send for your copy now. The
price is only $1.60—the enjoy-
reent is a thousamdfold. Money
Back Guarantee. MANK-THE
COUPON NOW. i

NEW EDITION
Just Published
176 Pages of
Diverting Fun.

6 ED OB N BN BSOS CN D 0B OB 6
KNICKERBOCKER PUB. CO., Dept. BA.3

@ 92 Liberty St., N. V. C.
Send e 2 copy ef TTH PLAYIOY'S
HANDBEOOX.” IS guaranteed fe Be a riet
of fun—or wy money back.
¢ ) 1 an enclosing $1.00
() Beni C.O.B. pius postage

_' Neqwe «......... frons Sose e e R rpatdi s

’ Address
' City & Swuate
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I]' THIS OFFER //
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Apant

‘You cainow own 2 genuine high powered
telescorie by making it in ove evening of
easy work. It is Included FREE with this Special Offer of “Wonders
of Science, Simplified.” All the optical parts are completely
fioished for a refracting, astromomical

I telescolie nver 4 feet long. You can aee tas

mountaing and craters en the moen, the
ringed pianct Saturn, Jupiter and double
gtars, etc. See alrslanos, ships and huxn-
drade of other interesting sixhis. Makes
objects miles away appear close, Com-
plete lens kit containg 27 dlamcter grournd
804 poilsked objective lens snd 33 power
efepiece lens meade IR the good eld U.S.A.
with full directiona for mounting. Read
how you can got your 83 power teleacore

HUNDREDS OF PHOTOGRAPNS,
MAPS, BRAWINGS, ETC.

8 Volumes Boondin 1

Volume : { o PARTAL CORTENTS
WONDERS OF NATURE

BOOK 1. Mistary & Mystery of leng kit FREX with this cffer.
Bk et Sunk o un #n3 § - WONDERS AND MYSTERIES OF SCIENCE
Enteroous Sine of e ""."‘”.".u. IN THRILLING STORYAND 1,000 PIC TURES

You can now enter the wondrous worid
of tomorrow. You ¢an now ¢ 00 thrilliug
tours through the wonderland of Science,
Here 18 the tclescope, the microscope, tho
mpectroscope, Here are tours through talz~
ing picture studius amd television atud!ce.
Here {8 gviation opening up the ne wworid
of speed and distance, And here, too, {3
tae Ihoto-electric cell, the marvelous
eagle eye that will make men of the fu-
ture superrren. These 2nd hundreds of
others are all yours in tha THREE EX-
OITLNG YOLCMES of
Wondera &t Bclencesg
&implified.

§ocla Sises Sempge oo frm
ountains ni ate
n%h" ‘elous Mountaln of EDE{E‘ Bal

'nrn\

Hew We Know Ground su:kl md Rln“
S‘rnnzo Talemi & Buriea

BOOK 4. Weather m Slm inted
%tormn on Bun and Storma oo Rqr,h
ho Strange Antics of & !!AI:I of Flre
BOOII S. wm-rl'nd of Nature

)lef!l a3 of Frost and Fire

luslde n¢ wn Active Volcano

Volume Il — PARTIAL CONTENTS
WONDERS OF POPULAR SI:IEIBE

BOOK 6. Plctorlal Outiine of Progres

Hearly Two Centuries of s:: i
ATTTINS,

Bemlamumt of :xtndnrn Mcumol.l.vu

BOOK 7. Amlu 13

Mystery

{E-wnll ah-t l‘.:l'oeun
onde: d nfra-Eed h}l; Ll
BOOK 8. Wﬂﬂlﬂ‘ of Madern

How '.N:Iemwn EA 1‘%{3 l"l"c‘fr
e Latest Moihods of Teteviston &
BOOK 5, Manual of Simplifisd Ex=

meriments
Scwned Experiments For ;
e T T Sh e tate

] d. pat inventions Work
e |
3 -
and Rises

a Submarine Sinks

Volume I — PARTIAL CONTENTS
WONDERS OF LIFE

EQ0OK 1i. Prehlsteric Creatures

Life on Exrth 30 Mililon Yents ARG

Life ou Earih 230,000 Teams Ago

EODN 12. ols of Plant Lite

I‘ -nw Wwnal Cytch and Eat Insects
'ruh «f Plant Growth

.IOOI 13, Strangest Fish In the Sea

T Buvine B ntn.u'n af the Deep Sea

"gueer Fuhu t Craw] on Land

]

14, The Anl]‘ﬂll Wonder Book
mal the Werld Nearly Lost
':l'm Ugtlest of All the Animals
oM L5. M-l-—lﬂl'atlllmm
WOml.:u\ll Way the Brain Wnrl.
inzide

¥our Body Yonks Like

3 GREAT VOLUMES BOUND TOGETUER
CONTAIt 1,000 PICTURES AND 15 BOOKS

This faacinating work contalns turee
thriiling volumes Wound together. 1t im
packed wilh a thouasnd picturas which
shinplify its contents. Think of it—<ozenn
and dozens, hundreds and hundreds of
£clentific plctures. Pictures of all jnda
on Mechanics, Astronomy, Fhysics, Biole
ogy, ete.-—dynamfe dizgrams, panaramio
liuetrations, snd action-photographs up
te 100 gguarc inches in size! These hun=
greds and hundreds of dazzling illuatra-
tiona crem three gorgeous voiumes—and
sach of the three volumes B aimost &
fout Bigh, «nd when opened, over & foot
wide!

YOUR FRIERDS WILL ADMIRE YOU

Tbrough the simplicily of the text, the
tremendous recerd of Sclence is dbrought
Javighly helore yeu. The mightiest mer-
vels of mankind thrill you as yout read
tkelr stories, Invention, Geography, Zo-
ology, Engineering, ete.—they are sa sim-
Ple and easy t0 understand. No wonder
every persean who has read and mastered
this excitmg wonderbook becomes a
“walldng eucyclepedia’ 2nd {s looiked up
to hy his friends ag & “scicntific wizard."

BIG EREE OF FER=—SEXD NO MOKEY
These ibree grcat, profuscly-illustrated
volumes ot ‘*Wonders of Scieace, Simpll-
fied” (heund tezether) formerly fold for
£5.00. But it fa ofered’'to you new for
ounly $1.93 plus Postage. Act at once and
Wwe will include FREE: with your order
the 33 power long @istamce telescops
fens kit demcribed above, You take no
risk Becauge You must be 100% delight-
«d or you may return for full refuad
witbin five dayd. ACT NGW-—as this
offer 13 Jimjted to tho supply 01 33 pow~
er telescope lens kits available. Thia
offer may never be yeurs agaln. 5S¢
RUSH COUPON AT GNXCE.

PENECERERZERER
METRO PUBLICATIONS, Dept. 138
50 West 17th $t., Hew York

Bend me a cODy of “Wonders of S¢lence, Him-=
tht:g duzsls bouad togeth-

plineq’r Twlumen

Chack hote 3f Fou Are am:om:: .1 _Ol thus
ving malAug cobie {dame FuarEntes)



B

1

byourself get

Jou want inthe Army. -
PASE HlGH ON THE |NDUCT|0N "I. Q.1 TEST

Your 1 lure military life. 'your rank. yout
pay. _our-job, depends ‘in port on the -
qrac: you achieve en your induction PARTIAL LIST
ge-eral classification test. As a wise OF CONTENTS
r.an once said “an oppertunity wel! taken | How the Army De-
s the enly weapon of advantage.” The | cides UPan Your Job
time to prepare ig NOW before you take | Yosabulary

: Arithmetic (15 Fas.
your test. . cinating Chapters)
Now Be Very Practical About Yourself |cube Gounting very|

T o Important)
Take advantage of the help that is of R S Tp den st Lo
fered you here. "PRACTICE FOR THE | of for tha Teste
ARMY TESTS™hae been compiled to help: | How 1o Avoid Pli«
men like you. Not only yoursell. but falls, etc.. etc.
yorr family; emd the army, want © see Tests in the Alr Farce
you get the job for which you ore best Testy In the Navy«
qualified. “PRACTICE FOR THE ARMY
TESTS” is a book containing complete and
simplilied mcter'd -wleng the lines o! the questions given on tho
test . . . tells. fiaw to answer them quickly and easily. It gives you
a real oppu:tﬁmty to ge to your test with the self-assurance "“that [
am ready.” , Here’s why. The ABC simplicity of this startling boek will
gear }rml"’m‘lnd to the rapid<fire answer-technique so characteristic’' of 1.Q.
tests. [“helps you to brush up on vocabulary, mathematical formulas, cube
counting, &n® all the other specicl techniques that you should master if you
want to do-yourselt justice en your exam. Remember. the men who will decide ¥
what “Ub you are to have in your military career are pezsonnel officers who'
have l.cen thoroughly trained in the proper use of each man's cbilities and apti-
tudesr . . and remembet they are looking, yes. seeking out the men who wlll stand above lh& average.
\-a& ¢ f those men may be you. Will you be one of the 95,000 who will attend Officer Candit Schools
Ims"yc22? Will you be one of the 75000 who will bz commissioned? To enter one of these wools you
must make o really good soore on the General Classification Test. . Will you make the grade?«Will your
mark be high enough to allow you to enter Officer Candidate School? If you want one of these ratings,
ond we’ are sure you do. brush up . . . belore you take the tests.

. SEND NO MONEY ...5 DAYS* TRI

Herg is the most surprising part of this offer. The price of this "%CTI pog
THE AAMY TESTS" hos deliberately been made exciedingly fow . The eyhlishers
are anxious that every ambitious man who is te hs in gur armad farces have
a <opy so as to derive ils benefits. Therefers. this great educats i aid is
yours for only $1.50. So positive are we that yeu will never par h it for
many times its cost, that wa will send You ypurs with a defirite Jdarstand.
ing that you can look it ovar from ciovar to cover for five days. If you don't
like it, "t you don‘t think it's everything we say and don't feel it wifl he'p
you, return it and get your merey hack jt . for the asking. Sign your name
and address to the coupon and rush it o ys. Speed is important to you
NOW bacause the seorer you get thei .ook, tha {aster will you be @re-
pared. Merzly pay the postman $1.50 Plye pastage o-, if you prefer, send
$1.60 and we will pay the postage, bui you enjoy the same money bace
guarﬁn'ee just the same. We have a limited number of ou: deluxe

edition ''PRACTIGE FOR THE_ ARMY:- JESTS' speciaMy,
Ag

0

bound which are available at $2.50 plus Post- ey
age or 3250 if you remit in w&d: ’ xzn
vance. You take no risk.

| Order 1oday. - PUBLISHING £O.
Yo Dept; 503
P4 480 Lexingtofh Awvenile, N,c .
,/ [J Send my'copy of "PRACTICE
FOR THE ARMY TESTS" by return.mail..
) will pay the postman $1.50 plus pmh'qa on
y arrival. [If you grefer fmsend _money -ordef do
so and save postage.) It is'undebitocd | may ex-
amine the book for 5 days and return’ fnr

ﬁmf satisfied. NOTE: Dcluxo ﬂdifloﬂ]

ACT NOW /
RUSH COUPON TODAY ’l ABDDRESS: o1 o oees
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* Basy to Yead and urderstand—flexible covers—Handy I

JUDELS NEW = 9

MACHINISTS

HANDYBOOK
NOW READY!

A KEV TO
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