


Tightens False Teeth or No Cost!

Here's new amazing mouth comfort without rlskms' a single centt. . ., enjoy
that feeling of having your own teeth again. Satisfy your desire for food
. ... cat what you want. CROWN RELINER TIGHTENS FALSE TEETH

OR NO COST. Perfect for Partials, Lowers and U pper
Den’t suffpr pmbarrassment and diseonfort cavsed by loese d ental plates. Apply
CROWN E INEHR. In a jiffy your plade fits like new and stmatvs that w%@p to
4 months. No old-fashioned heat!ng to_bure your meuth, Ji squeeze
from tube and put vour teeth baeck in. ’i:thc “Il fit na snugly as ev&t Tnventor is a
recognized authority in dental field, pa tent las been applied for CROWN
REme‘R to protect you from imitators. After yeu reline your plate with
CROWMN. take vour false teeth out for cleaning without affecting the CROWN
RELINFER. CROWN RELINLER is guaramtsed , . . it’s harmiess,

READ WHAT A USER WRITES

l cl-merm of Almnuc writes: “My plms were SO had ﬂu rattied when ( talksti"
corn on the c irginia writes—"1 have

hum Crewn Ralluer nll ou claim fmr 1t a m "—Mm% more anest to same
l‘fé‘ ¥ N. "

rixaulis,  Reling yuur plams with CROWN. Hits thait natu—
elaf, rder a tube of CROWN BELIN . enough to last a
FREE a tuba of CROWN plats a

NOT A POWDER or PASTE

Crowm Dental Plate Reliner is mott a powdler or a paste. It is a sclentific
discovery that you use without fuss or bother. Just squeeze It out of
the tube onto the plate and in a jiffy your plate wiill agaim feel as kight
and comfortahle as it did when it was new . .. feels comfortable too!l
Doesn't burn or irritate. Order today and enjoy this mew oral com-

fort right away.
SEND NO MONEY

You -take no risk when you order Crown Plate Reliter. You must be ons
[ d pef cent dellgnted or no coat. Try it for four mentha and then return
it for a fult rsﬂmd it not satistied. Order at once and we'll includie free with
gfyur order a tube of Crown's Dental Plate Cleaner. You'll be delighted with
oih Bng the Crawn Cleangr will always make your mauth feel clean and
fees Rmh 0upoR eﬁ\ﬂhnﬂ nama ahd address. Pay postman one dollar
smlbi D'kﬁ nostage L0, 91‘ sood cash and we pay pestage. Act now
and engey thia new hapl

A ] L ]
CROWIN PLASTIC CO., Dept. 3403
] 4358 W. Philladelphia Ave., Detroit, Mich.

Send your wonderful Crown_Dental Piate Relimer
and include the free Crown Dental Cleaner, I will !
pay postman one dollar plus postage on arrival. If 1
nm not satisfied after four months X iltay return
used tube for full refund.
(m am imclosing one dollar in full' payment
same guarantee.)
Namte




page illustrated Book, RICH RBREIWVARDS IN

and opportunities of Kadiw

You'lt see how my thorough, practical
methods offer a tested way to mere pay, and
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MY LOUDSPEAKER SYSTEM
PAYS ME ABouwT §35 A WEEK
BESIDES MY RADIO WORK. IF
IT WAD NOT BEEN FOR
YOUR COURSE 1 WOULD
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t HAVE BEEN IN BUSINESS
FOR MYSELF FOR TWQ
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$200 AND $300 A
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Beginners kally Learn
ve Earn $5, $10 a Week

EXTRA in Spare Time

Many N. R. I students make $5, S10 @
week EXTBA MONEY ﬁxmg Badics in
spare tlme while learning. I send EXTRA
lé/.[OKi\TEY JOB SHEETS that, tell how to
o it

My °“$58-50 Method"”—ibalf - buildi
tesﬁY’ng Radiw’ Circuits with SIX BIMGMKﬁg
OF RADIO PARTS I semnd, half Jearnin,
from illustrated lessons- -nosdies ypau
" with the miracle of Radio before
you know it. You can run your own spare
time shop——get paid while training!

Act How! Many Rodio
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$3Q, $4C, 880 a Week
Today there's room nearly everywhere for
Teckmijcians.
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Find Out Today What
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MAIL THE COUPON NOW for my 61-
Gage book FREE. You'll discover thimgs you
never knew about Bmvadcasting, Radio Serv-
icing. Manufacturing, other Radio fields of
opportunity. You'll read a de: tion of
my Course, "Spe-Hi) Method.” Six Big Radio
Kiits, Extra Money Job Sheets. You'll see let-
ters from many men I traimed telling what
they're doiug. eamlns Mail Coupon AT
ONCE! 4, SMITH, President, Dept.
8BA2, mﬂonll Radio Institute, Washina-
toti, D. C.

TRAINING MEM FOR VITAL RABIO JOBS

CLIPRING YOUWR
couren 66T MEY
STARTED IN RAPIO,
§ AM NOW IN GRS
OF THE RANO DR=
PARTMENT FOR THE 48
AMERICAN AIRLINES *
AT GLEVELAND.
WALTER 8. MURRAY

ABIOORY, CARCELAND, CNd.

t MAKE 840 A MONTH {
FIXING RADIOS I
SPARE TIME, 1
)| STARTED MAKING
EXTRA MONEY 3
NSONTHS AFTER
BEGINNING THE NR.I.
EOURSE AND MADE
ABOUT §100 WHILE
LEARNING..

YA AN CEBRAIAK
RT ¥, Hox 287
HORKENS, VNN,

{ Trained Tinese

EEe

T

MR J’. E SMITH, President, Dent, 33—42
Q.

Natioral Radio Institate, Washi

Mail me FREE. without obligatien
REWARDS N RAI
write plainly.)

pa%e book, RICH
Salesman will call.

YOUur 84=
.

,

(Ne



ALY STORIES NIEW ¢ ALL STORIES COMPLERE 1 ¢

: T
L .

Yeilugne 4 % Caonfiemts for Maopsh, 1943 <4 & Namber 2

PORERIRE T 1. MUCYERVEY NNEWEL

Art and | would have laughed had you told us that
O&CMIDS FOR MIADAMS ... ........ ... 0. By Greta Bardet KB

would lead us into an amazing web of murder and intrigue, with a choice between hot
lead at the hands of the swastika-boys and the hot seat, courtesy of the policel

THEZEE SUSPBRSERVELD & “NOVELETS

Sulcide or murder, Lf, Dink wanted

TS LADY INTHE CASS ... ... ... ... it By Lee E. Wells 32

tecawsa it looked as if an epidemic of dry-dives from top floors was on, unless ha could
find the answer!

In the midst of the war, B & B Detectives found that

TR CASE OF THE TIMID COMMANDO ..... By Arhur Leo Zagat 43

was ona upon whose solutien rested the morale of an entire cemparsy of US trainessl
Listening to voiees In a nearby beoth led the iittle man teo

MR. BINGLER'S MURDER MAZE ............. By Wilbur S, Peacoek 42
whieh n?ade him very happy wntil he \earneé that he was suppesed t8 be ene of the
eorpsest

SEFRT ST OIBHES

If you ever decide to get bumped off, ramember,

NICE CORPSES LIKEFLOWERS . ... ... ......... Dy Derothy Les Tina 79
and a gilt "U" ean polnt the way te the killer's tralll

Sherlff Sam Spaulding dida't realize he was in
THE STOOLPIGEGN PLOT ..............cc.out, By Fred J. Ford 88

until the trap was sprung and he was helpless!

| don't mind the villagers' laughter, lbecause
BEAU BRUMMEL MURDER .... .. e By Ray Cummings %2

is something they won't expect of a sissy- leeklag guy like me!
SPAAI AL DEP ARDRIEANY
ON THE BEAT ... .. i e e e e e n e as 97
Fasts and fun abaut the people whe make CRACK DETECTIVE!

ROSSRT W. LOWNDES, Edditer

CRACK DETHCTIVE, published every other menth by COLUMBIA

Street. Holyoke, Mass. Editorial and exeeutive effices 00 Hudsen™ Street, Mew 'Yerk, N. V. Entered as

sacond class matter at the Poit Offire at Hehyoke, M&S;% For advertising rates write tg Haneld Hamwend,

ii)leu:le U%tm} Group. 80 Hudsen St, New Yark, N. Y. Yearly subsuriplions 80, single eepy 10s. Brinted
the
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AHB IT ISI Yet it's from lhe famous “Mensy Wldow” Waltz
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HERE'S PROOF THAT you, toe, can learn to

play the piano or any

Don't let the mistaken idea that it's difficult to
learm music deprive you of the pleasure of p
ing any longer. Learning to play is notv actually
easy as A-B-C . thanks to the amazing new
“Note-Finder.”

This inventien ef the U, School of Music
takes the mystery out of the piano keyhoard,
ends tedious scales and exercises, enables anyene
to play a real tune almost frem the start. You
learn to play by playing. Soon yeu will be thrilied
te find that you can pick up almost any piece and
play it at sight. That applies to the piano, violin,
guitar . . . any instrument you cheese'

Tekas: Only Few Minules a RBayt

With this modern method you don't need any
previeus knowledge ef music: ysu don't need to
spend months on monotenous exercises. It's real
fun to learn music this short-cut way, and it
takes only a few minutes ef your spane time.
What’s mere, it costs less than "c a day . .. and
that includes everyithing.

ourselft &i send today for our Priat
ampie. It will show you how you ean
quickly leaim eur favorite instrument. Yoo will also
recelve a handsome booklet and details of the money-
saving offer that enalles ysu to learn music for but a few
cents a day. Maill coupam today. Mention instrument ttlimt
interests you. NNeote: 1mMmmpanfn supplied when nes
sash of oredit. U._. Sefeaol of Munie, 1233 Brunswiék
Bldg,, N. ¥, &, N. T " (Est, 1998)
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Your LODGE Emblent or Army or Bavy Insignia
and Name Engraved in 23K. Gold

Rbsoluiely FREE
$pecial Introduciory Gffes

Rising Costs

of Leather

May Make

I Iinpossible

To Repeat

TWhfs Anaxing
4

veurR LODGE
EMBLEM HERE

YOUR N ITIALQ A7
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@enuine
. Highest
Quility k

i BLRCK CALRSKIK
De Luxe VALUE

Tour LOBGE Emblem, RAME,

ADDRESS, and Social Security

Rumber

Emsgwaweﬂ i GOLD—FREE!

Men:—Hara, without a doubt, it pesitiva-
ly the greatest Billfold and Pass Cass
Bargain that you'll be Illmly to tee for
a good many yeary to coma. For a high
quality Calfiakin Billifold, bcauhmlly on-
graves! In geld, with your LODGE Em-
blem and Name, you would expect to
psy up to $4. 50 arid conslder it a manr-
veleus buy. ¥au fake adwvantage eof
this Smﬁi\tleﬁil treductery effer you
ean ?at this wperb ganuine  Calfskia
walle Pass Case {or enly $1.98,

send yeu absolutely fFe@ a
ssa@ta‘w dasl ned ' three eeler fifstime
{dentiFicarn Plate, Which eavrias yeur
§eelal §eeumy Numheﬁ, yeur Nam aﬁd

Tmi im
5 éemﬁ Eem

B&%ﬁ ‘ } ﬂ@;
eﬁeg‘a%%ﬁt@ by esﬁﬁs’@ 8" BEe:

LLINCIS MERCHANDISE MART,
’ , 54 W. Illinoit St., Chicaga.
o o KO

went the soiling of your valuabie mams,
bership and credit cards.

Wiran closed this handsome Billfold ham
the soft velvety feel you find only_in
quality Calfiskin.  Your choice of Ema
blemz and Initials, are beautifulfy em¥
bossed In 23 karat gold on the face of
the Billfold. Due to difficulty in ob¥
tamaing choica leather because of war
condmons. the supply of these Billfolds
is limited. Remember 1f you send your
order prompﬂy. we will “include abso¥
lutsly FREE, beautiful identification
Key Tag and Gil& chain to rmatchj all
hand engraved with your Name, Ads
dress, City and State, ff after receive
lag yeur Billfold and Frse Gift, you don'd
positively agree thai thie is' the most
outstanding bargain yoi have ever cewie
acress, return them to us end yeur mer:
ay will be cheerfully refunda
Send yeur erder teday, witheut fall s
yeu won't be disappsinted.
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We go over those orchids the blondie shoves into Ast’'s hands
with a fine-tooth comb, but there is nothing the mattter with them
except that they are stale. But who goes around tossing lead
and beating up beowtiful maids over fifty-cent flowers? And this
Baroness Von Kamp, who looks like one of Hitler's favorite peo-
ple . .. we are positive something difty is up when & gang of
unchaeming individuals ushet ug inte a black sedan for a nice

spring slay-ride!

Fatty makes with her head that
Helen should emswer the door
and comes up with an automatic.

CHAPTER I

LL Art did was try to pick up

. this beautiful blondie, and

A S8k whiz-bang, we getmore trou-
ble than I ever seen in my whele life!
Amd It all starts so inmocent that day
jp Meyei's salen. It Is like this. Aft
is bringing eld man Meyer his fas
vetrite clgarette case, which a big=
shet gangster gave him. a leng time
age. It has Ant’s full name, ArtAur
N. Holter, {A diamends en the frent
ef it, and his addiess engraved en a
gold shield inside. At meved sefr-
plaee else agaln, and Is Bringing ¢he

| case te Meyer ie serape off theé it



12 % % o OPeadk Dobielitive

tie gold shield and engrave the new
hang-out on. Whiich gives Meyer a
good profit in money and gold shaw-
ings no doubt,

ALl right, so it is spring, and Art
has been wearing that goofy expres-
sion you get this time of year. 3o
while Meyer and [ are discussing the
blackout we had last night. Art is
standing by the door, looking across
the street where there is this itower
shoppe. All of a sudden I see a lit-
tle blondie walking down the street
and go into this shoppe.

Art takes one look at her and his
eyes go narrow in that way he has
got winch says my mind is made wp,
do not argue, and he says: “That is
for me.” He starts for the door.

I turn to Meyer and throw my arms
around to show Meyer Art is crazy
in the head and there is nothiig 1
can do about it. Meyer he laughs
and says, “Hesn't changed as long as
I've known him. Still the same ro-
manticist, I see™ 8o I laugh and
follow Art out in the street.

There is no use arguing Art out of
trying to make a blondie wiren he
sees one, so I follow him silently
right in this here flower shoppe and
there is the beautiful blondie saying
to the character behind the ocwunter,

“Orchids for m'dmel™

Weell, L do not blame Art. The
baby is a dish. Great big blue eyes
and lots of blonde hair she wears
with bangs down in front of her head,
and a mouth that is juwst asking for
trouble. Whiich is Art’s Ffavorite
kind of troubie!

So after this blondie says, ‘“Or-
chids for m’dme"” she turms around
and happens to look up at Ant, who
is immediately giving her the glad
eyes, She blushes awful sweet amal
looks away quick. At this moment
the personality behind the counter
says, “Camn I do anything for wycu
gents?"

I turn and look at him and almost
fall over in surprise. This character
is none other than Joe Stucci, a jerk
strickly poison to Art and 1.

It was like this. When Art was
on the force, he sent this Joe Stucci
up the river. Wihen this Stucei per-
sonality come out of hock he got Art

in a little framed-up trouble, which
made Art resign from the force on
account of because he had this hot-
headed argyment with Chief Brandt.
But everything is all right, because
if Art would of not resigned, he
would of not started this private de-
tective agency of his own with me,
Kelly, as the partaer. Besides, it was
a case of hate at first sight between
them two. Art always said that he
would catch up with this Joe Stucci
some day and give the mat what was
coming to- him,

“Wiedlll, well,” says Art to Joe Stuc-
ci now. *“Amd what the hell are you
doing here, may 1 ash®®

Joe Stucci smiles in that slippery
way he has got and says, “Wiy Art,
this is my 8ower shoppe. I am going
straight. Crime does not pay no
more. [ love fowers. Flowess is
beautiful. I am a law abiding fitomer
shoppe owner now.”

Art gives him a sarcastic laugh. “A
rat like you selling flowers;; that is a
hot one.*

“Wihy it ain't neither,” says Joe
Stucci like he has been insulted, 1
love fitomers. I am so happy here.
Homest.” Tz

“Yes, indeed,” says Art.

VWeelll, the blondie is waiting, so Joe
Stueci goes to the icebox and takes
out this cellophame box with orchids
on the inside, and hands thera cver
to her. Her madame must have a
charge account because I note she
does not fork over any dough. She
takes the box and goes to the door.

“Amd now,"” says Joe Stucci, “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.”

“Yhy I am so homest now,” says
mealymouth joe Stucci, “I would not
think of givimg a customer yester-
day’s flowers evem.”

PBERHEN Art goes out of the store,
igl and right away he forgets all
about joe Stucci for the time being.

Art sure has got nerve., He goes
right up to the blondie and takes his
hat off and says, “Have I met you

before someplamo*
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She blushes nice and looks like she
does not know what to de about us.
She is a shy kid, and must of fallen
for Art right off. Amd why not?
Art is one hell of a nice-lwaiking guy.
Ht is tall with big shouldirs,. hardly
no hips, ne stomach and plenty of
black hair. FEverything just the op-
posite from me.

Blondie says she does not think
she met him before, and Art comes
back with a good line, then asks if
he and Kelly can walk dowm the
street a ways with her, since he ig
going in that directiom anyway. She
smiles bashful and says she does not
mind in the least,

So, we walk along in this nice
spring afternoon, and Art and this
doll talk about how nice the weather
is, and how she likes this and how
Art likes the same thing, and after a
whille I feel like I am living or the
moon.

I often wonder what would of hap-
pened if I never said anything like
I did. Nothing I guess. Yeu see.
all of a sudden I want to say some-
thing and I speak out the first thing
shows up in my brains., It is half e
block past where Art lives, so I say.
“Are you gelng dewn te the office to-
day, Art?”

Blondie turns to me and gives me
a load of them big blue eyes.

“Offfice?” she says to me, “What
busimess are you im?”

I smile and say, "¥We are dicks.™

“Dicks?” she says,

I do not mention before she has got
a accent you can cut with a hatchet.
Of course she is one of the foreigners
because she does not understand cer-
tain American lingo, like dick. for
instance.

So I spell it out for her, "I and
Art are private detectives,”

Wiham! She slams on the brakes,
and stands there looking at me like
I am semething disgusting. Amnd her
face gets as white as snow. “Dietiec-
tive I she says like she cannot believe
anything so terrible about tweo such
nice guys. “What...what...do...do
you...want of me...me?"

“Wihy nothing,” says Ast.
want to pick you up.”

“Pick me up!” she holiers, and Art

“I just

opens his meuth to explain what he
means, but before he can get out one
letter, she slaps the box of orchids in
Ant’s hands.

“Here! Take themf Please, 1 am-
innocent! De not arrest me! [ am
innocemt!” Amd she hot-foots it down
the block.

Wieilt Art stands there with his
mouth banging open looking down at
the cellophane box with the two beau-
tiful orchids inside. Then he shoves
the box at me, and beats it down the
block after her. The street is kind
qf crowded, and I could of told him
it was no use chasing her. Amd like
I figure correctly, he loses her. He
comes back mopping up his brow.

*Can you tie that, she beat it
ground the corner. She is gone! ¥
bare lost that beautiful woman,”

“Better luck next time,” I say, and
look 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 is funny,” Art says talking
the box. “But this is funny*

“Oh yes, exremely.”

“\Why did she give me the or-
chiteP

“I do not know; dames is serewy.”

“Tisat beautiful woman thought 1
was going to arrest her. Kelly!
Tihere is something phoney with the
orchids|¥

He takes tite box, holds it this way
and that, then he takes off the cover,
takes out the two orchids. There
is mothing phoney about them I can
spot. They are just like any other
orchids I have seen, tied up with a
big shiny silver ribbon with lots of
leops different sizes, two siraight
pins stuck In the top, silver tin ferl
vweund areund the stems., That is all.

“De they look all right te you,
Kelly?”

“They look just like the kind 1
used to buy for my ex-wife before I
married her. And what a dope I was)*

“But there must be something
wrong with them. Wy should she
shove them at us when she finds we
are dicks? She thinks I am going to
arrest her because she dees not un-
derstand pick up means on the malke.
‘I em inmecent. Do not arrest me!
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Take the orchids? Gee, this stiimlks™
“She is afraid‘ of cops; maybe she
ha§ a reedi?
she is out en parole.
But that makes everything easy, We
will take her pretty little Orrgepppimts
off this box and make Inquiries on
the cuetee. Im this manmer I will be
able to find her again.®

OLY snakes! You do not
even care is she a cnirmimall?"

“Do not make such remarks about
her in my presence. WHsatewer she
did T do not care for one. Besides
there is no question in my mind 1f
that beautiful woman did sometthing,
she was framedi!”

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

“She is no pickpockett!

Amd he is right, because my wallet
is intact. Amd 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 right home
and get out my ffirgeErprimt outfit.”

“Let us use the one in the office.”

“Heome is nearer!” So we turn and
walk back up the block. WhHen we
enter the apartment house, I say,
“But this blondie sure has knocked
you out of this world! Amd you a
detective! Is it possible you have
overlooked the fact that she was
wearing gloves?"

“Wees she?” he says, looking like
the world just fell down all awound
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 agaim.”

“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 Art mixes
drinks, I sit down en the cwouch
and take off my shoes. My feet hurt
because I am painfully develwping
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

last apartment, because it is mothing
but a brick wali. But naturally in
Art’s condition he is not seeing it
anyway, so what is the difference. I
drink my drink, wiggle my toes, and
while I am reflecting about life in
general, I sort of fall to sleep a little.

[t is about one hour later when the
door bell rings and interrupts a beau-
tiful dream 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 ali
covered with a black hamdkerchief,
Ife motioms Art back into the room
and comes in like he owns the place.
His gun is wearing a Maxim and I am
having gloomy premonitions.

*Dom’t move says the mysterious
character and [ up with my hands
and find I am still holding my glass.
All I can spot of him is that he is
medium height, thin, dressed in a
black suit, and little lights showing
where he has got 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 cracks and
he has to start over a little higher

“I believe vou have a box of or-
chids?"

“Onchids?” Art says and gives me
a surprised look., “We got ovchids
around Kelliy?"

Now, I am looking straight at
them. Art put them on the telephone
table. But this mysterious character
cannot see 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, “Whet is all this about
orchids?"

“Dom’t lie! You have themf 1
was watching! Are you going to
hand them over, or are we going to
have trouile!

Art says softly, “We are going to
have trouble!” Amd 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 somm-
place. I jump! Art jumps! Amd in
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the next instant there is bedlam,
which means a scene of uproar and
confusiomn.

Fists are fliying around, until all of
a swdden I get a sock in the mnose
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
Trish wp!

The next thing I know I have a
neck between my powerful hands
and I am waving it up and down with
all my strength. Then the fog clears
and I see that Art is kneeling in
front of me yelling his head off. 1
am ffightiogy my best friend! I let him
go and start looking around for the
mysterious character while Art
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 comes back and jumps for the
telephone table. “See? There is
something phoney about the orchids.
So phonmey this man came gumning
after them

Al this fuss about two archids,”
I complain, and go to the kitchen to
see if there is any steak left over
from breakfast. It is extremely fum-
ny, but every time Art gets mixed up
in some trouble, I, Kelty, am the one
wheo comes up with the black eye.

CHAPTER IX

WL WIEBN 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
leeks through the cellophame to see
if there is maybe some invisible inlk,
We even give the box a couple of
teste, but nothing shows.

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

Then he unwraps the

tin ferl,

There is nothing wrapped up inside,
like a package of nose candy, or
smuggled diamonds or something. I
even make the tin ferl nice and shiny
with my thumb nail, but if there is
something phoney about it, we do not
findl 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 flstten and we poke, but
if there is anything precious hidden
away in them orchids, I will gladily
eat them,

“Aw, now look here,” Art says to
me like I am hiding the secret of the
orchids from him. “Tihere must be
something wiromg!™

“Maylbe they are a very expensive
kind, ardd..”

“Yithy, they are not even very fresh
orchids. At least no more. See how
they are beginning to show up browm
around everywhere. Amnd these are
the mast cheap kind of orchids there
is. Amybody who paid more than
fifyy cents for these two broken-diown
orchids was being seen cmming.”

“Amd to think I used to fork over
five bucks apiece!™

“That was during prohibition®
Everybody had money to burn during
prohibition. Purple ones like this are
cheap today. Fifty cents tops?

“Wiell,” I says thinking, “Jeoe Stuc-
ci said he would not even sell stale
flowmss, and these anes ...

“Vithy, Kellyt That is downright
clever! I forgot all about joe Stum-
ci. Gf course he is lying about going
straight. There is a racket connected
with these orchids, and Joe Stucci is
in the middle of it.*

“Amd put the blondie in, too.*

“As I remember,” says Art pretend-
ing not to hear that last crack. “Jee
Stucci is a small-time punk with a
record from hijacking liquer down to
peddling stolen neckties on Four-
teenth Street.”

“He was even picked up for im-
sulting the Government on Columbus
Circle once. He is a rat that ame!™

“Homewer, our mysterious assaillant
just now was not Joe Stucci. - Stucci
is tallish, big-chested and on the
well-fed side. No, Joe Stucci could
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never shrink down to this man's
size,”

“Maybe Joe Stucci has a partner,
He wore a mask and changed his
voice so wa could not recognize him
again."

We put the orchids back in their
origimal condition, sort of, while we
picked the problem arcund. 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
creeps up to the door. Suddenly I
am hearing Art say in a swrprised
way. “Oh, come in.”

Veell, bust me wide open, if it is
not the beautiful blondie! Here 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. The swallows and tries
to be brave, She says how she fol-
lowed us, and since she did not know
his name, she had to ring every apart~
ment in the building before she got
to us at last.

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

Amnd something is wrong with Art's
face. He is having what I call a
danger look with a smile. “Of,” he
says real friendly. “But of course,
You want the orchids, and I will 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 tham!

She tries to smile but it does not
pan out good. “M'dme will be most
angry with me. I must have them
back.”

“Wiho is m'‘dme?”

“She is the woman [ work for. I
am her maid. May I have the orchids
please?”

“Thiis m’dme, what is her name?”

“Now please, it is none of your
busimess, Just return to me my or-
chids, and I shall be grateful to you.”

“Wittet 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 some more.*

HE tries to think up a come-hack
for that one, but camnot.

Art says, “Now please give me the
credit for knowledge I was bhorn
with., There is something phoney
about the orchids and I will not rest
untit I know what.” He points to
his black and blue chin, “See 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. Amd look
at Keliy’s eye. Go ahead! Lock 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 net get them, and I will
go to the pelice with this problem,
ruch gs that will just about kill me?”

“Oh no! Not the police! Not
that!"”

“You just watch me!™

“Oh no, no! If you do that, they
will .. ¥ill you...maybe.”

Art waves his arms in the air.
“Wiho will kill me?” He yelis 20 loud
she backs up a couple steps.

“TNiere must he some mistake,” she
says. “Especially about this ridicu-
lous mysterious character you are
raving about. These orchids are notk-
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 them from yow!*

“Why, yes.” She speaks with level
eyes. “You took them from irte I

A pause follows that is like light-
ning has just struck and you are
holding your breath for the 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 flirst time
she hears this. “Ofn, but sir, you are
obviously making a lot of mistakes,
Vilty, it was you who reached out
and took them from me. Affter all, I
ask you, why? Wthy should I give
them to you? I do not give flowers
to any strange man who comes along
You teok them from me, and I be-
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came frightened and ran away. But
this is funny! I give you m’dme’s
orchids! Ofn, how this makes me
laugh."”

Art fills his lungs with fresh
breath. “THhat you sheuld stand here
with the face of an angel and lie like
the devil is a deep sheock to me.”

“But it is a misunderstanding. 1
thought you were stealing my...."

“Stealing yet?®

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

But Art is cold.
name please?"

‘l%ﬂen.]l

“Heelen! You are a liar! Are you
going to tell me what is wrong with
the orchids?”

“But you are making ewenytining
mixed up? I was responsible for the
floweess, and m'dme said I had to get
them back, so please, please give
them to me and earn my wundying
gratitude.”

“There @me fiiess flflshhing arpaumd
Art’s black eyes like I see only when
he is very mad at somebody and
about to land a haymaker. Amnd then
it happens. He steps over te Helen,
grabs the startled giFt and pulls her
dress dewh her sheulder.

Well! I am very mad and about
to paste Art one for getting fresh
with a lady, wien Art says, “Come
over here, Kelly.” Amnd I come over
and he makes me leok at the shoul-
der and what do you kmnow. There
is a wound on the skin. Semebody
has beat the poor little thing with a
strap.

“New!” says Art, leaving go the
struggling girl. “Wihy are these or-
chids so impertant you have to get
beat up to come and get them baek
from me?*

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

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

“Wiet 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'deme I am sorry 1 stole
your orchids, I was just horsing
around.”

“Oh...yyou are kind. Very kind,”
and she starts for the door. Omly Art
does not let her get away. Suddenly
he takes her into his arms and
crushes her 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 hat and I
dive into my shoes., We are going to
shadow Helen and find out about this
here madame!

We do not have to shadow her
long. W/e follow her to one of them
old-fashioned browmstomne houses, of
which this city has plenty. Amd she
never once looks back behind her to
see if anybody was following either.

She goes up inte the iprownstone
heuse, and Akt goes in shertly after
her. I stand In front of the
whille I step on my cigarette butt,
Meanwhille I slide my eyes baek w
the Bleelk te make sufre nebedy 1i§
tailing us. Neobedy is eveA en the
Bleek, exeept a Big Black sedan de-
veid sf %@891@; 8 I t4rRA and g8
inte the hewuse Mmyself.

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 X
spot the transom above the door,
closed tight, and Art spots it too, and
he says, “Comr, Kelly, I will boest
you., Give a leek through the tran-
§6Mm.”

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

He bends down and I throw my
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legs around his back. I sit there a
minute then start 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 tmy feet
on Ant’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 seeing 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, “WHmet is fatty doing
now?”

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

“YWheat is she looking at?”

“Deammed if L know. I cannot see
anything. She is looking at the or-
chids— Now she has put them down
and she is leoking at mothing.”

“Nothing

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

“WHeare are the orchids?™

“Parked at her elbow.”

“Im 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 semse!”
“I cannot help that. Hey.. sthe is

putting down the glass, taking up a
pencil and wreiting something down
on a piece 6f paper. Hefen nods her
head. Fatty is now picking up the
glass again, There is nothing, abse-
lutely nothing in her hands. Now
she is putting down the glass, and is
writing some more on a piece of pa-
per.

“Kelly? I got it! You are look-
ing at a piece of cellophane.”

“Why sure! I never thought of
that. It is cellophane, and 1 am look-
ing right through it!"

*That must be it. Amd she is no
doubt writing down a code message
from this piece of cellophame. And
we was so careful about that celia-
phame, too. Must be a new method
for invisible writing."

“She is taking up the glass again.*

“Kelly! 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 to 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
leok like nething happened. Then
we go inside and swipe the paper.”

“If she stuffs it down the front of
her dress, count me out. You should
see the muscles on her. WHmt a
m'dme!”

“You ready?”

“Sure.”

LI right, so Art knocks on the
door, bang 'bang. I cling wup
there with my face to the glass, - 1
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 %there I can see
a wicked-looking automatic., I am
keeping my eyes on that paper with
rising excitement, ttying t8 reach my
own arrament. Helen comes to the
door. She is practically on tep of us
wihen I see Fatty lift the bletier and
stiek the paper under lt; she Hhas
thought better of shesting and the
drawer {8 €lased.

I yell to Art he should let me
down, but that dope! Wt does he
think I am, an acrobat in a circus
and [ would maybe boumnce in a stand-
ing positien just like that?

The next thing I know my face is
going down the door like I am 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
my neck. I gather splinters, and my
face slaps the floor with a dull sick-
ening thud, and there 1 am like a
dope and Art is making a wheef-
barrow out of me laughing his head
off.

I find my arms, and push my face
away from the fioor, I crank my head
around and look straight up into Fat-
ty standing there.

“Votimddsss! Vot is disst™

“That is Kelly for you.” Art can
hardly talk from laughing. “Always
clowning.” Amnd he starts to let me
down. Gradually I am down on the
floor on all fours. I am letting loose
a lot of curses under my breath, amd
Art is lucky there are ladies present.

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

Fatty is saying, “Vet you vamt?"

Art takes off his hat and makes a
bow. “I have come to call on Helem."

“Helen?” booms out Fatty. “Mine
Higl em?™

“Yes, I want she should go to din-~
ner with me temight.”

“Go away,” says Helen. “Go away.”

“WHw,” says Fatty to Helen, “are
these client la ments?*

*“Tihese are the two... e two men
.” who stole my om:hids

Ofitififithooooo ™ says pickie-puss.
“Come in, I vish a vord wiss you.*
That m'dme sure murdered American.

In the room she turns on us, “Sol
You are the two men who go areund
stealing packages from little curls,
Vos iss a madder mit youw?"

Art digs his elbow in my ribs.
is like this, leadgy...”

“I am not a lady,” says she who
ought to know. “I am a baroness.
The Baromess von Kamp.?

“Heave 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. Wihet the hell is eatiing
that guy? “That is our racket. We

"It

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 pokes me another one.
“Dom't we, Kelly?"

“Yeaht” I yell back at him. 1
ain’t argying with yow!"

“Yiy we even steal mewspapers
from stands, don’t we, Kelly, you re-
member how we swiped mewspapers?”

“Are you kiddin’?* I say, and Art
makes like he is going to give me the
back of his hand. I duck, just im
case, then I get it. That paper! He
is giving me the high sign I should
get busy on the job right away. 1
make on the nose with my flirgers
while the baroness is saying, “Vot is
diss! Whmt you two crazy boys want
with mine Helen? Please, you will
tell me or [ get you arrested by the
police.”

“Om,” says Art, “get us arrested,
will you? Wiy, lady, you do not
scare me. You would not dare call
the cops because right away I will
tell them you are the kind of madame
who goes around beating up her
maid."”

“Beating up!"” says the baroness,
and her face grows purpie with ap-
ploplecksy. I get over to the desk
and sit down in the chair innocence
itself. “Beat her!"” says the baron-
ess, and looks daggers at Helen. “You
tell these poys I beat yow?"

“Ol, no," says Helen. “Mo. no, no.
I did not. Oh mo."
“Yunk man. I consider you a in-

sult. You are stugpid.”

LL I do is reach over, lift the
blotter. I look to see if tthere
are any other papers, but there is
just this one. So I take it, slip it into
my pocket and examine my mails.
“Haden did ; et tell you her hus-
band beat her up when she is stupid
enough ta loose package?"

“Her who. ,.?" says Art in a stram-
gled voice,
“Ofifitiiitioooso!  Helen did not say

she have hushamd?"
“Husbandt” says Art and turmed to
Helen who is nodding her head like
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anything. “You got a husiandg?”
Helen nods wilder.

“Und now, get oudt mime house!
Und you leaf Helen alone, you hear
dot?”

Art’s mouth is a thin line. He is
mad, see, and a little embarrassed be-
cause he feels foolish getting caught
at trying to make a married woman,
“All right, so she is married, and ¥
am a sucker. But I am. here mainly
because there is something phoney
about the orchids., I want to know
what it is?”

The baromess just stands there and
locks at Art like she does not guite
know which part of him she is going
to cut off ffist, “Look you!” she
says in a quiet voice, “I am tired
and sick such fuss aboot mime or-
chids, It s evidently semesink fum=
ny inside your head that makes you
steal packages from litde girls. So?”

She turms around, takes up the box
of orchids and hands them to Art,
“Here! You want them so much, take
them! Amd get oudt mime house,
und leaf Helen alome!*

Art stands there like a drummy
with the orchids in his hands. We
just never expected she would give
them to us. Did you?

“Weelll,” says Art a few times,
“well. You win. There is mothing
phomey about the orchids. But one
more thing,” he says to Helen. “What
is your married mame?

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

“Wiat is the matter you camnot
tell me? Is his name a secret or
something?"”

The baromess is having a fit of tem-
per. “Her husband’s name is...is
Joe Stucci, now get oudt! Get owdit!
Get owdit*

“Stuccil”
Stucci!”

And immediately something goes
wrong with the baroness’ face,
“Vot?” she says, cooling off fast,
“You know him maybe?”

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

chocks out Art. “Joe

She starts to push Art, so we get
out,

CHAPTER 1II

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

“Ofn, that was a swell stunt you
pulled. It was lucky Fatty never got
wise we was after looking through
the tramsom.

“I told you you should act fast¥*

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

“So can the beef, and give me the
paper you swiped, and brother! Were
you fast on the uptake! Wihat were
you going to do, swipe it tomorrow
sometime?"”

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

“Giwe me the paper.*

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

1 pumperknicklie, M®c liver-
wurst, 10c potato salad, 2 her-
rings, plenty omions.

Art lets out a roar like a lion, and
he pushes me so I near fall inte the
gutter.

“Ofin, you dope! You got the wrong
piece of paper. You bird brain! Oh,
I should have known this would hap-
pen, 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 thought we were
going to have a nice code message,
and there is nothing but an order
for herrings. O, but it is emowgh
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
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imagination for my own good some-
times. Maghe this whole thing is
only a hoax. Am inmocent bunch of
circumstamees which has set my
imagination to work. Maybe these
orchids are, well.. jjist plain fiiffty-
cent orchids, that is all.”

“I would say yes, except for the
mysterious -ctlaxpscesr’ "

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

“Hmpecially 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 pushed into my ribs, and
somebody behind me is sagiing:

“Okay, you mugs, no funmy busi-
ness, stpud where you arelf*

Now what, T am saying to myseli,
now whatt!

“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.

“Wtet is this?” Art asks.
is this?”

“S8haddap!” says one guy with a
gun, and waves at something behind
us. [ turn a little and see a big black
sedan drawing to the curb. O, ol

Art tries to be friendly. “You
guys got the wrong mumbex?*

Ewerybody is very silent, The car
draws up and there are two more
ugly-looking characters in the front.
The two that are holding us up mo-
tion we should enter the car.

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

“You are going for a ride,” says the
redheaded guy. “Get in, or do 1
throw you in.*

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

“Winat

“How do you do,” says the guy.
“G@t ﬁm:l

“Aw, now look, fiallbovss..”

The rods move in on us in a busi-
nesslike manmer, I look at Art; Art
looks at me. WMt 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, “Hiere!” 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. “Giddzddizbere!” 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 redhead looks at Art narrow-
ly. “Tiiis comes as a surprise 1o
you?”

“YWell. . .if you do not want the or-
chids, what do you wamit?"

“You'll find out in a minute,” he
says, and sure enough, the car slows
down, and I look cut the window.
Amd I near fall off the seat in sur-
prise. It is police headiguarters)

“Wiedllll,” 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 prainilbiitiiem!™

“Mave!” says all the cops.

We march inte headqguarters,
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 personalitiizs. Brandt takes
one look at us and doss a burn.

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

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

“So! You two lunkieads is mixed
up in tinisi"™
Art is happy. *“%o not tell me you

know what we are migxed up in? And



22 & % % Crack Defective

what is the big idea? Amd who is
all these guys?”’

“These is F. B. L. boys. Wit were
you two bird brains doing in Barom-
ess von Kamp’s apantment?”

“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. “Aim’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

"You louse. If you are ealling on
& skirt; what's Kelly dein’ with you¥*

“Oh, Kelly is my friend.”

.. Fhen he says to the F. B. [. beys:
“I do net think these twe bums
weuld be invelved in anything like
this. | knew them. They are a eeu-
ple of lugs whe play areund with a
detective ageney and give this racket
a blagk eye. Fhey are tee dumb 1o
be mixed up in anything like this.”

I de net like that eraek. “Listen
you, we are smart engugh te be mixed
up in anytking!”

“Shut up!” says Art

Ehief Brandt says, “Seo_you went
to the baremess’ apartment? Fell me
Wwiat yeu seen and dewne there.”

Aad Art tells him. But he leaves
eut so muech of what happened, he is
prastically telling a dewnright lie. |
de net knew why he dees net men-
tion abeut the erehids, maybe he
thimks it is tee feslish. Aayway, he
ends up With the baremness throwing
us eut en aceeunt of Helen is a mar-
ried Wwoman. ,

“And now,” says Art, “I have been
geed: Suppose you guys wise me up,
and maybe I'll see something T over-
looked and ean halp you out*

“So Brandt tells.: “We get a tip
abeut the baresess. She is a ¥ameus
German aviatrix. SHe was berm in
Switzerland, of German parents, and
We eannot arrest her beecause we ain't
at war with Switzerland. But we
suspect the bareness is mixed up in
some fifth eelumn activity, spy werk

or sabotage. We don’t know. We
only suspect, but in these days we
can't afford 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 phome tapped, but the only
call come through was today when
she made a call to the fiower shop
saying that she needed two more or-
chids, to send them., Onmly 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 sumeiting
while you was at her house which
might be connected with any of the
above mentioned crimes?*

“Witile I was at the apartment,”
says Art, “nothing happened, but her
saying get oudt mime house, and to
leave Helen alone because she was
a married woman. This is, you see;
strictly persomal.”

“Yeafh, ['m afraid it is. So beat iitt)™

Ve leave headquarters.

Outside I say to Art, “You left out
about the orchids.”

“Why should I tell them lunk-
heads? Listen, Kelly, we are a de-
tective agcncy trying to make good.
Should E give the cops a lead on a
case we are going to-suwe?”

“Cops! Them was F. B, L. boys!™*

“Sume, 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 whele nest of Nazi Agents
01 spies?”

R¥B-QU figure Nazis is mized p

S IR this Mty ,

“I trust and pray it is Nazis! Be-
gause i we round them up, it will
make intsrnatisnal headlines all over
the Werld for us: Buscsss is sharimy
us in the faee”

“Yo me it losks like jaill™

Weall, it is pretty late new, and we
are humgry, se We eat, then we go
home, Al this time Art and I do neot
talk. We are both thinking a lot and
Art does not like to talk while he is
thinking.

Ve are walking down the hall to
Art’s apartment when we hear a noise
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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 {firgers
and say snuck, that is the sound 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 neighkors are killing each 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 tomb. Art is feeliing
around for the light switch 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.

[ am down on the floor before you
can say uh. I yank out my rod,
which the cops give us back, and 1
stare so hard in the darkmess to see
who is taking the shets at us, my
eyes hurt,

Art is stretched out on the fiwor
next to me and there is another shot.
But this time we see the fire from
his gun, so both [ and Art fire in-
stantly where we seen the filame. But
this gunner "is quick, because we do
not beat” anything like a body fall-
ing or a groan te 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 bedroem door
which is closed, and [ flire. But notth-
ing happems. A shot thuds home in
the flworboandds right next to my
shoulder. I quit this spoft!

I leap behind a big wupholstered
chair to hide. I am waiting like any-
thing, straining my ears around the
room, but it is all deathly silent, 1
can not hear anything but my own
breathing and Art’s clock ticking like
mad in the bedreom.

Then all of a sudden every muscle
I have stiffens up. Little worms siaurt
wiggling up my spinal, I am realiz-
ing that I cannot be hearing Art's
clock in the bedroom, because the
bedroom door is closed and besides
his cleck is one of them silent ones
anyway. Well holy gee! I am star-
ing right at an illumimated dial com=
ing toward me areund the chair. 1
see the assailant 18 ceming to where

I am without any knowledge that i
am here, too. The arm comes around,
and I raise my gun to blast away,
then hold fie, I am suddenly not
sure if it is the assailant, or Art,

The next thing something bangs
over my head and I am knocked for
a loop. But it does not knock me
out. [ jump blind and land on top
this guy, and we dust up the fibor.
The next thing I hear a shot, and
the guy undier me goes, “Ahhhhhggg-
guhgug,” and he lays sfill,

Then Art is shaking me and I am
yelling, “I am blindf! I am blimd?
But Art wipes away the blood from
my eyes and I can see aagin. I thank
Art for saving my life.

“Aw nuts,” says Art.
over” Amd I do it.

Welt! I near fall back in shock.
The guy dead as a coffin nail is none
other than Jee Stucci in persom!

“Turm him

“Joe Stuccil” cries Art. “WHmt is
he doing here?*
“Art, I do not like this. It is no

good. FEwerybody knew you were
after Joe Stucci’s guts.”

“This is self-defense. If I would
not of shot him, he would of shot
you."

“Oh! I hope the nice policemen
will believe ps.™

“But what is the rat doing here?*
Art looks around the room. There
ts nothing wrong with the room, But
I am worried, and silently I paoint
to the bedroom. We go over, epen
the door, and brother, I near Fadimt!

The room lecks like a panzer unit
just come by. Chairs are dumped
over, bedspreads pulled out of shape,
piliers thrown around, ewenytiing
lookiag 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 Stueei,

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

“We been framed!” yells Art, “Joe
Stucci planted a corpse on us. Look
at this room, he made it look like we
had a battle. 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 rod. Holy?

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

“Dom’t you ever notice amyihing
but gloves on people! But why?
Wiy should Joe Stucci plant a dead
duck on us, why?"

“He always hated your guts>

“But railroading us to the electric
chair!”

“WHet do you mean us! Leave me
out of this!

“Ofh, go back on a pal when he is
framed, hah?*

“Now wait a minute, wait a mim-
ute.”

“But who is the corpse? I never
see this guy before.”

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 Jeoe Stucei killed him with the
shot we heard in the hall.

Art pulls up the lid of this guy's
eye. “He must of come here alive.
Look 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 amything
to a cap??

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

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

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

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

“But a murder rap, Art, a double
murder rap!”

“It should be a massacre I would
still beat iitt!™

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

CHAPTER 1V

RT runs into the living
Aroom, grabs these archids,

then grabs my arm amd
literally drags me into the john.
There we climb out on the fire
escape and head fer the roof. We
fun over to the edge of the roof and
look dewn, and there the whole
street 1s beginning to leok like every-
bedy in the five bereughs of Man-
hattan has heard eur shets. A pe-
liee eaf Reses areund the corner,
That {s all 1 stay te see. Now 1 am
Fuhping fer all 1 am werth.

We are in it this time, up to the
neck! It does not seem like this was
happening to me. Amnd it all started
because Art cannot keep from mak-
ing a blondie when he sees one.
Waomen! That is what comes from
associating with themm!

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
rmore!

“We got to find a radio,” says Art.

“Look around,” I says as sarcastic
as T can get it. “Help yoursdfi™

“We just got to find out who the
dead man in the bedroom was, If I
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!”

“Dom’t gimme thatt*

“Shshsh! I do net wish to involve
Helen with the F, B. 1.”

“Oln, you don't! WWell, you look
here, Mr. Arthur N. Holter, our
friendship may date back to kmee-



Orchids for Madams % A % 25

pants, but I will see what a dope [ am
to run away from the scene of the
crime, and I will sing long and Joud
about everything what happened
from the mimute that Helen says, ‘Or-
chids for m'dme!” ™

“Shet up., WhHeare are we??

“Im an alley amongst ash cans. And
from the way they stink 1...”

“Good! We got to get to a
radio and listen to the news
flaghess. 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 falr
warning. This has gone enough for
me, Kelllyi”

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,

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

A spectacular gun duel was fought
between arch enemies in Amt's apart-
ment, causing the death of Joseph
Stucci, and an unidentiffied mamn, They
give out with our descriptions and I
near have a fifit Wiimt kept me from
fainting right then and there I be-
lieve was the three ryes I had. Then
ten minuttes later there is another
flasi, and oh brother!

The police identified the mysteri-
ous dead mran in the apartment as
Br. Herman Fischer, a eccentric sci-
entific genius. Dr. Fischer mysteri-
ously disappeared from a train in
Grand Central Station three days
ago. Br Fischer was on the way to
a Government laboratory with a
precious forumiz for a gasolime sub-
stitute.

Dr. Fischer had successfully dem:-
onstrated to Ammy officials that he
could make any engime run with a
tank full of distilfed water and a
hand full of white powder which was
a secret formulfla. This stuff was cora-
bustionable and guaramteed to make
a motor run. Only Dr., Fischer knew

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

“Hollter and Kelly are now believed
to have this formuila in their posses-
sion,” says the annoumecer. Amnd...
according to Chief Brandt of the po-
lice, we had been taken down to Pa~
lice Headguawrters earlier in the day
for questioning concerning our con-
nections with enemy governments,
They had let us go for insufficient
evidemce.

Seasoned Chief Brande, Holter and
Kelly, suspecting that the F, B. I.
were closing in, went back to their
apartment, Killed Dr. Fischer. They
believed that Joseph Btuceci might
have been an inmecent bystander, or
might have been shot trying to pre-

vent the Kkilling of Dr. Fischer! The
imaginatiom of them people!
“That's it!” yells Art. “A formuia

for a gas substitute., Now at last we
know what we are mixed up iml™

“Yezin, and we are humted men.”

“Omly thing is, although I know
what we are mixed up in, and that
in some way these orchids connect
c.dbut the baromess would not give
them to us if they had a priceless
formuia in code on them,”

*Amd you put Helen in this, you
hear? You put her in. ®rs, Joe
Stucci, She started all thist®

s, Joe Btuceil” Art laughs at
me, "Go omi®

“Wwee do you mean by thayd”

*“Ttiiis 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, Keily, Helen is
a nice respectable girl. Would a nice
gicl like she is stop to talk to two
lugs if she is a decent married womn-
an?¥

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

“Helen knew [ was on the make;
she let me make her. Use your de-
ductiom. ‘That is not what a decent
married woman of HRelew's type
wouid dol™

“Are you trying to tell me she is
not Mrs. Jee Stucci?®

“Of course she is not. Ske is not
married to anybody, I hope.”

“But the baromess sxdd..."
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“Wtet the baromess said, hellf It
was the baromess beat up Helen amd
because I come out and accur=e her of
it, she got scared. She covered up
by saying Helen is married. and when
I get tough and ask the guy’s name,
she gave out with the first name
come to mind. Joe Stuwdi she says
to keep me off Helen, and thereby
she makes a big mistake because she
tells me Joe Stueel 18 peositively
g@ﬁmd up 1 semething phomey with

er.”

“But why should the baromess beat
Helen?”

“Te make her come back for the
orchids. Helen is the shy type and
got rattled when she heard the word
cop, knowing something was Hidhy
about the erchids. That is always the
way with innocent people. Innocent
people are afrald of cops. not crim-
inake,”

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

“I do not know. I swear I do not
knew. There is only one thing to do.
We sit here untif we get the an-
swers I

THAT time I will be rip-

roaring drunk. Net that I
mind such a condition. Im fact, I do
not mind so much running away like
I did before.”

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

“E recall such a statement.”

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

“Are you crazy? How else would
she know where twe perfect stran-
gers who accosted her like us lived
if she did not foillow?™

“But that is it! I have it! She did
pnot know! She ran around the block
and disappeared, remember? 1 live
half-way up the bleck from where
the busimess of the changing of the
orchids took piace. Kelly, she never
had time to follow us, because, before

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

“But, Art, that does not make
sense.”

“But it does!
mystery! Someome told her
we lived, and I know who.*

“But, Art, who told her??

“The mysterions character
came gunning after the orchids.”

“Ofth, he followed us, not Helken ...

“No! That is just it. Nebody fol-
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 one whole hour.
Ne, Kelly, neither the mysterious
character nor Helen followed us, and
I have solved the whole case’™

“Plense, Art, go easy on the liguor.
You are stimlking.”

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

“Tiere is one guy, and one only
who knew where we lived, without
following amyiodiy!™

“Wi,m'?h)

“Meyer! Meyer the jeweler! My
gold cigarette case with the little
gold shield inside which has my ad-
dress inside.”

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

“l got it! No wonder Fatty the
baromess gave us the orchids. No
wonder. Wiy that big fat...she
gave us the orchids back, but she did
not give them back camplete!™

“Oh? A petal is missimg?”

“No, Kelly, no! But the two
straight pins are! See? The pins
are gone! Gee, don't you see? Meyer!
Emgraver! Pins! You can emgrave
the Lord’s prayer on top a head; omn
two you can print the library. Don't
you see, Kelly? The formula for Dr,
Fischer's gas substitute is emgraved
on these two pinheads which were
in these erchids?”

I cannot say one single word.

“Now I get the whoie setup. The
F. B. 1. Agents were watching the

It clears up the
where

who



Orchids for Madame % % % 27

baromess. She knew they were watch-
ing her, Meyer had the pins ready,
and she had to get them, so she sent
Helen for them, Meyer and Joe
Stucci were in on the deal.

“They had to get rid of Dr.
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 ememies
of this Government. Joe Stucci
thought it a swell way to get rid ef
the body by pinning the rap en us.
Omly we killed him before he get
away.

“Heellem, knowimg something s
wrong with the orchids, gives them
to us. The baromess, when Helen gets
back home, quick phomes up Joe
Stucci; flowers is lost, send mere,
But she doesn’'t mean orchids, she
really means pins. She is telllag Jee
Stucei te quick tell Meyer to em-
grave twe more pins.

“Joe Stucci hot-foots it over to
Meyer across the street, and relays
the message. Meyer remembers us
guys in the store, and that we left,
tailing Helen! He only thought 1
was ofi the make, but Aew he rememr

Ctezin we are detectines, s6 he does
semething abeut it. He Rurkiks {8
eur apartment, having the address
handy, and eemes Fuﬁamg after the
gEChids. . ¥he pins!

“He is unsuccessful. Back he goes
to the baromess, sneaks in umseen, amd
sends Helen out after them. Helen
is afraid and dees not want to go, so
she is beat up and made to go.

Lid '"ELEN gets the orchids, giwes,
them back. Hey Kelly! That
is what you saw through the transem.
Not cellophane, but pins!
would disappear in her big fat fin-
gers, and from that distance you were
looking at nething, You 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 formula™

They

“Anrt, you are a genius! A sheer
geniust”

“Tihat is why she gave us the or-
chids, She knew I smelled a rat, and
took this way of quieting me down.
She already had what she wanted.
Kelly, the case is solved! We are
made! The Holwe=-Kelly Detective
Agency js made! Just wait until. ..
Just walt. . .untill...” .

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

two pims? Oh sure, like a flash of
lightaing! I can just see it myselift™
“Of, oh! 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 baromess has in her
possession two pims with a precious
formuta that means millions te the
war effort. She Is prebably right this
minwvke en her way te the Nazl Gev-
efAment, and whe weuld step te
think twe pIRS abeut twe piAST”

“Shie cannot get out of this conm-
tryt”

“Sthe can too! You forget she is
a Swiss citizen. To get her out of
the country has been doped out long
ago. We have got to stop that wom-
an! Someway, somehow we have to
stop those two pins from leaving this
countryf”

“Wiith the whole Umited States
mad at us, that should be a ciinch.”

Art gets up. “Come on, Kelly, we
are going back to Meyer, this en-
graverf! 1 got the best idea X 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
looks up and comes hopping over.
He peeks through the window try-
ing to see who we are. He recog-
nizes us and his face falls. But he un-~
locks the door.

“Wneell,” he says all smiles. *Tiis is
most unusweal, [ hadn’t expected you
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untik morning. Howmewer, your case is
ready, Mr. Holter,”

We get inside the store, and stamd
witht our backs to the window, “Now,
Mr. Meyer,” says Art, “it is your
turn to stick them up,” and he has his
rad in his hands and is showing it to
Mr. Meyer, “Omily you do not put
up the hands. Just stand there like
you are having a friendly conversa-
tion with us.”

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

“Hiistory repeats itself. Omly this
afternoon we were saying the same
things to each other, only the other
way arownd.’”

“Mr. Holter, I demand to know, is
this a holidp?™

“In a way.”

“Laok here, I heard the radio. You
are wanted by the palioee...”

“Nuts? I am wise to your sefwup.
I am here for the express purpese of
marching you down to headguarters
where you are going te explain to
some nice F. B, I. boys the story of
two pins, which have a certain form-
ula engraved rn them,”

Meyer makes believe to Jaugh,
“You must be crazy! Pims? Em-
graved? Formula? Wiat are you
driveling =ibout?”

“I'm talking about the two pins
Kelly snitched from the baroness’
apartment this aftermoon.”

Well, Meyer's face gets as white
as snow. “You mean wyou..*

“f mean this afternoon while sit-
ting at the baromess’ desk, Kelly here
simply tock two innocent nude pins
and switched them for the pims in
the orchids. We saw the baroness
examine them through a magmifying
glass while we were looking through
the transom. Amd now we are going
to tell it to the F, B. 1.”

“¥ou switched the pins!” he says
in a hoarse voice. “I can't believe
it

“Then don’t. But we did it

“But the hanonesss..”

“The baromess is on her way with
two pins that don't mean & thing.
Some gag, hulh?”

“I...I don't believe youw!™

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

I go along with the gag. “Wihy do
you not show them to him, Art? Just
show them to himm?"

Art gets startled. He glares at
me. Meyer’s eyes are all lights. “Oh,
you have the pins with yow?*

“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, Amd they are well hidden.
You could not find them in a million
years, I have hidden them so good.
But enough of this horsing around.
You will kindly step this way. Oh,
but I laugh whenever I think of the
baremess beating it the hell out of
this eountry with two perfectly nude
pair of pins.”

NP he starts to laugh and slaps
i his knee and naturally he meves
his gun off Meyer.

“Yes, isn't it?” says Meyer with
icicles, and he winips out a gun en us.
Art stands there with his mouth open
and so do I. Aurt swears.

“You will pleass)’ says Meyer,
“olace your guns upon the coumter??

We do this. He puts thein in his
pockets, and frisks us, too.

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

“You will never get them!” says
Art.

“Newver,” 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
metions 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
winere there is a garage. He throws
us down 6n the floor of his car. He
binds our ankles together, throws
& heavy blanket over us, and gets imfo
the car and drives off.

Afiter a while T am wondering if
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Art was so smart to try this, It will
ba hot stuff to torture us for a pair
of pins we do not have on us, [ can
just see the hot lead coming for me,
and me screaming I do not hawve the
pims. I am very umcomfortable.

W/e drive along and we drive and
drive. I have no idea where we go,
or how long it takes because X can-
not see anything. I do mnot even
breathe so good on account of the
blanket.

Affter a long time we suddenly rida
over a lot of bumps, which show ws
are using a country road. Then sud-
denly the car stops, I hear Mayer
get out, throw open the door, and
take off the blanket., I can breathe
cold clear night air,

Meyer grabs hold my coat, yanks
me up and out of the car. I see we
are in a pretty deserted part of the
country section. I turn a little, sae
an old farm house. Right bshind
that there is ancther frame building
wkhich "looks like a big garage. And
then I see something I cen hardly be-
lieve I am seeing it

An aeroplame, a big stremmiined
job. I no sooner spot the plang when
I get the whole thing. The baroness
with the pins on her is going to pull
a Hess! It is the only meaning for
a big plane liko that. That woman
must be crazy to try a stunt like
that, at a time like this!

O SOONER do I spot the plane,

when I see two women cmming
over to us. It is the baromess and
Hefen, and they have gums. The
baromess is all rigged out in ffjsiing
togs. Helen, she looks at us like she
is seeing ghaests. Meyer calls ont
to the baromess, and she cornes om
the run with “Vot is diss! Vot is
diss!™

“L am that relievad!” says Mayer.
“I was afraid you'd gone.”

The baroness glares at him, than at
us, “Tihese two men! Ty are the
yimk men in mine house this after:
noon, Meyer! Vet dey doink here?
Meyer? Heil Hitlewt"

“feil Hitler!” says Meyer.

“Hell Hitler!” says Helem. “What
are these men doing hewed"

“Ihwse foois. They eame to we
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with a story! They wanted to arrest
me, the idiots!™

“¥eil? Vot dis got to do wiss
me?"”

“Somehow these idiots managed to
switch pims on you this afternoon,
Kelly tock them while seated at your
desk.”

“What!” roars the baromsss. “You
cannot . . . vy you pork! You aye-
zel! You stupit incompetent unde-
cent stupit. Switch pins?”

“Ihhey took the engraved pinms and
substituted two nude ones., They
have the real pims concealed upon
their persons semewhere.”

“‘qGoot ¢ i i hhm mlekl rker e £ 2 -
b omibemdoomnneerved t € ¢ ¥ -
poechamatll!! Meyer! But you
sink I do net know if I have right
pins after they are gone? Tihey make
joke wiss you! I have right pins)
i have magnifying glass, nicht wahy?
I have right pins before they come
see me, and 1 have right pins after
the-y are geme. Gottohgottohgott!
Meyer, vok have you domel”

“Yeu mean .. ." and it dawns 9
him. He turms to look at u§; and i
looks could kilt I weuld be Bushing
up daisies right then and there.

Hefen is standing there stiffly, her
lips a hard lime. “Meyer! That was
stupid. Do you think the baroness
would leave with the wreng pins?
You underestimate the baromess’s im-
telligenze. She has the right pins.
We: made sure just a short time ago;
thase men are obviously up to some-
thingt”

Meyer reaches up and tears the
gags from our faces. “So! Vou
tricked me. You haven’t got those
pins after alli!” _

“I cannot tell a lie,” says Art. “Ne,
I have not.”

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

“Qh, Helen!” says Art.

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

you could stop the haromess frem
flyimgy to Germamy?”

“Flyimg to Germany?” yells Art.
“But you'ill never make it.”

“Hal” says the baromess. “Ha ha!
Witat Hess could do, I can do! Have
I net big plane? Plenty gasoline?
I will fly into the stratesphere where
no gums reach me. Amd the pins
with the precious formula will te to
mine E'wehrer. Heil Hitler!”

Everybody makes with the Heil,
except Awt and I.

“Come,” says the baromess, “time
short. To think that in the pear fu-
ture we Chermams will run autome-
biles, and mayhbe aeroplames without
gasolime, but with water. Ach! But
that is a funny thought! Amd to
Chermany wikl go the honeor of being
the discoverers of this new formula.”
' “L thought Dr. Fischer discovered
t-"

“Veii yes, but Dr. Fischer has
Cherman blood around him some-
witere [ am sure. Ewen just a little.
Omly a person with superior Cherman
blood in them can make such great-
revolutionary inventioms. Ach yes.
Mime Fuehrer will be so please wiss
me. So piease wiss me when I eome

home wiss the pins!”

SV DR Highmess,” says Helen,
4 I think this flight has been

delayed long emough.”

“Yes, yes, mime kint, [ must go.
He viil be please wiss me. I can
just see his beautiful face when he
thank me in the name of the Reich.”

“Do me a favor,” says Ant. “When
you see his face, kindly spit in it for
me, will jou?”

They ignore that. HMeyer says,
“Your Higfiness, you won't ferget to
mention to Herr Hitler the ., ., er, .,
small part I played? My engravinp?"

“But of course, Herr Meyer. You
will be most valuzhle to our cause
here in this country. Amd you,
Hefer, I witl tell our Fuehrer about
you too.”

“Oh thank yow, Your Highmess,
thank you.”

“Ghh Hefen,” moans Art.

“Quiket, you fooil!”

There we arc, tied and helplkess, and

“Helen.”
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the baromess grumts her way into the
plane.

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

Helen laughs, “Amnd why not? Of
course she will fliy. 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!”

“Oh Helem!™

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

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

“Quiiet! Or I wilt have you gagged
again,”

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

The baroness is in the plame, the
motor starts. We stand there help-
less and watch the baromess fix her
goggles and settle herself. She
makes a heil at us, Helen and Mey-
er heil back. Tuie plane starts away,

f cnoisss down the fleld,
{1 Wo!” ysils Art hysterical.
2+ Helen!

“Tfeo!!
Sheot! De smimaHiing!”

“Quiet!” yells Helen.

Back comes the plane, it speads
down the runway, it lifts easily off
the ground. We 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.

“Helent” moans Art. “I will not
forgive you for this”

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

“Rigftt,” says Meyer and turns
away. Helen jumps and sticks the
gun in his ribs. “Alt right, Myer,
stick up the hands!

Well, T am so surprised I do fall
over this time because on account of
I forget my feet are tied. In a mia-
ute Helen has Meyer’s gums. Then
she takes out a knife and slices Art's
hands free. Then Art cuts me free,
We tie up the struggling Meyer,

“But Helen,
Art,

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

“But the pims, Helen; the formula
will be lost to science.”

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

“iellem, you are wonderful”

“Nemsemse. [ had to do it. This
afternoon when I was told 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. Whien you say you are
dicks, I am confused, and do what
I did do, for which I am not sorry,
Withen 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 1
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,
Weelll? Witet do you say we all go
down te the police station and tell
themn about this?”

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

They pick up the baromess’ plane
just outside Coney Island. Art amnd
I have pitchers took next to the
wrecked plane 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.

I thoughtt...” says

THE END



THE LADY IN.THE CASE

Compidieie NMipstory Noavelet

By Lee E. Wells

Ome by ome the jilistd men CHAPTER 1
took dry-dimas fram hotel

windows, and the ssemch B VHIS love busimess, Lt. Jim
Dink of Homicide decided,

for the dewtlly bionde lse- (B had gone a bit too far. The
came dexpeatete ... i crushed body on the pavement be-
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side the Mardott Hotel was the fitth
death for love in a month. Dink
stepped away from the crowd on the
lawn and looked upward, eight stories
where drapes flapped out of an open
windaoww,

Imstimetively his bulging green eyes
traced the fall 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 mouth. Be-
yond the police line, the curious
crowd craned and gaped. Traffic on
the boulevard that bordered Eall
Creek was tied up in knots. There
sounded the far-off wail of the am-
bulance.

One of the detectives had already
given BDink a brief resume ox what
was found. This fellow, Wermer, had
typed a farewell note to his sweet-
heart and had deliberately walked
out into thin air. It could happen,
of course, had happemed four times
before, - Bink wondered if Dan Cupid
could be subpoenaed for murder.

Lieutenant Dimk wished profanely
that guys would take their loving or
leave it, instead of taking nose-diives
out windows because of some frail
with a come-hither look. He pushed
his soft hat back on his thinning
hair and the tops of his big ears fold-
ed slightly under the brim. He bit
down savagely on. the cigar and
walked away from the men. around
the body.

The drive of the Mardott Hotel
arched in from the street between
aloof potted plants and there was an
aloof arch oyer the doorway. The
uniformed doorman looked a little
frightemed. He saluted Dink,

“Hix's dead, sir?” he asked,

Dimk stared up at the man. His
own scant five feet made him seem a
dwarf beside the tall expanse of uni-
form and braid. Iink noted sowmrly
that the doorman was a handsome
young fellow. “Are you in love?”
ne asked abwrwptly,

The man looked startled and com-
fused, “Wity, yes, sir.”

Dink pulted at one of his big ears,
“Bwver been jilted?”

The man grinmed wryly. “Yes, giv.
Several times.”

Dink nodded and shifted the cigar

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

The doorman stared hard at the
detective. He slowly shook his head,
*Not quite, sir. I've felt like hell
sometitmes, but never that bad.”

Dink took the cigar out of his
mouthk and examined the frayed end.
He decided it was good for a few
more mimutes. 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
thimgs happened at the Mardott, He
saw Dink and came hustling over.

His moon face was worried. “Can't
your men finislh up quickly  out
there, offiwer?”

Dimk's thick lips pursed.
We must have pictures.”

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

Dimk’'s green eyes glittered. “It
was pretty hard on Wemer, But you
wouldm’t know, would yow?™*

The manager showed a fleetingy
loock of contritemess. “Of course it
is very sad, officer. But it is alse a
shock to my guests. Afiter all, 1
must think of them.”

Dink nodded. “They’re having the
time of their lives, Jacobs. Nothing
like a good suicide or murder to
awaken a sluggish liver, I'It want to
see you later.”

He walked quickly to the elevator
and the girl closed the ornate doors,
The elevator started upward at a
digmified pace. Dink leaned back
against the wall and decided he liked
what little of the girl’s legs he could
see below the conservative uniferm,
She had neat ankles and was pretty,

Dimk asked, “Did you know Me.
Wermer ?*

She nodded and kept her

“Maybe.

face
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turmed, her eyes on the light panel,
It wasn’t very busy. “Yes, sir,”

Dink scratched his lean jaw. “A
nice guy?*

“Of, yes, siri” she said albruptly
and Dimk saw' the red flush at the
back of her neck. “That is, he was
quite a gentleman, sir, and very comn-
siderate.”

INK saw that they were passing

the sixth floor. He pulled him-

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

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

“Thank you, sir.” The doors slid
open and Dimk faced the hall that
led to Vikemen's apartment. He cowld
see the uniformed policeman before
the deer., He grinned into the girl's
worried face and walked down the
hall,

Prentice and Hazll, from Dink's
department, were looking things
over. Premtice had the closet door
open and was checking Weemer’s col-
lection of suits. Hall had an open
briefecase on a spindleleg table and
was going threugh the papers.

He grinned up at Dimk. *“This guy
did all right, Lieutenant. He lived
in style.”

Dink nodded and walked to the
open windew, He looked down at
the littie fligures far below. The am-
butance 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.

Dirk bent down and read the typ-
ing. The letterhead was engraved,
announcing that Jefferson Werner
sold 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 followed the usual pat-
tern, still tibe note didn’t ring guite
true. He turned to Prentice, who had
come out of the closet.

“Amy 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 aroumnd.”

Dink pushed away from the desk,
giving the note a second irritable
loock. He took off his hat and threw
it on the bed. His baldmess 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
in the sockets and he always looked
to be en the verge of an angry out-
burst, Hiis lips were toe wide for the
face, and tee thick. They always held
an evil, frayed ecigar.

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

Bink held it to his hawk nose and
sniffed. It faintly suggested face
powder and nothing mere. His green
eyes glittered when he looked at the
little . 22-cadliber revolver pushed back
against a pair of military brushes *

He turned to Prentice.* “The lady
didn’t like him or didn't trust him.
Mayhe Wemner was a heel”

The detective grinmed. “Swre. She
fought for her honor and Wemmer got
discouraged. He did a Brody.”

Dink stood back and looked at the
collection. “Mayfre you got some-
thing.” He pulled at one of his big
cars. ‘“Premtiice, there's a cute little
dame on the elevator. Bring her in.”

The detective straightemed. “Her!
Yo mean this guy played around
with the help?”

“Flow the hell do I know?” Dink
growled and Prentice left the room.
Dimk stood 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 slowly, his eyes going
over the room. Near the door, one
edge of the rug was turnmed up and
there was a big wrinkle in the fabric,
A low table stood before two easy
chairs. Powder made a peculiar pat-
tern that caught Dimk’'s attemtion.

He took his handkerchief and lift-
ed the wing compact on the dresser.
He crossed to the table and carefuilyy
lowered the metal box. The powder
li=e on the table exactly framed the
edge of the compact.

Hall looked up from tH¢-briefcase.
“Got something, Lieutenamt?”

“WHewere did you find the campact
and gun?” Dink asked.

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

INK nodded. “The
chief?”
“Right where it was, on the dress-
er

The door opened and a fat detec-

rve, Domegsm, filledl the frame,

Weke're through down below. Say.

his guy Wemmer didn’t register for
diective Service, Ampway, we can't

d his card.”

Nink’s thin brows raised. Prentice
-twked over Donegan’s shoulder. “1
got the girl here, Lieutenant*

Dink ordered the others out, of the
room. The girl was clearly frigfut-
ened and nervous and Dink tried to
make her comfortable in one of the
chairs. She kept looking around the
room and her hands woulda’t stay
still in her lap.

Dink lit his cigar. It glowed a few
seconds and then went out. He didn't
notice. His bulging eyes watched the
girl. She sat stiff in the chair. He
saw that she had brown hair and that
probably she used the same shade of
bobby pin that he had found. He was
satisfied te chew on the dead cigar
snd stare. The girl locked around
the foom her eyes rested on the
epen window and skittered away. She
twisted her fHNOers.

Finally she looked up, her fore-

handkeg-

head limed. “I can't tell you amy-
thing."”
Dink shrugged. “Mapbe, maybe

not. Did you bring anyone up to see
Mr. Wemer today?"

“f don't know.” She explained
hastily when his thin eyebrow arched,
“'we brought several t&r this fpor,
but Mr. Weamenr's wasn’t the only
apartment.”

“Amy woememn?”

She hesitated noticeably. “Yes,
three. Ome of them was Mnms. Mor-
ton, down the hall. I didm't know
the other two.”

Bink shifted the cigar,
thiem young? Pretty?"

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

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

“Ruth Garson.”

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

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

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

Dick managed to get her back in
the chair, “Yauire not accused of
anything, Miss Garson. What did
you discuss?”

She had control of herself, *I'll
be fiired for this. We are not sup-
posed to become intimate with the
guests."

Dink touched her arm reassunimgly.
“f don’t think this will get to the

“Both of

estimable Mr. Jacobs. Let’s have it
now,"
“Mr, Wemner had taken me out

several times. He was a nice and
thoughtful man. We—that is, 1
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thought a lot of him. We were to go
to the Sapphire Room tonight. That's
what we were talking abowt.”

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 yeur jeb. Just
give the officer in the hall yeur Aame
and address. Dom’t meove unlkss yeu
inform the pelice, and den't ry te
leave town.”

She arose uncertainly from her
chair, dabbing at her eyes with a
cheap handkerchief. Then she pushed
back her slim shouldets, gave Dink
a half smile, and walked frem the
room. Dink jerked his head at Dem~
egan,

The big man came in, closing the
door. Dink scowled at the coempact,
“Vikelll, here we go again, Donegan,
This is murder. No guy with a date
with a girl like Mise Garsen 1§ geing
to jurmp out of a windeow.”

CHAPTER 11

Em\% prowled around the
o i for a time after the
gxrl had gone. He chewed
hard on the cigar and stared blamkly
at the typewriter and the suicide
note. Domegan had eased his bulk
into one of the chairs and he fof-
lowed Dink with his little blue eyes.
Dink walked to the open window,
stared across the Boulevard to a
mortuary mansion and a sprawling
tavern.

He pulled the cigar from his lips.
“Wiho lives across the hallli?*

Domegan 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 pat.
I'm going to call on Mr. Stanfield.”

He crossed the hall and pressed the
pearl gray button in the white door
frame. The door opened almest in-
stantly. A stocky man with wide

shoulders and a square-cut face
looked inquiringly at Dink,

Dink showed his badge. "I['d like
to ask a few questions, Mr. Stan-
field."”

Stanfield’s hard gray eyes looked

blank. "['mn afraid 1 won't be much
help.”
Dink smiled. "You never can wll.

You're Wermer's nearest neighisor and
you might have see“; something ime-

portant.”
Stanfield shrugged arc stepped
back. Dimk walked into his apat-

ment. It was a duplicate of Wermner's
except that the windows operea on
a court. Stanfield waved to a Thair
near one of the windews srnd Dink
sat down. He looked arcurnd.

Porter Stanfield walked to a table
loaded with bottles and glasses ™A
drink?"

Dimk looked longingly at the bot-
tles and sadly shook his head. ™No.
thanks. I'm always a 'mee! when 1
drink.”

Stanfield looked surprised, ‘then
grinmed. His square face lost its
hardmess and he looked almost youth-
ful despite the touch of gray IMiirs
at his ears. Dink had a favorable
impression of the man. He was
dressed in a dark suit that clearly
spoke of money. The small diamond
on his finger flashed a cold blue fire.

Dirk roifed his cigar around in his
thick lips. "“Youw'we been a guest here
for some time»*

Stanfield poured a drink and
nodded. He sank down in a chair,
“Yes, about three months. My fiom
obtains defense contracts for manu-
facturing plants.”

Dink nodded. “Hawve you ever sean
the man across the halll?™

Stanfield nursed the whiskey. "Sev-
eral times, but only casually. A mat-
ter of nodding when we entered the
elevator together.”

Dink looked out the windoWw at the
expanse of brick and glass acress the
court. “Yau'we been here most of the
daybll

“Ail day. I'm waiting for & couple
of deals to come to a boil and 1
wanted to be close to a phone.”

Dink leaned forward. "Did you



The Lady in the Cen®@ % % % 37

notice if Mr. Wemmer had any vis-
itors?”

Stanfield looked up quickly. He
tossed down the drink. “I rezlly
can't be definite, Lieutenant. I did
see one girl leave the elevators and
ring 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 these 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. “Youw'll be in town fer a
while, Mr. Stanfiedi?”

The man shrugged. *“Not too long,
I hope. A week, maybe two, ungil
these deals are fifiiifeail”

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.”

ANFIELD looked gpuzdked and

, scratched his jaw. *T heard ru-

mears that Wermer had committed sui-
cide. You don't talk that way.”

Bink shrugged and grinmed. “A
copper was born suspicious, Mr. Stan-
field. We’ll tell the papers swicide
and maybe we’ll come around to mak-
ing that offidil”

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

Pink nodded. “Thamks a lot, You
might begin by letting us know when
you decide to move."

He waved his thin hand and
crossed the hall to .Wemenr’s apart-
ment. Deomegan was still in the chair.
He had found a bottle of scotch and
looked happy. Dink raised an sye-
brow.

“Your're pretty careless, Donegan,
Maybe someone poisoned that stwff."”

Donegan choked and looked wum-
happy. He replaced the glass on the
coffee table and sat quietly as though
waiting for some inmer disturbance.
He seemed to feel better after a few
minntes, “Wheat did you find owt?”
he asked.

Dimk looked down out of the wim-
dow. The body was gomne 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 woulda’t be there
long.

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

Domegan reached out a hand for
the whiskey glass, thought better of
it and sank back in the chair. “May-
be Wemer was playing her for a
stock deazl.*

Pink 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 addmesses, booklets destmiibing
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. Domegan held up a
letter.

“This guy Wemer hit them all”
he said wonderingly. “Hene’s that
hot-shot writer in town, Stanley
Crandall.”

Dink made a wry face, Crandall
wrote passionate love novels and
made himself a nuisance at the better
bars. Dink took the letter and looked
it over. It confirmed an appointment
for a day or twe before. It was
signed with Crandall’s Slewrished
scrawl. Dimk was shout to throw it
back on the table when he cawmght
the typist's imitials~M. T,

He threw his cigar sway and
fished! for another, his eyes grew
thoughtful, “I wonder if Cramdall
has a secretary named Mary. It
might pay for us to take a look.”

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

Dimk snorted. “Hawen’t you any
ambition? How do you want to earn
your money?”

Donegan pulled his bulk from the



38 % % % Crock Delective

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 ihe
manager. He found Jacobe in his
office, slumped disconselately behind
his blg desk. Jacobs peuted his lips
distastefully whea Dink eame if

“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 if you were 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 appreciation for
adventure, Jacobs, You’ll probably
have the misfortume to die very
wealthy.”

Jacobs sputtered a moment, then
his eyes narrowed a the policeman.
“Wittet do you want mow?”

“For the peace of the Mardett, 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 Wammn's suite.
Then we can leck everything up nice
and tight and there won't be any
police at all—except now and then.”

Jacobs looked puzzled. “Why lock
it, Lieutenant? I had thought to
straighten it up and rent it again.”

Dink pulled the cellophame from
a cigar, “Not right away, friend Ja-
cobs.” He grinmed at the staring
man. “You see, Whymer did net kill
himself.”

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

“Mundiered,” Dink agreed affably.

Jacobs sighed, O, my Godi"” and
sank back in his chair.

Dink lit his cigar. “Naturakly, we
won't want anyone messing around
that suite for a while, so we’ll have
to lock it up for a day or two at

"You

They hurt

least. By the way, Jacolbs, did War-
ner have many callers?”

ACOBS stared horror-stricken,

then visibly pulled himself to-
gether. He shuddered. “Swicide is
bad enough and now you say mutder.
Vittat the papers will do with that!
My guests will all leave.”

Dink shook his head and pulled
st his big ear. “Not if you play
ball with me, Jacehs. [ haven't said
a word to the papers about homicide.

I woen't, unless I have a lot of
trouble,”
Jacols licked his lips. "It help

you all T can,” he said fervently.

Dimk crossed his thin legs. “Now
about Weamens visitors. Did he have
many?"

“L don’t know. I seldom pay full
attention to any one guest, Lieuten-
ant. But the desk clerk should know.
’ll call him.”

He ffippedi che key on a desk box
ana spoke into it. He settled back
im his chair to wait, his face showing
his dismay ang, worry. Dick worked
hard at chewing his cigar and was
well aleng when the sleek young man
eame if,

He answered readily enough, “Mr,
Wermer had quite a fewgcallers and
he was constantly coming and going
himzelf. He seemed to be a very busy
mamn.”

Dink brightemed. "How about wom-
en?”

The clerk hesitated but jacobs gave
him a sign to go ahead with what he
knew. The man cleared his throat.
“P'me afraid there were some. Mr Wer-
ner was not always discreet in that
respect. Howewer, he was very quiet
and the desk could bave no complaint.
After all, eur guests’ rooms are their
casties so leng as they do net disturb
anyone else”

Dink nodded. “Haw about a blonde?
A particularly beautiful bilonde?™

Tiwe clerk’s eyebrows raised. “Yes,
there was such a person. She was here
several times. She was so simiking
that I particularly noticed her, beg-
ging your pardor, Mr. Jacuhs. Her
name was Mary Taggart."

Dink gave the man a hard stare
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with his hypmnotic 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.”

Dimk’s eyes narrowed. “Did the
caller happen to be Stanley Cran-
dall?”

The clerk looked astounded. “How
did you know, sir?”

Dink grinned and waved the ques-
tion aside, He turmed to Jacobs.
“Yourwe been a big help. Now if
you'll 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 Domegam. “Rise and
shine, Fatso. We're going to call on
the world’s great lover.”

Domegan looked surprised. “Who?*

“StamleywCrandall.”

Domegam’s face fell. “That lily! 1'd
like to give him a poke.”

DPimnk grinmed and turned toward
the doors, “Wiho knows what the
day may bring, Donegan? Now if
you’re really a good buoy—"

“Agh, cut it out!” Donegan
growled. “I g&r a prowl car awround
the comer,”

CHAPTER Il

ONEGAN fillext! all the space
behind the witeel and Dink
: was crowded against the
deor. The way led northward, up
bread Meridian Street where aloof
apartment houses and many-gabled
mansions stared haughtily at the traf-
fie. Dink watched the houses, a sar-
denie gleam in his eyes. Police work
gver a peried of years had taken the
glamnor frem extreme wealth, Jim
Dink had leng age learned that a
debutante will leve and kill for the
identieal reasens that would affect
the girl behind the dime store coum=
ter.

Domegan swung to the east, toward
the road that would lead him to
Woomttinine, an ultme-snobbish suburb

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

Dink grinned. “Donegam, you're
a cold-blooded monster.’*

“No, it's just that I never liked that
guy'n

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

Domegan 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 cream
trousers. He had a narrow face, black
hair that was slowly retreating from
his forehead, and a hawk nose. His
lips were umeven, set in selfish lines.

His dark eyes flashed and his face
was unplasant as he came up to the
car, “You took long enough. Do you
think I like waiting for you police?”

Dink had opened the door. He halt-
ed in surprise, staring at the man,
“How did you know we were 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 Dome-
gan, whose knuckles were white as
he gripped the wheel. Dink shifted
his cigar. “Qf course, Mr. Crandall.
Wietl's wromg?™

RANDALIL swore Iluridiy. “I
told you over the phome. Thefit!
Someome has taken over a hundred
thousand dollars in negotiable securi-
ties.”

Dink whistled. “Tihwtt's a lot of
direro. Amy suspects?”

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

Dimk held back his anger though
his eyes glinted and his fist doubled.
“You'te wasting time yeurself,” he
said abruptly. “Name the guy. and
your reasoms.”

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 preb-
ably was his accomplice. Jeffersen
Weermeer stole these securities. O my
secretary, Mary Taggart, er beth of
them werking together.”

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

Crandall stared. *“Whet on earth
are you talking about?"

“Jost that,” Dink said, “Wemner's
dead. My men have gome over his
apartment with a fine tooth comb.
There’s no negotiable securities
there.”

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

Dimk’s voice lowered damgerously.
"How long has Miss Taggart been
with youw?”

S(Ten ymﬂl

“Amrem’t you pretty fast acvuosing
someone who’s been with vou that
long?”

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

Dimk sighed, counted to ten 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 a
sizable fortume, so I write as I please.
It just happens they sell.”

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

Crandall told him. Dimk obtained
a list of the secuwrities, looked at the
wall safe in the over-rich office in
the house, He discovered Wenmer had
been eager to sell Crandall some mim-
ing stock. The novelist kept bring-
ing the talk back to his secretary.

Where

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

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

Denegan wheeled the car arownd.
"Nature sure went off the beam when
that gwy was planned,” he said acidly.

CHAPTER 1V

HEY drove back to town and

Dsnk directed Domnegan to

Mary Taggart's address. It
proved to be a big house on a ¢urv-
ing, tree-lined street. Dimk opened
the front door to a small lobby and
saw the girl’'s name and apartment
number on a mail box. The old. man=
sion had been remodelied and eut up
into small apartments. Dink walked
up a windimg stairs to the second
floor, The giri’s door wastihe seceond
down the hall.

He knocked gently and waited. Ne
one answeted. Dink shifted his ¢igar
and knocked again, just as softly. Ha
thought he heard a furtive meve:
ment but couldn’t be sure. He tested
the knob and the door eracked epen
a Jittle.

Dinmk shot a quick glance up the
hall and slipped into the apartment.
He closed the door and turned inte
the room. He froze.

A girl stood in a far door and she
held a deadly littie revolver. She
was a beautiful girl but fright made
ugly lines around her blue eyes and
red mouth. Dimk's bulging green
eyes swiftly told him that he cowld
never get across the room before she
fired. She stared at him. wordless.

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

For a moment she didn’t answer.
Then she nodded, “Yes.”

Dink sighed deeply. "Beoy, I'm
glad I found you! You're lucky 1
did, teo.*
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The gun wavered a little, “What
do you meam?*

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

8he gasped, “I didn’t! Werner
stole them. That’s why I—" she
broke off sharply. “Wheo are you?”

Dink ignored the gquestion. “Did
Weenmer have them?”

She shook her head and swddenly
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 onmly
catch phrases, “Weemmrer said he
loved me...ttiied to sell Cramdall
stock. , . Weemer stole the securities
...Stanley was always careless with
the safe... I went to Wermer to get
them back. I wanted to kill him and
1 took a gun.u n

Dink listened, soothing her, trying
to bring her around to tell a coher-
ent story. He fiimallyy got it, and the
reconstruction fitted in with what he
knew, Wermer had used his evident
charms on Mary Taggart, becwmrming
a constant visitor to the Cramdall
home. He had seen opportunity in
the open safe door and had taken ad-
vantage of it. Mary realized whe
had stelen the securities when Cram-
dall had diseovered the 1ess:

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

Dink broke in, “He was alive?®

She nodded miserably. “Yes, but
T wish he hadn't been, I accused him
of the theft, and he didm’t deny it
to me. I told him that I could not
marry a thief,” Shke buried her face
in her hands and her words came
muffled. “He laughed and said that
he could net remember any words of
marriage. That’s when I pulled the
gun. He was frightened for a meo-
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 ewidemtly
know of his murder.”?

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

Pink shook his 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 brealking
his heart, He had taken the easiest
way out.”

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

Pink 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 grinmed, “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 Domegan in the car
and leaned thoughtfully back against
the seat, Domegan waited for in-
structions and started ffitigeting under
the wheel,

Dink pulled a cigar from his poei-
et, “Let’'s go to the station, I think
Jefferson Wemmer had concealed tsf-
ents.”

Domegan grunted ss he started the
car. “He ain’t no more. ILeastways,
there ain’t much he can do on a siabp.”

¥ T THE station, Dink made eoat
' 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 Wermer hadn’t done the high-
dive of his own volitiomn. If it was
mundier, everything pointed to Mary
Taggart with the exception 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

The pa-

(AHe
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fingeypiint man. He asked about
Weemeen’s  prints.

The man sounded excited. “Yeah,
I got 'em, and I got a surprise for
you, Wemen’s prints were on file.
Yeah, we got ’em about five years ago
from the FBL. He worked a fake
securities racket in New Yeork under
the name of James Fenton. Seems
he had a partner in those days, John
Ordren. They split up aad Fenton
dropped out of sight.”

Dink asked about Ordren. “We
ain’'t got a thing on what happened
to him. He might be in prison some-
where.”

Dink replaced the receiver and
thoughtfully tugged at his ear. He
wished to hell he knew where this
Ordiren person could be found. He
decided to check the modus sperandi
file and spent most of the afternoon
there. He couldn’t say that he learned
very much,

CHAPTER V

EADS in a case have a bad

habit of suddenly going

dead and Dink recogmized
the symptems. Nothing new devel-
oped in the VWwmer case, He asked
duestions, went ever and over the im-
fermatien he had and he might as
well have been on a vacation for the
wesl that passed.

He questioned Porter StanfieM at
length again. The man wanted to be
helpful, but he had little to offer.
He did identify Mary Taggart from
a photograph that Dink showed lim.
but that in itself meant little. It
confirmed her presence just before
the murder and it also confirmed
Mary’s ewn confession that she had
been there.

Dink questioned the desk clerk at
the Mardott, the housekeeper, the
bellhops. Netililgg came but what
he already knew. Jefferson Werner
was constantly going and coming and
he had many visitors, the greater
nurmiber women. Mary Taggart's pho-
tograph brought immediate recogni-
tien several times.

He 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 amgrily,

“Not a damned tlimg!*

Jacobs shrugged and looked wup
hopefully. “Lock, can I rent this
suite now?"

Dink popped a cigar in his mouth
and bit viciously down on it. “Sure,
go ahead. But, Jacohs, be careful
of your tenants. I don't like ’em get-
ting killed.”

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

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

Porter Stanfield was just coming
from his apartment. He smiled at
Dimk. “Yaoui're very busy on a sui-
cide case, Lieuterant. Has amything
new come up?”

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

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

Dink growled, “Why?”

Stanfield shrugged, “Who would
want a murdlerer running arownd
loose in the hotell?*

Dimk didn‘t answer. He drove from
the hotel to the dirty gray stone
Headquarters. He pushed wpstairs
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 deep voice said, “We have just
received a lime on theose stolen se-
curities.”

Dink shouted.
everything."”

In a short time he sat in a somber
office while a somber man behind a
somber desk answered his questions.
“Ome of our clients purchased these
securities from a dealer who called
on him.,”

Dimk felt his heart sink. This
would come right back te Werner
and he’d be no better off than before,
The Fifth Viee-President folded his
hands and went on. “The dealer’s
name was John Ordien and he dees
not seem to be licensed.”

Dimk’s jaws clamped on the cigar,

“E'il be over. Hold
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“] have a line on Omdlrem. He’s not

exactly a righteous citizen. Wihere
did your client meet him?"
The man shrugged. “The wsual

manmer, a securities salesman calling
on an executive. My client recog-
nized the securities, and so believed
the salesman was bona fide emough.
The catch came at the discount of-
fered on face value. My client be-
came suspicious and checked with
us."

Dimk 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. Waans diamond
ring.”

INK smiled and hastily arose.

“IL got it, and thamks. I think
I can put the fimger on friend Ordren.
Irn 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 siren. We got to get there.”

Domegan fiashedd him a swrprised

look and his big foot canve dowm on
the starter. The moter roared to
life and the red blinker light fiashed
on. They shot from the curb, the
siren starting Its high wail.
» Traffic quickly parted for the car
snd Dink grirly stared out the wind-
shleld at the fflashing street. He
cursed himself” for being sownd
asleep. He sheuld have seen the
esnneetien leng befere. Dsenegan
wheeled the ear inte the eurved drive
and DPimk jumRed teward the Hetel
4895s.

Jacobs came running forward, hor-
ror on his face. Dimk grabbed the
man’s lapels. “I want Porter Stam-
field:”

Jacobs looked blank and then star-
tled. “Mir. Stanfield checked out this
morning.”

Dink stared at him, still holding
tightly to the black lapels. His bulg-
ing green eyes grew desperate,
“Chrcked out? He couldm’®. You
shouldm™ have let him.”

Jacolbs angrily pried Dimk’s firgers
from his coat, “I believe we handle
our own busimess, Lieutenant, There
was no order to that effect from the
police department. Something else,
that red light and siren has done the
hotel ne good. [ shall compiain very
strongly te the proper—"

Dimk wasn't listening. He turned
on his heel and ran to the desk. The
clerk stared as though Dimk was
about to gibber. He was. “Did
Stanfield say where he was goimg?”

It took the clerk a mimute to catch
up, then he shook his head, *“No, sir,
he did not. He simply checked out.”

“Wtmt cab did he take? Did he
go to the railroad statticm?™

“He 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 slammed it
to the floor. He cursed {lfieenty,
damning himself as a numbskulll. His
angry eyes happened to rest on the
switchboard.

He paused in mid-action, samity
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
snile.

“Did Mr, Stamfield make any calls
just before he left?”

She shook her head. “Mame, sir.”

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

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

Dimk grabbed the phone and dialed

Headquanters.  “WHnse phome is
Broadway 55%27"
There was a long pause. Then the

official voice answered. “Thmtt’s listed
to Mr. Stanley Crandall. Waoodbine.”

Dink slowly lowered the phone.
He impatiently waved Jzecobs aside
and walked slowly out of the hetel.
He didn’t answer Domegam’s gues-
tioning leok., Aens,”  he
said briefly, and sank baek agalnst the
seat.

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

They arrived at Headguaurters at
last and Dink stumped up the atairs
to Homicide and his own office. He
slumped down in the chair and stared
merosely 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 Wemer in
stealing the securities and later dis-
posing of them. That would be
smart. But if that were true, why
had Ordiren called Crandall?

Dink shifted uncomfortably and
stared at the phome. 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 Dimk tried
to make his voice concerned. “This
is the First American Bank. I be-
lieve you were worried about some
raissing ssouriities?”

There was a second’s hesitation,
then Crandall’s haughittyy weice
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 upX

Crandall roared into the phome, “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 Dimk’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*fti
and asked that a prowl car be brought
areund fer him.

A half hour later he wheeled the
car into a side road and turmed 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 stic-
rings of humger. 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 en until darlk,

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
eut of Crandall’s driveway and relled
smeethly teward the elty. Dink
saught a glimpse of Crandall’s
Raughty faee. Dink started the me-
ter, waited a few seeends, then
relled o4t OA the Righway. Cram
dalt's ear was far afiead and Dink
made A8 atiempt t8 cateh up for a
whihe.

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
witheut ence looking back. He was
headed for the heart of town. At
last they were in the busifess dis-
triet and twilight was upen them.
Dink elung elese to the readster. At
the farned Monuwment Cirele, Crandall
turned inte a parking garage

E INK hastily found an empty

space along the curb and
climbed from the car. He hurried
across the street and caught a
glimyee of the novelist as he left
the garage. Dink stepped inte 2
deerway as Crandall searched the
street. Then the man turhed sround
and headed areund the Clrele, walk=
ing fast.

Bink had to scurry to keep up with
him. Crandall went into a large cafe-
teria. Dink slowed up and cawtiously
approached the door. The place was
crowded and Crandall wasn't in sight.
Dink pushed in. He saw CTrandall
far ahead in the line and Dink picked
up a tray, dueking behlnd a heavy
wormah whe 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 acress the fable
from the writer.

Dink took a seat not far from the
cashier and he could alse wateh the
duo at the far table. He was thanli=
ful that his trailing had led him te a
place where he could at least keep
hunger from killing him. He grate=
fully cut inte his steak.

He didn’t have time to fimish his
coffee, Crandall passed something te
Ordren and both men arese. Dink
hastily picked up a menu and buried
his face ia 1t. The e paid their
cheecks and left. Dink scradibled from
the table.

Outisidke, he caught a glimgse 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 Hhiifich
was growing in him that the end ef
the trail was not far off, He wen-
dered what the final answer wauld he.

CHAPTER VI

N A FEW minutes the roadster

rolled out into the street,
KXl Ordren secated beside Crandall
at the wheel. The novelist turned
west, Dink started his own car and
8 sudden fear clutched at him, The
alrport was te the west and he re-
membered that Crandall owned a
plamne,

Crandall drove at a fast clip, yest,
well within the traffic rufes, Dink
had to drop back several times when
he was pocketed or a traffic light
went against him. Howewer, Crandall
stuck te Washimgton street and Dink
wag able te keep him in sight. By
new nlght had fallen and Dink felt
better, There was less chance of
Crandalk disesvering he was tailed.

Bink lit a cigar and ocwumfortably
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 Read, Cram-
dall turmed south and Dimk’s heart
dropped. They 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 Wermer’s death to be the
most important. He cursed silemtly
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.
Dimk 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
looseried the automatic he wore in
a shoulder holster, He slipped am
extra pair of handcuiffs in his pocket.
. It was piteh dark and the lane was
but 8 white blur that was guickly
swallewed by the trees. Dink sihifted
his @iga& te the other side of Hhis
meouth and started walking.

He went cautiously, his big ears
strained to catch any sound. There
was nothing alarming, Dimk kept
away from the lane, trying hard to
be soundliess. He stumbled once in
a ditch and his leg plunged imnto
tepid water. He cursed silently and
went on,

A 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. Ligihts flashed on and swept
in a half circle as someone turmed the
car around. He plunged into a small
glade just as the roadster jerked for-
ward.

Dink yelled, “Halt!”

The roar of the motor was deafem-
ing and the metal monster thundered
down upon him. Dink blasted a shot
to the windshield, then jumped for



46 % * * Crack Delective

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 ffrom the road. It
hurdled the shallow ditch and jarred
to a halt against 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 te
the protection of some bushes.
Amotiher bullet whined over 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 toward
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 rumning
figuree swiftly dimmed. Dink took
careful aim and ffiedl. At first, he
thought he had missed. Then the man
stumbled, caught himself and stume
bled again. He took another step or
two forward and fell fliat.

Dink advanced cautiously toward
the sprawled ffigure. The safety was
off the automatic and he was taking
no chances. He came closer. The
man lay face downward. Dink
rolled him over. Staniey Crandall's
pale face showed white in the night.
Dink struck a match,

FEFRHERE was a long wound along
the man's skull where Dink's
lucky shot had knocked him out.
Otfher than that, he was not hurt,
Dink snapped handcuffs on the limp
wrists and another pair on the ankles.
He straightened and turned back the
way he had come,
Dink came to the end of the road,
a blank wall of saplings and bushes.
He peered into the darkmess but
could see nothing. He flinally held
matches Jow to the ground until he

found the tire marks showing where
the car had been halted and then
turmed around.

He worked in a circle from there
and flimally came upon a broken swath
leading into the bushes. He trailed
in. A few yards beyond the road, he
stumbled over a body on the ground.
He quickly recovered, stooped amd
lit a match.

Porter Stanfield, 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
consciousmess. He was sitting up,
staring at the mamnaclles. 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 disdsiimful.
“Hie had it coming. He was a com-
mon blackmailer.”

Dink nodded. “I figuredd that an-
gie. Crandall, you did a much neat-
er job on Wanmexr. Of course, I think
you're a heel to have tried to turn
suspicion on Mary Taggart.”

Crandall shouted back. ‘““Why
shouldn't I? She was turning me
down for him!” He broke off sharp-
ly and there was only the mnight
noises for awhile. Then his voice
came quietly. "How did you kmow?”

bink shrugged. “Ob, I fligured it
out from what was left Ilaying
ground, I see the case this way. You
told the truth about Wemer callling
to sell you stock. His real name was
Fenton and that was his racket., 1
alse knew that he played the ladies
pretty heavy and it was obvious your
secretary fell hard for him.

“You were also truthfuk in report-
ing the theft of the securities from
your safe. Wemner was an opportum-
ist of the first water and an open door
like that was too much to resist. But
after that, Crandall, you tried fiitiion.
You'd write lousy detective novels,
judging from the way you tried t»
set this stage.”
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“I’ll be the judge of my own writ-
ing,” Crandall smapped.

Dink sighed. “Not much longer,
I'm afraid. But here’s what happened.
Mary went to Weamer, shocked at his
theft. You also went to see him to
recover the securities and to raise hell
about Mary, You had to wait until
she was gone and Porter Stanfield got
& good eyeful of you hanging aroumnd.
Enougl to make him suspicious, in
any case,

“Mary left and you went into Wer-
ner. Things got pretty hot and you
-slugged hint. Mayibe you hit him too
hard, maybe his head cracked against
some object. Amyway, you found you
had killed him. You were jealous as
heli of Mary Taggart and you wanted
to get even. 8o you wrote the note
in the typewriter, you set the whole
stage, even to gun Weemmer had just
taken from Mary when she was hys-
terical,

“It worked nicely, you figured. The
stage set, you pitched Wemer 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 around after the
girl left,

“The second strike was Wermer'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
he knew and that he could easily have
suspicion swung right around and
you'd be in trouble. Probably. he
pretended to be satisfied with the
stolen securities at first. That's why
you changed your mind.”

Crandall growled, “Stamfield was
too damned greedy.”

Dink nodded. “All blackanaillers are.
He called you last night, figuring he
could pult out of town safely emough
now. But he wanted some more dough
and you realized that you were in for
a bleeding as long as you lived or
your momey held 'out. You fifgured
you could never be sure Stanfield
would be silent even if he was paid.
So you pulled a second murder.”

€randall was silent. His voice came
in a surly whisper. “I don’t have to
confess to anythimg, you know.™

NK sighed again. “That’s right,

R 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 cleam.”

Crandall stirred uneasily. “I’Il 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. “Tzke ‘em
off your ankles. Think it over in your
cell. Ill book you on tonigit’s kill-
ing and that’s all T’ll try to prove.
But you’'ll get the chair, Crandall,
Wiy not give Mary Taggart a clean
slate?”

Crandall came to his feet. He smiled
at Dimk. "She is a nice kid, isn't
she?”

Dink growied, “The best If 1
wasn’t so damned old and so damned
ugly—" He broke off.

Crandall chuckled as he turmed to
walk toward the police car. “You've
got something there, Licutenamt. It's
a good idea for a love story. Well,
let’s get going. I’ll make a full state-
ment in the momrning.” )

They walked down the road toward
the car, Crandall slightly ahead. Dink
cursed silently and wished he had a
cigar to chew. Except for that, every-
thing was f&ne.

THE END

2 NEW NOVELS

o Appeal From Judge Golk” by Archie eszelyn

“Tegdl of

Laagghing Death™ by Ed Earl Repp
In The Mach lssue of WESTERN YARKS — 10°
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B. & B. Deteiivss, and
theiir cati, Simfdd, soive
the mystesyy belimd a
figttigy manss sxdiden
foss of meyve.

T WAS a veritable behemoth of
a truck, bhmit-nosed, a duil
olive-green, it stood in the camp
road as ugly as the Puritem’s ceon=
cept of sin. Passing soldiers looked
at it—looked again and whistled

&8
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softly. *“Whwmt a dream!" one ex-
claimed; another, “Mamat Aiimn’t she
somethin’ to write home about.”

The feminime pronoun did not
refer to the truck, even though it
bore the insigne of the American
Wamen's Voluntary Services. Pro-
noun, and admiring remarks, apper-
tained to the occupant of its driver’s
<scat.

Trim in gray-blue uniform, canoe-
shaped cap perched jauntily on hair
the moutii-watering shade of sage
honey, tip-tilted littie nose impudent
over a damash-rose dab of mouth,
Betty Marvin was for once oblivious
of male adoration. Her eyes, corn-
flomar blue, were riveted anxiously
on the door of the long, lew bulld-
ing before which the truck had been
walting an heur,

Beside her, a furry bundie the ex-
act color of her hair heaved, uncurled
and became a huge cat siretching
lithe muscles. “Mmreow,” it com-
mented in a deep-chested baritone,
looking up at its mistress with eyes
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.”
Hier voice was silver. “They’ll be
through with him soon,” A silver
wire stretched almost to birexking,
“WEll soen know—" It caught in
her throat.

The door was opeming.

Ben Marvin came out of it and
across the board sidewalk slowly, as
if he were very tired. Sumlight
glinted from his lieutenant’s silver
bars, struck inte sharp relief the
weary lines cutting inte his dark,
sharp court®¥ance, His uniform was
impeccable, his black mustache
needle-pointed and intransigent as
always, but his left leg dragged @a
little, ts knee istiff.

A silvery liftle laugh greeted him
as he reached the truck. “Pay me,”
Betty chuckled, her tenseness gone
“Cme hard, round guarter.”

“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 te-
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. Hurry.
I've got to get Helen 'Lisbeth back
in her stall before the Gorgon dis-
covers I drove her down here.” A
series of backfices annoumced the
motor had come alive. “She’d love
the chance to chuck me out on my—"

“Betty!”

(‘&r'l'
“Welll?”

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-
orgeous silver hair’s a wig,” Cogs
clashed. “lt’s lucky, Bean,”

“That Mrs, Hall-Morris wears a

she fiimshed sweetly,

wig?”
“Na, silly.” The truck lurched into
gargantuan  motion. “That you

don‘t have to go back to the army
right away. ’'Causa I just bought the
most beautiful leather blotter pad
you ever saw.”

“A leathen—What the devil for?™

“Your desk, To keep your spurs
from scratching it. If you wore
spurs.”

EN pulled in a long, reluctant

breath but the pain had eased
from his face. “If you think I'm
going to hang around that triple-
be-dtamned offfiices—"

“It isn't. It's a lovely office and
it's ours. ‘B, & B. Detrctiivess’ Re-
memiber how proud we were when
the painter lettered that on its door.
Amd someone might even bring in
a cass—OQh, look!” Betty braked se
abruptiy Ben was within an ace of
being thrown from his sest. “Leok
at these seldiers.”

The road had brought them to a
wide, grassless plateau, where men
in baggy battle uniforms, their faces
and hands blackened, were sorted off
in pairs, industrieusly endeavoring to
commit mayhem on each other re-
gardless of the rules of Queensbury
or even these of commeon decency,
"Wttt are they deing?”

“Tiey’re playing Puss-in-the-Cox-
ner, honey,” Ben said sweetly, “to
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see which ones get ice cream for des-
sert tomight.”

“Benjamin Rowland Marvin! If
you expect me to believe any such
nonsense—I know very well there's
plenty enough ice cream to go around
—OM,” she broke off. “That man.”
Betty's “fimgers went to her lips.
“Ihere. Something’s wromng.”

"Wircong's right,” Marvin agreed.
“Thet’s Art Banning, and—What the
hell?"”

The soldier had jumped swddenly
back from his antagonist, stood rigid
now, left fist clenched hard against
his temple, right arm stiff along his
flank, its sooted fingers working con-
vulsively. His eyes, seeming all
whites, stared unnaturally large from
his face’s black mask and his voice,
thin, tortured, came clearly across the
field.

“I can't. I can't do it

“You blasted yellow....” A burly
nom-com pounded stiff-legged toward
the man. “You lily-liieredd....” An
officer caught the sergeant’s arm.
“Hold it, Jackson.” A second liew-
tenant. “Hold everything. I'll take
care of this.”

Ben started down off the truck.
Out in the field, the lieutenant was

saying, “Okay, Lanning.” Gently.
“Wittett’s it all about? Wiimtt's got
inte yow?”

A shudder ran through the man but
he came to attentiom, saluted. *“I
don't know, sir He spoke dully,
*“Alll of a sudden I kind of got a pic-
ture of me really sneaking up on a
guy and breaking his back with that
hold and it was like someone conked
me with a sledge-hammer. I—" His
voice thinned again, was edged with
hysteria. “I couldn’'t do it. Not
even to a Jap or a Jerry, I coulldm’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, Lieutenant Corbett.”

Corbett sighed. "“That's a 1little
better. Now go to your quarters and
stay there. I'll have a little talk
with you later”

“Thank you, sir,” The private was
stockily built, rock-jawed, young. He
Iooked the kind that doesn'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 slespwalker.

RBETT watched him-——turned
to a tap on his arm. “Lieutemn-
ant Marvin.”  His bronzed face
lighted with .genuine pleasure. *“I
hadn’t heard you were back with us.”
He remembered to s&®ite. “I suppose
you're taking over the phatcon.™
“No, Dick.” Ben returned the
salute, put his hand out for a friend-
ly clasp. “I'm still on the inactive
list—look. Whmt's got into Lanning?
He’s the last man in the platoon I'd
expect to put on an act like that.”
“Gr 1.” Corbett shook his head.
“I'we always fiiguredd him the tough-
est hombre of the lot and the Lord
knows they’re all plenty tough or
they wouldan’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
to transfer him out.”

“That won’t repair the damage.
Marvin was looking past the seoomd
lieutenant, to where Jackeson was
roaring at the other men, on the
verge of apoplesy. “Look at the rest
of your gang. They're just goigg
through the motions, They're think-
ing of what Lanning said and it's
taken all the oomph out of them,™

*Yeah.” Corbett pulled the edge
of his hand across his forehead. “That
sort of thing's infectious. But what
the devil can we do about itt?™”

“Fimd out what's ailing Lanning
and straighten him out, That'll cure
the others.”

“Sure. But how? I[—Hold on! 1
can't get anything out of him, but
I've seen him confabbing with old
Frazier over at the Red Cross shack.
I wonder iff—*

“Got it" PBen twisted, was limyp-
ing back to the truck. “Come on,
Bets. Wawe got places to go and
things to do.”

“The Gorgon,” Betty wailed, but
as Ben resumed his seat beside her
she asked, “UWiHere to, me Tud?*
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“The south end of camp Take that
first turn to the left...."

Tihe whitee-haired man with the
Swiss Cross on his lapels said, “Yes,
Lieutenant Marvin. [ know what's
bothering Private Lanning,” and
stopped.

A muscle knotted in Ben’s gaunt
cheek. “lit’s something you 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. “Ne, if that were so I should
not even admit he had talked to
me. His troubles do net concern the
army at all.”

“The hell they don't,”” Marvin
blazed. “They‘re only runining a
damn good soldier and sapping the
morale¥of the plateon I half killed
myself making the best in the di-
vision. Listen, mister!” Tersely, he
related the incident that had brought
him to the Red Cross Field Director.
“New tell me again this is none of
my business.”

“Your busimess, lieutenant,” Fraz-
ier smiled thinly, “is leading your
men in battle. The life they‘ve left
behind them, the welfare of their
loved ones, is ours. W&'we built a
vast organizatiom that reaches into
every city and village and rural com-
funity in this land to handle that
job.” His fingers drummed on the
edge of his deskt. “I think we've
been falrly successful thus far”

“Yes,” Marvin admitted grudging-
ly. “You have.”

“But I confess,” Frazier went on,
“that in this case I find myself on
the horns of a dilemfha." His hand
dropped to a drawer, pulled it open.
“Arthur Lanping received this let-
ter from his wife about a fortmight
ago. Cn Friday, the twenty-fifth, to
be exact.”

The writing on the folded% sheet
of notepaper was neatly formed, the
lines forthrightly straiigit:

“Art danibing;

There’s something ['d like to
talk to you about. I'd come down
te camp but we're sihwrthanded
and I oughtn’t even to miss one
shift at the plant, especially with
what I do there. Maybe you

could get a weekend leave and
we could have one of our good
old powwows.

Something awfully funny hap-
pened the other day. 1 was rid-
ing to wwarkk...”

The rest of the letter deald® with
the sort of inconsequential trifles
that mean so much to a husband sep-
arated from the wife he loves amd
who loves him, and nothing to any-
one else. It was signed, very sim-
ply, “Your Mary.”

T VRRMIN gave it back. “Netin-
pE il ing in this to send a man hay-
wire,”

“No,” 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 said it, but a chill prickle travelled
Ben’s spine. “It got lost in the mail,”
he suwggested.

“Perfraps. But it is hardly pos-
sible that Lanmimg’s second letter
would also meet the same fate, When
that brought no response, he came
to me.”

“’Yefs?"

“I followed our usual procedure,
had our local Red Crass chapter send
someone out to make a discreet in-
vestigation. The three times our
worker called, Mary Lanning was not
at home, Syie had not reported for
work sinee Saturday, the twenty-
sixth, when she drew her last pay.
We have been uhable to locate any-
ene who has seen her since she left
the Atllas Cherical Cempany’s build=
ing, that might.”

“You Have been unable to locate—"
Ben Marvin's jaw ridged. “Didn't
it occur to you that this ought to
be reported to the police?”

“Natwrally.” Frazier adjusted a
foumta@in-pen stand that needed no
adjustmment. “But that is up to Ar-
thur Laneing, not to us)

“And he—?"

“Refiuzes to bring the police into
this affair, refuses to permit us to.
I offered to tell Colonel Fosdick the
circumstames, secure a furlough for
him so that he can search for his
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wife himself. He has refused to per-
mit me to do that. Nor will he teil
me why.”

“No?"” Little light worms crawled
in the blackmess of Marvim's eyes.
“Whet do you want to bet he'll tell
me?"

“Oh lock here, lieutenant. You
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.

“Oiemy, hon?” Betty smiled down
at him. “Are we going home now?"

“Yau're going home,” Ben grinned
back at her. “if'we got a littie mat-
ter needs attending to here

“Then I stay too.”

“Uwmmi, noh. If you think I'm
letting you hand the Gorgon her
chance to give you the old heave-
to_il

“Iive Gorgon go to—to blazes.™

“furem, Amnd you can get going.
Pronto!”

The smile died from the girl's lips
and under her lucent skin pallor
spread. “Are you giving me orders,
Lieutenant Marvim?®

“I’'m talling you to start this truck
back to wirere it belongs,” Black eyes
caught, held, cornflower blue ones
and there was sudden, silent but in-
tense conflict between them, Abrupt-
ly Bem’s voice was fuzzy, deep-itmned,
“Blase, Bets.”

“Miwtt’'s better,” she sighed, and her
smife was back. “’'Bye honey. Don't
do anything I wouldw’t do.”

Gears 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 Bem’s face as he bent,
grabbed his left knee with both hands
and squeezed hard.

“Damm,” he murmnored. “Damm it
to hell,” and straightened and moved
off, hobbling now like a spavined
horse.

As Ben entered the barrack’s room
a soldier sprang from a cot. stood
at attention in undershirt, shoeless,
“At ease,” the licutenant smiled and
looked past the relaxing man. Two
long rows of neatly made cots
stretched either side the room, alter-
nating head and foot. There was

no one else in sight. “WHesw’s Ban-
ning, Gordom?”

The private’s eyes went blank. *¥
don’t know, sir He fumbled with
the arm bandage that explaimed his
own presence hire, “I don’t know,?
he repeated, needlessly.

Marvim's eyes came back fromy the
wall above the fourth cot on the
right, where a pack hung from one
hook but the omegmext to it was
empty. “I take it you don’'t know,*
he said and then surprise flared into
the soldier's facejas the officer’s hand
went to his own collar, deftly umn-
pinmed silver bars. “Get it, Gor-
don?” Ben asked, wanm-toned, “This
is between vou and me and these
walls.”

“Yes, sir,” Gordon sesmed dazed.
“Yeahr. I get it.”

“Art Lanmimg’s gone over the hill,
hasn’'t he?"

MHE fellow’s mouthk opened,
closed, opened again, and then
the dam broke. “Gees,” he blurted,
“Hle come ia here lookin' tike the
weath uh God. I don't think he
heard me ask him what was up. The
way his eyes looked, blind kind of,
I don’t think he even saw me. Fie
just marched to his bunk and grabbed
his helster from the hook there and
stomped on inte the latrine in back.”
It was Ben’s turn to look comfused.
“The latrine?”

“Yes, sir. You climb out e win-
dow in there when the sentry’s the
othher 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. “F'we 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. “Widll, you'd bet-
ter not try it too often. I'd hate
to see you hauled up before a sum-
mary court on charges.” The twinkle
of humeor vanished. “Look here. I've
got to 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 wemt?"

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 Post Road. You can get a
hitch there 'most amywheres.”

“Allmest anywhere,” Ben Marvin
repeated, his brow knittimg. “And
he's had plenty of time to reach the
highwaygy....."

““You take the high road™ =ung
Betty Marvin as she hurled the huge
A, W. V. 8. 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 I'll be in Scotland afore
you—' Isn't it weird, Sinbad, to see
the Post Road all empty like this?"
% “Mrreow,” Sinbad agreed, - laily
blinking his extraordinary blue eyes.

“Simce camp, we've just seen that
otte army car that whizzed past us.
It’s the war, you know. Civilians
can't get gas or tires wnless—Oh,”
she broke off. “Theme’s a soldier
now, thumbing a ride.”

He’d stepped out of the bushes
ahead, already lifting his arm to
signal her. Fighting the ponderous
brake, Betty looked puzzled. “Funny,
Sinbad,” she muemured. “Et almost
seems like he's been hiding in there,
looking over the cars that come along
before showing®himself.” The truck
skidded to a halt and the soldler
came up on its steps.

“You going through to the dity?"

His nostrils quivered and the guick
look he shot into the truck’s interior
was somehow harried. “The big city,
I mezm’™

“Yes." The soldier was barsheaded
and there was S$Rgt along the bard
line of his che&itone, as if he'd
washed hastily, “Come on al—I know
you!” Betty exclaimed. “You’re the
soldier who—igi're Private Lam-
ning.” Landimg’s mouth greyed,
went thin, straight., “What about
it,” he demanded, fatly.

“You shouldn’t be—Your lieutem-
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 Lannimg’s ffist. “What—What’s
that for?”

“For being too blasted smart.” The
soldier's pupils had shrunk to pim-

points. “You—" The gun pounded,
ripped a hole in the truck roof as
he was hurfed back off the step by
a blonde, spitting fury of emraged
cat that had exploded from the seat.

There was a soft, sickening thud
in the road, a yowl of jumgle fury.
“Sinbad!” Betty cried, iing
down. The cat, arch-backed, enor-
mous with bristled fur, lashed a sinu-
ous tail above the soldier's prostrate
form. “Ot’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 Lam-
nimg’s left ear to the point of his
jaw. It was the only visible sou-
venir of the felime’s attack, but he
lay very still, very white in the road.
Reckiess of Sinbad’s deep-chested
growl, Betty sank to her knees and
probed a tawny scalp, her ffingers
anxiows.

S HE let breath filter from between

her lips. “Not broken, Sinbad.
He just cracked the back of his head
on the concrete and knocked himself
out, He'll be—"

A thrashing in the bushes twisted
her to them in time to see Ben burst
out, breathlless. He saw her. “Betty!”
hebbled to her. “Bets, honey. I heard
the shot and—Yau/re all right, Bets?
You’te not humrg?*

“Omly my pride, Ben, the way 1
blurted it out.” Her smile was rus-

ful. “'I know you,’ I prattted. “¥You
oughtn’t to be here. Yeou're Private
Lanning amd—"

“Lanning!” Marvin stared at the
stunned man, really seeing him for
the first time. “I’li be evenlksimgly
—Thett's whom I was tradking
through the woods. He left a trail
plain as Broadway and—Whest hap-
pened, Betty?"

She told me. ‘*He wasn't going
te shoot me, Ben. I'm: sure he wasn't.
He_l!

“Hold it, Bets. He’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, “Easy,” Marvin mug-
mured. “Take it easy, Lanning. I'm
not going to turn you in.*

“You—paure not..,.”

“Not unfess you persist in acting
like a blasted idiot”™ Ben let him-
self down, gimgerly, to tiW* 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 amyone,
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, Lam-
ning. Frazier showed it to me

“Her letter—" Lanning laughed,
curtly, Bitterly. “Yeah. Sweet as
honey it was. Amd phomey as hell,”

*Not pheney,” Ben denied, gently.
“Ne weman living eeuld fake a let-
ter like that if she dien't leve the
man she wrete it {0.”

“Thet's what [ thought.” The sol-
dier was fumbling in a pocket of his
battle uniform. “Till L got this and
thought it over.” He brought out a
dingy, crumpled envelope, thrust it
at Ben. “Here, Since you've stuck
your nose this far intc my affairs,
you may as well shove it in all the
way." He'd long gone beyond distime-
tions in rank. “Go on, read it*

“L will?

Betty read it too, over his shoub-
der;

“Mayibe 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 better 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 Betty who exclaimed, “How
filtihy!” She twisted to Lanning.
“Dom’t tell me you put any stock in
that—that garibage!”

The soldier hadl plucked his revolw-
et from the roadbed, was struggling
erect, “Mayhe it's garbage,” he
snarled,, “but she's gone off some-
where, #in't she? Amnd she didn’t go
alone.” His hand tightemed on the
gun” butt.  “I don't kyow wiere to
jook, but I'm gonna find them, amd—"

“No,” Ben said. “F'm going to fiind
her for you. If she's allive=”

“If-——ii” Lanning went corpse-gpay.
“Wl=t do you mean?” His fhingers
dug into Marvin’s shoulder, bruising.
“Yitet makes you think Mary’s not
alive?”

Tihe lieutenant lifted his head to
look into the man's face, his
slender frame otherwise motionless.
“Nothing,” he said blaﬁcﬂy. "Not a
thing. But the thought of her dead
hit you smack in the solar plexus,
didn’t it? The thought of Mary
dead, the woman yow love so much
you were willing to let her go with
someone she'd learned to love more
than you till the vermin that crawled
out of this filth ate into your brain
and ate away your love for her.” The
smile under his needie-pointed mus-
tache was faintly mecking, but his
eyes pitied the man. “4And made you
forget something else, your duty to
the uniform you wear,”

Ben came to his feet as tHe sol-
dier's hand dropped from his shoul-
der. “Youw're going back to your
bunk, Lanning, the way you camme—"

“MOHH

“Amd I'm going to find Mary for
you," Marvin went on, very auietly,
"Il give you my solemn promise,
Lannimg, that if 1 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. Ts that fair
enough ?*

“Yeah.” Arthur Lannimg’s face was
the color of putty. “Yeal. It's fair
enough.”

“Okay. Now, go back to the bar-
tacks, I want to ask you some ques-
tions, ...."
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FgﬁHE A, W. V. S. truck pounded
iz down a narrow street of drab
gpartment houses, one cut above tene-
ments. “The Gorgon must be throw-
ing eleven different kinds of fits by
now,” Betty chuckled. “I wish 1
could see her, Ben.”

“Yeah—Wach it, Bets. There's
four—nime'teen,” about the middle of
the block.”

She eased the behemoth to the carb,
braked, turmed to Ben. “Ofmy. What
now, Sheriodk?”

“Now we—Uh, uh.,” Marvin pulled
back from peering out and up from
undler the roof. “A dame’s leaming
out of a window up in the third
floex:”’

“So what?”

“Amd she's got a pillow planted be-
tween the sill and her—er-—aohest.”

Betty looked bewildered. “T still
don't see....”

“That cushion means she parks
there by the day, watching the
street.”

“Litke a few thousand other women
in this town that haven't amything
better to do with their time, even if
there is a war on.*

“Towe, my sweet,” Ben agreed.
“But this one's leazi'?ing out of a
third floor window and the Lanning
flat is on the third fillop—"

“Rear, remamber,’”

“Birecisely. Nevertihslkess, we shall
make a slight change in our projected
tactics, Listen closely, oh light of
my life and consolation of my de-
clining years—if any. Listen to my
words of wisdom.”

Tiere followed a low-toned col-
loquy, after which Betty swung litie-
Iv down to the sidewalk, crossed
alone to the brownstome 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 pushbuttoms misshapen by
many years of thrusting flingets. The
girl found the framed slip that said,
LANNING 3R, peered into the box
abeve it,

She could make out a white en-
velope, ‘Soldier’s Mail—Hiree’ scrawl-
ed in the corner where the stzmp

ought to be. Her eyes narrowed.
Then her forefinger jabbed a but-
ton, not Lammimg’s. The one next
to it, over which the mnameplate
read, RALSTOWN, 3E.

She rang once more before the hall
door’s latch clicked. As she pushied
the heavy portal open, Ben arrived at
her side. “Mamme’s alone in the iy
he murmured. “She had to pull in
from the window to answer your
ring.”

“Yes—Bem. I['ve been thinking all
the time the reason Mary Lanning
wrate her husband to ceme to her
was because she wanted to see him
again, to help her make up 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 discoveny?*

“She never read his first letter. She
was gone before it came. It’s still
in the box. I could read the post-
mark through the glass.*

“Imteresting.” They were climbing
steep stairs, their feet silent on the
carpeted treads, their voices barely
audible, “But—OQh, oh. Here's where
I stop.” They were midway of the
flightit between the second and third
floois, and above them hinges were
ereaking. “Yow remember ycur little
speech, dom’t yow?”

The hall door of the third fior,
front, flat framed a big woman in a
clilemp and dingy house dress. “¥es?”

Weary eyes, the irises a blurred
brown, peered at Betty. “Whmt is
it?”

“Mirs. Ralstom?™

HE must have been pretty omce;

nepy 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 lecose, wrinkled.
“Jen Ralston’s my name.”

“I’'m from the A.W W S., Mrs. Rajls-
ton.” Betty’s smile was imgratiaiing.
“Ome of your neighbors has applied
for a certain highly confidential posi-
tion and I've 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 don’t know nothing about ne-
body."”

“Ofh," Betty interjected, hastily.
“You can't help knowing about her.
She lives right here on your own
floor:” t

The door stopped moving.
Lanning, you meam?”

“Mzry Lanning, You can help me,
can't yom?”

Mrs. Ralston gnawed an under lip
on which rouge was splotchy.
“Wrhsn'd you say she applied for this
job?"

“I didn't say.” The girl still smiled
blandly but in the hollow of her
throat a pulse fiutiered. “Becavse 1
don't know, exactly. But it must
have bean yesterday or the day be-
fore, because we didn't know about
this thing tiil then.”

“Yesteadtyy. ...." The faded brown
eyes were peering out past Betty,
into the shadows that shrouded the
stairs and the woman seemed ito be
listenimg for something. “Come in,
miss. Corne on inside where we can
sit 2a’ I'll give you an earful about
that—about Mary Lanming?.”

The Hat door closed on the two
women. For a moment there was
messty vacancy in the stairwell, then
Ben Marvin appeared on the landing.
His sombre gaze rested on the door
of 3, front, for an instant and there
was satisfaction in it, and pertuvefha-
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
on metal., Breath whispered against
the edge of tight teeth and a lock-
bolt rattled. Hinges whispered. A
vertical streak of light slitted the
murk, It widened, silhouetted a
slender form in officer’s uniform, nan-
rowed again and vanished,

Ben Marvin crossed a minuscule
foyer, entered a living room neatly
in order. A window was open inches,
a not curtain stirred with the breeze.
The furnishings were in as good
taste as instalment furnitumre ever is,
but dust lay, & thin film, everywhere,

A confession magazine lay open on
the seat of a chair. Glowes and a
newspaper were thrown carelessly on

“KMary

a small table. The room looked lived-
inm, but there "Was the dust and the
dead, empty silence brooding in the
flat.

A door in the farther wall let Mar-
vin into a short hall that ended in a
bedrecom. A window was open here
too, A closet was open and gaps in
the huddled row of dresses within
it, empty. hangers, a seguined 'eve-
nirg dress huddled forlorn on the
wardrolpe floot, told a story of hasty
departure underlined by dresser
drawers pulled half open, trailing
filmy plak rayen.

The double bed was made up, but
its candlewick spread was rumpled,
and a chair had been overiurned,
scuffing up a Wiiton scatter migg—
Ben stiffened.

Splotching one edge of the rug
and spreading over the shellacked
floor was a stain. A dark red stain,
dried, filking at the edges.

“Lacks like something violent hap-
pened berSf? he muttered, “and,*
glancing at the dresser, the closet
on whese hat shelf was a vacant space
just large enough to have contained
a suitcase, “and not to Mary Lan-
ning.” He bent, picked at the edge
of the stain with a flingernail], sniffed
the bit of dried stuff this broaght
away. Amn odd, satiric smile touched
his thin lips. “Yes,” he whispered.
“It loeks very much like it.”

His eyes were black azggatess....

PENKE Ralston flat had a smell of

. uncleanlitess, 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
foreigner comin’ to her flat night aft-
er night, an’ stayin’ to all hours while
her own mam's in the army, then 1
got to take notice."V

Betty squirmed uneasily in the up-
holstered chair, resisted a desire to
scratch. “i—Wikayibe you’re not being
fair. Mayhe this man is her brother.”

“Brother, my eye. An’ that ain't
all. Ome Saturday night, about two
weeks ago it was, she had him in
there an' all of a sudden there was a
lot of noise, like they were throwing
chairs at each other or sumething,
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an’ it stopped all of a sudden.” The
Ralston woman leaned forward in her
chair. “Afiter awhile,” she said low-
toned, “Mary Lanning come out
earryin’ a suitcase an' went dowm-
stairs helterskelter, like she was run-
nin’ away from somethin’, but the
wop, or whatever he is, never come
out at all.”

“He didn't!” Betty's eyebrows went
up, “I suppose you told the police.”

"¥Whe? Me? Say, any time you
catch me givin’ the cops a rumble—"
Jen Ralston cut off as a key rattled
in the hall door. “That’s Jim,” she
exclaimed. “I knew he'd be along
pretty soon.” She sounded relieved.

And curiousky triwmphant,

The door slammed shut. Heavy
footfalls crossed the foyer. A man,
not tall but heavily built, face broad-
ly moulded, stopped short in the liv-
ing room entrance, eyes too small, too
wide apart questioning the girl's
presence.

“Twiis lady’s been askin’ about
Mary Laanimg, Jim." Mrs. Raltten
lifted to her feet. “She says she put
in for a job with the A. W.—with
her bunch, yesterday,” Be'dy was wp
teo, throat dry with sudden, unrea-
soning panic. “Yesterday, or the day
before yesterday, she says.”

“Ch yeah?” The man was moving
slowly, ponderously, towards Betty.
“Yesterday, huh?” The weman was
meving toward her toc, from 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. “Youfwe told me all I need know.
Thank you.” She started toward the
foyer, but the man blocked her off,

“I’m gonna do you a faver, honey.”
His great hand clesed on her arm.
“I'm gonna let you talk to Mary
Lanning herself.” Betty was rigid as
the woman pawed her, searching for
a weapon, but there was no eanthly
use resisting. “Get your duds o1,
Jen,” Jim Ralston saidf “Loeoks like
we got to meve out uh here—fast.”

The car was a sedan, so old its
body squeaked, but its metor was
smooth and powerful, The sedan was

so old the layers of safety glass in
its side windows had separated, blur-
ring them so that anyone outside
would have to look hard inside to
see that the slim girl in the back seat
was blindfolded and gagged.

As the motor sent the sedan surg-
ing through endless meanderings,
Betty Marvin tried to shut out the
unwashed smell of the woman beside
her, tried to forget the feel of the
gun in her side as they'd descemded
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.

Amnd at long last the sounds that
drummed Betty’s ears changed pitch,
so that she knew they’'d entered an
enclosed space, and a deor thudded,
somewhere outside and the car
stopped. Seat springs creaked, up
front and the front door sgueaked
open, slammed shut. Clumsy ffirgers
fumbled at the handkerchief that
blinded Betty, pulled it away. Yel-
low light prebled her aching eyeballs,
dazzled them.

She heard a wheezy chuckle as the
fingorss removed her gag. Her vision
cleared and through the windshield
she discerned that she was in a low
ceiled small room cluttered with old
tires, old license plates, empty oil
cans. Obviously a private garage at-
tached to some suburban home, 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 ofpeming.
Jim Ralston came through, thudded
to the sedan, pulled open the ecardoor
on Betty’s side. “Come omn.”

; “Where?”

“Come on,” Ralston said again and
reached in to drag her out. The girl
recoiled from the rough paw. “Don't
touch me! IIl come.” She stumbled
ocut and, aware that the woman fol-
lowed, obeyed Ralston as he me-
tioned her to the door out of which
he'd come.

HEY went into a kitchen whase
blinds were drawn, making it a
place of dim glimts, 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. “Dars he want me, Jim?”
Something like terror quivered in
that whisper. “Do I have to go in
there?”

“He didn’t say so.,”

*“ihen I'm not.
stairs.”

“Qkay 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 wendered it
did not break through her rib cage.

Black shades were drawn down
tight over deep-embrasured windows
but on a ponderous, oblong library
table in the center of the breathless
room a lamp threw light downwards
on the mahogany surface, on the
curled lash and ominously heavy
handle of a rlding erep lylag thete.
Golng teward the taBle, the girl was
aware sf a shadowy presence sezied
in the blackprss Behind it, ef the
pale eval of a face stherwise un:-
defined.

I'm going up-

“Qiih,” she exclaimed, disap-
pointedly. “Yauive forgotten ths
candles,”

“Iie candles?” The voice from the
darkmess was startled. “Whmt cam-
dles?”

“We always have candles at my
sorority’s initiations. They're really
very efffective.”

“Indleed?” At the table now, she
could make out the speaker more
clearly, painfully thin, head too long,
too narrow, long nose sharp-lridged
and mouth straight-lipped, cruel,
“This is hardly a sorority imitiation?”

“Qith, isn't it? When I saw all this
hocus pocus I thought it was. What
are you up to, them?*

“I’il ask the questioms, if you don't
mind.” The voice was high-pitched,
effemimate in a 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
turmed to look for Ralstom, found
hind standing spraddie-legged before
the archway. “Ism’t it terrible, the
sloppy way they work mnowadays?
But then, I suppose you'we got to
be satistied 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 gquestion.
Answer it.”

“Most 1P-

Fimgers stole into the pool of
light, long white fingers that seemed
boneless. “I think you had better.”
The fingets touched the whip's
weighted handle. “¥as, I should ad-
vise you te,” They fell away into
the shadow again.

“L see what you mean. Well,"
Betty shrugged. “If I must, I must,
Hete's the way it was. Thkis morm-
ing, about eleven o’clock, I heard a
tapping on iy door. I went and
opened it, and who do you think was
there?”

“Go on.

She leaned forward, confidlentiaily,
left hand on the mahogany suorface
to support her. “A little green man,
ten inches tall—" Her right fitashed
to the whipis lash, swung its heavy
handle at the guestiomer’s dodging
head. It thudded duly on beme and
a heavier thud signalled a fallen body
as the girl whirled,

Ralstom’s mouth gaped stupidiy 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 gum-butt. She leaped,
The whip cracked on his wrist,
thurmped the revolver to the fliomr—

Im that instant her foot caught a
rug hold, threw her. Twisting to
save herself, she lost the whip, hit
the floor on hands and knees and saw
legs plunging to her, looked up and
saw a face contorted with pain and
rage, saw a great paw reaching down
=MBrity threw herselt at those legs,
hit them with her sheulder just be-
lew the knees:

“You ought to

OT with weight or strength, but
the momentum of Ralston’s
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charge, lightly checked, sent him
over her, sprawling, and Betty lifted
almost in the same motion, scooped
up Ralstom’s revolver by its barrel,
Fimgers clutched her -ankle, tugged,
and she was falling again,

Desperate, she flung the gun down,
smashed it into a furrowed temple,
The clutch on her ankle relaxed and
she twisted, 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 long hall, lighted by
a window at the far end to the might.
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 short, eyes wideming
at sight of the girl, “WHwt—?* she
gulped. “How—2"

“Hello,” Betty smiled, stepping to
the nearest door. “This is the room
he said Mary Manning’s in, isn't it?"

“No, thet one)” ‘Tise woman
pointed. “But—"
“Thanks.” Betty cut her ®#f and

was turning the knob before Jen's
slow mind could comprehend some-
thing was radically wrong with the
picture, The door wasn't locked, to
the girl’s immemse relief. She pulled
it open, went through, pulling it shut
behind her,

“Ohh!” A girl not much older than
Betty herself jumpped up from an
armchair near the windeow. “Yow—"
She was black haired, not pretty but
whelesorme. Her red-mitnmed eyes
found Betty and their pupils wid-
ened. “They—They did it.” Her lips
twitched. “I dldn't think they'd
dare.”

This cryptic greeting had Betty
speechless for once. Mary Lanning
held out her hands, wrists together.
“Go ahead. Put them omn.”

“Put what om?*

“Iihe handcuffs, of course, You
always handcuff a muwdieress, don't
you?”

Betty shook her head violently, as

if to clear it of cobwebs. “Wihe's

a murderess?"

“I am. I killed him, and that makes
me a—" Mary caught herself. “Aren't
—aren't you a poliicemanam?®

"YWt makes you think—Oh! This
uniform. ‘take anotiler look, Mary.
See these letters on my showlder.”

“A, W. V. 8 Mary Lanning's
voice cracked. "A. W.—Om, 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 shrili-ediged
with hysteria. “Wielll, it won’t work.,
I wouldn’t tell him, and I won't tell
yOLl."

“Wii, Waiit a minute,” Betty was
again bemused. “WHat are you talk-
ing about? WWHwt is this you won't
tell me?”

“How much of number seven I put
into the vats, at the plant. Did you
really think you could wheedle it out
of me after I refused to tell him, to
pay him for hiding me from the po-
lice?”

"A great light dawned on Betty.
“Your job at the Atlas plant was
to measure out some 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. “Didm’t you know
that?"

“Amd they're spies. They've been
trying to get it out of you*

“it was him fiiet. FErank Morse.
I met him at a dance the Employees®
Recreation Club gave and he was
nice at fiiest. He was a gemtleman.
Always remembered I was married
and didn’t cheat, and he'd just say
helle passing me in the hails, or
maybe onece in awhile treat me to a
soda at lunch. There was nothing
wrong about that, was there?*

&%}}Fﬁﬁ‘f‘wws like a child, asking it, o
K% that Betty’s throat ached for her
as she said, “Neo. Of course not,”
“Then that Saturday night he rang
my bell, and he said he had some-
thing to talk about with me, some-
thing irportamt, was inside before 1
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could think to say no. He came in
and he said he knew witere I could
get a lot of money just for telling
about numiber seven, and I told him
to siop fooling, that He knew darn
well I woulmt® tell it for all the
money in the world,

“He kept on at me, and I told him
to get out and he wouldm’t go.” The
girt seemed unable to stop. She was
talking as if to herself, as if sied
told the story over and over to hee-
self, sitting here alone, so often that
it seemed new to her that she was
merely delng 1t ence mere, forgetting
she had a listener. “Se I sald te ®im
then, that [ wasn't geing to listen
te him and I went inte the bedreem:
Ard he fellowed me in and made a
grab at me, and t hit at him and=he
fust Rave tripped or something, be-
gause he fell down apd Bit his head
8R he ehair, snd he was all ever]

Bigad.> The Black-iFised BuBits di
lated with remembered Rartet, #He

was plaad al} QYEr Aim apd he lay §8
sHit and ¥ didnt know what 1g 4o

“You poor kid.”

“[—I was just going to go out and
‘phone for a doctor or the police or
something when the doorbell rang. It
was that Mnrs. Raziston, from in front.
She said she’d heard me scream, Was
something wrong? Amd then she saw
the blood on me, and I had to tell
her what had happened.”

“WiHearempon she told you,” Betty
put in, “that the best thing for you
to do was run away and hide.”

“Because no one would believe my
story of how a man came to be in
my bedroom in the first place. Art
wouldm’t believe it. He’d think I—
that I was—"

“She talked fast, rushed you into
packing and skippimg cut before you
had a chance to think strigne—"

“Sfe said she had a friend who'd
be glad to help ma, and her husband
had his car downstairs, and—"

“You killed him, dema youl” The
interruptiom, packed with <choking
rage, came from behind Betty,
“Yaouiwe killed my Jim.” She wheeled
to it, to Jen Ralston in the doorway,
her face livid, Ralstom’s revolver jut-
ting black-barreled from her shak-
ing fist. “Amd I'm going to kill you.”

“Wiit.” Betty Marvin stared trams-
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 omly—"

“Don’t lie to me. I'wve been dowm-
stairs and I saw—get away from that
window, you!” The woman was mad
with grief and rage. “Get away be-
fore T put lead in you too,” But the
gun was steady now, holding Betty
impafed on its threat, “Jimis dead,”
the woman told Betty, tiny muscles
crawling wormlike under her fikisby
skin, “and you're golng to—" A thum-
derous erash belew, cut her eff,

Betty started forward, was held by
the lifting gun. by Jen Ralstom’s hat-

ing eyes, “Bets!” Ben Marvin
shouted, below. “Betty. WHene are
you?”

“Heref! Upstairs here, Ben.

Hurry!” but she knew it was no use.
“Hiumy, Ben.” The unexgected shout
had relaxedlLJen Ralstom’s trigger
finger an instent but it was tightem-
ing again. Befote Ben could hobble
up the leng Eflight—

“Bamn your soul to hell,” the wom-
an cursed her, and kmuckles whit-
ened—A. yellow streak flashed to
Jem’s shoulders, a spitting, yowling
feline clawed her. She staggered,
struck at it. screaming, and Betty
had her hands on the gun, was wrest-
ing it away and Ben was there some-=
hew, was pulling Siabad frem the
bleeding, gibbering female and a sick
darkness welled up Into Betty Man-
vin’s braif.

She slid down and down into ofb-
liviom.

HIF. weltered back to conscious-
5% ness. She lay outstretched on
the bed and Ben hovered amxiously
ahove her. "Hello.” she smiled wamn-
ly. “Hellle, hon.l

“Hello,” he grinned back, the tense-
ness draining frem him, “Feeling
better?"”

“Laots better.” She struggled to sit
up. “But how did you get here,
Ben?"

“Followed you of course. In Helen
Lisabeth. Like I told you I would
if that fake slip-up about Mary Lam-
ning’s applying yesterday worked out
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the way I thought it might, If these
people knew she couldn’t have done
that, they'd realize you were—"

“Yes. Yes. You explaimed 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 door
from its hinges. Muech guicker than
using skeleten keys.”

“PIl say it was. Amd I centaimly
did need you fast.” Betty looked
down at the furry bundle curled on
the foot of the bed. “You and Sim-
bad. Ben.”

“wm?hl

“Did I? Did I kill that awfol Jim
Ralston?”

“Of course not. Yeu only stunned
him, He’s safely tied up down there,
with his wiffe, if that’s what she is,
and the master mind, waiting for the
F. B. L. to come and gather them in,
You didn’t kill Ralston any more
than Mary killed that fellow in her
bedreem.”

“Amy more than I—" The black-
haired girl snatched at Bern’s sleeve.
“Wiet do you mean by that, Lieut-
enant Marvin? [ saw him lying
there, with blood all over—"

“Neot 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 on your ffimor
there, dried up but as red as when
it was still wet and looked like blood.
That’s an eld trick, Mary, used by
eonfidence rmen since the Civil War,
it’s usually werked en seme big shet
from a small tewn, eut fer a geed
time IR ity where ne ene kRewWs Rim.
Thete are a 1ot of variations, but the
claseie is getting the sueker iA a

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-
niquee’s the same as was-used on you.
The &&aming killing. The supposed
friend talking fast and furious, hus-
tling the sucker away befere he has
& chance to gather his wits, and se
oft. Only what they wanted to extort
from you wasn’'t money but the seeret
youfF employeis theught eneugh of
yeu ta trust yeu with.”

He put his arm around Mary's
shoulder, looked deep inte her eyes,
“Youi'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 amomymous
Ietter telling him you'd run off with
a lover, to keep him from asking the
police te hunt for you.” On the bed,
Betty’s lips formed the word, ‘liar’
but her eyes wkfe shinning. “Iv's
a wenderful thing, the faith he has
in yeu.”

“Yes,” Mary whispered. “it's a
wonderful thing.” Then she had
Ben’s hand between both hers. “How
ca-1 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. “WHaatower I did, it was
to straighten out one of my men, to
make him back into the soldier he
used to be.”

Betty Marvin looked down along
the bed inte cornflower blue eyes that
blinked at her. “We didn’t do any-
thing, Sinbad, We just came along
for the ride.,” Amd then she jumped

up, eonsternatien 1A her veice. “OA,
fay Lerd!”
Ben whirled. “YWhwmt is it, Bett&?

Villmit's the matter?”
“Tine Gorgon, Ben.
ous...."”

8he'll be furl-
THE END
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M. BINGEEE
MURPER MAZE
By Willbur S. Peghd

SUSPENSE-RDBREN NOGVELET

Mr. Bingler was on the spot, for here was a case net eow-
ered by the situations described in his haady little instivg-

tion booklet for Home Detectives.

But the little man's

courage held out, even when he feund himself lying next
to a murdered mamn, with his ewn swerd-wmbrella sticking
out of the corpse as sure-fire svidenee!

CHAPTER I

R. ]J. C. BINGLER
mopped leisurely at
the last trace of

gravy with a piece of toast, his
tabbity face calm with the pleas-
ure that an animal feels wiitl™
comfortably filled stomach. He
burped casually, stretched in in=
dolent ease, sipped at the last of
hig weak tea,

He peered myopically from
the dim interior of the booth,
happy that he had eaten before
the evenming rush of dimers ar-
rived. He could hear the clatter
of diskes from the kitchen, and
the muted buzz of voices from
the few dimers. He shifted a
bit, felt the weigfitt of the hat-
box against his rubber-shod feet,
from undermeath the seat where
he had shoved it when first en~
tering.

He 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.

“Olin, dear!” said Mr. Bingler
weakly, horrifiedly.

“[ tell you,” he heard the
voice go on, “that Harvey Wiil-
son has got to die! There’s no
time to waste: he's got to die to-
night!”

Mr. Bingler gulped soundless-
ly, scrooched down into the cor-
ner of the booth as far as his
small body would go. Horror
at the casual brutality with
which the words had been said
tightemed his mouth into a
round O of astumishment.

“I don't like it, I tell you!” a
second voice said whiningly.
“it’s too sy

“Risky, hell!” The first voice
stopped long enough to pemmit
a short brittle laugh. “I’'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. booth. “Listen,” the
voice continved, “Trotter gets
out of the pen day after tomor-
row, His letter dida't say much,
but redéding between the lines
told me plenty. He knows who
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I am, and he figures on black-
mailing me white. Then when
I can't pay any more, he'll squeal to
the cops. No, if Wilkon dies, you
and I can collect a half million; and
I can take care of Trotter lager."

“I still don't like it; if things go
wrong, I'll be left holding the smadki™

“Shut up?’ The first voice was
steely with a driving ruthlessness.
“You'll do as I say, or I'll see you
occupy the same ceil that Trotter is
vacating.”

Mr. Jj. C. Bimgler straightemed a
bit as the voice dropped to a low
mutter. He pressed his ear against
the booth panel, endeavoring to hear
furtiher, but was unable to make out
another word.

He spooned more ice cream, ate it
untastingly, his small body quivering-
ly tense with horror and excitement.
Never in his most idyllic dreams of
detecting had he thought that he
would come face to face with a mas-
ter villain plotting the sudden demise
of another human.

“Gosh!” said Mr. Bimgler wonder-
ingly, arnazedly, soundlessly.

He huddled there in the dimness
of the booth, a small man with white
hair astousle, his rabbity nose twitch-
ing with perturbation, his mind a
chaos of coniflicting thoughts.

fitet. KNEW that he should go to
Dl the cops with his imformatiion;
but he knew, too, that the fragment
of conversation he had heard was not
enough for the police to act upon. In
fact, now that he gave the matter de-
liberate consideration, he could see
that he could do little merce than ac-
cuse two men of plotting a murder.

Mr. Bingler fumbled under the
seat for his hat-box, slid out of the
booth, careful not to peer inta the
adjoining booth. He didm't want to
disclose the fact that he had over-
heard the conversation; but would
take a good look at the arch villain
and bis henchman on his way to the
cashier.

He shrugged into his rain coat, set
his aged derby squarely on his smali
head, caught up his furled umbrella.
Then with the bhat-box swinging
casually from his right hand, he

swung around, went toward the
cashier's desk. He flicked his eyes
in an all-inclusive glance into the
neighboring booth, ready* to make a
plunge for safety should its occu-
pants detect his thoughts.

“QOf, dear!” said Mr Bimgfler, and
scowled petulantly.

For the booth was empty of human
occupanis. Whiilie Mr. Bimgfer’s mind
had been occupied with the conversa-
tion he had overheard, the two plot-
ting killers had quietly decamped
from the vicinity.

Mr. Bimgler gazed helplessly
around the restaurant, sesing only the
orderly bustle of the evening service,
He went slowly toward the front,
caught sight of the two men just en-
tering the taxi from in front of the
restaurant. In that one glimgse, he
could make out no details, and a
shiver of apprehension raced up his
spine that the two might get away
witheut his catching a full view of
their faces.

Mr. Bimgier scuttled toward the
door at ail abnormal speed for him.

“Somet'ing wrong, Mr. Bingler®”
Tony AxigeneUi asked from behind
the register.

Mr. Bimgler stopped dejectedly at
the door, seeing only the rear of the
taxi as it whirled into the traffic. He
came back to the register, camrefally
counted out thirty cents and tax.

“Did you know those two men who
had the booth next to mine?" he asked
hopefully.

“Sure!” Tony rang the register,
dropped in the change. “Ome man
he’sa name' Reeves; the other I no
know."

“They come here very often?" Mr.
Bimgler felt the warm glow of com-
ing success in his scrawny chest.

Tony shook his head." “Neo,” he
said easily, “Maester Reeves he come
once or twice a week; this is first time
I see other,” He frowned. “Whatsa

mat’, Mr. Bimgler, isa semeting
wrong?"”
Mr. Bingler laughed, shook his

small head in what he hoped was an
air of carefree monchalance.

“Not a thing, Tony,” he said, "1
was just cwrious.”

He went toward the door, canscious
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of the Italiam’s gaze on his back, feef-
ing the triumphant glow bwrning
brighter in his breast. He stood for a
moment in the coming dusk, breatf-
ing deeply of the heavy air, the smil-
ing lift of his mmouth giving his face
the look of a slightly puzzled gneme,

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,
Me. J. C. Bimgller was in his element,
lifted above the mundame routine of
an unfeeling world. He was con-
fronted by a fhystery that premised
te be a lulw, a mystery In whieh mas=
ter villains laughed Hendishly and
plotted Brutal PUrARIS=2 MYSIery
that was just waiting fer Mr Bingier’s
detective talents te selve

Poor Mr. J. C. Bimgler and his
dreams of Empire.

CHAPTER 31X

" IR FR, BINGLER entered the

| Lpabtihelt that ad been
Jk_\ﬁ 28 his home for years,
racked his umbrella, hung his hat and
boxed his derby, then set his gleam-
ing rubbers beside the hall tree.
Catching up the hat-box with its new
derby. he went toward the bedroom,
switching on the lights as he went.

He scowled pleasantly as he went,
his troubled mind wrestling with his
problem. Placing the hat-box on the
neat counterpame of his bed, he re-
moved his clothes, hung them care-
fully in the single closet.

SN AD in his birthday suit, he en-

_/ tered the tiny living room again,
didlleierad Aenbey bivintid opRragale
Bidlathda iAgated RdssthRawhane eble
Bedrehad HnsteHrgeless Hianwhewehl
btenel thdievenlaxet afbihewhem he
heardz1hel, even tone of the man he
hadCgpligid: Donovan,” he said, “this
is "NigptpirC.DRivwyvaw,” Dewsaider<shis
FoM ol £ gRiagirr 2 ltwenfief@ands
Vigsh wvould give me a little informa-
tiowfiy I can,” Captain of Detectives
Dofdwan s624. clifeapity) . “TThbadaktifags
Pertevathealtighsenil pave hneeddplait-
gediiens tigofe linkouggaVe the depart-
meaviE, aBshgtertimehadaa bit in modest
priie, Bhegted ftighes adwnithimosesd
pride, the red tiding down his bare

and skinny body. “Thank you, Cap-
tain,” he said modestly, “I just want-
ed to know who a man named Trotter
is; he's to be released from prison
day after tomorrow?”

A note of caution crept inte the
detective’s voice. “Why do you want
to know that?” he asked caveffully.

“Wikell,” Mr Bingler said cawtionsly,
“I heard two men discussing him this
evening, and I just got interested.”

“Gh!” Captain Domovan laughed
expressively, “I suppose your detect-
ing is becoming rusty, and you
thought you'd practice on him!™

“Something like that,” Mr. Bingler
agreed.

“Wieell, you can forget himj; he
doesn't ameunt to much. He was
sent up fifteem years ago for murder.
Hiiz partner got away, and he never
would tell who the man was. Because
of doubt as to who did the actual muft-
der, the jury recommended leniency
at the time, HR’s to be released on
parele.”

“Thank you, Captain,” Mr. Bingler
said, “I guess I got excited over notf-
ing."”

He pronged the receiver, went di-
rectly to the bathrooem, ran het water
into the tub. He hummed softly to
himself as he shaved, knowing that
his excitement had a very definite
basis,

Fafi®fee had a prospective murdler, a
black-mwiling convict, and two men
of whom one was an ex-murderer now
plotting a new one.

Ft was a perfect setup for a grad-
uate of the Home Detective Course—
and Mr. Bimgler held the mail order
rank of First Class Investigator.

E CLEANED his straight razor,
2\l soaked for a luxurious fiffteen
minuites in the steamy tub. After
scrubbing himself clean with soap and
water, he rassaged his skinny body
with a huge towel, washed the tub,
then reclaimed fresh underwear from
the ehifferebe drawer., Clad in the
drop-panelied BVIDIS, he brushed his
sparge thateh of white halr, then
feved te the heat bed:

He broke the string on the hat-
box, conscious of a faint exditement
that always came when he bought a
new derby. JHis mouth puckered in
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a soundless whistling of a tune thirty
years dead, as' he removed the bex Jid
and reached in to remove the derby
from its nest of tissue paper.

“Ofe, dear!” said Mr. Bimgler, swai-
lowing comvulsively.

His tiny fingers explored a bit, com~
firmingz what his myopic eyes were
seeing. He gulped for air, his stomach
gyrating beneath his ribs, heaving in
an uncontrollable spasm of remding
nausea,

“Oh, dear!” he said again very
weakly, back-tracked until a chair
edge caught his knees and dropped
his horrified Wwidy into its depths.

He blinked desperately, hoping the
thing would go away, pinched him-
self absently in the vague belief that
this incredible scene was the main
event in the nightmare.

But the hoping and pinching did
ne good; the object within the hat-
box remained in a very real and ter-
rible way,

It lay there in 88 crumpled tissues
of the overturmed hat-box, a faint
smife on its lips, its greying hair
brushed carefully back frem a high
forehead. The skin was a ghastly
greenish-blue, except for a pinkish
tinge at the lips and cheekbones and
where the darkish cast ef a8 heawy
beard showed.

It was not a particuarly ugly head,
in fact, its owner must have been
rather proud of its handsome regu-
larity; but in Mr. Bimgler’s opinion
it would have been less nerve shat-
tering had its owner still been at-
tached.

Mr. Bingler retched miserably, re-
gretting his excess at the eweming
meal. One second he sat there, while
his stomach tied itself in knots, then
he headed miserably for the bath-
room with its friendly eenveniences,

Slowly, oh, so slowly, the neat
apartment came back to its usual
stability. Mr, Bingler loosened his
bracing clutch on the chifferobe, his
stomach muscles sore and sirained.
His skinny body still shock a bit
within his leose underwear, and his
miad was a maelstrom as It tried to
cope with the suddenmress with which
it had been confronted by the hefrer
in the bat-bex.

He absently filipped three pepper-
mints into his mouth, savoring their
biting flavor, fumbied for and lit his
sixth cigarette of the day.

His hand shook a bit with terrified
excitement, and for & long moment
his courage wawens:. like a siiifting
blob of gelatine. And then Mr. Bing-
ler screwed up enough will power to
investigatie, as prescrilid? in Lesson
Two of the Home Detective Course.
He moved te the bed, reached out a
comparatively steady hand, turned the
bex ever even mere So that the head
relled ente the couAterpane.

He swallowed twice, choking a bit
as the peppermints dropped inte his
empty sfomach,

“My goodmess ¥ said Mr. Bingler
shakily.

For the head, the gruesome thing
had cleaned out Mr. Bingler like a
stomach pump, was but a shell of wax
nmatle by some master craftsman to
simulate death in a man’s face.

CHAPTER 131

R. J. C. BINGLER picked
up the death mask, his
flesh creeping a bit at the

coolness of the wax. He coughed
sheepishly, glanced guiltily toward
the pathresm.

He examined the mask, his roily
mind trying to make sense out of the
things that had happemed to him in
the past hour. He was not in the best
of condition for coherent thinking,
but gradually his blood pressure
eased, and his bookkeepet’s mind be-
gan grasping the frimges ot the mys-
tery.

He knew that a murder was to be
committed that eveming or night; who
the victim was to be had been dleariy
stated by the villain in the resimurant
booth.

The thought brought a cold sweat
to Mr. Bingler. Maybe the villain
was a sadistic momster who kept a
visual record of his wvictims?

Mr. Bingler laughed shakily, forced
the thought from his mind. He stuffed
several peppermimts inte his mmusf
The simple explanation did not make
sense, even to him.
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But what was the meaning and pur-
pose of the smiling death mask?

Mr, Bingfler acted.

He shoved a chair into the closet,
lifted the bulky envelope from the
dim recess of the high shelf. He re-
turned to the bed, emptied the con-
tents of the envelope onte the clean
spread.

He beamed a bit in pride at the
tangible portions of the Home Detec-
tive Course, and he was suddenly no
more the humble bookkeeper the
world knew, but Mr. J. C. Bingl€r,
First Class Detective.

He ratchetted the slightly rusty
handcuffs with gentle ffingers, roueful-
ly considering the fact that never had
they closed on the frantic wrists of a
public enemy. He fondled the foum-
taim-pen tear-gas gun for a moment,
praetieed whipping 1t from an im-
lagmafy peeket at an Imaginary vil-
ain,

At last, satisfied that his reflexes
and timing were good, he laid the pen
aside, fumbled among the dog-eared
booklets until he found one of a bil-
ious Dblue.

Settling himself on the bed, the
death mask smiling sardonically in
his intent face, he fiipped thin pages
with a wetted forefinger.

“Mizsks,” he read aloud from a sub-
chapter, “have but one purpese in
crime; they are used to shield the
identities of crimimazls perpetrating a
crime.”

Mr. Bingler clucked in disappoimt-
ment ; for it was only toc obvious that
his type of mask was not the style
preferred by gur-wielding crooks.

He flippedl through the pages of
the booklet, reading a snatch of print
here and there. Amd as the seconds
passed, shocked incredulity mirrored
Atself on Mr. Bimgflet’s rabbity fem-
tuees,

It couldn’t be! Such a thing was
impossible! Amd yet the fact spoke
for itself. There was absolutely
nothing in his cherished Home De-
tective Couese to beacon-light his way
to a clear understanding of why a
raaster=villain sheuld pessess a desth
mask!

Mr. Bingfer lit and ptiffed savage-
ly at his seventh cigarette of the day.

utterly reckless of the effect of too
much nicotime on his heart.

He shook his head slowly, began
the distasteful task of dressing. He
admitted, discouragedly, to himself
that he was licked. For if the Home
Detective Course could not explain
a death mask—then there was no ex-
planation for it in criminal tactics,

Mr. Bimgler scowled truculently
into the mirror, went slowly to the
closet. He removed his Sunday suit,
tossed it carelessly on the bed, cover-
ing the booklets 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 mumr-
derers to Justice.

It was a very satislying thought.

He knotted his string tie arownd
his celluloid collar, went slowly to-
ward the hall door, at the muffiled
burrr of the buzzer.

“Yes?'»he said inquiringly. poked
his head througk the door crack,

The hall light was out, and hia
myopic gaze could make mnoithing
of the indistimct features of the man
whaese finger still pressed the buzzer.

“Mr, Bingier?” a muffled voice
asked casuzlly.

“I'm Mr. Bimgller.” Mr. Bingler
agreed. "“Wfit can I dmw...."

The roof collapsed without warm-
ing onto Mr. Bimglexr’s small and in-
adequately haired head. He passed
out without a sownd,

CHAPTER 1V

R, BINGLER tried to run
from the six-headed mon-
ster that was smuffling

ferociously at his heels, but strain as
he might, he could net lift his rooted
feet out of their tradi;. He tried to
yell, and his voice caidfe out in a tenu-
pus whisper that hung in the air be-
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fore his face. He groaned in terror,
and the sound brought him bsxk to
consciousmess.

He was lying on the divan, a watt
towel tucked carefully around his
aching head. He groaned again, lifted
himself to a sitting position, wincing
at the stab of pain that skidded
around the inside of his skull.

“Ofin, dear!” he said miserably.

- He staggered to his feet, made sn
inspection of the apartment, expect-
ing mementarily te be attacked again.
But the Qp?ftm@ﬂ't was empty; his as-
sailant having gone while he was un~-
conscious. Turning on the cold tap
in the bathreoorm, he tenderly bathed
the pgoose-egg on his head, his

ly out of place on his tiny wveined
hand,

Me. Bimglen's face was hard with
puspase, and his eyes dark with anger,
as he locked the apartment and raced
down the twe flights of stairs.

He felt that he had been on the
receiving end of a djrty deal. He
didn’t know what a mask had to de
with a murder, but he did know that
he was going to put a stop to the
machinattoms of the master-villaim
one way or another.

This entire affair had become
rather personal te Mr. Bingler.

“Taxi, Mister?” a prowling calbby
called to the small man in the rain-
coat,

thoughts gradually marshalling themm: o e
selves into a faint semblance of ordermk BINGLER nodded absently,

He couldn’t fully understand cedny
his assailant had paused long emouagh
to lay a wet towel over his adning
head, and then apparently gone with-
out touching anything. A sudden
premonition touched his aching brain.

Hio wrapped a dry towel about his
head, went into the bedreom. He
frowned a bit, when 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,
a small hot lump of fury blazing imto
life in his scrawny breast. This was
the last straw.

He lifted the hat-box to one side,
caught sight of the bit of blue sticker
on the botton. “—ax BMuseum,” he
read, and his mental teeth took a
healthy 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
the tear-gas gun into his vest pocket,
thrust the handeutfs into a hip pocket.
He switched off the lights, went into
the hall, squirmed into the neat rub-
bers and raim-coat. He removed an
umbrella from the rack, an umbrella
that could become a gleaming sword
by a mere twist of his wrist.

He was conscious of a weight on
his right hand, and he peered proudly
at the first ring he had worn in years.
It was a large, goldem-brown cameo
with two heads, and it seemed strange-

.. climbed into the rear of the
taxi. He seated hirmself exactly in
the center of the cushions, hraced his
feet on the foot rail.

“Wheme to, Buddy?*

Mr. Bingler considered. “How
many Wax Moseuwms in town?” he
asked.

“Jlust one, that I know of . ... up
on Tenth Avemune. Wanta go there?”

“Yes," Mr. Bimgler said shertly,

"Amd . . . er, take the lead out of
your trousens!™
“Take the .. .!” The cabby tock in

the derby, the raim-coat and the um-
brella in one inclusive glance. “Okay,
Granpop, hang onto your wupper
plate!"” he fimished dryly.

Mr. Bingler regretted his use of
the unfamiliar words he had used.
For without even a preliminary shift-
ing of gears, the taxi took off down
the street. For the first time in quite
a whike, Mr. Bingler left grateful to
Isaac Newton and his Law of Gravity,
for with but a bit of coaxing the taxi
would have taken off like a mail plane,

Mr. Bimgler swallowed his heart,
clung to his derby with both hands,
his stomach banking in sympathy as
the taxi swished and swayed through
the light traffic.

“This fast enough, Mister?” the
cabby asked casually.

KMr. Bingler nodded wordlessly, too
paralyzed to speak. He watched the
world whiz giddily past, and his small
mouth made the same gasping mowe-
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ments made by a fish drowning on dry
land.

“Thiis is it, Buddy,” the cabby said
eventually, whirled the taxi iinto the
curb with a banshee wail of scream-
ing rubber,

“Diramks,” Mr. Bingler said weakly,
poured himself onto the sidewalk. He
was just regaining his landi-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,

Mr. Bimgler grimaced, peered re-
gretfully after the taxi. This mys-
tery was proving expensive, bath in

mental shock and cash.
E B LOOGKED up at the tarnishad
M2 sign  “Wax  Museum,” then
trudged casually down the street to-
ward the darkmess of an alleyway.
Certain that he was unseen, he dustlred
into its depths, edged along the build-~
ing wall, until he came to the sliver
of light that edged from beneath a
pulled shade. Pulling a box from a
rubbish pile, he climbed atop its frail
structure, appfied one eve to the slit
of ]ight
umg;hmm&ﬂy

Lyimg on the single table in the
small room was the death mask, and
over it a man was paying money to
a second man., Mr. Bingler felt an
instinctive distrust of the man do-
ing the paying, for with his heavy
owls and hard eyes he fiifted perfect-
y into the Numiber Thiee classifica~
tion of Crimiralls, as given in Lesson
Seven of the Heme Detective Course,

Mr. Bimgler’s grey Little ego
swelled with budding life, when he
realized that the mask was part of
some mystery, and that his deductions
were working with astounding clarity.

There was a tiny “creek,” and the
box collapsed beneath Mr. Bingler.
He sguawked im sudden fright,
clutched at the wall, went tumbling to
the pavement. Wiithh his heart in his
throat, he scurried breathlessly out
of the alley mouth, hopped into a
parked taxi. Ple humched down into
the seat, knowing that he had been
seen by the doorman of the Wax Mu-

seum, expecting to hear the scream
of flyimg lead at any moment,

“Cemtre Street Police Station,” he
snapped at the driver, breathed in
sudden relief, as the taxi, spurted into
the traffic.

Mr. Binmgfler smiled ther, his eyes
lighting up like those of a mischiew-
ous browmie's. Mr. Bimgler was in
his element, and very very happy.

CHARPTER V

 NHERE was an  unhurried

bustle about the Police Sta-

3. tien that was like balm to Mr.
BIHQ'IRJ’L'S quivering nerves. He scut-
tled through the doorway, passed um-
noticed into the waiting room,
kmocked timidly on the door marked,
Captain Donovan.

The krock went unmoticed, and he
mepped his forehead with a large
handkerchief, tried desperately to
control his shaking kwees. But there
was a light in Mr. Bimgller's eyes, for
he believed that lte was on the track
of some master criminal; and such
was bis makeup that he was like an
eager pup chasing a bus, anxious 10
catch iz but not kmowirg what he
would do with it if he should.

Mr. Bimgler guiped, pushed open
the dioor, went in without further
kmockimg. Ha sidled to one side,
watched the Captain of Detectives
with worshipping eyes, amazed at his
temerity at invading the office.

“Wedll, what is it now?” Captain
Doravan snapped wi ;thout looking wp=.

“w— er, Captain?" Mr. Bimgler said
nervously. .

“Ci, so it’s you, br. Bingler?” the
detective said disapproviagly, “Weill,
F’'m sorry but I can't talk to you right
now; I'm terribly busy.”

“RButt, Captain,” Mr. Bimgller said
hurriedly and mysteriously, “I think
I've umcavered a cmime!™

Captain Demovan seemed to shrink
within his uniform, and his eyes 1ifted
in a silent plea. He started to speak,
was intercupted bylghe buzz of the
annumnciztor. He listened a moment,
then his voice raised in a bull-Jike
roar,

“Naows get this,” he bellowed, “You
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shake down every house on Fratermity
{ row. You tell those half-baked brats
sthat if that body isn’t returned to the
laboratory .wiitihiim zm Ihewr, D'l per—
sonally see to-it that all fraternities
are barred from the campusi™

He snapped the switch, glared um-
segingly into space, .“Tlimse damned
college kids drive me nuts!” he said
finallyy, “Them and their imitiations!
Now they're stealing stiffs from the
medical laboratory at the scihool.”

“Yes, sir,” Mr. Bingler agreed ba-
v.fideredly.

He steed there, a quaking little
man, realising suddenly how foolish
and quixotic aad been his impuike to
bring his pitiful mystery to the har-
assed officer's attention. He shifted
nervously from one foot to the other,
his white hair atousle, the derby and
sword-umbrella in one veined hand,
his mind }Jrying to fashion a valid ex-
cuse for Bis being there.

Captain Donovan's eyes softened a
bit, as he watched the meek little
man before him. *“I checked up on
Trotter,” he said. “He and a man he
called Simpson muidered a gem sales-
man. The police caught him, but
Simpson got away with eighty thou-
sand doliars warth of unset stones.
Dees that help amy?”

“Yes, thank you!” Mr. Bingler said.

The annumciator buzzed briefly.

“Yes?” the detective said sharply,
his face hardening. “All right, we'll
go right up. Get Sweeney and Car-
penter, and -call headqguarters.”

’E@ SWITEHED off the annuneiz

ator, strode around the edge of
his desk. “¥herse’s been a wmurder
uptown, some guy nhamed Miller, go
your mystery will have to wait. If
you want to hang around, Fii talk te
you when I get back.”

Witthout waiting for an answer, he
was gone throughh the deer. His
voice sounded for a moment in the
outer room; there was the shuffle of
feet on the floor; then a siren wailed
from, the street, the tones diminishing
in the distance.

“Otn, dear!” said Kr. Bingler um-
happily.

He stood indecisively for a me-
ment, debating the best course to

follow. He frowned a bit, redlizing
that he alone could not hope to cope
with a master-viillain, knowing that He
should go home End forget his romam-
tic notions about being a,crime cru-
sader before he got his small head
shot from his narrow shoulders.

But there was »a bit of character in
Mr. Bingler as unbending as chrome
steel. He blinked with sudden re-
solve, went toward the files at the
rear of the office. He found the City
Directory, carried it to the desk,
flipgest! through the pages.

Mr. Bimgler beamed benevdlemntly
on the book, nodded relievedly. The
decision had been forced upon him,
because Captain Donowvan had not
paused long enough to hear of the
murder that was to happen, or ..
The ghastly thought set Mr. Bingler's
head to swimming. ... had aiready
happened.

Yes, Mr. Bingler had to pinch-hit
for the police in this emergency.

He concentrated 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 iem-
porting concern.

That information made the cmiming
crime even worse. A partner was
about to kill the man he was in busi-
ness with—with the obvious motive of
inheriting the entire company under
a partnership comtract.

Mr. Bingler girded up mental loins,
went unhesitatingly toward an i~
aginary lion’s den,

CHAPTER VI

] R. BINGLER hesitated

l on the street, the blood
L&V JEE] of some Scottish ances-
tor rebelling against wasting more
meney on a taxi ride. He clambered
abeard a passing bus, seated himself
en a rear seat of the upper deck.

He knew now what he had to de;
he must go to Harvey Wiikon and
warn him that his partmer was pre-
paring to murder him before the night
was gone. .

He relaxed comfortably, smiling
like some aged cherub, completely
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satisfied with the simple solution of
the problem. Wiith Wiikon knowing
what was to happen, he could trap
his partmer, and turn the guivering
wretch over to the police.

He wished, momentarily, that he
had been invited to accompany the
police in their investigation of a mur-
der. Wiith the aid of his Home De-
tective Course’s trainimg, the crime
would have been solved in short
order,

Mr, Bimglier swore petulantly, re-
membering how his Home Detective
Course had failed him this night. He
also felt a sick feeling of futility be-
cause he had not solved some horrible
crime. True, he had discovered a
crime was to be committed, had fallen
heir to a death mask that was tied in,
somehow, with a master villain, and
had been slugged by some friend re-
trieving the mask. But, seomehow,
Mre, Bingller felt that he had missed
the one thing that would have made
the evening perfect.

He thought of that for a while, re-
membering the two cases he had
solved in the past, thinking of the
time when he would be able to put
the “EI” of an Expert Investiga-
tor after his name. Amd maybe—
his breath caught in his throat with
sudden lenging — some day, he
might be able to contribute samething
to crime detection and be penmitted
to rank himself as an "MD." Master
Detective!

Mr, Bingler sighed deeply, realiz-
ing how foolish were hls wishes. For
he knew only too well that he was but
an insigmificant mortal on a world that
was harsh and unfriendly to any but
masterful men.

ND then the bus was at the cor-

ner of BOth street, and he was

scrambling down the steps to the side-
walk,

He trudged slowly down the walk,
strolling with what he hoped appear-
ed to be casual nonchalamce, the rain-
coat swishing about his skinny legs,
the sword-umbrellz jauntily in one
hand.

His heart leaped a bit in excite-
ment, when he came to 7984, He saw
the dark car beside the house in the

curving drive, and spied the reflec-
tioms of twa men on the drawn cur-
tain of a second floor window,

Mr. Bimgler paused in midstride.
wondering if he were too late to pre-
vent the murder. Two men were in
the house, and one of them could be
James Reewes, the calculating master
villain. For one interminably long
moment, there 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 story to Harwey Wilson
while Reewves was listening. He
stopped just past the high hedge, try-
ing to recall bits of his Home Detee-
tive Course that might give a solu-
tion to the situation confronting him.

Mr. Bimgler shrugged., muttered
maledictioms against the course that
had failed him so utterly that night,
and ducked into the shadow of the
hedge. He scuttled like a frightened
rabbit toward the rear of the yard
until he was certain he could net be
seen from the windews, then wormed
through the hedge on hands and
keees.

A doaen scurrying steps brought
him against the wall of the house. He
gulped in nervous excitement, filled
his mouth with a dozen peppenmints
to stop the chattering of tis teeth,
then worked his way cautiously along
the wall. He turmed the corner,
padded silently for twenty feet, then
halted with a hiss of Indrawn breath
when his outstretched hand enceum-
tered a screen deer prepped open
with a briek,

Mr. Bingler froze into motionibss-
ness, his myopic eyes searching the
night for a bhidden watcher. He re-
membered all of the stories he had
read in which the intrepid hero had
stepped into such an innecent-look-
ing trap.

Then he chuckled ruefully, felt ex-
tremely foolish, when he recalled the
obvious fact that he was not expected.
Toe, in all probability, the door was
securely locked!

But the door swung gently open at
his touch on the knob,

Mr. Bimgler slipped through, stood
quaking in the darkm=ss, a spider of
apprehension crawling with hairy
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legs up his spine. He knew that any
moment he might get a slug through
his small body fpr house-bredking,

YO, dear!” said Mr. Bimgller, 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 hepeful reasening, greped his
way dewn the dim hall teward a
theead of light edging frem beneath
a €lesed de6F.

He listened at the panels for sec-
onds, heard nothing, pushed the door
open and slipped through. A mnight
light glowed dimly over a kitchen
table, Amotiher deor stood imvwiitimgly

20pen acrosy the room, and he slipped
threugh It with Ineredible steslth.

A gleaming stairway rose from the
far end of the hall in which he found
himself, and he drifted toward it.
Bull light came from an open door-
way at his right, and a quick sur-
reptitious peering around the door-
jamb eenvinced him that the foem
was empty.

He darted through, his gaze sweep-
ing what was obviously a library. Pa-
pers littered a massive desk in one
corner, and a large divan was pulled
close to the fifbppace. Aboriginal
weapons hung in wicked splendor
over the mantel, and several hunting
prints made bright splotehes of eslor
en the panelled walls.

Mr. Bimgler paused irresclutely,
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 meved toward the desk.

He nodded gently when he read the
letterhieads on the notepaper. Gather-
ing up several sheets of paper in a
clumsy sweating hand, he held them
up to the light for a be’ teer look.

BEE GASPED, his skinny Adam's

E&- apple bouncing against his cel-
luloid collar, his myopic eyes bulging
at the import of the words on the
paper.

“Ofl, dear!” said Mr. EBingler.

For he had uncovered the fimal bit
of evidence that he had needed to

convince Harvey Wiikkon that he was
to be murdered that night, the ffimal
evidence that proved James Reeves
was a calculating killer without the
slightest of scruples.

He heard the footsteps then, amd
the papers rustled from his terrified
hand to the desk. For one inter-
mimable second he was too paralyzed
with fright to meve. Then he whirled,
ducked around the divan, fell prone
between the divan and the fifieqilace,

He cringed against the floor, saw
the single pair of feet move to the
desk. He felt an -msane desire to
sneeze, raised his head and laid a
skinny finger along his upper lip.

He saw the dead face on the couch,
smiled a bit. At least his deductions
about the death mask were right; it
did have something to do with the
murdlerer’s scheme.

“Qfh, dear!” said Mr. Bingler zlloud,

He gagged, uncomsciows of the
startled gasp of the man at the desk,
his watery eyes fearfully scomming
the white face and rigid body of the
corpse on the divan.

He had been too late to help Har-
vey Wiilsom, he knew that now, for
the man stretched so stiffly on the
cushioms was beyond mertal aid.

Mr. Bimgler 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 Museum.

“Ulp!” ulped Mr. Bimgler, tried to
dodge the murderous fist that loomed
with increasing speed in his fright-
ened face.

His right hand auteomatically
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
lift higher and higher until contact
with the beamed ceiling blotted out
all eenseipusness.

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-dirawn
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sword spanged musically on the

hearth,

CHAPTER W11

R. J. € BINGLER'S

head was a great bronze

bell, against whose sides
a large iron clapper bonged amnd
boomed with a sickening regularity.
He retched a bit at the constant
neige, rolled weakly to his side, his
hands peessing feebly at the cold
fleor:,

Then consciousmess came back with
a rush, and he winced fearfully lest
he be struck again with that terrible
fist. Nething happened, and there
was no sound, so Mr. Binmgler opened
his eyes.

Comets pim-wheeled in all their
fiery glory before his eyes for a mo-
ment, and his skull seemed to expand
and contract like a gigantic bellows.

“Oiln, dear!” said Mr. Bonkier, and
focussed his bleary eyes,

He blinked umseeingly for a mo-
ment, stabbing nawsea draining all
strength from his body. Amd then his
vision cleared, and he scowled in
quick puzziement,

Ha was lying on his right side, his
hand clutching the slim leg of a
whitee-painted table. By moving his
head a trifle, he allowed his gaze to
wander about the room, and he saw
that, somehow, he was in the consul-
tation room of a surgeon’s office.

“Dear met” said Mr. Bimgler be-
wilderedly, rolling to a sitting posi-
tion.

Hiis eyes centered upon a door,
from behind which came the steady
rattle of a typewriter. Coming to
his feet, his head swimming from the
effect of the knockout blow, he took
a short step toward the door.

“Ofn, dear!"” said BMr. Bimgler hor-
rifiedly, and his returning stremgth
deserted him completely,  his legs
crumpling until he sat again on the
spotless Jinoleum.

For it was then for the first time
that Mr. Bimgler saw the dead man
in the white surgeom’s coat , . . with
Mr. Binglker's sword-umbrella thrust
through his chest, the stained point

projecting a full eight inches from
his back.

Terror, like a swper-gpawity,
clamped the little man rigidly to the
floor, stopping his breath, blanching
his rabbity features. He kmew then
—as though he needed additional
preof—that he had sheved his
twitching nose into something toe big
for him to handle,

Amd then that bright indefinable
something, that undeteatable thing in
the character of humankind that lift-
ed some men above the level of their
fellow men, reared itself in all its
awful stremgth.

Mr. Bimgller scowled bleakly, feel-
ing the first touch of the sput that
drove him onward. He came cau-
tiously to his feet, circled the dead
man like a coon-hieund areund its
quarry, his myopie eyes samrcifing
with an Iptent clarity. He ranged the
floor;, stopping befere the spen wims
devw, leaned outward, and peered at
the shadewy greunad but a few fest
belew.

He nodded to himself, popped three
peppermimts into his mouth. Then he
returned to the corpse, put out a
tentative hand, tugged experimental-
ly at the gory handle of the umbrellia-
sword. Hiis small bedy wimced im-
stinetively at the strength it teek to
draw the swerd frem {ts human
sheath. He stesd thete for a me=
ment, the srirasened weaper in Ris
small hahd, knewing that safety lay
enly in dflight. And the effiee nurse
gpened the esnnecting deef:

Mr. Bimgler watched her face au-
tomatically, scrutinizing every emo-
tion on her features with the imper-
sonality of a research worker. He
gestured with the bloody sword to
the corpse.

“f—ar, he’s dead!” Mr Bimgler said
inanely, stupidly,

He smiled’benignly — like some
manizcal, murderous ffend.

It took but a mere second for the
nurse’'s scream to reach the ear-split-
ting crescendo of a police siren.

“Zeescoww!” she screamed in ter-
ror, “Help! NurdewndFolksece!?

tAnd fainted.
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R. Bingfer paused not upon the

order of his going; he went
from that recom in a huery, crossed
the waiting roem 1a two gigantic
leaps, batted open a swinging door.
He scuttled down the dim length of
a corrider, still waving the efimsened
sword, glving twe nusses and an in-
terne a sheek that lepped ten years
from thelr prespestive life span.

But Mr. Bingler was not concerned
with anyone but himself at the mo-
ment. Blind instinct told his flash-
ing feet what to de when his reason
failed him for the time. He bounced
through an outer doer, its swinging
bulk kneckimg the sword frem his
nerveless hand, and was tee fright-
ened to retrieve it.

He almest fell on the short fHight
of steps, spun right like a racing
hare, went dewn the street with a
speed that was incredible for a little
man with legs as short as his.

He ducked into on alleyway, his
breath sobbing in his threat, a pain
blessoming in his side. “Ofh, dear!?”
he whimpered again and again as he
pounded aleng the paving.

He whirled around a corner,
crashed inte a stooping man, caromed
into a wail, ended up in a gasping
heap against a garbage can. Glass
crpr.fied and milk flew;, and there was
a dull “thwunk” as the head of the
milkman made contact with the brick
wall.

Mr. Bingler didm’t pause for co-
herent thinkimg. He got to his feet
with frightemed speed, saw that the
man was immoving, and blind terror
set him to meving again. He headed
instinctively for the milk wagen at
the curb, bounded into the interior,
caught up the slack reins in frantic
hands,

“Git!” he yelled, lashed the horse's
rump with the rein tips.

The horse went into a dead run
from a standing start, for probably
the first time in its lethargic life. Mr,
Bimgler braced his feet, winced when
he heard the muted crashing of milk
botties on the street below, knew that
he was leaving a trail that amyone
could follow.

He rode 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
processes beginning to come in a
more orderly fashion.

And out of the chaos of his mind
came but one clear thought. He, Mr.
J. €. Bimgller, was.as nicely framed
for murdler as any hero imn a book—s
but unlike any fictionall character, he
had ne trick up his sleeve with which
to foil the villain,

The bitter galling truth shattered
Me. Bimglen's stunted ego, leaving it
suddenly a limp grey thing barely
alive.

CHAPTER VIIl

CICADA burred into life at
A BMr. Bimgler's elbow, and he
,Lﬁ %43 started in sudden reflex,
then crouched back in the shadow of
the hedge. Ke shivered at the faint
wail of a far-off siren, remembering
his terrified flight from the hospital.
He had abandoned the milk wagon
after a ride of ten blocks, had boarded
a passing bus, changed buses twice,
and thea walked almost a mile. And
fnew he was erouched in the shadow
of the hedge that paralleled Harvey
Wirns lawh.

Wiy he was there, he could not
have explained logically. He knew
only that it was from this house that
he had been taken for a ride that had
ended with murder. He shuddered
violently, recalling the firipeeppiints
he had left on the traiterous sword.

“Withy, oh why,” he wailed silently,
“wasn’t I satisfied with my old life?
Whyy couldat I let well emough
alone!”

The cicada burrred sympathetically.

Mr. Bimgler tided to gain cemfort
from the fact that the master-wiilain
had thought him important emough
to frame, but the thought only
brought a cold perspiration to his
scrawny body.

He didw’t know what to do, but he
knew that he had to accamplish
something in order to clear himself.
He tried to fit facts together in his
mimd, 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
kad to face Reewves and trick him into
a confession, How he, an insignificant
bookkeeper, was going to bring that
about, he did not know: but he had
no choice in the matter—it was either
catch the murderer and turn him
over to the police, or burn for a
crime the other had committed.

A shadow came to life, and a cone
of light limmed Mr. Bimgler in its
glow.

“Stand right where you arel” a
low voice said quietly.

Mr. Bimgler couldn’t have moved,
in fact, he wouldn’t have budged for
all the tea in Chima. He said as much,

“That’s fine; now trot up into the
house,” the fimsthigghtwivielder com-
manded, and a gun muzzie edged into
the funmel of light.

Mr. Bingfer trotted.

The man with the gun opened the
door by the simple expedient of
touching it with his shoulder, then
stood aside to permit the small quak-
ing Mr. Bimgler to pass.

“Through that door on the left,”*
the gunman said, “and be cazreful.”

Mr. Bimgler entered the rvoom,
shrank a bit in relief, when he saw
that Hzrvey Wiikom’s body was gone
from the divan before the ffiagplace.
His eyes swept ever the bare desk,
then fiicked upward into the face of
the man. He saw it clearly for the
first time, and he gulped in quick as-
tonishment,

“Sit down," the gunman ordered,
“and do some explziming.”

“Weelll,” Mr. Bimgler said, “it’s like
this—"

There were solid footsteps in the
hall, and john Reeves came through
the door. His face went white when
he saw the small man sitting on the
edge of the heavy chair, and his
hands clenched suddenly at his sides.

“Whwo?” he said, “I mean, where
did he come from?"

“He was skulking outside,” the
man with the gun said 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. Bimgfer went cold, then hot,
and then chill again, at the concsm-
trated venom and hate in the beefy
man’s voice. His hand tightemed on
the tear-gas pen in his raincoat pocls-
et, and his eyes darted about for a
way of escape.

“L—ex, [—" he began.

*Start talking!” the gunmam said
brittlely,

“Ail right!” Mr. Bimgler came to
his feet slowly, edged backward um-
til his shoulderi touched the mantel,
“I know the whole story. [ know the
two of you murdered Harvey Wiil-
son.”

A gun bounmced inte Reeves’ um-
steady hand, its gaping muzzle cem-
tering on Mr, Bimgller’s skinny chest.

“Shet him up,” he barked desper-
ately, “or, I will}®

“Wait a mimote, Jolun,"” the gunman
said, “I want to hear his story.”" He
moved until his gun could veer easily
from Reeves to Mr. Bimgller. “Go on
with your tale,” he ffiridhed.

“§ saw Wilkont''s bedy on the di-
van,” Mr. Bimgler began,

“Diit you now?” the gunman said,
arid the grating quality of his voice
set Mr. Bimgler’s teeth on edge.

“Harwey,” John Reeves snapped
harshly, “cut out the comedy! Shoot
the meddlimg fool; he knows too
mucht”

Harvey! Mr. Bimgler's heart came
solidly into his Adam’s apple. He
choked, saw the sardonic gleam in
the gunman’s eyes, shrank even fur-
ther from: the gun muzzle at the ratin-
er terrible smiie of the other,

“Yes,” the gunman said softly, “I'm
Harvey Wilson.”

Mr. Bimgler remembered the voice
then; for he had heard it very dis-
tinctly m the restaurant, oh, so many
hours before!

“Ofn, dear!” said Mr. J. C. Bingler
confusedly.

¥

CHAPTER IX

TEVER, in even his most
fantastic dreams of crime-
g fighting, bad Mr. Bingler
yisualized such a scene as this. Al-
ways he had had the whip hand, and
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the villains had been cringing against
the cold menace of his logical com-
demnatioms. But now he knew them
for the dreams they were, and real-
ized that life is at times more as-
tounding than fiittion,

“Tefitk,” Harvey Wiilson said, “and
K mean everything you kmaowi*

“I figguredyjt like this,” Mr, Bingler
said hurriedly, “Reeves was plamning
to kill you for—I mean Harvey Wiil-
son was to be murdered— That iis—"

“Go on, please,” Wiilson said soft-
ly. “I was to die for a half million
doliars of insurance.”

“Yes,” Mr. Bingler said, “so you
bad a mask made of your face.”

“By Milller of the Wax Museum,”
Wilkon interrupted helipfully.

“Miller!” Me. Bingler said wonder-
ingiy.

Amnd with the precision of well-
oiled machinery, Mr. Bimgler’s mind
whirted a bit, fittedd a few integral
pieces into place—and spat out the
answer to all that had happened.

Mr. Bimgller straightened, and he
was suddenly no more a meek little
man in a raincoat and derby. There
was a look of incredulous shock on
his hardening features, and his eyes
were keen and piercing.

“Weell?” Harvey Wilkon said soft-
ly, insistently,

YHee's got the answers, Harvey!
Reeves said desperately.

Mr. Bingler nodded. “Yeas,” he said
evenly, “I think I have His thumb
found the spring trigger of his tear-
gas pen, “This is it,” he stated:

“A few years ago, a man mnamed
Simpson and a partner Trotter mur-
dered a gem salesman. Trotter was
caught, but Simpson got away, Simp-
son had the jewels and dispesed of
them for enough to join a man named
Reeves in an importing business,
Simpson had neo police record, and
thought he was safe from pursuit. He
changed his name and became a re-
spected citizen. He thought that his
parther could never find him, be-
eause even then Simpsen had net
been his real name.”

“Go on,” Harvey Wikkom prompted,
as Mr. Bimgfer stepped for breath,

“Trotter served his sentence, and
was to be paroled day after tomor-

row,” Mr. Bingler continued, “and
sent a letter to Wiilson that disclosed
the fact that he knew who Wilson
was. Harvey Wiilson knew that a
drastic solution to his problem must
be found, or he might go to the elec-
tric chair for the salesman’s murder,
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 himsel ™
"Yout're rather clever, did you

know that?” Wiikon saiid.

Mr. Bingler nodded, without pride,
swallowed deeply. “Wikell,” he con-
tinued, “Harvey Wilkon dida’t want
to die in reality, so he thought he'd
fake his death. He blackmailed his
partner into helping him. He stole
a body from the Medical College,
making it appear as a prank of the
students, then had a wax mask made
of his face by Miller, He bribed a
doctor to make out a fake death cer~
tificate and a cremation order. His
purpose was plain, His partner,
Reeves, would held a phony service
aver the cerpse wearing a mask of
Wiiken's faee, then held an instant
erematien, When Tretter shewed up,
there weuld be Incentestable prosf
that Wiiken was dead. Amnd later oA,
Wiikon and Reeves would split the
insuremee. There eeuld be Re frous
ble in any way, fer VWiiken weuld be
uRdeniably dead;, and the insuranee
weuld be autematieally paid.”

Sweat rode high on Reeves’' fore-
head. “Shut him up, Harvey,” he
said, “and let's get this whole deal
over wiith?®

“You seem rather eager, John)”
Wilkon said easily. “Magbe we'd
better hear the fimisin of the stanyi™

"But Hmwvey Wiillsen wasn't so
smart,” Mr. Bimgler said, uncem-
scious of the interruption. “He

thought he was the plotter, but his
partner went him one better,”

“Pull that trigger, Johmn,” Harvey
Wilken said viciously, “and YTH kill
you! I want to hear the rest™

Mr. Bingler edged away from the
mantel, his frail legs temsing.

“Reeves,” he said slowly, “figured
to doublke-cross Wiiksom, He meant to
go through with the fake death, then
murder Wilkon after the money had
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bean paid. But I happened to gat
mixed up in the whole deal. I found
the mask, was robbed of it by Miller,
who was not a brutal man at heart,
In fact, he knew nothing of the real
deal. But because he might have fig-
ured out the raummery, Beeves mui-
dered him tomight.”

“Is that right, Reeves?” Harvey
Wilkom's eyes were suddenly dark
panes of glass witheut expression.

“It was absolutely mnecessary."
Reeves said, “but the man’s lying
about my plans.”

“Keep talking,” Wiikon said to Mr.
Bimglier.

“I came here,” Mr. Bingler said,
“and was knocked out by Reeves. He
took me to the hospital where the
crooked doctor worked, called softiy
through the window. When the doc-
tor looked out, Reeves thrust him
through with my umbrella-swerd,
then shoved me through the windew.
He thought that I'd be aceused eof
the murder. Later, {f he were gues-
tioned abeut the papers I read and
the Bedy I saw, he would say it was
Wisoms, It was a perfeet setup; for
everyhedy, ineluding Wilsemn, whs
weuld Be dead. Reeves weuld Be
rieher By a half millien deliacs, and
thare eoHld Be A8 Kick-baocks

Harvey Wilkon sprang to one side,
his gun centering on Reeves.

“It makes sense,” he said zhorily,
“so much sense, in fact, that I think
we'll discard the original plan—angd
I'll take my chances with Trotter!™

“I’'m getting out,” Reeves said.

“Get back!” Willan's gun hand
lifted a trifle.

“Try to stop me and there’ll be
trouble!” Reeves cried, took a back=
ward step, his eyes wild with inde-
cision,

Harvey Wiikon emptied his gun
into Reeves' blocky body.

an

CHAPTER X

R. BINGLER stood par-

alyzed with horror as the

W )&l gun roared in the killer's
hand. He coulda’t mowve, and his
hand was tlght on the tear-gas gun
in his epat pocket, Feor a moment the
tableau held, and then Reeves was
only a writhing mase of flesh on the
fleor, erimsen staining his shirt front.

The killer, hi3 face satanie, whirled
to Mr. Bimgler, lifted the gun, There
was hate and fear and utter savagery
in his thin face as he took a slow
step forward.

“Ft ends this way,” ha said softly,
“fIiere can be no other. You were
found by Reeves, and shot him teo
death. I came in just in time to kill
you")

Mr. Bingler couldn’t speak past the
lump in his throat. Fle felt amything
but heroic as he faced the master vil-
lain, and he knew instinctively that
the sands of life were running out.

He gasped, jerked his clenched
hand from his pockec. But in his
frantic haste, he released the trigger.
There was a muffled shot, and tear
gas biliowed from his pocket.

He heard the click of Wilson's
empty gum, went scrambling to ene
side. But Wiison had divined the
mavement, and caught hitn before he
could round the couch. The killer
was incredibly strong, and his clutef-
ing fingers brought red ribbons of
pain to the smaller man’s body. But
Me, Bimgller was imbued with the
strength of terrer, and he drove the
heavier man back,

And then Wiikon caught WMr.
Bingller with a looping right that
threw him back a dozen feet, and
then followed with a brutality that
was horrible. He caught Mr. Bingler
by the threat, bent him backward
ever a chalr arm, squeezed éﬁth re-
lentiess pressure,
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Gas still boiled from Mr. Bingler's
raincoat pocket, and its lburning
fumes clouded the eyes of both an-
tagonists with pain.

Mr. Bimgize felt the blood congest-
ing itv his head, knew that his spine
would'smap at any moment. He beat
futilely at the killer with his small
hands, and e%en as a terrible grey-
ness clouded his visien, he remem-
bered the one weapon he had been
too terrified te use.

His hands fumbled together be-
neath the straining chest of the mur-
derer, and then he struck again and
again into the man’s body. He felt
the fetid breath on his face for omly
a brief second, then a curtain of
biackmess stretched  over his con-
sciousness, His arms struck feebly
again and again. Amd then he knew
ne more.

Amd even as Mr. Bimgler became
uncoascious, Wiikson loosed his grasp,
stared incredulously at the little man,
took a faltering step, and crumpled
to the floor beside Reeves' body.

“Drink this, Mr. Bimgler,” a voice
said, and liquid fire seamed to sear
his throat.

Mr. Bingler gasped, gagged, came
instantly back to consciousmess. He
sat up wildly, his hands coming up
for defense, then relaxed when he
saw the concerned face of Captain
Domeovan hovering over his.

“Willson!” Mr, Bimgler said weak-
ly. “He’s the murderer. He killed
Reeves and tried to 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,”

Mr. Bimgler mopped his 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 Domovan shook his head.
“Dom’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
were on the tracks of a murder. Then
there was a call from uptown. I got

there, and the doorman described 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 docter. I went
there to investigate, and got a call
that there was gumfire here. 1 come
here and the place looks like a
slaughter house, Fer a little man,
you really get arownd.”

Mr. Bimgller's grin was a sickly
thing to see. “Sometimmes,” he admit-
ted, “I think I get around too mucih?*

The detective nodded sympatheti-
cally, his eyes roaming around the
room. “How’d you manage to lay
that Wiiken out so cold?” he asked.
“Hell, you surely don't pack that big
a puwrmadh?”

Mr. Bimgfer smiled, held cut his
right hand so that the huge cameo
ring was exposed. “It’s a trick ring,”
he explained. “Withen the set is
twisted at right angles to thhe mount-
ing, it looses two hypeodermic nee-
dles. Amd then every time I hit
somehody, the needles inject a knack-
out drug.”

He sat up suddenly, his eyes wild
and distended with inmer excitement,
He braced himself with both hands
on the floor, as the detective held him
back with a steady harsd.

“Basy, Bimgler,” Captain Donovan
said, “you've been through an awwful
lot tomigintt?

Mr. Bingler felt the twin bite of
the hypodermic needles as he sat
back on his hands, but his mind was
too concerned with anotfier problem
to give it any thought.

He caught a; the detective’s amm
with excited ffirgers.

“Look,” he said rapidly, “my home
Detective Course says that masks
have but one use in crime—and yet
Fve found another! That means I
can write a thesis, amnd—!"

He fell into a delightful brown
study, unconscious of the dctcctive's
puzzied gaze. Amd as the slow numip-
ness crept up his thin body from his
needle-punctured, meager posterior,
his rabbity face beamed with the rap-
ture of a world-cmpgueror.

“Mr. J. C. Bimgler, MD, Master De-
tective I” he murmured increduiously
to himself. Amd passed out cold.



By Beeaihy Les Tiza

P B WY BASEMENT of the
é flower store was chill with
J@ dampmess; the naked ligiht-

The omly cluize was a gilt
letiar U cluthked in the

7 ; sfiligarii buib above the work table glaring
d, s st ing barshly, piled up huge, crouching
fingests/ 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 comtemplated
the body at his feet. Then he turned
and swung sharp eyes at the group
huddled behind him.

“I suppose,” he said wearily, “none
of you know anything about this—"

Three heads shook quickly, invei-
untarily.

Clint Fleming glan-ed down again
at the body of the slender young man.
A florist’s knife—the kind used for
trimming flowers—was in his chest,
in the center of a crimson splash on
his white shirt front. Omly the
green enameled handie was visible.
The head and shoulders were part
way under the work table, and the
thin little coroner was complaining
bitterly as he crawled out, stood up
and brushed off his knees.

“Wiy,” he asked no one, “do
corpses always get themselwves in such
awkward pesiitions?”

He picked up his worn satchel,
clapped his hat on his head, and said
briskly, “I’ll send my report around
as usual. Fellow’s been dead about
ten hours.”

Clint Fieming nodded absently, and
nudged the gilt letters that lay in
confusion on the cement fleor with
the toe of his shoe. In his hand he
held the letter U he had picked from
the dead man’s fiingers. The pigeomn-
holed box that had held the letters
lay overturmed, empty. A cluster of
M’s were scattered near the lifeless
hand,

“Qiay, cover him up,” Detective
Fleming jerked over his shoulder to
one of the blue-coated officers. Then
he turmed back to the silent three,

The redhead was crying soundliss-
ly into her hamdkerchief,

“All right,” he said, “let’s get down
to cases. Tell me afain what hap-
pened.”

The girl spoke. Her name was Pat
Murray; she was new in the store,
learning the flower busimess. She
had discovered the body of Fred Jem-
sen that morning when she had come

down to the basement to bring up
some vases.

*Who called the police?”
asked.

The tall, sallow young man on the
gicl’s right answered. “I did. I'm
Jack Unger. I deliver the orders.
Pat came screaming up the staire—"

“Umger,” Climtt repeated. He
glanced down at the paper letter in
his hand and his gray eyes narrowed.

The young man ffusied. “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 something! Wy would
he have picked out a U? You use
these letters to print out semtiments
on ribboms, don’t you? For funeral
pleces?”

At his last words the girl sgueezed
her blue eyes shut, pressed the back
of her hand against her mouth. Her
slim shoulders trembled under her
smock. Jack Umger touched her arm
lightly and she drew away.

“ft’ll be all right, Pat,” he said soft-
ly. She did not answer.

Clint

HE MAN on her left spoke for
the first time. He was short and
stocky,, his black eyes amtagonistic.

“Listen, Mister,” he told Clint,
“Pat’s had about all she can stand.
VWe don't know any more than we
told you.®

Clint looked at him. A brief smile
flickered on his lips. Then he
shrugged. “Swre,” he said kindly,
“but somebody has to ask questions.
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. Nobody likes you
—they’re afraid if they do you'll turn
around and pin a murder rap on
ther.

He glanced at Pat and she looked
hastily away. Amy other time, under
the right circumstzmrves, a girl like
that would smile if a fellow’s eyes
showed that he thought— Clint broke
off his thoughts. He hadn’t missed
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the look that crossed her face when
Unger touched her arm. Or the fact
that the paper U in his hand was the
second letter of her last name. 1t
was also the second letter of murder,

Had Fred Jemsenm been trying to
spell out smmething?

“Wherst's the boss?” Clint asked
suddenly. “Who is the Davies this
store is named after?” He looked a
question at the stocky, dark man,

“My name’s Heib Martin. Thomas
Davies owns the store. He's uswally
here, but he's been home the past
few days. Heart trouble.”

“Hie's been motified?™

The man nodded. “Hle said the
police are welcome to come out and
he'll tell them what he knows.

Clint made a wry face. “Helpful
people rarely know anything of use”
he observed. He stared to walk to-
ward the stairs that 1.d up into the
shop.

“E wouldm't trke an, sudden trips,
if | were you,” he told tkem. Then,
with hts hand on the wooden banister,
he stopped. He took x deep breath
of the damp air.

He termed to Pat Morray and asked
slowly, “ism’t that lifacs [ smell?™

She nodded r d pointed to a large
table that stood against a gloom-
shrouded wall. “They're over there.
We have more upstairs.™

Clint pursed his lips. His words,
wizen he brought them out, were care-
ful. “Last week I trie’ to buy some
lilacs—I was told that the season has
been over for a half a month. How
come you still have tiwem?™

The girl started to speak, but Herb
Martin interrupted with,

“S8o we're lucky? 8o what differ-
ence does that make»”

“RNome at ali—I suppose,” Cliff toid
him slowly. Then he leaned forward
and his words were chill, “You
know,” he said, I don’t think I'm
going to like you. Amd if I were
you—I wouldm’t make me positive
of it.”

Then he looked past the man. “You

can have the body taken away,” hs
told one of the oificers.

He went on up the stairs.

GM DAVIES seemed more than

anxious to help and he sat in a
deep leather chair, his broad face
puckered into a frown of worry, his
fingerss picking at the front of his
dressing gown. His false teeth
flashed whitely when he spoke.

“A terrible thing,” '-e said. “A ter-
rible thing, really. Fred was a mice
boy. Wiy anyone sioulkd—"

“He had no ememizs??

Tom Davies' eyebrows drew down.
“L don’t want to say anything that
will put blame—but, well, he and
Jack Unger were both interested in
Pat.”

“Amd she preferred jensem?*

The man nodded. “I don’t think
Jack would have—"

“Vilhet about Herb Mariim?*

“Qfs, he's all right. Bit of a tem~
per, bui—*

Clint sighed,
did it

Bavies stiffened. “Z didn't say
that! In fact—" his eyes narrowed=
“this would be just the sort of thing
Mike Slone would have wanted to

Weu think Unrger

happer. He—" He ' roke off.
“Go on*
“Wieeill, Slone has the flower shop

on the next corner. He's been fight-
ing me for years. Plenty tough eus=-
tomer. Lately he's been making
threats."

Wit kimd 2

Davies waved a vague hand, “8ays
I ruin his business’”

Clint murpnsred deep in his throat.
‘Then he stood up. “I'il go around
and see him.” He put out his hand.
Davies took it, gripped it tightly.
“Pm going to try to get down to the
shop tomorrow,” the florist said. “Let
me know if you find out amytiing.*

Clint grinmed crookedly at him,
“Yow'll know,” he promised,
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LINT parked his car at the curb,

and went o the door of “Davies
Flowers” and rapped on the glass.
Pat came to let him in. She was
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.”

“Profbably you can open the store
tomorrow,” Clint told her. “But,
where is eweankbody?”

“Herb is out having lunch; Jack
is delivering.”

“Lock,” Clint asked,
talk to yow?”

She shook her head and walked
back to the counter on which she had
been working. She picked up a snap-
dragon spike and with deft ffingers
stripped off the leaves.

Clint watched her untii she had
fimisleed the bunch. Then she took
the coppery biossoms, put them in a
water-filled vase. Her hands stopped
as Clint asked slowly, "W/es FEred
Jemsen in love with you?” She stood
a moment, her red lip caught in her
teeth, then she answered, *“Yes, |
guess he was. I liked him—that was
all,”

“Amd Jack Ungend”

S§he turned to him then. “Mr.
Davies said that Jack killed Ered bs-
cause of me?” she demanded.

Ciint lified one shouider. “Could
bé:"

“I den’t believe it," she said hetly.

“Simmer dewn—aebody's accusing
him. Yeu like him, huh?*

Fat tossed her head. "Neo,” she
said flaty.

“Iite’s been trying to ehange your
wind—and Fred didn’t like that?”’

"Weli—" she began, then her voice
trailed off. Nerveusly she picked up
a glass bettle, unscrewed the <ap,
poured twe white peliets into her

“mind if J

palm and dropped ‘hem irto the vase
that held the smapdragons.

“Withett's that?"” Clint asked curious-
ly-

“Aepirim. It
longer.”

“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. “Doesm’t it strike you
strange that you have flowers out of
season when no one else has?” He
pointed to a bowl of yellow roses in
the windew. “How long have they
been there?”

Pat followed his motiom. “Well,
they’re prettjt expensive; they haven't
sold.”

“How lomg?™

“About three and a half weeks.™

Clint looked thoughtful. “See you
later, chick,” he said abruptly, “I'm
going down the street™

makes them last

VR MBI IKE SLONE'S store was called
A¥Sil “The Patio” It was smaller
than Davies’ flower shop. A small,
pasty-faced man came around the
counter as Clint emtered.

“Can I help you?” he began.

“You Mike Slone?”

The man bobbed his head. “That'’s
right."”
"Detective Fleming,” Clint said.

“Imwvestigating the murder of Fred
Jensen. Did you know him?"

Mike Slone swallowed hastily.
“¥Yes, I'd seen him around. Poor boy.
I hesdi—"*

Clint leaned against a glass case,
dug in his pocket, pulled out a
crushed package of cigarettes, select-
ed one and lit it. He blew out a
cloud of blue smoke and asked,
“Kmeow anything about him?*

Slome 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 says
him.”

The little man’s pale blue eyes
widened. “I may have done some tallk-
ing, but I didn’t mean anything by it,
honest! He does a good business,
and I guess sometimes [ get jealous.”

Clint looked thoughtful. “I see’

He shrugged, then. “Wll, thanks.
I'll be goimg—"

Clint left the store, got into his
car. His eyes were narrowed, specu-
lative. That gilt U—wiere did it
fit?

U for Unger, U in Murray, U in

He steered his coupe through the
traffic over to the West side where
Jemsen had lived. It was a red-
bricked rooming house with a sign,
“To Let” in a lower, dirt-smeared
window.

The landlady leaned on her broom
and waved him crossly up the stairs
when he asked Jemsen’s room number,
He’d sent Wiikon and the fiingemprint
gang over eawlier,

VWilkon opened the door at Clint's
knock. He grinned at the detective.
“Though you'd be showing up seon.”

Fleming glanced quickly areund.
“UWhet you fifud??

Wiikon spread wid' hands. “Ewetry-
thing—and nothing.” He waved a
hand at the disorder of opened bu-
reau drawers, clothes scattered on the
fioor, the bed ripped apart. “Place
was like this when we came. The
door had been ferced. Semebedy was
powerfully anxious te find seme-
thingr—-"

Clint scarcely heard him, for he
had walked a few steps, stooped and
picked up a half dozen yellow pencils
from the fleor. He whistled a thin
thread of a tune from between set
teeth as he studied them. All the
points were well worn dawn. There
were teeth marks at the eraser ends,

“Seems,” he observed half to him=
self, “that our frik nd Mr, Jemsen did
a powerful lot of writing Ilately.
Wandier what?”

you've threatened

E NEXT afternoon Clint Flem-

ing was exactly where he had
been the day before—nowihetie near
a selution. He'd been to see the
a solutlen, He'd been to see the cihief
=vyinieh dld nething fer his ege, as
Chief Cummmings had said he'd better
start shewlng seme actien, of else.
Amnd the "of elee” had beeA punetu=
ated By the slam ef a big fist en the
tep of a desk. . . .

Ke walked into the Davies’' flower
store and Pat looked up from some
violets she was stemming and came
over to him. She looked better today
—prettier, if possible. Some color
had flowed back into her cheeks; her
eyes had lost that reddened look.

“Hello there,” Ciint said. He
smiled, and Pat smiled back. 7This
was more like it— “Your boss im?*

he asked.

The girl nodded, motioned with her
red-curled head toward the balcony
that ran half way around the inside
of the store.

“He’s up in his office.”” She rested
quick fingers on his arm. “Hawe you
found out anything?" she asked wort-
riedly. Clint shook his head, and
glanced past her to where Herb Mar-
tin and Jack Unger were standing.
Neither smiled, and Hetb’s eyes were
chill as they met Clint’s In Unger’s,
Clint saw sudden jealousy flere.
Strangely, Cliat wanted te gfin—Beth
those men were jealeus of hWim! Of
eourse, it was ne wender when a girl
leeked like Pat. . . .

“See you later, chick,” he told her
softly.

He turned and almest tripped over
a flat, wood-diatted crate of roses
that lay on the floor behind him. The
roses were yellow-red and wrapped
tightty in waxed paper. He bent and
touched one of the buds with a fore=

fingar—thhe flowets almest leeked
artificial,
Then, behind him, someone

snapped, “Keep your hands off those
flowen'l”
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He whirled and stared into the
narrowed eyes of Herb Martin.

“Wihy so touchy, Martin?” he asked
guietly.

The man’s fist curled. “Roses cost
money and I don't want a dumb cop
spoiling them—"

Clint studi¥d him coolly, then de-
liberately he bent down, broke off a
bud and put it in his buttombole. He
gave it a fiinal pat.

“So?"” he suggested.

Martin teetered close, his face dark
with anger. Then, with an effort he
kept his voice quiet. Ower his shoul-
der he said, “Pat, fix Mr. Fleming a
gardenia—he wants a bowtonniere.”

“Thamnks, I already have one,” Clint
told him, and turned ant’ went up the
stairs that led to Davies' office.

Bavies was behind his desk. “Hello,
Mr. Fleming," he said. He pulled
worriedly at his chin.

Clint sat down in a straight-backed
chair. “New,” he began, “bave you
any idea why Jemsen was here, alone,
last night? Who closed the stere?”

Davies leaned back. “He did, 1
talked to Unger and Martim. They,
and Miss Murray left the same time.
Fred was going to clean up some
things in the basement before he
went home. I—" He broke off and
stared at the rose in Flemimg’s but-
tonhele. “Whete did you get the
Talisman?”

Clint grinmed, “[it’s one of yours™

Davies seemed to be waiting for
him to say more. Finally he asked
slowly, “Bfartin give it to you?*

“No—I took it. Why?”

Davies laughed falsely.
very fussy about the roses. They're
sort of his department—" He tapped
on his desk top with a pencil.

Climt’s eyes were narrowed, watefn-
ing him. “Yeah,” he said absewily.
Then he got to his feet, “Welll, 1'11
be shoving. See yeu 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. “Look," he said. “Take care of
yourseli—"

Her eyes widened.
the matter?”

He shrugged briefly, “I don't
know, but there’s plenty. Sometimes
I get-flegliings—and I have one mow.”
He glanced around the shop. “The
answer’s here someplace, if only I
could find "

Abruptly he drew an order pad
toward him and scribbled a number
on it. He creased the sheet careffulily
and dropped it into Pat's smock
pocket. “This is just in case. If you
hear anything, or see anything you
think I ought to know albwut—call
me.”

He caught Martin watching him,
so he bent his head to the rose in
his lapel. He took a deep sniff.

“This,” he said, “at least smella
good—"

“Winy—ihat’s

BELE was ringing someplace.

For a long time Fleming lay
in his bed, his eyes closed, hoping it
would go away.

It didm’t. Fimally, with a sigh, he
opened his eyes and reached for the
alarm clock. His hand stopped half
way through the motion—the room
was dark. It was still night.

He sat up suddenly, awake now,
He scooped the telephone receiver
from its cradle on the night sitand.

“Hello?” he said sharply.

A voice blurred at the other end.
An excited voice; a voice shmill,
Clint broke into the words.

“Take it easy—I can't understand
you."”

“Thiis is Clint Flemimg, isn’t it?”
the voice wanted to know. He recog-
nized it, then,

“Oh it's you, Pat,” he s2id quickly.
“WHet's wromg?™

“Clint—I'we found out smmetttingt™

“Yes? WHat? Where are you?”

“Pm down at the store, I came
back tonight. Afder you said you
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thought the answer was here, 1 de-
cided to look araumdr—"*

“Crazy kidi\*

"W, I got to thinking about
those Talisman roses. There’s some-
thing funny about those crates, 1
never—"

Clint cut her off,
you findi?*

“I—" she began.

Yes—go on.”

There was no answer, Clint’s hand
grew clammy on the receiver. He
listened—the phone was dead. “Pat!*
he shouted. S8till the fear-sdrntiimg
silence,

In one motion he bad dropped the
phone and was reaching for his
clothes, There was only one reasen
why Pat didn’t answer—and that
reason sent the blood from his face,
leaving him white-lipped, trembling.

He waited only long enough to
pick up his gum. ... .

As €lint Fileming careened his
eoupe through the deserted streets he
suddenly reached up and felt at his
buttonholle. The rose was gone; he
had lest 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 tho.ight of calling the chief.
But there wasn’t time for that now
=not with Pat in danger.

He didr’t expect the front door to
be uniocked, but it was. It swung
epen under his hand and he walked
into the store, his gun fisted.

“Pat!” he called. “WHwre are
you?”

His voice echoed back at him, there
was no other sound. Just the quiet,
eool air, heavy with the scent of
flovaeres.

He walked softly to the basement
door, opened it a crack. A light
glioymered 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 abruptly the light

stairs. The
his weight,
winked out.

That was all—no sound, just the
darkmess rushing in,

Clint stood where he was, poised,
listening for the r4sp of a foot, any-
thing. There was motihing.

He inched his wry forward, and
again the stairs protested.

Then, shattering the quiet, splititing
the darkmess, a gun spoke! Clint
heard the bullet ricochet from the
cement wall scarcely a foot from his
head. But now he knew the direc-
tien, now he had a target for his gun,

He pulled the trigger twice, but his
aim was wrong. Ar-in the orange
flame blossomed, and this time the
slug was closer. Too close.

He plumged down into the dark-
ness, fiiring as he went, aiming a little
to the left of the last flash.

There was a sharp cry that sliipped
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 walked
to him, turmed 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 eawlier,
only now the waxed-paper-wnanpped
bundles of roses lay scattered on the
cement, He stooped, picked up a
bunch. The buds were open—but
not naturally—they had been forced
open. The very center of the roses
were missing. Amnd then Clint saw
the little pile of white-powder-filled
capsules by Martim’s hand.

The detective whistled saofftly.
“Dope,” he murmured. “So that’s the
answer—they were smuggling dope
in the roses. . ., ."”

But that would have to wait. Right
now he had something more impor-



BS-bk %  Crack Defeclive

tant to worry about—Pat was stiill
missing.

He turned, went up the stairs, call-
ing her name, searching the office.
i she's here, he thought, shetl an-
swer—iff she coauld.

But there was no sign of the girl—
she had disappeared completely.

He was just passing the counter,
on his way back dowmnstairs, when his
foot caught on something. He
reached down and felt 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,

VWilere was the other end? He
tugged, the ribbon did not give. He
hadn’t been able to find the switch
that worked the ffuorescent 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. Pat was inside—in
the refrigerator! He jerked open the
door. The chill, icy air struck him
as he went inside. He groped on the
floor. His fingets overturned a vase,
sent it crashing. Then he touched a
shoulder, a face, soft hair,

He didm’t breathe 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 ffingers.

He picked her up gently, whisper-
ing her name incoherently, and car-
ried her out into the store. He laid
her down. PHFle thought savagely,
Wheeee is tiatt damm switeb--I have
to see!

This time he found it, and the fiuo-
rescence flooded the room, In its sofft
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, solbibing.

“fit’s all right, darling,” he soothed,

“The roses—" she began brokenly.

#it's all over. I know about them.
Martim’s down in-the basement, um-
conscious.”

“Then he—"

“Hush, darling,” He helped her to
her feet. “You a'l right now?"

She nodded, swaying a little.

Clint turmed and ‘ent to the wall
phome. He dialed a number, spoke
briefly to the chief, Then he hung
up and dialed another numfber. When
a voice answered he said, “Davies—
come on down, I've found your mumr-
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 clothes.

He went to where Clint was stand-
ing, talking to the chief.

“Who did it?"” he ¢ -—.mdiedi. “WWeass
it Unger?*

Fleming shook his head slowly.
“Davites, did you know that Martin
was in the dope smuggling business?"

The mam’s eyes widened and his
face paled. “No—" he mamaged. “You
mean, here, in my store?"

Clint nodded. *“Yes. That was
why he didm’t let anyone touch cer-
tain crates of roses but himsdiff—"

“Amnd Fred Jemsen must have dis-
covered it,” Dawies cut in. “And
that was why he killed him.

The detective shook hkis head slow-
ly. “Tiat may have been one of the
reasons why Jemsen had to die—but
not the only one. WMartin told me
before they took him to the hospital.
Jemsen had discovered r formuia for
preserving fresh flowers. There's
thousands in such a discoveny—"

“Yes. Jemsen 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 Ten-
sen_ﬂ
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A faint, hard smile flickered at
Flemimg's mouth.

“But he didn"t—"

“You szid—well, who did them?*
Davies exploded.

Clint’s voice was very quiet.
did, Davies!™

“Youw're insane!”
away.

“Yau're the one who's insane,” the
detective said relentlessly. “Martin
didn’t know actually who killed Jem-
sen any more than I did—until 1 be-
gan to add things up. The Hlowers
lasting longer in your store than any-
where else. Th2 fact that Jensen’s
room was searched. That damn U
in Jemsen's fiingers—I finally tumbled
to the fact that the poor kid had been
trying to spell out something .. . .
and ‘formula’ is about the only word
with a u in it that would fit inte the
picture,

“You wanted the discovery yout-
self, didn't you, Davies? You pic-
tured yourself cornering the flower
market—"

“I's a lie!" Davies cut in shyilly.

Fleming went on savagely, as if he
hadn’t heard. “Yeou didn't even trust
Martin, so you did it yourselfi—and
tried to pin it on Unger. Failing
that, you would have let Martin die
for the murder you cemmitied. He'll
get plenty on the dope charge—but
you,.you'ie going to get the e

On his last words, Davies lunged

“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 his
soft jaw.

He sagged to 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-faceo, her hand to her
throat.

He 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 siakily.

Iie grinmed and kissed her on the
tip of her tifted nose. “There was
one little thing that really set me
thinkimy—tilose pencils I found in
Jemsen’s room. They were all badly
chewed. Amd then I saw Davies
playing with a chewed pencil. 1
knew it wasn’t his, that he had picked
it up someplace— It might have been
coincidence—but it started] me think-
ing.”

“But how did you know it wasn't
Davies'?"

Fleming laughed deep in his
threat. “A guy with false teeth
doesn't go around biting on pencils,
does he?*

Then he locked at Pat a long mo-
ment. “How good are you at making
bridal bouquets?” he asked swddenly.

(lwlhy?lﬁ

“Because I got a feeling we're
going to be needing cne

at Clint, his short arms flailing. It
¢
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in which Q' Sheriff Spauiding swallows tha bait, and Mike Mur=
phy has to get him off a criminal's hook—if he canl

66" HE NICE thing about

you, Sambe,” I said sar-

J casticaliy — after Sheriff

; Spaulding had stormed into my week~

ly Lakeland “Ledger” newspaper of-

fice and planted his huge hindquar=

ters on my wifR's typewriter stosl—

“is that you never lose your temper;
never get mad.”

The Big Baboon glared across the
room at me—I was sitting behind my
flat-topped editorial desk—and while

he hadn’t a8 yet cussed a single cuss,
still 1 knew that Ql’ 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-
stuffed, over-rated, brave-but-only-
half-baked county sheriff. She failed
to note his angry moed, said: “ Lo,
Sam,” her usual greeting. Spawlding
failed to reply, so Bess turned to me
and gave forth a sound hest described
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as a giggle gone goofy. Amd then
she said: “Whwt now, Mike? What
ails my palsy-welbsy?”

“Demifno, Brick,” I replied. “The
big mucky-muck mushed in here, only
a couple of minutes ahead of you, amd
all he's done so far is to stare and
glare.” So Bess said:

“Wheat's biting you, Sam? Speak
up! I’'m your good friend, you know.
Igmore ‘Murder-Minded’ Mike Mur-
phy, and tell your constant and fond
admirer.”

That brought a one-word reply.
@1’ Sam roared: “Nutsi*

“He probably means that he's gone
nuts, Bess,” I vemtured.

OI’ Sam bellowed: “More muts!h?
Scowling deeply.

“Amd being bugs, himself, he thinks
everyone else is,” I continued, speak-
ing mildly—attempting to roil him
up. Yaeu see, I know all the best
ways to do that little 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—putitin’ out an eight-
page scandal sheet, once a week, filled
with stuff ye buy or swipe from big~-
name writers, mmos’ly—but if ye had
te run a jailhouse for a menth ye'd
g6 wiggy-waggy, tee. The same as
mel”

I thought things had gone far
enough, and that I should try to
straighten the Big Boy out. So I
said: “[’we never known you to have
a great deal of trouble handling your
guys and gals—om.e you had them
in your clink, Sambe.”

“That’s 'cause ye don't know. Plem-
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 mmanagin’ a jug
is a jolly job, by a damned siight!”

“$Hw'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 daraned weonder.

“A young squirt who says his name
is Joe Smith. Smith, hell! He’s a
Pole, or a Swede. Or a sometinimg.”

“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. I'd bet on that.”

“¥iMtat did he do to get into your
copious can? Amd what is he doing,
now, to get you so upset?” I next
inquired, adding: “Tell, Poppa.”

AT blew OI' Sam up again,
higher than a barrage balleom—
which he somehow resembles—but he
finally coeled off and began giving
us a few facts.

“Las’ Sunday night,” Sam began,
“some dame phomes 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 smezlkin’
aroun’ an' aroun’ a little groc'ry store
that's owned by a widder weman,
wheo’s away; an’ she thinks they're
aimin’ te feb 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. Them:

“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
‘e, I get a goed helt en both &
them guys, befere they fealize they've
got company; but ’medlately after
that they begin rarin’ an’ tearif’ an'
jider-buggin’ areuf’ until the big
Bird finally manages te jerk nimself
leese. He funs. 1 keep a gesd hHeld
8h the littie 1guse an’ pull st My SuA
8’ fRolher for the Bird makin' 8ff {8
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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’ am* leapin’ aroun’ a-purpose
to spoil my aim. But I hang onto
this little so-an’-so, I do—even if 1
have to. give the big baby up as lost,
temporarily.”

Sheriff Spaulding paused briefly, at
this point, and a muttered maledic-
tion escaped him. Ome not intended
for our ears, I guess. And then he
continued:

“Amyway, I finally get this crooked
little cuss down to the calaboese an'
start questionin’ him. Them’s when
he tells me his name is Joe Smiitl;
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 1
ain’t satisfied to beok him as Joe
Smith, I can-put it dewn as Joe Doe
of Jee Rer, of I can go to hellll”

Amisement glinted in ©1' 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 thimgs 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 ¢° him. But Bert had
no luck.”

Bert Fairchild is a combination
turnkey and deputy sheriff who
works for Ol' Sam. (He's got six oth-
er deputies, but they live out around
the county in various smaller towns
and none of them hang around the
jail much.)

“Weelll, 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 jum-
gles; an’ that all the name the guy
had give him to call him by was
‘Fatty.! He’s a damn’ liar, o’ course.”

“Wihat makes you so certaim. Sam?

The youmgster 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 O’ 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
hell o’ a lot. He ain't a fat feller, at
all, I had a holt on him, an’ he'’s
huge, all rightt—ey’ certainly 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 our sheriff’s com-
bination growill-scowls. OU' Sam has
no special sense of humor. He don’t
like my alleged wise-cracks, not
a-tall,

“That shows me he damn’-well
knows him, an’ is lyin’ like hell,”
Spaulding continued; hard of voice
and eye, now. “Seo I've been fairly
busy mos' o’ the timhe since, tryin’ te
make him unzip his lip. Aim’t had
no luck, though—so far, The little
louse weon't sing a mete: wen't even
talk to me, any mere. . ... I den't
know what te de, less'n I seft &'
thind-degiee the tfuth sut e him. , ; ,
Yep, gurss I'll have te de that.”

HAT"S all Bess and T heard about
Ol’ Sam’s contrary little prisoner
for almmst a week, then the sheriff
loped into our Ledger office and im-
formed us that he was now holding
this Joe Smith on an attempted-but-
glary charge; that the Justiee of the
Peace had set “a theusand-dollar bail
hold-order” on Smith—amnd that the
little chap couldm’t raise that many
cents, Sam alse swore out 2 ‘“Johh=
Doe warrant” against tht big bey whe
had wiggled loose, and escaped—he
said—and was anxious to serve the
same. “Would te, by eracky, an’ be-
fore very damn’ leng,” he insisted,
addlag:
“If I 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’'! Fll use it for a
bornb-shelter — when an' if Loco
Adolph Sicklebugle gets over here;
but until he does thiss little louse
stays there. Till all hell freezes over,
less’'n he tallks!”

“Bess and I didn't realize what a
Big Bad Bird you are, Sam! Did we,
Briektop?”

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!”

Sam declared: “He’s goin’ to talk.
That’s all. I’ll cut off his grub, an’
I'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-
alongs on him! No one guy's goin'
to hold out on the interests o' jus-
tice, this way. Nor on me. No, sir!
Amn’ he can yell all it suits him to,
'‘cause nobody can hear him, upstairs,
or out on the rireets!

“Brer-r-r-n?™ I said.
dered.

Sam replied: “Mabbe ye think I'm
kiddim’, folks, but I ain’t. Wait an'
see! Am" I’ll keep ye both posted on
how 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 guizzed,
half sore at @' Sam, I've never liked
this thimi-degree stuff. Consider it
to be bad busimess, «nd dangerous.

“It’s quite awhile yet before the
grand jury meets, Shrimp,” Spaulding
snarled at me, adding: “Za%’ long be-
fore then the bird'll have talked. Bet
ye that he will!” [ wasn’t having
any.

Amd shud-

ERE, this recital of Q1" 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-amd-water
diet; still hopeful, and justt as um-
successffully. All of which OI' Sam
honestly reported to B2ss and me;
but net fer publication in my weekly
Ledger, of course. That would never
de.

“Hee’s still as stubborn as a stimkin'
Stuka stormtrooper!” Ol’' Sam re-
lated, sticking to his usual allitera-
tive style! —but gumming his simile
all up. We, however, knew what he
meant.

Then three or four more days
passed, and the sheriff blew in again,
Amd, new, we saw that CI' Sam had
& beawtiful black-and-blue left eye.

“You ran into a cell door, I sup-
pose!” I said to him—im a voice sup-
posed to be a bit silky.

“Cell door, hell! I ran into that
rotten runt’s right duke—seo I diid!
I was pullin’ his right “isr, an’ I guess
he dida’t like it. Amyfhow, he socked
me a beaut, eh? But ye sheuld see
him! After he clouted me—well, I
really went te work en him!”

“What did he tell you his buddy's
name is?” I asked—knowing very
well that the kid hadn’t talked! (Else
ol Sam weould have -did so.)

“He ain't come across with that
info’, yet, but by cracky, he will. He
will—or else!™

“I'm thinking it wili be ‘or else,
Sambo,” I said; explaining: “When
any bozo helds cut this long, it means
that there just len't an, sharp-nesed,
longe-tailed, cheese-eating stuHf any-
where I ki’

“He’ll rat—hefore I'm through.
Ye'll see! He’s hungtry. Am’ plenty
hungty. I've net fed the feel a de-

cent meal ln ever theee weeks., 1="
“You should be ashamed of your-
selff!” I fimishred] for him.
“Ashamed, hell. I set out to make
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him tell me his pardmer’s name, an’ 1
ain’t feedin’ him till he does! Nor’ll
I quit slappin’ him aroun’. He's too
small an’ too weak to really clout, any
more; but I'll still continue to go
down there ever'day an’ cuff him—till
he does sguezl.”

“He may do his sentence and be
free some day, Sam. If so, you'd bet-
ter watch your step. It’s one thing
to whip a mule that’s locked in a bos-
stall, and quite another thing to
tackle that same mule when he’s loose
in a pasture! Then, too, there are a
lot of good guns being manufactured
ln the werld teday, yeu knew; and
Smith might latef en get aheld of ene
and mew yeu dewR with it 1
weuldm't g8 much furtrer, if ¥ were
yeu. It just {sp’t safe” That was
Yy ﬁﬂ‘é'ﬁ%‘é‘; Now., ses hew geed it
Ywast”

HE KID down in the can cellar

continued to stand pat, in spite
Ol' Sam’s “imcreased 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! Amd not because of Ol
Sam’s pressure but because he wanted
to! (Or so he sazid.)

“Sheriff, I've decided to tell you
what you want to know,” Smith be-
gan, explaining thusly: “My buddy
was 'Big Bill’ Burmey, and what a
swell guy he's turmed out to be—
leaving me in here to face the rap,
alone, and not even sending me over
a mouthpiece! No eats! Neo e€iga-
rettes! Ne nething, He’s a Big
Harm, like I semeties ealled him.”

“That explaims ye callin’ him ‘“Ham.’
Keep goin’,” Spaulding said, making
notes on the back of an old envelope.
The kid did. At some length.

“You'll find Big Bill hanging
around Little Mimsie's Dollar Dug-
out, down in Valiley Alley, almost
every night, Sheriff, and I want you
to go get him. But you watch your
step—becawse Big Bill is really

tough! He’s done a lot of wrestling
and boxing, and he’s strong as an
ox. You’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! ILeave me
to face this thing alone, will he?
I'll tell my big pal a thing or two—
80 I will—and then I haul off and
tell him why [ smitched?”

L’ SAM ignored Joe Smith's ad-

vice about taking a deputy
along with him te arrest Big Bill
Bumey, and went alone. Wasm't he,
Sheriff Spauldimg, a big mamn, too?
Hadmt he a warrant for Big Bill?
Amd two good Colt 45's? Simce when
had he needed anyome with him--to
pinch any just one man? Amd wasn't
he forewarmed that this bozo might
prove tough?

Littile Mimtiz's “Dug-out” was a
dive well kmown to QI' Sam, too; as
was Little Minnie—who weighed
nearly three hundired pounds, and
had a whalke-sized mouth! Sam didn't
know any of her dames, and didn‘t
want to know them. It was Min's
job to handie them, and he wisely
let It go at that. She always called
hifp “when things got teo het for her
te handie, persenally.” VWhieh wasn't
eften,

Mimmie was there, when 01’ Sam
barged in: and four other husky
dames in scant garb, but heavily-
rouged, sat at a table sipping higi-
balls, Spaulding said: “Keep your
seats. This is no raid. I'm lookin’
for a fugitive from justice. Ome Wiil-
liam Buirmey. ‘Big Bill,’ folks mos'ly
call him. They say he's a hard guy.
Alm)y e’ ye seen him H@ﬁ@lly?”

Ome of the broads said: “He was in
here for a whille, last night. [t’s too
early for him. Omily eleven o’clock.
Bill's working somewhere. Try
again, about midnight.”

Little Minmie tried to catch this
dame’s eye. WWarted 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 jame’s attention and the already
half-crocked female gabbled on.

“What you want Big Bill for,
Sheriff?” she asked.

“For questionin’,
snapped back.

“Tihe name is Rosey. not Nosey! If
I was Min’ I*d—*

“You ain’t Min’, Ruse! S8het your
fool face. Sheriff Spaulding don't
come bustin’ down here, only when X
call him—or he has a tip that—*

“L ain’t saying he dees, Min'—but
just the same, if I was running this
dump he wouldn’t ever get his fat
belly inside that door. I'd miake him
do his stuff outside. Outsidle, where
he belongs! Amd I'd phone Big Bill
and warn him that the law wanted
him. So I wouldi” And Ruose got
up, shoved her chair back, and then
staggered away from the table.

Nosey,” Sam

“Where are ye goin'?” @' Sam
asked.

“Nome of your busimess, Wamt to
come allamg?"

“Den’t ye try phonin’ Big Bill an’
warnin’ him, Womsm. Ye do an' I'1l
toss yer carkass in a cell. Come back
here an' sguett!”

Rosey must have been quite a bit
mere than half-soused—or else a born
cop-hater—for instead of obeying O’
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 Mimmie wobkled over to the
battling female and did all she could
to save the balance of her expensive
chinaware—if not Ol' 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 handeuffs on the
beserk female that Big Bill Burney
walked in the back doetr. Bill saw
merely some great big bird, appat=
ently battling Rese and Mim’, and se

he waded in—swinging. Amd Big
Bill could really swiimg!
@1’ S8am told me, later: “The big

so-an’~-so mus’ have hit me with a
hammer, first, Mike—but after that
he only used his frits. Am’ did he
paste me? T never went down—amt
came back up—so damn’ many times
before in all my life! Eut I finadiy
got a gun out an’ made him unmer-
stand what it was all about. Had to
clout him over the noggin’ a couple
o' times with the barrel o' it, finst,
though.”

Then OI' Sam cuffed Big Bill Bur-
ney to a still-cua.ing “Wiild 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 took Bur-
ney dowmstairs to his basement lock-
up. To his bomib-proof, swund-proof
little cellar, where young Joe 3mith
was still incarcerated and amxiously
waiting for OI’ Sara to bring im his
kig buddy.

The sheriff, of course, was covered
with blood—both his own and Big
Bill’s; and he even wore some of
Wiild Rose's!—so he was a sight. And
Burmey 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 fimally got there.

“Yer snitchin’ I' e pal’s laughin'
at ye, Bill!” OI’ Sam said. “Bufte’s
banged up a bit, himself, ye will
notice!"

Big Bill sprang at Little Joe, then,
saying: “And th’ damned little
lousy snitchin’ rat is goin’ tuh be
banged up some more! Squeal on me,
will yuh, Rodent! Amd Big Bill
Burney socked Smith a wallop that
lifted the young man clear off the
floor. Then Burmey hit Joe again and
again and again. Amd then agmiim}
Amd until the youngster was com-
pletely out and lay on 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
I’ll bust him agmiim?”

“Not tonight, ye won’t, Bill—’cause
I'm lockin’ ye up i+ a cell. I don't
want ye to muerder 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®

Burmey obeyed. O1' 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 OF
Sam,

“Aim't yuh goin’
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 mormim’. I1f
so, 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. ['m goin'
upstairs an’ take a bath.. See ye both
tomerrer, an’ if ye'll plead guilty to
this attempted-burglary charge mabbe
I won't swear out an awtempt-to-kill-
an-officer warrant against ye, Bill.
Think it over.”

tubh lock that

FRIEND of mine dropped into
<t my newspaper office early the
next morning and told me that OI
Sam had arrested Big Bill Burney,
and he gave me some of the detfails
about the delngs eut at .he Dug-out—
and glse absut Reose Kelly’s arrest.
(That, at least, was the name the
dare “deome business” dnder, aad
really dees net matter.) 8e when
Bess = my red-Headed wite = ftiaally
dritied €dewn te werk, abeut {en
A. M., I teld her absut O’ Sam's
twe pinehes and &ald:

“Guess I'll sneak over to the cala-
boose and get the whele story. From
Sam. He'll be too busy arraiigmning
his two prisoners to come over here
and tell us about it in time for me to
write up the mess—which I want teo

use in tomorrow’s paper. And I want
to kid Sam a bit. This guy told
ma that the sheriff toock a damned
goed shellacking before he-—""

“I hope O1' Sam wasn't hurt much,
Milke. Go ahead. Amd while you're
out be sure you stop at Reed’s Repair
Shop and get your automatic. Jack
Reed phoned me last nipht and told
me to tell you that it was ready.”

I promised to stop for it—and aid.
And a good thing, too! But wait.

It was about 10:20 when I walked
into the jaill-office, an®® all was as
quiet as could be. I knew it was Ol
Sam’s deputy’s “day off,” so I fifigured
Sam would be on the job, alome—and
around somewhere. He was. But
wait!

I waited. Several mimumes. Read
some reward notices—official “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 Q' Sam's basement block. That
door was slightly epen, I noticed.
“Se that Is where he s, I theught.
I pulled this deer epen a bit mere,
te pass threugh i, then stepped:
Suddien. Dammed awiul swddenhy!
Fef, frem belew, eame a bedlam 6f
seund: A mixture of nfaisniiting-
flesh sounds, minghed with vile
cureks:

“Troutble, sure enowghh, down
there,” I said to myself, drew my
automatic ai-d checked it to make
sure that Jack Reed had left it
loaded. It was, so I grasped it fifirnily
and crept down these basement stairs,
Ome step at a time. More sounds,
and more eaths, continued te roll
up. Then distiagwishable werds.

“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 wvoice,
saying:

“You had a lot of fun beating me
up, down here, when you had me
all alone—didm’t you? Well, it ain't
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so funmy now—is it?" Followed
by several sounds that could only
have been made by fists beating on
flesh. A flock of loud curses and
threats, made by 04’ Sam. Then a
lull. Then more words. Explanatory
words, now. Spoken by that younger,
umseen voice, but loaded with venom.

“You couldn’t make me snitch, you
big bully—in spite of you being
damned near twice my size, and me
half starved to death—could. you?
No, sir! I held out on you—plenty!
Didm’t turn stoolpigeor until I had
it all fligured out that you would
walk right straight into my trap!
Until I had you doped out for a
sap who'd fall like a Jap—mowed
down with machime-gun bullets I

Someone groaned. It just had to
be Ol' Sam Spaulding, I knew. Some
way or other these two crooks had
managed it so that they now had the
sheriff in their power. Amnd very
completely. I went cautiously down
another step. The sound of fists
striking flesh, again—and again and
again and again—and then came that
younger voice agaim:

“Ne, Copper, I couldn’t beat you,
alone—and I couldn’t pessibly escape.
So what? Hah?! I sent you to get
my good pal—my old buddy, Big

Bill—kmowinmg damned well that the
two of us could glom onto you when
you came down with your hands
both busy carrying our breakfast
tray! Amd did you walk right into
it! Hell, Sap—Bill’s first blow to
your chin raised you a good feot off
the fitear! Fummy—ism't it? Funny
as hell, now! Haz, ha—hat"

O THAT was how this youmg

slicker had managed the thing—
was it?—and just what had I better
do about it? I figuredl that they had
OF Sam down on the basement ifivor,
at least—and, no doubt, about out.
In which event they would un-
both.of QL' Sam’s big .45's! Whiat a
mess this had turaed out to be!

“Should you try it?” I asked my-
self, “Try it, alone; or sneak back
upstairs, block 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 saiid:

“Let’s kill th’ big blankety-hlank
brute! If we don't, somebody'll find
him an’ set him fres—somn—then
he'll spill his guts, get more guns,
an' come after us again. Then he'd
kil us—when he caught ws!
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So they did have Of' Sam’s guns,
eh? Amd from the tone of that voice
I knew that they really 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 anyeme €lse to de it
Neo, sir!) Se I get ah even firmer
ip en my swell Colt Avomatic=
which has never jammed ofF otherwise
missed fife 6A Mme yei—and made ihe
Bettemn six steps IR w8 ABISY
Ry,

The door which leads into O1'
Sam’s basement cell-block was a regu-
lation jailfhouse 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 weuld give me addi-
tional protectien—sitee only heles
about an lheh and a half square fe=
malned te be shet direstly threugh:
Not, upderstand, that I thought these
steel glats heavy ef thiek ensugh t8
step a slug fired from either 8f {he
shefitfs Blg gums, But they Might
very well serve i8 deflset any sHeh
Fed-het hunk of quickly #Ared iead:

This door was pulled nearly slhut
and I proceeded to slam it closed,
all the way. It would shut but not
lock. Omly Sam’s key weuld do that,
and no key was in the lock or any-
where in sight. (The ereeks had i,
I found out later.) Amyway, I was
too dammed busy te leek fer a key
or anything else—=just getiing the
muzzle of my autematic threugh ene
of these little heles. I fired and
yelled at the same time, I guess:
Fired two shets, Fight between these
twe eresks’ heads—.s they sfeed
Fight gver a reclining O Sam, wha 1
saW Was Beund and gagged—and 1
Feared:

“Drop those gums, instantly, or I'll
mow you dowrm!”

Each guy had one of the sheriff's
Colts in his right fist; and when they
did not obey quick enough to swit

me, [ firedd again. Hit the big bird,
too, that time. Got him in hi3 right
elbow—aiming at his mid-ribs, I was
—but it had the same effect! Hin
gun flew out of his hand and clatt
tered to the flor. He let out an
agony scream. grabbed his shattered
fight elbew {n his left hand and
said: I quit, Copper! Pal, drep
your gat, $89.”

But still-mad Joe Smith—uwio OF
Sam thought wras a lousy stool-
pigeon—wasm’'t having. any. No, sir.
Young Joe was made of sterner stuff.
He whipped around and sent three
sizzling hot humks of lead my way!
A herizental iron bar stopped one of
these slugs, right in front of my V-
for Victery” belt buckle; and the
ether tweo ate ehunks out eof these
steel shatss = whieh zinged all
areund my head. ThHRse Brave Russ
glans ever in Stalingnad, whe §uk-
vived, BRYRE £ame any eleser t8 death
than t did, Fight theA; But the young
devil wasted Ris fast three SHOW By
AFiAg Bver My head. I WAl sure of
Big, A% [Rat RIS gUR WAS SEPRLY;
aRd t swarmed in SR 8im Bsfore Ag
eotld feagh f3F, apd %‘SE’ the Eslt
that Big B Birney fiad 8£8§BSS§;

e fig rsach, byt | s[lsm%%% 3

slig &t H&% aha, White the 81'n”g

U g, e e A

e
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a
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L’ SAM? He's in City Hospital

yet, the Big Bum! But he’ll be
out in a day or so—and am [ waiting
for him! Bess says [ mustm’t rub
it in—because that gag these twe
crooks put in QL' Sam’s mouth nearly
killed him. But that i3 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 stimky
socks!

~— END -~



The “Little Fellow" is becoming to be noticed
at last; Vice President Wailllace tells the listem-
ing world that we’re ebout to enter the era of
the "common man,” end the welfare of untold
thousands of “Little Fellows” is recognized in
the fermiilatien of the Four Freedems and the
Atlamntie Chester. Heretofore it's been the thing
to leel upen the guy either as an ebject et
eharity, 6f semeens (6 igners as iNEEASEEURIr
Hal. We kiew new that beth of thess wiew~
points are WwreAg:

The “Little Fellow" isn't elways small physiic.
ally, isn't necessarily a rebbity cheracter like
our own Mr. Bingler. He's likely to be almost
enything, and you can be sure that lie’s in
there fighting his end of this war. If he isa't
handling & rifle, machine gun, 6f whainot en
Guadalcanal of peints African, he's ea {he
jeb in war industry, making his menrheuts and
wer beads eeynt. He's given everything he had
betere; the “Little Fellow” wes the guy whs
stuck By General Washingfon at Valley Ferge,
while & let ef "Big Fellows" wete ésiﬂg 8
heavy eriticising of the new natien's Wewr Effert.
And he's eefe through every time wheRn & erisis
arese, when ths "Big Fellows" were busy transs
I%ffiﬂq bets and gelting ready {9 gi78 up tis
Ship.

Maykbe one reason why Mr. Bingler is so popm-
lar is because, despite the fact that he's somms-
thing of a caricature, he hais the real solid chan-
ecter of the “Little Fellow" beneath his timid-
seeming nature, and behind the “Oh Dears." He's
easily scared, but actuelly getting him down,
and keeping him there is another matter.

We asked author Peacock if he couldm’t teil
us gsomething about Bingler, and how he hap-
pened to be chosen as the (Home Cousse) Mas-
ter Detective’'s chronicleer. So Peacack dropped
us the following note.

Dear Doc:

Boy, is this going to be fum: e beem warmi
ing to spoutt off aftwutt Mr. Bimgller for szome
momtiss.

He's a friemtl of mine, a specia! sort of fellow
to hamee avourmtd, for wien I get too fer down in
the dumpss, he comes out of nowtirere amil cheers
me up with hiz cloistered! existernce owd! his
aviillfyy for amyifitag evem pertaifdgg to crime-de—
tectiomn.

We started out together, in some senses off
the wuord, for he was created the first yearr 1
startfed] writing. He was the guy who shovei his
neair-sightted! face into & kidwmppping case, end
after a couplle of hundirsd woudls, vamistiesd with

a tiny, “Oh dear.,” of protest.

I let him sleep for a time, them resunrectet! him
witzn I got tired of my tough didks siigpping
suspreetts abmut. He grew;, becamee a real person
to me, and so 1 festiured him in & series of
novelidtass, givitgy him insunmwomblble hurdlbss to
clamilesr over in eacth yarm. The little beggar
fooled] me; somelimess he went areunsk-cor umder,
Ry pesed prolismes. Ant he gainesd cheracter
andl strengtth with every odlivaiture.

He's like a lot of pegpde | kmow—thhese who
look for ediemmivee, emt seldmm fimd! it. But Mr.
Binglksr is Iluciiier; he mailess his adventures,
stavtiogy from absoluédly nothingy. | sometimes
envy his phiilbessmpiny.

Mr, Binglsr is faiitly wellknowm; he hos ap-
pearr=t on the NBC Natfivrahl Netwokk, amt was
walll-receivet! by guite a few detectives ffans.

I think he'lll like CRACKK DETECTIVIE: for he
mentiioresd to me rattiesr wistfullly @ few months
agw thatt there were some chenantérss therein who
coulii stamd! a bi¢ of rowfime exanifatition, as
prescritiret! by his Home Detective Course.

I'm gard thatt we can hoth obliipe his liftle

As for mysesif, either a ltile or a greaf deal
can be saiti; I'm not certain just wikiigh to ard-
vocaite,

But capynay-—

I feel that I've been in this gatme a long time.
My yamms hasee run im alll the majgor chaiins of
magpaziess, axt! havee coveredl the emtire field! of
fiction, wiith the excepiion of love stonies—at
wihiidh 1 musit ediniit I'm not so good!, preferring
to cese-study the sulifstt o bit before trying to
wtilie.

I'm from Kamsss amti Louisiana, emd neither
statize fed me very well—tdor I'm definiitd]y the
feridgy, hungyyy type. I wrile for a vocatiion, edi
three mogss for a vocaiiion amdl fish for a weume
tion. Somefinmss I just (like Mr., Wigggs of the
Caitbgge Pawh) sit and think things out.

I'd like to spent! the rest of my life wnriting
autl fishimg;, emdt) if the avmy doesnt: have
other jdears, those are wiatt [ shalll do. I'm
single, witth no partiividar prospectz (who said
gitlls QUTNUMBER men? | meilritdin the werd
should hanee beem "wiifmeaaevaréll!l), bit e got
apiBieoss,

I hope your readers like Mr. Bingler; he's
a good egg. Give him a whidl, ansl maytize he'll
come creeping baok into CRAIK DETECTIVE
agniin in the fimture,

Angwegy, he amtl I hope so.

Cordlitlyy,
W. Scott Peacoch

oS
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By Roy Cummings

George Bryan didn‘t mind being called "Fashion Riafis" by the
villagers. That was fine, it would fit right in with his plans, for
who would suspect the dandified fop hs appeared to be of cold

blooded mundier?

HEY called him Fashion
Phakte. Gesrge Bryan gidn't
Aind it They were just ig-
narapt vithage 1S, “18aters ArouAd
e paal Hgi siatignery sigrs and
the i‘Jd% Failkead §E&HSH 8f Shady

. fhey Hhgught Bssaaa% Bryal
19 8\? E;té %H % n%‘ ay3 emeﬁaﬂy
85%%2 9, a8 ms& mg 18
g%% aé-. mm% BHH%
29198 gﬁsers ¥ W 1%§§8
{ B qg ' g qm
§ a rum Hg{:H

4 1 1K
fag %ﬂ ¥ 5] rumme
ak9 ad “Been é%g;ge Brvan.

The thoughts 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 violemce? He chuckled to him-
self, The villagers might think of
him as a sissy, but never as a mur-
derer. ..

At the crossroads where the high-
way went on into the village, Bryan
turned off onto the Lake Qmtimra side
road. He watched his chance, so that
no one saw him, The time was quar-
ter of ten—a hot July evening. Queer
what a breathliess night it was! He
was conscious that his heart was

1)

pounding; his chest seemed to have
a weight en it. Was Re firightened,

A8 that Ris cnance fad come? Now-
seAsel dyst excifed. Fale was with
i E‘G%H} GlECUmstance was just
H bt Belel Rawiings waHld Be eom-

S‘!SHQ E*Ai% 18REly 3ad By #hs
a@% 8f the {ake; 1A Hve of fefl MiA:
fites HS\% The thing weuld Be dens;
{0 2 FeW MiDMieY aker that.

The idea of killing Peter Rawlings
had come to Bryan from Rawlings
himself. Rawlimgs 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
Grace—Bryam’s sister, who was Raw-
lings’ wife—had heard it; and so had
others. It was Bryan’s chance. Noth-
ing could seem more obviously 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 breatin-
less, hot night of the mummer—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 boats over by the
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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 turmed 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. Hiis figure was a white
blob eof white shirt and carefully
pressed white linen trousers, as he
ereuehed lar the bushes, walting for
Rawlimgs te eeme aleng. It surely
wouldn't Be tefig Aew. Rawliings was
a methedieal fellew, a ereature of .
habit. Yeouw eeuld aws3¥s depend en
Rim deing the same thing at the same
time. Fe had married Brvams yeudg-=
BF sister, Brace ahsut two years 248;
He was HEB 8F at least G&E‘ifﬂﬁéﬁy
well 8ﬁ—~%§’1"e oF those fellgws whs
watched 8¥8{3¥ peAny and weHidn't
lend 3 cedt 18 & relative witheut
BaRKRrY SECUELY. He Swhed 3 small
BHt Brosperaw: de %FEH&%HE stare iH
THORAVNE, SOMe W % e e% AWl

B slgsed It i Bty il ol
hight Tk ¢l 4 y Ve iﬁpy
aighe ea¥ n ;f‘ om £81ar

s smf'ga;c%% i

For another ten mimuites Bryan si-
lently crouched. He 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. Threre would be no footprints
here; no tracks whieh could be ldem-
tified as the tread of his tites. The
read was hard and dry; the grewnd
all areund here was reely, right
dewh te the reeley shere wheie the
water lapped with a sulleR Murmuf
ip the stillness:

Amd suddenly now, faintly in the
distance he heard the chug of Raw-
lings’ old, outmoded car. Right on
schedule. Bryam's heart leaped, but
he steadied himself. He stood in the
shadew ef a tree-trunk until he could
see pesitively that it was Rawlings,
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and then he jumped forward. Raw-
lings, in white shirt and trousers, was
a dim white blob behind the wheel.
For just a second Bryan thought
that there was someone in the back
seat of the car behind him, but when
he got closer he saw that no one else
was there,

RIEGTELL, I say, that
W VW Peter?” he cailed.

Rawiings saw "him and pulled up.
‘Hello, George,” he said. He was
never very cordial. “WHst are you
doing out here?”

Bryan mastered his breathlessness.
“Just coming back from New York.
Whetchedly hot, isn’t it? I theught
I'd take a swim. Cool off.,” He ges-

you,

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 jeln me, eld fel-
low—yowwe ne idea hew invigerat-
ing—"

Queer how difficult it was to keep
his soft, suave voice normal% This
damnable breathlessness! But Raw-
lings dida’t notice. Amd it wasn't
hard to persuade him.

“The human body really floats in
water, you know,” Bryan was pres-
ently saying, “lt’s lighter than water,
when you immmise 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 difficult
to do this thing.

“Wihy not master your fear once
and for all?” he added persuasively.
“Cmee you do that, I cam teach you
to swim in two minutes.”

Abruptly Rawiings set his jaw.
“All right,” he agreed. “I’ll do it.”

Perfect! Nothing could 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 me-

(Continued On Page 162)

Your Hospital and Doctor Bills Paid

SICKNESS or ACCIDENT

Don't aliow Hospitalization axpenss to ruin your
fife savings, Insure NOW . , . BEFORE IT'S TQQ
LATE! In case of unexpected sickness or acss-
drnt you may go to any Hospital in the U, 8. or
Canada, under any Boctor's care. Your expenses
will be paid in strict accordance with Policy pro-
visions. Individual or entire family eligible {to
ege 70). No agent will call.

SHRECIAL NOTICE: Cihifitan Infuntes due to any
Aot of War incltied In prateckion . . . witihont
extra chunyge.

MALL COQUROIN AT QMCE!

mmﬁmﬂﬁmmmﬁ“‘m»lf
§ Nerth American Mutuel insurance Co-
Beopt. D3-3, Wiilmington, Del, ‘

é )

103




WHAT CAUSES EPILEPSY?

A bookiet containing the opinions of famows doeters
on this interesting subject will be sent FREE, while
they last, ta any reader writing to the Educstional
Blvmon, 535 Fifth Ave., Dept. D8-3, New Yoerk, N. Y.

S8 (A o
NGV GET TGURH
BRUBLE-QRUICK!

Learn how YOU can be dangerous.
Lick brutes twice your size wib onky
yory bave: awifs, even when they are

acmed, This uwufulﬁ@h ng system
is unbelievably efficient. Ym deﬂ‘t
need ex-like muscles — ii’s braiAs
that eaunt! Neovw, easy self : stwdy
offer and momey-baek gvaiai “@2 % im'&rlew ?aﬁg@gge%k%
DETALLS. Nelseh Ce.; 500 saermaa. Brpbesd, CRIGAES:

(SIDEI.INE Salesmen and Agents)

Sell Mlusteated Comic Booklets, and other novelties. Rach
haulm size 414 by 2%, Ten different
&0c or 25 azsorted for 31 00. Shlnped prepaid. Winlessle

m llﬂ sent with order onmly. C.0.D. orders, Bmd cuh

Print name and addres:

sI:SAC SAI.ES CO

Let me help you find romance, happiness. Nationwide
me hip: sincere, atiractive people you would love
to meet; many with mears. 22 years' dependable serv-
1ce; “Proven Results.” Write today for imkeresting
parfioulars, descriptions sent sesled.

Mst. BUDD, Box 753-A, Sam Framcisco, Calif.

"With God

Al Things A "

anch ’r’m‘g‘%rﬁ}e E“ - Rinded Jc:i ]
1 Qg“a gom BRY

W’” Lol g ¥

ymn do have any of thwse Problemt, or
oﬂxera like them, dear friend, then here iz
wonderful NEWS—NEW

WAY may brin n wheh
I nappiees aod joy :
and very, vefy quiakly toel

So don't wait, dear friend, dom’t let ancther
minute go byl lt you are troubled, worrled
or unl NY WAY—we Imll% you
to clip t Me e now ami mell wi
stamp for FULL FORWMATION lbout thii
mmurknble NEW WAY og; PRA;E\%ltgat i

ping s an 6R may
just [ eemmty iﬂd quiekly help YOU!

You will sur bless this day—so ples®
dme de]s.yl ane%yelip thig Mnﬁyg:.nwg and

witl ¥ address and 3¢
tn LIFE E) UDY FELLOWSHIF Box 461
Noretom, Conn. This wonderful NEW Mot
sape of PRAYER and FAKTH will bé on the
way to help you by return majl!

VOU VRNT RﬁMAN

as}a faeﬁ&mﬁe i theaﬁ

102

Crack Detective

(Continned From Page 101)

ment tumbled clusters of rocks amnd
the rise ef ground hid them wholly
from the road. Hastily they um-
dressed. “I'we only got one towel,”
Bryan was saying smoothly. “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 fllvating in the shallow wat-
er... There mustn’'t be any outcry
now. Just a little splashing and
gurgling. Rawiinmgs was a man about
Bryan’s height and build, but older,
fnot 80 muscular. It weouldn't be hard
te held him under—just for a minute
and then he’d inevitably gulp in wa=
ter and start to strangle, There
musta’t be any marks on him; noth-
ing that wetld show vidlkanes ..

*I pguess—I guess this is deep
enough,” Rawlings quavered as his
instinctiwe, abnormal fear of the wa-
ter made him tremble.

“Just a little further,” Bryan
urged. “I say, old man, don't be
such a coward.”

It was pathetic to see Rawiings
trying to conquer what he knew was
an idiotic terror. That was queer,
too; Rawiings with that terror all his
life, as though something within him,
deep beneath his conscious brain, had
always known that he was destined to
meet his death like this,

“Tll do it if it kills me,” Rawlings
was muttering. “Damn it, I will.®

Gruesome prophecy... Wihy 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 and excited, taut nerves
to make him fumble this thing? But
he wouldn't furmble it... Get him to
lie on his back now; and then shove
him down, sit on him... Hold him,
just for a moment,

Bryam’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 davil,
Peter. Don’t be like that. I won't
even let your face get wet, I proms-
ise. Come on now, lie back—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
week."

So easy. A faint smile of triumph
twitched at Bryan's lips as he stood
beside the shivering, naked Rawlings
arid the taut body of the older man
eased backward with his feet cmming
up.

“Dom’t let my head go wunder,
George!”

“f#o. Of course I won't."

TOW, down with him! Bryan
shoved suddenly. There was
only a little floundering splash; air
bubbles rising, with the water down
there choking Rawlimgs’ first startled
scream. Amd then it was a grim, si-
lent struggte under water, with sl
the weight of Bryam’s body pressing
his viectim's head and sheulders
agalnst the beottem. Less thah three
feet of water; mest of the weight 6f
Bryan's Body wes eut ef it as he
sprawled, with his knees afnd hands
deowhn. Rawlings was like a3 great
Heundesing trapped dish  Weirdly,
unexpectedly strong at first as Bryan
desperately elung ta Rim:. WIS 18gs
were up new, Chdraing the Wé{sf
beating it white. Ged. Why wawdﬁ{
he gie?

It was a chaos of horror to the
panting Bryan. But he kept Raw-
lings’' head under. .. A minute. Two
minuttes. There were ne air bubbles
now. The air had all come owi;
water was going in. From his first
gasping, under-water scream the im-
experienced Rawlimgs had been stran-
gling. But his struggle was ghastly,
Like fighting with a great white
thing that ought to be dead, but still
lunging. Mere feebly new. Get Hhikm!

(Contimued On Page hD?)
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Hold him! Never mind his thresf-
ing legs; keep his head and shoulders
down! Three mimuees. Four per-
haps. It seemed an etemity to Bry-
an’s whirling senses while he
sprawled there and clung. Like
fighttinpg 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
Bryam's arms relaxed, slipped away,
the legs flloated 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
floatetl up beside him, with water
lapping over its goggling face.

Hourible. 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 takem! Suppose
someone 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 dauk;
a panic of haste and terror. But he
fought with it; conquered it. The
thing was done, and triumph swept
him, He dried himself ecareffully
with the towel and deessed. His hair
wasi’t wet; that was lueky. It wasa’t
even mussed. There wasa’t a mark
en him frem the struggle with the
drewning Rawlings whese gripping
hands had enly elutehed s futilely
at Ris 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 raustn’t get rattled
new 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.

Wiittls the panic still on himr, mim«
gling with his chuckling triumph,
Bryan climbed back into his dark lit-
tlie car and swiftly drove away. He
did not head for Shady Valley; he
was too clever for that. Instead,
driving as swiftly as he dared, he cir-
cled back around Thomasville, then
cut across ana hit the New York
Higlwway at a point far below Shady
Valley and the Lake Omttara side
road. He passed two gas stands
where he was known; drove slowiy
enough so that the attendants would
see him and respond to his wave of
greeting. Exactly as thougfh he were
on his way home from the city; no
possible connection with Lake Om-
tara. ...

E HAD stopped at the bridge
over Sumapee 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’ momney. 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 senier
teller at the little Shady Valley bank.
Grace didn’t khew abeut his six theur
sand-dsellar shertage there, of eourse.
That weuld have been discevered
next week, when the bank examiners
arrived; but it would be tade gesd
by Graee new, 8f eeurse. He S§hid~
ered at the elesenrss af Ris eseaps.
It was nearly eleven o'clock when
presently he was entering the somno-

(Continued On Page 102)
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(Continved From Page 105)

lent little tree-lined street of Shady
Valley. He had adjusted his collar
and tie in the little rear-view mirror.
Hiis hair was sleek and in perfect
array, as always. Ewerything was
perfect. Nothing ahead of him now
but gentle sympathy with Grace; and
then the spending of Graee’s money
en Viwiam, The theught ef Vivian,
her darle eyes, her beauty, thrilled
him, Vivian was werth spending
meney €.

As he reached Center Awenue, 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 eurb; and Inside the
building there was evidently wnusual
activity.

Bryan hopped out and jeimed the
crowd. “I say, what's happened?”-he
demanded of a pimplly-faced youth.

“Qih, you, Fashion Plate.” But the
village boy wasn't jibirg. He was
awed; excited. “Your brotierin-
law,” he said. “Mr. Rawlings—guess
he's dead—he was found down in the
lake near the Thomasville cut-off.”

Then the milling lititle crowd saw
Bryan. Ewveryone 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 crowded around him: gave him
swift, inecoherent details... a night-
driving tourist, through Thomasville,
headlng for Allbany, had seen the
white thing in the lake, momentarily
disclosed by his headlights as he
Feunded a bend in the read. He'd
breught it in a rush here te the pe-
lieg statien. Ties pelicemen inside
Aew were trying artifieial respiration:

That made Bryam’s heart leap into
his throat. Suppese thsy sueeeeded
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., -Surely that wasn't possible now. ..

“Not a damn pulmotor in this
burg,” somebody was saying. “There's
one coming from Thomasville, but
what the hell—"

“Why—mwihy, good heavens, that's
terrible — my brotiher-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 iimsiidte ...

The tourist appeared on the stoop.
“Not a chance,” he said to the crowd.
“fe’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 goodmess, how disgrace-
fult

THAT the devil! Bryan’s heart

was racing. The accursed vil-
lage louts were jibing at him. But
they seemed puzzled, too, standing
away from him, staring at him. He
realized that he wess in the light of
the pelice statien new,

“My Gawd,” somebody gasped.
“Wihy does he look so frightemed?”

Fashion Plate! Accursed nick-
name. Accumsed reputation. Wiifh-
out them, no one would have noticed
him.. .

“Why—uwihy—" he was stammer-
ing, “I say, don't push me like this.
Villeit'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; voices.., “Lookit
him! Fashion Plate never looked
like this before.”

“Whhy is he so frightemedi?*

(Continwed On Page 102)
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Crack Detective

(Continned From Page 107)

“Damn queer — something queer
about this, fellers—"

Hamds 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 thimgs from his jacket pock-
et...

Then abruptly one of the big pe-

k | licemen’ was sagiimg:

“You, Bryan—wihen did you last
see your brother-im-1ew?"*

“Me? See Peter? Whhy—wihy, I

haven't seen him for a week.”

Whhat was this? Wat was the mat-
ter with everybody here? These
things they were taking from Bry-
an’s pockets—

“Diidm’t see him tonight—mot at all
today?” the policeman persisted.

“No. No, of course, I didn't*

“Didim’t happen to go swimming
with bim tonight by any chance, did
you?”

Whett in the devil? The scene was
swaying before Bryam’s terrified
gaze. He fought for calmmess, mus-
tered his courage to grin.

“Say, what's the matter with all
you people? 1Is this some kind of
joke? Of course, I didn’'t go swim-
ming., Haven’t seen Peter in a week,
I told you.?

“But you're a good swimmmer?”

“Yes. Sure I am. Wihat in hell
has that—"

“You wouldm’t let your brotier-im-
law drown waist deep in water, would
you now?” the police sergeant said
ironically. “Fummy thing, Bryan—
the lake there where he drowned—
only waist deep. Not over your head
anywinere near there—and ne ecur=
rent, no tide in the lake to wash the
body from somewihere else, Esps-
clally since he was found when he
had been dead only a few mimutes, It
was murder, Bryam—"

“Murder?’ Bryan stammered.
“Whp—mwthy, how awifal—"
(Continued On Page 108) 108
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Crack Defective

(Continued From Page 108)

“Yes, isn't it? Amd if you didn't
go swimming with Rawlings—"

The big sergeant gestured with
grim irony to the thimgs he was tak-
ing from Bryam’'s trousers’ podketss...
A memorandum dated today, on a
billlhead of Rawlings’ store.... A tele-
gram to Rawilitngss.. .

“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 limen trousers,
and his whirling mind swept back
... That dark cluster of rocks on th#
shorefront where he and Rawlings
had undressedl.,. Their clothes had
been in separate piles. Execept tha
white trousers. He realized 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
darkmess of the ground. Amd as he
deessed after the murder Beyan had
been in such a panic of haste and ex-
citement he had had no time to think
o." himself at all, nor in his dark car
until he had come here... The first
time in his life that Beau Brummel
had negleeted his appearance!

“Weéwe got you, Bryam—"

“Yes, you—you've got me—"

He hardly realized he was saying
it. He was stlll blankly staring down
at his white linen trousers. But they
were Rawlimgs’ white linen trousers
rumpled and dirty, very far from be-
ing neatly pressed because Rawlings
weas ne Fashien Plate!

THE END
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of fun—or my moiey back.

( )I am enclosing $1.00
g C ) Send C.0.D. plus postage

§ovame ... .

B oadaress o
l Cily & State ... ... ...l
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for a refracting, sstronomical

HUNDREDS OF PHOTOGRAPHS,
MAPS, DRAWINGS, ETC.

8 Volumes Bound in 1

Volume 1 PARTIAL CONTENIS
WONDERS OF NATURE
BO6K 1. mm & Mygetaruyaf
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WONOERS OF POPULAR SCIENCE
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Volume MI —— PARTIAL CONTENTS
WONDERS OF LIFE
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over 4 feet long. You ¢an See the
moumntaina and cratets on the moom, the
ringed plamet Saturn, Jupiter and double
stars, etc. See ainplares, ships amd hum-
dreds 0f other imteresting sights. Makes
obilects mifles away ampear close. Com-
plete lens kit contains 2™ diameter ground
llld polished objective lena and 33 power

eyepiece lena madie in the good old U.S A,

th fuil direetiony for mownting. Read
Hew you ean gat your 33 power telescope
fens kit FREE with thia sffer,

WONDERS AHD MYSTERIES OF SCIENCE
IN THRILLING STORY AKD 1,900 PICTORES

You can now enter the wendrots world
of tomerrow. You can mow go on thrilling
tours thmugh the wonderiand of Science,
Here is the the the

3 GREAT VOLUMES BOiN2 TOGETHER
CONTAIR 1,000 PICTURES AND 15 BGGKS
This fascinating work contains threa
thrifling vol hound It s
il which
limpufy its contents. Think of it—dozena
and dozens, hundireds amd hundheds of
aelentifie pictwres. Pietmrex of all kinda
e M@@h&rﬂm. Astronemy, Fhywiks, Biol=
? o —dyrfin diageams, BANeFamie
iliyrtFateny, and Q@:ll%% ﬁhﬁ%ﬂ FARHY Hﬂ
t% i@@ § Hi‘i‘% IPehRE | ? Rl
1%%% 8 ésmmg musm-
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Thrsugh the simplicity of the text, the

spectroscope. Here are tours through taltic-
ing plcture studios and television studios,
Here {8 nvimn@n opening up the new world
at 2peed and distamce. here, too, i3
the mﬂm—eleeme gell, the marvelous

eagle eye that malke men of the fu-

@ mmem Tlma and hvndeds of

%}'% %tsa 1a the THREE EX-
) at Selencs,

§ ified.

reeerd of Science 18 brought
laws before you, The mightiest roar-
vels o imd thriil you as you read
thelr stories. imvemtion, Geagraphy, Zo-
ology, Enghneering, ete.—they are 80 sim-
ple and easy to umderstamd. Mo wonder
every person who has read amd mlutered
this -4
*“‘wallidlng encyclopediiz” and 18 leokted un
to by his friends as o "wientiiie wizardl 'Y

BIG FREE OFFER-<SEND NO MONEY
These tlwa great, profusely-lllustrated
velumes of *{Wontkars of Science, Simpli~
fied”* (bound together) formeriy sold for
$5.60. But it Is oifered'to you new for
only $1.98 plus postage. Act at once and
we will include FREE with your order
tha 33 power long distamee telescope
lena kit deseribed above. You take i
risk becauwe you whwst be 100 deu

ed or you w mum tai- tu uﬂd

within five day

offef 18 nmma ta

teleseape 1eas ““g%g,gg,gﬁ
fr%%g Coobe K oNegte

auugguuuululnmul
MEIRO PUBLICATIONS, 198
50 Wut 17"\ s:., New Ye

R af Sgi
ures BY




Your $*"are military life, yout rank, youi

pay, our job, depends in part on the
grad? you achieve on your induction PARTIAL LIST
ge\uitl classification test. As a wise OF CONTENTS

r an once said “an opportunity well taken
s the only weapon of advantage.” The
time to prepare is NOW before you take
your test.

Now Be Very Practical About Yourself
Take advantage of the help that is of-
fered you here. “PRACTICE FOR THE
ARMY TESTS™ has been compiled to help
men like yoy. .- Not only yourself, but
yo+ family, and the army, wamt to see

How the Anmy De-
cides Upon Your Job
Yocabulary
Ariithmmetic 015 Fas-
cinating Chapters)
Cube Caunting {(Very
|mpeortant)

How to Prepare Your-
self tor the Tests
How to Awoid Pit-
falls, etc., ete.
Tests in the Alr Force
Testi tn the Nawy &

T ——

ypu get the job for which you are best
qualified. "PRACTICE FOR THE ARMY
TESTS" is a beok containing complete and
simplified materiaHalong the lines of the questions given on the
fast . ... tellislie®. to answer them quickly and easily. It gives you
a real oppwitwiiy\, & go 10 your test with the self-cemswance “that
am ready.” " Here's wfiy. The ABC simplicity of this startling book will
gear yorsaiind to the rapil-fire answer-fechnique s6 eharecteristic’ of 1.Q
tests. hr‘ﬁelpa ypu to brush up on veeabulaty, mathematical fermulas, clibe
counting, and all the other special technigues that you should master if you
waint t6 oo yourself justiee on your exam. Remember, the men who will decide y
what L' you &ie to heMe i your mil ewieer aie porsenivl officers whe'
havejteen thereughly trained in the preper use of eaeh man's abilities and agir

%.and remember they are looking, yes, seeking out the men who will stand abeve the: average.
mq those men'mayy be you. WAll you be ame of the 95000 who will attend Officer Candiddls Scherls
Al 7yasi? Will you be one of the 75,000 who will be commissioned? To enter one of these Sthasls you
must make a really good score on the General Classification Test. .Will you make the grade?«-Wiill ygur
mark be high enough to allow you to enter Officer Candidate School? If you wamt one of these:ratings,
and we are sure you do, brush up . . . before you take the tests.

SEND NO MONEY...5 DAYS'I&,.'I'IRIAI.
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4 4!0 Leainglon Avenve, Il.
s [J Send ‘my-copy of “PRACTICE
FOR THE ARMY IESTS" by return mail.
1 will pay the postman $1.50 plus postage on
arrival. {If you p:efer to send money order do
y,' s0 and save postage.) It ¢iunderstood | may ex-~
€ amine the book for 5 days and return for.refund i
#oot satistied, NOTE: Deluxe edifion; spgcially:.bownd,

£%2:50 plus postage o $2.50 if you remit in a
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ADDRESS
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FULLY ILLUSTRATE

A SHOP COMPANION THAT ANSWERS YOUR QUESTIONS
Easy te read and urderstand—exible covers—Handy
size b X v1» X 2—3 ready reference that answers your
questions accurately.

T0 GET THis ASSISTANCE FOR
YOURSELF SIMPLY FILL IN AND

A KEY TO
MODERN SHOP PRACTICE

PRACTICAL INSIDE INFCRMSTION

ForEvery Machinist, Tt .abbie ERpi
neey, Machine Operator, Meclianieal
Draughtsman, Metsll Werlker X Toblmn-
i or Student. This 1600 Page [H-mdy
Book Covers Modern Maechine Shep
Pragctice in All Its Branches,

A COMPLETE INS'IHUG‘I'OR.\GITH
READY REFERENCE BNwEX

New from Cover to Cover. Tells How to
Operate and Set Up Latthes, Screw &
Miilling Meathiines, Shapers, Dl anses
& All Other Machine Tools. -

5 PRACTICAL BOOKS IN GNE!
60 FULLY ILLUSTRATED CHAPTERS

Covering: 1—MNhottern Machime Shop
Practice, 2—Blue Print Reading and
How to Draw. 3—Calloulations & Matthe-
matiics for Machinists. 4—Shop Physics.
5—How to Use the Slide Rule.

5= ASK TO SEE ITLLJ

TIIEO.AIIIIHL&’:KID, “Wm'ﬁﬁtﬂmrk

Mail AUDELS MACHINISTS & LMNK1
'li:‘l:igl HI?%"I% Pfov%ﬁ rgigfted‘ in 7 da s and Sl
Monthly until $4 iis Paiidl Qtirerwiise! Ymiuﬁmt

Name.

N T N "

MAIL COUPON TODAY

ﬂm AUDEL & CO. mw.mm,nmm«l

HAM



