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occasion for such an unseemly racket.
And, of course, your attitude in this
matter has become such that you'll
understand a continuation of our rela-
tions is practically impossible,

“Your taunts, your insolence is
hardly that which one expects from a
servant in the way of respectful atten-
tion. This a servant must have to be
valuable. - Having lost that attitude,
Scuttle, you have lost your value.”

The valet blinked.

‘“ Excuse me, please, sir. I assure
you, if you overlook it this time I won’t
offend again. It was a mere slip, be-
cause I differed with you so strongly,
sir. It’s a physical impossibility to com-
mit the crime, the way you outline it,
sir. Why it couldn’t be done on another
jewelry store, to say nothing of being
handled in the same way with the same
clerk in Goldman’s store, sir.

“And I felt so positive, sir, that I
was perhaps a little out of place, sir.
But I beg your pardon, sir.”

Lester Leith sighed.

“ For the present, Scuttle, your
apology will be accepted. But we’ll dis-
cuss the matter later. I'm afraid you’re
losing some of your respect for me.
Perhaps it’s those constant accusations
of Sergeant Ackley’s.

“ However, let it pass for the mo-
ment. We have other things to do. If
I’m going to win that wager I'd better
be getting about it. I shall need certain
things. Of course there’ll be the female
companion—and then there’ll be cer-
tain packages she will have to carry,
and then there’ll be the crude necklace
to be used as a substitute.

“Do you know, Scuttle, I think I
should have two paper bags. In one of
them I want a lemon pie and in the
other a layer cake. And I shall want
bits of glass strung together.”

“ A lemon pie, sir!”

“Yes, a lemon pie. And in a paper
bag, Scuttle.”

*“ And a layer cake?”

“Yes. A layer cake. That, also,
should be i a paper bag.”

“ But what, in heaven’s name, sir, do
you want with a lemon pie and a layer
cake in a paper bag?”

““Not in a paper bag, Scuttle. That
denotes a singular. T want them in
paper bags. Sound the s, meaning
plural, two or more bags. I want a layer
cake in one paper bag, and I want a
lemon pie in the other paper bag. And
don’t forget about the glass necklace.

“TI shall leave these matters up to
you, Scuttle. As my valet you imust
assist me, whether your interests as an
adverse party to the wager suffer or
not.”

The valet gulped.

“Yes, sir. And the female com-
panion? How about her, sir? I can get
vou a very attractive girl, sir?”

CHAPTER IV

Fine Work, Beaver

ESTER LEITH shook his head in

stern negation.

“No, no, indeed, Scuttle. A
gentleman must always insist upon con-
sulting his personal tastes in the matter
of his neckties and his women.

‘ No, indeed, Scuttle, I shall get my
own accomplice, and I rather fancy I
shall get a brunette this time. [ shall
want a woman with fire, a woman with
glossy black hair, a woman with full
lips, a woman with an undulating walk.
Her every motion must be an invita-
tion, her glance a caress.

‘“ No, Scuttle, I should hardly trust
you to find such a woman. It will, in
fact, keep me pleasantly occupied dur-
ing the rest of the morning. And the
difficulty is enhanced by the further

































LESTER

Lester Leith in his dry voice, “that
Miss Rayon has been acting a part.
In reality, Scuttle, when she's not in
character, she’s a very modest and very
estimable young lady of unimpeachable
character.”

The valet gulped, nodded.

“This way, ma'am.” _

The girl followed him. Her soiled
skirt was lifted in her hand. Her red
lips parted in a smile of good-natured
recognition of the spectacle she made.

There was the sound of running
water, the murmur of voices, and the
valet oozed his bulk back into the
room.

“T wonder—" he began.

The words clipped off as the door
banged open. Without the formality
of knocking, Sergeant Ackley slammed
his way into the room. His face was
livid, his lips writhing in an ecstasy
of rage.

“Tut, tut, my dear sergeant,” re-
monstrated Lester Leith. “ You grow
more and more intolerant of my rights.
You usually go through the formality
of knocking. Scuttle, the night latch
please. Let's have no more heavy-
fisted policemen walking in upon us.”

Sergeant Ackley stopped the pseudo
valet with a gesture.

“Cripely's confessed!" he snapped.

“Indeed "’ Lester Leith's tone was
a combination of superior condescen-
sion and mild exasperation.

“Yes, damn you, indeed! He con-
fessed while I was at Goldman's and
they telephoned the confession to me
there!”

Lester Leith reached for a ciga-
rette, lit it, lung himself into a chair.

““Indeed?” he asked again, his voice
masked in utter unconcern.

The police spy, masquerading as a
valet, caught the significant look in Ser-
geant Ackley’s eye, and moved closer.
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“Yes,” rasped Sergeant Ackley,
“and he told the whole scheme. He
went to the store with his woman com-
panion. The episode of the alarm
clock served to distract attention for
a second. That was all the time he
needed.”

Sergeant Ackley paused.

Lester Leith blew a smoke ring.

““George Cripely had been a wood
joiner at one time. \When he knew
he was to be discharged he became bit-
ter in his resentment and resolved to
get even. So he put in his spare mo-
ments when no one else was about in
working over the wood molding on
the corner of the diamond showcase.
He hinged a section some five inthes
long, hollowed it out, fixed it so it
would flip back and forth by a gentle
pressure, and he joined the wood so
cleverly it was almost impossible to de-
tect the flaw.”

Lester Leith blew another smoke
ring, traced the whirling perimeter
with the tip of a well manicured fore-
finger.

“ Really, sergeant,” he drawled, “if
vou came here in such excited haste
just to tell me this, your efforts have
been in vain. I deduced as much as
soon as I read the newspaper ‘account
of the crime. It was obvious—partic-
ularly when I knew the man had two
weeks’ notice of his discharge.

“If he hadn’t arranged some clever
hiding place he’d have had the imita-
tion necklace one that" would have
fooled the clerk until after he and his
companion had left the store. As it
was, he wanted the theft to be dis-
covered in time to be thoroughly
searched before he had left the place.
Under the circumstances, there was
only one deduction.”

Sergeant Ackley rasped an oath.

“Of course, you knew it, and you









Dugan moved like a lightweight, T Y : NN
keeping the table between him : \ %
and the mob N\,


















34

The press had been howling about
the number of arrests—all too few—
the lack of convictions, the thirty thou-
sand active crooks who preyed on New
York. This time, an arrest was going
to be backed up with proof that no
mouthpiece could make light of. Con-
nelly set the machinery of his depart-
ment to work; he chose his best man
for a special detail.

That was Dugan—]Jimmy Dugan—
first-grade detective. He had come up
from harness bull by the use of luck,
his own pluck, his wits and the brains
he had trained for a plain-clothes job.

His was the third generation of the
Dugans to serve on the force. His fa-
ther had been Sergeant Dugan and
Connelly had known the sergeant well
—and liked him. Jimmy was the first
to become a dick. The commissioner
believed he would go far. He thought
that Jimmy had the natural instinct
for detective work and, for all he was
of the old school, Connelly admired
education. For himself, circumstances
had forced him to get along with it.

Dugan had done well. He had been
applauded by the press, commended
and promoted. But nobody knew, save
Connelly, that he was on this mission.
One he might never return from.

The deputy commissioner picked up
his favorite stub of a pencil, wetted it,
chewed on his cold cigar and applied
himself to the crossword puzzle in the
evening edition of his pet paper. But
it would not work out. His heart was
not in it.

He had heard nothing from Dugan
for a weck. He might easily be fixed
so that he could not report; he might
have nothing to report; he might be in
jeopardy; he might be dead, a floater
in the river. Chances of the game.

The chief commissioner was getting
restive about the Rahowski case,
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among others. He threatened to take
it over himself, and Connelly chafed
under the suggestion. The chief meant
well, but he was an amateur.

The telephone rang and Connelly
answered it, rolling his cigar to the
corners of his lips.

“Who? Abh, good! Good girl!
Where are you phonin’ from?”

The call came from a public booth
and Connelly nodded silent approval.
He listened closely, made a note or
two. His eyes shone brightly as he
hung up the receiver.

“ A good girl, Mary Brady,” he re-
peated softly. “ An’ the lad is safe,
so far, and on the trail. Thank God,
for that! He'll come through.”

He took up his pencil again, found
a keyword for the puzzle, set it down
and went ahead, scratching his neck at
the back now and then, but finally fill-
ing in all the blanks to his satisfaction.

Dugan had been heard from. And
the clew was proving itself worth
while.

v

T was eleven o’clock at night. Mother
Beman was preparing to close up
the Bon Ton. Chick Miller and his

five lieutenants were in the clubroom
at the back. They had drifted in casu-
allv through the afternoon and eve-
ning, taken their opportunity to get
through unobserved. Now all the gang
that counted, that had any voice in the
matter and equal division of the spoils,
were present.

The colored cook and frowzy Lena
had gone home. Sandwiches and cof-
fee had been served through the slide.
Humpy had some work to do before
he was at liberty to go to his cot in
the basement. He got little time off
for himself.

He did not seem to mind. He
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humpy an’ the hoodoo’s on you. I may
be a bum, but if I had a rod I'd beat
you up.”

Their faces showed amazement, a
certain delight. It was as if a rabbit
had suddenly defied a bulldog. And the
threat of hoodoo had its effect.

“Damned if he ain’t got nerve,” said
Gyp. “ Chuck him in the back room,
Chick. Let's divvy up. We can figger
what to do with him later. He’s harm-
less now.” He took up the dice box,
rolled the cubes in a double six.
Chuckled. “That gives me first pick,”
he announced.

“The hell it does!”’

“Who said you had first throw?”

“We ain’t started.”

“It’s the spots that count. It don’t
matter who throws first,” said Gyp.
“Bu I choose that necklace and pen-
dant for my tmoll. It'll hit her right in
the eye. Some one beat that throw.
If you tie it, we throw off.”

The gambling spirit had caught
them. And the mood of quarrel that
goes with it. Chick intervened.

“I’m runnin’ this,” he said. The dice
had given him an idea. Humpy’s threat
of hoodoo had not passed him over,
but he had a diabolical thought. “Gyp’s
throw stands. An’ when we’re through
we'll let the humpy roll ’em. If he
throws a natural we’ll leave him here,
gagged an’ tied. If he shoots craps—
that’s his bad luck—not ours. He’ll be
his own hoodoo an’ we’ll scrag him.”

It appealed to them. They had had
more than sandwiches and coffee, some
of them. They had sniffed Happy Dust.
Chick was a man of wit and resource.
They hustled the hunchback into a
back room. It was the one without an
exit, without window or door, other
than the one through which they
thrust him, unarmed and powerless.
Chick’s proposition struck their crude

ideas of humor, settled the stir of
superstition that pervaded them. To
let him try his own luck—Ilet them out,.
It was a rare jest.

VII

UGAN, in darkness, wiped the
sweat from his forehead. It had
been a close call. It was not all

over yet. But he got busy while the dice
rolled on the green cloth, stained with
blood near the middle pocket. He could
hear them calling out, elated or set
back, imagine them bending over the
spoils,

His hump came off. He stood erect,
his eyes blazing, even in the black
room. His jaw was set, bossed with
tiny muscles, his pulses beat evenly. A
gun was in each hand as he kicked the
door open and walked in on them.

“I’'m Dugan,” he said. “ Put up
your hands. Line up to the wall, all of
you!”

For just a pulse beat they stood star-
ing at him, seeing those flaming orbs,
gaping at the transformation.

“Dugan!” The name held them.
And he could not be alone.

Then they reacted. They were in
their own stronghold, six to one.

Two on the far side of the pool table
ducked, squirming under it, shooting
at him. Chick was the first of them to
fire—the first to go down.

Dugan had not practiced on the force
range for nothing. He had codrdination
of eye and brain and muscle. He was
not naturally two-handed, but he had
trained his left hand to take the recoil
of a gun and his right was part of the
weapon. He flung lead left and right,
moving swiftly.

Chick was on the floor, gasping, a
bullet under his heart—where Rabow-
ski had been first hit, but Chick had
got his from the front. Dugan leaped
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over him, his two guns belching as he
sprang toward the switch he had
located.

Not to throw it, He wanted light.
He was shooting it out. Shorty had
started for it, but Dugan brought him
down, stumbling, pitching forward, to
claw the floor, scrabbling for the gun
he had lost from nerveless fingers.

Dugan sought the open door. He
saw the men under the pool table and
he moved like a lightweight in the first
round, evading their efforts to get him.

It was all happening with lightning
swiftness, punctuated with the roar of
his own two police thirty-eights, the
muffled pop of the racketeers’ weapons.
The room was filmed with powder
smoke, reeked of its gas.

He was hit. In the thigh. But the
bone was untouched, and he did not
heed the hot gout of blood. He could
lose a little. Lead seared his ribs. That
was Gyp’s slug, but Gyp spun about.
There was a hole in his forehead as he
crashed down. Then Shorty.

Three gone. Ginger was hehind a
table, using it for a screen. Dugan
rushed him, leaping to one side.
felt the wind of the bullet, but he got
his man. Ginger collapsed with a
splintered hip, out of the fight.

Now Dugan flung down a table,
crouched back of it, fighting it out with
the two under the table, inching for-
ward. The table top was soft pine. It
did not splinter. It stopped the bullets,
though two bored through, their mo-
mentum killed and one struck him on
the shoulder, a bruise rather than a
wound.

One of the two started to twirl, like
a teetotum, slowing down. He had been
hit in the head. His frenzied struggle
hindered the last man, and Dugan
thrust the table away and crouched, his
gun covering him,

He®

*“Drop your rod an’ come out,” he
ordered. Sullenly the gangster obeyed.
The room was a shambles. Dugan
could never have handled it if he had
not got the jump on them. Chick was
dying. Gyp and Shorty Lewis dead.
Good gangsters.

And Dugan’s guns were both empty.
He picked up a weapon, Ginger was
groaning, crawled to a corner. The
man who had played top under the
table was still. Not killed, but senseless
from a gouge along the top of his skull.
The sixth man cowed. The only one
who had not been struck.

Dugan surveyed his morgue, sized
up the wounded. He kicked their guns
together, into a heap. Ginger was
beyond effort.

*“Open that door, you!” he said to
the survivor, The shaded light shone
on the glittering heap of jewelry that
Rabowski had listed. Evidence that
was hardly needed. ‘The men who
had killed Rabowski had paid the
penalty.

Dugan limped close back of the lone
gangster as he opened the door, then
the next. He marched him through the
restaurant, held him in the entry while
he whistled.

Shadowy forms appeared.

“You’d better call an ambulance,”
said Dugan. “You might get a
hearse,” he added, with a grim attempt
at humor as he felt his leg give way,
saw the street lights go dimi through
the flakes of snow that were falling.
“Take in this bird. The rest are in—"

VIII

“Y DON'T need to go to hospital,” he
insisted to Connelly. “I can get
patched up at headquarters.”

He was not quite himself, despite his
protest. He knew he was in the back
of a closed car. He knew Connelly
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Twentieth Street and Seventh Avenue,
still toting the walking stick smeared
with the blood of the burglar, arrived
to report the robbery of his home. He
placed the extent of the pillage at the

figure already named — seventy-five,

thousand dollars.

“One of the crooks ought to be
pretty easy to pick up,” he commented,
““because I landed him a mighty good
crack with this stick across the eyes
and it cut him up. He spilled blood
all over the stairs to the roof, and I
guess he could be traced along the
roofs to where he might now be hid-
ing. He might be hiding in one of the
row of houses along the block, al-
though I suppose all three of them have
got away by this time. But I figure
he’ll have to have medical attention.
This old, spiny blackthorn certainly
gashed his face and gashed deep.”

“Well, now ain’t that funny!” ex-
claimed the lieutenant.

“What's funny?” indignantly de-
manded the citizen. *‘ Coming home
to meet three robbers leaving it and
then getting away with the loot?
\What’s funny about that?”

“No—no. I didn’t mean that. It’s
this though. \Would you know the man
vou hit if you saw him again?”

“I certainly would. There’s a big
arc light on the corner of the street
that shines right into my vestibule. I
had a good, fair look at his face. I
can’t say about the other two. They
hadn’t come out of the dark hallway
into the glare from the arc light. But
the fellow I hit—I could pick him out
of a thousand.”

“ Well, then, the funny thing I men-
tioned, sir,” said the lieutenant, ‘““is
the fact that we have a man in the de-
tectives’ room that we’ve just band-
aged up. His face was all cut—"

“ Across the nose and forehead ?”

a4 D

“ How about that, sergeant?” asked
the lieutenant to the officer who hand
rendered first aid.

“ Yep—cut across the bridge and
evebrows.”

There was the resounding jangle of
a gong outside the police station just
then.

“There's the ambulance come for
him now. This fellow ran right up to
a policeman, though, and said he had
hurt himself hitting his head against
a steam radiator, after tripping and
falling downstairs. But I guess you'd
better have a look at him.”

I certainly do want a look at him
exclaimed the owner of the looted
home.

The identification he made of Stut-
ters was positive. Instead of a clean,
cool cot in a hospital, the burglar was,
after the surgeon had taken about
seven stitches in closing the gash in his
face, locked up in a cell in the station
house. But he vehemently denied his
guilt, cried out the identification was
all wrong, but declined to say in which
of the row of houses he lived in order
to spare, he said, his old mother the
shock of hearing that her son had been
arrested in connection with so dis-
graceful a charge. He promised to
clear everything up the next morning
and told the citizen who had called him
a burglar that he would make him
sweat because of the false identifica-
tion and would on the morrow pro-
ceed to sue him for having done so.

But this bluster didn’t in the least
arouse doubt in the mind of his ac-
cuser, despite that search of Stutters
brought forth none of the stolen jewels
from his pockets or any other possible
place of concealment about his person.

“That’s the fellow I met coming
out of my house,” reiterated the elder
accuser.

"’
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Instead Red Lyons and Bud Mec-
Inerny each felt himself suddenly
seized by the nape of the neck, in the
grips of unshakable, sturdy hands,
while the free hand of each detective
made a swift *“ frisk " of his prisoner’s
clothing for weapons. A third detec-
tive, Reilly, was on hand to leap in
front of the criminals and cover them
with a drawn pistol at the instant they
were seized from behind.

Lyons was found to be carrying the
pistol, McInerny the ammonia gun. On
Lyons was also found a packet con-
taining most of the stolen jewelry, but
not the cash.

The crooks were too completely sur-
prised to attempt resistance, By the
time they realized what had happened,
the nippers were on their wrists and
resistance they knew to be useless.

That is to say for the time being.

But within an hour Bud McInerny,
a short, slender, wiry weasel of a little
fellow was to attempt one of the most
thrilling and spectacular escapes known
in the history of the New York police.

Detectives Fitzpatrick, Burgess and
Reilly took their prisoners directly to
headquarters, after informing the
Harlem branch and the district attor-
neyv's office of their capture. There
the criminals were arraigned before
Deputy Commissioner Dougherty, who
ordered their captors to take them to
the identification bureau to be checked
up as to Rogues’ Gallery photographs
and finger-prints. He suggested that
fresh photographs and finger-prints be
taken.

It was then things, fit to make the
most lurid movie thriller appear tame,
began to happen.

The present Inspector Shelvey, then
a cergeant, was in charge. Nippers
had been removed from the prisoners.
Burgess had Lyons in tow, for Lyons
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was a husky and so is Burgess. Mc-
Inerny was in the care of Detective
Reilly. Both criminal and officer were
slender, not much more than light-
weights,

The room of the Identification Bu-
rear is on the southeast corner of head-
quarters—overlooking Grand Street at
Centre Market place. If yvou glance up
at the windows of it now you will see
that they are all heavily barred. It was
the events of this particular morning
that caused these bars to be placed on
the windows. Until then they were
free openings.

Shelvey wax nearest the windows
with his back toward them as he faced
the detectives and their prisoners across
a large table. Having their men safe-
ly landed in headquarters it was natural
that the detectives somewhat relaxed
the tensity of their vigilance.

Yet Burgess kept a sharp eye on
Lyons who was known as a * cop fight-
er.”  But Lyons, it appears, was re-
signed to capture. McInerny also had
given the same impression. But all
the time he had riot in his heart. And
as Shelvey reached for the slender crim-
inal’s hand to make a fresh finger-print,
things crashed.

The hand that Shelvey reached for
doubled into a hard and bony fist that
suddenly swirled with smashing force
against the jaw of Detective Reilly,
There was knock-down steam in the
punch and Reilly went sprawling to the
floor, his grip on Mclnerny's arm
broken.

In the time of a lightning flash, the
slender crook swung himself over the
table and past Shelvey and to the corner
window of the room. The time was
spring—the window open. And through
it without hesttation the burglar
jumped. It was a perilous leap. The
stone pavement of Centre Market









THE OCTOPUS MAN

escaped from his cell, bursts in on the
crooks.

CHAPTER XII
Moresby's Chance

HEN I say that everything
W that happens in this world can

be traced to a psychological
cause, I hardly know whether I am
uttering a profound truth, a platitude,
or a fallacy. Nor do I greatly care.
What matters is that \Varing’s rather
dramatic appearance in the council
chamber of the Flower Gang twas due
to a psychological cause. It was due
to an innate weakness in the character
of his guardian.

If Larkspur’s father and mother had
done their duty when he was an infant
and had severely repressed his predis-
position to the torturing of frogs and
other small animals, the probabilities
are that Waring would not have es-
caped from his cell when he did, Sung
Ling’s sword would have fallen, and
Sir William Moresby’s head would
have followed suit about a fraction of
a second later. Quite probably the fact
that Waring did escape and thus pre-
vented these things from happening
could—if any one were disposed to take
so much trouble—be accounted for by
some incident that happened when the
world was young and Larkspur’s an-
cestors were running about in woad
and red clay. The thread between cause
and effect can be lengthened indefi-
nitely.

Directly Waring had succumbed to
the effect of the drugged cigarette and
was lying prone and unconscious upon
the laboratory floor, Mr. Harris had
lost no time in summoning half a dozen
Flowers. He ordered them to bind and
gag the helpless man and to place him
in a furnished cell adjoining the bird-
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cage. A sinister motive underlay that
order. He intended that Waring should
pay the full penalty for his presump-
tion, but before any further steps could
be taken it was essential that he should
first have recovered fully from the ef-
fects of the doped cigarette. To tor-
ture a man who could feel nothing
would be a waste of both time and in-
genuity.

So Waring’s arms and legs were
bound and he was laid on a bed in the
cell. It might have been supposed that,
seeing he was unconscious and the door
of the cell was locked, sufficient pre-
cautions had then been taken, but the
chief of the Flower Gang was not a
man to leave anything to chance. As
an additional safeguard he ordered that
a Flower with a loaded revolver should
stay inside the cell. This task was
intrusted to a twenty-year-old degen-
erate called Larkspur, who had es-
caped from Borstal in order to enlist
under Mr, Harris’s banner.

Larkspur did not find his task a very
congenial one. He regarded it as a
waste of time, for in his opinion the
only really profitable moments were
those spent in the infliction of pain. He
loved inflicting pain. Sung Ling, the
professional torturer, was the hero of
his boyvish dreams and he had often
volunteered to assist the Chinaman at
his duties.

But in the cell there was nothing to
be hurt. When Larkspur had satisfied
himself that there was not even a fly
or a spider within reach, he sat down
and bit his nails in a paroxysm of
thwarted energy.

Presently his glance fell upon War-
ing and he jumped to his feet with a
glad crv. Brain wave! He had a
grudge against Waring for having
loosened two of his front teeth during
the struggle in the ambulance. Now
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“ Say, cap,” cried Scully, “ Gotts-
chalk’s art joint has been turned off
for them poils! The rap came into
headquarters just before I phoned
down a couple o’ minutes ago; and 1
got a line on it, see? Better shoot some
of your men over with me!”

The door opened wider—and so,
immediately, did Scully’s red-rimmed
eyes,

“My Gawd!” he shouted, dazedly
pointing. “If I ain’t gone cuckoo,
therc’s the guy I want right now!”

Springing out of his chair, Mr.
Reginald Chivers drew himself to a
height which, even at the conclusion of
the drawing process, was short of con-
siderable.

“ Enough!” he snapped. “ My days
of persecution are over!”

Higgins put a large hand on Ser-
geant Scully’s heaving shoulder.

“I think,” he said, “ there’s a little
mistake here. What time was this job
pulled, Scully?”

‘“ Between five minutes to four and
five after. But—hey—"

The captain leaned out of the door.

“You say; Stark, that this gentle-
man has been waiting for me nearly
an hour?” he asked the man at the
desk.

“Just an hour it was. He was here
at twenty-five.to four, I know; and it’s
twenty-five to five now.”

Mr. Chivers gasped.

“Good Heavens! And at half past
four I was to meet—" He broke off
and turned distressed eyes upon Hig-
gins. “I say, captain, she’s positively
the most exquisite little thing in New
York; and, dash it, she waits for no
man!”

Captain Higgins spoke in two direc-
tions in the same breath.

“ Shut your yap, Scully! I'm com-

manding here! Certainly, Mr. Chivers,

shove along—and good luck with the
lady. If we collar Cousin Hilary I'l
phone you at the St. Swithin, hey>”

VII

HE most exquisite little thing in

New York, strange to say, wore

a full set of whiskers, and the
voice of greeting when Mr. Chivers
rushed in, direct from Captain Hig-
gins’s office, was a furry bass.

“ Back for more advice, Reggie?”

Mr. Chivers replied with a sprightly
nod.

“As to the best and quickest way,”
said he, delving into a pocket, ** of dis-
posing of—these!”

Ex-Inspector John Coakley blinked
over an extended handful of richly
glowing pear-shaped jewels that his
educated eye immediately identified as
first-grade pearls.

“Holy smoke!” he cried. *From
Gottschalk’s? You went and—did it!”’

* Couldn’t resist,” confirmed Mr.
Chivers modestly. “I say, you don’t
think four thousand quid would be
high?”

Coakley's enthusiasm had swiftly
departed.

“ But—but Scully! What've you let
us in for?”

Mr. Chivers snapped his fingers.

“That for Scully! In this little
episode, dear chap, it happens that I
have a tightly buttoned alihi—and
brass buttoned, into the bargain. What
if T could prove that I was sitting
snugly in a police station when this
atrocious raid upon Sir Moses Gotts-
chalk’s pearls was made—sitting, by
gad, in the captain’s office? Suppose I
had a police lieutenant to support my
alibi at one end and the captain himself
at the other?”

John Coakley composed his features
into their habitual frown.
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the Right Hon. John Morley, and after
loitering for a year or two he sudden-
ly packed his trunks and sailed, with
his wife, for America.

“ He settled in Texas,” said Murray,
“and bought a large ranch not far
from Dallas. Subsequently he moved
into Dallas and was elected mayor ot
Dallas and was reélected. He was
such a remarkable man, with such a
command of language, that it is not
strange he should become involved as
the central figure in an affair which
drew the attention of the President of
the United States, the British ambas-
sador, the Attorney General of the
United States, and high officials of
both Canada and the neighboring
country.

“ Stone had a sister, a Mrs. Asa
Hodge, who came from England to
Canada and lived in Beamsville, Coun-
ty of Lincoln, twenty miles from Sus-
pension Bridge. Her husband was a
fruit grower. Mayor Stone of Dallas
made occasional visits to New York,
and on one of these trips he called to
see his sister. One of her children.
Maude Hodge, was a beautiful girl of
sixteen at this time. John Stone, when
he saw her, liked her so much that he
took her back to Texas and kept her
in his own family, educating her with
his own children.
Mrs. Hodge went to Texas to visit
her brother and daughter. She did not
like the look of things. Maude had
grown to a lovely voung woman of

Several vears later
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nineteen, and John Stone regarded her
with jealous affection. " Mrs. Hodge
took her daughter away from Stone
and brought her home to Beamsville.
very much against Stone's wishes.

“ John Stone tarried in Texas for a
short time, and then he, too, went to
Beamsville, where Maude was living.
He started a cheese factory, and moved
his family from Dallas to Beamsville.
Maude Hodge became his clerk in the
factory. At that time Stone was a
man about forty-five vears old, of re-
markable personality and amazing
command ot language. He was a man
of refined appearance, with sandy-
brown hair and gray eyes, and rather
classic features.

“One of his chief pleasures was to
inveigh against churches and clergy-
men, and to mock at the calling tor
which he had been educated. He pro-
claimed himself an atheist, a believer
in no church and in no creed. He de-
nounced Christians as pretenders and
the Christian life as a delusion and a
sham.  Consequently, when JMaude.
his favorite. became acquainted with
AMiss Chapman, a very fine lady and
sister of the Rev. I. M. Chapman,
pastor of the Baptist Church of Beams-
ville, John Stone was displeased great-
Iv.  As Miss Chapman'’s influence over
Maude grew. the voung girl began to
weary of her uncle’s employ and went
to the factory reluctantly.

“At length, in January, 1886, she
stayed away from the factory, remain-

Editor's Note:—dA year ago one of the greatest detectives the world has
cver known died. He was John Wilson Murray, Chicf Inspector of Criminal

Investigation in the Departmment of Justice of the FProzince of Onlario.

IHis

career was onc of the most amazing a man cver lad, for more than thirty
vears in the grim business of the manhnt. Fortunately for readers of DETEC-
11ve Ficrion WEEKLY, John IVilson Murray told the story of his life to his
close friend and collaborator, I7ictor Speer, and we are able lere to present

the gripping chronicle.


































































JIG-SAW

“Right,” said Frayne, more to him-
self than for the information of any
one else. *“ Don had your call before
three thirty, didn’t he? You both
would be apt to be undressed. Saves
time to know. Mrs. North hasn't been
dead more than a couple of hours.”

Frayne turned to the butler. This
time he seemed to be asking the ques-
tion merely as a matter of course:

“ And vou, Jervin?"” :

“I retired shortlv after midnight,
sir!”

Frayne yawned, stretched, adjusted
the hang of his dinner Jacket He
spoke lazily:

“ Let me sec the soles of your slip-
pers, Mr. Fall.”

“ The—the wchat?” gasped Tommy.

“ Soles of your slippers, please,” was
the almost impatient reply of the great
man-hunter.

Tommy Fall complied. Raised the

right one. Raised the left one. All
in a daze.

Frayne nodded, flecked another hit
of imaginary dust from his other
sleeve, and turned to Perry:

“Mr. Devens.”

Mr. Devens wasn’t so truculent, by
now. He obeved, in fact, most bheau-
tifully. He had to say something, how-
ever:

“'There you are, inspector.”

Frayne barely glanced at that pair
of soles. He had turned to the butler:

‘“ Jervin, you do quite a bit of read-
ing, presumably. You've spoken of
the ‘journals’ and the ‘illustrated
journals’ several times. So do I do
quite a bhit of reading. Newspaper
reading, particularly. I have to. It’s
my business. Perhaps you can tell me
whether or not I'm rusty on some read-
ing I did around the time that Mr.
Jared North died. I mean when his
will was published.”
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The butler looked pathetically eager
to give any sort of information what-
soever:

“I—yes, sir., Of course, sir. 1
shall be only too happy, Inspector
Frayne. If only I might think that I
could be of any assistance to the great
and famous—" _

“You can,” snapped Frayne.
“Didn’'t Mr. North have some such
sort of bequest as the following one in
the will he drew up about a year be-
fore he died?

“To all servants in his employ
twenty-five years, twenty-five thousand
dollars. With this codicil. If both
Mrs. North and himself died before
that period of employment had gone
by, the servants who had heen .in his
employ fifteen years or more would
benefit just the same. Or, if Mrs.
North survived him, all servants re-
maining in /¢r employ and completing
the twenty-five year term were to be
retired on twenty-five thousand dol-
lars!—  Well?”

“1T believe vou are correct, sir,” said
the perfect butler. Weakly, though—
oh, very weakly.

“So if Mrs. North lived you’d have
had to wait six more years, wouldn’t
vou—ah, come next Michaelmas?”

“TIt seems so,” said Jervin, utterly
forgetting the ‘sir’

“But vou were damned sure she
wouldn’t live that long if vou could
help it. eh? You couldn’t wait six more
vears, could vou?— \Vhat was it, the
ponies? All vou Fnglish play ’em!”

Fravne had \topped abruptly. He
had taken several rapid strides over to-
ward the butler:

“Let me see the bottom of your
soles, Jervin. Discarded patent leather
pumps you've worn on duty and now
use around-vour room, eh? Pieces of
oval rubber at the balls of the foot and
































































































