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DETECTIVE SHORT STORIES 1

Money-Making Opportuni

for Men of Character
EXCLUSIVE FRANCHISE FOR

An

A Multi-Miltlion-Dollar

Costly Work Formerly
“Sent Out” by Business Men
Now Done by Themselves
at a Fraction of the Expense

This Isacall for men everywhere to handle
exclusive agency for one of the most
unique business inventions of the day.

Forty years ago the horse and buggy business was supreme-today
almost extinct. Twenty years ago the phonograph industry ran into
many millions—today practically r relic. Only a comparatively few
foresighted men saw the fortunes ahead in the antomobile and the
radio. Yet irresistible waves of public buying swept these men to
fortune, and sent the buggy and tnc phonograph into the discard. So
are great successes made by men able to detect the shift in public favor
from one industry to another.

Sow another ebangn is taking place. An old established induatry—*a integral
and important part of the nation's structure— in which millions of dollars change hands
every year—is in thousands of cases being replaced by a truly astonishing, simple inven-
tion which does the work better—more reliably—AND AT A COST OFTEN AS LOW
AS 1% OF WHAT IS ORDINARILY PAIDI It has not required very long for men
who nave taken over the rights to this valuable invention to do a remarkable businesi,
and show earning* which in these times are almost unheard of for the average man.

Invention Expected to Replace

Industry

EARNINGS

One man in California earned over $1,600 per month for three
months—close to $5,000 in 90 days’ time. Another writes
from Delaware—*“ Siace | have been operating (just a little
less than a month of actual selling) and not the full day at
that, because | have been getting organized and had to spend
at least half the day in the office; counting what 1 have sold
outright and on trial, I have made just a little in excess of one
thousand dollars profit for one month.™ A man working small
city in N. Y. State made $10,805 in 9 months. Texas man
nets over $300 in less than a week’s time. Space does not per-
mit mentioning here more than these few random cases. How-
ever, they arc sufficient to indicate that the worthwhile future
in this business is coupled with immediate earnings for the
right kind of man. One man with us has already made over
a thousand sales on which his earnings ran tom $5 to $60
per sale and more. A great deal of this business was repeat
business. Yet he had never done anything like this before
coming with ns. That is the kind of opportunity this business
offers. The fact that this business has attracted to it such
business men as former bankers, executives of businesses—
men who demand only the highest type of opportunity and
income—gives a fairly good picture of the kind of business this
is. Our door is open, however, to the young man looking for
the right field inwhichto make his start and dcvclophis future.

Not a "Gadget”—
Not a "Knick-Knack” - -

bat a valuable, proved device which
has been sold successfully by busi-
ness novices as well as seasoned
veterans.

M»kr no mistake—this it do novelty—no flimsy creation
which the inventor hopes to put 0o the market. Yoa
probably have seen nothing like it yet—perhaps orver
Creamed of the existence of such a device—yet it has already
been used by corporations of outstanding prominence—by
dealers of great corporation*—by their branches—by doc-
tors, newspapers, publishers— schools— hospitals, etc., etc.,
»ad by thousands of small business men. You don't have io
eomince a man that he should use an electric bulb to light
bis office instead of a g«s lamp. Nor do you have to sell
the saox business man the idea that some day he mar real
something like this invemioa. The need is already there—
the money is usually being spent right at that wry
moment— and the desirability of saving the greatest
putof this expense is obvious immediately

Some of the Saving*
You Can Show

Too watt: intoan office and put down before your prospect
t letter from a sale* organization showing that thev did
work in their own office for $11 which formerly could have
cost them over $200. A building supply corporation pays
our 0>2n $70, whereas the bill could have been for $1,600!
An automobile dealer pays our representative $15, whereas
the expense could have been over $1,000. A department
store has expense of $88.60, possible cost if done outside
the business being well over $2,000. And so on. W could
not possibly list all cases here. These arc just a few of
the manv actual cases which we place in your hands to
work with. Practically every“line of business and every
sectsoo of the country is represented by these field reports
which hammer across dazzling, convincing money-saving
opportunities which hardly toy business man can fail to
unden taod-

Profits Typical of
the Young, Growing Industry

Coing into this business is not like selling something
offered in every grocery, drug or department store. For
instance, when you cake a $7.50 order, $5.83 can be your
share. On $1,300 Worth of business, your share can be
$1,167.00. The very least you get as your part of every
dollar's worth of easiness yon do is 67 cents—on ten
dollars’ worth $6.70, on a hundred dollars’ worth $67.00
—in other words two thirds of every order you get is
yours. Noeonly oo the first order—but 0o repeat orders
—and you have the opportunity of earning an even larger
percentage.

This Business Hod
Nothing to Do With
House to House Canvassing

Nor do you have to know anything about high-pressure
selling. “'Selling” is unnecessary in the ordinary sense of
she word. Instead of hammering away at the customer
and trying to “force” a sale, you make a dignified,
business-like call, leave the installation—whatever size
the customer says he will accept—at our risk, let the
customer sell himself after the device is in and working.

This does away with the Deed for pressure on the cus-
tomer—it eliminates the handicap of trying to get the
money before the customer has really convinced himself
100%. You simply tell what you offer, showing proofof
success in that customer's particular line of business.

Then leave the invention without a dollar down. It
starts working atonce. In afew short davs, the installa-
tion should actually produce enough casn money to pay
lot the deal, with profits above the investmentcaning in
at the same time. You then call back, collect your money.
Nothing is so convincing as our offer to let results speak
for themselves without risk to the customer! While other*
fail to get even a hearing, oar men are making sales
running into the hundreds. They have received the atten-
tion of the largest firms in the country, sod sold to the
smallest businesses by the .

No Money Need Be Risked

in trying this business out. You can measure the possi-
bilities and not be out a dollar. Ifyou arc looking for a
business that it not overcrowded—a business that is just
coming into its own—on the upgrade, instead of the
downgrade—a business that offers the buyer relic.;' from
aburdensome, but unavoidable expense—a business that
has a prospect practically in every office, store, or factory
into whicn you can set foot— regardless of size— that it »
necessity but does not have any price cutting to contend
with as other necessities do—that because you control
the sales in exclusive territory is your own business—
that pays mm m tetnt individual salex then many men metis
in « setcl.and sometimes in * mer.th's time—if such a business
looks as if it is worth investigating, yet r: teueb with ut
at onct for the rights in your territory—don't delay—
because the chances are that if you do wait, someone else
will have written to us in the meantime— and if it turns
oat that you were the better man—we'd both be sorry.
So for convenience, use the coupon below— but send it right
away—or wire if you wish. But do it oow. AJ&tu

f. E. ARMSTRONG, President
£kpt,4093-B, Mobile. Ala.

|¥ S | FOR EXCLUSIVE
: TERRITORY PROPOSITION
| P.E.ARMSTRONG. Pte*.. Dept. 40M-B. Mobile. Ala.

Without obligation to me. send me full infor-
| matioo ou your proposition.

e

Please mention American Fiction Group when answering advertissments
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Page

(1) HORROR HOUSE it by Henry T. Sperry 10
John Harbison must obey every insane dictate of a sex-mad doctor— or die!

(2) TO HANG BY THE NECK UNTIL DEAD....... by John Gunderson 24

MacQuay evidently was possessed of a little mule, for the open window,
the rope, the jewels, the knife, and the dead body were not enough for
him . . .

(3) WHO KILLED SPANDRELLI?...iiiiiiiiiiiiaanne. by William R. Cox 32
I'm probably not much of a detective, for | prefer working the Mex way,
with a good old stillet’ in my garter sling . . .

(4) THE NIGHT IS FILLED WITH FEAR............ by Wyatt Blassingame 39
The best-looking girl Tom Garth had ever laid eyes on hired him to pro-
tect her millionaire father from—-herself!

(5) WHISPER, "MURDER," TO THE MOON............. by Cyril Plunkett 47
The Angel thought cops looked best cut in two, or at least with their legs
lopped off .

(6) GREEN ICE TO COOL A COFFIN..coveeiiiaannn by James Duncan 53
Death stalks the high seas ... in the guise of— love!

(7) THE FIERY FINGER POINTS..ciiiiiiiiiiieeiieeaeen by Nat Schachner 67

From somewhere in that college auditorium a Fiery Finger pointed at Pro-
fessor Perozzi ==.

(8) BLOOD OF THE BEAST .« iieeeiee e eeeeveeens by Roger Torrey 78
I've seen people shot. 1've seen people cut with knives and razors. 1've seen
people taken out of wrecked cars— people that looked like raw meat. But
the way this girl's body looked was a new one on me . . .

(9) THE CORPSE FROM THE SKY ....co.  toreeeeennn. by Fred Daly 91
Ske had been a dainty, golden blonde little girl, with a very Kkissable full
mouth— until that THING snatched her from Alan Hale's arms, and
dragged her off into the night . . .

(TO) THE GENTLEMAN IS DEAD | .cceiiieiiiiiiiiieiieannns by Hugh B. Cave 99
How can a guy commit suicide and then go out for a walk?

(11) DEATH KEEPS A DIARY st i by Sam Carson NO
Reb McKay was a lawyer by profession, a deep-sea fisherman by blood, and
a violinist by nature . . . but when they found the brother of the girl
Reb loved pinned under a demolished truck, Reb became a detective— by
instinct!

(12) DEATH WON'T ACCEPT AN 1.O.U....... ....... by T. K. Hawley 125

Jack Mardel gave Death an 1.0.V.—scribbled in water!

TOR THE BEST. READ A RED CIRCES MAGAZINE: Complete Western Boob, Western
Novel ana-Short Stories, Western Fiction, Beet Western, Two-Gun Western, Star Sports, All
Star Adventure Magazine, Quick Trigger Western Novels, Star Detective, Western Short
Stories, Best Dove Magazine,
Six-Gun Western, Sports Action,

ED CIRCLE ON THE COVER!

Ecrm! snoml .TORIES published W .gns, Inc, Office of publlcatlon 4600 Diverse*'
Editorial and executive City, New ork, N. Y. Entered as second class

"December 16tUs 1936, at the Post {OSee at of Mwch 3rd, 1879. Entlre contents copy-
1937. by Manvis Pubuoatlc is assumed bj. this
their Safety. FOB st-Radio City. NPw

yearly gubecrtptfe
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1S the timel

Business Is Searching

forYO U/

IGHT now, in many lines, there is a search
. for really good men—managers, leaders—

if ... .

portunities flourish for every American every
day of his life.

en who can take charge of departments, busi- Far more to the point is to be ready—to be

nesses, branch offices, and get things humming.

As always, there are not enough ordinary
jobs to go 'round—but rarely before, in the
history of American business, has there been
so much room at the top! New jobs are being
created by the business pick-up in almost all
lines—jobs that pay splendidly and that open
the way to lifetime success.

Ordinarily, there would be plenty of men to
fill these jobs—men in junior positions who
had been studying in spare time. But most men
have been letting their training slide during
these dark years of depression... “What's the
use?”—You have heard them say. Perhaps
there has been some excuse for sticking to any
old kind of a job one could get the past few
years—but the door is wide open for the man
with ambition and ability NOW!

And don’t let anyone tell you that “ Oppor-
tunity Only Knocks Once” —that’s one of the
most untruthful sayings ever circulated. Op-

LASALLE EXTENSION, Dept. 292-R, Chicago

prepared—to make yourself interesting to the
big-time employer—and LaSalle offers you a
short-cut method of qualifying for opportunity
jobs in accounting, law, traffic, executive man-
agement, and kindred occupations.

LaSalle Extension Institute is 29 years old
—averages 40,000 enrollments a year—60
American firms each employ 500 or more
LaSalle-trained men—surveys show that
LaSalle students attain 40% average salary
increase after graduation—10% of all C. P. A.’s
in the U. S. A. are LaSalle-alumni.

Why not find out what LaSalle has done and
is doing for men inyour position? Send and get
the facts; see what LaSalle can-do for you,
personally!

There’'s no question about it—business is
icking up—jobs are looking for men—the time
as come for you to qualify for prosperity.

Mail this coupon today!

I am in earnest about my success and | would like to have your special
booklet—without any cost or obligation to me—about my opportunities

and your success training in the business field | have checked.

O Business Management O Industrial Management
O Higher Accountancy 0O Modern Foremanshlp
0 Traffic Management. O Business Correspondence
O Modern Salesmanship O Business English
O Commercial Law N glls!
O Law: Degree of LL. B. O Effective Speaking
O Expert Bookkeeping O Office Management
O C. P. A.gCoaching O Stenotypy
NOIME. ..ot e et et et e et e et e 2 eeeaneeennnns Age
Position..,.~ _.,Address, ..

EaSaIIe Extension

Please mention A merican

Fjciiow L koup sclien atisweriny advertisements
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IFREI

ILANTEI

With Everry
2 Tires ordered
TIRE PRICES
Tire users by the
thousands all” over
ths U.S.A. vouch for
the Long Hard Serv-
ice of our Standard
Brand tires recondi- .
tioned with high grade Completealvllh bat-
materials and latest teries and newest
methods by our tire [y for instant
lexperts. Oqr21 stead!

every-
SIS1ISY> o
offertiresat lowsst prices, with legal
to rgPIaceAatAH ~ioeMany

to 57e

VERY TIRE GUARANTEED!
’?rL REGULAR CORO TIRES
7

T fer iti its
11%15 ooff Hf30x5 3.65 L65
C 1:11 1:36 83x53.7S1.T6
20%5,00-1 2%4«  3.35 L4535x5 3.93 1.75
30x5.00-1 HEAVY DUTY TRUCK_ TIRES
28+5.25-18 --- \iesTuxes |
%85%’%?’%8 135305 34.25 $1,0534x7 $10.95 $455
3U5.25.21 H f 34x1 K®3x7 10.95
6.50-17 14032x0 77| gioflPtoS 11.49
28x5'50-1 MO30x0 9.95 4.4340x8 13.25
29x5.50-1w 1451 TRUCK_BALLOON_TIRI
308897 . ! Tires TuuesJSize Th-es
3e0ie |iigurag $3.7551.037.50-20 56 5;
3580533 1535020 "4'4510382520 89
33%6.00-21 rfe 7.00-20 2-95fc.0"201fi.Sao.0a
1x8:50-20
6.00- 16
SEND ONLY ; 1J0p DEPOSIT bo_each tire ordered.
$3.00 on each J We ship ' *  —eeen

eductS per cént if cas .
nil order prom tlgweroa substitute brands if nece
bary. ALL TUBES BRAND NEW—GUARANTEED

RSg-SOR SgorUPepiE RRRFGw.
Doctor's Prescription
For Liquor Habit

A floctor's prescription, successfully used
for years for those addicted to the use of
alcohol is now offered to the public for
home treatment. It is not habit-forming
and can be taken in liquor, tea, coffee, food,
or any other liquid, with or without the
user's knowledge. Aids the sufferer to
overcome the craving for liquor and to
build up his resistance. Many loved ones
saved and brought back to a life of use-
fulness. Proper results or money back..
W rite Western Chemicals. Inc., Dept. 210D,
8 D £ C seattle, Washington, for a Freo

rK ¢ C trial and full particulars. It will
YD IA 1 ke sent immediately in a plain
I K 1M k wrapper. Do it today.

Big Prices Paidfor CertainWanted Coins

1909 cent $10.00, acme silver Dollars $4000, 1864-1865 Indian
Head cents $100.00 each, dimes before 1895-$600, liberty head
nickels before 1914-S500, encased postage stamps $13.00, some
large pennies $2000, half cents-$275.00, paper Money, gold
dollars $1500, foreign coins $165, some worth $6000 each.
YOU MAY HAVE COINS FOE WHICH WE PAY BIG
PREMIUMS Therefore SEND 15¢c TODAY for BIG ILLUS-
TRATED COIN BOOK for certain wanted coins.

NATIONAL COIN CORPORATION (5) Daytona Beach, Florida

Time counts in applying for patents. Don’t risk delay In
patenting your Invention. Send sketch or model lor in-
structions or write for new 48-Page FREE booklet, *
Guide for the Inventor.” No charge for preliminary in-
formation. Prompt, careful, efficient service. Clarence
A. O’'Brien and Hyman Berman, Registered Patent Attor-
neys, 576-P Adams Building, Washington, D

Please mention Akssicah FlcnOK ikBtsr when

PROSTATE

Gland Sufferers

Nervous Debility. Freci(uent Night Risindq, Leg Pains, Lame Back,
Lumbago, Sexual Weal ness, Kidney and Bladder Trouble, Chronic
Constipation, Despondency, Restlessness at Night are only some
the ailments, differing in” individuals, that can often be ascribed to
lesion of the Prostate Gland.

COUNTLESS NUMBERS AFFLICTED

Countless numbers of men suffer from these ailments and other
physical shortcomlng%s_wnhout knowing that very frequently they are
caused by prostate Tailure.

MANY DOCTORS ENDORSE MASSAGE

Massaging for the alleviation of Prostate Trouble is as old as time,
and_some of the most outstanding authorities in the medical pro-
fession recommend massage as safe effective

treatment. fSee Reference Book of the Medical

Sciences, Vol. VII, 3rd Edition.)

USE “PROSAGER”

—a new invention which enables any man to
massage his Prostate Gland in the privacy of
his home.

It often brings relief with the first treatment
and_must help or it costs you nothing. No Drugs
or Electricity.

UNSOLICITED LETTERS
OF GRATITUDE

Each month we receive scores of unsolicited let-

ters of gratitude and appreciation from users of .
the Pm?;'\;\lger—thp fullowmﬁl letters are téyplcal of those received.
Mr. S. W. Harrison, 446 N. Main St., Brewer, Maine, writee; |
have received wonderful relief by means of the Prosager. It certainly
has made a new man out of me. Mr. J. W. Geary, 18 Poinsettia
Ave.-, Sebring, Fla., states in his letter: Received the Prosager May
20th, my prayers have been answered. | have used it six times and
am a different man. Mr. A. P. Hoffman, 8104 Euclid Ave., Cleve-
land, O., writes: The Prosager is_helping ve?/ much and would not
be without it, Mr. S. V. Rindig, Box 213, Fairplay, Colorado,
states: | feel 20 years younger and | would not take anything for
the Prosager if I tould not get another.

We do not publish our users* letters unless we have their
permission to do so.

FREE BOOKLET Explains Vital
Details and Our TRIAL OFFER

A one cent post card with your name and address plainly
written is all that is necessary, address card to

MIDWEST PRODUCTS CQ, B-4726, Kalamazoo, Mich.

$100 a Month Sick Benefit
Policy at Special Low Cost

When sick you don't want pity, you want pay. You can now b#
(Ijn_de Ier:jdent .. . safe .. . secure .. . well provided for though
isabled.

A sick benefit policy paying up to $100 a month, at special low
cost, is now issued by National Protective Insurance Co., nationally
famous for their $3.05 accident policy.

The National Protective is {be only company issuing a health
policy covering any and every disease and paying such large benefits
at this low cost.

Send No Money

_They will mall you this sick benefit policy covering any and all
diseases, free for inspection without obligation. No agpllcatlon to
fill out and no medical examination. Men ages 18 to 69 and women
IS to 59—in all occupations—who are now in good health axe
eligible, Just send your name, age, address and sex to the National
Protective Insurance Ca, 3004 Pickwick Bldg., Kansas City, Mo.,
today. Write them while their special low cost offer Is still in effect.

12
Made to order by FIT-RITE improved meifi-

1od BY MAIL, all over world. Finest Quality.
MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE YOU WILL BT

SATISFIED. Wc take yOur word. Catalog

NOMONE! and impression material FREE. Write NOW!

UNITED STAJTES DENTAL COMPANY

353 Milwaukee Avcnus Chicago, PL.
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was vexeotwen 1T TIP COT BILL A GOOD JOB!

MY RAKE O01DN'T COME THROUGH
MART* | MIGHT AS WELL GIVE UR*
T A{ fcpOKS SO HQPELESS*

« HAVE A GOOD PULL TIME RADIO
JOB NOW--AND A BRIGHT
FUTURE AHEAD IN RADIO

OH BILL, ifs VifoNOtWUL
YOUVE GONE AHEAD
SO FAST IN RADIO-

HERE'S PROOF

THAT MY TRAINING PAYS

W

BILL. JUST MAILING THAT
COUPON GAVE ME A QUICK

'L TRAIN YOU AT

In Your Spare Time For A

GOOD RADIO JOB

Many Radio Experts Make $30, $50, $75 a YVeek>"\

Do you want to make more money? Broadcasting stations em-
ploy engineers, operators, station managers and pay up to $5,060
n year. Spare time Radio set servicing pays as much as $200 to
$500 a year — .full time servicing pays as much as $30. $50,
$75 a week. Many Radio Experts operate full or part time
Radio businesses. Radio manufacturers and jobbers employ
testers, inspectors, foremen, engineers, servicemen, paying up to
$6,000 a year. Radio operators on ships get good pay, see the
world. Automobile, police, aviation, commercial Radio, loud
speaker systems offer good opportunities now and for the future.
Television promises many rood jobs soon. Men | trained have
good jobs in these branches of Radio.
Many Make S5, $10, $15 a Week Extra

in Spare Time Whiie Learning
Almost every neighborhood needs a good spare time serviceman.
The day you enroll | start sending Extra Money Job Sheets show-
ing how to do Radio repair jobs. Throughout your training |
send plans and ideas that made good spare time money for hun-
dreds. | send Special Equipment to conduct experiments, Infild
circuits, get practical experience. | GIVE YOU V COMPLETE,
MODERN, PROFESSIONAL ALL WAVE, ALL PURPOSE
RADIO SET SERVICING INSTRUMENT TO HELP SERVICE
SETS QUICKER—SAVE ME. MAKE MORE MONEY.

Find Out What Radio Offers You

CeWhen 1 hart com “1 am making Hon* Mall the coupon now for "Rich Rewards in Radi It's free to
- ! N any fellow over 16 jears old. It points out Radio's spare time
;I)Ieled treqfléstbtw_en*gyl glgréonﬁg a/hv:lleeekst:ﬂ and full time opportunities, also those coming Television;
essolns ad ol tlgmd: hgldln my regular tells about my Training in Radio and Television; shows you
E?’oaécceansie ag er:u;? h asg a %achlgnlst letters from men 1 trained, telling what, they are doing and earn-
and |mmed|pate| owe m success to ing; shows my Money Back Agreement. MAIL COUPON in an
Joined the staff Dyf yi WM. F. envelope, or paste on a postcard—NOW

WMPC. where 1 am RUPP 203W Front J. E. SMITH, President. Dept. SBK1

now, Cthef Opefﬁm; E;Cke\é\lepsat Consho- National Radio Institute, Wa.sltiurrton, U. C.

HAYES. 85 Madison
St., Lapeer, Mich.

“After complet-
ing the N. It. I
Course | became
Badio Editor of th«
Buffalo Courier. Later J started
a Radio Service business of my
own, and have averaged owor
$3,000 a year.” —T. J. TELAAH,
657 Broadway, Buffalo, N. Y.

Please mention

J. EIl. SMITH, President, Dent. SBK1

J. E. SMITH, President
National Radio Institute

Estal bllshed 1914
The man who has di-
rected the homo study
training  of more ~men
lor Radio than any other
man in America

National Radio Institute, Washington, D. C.

Dear Mr. Smith: Without obligating me, send "Rich Rewards in Radio,”
which points out the opportunities in Radio and explains your 50-50 method of

training men at home to become Radio Experts.

NAME

(Please Write Plainly.)

AGE..

American Fiction Group when answering advertisements
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Flush Poisons From
Kidneys and Stop
Getting Up Nights

When you can get for 35 cents a supremely
efficient and harmless stimulant and diuretic
that will flush from your kidneys the waste
matter, poisons and add that are now doing
you harm, why continue to break your restful
sleep by getting up thru the night. Just ask

flghtfrom Haarlem m Holland. uther symp-
toms of weak kidneys and irritated bladder are
backache, puify eyes, leg cramps, moist palms,
blaming or scanty passage.

YOST YOURSELF!Itpays!lpaidJ.D.
Martin,Virginia, $200forasingle cop.
percent, lifr. Manning. New York, $2,600for
one silver dollar. Mrs. G. F. Adams $740 for
a few old coins. I wantall kipds of old coins,
medals bills and stamps. | pay big sash premiums.

| WILL PAY $100for A DIME

1894 S. Mint: $50 for 1918Liberty Head Niekel
(not buffalo) and hundreds of other amazing
prices for coins. Getin touch with me. Send
4c for my Large lllustrated Coin Folder and
further particulars. 1t may mean much profit
to you. Write today to

B.MAX MEHL.205 mehi BIdg. Fort Worth, Tex.

(Largest Rare Coin Establishmentin U. S.)

ed Impression

-Qrder By Mail |
MULTITUDES OF PLEASED USERS SAT MY PLATES
HUmM-WPOTE THE APPEARANCEAIDS TAD WITH TOURSPEECH T\ NO MONO
Jm*tcjruJmnw and addraaa TOOAT. Don’'tdala

|tSdaR/S'] UNF.«ST.XdUM>»sS B S 8fiff
Vlitfte SpeC|aI|stW|th 33 years’experience
LLir.I—. prts. of Dr. Jos. S, Lippcrt Dental Lab. Inc;

Dept. 387M/ 24 E Van Burew St.. Chicago, 111

SONG POEMS

--—-—— wanted at omce=

Mother, Home, Love, Patriotic, Sacred, Comic or any
subject. Don't delay—send poem today for our offer.

RICHARD BROS.
54 Woods Building, Chicago, Illinois

The ait is full of action again!
SKY DEVILS, the air fiction magazine, is
packed with zooming thrills!

Brand new issue now on sale. Yes, it is A
RED CIRCLE MAGAZINE!
Plmai MrnHecm AiitutMi Vietum

SEND ONLY 20 CENTS with name, age and
address, and by return mail RECEIVE a set of
14 TRIAL GLASSES to select from to fit your
eyes NOTHING MORE TO PAY until you can
see perfectly far and near. Then the above Beau-
tiful Style will cost you only $3.90, no more; other
styles $2.20 and up.

We onlv handle High Grade Single Vision and
DOUBLE VISION or KRYPTOK BIFOCAL
toric lenses, ground into ONE SOLID PIECE of
GLASS. DOCTOR H. E. BAKER, 0.D., with
over 30 years' experience, GUARANTEES to
give you Perfect Fit or NO COST. Circular
with latest styles and lowest prices FREE.

MODERN SPECTACLE CO., Dept. 82-J

5125 Pensacola Ave., Chicago, DI.

P ROSTATE
adbotJt i 1 I n e s s

Don't Guess— Send tor Our FREE BOOKLET

"Facts About Prostate Iliness.*
For years—Men from every walk of
Life — ministers, merchants, doctors,
farmers, railroad men, and lawyers from
every state of the Union have been
treated for Prostate lllness in Milford,
Kansas.

FREE BOOKLET OF FACTS

including diagrams, illustrations, pic-

tures of our modern sanitarium, and valuable informa-
tion about prostate illness. Address

MILFORD SANITARIUM, Dept. S, Milford, Kansas

Let Me Tell You

About your business, travel, changes, matrimony,
love affairs, frlends enemies, lucky days and
many other interesting and impor-
tant affairs of your life as indi-
cated by astrology. Send for your
special Astral Reading. All work
strictly scientific, individual and
guaranteed satisfactory. FOR
MANY YEARS PRIVATE ASTRO-
LOGICAL ADVISER TO ROYALTY
and the ELITE. Write name, ad-
dress and date of birth plainly. No
money required, but if you like send
15 cents (stamps; no coins) to help
defray costs. Address: PUNDIT
TABORE, (Dept. 441), Upper For-
jett Street, BOMBAY VII, BRITISH
INDIA. Postage to India is 5 c.

book on scientif
solved true crime cases
absolutely free to those over 17. A
tells how to get into Scientific Crlrt],e eI
— . Maine Study. New opportunities. nrjrel.
ploym t irience not necessary

iMERICA, INC
Burdette. Pres.
Peat 29A8. Huntington, Vftst Vlrglnla

wtum Mjaitriup advniiwmantt
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don't WOTITY about

Rupture

Why put up with days ... months . . . YEARS of discom-
fort, worry and fear? Learn now about this perfected inven-
tion for all forms of reducible rupture. Surely you keenly
desire—you eagerly CRAVE to enjoy life’'s normal activities
and pleasures once again. To work . . . to play to live

to love . . . with the haunting Fear of Rupture banished
from your thoughts! Literally thousands of rupture sufferers
have entered this Kingdom of Paradise Regained. Why not
you? Some wise man said, “Nothing is impossible in this
world"—and it is true, for where others fail is where we have
had our greatest success in many cases 1 Even doctors—thou-
sands of them — have ordered for themselves and their
patients. Unless your case is absolutely hopeless, do not
despair. The coupon below brings our Free Rupture Book
in plain envelope. Send the coupon now.

Patented AIR-CUSHION Support
Gives Nature a Chance to CLOSE
the OPENING

Think of it! Here's a surprising yet simple-acting invention
that permits Nature to close the opening—that holds the
rupture securely but gently, day and night, at work and at
play! Thousands of grateful letters express heartfelt thanks
for results beyond the expectation of the writers. What is
this invention — How does it work? Will it help me? Get
the complete, fascinating facts on the Brooks Automatic. Air
Cushion Appliance-—send now for free Rupture Book.

Cheap — Sanitary — Comfortable

Rich or poor— ANYONE can afford to buy this remarkable, LOW-
PRICED rupture invention! But look out for imitations and counterfeits.
The Genuine Brooks Air-Cushion Truss is never sold in stores or by
agents. Your Brooks is made up, after your order is received, to tit your
particular case. You buy direct at the low “maker-to-uscr” price. The
perfected Brooks is sanitary, lightweight, inconspicuous. Has no bard
pads to gouge painfully into the flesh, no stiff, punishing springs, no
metal girdle to rust or corrode. It brings heavenly comfort and security
— while the Automatic Air Cushion continually works, in its own, unique
way, to help Nature get results! Learn what this patented invention can
mean to you—send coupon quick1

SENT ON TRIAL*

No . . . don't order a Brooks now—FIRST set the ecmplete,
revealing explanation ot this world-famous rupture invention.
THEN decide whether you want the comfort—the freedom
from fear and worry—the security—the same amazing results
thousands of men. women and children have reported. They
found our invention the answer to their prayer-! Why can't
you? And you risk nothing as the complete appliance is
SENT ON TRIAL. Surely you owe it to yourself to inve/ti
C. B, BROOKS. gate this uo-risk trial. ~Send for the farts now—today-
! hurry! All correspondence strictly confidcntialL

FREE! Latest Rupture Book Explains All!
4g*BX.Just Clip and Send Coupon»fr>
Brooks Appliance Co., 209-P State St., Marshall, Mich

Please mention A merican Fiction

‘PROOF!”

Read These Reports on Reducible
Rupture Cases.

(In our files at Marshall, Michigan, wo

have over 33,000 grateful letters which

have come to us entirely unsolicited and
without any sort of payment.)

Likes Brocks Best

“ 1 bought one of your Rupture Appliance)*
in 1933, wore it day and night for one year
and laid ir aside last December. The rup-
ture hasn't bothered me since. | used sev-
eral others without success until 1 got ft
Brooks.”—J. B. McCarter, Route 2, Box
104, Oregon City, Ore.
“ Run* and Plays”
“ My son haa not worn the Appliance for
over ayear. He wore one for ten years and
I am very grateful now to think he has laid
it aside. He is twelve years old, runs and
plays hard like all boys and is never fcotb-
L ered about the rupture.” —Mrs.M.George,
Route 1, Box 103, Cumberland, Md.

Mail This Coupon NOW!

BROOKS APPLIANCE CO.

209-P State St., Marshall, Mich.
Without obligation, please send your
FREE BOOK on Rupture, PROOF of
Results, and TRIAL OFFER — all in
plain envelope.

Mt
City=oiviiiiiiiieiieee e State............
Statt vhetbemfor Mar. — Woman-  orChild

Group When answering advertisements
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~ BICYCLE

ASPENDING movie ma-

"tkKMONEY m) ',vIwntifir. miisiftfl.1 instmmfir

Bike comes fully equipped with electric horn,
coaster brake, headlight, parking stand, wheel
lock, etc. Low, bow-arch, streamlined frame;
chromium plated; 20% lighter than most bikes.
Swift, flashy, sturdy.

Earn this bike, or any of our other prizes, and
make MONEY, besides. It'seasy. Just obtain
customers in your neighborhood and deliver our
nationally known magazines to them. Need not
interfere with school or play. Many boyB earn a
MAI HIS Prizethe firstday. Perhapsyou

.. . Ta\ICI( can, too. Mail the coupon and
LUU 't we'll start you right away.

Mr. Jim Tha)é’er, Dept. 757 o i

The Crowell Publishing Co., Springfield, Ohio
DearJim: |wanttoearn MONEY and PRIZES. Start

me at once and send me a Prize Book.

NOW 1 HAVE

MA?\]’\[I)EAY Name- -Age- S ILVER

. Bicycle,*

UBESIDESU Address KING
| N |

City- -State-

EARN A BICYCLE <« TYPEWRITER » MOVIE MACHINE < PRINTING PRESS <4 MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS

EA RAILWAY
»T,RAFFIC INSPECTOR.

A Good;Portion, Will tee Ready for 'You
TRAINED MEN—19 to 50—are ~wanted con- AT
stantly as Railway and Bus Passenger Traf- .
fic Inapeotore simple, home-study oours©
qualifies you and ugon completion we place srraenasaae serasrasiasaaaas . .

u at up to $13 [ mdonth‘ :plus £x table furnished to you, if you start now. Writé today for
penses, fo start, or refund ftuition.  Ad- FREE BOOK and full details. No obligation.

vance with experience. Free Booklet.
ENGINEER DOBE Div.1t02 LibertyviUe, Il

FOREST JOBS

available at $125 - $175 per month, steady
Cabin. Hunt, trap, patrol. Qualify at once

Get detailt immediately
Rajrson Service Bureau, D-53, Denver, Colo.  ©lws

>patterns.
J tailored to your measure.
nr match eent FREE for your O. K. before
anto are made. Fit guaranteed. Send pieoo
fcloth or vest today.
SUPERIOR MATCH ANYLS COMPANY hi

aoo Southsuuet. pet*. aaa,
Detroit lady finds relief for husband after Spe’ . ) iffee. tea, liquor or food. He wofi't
cialists home and abroad failed! All letters an- B oo e e oo Tanaan ©
swered. Mrs. GEO* DEMPSTER, Apt. 16, 6900 ¢ atop habit, Safe —docsntonset stomacn. Thor

Lafayette Blvd., West, Detroit, Mich.

i CfIAVEX CO., Dept. 110, P. G Box 942, Burbank, CaHf.
— Advertisement.

Please mention Auhucan Fiction GXovr when answering advertisements
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AT HIS SKINNY

- till he gained 14 LBS, QUICK
this new, easy scientific way

New IRONIZED YEAST
gives thousands
10 to 25 POUNDS
in a few weeks!

housands of skinny,
rundown men and womeén

who never could put on an

ounce before 'have Trecently
?Ialned 10 to 25 pounds of solid
esh, new pep and popularity
—in just a few weekst

They've taken this new,
scientific formula, Ironized
Yeast, which although per-
fected at the cost of many
thousands of dollars, comes to
Wu_ in pleasant little tablets
hich cost you only a few
cents a day!

Why it builds so quick

Scientists have discovered
that many are thin and run-
down simply because they do
not get enough yeast vitamins
év;tamln B) and iron in_their
aily food. One of the richest
sources uf _marvelous health-
building Vitamin B is the spe-
cial yéast used in makin
English ale, world-renowne
for its medicinal properties.
Now by a new and costly
rocess, the vitamins from
his imported English ale
yeast are concentrated to 7
times their strength in ordinary
Aeast! This 7-power concen-
irate Is combingd with 3 kinds
Of strength-building iron (or-

Please mention A merican Fiction Group when answering advertisements

ganic, _inorganic and hemo-
?_Iobm iron).” Pasteurized Eng-
ish ale yeast and other valu-
able tonic ingredients are
added. Finally,” for your pro-
tection and “benefit, every
biatch of Ironized Yeast is
tested and retested biologi-
cally, to insure its full vitamin
strength.

The result is these marvelous little
Ironized Yeast tablets which have
helped thousands of the skinniest,
scrawniest people quickly to gain nor-
mally attractive pounds, natural de-
velopment, peppy health.

Make this

money-back test

If, with the very first package of
Ironized Yeast, you don't begin to eat
better and to get more enjoyment and
benefit from your food—if you don't
feel better, with more strength, pep
and energy—if you are not absolutely
convinced that Ironized Yeast will give
you the pounds of normally attractive
flesh you need — your money will be
promptly refunded. So get Ironized
Yeast tablets from your druggist today.

Special FREE offer!

To start thousands building up their
health right away, we make this abso-
lutely FREE offer. Purchase a pack-
age of Ironized Yeast tablets atonce, cut
out the seal on the box and mail it to
us with a clipping of this paragraph.
We will send you a fascinating new
book on health, "New Pacts About
Your Body." Remember, results with
the very first package—or money re-
funded. At all druggists. Ironized
Yeast Co.. Inc., Dept. 962, Atlanta,Ga.

WARNING: Beware of the

many cheap substitutes for

this successful formula. Insist
ongenuine Ironized Yeast.

&L



John Harbi-

son could live on indefinitely

— if he obeyed every whim of a sex-
mad doctor!

derstand. It was difficult, because

his mind seemed unstable, his per-
ceptions vague and dreamlike. He
heard the words Dr. Faustus was saying
and understood their general import; but
he couldn’t realize, quite, that they ap-
plied to him. Someone had died, and
then, in some utterly incomprehensible
manner, had been brought back to life
again. Could it actually be he, John Har-
bison, whom the doctor was referring to?
The physician who had assumed this
rather fanciful alias—perhaps, as some
people thought, because he had sold his
soul to the devil—talked on in a low-
pitched, patient voice. He seemed kind-
ly, affable, as he talked to John Harbison
who lay there on the operating table
in that room of cold glaring white and

JOHN HARBISON was trying to un-

HORROR

glittering steel. And John Harbison
was listening carefully, trying to re-
member, trying to understand these
things the Kkindly doctor was telling
him, but which for a long time seemed
beyond any human being’s understand-
ing. Too terrible, too painful for his
groping strangely numbed brain to
grasp all at once. And finally, when
he did understand, it was too much for
his overwrought nerves, and he lost con-
sciousness again.

But this unconsciousness was not like
the first. It was as if he had slipped off
to sleep—a sleep troubled by nightmares,
strange distorted visions of what had ac-
tually happened, colored and twisted by
the fathomless horror of the situation he
had awakened to there on Dr. Faustus’s
table.



Through it all Myrna'’s face swam like
a pale, diaphanous moon. There were
other faces, too. Shapes of furies and
demons that seemed, somehow, vaguely
recognizable. Their eyes glared at John
Harbison from out of his dream, and
their lips moved in an insane, squeak-
ing gibberish.

The Kkindly Dr. Faustus leaned over
and looked at his patient. And then, sud-
denly he wasn't kindly any more. A mut-
tered imprecation bubbled from his thick
lips as he pulled back the lid of his pa-
tient’s right eye, and his face fell into
lines of bestial rage.

“Karl!” he roared. “ Karl, you fool,
come here.”
Almost instantly a wasted, tallow-

faced youth appeared in the doorway of
the operating room. The light of aban-

doned terror blazed in his phthisieally-
bright eyes as the flabby bulk of the doc-
tor hurled itself at him.

Like an enormous, black tarantula, the
doctor was then moving with surprising
swiftness for one so ungaihly-looking, so
fat and flabby. One puffy, mottled hand
reached out and grasped the boy called
Karl by his skinny throat and shook him
viciously back and forth, snapping his
head forward and back on its frail stem
of a neck, as though the boy were nod-
ding a series of hysterical affirmatives to
what the doctor roared at him.

“ Dumlcopf!” snarled Dr. Faustus.
“ Why did you not give him enough oxy-
gen? Quick, get the tanks!"’

With a final terrific shake he hurled
the youth out into the corridor, so that
he fell on the slippery tile floor, sliding
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almost as far as the opposite wall before
he was able to scramble to his spindly
legs and stagger off.

With another mumbled oath the doc-
tor whirled about and strode on his fat
legs to the side of his patient. He leaned
over the body on the operating table,
looking anxiously into the pale face,
fumbling at the wrist for the pulse.

Soon Karl returned, trundling along
two tanks on a rubber-tired handtruck.
Without direction from the doctor he
adjusted the cone over the nose and
mouth of the patient, and turned a small
wheel controlling the valve of the tanks.

John Harbison’s chest rose and fell
with steadily increasing tempo until, at a
signal from the doctor, Karl turned off
the flow of oxygen and removed the cone.

Slowly the dream-wraiths faded out of
John Harbison’s mind, and a cool, white
blankness took their place. His skin tin-
gled with a cold, vibrant sensation. His
tongue and soft palate felt stiff and numb
as he opened his eyes again, and gazed
upward at the quivering fleshy mass of
the doctor’s face.

R. FAUSTUS had not been able to

throw off the habits and manner-
isms acquired during the course of thirty
years’ practice of legitimate medicine,
even after he had left the paths of eth-
ical procedure far behind him. He still
had the professional bed-side manner. He
was kindly, solicitous, as he practiced
his criminal, dark science upon the help-
less bodies of his victims. As his deli-
cately-wielded scalpel carved living
death into the souls of his unfortunate
prey, he clucked and murmured pitying
phrases. He was genuinely sorry for his
‘‘failures.’’ He provided them with com-
fortable rooms, fed them well, watched
them and guarded them with paternal
solicitude until they died, horribly.

For a long time John Harbison gazed
up into the flabby, dewlapped mask that
was the face of Dr. Faustus. And grad-
ually, now, he began to realize what had
happened to him. And with that reali-
zation came a false feeling of strength,
generated by the white heat of the fury
that surged suddenly in his brain.

John Harbison thought he was curs-
ing; he thought that he was going to
smash that soft balloon-face above him
with his big, hard fist—but he was mis-
taken. He had become so weak that he

could not even force his vocal chords into
response to his desire to swear.

Later John Harbison lay with ban-
daged head upon his cot, and watched
a wnird parade pass to and fro before
the open door of his room. AIll manner
of men passed that door, bent on slow,
mysterious errands. They were young
men and old men; but they had several
qualities in common: they walked with
shuffling gait, their faces were uniformly
drawn and pale, devoid of expression,
and not one ever turned his head to look
into John Harbison’'s room.

He started calling out to them, but
still they paid him not the slightest at-
tention. Karl came, then, and warned
him to keep silent.

“ The doctor does not like it,”
Karl.

“ God damn the doctor,” John Har-
bison said, glad that he could at least
curse again, although he was still very
weak.

Days passed, each day the counterpart
of the one preceding. Every morning
Karl came and conducted him to the op-
erating room. Here Dr. Faustus injected
a small amount of colorless fluid into his
arm hypodermically. Then he had to
sit in a glittering cage of glass, nickel,
and brass for fifteen minutes, while he
experienced slight electrical shocks, and
his nostrils were assailed by a strange
mephitic odor.

He was gaining strength rapidly, now;
but the state of his mind and nerves did
not improve. This seemed to cause the
doctor to worry. He had trouble sleep-
ing, and finally, apparently with great
reluctance, the doctor began giving him
hypodermic sleeping injections. The doc-
tor also tried to reassure his patient, talk-
ing to him, during his frequent tirades
of towering rage, with his uniform kindly
patience. But he had little success,
for this was one patient who could not
forget and who would not surrender,
even though he knew his ease was as
hopeless as though six feet of sod had
been heaped above him.

For John Harbison was no longer a
name that meant anything in the world
of living men. He had died out of that
world as all men must eventually die out
of it. A civil employee had examined him
and made the pronouncement of death
official. And the body of John Harbison
had lain on the floor of the room in which

said
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lie had found the dark girl, with a bloody
path plowed across his head. But the
girl had gone, by that time, along with
the two thugs who had burst into the
room, shortly after he had arrived. The
Coroner said death had resulted from
traumic shock, and turned the body over
to the two white-coated internes who ap-
peared and carried the body out to an
ambulance that had been parked by the
curbing in front of the house, before
John Harbison had even entered the
room of the dark girl.

And John Harbison knew that al-
though he lived again, he had left that
other world as definitely and irrevocably
behind him as though he had stayed
dead. Dr. Faustus made that clear. He
lived by virtue of the injections and the
“ treatments” in the glass cage. They
must be administered every twenty-four
hours or he would die, again. But if he
stayed under the doctor’s care, and en-
dured the “ treatments” and injections
regularly, he might live on indefinitely.
So Dr. Faustus said, and so John Har-
bison, perforce, believed.

EN one day, after a particularly

careful examination, the doctor told

John Harbison that he had completely
recovered.

“Yes,” said Dr. Faustus, “ 1 think I
may congratulate myself on your case.
My technique is decidedly improving.
Frankly, for a while, | feared that | had
suffered just another . . . failure.”

He wheezed suddenly, and his eyes
rolled sideways in their fat-rimmed
sockets, as though he feared the approach
of something from the direction of the
corridor. John Harbison thought of the
ghastly, blank faces of the men who
passed to and fro before the door of his
room, day after day; and he wondered
about the failures of Dr. Faustus.

Then the doctor licked his rubbery lips,
and stretched them into that benevolent
smile that John Harbison had come so
to hate.

“ 1 think you will be able to begin your
duties, tomorrow,” said Dr. Faustus.

“ Duties? What duties?” asked John
Harbison.

“ The duties of an amanuensis,” said
the doctor with a fat smirk. “ You were,
in your former life, | understand, a
rather well-known newspaper correspon-
dent. The talent which brought you near

the top of your profession will enable
you to discharge the great obligation
which you incurred when | restored your
life to you. I am sure you will be glad
to avail yourself of this privilege.”

“ Life!” snarled John Harbison. “ Do
you call this life? 1 can't leave this
place; | can’t even communicate with
my friends. | am kept here like a pris-
oner, a slave to you and your God-
damned injections and your electrie-
olfactric treatments, as you call them.
Why can’t | go for a day at a time—re-
turning for treatments every twenty-
four hours?”

“1 have already explained to you,”
said Dr. Faustus, “ that 1 withhold all
contact with the outside world from my
patients for their own good. The haz-
ards of normal life would inevitably re-
sult disastrously for them. And it is a
bit unreasonable for you to insist that
I give my secret to the world, merely so
that you can resume what you are
pleased to call your life. Kindly remem-
ber that you are, to all intents and pur-
poses, dead to that life. It was | who res-
cued you from death, and restored you
to another sort of life—not, perhaps, as
pleasant as your former one— but better,
surely, than death.”

“1 am not so sure,”
bison gloomily.

“ Oh, come,” laughed the doctor in his
jolly bedside manner. “ After all, you
are rather well-treated here, it seems to
me. And | ask very little in return. Per-
haps you are not in a mood to appreciate
it, at present, but | assure you that | am
offering you a chance to share in my im-
mortality. | say this without vanity. It
is a simple fact that I, who have mas-
tered the great enigma of death, will
loom in future history as the greatest
figure produced by the human race. How
can it be otherwise? And the means |
have been forced to employ, the fact that
the members of my own profession
would denounce me instantly, if they
knew of the work I am engaged in—all
this will be forgotten. Or, if remem-
bered, it will redound to the discredit of
my critics.”

In the end John Harbison agreed to
undertake the work. Not through grati-
tude or fear, but because he knew that
he must find some sort of activity for his
harried brain. He had begun to feel that
he was going mad. Horrible dreams tor-

said John Har-
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lured his nights. Dreams in which he
seemed to be eternally tossed about
among the storm-swept billows of a
bloody sea.

That feeling of impotence, of terrify-
ing weakness was utterly new to John
Harbison. Big-framed, strongly-muscled,
and possessed of a clear sharp brain, he
was a man for whom life hitherto had
held no terrors, no obstacles worthy of
the name. And lately that fearful feel-
ing of physical and mental incompetence
had been assailing him during waking
hours. It was as though his resistance to
the attack of this inner foe had been for-
merly too strong for it while he was
awake, but that he was losing ground to
the extent that even with all his facul-
ties on the alert he could no longer fight
it off successfully.

He explained his symptoms to Dr.
Faustus, at last, his mounting terror con-
quering his pride.

B. FAUSTUS listened carefully,

pulling out his lower lip with thumb
and forefinger, and then letting it snap
flabbily back in place, as though it were
a thick rubber band. His face showed
no surprise, only disappointment and de-
pression.

“ Yes, yes,” sighed Dr. Faustus when
John Harbison had finished. “ | feared
it was too good to last. | had hoped

. . Well, never mind. You must get
to work at once. You have a duty of
inestimable value to the human race to
perform. It will be your privilege to
perpetuate for the benefit of posterity
the record of my achievements—but you
must hurry. | cannot tell definitely how
much time you—we—will have . . .

John Harbison glared at him for a long
moment.

“ That means | am going mad,” he
whispered huskily, and felt his knees give
beneath him a little.

“ Oh—no, no!” spluttered the doctor.
“ Not that at all—not at all. I—1 merely
meant that—well,—the sooner the bet-
ter, you know. You're quite all right—
quite all right.”

He chuckled with a sound like butter-
milk gurgling from a bottle.

But John Harbison lenew that he lied,
and in the end he began to work fever-
ishly. hoping that thereby he might save
himself—perhaps stave off indefinitely
the ghastly thing that gnawed at the

root of his reason.

The doctor arranged for him to work
in the laboratory where there was a small
table and a typewriter that had been set
aside for him. Several days he spent in
assembling the records of countless ex-
periments, listening to the doctor’s ex-
planations, taking dictation from him,
and outlining the book which he was to
make out of all this.

But the doctor was impatient. He
could not see the need for all this pre-
liminary work. “Why don’'t you just
start in and write the thing?” he asked,
childishly petulant.

So, really earing little how imperfect
his book should be, John Harbison
started to write. He found relief in the
process, respite from the phantasms and
strange fears that plagued his mind. But
he was still in an over-wrought condition,
irritable, on edge. He snarled at the doc-
tor, to be met, always, with a kindly
humoring attitude that merely height-
ened his irritation.

Then came the day when the door of
hell swing open upon the house of Doc-
tor Faustus.

A scream was the beginning of it. A
piercing, long-drawn shriek that was like
the cry of a soul experiencing its first
stab of infernal fire. It was answered,
immediately, by other shrieks, and the
customary silence of the great house
seemed blasted for all time.

Howls, wild shouts, eldritch wails
echoed along the long corridors, rose
faintly from deep in the bowels of the
building, seemed to pour forth from
every part of the house, as though every
stone in it had suddenly become en-
dowed with the voice of a maniac.

John Harbison leaped to his feet, hurl-
ing over the small table on which his
typewriter rested. He stood trembling,
fighting to keep from breaking, himself,
into mad gibbering.

The doctor cursed and scrambled to a
door at the far end of the room. He
wrenched it open, disappeared for a mo-
ment into the small closet behind it, and
came out with a long bull-whip in one
hand and a pistol in the other. Still mut-
tering curses he dashed out into the cor-
ridor.

John Harbison groaned and clutched
the sides of his head with his hands.
Those ghastly wails out there seemed to
find a response within him that tore
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frantically at his brain for expression.
An hysterical impulse goaded at him to
raise his voice in a long shriek, to laugh
wildly, to throw things about.

He shuddered and bit his lip until the
blood came.

Then a different sort of sound arose
above that mad bedlam in the corridor,
and hearing it, he straightened suddenly
and felt his brain instantly clear of the
encroaching spasms of madness that had
been beating in on it, as though borne
on the waves of horrid sound.

OR, while it was a scream of pure

terror, that new shriek was unques-
tionably different in timbre from the
other sounds raging in that house. There
was, somehow, a note which carried con-
viction to John Harbison’s mind that it
emanated from a sane person. Without
doubt, moreover, it had been voiced by
a woman.

He sprang through the door into a
human maelstrom.

It seemed to him that these maniacs
had become obsessed with a senseless,
raging fear of each other and of them-
selves. They tore and bit one another
like rabid animals. They clawed their
own cheeks with their fingers, shrieking.
Some lay writhing upon the floor, foam
flecking their lips, and their eyes seem-
ing to start from their sockets.

He gasped and struck down two fran-
tic creatures who flung themselves upon
him, mewling and slobbering. Near the
center of the corridor he made out the
figure of the doctor, whose right arm
rose and fell with a slow rhythm as
though it were tired of its activity. The
raving men were making no effort to
avoid the lashing whip which was being
wielded on their faces and bodies. They
seemed not to know that they were being
struck, until they fell, stunned or blind-
ed. They clawed and struck at the doctor
and at each other with complete impar-
tiality.

John Harbison fought his way for-
ward, striking out when he had to, but
for the most part merely shoving a way
through the tangle of legs, arms, and
bodies that obstructed his path. He had
covered half the distance to the doctor’s
side when something struck him from
behind. He felt a pain as though red-
hot pincers had been sunk into the nape
of his neck, and he knew that rabid teeth

were tearing his flesh.

The force of the attack bore him to the
floor. The man who had leaped upon his
back was jarred off by the force of the
fall, his teeth ripping loose from John
Harbison’s neck. Then evil-smelling,
howling bodies were piling over him,
tearing at his clothes and flesh, battering
at his face with wild blows. Two claw-
like hands were inching up his chest, un-
der the pressure of another man’s prone
body, feeling for his throat. And John
Harbison, whose arms were pinned to the
floor, was helpless to fight them off, even
after they fastened on his windpipe and
began squeezing with terrible, merciless
strength.

Time for one shout to the doetor, he
had, before his breath was imprisoned
in his chest and dancing lights began to
flash before his eyes, to be followed by
all-enveloping blackness.

The blackness continued even after
John Harbison opened his eyes and knew
he had regained consciousness. He lay
for a few moments staring upward into
the dark, wondering confusedly if he
were blind. He was aware of intense cold,
of ahorrid odor. Then there was a slight
scraping off to his right, and the sound
of a low whimper.

John Harbison lay very still and
closed his eyes again. Perhaps, if he
were indeed blind, there was light for the
thing that had whimpered to see that his
eyes had been open—that he had re-
gained consciousness.

Then his outstretched fingers carried
to his brain the impression of slimy stone
surfaces. He was lying on floor of stone
flagging, and the damp cold air sug-
gested that he was in a cellar.

The whimper sounded again, followed
by along-drawn sigh. Then the scraping
noise was repeated, and John Harbison
was aware that something was stealthily
approaching him. Something pawed at
his leg, seemed to take direction from it
and pattered up his body. Then he was
grasped by his right hand, and he felt
soft pudgy fingers pressing into his
wrist.

John Harbison flung himself upward
and struck out in the darkness. He felt
his knuckles connect with flesh and bone,
and the next moment his arms were en-
circling a large soft body.

“ Don't—don’'t,” gasped the doctor’s
voice. “ It's |, John—Dr. Faustus. | was
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just taking your pulse again, my boy.
You've been out for several minutes.”
“ Where the devil are we?” asked John
Harbison, releasing his hold and stand-
ing up in the darkness. “ And what, in
God’s name, is that awful smell?”

HE doctor was silent for several mo-
ments. Then he whimpered again,
like a wounded puppy.

“ Ach, Oott, John,” he said, “ we're in
a terrible predicament—terrible!”

He wheezed and gurgled in his throat,
and John Harbison felt the pudgy moist
fingers tighten on his wrist. Then a
grisly memory came back to John Har-
bison and a ghostly wind seemed to fan
the back of his neck. The morgue . ..
that was where he had smelled that hor-
rible mephitic odor before. Only this was
much worse.

“ They've imprisoned us, John,”
husked the doctor fearfully. “ Impris-
oned in a horrible room in the cellar
where—where . . . .”

“Your private chamal house, | sup-
pose,” said John Harbison. *“ Where
you throw the poor devils after they've
died as a result of your tinkering with
their bodies and brains.”

“You put it very unkindly, John,”
whimpered the doctor. “ You see, |
couldn't very well dispose of them on the
outside— "

“ Shut up,” snarled John Harbison.
“ There must be a way out of here.
Think, man. Isn’'t there a partition we
could break through ? Another door— ?"’

Suddenly he broke off. There was a
clanking sound, a rattle of a bolt and
chain behind him. He whirled just in
time to see a door open at his back. He
threw himself bodily at the opening and
found himself suddenly standing outside
in the middle of a vaulted corridor, sur-
rounded by the now quiet inmates of Dr.
Faustus’ house. The Doctor was but a
step behind him and, having gained his
side, turned and surveyed the humble
blank faces before him with a swift
guesting glance.

What he saw in those faces apparently
reassured the physician, for he said
“Hah!” in a triumphant tone, and
brushed the surface of his palms together
in a satisfied, complacent gesture.

“ So you've decided that you'd rather
go on living than he revenged for your
fancied grievances, have you?” said the

doctor in a cold, gloating voice.

“ Randolph,” he continued, turning to
an extraordinarily tall, lean individual
who, in spite of his extreme emaciation
seemed to have a stronger light of intelli-
gence in his eyes than the others, ‘‘1 sus-
pect you of being the instigator of this
affair. 1'll deal with you shortly. In the
meantime, all of you go to your rooms—
immediately!”

The men made uncertain shuffling
movements, as though undecided whether
or not to obey the doctor’'s command:
then, with one accord, they turned their
faces toward the man the doctor had
called Randolph.

Randolph blanched, realizing, no
doubt, that he was being tacitly con-
demned by his companions as their ring-
leader. But he recovered himself after
a moment.

“ We have had no treatments, doctor,”
he said, “ some of us for longer than
twenty-four hours.”

He spoke softly, humbly, but there
was a dangerous light far back in his
deep-sunk eyes. The doctor saw it and
went white in his turn. He knew, in
that moment, that his dominance over
these shattered men hung by a thread.
He realized that this was the moment to
put his power to the test; but he quailed
before the prospect failing to bring them
to heel and, perhaps, of instigating an-
other riot.

But he was spared the necessity of
making a decision for the time, for at
this moment a repetition of the shriek,
that had first brought John Harbison
charging into the maniac-cluttered cor-
ridor, came to their ears from the upper
portion of the house.

The patients of Dr. Faustus stiffened
at the sound, and John Harbison noted
how their eyes began to roll, as though
they were being threatened by some dire
influence. The doctor gasped, and tensed
himself, stepping a little back, as though
preparing for an attack.

John Harbison wheeled about and
threw up his arms.

“Wait,” he shouted in a great voice
that thundered in the corridor. “ Be
quiet, and listen to me for a moment.”

The madmen turned terror-filled eyes
upon him.

“Wait,” repeated John Harbison.
“ There is nothing to get excited about—
nothing is going to hurt you. Go to your
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rooms as the doctor told you to do. He
will begin giving you your treatments
immediately!”’

While he was speaking the doctor had
been plucking fretfully at his arm. Now,
as the men, with whining, animal-like
murmurs began to slink off, John llar-
bison turned irritably to the doctor.

“ Well, what is it?” he demanded.

‘1That scream,’’ said the doctor. “ I'm
afraid something is happening to Gretel.
She screamed like that a few minutes
ago. | tried to get to her, but—"

“Who the devil is Gretel?” broke in
John Harbison.

“ She’'s my daughter,” explained the
doctor. “1'm very much afraid, John,
that she's—"”

T this moment John Harbison dis-
A covered the doctor’s pistol lying
near the opposite wall of the corridor
where it had been dropped and forgotten,
apparently, during the doctor’s struggle
with his patients. He scooped it up and
dashed for the stairs.

Shriek followed shriek, guiding him to
the last room opening off the upper cor-
ridor. Reaching the open door of this
room he paused in horrified amazement
at the scene within.

A gigantic man, whose back was turned
toward the doorway, was leaning over
the body of a girl which lay on a divan.
As John Harbison appeared at the door,
this man was engaged in tearing the last
of the girl’'s clothing from her shoulders.

John Harbison shouted and sprang
forward as the man turned with a snarl,
staring with blazing wolfish eyes over
his tremendous shoulder at the intruder.
Then he whirled about, his lips writhing
back from broken black teeth, his arms
dangling apishly. He seemed to grin
ghoulishly as he roared like a lion at bay
and sprang.

John Harbison shouted again and
fired. There was time for one more shot,
and the beast-like man was upon him.
The momentum and weight of the great
body bore him to the floor, the pistol jar-
ring from his hand with the impact of
his fall. But he rolled over immediately,
and the heavy body, suddenly inert,
sloughed down at his side, turning face
upward and revealing two bubbling holes
in its chest. The giant sighed hoarsely
twice, little red bubbles rising and burst-
ing from the two holes; then he eoughed

and was still.

John Harbison got to his feet and
shook himself. Then he looked at the
girl on the couch. She had raised herself
on one arm and was looking at him. Sud-
denly, strangely, she smiled.

“ Oh,” she said. “ It's you. Yon have
rescued me again, haven't you?”

John Harbison recognized her. It was
the dark girl in whose room he had been
killed.

There was the sound of hurried, heavy
feet in the corridor and Dr. Faustus,
wheezing mightily, was among them.

“ Daughter!” he gasped. “ What has
happened?”

He stood in the doorway, puffing and
gazing in blank amazement at the girl,
the dead giant, and John Harbison in
turn.

The girl smiled faintly. She seemed
to have recovered her composure com-
pletely, and to be not in the least em-
barrassed by the fact that stockings and
shoes constituted her sole apparel.

“ One of your little pets decided to pay
me a visit,” she remarked casually. “ I
expected that it would happen some time.
But it was my fault because | forgot to
lock my door. Have you got a cigarette,
John Harbison?”

Suddenly the doctor seemed to awake
to the impropriety of the situation.

“ Here, here,” he wheezed, bustling
forward. “ You haven't any clothes on,
my dear girl. That brute—My God!
Here, Harbison, you had better go back
to the office. Er—thank’s awfully, old
man—for—er—"

He divested himself of his coat and
wrapped it about the girl's shoulders.
Then he turned, waving his hand toward
the door as he looked owlishly at John
Harbison.

The girl gave her father a look of pity-
ing contempt, and then smiled sweetly
at John Harbison as he shot her an an-
gry glance, turned about and strode
from the room.

He knew, now, that he had been the
victim of a plot. That girl— Gretel, the
doctor had called her—it was she who
had called him that night, told him that
she was a friend of Myrna Travis’s, that
she must see him immediately concern-
ing something that affected Myrna’'s hap-
piness. He had been a fool to fall for
that without ealling Myrna first. But
Gretel had warned him against doing
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that. Oh, she had been clever, this Gretel
had: told him he mustn't let Myrna
know; because Myrna would never con-
sent to the sacrifice John Harbison must
make for her. . . .

So he had come to the address the girl
had given him, and he hadn’t been in her
room three minutes when two thugs had
burst through the door and grabbed him.
One had tried to jab him in the'arm with
a hypodermic, but John Harbison had
put up too much of a fight for that. He
had knocked the man sprawling and was
choking the life out of the other one,
when the man he had felled pulled a gun
and fired. There was only blankness
after that until he awakened in Dr.
Faustus’ operating room.

He went into his room, sat down on the
side of his bed, cupping his chin in his
hands. He stared at the floor in a mood
of desperate melancholy.

Myrna—he must try to forget her. To
think that he had ever wondered if he
really loved her! They had known each
other so long, come to take each other so
much for granted. Sometimes he had
felt that it would be a mistake for them
to change their relationship to a more
intimate one. But now she represented
for him a veritable heaven of peace, san-
ity, and the joy of living.

Lost . . . lost.

URING the two days following

things went on very much as before
the outbreak of the maniacs. The doctor
had resumed giving them their daily
“ treatments,” and they seemed as quiet
and subdued as they ever had been.
Nevertheless, John Harbison sensed a
tension in their attitude, a strange sort
of brooding watchfulness that he had not
noticed before. Then, on the afternoon
of the third day John Harbison raised
his eyes from his typewriter to see Gretel
standing in the doorway of the labora-
tory, a pensive, quizzical smile lighting
her really lovely face.

John Harbison did not return her
smile, but arose from his chair with
grudging courtesy and said, “ Come in,”
gruffly.

“ Heavens!” exclaimed the girl, still
smiling. “ You're not very cordial, John
Harbison.”

But she came forward and seated her-
self gracefully in the chair John Har-
bison had just vacated.

John Harbison laughed shortly, star-
ing down at her. “ You're either an idiot,
like the rest of the inmates,’’ he growled
in a deliberately insulting tone, “or
you're just plain dumb, to expect cor-
diality from me!”

The girl stared back at him for a mo-
ment, apparently surprised by this low-
voiced outburst, then she threw back her
head and laughed ringingly.

“You're quite charming, John Har-
bison,” she gasped, when the paroxysm
of merriment had passed, “ even when
you're rude. But really, you shouldn’t
hold it against me that | was instrumen-
tal in bringing you here. Father is a
fearful tyrant, and | am deathly afraid
of him sometimes. | am always very obe-
dient to him and | never thought of dis-
obeying him that day when he ordered
me to telephone you and say the things
| said. Of course, | didn't know what
a nice person you are, then. | was only
doing what | have done numberless times
before, when father needed new patients
to experiement upon. .. ."”

She paused as the frown on John Har-
bison’s face deepened. She looked at him
with an expression of wondering inno-
cence, as though she could not account
for his apparent non-acceptance of her
explanation, and John Harbison, noting
that expression felt something resem-
bling awe at the realization that here was
a woman as completely devoid of human
feeling as the devil’s mistress, herself.

“ Do you mean to tell me,” he husked,
finally, “ that you see nothing wrong in
luring poor devils up here so that fiend
of a father of yours can turn them into
living dead men—into helpless brutes
with minds of animals— "~

“ Oh heavens,” interrupted the girl
again, “ 1 didn’t lure them all up here.
Only you and a few others. Most of them
father gets from a morgue, and a certain
prison where he has an arrangement with
the Warden. But | help him in other
ways. And, after all, if father is finally
successful, won't he have accomplished
something of—as he calls it—infinite
benefit to the human race?”

“No!” shouted John Harbison.
even if he is successful. And any way,
he can never be successful. Listen to this
—here is something your illustrious fa-
ther dictated himself.”

He strode to the table and searched
through the pile of papers upon it until

“ Not
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he found the page he wanted. Straighten-
ing he read:

“—and so it appears that the brain
cells governing the higher functions of
the body, being structurally more deli-
cate, are the first to deteriorate. It is ob-
vious, at any rate, that none of the cells
can long stand up under a complete lack
of oxygen, and it is of the utmost im-
portance that the first steps in procedure
A-2 be taken immediately following
death. Even in such cases, when pro-
cedure A-2 was begun within two seconds
after the diagnosis of death was made,
profound changes had evidently oc-
curred in the patient’'s cerebrum which,
while not immediately apparent, began
to manifest themselves in a complete
syndrome of incipient schizo-phrenia
within from a day to three days after
the operation.”

Suddenly he broke off.

“1 don't know why |I'm reading this
to you,” he said; but even as he spoke
the words, the answer to his question
came to him. The doubts he had been
harboring concerning his own sanity had
driven his nerves and self-control almost
to the breaking point. He had reached
the place where he must talk to someone
—anyone, even this cold, self-centered
woman—about the terror that had been
threatening to engulf him for almost a
week.

“ Listen,” he said, coming forward
and gripping her tensely by the shoul-
ders; “ the doctor thinks that in spite of
his other failures, in spite of the fact
that some disintegration always takes
place in the brain cells after death, in
my case he has been completely success-
fid. But he doesn’t understand how he
has succeeded. And | I sometimes
think—sometimes |I'm afraid |1'm going
mad— that the usual process of deteriora-
tion is merely slower, in my case— "

HE girl rose suddenly to her feet,
Tand stood looking at John Harbison
with the light of fear in her eyes.

“ But | thought— 1 thought— " she be-
gan.

“Yes?” he prompted with fierce eager-
ness. “ You thought—what? What did
your father tell you about me? Does he
really believe that he has saved my san-
ity . .. .?"

A calculating look came into the girl’'s
eyes, and fear died out of them.

“1 think you arc sane, John Har-
bison,” she said; “ but you are worry-
ing, you are allowing the uncertainty to
unbalance your nerves. Really, you are
acting like an hysterical child. You
should make more of an effort to get a
grip on youi'self.” She slipped her hand
into his and started leading him toward
the door. “ Come,” she said, “ 1 have
some excellent brandy in my room. Per-
haps a few drinks will—”

At this moment the door of the labora-
tory opened to reveal the rotund figure
of Dr. Faustus. With a glance the doc-
tor took in the details of the tableau of
John Harbison and the girl standing
hand-in-hand, and a look of petulant
anger swept into his eyes.

“ So,” he said addressing his daughter.
“Up to your usual monkey-shines, are
you, Gretel? Mien Gott! What a hussy
| have for a daughter . ... Come, off
to your room, with you."’

He waddled over to his desk and sat
down as Gretel, throwing a vicious look
at him, and muttering something be-
neath her breath, tossed her head and
walked out of the room.

The next morning a shriek awakened
John Harbison. At first he did not iden-
tify the sound, but when it was repeated
he realized that it proceeded from some
woman in mortal agony. Hurling on his
bathrobe he ran into the hallway just as
another scream reached his ears, ap-
parently from the direction of the lab-
oratory. He dashed down the hall and
threw open the door of the laboratory.

The sheet-swathed figure of a girl
rested on the operating table and over
her body on either side leaned Karl and
the doctor, the latter with a hypodermic
needle poised in his hand. As John Har-
bison burst into the room the doctor
looked up and scowled.

‘“Get out!” he shouted. ‘‘This doesn’t
concern you—get out, I say!”

From the table the fear-twisted fea-
tures of the girl looked up at him im-
ploringly.

“ Oh, save me,” she wailed. “ He’'s
mad. He's going to kill me and then
bring me back to life again. Help me,
help me!” she broke off, sobbing.

John Harbison sprang forward, but
the doctor hastily jabbed the needle into
the girl’'s arm, just as John Harbison
caught him by the shoulder and spun
him away with such force that the doc-
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tor lost his footing and fell to the floor.
Karl was on John Harbison, then, lung-
ing forward with a scalpel which he
wielded like a dagger, trying to bury it
in John Harbison’s heart. But he missed
his aim and the next moment went crash-
ing into oblivion as John Harbison’s fist
cracked his jaw with a blow that hurled
him half-way across the room.

The doctor had bounced to his feet like
a huge rubber ball. His eyes almost dis-
appeared into the puffy folds around
their sockets, and his whole face swelled
and grew blood-red with berserk rage.
As John Harbison turned to meet Karl's
attack he saw bis chance, and catching
up a light steel chair, crashed it down on
John Harbison’s head, just as the latter
sent Karl sprawling on the floor.

John Harbison had a sensation as if
someone had thrown a bowl of warm milk
into his eyes, and then he sank into
oblivion.

The doctor stood over his body for sev-
eral seconds, breathing stertoriously, the
beet-like color gradually ebbing from his
face. Then he turned his gaze on the
girl, but she had fainted and lay there
on the table, very white, and breathing
almost imperceptibly.

“ Verdamntl” exclaimed the doctor, as
though in disgust.

And then a slight noise in the hall
caused him to glance suddenly in that
direction. He saw nothing, but went to
the door of the laboratory and peered
out cautiously. But not -cautiously
enough.

As he stuck his head out of the door-
way he had a half-glimpse of a gaunt,
flying figure bearing down on him from
his left, but before he could move a
muscle it was upon him, bearing him to
the floor with the force of its charge. A
wild eerie yell broke from its lips as
the doctor went down, and it was an-
swered, as though it were a pre-arranged
signal, from every part of the house.

EN Doctor Paustus was fighting for
his life. Bone fingers were searching
for his throat. Wildly-aimed kicks
glanced off his round skull, crashed into
his ribs, ground into his groin. Frantic
fists pummeled every portion of his body
and long finger nails ripped the flesh
from his flabby cheeks.
Spurred by over-powering terror he
gathered his strength, rolled suddenly

over and over along the floor, momenta-
rily escaping the clutches of his tormen-
tors and even succeeded in scrambling
to his feet.

But only for a moment.

In the next instant he was literally
submerged in a struggling mass of howl-
ing, berserk mad-men. They clung to his
arms, hands, and legs, and about his neck,
like weird human festoons, and bore him
shrieking to the floor. There he struggled
and screamed until skeleton-like fingers
suddenly shut off his windpipe. Then,
for a while he merely struggled with in-
creasing feebleness, until life slipped out
of the quivering mass of flesh that was
his body, and even the maniacs at last
realized that they were mutilating a
cadaver and not a man.

After that they quieted down, grad-
ually, and stood grouped about the tall,
spider-like man who seemed to be their
leader, and who had been the first to at-
tack the doctor. The eyes of this man
glowed with a fierce light of insane sat-
isfaction as he glared down at the prone
figure of the doctor. Then he turned and
looked in the direction of the laboratory.
Speaking no word he started walking in
that direction, the others following him
with a blank trance-like look on their
faces.

The girl, Gretel, was perhaps the logi-
cal result of her environment. Cold,
cruel, and unscrupulous, she had never
before betrayed any of the usual femi-
nine emotions. Her father had told her
she was an emotional moron, and she be-
lieved that this was true. Still, she had
fallen in love, after her own peculiar
manner, with John Harbison. But she
had no wiles, knew not how to go about
attracting the man. She knew that she
was beautiful, and she thought that, per-
haps, this would be enough. Her two
interviews with John Harbison had
shown her that it wasn't. He regarded
her seowlingly, seemed to loathe the very
sight of her. He knew her for his be-
trayer. Obviously he hated her.

For the first time since childhood
Gretel wept. She cried at night until her
pillow was wet. For hours she wept after
her encounter with John Harbison in the
laboratory. She had suddenly become a
woman. But she was still unscrupulous,
still coldly calculating. She wanted John
Harbison and she was determined to have
him, cost what it might. His own hap-
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piness and peace of mind were secondary,
even negligible, considerations. But in
spite of all her planning, her carefully
thought-out traps which she could, some-
how, never succeed in springing, she
finally admitted to herself that she was
defeated. She was learning the bitter
lesson that it is impossible to force a per-
son to love one. And force, the sort of
ruthless, lawless force she had learned
the technique of from her father, was
the only sort of tactics she understood.

And so Gretel wept the night through.

Toward dawn she had what, for her,
amounted to an inspiration. She suddenly
decided to tell John Harbison every-
thing. She could not make matters
worse, and there was a chance that he
would forgive her, come to look upon her
as a human, desirable woman—as, in-
deed, she was. And—she would tell him
of her love for him. Perhaps—if only
out of gratitude for what she could tell
him—

And then Gretel heard the scream. The
scream that awakened John Harbison,
that aroused the inmates of the sinister
house of Dr. Faustus to the murderous
mania that such a sound always whipped
into their twisted minds. But Gretel did
nothing about it. She had heard such
sounds before, had witnessed their ef-
fects on the poor lunatics in that house.
She knew of the whip and the gun with
which her father never failed to subdue
them, and her orders, on such occasions,
were always to stay within the confines
of her locked room.

Later she heard the sounds of the riot-
ing maniacs. She heard more screams
but did not identify them as her father’s.
Indeed, they sounded like nothing hu-
man. But they were worse, more aban-
donedly horrific than any she had ever
heard before. She shuddered and felt
cold—a novel reaction, for her.

Then silence fell. She waited for sev-
eral minutes before unlocking her door,
opening it a crack, and peering into the
hall. For the moment it was empty, but
just as she was about to venture out, the
door of the laboratory swung open and a
group of men appeared bearing a limp
body which she recognized with a gasp
as being John Harbison. Behind this
group came another, bearing the sheet-
swatbed form of a girl whom Gretel also
recognized. It was Rosemary Travis, the
daughter of Dr. Oliver Travis who,

Gretel knew, was her father’s greatest
rival in medicine and his sworn enemy.

HE two groups of inmates disap-

peared into next room off the corridor
from the laboratory; and a few seconds
later reappeared and re-entered the lab-
oratory, closing the door behind them.

A few minutes more the girl Gretel
waited, and then she tip-toed softly up
the corridor to the room into which she
had seen the bodies of John Harbison
and the girl disappear. Peering within
she saw these two lying side-by-side on
a cot; both very still and white of face.

Gretel gasped, and a curious mixture
of emotions assailed her. She knew a ter-
rible moment of dread as she noticed the
pale face of John Harbison, and the look
of death upon it. And then he stirred
and moaned, but her gratitude at this re-
assurance that he still lived was tinctured
by an unreasonable feeling of jealousy at
seeing him lying thus, by the side of a
beautiful young woman. Indeed, this
sensation quickly dominated all the other
emotions in Gretel's heart, and she ad-
vanced upon the figure of the uncon-
scious girl with a fury blazing in her
eyes that was not quite sane.

John Harbison stirred again and
opened his eyes. The back of his head
felt wet and horribly painful as it lay
upon the pillow, and a blinding head-
ache prevented him for a moment, from
seeing that he lay beside the girl he had
attempted to rescue from the table of Dr.
Faustus; kept him from realizing that
this girl’s life was even now being more
direly threatened than ever it had been
by the mad science of the evilly bril-
liant doctor.

But some instinct, powerful enough to
bring the girl out of her fainting fit,
warned her that death was close upon
her, and she awoke in time to see the
slim hands of Gretel advancing toward
her throat.

Rosemary Travis screamed, and
grasped the other girl's wrists, as Gre-
tel’s hands reached their goal.

That sound brought John Harbison
back to full consciousness; but so stunned
was he by the incongruity of the situa-
tion he had awakened to, that for a mo-
ment he was unable to move a muscle.
Then, with a curse for the pain the sud-
den movement cost his battered head, he
reached over and grasped Gretel by her
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forearms, wrenching her hands away
from the soft throat they had been clos-
ing upon with lethal strength.

“In God’s name what sort of a devil
are you ?” he groaned, his head spinning
with a dizzy nausea, so that he had to
fight with all his strength to prevent the
girl’s arms from slipping from his grasp.

And Gretel’s eyes, tear-filled, and blaz-
ing with frustrated wrath, softened and
became stricken with anxiety as she saw
that he was badly hurt.

Jerking her arms loose from his weak-
ening grasp she swept around to the
other side of the bed, and knelt beside
him, burying her face in his chest and
breaking into wild despairing sobs.

In the meantime Rosemary Travis had
struggled to her feet, and stood looking
down at the strange tableau on the bed
with wide, uncomprehending eyes. Very
beautiful, John Harbison thought her, as
he watched her while Gretel sobbed on
his breast. Like a slim Grecian goddess
she stood, clutching the sheet which im-
perfectly concealed the perfect curves of
her glorious body. A strange, unnam-
able emotion clutched at his throat as he
noted the frightened, wondering look in
her wide blue eyes, saw the terrified ques-
tion in them as she gazed at him.

Sickness and giddiness swept over him
and he closed his eyes with the grief and
pain of a thought which came to him in
that moment. For the sight of this girl
brought home to him with devastating
weight the knowledge of all he had lost
through the gift of spurious life from
the hand of Dr. Faustus.

Gretel was sobbing, murmuring broken
phrases, wetting the shirt over his chest
with her tears. Suddenly she raised her
head and gazed into his eyes for a long
moment, looking at him with a strange
expression as though weighing a ques-
tion in her mind.

Then she began speaking, and John
Harbison heard the story of how he had
been tricked. Learned that the physician
who had examined him and pronounced
him dead had been too hasty; that Karl,
discovering later that this was the case,
as he prepared John Harbison’s body for
the experiment of Dr. Faustus, had been
persuaded to keep the truth from the
doctor by Gretel.

Between spells of uncontrollable sob-
bing this girl, who had once seemed so
cold, so cynical and unemotional, poured
forth her confession into the incredulous

ears of John Harbison, while the other
girl stood and gazed from one to the
other in mute amazement.

“ | knew that you would not stay here
if you knew the truth,” Gretel whis-
pered, her lips close to his ear; “ and so
| let father convince you that your life
depended on your staying near him. For
ever since that day when 1 first called
you to me, | have loved you, John Har-
bison . . . .”

Then, as if it were a ribald commen-
tary on the girl’s confession of love, a
wild cacophony of insane laughter sud-
denly broke on their hearing; and John
Harbison tensed in anticipation of the
breaking out of another horror in this
house of multiple horrors.

UT it was with a new feeling of joy-
B ous power to cope with the worst
that the house of Dr. Faustus might offer
that John Harbison rose to his feet, de-
spite the still bleeding and painful
wound in his head.

‘'Stay here, " he curtly ordered the two
girls, and strode from the room, closing
the door behind him.

The sounds of laughter, more subdued
now, but containing a maniac, trium-
phant note that chilled his blood, came
from the direction of the laboratory. But
John Harbison hesitated not a moment.
He walked down the length of the cor-
ridor and flung open the door of that
chamber of horrors. And as his eyes took
in the significance of the scene that now
met his gaze, his brain comprehended
what had happened even before the
words of the tall, gaunt ring-leader of
the madmen reached his ears.

This man stood at the side of the oper-
ating table, around which were ranged
the other victims of Dr. Faustus’s
dreams of scientific glory. Upright on
the table, itself, sat the quivering, white-
faced bulk of the doctor, himself.

“ And so, doctor,” came the sepulchral
tones of the cadaverous ring-leader,
“ you are now in a position of gain first-
hand information as to the efficacy of
your methods. You see, we feared that,
perhaps, you were not as intensely in-
terested in the problem of restoring us
to a normal condition as you might be.
Now, however, that you have been, your-
self, brought back to life under the iden-
tical conditions imposed upon us, we are
almost sure that you will be spurred on
considerably toward the achievement of
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the goal that meaas so much to all of us, "’

A sudden plan formed in the brain of
«John Harbison, and he quietly closed the
door and returned to his room. His intru-
sion upon the scene in the laboratory had
not been noticed. He entered his room
and closed the door behind him, standing
there for a moment, looking at Gretei
who regarded him with an unspoken
question in her eyes, trying to formulate
in words the thing he had to tell her.

“ Get one of your gowns for this girl,
Gretei,” he said at last, suddenly de-
ciding to postpone telling her what had
happened to her father. “We are all
three going to get out of here as soon as
it is humanly possible. | don't think we
have anything to fear from your father’s
—patients—but it would be best to take
no chances with them.”

“ | suppose father is dead?”

John Harbison paused.

“ Not exactly,” he said at last.

For a long moment Gretei looked at
him, and again the man was struck by
this woman’s quality of cold detachment.

“1 think | understand,” she said
finally and moved toward the door. John
Harbison stepped aside and the two girls
walked out into the corridor, toward Gre-
tel's quarters. John Harbison followed
them and stood guard outside the door
while they went inside.

The silence of tongueless dread
brooded over the house erf Dr. Faustus,
as John Harbison waited in that long
dark hallway. No further sounds came
from the end in which the laboratory was
located, and John Harbison mused on the
curious fate of this doctor whose mad
science had, at long last, overtaken him.

Then the door of Gretei's apartment
opened and the two girls came out to him.
But John Harbison had eyes for only one

of them. Rosemary Travis was a vision
of youthful loveliness in the dark cloak
which Gretei had given her, her crown
of golden hair in startling, brilliant con-
trast to the somberness of the wrap.

HEN Gretei spoke, her eyes darken-
Ting with a hidden pain, as she
watched the expression in his face.

“ Good-bye, John,” she said. “ You
can take Rosemary Travis back to her
father, now. | will stay here with mine
and try to help him and his poor slaves.
He was evil and unscrupulous enough to
try to sacrifice Rosemary merely because
he hated Dr. Travis, her father; but he
is all 1 have and | think he still cares
for me in his strange manner. That,
after all, is the only sort of emotion—
if it is emotion—that | understand.”

She extended her hand and John Har-
bison grasped it.

“ Are you sure,”
want to stay here?”

“1 am sure, John,” she answered;
“but | hope that you do not feel it is
necessary to inform the police about us.
There is nothing left to be done for fa-
ther or his patients that anyone can do
but father, himself. Perhaps he may
yet discover the thing he has sought so
long—the thing he was tricked into be-
lieving he had found when he thought
he had brought you back to life. If he
does, everything will be forgiven him, i
suppose. And if not—no one can help
him or his victims. . . . Good-bye.”

She turned, then, and quickly re-on-
tered her room, closing the door behind
her; and John Harbison looked deep into
a pair of blue eyes that regarded him
with an expression that sent a stab of
joy that was almost physical pain into
his heart.

he said, “ that you
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“But hell, Mac-
Quay,” the Sergeant
complained, “we found the open

window, the rope, the jewels, the knife— and

the body. What more could we ask for?”

“Guess I've

got a little mule in me,” was Private Detective MacQuay’s

reply . . .

-TO HN\Gbythe NECK UNTIL DEAD
by JOHN GUNDERSON

RIVATE Detective Quin MacQuay

slammed his glass down on the

counter, slipped the bartender a

buck for his double rye, and strolled
out onto Hollywood Boulevard. He had
just washed up a good blackmail case,
and he felt swell tonight. Now what he
needed was diversion—and the thicker
and faster, the better.

A blaze of illumination ahead caught
his attention—the Riviera Theatre put-
ting on the premiere of Mutual’s new
revue-flicker, “ Broadway Serenade.”

Sleek limousines slid up to disgorge
their dazzling cargoes into the brilliant

glare of a battery of searchlights. Hol-
lywood’s screen satellites were arriving
to pay homage to the star of the evening.
MacQuay saw a raven-haired charmer in
a bright Spanish shawl step out into the
crowd, and quickened his step to find out
who she was.

Just then something happened. Some-
thing so sudden, so crazy, that he thought
maybe the drink had sent him off his nut.

Not ten feet ahead of him, a bulky,
pulp-like mass, coming out of nowhere,
struck the sidewalk with a squashy thud.
MacQuay froze in his tracks, stared wide-
eyed. A passing woman fainted. A eou-
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le of young girls started to scream
loody murder.

It was the body of a man, and he was
dead—just deader than hell.

MacQuay summoned his wool-gather-
ing senses and headed for the body.
There would be no whoopee for him to-
night. He wished he’d skipped that last
double-rye. A crowd surged in behind
him and stood gazing in ghoulish fascina-
tion at the gory mess. The man was so
dead that it was pathetic.

MacQuay grabbed a stranger who
stood gawping next to him. "Run like
hell to the theatre. Get the cops,” he
ordered. ‘‘You four,” he singled out
some others, ‘‘grab hands like ring-
around-a-rosy and hold back the crowd. "’

He shoved through to the curb. An
electrician in overalls stood by a big
searchlight, trained on the theatre half
a block away. “ Out of my way,” Mac-
Quay snapped. His arm sent the man
sprawling.

He grasped the big light and turned
its beam on the fashionable apartment
hotel before which the body had fallen.
Slowly he manipulated it from ground
to roof. The story below the top showed
him what he wanted—a window wide
open, with white curtains flapping.

In the chill December night, it was
the only window in the building that was
open more than a few inches. The room
within was dark.

Whistles shrilled, and coppers barged
through the crowd from all directions.
MacQuay shoved in ahead of them for
one more look at the body. By luck, the
man had landed feet-foremost, and his
head, though thoroughly doused with
gore, was not much mussed up.

And then MacQuay saw something
that brought a low whistle to his lips.
High on the dead man’s forehead, a lit-
tle off-center, was a bullet hole—clean,
neat. There was no sign of powder
bums. His eyes travelled more closely
over the blood-drenched hulk. The vic-
tim was an elderly man of slight phy-
sique, and he wore a cheap blue suit.

MacQuay jammed his way through to
the hotel door. “ How many floors are
there here?” he bawled at a bellhop.

“ Twelve,” said the boy.

“Where’s the elevator?”

The boy pointed, and MacQuay ran
for it. “ There's a penthouse on the
roof,” the bellhop called after him.

It was an automatic elevator. His
brain still foggy from the drinks, Mac-
Quay tried to figure. The penthouse
wouldn’t be counted as a floor. There
were twelve other floors, and he wanted
the one right below the top—that would
be the second floor down—two from
twelve was ten. He punched the button
for the tenth floor.

When the elevator stopped, he headed
for the front of the building. Between
two rooms with lighted transoms there
was one room that was dark—number
1009. That would be the one with the
blowing curtains. He pounded on the

door.

After a pause, a girl's voice said,
“Who is it?”

“‘Detectives,”” MacQuay barked.
* Open up.”

LIGHT snapped on, and a blonde
A in a tight black kimono opened
the door and said, “ What do you want?”
She was tall and well-put-together, with
wide baby eyes and hair bleached to a
shimmering platinum.

MacQuay shoved past her into the one-
room apartment, his trigger-finger poised
on the automatic in his pocket. The room
was in perfect order. There was no smell
of powder, no sign of a struggle. The
single window was up only a couple of
inches, and there was a flower box on the
sill, with flowers blooming.

“What's the idea of busting in like
this?” the girl demanded.

“ Take it easy, sister,” MacQuay said.
He pulled open the window and stuck
his head out. The dead man, now the
vortex of a milling mass of humanity,
was directly below.

He closed the window and looked at
the flower box. He had broken off a
couple of flowers in leaning out. No dead
man could have gone through that win-
dow without messing things up consider-
ably. The box was bolted to the radiator.

“1'm sorry as hell to spoil your fun,
brother,” the blonde said behind him,
“ but those flowers cost money.”

MacQuay sat down on the bed and
said, “ Who are you?”

“June Parris. 1'm an actress. But. |
still don’t see what right fou've got to
come bustin’ in here and— "

“ 1 didn't bust in,” MacQuay told her.
“You let me in. Where were you five
minutes ago!”
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“In bed asleep.”

“ Was anyone with you?”

She gave a low, throaty laugh. “ That's
no way for a gentleman to taik. But I'll
let it pass. Nobody was with me.”

“ Did you hear anything?”

“1 tell you | was asleep.”

“You didn't hear a shot?”

“ Not a damn thing.”

“ Then why did you lower the win-
dow ?"’

The girl looked at him strangely. “ You
know, | think you're nuts. | came in an
hour ago, and the window was down. |
put it up a couple of inches and went to
bed because 1'd been working like a dog
all day on the lot. | haven't touched it
since.’’

MacQuay stood up. "All right, you win
this time, sister.’’ He peeled a bill from
a roll in his pocket. ‘’'Take this and buy
yourself some new geraniums.” He
headed for the door.

“ OK, thanks.” She smiled for the first
time. “ You're not such a bad guy, are
you? Do you live around here?”

MacQuay said, “ No.” On the way out,
he took another look in the closet. It con-
tained hat boxes, shoes, a long rack of
dresses and chorus costumes, a yellow
silk hat and a cane. He went on out of
the room.

In the corridor he stopped and ran a
worried hand through his hair. He
glanced at the lighted transoms on either
side of room 1009. Should he try one of
them? But the body had been under the
girl’s room—and bodies usually fall
straight.

And then he woke up.

1009— Ten-o-nine! The whiskey had
played a trick on him. There were
twelve floors to the building and he had
figured that the second one down would
be the tenth. He'd pulled a boner. It
would be the eleventh! He'd been a floor
too low all the time.

Swearing under his breath, MacQuay
found the stairs and took them three at
a time. A knot of police stood before the
door of room 1109. MacQuay ap-
proached, feeling pretty sick.

“ Mac!” acop named Corbett greeted
him. “ 1 saw you on the street when the
guy squashed. Where yon been?”

“ Go to hell,” MaeQuay said, “ and let
me in that room.”

“Well, you don't need to get sore.
Sure, it's OK for you to go in. Captain

Scanlon and the squad just got here.
They're up in the penthouse where the
dame got croaked.”

MacQuay's jaw sagged. “ What's
that?” he gulped.
Corbett looked at him queerly. “ You

mean you ain’'t heard? Marilyn Merrill
got done in. The squashed guy did it.”

“ Not the Marilyn Merrill who used
to be a movie star?”

“ Sure. She was a first-string tear-
jerker when you was still in knee-pants.
This was the guy’s room, see?” Corbett
stuck a thumb in the direction of 1109.
“ Well, he tossed a rope with a hook up
through his window and caught it on the
railing around the penthouse. He shin-
neyed up when he thought the old dame
would be in bed. But she heard him and
he had to use a knife on her. Then he
fingered the safe, grabbed what he could,
and started to scram down the front way.
But the butler in the place heard him
and started to shoot—and so the guy had
to slide back down the rope.” Corbett
stopped to see if he was making an im-
pression.

“ Yeah, and then?”
was grim.

“ And then the butler hot-footed it
after him and plugged him from the roof
just as he was climbin’ back in his win-
dow,” Corbett finished with satisfaction.
“ They found the dame’s jewelry on the
sidewalk under the body.”

MacQuay's answer was a honcommit-
tal grunt. He looked through the open
door of room 1109. There was the wide-
open window with the curtains blowing
out.

MacQuay’s face

ORBETT brought a good-natured

hand down on ids back. “ So Mac,
me boy, the police don’'t need any of
your high-powered private sleuthin’ to-
day. It'sopen and shut. | was there my-
self when they took the loot off the guy,
and—"

MacQuay said, “ Oh, go to hell,” and
left him standing with his mouth open.
He found the staircase and vaulted up
three steps at a time. He was madder
than the devil. Marilyn Merrill was still
front page. He'd had a chance for one
swell lot of free publicity, and he’d fixed
things up royally.

He said hello to the copper on guard
at the front door of the penthouse and
shovod past him. On the floor of the



«TO HANG BY THE NECK UNTIL DEAD 27

spacious, richly-furnished living room
was the sheet-covered body of the dead
ex-star. Headquarters men were parked
in all the nice blue-leather chairs. Over
by the big fireplace he spotted Scanlon
of the Homicide Bureau, talking with
two men. One was the butler and the
other was just a guy.

Scanlon’s face broke into a grin as
MacQuay came up to him. “ Well, our
minute man,” he said. “ But where you
been since?”

“ Corbett told me you've got it all fig-
ured out,” MaeQuay said.

Scanlon’s eyes searched his
“ Yeah, | guess so. Why?”

“ Have you identified the guy in the
street?”

“ Not yet.”

“ Get hold of a list of retired trapeze
artists.” Sarcasm hung heavy on Mac-
Quay’s words. “ If he's your murderer,
you'll find him there.”

A flicker of interest showed beneath
Scanlon’s heavy brows. “ You think the
dead guy was too old to do so much
climbing around ? | thought that too at
first. But hell, MacQuay, we found the
open window, the rope, the jewels, the
knife—and the body. What more could
we ask for?”

MacQuay nodded briefly. “ OK, Scan-
lon. Guess |'ve just got a little mule in
me. Mind if | stick around?”

“Help yourself. This is Carey, the
butler—-and this is John Ralston, Miss
Merrill's nephew.” He nodded his head
toward the two by the fireplace. “ I'm
just checking up a little, that's all.”

MacQuay sat down. He liked Scanlon.
Scanlon had been a cop all his life and
thrived on it. Now at sixty he was moon-
faced and beefy and slow on his feet. But
he was consistently good humored—and
what was more, he had a well-trained,
mighty smooth-clicking mind.

Scanlon turned back to John Ralston.
“ So you were in the hotel dining room
when your aunt was murdered.”

Ralston, skinny and slick-haired, and
looked as though he had spent his
twenty-seven or -eight years being
aunty’s handsome young nephew, shook
his head in annoyance. “ No, | tell you
1'd left the dining room and was on my
way back here. Carey met me at the
door and told me what had happened.”

“ And you telephoned the police at
once?”

face.

“ Immediately.”

Scanlon paused, then said: “ You and
your aunt lived here aione, did you?”

Ralston lit a cigarette and blew out
some smoke very nonchalantly. “ You
see, | was her only living relative, and
she was very fond of me.”

“ Of course she would be,” Scanlon
murmured. Then abruptly: “ You were
her heir?”

“ Naturally.”

“Did you know she kept valuable
jewelry in her wall safe?”

Ralston sighed elaborately. “ My dear
man, of course | knew. She lost heavily
in the market crash. Her jewelry was
just about all she had left.”

“ Did you know,” went on Scanlon,
“ that she had offered for sale a necklace
worth fifty thousand dollars—the one we
found on the dead man?”

Ralston coughed over his cigarette and
the color drained from his face. “ The
Orville necklace? Why, I—I1 didn't
know she was so hard up that—"

Scanlon cut him off with the wave of
a pudgy hand. “ That's all for now,
Ralston. Thanks.” He turned around
and began on the butler: “ You say you
came in here tonight and found the lady
dead on the floor and the murderer at the
open safe.”

“ That's right, sir.” Carey was in
early middle age, slim as a rail, but
broad, and with husky shoulders. His
pasty face showed no emotion.

“You fought with him and he got
away,” continued Scanlon. “You
grabbed a gun from a drawer and hot-
footed after him. He swung over the
edge of the building, and you fired down
and killed him. Is that right?”

“Yes, sir. | rushed at the murderer
bare-handed and caught him a good clip
or two. But he struck me in the face—
a heavy blow, sir—and | fell back. It
was then | got my gun.”

MacQuay shifted in his chair to have
a better look at Carey’'s face. Carey’s
left eye was nearly swollen shut, and the
whole side of his face was scratched and
swollen.

CANLON was fumbling in his pocket.
He pulled out a diamond necklace, a
huge thing set with hundreds of glitter-
ing stones. He asked Carey whether this
was Marilyn Merrill’'s necklace, and the
butler said it was.
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Scanlon turned to MacQuay and said,
‘*Got any questions up your sleeve, Mac ?
I 'm finished.”

“ Just one,” said MacQuay. He looked
at Carey and said, “ Did you know the
combination to the safe?”

Carey stiffened. “ No, sir. Miss Mer-
rill never gave it to me. | saw the neck-
lace only when she was wearing it.”

At that moment a cop in uniform
came in and spoke a few words to Scan-
lon. Scanlon’s eyes lighted up and he
turned to MacQuay. “ They've identi-
fied the dead man. It's Jimmy Turkin.”

The name meant plenty to MacQuay.
Jimmy Turkin was an old-time second-
story worker who had spent about half
his life in the pen. Lately, he hadn't
been heard from, and the police figured
he’'d laid off and skipped the country on
jack he’'d saved.

MacQuay said: “ Jimmy Turkin must
have been forty years old when you came
on the force as a rookie. | don't quite
get the picture of him swinging around
on ropes.”

Scanlon shrugged. “ I admit it’s kind
of screwy. But we've got the rope, and
the necklace, and the krufe, and—"

“Yeah, | heard that,” MacQuay said.
“ Any objection to my having a look-
around up here?”

“ Stay as long as you like,” Seanlon
grinned. “ I'll leave a man to see that
you don’t fall off the roof. When the
medical examiner gets here, you might
let him in. But as for me, | 'm satisfied
with things the way they are—till tomor-
row, anyway. |’'m going home and grab
some shut-eye.”

After Scanlon had gone, MacQuay
went over to the body and lifted the
sheet. Marilyn Merrill’'s dead face, gray,
contorted with pain, stared up at him.
The knife, a common variety of stiletto,
had struck through the inner edge of the
left breast—straight to the heart.

The body told him nothing. He didn’t
know what he was looking for. All he
knew was that the police theory was alto-
gether too pat. Also that if Jimmy Tur-
kin could climb twenty feet of rope at
the age of seventy, he -was a wiz.

Young Ralston was reading a book.
Carey was puttering around in his own
room. MacQuay passed them both up
and headed out onto the roof. There was
one chunk of evidence he hadn’t seen yet
—the rope.

He crossed to the railing at the front
and leaned over. There, hanging from a
heavy iron hook out over the brilliant
street below, he saw it, extending down-
ward to the eleventh floor. The end had
been cleanly cut with a sharp knife. It
seemed firm enough. A man of average
strength and a good deal of guts could
have climbed either up or down it.

He heard a sudden sound. He stopped,
his body tensed. Prom somewhere at the
rear of the roof came the soft scrape of
footsteps.

MacQuay’'s hand shot to his auto-
matic. He approached step by step. In
the distance he could make out a blurred
shadow against an electric sign. It could
have been the butler or Ralston or any-
body else—the roof was too dark for him
to see. The figure was not aware of his
presence, and was stealing toward the
back railing.

MacQuay halted, shrank into the
shadows of the penthouse, straining
every sense. The figure paused, glanced
swiftly around him, leaned over the back
rail and threw something down—then
turned abruptly and almost ran back to
the penthouse.

MacQuay stood without moving a mus-
cle until the click of the door sounded.
Then he stole rapidly across the roof and
peered over the edge. In the dim light
from the first-floor windows he could see
a vacant lot behind the hotel, filled with
junk that had been tossed out by hotel
guests.

Somewhere in that lot was an object
that would have some bearing on Mari-
lyn Merrill’s murder. It was a slim lead,
but worth a trial. He found the stairs,
vaulted down to the twelfth floor and
took the elevator. At the rear of the
lobby he found a door leading outside
and slipped through.

E started by picking up a lot of

junk at random—old light bulbs,
gin bottles, cigarette wrappers. Then he
began to woik with a system, covering
the ground from left to right with his
flash in three-foot swaths. In the middle
of the lot, he halted, bent swiftly.

He picked up a piece of new rope
about ten feet, long.

MacQuay turned the flash Oh it. He
eaught his breath. It looked like a piece
of the same rope that Jimmy Turkin had
used for his getaway. He stood up,
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gaped at it. A piece of rope was the
last thing he had expected to find. There
was too much rope in this case already.
Had the real murderer thrown this
away? Why did he wait till after the
crime?

Then suddenly a whole flock of lights
struck MacQuay. It couldn’t be as sim-
ple as that. And yet—

Excitedly he dashed back into the
lobby and found the room clerk.

“When did Miss June Farris move
into 1009?” he demanded.

“ About a week ago,” said the clerk.
“ She used to be in 312.”

*Thanks, '’ said MacQuay.

As he was heading for the elevator, he
ran into Hutchinson, the medical exami-
ner, just coming in the front door.

“ MacQuay. Scanlon just called me,”
Hutchinson hailed him. ‘*What's all this
about Marilyn Merrill—"~

“ Call Scanlon back,” MacQuay cut
him off, “ and tell him I 'll have her mur-
derer for him in about half an hour.”

Hutchinson’s mouth fell open. “ But
| thought the police knew— " he began.

“ Tell him 1'll be in room 1009,” Mac-
Quay tossed over his shoulder.

He went to the tenth floor and headed
for the blonde’s door. He saw that her
light was out again. He tiptoed down
the corridor and reached for the door-
knob. At the same moment, he felt a
pressure on the knob from within. He
dropped his hand like lightning and fell
back a step. The door started to swing
slowly open. June Farris appeared with
her hat and coat on.

She stepped back with a startled
squeal. MacQuay stuck his hand against
the door, shoved it wide open, and stood
grinning at her. “ Hello, baby,” he said.

The girl's face paled, then flushed
crimson. “ Well, what do you want this
time?” she snapped.

“ Nothing to get exoited about,” Mac-
Quay told her. “ You asked me if I lived
around here, didn’'t you?”

“ Yeah, but listen, I— " The girl broke
off as MacQuay shoved into the room.
He flopped into the nearest chair. “ |
just came in to apologize for breaking
up your geraniums. Thought we might
have a nightcap together before I go on
home.”

The girl regarded him through hard
blue eyes. “ I thought you were working
on a ease,” she said.

“ That's all washed up,” he told her.
“ They found the murderer dead, and
the cops have gone home for the night. "’
She said, “ Oh,” and kept on glower-

ing at him.
“Well, how about it,” MacQuay de-
manded. “ Do | get a drink, or do | go

home with my tongue hanging out?”

“You're a queer hombre,” she said,
“ but I guess you're harmless. Sure, I'll
have a drink with you. Let's go down
to the corner.”

MacQuay was looking at a pinch-bottle
of Scotch half-full that stood on a table.
He said, “ I'm comfortable now. Why
not here?”

She said, “ But | was just going out.
| wanted to go to—to the drug store for
some sleeping tablets. "’

“ That's all right. 1l
them.”

Her eyes flashed annoyance. “ All
right,” she said and flung her hat on a
chair. “ You win.” She took off her coat
and laid it together with her handbag
beside the hat. MacQuay was particu-
larly interested in the handbag. There
seemed to be something bulky in it.
Something flat and hard and square.

June Farris crossed to the built-in
kitchenette. She fumbled around in the
ice-box, and said, “ Sorry, but there’s no
ginger ale. 1'll run down and get some. "’
She crossed swiftly, picked up the hat
and handbag.

MacQuay leapt to his feet, stood be-
tween her and the door. “ That's all
right,” he said. “ They'll send the gin-
ger ale when | phone for the sleeping
tablets.”

phone for

E hard glint flashed into her eyes
again, but was gone in an instant.

“ OK with me.” She flung herself on a
davenport. “ The number is Regent
7810.”

MacQuay grabbed the phone from a
small table in the corner, and deliber-
ately turned his back to the girl. At one
side of the room he had noticed a mirror.
Now as he spoke the number into the
instrument he could get just a glimpse
of the girl's body as she sat on the dav-
enport.

She still had the handbag with her.
Quick as a flash, she snapped it open,
slipped out a small flat package and
buried it between the seat cushions. Then
leisurely she powdered her nose, closed
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the bag, and tossed it to the davenport.

The operator was ringing the number.

“ Give 'em my name,” the girl sang
out from across the room. “ I've got an
account there.”

A click sounded from the other end of
the wire, and MacQuay said, “ This is
Miss Farris’'s room. Please send a couple
of bottles of ginger ale and— "

“*“What number did you want?’'’ came
a man’s voice.

“ Isn’t this the drug store?”

And then MacQuay caught himself.
But it was too late. The damage was
done.

“Wrong number,” said the voiee, and
the receiver hung up.

“Hey, | made a mistake,” the girl
said. “ That was my manager’'s number.
The drug store is Regent 4690.”

MacQuay held the receiver down a
moment, then picked it up, called the
new number and gave the order. But
his finger was on the hook. He needed
the time to do some fast thinking.

The girl had given him the wrong
number deliberately. She had tricked
him into warning some confederate that
he was in her room. There was no time
to lose.

As he set down the receiver, his other
hand shot inside his coat, gripped his
automatic. He spun around and turned
it on the girl.

“ Stand up, you!” he snapped, “ and
put 'em up—fast.”

The girl rose slowly, eyeing him with
caution. “ You poor sap,” she said.
“What's eating you, anyway?”

“1 want that package. The one you
just hid in the davenport.”

She laughed. “ I didn’t hide it. | just
put it there. Keep the room neat, you
know—that sort of thing.”

“ Let me see it.”

She fished it out and handed it to him.
“ It’s a book and I'm mailing it to a girl
friend for abirthday present. She’s with
a road show. Look at the address on it."’

MacQuay looked. In a bold feminine
hand was written: “ Miss Jane Gorman,
Hotel Alcazar, Fresno, Calif. Hold Till
Arrival.”’

She held out her hand for the package.
“ Are you satisfied, Sherlock?”

“ Not quite.” MacQuay slipped the
package in his coat pocket. “ Now if
you'll just sit there until the police get
here, it'll make things a lot easier.”

The girl’'s face went ashen. She half
rose, then fell back and her lips curled
in scorn. “ There ought to be a law
against dumb dicks. Won't the police be
surprised when you give them a book of
vaudeville gags.”

“ They'll be surprised all right,” Mac-
Quay'’s fingers tightened around his gun,
“ Because |'m going to give them the
Orville necklace.”

She laughed, short and harsh. “ If |
had the Orville necklace, would | be
sending it to a girl friend by mail, you
half-wit?”

“You'd be sending it to yourself,”
MacQuay told her, “ Because it'd be too
hot to leave lying around Hollywood.
You'd go to Fresno in a week or so, reg-
ister as Jane Gorman, and pick it up.”

The girl’'s face went crimson, twisted
in fury. She leapt like a wildcat. One
hand shot out, grabbed his gun wrist,
the other went for his face, clawing at
his eyes.

MacQuay’'s response wasn't gentle-
manly, but it was effective as hell. His
shoe cracked out against her ankle, and
she fell back, yelping with pain. A quick
swing of his free hand to the jaw sent
her sprawling onto the davenport—out
cold.

An elevator door clanged outside and
feet pounded in the hall.

* Open up, MacQuay!”
lon’s voice.

MacQuay flung open the door. Scan-
lon and two police burst in. Scanlon
looked goggle-eyed at the girl on the bed.
“ MacQuay, what’s all this about?”

It was Scan-

R answer, MacQuay slipped the flat

package out of his pocket, ripped it

open. He held the glittering jewels be-
fore Scanlon’s nose.

“ But—but that can’'t be the Orville
necklace,” Scanlon gulped. “It's at
headquarters. This must be a fake,
a "

“ Save all that till later,” MacQuay
snapped. “ The murderer of Marilyn
Merrill is going to walk in that door any
minute. Better be ready for him.”

“ Then this girl isn't—"

“ She’s just an accomplice. Get
ready.” MacQuay closed the outer
door. He waved Scanlon out of sight

behind a big chair and shoved the two
coppers into the closet. He stuffed the
necklace back in his pocket, then went
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over and stood beside the unconscious
girl.

After a moment soft footsteps sounded
in the corridor. The doorknob rattled.
His body tense, MacQuay heard the door
open and close.

“ Stand back you. Grab the sky!” a
voice said, brittle, menacing.

MacQuay wheeled with his hands in
the air. There was a moment of grim
tension as Carey, the butler, strode
across the room. His eyes were live
coals in his thin, pasty face, his teeth
clamped with a killer’s determination.

A shot barked out—and the amazed
Carey bent over and sucked at the fin-
gers of the hand where his gun had been.
Scanlon stepped out, service revolver
smoking, and nodded to one of the cop-
pers, who put the bracelets on Carey.

‘‘Better put 'em on Miss Parris here,
too,” MacQuay said. “ When she’s con-
scious, she’s dangerous.”

“ But MacQuay, what screwy idea is
this?” blurted Scanlon. “ What makes
you think this butler—"”

MacQuay slumped into a chair and
grinned at him. “ Carey knew that
Marilyn Merrill was going to sell the
necklace and saw that it was now or
never for him. He and his girl friend,
Miss Farris, worked out a fool-proof
scheme. They needed a fall guy, so they
hunted up poor old Jimmy Turkin. That
right, Carey?”

The butler, nursing his hand on the
davenport, muttered “ Yeah,” without
looking up.

“ Here's the proposition Carey made
him,” MacQuay went on. “ Turkin was
to come to the hotel and rent room 1109.
At a definite time they had agreed on,
Carey would force the Merrill woman to
open the safe and get the necklace—then
he would kill her. He worfld let down
the necklace on a rope to Turkin at the
window of his room. Then after Turkin
had had time to leave by the elevator,
he would fire a couple of times in the
air.

“ When the police came, Carey would
say that a burglar had killed the old lady
and stolen the necklace — and had
escaped doom the rope. Well, it sounded
OK to Turkin the way Carey put it to
him, and he agreed. He figured he was
getting paid to take the blame and make
a getaway while Carey did the dirty
work.”

Scanlon’s face screwed up in an effort
to keep up with MacQuay.

“ But where does the girl come in?”
he demanded.

MacQuay took a deep breath. “ You
see, Scanlon, Carey didn’t intend things
to work that way. Instead of waiting
until the time they’'d set, Carey killed
the old lady some time earlier. He'd
had her get from the safe not only the
original necklace, but also an imitation
which he knew she wore sometimes. He
let the original down on the rope, which
was then ten feet longer, to Miss Farris’s
room on the tenth floor, and she hauled
it in with a cane.

“ Then later Carey cut off ten feet of
rope and let the imitation down to
Turkin at his window on the eleventh
floor. "’

“ The minute Turkin got his hands on
it, Carey shot him through the head
and he plopped to the street. The fake
necklace was a good enough copy so
Carey felt sure it wouldn’t be noticed
till he and Miss Farris could make a nice
quiet getaway.”

"INTacQUAY stood up. “ There’s your
IVi. case, Scanlon. It was one of these
perfect crimes—and the murderer was
supplied dead.”

“ But how did you ever get wind of
it?” Scanlon demanded.

“Once | got started, it was easy,”
MacQuay said. *“ Carey got cold feet
and figured he'd better get rid of the
extra ten feet of rope. So he tossed it
into a vacant lot where it would look as
though Turkin had thrown it.”

“1'd already noticed the fingernail
scratches on his face. Men don't fight
that way, Scanlon, so | figured he'd
fought with Marilyn Merrill—not with
Turkin. | had a hunch about the neck-
laces. Wealthy dames usually have cop-
ies made for ordinary wear. And I
stumbled into Miss Farris’s room by
mistake. How’s that?”

Scanlon wiped the sweat from his
brow and grinned. “ Not bad, MacQuay.
Not bad. But just how did you happen
to do this stumbling into the girl’s room.
I never seem to be that lucky.”

“I1t wasn't luck,” MacQuay said,
“ and that brings me to something else.
A couple of hours ago | swore I'd go on
the wagon for the rest of my life. Well,
| *ve changed my mind about that. "’



WHO KILLED

Regular police methods are okay, | guess,

but after living below the border for a

couple years | sort of prefer working the

Mex way, with good old stillet in my
garter . . .

SPANDRELLI?

by WILLIAM R. COX

HE body was still warm. The

murderer must have been pretty

strong to drive a knife so deeply

into Louis Spandrelli. Spandrelli

was fleshy and muscular and wore a size

seventeen collar. The blade was plunged
deeply into the right side of his neck.

| looked down into the calm, dead fea-

tures and | didn’t like it. Louis had

been a good friend to me once. The last

few years in Mexico hadn't been free of
sudden deaths—Ilife being so cheap be-
low the border—but it’s a hell of a note
to come home and find a good guy like
Louie sprawled out on the floor of his
own home in a pool of gore, with thirsty
flies buzzing around him.

A voice said, “ How's stuff, Travis?”

| looked up at Sergeant of Detectives
Mallas. The big guy had spoken as cas-

K
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ually as if we had only parted yester-
day. He was still as skinny as an eel,
still eternally chewing gum.

“ Not so hot, Abe,” 1 said. *“ Louie
was a friend of mine.”
Abe chewed for a moment. Then he

said, “ He's pretty dead, ain’'t he? You
didn’'t do it, did ya, Dave ?"’

“Would I be usin’ a stillett’?” | said.

““Thought ya might ’'ve learned in
Mexico. You was always so handy with
a gat—why not a shiv for a change?”

I got up from beside Spandrelli and
fished for a cigarette. The sun shot re-
flected rays into the room. Outside ur-
chins ran and laughed in the street. The
First Ward in the City of Newkirk was
still unaware that Papa Spandrelli had
cashed in his checks.

“You got over here pretty quick,” 1
said. “ What do you know about this?”

“ A babe called me on the phone and
tipped me off, so | blows over. | thought
it was a rib. Louie was well liked. You
sure you didn’'t do it?”

“Don’'t be a cop all your life, Abe,”
| said. “Where's Anita?”

“ His daughter? She'd be the one
called me, mebbe. | dunno where she
is. 1'll have her picked up, though.”

“ Have her picked up damned quick,”
| said, “ If this is a vendetta they’ll be
after her.”

“1'd still like t' know how you got
here before me,” said Abe plaintively.
I noticed he kept his hand in his coat
pocket. Mallas is a pretty good guy, but
he’'s awful careful.

“I'm not talkin’,” |1
want to pull me in?”

“You always was a shamus,” sighed
he. “ No, 1don't wantya. | don’t sup-
pose there’ll be any prints on that slab-
ber. This is a hell of a life, Travis.
Somep’'n tells me we’ll never get no-
wheres on this job. We never do in this
section. Nobody ever talks.”

“ And if nobody talks you cops are
just plain licked,” | finished for him.
‘'Listen, Abe. I'll be at the Hotel Fran-
cis if you want me. And if you hear
anything from 'Nita Spandrelli—get me.
At once.”

said. “ You

TIPPED my hat to poor Louie and
went out. There was a hack cruising
on Bloomfield Avenue and | grabbed it
and went down to the hotel. | wanted
to lie on my back because | can think

better lying on my back. They don’t
build these hotel beds the right size for
a guy of my dimensions, but | stretched
out anyway.

I was collecting myself a big head-
ache when 1 fell asleep. | dreamed
about Louie and Anita Spandrelli, and
when | woke up | was sweating. Abe
Mallas was sitting on a chair alongside
the bed. He had found my bottle of
tequila and was working on it.

“ That stuffll make you drunk,” |
said.

“1’lIl bet it will,” said Abe solemnly.
He flipped his hat onto the back of his
head in a gesture | well remembered. |
noticed that he had his service gun in
his lap.

“What's the idea of the artillery?” |
asked.

“ Well—you're Dave Travis, aineha?
| gotta ask ya some questions. | ain't
fast on the draw, y’'know. Besides, |
wouldn't wanta see a nice guy like you
in trouble fer bumpin’ off a copper.
'Specially me.”

“ Why should I gun you, Abe?”

“Oh, | dunno. You gunned a lotta
guys when you was workin’ for Span-

drelli. Durin’ Prohibition.”

“Oh, I did?” said I. “ Funny | never
took a rap.”

Abe made a gesture with my bottle
of liquor.

“ Aw—them rats. We was glad t’ get
rid of 'em. | ain’t lookin’ for trouble
with you, Dave. | just want Anita
Spandrelli.”’

‘““And sodol.”

“Yeah, but | don't know where she
is. Yrou was pretty sweet on the kid in
the old days, Travis.”

“ That,” | said, “ is none of your damn
business. '’

“ 1 know— 1 know. But her old man'’s
croaked, ain't he? An’ she's disap-
peared. | gotta have her.”

| sat up on the bed.

“ Look here, Abe,” | began, “if you
think 'Nita had anything to do with this
killing you're dumber than even a cop
ought to be. . . .”

Abe carefully removed his chewing
gum and dropped it into the waste bas-

ket. Then he said,
“1 ain't sayin’ nothin’. But | gotta
have her. Will you work with me on this

case, Travis?”

| pondered for a moment. Mallas
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knew that | wouldn't leave town without
doing something about Louie’s murderer.
It occurred to me that | would be better
off with the police on my side, | had no
picture of the local set-up to help me
and they could furnish it. It would cer-
tainly be a laugh—me working with the
cops—hut there it was.

“ Okay, Abe,"’ I said. “ I'll Work with
you. But you 11 have to talk.”
Abe talked for a while. Then he said

as he rose to leave, “ It might be smart
for you to go ahead. Nobody knows
you any more around here. |1’ll be fol-
leyin’ in your footsteps,’’

I watched the door close behind him
and lay down again to do some more
thinking. In a minute or two | got up
and put one gun under my arm, another
in my waistband, dangled to a stiletto in
my garter-sling. | was glad that Mallas
hadn't frisked me and found that knife.

Mallas had steered me to a man named
Spiotta, a friend of Louie’s who was also
in the lottery racket. Sure, Spandrelli
had been the numbers king of the ward.
Not many knew it because he wasn't the
pay-off guy, hut he had been the finan-
cier behind the guns. Mallas had a
hunch that there might have been a war
between the Spandrelli faction and an-
other outfit called the “ GB”. | didn't
think much of the idea for various rea-
sons but | decided to call on Spiotta.

He ran a little candy store as a blind,
so | took a hack and told the driver to
wait a few doors away and went into
the store. Spiotta was behind the counter
picking out candy for a ragged Kkid.

E was a fat man, fatter even than
his friend Louie. He wore an old-
fashioned handle-bar moustache and a
good-natured round expression on his
ruddy face. There was a back room to
the store and a radio was blariitg away
in there. It was tuned in on an opera.
1 said, “ Louis Spandrelli sent me to
see you, |I'm Gave Travis. Louie said
you were having a little trouble with the
boys from the GB outfit.”

The fat man beamed al me.

“ A friend of Louis’'s? That is fine.
Come in the back, come, eotne. We will
listen to the Faust for a leetle minute,
no? | must listen to the iWst. The so
gracious broadcasting people—on Satur-
day they give us the opera. Is gr-r-and,
no?”

“ Maybe,” said I. “ Swing bands are
more down my alley. | haven't got
much time, Mr. Spiotta. Tell me some-
thing about the trouble you're having
and maybe | can help you. 1 used to
work for Louie in the old days.”

The fat man, one ear obviously cocked
at the radio, said, “ Ah, yes. You are
that Travees, eh? Louis often spoke of
you. The queek shot, en?”

“ Possibly. What's the dope on this
vendetta ?”

He made a florid gesture and said,
“ Oh—no vendetta. Not yet. We have
trouble, true. Twice now we are robbed
of our collection. Of course we blame
the GB. They have threaten, no?”

He paused, inclining his head toward
the loud speaker, his face lighting with
simple pleasure as a rich voice poured
forth a resounding aria.

“ Mattia,” he went on, “is the one.
It is to him we make our reports. It is
he you must see. Mattia is the veree
smart man—next to Louis. He it is who
can tell you of the GB.”

“ Mattia, eh? He’s the front for
Louis, ain't he?” | guessed.

“ But yes, of course. A veree smart
man. |If you like I will take you to him.
Tonight, when | must go to make my
returns.’’

“ This Mattia—he and Louie get along
all rigid?”’

Spiotta stroked his luxurious mous-
taches.

“ As to that,” he said cautiously, “ I
could not say.”

“You mean it's, possible that there
might be a bit of bad feeling between
them ?"’

““1f you will come tonight at ten I will
take you to Mattia. Then you may judge
for yourself,” said the fat man.

The stirring strains of the “ Marching
Song” came over the air waves. He
joined in the chorus, keeping perfect
pitch. He had a good voice, the fat guy.
I went out with the clear notes ringing
in my ears. He smiled boyishly and
waved at me as | went, never missing a
note.

| walked past my cab, then turned and
looked in the back window. A couple of
guys once Were waiting for me in a cab
that | hired and what happened had
not been so geod. | saw that there was
someone waiting now. | slipped around
to the street side, snatched the door open
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and poked a gain inside.

“ Get in quick,” said the occupant. “ I
don’t want to he seen.’’

“Well 1''ll be damned,” said | climb-
ing in hastily. “ Anita, what the hell
are you doin’ in men'’s clothing?”

Her hand went instinctively to where
her shoulder straps should have been.
She was too beautiful for a mannish dis-
guise. Her features were small and clas-
sical in outline and her eyes were enor-
mous. The sadness which cast a cloud
over her countenance only enhanced her
loveliness. The man’s suit fitted her
well except across the chest and the felt
hat slanted over one eye in approved
fashion, but only served to accentuate
her femininity. | hadn’t quite remem-
bered how wonderful she was.

“ Dave,” she said in her low voice.
“1'm so glad you are here. Oh, Dave,
they have Kkilled father.”

“1 know,” | said, “ but how did you
find me?”

“1 was going to Spiotta,
friend,” she said. “ He has the entree,
Dave. He can get me to father’s killer. "’

“You know who did it?”

““1t could only be one man, Dave, '’ she

father’s

said. Her voice was controlled but hot
passion lurked beneath its contralto
surface.

‘*Somebody from the rival mob? The
GB?”

“GB?” she said. “ Who is this GB?
We know nothing of them. | don’t be-
lieve in the GB, my friend. My father
was not killed by a stranger. | was in
the house when it happened. | was up-

stairs. Someone came in, father admit-
ted him. | heard voices. There was no
quarrel. Just—just a thud. When |

had—made sure that father was gone, |
looked about carefully. | found—this."’

HE handed me a notebook.

book of
gether. On
three crowns.

“ That is not a GB book,”
“ That is one of our own.”

“So0,” | said. “ A traitor, eh?”

“ A murdering Judas,” she whispered.
“ A jealous man. A man who wanted to
rule the Ward. A man who stays in his
house lift a spider, never showing his
face. A man who comes and goes si-
lently, like a cat. Dave, 1 must get to
him. You will help?”

It was a
lottery tickets bound to-
it was the trademark of

she said.

“ Who is this bird, 'Nita?”

“Who? Who but Mattia? Leonardo
Mattia, the Spider, the one who was once
a Mafeist.”

“The Old First Ward has certainly
gone to hell since | left,’’ | said wonder-
ingly. “ Opera singers, stilettoes, and
now Spiders, no less. Look, baby, you
have no proof that it whs Mattia, have
you ?"’

“Who else could it be? Everyone
loved my father, came to him for guid-
ance and protection. Only a few knew
that he was behind the Three Crown
Lottery— Mattia, Spiotta, Marfucci, and
Cozzolino. You know—they are of the
old crowd. Spiotta? You have seen
him. A fat sentimentalist. He makes
love to me.”

“ He what?
stand for it?”

She turned her big eyes at me and
said, “ 1 am Spandrelli’'s daughter,” as
proudly as if it had been Mussolini. |
thought that Louie had been the local
Duce after all. And a swell guy at that.
| said to his daughter, “ Okay, baby.
But how about the bum disguise?”

“ 1 wanted to escape the notice of the
police—of anyone. | called headquar-
ters and told them of my father’s death
so that he should not lie undiscovered.
Then | went to see Mattia. They told
me he was not at home. Always he is
not at home. | could not break into that
fortress in which he hides, so I came to
Spiotta. | saw you go in and waited.”

“Were you going to shoot Mattia, or
just stab him?” | asked.

She did not answer me. | woke up the
cabby and told him to drive around.
Then 1 said,

“ Look, baby. 1'll see Mattia tonight.
Now how about you going up my room at
the hotel and laying low? After | case
that joint of Mattia’s we'll know some-
thing. Meantime, you can’t go around
stickin’ your neck out in that rig. Abe
Mallas is lookin’ for you now.”

She said in a small voice, “ | g-guess
| have forgotten my handkerchief.’’

“ Try looking in your pants pocket,”
| said.

She started, then a reluctant smile
framed her tear-streaked face. Fum-
bling awkwardly she produced a squ&fe
mwhite cambric from a rear pocket and
dabbed at her eyes.

“ That,” | said, looking her up and

That toad? And you
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down, “ is the lousiest masquerade | ever
did see. You gotta keep it out of sight.
You gonna be sensible ?”

“ Dave Travis, | am alone in the world.
Before | saw you in front of the little
candy store | felt that loneliness and |
did not care to live. You know that we
Spandrellis are of the mountain people.
We believe in an eye for an eye. If you
will swear to me that you will avenge
my father, | will do as you say."’

“ 'Nita, | too, am alone in the world.
I came north because | was too alone. |
wanted to see your father, who had been
good to me—and | wanted to see you.
Do you think | would let his murderer
live when | have killed so many others?”

She looked up from beneath her long
lashes and fire glinted in her dark eyes.

“ Quod, Dave,” she said. “ 1 know
how you Kkill—when yop have to. | re-
member—the old days. "’

I got her into the hotel without being
seen by too many people, | hoped. She
was certainly a purtk imitation of a man.
| shuddered for my reputation as | fol-
lowed her swaying hips down the corri-
dor and into my room. If she had been
in women'’s clothes it wouldn’t have been
half so bad. . . .

| said, “ Be a good girl now, baby.”

HE came dose to me and looked up
S into my face. She was a tall girl,
but I was glad she had to look up to me.
She was so beautiful then that my eyes
hurt looking at her. She said,

“ Dave, | always knew you would come
back. | have waited for you. It was not
always easy to wait for you, Dave. |
can wait a little longer.”

I didn't know whether | could or not
so | beat it. | went downstairs and had
a drink. Then | called Abe Mallas and
told him to get a man over to keep an
eye on my room. | wasn't taking any

chances.

Abe said, “ In your room, eh? You
would.”’

“ Make a nasty crack and see what
happens to you,” | offered. “ She stays
there until |'ve seen Mattia.”

‘‘Mattia, eh?” said Abe. | could hear

him chewing gum over the wire. “1
often wanted to get somethin’ on that

guy. He gives me the creeps. Should I
pick 'im up?”
“You got nothing on him,” | said.

“ Better let me go ahead unofficially.

1'll see you later.”

I hung up before he could ask me
ewhat time | was going to see Mattia and
went back to the bar. | knocked over
several scotch and sodas and then went
out. | was afraid I would weaken and
go upstairs and | didn't want to see her
until I had taken care of Mattia. |
went to a movie. It was all about Mexico
as it ain't, aid |1 was glad to pull out at
ten o’clock and go to Spiotta's store.

The fat man was in an emotional state,
lie came at me wringing his hands and
weeping.

“ My poor friend, my poor Louis,” he

moaned. “ It is terrible. Poor Anita.
What will she do? You have seen her,
no?”

“No,” | lied. “Who do you think
did it?”

“Who? Who, indeed? But no— Mat-
tia will tell you. Mattia will know. He
is a veree smart one, that Mattia. We
will go to heem. At once.”

He fluttered about, waving his hands,
moving with surprising quickness for his
hulk. He got out an old Buick and we
started. He drove like a demented per-
son. | was glad when we pulled up be-
fore a house on one of the back streets
of the Ward.

It Was a gloomy house, higher than
those about it. Its face- was blank save
for one door set flush with the sidewalk.
It was a very thick door. Spiotta rang a
bell in a manner which was certainly a
Signal. It opened noiselessly and we
stepped into a vestibule which was dark
as a pocket.

| felt that we were being inspected
from within. Then there was a draft hnd
I knew that another door was opened
ahead of us. | pushed Spiotta ahead of
me as a light showed, and we found our-
selves in a spacious room.

There was a desk and behind the desk
sat a man. Behind the man wqgs a cabi-
net with glass doors. To one side was a
table. It was a pretty bare room.

| walked toward the man. Spiotta was
behind me, but | could see him in the
glass doors of the cabinet. Mattia was
a grey man. His hair, his skin, his cloth-
ing were all the somber hue of ashes.
Only his hooded eyes were Mack. His
nose was a predatory beak. There was
a furtive air about him. Here, | thought,
was the perfect picture of a murderer.

| said, “ Mr. Mattia, | 'm here to learn
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something about the death of my friend
Louie Spandrelli.”

“1 know,” said the man in colorless
accents. His black eyes seemed fastened
on my hands. | had a hunch someone
had told him about me.

“If you know anything, | want it,” |
said harshly.

“ 1 know—many things,” said Mattia
slowly. “ 1 would be very glad to talk
to you about them, Mr. Travis. Tomor-
row. ...”"

Something had caught my eye. There
was movement in the glass doors of the
cabinet. The door, the impregnable,
heavy door through which we had come,
was opening slowly.

| thought that Mattia could not see it
through my body which was directly in
front of him. | wondered if he had it
timed, wondered if | could throw off that
timing. While he still spoke | acted.

I move pretty fast. | grabbed Spiotta
with my left hand and threw him at the
table. | snatched out my gun and flipped
a snap shot at the door. Then | jumped
over the table onto Spiotta.

EAD poured into the room as guns

began to cough. Mattia had a .45
in his hand, but bullets crashed into his
chest. They were using a tommy gun. |
fired three shots and ducked behind the
table. Spiotta was praying rapidly in
Latin.

It was difficult for them to poke the
gun around the corner, | thought, so I
took a chance and turned loose the rest
of my clip. There was silence thereafter.
| poked my hat out for a lure, but got
no response.

I got up and said, “ All right, my fat
friend. Either | got lucky or my fine-
feathered policeman is around. You can
stop prayin’.”

I went out into the vestibule. There
were two of them and they were quite
dead. Outside someone was pounding
and | opened the door. It had a spring
lock. Abe Mallas said, “ | had you tailed
but I was a little late. Someone snatched
your babe. 1 told that dumb flatfoot that
was s’'posed to be watchin’ her that he'd
be out with th’ goats t'morrow.”

“ Someone got 'Nita?” | said. “ Mal-
las, ,if anything happens to her 1'm gon-
na kill acop.”

“ 1 wouldn’t blame ya,” said Abe sym-
pathetically. “ What goes on here?”

| sat down wearily on Spiotta's run-
ning board.

“ 1 donno,” | said. “ | thought Mattia
had me framed for a kill at first. But
he got it. So now it looks like Spiotta
is the one to talk.”

The fat man was waving his hands and
weeping.

“ But of course,” he cried. “ The GB.
Always the gangsters from the GB. They
murder my friend, Spandrelli. Now they
murder Leonardo—and if not for my
friend Mistair Travis, me, too. Please,
you will get them—queeck. They will
keel me next!”

“Yeah,” said Abe. “ There's some
guy behind these hoods, all right.’’

“And he’s got Anita,” | said. | was
beginning to feel pretty helpless.
“ Oh, my poor little Anita,” said

Spiotta, tears streaming down his fat
cheeks. “ Oh, | cannot stand it. | go
home. May | go home? Please, | cannot
stand it.”

‘*Yeah, you ¢'n go,’’ said Abe. '‘We'll
want y' t'morrow. Let’'s look this over,
Dave.”

| paused in the doorway and watched
Spiotta drive away with much clashing
of gears and spouting of exhaust smoke.
He was the lousiest driver | ever saw.

I went back into the shambles and re-
hearsed the action for Abe. In the mid-
dle of it something clicked in my mind.
It didn’t seem possible, but it was there.
| checked again to make sure. Then I
said:

“ Abe, when you clean up here come
up to Spiotta’s place, will you? Maybe
we can clear up a point or two."’

“ 1 still don't see how y' could nail
both those guys through a door,” said
Abe, scratching his ear.

“The luck of the Travis’s,”
“ See you later.”

| grabbed a hack and was soon rapping
on Spiotta’s door. The store was dark,
but I heard him fumbling with the latch
on the inside.

| stepped back as the door opened and
said,

“ Light up, Spiotta.”

He came at me, quick as a cat. A near-
by arc light reflected something in his
left hand. | had forgotten 1o reload my
holster gun, so | sidestepped and went
for the derringer. He was amazingly
fast. He grabbed my wrist with his right
hand and | felt a sharp pain in my right

| said.
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shoulder as | twisted away.

I hit him with my left and he slashed
my arm, but staggered back. It was like
trying to fight a tiger. The light was bad,
but | had a chance to go for the derringer
again. | let him have it twice, once in
the body and once in the head. | was
honestly afraid the little gun wouldn’t
stop him.

I went into the store and found some
stairs leading up from the back room. |
went up and there was a hall and at the
end of the hall was a door. | made it,
all right, and there was Anita, trussed
like a fowl and gagged tightly, her man’s
suit a mess of wrinkles.

| got the gag out and she said, “ It was
Spiotta!”’

“Yeah,” | said. | sat down on the bed
alongside her. My arms were heavy and
I was drenched with blood. “ The fat
bird swung a mean stabber.”

“ I—you got him?'’ she whispered.

“Yeah, | said.

| tried to untie her. My arms were
getting numb and 1| got blood all over
her. She said,

“ Poor Dave. You are hurt.”

“ 'S all right,” | said.

BE MALLAS lounged into the room
A and said, “ 1 been folleyin’ you
around all day just too late t’ do any-
thing but pick up your dead.”

“ Give me a hand, will you, Abe?” |
said. “ 1 can’'t untie her.” It seemed
very important to get Anita loose. | must
have lost a lot of blood, because | was
getting dizzy.

‘*Such shootin’,” Abe said mildly. “ In
the dark, too. | don't see how y' do it.
Spiotta’s on’y got one eye,” he confided
to Anita. “ Yer boy friend shot out the
other."’

“ That is good,”
“1 am glad.”

“*1t was nice figurin’, Dave, '’ said Mal-
las. “ 1 was right behind ya. | found

said Anita simply.

there wasn’t no bullet holes anywhere's
near Spiotta. The finger was on you an’
Mattia, not him. They coulda had him
if they wanted him. They waited ’til he
was out of the way.”

“ The timin’ was wrong,” | mumbled.

“ An’ Mattia couldn’t’'ve killed Span-
drelli, 'cause when he got his the gun
was in his right hand.”

“ That's right,” 1 said. “A left-
handed man Kkilled Louie. There wasn't
any argument, so the man hadda be
facin’ him. The wound was in his right
side.”’

“ But how'd you know Spiotta was
left-handed ?"’

“1 didn't,” 1 said. “ Will you turn
that girl loose, you dummy. |’'m bleedin’
to death.”

He got her fcee of the ropes and she
came over and began binding my wounds.
They were pretty deep. A cop came up
and said the ambulance would be right
over.

“1 still wanta know how y’' knew

. .” began Abe.

“ 1 didn't know anything. 1 just re-
membered that all the left-handed people
I know are lousy automobile drivers,’’ |
said. “ And besides, how could those
hoods have crashed Mattia’'s unless some-
one sprung the lock for 'em?”

“ Jeez, Dave,” said Abe mournfully.
“1 was givin’ ya too much credit. |
thought ya had sense enough t’ spring
Mattia’s locks fer me.”

“ Aw get outa here y' big punk,” 1
said weakly. “ I think I'm gonna faint
and |I'm damned if 1'll faint in front
of a copper.”

I woke up in the swaying ambulance.
Someone was holding my hand. 1 said,
“How'm | doin’?”

“You are with me,” said a soft voice.

‘‘Lissen, baby,” | said. “ Kiss me npw,
once. Then get those damn pants off be-
fore | see y’ again. | can’'t have people
thinkin’ 1'm mixed up with a pansy.”



The best-looking girl Tom Garth

had ever laid eyes on hired him to

protect her millionaire father from
— herself!

THE HIGHT IS FILLED WITH FEAR

by WYATT BLASSINGAME

might have said that she didn’t
mnant to come at all, hut was afraid
to keep away—or perhaps that she
wanted to come but was afraid of what
might happen. The conflict showed in
her face only as a slight quiver to the
full, soft mouth, a hunted shadow behind
the gray eyes.
She reached the top of the stair and
turned left until she found the door
marked

HE girl came hesitantly up the
I dusty stair. Watching her you

Tom Garth
Private Investigator
She paused, her face pale beneath its
makeup. Then a deep breath lifted her

breasts. Her face set with determina-
tion. She opened the door without knock-
ing and pushed through.

The room was small. There was no
furniture except a desk with a swivel
chair behind it and two straight chairs
in front. The girl stopped, her face a
little blank, surprised now. She stared
at the man behind the desk.

He had been reading a newspaper
and he lowered it slowly and looked at
her. He was about thirty, with dark,
perfectly combed hair, a sharply cut face
with level eyes, a skin that always looked
as though he had just got a first coat of
sunburn, turning him a ruddy bronze
and making him appear younger than he
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was. He studied the girl gravely a mo-
ment and then one eyebrow went up and
he smiled because she was pretty and he
enjoyed looking at her.

“How do you do?” he said. “ Come
in.” Tie stood up and she could see that
he was immaculately dressed in a light
gray, high waisted suit of rather Eng-
lish cut. The pale blue handkerchief in
his pocket matched his tie.

“You are—Mr. Garth?”

He bowed slightly.

“You're a private—detective?”

“ When | ban get it,” he said. “ Won't
you sit down?” He took a half step
from behind his desk, held a chair for
her, then reseated himself. “ And now?”
he said.

She studied his small, well kept hands
resting on the desk top. “You don't
look like a private detective,” she said.

He sighed. “ 1 don’t seem to agree
with the usual ideas about the profes-
sion, do 1? It doesn’t help business any
either.”

She didn’'t smile. She looked as she
had on the stairs, the shadow behind her
gray eyes, the mouth ready to quiver.
She might have been afraid to talk,
afraid to keep quiet. She said suddenly,
almost desperately, “ 1 'm Marcia Tread-
well.”

Garth said, “ Yes?”
nothing to him.

“1'm David Treadwell's daughter,”
she said.

He nodded them David Treadwell was
Montgomery’s wealthiest citizen. As a
cotton broker he had made, and lost, sev-
eral fortunes in his younger days, but
always he had got money from some-
where to finance a comeback. Years be-
fore there had been some speculation
about him, but for the last decade he'd
ceased to gamble on cotton. He had
money enough and he’d gone in for poli-
tics. There was talk that he might run
for Governor in the next election.

“1 want you to—to protect my fa-
ther,” Marcia Treadwell said.

Garth’s dark eyebrows arched very
slightly. ‘* Protect him?” he said. ‘*From
what ?"’

“1 don’'t know.” She noticed the look
on Garth's face and she leaned forward,
catching the desk with her fingers,
whitening them from the pressure. Her
face was drawn. “ You've got to be-
lieve me,” she said. “ 1 don’t know

she asked.

The name meant

what might happen to him, but I know
he's in danger. | want you to watch
him, make sure nothing happens to
him.”’

“Why don’'t you go to the police?”
Garth asked. “ They’ll certainly look
after David Treadwell.”’

HE let go the desk and shrank back
S into her chair again. He had the im-
pression that she had been waiting for
that question, hoping he wouldn't ask it
and certain he would. “ No,” she said.
“1 don’'t want to go to the police. |
don’t want it,made public. | just want
you to watch him."’

“ Watch hiiSi?”

“ Look after him. Be sure nothing
happens to him,”

“1f he wants protection, why don’t he
come down hhnfcelf?”

She said, “No!” He wouldn't do
that! He doesn’t know |'m asking you.
He miistn’t know! You just follow him
and—and be sure nothing happens to
him.”

Garth took cigarets from his pocket,
offered her one, lit it and then his own.
It gave him a chance to“study her, to
try to reach some conclusions. She was
pretty: wide gray eyes, a very kissable
mouth, brown hair that was naturally
wavy attd followed the fine shape ©f her
head. But there was something more.
She was afraid of something. And she
wasn't telling the truth—or at the least
she wasn't telling'the whole truth.

“ If your father’s really in danger,”
Garth said, “ the police can protect him
more effectively than | can. But if you
don’t want the police at least you should
give me some idea of where the danger
lies. 1 can’'t look after him very well,
not without any knowledge of what
might happen.”

Her hands were tight on the arms of
her chair now. He felt certain that she
wanted to be out of here, that she was
sorry she had come. “ It's because Dad
is—” she checked herself, white teeth
digging the rouge on her lips. Then, ‘I
told you I don’'t know what the danger
is!” she said fiercely. “ It's just that
Dad—that Her voice broke.
“You don't have to take the case if you
don’t want to!”

Garth said, “ If he isn't to know |I'm
—watching—him, who's to pay for the
work ?"’
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"1 will.” Slje took a,rpll of bills from
her purse, put them on the desk. "‘Will
that be enough now 1 1'’ll give you more
when—when we 're finished. "’

He didn’'t count the money. He said,
“ Under the circumstances | can’t guar-
antee anything. You want me to watch
him, and I will. I'll try to see there’s
no trouble.”

“ That's it,” she said. “ He'll be at
home until about seven or eight tonight.
He's leaving then. That's when | want
you to follow him.”

“1'll be there,” Garth said. He
watched her go out, his slim fingers tap-
ping the desk, his eyes narrowed with
thought. He liked Marcia Treadwell. He
couldn’t help liking a girl with a figure
like that and a face so openly lovely.
But she hadn’t told him the whole truth
—if she'd told any of it. He won-
dered

It was six blocks to the Democrat
building. He drove slowly through the
slimmer heat. In the newsroom he
found a reporter that he knew and asked
to be let into the morgue. The next
two hours he spent checking on the his-
tories of David and Marcia Treadwell.

Tom Garth waited in the dark a half
block from Treadwell’'s huge, white col-
umned home on South Perry Street. He
was wearing a blue, double breasted suit
that wouldn’t show up so easily at night.
There was no breeze and the smoke from
his cigaret rose straight up across his
face.

At seven-thirty the front door of
Treadwell’s house opened and a big man
in dark clothes came out. There was a
light on the front porch and even from
a half block away Garth could see some-
thing of the rugged, craggy face, the
mane of graying hair. It was David
Treadwell.

There were several cars in the semi-
circular drive before the house. Tread-
well chose the smallest, swerved into the
street and headed toward the business
district. Garth followed, nearly a block
behind. As he passed the house he saw
the dark outline of a girl peering from
an upstairs window. Her face was shad-
owed, but he knew the shape of her head
and the close curling hair.

Treadwell was easy to follow. He
drove across town and out North Court
Street. Lights began to shade off behind
them. The freight yards were to the

right of the road; dark, empty ware-
houses on the left. Out past the old
Birmingham highway Treadwell left his
car and started walking across the
freight yards. Garth drove on a block,
swung into aside street. He didn’t make
it too fast for fear of attracting atten-
tion, and when he got back to the freight
yards Treadwell was no longer in sight.

ARTH crossed the tracks slowly, his

walk natural but his head thrust a
little forward and his gaze fighting the
darkness. Far down the tracks a freight
was making up. He could see the swing-
ing lanterns of the brakemen, the white
fierce glare of the headlight along one
track, the red and green eyes of switch
lights.

And then, half -way across the yards,
he saw Treadwell—or thought he saw
him. There was only a glimpse of a man
in dark, well-fitting clothes disappearing
over an embankment, and Garth couldn't
be certain. He knew the hobo jungles
lay in the narrow stretch of trees be-
tween the embankment and the river.
And David Treadwell visiting the hobo
jungles didn’t make sense.

Garth went down the bank digging his
heels into the cinders, skidding. Through
the trees he could see the lights of scat-
tered fires and beyond them the wide
empty darkness that was the Alabama
River. Mosquitoes began to whine about
his face and he slapped at them.

He skirted the first camp fire, coming
just close enough to make sure that
Treadwell wasn't there. He didn’t want
to draw attention, and anybody could
take one look at his clothes and tell he
didn’'t belong here. He’'d pass himself
off as a railroad dick, if necessary, he
thought.

At one fire two negro boys sat
hunched, playing mouth harps. Quite a
few bums had gathered around, two or
three girls in the group. Now and then
someone would sing an accompaniment
to the negroes’ playing. Garth watched
for some time, circling so that he could
see all the faces and make sure Tread-
well wasn't there.

The fire was close to a muddy inlet
from the river and Garth was forced
near the group as he passed. For a mo-
ment wavering light touched on his body,
leaving his face in the darkness. And
in that moment it happened.
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He saw the man loom np from the
other direction, saw the well tailored,
dark, double-breasted suit, the polished
shoes. Treadwell he thought.

The man must have seen Garth in the
same instant. He stopped as though he'd
struck an invisible wall, jerked back-
ward. He made a cry, barely audible,
that sounded as though he’d started to
scream and fingers had closed on his
throat.

That backward movement let firelight
flicker up across his face. It wasn't
Treadwell’s face. This man had red,
shaggy hair and he needed a shave. His
mouth was open, twisting, saliva show-
ing white at the comer of it. His eyes
bulged from their sockets. If ever Garth
had seen terror on a human face he saw
it now.

Then abruptly the fear died. The man
stepped quietly backward into darkness
and was gone.

An instant Garth hesitated and in that
moment several bums came up to join
the group at the fire, momentarily block-
ing his way. He pushed past into the
shadows, paused, listening. Behind him
the negroes were making a mouth harp
duet of the St. Louis Blues and making
it hot. From a fire off to the left drifted
a man’s shout, something about
and hit one them gandy-dancer’s shacks
fer some flatcar makin’s and some mud
and The voice faded off. To the
right the river lapped quietly. There
was no sign of the frightened man.

Garth circled through the rest of the
jungle but he didn’t see the man again
and he didn’t see Treadwell. From the
freight yards he heard the lugubrious
wail of a locomotive. Figures began to
pass him, going toward the tracks.
“ Number twelve’s haulin’,” somebody
said.

It was a half hour before he finally left
the hobo jungle and by that time he was
certain that neither Treadwell nor the
red haired man was there. But Tread-
well’'s car was still parked on North
Court Street. Garth waited an hour and
there was no sign of the man. He went
back to the jungle, searched it, walked a
half mile in each direction along the
freight vyards. But Treadwell had
vanished.

At a quarter of twelve he telephoned
the Treadwell home and asked for Mar-
cia. ‘Iyour father's got away from me,"”’

he told her. “ 1 followed him down to
the freight yards, but he’s disappeared.”

A thin, half cboked scream came over
the wire, then silence. He waited, said,
“ Miss Ti*eadwell? Miss Treadwell?”

And then he heard her voice. It was
a muffled, awful sound. He knew that
she wasn't talking to him, that she didn’t
even realize he could hear her. “I’'ve
killed him!” she whimpered. “I’'ve
killed my father!” There was a dull
thud as a dropped telephone receiver
swung back against the wall.

T didn’'t make sense, Garth told him-
I self when he was back in his office.
Not one damn part of it made sense. A
girl asking him to protect her father and
refusing to say what from, lying when
she said she had no idea. David Tread-
well, millionaire, prospective candidate
for Governor, visiting the hobo jungles
and suddenly vanishing. A redhaired
man with whiskers who for some reason
had looked momentarily like Treadwell
and who had been terrified at the sight
of the private detective. And then Mar-
cia Treadwell’'s voice over the phone,
“1've killed him! 1've killed my fa-
ther!” The whole thing added up—to
zero. It was crazy.

“But I'm in it,” Garth said aloud.
He'd taken money to protect David
Treadwell, and he meant to do the best
he could at the job—though perhaps it
was too late for protection. But that
wasn't all he had in the case. He thought
of Marcia Treadwell as he'd seen her
that afternoon, gray-eyed, frightened,
determined. He'd liked her. But he'd
long since learned that you can’t tell
how they’ll act by the way they look.
The prettiest blonde he'd ever seen had
chopped off her sweetheart’s head with a
hatchet. And Marcia had said, “ I've
killed him.” But there had been heart-
break in her voice, grief that was real,
not feigned. The whole thing just didn’t
make sense.

“ There's got to be a pattern some-
where,” he thought. He set himself to
work it out from the information he had.

He didn’'t get far. Only a hazy plan,
but still one that was possible. He tele-
phoned the freight station, asked for
Harry Davis, one of the railroad dicks
on duty at night, then asked if anything
had happened since eight o’clock.

“ The mosquitoes are worse than
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usual,”
hell.”

“You been down in the jungle along
the river?”

“1 made it just after midnight,”
Davis told him. “ Wasn't a thing break-
ing. What's eating you anyway ?”

“Just an idea,” Garth said. He felt
whipped, beaten. That had been his one
hope in this case, and now it was shot.
He said, “ Thanks, Harry. | thought
maybe there’d been a bum or two
killed.”

“You're getting hard up for clients,
aren't you ?'’ David said. ‘‘A tramp fell
off number twelve about a hundred miles
south of here a little while ago and got
run over. Maybe you want to sue for
him.”

Garth felt a sudden leap and harden-
ing of his heart. “ Number twelve,” he
said. “ That's the train left here around
eight?”

“Yep. Why?”

“ This man that was killed, you got a
description of him?"’

“ Not much of one,” David said. “ The
report was wired in but half the train
must have run over the guy, he was cut
up so. Sausage meat.’’

Davis said. “ And it'’s hot as

‘“But his clothes . . .?” Garth’s voice
was tight.
“ Overalls,” David said, “ He must

have been around sixty and gray haired.
That's all they could tell.”

Garth held on to the phone his nails
whitening with the pressure. His eyes
were black and glittery and narrow. He
said. “ Where was number twelve
headed?”

“ Mobile. Say, what the devil are you
so excited about anyway ?'’

‘IMaybe nothing, '’ Garth said. ‘‘May-
be it's a blank. But you better keep that
corpse a couple of days. Somebody may
identify it.”

It was too late to call Marcia Tread-
well; he went home, snatched a few
lours sleep, then telephoned her early
for an exact description of the clothes
her father had been wearing the night
before. He headed his roadster for Mo-
bile and burneddhe highway.

He spent three hours going from one
clothing store to another before he found
what he wanted. “ Yes, sir,” the clerk
told him. “ We 8old a suit to the gentle-
man this morning. Two suits, in fact.
A gray tweed with a single button coat,

very sporjy, and— "

“ Okay,” Garth said.
his address?”

“ 1 think so. There were some altera-
tions to be made on one of the suits and
we were to deliver it later. He insisted
on taking the gray suit with him. He
was— "

“1 just want the address,”
said.

It was a second rate hotel, and Jones,
that was the name under which the suits
had been bought, had a room on the third
floor. It was late twilight when Garth
came up the stairs and the fewr lights
which hung in the corridor were not yet
on. The place was thick with gloom. A
worn carpet went down the middle of the
hall. Garth toed his way quietly until
he found the door marked 225. He went
straight past it, turned and came back
keeping close to the wall. His right hand
was inside his coat, fingers tight around
the butt of a .38 special.

For three full minutes he crouched,
ear against the door. There was some-
body inside, for now and then he heard
feet moving about. There were no voices.
He wrapped his left hand about the door-
knob and twisted. It was locked.

“ Did you get

Garth

E let the knob turn back, slow, quiet.

He pulled his gun free with his
right hand, held it close against his hip.
With his left he rapped briskly on the
door.

There were five seconds of electric si-
lence. Then a voice said, “ Who is it?”

“ A suit from Morris Brothers.”

He heard the man make a queer sigh-
ing noise that might have been relief and
might have been disappointment. He
said, “ Just lean it against the door. I'm
in the bath now. I'll pick it up in a
moment.”

“You have to sign for it,” Garth said.

There was a moment’s hesitation.
Then, “ Okay.” Steps crossed the room.
The lock clicked. The door cracked open.
Garth hit it with his left shoulder, smash-
ing it back. He felt it'jar hard against
the other man, got a glimpse of a gray
suit going over backward." There was the
gleam of a gun in the semi-dark. Red
flame blossomed from it. The room shook
to gun thunder.

Garth spun sideways. His rigfyt knee
cracked a low table and he was falling
when the first shot blasted from his .38.
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A bullet ripped into the floor beside his
face. A flying splinter left thin blood
across his cheek. He rolled, got back of
a chair, twisted in time to see the other
man dive through the bathroom door.

Garth got to one knee, the chair be-
tween him and the bathroom. His mouth
was curved in a hard smile, his e3es nar-
rowed and glittering. He knew there
was no other room adjoining the bath;
he'd checked at the desk before coming
up. There was no fire escape. The man
in the bath would have to come out the
door, and when he did Garth had him.

“ Pitch your gun out and you follow
it,” he called. “ The hotel will have cops
here in two minutes. They’'ll blow you
out.”

There was no answer. He could hear
the man breathing like a trapped animal.

Garth was concentrating on the man in
the bath. He didn’'t hear the click of
heels behind him until it was too late.
He twisted, whipping his gun about.
There was a glimpse of the figure close on
him, a split second in which to fire. His
finger squeezed the trigger, then sud-
denly went slack. He saw a pale, oval
face, a soft mouth twisted -with fear. He
heard a kind of strangled sob. And in
the instant he hesitated Marcia Tread-
well slashed down with a small auto-
matic.

The blow caught Garth squarely on
the forehead. He was already on his
knees. He wavered, went to all fours.
He tried to crawl. Then the girl struck
him twice more and he went face down
on the floor.

The hotel dick was kicking him when
he came to. He looked as though he en-
joyed it. He dug his shoe in Garth’s ribs,
said, ‘4Get up, Guy. Get up and talk."’

Garth pawed at the chair, pulled him-
self erect. The room seemed to waver.
The hotel dick’s face showed in a mist
of blood. He rubbed the back of his hand
over his eyes and it came away blood-
stained.

The hotel dick said, “ All right. What
the hell was going on in here?”

“ Let me get my face washed,” Garth
said. He staggered toward the bath. By
the time he had the blood off and -had
made sxire he wasn't hurt except for the
lumps on his head the cops had come.

They were openly doubtful of his
story. “ David Treadwell,” the Lieu-
tenant said. “What the hell’'s wrong

with him? We haven't been notified of
any trouble.”

T hat's because nobody knows what's
happened to him. Probably nobody real-
izes he's really missing yet—not even
his family, maybe.”

“Yeah?” the lieutenant said. He told
one of his men to long distance Tread-
well’'s home. There was no one there ex-
cept servants, but they hadn’t seen Mr.
Treadwell since the night before. They
didn’t know where he was.

“ Okay,” the Lieutenant said to Garth.
“If it's like you say we’'ll find the guy
all right. But what about the girl, the
one batted you on the konk.”

Garth put his hand gently to the lump
on his forehead, took it away and stood
for a moment looking at the faint stain
of blood on his fingers. “ I don’'t know
who she was,” he said. 4 Probably some
woman he’s got with him.”

“We'll get them,” the Lieutenant
said. “ I'll put a watch on all trains and
buses leaving town. You say he’s wear-
ing a brand new, gray tweed, single but-
ton suit. And the girl?”

“ 1 didn’t have a chance to see how she
was dressed,” Garth said. “ Anyway,
I've an idea she won't be with him. |
think he’ll make a break on the first
freight.”’

“ By God you may be right,” the Lieu-
tenant said. He looked at his watch.
“ There's one leaving for New Orleans in
about half an hour. Let's get down
there.”

HE railroad’s chief special agent was
Ta little man with a thin dark face that
could have been used for a paper cutter.
“ 1I'll put three dicks on number 19,” he
said. “ They can spot every bum that
gets aboard, collar them all and haul
them off in Pascagoula. You can identify
the right one then, if he’s there.”

“I'’'ll ride the train with them,” Garth
said.

The chief agent looked at him a mo-
ment, blinked. “ If you want,” he said.
“ That suit won’t look so swank when
you get off. "’

“It's had hard treatment earlier to-
night,” Garth said. “ It can stand it.”

He whbs riding a gondola when the
freight moved out through the yards. A
switch engine puffed by. The firebox was
open and in the saffron light he could
see the negro fireman swinging his shovel.
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They passed a string of empties, the train
picking up speed now. Several times he
saw shadows detach themselves from the
empties, run alongside the moving train
for a moment, then merge into the dark-
ness of it. But there was po chance to
tell if any of them was the man he
sought.

The train stopped for a switch, then
started again. As the car jerked into mo-
tion the sound ran like a galloping horse
along the train. Garth's car jumped,
hurling him against the gondola’s bul-
wark, snapping has head back. ‘1Damn,v
he said aloud. “ These things are rough.’’

They were running too fast for any
more bums to catch the train. Garth went
to the back of the gondola, climbed out
of it carefully and into the next one.
Two cars down he found a couple of ho-
boes, but neither of them was the man
he wanted.

He’'d seen brakemen walking along the
tops of boxcars as casually as along a
sidewalk. But the trick’s not easy. The
ears sway and jolt. He was scarcely able
to keep his feet along the broad bottomed
gondolas, and on the narrow catwalk of
a boxcar he haid to crawl. He had just
climbed up the side of one, coming up
from an oil car, and was balancing on
hands and knees on the catwalk when the
train passed a switehlight, the white glow
flowing smoothly over his face for a mo-
ment. Then it was past him, sliding along
the car and over the figure crouched at
the other end. He had a glimpse of a
gray suit, of red hair and fear widened
eyes. It was the man he’'d seen in the
Montgomery hobo jungle!

The man was staring at Garth and as
the light slid past, the detective saw the
gleam of an automatic.

The gun flamed as Garth went flat on
the cartop, left side pushed against the
catwalk, left aran circling it to keep from
falling pif. He heard the bullet ring on
steel a foot from his face, ricochet off
into the night. Then he had his own gun
out.

He raised his head carefully. It was
dark and he eoifid scarcely see the other
end of the car. The red haired man was
on the opposite side of the catwalk, flat,
his raised head only a dark blob against
the night. Garth tried to brace himself
against the bouncing of the ear. He fired.

A pencil of flame lanced back at.him.
The slug lashed the catwalk just back

of’his left shoulder, whined away an inch
over his hack. He fired again and knew
the bouncing of the car had sent the
bullet wide.

And then they passed another switch-
light and the illumination flowed over
him. And while he was spotlighted in the
white glow the other man fired. The bul-
let struck Garth’s left arm, tore it from
its grip on the catwalk, shoved his whole
body backward. He began to slide down-
ward along the side of the car. He tried
to brace himself, to hold the walk, but
his arm wouldn’'t work.

He twisted, caught the walk with his
right hand, still holding the gun, and
pulled himself onto it. The action raised
him into clear view of the other man. He
saw the fellow’s gun come up, saw the
flame spit from it.

The bullet was a bee humming at has
ear, and gone. Then swaying on his
knees he had his own gun up. He fired.

The man seemed to bounce with the
car. He came up on hands and knees,
went flat again. He began to slide along
the ear, beating at it with his fingers. His
feet went over the edge, then his knees.
He screamed, an awful throaty cry that
reached Garth above the roar and rattle
of the train. And then the man had gone
off tie side and the cry had ended. Bail-
road dicks were coming along the cars
from both directions. Garth let his own
gun go. He held onto the catwalk with
all his strength.

“1 should have told you the truth at

the first,” Marcia Treadwell said. She
hesitated. “ It was blackmail. The man
was— "

ARTH smiled slightly and shook his

head. ‘‘I knew that much, '’ he said.

“ At least | figured that was why you

didn’t want to explain to me; you didn’t

want to talk about trouble your father
had been in.”

“ That's it. If it had got out it would
have rained Dad. Years ago this man
saw him-—"

‘1 don’'t need the details,’’ Garth said.
“ It's too late for that. You knew your
father was more likely to fight than to
keep paying. You knew he'd be in
danger and so you wanted him protected.
That's enough. He went to the hobo jun-
gle to meet this man, this tramp who was
blackmailing him. There must have been
a scrap of some kind, maybe your father
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refused to pay. Anyway the man Killed
him. And he knew that the murder of
David Treadwell would cause a lot of
investigation which might lead back to
him; so he got the idea of making your
father vanish. He changed clothes, put
his own on your father’s body, caught
the freight and dropped the body under
the wheels.”

The girl shuddered as he spoke and
put her hands over her face. “ No one
would have ever known it was Dad,” she
whispered. ‘‘He wouldn’'t have been
identified.”

Garth said, ‘‘The killer would have
got away with it probably except for
one thing. After he put on your father’s
clothes he must have looked around to
pick out the best way to the tracks, and
he and 1 saw one another. At first I
didn’t see his face and for a moment I
thought it was Mr. Treadwell. | didn’t
understand why until later when | real-
ized he must have been wearing Tread-
well’'s clothes. And that, | believe, ex-
plains why he was so frightened. He saw
only my clothes. Both Mr. Treadwell and
| were wearing dark, double breasted
suits. Not unusual, but a little out of
place in a hobo jungle. The man, keyed
up by the murder, thought for a moment
he was seeing a ghost.” Garth grinned
slightly. ‘'l got a good look at his face
then. He needed a hair cut and a shave.
He looked like a bum. That's why I
figured he’'d leave Mobile on a freight.
He knew freight trains better than any
thing else—and a man in danger sticks
to the places he feels safest.”

“ How did you find him in Mobile?”

the train, but how’d you find him?”

“ He had your father’s suit and prob-
ably there was money in it, even if the
blackmail wasn't paid. | figured the first
thing he'd do was get out of that suit,
get clothes that fitted him and that
couldn’t tie him to the murder. So | went
to the clothing stores, asking about a
redhaired man wearing a dark double-
breasted suit that didn't fit too well. And
| found him—and you. "’

She looked embarrassed. “ I’'m sorry
about hitting you,” she said. “ He tele-
phoned me that Dad was still alive and
that if | brought him the money right
away Dad would be turned loose. But
he said that if | told anybody, if any-
thing happened to him, the men who
were holding Dad would murder him.
When | walked in and found you there
| didn't have time to think about any-
thing except the man had to go free for
Dad’s sake.”

“1 thought it was that, way,” Garth
said. “ But one thing | don’'t under-
stand. Why did you say over the phone
you had killed your father?”

“ Before he left the house that night
| took the cartridges out of his gun. 1
was afraid he'd kill somebody and get
in trouble. 1 didn’t think he’'d be killed
because this fellow was trying to get
money from him. But when you said
Dad had vanished ... "

He nodded understanding. The past
few days had been hard on her. But she
wouldn’t break, Garth knew. She was
made of the right stuff. He had liked
her when he first saw her. He still did.
Give her a while to get over her grief

she asked. “ You knew he went there on and he’d tell her about it.
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WHISPER,
“MURDER,”
T0 THE MOON

by
CYRIL PLUNKETT

HE city roared a block away, the

pounding, deafening din of hu-

manity ever moving, pierced by

the shill cry of a newshawk near-
by. But the alley was strangely silent.
The alley was dark and musty and wet.
The alley smelled of death. Sergeant
Gene Carveth looked at the luminous
face of his watch.

'eReady?” he whispered.

Pete Pillman, grizzled veteran, canny,
cautious, but with a lion’s heart, edged
the sub-machine gun forward a little.

“ It stinks, Chief,” he muttered.
‘*That zany may be squealing us into a
spot.”

Carveth, lean and grim and tense,
shook his head. ‘‘l don't think so. Any-
way, we're going in, Pete. | haven't
forgotten Mae. The best friend | had,
and The Angel burned him down, cut
him in two. |It's our turn tonight!”
He looked at his watch again, snapped:
“Time's up, men. Every exit’s blocked.
Let's go!”

They went softly up the alley, Pillman
on Carveth’s left, young Johnny Markey
at his other side with the sawed-off shot-

The Angel liked cops a lot and he had

a very nice way of showing his affec-

tion: he’d crack their spines in two—
or just cut off their legs . . .

gun. Carveth took the lead on jthe fire-
steps. Some\vhere above a radio blared,
was abruptly silent as they entered the
building. The hall stretched dark and
still.

Carveth paused a moment, but grad-
ually his gray eyes pierced the gloom
and he eould see the stairway. He drew
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his service gun, rounded the post, and
crept quietly up the stairs. He could
hear Markey’s quickened breath close
behind him, and then suddenly a cough
just above. The faint aroma of a cigaret
touched his nostrils, and eyes level with
the upper floor, he saw its glow.

Here, too, was the sound of the radio
again, faintly, true, but loudly enough
that the unknown watcher hummed its
tune, loudly enough that Carveth, de-
spite his near two hundred pounds, stole
like a cat toward that glowing ash. He
struck once, a foot above and back from
the light, other hand flashing for the
unseen throat, and the scream was
stifled. The body shuddered and lay
still.

“ Bracelet his hand and ankle,” he
breathed. Twenty feet down the hall
was the room with the radio and the light
beneath its door.

He reached that door, confident of his
quarry now, touched the knob. It
turned, and crouching, head down, he
heard its lock release. Markey and Pete
Pillman drew up on either side, ready.
Carveth tightened his muscles, shoved.

He saw Angelo Zaida near the far
door, one hand streaking for the light
switch to his right. He saw the Angel’s
three men twist and snarl and come up
shooting. His own gun cracked at The
Angel’s lightning move. Markey blasted,
and Pete's Tommy chattered excitedly
—a cameo-like second before the light
went out. There was suddenly only the
flame of roaring guns. There was sud-
denly a mad, dark upheaval, with his
own body wading through death and
toward the doorway beside which Angelo
Zaida had been standing. The door
slammed as he hit it.

Sirens screamed outside now. A search-
light picked out the window, and men
shouted, closing in. Markey cried:
‘*Drop those guns!’’ and cut loose again
with the riot gun. Pete was stumbling,
panting, to Carveth’s side. Carveth’s
powerful shoulders struck the door, drew
back as it splintered, and drove for it
again. A gun, like the beating of a
nervous drum, began to pound inside.

He burst through, shooting. He heard
Pete curse and fall, and that steady
stream of orange ahead licked into his
face. He shot at the mark of the gun,
spun completely around as slug after
slug burned into his chest, crumbled,

dazed, as Pete’'s Tommy took up the
challenge from the floor. After that he
heard new voices and new feet racing
down the hall, and then nothing at all.

T was quiet in the hospital, irritat-
I ingly quiet to a man who had held life
in his hands daily for years. They
called him the human sieve, but that
was all right, that was part of the game.
On the seventh day Markey came in,
grinning, limping, one arm in a sling.

““They wouldn’t let me come before, '’
Markey explained.

“ Where's Pete?”

“ Not dead, Chief, but—" Markey’s
mouth tightened, “ well, they had to take
off both legs. The Angel did that at the
same time he got you. Pete said that
last minute, laying there on the floor,
he managed to get the Tommy going just
in time.”

“1 know,” Carveth murmured, and
his hands were clenched. What the hell,
even a man could cry! First Mac, close
as a brother, the man who had finally
tripped up Angelo Zaida's numbers
game, who had touched off the spark.
The Angel had been debonair, crafty,
albeit a killer, up to then. But Mae had
got hold of something hot and they'd
cut his spine in two with bullets—from
the back. They'd disappeared, white-
hot, until the stoolie whispered about
the room and the alley and the stairs.

“ Pete's a swell guy,” Carveth mut-
tered. “ You could always count on him
—like getting in at the right minute with
the Tommy. And he’s going to walk
on wooden legs. ...”

“ Forget it now,” Markey pleaded.

“You can't forget things like that.
They burn inside you until they're set-
tled, wiped out. Markey, don't stall. |
can take it now. Markey, what's the
truth ?”’

Markey flushed and bit his lip. “ What
truth ?”’

“You know7what I mean. Twn of the
rats died. | know that, and | pieced
the rest together. Two more waiting for
trial. Which twio, Markey? What hap-
pened to The Angel?”

Markey cried: “ Man, they know how

you feell You're sick! You almost
died! Well—”" he shrugged, “ you got
to know sometime. He got away.

Dumbwaiter to the cellar, door to the
next building, and on and on, dripping
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blood. He was dragging himself at the
end, but he did it. Maybe somebody
helped, somebody had to drive the car,
because the block was combed.”

“ He got away . . Carveth whis-
pered.

He thought about that in the days
that followed, and one week in the hos-
pital drew into two, then three, and as
his strength returned and his body
healed, he watched his big hands clench
and unclench. He seemed to see every-
thing in thase hands, purpose, power, llls
own life. Up from the streets, pounding
a beat, young and fearless, deserving
trust and promotion. Paying with devo-
tion to his duty. Duty wasn't hard
when you lived for it, when still under
thirty you saw dreams realized and the
forming of your own squad. Suicide
Squad, the papers called it. Men like
himself, chosen for their belief in him
and their work, and for their courage.
The big black Lincoln that went out,
siren screaming, straight from Head-
quarters—whose call was death. Flying,
riot, hoodlum squads, all rolled into one.
The men who mopped up, whatever the
call might be.

He saw all this—and something more.
The Angel. The one man who had de-
fied him and twice won. The man he
would live to crush! It was good to
dream of that, and hard to wait.

And then she came . . .

It happened the fourth and last week
in the hospital. He was sitting up in
bed, reading, when the door opened.
For a moment he thought it was the
nurse, but he saw, beneath the paper, the
tiny black suede slippers with heels like
little swords, the slender ankles in sheer-
est hose, and then the dress, black, too,
swelling gently as his startled gaze trav-
eled upward. She wore asilly hat and a
silly veil, but it was beautiful. She was
blonde, and her eyes behind the wisp of
net were dark and wide and lovely. Her
lips were parted in a gasp.

“1—I1 thought—oh, 1'm on the wrong
floor!”’

He didn’'t know what to say. He was
suddenly afraid she would leave. But
hand on door, door half open, she
paused.

“Aren’t you Sergeant Carveth?”

He said he was and he felt his heart
pounding when she smiled.

“ Your pictures have been in all the

papers. It was tremendously exciting.”

He found his voice then. “Won't you
please stay a moment? It's rather
lonely.”

She stayed. She told him her name
was Faith Friar. She told him many
things, inconsequential things, chai'ming
things. He couldn’t take his eyes from
her.

“ 1 must have seen you somewhere,”
he said at last. “ There's something so
familiar— "~

“ Traffic court?” she hazarded, smil-
ing again. But he knew that wasn't it,
he knew he had seen her in his heart,
always. And here at last she was.

ITE left after awhile. She promised
S shyly she’d come back, and after
that Gene Carveth’s hands would clench
—and then lay open while he dreamed.
After that he could scarcely wait from
one time to another until he saw her.

Sick leave, two additional weeks, color
in his cheeks again, and vigor in his
limbs. Long drives in the country, with
her. Then dinner and the early night,
and wonder. He told her of his work,
his plans, and she was silent. He told
her of The Angel, and her hand tight-
ened on his arm.

“You don't talk?”
denly.

“1'm afraid,” she whispered.

“*Of my work?'’ And she nodded.

He considered that a moment. *“ But
other men court danger and—and some-
times other tvomen accept that danger.”
He forced a laugh. “ I—1 mean if they
love a fellow.”

She raised her eyes. ‘‘Sometimes
other men,” she said, so low he could
hardly hear, “ put danger away—if they
love a girl.”

Far away, thunder rumbled and light-
ning shot its jagged course across the
sky. The rumbling came again, but Car-
veth didn’t hear, did not want to hear.
She was in his arms, and nothing else
seemed to matter.

The Lincoln raced the streets again,
siren wailing. Markey and the others
crouched, guns drawn, ready to leap;
or battered doors, guns roaring. Bullets
sped with the same frightening whine.
Gene Carveth led his men, curt, grim,
and implacable as before. But courage
shared his heart with something else.

“ Faith—" he muttered to himself,

he asked sud-
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over and over. “ It eouldn’t happen her
name is Faith. There must be something
else, something deeper, like—destiny.
Perhaps |'ve got to believe she’s right,
perhaps |'ve got to have faith in her?
Good God, I'm afraid-! Net of man;
of dggth! If 1 die I'll never have her!

And he saw veiled terror in her eyes
also, doubt, misery, all the things he
could so well understand. He looked at
his hands and remembered the bliss of
conquest. He remembered Mae, who had
died; and Pete Pillman, who hobbled on
crutches and grinned and blinked his
eyes strangely when he came down to
the House. He remembered The Angel

They didn’t speak of Angelo Zaida
anymore, he and Faith, they didn't
speak of the Force, or of death, or even
of their love. It seemed as though a
barrier, a sort of armed fort, had come
between them, forbidding speech; each
waiting, hoping. Each wondering. And
all the while the Stiicide Squad kept up
its work, all the while men keen and
trained stuck doggedly on The Angel’s
trail.

“We'll find him,” Markey muttered.
“ Someday, chief! Your first shot/, then
mine. 1t’ll have to be with guns. We'll
never take him alive.”

Carveth stared away, gnawed his un-
der lip.

“ Markey-—if | were to quit?”

“ Quit, man? You can qui.t!”

“ Wfiy not?” Carveth snarled.

“1t's your life! Your squad! The
finest group of men on any forde, if |
do say it myself. Chief, you can’'t let

us down!”

“Noj” Carveth muttered, and his
teeth drew blood, ‘‘I guess | can't. But
ol

The “ but” came four weeks from his

return to duty. A night like any other,
so it seemed. A night when he and Faith
planned a drive up-country to dine and
dance. A night of destiny.

He was dressed, ready to leave his
rooms. He had his hand on the radio,
ready to switch it off, when the music
stopped and the announcer’s voice broke
in.  And Sergeant Carveth listened,
nerves abruptly quivering. Armored car
—half million dollars—guards slaugh-
tered—woman and child spectator Killed
in machine gun fusillade—ruthless mur-

ders pointing to— He snapped the

switch.

“*The Angel!” he cried. The telephone
rang insistently, angrily, across the
room.

He dived for it.

“ Headquarters, Carveth. Every man
on duty. Sorry, but we need you. Come
on the double-quick.”

He slammed back the receiver, looked
at his tuxedo with a grin, shrugged and
grabbed for gnn and holster. He ran
out of the building. His car leaped from
the curb. One minute to tell Faith, and
then at last a trail he could folloiV. To
the man he’'d waited months to get!

HE was dressed, waiting. She wore

white, clinging to her body, low on
her shoulders. For a moment Carveth's
heart stopped.

She laughed:
suddenly stiffened.

“1 can’t stay. Party’s off. Call you
back later. Every man ordered out,
darling!”

* Genel”

“No time to explain in detail. The
Angel’'s struck again. This time we’ll
get him!”

“ Gene!” He turned, halfway out the
door, saw her face, her eyes, her lies. He
gripped the knob. “You know we've
planned on this night for more than a
week ?"’

“1 know.”
sorry, Faith.”

“You don’'t know! It means every-
thing in the world to me! It means more
than everything! It's this night or—"~

“ Don’'t say that!” he cried.

““1 will say it! | love you, I've loved
you from the first day | saw you. You'ye
got to choose, Gene.” She reached him,
touched him, pressed her body close to
his. She was sobbing, frantic, trembling
violently. “ I''ll give you love, devotion,

“Whirlwind!”  And

His lips were tight. “ 1'm

everything! 1'll give you peace. Darl-
ing, you can’'t leave me now!”
His destiny, a woman. Why not?

There could be nothing more wonderful.
Another man would and doubtless could
fill his shoes; another girl could never
fill his life.

Yot could another man fulfill his
duty? He saA it, stark and cold, curi-
ously tinged with despair. Because of
Mac and Pillman, a duty peculiar to
himself, to go on and on, until he reached
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—The Angel. No other man could pay
that debt, no man could welsh it and
hold his head up, unafraid. But there
was Faith . And there was love!
Tearing at his soul, crucifying him by
its very beauty. Could Mac and all the
others still come first ? Could they really
matter more than she?

“ Darling— " she sobbed.

He closed the door and held her in
his arms.

A night to dance and dine and laugh
—while men, his men, crouched shoot-
ing. A night to sing of love and joy, to
count no cost—while men, his men,
fought and died. He drove swiftly, for
speed alone relieved him. She talked,
but he scarcely heard. He turned in on
the police wave, cursed, and turned off
the radio again. In a minute he turned
it back. The armored car had been
found. The men had gone on to the sea,
and the Coast Guard was in on it now.
Planes had already spotted the speed-
boat, swooping low to mark the kill. Cap-
ture was inevitable. He turned off the
radio again.

“1'm sorry,” Faith said gently.

“ Forget it.” Why say more? She
wouldn’t understand. No woman could.

She caught her breath, forced a laugh,
taut and sharp.

“ Turn here, darling. 1've changed
my mind. We're going someplace else,
a place I know. Where it's quiet. You
wouldn’t want a crowd tonight, would
you, darling?”

He slowed the car, patted her hand
as he turned off the main road. ‘‘Don’t
worry. | regret it, | loved that life—
but I don’t regret you. | never shall.”

She laughed again, queerly, uncer-
tainly.

“ The road’s gotten worse since |'ve
been over it. | think—yes, that's the
house, Gene. Stop here.”

He looked at the house, lonely and
still and dark. He looked at Faith, her
eyes staring and eerie-bright in the
light of the dash.

“ Quiet's right.
eat.”’

“ Maybe they’ve quit business, do you

That's no place to

think?” Her voice caught, her breath
was coming swiftly and he felt her trem-
bling. “ 1 knew the woman well. Let’s
go up and see. .”  The words

trailed off. She Was. leaving the car, and
he followed her.

The porch creaked. An owl screeched
somewhere near, and Faith shivered.

“ That means death, doesn’t it?”

“ There’s no one living here, darling,”
and he frowned, perplexed.

She knocked on the door. A light
edashed on inside. He could see a hall
and little else, a dim long hall. She was

opening the door.

‘*ldon’t getit,’’ he said again, slowly.
“ There's something— "

“ Silly! 1 know these people.
on in.”

Come

HEY went in the door, down the hall,

Faith leading. She turned into a
side room, and Gene Carveth followed,
took one step, saw her leap quickly aside.
Beyond, seated behind a gun mounted on
an odd steel swived, face scarred and
twisted in hate, eyes glittering yellow,
was Angelo Zaida, The Angel.

Carveth did not speak, could not speak
nor move. He was paralyzed with dis-
may.

“You wonder how | got away,” The
Angel snarled. “ A crone, who pitied me.
She brought me here, the last but one
I could trust. She's at my boat now,
waiting to take me away, safely. She
cut off my arm, while | cursed her on!
I knew | couldn’'t die—until I got you!
Squirm—"’

Somewhere a clock ticked, four, five,
six times. No more—but in that agoniz-
ingly brief time, in breathless seconds,
Carveth’s mind became a blazing thing,
lightning clear, lightning fast. He
heard The Angel's words apart, knew
that Faith stood rigid in the corner,
like a statue carved of marble. His des-
tiny—a double crossing wench, toying
with him, making him love her, tricking
him, marking him for death. He remem-
bered that she had seemed familiar from
the first, knowing now the reason. She,
or someone like her, had been a member
of The Angel’'s mob. He knew, too, de-
spairingly, that regardless of everything,
he had given her his love, forever.

There was no stopping his mind, im-
possible though it seemed that it could
function now at all. He saw, understood
completely, sweepingly, everything be-
fore him. The Angel, sick and helpless,
mob crushed, with no man he could use;
with one arm gone at the shoulder,
thumb and stub of forefinger, like a hor-
rible claw, alone left on the other wrist
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. curving, quivering ecstatically in
that instant before it tightened on the
trigger of the automatic. And paralyzed
from the waist, legs twisted, lifeless;
living on only for revenge. Oh yes, he
saw it all, like a great unfolding picture
—and the cloek ticked seven, then eight.

Carveth wanted to laugh, blindly, hys-
terically. Counting the ticks of the clock!
Counting the seconds to doom! Ninel

“ Squirm—1!”

Zaida screamed that word, threw it
maddeningly after those yhieh had tum-
bled from his working lips before, his
eyes blazing, mouth slobbering. It
seemed as though he could no longer
breathe. Carveth saw a vein pounding
in his temple, and Carveth remembered
the blood pounding in his own temples,
and suddenly the numbness went out of
him. His shoulders hunched forward,
his fingers opened. Subconsciously he
counted the tenth clockbeat as that hor-
rible claw spasmodically jerked, as the
Angel finished:

“ —damn you, Carveth, squirm/”

Simultaneously Carveth’'s hand
flashed for his gun. He heard Faith’s
shrill cry, he heal'd the blast of The
Angel’'s automatic and tasted its flame.
His own gun began to crack, three, four
times, and The Angel's arm dropped
from the swivel gun carriage, torso
arched in the chair, quivered, fell again
with a groan. The grinning head gur-
gled, and chin sank to chest.

Carveth whirled, saw that Faith lay
crumbled on the floor.

Heart pounding, he knelt beside her,
raised her shoulders. Her lids fluttered.

“ Gene!” she gasped. “You're all
right?"’
The Biggest

Sports Magazine

Football THE CHEERS RING OUT
Baseball THE ROUGHNECK........
Basketball ALEX THE GREAT.........
Fight THE GLORY PUNCH......
Football TICKET TO GLORY........
Flgfcf FIGHTING BLOOD .......
Tennis THE WILL TO WIN........
Baseball FOXY GRANDPA .........
Fight WINNER TAKE ALL........
Basketball THE GAME'S THE THING

A RED CIRCLE

SPORTS
ACTION

HROUGH no fault of yoursl he

wanted to shout. Killers daren’t make
mistakes. You did. | see it how, planned
long ahead, waiting till he recovered,
till 1 was off duty so | wottldm't carry
a gun. But | was called back to duty
tonight. I had my gun! I wish—oh God,
I wish you'd gone too!

He wanted to say all this, he wanted
to crush her in, his trembling hands, but
he couldn’t say a thing. And lips parted,
she stared at him.

“ But Gene, haven't you looked at his
gun?”

The muzzle still breathed smoke. He
looked at it dumbly, and her voice, swift,
pleading, came again.

“1 didn't dare tell you | knew The
Angel. You wouldn't have believed in
me, loved me as | loved you. Gene, you
must listen! My sister died because of
him, killed herself, and | swore revenge,
wormed my way up to him.

“ Tonight | knew you loved me more
than anything in life. | hate myself for
testing you, but—tonight had to be the
night! He was ready, and you were off
duty, unarmed | thought. Gene, | didn't
want him killed—but in prison, for life!
| swear that's true! Am | a—a mur-
derer?”

Her eyes searched his face, and still
he did not talk.

“ Darling, can't you understand?”
she gobbed. “ He couldn’t move alone!
I filled and placed his gun—the woman
had already gone. He couldn't even
break the gun to see that | had loaded
it with blanks!”

He held her close. Faith—his destiny,
riding ever with the squad, in his heart,
his work, his life!
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by
JAMES DUNCAN

An Eerie Pulse-throbbing Novelette of Murder on the High Seas!

Death stalks the high seas . ..

CHAPTER |
Murder Ship

HE rain came like thin mist from
out of the east, felt like fog. The
liner, S. S. Atalantus, New York-
bound, ran before it, her high,
sharp prow knifing doggedly through
the oily, heavy swells. Up on her bridge
two junior officers paced back and forth,
their snug oilskins momentarily illumi-
nated as they passed abreast the glow-

in the guise of love!

ing binnacle light.

Ben Steele, first-grade detective at-
tached to New York Police Headquar-
ters, climbed the canvas-lined com-
panionwav, hat brim pulled down
against the drifting rain, coat collar
turned up. As he reached the top, a
uniformed sailor came forward on the
jump and barred the way. “ No passen-
gers allowed here, sir.”

“ Sure, but Captain Farrar asked me
to drop in on him.”

One of the junior officers came up,
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peered at the detective. “ Oh, it’s you,
Steele. The old man’s in his cabin. It's
all right, Andersorf. This way, Steele.”

Steele was popular with the officers.
He ate at the same table with them, for
once aboard the liner he had nothing to
do but loaf. He had been assigned the
task of bringing back from France, Os-
car “ Big Dee” Doremus, wanted on a
charge of murder. The extradition pro-
ceedings had gone off without a hitch.
Big Dee reposed now in one of the ship’s
neat and modern dungeons. Steele
merely had to drop in on his prisoner
onge or twice a day to see that he was
comfortable, which he was. For the rest,
the detective’s time was his own.

He went long-legged after the officer,
who opened a door on the lee and stood
respectfully aside. “ Right in here, Mr.
Steele.”

“ Thanks, Tighe. Dirty weather.”

Junior Officer Tighe grinned. “ The
wind howls all right but she’ll be all
clear by morning. Go right in. The old
man must be in his study.”

Steele closed the door behind him.
Captain Farrar did not seem to be about.
Steele took off his hat, smoothed down
his rain-dampened collar. A door was
opposite him. He crossed to it and
knocked. He looked lean, smooth and
competent in a blue serge suit, his face
neither hard-bitten nor amiable but
capable of being either. He had rusty
brown hair that was well-kept, save for
a thatch on the top which no brush could
tame; his eyes were like bright blue ice
against his brown skin.

He knocked again. There still came
no response. He hesitated, then turned
the door knob. It was wrenched from
his hand by someone pulling from the
other side. The door swept open and
a woman stood there—a tragic white-
faced figure, her eyes round and effi-
cient with horror.

But horror could not rob her face of
its essential purity of line, its classic
beauty. She was young, no more than
twenty-two or three. For a moment she
stared straight at Steele unseeing, un-
able to force her frozen lips to speak.
Then she stumbled so suddenly that
Steele barely caught her in his arms.

He looked past her shoulder to the
floor of the room beyond. A gasp of
sheer amazement rocketed forth from his
lips.

Captain Farrar lay on the floor in a

grotesque position, one arm and one leg
doubled under him, his eyes staring up
at the ceiling. He appeared to have
three eyes, in fact. The third was in the
middle of his forehead.

The girl clung to Steele. “ Oh,” she
shuddered. “ Oh!”
There was a cushioned locker set

against the transverse bulkhead which
formed the forward wall of the cabin.
Steele unceremoniously pushdd the girl
down on this. In an instant he was in
the other room and kneeling down beside
the sprawled figure of the captain. His
examination was brief. He rose and let
his eyes flick about the room, The room
contained an easy chair, a desk, a rack, of
books and the captain’s safe. Nothing
seemed to be disturbed. Two doors
opened from the room, one to a tiny
shower stall and the other, opposite the
single porthole, to a flight of steps that
led to the fore-and-aft corridor of the
lower deck. Steele stared down the steps
for a moment, then re-crossed the room
to where the girl sat.

“ Are you all right?” he asked.

She straightened up, gave him a warm
and grateful smile. “ Thanks,” she
said. “1 ... I'm all right . . . now.
The shock of seeing him like that . . .
Is he ... ?”

“ Dead? Very much so.”

Steele went to the door that led to
the bridge. He stuck out his head,
called, “ Tighe!”

The wind tore the name from his lips
but the urgency in his voice made his
summons heard. Tight! and the other
junior officer, Martin, came on the run.
“ Get Chief Officer Jamieson,” Steele
clipped. *“ Captain Farrar has been
murdered!”’

TEELE banged the door shut, faced

the girl, cutting short the two offi-
cers’ exclamations. She sat huddled on
the cushioned bench, a peculiarly ap-
pealing and wan figure.

“Well,” he said, “ why did you Kkill
Captain Farrar?”

For a minute he thought she would
faint again. But she leaped up, amaze-
ment, fear, horror, written large on her
lovely face.

“No!” she cried.
didn’'t kill him.”

“Well, what were you doing here?”

She raised harried eyes, looked con-
fused.

“1 didn't ... |
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“1 went to—to speak to him,” she
said.

‘“*“What's your name, miss?”

‘“*Madelon Mill. Oh, please, try to
believe me. | didn't kill him. I1—I1

”

couldn’t possibly. Why, he . . .

Steele cut her short with a gesture.
‘““How did you get up here, Miss Mill,
by way of the bridge or by the inside
flight of steps?”

““I—T came up the steps from the
lower deck.”

“Um. And what did you see when
you opened the door?”

‘‘Captain Farrar was lying on the
floor—shot through the head.’’

“ And the door was not locked, was

it?” He spoke casually.

She passed her hand over her fore-
head, swallowed hard. “ I—I don't
know. "’

Steele strode forward, grabbed her
wrist.  “ What's that key in your
hand?”

Slowly the fingers of her hand un-
clenched to disclose a key in her palm.
She stared down at it in forlorn misery.
“1 might as well tell you,” she said
hopelessly. “ The door was locked. |
opened it with this key.”

“*Um, so the door was locked, you say,
and you opened it,” Steele went on.
““Where did you get the key?"’

‘*Captain Farrar gave it to me.’” She
looked up at him definitely; a vivid
searlet had replaced the former pallor
of her cheeks.

Steele’s eyes were very somber. “ Why
did he give you the key? What did you
come up here to speak to him about?”

“lcan’'t ... Oh ... 1'd rather not
explain, please. .. ."”

‘‘Look here, Miss Mill, a man has been
murdered, a pretty important man, too.
Get that through your head. If you re-
fuse to talk, I'll just have to draw the
obvious conclusion and say you Kkilled
him. "’

“No, no! What are you saying?
Captain Farrar is . . . an old friend of
my family’s. He gave me the key at
the start of the voyage so | could come
up to see him whenever | wanted.”

Steele stared sharply at the girl.
“ And is that all the explanation you
have to offer?”’

“It’s the truth! Captain Farrar was
helping me to secure some information
which would help someone | . . . love.”

The door flew open and Chief Officer

Jamieson, rugged, gray and square-
jawed, came in followed by several other
younger members of the ship’s com-
manding staff. “ Mr. Tighe just told
me ..."” Jamieson began.

“ Yeah,” said Steele. “In there.
Take a look but don’t touch anything.’’
He waited while Jamieson went in.
The officers were staring transfixed at
Madelon Mill.

“ Tighe,” said Steele, breaking the
curious silence, “ how long had you and
Martin been on watch on the bridge?”

Tighe stepped forward. “ Why,
three hours. We took over at eight
bells.” He glanced at a watch. “ It's a

bit past eleven now. ”

“ During that time did anyone come
up to see Captain Farrar, excepting
myself?”

Tighe and Martin exchanged glances.
“ No, sir.”

“ Could anyone get by the bridge to
this door without being seen by you?”

Tighe shrugged. *“ | suppose that'’s
possible but not very likely. Besides
Martin and me, there’s three or four
men always about. You remember how
you were challenged when you came up,
sir.”

Steele nodded, staring at the girl with
cool and vigilant eyes. “ Did you hear
any shots?”

“ No, of course not. If we had, we'd
have reported it long ago. But, of
course, the wind accounts for that.”

Steele went into the adjoining room

and confronted Jamieson. “ Any idea
who did it?”
Jamieson shook his head. “ | was just

going to ask you that. Who's that girl
in the other room?”

“ A Miss Madelon Mill.” Steele rap-
idly sketched what she told him. *“ So
if we believe her,” he concluded, “ the
inner door was locked and the only ac-
cess to this room would then be the
bridge. Yet Tighe and Martin swear
they saw no one."’

“You don’t think the girl killed him,
then?”

Steele shrugged expressively. *“ She
came out of this room,” he said. “ And
Farrar’'s body is still warm. Well,
you 're captain now and in charge.’’

Jamieson nodded gloomily. “ 1 was

hoping you'd help me.”

“ Sure, be glad to. But on the high
seas, y 'knowr, 1 'm no more law than Buf-
falo Bill.”
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"You have the backing of my author-
ity. Then you wouldn’'t arrest the
girl?”’

"O f course not! Give her free rein."
He laughed. *“ Perhaps she’ll lead us
to the right party.”

“ Hope so." Jamieson gazed down at
the gaping hole in the dead man’s fore-
head. “ Farrar wasn't the sort to com-
mit suicide."

“ It was murder, sure enough,” Steele
said bluntly. *“ There're no powder
marks ... no weapon . ..”

“And no clues,"” added Jamieson.

TEELE shook his head. "No crime

was ever committed without clues
being left behind. But sometimes the
clues are hard to find.” His eyes darted
over the small desk, the rack of books,
the safe. They came back to rest on the
safe. “ B’jeepers, | wasn't talking
through my hat! Look, the safe door—
it's open and 1'd thought it was
locked!"’

It was open, barely an eighth of an
inch. Steele raced over, squatted down
beside it, held off Jamieson with one
hand. “ Don’t touch the knob or door.
There may be prints on them." He
shielded his fingers with his handker-
chief and pulled the heavy iron door
wide.

Nothing seemed to be disturbed inside.
There was a cash box with its contents
intact, several sheafs of papers, bills of
lading, three ledger-like books, one of
them the log in which the daily diary of
the ship’s happenings were recorded.
Steele flipped the pages. “ What's
this?" he exclaimed suddenly. He car-
ried the log over to the shaded light
on the desk. “ A page has been torn
out!”

“"What!"

“ There's the clue | was talking
about,” Steele said calmly. He lifted
the volume, slanted the blank page in
several directions. *“ This is a break!
Captain Farrar wrote with a heavy hand
and he pressed hard. Here’s the impres-
sion he left—part of it anyway, part of
the page that was torn out!”

“What does it say? Can you read
it?"

“ He pressed hard on some word, soft
on others. |It's hard to get the mean-
ing. But | can make out this much: ‘I
followed him—' and then there is a
blank. But here later on: ‘Everything

centers around Cabin 313—' and then
the page is blank again. Hey, listen to
this: ‘They will not stop even at mur-
der— ' and that fades. Three lines down
is this: ‘—confession is not what— ' it
skips a few words here and continues:
‘—are after even if Dale believes so.’
A couple more lines are blank and then
the last words are: ‘—wantonly destroy
life.” ” He handed the log over. "Take
care of this. I1t’'ll be handy later on.”

Jamieson stared at Steele. “ That
second line you read: ‘Everything cen-
ters around Cabin 313—' There's some-
thing to work on!"

“ Listen!” Steele pointed to the door
opposite the porthole. Footsteps were
climbing the inner staircases. He pulled
out his Police Special .38 and as he faced
the door, cocked the trigger. The door
swung open and a slender man, white-
haired and distinguished, stood in the
doorway.

His eyes, bright and quick, darted
from Steele to Jamieson to the gun in
Steele’s hand. But Steele could not see
the man’s eyes. They were hidden by
a pair of smoked glasses, which somehow
managed to convey a dread and very
sinister impression.

Steele replaced his gun, stepped to
one side. The movement cleared the
way and permitted the newcomer to see
into the room.

As his gaze fell upon the silent figure
on the floor, he darted into the room with
a cry, his face suddenly as white as his
crown of snowy white hair. “ Good

God! Captain Farrar has been mur-
dered!” he exclaimed.

Steele nodded. “You catch on
quick.”’

““Who are you ?’’ Jamieson demanded.
“ And why did you come up here?”

“1—1 came to see the captain. My
name is—uh—Dale, Howard Dale. |
occupy Cabin 313 on ‘A’ deck.”

CHAPTER 11

Three-One-Thkeb

“ | 'V ALE, huh?” Steele said softly,
i 1 "And you occupy three-one-
1 Jr three. Sit down, Mr. Dale.

Do you always wear smoked

glasses, Mr. Dale?”
The biting quality of Steele’s tone was
apparently not lost on Howard Dale.

His jaw shot tremulously over to one
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side, his lips quivered. “ 1 ... My eyes
are very delicate.”

“ Uh. New what did you want to see
the captain about?”

““It isn't . . . well, you see, nothing
really important. Farrar and | were old
friends from college days. |'ve been
in the habit of dropping in on him for
a chat.”’

Steele was regarding the old man
quizzically. There was something about
his face that suggested to the detective
that he knew him. Yet he could not
place him.

““Mr. Dale, would you mind taking
your glasses off for a moment?”

“Ifeally, I...”

“ Take them off!”

The old man reluctantly did so, blink-
ing uncertainly up at Steele. The de-
tective looked keenly at him but there
came no click of recognition in his mind.
As Dale replaced the glasses, Steele sud-
denly said, “ Do you carry a gun, Mr.
Dale?”

Dale was instantly flustered. “ 1 ...
why yes. Thatis .. .”

“Let me see it! And | might warn
you to wear it in an inside pogket next
time. Then the bulge wouldn't be no-
ticeable.” Steele chuckled drily.

Dale slowly drew out a Smith and
Wesson .38 from his coat pocket. Steele
took it from him, sniffed the barrel and
spun the cylinders. With a look of dis-
appointment he handed it back.
“ Hasn't been fired, no smell of cordite.
Okay, you can go now, Mr. Dale. Uh-
uh. Not the way you came. 'This door,
please.’’

He opened the door to the adjoining
room where sat Madelon Mill sur-
rounded by half the ship’s officers. He
drew aside to let Dale pass, his eyes
flicking rapidly from the old man'’s face
to the girl's. As Dale stepped over the
coaming, the girl half-started from her
seat, her hands clenched and color fled
from her flushed cheeks. All this was
not lost on Steele. But no sign of emo-
tion was displayed by the old man. He
threaded his way to the deck door and
disappeared. Thoughtfully, Steele closed
the door, his hand resting on the knob.
Jamieson said, “ You think that pair
know each other?”

Steele nodded. “ 1'd bet anything on
it.”

“ There's certainly something fishy
about the whole thing.” Jamieson let

go a huge sigh. “ Listen to this. It may
be nothing at all but Farrar’s writing,
‘Everything centers around Cabin 313/
brought it all back to me. We've had
trouble with that cabin before.”

“What! What kind of trouble?”

“ 1t happened over a year ago. Cabin
313 was occupied by two men traveling
under the names of Hugh Murray and
T. S. Ogden. Those were aliases, however,
and when the boat docked at New York,
Customs inspectors were waiting for the
pair. Their real names were Tim Healy
and Sam Cable, a couple of smooth con
men, gamblers and smugglers with a
long, long record.”

“ Healy and Cable!’’ Steele exclaimed.
“ Sure, | know ’'em. They worked in
New York for a time about four or five
years back.”

“ Yes, they were well-known enough,”
Jamieson agreed. “ You see, there was
some kind of tip that Customs got that
the two were smuggling dope. The in-
spectors walked in on the pair just as
they were packing And sure enough con-
cealed in the inner lining of their trouser
cuffs were packs of heroin. That settled
their hash then and there. They were
taken off in handcuffs and | understand
got a stiff prison term.”

“ But how does that connect with
what happened tonight—the murder of
Captain Farrat!”

Jamieson shook his head. “ 1 didn't
say there was any connection. Just an
idea, | guess. The fact that Dale now
occupies three-one-three, that his name
and the cabin number were mentioned in
the log and that we once had trouble
with the same cabin in the past.”

“H'm. Yet Dale and Madelon don’t
look like people tied up with smugglers.
Still, you never can tell.” Steele strode
up and down the little room. “ You can
tell the girl she can go now and you'd
better radio the home office what's hap-
pened. | 'm going to go over the furniture
and safe door for prints.” He raised
a forefinger. “ And don't let anyone

in here.’’
Jamieson sighed. “ That's swell of
you, Steele. You don’'t know what this

means to me, having your help. Farrar
—well, he was the best friend | had in
the world. A grbat old man, Steele; one
of the best.”

“Yeah, he was okay.” Steele moved
to the staircase door. “ I'll go to my
cabin and get my print outfit.”
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He was back in about fifteen minutes
and with his coat off went methodically
to work. Whistling softly to himself, he
covered the desk, the backs of the chairs
and the safe door. It was tedious, pain-
staking labor. At the end of an hour he
had uncovered a half dozen or so clear
prints; the rest were too smudged to be
of any value.

It was nearly one o’'clock when he
finally left the room. Dancing was still
going on in the ball room. He drifted
in to the bar. “ Hello, Mr. Steele,” the
barman said. “ Have you heard about
Cap’'n Farrar?”

“ Yeah. Hot Scotch toddy, Eddie.”

“ The passengers ain't heard yet.
There they are dancin’ like nothin’ at
all happened. It’s terrible, Mr. Steele,
terrible. Cap’n Farrar was the whitest
skipper | ever sailed under.”

When the toddy was placed before
him, Steele sipped slowly. A plan of
attack was revolving in his mind. The
first step was to get specimens of the
prints of Dale in three-one-three and of
Madelon Mill. He left the bar and went
down to the purser’s office. “ What
cabin does Miss Madelon Mill occupy?”
he asked.

HE purser, who had been checking
T on a lot of lists, looked up with a
qguizzical smile. “ She must be a popu-
lar young woman.”

Steele looked sharply at him.
do you mean?"’

“Well, you're the second person
within the past hour asking for the num-
ber of her room.”

“*“Who was the other person—a man?"’

“Why, yes.”

“ Do you know him?”

The purser nodded, puzzled. “ Oh,
sure. He's a Mr. Albert S. French in
number 652. Is anything wrong?”

“No, no. Of course not. Number
652, huh? What about Miss Mill?”

“ She’s in the very next room—654.”

“ Thanks. Can | use your phone?”

The purser nodded, shoved the instru-
ment toward him. Steele put the
receiver to his ear and asked for Chief
Officer Jamieson. He was connected and
he said, “ Steele speaking, Jamieson.”
He talked rapidly for a few minutes,
then handed the phone to the purser.
“ Jamieson has some orders to give you,’
he said. The purser took the instrument,
listened, nodding his head. *“ Yes, sir.

“ What

Of course, sir. Mr. Steele will have the
free run of the ship. Right!”’

He hung up, took a ring of keys from
his pocket and selected one. “ This is
for you,” he told Steele. “ It's a mas-
ter key that will open every cabin aboard
the boat. Jamieson is acting captain
now and his orders are that you are to
be given every possible aid from the
crew.’”’

Steele took the key, weighed it in his
palm. *“ Thanks. You've helped me a
great deal already.”

The ship’s bell struck three times just
as Steele was leaving the office. He
glanced down at his strap-watch—one-
thirty. Number 654 was aft on the star-
board side. The corridors, well-lit, were
empty, deserted. Steele’s heels were
muffled by the thick carpeting. He came
to number 654 and knelt to the keyhole.
There was no light within. He got out
the master key and opened the door
quickly, slipped inside and clicked up
the light.

The bed was smooth, unruffled. He
opened a closet. Feminine clothes hung
in neat array. Apparently, Madelon
Mill had not returned to her cabin after
leaving the bridge. A flat ebony ciga-
rette case lay on the dresser. Steele
picked it up with his handkerchief, slip-
ped it into his pocket. It was a perfect
object from which to secure a sample
of the girl's fingerprints. Then he
clicked the light down, went out and
locked the door.

The corridor was as empty and de-
serted as before. Steele moved over to
number 652 and again knelt to the key-

hole. It was also dark. Mr. Albert S.
French was not in. Steele rose, shrug-
ging. French could wait. There were

other things to do first. He walked the
length of the corridor, turned the corner
and sought out Cabin 313.

This time a light showed from within.
A steward went by bearing a tray. Steele
waited until he was no longer in sight,
then lie rapped hard knuckles on the door
panel. A minute went by and Steele
knocked again. He looked at the door,
at the sliver of light escaping from be-
neath the coaming. He pressed his ear
against the panel. There was not a
sound within. Then he transferred the
Police Special from his hip holster to
the pocket of his coat, took out the mas-
ter key and opened the lock. He got
the key back into his pocket quickly and
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turned the knob just enough to free the
catch. He stood back from the partly
open door, his face taut and watchful,
his hand on the gun in his pocket.

The slit of the door showed him the
cabin was indeed bright with light. He
stood listening for a moment. The sound
of water splashing in a basin came to
him, faint and muffled. He hit the door
with his palm and sailed into the room.

He stood in the center of it, staring
around him. It was empty. He shut
the door behind him and let his eyes
flick about the room. The noise of run-
ning water was louder now. There was
a doorway near the foot of the bed; the
noise came from behind the door. Steele
stared at it with narrowing eyes. Two
holes had been punched neatly through
the panel at about the level of his eyes.
He knew what they were: bullet-holes.

He crossed the room on tip-toe, stood
before the door, drawn gun rigid in his
fist. Suddenly his left hand shot out,
turned the knob. He flung the door wide.
It was a bathroom, just as he had figured.
He stepped into it and stood stockstill,
rooted.

Tim open door had hidden the body of
a man.

The water running from the basin tap
made a roaring sound in Steele's ears.
Without looking at it, his hand reached
out, closed the faucet. His eyes were
riveted on the figure lying on the floor.
A ribbon of blood stained the white tile
floor beside it. The figure lay quite
peacefully, quite naturally, as though
asleep. But it was not Howard Dale, the
rightful occupant of Cabin 313. It was
dressed in a blue uniform, trimmed with
gold braid.

It was Junior Officer Tighe.

CHAPTER 111

R unaround Murder

E was dead from a bullet hole in his

forehead. He had bled a lot from
another hole in his chest. There was a
gun in his right hand—a Mauser equip-
ped with a silencer. Kneeling beside
him, Steele gently loosened his fingers
and’ the gun clattered to the floor. Steele
inspected it with an expert eye. There
was only one bullet left. The gun was
still warm to the touch. Steele lo'oked
down at Tighe with a chill blue stare.
He frowned, shook his head.

Where did Tighe fit in? Why had he
come to Dale’s cabin with a silenced gun ?
And where was Dale?

Under Tighe's body lay a leather wal-
let. Apparently it had fallen from his
pocket when he had hit the floor. Steele
picked it up. There was a number of
bills in the money fold—currency of
many nations; dollars, pounds, francs,
marks. The detective laid them aside.
Suddenly he snatched them up again,
staring at the uppermost bill—a hundred
franc note. At the very edge had been
written in ink figures and words. It
might be nothing more than the mark-
ings sometimes made by people on paper
money to see if the same bill would cir-
cuitously reach them again. But Steele’s
mind was working fast. These were
English words written on a French bilL
He read them aloud:

“6 up 4 across 2 down."

That might mean anything or more
likely, nothing. He repeated the words
and figures in his mind. They didn't
make much sense. He laid the bills aside
reluctantly, his eyes straying to the hun-
dred franc note again and again as he
let his fingers sort through the papers
with which the rest of the wallet com-
partments were wadded. The papers
were all of a personal nature, letters, an
advertisement, a few bills from a tailor.
He thrust them all aside, seized on two
clippings, folded and pinned together.

The date on the first one was more
than a year back. The paper was yel-
low, the printing blurred by rubbing.
Steele removed the pin and unfolded the
strip.

CUSTOMS INSPECTORS NAIL TWO
FOR DOPE SMUGGLING

“‘In a dramatic raid aboard the S. S.
Atalantus, customs officials yesterday
arrested two men, Tim Healy and Sam
Cable . . .”

Steele skipped down the paragraphs
hurriedly.

‘*The inspectors acted on an anony-
mous tip and caught Cable and Healy
redhanded. The two men were in the
act of packing their luggage when they
were apprehended. Officials were disap-
pointed, however, in the smallness of the
haul Only a dozen ounces of heroin
were found ofi both men. ..

‘*‘Healy and Cable were taken com-
pletely by surprise. This was their first
venture in smuggling, they told inspec-
tors. Itis believed they will plead guilty
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and petition the court for clemency. Al-
though they have a long record of ar-
rests, neither of the two was ever con-
victed of a felony. The smallness of
the amount of heroin which they were
attempting to smuggle in may also weigh
in their favor. They will be arraigned
Wednesday before Circuit Judge .. ."

Steele finished reading, then thought-
fully laid the clipping aside. When he
took up the second, his eyes suddenly
widened and his lips spread in an ex-
plosive oath. Hastily he scanned the
column. It was a “ stick” of about ten
lines.

PAROLE BOARD RELEASES
HEALY, CABLE

“‘The federal Parole Board meeting in
Atlanta yesterday granted freedom to
Timothy Healy and Samuel Cable, cut-
ting short their three-year term of im-
prisonment after only one year and a
month had been served. The board in
issuing the pardon stated that the ex-
emplary conduct of the prisoners plus
the fact that they were first offenders

made their release almost mandatory
yy

Steele laid the clippings down, looked
at the immobile face of Tighe almost as
if he wished the junior officer would
come to life and speak to him. He took
the clippings up again and thrust them
into his pocket. His eyes lit on the hun-
dred franc note. Musingly, his lips re-
peated what was written there.

“6 up 4 across 2 down.”

Now what could that mean! The fact
that Tighe carried the two clippings in
his vallet signified clearly that he had
more than a passing interest in the af-
fairs of Messrs. Healy and Cable. This
business of 6 up 4 across . . .

“1'll be a ring-tailed baboon!”

Steele was suddenly grinning, kneeling
by the door on all fours. What had ex-
cited his interest was a tiny mound of
plaster on the floor, no more than five
or six chips. He looked up, his eyes now
focussed on the square tiles which
formed the bathroom walls, his face
tense with interest. Seeing the chips of
plaster had drawn his attention to the
tiles. He was counting them from the
flopr up. ., four five-six up, .
two, three, four . .. tun .. . aerojfe

. well, here goes . . . one, two down!
Of course! It couldn't mean anything
less. Cable and Healy occupied this cab-

in. Customs found only a dozen ounces
of Il on them. Cable and Healy were
packing when they broke in. Which
could mean that if anything else were
concealed in the cabin, they wouldn’t
have had the time to dig it up. They
just let it lay. And that's it—6 up 4
across 2 down . . . not a code, but di-
rections, like the combination of a safe.’’

The tile which Steele touched had had
its plaster edging chipped away. He got
his fingernail against it and pried it out.

It disclosed a square of dark space.
Steele peered into it. He thrust in his
hand. It was empty.

His mouth became hard, the corners
of his lips turning down. He replaced
the tile, stood up, scowling. He left the
bathroom, went into the cabin and stood
beside a table near the bed where there
was a telephone. After a moment’s
thought he lifted the receiver, was about
to ask for Jamieson when he hesitated,
murmured, “ Never mind,” to the oper-
ator and hooked the instrument. He
glanced into the bathroom briefly, then
went to the door. His idea was to speak
to Jamieson face to face. He didn't
want to give his information over the
telephone lest the operator listen in and
broadcast it.

For the time being at least he wanted
the murder of Tighe kept quiet.

E went out, closed, locked the door.

His breath was pumping faster
and his face wore an impatient, excited
look—the look of a man-hunter. He
strode swiftly down the corridor, yanked
open the heavy storm door and stepped
out on deck. Fog had replaced the rain.
Thick streamers of it cushioned the
overhead deck lights, smothering their
rays at ten feet.

There was the sounds of footsteps
somewhere along the deck but the fog
hid his vision. From the bridge sounded
the muted mournful fog-horn. Steele
could not see over the rail; he could only
sense the near presence of the water.
Suddenly, he cut short his long strides,
stood still. The sounds of footsteps had
subtly altered to become sound drum-
ming swiftly on the deck—sounds of
someone running. Then there were other
steps pounding in a fast run as though
in pursuit.

The running ceased and there came
the noise of a scuffle. Steele’'s eyes
widened; he strained forward to see
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through the curtain of the fog. Then his
hand darted to his coat pocket, snaked
out his Police Special.

A sound had reached his ears, coming
from behind a lifeboat no more than
twenty-five feet from him. It was a
scream of human terror, high pitched
and ghastly; it slashed like a knife-thrust
through the ghost-like darkness.

For the space of a pulse beat Steele
stood poised. Then he ran blindly to-
wards the sound, struck against the life-
boat and bounced off it to collide with
the dark, hulking figure of a man. He
had a momentary glimpse of two figures
struggling at the rail before he Went
down. The collision had brought the
other man down on top of him. But be-
fore Steele could grab hold, the man
bounded up like a rubber ball, yelled
something unintelligible and slid into the
fog.

The detective scrambled to his feet,
swearing viciously through his teeth. He
saw the two figures at the rail separate
suddenly. One remained put but the
other dissolved out of sight. A report
sounded, no louder than the pop of an
air-rifle, and Steele heard a bullet
whistle by his head. He dropped back
on the deck, the gun in his hand out-
stretched. Another pop sounded but was
less distinct. Steele sent a shot barking
at the spot where he judged the sound
to come from. He heard the ping! of
lead against steel plate and that was all.

The figure at the rail cried suddenly!
“*The door—the corridor door. Quick!"’

Steele whirled about. Light, diffused
and gray, appeared some thirty feet
away from him. His gun twitched again
and the light jerked, grew narrower. As
it all but disappeared, Steele pawed
erect and plowed through the fog toward
it. He barked his shin against a deck
chair; he whipped out a curse, ran
around it and came to the door. He
jerked it open. The corridor stretched
before him—deserted. He listened.
There was no sound. There was a slash
of scarred varnish across the door’s in-
ner surface where his bullet had hit. He
crouched, whirled about with the door
still open, its light pouring down on him.
A figure was coming put of the fog to-
ward him. He recognized it at ten feet
away. A crazy, crooked grin creased his
face.

“ Hello, Miss Mill,” he said.

A gasp came from her lips. She was

white to the lips, choking back sobs. She
looked at him, apparently did not rec-
ognize him. Words tumbled from her
lips. “You .. .you saved my life.
Those men wanted to throw me . . .
overboard!”

Shouts sounded from the corridor.
Steele’s shots had attracted attention.
He snapped the door shut, caught the
girl's arm. “ Come on! We'll get away
from here before anyone comes to ask
fool questions.”

Only the propelling might of his arm
forced her to move. She was still half-
hysterical, unable to speak coherently.
Steele made her run with him. They
dueked around a ladder, safe from pry-
ing eyes.

““Wh-where . .
blurted.

“Don’t you remember me? |'m Steele.
We met in Captain Farrar’s room.”

A shuddor shook her frame. He felt
her trembling. “ Yon!” she whispered.
“ Oh, you don’'t know what you've done
for me. You saved my life!”

. who are you ?'’ she

He peered into her face. “ They
wanted to pitch you overboard, huh?
W hy?”

““1 don’t know. "’

“Who were those men?”

He felt her withdrawing, pulling away
from him as if she meant to take flight.
His hand fell on her wrist, tightened.
“Who were they?”

“l1—I1 don’t know.”

“ Listen. Before we go any further
you've got to pull yourself together and
tell me everything. It’s too late to hide
things now. |'m your friend; I can help
you. | ask you again: who were those
men?’’

“ Oh, don't you believe me? | wish
| knew but I don’t. | don't, I tell you!"’

“ Well, how did it all start? Where
did they grab you?"’

“1—1 was going to visit Cabin 313

“ Howard Dale’s room!”

She nodded slowly. “ Yes. Howard
Dale’'s room. | knocked on the door.
There was no answer, so | tried the knob.
The door was not locked and | went in.
The lights were on hut before | could
take a step into the room, | was grabbed
from behind, a hand Was clapped over
my mouth and another placed over my

eyes. | could hear voices, however. A
man said, ‘What on earth can we do
with her?’ Another voice answered,



62 DETECTIVE SHORT STORIES

‘Take her to the unoccupied cabin, you
fool.” Then I felt a gun pressed against
my ribs and the second voice said, ‘This
is a silenced gun. Unless you do exactly
as we say, you will be shot. Walk slowly
along the corridor and do no turn your
head.””

“ Then you didn't see what the men
looked like!” Steele’s voice was grim.

“No. They marched me out of 313
and down the corridor to the other side
of the ship. We met no one. Then they
stopped me before a door. | had enough
presence of mind to notice the number.
It was 732. A hand reached around me
with a key to open the door. | knew that
as soon as they pushed me inside, they'd
shoot. | had to summon all my courage.
I knocked the hand aside, butted the
man behind me with my head and ran.”

Steele looked at her with new ad-
miration. “ Gee, that took nerve! Did
they shoot after you?”

“ No. | twisted around a turn in the
corridor and made for the deck. They
chased after me. The fog was thick. |

thought | could get away but they
caught up with me. Even then they
didn’t shoot. One of them said, ‘This
time she gets the business. Over she
goes to feed the fishes. Then I
screamed.’’

Steele nodded somberly. “ When you

were in 313, you didn't see Dale, did
you?”

“N-no.”

“You didn't get a glimpse into the
bathroom?”

“ Oh, no.” Then she tensed, whis-
pered, “ What was there?”

“ That will come later,” he told her
quietly. “ Let's go!”

She clung to his arm. “ Where?”

“To cabin 732.”

CHAPTER IV
The Ebony Case

HE padded fearfully alongside him.
Whenever he glanced down at her
face, he saw it was white, set and
tense. But she asked no more ques-
tions. She hurried as does one who
knows that dire events await. Passing
the saloon, dark at this hour save for a
single wall light, Steele told her to wait.
The ship phone booth was to the side
of the light. Steele entered it and asked
to be connected with Jamieson. After

a wait of some minutes, he was informed
that the chief officer was on the bridge.
A few seconds later, his voice boomed
through the receiver.

Steele spoke rapidly. “ Jamieson,
here’s something for you. Down in Cabin
313 is a dead man . Junior Officer
Tighe . . He waited while Jamieson
let off expletives. “ | was no less shocked
than you are. Sure! Better go down
there and take charge. Here's something
else. A couple of men tried to murder
Madelon Mill.” Swiftly, he recounted
what had happened. “1'm going with

her now to have a look at 732. I'll join
you in 313. Step on it.”
He hung up, rejoined the girl. The

throbbing of the ship’s gigantic motors
was the only sound in the narrow cor-
ridors. The girl walked ahead of him.
Steele kept a wary eye alert for a sign
of trouble. They moved quickly to the
port side, to the 700-line of cabins.

“ This is it,” the girl said at last in
a whisper.

They had stopped before Cabin 732.

Steele slipped his gun out. With his
left hand he tried the door; it was locked.
He got out the master key the purser
had given him, fitted it into the lock,
then gripped the knob and turned it
slowly to the right. Presently the door
gave inward. He opened it wide, so that
the light from the corridor, seeping into
the room, revealed a piece of dark tan
carpet, an end table, a chair. He groped,
found a button on the wall inside the
door frame. He clicked it and the room
lit up.

The girl pushed by on his right, was
the first to enter the room. He saw her
stop short, put a hand to her cheek, nails
digging into the flesh, sway as if about
to faint. She uttered not a sound. He
stepped into the room.

Howard Dale lay on the bed, fully
clothed. A bloody pocket-knife lay on
his chest. There was more blood soaked
into the bed-cover. It was not a pleasant
sight.

Dale’'s arms lay outstretched, hands
held palms upward. Veins in both
wrists had been slashed wide open. His
blood had gushed and poured from there.
But grisliest of all—his smoked glasses
covered his eyes like a mask.

Madelon Mill began to shake violently.
Horror made strange shadows in her
enormous eyes. With a choking cry she
ran across the room, dropped to her
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knees beside the bed and locked the
smnyy-white head df the dead man in her
arms. Steele followed her, strangely
moved by the enormity of her grief. Sobs
shook her. He touehed her shoulder.

“Then you do know Howard Dale
pretty well,” he said somberly. “1
thought so. What is he to you?”

“ My father!”

Steele’s eyes grew round. “ Gosh,
that's tough.” He leaned over, removed
the colored glasses. “ The first time I
saw him he looked familiar. But I still
can’'t place him. Howard Dale isn't his
real name, is it?”

“ No.” She lifted her eyes defiantly
to his. “ He’'s Philip Warren and my
real name is Madelon Warren!”

“*Of course!’” Steele said softly.
“ Judge Philip Warren—the man who
was missing five years, who disappeared
after the Teasdale bankruptcy racket in-
vestigation. No wonder | thought |
knew him. But he changed so much,
looks so much older!"”’

“ Those five years in exile made an
old man of him!”

“‘Put his head down!’’ Steele said gen-

tly. “ Now get up. That's fine. Now
tell me. Why did your father commit
suicide ?”

“ Oh, he didn't! lie wasn’t the kind.

To go through all the misery he went
through in those five years and then at
the very end when he was close to his
goal, close to his dream of clearing his
name—to commit suicide, end the strug-
gle! No, he was murdered!"”’

Steele nodded. “ You sound pretty
sure. Well, he could’'ve been. Why was
he traveling under a false name? Why
didn’t you let the world know you were
his daughter?”

She shrugged hopelessly.
his idea. He was afraid, you see. Oh,
you don’'t understand anything. You
don’'t know why Captain Farrar was
murdered or why this happened.”

“ Suppose you tell me.”

“ That was

ADELON WARREN was white-
faced, her eyes fixed on the corpse.

“ He knew he would come home a dead
man. He always said his enemies were
too powerful.” She sighed brokenly,
moistened her lips. “ It goes back five
years ago to Senator Teasdale's investi-
gation of bankruptcies. You remember
it? Dad was a judge then. Most of the
bankruptcy cases went through his

hands. He appointed receivers, things
like that. He refused to play with the
men who made a racket of fleecing bank-
rupt firms under the protection of re-
ceiverships. He made many enemies. His
hands were clean. He had never done an
underhanded trick in his life. But his
clerk, a man named Richard Hardin, fal-
sified the records to incriminate Dad.
It was a frame-up but Dad had no way
of proving it. Just one of those things,
you know.

“He wanted to stand trial but |
wouldn’t let him. He was doomed if he
stayed. His friends urged him to ryin
Away, too. Against his better judgment,
he did it. He went to Europe. You re-
member the sensation his disappearance
caused. People took his disappearance
for guilt. That nearly killed him. For
five years we wandered about Europe,
from capital to capital, homeless and
exiled, using assumed names.

“ Then two months ago came a break
—one" of those miraculous happenings.
It happened in Pauis. We were low in
funds. | had taken a job as a nurse in
the American Hospital. One of my pa-
tients was a man dying of a severe ill-
ness. He was—yes, you guessed it—
Richard Hardin. He recognized me. He
knew he had but a day ot two to live. He
told me to bring Dad to see him. Before
our eyes he wrote out a document—a
confession, clearing Dad and naming the
guilty parties.”

“ And you were traveling heme with
the confession. Why did you hide be-
hind aliases?”

*1The men named by Hardin are pow-
erful. Dad feared they might try to get
at us, that they might have heard of
Hardin’s dying statement. We chose
this boat because Captain Farrar was
an old friend of Dadfe. We thought it
would be safer. He knew we had the
confession, he did all he could to help
us. He gave me a key to his cabin. Dad
had one, too. We could go there, you
see, if any danger threatened. There
was trouble from the first day. We lived
in dread, 'fhe boat was only a few hours
out when Dad, going to his cabin, dis-
covered an intruder. The man struggled
with him in the dark and escaped. We
were certain then that our secret was
known. Captain Farrar gave Dad a gun
to defend himself if need be.” She
looked down at the dead form of her
father, bit her lip. “ Oh God! He
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knew he would never live to see home
again, that he would be carried across
his own threshold a corpse!”

Steele’s chin was sunk to his chest.
““Where’s the confession?”

“ 1 hid it in a place no one would think
of looking.

‘‘1 didn't dare let Dad carry it on his
person and we didn't even trust it in
Captain Farrar’s safe.”

Into Steele’s mind leaped a couple of
lines gleaned from the torn page of Cap-
tain Farrar’s log-book: confes-
sion is not what are after even if
Dale believes so.”

But he didn’t mention them to the girl.
He said, ‘‘Have you got it on you ?"’

She shook her head. ‘‘It’'s hidden in a
secret compartment in an ebony cigarette
case of mine. It'sin my room."’

His hand slipped into his pocket.
““No,” he said, “ I have it right here.
You see, | cased your room and | took
this,” he drew out the case, ‘‘to check
your prints. It was careless of you to
leave it just lying around.”

‘‘That was the best method of con-
cealment. It looked so innocent right
out in the open. If 1'd hidden it any-
where, anyone finding it would know it
was of value. But carelessly placed on
the dresser, it would escape notice.”

He handed it to her. She opened it
and touched an inner tiny screw-head.
An inner compartment sprang open.
Folded within it was a sheet of paper.
Steele took it, unfolded it and read:

‘“1, Richard Hardin, who am about to
die wish to right a grievous wrong, may
God forgive my crimes. Philip Warren,
unjustly accused of criminal malfeas-
ance, is entirely innocent of the charges
against him. . .

There followed facts, dates, names.
Steele read the document through to the
end. One name, underscored as ring-
leader, was Jerry Graham, political boss
of the city. Steele’s lips pursed in a
whistle. This stuff was dynamite, all
right!

He folded the paper, slipped it into
his breast pocket. “ 1'll keep this, Miss
Warren. Even with your father dead,
we can still clear his name.”

She looked at him vacant-eyed. Then
suddenly fear grew large in her eyes, in-
flaming and widening them.

That flashed a signal to Steele, ne
pivoted about. The door was open. Two
guns were in the opening, coming for-

ward almost on the same level. Both
were equipped with silencers. One was
a shiny Colt .45, one small—a .32. Two
men stood behind them. They were both
mustached, one a light blonde, one dark-
haired.

“ Okay, sport,” the dark-haired one
said. “ The ceiling is over your head.
See if you can touch it.”

CHAPTER V

Hot lce

EY moved slowly into the room, al-

most abreast. Steele did not stir, did
not raise his arms. His Police Special
was in his hand, resting against his thigh,
muzzle pointed downward.

The dark-haired one spoke again.
“ Hoist 'em, folks. Make it pretty now.
You-with-the-gun, shed it!”

Steele said casually, “ Which one of
you gentlemen is Albert S. French of
Cabin 6527?”

There was a silence. Then the blonde
man said between his teeth. “ You get
around, hot shot.” In a stir voice that
barely involved use of his lips, he mut-
tered to his companion, “ | told you we'd
find ’em here. The skirt's wise to the
whole lay. We only got one thing to do
with 'em now. Rub ’em out so they won't
talk.”

The guns drew back, grew rigid. “ If
you think the girl here is the only one
in the know, you're crazy,” Steele said
in a tight drawl. “ You can Kill us but
that won't save you. Jamieson knows all
about the pair of you and Tighe. He’s
looking for you now, not as Albert S.
French and some other phoney moniker,
but as Tim Healy and Sam Cable.”

Something in his voice steadied the
two men. They looked at him. *“ So
you've been peeking behind our mus-
taches, '’ the dark man said. ‘‘ Sam, cover
the floosie. 1'll take smarty. Hello, Mr.
Smarty. Stand still while I unrod you. "’

“ Take him, Tim,” said the blonde-
haired Sam. ‘1Take him good. 1'll pour
lead into beautiful. You're gonna like
this, Beautiful.”

Both men started to move simultane-
ously. A wide crazy grin covered Steele’s
face. Out of the corner of his eye be
saw Madelon Warren stiffen, fists
clenched. Then suddenly her fist shot
out, as Sam was a foot away from her,
straight for his jaw. It landed, barely
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jarring him. But Sam was rattled. He
was rattled because a girl had braved
his gun and used her fists. 1Tad a man
done the same thing, he would have shot
him to ribbons.

His gun popped and a bullet chipped
the ceiling. Madelon fell on him, kicking.

Steele dropped to one knee and fired
at Tim Healy. There was a roar from
his gun but only a faint, apologetic snort
from Healy’'s weapon. A slug burned
Steele’s ribs. He went back a yard,
nearly flat on his back. He threw himself
to his right, fast. A bullet sailed by him.

A few feet across from him Sam
Cable had fought clear of Madelon. He
was measuring her now for a kill-shot.

Steele jumped across the intervening
space like a frog, took hold of the man’s
ankle and yanked hard.

Keflex action fired the gun in the kill-
er's hand. He yelled. Steele jerked his
gun and shot Cable in the calf just below
the knee. He went down exactly as if an
ax had sheared off his leg. Madelon fell
on him, got his gun.

Bullets from Tim Healy’s silenced
weapon were searching for Steele. He
felt them whizzing by his head. Cable
yelled in a stricken voice, “ They got me,
Tim! They got me!”

Steele dived behind a chair fired
around it at Healy, saw Healy jerk spas-
modically, then spin half-way around
and make headlong for the door. Steele’s
gun boomed again but somehow Healy
got the door open and was through it
Steele bounded to the doorway. Healy
was speeding down the corridor.

“ Stop!” yelled Steele. “ Stop!”

Healy did not stop. His was the speed
of desperation and panic. Steele stopped.
He knelt down on one knee, raised his
left arm, laid his gun over the crook of
his elbow, target-practice fashion, aimed.
Twice the dark muzzle spewed forth jets
of flame and hammers of sound. The
echoes banged violently in the narrow
passageway. Healy halted on one foot,
pivoted slowly and cautiously, looked
back at the detective as though he wanted
something explained to him. The torrid
gleam in his eyes was masked suddenly,
filmed. He shivered like a mast in a
gale of wind, folded to the floor without
bending'his knees.

Prom the other end of the corridor a
group of men appeared suddenly headed
by Chief Officer Jamieson. Steele was
already lumbering toward Healy. He

knelt beside him as Jamieson bore down,
pale, his uniform flapping about him.

“ The shooting, Steele, the shooting!”

“ All over but the shouting,” Steele
said. His mouth was tight, savage. He
pawed through the dead man s clothing.
Prom an inside pocket he drew out a
small chamois bag with a corded throat.
He loosened the cord, poured the con-
tents into his open palm. Liquid fire
blazed out of the bag, nestled in his palm.
A dozen huge emeralds, perfectly
faceted, deep transluscent green, shim-
mering with an inner glow. He handed
them to Jamieson who was making
strangling noises of astonishment in his
throat. “ You take charge of these.”

Jamieson gulped, “ My sacred aunt!
What on earth—Who is this man?”

“ Tim Healy,” Steele said. “ |I'm sor-
ry | had to kill him, but we got one live
one who'll talk—his pal, Sam Cable.

Madelon’s in there covering him with his
own gun. But he isn't going far—not
with the lead in his pants.’’

Gray dawn was outside his porthole
window when Steele was finally able to
relax in the comfort of his own bed.
Healy’s slug had only nicked his ribs.
The ship’s doctor had treated and band-
aged the wound. Jamieson, a briar be-
tween his teeth, said, “ | can’'t believe
Tighe was mixed up in it.”

“ Crime finds

TEELE shrugged.
S strange bed-fellows. The torn page
out of Farrar’s log-book tells the story,
though. Tighe murdered Captain Far-
rar, shot him while he was on duty on
the bridge. He just slipped away from
Martin for a second, barged into Farrar’s
cabin and killed him with that silenced
Mauser. The doctor dug a Mauser bul-
let out of Farrar’s body. It fits Tighe's
gun. Tighe probably had had a glimpse
of the log-book. Farrar had found out
his secret. Therefore Farrar had to be
killed and that page torn out. Luckily,
he did not destroy it. Healy and Cable
took it and we found it on Cable.”

His eyes roved over the torn sheet of
log paper lying on a taboret beside his
bed. In Farrar’s bold, up-and-down
script was written:

“ Tighe is allied with Healy and Cable.
I followed him to their room this morn-
ing. The two men are traveling under
the names of Albert S. French and Louis
Crosby. Luckily, Detective Steele of the
New York force is aboard. 1 will get hi?c
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to arrest them the instant the boat docks.
Everything centers around Cabin 313.
Dale is in danger. They will not stop
even at murder. He told me today that
his room was rifled again. He thinks
they want his confession. His daughter
believes so, too. | gave them keys to my
cabin so that they could come up at any
time and feel safe.

“ But the confession is not what Tighe,
Healy and Cable are after. It is some-
thing else, probably something left be-
hind by Healy and Cable when they were
arrested some time ago. They have come
back to get it. These men must be
stopped before they wantonly destroy
life."”

“ Farrar was about to crack down, you
see,” said Steele, “ when Tighe cut him
down. Oh, Cable talked plenty when I
showed him the jewels and this page.
The heroin that was found on him and
Healy when Customs took them in cus-
tody was only the tiniest part of their
loot. The big dough was in the ice. They
were wise monkeys. They had buried it
behind a tile in the bathroom. Tighe was
in on the smuggling. He had a share in
the ice. The anonymous tip to Customs
came from him. He expected to get the
whole boodle for himself. But he didn’t
know where the stuff was hidden, and so
he was stopped cold. When his partners
got out of Atlanta, they made like birds
for this boat. The first thing Tighe did
was lift the secret of the hiding place
from them. He still thought he could
pull a fast one. The directions were
written on that hundred franc note |
showed you. Finding it missing, Healy
and Cable were nearly frantic. They
didn’t suspect Tighe, had no reason to.
But they started watching Judge War-
ren, only they knew him as Howard
Dale. Pretty soon they eaught on that
the girl calling herself Madelon Mill was
closely connected with him. In addition,
she had a room right next to Cable—
they thought in order to spy on them.

“ And there you have it. Judge War-
ren thought enemies wanted to get his
confession document from him and
Healy and Cable thought smoothies were
trying to horn in on their hoard of pret-
ties. And finally one faction succeeded
in frightening the other.

“ Tighe in the middle touched off the
fireworks. First he murdered Farrar.
Then he attempted to get at the hidden
cache. At the same moment, Healy and

Cable decided to have a fling at getting
their loot back. They all met in three-
one-three. Guns went off and Tighe was
killed. A few seconds later Judge War-
ren came to his room. He was surprised
to find his door unlocked, lights on. The
bathroom door was closed. Healy and
Cable, busy getting their paws on the
ice, didn't hear him enter. Warren
opened the door. He saw Tighe dead,
had a good solid look at Healy and Cable.
That settled it as far as that pair were
concerned. They cracked him over the
bean and held a council of war. Healy
cooked up a clever plan. Let Tighe lie
where he was. They'd take Warren to
an unoccupied cabin and Kill him in such
a way as to make it appear a suicide.
Get it? Warren murdered Tighe, then
wandered off to take his own life. At
least, that was the way it would look.

“ That part was okay. But after they
got. through with Warren in Cabin 732,
Healy got the notion that he'd left his
hat behind in the bathroom of 313. Well,
they had to go back and check up on
something as important as that. When
they were back in there, Madelon popped
up out of nowhere and they had to make
a pass at another murder to keep them-
selves clear.” Steele hugged a smile.

“ The third try was too much. Their
strong-arm act didn’t take.”
“Um,” grunted Jamieson. “ By the

by, your prisoner was asking after you.
It seems he heard the shooting—every-
body on the boat did—and he knew you
were mixed up in it. Showed a lot of
solicitude for your welfare, says he'd
hate to miss your daily visit.”

Steele clapped a hand to his forehead.
“ Big Dee Doremus! 1'd forgotten all
about him!”

Jamieson laughed. “ Don’'t worry
about that. You did a remarkable job,
Steele, 1'll see that your inspector and
all the papers hear about it.”’ The laugh
died on his lips, became a heartfelt sigh.
“ Poor Farrar and poor old
Judge Warren. His daughter is all
broken up over his death but at least
she’ll have the satisfaction of clearing
up his name. Then she can proudly call
herself Warren again.”

“ Not for long—1 hope.”

“ Eh? What do you mean?”’

“ Well, that girl doesn’'t know it yet
but I'm thinking she’s gonna be Mrs.
Benjamin Francis Steele one of these
bright JuiMf days 1”
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THE FIERY
FINGER POINTS

by
NAT SCHACHNER

From somewhere in that college audi-

torium a Fiery Finger pointed at Pro-

fessor Perozzi. . . the note had sworn

the professor would die during his
first lecture .. .

APTAIN STEVE LAMONT did
not in the slightest resemble
the popular conception of his
tribe. He was lean and gray and

scholarly looking. His clothes were
baggy and his manner absent. In short,
he fitted most unobtrusively into his
present environment.

Not so his companion, Sergeant Nick
Bodan. The hatless young men who
swarmed the campus spotted him at once
for what he was. He fairly shrieked his
calling. Cop! yelled his burly form, the
black derby perched arrogantly on glossy
black, pomaded hair, the fat, strong-
reeking cigar pendulous from thick lips,
the bold self-assurance of his olive-dark
features.

They swung quick-strided past the
lions who guarded the portals of the uni-
versity, up the long stone steps to the
fountain, shouldered their way through
the young thirsters after knowledge.

Lamont said wistfully: “ It's a long-
time since | 've been to college, Bodan.”

“ Ain’'t got nothing on me, Cap.”
Bodan grunted. “ In the old country
they didn’'t bother much with schooling.
An’ | was too old when 1 got here.”

Lamont shook his head thoughtfully.
“Well, you managed to get along all
right. Detective-Sergeant in one year’s
time is pretty good.”

“ Sure,” said Bodan. “ Runnin’ the
Alien Squad’s duck soup fer me. |
know them wild-eyed reds like nobody's
business. Most of 'em come from my
own country, like this Perozzi for in-
stance. | met a lot of 'em when | went
back coupla years ago. That's why the
Commish put me on this here case with
you, | s’ppose.”

“ | suppose so,” Lamont agreed.
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They left the dormitories behind them,
and thumped up the steps of Merri-
weather Hall. A man lounged noncha-
lantly on the top step, eyeing the stu-
dents as they poured in. His right hand
flicked toward a salute, reminded itself
and dropped quickly down again.

“ Hello, Price,” Lamont greeted him.
“ Anything suspicious?”

“ Nary a thing, Cap,” the detective
growled disgustedly. “ All these college
guys look alike.”

“ Well, keep your eyes open for a stu-
dent who looks the part too thoroughly.
That'll be your man.”

They went down the marble hall, leav-
ing a very bewildered detective staring
after his superiors.

‘*Good man, Price,’’ chuckled Lamont,
“ but no sense of humor.”

“Yeah!” Bodan muttered a bit un-
certainly.

Room 105 was a lecture hall. A thin
stream of young men and young women
were entering its single open door. But
there seemed something wrong. A
husky, efficient-looking individual half
blocked the way. He compelled the stu-
dents to file past him, one by one. On
each he made a similar demand. Prom
each he received the same startled, half-
angry look, and a consequent hurried
searching of inner coat pockets and
pocketbooks. He examined the fished-
out pasteboards carefully, scrutinized
uneasy applicants with cold piercing eye,
and permitted them to enter with mani-
fest reluctance.

One rumpled young man was thor-
oughly peeved.

“ This is an outrage,” he said loudly.
“1'm telling you for the tenth time |
left my card in the dorm. I'm regis-
tered for this course and |I’'m going in.
I don't know who the hell you are, but
everybody knows me around here.”

The husky gent shoved him back.
“Nix,” he said weariedly. “ For the
hundredth time 1'm telling you yuh
can't come in. No ticket, no lecture,
seel”

Lamont smiled quietly. Blake could
be depended on to obey instructions to
the last detail. He stepped forward.

“ 1t's okay, Blake,” he said. “ Let the
forgetful young man in.”
Blake said reluctantly: “ You're the

doctor, Cap.”
.The lad glared at him and hurried

into the room. The stream thinned,
dried up. The great University bell
rang the hour.

“ Everything according to schedule,
Blake?” Lamont asked.

“ Everything, sir. That is, aside from
this fresh guy. Not a soul who ain’t been
accounted for.”

“ Swell,” Lamont approved. *“ Bodan
and | are going in. You stay out here
during the lecture. No one’s to crash
the gate, not the President himself. Do
you understand?”

Blake saluted. “ Right, sir.”

HE two detectives heard the door
Tslam behind them. Lamont's gray
eyes covered the room without seeming
to do so. It was a rather small lecture
hall, seating not more than a hundred
or so, with the curved wooden seats ris-
ing in tiers like a theater balcony.

The hall was crowded. The course of
lectures had attracted a heavy registra-
tion. In the first place the subject was
timely: Revolution-ary Forces in Modern
Europe; in the second and more impor-
tant place, the professor announced as
the lecturer was Anton Perozzi.

Perozzi had not yet entered. There
was a low buzz of conversation and a
very definite tenseness in the atmosphere.
Fresh young faces, most of them, young
men and young women, with notebooks
open on the seat arms, and pencils poised.
The searching interrogation at the door,
the presence of certain obviously non-
university strangers was curious, to say
the least.

Lamont picked out the four plain-
clothes men lolling nonchalantly in scat-
tered parts of the room; nodded imper-
ceptibly. Then his eye flicked to the third
row on the left. A woman sat in the end
seat, a woman whose personality blazed
and coruscated. Her jet black hair was
combed smoothly behind two small
proud ears. Her face was a perfect oval
and her mouth a ripe red gash of color.
The modish gown she wore revealed
rather daringly the perfection of her
form. She was listening with an enig-
matic smile to the low earnest whisper-
ings of a darkly handsome man in the
seat next to her.

Bodan said with brittle intonation:
“What the hell, Cap! They shouldn’t
be here. The good looker's Madame
Anna, Perozzi's wife, and the bird with
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her’'s Mike Starogin. There's a price on
his head too in the old country.”

Lamont said: ‘‘Sure, | read the pa-
pers! They got aright to be here.’”” His
eyes roamed to the farther end of the
hall. “ Ah! There's Professor Bene-
dict, the man who called us in. Come
on. Bodan, I want to talk to him.

Bodan said: “ Okay, Cap!”
and caught his superior's arm
hard grip.

“ Jeez, Cap!” His voice was low but
excited. His black eyes burned with a
sudden discovery. “ I know him. An’
that little guy with him is—”

Lamont nodded. “Sure, | know!
Georges Kolya, Professor of Languages
of Southeastern Europe, a compatriot of
Perozzi's.”

“ But, Cap,” Bodan persisted, “ you
don’t understand— "’

“ Benedict's signalling to us,” said
Lamont. “ Perozzi'll be coming in soon,
and we've got to get set.’’

The gray haired, distinguished look-
ing head of the University’s Department
of Public Alfairs was in fact trying to
attract their attention. Bodan shrugged
burly shoulders and followed his mild-
mannered superior.

Benedict shook their hands warmly.
Underneath his aristocratic presence
Lamont sensed tremendous excitement,
fear.

“1'm so glad to see you, Captain
Lamont,” he said. *“ It would be a ter-
rible thing if any—if anything should
happen to Professor Perozzi. The Uni-
versity would never get over it."’

Lamont’s voice held a faint edge.
“ He'd never get over it either.”” Out
of the corner of his eye he had noted
the quick paling of Kolya at the sight of
Bodan, and wondered mildly. “ But I'm
inclined to think the scare’s overrated.
Hundreds of threatening notes like that
are brought to Headquarters, and hardly
anything ever happens to the threatened

4

turned
with a

party.”
“ But this ecs different, M’sieu Gen-
darme,” Kolya interrupted. He was

small and dark like all Transylvanians.
What attracted attention immediately to
him was the concentrated passion in bis
voice, the snapping fanaticism of his
eyes. “ Perozzi ees—what you call heem
—an outlaw in my country. He try to
make revolution against Hees Excellent,
the Leader. There was much trouble

and he run to thees country, weeth hees
wife and that fellow conspirator of hees
—Muichael Starogin. The Leader has
people here — they don’'t like thees
traitor—when they say sometheeng, they
mean it.”

Benedict said agitatedly. “ If | had
known of this, | would never have in-
vited Professor Perozzi to lecture at our
University. | met him when | was Ex-
change Professor, and was impressed
with the man. But | never dreamt—the
authorities would never forgive me if

To think that the writer of that
note actually dared to boast that he
would kill Perozzi during the very first
lecture, why—why—it’s outrageous!”

Lamont said, “ We’'ll do our best to
stop him, Professor Benedict. But
Perozzi is late, isn't he?”

“Yes. | advised him to take his time;
to give you a chance to make your dis-
positions. ”

“*Thanks! Bodan, you take that empty
seat behind Madame Perozzi; I'll park
myself here in the fifth row.”

Bodan said: “ All right, Cap.” But
first he shifted closer. “ If you ask me,
that note was astall. | know my people.
They strike without fancy warnings.
And they don't call themselves National
Fascists, neither, like the bird who
signed it. That's a tag what your news-
papers put on 'em. At home they say,
The Old Patriots! If Perozzi's gonna be
bumped, it won't be here, an’ it’'ll be by
someone else who has a pet grudge and
wants tuh throw off suspicion.”

“ It sounds reasonable,” Lamont ad-
mitted mildly. *“ Meanwhile keep your
eyes open and your gun handy. Nail the
first suspicious move.”

“ Okay!” Bodan hesitated, whispered
hoarsely: “ Watch that bird Kolyal!”
and walked quickly away.

AMONT took his seat, a bit puzzled.
His eyebrows were arched in a faint
frown. The students were getting rest-
less at the undue delay on the part of
the lecturer, and they were expressing
their displeasure in the traditional
fashion by stamping their feet in unison.
A door to the rear of the lecturer’s
podium opened suddenly. Unconsciously
Lamont loosened the gun in its leather
holster. There was g sudden cessation
of sound, a quick straining of necks.
Anton Perozzi had been headline news



70 DETECTIVE SHORT STORIES

for months; thousands had died in
bloody revolution at his command, and
now they were about to see the firebrand
in the flesh.

A small spare man flitted onto the
platform with quick, birdlike move-
ments. His thin hair was neatly combed
to cover evident bald spots, his little
black beard was nicely barbered. Thick
lenses obscured pale watery eyes, and
his darkly sallow features were nonde-
script. Behind him, shadowed in the
dark of the doorway, dimly alert,
Lamont descried Keegan. Everyone was
in his proper place; everything was pro-
ceeding smoothly.

An audible sigh of disappointment
rose from the audience. Was this color-
less individual the European portent
about whom the newspapers had
screamed; who had almost unseated the
Leader, last and most unscrupulous of
the new breed of Dictators ? But Lamont
was interested only in the reactions of
a certain select few. He watched them
with veiled eyes, like a hooded hawk.

Madame Anna, the revolutionist's
wife, leaned coolly back in her seat. She
knew her husband’s life was in danger,
yet she seemed calm and casual enough.
Lamont was not sure, but it seemed to
him that those smoldering eyes held the
least touch of weariness, of contempt
even. Starogin, Perozzi's lieutenant, on
the contrary, leaned forward. The
knuckles of his left hand showed white
as they gripped the seat arm. His right
lay hidden in his lap. Curious emotion
seethed on his handsome, swarthy face.
Behind them, alert, hand hovering near
holster, was Nick Bogan. He had a rep-
utation as being fast in action.

Lamont shifted his gaze to Benedict
and Kolya in front of him. He had
seated himself so as to get their profiles.
Benedict was laboring with suppressed
excitement; he seemed a little white
around the nostrils. Kolya on the other
hand was smiling. It was a stealthy ex-
pectant grin, and he was licking his lips
incessantly.

All this Lamont saw in one swift
glance of appraisal. His fingers closed
on the comforting butt of his gun as
Perozzi bent over the sheaf of notes on
the stand and surveyed his audience.

There was no question about it,
Lamont decided—the man was nervous.
And he had a right to be. It took con-

siderable bravery to stand up there,
waiting, waiting for the promised shot.
He swung his head from side to side
with little jerks, steadied imperceptibly
on his wife and co-outlaw, darted over
to Kolya. He jerked his head front
then, paler than before, and commenced
his lecture.

At first his voice trembled a bit, and
he seemed to halt and search for words.
Then, as the minutes fled, and nothing
happened, he took a new grip on him-
self, and his thoughts flowed out on
sonorous wings in English that was
impeccably precise.

He paced restlessly back and forth on
the circumscribed area of the platform,
playing on his auditors with the prac-
ticed ease of a master orator. He
sketched with rapid fluency the forces
that underlay European politics, the dis-
content of the masses. He held his audi-
ence in a sure grip; he led them on step
by step to his point of view.

Even Lamont was fascinated, follow-
ing his close-knit argument. Yet never
for an instant did he relax his vigilance,
and as he listened, his never-resting
glance enveloped every nook and cranny
of the hall, on guard for the slightest
suspicious move.

Half the hour was up, and nothing
untoward had taken place. Lamont re-
laxed his tense body just the least bit.
Evidently the assassin, if the note had
not been a hoax, had been unable to
penetrate the cordon he had flung
around the building.

Then something dropped with a loud
clatter at the back of the hall. Lamont
flung himself around in one flashing
movement, gun already half out of the
holster.

A book had fallen in the very last
tier, and a girl was bending for it. Her
head came up, scarlet and flushed at the
noise she had made, at the attention she
had attracted.

Lamont exhaled slightly at his own
taut nerves and was turning front again
in his seat when he heard the little plop.
Like a cork making suction sound out
of a bottle of vintage wine.

Perozzi's resonant voice broke off on a
particularly impassioned period. For
the slightest of pauses there was silence.
Then Lamont’s head was front, his eyes
full on the lone little nondescript figure
on the platform.



THE FIERY FINGER POINTS 71

E man was swaying, his hand
clutching at his heart. Dark red
surged over the light gray of his vest.
There was a gasping sound, a hoarse
strangled cry, and he sprawled head-
long, crashing against the stand that
held his notes, sending it thudding to the
floor, and his papers fluttering like
woimded white birds across the well
before the first tier of seats.

Anton Perozzi lay limp, a huddled bag
of clothes, face downward, arms angu-
larly extended.

It had all happened so suddenly, so
quickly, that it took time for full aware-
ness to come to the student audience.
But Lamont was already on his feet, gun
in hand, darting sword-like glances at
the open-mouthed people. He did not
even look twice at the motionless revolu-
tionist.

Perozzi was dead, murdered, and the
assassin was somewhere in the audience.
It was with the living that his task was
now.

A girl to his right shrank from the
swing of his gun, opened her mouth, and
screamed shrilly. That unloosed the
frozen horror.

Shouts, screams, exclamations, the
crashing thud of hinged seats as panic
grew. High above all other sounds came
the piercing shriek of Anna Perozzi.
She clutched at her beautiful bosom with
both clenched fists, half rose from her
chair, and sank back, fainting, into the
arms of her companion, Michael Staro-
gin. The man’'s face was livid as his
head pressed close to her pale, motion-
less features. He whispered rapidly,
urgently.

A bit too dramatic, Lamont decided,
as the. swift panorama of emotions un-
folded to his all-embracing gaze. Bodan
had jerked to his feet, and was tugging
at his gun. His heavy face was black
with rage; his fuming eyes were riveted
on the couple in front of him.

“Pine!” thought Lamont. That took
them off his own hands. Benedict was
limp in his ehair, mouth wide, breathing
heavily. Kolya jerked stumbling against
the seat next him, fell over a boy who
was trying to get up. Both went down
between the seats.

Lamont swooped on the entangled pair
like a hawk on a hen roost.

“ Get up!” he ordered, “and keep
your hands where | can see them.” His

voice was not loud, yet it penetrated the
rising confusion like a whiplash. The
lad rolled over and came up on hands
and knees. He looked dazed. Professor
Kolya sprang to his feet lightly, like a
eat. His hands were empty, and his
snapping black eyes met the detective's
stare with something of defiance. Very
deliberately he stood there, brushing off
the dirt from his creased trousers.

Someone made a break for the door.
Panic-stricken, other students followed.

Lamont raised his voice a notch.

“ No one is to move. Stay just where
you are.’’

Dread-haunted faces turned toward
the lean, spare figure, noted the calm
authority in his voice, saw the carelessly
held gun, and froze into immobility. A
deathly hush fell where there had been
pandemonium.

Keegan was already in the room, bend-
ing over the sprawled still figure. Blake
had slammed in at the first scream, his
bulky frame spraddled against the door.
The four plainclothes men in the room
were at their posts, watchful, wary.

“ That's better,” Lamont approved.
“ Professor Perozzi has been killed. We
had known an attempt was going to be
made on his life. That is why we are
here. He was shot down in spite of us,
but the murderer is in this hall. Lie is
one of the hundred odd people here. Re-
member that, ladies and gentlemen.
Everyone of you is a suspect now. Wc
want your cooperation. The more you
help us the quicker you'll be out of this.
Keegan!”

The red-headed detective said: “ Yes,
sir!”

“ Perozzi's dead, of course.”

“ Couldn’'t be deader, sir.
through the heart.”

‘*Snap to a phone. Get Headquarters.
I want Dale, the fingerprint man, and
Lefcourt, the Examiner, up here on the
run.

“ The wagon too, Keegan.”

The detective saluted and went out.
Blake held his position at the door.

“ Bodan!”

“ Right here, Cap.” The sergeant’s
dark features were even darker than

Right

usual. “ That woman, Anna ..."”
‘*Save it,” Lamont snapped. “ We *ve
got to find the murder gun first. It had

a silencer.
everyone in the hall.

Take the squad and search
And | mean every-
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one! Blake and I'll watch the doors.”

Bodan growled something and went
to work. He was efficient, there was no
guestion of that. He went up the cen-
ter aisle, working up to the topmost
tier, with two men in each aisle keep-
ing pace with him. Each frightened
student, as he was searched, was hustled
down into the well and herded into a
compact group under the watchful eye of
Blake.

The students took it submissively
enough, but Starogin, dark eyes flashing,
started an impassioned protest when it
came his turn. One whispered word
from the woman was sufficient, however,
to cool his wrath. After that he was
merely sullen, glowering. She seemed
to be the calmest person present. Her
tragic anguish was quite forgotten.

ENEDICT was too dazed to object

as quick hands moved over his form.

Kolya offered himself willingly. Too

willingly, Lamont thought, observing the

faint triumphant smile that accompanied
the patting of his slender figure.

Bodan came lumbering down the aisle,
hands spread wide.

“No luck, Cap. Nary a one's got
even a knife on 'im.”

‘*Search the floor, Sergeant,’’ Lamont
snapped angrily. ‘‘Take the room apart,
if necessary. That gun’s in here, and we
got to find it.”

“ Sure,” Bodan flushed dark red. “ 1
know that. But first | hadda get the
people outa the way.”

He spun on his heel and growled out
orders. He went up the right-hand aisle,
snapping up seats, finecombing through
abandoned briefcases, searching every
square inch of territory. His men went
similarly along the other aisles.

Donegan, working up the center, sud-
denly dived under the seats. Over a
hundred pair of eyes followed his crash-
ing progress. It sounded startlingly
loud in the sudden silence. The body
of the murdered man lay unregarded, a
forlorn twdsted lump of flesh. Not even
his wife, his fellow revolutionist, had
cast a second glance its way.

Donegan came up redfaced, panting,
but triumphant. In his right hand, held
carefully by its blue-glinting barrel with
a handkerchief, was a gun. The awk-
ward looking mechanism that jutted
above its firing chamber was a silencer.

“ Got it, Cap,” he crowed. “ Under
the first seat to the left, second row."’

Lamont nodded and frowned. He did
not seem at all pleased at the finding of
the gun.

“ Let’'s have it, Donegan.”

He took the murder weapon, still
wrapped in the handkerchief, with long
delicate fingers.

“ A thirty-eight Colt,” he murmured,
“ equipped with Maxim silencer.”

He lifted it and sniffed at the muzzle.
“ Recently fired, too. No question, Bo-
gan, this did the trick.”

“Yeah!” There was surprise on the
sergeant’'s face. “ But how did it get
over there?”

“What do you mean?”
alert with interest.

“Well,” Bodan admitted reluctantly.
“1 was gonna tell yuh when yuh cut
me short. That there noise in the back
got me lookin’ round. When | switched
back after the pop, | saw Starogin’s
hand going outa sight. When | jumped
up, there was nothing in it."’

Lamont whirled. “Waring!” he
called.

A tall lanky detective with good na-
tured eyes came on the run.

Lamont fixed him severely.
searched Starogin?”

Waring said: “ Sure, Cap.”

“ Thoroughly?”

“ Of course,” the detective answered
in some surprise. ‘‘l counted every but-
ton on his underwear.”

“Ah!” Lamont leaned forward and
asked softly. “ And Madame Perozzi?”

Waring gulped, stammered. “ Why—
why, Cap, she—she’s the wife of the
murdered guy. | didn't think ...”

Lamont's calm was deadly. “ You
didn’t, didn't you? And who asked you
to do the thinking around here? | said
everyone was to be searched; everyone!”

“Jeez, Cap!” Waring commenced
miserably. Lamont cut him short. He
seemed tired. “ That's all, Waring. Herd
all the students into the next lecture hall;
you and Donegan and the rest of the
squad. And keep your eyes on them.
And make sure you use your head next
time.”

Waring, manifestly glad to get from
under, hurried to his task.

Lamont said with a sigh: “ It's all
balled up now. Kolya put on a good
act just after the shooting. He tripped

Lamont was

“You
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and fell sprawling. The gun could have
slid over to where it was found. "’

Bodan’s eyes widened. “ | thought
you was watching ’ini, sir.”

“ That pat dropping of a book in the
back caught me off guard, too,’’ Lamont
admitted dryly.

“ Think the girl was coached to do it,
sir?”

Lamont shook his head. “ No. Just
a lucky break for the murderer. Chances
are he was waiting for some distraction
like that.”

The students were being hustled out
of the side door that connected with an-
other lecture room. Lamont raised his
voice.

“Will Professor Benedict, Professor
Kolya, Mr. Starogin and Madame Per-
0zzi kindly remain?"’

“ That'’s a command, isn’'t it,” Staro-
gin snapped.

“1 prefer that you consider it a re-
quest,” the captain said pleasantly. Ma-
dame Anna glanced meaningly at her
companion and he subsided. The others
said nothing.

“ As | was saying,” Lamont went on
conversationally to Bodan, yet keeping
the sullen group under surveillance,
“ Kolya could have dropped the gun.
But so could Benedict, while | went after
Kolya when he pulled his act. And
Madame Perozzi, whom of course that
fool Waring was too chivalrous to search,
walked directly through that second row
when she came to join the rest of the
crowd. Only Starogin couldn’t have
thrown it there. | watched him. He not
only was searched immediately, but he
walked wide of the well.”

“Yeah,” Bodan growled. “ But he
eoulda passed it t'the Madame. They're
sweet on each other.”

“ So | observed,’’ Lamont said calmly.
“ Okay, here come the works.”

HERE was a sudden irruption of

men in uniform and men in mufti.
Dr. Lefcourt, fat and pudgy, bustled in,
black bag in hand. He was the Medi-
cal Examiner of New York County.

“ Hello, Lamont, you're a bird of ill
omen,” he greeted. “ | never see you
except in the company of a corpse.’’

Lamont grinned. “ Your own fault,
Doc. Why don’'t you drop around to
the house and hoist a glass of beer with
me?”

Lefcourt glared. “ You know | don’t
drink beer. Bad for the waistline. Come
on, where’s the corpus delicti?”

“ Under your nose.”

The Examiner dropped to his knees
and went to work.

“ Humm! Dead about forty-five min-
utes, | should judge.”

“ Exactly thirty-nine minutes,”
mont offered.

Lefcourt glared
“You know too much. You'll be shov-
ing me out of a job soon.” He probed
skillfully in the bullet wound.

“ The shot went upward at a slight
angle, evidently piercing the left verti-
cle. Death was practically instantan-
eous. It will require an autopsy to re-
cover the bullet; it’s in too deep; but off-
hand 1'd say a thirty-eight did the
trick.”’

“ Pretty good guess, Doc,” Lamont
smiled. “ It was a thirty-eight.”

Lefcourt rose, made washing motions
with his pudgy hands. ‘‘I never guess,”
he said severely. “ Okay, boys, take him
away.” The silent attendants from the
Morgue lifted the body and were gone.
Madalme Perozzi followed its pathetic
progress with unruffled, enigmatic gaze.

The Examiner stopped at the door,
flung over his shoulder. “ Now if you'll
have Chateau Lafitte, 1921, instead of
that vile brew you mentioned, Captain,
1'll be up to see you Tuesday, at nine-
thirty sharp.”

Without waiting for an answer he
was gone.

Dale, the finger print man, came over
with the gun. He shook his head nega-
tively.

“Nary a print, sir,” he said. “ She
was wriped clean before she was dropped.
But she’s been fired. One shell’'s ex-
ploded.”

“1 expected that,” Lamont said ab-
sently. He seemed to be thinking, and
his thoughts were evidently not pleasant.
He roused himself with an effort.

“ All right, Dale. Take the gun to
Headquarters. Tell Potter Lefcourt'll
furnish him with the bullet. Then he
can make his tests. Now | want only
Sergeant Bodan and Blake to remain.
The rest of you men clear out.’’

Five minutes later the four who had
been held sat in a row in the front seals,
looking uncomfortably like schoolchil-
dren in for a grueling examination.

La-

goodhumoredly.
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Lamont stood in front of them, mild,
unimpressive, legs slightly spraddled,
hands clasped behind his back. Bodan
hulked at his side, a little to the rear.
Blake guarded the door.

“ Now gentleman, and,” he turned
courteously to the murdered man’s wife,
“ Madame, | detained you for separate
questioning because | think the truth
lies somewhere between you four.”

Benedict swelled with injured dignity.
He had lost the dazed helplessness that
had seemed to overcome him immediately
after the shooting.

“You don't mean to insinuate, sir,
that you are suspecting me of this awful
crime?”

Lamont tilted his head a little. “ It
is my duty, Professor Benedict, to sus-
pect everyone until he or she is shown
to be innocent,” he said quietly.

Benedict started to his feet. “ This is
an outrage, and | won't stand for it
You are making yourself ridiculous by
holding us. Two Professors of a great
University, and the—the dead man’s
wife and most intimate comrade. How
about the hundred others whom you dis-
missed so lightly?”

Lamont said: “ Sit down.” He said it
sat down abruptly. “ | repeat,” Lamont
went on, “ | believe the truth is between
you. | checked every registered stu-
dent’s record as soon as the death note
was turned over to me. None of them
tie up in the slightest with Perozzi or
with Transylvania. But for your infor-
mation, Professor, thev are still being
held.”

“Now,” he continued with a faint
smile, “ since you feel most put out over
what is after all routine questioning,
suppose you tell me a few things. For
instance, you met Perozzi in Transyl-
vania, did you not?”

“Yes,” Benedict answered unwill-
ingly. “1 was Exchange Professor for
a year in the University, and he was on
the Faculty.”’

“ And it was because of your acquaint-
ance with the man that he was invited to
lecture here when he had to flee for his
life?”

Benedict hesitated, then said without
any assurance: “Yes.”

“ That ees a lie!” Kolya burst out.
His black eyes glowed on his colleague.
“ Professor Benedict used every under-
handed means he can to prevent the Fac-

ulty from issuing tliees invitation. Not

openly, you understan’.”

ENEDICT turned a mottled gray.
B “Why, you—you—dirty—"

“ Keep quiet,” Lamont said sharply.
He leaned toward the Professor of
Languages. “ Why would he do that?”

‘‘Because, '’ Kolya said triumphantly,
ignoring the glare of the man at his side,
“ he wass afraid—afraid for hees Chair-
manship, hoes prestige. He know Peroz-
zi to be the mos’ brilliant man in hees
field. In six months he would have been
—what do you call eet—cast in the
shade. "’

Starogin raised his head quickly. “1
can add something,” he said with clear
mockery. “ Anton told me about it. He
had been responsible for Benedict's leav-
ing Transylvania at the end of a year.
The Chair had been for two years. He
said that not only was Benedict a pom-
pous wmdbag, but that he had exposed
him as the secret agent of an American
munitions firm. Anton had proof that
he had bribed high officials to get orders
for war materials.”

Benedict glared savagely at his ac-
cusers. “ They're a pack of liars,” he
shouted in a thick choked voice. He
turned furiously on Kolya. “ And you,
you, Georges Kolya, |'ve been a fool in
trying to protect you! |1'm going to tell
what | know."’

The Transylvanian looked at him
calmly with that secret, withheld smile
of his. He shrugged expressive shoul-
ders.

“ What ees there to tell?”

“‘This, you dirty little spy!”’ Benedict
roared. He swung around to Lamont.
‘*Georges Kolya is a Transylvanian.’’

“ 1 know that,” Lamont murmured.

“*Ah, but you didn’t know this,’’ Ben-
edict said triumphantly. “ That he is the
Leader’s chief agent in this country. It’s
his job, under cover of his position at
this University, to organize and direct
propaganda in favor of the Leader. He
hated Perozzi.”

Bodan grumbled in the captain’s ear.
“ 1 knew that. | was trying t’'tell yuh
that before the killing.”

Lamont said nothing. He was watch-
ing and listening. It was his habit not
to interrupt the flow of accusation and
counter-accusation when exasperated
tempers went by the board. From much
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heat and smoke there usually issued
some light.

But Kolya did not seem perturbed.
“ It ees true that | wass in charge of
Transylvanian educational information
in thees America. It iss legal—no? As
for Perozzi,” his fanatical eyes blazed
suddenly, “ | did not like the man. | am
glad he ees dead. He wass a traitor, a
traitor to the Leaderl But | haf not
keeled him; you cannot proof I did.”

Lamont seemed to be considering this.
“‘Proof?’’ he repeated softly. “ Yes, that
is the difficulty. Suspicion, motive, are
not enough, as you have quite logically
pointed out. '’

He turned suddenly, and his voice was
softer than ever, even gentle.

“ That,” thought Blake, a veteran, “ is
when the Chief is hot on the trail.”

“ Madame Perozzi,” Lamont said re-
gretfully, “ you will forgive me, but—
you understand—it is unpleasant work
at best, trying to solve a crime.”

The woman looked squarely at him.
Long lashes veiled her eyes. Her face
was tranquil, beautiful, like a tinted
cameo.

111 -understand, M 'sieu Detective, '’ she
said in her husky, vibrant voice.

Lamont sighed audibly. “ You were
very much in love with your husband ?’’

Behind him he could hear Bodan'’s
hoarse whisper. “ Make 'er come clean,
Cap.”

For a long moment Madame Anna
did not speak. Starogin’s features were
dark with savage rage; his long power-
ful hands were balled into tight fists.

“ But of course, M’'sieu Detective,”
she said finally. No trace of passion, of
fear, showed in her inscrutable expres-
sion.

“1 am sorry,” Lamont said even more

gently. “ But that is not so.”
Starogin sprang to his feet. “ What
do you mean by that insult?” he de-

manded furiously.

“What everyone knows,” interrupted
Koyla. He was quivering all over at the
sight of the enemy of his beloved leader.
He fairly screamed out the words. ‘‘ That
you and that woman were lovers! You
his best frien’! Bah! You laugh at heem
behin’ hees back; you make sport; you
betray heem like you did His Excellenz,
the Leader.”

Starogin turned on him with a curse.
Murder was writ large in his face. Bo-

dan took a quick step forward. Lamont
did not stir.

But Anna Perozzi put black-gloved
hand on his arm. Her face was sud-
denly tired.

“ What is the use, mon cher Michael,”
she said. “ They must know. It is com-
mon knowledge, our friend Kolya says.l
She lifted her head proudly.

“Very well, M’sieu Detective,
true.”

“Annal!” Starogin eried out. “ What
are you saying?”

“ Hush!” She turned on him eyes
that were suddenly tender. ‘It does not
matter any more. Let the whole world
know. Yes, | never loved Perozzi. He
was older than I. He is dead now. |
cannot say | am glad, | cannot say I
am sorry. | have always loved Michael.”

it is

HERE was a hush on the little group.

Still Lamont said nothing, waiting,
it seemed, like a patient priest in the
confessional, for more soul cleansing.

The thick silence was broken by Ser-
geant Bodan’s raucous voice.

“ She done it, Cap. There ain't no
guestion about it. Perozzi musta gotten
leery, and she put him outa the way.
She or her sweetie sent the note, tuh
throw suspicion on Kolya here. They
knew he was the Leader’s representa-
tive. Then she plugged him. | kinda
thought the pop sounded close.” He
swung snarling on Starogin, lashed out
suddenly: “‘Didn’tit?”

The revolutionist thrust back his head
as if from a physical blow. “ Why, I—
I—” Then he recovered himself. “ Cer-

tainly not,’’ he cried heatedly. “ You're
trying to find a victim. Well, you
can't ...”

“Oh yeah!” Bodan sneered. He

grinned with satisfaction. *“ Suppose |
was to tell you Madame Anna was pric-
ing guns in a pawnshop last night. | got
a report about it on file.”

Starogin turned desperately, blindly.
For the first time the woman’s ironclad
calm seemed shattered. She shrank away
from her glowering accuser. Her gloved
hand went to her throat. Kolya was
watching Bodan with a sort of horrible
fascination.

“ It—it's not so,” she gasped. Then,
wildly: “ Suppose | did? If you know
that much you know | didn’t buy it. 1I—
| thought | needed protection. My—
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my husband'’s life had been threatened.”

And still not a word, not a movement
from Lamont. He seemed a disinterested
spectator of the drama that was being
unfolded. But Bodan was arrogant,
hot on the trail.

“ A lovely story,” he sneered. ‘‘Yuh
didn’t buy it there. But there're other
places. My man lost yuh after that.
Well, Cap,” he grinned heavily at La-
mont.

““There’'s vour ease.”

Starogin thrust forward, face pale
and drawn. ‘‘All right,” he said dully.
““It’'s no use. I'll confess. | did it. |
shot Perozzi because 1 hated him. He
was getting all the glory, and | was just
another in the ranks of the revolution.
Because he yearned for power, he bun-
gled the revolution, brought it on too

soon. He was responsible for the deaths
of brave men, and | killed him. Madame
Anna knows nothing of this. | loved
her, but it was innocent.

‘1 swear it.”’

Then Lamont spoke. “ Sorry, Mr.

Starogin,” he said not unkindly, “ but
your attempt to shield Madame Perozzi
won't work, even if it is in the best tradi-
tion. You could never have dropped the
murder gun on the other side of the hall.
I was watching you. You remained in
your seat until you were searched—1'll
give credit to Waring for that, he knows
how—and then you walked across at the
farther end of the well, under my eye
all the time.

“ No, Starogin, that confession won't
wash, unless, of course, you passed the
gun to Madame Perozzi, and she dropped
it. She had the opportunity.’’

Starogin went deathly pale. He stag-
gered a little. With a convulsive effort
he said, very low: “ Then I retract my
confession. | made it up. It's a pack of
lies.”

Lamont looked at him speculatively:
“ Come now,” he urged, “tell us the
truth. The reason you confessed was
because you thought she did it. Yon had
turned your head when that girl drop-
ped her book, away from Madame Per-
0zzi.”

Starogin was suffering. Globules of

sweat beaded his swarthy, handsome
face. “ No, no! Not Annal!” he cried.
Lamont probed further. “ You deny,

of course, but in your heart you feel
sure. Why?”

TAROGIN thrust his hand over his
head as if to ward off an anticipated
attack.

“ Leave me alonel!” He sounded
strangled. The woman watched him
with eyes that were once more inscru-
table. Only the slow, deep rise and fall
of her bosom showed what was seething
within.

Lamont shot hal'd and brittle words at
him. The velvety softness had com-
pletely disappeared. “ Isn’'t it because
you too heard the faint noise of the
silenced gun close to you?”

“Oh!” Starogin gasped and looked
wildly around. Bodan nodded and
grinned. “ There y'are, Cap.”

Lamont nodded too, as if the case was
now completely closed. His face was
hard and set, seemingly steeled to a most
unpleasant duty. He whipped out his
big forty-four.

“ 1 arrest you,” he said very clearly,
“ Sergeant Nicholas Bodan, alias Bodani,
for the murder of Anton Perozzi.’’ His
gun pointed squarely at the chest of his
burly detective.

Georges Kolya made choking sounds
and fell back in his seat. Stunned silence
filled the lecture hall.

Bodan looked at his superior with fum-
bling, uncertain eyes. ‘‘What the hell, "’
he growled. “ You're kiddin’, Cap.”

“ 1 wish to God | were,” Lamont said
slowly. “ It's a big blot on the Depart-
ment. But there’s no doubt in my mind
about it. You 're another of the Leader’s
men in this country, even as Kolya. You
joined the Police at his command. It
was a strategic place to have a spy. You
were promoted to the Alien Squad just
as anticipated, because of your special
knowledge. Kolya recognized you when
you came in with me. | saw him start
and turn pale. He was not in the plot;
in spite of his so-called patriotism | think
murder was beyond him.

“ The word came for Perozzi to be
killed,” Lamont went on remorselessly.
“You were chosen. You wanted him to
die publicly. You wanted to throw sus-
picion on others. Knowing of the affair
between Starogin and Madame Anna,
knowing of Benedict's personal motives,
you decided on a place where all would
be congregated. The opening lecture of
the season was obviously the proper oc-
casion. But how could you get in?

“You solved that very prettily. You
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sent the threatening note. That meant
a police guard for the proposed victim.
You were sure you'd be included because
of your special knowledge of your coun-
trymen. Once again you guessed right.

“You sat behind the people you in-
tended to denounce for the crime. You
planted deft seeds of suspicion in my
mind. You even warned me to watch
Kolya. There again you were clever. It
would keep my attention focussed, and
at the same time would furnish a com-
plete alibi for your co-worker.”

The hush deepened as Lamont ticked
off his points. “ 1’'m not positive—but
I think Waring will remember that it
was something you said that made him
leave Madame Perozzi alone. You
watched her walk through the second
row of seats and you dropped the gun
there while pretending to search the stu-
dents along the center aisle. Then, when
the second search commenced, you
shifted to the end, and left Donegan to

Sensationally
Different!
BRAND
NEW!

make the discovery.
Bodani.”

The accused detective had been stand-
ing, hands limp at his sides, as the damn-
ing voice went on. Now he cursed sud-
denly, savagely, in a strange foreign
tongue. His big hand dived for his
holster. Madame Anna screamed, Blake
jumped for him, yelling: “ Look out,
Chief!”

“ Drop it,” Lamont whiplashed, gun
snouting in front of him.

But the man was beyond hearing. His
face was that of a trapped animal, vici-
ous, snarling.

His service revolver came lunging up-
ward.

Not until then did Lamont shoot. The
thunder filled the room. Bodan groaned
and went down in a heap.

The captain looked at the fallen man
with something of relief in his eyes.

“ It's better this way,” he said very
low. “ Better for the Department.”

The game’s up,

NOW
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5 HORROR-PACKED NOVELETTES

LISTEN TO THE DEVIL'S DRUMS....
High in the gloomy hills of eastern

by HENRY TREAT SPERRY

ennsylvania, John Van Dorn and lovely Anne Lenhardt watched

terror incarnate before their eyes— until a stiver bullet put an end to a THING from out of the molten

bowels of Purgatory!

HAUNT ME NO MORE ciiiiiiiiiiiiii e

LOUIS QUINN

W hat inexplicable inhuman power could change Sounder's peace-loving buddy into a mad killer thirsting
for the life of a man HE NEVER SAW BEFORE!

QUEEN OF THE BLOOD BRIGADE............ee.

........................... by JAMES F. HENDERSON

Reason faded and loathsome evil grimaced as | heard that sweet voice pronounce upon me the sentence

of sudden horrid doom.
perched on Hell's own Judgment Seat!

LUCIFER'S BRIDE wuuuiiiiiiiiiiiiiieeeeeeeeeeeas

The voice of the woman | adored . .

. the Queen of the Blood Brigade!,

........................................... by ALAN HYDE

Beautiful Claire Crate was hopelessly trapped in the gaping maw of that cauldron of the damned by a
lust-mad Satan who made her his Bride of the Flames!

MURDER IS A MERRY MAID ccoiiiiiiiiiieienes

..................................... by WAYNE ROGERS

In the twisted brain of a hell-spawned Moloch was born the scheme to change pretty girl swimming
champions into vicious mermaids made for murder!

5 SPINE-TINGLING EERIE SHORT STORIES

HEADS, | LOSE tiiiiiiiiiit i e

A mad monster feasts his eyes on the white body of a lovely girl . .

MURDER!

TERROR WEARS A LEOPARD SKIN ccceeeen oois
In the dark prison of his bridal bed, Dal Warrnow fought for sanity . .

.................................. by HARVEY X4CKSON

. and plaits a strange unnatural

............ by LESLIE B. LUECK

. for he felt the burning kisses

of his bride change to the moist caress of a mewing jungle-cat, and every lustful curve of her body filled

his soul with Horror!

RING OUT! YE BELLS OF HELL .eevviiiiiiiiiinnnns

.......................... by JONATHAN SCRIVENER

Dead men stirred in their new made graves, and the mad gods laughed at the sight they saw as the Bells

of Hell pealed out an awful hymn of hate!

CREEP SHADOW

y JOHN LESLIE

Prisoners in the House of Pain, John Carter and Joan Leigh could accept the hospitality of a Samaritan

from the pit of Limbo ...

TRYST WITH THE UNKNOWN ...t

James Hillman came back from Hell itself to lead a squealer down the grisly path of death . . .

or terrors of a dreadful bubbling death!
............................ by WYATT BLASSINGAME

BUT

THERE WAS NO RECORD OF HIS PASSAGE!



WAS about halfway up the hill on
my way to the Blaisdell Place when
| first saw it and | don't believe |
woidd have noticed anything if it
hadn’t been for the sudden feeling I had
about something being very wrong.
That's not a very good description. It
was more a feeling that danger was close,
very close.

The rain was beating directly into my
face and | had my coat collar pulled up
and my hat pulled down, and because of
this and the storm, | don’'t believe I
could see more than ten feet ahead.

And so | almost passed by the body.

It looked like a log lying alongside the
road.

I was almost passed before 1 saw
clearly and then there was no mistake
possible. It was a body and a girl's
body at that.

And then | thought | saw the killer.

| heard a rustle, so faint that if |
hadn't been tensed | would have missed
the sound. 1 looked up and saw a shape
fade into the dark but the shape bore
no resemblance to anything human. It
was more like a black cloud and looked
as wide as it did high. It wasn't imagi-
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nation because | could hear brush crackle
as the thing went through bushes that
lined the road.

I didn't take time to unbutton my
coat. | just ripped the front open and
grabbed for my gun, but when 1 got it
| realized there was nothing to shoot at.
I couldn’t just blaze away into the dark-
ness with any hope of hitting anything
and | had nothing but instinct to tell
me | 'd seen the killer.

And a private detective can’t shoot
blindly with only instinct to guide him.
The gun might be pointed in the wrong
direction.

| felt better with it in my hand, I'll
admit that. | had thought 1'd left nerves
behind when 1'd opened my agency but
I knew better right then. 1 still had
them and plenty of them. | knelt down
by the girl and found | couldn’t see any
better that way and tried to light
matches.

The first two just fizzled out in the
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I’'ve seen people shot.

I've

seen people cut with knives and razors.
Yve seen people taken out of wrecked
cars— people that looked like raw meat. But the way this girl’s body looked
was a new one on me . . .

rain but the third one lit.

For a second | felt sick. Very sick.
The girl was facing toward me and her
throat was torn and hanging open and
blood was still spouting from the big
artery there. Even in the few seconds
the match flickered I could see this flow
grow weaker and almost stop.

I just knelt there and shivered and
it wasn't from the wind and the rain.
If it had been broad daylight | don't be-
lieve it would have hit me as hard, but
at that, | don't know. |’'ve seen people
shot. |'ve seen people cut with knives
and razors. |'ve seen people taken out
of wrecked cars; people that looked like
raw meat. But this girl's throat was
TORN. Just ripped open as though by

a giant hand.

It couldn’t have been more than a few
seconds | knelt there but it seemed like
hours. It took actual will power to get
to my feet. | knew | couldn’t do any-
thing for the girl; knew she was dead;
knew that | must go on to the Blaisdell
Place and telephone. Yet 1 couldn’t
seem to stand. The sense of danger and
of the kind of danger | couldn’t fight
was so intense and oppressive it seemed
to hold me there on my knees. In those
few short seconds | thought of all I'd
ever heard and read of were-wolves and
vampires and that sort of thing. And
during those seconds | believed it.

I had the proof before me.

When 1| finally got to my feet I went
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up that road with my gun in my hand
and cocked and once | almost turned it
loose at a stump that seemed to jump at
me.

And me with no nerves.

crown of the hill; trees and over-
grown shrubbery hemming it closely. So
closely in fact that tree limbs rubbed the
upper story, though 1 found this out
later. | rounded a turn in the road and
found it looming above and in front of
me, a big square affair and built in a
particularly ugly manner. A wide porch
went around both front and sides and
pillars from this upheld a balcony of
equal size. The windows in both the
lower and upper floors were small and
set at even distances from each other and
every window showed light. The same
kind of light; dim and disheartening.

I went up the steps to the porch and
knocked once before | found there was

THE Blaisdell Place sat right on the

a bell. One of the old-fashioned chain-
pull kind. | yanked this and heard a
dismal clatter from inside and then

waited for at least two minutes before
the porch light was turned on. And then
| waited some more. | could hear talk-
ing inside, but very faintly. 1 was
chilled through and through, partly from
rain and partly, I'll confess, from fright
and this didn’'t help things a bit. |
yanked again on the chain and really did
a job of it.

The door opened enough to let me see
it was held by a chain. Then a voice, an
old and tired voice, quavered:

“Who is it?”

“ William Kelsey,” | said. “ Are you
Mr. Blaisdell?”

He didn’'t answer. | could hear more
muffled talk and then a younger,
stronger voice asked: “ What's the gun
for?”

For the first time | realized the pic-
ture | must have made. A wet and but-
tonless coat, whipped around me by the
wind. A cocked revolver in my hand. |
said:

“ Never mind about that now. Let me
in.”

There was more talk and then the first

man said: “ How do we know you're
Kelsey?”
| said: “ Listen, if you're Blaisdell.

You sent for me and I'm here. If you
want me to stay, open that door and do

it now. There's something happened
down the road.”

“ What's happened?” he asked.

I didn’'t think the particular kind of
murder 1'd just seen was anything to be
discussed through a half-opened door
and lost my temper. | said:

“ Listen, mister! There's a dead girl
lying along the road, part-way down the
hill. | want to phone the police. Are
you going to let me in or do | kick in a
window?”

I got in. They unhooked the door and
held it just far enough open for me to
slip in. 1 did. And then looked at what
had let me in.

An old man and two young men. The
old one dressed in a shabby old dressing-
gown that, poor as | am, |'d have thrown
away rather than wear. The two young
ones wearing dinner clothes and looking
as though they were just off a hotel
dance floor. The old man said:

“1'm Wilbur Blaisdell.” He pointed
at the dark young man and said: “ This
is my son, Paul.” Then at the blonde
one. “ This is Richard Towers.”

I shook hands all around; decided |
didn’t like either Blaisdell or his son or
young Towers, and then asked for the
phone. They showed me an old-fash-
ioned rig that had to be cranked, then
crowded around asking questions while
I took half an hour making a dumb op-
erator understand | wanted to talk to
State Police Headquarters.

And during this time | didn't answer
any of the questions.

I finally got Headquarters and the
Sergeant in charge and told him who |
was and what |'d found. He said he'd
be right out. | found he knew where the
place was and then | said:

“You'll have to walk up from the bot-
tom of the hill. A car can't make it.
Mine is stuck right where the road turns
up the hill. "’

He said he understood and | hung up.
The phone was in the hall and there was
a cold draft blowing and | was chilled
to the bone. And 1 wanted to find out
why Blaisdell had sent for me. | said:

“ D'ya suppose you could scare me up
a drink? | need it.”

He nodded.

| said: “ And while | get dried out
you can tell me why you wanted me."’

He nodded again and led the way into
a room across the hall from the phone.
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ILE lie did this I got the impres-
sion that neither his son or this

box, telling him he’d be killed by having
his throat torn open. | asked:

young Towers wanted me to be alone“ Was this signed?”

with the old man. And the fact that
they'd hung around while | telephoned
backed this up.

The room he led me into was furnished
like a library. Or had been, rather.
There were few books and these few
looked mildewed. The walls were pan-
eled and in two places on one side and
one on the other the panels had cracked
and fallen away and showed exposed
joists. There was a draft from these.
I was to find out after that the entire
house was that way. All fallen apart
and all drafty.

There was a fireplace and a good fire
burning. And old Blaisdell produced a
bottle of very old and very good Scotch.
We sat in front of the fireplace and I
poured a drink and offered him the bot-
tle and he said:

“Oh no. | never do.”

| said: “1 do when I'm as cold as I
am now. For that matter, any time |
feel like it.”

I wanted to find out whether he was
against liquor. Just curiosity. | did.
He waved his hand and said “ It’s all
right if it’s not abused. 1| tell my son
that but he ignores me.”

Then | said: “ D 'ya suppose somebody
could go down to my car and get my
bag? | wasn’t sure this was the right
place and | left it there.”

This got a rise. He said: “ My God,
no! Do you think anyone in this house
would leave it after dark?”

| asked: “ Why shouldn’t they?” and
he waved his hand and stammered out:
“ There's something outside after dark.
We've all seen it.” He leaned closer to
me and almost whispered ‘' How was this
girl killed?”

“ Her throat was all torn out.”

He took a drink then. | poured it
down his throat. He put both hands
over his heart and pitched to the floor
from his chair and | picked him up and
held him so his head would be lower than
his knees and slapped his face until he
came out of the faint. Then | poured
a good stiff drink and held his jaws open
and poured it down him. He sputtered
and gagged but he swallowed it.

Then we talked, but | didn't learn
anything that helped me. He said he'd
had a warning letter dropped in his mail

lie said: “ No.”

The way he said it made me sure he
was lying. He proved this for sure when
he told me he'd destroyed the letter.
| asked “ Was anyone else in the house
threatened ?"’

He said: “ No,” again.

| said: ‘' Then have | got this straight ?
You want me to protect you against
someone who means to just tear you to
pieces? That right? And all of you
have seen something hanging around
outside and are afraid to leave the house
after dark?”

He leaned over and whispered:
“ Something or someone. That's the ter-
rible thing about this.”

I could remember how | felt when |
saw the shadow by the body, but now
that 1 was in front of a fire and had a
couple of drinks inside me, I didn’t feel
the same way. |1°'d lost most of my fear
and was more than a little ashamed of
the panicky way |'d came to the house.
Blaisdell saw how I felt and said:

“ Wait until you've seen it.”

| said: “ | have.”

I told him how it had happened and
he kept nodding his head and then told
me |'d seen the same thing everyone else
had .... just a shadow and a shadow
that didn't look human. And the more
we talked about this, the more distinctly
the feeling of something that was dan-
gerous came back to me.

More to break this feeling than any-
thing else | suggested | meet the other
people in the house. Blaisdell had of-
fered to borrow me some clothing from
young Towers, as he was more my size
than either of the Blaisdells, and he
wanted me to see his bedroom and get a
line on the house itself. | had agreed to
sleep in the same room with him.

So we left the library and started
toward the back of the house.

LAISDELL had turned and was
B closing the library door and | just
happened to glance down the hall. It
ran the length of the house and we were
right at the front, so there was probably
seventy or eighty feet separating us
from the back door. And | swear | saw
the same dim shape that had been hover-
ing over the body in the road.
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| grabbed for my gun and must have
made some noise as | did because Blais-
dell turned and said:

“What!”

He saw my hand come from under my
coat and went to the floor.

And right when he did, this shape,
whatever it was, went out the back door
and a .45 slug from my gun went into
the wall right above it.

1'd had almost all the squeeze off the
trigger when | remembered | couldn’t
take any chances on killing a possibly
innocent person ... or thing. | thought
I knew in my own mind; thought | knew
I wouldn't be killing an innocent per-
son . . . but the law wouldn’'t and | had
no proof.

So | tipped the barrel up just as |
shot.

The shot brought everyone in the
house into the hall and to Blaisdell and
myself, but | was too busy trying to
bring Blaisdell out of his faint to see
who was there and who wasn’t. It took
me ten minutes and for a while | thought
he was gone. He came around finally
and | carried him into the library and
hauled a couch around so he would be
in front of the heat.

And then sized up the rest of the
people.

Young Towers did the introducing.
The first was Blaisdell’s daughter Mary.
She was small, dark like her brother.
Outside of that there was no resem-
blance. Her brother had a sullen, ugly
look; she was open and friendly. Or
would have been if it wasn't for the
fright she carried so plainly and bravely.

There was a tall dark man named
Wyatt. Towers introduced him as
Blaisdell’'s lawyer. Not a bad looking
man and the only one in the crowd who
didn't act scared to death.

An old man name Corliss, who was the
butler, and a colored boy named Jonas
made up the rest of it. Jonas was the
chauffeur. A kid about twenty, maybe
twenty-one, and so frightened he was
almost a shady white. So frightened
that he couldn’t talk but could only chat-
ter his teeth like a rattle. The butler
was almost as bad but was trying not to
show it. The butler also did the cook-
ing ; | gathered most of the meals came
from tin cans.

| asked them all if they'd seen any-
thing and none of them had. 1 told them

what | had seen and young Towers said:

“ Well, that ties it. As long as it was
outside | felt fairly safe. Now |I'm leav-
ing.” He turned to the girl and said:
“ Mary, we're leaving in the morning.
We'll all stay up tonight and all stay
together. Just for protection.”

And this mind you before they knew
just how the girl had been killed. Only
old Blaisdell and | knew that.

Of course they all knew about the
warning he’'d had.

| said: “ Just a minute, Towers. The
State Police will be here very shortly
and | doubt if anyone leaves for a while.
How long should it take them to get
here?”

He said: “ Probably an hour . . .
maybe an hour and a half because of
this weather. Why wbn't they let us
leave?”

“ They're going to want to know who
killed the girl down the road.”

“ The thing did,” he said. “ We were
all together, here in the house.”

“ Of course you'll have to prove that.
Do you mean you were all in one room
together?”

He hesitated and | told him-. “ Now
before you start to make any alibi about
it, let me give you a bit of advice. If
you lie, and the police prove it, it's not
going to be very good. Of course that
applies to all of you as well as Mr.
Towers.”’

Wyatt, the lawyer, nodded and said
that was right. The rest of them started
to tell me where they were and all about
it and | stopped them and told them to
save it for the police.

Wyatt again agreed this was right.

The old man started to feel better
about then and | told him 1'd missed
what 1'd shot at. | didn't tell him 1'd
done this on purpose because it would
have started an argument and | couldn’t
see any reason for one. After all, it
would have been me, Bill Kelsey, that
would have had to explain any Killing
like that to the police.

And loose shooting is always hard to
explain.

E 'D gotten this far when the State
men got there. A Sergeant named
Barnes and two troopers named Olson
and Moynahan. And did those blue uni-
forms look good. | took the Sergeant
to one side and told him who | was and
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he said lie had heard of me. We got
along all right from the start. He even
said ho was glad | was there, and that
from a State Policeman to an Agency
cop, means something.

| told him what 1'd learned, or rather
what | hadn't learned, since finding the
body, and he wanted to know if the man
1'd shot at was the same one 1'd seen
close to the body. It was dark in the
road and very dim in the hall and | told
him | was fairly sure but would hate
to have to testify to it under oath. He
grunted at this and asked:

“ What do you think killed the girl ?”

I said: “ I know what killed her. Her
throat was torn out. | saw it.”

He said: “ So did I. The Coroner and
his helper are there now. | didn't mean
that. What do you think tore it?”

That was what had been puzzling me
ever since |'d seen that gaping wound.
| said: “ I've been around quite a lot,
Barnes, and it's new to me. It was
ripped, as though by a dog’s teeth.”

“You're wrong there, Kelsey. It was
tom, not mangled.”

“ Maybe the Coroner will
idea.”

He said : ‘‘He’s the local undertaker.
He never had an idea in his life.”

So that was that. He tried to find
whether everybody had been in the
house all evening and they all said they
had been. 1 think he believed them,
thinking they were all too scared to
venture outside. None of them had any
pretense of an alibi . . . the three that
had let me in the house could have hur-
ried up the hill and got there before me.
And all had been separated before | got
to the house; my ringing of the bell
brought the three men 1'd first met to-
gether. Wyatt, the lawyer, had no more
of an alibi than the others.

Barnes, the Sergeant, let this line go
finally, and .went away, leaving the two
troopers guarding the house. He also
left orders that no one was to leave.

By this time it was late. It was around
seven when 1'd came to the house and
by this time it was almost two. Just be-
fore | went upstairs with old Mr. Blais-
dell 1 looked around and told each of the
troopers what to expect, that is, if they
should by chance see anything.

I wouldn’t want any man to see what
1'd seen without a word of warning.

Blaidsdell's bedroom was in just as

have an

bad shape as the rest of the house; tat-
tered wall paper and rickety furniture
and a rug that was worn so thin the bare
boards showed through in spots. There
were two beds, however, and | was so
tired | wouldn’t have cared if mine had
been in the barn. 1 took off my coat and
gun harness and put my gun under my
pillow and then went to the window and
started to raise it. He'd been watching
me. He said:

“ My God, no! Leave it closed.”

I said: “ 1 want fresh air when I
sleep. What could come in through
there?”

He said: “ Look!”

| opened the window and looked out.
The balcony that circled the house was
about ten feet wide and the trees stood
so close that some of the limbs overhung
the balcony. He said:

“ The thing could climb one of the
trees and crawl out on a limb and drop
to the balcony.”

| said: “ Nerts! [1'll split the differ-
ence and let the window down a little
way from the top.”

He didn’t like it but | explained no
one could crawl in through a five inch
opening at the top of a window and do
it without waking me and finally con-
vinced him this was truth. Then | went
to bed and must have gone to sleep in-
side of a minute.

I didn't sleep long.

Sometimes, when you're startled out
of sleep it’s impossible to tell what did
it, but in this case there was no chance
for a mistake. It was a gun-shot and |
could hear echoes of it racketing through
the halls. | came out of bed with my
gun in my hand and said:

“ Blaisdell! You all right?”

He said: “ Yes!” in such a quavering
way it took half a minute, it seemed
like, to get the sound out.

I was half-way through the door by

then. He cried out:

“ Kelsey! Don't leave me!”

| said: “ Come along then. There’s
trouble.”

He came along. He was afraid not.
to.

WENT down the stairs and into the
front hall and saw the two troopers
by the back door. One of them on the
floor and the other bending over him.
And before I got to them | knew what
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I was going to see and had braced my-
self for it.

The man on the floor, Moynahan, had
his throat ripped open the same way the
girl had . . . just wide open. He was
still conscious and was trying to talk,
but the part of the throat he used to talk
with just wasn't there. Blood was
streaming from this throat in regular
spurts and air was whistling through
his windpipe. His eyes were wide open
and had the most agonized look | ever
hope to see. Or rather, hope not to
see.

His partner, Olson, and Blaisdell and
I watched him die, and it didn’'t take
long. Then I said to Olson:

“ Was it you that shot?”

He still held his gun in his hand.

He said: “ Yeah! But | don't know

what at.”

“ What did you see?”

He said: “ | heard a little noise back
here. | was by the front door and Jim

was back here. | looked around and
saw Jim on the floor and something big
and black bending over him. | shot,
but he was out the back door by then.”

“You didn’t hit, then?”

“1 don't think so. It was like a big
bat. Not like a man.” He looked be-
hind him then and whispered: *“ Listen,
Kelsey, | don't think it was a man.”’

| looked at the back door and it was
unlocked but closed. Olson saw me do
this and said: “ I closed it myself. The
wind was blowing rain in on Jim."’

I must have looked as though this
wasn't the proper thing to have done be-
cause he said, very apologetically: “ Jim
was lying here. 1 didn't spoil any
prints.”’

By this time the rest of the people
in the house were down in the hall and
we covered the dead trooper with his
own overcoat. Then | found that Ser-
geant Barnes was quartered at troop
headquarters and spent another half
hour getting him on the line. | told
him what had happened and said:

“ Listen, Sergeant, when you come
out see if you can bring out a watchdog
that will really watch. If you can't
find a mean one, maybe one that will
bark might help.”

He said he'd be out as soon as he
could make it and would bring the troop
mascot. Just before he rang off he
added:

“ And don’'t worry about the dog.
He'll bite.”

Nobody went back to bed. It would
have been a waste of time because no
one would have slept. We all sat in the
library, the trooper Olson with us, and
he kept liis gun lying on his knee and
his hand on it.

I never want to put in such a night
again in my life but, at that, I guess the
following night was worse. It’s just a
question of whether worrying about a
thing happening and having it happen
is the worse.

The Sergeant got out about seven and
he brought the biggest dog | 've ever seen
with him. Partly Great Dane and
partly Airedale. It was bigger than
most men. He left it in his car and came
in and said:

“ The Coroner will be here about nine.
Where's Moynahan?”

We showed him Moynahan and he
stood there, after we'd pulled the coat
back, for what must have been five min-
utes. But all he said was:

“Jim and | had been working to-
gether for almost three years.”

I believe it hit him harder than it
did Olson because he felt himself more
or less responsible. It was no fault of
his, though.

After the Coroner came we were all
busy, too busy to pay much attention
to what the family and Towers and
Wyatt were doing. So it must have been
an hour or more before we knew Towers
and the girl had made a sneak. Barnes
got on the phone and told his head-
quarters to pick them up and they were
back just about the time he was ready to
begin asking questions. They came in
with a trooper and young Towers was
complaining about being picked up on
the highway like a common criminal and
all that, but Barnes cut him off with:

“1 told you to stay here so you've
got no kick coming.”

After Bames had seen his trooper
stretched out on the floor like that he
was in no mood for fooling and Tow-
ers saw that and shut up.

HE questioning got just nowhere at
Tall. We found that Blaisdell had
Wyatt up there because of transferring
some property he owned and that ex-
plained him. It didn't clear him with
me; he was a big man and could have
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been the shape |'d seen. Young Towers
was the girl’s fiance and that took care
of him. The boy, in the same fashion,
only he was home because he’d spent his
allowance and would rather live at home
until he got more money. Everyone
had a reason for being there. The dead
girl had been the maid, but had left her
job and started to walk to where she
could catch the bus to town. That ex-
plained her.

Barnes tried another tack. Blaisdell
had told him about the warning letter
and abottt having destroyed it and |
c-oitld see Barnes didn’t believe this any
more than | did. He asked the old man
if he had any enemies and the old man
told him he had lots of them; that he'd
ran a loan company and had been
threatened by people he'd foreclosed
mortgages on. He and a man named
Young had been partners in this.
Barnes asked:

“ Did you and Young have any trou-
ble?”

Blaisdell said: “ We broke up the busi-
ness because of trouble. But Young is
dead, so he could have nothing to do
with it.”

Barnes said: “ Did Young leave any
family that could make trouble?” and
Blaisdell said: “ Only a boy that's crip-
pled. It couldn’t be that.”

This wasn’'t much but it was the best
lead he'd dug up, so Barnes found
Young had lived in Hamilton, only fifty
miles away, and telephoned the State
Policeman nearest there to make in-
quiries about this Young family.

He also set a State investigator after
Blaisdell's past history but put this call
in while Blaisdell couldn’t hear him. 1
suggested he check on the lawyer,
Wyatt, also.

The Young business came to nothing;
the trooper called in from Hamilton
said Young had died the month before
and the boy was huge but hopelessly de-
formed. The boy had disappeared the
day after his father’s death and prob-
ably had died in the swamp a mile from
the house. But the body hadn’'t been
found and | didn’t forget it.

Barnes was stumped and didn’'t like
it. He knew Blaisdell wasn't telling him
all he knew but he couldn’t do anything
about it. Blaisdell had been in some
shady deals but had got clear with them
because of Wyatt's advice. There was

nothing definite on either of them but
there was a decided odor.

Nothing happened the rest of the af-
ternoon except that young Paul Blais-
dell was caught at the front steps. He
said he wanted to get away before dark
and | don't know that I much blamed
him.

He probably had a hunch.
sometimes do.

Wc went to bed that night with four
troopers instead of two on guard. And
with the big dog roaming around out-
side. And one of the. troopers and my-
self made the rounds of the house and
saw that even- window and door was
fastened and locked. Blaisdell was in
bad shape from nerves but slept all
right until about three. Then he said:

“KELSEY!”

I was nervous myself or | wouldn't
have heard him. He didn't more than

People

whisper. | whispered back:
“Yes!” and then heard the same
thing.

The big dog was barking and growling
at the same time. He sounded as
though he couldn’t make up his mind
which to do. He was right outside the
back door, from the sound. 1 put on
my trousers and gun and went to the
head of the stairs and listened and
could hear one of the troopers moving
around in the hall. | knew they were
on watch and went back in the bedroom
with Blaisdell.

The dog had made up his mind. He
was growling. With the window open
as it was we could hear him distinctly.

And then we heard the growl change
into sort of a strangled yelp and then
heard the back door slam open and one
of the troopers shout:

* Stop! Stop, you—!”

Then a shot, and from the roar it
made, a shot from a service gun.

| forgot about Blaisdell and went
down the stairs so fast | don’t believe
I touched more than three of them on
the way down. The back door was
standing open and two of the troopers
were still in the hall and running to-
ward it. | joined them.

Olson, the same trooper that had been
on guard the night before, was stand-
ing peering into the darkness. He was
holding his gun cocked and poised.
The other three were asking him ques-
tions but | didn't bother.
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HE dog was lying on the ground and

Ms throat was tom the same way the
girl’'s and Moynahan’s had been. And
this dog was a trained police animal and
weighed at least three hundred and
sixty pounds. It looked as though the
killer had just thrown him in a heap
after ripping his throat out.

Olson was jabbering so incoherently it
was all I could do to understand him but
I finally made out what he meant. He
had heard the dog and he and his part-
ner had crouched close to the hall wall,
in case the killer should get inside.
When he heard the dog yelp he rushed
outside, too late to save the dog but in
time to get a snap shot at the killer.

He didn’t know whether he’d hit him
or not so I knew he hadn't. Anytime
you shoot and hit what you shoot at,
there's a certain sense that calls HIT.
He was probably so excited he didn't
take time to aim. Then | remembered
Blaisdell had been left alone so | hur-
ried back into the house and upstairs.

Blaisdell was all right except for
fright. | forced him to take a drink of
whiskey and quieted him down and then
said:

“1'm going to see that everyone is
all right.”

Barnes’ last order had been for every-
one to keep in their rooms, no matter
what happened, and | thought it would
be only kindness to tell them everything

was safe. But | took Blaisdell with
me ... | had to. He wouldn’t let me
leave him.

Olson, the trooper, was outside in the
hall. He took me to the side and said:
“What in God’s name is it? Nothing
human could do a thing like that.”

| said: “ Don’t get off the track. At
your age, you should know there isn't
anything that can’'t be explained in a
natural way. Stick here and watch the
hall.”

He said he'd do this and looked as
though he felt a bit better.

I knocked on the girl's room and
said: “ Are you all right, Miss Blais-
dell?”

She said: “ Perfectly.
pened?”

I didn't want to tell her about the
dog at that time of night. | said:
“ One of the troopers shot at a shadow.
Good night.”

I would have given a lot to know

What's hap-

what he had shot at but | didn't say it.
By that time, Wyatt seemed the logi-
cal suspect to me; at least he didn't be-
long to the family. | saw the butler and
the chauffeur peering out from their
doors, clear at the end of the hall, and
called to them to go back inside their
rooms and keep their door's closed.

All that was left was the boy Paul,
Towers, and Wyatt. Paul’s room came
first.

I knocked on the door and he didn't
answer. ... | tried it again and louder,
though 1 knew the racket downstairs
would have kept anyone from sleep.
Then | tried the knob and found it
locked.

There was only one thing to do. |
backed to the wall across from the door
and smashed into it with my shoulder
as hard as | could. It took three of
these but it opened. And remember,
Blaisdell was with me. As the door
came open | got a look at the bed and
stopped him at the door. | said:

“You're going back and stay in your
daughter’s room. "’

He started to argue but | took his
arm and led him to her room and
knocked and told her to keep him inside.
Then 1 called Olson and we went in the
boy’s room.

He had no throat, either. 1 didn't
look at him any more than | could help,
and probably for that reason, first no-
ticed the odor in the room. The smell
of the blood was sickening and strong
but this stench cut through it. | asked
the trooper if he noticed it and he said:

“ Smells like an animal.”

It was a sickening, dirty smell.
clean.

| kept the trooper with me and we
went to Wyatt's room. | thought |
might need the trooper. | knocked on
the door and heard something moving
inside and called:

“ Wyatt! Wyatt! Open up.”

He didn’'t. Then, all of a sudden, 1
knew that Wyatt wasn't making the
noise, and that he wasn’t the thing,
whatever it was.

Un-

SMASHED into the door as hard as
I I could and it broke on the first lunge.
1'd hit it so hard | went half into the
room before | could stop myself. |
couldn’t see the killer but | could smell
him, rank, unclean.
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I was clawing for my gun when | felt
him. He brushed me and in that same
second took me by the shoulder.

I carry my gun under by left armpit,
like most right handed men do. | had
loosened the harness when 1'd gone to
bed, but hadn’'t taken it off, and this
probably saved my shoulder.

It was as though a giant talon had
gripped me there but the stiff leather in
the gun holster prevented the claws
from going too deep. Of course this
locked the gun in the scabbard and all
| could do was try and wrench clear. |
twisted and managed to turn just far
enough to see the trooper, standing in
the doorway and holding his gun ready
to shoot. Then the Killer just turned
me away from the door, as though 1'd
been a child, and |'m bigger than the
average man.

He lifted me clear of the ‘floor and
threw me in a corner clear across the
length of the room, and | landed all
doubled up. | straightened and got my
gun clear but the shock of the fall had
slowed my action too much for me to
use it. | saw a dim shape hurtle to-
ward the window, saw the light from the
window blotted out.

And then Olson, the trooper, shot.
Twice, as fast as he could pull trigger.

I got to my feet and got to the win-
dow the same time the trooper did . . .
and saw nothing. Heard nothing. But
we could both smell that rank odor hang-
ing in the air.

We turned on the room light and saw
a variation of what we both expected to
see.

Wyatt was lying on top of disordered
bed-clothes. He was wearing a suit of
vivid blue pajamas but the top had
been ripped off. One side of his body,
right below the ribs, had been ripped out
in the same way the Killer had ripped
throats before. Another victim instead
of my logical suspects.

The shock 1'd had and seeing this was
too much. | imagine the smell of the
killer didn't help me, either. | was sick,
just deathly sick, right then and there.
| stayed in the room and sent the trooper
downstairs for a flashlight, and when he
came back with it, we started to see if we
could follow the Killer.

At first | thought the trooper had
missed with his two shots and then |
wasn’t sure. We found two or three

little splashes of blood. And then I
thought of the blood that must be hang-
ing to the killer’'s claw and decided it
might mean something and might not.
Where he had gripped my shoulder was
blood-spotted and my shoulder itself was
just a solid ache.

Then we found something that puzzled
us all the more. There was a small pool
of rain-water in a depression on the bal-
cony floor and apparently the killer had
stepped in this. There were tracks lead-
ing away but the tracks were huge and
shapeless . . . just big blotches leading
away from the pool. But these died
away before we could follow' them ten
feet. The trooper said:

“ What makes tracks like thatl”

I said: “ I wish | knew."”’

By this time we’'d followed the tracks
almost to Tower’s window.

The trooper said: “ You know ... |
...ugh . ..it'll take a silver bullet to
kill it.”’

| said: ‘*Don’t go screwy on me.
thing’s human.”

He said: “ People don’'t make tracks
like that. Don't tell me.”’

And | was in such a shape | just about
agreed with him.

After we found we couldn’t follow the
tracks any more we WEnt back inside
and | left him on guard in the upper
hall. W e'd searched the balcony and I
mwanted to get to Towers.

With Wyatt dead, and out of the pic-
ture because of it, Towers was the only
one in the house that didn’t belong to
the family. It hardly seemed reason-
able he'd kill his future brother-in-law,
but I couldn’t get away from facts.

The

HE young fellow' was big and strong,

for one thing. The shapeless tracks
we'd followed stopped by his room, for
another. He could have made them and
just stepped inside his room, from the
balcony.

And | didn't forget that | had no way
of knowing whether he'd been in his
room or not, at the time the killer went
for me. Tlis room was beyond Paul's
and Wyatt's.

But then I couldn’t figure motive and
there has to be a reason for murder.
And there was no way of getting over
the fact of the thing we’d all seen; the
box-like figure that had been flitting
around the place.
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“ That's the thing all right. He'd get
those hooks into flesh, then close the
handles and yank at the same time. It
would rip out whatever was fastened to
it.”

Everybody was stooping over looking
at this but Olson. He said, in a hushed
voice:

“ Oh my God!”

I looked up at him and he was staring
over us and the expression on his face
was something | never want to see
matched in the rest of my life. It car-
ried sheer horror.

And then | saw what had caused it.

Not over ten feet away from us, full
in our lights, was the tiling itself. Hu-
man, if 3on could call it so.

Imagine a man weighing at least three
hundred and fifty pounds and built as
square as a box. Imagine a head on top
of this tremendous body that came to al-
most a peak and was no bigger than a
ten year old child’s head would be nor-
mally. A head so small it looked oddly
funny. Like a hooligan hat. And then
the most horrible part of all.. . imagine
this thing having but one arm and
that arm developed to a monstrous size.

This arm was actually as big as one
of the creatures legs. It hung well be-
low his knees. And it terminated in a
hand that more than matched it in size.
| honestly believe if this hand had been
spread flat cfn the bottom of an ordinary
chair it would have covered it.

We just stood staring for a moment
and then | saw Olson had his gun out
and was leveling it at the thing. |
knocked his arm up just as he shot. The
thing turned, started to run, and | raced
after it and tackled it around the knees
and brought it down.

It was no trick. In spite of it's size
it was as weak as a child. 1 held it while
the troopers came up and said to Olson:

“You damn fool! This isn't the
killer. This is Young's crippled boy.
It's an idiot.”

There was no doubt about this last.
The thing just laid there on the ground
and gibbeted at us. And smelled to
high heaven for lack of a bath. 1 told
two of the troopers to take it in the
house and give it something to eat and
then said to Olson and the other:

“ Come on and I'll give you the mur-
derer.”

They still thought the idiot was the

killer and argued with me about it while
| led the way back”into the house and
upstairs. Then | knocked on Towers’
door and told them:

“ Take care now. This guy’s bad.”

He opened the door and this time he
was fully dressed. | said:

“1t's over, Towers. We've got your
pet.”’

“ What d’'ya mean!”

“We've got Young's crippled boy.
What did you do; keep him closed here
where he could scare people? While
you did the killing? Did 3ou figure to
leave him to take the blame after you
were through?”

He kept his face blank, said again he
didn’'t know what | was talking about.

I told Olson: “ Hold him, trooper.
1'll look around.”

Olson did.

It was ridiculously easy to find what I
was after. That is, once | knew what to
search for. | found a heavy cape, black
woolen material . . . and | could see how
the thing could be held out with the arms
and make the bat like impression we'd
seen. How it would make Towers look
square and solid . . . like the idiot boy
looked in the dark.

There were two bath towels, both cov-
ered with mud and dirt, and | pointed
these out to Olson and the other trooper
and said:

“He had these wrapped around his

feet. That's what made the funny look-
ing tracks. "’
But it was in the bath-room that I

found the clincher. Just a little bot-
tle, but when | opened it the same dead
unwashed body smell that had been
around the murdered people came pour-
ing out. | took this back to Towers and
said:

“ Let me make a guess. Some chemist
made it up for you. Your ape man
smelled like this because he didn’t bathe
and you wanted to make the set-up per-
fect. Isn’t that right?"’

E didn’t say anything but he knew
the game was up. He broke away
from Olson, moving like a flash, and
dove for his open window. | was in his
way, but he caught me, just as he'd
done before, and spun me around.
We saw him leave the balcony, head
first going to the ground, and we heard
the solid crunch his body made when it
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hit the gravelled walk below. | got out
to the balcony with my gun, kept it lined
on what | could see of him on the walk,
and shouted back to Olson:

“ Get down below there and get him.
If he moves, I'll shoot. Get down
there.”

The troopers did.
up at me and said:

“ He must've landed on his neck, Mr.
Kelsey. It's broken.”

| said: “ Call Sergeant Barnes then
and tell him we've got his murderer.
Though it's a little late; he’s killed all
the family except the girl, and he was
going to marry her.”

We got motive and proof enough from
the old man’s desk the next morning.
Towers was jammed for money and had
been bleeding old man Blaisdell for it.
He had evidence that Baisdell had
crooked Young, his partner. But the
old man didn’'t pay enough and Towers
decidedtokill him and the son and marry
the girl. Both the son and the old man
had insurance in the girl’s favor.

While we never knew for sure we fig-
ired Wyatt must have been suspicious
of Towers and had probablv said some-
thing to give Towers that idea. And so
was killed. The same explanation was
the only answer to the maid’s death.

Killing the dog was just to add to the
general effect of horror and to throw
added suspicion on the idiot.

As | say, some of this was guess work.

Then Olson peered
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but it all fitted in the general plan.
After he'd married the girl, he'd have
let someone discover the idiot who in all
probability would have been blamed for
everything.

Barnes even checked this; found Tow-
ers had been in Hamilton at the time of
Young's death and that he'd had every
chance to spirit the idiot away and to
the Blaisdell place.

One of the most sickening things
about the deal was when Barnes and |
talked with the idiot. Barnes asked
him what he was doing wandering
around the house at the time we caught
him, and the poor thing patted it’'s mid-
dle and made foolish sounds at us.
Barnes said:

“ It must be able to understand a tit-

It means it's hungry.”

I looked at it and wondered whether
it had been an act of kindness when 1'd
knocked up Olson’s gun. After all, a
thing like that might be better dead.

The Blaisdell girl took the thing in
the right way. It seemed she was only
going to marry Towers because of the
pressure her father was hearing on her.
| saw her six months after that and she
acted as though the whole thing was just
a bad dream.

But me. This happened a year ago
and, right now, when | walk down the
street and see |'m going to meet a one-
armed man | cross over.

And me with no nerves.
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THE CORPSE FROM

Into aspine-
chilling fog
that thing disap-
peared . .. bearing the
body of a girl Alan Hale loved

more than life itself, a dainty, blond little

girl with a very full, kissable mouth

ACE SENTAL glanced from
the reporter to the three men
and said hesitantly, “ Do you
think that anyone else should
be present when
Bill Mardan said, “ | certainly do.”
He put his hand on Hale's shoulder.
“ This boy’s practically kin to me. He's
going to marry my daughter. And |
think it best that we have some fourth
person present, somebody unconnected
with the movement.”
Alan Hale had not spoken since enter-
ing the room and didn't now. He sat

THE SKY

by
FRED DALY

the screams that tore from

her throat seemed to come

a long distance before he
heard them.

slightly away from the others at the edge
of the shadows where he could study the
faces of the three men before him.

These three men represented no co-
hesive political party, but rather a move-
ment to reform the city government. To-
gether they were powerful enough to put
that move across despite the opposition
that was certain to arise. Wace Sental
had recently been elected to the City
Commission, the other two members of
which had held their offices for more
than a decade. He was a small, oily,
handrubbing man who generally man-
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aged to be on the winning side. It was
on his advice that any mention of the
proposed reforms had been kept from
the public.

Kane Parker was the City Engineer.
He was a big, hard-jawed, hook-nosed
man with hard eyes and a high forehead
from which a slight fuzz of blond hair
was pushed backward. Hale figured him
as ruthless, hard, and not afraid of hell
itself.

Bill Mardan was the unusual figure
among them. He was a misfit in politics,
constantly running for some office and
never being elected because he was too
viciously and bitterly honest in express-
ing his opinions. Yet he always had
a great deal of influence with the
electorate. And he always seemed to
have plenty of money. Where it came
from no one knew certainly, not even
Hale and he was engaged to Mardan’s
daughter.

And now, even before the reforms
were made known to the public, the op-
position had appeared. Each man had
received a note telling him to drop the
idea for his own good and that of his
family. They had met to decide on what
to do. Sental had no family. He had
tried to bluff, to appear brave but his
skin looked yellow and more oily than
ever. Hale figured he was afraid and
ready to drop the plan if someone else
would suggest it.

Kane Parker laughed deeply. *“ It’s
some idiot,” he said. “ To hell with
him.”

Mardan was admittedly afraid. *“ It
didn’t sound like anything really human
that was making the threats,” he said.
“ It promised not death, but horror and
evil. And it seemed aimed at my family
more than at me. If anything happened
to my daughter or wife . He swal-
lowed. “ That note gave me a creepy
feeling, as if 1 had touched something
slimy.”

Parker snorted with disgust. “ Sure,
it wasn't exactly human. It was some
crackpot, some guy who ought to be in
an asylum.”’

“But how did he find out what we
were going to do?” Sental asked. He
was rubbing his small hands nervously,
frightened.

Parker said, “ Maybe the nut didn't
know. He made his threat at my boy
DUMf at me, as in your ease.” The

big man nodded at Mardan. “ But he
didn’t say what plan. He just said drop
‘The Plan’. The three of us have been
seen together. W e've met before tonight.
Somebody might have figured out we
were planning something.” He glared
at the other two, said, “ Well, what arc
we going to do?”

AR showed plainly in Bill Mar-
dan’s face, but behind his eyes was
the hard, intense light of determination.
“W e're going ahead,” he said shortly.

Parker snorted, said, “ Good.”

Rubbing his hands Sental took five
minutes to say he agreed despite the
threat. Parker interrupted. * Save that
tripe for the public,’’ he snapped. Then
he turned to Hale, “ You came on your
word not to break this story until we
give you permission.”

For the first time Alan Hale spoke.
He said one word, “ Yes.”

“ Okay. We'll have the details out of
the way in two days. Then you can cut
loose.”’

Mardan turned to the younger man,
said, “ You'll be going over to my place
before long, | expect.’’

A quick grin came on Hale's face. “ I
expect to.”

“ 1 won't be there for awhile. You can
tell Dot and Mother | stayed down at
my office to clear up some details.”

“ Sure.” Hale turned and went out of
the room. ITe was a rather small, but
well made young man with a quick smile,
a quick frown. He was the sort of man
who bought expensive, excellently tail-
ored suits, choosing them with care; and
then forgot to have them pressed.

He was thinking now of what Bill
Mardan had said about the threat. It
had promised not death so much as hor-
ror and evil. And it had threatened
Dorothy rather than Mardan himself. A
chill went down Hale's spine as though
an icy shadow had passed over him. “ If
something happened to Dot " he
said the words half aloud.

He checked at his paper, but there
was nothing for him and he headed his
coupe toward the Mardan apartment on
the South Side.

Dorothy Mardan was slight, almost
dainty, and veiy hlonde. She had a heart
shaped face with wide and level eyes, a
full mouth that was very kissable and
likely to break into a smile. She made it
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pout when she said, “ What's wrong with
you, Alan? You're about as cheerful as
an overturned coffin and you jump every
time the cat goes down the hall. Is some-
body’s husband looking for you with a
shotgun?”’

The quick grin came to Hale's face,
and faded. “ No,” he said. “ No hus-
bands chasing me tonight.”

He had been here nearly an hour, but
he couldn’t forget what Bill Mardan had
said about the letter threatening this
girl. It was absurd to think that any-
thing could happen to her in her own
home. The apartment was five stories
from the ground. The hall door was
locked. She was as safe as though the
National Guard were camped outside.
Probably the threat was a hoax anyway.
But the cold stiffness stayed in Hale’s
spine.

“What is wrong?” she asked again.
“ Dad left here looking like he'd swal-
lowed a ghost. He told me to be sure the
door was locked. | don’t know what'’s
in this apartment that a burglar would
want.”

“ Maybe he’'d want you,” Hale said.
He tried to make his voice light but his
lips were cold and awkward on the
words. He was looking at her, thinking
for the hundredth time that night: “ I
love her. If anything should happen to

her . . .” And unable to finish the
sentence, afraid even to imagine any
more.

The thing happened totally without
warning. A window directly in front of
them crashed like broken thunder. Glass
and window frame splintered, hurled
into the room as though a shell had ex-
ploded against them. And while the
noise of falling glass still struck at his
ears a figure seemed to form out of dark-
ness upon the window sill.

It stood there in the shadows beyond
the pale light of a floorlamp. It was a
creature out of a nightmare. With the
first crash of glass Hale had jerked half
erect, Dorothy had cried out. And after
that they both stood motionless, silent,
sheer horror freezing their bloodvessels
into rigid spikes that held them trans-
fixed.

Hale felt his eyes bulging, aching
against their sockets as he stared at the
thing in the window. It was more ape
than human. The head was too large
and hair covered the face. The lips were

pulled back in an animal smile, showing
pointed white fangs. Small insane eyes
glittered through matted hair. The crea-
ture was no more than three feet tall and
almost as wide in the shoulders. Its feet
were bare but it seemed unconscious of
the glass fragments on the window sill.
It stood there, swaying with gibbering
laughter as it looked across the room at
the girl.

OMEHOW Alan Hale was erect. His

mouth was open as though he were
inside a vacuum, fighting for breath. His
lungs ached and fear had wrenched his
heart from its place. He stumbled, stiff-
legged. His brain was too frozen by
shock and incredulity to think, but in-
stinct pushed him between Dorothy and
the creature.

The thing laughed with horrible soft-
ness. And jumped.

It was more than twelve feet away but
it cleared the distance in a single head-
long dive that was more like flying. Hale
cursed hoarsely, swung at it with all his
strength. His right fist smashed full into
its face without stopping the flowing
laughter. And then the thing struck him,
hurling him backwards. His knees hit a
chair and he crashed over. He heard
more than felt the eracking jar of his
head striking the floor.

There wasn't any pain at first, but he
seemed to lie there a long while before
he knew that he should get up, and when
he tried to move he couldn’t. Through
a dim, hazy darkness he saw the thing
toss Dorothy over its shoulder, saw her
beating at it, her legs kicking. The
screams that tore from her throat seemed
to come a long distance before he heard
them. He saw the thing sidle toward
the window. And then with Dorothy
over its shoulder it leaped out into the
night—and vanished.

Somehow Hale got to his knees. He
was bleeding at the nose from concus-
sion. The room seemed to spin with sick-
ening speed, but he crossed it, crawling.
Bits of glass cut his fingers. And then he
reached the sill and pulled himself up,
head and shoulders hanging over it.

Outside there was gray fog. Street-
lights were almost invisible five stories
below in a sheer drop. There was no fire
escape. He looked upward to fog and
darkness. Nothing else.

Tfce tiling had come out of the night
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as though able to fly. It had taken Dor-
othy—and disappeared.

He heard the door of the room bang
open and turned to see Mrs. Mardan, a
dressing robe over her nightgown, her
gray hair wild around her face. Her
mouth was working, her eyes horribly
distended as she stared at the broken
window, the blood dripping from Hale’s
face and hands. “ What—what hap-
pened? Where's Dorothy?”

Hale stared back at her. His mouth
was open though he didn’t speak. What
could he say? Tell her a monster had
flown out of the night, smashed the win-
dow, carried away her daughter? It
sounded insane even to him.

“ Where is she?” Mrs. Mardan cried.
She stumbled across the room and caught
Hale by the lapels. “ What's happened
to her?”

He tried to explain, gently, forcing
her to a seat on the sofa. But she fought
him off, hysterical. “ 1 knew something
was going to happen!” she screamed.
“1 knew it when Bill got that letter!”
She flung Hale aside and started for the
open window as though to leap through
it, but all at once her knees buckled. She
went down in a faint.

Hale telephoned the family doctor,
told him to come quickly. Then he called
Mr. Mardan’s office. There was no an-
swer.

When the doctor came Hale left. He
couldn’t stay and explain what had hap-
pened. There wasn’'t any explanation
that a sane man would accept. ‘‘1 Ve got
to find Dorothy!” Hale thought. “ I've
got to find her!”

But how? Where could he look? “ I'm
acting crazy,” he told himself. “ I've
got to be calm. 1've got to think.” He
forced himself to stand motionless. He
raised his open hands in front of him,
held them palms-down until his fingers
ceased his nervous twitching.

But how could he track down a thing
that smashed through a fifth story win-
dow, then vanished again through that
same window into dark space. How had
it got away?

“ But I've got to do something,” he
said aloud. “ I'll go mad if | don't. |
can't just sit still.”’ HisJhands clinched
slowly. His mouth was a pale* arid fu-
rious line across his face.

“ It promised to strike at Kane Park-
er's son and at Sental,” he said aloud.

1 Maybe | can be there when it comes.”’

He went by his rooms and pocketed a
small .32 automatic. Soundlessly, monot-
onously he cursed himself for not having
taken it to Dorothy’s earlier. He had
been afraid something would happen,
aware of the cold premonition of danger,
and yet it had seemed so absurd that he
had tried to shrug it off and had gone
without the gun. “ But maybe I'll see
that ape-thing again,” he muttered, and
turned his coupe toward the home of
Kane Parker.

It was a huge apartment house, built
on the top of a sharp hill so that it gave
an impression of tremendous height.
Hale knew that it had four turrets
topped by blue lights, but looking up he
could scarcely see them through the fog.

E apartment where Kane Parker
lived alone with his fourteen year old
son was on the top floor. The elevator
took him up with a sickening rush that
almost left his stomach behind, halted so
swiftly it was a jerk. “ The second door
to the left,” the operator said. “ Mr.
Parker’s not there, but his son is.”

Hale said, “ Thanks,” and went down
the hall. He thumbed the bell and wait-
ed, listening. There was no answer and
he pushed the bell again. His face was
dark now, the eyes narrowed, the nos-
trils pulled wide with his breathing. He
put his ear against the door and when he
rang could hear the bell clearly, but
when he took his thumb from the button
there was only silence.

“ The elevator boy said the kid was
here,” Hale thought. There was a feel-
ing like a tight wire around his chest
that made it difficult to breathe. He tried
the knob and found that the door was
unlocked. He stepped through into dark-
ness, closing the door behind him. His
right hand was on the gun in his pocket.
His left hand groped for the light switch,
found it, cut it on.

It was the sort of living room that a
fairly wealthy, forty year old widower
would have. A door let out on the far
side into a darkened hall. Hale went
down the hall. He didn’'t mean to go
silently, and yet he found that he was
tiptoeing.

Light came from under one of the
doors. He pushed on it and stepped
through into a boy’s bedroom. But Alan
Hale did not see the pennants on the
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walls, the pictures of ships. He was star-
ing with eyes that hurt across the room
to the window. It had been smashed
open, so that glass lay scattered over
half the room.

He was too late. Once more the mon-
ster had called and escaped!

He crossed the room, cursing hoarsely,
continuously, under his breath. Below
the window, pale squares of light marked
lower windows, fading down into the
blurred mist far below him. The sheer
height made him half dizzy. There was
no fire escape here, although there was
one on the next window to the right. But
it was impossible for a human being to
cross from one to the other.

Yet something had come in this win-
dow and carried the boy out!

There was no sound at all before the
thing struck. Something that looked no
bigger than a thread flickered before his
eves. He blinked, thinking that he hadn’t
really seen anything. And then flame
circled his throat. It seemed to lash
through the flesh and into his brain. It
choked him, cut like a knife into his skin.
He was lifted and jerked through the
window by a small wire that circled his
neck!

It seemed to Hale that he swung there
in space for hours, rocking in long
strokes from side to side. His head was
tilted back but the choking was so ter-
rible that his eyes were bulging and he
saw only a red hazy mist that wavered
and danced. And through this mist came
soft hideous laughter—the laughter of
the monster who had carried away Dor-
othy Mardan!

Hale knew that he had the automatic
out of his pocket and was firing. But he
could see only a tortured mist before his
eyes. His left hand clawed at the wire
that held him, tried to grip it and pull
himself up, releasing the pressure from
his throat. But the wire was too small
to grasp. It cut into his hand and his
fingers slipped. A great roaring started
under his skull. His eyes seemed to have
popped from their sockets although he
had dangled in space less than three full
seconds.

The laughter chuckled softly above
him. The pressure vanished from the
wire. Hale went plunging down through
space toward the ground so far below it
was lost in the fog!

He thought he was falling for hours.

He had a sense of turning over and over

in the mist. Thoughts seemed to float
slowly through his brain. “ 1’ll die with-
out pain,” he thought. “ Strike the

ground and be dead. But Dorothy .. .”

His feet struck with a terrific impact
that doubled his knees toward his chin.
His arms flayed out, struck iron and
clung to it. Something was jabbing into
his stomach and he rolled along it. He
had dropped the gun and now with his
right hand he tore at the wire still
around his neck.

Full consciousness came slowly. He
was on the. iron fire escape one floor be-
low the Parker apartment. A group of
white faced men and women stared nut
of the window beside him and one of the
men was pulling him inside. He had
fallen one story, but at the end of a
pendulum-like swing which had carried
him over to the fire escape. He had
struck it feet first, clung to it uncon-
sciously, and rolled over the rail inside.

He stood up, swaying, pulling the loose
wire over his head. His hand and his
neck were bleeding. The men and women
faced him in shocked silence.

“ One of you got a gun?” Hale said.
“ | got to have a gun. Quick!”

HEY did not answer. They stared as
though they believed a madman had
fallen from the sky.

Kane reeled past them. He was in the
kitchen and on the table lay a long carv-
ing knife. He picked it up and half run-
ning, stumbling, went opt of the apart-
ment. No one tried to stop him.

He went up the stairs, reeling, falling,
going on hands and knees. Then he was
on the roof, circling it like a hunting
dog, the knife in his hand. He knew that
this was the only stairway by which the
monster could have reached the ground,
and there would not have been time for
it to get down two flights before Hale
had started back up. He could see sev-
eral flights of each fire escape, and they
were empty.

There was no way the monster could
have left. And yet the roof was empty!

He left the roof and rang for the ele-
vator, asked if the operator had carried
down anything that looked like an ape.
The man stared at him as though he
thought Hale was insane. “ Nobody who
looks like that,” he said. “ Nobody ex-
cept regular tenants and none of them
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in the last ten minutes. | didn’t bring
up anybody and nothing like that could
have got on the stair without being seen
by the guy at the switchboard.”

“Could he have climbed the fire
escapes?’’

“ It ain't likely, without being seen
The fire escapes go right by a lot of
windows. "’

Yet somehow the creature had reached
the roof and vanished again!

Outside the building Hale searched
until he found his automatic. It had
fallen on soft earth and was apparently
uninjured. He thrust it in his pocket,
headed for the drug store on the corner
and a telephone. There was still one
person at whom the threat had been
aimed. If he could get to Wace Sental
in time there would be a chance.

But Sental didn’'t answfer and the
operator in his building said the little
politician hadn’t been home since noon.
Hale called other numbers, but Sental
seemed to have vanished.

There was only one chance now. Per-
haps the ape-bodied creature which had
carried away Dorothy and Parker’s son
would try to contact their parents. That
was the last hope.

Kane Parker was in his office on the
first floor of the City Hall working, al-
though it was nearly midnight. He had
not learned of his son’s disappearance
and as he listened to Hale the man
seemed to change. The iron-hard exte-
rior crumbled. His face got gray. His
mouth twitched pitifully.

“I1t's my fault,” he said, the words
scarcely audible. “ I thought the notes
were a hoax or from some crazy man who
wouldn’'t dare ...” A thin sheen of
tears came in the big man’s eyes. He
turned and stumbled to the French win-
dow, pushed it open and stepped through
into a small court. He stood there,
shoulders quivering, wiping hard at his
eyes with the back of his hand.

“ Whoever did it...” he said huskily.
Hale could see his fists clinch, his body
grow rigid as he fought for control of
himself. He took a cigaret from his
pocket, but the flame of two matches
shook out before he could still his fingers
to light it. Slowly he turned back to
Hale.

“ Do you have any idea, anything to
work on!”

Hale said, “ Not much. But . . .”

The word died on his lips.

Far overhead there was a sound. It
drifted down to them thin and wild and
terrible. 1t grew louder with the ere-
scendoing rush of a siren. It jerked
Hale's gaze upward. And in that death-
long instant he realized what caused the
sound.

A human being was falling from the
sky, screaming as he rushed through
space!

The scream shattered at Hale's ears.
He saw an object hurtle out of darkness
directly overhead, smash down at him.
And in the sickening crush of flesh on
stone the cry ceased. A body had fallen
into the court not thirty feet from where
Kane Parker stood!

Both men stepped toward it— and
stopped. There was scarcely enough left
to recognize. The clothes had split wide
open with the terrific impact. The body
had flattened out.

Time stopped as the two men stared
at the horror, barely visible in the dim
light from the window. Then sound
came from Parker’'s throat that was
scarcely human. “ My boy!” he said.
He would have fallen, but Hale got his
arm around him, helped him back into
the room.

HE police were there soon. A doctor

led Parker away as he would have a
child. And Alan Hale went out into
the night again with fear crushing his
chest.

What had the monster done with
Dorothy? He thought of her fragile
body tossed over the thing’s shoulder,
the gloating laughter. Hours had passed
since then. Where was she? What was
being done to her?

He roamed the city like a maniac, half
mad with fear and grief. He telephoned
Bill Mardan time and again, but there
had been no word from the monster who
had carried her away. He rushed into
police headquarters, wild eyed, and out
again when the sergeant at the desk told
him they had learned nothing. He
prowled through dark sections of the city
like an animal.

It was ten o’clock the next morning
mvhen he stumbled into the office of the
Probate Clerk in .the Court Hpsgse and
began to go through some records. And
it was mid afternoon when he came out.
His eyes were red veined, his nostrils
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wide with his breathing. He fought the
terrific impulse inside him that would
have sent him howling down the street,
running like a beast gone insane with the
desire to kill.

“ 1 don’'t really have any proof,” he
thought. ‘‘And if Dorothy’s still alive
1'll only get her Killed acting that way.
It's got to be something else.”

He went to his apartment, wrote a let-
ter, and called for a Western Union boy
to deliver it. He wrote another letter
to his city editor, inclosing a sealed en-
velope that was not to be opened unless
he failed to report on the next day. And
then he sat down to wait.

He was waiting for death, and knew
it. How it would come, he did not know,
but he was sure it would come. How the
monster had come out of the sky to cap-
ture Dorothy and the Parker boy he
didn’'t know. But it would come again.

And what would be Hale’s chance of
winning then? He tried not to think
of that. He couldn’t shoot the creature
as it rushed him. If he killed it there
would be no way left to trace Dorothy.

It was after midnight when the mon-
ster came. It arrived as before, with a
sudden exploding of glass as the window-
crashed inward. Then the ape-bodied
thing with its great wagging head stood
chuckling on the window sill.

Hale had the .32 automatic in his
hand, crouched far overit. ‘‘All right,”’
he said. “ Get out of that window.
Slow. You jump and I'll shoot.”

The thing laughed softly. Through
the matted hair the little eyes gleamed
viciously. “ Get down,” Hale said again.
His voice was clogged in his throat.

White teeth glittered in the creature’s
mouth as his laughter changed suddenly
to a snarl. And then, headlong, he
dived. Hale flung up the gun, finger
tightening on the trigger. In the same
instant the thing struck him, hurling
him backwards.

Hale crashed to the floor with the mon-
ster on top. He smashed at it with his
fist, never stopping its snarl. He tried
to twist, to roll tree. With one hand
the thing clutched his throat. With the
other it struck. Light flamed within
Hale’s brain, and went out.

He regained consciousness slowly. He
was swaying in a vast, eternal darkness.
It was like the senation he'd sometimes
had after going to bed drunk: when the

bed seemed to whirl
through dark space,
night.

His eyes had been open for some time
before he realized it. His head rolled
slightly and for the first time he real-
ized where he was. A cry of terror
swelled in his chest, but he fought it
down.

He was in a small steel basket from
which a single wire cable stretched up-
ward into blackness. Near his feet stood
the ape-like creature which had captured
him, peering down over the rim of the
basket. And beside him was another
monster almost identical!

Hale had been tossed into the basket
half lying, half sitting, with his head
near the edge. Looking over and down
he could see the lights of the city fading
into a dim swirl of mist far below'.

The basket was moving forward and
up at the same time. He knew that it
must be fastened to a dirigible and was
being drawn upward; it was the sort of
thing that lighter-than-air craft had
sometimes used during the war, lowering
an observer below the clouds while the
ship itself remained hidden. So that
explained how the ape-man had reached
the tops of the apartment houses, while
the dirigible was hidden by the light fog
of the past few nights. Prom the roofs
the other one had probably lowered him
by a rope to the windows, pulled him up
again.

in dizzy circles
lost high in the

HE creature turned and peered down
Tat Hale, laughing softly. Hale didn’t
move, lying as though still unconscious,
eyes slitted. And the basket swung
upward.

A dark, sausage-shape formed above
them, seeming to condense itself out of
the night. Then they were so close to
it that it cut off all other sight above
them and for the first time lights ap-
peared on the small dirigible. The bas-
ket slid up through a hole in the deck
and stopped.

Some five feet away, watching him, his
hand still on the machinery which con-
trolled the basket, was Kane Parker.
11c looked at Hale who lay motionless,
seemingly unconscious, then at the grin-
ning monster beside him. “ Damn you !”
Parker said. “ 1 told you to kill him,
not bring him here!”

The creature laughed. “Wc drop
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him. | like drop 'em.” The other mon-
ster stood beside him grinning idiotically
and saying nothing.

“You're damn right we’'ll drop him,”
Parker said. “ And |'ve a mind to drop
you with him.”

Alan Hale moved like an uncoiling
spring. During the ride upward his
hand had slipped under his coat and
closed on the long bladed knife he'd hid-
den there. Now his legs catapulted him
clear of the basket and headlong toward
Parker.

The big man cried hoarsely and stag-
gered backward. His hand ripped into
his pocket and there was the glint of
metal as an automatic came free. But
he had stumbled against the winding
machinery as he jumped backward,
knocking himself off balance. Hale
reached him before the gun was ready.
The knife slashed down.

He had aimed high at the shoulder,
but Parker’s upthrust am deflected the
blade, turned it downward. With all
Hale's strength behind it the steel
ripped into the big man’s chest.

Hale jerked at the knife but it
wouldn't come free. He let go, flinging
himself around to face the monsters.

There was only the hole in the deck,
the swift uncoiling-rush of cable. The
creatures’ thin screams seemed to hang
for awhile in the dirigible, and fade.

Parker had stumbled back against the

machinery, releasing the cage into a
straight drop.
“He lived long enough to tell me

where you were hidden,” Hale said to
Dorothy Mardan. “ When he saw he'd
lost he talked, as much as he could. The
boy was a child adopted at birth.
Parker had never liked it, but his wife
had left it most of her money. Recently
Parker had lost a fortune and he
planned to get it back.
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“ 1’d hoped to catch the monster when
he came for Sental but Sental was hid-
ing in a downtown hotel and couldn’t
be found. Probably Parker didn't mean
to bother with him anyway. | suspected
Parker when | learned at the Probate
Office that the contracting company
which has been getting most of the city’s
engineering bids was owned by a holding
company, all of whose stock was owned
by a man named Kardin: and Parker
and Kardin had handwriting exactly
similar. Nobody was supposed to know
about the proposed reforms except the
three men connected; yet whoever was
back of the trouble knew. So I tried to
investigate all three, and also to see
where a lot of city money had been go-
ing. There had been a lot of engineer-
ing work, sewers, streets, etc., so | looked
into that. Parker had been getting most
of the bids himself through his holding
company, and any reform of the city
government would probably make him
lose out. He couldn’t afford that, but he
needed extra money too. So he knocked
his own son off, to get that money. And
he meant to get a ransom for you. He
had an idea your father’s wealthy.
Where he got those ape men to help him
I don’t know; out of a circus probably.
But like most freaks they were half wit-
ted and Parker had trouble making them
do exactly as they were told.”

She snuggled her blonde head against
his shoulder. “ I'm still afraid,” she
said laughing. “ 1 want to stay very
close to you.”

“1'll keep you close,” he said, “ but
I didn’t think for a while that | would.
You should have seen me trying to get
that little dirigible down. 1'd been up
in one several times on news stories, but
I didn't really know how to fly it
Thank God it wasn't an airplane. That
dirigible hit the ground hard enough.”
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THE GENTLEMAN

IS DEAD!

by HUGH B. CAVE

It was a per-
fectly timed blow,
that first one. The fist
travelled with the speed of
a rifle bullet and struck just be-
low the point of Philipe’'s chin.

It’s lough enough for the cops when a corpse stays dead— but when it
doesn’t . . .

HERE was nothing imposing

about the exterior of Kendall's

place. There was not even a sign

above the entrance. The average
pedestrian would have walked past with-
out noticing even the door itself.

You walked up a straight flight of
stairs, opened another door at the top
and paced along an unearpeted corridor.
There, if you were not known to Am-
brose, the doorman, your parade ended
and you were politely but ominously re-

quested to depart.

If Ambrose knew you-—and he could
never be fooled—you said, “ Good eve-
ning, Ambrose,” and walked over that
last, unimposing threshold into a blaze
of glory.

Galen Dole murmured, “ Good eve-
ning, Ambrose,” and went on in, know-
ing that his chances of getting out again
were extremely thin.

It was a peculiar situation. For three
weeks, night after night, he had been



100 DETECTIVE SHORT STORIES

coming here, losing money at roulette,
faro, black-jack and all the rest of Ken-
dall’'s sucker games. It was the city’s
money, the taxpayer’s money. He had
lost it deliberately.

At the same time he had garnered
amazing evidence of Kendall's crooked-
ness, and for more than a week now had
been in a position to put Kendall behind
bars.

But there had been a woman.

Where Marguerite Trent fitted into
the scheme of things, Dole had been un-
able to find out. That he had met her
before somewhere, he was positive. So
he had waited.

This afternoon there had been a phone
call. '*Mr. Galen Dole, | believe ?’’ Ken-
dall’s voice! “ Mr. Dole, | have an im-
portant proposition to talk over with
you, concerning me, my place of busi-
ness, and —er—a young lady in whom
you have shown a certain amount of in-
terest. For her sake | suggest that you
drop in this evening. About eleven,
shall we say?”

There'd been a leak, of course, some-
where. Kendall was an octopus with
many tentacles. Probably one or more
of those tentacles had reached right into
Headquarters and sucked out the news
that the trap might be sprung at any
moment.

Kendall had payed his trump, in a
desperate attempt to avert disaster.

The casino was quiet tonight. That,
perhaps, was because the evening was
still quite young. The modernistic clock
above the bar said ten-forty. Philipe,
the suave and mighty-muscled bouncer,
leaned there sipping a drink. At sight
of Galen Dole lie gently lowered the glass
to the bar and straightened out of his
slouch.

Philipe was like a cobra. His small
dark eyes missed nothing. In action—
and Dole had seen him in action several
times—he could strike with a flowing
swiftness too fast for the eye to follow.

“ Ah, good evening, Philipe!”

‘*Good evening, Mr. Dole. "’

“ Mr. Kendall is in his office?”

“Yes, Mr. Dole.”

Dole flipped a bill to the bar. ‘‘Scotch
Henry.” While he sipped the liquor,
his gaze strayed casually around the
room.

“ Like a morgue
Philipe.”

in here tonight,

“Yes, Mr. Dole—a morgue.” The
word was slightly accented.

Dole smiled. A not unpleasant tingle
crept through his lean, six-foot frame.
His hands trembled slightly, as they al-
ways did when the presence of danger
caused the blood in him to run a bit
faster. In the war, his hands had always
trembled like that when, high in the
clouds, he had spotted an enemy plane
approaching.

He smiled again at the bouncer.
“ Morgues, Philipe, are for corpses.”
Quietly, then, he strolled across the room,
pushed open swinging doors and paced
along a broad, endless corridor.

The carpet was thick and soft. Ex-
pensive paintings in excellent taste
adorned the paneled walls. The small,
luxuriously furnished rooms on either
side were private gaming chambers
where Kendall’s more illustrious clients
might enjoy themselves away from the
hum of the crowd.

The last room of all was Arthur Par-
ker Kendall's office. The door was
closed.

Dole knocked gently, with the tips
of his tapered fingers.

He knocked again.

HE vague half-smile on his lips be-
Tcame a frown. His hand closed ever
the knob, turned it, and slowly pushed
the door open. His other hand was in
the pocket of his evening coat.

His eyes narrowed a bit, and he said
softly: “ Ah-h-h!” Then he entered,
stepping over a sprawled shape on the
floor, and closed the door behind him.

Arthur Parker Kendall would not
keep the appointment. He would never
again keep an appointment with anyone.
He sat at his desk, slumped forward as
if asleep, his head resting on his arms.
Blood had flowed in large quantity from
a gaping hole in the center of his pasty
forehead.

The man on the floor was dead, too,
and was to Galen Dole a stranger. Older
than Kendall, he had a face white as
calcimine, a shock of iron gray hair. He,
too, had bled profusely.

The pool of blood on the gleaming-
black floor, the puddle on the desk,
seemed grotesquely out of place in such
magnificent surroundings. More out of
place, even, than the corpses themselves.
And the slow drip, drip, drip of crimson
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drops from the desk to the floor re-
minded Dole of the beating of a large,
naked heart.

A sigh escaped Dole’s lips. A sigh
of disappointment. He took a clean
white handkerchief from his pocket,
dropped it over the gun that lay on the
rug, and picked the gun up.

It was a small, pearl-handled thirty-
two. Definitely a lady’s gun. Placing
it on the desk, he pulled the telephone
toward him and dialed a number.

“ This,” he said a moment later, “ is
Galen Dole. I'm in Kendall's private
office, Trenehard. Kendall's been mur-
dered. I'll wait here until your men
arrive.’’

He emptied the pockets, then, of the
man with iron gray hair, sorted out the
artices thus collected, and, from an
identification card in the man’s wallet,
learned that the corpse’s name was Wal-
lace Deering. Deering appeared to be
a broker of some sort.

Galen Dole didn't care much. The
case had become very ordinary and
would be handled by men trained 1o
such routine. To Galen Dole, the busi-
ness of detecting, as such, was a difficult,
mysterious business.

He locked the door, slouched to a chair
and sat down. Then he saw the glove.

It was a lady’s glove, made of black
doeskin, gauntlet type. It lay against
the gleaming chromium base of an ash-
stand, close to the door. Dole picked it
up.

He held his breath then, and glanced
sharply at the dead face of Arthur
Parker Kendall, and at the pearl-handled
revolver on the desk.

For the glove bore two significant ini-
tials, modernistieally cut from silver.
M. T.

Marguerite Trent!

Frowning fiercely, Dole examined the
gun again. Three bullets had been fired
from it.

Fourteen hours later, Galon Dole
leaned on a desk at Headquarters and,
with a pencil, drew a rough outline of
a human head, complete with brain.

“ The bullet, Trenehard,” he ex-
plained quietly, “ passed through the
anterior section of the right hemisphere
—like this.” A dotted line showed the
course of the slug through the skull and
brain of Mr. Wallace Deering.

“ So what?” Trenehard growled.
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“Try it on yourself sometime,” Dole
said, smiling, “ and tell me how it feels.”

“ Now, listen, Dole.” There was a
whine of impatience in the inspector’s
voice. “ For Pete’s sake, quit kidding
about this mess. Those two guys are
dead, and somebody killed 'em. We got
to find that somebody!”

“ There are fingerprints, Trenehard,
on the gun.”

“ Yeah, but whose?”

“ There were three bullets fired from
the gun, but we've found only one of
them. The one that killed Kendall.”

“ 1 know that, damn it!” Trenehard
banged the desk with his calloused fist.
“ But—"

But Galen Dole was talking again, in
a drawling tone that commanded at-
tention. “ I've questioned everyone who
was in the casino that night—the bar-
tender, the bouncer, and the old fellow
who was sweeping up downstairs. Phil-
ipe and the barman say that Kendall
came in about nine-thirty and went
straight to his office. About ten, Decr-
ing came in. No one else.”

“Yeah ...”

“ Philipe and the bartender were
drinking, and the big electric phono-
graph was going. They didn’t hear any
shots. But the old guy downstairs,
sweeping up, distinctly heard two shots,
or sounds that could have been shots,
about ten-fifteen.”

“ He's paid to push a broom,” Dole
declared gently. “ 1 said he heard two
shots, Trenehard.”

“ Then why in hell didn't lie investi-
gate ?"”’

“Huh?”

“ The gun was fired three times; the
old fellowrheard two shots, and we found
one bullet.”

“ All right, all right, so what?”

OLE Still had the pencil in his hand.
Leaning over the desk again, he
shielded the pencil-point and elaborately
lettered a word on the paper. He was
grinning then, and the grin went with
him as he strolled out of the office.
Inspector Trenehard stared at the
paper. The word was NUTS. Trenehard
sputtered an oath, put his head in his
hands and groaned.
“ 1 got one brain in the whole lousy
department,” the inspector moaned,
“and it has to be his. Day in and day
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out he acts like a boy scout. He plays
the slot machines. He pokes his nose
into trouble just for the hell of it. He's
a sucker for good-looking dames. He
won't work, he hates his job, he brings
me a bunch of scallions every time |
fire him. What aguy! What an outfit!
No wonder I’'m nuts!”

By that time, Galen Dole was out of
the building and hiking down the street
to a cab stand. And the grin on Dole’s
thin face had been replaced by a mus-
cular scowl which appeared to be per-
manent.

He took a black doeskin glove from
his pocket and glared at it. By all rights
it shouldn’t be in his possession; it should
be at Headquarters. But Headquarters
knew nothing about that glove.

Yet if Marguerite Trent had Kkilled
Kendall and Deering, why hadn’'t Phil-
ipe or the bartender seen her enter the
club?

Dole shrugged his shoulders, piled
into a cab. The cab took him out to
Brookdale and let him off in front of
the Fernwall Apartments, on Fern
Street. The key-case in his hand bore
the initials of Mr. Wallace Deering.

Apartment twenty-two was on the sec-
ond floor.

It was a front apartment with five
nicely furnished rooms. With the door
closed he pottered around, peering into
closets, opening doors, closing them. It
was a job he disliked. A job which ordi-
narily would have bored him stiff. But
Marguerite Trent was a very lovely girl.

In the living-room he found brown
strains on the light-blue carpet. More
stains on a small table beside a large,
expensive club chair. And a scar in the
wallpaper which unmistakaby had been
made by a bullet.

And something else; a faint and
puzzling scent of perfume, vaguely fami-
liar.

And, in a neat little waste-container
which could be made to vanish into the
side of a modernistic writing desk—a
glove. The mate to the one in his pocket.

An unsightly rent marred the palm
of it.

He sat, down, stared at the blood-
stains, the bullet-scar on the wall. All
this, this analytical business, was out of
his line. Trenchard, now, would revel
in a problem such as this. Maybe.

Half an hour later Dole closed the

door behind him. Twenty minutes after
that he pushed open the unpretentious
door which gave access to the gambling
casino of the late Arthur Parker Ken-
dall.

Ambrose, the sentry, was not on duty
upstairs. Dole walked in. The place was
apparently deserted.

He strolled forward, staring about
him. The gambling tables were covered
with duty-looking green cloth. The bar
was empty except for a can of polish and
a rag. More than ever like a morgue, the
whole layout had an air of silence and
decay that was downright depressing.

For no good reason the tapered fingers
of Dole’s right hand began to tremble,
as they always did when his mind reg-
istered intuitions of impending peril.

He strolled down the corridor to Ken-
dall’s private office, entered and stood by
the desk, scowling. The door stayed
open. If there were footsteps, he wanted
to hear them, not be caught napping.
But first there was a problem to be
solved. The problem of the missing
bullet.

The sweep-up fellow had heard two
shots. But the police had found only one
bullet in Kendall’'s sanctum.

Dole paced every inch of the floor,
moved furniture, examined the walls
and ceiling. It was a job he disliked, and
as the moments dragged by he became
short-tempered. Damn it, there'd been
three bullets fired out of that gun!
Where was the third ?

He talked to himself. ‘‘Mister, if you
had to fire a gun in here and didn’t want
the slug to be found . . .”

His gaze fell on the ash-stand near the
door, and he said softly: “ Ah-h-h!" Al-
ready he had moved the stand half a
dozen times, but this time he did more;
he turned it over.

The metal base of it had a small, round
hump, dead center. Dole’s fronm was
suddenly a smile.

Holding the thing between his knees,
he unscrewed the top, shook out ashes
and cigarette-butts. Something made a
thud on the floor. A bullet, hammered
almost flat by its contact with the
weighted base of the stand.

“*You poke the muzzle of the gun into
the ash-stand,” Dole said softly, ‘‘and
pull the trigger. And who but a lad with
no brains would ever think to look there
for the bullet?”
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E closed the door behind him and
H strolled back down the corridor.
The grin on his face was the grin of a
little boy with a new toy. It vanished
abruptly when a voice said ominously
behind him:

“You're not leaving yet, flatfoot!”

Dole was rigid a moment, then turned
with almost insolent grace and gazed
complacently into the scowling face of
the man who strode toward him.

“Ah!” he murmured. “ At
His fingers were trembling.

Most men would have been cowed by
the forty-five in Philipe's huge paw. To
most men, the wolfish leer that twisted
across Philipe’s generous mouth would
have brought consternation, at least—
and probably fear. Dole leaned against
the wall, returned the bouncer’'s gaze
and said easily:

“1'm pleasantly surprised, Philipe. 1
came here looking for you and was dis-
appointed to find you out.”

“Yeah?” There was nothing of the
gentleman about the mighty-muscled
bouncer now. He had discarded the ve-

last!”

neer. “ Well, I was figurin’ on lookin’
you up, too, Dole. Come into Kendall’s
office.”

“ But | just came from there.”

“ And you're goin’ back.”

Dole sighed. The gun swung with him
as he slouched away from the wall. It
followed him down the hall and over the
office threshold. With the door shut,
Philipe stabbed a glance at the little pile
of ashes and butts on the floor and said
through a scowl: “ What's all this?”

“1 was wondering,” the defective
shrugged, “ what kind of cigarettes Ken-
dall smoked.”

“Yeah? Well, | hope you found out.
Sit down!”’

“ Aren’t you taking an unnecessary
chance? We could be interrupted here,
you know.”

“We won't be.”

Dole sat in the chair which had re-
cently supported the corpse of Arthur
Parker Kendall. He kept his hands in
full view on the desk because he knew
that if he didn’t, Philipe would order
him to. His fists were clenched, so that
the bouncer would not notice the quiver-
ing of his fingers. For years he had been
half ashamed of that quivering. *

“ So

“You're gonna do me a favor,” Phil-
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ipe snarled.

“So0?”

“You're gonna tell me what you
know, all you know, about that Margue-
rite Trent dame!”’

Galen Dole successfully concealed his
astonishment. “ My dear fellow,” he
murmured, ‘‘that’s what | came here to
ask you! Personally | know nothing
about the woman. Absolutely nothing.
She is most charming, of course, and— "

“ Lay off the horse play! You know
who that dame is and what she is. She
didn’'t pal around with Kendall for her
health, and you know it. And you're
gonna hand me the details!"’

“ You confuse me, Philipe.”

“ 1'll do more’'n confuse you.
your brains out!”

Dole leaned back in his chair, gravely
studied his adversary. An expression of
intense disgust crept across his face and
stayed there.

“You're an abhorrent sort of skunk,
Philipe. Just what's on your mind?”

“1'lIl tell you what's on my mind,”
Philipe snapped. “ | want to know the
life history of that dame, and you're
gonna hand it to me. You're gonna
write it all down and sign it. You're a
dick, see? Well, that dame’s got some-
thing on me, or | think she has, and 1'm
gonna get something on her. There's a
pen in front of you and paper in the
drawer. And be careful when you reach
into that drawer. | can knock the spots
out of a card from here.”

Dole stared at him a moment, nodded
slowly and opened the desk drawer. “ As
you say, Philipe,” he murmured. “ As
you say. The life hitsory of Marguerite
Trent

He wrote slowly, partially shielding
the gliding pen-nib with his left arm, yet
not conveying to the watching bouncer
that he was deliberately striving to hide
the words. At intervals he leaned back,
gazed thoughtfully at the ceiling and
thought, or pretended to think, out loud,
for Philipe’s benefit.

1'll blow

“ Now let me see. In Boston
that was in 1931 she worked with
Joe DeLippo. Later, in Detroit "

Philipe stax-ed straight at him. On
Philipe’s lips a thin smile of triumph
took form and broadened. Gripping the
gun in his right hand, he relaxed a bit,
slicked his hair back, breathed deeply
with satisfaction. Had the desk not been
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between him and the detective he might
perhaps have stood up and paced for-
ward to see what Dole was writing. But
he seemed content to wait for the fin-
ished product.

Dole pushed the paper over the desk.
Philipe stretched to take it.

“1, Galen Dole,” Philipe read, ‘‘do
hereby swear that the following com-
prises my total and complete knowledge
of the life and activities of the woman
who chooses to call herself Marguerite
Trent.”

HILIPE'S mouth broadened in a
grin, revealing white teeth and pink
gums.

‘‘Marguerite Trent,” he read, “ is now
about twenty:six years of age. She was
not always, of course, twenty-six years
of age.”” His eyes narrowed; he shot a
quick glance of suspicion at Dole, then
continued reading. “ She is, however, a
mysterious and . . .”

Philipe stiffened in his chair. A low
rumbling sound gathered volume in his
throat, but he kept on reading. He was
not watching Dole’s right hand.

That hand, awaiting the exact psycho-
logical moment to strike—the moment
when Philipe’s attention was almost
magnetically drawn by the text of the
letter—suddenly shot up, back, and for-
ward again with the speed of light.

The pen with which Dole had written
the letter sped point-first across the desk
and sank half an inch deep into Philipe’s
gun-wrist.

The beefy bouncer yammered a howl
of pain and lurched erect. Galen Dole
slapped both hands down on the desk,
vaulted the barrier and planted the soles
of his shoes on Philipe’s chest.

Philipe staggered back, gasping more
with amazement than with pain. The
pen fell from his wrist as he whipped
up his hands. But Dole was upon him.
Dole’s hands, both of them, curled like
lash-ends around the bleeding wrist and
violently twisted. Philipe's gun clat-
tered to the floor.

Dole kicked the gun. It skidded across
the room. With an insolent smile curl-
ing his lips the detective went to work.

His fist was a rapier. His feet whis-
pered a song of mockery and his smile
drove the muscular Philipe into a blind
storm of rage. Snarling and bellowing,
the bouncer struck blindly at a lithe,

grinning target which avoided him with-
out half trying.

The rapier left bloodied his mouth,
bruised his huge chest. It came from all
directions, stung him, maddened him,
until his rage made him careless. Then
he flung out his arms and charged
blindly, hoping to catch and crush his
adversary in a bear-hug.

Dole’s right hand crossed over. Trav-
elling less than a dozen inches it crashed
with the explosive force of a grenade,
straight to the bull’s-eye. Like a butch-
ered steer, Philipe shuddered, collapsed.
Not once had he even touched his ad-
versary.

Galen Dole stood over him and said
softly: “ You lack technique, my friend.
You live in an age of soft foods and over-
indulgence. 1'll take the letter, please.”

The letter lay under Philipe’s
sprawled body, and in order to get at it
Dole had to bend over, seize the body by
one shoulder and exert himself. He did
so, erumpled the letter into his pocket,
but did not straighten from his stooped
position.

He stayed as he was because a gun-
muzzle was suddenly jabbed against the
small of his back and a brittle voice
rasped: “ It'snot so easy! Standstill!”

Henry, the bartender of Arthur Park-
er Kendall's establishment, had taken
two swift steps over the threshold and
was in command of the situation.

Galen Dole said softly: “ Ah-h-h!”

“Walk straight ahead,” Henry or-
dered, “ and then turn around, over by
the desk. No funny business, or— "

Dole obeyed the command. When he
turned, he kept his arms bent at the el-
bows, his fingertips pointing to the ceil-
ing. His fingers were trembling and his
gaze was fixed rigidly on the gun in
Henry’s hand.

It would not do to make a false move
while that gun was aimed at him. Henry,
though short and slender when com-
pared with the mastodonic Philipe, had
been a bar-tender for years and un-
doubtedly knew the ropes.

“We'll wait,” Henry said, “ until the
boss comes to.”

“ The boss?” Dole murmured. “I
thought Kendall was your boss.”

“ Shut up.”

Philipe was groaning. In a moment,
Philipe returned to the world of the liv-
ing and pushed himself to a sitting po-
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sition, then stared about him. He
seemed confused. He staggered erect,
glared from Dole to the bar-tender, and
snarled irritably : “ What is this?”

“ The detective, here,” Henry said
calmly, “ had the jump on you. | tagged
him. What'll we do with him?”

Philipe’s memory functioned, and a
crimson flush crept into his battered
face. He dragged a deep breath, balled
his hands into fists and made sucking
sounds with his lips.

“1'll show you what I'm gonna do
with him! By God— !"’

“ Take it easy,” Henry said. “ You
and him already made enough noise in
here to wake the dead. How do we know
the cops aren’'t watching this place?"’

“Huh?”

“ We should take him over to where
the girl is. What you do then is your
own business, but if you do it here 1'm
leaving in a hurry.”

HILIPE thought that one over. He

gazed at Dole, and a wolfish smile of
anticipation spread across his blood-
smeared mouth.

“ There won't be no chance of inter-
ference where we're takin’ you, Dole,”
he said. “ There won’t be no one to hear
you holler. And when you get through
hollerin’, you'll write a letter for me—
if you're able—and it won't be the kind
of letter you wrote the last time! Get
goin'!”

“Where?” Dole asked quietly.

“ Get goin’! You'll find out!”

Philipe led the way and Dole followed,
with the bar-tender’s gun denting his
back. There was no talk then. They
paraded down the broad corridor to a
rear flight of stairs, and down the stairs
to a door that opened on an alley.

There Philipe said viciously: “ You
let out one holler, wise guy, and it’s cur-
tains! And don’t think we'd hesitate!’’

Dole smiled, murmured gently: “ You
have nothing to worry about, Philipe.”
But his fingers were quivering.

They took him along the alley, then
across it, and through a door in a high
board fence. The building which loomed
above him then was a tenement house.
Owned, Dole reflected, by the late Ar-
thur Parker Kendall. A cold chill of
anticipation wormed its way up the de-
tective's spine as the door clicked shut
behind him and Philipe said: *“ You

first. Straight up.”’

The place had a musty odor of unuse
and was blaek as a tomb. The stairs
were steep. Careful where he put his
feet, Dole ascended slowly, stopped at
the top, and was harshly ordered to keep
going, along a dark, narrow hall.

“In here,” Philipe snapped, thrust-
ing open a door.

There was a light inside: a cheap
bridge-lamp, glowing in the corner of an
unfurnished room with stained yellow
walls, cracked ceiling, and painted board
floor. Dole entered, breathing slowly
and deeply to solidify his strength for
the ordeal that lay ahead.

Philipe, striding over the threshold
behind him, halted suddenly and stared
with widening eyes at a radiator in the
corner.

‘*She ain’t here! She’s gone!”’

A dirty strip of rag, apparently a gag,
lay on the floor beside the radiator. Be-
side that lay a pair of handcuffs. Ap-
parently Marguerite Trent had been
handcuffed to the radiator. But the
room was now empty.

The silence, after Philipe’s exclama-
tion of amazement, was ear-splitting.
Then it was shattered by the torrent of
abuse that spewed from the bouncer’s
lips. He stormed forward, snatched up
the cuffs and examined them. He whirled
and glared around him.

Galen Dole stared at something else—
at a brown silk shoelace which lay there
on the floor. And the expression on
Dole’s face would have puzzled his cap-
tors had they been less concerned with
the escape of their female prisoner.

Light was dawning. The Dole mem-
ory had at last fastened on something
definite in the mysterious past of the
woman who called herself Marguerite
Trent.

“ Listen,” Henry said, interrupting
the sputterings of Philipe. “ I was here
myself only a little while ago and the
girl was asleep. She isn’t far from here,
1'U bet my right hand. If we put the
cuffs on this fellow and take a look
around R

Philipe thrust his left hand out and
seized Dole’s coat lapels, dragged Dole
toward him. The ugly leer on his face
told the detective what was coming.

Philipe’s right fist made an unpleas-
ant crunching noise against the angle of
Dole’s jaw. “ And that ain’t all!” the
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bouncer snarled. “ When | get back, I'll
take care of you right!”

Dazed by the blow, Dole leaned back
against the wall, but was not permitted
to stay there. Philipe waded in, hurled
him to the floor.

When the two men left the room, Dole
was handcuffed to the radiator, his face
aching and bloody from the mauling he
had absorbed. Ilis eyes were bright,
though, and with cocked head he listened
to the receding footbeats of his captors.
Then he went to work.

It was comparatively simple when you
knew how. First a shoelace; and that
problem was simplified because, by turn-
ing his head and dropping one shoulder,
he could reach with his teeth the shoe-
lace which had been discarded by Mar-
guerite Trent.

A shoelace, a pair of ordinary hand-
cuffs—and then some clever manipula-
tions with strong, lean fingers. Painful,
of course, when you were fighting
against time and did not dare to rest.
But Marguerite Trent had done it—he
himself had taught her how!—and in
five minutes he was free.

The manacles thudded to the floor.
Dole wiped perspiration from his face,
pulled his knees under him and stood
up. And found himself staring in
amazement at a woman who stood in the
doorway of his prison room.

“You!” he whispered.

She came toward him. Amazingly
beautiful, this Marguerite Trent, even
with her hair dishevelled, her clothes
awry. That wide, soft mouth, those
probing eyes in which every known color
seemed to be magically blended . . .

“ 1 came to help you,” she said softly,
“ but | see you don’'t need me.”

E listened a moment, heard nothing
H in the deep silence of the house.
Almost savagely he gripped her arms.
“ Why do they want you?”

‘1 know too much about them.”’

“ Know what?”

“ From the beginning, Philipe has
been the silent partner of Arthur Ken-
dall. Now Philipe is the sole owner of
the club. Always it has been crooked.
| can prove that, and he knows it. He
fears me, At gun-point they brought
me here, and Philipe told me then that
he would get from you my complete his-
tory. And—"

“1 could have given it to him, you
know,” Dole said, smiling.

“ Ah! You remember me at last!”

There was laughter in Dole’s eyes. In
his mind was the realization that he and
Marguerite Trent were in danger; that
Philipe and Henry might return at any
moment. But this would not be the first
time he had faced danger for the sake of
spending a few moments with a beauti-
ful woman.

“ Tia Juana,” he mused, and raised
her hand to his lips in a gesture that
was not even slightly tinged with mock-
ery. “ Tia Juana, and a beautiful girl
named Maria. Remember you? | owe
you a thousand apologies for having for-
gotten you! But it was a long time ago
and you've changed. And even then
you favored another chap .. ."”

“ And married him, Galen.”

Dole stiffened imperceptibly. “ Mar-
ried him?” His voice was low, vibrant.

“1 loved him. He was wild, foolish
with his money, but | loved him and
thought 1'd be able to sober him. |
failed. He lost ever} cent, gambling.
That is why | came here. Paul left me,
tried to regain his losses and went
deeper into debt, He committed
suicide.’’

“You came here with Wallace
Deering?”

“No. | met him here, through Ken-
dall. He, too, was a fool. Time and
again | warned him that Kendall was
crooked, but no, he insisted on finding
it out for himself, the hard way.”

“ And that is why,” Dole said grimly,
“your life is in danger now.” His
hands tightened on her arms, and his
fingers were trembling. “ But | admire
you, my dear! You've courage!”

“In Tia Juana,” she said softly, “ it
was more than admiration.”

Dole did not answer. Alert in spite
of his disdain for danger, he had heard
footsteps at the end of the hall.
Abruptly his smile faded and he thrust
the girl back against the wall, away from
the door.

Marguerite, staring at him with
widening eyes, thrust out a hand to stop
him as he glided silently toward the
threshold. ‘‘But you have no gun!’'’ she
whispered fearfully.

“ It would be sacrilege,” Dole mur-
mured, “ to use one. | owe these gentle-
men something.”
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He was waiting in a half crouch, fists
clenched and a dull gleam in his eyes,
when Philipc came over the threshold.
Even before Philipe realized that the
prisoner was no longer handcuffed to the
radiator, Dole was in action.

It was a perfectly timed blow, that
first one. The fist travelled with the
speed of a rifle bullet and struck just
below the blunt point of Philipe’s chin.
A sledge would have done no more
damage.

Philipe’'s two hundred odd pounds of
beef rose as if yanked by chains. Lamp-
light gleamed between him and the floor.

With Dole’s lowered head smashing
into his chest he staggered backward into
the hall, hurling off balance the man
who would have entered behind him.

Henry, the bartender, was not too
astonished to use his gun, hut had to con-
tend with the blockading bulk of Philipe,
who sprawled all over him. In a grace-
ful headlong dive Galen Dole swept
Henry’s legs from the floor. The bar-
tender crashed.

Dole’s fingers, the same tapered fin-
gers which always trembled when dan-
ger was imminent, closed in a steel grip
around his gun-wrist before he could
recover.

When Henry did recover, Dole was
standing over him, smiling, and the gun
had changed ownership. And Mar-
guerite Trent, clutching at Dole’s arm,
was saying anxiously:

“ Someone is coming, Galen!”

Dole scowled. Downstairs a door had
thudded shut, and someone was coming.
A sweep of Dole’s left arm placed the
girl behind him. Still watching Henry,
he took a backward step which gave him
command of the stairs.

Then he uttered a low laugh of relief
and relaxed. “ My good friend,
Trenchard!” he murmured.

NSPECTOR TRENCHARD had not

come alone. With him were police-
men. And apparently Dole's smile was
not the contagious kind, for Trenchard,
puffing to the top of the stairs, glared
at Marguerite Trent and uttered an
explosive gust of triumph.

“Damn it!” he spewed. *“ At last!”

“ And about time,” Dole said sarcas-
tically. “ You had men watching the
club, didn't you? They must have seen
these two gorillas walk me out of there.

IS DEAD! 107

What kept you?”

“ They saw the parade,” Trenchard
growled defensively, “ and sent for me.
Said they couldn’'t figure out whether
anything was wrong or not, the way you
and Henry and Philipe hiked out of
there.”’

“ All right. Now you can walk these
two back with you.”
“ What for?”

“*They 're crooks, Trenchard. Crooks. "’

“ Crooks, hell! What | want is the
man or woman—" Trenchard empha-
sized the word “ woman”—* who mur-
dered Kendall and Deering. And we

just found out half an hour ago that
this dame’s been friends with Deering
right along! Visited him frequently.
Now she’ll answer some questions.”

“ The word is lady, Trenchard,” Dole
said softly. “ Not dame.”

“Huh?”

Gazing at the policemen, Dole said
firmly: “ Put handcuffs on these two
gorillas before Mr. Trenchard forgets
that they exist.”

The policemen obeyed him. Trench-
ard, with other things on his mind,
glared at the girl.

“Now,” Dole said, “ suppose you and
Miss Trent and | have a talk in more
pleasant surroundings.’’

With obvious misgivings the inspector
followed Dole and the girl down the hall.

There were chairs in the room Dole
entered, and with a better light on her,
Marguerite Trent was truly exquisite.
Even Trenchard seemed to appreciate
that, for he stared at her uncomfortably
and spent some time chewing his lower
lip. He did not again refer to her as a
dame. "’

“ Now then,” Dole said, “ the idea is
apparently this: You believe that Miss
Trent murdered Kendall and Deering.
Right?”

“ Well, I ain’t saying . . .”

“ Suppose you tell the inspector, Miss
Trent,” Dole said, facing the girl,
“ exactly what happened in Deering’s
apartment before he went to the club.”

She nodded. “ I'll begin at the be-
ginning, Inspector,’’ she said calmly.
“In Tia Juana | married a young man
who had considerable money. It was
stolen from him by Arthur Kendall, and
| determined to get it back. | followed
Kendall to this city and won his friend-
ship. Then | met Wallace Deering and
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realized that through Deering | might

succeed in ruining Kendall. Deering
was wealthy. The trouble was, he was
also a fool. Kendall took every dollar
he owned.

“1 was desperate when | went to
Deering’s apartment that night. 1 had
a gun with me and was determined to
visit Kendall and have a showdown.
But Deering would not listen to me. He
was terribly despondent. While | was
trying to reason with him, he took my
gun and shot himself.”

‘‘He did what?” Trenehard de-
manded.
“ Shot himself,” Dole murmured,

‘‘and then went to the club.”

““My God! Am | crazy or is everyone
else? How can a guy shoot himself and
then go out for a walk?”

“ By placing the bullet,” Dole said,
“ through the anterior portion of the
right hemisphere. | thought | made
that quite clear at Headquarters, when
| explained it to you. Deering shot him-
self and the bullet passed through his
brain without killing him. Undoubtedly
he was more surprised than you are.
Then what happened. Miss Trent?”

‘*He-—didn’t die. He just stood there,
looking at the gun for a moment, then
went and studied himself in a mirror.
Then he began laughing. Violently.
Out of his mind.” She shuddered.

“ And what did you do?”

“ 1 tried to calm him. | would have
sent for a doctor, | suppose, but when J
tried to make him lie down he struck
me.” Her shapely fingers crept to her
chin and gingerly caressed it. “ | was
unconscious quite some time. The blow
was a hard one, and | suppose the gen-
eral shock of what had happened . . .
anyway, when | did come to | hardly
knew what to do. Deering was gone. |
suppose | should have called the police,
but ...” She shrugged her shoulders.

RENCHARD, bleary-eyed with be-

wilderment, turned helplessly to
Galen Dole. “Will you please,” he
mumbled, “ tell me what happened to
Deering after that?”

“ Certainly, Trenehard. Put yourself
in his place. You are desperate; you've
lost all your money to a crook. You
attempt suicide but it doesn’t take. You
know, however, that you have but a short
time to live, and you decide on the spur

of the moment, as it were, to get even
with the thief who ruined you.”

“ Yeah.”

“You go to the thief’s place of busi-
ness, taking with you the very gun with
which you have already tried to Kkill
yourself. Suspecting nothing, he escorts
you into his private office. You kill him.
And then, Trenehard—and 1 frankly
admit | don’t quite understand the mo-
tive for this—you decide to lay the blame
for your own death and his death on an
entirely innocent person, Miss Trent.”

“ That,” said the girl in a low' voice,
“ was because he suffered from the mis-
taken belief that Kendall and | were
more than friends, even after | had as-
sured him a hundred times that | was
deliberately courting Kendall's friend-
ship in order to learn the man’s weak-
nesses. Deering loved me. He knew his
own cause was hopeless, yet he bitterly
resented my apparent affection for
Kendall.”

“ Motive established,” Dole said, nod-
ding. “ So then, Trenehard—you're still
listening?—so then, in order to frame
Miss Trent, Deering placed the gun, her
gun, on the floor of the death-room and
left beside it a glove which belonged to
her.”’

“ What glove?” Trenehard snapped.

“ Pardon me; | held out that bit of
evidence. Thought it might confuse you.
Here.” From his pocket Dole pulled a
crumpled black glove, but instead of
handing it to the inspector he gave it
to the girl.

The girl's eyes widened. “ But |
threw this away in Deering’s apartment,
days ago!”

“1 know you did. | found the mate
to it in the w'aste-basket.”

“ Nowr wait a minute,” Trenehard said

ominously.

“Not at all. The glove didn't enter
into it even for an instent. It fits the
right hand, Trenehard. If Miss Trent

had worn it to keep her prints off the
gun, she surely would not have removed
it at the scene of the crime.”

“ Go on,” Trenehard growled.

“ Yes, of course. We were at the point
wkere Deering, having murdered Ken-
dall, wias completing his childish attempt
to frame Miss Trent for the crime. He
knew, of course, that lie was dying. He
knew that he and Kendall would be
found dead together.”
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“Yeah?”

“ So there had to be two shots, Treneh-
ard, in ease anyone heard them. But it
took only one shot to kill Kendall. And
he could not fire the second bullet into
the floor or the ceiling, because even you,
Trenchard, would have known then that
the second bullet had not killed him.
You see?”

“ My eyesight’s all right,” Trenchard
snapped.

“ So he fired that second bullet into
the ash-stand,” Dole said. “ And when
| found that bullet, the rest was simple
arithmetic.”

Trenchard stared at the floor and
thought it all over. Very slowly he nod-

ded. “ 1 guess,” he said, “ that gives
Miss Trent a clean bill of health. | guess
the case is closed.”

Dole was smiling at him. “ It's odd,

Trenchard,” Dole said, “ how many per-
sons seem to have worked on the false
idea that Miss Trent has a past. Even
Philipe, for instance, was sure of it. At
gun-point he forced me to put down all
I know about her. Perhaps you'd like
to read it.”
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From his pocket he drew a crumpled
sheet of paper, politely smoothed out the
wrinkles before handing it over.
Trenchard narrowed his eyes at it.

He read: “ I, Galen Dole, do hereby
swear that the following comprises my
total and complete knowledge of the life
and activities of the woman who chooses
to call herself Marguerite Trent.

“ Marguerite Trent is now about
twenty-six years of age. She was not
always, of course, twenty-six years of
age. She is, however, a mysterious and
strikingly beautiful woman, with dark
eyes, dark hair, entrancing lips. When
she walks, it is with the grace and dig-
nity of a queen. When she talks, her
voice is an intoxicating murmur of cool
water moving through shady woods.
When she laughs, her eyes and voice
laugh together, and—"

Trenchard snorted. ‘‘What the hell!”’
he said, and then stopped, stood staring.
His eyes widened and an expression of
intense amazement spread across his
face.

Marguerite Trent was in Galen Dole’s
arms, softly sobbing.
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INTER'S howling squadrons
of rain, sleet and chill wind
were bombing Campbell's
Gap. Reb McKay took the

three thousand foot highway without

raising his foot. His chains purred be-
neath and the twin windshield wipers
cut protesting arcs of visibility.

Fifty miles ahead was Sangertown,
division office of the Great Southern
Truck Lines, where trouble awaited. And
it was Reb McKay’s business to get to
lioints of trouble quickly. Tonight he
journeyed with insufficient information.
A truck driver had been killed and there
had been no hijacking. Dave Horsley,
traffic chief, was already in Sangertown.
He had reached Reb, headed south on
vacation, at Roanoke. The storm had
cut them off before much had been said.

“ Probably an accident,” Reb grum-
bled. “ Fair enough weather for any-
thing to happen, when they overload six
wheelers. And Ben Furst is good at that.
| lose a fishing trip on a routine ease any
insurance adjuster could handle and— "~

HO

Reb McKay forgot his criticism of
Furst, the Sangertown division chief. He
forgot his fishing trip too, for a slowly
moving sedan cut across his vision on a
sharp curve, moved directly across his
path not a hundred feet distant.

Even as Reb slammed the brake pedal
and felt the rear wheels skid, he saw
twin, orange colored flames lance out
from the sedan’s windows.

A hole appeared in the are of the right
windshield wiper. All these things Reb
saw as he acted almost mechanically. He
raised his foot to ease the skid, yanking
the wheels with the mad lurch of his car.
White painted posts, cable connected,
loomed off the shoulder. And the orange
pencils kept flashing. Something struck
the rear door, as if a stone had been
hurled. Reb knew what it was—bullets.

The sedan lurched forward, and Reb
held to the shoulder, nursing his car and
regaining control. He saw the left fen-
der barely clear the sedan’s rear bumper.
He saw a face, caught in reflected light,
a face that was long and swarthy, and
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Reb McKay was a lawyer by profession, a deep-sea fisherman by blood,

and a violinist by nature . .

. but when they found the brother of the girl

Reb loved pinned under a demolished truck, Reb became a detective— by
instinct!

then Reb’s ear was back on the road.

It was over so swiftly that Reb could
hardly believe it had happened at all.
The lower curve was deserted, and some-
where ahead an airplane beacon winked,
red then white. But the jagged opening
still showed in the windshield glass, and
Reb now realized how close to sudden
death he had been.

Off the mountain, there were no pur-
suing lights. Nor were any showing on
the heights above. Face grim, Reb let
his car eat up the straightaways into
Sangertown. It wasn't the first time he
had ever faced ambush. But what made
Reb McKay boil so now, was knowledge
that men had tried to kill him, had al-
most succeeded, for no apparent reason
at all.

He drove into the Sangertown ter-

minal court, where men labored to load
trucks, cursing the weather and the way
ice stiffened tarpaulins resisted efforts
to cover bulky freight. The watchman
jerked a thumb toward a garage stall.
“I1f you're Reb McKay,” he bellowed,
“ they're waiting on ye in the chief’s
office. First door to the left.”

He saw them, Dave Horsley, fifty and
bald but still tough and able to handle
a five ton job as well as the next. He
saw Ben Furst, as sleek as a dancing
master, a man in his thirties who was
reputed to be handy with his fists and
was a crack pistol shot. Both men
jumped up as Reb walked in, slapping
hat against slicker.

“You're a sight for sore eyes, you old
trouble shooter,’’ Horsley cried. ‘' Afraid
the mountain would stop you tonight.”
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“ It didn't,” Reb said drily. “ What
happened?”’

“Jim Regan,” Furst answered first.
“ They found him on the mountain, half
mile this side of the summit. Under his
truck loaded with refrigerators. Bullet
between his eyes. Happened about day-

light.”

EB let the air out of his lungs in one
R surprised whistle. Jim Regan, the
kid the Great Southern was pointing for
a real traffic job. College man. It was
Regan’s way to learn the business from
the driver’s wheel. And besides, he had
a sister, Mary Lou, and Reb hadn’t been
able to get her off his mind since meet-
ing her last summer. Richmond folks,
they were.

Reb drummed a table as he listened,
first to Horsley, then Furst. It came to
him, irrelevantly enough, that tonight
marked his first full year with Great
Southern, and he still had no official
ranking. Reb was known as traveling
field representative. A lawyer by profes-
sion, a deep sea fisherman by instinct
and a violinist of merit, Reb had taken
this job of trouble shooting temporarily
and had liked it. Besides, Dave Horsley
was a friend of Glavis McKay, back in
the tidewater country, and had known
Reb since the latter had been able to
toddle. Reb was twenty seven. His next
thought made him stifle a laugh. He
was wondering what Furst used on his
hair, to make it so slick. Then he sobered.
“ This is serious, Reb,” Horsley was tell-
ing him. “ Somebody laid for Regan who
knew all about him. They didn't want
refrigerators, nor Jim’s money belt.
They shot Jim, then put him in the cab
and ran the truck off the road.”

“ A half mile this side of the summit,
eh?” Reb asked dreamily. This habit of
closing his eyes and asking questions had
irritated a lot of men. Reb did it to
think clearly. “ That would be at the
head of the long S curve,’’ he continued
softly.

“So0,” he affirmed, “ that clears up
something, at least.”

“What?” Furst looked
“You look sleepy, fellow.”

“ But I'm not,” Reb answered plac-
idly. “ A half mile this side of the sum-
mit tonight a car blocked me and a ma-
chine gunner threw lead at me for thirty
seconds.”

irritated.

“What!” Both men shouted the
question. Horsley was on his feet.
“ Somebody tried to hijack you? Let's
go get 'em. Now.”

“ Hold your horses, Dave,” Reb said.
“ They didn't try to hijack me. Some-
body wanted me liquidated good and
plenty. And when | didn’t liquidate,
they aired out. Waste of time to go up
there now. Instead, | want a look at
Regan’s truck, and we’ll go back to the
scene of his wreck in the morning.”

“ The truck’s in the garage, in behind
the warehouse,” Furst told him. “ 1l
send for Windy Bragg.”

“Windy? Is that roughneck down
here? By the way, Furst, do you have
a complete report on the accident? And
who checked it for the state police? 1'll
want to see them. | got a good look at the
gentleman swinging the machine gun.”

“We ought to notify the state police
anyway,” Horsley stormed. “ We have
a contract we're just starting for the
refrigerator people and this happens.
Something’s screwy and besides, it had
to be Regan.”

“1 know,” Reb said grimly. “ For
personal reasons |'d take this job, if |
weren't on the GS payroll. By the way,

Dave, | did notify the state police.
Found Sergeant Gettis. He's in charge
here, I understand. | went by their

headquarters coming in. And now, if
you don 't mind, I'll go by and see Windy
Bragg. Be with you in a half hour.”

There was no trouble locating Windy
Bragg. Reb heard a bull voice down by
the shop crane, where the operator was
lifting a battered van body from its
chassis.

Windy glanced across the way and
scowled. Reb grinned. Windy probably
thought it another brass hat, he told him-
self. Then the garage top hand recog-
nized the caller. “ Glory be,” he bel-
lowed. ‘‘Afraid they wouldn’t find you,
skyhooting toward Florida.” He gripped
Reb’s hand with a greasy palm. “ You've
already heard?”

“ About Jim Regan? Horsley and
Furst told me. That the wreck?”

Windy nodded. “ Jim was partly un-
der the side of the cab, head foremost.
She went through the fence and plowed
down for three lengths before the load
went over. They musta bagged him or
the run. Sergeant Gettis said it was *
machine gun bullet.”
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“ Know exactly where Jim left the
road?”

“ Sure. Half mile from the top. Looks
like you'd 've seen it, coming through,
even if it is bad driving.”

“ 1 was sort of busy, coming through
the gap,” Reb said quietly. “ The same
crew tried to polish me off. | happened
to get by. But | need a new windshield,
if some of the boys can put it in to-
night.”

INDY grabbed a handful of waste
Wand wiped his round face. He
plumped his two hundred pounds to a
box, looking up, mouth agape. “ You,”
he muttered. “ Then Jim had the right
hunch.”

“ Had the right hunch ? What are you
driving at, Windy? Spill it?”

Windy lowered his voice. “ He got a
telephone call, not ten minutes before
he took the wheel, we found out at
Roanoke. Then Wee Willie Drake got
a stummick ache and Jim sent him to
a doctor and took the run alone. But
he told Wee Willie he expected some-
thing to happen.”

“ He told Drake that, eh? Sorry |
didn’'t know, back there. What sort of
a person is Drake?”

“ Square shooter, and he really was
sick, Reb. He got down deadheading on
the express run, and he told me. Furst
sent him home.”

“Jim didn't mention details of that
phone call to Drake?”

Windy squinted up at Reb. “1I
thought of that too. No, but he did say
Jim Regan was worried. The Roanoke
manager’ll have to go on the carpet for
letting Jim get away with no relief. And
the insurance people will kick up a row
too. But Reb, it would have been the
same, if we'd had two relief men with
Jim. He just made his last run. Some-
body had the finger on him.” Windy
shut up abruptly as a helper approached
to ask questions about disassembling the
giant machine. Windy beckoned Reb.
‘1Take a look at the cab,’’ he said. ‘‘It's
got four bullet holes. Came in from the
left.”

Reb saw the dashboard clock stopped
at 4:12 o’'clock. The arc of those bullet
holes, fanned out, showed the Killers had
come up alongside, firing abreast, and
then getting ahead and out of danger,
once the truck was out of control. “ A
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cool job, well planned,” Reb mused.
“ Windy, when do you eat?”

He reached for a new wad of waste.
“ In ten minutes. There's a dog wagon
across the street. Owner’'s a pal of
mine.”

When Reb got back to the office, Hors-
ley had left for his hotel. Furst, mak-
ing up his time sheets, glanced up and
produced a sheet of paper. “ From Re-
gan’s sister,” he explained. “ She'll be
in from Baltimore around noon tomor-
row'. Find out anything from the
wreck ?"’

“ Not much, except how they got him."’
Reb studied Furst thoughtfully. “1'd
like to see your personnel list, drivers,
warehouse men, clerks and everything in
this division. And when and where was
your last hijacking?”

Furst looked surprised. *“ Sure you
can have the list. I'll have it in the
morning. “ We had a fruit shipment hi-
jacked three weeks ago. Hundred miles
south of here. And there’'s been some
clipping, but the police broke that up
not long ago. I'll tell you, McKay, this
is the worst thing in the Sangerton divi-
sion to happen to GS Truck Lines. W e've
got to catch the rats.”

“Well,” Reb said, “ 1'm going to bed
shortly. It's been a long and mean
drive, and | want to rest.”

Windy was yelling something over his
shoulder back by the loading platform,
when Reb emerged. A coupe turned into
the circular parking area. Headlights
played upon Reb’s face. The coupe
skidded, and Reb heard the exhaust roar.
Startled, he caught a glimpse of the
driver, and his companion. The car shot
out, and an incoming truck blotted out
sight of the rear license plate. Then
Windy arrived, still growling at some
mishap in the shop. Reb said nothing,
till they took seats in a deserted corner
of the restaurant and had given their
orders. “ And | told 'em,” Windy was
saying, “ you punks don’'t know beans
how' to run down them Kkillers. Wait till
old Windy’s pal gets here. Yessir—say,
what's on your mind ?"’

“ There was a coupe drove in, just be-
fore you left the platform,” Reb said.
“ The driver looked like a person you
used to know. Pink Roby."’

Windy whistled. “ That machine gun-
ning rat! With the old Cadiz mob on
the Boston road the time we rode trucks
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for six weeks and picked 'em off with
sawed off shotguns. You wouldn't kid
me?”

Reb shook his head. “ Roby and his
pal had come to pay a call, Windy. They
didn’'t expect me.”

“ Huh. 1'll bet the rats were the very
ones who ambushed you on the moun-
tain— "

“Wrong, Windy. But it could have
been somebody Roby sent up the moun-
tain for me, and he was drifting around
looking for more bad news. You keep
your eyes peeled, Windy, around the
Sangertown works.”

“ Hell, they'd know me, if | tried to
spy around.”

“Yeah? Well, maybe they don't
know you're here yet. You're in the
garage anyway. Now tell me something
about Regan.”

Windy looked troubled. Reb had the
feeling his friend knew something and
was reluctant to tell it. He stirred his
coffee and averted his eyes. Then he
looked Reb full in the face.

“ Reb, there's so much wrong, and so
little dope, | dunno what to say. You
can’t put your finger on it. Hell, you
know how the Darrell-Chase Lines are
muscling in, trying to edge in because
Sangertown’s a logical crossroads for
'em. We're an established company. |
knew Bug Chase when he was running
white corn all the way to Washington
and Baltimore. Darrell’'s a front. Silk
stocking family and harmless. Reb, Jim
Regan had found out some things. It
must've been hot. He was about to spill
it to me a coupla times."’

“ Where did Jim room, Windy?”

“ My place. | got a pass key. Been
up there today.”

EB drained his coffee cup. “ Grab
R your hat. | know Jim better than
anybody. He always kept a diary.
W e've got to find it, Windy.”

““Thunderation,” Windy exploded.
“ A thick, black leather book. Seen him
writing in it a dozen times. Come on.”

Reb digested Windy’s opinion in
silence as they breasted the sleet and
snow. Yes, probably the garage foreman
was right. Darrell-Chase Lines had been
encroaching on GS territory right along
for months, working through local polit-
ical groups, lobbying, and now waging
more tangible warfare. That is, if they

were responsible for what had happened
up on the mountain. And there was
Roby’s presence.

The rooming house was a gaunt, brick
affair, with dimly lighted hallways. The
stairs creaked to Windy’s weight as he
led the way. “ My room'’s to the right,”
he said. “ Jim was at the end of the
hall.”

After some fumbling with the pass
key, Windy got the door opened. There
was no switch, and Reb switched on his
flashlight. Windy strode forward, hand
outstretched to pull the light switch
pendant. Reb had the sensation of a
third presence. Before he could speak,
he heard a thump. Windy stopped, hand
frozen. “ Grab the light cord,” Reb or-
dered. Then he heard the noise again,
nearer the door.

Red whirled, flash cutting a swath
of light across the bed and dresser, then
leaping in the wake of a thin figure dash-
ing madly for the exit. Reb jumped too,
but the intruder yanked the door shut.
It raked Reb’s shoulder and knocked his
flashlight to the floor. Groping in the
darkness, Windy stumbled over him.
“You blundering idiot,” Reb cried. “ If
you can’t think to snap on a light, get
out of my way.”

By the time Reb had retrieved his
flashlight, a breath of cold air swept up-
stairs and a door slammed. Windy
started outside, but Reb called him back.
“It's no use. It's too dark on these
streets to find a man going places.”
With that Reb went back into Jim Re-
gan’s room and turned on the light. Then
he closed the door. “ I'm plumb sorry,”’
Windy said over and over. “ Plumb
sorry, Reb. Just wasn’t looking for
anybody up here, of all places.”’

“ That's all right, Windy. Did you
touch anything when you were up ?”

“ Nope. ’'Cept get the undertaker
Jim’s new suit. Looky there. All the
dresser drawers are open. And his suit-
case with things scattered.”

Reb laughed. “ My hunch is, Windy,
there's somebody else looking for Jim’s
little black book, and they haven't found
it, yet. So we get that much good out
of our friend’s visit. And by the way,
the little light I had, gave me a squint

at his face. He looks like Pink Roby'’s
pal, if you ask me.”
“Well,” suggested the practical

Windy, “ let’s go and find Roby and his
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pal and shake the truth out of 'em.”

“ Let's try and find Jim Regan’s diary
first,” Reb countered.

But they didn’'t make such a discov-
ery. Reb searched every comer of the
room. He even looked in the seams of
Regan’s mackinaw and overcoat. But
he did find a single sheet of paper, a
Darrell-Chase Lines letter head. The
sheet was frayed at the bottom, where
the signature should have been.

“You will make two equal payments,
as promised. Draw on C if necessary.
Use caution, but don’t fail.”

Reb thrust the crumpled sheet into
his pocket. “Windy,” he observed, “ I
think our search here is useless. You
and | are going to search elsewhere.”

‘‘Meaning what ?"’

“1'd like to unearth Pink Roby’s
hangout, and know who his pals are.”

“ Fine. Let's go find 'em,” said the
practical Windy.

Reb laughed. “ It won't be that easy.
First, you get a catnap, and I'll talk
with Horsley. You meet me in the
morning, at seven. |’ll arrange for your
leave to work with me—"

“ Glory be,” Windy exclaimed, a huge
grin on his face. “ Okay, boss. 1'll be
glad to get outside that garage, believe
you me.”

Reb was in his room when the door
opened. Thinking it Horsley, he grunted
an invitation to enter. But the man in
the doorway was Pink Roby. In behind
was a taller man, with elongated chin
and black eyes. “ Stay in the hall,
Blacky, '’ Roby spoke. Then he entered,
manifestly enjoying Reb’s astonishment.
“ Heard you wanted to see me, McKay,”
he announced. “ Well, here I am.”

EB saw7Roby'’s slender fingers hover-
R ing at right hand coat pocket. The
intruder had eased the door too gently
with his foot. It came to Reb that he
had to do some fast thinking, for Roby
had been known to be partial to silenced
guns. And this visit had a very direct
action upon Reb McKay’'s destiny. That
was apparent too. Roby came nearer,
legs outspread. “ Well?” he inquired
softly.

“*There wasn '1but one place you could
have heard that,” Reb said. “ And that
was in Jim Regan’s room some forty
odd minutes ago. Now that you 're here,
what is it?”

“ This.” Roby’'s grin faded. “ You
messed me up once, McKay. | was small
potatoes then. Now— " he paused signi-
ficantly, “ —you listen. Check out of
Sangertown—before daylight.’’

“ Roby,” Reb said, “ you're scum—a
rat. What's more,” he added signifi-
cantly, “ the war’s on. You tell Bug
Chase that. Jim Regan was about to
put the finger on your crowd and you
got him. | know. Well, trouble’s just
started, Roby. The men, or rats who
got Jim are going to fry, or die of lead
poisoning. They can take their choice.
That goes for present company, Roby.
Now get out, and get out quick."’

‘‘Easy.’’ Roby’s voice was flat. There
was a scuffling outside the door. Roby
came to his feet, not swiftly, and yet
in time to prevent Roby’s outside com-
panion from entering before the damage
was done. Roby’s right hand came out
of his coat with a snubnosed gun, belt
high. But that right hand sagged when
Reb struck. And as Roby wilted, Reb
lifted the man before him, sensing the
entry of the gunman at the door. He
saw the longest faced individual he had
ever viewed, taller than Roby. Thrust-
ing forward, Reb shoved the limp Roby
against the newcomer and threw him off
balance. Both went against the opposite
wall and Reb stood in the doorway,
Roby'’s retrieved gun in his hands. “ Lis-
ten you,” Reb said, “don’t call a sec-
ond time. Don’t come around at all.
And when Roby snaps out of it, tell him
the GS is going to put its trademark on
every punk getting in its way. Starting
now. Understand?”

‘*1 got you, '’ the man answured. ‘‘But
you 're a prize sap, Mister. 1'll say that.
Nobody ever conked Pink and lived to
brag about it.”

“ Till now,” Reb said curtly, closing
the door.

He didn’t lock the door. Reb knew
full well there would be no return visit,
just yet, nor would it be open, when it
came. Roby had overplayed his hand,
Reb told himself. “ Half bluff, and half
the real thing,” he muttered. “ Roby’s
got heavy backing, to walk in and warn
me like he did.”

He wrote down these facts on a sheet
of paper: Jim Regan had dangerous
information he was about to use to put
the finger on the Darrell-Chase out-
fit.
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Jim got his for knowing too much,
and GS Lines are out a truck.

Pink Roby is in charge of the
Darrel-Chase wrecking crew. Roby
has inside contact with GS Lines.

Roby is the key man in Regan’s
murder.

He was still pondering these conclu-
sions when Horsley knocked. He had
on hat and overcoat, and a brief case un-
der his arm. At Reb’s look of surprise
Horsley nodded. “ Yes, I'm leaving
town. The main office just called. Got
to travel south. We're in a jam about
tonnage and overhead clearances. Looks
like more lobbying to me. You look
after Jim’s sister tomorrow. |’'ve got
to hurry and catch my train.”

Reb gave a report on Roby’s visit.
Horsley looked more worried than ever.
‘*Came out in the open, eh? Means Dar-
rell-Chase is digging in here. 1'd heard
rumors they’re more solid here than we
thought. Reb, maybe you should have
been more—er discreet about Roby. 1'd
better let the brass hats know about that
too, and you'll need same help, I'm
thinking, from our regular field men.”

“1’'lIl call, if I need them,” Reb told
him. “ Roby was bluffing—party. He'll
go after me in a smoother way, now.
But I'm wondering just how he got that
little conversation | held with Windy,
up in Regan’s quarters.”

After Horsley left, Reb McKay made
another notation.

It read:
“ Dave Horsley knows what Jim
Regan discovered. He's been

warned, and wants to get away. Not

being yellow, Dave has something

hot.”

““It has to be that way, '’ Reb reflected.
‘‘Roby’s gall in coming up means some-
body with plenty of power is around.
Who?”

After a moment Reb wrote: “ Bug
Chase.’” Then he tore the paper to bits,
placed the pile in an ash tray and
touched a match to the heap. With that
action he opened a traveling bag and took
out an iron wedge, similar to that used
by wood cutters. He shoved it beneath
the door. Then he took the room key,
produced a steel object with angles and
thumb screws, fitted it to the key and
inserted it into the lock. The appendage
hooked to the knob. Reb surveyed the
job and smiled.
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E inspected windows, then got out a

flashlight.  Satisfied, he went to
bed. He had the door secure, and the
key clamped in a device of his own
manufacture. Phoning a call to the
desk, Reb shut out events of the preced-
ing few hours. It was a faculty he had.
Reb McKay had another faculty, which
he had discovered in college, and that
was real concentration. It didn't last
long, only a few seconds, but matters
back in Rob’s subconscious marched by,
sliding into sequence like trained sol-
diers, during those moments of concen-
tration.

He saw it now, Darrell-Chase Lines,
failing to beat their big competitor by
fair means, shifting to tactics of Bug
Chase’s rum running days. It happened
that Rob had never run afoul of Chase,
but he felt he would before he left San-
gertown. It was logical, a campaign of
lobbying, of actual sabotage, to discredit
Great Southern just before the new
year, when a half dozen big hauling
contracts, three for drug and grocery
chain systems, were to be renewed. Loss
of those contracts would be a big blow.
Sabotage and legitimate harassing would
kill off contract signers who preferred
goods delivered promptly rather than in-
surance adjustments and delays.

Jim Regan had ferreted out facts, and
maybe personalities, tied up with this
sabotage scheme. Maybe he knew who
was the traitor on the GS payroll. And
Dave Horsley had an inkling. Reb
knew the man must. He was close to
Jim. Maybe they had worked together.
And now Horsley was afraid.

Of what?

Reb found himself sitting bolt up-
right. He switched on the light and
reached for the phone.

Windy Bragg answered sleepily.
“ Reb speaking,” the latter snapped.
“ How long before you can dress and
meet me downstairs?”

“ Aw—uh—say, you in a hurry to go
places? | can make it in ten minutes.
But I'm pow’ful sleepy.”

Reb got into his clothing swiftly.
Then he phoned the Sangertown airport.
“1 flew through here last summer, on
the Florida plane. Does it still leave
here at three this morning?” he de-
manded.

“ Two o'clock, sir. 1t's on time. Do
you want a reservation ?’’
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“ Yes, for two persons,” Reb said, giv-
ing his name.

“You'll have to liurry, sir. It takes
twenty minutes to get out from your
hotel. "’

“We'll make the ship.” Reb banged
the receiver up. He got his service gun
and holster out. strapping the latter be-
neath his armpit. Then he went down,

to find Windy, still red and puffing,
outside. “ 1 got out my car,” he an-
nounced. ‘‘Where tof”

“ The airport, and step on it. We're
going down the line.”

“ What for?” Windy asked. “ Ain’t

we got a job to 'tend to here? And be-
sides, | don't crave to get into the clouds,
on a night like this. Can’t we get there
on tires?”

“We're going to overtake Dave Hors-
ley—he’s aboard the Florida Special.
And Dave is going to need us before he
gets off that train,” Reb said.

“Well, if he’s in trouble—say, what's
up?”

“1'm taking a chance Horsley’s in
danger, if he don't give up something.”

“Huh. What's he got so durned im-
portant? Dough?”

“ No. Jim Regan’s confidential re-
port, or diary, or memoirs, whatever you
choose to call it.”’

“ So he took it. Well, that saves us
trouble,” Windy mused. “When'd he
tell you?”

“ He hasn’'t,” Reb answered.

Windy lifted a heavy foot from the
throttle. Well, I'll be a cookie. You
mean to say you're going to take me fly-
ing, to overtake Horsley, on a hunch, for
something to protect you think lie's
got?”

“ Windy, Dave Horsley pulled out, a
worried man. Regan’s told him plenty,
and Horsley won't tell me because he’s
scared to death, and Dave don’'t scare
easy. It had to be Regan’s finger book.
Horsley isn’'t treating me fair, but he
means well. Well, he’'s underestimated
his foes by trying to beat it. So we're
taking the plane. We've got to ride
with Dave Horsley, while I get him to
listen to reason and spill everything he
knows. "’

“ Cheek,” Windy said, turning into
the highway leading to the distant air-
port. “ But | got a sort uh prejudice
about skyhopping, ’'specially on nights
like this un,” he added glumly.

It was daylight, after they left the
plane at its first stop in advance of the
Florida Special. They drank huge mugs
of coffee waiting on the train. It hardly
slid to a stop before Reb showed his cre-
dentials to the conductor. The latter
nodded. “ I think your man is in car
K-47. Stateroom.”

“ That would be him, | guess,”
said. “ Come on, Windy.”

Reb

HE porter affirmed Reb’s descrip-

tion. “ Yassuh. | guess we got him
all right. Up this way, please.”

But there was no answer to the por-
ter's knock. Reb and Windy were silent.
Windy pounded with his big fist
Silence.

“ Together,”
door. "’

“You all caint do that,” the porter
cried. But Reb and Windy lunged.
The door bulged, then opened with a
crash.

Dave Horsley was on his berth, fully
clothed, papers from his brief ease over
the floor. There was a tiny, bluish hole
through his right temple.

There was the routine investigation,
the questioning of train crew and pas-
sengers by local police and railroad de-
tectives. But Reb soon gathered, after
hearing witnesses, that Dave Horsley
spoke to none but car conductor and
porter, that he left a call for eight
o’'clock and had sent off a telegram to
the New York office just after leaving
Sangertown. And then, into the confu-
sion of the inquiry, held at the station,
a railway detective brought in a hobo.
“ Riding the sleepers and he claims he
saw something,” the officer announced.
“ Talk, punk.”

“1 ain't done anything,” the man
snarled. “ What if | was beating my
way. | hear there’s been a man Kkilled
and when | stick my neck out, you act
like you wanta put it on me.”

“Mind if | ask the questions?” Reb
put in. Without waiting for an affirma-
tive, Reb studied the hobo. “ The man
who was killed was one of my bosses,
and a friend,” he said quietly. “ What
was it you saw?”

“Well, buddy, I'm topping this
sleeper, see, and the ventilators are open.
This sleeper ain’t one of them air condi-
tioned jobs, and | button my overcoat
around a pipe and twist around, to take

Reb said. “ Break the
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a look below. 1’'m an hour outa Sanger-
town when the gent and the porter go
into the end stateroom. Then | nod a
while. When 1| look down again, the
aisle is dark, but | see somebody slip
outa the gent’s stateroom and make a
getaway. That's funny, | tell myself.
| gotta look at the face. It’s a big man,
tall, with about the longest chin | ever
seen. He’'s a tough looking mug."’

“*The fellow Roby called Lanny,’’ Reb
muttered. “ His gunman.”

“ See him any more?”
asked.

“ Naw. But when | drop off here and
hear everybody talking, I finally spots a
bull and spill my story. Do | go now?"’

“You stay,” the railway officer
snapped. “We’'ll try to pick up the
horse faced punk, if this bo is talking
straight, and | think he is. But nobody
heard a shot, and that’s strange.”

“ Not strange,” Reb said. “ The man
had a silencer.” Then to the hobo,
“ Could you identify Lanny when they
catch him?”

“Sure—" The man snapped back his
head, staring at Reb with narrowed lids.
The malevolent look didn’t pass Reb’s
watchful gaze. Then the hobo looked

an officer

down. “ I dunno what you are talking
about,” he mumbled. Reb merely
smiled. He nudged Windy. “ Let’s
go.”

‘‘But they ain’t half started question-
ing the bo,” Windy protested, outside.
“ And what sort uh shot was that you
fired at the bum?”

“He’'s a plant,” Reb asserted. “ This
is the boldest job done against our com-
pany. Don’'t you get the idea, Windy?
They’'re going to put the finger on Dave
Horsley’s killer themselves. Somehow.
That's something one of the most dan-
gerous criminals in the east invented ten
years ago, always to clear himself.
Watch. They’'ll find this Lanny person
right away. And anyway, |'ve got to
do plenty of phoning.”

Before his task was over, the long
faced suspect was found, trying to
escape in a stolen ear. Trapped, he
fought it out and Reb reached the scene,
in time to find the coroner present, and
to identify the man as the one who had
accompanied Pink Roby to Reb’s hotel
room.

‘10kay, Windy,”' Reb decided.
“We'll let the police here wind up this

case. |'ve got a release on all his per-
sonal effects and they're going on the
plane back to Sangertown, with us.”

‘‘But what was the motive ? That was
too coldblooded, except to get poor old
Horsley outa the way. He had no
dough and you say you doubt the man
got anything at all.”

“ He wasn’t after anything but Dave’s
life, 1 feel sure.”

“ But Regan’s report, or what you call
it?”

Reb shook his head. “ The brass hats
are coming down, Windy. And | want
to see Mary Lou. And the answer to a
lot of things still is in Sangertown. And
I'm as much in the dark as to why they
actually killed Dave Horsley and Jim
Regan as you are.”

“ They knew too much.”

“ 1 wonder what it was they knew.”

ARY LOU REGAN was there when
M they landed. Quiet and slender,
she looked quite a bit like the blue eyed,
curly haired Jim. She had read about
Dave Horsley’s passing. Reb talked to
her in her room, Windy pacing up and
down the corridor. The girl was pale,

but calm. “I'm not surprised at—at
either,” she said. “ But Reb—it’'s so—
so unfair.” Her lips quivered and she

twisted a ball of a handkerchief nerv-
ously.

Reb studied her. “ Why weren't you
surprised ?” he asked. Did she know the
answer? And he didn't feel astonished
when she nodded. “ Jim told me, some-
thing. He and Uncle Dave—1 always
called him that. They knew Darrell-
Chase were trying to put over a merger
and squeeze your company out of their
territory. Jim had worked under an as-
sumed name with the Darrell-Chase
wrecking crew. He did some paying off,
and had photographed checks. He had
names of reliable witnesses, and some
letters. He and Uncle — Mr. Horsley
were going to take their case to head-
guarters when they both got warned, and
things began to happen. That was when
they asked for you.”

“ And when | did get here, it had hap-
pened to Jim, and Dave Horsley didn't
open his mouth.”

“1 think,” Mary Lou Regan told him,
“Uncle Dave expected it to happen to
him, and didn't want to drag anybody
else into it. He wrote me a letter. | got
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it just before — before it happened to
Jim. He—he wasn 't married, you know,
and | think lie meant the letter to be a
will, Reb. The way he wrote it. 1'll
show it to you, later.”

‘“*“We started out looking for Jim's
diary,” Reb said. “ Now, well, his evi-
dence is worth something, wherever it is.
And | think it's here, somewhere in
Sangertown.’’

“You've searched his things,
said.”

“ Absolutely. The police, too. There
was somebody in his room when Windy
and | went up. And a talk | had with
Windy there and was overheard.” Reb
told her about Pink Roby.

Mary Lou didn’t know Roby. But she
told Reb he should get help. “ I know
you pride yourself on being a lone wolf,
and settling things yourself, Reb, but
this is too big. They dared to kill Jim.
And then they got Dave Horsley because
they had to finish the job. It's obvious
you're next, if you don't wait for re-
inforcements.”

you

Reb laughed. “ I'll be careful, Mary
Lou. 1'm awfully sorry I can’t go along
with you.”

“ 1 understand. You've got to stay,
and | 've got a job to do, Reb. But I'll
do it alone. Your duty is to locate Jim's

evidence, and with the help of Great
Southern, punish the guilty persons. And
then—  her voice broke, “ —then 1'd
like you to come and see us, Reb.”

“1'm going to, my dear,”” he said
gently. Reb sighed. “ Things can hap-
pen mighty fast, and stunning in nature,
Mary Lou. That's how | feel now.
Stunned. |1'll be up, when | get this job
done,” he added grimly. “ I owe it to
Jim, and Dave Horsley.”

Police had found the car used by Jim’s
ambushers. It was a “ hot” car, they
told him, taken from a Roanoke doctor.
There were no finger prints. The gun-
man had been identified as Lanny Rook
and he was known to Newark and Phila-
delphia authorities and had done time in
the west, under other aliases. The hobo
had been released, after a fingerprint-
ing. And careful perusal of Dave Hors-
ley’s effects revealed no light, or didn't
at first. It was just before repacking
the things, with Windy waiting and
slightly bored, that Reb eame upon a
scrap of envelope in Horsley’s brief case.
He was about to thrust it back when his

memory stirred. He reached into his
coat pocket and produced the sheet
found in Jim’s room, the one bearing
the cryptic message to “ contact C, and
don't fail.”

The envelope and sheet matched.
Windy spoke up impatiently, but Reb
waved him aside. He sat down, closed
his eyes. As Reb shut out even Windy's
presence and closed the window of his
mind, he saw Dave Horsley again, with
that desperate look in his eyes, about to
catch his train.

Horsley could have been
away to escape something.

Horsley could have been in frantic
search for something, playing out his
hand alone, with Jim gone. But the
man had been too relieved when Reb had
showed up. So what?

Reb reclined in a chair, legs out-
stretched, as limp as one asleep. Fear-
ing himself marked, Dave Horsley could
have received a tip where to locate Jim
Regan’s evidence, and if the tip had ma-
terialized, acted as necessity required,
risked no life but his own, and stopped
Darrell-Chase, all iiyonc coup.

And also lie hap permitted Reb a
chance to see Maiy Lou, now that she
needed someone so much more.

If Horsley had received a tip, who
was it from ?

running

OMEONE he trusted. Reb let out
S a deep sigh. He had the answer.
It had to be Ben Furst. He grew tense,
opened his eyes and got up. Windy was
at the window. *“ Clear again, and
warmer,” he mused. “ Just about twenty
four hours since you landed.”

“Windy,” Reb said abruptly, “you
suppose they've repaired Jim’s truck
yet?”

“ Huh? Sure. The tractor was okay

with a few hours’ labor. They just had
to put another trailer on. Crowded as
we are, the outfit’ll probably go out on
a run, maybe tonight.”

‘*Could you arrange for it to go out?"’

“1 dunno.” Windy was perplexed.
“ First has the sayso. Anyway, why?”

“ W e'll need a scatter gun, and a good
rifle,” Reb mused. “ You and I, Windy.
Going north. Over the mountain. Us
two in the cab and Furst is going to
clear us. You want a free chance to
die tonight, and maybe not gain a thing?
Or do we wait till the GS sends down a
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plane load of private dicks, who'll take
days to get the idea and be of any help ?"’

“ Well, confidentially  speaking,”
Windy observed, “ | ain’'t a bit hot about
sticking out my neck. But if shoving
a tractor and loaded trailer north will
do any good, let's get going.”

Night camped on the highway with
its curving ribbon showing in the lights
as Windy took the grade with all the
motor had. They had on a couple of
tons, potatoes, and the tarpaulins were
snugged in tightly. Across the level
miles from Sangertown to the mountain,
Windy had been concerned with han-
dling the six wheeler. There had been
one addition to the cab, done under
W indy’s supervision. There were sheets
of steel waist high, bolted to front and
either side. Against Reb’s knee rested
a sawed shotgun, while within easy reach
was a magazine rifle. They had done
little talking, because traffic was dense
till they took the Y for the north high-
way. Now Windy was relaxed, regain-
ing the feel of the road, nursing his load
around curves and making allowances

for drivers riding the center stripe
around inside curves. “ This job sure
handles well,” Windy confided. “ I hit
the air first time and she squats. Jim

sure had a good tractor.”’

“ You're curious about this trip, eh?”
Reb asked. *“ Furst certainly was. He
wanted to pilot us.”

“ That cookie? Yeah, since you men-
tion it, 1'd like to know.”

“ Well, figure it out for yourself.
About everybody has tried to locate
Jim’s evidence, and failed. He hadn’'t
turned it over to Dave Horsley, | don’'t
think. Mary Lou didn’t think so. |
was sort of hoping he'd sent it away.
But that's out. Now where was the
safest place for Jim to keep his stuff?”

‘1Search me. 1'd 've dumped it in the
lake. All the trouble it caused.”

“In this truck, Windy. Nowhere
else.”

Windy almost left a curve. A truck
came around a banked turn and Reb
held his breatli as the two huge machines
came nearer and nearer. Brakes
screamed, and the downgrade truck slid
by with inches to spare. Windy
dropped into lower gear and swore.
“‘The louse, hogging the road,’’ he mut-
tered. Then, “ What in the heck did
you have to drag this elephant out on
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the highway for, with me in the garage ?"’

“ That's the answer, Windy. |
searched, as well as | could, while they
were working on the cab. Even then
1'd figured to get the truck away from
Sangertown. There’'s something we
overlooked, but now | know. It's got
interesting thumb and finger prints to
be studied. Other people had a hunch
about Jim’s hiding place, and failed.
We're going to Roanoke and do some
real searching.”

“ Sounds haywire,” Windy grum-
bled, “ but you're the boss.”

“ Well, you watch the road, Windy.
We may not get through without troube.
But the main thing is, | want us to get
through. You driVe, I'll watch.”

It happened, as if Reb McKay’'s re-
mark wmfffere the signal. First a coupe
flashed by, lights boring into mountain
cliffs overhanging Campbell’'s Gap.
Vaguely Reb identified the distant curve,
with its protecting, white painted posts,
as the point where his own ambush had
been attempted. Then another car, this
time a sedan, whirled by, and Reb saw
a face at the rear window. His pulse
quickened. Without pause he reached
for the sawed off shotgun and placed it
beside Windy. “ Heads up,” Reb cried.
“ If shooting starts, duck as low as you
can.’’

“1'll hit 'em, if they block the road,”
Windy yelled back. ‘‘Think it'sthem?"’

“1'm taking no chances. Look, they're
stopping on that curve. They're back-
ing up the sedan.”

switch on all lights. The motor
roared, with cutout open. But above all
that roar, there came a blasting sound
from ahead, tongues of spitting flame,
and glass cascaded about the pair.
Ahead, the sedan loomed, not fifty feet
away, and Reb slid from the seat, rifle at
ready. He groped for the cab door latch,
yanked at it. To his left Windy was
down, almost under the wheel. “ Hold
on,” he bellowed. “ I'm going to hit
em. "

“You'll wreck,” Reb warned.

“ Better take 'em to hell with us, than
leave the rats here alive,” Windy re-
torted. ‘‘Get ready to jump, if you have
to.”

Reb saw the sedan right at hand. A
man leaped away from the machine,

REB saw Windy reach forward and

121
dragging his machine gun. Reb kicked
at the door. He jerked up hisrifle. This

was going to be the place for pistol and
shotgun work, he thought. Nevertheless,
he fired. He remembered, just before
the grinding impact, that the sedan
driver made one frantic effort to get out
of the way. Then two wheels showed.
A smear of water hit the cab and lashed
both men as the remainder of the glass
went out. After that, the tractor rose,
lightless now, then came down with a
crash. “ Hang on,” Windy was bellow-
ing. “We're getting through.”

And somehow the tractor kept going.
Shots came from both sides, flashes that
retreated now, and Windy brought up
one hand, firing his gun with the barrel
over the side. The roar was deafening
inside the cab. Reb saw a figure, just
ahead, almost blending with the dark-
ness. He fired again. Then he ducked
and the tractor picked up, lurching
queerly, as they went through the pass.

“We got ’'em,” Windy shouted.
“ Plowed right through that sedan.”

There were lights behind now, twin
lights, and farther back flame. That
flame was the wrecked sedan. Reb felt
a thrill of victory. He aimed, this time
as carefully as he could, from the run-
ning beard.

Two hundred yards behind now, he
thought. Better give for another fifty.
He squeezed the trigger.

The next moment he was almost
thrown off. The tractor, still weaving,
was gaining momentum. “ Hey,” he
shouted to Windy, “ this isn't a racing
car. We're going down the mountain
now. ”’

“You stop her,”” Windy retorted. ‘‘I
can't. Her brakes are shot.”

One lone headlight sent its wobbly
beam dancing crazily upon the road, up-
on jagged rocks to one side, and overshot
velvety darkness on the other. The tons
of weight, pulled on by gravity and un-
fettered wheels, pushed the tractor on,
around curves and with ever accelerat-
ing speed, to certain destruction.
Windy’s features were grim, revealed in
the uncertain, reflected light. Reb knew
it wouldn’t be long before they crashed.
“ Get ready and jump,” he bellowed.
“You've got to.”

“ Okay. Yo go first,” Reb shouted
back. “ On this straightaway.” He
missed a climbing sedan by inches. The
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oncoming headlights made their own
pathway dark. And Reb found they
were off the road, crashing into the re-
taining fence, two men and a thundering
uncontrollable monster of steel on rub-
ber. He yelled at Windy once more and
jumped. The ground rose to meet him,
and the impact seemed part of the ter-
rific sound all about, as the tractor and
loaded trailer ripped through at a curve.
Then Reb saw lightning, followed by
darkness and deep silence.

He came to, limp in the arms of a man
who was arguing with others. *“ This
one’s not bad hurt, I tell ya. The other

punk’s dead. He ain’'t moved for five
minutes. "’
“Yeah. Well, bring him over. |

want McKay to live, for a while.”

Reb stiffened at the tones. Pink Roby!
Then, as his captor lifted him, with toes
still dragging, Reb forgot Roby because
his side hurt, and a spot behind his right
ear throbbed with intense pain. He had
the feeling that part of his head was
damp.

“ Coming around,’’somebody grunted,
as Reb was dropped to the running
board of a car. ‘‘That was some smash.
Truck’s twenty feet down. This punk
was plenty of distance away.”

“ Work him around,” Roby ordered.
“ We got to move outa here before some-
body reports this wreck to the cops.
Me'n Bug want to ask questions. Slap
his face.”

Rob’s temples reacted so painfully to
that slap that he couldn’t repress a
groan. And he experienced a sort of
weakness at the same time, so much that
he let his head roll forward. He realized
he was still in a daze. And somebody
struck him again, jerking his chin up.
“ Snap out of it, McKay. Get the idea?
Snap out of it.”

EB looked up into blinding light.
Roby’s face was just visible beyond
the flashlight. Now he saw a second
man, in tan overcoat and wide brimmed
hat, the sort he knew by reputation that
Bug Chase invariably wore. He saw
Bug Chase at close hand for the first
time In his life. But Reb knew, in the
next moment, that he had seen the man
before, and recently. “ You were in the
sedan, up on the hill—the night—you
tried to get me,” Reb said thickly.
“ But you won't ever tell,” Bug Chase

retorted, in flat accents. “ You're go-
ing to tell us what you did with Jim
Regan’s pictures, and love letters. We
want them, just as souvenirs.”

“1 don’'t know what you're talking
about.” Reb felt sleepy. He wanted to
get down on the ground. He wanted to
get ease from these various pains stab-
bing him so persistently.

Whop! Pink Roby’s open palm
struck, and this time Reb bounced up-
ward. He lashed out, and his fist caught
Roby. Then Reb was swamped with
swinging fists, beaten to the ground, and
a heel ground against his cheek bone.
“ Lay off Pink,” Bug Chase ordered.
“ He's got to talk.”

“ And how,” Roby said with an oath.
“ Jerk him to the running board, Buzz.”

Buzz! Somewhere that name had
been connected with troublesome epi-
sodes. Buzz—Buzz Lowry! Highjacker.
Ex-prizefighter.

But Reb had no time to ponder. Bug
Chase was firing questions. And Reb
shook his head to clear it. “ Suit the two
bit crook stuff and listen,” he snarled.
“ 1 mean, this slapping stuff. 1’ll tell
you what | know.”

“Let's hear it then,” Chase said
quietly.

“ Chief, cars coming up the grade,”
the fourth man cried from the car.

‘‘Talk,” Chase told Reb. “ Talk fast.”’

“ 1 haven't found the stuff either, and
that's the truth. | went through Jim’s
room, and his stuff, and Dave Horsley's,
and it wasn't there.’’

“ Yeah. What was the big idea, truck
driving? You and Windy? And what's
in the load?”

‘‘ Potatoes. Go and look for yourself. '’

“ There's potatoes all over the moun-
tain, so help me,” the man named Buzz
affirmed.

“ Shut up,” Roby snarled. “ He’'s
lying, Bug. McKay is. Let's liquidate
him. And | want the job.”

“You want to talk?” Chase sug-
gested. Lights played upon the cut be-
low, sign of the approaching cars.

“1've told you the truth,” Reb said.
“ But | suppose you rats will give it to
me, like you did poor Dave Horsley, and
Jim Regan. But other men wall come,
and if | get sent to hell this night, you'll
join me.”’

Roby laughed.
Bug?”

“ What's the verdict,
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“ Pitch him over the side, and we’ll
go over the truck later,’’ Chase snapped.
“You asked for it, McKay.”

“ Stand where you are, all of you.”

Reb’s heart leaped at the sound.
Windy Bragg’'s voice was something to
remember, all through the coming years.

Out of the darkness a lurching figure
stumbled, and he held a sawed off shot-
gun before him, advancing, in the man-
ner of one too tired to do more than lift
one foot after another.

Windy seemed to float from outer
darkness, into the lighter gloom where
the two cars stood, coupe and sedan, with
Reb McKay and his four captors. He
seemed to float, for timeless moments, a
man with battered face, with left arm
dangling, the gun held by his right. Reb
fought off his lethargy. He knew his
injured ally was no match for these four
men. But what to do? His mind seemed
off the track, somehow. He wanted to
laugh at Windy’s scarecrow appear-
ance.

It was Pink Roby who broke the spell.
Dimmed against the coupe lights, Reb
saw the man come up with a gun. And
as he saw that, gun, Reb lashed out. He
struck Roby in the side and the man
spun partly around, gun discharging al-
most in Reb’s face. Even as the crack
of the gun was so deafeningly close, the
ponderous roar of Windy's shotgun
dominated everything. Reb kept up his
attack. He had one objective, to get
Roby’s gun. And the pair went down,
clawing, kicking and squirming. Again
Windy’'s gun vroared, and a man
screamed. A machine gun clattered.
Reb almost had Roby’s gun when the
latter struck him squarely in the face.
Taking swift advantage, Roby wrested
the gun away. “ You louse,” he bel-
lowed. “ Windy got Bug, but I'll send
you to hell—"

The gun was within a foot of Reb’s
body. Rob tackled from his knees.
Then he saw the gun plainly, as lights
from the oncoming cars shot around the
last curve and played directly upon the
scene. It wasn't a second of time, but
Reb reached for that gun through what
was a week, a month, and this time he
had one hand on the weapon and the
other clutching® Roby’s wrist. Somer-
saulting, he held the cursing Roby, and
brought the man crashing to the road
shoulder. Rolling once more, he jerked
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the gun free, just as the cars swerved
and came to a halt.

““What's coming off here?” someone
bellowed. The voice was Sergeant Get-
tis’, of the state patrol, and with him
were two other men in uniform. Windy
Bragg stood before them, legs outspread,
before him the prone bodies of two men.
Roby stood sullenly beside. “ What's
coming off?” Windy repeated owlishly.
“Two men met four rats, that's what.
They didn’t get us, like they did Jim
Regan.’’

UG CHASE was quite dead. The
B second figure on the highway
stirred. In the glare of flashlights, they
turned him over. “ Ben Furst,” Reb
and Windy cried in unison.

The Sangertown manager for the GS
groaned. A crimson trickle came from
one corner of his mouth. He coughed,
tried to sit up. Reb knelt. “ So you
drove the car, eh? You're going out,
Furst. Who were your playmates, who
got away?”

“ Find them,” Furst whispered. “ To
hell with your evidence now. You won't
get me, for stringing with Chase and
Roby. "’

‘*Going to scuttle your own company,
eh? Who got Dave? And Jim?”

“ Ask Roby. He and Chase engi-
neered the deal. | was just going to be
their Sangertown manager. Jim Regan
and Horsley bought out a louse who had
busted into Bug Chase’ safe, and they
paid for it with their lives. Now leave
me alone.” Like a machine running
down when power is cut off, Furst col-
lapsed. Presently he coughed, tried to
raise his body. It was his last move-
ment. Windy Bragg sank to the ground.
“1'm hurting,” he said.

Presently there were police officers, an
ambulance, and a radio car. And it
was the radio patrol that reported arrest
of both men, fugitives from the scene,
after the two had been foolish enough
to attempt the holdup of a car. It hap-
pened that two officers were in the car.
Windy had been taken to Sangertown.

Reb and the patrol sergeant went down
to look at the wrecked truck. Bandaged
up, Reb felt better.

“ 1 wonder,” Reb mused, “ how Windy
got out alive ?"’

“ He'll never know,” Gettis replied.
“ That cab’s a sure enough wreck this
time.”

Reb borrowed the sergeant’s flashlight.
The trailer still held plenty of potatoes,
lying on its side. The tractor had broken
free and was upright after a couple of
somersaults. Reb swept the beam about,
then exclaimed. “ Look,” he cried.

The cab roof had burst open. In a
partition there was exposed a brief case,
of the type Horsley had liked to carry
around. Reb crawled in, pulled the
leather container out. In the dim light
he got the case open.

There were letters, canceled checks, a
series of candid camera shots, which
close inspection showed to be taken in
garages and offices, showing Chase and
Furst, men tampering with GS tractors,
and some pictures difficult to place in
connection with sabotage. But the let-
ters told stories, of agreements with
office holders, GS workers, and acknowl-
edgements of money paid by Chase to
various individuals.

“We'll find the pictures mean some-
thing too,” Reb said. “ Jim Regan and
Dave Horsley got out of their element,
trying this job by themselves. Anyway,
we've got enough to put Roby on ice, and
the two birds the patrol caught.”

“1'm pinning the murder rap on
Roby,” Gettis said. “ We’'ll sweat his
pals till they talk. It looks like this case
is busted wide open, McKay. "’

“Yes,” Reb agreed with a sigh.
“ Wide open. But | lose two friends,
for the ambitions of arat. Or rats. 1'll
take this case in with me, Sergeant, and
let your boys lock it up, till we meet the
district attorney. Then maybe |'d bet-
ter go over and cheek on Windy. And
then,” he added, “ I've got some phon-
ing to do. |'vc got to tell Mary Lou that
Jim closed his case, through me and
Windy.”



DEATH WON'T ACCEPT AN 1.0. U

by T. K. HAWLEY

There was one 1.0.U. the money Jack Mardel had coming wouldn’t cover
— the one he’'d given Death!

Jack Mardel glanced furtively at the
big clock on the wall of the clubroom—
glanced through a screen of smoke that
enshrouded the card table and his com-
panions. His dark eyes gleamed. At
last the time had come. The deed must
be done quickly if he were to come into
the rich inheritance from his uncle with-
out waiting for the uncertain remote-
ness of natural death. He got up easily,
threw down his cards nonchalantly.

“ Sorry, boys! 1've got to get on.”
His voice was cool, careless. No one per-
ceived that his eyes were just a bit
brighter than usual, his movements ever
so slightly mechanical and forced.

Bob Johnson protested. “ Why pull
out now, Jack? Let's make a night of
it.”

‘*Can’t. Simply can’t. The old man
demands that | get home before his bed-
time. Age must be served.” Mardel
drew out a fountain pen, scribbled an
1.0. U., pushed it across the table to
Johnson, and put the pen back into his
breast pocket. He was smiling sardoni-
cally as he stepped out into the brisk
night air a moment later. No more
1.0. U.’s after tonight.

His plans were all laid. He glanced
at his wrist-watch as he quietly let him-
self into the Mardel mansion. Just ten
o'clock. He had made it exactly in time.
His uncle would be in the bath. He
crept silently up the stairs. There were
no servants around to interfere with his
plans. They all slept out. It would be
easy. At the bath-room door, he paused.
The old man never locked it. He pushed
the door open, his face pale, his eyes
glittering. The old man, in the tub,
gaped at him, surprised at the intru-
sion.

“What do you want, Jack?” he quav-
ered.

Mardel did not speak as he bolted the
door behind him. He seized a towel from
the rail, threw it over his uncle’s face,
shoved his head under the water, and
held it there. The old man struggled,
but it was all over in a few minutes.
Panting, trembling, Mardel drew back.

Good thing he had made all his plans
beforehand. He was in no condition to
think now. He hurried to his room, hid
the wet towel, and changed his suit so
that the wet coat sleeves would not be
seen. At a quarter after ten, he was
calling Sergeant Elliot at the police sta-
tion. The sergeant knew him. He would
never be suspected.

“1've just come from my club,” he
said over the telephone, his voice
strained to what he believed to be the
right tension. “ Found uncle dead in
the bathtub!”

“ Bad business, Mr. Mardel,” the ser-
geant’'s deep voice boomed. “ Don’'t
touch him. 1'll be right over.”

Mardel hung up. It seemed ages be-
fore the police arrived. Sergeant Elliot,
Doctor Freeman and a constable came
in. Mardel knew them all, even the con-
stable, and so he was not worrying about
the outcome. But he was a bit impatient
for the preliminaries to he dispensed
with.

“ Did you make sure he was dead?”
asked the sergeant as they entered the
bathroom.

“Why, yes.” Mardel thought swiftly.
“ 1 raised him up, saw he was gone.”

“ Quite right,” said the sergeant. “ I
wondered why your sleeves were wet.”

Mardel’'s heart stood still an instant.
His sleeves? But he had changed his
suit. He glanced down.

“ 1 see you changed your coat,” the
shrewd old sergeant remarked. *“ Just
a touch of water on the shirt sleeves—on
the cuffs.”

Mardel suddenly realized that Ser-
geant Elliot as an elderly friend was
quite different from Sergeant Elliot as a
criminal investigator on duty. He did
not feel comfortable as they looked down
at the body in the tub.

“‘Poor old Joe, '’ the sergeant mourned.
“ Looks as if he fell in and drowned all
right. Must have had a heart attack.”
He bent closer. ‘‘l say—Ilook here. The
water is blue!”

Mardel's heart again performed an
uncomfortable variation in tempo.
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“ That's funny,” he declared, mysti-
fied. “ I didn’t notice that before.”

The sergeant turned to him. “ While
the doctor examines the body, you can
go downstairs with Constable Haynes
and give him your statement. We'll
save time that way and | know we all
want to get this unpleasant business over
with.”

Mardel led the way to the sitting
room. He didn't like Sergeant Elliot’s
tone. There was something wrong. And
that blue water! What in hades had
caused that? He had barely finished his
premeditated statement when the ser-
geant and the doctor came in.

“ There is evidence that the end came
as yon suggested,” said the sergeant
quietly. “ Have you completed your
statement?”

“ The constable has written
notebook,” said Mardel.

‘*Then please sign it."’

Mardel fumbled in his breast pocket.
“Humph! Lost my pen, | guess.”

“ Or left it in your other suit,” sug-
gested the sergeant with almost too much
courtesy. “ Where did you use it last?”

‘'At the elub. 1 signed an 1.0.U. with
it just before | left.”’

“You seem to be a little careless with
your property, Mr. Mardel,” said the

it in his

sergeant. He held up a fountain pen
between thumb and forefinger. *“ Is this
yours?”

Mardel gulped. “ It is,” he said

chokingly, and reached for the pen. But
the sergeant drew it baek. His face had
grown hard as granite.

“ A fountain pen filled with blue ink
turns water blue,’’ he announced quiet-
ly. “We found your pen tightly grasped
in the hand that was doubled under the
body. Strange that a drowning man
will grasp at a straw—or a fountain
pen—isn't it, Jack Mardel?”

“ It must have fallen in the water
when I|—when | found Uncle Joe,” stam-
mered Mardel, desperately. “ When |
bent over him.”

“ And yet you said he was dead when
you found him,” retorted the sergeant.
“ Mardel, | arrest you for the murder of
your uncle.”

“ I—it's not true!” shrieked Mardel.

“ Be quiet, young man, and sit down.
We will have a correct statement now, if
you please, and | have a pen here for you
to use—one without water in the barrel. "’
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