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INCHES FROM DEATH, THEF
WORKED UKEF/EHDS!

A true story of tht blits la England as told to a War Correspondent by Attbur Letts
and Frederick Rourke, (as repair men for tbe Thames Estuary District, Greater London.

O "The night sky was
filled with enemy planes,
and the earth shook with
explosions. At the height
of the raid we learned a
bomb had smashed a gas
main near the works.
Rourke and 1volunteered
for the fixing job...
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e "In about 12 minutes the job
was done They were the longest
minutes we've ever lived. We
couldn't have done it without our
flashlight—and the steady light from
fresh batteries you can depend on.”
Non Bomb Squad later dealt with time
bomb. The Georg* Medal /or "extreme

courage and devotion to duty” was award-
ed to Rourke and Lett*.

& "We found it,” con-
tinued Rourke. "A big de-
layed action bomb sitting
on a severed pipe in the
middle of a three-foot cra-
ter. We set to work. Letts
held the flashlight, taking
care to shield it so the
Nazis couldn't see it, while
I blocked the broken pipe
with clay.

OCD approved flashlight regulations stipulate careful
shielding of the light from a flashlight during a black-
out, as Arthur Letts did. Likewise wartime economy de-
mands strict conservation of both flashlights and batteries:
Use your flashlight sparingly—save batteries! Don't buy
a new flashlight unless the old one is beyond repairl
Don't hoard flashlight batteries! Don't put in a more
powerful bulb than your flashlight calls for— it simply
wastes power!

NATIONAL CARBON COMPANY, INC.
30 fast 42nd Street, New York, N. Y.
Unit oj Union Carbide and Carbon Corporation
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The word "Eveready is a registered trade-
mark of National Carbon Company, Inc
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DETECTIVE
STORY
NOTES

After a day filled with hard work,
when one is sorely in need of re-
laxation and a change, we can
recommend nothing thdl does the
trick better and quicker than a good
detective story.

Our August issue—on sale at all
newsstands July 9th—is brimming
over with “relaxation.” Even the
title of our complete novel, “The
Hearse Was Late,” by Philip
Ketchum, is enough, we think, to
make one forget the heat and one’s
own weariness. And the story itself
—a murder rehearsed until it was
letter perfect. The man who had
watched for several nights this re-
hearsing of a murder, put on by his
Neighbor across the court, did not
know whether he was crazy or not.
When he finally found the courage
to tell his story to the police, they,
too, wondered about his sanity. But
when a murder was reported exactly
as he had told them he had seen it,
they began to wonder about their
own sanity. It's a swell story. And
one that any doctor would prescribe
as a good home remedy.

Next we have “The Mystery at
Corsair's Cove,” by Peirson Ricks.
Our»sover was made from this story
and it is hard to conceive of murder

and intrigue going hand in hand
with the peacefulness and tranquil-
lity that the photographer was quick
enough to catch as he focused his

camera. But, as is so often the case,
where everything is seemingly
peaceful and quiet, an inferno of

hatred and lust is boiling “behind
the scenes.” It is the story of three
men who grew up together, whose
family were friends, such good
friends in fact, that they all sum-
mered at the same resort year after
year. But greed is no respector of
persons and a man’s best friend turns
out to be his most deadly enemy.

One of the best stories, we think,
that Author Henry Norton ever
wrote is "Corpse About Town.” If
you like a dash of humor in your
detective yarns, you will appreciate
this one. Sara Tallant, glamorous
and dee-lovely, had had men do
curious things to gain her attention,
had had them call at all hours to
declare their love and devotion, but
when Charlie Mears, who had just
about everything that is necessary
to make life worth living from a
material point of view, arrives in a
wardrobe trunk, even Sara, who
loved a good gag, failed to see the
point of it. To tell you more will
spoil the story and tip you off to
the solution. So, until next month,
happy reading and we hope you'll
follow our prescription for “relax-
ing and forgetting.”
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THE FACE IN

THE CRYSTAL

A NOVELETTE

by GEORGE ARMIN SHAFTEL

Having promised his client a happy

"ever

after."” the Hindu had to make good his prom-
ise— and thereby turned prophet into profit.

Like a miniature moon resting on
a dark cloud, the shining globe re-
posed on its stand of black satin.
The room was draped in heavy vel-
vet and seemed crowded with shad-
ows, and incense wafted, pungent
and giddying.

The man and woman were seated,
the crystal ball on the stand between
them. Both leaned forward, gazing
into it.

The woman was young and beauti-
ful. She wore a smart suit of ex-
pensive gray tweed. In her red-
brown hair sparkled a diamond clip.
She sat on the edge of her chair and

her hands, clasped together in her
lap, were white-knuckled with ten-
sion. Her blue eyes were haggard
and frightened.

“It's been a year and a half since
you first came to consult me,” the
man said.

His voice was soothing and hyp-
notic. He sat in a great carved chair.
He was clad in robes of dark velvet
agleam with gems, and he wore a
silver turban slashed with an arrow
of gold, tipped with a burning ruby
as opulent as the fabled eye of an
ancient Hindu idol. His face was
dark as cinnamon bark. His brown
eyes were luminous in the gloom.

“Yes,” Anne Drury answered.
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“But it was just a joke, my coming
to you before. | had no faith in
you. | thought it was the usual
bunk when you told me that 1I'd meet
a dark man, and that money and
fame were coming to me—"

“Have they?” Krishnu asked.

“Oh, yes! A lot of both,”
said.

“And you did meet a dark man.
You married him.”

“Yes, | did, | did! But now—"

“Now the man you married and
the man you love are both suspects
in a murder case,” he said slowly.

She recoiled, amazed and shaken
by his blunt statement.

“B-but how could you know? I
mean—"

“1t’ll all be in the evening papers,”
he said.

She leaned forward, imploringly.
“Krishnu, I've worried and brooded

she

till I've nearly gone crazy! How
will it all end?”
“Miss Drury,” he said, his low

voice comforting, “at the time you
came to me before, you were out of
work and almost penniless. You
were afraid. Harl Pembroke, the
movie star, was interested in you.
You were hot seriously interested in
him, because he was twenty-two
years older than you. But when he
asked you to marry him, you were
desperate enough and ambitious
enough to accept him.”

“Th-that's so,” she admitted tremu-
lously.

“Pembroke got his studio to give
you roles in his pictures. He trained
you. He made a big success of you.
You did not love him. But you were
fairly happy, until your husband’s

son, by a former marriage, came
home from college. Young Bob
Pembroke is your own age. You
love him.”

She reddened. Tragically she ad-
mitted, “1 can’t help it.”

“You can't help it,” Krishnu
agreed, nodding his turbaned head.

“For young Bob Pembroke is Harl
Pembroke, some twenty years
younger. He has his father’s charm,
his father’'s talent and he is of your

own age. Young and attractive. He
is all that you wish your husband
might be.”

“But now— Oh, it's so awful, it's

driving me mad!”

Solemnly Krishnu said, “You are
married to the father, but madly in
love with the son. And both love
you. You told your husband the
truth, finally. And you left his
house.”

“Oh, | had to! 1'd spoiled some-
thing that was so fine!” Anguish
made her voice harsh. “Can’'t you
see? Bob has adored his father since
he was an infant. And Harl has al-
ways been so proud of Bob! Why,
Harl trained Bob and pushed him
along, so that now Bob is going to
be a star in Harl's own studio! And
now I've . .. I've ruined everything,
made them hate each other, and—
Krishnu, tell me! How is it all go-

ing to end?”
For a taut, dramatic moment,
Krishnu said nothing. Then he

spoke and his low words were vi-
brant, eloquent with reassurance.
“It will end, Miss Drury, as you
wish it to end.”

“Thank God!”

“But before the end,” Krishnu
warned, “there will be much trou-
ble. There will be heartache and
suspense and conflict.”

“What sort of ...
she asked unsteadily.

On a running belt concealed under
the satin drapes of the stand holding
the shining globe, Krishnu’s con-
cealed hand penciled irritably:

of trouble?”

For Pete's sake, Mary, quit telling roe
to ease this dame out! What's the lat-
est dope on the murder? Hasn't Eddie
phoned in yet?

Into the earphones concealed in
Krishnu’s turban came back the in-
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slant answer: “You be careful, Alan!
Yes, Eddie just phoned. He says
that the police know now that Mike
Sarsotti was murdered either by
Harl or Bobby Pembroke. They say
that nobody else could have done
the job! So ease that dame out be-
fore you talk yourself into a jam!”

With a world of aplomb, Krishnu
told his client: “Bob Pembroke is
accused of murder. But he will be
fully exonerated of guilt. Miss
Drury, young Bob is on the thresh-
old of a great career. He will be
given the role of Captain Burke in
the film his studio is making, ‘Fede-
ral Man'—”

“Thank God!”
Drury.

But into the earphones in Krish-
nu’s turban hissed a warning. “Heav-
ens, Alan, you're taking awful
chances. Don't—"

But Krishnu was sailing ahead:
“Young Bob will make a great hit.
The movie public will idolize him
even more than it has idolized his
father. In fact, Bob will supplant
Harl, both in the studio, and in pub-
lic favor. And, a year from now,
you and young Pembroke will
marry!”

exclaimed Miss

In another room, Krishnu rapidly
changed clothes. And with them,
his identity.

With turban, robes and grease
paint he played the role of Krishnu,
fashionable Hindu clairvoyant and
crystal-gazer of Hollywood. In a
neat gray suit, his red hair sleeked
back, his freshly scrubbed face shin-
ing, he was Alan Randolph, a book-
ish chap who lived on inherited
money and wrote crime articles for
highbrow magazines. Thirty-two,
he was; tall and athletic of build.
His eyes, without make-up, were
ordinary brown eyes full of humor
and intelligence. And his skin was
not of a tawny hue, but ruddy with
good health. His jaw was lean and

THE CRYSTAL n

strong, his nose aquiline, his lips
sensitive and up-curving with op-
timism.

The door to his room opened. He
smiled at the sweet-faced girl who
entered.

“What
Mary?”

Her gray eyes stern with anxiety,
she said, “Alan, you've put Krishnu
into an awful hole!”

“What a prophet you'd make!” he
groaned in mock despair. “Don’t
you know that the secret of fortune-
telling is to promise your client suc-
cess, love and a happy ever after?”

“Don’t joke, Alan! You've pulled
an awful boner!”

“Not me.”

“Alan, you've predicted that young
Bob Pembroke won’t be convicted
for murdering Mike Sarsotti, that
he'd play the lead in that new pic-
ture, and that he and Anne Drury
will marry—"

“That's what | said, Mary. And
that's how | got a swell fee out of
the dame. Two hundred bucks!”

“But, Alan, Krishnu has promised
the same success, love and a happy
ever after to another man—to Bob’s
father, Harl!”

“B-but that's not possible, Mary!”

got your dander up,

he gasped.
“Yes! 1 did it for you. In Krish-
nu’'s daily column in the Star. |

wrote an article on Harl Pembroke,
two weeks ago.”

“Good Lord!
Mary?”

“Just the routine stuff, Alan, like
you've had me doing for months. In
the article | have Krishnu predicting
that Harl Pembroke will make a
big hit in the role of Captain Burke
in the picture, ‘Federal Man.””

“And I've just told Anne Drury
that Harl's son will play that role!”
Alan realized.

“Also, | predicted that Harl Pem-
broke and Anne Drury would give

What did you say,
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up divorce proceedings, that she'd
come back to him."

"And I've just told her that she’ll
marry young Bob!”

"But what caps the climax,” Mary
wailed, “is that, in the article,
Krishnu says that Harl Pembroke
faces serious trouble, but will come
out O. K. The old gag! And now
the police say that either Harl or
his son Bob killed Mike Sarsotti!”

“Holy smoke!” Alan groaned in
consternation. “l promised that
young Bob would be proved inno-
cent!”

He took a turn about the room.
Mary gazed after him.

“Alan, how are you going to un-
scramble this mess?”

He smacked a fist into his palm in
grim determination.

“Krishnu can't afford failure.
What he predicts, comes true!”

“But, man alive, Harl and his son
can’t both be Anne Drury’s husband!
They can’'t both be cleared of mur-
dering Mike Sarsotti! They can’'t
both play the lead in that picture!”

Alan’s lean jaw set. “Mary,
Krishnu's predictions come true.
Because he makes them come true.”

“But you can't—"

“No? Mary,” he said, “you watch
my smoke!”

The telephone shrilled an impera-
tive command.

Mary answered. She told Alan,
“It's Eddie. He says that Harl and
Bob Pembroke are being given pre-
liminary examinations now. He says
hurry over!”

“Here |1 go”—Alan grabbed his
hat—“to turn prophet into p'rofit!”

Twenty minutes later, Alan was
at police headquarters. His friend,
Lieutenant Bolling, took him into
the examining room.

“Pete,” Alan asked Bolling, “what
was the autopsy report?”

“Nothin’ much. Sarsotti
from a bullet in the heart.”

died

“No signs of choking or beating?”

“Hm-m-m. Some needle punctures.
Sarsotti was a hophead. He had a
skinful of heroin in him. But he
died of a slug in the pump. It was
murder, all right.”

Harl Pembroke was called. He
was brought forward to make his
statement.

Forty-five, but surprisingly youth-
ful, Harl Pembroke carried himself
with an air that at once proclaimed
but managed to make light of the
adulation which had been his. His
strikingly handsome face, though
not so lean as formerly, was unlined;
and his hair and mustache held no
telltale tinge of gray to mar their
sleek black.

He sat down. He looked at the
men before him and turned to the
examiners with the suave, ingratiat-
ing manner of one winning an audi-
ence.

“What | know, | can tell briefly,”
he said. Listening, Alan Randolph
felt a tingle along his spine. Every
word uttered by that deep, dramatic
voice, was done so feelingly. For
years, from stage, radio and the
screen, that voice had charmed and
entranced a great public. In it were
overtones that plucked at Alan’s
nerves like cunning fingers .upon
harp strings—overtones of “Mac-
beth,” or “He Who Gets Slapped,”
and of “Emperor Jones.”

“Last Monday, at four o’clock,”
Harl Pembroke stated, “my servant
announced a visitor, Mike Sarsotti.
I didn't know the man. Realizing he
must have come to see my son, |
directed Hsing, my man, to take Sar-
sotti to the beach fronting the house.
Hsing did so, and came back. | sent
Hsing to the store at Malibu then,
for supplies. | locked the gate after
him. We have a high fence about
the estate which is topped wtih
barbed tvire and rigged with a bur-
glar alarm. Movie folk have been
victims of a lot of thievery, you
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know. Only my son, and my . . .
er .. .wife and | have keys to the
gates.

“Well, to continue— At five
o’clock, Hsing returned. He found
the body of Mike Sarsotti on the
beach in front of the house.”

Harl was asked, “Who was on the
grounds, during that hour?”

“Only my son, myself, and Mike
Sarsotti.”

“Couldn’t somebody have gotten
in without you knowing?”

“No,” Pembroke answered. “Not
even from the seaward side. My
burglar-alarm system has an electric
eye that would set off the alarm if
anyone even stepped onto the beach.
If somebody had tried to climb the
fence, the alarm would have ad-
vised me, and notified the patrol offi-
cers at Malibu.”

Alan  whispered to
prompting him.

Bolling said, “Pembroke, do you
realize that what you say means that
either you or your son must have
killed Mike Sarsotti?”

“l do. That was mentioned be-
fore.”

“Did you shoot Sarsotti?”

“1 did not.” Pembroke’s calm was
theatric, in face of the excitement
which fired his listeners.

“You mean that your son did shoot
Sarsotti?”

“1 did not see him do it.”

Alan prompted the detective:
“Ask him, if Bob has an alibi, why
you shouldn’t jail Harl on charge
of murder!”

To this Harl Pembroke answered,
“1 did not shoot Sarsotti. | could
not have shot him.”

“What d’'you mean could not?”

“Because,” said Pembroke, “Sar-
sotti was Killed by rifle bullets fired
from my porch, when he was two
hundred feet away, on the beach.
You detectives have established
these facts. | could not have done
that shooting.”

Bolling,

“Why not?”

“Because, that afternoon, | had
had my eyes examined for glasses.
Dr. Meade had treated my eyes with
a drug to enlarge the pupils. At
the time of the murder, | couldn’t
read; | couldn’t recognize a person
across the street. | couldn’'t have
shot a man through the heart at a
distance of two hundred feet. At
that distance, Sarsotti would have
been nothing but a blur to me. Dr.
Meade will confirm this.”

At the rear of the room, a tall,
scholarly man stood up.

“l do confirm Mr. Pembroke's
statement,” he said. “He could not
have shot Sarsotti through the heart
even if the man had been standing
only a dozen yards from him.”

For a minute the room was silent.
The head of the homicide bureau
conferred with the medical exami-
ner.

“That's all, then,” he told Harl
Pembroke. “You are free to go,
sir.”

Young Bob Pembroke was brought
in. Alan was struck by the young-
ster’s resemblance to his father. Bob
was Harl Pembroke, but twenty-odd
years younger. The same tall build
and handsome, arrogant features;
the same wavy, black hair and dra-
matic dark eyes. The father was
portly and well-preserved; while
young Bob was lean and his dark
eyes burned deep in his hollow-
cheeked face.

Young Bob made quite an en-
trance. He carried himself as reso-
lutely as though a third-degree
would prove as ineffectual with him
as a bean shooter against knightly
armor.

He sat down.
fired at him.

“No use going any further with
this!” he burst out. “I killed Mike
Sarsotti!”

Excitement sparked its high-vol-

Questions were
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tage through the room.

“Why?” demanded the D. A.'s as-
sistant.

“Blackmail. Last week, | signed
a long-term contract with Monarch
Films. 1 ... | thought I was start-
ing a big career. Then Sarsotti
came and said he'd break a scandal
that would finish me in pictures, un-
less | paid what he asked.”

“What was the scandal?”

Wearily, young Bob passed a hand
over his haggard eyes. He answered.
“Sarsotti’'s sister took poison when
I refused to marry her. Sarsotti
swore he'd smear the story over the
headlines in a way that would make
the women’s clubs boycott me.” *

“Why didn't you pay him off?”

“1 hadn’t the money. Besides, I
knew he'd keep bleeding me."

“How’d you Kill Sarsotti?”

“Your detectives figured it out,”
Bob answered. “I told him to wait
on the beach while I went indoors
for the money. | got my rifle, put
a silencer on it that 1'd gotten from
the studio prop room, and came
down to the back porch. | shot
through the porch screen at Sarsotti.
Your men found the bullet holes in
the screen. | shot twice. Sarsotti
collapsed. That's all.”

“Sign this statement.”

Young Bob leaned forward. The
stenographer laid a sheet of paper
before him. He picked up a pen.
Hesitated.

His flushed face turned deathly
white. He looked around jerkily; in
his dark eyes, for an instant, flamed
an overwhelming fear. Then he
stiffened. Pride steeled him. Rap-
idly, but with a dignity befitting the
signing of a death warrant, he affixed
his name to the confession.

“That's that,” said Bolling to
Alan. “We can go back to our
pinochle.”

Alan’s brown eyes narrowed. “No.
Our work is just starting.”
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“You're nuts!
has confessed.”

“To a crime he never committed,”
said Alan.

Bolling stared. “Nobody but him
could've Killed Sarsotti!”

“Bob Pembroke is innocent.”

“Rats! He'll hang."

“1 know a fortuneteller who says
he won't,” said Alan.

Young Pembroke

Alan rushed home.

The lower floors of his big house
were given over to the clipping
bureau and genealogical library over
which Mary Landiss presided. Five
girls worked under her, to cut clip-
pings and file documents, to index
and cross-index. Eddie Nolan, Al-
an’s assistant—former reporter, pri-
vate detective, tout, jockey, news-

reel cameraman—did Alan’s leg
work. By virtue of connections
which ramified amazingly, from

newspaper morgues and records of
private investigation bureaus, he
picked up the occasional missing
link needed to supplement informa-
tion which Mary supplied Alan from
her huge library—a library of de-
tails about anybody and everybody
who might, some day, consult the
great and infallible Krishnu.

The clipping bureau was a good
front. The public did not know thost
Krishnu used its wealth of facts.
The public thought Krishnu was an
Oriental of unearthly origin who
climbed into the stars on a rope of
hashish and spied on the three
Weird Sisters as they spun and
measured and snipped the threads
of mortal destinies—

“Mary,” Alan commanded, “give
me material on everybody connected
with this Sarsotti murder!”

Alan got to work. For hours he
pored over every recorded fact
about each person involved in tie
case, Mary helped.
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Until late afternoon they toiled.

Finally, his lean face solemn,
Alan laid three clippings together
on the desk before him. One was a
sob-sister article on the evils of
dope. The second was a Braille ad-
vertisement of books for the blind.
The third was a newspaper account
of a car being stripped of acces-

sories, in broad daylight, on the
Malibu Beach road.
“Alan,” Mary asked, “of what

earthly use are these trifles?”

"Kid,” he said, putting a long arm
about her shoulders, “losing the
doodads off his car will maybe save
a certain man’s life! This sob-
sister article calls dope a terrible
evil, but proves it a blessing. And
this Braille ad makes me realize that
a certain blind man saw deep as a
microscope, while sharp-eyed detec-
tives have been stone-blind!”

Eddie Nolan, Alan’s assistant,
came into the office as unobtrusively
as a shadow.

Alan asked, “Eddie, you found
out where Mike Sarsotti bought his
dope?”

“Yeah. He bought his happy dust
from Shaky Tim Tosci.”

“0. K.! Let's go find Shaky Tim!”

They drove down Sunset Boule-
vard like radio cops on an ambulance
follow-up. They twisted past the
plaza crowded with Mexicans, and
angled down the hill of old Los An-
geles into the dingy red brick of
Chinatown. Eddie slowed to the
curb beside a house fronting on a
gloomy alley. From the building
opposite came the wail and disso-
nance of Chinese music and a clatter
of dishes. Several dark-clad figures
melted furtively into doorways as
Alan and Eddie stepped from the
roadster.

They got a sharp stare from a
hunched little man coming up the
sidewalk. He pulled his hat low,
and turned into the alley.

“Hey, Tim!” Eddie called.

Shaky Tim started as if jabbed
with a knife and started to run down
the alley. Alan lunged after him,
made a flying tackle and brought
him crashing to the pavement.

“What th’ hell is this?”
yelped. “A snatch?”

“1 want some information,” Alan
said. “You'll spill what | want to
know or I'll tell the coppers that
Shaky Tim is a lifer named Sam
Ponzi who escaped from Folsom
Penitentiary three years ago. Do
you talk? Or do 1?”

“1'l  talk,” said
“Come on.”

He led them into the dingy house
fronting on the alley, down into a
basement that was a jungle of boxes
and debris inhabited by tigerish rats.
To a back corner he led them and
into a small room. Shaky Tim
snapped on a dusty electric fixture.
Looking around quickly, Alan saw
that there were no windows, that
the room was crudely partitioned off
by boards, like a shack under a rail-
road trestle.

“Tim,” Alan asked, “you maybe
know that Mike Sarsotti was mur-
dered a couple days ago?”

“Yeah.”

“What all
Mike?”

“Not much,” Shaky Tim said un-
easily, rubbing his unshaven chin.
“1 been sellin’ morphine to Sarsotti
regular for two years—”

A gun spoke with a battering roar
of concussion in the room. Once,
then twice and a third time.
“Down!” Alan yelled, dragging Ed-
die to the floor with him, whipping
an automatic from his pocket as they
sprawled on the concrete. Alan
jerked his head toward the plank
door. It was open a couple of inches
and through the gap the pistol spoke
a fourth time. Then the muzzle was
jerked away, and the door slammed
shut.

Alan triggered his automatic. He

Tim

Shaky Tim.

d'you know about
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sent three slugs tearing through the
planks of the door.

Then Alan jumped up, hit the
door with his shoulder, sending it
slamming wide open. Again he
triggered his gun, into the darkness
of the basement. He saw no one;
no gun roared answer; no swift
movement in the piles of boxes that
reached to the ceiling. The base-
ment seemed empty.

“Hey, chief,” Eddie called. And
from the sick tone of Eddie’s voice,
Alan knew there was no use in
searching the basement. The killer
had done his job, and fled.

Alan turned back into Shaky
Tim’s room. Eddie was bent over
Tim’s prone figure. He got up, say-
ing, “Poor devil.”

Alan looked at Shaky Tim. He
had caught three of the slugs in the
chest.

“Well, they shut his mouth,” Ed-
die said. “Why?”

“Whatever he was going to tell is
lost to us,” Alan said. “Come on.
Let's get to headquartes.”

Cautiously, they hurried through
the cellar to the outside door and up
the alley to their car.

Up the hill they drove, turned a
corner, and sped up San Pedro. A
freight train was on the tracks in the
middle of the broad street, chugging
toward the yards. They drew along-
side the freight engine’s mountain-
ous bulk, heat and flames from the
blowers blasting at them like de-
mons.

Another car drew up beside their
roadster, on the opposite side. Ed-
die was driving, and Alan was reach-
ing back to the shelf for cigarettes,
his body turned sidewise, when a
single pistol shot spat from the other
car, the sound muffled in a roar from
the freight engine’s stack.

Alan’s roadster swerved in a turn
that rammed it squarely into the
chugging locomotive. The pave-
ment seemed to tilt like a seesaw.

Shouts, a clank of metal and hiss of
steam mingled in chaos in Alan’s
brain as he struck the pavement and
rolled over and over—

Men helped him to his feet.
Dazedly, he looked at the wreckage
of his car and lunged forward, a
gasping yell in his throat, to bend
over the limp, still figure of Eddie
Nolan,

“Easy, partner,” somebody said.
“Your buddy is wounded, but he'll
be all right.”

Riding in the ambulance to the
hospital with Eddie, Alan did some
hard thinking. Looming vivid in
his brain was the realization that he
and Eddie were marked for death.
Why? That killer wanted to shut
their mouths as he had shut Shaky
Tim’s mouth. Why? Because
Shaky Tim had revealed something
to them that might be fatal to the
murderer?

“But all Shaky Tim told us,”
Alan reflected, “was, ‘1 been sellin’
morphine to Mike Sarsotti regular,
for two years.””

Those words didn’'t seem very im-
portant. And yet, in them must be
the key to this whole set-up of mur-
der, Alan realized. A chill spider-
legged up his spine. It seemed that
an impalpable menace loomed over
them, gathering to strike.

“First Sarsotti was Killed.. Then
Shaky Tim. Who . who'll be
next?”

Alan had a confab with Lieutenant
Bolling.

“Harl Pembroke is in this case
deeper than you cops realize,” Alan
insisted. “Whether he's the brain
guy behind all the killing, or just a
hired hand, 1 don't knotv. But he’s
init!”

“Maybe he’s just an innocent by-
stander?”

“Let’s find out!” Alan urged.
“Let's use a lie detector on him!
I'll rig one up.”
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“Lie detector?” snorted Bolling.
“Hokum!”

“Says you!
bets, Pete.”

Bolling telephoned Harl Pem-
broke. Then he and Alan drove out
to the actor’s beach estate.

A Chinese servant opened the
gates for them, and ushered them
into Pembroke’s study.

Pembroke came striding in
grandly, as if a whole first act had
prepared for his entrance. He
looked freshly tubbed, shaved, mas-
saged. He wore a Chinese dressing
gown that set off his stalwart frame
to fine advantage. His black hair
was plastered and parted in youthful
fashion, and his mustache was trim
as a chorus man’s. He had virile
charm, Alan realized. And an ego
as monumental as Grant’'s Tomb. He
looked ten years younger than his
forty-five. Only his eyes betrayed
him—they were wary dark eyes,
crafty with disillusion.

“What's this nonsense about a lie
detector?” he snapped.

Diplomatically Alan said, “You're
not guilty, so you've got nothing to
be afraid of, Mr. Pembroke. It's for
your own sake, as a matter of fact,
that we wish to use it. You see,
some of the papers are hinting that
the police let you go too easy—"

Don’'t overlook any

Br-r-r!  The telephone shrilled
interruption.
Harl Pembroke snatched up the

desk phone. “Hello!”

The voice in the receiver rasped
loudly. “Harl, this is Gus Sterne,
out at Monarch Studios.”

“Yes?” Harl said, and now his
voice was suave as honey.

“Harl, we got a quarter-million
dollars tied up in the ‘Federal Man.’
Your son can't finish the lead role
in it, now, and—well, we need you
to finish the picture for us.”

“You want me back for just one
picture?”

Pembroke’s voice was calm, indif-

ferent. But Alan noticed that a
pulse leaped in the actor’s throat,
that his hand was white-knuckled.
Quickly, Alan realized what heady
triumph this moment held for Harl
Pembroke. He had been fired from
his studio—now they were begging
him to come back!

"Harl,” said the voice in the re-
ceiver, “we’ll give you a five-year
contract, at fifteen hundred a week.”

“Well, I'll see you in the morn-
ing,” the actor said coolly. And
calmly he set down the phone. Not
until then did he permit himself a
shout that brought his Chinese serv-
ant rushing in, quivering with
fright.

“Now that you're back in pic-
tures,” Alan said, his lean face
thoughtful with friendly concern,
“you don’'t want any rumors going
around that might queer you with
the public.”

“That . . . that's right,” Pembroke
said.

“Of course, if you refused to sub-
mit to the tests, that would sort of
indicate you were afraid—"

“Oh, go ahead, go ahead!” Pem-
broke snapped.

He sat down in an armchair. Alan
unpacked his apparatus.

He rolled up Pembroke’s sleeves.
Around Pembroke’s arm he fastened
the hollow rubber band of a blood-
pressure indicator. To the actor’s
other wrist, Alan affixed another in-
strument: “To record variations in
your pulse beat,” he explained.
About Pembroke’s chest he fastened
a broad band, snugly. “To record
variations in your rate of breath-
ing,” he said. He put a sort of cap,
lined with a network of wires, on
Pembroke’s head. “Tension of the
scalp shows emotional disturbance.
You've felt your hair raise, when
you're scared, of course.”

“Have 1?” the actor snapped.

“So I'm going to ask you certain
guestions. You'll answer. Whether
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your answers are lies, or truth, we'll
be able to decide by studying your
emotional reactions as these instru-
ments will record them.”

“Damn you, you're not insinuating

that | lied?”
**0Oh, no-o!” said Alan. “Bolling,
you have the stop-watch. You'll

keep track of the time interval be-
tween each of my questions, and Mr.

“Pembroke, the police say that there were just two persons

who could have killed Sarsotti.

But isn’t it true that a third

person Killed him and that you know who this third person is?"

Pembroke’s answers. All set, Mr.
Pembroke?”

“Yes, get on with it!”

Alan drew himself to his full
height, stood towering over Pem-
broke. His keen brown eyes bored

DS—2W

into the actor’'s dark ones. And as
Alan spoke, his deep voice was the
voice of Krishnu, stern and reso-
nant as if with muted thunder.
Alan asked: “Pembroke, is it true
that the sharpshooter who Killed
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Mike Sarsotti was a blind man?”
Pembroke started, visibly. The
dial of the pulse counter showed a

sudden leap of heartbeat. The rate-
of-breathing indicator revealed a
sudden stab of breath. Seconds

passed, and Pembroke did not an-
swer; moments lengthened rapidly.

“Pembroke,” Alan said, “a prompt
answer indicates a true answer; if
you delay, it looks as if you're figur-
ing out a lie.”

“The answer is no—I mean | don't
know a damn thing about it,” the
actor blurted out.

“O. K. We’'ll go on. Pembroke,
is it true that Mike Sarsotti was
dead before he was shot?”

Not a flicker of reaction did the
actor show this time.

His answer was
wouldn’'t know.”

Only the dial to the instrument
upon his head revealed an impulse.
The needle wagged, as if Pembroke’s
black hair had risen in a stab of
terror—

“0O. K,” said Alan. “Pembroke,
that man who mowed your lawns to-
day was a private detective. He
searched your incinerator and your
rubbish cans and found a strip of
felt with a hole in it, and a battered
hypodermic needle. Is it true, Pem-
broke, that those articles can prove
that your son did not kill a man, but
saved a man’s life?”

The actor did show a flicker of
emotion this time. He yawned and
said wearily, though promptly: “I
wouldn’t know."

The dials of the lie detector did
not even jiggle.

An oppressive sense of failure be-
gan to weigh leaden upon Alan’s

prompt: “I

nerves. Carefully, he phrased his
next question.
“Pembroke, the police say that

there were just two persons who
could have killed Sarsotti. But
isn't it true that a third person

killed Sarsotti? Isn't it true that
you know of this third person and
that you could save your son by re-
vealing the identity of that third
person?”

Pembroke stiffened. His dark
eyes widened. The needles of the
lie detector dials leaped and vi-
brated.

But the actor did not answer.
Past Alan he stared, toward the
doorway.

“Harl!” someone gasped. “Good
heavens! You look as if you were
clamped into the electric chair.”

Alan and the detective whirled
around.

In the doorway stood a young
woman, a supple, shapely woman—
Anne Drury, Pembroke’'s estranged

wife. Her lovely face was pale.
Her blue eyes stared in astonish-
ment.

For an instant Harl Pembroke sat
as if turned to stone, as if thunder-
struck by her presence here. Then
he leaped to his feet. He tore Alan’s
lie detector apparatus off.

“Harl,” Anne said, her low voice
imploring, “I've got to talk to you.”

Discreetly, Alan drew Bolling
aside. But just as soon as Pembroke
took his wife into the next room
and shut the door, Alan sprang to
that door and opened it an inch.

He saw the actor standing before
Anne, gazing down at her. His dark
eyes were avid, his body was tense,
as if he kept from taking her in his
arms only by ? supreme effort of
self-control.

“Harl,” she was saying earnestly,
“1've come back to stay, if you'll do
just one thing—"

He stood taut, his expressive face
reflecting the backlash of tumultu-
ous emotions. She gazed up at him,
her fine eyes steady and direct, a
shadow of suffering on her lovely
face. The soft light laid upon her
hair a sheen of red-brown gold; in
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her posture, in her every move and
gesture, was grace and appeal.

Watching, Alan felt for Pem-
broke. He guessed what anguish
had burned in Pembroke's heart;
bow it had smoldered to a dull ache
under the melodrama of events, and
now blazed anew as he stood tense,
gazing at his young wife, absorbing
her with his eyes, with his every
sense, as if he could breathe in the
beauty of her, as if her loveliness
were a fragrance he could inhale
deeply, as if her charm were a ring-
ing carillon that filled his mind with
lingering, suffusing music.

He smiled. If he had shouted
aloud, if he had whooped and
smashed things, the sudden triumph
that fired his veins could not have
been more eloquent.

“You've come back to me,” he said.
He drew a deep, tremulous breath,
moistened his hot lips. “You've
come back.”

He reached for her, starved yearn-
ing making him savage.

But she held back. Huskily, he
demanded, “What . what is it
that you want me to do?”

“1 want you to help Bob!
your son get free!”

He jerked, perceptibly, and on his
cheekbones burned sudden spots of
angry red.

He said flatly, “1 can't help Bob.”

“But, Harl, he says you can!”

“No.” He turned away deliber-
ately from her.

She seized his arm. Tears in her
eyes, she begged, “Harl, Bob is your
own son! He didn't kill Sarsotti.
Can't you understand? He'll die for
a murder he never committed, un-
less you help him! | thought that,
for me, you'd . , . you'd do any-
thing, you’'d give anything—"~

Violently, he wrenched away from
her. And without another word, he
started out of the room.

“Wait!” she cried. He turned, as

To help
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she snatched a small automatic from
her purse.

She pointed the gun at him, but
he sprang forward and knocked the
weapon clattering to the floor. She
gasped, and leaned back against the
table, limp, crimsoning with shame.

He grasped her elbows and shook
her violently.

“No hysterics, Anne!
ing back to town.”

He called his servant, then re-
leased her, as Hsing entered.

“Harl”—for a moment she looked
at him, her eyes misted, full of
pain—“l won't ever be back!”

Blindly she stumbled to the door
Hsing held open.

For an instant Pembroke hesi-
tated; his handsome face twitched
in a paroxysm of indecision. Alan,
watching, realized that in the ac-
tor's mind seethed a hell of anguish.
He loved his young wife with all
his heart—yet, he did not call her
back.

He turned toward the door of his
study. He smoothed the strain from
his face. He put on poise like a
mask. As if an afterthought, he
picked up the gun which he had
knocked from his wife's hand, and
stuck the weapon into his pocket.

Alan dodged back from the door.
Pembroke pushed it open, and came
back into the study.

“Sit down, Pembroke,” Alan re-
quested. “We’'ll finish—"

“No! To hell with that lie-de-
tector hokum!”

You're go-

“Hokum?” Alan’s brown eyes
narrowed thoughtfully. “I'd call it
the real McCoy, considering how

much it has revealed.”

Pembroke’s jaw dropped.
he stared at Alan.

“Damn you, you're faking!”

“No! Look, Pembroke. The po-
lice say that nobody but you, or your
son Bob, could have killed Sarsotti.
And Bob has confessed to the mur-
der. But this lie detector has made

Livid,
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me realize that neither of you actu-
ally did kill Sarsotti.”

Harl Pembroke was staggered.
An abrupt, ghastly change came over
him. He cringed and his rampant
ego wilted like tinfoil in a blaze of
heat. He looked panicked, terrified.

Abruptly, Harl let out a hoarse
yell. “Hsing!”

His hand streaked up from his
pocket. Blue steel shone in the
light. Alan yelled, “Look out!”
Alan flung his six feet of sinewy
length in a headlong dive at Pem-
broke. The room rocked to the con-
cussion of the pistol's report. A
bullet lashed at Alan’s throat like
the swipe of a saw. Then he struck
Pembroke, and they crashed to the
floor, Pembroke beneath. Alan
knocked the automatic from his
hand. Pembroke smashed at Alan’s
face with his fists. Alan got up.
He grabbed the actor by the collar
and yanked him to his feet, shaking
him like a sack of meal.

Flinging Pembroke into a chair.
Alan snapped, “We’'ll have you down
to headquarters, wise guy, and you'll
name that Kkiller! Come on, Bol-
ling.”

Gathering up his apparatus, Alan
stalked out of the house. Lieuten-
ant Bolling followed. They got into
the car and started toward town.

“What | can't savvy,” Bolling re-
marked, “is why Pembroke jumped
you, Alan, when you said that nei-
ther he nor his son killed Sarsotti?
Hell, if you proved that, you'd be
doing Harl Pembroke a favor! So
why’'d he turn on you?”

“Pete, we've got to make him tell
why. We'll— Hell, what's wrong
now?”

The engine of the
They were coasting.

Bolling pulled off
and braked to a stop.

“Damn funny,” he remarked, get-
ting out and looking at the tank.

car had died.

the concrete,

“We're out of gas.
a full tank.”

“Here comes a car.
Alan said.

He stepped out onto the road, full
into the glare of the oncoming head-
lights, and held out his hand.

The machine slowed up as ij
neared and stopped, nearby.

“We're out of gas!" Alan called.
“Will you—"

Swift jets of flame spurted from
the car. Dazedly, Alan felt himself
stagger and spin back, vaguely he
heard Bolling yell— Then the con-
crete tilted under his feet, and the
brushy hills across the road tilted at
the sky, and he fell down, down, in
a whirling darkness that shriveled
his sense in a black pall of scream-
ing oblivion—

I thought I had

I'll hail it,"

He came to his senses in an ambu-
lance.

A white-coated
him.

“Where's my partner?” Alan de-
manded.

“Easy, now. You got a bullet in
your shoulder and—"

“Damn you, where's Pete Bolling?
Tell me!”

“He got it bad. In fact—"

“Pete’s dead!” Alan cried. A sort
of stunned horror gripped his brain.
Who was the killer? “Tomorrow,
I've got to make Pembroke name
that murderer!”

He stayed at the hospital over-
night. In the morning, he phoned
Detective Ramsey of the homicide
bureau. And though he felt fever-
ish and groggy, Alan left the hospi-
tal and joined Ramsey.

They drove out to Harl Pem-
broke's studio. The gateman di-
rected them to sound stage No. 10,
where “Federal Man” was being
filmed.

Entering, they saw that a scene
had just been shot.

intern sat beside
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Everybody in the huge, barnlike
structure was gathered around the
director. Director Riisen sat in a
canvas chair, flanked by his assistant,
a script girl, cameramen, and a cou-
ple of authors. He was talking to
the players, particularly to Harl
Pembroke.

Pembroke wore a gray suit that
was dusty and torn and stained with
dye to look like blood. A jagged
slash over one eye looked realistic,
and “blood” drained in a line from
his lips. He looked haggard,
sweaty and battle-shattered.

“Harl,” the director was saying,
“there’s something wrong. You
aren’'t putting conviction into your
work!”

“Any suggestions?”

"Of coqrse not, Harl,” the fat di-
rector said, grinning affectionately.
“Just . just get in there and
pitch!”

“And do your job right,” Alan put
in, “because you're going to police
headquarters, as soon as you're
through.”

Seeing him, Pembroke started vio-
lently. He looked at Alan’s ban-
daged shoulder, at Detective Ram-
sey, and a strange look of grim
calculation came into his eyes.

But he said only, “Riisen, I'll put
on fresh make-up.”

“Yes, Harl. You can take twenty
minutes, while | have the camera
crane readjusted for tljat fall down
the stairs.”

Pembroke strode away. Alan sat
down to watch.

A warning bell rang. Kleig lights
focused in dazzling brilliance upon
the set, a three-walled interior of a
tenement.

“Sink 'em!” Riisen signaled to the
sound booth, to the cameramen. On
the stage, the story action began!
Alan looked at the rough script he
had been given.
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Six men were gathered around a hand
press, examining a counterfeit hundred-
dollar bill.

“It's a better job than Uncle Sam does
himself!”

“Passin’ this stuff will be easy. Me'n’
Lefty will—"

A buzzer shrilled warning. Sudden
panic on their faces, the counterfeiters
whipped automatics from their pockets
as a door crashed open and in charged
Captain Burke (Harl Pembroke) and
three men in police uniform.

Through an opposite door the counter-
feiters fled. One guarded their retreat
with a submachine gun. It's cannonade
was answered by the police fire.

Pembroke pitched headlong to the floor.
Two of his men crumpled, and the third
lurched and staggered as if badly hit, and
reeled back out of the room.

From the floor, Harl shot at the ma-
chine-gunner.

The Tommy-gun clattered to the floor,
and the counterfeiter slumped where he
stood. Harl lunged to his feet. Harl
grabbed the machine gun and plunged
through the doorway after the escaping
mob, into a hall.

The counterfeiters were waiting at the
top of a stairway for their partner. Their
automatics blazed at Harl and he fell;
but even as he fell, he triggered the
Tommy-gun and two of his assailants
doubled up and hit the floor in a heap.
The rest fled down the stairs.

Harl attempted to rise. Failed. Again
he tried to get onto his hands and knees.
Somehow, he did it. Every line of his
face screamed anguish. Every twist and
jerk of his muscles shouted in mortal
agony.

“God A’'mighty—that’'s acting!”
the director whispered to Alan.
“That's the old Harl Pembroke, at
his marvelous best!”

Somehow, dragging the Tommy-gun,
Harl reached the top of the stairs. A
pistol roared from below. Down the
stairway Harl dove, hurtling and careen-
ing in a terrific bone-smashing plunge.

One mobster waited at the foot of the
stairs, gun uplifted. Harl struck the bot-
tom. At point-blank range the mobster
squeezed the trigger. Harl fired a burst
from the Tommy-gun. Screaming, the
mobster spun around, lurched through a
door.

Harl lay limp and inert for a moment.
Then slowly he lifted his head and faced
the camera. Blood ran from his mouth.
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A glaze as of dimming consciousness
filmed his dark eyes. Agonizingly he
tried to lift himself onto hands and knees;
and into the effort he put a heart-stop-
ping eloquence. First the taut, clawed
fingers of his hand moved, as if strain-
ing out of the cold lassitude of death;
then his elbow straightened, his arm
moved, his other arm reached out; he
lifted up onto his arms as if tearing his
shoulders out of the clutch of a quick-
sand. Masterfully he portrayed the ef-
fort of an iron will to control a body that
was broken and shattered.

Over the floor he pulled himself an
inch at a time, paralyzed legs dragging
pitifully. Toward that door through
which his foes had gone he stomached
along, not forgetting, in his anguish, to
reach back and drag the Tommy-gun up.
Time and again he slumped flat; but time
and again he shook off the coma and
pulled himself on.

Into the doorway he pulled himself.
There, at the far side of the room, two
counterfeiters were hastily cramming the
contents of their lockers into a suitcase.

Harl pulled the Tommy-gun forward.
With an agony of effort, he raised his
head and lifted the gun.

“Mike!” he choked out.
the payoff!”

They whirled, their automatics blazing
out. The submachine gun roared. The
two mobsters crumpled to the floor—
The Tommy-gun slid from Harl's clutch.
He slumped face down onto the floor.
One effort he made to rise up; then his
head rolled flat against his shoulder. A
shudder racked his body. The fingers of
one hand slowly stiffened.

“Sam It's...

“Cut!” the director yelled. “Lord,
that was splendid, Harl! Best damn
acting you ever did in your life!
It'll make the picture. You've given
us a smash hit!”

Impulsively, the crowd started
forward to congratulate Pembroke.
Alan went with the others; he felt a
new respect for the actor.

The “dead” mobsters nonchalantly
picked themselves off the floor. The
last two “shot” by Harl bent down
to give him a lift up.

They touched him and recoiled,
unbelieving horror on their faces.
And instantly, with a swirling sick-
ness in his brain, Alan knew what
they were going to yell.

“Chief, he's dead! God A’'mighty,
Pembroke’s shot to pieces!”

V.

A lofty room, furnished in luxury,
shadowed with the dusk of velvet
hangings. Incense.

A great, shining globe like a moon,
pausing in a sky of black satin.

Behind the globe, sat Krishnu, in
a great carved chair. He was clad in
robes of rich dark velvet agleam
with gems, and wore a silver turban
slashed with an arrow of gold, tipped
with a burning ruby. His contem-
plative face was dark as cinnamon
bark. His brown eyes were lumi-
nous and earnest.

“You rotten, lying faker!” Anne
Drury was crying at him. “I'm go-
ing to make a complaint to the dis-
trict attorney—"

“Miss Drury,” said Krishnu, his
resonant voice very calm, “I sent for
you because | want to tell you how
to free young Bob Pembroke from
jail. He did not commit that mur-
der to which he confessed. 1 want
you to place the guilt where it really
belongs.”

Anger fled from her face.
sank into a chair.

“Krishnu, if you can only do
that! 1'd give anything—"

“The police,” Krishnu went on,
“said that either Harl Pembroke, or
his son Bob, must have killed Sar-
sotti. Neither did. Mike Sarsotti
killed himself.”

“Suicide!” she gasped.

“No. It was not suicide. It was
murder. I will reconstruct the
whole affair for you, in due order.
First, | will tell you what you must
do— When you leave here, go to
the office of the Star-Courier. From
their files get a newspaper story of
a car being stripped of accessories
in broad daylight, on the Malibu
Beach Road. You will note that

She
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Blue steel shone in Pembroke’'s hand. Alan yelled, "Look ciy!" and
Bung his six feet of sinewy length in a headlong dive at Pembroke.
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the date and time of that robbery,
will be four thirty. May 1st."

“Why, that's the day—"

“And the hour,” said Krishnu,
“that Mike Sarsotti was Killed at
Harl Pembroke’s beach place. Miss
Drury, the car that was robbed, was
Bob’'s. He left it parked beside the
road when the distributor went
wrong and the engine died. He was
in a hurry. He got a lift on into
Santa Monica. Miss Drury, | have
here a list of people who saw Bob
Pembroke in Santa Monica during
the interval from four twenty, until
a quarter to five. Their testimony
will prove that young Bob could
not have killed Mike Sarsotti, be-
cause he was miles away at the time
of the murder. Miles away, on an
errand of life and death.”

Anne Drury’s eyes were shining
with joy.

“Please, explain more—"

“Young Bob,” said Krishnu sol-
emnly, “knew of his father's rela-
tions with Mike Sarsotti’'s sister.
When Sarsotti came that afternoon
and demanded blackmail from Harl,
young Bob overheard. Bob knew
his father could not raise the money
Sarsotti wanted. So, immediately,
Bob started to Santa Monica in hope
of raising the money from friends.
But car trouble delayed him, and
when he got back—though it wasn't
a half-hour later—Sarsotti was
dead. Young Bob. | believe, then
went to his room without letting his
father know that he was aware of
all that had occurred.”

“But why . .. why did Bob con-
fess to the crime?”

Krishnu's voice became very
kindly. “I wonder. Miss Drury, if
you know with what hero-worship
Bob regarded his father? The boy’s
mother died when he was an infant.
He never knew her. Harl Pembroke
was both father and mother, com-
rade and hero, to him. Harl had de-
voted himself to the boy.

“You can imagine how proud the
lonely, imaginative youngster must
have been of his famous father.
When Bob looked at his dad, he
saw all the high-hearted heroes that
Pembroke played. To Bob, his
father was D’'Artagnan, King Rich-
ard, and Cyrano, and all the other
glamorous heroes of the stage—
When Bob finished school, it was
his father who got him into pictures.
Yes, Pembroke was good to Bob,
until—"

“Until 1 spoiled
Drury exclaimed.

“—until this trouble with Sarsotti,
which began a year before Harl mar-
ried you, came to its climax,” said
Krishnu. “Consider, now: On ac-
count of Bob, Harl lost you. On
account of Bob, Harl was dropped
by his studio; his roles were given
to Bob—Bob was young, and so like
his father.

“Bob knew that Harl was crushed
by these losses, and he felt himself
to blame—

“Literally, Harl was no longer the
same man; his heart was shattered
and his brain twisted. People joke
about an actor’s ego. but it is only a
great ego that will drive a man to
eminence in such a profession. Los-
ing his career, losing you—well, it
was hell on earth for Harl.

“He had loved his. son. But the
man who had made a has-been of
him, he hated with fear and jealousy.
And the rival who had stolen his
adored wife, he could Kill.

“Young Bob realized all this. He's
young and idealistic. When he saw
a chance to right the wrongs he had
done his father, why, he grabbed
the chance. Bob sacrificed himself.
He confessed to Kkilling Sarsotti, to
throw suspicion away from his
father.”

Anne Drury nodded, understand-
ing.

“] see— No, | don'tsee it all. Who
did Kkill Sarsotti? Harl couldn’t

it all!” Anne
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have. He had just had his eyes
treated. He couldn’'t see well
enough to have shot at Sarsotti, a
couple of hundred feet away. Re-

member, Dr. Meade established
that!”

“That's so0,” Krishnu admitted.
“But it's not of first importance.

You see, those bullets didn't Kill
Sarsotti. He was already dead when
they hit him.”

“Wh-what do you mean?”
stammered, in amazement.

“I'll reveal the whole story in de-
tail,” Krishnu said. “Now, please,
imagine yourself at your husband’'s
home that afternoon when Mike Sar-
sotti is ushered into the study.
Hsing has gone to Malibu. Young
Bob is upstairs, taking a nap. Your
husband has asked Sarsotti to sit
down, and offers him a cigarette.
Sarsotti looks at him, and says:

“‘Well, Pembroke, you raised that
money for me? Damn you, you bet-
ter have! Two weeks you been
stallin’ me!’

“ ‘Sarsotti, it takes time—’

“‘To hell with the sob story! You
got the money, or haven't you?’

“‘I've arranged to settle with
you,”” Pembroke said.

“ ‘0. K,, hand over the coin!

“Harl Pembroke looks at him with
cool dignity. ‘You're nervous.

“Under that calm reproof, Sarsotti
flushes and says, ‘I'm jittery as all
hell! You've stalled me off for two
weeks and I've had no dough to buy
the stuff. Damn you, I've been suf-
ferin’ tortures!

“Harl Pembroke turns to his desk,
opens a drawer and brings out a hy-
podermic syringe. Casually, he says,
T told my doctor about you, and had
him leave a little . . . er . ., medi-
cine for you. Go ahead and use it.
Then we can settle our business less
like thugs and more like gentle-
men.’

“Sarsotti snatches the hypodermic.
Abject, almost crawling in his grati-

she

”

tude, he says, ‘You're a sport, Pem-
broke!

“He lifts his sleeve, and thrusts
the needle into his arm.

“‘Isn't that a pretty big shot
you're taking?

“‘l need it!" Sarsotti snaps, push-
ing the plunger in. Then he gives
the syringe back to Pembroke.

“Pembroke’s dark eyes flame with
triumph.

“ ‘Sarsotti, for two
you've blackmailed me!

“‘Yeah. But pay me, now, and
I'll call it quits.’

“‘Until your nerves start scream-
ing for dope again—then you’ll
come back for more cash!

“‘Damn right. You're a sucker,
and I'm takin’ you.’

“Harl Pembroke pushes a chair
forward. ‘Sit down before you fall
down,’” he says.

“‘Boy, I'm floatin’ high,” Sarsotti
mumbles foggily.

“Pembroke opens the door of the
study, looks up the stairway, listens
until he is satisfied no one is near,
then shuts the door.

“ ‘Sarsotti, I'm through handing
over blackmail.’

“ Sarsotti stares and blurts queru-
lously, ‘You crazy? The scandal |
got up my sleeve would ruin you
like that,” He tries to snap his fin-
gers, but can’t. His hand falls wood-
enly onto his lap. He stares at it,
bewildered.

“‘Sleepy?’ asks Pembroke.

“It takes a moment for the ques-
tion to reach Sarsotti. Blearily he
stares at Pembroke. With an ef-
fort, he arouses himself. Bewilder-
ment comes over his sallow face.
Suddenly his fat, gross body
twitches. And a spasm twists his
coarse features into a mask of hor-
ror. ‘For God’s sake,” he mumbles.
‘I'm . .. I'm paralyzed. Why . ..
I ain’t got no strength.” And in a
gasp of agony that rasps from his

long years
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bloodless lips, he mutters, ‘Oh, my
God ... I'm sick—’

“‘You're feeling helpless,’ says
Pembroke, ‘like you've made me feel
for two years.’

“Realization crashes upon Sarsot-
ti's numbing brain.

“‘Blast you to hell!” he tries to
shout, the words burring in his
throat. ‘You've poisoned me!

“With an effort so intense that it
pops grisly beads of sweat upon his
forehead, he lunges out of his chair.
He tries to grab Pembroke by the
throat. Pembroke easily forces him
into a chair.

“ ‘Sarsotti, you're dying.’

“*You'll burn for this, damn you?!

“‘No, Sarsotti. I've planned this
all out. You'll be found dead. From
a bullet wound. Nobody will ever
suspect that something else caused
your death. An autopsy will reveal
that you were a drug addict, and
will reveal heroin in your system.
A big dose, but not enough to Kill a
habitual user. The needle scars on
your arm will show you were a
habitual user.’

“‘The police won’t know that it's
not heroin you've made a habit of,
but morphine. They won’'t know
that this big shot of heroin was
enough to Kkill you. You see, Sar-
sotti, though heroin and morphine
are both derivatives of opium, of
the two, heroin is much stronger.
Heroin is maybe six times stronger
than morphine. So, just now, you've
injected into your veins enough
heroin to kill you. You can feel it
numbing your body, your brain, your

heart! It's an easy way to die. Easy
for you and fine for me— My tracks
will be hidden.

“‘It's murder! gasps the doomed
man. ‘You'll burn—’

“‘Somebody will burn. But not
1" Pembroke says hoarsely. ‘You're
not the only enemy I've got to take
care of!’

“He bends and lifts Sarsotti, who

is so limp that his head rolls as if
his neck were broken. He drags
him out a side door into a garden
plot which is screened by tall shrubs.
He leaves Sarsotti lying there.

“Pembroke goes back into the
house. After a time he comes out
again, with a rifle fitted with a
silencer.

“He bends over Sarsotti. Sar-
sotti never stirs. He lies there in
the stony, unnatural quiet of death.
Pembroke places a felt pad over
Sarsotti’'s heart. Then he puts the
muzzle of the rifle against the pad,
and squeezes the trigger.

“The silencer muffles the report.

“Pembroke steals back to the
house. In the hallway, he listens for
sounds of movement upstairs. He
hears none.

“ ‘The kid’s sleeping well! he mut-
ters.

“Going out, he picks up Sarsotti's
body and carries him a few hundred
feet out onto the strip of beach in-
closed by the high fence of the
estate. He leaves Sarsotti lying on
the sand.

“Then Pembroke goes to the porch
which fronts on the beach.

“He places a chair by the front
screen. Steadying the rifle on the
chair back, he fires through the
screen in the direction of Sarsotti’s
body. Twice he fires.

“With his finger, then, he feels
the two bullet holes in the copper
screen, peering blurrily at the pow-
der stains about, them. Next, he
kicks the two empty cartridges,
which the rifle ejected, into a corner.
He feels with sensitive fingers for
scratches on top of the chair back,
where he has steadied the gun bar-
rel. Finally he wipes fingerprints
from the weapon.

“That silencer and the hypodermic
syringe,” Krishnu finished, “have
been found. A private detective
named Halloran has them. He can
also produce testimony establishing
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that Sarsotti was a morphine addict,
not a heroin user. You will find
Halloran at this address.”

He paused. Anne Drury sat ab-
sorbed, thinking.

“Krishnu, you've helped me so
much! Just one thing more. Who

. . murdered Harl?”

“Harl Pembroke,” said Krishnu,
“Killed himself.”

She stared, incredulous.

“Listen,” Krishnu said. “Harl

realized that if the police discovered
that Sarsotti was a morphine addict,
they’'d realize he was killed by the
heroin. So Harl worried about that
peddler from whom Sarsotti bought
bis morphine—Shaky Tim Tosci.
Harl watched Tosci. And when de-
tectives went to Tosci’s quarters and
Shaky Tim started to reveal what he
knew, Harl shot him. However,
Shaky Tim had already told enough
for the investigators to figure out
how Sarsotti really was Kkilled.

“The investigators—Lieutenant
Bolling and a criminologist, named
Alan Randolph—questioned Harl.
He realized that his guilt was dis-
covered. In a desperate effort to
save himself, he had Hsing tamper
with their car. He followed them
when they drove away from his
place. And when he found them
stalled on the lonely highway, he
shot them down.

“However, he did not kill them
both. He discovered this next day

THE
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when Randolph came to the studio
after him.

“During a wait between scenes, he
put real bullets into the guns—sup-
posedly loaded with blanks—which
the other actors used against him in
a fight sequence.

“Harl Pembroke died heroically,
performing the greatest bit of acting
of his whole career. Though an-
other actor will be dubbed into ‘Fed-
eral Man’ to finish the film, credit
for a smash hit will be Harl Pem-
broke's!”

Anne Drury's lovely eyes misted.
A moment she was silent.

Tremulously, then, she said,
“Krishnu, you've h-helped me so
much!”

“For a fee,” he said honestly.

“1 can't ever thank you enough!”

“And now,” Krishnu said, smiling,
“1 think it quite safe to predict that
young Bob Pembroke will be cleared
of any guilt in this case; that he will
finish the picture, ‘Federal Man,” and
will be given a starring contract by
his studio. And that you and he
will be married a year from now!”

Alan Randolph laid a check on
the table before his assistants, Mary
Landiss and Eddie Nolan.

"One thousand bucks!” said Ed-
die, whistling. Mary smiled.

“That,” said Alan, hugging Mary,
“is what | call turning prophet into
profit!”

END.



30

by TED COUGHLAN

A defective goes to get him-
self a shave and instead gets
a nice, juicy murder to solve.

Detective Wade Barnett rubbed
his not-too-smooth chin, deploring
the scarcity of razor blades. He
wondered if he had time to rush to
the barber shop before catching the
bus to Miami police headquarters.
When the overcrowded vehicle
stopped at the corner to take on
more passengers, he shook his head,
went across the street to the barber
shop, took off his blue sports coat,
loosened his tie, and got in a chair.

“Shave?" The tall, emaciated
cracker barber started honing his
razor without waiting for an an-
swer. Putting a steaming towel
over his customer’s face, effectively
gagging him, he went on: “Shore
windy, ain't it? Things must be
kinda slow with you fellows since
they clamped down on gasoline.
Crooks can't pull many jobs on three
gallons a week.” He chuckled at
his own humor. "Now take me—~
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“l don't want you. A shave will
do,” Barnett muttered, as the towel
was removed.

Lying back in the chair, he
watched idly a man on top of a two-
story house across the empty lots.
The late-morning sun was just com-
ing up, and shone through the tall
coconut palms onto the roof, slick-
ened by the heavy Florida dew.
While Barnett was still watching,
the man started from one end of
the steep-hipped roof ,to the other.
He kept shaking his head and gesti-
culating wildly. He slipped once or
twice and had to grab at the peak to
keep from falling. After awhile, he
sat down, his legs straddling the
sloping roof. His hat blew off and
sailed away.

Barnett pointed him out to the
barber: “Look at that guy, Seymour!
He seems to be too scared to either
stay up there or come down.”

The barber walked to the open
door and stared across the lots.
Slowly stropping his razor, he re-
marked : “It looks like that lazy,
good-for-nothing Resse Hull. He's
been up there ever since | opened an
hour ago and ain’t done a stroke of
work yet. | hope Thomas is paying
him by the job and not by the hour.”

“What's he doing? Putting on a
new roof?”

“Supposed to. But he ain’'t even
started the fire under the tar barrel
yet today. He was up there all day
yesterday, but | can't see what he
done. Maybe he’s still drunk.”

Once more the man stood up on
the steep roof. He braced himself
against the wind, looked around un-
certainly, then started toward the
edge of the roof. He seemed to lean
against the slope as he warily put
one foot in front of the other. In
the crystal-clear air of the Florida
morning, he was seen about halfway
down toward the overhanging eaves.
Suddenly he slipped, made a futile
grab to save himself, and with a

barely audible scream, fell to the
wet tar paper. Steadied for a split
second, he began sliding again. The
detective and the barber gasped as
the man’s body disappeared.

“Cripes, there's a cement walk all
around that house!” Seymour ejacu-
lated.

Barnett jumped out of the chair.
He jerked the apron from around his
neck, wiped the lather from his
cheeks, and ran across the street,
followed by the barber.

When they reached the distant
house, which was surrounded by a
tall coconut grove, they saw the
workman’s battered body lying on
the walk.

“Run and call an ambulance, Sey-
mour!”

The barber went reluctantly. Bar-
nett saw the back door of the house
open, and a heavy-set giant of a man
rush out. He looked at the detective
with red-rimmed eyes. When he
spoke, Barnett was almost knocked
over by the fumes of liquor on the
man’s breath. His booming voice
could be heard a block away.

“What fell? The crash woke me.
What are you doing in my yard?”
He added the last question as an
afterthought.

Barnett pointed to the corpse:
“Hull fell off the roof. He’s dead.”

“What?” The man stared unbe-
lievingly at the mangled body.
“When? He wasn't supposed to be
working up there today. Yesterday,
he said he'd get through before
dark.”

“Obviously he didn't” Barnett
walked around the building. There
was neither a ladder nor a scaffold-
ing against any of the walls. He
looked the second time to make cer-
tain, then demanded: “How did he
get up there this morning? There
isn’t any ladder near the place.”

The big man gulped. His thick
lips parted, and his furred tongue
fell out like a panting dog’s. It was
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several moments before he could
answer the question.

“There ain’'t no other way to get
up there, except with the ladder.
It's gotta be there!” He ran around
the building to see for himself.

When he stopped searching, Bar-
nett ordered : “Telephone the police!
Tell them | want the photographer
and the medical examiner out here
right away.”

The owner of the house left, mut-
tering drunkenly.

Barnett reflected pityingly: “Hull
might have been on the roof all
night. With this stiff breeze lash-
ing the palm fronds, he could have
yelled himself hoarse without being
beard. Still, it looks suspicious—”

When the barber came back from
phoning, Barnett asked: “Where
did Hull live?”

“Down the next street.”

“Hurry over there and get his
wife. Bring her right away.”

“All right, but | don't want to be
the one to tell her.”

“Don’t be so squeamish.
her here.”

Before either Thomas, the house

Bring

owner, or Seymour got back, the
photographer arrived. While he
was taking pictures, Barnett went

around the house again, bending
near the dew-dampened ground,
shaking his bulletlike head dubi-
ously.

“What do you make of it?” the
photographer asked.

The detective ruffled his short,
graying mustache.

“There’'s something screwy about
it all. Judging by the grass, Hull
must have flown up there. There
isn't a mark where the ladder stood,
and no footprints except mine and
the house owner’s. Where's that
damn barber?”

He looked toward the road. Sey-
mour was just coming into the yard,
solicitously guiding a frail, middle-
aged woman by the elbow. Barnett

motioned to the photographer to
cover the corpse.
The woman looked at the covered

body, then lifted her head and
asked: “What happened to him? Is
. is he—"
Barnett nodded. He said: “I'm

sorry. He lost his footing and fell
off the roof.”

The woman received the news in
stunned silence.

Barnett led her inside the house.
When she was seated in the living
room, the detective asked her: "Was
your husband home last night?”

“No, he didn't show up. | came
over here looking for him after dark,
but when | seen the ladders was
down, | figured he’'d gone to the dog
races. He went there most every
night.”

“Are you certain he was away
from home all night?”

She nodded.

“It ain’'t nothing unusual for him.
Many a time when he managed to
win a few dollars on the dogs, he'd
get drunk and stay away for two or

three days at a stretch. | never
thought— When can | take him
home?”

“I'm sorry, Mrs. Hull, nobody can
touch the body yet. The medical
examiner will have to take it down-
town for an autopsy. You see, some-
one must have taken that ladder
away while your husband was on
the roof. He apparently spent the
night up there, afraid to move in
the dark. Do you know anyone who
had a grudge against him?”

Mrs. Hull was sobbing jerkily.
Her eyes were dry, but her shoulders
heaved. She stood up and grabbed
at the back of the chair for support,
before answering: “l don’t know,
but lately there’s been so many argu-
ments. | heard him fighting with
some of the neighbors about money.”

Barnett allowed the widow to go
home. He sent the barber back to
his shop, then asked Thomas:
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“Where do you keep your ladders?”

“Qut in the garage.”

“Bring your key and come along.”

“It ain't locked. | haven't a car
any more. | left it open, so Hull
could keep his materials in there
while he was fixing the roof.”

He led the detective to the front
of the building. The heavy double
doors to the garage were closed.
Thomas tried to swing them open,
then backed away.

“Someone snapped the padlock.
I’'ll have to go back in and get the
key."

Barnett examined the lock. The
dampened surface glistened in the
sun. Obviously it had not been
touched that day. When Thomas
came back with the key and gave it
to him, Barnett unlocked the garage
and swung open the squeaky doors.

Two sections of an extension lad-
der were lying against the wall.
Thomas started to drag them out,
but the detective ordered: *“Leave
them alone!”

After examining them, he turned
to Thomas: “Dry. They've been in
here all night. At what time did
you talk with Hull yesterday after-
noon?”

“l hadda go downtown around
four. Before 1 left, he said he'd
get through by night. He said he'd
put the ladders away and come by
sometime today, to get paid for the
job. When | got home last night
and seen the garage doors closed. |
figured he'd finished, so | went to
bed without giving it another
thought.”

“At what time did you get home?”

“’Round two in the morning.
After | got through downtown |
met a couple of guys and we went
jookin'.”

Seeing the medical officer drive
up, Barnett told Thomas: “That's all
for now, but hang around.”

Thomas went into the house. Bar-
nett asked the medical examiner:

“Can you possibly tell me how long
he was up on that roof. Dr. Adams?
I think he must have spent the night
up there.”

Adams lifted the cover off the
corpse and stared down at it. With-
out even bothering to open his bag,
he bent down and his hands expertly
felt the dead man'’s clothing. When
he straightened up, he announced:
“His clothes are soaked through by
the dew, so it looks as if you're
right. The autopsy will tell if he'’s
had anything to eat since yesterday.
If he hasn’t, then you can just about
swear to it that he was up there
all night.”

“That's all | want to know then.
It's obvious what killed him, even if
I hadn’t seen it happen— But I'd
like you to confirm my deduction as
soon as you can.”

While saying this, Barnett gin-
gerly searched the dead man’'s tar-
and-blood-stained overalls. He took
out a plug of tobacco, a wallet, some
loose change, and a handful of mu-
tuel tickets. On the ground, under-
neath the body, where it had ob-
viously fallen from his torn hip
pocket, Barnett picked up a letter
in a cheap envelope, read the single,

ruled sheet. He frowned and puck-
ered his expressive lips.
“Well, I'll be damned!”

Dr. Adams picked up his bag and

asked: “Did you find something
important?”

Barnett waved the letter at the
doctor.

“This is a new one. I've heard of
dime chain letters, but this is the

first one I've seen where you're sup-
posed to send someone a gas-ration
ticket. It repeats the same old story
about getting sixty-four tickets if
you keep the chain unbroken.”

“Let's see!” Adams reached for
the letter, read it, and handed it
back. “That's a new wrinkle. 1

imagine the postal authorities would
like to know about it.”
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“They will, don’t worry!" Barnett
tucked the letter into his wallet,
started to put it into his pocket,
then withdrew it again. An “A”
ticket fell out. He retrieved it and
then scanned the five names at the
top of the letter. They were the
people to whom the addressee was
supposed to send a letter to keep the
chain unbroken. After sending a
ticket to the top name, the addressee
was supposed to put his own at the
bottom of the list, and mail five new
copies out.

Barnett recognized every one of
the five names. They were ail peo-
ple who lived in the neighborhood.

After the medical examiner left
and the body had been removed,
Barnett went back into the house.
Thomas was in the kitchen frying
bacon and grits for his breakfast.
He invited the detective to have a
cup of coffee, but Barnett refused.
He sat at the littered table while
Thomas ate the greasy mess from
the frying pan, and asked him: “Did
you get one of those chain letters
lately?"

“What letters? | don’'t hardly
ever get no mail.”
“Quit stalling, Thomas. Your

name is on the one which Hull had
in his pocket. It's the third on the
list, so you must have received one
and answered it.”

“l don't get you, mister. | ain’t
received no mail for weeks—not
since the first of the month, and
then | only got me bill from the
light company. | got no folks no-
where. All | ever gets is a circular
from some lumber company."

Barnett took the letter out of his
pocket and showed it to Thomas.
He pointed to the man’s name near
the head of it. After reading it, his
lips moving as he mentally pro-
nounced each word, Thomas handed
it back. He took a loud gulp of
black coffee from the saucer, then

DS—3W

wiped his full lips with the back of
his hairy hand.

“First | seen of it, mister. Even
ifn 1 got one, | wouldn’t have an-
swered it. | ain't got no gas ration
tickets. | sold me car about the
time they started this monkey busi-
ness.”

“How do you get around to your
different jobs?"

“1 quit odd jobbing. Them two
houses | own brings in enough rent
for me to get along on. | grows me
own food, mostly."

Barnett left then and went back to
the barber shop. Seymour was
standing outside, with a crowd of
loafers, retelling the story of the
accident. As the detective listened,
the story seemed to grow more lurid
with each repetition.

When he started all over again,
for the benefit of a newcomer, Bar-
nett interrupted him: “Any chance
of getting that shave now, Seymour?
That is if you have wind enough
left, after shooting off all that hot
air."

Reluctantly, the barber left his
audience. When he had the detec-
tive’s face lathered, and drew the
first strokes along his cheek, he
started gabbing again.

“Burndest thing |

ever hearn

about? What do you think he was
doing up there all night? Musta
been drunk, or somethin— Re-

minds me of a time up in Georgia.
I was out a-huntin'—”

“Sure, I know— That time you
killed a grizzly bear with a twenty-
two. Has the mailman been around
yet this morning?”

“Nope, too early. Since they cut
out the second delivery—"

“He’s late every day.” Barnett
finished for him, then added: “Get-
ting much mail lately, Seymour?”

“Tolerable amount.” He jumped
the subject. “No. 3 was sure hot
out at West Flagler last night. |
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won three races and the daily dou-
ble.”

Barnett was used to the barber’s
boasts about his winnings. Next to
his prowess as a hunter, it was his
favorite subject of conversation.
The detective grinned and rolled his
eyes up to see the barber’'s face.

“1 suppose you came away a ten-
dollar loser, in spite of your good
luck.”

“Good luck, nothing! | knows
how to pick them. | won me two
hundred and eighty-seven bucks.”

“You haven't seen that much
money outside of a bank since the
flood, Seymour. Why not keep your
tall stories for the crackers? Or
have they stopped believing you,
too?”

Seymour grunted, and dabbed at
Barnett's chin with his shaving
brush. He gave his razor a few
more licks on the strop, and started
scraping the tough grayish stubble.
“You're only kiddin’. You know I
can pick them. Now take that dog
in the eighth tonight—~

“You take him. What time is the
mailman due around?”

“In an hour or so.
something?”

Expecting

“No. Hurry up, will you? 1 can't
stay here all day!”
Seymour finished the job, and

Barnett paid him.

“Don’t lose it all on one race.”

He walked out and went as far as
the corner. He stood there shading
his eyes with his hand, and stared
up the block. In the distance, he
saw the familiar figure of the post-
man riding his bicycle. He walked
up to meet him. After a brief greet-
ing, he asked: “Anything for me,
Johnny?”

“Not today, Mr. Barnett. I'll try
to dig you out a good one tomor-
row.”

“Thanks, Johnny. What is the
name of the postal inspector in your
office?”

“James Maclntyre. Boy, is he
tough!” Johnny whistled loudly.
“You got anything to mail today?”

Barnett shook his head. He eyed
the strapped bundles of mail in the
basket on the bicycle.

"Lots of it this morning, eh?”

Johnny waved his hand depre-
catingly: “Junk. Most of it for one
guy.” He picked up the Ilargest
package, and waved it in front of
Barnett's face. “All this!”

Barnett wanted to ask who was
getting it, but he knew Johnny too
well. Despite his careless air, the
young postman was a conscientious
worker. He wouldn’t let anybody
know about mail he carried for an-
other person. Giving his machine a
quick shove, he jumped on the sad-
dle, and pedaled off, whistling.

Later, down at headquarters, Bar-
nett went to the medical examiner’s
office. Dr. Adams was changing
from his white coat into street
clothes. He said to the detective:
"Judging by his stomach, the dead
man hadn't had anything to eat or

drink for at least twelve hours,
probably longer.”
“Thanks, doc. So he was unable

to leave the roof. That's about the
only thing that would have kept him
hungry for that long. 1| know how
those crackers love to eat. Well, |
might as well see the chief and have
it over with.”

Chief Donaldson was in a better
humor than Barnett expected. His
shrewd blue eyes twinkled when the
detective walked in. He lit his pipe,
waved Barnett to a chair, and asked:

“How are you making out? Any-
thing definite yet?”
"A few things, chief. You've had

the medical examiner’s report. It
confirms my suspicion that Hull
was murdered—even though his
killer might not have been within a
mile of him when the planned acci-
dent happened. Whoever removed
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that ladder last night, hoped that
Hull would fall off the roof during
the night. | suppose he meant to
get back there early this morning
and put the ladder back up against
the house.”

Donaldson nodded, then brushed
his unruly black hair off his fore-
head.

“Pretty nearly got away with it,
didn't he? Hull had sense enough
not to try and climb down in the
dark. But even in daylight, that
heavy dew made the roof too slip-
pery for him, exhausted by a sleep-
less night. Well, do you have any
idea who might have done it?”

“Not yet, but I have a good lead
here”—Barnett showed the chief the
letter he had found near the body.
“1 think it all ties up with this in
some way.”

After Donaldson read the letter,
he picked up the telephone. Barnett
watched him dial a number, but said
nothing. The chief enlightened
him: “I'm calling the postal inspec-
tors. They’ll want this. If it's all

The widow was steady for
a second, then wavered and
fell to the floor. Her ex-
pressionless eyes stared
ahead, tearless and bright.

37
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tied up with the murder as you sus-
pect, then—"

When Donaldson finished the call,
he leaned back.

“What did you find out about
Hull? What kind of a fellow was
he?”

“Not too much. His wife says he
gambled. Some of the boys around
the neighborhood were sore at him
about money. From all the gossip |
could pick up, he took bets to the
track, and didn’t always come across
with the winnings. | guess he was
booking them himself.”

“Find out someone he chiseled out
of a good-size bet. Whoever Kkilled
him might have just meant to scare
him into paying up by removing
that ladder.”

Barnett went back to Thomas’
house. There was nobody at home.
He spent several hours checking on
the other people whose names were
on the chain letter. With the ex-
ception of the barber, they all
claimed not to have received any.

Seymour showed him the one he
had. “But | never answered it,” he
assured Barnett righteously.

He opened the drawer of his towel
cabinet and showed the letter to
Barnett. The detective tried to peep
inside to see if there were any more
hidden inside, but Seymour closed
it too quickly.

Barnett tried to question him in-
directly. “Been out hunting lately?”

“Every chance | get. | generally
go most every morning for an hour
or so before | open up. Sundays we
go all day.”

“Were you out this morning?”

“No. Smelled like rain, so | slept
a bit longer.”

Barnett hadn’t been hunting for

years. He liked tramping through
the woods, but not Killing birds.
Slumping lower in the chair, he

asked: “How about going with you
next Sunday?”
Seymour hesitated before answer-

ing. He straightened out the shelf
which held his scissors and razors.
His back was still turned to the de-
tective as he agreed: “All right. We
can use my dog. You got a gun?”

“Sure. I'll save on driving this
week so that well have enough gas
to use my car.”

Seymour walked to the entrance
of his shop and looked up and down
the street.

“You don’'t need to skimp on gas.
I have a few coupons left. We ain't
supposed to use a car for hunting
nor fishing. They claim its non-
essential driving, but with your offi-
cial tag nobody will bother us.”

“You don’'t have a car of your own.
Where do you manage to get ration
tickets, big shot?”

“Wouldn't you like to know?”
Seymour rubbed the blade of a razor
across the back of his hand, slicing
off a few hairs to test the blade.
“Well, there's a few floating
around.”

The detective stopped pumping
the barber any further and went
down to see Mrs. Hull. He found
her in the back yard washing clothes
in a tub over an open fire. She
wiped the sweat off her face on her
torn apron, and sat down on a fallen
log.

“You found out anything yet, Mr.

Barnett? When can | bury him?”

“Tomorrow, if you wish, Mrs.
Hull. Do you— Can you—" he
stammered, embarrassed, but went

on. “Are you able to take care of
it?”

She nodded.

“He had a small policy. 1 kept up
the payments every week. It ain't
much, but it'll give him a decent
burial.”

“I'm glad of that, Mrs. Hull. 1
wonder if you can help me? Do you
know which of the neighbors he
was squabbling with about money?
I'm afraid he was taking bets to the
track for some of them and didn't
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always turn back what he should
have,”

“1 reckon so. He done it last sea-
son a couple of times. Some of the
men let him get away with it, but
he come home several nights with a
black eye.”

“Which one of them did he fight
with?”

“1 don’t know for sure. Several. |
guess. | know Seymour wouldn't
even cut his hair no more. He was
sore at him. Then he had a fight
with a guy that used to hang around
here. | disremember his name, but
he ain’t here no more. Drafted.”

“Why was Seymour sore at him?”

“Same reason as the others, |
reckon. They’re all gamblers.” Her
toothless mouth screwed scornfully.

On his way back, the detective met
Seymour again. The barber was
dropping letters into the corner box.
When he saw Barnett, he hurriedly
stuffed them all into the package
slot. Without a word, he turned
and went back to his shop. Barnett
was right behind him. Inside, he
demanded: “Since when did you
start carrying on a mail-order busi-
ness?”

“Oh, you know71 grows aloes and
ships them. | got a bunch of letters
asking me about plants, and just

answered them. Nothing wrong
about that, is there?”
“1 guess not. Mrs. Hull just told

me that you were so sore at Hull
you wouldn't even cut his hair.
What was the trouble?”

Seymour sat in the barber chair
and leaned back.

“Nothin’ you'd be interested in.
Me and him just had a run in, that's
all.”

“About mutuel tickets? What did
he do, clip you, too?”

“Oh, no. He tried it once, but
when | told him 1'd slit his throat if
he didn't pay off, he came across
right away.”

Barnett went home and called the

postal inspector at the branch which
delivered the mail to his home.
When he got in touch with Macln-
tyre, he asked him: “I'm Detective
Barnett. Are you making any prog-
ress, inspector?”

Maclntyre sounded sour: “If you
want any information, come over
here, where we can talk in private.”

“I'll be right over. 1 think | have
something for you.” Barnett hung
up and left the house.

In Maclntyre’s office, he told the
postal inspector what he had found
out, and suggested: “When the
truck picks up the mail from that
box on the corner by the barber shop,
you might see what Seymour is writ-
ing so many people about. It looks
fishy to me. He has a small patch
of aloes—all right—but not enough
to take care of more than a half-
dozen customers.”

“We’'ll find out quick enough.”
Maclntyre rang a buzzer on his
desk. When a postal clerk answered
it, he ordered: “Send the truck over
and clear box No. 876. Bring every-
thing in it to me.”

When the mail truck returned and
the carrier brought the mail into the
inspector’'s office, Barnett could
hardly curb his excitement. Mac-
Intyre sorted the letters expertly,
laying the ones Seymour had mailed
in a separate pile.

When he had them all together,
he told Barnett: “I'd rather you
didn’t see how we inspect suspicious
letters. Wait in the next room. I'll
call you in a minute.”

Reluctantly, Barnett left the of-
fice. Before he had time to finish a
second cigarette, Maclntyre called

him back to his office. He was
scowling.
“A bum steer, Barnett. Every bit

of it was legitimate, personal mail.
I'll watch his incoming letters. |If
anything turns up. I'll get in touch
with you.”

Barnett thoughtfully snuffed his
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cigarette out. He started to leave,
then turned back, asking: “Do you
still have that letter Donaldson sent
you?”

Maclntyre pointed to the envelope
lying open on his desk.

“There. Why?”

“Do you mind if | take another
look at it?”

“No, go ahead.”

Barnett picked the letter up and
read it again. His face broke into a
grin as he handed it back to the pos-
tal inspector.

“Of all the dumb clucks, | sure
take the cake. 1 should have real-
ized it right away when | found that
first chain letter.”

“What are you talking about?”

“It’s obvious who killed him. I've
wasted the whole damn day on
something as simple as handing out
a traffic ticket.”

Maclntyre scowled so heavily that
his bushy red eyebrows met over his
bright black eyes. He demanded:
“Well, aren’t you going to let me in
on it? It'll solve this case of mine,
too, won't it?”

Barnett shook his head: “No, it
won't help you, inspector. The
only thing I can promise you is that
there won’t be any more of those
chain letters. When Hull died it
broke the chain.”

“You promise! We can trace
those letters easily enough—" The
postal inspector was still scowling.

“Read tomorrow’s paper before
you put in too much time on tracing
them,” Barnett advised him, and left
the office.

Outside, he jumped into his car
and hurried back to Hull's house.
Mrs. Hull was still washing when
he walked into the yard. Without
any preamble, he insisted:

“1'll have to search Hull's room,
I'm sorry. | should have done it
earlier.”

“Go right ahead.” The woman

sounded resigned. “l ain't even
touched it today.”
“You'd better come in with me,

Mrs. Hull, and show me which one
it is.”

The woman dropped a towel back
into the hot water, wiped her hands
and face on her apron and led the
way into the small bungalow. The
inside was as neat and clean as any
house Barnett had ever been in.
He was surprised to see how much
more expensive-looking the furni-
ture was than he had expected to
find in the old, weather-beaten house,
but he said nothing until Mrs. Hull
opened the door to a bedroom.

She said: “This is his room. Can
I go back to me washing?”

“Not yet. You'd better wait here
with me.” He looked around the
room, then started searching it. In
the only closet he found a leather
suitcase and brought it out into the
light. When he opened it, and sev-
eral hundred gasoline ration tickets
and letters fell out, he didn’t even
bother to pick them up, but asked
Mrs. Hull quietly: “He was send-
ing all those chain letters out with
his own name at the top of the list,
wasn't he? That's how he got all
those ration tickets. You were tired
of his gambling and bootlegging gas
tickets. Is that why you Killed
him?”

The widow looked right through
him. Her expressionless eyes stared
ahead, tearless and bright. She
stood steady for a second, then
wavered and fell to the floor.

Barnett picked her up and put her
on the bed. He went into the
kitchen and brought back a glass
of water. After he bathed her fore-
head with a wet towel, the woman’s
eyes fluttered open. She lay still
for a moment longer, then sat up.
Without betraying any emotion, she
started to talk: “He weren’t never
no good. Between his gambling and
drinking, he spent most of the
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money he made. | could have stood
for that, but when | found out he
was bootlegging gas tickets and any-
thing else he could steal, I told him
to quit or else I'd turn him in. My
folks was all decent, law-abiding
people.”

“What did he say to your threat?”

“He jist laughed at me and slapped
me down. Yesterday, when | went
over to call him to his supper and
seen him on that steep roof, the idea
came to me right suddenlike. 1 jist
took the ladder away and—” She
broke off, the armor of her un-
natural calm cracked. She started
screeching hysterically.

Barnett tried to stop her. He
threw a glass of water in her face,
but it had no effect. He slapped
her cheek sharply with his open
palm, but she kept on screaming.

He took her by both arms and shook
her. With a convulsive motion, she
broke away from him and ran from
the room. Barnett heard another
door slam. He looked toward the
front screen door. It was still
hooked from the inside. So she was
still indoors, and there was no im-
mediate need to chase her. It would
only increase her hysteria.

Still wondering how to quiet the
stricken woman, he followed the
sound of her now diminishing
screams. Her voice was coming
from the living room. He walked
toward the door and put his hand on
the knob just as the sound of a shot
roared out and the screaming
stopped.

Barnett quickly opened the door.
He was just in time to see her life-
less body crumple to the floor.

THE END.

PAGAN SONG

Oh, happy dead, whose graves are dug

In Pierian earth;

Happy ears to rot beneath
Cloven-hooved mirth.

Oh, holy hills, where gods have walked
And deathless ruins stand;
Oh, unkind sea, to bar from me

My holy land!

Sara Owen.
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MADMAN'S HOLIDAY

A NOVEL

by FRERRIC BROWN

"Here's mud in your eye,"”
scsd the reporter. "And
torranitronapthalene in

yours," said the madman,

who wasn't so mad after all.

| felt swell. Somebody said, “He’s
coming around,” and | wondered
vaguely who was coming around
what, but it didn’t matter. It was
perfect, just to be lying here asleep,
or almost asleep. Let people talk
all they darn pleased, just so | could
sleep. For weeks now, since I'd
started those TNA reaction tests,
I'd been going on three or four
hours’ sleep a night.

And now it was all over with, and
I was on the way to turn in my re-
port, and although | was sorry the
report was negative—well, that was
that, and | was going to take a few
days off before 1 bit off another
round with old man HE.

There was a gruff voice. It said,
“Look, doc, this is important. He
had papers on him that— Well,

never mind. Can’'t you bring him

out of it?”

“It’s a very mild concussion. But
it's better if he—"
I wished they’d shut up. It’s hard

enough to sleep on a train, without
your neighbors jabbering all night.
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With light hitting your eyelids and
sitting in an uncomfortable—

Hell, 1 wasn’t sitting up. | was
lying down flat, and there wasn’t
any click of train wheels or any
train motion.

And then | remembered—the
wreck! The awfulness of that last
moment of consciousness 1'd known
until now. That sound of tearing
steel, and the screams. The sudden
darkness and the terribly nauseated
feeling, like going down in a fast
elevator, but a million times worse,
when the front end of the car stops
and the back end can’t stop, but goes
up and over—

My eyes jerked open, but the
glare of white light forced them

shut. 1 opened them again, more
cautiously, and the light was tolera-
ble. 1 seemed to be in a private

room in a hospital. Near the bed
stood a man in white and a man in
gray tweeds with a dead cigar in
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his mouth. A nurse was just leav-
ing and left the door ajar behind
her.

The man in white said. “You’'re all
right, Mr. Remmers. Just a mild
concussion.” It seemed almost im-
possible to believe him; it was in-
credible that I'd been through that
wreck without broken bones. The
Washington Flyer had been doing
at least eighty.

The man in gray tweeds growled
something under his breath that |
didn’'t quite catch, but the doctor
nodded again. He stepped closer
with the business end of a stetho-
scope in his hand. He said, “Lie
down, please,"” and listened to me
tick for a minute and peered closely
at the pupils of my eyes.

He said, “Normal,” to nobody in

particular. Then to me, “This gen-
tleman is from the FBI. Wants to
talk to you. Talk all you want, but
stay in bed.”

He left, closing the door behind
him, and the man in tweeds looked
at me for a full minute without
speaking at all. His face was as
expressionless as a cue ball. He
took the dead cigar out of his mouth,
walked over and threw it out the
window, and then came back.

Then he asked, “What happened
to the papers?”

They hadn’t found them, then.

“They were in my brief case,” |
told him. “The case was on the seat
with me, wedged in between me and
the arm of the seat, next to the win-
dow. | had my hand on the handle
of the brief case when we hit.”

He grunted noncommittally.

“Don’t worry about them.” 1 said.
“It was all negative. There wasn't
a fact or formula in that brief case
that couldn’'t have been mailed in
duplicate to Berlin and Tokyo.
What | had in mind to do with the
TNA was a flat washout. But Major
Lome wanted me to bring in a re-
port, so | was on my way.”

“Just what were you trying to do
with it?”

| studied his face a minute while
I was trying to make up my mind
about answering, and he must have
figured what | was thinking. He
took a wallet from his pocket, and
an identification card from the wal-
let and handed it to me.

I'd seen them before, and it was
the McCoy. It had his photo and
his prints, and his name was Frank
Garland.

| handed back the card.
you know about HE?”

“Not much except that it stands
for high explosive. TNT.”

“TNT,” I told him, “is just one
form of high explosive. There are
others that pack more wallop, but
they aren’'t stable. Cast, it can be
stored indefinitely. You can drop
it, kick it around, and hammer nails
with it. You got to use a fulminate
of mercury fuse to make it say
‘uncle.””

“In a loud voice,” said Garland.

“In a loud voice,” | agreed. “But
not as loud as TNA. That's tetrani-
troaniline, and it's got better than
forty percent more Kick than TNT.
It's about the most powerful of the
solid explosives. But it's got tem-
perament. Goes off, maybe, when
you don’t want it to.”

“And you were trying to stabilize
it?”

“Exactly. But we didn't, so don't
worry about the papers. If they
were lost, I've got other copies and
they're of no military value. But
those were only the first tests—the
first series, | mean. After | rest up,
I'm going to try—well, some other
angles.”

And not even to an FBI man was |
going to talk about what those other
angles might be.

Apparently, he wasn't interested.
He said, “You talked to Major
Lome, long distance, at four o’clock
this afternoon. I imagine that

“What do
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neither of you talked very freely
over the phone. But he suggested
that you go to Washington to see
him. Right?”

“Right,” | said, wondering where
this line of questioning was going to
lead.

“Starting then, at four o’clock,
please tell me your movements.
Everything you did.”

“Went right home and—"

“You took the test reports with
you?”

“No. | gathered them up and put
them in the brief case and put the
brief case in the safe. Then | went
down—"

“Lock the safe?”

I shook my head. “I told Peter
Carr—he’s my assistant—to lock it
when he left. Then | went home,
had a bath and a shave and supper
and left in time to catch the Wash-
ington Flyer, going to the station by
way of the lab and picking up the
brief case. Carr had left by then,
and | let myself in with my own
key. Bought a round-trip ticket at
the station and—"

“What'd you do with the other
half?”

“Huh?” It was such a screwy
guestion that | stared at him blankly
until he repeated it.

“Why, in my wallet. Why?”

“Skip it. And then? After you
bought the ticket, I mean.”

“Got on the train and—" | broke
off, staring at him. "Say, what is
this? Am | suspected of having
stolen those papers from myself, or
of engineering the train wreck, or
what?”

He shook his head slowly. |
couldn’t tell from his face whether
he meant a negative answer, or
merely that he wasn't going to tell
me.

He said, “Maybe you shouldn’t
talk too much, at first. I'm going
to give you a rest. And— Listen,

you still say there was nothing im-

portant in that brief case?”

“Sure. | told Major Lome over
the phone that results were ixnay.
If they hadn’'t been, I'd have told
him to send around a battalion of
you boy scouts to escort me there
with it. Stabilizing TNA, if it can
be done, is big stuff. 1 wouldn't risk
carrying something like that, with-
out protection. I'm not crazy.”

He said, “No?” and | didn't like
the way he said it. But he turned
and headed for the door. As he
went out, | caught a glimpse of
blue uniforms in the corridor out-
side.

After a moment, the door opened
again. It was the nurse who'd been
in the room when 1'd first awakened.
She handed me a newspaper and
said, “Mr. Garland thought you
might like to see the morning pa-
per.”

She left, and | unfolded the paper.
It was a Philadelphia Post-Gazette,
the late-city edition. The war news
was good. | read it slowly.

And then, quite suddenly, it
struck me that there was something
wrong with that front page. It
failed to mention the train wreck.

A local story, sure, but a big one.
That train had been only an hour out
of Philadelphia. And it must have
been a bad wreck—

No, the date was right. And this
edition wouldn’'t have gone to press
before four in the morning and it
was broad daylight now. With a
cold chill growing along my spine,
| tried page two, and then leafed
through the paper from stem to
stern. No train-wreck story.

I threw back the covers and got
out of bed. My legs felt rubbery
but I got to the door and opened it
a crack. There were two policemen,
and they both turned around as I
opened the door.

One of them nodded when | asked
if he’d send Garland in to talk to me
again. | got back into bed.
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Garland came in. This time he
pulled up a chair and sat down.

He said, “I thought you'd want to
see me when you’'d read that paper.
Now what's this gag about a train
wreck?”

I spoke slowly and carefully. *“I
boarded the Washington Flyer yes-
terday evening. To the best of my
knowledge, an hour out of town, it
was wrecked. Wasn't it? | mean,
didn’t anything happen to it?”

“Not athing. Nobody even pulled
the bell cord. It went through on
schedule.”

“If you'd told me that without
showing me this paper— Say, how
did | get here, and when? And, for
that matter, damn it, where am 1?”

“You're in St. Vincent's Hospital,
in Philadelphia. You were found by
a squad car at two o’clock this morn-
ig, and brought here. They found
you lying in Burgoyne Street, with
your head against a lamp-post.
You'd been drinking, and you were
out cold.”

“They brought me here?"

“They took you to police emer-
gency as a drunk. Then, going
through your pockets, they found
out who you were, and found some
correspondence with Major Lome.
They got in touch with him, and he
got in touch with us and told us to
find out what happened.”

“1 hadn’'t been robbed?”

“There was a hundred and twenty
dollars in your wallet. But no train
ticket, incidentally. And you had a
suitcase with you. Not a brief
case.”

I closed my eyes and found that
the headache and the thumping in
my skull was coming back. “What
kind of suitcase?” | asked.

“Black Gladstone. Pebbled leather.
Had clothes in it that seemed to be
yours.”

I said, “1 kept a bag like that, al-
ready packed, at the laboratory, in
case | had to make a rush trip. But

| didn't take it last night, because I
was coming back the next day and
figured | wouldn’t need it. And the
brief case— It was gone?”

“You didn't have it with you, if
that's what you mean. But it's still
on your desk at the laboratory. With
papers in it—and your assistant,
Carr, says they’re the ones you were
going to take to Washington.”

“Then 1| didn't— | mean, you
think | didn’'t take the brief case at
all, but—"

“We haven't traced yet what you
did between the time you left your
house—that was at half-past six—
and the time you were found in
Burgoyne Street at two in the morn-
ing. You must have gone to the
laboratory, but taken the Gladstone
instead of the brief case. After that,
we don’'t know. How much money
did you have when you left home?”

“A hundred and thirty-five, and
some change.”

“And there was one-twenty in
your wallet. You spent fifteen dol-
lars, somehow. We're going to find
out what you did, if we have to take
this town apart. And Major Lome’s
coming down tomorrow.”

He looked at me speculatively,
coldly. “That's all you've got to
say?”

I nodded, and he turned to go.

It got lighter outside, but inside
my head it didn'tt My ideas,
if you could call them that, went
around and around and came out
nowhere. If | were sane, then some-
body was crazy. Because if 1'd been
the victim of a frame-up engineered
by someone or something other than
my own disordered imagination,
nothing had been accomplished.

The brief case hadn't even been
stolen. It would have been of no
value, other than as a good ten-
dollar brief case, if it had.
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But, damn it, there had been a
wreck. 1'd been there. 1'd heard
the screams and the ripping sound
of metal, and I'd felt the train seat
rise up under me and—

Breakfast came, but | wasn't hun-
gry. | drank all the coffee there
was, but didn’t touch the rest of it

Major Lome came in at about nine
o’clock. He sat down in the chair
beside the bed and looked very aus-
tere and military. He asked first
what hours 1'd been working.

| told him, and he shook his head.
“Too much, Remmers. A breakdown
was bound to happen.”

“You think, then, that 1
haywire—that I'm crazy?”

“1 wouldn't put it that way, at all.
I think you worked too hard and
had a mental breakdown. | talked
to Garland before | came up here,
and it doesn't make sense any other
way. Does it?”

“Unless somebody thought, 1'd ac-
complished something with TNA,
major. They might have—” 1| broke
off, because it didn't make sense that
they’d have done it that way. They'd
have killed me and taken the papers,
and there was no reason for all the
razzle-dazzle. And how would it
have been done, anyway? Hypno-
tism? | didn't believe that any
hypnotist could have impressed on
my mind the recollection of some-
thing that didn't happen.

Lome asked, “Did you give any-
one cause to think that you might
have discovered something impor-
tant?”

I shook my head slowly. “1 haven't
talked about what Carr and | have
been doing to many people. And to
none of them have | intimated that
I had even an important lead. Mat-
ter of fact, | haven't had.”

“You did all right on classifying
that ammonium picric.

“That's a dead duck. | gave you
what you wanted on that a month
ago, and haven't worked on it since.

went

And last week | gave out the story
to Andrews, as you told me to. Read
his write-up on it?”

Lome nodded. “Good job. He's
here now, by the way, to see you. |
told him no publicity on this . .. er

. misadventure. You've got an-
other guest, too. Peter Carr.” He
cleared his throat. “Remmers, you've
got to take a rest cure. There's a
sanitarium near town run by Doc
Wheeler. Ever heard of him?”

“No, but I'm not going to any—"

“You'll be in good company. Sev-
eral important officials are staying
there right now. Worked too hard,
like you. Doc Wheeler is sort of
semiofficial psychiatrist to the—~

“Nuts,” | said. “I'm not crazy and
I'm not going to a private loony bin.
I'll rest up a few days at home, but
the work’s got to go on.”

Lome stood up. He said, “Sorry,
but you're wrong. We can’t force
you to go to Wheeler's place, but
you can choose between that and
staying here. And Wheeler's will
help you the most, of the two.”

“But | don’'t need a sanitarium,
damn it.” But even as | said it, |
wondered if | were wrong, and just
being stubborn. So | said, “Well,
all right, but just for a few days.
What about work at the lab? Want
Peter Carr to carry on?”

“1've talked it over with him,” said
Lome. “He wants to talk to you
about it. Seems there are some loose
odds and ends he can clean up. Take
him about three days, and then he'll
rest up, too.”

When Lome left, the doctor came
in again. He checked me with the
stethoscope as before, and asked how
my head felt.

“There are two people still wait-
ing to see you,” he said. “But you
may see them for only a few minutes
each. After that, you'd better rest
up for your trip.”

Carr came in first. Good old Peter.
But likable as Carr always was, there
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was a quiet dignity about him that
forbade intimacy. He’'d worked for
me for three years, and yet | knew
little about him other than that he
was an efficient laboratory techni-
cian. I'd had him investigated, of
course, when 1 first hired him, and
the report on him was probably filed
away somewhere, but it was amazing
how few of the details of his life I
remembered from that report, or had
learned since. It was as though he
hid from life behind a pair of thick
shell-rimmed glasses.

He smiled at me a bit uncertainly
now and ran spatulate fingers
through his thick shock of blond
hair. He said, “I can’t tell you, Mr.
Remmers, how sorry | am that
you—" He paused as though em-
barrassed, not knowing how to con-
tinue the sentence.

“I'll be all right, Peter,” 1 told
him. “Couple weeks and I'll be back.
There isn't much for you to do
meanwhile, and | want you to rest
up, too. Finish the check on that
14-series and get the decks cleared
for action on something new.”

“Yes, Mr. Remmers. That's only
about two days’ work. Even if |
rest, I'll have time for more. Re-
member | told you | wanted to try
ammonium nitrate and powdered
aluminum in the tetranitroaniline
13-series? Mind if | go ahead and
try that while I'm free?”

“How long will it take you?”

“Not over three days for rough

tests. If anything likely develops
and | go into detail on it, it'll take
longer."

“Hm-m-m,” | said. “That's what

I'm afraid of. You might get in-
terested and keep on working night
and day, as we have been. Look,
this is an order. You're to take at
least a week off out of the next two
weeks. And to work only normal
hours the rest of the time. Within
that limitation, try anything you
want. O. K,?”

“Fine, Mr. Remmers. Is there ...

uh. . . anything | can do? For you,
I mean?”
“Not a thing, Peter Thanks.”

He went out quickly, as though
glad to escape.

Armin Andrews came in breezily.
He pulled up the chair with its back
toward the bed, and sat down astrad-
dle of it, leaning his chin on his
arms.

“What happened. Hank?” he de-
manded.

“What do you mean, what hap-
pened?” | countered. “Didn’'t you
ever hear of a guy working too hard
and having a—"

“Nuts,” he said. “This is off the
record. | want a story, sure. But
you know | wouldn’t turn it in with-
out your O. K. And the war de-
partment’s, too, for that matter. But
don’'t give me that breakdown rou-
tine. What really happened?”

| stared at him curiously, wonder-
ing whether he'd be able to make
anything—except hallucination—out
of my remembrance of what had
happened. Armin Andrews was a
brilliant reporter, all right. His
name had been on one of the biggest
scoops of the years just past—the
running down of the spy ring headed
by Dr. Gerhard Wendell. He’'d been
ahead of the FBI on several angles
of that case, according to what I'd
heard from Major Lome. He'd pro-
vided the lead that took them to
Wendell himself, and he'd been in
on the kill. He had a bullet hole in
his thigh to show for it, too.

Andrews stood ace-high with
Major Lome. That was why, when
a write up of my lab, with pix, was
wanted for the army ordnance jour-
nal, he’d assigned Andrews to the
job. He'd done an excellent piece
of work on it, and we'd become well
acquainted during the process.

“How’d you get in on this, Armin?
Did the major call you?”
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He shook his head. “This is on
my own. | was at the police station
when they brought you into emer-
gency, downstairs. The looie on
duty down there knew | was talking
to Cap Krasno. He decided from
the papers and the money on you,
you might be somebody, so he came
up to ask me if I knew of a Henry
Remmers. It was a lucky break.”

“Lucky for which of us?” | asked.

“For me. | smelled a story, and |
still smell it. But it was a break for
you, too, maybe. 1 told 'em to phone
Major Lome right away. That's
how the FBI got on it so quick. He
notified them.”

| shrugged. “Well, the FBI's off
it now, | guess. They put it in the
pink-elephant file, and | go to a
sanitarium to rest up.”

“Was it pink elephants?”

| considered a moment before |
answered. Lome and Garland had
both known that Andrews was wait-
ing to see me, and certainly they
knew he’'d want to know the details
of my experience. Neither had even
suggested that | refrain from talking
about it, so there was no reason
why | shouldn’t tell him.

So | did. | gave him the whole
story, starting with my phone call
to Washington. And in the telling
of it, 1 learned something.

| learned that | was a long way
from being convinced that what had
happened was a figment of my im-
agination. Damn it, | remembered
taking the brief case from the labo-
ratory. | remembered buying a
ticket. | even remembered buying
cigarettes while | was waiting for
the train.

I remembered riding on that train.

The wreck! It was one of the
most vivid memories of my life.

After I'd finished, I lay back, worn
out merely from telling about it. |
shuddered and closed my eyes. In
half a minute, | opened them.

Andrews was staring at me, his

eyes narrowed in deep thought.

He said, “Damned if | know,
Hank. Sounds impossible, but—
Mind answering a few questions?
Feel well enough, I mean?”

“Shoot,” | said.

“When did the train leave?”

“Seven forty, or a minute or two
after that.”

“Did you know there was a train
leaving then? Before you went to
the station, I mean? Does it prove
anything, if there was?”

I thought it over, and shook my
head. “No, | knew beforehand that
was when the Washington Flyer
left.”

“No reservation?”

“No. | went by coach. Ticket
was eight eighty, round-trip.”

“Know that before you bought
your ticket?”

“1 ... | m]Fht have remembered
it. 1've made the trip before.”

“Remember the number of your
car, or anything about it?”

“Just that it was a coach and the
seats were blue plush.” | saw clearly
what Armin was driving at now, and
tried to co-operate. | said, “Let me
think,” and tried to remember de-
tails that could be checked on. But
after a minute | shook my head.

“The conductor?”

"He was short and heavy-set.
Maybe about fifty, with thin gray

hair. | think I'd know him if | saw
him again. In his uniform, any-
way.”

“Would he remember you, do you
think?”

“N-no. Hardly looked at me. |
noticed him while he was trying to
get a ticket from a drunk in the seat
ahead.”

Andrews snapped his fingers. He
said, “Now we're getting somewhere,
maybe. What was his argument
with the drunk?”

“No argument, really. The drunk
was asleep and the conductor shook
him, but couldn't wake him. The
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guy mumbled, but stayed asleep.
He had two friends with him; they
were possibly sober. One of them
shook him several times and he
finally woke up enough to hand over
his ticket.”

Andrews looked disappointed.
“What did they look like?”

“l didn't see the drunk, except
for a glimpse of his profile when he
woke up for a minute. He was
youngish and dark and—yes, he wore
shell-rimmed dark glasses and a
black felt hat. The men with him—
guess 1'd recognize them if | saw
them again—they were both about
forty, fairly well-dressed. One of
them was short and chunky, but you
can't judge a man’s height when he’s
sitting— Wait, he was stocky; |
remember now he got up and went
to the back of the car where the
lavatory was."

“Remember any other incident
that might be checked on?”

“Hm-m-m. I'm afraid not. There
were only about a dozen passengers
in the car, and it was third or fourth
car from the end of the train.”

Andrews nodded slowly. “Not
much, but— Hell, if you check on
all those points, it would be past
coincidence to think you imagined
being on the train. | mean, if there
were a coach with blue plush seats

“They found you lying in Burgoyne
Street, with your head against a
lamp post. You were out cold,”

third or fourth from last, with only
a dozen passengers, with the con-
ductor you described, and a drunk
who wouldn’t wake up—"~

“But all you'll do,” | pointed out,
“is shove ahead the borderline be-
tween what happened and what

didn't. | remember all that, but,
damn it, | remember the train being
wrecked. And it wasn’'t | must
have—"

The door opened, and the nurse
came in with a thermometer. She
said to Andrews, “Sorry, sir, but—"

“I'll see you tomorrow, Hank,”
Armin said. “At the sanitarium."

An intern from St. Vincent's sat
on one side of me, and Frank Gar-
land on the other, in the back seat.
The driver was a policeman in uni-
form. | wondered about that. |
didn't like it.

None of us talked much until we
were almost out of town. Then Gar-
land cleared his throat.

He said, “Aren’'t those experi-
ments with HE dangerous, Mr. Rem-
mers?”

“Yes and no,” | told him. “We
make them up in very small quan-
tities, using every precaution pos-
sible in handling them. Of course,
if something should go off while we
were mixing it, it would be danger-
ous for the person handling it. But
it wouldn't wreck the lab, or any-
thing like that.”

“Just how severe would be the ex-
plosion of the average quantity you
work with?”

“About as ... as severe as the ex-
plosion of a rifle cartridge. And
about as loud, and as dangerous.
Which means it could kill you or
not harm you in the least, depending
on the direction of the force of the
explosion, what it was in at the time
and—oh, a lot of details.”

“Like dropping a cartridge into a



MADMAN'S HOLIDAY 51

fire and standing around until the
heat explodes it, huh? | mean, the
shell will kick off one way and the
bullet the other, and one of them
might hit you, or might not.”

“Something like that, except the
charge isn't confined, until we put
it in the testing chamber. From
then on, there’'s no danger because
we work from behind a shield in
the testing.”

“Can’'t you work from behind a
shield in mixing it?”

I shook my head. “Too much
trouble, and too little chance of an
explosion, anyway. When | say an
explosive is unstable, I mean rela-
tively unstable. After all, we know
what we're doing and we don’t just
toss things together blindly. We
start with a basic known formula
and then work gradual variations in
it, and in general we test each one
for possibilities before we try the
next. Say we're working with trini-
trocresol, for instance. We add a
minute percentage of sodium nitrate,
and when we test it we find it's a
fraction less stable than the original.
So we don't add more sodium nitrate
and try again. We know that won't
get us anywhere. We try other
variations and don’'t increase the
dosage, as it were, unless it shows
promise.”

Garland took a pack of cigarettes
from his pocket and handed me one.
He said, “I'd like to see your lab
some time. Personally, | mean.
When you're back at work in it”

“Any time,” | told him. “The lab
itself is no military secret; it's been
written up in the ordnance journal,
and other places. [I'll show you
around, everything except the rec-
ords. Not that it would matter if
you saw them, too.”

“Why not?”

I grinned wryly. "They’re strictly
in the no-dice class. We've got a
big backlog of negative information
thus far. | know four thousand-odd
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The ticklish part was going hand
over hand along that staff from one
tree to the other. There was a twenty-
foot drop if anything went wrong.

ways of varying the formula for
TNA which do not help stabilize it.
We did do a few minor things with
propellants for special types of guns,
but the records on them have been
turned over. We don't keep copies.
It'd make me jittery to have any-
thing valuable around.”

“Because it might be stolen?”

“There's always that possibility.
Of course, we take plenty of pre-
cautions just the same, but—"~

"Why, if there’'s nothing valuable
there?”

I laughed. “Somebody interested
might not know that. And | have
equipment there that set me back
over fifty thousand. Precision stuff
—it's got to be precision to get ac-
curate checks on such small quanti-
ties. You don’t measure out picrates
in a beaker, not for the kind of work
we do.”

“How does your head feel?”
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“Tender, that's all. The ache's
gone. But I'd just as soon not hit
any bad bumps.”

“We’'re almost there.
mile.”

The last mile, | thought, and tried
to laugh at myself for feeling un-
easy at the comparison. A two-
weeks’ rest, that's all this trip was
taking me to. And maybe | could
cut down the time if | got plenty of
sleep and kept my mind off

“How do you test the stuff?” Gar-
land asked.

“Any number of ways,” | said.
“Deterioration—we can speed that
up artificially in a Mersing chamber,;
rate of detonation—we can check
that up to twenty thousand meters
a second. Heat reaction test, which
is nothing more than a heating cham-
ber. But the main thing, for our
purpose, is the stability test. We
use a fulminate of mercury fuse for
that.”

“And vary the quantity of .. . er
... fulminate of mercury to see how
big a charge is needed to set off
whatever you're trying out?”

“It’'s easier than that. We use a
standard fuse and vary the distance
between the fuse and the charge
we're testing. If we find that the
fuse, at X distance, does not deto-
nate the charge, but at Y distance
does detonate it, then we know it’s
satisfactory for stability, and we go
ahead with the other tests.”

“If you keep trying that all day,
the lab must be a pretty noisy place,
isn’t it?”

“No noisier than a shooting gal-
lery. And you can't hear the ex-
plosions outside the building, unless
you're listening for them, and there’s
no traffic going by."

“The neighbors ever—
here we are.”

The sedan was turning into a
driveway, and it came to a stop be-
fore a big iron gate in a high brick
wall. A watchman looked out

Another

Skip it;

through the gate, but didn’'t open it
until Garland got out of the car and
showed him a paper.

Then, while Garland got back into
the car, the watchman went back
into a sentry booth beside the gate
and stayed inside for a minute or
two. Then he came out and swung
open the gate.

As we drove through, | asked
Garland why the man had gone
back in the booth before letting us
in.

“He phoned the building and had
them throw the switch to open the
gate.”

“Why don’t they just give him a
key?” 1 wanted to know.

Garland shrugged. “Playing safe,
that’'s all. If somebody wanted to
escape, they might overcome him and
take away the key. It'd be tougher,
wouldn't it, if they had to phone the
main building and give a password?”

I whistled softly. “You mean they
have dangerous . .. er .. . patients
here? | thought Major Lome told
me—

But the car was stopping now in
front of a brightly lighted doorway.
Garland got out hastily, as though
trying to avoid my question. He
said, “Come on.”

| hesitated, on the verge of pro-
testing and saying that I'd changed
my mind about agreeing to Lome’s
suggestion for a place to rest up.
But— Oh, hell, I might as well go
through with it now. If Dr. Wheeler
was half the psychiatrist Major
Lome said he was, it wouldn't take
him long to decide | was perfectly
sane.

Besides, | was coming here volun-
tarily. 1 wasn’t being committed.

Or was 1?7 What was that paper
Garland had shown the guard at the
gate?

But | was outside the car now,
and almost to the door. Garland was
on one side of me and the intern
on the other, the policeman who'd
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driven the car bringing up the rear.
Resistance, either physical or verbal,
would prejudice my case. | had an
uneasy hunch 1'd be taken in there
just the same, and with a black mark
on my dossier that might take longer
than two weeks to eradicate. Con-
siderably longer.

I went in.

An attendant in a white uniform
led us to an office. The policeman
and the intern waited in the hall-
way, and Garland took me in to meet
Dr. Wheeler.

Wheeler stood up behind his desk
as we went in. He was a small man,
bald as an egg, and he wore thick-
lensed pince-nez glasses on a wide
black ribbon. The lenses made his
eyes look enormous.

They turned on me, and studied
me, and | felt transparent.

“Mr. Henry Remmers,
Garland said. “The man Major
Lome talked to you about. Here
are the papers—the reports from
St. Vincent's and so on.” He tossed
an envelope down on the desk.

I cleared my throat. It seemed
suddenly important that | make my
voice sound natural and say the
natural thing. The words came out
all right, but it sounded to me as
though somebody else were talking,

I said, “Good evening, doctor.
Major Lome suggested this as the
ideal place for a rest cure for a week
or two. I'm coming here voluntarily,
of course. | mean that I'm not . ..
er—" | bogged down, realizing that
it would have been better if 1'd said
nothing at all.

“Of course, of course,” Dr.
Wheeler smiled and nodded. “We
want you to feel that you are a
guest here, Mr. Remmers. You're
tired, of course, after your trip?”

"Not particularly. 1—"

"But rest will be the best thing
for you, right now. It will be much
better if 1 ... ah ... talk with you

doctor,”

in the morning, will it not? Til have
you shown to your room.”

He pressed a button on his desk.

| realized the futility of protest,
and | was a bit tired, after all. A
good night's sleep, and everything
might look different in the sunlight
of tomorrow.

Maybe it was all to the good that,
feeling as | did right now, | didn't
have to undergo a lengthy examina-
tion and more cross-questioning.

I nodded, and said, “1 guess you're
right, doctor. Er good-by,
Mr.—"

| turned, but Garland wasn't there.
I hadn’t heard him leave the office,
but he was gone.

The door opened, and an attendant
came in. Not the one who'd shown
us to the office, but another—a husky
man with a nose twisted a little to
one side. He looked like a fugitive
from the fight rings.

“This is Mr. Remmers, Wilbur,”
Dr. Wheeler said. “You will take
him to Room 212. It's been pre-
pared for him.”

He turned back to me. “Tomor-
row, Mr. Remmers, we'll show you
around the place. The grounds here
are beautiful at this time of year.
But tonight, sleep well.”

Again his eyes seemed to look
right through me. Possibly it was
the effect of the thick lenses, or it
may have been a trick of focusing.
I wondered if Dr. Wheeler used
mesmerism on his patients. With
eyes like his, very little verbal sug-
gestion would be needed.

Then he sat down abruptly and
turned to papers on his desk, and I
followed Wilbur out of the office.

I followed him up a flight of stairs
and along a corridor. He opened
the third door from the end, reached
inside and flicked a light switch.

He said, “There’s a button in the
door frame here. Rush it if you
need anything.”

| said, “Thanks,” and stepped in-
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side, and the door closed behind me.

It was a small, but comfortable
room. There was a window, open
a few inches at the top, and | was
glad to see that there were no bars
across it. There was a desk and a
chair, and a shelf with a few books
on it.

There was a single bed with a pair
of pajamas lying across it. The
pajamas looked familiar. 1| picked
them up to make sure, and they were
mine, all right.

Then | saw that my black Glad-
stone bag had been pushed back un-
der the bed, and | remembered that
these pajamas had been the ones I
kept in the bag. Probably Major
Lome had brought the bag out dur-
ing the afternoon when he’'d talked
to Wheeler about me. 1 was certain
that it hadn't been in the car in
which 1'd been brought here.

I pulled it out and opened it, to
refresh my memory on what its con-
tents had been. There were shirts,
socks and underwear enough to last
me for several days. And there was
a toothbrush and comb. But my
razor was gone.

Someone in a nearby room started
singing in a high, cracked voice. No
tune, just a tontinuous high mono-
tone. | couldn't make out the
words.

Well, | thought to myself, you're
here to relax. Damn it, relax.

I bent over to scan the titles of the
books on the shelf. There were half
a dozen of them. | read the titles:
“Mrs. Wiggs of the Cabbage Patch,?
“Pride and Prejudice,” “lvanhoe,"
“Little  Shepherd of Kingdom
Come,” “Heidi” and “Ben Hur.”

All the latest best sellers! Lei-
surely literature for lulling lunatics.
Well, there'd be an evening paper
somewhere around the joint. I'd
stick my head out into the hall and
ask the attendant on duty to bring
me one.

I turned and reached for the door-
knob.

There wasn't any. The door didn't
open, from my side.

| stood for quite a while looking
at that door, and especially at the
place where the knob should have
been and wasn't.

I got myself calmed down before
I pressed the button for the at-
tendant. No use raising hell with
him. 1'd have to put up with being
locked in until | had a chance to
talk to Dr. Wheeler.

On principle, | didn't like it. But
it wouldn’t hurt me, for one night,

The door opened, and it was WH-
bur. He said, “Yeah?”

“Is there a copy of the evening
paper around?” | asked him. “Any
evening paper.”

“Sorry, mister. Against the rules.”

“Huh? Why?”

He shrugged. “Patients aren't
supposed to worry about what goes
on outside."

“But, look,” |1
Oh, skip it.’

He closed the door.

| sat down on the bed and glow-
ered at nothing in particular. Darn
Major Lome for getting me into a
place like this. Next time | saw him,
I'd tell him he was badly mistaken
about the character of Dr. Wheeler’s
private little rest haven.

No newspapers! In times like
these, the surest way to work up a
good worry is not to know what's

said, “I'm not—

going on. What's happening to-
night in Tunisia? If | knew, I could
forget it

After a while, | got up and went
to the window. It was so dark out
that | couldn’'t see anything in the
glass but my own reflection. | tried
to raise the sash and it wouldn’t
lift. The top part went down six
inches and that was all. No more,

No, there weren’'t any bars, but
the panes were set in metal frames
and | had a pretty good idea that
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the glass was bulletproof, once | got
the significance of the frames and
the fact that the window wouldn’t
open wide enough for anyone to es-
cape.

Well, there wasn't anything |
could do about it tonight.

I took another look at that shelf
of books, and picked out “lvanhoe.”
It wasn't bad, after the first couple
of chapters. By the time events got
to Sherwood, | was deeply interested.

Then, suddenly, and without warn-
ing, the lights went out.

I put the book down in annoyance
and groped for the doorway. By
the time | got there, | could see well
enough to find the button and push
it There was, once my eyes were
used to the comparative darkness,
a faint blue illumination in the room.

It came from a dim bulb set in the
ceiling, behind blue glass.

Wilbur opened the door and said,
“Yeah?”

“The light went off,” | said.
it an accident or—~

“All room lights go off at ten
sharp.” He slammed the door, and
since there was nothing else to do,
I undressed and went to bed.

“Was

V.

I couldn’t sleep. And | didn't
want to think, but there was nothing
I could do about it. | didn't want
to think until things had simmered
down, and I'd had my talk with Dr.
Wheeler and—

Then | began to hear the voice.
It was a strangely hoarse, whisper-
ing voice, and it didn't come from
any ascertainable direction. It filled
the room, as the blue radiance filled
it, dimly.

“You're new here?”
“You're new here?
here?”

I sat up in bed and looked around.
Was | really going crazy?

“The register,” said the voice.

it demanded.
You're new

“I'm talking from the next room.”

I looked around until | spotted it.
A small metal grille in the wall near
the desk. 1 went over to it and bent
down. “Yes. I'm new—"

“Sh-sh, just whisper. 1 can hear
you, if you whisper.” His own voice
was lower now. “If they hear, they'll
shut off the registers. They mur-
dered the man in that room before
you, like they’'ll murder you.”

He was crazy, of course. | said,
"Thanks; I'll watch out. My name’s
Remmers. What's yours?”

“George Zehnder. They'll Kkill

me, too. | was in censorship, and I
found out too much. Look, when
did you see a paper last?”

"This morning,” | told him.
“We're doing well in the Solomons
and the Russians are pushing the
Nazis back steadily. Things are

deadlocked in Tunisia. The Ger-
mans have lost—"

“You believe all that?”

“Believe it? Why, sure. Even the

Axis radio—"

“There isn’'t any Axis radio. There
isn't any Axis. Those stations are
our own. The Russians control
Europe. That's what | found out.
That’'s why I'm here. You got to
tell people, if you can escape. And
I know how you can. | can't”

It sounds funny, here and now,
but it wasn't, then. Not in that
luminous-blue room, locked in, with
my wardens apparently thinking I
was as crazy as the man | was listen-
ing to. It put shivers down my
spine and for reasons | couldn’t ex-
plain.

Maybe because it settled once and
for all the character of the place I
was in and the fact that | was in a
jam. That was a logical reason for
those shivers.

There was a lesser one, and | didn’t
like to think about it. People today
had been listening to my story with
just about the same feeling with
which 1'd been listening to that of
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George Zehnder in the next room—
the next cell.

“It's a plot, Remmers,” the voice
whispered. “The whole administra-
tion, Washington, and the Russians.
They control Europe. There isn't
arty wan, but they’re sending all the
men out of this country and landing
them on islands out of the way, so
they can take over and make this

part of the Comintern. That's why
you're here. too. You found out
something. What was it?”

I couldn’'t very well refuse to tell
him why | was here; | put it into
as few words as | could.

“See?” he whispered. “Things
like that are going on all over. Train
wrecks that they keep secret. Fac-
tories blown up. Everybody else on
that train was Kkilled, but you sur-
vived, and they had to tell you there
wasn't any wreck and put you here.
Now they’ll kill you. so you can't
tell.”

| said, “That's— Maybe you're
right. But I'd better get some sleep,
so | can be on my guard tomorrow.”

“Good,” came the whisper through
the register. “You've got to be on
your guard tomorrow all right.
Sleep.”

I went back to the bed, a little
shakily. Someone across the cor-
ridor started laughing hysterically
and couldn’'t stop, until a door
opened and closed. Then silence.
Finally. 1 slept.

Then | was dreaming, for things
were confused and unreal, in the
manner of dreams. A train conduc-
tor was telling me that Dr. Wheeler
had told him that the war was all a

plot, and shouldn’t | ask Major
Lome about it before | went on
working with explosives, and |

laughed out loud and told him that
Wheeler was a paranociac because his
eyes were as big as grapefruit. And
then things went swish and 1 was
in the laboratory.

Good old Peter Carr was stuffing

reports into my brief case and say~
ing, “These are all you need. Hank.
In case you get cold, I mean, up in
Iceland. You can start a fire with
them, and they won’'t explode be-
cause the stability factor of paper
is ninety-nine and a half.”

| grabbed the brief case and then
Armin Andrews was there asking me
for an interview about my trip to
Iceland and | took him back to the
testing rack and said, “See, it doesn’t
make any more noise than a rifle
shot. You can stand right there be-
hind the shield and I'll go throw the
switch from over there and it goes
bang”

And it went bang, and | joined him
again and moved the shield and said,
“Stable, see? But no power. Now
take the hexanitrodiphenylamine—"
And he said. “Not me, I'll take
vanilla.” And then | took him back
to the office and | sat down, only I
was sitting on a train again, and my
attorney, John Weatherby, was with
me instead of Armin.

Then there was a rap on the win-
dow of the train, and | opened it
and a stranger stuck his head in the
window and said, “Here it comes!”

He disappeared, and there it was
again! Sudden darkness. The long,
drawn-out sound of ripping steel and
wood, shrieks and screams of terror
from all about me. And the seat
going up and over into darkness.
And then nausea and pain. Shrieks
and screams and tearing steel in
darkness.

Then a locomotive headlight—

Somebody was shaking me, and
the light wasn’t a locomotive. It was
a flashlight playing in my face,
blinding me, and | was back in bed
at the sanitarium. Wailbur, the at-
tendant, was shaking me.

“Wake up, cut it out,” his voice
growled.

The wreck terror was still with
me, and my forehead was clammy.

Wilbur said, “Lay off the scream-



MADMAN'S HOLIDAY 57

ing. We won't let it get you.”

“I'm all right,” I said. “I ... |
just had a nightmare.”

He grunted and went out. But I
knew one thing now. That wreck
really had happened. It hadn’t been
a dream, the first time. Last night—

The voice from the register whis-
pered, “Remmers, are you all right?
Did they kill you?”

I didn't dare answer, because if 1
listened to that mug, pretty soon I'd
be believing him. 1'd be crazy, too.
Or was | already?

| faked a snore, to avoid answer-
ing Zehnder. And then | must have
slept again. For | woke up to the
sound of my own screams.

There were two of them this time,
Wilbur and another. Wilbur was
slapping my face, “Wake up, buddy,
cut it out. Come on; what you need
is a nice long soak in hot water.”

And then the two of them were
leading, half carrying me out of the
blue room into the yellow-lighted
hallway. They handled me firmly,
but not roughly.

The other attendant was as big as
Wilbur, but dumber-looking. He
had a swarthy, brutal face and a
curiously gentle voice.

He asked, not of me, “Hadn’t we
better call the boss?”

“Naw,” said Wilbur. “Not unless
he has another, anyway. If he does,
we’ll put him in a special.”

Then the white tile room, and
they stripped my pajamas off me and
the warm water in the sunken tub
felt good. It was hot at first to my
cold-sweated skin. Then pleasantly,
languorously warm, and | relaxed.
| didn’t think. 1 was past thinking,
just then.

The rest of the night was quieter,
though 1 didn’t sleep again. | felt,
somehow, that 1I'd never again trust
myself to sleep.

After they took me back to my
room, | watched dawn come up.
Watched it out of the bulletproof-

glass window that wouldn’t open
wide enough for a man to squeeze
through.

It was a beautiful fried-egg sun-
rise along the tops of the trees be-
yond the distant high wall. A riot
of red and yellow above the green.

Breakfast was brought to me and |
ate, a little.

Then 1 watched the sun climb
higher, and thought of it shining
into the windows of my home out
in Glen Olden. | wondered if I'd
ever live there again.

The sun was almost overhead when
they took me downstairs to Dr.
Wheeler’s office. The day attendant
who took me there remained in the
office, standing with his back against
the door.

Dr. Wheeler motioned me to a
seat facing him. He studied a file
of papers for a while, looking up at
me occasionally as he read.

| sat quietly, waiting.

He cleared his throat, finally. *“I
understand you had an . . . ah . ..
unquiet night last night, Mr. Rem-
mers.”

I nodded. “Nightmares. Or
rather, the same one twice.”

“The attendants should have called
me. Upon first awakening from . . .
ah . . . delirium, your answers to
certain questions might have been
quite revealing. | understand from
this dossier that you have never suf-
fered before from mental disorder.
How has your general physical con-
dition been?”

“In the pink,” | told him. “But I
guess | pushed myself too far, re-
cently, on working hours.”

“l understand you are doing re-
search for the government. In ex-
plosives. Do you ever feel fear, un-
easiness, in the handling of such
dangerous substances?”

“Hm-m-m,” | said, “a little, occa-
sionally. It wouldn’t be normal, not
to. But it hasn't worried me.”
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“You work directly under Major
Lome’s orders?”

“Yes, and no, doctor. | do what
he tells me to do, and report to him.
But I'm not on the government pay
roll at all. The laboratory is my
own and—"

“You have independent means?”

“Yes. After college, an inheritance
let me set up a small laboratory of
my own, purely as a gamble. | had
the luck to make an important dis-
covery in plastics and sold the proc-
ess for a sizable sum plus royalties
for fifteen years. So I'm financially
independent. 1'd worked with ex-
plosives a bit, and when the war
started, | thought my services in that
line would be most valuable. The
war department put me in touch with
Major Lome, and I've been working
at whatever he’'s suggested ever
since.”

“Paying for your own materials
and equipment?”

“Of course. | can afford it, and
Major Lome agreed that since |
didn’t need a government salary, it
would cut a lot of red tape if | re-
mained technically independent. He
takes care of priorities on everything
I need, and, of course, anything I
discover is automatically the prop-
erty of the government.”

“An excellent arrangement.” He
smiled. “We’ll do our best to send
you back to your laboratory as soon
as possible, Mr. Remmers. For the
moment, the most important prophy-
laxis for you is complete rest and
freedom from worry. Don’t think
about the war, about your laboratory,

about . .. ah ... your experience of
night before last. And about those
nightmares—"

“Yes, doctor?”

“Possibly they will not recur. If
they do, we’ll try to get at the cause
of them. You'll have the freedom of
the grounds, of course, and | sug-
gest some brisk walking this after-

noon to induce normal fatigue. And
I'll have a mild sedative sent to you
just before you retire.”

He nodded toward the man at the
door, as though the interview were
over.

I stood up, but | said, “Just a
minute, doctor. There are one or
two questions | want to ask.”

“Yes?” There was an edge of im-
patience in his voice.

“About newspapers. I'm sure
knowing what's going on outside
won't, in my case, cause any—"

“Sorry, Remmers, no. You'll have
to let me be judge of what will be
best in your case. And no visitors,
either, for a while. Visiting day is
Sunday, but this first Sunday—no,
not in your case. Insulation from
outside contacts is the best—”

| interrupted, “But that's prepos-
terous. I'm here voluntarily, for a
rest cure. |I—"

His voice was crisp and final.
“Mr. Remmers, if you are interested
in an ultimate cure, you won’t ques-
tion my rulings. And as for your

Then the night exploded. 1 found
myself flying through space, landing
on my back in the road. The debris
from the explosion was still falling.
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“The reason | don't remember much

after that was that on his way back

he slugged me with a blackjack.

That's when the lights went out—
for me."

being here voluntarily, temporary
commitment papers have been signed,
by Drs. Rurick and Ulhausen of
St. Vincent's, with the concurrence
of your lawyer and Major Lome.
This institution has your best inter-
ests at heart, however, and you’'ll do
well to co-operate with us. That is
all.”

All the resistance went out of me,
suddenly. Meekly, I allowed myself
to be led back to my room. Lunch
was brought to me there.

I roused myself enough to ask a
few questions of the attendant. Yes,
patients could send and receive mail,
provided the subject matter was ap-
proved by the staff. Letters were
distributed every morning after
breakfast. Patients had freedom of
the grounds from one o’clock in the
afternoon until five. Yes, there was
a general dining hall, but patients
were served meals in their rooms
for the first few days, until they be-
came adjusted to sanitarium routine.

At one o'clock the attendant re-
turned and opened my door.

Vv,

The grounds were extensive, and
probably quite beautiful, if 1'd been
in a mood to appreciate them.

But walking was welcome relief
after confinement in that tiny room.
It hadn't seemed so small when I'd
first entered it, but every hour there
had diminished its size. A room into
which you're locked can shrink to
the size of a coffin.

Most of the other patients had
remained on the stretch of lawn in
front of the building. There were
chairs and tables on the lawn, and
card games starting at some of the
tables. There was a shuffleboard
court marked out on the cement
driveway, and a row of stakes for
pitching rubber horseshoes.

But | didn’'t want companionship.
Not that kind of companionship,
anyway.

I walked, alone.

There were a few others who, like
myself, went farther afield. Occa-
sionally, | passed one of them, but
they, too, wanted solitude, for none
of them spoke to me.

Not directly, at any rate. There
was the man who stood on the
stump, speaking to no one in a voice
that rolled like thunder. A mighty
voice, deep and impressive. “—and
the birds of Armageddon shall fly
the shrieking skies and their drop-
pings upon the quaking face of earth
shall be fire and destruction and
holocaust—"

He was a tall, dignified looking
man with silver hair. He looked
familiar; | thought I'd seen his pic-
ture somewhere, at some time. |
walked faster until | was beyond
range of that vibrant voice.

At two or three points | went
close to the wall. It was twelve feet
high, and there was a wire along
the top of it. Not a barbed wire.
Undoubtedly, it contained electric
current, possibly not in lethal quan-
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tity, but enough to stun. Or pos-
sibly, it merely set off an alarm if
shorted by the touch of an escaping
patient. There were no trees within
a dozen feet of the wall.

And then it was evening, and my
cell again. 1 finished “lvanhoe” and
bribed Wilbur with a five-dollar bill
to find me another assortment of
books to take the place of the ones
| had. The ones he brought weren't
bad: they included “Huckleberry
Finn,” “Pickwick Papers,” and
others 1'd read long ago, but which
were worth rereading.

I was halfway through “Pickwick”
when the lights went out.

I undressed slowly, uneasily, won-
dering if | were in for another bad
night. 1 wished there were some
way | could break or put out that
blue night light. Blue is supposed
to be a quieting, soothing color.

Supposed to be!

It isn’t; not in a room like that,
under circumstances like those. Not
at night in a madhouse. A weird,
blue radiance.

Physically. 1 was so tired that I
must have gone to sleep the moment
I lay down.

Then |1 was sitting up in bed, yell-
ing my head off, and my pajamas
were soaked with cold perspiration.

Yes, I'd lived through that wreck
again. Or, maybe died in it. That
horrible wreck that never had hap-
pened. Or had it?

Wilbur was there, and Dr.
Wheeler, and | kept my eyes closed
while Wheeler asked me a million
guestions so that, while | answered,
I wouldn’t have to look into those
eyes of his. | don’t remember what
the questions were, but he didn't
seem to be satisfied with the answers.
Some of the same questions were re-
peated over and over. It was almost
like going through another night-
mare.

And there was warm water again
and | must have gone to sleep in the

sunken tub and not awakened while
they took me back to my room. At
any rate, I woke up in bed and my
last recollection was the water.

| lay there quietly for a while,
getting enough courage to get up
and dress. Then the attendant came
with breakfast, and a letter from
Armin Andrews.

There were two sheets of paper in
it, but the sheets weren’'t the same
size. Scissor marks showed that
the bottom of the first page and the
top of the second had been sheared
off. The paper seemed to have been
ordinary size, and, therefore, almost
half the message was gone. It read:

Dear Hank:

Dropped out to see you this evening,
but find 1 can’t, so I'm dashing this oft'
in Wheeler’s office. Talked my boss into
giving me a few days off work and started
my vacation last night by riding to Wil-
mington.

That was all there was up to the
scissor cut across the first sheet. Be-
low the cut on the second:

Keep the old chin up, and don't worry.
If there's anything | can send you in
way of reading matter or smokes or
what-not, let me know. Be seeing ya.

Armin.

For a minute after | got the sig-
nificance of those scissor cuts, | was
so mad | couldn’'t see straight.
Wheeler had scissored out of that
letter the very thing | wanted to
know. Had to know.

Those missing words would have
told me whether 1'd really been on
the Flyer. Whether | was mad or
sane.

Just then, I was mad all right, in
one sense of the word. | forgot the
bell and hammered on the door until
an attendant opened it.

Before he could ask what | wanted,
| started a tirade that would have
blistered the hide of an alligator.
But it petered out as | saw he was
merely bored and resigned. As
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though he'd heard worse, from
crazier people.

He said, “You mean you got a
complaint because the office cut
something out of a letter? Look,
mister, they did it for your own
good, if they did. And it won't do
no good to squawk.”

“Maybe,” | said grimly. “But just

the same | demand to see Dr.
Wheeler at once and—"

“Dr. Wheeler ain't here. Left on
a vacation early this morning. Dr.

Gottleib’s in charge. You can com-
plain to him if you want, but it won’t
do no good, mister.”

“Take me to him, anyway.”

“Not now. Evenings between six
and seven. That's the only time you
can—"

I slammed the door, and stood
there, trembling with anger. If I'd
left the door open a minute longer,
I'd have struck the attendant. And
it wasn’t his fault. Besides, it would
be another proof to them of how
crazy | was.

Maybe | was crazy. Maybe that's
what had been in the missing part
of that note from Andrews—the fact
that there hadn’'t been any such con-
ductor on the train I remember tak-
ing. That there hadn’t been a coach
third or fourth from last, and that
all the cars were crowded. In other
words, that the whole thing was hay-
wire. That | was haywire.

Or had he told me that the con-
ductor had verified my story; that
all details, except the wreck, checked.

Was | crazy? Damn it, | was go-
ing to go crazy wondering.

Then something struck me so
damn funny that | laughed out loud,
bitterly. This was to be a place of
quiet and rest to overcome a break-
down. This place, where | was
locked in a tiny room under a blue
light all night, where | had night-
mares that would drive me crazy, if
1 weren't already.

And they kept from me the one

thing, the only thing, that could help
my mind to adjust itself—the truth.
If 1 only knew beyond all doubt what
had happened night before last, if |
only knew that my mind had slipped
a cog, then maybe | could adjust my-
self, and work toward recovery.

But uncertainty was intolerable.
| had to know.

Not knowing, this place was hell.

I had to get out of here—to escape.
Right away.

And once | realized that, | became
calmer. | had something construc-
tive to think about now—how to get
out of here.

It would have to be during the
afternoon, of course, when | had the
freedom of the grounds. But how to
surmount a twelve-foot wall with a
wire running along the top of it
which 1 mustn’t touch. Not know-
ing this country, I'd need a good
long start before they missed me.

Then | remembered something the
patient in the next room had said,
during our whispered conference.
If only it weren't of a piece with
the rest of what he'd said—

| put my mouth down to the regis-
ter and whispered, “Mr. Zehnder.”

The answering “Yes?” came al-
most immediately.

I whispered, “Night before last
you said you knew a way | could
escape. Why haven’t you used it?”

“l can't. They're waiting outside
to get me if | do. I'm safe only as
long as | stay here and pretend I'm

mad. But maybe they don’t know
you, and you could get through
them. If you do, you'll tell every-

body what | told you about—~

“Of course. How can | get over
the fence? And what's the wire on
top of it?”

“An alarm. | heard it set off once.

Listen, you walk due west from the
west side of the building until you
come to the wall. Then turn north
and follow it about a hundred yards
and you’'ll see a birch tree—"
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He went on with it, and it made
sense. If the tree were there as he
described it, and the other tree at the
outside of the wall, the idea would
work.

I reached the tree within ten min-
utes of the time | was let out of the
building, at one o'clock. Even from
the ground, I could see that it would
work. It took me a while to find a
sapling small enough so that I could
break it, yet strong enough for its
purpose.

The hardest part was shinning up
the bole of the birch, carrying with
me the six-foot staff 1'd made out
of the sapling. The ticklish part
was going hand-over-hand along
that staff from one tree to the other,
after 1'd set it as a bridge across the
five-foot gap between the fork in a
heavy branch of the birch and the
fork in the bole of the maple beyond
the fence.

It was ticklish, and there was a
twenty-foot drop if anything went
wrong. But nothing did. Climbing
down the maple was easy, and | cut
across a fallow field to a dirt road
beyond.

Two miles of walking brought me
to a highway.

Luck was with me. An interurban
bus came along, and stopped to pick
me up when | hailed it. It was
headed for Marcus Hook, and Mar-
cus Hook is only a matter of minutes
from Philadelphia by fast train.

I was free. Until they caught up
with me, | was free.

In Marcus Hook, | learned that
the next train for Philadelphia, was
due in twenty-five minutes. | sat
down on abench to wait, and realized
for the first time how utterly weary
I was.

My head ached, too. | closed my
eyes and tried to relax, not to think
about anything until I'd talked to
Andrews. Time enough to think
things through after | knew what
he'd learned.

I must have fallen asleep as soon
as my eyes closed.

| opened them to look at the clock
to see how long I still had to wait,
and the clock said half past six. 1'd
slept for three hours, sitting there.

The lights were on in the station,
and it was twilight through the win-
dows.

And an hour and a half ago, back
at the sanitarium, 1'd have been
missed. By now the alarm was out
for me. and the search would be on.
They'd be watching my home, prob-
ably, and the laboratory. Maybe
even Andrews’ flat.

But— Well, there was nothing to
do now but to go on, and to avoid
capture as long as | could—at least
until 1'd talked to Andrews.

A train for Philadelphia pulled
into the station and | boarded it,
cursing my stupidity in losing the
brief time that would have been mine
to utilize as a free man and not as
a fugitive.

VI.

There was no cause for hurry now,
and plenty of reason for caution.
In Philadelphia, I made myself as
inconspicuous as possible in leaving
the station, and | phoned Andrews’
flat from a nearby drugstore. There
was no answer.

| tried his paper next, on the off-
chance that he'd be working late. |
was told that Andrews was taking a
vacation of a few days and wouldn't
be back until Monday.

| ate something and then took a
room in an inexpensive and incon-
spicuous hotel in Bremen Street. |
used an assumed name, of course.

It felt great to be free, but I
couldn’t see that it was getting me
anywhere as yet. There were two
people I wanted to see—Armin and
Peter Carr. | thought I could trust
both of them, but there was an ex-
cellent chance that Peter’s house and
the laboratory would be watched.
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And | knew no way of getting Ar-
min—except by calling occasionally,
on the chance that he would return
early.

Yes, the authorities would be
watching for me closely. Looking
at it from their point of view, | was
a lunatic at large—and an expert on
explosives. An explosive maker
with a mental quirk that concerned
train wrecks. Looking at it that
way, they’d think it a matter of con-
siderable urgency to catch me again.

Then | remembered Gene Larkin,
and started toward his cab stand.
I'd gone to high school with Gene.
I had a hunch that | could trust him,
and, anyway, it was unlikely that
he’'d have heard this soon that | was
a fugitive.

His cab was there, all right, and
Gene in it

He said, “Hi, there, Hank,” when
I walked up and from the casualness
of his tone I knew he hadn’t heard
anything. | got in.

“Gene,” | said, “you free all eve-
ning?”

He grinned, “lI wouldn't call it
free with the meter ticking. But I
got the night ahead of me.” Then,
as he looked at me closer, he stopped
smiling. “Something wrong, Hank?
You in a jam?”

| said, “A hell of a jam. Drive
around a while—with the meter go-
ing, of course—and I'll tell you.”

I told him the whole works, and
he didn’t say anything for a full
minute after | finished. Then he
pulled up to the curb. He said,
“Better get out here.”

I didn’t believe it. 1 said, “Damn
it. Gene, you mean that even you
think that 1—~

He turned and looked at me and
I knew I'd been wrong. He said,
“Hell, no. But we're near your
house. I'm just going by to see if
it's being watched and you'd better
not be along. Wait in the shadow

of those trees and I'll be back in
fifteen minutes.”
He was back in ten. "It's bad.

There are two carloads of cops,
maybe more in back. | made the
mistake of slowing down to see if
they were coppers, and they stopped
me and looked in back. Good thing
| left you here. Listen, I'll drive by
the laboratory next. If Peter Carr’s
working late, there’ll be a light on.
You keep on waiting here.”

I nodded. “You're a godsend,
Gene.” | looked at his snub-nosed,
freckled face and damn near broke
down. "Lord, in over three days
you're the first person I've talked to
who hasn’'t thought | was nuts.”

Gene snorted. “You're not crazy.
You been framed.”

There was assurance in his voice.
But, better than that, there was sud-
den assurance inside me. Now,
away from the atmosphere oi the
sanitarium, 1 knew damned well that
I was sane.

The how, and for that matter, even
the why, of what had happened to
me were still obscure. But I'd been
in a hell of uncertainty and now |
was out of it again, in the light.

I wasn't crazy, and they weren't
going to take me back there alive.
Sure, it would be foolhardy to resist
arrest and hide out, but that was my
personal brand of craziness and |
wasn't afraid of that. Right now, I
wasn't even afraid of the nightmares;
I knew | wasn't going to have them
any more. Somehow, | was going
to wreck that train wreck before it
wrecked me.

Gene said, “It’s nine thirty. I'll
be back in half an hour.”

Back in the shadow of the trees,
I watched the cab drive off, and |
waited.

Half an hour passed. Then an-
other, and another. | waited two
hours and then | walked to the cor-
ner of the boulevard and saw a cab
coming. It wasn't Gene’s, but |
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hailed it. 1 gave an address about
six blocks from the laboratory.
This, | thought, as | got out of
the cab and paid off the driver, was
the route Gene would have taken.
I'd gone as close as | dared, in the
cab. Maybe Gene would have parked
nearby for some reason, and | could
walk close enough to see his cab.
And this was the route Peter Carr
would take going home, if he'd been
working late. These six blocks, and
then one block west to the car line.
I looked around the corner and
down Hale Street, and there was a
man halfway down the block walk-
ing toward the car-line street. A
man about Peter’s size and build.
Well, there was no hurry in my
walking toward the lab, and that
might be Peter. | started after him,
walking briskly. 1'd caught halfway
up to him—a quarter of a block

away, perhaps—when he reached
the corner.
Then 1 heard the rumble of an

approaching streetcar, and realized
that he’d board it before 1 got there.
| broke into a run and—yes, it was
Pete Carr. | recognized that long,
brown topcoat of his and the dis-
reputable felt hat pulled down over
his eyes.

I yelled. “Hey. Peter!”

He heard me and turned. Then he
whirled back and ran toward the
tracks. The streetcar stopped and
he boarded it while | was still fifty
paces away.

He must have recognized me—my
voice, at any rate. Lord, if even
Peter Carr thought me a dangerous
lunatic, to be run away from, I'd get
little help from other people, | knew.

I was out of breath and panting.
I'd passed a tavern while | was run-
ning toward Peter, and | returned
and went into it. 1'd rest a minute
and have a drink, and then walk to-
ward the laboratory to see if | could
spot Gene's cab.

I ordered a beer, and while the

bartender was drawing it, | called
Andrews’ number again. No, he
hadn’'t been or phoned home and
they didn't know where he was.

Drinking the beer, | wondered
about Peter. Could he have missed
recognizing me? True, he was a
timid cuss, in some ways. Seeing a
man running toward him, yelling
something he didn’t understand, he
might have reacted that way. But—

“Nice night,” said the bartender.

“Yeah,” | lied. It was a hell of a
night, now. Everything was going
wrong. Probably Gene—on sober
second thought—had decided it was
too dangerous to help me, and had
gone back downtown. Not that I
blamed him.

The beer was good, and | had an-
other. Damn Peter, | thought.

Well, there wasn't any hurry, now.
It was twelve fifteen by the clock
behind the bar. | might as well
catch the streetcar into town and
turn in. Tomorrow—

I'd kept an eye out the window
and no squad cars had gone by out-
side, so | felt fairly certain Peter
hadn’'t phoned the police. Anyway,
the tavern keeper was getting ready
to close up.

| strolled up to the car stop on
the corner, and only when 1 got
there did | remember that there
wouldn’'t be another car along until
two. 1'd missed the one at twelve—
the one Peter had taken, and the only
owl cars on the line after midnight
were at two and at three thirty.

| leaned against the building a
moment, and then decided 1'd rather
walk than stand there. True, on the
car-line street here, there was a
chance of flagging an inbound cab,
but 1 thought I'd rather kill time
until two o’clock by taking another
look at the laboratory.

Even if they were watching it all
night, | could surely get within a
block of it without being seen.
Maybe— Oh, | don’'t know why E
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wanted to go that way, but | did.
Maybe it was just a hunch.

I walked back the way | had come,
to the corner a block back where 1'd
gotten out of the cab. Down the six
straight blocks that led to the lab,
I could see two or three cars parked
without lights. But in this outlying
district, all-night parking was per-
missible. It was unlikely that any
of them harbored detectives, for
none of them was closer than a block
to the lab.

Anyway, | could get closer—

The first car, a block up, was an
old jellopy 1I'd seen parked there
often before. The next— Was it
a taxi?

Yes, it was. A cab parked with-
out lights. There was a driver in
the front seat, but no one in back.
Looked like Gene's cab, but why
would he still be parked here? For
that matter, why would he have
parked here at all? It was too far
away from the lab, and on the same
side of the street. He couldn’t even
see it from here.

I was closer now, and | could see
that the driver was slumped for-
ward across the wheel. Was it Gene,
asleep?

It was Gene, all right. 1 opened
the door of the cab, called his name,
and put a hand on his shoulder to
awaken him. The tips of my fingers
touched the flesh of his neck, and the
flesh was cold

VII.

Something inside me turned cold,
too, at that moment. It wasn’t fear,
thank God, it was anger.

Up to now, I'd been worried stiff,
and I'd been acting defensively, try-
ing to clear myself of the implied
charge against me of insanity. Now
it was different.

Gene had been the first person
really to be on my side, the first to
accept my version of what had hap-

pened. And now Gene was dead.
Murdered. Even before | turned on
the dome light of the taxi to see how
he had been Kkilled, it didn't occur
to me to doubt that his death had
been by violence.

And it had. The lower part of
the back of his head was crushed in.
A cowardly blow from behind; it
could have been dealt with the butt
of a heavy revolver.

Yes, now everything was different!

Now, as though Gene's being
killed weren’t enough, this was
proof. Proof that whatever machi-
nations of evil had taken place four
nights ago had not been figments
of a disordered imagination. Now I
could go to the authorities and de-
mand—

No, | couldn’t, of course. From
their point of view, | was an es-
caped maniac. 1'd been with Gene;
unless the time of his death could
be set with unlikely exactitude and
should coincide with my ride in the
other cab. | had no alibi.

And it wouldn't coincide, of
course. Gene had been Kkilled be-
fore then, or he would have been
back to pick me up. He'd been Killed
while 1 waited for him back there
in the shadows.

But by whom—and why?

| flicked off the light switch and
sat down in the back seat to think
things through as far as | could.

Whoever had killed Gene had
been in the cab with him, sitting
here where | was sitting now. And
the cab had been parked here; with
Gene slumped forward over the
wheel that way, it couldn’t have
been brought in to the curb here
after his death.

Let's see— He left me to drive
past the laboratory to see if there
was a light on there. He wouldn’t
have picked up a casual fare, with
me waiting for him back there.
There were only two possibilities
then. A policeman or detective
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might have stopped his cab in front
of the laboratory, ordered him to
drive a few blocks on and— No,
that was unlikely. If the place were
being watched, there’d be a pair of
detectives. So the other would
know—

But Gene knew Peter Carr, by
sight. He knew that | wanted to
talk to Peter. |If Peter had left the
laboratory while Gene was driving
past, or if Gene had passed him on
the street, while Peter was walking
to the car line—right here, maybe—
Gene would have pulled in to the
curb, told Peter I'd sent him, and
asked him to get in.

And then— Had Peter Carr mur-
dered Gene?
But why? Impossible as it was

to think of Peter Carr as a mur-
derer, it was even more fantastic to
name any motive for his Kkilling
Gene. He could have refused to get
into the cab, if he were afraid of me.
Or, if already in the cab, he could
have refused to accompany Gene
and got out again. The cab hadn't
started.

The more | tried to think it out,
the dizzier became the circles in
which my thoughts revolved. Some-
how, this apparently motiveless mur-
der was madder than anything that
had happened yet.

Was |, framed somehow into ap-
pearing insane, the victim of a mad-
man's plotting? Gene had nothing
to do with whatever was going on;
who but a madman would want to
kill him?

Well, my first step was obvious.
Regardless of risk, regardless of his
attitude toward me, | was going to
look up Peter Carr. Tonight. Now.
When 1'd heard his story, even if |
had to sit on him to keep him from
running away from me while we
talked, then maybe things would be-
gin to make sense.

I got out of the cab. There was
nothing | could do for Gene now,

except get his murderer. Then |
remembered that Peter Carr had
moved recently and | didn't have
his new address. He was living
alone—1 recalled him telling me—
in a sort of bungalow along the
river.

But there was only one way I
could get that address tonight, and
that was from the records at the lab.
But if the lab were watched—

Well, there was one way in that
they might not have covered. |
started walking toward the lab, four
blocks away. Slowly, so | could
think out what my best chances were
of getting in unobserved.

A block and a half away, | cut
into an alley, .and from there on, I
avoided the street on which the lab
faced. | cut through yards to the
back door of a four-story apartment
building half a block away, and went
in and up to the fourth floor.

The hallway window there would
give me a bird's-eye view of things,
for the few other buildings in the
next block were low ones. My lab-
oratory was a one story concrete
garage building 1I'd had remodeled
for my purpose.

Yes, there were two parked cars,
one in the alley behind and a little
beyond the lab. The other, across
the street from the front of it. If
there were no watchers other than
those | presumed were in the cars
there, | could make it unseen to a
side window.

I went downstairs again, crossed
the side street, and cut across lots
and yards and over fences.

The window was locked, of course,
but I got it open. I'd purchased a
razor and blades when I'd left the
hotel, and one of the thin steel blades
now stood me in good stead. |
pushed it up through the space be-
tween the sashes and pushed the
catch. 1'd often thought of putting
better safeguards on those windows,
but 1I'd never had anything really
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worth stealing in the place.

Inside, | tiptoed over to the file
cabinet. It made a noise when |
opened it, and | stopped and listened
intently. It was quite possible that
they had a man planted somewhere
inside the building. But there was
no sound save the ticking of a clock.

| had to risk a match to find Pe-
ter’s address, but if the only watch-
ers were in the two parked cars, they
wouldn’t be able to see a faint flicker
of light here in the office.

Then 1 crossed over to the safe
and struck another match while |
worked the combination. There
was about three hundred dollars
cash in the safe, kept for making
various cash purchases. | didn't
know how much longer 1I'd be a
fugitive nor what unexpected ex-
penses | might have, so I'd take ad-
vantage of the opportunity by tak-
ing that three hundred with me.

I swung open the safe, and struck
another match. The tin box that
held money was there, but the safe
was strangely empty otherwise. The
two bigger compartments, which
held the condensed records of all
our experiments and tests, were
empty.

Strange. Had Major Lome taken
them? Peter had the combination
of the safe, and he'd have turned
those papers over if Lome had de-
manded them. But why would
Lome have wanted them? He had
the originals of most of them; these
were merely our copies. And in
general, they were valuable only in
a negative way, in that they might
save time for other research men.

And Peter? He'd have had no
cause for taking them. For a mo-
ment | pondered the idea that Peter
might have discovered something
about which I knew nothing. But
that wasn't likely, for it was | who
did all the testing. And if he had
discovered something important on
the side and wanted to take personal

DS—5W

advantage of it, he would never have
incorporated it in those records,
and, therefore, had no reason to steal
them.

I took out the tin box and opened
it. The money—the paper money—
was gone, too. There were a few
dollars’ worth of silver, but whoever
had rifled the safe hadn't bothered
with it.

I didn't bother with it, either. |
left the safe ajar and started back
for the window. After all, I had
Peter's address, and that was what
I'd come for.

At the window, | paused to listen
for sounds outside. A locomotive
whistled mournfully far away. But
that was all, except for the nearby
ticking of that clock.

I had a leg over the window sill,
before a thought came to me that
stopped me from going the rest of
the way.

I didn't have a clock that ticked,
here in the laboratory. There was
an electric clock out in the shop, and

It must have taken me half an hour to
move that chair the six feet to the desk.
But | made it, finally, and luck was with
me, for the phone stood near the edge.



68 STREET & SMITH'S DETECTIVE STORY MAGAZINE

a small chronometer back in the test-
ing room, but—

I pulled my foot back into the
room, and headed for the direction
from which that ticking seemed to
come. | found myself standing in
front of my own desk and the tick-
ing sound came from under it. |
lighted a match and bent down.

It was a clock, all right, but the
clock was fastened to a simple
mechanism that would detonate a
fuse. And the fuse was embedded
in a box of what looked like granu-
lated TNT.

Thirty or forty pounds of it
Enough to make a shambles of the
whole laboratory, if not actually to
blow it apart.

Quickly, I reached out and pushed
the button that would shut off the
alarm. Then | tiptoed out into the
laboratory and groped through a
drawer until | found a stub of can-
dle. By its light, back in the office,
I carefully dismantled the detonat-
ing mechanism.

I found that my forehead was
dripping wet when 1 finished. |
have a good, healthy respect for ex-
plosives. That's why 1'd been able
to work with them so long and still
retain the requisite number of arms,
legs and fingers. But I'd never be-
fore messed with it in forty-pound
guantities.

There was sufficient toluene and
nitrates right here in the lab to have
made that much TNT. Twice that
much, in fact.

Again | went out to the laboratory
and from there into the stock room.
The toluene was all gone. If it had
all been used for making TNT, then
there was another forty pounds or
so of it kicking around somewhere.

But that worried me less at the
moment than the problem of who
had trinitrated that toluene. Be-
cause there was only one answer,
and that was one that didn't make
sense. Only Peter Carr had suffi-

cient access to the laboratory to have
made that quantity of TNT. With
all our equipment designed for han-
dling minute quantities, it would
have taken a lot of time to make
eighty pounds of HE. It couldn't
have been done in a stolen hour or
two late at night.

But was Peter Carr a homicidal
maniac? That fitted the murder of
Gene Larkin, and insanity might ac-
count for the time bomb I'd just
dismantled. But it couldn't ac-
count for whatever frame-up had
been pulled on me four nights ago.
Peter Carr couldn’t have done that.

At any rate, | had his address.
That was what 1I'd come here for,
and my coming had incidentally
saved quite a few thousand dollars’
worth of equipment from being scat-
tered about the landscape.

Now to talk to Peter Carr.

| left as I had come, without at-
tracting the attention of the detec-
tives in the two automobiles.

Safely away, three blocks from the

lab, I glanced at my watch. It was
ten minutes to two o'clock. | could
still make that two a. m. owl car.

And it would take me within walk-
ing distance of Peter Carr’s place.

I was the only passenger on that
car, and the ride seemed intermin-
able. My mind was so confused that
I actually tried to avoid thinking,
until after |1 had talked to Peter.

It was two thirty when 1 walked
down Grove Street to the river.

There are cottages, many of them
mere one-room shacks, all along the
river at this point. Some of them
are fixed for year-round occupancy,
the others are uninsulated frame
buildings habitable only during the
clement months of the year.

Peter’s would be the third or
fourth south of Grove Street. Yes,
there was his name on a mailbox
at the edge of the road. A path led
down the slope into darkness.
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A cool breeze blew in off the river.
In it, a smell of coming rain.

I glanced up at the sky, and the
rain clouds were still quite distant
in the west. Overhead were white,
fleecy cumulus clouds, a round area
of them made radiantly golden by
the moon behirld them. Those
clouds were moving east, out of the
path of the coming storm, and |
saw that within a few minutes the
moon would be out in the open, and
that 1'd have much better light for
picking my way down that path.

So | leaned against the mailbox,
and waited. The breeze was pleas-
ant in my face, and | took off my hat
to let it ruffle my hair.

About me was utter silence and
peace as | looked up again at the
sky to see if the moon were nearing
the open stretch of sky.

Then the night exploded.

I was lying on my back in the
road. My ears were numbed by a
sound so loud that | cannot really
say | heard it. The flash had been
so bright that it was seconds before
I could see.

But | didn't seem to be injured,
otherwise, nor could | have lost
consciousness for a measurable in-
terval, for debris from the explosion
was still falling.

A bit shakily, I got up and walked
to the edge of the road to look down.
Peter Carr’s shack just wasn't there
any more. Some of the scattered
fragments that had been the shack
were still burning, and there was
enough light to see by—only there
wasn’'t anything there to see except
the place where the shack had been.

There wasn’t any use in my going
down the path. If anyone had been
in that shack—well, he wasn’t there
now.

Somewhere in the distance | heard
the wail of a siren and then another.
Squad cars and fire engines would
be converging on this spot, and
they'd be here within minutes, |

had to get away from here, and
quickly.

I turned and sprinted back across
the road toward the railroad tracks
on the other side. Far in the dis-
tance | could see the headlight of a
freight locomotive coming slowly as
it cut speed to enter the yards a
mile away.

It seemed to take hours to get
there, but it beat the squad cars and
the fire engines, at that. | ran along-
side the first box car back of the
tender, caught the rungs and swung
aboard. | made myself as incon-
spicuous as possible between two of
the cars until the train, now down
to a crawl, reached the Covina Street
crossing, just south of the yards. |
dropped off there.

Somewhere a clock struck three.
I'd escaped from the sanitarium
about fourteen hours ago; it didn't
seem possible that so many things
had happened in so short a time, un-
less, in some way | couldn’t under-
stand, my escape had precipitated
those events.

And now, damn it, | was worse off
than before, because | didn't even
know whether Peter Carr were alive
or dead. Well, I couldn’'t go back
and ask, under the circumstances,
I'd have to wait until tomorrow
morning’s newspapers to find out
whether or not the firemen had found
a body—or parts of a body—in the
wreckage. And whether positive
identification had been made.

Under the first street light, |
brushed myself off as well as | could,
and smoothed down my hair. My
hat was gone, but it was too late to
do anything about that.

Then | walked, almost staggering
from weariness and reaction, down
Covina Street toward town. About
ten blocks—it seemed like ten miles
—farther on, I found an all-night
drugstore and phoned for a taxi.

At four o'clock I fell into bed in
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my room at the hotel. | slept as
though | had been drugged.

VIII.

| slept for twelve hours and a half,
and felt more groggy than refreshed
when 1 finally awakened.

But after a bath and a shave, | felt
nearly human enough to phone down
to the desk for an afternoon paper,
and | read it while | dressed.

Read it, that is, after | got over
the shock of seeing my own picture
staring at me from the first page.
I'll skip the wording of the caption
and the headlines; | don’t like to
think about them. And they were
more or less what I'd expected and
feared.

What interested me was the de-
tails in the minion type. It seemed
that Henry Remmers, an escaped
lunatic who was an expert in ex-
plosives, had had a busy night. He'd
taken a taxi to the neighborhood of
his own laboratory, and had mur-
dered the taxi driver. Then, with
explosives obtained from the labora-
tory which he had entered through a
window—the report, | noticed, did
not mention that the laboratory had
been under observation of detec-
tives—he had partly constructed a
time bomb.

Apparently something had fright-
ened him away before he completed
the detonating mechanism, but he
must have taken a quantity of high
explosives with him. With this, he
went to the bungalow of his former
assistant, Peter Carr, and there had
overpowered Carr—it was presumed
—and tied him up. Then he had
made another bomb, this time finish-
ing the job. Yes, I'd expected all
that.

The detail that interested me most
was that the body of Peter Carr, de-
spite its condition, had been defi-
nitely and conclusively identified.
Carr’s dentist had identified his own

handiwork, and one arm that had
been found almost intact had a
prominent scar which was listed as
an identifying mark in Carr’s selec-
tive service registration. Marks on
the wrist indicated he'd been tied
up with rope.

My hat had been found, with my
initials, near Carr's mailbox.

They’'d tied me in with Gene Lar-
kin's murder, too. A newsboy near
Gene’s cab stand had seen me get
into the cab.

A nice case. Everything but mo-
tive, and why does a madman need
motive? Luck was with me in one
little detail; the photograph they
had of me was an old one. It showed
me with a self-satisfied smirk |
hadn’'t been wearing of late.

| studied it and my face in the
mirror. Lot of difference, now.
Just the same, I'd have to be extra
careful from now on.

I went out through the lobby of
the hotel cautiously, but the clerk
didn’t even look up from the paper
he was reading.

But he was looking at my picture,
even then. It would be only a mat-
ter of time, if he were normally in-
telligent, before it occurred to him
that it vaguely resembled one of his
guests—

There was a hat store only three
doors from the hotel. 1 went in
and bought a black felt with a wide
flexible brim. With the brim down
over my eyes, it gave me a sinister
look. 1 wished I could feel as sinis-
ter as it made me seem.

Two blocks further on, | bought a
cheap ready-made suit, as different
in cut and color as possible from the
suit 1 was wearing. | wore it out
of the store and left my old suit to
be called for later.

There seemed to be only one angle
still open for me to investigate.
Even that was risky and 1'd have to
be careful.

The Washington Flyer. | could
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go to the station tonight on the
chance that the same conductor
might be on the train. | couldn’t
inquire in advance about that, of
course. But | could buy a ticket
and board the train. | could pre-
tend to be a newspaper reporter.

Armin Andrews would already
have broken the ice by questioning
him; if he didn’t recognize me as his
passenger of that night, | could
learn as much as Armin had learned.

After that—well, unless | got a
lead, | was probably stymied. |
might as well give myself up, but
not to the police. 1'd go right to
Major Lome and try, however
vainly, to get him to listen seriously
to my side of .the thing. Maybe I
couldn't talk myself out of going
back to an asylum, but | just might
succeed in planting some doubt in
his mind, so he'd go ahead and in-
vestigate.

It was five forty now, two hours
before train time.

I had an hour and a half to kill
before | could start for the station,
and | couldn’t sit here in the restau-
rant that long without attracting at-
tention.

The darkness of a movie would
probably be the safest place. | re-
membered now having passed one
just a few doors before the restau-
rant.

The picture was a Western. | sat
through it and never did find out
what it was all about or why the
actors shot at one another at fre-
quent intervals. My eyes were on
the luminous dial of my wrist watch
fully as much as they were on the
screen.

At seven twenty | left the theater
and walked to the railroad station.

No use looking around for detec-
tives. If they were here and spotted
me, that was that. It would be worse
than useless to resist arrest. |If
they’'d anticipated my coming here,
then there wasn’'t a single angle of

the case | could investigate inde-
pendently, anyway. If there were
detectives, and | got away from

them, 1I'd have Hobson’s choice be-
tween hanging around Philadelphia
until they caught me, or running
away and becoming a fugitive for
the rest of my life.

So | strode confidently across the
lobby and up to the ticket window.
I pushed a bill under the bars and
said, “Wilmington, round trip.”

A familiar voice, over my shoul-
der, said, “Make it two.”

I whirled around, and it was Ar-
min Andrews. He looked friendly.
He said under his breath, “Careful,
Hank. Keep it casuallike.”

I nodded, picked up my ticket and
change, and waited until he’'d bought
his. Then as we walked away from
the window, | asked, “What did you
mean about the ‘careful’? Are they
watching for me here?”

“No, but there's a regular on duty
here all the time. |If you'd run, or
done anything to call his attention
to you, he might have recognized
you from that photo.”

“And you’'re not going to turn me
in?”

He shook his head slowly. “Not
till 1 hear your side of it, anyway.
I'm still not convinced that you're

.. uh—"

“Crazy,” | said. “I'm not afraid
of the word, but I'm not crazy. And
plenty happened last night. [I'll tell
you all right, but first, what did you
find out from the conductor on—~"

“We've plenty of time to talk on
the train. Meanwhile, you look like
hell, Hank. A drink’ll do you good.
We got time for a quick one in the
bar over there.”

“You mean we're really going to
ride to Wilmington and back? Why,
if you've seen the conductor?”

“Why not? We've got tickets,
and can you think of a better or
safer place to talk?”

We had the drink, and it put a
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pleasant warm spot in me and made
me forget just a fraction of the trou-
ble 1 was in. And | had plenty to
ask him, and he had lots to ask me,
but we waited until we'd found a
seat on the Flyer and it was pulling
out of the station.

Then Armin said, “All right, |1 got
less to tell so I'll talk first. 1 saw
your conductor. He didn't remem-
ber you, but he remembered the
drunk he had trouble getting the
ticket from.”

“Any details? Did he remember
how the guy looked, or anything?”
. “Not much. Said he wore a gray
suit and a black felt hat with a wide
brim—Ilike the one you've got on
now. And dark glasses. But he
didn’t notice his features much, and
isn’t sure he’d know him if he saw
him again. But he remembered he
had two fellows with him who were
sober, or comparatively sober.”

Here, then, was confirmation of
the fact that | had boarded the Flyer
that night. A sleepy drunk could
have been a coincidence, but not the
two companions, the black hat, the
glasses. 1'd seen the rims of the
glasses from the side, although |
hadn’'t fully caught his face.

It should have excited me, but it
didn’t. It was nice to find confirma-
tion of at least the start of my story,
but damn it I'd known ever since
last night that it had really hap-
pened.

A conductor was coming down the
aisle now. It wasn't the same one.
Armin said, “He might be on a dif-
ferent car. We'll look later; there's
no hurry. Now what happened last
night?”

1 told him, and he listened but I
couldn’t tell from his face whether
he believed me or not.

He whistled softly when 1 fin-
ished. He said, “Boy, you sure put
your foot into it. Two murders,
and you were on the spot for both of
them. Two bombs, and you were

just too soon for one and too late for
the other.”

“Do you think there’s a chance,
any chance that the police will be-
lieve the truth?”

“l1 doubt it, Hank. Even if you
can prove it, you might have trouble
getting them to listen to your proof.
You see, they know what happened,
or they think they know and that's
just as bad. To them, you're an es-
caped maniac. They won’t even
want to ask you questions, because
they've got that preconception.”

I nodded gloomily, knowing that
he was right. It wasn't going to do
me any good merely to find out what
was what. | was going to have to be
able to prove it, and in words of one
syllable.

I asked him, “Armin, have you
got any ideas? | mean, assume for
the sake of argument at least, that
I'm sane and that I've told you the
truth. Then somebody’s up to some-
thing. What have they got to gain
by it?”

“I've wondered about that. Are
you sure—completely sure—that
you didn't make any discovery in
the lab that would be of ... of mili-
tary value? Even of commercial
value?”

“Positive. I've thought about that
very angle, but the more | think the
surer | get, Armin. | ran the tests
myself on every variation we tried.
I checked every sample for stability,
rate of expansion, the works. Look,
if Peter had found anything that
had better-than-average properties
along any of those lines, he wouldn’t
have known it. He didn’t run the
tests himself.”

“Not ever?”

“Not alone. He knew how, of
course, and when | talked to him
last, while | was in St. Vincent’s, |
told him he could go ahead and fin-
ish the tests on one line he was
working on.”

“Could he have found something
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important in the last few days?”

“He could,” | said, “but he
couldn’t have known about it in ad-
vance. It couldn’t account for—”

“For what?”

“For the runaround 1 got five
nights ago. The night of the train
wreck.”

Armin grimaced. “That damn
train wreck. If we could only dope
out what really happened,on that
train— Are you subject to hypno-
sis?”

I shook my head. “It couldn’t
have been that, I'm sure. But how-
ever it was done, I'm beginning to
see why.”

Andrews looked interested. “Give,
pal.”

“It's tied in with the laboratory,
of course. Somebody needed me out
of the way for a while, to get at
something in the lab. Something
that would take a bit of time and
couldn’t be done—or obtained—in
an ordinary burglary. They couldn’t
murder me. but they did manage to
frame me into talking myself into a
nuthouse, about a train wreck that
wasn’t.”

“Why couldn't they have mur-
dered you?”

“Major Lome—and the FBI. If
there’d been any murdering done,
the FBI would have been on that lab
like a swarm of locusts. They’'d have
turned that lab inside out, and
guarded it with their lives. Even

Peter probably couldn't have got in,
alone.”

“Makes sense,” Andrews said ju-
diciously. “Carry on.”

He nodded toward the window.
“We’'re going through Chester. Do
you remember Chester? | mean
whether your wreck was before or
after here?”

“After,” | said. “Yes, | remember
seeing the station. And after the
outskirts of Chester, the conductor
came through. Then there was Mar-
cus Hook. I don't remember going
through any station after Marcus
Hook. 1'd say it was about five min-
utes out of there that the , . . the
wreck—"

“Would have happened, if it did
happen. Look, maybe | ought to
leave you alone to concentrate for
the next ten minutes or so. I'll take
a stroll up toward the front of the
train and see if our favorite conduc-
tor is on duty in one of the other
cars.”

He left, and | turned to stare out
the window.

| tried not to think, but to remem-
ber. To recapture every little de-
tail. however slight, that had pre-
ceded whatever had happened.

Yes, just like this—I1'd been sit-
ting here when the conductor came
through. 1'd handed him my ticket
without looking up.

Then, at the seat ahead, he'd said,
“Ticket please,” and there hadn't
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been any answer. He'd said it again,
more sharply, and then was when
I'd looked and seen the back of the
head of the man who was asleep
there.

He was sitting on the outside and
another man was sitting next to
him. | got a view of his profile as
he turned to look at the conductor
and said, “I'll wake him up.” And
then he shook the drunk and said,
“Wake up, Bob.”

And the third man, who was sit-
ting on the seat facing the others,
riding backward, took an interest,
and helped try to wake up the drunk.

One of them asked, “What pock-
et'd he put it in, Walter?” And the
other said, “I dunno ... | don't like
to— Shake him again.”

And the head wearing the black
felt hat had waggled back and forth
under the shaking and the drunken
one murmured something inarticu-
late and must have reached into his
pocket, for I saw his hand, holding a
ticket, go up toward the conductor.

The conductor had punched the
ticket and put it under the clip with
the other two, over by the window.
They'd been yellow slips of card-
board; mine, a through ticket to
Washington, had been red.

Then the conductor had gone on.

“l turned back to the window.
Marcus Hook had gone by outside,
as it was going by now. | remem-
bered glancing at the drunk, and his
head had lolled forward again.

The man who had been riding
backward, facing the others, had got
up. | remember now that he'd said,
“Back in a minute, Walter.” He'd
gone down the aisle toward the back
of the car.

I'd turned toward the window
again, and a little time, maybe five
minutes, must have elapsed.

And then— The wreck. Damn it,
I remembered—
"Wait a minute, Hank,” | said to

myself, “just what do you remem-

ber? Let's analyze it, let’'s take it
apart to see what makes it tick.”

And | closed my eyes and thought
hard, and a little light began to en-
ter the darkness. A possibility.

| tried to remember what seat I'd
sat in that night. It had been third
—no, second from last. There hadn’'t
been anybody sitting behind me, 1
was almost sure.

Darkness and pain and the screams
of people being killed or injured,
and the sound of rending steel and
the—

I opened my eyes and looked up,
and Armin was coming back from
the front of the train. He slid into
the seat beside me and said, “He isn't
on duty tonight, Hank. | asked one
of the other conductors.”

“It doesn’'t matter,” | told him.

“Well, no, I questioned him pretty
thoroughly but—"

“l didn't mean that. |
know now what happened
Wednesday night.”

mean—I
last

1X.

Armin said, “The hell!” and his
eyes widened. “I thought— Well,
never mind that. What happened?”

“Three men,” | told him, “boarded
this train with a carefully worked-
out plan for getting me. A plan so
. . . S0 preposterous that it worked
perfectly. So smooth that | didn't
know 1I'd been shanghaied, and
neither did the conductor or the
other passengers. They—"

“But what about the wreck, Hank?
Are you forgetting that?”

“There wasn't any wreck. And
when | got right down to it, Armin,
I don’'t remember a wreck. | re-
member certain things, mostly
sounds, that added up in my mind to
the impression of a wreck. | see
now how it could have been done, I
think. But let’'s take the kidnaping
first.

“Those three men had a plan, and
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one of them playing drunk was part
of it. They wanted to stamp on
the conductor’s mind that he was
practically unconscious. And they
never let the conductor get a good
look at his face, really. He had that
wide-brimmed hat and he didn’t look
up when he finally did hand over the
ticket.”

“You mean so the conductor
couldn’t identify him later?”

“More than that. Listen how
simple it was. One of the last things
I remember was one of the other
men getting up and walking to the
back of the car. The reason | don't
remember much after that was that
on his way back he slugged me with
a blackjack. That's when the lights
went out—for me.

“Then look how simple
He sat down beside me, and his
companion moved back, too. The
one who'd played drunk took the
seat behind. They switched tickets
in the clips by the windows, and the
drunken one traded hats with me
and put on me the dark glasses he'd
been wearing. We were at the back
of the car, practically, and all of
that could have been done without
attracting much attention.”

Armin said, “I think 1 get it
When the conductor went through
again, there were still the same num-
ber of people, sitting in the same
relative positions, and their tickets
checked. One of them had been un-
conscious before, and he was uncon-
scious then.”

I nodded. “And at Wilmington,
the two men who were sober helped
their drunken companion off the
train—practically carrying him be-
tween them. Only it was me in-
stead, and the one who'd changed
places with me probably rode on to
Washington on my ticket. It all
checks out, see? Three off at Wil-
mington, and one through to Wash-
ington. And it had already been
planted in the conductor’s mind that

it was.

the one in the black hat was too
drunk to walk alone, so—"

“l get it,” said Armin. “But why
Wilmington? How do you know
they .. .you ... got off there?”

“Wilmington and Baltimore are
the only stops the Flyer makes after
Philadelphia. The conductors use
red cardboard seat checks for
through to Washington, yellow for
Wilmington, and probably some
other color for Baltimore. They
had yellow checks, I remember, like
ours are tonight.”

Armin whistled softly. He said,
“It would have worked. It would
have worked. So they got you off
the train that way, unconscious.
And they took you somewhere, you
think, and staged a phony wreck
while you were coming out of it and
then dropped you where you were
found?”

“There wasn't any need for a
phony wreck. Just sound effects,
damn it. Look, my impression of
that wreck is the sum of four things
—sudden darkness and pain, sounds,
and the seat rising under me. Look
how easy that is.

“Maybe they took me somewhere
in Wilmington for the runaround,
or maybe they drove back to Phila-
delphia first. Come to think of it,
Philadelphia’s more likely.

“So when I'm coming out of it a
little, in a dark room, or maybe only
blindfolded, they give me those
sound effects. Recorded, and prob-
ably through a set of headphones.
I remember now something that |
didn't think of before—a sense of
pressure on my ears while this . . .
er . .. wreck was going on.”

Armin nodded. “It could be.
Hank, it could be. You had the sud-
den darkness and the pain already,
and you slowly come out of it to
those sound effects, and maybe
they’'ve got you sitting on a sofa
and lifting it a bit—or maybe that
sense of motion was just nausea.
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And | think that would account for

something else—your nightmares
back in the sanitarium.”
“How?”

“If you were unconscious, you'd
have had no sense of time. That's
why all those things came together
in your mind ; the darkness, the pain,
the sounds. But they wouldn’t have
taken a chance on your hearing those
sound effects only once. Maybe you
wouldn't have remembered them.
You may have had those earphones
on for half an hour or longer, hear-
ing those sounds over and over.
You'd have had no impression of
lapse of time, but the repetition
would have made that impression so
vivid it would have haunted your
dreams.”

And it had haunted them, all right.
| shuddered a bit at the memory of
those nightmares in a madhouse.

We were silent a moment, and
then Armin said, “Well?”

“Well, what?”

“What's your next step? | think
you're right on Wednesday night.
It adds up. And your suggestion for
a reason is sound; somebody wanted
you out of the way without attract-
ing attention to the lab by murder-
ing you. And the thing was so
elaborately done, | think we can say
it wasn’'t any casual robbery. Those
three men must have been German
agents. Do you suppose they got
what they wanted?”

I said, “I still can’t imagine what
it was. Maybe they heard a false
rumor about my lab, or got their
wires crossed somehow. But they
got what they wanted, if it was
there, because they took my papers
before they set that time bomb. |
doubt if they'll be able to translate
‘em, though. | make notes in a sort
of chemical shorthand of my own.”

“Want me to go to Major Lome
for you, Hank? | imagine if | tell
him all this, it will certainly open
his mind and he’ll start the investi-

gation in the right direction. If you
like, you can stay under cover until
you're cleared.”

“Would you talk to him? We can
go right on through to Washington
on this train and—"

“He’s in Philadelphia,” Armin in-
terrupted. “We’'ll have to switch
back at Wilmington, but I'll see him
tonight, when we get back. We're
almost to Wilmington now.”

At Wilmington, we had to wait
forty-five minutes for a train back.
We got back to Philadelphia at half
past nine.

In the station, | suggested, “Let’s
have a drink to celebrate this.
Where's Lome staying?”

Armin named the hotel, and | said,
“You can phone to see if he's in,
while | order for us. Come on.”

In the bar, | ordered two ryes and
by the time the bartender had
brought them, Armin was back from
the phone booth.

“Out,” he said. "Left word at
the desk he wouldn’t be back until
around eleven.” He picked up his

drink. “Mud in your eye.”

“And tetranitronaphthalene in
yours,” | told him. “But what do
we do until twelve? 1'd feel safer

under cover, in a movie or some-
where. In a place like this, there's
always the chance someone who
knows me will walk in.”

He nodded. “It would weaken
your case to be picked up now, be-
fore | get in licks with the major.
I'd talk to Garland instead, but |
think he’s back in Washington—or
maybe, by this time, somewhere else
on another case. They consider this
one closed, except for finding you.”

“Shall we try a movie then? Or,
if it would bore you, | can go alone
and meet you afterward.”

Armin said, “Maybe we can do
something constructive. I've been
thinking about that sound-effects
angle. Maybe we can get a lead on
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it, since we've got two hours to
kill.”

“Swell. What's the angle?”

“Canned sound effects—unusual
ones like train wreck noises and mul-
tiple screams—aren’'t any too com-
mon. Every big radio station’s got
a library of them, of course. But if
recordings like those have been bor-
rowed or stolen from any Philadel-
phia station recently—well, it might
give us a lead. And there must be
a pretty limited number of people
who’d have free access to them.”

“But that would take a canvas of
the studios,” | said. “We wouldn’t
have time in two hours.”

“We won't go to the studios. Not
first, anyway. | know a fellow who's
salesman for the Metropolitan Spe-
cialty Co. They sell stuff like that,
to the studios. We can find out
from him who might have ordered
recordings of that kind recently. If
it's a studio, we can figure the ones
in their library were stolen, and if
we can tell Major Lome that record-
ings like that were stolen, it'll be a
big boost to your story. If some
private party bought them direct—
hell, it's not only a boost for your
story; it's a straight lead to the gang
we're after.”

“That idea,” | said, “calls for an-
other drink. Champagne, if you
want it!”

He grinned. “I'll stick to rye.
You can order while 1 find out if

we can see him tonight.”

The ryes were waiting on the bar
when he came back, and | could tell
from his face that he’d been suc-
cessful. He nodded, and said, “I
phoned for a cab, too. The less
walking you do, the better.”

He raised his glass. “Here's—
what was it you said, in my eye?”

“Tetranitronaphthalene. But that
was in your right eye. How'’s about
hexanitrodiphenalymene in your
left?”

We drank, and it tasted like nec-

tar. | felt swell, better than 1'd felt
since last Wednesday night. 1 felt
almost free, already.

But it wouldn't be over until I'd
helped get the men who'd Kkilled
Gene Larkin and Peter Carr.

The cab came, and Armin gave an
address on Oakland Avenue. It was
only a short ride. We went up the
steps of the house, and Armin
pressed the bell button and stepped
back.

The door opened at once, as
though someone had been waiting
behind it. | looked at the man who
was standing there, and he was one
of the three men who had been on
the train Wednesday evening, the
one who had walked back to the lava-
tory, just before my private black-
out.

But there was something else
about him almost as startling. It
was his resemblance to Peter Carr,
I hadn’'t noticed it that night, but
now it was glaringly obvious.
Maybe because he had on a hat then
and didn't have one now, and he
had the same thick shock of blond
hair Peter had, cut exactly the same.
With the addition of a little filling
out of his cheeks and a pair of shell-
rimmed glasses like Peter wore, he'd
have been a dead ringer.

Involuntarily, 1 took a step back-
ward. Then 1 stopped dead, be-
cause I'd run into something that
felt like a gun, in the middle of my
spine.

Behind me, Armin Andrews’ voice
said, “Go on in, Hank. The party’s
for you!”

X.

Armin Andrews—if that were his
right name—was being very polite
and considerate, damn him. His
tone of voice didn't differ from the
one he’d always used, and he didn't
look a bit more sinister than usual.

He said, “Awfully sorry we had to
tie you up, Hank, but | know that
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temper of yours, and | don't want
you to do anything foolish. It has
turned out we need you, I'm sorry
to say. Otherwise, I'd simply have
turned you over to the police when
I first met you tonight instead of
bringing you here for the party.”

I said something | won't put in
writing and Armin said, “Now, now.
We can gag you if necessary, but
I'd rather talk with you than merely
to you. But let me remind you that
Walter is standing behind you with
a blackjack. You may yell once, if
you wish, but not twice. And one
yell won't bring any help. You must
have noticed that the nearest house
is twenty yards away, and your ears
will tell you we have a rather loud
program on the radio downstairs.”

“Why did you kill Peter Carr?” |
demanded.

“I'll tell you all that,” he said. “I
want your co-operation and I'm go-
ing to offer you terms. 1'm going to
have to tell you part of it so you'll
know what we want, so you might
as well hear it all. Have a ciga-
rette? I'll have to hold it to your
lips, of course.”

| started to tell him where he
could put the cigarette, but let it go
and merely shook my head. | did
want to hear what this was all about.
If | ever got out of this, it would be
important for me to know. It could
be important to my country, to win-
ning the war, for me to know.

“Very well,” he said, and lighted
a cigarette for himself. “First, it
must be obvious to you that I am
what you would call an enemy agent.
And that look on your face reminds
me to tell you that I'm proud of it.”

His eyes darkened. “Damn you,
you'd be proud if your government
had planted you in my country long
before the war, and you'd called
yourself Herman Schwartz, or some-
thing, and pretended to be a Ger-
man. And if you'd had brains
enough to work yourself up to a top

spot in the reporting game and got
yourself trusted by important offi-
cials and been on the inside of stuff
other reporters couldn’t touch.”

“By exposing your fellow spies,
wasn't it?”

“Wendell? | acted under orders.
He was washed up. But you remem-
ber how Lome let me write up your
lab for that ordnance journal?”

I nodded, and he went on: “What
| fell into there was blind luck. Lis-
ten, you think of HE in terms of
what it does to steel and brick and

stone. There’s something more im-
portant. Remember that experiment
they made last year, with the
goats?”

Yes, | remembered. It was a
widely publicized fiasco. They'd

tethered goats at varying distances
around a bomb to test an inventor’s
claim about its concussion. The
bomb had gone off, but not a goat
fainted.

| said, “That was liquid air and
carbon black. All right in theory
except for the evaporation rate of
liquid air. By the time they ex-
ploded it, it was as powerful as a
firecracker. It was screwy.”

“The idea was screwy, but what
they hoped to glean from it wasn't
—the disruptive effect on living tis-
sue. You know how an ordinary
bomb acts. The blast from it Kills
for only a short distance, unless men
are struck by fragments or flying
debris.”

I nodded, beginning to get what
he was driving at. And it began to
scare me, too, because it could be so
important.

Flesh is resilient; construction
materials are not. An explosive
which has a high disruptive effect
upon living tissue would be a dis-
covery of the first magnitude, al-
though it could be used only for spe-
cial purposes. But think of a bomb
which when dropped on a warship
would Kkill or stun the entire crew;



MADMAN'S HOLIDAY 79

the ship could be taken over almost
intact.

I asked, “But what makes you
think that | had a lead toward any-
thing like that?”

His face was grimly serious. “Be-
cause | felt it, that's why. Remem-
ber when you were showing me how
the tests were run? You were back
at the detonating switch, and | was
standing up by the panel to watch
the needles jump on the dials. You
were ten feet from that explosion,
but I was only four.”

“You mean it ... it jarred you?”

“Just a little. But for that quan-
tity of HE—half a thimbleful!
What series were you testing that
day?”

| said, “I don’'t remember.”

He shrugged. “You can think
back and figure out. If you’'d only
dated those damn records of yours—
Well, let's skip that.

“You see now why we wanted you
away from the lab, without doing
anything that would put the FBI
wise to the fact that we were doing
it. A nice little hallucination on
your part—

“And | guess you've got the an-
swer about Peter Carr by now. Wal-
ter here, with a bit of make-up,
passed as Carr—close enough that
the neighborhood out there and the
copper on the beat didn't notice the
difference. He couldn’t have fooled
you, of course; you knew Carr too
intimately.”

| said, “That was Peter who came
to see me at St. Vincent's. You
must have kidnaped him just after
that, and held him while your . , ,
your confederate used Peter’'s keys
and his identity to get into the lab
every day while I was in the sani-
tarium. And then | escaped—~

He nodded. “We’'d found by then
that we couldn’t get it by ourselves
—from the screwy way you kept
records. So we got rid of Carr, and
we were going to get rid of the lab,

too, and let you take the blame for
both of them. It would keep you
from going to the police. And we
couldn’t let Carr go anyway, after
we'd held him. As for the taxi
driver, he put his oar in last night
when Walter was leaving the lab,
dressed as Carr. Got Walter into
the cab and said he was going to
take him to see you. So Walter had
to kill him.”

Well, | had all the answers now
and a fat lot of good it would do me,
probably—or them, either. 1'd let
them Kill me before 1'd talk and tell
them what they wanted to know.

Not that | was feeling heroic, at
all. 1 was sweating plenty. But
just the same | knew this thing was
so much bigger and more important
than | was, that I knew | wouldn’t
break, no matter what they did.

Armin said, “So here’s our propo-
sition. Help us willingly, and your
worries are over. You'll have a posi-
tion of honor in—"

I let go, then. The cool insolence
of that offer got me, and got my tem-
per. All the pent-up anger that I'd
held in check long enough to find
out what had happened, burst into
invective.

Armin looked up over my head
and nodded, and Walter, standing
behind me, thrust a gag into my
mouth and tied a cloth around
tightly to hold it in.

Armin said, “lI was afraid you'd
feel that way. But maybe a little
pain will make you feel different.
Or a lot of pain will. We've got a
man who's an expert at that—I don’t
like it myself. You think it over
while | go get him.”

He bent down and looked at the
knots in the ropes that tied me to
the chair. He said, “Nice job, Wal-
ter. He won't get out of that. I'll
be back in less than an hour.”

Walter said, “O. K. I'll take Otto
for a game of rummy.”

They went downstairs and a few
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minutes later | heard a garage door
open and a car drive away.

The ropes were cutting into my
wrists and ankles and my arms had
been tied around back of the chair
and crossed there so my fingers
couldn’t even touch a rope anywhere,
much less a knot. But | struggled
until 1 felt my wrists getting numb,
and from lack of circulation, my
fingers would barely move.

Armin was right; | wasn’t going
to get out of those ropes. Not in
days, let alone in an hour or less.
The man who'd put them on knew
his stuff.

Deliberately, 1 made myself relax
and think. Hank, | thought, quit try-
ing to tear your wrists off and use
your brains instead.

I looked around, and there was
the telephone. It was on the desk
six feet away. Could 1 possibly
move my chair toward it without
making enough sound to attract the
attention of Walter and Otto play-
ing cards downstairs?

My ankles were tied, one to each
of the front legs of the chair. The
knots were probably as tight as the
others, but there was a trifle lee-
way in the ropes. | worked and
twisted until 1 had about an inch of
play with each foot. And then, tak-
ing as much of my weight as pos-
sible off the chair and putting it
on to my toes, | began to work the
chair across the carpet toward the
desk.

It seemed to take hours, for | had
to fight for every inch.

But it didn't make much noise,
and my real battle was against time.
Pretty soon Armin would be back.

It must, actually, have taken me
over half an hour to move that chair
the six feet to the desk. But | made
it, finally, and luck was with me in
that the phone was standing near
the edge.

First, | used the mouthpiece of
the transmitter as an edge against

which to work down the cloth that
had been tied over my mouth. Very
gently, so | wouldn't push the phone
back or knock it over. Then, | was
able to push out the gag with my
tongue.

The hardest part was getting hold
of the cord of the receiver with my
teeth and lifting it off the hook. |
bent forward as far as | possibly
could and let it fall onto the desk
blotter on which the phone stood. A
bit of noise, but not much. And
maybe, even if they'd heard it down-
stairs, 1I'd get my call through in
time.

With the receiver lying there on
the desk, | could hear the operator’s
voice, if not her words. | gave the
number of the hotel Armin had men-
tioned when he’d phoned Lome from
the station.

Then 1 kept my ears strained un-
til 1 heard another voice coming
from the receiver. That would be
the hotel switchboard. | said, “Ma-
jor Lome, please. Quickly. It'sim-
portant.”

There was the buzzing sound that
denotes a number being rung, and
then there was a masculine voice
from the receiver. | said, “Major
Lome, this is Hank Remmers. |
want to give myself up. I'm at
50-16 Oakland. Hurry.”

Just that, because | didn’'t want to
complicate things and waste time ex-
plaining. | heard his voice sputter-
ing questions, but I cut in and re-
peated what 1'd said before, word for
word.

There was a click in the receiver,
and after a while a crisp feminine
voice again. Probably the operator
asking why | hadn’t hung up. 1 told
her to trace the call and send the
police. | didn’'t want to count en-
tirely on Major Lome, and besides |
wasn't positive | had the address on
Oakland right.

That was all | could do, then, and
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worn to a frazzle by the awful mus-
cular effort of moving that chair to
the desk, | leaned back to take the
strain off my wrists.

The telephone started clicking at
me after a while, in futile signal to
have the receiver replaced. And
after a while, 1 heard the clock out-
side strike eleven. Another ten min-
utes or so, and a car stopped in
front of the house. A car door
slammed.

I could hear two men coming up
the walk, and | could hear Armin’s
voice, as the steps changed from
cement to the wood of the porch.

Then there was the sound of other
cars, two of them | thought, swing-
ing in to the curb. Again the slam of
doors, and | heard Major Lome’s
voice call out, “Armin, wait.”

I must have passed out for a while,
then. When | came to, my wrists
had been untied. Frank Garland,
the FBI man, was untying the knots
at my ankles. The room seemed
crowded. Beside Lome and Armin,
Walter and Otto were there, and two
strangers who might have been
either police detectives or FBI men.
And another man with a brutal,
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coarse face who must have been the
one Armin had brought for the tor-
ture job.

Armin was talking glibly.
all my fault, major. Don’t blame my
friends here. | caught Hank to-
night and 1 just couldn’t resist try-
ing to get an exclusive story out of
him before | turned him over.”

Lome said, “Damn it, you can't—"

“l know, major. | was wrong.
But after all, 1 had caught him and
thought | deserved a scoop on it. |
wanted to know why he killed Carr
and the cab driver. Sure, he’s crazy,
but there must have been some
method in his madness, and | wanted
the whole story.” His voice was a
nice blend of apology and defiance.
It was beautiful acting.

Lome was glaring at Armin, but
there was annoyance and not sus-
picion in his look. 1 knew that any-
thing | said would be discounted in
advance, because | was crazy. What-
ever | said, it had to be good and it
had to be quick. And then | knew
there was only one subject on which
I could get Lome’s serious atten-
tion.

“Major,” | said, “have my records

“It's
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from the laboratory been found?”
He turned to look at me then. |
knew that would get him. He'd
want those papers, whether he
thought | was sane or crazy.
“Where are they, Remmers?”
“Here,” | said, and watched both
his face and Armin’s, because | was
guessing. “Here in this house.”
And when | saw Armin’s quickly
concealed reaction to that, I went
further. “Here, in this room.”
Armin cut in smoothly. “That's
absurd, major. He couldn’'t have
hidden them here, because | just
brought him here an hour or so ago.
He didn’t have them with him and
he’'s never been in this house before.
It belongs to my friend, Walter
Landlahr—"
“Who's been impersonating Peter

Carr,” | interrupted. “Take a look
at him, major.”

Lome stared at Walter, and
frowned. He couldn’t help noticing

the resemblance. Armin spoke up
quickly. “I'll vouch for Walter,
major. I've known him for years.
I'm afraid Hank's—"

But Lome said, "Pipe down, Ar-
min.” He was still staring at Wal-
ter. He asked, “Are you a relative
of Peter Carr’s, Landlahr?”

| said, “Never mind that, major.
If you want those records, they're in
this room.”

| had his attention again. He said,
“Where?”
“Look for them,” | told him.

Lome stared at me uncertainly, and
I didn't crowd my luck by saying
anything more. Even a touch of un-
certainty was a gain for me.

Lome said to Garland, “Damn it,
I do want those papers. Maybe
you'd better take a look, just on the
chance—"

Garland nodded and turned to-
ward the desk.

Armin sighed. "Well, major,
sorry | tried to pull one on you and
I hope there’s no hard feeling.

Guess 1I'd better run down to the
paper and write this up—without
Remmers’ story.”

Very casually he picked up a brief
case and sauntered toward the door.
But | saw Walter Landlahr tense a
trifle and try not to look at Armin.

“Major,” | said quickly, “the pa-
pers are in that brief case!”

Garland turned from the desk and
looked at Armin, who kept on mov-
ing. Maybe he’'d have got away with
it, if Walter Landlahr hadn't been
too jumpy. He stepped in between
Armin and the rest of us, and a gun
materialized in his hand; | didn't
even see what pocket he got it from.
His eyes were blazing, and his voice
hoarse.

“Stay back, you—"

And then Garland dived at him
and the gun went off. The other
man, Otto, threw himself against the
door as it slammed shut behind
Armin. He had a gun, too.

There was a fusillade of shots, for
the two plain-clothesmen were fir-
ing, too. The man who'd just come
in with Armin was down. Garland
had taken a bullet, but he'd knocked
down Walter, and Lome’s foot
caught Walter's gun and kicked it
out of his hand across the room.

Armin’s footsteps could be heard
as he ran down the stairs. Otto was
down, but his body blocked the
closed door, which opened inward
and one of the two detectives was
trying to drag him out of the way.
By the time he reached the stairs,
Armin would be out of the house.

There was only one way of stop-
ping him, and the others hadn’t seen
it, nor was there time to tell them,

I'd stood up the minute the trou-
ble started, and now | ran to the
front window. Armin would go out
the front way, of course, regardless
of the risk of being shot at from up
here, for his car was parked in front
and he'd need it for a getaway.

There wasn’'t any time to raise the
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sash. | doubled my arms over my
head and butted right through the
glass, stepping out onto the porch
roof just as the front door down-
stairs opened.

| didn't even try to gain my bal-
ance on the sloping roof. | just
kept going because the sound of the
door and the footsteps on the porch
told me my timing would be about
right.

And it was. | landed on top of
him, and—fortunately for me—the
momentum of my fall carried us off
the cement walk onto the Ilawn.
Even so, it knocked the wind out of
me.

Lome, with a gun in his hand, was
leaning out the window. He yelled,
“Hank, are you all right?”

I thought I was, but couldn’t make
any more answer than a grunt.

By the time the cavalcade came

still worked. | seemed to be bruised,
but nothing worse.

Lome grabbed the brief case and
bent over Armin. He cried, “You've

killed the guy! His neck’s busted.”
“That’'s great,” | said, and |
meant it.

Lome stood up slowly, hanging
onto the brief case as though it were
part of his arm. He stared at me.

“Hank, what the hell's this all
about?"

“Let's go some place where | can
sit down.” | said. “It'll take a
while, and | can’t stand up that long
right now."

He nodded. “Guess you've been

through plenty. We’ll take you to a
hospital for a nice quiet rest and
then—"

“The hell you will," I told him.
“Tomorrow morning | start work at
the lab. Four days ago you sched-
uled me for a nice quiet rest, and |

downstairs. 1I'd managed to get to couldn't live through another one
my feet and found out that my legs for all the coffee in Brazil!”

THE END.

RECIPE

Soak the bread of anguish
In the wine of bliss:

You will find no eating
Tastier than this.

He who boldly takes the
Acrid with the sweet,

Knows the burning touch of
Wings upon his feet.

DS—6W

Sara Owen.
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Fear so distorted his mind
that he eventually saw murder
as the only way to security.

SON OF



FEAR

“Danny,” Thea's voice said softly,
breathlessly, over the phone. “Meet
me at the corner at eight.”

“Listen,” T cried, “if that old—"

“Please, Danny, meet me at the
corner at eight.”

She hung up before | could an-

swer, but | told the empty office
what | thought of J. Herrington
Coots. Thea was taking his dicta-

tion afternoons, and he always kept
her till six-thirty or seven. And to-
night it was eight. He was confined
to his residence in North State
Street by a heart attack, and it made
him more grouchy than usual. Coots
was publisher of the city’s most ag-

35

by CLIFFORD D. CLEVENGER

gressive newspaper, the Star, and
was always in a knockdown, drag-
out fight with someone.

Right now it was with the Pern-
brook Engineering Co., the place
where | worked. That's why Thea
had to be so careful when calling
me. It would never do to let Coots
know of the connection. Pembrook
Engineering had done some bridge-
construction work for the city, and
Coots claimed we'd grafted a lot of
money. The fight had been going
on for several months now, there
were lawsuits over it already, and
more expected any moment.

I shoved the blueprints and speci-
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fications into my desk. | was too
mad to work any longer. 1'd been
working overtime for a couple of
months now, making every cent |
could, for I needed it badly. And it
simply burned me up that Thea had
to work, too.

I slammed out of the office, curs-
ing Coots, Pembrook, Bradley, the
office manager, and all others who
weren't desperately in need of
money the way | was. The night
elevator man grinned and jeered at
me. “Well, if it ain't Danny Walsh
in one of his lovelier moods.”

I snorted. “The way | feel to-
night, Bill, I'd shoot anyone for
ten bucks in cash. And you can tell
that Simon Legree, Hastings Brad-
ley, that | left at seven-forty. |
know he has you check up on me;
afraid he'll pay me a cent more than
is due. God, if | had his money I
wouldn’t be a miser.”

“That's the way he got it,” the
elevator man chuckled.

I left the Pembrook Building by
the rear door which led to the park-
ing lot. Hastings Bradley was get-
ting a big armload of blueprints
from the back of the company car
he always drove because he was too
much of a tightwad to buy one him-
self. He came toward me, and |
thought, "Here's where I'm stuck.
I'lll have to carry those damned
prints up to the office.”

“Hello, Walsh,” Bradley called,
quite cheerfully for him.

“Can’t | help you with those blue-

prints?” | asked, trying to sound
eager.
“Thanks, but I'll have the elevator

man take them up.” Bradley took
out his cigarette case, offered me
one, held a light. “Thought I'd
never get away from the club to-
night,” he went on after taking a
puff. “Met a couple of politicians,
and you know what they are.” He
looked at his watch. “It's almost

eight now. Well, good night,
Walsh,” and he entered the build-
ing.

| sauntered across the parking lot,
puffing contentedly on Bradley's im-
ported cigarette. “Maybe he's not
such a bad guy after all,” I told my-
self. | put my hand on the front of
his car as | went around it to where
my old jellopy was parked. But I
jerked my hand away quickly for
the car radiator was hot. “Why, the
old skinflint,” 1 said aloud. “Can
you imagine that? Driving four
short blocks to the club just to save
his shoe leather.”

On the way to the near north side
| bought an Evening Star, just to see
what the latest was on the Pembrook
Engineering scandal. Coots was
whooping it up; Pembrook already
had filed a damage suit, and some
of the help around the office were
getting scared for Coots had already
ruined several firms by the violent
attacks he’d made on them in the
Star.

| parked around the corner from
Coots’ house, where | always waited
for Thea, and opened the paper.
Right on the front page were more
photographs of sheets of figures
showing payments on certain phases
of the bridge building we had done
for the city. 1I'd worked on those
specifications myself and could see
that the person who'd prepared these
figures really had inside informa-
tion. And the payments had been
twisted around to make it look
mighty bad for Pembrook Engineer-
ing, although | knew we'd actually
lost money on the contracts.

William Pembrook had been boil-
ing in the office this afternoon, and
this would increase his rage. Brad-
ley had third-degreed everyone to
see if there were a leak of informa-
tion from our office. Bradley was
trying to convince Pembrook that
someone in the city engineering of-
fice had slipped this information tc



SON OF FEAR 87

the Star, but was having tough go-
ing.

| finished reading the article and
looked at my watch. It was twenty
after eight. | jumped out of the
car and hurried around the corner.
I'd tear that place to pieces if | had
to, to get Thea out. | ran up the
stairs. The front door was open, so
I went in without ringing.

I'd taken just three steps when a
heavy hand fell on my shoulder, and
| turned to face a big cop. “Where
you goin\ bud?” he asked.

“What's it to you?” | snapped.

“A tough guy, eh,” he growled
and stepped toward me.

I shoved his hand off my shoulder,
but didn't move. | was too mad.

A door opened from a room ad-
joining the hall and a man appeared
in the doorway. “Clancy, is that the
med—"

“Just a young punk, Captain
Herett,” the copper beside me inter-
rupted.

“Bring him in." H?rett said pleas-
antly.

“Do you go peacefully, or do 1
have to drag you?” Clancy asked in
a hoarse whisper that said he hoped
I'd chose the latter.

I walked into the room, taking a
good look at the man in the door-
way. He was about thirty-five,
square-jawed but pleasant enough
appearing. He was tall, athletic.
You'd take him for an engineer or
maybe a lawyer.

“You came to see Mr. Coots?” he
asked.

“No,” | said. “l came to get
Thea. She was supposed to be
through at eight.”

“His secretary?” he asked.

I nodded.
“You're her
wanted to know.

I nodded again, but suddenly I
became alarmed. Something wasn't
right here. "Say!” | demanded.

boy friend?” he

“1f anything’s happened to her I'll
break someone’s neck.” | looked
around quickly. There was Coots,
sitting at his desk with his head rest-
ing on his arms on the desk top.
I took a step toward him before I
saw the knife hilt sticking out of
his back. | gasped and turned.
“He ... he's—"

“Murdered,” Captain Herett fin-
ished for me.

| leaped toward Herett, grabbed

his coat. “Where's Thea?” | de-
manded. “I got to see her. If—"

“Calm yourself,” Herett said.
“She’s all right. She’s lying down
upstairs. She fainted when she

found the body.”

I took a step toward the door, but
Herett stopped me with a firm grip
on my arm. “Take it easy. She'll be
a lot better off if she doesn't see
you."

| protested, but he only asked,
“What's your name?”

“Walsh.”

“You come here every night to
get your girl?”

“This is the first time | was ever
in the house, but | waited around
the corner till twenty after eight.
Thea was supposed to meet me at
eight. | was gettin’ sick of it. Coots
kept her later and later every night."

The hall door opened, and a guy
with a headquarters’ mug peered in.
“This bird"—pointing at me—"“was
parked around the corner for almost
half an hour, captain. When | seen
him barge in here, | searched his
car. Found he’d been readin’ this
article in the Star about the Pern-
brook Engineering Co., and he had
some of their blueprints hid in his
car.”

“l don’t have any of their blue-
prints in my car,” | retorted, “and
what if | did. | work for them.”

“So you work for Pembrook En-
gineering?" Herett asked.

“Sure.”
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“And your girl worked for
Coots?”
"There’'s no connection!” 1 cried.

“Thea was just working here till—"

The door burst wide open and
William Pembrook strode in. “So
you're the one who's been selling
me out!” Pembrook roared, advanc-
ing on me. "Working nights in the
office on the plea you needed the
money. And all you wanted was a
chance to steal data from the files
so you could sell it to Coots. You'll
pay for this, Walsh. There are laws
in this country to punish cheating
employees.

Hastings Bradley was right be-
hind Pembrook and a couple of more
plain-clothes men followed them in.
“But, Mr. Pembrook,” Bradley pro-
tested mildly, “maybe Walsh is per-
fectly innocent.”

“You heard this detective just say
he found blueprints hidden in
Walsh’s car.” Pembrook pivoted.
"What did you find, man. Let's see
them.” Pembrook grabbed the prof-
fered prints, glanced at them, looked
up. “These are from the city bridge
job, the very prints from which the
data in tonight's Star was taken.”

“It does look bad,” Hastings Brad-
ley said.

“Bad!” Pembrook roared.
plain as hell.”

"But, Mr. Pembrook!” | cried. “I
don't know anything about it. |
never took prints from the office.”

“It's the old story,” Pembrook
roared on. “Walsh sold some in-
formation to Coots and when Coots
refused to pay what Walsh wanted,
Walsh killed him.”

“That's a logical explanation,”
Captain Herett put in, “which is why
we had you brought up here, Mr.
Pembrook. Added to the fact that
Walsh’s girl friend worked here as
Coots’ secretary, it makes a good
case. She, no doubt, acted as inter-
mediary.”

“It's as

“It's a lie!” | cried. “Thea is in-
nocent and so am—"

“He even defends her,” Pembrook
cut in. “Well, that's what happens
when a fellow gets mixed up with a

girl of her type.”

Something burst inside my head,
and suddenly | was flying through
the air at Pembrook. My fist crashed
against his chin, knocking him back
against the wall. | knew it was a
crazy thing to do, and | also knew
| had to get out of there. 1 dou-
bled over and charged through the
detectives like a fullback on a line
plunge.

I was down the hall, out onto the
porch in a split second. | leaped
into the yard of the adjoining house.
It was dark now. | vaulted walls,
hedges, raced through alleys. Fi-
nally, | flipped a truck, rode eight
blocks before 1| jumped off. 1 felt
safe for a few minutes, anyway. |
walked along a dark, residential
street.

Gradually, 1 got my breath back,
and my heart stopped pounding.
The thrill of the chase was over now
and | knew | didn't dare go home.
I couldn’t see Thea either. If it
hadn’t been for her, | would have
left town, but I couldn't go off, leav-
ing her behind. Not like this any-
way. | wasn't sorry I'd hit Pem-
brook for what he'd said about Thea.
I'd do it again under the same cir-
cumstances.

I walked on and on, trying to
think of something clever to do,
but my mind seemed a blank. | felt
tired, beaten, and very old. And
I'd failed Thea again. This was one
time | couldn't run out. | had to
stay and face the music. | had to
prove my innocence some way. But
I'd gotten away to a mighty poor
start and lost my job besides.

I don't know how long it was be-
fore | thought of Hastings Brad-
ley. He hadn’'t wanted to accept
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Pembrook’s hasty judgment of me.
Maybe he still believed me innocent.
At least, he'd know a good lawyer
to help me, and | surely needed help.

I checked the street signs at the
next corner and found | was only a
few blocks from Bradley’'s home.
He lived alone in an old house in
one of the poorer sections of the
city. Rents were a lot cheaper there,
which suited his miserliness.

When you're a hunted man you
go cautiously toward any place
where you might be known. Shad-
ows ahead assume the proportions
of hidden officers of the law, waiting
to ambush you. Noises in the still
night cause you to start, and send
your pulse pounding. Your instincts
are keyed to a high pitch, and you
are ready for anything. You clearly
see things that you would normally
never notice.

All these things | observed as |
approached Bradley’'s home. | found
that | was not frightened, but rather
felt a glow of self-confidence | had
never experienced before. Maybe it
was simply that any definite action
after my momentary hopelessness
gave me this feeling, but | like to
think it more than that. | prefer
to believe that in this trying mo-
ment | really had found myself.

| passed the house on the oppo-
site side of the street first, but could
see no signs of a police guard. Then
I went around to the alley, climbed
the fence, and approached the house
across the ill-kept lawn. | didn't
dare go to the door and knock, for
fear the police might be waiting for
me.

Instead | prowled along the side
of the house until I found an open
window. It was dark inside, so
there was no danger of my being sil-
houetted against a square of light
for any of the neighbors to see.
With my hands on the sill, | pulled
myself up and scrambled inside.

I felt my way across the room,
careful not to make any noise. In
the hall 1 saw a dim glow coming
from a lighted room toward the rear
of the house. | tiptoed toward it
until through the open door | saw
Hastings Bradley standing near the
stove.

At once | felt relieved and called
eagerly, “Mr. Bradley.” | stepped
into the Kkitchen.

He turned toward me quickly, but
did not seem surprised. He'd been
fixing himself a little snack. The
coffeepot was simmering on the gas
stove and ingredients for sand-
wiches were on the cabinet. He held
one hand behind him as he watched
me.

"I came to you for help, Mr.
Bradley,” | explained. “You seemed
to be the only one who believed in
me. | thought you might know a
good lawyer | could get.”

He stared at me a long minute be-
fore asking, “Are you alone?”

I nodded and, as | watched him, 1
suddenly knew that he was afraid.
Not necessarily afraid of me, but
afraid of many things, even life it-
self. Fear was the thing that drove
him, was the cause of his miserliness.
And as the realization struck me, |
wondered why | hadn't noticed it
before and why I, myself, had ever
been afraid of this man. | laughed,
a nervous cackling laugh, as one of
the fears which had hung over me
for so long a time dissolved like a
morning mist before the rising sun.

At my laugh, he jerked his hand
from behind him, and it held a gun.
“I'm going to Kill you, Walsh, for
breaking in here and threatening me.
| asked the police for a bodyguard,
and they laughed at me.”

“You're crazy!” | cried. “I'm not
threatening you. | just want some
help. | never stole any blueprints
from the office or killed Coots.” |
backed toward the stove, keeping my
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hands away from my body, so he
wouldn’t think I was reaching for a
gun. He seemed scared enough to
kill me. And he'd be perfectly justi-
fied in the eyes of the law, for | was
a fugitive from a murder charge. |
glanced around the Kitchen, trying
to see some way of escape. The win-
dows were heavily curtained. No
one from outside could see us. He
could shoot me down and then tell
the police he had done it in self-
defense.

“Why don't you call the police?”
| suggested. Anything to gain time.

“I'll shoot you first and then call
them, Walsh.” He moved a step
nearer, as though afraid he'd miss
me at a longer distance.

I moved back a step, and my fin-
gers touched something hot, which
set a thought rushing into my mind.
I knew this was the coffeepot my
fingers were against and | also knew
| had to act fast if | were to get out
of here alive. | started at Brad-
ley, hoping he couldn't read my
thoughts, for if he did he would Kkill
me instantly.

My only hope was to play upon
his fears, and | talked fast as my
fingers edged around the coffeepot,

hunting for the handle. “I know
Pembrook’s back of this whole
thing,” 1 shot out in a low tone.

“That's why he accused me at once.
Pembrook’s like that. He'd kill a
man who crossed him in a deal.
That's why he killed Coots. I'm go-
ing to see him tonight, tell him ev-
erything | know, Bradley.” And
then at the top of my voice, |
shouted, “Get him, Buck!”

Bradley jumped a foot at my
shout, and | hurled the coffeepot at
him. He tried to dodge the hot
coffee and shoot at the same time.
But the bullet went through the
back window at about the same mo-
ment | dashed through the doorway
into the hall. | headed straight for

the front door, being sure Bradley
would be afraid to follow me out
into the dark.

Outside, | ran two blocks and
hitched onto a truck. | had to get
away from here quickly for | knew
Bradley would call the cops. | heard
a siren after we'd gone hardly a
mile, so | dropped off the truck and
hid in a dark doorway till the squad
car roared by.

Then 1 started walking again, us-
ing dark side streets and alleys. It
would take me about an hour to
reach my destination, but my actions
were purposeful now, and | swung
along with a supreme confidence
which hardly seems justified now in
the light of hindsight. But | was
sure of myself, sure that | could ac-
complish my mission.

With my hat pulled low, | walked
right up the front steps of the
Coots house on North State and
went in. | figured a different cop
would be on duty by this time, and
I was right. “l want to see Captain
Herett at once,” | told the officer at
the door. “It's an urgent message
from Mr. Pembrook.”

“He’s in the back room questioning
Coots’ secretary,” the copper said.

“This concerns her, so I'll go right
back,” 1 said, and hurried down the
hall before he could protest. |
opened the doo-r, stepped inside
quickly, and closed it behind me.

Thea was sitting in a big chair.
She was pale and her eyes were red
from crying, but she looked like an
angel to me. When she saw me, she
was frightened and her lips formed
my name, but she did not speak.

Captain Herett was surprised
when he turned and saw me, but he
tried to hide it. “So you're back,”
he said.

“Danny,” Thea said in breathless
alarm. “You . . . you're different.
What's happened to you?”
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“I'm all right now,"” | said. |
stepped over to her, bent down and
kissed her. Then | straightened up
and spoke to Herett. “All | want is
a chance to tell my story.”

“l can’'t remember ever denying it
to you.” he answered.

But before I could say more, there
were heavy footsteps in the hall and
the door burst open. William Pern-
brook barged in with Bradley right
behind him, and a couple of plain-
clothes men following.

Bradley saw me almost instantly.
“There he is! He'll kill us all'" he
shouted and reached in his pocket.
I knew it was the gun he'd tried to
kill me with an hour ago, and | knew
he’d finish the job this time unless |
moved fast.

| leaped forward, caught his
wrist, as he started to pull the trig-
ger. | twisted the gun from his
hand, held him before me as | backed
toward the wall.

M This is the second time he's tried
it tonight,” | told Captain Herett.
“It's getting to be a bad habit.”

“Shoot him quick!” Bradley cried
in terror. “He broke into my house
tonight and tried to kill me.”

“1 didn’t break into his house," 1
declared, lowering the gun. “I
climbed in through a window that

was open. And he tried to kill me—
/ was unarmed. | simply went there
for help. 1 didn't get any help from

him, but |1 found out he was the one
who murdered Coots.”

“That's impossible!” Pembrook
cried. “Bradley was at the club
when the murder occurred.”

“How did you find out by going to
Bradley’s house that he was the mur-
derer?” Captain Herett asked.

“When | was backing away from
him my hand touched the hot coffee-
pot on the stove,” | explained. “That
was the second time tonight I'd
touched something hot. The first
time was in the parking lot back of
our building. The radiator of the

company car which Bradley always
drove was hot. | thought he'd driven
it from the club merely to save shoe
leather, but, of course, it wouldn't
have heated up in those four short
blocks.”

“But he said he walked from the
club to the office and stopped to
make a phone call,” Captain Herett
said. “That's how he accounted for
about twenty minutes of his time.”

“He had the car parked near the
club,” I declared. “He drove up here
fast, killed Coots, and hurried back.
He could do it easily in twenty min-
utes. And that's why the radiator
was hot.

“He had access to all the office
records,” | hurried on, “and he was a
shark at figures. He fixed up that
data for Coots so it would look bad
for us.”

“But it's incredible.” Pembrook
said. “I ... | can't believe it
Why should Bradley do a thing like
that?”

I looked at Pembrook closely, and
for the first time realized that he
was a man who could never be afraid
of anything, and so would have a
hard time in believing that anyone
else could be as much in fear of
everything as Bradley was. | would
have to explain it and then prove it
practically before Pembrook’s eyes
to convince him.

“Bradley did
afraid,” | said.

it because he was
“When Coots first
started attacking us in the Star,
Bradley remembered Coots had
wrecked other firms by his attacks.
Bradley was afraid Pembrook En-
gineering might be ruined, so he be-
gan playing both sides of the fence.
But Coots didn't want part-time
loyalty. He must have demanded
more than Bradley was willing to
give. Afraid again that he'd lose
what he already had, Bradley killed
Coots as the only way out.
“Bradley found out some way that
. that Thea worked here,” | rushed
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on. “Then he figured he could hang
the thing on me. He knew Pern-
brook would jump to the conclusion
that | was guilty. When | flared
up, socked Pembrook and ran, |
played right into Bradley’'s hands.
He asked for a police guard, left a
window open, and Kkept his gun
handy. He thought there was a
good chance I'd come to him for
help. All through this he'd insisted
on the innocence of anyone from our
office, and had tried to lay the blame
onto city-hall engineers.”

| advanced menacingly on Bradley
to prove my point that he was afraid.
“Isn’'t that the truth?” | cried, rais-
ing my hands as though to throt-

tle him. “I'll choke the truth out of
you!”

Bradley backed to the wall.
“Stop him! Stop him! He'll kill
me!”

“Admit you gave Coots the data
from your office and | will,” Cap-
tain Herett demanded.

| advanced a step nearer Bradley.
His eyes popped, his tongue hung
out. You could see that he already
felt my fingers on his throat.

“Say you stole it,” Herett growled,
right behind me now. But | didn't
turn. |1 moved ever so slowly, but
nearer and nearer to Bradley. After
what he'd done to Thea | could have
choked him gladly.

“You stole the data from your of-
ficel You did it because you were
afraid. You lied about walking from
the club. You drove up here, met
Coots, stuck the knife into his back!”
Herett was lashing out the words.

My fingers were nearing Bradley’'s
throat when he suddenly screamed.
“1 did it! He double-crossed me!
Save me from Walsh. He'll kill
me—" Then Bradley collapsed into
a writhing, screaming figure on the
floor.

The burly detectives carried him
into the hall at Herett's orders.

| turned quickly to Thea and saw
that she had fainted. | bathed her
temples with my handkerchief,
moistened from a glass of water on
the table. 1 rubbed her wrists.

Pembrook watched us, eying me
curiously, but 1 ignored him. Fi-
nally, he spoke. “Why she’s a lovely
little thing, Walsh. 1 admire your
taste.”

Thea opened her eyes, and Herett
said, “Everything’s all right, Mrs.
Walsh.”

“Mrs.?”—from Pembrook.

“They were secretly married sev-

eral months ago, just after the
Coots-Pembrook fight started,”
Herett explained to Pembrook.

“They couldn't very well do other-
wise with Thea working for Coots
and Dan for you on the low salary
he was getting. But they soon found
there was to be a baby. Thea was
determined to work as long as she
could and Dan worked late every
night, so there would be enough
money to properly take care of the
finest baby in the world.”

“l1 ... | told Captain Herett all
about it, Danny,” Thea said. “Is

.is it all right?”

“Everything’s all right,” | replied
with confidence. “I'll get another
job, a good one, and you won't have
to work any more.” | knew now how
to handle Pembrook. Show him you
weren’t afraid and he’d admire you.

“No, you won't)” Pembrook
snapped.

I grinned and shrugged.
stop me?”

“1 will,” Pembrook declared. Sud-
denly he grinned back, shoved out
his hand. “I1'd be an idiot, Walsh, to
let go of a man who can think -when
he’s on the kind of a spot you were
on tonight. I've got just the job for
you, a good one, too.” And he kept
his word as | knew he would.

Well, the baby was a boy, so we
named it William Pembrook Walsh.

"Who'll

THE END.
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SMART GUY

— a guy who thought to him-

self. "What's

by WILLIAM

Dan Haley, of homicide, his coat
collar turned up against the cold
rain, crossed Broadway and moved
up the Seventh Avenue side of
Times Square. His quiet gray eyes
took in the assorted signs on the
brilliantly lighted theater fronts;
he nodded to various people who
knew him along the main stem.

“Hi, lieutenant.” It was a news-
boy at the corner. “How goes it?"

“Hello, Tommy.” Haley flipped
the kid a dime and smiled. He said,
“Get yourself a hamburger.”

The kid grinned.

A theater doorman waved a greet-
ing; a driver called from behind the
wheel of a parked cab, “What do
you know, Haley?” and Dan Haley
answered, “Not much, Joe. How'’s
it goin’?”

Dan kept moving through the
rain. He was tall and keen-looking,

in a name?"

G. BOGART

and he wore a somber-colored trench
coat and a turned-down snap-brim
hat. There was an alertness about
him that you sensed particularly
when you noticed his eyes. He was
Lieutenant Haley, and he had a repu-
tation up and down Broadway as a
copper who didn't fool around. He
was tough. Crooks shivered in their
shoes when Dan Haley was on the
prowl.

But he was just walking tonight.
You could tell that from his atti-
tude. He was off duty. But you
couldn’t keep a guy like Dan Haley
away from Broadway, even on a
rainy night—

It was getting late when he
turned into the side street near
Columbus Circle. There was the
darkened marquee of a newsreel
theater ahead. Lucius Hamilton,
the theater manager, had probably
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just closed up. But Haley guessed
he was in time to join his friend for
a cup of coffee at the White Coffee
Pot, back on Seventh Avenue.
Haley often stopped, by to have a
cup of coffee with Lou—

He tried the glass doors just be-
hind the change booth, found them
locked, and knocked on the glass.
He waited, but there was no an-
swer. Lou generally checked up on
the day’s receipts in his tiny office
upstairs. But Haley apparently was
too late. His friend had already
gone.

The detective shrugged, turned
away, and started back up the street.
Just then, his sharp ears caught the
faint, hurried padding of feet in the
alleyway that adjoined the theater.
Haley drew up short, peered down
the black passageway. He listened.

Instantly the hurrying steps
jerked to a halt. Someone down
there in the darkness was watching
Haley. The person must have been
in the alley, recognized the well-
known detective, and tried to duck
out of sight. Why?

Dan Haley turned into the alley-
way, and instantly the footsteps
started moving again. Someone was
running back into the alley, away
from Haley!

Haley cried, “Hey!” and followed.

He pulled out a flashlight as he
ran, shot the white beam ahead into
the wet night. A figure in dark
clothes scurried along a building
wall, deep in the alley. The next
instant the racing form appeared to
be swallowed up by the wall itself.

His jaw setting grimly, Haley
leaped ahead. There was a high
wooden fence behind the theater
building, and a swinging doorway
that led through the fence. Haley
spun through into the courtyard that
was beyond.

Someone was moving stealthily—

The prowler spun. The light was
smashed from Haley's hand. It

crashed at his feet and went out.
Darkness swooped down again. But
not before Dan Haley had glimpsed
a shadowy form, had seized a thin,
slippery pair of shoulders that had
almost ducked past him. He hurled
the unknown marauder back.

But a knee, driven with furious
speed, caught Haley in the stomach.
His hands were knocked loose from
the fugitive's coat collar. Panting
madly, Haley’'s captive tried again
to slip through the protective dark-
ness in a desperate attempt to reach
the alleyway. The fellow was like
a trapped fox—agile, dodging, mov-
ing with frantic speed. He was also
tough as barbed wire.

A fist cracked the detective’s jaw.
At the same time a heel ground into
his instep.

Dan Haley grimaced and swung
into blurred speed. He drove his
assailant up against the board fence
and it rattled as though there had
been an explosion nearby. There
was a gasp of pain. The man fell—

Dan Haley swooped down, ready
to seize the man. There was some-
thing funny here. Why was the
fellow so desperate to escape—

Something sliced the air close to
Haley’s grim face. A knife!

Haley managed to twist, avoid the
deathly drive of the knife blade by
a scant half inch. In the darkness
he kept in a weaving crouch, then
dived for his attacker’'s legs. His
hands smacked the board wall. The
man was gone!

And then there was only the bang-
ing of the board gate through which
the man had escaped. Picking him-
self up swiftly, Dan Haley followed.
In the alleyway he drew up short,
because already the sounds of pad-
ding feet had faded beneath the
dismal patter of the rain.

Haley reached the side street,
squinted his sharp eyes against the
evasive shadows cast by occasional
street lamps. In the areas between
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Abruptly the prisoner paused in his writing.

Terror and

guilt were mirrored in his dark eyes as he stared at Haley.

patches of pale, saffron glow there
was only vague darkness. But
Haley watched down the block to
see if any moving figure appeared
for an instant in front of one of the
street lamps.

He saw no one. He turned back
toward Seventh  Avenue. His
guarry must have headed that way.
Haley had just reached the corner
when he heard the mournful whine
of a police siren, saw the red glow
of a police car headlight. The car
swung into the side street he had
just left. Haley swung back. He
returned to find out what was go-
ing on.

And he returned to find his friend,
Lou Hamilton, the theater manager,
dead!

It was a half-hour later. One of
the squad men was saying, “And so
that's the way we found him, Haley.
Dead, with a knife wound in his
back. But before he died, Mr. Ham-
ilton must have managed to reach
the phone and call headquarters. He
must have died while making the
call, because they heard the phone
crash and then he didn't say any
more.” The headquarters man in-
dicated the’ blood-smeared, still fig-
ure on the floor of the tiny office.
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Dan Haley's grim gray eyes flick-
ered as he looked down at his
friend. Lou Hamilton had been a
pretty swell sort of guy. He had
made fifty dollars a week here at
the theater and he had a wife and
two small kids—

Haley’s eyes roved the office. The
safe was open. There was a metal
cash box on the desk, also open.
But all that it contained now was
some loose change. Easy to see
what had happened. Lou had been
stabbed while going over the day’s
receipts, prior to locking the money
in the safe until morning. Someone
must have hidden in the theater at
closing time, waited until the pro-
jection-booth  operator and any
other employees had gone home,
then slipped upstairs and caught the
manager unawares.

Haley looked at one of the head-
guarters men and asked, "What time
did that phone call come through?”

He was told the exact time, and
suddenly he realized that his friend
must have been dying even as Haley
had tried the front doors of the
theater. Haley must have come
down the dark side street an instant
after the killer had escaped through
those very doors—a simple matter,
since fire laws required that all
doors carry a bar arrangement that
could be worked at all times from
the inside.

Haley thought of the prowler in
the alley, and knew that he must
have been the killer. The man had
ducked in there when he had spotted
Haley coming down the street to-
ward the theater!

Haley said, “Check for prints.”
He looked at a lab man who had been
sent up from headquarters. “You
won't find the knife, because the
Killer still has it with him. He tried
to use it on me.”

Everyone looked at Dan Haley
curiously. But he did not explain.
Instead, he swung on his heel and

hurried out. He headed back to-
ward Seventh Avenue, and his eyes
were bleak and hard beneath the
turned-down brim of his hat. The
rain kept coming down. As Dan
Haley saw each passer-by, he eyed
him closely, taking in his stature
and appearance. On the avenue, he
glanced in cigar-store windows and
in drugstores and bars. He stopped
at cab stands and questioned driv-
ers. All up and down the avenue,
he questioned storekeepers and peo-
ple he knew. He moved slowly down
the street, feeling somehow that the
killer was still in the neighborhood.

Because that fellow in the alley
had recognized him. Otherwise, why
had he ducked? And if Dan Haley
knew the way of criminals, the fel-
low would stick around the neigh-
borhood to see what Dan Haley
knew. He would want to know what
moves the police planned.

Haley swung back up the avenue,
was just passing a lunchroom near
the corner of the theater side street,
when he slowed, peering through
the rain-smeared window. Inside
the white-tiled hamburger joint two
men sat at the counter. One man
was hunched over a cup of coffee,
his collar still up, his hat dripping
raindrops—

Dan Haley stepped inside, quietly.

The man who was sipping coffee
glanced up. His sharp eyes slid
swiftly over Dan Haley's tall, lean
figure. Then he returned to his
coffee-drinking. Haley’s sharp eyes
ran over the fellow’s figure. There
was a trace of mud on the man’s
coat, on his wet, sloppy-looking hat.
His shoes were wet and there was
mud ground into the heels.

Haley’'s gaze dropped to his own
shoes. The brownish mud on his
own brogans matched that of the
stranger’s shoes. The detective
stepped forward.

“You!” he said firmly.

The man looked up. He had r.ar-
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row dark eyes and a red welt across
one side of his thin face.
“You speak to me?” the man asked

flatly.

“Yeah,” Haley said.

“Well?”

Haley moved his head. “Come
along.”

“What the hell is this?”

Haley moved imperceptibly. His
hand dragged the man off the coun-
ter stool. The wiry fellow practi-
cally swung in the air before he
was slapped down on his feet. Then
Haley had him by the upper part of
one arm. The fellow winced with
pain as steel-hard fingers cut into
the muscles of his arm.

“Don’t give me that stuff,” Haley
said, and led him out.

Outside, he got a tricky hold on
the dark-faced man’s right arm and
led him down the street.

“What's the gag, Haley?” the man

whimpered.

“So you do know me!” Haley
snapped.

“Sure. Who doesn't?” The man’s
voice was a whine. “But listen,

copper, you ain't got a thing on
me—"

“We'll see,” said Haley, and he
prodded the man along toward the
theater. He said nothing further.

There was a uniformed cop at the
door of the theater when they got
back. He let them in. Dan Haley
took his captive directly to the up-
stairs office, shoved him into the
room ahead of him. A fingerprint
man and a photographer were work-
ing hurriedly. The dead man still
lay on the floor.

“l think this guy is the one,”
Haley said quietly.
Everyone looked up sharply.

Haley frisked his captive. He found
some small change, some keys—but
no large sum of money, no knife.

His captive stared in shocked
amazement at the still figure on the
floor.

“Gosh!” he said. “And | was only
talking to him a little while ago!"

Dan Haley’s cold eyes flickered.
“Then you admit you knew him?”

“Sure, | knew him. | was up here
visiting with him for a few min-
utes after the show closed.”

“You know him very long?” Haley
asked.

“Quite some time.”

Haley said, “And he was alive
when you left here tonight?”

“Naturally!” The man’s dark eyes
flashed. “What the hell you trying
to pull, Haley?”

Haley said flatly, “Of course

you've ditched the money and the
knife. You did that right away, be-
cause you were afraid you might be
caught with them. You figured you
could pick them up later, and you
hung around, waiting to see what
the police were going to do.”

“That's a lie!”

Haley moved forward, clutched
the man by the collar, practically
flung him into the chair by the of-
fice desk. The detective picked up
a sheet of paper and a pen, pushed
them in front of the suspect and
ordered, “All right. | want a state-
ment as to just what time you talked
to him, what you said, what time you
left.” There was something expec-
tant about Dan Haley’'s manner, and
everyone watched tensely.

The captive shrugged, picked up
the pen. “Sure,” he said easily.
“I'm not afraid to tell what | did.
Because | didn’t kill him.”

Haley nodded toward the sheet of
paper. The man started writing.
There was only taut, strained si-
lence and the slight scratching of
the pen as everyone waited.

Abruptly, Dan's prisoner paused
in his writing, and frowned a lit-
tle, and sat staring at the piece of
paper.

Instantly Dan Haley was bending
over him. “Go on! Put it down!”
His eyes blazed with a strange light.
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“You can’'t, can you?
don’t know it!”

Terror and guilt were swiftly mir-
rored in the man’'s dark eyes. He
stared at Dan Haley.

Haley whipped the sheet of paper
from the desk, showed it to the
others. His eyes were ice-gray now.
“There’s one detail this man has
avoided in everything he’s said here.
Something that proves he's lying
like hell!” He pointed to the cap-
tive. “He said he knew this dead
man for some time, that he was in
the habit of frequently dropping up
here to the office. But tonight was
the first time. He planned the whole
crime in a hurry. But he forgot
one important thing!”

“You mean—" someone started.

Haley rapped, “He forgot to learn
Lou Hamilton’s name!”

Haley indicated the paper again.
"That's why he was stuck just now
when—"

Because you

But Dan Haley saw the sudden
movement as the dark-eyed man
started to dive toward the doorway
and the adjoining balcony. Haley’s
fist lashed out, caught the man on
the jaw. It was a blow that carried
the detective’s hard, full weight be-
hind it.

The man’s head snapped as though
it were jerked by a wire. Hd
swayed, pitched sidewise, landed in
a crumpled heap on the office floor.
He did not move again.

A cop whistled. “Whew!” he

said. “It's a damned good thing the
medical examiner's due here any
minute. Otherwise, maybe we'll

have another corpse!”

Dan Haley rubbed the knuckles of
his right hand. His fingers touched
a ring on that hand. His gaze went
to the red welt across the left side
of the Kkiller's still face. He said,
“The first time | hit him, out back

Someone vyelled, *“Look out, in the dark, I must have slipped in
Haley!” the mud.”
THE END.

Sara was glamorous and young and gay, and she loved a good
gag; she liked men who were endowed with “worldly goods”; she
liked the good things in life, and she saw no reason not to take

what came her way, no questions asked.

But when her latest ad-

mirer arrived in a wardrobe trunk, in full dress, Sara found that
her sense of humor had deserted her.

Jf you like a dash of humor in your detective stories, you're go-
ing to enjoy this latest story by Henry Norton, “Corpse About

Town.”

In August Issue of Detective Story Magazine.
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STICK-UP

fey JULIUS LONG

The story of a man who
fust couldn't lose his luck!

Beckel watched the little man
carry his double handful of chips to
the cashier’'s window. The man de-
posited the chips and began to go
through his pockets. He produced
more chips, mostly blue in color.
The cashier counted the chips as
they kept coming, and when the last
one had been laid down he said,
"That's fifty-four hundred dollars.
Of course, you want a check.”

The man shook his head. "No.
I'll take the cash.”

Beckel had to admit the man was
not so dumb as he looked. At least
he knew about Jake Fallon’s checks.

Jake Fallon stood across the room
watching the little man, and when
the cashier looked his way he
nodded. The cashier asked, “How

DS—7W

do you want it?” as if paying out
fifty-four hundred were not at all
unusual at the Lucky Dollar Club.

“Hundred-dollar bills will be all
right.”

That was perfectly satisfactory to
Beckel, too. He watched the cashier
count out fifty-four hundred-dollar
bills. The little man accepted them
without checking the count and with
difficulty stuffed them into his right-
hand trousers pocket. He jumped
slightly when he discovered Jake
Fallon at his side.

Fallon chuckled as if he were the
happiest man in the world.

“Well, doc, | see you took the
house tonight. You may think I'm
kidding when 1 say it, but I'm glad
to see you have some luck. You've
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been a good customer here, and you
deserve it. Just spread it around
where you got it, that's all 1 ask!”

The short man mumbled some-
thing and moved toward the door.
Beckel watched Jake Fallon and en-
joyed heartily a silent laugh. In-
wardly, Fallon must be enduring
racking pains. For a month he had
watched this man lose an average of
almost two hundred dollars a night
and tonight, in less than thirty min-
utes, he had got it all back.

It just went to show. Even with
house dice as crooked as Fallon’s,
the sucker had a long, long chance.
Of course, it was out of the question
to suspect the man of palming his

own dice. He was Dr. Evans, one
of the city’'s most respectable
dentists. Just to play safe, how-

ever, Ernie Berman, the stickman,
had changed the dice three times in
the thirty minutes of play.

Beckel waited two full minutes
before following Evans from the
room. As he did so, a heavily built
man with a deep scar running across
the left side of his face sidled up
and said through lips that did not
move, “Watch your step, Beckel.”

Beckel pretended that he did not
hear and went on. Outside, he trem-
bled a little. The man with the scar
was Ernie Berman, the stickman
who had failed to stop Evans’ win-
ning streak. Translated, Berman’s
warning said, “Lay off Evans if you
want to keep your teeth!”

Ordinarily, Beckel would never
have considered running counter to
Ernie Berman. Berman was tough.
But he couldn’t follow Beckel into
the army, and at five thirty in the
morning, a matter of three hours,
that was where Beckel would be.
He was no chump, and he was not
going into the army broke. With
Evans' fifty-four hundred and his
own dice, he would make more
dough in the service than a general.

He drove his car from the parking

lot, which was generously supplied
free of charge to customers of the
Lucky Dollar Club. His car was
an expensive one, but the tires were
smooth and a man from the finance
company had been on the lookout for
it for several days. Well, after five
thirty the finance company could
have it. In the meantime, Beckel
needed it.

He sped across town, confident
that he would reach Vernon Heights
before Evans. Evans’ home was one
of the finest in Vernon Heights and
on one of its most spacious lots.
Beckel had cased it thoroughly, for
he had naturally been interested in
a man who could drop an average of
almost two hundred dollars a night
for a solid month. He had never
expected a break like this, but he
had had a hunch that Evans would
bring him good luck.

The left-hand door of Evans’ two-
car garage was still open as Beckel
drove by. Beckel parked beyond a
bend in the boulevard and walked
back. The right-hand half was oc-
cupied by a green sedan which be-
longed to Mrs. Evans. Beckel took
a position behind it

It was going to be ridiculously
easy. A little man like Evans would
give him no trouble at all. Evans
would not have a gun, for the State
law restricting the ownership of
firearms was very strict. Of course,
if you were in the stick-up racket
like Beckel, you didn't worry any
more about the firearms law than
you did about missing church on
Sunday. But law-abiding citizens
like Evans, who paid their taxes,
were afraid to own guns. It was all
pretty soft.

Headlights turned into the garage
drive, and Evans’ car filled the left
side. Beckel waited until Evans
had snapped off his lights, then he
got out his cheap Spanish .32 and
went around back of Evans' car.
There was little space between the
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Orange tlame blinded him and some-
thing struck him, knocking him flat
on his back on the drive. He could
only lie there with increasing in-
dignation. Evans had carried a gunl
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car and the garage wall, and when
Evans climbed out, he was in a
cramped position with his back to
Beckel.

“This is a stick-up,” said Beckel.
“Get your hands up and stand still.”

Evans lifted his hands and did not
try to turn around. Beckel moved
forward, training the automatic on
the small of Evans’ back. When he
was close enough, he transferred the
.32 to his left hand and thrust his
right hand into Evans’ pocket. The
fifty-four hundred-dollar bills made
such a huge roll that he tore the
pocket getting them out.

“0. K., doc, just take it easy and
don’t try nothin’.”

He stepped backward out of the
garage. He was so certain that
Evans would make no trouble that
he became a little careless. He
looked over his shoulder as he
neared the doorway, considering the
danger of intervention by a chance
passer-by far greater than any pos-
sible danger from Evans. When he
turned back to Evans, it was too late.

Orange flame blinded him, and
something sharp as an ax struck him
in the chest, knocking him back-
ward out of the garage and flat on
his back on the concrete drive. All
the wind was knocked out of him,
and he could not breathe any air into
his lungs. He could only lie there
with rapidly increasing indignation.
Evans had carried a gun! Why,
Evans had no respect for the law!
Why, it was—

Evans, as a dentist, had had suffi-
cient training to enable him to
ascertain that the man was dead.
He stood over him, his automatic
pistol still in his hand. The pistol
felt very strange, though Evans had
been carrying it for a month, ever
since he had started patronizing the
Lucky Dollar Club.

It had occurred to him that some-
thing like this might happen, in
which event a gun would come in

handy. Now that it had actually
happened and his gun had come in
handy, he wished that he had never
taken it out of the house. He stared
at the dead man at his feet and told
himself that he would have been
better off if the man were still alive
and getting away with his fifty-four
hundred dollars.

Evans appreciated the seriousness
of the offense of owning a glm.
Carrying it concealed on his per-
son was even worse. He had acquired
the gun several summers ago while
vacationing. When his vacation had
ended and he had returned home he
had kept the gun.

Now he had used the gun in a
homicide that was justifiable. The
police would certainly not hold him
for the stick-up man’s death. In the
State in which he had purchased the
gun he probably would be considered
a hero, even publicized as a pro-
tector of the American home. But
in this, his home State, his act in-
volved awkward complications.

Here, he might even be arrested
for possessing the gun which he had
used in self-defense. In fact, such
an event was probable. Evans re-
called the story told him by the
cabinetmaker who had built the
bookshelves in his den. The cabinet-
maker had purchased some old fur-
niture at an auction, hoping to sal-
vage the lumber. In a table drawer
he had found an old rusty pistol
incapable of function.

The cabinetmaker had promptly
taken the pistol to the police station.
He had been arrested at once and
subsequently fined. Evans realized
that his position in society was more
enviable than that of the cabinet-
maker. In the light of the circum-
stances. the police could not very
well crucify him for encroaching on
their prerogative of possessing fire-
arms.

There was one thing in his favor,
however. The police would be em-
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barrassed by the discovery that the
dead man had attempted to rob him
of his winnings at the Lucky Dollar
Club. Of course, a place like the
Lucky Dollar Club could not oper-
ate without police protection. The
situation would present such an
awkward problem to the department
that the detail of the unlawfully
possessed firearm would no doubt be
forgotten.

Yet Evans did not walk into the
house and summon the police. In
the house and asleep, unless the shot
had awakened her, was Norma, his
wife. She would never understand
about the fifty-four hundred dollars.
It would be hard to explain to her
why he had spent every night for
the last month at the Lucky Dollar.

Until a month ago he had always
confided in Norma about even the
most infinitesimal problems of his
life. They had been married ten
years, and he had felt that their
minds and hearts were as one. Then
Norma’s mother had died and left
her four thousand dollars.

“I've had my eye on a farm,” Evans
had told her. “Let's take your four
thousand, and the six we've saved
and buy it. The price is twenty
thousand, but it will be easy to pay
a loan company out of the profits.”

Norma had been cold to the sug-
gestion.

“Please don't ask me for the
money, Larry. Something might
happen to you. I'd like to keep
mother’s money just in case.”

Evans had suffered a horrible dis-
illusionment. For ten years he had
struggled to pay for his professional
equipment, this home, and had even
been able to put by something be-
sides. That money, as well as his
property, he had always considered
Norma’s as well as his own.

But now it was apparent that
Norma looked at things differently.
She regarded her own welfare apart
from their mutual security. She

was looking ahead. Something
might happen to him. She would be
left alone. Disillusioned, Evans,
too, felt alone. He had derived per-
verse pleasure in squandering the
savings which he now regarded as
his own, exactly as Norma con-
sidered her mother's money her
own. He had plunged tonight, de-
termined to throw away the last
dollar. But a miracle had happened,
and he had got even.

And he didn't want Norma to
know what had happened to him in
the last month. Of course, he could
keep his mouth shut about the fifty-
four hundred dollars. But if he told
the police that he had killed a man
to protect small change, he would
not appear in the same light as if
he had protected the larger sum.
Besides, the police would find out
anyway.

Evans walked back to the door of
his car, reached into the glove com-
partment and procured a flashlight.
He dared not use the garage lights.
He played the flashlight upon the
dead man. The front of the man’s
shirt was bloody, and there was some
blood on his coat, but none had got
to the garage floor or the drive.

Evans carefully dragged the man
to the rear door of his car, opened
it and lifted the body inside to the
floor. He closed the door, went back
and picked up the pistol which the
man had dropped. At first glance he
thought it was identical to his own,
but then he saw the safety was in a
different place and recognized it as
a Spanish imitation. He dropped
the gun into his left pocket.

He played the light upon the ga-
rage floor and quickly found the glis-
tening brass cartridge case that had
been ejected from his own auto-
matic. He dropped the case also
into his left pocket. Then he got
into his car and backed quietly from
the drive.
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Lolling low in the seat of Beckel's
car, Ernie Berman waited for Beckel
and fifty-four hundred dollars.
After Beckel had left the Lucky
Dollar Club, Berman had gone into
a huddle with Jake Fallon.

“Beckel tailed Evans.”

Fallon was incredulous. “Are you
sure? | thought he knew better
than to bother my customers.”

“I'm sure. Things are different
with Beckel now. In the morning
he goes into the army.”

“The devil! He's
clammed up about it.”

“It's a cinch he was figuring on
pulling something. Evans will be
a soft touch. | figure he’ll beat
Evans home and take him there.”

Fallon reflected. “Well, if Beck-
el’s going to take him anyway—"

That was all Ernie needed to
know. He had already told one of
the boys to stand by. After a fast
ride to Vernon Heights he spotted
Beckel's car, dismissed his own
driver. For minutes he had waited,
hidden in the back seat. He sat up
straight when he heard the shot.

He swore. It would be just like
Beckel to muff a soft touch like this.
So he had to shoot Evans! Well,
Ernie wanted no part of a murder.
Fifty-four hundred was a lot of
jack, but not enough, especially
when he had to split it with Fallon.
He quickly got out of the sedan.
He crouched behind a hedge, sure
that Beckel would come running. If
Beckel saw him in the neighborhood
he might get ideas about framing
him for the job.

But Beckel did not come running.
After a few breathless minutes,
Ernie got the shock of his life.
Evans’ car was backing out of his
drive, and Evans himself was at the
wheel!

Ernie ducked low as the car
headed out through Vernon Heights
and toward the city limits. When
it was a block away, Ernie straight-

certainly

ened. It was staggering to realize
that it was Beckel who had beer,

shot. Beckel’s body was in the car,
of course. Evans was scared, trying
to dispose of the body. Ernie

wanted no part of murder for fifty-
four hundred dollars, but now he
saw even greater possibilities. He
got into Beckel's car and started
following, keeping well behind so
that Evans would not notice his
lights.

Evans drove slowly and made sev-
eral turns. At first Ernie thought
he was aware that he was being
tailed, but at last he realized that
Evans was headed for Willow Run.
That suited him fine. Willow Run
was an isolated place at this time of
night. Ernie would have no trouble
at all.

He parked a hundred yards behind
the place selected by Evans and ap-
proached stealthily. By the time
he arrived Evans already had Beck-
el’'s body out of his car and halfway
to the bank of Willow Run. Ernie
went in cautiously through the
weeds, revolver drawn.

“Well, well, doc, fancy meeting
you here!”

Ernie laughed at the way Evans
let go of Beckel and straightened
up. He moved forward.

“Keep your hands up, doc. You
can't be as tricky with me as you
were with Beckel, so don't try it.”

He ordered Evans to turn around,
and Evans complied. He extracted
two guns from Evans pockets.
From another pocket he took some
small bills.

“Well,
hundred?”

“Find it yourself!”

Ernie slapped the back of Evans’
neck with the butt of his revolver.
Evans pitched forward onto his
hands and knees. Ernie turned
away, sure that the fifty-four hun-
dred hadn’t been left on Beckel. But
he went through the corpse’s pock-

where’'s your fifty-four
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els anyway. He whistled when he
found the roll of bills.

“You crazy jerk! So you were go-
ing to toss the stiff into the run with
the roll still on him!” Ernie said,
laughing aloud.

Evans said nothing. From his
position on all fours he flung him-
self at Ernie’s legs. Ernie went
over backward, but sprang up
quickly and brought his revolver
down on Evans’ head. Evans
dropped onto his face and Ernie
stepped back with a grunt of satis-
faction. Then he screamed. Some-
thing or someone had sprung from
the weeds and was tearing his flesh
into shreds.

Norma Evans had not slept. This
was no new experience for her; it
was practically the thirtieth night of
wretched writhing in her bed, of
agonized waiting for the sound of
Larry’'s car in the drive. Every
night it had been the same; where
he had been, why he had stayed out
so late were points he had never
bothered to explain.

In the morning he would bolt his
breakfast, seeming not to notice her,
flee in preoccupied haste to his
office. Of course, there was some-
thing radically wrong. It was not
like Larry Evans to be so coldly in-
considerate. It hurt that he should
fail to take her into his confidence.

Her own guilty conscience forbade

her to openly accuse him. She her-
self had guarded a secret. For-
tunately, Larry never had been in-
quisitive about her family; there
had never been any occasion to tell
him about her father. He knew
simply that her father had died dur-
ing her childhood, that her mother
had operated a small business and
sent her through college. What he
had never known was that her father
had been thrice a bankrupt, finally
a suicide.

A thousand times she had resolved
to tell Larry about the Kkindly,
dreamy-eyed man who had brought
home those fabulously expensive
dolls that he so pitiably could not
afford to buy. After all, he had not
been a father to be ashamed of, no
matter how foolish his business ven-
tures had been. Her heart always
glowed with pride at the very
thought of him, even though he had
left her mother to carry on alone.

Her mother’s struggle had been a
tremendous one. It had left an in-
delible mark on her viewpoint. Only
a little more than a month ago, her
mother had said: “The few thou-
sand dollars that I'll leave you are
to be yours—yours alone. Perhaps
they’ll give you a measure of the
security that | never had. Promise
me you’ll never permit them to pass
from your own hands!”

Norma Evans had promised. That
was why she had denied the inherit-
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ance to Larry, even though she had
wanted him to have it. She wished
she could have been able to explain
to him and realized that her refusal
had hurt him deeply. For a while
she had thought that it was this re-
fusal which had caused the change
in him. But, with the passage of
days, she had dismissed the idea.

It was something deeper, some-
thing infinitely more serious that
was troubling Larry. The way he
stayed out till three o’clock every
night, his worn, harried look indi-
cated that something very serious
was wrong. If only he would con-
fide in her and tell her what the trou-
ble was!

She lay back with comparative re-
lief when she heard the sound of the
car coming into the drive. The quiet
pur of the motor ceased and she
knew that presently the overhead
door would rumble down. Then
Larry would come noiselessly into
the house and—

The shot brought her upright in
bed. Cold fear gripped her body.
She slipped from bed and ran to the
window from which the garage and
drive were visible. The moonlight
was faint, but at once she saw the
outline of the man sprawled out on
the drive. Larry!

No, it wasn't Larry! It was
Larry who came and stood over the
fallen man. As Larry stooped over
she saw the automatic pistol in his
hand. In cold terror she watched as
Larry straightened, stood there as
if thinking. Who was this man
whom Larry had shot?

Instantly, she felt that this was
the crisis of the thing that had trou-
bled Larry for the past month.
Whoever the man was, he was the
cause of Larry’s anxiety, and now
Larry had in desperation shot him.
Of course, this had been a mistake,
but the murder was done, and it
must not be discovered. Eager to

help in its concealment, she flung a
negligee about her and kicked on
some mules. When next she looked
out the window Larry was dragging
the dead man into the garage.

She raced down the stairs. Larry
was backing out of the garage as she
reached the side door. In despera-
tion she watched him reach the
street, drive away. Then she grabbed
up the keys to her own car and ran
out to the garage. The heavy door
had always given her trouble, but it
was amazing how easily she lifted it.
In a matter of seconds she was back-
ing her car into the street. She had
thought Larry would have a long
head start, but the lights moving
ahead were only half a block away.

She drove without lights. She
felt only that Larry must not know
of her presence. He had chosen to
keep his troubles a secret; she would
not let him know that she had dis-
covered his dread secret of the dead
man in the garage. Unless she could
help— If only she could help!

The car ahead turned many times,
finally into a road that wound beside
Willow Run. The car stopped.
Norma Evans brought her own car
to a halt, pulling deep into the weeds
at the side of the road, causing the
willow branches to brush the top of
her car. From her concealment she
saw the man leave the car ahead.
Her spine chilled. The man was not
Larry.

The man began to move stealth-
fully away. Her teeth chattering
with terror, Norma Evans left her
car and followed. She could not un-
derstand what had happened. She
could understand only the fact that
Larry was in trouble, that he needed
her.

Larry was not in the car ahead;
it was not Larry’s car. Blindly in
the darkness, Norma Evans moved
on. Twice she lost a slipper, re-
trieved it. Then she suppressed a
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cry as she spied the familiar out-
line of Larry’s own car at the side
of the road. She hastened toward it.

There was a sound of scuffling in
the weeds between the road and the
bank of Willow Run. Her eyes
were more accustomed to the dark-
ness beneath the willow trees now,
and she could see the two men fight-
ing. Plainly one man was having
the better of it. The man was not

Larry. He was using a pistol as a
club on the fallen man’s head.
Larry!

Norma Evans flung herself on the
man with the pistol and tore at a
face which was already deeply
scarred.

Evans opened his eyes. His head
was splitting. That woman’s scream
was deafening. He got to his knees.
His eyes widened at the spectacle he
beheld. Norma was fighting a los-
ing battle with Ernie Berman. Ber-
man tore himself loose from her
clawing fingernails. He swung hard

with his pistol and sent Norma reel-
ing backward. Berman stared stu-
pidly at her fallen figure, breathed
heavily.

Something glistened at Evans’
knees. One of the automatics had
fallen from Berman’'s pockets.
Evans seized the automatic, lifted it
and fired point-blank at Berman’s
middle.

The two cars were close together
as they moved away. Behind them
remained a third car. Nearby lay
two corpses, one as it had fallen. Its
pocket had been picked of fifty-four
hundred dollars, and the fingers of
one hand were affixed to an auto-
matic pistol, the serial number of
which had never been registered. In
the hand of the other corpse lay a
cheap imitation of that excellent
pistol. The investigating officers
could find empty cartridge cases
from each weapon if they troubled
to investigate so obvious a crime.

THE END.

“The Hearse Was Late," by Philip Ketchum!
And it's a mighty good one, too.

in our next issue.

hearsed until it was letter perfect.

The complete novel
A murder re-
Only when the police were

tipped off, they shook their heads. People just didn’'t rehearse mur-

ders.

But when the murder occurred, exactly as had been previ-

ously reported to them, they weren't so sure.

The yarn is chock-full of excitement and suspense, as any good
detective yarn should be, and we promise you that the solution is

one that you will never guess.



MURDER
COMES
T0 TEA

by RALPH BERARD

Three men and a women were
seated at the table when Death
stalked in end invited one guest
to drink his poison brew!

So it was murder. A man wasn't
supposed to understand women and
I should let Muriel Logan take the
rap for a Killing she hadn't done
and that | knew she hadn't done be-
cause—well, just because | knew she
hadn’t.

I got up from the breakfast table
resolutely, laid down the paper and
did not tell Julia what | was think-
ing. Instead, | said calmly, “I'm
going down to headquarters, dear.”

Julia shrugged as she started
clearing the table. Our two boys,
Robert, eight, and Ted, six, had al-
ready started for school. “You'll
just get yourself into a mess,” Julia
said.

| started downtown, nevertheless.
I was going there because | believed
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I knew Muriel Logan better than
anyone else did. Muriel and | had
been brought up in the same town;
even gone to the same kindergarten.

And for two years before | met
Julia, Muriel and | had gone to-
gether quite regularly. | was posi-

tive she was not a girl who would
poison her husband, as the morning
paper had just told us, and | felt
it my duty to prove it wasn't so.

Captain of Detectives Joe French
seemed amused when | told him my
reason for coming and it made me
sore. | had never met the captain
before. My limited knowledge of
crime came from a deep study of
applied psychology and practical
physiology, and | suppose the way
| talked didn't make much sense to
him at first.

“So, you know all about women?”
he said, smiling, in answer to my in-
troduction.

| hadn't meant it to sound the way
it did, but | said, “I know more
about Muriel Logan than anybody
else, more about her than her own
husband ever could, more than |
know even about my own wife—"

“Oh?” The captain broke in, and
| detected plenty of insinuation in
the way he said that word.

I made things worse by attempt-
ing to be serious and impressive.
“There was something between
Muriel and myself, captain, which
I'm sure you wouldn't understand.
| suppose you laugh at the idea of
a brother-and-sister relationship be-
ing possible between a man and
woman. Well, so do I. But there
can exist a relationship of— It isn't
possible to put it into words. It's a
sort of understanding, a mental con-
dition that can't exist between two
men, or between two women.”

French kept nodding his head pa-
tiently, letting me run my full
length. He was about fifty, a heavy-
set man who was substantially built
from hips to shoulders. His legs
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were a little short and you noticed
it even when he sat, as he did now,
in the big swivel chair behind his
flat desk. There was a rose in a
tiny vase on the desk and this was
October. Its presence there should
have tipped me off, but in my impa-
tience to help Muriel. I'm afraid |
didn't use my full knowledge of
psychology and calm reasoning. |
might have seen, for example, that
the smile in his eyes was part of his
natural expression. Of course, he'd
been skeptical about the way | blew
off. But within minutes | was eager
to admit my mistake and seek his
co-operation.

I went on now, determined to
make my point, “This understand-
ing that sometimes exists between a
man and awoman is in some respects
stronger than love and more loyal
than friendship. It takes neither
marriage nor abuse of social custom
to satisfy it and there isn't any pos-
sible means on earth of breaking it.”

French leaned toward me, his eyes
twinkling with keen intelligence.
“Say that again,” he requested.

| tried to repeat my words.

The captain leaned back and
looked at me seriously. “You're a
deep thinker,” he said slowly. “We
can get along. Now listen and I'll
tell you about this murder.”

I sat very still and listened. It
wasn't necessary to ask for any ex-
planations. Captain French gave
me the damning evidence against
Muriel Logan in a few brief sen-
tences. There didn't seem to be the
least loophole.

At six o’clock the evening before,
Muriel Logan had served dinner to
her husband, Arthur Logan, and two
of his friends, Frederick Munroe,
Arthur Logan’s lawyer, and Mark
Stevensen. The latter was the
American representative of Aus-
tralian Mail Lines, from which
Muriel’s husband had chartered two
ships which in turn he had rechar-

tered to the British government for
the duration.

The four, including Muriel her-
self, had sat down at the table at
the same time. During dinner,
Muriel had served tea. She had
poured the tea. Everyone at the ta-
ble could see everyone else and,
according to French, all present had
agreed that nothing could have been
placed in any cup without all the
others seeing it done—except
Muriel.

Within a few minutes after drink-
ing his tea, Arthur Logan lay
stretched on the floor of the adjoin-
ing room, dead from strychnine.
Both the other men had finished
their tea. Neither had been affected.
Chemical analysis plainly detected
strychnine in the few drops of tea
remaining in Logan’s cup. The tea
in the other two cups was uncon-
taminated. What remained in the
pot had not been poisoned.

“And, of course,” | added, as
French finished. "Muriel did not
drink the tea: she never touched
it.”

French seemed to be taking new
interest in me. “You do know her.
don’'t you? What's her not drinking
tea got to do with the case?”

I shrugged. “I don’'t know.
just a fact.”

“What else do you know about
Mrs. Logan?”

“She’'s been married only two
years. She was thirty-four when
she married Logan and had turned
down several good proposals because
she was her mother’'s only support
and with her daughter married, Mrs.
Patterson would have no other com-
panionship. I'm sure Muriel con-
sidered that very seriously. She was
thoughtful of others, especially of

It's

her mother. Logan came along with
plenty of money. Maybe Muriel
loved him—I1 don't know—but I've

always suspected it was something
of a deal.”
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“I'm interested,” French inter-
rupted, holding up his hand to stop
me as he arranged a telephone con-
nection. “Tell Calahan,” he said into
the instrument, “to keep someone
at the Logan place and be sure noth-

ing is touched.” He cradled the
phone. “Now, go on,” he said to
me.

I was suddenly conscious of an
inner excitement. 1'd never been a
detective and the prospect of dis-
covering something important
thrilled me. “Could | go with you,
captain, and study the scene of the
crime?”

Captain French rose with a
friendly smile. “That's what | was
thinking of,” he said, reaching for
his hat. “We can talk on the way.
Your method of attacking this case
from the angle of your personal
acquaintance and understanding
rather intrigues me. It gives you
certain advantages we cold-blooded
law dogs don’t have.”

“Like my knowing that Muriel
Logan simply would never drink
tea?” | suggested.

“So small a thing as that can have
a bearing sometimes,” French ad-
mitted and, as we went out together,
I had the distinct feeling that some-
thing warm and pleasant had come
to exist between this forceful, ener-
getic man and myself. We had be-
come friends.

The Logan home was practically
new. Situated in the very center of
exclusive Greenmore, it was a
formal-appearing colonial of white
brick. As we went up the walk of
scattered flagstones, | remarked to
Captain French, “This place is typi-
cal of Muriel, of the Muriel the
world and her friends know. But
it is all a sham, captain—not the real
woman herself. The real Muriel
lives within herself, a frightened
creature, very much afraid of the
world. If she had her way it would

be to live by some tiny mountain
stream in a cabin of logs with a stone
fireplace. She would like to be sur-
rounded by birds, and to be so far
from cities and crowds that she
could have her own private moon to
hang just as she would like it, high
among the trees of the forest.”

French looked at me questioningly
as we stood on the doorstep waiting
for Calahan’s guard to admit us.

I smiled and added, “This house,
captain, represents what Muriel Lo-
gan absorbed from a social-climbing
and selfish world and an even more
selfish mother. | should like very
much to see the spot Muriel Logan
would prefer to call home if she had
the courage of her convictions.”

French shrugged. The door

opened, and we stood in the pres-
ence of murder. The body had been
removed, but nothing else had been
touched.
The fourteen-foot-square dining
room was all that interested me.
There was the table, still set, the
food still upon it. “Enough tea re-
mains were siphoned from each cup
for the chemical test,” Captain
French said. “Everything else is
just as it was.”

I walked slowly around the table,
looking at the perfectly white cloth,
the napkins, the cups and saucers.
Muriel Patterson’s personality was
very close to me—I1 could think of
her only as Muriel Patterson, the
girl 1 had known so well, because |
had not so much as seen her since
she had changed her name to Lo-
gan. Spread before me was the
thick shell of Muriel’s immaculate
outer self, the civilized social be-
ing. How 1| longed to crack that
hard shell and solve murder! 1 real-
ized, with something of a shock,
that if Muriel had not poisoned her
husband, she might, nevertheless,
know who did.

| suddenly believed that if Muriel
did know she would go to the chair
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herself before she would tell, 1 be-
lieved that. | knew Muriel.
“Muriel sat here.” | pointed.

“Her husband here. 1 don’t know
how the other two sat.”

I found the captain’s eyes ques-
tioning me curiously. “Muriel did
not drink tea,” he agreed. “There
is no cup. Since she had no maid
and waited upon her own table, she
naturally sat nearest the kitchen.
But Arthur Logan would most nor-
mally sit at the head of the table.
How do you know he didn't last
night?”

I pointed to Logan’s cup. “See
how brown it looks, captain. Arthur
Logan must have been a steady tea
drinker. He drank his tea strong
and Muriel must have made it for
him regularly. Tea gradually stains
a cup a dark greenish-brown and you
cannot wash off the stain.”

The way my words held the de-
tective's interest encouraged me.
“Muriel Logan, any woman, in fact,
would be very careful not to give
that cup to a guest. It isn't dirty,
but it looks dirty. You could bet
your right hand, captain, that a
woman like Muriel Logan would not
give a guest a cup that looked dirty
if there were any way to avoid it.
On the other hand, she would not
give her husband any cup except his
own. Do you agree?”

Captain French laughed lightly.
“You're rather a remarkable fellow,
Marshal. I do agree perfectly.
Every word you just said would ap-
ply to my own wife; I'm sure of

that.”

“Let’s remember this womanly
trait,” | suggested, “and the fact
that Muriel never drank tea.” |1

turned toward him. “May | be per-
mitted to talk with Muriel?”

“You think you have a theory that
will save an innocent person, don’'t
you?”

I nodded. | wasn't ready to tell
French that I already knew who had

poisoned Arthur Logan. There
wasn’'t enough proof available.
Maybe | couldn’t prove it at all.
But | knew. | was sure.

“You may see Mrs. Logan,” Cap-
tain French agreed.

I entered Muriel’s cell, the door
clicked behind me and she took my
hand eagerly in both of hers, hold-
ing it almost as a child might do.
“Hello, Richard; I'm awfully glad
you came to see me.” She smiled
quite naturally.

I sat down on the edge of the cot.
She settled into the one chair and
kept smiling lightly, wearing the
smile as a mask to keep hiding her-
self from the world. She was very
pretty. She did not look percep-
tibly older than when | had last seen
her three or four years before. Her
figure was still slender and wil-
lowy, as if it should be standing on
a remote cliff somewhere, bending
before a wild wind sweeping in from
the sea. Her eyes had in them, as
always, what only men with vivid
imaginations—poets and adventur-
ers—could read. | knew better than
to speak to her immediately of what
had happened. “How are you?” |
said.

“Oh, I'm fine, Richard; I'm always
fine.”

“Always,
“Pollyanna.”

“You know better than that, Rich-
ard.” Her eyes upbraided me. She
still held my hand, and her fingers
gave mine a little squeeze of spon-
taneous pleasure at seeing me. No
mention yet of the murder. But she
knew | knew and understood.
“How’s your mother?” | asked her.

“Oh, she’s fine, getting older, of
course. But she’s still adear. | had
guests last night and she was over
all afternoon, to help me clean house.
She insisted on washing and drying
the dishes all by herself, and I'm
afraid she overdid. Her heart isn’'t

Muriel?” 1 questioned.
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very good; she's pretty old.”

“And she takes strychnine for it?”
I asked casually.

Muriel nodded, still smiling, with-
out any attempt at evasion.

“You know about strychnine from
her case, don’t you. Muriel? You
know how much it would take to Kill
a man?”

"l have an idea, all right.” She
still smiled. She always smiled
when she talked, even as a little
girl—even when she cried. Once or

twice | had torn aside that mask
that hid her from the world. | be-
lieved I could do it again. But now

she slid away behind a quick change
of subject. 'T’ve been married and
widowed since | last saw you.”

“Yes. | read about it in the paper
—and you sent us an announcement.
Remember?”

She nodded. She was more tight-
lipped, still smiling, but her eyelids
flickered and | knew she was break-
ing. “You're in trouble,” 1 said.
“Serious trouble.”

“It’ll clear itself up,” she claimed
lightly.

| stood up and, going toward her,
took both her hands in mine. She
looked up at me questioningly. |
pulled her to her feet, made her
stand close to me, so she had to look
directly into my face. “You're in
jail, Muriel; do you realize that?
When you leave here, there'll be a
chair, first in a courtroom, then an-
other chair in a death chamber.
You'll never be able to take down
your hair and feel the wind blow
through it. You won't be able to run
barefooted on a sandy beach at dawn,
or ever rush to your porch in a
sudden storm to marvel at the light-
ning streaking across the blackened
skies. You won't have me to talk to
and no one will understand.”

With the last words | softened my
tone. Her head had fallen upon my
shoulder and gentle sobs shook her,
like the whimpering of a very small

child. "Richard! Richard! What
can | do? What can | do?” She was
beating her hands against my chest
like a terrified bird fluttering
against a windowpane in a frantic
effort to regain its natural elements
of air and sunshine. | had succeeded
in breaking that mask.

I lifted her chin, made her look
up. “How did the strychnine get in
your husband’'s tea, Muriel?”

She conquered the tears and
looked at me. No smile now. Just
dumb horror. “I don’t know, Rich-
ard. | must have put it there. No,
no, not purposely, Richard. | mean
accidentally. Mother may have been
careless; she might have left some
about some place and—"

I shook her, almost viciously.
“You're lying. Muriel.”

She shrank back as if | had struck
her. “No, Richard. No. Not to
you, | wouldn’'t”

“Then you're lying to yourself.”
I gave her a light kiss on the fore-
head and patted her shoulder reas-
suringly. “Anyway, it isn't mur-
der. If you did it accidentally, that
isn't murder.”

Her eyes were wide; her fingers
clutched. “How can we prove it was
accidental, Richard?”

“1 will,” 1 promised. | helped
her as best | could to readjust her
mask before | went. It wasn't dif-
ficult, and she was smiling again
when 1 left.

At the end of the corridor there
was a small room where visitors
waited to see prisoners. | had to
go through it on my way out. Mrs.
Patterson rose as | entered and
came toward me, her gloved hand ex-
tended. “Why, Richard, my boy.
You came to see Muriel?”

Muriel's mother was modishly
dressed, too youthfully for her age.
Her hair was tinted with something
that failed to hide how much she had
grayed, and her face had shrunk un-
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til her features were all edges and
creases. But her smile, as ever, was
glued on with a social veneer which
always held it in place no matter
what the circumstance. “Muriel’s
in serious trouble,” | said. “I'd like
to talk to you about it after you’'ve
seen her.”

She nodded and thanked me. “I'm
sure Muriel'll come out all right,”
she said quite positively. “They
can't prove she did it." Mrs. Pat-
terson moved away, following the
guard toward Muriel’s cell.

Although | had promised to report
back to Captain French after talking
with Muriel, 1 now decided to wait
for Mrs. Patterson and then see him.
I had a little game to play with
Muriel’s mother, not a pleasant game
either.

The captain, however, happened to
go past and see me sitting there
and in a few minutes he came back
with some pictures from the rogues’
gallery. There was no one else in
the visitors’ room, so the detective
sat down beside me and handed me
several pictures. “Ever see this fel-
low?”

| instantly recognized the man.
“Muriel’s brother,” 1 said matter-of-
factly. “A bad egg if there ever
was one. He started when he was
just a Kid, stole a car, | think. He
served three or four years in the
reformatory at Perdeau, then got out
and started a string of bigger and
better holdups. His mother won’t
acknowledge him asason. You can't
even make her answer a direct ques-
tion concerning him. Muriel won't,
either.”

“He’s dead,” Captain French said.

“Yes, | know. He was shot by a
cop during a bank holdup several
years ago. Muriel told me about it
one time in an off moment, when |
had her hair down.”

Captain French smiled quizzically.
“When you what?”

“When | had her hair down,” |
repeated. “When | was able to strip
off her mask and make her cry.
You never can get a completely
frank and honest answer from her
unless you can tear away the mask.”

The captain shrugged. “There're
places | can't follow you,” he ad-
mitted. “But these”—tapping the
photos—*“prove that a tendency to-
ward crime is in the family.”

“One child may favor one par-
ent,” | suggested, “another, the other
side of the family.”

We were interrupted by Mrs. Pat-
terson returning. Captain French
moved to leave, but | detained him
and made the introduction. The de-
tective acknowledged it courteously,
then made an excuse to leave us. |
motioned to Mrs. Patterson to sit
down. She hesitated, showing
plainly that she resented being given
a command by someone she con-
sidered her social inferior. “Muriel
isn't going to get out of this eas-
ily,” 1 said seriously.

Mrs. Patterson kept her chin up
in the air. Quite haughtily, she in-
sisted, “They can't prove anything
against Muriel. Either of the two
men could have put the poison in
Arthur’s tea.”

“You forget that each could see
the other at all times; neither man
left the table and there was nothing
wrong with Mr. Logan’s eyesight,
either.”

There was such a sudden change
in Mrs. Patterson’s expression that
I knew immediately she had failed
to consider this simple fact. She re-
covered promptly, however. “Mr.
Munroe and Mr. Stevensen had mu-
tual financial interests; they unques-
tionably were acting together.”

“On the contrary.” | insisted,
“they hardly knew each other. They
have nothing whatever in common
financially, and even if they had,
neither could have poisoned that cup
of tea without great danger of either
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Muriel or Mr. Logan seeing it. Be-
sides, it was Muriel who had access
to the strychnine you always have
on hand for your heart attacks. She
was the one who knew just how
much strychnine to give.”

Mrs. Patterson had turned whiter
than the powder on her face. “You,
Richard—you think she's guilty,”
she faltered.

“1 think what I've just told you
is what the jury will believe. A
smart prosecuting attorney can
prove these things beyond the rea-

sonable doubt that might save
Muriel’s life.” | looked very solemn
and stood up and sighed. "I haven't

much hope, Mrs. Patterson.”

She got to her feet a bit unstead-
ily, looking ten years older than she
had a few minutes before, and went
out mumbling mournfully to herself
something about her “poor, innocent,
darling baby.”

Captain French had returned to
his office and he admitted me im-

mediately. 1 sat down at his desk
with deliberate slowness. | was no
longer impatient or excited. | said

bluntly, “Muriel’'s mother poisoned
Muriel’s husband.”

French laid down his pencil on
the glass desk top with a metallic
click. He frowned. The frown
changed to a slow smile, and the
smile faded into a thoughtful look.
My respect for the captain was in-
creasing. Here was a man whose
mind could not be stampeded. He
could not be hurried in a physical
sense either. He had time to listen
to all arguments, to listen to all
theories. This was murder. If an
innocent person were executed, it
would not be Captain French's fault.
Neither was it likely to be his fault
if a guilty one went free. “It's
hardly possible,” he decided.

“You police are always interested
in motives,” | began. “You must try
to picture this Mrs. Patterson as an
extremely self-centered and grasp-
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ing woman. | do not pretend to
understand her. There's no mys-
terious understanding between us”
—1 smiled to emphasize my mean-
ing—“but | can give you certain
facts; what you might call a family
picture.”

Captain French waved his palm
for me to proceed.

“Mrs. Patterson had been a shop
girl, nineteen years old, when she
married a very wealthy lawyer, un-
guestionably desiring his money and
the social prominence the marriage
would bring. Muriel was the first
child of that unhappy union, the boy,
the second. Mr. Patterson was
thirty years older, but | got to know
him rather well—a wonderful and
brainy man whom the ignorant shop-
girl wife could never hope to un-
derstand. He died a few years back,
broken in spirit as well as finan-
cially. In fact, Mrs. Patterson never
enjoyed any of the expected finan-
cial reward because Patterson’s first
wife created a scandal, and there
were lawsuits which practically
ruined Patterson’s prospects. Mrs.
Patterson was compelled to hang to
the fringes of a very doubtful so-
ciety in which she never was able
to progress above the most medio-
cre shallows.

“Muriel grew up. Her simple
charm and unbelievable thoughtful-
ness earned for them both the posi-
tion her mother had always craved
but never achieved. Mrs. Patter-
son’s triumph, however, was limited
by Muriel's salary as an unusually
successful private secretary to the
president of the Farwestern Rail-
road.”

Captain French listened carefully
to my every word, sometimes halt-
ing me to interpose a question.
Finally, he opened a cigar box,
clipped a cigar and shoved the box
toward me. | unconsciously stuck
one in my vest pocket and went on.

“Mrs. Patterson realized Muriel’s
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personality was the key to her own
social success. Without Muriel she
would become a forgotten old lady.
She frowned on all Muriel's sugges-

tions of marriage. She hated
Muriel’s suitors. Muriel’'s marriage
meant the certain loss of all Mrs.

Patterson lived for and, as |'ve told
you, Mrs. Patterson is a most selfish
woman, the exact opposite of Muriel,
who would sacrifice everything for
her mother, even her life.

A smile suddenly broke through
the smoke of Captain French'’s cigar.
“All right,” he conceded. “Mama
Patterson had a motive. She had
lost both her daughter and her short-
lived social prestige. By Arthur
Logan’s death she would regain both.
Muriel would inherit Logan’s
money; mama would come back to
live with daughter, and daughter
would become charming hostess for
future social progress. Mama Pat-
terson also had the strychnine. You
still leave two impossible situa-
tions: How did mama put poison in
the tea when she was not even in
the house that evening? And how
could she live with daughter, after
daughter had been executed for the
murder committed by mama?”

I knew Captain French was not
being facetious in putting the case
as he did. It was a very effective
way of clarifying it

I answered his two questions:
“Mrs. Patterson left the proper
amount of strychnine in Arthur Lo-
gan’s cup when she had finished
washing dishes that afternoon. If
it should be noticed it would be
taken for a trifle of sugar, salt or
flour and tossed into the sink. If
she failed, the plan could be tried
again later. There was no danger
of Muriel drinking from that cup
because she never drank tea. Muriel
would give the stained cup to no one
except her husband for the reasons
we agreed upon this morning.

“Mrs. Patterson likely foresaw

that Muriel might be accused. But
up until 1 talked with her a few
minutes ago, she was supremely
confident that she could not be con-
victed. Having had no business ex-
perience herself, she looked upon
men like Frederick Munroe and
Mark Stevensen as monstrous ty-
coons who would quickly be subject
to all sorts of malicious and scan-
dalous suspicion. She figured that,
at the very worst, Muriel would be
tried and acquitted, and she was so
entirely selfish that she cared little
how much mental distress Muriel
might have to suffer meantime, so

long as her scheme eventually
proved successful.” | paused, then
added, “Right now, though, Mrs.

Patterson is damned worried. | just
as good as told her Muriel was go-
ing to burn, and whether the old
lady likes me or not. she's always
had a certain confidence in my judg-
ment.”

Captain French rose abruptly and
ground out his cigar. “What do we
do to cinch it?” he demanded vigor-
ously.

I was on my feet, eager to prove

my theory. “We go to Mrs. Patter-
son’'s at once, while she is still
scared. I talk and you listen.

She’ll either confess or get so mixed
up in her story that there’'ll be no
doubt left!”

We soon reached the apartment
where Mrs. Patterson lived alone.
It was a bright fall afternoon, with
the children just coming home from
school. We heard the eager laugh-
ter of youngsters as we entered the
apartment hall and Captain French
knocked gently on Mrs. Patterson’s
door.

We waited, but no answer came.
I tried the knob, not expecting it
to turn. But it did. We went in.

Mrs. Patterson’s body lay
stretched full length on the floor.
She was dead.
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Captain French looked at the
body, then at me. He moved about
the room and found a note pinned
to the bedspread:

I have just had a heart attack and
have taken strychnine. Now | feel bet-
ter, but | am still afraid for Muriel. 1
shall take more strychnine, enough so
I shall never be afraid any more. | put
the strychnine in Arthur's cup the aft-
ernoon | washed dishes at Muriel’'s. She
did not kill him.

| read the note over the captain’s
shoulder. For a moment | felt a
trifle guilty. Maybe 1 had caused
this. Then a deep repulsion filled
me. "Mrs. Patterson wasn't afraid
for Muriel,” | said. “She was afraid
for herself. She got to thinking
where she would stand with Muriel
electrocuted or in prison and Arthur
Logan’s money either put in trust
or going to his brother in Chicago.”

Captain French was holding the
note, looking at it meditatively. "I
can hush this up with the report-
ers. Heart failure. She did have a
bad heart. There isn't any need for
the daughter to know her mother
committed the murder, or killed her-
self. 1 can explain to her simply
that our evidence is not sufficient
for a prosecution. We’'ll make it as
easy for her as we can.”

"You're mighty thoughtful, cap-

tain,” 1 said. “I didn't know there
were any guys like you. You won't
fool Muriel, though. She’'ll smile

and appear happy, but she won't be
fooled.”

THE
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Captain French stared at me won-
deringly.

"Muriel knows her mother did it
She figured it out for herself; | read
it in, her eyes— But, captain, please
believe me, it will help Muriel a lot
if she never knows about the note.
She mustn’'t know that people like
you and | guessed that she knew.
It'll help her keep her chin up to
think we all believe her husband's
death was an accident.”

"l see what you mean,” Captain
French said.

I got a cab and went straight
home. The boys were just getting
back from school. It hardly seemed
possible so much could have hap-
pened since breakfast.

Julia gave me an “I-told-you-so”
look. "Well, did you get yourself
in a mess?”

"Muriel Logan’s being released,”
| said.

“You're responsible for it, 1 sup-

pose.” She didn't say it in a mean
way or sarcastically. It was just a
statement.

I laughed. "What difference does
it make?” | put my arm around her
and kissed her.

Possibly I'll never see Muriel
again. If 1 do it'll just be because

we happen to meet accidentally on
the street or some place. She’ll say,
“I'm awfully glad to see you, Rich-
ard,” and she’'ll be smiling. We'll
talk a minute about the weather,
maybe about the wind in the trees,
and that will be all.

END.
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CLUES TO
CHARACTER

AS shown

in Handwriting

BY NAHA ANDREYEFf

A page of handwriting has a great
deal to tell us about our own charac-
ters and the characters of others. It
provides a comprehensible index to
a person’s mental processes and in-
ner emotions. In short, it is a veri-
table yardstick by which the writer’s
personality, moods and talents can
be measured. But have you ever
stopped to think that it is possible
for others to judge you from your
signature alone?

This matter of signatures, with or
without underscores, is very impor-
tant. It is one of the first things to
which those who are interested in
character analysis from handwriting
should give their attention.

Most of us write our names far
more often than we write long let-
ters or compositions in longhand.

Many of us typewrite our personal
correspondence. Therefore, this pen
gesture of signing our names natur-
ally makes a deeper impression upon
our consciousness and, consequently,
our signatures become even more a
part of ourselves than does the rest
of our handwriting.

Some handwritings may look alike,
but the signatures will always be
different in letter structure or some
quirk of the pen. A page of hand-
writing may be likened to the clothes
a person wears or the manners he as-
sumes. The value of the signature
in handwriting analysis is that it is
more likely to reveal the true self
of the writer than does straight
handwriting alone.

Some people find it easy to change
their handwriting at will. But they
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can't successfully change their sig-
natures at a minute’s notice. And
when another style of handwriting is
adopted, if the name is signed with-
out particular effort to make it dif-
ferent, it will be the old, unchanged
signature.

It is never advisable to pass judg-
ment and offer an opinion about the
signature alone. For an accurate
and dependable analysis, at least ten
lines of writing (in ink) or more are
required, plus the customary signa-
ture. Many characteristics can be
deduced from a sample written in
pencil. But because the pen pres-
sure has much to tell us, a sample in
pencil is less dependable. And the
best sample of handwriting is one
that has been written with ease and
without the writer's knowledge that
his writing would be subjected to an
examination. Otherwise, the writ-
ing often becomes stiffly formal and
even the signature may change to
some extent.

One of the interesting things
about signatures is that some people
can sign their names in two or more
different ways. Of course, one of
the signatures will be the real one.
And to find out which is the culti-
vated or assumed signature and
which the real, it is necessary to
study the body of the handwriting.
Take time to do this.

Often the signature does not seem
to match the rest of the writing.
For instance, the handwriting in a
letter may lean forward, and the

signature will be upright, or even
backhand, and may be composed of
letters that are much narrower than
the letter formations in the rest of
the handwriting. This indicates
that the writer does not show his
true nature readily. A forward
slant of the writing indicates a re-
sponsive nature. But an upright
signature will make the writer ap-
pear outwardly reserved and cool.

On the other hand, with a back-
hand script we may find a flowing,
forward-leaning signature. A com-
bination like this is often used by
people who appear sociable and easy
to get along with, but who do not
always show their true feelings,
and really are not as charming and
friendly as they seem.

The best indication that a person
is as he appears to be, is when the
handwriting and the signature
match. This is, insofar as the slant
of the writing, the pen pressure, and
size of smllll letters and capitals
both in the body of the writing and
in the signature are concerned.

A good example of this may be
seen in sample A, which illustrates
the handwriting .nd signature of
India’s famous Mahatma Gandhi.
And paradoxical as it seems, al-
though he was educated in London,
his handwriting is more typically
American in style than the cus-
tomary English “hand.” In this
sample, the body of the handwriting
and the signature are, indeed, of one
tone.
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When you want to determine if a
person likes himself, and to what
extent, observe the size of the capi-
tals and small letters and compare
them with the signature. Often we
meet people who are quiet and un-
assuming, and we are tempted to
think there is no push to them at all;
no ambition, no aspirations. A look
at their handwriting, however, may
reveal a good deal more self-satis-

3

faction and ambition than we sus-
pect. In a case like that, the hand-
writing itself may be small and per-
haps not at all distinguished. But
the capital letters will be large in
comparison with the rest of the
handwriting, and will command
more attention than the formation
of the small letters. In the signa-
ture, the capitals will very likely be
smaller.

When you come across a sample
in which the body of the writing is
on an even keel, but the signature
runs “uphill,” it is an indication that
the writer has aspirations of one
kind or another, and is striving to
make his dreams come true. From
this we can deduce that he has not
as yet reached the position in life

STREET & SMITH'S DETECTIVE STORY MAGAZINE

he wants, or completely realized
whatever ambition is driving him.
It also means a vital kind of opti-
mism. A hopefulness that is not
downed by struggle or discourage-
ment. These are the people for
whom life never loses interest, no
matter what disappointments they
are called upon to overcome.

It is when either the handwriting
or the signature, and sometimes

both, run “downhill,” that we should
watch for a pessimistic attitude and

despondency. Skeptics may take
this lightly. They may say, “It's
too simple. It's like saying the day’s

nice because the air is balmy and the
sun is shining. There’s nothing to
it.” But this tendency to write
“down hill,” so to speak, should not
be lightly dismissed.

When someone we know goes
around shrouded in gloom, or is so
irritable no one can come within
four feet of him without having his
head snapped off, a look at his hand-
writing and signature may prove
very valuable, particular when a per-
son’s attitude shows no sign of re-
gaining his equilibrium. After all,
no one can be on an even keel all the
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time. But if the handwriting runs
“downhill,” and persists in doing
so, we know that whatever the trou-
ble, it is serious, and that the writer
needs more than a cheery word or a

friendly pat on the shoulder to help
him over the hurdle.

-There is still another important
and interesting indication in hand-
writing—the underscore. But don't
be worried if you never underscore
your signature. It's nothing to be
ashamed of. From the viewpoint of
graphology, using an underscore
means only that you have a very
strong desire to make your person-
ality stand out in some particular
manner. People who never under-
score their signatures do not be-
come as easily unhappy, depressed,

er dissatisfied as do those who use
an underscore. If they do not al-
ways get to first base, they don’'t
consider that all is lost.

People who lead quiet, well-or-
dered lives, rarely underscore their
writing. They may be average peo-
ple, or people of high culture and
attainments who feel that their posi-

"ih

tion and success in life do not re-
quire them to force themselves in
any way upon the notice of others.
They expect to be recognized for
their true worth without ballyhoo.

This does not mean that people
who do use underscores are in favor
of an all-out campaign for advertis-
ing themselves and their accomplish-
ments. Far from it. But the more
the personality of the writer asserts
itself socially, in business, politics,
art, music, the stage, in literature
and other fields, the more likely he
is to use an underscore.

At any rate, people who have
found their niche in the world, and
who have attained success, no mat-
ter what the degree of that success,
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usually have distinctive signatures.
Their “success” need not be pro-
fessional. They may never have
had professions. But their success
as fine people and worth-while hu-
man beings will not be denied. Sam-
ple D illustrates several very inter-
esting signatures without under-
scores.

The signatures of President Roose-
velt, J. Edgar Hoover, General Mac-

Arthur and Governor Thomas E.
Dewey have been reduced in size
somewhat. But in each case,
strength of character, self-reliance,
self-confidence, determination of
purpose and capacity for leadership,
as well as outstanding personality,
are clearly evident.

Underscores, like handwriting it-
self, differ greatly. Few underscores
are exactly alike, with the exception

of the straight line, such as the one
beneath the signature of actress
Bette Davis. Miss Davis’ signature,
with its high capitals and the un-
usual formation of the capital let-
ter D, doesn’t really need an under-
score to make it distinctive. That
short, straight, light underscore,
however, indicates very good judg-
ment in practical matters, quick,
ready mind and plenty of self-con-
fidence.

Mr. Irving Berlin's signature (the
reproduction here is slightly reduced
in size) runs “uphill,” showing al-
most perpetual optimism. The un-
derscore indicates confidence in his
ideas and undertakings, and the kind
of strength of purpose that success-
fully carries opposition.

Signatures like those of screen
and radio stars Dick Powell, and his
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wife, Joan Blondell, are by no means
ordinary. The large, flowing,
graceful capitals and curved under-
scores with the two small perpen-
dicular strokes, show much personal
charm, versatility, a gracious man-
ner and good business judgment.
Since the handwritings match the
signatures, you may be sure that
both Mr. and Mrs. Powell are as
they seem. In other words, they do
not pretend, but are themselves at
all times. | want to add here that
these two young people are making
a great success of their marital part-
nership. and that this is clearly re-
flected by their handwriting. They
have practically everything in com-
mon, and their temperaments are
much alike.

No need for me to go into a de-
tailed description of the vivacious
and very likable Greer Garson. Her
signature shows a very intriguing

personality, somewhat changeable
as to mood, through which, never-
theless, runs a steady stream of con-
stancy. She is charming, original,
sometimes a little critical, but gen-
erous and fair, and a young woman
who knows her own mind.

Another interesting signature
without an underscore is that of
Bing Crosby. Those graceful, un-
assuming capitals indicate poise,
confidence, high ideals, and gener-
osity

Angular  underscores indicate
forcefulness, temper and ambition.
See underscore marked 1, in sam-
ple H. People who make these un-
derscores, more or less like the one
illustrated, are not always as good-
natured as those who use curved
underscores. On the other hand,
underscores that are all flourish and
meaningless scrolls show vanity,
love of display and a desire for the
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very quick mind and a persistent lik-
ing for physical activity. See under-
score marked 3. When an under-
score assumes an eccentric form and
is used persistently, and if the hand-
writing shows good mental powers,
it indicates unusual individuality,
often genius or extraordinary ability
of some kind.

Very often people never use un-
derscores until they are obliged to
get out in the world and stand on
their own feet. In interpreting un-
derscores and signatures, it must be
remembered that the findings in the
body of the handwriting either ac-
centuate, balance or minify the
meaning of the signatures them-
selves.

upper stroke that can easily be in-
terpreted as an underscore. But be-
ing placed over the signature, it
may be termed as an overscore.
Jeanette MacDonald’s signature con-
tains this overscore, and you can
find it in many signatures of hand-
writings you examine. The high
and long t crossing in the signature
of Tallulah Bankhead is also an
overscore. The same meaning can
be applied to the signature of Con-
gresswoman Clare Boothe. These
overscores indicate the ability not
only to express the writer's own
personality, but also to express him-
self or herself in a clear, concise
manner that anyone can understand.
So, watch your underscoring!

THE END.



"PUZZLERS FOR A RRAINV RAY

An amusing and entertaining collec-
tion of brain ticklers for keen minds.

By Millard Hopper, World's Unrestricted Checker Champion
TRAINING YOUR POWERS OF DEDUCTION

Each of the following pictures represents the name of
a thing connected with crime. How many can you solve?

Answers on page J46
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BLACKOUTS ...

To Sharpen Your Mind

Take your pencil and black out two squares
in each row from left to right. If you black
out the correct ones, the remaining letters
will spell out the criminal’s name, his alias,
the crime for which arrested, and the city

where apprehended.

CHECKER BRAIN TEASER ...

Test your skill of this age-old game.

Black checkers moving down
the board are to move and win

in two moves.

Answers on page 146
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CRYPTOGRAMS..

The science of cipher writing or cryptograms, al-
though demanding a great amount of patience, can
give untold hours of amusement.

There are various forms of cryptograms. Some
are based on the substitution of other letters of the
alphabet, others on transposition; in fact, almost
any intricate method of concealment can be used.

One of the simplest forms is when the first or last
letter in each line of a letter are read up or down
and form a message. Others require a knowledge of
the frequency of the letters of the alphabet, the let-
ters which occur most often being ET A ON IR
S H with the most often used two-letter words, i. e,
as, of, in, it, to, is, be, he, by; the three-letter words
most often used are the, and, are, but, was.

Some cryptograms can be decoded in a few min-
utes, others have been known to defy experts for
months, or even years. The one given below should
not prove too difficult to the practiced solver of this
form of secret message.

AB CDE FGBEEBF Al D JDIKDE LDJMBN,
DIF 1) ODHG PQ KBGR ENHOO NGPSEBGE
NADN CPSTF ADKB ENPPF USHNB DE CBTT
DTPIB CHNAPSN DIR TBVE HI NABW.,

CLUES: D should lead to DIF, also DIR and
DE, followed by CDE and Al. These will reveal
FGBEEBF; also KBGR, ODHG and JDI-
KDE.

Answers on page 146
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CHARACTER QUIZ

ore you

**AS.((3 *

There is no doubt that a change
in the emotional or mental make-up
of a person definitely shows in the
handwriting. This sample was writ-
ten by a young woman whose hand-
writing changed remarkably within
the space of four years. She was
not conscious of deliberately chang-
ing the style of her handwriting.
But there it was.

The first line in this sample illus-
trates how she wrote at one time.
Here the clear, carefully made let-
ters, the almost upright slant show
a nature that is not extremely in-
tense. But the roundness of the
letter formations and fair spacing

between letters in words indicate a
goodly amount of warmth and im-
pulsiveness, and a friendly, good-
natured disposition.

The dashlike i dots show an active
sense of humor. Some of the letters
are upright and others lean about
one degree forward. This shows a
nature that is not quite settled, emo-
tions that are variable. But the
affections are expressed with ease,
and there is unstinted friendliness
in her contacts with others.

The t bars here are firm and have
a little hook on the end. In the pro-
cess of reproducing handwriting in
print, these little hooks are some-
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times hard to see. In this sample,
however, a hook is quite clear in the
word “to.” Hooks often are found
not only on t bars but other ending
strokes, indicating that the writer is
tenacious. People who make these
hooks like to’hold onto what is al-
ready in their possession. They like
to finish what they begin, and this
characteristic helps them to stick to
whatever course of action they plan
for themselves, regardless of cir-
cumstances.

Strange as it seems, this tenacity
of purpose is found more often in
small handwriting than in large, due,
perhaps, to the fact that carrying
out plans of any kind requires con-
centration as well as determination.
These same hooks can be found in
the beginning of some t bars. But
when they are, the tenacity of the
writer is not of the same intensity.

The second line of this sample
shows a marked change in many
ways. The handwriting leans to the
left, indicating that the writer has
become much more reticent than she
was before. She is just as ardent
and affectionate, but somewhat less
demonstrative. The handwriting is
also more compact and angular, in-
dicating that although she is still
kind and generous, she deliberates
before acting and is less impulsive.

She has also acquired more poise
and is more sure of herself. But
contradictory as it sounds, she is
also more self-conscious. This is
due to the fact that backhand writers
are introverts and live a great deal
within themselves. It is harder for
them to forget themselves and their
emotional pattern than for those
whose handwriting slants even one
degree to the right.

If you will notice the i dots, you
"Will find they have changed, too.
They are no longer as dashlike as
they were in the first line of this
sample. This shows a change in the

writer’s sense of humor. It is still
there, of course, but she has become
more serious-minded and, with the
changed slant, more retrospective.

The loops of letters like h, t, 1,
have grown higher. This, combined
with the medium-heavy pen pres-
sure, indicates that she has a healthy
interest in making a success of her-
self, and she is well on her way as
a research worker in chemistry. Re-
gardless of change in herself, she is
perfectly suited to this type of work,
except that if she had not changed
so greatly she might have been some-
what restless at times. Whereas
now, close attention to details and
to experiments that must be made
over and over do not particularly
distress her.

When letters are crowded close
together, it shows that a person is
inclined to think twice before act-
ing. And since in the second line
of this sample there is less space be-
tween letters in words than in the
first line, it indicates that the writer
has become more cautious and con-
servative. Basically, her personality
has not changed. She may seem a
little cool and distant at times, but
once acquainted, she is just as
friendly and sociable as she always
was. She is not particularly de-
monstrative with her affections, but
neither is she cold and unresponsive.
Another noticeable change is the
complete absence of beginning and
ending strokes. This is a sure sign
that the young woman has made
commendable mental progress and
has good reason to be proud of her
advancement.

The matter-of-fact t bar in the
second line shows that she is sensi-
ble, practical, and has fairly good
will power and determination. The
hook is missing from this t bar, but
the compactness of the other letters
reflects strong convictions.

Naiia Andreyeff.
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DEEDS OF THE WICKED

by DOROTHY DUNN

The prophet had said, and rightly,

murdered

"The

is not unaccountable tor his

own murder, and the robbed is not blame-

less in being robbed. The righteous is not

innocent of the deeds of the wicked— *

Bruce Andrews didn’t look like a
man waiting for death. He looked
like any other bachelor physician
enjoying an after-dinner pipe in the

solitude of his tenth-floor apart-
ment.

The picture was one of comfort—
lounge chair, lamp over the left

shoulder, a look of rugged goodness
on his rather stern face. He held a
small leather-bound book in his hand
and anyone stepping around the en-
trance hall into the living room to-
ward Bruce Andrews would have

marked him for a contented man.
Except for his eyes.

Bruce didn’t know how much of
the turmoil showed there. But it
didn’t matter much, for his caller
wouldn’t care about the look in his
eyes. A murderer was going to ring
the buzzer soon and Bruce had de-
cided to open the door and let mur-
der be done.

Meanwhile, he divided his atten-
tion between the book in his hand
and the black-faced alarm clock that
ticked with maddening, raucous
clicks in the silent room.



Since nine o’clock he had thought
of a thousand things, but the mock-
ing white hands now showed only
ten after.

He turned back to his book about
the prophet. Here is a man who
knows, he told himself, probably the
one man in the world who might
understand me. The prophet would
know, for instance, why | am wait-
ing for death tonight, why | am go-
ing to let my murderer strike, even

though | could be easily victorious
in a struggle.
The lines from the little volume

burned their power into his mind,
giving him strength while he
waited:

“And this also, though the words lie
heavy upon your hearts: The murdered
is not unaccountable for his own murder,
and the robbed is not blameless in be-
ing robbed.

The righteous is not innocent of the
deeds of the wicked—"

The radium dial showed nine
thirty. The lattice door of the ele-
vator clanged shut. For a minute
Bruce thought— But it was only
Miss Shay in 1023 coming home
from the Bijou. The next time the
elevator comes up—

Bruce felt that he had never fully
appreciated the prophet before. A
man has to live through a situation
before he can apply a philosophy.
The middle-aged doctor skimmed
the pages again hastily, drinking in
the truth while there was still time.

“You cannot separate the just from the
unjust and the good from the wicked:

For they stand together before the face
of the sun even as the black thread and
the white are woven together.”

The black thread and the white.

Bruce Ilooked at the black-faced
clock with the white hands and
numbers, knowing they would be

woven together as his eyes got dull.

He knew he would not be able to see

or distinguish the black from the
DS—9W
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white, any more than the police
would be able to separate the just
from the unjust.

He would be the injured one, and
yet he would not be innocent of the
deed that was to be accomplished to-
night. Bruce knew that the Kkiller
would bear a burden of guilt after-
ward that would not be entirely her
own.

For he had injured Maxine ten
years ago. He had left her the
breath of life without the spirit of
life. Although he had divorced her
at once as any man would, he had
tried for ten years to make up for
his one act of violence.

He had kept her corpselike per-
son stimulated, but the one thing
she required of him was dragging
him down to an unendurable depth.
A hell of conscience for the living,
Bruce thought, is worse than a hell
of fire for the dead.

He wondered what method of
murder her demoniacal mind would
invent.

At ten o’clock, a small woman
heavily draped in black, pushed the
button of the self-operating eleva-
tor. She looked as closely veiled as
a nun, save that her. dress was street-
length and displayed nice legs and
trim ankles. Most of her face was
covered with a heavy black veil that
fell from the bFim of her small hat
tight against her cheeks; the ends
of the veiling were fastened across
her chest.

She had pressed the downstairs
buzzer marked “Bruce Andrews,”
and now her gloved finger was send-
ing the car to the tenth floor.

The hall was deserted and Bruce
was waiting with the door open.

“Will you come in?” he asked,
standing aside to permit her entry
to the small reception space.

She didn’t answer, but went past
him like a somnambulist and seated

herself stiffly in an uncomfortable
Chippendale.

“l must have it, Bruce! You
would have been wiser to have given
it to Morris this afternoon.”

Bruce sat down, mechanically re-
placing the book in his case.

“l have refused, Maxine. | told
you that this afternoon over the
phone. After all these years, | know
| can’t go on. The money would be
all right— you deserve that, perhaps
— but | can’t contribute to your
vice any longer.”

Her voice was a mechanical thing.

“You were the cause of that vice.
What else can a woman like me
do?”

Bruce brushed his forehead with
a weary hand. Why didn’t she get
the thing over with? Beads of per-
spiration glistened on his upper lip.

“Don’t keep reminding me of
what | did to you! For ten years
you've sent those bitter notes by
Morris— ”

“For ten years |ve been half
alive! | was a beautiful woman
once. Look at me now.” She

stretched a hand up to the veiling.

“My God, Maxine— Don’t take
off that hat! Ever since that night
| found you and realized what kind
of woman | married, |’ve seen my
handiwork in nightmares. What:
can | do now?”

“Keep supplying me with the
means of forgetfulness. I'm a
woman with an acid-eaten face!
What else can | live for except the
vice that enables me to live?”

“lve said | can’t do it any longer
and | mean it. After all, my temper
that night was just the outgrowth of

broken ideals. | had loved you so
blindly, it made me insane to find
out— ”

“It would have been kinder to kill
me,” said Maxine in that same flat,
measured voice. “Instead, you
buried me alive in the tombs of
broken women.”
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Bruce forced his eyes up to the
part of her face that showed.

“If | don’t supply your growing
demands, then what, Maxine?”

“l 've come for the regular supply
that you wouldn’t give to Morris.
If you refuse, I’ll kill you, Bruce.”

She pulled a revolver from her
purse to punctuate her threat, and
there was a cold fury in her eyes.

“Money?” asked Bruce. “Will
that do?”

“You haven’t enough. You've
been slipping as a doctor, you
know.”

“lIt’s no wonder,” said Bruce in a
weary voice. “l’ve had to fight sus-
picion from the first. A doctor’s
supply isn’t unlimited and has to be
accounted for.”

“You won’t give it to me?”

Bruce’s low laugh was almost tri-
umphant.

“No. What’s more, |*ve been sit-
ting here waiting for you to kill me.
You Kkilled everything else | held
sacred. Go ahead; finish the job!”

Maxine raised the gun, taking
careful aim. Bruce put his hand up
to his face— that’s where the bullet
would strike. She would have her
little ironic moment. He couldn’t
bear to look at her murderous eyes.

Then the explosion came. Bruce
heard the report and his nerves
seemed to crack along his spine with
the sound. For a second, two sec-
onds, he held his upright posture;
then dimly, he was aware of other
sounds— a thud, a jarring of the
floor, footsteps, a door closing. She
was getting away in a hurry.

“Is this death, hearing my own
body fall? God in heaven, do | have
to rise up out of myself and look
down at my own bloody corpse?”

Bloody! His surgeon’s fingers
were accustomed to the sticky feel-
ing. His hand slid along the bridge
of his nose as in a dream, and he
opened his eyes when the nervous
reaction passed. Speedily, his brain

clicked his eyes into focus. The
bullet had not struck him!

But Maxine was lying on her back
and blood was oozing from her chest.
Already a glaze had come over her
eyes, and her hat and veil had been
knocked off in the fall. Her face—
her entire face was exposed!

Bruce took one look at
scarcely believing what he
Then he sprang into action.

First the door. The powder smell

her,
saw.

was heaviest in the hall. Maxine
had not fired her gun. Then he re-
membered about the latch; he had

reversed the buttons so the door
would be open after Maxine killed
him. Someone had followed her,
had found an easy entrance, and had
killed her before she could commit
her murder. At least, that’s the only
way he could account for his miracu-
lous escape from death. One look at
Maxine’s face had convinced him
of his right to live, to rise again in

his work. But the police mustn’t
know— not yet.
He went into the hall and met

Miss Shay pulling on a robe as she
came toward his door.

“Oh, Dr. Andrews, are you all
right?”
“Of course. | thought you might

be alarmed and | was just coming to
reassure you. My gun went off acci-
dentally.”

Miss Shay, a good-natured soul
with no family of her own, had a
sincere concern for her neighbor’s
welfare.

“I'm so glad. | mean . well,
doctor, you’ve seemed so— ”’

“l know what you mean. |’ve
seemed depressed perhaps. But it’s
just overwork.”

“But youve paced the floor
nights; 1’ve heard you. Do take a
rest!”

Bruce turned her rotund middle-
aged figure toward her own apart-
ment.

“Now you march back home and



get some rest yourself!

disturbed you.”
“Not at all.

I'm sorry |
Good night, doctor.”

This time, Bruce set the buttons
back to their locking position on the
door. Then he stripped to his un-
derwear and set to work.

Maxine was dead, but he felt no
sorrow, no guilt.

For ten years he had been haunted
by the vision of the ugliness of her
face where the acid from the test
tube in his hand had struck her. For
ten years she had bled him of money
and morphine to pay for her muti-
lated face. A shifty rat named Mor-
ris had come once a month with a
note from Maxine, demanding pay-
ment and reminding him of her rav-
aged cheek.

Now, even dead as she was, he
could have slapped Maxine’s face.
The cheek was smooth— almost as
beautiful as ever. There was no
trace of the horrible injury he had
inflicted!

Bruce knew that only Duker of
Vienna could have done such a mar-
velous job of restoration, and Max-
ine had gone abroad the first year.
For nine years, then, he had paid
for an ugliness that no longer ex-
isted.

As he cut away her clothes and

rolled them into a little bundle, he
noticed something else.
He examined her arms and legs

carefully and peered into her mouth.
His disgust grew until he could
scarcely bring himself to touch the
body of the woman he once had de-
sired so madly.

Maxine’s skin had not been broken
by a single hypodermic needle! A
close examination showed that she
was not an addict, and yet she had
haunted him into supplying her with
enough morphine to keep her in a
constant state of elation for nine
years!

Bruce began to realize what his
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weak method of dealing with this
woman of his past had meant. Max-
ine must have built up a private lit-
tle morphine cult to keep her rich.
Now the victims would go wild with
the supply cut off so suddenly. If
many people were involved, suicide
and frenzy might break loose in the
city. Bruce cursed his own folly,
but he knew his innate sense of re-
sponsibility and goodness would
make him find those people and
make reparation.

But the murder of Maxine must
be kept a secret; the body must be
disposed of.

Bruce gave little time to wonder-
ing who had killed Maxine. He car-
ried her body to the bathtub, think-
ing only of a way to secrete it tem-
porarily.

It was morning when Bruce fin-
ished his work. He had operated
slowly, skillfully, and immaculately.
His instruments were clean now and
ready for the sterilizer at his office.
The bathroom was scrubbed, and he
was shaved and dressed for the long
day ahead.

Sally Arthur, his receptionist,
looked up with surprise as he en-
tered.

“Going away, doctor?” she asked,
noticing the large suitcase.

“Not far. Just through those two
doors into my lab for some research
that mustn’t be interrupted. |’'m go-
ing to bunk in there for a week or
so. What’s on the book?”

Sally had been with Dr. Bruce
Andrews a long time and it hurt to
watch his patient list dwindle.

“Nothing important, doctor. |
can transfer these to Dr. Kane if you
wish to be free. | always thought
you ought to be a research man,” she
added loyally.

Bruce picked up his suitcase,

“Wipe up the appointments and
take the rest of the day off, Sally.
1’1l call you when |I’'m ready to start

again. | need a fresh cadaver, but
1’1l call for it myself.”

Not until the dismembered body of
Maxine was sealed to pickle in large
glass jars, did Bruce sit down. He
was careful to leave the identifying
marks on the body, and he explained
this in the letter he wrote.

TO WHOM IT MAY CONCERN:

Inclosed in this envelope is the pellet
I removed from the body of Maxine la
Barge. She was Kkilled in my apartment
Thursday night, May 20th. Because the
motive was indirectly caused by my own
foolishness and directly by a grave crime
probably committed by the deceased, it is
necessary for me to conceal her body.
Other people may be strongly affected
by her death and | must find them before
too many tragedies result. I have not
destroyed the corpus delicti. | am pre-
serving it for the police, but | must have
a few days of freedom. Case 16 in my
laboratory holds the evidence.

Bruce signed this letter and
placed it in his coat pocket. He
would carry it until his job was
done, so that if anything should hap-

pen to him—
1.

Ned Ritzer, city detective, owed
his life to the courage and skill of
Dr. Bruce Andrews. Ned would
never forget that day during pro-
hibition— The gunman’ car was
still at the scene of the shooting
when Dr. Andrews stumbled beside
him in the gutter, pretending to
have been hit by a stray bullet. His
words had been like water in the
desert to Ned. *“I’'m a doctor. Lie
still and they’ll leave.” After it was

all over, Ned’ gratitude had been
sincere. “You took a hell of a
chance, doc. |If there’s ever any-

thing | can do— ~
Now prohibition was a forgotten
nightmare and Ned was getting
ready to turn in his badge for a
G. |. haircut when Bruce came in.
“Remember me?” asked Bruce.
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“With my life!” cried Ned, ad-
vancing with outstretched hand.
“I'm just clearing up here for the
army. Hope there’s something |
can do for you before | go.”

“There is, Ned. Something in
confidence.”

Ned swung the door shut with his
foot.

“Let’s have it, doc.”

"Do you know a shifty little eel
named Morris? Big nose, slit eyes,
thin, and about five feet four?”

Ned laughed.
“Morris Greening! Sure! The
whole department knows him. He’s

just a petty stoolie.”

“ls he a dope fiend?”

“l think not. Just a dope, period.”

Bruce’s one theory took a nose
dive, but Morris was the only link
he had in the mysterious chain of
Maxine’s evil years.

“Know where | can find him?”

Ned drew little figures on his
scratch pad.
“The last time | saw him he had

a room at the Woodbine Hotel and
there was a beautiful dame with
him.”

“Who was she?”
dreading the answer.

“Didn’t know her from Eve. |
just saw them pass in the lobby, if
you can call that hole a lobby. |
was there to get Pamela Wentworth,
the missing socialite. She was hid-
ing out there, down to her last
thirty-five-dollar hat. After we got
the gal home, her parents gave the
department the slip on details. It
must have cost papa a slice to hush
the papers, but a paragraph got in
anyway. You may have seen it.”

Bruce remembered. Headlines
over the disappearance of Pamela
Wentworth, and later the anti-cli-
max of an obscure filler giving am-
nesia as the excuse.

“Was Morris involved in Pamela’s
case?”

“No.

asked Bruce,

He,’s lived at the Woodbine

pretty innocently. If you have
something | can help you with, say

the word. [’ll turn out the whole
force!”
“Sorry, Ned. That’s just what |

don’t want. But can you describe
the woman who lived with Morris?”

The next words of the detective
gave such an accurate picture of
Maxine that Bruce felt his stomach
turn over.

“You say Morris is a stool pigeon.
Would he kill?”

Ned sat up, his back stiff. But he
didn’t pry the doctor with questions
and Bruce was grateful for that.

“l doubt it, but one can’t always
tell what people will kill.”

“l know,” said Bruce wearily. *“It
was a stupid question.” He rose and
held out his hand. *“You've been a
great help, Ned. Your information
won’t be misused. Good luck in the
army.”

“Thanks, doc. I'm checking out
of here today, but | have a week free.
Can’t | help?”

“Save it for the Japs. | think |
can take care of this yellow busi-
ness on the home front. Drop me a
card.”

As Bruce walked down Twelfth
Street through the noonday crowd,
he wished he felt sure he could take
care of the business at hand. He
wished he knew more about Ned’s
methods or had a badge to back him
up. He had nothing but two good
fists, an angry heart, and a suspi-
cion that Pamela Wentworth had
not suffered from amnesia to back
up his visit to Morris Greening.

He knocked gently on the door
of the room the surly desk clerk
had indicated.

A voice close to the panel an-
swered.

“Maxine?”
“The doctor,” said Bruce.
sent me.”

“She



The door opened wide enough to
admit him.

Morris stretched out a greedy
hand and leered unpleasantly.

“Hand it over, doc. | don’t know
what Maxine has on you, but it must
be something good to turn you into
a delivery boy.”

“l haven’t anything
Morris.”

The slit eyes became even nar-
rower as Morris slipped his hands
into his trouser pockets. Alarm
seemed to grow in him.

“What have you done to Maxine?
She went to you last night. Where
is she?” he asked threateningly.

“In my laboratory— pickled.”

“You’re lying! She never drinks.”

“You can have her back after you
give me some information, Morris.
Did you make an addict out of any-
one else besides Pamela Went-
worth?”

The hand of the small man moved
out of his pocket so quickly that
Bruce didn’t even see the blackjack
coming. The round lead filling
crashed against his skull and a red-
hot flame shot through his head.

His last conscious thought re-
gretted the letter he had written.
He had expected the police to get
him— not Morris.

He had bungled the whole thing.
Just when his life was beginning to
mean something to him and to the
unfortunate victims of Maxine and
Morris, he felt everything slipping
away from his grasp and he sank to
oblivion with the letter in his inside
pocket.

to deliver,

Ned Ritzer was glad to get out of
the office. The boys had given him
a handsome watch in a little cere-
mony and it had been an ordeal. A
hard-boiled dick can’t break down
and cry over a “thank-you” speech,
but his throat had felt damn funny
when he accepted the gilt and tried
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to say “good-by” without sounding
slushy. Yes, sir, he was glad that
was over.

He headed straight for the Wood-
bine Hotel and took the back way up
when he got there.

Morris Greening's door was ajar
and Ned entered stealthily. But it
was too late for action.

A straight chair was overturned
and the cords of a tie-up job were
still dangling from the legs and
back of it. An envelope was propped
up on the shabby bureau.

The printed stationery bore the
return address of Bruce Andrews.
Ned’s eyes widened as he saw his
own name scrawled across the face
of the envelope.

The doc must have known a de-
tective can’t keep his nose out of
things, especially where a friend’s
safety is concerned.

But his brow wrinkled as he read
the black puzzle. There was noth-
ing in the envelope except a strange
confession addressed to: “To Whom
It May Concern” and signed by
Bruce Andrews.

Maxine! The doc had asked him
to describe Morris Greening’s
woman. That must be why Bruce
had asked whether or not Morris
would kill!

Ned left the Woodbine with the
letter in his wallet. He knew that
Bruce expected him to turn the let-
ter over to the police department,
but the doc wanted some free time,
too. Ned decided to do nothing un-
til he heard from his friend. He
went home to wait for a possible
telephone call from the man who
seemed to prefer to do his own mop-
ping up.

While Ned was cooling his heels
at home and chafing under the in-
activity, Bruce was on his way to
the Wentworth residence. The cab
deposited him shortly after two
o’clock. His arms and wrists were

sore from straining the bindings
loose on Morris’s chair and each
step up to the front door reminded
him of his aching head.

The butler was adamant
Bruce was in no mood for it.

“But | must see the Wentworths.
It’s very urgent.”

"1’m sorry, sir.”

“So am |,” said Bruce, giving the
man a shove and stepping inside.

Mrs. Wentworth appeared.

“Shall I call the police, madame?”

“No, Griggs. It’s ...it’s Dr. An-
drews, is it not?” asked Mrs. Went-
worth, recognizing Bruce.

“l must talk with you and your
daughter, Mrs. Wentworth.”

The dignified woman turned pale.

“You may come in here, doctor.

and

My daughter, however, is indis-
posed. What is it?”
Faced with the blunt question,l

Bruce didn’t know how to begin. He;
felt sure even a detective wouldn’t
dare voice a mere suspicion to peo-
ple like the Wentworths. But Pa-
mela was his only hope of finding
out who the addicts were. Morris
Greening had probably turned his
laboratory inside out by this time.
If he discovered the pickling body
of Maxine, he would be well on his
way, God knows where. Maybe out
of town, maybe to the police, being
a stoolie. Bruce didn’t know
whether Morris had left the letter
with him on purpose, or whether he
hadn’t seen it.

“Mrs. Wentworth, | must have
your confidence. |’m very sure that
your daughter can give me some
information vital to the welfare of
others like herself.”

“I'm sorry, doctor. Pamela is ill.
She’s been suffering from amnesia.”

Bruce made a scoffing noise.
“Really, Mrs. Wentworth— amnesia!
I’'m a doctor, you know. Ethics
don’t permit gossip. You’ll have to
trust me a little, for Pamela’s sake.
| can help her.”
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Under the aristocratic reserve,
Bruce could sense indecision, con-
fusion, and deep suffering. He
leaned forward and spoke gently.

“It happened against her will,
could happen to anybody, you must
understand that. It won't help
Pamela to hush it up. She needs
expert treatment and not for am-
nesia

Mrs. Wentworth broke then, and
it seemed to relieve her to stop pre-
tending.

“How do you know about Pa-
mela?”

“That’'s not important.
her now?”

“Impossible. Tomorrow perhaps.”

Bruce made one last effort to gain
admittance to Pamela’'s room.

“The other sufferers can't wait
until tomorrow. Please!”

Mrs.  Wentworth opened her
mouth to speak, but the words never
came

May | see

The explosion of a gun from up-
stairs silenced whatever she would
have said.

Bruce took the circular staircase
in bounding leaps. Griggs was in
the upper hall.

“Pamela’s room?” panted Bruce.

“Here.” The butler tried the door,
but it didn't yield.

Bruce crashed his shoulder twice
against the panel and splintered the
wood. His one chance of getting in-
formation was beyond that door. If
he should be to late!

Pamela sat on the edge of the bed.
The revolver was still in her hand
and blood spurted from a shoulder
wound. She gave Bruce a disdain-
ful look and tried to point the gun
at him.

“1 missed slightly that time, but
stay where you are,” she said. “I
prefer privacy for suicide, but if
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you must stand there gaping— ”

She lifted the gun to her temple
just as Bruce sprang forward. He
thrust back the gun hand, sending
the bullet into the ceiling.

Pamela fainted before her mother
came into the room.

“She’s dead, isn’t she, doctor?”
asked Mrs. Wentworth in the
strange calm voice that indicates a
postponement of hysterics.

“No,” said Bruce gruffly. “Get me
hot water and bandages and call

your family physician. This isn’t
even a hospital case.”

“Please, Dr. Andrews, couldn’t
you be her physician? We must

have sensible help.”

“You mean you trust me?”

"1'd be very grateful,” said Mrs.
Wentworth humbly.

Bruce leaned over Pamela. Her
wound was not half as serious as the
hypo pricks on her arm. But with

time, he could hope to cure that.

“Where did she get the gun?
Surely you suspected her state.”

“She slipped out last night. She
may have got it then.”

Bruce gazed sadly at the petulant
young face on the pillow. A beauti-
ful young face except that the marks
of strain made it look weirdly old.

Griggs came in with a kettle of
boiling water and Bruce sterilized
his hands. Then he ordered the
butler and Mrs. Wentworth out of
the room as he bent over Pamela.

She was conscious and moaning
now. Poor kid! She must have
killed Maxine last night, saving his
life, and this afternoon he had come
just in time to save hers. Like ships
that pass in the night on Maxine’s
sea of evil.

“Who are you?” muttered Pamela,
staring up at him.

“Your friend. You’ve seen me
before.”

“No, | haven’t. Your voice is
familiar, though. It’s like some-

thing | heard in a dream.”

“It was a dream, Pamela. Just a
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nightmare. Think of it that way.
I'm going to help you get well and
no one will ever know. [|I’'m Dr.
Andrews.”

“Oh, my God!” said Pamela, shud-
dering violently. “It was your name
on the mailbox!”

“Don’t think of that. Maxine
would have killed me if you had
come a second later. A policeman
would have done the same thing in
your place.”

The trembling was becoming
acute. Bruce's only chance lay in
getting a coherent answer.

“Who else, Pamela? Where can
I find them?”

“At a place called the Bower. But
it’s too late for them— they get all
the morphine they want, but Maxine
wouldn’t take me there until | got
more money. She fed me on the
dope, then starved me for it, threat-
ening. | killed her for that.”

Bruce wasn’t interested in details,
only in one thing, and the girl was
in a state of mental torture and
physical pain.

“The Bower, Pamela.
it? Tell me quickly.”

“l think it’s near Maplewood, but
I’'m not sure. Maxine said no one
could find it.”

Pamela’s eyes grew heavy— the
loss of blood was making her sleepy.
Bruce let her drowse off. He picked
up the revolver that Pamela had
used and slipped it into his pocket.

Where is

Maplewood was a very small com-
munity set in hilly country. The
land wasn’t good for farming and
most of the inhabitants used their
acreage for sheep raising. The one
brick building was a nursing home
and Bruce could see the advantage
of that. |If the local sheriff stum-
bled into the Bower, he might think
the girls were escaped patients.

Bruce stopped at the general store
to speak to the proprietor who was
bent over an account book. Any

man with a white shirt and stiff col-
lar would arouse hostility here, and
Bruce got a cold reception.

“I'm looking for a vacant house.
Can you give me any information?”

“Aimin’ to live in it?”

“Maybe.”

“None fittin’.”

“But some vacant?”

The lanky owner of the store ad-
justed the steel-rimmed glasses and
looked at Bruce with amusement.

“Maybe the house five miles down
the next cross road would suit you.
Been vacant for years.”

The fellow looked like a practical
joker, the kind to delight in sending
a stranger off to look at the end of
the road. But Bruce had to take a
chance.

The cab driver grumbled.

“This road’s a helluva note for
my tires!” -
After four miles of the rutted

road, Bruce stopped the driver with
instructions to wait. Then, he took
the remaining distance at a brisk
walk.

He couldn’t picture a house be-
ing in this forsaken spot. Weeds
and scrub trees choked the ditches
and only the jagged rock bed kept
them from overrunning the road.

At the next hill, he ought to be
able to see more of the surrounding
country. If luck would only be with
him, there might be a house.

But as he panted to the top of the
incline, he forgot all about finding
the Bower for the moment.

A girl wrapped in something like
a white beachrobe sat on a rock,
cradling her ankle and moaning.

She didn’t look up as Bruce ap-
proached.

“Let me see,” said the doctor,
kneeling down and reaching for the
ankle.

She sank back fearfully and in
pain. Her vyellow hair hung in
braids and Bruce brushed it away
from her face, The dirt on her face
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and arras aroused his pity. He knew
that the constant use of dope can
give any human being a cat's aver-
sion to water.

The girl shoved him away with
desperate hands and tried to hobble
up on the injured ankle. He caught
her as her knees buckled with un-
bearable pain.

“Why did you leave the Bower?”

She seemed relieved.

“You know about the Bower?”

“Yes, Maxine sent me. Why did
you leave?”

“l had to. The dead man fright-
ened me.”

Bruce carried her along the road.
The dead man might be an illusion
and it might be— well, the way
things had been happening, it was
probably a reality.

"You passed the trail,” said the
girl. “Take me back to the Bower,
please. My ankle hurts. Wiii you
take the dead man away?”

Bruce cut back and took the side
trail, pressing his way through the
low-hanging vines on the trees. The
going was rough, with the girl a
dead weight in his arms, but he felt
near the end of his job.

The house was well-concealed and
in good repair. But when they
neared the door, a chorus of wails
started that made his blood run cold.
The sound was like a pack of hounds
baying at the moon and then a clank
of chains could be heard distinctly,

“Go on in,” said the girl. “They
think you’re from Maplewood. We
play ghost if anyone comes around.
People think the house is haunted.”

So that’s what the practical joker

had had in mind for him! For once
Bruce was grateful for a man’s
strange sense of humor.

He had found the Bower! Now to

confirm his theory of how Maxine
bad disposed of her dope, then the
police. He wondered whether Ned
had turned over the letter to the
department.

He carried his pitiful burden to a
couch and started to lower the girl
when she screamed. Her body had
partly obstructed his vision, but now
he looked down and saw that the
couch was already occupied by the
dead body of Morris Greening.

The girl wriggled out of his arms
to a standing position and hopped
across the room to a chair, calling
to her companions.

Bruce leaned close to Morris and
the smell of bitter almonds was
strong.

“Who poisoned him?” he asked,
turning on the girl.

“How should | know?”
The other victims, all women,
came in.

Bruce didn’t want to talk to them.
He just wanted to get them the hell
out of there as fast as he could. He
would gladly give his life and his
reputation to see them tucfeecf into
a neat row of clean sanitarium beds.

He pushed his way out of the liv-
ing room to inspect the house fur-
ther. Maxine had taken every pre-
caution. In the back he found a
room that could be securely locked.
Once in there, these sick women
would be safe until some means
could be found of moving them to a
hospital for treatment and care.

Bruce used the phone booth of the
Maplewood drugstore to call the
police.

“l don’t want to give my name,”
said Bruce, after he had given the
location of the Bower, “but you’'d
better come. Incidentally, a Morris
Greening is there— dead from a big
dose of prussic acid.”

Bruce hung up, not waiting for
cross-questioning. He imagined that
he would find a supply of prussic
acid missing from his laboratoiy.
Morris must have been scared into
a blue funk at the sight of Maxine
in assorted glass jars.

An hour later, Bruce was at home,



waiting for his arrest. Impatient to
get it over with, he called Ned.

“1I'm waiting for your official visit.
Did you get the letter?”

“Yes. Don't leave your apart-
ment; I'll be right over.”

Bruce mixed a highball and drank
thirstily.

In ten minutes, Ned arrived.

“Get everything wound up, doc?”

“All in good hands. The narcotic
squad is about to rescue seven more
socialites like Pamela who had to
pay out plenty of cash for selling
their souls to a demon.”

“And Morris?”

“Suicide.”

“And you?”

“Jail for murder. | Killed Maxine
with this g«n.” He turned over
Pamela’s revolver.

Ned didn’t take the gun. “Hell!”
he said. “I've killed six people.”

“With authority to do so.”

“In my language,” said Ned. “a
louse is a louse, no matter who pulls
the trigger. And speaking of
authority, | turned in my badge at
noon today. When | got your let-
ter. 1'd been off the force for over an
hour, so it's none of my official
business.”

The ex-detective took the letter
out of his wallet, held a match to it,
and dropped it into an ash tray.

A flicker of hope burned in Bruce's
eyes. Those girls—Pamela—

“You really believe my wrong
doesn’t deserve jail?”

“Who the hell can always be sure
of right and wrong? Take a chance!
Good civilian doctors are scarce
these days. So long.”

At the door, Bruce slipped a small
leather-bound book into Ned’'s
pocket.

“Read this in camp if you have
time. I think you'd like the
prophet’'s chapter on crime and pun-
ishment, Ned.”

THE END.
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