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same old

Sure you arc. Anybody gets tired of
standing still. But don’t get the idea
that ]US[ quxt(mg your prcscn( l()b
and going somewhere else will get
you out of the rut.

The trouble may be inside your-
sclf. You're burning up energy worry-
ing about getting ahcad instead of
actually getting ahead. You want to
make more money, be respected. All
right, you can!

Look around you. The men who
are getting ahead are trained men.
They've learned special skills that
bring higher pay. The men wishous
training stick in the same old job.

Whot are you going to do ?

Ask yourself one question—Do 1
really want to succeed? If the answer
is yes, you can succeed. All you need
is training- And you can get that a¢
home, in your spare time, for pennies
a day.

International Correspondence
Schools offer you a course in practi-
cally any field you choose, giving
you the practical side plus the bed-
rock facts and theory. Earn while
you learn.

3 FREE BOOKS

Without cost or obligation, send me “HOW to SUCCEE!

Machine operator to shop foreman

And success can come in just a few
mon(hs. Here’s what one student re-
ports: **When I enroiled for my 1.C.S.
course in Carpentry and Millwork, I
was a machine operator. Toda),
cleven months later, I am a sho
foreman. As a consequence, my sal-
arv has been ..creased 73. 3%.

1.C.S. has the course for you

There are a total of 277 1. C. S.
courses. The lessons are modern,

cket-size career guide, “How to Succeed.” Also catalog outlining
opportunities in field that interests you. Free sample lesson (Math).

'IH.,TERNATI.ONAI. CORRESPONDENCE ‘SCHOOLS

BOX 48301D, SCRANTON 9, PENNA.

(Partial list of 277 courses)
nd the opportunity booklet about the field BEFORE which | have marked X (plus sample lesson):

simple, casy to understand. Each
course takes you further up the road
of knowledge to success.

The most important step in your life

Pick out the field of study that
interests you most. That's the one
with the greatest future for you—
whether it’s in your present field or
not. Then mark and mail the coupon
and find out what I. C. S. can do for
you. It costs one stamp. But it can be
the most important step in your life.

1. C. S., Scranton 9, Penna.
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Bass Fishermen will
Say I'm Crazy...

until they try
my method!

But, after a 10 day trial, if you're
at all like the few other men to whom I've

told my secret, you'll guard it with your last brecth.

Don't jump at conclusions. I'm not a
manufacturer of any fancy lure. | have
no rods or lines to sell. I'm a professional
man and make a good living in my pro-
fession. But my all-absorbing hobby is
fishing. And, quite by accident, I've dis-
covered how fo go to waters that every-
one else says are fished out and come in
with a limit catch of the biggest bass that
you ever saw. The savage old bass that
got so big, because they were "wise" to
every ordinary way of fishing.

This METHOD is NOT spinning, troll-
ing, casting, fly fishing, trot line fishing,
set line fishing, hand line fishing, live bait
fishing, jugging, netting, trapping, or sein-
ing, ancl does not even faintly resemble
any of these standard methods of fishing.
No live bait or prepared bait is used. You
can carry all of'rhe equipment you need
in one hand.

The whole secret can be learned in
twenty minutes—twenty minutes of fasci-
nating reading. All the extra equipment
ou need, you can buy locally at a cost of
ress than a dollar. Yet with it, you can
come in after an hour or two of the great-
est excitement of your life with a stringer
full. Not one or two miserable 12 or 14
inch over-sized keepers—but five or six
real beauties with real poundage behind
them. The kind that don't need a word of
explanation of the professional skill of
the man who caught them. Absolutely
legal, too—in every state.

l Dear Mr. Fare: Send me cemplete informa-
tion withcut any cherge ond without the
slightest obligation. Tell me hcw 1 can
learn the secret method of catching big
bass from “‘fished out'' waters, even when

l the old timers are reporting *'No Luck.”

o

This amazing method was developed by
a little group of professional fishermen.
Though they are public guides, they never
divulge their secret to their own tables.
No man on your waters has ever seen it,
ever heard ozi'r. or ever used it. And when

ou have given it the first trial, you will

Ze as close-mouthed as a man who has
suddenly discovered a gold mine. Because
with this secret you can fish within a hun-
dred feet of the best fishermen in the
country and pull in ferocious big ones
while they come home empty handed. No
special skill is required. The secret is just
as deadly in the hands of a novice as in
the hands of an old timer.

My secret will be disclosed only to a
few men in each area—men who will give
me their word of honor not to give the
secret to anyone else.

Send me your name. Let me tell you
how you can try out the secret method of
bringing in big bass from your 'fished
out'" waters. Let me tell you why | let you
try my method for 10 days without risking
a penny of your money on instructions or
lures. There is no charge for this informa-
tion, now or at any other time. Just your
name is all | need. But | guarantee that
the information I send you will make you
a complete skeptic—until once you try it!
And then, your own catches will fiil you
with disbelief. Send your name, today.
This will be fun.

ERIK M. FARE, 317 SO. MILWAUKEE AVE., LIBERTYVILLE 19, ILL.

" IR I m——m O S IR SIS G G G G Gmn S . e S A e . e— .

ERIK M. FARE, 317 S. Milwaukee Ave., Libertyville 19, lllinois
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Sha took a gun from her
purse, and shot Harris
twice . ..



Dr. Archer had the motive for killing old Walsh —
but the method was all wrong for a man in Archer’s

position!

PATTERN FOR
HOMICIDE

by Eugene Pawley

ICK HARRIS, private eve,
N was just a little bored by the

caller in his Boston office. To
be sure, she was good-looking, but she
was neither young enough nor attrac-
tive enough to warrant prolonged
study. She was smart, but not dressed
expensively enough to hold forth the
bait of a whooping big fee.

In fact, she came forth with a bribe;
and when Harris refused, she took a
gun from her purse and shot him twice
in the chest. Then she was gone.

The police took over from there.
Young Dr. Gordon, the medical exam-
iner, made the ucual examination and
filed his report with the . A. That, he

thought, should wash it up; but it
didn’t.

The following morning, Dona Dean,
his nurse. closed the door firmly be-
hind her and leaned against it. She
brushed a wisp of auburn hair back
from her forchead and fixed narrowed
green eyes upon him. “Lieutenant Cline
is here,” she said in a voice that rel-
egated the police officer to the ranks
of undesirable visitors. “I told him to
wait.”

Gordon gave her a crooked grin. In
the two years that Dona had served
him as secretary, nurse, and girl Fri-
day, she had made it quite plain that
she disapproved of his work as the
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county medical examiner, and re-
sented especially the demands Cline
made upon his time.

“He said it was about the Harris
case,” she explained. “Shall I tell Mrs.
Dodge to come in?”

“Mrs. Dodge?” the doctor raised a
quizzical eyebrow. “She had no appoint-
ment.”

Dona's smile was smug. “I know.
But she came before the lieutenant;
also, she is very wealthy and has con-
nections which could be of help to you.”

The doctor sighed aloud, but Dona
was gone, so he smiled at Mrs. Dodge,
who was a stout fortyish and very chic.
But while he listened to her story—a
story he often heard from women who
had too much money and too much
leisure—he thought of Cline and Nick
Harris. The lieutenant, a solid-looking
man in his early {orties with keen gray
eyes, looked a bit worried. Ordinarily,
he kidded Dona: but this trip he made
no reply when she pointedly reminded
Gordon that this was his afternoon for
golf.

“What about Harris?” Gordon asked
when Cline sat down. “I thought you
fellows just about had that one
wrapped up by now.”

“Hah!” Cline said with feeling. “I
have one lousy lead, and I’'m sort of
afraid of it. I latched onto it this morn-
ing when I went to Nick’s bank to
check on the state of his finances and
found out there was a deposit that came
in by mail. It’s postmarked six P.M.
last night and is a check for four hun-
dred and some dollars made out to Har-
ris by a guy named Oliver Walsh.”

Gordon stiffened in his chair, dark
eyes thoughtful as he considered a
name synonymous with the growth and
prosperity of the city. “The Beacon
Hill Walsh?” he said, knowing now
why Cline looked worried. “Did you
ask him about the check?”

.“I went out to his place.”

“What did he say?”

“He didn’t; he’s dead. Died between
eight and ten this morning, the doctor

STORIES

says, from spontaneous cerebral hem-
orrhage.”

“What doctor?”

“Archer. A young guy about your
age.”

Gordon had heard of Archer. He
knew also that Walsh was close to sev-
enty, had nearly died a few months
back from a stroke or heart attack—
he could not quite remember which—
and was considered a semi-invalid
whose death at any time was to be ex-
pected.

“Was
died?”

Cline shook his head. “No, but he’s
been attending the old gent for sever-
al months. There were two grandsons,”
he added slowly, as though he consid-
ered it important. “One’s still in Ger-
many with the occupation forces; the
other was lost in the Pacific and his
widow, Sandra, has been living with
the old man. Also a guy named Jason
Holmes, a nephew.”

Archer with him when he

CLINE PUT a slip of paper on the
~~ desk, added a smaller one; the
larger of these was a statement from
Nick Harris. Gordon glanced at it
and saw that it represented seven days’
work at twenty-five dollars a day. a
four-day hotel bill with the word,
Plaza, in parenthesis beside it, and an
item for a hundred and ninety-odd dol-
lars for railroad, Pullman, meals, and
tips.

“I found the bill in Walsh’s desk
while I was nosing around,” Cline said.
“This thing”—he touched the smaller
slip, a Pullman stub from Boston to
Chicago—*“I found in Harris’ pocket
last night.”

“No one at the house knows any-
thing about it?” Gordon watched the
lieutenant shake his head. “And what
do you want me to do?”

“Well—I thought maybe you'd want
to do an autopsy.”

Raymond Gordon lit a cigarette and
continued to play with the lighter,
snapping the little arm that covered the
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wick up and down. He didn’t know he
was doing it, for it was an unconscious
habit when he was thinking hard.

“T doubt it, John,” he said, finally;
“from what I’ve heard, old man Walsh
was overdue.”

Cline watched Gerdon scmberly. The
doctor was a lean hard-bodied man
with good bones in his jaw and a way
of holding himself that suggested com-
petence and a nice co-ordination of
mind and muscle. He had an easy un-
affected manner, provided you did
not try to push him around.

“Well, will you go out to the house
with me?” Cline asked.

“Is the body still there?”

“Archer had signed the death certif-
icate, but I asked him not to move
the old man until I'd talked with you.”
Cline stood up. “He didn’t like it
much—Archer, I mean.”

Gordon thought regretfully of the
afternoon of golf he was going to miss.
Instead, what he was going to do could
prove most unpleasant for everyone.
“Yes,” he said. “I’ll have a look.”

HE WALSH home stood well back

from the cobblestoned street, a
massive stone structure surrounded by
an iron fence. A colored houseboy took
Gordon and the lieutenant to the
second-floor suite where Dr. Archer
and a young woman were waiting.

Archer was tall, blond, and very
efficient-looking. He introduced him-
self to Gordon, his annoyance with
Cline clearly apparent by the way he
ignored the officer, and then presented
Sandra Walsh, widow of the grandson
lost in the war—a slenderly rounded
woman of thirty, with black hair and
a clear, ivory skin.

“In here, Doctor,” Archer said. “It’s
utter nonsense, of course, but if the
lieutenant wants to be difficult about
it, we might as well get it over.”

Gordon stepped into the bedroom.
Cline, his face turning scarlet, followed
quietly. Archer picked up a folder con-
taining his history of the case and

handed it to Gordon. “As you will see
from that)”” he said, “Mr. Walsh’s
death was merely a question of time.
He had an enlarged heart, high blood
pressure, and arteriosclerotic con-
dition.”

Gordon was verifying the doctor's
statements from the records. When he
had satisfied himself, he proceeded
with a cursory examination of the
corpse. Finding ro sign of violence
upon it, he glanced at the bedside ta-
ble and roted the sleepirgz pills.

Archer, as though reading his mind,
said: “If you’re wondering about an
overdose, the answer is no. I brought
that bottie of fifty the day before yes-
terday and only two are gone—one
for last night and one for the night
before. As for anyone committing a
murder, when the man had not more
than a few months to live—if that—
it’s ridiculous.”

Cline’s face was still red but his
voice was even. “I want to know why
he’d hire a private dick like Nick Har-
ris and pay Iim four hundred bucks.”

Gordon intervened by asking Archer
the facts of Walsh’s death. What he
learned did nothing to help Cline's
theory. Walsh had taken his sleeping-
pill at nine-thirty the night before as
was his custom. At eight that morn-
ing the houseboy came in to raise the
shades, had heard Walsh mumb!le some-
thing, and thought he was talking in
his sleep. Since he was under orders to
leave after raising the shades and let
Walsh get up when he felt like it, the
houseboy had gone out, and not until
ten o’clock did he discover that the
old man was dead.

Gordon nodded and returned to the
sitting room. Sandra Walsh continued
to stare listlessly out the window as he
examined the room, noticing now that
the books which lined the nearby wall
were nearly all detective stories. There
were some reference volumes on the
bottom shelf; books on criminology,
legal medicine, police practice, and tox~
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icology; and because he wanted time to
think, he spoke about them.

“He must have been quite a detec-
tive-story fan.”

“He was,” Sandra Walsh said; “it
was about the only pleasure he had
left.”

She glanced from Archer to Cline,
and Gordon could see how very at-
tractive she was in spite of the tired
lines about her mouth and eyes. Then,
the door opened and a man entered—
a slim, thin-faced man of thirty-five or
so, with sparse brown hair and glasses.
When he was introduced- as Jason
Holmes, Gordon knew that this was
the nephew Cline had mentioned ear-
lier.

If Holmes was at all upset by what
happened, he gave no outward sign of
it; he glanced casually at Gordon and
asked bluntly if he was going to do an
autopsy. When Gordon said he did not
know, Holmes shrugged.

“It’s a lot of nonsense,” he said.
“The old boy simply died in his sleep,
and anyone who says different is
crazy—not that he didn’t pick a good
time for it.”

He was staring at Archer as he
spoke, and Gordon, seeing that look
and the way the woman’s mouth tight-
ened, felt a sudden tension in the room
where none had been before. Cline
said: “A good time for whom, Mr.
Holmes?”

“I wag thinking particularly of Dr.
Archer,” Holmes returned. “Mr. Walsh
was about to make a change; he
seemed quite dissatisfied with the doc-
tor’s work.”

“That’s a lie,” Archer said.

“Possibly a good time for Sandra,
too,” Holmes said, as though he had
not heard. He took off his glasses and
blinked pale myopic eyes. “Walsh
didn’t approve of the doctor’s relations
with Sandra.”

“And what were those relations?”
Cline wanted to know.

“We were in love,” the girl an-
nounced simply. Then, sparks in her

eyes, she turned on Holmes. “You
should be ashamed. Not once did you
try to make things pleasant for him;
not once would you read to him, or—"

“That trash?” Holmes waved his
glasses with scorn at the detective
stories. “I should say not.”

“And so / had to, night after night,
because I knew if I didn’t no one
would.”

“Don’t be so noble about it.” Holmes
replaced his glasses; “I notice it didn’t
take you long to start painting your
nails again.”

R. ARCHER spoke under his

breath as he moved toward Holmes,
his jaw hard and eyes stormy. Cline
moved in front of him. “Take it easy,”
he warned.

Sandra had her head down and Gor-
don could see her face working. She
looked at her red-painted nails. “Yes,”
she said in a small voice. “He didn’t
like painted nails; he spoke about it
when I came here, and so I wore them
plain. Then this morning—” She hes-
itated, a catch in her voice. “Oh, what
difference does it make? You wouldn’t
understand.”

Gordon cleared his throat. He still
did not know what he should do, but
he wanted to get out. He nodded to the
lieutenant and announced: “I’ll have
the body removed to the morgue.”

“You can’t do that.” Archer spoke
quickly, his eyes resentful. “You've
seen his record; you’ve no reason to
doubt me as the attending physician
just because some private detective no
one ever heard of was murdered last

night.”

“Mr. Walsh heard of him,” Cline in-
terjected.

“If you insist on doing a post-mor-
tem—"" Archer began.

“I didn’t say that.)” Gordon inter-
rupted. “I want to make a thorough ex-
amination, and I can do it better at the
morgue; I’ll let you know if there’s to
be an autopsy.”

The medical examiner played no
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golf that afternoon. When he made a
more thorough examination of the body,
without finding any marks of violence,
he came back to his office.

Cline appeared at three. “I talked to
the Walsh Jawyer,” ke caid. *‘Jay Lask-
er. He's fuming at the idea of an
autopsy, but he told me about the
will, and all three of them had sweet
motives.”

“You’re counting the girl in?” Gor-
don asked.

“I'm figuring cvervbody and you
know it,” Cline returned and went on
to elaborate. “Holmes and the girl
cut in for a third of about two million
bucks, and the grandson in Germany
gets the other third. I talked to the
servants, and Holmes was right when
he said the old man had trouble with
Archer over the girl.”

He pulled out the Pullman stub he
had found in Nick Harris’ pocket. “Dr.
Archer came from Chicago; he went to
school there, and he was in a spot to
marry a third of two million dollars,”
he added grimly. “That’s a sweet mo-
tive, son.”

“What about Sandra?”

HE LIEUTENANT consulted his

notes. He said the girl came from
Washington and had met Walsh’s
grandson at a USO dance while he was
stationed at Tacoma. They married,
and she continued to live there until
he was reported killed off Iwo Jima.

“Then she came to live with the
grandfather,” Cline said. “Been here
ever since.”

“She and Holmes didn’t hit it off?”

Cline scowled. ‘‘Because she said
he started making passes at her. That
Holmes,” he said; “I don’t know. He’s
supposed to be a writer working on
something to remake the world his
way. He’s been living with the old gent
for five years and the servants could
never figure why Walsh put up with
him. Holmes stands to get a third of
that dough, and if old Walsh got wind
of something, and put Nick Harris to

checking up on him—" He leaned for-
ward. “The whole setup smells, Doc,”
he said. “What about the p. m. ?”

Dr. Gordon lit a cigarette. He knew
that in a legal sense he was within his
rights to perform or order an autopsy.
He knew, too, that there were other
than legal considerations.

“Jay Lasker is the Walsh attorney,
and that guy carries a lot of weight in
this man’s town. If I do an autopsy
and f{ind out Walsh had died just as
Archer says he did—”

“Lasker will sure throw that weight
around,” Cline finished. “Yeah,” he
said, and stood up. ‘I guess he could
make it tough for a young guy like
you.” He hestitated, put on his hat.
“However, it's entirely up to you,
Doc.”

Gordon’s grin was humorless. “Get
out,” he ordered. “Beat it. I'll do that
autopsy tonight.”

Raymond Gordon had cause to view
his decision with doubt several times
before the afternoon was over. He had
to listen to Archer’s, protests; he had
to listen to Jay Lasker.

“I can’t stop you,” Lasker said, “but
if you're wrong I can promise you more
publicity than you ever had in your
life—all of it bad.”

Dona Dean added her arguments to
the others when she lcarned what Gor-
don intended to do. Normally, her
manner during office hours was one of
strict formality; but occasionally she
scolded and bullied him with the pro-
prietary intensity of a woman in love—
though it was unlikely that she had
ever admitted such an interest, even to
herself. She had argued before that he
should give up the office of niedical ex-
aminer, pointing out that he would be
much farther ahead if he put the same
amount of effort into his own practice.

“I think you’re crazy,” she said, “to
risk your future just because Cline had
a silly hunch.”

Gordon wondered about this after
she had gone, his mind going back in-
evitably to old Doc McGrath who, in
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those tough early days when Gordon
had first hung out his shingle, had sug-
gested that he might like an assistant
medical examiner’s job on a fee basis.
“You'll get a real chance to know
anatomy,” McGrath had said. “It might
be something you’d like.”

Gordon found that McGrath was
right. The fees paid his office rent, and
the knowledge gained helped him save
lives in the Pacific. Coming back to
find McGrath ready for retirement, it
had seemed natural enough to accept
the full responsibility, and though
there had been times when he ques-
tioned the wisdom of his decision, he
had never seriously considered giving
up his work. That his own interest in
crime might have influenced him was
something he would have quickly
denied.

N THE HOURS that followed, he

found himself wishing he had taken
Dona’s advice. Not until after eleven
o’clock that night did he know for a
certainty that Cline’s suspicions were
well founded. Oliver Walsh had indeed
died of a hemorrhage—but not, as
Archer had maintained, a spontaneous
one brought on by natural causes.
Walsh had been murdered.

The city maintained an office for its
medical examiner on the second floor
of the mortuary, and adjoining this
was a conference room. Here, at ten
o’clock the next morning, Dr. Gordon
was to make known his findings to
Lieutenant Cline and those he had
summoned.

Jason Holmes sat indolently in his
chair at one end of the white oak ta-
ble, his myopic eyes veiled but sus-
picious. Sandra Walsh—in a simple
black dress that accented her paleness
and made her eyes enormous—sat at
one side. Next to her was Dr. Archer,
his mouth sullen as with hostile eyes he
watched Gordon remove some photo-
graphs from an envelope.

Gordon gave it to them straight. He
said Lieutenant Cline’s suspicions had

been confirmed. He said that Oliver
Walsh had been murdered, though this
was no reflection on Archer’s diagnosis,
since the type of wound would be
clinically undetected.

“Given the same case history, I
would have made a similar diagnosis,”
he said: “it took an autopsy to reveal
the truth.”

Archer reached for the pictures,
stared at one and then another, his
mouth white. Sandra Walsh’s eyes
were wide and incredulous as she
watched Archer.

Jason Holmes shifted in his chair.
“What was the cause of death?”

“Walsh was stabbed,” Gordon re-
plied, “with a thin round instrument
like an awl or an ice pick. Stabbed
here,” he said and put his finger in
front of and slightly above his ear.
“The autopsy showed the brain wound,
and when we shaved the hair we photo-
graphed the point of entry. Not over
three-sixteenths of an inch in diam-
eter,” he said, “with a minute scratch
an eighth of an inch from that.”

He rose, collected the photographs
and handed them to Cline, his lean
face grave, as he studied briefly those
around the table.

“He died yesterday morning,” he
said, “but in my opinion he was
stabbed the night before, after the
sleeping pill had taken effect. A young-
er man might have lived for days with
that sort of wound, but in Mr. Walsh’s
condition, death came more quickly.”

“But”—Jason Holmes swallowed
hard—*there was no blood.”

“A drop or two possibly,” Gordon
said, ‘“‘which the killer wiped away
some time before morning.” He
walked to the door. “I’ll make my re-
port and send a copy to the D. A.,” he
said to Cline.

The lieutenant followed him into the
hall, asking the others to remain. “Now
what, Doc?” he asked.

“Look for an ice pick or an awl—
preferably one that has a rough spot
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in the metal that crimps the handle
to the blade.”

“Sure.” Cline scowled. “But what do
you think? You must have some ideas;
you generally do.”

Gordon fashioned a wry grin. “I'm
all out of ideas. You wanted an autop-
sy; you had an idea Nick Harris’ mur-
der was hooked up with Walsh and it
looks as if you were right. Anyway,
now you've got another murder.”

Cline locked hard at him, half clos-
ing one eye. “Just like that, huh?” he
said.

The medical examiner pretended he
didn’t hear. “My job is to determine
the cause of death,” he elaborated.
“You and the D.A. are supposed to
take it from there, and you know it.”

S THE DAY wore on, Dr. Gordon

found it difficult to sit back and
do nothing. It was all right while he
was busy with an office full of pa-
tients; it was all right when Cline came
in about noon with an ice pick which
he had found in the Walsh kitchen and
which had the proper length and the
required rough spot on the metal
crimping. But when Gordon had a
chance to think over the things Cline
had said. the seeds of worry grew like

weeds in the fertile soil of his imagi-
nation.
For Cline was concentrating his

efforts upon Dr. Archer, and his rea-
sons seemed logical. “He’s going to
marry one third of two million dollars,”
Cline said. “To stop him, the old gent
was going to fire him, and maybe—I
admit I'm guessing cn this—cut the
dame off. Nick Harris was in Chicago
checking on something, and Archer
came from Chicago. Also, Archer
had the sort of knowledge a guy would
need to think up a murder like that;
he never dreamed there’d be an autop-
sy.”

Gordon made no comment at the
time, and for the next two hours busied
himself with.a paper he was to read
that evening at a dinner given by the

State Medical Association. With this
out of the way, doubt and uncertainty
again began to crowd his mind and,
not telling Dona Dean where he was
going, he drove to the Walsh mansion.

There he talked with the houseboy
and servants; he inspected the old
man’s suite again, and took a quick
look at Jason Holmes’ study. When he
returned to the office he telephoned a
local travel agency. Then he called a
friend of his, saying he would be unable
to attend the dinner and asked him to
read the paper he had prepared.

Dona Dean, overhearing the last of
his conversation, was horrified. But
bafore she could protest, Gordon was
phoning the lieutenant. “Still think
Arcker is your man?” he asked. “Have
you booked him?”

“Not yet,” Cline said. “Why? I
thought you weren't interested.”

Gordon ducked that one. He said
he’d been thinking things over. “I think
you've got the wrong man pegged,” he
said. “I don’t know whether I can
prove it or not. I'm not even sure I
can—"

Cline cut him off with a growl. He
had worked with Raymond Gordon
often enough to respect his intelligence
and ability. In the past, the medical
examiner’s knowledge and shrewd ob-
servations had helped break other mur-
ders, and Cline was not the type of
ofticer who, once he had settled on a
suspect, became blind to other aspects
of a case.

“Never mind the prologue,” he said
gruffly. “Will you try—and what do
you want me to do?”

Gordon told him without elaborating
his own theory, and when he hung up
he found Dora Dean standing before
him. “So that’s your reason you can'’t
go to that dinner?”

The doctor had a difficult time meet-
ing her gaze. He tried to pretend it was
not important. “It'll probably be a
lousy dinner, anyway. Look,” he said.
“I should be back by seven; we’ll ga
out somewhere and get a steak.”
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“No,” said Dona, “we will not.”
Then, because the things Gordon did
were so important to her, she continued
her scolding without shame.

“I should think it would be enough,
the chance you took with the p.m.”
she said. “You stuck your neck out
and you got away with it. I guess it’s
a good thing you did,” she added with
some reluctance, “and I can under-
stand that you felt it was your duty.
But this other—well, you’ve said
yourself your job was to determine the
cause of death. If you go up there try-
ing to play detective, instead of taking
in that dinner, then all I can say is
that youre just”—she groped for a
word and found it—‘‘just grandstand-
ing.”

Gordon pushed back the chair and
stood up, his eyes averted so she could
not sce the hurt and disappointment
mirrored there. “You're probably right,
Dona,” ke said very quietly.

“But you're still going.”

“Until I’'m sure about Dr. Archer.
I'm sort of responsible for putting the
chap in the spot he is. Perhaps he’s
guilty; maybe the lieutenant can prove
it. But if he’s not, and he gets involved
and maybe arrested, it will ruin his
career whether he’s guilty or not....
You can leave those letters I dictated
on my desk,” he said, “and I'll sign
them when I get back. There’s no need
for you to wait.”

THERE WAS a prowl car parked in
the Walsh drive. When Dr. Gor-
don went upstairs he found Cline wait-
ing with a police photographer and a
plainclothesman. The photographer
was setting up his equipment under the
suspicious gaze of Jason Holmes, while
Sandra Walsh watched without ap-
parent interest.

Dr. Archer, who had been sitting on
the arm of her chair, stood up when
he saw Gordon, spoke coldly. “What is
this?” he demanded. “Are you taking
over the functions of the detective
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bureau, Gordon? Because if

are...”

The lieutenant interrupted, his voice
steady: “I'd take it easy, Dr. Archer;
I’'m the guy that thinks maybe you're
guilty, not the medical examiner. He
took the trouble to come up here to
see if he could prove I was wrong.”

Archer sat down again, glanced un-
certainly about. Then, some of his
defiance and bluster remaining, he
said, “What makes you think I didn’t
kill him, Gordon?”

“I don’t think you would have been
so crude as to use an ice pick,” Gordon
said. “It came from downstairs, from
a kitchen drawer. I doubt if you'd
even known that it was there and—"

“T didn’t.”

“I don’t think you’d have used it
anyway—unless you were trying to pin
the job on someone else—because you
have instruments of your own that
would have done just as well. As a
matter of fact, I doubt if any doctor
in his right mind would be stupid
enough to kill in that fashion. A smart
attending physician could take the
life of a man in Mr. Walsh’s condition
by simpler methods, and without fear
of autopsy findings.”

“I thought of that, but—" Cline
paused, his gaze troubled. “Nick Har-
ris has a Pullman stub from Chicago,”
he said. “Archer came from Chicago.”

“What I want to know,” Jason
Holmes said, pointing at the photog-
rapher, “is what this fellow is supposed

you

-to be doing.”

No one answered him. The others
were watching the medical examiner,
and he said, “All that stub proves is
that Harris went to Chicago. But the
hundred and ninety-odd dollars he had
on his bill indicates that he did a lot
more traveling. I checked with a travel
agency and found that a man might
go twice that far. Maybe to Washing-
ton. Harris wrote the word, Plaza, op-
posite his hotel charge. There is a
Plaza Hotel in Tacoma.”
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Now, he turned to Jason Holmes.
“You want to know what he’s doing?”
He indicated the police photographer.
“He’s going to take some pictures of
that bottom shelf and the reference
books Walsh kept there. I came up
here this afternoon and checked your
library. I notice you go in for Proust
and Thomas Nann and Marx and
Krafft-Ebing.”

“I damn well don't read this junk.”

“Somebody did,” Gordon said.
“Somebody took a particular interest
in this book.” He pointed to a heavy
volume of legal medicine. “It’s been
used recently, because the top of it is
clean, and the adjoining volumes have
a thin coating of dust. That's what
we’re going to photograph first.”

HE TOOK a deep breath and con-

tinved, “I've got a copy of that
book in my office; most medical ex-
aminers have. It's printed on a heavy
coated stock, the kind that takes fin-
gerprints well. We’ll photograph page
412, I think, because on that page is a
picture of a man who died like VWalsh
died. It shows the tiny hole the ice
pick made, a hole covered by hair that
went uncetected until the post-mortem
examination. I think the fingerprints
we’ll find on that page will match
yours, Mrs. Walsh.”

For three long seconds no one
moved. Then Archer jumped up, his
face stiff. “No!” he cried. “Now
wait!”

Gordon ignored him. He was watch-
ing Sandra Walsh’s drawn gray face,
the approaching hysteria in her hot
bright eyes. He went on, his voice di-
rect, controlled.

“We might even find the answer for
those red nails you were in such a hurry
to paint,” he said. “There wasn’t much
blood, was there? A drop or two which
you wiped from the wound. But there
was blood on the weapon and you got
a drop or so inside the nail—in the
quick, where it wouldn’t wash off and

where you couldn’t dig it out without
making the quick bleed.”

He said, “When the lieutenant came,
I guess that stain worried you some—
until you realized that no one would
notice it if you painted your nails.”
He glanced at Cline and Cline was
watching the woman. Gordon contin-
ued: “A microscopic analysis will tell
us if I'm right about that, and—"

But he didn't have the chance to
finish. The hysteria and panic he had
seen growing in Sandra’s eyes now took
command. She came out of her chair
with a catlike quickness, whirling
away from the still-incredulous Arch-
er, and turning toward the door.

Gordon recognized this wild desire
to escape as the instinctive animal-like
reaction of one whose mind no longer
functions properly, and let Cline and
the plainclothesman deal with it. See-
ing the look of shock and horror on
Archer’s face, he knew that it was the
young doctor, and not the woman who
would most need help and sympathy.

ONA DEAN was waiting when Dr.

Gordon returned to his office at
seven-thirty; so were three reporters
and a photographer who had heard
about the autopsy. They wanted the
details and asked if he had any ideas
about the murderer.

Gordon said he had no comment. He
also said he had given a full report
to the district attorney and that any
statement to the press would neces-
sarily come from that source. “If
you're interested in the police angle of
it,” he said, “why don’t you have a
talk with Lieutenant Cline? I under-
stand he made an arrest just a few
minutes ago.”

The newspapermen got out fast, and
when Dona closed the door, Gordon
went into his office, put his hat on the
desk, and sank gratefully into the
chair. Dona came in and sat down op-
posite him. After a moment, she said,
her voice a little ashamed: “And I
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thought you were just grandstanding.
I'm frightfully sorry.”

Raymond Gordon glanced at her,
seeing mostly the concern in her lovely
eyes. He told her to forget it, and be-
cause he felt so weary and beaten and
empty inside, he just closed his eves
and sat motionless. Dona went to the
small refrigerator and began to take
out ice. She added whisky and water
and handed it to him.

“Take it.” she said. “I gues: a doc-
tor has a right to drink after a day’s
work, just lilke anyone else. ... Would
it help to talk about it?”

Gordon drank gratefully. Before he
knew it he was answering questions,
and presently Dona had the whole
story.

“And if you hadn't gone,” she mur-
mured at the end, “the licutenant
would have arrested Dr. Archer.”

“I guess that he would,” Gordon
said, “but not for very long. YWhen he
got around to figuring out the Pull-
man fare and one thing and another,
he would have had to let him go. But
it would have been tough on Archer

..it’s still tough,” he said heavily,
“but in a different way.”

“For awhile,” Dona said, “until he
realizes how lucky he is. Until he un-
derstands how it might have been if
he had married her.... Why?” she
asked. “Why did she do it?”

¢“She was a bad girl,” Gordon ex-
plained. “She ran away from home as
a kid, and got in trouble with some
guy, and wound up in a reform school.
Later she married a soldier, and when
he went overseas, she made the mis-
take of marrying young Walsh with-

out the benefit of a divorce. She got
by for nearly a year with the old man.
Then he finally got wind of something
and sent Nlck Harris west to checL
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up on her. Harris got the goods on
her. That's why old man Walsh had
the row with Archer. He wanted to
break up the affair without telling
the doctor the truth; and when San-
dra saw she was going to get kicked
out without a dime, she made up her
mind to do something about it before
Walsh called in his lawyer. {the’d spent
a lot of time reading about crime to
the old eent, and she got the idea on
how to Lill him from that book ou legal
medicine.

“Once she had made up her mind,
she knew she had to put Harris out
of the way, too, because he knew the
truth about her. She phoned him for
an appointment and walked in on him
with a gun in her bag. She shot him,
searched his files for the carbon copy
of the report he'd given the old man,
and got out fast. Later she destroyed
that copy as she destroyed the orig-
inal, and if it hadn't been for Cline
finding \Walsh’s check, she’d have got-
ten away with it.”

Gordon drained his glass, put it
aside, and with it he somehow put
aside his weariness. He did not know
whether it was the drink or the talking
he had done which was responsible,
but he felt immeasurably better. He
recognized the emptiness inside him
for what it was.

“Look,” he said. “I'm hungry.” He
shook his finger at Dona. “It’s not
often I extend second invitations to
dinner, but this time—"

“I accept.” interrupted Dona, her
voice relieved. “I'm starved.”

She stood up and Gordon rose with
her. When he saw her smile and the
sudden radiance in her eyes, he knew
that everything was going to be all
right again.

Another Thnllmg Murder Tale by Eugene Pawley

BURY HIM DEEP

will appear in the August issue of 1his magazine
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MOST UNNATURAL MURDZRS
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are filled with scores of mur-

ders committed while.the mur-
derer was in a sound sleep. From all
parts of the world reports of ‘“dream
murders” continue to come to the at-
tention of criminologists and psychclo-
gists.

One of the most unusual cases of
dream murder is that of Robert Ledru.
Ledru, who recently died at the age of
85, was a famous French detective who
was honored and retired with a pension
—even though it was well kncwn that
he had, without cause, murdered an
innocent Parisian businessman.

A little more than 50 years ago, Le-
dru was vacationing at a resort hotel
just a few miles from the French sea-
port of Le Havre. One morning, after
twelve full hours of sleep, he awoke
feeling exhausted. How curious, he
thought, as he arose and began to
dress. Something else seemed sirange:
he wondered why his socks were off

(leE ANNALS of modern crime
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his feet and how come they were wet.
It was his habit to sleep in his socks
on cold nights; and the evening before
being unusually crisp, he remembered
distinctly wearing his socks to bed.
Now, however, they were crumpled to-
gether on the floor, and, odder still,
they were wet. He dressed, overcame
his tired feeling, and pushed to the
back of his mind the mystery of his
wet socks.

Shortly after breakfast he rececived
a wire from his superior in Paris. His
instructions were to help the local
police solve a baffling murder. The
naked body of a man had been found
on the beach at St. Addresse, which
was but a short distance from the de-
tective’s hotel. The victim, presumably
a night bather, had been shot through
the head.

Ledru began his investigation. He
learned from the local police that the
murdered man was Andre Monet, a
small Parisian shop owner who had
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been enjoying a short holiday away
from his business. A harmless nobody,
DMonet was known to have few friends,
no cnemies, and little in the way of
capital. It seemed obvious that he was
not slain for his money. After the
shooting, his clothes had not been
touched; for they were found neatly
piled on the sand, just a few feet from
his body.

Two clues were all Ledru had. One,
the murderer’s footprints left in the
sand; the other, a ballistic report that
the bullet had been fired from a Luger.
The St. Addresse police were quick to
dismiss both as nugatory, and so they
had notified the Paris police. They ex-
plained to Ledru that the footprints
were practically valueless because the
killer had been in his stocking feet;
that Lugers were a common weapon.
“Even you, Monsieur Ledru, we see
own one,” they pointed out.

There seemed to be no motive for
the killing; the murder of Andre Mon-
et presented a challenge, and Ledru
resolved to find the murderer.

He began with the better clue, the
footprints. A careful examination of
one print with his magnifying glass
filled him with fear. He noted that one
toe poss’bly was missing from the
stockinged print, and he himself

“lacked a toe in his right foot. Before
he drew his next breath he thought
of his mysterious wet socks.

In haste he returned to his hotel.
Once safely inside his room, he nerv-
ously took out his pistol, lifted a pil-
low from his bed. rolled it up, and fired
into it. Examination of the grooves on
this shell with those on the lethal bul-
let he had obtained from the local
police confirmed his fear.

He hurried back to Paris to report
to his superior. After shaking hands
with the Chief of Police and exchang-
ing a few words, Ledru laid the bul-
lets and photographs of the footprints
on the chief’s desk. “I have the killer
and the evidence but I lack the mo-

. tive,” the detective began.

“Ledru, Ledru,” the chief exclaimed,
“you are brilliant. How quickly you
found the murderer. Who is he?”

“It was I who killed Andre Monet,”
the detective answered.

Ledru’s superior first thought the
detective was spoofing. When at last
Ledru convinced him, the horrified
chief, confronted with such conclusive
evidence, placed his best sleuth under
arrest. Only when all the facts were
known and carefully weighed—in par-
ticular Ledru’s story of his wet socks
—was the theory accepted that Ledru,
while walking in his sleep, had mur-
dered Monet. But murder is the willful
taking of the life of an innocent per-
son, it was argued, and the detective
did not will the death of the victim.

Ledru was set free and even granted
his pension—although he was only
thirty-five years old. In spite of his
forced retirement he was held in high
esteem. He moved to a small farm;
and here for the next fifty years of his
life, because of his homicidal tenden-
cies, he slept continually under guard.

To this day in France the strange
case of Robert Ledru is often debated,
but the official record is clear. Ledru
was the first and only dream murderer
exonerated by the French Government.

NGLISH criminologists are famil-

iar with another dream murder, one
unequalled in its brutality. Late one
night a quiet, well-respected English-
man by the name of Francis Stockwell
killed his wife and dismembered her
body. When all the evidence conclu-
sively demonstrated that Stockwell
was alone responsible for the fiendish
death of his wife—that he had done
the terrible deed in his sleep—he went
raving mad and was committed to an
asylum.

American newspapers not too long
ago carried the story of Jo Ann Kiger
and her part in an almost unbelievable
murder that happened in the state of
Kentucky. A pretty teen-ager, she
dreamt one night that burglars had
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broken into her house and were mur-
dering her mother, father, and six-year
old brother.

She jummed out of bed, grabbed two
revoivers, and blasted away, firing ten
shots in all. Awakened by the noise
she discovered to her horror that she
had killed her father and brother, and
that her mother, shot through the hip,
vsas screaming out in pain. Inasmuch
as Jo Ann was without motive, was
knovn to have suffered from previous
nightmares, and was a confirmed som-
nambulist, she escaped prosecution.

The shots and screams were more
than enough to awaken Jo Ann Kiger
from her dream state immediately af-
ter her act of violence, but some som-
nambulists are known to sleep through
any act they may perform. Several
years ago in upper New York State, a
sleepwalker shot and killed his wife.
Indicted for {irst degree murder, he
swore at his trial that he was in a
sound sleep at the time of the shooting
and that he had not awakened until
hours after. Since all evidence proved
that he was the murderer, he seemed
destined for the electric chair.

Would you os a juror believe that
the explosiot of a gun would fail to
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awaken a man, would fail to bring him
back to consciousness? After his con-
viction, medical experts were called in.
Their testimony stayed this dream
murderer’s execution; finally he was

acquitted.
Psychiatrists now maintain that
certain  somnambulists can  sleep

through anything. The case of John
Cooke well proves the contention.

A civil engineer of Denver, Colora-
do, John Coolie committed a violent
act while he slept. \When his alarm
clock went off at the same time it did
each morning, he awoke and related to
his wife a peculiar dream he had had.
He mumbled to her that he dreamt he
had been surrounded by enemies and
an evil spirit told him to escape by
killing himself. He remembered pick-
ing up a knife and plunging the blade
into his abdomen four times.

Still, he slept through what seemed
to him to be only a nightmare. In reali-
ty he had actually stabbed himself just
as he had in his dream. Only when he
awoke was he aware of intense pain.
His suffering lasted but a few minutes,
however, for he bled to death.

*

didn’t ha':'e any real

Arnold Drake

Betty Brooks



Only a miracle could save Martha from a lynch-
mob, as Tom Mathews accused her of murdering
her husband.

SPEAK OF
THE DEAD

by Charles Beckman, Jr.

E WAS a hawk-faced man
H with a leathery face deeply

etched by weather. His hands,
curled around the “Model A” Ford
steering wheel, were calloused; his fin-
gernails were dark-ringed from field
work.

He drove out of the night mist, into
a side street of the tiny village nestling
in the Virginia hills and parked before
a dimly lit tavern. He got out of the
pick-up with slow, stiff movements
and walked into the joint. The air
drifted around him, a thick, muggy
pea soup of stale smoke, cheap per-
fume, and flat beer. He sat at a stool
before the counter.

The lights hurt his eyes. The noise
of the television and the shrill laughter
of a woman sitting next to him hurt
his head. He wished the noise would
stop.

The woman beside him turned, her
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knee brushing his. She glanced at him.
She kept staring at him; her face
turned sick, then she screamed. She
pushed her fingers shakily up along
her cheeks and screamed a high-
pitched, sustained note like an ambu-
lance siren.

The bartender put a bottle down
and turned around. He looked at the
hawk-faced man; a glass fell out of
his hand, splintered on the flocr.

The man sighed and stocd up. His
head throbbed. He ought to co some-
thing about his head, he thought. The
image in the mirror on the other side
of the bar stared back at him, a
stooped figure dressed in a faded blue
denim shirt and overalls. His face was
dark-shadowed, eyes deeply sunken in
black sockets. There was a tiny round
blue bullet hole in the front part of his
right temple and another on the left
side where the bullet had ccme out. A



Suddenly they noticed—a bullet hole in the men's templs; a thin trickle of blood
down his cheek . . .

thin trickle of blocd had dried on his
cheek.

The hawk-faced man with the bullet
hole in his head turned and shuffled
out of the bar. He walked down the
street and the night fog swirled around
him and enveloped him like a
shroud. . .

* * *

Tar up on the side of a hill in the
Blue Ridge mountains, Samuel Lincoln
rolled over in his sour-smelling bunk
and stared out his cabin window at
the setting sun.

“A pretty sight,” he croaked. “A
sight to stir the souls of men.” His
lips twisted as if they’d tasted some-
thing unpleasant. He struggled out of
the bed, heavy and sick with a hang-
over, and went about the business of
cleaning himself up. He had a revival
meeting to conduct down in Millsbo-
rough tonight.
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Done with the task of shaving, he
went to the cabin door, sloshed the
soapy water out of his pan.

He gazed down the clearing, at the
red clay soil broken and waiting for
the seeds he hadn’t gotten around to
planting. There were a lot of things
he hadn’t gotten around to these last
four years. They were empty, barren
years and the taste of them was bitter
in his mouth. The Lord givetk and the
Lord taketh away, said the Good
Book. Sometimes, though, it didn’t
make sense, even to a preacher. Es-
pecially when the thing taken away
left a man empty of everything inside
—including faith.

He suddenly became aware of some-
one stirring down at the fringe of the
tall pines. A figure came running out
of the twilight shadows, stumbling
over the clods in the field.

Samuel made out that it was a
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woman. A slender, fair-skinned woman
with hair as black as the coming night.
He dropped the tin pan, ran down to
her.

She had fallen again. She was on
her knees, sobbing his name when he
reached her. Her thin cotton dress had
been torn helf off by the brush in the
woods. Her face and hands were
scratched bloody. Cold perspiration
beaded her face, glued strands of her
hair to her forehead. Her eyes, turned
up to his, were wide and black as a
trapped animal’s.

“Pray for me, Sam,” she whispered.
“Ask God to help me. ..” Then she fell
against him in a faint.

The Lord giveih. ..

AMUEL took her up in his arms

and carried her to the cabin and the
warmth of her body against him tore
open a wound that reached to the
depths of his soul.

He paused in the cabin doorway,
looked across the spread of hills to the
setting sun. The shadows were in his
eyes. “For four years,” he- mumbled,
“I been prayin’ in Your name and it's
been a lie. If You brought her back to
me just to cause me more hurt, I'll
turn the lie into a curse—"

He choked; then he took her into
the cabin his grandfather had hewn
out of pine and chinked with red clay.
He put her gently on a bunk, lit a
kerosene lamp, then bathed her wrists
and face with cocl water f{rom the
spring.

Her eyes fluttered open. She began
crying. She presscd the hcel of her
hand against her forehead and fright-
encd sobs shook her.

Samuel looked down at the bruises
on her arms and shoulders and the
shadows in his eyes turned black. It
was true, the tales he’d heard about
Elijah Matthew’s treatment of her.
They said Elijah had gone insane, and
was taking his madness out on his
young wife.

A mixture of feelings stirred in him,

compassion for her, hatred for Elijah
and a kind of joy at her suffering be-
cause of the hurt she’d done him.

“They’re sayin’ I killed him, Sam-
uel,” she whispered through stiff lips.
“They came to get me, but I ran
away...”

A chill touched him.

He gripped her arms with his biz,
bony hands. “Say it slow, Martha. Tell
me wnat’s the matter.”

She drew a shuddering breath.
“They found Elijah this afternoon,
out in the barn, shot through the lead.
They said I done it with his twenty-
two rifle.” She choked and clung to
him. “God knows I hated him, Samuel.
I paid a thousand times for the sin of
marrying him. But I didn’t kill him; I
swear it! You got to hide me.”

She was crossing the thin border
into hysteria. Samuel held her down
and washed her face with wet cloths
until she was quiet. “I won’t let ’em
do you any hurt, Martha. You're safe
kere.”

“But they’ll come after me! Elijah’s
brother Tom’s got the whole town
stirred up against me. Ie’s sayin’
terrible things. That I was carryin’ on
with other men—that’'s why Elijah
beat me.” She shook her head. “None
of it’s true. Elijah had lost his mind;
he kept sayving somebody was after
him, then he’d whip me. He hasn’t
gotten me a dress in over a year. Some-
times I didn’t have enough to eat. I
was afraid of him, Samuel. . .afraid of
the terrible things in his crazy
eyes—"

He patted her, stood up. “You'll ke
all right here until morning. Martha.
T’ll go down to the village and see what
can te done to help you.”

He put his black preaching coat and
took down the worn, leatherbound Bi-
ble that he carried with him to his revi-
val meetings. He did it without think-
ing, as his grandfather must have un-
consciously taken down his long-bar-
reled rifle before going into the woods.

He was a tall, gaunt man with bony



SPEAK OF

joints. Folks said he looked a lot like
another man named “Lincoln”—
Abraham, without the beard. He had a
slow, persuasive way of talking that
hypnotized a crowd and swayed them
to the rhythm of his words.

He often thought he must be a good
evangelist to make folks believe a
thing he doubted himself. ..

He started up his battered old car
and drove along a dirt lane that wound
down the hill past thick woods and
plow-furrowed clearings and other
cabins like his own, spiraling thin
streamers of smoke into the twilight
air from their stone chimneys.

As he drove, he thought of Martha’s
slender white body, bruised and mis-
treated under Elijah Matthew’s crazed
hands. A hard ridge bulged around his
jaw.

N HOUR later he had twisted and

bumped down the side of the
mountain to Williamsborough, the
sleepy village nestling in the valley
where Elijah Matthews had his acres
of rich farm land.

But tonight the town was not
sleepy; there was a chill in the air
more penetrating than twilight cool-
ness. Tension had fallen over the frame
buildings and dusty streets like a
blanket of evil.

A crowd had gathered at the square.
Up on the steps of the old Confederate
monument, a man was yelling at them
in a hoarse voice, stirring them into a
milling, angry mob. From the crowd,
Samuel heard the deep growl of blood-
hounds. A heavy sickness lay in his
stomach like a lump of wet clay. He
rubbed damp palms on his coat.

He braked the flivver into a park-
ing place, leaped out and shouldered
his way through the crowd. It was
Elijah’s brother Tom up on the granite
monument steps, stirring the crowd
into a lynching mood.

“Elijah took that Jezebel into his
home, give her more than she ever had
in her whole life. And how did she
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thank him? By faithlessness and mur-
der! My brother Elijah Matthews was
a hard working, God-fearing man. To-
night he’s lyin’ in Tompson’s funeral
parlor and the woman that killed him
is in the hills, getting further away
every minute we stand here!”

A sullen roar swept up from the
mob.

Samuel struggled through the last of
the crowd, up to the steps. His voice
rang above the noise of the mob.

“Tom Matthews, vou’re sinning in
the face of the Lord!”

A momentary hush fell over the
people. “It’s th’ Reverend Samuel Lin-
coln!” somebody whispered.

Samuel turned toward them. “Ven-
geance is mine saith the Lord,” he
quoted solemnly. He lifted a large, bony
hand. “Don’t you people realize you’re
settin’ out to commit a sin as bad as
murder? You're going to sit judgement
and execute a human being. . .that’s
the work of the state and its laws.
Render unto Caesar that which is
Caesar’s!”

An angry murmer rippled through
the crowd. A big farmer shook his fist
at Samuel. “Fine lot th’ law is doin’.
Sheriff Tewely and two deputies are
out ridin’ around the country in a jeep,
ag if they expect her to be settin’ on
the side of the road!”

Samuel pleaded with them, but he
felt the tide sweeping him under.

“We know why you’re stickin’ up
for her,” Tom Matthews sneered.
“You was courtin’ her when she mar-
ried my brother; you been in love with
her all these years. Probably, you was
one of the men sneakin’ around to the
back door when Elijah was out sweatin’
in the fields...”

Samuel leaped at the fat, sneering
man. He felt satisfaction as the bones
of his fist smashed Tom Matthews’
curling lips. The farmer might have
been fat, but he wasn’t soft; he stum-
bled back against the monument,
shook his head like a stunned pig.
Then, with a bellow of rage, he came
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at the evangelist, his arms swinging
like pistons.

Samuel hadn’t gotten the kind of
training at revival meetings that Tom
Matthews had in dancehall brawls. He
went down under the crushing fists.
Matthews kicked him once, stepped
over him. Then the tide swept down
the street...a sullen, rumbling tide
like dark water following the eager
baying of blocd hounds.

Samuel lay sprawled in his own
blood in the dust of the street. In a
few minutes, he struggled to his knees
and swayed there.

The night had closed around him.
In the east, there was a bloody tinge
above the pine topped mountain crests,
all that remained of a dying day.

The hills had given him life and
now they were taking it away from
him. In those hills he had roamed as
a boy, trudged behind his father’s plow
and first felt the call of his work. And
it was the hills he had come back to
after his schooling, to meet Martha
and know a fire so deep and consum-
ing that it wrecked him.

She was a lovely girl with milky
skin and a body that would drive a
man out of his mind, wanting her. But
there vias a woman’s knowledge in her
eyes. “No, Samuel—all my life I've
known what it is to be poor. We've
lived in a shack and scratched a bare
living out of the side of a hill.” Her
lips whispered under his, “I won’t be
a poor preacher’s wife. Elijah Mat-
thews has asked me to marry him.
He’s a rich man with a big farm; he
can give me what I want...”

She’d struggled out of his arms that
night, shaking, because she was young
and wanted him, too. Then she’d gone
away to marry Elijah.

Now he was on his knees in the
dusty road and the mob was following
the blood hounds that would lead them
straight to his cabin. And they
wouldn’t stop until they’d lynched her.

ROM FORCE of habit, his head

bowed and his lips moved. He had
seen miracles. Cynic though he was,
he couldn’t blind his eyes to the crip-
pled Parkerson boy at Davidville last
gummer who had come to the revival,
prayed, and walked away without his
crutches. Or the time the Taylor
woman had called him to her hus-
band’s bedside after the doctors had
given him up. They’d prayed all night
and the next morning he was still
alive. He was alive tcday, well and
hearty, tending to his farm.

He hadn’t pretended to understand
those things; he had shrugged. But the
memory of the light in the eyes of
those people stayed with him.

He knew now that only a like mira-
cle would save Martha’s life.

When he had the strength, Samuel
stumbled to the car, swung it out to
the rocad. Alone, he was no match for
the mob headed by Tom Matthews
and his bloodhounds. He had to find
the sheriff who was somewhere back
in the hills on one of the countless
winding roads.

He had only driven two blocks
when a man came running out of a
doorway, waving him down.

It was the undertaker, Jeb Tomp-
son. He was bareheaded and his face
was white as putty, his eyes glazed
and bulging.

He clawed at Samuel’s shirt. His
teeth were chattering. “He—he—"" he
pointed toward his funeral parlor and
giggled. He clung to Lincoln, trying to
get a grip on himself. Finally he chat-
tered: “I was d-driving back from
Clinton a few minutes ago. Saw a
Model A comin’ at me down th’ road.
I gave it a c-close look because it was
just like the car I keep back of the
shop. It was dark and went by fast,
but I woulda swore it was Elijah Mat«
thews sittin’ behind the wheel.” He
gulped.

“Course, I told myself I was just
imagining things. B-but when I got
back, I went into the back of the shop
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where I had Elijah stretched out on a
table. And—" his voice went up to a
squeak “—he wasn’t there!”

Samuel shook the frightened under-
taker. “Had you done anything to the
body?”

Tompson shivered. “Hadn’t touched
it. Went over to Clinton for supplies
this afternoon right after Tom brought
him in—"

“Come on.” Samuel half lifted the
shivering man into the car beside him,
turned and headed toward Clinton,
five miles away.

HREE AND a half hours could be

a long time to a man following
bloodhounds through tangled brush. It
could be an eternity to a man in a car,
trying to get back to the woman he
loved before an insane mob tore her to
pieces.

When Samuel Lincoln finally got
back to his cabin with two other men
in the car beside him, he saw the flick-
ering glow of a dozen torches around
the field. He heard men’s voices and
a woman’s scream. His blood turned
to ice water.

He rammed the flivver to a halt,
leaped out and stumbled over the
broken field. They had Martha up by
the cabin on a little mound of earth.
The hounds were straining on leashes,
baying at her. Tom Matthews was
holding the struggling woman while
one of the other men threw a rope
over a pine tree limb above the hum-
mock.

When Samuel was close enough, he
saw her white face in the flickering,
smoky torch light. It was a contorted
thing, filled with animal fear. Her eyes
were black, her lips twisted.

He got up on the mound beside her,
faced the men.

“Iley, it’s the preacher again!”

Tom  Matthews’ angry bellow
drowned the other men’s voices.
“He’s no better’'n she! He was hiding
her here in his cabin. Like I said,
they were carryin’ on behind Elijah’s

back, an’ him half out of his mind with
hard work and worry. They planned
out this murder between ’em!”

The crowd of sweating men roared,
surged forward.

Samuel Lincoln, lifted his hand. It
was a precarious moment; some of
the men had shotguns and their fin-
gers were itching.

Samuel knew these men better than
they knew themselves. They were
simple people; emotion swayed them
quicker than reason. When he
preached it was in a dramatic, theatri-
cal manner. Sometimes he’d cry out
and sometimes his voice would drop to
a whisper. Sometimes his voice would
break and other times he’d chuckle.

Now he had to preach the best ser-
mon_of his career, and he had to do it
the right way. One wrong move, a
single ill-chosen word and those shot-
guns would blast out his life and Mar-
tha’s before he could lay the truth
before them.

A simple statement of the truth
might only inflame them and they’d
kill him before he could back his
words with evidence.

He chose the more dramatic way.
His voice rung out across the fields
and woods like a bell. “You people
have blinded yourselves in your sin
...yowve blinded yourselves to the
power of the Lord. He said to his

‘deciples to go out preachin’ and bab-

tizin’ and healin’. Even raisin’ from
the dead, if needs be...”

He pointed down to the edge of the
clearing. “Look down yonder, you sin-
ners, and fall on your knees and re-
pent!”

HUSH settled over the crowd.

Then an unbelieving whisper
stirred through them. One of the men
dropped his gun and cried out. Tom
Matthews’ rough hands fell away
from his brother’s wife. He moved
around to the edge of the mound,
squinting down to where the torches
spread an uncertain light over the
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clearing. His face turned the color of
a dirty white rag. His slack lips shook.

Elijah Matthews was walking slow-
ly through the crowd, followed by Jeb
Tompson. He came up between the
petrified mob, up to the mound of
earth. The torches flickered over his
grey face...over the bullet holes in
his temples. ..

“Raised from the dead!”
breathed and fell to his knees.

Llijah stood there a moment, then
pointed a finger at his brother. “This
is your evil doing,” he whispered
hoarsely. “You found me in the barn
with the gun in my own hands; you
knew I’d shot myself. But you coveted
my lands. You’ve always been a greedy
man, Tom Matthews, without enough
gumption to work for what you want-
ed.

“You took and put the gun in the
house, carried me to the funeral parlor
and roused the town against my wife.
With us both dead, the lands would
have fallen to you.”

Elijah stood there a moment longer,
swaved and crumpled to the ground.

His brother, Tom, stared down at
him with bulging eyes; gibberish
spilled from his slobbering lips. Then
ke turned and ran for the woods. When
he stumbled, he kept going on his
hands and knees.

Tt would have taken a stronger man
than him to have faced the dead come
back from the grave.

There was a medical explanation for
what had happened to Elijah Mat-
thews, Samuel thought. A doctor could
have traced the course of the bullet,
showing how it missed any of the vital
centers of the brain; people had been
shot through the head before and lived
to tell about it.

Elijah had been knocked uncon-
scious for a while from the shock of
the bullet, had came to in Jeb Tom-
pkins’ funeral parlor, and wandered
out, got in Jeb’s old car and driven to
Clinton.

In the excitement of finding his

a man

body and Tom’s stirring up the town
against Martha, no one had bothered
to see if Elijah was completely dead.
He'd certainly looked that way—
stretched out white and still with the
bullet hole thrcugh his head. Jeb Tom-
pkins, who was also the coronor in
Millsborough, hadn’t planned to ex-
amine the body until he returned from
Clinton.

That, at least, was the medical ex-
planation for what happened. But Rev-
erend Samuel Lincoln preferred to
think it was a miracle that came out of
his prayer when he knelt in the dust of
the road at Millsborough.

Martha’s fingers bit into his arm.
“But I did shoot him,” she whispered
through stiff lips. “We were in the
barn. He flew into one of his insane
rages; he picked up a pitchfork. He'd
of killed me, Sam. I did it without
thinking. .. I grabbed up the rifle and
shot him—”

Samuel held her hand. “Quiet, Mar-
tha. I know what happened; he told
us on the way over here. I reckon he
had gone completely insane. Somehow,
though, the shock of the bullet cleared
his mind. When we told him a lynching
mob was after you, headed by his
brother, he said the only way to stop
them was to say he’d shot himself; it
was the truth about Tom’s wanting
you lynched so’s he could get the
land.”

She looked down at Elijah’s still
figure. “Is—is he—"

Samuel nodded sadly. “Yes, he’s
dead now. The strain and the trip over
the rough roads finished him. I reckon
he really must have loved you a lot be-
fore his mind went haywire. The Lord
spared him just long enough to save
you.”

She covered her face. “Oh, Sam—"
she sobbed.

He comforted her. “You'’re not to
blame, Martha; you had a right to
protect yourself from an insane man.
Llijal  doesn’t blame you—neither
does the ILord.”
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Now, more than ever before, he saw
a pattern behind things. “The Lord
moveth in strange ways,” he mur-
mured. He turned to the mob, which
was sober and frightened now. Faced
with something they couldn’t touch or
see, they were looking for comfort and
reassurance.

“I reckon a brief service wouldn’t
be out of place,” he told them. He
turned his face to the east where a
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new moon was creeping above the
mountain tops. It shed a pale light
over the preacher’s tall, gaunt figure.
His voice rang out above the pines in
a way it never had before.

“I will lift mine eyes wunto the
hills. ..”

There was a singing inside him like
the voices of a great Cathedral choir.

*

CARELESSNESS and CLEVERNESS

Special Feature

UTSIDE the service entrance of

Wardman Park Hotel, in Wash-
ington, D. C., was parked an armored
money truck owned by Brink’s. Its
four-man crew, headed by Richard V.
Simkins, were having lunch. When
they finished they went back to their
car and got a shock of their lives—the
sum of $65,000 in $5, $10, and $20
bills had mysteriously vanished! No
gang with machine guns had come up
and fought a pitched battle for the
money. Neither had a giant with a
crowbar or a torch gone through the
armor of that car. The car was intact,
and more than $100,000 in large bills
were still in that car.

What had happened? Therc was al-
ways the slim chance that something
had gone wrong at one of the pickup
destinations. Brink’s was notified and
then the police were called in on the
case.

When it comes to handling crim-
fnals, Major Robert V. Murray, chief
of police of Washington, D. C, is one
of the ablest men in the country. It
didn’t take too much figuring to deter-
mine that someone nivst have had a key
to that truck and foowed it. The
Major remembered that two years ago,
one Ray Eugene Farmer had been dis-
charged as a Brinlt’s guard for lending
his uniform to members of a gang that
planned a department store holdup.

So the word went out to get Ray who
was now a bakery wagon driver. He

by J. J. Mathews

was picked up and questioned for near-
ly seven hours. Then he confessed the
crime and led detectives to Glen Echo
Amusement Park, situated in Mary-
land. There under two inches of earth
was found the $65,000 in thirteen
packages which he had made. How did
he work out his plan? When he had
worked for Brink’s he had a duplicate
key made to the truck. This he guarded
carefully for some future time. He was
driving his bakery truck and parked it
in front of the Wardman Park Hotel.
Then he stood in the shadow of a hall-
way and watched for the arrival of the
truck. When the guards left it for a
bite to eat, he went into action. Within
half a minute, he had opened that truck
gotten the money, and closed the door.
Then he later went to the amusement
park and buried his loot. Was he clever
or dumb?

Here was a married man, with two
kids, and a job. As a bakery salesman
he was earning a salary of about $80 a
week. What did he expect to do with
the money? Keep it for years and then
spend it? He didn’t figure on the good
memory of the Major, who remembered
that incident about the uniform. The
planned holdup never took place; Ray
wasn’t a member of that gang, but he
lost his job. Maybe it seemed easy, but
he will have a long time to do some
thinking about his actions.

*



Foop! Why should our quivering
J. Fenimore Yost, have been sent

mass of crack-brained cowardice,
to protect a gal who apparently

wasn’t in darger? Yoicks! Who cares? Roxy Rusk was a stripper
deiuxe, and Yost csuld enly get to see her on business, as her legal
beagle. Fc-hia! He did; he stayed to see the show, and then—murder!

STRIP
TEASE
MURDER

A J. FENIMORE YOST STORY

by Alan Rither Anderson

T WAS 11 P.M. of a moonlit night
lin June and the open road beck-

oned. J. Fenimore Yost groaned in
chagrin as he was forced to drive his
station wagon at a piddling thirty miles
an hour, because the police insisted that
all his cars have a gadget that turned
off the ignition when the car reached
that .speed.

“Zounds!” he bleated. “A toothsome
female about to be murdered and J. F.
Yost to the rescue in slow motion.” He
patted his basketball stomach and felt
the heft of the .45 tucked there. Two
hunting knives from his notable col-
lection were sheathed from his belt
over his hips, and each side pocket of
his coat held a full quart of Guggen-
gust’s Best Gin—bottled bravery for
the occasion.

“Ho-ha!” he chortled. “What a dish
to rescue from a morgue slab! Roxy
Rusk, the nut-brown stripper deluxe.
King sized, too; stalked by a jealous

female, no doubt. What man would
want to chill a heat wave like Roxy?”
Thoughts of her made him drool and
he wiped his mouth with the back of
his hand.

Varicolored lights smeared the hori-
zon and he topped a ridge to see the
Oasis below. It was a bungalow type
roadhouse with a vast parking area
surrounding it. The lot was comiort-
ably filled with expensive cars. The
Oasis was aptly named because there
wasn’t a drinking place within five
miles.

“Tallyho and pip-pip!” cried Yost
as the car picked up speed on the down-
grade and did a brisk fifty with a dead
engine.

He parked out back where the shad-
ows were deepest. He swilied the rot-
gut gin with relish, parked the two bot-
tles on the floor because to pack your
own booze rated the heave-ho. “The
moment is fraught with peril,”” Yost
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“l can explain everything,” Yost bleated. "I'm here as counseler-at-law, first class
with merit badges!"

warned himself. “Ha! Roxy is over her
peeve or she wouldn’t have sent for me
by special messenger. But are the oth-
ers? After all, I did set off a smoke
bomb in the dressing room corridor
and flush out Roxy and the chorus
cuties in their birthday suits. Egad! I
timed it perfectly. Of course, it was no
reason for me to grab a fire axe and
chop a hole in the middle of the dance
floor; and how did I know the cus-
tomers would go chicken and desert the
place?”

Yost tectered gently as he talked it
up. He was forty-six, a squat, pot-
bellied little man with a fat red nose
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and a bald skull that looked as if it
had been sprayed with pink lacquer.
His tuxedo looked as if he’d slept in it
for a week, and his general appearance
was that of an off-duty clown out for
the evening. Actually Yost was the
finest lawyer in the state and grossed
a hundred thousand a year to prove it.

He went to the front of the car and
studied the note in the glow of the
parking lights. It was typed. Come at
once! Someone is trying to murder me.
Roxy Rusk’s signature was black and
bold. And genuine; just three days be-
fore she had signed the divorce papers
in Yost's office.
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“What am I afraid of?” Yost asked
himself. “I paid the bill.” He sighed
woefully. “Seven hundred and ten dol-
lars not including the pig knuckles and
hardtack. Egad! I was took.”

E STRAIGHTENED up and

marched around to the front of
the Casis. The doorman was Gus Ap-
pleby, a six-five two hundred and fifty
pound ex-footballer who had an inter-
est in tl.e place.

“A jolly good evening, Gus my boy!”
cried Yost. “I’ve come to inspect the
new chorus.”

“Beat it!” Gus ordered, glowered
and bent slightly from the hips.

Yost edged away because he was not
nimblefooted by any means. “Come!
Come! My good man!” he said in his
best courtroom manner. “I am here
cold sober—at least moderately sober
—and I am here in my professional ca-
pacity as an attorney-at-law, a de-
fender of the downtrodden, the cham-
pion of the meek and lowly.”

“Herb Catlin send for you?” asked
Gus darkly, referring to the big owner
and front man.

“I do not betray the confidence of a
client,” declared Yost loftily.

Gus hooked a thumb at the entrance,
said, “You'll be watched, J. F.”

Yost pranced into the foyer and
faced off with a big picture of Roxy
Rusk’s act. She had a novel gimmick;
she wore a matador’s hat, a cape, held
a red flag in her hands. The midget
was realistically costumed as a little
bull; and in avoiding the charges of
the mock bull, Roxy did more than
flash flesh—she flashed her nut-brown
charms in motion and the effect was
spine tingling.

“Yuk-yuk!” Yost snorted. “When
she did it at the Bijou I left teeth
marks in the brass rail of the upper
box.”

He about faced clumsily and went
to the opposite wall to study the pic-
ture of the new chorus. Roxy and the
singers were a fixture, but the twelve-

girl chorus was on the circuit and re-
placed every three weeks.

“Yuk-yuk!” he cried. “No pony
chorus this time; these females are all
as big and brawny as Roxy. Egad! Six
blondes, six brunettes. Bleach and dye
jobs, no douht, but...”

Gus came in, asked, “\Vho you talk-
ing to?”

“Me,” Yost admitted. “Ny psychol-
ogist says it is a manifestation of my
off-beam personality; he’s the one who
urged me to take up collecting to get
my mind off booze, gambling, and
women.”

“Ihear tell you're collecting knives,”
Gus said. “In fact, I seen a picture of
one of yours on the hobby page of the
Sunday paper. It’s got a corkscrew
blade. Why?”

“Ah, the knife I got from the white-
eyed Indian in exchange for a ride in
my speed boat. And I don’t know why
the dizzy blade.”

Yost entered the roadhouse. The
lights were low and a bright spotlight
beamed on the sultry-voiced singer.
The table section was comfortably
filled but not crowded. Yost ambled to
the deserted bar for a quick drink of
vodka.

“Bland!” he groused. “No charac-
ter.”

He skirted around in back of the
tables and came to the potted palms
that screened the entry to the dressing
rooms. Taking no chance at getting in-
tercepted, Yost dropped to hands and
knees and scurried into the hallway.
He stood up blowing slightly.

OXY’S DRESSING rcom had a big

star on it. Yost thumped with gusto.
A male voice bid him enter. He did so
warily, his muscles tensed for a back-
stepping retreat.

Herb Catlin had been a stevedore in
his youth, and he still looked capable
of carrying a piano up a ladder.
“You!” he exploded.

“I can explain everything” Yost
bleated. “I'm not frolicking tonight;
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I'm here as a counselor-at-law, first
class with merit badges.”

“That’s different,” Herb admitted.

“Where’s Roxy?”

“Here,” she rasped, as she stuck her
head over the top of the candy striped
screen in the corner of the room. “See
here, J. F., if Mrs. Belcourt hired you
to needle me about that mink coat, you
tell her that her ever-loving husband
gave it to me, and I got the lunkhead
to sign a paper saying as much.”

Herb Catlin lost interest and left the
room. Roxy came out from behind the
screen and Yost was distressed to see
that she wore a wine colored dressing
gown.

“Zounds!” he gloomed. “That robe
could wrap a small buffalo.”

“Push the divorce, Yostie!” she
urged. “I’m anxious to shuck that Har-
ry Zygant and marry a bundle of mon-
ey.”

“Takes time,” he pointed out; “it’s
not like Mexico.”

“Too hot, Mexico,” Roxy said. “I
owe that country plenty though; I got
my routine from watching a bull fight.”

“Psst!” Yost hissed. “Who’s trying
to murder you?”

Roxy’s dark eyes got big, then nar-
rowed suspiciously. “What’s the gag?”
she wanted to know.

“I was at Liver Lips playing the
pinball machine when this street urchin
came in and gave me your note. I
rushed home for a gun and a couple
of knives and sallied out here to save
your life.”

“Nuts! I didn’t write you a note.”

“This is typed, but you signed it.
Here, look!”

He gave her the note. Roxy studied
it with a fierce frown. “I didn’t do it,”
she declared; “I can’t type, and
haven’t a machine—but that signature
sure looks like mine.”

“I'm a dolt!” Yost cried. “How
could anyone know I was going to Liv-
er Lips? Egad! I've been shadowed
and suckered into something.”

Roxy fished a cigaret from her pock-
et and lit it, then touched the lighter
flame to the note and laid it in the big
ash tray. The letter went up in smoke.

“That lets me out,” said Roxy com-
fortably. “If you came out here to
have somebody shoot your brains out
little ole Roxy isn’t going to get wired
in.”

Yost shivered and shook and his
false teeth rattled. “Don’t say that!”
he implored. “You know I'm yellow.”

“Ha!” Roxy cried. ‘“Sharpshooter
Yostie walks into the trap like a silly
sheep.”

“Bah! Like my nut doctor says, I'm
a woman-crazy, gin swilling, crap
shooting jerkel. Any one of the three
overcomes my native caution.”

YOST LEFT because Roxy was big

enough to throw him out. He went
to the bar for another vodka. The
lights were up and the couples were
dancing. He looked around to see if
there was anyone there he knew, but
the indirect lighting was devised to
shadow the faces of the customers.

Yost wandered out to the lobby to
study the picture of the new chorus.
“Floop!” he gloomed. “Small sized
Amazons, all of them and I don’t like
dancing on stilts.”

Gus came in, warned, “Stop talking
to yourself!”

“What day is it, Gus, my boy?”

“Wednesday,” said the doorman,
hurried out to open the door of a fat
Cadillac.

Yost trotted out to watch the pa-
trons arrive. They were elderly and he
lost interest. He sneaked around to a
corner of the roadhouse and went into
a huddle with himself.

“I’'m looking through the wrong end
of a telescope,” he assured himself.
“Roxy is wrong. I wasn’t lured here, I
was lured oway from someplace.
Wednesday, eh? Bingo night at the
South Side Chowder and Marching So-
ciety. Hum! Last week I couldn’t read
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my cards and kept yelling ‘Bingo’ just
in case I really got it. Seems like they
threw me out.”

Keeping him away from the highly-
profitable bingo game seemed a legiccl
explanation, and Yost felt vast relief.
He sneaked along the west wall of the
building and came to the wincow to the
chorus dressing room. The pane was
painted black on the inside but Yost
was always hopeiul that it would peel
or flake. It hadn’t.

“Bah!” he groused. “I'll hunt up a
research chemist and find out what I
can do to the outside of a window to
remove paint from the inside. A blow-
torch, maybe. Or a brick delivered side-
arm.”

The next window was to Roxy’s
dressing room and was raised a good
foot. Yost dashed there and peeked.
The room was empty, and he sighed
in resignation, muttered, “This isn’t
my night.”

His thirst for Guggengust’s reared
up and he hurried out to the station-
wagon, He swilled a big drink, choked
and sputtered. Then he saw that the
top of the rear seat wasn’t erect but
folded down into the body of the car.
“Not me,” he avowed.

He peered over the top of the front
seat. Roxy sprawled face-down wear-
ing her dressing robe. The ebony hilt
of the knife stuck out from the left
side of her back. Even in the feeble
light Yost recognized the weapon.
“Zounds!” he grcaned. “The cork-
screw dagger the white-eyed Indian
gave me for a ride in my speedboat.
Framed for murder. Egad! I should
have stood in bed.

“Floop!” he moaned. “I've got to
think fast. It’s about time fcr the cho-
rus to show. Then comes fifteen min-
utes of dancing before Roxy’s act
comes on.” He shed a few tears when
he realized that he’d never see Roxy’s
nut-brown body again. His trenchcoat
was on the front seat and he flipped it
back over the body in rear.

ACK IN the Oasis, Yost hotfooted

to the bar and flattened his nerves
with a triple vodka. The beely chorus
was on prancing high wide and hand-
some. The drink fried his brains and
he went to the rear of the table section
to watch the high kicking chorus,
“Bravo!” Yost bawled. “Bravo! Bra-
vissimo!” A lot of couples hushed him
up and he retreated behind the paims.

“The killer’s still here,” he whis-
percd. “That for sure. I'm too solidly
wired for the kill. Why should ke
leave? I'm the goat. Beside, if he left
before Roxy’s famous flesh-flashing,
all the hired help would remember—
because no man ever walked out with-
out gandering Roxy’s act.”

The chorus line backed out kicking
and Yost was so near he felt the air
from their prancing legs. He had to
look up at their gaudy faces. One of
them slapped his bald skull and he.
chortled in high glee. The chorus van-
ished and the house lights came on as
a dance number urged couples to the
floor.

“Who did it?” Yost asked himself.
“Who gave the speedboat ride to the
white-eyed Indian? You, that’s who.
But who told you to go fishing in
Maine. The nut doc, that’s who. To
get me off booze. Ha! A tasty beer the
white-eyed Indian brewed from those
jumbo thistles and fish bones.”

Herb Catlin came up worried and
concerned, gripped Yost's arms and
shook him awake, asked, “Where’s
Roxy?”

Yost came out of his vodka stupor
and his brains lit up like a pin ball ma-
chine. “Oh, Roxy,” he said carelessly.
“She took it on the lam. Mrs. Belcourt
had her black police dogs along and
Roxy hitch hiked a ride west with a
traveling salesman.”

“Ye Geds!” Herb cried. “These
cheapskates will want their cover
charge back if Roxy doesn’t show.”

Yost beictied and his brains caught
fire again. “Don’t go into a tizzy, Herb
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old boy!” he urged. “Roxyv wears a
half mash along with the cape, flag
and slippers, doesn’t she?”

“Certainly; she’s slightly cockeyed.”

“The new chorus!” Yost cried.
“Egad, Herb, six of them are strap-
ping big brunettes, and a couple of
them are stacked up as fancy as Roxy.”

Herb snapped his fingers in tri-
umph. “A ringer!” he said. “Of course.
Why Sara’s not only a dead ringer for
Roxy but did a solo dance number. But
the act> Roxy and the midget prac-
ticed it for hours and hours.”

Yost massaged his bald skull. “\ tri-
fling matter,” he said. “The customers
want to sec what’s under the cape and
behind the flag. So tell the dwarf-mid-
get in the bull outfit to clown it up. Ho-
ha! IHave him gore her hither and yon,
but gently. Tell him to grab the flag
with his hoofs and chase her around
the dance floor umpteen times. Why,
you can double the cover-charge with
nary a peep.”

Herb thumped Yost’s back, cried,
“Scnsational! Absolutely sensational.”
His face darkened with worry and he
added anxiously, “But the vice squad?”

OST’S BRAINS were in overdrive,

he said, “A fig for the blue noses!
Let them levy charges and I'll defend
you for free. Why, you'll get a zillion
dollars worth of publicity, with foxy
J.F. Yost demanding a courtroom
demonstration.”

“But if I get padlocked?”

“Nary a chance. I've got a defense
all ready to fire. The dwarf-midget,
see! Like my witch doctor would say,
he’s a bundle of frustrations. Night af-
ter night Roxy has been making ducks
and drakes of the little rascal. He’s al-
ways the loser; in fact, he never even
scores. So he blew a gasket and went
off his trolley like those droll bus
drivers who take their passengers to
I'lorida.”

“J. F., you're a genius,” cried Herb
admiringly. “Sara will snap at the

chance, and the midget will eat it up.
J. ¥, you saved my life.”

“Think nothing of it,” said Yost air-
ily, about-faced and went to the bar to
see what sort of brain waves another
triple vodka would dredge up. It siz-
zled his brain and the next thing he
knew he was outside hiding behind a
genuine tree in the parking lot.

“What am I doing out here?” he
asked himself. “Zounds, I should be
under a ringside table awaiting the
notable flesh-flashing to come. That
dwarft-midget will make it a night to
remember.”

Yost waddled to the rear of the lot
for a poke of Guggengust’s but the
sight of the car refreshed his memory
with a nerve jangling suddenness.
“Egad! My memory stripped gears and
I’ve been operating on my subcon-
scious,” he told himself, had a drink
just for the record.

He pondered a moment, said, “The
killer is there. He'll expect an an-
nouncement that Roxy can’t appear.
Instead, the band will blare and the
dwarf-midget will dash out as the bull
and a meaty lush brunette will come
out as a matador. The Kkiller gets a
high voltage jolt; he’ll think he’s nut-
sy. Then human nature will assert it-
self and he’ll have to come out here
and make sure he did chill Roxy—and
foxy J. F. Yost has trapped a killer.”

He took another drink to celebrate,

and checked his .45. “Egad!” he cried
in alarm. “If I stay here the killer will
have me like a duck in a shooting gal-
lery.” .
Where to hide? Yost looked around
owlishly, then snickered and kicked off
his shoes, pushed them under the car.
He climbed up on the hood, then up to
the stationwagon roof where he bellled
down facing the Oasis. He gripped the
.45 in his right hand.

Time dragged. Yost began to get
edgy when the house lights went off
and the blue spot stabbed the gloom as
the band dished up some spirited music
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from “Carmen”. There was mild ap-
plause as the mock Roxy made her en-
trance. Then, abruptly, women
shrilled and men gasped; half the
stunned band stopped playing, then
got back on the beam, {;ut raggedly.

“Caramba!” Yost groused. feeling
that the musical background called for
a Spanish comment. “Probably the jui-
ciest sight since Lady Godiva took her
canter, and I'm being silly trying to
trap a killer.” There was a burst of
wild clapping mingling with shrill wolf
whistles. “The vice rap for sure,” Yost
gloomed. )

HE SHUT up and began to shiver;

feet crunched gravel close at hand.
The little man in the tux wore a snap-
brimmed hat, turned down all the way
around. He advanced with stealth, now
and then pausing to look around. A riot
of sound filled the air as the mock bull
within ran amuck.

The man eased to the door of the
stationwagon and opened it wide. He
ducked into the car but his feet stuck
out as he knelt on the seat to look into
the rear of the car and view the niortal
remains of Roxy enshrouded by Yost’s
trench coat.

The little lawyer came alive. He
stuck his head over the roof line and
bawled, “Avast!” You're under arrest.
Come out with your hands up!”

The door slammed and Yost was con-
siderably nonplussed because it hadn’t
gone according to his mental script. He
got to his feet and scratched his bald
head. “Egad!” he gloomed. “A pretty
kettle of fish.”

He heard the muffled explosion and
saw the hole appear in the roof at the
same time. Something whistled by his
face. “Halp!” he bawled in his foghorn
voice. “Halp! I’'m being shot at.” He
danced left just as another hole ap-
peared. He moved over the first hole
as the third bullet smashed through the
center of the roof.

The shrill of the siren was close at

hand and Yost surmised that the killer
had phoned the state police to tip them
off about the m urder—probably
shortly after the crime, because the po-
lice barracks was twelve miles away.

The killer dashed out of the car and
sprinted toward the rear of the Oasis.
Yost gripped the .45 with both hands
and closed his eyes. He shot the clip as
fast as he could and heard tinkling of
glass. He opened his eyes and saw that
the big picture window had shattered
into the dance floor. The police car,
siren silenced, skidded around the rear
of the parking lot and the blinding
beam of the spotlight focused on Yost
who pointed dramatically at the rear of
the roadhouse. -

The light swung that way and
caught the killer pulling frantically on
the door knob to the kitchen. The car
sped there and a cop got out with a
Tommy gun. Yost climbed down and
found his shoes. “Naturally they rec-
ognized me at once,” he avowed. “No-
body but humpty dumpty has a shape
like me, and all the state police know
me because of the speech I gave at
their picnic, plus the thousand bucks
for their retirement fund.”

He dashed over to the rcar of the
building and saw the culprit between
a corporal and a trooper. Yost recog-
nized the murderer at once. “Corkey
Joe!” he cried. “You ingrate! So this
is what I get for giving you the key to
my apartment and five a week to emp-
ty the waste baskets.”

Cokey Joe had the shakes. “I'm a
heel,” he admitted. “I was going to
confess as soon as I used up the ounce
of pure heroin I got paid off with.”

“Fess up!” ordered Yost sternly.
“It’s for sure you stabbed Roxy in the
brisket with the knife I got from the
white-eyed Indian. But who hired
you?”

“I ain’t talkin’ till I see my mouth-
piece.”

Y"()ST looked at the cops and ges-
tured silence as he cried, “Egad!
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Are vou daff, Cokey? Who but foxy J.
F. Yost would defend you?” The little
lawyer’s brains sizzled as he sought to
wrap it up solid.

Cokey asked, “Are you telling me
to spill, J. F.?”

“Not a whit]” Yost declared. “I got
it blueprinted. Harry Zygant—that’s
who hired you. He’s still Roxy’s legal
husband, and she hadn’t gotten around
to dealing him off the juicy insurance
policy Mee Berg sold her when she got
that fat settlement from husband num-
ber three, the big pickle and relish
man.”

The corporal asked,
body?”

“Inmy car,” Yost explained. “Harry
had me wired for this frame solid, but
he didn’t figure what a fix of pure pow-
der would do to Cokey after he came
down off it.”

The corporal turned to the trooper,
said, “Take the suspect to the car and
wait; I'll phone in from the Oasis.”

Yost trotted after the corporal and
they entered the Oasis. Waiters were
sweeping up the glass on the dance
floor with push brooms. The bar was
deserted, and the only person at a
table was Herb Catlin who sat with his
head in his hands.

“Hum!| No customers,” Yost mused
worriedly. “Everybody who comes here
is pure chicken.”

Police-protected J. Fenimore Yost
went over to Herb’s table, announced,

“Where’s the
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“A slight case of murder. Roxy got,
chilled.”

It didn’t register. Herb had other
worries. “Sara and the midget got
jugged,” he groaned. “A vice squad
man was here on a spot check.”

“I see the customers went chicken
again,” said Yost. “Don’t fret a fret,
Herb my boy! I'm in business solid.
Cokey comes from a fine family with
dough, and Harry Zygant is well
heeled.”

Herb looked up dolefully, then his
eyes brightened with pleasant expect-
ancy. Yost turned his head just as the
cop went out, and Gus came in to take
off his uniform coat.

Yost’s feet churned the floor and his
soles went hot as he skidded into the
dressing room corridor. The door to the
chorus room was ajar and he barreled
it open, slammed it shut and bolted it.

“A thousand pardons,” he apolo-
gized, “but I'm Rusterholtz the fire-
escape inspector.”

He dashed to the window and raised
it. He slyly slipped out a knife and
scraped a peep hole in the black paint.
Chortling happily at future prospects,
he climbed out of the window and
reeled away snorting softly and blow-
ing bubbles. After all, he’d collect a
handsome fee from Herb Catlin on
the vice rap, and he decided to buy a
folding chair so he could be a Peeping
Tom in comfort.

T



¥he chief was sure that this parrot would finger a thief...

AN OFF-TRAIC MYSTERY YARN
by Francis C. Battle

THE COURT
OF AJA PING

HREE armed warriors men-
I acingly escorted us to Aja
Ping’s grass hut and forced us

to sit on the ground. The chief sat In-
dian-fashion and regarded us intently
as only an African chief can.

“I regret this has happened,” he
spoke slowly. “A stone has been stolen
from one of my warriors. You two
white men are accused of the crime.”

Connely took the initiative and
spole up. “I suppose we have nothing
to say! We're guilty because you say
so and that’s all there is to it!” His
face was turning red under his sandy
hair.

Aja Ping’s black eyes narrowed.
“We have good law here,” he an-
swered.

“Oh, sure, sure,” Connely replied
sarcastically in a tone I've often heard
in court. He was quite a dramatic law-
yer back in San Diego.

“There is justice in my village,” Aja
Ping defended. “A stone has been
stolen. The guilty one is he who wishes
what is not his; the thief must be
caught and punished.”
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“Where is your proof that we are
the thieves?” Connely challenged.
“Search us if you will!”

Aja Ping remained silent, pensive.

Triumphantly Connely continued.
“You have no justice here. Law is your
word, whether you are right or wrong.
Your people are angry because two
white men have frightened game out
of the jungle; but I explained that we
were lost and firing our weapons would
bring help. We are sorry about the
game.”

The old chief nodded his head, but
in Africa that didn't mean he was
agreeing. The three warriors with their
oval-shapped spears watched carefully.
Their black eyes reminded me of a
dog’s when you hold a piece of meat in
front of its nose. At the moment I felt
uncoinfe::
had Connely talk me into this wild
safari looking for a gold mine.

But that was Connely, an impulsive
boy of forty. He’d do anything for
money. Probably that’s what made him
a famous lawyer in California. No case
was too difficult, or too minor; a buck



was a buck. Then when he ran across a
map of a supposed lost gold mine in
Africa, he was off to make some more
money. And because I like him, I went
along—although our lawyer-partner-
ship said nothing about a safari into
the jungles of Africa or meeting char-
acters like Aja Ping. And after weeks
of hopeless wandering and getting lost,
I finally talked Connely into returning
home.

Doubt spread across the old chief’s
wrinkled face after Connely’s outburst.
“How is justice in your village?” the
chief asked.

ONNELY rose and for a moment

I thought he was back in court.
“In my village a man is believed in-
nocent until there is proof—definite
proof—that he is guilty.”

I felt like applauding.

“Ka,” the chief muttered. “Mean
nothing. How you find guilty man in
your village?”

“We investigate,” Connely told him
with his hands. “All the evidence is
discussed and matched to the crime.
Then several men form a jury so that
each man can see for himself whether
the accused man is guilty or not.”

A smile parted Aja Ping’s bulbous
lips. “Ha. Take long time for justice.
Warrior no have time wait; he must
hunt and fish and plant corn. If he in-
nocent, court waste him time.”

Connely’s face was red as meat now.
I hoped he wouldn’t blow up. “But
that isn’t justice!” he protested. “How
do you know you pick the right man?”

“Many ways,” Aja Ping said. “You
will see yourself justice of Aja Ping
court.”

The chief rose and spoke to one of
the guards. The man slipped through
the doorway. Then the old chief turned
to us. I got up and stood beside Con-
nely. “Maybe white man would like to
show how he find thief and prove he
not the one.”

I raised an eyebrow.
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“Fine,” Connely answered without
hesitation.

I wanted to kick him for that.
“We're not detectives; we’re only law-
yers,” I whispered to him. He heard
me but didn’t acknowledge my warn-
ing.

“Come. All men of village are here
now, for it is night. My men are many,
but vou will find guilty one.”

“And if we don’t?” 1 spoke up. I
had to say something.

“Then maybe you guilty—if you
cannot find thief.” There was a cat-
ate-the-canary smile on his ugly face.

UTSIDE, the village was alive

with burning fires and moving fig-
ures coming to the open court in front
of the chief’s hut. In the background
the women and children waited to see
what was going to happen. There must
have been over fifty warriors gathered
in the compound, and each looked ex-
actly the same to me with their fuzzy
hair and weird painted bodies.

Connely seldom became flustered.
He was always nonchalant in court.
But now, in the firelight. I saw beads
of perspiration along his forehead. His
mouth was a tight line. The chief was
still smiling. He raised his bony arm
for silence, and it came almost instant-
ly; he told the village of the crime.
Then he turned to Connely. “Find
thief!”

Connely seemed to slump all in one
place. He aged twenty years. “It—
it’ll take time,” he said. “Weeks of
questioning and—"

“Ka. No time. When sun come, war-
riors must go and hunt and fish for
their families. Do now!”

“I can’t, damn it!” Connely swore;
“I just can’t pick any man and say
you are the guilty one!”

“I can,” Aja Ping said simply. “Man
will be thief, too. If I prove this, then
you will agree that Aja Ping has good
justice?”

Connely thought for a moment. “If
you can do it, T will.”,
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“Good! Come with me.”

We followed the chief to a small hut
that served as a smoke house and
smelled it. In front of the hut Aja Ping
gave orders to one of the guards with
the dog-like eyes, and he disappeared
into the night.

Presently the man returned with a
large parrot. Aja Ping took the bird
and went inside of the hut. After a mo-
ment he emerged and spoke to his men.
Then, he translated for us. “I told my
warriors, and I tell you, that an inno-
cent man has nothing to fear; only the
thief will shake with fright when he
enters the hut.”

“Why?” Connely asked suspicious-
ly.
“Because I have spoken to the bird
and he will tell me who stole the shiny
stone.”

“You what! You mean that bird will
detect the thief and tell you?” Connely
laughed.

Unruffled, Aja Ping nodded his
head. “When guilty man touch feath-
ers, bird will talk and scream to tell
me here is thief.”

At a signal, all the men lined up.
One by one they entered the hut and
emerged. As each man left the hut, Aja
Ping would shake the man’s hand be-
cause the bird had not screamed. Re-
luctantly Connely and I filed in the
rear.

I was next to last man in. Connely
was behind me. Inside the grass hut, I
saw the bird on a perch. One leg was
tied to the stand. I went to the bird
and stroked its feathers as instructed.
It didn’t make a sound. It was a filthy
bird; my hand was dirty. Outside, Aja
Ping greeted me and shook hands. In
a few minutes Connely shook hands
with the chief and the test was over.

ONNELY began, “Well, mighty
chief, the bird didn’t speak once—
doesn’t he know your language?>”
“He good bird,” Aja Ping said.
“—ijust like your justice and trials.
They don’t work!”
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Connely was smiling now; he was
his old self.

Aja Ping ignored the last remark.
He spoke to his guards. They left and
returned shortly with a frightened
man. “Youw, thief!” Aja Ping accused.

The man fell on his knees. In his
native tongue he began a long wail
begging for mercy. The blade of one of
the warriors’ spears helped the accused
to produce the shiny stone. I guess
Cunnely was as startled as I. Aja Ping
glanced in our direction and smiled;
the unfortunate man was led away
and we were free to return to our guest
hut.

We were too intrigued to allow the
matter to be forgotten. Out of fifty
men, and without asking one question,
Aja Ping had found the guilty man.
How? And what had the parrot to do
with it?

Of course Aja Ping would not tell us
his secret, but Connely was deter-
mined to learn the answer. He ex-
amined the bird carefully. Then we
went home. He threw himself into a
coma and for most of the night all I
heard were incoherent words. In the
morning I was surprised to see the
sun and learned that I had slept. I
woke Connely up.

“Well, did you figure it out?” I
asked anxiously.

I got the usual satisfied smile. “Of
course.” He began to lace his boots.

K(HOW?”

“The bird’s the key,” he told me.
“You see, Aaja Ping is a master when
it comes to phychology. Remember
that speech he gave about the inno-
cent man having nothing to fear, and
the guilty one would shake with
fright?”

I nodded my head.

“Each man caressed the bird with
confidence because he knew he was
innocent and the bird would not cry
out—all except the guilty one. He
never even touched the bird.”

[turn to page 98]



Joey was Jjust about ready to
jump...but he’d wait a little
while to be sure If he really had

to.

HEAVY,
HEAVY,

JANES OVER YOUR HEAD---

by Jim Harmon

r HE YOUNG man stood on the
I ledge and stared down at the
insect-like people on the side-
walk below him. They were all staring
back up at him; the toy cars seemed
to slow down as if they didn’t want to
miss his jump. He ran a trembling
hand through his damp hair, and
seemed to wonder if he should give
them the satisfation of witnessing his
suicide.
It was a chance; it was almost as if
I could read his mind. I shouldered
past the gaunt-faced police captain and
put my head through the seventeenth
floor hotel window. The wind in my
face and the thought of the distance to
solid concrete made my head spin a
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little. Then for the first time, I got a
look at the face of the boy who was
going to throw himself to his death. He
shouldn’t die, I thought; I'd been
thinking that all along, of course, but
it was now for the first time that I
really felt it. He was young, healthy,
intelligent—he should live. Maybe you
think I couldn’t tell that from his face.
Maybe 1 couldn’t, but I thought I
could; that was what was important.

So I said, “Don’t give them the sat-
isfaction, Son.”

He looked at me with the eyes of the
hunted, and edged a little closer to-
wards empty air. He didn’t have to
warn me not to come closer.

“Some of them would like you to
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jump, you know,” I continued quietly.
“It would be a cheap thrill for them,
but it would cost you the rest of your
life. Do you want to make an exchange
like that?”

“Sure,” he said, facing into the
wind, “sure; I know nobody cares if
I live. Do you have to remind me?
Why don’t you tell me how much they
want me to go back in and let you cops
haul me off in a straitjacket?”

“Some of them don’t want you to
die, Son. Some of them are praying for
you now, or wishing awfully hard. But
those are the ones you want to hear
about. You want to hear how sorry
everybody will be when you die; it’s
your revenge on the world. But it will
just be a big kick to a lot of people
down there.”

He ran his hand across his eyes
once, but he wouldn’t let himself cry.
“Shut up. Shut up, will you?”

I shook my head. “No, I won’t shut
up. We, both know I'm stalling for
time; as long as you listen to me talk,
you won’t have jumped.”

His eyes became wild again. “Then
I stop listening, and jump.” One of
his feet moved half over the edge.

~HE WIND was whistling in my
i ears and my heart was too strong
in its rhythm. I tried to keep my voice
calm. “No, Son, you won’t jump until
you’ve had a chance to make up your
mind. That’s what you’re there for,
isn’t it? I know you’ve got guts enough
to jump if you were sure you wanted
to. You're out on that ledge trying to
make up vour mind now, and I know
you won’t jump until you'’re sure.”

The young man let the air out of
his lungs, slow and hard, and leaned
back against the brick wall. His back
really must be to the wall, I thought.
He turned his face to me, and looked
me in the eyes. “You’re honest, aren’t
you? You talk straight; how come you
got to be a cop?”

I smiled back at him as straight as
I could. “I'm not police, Son; I'm a

magazine freelancer with a press card.
I used to be a reporter.”

He stood up quickly. “You’re one of
the thrill-seekers, aren’t you?” he de-
manded sharply. “You're just waiting
for my jump, too; you got a lot of
room to talk.”

“It will be a big story either way,”
I said fast. “But just as a personal
matter, I'd rather you stayed alive.”

He looked back down into the street.
“Story. Story, huh. I suppose you’d
like to get all facts. You want a big
story. Okay, Mister, I'll give you one.”
He looked back into my eyes, and the
look wasn’t nice. “I’m up here because
the cops want me for the murder of
the girl I was going to marry.”

It wasn’t an unusual story, although
the boy seemed to think it had never
happened before in the world. “Did
you do it?” I asked. I didn’t know
whether it was the right thing to say.
but he seemed to like me to be honest
with him.

He looked far over the edge, swayed
for a moment, and started his head-
long plunge. I thought for an instant,
but he recovered his balance. He stood
erect with both hands clenched. “I
don’t know; I just don’t know.” His
voice was hardly audible over the
street sounds.

“Drunk?” I said.

He laughed shortly, without humor.
“Reefers. You'd think a guy as old as
I am would know what a girl meant
when she asked him to try a ‘new
kind’ of cigaret. Yowd think I'd
know.”

I wet my lips, and thought. “Son,
would you like me to find out whether
you killed her or not?”

He looked hopeful for a moment,
but the look faded as quickly as the
neon lights that had just been turned
on to flash their code. “Ask the cops;
they can tell you how I killed her.”

“Maybe the cops are wrong. Maybe
you didn’t kill her. Maybe I can find
out.”

The wild look was in his eyes. “Get
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away from me! You’re mixing me up.
Get away...” He paused. “But if you
want to try to find out, I'd like to
know if I'm still here... You heard
me—get away!”

He was being pulled in two direc-
tions by me; towards hope and exas-
peration. I pulled my head inside
quickly.

It was good to be breathing stale
again. The uneasy feeling in my head
had spread to my stomach.

THE GREY-FACED police captain
came to me. “I don’t know how
you got in here, but I guess I won’t
throw you out. You've got further
with him than any of us have been able
to do. Was that straight what you
told him?”

I straightened my tie, after the men-
tion of the word. “Absolutely straight.
I’m not a good actor, and that boy can
spot a phoney a mile away. I’'m going
to see if I can’t find something to help
him. Who is he, and who’s the girl he’s
supposed to have killed?”

The captain looked at me oddly for
an instant. “Let’s see that press card.”
I handed him my billfold. “Holder:
Harry Fielding. City Editor: Harry
Fielding. Freelance, hmm.” He gave it
back to me. “Is this off the record?”

I nodded. “If you say so.”

“We don’t know his name or who
the girl is, and we can’t get him to
talk.”

It hit me right between the eyes.
“Don’t you have any bodies to fit the
description?”

The captain smiled grimly. “A dead
girl—a woman’s body between 18 and
35? Plenty. But his girl’s body may
not have been discovered yet. He won’t
say how he killed her or when; or
where—this city or across the country.
Shot or strangled. Today or last year.
And if he was goofed up, he may not
have even killed her. He may not even
have had a girl.”

I was numb. I kept remembering
the young man’s face and my promise.

“Maybe—maybe I can still help him,”
I muttered.
But I didn’t think so.

THE CROWD was still watching the

small figure high above them and
waiting, waiting, as I walked slowly
into the hole in the wall with the sign
that said: Hamberger Heaven.

The place was a cramped corner
shop across the hustling, narrow street
from the hotel. The trolly tracks were
idle and I could see the fancy glass
front of the hotel and the dirty bricks
above it. I couldn’t see the man poised
on the ledge seventeen floors up, but
I knew he was still there by the up-
turned heads.

Inside, an eager group of young
people were spilled over a booth near
the window making book on when he
would do it. I looked away from them
and put my elbows on the hard pol-
ished counter. At the other end, a
young man was talking to an older
Negro about politics or the Yankees.
Beyond them at a table, a hard-faced,
unattractive woman in evening dress
sat with two smooth escorts.

The hamberger had disappeared
without leaving any particular im-
pression, and I became aware of the
thick white mug with brown stain in
the bottom. As the waitress in a nice
starched blouse moved past, I said,
“T’d like another cup.”

She stopped and looked at me for an
instant. “You mean another cup of
coffee.” The tone was too subserviant.

I nodded, and made a note not to
eat here again. She was used to people
asking for clean cups. This wasn’t my
town any more; I’d been away too
long to know the right spots. The West
Coast had been different. And Taos
with the wise Indians waiting for the
white man to go away and let them live
as they had always lived. What was
the name of that little town in Kansas
where I'd tried being married for

-awhile? It didn’t matter; I’d just been

away too long to help either myself or
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the boy who was counting on me just
a little, maybe.

I tossed a half dollar on the counter
to take care of the sandwich and both
cups of coffee, and started to get up
before the second cup came. Before I
could clear the stool, a big hand caught
my sleeve. “Hey, when you think he’s
going to do it?”

I expected one of the high schoolers
from the booth as I turned, but the
man was older. Still, he was dressed
as a high school boy might be. Then I
noticed his long haircut, and his poor
eyesight unaided with glasses, and I
knew he considered himself a tough
operator. “Maybe he won’t do it,” I
said finally.

He laughed shortly. “He’ll do it all
rignt; he’s got his mind made up. You
can count on Joey to do it.”

Just like that. The name. I grabbed
at it. “You know him? You called him
lJoey)‘”

He looked suddenly restless. “No,
I don’t know the crazy guy. Did I call
him ‘Joey’? Just a name, Joey—I call
everybody that, Joey. Except dolls, of
course. I call them ‘Mabel’.”

“You're lying,” I told him. “Do you
want to tell me who he is now, or down
at the station house?”

His restlessness almost exploded into
a run, but he thought better of it. “You
a cop?” Then he shrugged. “Joe Kole-
man. Lives down on South Gary. It’s
in the phone book.”

HE STREETS unwound before me,

and I kept a hard grip on the steer-
ing wheel. I was sucking on a cigaret
but somehow it didn’t help ease the
tension. I flipped on the car radio.
Keeping an eye on the road I juggled
the dial. Music and voices ripped past
and I finally settled on what I wanted.
J was pretty sure a local station would
cover the thing.

“...up there. It’s his third hour,
Ladies and Gentlemen. Will the police
be able to lure him in? Will he finally
jump? I tell you it’s a great human in-

terest story. Everyone around me has
their eyes glued on that far speck,
waiting breathlessly. Earlier, I was
talking with Fire Captain Will Tucker.
He says that in his twenty years with
the Fire Department he has known
tliese suicides to stay up there for ten
and fourteen hours before they
jumped, and others to leap off in the
first five minutes. I tell...”

I snapped it off. I was at the address
I got from the phone book. After some
leg-straining steps, I was knocking on
the painted door in the dim hall. There
was an interior shuffling, and it was
opened by a pretty brunette in an of-
fice shirt and blouse. i

“My name is Harry Fielding,” I
said. “I’d like to know who you are.”

She looked a little surprised. “I'm
Mary Koleman—I live here. What is
it vou want?”

1 took a deep breath. “Your brother
is in serious trouble, Miss Koleman.”
There was a resemblance, and the boy
had spoken of marrying a girl as if it
was the first time.

She was still cautious. “What kind
of trouble?”

How do you tell a girl her brother
is on the ledge of a seventeenth floor
hotel room, trying to straighten out
something inside of him, and failing to
do it, will jump? I don’t know. I tried.

“Come in,” she said hollowly.

As I stepped inside, I saw the man.
Handsome to a woman, I knew, well-
dressed, but a bit too old for her.

He motioned me to a chair. “My
name’s Markle—Ted Markle; you
came to find out something about
Joey.”

Mary looked anxious. “We can’t
stay here talking—"

I didn’t sit. “This is"important, too,
but I'll make it fast. It comes down to
this: do you know any girl friend of
Joe’s who is missing?”

“What do you want to know for?”
Markle asked. He didn’t like me.

“I said it was important,” I replied.

Mary suddenly came back into my
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sight with a tan coat, slipping it on.
“Lois Johnson is the only girl Joe
dates; she lives on the fourth floor.
Is that all? I'm going to Joe.” With
that, she was out the door.

Markle stood up. “I hope you find
what you’re looking for. I'll lock the
door as we go out.”

I nodded, and walked out with him.
The conversation had went fast, but
maybe I had what I wanted. I left
Mary’s boy friend at the door, starting
for the stairs and the fourth floor.

THE DOOR to Lois Johnson’s apart-
ment was locked but the door and
the lock were old. I looked up and
down the dark passage, seeing the
Koleman boy’s face in my mind. Tak-
ing in a deep breath, I slammed my
fist hard against the door above the
knob. The old lock sprang with a loud
click. The door operied with a thin
creak and I slipped inside.

The room was dark. Green window
blinds were pulled down behind faded
lace, masking the outlines of dated
furniture. I groped for a pencil flash
in my coat pocket but it was missing.
The cigaret lighter was the next best
thing. I didn’t want to handle the light
switch. The flickering flame didn’t
make the flat any more cheerful. It
revealed the girl’s body on the sofa.

She was young and pretty, and her
silk dress was a daring invitation
which she maybe hadn’t meant. One
of her nylons had been used to garrote
her. It was twisted violently around her
abused throat, but her face was
strangely peaceful—abnormally  so.
Then I saw her tightly-clenched fist
with the thumb leaving a careful hole.
The hand full of aces—a marijuana
stick—the fist holding all the smoke
so none of it would be lost. I looked
back at her relaxed, not quite smiling
face, and the one bare leg looking as
white and as lifeless as marble. She
had been killed just as she had reached
the peak of her high.

With an effort, I turned away. The

sight of Lois Johnson made my stom-
ach and my spine uneasy, but I had
long ago trained them to ignore such
scenes, and just let my eyes and my
mind do the necessary work. I wasn’t
proud of that passive acceptance;
somehow it made me feel unclean and
inhuman. But it had to be that way.

I walked across the room to the tele-
phone on a small table. Carefully and
routinely, I dialed a number and said,
“I want to report a murder.”

After a few questions and their writ-
ten answers at the other end, as the
police traced the call, I was allowed to
hang up. I kept looking at the phone
to keep from looking at the dead girl.

As I stood there like that, a sound
came from behind me. With the trace
of a primitive fear, I spun around to-
wards the body, but she lay as life-
less as ever. The sound had come from
the door.

I sighed. The police. At times like
this, seconds can be many minutes.
Then a new thought struck me. The
police wouldn’t delay in coming in.
With an almost reflex action, I took
a few running steps and dived behind
the sofa where I crouched breathless-
ly.
The door inched open sending a
shaft of grayish light knifing through
the green shadowed darkness. A figure
darted through the light quickly, and
the door shut in the darkness again. I
made out the intruder’s back as he
went through several table drawers
noisily and started to scatter books
from a single narrow shelf.

I relaxed enough to breathe and
think. The old one about the murderer
always returning to the scene of his
crime was largely a fallacy, but this
character was looking for something.
And to do it with a corpse in the room,
that something had to be important.
Incriminating evidence, maybe.

That meant Joe Koleman was going
to kill himself for something he didn’t
do, if the police didn’t find the prowler
here. He wasn’t going to wait around
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long, that was certain. I decided to do
it then. It was risky, but he might not
stay long enough for the police to
arrive, and I might be able to delay
him that long.

I held my breath again and creeped
around the sofa towards the door and
the light switch. I muttered obscenities
to myself as I went. I had even lost
the position of the prowler in the
room; I might be running right into
him. At least, I had made the door
safely. I stood erect and pawed for
the switch.

HE LIGHTS came on with a

blinding suddeness. The intruder
let out what was almost a squeal of
panic. Through my blurred vision, I
made out who it was—the snappy
dresser from the Hamberger Heaven
who had given me my lead. His eyes
darted about the room, settling on me,
then darted away to suddenly rest on
the corpse. He gasped and the color
drained from his face, even his lips. He
slid to the floor noiselessly. It was the
first time I had ever seen a man faint.

I went over to him and slapped his
pockets and shoulders. He wasn’t even
carrying a zip-gun. I jerked him to a
sitting positon and slapped his face a
few times.

His eyes sprang open, and instantly,
he was struggling to get to his feet.
“I didn’t do it! I didn’t!”

I shoved him back down. “The boys
from the station house will be here
soon and you don’t have time to wipe
all the fingerprints you scattered
around this place, so you might as well
relax. If you didn’t kill her, what were
you doing here?”

His eyes kept going back to the
corpse of the girl. “I was just hunting
for a stick, Mister. Lois always had
some mary-jane on hand. I needed one
to take off the edge. I didn’t know she
was croaked, konest.”

He seemed to be too scared to be
lying but some of his kind were clever
liars. I had a knife scar from trusting

one hoodlum because he was a kid.
“Were you hopped up when you did
it?” I asked. “You might get off with
second degree.”

He pawed my coat. “I didn’t do it,
I didn’t do it! I just wanted a stick,
I should’ve known; I should’ve known
I wouldn’t get one here, anyway. Not
with Lois’ source drying up. She was
lucky to con enough to keep the taste
in her mouth. I didn’t have no reason
to kill her.”

The word “con” struck home. The
way he had used it meant extortion or
threat.

I grabbed his wrists. “Who was Lois
conning for smokes?”

“You know I can’t tell you,” he
whimpered; “he fixes me up, too.”

Desperately, I dug out my billfold
and flipped it open under his nose.
“Take a look at the press card, Kid.
I’'m not police; your supplier may
have information that will keep you
out of the chair. Now, who is he?”

He whimpered and held his head.
“Okay, okay, his name is Ted Markle.
He’s got a room at the Whitmore.
Lois—she told him she’d stoolie if he
cut her off. But he didn't give her
enough. I should of known I couldn’t
get any here.”

I let him drop to the floor on his
crying jag. and left him there with the
corpse.

N THE CAR, I thought it out as I

jammed my foot down on the gas. I
tried the radio, but all I could get on
the local stations was music and soap
operas. They wouldn’t keep a suicide
attempt on the air continuously, I told
myself; just spot relays. But I kept
remembering the men and women I
had seen perched on water towers and
roofs. Five minutes, five hours, a day,
and they jumped. I tried to remember
one that had turned around and come
back, but I couldn’t. So I thought it
out.

Ted Markle was Mary Koleman’s
boy friend. Her brother, Joe, was go-
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ing with the girl who was blackmailing
dope out of Markle. Markle got Lois
to get Joe on the stuff, too, so he could
set up a frame. While they are both
out on the stuff, Markle killed Lois.
Joe woke up with the body and
thought he did it. I had to prove to
him that Markle did.

I was coming in sight of Ted Mark-
el’s hotel. It was shabby and ill-kept
compared to the hotel where Joe Kole-
man was standing alone above the
eager crowd.

The door and lock to Markle’s ho-
tel room was too new to spring as easily
as I had the door to Lois Johnson’s
flat. As I worked at the lock with a
pipe cleaner, I smiled at the way the
clerk had been impressed with my
press card. The latch clicked back and
the door opened with a turn of the
handle. This was too easy, I thought.

It was. Markle stared at me coldly
as I stepped inside. The man was a
killer, Ikept thinking. “Hello,” I said,
“I thought you’d be with Mary at the
hotel with Joe.”

He kept staring. “The cops wouldn’t
let me in; only the immediate family,
y’know.”

I nodded. “I found Lois dead in her
flat, Markle.”

He looked surprised. “Well, that’s
why the kid’s trying to give himself
the count.”

Suddenly I was mad. “The cops
know you did it, Markle!”

He was a badly frightened man. “I
can’t help it if she took an overdose!”

“That’s not the way the cops see
it.”

Markle ran a trembling hand
through his neatly combed hair. “The
cops, yeah, cops; they been waiting to
pin something on me.” The tremble
went out of his body. “You ain’t go-
ing to do it, Fielding or whoever you
are. Not to me!”

In an instant, he was across the
room clawing open a drawer in the
desk. I could guess what was in it. I
started running towards Markle just

as he got his hand inside the drawer.
Before he could get it out, I drove my
knee against the handle with all my
weight behind it. I braced myself like
that for the duration of a long breath.
Markle’s howl almost drowned out the
clatter of an object falling inside the
compartment.

I grabbed Markle by the lapels with
both hands and threw him away as
hard as I could. He collided with the
floor where he lay stunned. Pulling
open the drawer, I brought out the
.357 Magnum and leveled it at Markle.

I looked at the fear on his face and
at the gun in my hand, and I began
seeing something a lot clearer.

“Listen,” I said, “listen, Markle.
If you know what’s zood for you,
vou're going to do just like I say...”

THE FIRE department was below

Joe Koleman in the street when our
car pulled to a stop at the barricade.
They had men with nets in the streets
and a fish-net-appearing thing strung
between windows on the floor below
Joe, but I knew all of them with their
red engines blocking traffic weren’t
doing much good. It was up to me. I
eased into a No Parking area and
shoved Markle towards the car door.

Inside the room, after countless pass
inspections, we found Mary Koleman
crying and the gaunt-faced old police
captain dangerously near exhaustion.

“Ted,” Mary said as she went to
him, “I’'m so glad they finally let you
through.”

Before he could answer, I said,
“Captain, you’d better put this man
under arrest; he has a confession to
make.”

Mary looked up at Markle in shock
and wonder. The captain was too tired
for any such emotions. “Well, what’s
he done?”

I licked lips that were suddenly too
dry. “He’s going to make his con-
fession to Joe.”

I took Markle by the arm and led
him over to the window. Unceremo-
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niously I shoved his head outside and
leaned through myself.

Joe still stood there, looking as if
he hadn’t moved in the hours I had
gone. His face was more starkly white
in the glare of the searchlights. Then
his haunted eyes found me.

“I told you to go away, Reporter!”
he screamed. “Go op, or I’ll jump.”

“Joe,” I said, “I told you I'd find
out something for you. I did. Your
sister’s boy friend wants to tell you
something.” I glanced over to Markle.
“Make it good, if you want any part
of your skin left.”

Markle’s eyes looked more haunted
than Joe’s. He turned to the boy on
the ledge. “It was my fault, Joe; about
Lois, it was my fault!”

Joe looked desperate. I knew his
soul must be tearing apart in two
directions. “No! I did it—you’re just
saying... I—but I couldn’t have.
You must. No, it’s all a trick— Oh, I
don’t know, I don’t know—"

AFTER HALF a day of strain, he
gave up. His body shook with dry
sobs and he staggered about aimlessly
on the narrow ledge. I caught a glimpse
of the firemen moving below, but I
knew they would be too late. Joe Kole-
man stumbled about six feet from me
when his foot went over the edge. I
knew that his fall had began and that
it soon would be over.
But he fell towards me, with his
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hand clawing for the life his mind
said he wanted to end. The length of
his body and groping arm bridged the
six foot gap, and I grabbed for him
with both hands. My right fist
clenched on empty air. Only my left
hand caught his clutching fingers. My
shoulder wrenched with the pain of
holding him for an instant. Then I
grabbed his shirt with my other hand.

Markle helped me drag him back
into the room.

The police captain and I stood and
watched while Mary and a patrolman
led Joe off to the city hospital obser-
vation ward, and another patrolman
took Markle off to the city jail.

“I told Markle I'd do what I could
to get him a light sentence for co-op-
erating,” I said. “What do you think?”

The captain rubbed his tired eyes.
“I don’t know, Fielding; seems straight
first degree from what the boys
phoned in. They want to talk to you
about the Johnson girl and that punk,
you know.”

I smiled, but there wasn’t any hu-
mor in it. Just the bitterness of fifteen
years of sharing other people’s misery.
“Markle’s not a murderer, Captain,”
I said. “Legally, there’s a difference
from peddling dope and committing the
murder. I’'m afraid there’s no way
around it; Joe Koleman really did kill
that girl.”
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MURDER
WITHOUT
RECOURSE

by Harold Gluck

N THIS particular sunny day,

you are the happiest fellow in

the entire country, Your best
girl informed you an hour ago that
she would become your wife. Just now,
you are walking along the main street
of your home town. You are whistling
a familiar tune. Not paying much at-
tention to people around you. You are
thinking of an engagement ring, a car,
a honeymoon, and little house in the
eountry. And then it happens! A series
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of shots and you crumble to the pave-
ment.

When you open your eyes, you are
in a hospital room. Your girl tells you
the terrible news; you will never be
able to walk again. Seems there was a
fellow who had spent some time in the
hospital for the criminal insane, run
by the state. He went on a shooting
spree. Killed four people and wounded
three. You and the rest were total
strangers to &m. You are going to
have a lot of doctor bills. Can you sue
the state and recover? Let’s look at a
recent case and see what happened.

On March 5, 1950, on a street in
Brooklyn, one William Jones—then
nineteen years of age—stabbed and
killed Frank St. George, a perfect
stranger, without provocation or ap-
parent motive. Jones had been re-
leased on March 1, 1950, from Mat-
teawan State Hospital for the Criminal
Insane. Claimant’s theory of the liabil-
ity of the state is that the doctors and
psychiatrists at Matteawan negligently
made an erroneous diagnosis of the
true nature of Jones’ mental illness,
and pursuant thereto improperly re-
leased him. Upon that theory the
Court of Claims has granted judgment
for damages for the death of St.
George and from that judgment the
state appeals.

On February 23, 1947, Jones—
then aged sixteen—was sentenced as
a wayward minor for a term of three
years and entered Elmira Reception
Center where he remained until June,
1947. He was then transferred to the
hospital section at Clinton Prison to
determine if he had a tubercular con-
dition. In December, 1947, he was
transferred to the vocational institu-
tion at West Coxsackie.

About the end of October, 1948, the
authorities at Coxsackie began to sus-
pect some mental disturbance in Jones,
and on December 20, 1948, the institu-
tion physician commenced proceedings
which resulted in his examination by
Dr. Patry and Dr. Cooper, who diag-
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nosed his case as “psychosis with psy-
chopathic personality. Paranoid epi-
sode.” He was thereupon committed
to Matteawan on December 23, 1948,
and remained there until March 1,
1950, when his original term of three
years expired; he was then released in
the custody of his mother. He retuined
home with her and lived in her home
until the tragic events of March 3,
1950.

In this five-day period, he had been
out with some of his friends; con-
sumed some whiskey; apparently had
some difficulty with some of his as-
sociates; became excitable; thought
people were laughing at him and talk-
ing about him; once started to return
to Matteawan, but returned home. On
March 5, 1950, he came running into
his mother’s apartment looking for a
weapon, and finding none, went out
again. Immediately thereafter, he en-
tered a restaurant, seized a bread knife
and ran down the street, stabbing sev-
en persons as he went—four of them
fatally, including Frank St. George.
This is a brief sketch of. the back-
ground preceding the fatality.

During all of his stay at Matteawan,
Jones’ condition was consistently diag-
nosed as psychosis with psychopathic
personality. Looking backward after
the tragic events of March 5, 1950, it
is undisputed that the proper diagnosis
should have been schizophrenia, para-
noid type. Tt is this erroneous diagnosis
which is the crux of this litigation.

THERR IS no claim or suggestion
that the staff doctors who had
Jones in charge at Matteawan were
incompetent or unqualified. Claimant
urges that Matteawan was overcrowd-
ed and understaffed, and that the diag-
nosis of Jones’ condition was made
upon inadequate observation and in-
formation. There is a contention that
some incidents in his behavior were
not recorded, and that some things
that were recorded were not presented
at the staff meetings.

The record discloses, however, that
a great deal of attention was given to
Jones. He was personally interviewed
and examined by the superintendent
about ten times during his stay there.
Voluminous reports by attendants and
doctors recording even minor inci-
dents were presented to the staff meet-
ings; his history at Coxsackie was be-
fore the staff, and his case was con-
sidered at great length at several staff
meetings during his stay there of about
fourteen months. If an incident af-
fecting Jones was omitted, it was of
the same nature and part of the same
pattern as the voluminous material be-
fore the staff meetings. The record
discloses entirely adequate material in
the case record of Jones for purposes
of diagnosis, and one of claimant’s ex-
perts so testified.

About the last of August, 1949, ac-
cording to the testimony, the staff had
reached a conclusion that Jones had
sufficiently recovered to be considered
for release, except that his sentence
had not expired. The doctors did not
consider it for his best interest to re-
turn to Coxsackie, so he was continued
at Matteawan until his term expired
on March 1, 1950. In the interval the
record indicates that his condition was
closely observed and despite some in-
cidents, the doctors felt he was im-
proving.

It is impractical and unnecessary to
set forth in detail the case record of
Jones at Matteawan. At times it shows
him to be quiet and co-operative, en-
gaging in sports and getting along well
with others. At times it shows an as-
saultive disposition, with numerous
instances of disobedience. quarrels,
scuffles and altercations with other in-
mates—many of which were provoked
by the other inmates. The record does
not disclose that in anyv of these oc-
currences was any injury inflicted
upon anyone; most of the difficulties
would appear to be petty and such as
might occur among any group of boys
confined together, even normal ones.
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MURDER WITHOUT RECOURSE

Of course, Jones concededly was not
normal, nor were his fellow inmates.
The diagnosis of mental cases is not
an exact science. As yet the mind can-
not be X-rayed like a bone fracture;
diagnosis with absolute precision and
certainty is impossible. One of claim-
ant’s experts readily admits having
made mistakes in diagnosis, yet says
of Matteawan doctors ‘“they made a
mistake.” It has been recognized that
insanity is difficult of detection and
frequently is cunningly concealed. Of
necessity it must be a matter of judg-
ment by those qualified to pass judg-
ment. It was the duty of the staff doc-
tors at Matteawan to treat Jones, and
to use every effort to improve his con-
dition, not just to confine him.

The modern concept of handling
cases of mental illness is treatment, not
simply incarceration. The objective is
to return the patient to society—which
should be done as soon as, in the judg-
ment of properly-qualified doctors and
psychiatrists, it is likely to be safe for
others and helpful to the patient. Be-
lieving as they did, after observing
Jones, discussing his case and reading
voluminous reports from attendants,
the doctors could not have justified
his detention had he sought habeas
corpus on March 1, 1950. As indi-
cated, there is no suggestion that the
staff doctors were not competent and
qualified and properly educated and
trained; and there is no suggestion in
the record that they were not sincere
and conscientious in making their diag-
nosis.

THUS THE issue is narrowed to

this; are the doctors, or is the state
which employs them, legally responsi-
ble in damages for an honest error of
professional judgment made by quali-
fied and competent persons? We think
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this question must be answered in the
negative. It has been so held in mal-
practive cases of all types for years.
Future human behavior is unpredict-
able, and it would place an unreasona-
ble and unfair burden upon the state if
it were to be held responsible in dam-
ages for everything that a person does
after he has been discharged or released
from one of its state institutions—cven
though the release was through an er-
ror of judgment—unless there is scme-
thing more present than is contained
in the record.

There is no case in New York which
has heretofore imposed liability under
the circumstances presented here. To
sustain this judgment would be to ex-
tend liability beyond any point here-
tofore reached,which we are unwilling
to do.

An innocent person was killed for
no- reason at all, vet that is one of
the risks of living in modern society.
Many innocent people lose their lives,
or are injured by insane persons who
have never been committed to an in-
stitution; or by criminals; and by ac-
cidents of all sorts and descriptions for
which no one was in any way respon-
sible.

To sustain this judgment would
have a more far-reaching effect than
the money damages. In its practical
aspects, it would mean that the state
could release no one from any state
mental institution without being under
the risk of liability for whatever he
did thereafter, and the result would
necessarily be reluctance to release, and
the unnecessary confinement of per-
sons who would benefit by release.
Tragic as the occurrence was, there
is no legal basis for liability of the
state.

*

MURDER IN THE WILDERNESS, Special Feature by William
F. Schwartz, is but one of the many attractions of the May
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If Dr. Jaeger had killed, he would never kill

again; someone had carefully amputated his

hands. And this culprit would strike again and
again whenever anything pointed his way.

NO HANDS
FOR MURDER

by Harlan Clay

FEATURE NOVEL OF EERIE MYSTERY

OTHING about Mr. Ainley
N suggested the tragedy. In

truth, Mr. Ainley’s conversa-
tion, for several minutes, deliberately
avoided the purpose of his visit.

He was a man of impressive per-
sonality—tall, sturdily proportioned,
aggressive. With his winged collar and
graying hair, with his dominant and
forceful manner, he somehow resem-
bled the ideal of a general in civilian
attire. He sat with his knees far apart,
an ebony cane rising between them to
support his hands; and he frowned.

There was something curiously
searching in that frown.

“You don’t,” he observed with a
hint of interrogation, “appear very
busy.”

Lee Stanton, leaning back in his
swivel chair, laughed in genial candor.
“Well,” he admitted, “I have plenty
of time for meditation. But I've been
in business only two weeks, and the
news hasn’t reached the headlines yet.”

“Expect to make a go of it, eh?”

“Nothing has happened yet to dim
the future.”

Mr. Ainley transferred his frown to
his hands. After a moment’s silence he
conceded, “I suppose it can be done,
all right—though being a private de-
tective strikes me as a queer sort of
job for Bart Stanton’s son.”

“Queer? That depends on the an-
gle from which you view it. I'm sure
there’s nothing queer about detecting
to the Pinkertons, for example.”
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A pair of severed human hands rested on the desk.

“Oh—" hastily, “—I’'m not disput-
ing the wisdom of your profession. I'm
just—wondering.” Mr. Ainley peered
levelly across the desk. “Have you had
many clients since you started?”

Lee Stanton smiled. “Including
you,” he answered, “one.”

Mr. Ainley was not amused. Rather
curtly he grunted. “Don’t count on
me, Lee,” he advised, and his voice
fell to a mutter. “I’'m not very sure
that you’ll want to undertake my case.
As a matter of fact, I’m not even sure
there is a case.”

“That in itself, Mr. Ainley, sounds
quite mysterious and enticing.”

“It concerns—” The man’s lips
tightened, and he spoke metallically.
“It concerns—my son.”

Instantly Lee Stanton’s smile van-
ished. He straightened and regarded
his visitor gravely. That swift transi-
tion of mood seemed to add several
vears to his countenance; and with
the change came an unexpected air
of quiet competence. “I’'m sorry,” he
said softly. “I didn’t understand.”

“That’s all right, Lee.” Ainley lift-
ed one hand from the cane, wearily,
to wave it in a brief gesture of con-
donement. There was no longer any-
thing martial about him; he looked
suddenly worn and exhausted. as if
he had discarded a pose. When he
spoke again, it was in heavy, plodding
syllables. “Would you—would you
care to undertake a case connected
with DMartin’s death?”
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“If I can be of service to you, cer-
tainly.”
“You—you'd have to go up to Dr.

Jaeger’s sanitarium, where Martin
died.”
EE STANTON leaned forward

and clasped his hands on the desk.
He eyed his client keenly, with a di-
rect gaze that was at once troubled
and questing. “Do you mean,” he
asked in a low voice, “that there was
something questionable in his death?”

“I—don’t know.” Mr. Ainley be-
came visibly uncomfortable. He al-
tered his position sightly, and his
words were hesitant. “I don’t know,
Lee. If I were positive....” He
paused, and for an instant something
ugly brooded in his eyes. But it dis-
appeared, and he finished flatly:
“That’s what I want you to learn. I
want you to investigate the circum-
stances of his death!”

“But certainly, DMr. Ainley, you
must know what those circumstances
were’”

“I know only,” the tall man said in
a slow, cold monotone, “what Dr. Paul
Jacger chose to tell me.”

£ 0 hBeShltise et :

“And somehow I—I don’t believe
the man. I’ve never wholly believed
him, even though I haven’t a single
point of tangible, legal evidence to
support my feeling. And lately, Lee,
that doubt has been gnawing at me
more insistently than ever. It—it tor-
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tures me. It tears at me. I—I just
can’t believe that Martin, with his
paralyzed leg, could have climbed a
fifteen-foot fence; could have eluded
the nurse and the doctors; could have
jumped to those rocks; could have—"

Ainley stopped suddenly, barely res-
cuing himself from a plunge into con-
fusion. From his breast pocket he drew
a silk handkerchief and touched it to
a forehead that had become moist.
The mounting excitement that had
rushed through his tones abruptly col-
lapsed, and he swallowed. quite loud-
ly. As he replaced the handkerchief, he
apologized.

“I'm sorry. I didn’t mean to—let
go like that. If you’re to understand
the case, perhaps I'd better start by
giving you the essential facts about
Martin.”

“Please do.” Lee Stanton’s brows
were contracted. He still leaned for-
ward on the desk, watching his caller
with an intensity of attention that was
almost disconcerting.

“Well—” Mr. Ainley wet his lips.
“You knew, of course, about Martin’s
trouble?”

“The superficial facts.”
“H’'m. But not their cause, eh?

... Well, T'll explain. His trouble was
due, Lee, to an accident. It happened
when Martin was a child of five. He
fell from a second story window. Fell
" to a pavement. And broke his little
body so terribly that we—we didn’t
think he’d live. Sometimes—” Mr.
Ainley lowered his head and scowled
blindly at the floor, while his words
sank into a husky whisper. “Some-
times I feel it might have been better
if—if—"

But he did not complete the thought.
After a second he looked up abruptly,
blinking slightly, as if some sound had
snatched him out of revery. When he
resumed his account, it was in steady,
coherent phrases.

STORIES

ARTIN AINLEY’S dreadful fall,
he said, had wrecked not only his
body.

“Not that he was ever violently in-
sane or dangerous,” Ainley declared.
“It was simply that his mind didn’t
grow. It remained as hopelessly par-
alyzed as his leg. When he was twen-
ty, a year ago, he used to mumble
childishly, like—like a baby in a state
of constant wonder. I did everything
I could for him, Lee; everything that
was humanly, thinkably possible!”

“I know that, Mr. Ainley,” Lee
murmured gravely.

“I had him examined by every spe-
cialist I ever heard of, before the war.
I took him to Vienna, to Zurich, to
Stockholm. Once, in a kind of despair,
I even traveled with him to Calcutta,
where some native fakir had built up
a reputation of sorts for doing wonders
with hypnotism. But nothing helped.
No doctor could change him. They all
agreed that his brain was beyond
hope. ... And then, a year and a half
ago, I heard of Dr. Paul Jaeger.”

Mr. Ainley drew a long, deep
breath, and his gaze crossed the desk
to meet and hold Stanton’s.

“They said he was a wizard, this
Jaeger. That he had done remark-
able, miraculous things with such
cases. And so I took Martin to him.
Jaeger made no promises. Neither did
he say there was no hope. He simply
advised me to leave the boy at his
sanitarium for a year. There was noth-
ing to lose, Lee, and so I did leave
him. I—I would have done anything
that offered hope!”

Again the silk handkerchief ap-
peared to dry Mr. Ainley’s forehead.
But now it did not return to his pock-
et; he held it clasped over the knob of
his cane.

“While Martin was at the sanitar-
ium,” he continued, “I saw him twice
a month, but I never noticed a change
in him. Still, Dr. Jaeger was doing his
best, he assured me, and I wanted to
give him a chance. I didn’t like the
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man, Lee—there was something about
him that always made me uncomfor-
able. He—he was the sort of fellow
you don’t want walking behind you
in the dark, if you understand what
I'm trying to express.... Neverthe-
less, I couldn’t allow personal prej-
udice to interfer e with Martin’s
chances, so I left the boy at the san-
itarium.

“Well, just about a year ago, Dr.
Jaeger tclephoned me to come up at
once. Martin had died....” Once
more that long, slow breath. Mr Ain-
ley’s fingers on the cane twitched.
“The story I got from Jaeger himself
was this:

“Lvery day, the weather permitting,
his patients were taken out into the
grounds of the sanitarium for air and
exercise. Martin, because he was nei-
ther violent nor dangerous, was al-
Jowed more freedom than the others.
The boy used to sit quietly under a
tree, staring out over the sea; or he'd
hobble around among the flowers. The
sanitarium, I must tell you, stands on
Pine Point, a small promontory on a
rocky part of the Maine coast. Its
grounds are surrounded by a fifteen-
foot-high wire fence, so that the in-
mates can’t very well get out, even if
they try to.

“Well, this day was beautiful. And
very warm. So Martin was allowed to
come out again alter supper. He sat
watching the sea through the wire
fence. It grew dark, and Dr. Jaeger
himself was seated on the veranda,
smoking and watching Martin across
the flower garden. After a while the
doctor glanced down at some letters in
his lap.”

Mr. Ainlev paused to steady his
voice. He was quite calm when he
went on: “Dr. Jaeger says he heard a
sound that made him look up. There
was a moon, and by its light he saw
somcthing that brought him to his
feet in horror and amazement. Martin,
with his hands and left foot, had

climbed the wire fence and was strad-
dling its top!

“The doctor rushed toward him,
calling. Martin looked around and—
and lost his balance. He fell over the
other side of the fence. TFell to the
rocks below and smashed his head on
them. He—he was dead when Jaeger
reached him. ... That's Jaeger’s story
—and I don’t believe it!”

-2-

HIS REPORT of a
death that had oc-
cured a year ago
held nothing to hint
of reasons behind it,
Lee thought. When
DMr. Ainley had fin-

ished, he asked
. slowly: “And why,
¢ exactly, don’t you

believe it?”
“Concrete reasons are hard to give,
ees? =

“Is it, perhaps, because you dis-
trust Dr. Jaeger’s very personality?”’

“Ye-es, that’s part of it, I suppose.
But there are other points.”

“Such as?”

“Well, consider. Nobody wiines:¢
Martin's death, except Dr. Jaeger him-
self. He explains that by saying tle
entire stalf of the sanitarium was in
the dining room at the time, at sup-
per. Even old Harry Andrews—he's
a sort of gatekeeper who is usualiv
somewhere about the grounds at all
hours—was inside, eating. So it's only
the doctor’s word we have.”

“Didn’t he call anybody when he
saw Martin fall?”

“He says he was too excited to re-
member whether he shouted or not—-
which is another statement I find
hard to believe.”

“Txactly what does he say he did?”

“He told me that he rushed out
through the gates, went to the rocks,
and found Martin dead. He picked the
boy up and carried him indoors, then
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called for the others. When they ar-
rived, they saw Martin on the floor
of the hall, his head battered.”

Lee Stanton frowned at a pencil on
the desk.

“How much,” he asked thoughtful-
ly, “did Martin weigh?”

“About a hundred and fifty.”

“Is Dr. Jaeger a strong man?”

“No!” snapped Mr. Ainley decisive-
ly. “Not according to his appearance.
He’s slight, thin, effeminate. He’'d
have had a hard time carrying Martin
all that distance from the rocks across
the grounds into the house. It’s prob-
ably a hundred yards. And why should
he have done it when it would have
been so easy to summon help?”

Lee glanced up quickly. He asked:
“Did you, by any chance, put that
question to Dr. Jaeger?”

Mr. Ainley shook his head rather
stiffly. ’

“No,” he confessed. “At the begin-
ning I was too deeply shocked by—by
everything to think very clearly about
matters. It wasn’t until a few days
after I had taken the body home and
buried it that I began to feel clear-
minded enough to analyze Jaeger’s
statements. By that time he’d gone.”

“Gone?”

“To Europe. He sailed a week after
Martin’s death, leaving the sanitarium
in charge of an assistant, Dr. Crayne.
That’s another thing that puzzled me:
Why had Jaeger left so quickly?”

“I suppose you investigated that?”

“Oh, yes. I visited the sanitarium
acain and talked to Dr. Crayne, as
vwell as to a few others. Ostensibly
Jacger went to do research work in
Berlin.”

“On impulse?”

Mr. Ainley frowned. “No-o,” he ad-
rritted almost reluctantly. “He'd been
planning to go for some time, all right.
Jn fact, his passage had been booked
for more than a month.”

LOWLY Lee Stanton straightened
in his chair. He stared away
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through the window into the dazzling
blue of a summer sky—a New York
sky stabbed by the peaks of a hun-
dred aspiring towers. His own office,
fifty-four stories above the turmoil of
the streets, detached, isolated, sun-
flooded, commanded one of the most
magnificent views in the world; and
yet he saw nothing now save the dis-
turbing problem Mr. Ainley had
brought.

Suddenly he said: “But there must
have been blood on the rocks!”

“Blood?”

“Where the doctor found Martin.”

A queerly bitter smile twisted Mr.
Ainley’s lips. “Who knows?” he mut-
tered. “Even the tides favored the doc-
tor’s story. The tide was rising that
evening. By the time somebody’s cu-
riosity forced him to go down to the
rocks, the water had splashed over
most of them. If there had been blood-
stains, they had been washed away.”

As Ainley went on, Lee gathered a
clear impression, though a rather hope-
less one, of the futility of his client’s
doubts. Even granting their.logic, one
could find in them no substantial
grounds on which to challenge Dr.

aeger’s statements in a court of law.
hey offered not one piece of actual
evidence to disprove anything the phy-
sician had maintained.

Nevertheless, Stanton could keenly
appreciate the uncertainty which for
a year had been harassing Mr. Ainley;
and this perception was not free from
a tinge of uneasy sympathy. His vis-
itor’s suspicions, ugly though they
might be, were indubitably reason-
able; Dr. Jaeger's declarations had
been far from convincing to anyone
who knew Martin Ainley.

Had that crippled boy really been
able—even under the influence of
some insane impulse—to climb a fif-
teen-foot fence? Truly a remarkable
thing to do with a paralyzed leg....
But admiting that he had done the
thing, would it have been logical for
the frail Dr. Jaeger to carry that hun-
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dred-and-fifty-pound burden without
attempting to summon assistance? Es-
pecially since help was so near and so
easily procurable....

Stanton’s frown deepened.

This was scarcely the kind of case
with which he had anticipated launch-
ing his career as an independent de-
tective. He fingered his pencil thought-
fully and wondered, of a sudden, why
Ainley had delayed active investiga-
tions for a whole year.

When he uttered the query, his vis-
ftor fumbled in his wallet and finally
drew from it a small newspaper clip-
ping. As he offered the slip of paper
across the desk, Mr. Ainley muttered:
“Well, Lee, to tell the truth, I hesi-
tated about doing anything because
—because my ideas were so vague.
They lacked a background of facts. I
distrusted myself, distrusted my sus-
picions. That held me back. I suppose
I'd still be hesitating if I hadn’t found
this in the shipping news column of
the News this morning. Read it.”

The clipping was very brief:

Among the arrivals on the Majestic
yesterday was Dr. Paul Jaeger, the
noted alienist, returning from a year’s
sojourn in Berlin. Dr. Jaeger said he
planned to remain in New York only
a day and would then proceed to his
Pine Point Sanitarium at Shag Har-
bor, Maine.

Stanton tapped the edge of the slip
of paper on the desk. His client was
saying bitterly: “When I saw that,
Lee, it acted like a whiplash. My
doubts rushed back. My brain was in
a storm. Here, at last, was Jaeger
himself! Here was a chance to—learn
things! I knew I'd have to act at
once, if only to quiet my conscience.”

Very quietly and directly Lee
Stanton asked: “Do you think that
Dr. Jaeger murdered your son?”

Ainley paled. His hands rubbed the
knob of his cane. “I haven’t dared,”
he whispered, hoarsely, “to put my
thoughts so—definitely!”

“But can you think of any motive

the man might have had for killing
Martin?”

“No! That’s what makes me so un-
certain of myself. I—I can’t.”

Stanton raised his brows slightly
and regarded the clipping. And pres-
ently he inquired: “Did you ever take
the matter up with the police?”

A sound that might have been a
derisive snort came from Mr. Ainley.
“Yes. I talked to Pottle, all right—
Ellery Pottle. He’s police chief up at
Shag Harbor. But he couldn’t see any-
thing tangible in my idea. Of course,
he asked a few people at the sanitar-
ium a few questions. Made some pre-
tense of bustling around just to sat-
isfy me. But nothing ever came of it.
That’s why I want my own investi-
gator on the case. Once and for all,
I want to know if Jaeger’s story can
be disproved! Anything is better than
this torturing doubt!... Lee, will you
go?”

For a few seconds, Lee Stanton sat
staring into the burning, anxious eyes
of the man across the desk. Then, ab-
sently, he picked up the telephone:
“Miss Hoyt,” he said to the stenogra-
pher in the outer office, “please re-
serve a Pullman chair on the morn-
ing train to Shag Harbor, Maine.”

T WAS nine-thirty the following
evening—the 23rd of August—
when young Lee Stanton stepped off
his train, suitcase in hand, and drew
in his first intoxicating draught of
Maine air. It was a tonic, tingling, de-
licious, and revivifying. The pungency
of pine flavored the salty tang of the
sea wind and spoke to him of romance
and languor rather than of tragedy.

He went directly to a hotel.

By the time he had washed and
changed a few travel-soiled clothes,
however, it was almost ten—rather too
late, he decided, for an initial visit
to the Pine Point Sanitarium. And so
he sat on the arm of a chair for a mo-
ment, lit a cigarette, and drew from
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his pocket a slip of paper which he had

studied a dozen times on the train.
The paper offered a list of names

which Mr. Ainley had furnished; the

names of all, excluding patients, who

had been at Pine Point Sanitarium on

the night of Martin’s puzzling death.
He read it again, slowly:

Dr. Paul Jaeger.
Dr. Bertrand Crayne—assisting physi-

cian,
Theophile Ullmann—business 1epre-
sentative.
Miss Leonore Woodfield—nurse.
Mrs. Edna Amdorf—head housekecper.
Harry Andrews—groundkeeper.
Mary Pitt—cook.
Sam Pitt (her husband)—handyman.
Grace Deal—waitress.

These were the people who might
help in the solution of the nebulous
problem. ...

Stanton gazed for a while at the
wall, and the cigarette between his
fingers sent up a long spiral of smoke
to twine about his dark, somewhat un-
ruly hair. For several minutes he re-
mained motionless, pondering.

Suddenly Lee looked at. his watch.
It was five minutes after ten.

He rose with abrupt vigor—a tall
young man who filled his gray suit
snugly. He took his hat and went out
in search of Police Chief Ellery Pot-

tl_e.
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R. PAUL JAEGER
—lean, swarthy as
an Arab, and tense-
ly nervous—
sat alone in his of-
fice at the Pine
Point Sanitarium.
He was at his
desk, frowning over
a sheaf of papers

that recorded the
past year’s history, financial and sci-
entificc of his institution; and it

seemed quite obvious, from the angry
brilliance of his eyes behind their

pince-nez, that matters, during his ab-
sence, had been far from satisfactory.
Once, as he glanced over a bill, he
snapped: ‘“Idiot!”

Save for the localized glow of the
desk lamp, the room was dark. And
though it was scarcely half-past ten,
the chamber, indeed, the entire build-
ing—was hushed as it might have been
in the hour before dawn. Only one
sound flowed through it, again and
again, rhythmically, and unnoticed be-
cause of its very recurrence: this was
the ineffably weary swish of the sea
as it threw itself upon the rocks of
the shore.

Dr. Jaeger heard nothing.

His scowling, aquiline features,
splashed by the light of the lamp, of-
fered a startling combination of high-
lights and black shadows. It was a
curious face, that; perfect in the sym-
metry of its lines, and yet too perfect
to be handsome. His hair was dark
and smooth and as glossy as the
plumes of a raven; save at the tem-
ples, where it was astonishingly white.

But now, watching him, one would
be more apt to observe his hands than
his countenance.

They were remarkable hands—inor-
dinately long and thin and tapering.
The hands of an artist or a prestidigi-
tator. Their grace was that of a wom-
an. And whenever they moved forward
into the lamplight, with a kind of fluid
ease, they were like the triangular
heads of serpents. They had a trick
of picking things up deliberately, as
though the thumb and index finger
were the stiff prongs of pincers.

Dr. Jaeger had just lifted a sheet
of paper when the light on his desk
was extinguished. . ..

An instant he sat in utter blackness,
too deeply startled to stir. He had
heard wothing except the faint click
of a wall switch behind him. No foot-
steps; not even a breath.

With a start that threw the pince-
nez from his nose he whirled around
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in his chair. But his movement was
too late.

He had a momentary, uncertain,
glimpse of a figure sheathed in white
—an almost diaphanous wraith that
,sprang upon him from the door. Then
something crushed down over Dr.
Jaeger’s mouth and nostrils, pressed
there fiercely, furiously, by a hard,
strong hand.

He tried to scream, but the sound
was smothered under the gag. Already
a sickly odor was oozing through the
office—an odor not at all strange to
the lean physician. It was the nauseat-
ing smell of chloroform....

Only once, at the very beginning,
did Dr. Jaeger attempt to struggle.
But another hand thrust him down
into the chair ruthlessly; and before
he could make a second effort, he
slumped forward, unconscious.

There had been scarcely a sound.

Dr. Jaeger sprawled across the pa-
pers on his desk, his long arms limply
outstretched. Perhaps it was a prank
of nature that sent a shaft of moon-
light through the window to illumine
his slender hands. Those hands lay
quite still now, their palms pressed
flat on the desk, their nails gleaming
like rosy pearls in the square of moon-
light.

For a time the white-clothed figure
beside him stood utterly still. Its eyes
shone weirdly over the top of an oper-
ating mask. Its fingers rested stiffly
on the doctor’s bony wrists.

Then that figure, as noiseless as
the specter it resembled, turned slow-
ly to open a cabinet of surcical instru-
ments. There was only the pale dif-
fusion of moonlight to guide the
searching fingers. But they groped
from shelf to sheli, white-gloved and
deliberate, until they gathered all they
sought: tourniquets, scalpel, saw.

The figure in white went back to
the desk, bent over it, and rolled up
Dr. Jaeger’s sleeves. ... The luminous
dial of a small clock between two ink-

wells gaily indicated twenty minutes
to eleven....

Outside the sea sighed its endless
monody, splashing and swishing and
grumbling to the rocks. Within the
sanitarium there was hardly a sound.

When the clock pointed to two min-
utes after eleven, the white figure
moved around the desk to pick up a
telephone.

Several moments of intense silence
passed before the operator answered.

Then that figure beside the doctor
spoke very softly, its masked mouth
pressed against the transmitter:

“Pleasc have an ambulance sent to
the Pine Point Sanitarium immediate-
ly. There’s been an accident.”

There was no pause for a reply.
The telephone went back to its brack-
et. And the figure in white swiftly
crossed the office, quietly swung open
the door, and stepped out as souzd-
lessly as it had arrived.

ISS LEONORE WOODFIELD

opened a door that gave upon the
upper porch of the Pine Point Sani-
tarium. On the threshold she paused
an instant to gaze through a curtain
of pines at the round, golden moon
that hung over a shimmering sea. She
stood entranced by the beauty about
her.

She was still in uniform, though
more than an hour had passed since
she had retired to her room. And her
slender, white-clad silhouette, as she
leaned motionless against the balus-
trade, seemed an exquisite thing
carved of Carrara marble.

For a long time she stared thought-
fully at the sea; listened to the sad
monody of waves splashing on rocks.
The grounds beneath her were quite
dark, for the pines robbed them of
moonlight. But in the window of the
small outhouse beside the entrance
gates a light still shone. She could look
into it and see old Harry Andrews, the
groundkeeper, smoking his pipe and
turning the pages of a newspaper.
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The peace of the night lulled her;
wrapped her in an enchanted spell, so
that she scarcely heard another porch
door softly open behind her.

Indeed, she was not aware of the
man who had emerged from that door
until he said, with pleasant astonish-
ment: “Hello, Leonore! Didn’t expect
to find you out here with the owls.”

She whirled around, startled. Then,
uncertainly, her lips trembled into a
smile. “Oh—hello, -Doctor! You—
came like a ghost!”

Dr. Bertrand Crayne laughed. He
walked toward the girl with an easy,
comfortable stride. He was a tall man,
rugged, and rather too heavily de-
veloped for his thirty-four years. A
dark suit seemed to blot out his body,
like a skillful bit of camouflage, and
left his countenance detached, as large
and round as the moon.

“Insomnia?” he asked.

“No. I was reading. I just came out
for a breath before going to sleep.”

“Well—I'm glad you did.”

Her brows arched. “Why?”

“In the first place, Leonore”—
again he laughed, softly now— “be-
cause I always like being alone with
you. In the second, because I vrant to
tell you I’'m leaving here in a week.
I’'m through.”

Miss Woodfield was amazed: and
when she questioned him, Dr. Crayne
shrugged.

“Had a hot argument with Jaeger,”
he explained. “And he fired me. I'm
just staying on until he can find some-
body to replace me.”

“But that’s ridiculous, Doctor!
Why, you—you've actually run the
place for him this past year!”

“Yes,” he agreed dryly. “I’ve run it
down—according to J. When he dis-
covered I had only four patients on
the list, he flew into one of his tan-
trums.”

“That’s not your fault!” the girl
protested.

“Thanks. But Jaeger, unfortunately,

doesn’t agree with you. Calls it gross
mismanagement. So I’'m through.”

They stood silent, the nurse incred-
ulous, the doctor faintly sneering at
the moon. From somewhere in the
night floated the drone of a racing
automobile. As it came nearer, the
sound grew through a slow, throbbing
crescendo, challenging the rhythmlcal
music of the waves

“I'm not sorry,” Dr. Crayne mut-
tered with a trace of bitterness. “It’ll
be a relief to get away! This place
gets on one’s nerves. That moaning
idiot in Number 4.... That laughing
woman in Number 2.... God, I don’t
know how I've endured it this long!
Living in a madhouse.... Caged in
behind that fence.... And now that
Jaeger is back. He’s no man to work
with, Leonore. He—"

DR. CRAYNE stopped—in wonder.

Down beyond the gates a long,
black automobile had halted, its mo-
tor humming angrily, its headlights
glaring at the groundkeeper’s house.
The doctor peered curiously, and Miss
Woodfield momentarily forgot his sav-
age indictment of the sanitarium as
she, too, watched the car.

They saw Harry Andrews throw
aside his newspaper and hurry out in-
quisitively. Indistinct voices rose
through the darkness, and presently
old Andrews came running toward the
house. Halfway across the garden he
saw the couple on the upper porch;
and he halted to call in surprise:
“Anybody phone for an ambulance?”

“Why, no,” Dr. Crayne answered,
startled.

“But they got an emergency call!”

“Not from here, Harry.”

“Yes, sir!” Andrews insisted. “The
call came from the Pine Point Sani-
tarium, those fellers say!”

Dr. Crayne stared widely at Miss
Woodfield; but her amazement
equalled his. And in that moment an-
other figure appeared on the porch a
tall, gaunt man who had evidently
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been roused from his bed. For he was
still binding the cord of a dressing
gown about his pajamas.

“What’s up?” he demanded; his
voice was deep and sonorous; some-
how it invariably—and correctly—
suggested a scowl. Theophile Ull-
mann, who kept the books of the in-
stitution and supervised its extra-
clinical business, was a surly type of
man, usually ugly of temper. Per-
haps so many years of service in the
sanitarium had curdled his humor,
though those who had known him in
the far past asserted that he had
never been of a particularly pleasant
disposition.

“You phone for an ambulance?”
snapped Dr. Crayne.

“I? Certainly not. What for?”

But the doctor ignored the query.
He glanced back at Miss Woodfield,
uneasily.

“Think Jaeger might have done it?”
he whispered. “He’s still down in his
office, you know.”

“Why don’t you
ask?”

“Not I!” snapped Dr. Crayne.
“I’'ve seen enough of him for one
night.”

Miss Woodfield shrugged her slim
shoulders. “All right,” she said. “I’ll
go down.”

She left the porch. The two men on
it did not speak. Both scowled at the
ambulance, while Harry Andrews
hurried back to swing open the gates.

And then, suddenly, there was a
sound that sent terror through the
very night.

A scream—a mad, piercing shriek
from the throat of Leonore Wood-
field!. ..

Dr. Crayne gasped and swung
around. He darted toward the door,
with the gaunt Ullman racing behind
him. They dashed downstairs and
through a dark corridor toward Dr.
Jaeger’s office.

In that far room there was light

run down and

now. And as they ran toward it, Miss
Woodfield lurched out.

She came as though some unspeak-
able horror were at her back—eyes
dilated and flooded with agony; arms
extended; face as white as her uni-
form. She tumbled forward into Dr.
Crayne’s embrace and tried to talk.
But her words were incoherent; and
before he could shake her to her sens-
es, she collapsed and sank limply in
a faint.

The doctor stood there, holding the
girl’s listless body, stupefied. He saw
Theophile Ullman rush past him into
the office. At the same time Harry
Andrews, with the ambulance physi-
cian, crashed through the front door.

Ullman reappeared almost instant-
ly.

His countenance was ghastly and he
leaned against the wall as though the
strength had suddenly slipped out of
his legs. In his deep-set eyes raged a
horror which he could not transfer to
words.

He stammered hoarsely: “Go—go
in there, Doctor! Go in! He’s—he—"
The gaunt man paused and shut his
eyes. A visible shudder rippled through
him. Not until the ambulance doctor
had passed him did he look up again.
Then, in tones deeper and more hoarse
than ever, he said, “So-somebody bet-
ter call the—the police!...”

- -

HOUGH it was
after eleven, Lee
Stanton still sat on
the porch of Ellery

Pottle’s modest
home. The little
chief of police—
known to children
of Shag Harbor as
vy “Pickwick” because
of his absurd

paunch and shiny, blooming cheeks—
shook his head decisively.
“Personally,” he declared, “I think
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you’re on a wild goose chase, Mr.
Stanton. As far as I’ve been able to
find out—and I poked around plenty
—that Martin Ainley died exactly
like Doc Jaeger said. 1 don’t care what
Mr. Ainley thinks; he’s just been
worked up, like, over the thing.”

“Still, he has some very disturb-
ing reasons for doubting the story.”

“Has he?” Pottle scoffed. “Well, he
never could tell me why Jaeger should
want to lie about it.”

“The obvious reason,” quietly said
Stanton, “would be to conceal the mur-
der of Martin.”

“Pa-ah! Excuse me, Mr. Stanton,
but that’s absolutely ridiculous. Jae-
ger may be a queer duck, but he
wouldn’t kill somebody he’s trying to
cure. Where’s the motive for butcher-
ing an insane lad?”

“That’s one of the things,” said Lee
in that same steady tone, “I'd like to
investigate.”

“I'm afraid you’ll get nowheres.
I’'ve gone over the whole situation a
dozen times. We’ve got to believe that
Jaeger told the truth. He was pretty
badly broken up about it himself last
year. Things like that don’t give his
sanitarium a very good reputation.”

“Nor do things like unconvincing
explanations of—”

Stanton, however, did not finish the
phrase, for unexpectedly a telephone
trilled somewhere in the house. In
surprise, Chief Pottle glanced at his
watch. Then he muttered something
and hurried inside.

When he emerged again, his eyes
were round and his words were rapid
in agitation: “Say, talk of the devil!
Something’s happened over to the sani-
tarium!”

Lee sprang to his feet. He snapped
an impulsive query, but Chief Pottle
could offer scant information. Button-
ing the jacket of his uniform with
nervous fingers, the plump official
peered about the porch for his cap.

“Don’t know just what it is,” he
answered, his voice thumping. “Who-

ever phoned was pretty wild. Yelled
something I couldn’t catch about Dr,
Jaeger and said to come right over.
...Wait’'ll I back my car out of the
garage, will you?...Want to ride out
with me?”

The question was superfluous. Lee
went—feeling a queer, insuppressible
surge of excitement. As they drove
through Shag Harbor they stopped to
pick up two policemen. Then they
rushed on, out beyond the town limits,
along the black, twisting shore road
that led to Pine Point.

¢ 00D LORD!”

On the threshold of Dr. Jae-
ger’s office the ejaculation escaped
Chief Pottle in a horrified whisper.
His portly figure grew rigid, and he
crushed back his breath, while slow
moisture gathered on his forehead.

Lee Stanton, standing beside the
official, uttered no sound when they
made the discovery. But his face went
suddenly gray; he swayed slightly;
and for an instant he felt quite sick.

The office was brilliantly illumi-
nated; too brilliantly, for the ceiling
lights were numerous and dazzling. Dr.
Jaeger himself had already been
removed, by ambulance, to the Shag
Harbor Hospital. So it was not the
victim of this unforgettable crime that
Stanton saw; instead he stared, in a
kind of hypnosis, at something incal-
culably more appalling.

On the desk, now profusely littered
with crimson-spotched papers, lay—

Dr. Jaeger’s hands!...

Long, slender, tapering. Yellow as
wax, yet streaked vividly with- red.
The hands of a woman, one might
have said. Their nails pointed, me-
ticulously polished. Lifcless hands,
amputated at the wrist!. ..

Lee Stanton’s eyes were fiaming as
he looked up at Theophile Ullmann,
who stood on the other side of the
desk.

“That’s the way we found them,”
the gaunt man whispered hoarsely.
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He was the only one in the doctor’s
office. The rest of the sanitarium’s
personnel—with the exception of Dr.
Crayne, Miss Woodfield and Mrs.
Amdorf, the housekeeper—was hud-
dled in shocked silence in the hall
Ullmann, still wore the dressing gown
he had hurriedly drawn over his pa-
jamas. His sunken cheeks were color-
less caverns under feverish eyes, and
his wealth of gray hair was crazily
disheveled.

CHIEF Ellery Pottle at last managed
to control his breath and wvoice.
“What a hellish thing to do!”

“And there’s no trace,” savagely
responded the gaunt Ullmann, “of the
devil who did it!”

“Didn’t anyone hear something?”

“Not a sound!”

“You say Miss Woodfield was the
first to see him?” Chief Pottle peered
back into the semi-darkness of the
hall, where pallid faces hung like
tragic masks. “Where is she?”

“She’s upstairs in her room,” Ull-
mann explained in that deep, rasping
voice. “The sight broke her down. The
housekeeper, Mrs. Amdorf, is tending
her.”

Stanton, meanwhile, was sending a
quick, searching survey around the
office. He had not yet moved from
the threshold beside Pottle. And
though he had no official standing at
this inquiry, its terrible tension swept
formality aside. He asked Theophile
Ullmann: “Were both those windows
open like that when you found Dr.
Jaeger?”

If the gaunt man was surprised to
hear questions from this stranger, he
did not permit his feelings to affect
the promptness of his reply. “No,” he
said. “When we came in here, this
room reeked of chloroform. Dr. Jae-
ger must have been given a heavy
dose. It was almost impossible to
stand in here. I opened the windows
myself. It’s better now.”

“You mean,” Lee pressed with a

sudden contraction of brows, ‘“that
both windows were closed complete-
]y?))

“And locked, yes.” Unexpectedly,
then, a tall man jabbed a bony index
finger at the desk. “But look here,
Chief,” he directed sharply. “You
haven’t seen this!”

It appeared, first, as if he was in-
dicating the scalpel and the small,
sharp saw that lay beside it. When
Stanton and Pottle stepped forward
however, they discovered that the
long finger was tapping upon a series
of words which had been carefully
scratched on the surface of the desk:

Apparently the sentence had been
indited with the point of the scalpel.

These hands that so much harm have
done shall do no more.

“That—that’'s a strange one!”
whispered Pottle, in something like
awe. “You wouldn’t think a man
could give time to a thing like that
after committing such an act!”

“Why not?” burst from Ullmann.
“Didn’t he give time to a call for an
ambulance. Whoever he is, the man
has no more emotions than a—a
beast!”

After a moment Pottle looked up to
ask: “Where’s Dr. Crayne?”

“He rode with the ambulance to the
hospital.”

“Has he any idea of who could
have done this?”

“He said he hadn’t.”

Stanton was still staring at the
hideous laden desk in silence. Dr.
Jaeger, he knew, was not dead. If, by
some miraculous chance, he recov-
ered, he himself would doubtless be
able to furnish the name of his assail-
ant. But if he did not recover.... Lee
looked up at the corpulent Pottle, and
his jaws were unusually hard set.
“Chief,” he said, “one thing seems
fairly clear from the appearance of
this desk!”

Pottle’s
that?”

eyes narrowed. “What’s
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“I don’t think the—operation was
performed by a very skillful surgeon.
If you will look at those incisions—”

Whatever Lee intended to say, how-
ever, was suddenly checked. With
startling shrillness the telephone on the
desk had begun to ring. Theophile Ull-
mann was nearest the instrument. He
snatched it up with a hand like a claw.

“Hello!. . .Yes, Ullmann speaking!”

The others stood silent, watching
the gaunt, gray-haired figure. They
could distinctly hear the cackle of -a
staccato voice against his ear. They
saw his face grow limp, the lips part-
ing.

And though the voice in the wire
still clattered, Ullmann lowered the
telephone and sent a haggard stare
from Police Chief Ellery Pottle to Lee

Stanton.
- 5 -

HOUGH he had
been an indepzndent
private detective for
only a fortnight, Lee
Stanton, at twenty-
eight, was not pre-
cisely a novice in
the study of crime.

. His apprenticeship
. in that field had

. been served, as Mr.
Ainley so well knew, under the expert
guidance of the late Bart Stanton.

His father had been district attor-
ney in New York for four years; and
before occupying that office he had
achieved considerable distinction as
a criminal lawyer. Perhaps the great-
est heritage that had descended to Lee
was the profound knowledge of crime
and criminal psychology the elder
Stanton had gathered in a short, spec-
tacular, and eminently successful
career. For the son, as secretary and
aide to the father, had witnessed and
frequently assisted in the solution of
many an underworld problem.

To this affair at the Pine Point

Sanitatium, therefore, Lee brought a
certain measure of experience and pro-
fessional discernment. He confronted
the case with an air of efficient pur-
pose that caught and held the attention
of Chief Pottle.

Nevertheless, it occurred to Lee
that his primary mission in Shag Har-
bor had wandered into an uncharted
and perplexing by-path. “I’'m not quite
certain,” he confided to the police
chief, rather hesitantly, “of just what
my position in all this has become.”

It was some fifteen minutes after
the telephone message, and they had
managed to recapture sone degree of
calm. Having completed a preliminary
inspection of Dr. Jaeger’s office, they
were moving together down the murky
corridor, between lines of closed doors.
Strange, those doors; each was pos-
sessed of a small aperture, perhaps four
inches square, through which one might
peer into the patient’s quarters beyond.
As he saw them, Stanton’s eyes darted
from one to another with sudden in-
terest.

“What do you mean—your posi-
tion?” demanded the chief.

Lee started. “Why,” he explained,
I came here to investigate what Dr.
Jaeger reported about Martin Ainley’s
death. Under the circumstances, how-
ever, I'm not sure whether Mr. Ainley
would want me to continue; whether
he’d consider it worth while.”

“You in a hurry to get away?” the
official snapped with unexpected ir-
ritation.

“No, certainly not

“Well, then, I wish you'd stick with
me awhile.”

Stanton grimly smiled. “I was hop-
ing,” he said, “you’d suggest it.”

At the far end of the corridor, be-
side the exit to the porch, they paused
to formulate some definite plan of
campaign, They were alone here, and
it was possible to speak candidly. The
stout little chief drew a long, deep
breath and shook a worried head.

“It’s as rotten a mess as 1’ve ever

IR
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struck,” he muttered. “We’ll have to
get the coroner over here first thing
in the morning.”

“Perhaps,” Lee discreetly suggested,
“if you sent for him immediately—"

“Can’t. Doc Henderson, who’s cor-
oner, went over to Portland this after-
noon. He couldn’t get here till tomor-
row anyhow. And Doc Platt, who’s his
assistant, is down with a bad leg....
No, Stanton; we’d better get along
with our own—"

BRUPTLY, in amazement, Ellery

Pottle stopped. He jerked his
head around to gape back over his
shoulder.

For the corridor was suddenly filled
with sounds so desolate, so unnerving,
that they sent a veritable shiver
through  the corpulent official.
Moans. .. .Moans of deep, unspeak-
able sadness that issued from some
door near the office. A man’s eerie
cries rising almost to sobs, sinking,

welling again, dropping back to
groans. . ..

“Good God! What on earth is
that?”

Theophile Ullmann appeared at the
office door to call in his profound
voice: “Don’t mind him, Chief. It’s
the patient in Room 4. He’s apt to
keep it up all night.”

“Lord!” whispered Pottle. “Do we
have to work with that going on?...
Come, Stanton, let’s get outside a
minute! I—I’ve got to get my senses
settled!”

The weirdness of the sound some-
how reminded Lee of ancient morbid
melodramas—scenes set in darkness,
with chilling cries emanating from
some inscrutable distance. And yet he
shuddered slightly as he followed Pot-
tle into the cool, pine-scented air of the
porch. Those dolorous ululations of the
poor imbecile in Room 4 continued.
Indeed, they were destined to continue
almost to dawn—a mad obligato to a
night that was to be crowded with
mad endeavor. ...

He said: “I’'m afraid we won’t ac-
complish very much out here, Chief.
If we’re to get anywhere, we’d better
begin by questioning the people who
were in the house this evening.”

“In a minute,” Pottle agreed, wip-
ing a palm across his forehead. “First
off, I—I want to decide just where
we’re heading and what we've got to
work on. You know, I—well this
thing has sort of taken my wind away.
I haven’t had a murder case in twelve
years.”

E GLANCED obliquely at the

young man from New York; and
there was something half fearful, half
faltering in the look.

“That’s why I asked you to stick
with me,” he said. “You—you look
like maybe you’ve got some ideas.”

“Not ideas, exactly, Chief. Merely
observations I've managed to make.”
Stanton peered at the moon and
frowned. “And they may be wrong.”

“Let’s have ’em, anyway. You
started to say something, awhile back,
about the operation not having been
performed by a very good surgeon—”

“That's the way it appeared, yes.”

“What makes you say that?”

“The scalpel work was very bad.
Jagged, careless incisions. Tissues
tor’r’l rather than cut. Did you notice
it?

Pottle swaliowed. “As a matter of
fact,” he confessed awkwardly, “those
—those hands kind of got me. I
couldn’t look—so close.”

“I couldn’t stand it very long my-
self,” Lee answered, his frown deep-
ening. He was still staring at the moon
that floated among the pines.

“And yet,” Pottle mumbled, shak-
ing his head uncertainly, “I don’t see
how anybody except a doctor—even a
surgeon—could have attempted an
operation like that. Maybe—well,
maybe the bad surgery was done pur-
posely, as a—well, as a blind!”

“That’s hardly consistent with the
rest of the evidence.”
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“What evidence?” Pottle challenged,
raising his round head in surprise.

“I don’t think,” Stanton thought-
fully averred, “that the murderer in-
tended actually to kill Dr. Jaeger. If
he had wanted that, he wouldn’t have
left the tourniquets on the arms to
stop the flow of blood. Moreover, I
don’t see why he should have chosen
so complicated a way to kill. And
finally, he wouldn’t have called for an
ambulance.”

“But we’re not sure yet,” Pottle
quickly put in, “that it was the mur-
derer who called.” i

Lee shrugged. “No,” he agreed.
“I'm basing the assumption on the
fact that nobody else here admits tele-
phoning.”

“H’m....Well, go on. You were
saying—"

“That if we grant the murderer
didn’t intend to kill Jaeger, we’ve got
to concede he wasn’t an experienced
surgeon. A good surgeon would have
employed his skill to keep Jaeger alive.
A crude job would have been out of
the question.”

On this point they pondered in
silence for several moments. Lee
watched clouds beginning to creep
across the moon, heard the swish of the
sea on rocks—without being quite
conscious of either. His thoughts were
still gathered about those hideous
hands on the doctor’s desk.

“That message—” he murmured,
almost inaudibly.

“It sounds,” instinctively whispered
Pottle, “as if somebody was trying to
punish Jaeger for something those
hands did....” And presently, in slow
syllables, he repeated the - sentence:
“‘These hands that so much harm
have done shall do no morel’. ..
Queer, that. Swings along like—like a
line of poetry.”

“Yes,” said Stanton, “like poetry—"
And then, after a pause: “If we could
trace back the history of those
hands—"

“To tell the truth,” Pottle mut-

tered, “none of the people we've seen
here—except maybe the patients—
look to me as if they were so damn’
savage.”

“We really haven’t spoken to them
yet, Chief.”

“Well—" abruptly. “Let’s!”

As they turned to the door, an an-
guished moan welcomed them. A moan
that was bitter and desolate and un-

nerving....
-6 -

HESE,” said The-
ophile Ullmann suc-
. cinctly, “are the peo-
ple who were in or
about the house at
the time of the
crime.”

He indicated the
/a%, awed and shaken

& group that had

> gathered in  the
small reception room for the inquisi-
tion. Most of them sat about in a pal-
lid circle, though Ullman himself
stood before a great, empty fireplace,
his gaunt figure seemingly strangely
shapeless in the voluminous folds of
his dressing gown. Stanton, slightly
withdrawn, sat frowning with curious
intentness; he had perched himself on
a window sill, and from this position
he could watch every countenance in
the room. Chief Pottle remained near
the door, with the two uniformed
policemen he had brought with him,
standing at his back.

At Pottle’s request, Ullmann be-
came a sort of master-of-ceremonies,
presenting those who were about him.
Even Miss Leonore Woodfield had
managed to regain sufficient compo-
sure to attend this hearing, though the
girl still looked wretchedly upset and
ill. Her hands, Lee noticed were jerkily
ruining a handkerchief in her lap.

She was the first whom TUllmann
introduced. Then he went on:

“This is Mrs. Amdorf, our head
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housekeeper.... This is our cook,
Mrs. Pitt.... And Sam Pitt, her
husband, who does the odd jobs about
the place. ...And Harry Andrews, the
groundkeeper; though Harry was in
his lodge near the gates, not actually
in the house. Besides these people,
gentlemen, there were the patients—
four of them. And that accounts foy
all.”

“Except, of course,” quietly and
pointedly said the chief, “Dr. Crayne
and yourself.”

“Naturally,” the gaunt man agreed
rather stiffly. “Dr. Crayne and my-
self.”

Lee Stanton straightened slightly.
The others glanced at him, and he
asked in some surprise: “Do you
mean this small group comprises the
entire staff of the sanitarium, Mr. Ull-
mann?”’

“The entire resident staff, yes.”

“Oh, you employ outside help?”

“Only two maids who live in town.
They come in by the day to help Mrs.
Amdorf. But they had left this eve-
ning by six or six-thirty.” He paused
an instant, as some recollection
brought a new frown to his bony face.
“Also,” he said, “we have a waitress,
Grace Deal. But Grace is on her vaca-
tion this week. Went to see her people
in Kennebunkport. Mrs. Amdorf is
temporarily taking her place here in
addition to her own duties.”

Lee, however, distinctly remem-
bered the list of the old personnel
which Ainley had given him; with that
in mind, he pressed: “But surely Miss
Woodfield isn’t your only nurse.”

Ullmann rigidly nodded. “The only
one.” ,

“Isn’t that rather unusual?”

The tall man drew together his heavy
brows.

“No. When we had more patients,”
he explained, “we had a larger staff.
There were times when we employed
as many as eight nurses. But for the
past couple of months Miss Wood-
field has been able to manage very

nicely alone, since there are only four
patients. They’re not particularly
difficult cases. Dr. Crayne was good
enough to assist her whenever nec-
essary, and she got along quite well.
... Didn’t you, Miss Woodfield?>”

“Quite well,” she whispered, nod-
ding blankly to the wall.

Stanton accepted the explanation
without comment. For the time he
withdrew his questions from the in-
quiry; but he watched the proceed-
ings with alert, oddly troubled intens-
ity.

Chief Pottle sent a curt rattle
through his throat. He still confronted
the tall man at the fireplace.

“First,” he sail briskly, “I'd like
to find out just whit Dr. Jaeger him-
self did this eveni.z. I guess you can
help us there, Mr. Ullman.”

HEOPHILE ULLMANN nodded

coldly. “To a certain extent,” he
agreed. “As far as I know, this is
what happened: After dinner—at
about seven—Dr. Jaeger walked in the
garden for a short time, alone. Then he
went to his office, where Dr. Crayne
and I joined him. He began going over
the records of the past year. He
arrived here only this morning, you
know, after having been in Europe
for a year; and I may tell you that he
was—mmmm-—highly dissatisfied with
what he found.

“At nine o’clock—possibly a few
minutes later—I left Dr. Jaeger and
Dr. Crayne together in the office. I
was tired and had a—a severe head-
ache. So I left the discussion to them
and went to bed. I believe I was
asleep before ten, and I slept until the
arrival of the ambulance awoke me.”

“I see. Do you know if the sani-
tarium had any visitors tonight?”

Ullmann shook his cadaverous head.
“None,” he said, “that I know of.”

Suddenly, then, before Pottle could
turn to anyone else, Lee bent forward
to interject another quiet query of his
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own: “Mr. Ullmann, how long have
you known Dr. Jaeger?”

The gaunt man’s lips moved wryly,
and his answer was astonishing. “Some
thirty-odd years.”

“Really! Then you know his history
quite well?”

“Quite,” Ullmann dryly admitted.

“We were children together in
Munich, long before we came to
America.... But if youre seeking

the reason for this crime in the past,
I'm afraid you’re on the wrong track.
It—well, it can’t be!”

“Why not?”

“The doctor never made enemies.”

Lee did not dispute the point; nei-
ther did he press the discussion now.
But when he leaned back, it was with
the resolve to draw many more facts
from this stern old man. Alone, he
imagined, Ullmann might prove much
more communicative than before this
gaping audience. Certainly somewhere
Jaeger’s history must lie the reason
for those words: “These hands that so
muclh harin have done. ...”

Catching a sudden, - suspicious
glance from Theophile Ullmann’s eyes,
the young investigator wondered
whether he had thrust at a delicate
spot.

Chief Ellery Pottle cleared his
throat, turned now to the housekeeper,
Mrs. Amdorf.

TALL, lean woman dressed in
severe black, she faced the chief
with a tight frown. From the very
beginning, even before she spoke in
that sharp hostile voice of hers, Lee
disliked the woman. There was about
her  attitude  something  harsh
and bitter; something almost cruel.
She stood with her hands clasped, her
pointed chin lowered, and eyed her in-
quisitor with a suggestion of cold de-
fiance.
“I don’t know a thing about it!”
she said curtly.
“All the same,” tactfully said the
chief, “you can help us a lot, Mrs. Am-
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dorf, by telling us what you were doing
all evening.”

“I was in my room.”

“All evening?”

“Practically. I went up as soon as
I finished my work. That was at half-
past eight.”

“And you didn’t come down at all?”

“Not—" She stabbed an oblique,
almost contemptuous look at Miss
Woodfield—‘“until I heard the nurse
scream.”

“But during all that time you were
awake?”

“I was sewing.”

“Did you hear anything strange in

the house? Any sounds that you
couldn’t account for?”
Mrs. Amdorf uttered something

that might have been a snort. “No,”
she said. “My room is in the rear of
the third floor. I never hear much.”

She proved to be a poor, abrupt wit-
ness, with little to contribute—save a
series of eloquently dark glances and
expressions; and in the end Chief
Pottle left her to begin with Harry An-
drews.

A middle-aged, thin-haired man
with wide, worried eyes, the ground-
keeper; his manner was at once anx-
jous and almost pathetically eager.
He was large and loose-jointed, and
Stanton fancied that he might have
profited enormously from a bath.
For the soil in which he worked
seemed to fill his pores and line his
nails; and his baggy old suit was
generously spotted. In contrast with
Mrs. Amdorf, he offered a certain
vague relief, for he seemed honest
and willing to tell even more than
was asked of him.

“I was just a-settin’ in the lodge
by the gates, smokin’ an’ readin’ most
of the evenin’ sir,” he asserted. “And
there wasn’t a sound in the house,
sir—not one as I could notice!”

“During the evening, did you go
into the house at all?”

“No, sir—that is, not since sup-
per.))
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“Do you keep the gates locked?”

“Yes, sir. Always. We've got to
keep ’em locked, sir. They were Dr.
Jaeger’s orders.”

“Did you admit anyone tonight?
Any visitor—anyone from outside?”

“Oh, no, sir! Visitors ain’'t allowed
after five.”

Chief Pottle hesitated, then peered
toward Lee. If no one had come to the
sanitarium this evening, the crime
must be fixed on one of these residents
.... And yet, of course, there was
always the possibility of an outsider’s
having climbed unseen over the fif-
teen-foot wire fence. ...

Stanton asked: “Andrews, from
your position in the lodge, could you
look into the window of Dr. Jaeger’s
office?”

“Why—" the groundkeeper nodded
emphatically “—yes, sir, I sure could.”

“Did you?”

“Well, I reckon I did, once or twice.
I saw the doctor at his desk, once with
Dr. Crayne; and later he was alone,
reading papers.”

“Now think, Andrews. Didn’t you
see anybody else?”

“No, sir.” He pondered a moment,
frowning at the floor, then shook his
head with certainty. “No, sir, I
didn’t.”

“Perhaps you noticed the light go
out.”

“No, can’t say that I did. I wasn’t
looking that way. In fact, I didn’t
know the light was out till I went out
to the ambulance; but I reckon I
hadn’t looked toward the office win-
dow for maybe half an hour before
that.”

Harry Andrews’ loquaious testimo-
ny, though it continued to flow for
some time, revealed nothing further;
and finally Chief Pottle questioned
Miss Leonore Woodfield.

The pallid girl had little to say.

At nine-thirty, she whispered un-
steadily, she had made a final round
of the patients’ rooms. As a matter of
convenience, all four of these were in

the corridor outside Dr. Jaeger’s office.
The door of that office was closed at
the time, but Miss Woodfield heard
Dr. Jaeger and Dr. Crayne talking. To
what they were saying, however, she
granted little attention, since her own
task occupied her. When she finished
she went up to her room, where she sat
down to read.

HAD SHE heard any strange

sounds? No—only Dr. Crayne
coming up the stairs; at any rate, she
had imagined it was Dr. Crayne’s
step she recognized, though she had
not troubled to see. When was this?
She was not sure; shortly after ten,
perhaps. Later—at about eleven—
Miss Woodfield had tired of reading
and had stepped out on the upper
porch for a breath of air before going
to bed. There, quite unexpectedly, Dr.
Crayne had joined her, and they had
conversed until the astonishing arrival
of the ambulance. Had she, from her
position on the porch, seen anyone in
the grounds? Anyone moving about?
No—no....

Mary Pitt, the enormously corpu-
lent cook, was next to be interrogated;
and she spoke emphatically both for
her sturdy, flat-faced husband and for
herself.

“Our room is behind the kitchen, in
the wing. An’ after me and Sam got the
dishes done and the kitchen tidied, we
went into our place for the night.
First, Sam went over the papers, then
we played cribbage. We plays crib-
bage every night. We was still playing
when Miss Woodfield screamed, and
that’s the first we heard of anything.
I can’t tell you anything else.”

“Nor me,” grunted Sam, and sent
an ugly hand back through his mass of
disheveled red hair. He was a muscular
glant, and Stanton surveyed his tre-
mendous figure interestedly. It was so
visibly, so ostentatiously capable of
vast, brutal exertion. ...

Suddenly a moment of silence was
shattered by another long, melancholy
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moan. It filled the entire house with
its terrible anguish. The cry of that
patient in Room 4 was so startling that
Chief Pottle whirled around, colorless.

“Good Lord!” he rasped. “Those
howls are enough to drive anybody
crazy! Can’t you stop him?”

“I'm afraid not,” softly said Ull-
mann. “That, you see, is the poor
man’s malady.”

Pottle, however, swiftly controlled
himself. And when he turned back to
those in the room, it was to mutter:
“Well, we’ve got everybody’s story
now—everybody’s e xcept Dr.
Crayne’s.” But his narrow, darting
eyes seemed to add, “Only Heaven
knows how many of you have been

lying!”

¢&T)R. CRAYNE,” said Theophile

Ullmann as he stepped for-
ward from the fireplace, “ought to be
back from the hospital very soon.
Until then—"

“Until then,” Pottle rapped out,
“Mr. Stanton and I will have another
look around the office.”

“For—fingerprints, perhaps?”

For an instant, as he spoke, some-
thing strangely sarcastic glowed and
vanished in Ullmann’s eyes. Lee Stan-
ton, rising from the window sill, saw it
distinctly; it was as if behind those
sunken eyes the gaunt man had
chuckled.

“The desk,” Pottle was saying, “is
full of fingerprints!”

“Exactly!” Ullmann’s quick agree-
ment was startling. “It just occured to
me that everyone of us was in the
office this afternoon. Dr. Jaeger in-
terviewed us individually. And I
suppose we must all have left our
marks. That is why I mentioned the
fingerprints. They’re apt to be—mis-
leading.”

“Don’t worry,” the chief advised
dryly, “about our being misled....
Now, if you people will wait here, Mr.
Stanton and I will have a look at—"

“Oh, Chief.” The detective ven-

tured the interruption in a low tone. as
one offering a sudden suggestion.
“Perhaps you ought to try to inter-
view the patients.”

At that, Miss Woodfield instantly
rose as though she had been jerked
out of her hair. “That’s useless!” she
cried.

“Why?” Lee softly inquired, re-
garding the girl in mild surprise.

“Because they’re all irresponsible.”

Over Stanton’s countenance, then,
flowed a reassuring smile. “But I'm
sure,” he said, “the chief has no inten-
tion of putting them into a witness
stand. You see, Miss Woodfield, one
of them may have been awake at about
eleven. He may even have looked
through the small aperture in his door
out into the corridor.”

“Impossible! All of
asleep.”

“How can you be sure?”

The girl hesitated. “Well, I don’t
actually Anow,” she admitted. “But
when I went to Dr. Jaeger’s office to—
to ask about the call for an ambulance,
I had to pass the patients’ rooms.
There wasn’t a sound in any of them.”

“I see.... Did you, by any chance,
look into their rooms?”’

“No-o. But—"

“Then don’t you think it’s quite
possible you may be wrong?” Lee’s
assuaging smile persisted. “There’s a
chance, it seems to me, that one of the
patients may have been disturbed by
what happened in the doctor’s office.
He may have got up and peered into
the corridor; may have seen somebody
pass. On that chance, we really ought
to try to make them talk. What’s your
opinion, Chief?”

Pottle started. ‘“Absolutely,” he
agreed. “I’m sorry we’ve got to bother
them, Miss Woodfield, but I'm afraid
we’re in no position to overlook any-
thing.”

Before this advance of concerted
determination the nurse was com-
pelled to surrender. She yielded with
an ineffectual motion of her hands.

them were
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“Very well,” she sighed wearily. “I'll
bring you the keys to their rooms.”
She turned and walked out, a trim,
stiffly erect figure in white. Those who
waited stood uneasily silent, exchang-
ing odd giances. For a while the only
sounds in the sanitarium were the
miserable wails of the man in Room 4.
And then Miss Woodfield returned.
Returned with eyes wide in fright-
ened amazement. She seemed to have
bcen running, for her breath leaped
from her in short, agitated spurts.
“The keys!” she gasped. “They’re

gone!”’
- 7 =

HERE was an in-
terval of absolute
hush, almost, one
felt, of suspended
animation. Then
sternly: “Gone,”
demanded Ellery
Pottle “from
where?”

“From the drawer

e @ in Dr. Crayne’s
desk—where we always kept them!”

The chief frowned suspiciously
from one astonished countenance to
another. “Any of you know about
this?”

But no one replied....

As Lee Stanton studied that circle
of faces, a hundred thoughts surged
into his mind. He heard Miss Wood-
field stammer that she found the
drawer of Dr. Crayne’s desk open; no,
nothing else appeared to have been
disturbed. When the chief asked who
knew where those keys were custom-
arily kept, he was met with the dis-
arming acknowledgment that practi-
cally every member of the institution’s
staff shared the information! It had
never been a secret.

Of course, as Mr. Ullmann sug-
gested, Dr. Crayne himself might have
pocketed the keys, quite innocently

and for a reason he would satisfac-
torily explain on his return.

This possibility Lee granted. But on
the other hand, he told himself, if the
doctor had not taken them, then, in
all probability, someone in this room
was lying. And what cause, save one
that would be incriminating, had any
of them to lie?

Slowly he peered around at them
all; sought to weigh the more obvi-
ous peculiarities of their characters,
Ullmann, Mrs. Amdorf, Sam Pitt—
a surly, inscrutable trio, Miss Wood-
field, Harry Andrews, Mrs. Pitt—a
rather likable group. And finally the
still unseen Dr. Crayne—

Which of these?

Could any of them be concealing
some profound, savage reason to hate
Dr. Jaeger> To seek such brutal
vengeance on his graceful hands?

Lee was roused from the cogitation
by Chief Pottle’s touch on his arm.
Curtly the corpulent official signaled
him to step into the corridor. There,
when they were alone, Pottle snapped:
“We've got to have Crayne here! You
keep those people together, will you?
Keep them right here, in sight. I'm
going to phone the hospital to send
Crayne back. Then I'm going to take
my men and hunt through the house
for those keys—or whatever else we
may be able to find. But I’'m leaving
it to you, Stanton, to keep that crowd
out of our way.”

Lee nodded. “But what about those
patients?”

“The devil, man! Do you seriously
think we can get anything out of a
bunch of lunatics?”

The young man smiled dubiously.
“Moses,” he observed, “got water out
of a rock, didn’t he?”

An instant Chief Pottle hesitated,
still skeptical. At last, however, he
shrugged a concession. “At that,” he
muttered, “I don’t suppose we’ve got
anything to lose. ...All right. I'll let
my boys search the house while I take
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a swing at the patients. Just wait till
I phone the hospital.”

When the chief returned with the
news that Dr Crayne would stait back
immediately, they reentered the re-
ception room to learn that Theophile
Ullmann possessed a pass-key—
reserved for rare emergencies—which
could unlock every door in the sani-
tarium.

“I don’t remember when we’ve had
to use it,” the gaunt man told them.
“It’s somewhere in my room upstairs.
T'll bring it down.”

When Ullmann went to his cham-
ber, however, Officer Craig quietly ac-
companied him, after a mute signal
from Pottle. For the chief had decided
that, for the present, it would be very
wise to hold every member of this
strange household under careful sur-
veillance. ... A man could never tell,
as he whispered to Lee, when one of
these people would drop some betray-
ing gesture or attempt to obliterate
some possible clue. . ..

Despite himself, Stanton smiled.

It occurred to him that there had
been ample time to eradicate all os-
tentatious clues from those bed-

chambers upstairs.
AS THE small group advanced to-
ward the rooms that lined the
corridor, there was, about the sani-
tarium, an atmosphere of tense,
hushed expectation; a kind of pre-
monitory unease. Lee felt it in a quick-
ening of his heart, in a curious tight-
ening of his scalp. and he had the idea
that Pottle shared his peculiar sensc
of danger.

The man in Room 4 was moaning
continously now—profound howls of
wretchedness. When the door was un-
locked, it revealed him as a small,
white-haired creature seated on the
edge of a white bed. His head was
lowered between clawing hands, and
he swayed endlessly from side to side.

Though the nurse, Pottle, Stanton.
and even Ullmann attempted to speak

to him, he ignored them all. His wails
became louder, more querulous. Until
finally the inquisitors were forced to
admit the hopelessness of obtaining
any intelligible information from him.

“It will be just as useless to try the
others,” Miss Woodfield said as she
relocked the door.

“Well, we'll take the chance,” Pot-
tle mumbled frowning as he spoke.

In Rooms 3 and 2, however, the
nurse’s prediction was saldy fulfilled.
Here the investigators elicited noth-
ing better than pathetic gibberish. And
even Lee shuddered slightly as the
doors were locked.

He had seen that all the rooms
were alike: narrow, dark, their win-
dows crossed by iron bars as precau-
tions against escape. But for the neat
white beds the chambers might have
been prison cells.

And then they reached the inmate
of Room 1.

Seeing him, Lee Stanton was as-
tounded. There was nothing visibly
abnormal in the genial gentleman who
rose to greet them. Cheerful, middle-
aged, rather pompous, he wore only
pajamas: yet he wore them with the
dignity and elan of a man in dinner
clothes. He was utterly bald, and as
the lights went on, he blinked merry
blue eyes. Those eyes, Lee saw with
wonder, were friendly and pleasant.

“Well. well'” he exclaimed. “Quite
a crowd! What’s all the excitement,
nurse?”

“There's been some trouble,” Miss
Woorl{ield explained. “These gentle-
men thought you might be able to help
them.”

“Of course I can. Have they brought
the vacht?>”

“No, Mr. Cleedes, not vet. Now, if
you'll just sp=ak to them and tell
them—"

“But I ordered the yvacht! I'ordered
it for this afternoon!”

“Yes, yes, I know. It’s been de-
layed.” Miss Woodfield’s tones were
gentle and soothing, like a motherly
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caress. “Now you just speak to these
gentlemen, Mr. Cleedes. They want to
know if you were awake this evening.”

“Certainly I was awake. I was
watching for the yacht and Captain
Broome.”

Chiei Pottle, after exchanging a
keen glance with Stanton, slowly
movaed {orward. His own tones emu-
lated the nurse’s in their persuasive
kindliness.

“Were you watching for the yacht,
Mr. Cleedes?” he asked.

“Of course!”

“Through the door?”

“Through the door and through the
window. Captain Broome didn’t say
which way he’d come.”

“And did you see anyone through
the door?”

“Oh, yes.
yacht.”

“Whom did you see?”

As he watched and listened, Lee’s
heart began oddly to thump. From the
movements of the police chief’s hands
he could see that Pottle, too, was af-
fected by that sense of mounting ex-
citement.

Mr. Cleedes sat on the bed. With
his addled brain fastened upon the
yacht that would never arrive, he
shook his head and gestured with a

But I didn’t see the

pudgy hand.
“Oh, I saw the nurse when she
passed. ... You shouted about some-

thing, didn’t you, nurse? Why did you
scream? Did you see the yacht?”

“No,” Miss Woodfield whispered,
suddenly pallid. “Not—not the yacht,
Mr. Cleedes.”

“Ah, I wish you had.”

Actually forcing gentleness into his
voice, Chief Pottle quickly recalled
the man’s attention.

“Tell me, Mr. Cleedes,” he urged,
“just before the nurse passed and
%creamed, did you—did you see any-

ody else in the corridor?”

“Oh, yes.”

The casual answer electrified the
room. Lee bent forward, his narrow

eyes flashing. No one ventured a
sound, as if all dreaded to break some
miraculous spell. And Chief Pottle,
flushed, whispered: “Who was it?”

Mr. Cleedes shrugged. “It wasn’t
Captain Broome.. There was no sign
of the yacht, either.”

“But who was it? Whom did you
see?”

“I don’t know. He was dressed in
white—all in white. Like Captain
Broome’s uniform in summer. Only
Captain Broome never covered his
face with whitel”

“Try to remember, Mr. Cleedes!”
Pottle pleaded.

“He was dressed all in white—"

“Are you sure it was a man?”’

Suddenly an expression of annoy-
ance seized Mr. Cleedes’ face. He
rose and muttered something irascible,
waved them all away. “Why do you
bother me with that?” he complained.
“I'm telling you I ordered the yacht
for this afternoon. Something must
have happened. Captain Brcome is
never late!”

AND AS he started striding impa-

tiently about the small room,
Miss Woodfield turned determinedly
to nod toward the door.

“I’'m sorry, Chief Pottle.” Her low
voice was firm, inexorable. “You'll
have to stop this now. I can’t permit
you to question him any further. I—
well, youwll have to wait until Dr.
Crayne comes. I can’t assume the risk
of letting this go on!”

She almost pushed them through
the door. As they went, Lee Stanton
peered significantly, even excitedly, at
the chief. Mr. Cleedes had seen some-
one in white pass through the corri-
dor just before Miss Woodfield dis-
covered the unconscious Dr. Jaeger!

If one employed consummate tact
and patience, the man might yet be
persuaded to recall a more definite
description of that unidentified figure!
Perhaps when Dr. Crayne re-
turned; for Dr. Crayne, of all people,
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would know how to handle the
patient. ...

In the very midst of these clamor-
ous thoughts Lee looked around to see
Officer Craig hurrying down the long
corridor. With the other policemen he
had been searching the upper floors.
Now, halting in front of Pottle and
Stanton, he announced in deep, quict
tones: “I found these upstairs, Chief
—in the door of a linen closet next to
Mr. Ullman’s room.”

What he exhibited was the bunch of
keys which had vanished from Dr.
Crayne’s desk!

-~

T WAS 1.30 AM.
The Pine Point
Sanitarium was si-
lent; save for the
occasional moan of
. the Room 4 patient.
From outside floated
the dreary monody
2 of waves swishing
2 upon rocks, of a fit-
ful wind soughing

through the pines.

Alone—and disappointed because a
careful study of scalpel and saw had
yielded no fingerprints—Police Chief
Lllery Pottle sat in Dr. Jaeger’s of-
fice. The gruesome evidence of the
operation had been removed, and Pot-
tle could sit at the desk. He looked
tired, flaccid; wunder his slightly
blood-shot eyes had already appeared
faint hints of hazgard pouches.

Rather grumpily he glowered over
his shoulder at the policeman who
stood in the door: ‘“Where's Mr.
Stanton, Craig?”

“He’s in the reception room, Chief.”

“Reception room. What’s he doing
there?”

“Why, there are a couple of book-
cases there. Last I saw, he was look-
ing through some books.”

“H’m, Books—” Pottle stared
@oodily back at the desk. “That

young man,” he muttered to himselt,
“isn’t going to find Dr. Jaeger's as-
sailant hiding in any book.... Ask
him to come here, Craig.”

“Yes, sir.”

And then, as Officer Craig’s heavy
steps thudded along the corridor, Pot-
tle’s roving glance fell upon the desk
clock. At once he started, straight-
ened. It was more than an hour since
he had tclephoned to the hospital. Yet
Dr. Crayne had not returned!

In an attempt to banish the weari-
ness from his eyes the chief blinked
hurriedly. Deep in his thoughts he
could feel the writhings of a new, dis-
quieting suspicion.

Could Dr. Crayne, in fear, have
seized this opportunity to dash away
from Shag Harbor?...

Nonsense, he scoffed. A man would
be a fool—even a guilty man—to at-
tract suspicion by so rash an act. No.
Dr. Crayne must have been delayed.
He must have—

Pottle bent forward and seized the
telephone. He was still waiting at the
instrument when Lee Stanton entered
the office behind him. Without turn-
ing, the chief waved a silencing hand.
The detective, with a thin volume half
raised, paused and stared curiously.
His hair was disheveled. Otherwise,
however, he looked quite fresh and
alert.

“When?” Pottle suddenly asked.
“Three-quarters of an hour ago? O,
all right. Thanks. Yes, that's all
right.”

He put the telephone back on its
hook: then swung around in relief.

“Crayne was held up at the hos-
pital,” he explained. ‘“Then he had
to wait for a taxi. I guess he’ll be along
in a few—What’s that?”

His eyes curiously luminous, Lee
raised the book he had brought from
the reception room.

“A volume of poetry, Chief.”

“Poetry! Good heavens, I must say
you pick a queer time to go reading—"
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Stanton stopped him with a smile.
A strange smile.

“Pardon me, Chief. Just listen to
these few lines. They’re from a dra-
matic poem called ‘Death of the Hun.’
He spoke so quietly, so compellingly,
that Pottle leaned forward in attentive
perplexity. And Lee slowly read:

“These hands that so much harm have
done shall do no more;

These lips that so oft death pro-
nounced shall pay their score

To al humanity. Where once the Pa-
gan trod....”

Stanton paused, looked up; he was
still smiling in that odd, tense way as
he repeated:

“These hands that so much harm have
done shall do no more!”

Pottle stared. After an instant he
snatched the book from Lee’s fingers
and himself read those few lines. His
eyes widened and he drew a deep
breath. “How on earth did you come
across this?”

Stanton was lighting a cigaret,
still smiling in that strange way.

“I don’t like to call it deduction,
Chief. Let’s compromise and term it
a hunch.”

“What do you mean?”

“Why, we both agreed that the
message left beside Dr. Jaeger had a
peculiarly poetic lilt. Well, say lyr-
ical rather than poetic. At any rate. it
was a well balanced, musical sentence.
To write a sentence like that, Chief, a
person has to have a certain type of
mind—a mind that thinks in melody,
in rhythm.... I hope you don’t
think I’'m trying to be didactic?”

“Go on, please!”

“Of course, I may be all wrong.
Still, consider the people we’ve seen
here. Sam Pitt, for example. Do you
imagine he could write a sentence like
that of his own invention? Unless I
misjudged him altogether, Pitt would
have written bluntly: ‘These hands
won’t do any more harm!’ Something
like that.”

“Even then,” thoughtfully agreed
Pottle, “he’d have misspelled it....
But go ahead.”

Stanton eyed his cigaret. “As far as
I could see, the only one here likely to
construct a sentence like that natural-
lv would have been MMiss Woodfield.
And she—well, she simply doesn’t
look so brutal. But, on the other hand,
practically everybody here might have
read the line somewhere: might have
memorized it because of its striking
aptness in regard to that person’s
hatred of Jaeger’s hands. Then it
would have been very easy to repro-
duce.”

“But how did you find it? And
who—"

“I’'m coming to that. The idea
struck me, as a matter of fact, when
I saw the bookcases in the reception
room and found that the top shelf
held four volumes of poetry. Also,
there was a pad on top of the case
where everyone who borrowed a book
wrote his name and the title of the
volume. ... This one has been bor-
rowed, as far as I could discover, only
by Miss Woodfield and Dr. Crayne.”

Lee bent forward to crush his
cigarette in a tray. Then, eyeing the
chief, he said: “It was the lyrical lilt
of that line that sent me browsing
through books of poetry. “I came
upon ‘Death of a Hun’ just a moment
before Officer Craig stepped in to—"

But Stanton could go no further.

Halfway through the sentence he
stopped, rigid, staring. An icicle
seemed to stab him. Then, like the
stupefied Pottle, he sprang to his feet.

Irom somewhere out in the dark-
ness tore a wild, hoarse, terrified
voice. The voice of old Harry Andrews
the groundkeeper screaming:

“Help! Help! Sto-o-op!”
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O DOUBT it was
Lee Stanton’s
youthful energy
- that sent him dash-
ing down the long
corridor ahead of
the others. Pottle
and the two police-
men, however, were
immediately behind
him, and they ran
with a wild abandon that must again
have roused all four patients.

Upstairs doors were being flung
open, voices were crying out terrified,
incoherent questions. The entire
building, indeed, was alive with mad
clamor. But Stanton scarcely heard
it as he lunged out of the porch door
and leaped down to the lawn. He raced
on toward Harry Andrews’ lodge.

The groundkeeper’s shouts had
suddenly subsided—a cessation that
sent a dreadful fear through the de-
tective. He peered ahead desperately.
The moon, however, had long ago
vanished behind clouds, and the
blackness here, crushed in among tall
pines, was agonizingly blinding.

At the door of the lodge he almost
fell over Andrews.

The old man was gasping pain-
fully, struggling to pull himself to his
feet. T.ee seized his arms and helped
him up, just as Chief Dottle arrived
with an explosive query. Andrews
leaned weakly against the door jamb.

“He—he—" But the groundl=eper
found it impossible to go on. His eyes
were protruding. as if he were stran-
gling. One hand tore at his already
open collar, while the other pointed
shakily into the darkness.

“Who.” Pottle actually shouted.
“Who was it?”
“I—don’t know! I—” Andrews

drew in his breath in a great, terrible
gasp—"“heard somebody! I—came

out and—he—jumped at me and
choked—me—"

“Good God, man, didn’t you see
who it was?”

“All—all covered—in white!
face—everything—!”

A sharp thrill shot through Stan-
ton. The figure in white! Then
Cleedes had known what he was say-
ing when he spoke of the white-garbed
apparition in the corridor!

Lee whirled away from the door and
stared with blazing eyes into the black-
ness.

“Which way did he go, .Andrews?”

“Out there—toward the—fence!”

They left the panting old man to
care for himself as best he could,
though he tried valiantly to stumble
along behind them. As they lurched
off, Dottle cried: “Scatter! Craig,
get over to the left! Collins, you take
the right! Keep going straight ahead,
Stanton! Watch the ferce!”

Lee was already plunging through
the blackness under the pines. He was
breathing heavily, and his eves flamed.
The figure in white. ...

It was difficult to run here. Time
after time he collided with trees. He
scratched his hands, suffered a pain-
ful blow on his forehead. But he ran
on, on, searching, staring, until sud-
denly he crashed squarely into the
wire fence. The impact hurled him
back as from a spring. He staggered
and would have fallen had he not
reeled arainst the trunk of a pine.

A few feet aheal of him, almost in-
visible in the dark, the wire fence
hummed after the blow. Beyond it he
could look down over boulders dimly
bulging to a great scmicircle of lace-
like foam and spray. The sca there—
swishing, inscrutable, infinite. The sea
and Stygian blackness.

His

AR TO his left and again to his
right he heard the rush” of heavy
steps. The policemen, no doubt. No
one fleeing from the place would risk
such noise. He stood motionless
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against the tree, glaring about, his
ears straining, his eyes yearning.

For a while there were no new
sounds. Only the crash of water on
the rocks below him, the soft hum of
the fence still trembling, the heavy
thuddings of his heart.

And then, of a sudden, Lee heard
semething that snatched him out of
inactivity. It was a loud splash—a
splash as of somecne diving into the
sea!

From somewhere at his left it came,
and he bounded away like a startled
deer. Now he rushed along the fence,
peering through it at the sea below.
When he had gone some twenty yards
he all but collided with Chief Pottle
and Officer Craig. They arrived pant-
ing, vibrant with excitement.

“Did you hear him?” Pottle cried.

“It was right around here some-
where, Chief!” Craig’s ejaculation
was a booming bass.

“Watch that water!” Lee said.

They stood pressed against the wire
fence, staring down at the sea about
the rocks. Their eyes were burning.
Officer Craig had yanked out his re-
volver, and he held it as though he
were ready to shoot at the first tar-
get that presented itself down in the
darkness.

Stanton started climbing the fence.
It was not a difficult feat, since the
crossed wires offered facile holds;
and he went up with the agility of a
schoolboy. He swung over the top, let
himself down on the other side, then
ran to the very edge of the largest
boulder.

Poised there, he could command a
much larger view of the foaming bit
of shoreline below him. He stared
here, there, everywhere until sudden-
ly he found Officer Craig at his side.
The policeman had drawn a small
electric flashlight from his pocket, and
the beam of this went darting down
over the water—a lonely shaft of gold
in utter blackness. On the surface of

the sea it painted a shining, spurting
circlet of yellow.

But of the man who had dived
there was no sign.

“I guess he’s had plenty of time,”
savagely whispered the policeman,
“to swim out of sight. Still, he’s got
to come up somewhere!”

The beam of his torch ventured
farther out, and farther yet, until the
ray became ineffectual. Then he
snatched it back and sent it wander-
ing over the rocks until—

“Hold it!” T.ec suddenly exclaimed.
“What’s that?”

“Where?”

“Down  between those pointed
rocks—turn the light a little to the
right— There! Hold it still!”

The electric shaft was playing on
a small, white mound bulging in a
crevice between two boulders.... It
was too small a thing to be a crouch-
ing man. And its clear whiteness
offered a strange contrast to the
gloom that surrounded it.

“Come along and give me come
light,” Lee snapped. “I think I cza get
down to it!”

He did get down to it, after lower-
ing himself carefully into a narrow
fissure, while Craig’s torch splashed
a golden glow about him. The po-
liceman watched, from above, as Stan-
ton lifted the curious bundle. Once he
had to turn his head to call some-
thing to Chief Pottle. The portly
chief, having given up the effort to
scale the fence, was barking impa-
tient questions.

When Craig looked down into the
fissure again, he saw a long, white
sheet dangling from Lee’s hands.

“What is it?”

Lee turned up his face so that the
beam of the flashlight fell full upon
it. A grim face, frowning and hard and
tight-lipped.

“It’s an operating gown,” he an-
swered, “and it’s stained with blood!”
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B.—\CK at the lodge beside the gates,

where they were joined now by
the agitated Theophile Ullmann and
Sam Pitt, they heard Harry Andrews’
account. The groundkeeper had quite
recovered his breath, though he still
looked terrified and shaken. But he
could speak coherently.

“I heard somebody walking outside
—aquick footsteps, like—and I figured
it was somebody coming down to the
lodge. So I stepped out to see. And
—and there he was! Not two yards
from me! Running toward the fence!
First off, I thought I was seeing a
ghost. He was all white—his head,
his hands. everything! I couldn’t even
yell.

“Then he saw me and jumped at
me! His hands went right to my
throat! That’s when I tried to scream!
He—-started choking. He was strong
too—strong as a bulll Forced me
down! I tried to hit back, but he had
his fingers around my neck. And then,
all of a sudden, he let go! Took one
look toward the house, and jumped
away under the trees!”

“Didn't you recognize
about him?” Pottle demanded.
size> His walk?”

“Gosh, no, Mr. Pottle, I—I don't
think I did! It all happened so sud-
denlike, and him dressed in white—
and looking like a ghost—"

Out of the frightened Andrews
they could draw no more. Pottle shook
his head grimly as he eyed the bundle
in Lee’s arms. He nodded toward the
house, and together—withdrawing
from the others who seemed intent on
questioning the groundkeeper further
—they moved away.

“Well, I'm stumped!” the chief
snapped softly. “I just can’t make it
out!”

“He’s quite a wizard himself,” mut-
tered Stanton, “whoever he may be. It
couldn’t have been very easy to get out
of this garment and disappear in the

anything
“His

sea in the few seconds it took us to get
to the spot!”

“What do you make of it, anyway?”

“I'm just wondering why he came
back—in this costume.”

“Costume or not,” the chief con-
fessed, “I don’t get it at all; no, sir.
What could he have hoped to gain by
prowling all around the place?”

“Usually,” murmured Lee as they
mounted the porch steps. “a criminal
returns to the scene of the crime for
a definite resaon. And that reason,
nine times out of ten, is—to destroy
some clue he imagines he left behind.
Or some previously inconsidered
source of danger. Sometimes he at-
tempts to throw suspicion in the wrong
direction—"

Then Stanton unexpectedly halted.
His lips parted. His eyes widened in
consternation and fear. “Good Lord!”
he gasped.

He faltered, and the astonished
chief exclaimed, “What’s the matter?”

“Mr. Cleedes!”

“Cleedes>”

Instead of answering, Lee actually
flung himself at the door. He threw
his white bundle to the first chair he
passed in the corridor and rushed on
to Room 1.

“Have you got that bunch of keys,
Chief>” he called over his shoulder.
“Right here!”

“Then come on!
door!”

As he inserted the key in the lock,
Pottle’s hands quivered uncontrol-
lably. But when he hurled open the
door he grew instantly stcady, even
stiff.

Mr. Cleedes sat on the edge of his
bed, gaping and almost ludicrously
bewildered. His eyes were puffed,
sleep-laden, and he blinked like a child
when the lights were switched on in
the chamber. The thing which hypno-
tized the stares of both Malloy and
Pottle, however, was not the man’s ex-
pression. It was what he held in his

Open Cleedes’
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hands—something which had no place
in the vicinity of a madman.

Mr. Cleedes was holding a long,
sharp-bladed kitchen knife!

= 10 ~

S GENTLY, as
soothing as his inner
agitation permitted,
Lee Stanton uttered
the question; “where
did you get this?”
" And at the same time
he took the ugly
weapon from Mr.
Cleedes’ limp hold.

: . “I—1 don’t
know,” the patient stammered. “Some-
body threw it to me!”

“Threw it to you?”

“I was trying to sleep. Somebody
came to the window and whispered
that the yacht was outside. Is it? I
couldn’t see it in the dark.”

“We’ll go and look right away, Mr.
Cleedes,” L.ee promised. “Now tell us
about the man who came to the win-
dow. Who was he?”

“I didn’t see him. It must have been
one of the sailors that Captain Broome
sent.”

“What did he do?”

“He said to come and see the yacht.
Then, when I got up, I saw his hand
throw this knife through the bars of
the window. It fell here on the bed,
next to me. But why did he do that?
And where is the yacht? He said it
was waiting—"

“Maybe if you remembered his
face we could go out and ask him.

Didn’t you see him at all, Mr.
Cleedes?”

“NO.”

“Didn’t you recognize his voice?”
“No. But it wasnt Captain
Broome—"

In the end, when Miss Woodfield
appeared in a dressing gown to take
charge of the patient, the investiga-
tors were constrained to leave the poor

man without having gained further
knowledge of his assailant. When they
confronted each other behind the
ciosed door of Dr. Jaeger’s office, both
were frowning.

“I reckon you were right, Stanton,”
grimly declared the chief. “The culprit
came back to wipe out a source of dan-
ger he hadn’t considered before—
Cleedes. Disguised himself again for
safety. It looks as if he was afraid
Cleedes might eventually remember
something about the figure he saw in
the corridor after the operation.”

Lee nodded. “That,” he added soft-
ly, “brings us to the realization that
the figure in white was aware of
Cleedes’ having reported seeing some-
body in the corridor.”

“Meaning—the party was somebody
present while we questioned Cleedes!”

“Either that or,” Lee amended, “the
murderer obtained the information
from somebody who was present.”’

“H'm.... That doesn’t yet pin
guilt on- anybody in particular, does
it?”

“I’'m afraid not.”

“I wonder why he threw the knife
at Cleedes?”

Stanton sank into Jaeger’s chair
and sent his fingers coursing back
through his disheveled hair.

“My guess,” he ventured, “is that
the killer intended to lure Mr. Cleedes
to the window and to stab him through
the bars. But some sound—something
or other—frightened him away just as
Cleedes rose. He had to run. But as a
last desperate measure he threw the
knife—aiid fortunately missed. ...
By the way, Chief, it comes {rom the
sanitarium’s own kitchen, you notice.
Here’s P. P. S. marked on the handle.”

“I saw that, yes. And I don’t sup-
pose it'll give us any more prints than
we found on the scalpel.”

Suddenly, however, Lee Stanton
leaped to his feet. His eyes were alive
again, brilliant. “Chief,” he snapped,
better get evervbody in here!”

“What for?” he asked in surprise.
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“If anybody dived into the sea, he’ll
be missing! Or if he came back, he’ll
be soaked....”

“Good heavens!” groaned Pottle as
he turned. “In this damned excitement
I'm forgetting the simplest things and
worrying about the hardest! Stanton

this place is driving me crazy!”

HEN the staff of the Pine Point

Sanitarium with the exception of
Dr. Crayne—stood mustered in the re-
ception room, another astounding fact
was revealed: All of them were pres-
ent! Miss Woodfield, Mrs. Amdorf,
Mrs. Pitt; Ullmann, Andrews, Sam
Pitt. And not one offered a hint even
of damp hair....

“Well, I'll be hanged!” Pottle ejacu-
lated when he had finally dismissed
them. “What do you make of that?
.... Or do you believe in ghosts?”

“Not ghosts that wear operating
gowns,” Lee quietly declared.
“Chief—” He paused, and the peculiar
glimmer in his eyes caught Pottle’s in-
stant interest.

K(YeS?U

“Do you know, I—I don’t believe
anybody dived into the sea!”

UEh?”

“We didn’t actually see anyone. did
we? No. We simply heard the splash.
What we heard might easily have been
—well. say a rock thrown into the
water.”

For a moment the chief gaped, his
tired eyes widening in wonder. The
theory obviously impressed him, yet
he hesitated to accept it without con-
sideration.

“But  why,” he finally asked,
“should anybody want to throw a rock
into the water?”

“To accomplish precisely what he
did accomplish—he made us all rush
to the fence at a point near the slash.
He focused our unthinking interest on
the water; used us like so many pup-
pets, Chief. Meanwhile he had the op-
portunity to slip back, among the trees
to the house!”

Chief Ellery Pottle sat down. He
sat down heavily, dumpily, like a man
who surrenders to some form of inevi-
table defeat. For a long time he
thought in silence. And his unseeing
gaze was fastened on Lee’s face.

At last he shook his head.

“Stanton,” he muttered, “I must be
getting old and doddering. I used to
think I had some pretty good horse
sense under this scalp of mine. But
I don’t know.... Maybe it’s just the
hour and all the excitement.”

Lee smiled. “And the general atmos-
phere, Chief. It’s hard to think in a
place like this. I feel pretty much be-
fuddled myself. And yet—well, I'm
beginning to think I've found the road
to Dr. Jaeger’s assailant!”

Pottle started, gripping the arms of
his chair.

“What do you mean? What road?.”

“Lord, I wish I were sure, Chief!
But I’'m not—not yet, anyway. I just
can't seem to see things straight. May-
be it's because we’re all so dogtired—"

“But look here! Do you know who
attacked Dr. Jaeger?”

“No, Chief, I don’t actually know.
If I did, you'd be clapping handcuffs
on the one this minute. I simply have
a faint, glimmering idea somewhere
far back in my head. Maybe I can fan
it into a flame, if you give me a little
help.... Chief, let's get Theophile
Ulimann!”

“What do you want him to do?”

“To tell us Dr. Jaeger’s history. We
should have done it long ago, I sup-
pose. But so much has been happening
to interfere that I'd almost forgotten.”
And as Pottle rose, Lee added: “At
the same time, Chief, don’t you think
it would be a pretty wise idea to sta-
tion Craig as a guard over Mr. Clee-
des?”

IVE minutes later, as Theophile
Ullmann’s firm stride came along
the corridor, Pottle whispered: ‘“This
is your party, Stanton. You do the
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questioning. Me, I’m going to sit back
and listen while I rest.”

Theophile Ullmann appeared to
have aged many years since eleven
o’clock. New, deep lines had come in-
to his gaunt face, and his heavy-lidded
eyes were inflamed. When he heard
the detective’s first query, however, a
sort of savage energy seemed to rush
into him.

“I told you before,” he retorted,
“that it’s useless to look into Dr.
Jaeger’s past. You won’t find anything
there.”

Lee shrugged. He was lighting an-
other cigaret, and as he tossed the
match into a tray he said:

“Well, we’re not going anywhere in
particular and we’re quite willing to
waste the time in listening. Suppose
you just tell us what you know, Mr.
Ullmann.”

“I can give you Dr. Jaeger's history
in a few words,” the tall man snapped.
“Born in Munich. Studied medicine in
Vienna. Came back to Munich at twen-
ty-six or twenty-seven to practice. De-
cided the opportunities would be
greater in America and came to this
country in 1930. At that time he was
about thirty.”

“Go on, please, Mr. Ullmann.”

“I didn’t see him again until I came
over myself in 1933. He’d been study-
ing, he told me. And in 1936 he was
licensed to practice medicine here. A
few years later, wher. he opened this
sanitarium, he gave me the job of man-
aging its general business. I've been
here ever since. So—except for oc-
casional trips and for winters in his
New York office—has Dr. Jaeger.”
Ullmann waved his bony hand. “That’s
the whole story.”

“In very bare outline,” observed
Stanton. “Too synthetic, I'm afraid.
The only thing which can help us, Mr.
Ullman, is—hidden details.”

“Do you expect me to stand here
and recite the details of a man's life-
time?”

“Hardly. Just a few salient points.

You see, we're searching for someone
whom Dr. Jaeger may at some time
have given cause for hatred.”

“That’s absurd,” Ullmann declared.
“Jaeger was liked and trusted by all
who knew him.”

“Well,” dryly commented Lee,
thinking of his client, Mr. Ainley,
“not by all, really.... You must be
wrong, Mr. Ullmann, unless you be-
lieve the doctor’s hands were ampu-
tated by somebody who liked and
trusted him.”

At that Ullmann looked somewhat
sheepish. He appeared to have been
caught off his guard and for the first
time he faltered slightly: “We-ell, no.
I must agree he probably had one—
one enemy of whom I knew nothing.”

For a few seconds there was si-
lence. Lee glanced obliquely at Chief
Pottle, then peered at the gaunt Ull-
mann.

“I understand,” he said slowly,
“that in his specialty Jaeger was quite
a-—wizard.”

“He was a great alienist.”

“Tven in Munich?”

“Oh, no. In Munich, he was still &
general practitioner.”

“Successful?”

“Brilliantly!”
with some pride.

“Then why did he leave?”

The gaunt man hesitated, frowned.
“I’ve already told you—"

“But,” protested Lee, “was it log-
ical for a young man who was making
a brilliant success to leave Munich
suddenly and start for America, where
he would have to begin all over?...
Come, Mr. Ullmann. Why did he
leave?”

“My dear man, I have told you all
I know!”

Lee Stanton regretfully shook his
head and stared at his cigarette. Pres-
ently he said: “I was hoping, Mr. Ull-
mann, you would save the police the
necessity of cabling to Munich for
Dr. Jaegar's record.”

Very closely the detective watched

Ullmann declared,
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that gaunt face; watched it and fan-
cied he saw a quick start—a twitch of
lips, a glint in those deep-set eyes. The
man would have forgotten, under stress
of the moment that any records would
likely have been destroyed in the war.
Ullmann, however, did not speak.
And before Lee could urge him fur-
ther, there came a brisk, sharp knock
at the door.

At Pottle’s call it was pushed open
by Officer Collins. The policeman
jerked his head to indicate someone
down the corridor.

“Dr. Crayne just got here, Chief.”

HICK-SET, erect,
impressive in stat-
ure, Dr. David
Crayne entered with
rapid, nervous steps.
He nodded to Dottle
and secemed to take
Stanton’s  presence
as something quite
natural and needless
to be explained.

“Sorry I had to be gone all this

time, Chief,” he apologized; and his

voice was as worn as his countenance.

Frowning, Pottle muttered: “We

needed you here, Doctor. It’s a long
time since I phoned for you.”

“Yes, I know.” Dr. Crayne threw
himszli into the nearest chair and
wiped his forehead. “Jaeger’s dead. I—
I stayed at the hospital to arrange for
the disposition of the body. When I fi-
nally hunted up a cab to drive me back
here, we had a blowout on the way. The
chaufreur took so long fixing it that I
gave up and walked most of the
way.... I suppose you wanted to
question me.”

“Very much!”

“Well, I'm afraid I can’t help you,
Chief. When I left Jaeger’s office to-
night—at about ten—he was quite all
right, and there’s no doubt he wasn't
fearing anyone.”

DETECTIVE STORIES

“What did you do?”

“Do? Why, nothing, I simply went
to my room. I smoked for a while,
then stepped out on the porch and met
Miss Woodfield.”

“H’m.” Pottle glanced toward Lee
Stanton and was somewhat piqued to
discover that the detective was gazing
abstractedly through the window.
Turning back to the doctor, the chief
demanded: “Did you, by the way,
give your bunch of room keys to any-
one tonight?”

At that Dr. Crayne stared up in as-
tonishment. “Certainly not!”

“Do you know if anyone went to
your desk and took them?”

“Why. no. This is the first I
heard—"

A sudden sound at the window
checked the doctor. Like Dottle, he
looked around in some surprise: and
what they saw temporarily banished
their own conversation.

Stanton had turned to face them.
But this was a new Lee Stanton—tense,
his eyes alive with lights and narrow,
his chin drawn in close to his chest.
When he spoke, his low voice was vi-
brant.

“Excuse me, Chief, if I interrupt.
But if you’ll allow me to ask Dr.
Crayne a question, I think—T believe
—we may be able to arrest Dr. Jae-
ger’'s murderer in a few minutes!”

The assertion was so startling that
Pottle could not reply. e merely
gaped, half incredulous. Apparently
Stanton accepted his silence as assent,
for he looked immediately toward the
staring Dr. Crayne.

“Doctor, can you tell me the na-
tionalities of the people employed
here?”

For an instant, before answering,
Dr. Crayne ocularly consulted the
chief, as if asking whether this young
man ought to be taken seriously. Pot-
tle, however, sat dumbfounded; and so
the physician at last said:

“That’'s a mighty queer question,
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...I can answer it in a few words.
We’re all Americans.”

“Oh, come, Doctor. Not Theophile
Tllmann?”

“Certainly. He's naturalized.”

“That—" again Stanton’s eyes
flashed “—is exactly what I want to
know! Which of the staff are natu-
ralized? And where did they original-
Iy come from?”

Dr. Crayne considered.

“Well,” he muttered, “let’'s see.
Mrs. Amdorf comes from Austria, I
believe—Vienna—though she's been
here a good many years. Ullmann
comes from Munich. Mrs. Pitt, our
cook, and her husband come from
somewhere in England—Harwich, I
think. Miss Woodfield. Andrews, and
myself are Americans.”

Lee stepped forward eagerly.

“You're sure. of all that, Doctor?”

“Oh, yes. It’s down in the blanks
everyone fills when he's employed
here. I can show you those blanks, if
you like.”

“Please!”

The papers which Dr. Crayne
eventually produced merely confirmed
whatever he had reported. As Lee put
them down, excitement was seething
within him.

“Chief,” he whispered tensely, I
believe we’ve got the murderer!”

s

ETFORE Chief El-
lery Pottle made his
dramatic arrest that
night, the investiga-
tors were in posses-
sion of this knowl-

edge of Dr. Paul
Jaeger.
The killer had

stolen a bunch of
keys from Dr.
Crayne’s desk:; had used one of those
keys to open a linen closet from which
an operating gown and other white
attire had been taken; had entered

the doctor’s office when Jaeger was
alone; had overpowered the alienist
with chloroform and had operated;
had left a message which had been
menorized after a reading in a volume
of verse; had called an ambulance;
and had vanished.... Later, because
it seemed the demented Mr. Cleedes
might recall some description of the
figure he had seen, the murderer had
employed a ruse in an effort to kill the
patient. In preparation for that at-
tempt, a knife had been stolen from
the kitchen.

Whatever other knowledge the au-
thorities had was still tinged with
theory.

As Chief Pottle and Stanton, with
Dr. Crayne listening, discussed their
problem, the official snapped: “From.
all I can see, though, we haven’t got
enough evidence to get a court convic-
tion—no, sir! How’s a man to get
around that?”

Lee sat down on the arm of a chair.
Earnestly he leaned forward. “By a bit
of strategy, Chief.”

“Strategy?” Pottle snorted. “I’ll be
damned if I can see any trick that can
help us now.”

“It seems to me, Chief, that if you
strike quickly, hard, and unexpectedly,
you’re apt to throw the murderer into
confusion by the very suddenness of
the arrest. And in confusion many
strange things are said—”

“Ye-es,” Pottle admitted dubiously.
“But a policeman’s got to have
grounds, actual—grounds.”

“My father,” Stanton pressed, “sur-
prised a hundred incriminating state-
ments out of crooks by jumping at
them unexpectedly.”

“But he probably had something
tangible on them.”

“No, not always. Sometimes he
merely pretended he had something.
Why not try it?”

“Pretend,” the chief demanded in
astonishment, “That I’'ve got what?”

Lee’s eyes narrowed again. “Pre-
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tend,” he suggested in a whisper, “that
Mr. Cleedes recognized the person
who threw the knife at him!”

They stared at each other in under-
standing that was eloquent.

And two minutes later Police Chief
LEllery Pottle slowly rose. His rubi-
cund face had grown hard and deter-
mined. He moved to the door and
summoned Officers Craig and Collins;
then, in silence, the group stepped out
to make the arrest. ...

HEOPHILE ULLMANN, though

he still wore only a dressing gown
over his pajamas, stood in the cool
darkness outside the house, throwing
curt queries at Harry Andrews, while
Sam Pitt offered a series of sullen
opinions. On the porch behind them
the women had gathered-—Mrs. Am-
dorf, Miss Woodfield and Mrs. Pitt;
and they, too, occasionally interpolat-
ed comments at once bitter and des-
perate.

But their conversation suddenly
ceased when the porch door opened.

All of them turned to stare at the
five men who were so grimly moving
toward them: Pottle, Stanton, Dr.
Crayne, and the policemen. There was
something fateful, something unnerv-
ing, in the silent, deliberate, and reso-
lute advanee of that group. Something
premonitory. . . .

No one spoke. Somehow no one
dared speak. The expression of Chief
Pottle told too much. ...

He led his party directly to the men.
There was profound significance in
the fact that Officers Craig and Ccl-
lins assumed positions which would
serve to surround those who now
gaped in amazed hushedness.

Behind his strange demeanor Chief
Pottle carried the force of various dis-
coveries and deductions which lee
Stanton had just presented to him.
The chief wasted no time.

His eyes actually glittered as his

[Twuin To Page 86]
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hand went out to rest on the accused
man’s shoulder.

“Harry Andrews,” he said quietly,
“I arrest you for the murder of Dr,
Paul Jaeger!”

There followed an interval of utter
stupefied stillness. No one stirred. A
kind of paralysis seemed to have
seized them all. Overhead the wind
wearily soughed through the pines.
The sea beat its endless dirge upon
the rocks. The sounds went unheard.

But slowly the countenance of Har-
ry Andrews was undergoing a ghastly
change. It had become pallid, haggard.
The eyes widened as terror forced its
way into them. The lower lip dropped,
trembling. The man tried to cringe,
to withdraw from Chief Pottle’s elo-
quent hand, but he found himself
pressed against the figure of Officer
Craig.

“Wh—what,” he gasped hoarsely,
‘“what—do you mean? I—I never—"

“Never mind that,’ Pottle ominous-
ly warned. “We’ve got the goods on
you, Andrews!”

“What goods?” he asked wildly. “I
tell you I--"

“—didn’t know,” Pottle finished the
groundkeeper’s sentence coldly, “that
Cleedes recognized you as you ran
away from his window?”

SOMEHOW the appalling force of

that question for a moment
choked Harry Andrews. He stood
speechless, gaping, incredulous. He
looked from Pottle to Ullmann, then
back again, as if both men had sud-
denly pressed revolvers to his chest.
Indeed, he did not regain his voice
until, with a startling click, Officer
Colling’ handcuffs snapped about his
wrists,

Dazedly, then, he blinked down at
the manacles as he might have stared
at a miracle. When he looked up
again, it was to cry harshly: “He
didn’t! That’s a lie! He—he—"’ An-
drews stopped, overwhelmed by the

Turn To Page 88)
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profusion of words that fought to es-
cape his constricted throat.

“Better be careful what you say,”
snapped Pottle. “It'll all be used
against you! ...Andrews, you tried to
trick us a few minutes ago, and the
trick itself went against you! When
you shouted for help, that was a
sham! You wanted to get us out of the
house—away from Cleedes’ room!
You wanted to get around to Cleedes’
window while the rest of us hunted for
the man in white. That’s why you
threw a rock over the fence, into the
sea. So that we’d rush to the spot. . ..
But Andrews, you forgot a mighty im-
portant thing.”

The groundkeeper did not speak. In
some way Chief Pottle’s words seemed
to mesmerize him. Round-eyed, color-
less, shaking, he gaped at the official.

“You forgot,” rasped Pottle, “that
when a man is almost strangled by
choking fingers—as you pretended to
be—marks are left on his throat! An-
drews, you forgot the marks!”

Suddenly, then, the groundkeeper
shut his eyes. Shut them tightly,
fiercely, while his teeth bit into his lip.
He reeled back against Officer Craig.
And from the very depths of his soul,
it seemed, tore a groan.

Pottle flashed a swift, brilliant
glance at Stanton. Like a boxer he
moved forward quickly to press his
advantage. “Look here, Andrews!
From all we've seen, you didn’t actual-
ly intend to have that operation kill
Dr. Jaeger! If that’s the truth, we
won’t press a first cegree murder
charge against you. But only—if that’s
the truth!”

At once Andews’ eyes snapped open.
Blazing with a fire of hope, he cried:
“You mean—you mean it wasn't—
murder?”

“I said—" Pottle’s words fell like
blows “‘—it won’t be firs¢ degree mur-
der if you didn’t intend to kill him.
You won’t die for it. But you’ll have
to convince us, first, that you operat-

|Twn To Page 90|
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ed without actually intending to mur-
der. Can you do that, Andrews?

. .Because if you can’t, I'm going to
rccommend the first degree charge!”

Harry Andrews stood still, staring.
Fis mind, in that moment, must have
been choatic with a hundred conflict-
ing impulses. ... Days later, when his
lawyer consulted him in his cell, the
old groundkeeper confessed that he
had been addled and tired—exhausted
by the strain of the dreadful night.
Pottle, he said, had extended a bit of
hope, and he had pounced upon it al-
most with gratitude. The police were
so certain of themselves; they seemed
to have figured the whole thing out—
even the chances of Andrews’ saving
his life. That was why he had con-
fessed the maddening cause which had
impelled him to operate on Dr. Jae-
ger. .

“T didn’t intend to kill him!” he
cried now to Pottle. “I didn’t! I want-
ed him to live on—and on—aiways
remembering what he had done!”

“And what,” sternly demanded the
chief, “had he done?>”

“He—he murdered my boy!”

And now it was Pottle who started
in amazement and gaped.

“Eh?” he snapped. “What do you
mean by that?”

“He did! He did, I tell you!” Sob-
bing, Andrews was on the verge of
hysteria. His manacled hands leaped
up to clutch importunately at the
chief’s uniform. “He murdered my boy
in Munich! I’'ve been trying to find
him ever since—to—to make him—
payl”

“You'd better explain that, An-
drews!”

“Yes! Yes! Listen! My boy was
wrong—wrong in the brain. I took him
to Jaeger. Jaeger had a little house in
the country, outside of Munich. He—
he told me that if I left my boy under
his care he—he’d cure him. I did. I
was fool enough to trust the man!

[Turn To Page 92)
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Then one day he sent for me and said
my boy was dead—had fallen on some
rocks and—and crushed his head!”

AT THAT Lee Stanton suddenly

caught his breath. Eyes gleam-
ing strangely, he moved forward. Was
he to hear a repetition of the Martin
Ainley mystery?. ..

“I believed him,” Andrews was sob-
bing. “But there was a woman who
worked on Jaeger’s place. She told me
later—weeks later—that Dr. Jaeger
had killed my boy! He had operated
on his head—an operation that was
not legal, because every doctor knows
it must killl But Jaeger took a chance
with the boy. He —he was experiment-
ing on him! The story he told me was
a lie! After the operation, when the
boy died, he had deliberately crushed
his head to hide the signs of his work
and to make it look like the boy fell!

“I—I was going to have Jaeger ar-
rested. But the woman—the only wit-
ness I had—disappeared. What hap-
pened to her I don’t know. Maybe—
maybe he killed her, too!... But I
went after Jaeger! People tried to help
me. I didn’t have proof, but—but in
the midst of it all he ran away. I
didn’t know where. Some said Paris.
Some Berlin, Vienna, Budapest. And
some America. It—it took me nineteen
years to trace him to this place!”

The rest of Harry Andrews’ story,
because of his turbulent emotions, be-
came almost incoherent. Yet, from
scattered phrases, it was easy enough
to reconstruct its significance.

He had been in America fully
twelve years before he discovered Dr.
Jaeger’s sanitarium. Immediately he
had rushed to Shag Harbor; but des-
tiny was still mocking the man, still
taunting him. For he learned that the
physician was away on one of his fre-
quent trips. Andrews waited. Waited
patiently, like a jungle beast crouch-
ing to leap. In order to be near Jaeger,
he applied for work at the sanitarium.
And after a few weeks, through a for-
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tuitous chance, he was employed as
groundkeeper.

That had been a little more than a
year ago.

Harry Andrews was not his true
name. No, no. In the old country he
had been Hans Andrigen. But he was
not going to be cheated of the ven-
geance he sought by untimely recogni-
tion. No! That was why he changed
his name and claimed to be an Ameri-
can.

At last, when Jaeger had returned to
the sanitarium, there had been a thrill-
ing, breath-taking moment. Would he
remember Andrews?... He did not.
Indeed, he scarcely glanced at the
groundkeeper. Accepted his presence
as he might have regarded a new chair
on the porch, impersonally.

Then Harry Andrews
scheme.

Murder Jaeger? No—for the
groundkeeper had no desire to die as
payment for his vengeance. But to
hurt the man—to strike hard, cruelly,
terribly!... By this time Jaeger had
achieved a considerable reputation not
only as an alienist but as a cranial sur-
geon. People spoke of his wizardry, of
the skill of his graceful hands—those
same hands that had murdered An-
drews’ son.

And from that thought had sprung
the groundkeeper’s dreadful inspira-
tion... To remove those hands would
be to reduce Dr. Jaeger to nothing-
ness!”

“But I couldn’t do it yet,” the man
cried. “Not yet. I didn’t know how.
That was last year. Before I could try
anything, he—he ran off again—to
Europe, now! And once more I had to
wait!”

Then, unexpectedly, Harry An-
drews’ blazing eyes narrowed, and he
snarled almost venomously:

“You remember last year a boy died
here> A Martin Ainley? Eh? Jaeger
said he fell on those rocks! Pah! I

began to
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FAMOUS DETECTIVE STORIES

don’t believe it! He must have opcrat-
ed on him like he cperated on my boy
—then invented that crazy story to ex-
plain failure! It must have been the
same kind of operation—one sure to
kill—and yet he took a chance—for
the sake of experiment!”

The man sobbed again: “All the
time he was in Europe I got ready for
tonight! I read books, many books,
that I borrowed from inside. Some-
times at night when nobody knew, I
crept into the office and read about
surgery—about amputations. A whole
year I read! I got ready! I stole a
bottle of chloroform weeks ago and
and kept it ready, hidden!”

This night, when he saw Jaeger
finally alone in his office, Andrews
was determined to cheat himself no
longer.

It had seemed to him that there
were no clues to lead to his appre-
hension—to spoil the savor of his
long-awaited triumph. But now—well,
he did not care any more.

IT WAS almost half-past four in the

morning when the police chief’s
small automobile turned away from
the town jail, where Andrews had been
left. Wearied, his eyes puffed and hag-
gard, Pottle sat at the wheel; and Lee
Stanton was at his side.

“God, what a night!” the chief
muttered. “I’ve got a hundred things to
ask you, but I'm just too doggone
tired to start!”

Stanton, himself exhausted, drew a
long breath. “Well—all right, then.
What can I tell you?”

“First off, what on earth made you
suspect that man in the first place?”

Lee shrugged.

“On the library record I saw he’d
borrowed quite a few books on anat-
omy. It seemed a funny thing for a
groundkeeper to be interested in.
Then, of course, when I saw he didn’t
have any of the supposed ‘stran-
gler’s’ marks on his neck, things be-

|T«rn To Page 96]
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FAMOUS DETECTIVE STORIES

came a little clearer. I'll confess,
though, that I couldn’t understand
why Andrews should have done it.
That’s why I was anxious to hear
about Jaeger’s past.”

“H'm....” Pottle scowled ahead
into the first pale glow of burgeoning
dawn. “Ullmann certainly concealed
a lot of that past. I wonder why he
took the chance.”

“I imagine he was governed by a
queer sense of loyalty to the doctgr.
It’s the only explanation.”

Of a sudden, then, Pottle remem-
bered something that had puzzled him
exceedingly: “Say! What the devil
made you ask Crayne about the na-
tionalities of those people?”

“Oh, that...... ” Stanton paused
and his brows drew together. “You
see, Chief, that rather proved to me
that Harry Andrews’ entire position at
the sanitarium was a lie.” He spoke
very slowly now. “Andrews claimed
to be an American. Yet, on the libra-
ry pad, he had made some notation of
a book borrowed on July 7th. And,
like practically all Europeans, he
crossed his 7! Did you ever—hear of
an American crossing his 7’s, Chief?”

All Pottle answered, after a full
minute, was: “Well, I’ll be damned!”

It was late—very late. And when
Lee Stanton presently left the chief
to enter his hotel, he was ready to
throw himself into bed in utter ex-
haustion. He was ready, indeed, to
sleep for twenty hours—after the
most harrowing experience of his life.

Yet he did not go to his room until
he had written a telegram to his client
—his first client—DNMr. Ainley.

That message, left at the desk, was
simply:

THINK YOUR SUSPICIONS

WERE RIGHT. BUT HANDS

THAT SO MUCH HARM HAVE

DONE WILL DO NO MORE.

JAEGER DEAD. WILL EX-

PLAIN ON RETURN.

*
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Connely thought his explanation
sufficient but my confused look made
him continue further.

“Remember the chief shaking hands
with every one after they had touched
the bird? He had a reason for that
gesture. You see, he had previously
coated the bird's feathers with a mix-
ture of oil and sand. When a man
touched the bird’s feathers, his hand
became dirty; Aja Ping could feel the
grit in the handshake. Inconspicuous-
ly he’d wipe his hand and wait for the
next man. The man with the clean
hand—the guilty one, afraid to touch

The Court of
Aja Ping
(continued from page 38)

the bird—gave himself away without
knowing it. It’s simple but effective
psychology. What guilty man would
have touched that bird? Would you?”

I shook my head. “I guess not,” I
answered.

“Last night we learned something,”
Connely admitted seriously.

He was pensive now, thinking into
the future. I knew that some day back
in San Diego and civilization, there
would be an Aja Ping trial, but with
Connely as chicf and psychologist.
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