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There’s plenty of fast action, mystery, and exciting adventure
scheduled for February. Great feature novels, plus plenty of other stories—
all complete— give you America’s biggest money's worth of reading pleas-

ure. Reserve your favorites now at your dealer— 25c each.
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ORPHAN OF
ATLANS

By William Lawrence Hamling

It came out of nowhere in the Wisconsin
night— this weird ball of light. With it came
sensational adventure in ancient Atlantis
12,000 years ago; smashing events on a

sinking continent!

And Other Great Stories

SOUVENIR GUN

By William P. McGivern

A lot of soldiers have them— souvenir guns
brought back from the battlefield. But there
iS one thing about having a gun in the
house ... put a bullet in it, pull the trigger,
and somebody's dead! It's your gun, SO

you're HI
And Other Great Stories

A THOUSAND
HEAD NORTH

By William Hopson

Full-length book novel by America's lead-
ing western novel writer. A $2.00 book
value for 25c. When the time comes to
drive a thousand head of cattle to the
market, danger and sudden death mount
the saddle too. «

And Other Great Stories
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THE MAN
OUTSIDE

By Alexander Blade

He came back from the wars, wounded,
disillusioned, bewildered by being aban-
doned by the woman he loved. All he
wanted, really, was an explanation; what
he got was indifference and lies— a,nd the
hatred of a mysterious somebody who
wanted him dead.

And Other Great Stories
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you’re that man, here’s something that will
interest you.
Not a magic formula—not a get-rich-quick
scheme— butsomethingmoresubstantial,morepractical.

Of course, you need something more than just the
desire to be an accountant. You’ve got to pay the price
—be willing to study earnestly, thoroughly.

Still, wouldn’t it be worth your while to sacrifice some
of your leisure in favor of interesting home study—over
a comparatively brief period in your life? Always pro-
vided that the rewards were good—a salary of $3,000
to $10,000?

An accountant’s duties are interesting, varied and of
real worth to his employers. He has standing!

Do you feel that such things aren’t for you? Well,
don't be too sure. Very possibly they can be!

Why not, like so many before you, investigate
LaSalle’s modern Problem Method of training for an
accountancy position?

Just suppose you were permitted to work in a large
accounting house under the personal supervision of an
expert accountant. Suppose, with his aid, you studied
accounting principles and solved problems day by day
—easy ones at first—then the more difficult ones. 1f you
could do this—and if you could turn to him for advice
as the problems became complex—soon you’d master
them all.

That’s the training you follow in principle under the
LaSalle Problem Method.

You cover accountancy from riie basic Principles
righr’up through Accountancy Svsfems and IncomeTax
Procedure. Then you add C. P. A. Training and pre-
pare for the C. P. A. examinations.

As vou go along, you absorb the principles of Audit-
ing, Cost Accounting, Business Law. Statistical Con-
trol, Organization, Management and Finance.

Your progress is as speedy as you care to make it—
depending on your own eagerness to learn and the time
you spend in study.

Will recognition come? The only answer, as you know,
is that success ®oes come to the man who is really
trained. It’s possible your employers will notice your
improvement in a very few weeks or months. Indeed,
many LaSalle graduates have paid for their training—
with increased earnings— before they have completed it!
For accountants, who are trained in organization and
management, are the executives of the future.

Write For This Free Boole

For vour own good, don’t put off investigation of all
the facts. Write for our free 48-page book, ‘‘Accoun-
tancy, The Profession That Pays.” It’ll prove that
accountancy offers brilliant futures to those who aren’t
afraid of serious home study. Send us the coupon now.

Over 2300 Certified

Public Accountants among

G« I* APPROVED

LaSallo alumni

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY

A CORRESPONDENCE

417 South Dearborn Street, Dept. H-336

INSTITUTION

Chicago 5, Illinois

1 want to be an accountant. Send me,withoutcostorobligation, the 48-page book, ' Accountancy,
The Profession That Pays,” and full information about your accountancy training program.

Address

City

Position -

Age
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iYAY back in 1042 a young man named

A Dwight V. Swain was writing some of the

h'4 fiction we have ever read. He was

fairly new in the held at the time, but lie came

up fast a? was just on the edge of receiving the
acclaim to which he was entitled.

" 1"111.X the Army stepped in, deciding that
* Dwight would be a lot more valuable to his
country by using a gun in place of a typewriter.
Rather rcludantly—Ilike a great many other young
turn- he agreed . . . and, except for an occasional
letter, that is the last we heard of Dwight V.
Swain. The last, that is, until a few months ago,
when he came strolling into our office, back in
civilian clothes again, and announced that he was
reatly to take up where he left off.

A 1i'*RK.S no point in going into how happy

that made both of ns feel. .Anyway, wc gave
him three cheers and a photostat of a cover paint-
ing Arnold Kuhn had made for us shortly before.
A few waaks later, in came a .17,000 word manu-
script with Dwight's name in the upper left-hand
inrncr of page Sue. SiX the time we were half
way into the story all doubt was gone that four
veais away from the typewriter would effect this
author’s ability to write. We honestly believe
I'wight is a far belter craftsman today than he
wits before the war . ..and “Blood on the
Moon." the short novel leading off this month’s
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issue is the evidence we offer to support that
claim! There’s no point in taking the edge off it
by telling you here what the story is about; it
begins on page eight and you are respectfully
urged to turn to that page and start finding out
for yourself.

TN THE November issue of Mammotn

tive, YOU met a private detective named Man-
cuso—a quietly competent gentleman—in H. B.
Hickey’s short story titled “Diamonds for My
Darling.” Well, Mancuso is back again, this issue,
in a superlative bit of writing called “No Trouble
At All,” in which he proves once more what all
good detectives know: the answer to most crimes
can be found in the character cf the people con-
cerned.

Detec-

A NAME you've seen on a great deal of cxcel-
1 lent fiction in both “pulp” and “slick” maga-
zines, is that of Julius Long. You’ll find his name
on “The Corpse Keeps Company,” and we're as
pleased at having him on our contents page as you
will be with the story itself. Here is a yarn that
will give you a different concept of what actually
takes place when a private detective sets out to
solve a puzzle—a puzzle that has to do with mur-
der and an involved lawsuit.

TT IS Frances M. Deegan who makes a habit
* of furnishing each issue’s off-the-trail story.
This month she has done it again, with “Run,
Rabbit, Run.” It tells of a young man who has
never done anything more aristocratic than ele-
vate his right pinkie while inhaling a cup of tea.
But he followed his girl friend right in among
the blue-bloods . . . and made the embarrassing
discovery that when one of the society crowd gets
murdered, the blue blood just naturally comes out
red! What happens after that is left up to your
curiosity—until you read the story.

A NEWCOMER to these pages, one Harrison
A B. Latimer (it sounds like somebody’s pen-
name), offers you “Forty Cent Tip.” For you
readers who like all the drama of an excellent
court room scene, this story is heartily recom-
mended.

'T'W O fine short stories close out the issue. Next
month will bring a short novel by William P.
McGivern, plus six other yarns.—lII. B.
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said. “This one sticks with the
rule.”

“Please, Frank—"” The girl’s slim
fingers touched the grey covert of his
sleeve. Her voice was low, beseeching,
her flame-sheathed body close.

Dogged, unheeding, he pressed on:

“The state pen here makes this a
tough town, Helen. And the toughest
spot in this tough town—the worst of
the bunch, the one where all the devil-
ment starts—is this ginmill. The Hide-
away Club.” He laughed harshly.
“Moe Evans picked the right name for
it, Helen. The Hideaway—for all the
scum that spews out of a mean state
pen.”

PRISON towns are tough,” Blair

“Frank, you promised—"

“To hell with the promise! ” Rocky
lines slashed across the warm good-na-
ture of his lean face. The brown eyes
were suddenly hard, the rawboned body
stiff under the grey covert suit. He
straightened. Stood back from the pol-
ished hardwood of the bar. Swept the
room in one savage, contempt-laden
glance. “Look at it, Helen. Try to see
it straight. Get underneath the chrome
and red leather and pine panelling.
Forget the soft lights, and the dance
floor. and Duke’s New Orleans
Band—"

She patted his hand, tried to laugh;
but there was a break in the silver of its
note.



To Frank Blair’s way of thinking, if ho
loved a woman he would do anything for her—

even if it meant being a partner in murder!
9
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“A girl has to eat, Frank, and all |
know is singing.”

“Then marry me. You’ll eat.” He
gripped her arm, his voice harsh with
tension. “Do anything, Helen—any-
thing! Only get out of here. You know
as well as | do, this place is loaded for
trouble.”

“I'm sorry, Frank.” She choked on
the words, as if with sudden pain. *“I
cant do it now—"

“Why not? At least tell me the rea-
son. Don’t always dodge it—"

“Please, Frank. . . .” Her grey eyes
were big, the lids brimming. “Can’t
you understand? Can’t you take my
word for it? | cant marry you now,
and I can't tell you why, and | have to
go on singing—"

“Then some other place!” he pressed
fiercely. His fingers bit into her wrist’s
soft flesh. “There’s half a dozen decent
nightclubs that would jump at the
chance to get you—"

She shook her lovely head. The
golden waves of her hair rippled about
her bare shoulders like a field of ripe
wheat under a summer sun.

“None of them would pay me half as
much as Moe Evans, Frank. And . . .
there are . . . other reasons. . .

A guttural chuckle broke in ypon
them.

“Right again, baby! I'm glad you
know which side your bread’s buttered
on, even if your fancy-pants boy-friend
dont.”
gLAIR swung around. His brown

eyes were hard, hostile.

Moe Evans stood there, squat, por-
cine, Cecil Johnson at his heels.

“This is a private conversation, Ev-
ans—"

“Not when you’re trying to steal my
canary, Blair.” Evans knocked non-ex-
istent ash from the ragged stump of
cigar that was his trademark, jammed

DETECTIVE

it back between his yellowing teeth.
His black eyes were sparking menace,
his fat face molded in greasy brass.

Behind him, Cecil Johnson smirked.

“I’'m afraid Mister Blair doesn’t ap-
prove of the Hideaway’s sinful atmos-
phere, Moe,” he mocked. “Probably it’s
his detective brother’s influence—"

“Leave my brother out of this, John-
son.”

Johnson raised an insolently quizzical
eyebrow. Shrugged his tweed sports
jacket around his sloping shoulders as
he folded his arms.

“Yes, Moe, it must be his brother.
Probably they feel we’re liable to cor-
rupt the lady. You know how police-
men’s moronic minds work.”

Blair’s eyes were cold upon him.

“Your face is awfully pretty, John-
son. 1’d hate to have to make it over.”

“See, Moe? He’s tough! He wants
to hit people!” Johnson’s tongue was a
whiplash of sarcasm, his handsome face
a mocking mask. He smoothed his nar-
row line of mustache, eyes dancing deri-
sorily, thin lips twisted in a Cheshire-
cat smirk. “You misunderstood us,
Blair. We’re really a most moral little
group.”

He paused. Smirked again, as if sav-
oring the flavor of the words he was
about to speak:

“Take me, for example, Blair. I'm
from Miss Humphries’ jjome town. |
helped her get her job here. |'ve taken
care of her like she were my own child.”
He chuckled, raised one eyebrow in a
half-leer. “Tell Mister Blair how care-
fully we’ve nurtured you, Helen. Help
him to understand you’re among friends
. . . how well 1’ve known your back-
ground, your family.” Once more he
paused, unpleasant little lights gleaming

in his eyes. “Or shall | tell him? There
are some interesting aspects—Ray
Humphries ... the seventy thousand
dollars—"



BLOOD ON

Helen Humphries’ face was a twisted
mask of anguish, her voice a tear-
choked sob.

“Stop it, Cecil! Stop it!”

Frank Blair’s left hand shot out. He
caught Johnson by the front of the
tweed sports jacket. His right fist knot-
ea, drew back.

“All right, Fashion Plate! You asked
for it—1”

“Frank! Don’tl Stop it!” Helen
was between them, her body blocking
Blair, clinging to him, holding back his
blow. “Can’t you see what you’re do-
ing? How you’re hurting me—making
me the center of a barroom brawl—?”

Blair hesitated. His grip on John-
son’s jacket relaxed.

Still laughing, still mocking, the other
twisted free.

“Sorry your boy-friend’s so emotion-
al, Helen. An unstable thyroid, per-
haps. . . .”

He moved off down the bar.

Moe Evans gave vent to a snort of
disgust. He stalked away toward the
dance-floor.

TARANK Blair leaned back against the

bar. His hands were shaking with
unspent anger, his jaws tight knots of
tension.

“You still want to stay, Plelen?”

The girl’s grey eyes were downcast.

“Yes.”

“Then maybe 1°d better go.”

Her tear-streaked face came up.

“No, Frank! Please!” She clung
to his arm, breathing hard. Her firm
young breasts rose and fell jerkily be-
neath the thin scarlet of her gown, as
from the exertion of a long, hard run.
“l couldn’t stand that, Frank! Don't
leave me now!”

For a long, tense moment Blair stared
down at her. Then his hand again
gripped hers. He swallowed hard, his
throat suddenly too small for the feel-

THE MOON 1
ings that welled within him.

“I’ll never leave you, Helen!” he
whispered fiercely. “Never! You can
count on me, always, no matter what
comes.”

The girl came close. Her forehead
pressed against his lean, tanned cheek.

“I’'m praying you mean it, Frank.”
Her voice was a zephyr’s caress, her
body against his a promise of paradise.
“Only now | have to go. It’s time for
me to sing again.”

“In a minute.” Blair raised a hand,
flagging down little Sam Yerxa, the
waiter. “Sam! That corsage | gave
you to put on ice—"

“Jus’ a minute, Mister Blair.” The
little man darted away. Returned, a
moment later, a florist’s box in his
hands.

“Thanks, Sam.” Blair tossed him
half a dollar. “They’re for you, Helen.”

The girl tore away the tie of green
tape. Gazed down at the roses that re-
posed in the nest of green tissue. Red
roses, not yet fully open, sparkling with
dew.

“Frank! They’re lovely—"”

His big hand wrapped around hers,
engulfed it. His face was flushed, his
voice husky.

“Not half so lovely as you, Helen.”
He hesitated. “I’'m sorry about the

color. | thought you might wear the
black dress—”
She laughed. It was like the ripple

of sunlight on a spring morning.

“As if | cared, silly! [I’ll wear them
anyhow.” She squeezed his hand. “But
I do have to go. . . .”

She was moving away, then, and
Frank Blair was leaning back, muscles
weak, lips dry, head giddy.

Ed Garrity came toward him behind
the bar, eyes ever wary, square, bat-
tered face in sullen contrast to the
starched white of his service coat.

“You want something more, Mister
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Blair?"

“Bourbon, Ed.”

Already Blair’s eyes were fixed on the
little stand over by the band. His
breath was coming faster.

A clarinet wailed like a lost child
crying in the night. The lights dimmed.

Again the clarinet gave forth its la-
ment.

A saxophone picked up the strain.
Then a trumpet. A thread of melody
was born. Others joined in—a trom-
bone. a bass, a sultry, throbbing drum-
beat.

The thread of melody grew, took
form. It swelled into a song.

Plaintively melancholy it was, that
song, and in a mourning minor key.
Half blues, half barrelhouse, all panting
primal passion.  Basin Street . . .
Beal Street . . . South Clark Street.
‘Frankie and Johnny,” ‘Saint Louis
Woman,” ‘Birmingham Jail,” rolled into
one. The song of the woman whose
love was so great it would not die, but
turned to hate instead; whose arms
ached only to hold her man, until at
last her shaking fingers clutched a raz-
or.

Helen Humphries’ song—

gHE came out of the shadows, her

body a sinuous scarlet flame set off
by the golden ripple of her hair. Floated
to the stand, pale wraith of loveliness in
a throbbing jungle night. A light picked
her as she swayed there, smiling, oval
face aglow, ripe lips scarlet as the gown
she wore.

It was for all of them, that smile—
for Moe Evans, squat and fat and ugly,
close-set black eyes acrawl with greed
and lurking evil as he watched her every
motion. For Cecil Johnson—debonair,
casual, handsome face still twisted in
its cynic’s sneer. For the pale, gaunt
stranger beside him, hunched hungrily
forward now, blue eyes hot with lusting.
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For Ed Garrity, behind the bar, envel-
oping her in a sullen, smouldering stare.
For Sam Yerxa, the waiter, with his
shifty, haunted look. For all of them—
the hundred or more, jammed into the
Hideaway Club’s hot stench and smoky
murg to hear her sing.

Her slender hand came up to the cor-
sage of red roses, then, graceful as the
preenings of a snow-white swan.
Touched the flowers in a lover’s caress,
where they rested on the gentle swell
of her breasts. Next to her heart they
were, rising and falling with every
breath she drew. Still dewy, still spark-
ling, putting the very crystals of her
necklace to shame. Her grey eyes were
shining now, too—shining as only the
eyes of a woman in love can shine, as
she looked down at Frank Blair.

A tall man, Blair. Young enough,
but with age not too easily calculated
into years. Rawboned, rangy, with
wide shoulders and narrow hips, draped
in a grey covert suit that fitted, and
accessories that showed enough taste.
A lean, tanned face that found it easier
to laugh than frown. Brown hair, un-
ruly, to match his eyes—warm eyes,
friendly, eyes that saw only Helen
Humphries.

The music slowed; faded to muted
background. A blue spot turned the
shimmering gold of Helen Humphries’
hair to moonlight.

Her voice was a soul in torment,
alive with anguish, throaty as the
smoke-filled bar. It reached out to touch
them, to probe them, to tear at their
hearts. It mocked and it threatened,;
lamented, cajoled. Her body swayed
with it, part of it, flesh turned to music,
to bewitch their souls—

“l’ve waited, |'ve hated, |’ve prayed
you’d come soon,

But you wouldn’t listen. Now
changed my tune.

I’ve
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You’ll have trouble, but double—a rag-
ing typhoon—
Blood on the moon, man! Blood on the
moon!”

It cast a spell, that song, the way
Helen Humphries sang it. It gripped
them, held them as if petrified, long
after the last mourning note had faded
away.

Then, like a dam, it broke, and they
were whistling and stomping and cheer-
ing like men gone mad.

JARANK BLAIR’S fingers were trem-

bling when it ended. His breath
came hard. His stomach was a tight
knot of emotion. The bourbon in his
glass slopped over as he raised it.

Helen was beside him, then, her fin-
gers cool on the back of his hand, the
grey eyes warm, the red lips smiling.

“Did you like it, Frank? | was sing-
ing for you, just then.”

His fingers gripped hers. When he
spoke, his voice was husky.

“Like it!” he breathed. “Helen, the

things you do to me—"

“l know.” The grey eyes were
misty, the lips atremble. “It works
both ways, Frank. . . .”

Heedless of the crowd about them, as
if they were in a private world all their
own, his arm encircled her lithe young
body, pulled her to him, hard against
him.

“Helen—"

“l know, Frank.”
She broke away.
breathless little laugh.

her cheeks.

“That’s all for now, Frank. Ive
got to circulate. Moe will claim I’m not
earning my pay.”

Then, from the club’s door, a harsh
voice slashed in upon them.

“What’s your business here, kid?”

A loud voice, and clear. Bitterly,

Forced out a
Color touched

THE MOON 13

calculatedly clear. It carried to the
farthest table.

A sudden hush gripped the Hideaway
Club.

Blair’s rawboned body stiffened be-
neath the grey covert suit. In that
moment, he aged ten years. His brown
eyes were suddenly bleak.

Slowly, he turned.

The man who had spoken was solid,
rather than big. He had a face carved
from a swamp-soaked tamarack stump
with a dull knife. His dark snap-brim
hat was set square on his head, his
hands thrust deep into his topcoat’s
slash pockets. He stood with feet wide

apart, chin outthrust, big shoulders
hunched.

“Hello, AL.” There was an edge to
Blair’s voice.

“l asked you a question! What’s
your business in this dive?”

Blair’s lean face took on new lines.

“l stopped in for a drink,” he
answered curtly. A pause. “If that’s
any of your business, Al.”

Anger lit tiny flames in the other’s
cold green eyes.

“My kid brother’s doings are always
my business!” His tongue was vitriol-
dipped. “Of course, when | find you
here, there’s another angle. People
who hang out at the Hideaway Club
have a way of getting cops’ attention.”
He stopped. Stared coldly around the
club. Then: “Come on, kid. You're
getting out of here.”

He turned on his heel.

The hackles were rising on the back
of Frank Blair’s neck. His lips were
rough and dry.

“I’'m sorry, Al. That angle won't
wash.” His voice was flat, rasping.
“When | was a kid, | expected my
brother to boss me around. Now I’'m
twenty-eight. The war took me away
for a long time. | learned to pick my
own friends.” He stopped, and his
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brown eyes seemed to sink within their
sockets. The lean face was like carven
stone. “I’m going to go on picking ’em,
Al. Without any help from you.”

ALBLAIR’S eyes had the cold sheen
of Mexican jade. His face was a
dark mask of fury.

“I guess you got too much education,
kid!” he grated. “I thought college
would do you good, but it’s made you
too smart. That, and having a high-
paid job, and spending three years in
the damn’ Army’s Criminal Investiga-
tion Division.” He stopped. Glared.
“Pick your own friends, do you? Then
I'll say you show damn poor judg-
ment!”

He broke off sharply. Stepped back,
green eyes sweeping the room.

“Scum!” he rasped. “Scum, one and
all! This deadfall should be a sewer,
not a nightclub!”

Moe Evans crowded forward. His
cigar was twitching jerkily, his fat face
contorted and crimson, his beady black
eyes pools of pure hate.

“Cop or not, you can’t talk like that
here!” he snarled. “I1’ll—"

Al Blair turned on him.

“You'll what?” he challenged sav-
agely. “Throw me out, is that it?”
His laugh came straight from hell.
“Try it, Evans! Just try it!”

He spun back to his brother, his voice
a whiplash of scorn.

“So these are your friends! Moe
Evans—with a brother over in the big
cage for a first degree job! Ed Gar-
rity, the hotshot bartender, who’s a
two-time loser on the side! Cecil John-
son—he gave up banking to run a
bookie joint! Sam Yerxa, the boy with
the burglar tools!”

He strode toward the end of the bar,
past the pale, gaunt stranger with the
chill blue eyes.

Or almost past.

He stopped short behind the stranger,
spun about with lightning speed. His
hands flashed up and out, over the
man’s shoulders. Caught the stranger’s
lapels, peeled his coat back off his
shoulders and down his arms.

The gaunt man let out a muffled
curse. Twisting, jerking, writhing, he
slid from his bar stool. His right hand
snatched vainly for the shoulder-
holstered gun that hung revealed under
his left armpit.

SUDDENLY as he had struck, Al

Blair let go. His right hand heaved

in a shove, sent the other reeling back
across the barroom floor.

“You want to go for that gun now?”

he cried. *“You were goddamn anxious
to get it a minute ago. You want it
nowT?”

The blue-eyed gunman’s gaunt face
contorted. His eyes flamed hate. But
his hands stayed far out in the open,
away from the shoulder holster.

“Not today, chum!” he grated be-
tween clenched teeth. “This ain’t my
day to draw on cops. Not around wit-
nesses.”

Again Al Blair’s harsh laugh rang out.
His eyes sought his brother.

“Some friends you've got, kid!” he
cried. “Tough guys! Gunmen! But
no guts to shoot with, unless the other
guy’s back is turned. They talk big,
and they crawl small—"

Frank Blair’s face was pale beneath
its tan.

“Al, for God’s sake!” he pleaded.
“You’re blowing your top—”

“So now I'm blowing my top, am
1?7 | see you headed straight for hell
and | try to stop you, so I'm blowing
my top!”

“Al, don’t make a fool of yourself!”
Frank Blair lashed. “You know better
than to think 1I'm tied up with Moe
Evans, or Ed Garrity, or Cecil Johnson,
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or Sam Yerxa, or any of the rest.
That’s not why I’'m here—"

“Then why are you?”

“I’Il tell you!”

It was Helen Humphries. Her face
was pale, emotion-straught, her voice

on the verge of breaking. Head held
high, she started forward.
“Helen!  Stop!” Frank Blair

snatched at her arm.

She jerked free, came close to Al
Blair.

“1’'m the reason your brother comes
to the Hideaway Club, Mister Blair.”
Her grey eyes met his glare head-on.
“He comes here to see me. He’s asked
me to marry him—"

Al Blair seemed to shrivel, to shrink
within his clothes.

“So that’s it.” His harsh voice was
fiat, bitter, vindictive. His green eyes
stared Helen Humphries up and down
in cold appraisal.

When he spoke again, it was to his
brother.

“It gets clear now, kid. Moe Evans
and the rest of these rats hate my guts.
They cant stand having even one
honest cop around. So they slicked this
peroxided trollop on you—"

“Al—!” Frank Blair’s voice was
every bit as harsh, as flat, as the de-
tective’s.  “You’re my brother, Al, but
so help me God, if you go on—"

Al Blair’s rough-hewn face twisted.
The green eyes were horribly alight.

“What’s the matter, kid? Can’t you
take it?” he jeered. “These hoods
wanted to get you, and they did—with
a two-bit tramp straight out of the
gutter—"

“Damn you, Al!”

TT WAS a sob, more than a snarl,

more pain than hate. But Frank
Blair was charging as he shouted, shak-
ing off Helen Humphries’ frantic hands,
hurling himself forward. His rangy,
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rawboned body was transformed into a
fighting machine, his big hands knotted
into fists.

Savagely, he hurled a blow.

His brother tensed to meet it.

Like a thunderbolt, Frank’s fist came
in, under Al’s guard. With all his
weight behind it, it connected, square
to one side of his elder brother’s mouth.
It smashed the detective backward to
the floor. Sent him sliding, all asprawl.

“Al—1"

Frank Blair stopped short, all the
anger torn out of him with that one
fierce blow. He stared, half-dazed, at
his own right fist, then at his brother,
prostrate on the floor.

“Al" he choked again. He stumbled
forward. Tried to drag the other from
where he lay.

“Let go of me!” Al Blair shook off
the hand as if it were a snake. Pulled
himself to his feet unaided. A little
rivulet of blood trickled from the left
corner of his bruised and puffing mouth.
His voice crawled with utter loathing.
“Keep your dirty paws off me, you

cheap hood!”

Back in the shadows, someone
laughed.

Al Blair whirled, face set. Eyes

shining like polished jade, he searched
the room with his glance. The seconds
ticked by in silence.

“My brother hit me and got away
with it,” he rasped. “That’ because
he’s my brother. Anyone here who
thinks that makes me a pushover can
come out right now.”

Again silence. The kind of silence
that throbs and echoes like a living
thing.

A harsh laugh passed Al Blair’s
swollen lips. He pulled a handkerchief
from his pocket, wiped away the blood
that had trickled from the corner of his
mouth. Every gesture, every motion,
radiated contempt as a fire gives off
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heat.

Grimly, then, he turned back to
Frank Blair. His swart, chiseled face
was cold and hard as granite.

“That did it, kid!” he said tightly.
“I’ll boss you no more. Do what you
want to. And when trouble comes—as
it will—you’ll get the same from me as
you’d get from any other cop.

“You go your way, Frank Blair, and
I’ll go mine. |’'m through being your
brother!”

He turned on his heel. Face stony,
head held high, arrogance in every step,
he stalked away.

The Hideaway Club’s heavy door
slammed shut behind him with a sound
like the knell of doom.

CHAPTER I

JDHYSICALLY they stood there to-

side by side, through what seemed
like eons of painful, creaking silence.
But it was only in body that they were
close. All at once it was as if Al Blair
had somehow reared an invisible brick
wall between them.

Ed Garrity approached them. Bat-
tered face still sullen, eyes wary and un-
friendly, he ignored Frank Blair.

“You got a call, Helen. On the bar
phone, there.” He jerked one thick
thurrt over his shoulder, back toward
where the gaunt man with the shoulder
holster had again resumed his drinking
beside Cecil Johnson.

“Thanks, Ed.” Helen Humphries’
voice was dull, her eyes lacklustre. And
then, to Blair: “I’ll say goodbye to you

now, Frank. It’s time for me to sing
again, anyhow.”
Blair lean’s face was drawn, his

brown eyes moody.
“Sure. | know. [I’ll be on my way.”
Slowly, Helen turned and walked
away. The lilt, the buoyancy had gone
from her. She stooped wearily, slipped
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under the bar gate, picked up the phone.

The life had gone out of Blair’s face,
too. The Hideaway Club’s hot reek was
suddenly oppressive, the dim lights and
‘intimate atmosphere.” nauseous.

Moe Evans stalked heavily across the
dance-floor. His cigar was tilted at an
aggressive angle, his fat face set in bel-
ligerent lines. He stopped in front of
Frank Blair, black eyes angry chips of
polished jet.

“It’s time you were moving, Blair!”

he glowered. “I dont want any more
of your trade. Beat it—and don’t come
back!”

Blair did not even deign to answer.
His eyes were still moody, unseeing
pools. He drained his bourbon at a
gulp; it left a bitter taste in his mouth.

Evans badgered: “Well, what are you
waiting for? | said get out!”

For a brief moment fire flashed in
Blair’s brown eyes. Then it died, and
his shoulders sagged in mute defeat.
Wearily, he set down his shotglass.
Turned toward the bar phone for one
last look at Helen Humphries.

He stiffened.

She stood there, still lovely, the
golden hair cascading over bare shoul-
ders like non-sparkling foam on a white
sand beach, the scarlet gown a sheath
of flame over the ripe curves of her
lithe young body.

But now that body was taut as a vio-
lin’s E-string, the firm, uptilted breasts
straining against the gown’s imprisoning
bodice with every tumultuous breath.
Her scarlet lips were garish, ghastly, in
the drawn white mask that was her face,
her grey eyes blank with sudden shock.

Then, even as Blair watched her, she
hung up the receiver. Her hand was
trembling so that it rattled the phone
against the hook like a die in its cup. As
if in a coma she slid back under the bar
gate and out into the room.

In four great strides Frank Blair was
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at her side. He gripped her arm.

“Helen! What is it?”

She stared up at him, but her eyes
were glazed. She did not answer.

He shook her, tried again: “What is
it, Helen?”

rJPHE film fell away from her eyes, but

what replaced it was worse. Terror
... frenzy .. .sheer animal panic—they
vied with one another, a weird, incred-
ible kaleidoscope within her eyes.

Blair’s hand fell away, as if a blow
had been struck him.

“Helen—!" he choked.

But control was returning to her.

“l—I've got to go now, Frank.”

“But that call—what was it?”

“I've got to go now.”

There was purpose in her voice again,
and the kind of determination that
slashes through stone and steel. That,
and distance. A new gulf was separat-
ing them, a gulf wider, deeper, more
impassable than ever space or time or
change could make.

“But—"

“Moe won't like it if 1’'m not on time
to sing, Frank,” she said from beyond
the farthest star. The color was coming
back to her cheeks. The grey eyes were
once more cool, self-possessed. “I’ll
have to make up before | go on.”

She was gone from his side, then,
moving off across the floor toward the
narrow' corridor that led to the dressing
rooms. Again she seemed to drift, buoy-
ant as a cloud, lovely head held high
and proud. Yet with all her grace, she
was moving with almost incredible
speed, feet atwinkle, skirt held clear
with casual artistry.

For a long moment Frank Blair stood
where she had left him, staring after
her. His brown eyes were narrowed in
puzzlement, his forehead drawn and fur-
rowed into a frown.

Ever so casually, Cecil Johnson was
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rising, drifting off toward Moe Evans’
pine-panelled office. The gaunt gunman
was on his feet, too, moving toward the
Hideaway Club’s door. But Blair
hardly saw them.

Suddenly, then, he galvanized into ac-
tion. Whirled, sprang to the bar. He
caught Ed Garrity’s shoulders. Shook
him till his teeth rattled.

“Ed! Is there a back way out from
the dressing rooms?”

Garrity’s battered face was a study in

bewilderment, his mouth agape. He
stumbled over his own tongue.

“Huh? What? Back way?” And
then, catching on: “Sure. Into the al-

ley. Just like the side door, there.” He
jerked his head toward a half-hidden
exit on the far side of the dance-floor.

Blair snarled a curse. He sprinted
for the side door. Lunged through it
into the alley.

It was black in the alley, black as
only the moonless ebon murk of a sha-
dowy slot between two tall buildings can
be. Blair stumbled, groped, and cursed
again.

Ahead, a sudden parallelogram of
yellow light burst forth. A slim, famil-
iar figure darted out, and into the
deeper shadows beyond.

“Helen!” Blair cried.

But she did not so much as hesi-
tate. In an instant she was gone, swal-
lowed up, with only the faintest patter
of running feet to mark her way.

MAD_YBIair sprinted after her.

Feet pounding, he came abreast
the door that had debouched her. He
was gaining speed with every step.

The next instant, something seemed
to strike at his feet, to catch them, trip
him. He felt himself spilling forward,
head over heels, before he could even
raise his arms to break the fail. Felt
the rasp of cinders tearing at his skin
as he skidded on face and knees and
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elbows.

For a moment he lay half-dazed,
muscles paralyzed, head throbbing.

Then, at last, he started to drag him-
self to his feet.

Something cold and hard and round
dug into the back of his neck.

“Jus’ take it easy, Mister Blair,” a
voice said. “Jus’don’t you give me no
trouble an’ | won't give you none.”

Blair stiffened, then relaxed. He lay
prostrate, making no effort to rise.

The cold, round object went away
from his neck.

“Awright, Mister Blair. You can get
up now.” The voice was shaking just a
little. “On’y go slow. Don’t make no
sudden moves. Jus’ take it easy.”

Slowly, carefully, Blair got to his feet.
He turned to face his captor.

It was little Sam Yerxa, the waiter.
He held a snub-nosed automatic in his
right hand. It was trembling a trifle,
that hand, but it still managed to focus
the gun on Frank Blair’s midriff a little
too accurately to encourage familiarity.

“1 hope you know what you’re doing,
Sam," Blair said. His voice was tone-
less.

“Don’t you worry, Mister Blair. You
jus’ leave that to me.” The little man
made a painfully unsuccessful effort to
swagger. “Awright, now. We’re goin’
back inside. Jus’ take it easy. Jus’
don’t make no mistakes an’everythingl
be awright.”

He prodded Blair in the small of the
back with the automatic.

Blair moved forward obediently.

“An' be careful, Mister Blair—"

“Don* worry,” Blair grunted sourly.
“You’re too scared for me to fool with.
I just hope you don’t stumble; you’d
blow me in two.”

But his brown eyes were thoughtful
as they re-entered the Hideaway Club,
a hint of puzzlement in his frown.

They walked down the narrow dress-
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ing-room corridor to the pine-panelled
room that served as Moe Evan’s office.

Evans was standing in the middle of
the floor. He whirled as the door
opened, snatched the ragged cigar
stump from his yellowing teeth.

“You got him, Sam? He didn’t make
a getaway?”

“You called it, Moe.” Yerxa’s voice
was still shaky, uncertain. “He was
after the girl, awright. He was right on
her tail.” He laughed nervously. “I
tripped him.”

“I hope you know what you’re doing,
Evans,” Blair broke in. It was the same
remark he had made to Sam Yerxa out-
side a moment before, but this time he
maded no effort to keep the angry edge
from his voice. “l don’t like being
pushed around at the point of a gun.”

J_JE GLANCED around the office as

A he spoke. Ed Garrity stood against
the far wall, battered face even more
sullen  than usual. Cecil  John-
son sprawled at ease in a leather lounge
chair.

“To hell with you!” Moe Evans
snarled. He rammed the cigar stump
back in his mouth, swung to Johnson.

“0.k., Johnson. This is your party.
What do we do next?”

Johnson managed a yawn.

“It seems fairly obvious,” he said.
“By putting Helen Humphries on the
Hideaway’s payroll, we lined up what
looked like the makings of a juicy
seventy - thousand - dollar shakedown,
and—"

“Sure, we lined it up!” Evans burst
out. He stomped up and down the
office, the floor shaking under the im-
pact of his fat-laden frame. “Only
where’s it got us? Instead of coming
through with the seventy grand, this
Ray Humphries goes over the wall.”
He stopped short. “Say! Are you
sure—?”
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Johnson nodded. For once, his air
of ennui was gone.

“I'm as sure of it as | ever was of
anything, Moe. | spent too many years
working next to Ray Humphries ever
to forget his voice, even when | hear it
second-hand over a phone.” A pause.
“Besides, Moe, we've got complete and
final proof in the way Helen reacted.
She looked like she'd seen a ghost, and
you know how fast she ran out.”

Moe Evans went back to pacing the
floor. His fat jowls quivered as he
chewed at his cigar.

“l still don't like it!” he growled.
“Eve had a feeling it was poison ever
since | let you talk me into it. When
you try to put the squeeze on a heist
guy doing a two-way stretch for first de-
gree and a bank caper, you’re begging
for flowers and slow music.”

“Really, Moe!” Johnson was chuck-
ling. “You’re letting your imagination
run away with you.”

“The hell I am!” Evans exploded.
He thrust his face close to the debonair
bookie’s. “Don’t tell me it’s imagina-
tion just because | got sense enough to
know a tight spot when | see one. This
guy Humphries is a killer. Now he’s
crashed out of one of the toughest state
pens in the country. Cant you get it
through your slick skull that he’s
probably on his way right here now?
And don’t think he’ll throw powder
puffs at us, either—”

Johnson held up a restraining hand.

“Please, Moe! There’s no danger
whatsoever. Humphries was only fin-
ger man on that bank job. It was pure
accident that he became mixed up in

the killing.”
“Sure, sure. You've said that seven-
teen times.” Evans’ voice was ragged.

“What | want to know is, what do we
do about him?”

“Not to mention me,” broke in Frank
Blair. “l dont go for this shoving
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around. | might even hurt some-
body—"

“Ever the wag, aren’t you, Blair?”
Cecil Johnson chuckled. “Ah, well—"

“Shut up!” Moe Evans exploded.
“Quit the stalling! | want to know
what the score is!”

T OHNSON sobered. He pulled a sil-
J ver case from his tweed jacket’s in-
side pocket, produced a cigarette. For
a moment he smoked in silence. Then:

“All right, Moe. Humphries is out.
I half expected him to do it, to tell the
truth; he thinks the world and all of
Helen, and any threat to her would
drive him crazy.

“Now that he’s out, he has a choice to
make. He could come here and clean
out the Hideaway, as you suggest. If
that was the course he’d decided on,
however, there'd be bullet holes in the
bar already. Certainly he wouldn’t
have bothered to call Helen.”

“Then what the hell will he do?”
Evans demanded, his voice ragged.

Johnson puffed at his cigarette, eyes
thoughtful.

“There are several possibilities. For
one thing, he might carry out the threat
he made at his trial of revenging him-
self on Tom Oglethorpe, Judge Whit-
ney, and Dave Randolph. Tom was
the bank guard and main witness
against him; Randolph the prosecutor;
and Whitney the judge. All of them
are here in town at the moment—Ran-
dolph and Whitney attending the bar
association meeting, Oglethorpe retired
and living here with his children—, so
it wouldnt be too hard a job. Or he
might go around to see Paul Kramer,
the lawyer who defended him, to get
some advice; Kramer’s practicing here
now. Or—~

“l don’t give a damn what he might
do!” Evans ranted. “l want to know
what you think he’s going to do, and
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what we’re going to do about it. Quit
trying to show off how smart you are,
and get down to cases!”

Johnson laughed aloud.

“Isnt it obvious?” he asked. “Put
yourself in Ray Humphries’place. Here
he is, a free man again after nearly five
years in prison. Cached somewhere he
has seventy thousand dollars.” He
paused dramatically, eyed his little au-
dience. “Under such circumstances,
what would any man do? The answer,
of course, is that he decided to grab
the money and run while he had the
chance. The fact that he called Helen,
and that she at once left here, proves
it conclusively. She’s going with him.”

“You mean he’s skipped?”

Johnson spread his hands.

“What other real choice was there?
Of course he’s skipped.”

“Then . ..then—" Evans was grop-
ing, his fat face an ugly picture of con-
fusion. “What about us? Where do
we come in?”

“1 thought you’d ask that,” Johnson
chuckled. He snuffed out his cigarette.
“That’s where Blair, here, enters.”

“So | do come in?” Blair’s brown
eyes were hard and angry. “l was be-
ginning to wonder about it—"

“Shut up!” Moe Evans lashed. And,
to Johnson: “I don't get it. What good
will Blair do us?”

“Again, isnt it obvious?” Johnson
smoothed his narrow line of mustache.
“After all, we’re not interested in Ray
Humphries himself. What we want is
[hat seventy thousand dollars in bank
loot. When the word goes out that
Blair’s missing, the law will assume that
he’s with Ray and Helen, especially
after that little soiree he had out in the
barroom with his brother, Al, the de-
tective, tonight.”

“S0?” Evans still looked baffled.

“So Helen Humphries knows that
Blair isn’t with her. Being a smart girl,
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she also knows what’s probably hap-
pened to him. She likes Blair a lot.
Therefore, one fine morning, Ray
Humphries wakes up to find Helen and
his seventy thousand gone. Result: We
get the seventy thousand, Helen gets
Blair, Humphries gets his freedom, and
everybody’s happy.” The Cheshire-cat
smirk came over his face. He spread
his hands in a final, conclusive gesture.
“You see? Simple!”

Moe Evans’ fat face drew into a

scowl. His black eyes were beady, sus-
picious.

“I dunno. It sounds sort of compli-
cated to me. There must be an easier
way . .

“If there is, I don’t know it.” John-
son surged to his feet, shook the wrin-
kles out of his trousers. “At least, it
offers us a chance for the money. But
since we can’t put it into effect for some
time, 1°’m going home to bed.”

Humming softly to himself, he
started for the door.

“l dunno . ..” Moe Evans repeated
doubtfully.

“Then you’re pretty thick, Moe,”
Frank Blair rapped.
“Huh?”

AECIL JOHNSON stopped in his

A tracks. He raised one eyebrow.

“Just what do you mean by that
cryptic remark, Blair?” he demanded.

Blair laughed.

“As if you didn’t know.” He turned
to Evans. “All evening Johnson’s been
sitting beside that pale-faced red-hot
with the shoulder holster.”

Evans’ fat face mirrored puzzlement.

“Lars? So what?”

“So you’re being played for a
sucker.” Blair’s voice was a taunting
sneer. “I’ll bet Johnson’s the one who
wanted me caught, too.”

“Why . . .yeah.”

“Sure.” Blair’s brown eyes were
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sparkling with the devil’s own mirth.
“Well, Moe, maybe you can figure out
the angles when | tell you that this red-
hot you call Lars wandered out the
front door at the same time Helen
headed for the dressing room. With
me not following her, he wouldn’t have
so much trouble keeping on her trail.
By now, he’s probably staked out,
watching Ray and Helen Humphries,
waiting for Cecil Johnson to show up so
they can collect the seventy grand you
boys are so anxious about.”

Johnson eyed Blair admiringly.

“What an imagination you've
got—"

Even as he said it, he was moving to-
ward the door.

Moe Evans exploded into action.

“Stop him!  Stop the double-crossing
skunk!” He lunged after Johnson, Ed
Garrity close on his heels. Sam Yerxa
stood nervously by, shifting from one
foot to the other, the automatic loose
in his hand.

“Come on, Sam!”
after the others.

The little man stumbled after him.

Blair’s last jump carried him into the
hall. He stopped short. Spun about.

Sam Yerxa came plunging through
the doorway.

Blair’s fist whistled in a short, savage
uppercut. It caught Yerxa square on
the chin. Lifted him off his feet. Sent
him back, in an arc, into Moe Evans’
office. He was out cold before he
landed.

Blair snatched the automatic from
the little man's listless fingers. A Mau-
ser 6.35mm with a cracked grip. He
thrust it under his belt. Ran the length
of the corridor, out of the Hideaway
Club, off down the alley toward where
his car was parked.

He hesitated, then, while the seconds
ticked by. The breezy self-confidence
with which he had carried off the play

Blair sprinted
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in Moe Evans’ office had left his lean
face, replaced by a frown that carved
deep furrows in his forehead. His
brown eyes were narrowed, uncertain,
his lips tight-pressed.

Finally he drove to the nearest drug-
store, sought the telephone book.

Paul Kramer—the man whom John-
son had referred to as being Ray
Humphries’ lawyer—had a home ad-
dress far out in the rolling wooded hills
of Buenavista.

rJ"HE drive took Blair twenty min-

utes. He parked, at last, a block
down the winding road from Kramer’s
address, then walked to where the big
house rose, huge and gloomy and for-
bidding, a towering black monolith set
in a thick maze of trees and shrubbery.

For a long moment Blair surveyed it.
Then, as a glimmer of light to the rear
caught his eye, he cautiously picked his
way around the building.

The glimmering light was in a se-
cluded, wing-like room with narrow,
diamond-paned leaded glass windows.

Blair edged as close as the heavy
shrubbery would permit him. Peered
into the room.

Shock paralyzed him there.

“Helen!”

Scarce aloud it was, that taut, ex-
ploded name, for it caught in the back
of his throat. But there could be no
doubt about the woman who inspired it.

She stood there, half facing him,
framed in the narrow window, clear and
unmistakable. The gold of her hair
still rippled to the gleaming white of her
bare shoulders, sharp contrast to the
scarlet of her gown, the red of the roses
she yet wore upon her breast. She was
staring at the floor before her. Her
face was white as the slim white hand
that clutched at her throat as if to tear
away a strangler’s noose, or perhaps
hold back a scream of horror. Her lips
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were parted, her grey eyes wide, her
breasts alive.

Even as Blair watched her,
turned, walked toward him.

For a moment he thought she had
seen him.

She veered off, to the right.

A door opened, and more light spilled
out into the night. The girl slipped
outside.

Blair was moving, too, stalking her as
a tiger hunts its prey. He was upon
her before she knew it, his arms about
her, his hand over her mouth to hold
back her panic-stricken cries.

She fought like a wildcat, all teeth
and knees and nails.

“Helen! It’s me—Frank Blair!”
Again and again he mumbled it into her
ear, before at last she understood.

Her body sagged limp in his arms.
He took his hand away from her mouth.

“Helen, what’s wrong in there?
Quick! Tell me!”

She clung to him like a frightened
child.

“Helen, |ve got to know!” His voice
pleaded, lashed, cajoled.

“It’s—it’s nothing—"

“Don’t give me that!” he whispered
fiercely. “I saw your face!”

“But it isnt—"

He dragged her bodily toward the
door.

“No, Frank, no! Don’t go in!” Again
she fought him, beating at him with
her fists, struggling, imploring.

Blair pulled her across the threshold.
Lifted her, still struggling, into the
room. Then stopped, involuntarily
caught his breath, as he saw what lay
before him.

she

A MAN sprawled on the floor, a man
“ still young despite the grey that
touched his temples. He lay on his
back, eyes open, staring at the ceiling’s
hewn rafters. His face was contorted
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in a queer, strained grimace, and his
hands still clutched at his heart. Blood
was seeping between the fingers, spread-
ing in a horrid crimson blot over the
white shirt he wore beneath his maroon
dressing gown.

Blair gripped Helen
shoulders.

“He’s Paul Kramer?”

Mutely, she nodded, her face still
horror-straught.

He forced himself to ask that next in-
evitable question:

“Do you know who killed him,
Helen?”

“l—I—" She tried to speak, but the
words seemed to choke her. “Oh,
Frank—1!”

“Do you know, Helen?”

“And ... if | do, Frank—?”

“Tell me!”

“Please, Frank ...” Her body was
warm against him, her arms velvet
bonds about him, the scent of her heady
in his nostrils. “You said | could count
on you, always, no matter what came.”

Strain sculped harsh lines in Frank
Blair’s face. His eyes were hot coals,
sinking deep within their sockets, his
lips thin-etched torment.

“No matter what came, you said,
Frank ...”

His nostrils, his throat, were too
small, his hands and feet numb wooden
appendages. His body was shaking like
an aspen in a mountain gale.

“If you didn’t mean it—" Her body
writhed in his arms.

All at once he could bear no more.

“l meant it!” he choked. “I said it,
and | meant it! I’ll stick with you,
Helen, no matter what!”

His arms were steel bands about the
soft warmth of her body, enfolding her,
crushing her to him. His face was
against hers, his lungs sucking in her
fragrance.

For the second time in that short eve-

Humphries’
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ning a harsh, clear voice cut in upon
them:

“It’s touching, kid, damn’ touching.
Clark Gable should come around for
lessons.”

As one, they whirled.

There in the door to the house proper
he stood—swart, solid, savage Detec-
tive Al Blair!

CHAPTER 1lI

JT WAS a moment taut as the sudden
death that hung within the room. Al
Blair’s square-hewn face was carved in
bitter lines. His lips were smiling, but
the smile held anything but humor.
His green eyes were cold and hard.

“Just like your girl-friend’s song,
huh, kid? Double trouble, and blood
on the moon. Only this time the blood’s
a hell of a lot closer than the moon.”

Frank Blair’s jaw sagged. His face
paled beneath its tan.

“Al, you’re not damn fool enough to
believe—?”

His brother’s voice was harsh, ruth-
less.

“When a call comes in to head-
quarters that Paul Kramer’s dead in his
study, and then | find a man and a
woman who have no business there
standing over the corpse with all the
guilt in hell on their faces, believing’s
got no part of it. | hold them on sus-
picion of murder till I get more facts.”

He raised his voice to a bull’s bellow.

“Joe! I've found the stiff!”

“But, Al—"

There was no mercy in Al Blair’s cold
stare.

“l told you this would come, Kkid.
You cant play with fire and not get
your fingers burned.”

Helen Humphries’ grey eyes were
wide, unbelieving, her red lips stiff.

“You mean ... you’re arresting
us?”
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“What do you think?” All Al Blair’s
restraint was suddenly flung away. His
eyes were alight with green fire, his
tongue a stinging lash of fury. “Does
this look like parcheesi, you slut? Do
you have the gall to pull my brother
down into a gutter, then squawl because
your dress gets dirty?”

A big man loomed in the doorway
behind him, cut him off.

“This the stiff, Al?”

“Yeah.”

Helen Humphries’ body was shaking,
her face twisted. Frank Blair gripped
her bare shoulders, held her steady.

“It’s only suspicion,” he said. Des-
perately, he tried to force confidence
into his words. “We’ll be out by morn-
ing.”

“Morning . . .” She sounded dazed.
She half turned, buried her face against
his shoulder.

The man called Joe plodded stolidly
toward them.

“Let’s put on some bracelets, friends
—" he began.

And then, before Frank Blair could
move, Helen Humphries”hand was hard
against his belly, snatching at the
Mauser automatic in his belt, whipping
it out and up. It cracked—again, again.
Its stubby barrel coughed lead and
flame.

The man called Joe was stumbling
backward, his face contorted, his right
hand clawing for the gun upon his hip.
Across the room, Al Blair was snatching
frantically at his left armpit.

“Frank! Come on!”

Already Helen was running, a flash
of scarlet streaking toward the door that
led to the yard.

For a moment like eternity Frank
Blair hung there, suspended, poised be-
tween fear and flight. But only for a
moment.

He spun, lunged doorward on Helen’s
heels.
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Behind them, a police .38 thundered.

Slug-spattered splinters from the door-

jamb stung his face.

'PHEN they were out, plunging
through the shrubbery, stumbling
into trees, careening across lawns and
gardens and pools. Branches tore at
their faces, briars at their feet. The
heavy reports of two revolvers split the
night air behind them. Their lungs
were bursting, their muscles water.

In one last desperate spurt they got
between two houses. Sagged in the wel-
come shadows, panting and gasping.
Cowered there trembling while the sec-
onds ticked by.

Then Blair was on his feet again. He
gripped Helen’s hand. “My car’s down
the block. Come on.”

“l—I can’t. My legs just wont work,
Frank.”

Fiercely, he turned on her.

“They've got to work!” he lashed.
“You started us on this rat-race, God
knows why, and now we can’t afford
to be caught. Those three shots you
fired convicted us of murdering Paul
Kramer before any jury that ever
lived.”

The girl choked back a sob.

“I’'m sorry . . .”

“Then get on your feet! By now
Al’s notified headquarters. In ten min-
utes every road will be sewed up tight.
We’ve got to get out of here now if
we’re going.”

Swaying with weariness, she rose.
Stumbled on through the shadows be-
side him.

Blair’s car was still where he had left
it. Silently, they climbed in.

He drove, not back toward the city,
but on into the hills. Stopped, at last,
on a narrow path deep in a patch of
woods.

Helen Humphries’ eyes were almost
luminous beside him in the dark.
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“Why are we stopping here?” she
whispered, almost as if afraid to speak
aloud.

He made his voice harsh, uncompro-
mising.

“l want the gun.”

Silently, she handed it to him. He
thrust it back beneath his belt.

“Now | want some facts.”

Her shoulder pressed against him.

“You said | could count on you,
Frank. No matter what, you said.
I’m only asking you to trust me—"

“To hell with that!” he lashed. His
teeth were clenched, his lean face
drawn. “l‘ve trusted you all the way,
on your say-so. Now | want to know
what the score is.”

“If you’ll only have faith—"

“Faith!” He almost choked on the
word. “What have | had but faith,
and now where has it gotten me?” He
caught her wrist. His fingers bit deep
into the soft flesh. “You know what |
want to know—about Ray Humphries,
and the seventy thousand in bank loot,
and Paul Kramer dead in his study.”

gHE started in the seat beside him.
A tremor rippled through her body.

“Frank! You’re hurting me.” She
tried to twist her wrist free.

He did not relax his grip.

“l want to know what the score is!”
he said again. And then, with sudden
fury: “Do you want me to end up
thinking about you the way Al does—
figuring you for a cheap little tramp
who’s playing me for what she can get
out of it? Is that it?”

“You know it isnt so, Frank. You
know it!” It was too dark for him to
see her face, but there were tears in
her voice.

Relentlessly, he pressed on:

“How do | know it isnt so? What
have you given me to go on?” His
fingers bit deeper. “Back there—back
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at Paul Kramer’. Did you give me a
chance to decide for myself then? You
wouldn’t so much as tell me whether or
not you’d killed him; just asked me to
take you on faith. Faith!” He laughed
harshly. “So I did it, and what did |
get? You grabbed the automatic—
let go with it—"

“But | couldn’t stay there and be
arrested, Frank. | couldn’t—"

“Why couldn’t you?” His voice was
raw, savage. “You blasted out, and
now here we are, on the lam, like a pair
of hoodlums. Maybe with a murder
charge against us in earnest, if you hit
that guy Joe right—"

“But | didn’t, Frank.” She clutched

at him. Her breath was hot on his
face. “Honestly! | didn’t even shoot
at him. | just wanted to startle them

—to give us a chance to escape—"

“Why? Why was it so damned im-
portant for us to get away?”

She sank back, again silent.
seconds ticked by.

Again he probed:

“Who’s Ray Humphries, Helen?”

She writhed in her seat.

e

“Don't bother lying!” he lashed. *“I
know too much already to fall for it.
I've got the general pattern. | know
he’s a killer, and that he crashed out
of the state pen tonight. | know he was
finger man for a bank job—that he’s
got the loot stashed away somewhere.
He’s one of your family—Cecil John-
son mentioned that, remember? Now
| just want to tie it up. Who is he?”

“Frank—" Her voice was desperate,
pleading.

A sudden thought struck him,
plunged deep into his vitals like an icy
dagger. His hand fell away from her
wrist.

“Is he your husband?”

The girl went limp beside him. Si-’
lence crawled through the car like a

The

living thing.

Then:

“He’s— he’s . .
Frank. ...”

Cold sweat was standing out on
Blair’s forehead. He, too, slumped
back, but only for a moment.

He pressed his advantage:

“Did he kill Paul Kramer?”

“I—I dont know.”

“But you didn’t?”

“No, no, Frank. Of course | didn’t
kill him. What reason would | have
for it?” Her shoulders were shaking
again, her body racked with sobs.
“Cant you understand, Frank? |
didnt know what | was getting into
when | took that job at Moe Evans’
Hideaway Club. It was just a chance
to be near Ray, and to sing. Then |
found that what they really wanted was
a weapon to use against Ray—to force
him to tell where the money from the
robbery was. By then, | couldn’t leave,
because they told me they’d have Ray
killed; men are murdered in prisons,
too. . . .”

. my brother,

gTUBBORNLY, Blair fought down

the impulse to put his arms around
her, to draw her to him, to comfort
her.

“Then what happened tonight?”

“He—he called, there at the Hide-
away. He told me he’d escaped, that he
had to see me. H wanted me to meet
him at Paul Kramer’. By the time Id
found a cab and come out, Kramer

was . . . there, on the floor . . .”
“And Humphries?”
“l didn’t see him, Frank. | rang
the bell, and then when no one

answered, | went around to the back,
where the light was burning . . .”
Blair’s brown eyes were thoughtful,
his lips pursed.
“You don't know where
Humpbhries is now?”

Ray
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“No.”

“Then we’re in a spot, Helen.” His

voice was quiet, his tone calculating.

He put his arm around her slim shoul-

ders. “Kramer’s dead, and thanks to

our running out, all the evidence points

to us—”

He stopped short.  Stiffened.

“Just why did you do that, Helen?
What made you snatch the gun?”

She nestled against him.

“l thought you understood, Frank.
Ray needs me, or he wouldn’t have
called. | had to be free, able to help
him. . .

Suspicion shadowed Blair’s lean face.

“I'm not so sure | do understand,
Helen. You say you don’t know where
Ray is, yet you talk as if he were here
with you—"

A trifle too quickly she answered:
“He’ll find a way to get in touch with
me. | know he will.”

Blair let it pass.

“My brother’s on this case,” he said
slowly. “That’s going to make it
tougher. . . .”

“You mean he’ll hold it against you
that you didn’t take his advice? He’ll
want revenge?”

Blair shook his head.

“No. Ai’s not that kind. But he’sa
cop—an honest cop. It’s his pride, the
thing he lives for.”

“Then—"

“We’ll get no breaks from him,
Helen. Knowing I’m his brother, he’ll
lean over backwards to pin this job on
me. He’ll be so afraid he’s playing
favorites that he’ll see me burn first.”
He shrugged. “We’ll just have to play
it as it comes, 1 guess.”

He pulled his arm from behind her
head. Started the car.

“Where are we going, Frank?”

“Back to town. Our only chance
in this mess now is to pin it on the
right man before Al nails us.”
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Her body stiffened, ever so slightly.
Blair felt it. He frowned in the dark-
ness. But he said nothing till they
were out on the road.

“I wonder where the best place for
us to start would be. . . .”

“My apartment—?”

She said it too quickly, and again
Blair frowned. But his voice was
steady.

“Sounds all
try it.”

right to me. We’l

JhJELEN HUMPHRIES’ apartment

was a wedge of second floor in a
quiet building on Twelfth, near Frank-
lin. Blair drove by it without stopping.
He kept his eyes on the street.

“Any lights?”

Helen shook her head.

“No. It’s dark. Nothing looks any
different.

He turned off onto Franklin Street.
Parked on the hill, next to an alley.

The girl’s grey eyes were upon him.

“Why here, Frank?”

He laughed harshly. For the frac-
tion of a second there was fire in his
brown eyes.

“I’'m crazy enough to be in this deal
at all, Helen, but 1I'm not all crazy.
The odds are a hundred to one
that apartment’s staked out already.
There’s no need to spit in the cops’
eyes by walking in the front way.
We’ll try it through the alley.”

Two darting shadows in the night
they were. They merged with those
other, blacker shadows that lined the
alley. Picked their way in taut, sus-
penseful silence down the littered track,
every crackle of cinders thunderous in
their ears.

The building they sought was shaped
like an angular horseshoe, built around
a narrow slot of court that was a tan-
gled maze of stairways and tiny back
porches and clotheslines and garbage
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cans.

Still across the alley, Blair paused.
His brown eyes narrowed to slits as he
searched the area on the other side.

“No lights,” he muttered.

“No lights.” Helen Humphries
squeezed his arm. “We’ll be safe there
for a little while, dearest. . .

“Will we?”

His eyes were still narrowed, his lean
face half perturbed, half thoughtful.
He turned away. Scanned an over-
flowing trash barrel at their elbows.

The girl’s face mirrored puzzlement.

"What is it, Frank? What are you
looking for?”

He fished a patent medicine bottle
from the barrel. Frowned at it a mo-
ment, then laid it back and probed
some more.

This time he came up with an old
electric light bulb.

“This’ll do.”

He held the bulb in his left hand,
unobtrusively, half-way out of sight up
his coat sleeve. Eased the snub-nosed
Mauser from his belt with his right.

“Come on.”

He crossed the alley, into another
patch of shadows. The girl followed
close on his heels, her grey eyes still
puzzled.

By inches, they worked their way
to the iron stairs leading to Helen’s
apartment. Then up them, every step
an age of torment.

The shadows were even blacker on
the landing. Thick, murky, viscous—
it was as if the gloom were a palpable
entity, a fearsome foe to overcome.

Helen Humphries tiptoed forward.
She slipped a key into the lock.

“That’s it!” said a voice from the
shadows. “Hold it!”

They froze where they stood.

TAEET shuffled, and Ed Garrity
A moved out from behind them. He
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held a heavy revolver in his hand. An
expression that was half smile, half
leer, twisted his sullen, battered face.

“Moe thought you’d be around
sooner or later,” he said. And, to
Blair: “Lay that rod down. Do it
careful.”

The gun in his hand was steady as
the rock of Gibralter, his dark eyes
coldly merciless.

Blair bent forward.
Mauser.

“Now we’ll go in.” Garrity jerked
his head to Helen, but his eyes did not
leave Blair. “Go ahead. Open the
door.”

The girl turned to obey.

Blair leaned back against the rail-
ing of the stair well. His left hand
hung over it, behind him. The light
bulb plummeted from his fingers. His
body tensed.

Pop!

Intrinsically it was not a loud sound,
but in that taut moment it echoed like
the thunder of a sixteen-inch gun.

Garrity’s eyes went wide. His head
jerked. His body twisted to a gun-
man’s crouch, the revolver swinging in
a sudden arc.

Blair was moving before the sound
had died, body arching, fist swinging.
His weight was behind it, and his
muscle.

The blow exploded on Ed Garrity’s
jaw with a meaty thunk!

Garrity’s body went limp. His knees
hinged under him, and his mouth
sagged open.

Blair caught him before he could

Laid down the

hit the floor. His voice was a hoarse
whisper.

“Helen! The door!”

In an instant it was open. He

stretched Garrity out on the kitchen

floor, ran back out for the guns. He

returned to a harsh rattle of sound.
“What—?"
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“Blackout shades. | never took
them down.” Helen’s voice was muf-
fled. "We can have some lights in a
minute.”

A moment later light blazed forth.
Blair picked up a ball of twine, began
lashing Garrity to the pipes under the
sink.

“I'll'pull the shades in the living
room,” Helen said. She disappeared
through the swinging door.

More lights clicked on.

Blair finished his job with a gag. He
walked into the living room. Helen
already was seated on the davenport
that angled diagonally across the far
corner of the room. Her face was
flushed with excitement, her red lips
smiling.

“Come on, darling. Sit down. . . .”

But Blair stopped short. His eyes
were narrowed, his hackles rising.

“What's the matter, Frank?”
Helen’s voice was suddenly taut, her
eyes distended. “What's wrong?”

H E.DID not answer. Alarm bells

still were ringing in his brain. He
whipped the Mauser from his belt,
stared slowly around the room.

Nothing.

He moved warily toward the bed-
room. Prowled through it, gun in
hand. Searched the closet, probed be-
neath the bed.

Nothing.

He scanned the bathroom’s glitter-
ing tile, the linen closet, the coat closet,
the hall.

Still nothing.

He came back into the living room.
The frown still furrowed his forehead.

Helen swept toward him, a queen in

scarlet. Her fingers were cool upon his
cheek.
“Poor darling! Your nerves. . .

She led him across to the davenport,
sat down beside him, turned off the
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lamp on the little table in the corner
behind it.

“Just relax, dearest. ...” Her voice
was a mountain brook purling over
mossy stones, her hands gentle as an
angel’s caress. She smoothed the
cushions behind him. Pushed out the
coffee table to give his legs more room.

Suddenly, he knew. The jangling
note of discord was a mystery no
longer. Its key lay there in plain sight
before him now.

There was a cigarette butt in the
ashtray on the coffee table.

Blair straightened slowly. His
brown eyes all at once were very hard.

“Where is he?”

She stared at him, eyes wide, un-
comprehending.

“l—I don’t understand. . . .”

“Don’t give me that guff!” His
voice was savage, brutal. “There’s a
cigarette butt in the ashtray—and you
don’t smoke!” He reached out,

touched it, “The end’s still wet—the
tip’s warm—"

Her laugh was brittle as breaking
glass.

“It’s mine, Frank. Honestly. Be-
fore I left to go to Paul Kramer’s—my
nerves. ... | had to have it—"

The lines in Blair’s lean face etched
deeper. He laughed in her chalk-white
face.

“What a fool you must think lam !”
He choked on his own bitter mirth.
“You’re wearing enough lipstick to
paint a boxcar, but that butt is clean.”

He picked up the butt, thrust it close
to her panic-widened eyes. Twisted it
about before them.

“See that? A long butt, but no trade
mark. It’s prison-made. Even the
smell gives it away—it stinks to high
heaven; that’s what must have hit me
when | first came in.”

All at once, then, the tension seemed
to go out of her. She sagged forward,
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a sob in her throat.

“Oh, Frank—!” And then: “l might
have known you’d guess. He was here.
He was supposed to wait for me. . . .”

She raised the pale oval of her face.
Her eyes were like grey stars on a

night of mist and rain. Her arms
reached out to enfold him.

“I’ll tell you now, sweetheart.
Everything. . .

For a moment his back stiffened,
but only for a moment. Her body was
warm in his arms, her breasts hard
against him. Through an eternity he
held her tight.

Behind him—a sound!

Blair twisted, craned to see.

JP'ROM behind the davenport, in that

angled corner, a man was rising. A
tall man, rawboned and rangy as Blair
himself, but with close-cropped blond-
ish hair, grey-sprinkled. His face had
a fish-belly pallor, plus a tension
straight from hell. But it was his
clothes that made Blair understand—
the coarse dungarees of prison grey,
with a cut that could come from only
one place. There was a blackjack in
his hand.

With an oath, Blair hurled himself
backward.

But Helen Humphries’ arms were
tight about him, her body a clinging
millstone to bear him down.

Again Blair cursed. Tried to thrust
her away. Snatched for the Mauser in
his belt.

But her arms were like tentacles,
her scarlet-sheathed body pressed so
tight against him that he could not so
much as touch the pistol, her voice a
gasping kiss of Judas in his ear:

“Ray! Quick! Hit him!”

The man in prison grey bared fang-
like teeth in a tiger’s snarl. He surged
forward. The blackjack rose, came
whistling down. It caught Blair hard,
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at the base of the skull. Fie felt him-
self sagging into a gloomy, pitch-black
sea, his arms and legs dead weight, his
muscles turned to water.

Through a thousand foggy miles a
voice came to him:

“Nice going, Helen, honey. Yokel
boy never knew what hit him.”

The gently-lapping waves of the
pitch-black sea closed over Frank
Blair’s mind.

CHAPTER IV

AT FIRST it was the constant pound-
ing of the kettledrum inside his
head that bothered Frank Blair most.
Then, as he slowly became aware of
aching joints and cramped muscles, the
kettledrum faded to insignificance.

Cautiously, he opened his eyes on
blackness—utter, stygian. His mouth,
he discovered when he tried to suck in
air, was taped shut. More adhesive
bound his wrists together in the small
of his back. His ankles were taped
also, and a couple of additional loops
had been used to draw his knees up
under his chin so that he could not even
kick.

The surface on which he lay was
lumpy, rough, uncomfortable. Tedious
exploration with his finger tips revealed
that he had been dumped atop a heap
of women’s shoes.

“The bedroom closet!” he muttered,
half aloud.

He struggled painfully into a sitting
position.

His head went round. Nausea
twisted at his stomach. He leaned back
against the wall. Prayed he wouldn’t
pass out again.

Minutes drifted by. Vainly,
tugged and twisted at his bonds.

Then, quite by accident, he brushed
against a spring-steel shoetree in one of
the shoes. It was uncomfortably sharp.

he
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Forty-five minute s—and half-a-
dozen bloody nicks—Ilater, he was
free.

He stumbled blindly to his feet,
panting and swaying. His head was
still pounding, his throat cracking dry.
When he pulled off the tape across his
mouth, it seemed as if half the flesh of
his face were coming with it.

In a spasm of irritation he batted
away the thick mass of dresses that
hung about him. Clutched the door-
knob, dung to it for balance. Turned
it, finally, and lurched out into the bed-
room.

The bedroom was as dark as the
closet. Blair groped his way to the
door, opened it.

It was lighter in the hall, with stray
beams reflected from the living room,
but Blair paid no heed. He stumbled
on. into the bathroom. Turned on the
cold water in the basin full force,
gulped it greedily. Slopped it over his
hands, his wrists, his face, his hair.

Finally he straightened. Stared at
himself in the mirror above the bowl.
A bitter laugh welled in his throat.
His face was grey with stubble, lined
with strain. The adhesive’s irritation
had the whole area about his mouth
an ugly, uneven red. His eyes were
sunk deep in their sockets, their whites
a bloodshot network of reddening
veins.

Wearily, he raised a quivering, bony
hand, ran it through the tangled,
matted maze of his ever-unruly hair.
Turned and walked slowly away, out of
the bathroom, down the hall, inta the
living room.

He stopped short.

Cecil Johnson sat calmly on the
davenport, knees crossed, tweed jacket
smoothed, smug face superciliously
smiling. He held Blair’s Mauser 6.35
in his right hand.

“1 wondered hoft long it would take
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you,” he chuckled. “They left you done
up in quite a tight little package.”

Blair ignored him. Walked over to
the nearest easy chair, slumped down in
it.

“It must have been quite a tussle.”
Johnson was all mock sympathy. “Left
you bushed, didn’t it?”

“Go to hell!” Blair grated.

T OHNSO3V laughed, laid down the
J  black-gripped Mauser on the daven-
port beside him. He pulled out the
silver case, selected a cigarette, snapped
flame to its tip with a silver lighter.

“ ‘Here’s to woman!”” he murmured.
“ ‘Would that we could fall into her
arms without falling into her hands.””
His voice was a razor of irony. There
was a smirk on his handsome face.

Flapies lighted in Blair’s brown eyes.

“Damn you!” He started to his feet.
His hands were working convulsively.
“Is that all you’ve got to do—sit there,
gloating—"?”

Johnson picked up the Mauser.

“Let’s not let our tempers get out of
control, Blair. It might prove fatal.”
His voice was still mocking, but with a
sudden deadly undertone. “This little
pistol you took from Sam Yerxa is small
caliber, but still lethal.”

Head lowered, Blair took another
step forward. His lean jaw was tense,
his eyes blazing.

“l may take it away from you and
knock that smug smirk off your face!”
he choked.

“I wouldn’t advise trying it.” John-
son’s eyes were cold contrast to his
smiling lips. He balanced the pistol
casually in his hand, its muzzle dead on
Blair. “I know Mausers, Blair. | own
one of this same model myself, and
I've done a lot of target practice. |
can plant a slug between your eyes be-
fore you take another step.”

There was a sudden seriousness, a
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murderous sincerity, in the debonair
bookie’s usually flippant voice that
made Blair hesitate. Slowly, he sub-
sided back into his chair.

Johnson laid the gun down again.

“As to your complaints of my gloat-
ing,” he went on smoothly, as if noth-
ing had happened, “l assure you it’s
merely an avocation. | really have im-
portant business here. Gloating simply
helps to pass the time.”

The hint of a frown touched Blair’s
face. His brown eyes were puzzled.

“Important business. . . .?”

“With Ray Humphries. A little mat-
ter of seventy thousand dollars.”

Blair’s frown grew.

“Are you crazy? Helen and Ray
Humphries are the ones that tied me up.
They must have left here hours ago—"

“I know.” Johnson nodded, blew a
smoke ring. “l watched them go.”
“Then—?”

“1 think they’ll be back.” Johnson’s
smug smile radiated self-confidence.
“In fact, | can practically guarantee it.”

Blair studied him thoughtfully.

“l don't get it.”

Johnson laughed.

“1 didn’t expect you to, my dear Mis-
ter Blair. But you soon will.”

Blair was still thoughtful.

“There must be an angle | dont
know about.” He stopped short, leaned
forward. “Tell me one thing, Johnson.
Just what is the score on this seventy
grand everyone keeps talking about?
Where did it come from? Why’s every-
one so sure Ray Humpbhries has got it?”

t*"OR an instant bewilderment flicked
1 over Cecil Johnson’s face. Then, as
quickly as it had come, it was gone, and
he lay back on the davenport, roaring
with real laughter.

“You mean Helen didn’t tell you
about it?” he gasped. “That you've
been so addled with that petal-shedding
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chrysanthemum’s face and figure that
you went into this thing blindfolded?
You set yourself up as target in a shoot-
ing gallery without even knowing what
the prize was?”

Again he rocked with laughter.

Blair’s face was darkly crimson, his
voice thick.

“Have your fun!” he grated.

Johnson sobered.

“Really, Blair, I'm sorry. | didn't
realize that your brother had all the
brains in the Blair family.” He crushed
out his cigarette. “It really is quite a
story—goes back nearly five years. It
begins in Corwin.”

“Corwin?” It was Blair’s turn to
look bewildered.

“Never heard of it, eh?” Johnson
lighted another cigarette. “I’m not sur-
prised. Corwin is a little town upstate.
Helen and Ray Humphries and | all
lived there originally. | was a teller in
the local bank. So was Raj”
Humpbhries.”

“The bank the seventy grand came
from?”

Johnson nodded.

“Precisely.”

“What happened?”

“The usual thing—a robbery. Four
armed thugs marched into the bank and
cleaned the vault. Probably no one
ever would have known Ray Humphries
was their accomplice if it hadn’t been
for Anderson.”

“Anderson?”

“The cashier. He pulled a gun as
the gang was leaving. Shot one of them
in the back.”

Blair frowned.

“How does that tie up with Ray
Humphries?”

Cecil Johnson drew his cigarette’s
smoke deep into his lungs.

“Humphries always was a nervous
type,” he explained. “I’'m afraid the
excitement, and Anderson’s shooting,.
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was too much for him. He pulled his
own gun, shot Anderson dead, and ran
out of the bank carrying the suitcase-
fu! of cash the dead gangster had
dropped.”

Blair whistled.

“And they got away with it?”

“Hardly.” Johnson chuckled remi-
niscently. “Our local police chief always
had worried about the possibility of a
bank robbery, so he'd primed half-a-
dozen neighborhood businessmen al-
ways to keep their deer rifles handy.
When the alarm began ringing—An-
derson must have stepped on the but-
ton—they swarmed out of their stores
and started shooting. They turned the
bandits’ car into a sieve. Two robbers
were killed outright, and the third died
before sundown. Humphries was badly
wounded, too, but he recovered in time
to stand trial.”

ApHERE was a question on Blair’s
lean face.

“Didn’t Humphries know about these
volunteer sharpshooters the police had
planted around the bank?” he de-
manded.

Johnson nodded.

“He must have,” he confessed slowly.
“In fact, that was one of the big puzzles
about the whole thing. The only answer
we could figure out was that he knew
all the men involved, and thought they’d
be too confused and excited to do any

shooting.”

“Didn’t he explain it when they
caught him?”

“No.” Johnson shook his head,

puffed some more at his cigarette. “He
pleaded innocent. Denied the whole
thing. Insisted that the hold-up men
forced him to go along as a hostage.”

“But they convicted him?”

“Of course. OIld Tom Oglethorpe,
the bank guard, was knocked down
when the gang came in, but he saw the
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whole thing. When Anderson started
shooting, Humphries came out of his
cage and shot down Anderson. Then
he ran for the door. Half the town
saw him run for the getaway car wdth
the suitcase in his hand.”

“How far did they get?”

Johnson laughed.

“Barely three miles. Then the driver
—he was the wounded man who died
—collapsed completely.  Humphries
was found half a block from the car,
unconscious, the suitcase still in his
hand.”

“And the seventy grand?”

“Gone. The negotiable bonds were
still in the suitcase, and the small bills
from the tellers’ cages. But the real
money—the packaged cash from the
vault—had disappeared.”

“But how—"?"

Johnson leaned forward, a lilt of ex-
citement in his voice.

“That holdup car was lost for almost
ten minutes after the shooting, Blair.
Somehow, somewhere, during that time,
Ray Humphries managed to cache the
money. The police hunted everywhere
—the vacant lots, the sewers, the car
itself—but not a nickel of it ever was
found!”

Blair rubbed one lean cheek.
brown eyes were thoughtful.

“What makes you so sure Humphries

His

ever got that cash, Johnson?” he
asked.

The bookie’s handsome face was
puzzled.

“You mean—?”

“If everything except that packaged
cash was recovered, what makes you
so sure it ever left the bank in that
suitcase?” Blair leaned back, eyes nar-
rowed to bloodshot slits. “Maybe some-
body else stole it, Johnson—you, for

instance! Maybe when that robbery
came along it looked like a swell
chance—"
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The puzzlement vanished from Cecil
Johnson’s face.

Again he rocked with laughter.

“Blair,-you’re wonderfull 1 swear
you are! Your feeble mind is about as
wandering and circuitous as the po-
lice’s.”

Blair was still watching him.

“You haven’t answered my question
yet, Johnson!” he said.

Johnson’s mirth cut short.

“You arrant ass!” he sneered, lip
curling.  “Are even you fool enough to
imagine the police didn’t think of that
possibility?” He crushed out his cigar-
ette. “By sheer coincidence, however,
the bank had been examined only the
day before the robbery, so the amount
of cash on hand was known to the
penny. Within an hour after the suit-
case was recovered, and the seventy-
thousand-dollar loss discovered, every
one of us was being searched from the

skin out. Our finances were investi-
gated—our personal lives probed—"
“But no dice?”
johnson subsided.
“No. None.”

Blair eyed him speculatively.

“So what happens now?” he probed.

“Now?” Johnson had recovered his
poise. He smoothed his narrow mus-
tache, one eyebrow raised. “Isnt it
rather obvious, even to you, Blair? My
plans call for—shall we be euphemistic?
—a reapportionment of Mister Hum-
phries’ ill-gotten wealth. Lars, my as-
sistant, perhaps will get twenty-five per
cent; 1 shall have seventy-five, or
maybe all.”

“And Moe Evans?”

“Moe Evans is a blundering fool, like
yourself. In the early stages his con-
tacts inside the prison were valuable.
Now he’s useless. He gets nothing.”

A  WAVE of revulsion swept over
A Frank Blair.
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“You've got it all figured out, haven’t
you, Johnson?” he raked. There rvas
cold loathing in his voice. “You’ll dou-

ble cross ’em, one and all, friends and
enemies alike.”

“Friends?” Johnson’s voice was a
stinging scourge of scorn, his eyes blaz-
ing, his whole body taut, intense. “Do
you call such scum my friends?” His
left hand gripped the davenport’s arm
till the knuckles stood out white be-
neath the skin. He was trembling. “I
havent any friends, Blair. Not one!
That robbery washed me up! Till then,
I was a normal human being, living a
normal life. Now look at me!”

Blair said nothing. Finally, after a
moment of quivering, pregnant silence,
Johnson rushed on.

“There were four of us in the bank
the morning of that hold-up, Blair. An-
derson was killed, and Humphries sent
to prison. That left Tom Oglethorpe,
the guard, and me. Because that sev-
enty thousand was missing, the police
cross-examined us and browbeat us and
bullied us. For months we were shad-
owed everyplace we went. Finally we
couldn’t stand it any longer. Oglethorpe
retired and came here to live with his
children. 1 just quit.” He laughed
harshly. “From bank teller to book-
maker in one jump, Blair. That’s how
| travelled.”

He leaned forward, burning, intense.

“Do you wonder | intend to get that
seventy thousand, Blair? Can’t even
your thick skull absorb the reason?”
He was still trembling, breathing hard.
“For months Ive planned it—helping
Helen Humphries get a job at the Hide-
away; getting Moe Evans to use his
prison contacts to bring pressure on
Ray; lining up Lars for the strongarm
work.” Again he laughed. Slowly,
some of the tension was beginning to
drain out of him. “Now it’s coming
through. Fear for Helen made Ray
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Humphries lose his head, go over the
wall. He’ll come here, and I'll put the
pressure on him. He wont have a
chance to hold out! ”

Blair studied the debonair book-
maker.

“And ... afterwards?”

Johnson’s smug smile was almost nor-
mal. He shrugged.

“1 can afford to be generous. | shan’t
bother to turn Ray over to the police.
If he and Helen survive, they can go
their way in peace.”

It was an endless moment. Blair's
voice was suddenly low, half broken.

“You think she'll go with him?”

“Of course.” Johnson’s smirk was a
sadistic masterpiece. “Surely you have
no more illusions about that cold-
blooded little harpie?  Hasn't she
proved even to your satisfaction that
she’ll stick to her husband, against
you?”

“Her husband!” Blair tried to hold
himself in check, to fight the panic from
his voice. “Ray Humphries is her
brother, not her husband.”

rJpHE smirk on Cecil Johnson’s face
was growing, twisting, contorting.
It exploded in a ribald, riotous guffaw.

“You fool!” he choked between
spasms of laughter. “You utter, abso-
lute fool!l Not even a cop’s brother

should be so stupid!”

Red rage was like a veil over Frank
Blair’s eyes. He surged to his feet,
lunged forward.

The Mauser seemed to leap into
Johnson’s hand. The mirth dropped
away from him like a mummer's mask.
His eyes were globules of ice.

“Don’t press me, Blair!” he rapped.
“Because | may be able to use you, |'ve
treated you as if you were human. But
I assure you I’ll see you dead before
I'll let my plans be broken!”

For an instant Blair hung there,
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poised to strike, heedless of Johnson,
the gun, death itself—. But the red
rage was clearing. Muttering, he backed
away.

From the back landing came the faint
whisper of footsteps.

Johnson jerked alert.

Knuckles beat a peculiar, light tattoo
on the back door.

The ex-bank teller relaxed.

“We have visitors! ” he chuckled.

“l don’t get it.”

Blair’s lean face mirrored suspicion.

“You will.”

The swinging door from the kitchen
pushed in,upon them.

Ray Humphries stood framed in the
opening. He was breathing hard,
through his mouth. One cheek lay open,,
raked wide by a long, ugly gash. Blood
had spilled from, it to dye great streaks
of his grey prison shirt a crusty rust-
brown. His close-clipped blondish hair
was matted, awry.

Behind him loomed the gaunt
stranger from the Hideaway Club's bar,
the man called Lars. Bared teeth joined
with hollow cheeks in a ghastly death’s-
head grin, but the blue eyes were still
chipped glacial ice. The gun no longer
rested in its shoulder holster: Lars held
it in his right hand, close to Humphries’
back.

Through an eternity, it seemed, Ray
Humphries swayed there, hands work-
ing, lips atremble. He did not so much
as glance at Blair. He had eyes only
for Cecil Johnson—eyes that were liv-
ing, boiling pools of hate.

“Johnson! ”

He pronounced the name as if it were
a death sentence. Swayed forward
drunkenly as he said it. Swayed for-
ward—and lunged!

JAY INSTINCT, rather than volition,
Frank Blair's muscles acted, car-
ried him aside, out of the way of that
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mad charge.

Not so Johnson.

Self-confidence, arrogance, contempt
—superbly they blended in his gesture.

He did not so much as raise the
Mauser. Brought up, instead, his sil-
ver lighter. Snapped flame to a cigar-
ette between his lips.

But behind Humphries the gunman,
Lars, leaped forward, teeth bared, a
panther hurtling on its prey. His heavy
gun slashed out and down. Caught the
convict on the back of the head before
he was half across the floor.

Momentum carried Humphries for-
ward, but he was falling as he came. He
landed, a crumpled heap, at Cecil John-
son’s feet.

Johnson tucked away the silver
lighter. His lips twisted in their ever-
supercilious smile.

“You see?” His hand flicked out to-
ward the fallen man in an indolent little
gesture. “This is why | dont fool
around with Moe Evans and the incom-
petent trash who work for him. A man
like Lars is worth a dozen of them.”

He turned to the gunman.

“How did it go, Lars?”

The gaunt man shook his head.

“Only fair, chum. Only fair.” He
licked his thin lips. “This lamster and
his twist split up. | knew he was the
one you were hot for, so | let her go.”

Momentarily the shadow of a frown
crossed Johnson’s face. As quickly van-
ished.

“No matter. These things never go
quite according to plan in the details.”

He turned, prodded the prostrate
Humphries with his foot, first gently,
then harder.

“Time to wake up, Ray.”

Slowly, painfully, the grey-garbed
convict pulled himself to a sitting posi-
tion.

Johnson leaned forward.

“Where is it, Ray?”
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The fugitive glared up at him from
bloodshot eyes.

“Go to hell.”

“The seventy thousand you looted
from the Corwin Bank, Ray. Where is
it?”

“Go to hell.”

“l want a better answer than that,

Ray. | want to know where the money
is.”
“Go to hell.”
L/B leaned forward, gaunt face
malevolent.

“Let me ask the questions!” he
grated through bared, clenched teeth.
“I’ll get better answers!”

Johnson shook his head. His face
was still relaxed, smiling.
“No, thanks, Lars. | don’t think

that will be necessary.”

He turned back to Humphries.

“Let’s look at this sensibly, Ray.
Right now you’re in a rather unpleas-
ant spot, you know.” He paused,
puffed at his cigarette while the thought
sank in. “If I say the word you’ll never
leave here alive.”

Humphries said nothing.

“On the other hand, if you co-
operate, we may be able to make this
into a good thing for all concerned.
I’ll be recompensed a bit for the trou-
ble I*ve suffered over the years. You'll
have enough to get out of the country.
The odds are against your ever being
hunted down and extradited.”

Still no answer.

“Do you deny knowing where that
money is, Ray?”

“Of course | deny it!” Ray Hum-
phries’ trembling voice crawled with
repressed fury. “I'm not guilty of any-
thing. | never saw a nickel of that
dough. 1 didn’t even know it was gone
till 1 came to in the hospital with half
the dicks in the state working me over.”
His eyes were bright with smouldering
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fire. “As if you didn’t know! You
probably got it yourself!”

Johnson laughed softly, knocked ash
from his cigarette.

“I'm afraid your emotions are get-
ting the better part of your judgment,
Ray. | assure you | wouldnt be sit-
ting here trying to pry information out
of you if | already knew where that
money was.” He ground out his ciga-
rette in the ashtray on the coffee table.
Leaned forward once more. “Let’s try
it again: Where’s that money?”

A gutteral voice said: “That’s what
I want to know, Johnson.”

As one man, they whirled—Johnson,
Lars, Blair, Humphries.

Gun in hand, fat face cold and hard
as greasy brass, Moe Evans stood in
the doorway.

CHAPTER V

J*VF.N as he spoke, Evans was mov-

ing into the room. His eyes were
gleaming obsidian slits deep in the
greasy folds of his fat face, the big
revolver in his hand an unwavering
lethal menace. Ed Garrity and Sam
Yerxa crowded through the door be-
hind him.

Lars, the gunman, started to his feet.
His right hand flashed toward his
shoulder holster.

Ed Garrity’s mouth twisted in a
sullen snarl. He leaped across the
threshold, out from behind Moe
Evans, swinging up his own weapon as
he came. It was a double-barreled
shotgun, with the stock sawed off at the
pistol grip and the barrels cut down
to less than a foot in length.

Lars’ hand stopped in mid-flight. He
stopped dead in his tracks, as if para-
lyzed.

Moe Evans laughed harshly, jerked
the cigar from between his yellowing
teeth, spat full on the floor.
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“That stopped ’em!” He grinned
ferociously at Garrity. “Nothing like

a shotgun, eh, Ed?”

Garrity’s battered face did not
change. His dark eyes still focused,
unwinking, on the men before him.

“Yeah.” He stalked forward, cat-
footed, rammed the shotgun’s barrels
hard against Lars’ stomach. Reached
across, with his left hand, and took
the gunman’s weapon from its holster.
Weighed it, for a moment, in his palm.
Then, so fast that the eye could hardly
follow, the hand came up. Slapped
the gun with all his strength against
Lars’ head.

A coughing, choking cry welled and
died in the gaunt man’s throat. His
knees hinged under him. He crumpled
to the floor.

Garrity’s laugh was a hoarse, ani-
mal snarl. Again he stalked forward,
to Frank Blair.

“You’re quite a guy, Blair. You tied
me up good. |°d still be there if some
of the threading on them pipes wasn't
burred.”

Blair said nothing. His stomach was
drawn into a tight knot of tension, his
every muscle taut and strained.

Again Garrity’s left hand lashed out.

Blair tried to dodge, fall back, ride
with the blow.

He was too slow. The gun caught
him just below the ear. The strength
drained from him. He felt himself
pitching forward, onto his face. The
inside of his head was exploding into
a ringing jangle of agony.

“That’s enough, Ed!” Moe Evans
rapped. And then, to Cecil Johnson.
“All right. Now I’'m taking over. A
double cross can work two ways.”

“Don’t be foolish, Moe.” Johnson’s
voice was still coolly insolent. “We’re
in this thing together, even if minor
differences do occasionally arise.”

He started to his feet.
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“Siddown, you goddamn’ phoney!”
Unbelievably agile for all his weight,
the fat racketeer leaped forward. His
foot lashed out in a savage Kkick.
Caught Johnson square in the belly,
sent him reeling backward into his seat
again, retching and gasping.

Yellow teeth still bared,
whirled on Ray Humphries.

“All right, leadhead! Where’s that

Evans

dough?”
“Go to hell.”
Evans’ hand shot out.  Slap>ped

Humphries savagely on both sides of
the face.

“That’s not the answer, punk!”

He turned to his aides.

“This loogan wants to play tough.
Let him!  We’ll see how tough he is!
Go get some water boiling on that stove
in the kitchen!”

He turned again. Kicked Lars hard
in the side. Slapped viciously at John-
son.

“You two! Get Humphries on his
feet. Tie him in a chair.”

Again his foot lashed out, this time
at Blair.

“You!” Get that gooseneck lamp
over in the corner. Rig it to shine
in the punk’s eyes. We’ll see how
tough he is!”

Head still spinning, Blair stumbled
to his feet. Already Lars and Johnson
were dragging Humphries into a chair.

gL A IR choked back the nausea that

tugged at his stomach. He tottered
toward the lamp, straightened its neck
so that when turned on the full glare
would hit Ray Humphries in the face.

“Hurry up that water!” Moe Evans
was ranting. “We’ll see—"

Blair’s eyes were suddenly narrow,
canny. His fingers gripped the lamp’s
bulb, loosened it in the socket.

“Have to have another bulb, Evans.”
Desperately, Blair tried to keep his
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voice steady. “This one’s burned out.”

He snapped on the switch to demon-
strate.

“Well, get one!”
a lash of fury and contempt.
that too big a job for you?”

Blair turned back to the lamp, took
the bulb completely out of the socket.
Turned, pretending to search the
room’s fixtures for another. His right
hand slipped into his pocket. Came
out again with a penny.

“Hurry up!” Moe Evans flayed.
“This ain't an all-night job.”

Blair bent over the lamp, shielded
it with his body. His rawboned frame
was stiff with tension, his forehead
wet with chill sweat.

His trembling hand came up.
Dropped the penny into the lamp’s
socket.

There was a hiss, a crackle, a sud-
den burst of blue flame.

The lights blacked out.

For the fraction of a second the
apartment was silent. Then it echoed,
re-echoed, with a burst of shouts and
curses.

Blair hurled himself to the floor,
rolled toward the hall door.

Across the pitch-black room Sam
Yerxa said uncertainly: “l got a light.”

A match flamed between his fingers.

From the darkness to Blair’s right,
a gun roared-—again—again— again.
In the orange glare of the muzzle-blast
he could see Lars’ pale, hate-contorted
face as he squeezed the trigger.

Sam Yerxa crashed back against the
wall, his plaintive voice echoing in a
wild scream.

And on the echo, from somewhere
in the blackness, Johnson’s voice:
“Good shooting, Lars!  We’ll show the
bastards!”

Someone blazed away at the sound
of his voice, two fast shots.

Moe Evans screamed like an animal

Evan’s voice was
“Or is
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in pain.

“Stop shooting, you fools! You’'ll
kill us alll”

Blair’s fumbling fingers closed on
the doorknob, whipped the portal open.
He was through it, into the hall, in a
split second. Then away in a mad
dash, plummeting down stairs, lunging
out of the building, losing himself in
the shadows.

The night was full of the sound of
windows going up, of voices rising—
excited, hysterical.

JMLAIR sprinted down Franklin
Street to his car. Keys in hand,

he scrambled in. Stepped on the

starter. Roared off into the night.

A figure rose behind him from the
back seat’s blackness—a figure tall and
rawboned and rangy as his own, but
with hair cut short, and wearing prison
dungarees. A pistol barrel pressed into
the back of his neck.

“l thought you’d be along,” Ray
Humphries said. “You had the car
keys, so | had to chance it. That
place is going to be crawling with law
in another minute or so.”

Blair’s body stiffened, but his voice
was toneless.

“Where do you want to go?”

“Out Euclid. There’s a little un-
finished business to attend to there.”

Euclid Street was old, elm-shaded.
The houses were mostly two-story fam-
ily dwellings. The one Humphries
pointed out was like that—dirty buff,
with an ugly, scowling pillared porch in
front.

Blair pulled to the curb, opened the
door.

“0. K”

Humphries shook stubbled head.

“You’re coming too, mister.”

Blair turned to face the convict. His
lean, haggard face was somber, his
bloodshot brown eyes hard with de-
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termination.

“No.”

One word, but it had the dull finality
of a leaden hammer smashing a chip of
glass to atoms.

Ray Humphries’ head seemed to sink
down between his shoulders. His eyes
were like coals, and the gash in his
cheek gave his whole face a feral twist.
He rammed his gun hard up under
Blair’s chin.

“l said you were. You think 1°d
let you run loose to call down the cops
on me?”

Blair sat very still.

“Your wife, or sister, or whatever-
the-hell-she-is, got me into this mess,”
he said tonelessly. “For her | broke
with my own brother . . . tangled
with Johnson and Moe Evans . . .
mixed in murder and worse. | didnt
mind. | figured she was worth it.”

He sucked in a deep breath. The
bitter lines of his face etched deeper.
He went on:

“Only that wasn’t enough for her. She
couldn’t even let me go on playing the
happy sucker.” A tremor shook him
in spite of all his efforts at control.
“Lord, how she must have laughed!
Frank Blair, the simple-minded Rover
Boy! The guy she only had to rub
herself against to make him lie down
so you could hit him!”

He laughed, but it had the taste of
vinegar and gall.

“Get going!” said Ray Humphries.
He prodded the gun harder under
Blair’s chin.

“No.” Blair’s eyes were bleak as an
arctic night. “1’'m through playing sap.
From here on out, I'm looking after
myself, first and last. No more pulling
other people’s chestnuts out of the fire.
And if anyone gets in my way—" —his
lips quirked in an icy, mirthless
smile— “—blood on the moon, Hum-
phries. Just like Helen’s song says.
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Blood on the moon!”

JJUMPHRIES moved the pistol bar-

rel gently back and forth, Blair
could feel the front sight raking the
soft skin beneath his chin.

“You don't really think you can pull
out now, do you, Blair?” the convict
rasped. “Not after all this?” There
was a mad gleam in his eyes, unstable
laughter welling in his throat. “Try
to back down, Blair! Just try it!
Helen and I’ll swear your life away—
if you live to trial!” He shook his

head. “No, Blair, you’re coming along
now!”

Blair studied him. Caught the ma-
niacal glint.

At last:

“All right. What are we here for?”

The fugitive hunched forward.

“Tom Oglethorpe lives here.” His
voice trembled with fury. “He put me
in the pen, Blair. He swore he saw me
shoot Anderson, the cashier!”

“So?”

“So he lied, damn him, he lied!”
Humphries was almost sobbing. “I
didnt kill Anderson! He couldn’t
have seen me! Those hoodlums were
dragging me out of the bank, making
me carry their suitcase full of loot,
while he was still sprawling on the floor,
knocked silly, not knowing whether he
was in the bank or Timbuctoo!”

“That’s past history,” said Blair.
“What are you going to do tonight?”

“I’m going to make him tell the
truth!  1’ll kill him if he doesnt! He
knows something—Paul Kramer said so
the last time he saw me—"

“Kramer?” A sudden tension gripped
him. “When did you see him?”

“A month ago, at the prison. He was
excited—said he had a new idea. He'd
been around, interviewing Oglethorpe,
Johnson, the police, everyone—"

“What about tonight? What did he
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say then?”
Humphries stopped short. He

laughed harshly.

“So that’sit! You're trying to pump
me, trying to get me to admit | saw
him and killed him!”

He rammed the pistol against Blair’s
throat.

“Come on! We’re going in now!”

Blair stumbled from the car. He
clung to the door, swaying a little.
“That last wallop I got . . .” he mut-

tered half aloud. “My head keeps

spinning. . . .
Humphries was beside him, prodding.
“Goon. You first.”

Blair straightened, turned toward the
house.

“What after this, Humphries?” His
eyes were cold, narrowed. “Where do
we go then?”

The convict smiled. It was like a
hungry tiger licking his chops.

“Then we’ll see Dave Randolph,” he
said softly. “Dave was prosecutor at
my trial. | think he knows a few things
too. He’s here for the bar association
convention, staying at the State.
Helen’s there now, keeping him on ice
for us.”

“But—"

Again the prodding gun.

“Get moving!”

ANpHEY went up the walk toward the
porch. Blair was swaying a little.
“That last wallop . . .” he muttered
again. He clutched at the porch steps’
newel post for support, tottering. His
knees gave under him. He started to
slump to the ground.

Ray Humphries jumped forward to
catch him.  Worestled with him, gripping
him under the arms.

Blair’s right knee drove up into the
convict’s crotch in a sledge-hammer
blow. His head snapped back under
Humphries’ chin with a butting crack
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of contact like a breaking branch.

Humphries’ scream would have torn
the nerves of a slaughter-house Killer.
He pitched to the ground, lay writhing.

Blair snatched up his gun. It was
the same snub-nosed, crack-gripped
Mauser 6.35 he had taken from Sam
Yerxa hours earlier.

The house door opened.
peered blearily out.

“Wh’us up?” His voice was high,
nasal.

For an instant Blair hesitated. Then:

“You Tom Oglethorpe?”

The man in the doorway shook his
head.

“Uh-uh. He’s my pa.
asleep.”

Blair took a deep breath.

“This man’s an escaped convict.”
He jerked his head toward Humphries.
“1 believe your father testified at his
trial. We think he was prowling around
here, looking for a chance to get re-
venge. If it wouldn’t be too much
trouble for your father to identify
him—”

The man in the doorway was bleary
no longer.

“Must be Ray Humphries,
Bring him in. 1'll wake pa.”

Together they climbed the stairs to
the second floor, Blair dragging Hum-
phries bodily behind him.

Tom Oglethorpe proved to be a bald,
red-faced, bulbously fat man in an old-
fashioned nightshirt. He came awake
noisily and with difficulty.

“Eh? Eh? What is all this?” He
was puffing like a whale. He fumbled
at a night stand beside the bed. “Who
are these people, son? You know |
can’t see a thing without my glasses—"

“Here they are, Pa.” Oglethorpe’s
son handed over a pair of ancient, steel-
rimmed spectacles. “Ray Humphries
escaped. They want you to tell ’em if
this is him.”

A man

He’s upstairs

huh?
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The old man finally got the glasses

adjusted.

“Eh? Sure, that’s Ray. Mighty
rough customer.” He peered up at
Blair. “Who’re you?”

“I’'m one of the men hunting Hum-
phries.” Blair sat down on the edge of
Oglethorpe’s bed. “You were the one
who identified him at the original trial,
arent you?”

“Sure, that’s right.” The old man
swelled visibly. “Forty years, | was
guard at the Corwin Bank. Then these
fellas come in. Rough bunch, too.
Knocked me down, broke my glasses—"

Blair went taut.

“—rushed off into the vault. Then
Anderson shot one of 'em. Humphries,
here, come runnin’ out an’ shot An-
derson—"

p»LAIR gripped the old man’s arm.
His lean face was aglow with ex-
citement.

“How’d you know it was Hum-
phries?”

“Eh? How’d | know?”
was indignant. His face grew red.
saw him, didn’t 1?”

Blair’s voice cut like a knife.

“You said those thugs knocked you
down and broke your glasses. To-
night, right here, you said you couldn’t
see a thing without them. So how’d
you pick out Ray Humphries?”

The old man snorted.

“Y’ sound like a lawyer!” he ranted
belligerently. “Don’t you think I know
what I'm talking about? You’re as
bad as them lawyers at the trial.”

“But how’d you pick him out?”

“By his coat, natcherly.” The old
man’s indignation was increasing by
leaps and bounds. “Just ‘cause | can’t
see little things, an’ faces, so good don’t
mean | cant pick somebody out. Ray
Humphries always wore a black alpaca
coat in the bank.”

Oglethorpe
“I
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Blair stared at him in stunned, un-
believing silence.

“You mean . . . you mean you testi-
fied a man into prison because he wore
a black coat?”

“It ain’t as bad as it sounds, mister,”
Oglethorpe’s son defended. “Nobody
never thought about pa’s glasses bein’
broke while the trial was goin’ on, but
I can see how it hits you. Only every-
body in Corwin knew that black coat of
Rays. . . .”

“But somebody else could have been
wearing it!” Blair burst out. “Or
maybe it was just an ordinary dark
coat—"

“Uh-uh.  Oglethorpe’s son shook
his head. “First place, Pa wasn’t the
only one saw Humphries. Half the
town watched him run out of that bank
with the money. He was wearin’ his
coat. An’he dropped his gun—the one
he always kept in his cage—there in
the bank. The state police had an ex-
pert that said it was the one that shot
Anderson.”

A frown furrowed Blair’s forehead.

“Somebody else might have—"

“Who?” exploded Tom Oglethorpe
from the bed. “Just tell me that, young
fellal Who was there to wear a coat,
or shoot a gun, or anything else?”

“Well—"

“Nobody, that’swho! ” The old man
was puffing, his face redder than ever,
his bald pate gleaming. “There wasn't
nobody there but me an’ Anderson an’
Humphries an’ Johnson!”

Blair jumped.

“Johnson!  Where was he?”

Both Oglethorpes rocked with sud-
den laughter.

“You’d know where he was if you'd
had to pull him out of his cage, mister! ”
the oldster said finally. “He was hidin’
like a scared rabbit. When the trial
come up, he claimed he’d never even
stuck his nose out. He didnt even
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testify.”

“But he could have—"

“Look, mister,” the younger Ogle-
thorpe interrupted nasally. “I ain’t try-
in” to tell you your business, but you
just ain’t makin’ sense. Why would
Johnson—or anyone else but Humph-
ries—want to shoot Anderson? | can
see him stealin’ the money, maybe—but
why shoot anybody? It just don’t make
sense.”

“Besides,” his father broke in, “the
money’s gone. If Johnson had took it,
it’d’ve turned up. Them police searched
every inch of that bank. Only one had
a chance to get away with it was
Humphries, an’—”

JAOWNSTAIRS, a doorbell rang.

“Reckon | better go,” the young-
er Oglethorpe apologized. “My wife
ain’t dressed fit.” He shuffled out of
the room.

Blair’s face was a study in puzzle-
ment.

“There wasn’t anyone else in the
bank while the holdup was going on?
Not anyone?”

Old Tom Oglethorpe snorted his dis-
gust. He flopped heavily about in his
bed.

“I told you—"

“But are you sure?” Blair badgered
him. “Couldn’t there have been—"

“Look, young fellal” Old Ogle-
thorpe was bellicose, scowling. “The
only other person in that whole bank all
durin’ the holdup was Dave Randolph,
the county prosecutor. He was off in
the safety deposit room lookin’ over
some papers—didn’t even know about
the holdup till afterwards. He was
locked in all the time, an’ he didn’t
come out, an he’s such a little squidgeon
of a fella that even my poor eyes
couldn’t of mixed him up with Ray
Humphries!”

“Then—"
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“Maybe you’d like to say it was me
shot Anderson an’ got all that money!”
The old man was glaring and puffing,
bald pate angrily aglitter. “You act
just like them state police did after the
robbery. Houndin’ me, pesterin’ me,
followin’ me, till | finally got sick of it
an’retired. If it warn’t for my boy—"

It was sharp, that sound that cut in
upon them. Like an automobile back-
firing, or a not-too-large firecracker go-
ing off. At first Blair thought it was a
car in the street outside. Three times
it came, echoing and re-echoing through
the open window.

A fit of coughing seemed to convulse
old Tom Oglethorpe. He heaved spas-
modically in the bed, clutching at his
throat. His red face wore a startled
look.

Then, eyes open, staring, he slumped
sidewise. His hand fell away from his
throat. Blood rilled from where the
hand had been, three red rivulets cours-
ing down to dye his sleazy cotton night-
shirt crimson.

Not till then did Frank Blair realize
what was happening. He leaped to his
feet, lunged for the window. The Mau-
ser was in his hand.

The window opened onto the porch
roof. A shadowy, unidentifiable figure
was disappearing over the edge.

Blair let go three quick shots, strad-
dled the windowsill.

Footsteps were pounding on the
stairs. The house echoed with bellow-
ing voices.

“Stop him!” young Oglethorpe
shrilled nasally. “He’s killed pa!”

Blair whirled.

A hurtling body knocked him sprawl-

ing. It was Ray Humphries. He slid
for the porch’s edge. Vanished over
the side.

A heavy gun roared in the bedroom,
kicked up dust and splinters from the
porch roof’s shingles.
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Blair jerked back. He glimpsed a
solid, savage figure — a swart face,
strain-molded, beneath a dark snap-
brim hat. Caught the harsh cacophony
of a dread familiar voice.

“It’s Humphries! My kid brother!
Get 'em!”

Blair hurled himself toward the roof’s
edge. Snatched at it as he went over,
barely enough to break his fall. Stum-
bled off, dodging and twisting, in one
mad dash. A leaden hail sang a death
song in his wake.

He stopped, finally, at Kemper
Street, to crouch in the shadows and
wait for a bus. He was staggering with
weariness, and his clothes were in rags,
and his face was puffed and battered
as a losing fighter’s at the end of a hard
twelfth round.

But there was a terrible cold intensity
in his red-rimmed brown eyes. His lean
face was chiseled in granite lines as he
checked his Mauser automatic’s maga-
zine.

When a late-cruising cab came by, he
flagged it down.

Bone-weary, he sank back in the seat.
But his voice was grim menace, incar-
nate, as he directed the driver:

“Make it the State Hotel, friend, and
quick! Ive got a date with a lady!”

CHAPTER VI

rJ"HE State’s lobby was a forest of
marble pillars, the desk an ornate

mahogany sanctum for smugly urbane

dignitaries masquerading as clerks.

Blair went in the side entrance.

An alcove hid a row of house phones.
By using one of them, Blair learned—
without revealing his own bedraggled
condition—that David Randolph oc-
cupied room 819.

Two minutes later he was knocking
on 819’s door.

It opened a grudging six inches. An
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aging, irascible-looking little ferret of
a man glared out at Blair. Despite the
hour, the man was fully dressed save
for hat and coat. He even wore a vest,
though unbuttoned.

“Well?” he snapped testily.

Blair stared coldly back at him.

“I'm looking for a young lady—a

Miss Helen Humphries. | was told 1°d
find her in this room.”
“Well, she’s not here.” The occu-

pant’s voice was crusty as his face. “My
name’s Dave Randolph. This is my
room.”

He started to slam the door shut.

Blair’s foot got in the way. He stiff-
armed the door wide. The little man
reeled wildly backward, off balance and
half falling.

Ignoring him, Blair strode to the
bathroom. It was empty. So was the
closet, the space beneath the bed.

Bristling, Randolph darted toward
the phone.

Blair cut him off.

The little man was quivering. His
voice trembled with rage.
“What dyou want, young man?

What dyou mean, forcing your way in
here—"

“1’'m after information.” Blair spoke
curtly. “Four or five years ago you
prosecuted a man named Ray Humph-
ries for murder and bank robbery. To-
night that man went over the state pris-
on wall. He and the girl, this Helen
Humphries, are hunting for you. The
girl was supposed to be ‘keeping Ran-
dolph on ice’ right now.”

The little man shifted uneasily. His
pinched, sharp-featured face wore a
frown.

“l remember the case. Humphries
swore vengeance on all of us.” He hes-
itated. “He’s out now, you say?”

Blair nodded.

Randolph paced the floor in short, er-
ratic steps.
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“Been out all evening,” he explained.
“1’'m here for the bar association con-
vention. Tonight some of us got to-
gether for a little poker game.”

Blair remained silent.

The little man brought his pacing to
a halt. Tension was accentuating the
sharpness of his features, stamping wor-
ry in every line.

“We better see Judge Whitney. He’s

here too, just down the hall. Humph-
ries swore he’d get him, too.”
“Good enough. Let’s go.”
Whitney had room 831. Blair and

Randolph joined in beating a tatto on
his door.

No answer.

Anxiety crept into Randolph’s frown.

“He should be in,” he muttered. “He
came back with me.”

Again they knocked.

No answer.

Blair glanced up at the transom. It
was open.

“I’'m going in,” he said. He perched
precariously on the doorknob. Squirmed
on up'and through.

TT WAS dark in the room. Blair fum-
bled for the light switch, snapped it
on.

The room was empty.

Blair opened the door, admitted Ran-
dolph.

“You're sure the judge came back
when you did?” he demanded. “He
didn’t stop off downstairs, or any-
thing?”

The little man shook his head.

“No. | saw him right to this door.”
He was stubbornly insistent.

Blair frowned.

“l better look around.”

He tried the closet. It was empty.

He moved on to the bathroom.
Stopped short.

There was a man in the bathroom, a
big man, still fully dressed, with a bushy
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mane of snow-white hair. He lay on
his face on the tile floor, spread-eagled.
A puddle of blood had seeped from be-
neath his body.

In spite of himself, Blair tottered.
But it was not the man, nor the sight
of death, that gripped him.

Dave Randolph pushed past him,
craning to see. Stopped short, as Blair
had done before him.

“He’s dead! The judge is dead!”
The little man’s voice was a hoarse,
panic-ridden whisper.

Blair gritted his teeth, fought back
his own emotions. He gripped the
other’s thin shoulders.

“Hold it, Randolph!
your top!”

But now the little man was follow-
ing Blair’s gaze, seeing what Blair saw.
He jerked free, tugged at the thing
clenched in judge Whitney’s clammy
hand, red as the blood that seeped from
beneath the body.

“A corsage! ” he exclaimed.
der ..

“Then don’t.” Frank Blairs voice
was harsh, his face stony. “It’s Helen
Humphries! | gave it to her myself.. .
earlier.” In spite of all he could do,
his voice broke.

Randolph stared at him, eyes curious.

“You gave it to her?”

“Yes.” Blair’s shoulders were sag-
ging, his stomach a gnawing pain in his
middle. He reached out. “Let’ have
it.”

As if on springs, the other leaped
away.

“No, you don’t!” he cried. His
pinched features were aglow with ex-
citement. “The police are the only ones
who’ll get this corsage!”

“Don’t be a damn’
started forward.

Don’t blow

“1 won-

fool!” Blair

"J'HE little mans hand flashed down
to his vest pocket. Jerked up again,
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clutching a tiny gun with a borer that
seemed as big as a cannon’s.

“Stand back!” His voice was like a
whipcrack, his sharp face taut. “This
derringer of Judge Whitney’s will blow
a man apart at ten feet!”

Blair halted. His face was working
convulsively.

“You didn’t think | was going along
with you on all this, did you?” Ran-
dolph taunted. “I haven’t been a prose-
cutor all these years for nothing! |
came with you just so | could get a
weapon. Now you’ll stay here while |
call the police!”

He picked up the phone.

Blair’s hands were sweaty. He
rubbed them against the sides of his
trousers. His red-rimmed brown eyes
were focused on the gun.

“Operator?” the little man was say-
ing. “This is Room 831. Please get
some police up here at once. | have
a suspicious prowler.”

Blair edged forward.

Randolph hung up the phone.

“Oh, no, you don’t!” he cried again.
He backed away, till his spindling frame
leaned against the hall door. The der-
ringer in his hand stabbed at Blair.
“One step closer, sir, and 1’1l blow you
apart!”

Blair started to turn away.

“Stop that!” The other’s eyes were
sparkling feverishly. “Face me, and
keep your hands out in front of you,
or I’ll fire!”

Slowly, cautiously, Blair backed
away till he was against the farthest
wall, next to the window. Out of the
corner of his eye he could see the fire
escape.

“Don’t make any mistakes!” Ran-
dolph warned. He waved the derringer.
“l know there’s a fire escape out that
window, but you’d make a very inviting
target on the sill, sir. My bullet would
beat you. You'll be much better oft to
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wait for the police!”
Every nerve, every muscle, of Frank
Blair’s rawboned body was taut with

strain. His face was pale beneath its
tan and stubble. He stared at the
strange little man across the room.

Thought of the Mauser automatic in
his own belt. Wondered if he could
snatch it out before Randolph could
fire.

From the hall came a faint buzz of
voices, a slither of feet.

Sweat stood out on Blair’s forehead.
He stiffened, even tighther than before.
Forced himself to laugh aloud.

The other’s eyes were wary.

“No tricks, now! ” he warned.

Hard knuckled beat an official roll
on the door.

Blair half turned toward the window.

“So long!” he chuckled, but there
were cold chills beneath his mirth.

“I’ll shoot!” The little man was
fumbling with the door latch.

Again Blair laughed.

“Don’t bother. You wouldn* hit any-
thing.” He gestured toward the der-
ringer Randolph held. “You said it
yourself. That’s a gambler’s gun. It’ll
blow a man apart—at ten feet! But
derringers are single shot, and beyond
ten feet—I’m fifteen at least—it’s pure
luck if you even come near me!”

The knuckles outside the door rapped
louder. There was the click of a key
being inserted in the lock.

Randolph’s jaw dropped. For an in-
stant his eyes fell to the murderous little
weapon in his hand.

JN THAT instant, a prayer in his

heart, Blair hurled himself bodily
through the window, arms wrapped
about his head to ward off the splinter-

ing glass.
Behind him, the derringer roared.
Half running, half falling, Blair

lunged down the fire escape.
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Overhead, another gun opened fire.
Blair heard the slug scream off the
railing close beside him.

An open window loomed on the next
landing. Blair leaped through it. Stum-
bled across a littered floor. In the dark-
ness inches away, a woman screamed.
A man roared incomprehensible, sleep-
smothered words.

Blair cursed, snatched open the door.
He darted off down the hall. Plum-
meted down interior stairs all the way
to the basement. Then up again, out
into an alley exit.

He scrambled into a cab two streets
over, motioned the driver closer with a
confidential air.

“l got in a fight in a bar,” he ex-
plained. “My girl ran out on me. |
think she took a cab. | want to find
her.”

“What’s she look like?”

“A looker.” Blair made elaborate
anatomical motions. “A blonde, wear-
ing a scarlet evening gown. Bare shoul-
ders—”

The cabby laughed.

“That’ll be a cinch. She’ll stand out
like a sore thumb. We’ll start hittin’
the stands.”

The third cabstand carried the pay-
dirt. A stubble-faced driver remem-
bered the run:

“Yeah. This dame acted scared. She
went out on one of them twisty streets
off Buenavista—"

“Paul Kramer’s!” Blair’s eyes were

gleaming. “l know the place. Let’s
barrel it!”
Kramer’s home was black again. No

lights showed anywhere on the prem-
ises.

Blair ran around to the rear of the
house, tried the study door. It was
locked. But a smart blow shattered one
of the tiny diamond panes of glass in a
window. Through it he manipulated
the catch. A moment later was inside.
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Silently, he crept through the dark,
deserted rooms. There was no one on
the entire ground floor.

Blair frowned.

“If she isn’t here. . . .

He pushed back the thought, moved
cautiously toward the stairs. A stray
streak of sullen light touched the tele-
phone on its table by the front door.

The trace of a grim smile touched
Blair’s lips. He opened his pocket
knife, snipped off the cords.

“No more interruptions. . . .

Still in silence, he crept up the stairs.

A glimmer of light down the hall
caught his eye.

Like one of night’s owm shadows, he
moved toward it.

The light came from a near-shut
door. It was erratic, elfin, firefly-like.

On tiptoe, Blair approached, peered
into the room. It was a shambles. The
bed had been torn up, the contents of
drawers dumped helter-skelter, the
rugs thrown back.

Again the light. A flashlight, play-
ing from the portion of the room Blair
could not see. The beam darted about
the room like a living thing, probing,
exploring, casting a thousand eldritch
shadows.

IT WAS moving toward Blair slowly,

that flashlight. He could tell it from
the beam’s increasing strength, from
the shortening of its orbit. He opened
his mouth, breathed through it, fearful
lest the very sound of it in his nostrils
should betray him. His hand wrapped
round the butt of the Mauser in his
belt, brought it out into the open. His
thumb eased off the safety.

The light moved away again, off
toward the far side of the room. But
it was advancing down the room, also,

for now Blair could almost see its
bearer.
Another step forward . . . an-
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other . . .

And then, suddenly, Blair’s heart
was pounding, leaping within him like
a startled buck till he could scarce be-
lieve it was not echoing through the
hallway like a throbbing jungle drum.

“Helen!”

It was soundless, that exclamation.
A thought, more than a spoken word.
A thought, and a knife twisting in
Frank Blair’s vitals.

Hesitant, the girl stood there. Her
brows’ smooth curve was drawn, dis-
torted, her lovely face a worried oval
in the gloom. She still wore the scarlet
gown, but now the corsage of red roses
was gone, torn away.

Slowly, she turned, the gold of her
hair a rippling hood to brush the white
softness of bare shoulders as she
searched the room with the flashlight.
Her back was towards Blair.

Gently, he pushed the door open.
Stepped noiselessly inside. Eased the
door to behind him.

He let the latch click shut.

The girl whirled. Her ripe lips were
parted, her grey eyes fear-distended.
The flashlight’s beam struck Blaim full
in the face, blinded him. But he held
the Mauser up, ready, pointed at where
he knew she stood behind the glare.

The breath of a whisper:

“Frank!”

He nodded.

“Right.”

She flicked the light down, out of his
eyes. Saw the pistol. Stared up at Blair,
bewildered.

Again he nodded.

“That’s right. A gun.
on the trigger.”

“But—but why?”

He laughed harshly under his breath.

I’'m leaning

“What gall!” There was wonder in
his tone. “You’ve got the nerve to ask
me!”

“But—but—"
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He shook his head.

“It won’t wash, Helen. Not any
more.” His voice was flat. “Getting me
up to your place so Humphries could
slug me—that was too much. | went
along, up to there, because | couldn’t
see anything but you, and loving you.
But that slugging—it did the trick. It
opened my eyes.”

“He’s my brother, Frank!” Her voice
was a cry of anguish, throbbing with
emotion. “He was afraid of you, afraid
you’d turn him in. He couldn* trust
you like | did. Remember, your broth-
er is a detective—"

“Your brother!” The words were a
whiplash of scorn. Blair’s teeth were
bared in a savage sneer. “There seems
to be quite a bit of question about that
relationship, Helen. Remind me to look
it up sometime. If you’re telling the
truth, I’ll come around to the women’s
pen and apologize to you.”

“To the pen?” Her free hand flew up
to the white column of her throat. Her
lips were trembling. “Frank—"

“To the women’s pen!” he repeated.
His lean face was a hard mask of fury.
“Or didn’t you know they send even
beautiful women to the pen for murder
sometimes? We don’t have the death
penalty here any more, but we do put
our murderers out of the way!”

“Murder!”  She pronounced the
word as if it were a loathesome thing,
as if a creature of slime and filth and
degradation had brushed against her.

“Murder!” His eyes were gleaming.
“Judge Whitney kept a little memento
of your visit, Helen. The roses—re-
member?”

O 'ER body jerked as from an electric
4 shock. Involuntarily her eyes
darted down to the bodice of her gown,
the bare bodice that bore a corsage no
longer.
“Frank!

You can’t believe it!”
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The panic was rising in her throat, her
eyes agleam with fear. “l must have
lost the roses. | never even saw Judge
Witney—"

“Ray Humpbhries said you were go-
ing to see Dave Randolph.” He was
relentless, inexorable as fate itself. “A
cabby remembered picking you up
there, bringing you here.”

“But | didn’t see Randolph, or Whit-
ney either.” She faltered, stunned, des-
perate. “They werent at the State
when | got there. | waited for a while,
finally gave it up—"

“Could be.” Again he laughed
harshly. “Twelve good men and true
will decide.”

Abruptly, his left hand moved in a
gesture that took in the chaos of the
room.

“Looking for something?”

There were thin lines of dejection and
fatigue about her mouth, her eyes.

“Yes. Kramer’s papers.” Her voice
was an echo of despair. “He saw Ray
a month ago, told him he had some new
idea. | was sure he’d have a record of
it, some evidence. But it isn’t here, or
in his office, either, or the study down-
stairs.”

From the street outside came the
faint sound of a car sliding to a halt. A
motor cut off.

Blair moved swiftly to the nearest
window, glanced out.

The car was a dark sedan. A man
was getting out of it—a chunky, solid
man in dark snap-brim hat and topcoat.
He turned, as Blair watched, and start-
ed up the walk.

Blair swung back. His lips were
twisted in a mirthless smile.

“The police department is giving
service these days,” he said. “I wont
have to worry about figuring out a way
to turn you in without getting nailed
myself. My brother’s coming up the
walk now.”
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Helen Humphries reeled back as if
he had struck her a physical blow. Her
pale face mirrored sudden shock.

“Frank! You wouldnt!”
Blair’s face was cold and hard as
granite.

“Wouldnt 1?7 What did you expect
me to do?”

She stared at him, half stunned, her
lovelv face sagging in horror.

“But Frank—1!”

“Forget it!” he lashed. “For you, |
got into this. Right now, this minute,
there’s probably a ‘shoot on sight’ order
out on me. My own brother’s turned
against me; he'd kill nie now, if he got
the chance.” He choked on the words.
A chill of emotion ran through him, as
if an icy blast had struck him, naked.

“But what good will this do?” she
whispered. “It won't help you—"

The seizure passed. Again his face
was granite hard.

“It'll do plenty, baby. First I'm
turning you in—you, and Ray Hum-
phries. After that I'll work my way
out of it, somehow, sometime.” His
red-rimmed eyes were glowing coals of
hate. "l may not make it, Helen. |
know that. Maybe the law will gun me
down before | get a chance. But at
least I’ll have the satisfaction of know-
ing that I've done what | could to pay
for letting you and that killer you run
with make fools of me. That'll make it
easier, lots easier.”

VER so faintly, he caught the sound
of someone fumbling at the front
door’s lock.

“Get going, Helen. Meet him as he
comes in, like a lady—".

“l wont!” Her body was tense, her
white shoulders gleaming. Her breath
came in little gusts. “You can’t make
me, Frank! If you try to, I'll tell him
you’re here, bring him up after you—"

Blair’s smile was bleak as glacial ice.
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He shook his head.

“No, Helen. No you won’t.” His
eyes were locked with hers. “You see,
I've got Ray Humphries, Helen—got
him put away in a spot only | know
about. In an icebox, Helen, a big com-
mercial icebox. There’s no ice, so he
won't freeze, and he’s got air enough for
maybe two hours. If I'm not back by
then. . . .

“It’s not true! You wouldnt—" Her
voice was a hoarse cry of torment.

“Maybe not, baby.” He was still
smiling. “If it’s a bluff, you can call
me. Just turn me in, too, like you said.
They’ll probably sentence us togeth-
er. ..."

She was moving toward him, then,
fighting the anguish, the weariness, the
strain from her face as she came. She
was lovely, ethereally lovely. Her pale
face was uplifted, grey eyes glistening
in adoration, red lips ripe, half-parted.
Her slim fingers touched his lapels, his
cheeks. The lithe poem in flesh that
was her body insinuated itself against
him.

“No, Frank.” She shook her head
as she said it, and the gold of her hair
shimmered even in the semi-darkness
like moonlight on the sea. Her whisper
was a caress, her fingers cool ecstasy,
her body soft, lush, inviting. “No.
You wont turn me in. We mean too
much to each other to have it end that
way. We’ll forget all this . . . turn
loose my brother, let him go his way.

We’'ll go ours . .. far, far away,
Frank, where we can start over
again. . . .”

Blair’s lips were dry as bone, the skin
over his cheeks taut as a drumhead.
Cold sweat was standing out all over
his body; it seemed, almost, that he
could even smell its sharp stench. His
muscles were twitching, the wveins in
his temples and throat throbbing, his
heart pounding like a voodoo drum.
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There was a humming in his ears, a
numbness to his fingers. His eyes were
wide and wild, the pupils dilated, great
spotches of bloodshot white about the
iris brown.

“. . .but we mustnt stand here
now. Frank. We’ve got to hurry—"

He rammed the Mauser’s muzzle
hard into her navel.

“God damn you, you tart, get going! ”
His voice was something alien—ragged,
harsh, unreal. “Get going, before |
blow your belly through your back-
bone !”

CHE stumbled back, away from him.

Her eyes were wide, unbelieving,
her face drawn into a twisted mask. A
sob choked her.

“Get going! ” he lashed again. “Now,
while you’ve got the chance. Run out
of here, down the stairs, like you didn’t
know Ai was there. Act shocked. Con-
vince him he’s trapped you.”

Blindly, tears streaming, she turned.
Drove herself out of the room, down
the hall.

Light gushed from the stairwell.

For a moment the girl hesitated,
shoulders shaking, as if unable to mas-
ter her own body. Then, gathering up
her skirt, she darted down the stairs.

Blair followed her to the edge of the
hallway’s shadows. He peered down.
Saw his brother standing there, gun in
one hand, crumpled corsage in the
other, swart face savagely triumphant.

“Stop!” Al Blair barked the word.

The girl came up short. One hand
flew to her throat in an instinctive little
gesture of panic. Every line, every
curve, mirrored sudden shock. She
stared at the detective as if she could
not conceive of his being here.

“I figured you’d be here!” Al Blair’s
voice was clear, harsh, vindictive. “No
hack-driver could forget that dress.”
He stalked closer to Helen Humphries.
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Shook the wilted flowers in her face.
“You dragged my brother down into
the gutter, you tramp, but by God,
you’re going to pay for it! I only wish
they could hang you. . .

Upstairs, Frank Blair lurched back,
fighting down the sobs that welled to
choke him. He felt as if the blood had
been drained from his veins, the life
from his heart.

“Thank God that’s over!” he mum-
bled aloud.

He jerked, then, like a puppet on a
string.

An icy voice said:

“Not yet, chum. It aint over yet.
You’re cornin’ with me.”

CHAPTER VII

JALAIR knew that voice, knew it all

too well. He tried to keep the sud-

den tension from his own.

“What is this, Lars?”
to turn.

“Keep your eyes ahead, chum, till
| tell you different!” The gaunt gun-
man’s voice came like the crack of a
whip. Black menace shrouded every
word. “You don’t catch me sticking a
rod against your back so you can take
it away from me, or letting you see
right where I’'m standing for a fast trig-
ger play.”

Blair froze in his tracks as if turned
to stone. He licked his cracking lips,
swallowed through a throat all at once
too small.

He started

“0O.k., Lars. Take it easy. | wont
give you an argument.”

“You better be sure you don’t,
chum.” There was something deadly,

murderous, in the hoodlum’s tone that
somehow made Blair think of a cobra
given human voice. “My nerves ain’t
so good tonight, and you’re too full of
smart tricks to suit me.” He laughed
briefly, like a saw hitting a rusty nail.
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“Some stunt that was, putting the lights
on the fritz back there at the Hum-
phries’ twist’s place. It saved my neck,
chum, but it didn’t make me want to
take chances with you.”

“Well, what do you want me to do?”

Blair made his voice impatient. “Just
stand here till morning?”
“Let’s not be funny, chum.” There

was no amusement in Lars’ tone. “Just
walk over, slow, till you’re about three-
four feet from the wall. And do it
careful. Il be right behind you.”

Wooden-faced, Blair obeyed.

“Now cross your feet and stick up
your mitts.”

Again Blair did so.

“Fall forward against the wall, so
your hands are holding you up.”

“But—"

“Do as | say!” The gunman’s voice
dripped cold menace. “I wouldnt of
lived this long if 1°d taken chances.”

Blair let himself tip forward.

“l cant hold this pose long,” he
grated. “My weight’s on my arms,
and—"

Lars chuckled mirthlessly.

“You can hold it long enough, chum.”
His feet whispered on the hall carpet.
Then his hand probed Blair’s armpits,
his waist, his crotch, his legs. He took
the Mauser from Blair’s belt, the jack-
knife from his trousers pocket. Again
his feet slithered, as he moved away.
“All right, Blair. You can straighten
up now.”

Blair struggled into a standing posi-
tion again. His eyes were angry.

“What now, Lars?”

“We leave. | got a car down the
block.”

In silence they descended the stairs,
moved out of the house, and down the
street.

The car proved to be a battered road-
ster.

“You’re driving,” Lars said. His left
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hand dug into his coat pocket, came out
with a pair of handcuffs. “Here. Lock
yourself to the wheel.”

He tossed the cuffs to Blair. In
spite of his search, he still kept his dis-
tance. His blue eyes were cold and
wary, his gaunt face taut with strain.
The big gun in his hand never wavered.

“But how can | drive—?”

“You’ll manage. There’s play enough
for that.”

He held his distance while Blair
opened the car door, looped the cuffs
under the steering wheel’s spokes, and
snapped them shut on his wrists. Only
then did the gunman walk around the
car, climb in the other side, put the key
in the lock.

“Just to keep you from gettin’ ideas,
chum”—he bared his teeth in an ugly
grin— “the story books are full of
people wrecking cars to get away from
guys with guns.” His blue eyes nar-
rowed. “It won’t work with me. You
drive by the traffic rules. The first
time you get over forty, or swerve an
inch, | put a slug through you. Got
it?”

Stiffly, Blair nodded.

“All right, then. Let’s go.”

“Where to?”

“Leave that to me. Il tell you when
to turn.”

T HEY ended up, finally, down close

to the river. At Lars’ order, Blair
parked behind a warehouse’s gloomy
bastions. The gunman got out, again
walked round the car, unlocked the
cuffs, and then stood back while Blair
climbed down.

Then, Blair ahead, still in taut si-
lence, they walked down among the
rickety small boat docks that lined the
river.

“This is the one,” Lars said. “Go on
out.”

It was not quite so rickety as the
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others, this dock. There was a house-
boat moored at its end. Yellow light
gleamed in the boat’s windows.

Together, they walked out on the
dock. Fog hung low here—now wisps,
now billowing clouds. The air was cold
and wet, and reeking with river smells
of damp earth and vegetation and de-
cay.

“Get on board and inside the cabin,”
Lars commanded. “lI ain’t taking
chances on you jumping in the river,
chum.”

Blair leaped to the tiny deck. Opened
the door.

Cecil Johnson whirled to face him,
snatching a sawed-off shotgun from his
topcoat’s pocket as he turned.

“Oh. You.” The debonair bookie’s
face relaxed. “Where’s Lars?”

“Right here, chum. Right behind
him.” The gaunt gunman moved into
the cabin.

“Good.” Johnson smiled thinly. “I
trust you searched our friend before you
brought him here?”

“Sure. Here’s his rod.”
Blair’s Mauser to the other.

“Good,” Johnson repeated. He
weighed the pistol in his hand. His
eyes were thoughtful. “This is much
handier than that sawed-off shotgun |
managed to salvage back at Helen’s
apartment.” He thrust the big weapon
back into his topcoat pocket. Stripped
off the coat itself and tossed it onto a
corner bunk to the left of and behind
Blair. “Well, shall we get down to
business?”

Blair glanced around the room. It
was about fifteen by twenty-five, and
surprisingly well-furnished and com-
fortable. There were even attractive-
ly shaded electric lamps, and a tele-
phone on a corner stand.

Johnson caught the surprise in Blair’s
eyes.

“Cozy, isnt it?”

Lars tossed

He smoothed his
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thin line of mustache with an air of
pride. “lI*ve found it a very pleasant
retreat. As you can see, |'ve even
taken the trouble to have light and
phone lines run out the dock, the way
they do in trailer camps.”

Lars interrupted:

“This aint no time to play games,
chum. You wanted this loogan for a
reason. Let’s get down to it.”

Johnson nodded, dropped into an
easy chair. He waved the crack-gripped
Mauser at Blair like an admonishing
forefinger.

“l agree with Lars, Blair. It’s time
we got on with business. What have
you found out about Ray Humphries’
cache?”

Blair stared at him.

“Are you crazy, Johnson? | don’t
know anything about it. | never have.”

L%noved up beside him, gave him

a shove that sent him sprawling
back into a chair.

“Can that stuff, chum.”
man’s voice was a harsh rasp. His
blue eyes sparkled dangerously. “I
was listening all the time you were put-
ting the heat on that twist.” He half
turned toward Johnson. “You were
right. He knows a hell of a lot more of
the angles than he makes out. He made
the Humphries tramp give herself up to
his cop brother. He told her he had Ray
Humpbhries stowed away in an ice-box.”

“You see?” Johnson purred. “We've
got you, Blair. From the moment you
first maneuvered that escape from Hel-
en’s apartment, | began to consider you
in a new light. At first 1'd figured you
for a woman-sick fool who didnt know
what he was getting into. After that
escape, though, it became obvious that
you had a mind of your own, and even
knew how to use it after a fashion. |
decided you might be playing angles all
your own—and from what Lars says,

The gun-
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I wasn't wrong.”

“The hell you weren’t.” Blair’s voice
was husky. “Helen got me into this
mess, but all |’ve been trying to do since
is get out of it with my hide in one
piece. That’s my only angle.”

“1°d hoped we wouldn’t have to get
harsh with you, Blair.” Johnson’s eyes
were thin, thoughtful slits, his voice
very quiet. “If you persist in this fool-
ish attitude, however, you’ll leave us
very little choice.”

Blair’s lean face was expressionless.

“l can’t help that, Johnson.” His
voice showed as little as his face. “I
still don’t know anything.”

Johnson studied him for a long mo-
ment. Finally turned to Lars.

“You know, Lars, it’s possible he’s
telling the truth.”

“The hell it is! ” The gunman’s gaunt
face twitched. His eyes glittered like
cold blue glass. “Give me a chance at
him, chum. He’ll talk!”

Stiff-legged, he stalked over to where
Blair sat. His left hand shot out, caught
Blair by the hair. Jerked the other’s
head back savagely.

“Where is it, chum? Quick!”

“l don’t know.”

From his easy chair, Johnson held
up a restraining hand.

“Hold it, Lars. We’re playing this
wrong. Let’s ask him something he’s
admitted he does know.” He leaned
forward, waved the Mauser. His smile
was that of a cat playing with a mouse.
“Tell us this, Blair: Where is it you've
got Humphries hidden away? We’ll get
the facts we want from him.”

"JDHERE was a sinking sensation in
the pit of Frank Blair’s stomach.
All at once it seemed as if he could not
get sufficient air.
“That was all a fake,” he said husk-
ily, and even as he said it he knew they
would not believe him, “I wanted Helen
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picked up, so | told her—"

Lars struck him across the face.

“You think we’re nuts?” the gunman
cried harshly. “You think we ain’t even
bright. You’ll tell us—"

Again Cecil Johnson raised his hand.

“Wait, Lars. It might be true—"

The hoodlum whirled on him, gaunt
face taut, eyes blazing, teeth bared.

“The hell you yell, chum! He’ll talk,
and now. I’ll make him talk!”

“Oh, will you, now?” A sheen of frost
seemed to settle over the bookmaker.
“Remember, Lars, this is still my show.
I’m the boss—”

The gunman stared straight at him,
through him.

“Not any more, chum. Not any
more.” His voice was suddenly silky
with sudden death.

“What do you mean, Lars? Are you
disputing my word?” Johnson was
bristling, his voice arrogant. But the
color was draining from his face.

“Yeah,” Lars whispered. “Yeah,
I’'m disputin’ it.”

Johnson’s lips moved, but no words
came forth. His cheeks were sagging,
pasty grey.

“I don’t like your way of doing busi-
ness,” the gunman said softly. “I think
you’re too yellow to make this punk
crawl. That’s why you don’t want me
to give him the treatment.”

Johnson sat back in his chair. He
swallowed hard. His eyes were fear-
distended, his lips quivering, the Mau-
ser loose in his fingers.

“I'm takin’ over, chum!” Lars’ eyes

were pale blue chips of hell. “From
here on out it’s my show.”
Johnson seemed to shrivel. He was

suddenly no longer the dapper, debo-
nair cynic. The smugness, the arro-
gance had gone out of him, leaving only
a hollow shell. He licked his lips.
“But it’s too big, Lars.” His voice
was a whine. “One man can’t handle
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it.”

“Sure, chum.” Lars’ teeth were bared
in a death’s-head grin. “So I’'m takin’
on some new partners. Mugs like me,
that know how this kind of a caper
ought to be run. Moe Evans, Ed Gar-
rity. . .

Like a great cat, he was moving to-
ward the phone.

Johnson was staring at him. The
bookie’s breath was coming faster. His
face was white as death.

Then, like a bolt from the blue, the
hand that held the Mauser jerked up.

Lars” whole body convulsed, half
leaping, half twisting. His face was a
snarling skull, his body a crouching,
contorted monster. The gun in his
hand spoke once.

SCREAM of agony burst from
Johnson’s pallid lips as the Mauser
spun across the room. He clutched at
his wrist, sobbing like a tortured child.
Blair was half out of his seat, but
the gun in Lars’ hand swung back to
cover him.

“Back down!” Lars said. There was
no emotion in his voice. Only violence,
only death. *“I want you alive, but |
can use you crippled as good as whole.”

Slowly Blair sank back.

The gunman picked up the phone,
dialed a number.

“Moe? This is Lars. Remember?”
The hoodlum laughed unpleasantly as
obscenities burned the wire. “I’'m
changin’ horses, Moe. You still want
to get in on this caper? Then lis-
ten__”

Incredibly soon, it seemed, they were
there. Moe Evans. Ed Garrity. A
chunky thug Blair had seen at the Hide-
away Club. Sullen, suspicious, sinis-
ter.

Evans jerked the stub of cigar from
his yellowing teeth. His black pig-eyes
moved from Lars to Cecil Johnson,
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still sobbing in his chair. Then back
again, questioning.

The gunman laughed.
“He turned yellow, Moe. The game

got too rough for him.”

“S0?” the fat gangster grunted.

“So | took over. Blair’s got Ray
Humpbhries staked out somewhere. We
make him talk. Then we go after
Humphries and the dough.”

Evans nodded approval.

“That ought not to be too hard.”

Blair’s red-rimmed eyes met his.

“You’re making a mistake, Moe.” He
was calculating his words, planning
every detail, praying his face would
not betray him. “I'm tired of being
pushed around.”

They laughed then, all of them, to-
gether, an unholy chorus of lethal mirth
that made Blair’s blood run cold. But
he forced himself to go on:

“l mean it Moe.” He poured sin-
cerity into the words, tried to make
them ring conviction. “This deal’s
gone sour. It was phoney to start with.
Now it’s suicide.”

Moe Evan’s fat sides shook.

“l love you, punk!” He bared his
yellowed teeth in a savage grin. “It’ll
be a great day when you start worryin’
about what happened to me.”

Blair leaned forward. There was
desperation in his voice.
“Use your head, Moe. Figure the

From the start the whole
It’s too compli-

thing out.
thing’s gone wrong.

cated. Too many ‘ifs’ and ‘whens’
and ‘maybes™—”
Glowering, Evans gnawed at his

cigar. There was a glimmer of doubt
in his black eyes.

“You got something there” he agreed.
“l want that dough, but there oughta
be an easier way. . ..”

“You mean you’re turning yellow,
too, chum?” Lars sneered from where
he stood. And then, as Evans turned
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on him: “Don’t be a damn’ fool, Moe.
Can’t you see the punk’s stalling for
time? He don’t want us gettin’ started
with the business. He’s scared for his

hide—"
“Sure, | 'm scared.” Blair’s lean face
twisted. ‘I'm scared of what you

ghouls may do without using what few
brains God gave you. All you can see
is that seventy grand. You’re not pay-
ing any attention to what’s between
you and it.”

Lars’ blue eyes were chill.

“Let’s get goin’,” he said.

“Do you think 1°d sit here and let
you tear me to bits if | knew anything?”
Blair lashed. His lips were dry, his
voice trembling. “I1’d tell you what
you want to know, and let you go, and
be damned of it.” Llis voice rose, shrill,
ragged. “But I don’t know, damn it!
I was with Ray Humphries, sure. He
made me go to Tom Oglethorpe’s with
him. That’s where | lost him. But
he didn’t tell me where that money
was. He didn’t even seem to know
nimself. He claimed he’d been framed.
All he wanted was evidence—evidence
to prove he didn’t get that loot.”

JAMARS was moving down upon him,
teeth bared in a hideous grimace.
“That ain’t the story you told the
girl,” he said. “You didn’t say any-
thing to her about losing him at this
Tom Oglethorpe’s.”

“Of course not.” Cold sweat was
standing out on Blair’s forehead. “All
I wanted was to get clear. | figured
if my brother got her and Ray Hum-
phries maybe |°d have a chance—"

The gunman’s face came close.
breath was foul in Blair’s nostrils.

“Only you just said you didn’t know
where Ray Humphries was, chum.”
The blue eyes were glittering. “How
could you turn Humphries in if you
didn’t know where he was?”

His
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The beads of sweat on Frank Blair’s
head were joining. A tiny rivulet
trickled down his temple.

“1 thought maybe | could find him,”
he whispered, and even as he said it he
knew that he had sealed his doom.

Lars seized him by the throat,

“Where?” he lashed. “Where is he,
punk, before | throttle you?”

“l don’t know,” he choked.

The gunman shook him like a rat.

“Give, chum! It’syour last chance!”

“l don’t know.”

Like a trap’s jaw opening, Lars’ fin-
gers parted, let him fall back.

“If that’s the way you want it,

chum. . . .” The intensity was gone
from his blue eyes. His voice was dead,
toneless. “Take his shoes off, boys.

We’ll see how he likes our brand of
hotfoot.”

Moe Evans moved up on Blair’s left.
The rolls of fat about his face were
glistening. Ed Garrity was down on
his knees, clutching for Blair’s foot.

Blair breathed a prayer, then. His
face was white as any sheet, and his
breath was coming in pants, and his
brain racing like a mad meteor. Des-
perately, he tried to slow that racing.
He knew what he had to do, and it
was all control, all precision. It held
no margin for error, no second chance
to make good bungled work. One slip

. . involuntarily he shuddered.

A thousand times he rehearsed it in
that instant, measuring Moe Evans’
position, calculating Lars’ chance to
shoot, gauging how much strength his
kick would take. He would have given
ten years gladly to be able to turn, to
glance just once at his objective. But
he dared not do it; dared not so much
as think it, for fear he would telegraph
his thought, give warning of his plan.

And then Ed Garrity’s blunt fingers
were about his ankle, clutching at his
shoe, while Lars stood coldly by, and
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Evans’ fat face sweated, and the color
drained from the cheeks of the chunky
thug.

Blair drew one last deep breath—
and struck!

ApHE foot Ed Garrity held jerked
back; then, lightning-like, lashed
out again. It caught Garrity square in
his sullen, battered face. Bowled him
backward, screaming oaths.

Blair was rising before that foot
came back to touch the floor again.
Rising, stepping forward and to the
left, feinting with his fists at Moe
Evans’ face. But only feinting; he
dared not put his strength behind the
blows.

Evans’ fat face contorted in a snarl.
He was lunging forward, savage, ruth-
less, big fists battering at Blair’s de-
fenses.

And Lars . . . Blair glimpsed him
once. He was in his killer’s crouch,
gun out, blue eyes cold and hard and
deadly.

Ever so slightly, Blair raised his

guard. Let one of Evans’ smashes slip
through. It struck his cheek a glanc-
ing blow.

Blair rode with it. Reeled back-
wards. Backwards, and ever to the
left. He smashed against the corner
bunk, sprawled on it. Felt the cloth
of Cecil Johnson’s topcoat rough be-
neath his fingers.

A surge of triumph welled in him,
swept through him. But he fought it
down. Shook his head dazedly, as if
half-stunned, while he scrambled back-
ward, fumbling at the coat and trying
to evade Moe Evans’ thunderous
charge.

His fingers found the pocket, then,
and the chill steel and walnut of the
thing he sought: the sawed-off shot-
gun, Ed Garrity’s double-barreled shot-
gun, that Johnson had so casually thrust
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into that pocket.

As he touched it, Lars’ cold, blue
eyes caught his. Murderous now, those
eyes, and probing, searching for the
slightest chance to shoot. Then, sud-
denly, the blue eyes saw the coat, and
panic seared across the gunman’s face
—sheer animal fear, that leaped like
fire in a dry pine forest.

Blair’s hands wrapped round the bar-
rel and stock. His fingers sought the
trigger guard. There was no time to
draw the gun. Not now, with Lars’
eyes blazing death.

Blair rolled away from the shots he
knew would come. His feet smashed
into Moe Evans’ midriff, hurled the
fat man backwards, into Lars’ line of
fire, even as Blair’s finger jerked the
trigger.

The shotgun leaped in his hands like
a living thing, wrenching his arms and
knocking him backward. A great
charred hole burst through the coat.
The cabin rocked with acrid thunder.

As one, Lars and Moe Evans hurtled
against the houseboat’s wall. Then,
while Blair watched, Evans sagged,
clawing at his throat. He tried to
speak, but the words gurgled out, un-
intelligible, through a dozen blood-bub-
bling founts in his neck and chest. Sud-
denly, the life running out of him, he
slumped to the floor.

L%till stood there, but where his

face had been was now only raw
red meat. Blair took one horrified step
toward him. Its impact brought the
gunman forward, lifeless, flat on the
floor, with a thud that shoot the boat.
He lay there, with a spreading pool of
blood about his head.

Blair’s eyes sought out the others—
Ed Garrity, quaking against the far-
thest wall; the chunky thug, green of
face and sick of stomach; Cecil John-
son, still in his chair, clutching his
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wounded hand, face white and wet,
eyes fear-distended.

“I’'m leaving now,” he said.
anybody want to stop me?”

There was silence in the houseboat’s
cabin, the kind of silence that reigned
ere life came to earth.

“If anybody does, |'ve got another
barrel.” Blair’s voice sounded strange,
even to him. He suddenly realized that
his hands were trembling, that Cecil
Johnson’s coat still hung in tatters
about the shotgun.

Muttering, he jerked it free. Backed
toward the door. He was still shaking.

“l may stick around for a minute,”
he said, “in case any of you want to
come out and pay me a visit.”

He was outside, then, closing the door
behind him. He turned, leaped to the
dock. Stopped short, his heart in his
mouth.

A wraith was moving down the dock
toward him, a tall, raw-boned wraith
in prison dungarees, with a too-white
face and close-cropped blondish hair.

A wraith men called Ray Humphries.

“Does

CHAPTER VIl

PHEY saw each other in that same
split-second. Or perhaps Ray Hum-
phies had a fraction’s edge.

He flung himself sidewise, off the
dock, into the water, as Blair pulled
the shotgun’s trigger. The next instant
the big revolver in his own right hand
was roaring. The first slug whistled
like a buzzing hornet past Blair’s ear.

By sheer reflex Blair leaped from the
dock, then let the river’s current carry
him back under its shelter.

Again the revolver roared. A too-
close pile splintered under the bullet’s
impact.

Blair stuffed the now-useless shotgun
under his belt. Pushed silently out in-
to the current on the houseboat’s river
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side. Allowed himself to float down-
stream, motionless as a drifting log.

The shot’s last echo died. Silence
settled over the river again.
The water was icy cold. Its very

chill seemed to sooth Blair, to calm his
frayed and tattered nerves.

Then, as the minutes passed, it began
to bite into him. No longer was the
water’s flow a cool caress for his lean,
fevered cheeks. He was shivering, the
very marrow in his bones freezing.

Slowly, ever cautious not to splash,
he swam in toward the river’s bank
again. Reached it. Crawled silently
out, one more dark shadow amid the
litter and debris along the shore. For
a long moment, shivering, teeth chat-
tering, he lay there. Then, at last, he
pulled himself to his knees.

Like a thunder-clap of doom, the re-
volver roared again.

Blair felt the slug tear through the
shoulder-padding of his coat. Cat-like,
he spun about, dived headlong back in-
to the river. Swam under water till it
seemed his straining lungs would burst.

At last, far out from short, he sur-
faced. Pushed on away, with long, bold
strokes, toward the far bank.

The echo of a splash caught his ear.
He rolled over on his back. Glimpsed
a bobbing head, long arms plowing the
water.

A little chill of panic touched him.

He bellied over. Swam on again. Fas-
ter. Faster.

The far shore neared. Blair was
panting when he reached it. He stum-

bled up the narrow strip of beach.
Threw one look back.

Humphries was coming to his feet in
the shallows downstream, shaking the
water from his gun. Even as Blair
saw him, the convict brought the re-
volver up and fired.

The bullet thumped in the muddy
bank, too close for comfort.
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Blair scrambled onward. The bank
was high here, slippery as only river-
bank clay can be, without footholds.

Humphries was running also. He
topped the downstream bank, where it
was lower. Sprinted along the edge
towards Blair. Snapped a shot that
sang a song of death inches away.

Blair saw the fugitive as a shadow
atop the overhang, cutting him off. He
raced back toward the water. His legs
were like leaden weights, tripping him,
dragging him down. A sob of fatigue
broke in his throat.

Desperately, he swam for the other
shore. Upstream, this time, against the
current. The strain made him heavy,
wallowing, but downstream was Hum-
phries and sudden death. A dozen
times the water broke over him. His
control was going. He sucked the water
in, strangled as it reached for his lungs.

He forced himself to stop, turn over,
look back.

Humphries dived as he did so. The
convict had run on along the bank up-
stream, faster than Blair could swim.
He was there now, plowing through the
water, cutting him off from above.

But the city shore was near now.
Blair could see the warehouses looming
like great sombre blocks of stone. And
Johnson’s houseboat, a pale pinprick of
light along the shore.

He buried his face in the water.
Forced his numbing arms and legs to
move. Swam onward . . . onward . . .

T>LAIR grounded in the shallows.

Stumbled out, onto the bank. Stared
up uncomprehendingly at the looming,
unbroken barrier of warehouses that
hemmed him in.

No shelter here.

He threw another glance back. Hum-
phries was nearing shore, gaining on
him by the second.

A staggering madman, sobbing for
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breath, choking, Blair turned. Lunged
upstream toward the yellow lights that
marked the houseboat.

Humphries saw him. Quickened his
stroke. Came out of the water in one
great rush, like some monster from
those dark ages when the world was
new.

On Blair plunged, and on. He was
blinded, staggering, his lungs a great
red ball of fire within him. Distantly,
he heard Humpbhries’ revolver roar. Felt
a bullet slap at his side like a giant
hand, tearing at him, half knocking him
down.

Then the houseboat’s windows waxed
bright beside him. He was stumbling
down the dock, falling through the door.

Ed Garrity and the chunky thug were
gone. Otherwise the cabin was as he
had left it—a blood-spattered chaos,
furniture tossed helter-skelter, Lars and
Evans dead on the floor. Cecil Johnson
still sat white-faced in the easy chair, a
clumsy bandage about his hand.

“Shells!” Blair sobbed. He was on
his knees, unable to rise. “Humphries!”

Panic leaped to Johnson’s face. He
came out of the chair in a rush. Darted
to the door. Slammed it shut.

A bullet smashed through it as the
latch clicked. It sagged perilously in-
ward as Humphries hurled himself
against it.

Johnson jumped back. Left-handed,
he snatched up the crack-gripped
Mauser from where it had fallen that
moment an eternity ago. Emptied it
through the door. They heard Hum-
phries scrambling wildly away.

“Shells!” Blair gasped again.

Johnson thrust the empty Mauser in-
to his tweed jacket’s pocket. He ran
to a wall cabinet, whipped it open.
Dumped a dozen twelve-gauge loads on
the floor in front of Blair. There was
another Mauser in the cabinet, too, the
twin of Blair’s save for the cracked
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grip. Clumsily, left-handed, Johnson
racked back the slide, thrust in the
magazine. The slide slapped shut, ram-
ming a cartridge into the chamber.

Blair fumbled with the shotgun,
broke it open. With trembling fingers
he shoved in two new shells.

From outside came Humphries’
voice:

“You might as well give up! |*ve got
fifty cartridges, and 1I’ll use ’em all to
get you!”

Slowly, Blair’s strength was coming
back. He stumbled to his feet.

“You'll have to, Humphries!” he
called back. “This scattergun of
mine’s loaded now. Show your face and
Il fill it full of buckshot!”

AMUTSIDE, the revolver roared an

answer.  Six spaced slugs tore
through the houseboat’s flimsy walls,
too close for comfort.

Cecil Johnson’s face was paler than
ever. The thin mustache of which he
was so proud twitched nervously.

“We’re trapped!” he whispered. “If
he keeps on shooting, sooner or later
he’s sure to hit us!”

Blair’s own lean face was taut with
strain.  Desperately, he scanned the
room, seeking some answer to their
plight.

“Listen!” Johnson whispered.

Blair stopped, poised for instant ac-
tion. A faint slither of sound came to
his ears.

Johnson came close to him.

“What—"

Blair motioned him silent.
was drawn in puzzlement.

Again the sound. It came from one
of the side walls.

Suddenly, then, Blair understood.
He dived for that wall, sweeping John-
son with him in one all-out lunge.

Even as they hit the floor the glass
in the side window was tinkling under

His face
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a revolver barrel’s impact, slugs smash-
ing into the room.

Blair whipped the shotgun’s barrel
up, jerked the trigger. It blew away
the window curtain, what was left of
the glass.

Johnson was shaking in a spasm of
fear.

“He crawled along the side!” he
quaked. “One second more and he’d
have killed us both!”

Blair did not answer. A red-and-
black haze of agony was over his eyes.

Johnson shook him.

“Blairl  What is it?”

“My side!” Blair choked. “He got
me one before | made it in here. Not
bad, | guess, but that jump must have
torn it open.” He was panting like an
animal in pain.

“Try to hang on!” Johnson gripped

his shoulder. “Maybe that last blast
of yours did for him.”
As if in answer, another volley

whipped through the door.

Blair forced a savage laugh.

“That devil’s got more lives than a
cat!” he grated. “We’re in the jackpot
of all tight spots.”

From outside, Humphries’ voice sud-
denly echoed in a wild cry of triumph.

“All right, stay in there!” he bel-
lowed. “Stay in there—and drown!”

Even as he said it, the houseboat gave
a sickening lurch.

T)LAIR and Johnson stared at each
other.

“Can he do it?” Blair demanded.

Johnson’s face had a greyish tinge.
He nodded slowly.

“1’'m afraid he can, Blair. The plank-
ing’s old. A couple of good blows with
an axe would stave it in. Or even a few
feet of calking knocked out would let
us sink.”

“How deep’s the water?”

“About eight feet, here.” Johnson



BLOOD ON

hesitated, tried to force his lips into a
wry smile. “Too deep for us to do
much breathing, anyhow.”

Again the boat lurched.

Blair struggled to his feet.

“That doesn’t leave us much choice,
Johnson. | guess we’ll have to play our
last card. Our deuce in the hole.”

The way he emphasized it caught
the other.

“Deuce?”

Blair laughed harshly.

“You can hardly call it an ace,” he
grunted. He walked over to the tele-
phone in the corner. “l’m going to turn
us in.”

Johnson started.

“Of course! The phone! Even the
police would be better than Hum-
phries!”

Blair picked up the instrument, lifted
the receiver.

Slowly, what little color remained in
his face was draining. Dully, he set the
phone down again.

Johnson stared at him, new horror
dawning in his eyes.

“You mean—?”

“That’s it.” Blair nodded hopeless-
ly. “We should have known better than
to figure Humphries would overlook an
angle like that. The line’s out.”

The houseboat was tilting now. A
tiny waterspout gushed up in the far-
thest corner.

Fascinated, they  watched it.
Watched it till, moments later, the
spout disappeared, merged in a widen-
ing pool.

Johnson sagged back, gripping his
forehead in his good left hand.

“We’re done. . . .”

Blair was breathing hard. Like an
automaton, he turned, searching every
nook again and again, while the water
washed against his shoes.

“The far window!” Johnson ex-
claimed suddenly. He jumped to his
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feet. “That’s it!
it, swim away—"

“And be shot like sitting ducks?”
Blair shook his head. “If | know Ray
Humphries, he’s counting on something
like that. He’s probably sitting up
there on the dock now, waiting for
us.

We can jump out of

“But we can’t just stand here and
drown—"

A sudden light flared in Blair’s red-
rimmed brown eyes.

“You’re right!” he snapped tensely.
“We can’t.” Deep in his throat he
began to laugh. “We’ll try it!  We’ll
give Humphries something to shoot at! ”

Johnson stared at him wide-eyed.

“Blair! Don’t let go—"

Blair turned on him, and there was
no hysteria in his face. His lips twisted
in a grim smile.

“Do you have life preservers on this
scow, Johnson?”

“Life preservers?” The other’s face
was a mask of blank bewilderment.
“Why, ves, | guess so. A couple—"

“Get 'em! Quick!”

'JNOGETHER they sloshed through
ankle-deep water. Dug the belts

from beneath the corner bunk. John-

son’s face was still uncertain, wary.

“Now put ’em on Lars and Moe
Evans.”

Dawn broke in Johnson’s eyes.

“Of course! We’ll set them adrift as
decoys—

“—And then we’ll drop out the other
window,” Blair finished for him. He
fumbled through Lars’ pockets, came
away with the gaunt gunman’s car
keys. “We’ve even got transportation.”

Two minutes, it took them, two taut,
tense minutes that lasted a million light
years, with the water above their knees
and rising faster every second. They
stuffed the bodies through the win-
dow, while their stomachs writhed
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within them, and their nerves twitched
like trout flies at the ends of their lead-
ers.

Then, at last, it was done, and they
sagged back gasping.

“Are you o.k., Johnson? All right,
then. Let’s swim for it.”

Blair said it, and he spoke aloud, with
his face in the window, where Ray
Humphries could not help but hear it if
he were on the dock.

Three shots cracked out like excla-
mation points as he finished. Lars’
floating corpse jerked under their' im-
pact.

But already Blair and Johnson were
crossing to the houseboat’s other side,
themselves scrambling through the op-
posite opening. They were in the water
as three more shots echoed and re-
echoed over the river’s silence.

Like ghosts they swam ashore.
Scrambled up the bank. Headed at a
dead run for the spot where Lars’ car
stood parked.

Behind them, more shots rang out,
shots aimed at them, this time, shots
that slashed the air too close behind
them.

Frantically, they scrambled in. Blair
jammed the key into the lock, stepped
on the starter. The car leaped under
them, swung away in a screaming curve
that carried them on, between the ware-
houses, out into the street.

Dawn was breaking in the east now,
painting the world a dirty, miserable
grey. Blair drove into it like a mad-
man, spinning around corners on two
wheels as if the devil rode behind them.

And back whence they had come,
another car roared to life and pursuit,
slashing through the cold grey of morn-
ing, a meteor on wheels.

“Hurry!” Johnson lashed.
gaining! ”

Blair gritted his teeth.

“1°’m giving this buggy all it’ll take!”

“He’s
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he snapped. “All, and more. Another
mile an hour, and the wheels’ll come
off.”

“Hurry!” Johnson begged, as if he
had not heard. “He’s gaining!”

They roared all the way to the end
of Audubon, and then skidded round
into Pine Street. They were getting
into the fringes of the business district
now, down where there were occasional
early trucks on the street.

Still Humphries stayed with them,
closing the gap between them.

“Hurry!” Johnson choked again.

The roadster’s motor missed.

As one, their eyes flashed to the gas
gauge. It registered as empty.

Again the motor missed. It began
to cough. They were losing speed.

Behind them, Humphries was com-
ing on like an avenging demon straight
from hell.

“This crate’s through!” Blair
snapped. “We Il have to chance it on
foot.”

He tightened on the steering wheel.
Braked and swung.

ripHE roadster skidded sidewise, ca-

reening, hanging between righting
itself and goir® on over. It came in,
over the curb. Smashed broadside
against the grimy bastion of a down-
town church. For an instant they sat
there, stunned.

Humphries’ car was screaming to a
halt. The convict’s gun was roaring.
Slugs starred shard-spangled holes in
the roadster’s windshield.

“Come on!” Blair shouted. He was
scrambling out as he yelled, dashing
for the church’s door, shotgun in hand.

Johnson panted in his wake.

Onc6 more Humphries fired.

Johnson went down.

“Blair!” he screamed.

Blair whirled.

A bullet showered brick dust in his
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hair. Another tugged at his coat col-
lar.

Blair dashed into the church.

Crouched just inside the door, the
sawed-off shotgun ready.

From outside came an agonized
voice:

“Oh, God!
Don’t shoot!”

Blair’s face was contorted, bewil-
dered.

“Johnson! Is that you?”

“It’s him, all right!” It was Ray
Humphries’ voice this time. “l*ve got
him, Blair, and I’m coming in with him.
He’ll be in front of me, and damn you
and your shotgun!”

One moment Blair hesitated, one mo-
ment only. Then he turned and ran.

“There must be a back way out of
here!” he muttered.

He flung himself at the first door he
saw. Unyielding, it hurled him back.

“Locked!” He snarled the word as
if it were an oath, and he a trapped
beast.

But there were footsteps behind him.
He sprinted down a corridor.

It ended in more locked doors. Blair
whipped up the shotgun, blasted at
one of them. He kicked at the lock,
smashed at it, hurled himself against it.

The dark, heavy wood did not so
much as quiver.

Again the footsteps.

Don’t shoot, Blair!

r)"HERE was a stairway leading up-

ward to the left. Blair took it, four
steps at a time. Cursed as he saw the
windows on the landing; they were nar-
row, of stained glass, with fixed sashes
too heavy to break.

On to the next floor.

Here a broad hall opened to the
right. Blair gave a gasp of relief,
dashed toward it.

A bullet slashed across his path.

He jerked back.
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Humphries already was on the land-
ing, smoking gun in hand, pallid face
twisted in a snarl of hate, shielding
himself with Cecil Johnson’s cringing
body.

To Blair’s left, more locked doors.
Another stair leading upward his only
open way.

He raced to the next floor.

Here, not even a hall. Only doors,
locked doors, heavy, unyielding. Doors,
and another, narrower flight of stairs.

On again. On to the top, and a single
door.

Blair clutched at the knob, a sob in
his throat.

The door swung open.

He was up in the bell-tower now,
with chimes high above him, and pane-
less windows opening out on all sides
save one. There, a slanting plank cat-
walk led off through a gaping hole in
the masonry to vast, gloomy, echoing
lofts.

Blair took to the catwalk, ran into
the lofts. He was panting, exhausted,
his legs mwobbling under him, but a
strange, wild idea -wes forming in his
mind.

In the shadows, he stopped. Hastily,
he reloaded the shotgun. Then, tear-
ing his handkerchief in two, he stuffed
one strip into each of the two barrels.
Rammed them in, wadding them hard,
tight, as far down as he could get them,
out of sight so far as any casual in-
spection might be concerned.

The bell-tower’s door burst open
again, slammed back against the wall
with a crash. Cecil Johnson lurched
through, Humphries on his heels.

Blair drew further back into the
shadows.

“Dont come any farther, Hum-
phries!” he shouted. “I’'m through
playing around!”

In the tower,
laughed.

Ray Humphries
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“Don* kid me, Blair! I’'m coming—

and with Johnson in front of me!”
“Come ahead!” Blair challenged. His

voice was wild, reckless. “You’ll die
with him!”

“No!” It was Johnson. He was
screaming, sobbing, pleading. “For

God’s sake, Blair—"

“Sorry, Johnson. It’s him or me,
and we’ll settle it here. 1’'m tired of
running away.” And then, to Hum-
phries: “You’re a damn’ fool if you
force this on me, Humphries.”

“Do you think | care?” Humphries’
voice was a ragged, hysterical razor of
sound, slashing up and down the scale.
“You turned Helen in, damn you! You
gave her to the cops, so they could
frame her like they did me! I’ll Kill
you for it, Blair—"

He shoved Johnson forward onto the
catwalk.

“It’s suicide, Humphries!” Blair’s
words cut like steel. “I'm warning
you—"

'"I’ERY carefully, then, he leaned for-

ward. Held out the sawed-off shot-
gun. Let it fall from his hands onto
the catwalk. Watched it slide down out
of the shadows, into the bell-tower’s
light. Broke his words off sharply, as
with dismay.

“Hal!” It was a scream of triumph
that burst from Humphries’ throat, a
blood-lusting battle cry. “You lost it,
Humphries, and 1°ve got it! We’ll see
if you’re as good at dodging buckshot
as you are bullets—”

He started forward, toward the fal-
len shotgun.

“Stick ’em up, Humphries!” a cold,
emotionless voice cut in. It had a
clipped, official ring. “Drop your gun
before you turn!”

The convict stopped short.

“Drop it, Humphries!” the voice re-
peated. A big, hard-faced man in
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plainclothes was moving forward into
Blair’s view. Another of the same cut
followed. Both carried Police Posi-
tives, ready to fire.

Humphries” mouth opened and
closed, but no words came. His shoul-
ders sagged. He seemed to shrink with-
in his prison dungarees. Slowly, his
fingers relaxed from around his re-
volver. The weapon fell to the floor.

The plainclothesman snapped cuffs
on the fugitive’s wrists.

Johnson had sunk down in his tracks,
sobbing with relief. The deadly little
sawed-off shotgun still lay where it had
fallen.

“You, in there! ” the plainclothesman
bellowed into the loft “Come out with
your hands up!” And then, aside to
his partner: “These damn’ hoods!
Shootin’ up the main drag! Breakin’
into a church. . ..”

But Frank Blair already was gone,
back into the shadows, away through
seemingly endless murky lofts.

“There must be two ways out of this
place!” he muttered, just as he had
those eons ago when first he entered
the church.

At last he found it: a trap door, far
back in one wing, with light seeping
around it.

Blair opened it. Glimpsed a short,
empty hall below. Wearily, he let him-
self down. Dropped to the floor.

When he looked up, it was into the
muzzle of a revolver.

Detective Al Blair now stood at the
end of that little hall. His feet were
wide apart, his stocky body solid as
the rock of Gibraltar. Those things
had not changed.

But there were new lines in the
swart, rough-hewm face, and the eyes
were ten years older.

“l figured this would be the place
to nail you when they told me it was
the only other way out of those lofts,
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kid,” he said between clenched teeth.
And then, still cold and unrelenting:
“On your feet! You’re under arrest,
and the charge is murder, first degree!”

CHAPTER IX

JT WAS one of those bleak, cheerless,

grimy little cubby-holes so common
to every police headquarters. Win-
dowless. Buff paint scarred and scal-
ing. Without furnishings, save for a
battered oak table and three straight-
back chairs.

Frank Blair sat in one of those chairs
now.

The bigger of the two detectives oc-
cupying the other chairs leaned for-
ward. He was a heavy man with a
pleasant face, an easy-going manner.

“1’m not going to feed you the usual
malarkey, Blair.” he said. His voice
was easy as the rest of him, friendly.
“You’re smart. They tell me you
served three years with the Army’s
CID. You know the angles.”

Blair said nothing.

“What we’re concerned with here are
six killings,” the big man went on.
“Six—remember? Sam Yerxa. Moe
Evans. Lars Nielson. Paul Kramer.
Tom Oglethorpe. Judge Whitney.” He
puffed at his cigarette, studied Blair’s
face. “Six men dead, Blair. Quite a
crop for one night.”

Blair’s lean face was sagging with
fatigue, his red-rimmed eyes distant,
unseeing.

“1 killed two,” he said dully. “Lars.

Moe Evans. With a sawed-off shot-
gun. It was self-defense. Lars killed
Sam Yerxa. | saw him.”

The big man nodded, puffed some
more.

“All right, Blair, iyeLgive you those
three for free. That’s fair enough, isn’t
it? Three out of six, without an argu-
ment. He drew at the cigarette. “That
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kind of trash doesn’t bother us. Hood-
lums. They come a dime a dozen.
The more get killed off, the fewer we
have to bother with. The statements
the rest gave 11s”—he flicked a sheath
of papers on the table by his elbow
—*“come close enough to backing you
so we wont worry about ’em.” He
turned to his partner. “Mike, cross
those three off. Lars Nielson, Moe
Evans, Sam Yerxa. We’ll forget 'em.”

The smaller detective nodded.

“Right.” He made a little ceremony
of drawing lines through names in his
stenographer’s notebook. They’re off.”

“Good.” The big man crushed out
his cigarette, leaned back. His face
was ever so friendly. “Now that’s out
of the way, we can get down to the
others. They’re the ones that really
interest us.”

“Get on with it!” Blair muttered. A
little spasm of weariness twitched his
cheeks.

“Sure.” The big man was smiling.
“l like to deal with a man like you,
Blair. You know the score. None of
this cheap business about being perse-
cuted, or third degreed, or wanting to
see a lawyer every two minutes. You
understand that all we’re after is the
facts. No one’s trying to frame you.
If you’re not the man we want, it’ll
be a pleasure to turn you loose. That’s
what a police department’s for—to find
guilty men, separate ’'em from the in-
nocent. If the evidence doesn’t war-
rant holding a man. I'm the first to
say let him go. That’s what we’re
here for this morning, Blair. To con-
sider evidence. 1’m going to show you
just what we've got against you. If you
can explain it away, fine. We’ll turn
you loose. We dont want innocent
men—"

“Get on with it!” Blair snapped. His
nerves were jumping, his fingers twitch-
ing. His voice had a ragged edge.
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“Of course, Blair. Of course.” The
big man’s face was a study in sympathy.
“I know you’re tired, and we’ll get this
whole business over with just as soon
as possible. | just wanted to point
these things out to you so you’d un-
derstand our attitude.” He leaned for-
ward once more, extended his pack of
cigarettes.  “Cigarette, Blair?” It
might help steady your nerves. Six
killings is quite a strain—"

“I didn’t kill them,” Blair said. He
ignored the pack.

"JpHE big man drew them back, still
nodding, still friendly.

“Of course.” He paused. “There’s
one more thing | do want to point out
to you before we get down to business.
Not that you don’t know it. You've
probably brought it up to suspects
yourself, back in the CID. But there’s
always a chance you might not give
it proper consideration.” His face was
grave, his manner suddenly impres-
sive. “That’s the effect all this will
have on others, Blair. Your brother,
for instance.” His fingers moved in
a gentle little tattoo on the scarred
table. “Your brother’s a mighty fine
man, Blair. None better. He’ll go a
long way in this department ... if
nothing interferes. And you can help
him.” Again he studied Blair. “You
see, it’s like this. After |ve showed
you how much evidence we have against
you, you've got a choice to make. You
can make a fight of it, even though you
know you’re licked—spread the case
in headlines, make it a tabloid sensa-
tion. And that won’t do either you or
your brother any good, Blair. Not a
bit.” He shook his head, frowning.
“It’s bound to have an effect, you
know. Al’s superiors will begin to
wonder a little about him, too. They’ll
ask themselves if it’s smart to put too
much faith in a man whose brother acts
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like a rat in a corner. Public pres-
sure comes in—maybe the chief would
even have to put Al back to pounding
a beat, just to quiet the papers. . ..”

The big man’s voice trailed off. There
was silence for a moment. Then, sud-
denly, the detective was leaning for-
ward again, eyes gleaming. He brought
his meaty palm down on the table with
a smack.

“Or you can take it like a man,
Blair!” His voice was vibrant. “You
can recognize that you’re licked, in-
stead of beating your head against a

stone wall. You can plead guilty, get
it off your conscience. The trial will
last minutes instead of weeks. No

front page smear—the story’ll get a
stick of type back in the financial sec-
tion. The judge will understand. 1’ll
see to it he knows how you’re copping
a plea just to save your brother some
bad breaks. He’ll look at it from your
viewpoint . . . consider how a woman
dragged you into it, the mitigating cir-
cumstances. His voice dropped a
note. “It all helps, Blair. You can
stand up straight, with nothing gnaw-
ing at your insides. And you’ll get off
easier, t00.” He hesitated, just enough.
“l can’t promise anything, of course,
but | wouldn’t be surprised if you
pulled a minimum sentence. Then, with
a parole—"

Blair was having trouble with his
breathing. His face was white and
twisted, his mouth working. His heart
felt as if iron fingers were squeezing
tight about it.

“Stop it!” he lashed. His voice
broke. “Stop it, damn you! Ask me
anything you want to, but stop this—
this---"

“Of course, Blair. I’'m sorry.” The
big man’s voice was silk-smooth. “I
didn’t mean to upset you. | was just
trying to help. . .

Once more his voice trailed off. When
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he spoke again, he was brisk, business-
like.

“There are three main things we con-
sider in this kind of case, Blair: mo-
tive, opportunity, and weapon.” He
paused. “l don’t think | need to tell
you how well all three fit you.”

“No?” Blair’s voice was toneless
again.
“All three.” The detective said it

firmly, with force, conviction. “Let’s
take motive, for instance.” He laughed
shortly, as if the point were too obvi-
ous even to call for discussion, “Seven-
ty grand is always a wonderful mo-
tive, Blair.”

“Seventy grand?”  Blair
“What do you mean by that?
know anything about that
money.”

started.
| don’t
damn’

rJpHE detective smiled, riffled the pa-
pers at his elbow.

“I'm afraid that doesnt concur with
these statements, Blair. You were
close to the Humphries woman; she ad-
mits it. Obviously you must have
learned some interesting things about
that bank loot from her.”

“1 didn’t! 1°d never heard of it—"

The detective brushed it aside.

“As soon as you’d learned of Hum-
phries’ escape, you went into action.
You jumped an armed man in order to
get out of the Hideaway Club.” His
eyes narrowed as he said it. “That in
itself might be taken as suspicious,
Blair. Detective stories to the contrary,
men don’t jump guns without plenty
of reason.”

Blair’s apathy was falling away. A
spark of anger lighted in his brown
eyes.

“l had plenty,” he snapped. “Helen

Humphries ... 1 was crazy about her.
I thought she was in danger. | wanted
to help her—”

“Of course.” The big man smiled.
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It gave his lips a mocking quirk. “And
that’s why you went to Paul Kram-
er’s—"

“l thought we were talking about
motives. You still haven told me what
mine was.” Blair was looking straight
into the detective’s eyes. “Why did |
kill Kramer and Oglethorpe and Whit-
ney?”

The other shrugged.

“That’s only a detail, Blair. Some-
how, it fitted in with your plan to get
that seventy thousand. Possibly they
might have interfered—"

Blair’s harsh laugh cut in on him.

“You call that a motive?” His lean
face mirrored disdain. “There isn’t a
man involved in this mess that didnt
have that kind of a reason. Moe Ev-
ans, Ed Garrity, Lars, Sam Yerxa, Ray
Humphries, Helen, Cecil Johnson—all
of ’em were out for that dough. |
was the only one that wasn’t.” Again
he laughed. “If that’s your evidence,
I’ll be out on a habeas corpus before
night.”

“Perhaps.” The detective’s face was
a trifle pinker than before, but his voice
was still silky. “However, there are

other angles. Opportunity, for in-
stance.”
“All right.” Blair settled back in

his seat. “Let’s hear about opportun-
ity.”

“Your own brother found you and
Helen Humphries standing by Paul
Kramer’s body. When he placed you
under arrest, you shot your way out.
That’s presumptive of guilt.”

“l found Helen there ahead of me.
She did the shooting, not me. She
snatched the gun out of my belt. Does
she deny it?”

“No.” The detective shook his
head. His broad face wore a faintly
puzzled expression. “You say she
snatched your gun?”

“Sure.” Blair laughed shortly. “It
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was a 6.35 Mauser with a cracked grip
I’d taken away from Sam Yerxa. She
grabbed it before | could stop her. The
first thing |1 knew, she was shooting.
After that, | didnt have much choice
but to run.” He shifted in his seat,
swung back to the original subject:
“We were talking about opportunity.
Helen was at Kramer’s ahead of me.
Where does that give me opportunity?”
The other measured his words.
“We’ve only got your say-so that she
was ahead of you. She claims she found
Kramer already dead, then came out,
and there you were.” He leaned for-
ward, his eyes suddenly like gimlets.
“Maybe you were there first, Blair.
Maybe you killed Kramer, then hid
when you saw her coming and pre-
tended you got there after she did.”

LAIR stared at the big man.
“What kind of comedy is this?”
he demanded savagely. “lIs this your
idea of evidence? You’re starting off
saying I'm guilty, then building your
case to prove it—"

“There’s other angles,” the detec-
tive interrupted smoothly. “We’ll take
'em up soon enough.” He paused.
“Now, how about Oglethorpe? Do you
deny you were in his room when he
was shot?”

“Of course | dont deny it. He was
shot through the open window—"

“Mighty convenient, that window.”
The big man chuckled without mirth.
“It helps to explain a lot of things.”

Blair choked back an angry retort.
His lips were thin.

“Ray Humphries was in that room
with me,” he snapped. “He knows I
didn’t—"

“Does he?” The big detective cocked
his head. “I’d hate to count on that
if 1 were you, Blair.”

Silent, eyes narrowed, Blair watched
him.
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“Humphries says he doesn’t know a
thing about that shooting, Blair. The
other was smiling, a queer cat-and-
mouse smile. “He says he was on the
floor, half out from the slugging you
gave him. Then, all of a sudden, you
jumped up and started shooting.”

“l was shooting at whoever Kkilled
Oglethorpe—"

“Didnt see who it was, though, did
you?”

“Of course not.” Blair’s tone was
hot. “It was dark outside. Whoever
did the shooting was at the edge of the
roof before | realized what was hap-
pening. | jumped up, shot at him—"

“Same gun as before?”

“Yes.”

“All right.” The big man leaned
back. “Want to go on? Shall we talk
about the Whitney job?”

“What about it?”

The other shrugged.

“Not much. You were there, though.
That prosecutor, Randolph, can identi-
fy you.”

“ldentify me!” Blair’s voice was a
rasp of sarcasm. “Why in hell wouldn’t
he be able to? | went with him to
Whitney’s room—"

“Went back with him," the detective
corrected.

“Wrong!
fore—"

The big man shrugged.

“Have it your way.”

“Helen Humphries’ corsage was in
his hand—"

Again the shrug.

“She says she lost it,” the detective
said. “She doesnt know when. You
were with her off and on, though. You
could have taken it, planted it on
Whitney.”

I was never there be-

LAIR slumped in his chair.
“l give up,” he grated. “I
thought you wanted facts, so | was go-
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ing to give you what few | had. But
that’s not what you’re after. Ail you

want is a confession.”

“It would help,” the other nodded.
And then, leaning forward: “Why don't
you quit stalling, Blair? You know
you’re done for. Get it off your con-
science—"

“To hell with that noise!” Blair
flared angrily. “Don’t start that again.”

“Whatever you say.” Once more the
detective was studying him with that
peculiar cat - and - mouse expression.
“Shall we go on, then, Blair? We've
showed you had a motive. You've ad-
mitted you had opportunity; at least,
you were in the neighborhood of all
three murders. Now shall we try the
weapon angle?”

Blair shifted disgustedly. Irritation
had come into the lines of fatigue and
strain that etched his lean face. His
brown eyes were somber.

“Go ahead, if it’ll make you any
happier.”

The detective turned.

“Mike, let’s have that gun.”

His partner reached into a coat
pocket, brought out the Mauser. The
big man weighed it in his hand.

“One Mauser automatic pistol, cali-
ber 6.35 millimeters,” he singsonged.
“Serial number 100462. Other identi-
fying marks: cracked grip plate.” He
held the gun out for Blair’s inspection.
“Yours?”

Blair stared, first at the man, then at
the pistol. Suddenly his mouth was
dry, his stomach queasy.

“l—I guess so0.” His voice sounded
strange, strained. “I never checked the
serial number. But the one | carried
had a cracked grip just like that.”

The detective laid the pistol down on
the table before him.

“You know, Blair, we’ve got a damn’
good ballistics man in this department,”
he remarked conversationally. “A real
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crackerjack, a gun crank from way
back.” He chuckled softly. “The
chief’s humored him, too. Sent him to
the FBI police academy. Spent a lot
of department money getting him equip-
ment—microscopes, cameras, fancy mi-
crometers, everything.”

Blair licked his lips in silence.

“Quite a guy, our ballistics man,” the
big detective murmured dreamily. And
then, suddenly, he was out of his chair,
gripping Blair’s coat lapels, hulking
over him, his eyes boring.

“Those three men were killed with a
Mauser 6.35, Blair!” he thundered.
“With this Mauser!”

Blair twisted vainly. The sweat was
standing out on his forehead.

“It can’t be!” he choked. “There’s
a mistake. It isn’t the same gun—"

“The hell it isn’t! It’ registered in
Sam Yerxa’s name. We took it away
from Cecil Johnson, and he swears he
got it from you—"

“Johnson!  That’ it!” Blair was
panting. “He’s got a Mauser—"

“Sure, he’s got a Mauser. It’s in the
lab now. Butit’s not the one that killed
Kramer and Oglethorpe and Whitney.
This is the gun that Kkilled them, Blair
—your gun, the one you’ve admitted a
dozen times you carried all during the
evening!”

“It can’t be!” Blair choked again.
The world was spinning around him. He
began doubting his own mind, wonder-
ing if somehow he could be hanging be-
tween sanity and madness, Killing with-

out knowing. . . .
“Admit it, Blair! Confess it! You
killed 'em!” The big detective’s voice

was thundering in Blair’ ears, hammer-
ing at him, badgering him. “You had
all three, Blair: motive, opportunity,
weapon! You’re as good as convicted
right, now. The jury isnt born that
would let you go! Give up! Tell us
the truth—"
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TT COULD not be. It couldnt. Blair
knew it couldn’t. He told himself so
a hundred times in those brief seconds.
And as he told himself, it came to him.

Savagely, he jerked free.

“You’re lying!” he rasped. His eyes
were blazing. “You’re lying to get a
confession out of me. But you've lost.
I didn’t do it, not any of those killings,
and you can’t make me say | did.”

The fire went out of the big man. He

moved back to his chair, sat down. He
was frowning.
“Blair, 1’'m not lying!” His voice

rang with sincerity, with conviction.
“That gun killed those men. 1l swear
it on the bible if you want me to. Will
you believe me then?”

“NO.”

“The ballistics man—"

“NQ.”

“Your own brother-—~

“Not Al—"

“Your own brother, Al Blair!” The
big man came to his feet again. “Il
get him, and the ballistics man. They’ll
tell you before witnesses. . . .”

He was gone. His partner eyed Blair
curiously.

“Its rough, son,” he sympathized,
“but you might as well give up. We've
really got you, dead to rights.”

“It can’t be. | didn't kill them.”

The big man was back.

“Come on. We’ll prove it to you, in
front of the whole bunch.”

Slowly, grudgingly, Blair rose and
followed him. The other detective
brought up the rear.

The room to which they took Blair
was a larger copy of the first. It was
crowded now. All were there—Cecil
Johnson; Ed Garrity; Ray and Helen
Humphries; Dave Randolph, the Cor-
win prosecutor; the chunky thug from
the houseboat; Tom Oglethorpe’s son;
Al Blair.

Their

reactions to Blair’s entry
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varied. Garrity stared at him sullenly,
Ray Humphries with blazing hate. Cecil
Johnson’s right arm was in a sling, but
he had recaptured his cynically debo-
nair air; he tossed Blair a mocking sa-
lute. The chunky thug avoided Blair’s
eyes. Randolph and young Oglethorpe
watched him as if he were some strange
beast on exhibit. Al Blair stared
straight ahead, lips thin, swart face
wooden, green eyes dull and glhzed. And
Helen Humphries. . . .

gH E sat there, eyes fixed on the floor,

slim hands folded in her lap. Though
she gave no sign she was so much as
aware of Blair’s presence, her lips were
quivering. Her face sagged with wear-
iness now, her hair tangled, matted, in
the cold morning light. The scarlet
gown was stained and grimy. Yet even
now, as he looked at her, Blair’s heart
leaped. A leap of pain, not joy; it died
in a dull ache deep within him.

The big detective brought forward a
lanky man.

Quentin, our ballistics expert,” he in-
troduced. And, to the expert: “He
won’t believe his gun did the job.”

The lanky man smiled. Turned to
Blair.

“I'm sorry,” he said, “but there really
isn’t the slightest doubt about it. To
begin with, automatic pistols eject their
own empty shells. Those shells can be
identified by the marks the firing pin
leaves on them.” He shook half-a-doz~
en empty cartridge cases from an en-
velope. “These are Remington 6.35
millimeter shells found at the various
murder scenes. |'ve given them a care-
ful examination, compared them with
test shells fired from your pistol. They
all were fired from the same gun: a
Mauser automatic, caliber 6.35 milli-
meter, serial number 100462. There’s
absolutely no possibility of error.”

Blair stared at the man. His stom-
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ach was a tight knot of nerves.

“You found them in all
places?” he asked huskily.

“In two of the three,” the ballistics
man corrected. “There were none at
the scene of the Whitney murder.”

Blair’s heart jumped. A ripple of
excitement ran through him. His voice
was a gasp of relief.

“My God, dont you see?” he ex-
claimed. “Helen fired that gun while
we were at Kramer’s. | shot at the man
who killed Oglethorpe. That’s why the
shells were there—"

“I'm afraid that’s not good enough.”
The ballistics expert was shaking his
head. “The bullets are the real evidence
against you.” He turned to the big
detective who had questioned Blair.
“May | have the pistol?”

The other extended the gun.

The ballistics man cracked back the
pistol’s slide, unsnapped and removed
the locking pin, and lifted out the
barrel.

“Practically all firearms’ barrels, ex-
cept shotguns, are rifled,” he explained.
“The patterns the lands and grooves
you see inside the barrel, here, leave on
a bullet vary from make to make and
gun to gun. By use of a special com-
parison microscope, it’s possible to de-
termine whether a bullet came from a
given gun—"

“I know all that,” Blair broke in. He
was taut as a bowstring, his voice like
cracking ice. “What |’'m saying is, that
gun can't be the one that fired the shots
that killed those men. It can’t—"

“Again, I’'m sorry, but it did.” The
ballistics man was positive as a direct
command. He produced another en-
velope, poured out a cascade of slugs.
“These are the bullets from those bod-
ies, Blair, and comparison bullets |
fired with this pistol, all properly
marked and identified. There’s no more
chance of any of them having come from

three
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another gun than there is of two sets of
fingerprints being alike.”

“No! ” Blair whispered hoarsely. No!
It can’t be—" He stopped short. Des-
peration was in his eyes, his voice.
“Maybe this isn’t the gun I thought it

was! | thought I could recognize it by
that cracked grip. Maybe | was
wrong—"

“l beat you to it, kid,” Al Blair
snapped harshly. His face was slashed
with bitter lines. “I thought of that
angle. But your fingerprints were still
all over it, even on the magazine. . . .”

“Then they must have been killed be-
fore I got it—"

“You said yourself Tom Oglethorpe
whas killed while you were in his room! ”
the big interrogating detective lashed.
“You were there, and he was killed, and
your bullets are in him! You might as
well confess. Make it easy on your-
self—”

A BLACK fog was descending over

Frank Blair. He could hear the
voices that beset him as sound, but not
as meaning. The faces before him
jumbled in a weird, leering kaleido-
scope. There was a wild roaring in his
brain. His head was suddenly too small,
his body without feeling.

The ballistics expert dropped the au-
tomatic’s barrel back into place, slid
home the locking pin. Blair’s eyes were
on the gun, riveted to it as if hypno-
tized. He watched the man snap the
locking pin into place, push in the mag-
azine. The slide slammed home.

It was like a window breaking, the
crack of that slide. An opaque window,
that had shut out the light, left him
blind, groping in darkness. And now,
with that single sharp burst of sound,
the screen was gone, the light pouring
in, the scene clearing. Blair’s mind was
a mad millrace of jumbled, tumbling
currents. Frantically, he tried to sort



70 MAMMOTH
them, control them, make each fit into
its place.

Then a voice cut in upon him, a low,
clear voice, quietly rich and vibrant.

He jerked his eyes from the gun.
Stared across the room at Helen Hum-
phries.

She had risen. She stood there,
poised and queenly, grey eyes looking
into his. The wan ghost of a smile
touched her lips.

But only for a moment. She was
turning, then, her eyes flicking away as
she faced the detectives.

“l cant go through with it,” she said.
“l cant see Frank framed to prison.

“I killed those men!”

CHAPTER X

rIPHERE was stunned silence in the

room; utter, absolute. For a long
moment it held, while the tension grew
like a tightening drumhead.

Then, as suddenly, it broke in a wild
babble of voices.

One louder, more strident, slashed
through the rest.

“The gun! What about the gun?”

It was Al Blair. He was close to the
girl, eyes blazing green fire, thick fingers
gouging into the white flesh of her bare
shoulders.

“What about it?” he lashed again in
a voice like thunder. “Tell me, you
tramp! | want to know!”

The girl writhed under those tortur-
ing fingers.

“I had it!” she gasped. “I borrowed
it from Frank. He’d never tell. He’s
trying to protect—"

“No!” Ray Humphries was on his
feet, charging, his white face mirroring
hell’s own torment, his voice a scream
of frenzy. “It’s not so—"

His fist lashed out at Al Blair’s head.
The detective was spinning, ducking,
even as the blow started, his own hands
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knotting into great fists like oaken
mauls. They smashed at Humpbhries’
face, his body. They drove him back,
beat him down, left him broken, mum-
bling, half-conscious, sprawled on the
floor against the wall.

Again Al Blair turned on Helen Hum-
phries.

“I want an answer!” he roared.

“She’s lying, AIT’ Frank Blair said.
The lines of strain and weariness, the
bitter twist, had gone from his lean
face. His lips, his eyes, were smiling.

Wide-eyed, Helen Humphries stared
at him.

“Frank! No!”
“Yes, Helen. You’re lying.”
“No, Frank!” Her voice was a cry

of anguish, her shoulders shaking. “It’s
all my fault, Frank. | wanted to save
Ray. | even helped him ambush you,
dragged you into this. But | can't
let them send you to prison! | won't!”

There were tears in Blair’s brown
eyes in that moment. His throat was
tight, his tongue too thick, his heart
all tenderness. He was walking toward
the girl, taking her in his arms, com-
forting her. His trembling fingers
touched her chin, pulled her face up so
that she was looking into his eyes. The
tear-streaked cheeks, the tangled hair,
the tortured lines—incredibly, in spite
of them, perhaps even because of them,
she was more beautiful to him then
than she had ever been before.

“I’m not going to prison, Helen,” he
said. Firm conviction was in his voice.
“Do you understand, Helen? 1'm not
going. It was a gorgeous frame, but
now |’ve caught the angle.”

Unbelieving, incredulous, she clung
to him, sobbing like a child with a
broken heart.

“Tell me just one thing, Flelen: Are
you really Humphries’ sister—not his
wife?”

Mute, unable to speak, she nodded.
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One moment Blair held her close.
Then he was pushing her aside, away
from him. His eyes were on Ray Hum-
phries.

“I'm a
snapped.

The convict’s pallid face contorted.

“You’re not framing me for this!”
he snarled. He tried to struggle to his
feet.

Al Blair hurled him back.

“Go on, kid!” The detective’s green
eyes were like icy jade, his voice a
harsh, taut rasp.

fool, Humphries!” he

pOR an instant Blair hesitated,
wrapped in thought. Then, eyes

narrowed, voice chill, he began his ex-

planation of what had taken place:

“Three men died last night, but their
murders go back five years. Back to
Corwin, upstate, and a seventy-grand
bank robbery, fingered by a trusted
man.”

Dave Randolph, the Corwin prose-
cutor, broke in:

“That’s all past, Blair. It was
brought out at the trial. We know how
Humphries robbed the bank.”

Blair shook his head. A laugh was
harsh in his throat.

“Not this angle, Randolph. This is
one you missed.” He turned back to
the others, went on: “This finger man
was a smart guy. He knew that the
chief of police had planted deer rifles
with sharp-shooting businessmen all
around the bank. A gang of heist guys
wouldn’t have the chance of a snowball
in hell.”

“That’s what | told them!” Ray
Humphries raved. “Why would | run
out with them, knowing—"

“Shut up!” Al Blair lashed.

“When the gang propositioned this
finger man, he agreed to work with
them,” Frank Blair continued. “He
made three conditions, though—maybe
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more, but | can guarantee there were
three.

“First, he insisted that no one but
the gang’s contact man know who was
fingering the job. That was for se-
curity.

“Second, he made them agree to

knock down Tom Oglethorpe, the
guard, and break his glasses. More
security.

“And third”—momentarily Blair

paused, every eye upon him; his lean
face was suddenly hard—*“third, he
demanded that they take Ray Hum-
phries along as a hostage! Why he
picked on Humphries, I don’t know—
maybe it was an old grudge. But any-
how, he had to have a hostage to make
his scheme work.”

Again the babble broke loose. Ray
Humphries was shaking like a leaf.
Cecil Johnson’s cool voice cut

through, smug, supercilious.

“l suppose that makes me the can-
didate for finger man, Blair? | was
the only other person in the bank.”

Blair studied the debonair bookie
thoughtfully. When he answered, his
words were cryptic.

“We’ll come to that, Johnson,” he
said.

“Get on with it!” Al Blair lashed.
“Let’s have it!”

Blair nodded.

“Since our finger man knew in ad-
vance that the heist would blow up, he
made a few special advance plans he
didn’t tell the gang about. For one
thing, he swiped the guns Anderson,
the cashier, and Humphries kept in
their cages. Then he stole seventy
thousand dollars from the vault.”

“Wait a minute!” It was little Ran-
dolph, the prosecutor, again. “That’s
impossible. The bank was examined
the afternoon before the holdup. All
the money was there then. And it
was proved that none of the employees
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left the bank the next morning. The-
police checked every move they made,
searched every nook and cranny. They
even checked the post office, on the
chance the money might have been
mailed out.”

“It’s not impossible!” Blair contra-
dicted grimly. “I’ll show you how the
job was done, just as soon as | finish
up with the heist itself.

“When the gang came in, everything
went acording to plan. Up to a certain
point.” Blair laughed bitterly. “At
that point, the finger man showed just
how crooked a double cross a trusted
and allegedly honest man can pull. As
the gang left the bank, he shot the con-
tact—the only man in the gang who
knew who was fingering the job—in the
back with the cashier’s gun.

“Then, knowing that Oglethorpe, the
guard, was practically blind as a bat
without his glasses, he slipped on a dark

coat so he'd look half-way like Ray ¢

Humphries, ran out into the open, and
shot the cashier dead with Humphries’
gun. After that he stepped on the
alarm button and sat back to watch
the fireworks.

“By that time Humphries, carrying
the suitcase full of loot, had been forced
to run out with the gang to their geta-
way car. The businessmen opened up
with their deer rifles, the thugs were
shot to pieces, and that fool Oglethorpe
—convinced he’d seen Humphries shoot
Anderson because the dark coat he wore
resembled Humphries’ black alpaca
jacket, and because the ballistics men
said it was Humphries’ gun did the kill-
ing—testified Humphries into the peni-
tentiary.”

N DULL silence fell over the room.
Cecil Johnson broke it.

“And why did this mysterious finger

man shoot Anderson?” he demanded,

one eyebrow raised in a quizzical arc.
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“Yes! And where’s the money?”
Randolph jabbered.

“One at a time.” Blair’s lips were
thin, his voice tight with restraint. He
looked at Johnson. “Anderson was
killed so that he couldn’t deny having
shot the contact man. The finger was
taking no chances on some surviving
member of the gang figuring out that
they’d been betrayed, and coming back
to take vengeance.”

He spun to face Randolph.

“As for the money, Randolph—it
was with you!”

The little prosecutor’s pinched fea-
tures seemed to freeze.

“What d’you mean?” he shrilled. “I

don’t know anything about it! | was
locked in the safety deposit room—"
“That’s right,” Blair nodded. “And

so was the money.” Then, catching
the fear in the little man’s face: “Don*t
worry. 1’'m not accusing you of any-
thing. You just happened to be among
those present. By now, the money’s
probably been years spent. But I guar-
antee you that it was in the same room
with you during the robbery.” He
spread his hands. “lIsn’t it obvious?
The one obvious and secure place to
hide money in a bank is in a safety
deposit box. Probably Johnson—uyes,
Johnson was the finger man—rented
one under an assumed name long be-
fore the robbery. Then, the morning
it was to take place, he quietly lifted
the seventy thousand from the vault,
found some excuse for going into the
safety deposit room—"

“He let me in!” Dave Randolph
whispered hoarsely. “He let me in that
morning, and then stayed at the far end,
fumbling around at one of the boxes—"

But another voice cut in on him.
Ray Humphries’ voice. It crawled
with sudden death.

“Johnson!”

He was on his feet, swaying, pale



BLOOD ON

face twisted in a snarl of rage and hate.

“Stop him!” Blair lashed.

He need not have spoken. His
brother Al’s hand was against the fugi-
tive’s chest, pushing him back.

Blair swung about.

“Well, Johnson?” he demanded.

The debonair bookie smoothed his
thin mustache. He was chuckling to
himself, his eyes mocking and amused.

“Have your fun,” he retorted. “If
you enjoy telling these fantasies, who
am | to interfere?” And then, suddenly
serious: “If you really want my com-
ments, however, 1’ll tell you frankly—
as | have before—that you’re an arrant
ass.” His lip curled. A sneer masked
his face. “W.ith three murders wrapped
neatly up and laid on your doorstep,
Blair, you're in a tight spot. | don’t
blame you for trying to squirm out of
them. But | certainly do refuse to let
myself be made the goat. So far, all
you've done is to tell a few fairy tales
regarding a five-year-old bank robbery.
You’ve not even dared to mention last
night’s bloodthirsty little episodes.”

Blair was smiling at him, a strange,
bleak smile. His eyes were like glis-
tening gimlets.

“Can you prove where you were at
the time when those murders were com-
mitted, Johnson?” he asked softly.

“Hardly.” Johnson leaned back in
his chair, feigned a yawn. “Neither can
fifty thousand other people in the city.”
Then, poking an indolent finger in the
other’s direction: “You’re forgetting
certain facts, Blair. For one thing,
what conceivable motive did | have?
My only interest in last night’s massa-
cres was in terms of forcing Ray Hum-
phries to tell me where he’d hidden
that seventy thousand dollars you so
blithely claim | stole five years ago.”

“No, Johnson.” Blair shook his
head slowly. He was still smiling.
“That wasn’t really your angle.”
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“Then what was, pray tell?”

JgLAIR laughed. *“Safety,” he an-

swered. “Security. The one thing
that’s characterized you all through
this bloody mess. A month ago, Paul
Kramer went to visit Humphries at the
penitentiary.” He turned to the con-
vict. “Right?”

“That’s right.”

Blair swung back to the bookie.

“Kramer told Humphries he had a
new idea about that bank robbery. He
refused to tell what it was, but it was
hot enough to get him excited. He
said hed been around interviewing you,
and Tom Oglethorpe, and all the other
principals in the case.

“What Kramer’s idea was, we may
never know. But it’s a cinch that he
must have let slip some hint of it when
he talked to you, and it came close
enough to the mark to scare the living
hell out of you. You saw yourself
going to the pen for Anderson’s murder.
Or, worse, Ray Humphries coming
after you.

“Then you had a bright idea yourself.
Not too good an idea, because it was
complicated, like all the rest of your
schemes. But good enough.

“You talked Moe Evans into putting
Helen Humphries to work at the Hide-
away Club, then blackmailing Ray
with the threat of framing her. Since
he’d been framed himself, you knew
that would line him up. For bait to sell
Evans on the idea, you dangled the
picture of the seventy grand from that
bank job, which you’d actually stolen
and spent yourself, of course, but which
you claimed Humphries had hidden.

“Knowing Humphries, and how
much he thought of his sister Helen,
you figured — correctly — that any
threat to her would make him blow
his top and attempt an escape. Only
the pen here being a rough one, you
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thought he’d be killed or caught in the
attempt. In either case, he’d be dis-
credited with Kramer; no lawyer’s go-
ing to waste time trying to prove a
convicted man’s innocence when the
convict concentrates on convincing the
authorities he’s a bad actor.”

Blair laughed. It had a hard, un-
pleasant, contemptuous sound.

“IIl bet you puked green when
you overheard Humphries’ call to Hel-
en, Johnson, and knew he’d made it
over the wall! You had to change your
plans in a hurry. Because your chums
—Lars, Moe Evans, Ed Garrity, and
the rest—were counting on torturing
that nonexistent seventy grand out of
Humphries, you didn’t dare kill him
outright for fear they’d turn on you.
On the other hand, you were scared
stiff he’d go to Kramer, and together
they’d link it all up with Kramer’s new
investigations of that Corwin bank job.

“Finally you hit on what seemed like
a perfect solution. You decided to
kill Kramer, and all the other princi-
pals involved in that robbery, while still
pretending between times to be hunt-
ing the money in order to keep your
thug friends in line. To the law, it
would look like Humphries’ revenge.
Yet actually you'd be eliminating any
chance of their ever testifying against
you.”

/A"ECIL JOHNSON stretched lan-

* guorously. He had not lost his
smug smirk.

“Sorry if 1 seem bored, Blair,” he
remarked caustically. “However, your
dope dreams seem endless. You've yet
to produce one solid tidbit of evidence.”

“That’s right, Blair!” echoed the
big detective who had done the interro-
gating. “Three men are dead. Shot
down—"

“—With your gun!” broke in the
ballistics man.
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“No!” Blair’s voice was a savage
rasp of denial. “Not with my gun!”

“Really, Blair—” The gun expert
looked irritated.

Blair cut him short with one slash-
ing gesture.

“Johnson owns a Mauser 6.35, too,”
he snapped. “Did you pick it up? He
had it with him.”

“Yes. He turned both the Mausers
in.”

“Was it registered in his name?”
“Yes.”

“Serial number recorded?”

“Of course.”

“All right!” Blair’s lean face was
hard, his eyes cold, his lips drawn back
from his teeth in a mirthless grin.  “I’ll
give you your evidence!”

He walked over to the table where
the Mauser he had taken from Sam
Yerxa still lay. Picked up the gun.

“Johnson Kkilled Kramer and Ogle-
thorpe and Whitney with his own Mau-
ser,” he explained. His words vrere
clipped, brusque. “After each shoot-
ing, he picked up the empty shells, ex-
cept at Oglethorpe’s, where he didn’t
have time and was outside on the porch
roof anyhow. The result was that my
empties were the only ones found.”

He turned on Quentin.

“Where does this model
throw the cartridge cases?”

“Forward and to the right, about
eight or ten feet.”

“Then you still may find Johnson’s
shells in the grass below Oglethorpe’s
porch.” And then, to the rest: “John-
son knew his gun could still be iden-
tified by the bullets taken from the
bodies, of course. Probably he planned
to ditch it as soon as he’d finished his
killing; Randolph was the only one left.
Then things worked out so he never got
the chance to throw it away. First he
needed it to help me hold off Hum-
phries down at the houseboat. Then

Mauser
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Humphries grabbed him, and he didn’t
dare touch it. And after that the police
grabbed them both.”

“This is still very boresome,” John-
son murmured. But his eyes were over-
bright.

“He was desperate,” Blair pressed on
unheeding. “He knew that once that
gun got to the laboratory, the prison
doors would start swinging open. So
then he got another of his brilliant

ideas.” He laughed harshly. “Too
damn brilliant. It nearly sent me up
for life.”

His hands were moving as he spoke.
Racking back the automatic’s slide.
Unsnapping the long pin that held the
barrel in place. Pulling that pin out,
laying it aside. Lifting out the barrel.

gILENCE settled over the room like
a shroud as his fingers moved.

“Ten seconds!” he said softly be-
tween clenched teeth. “Ten seconds to
take the barrel out. Ten more, to
switch it for the one in the Mauser 1
been carrying; these parts are inter-
changeable. Maybe thirty seconds all
told, to frame me for murder.”

He turned to Quentin, the ballistics
man. Held out the barrel.

“There’s a serial number on this bar-
rel, as well as the gun itself. Quentin,
only they’re not the same; this barrel
doesnt belong with my gun. But if the
number isn’t the same as the one on
Johnson’s. 1’ll go to the pen laughing!”

The ballistics man’s face was scarlet.

“l should have checked—" he stam-
mered.

“Forget it. It wouldn’t happen once
in a thousand times.”

“I’'m sorry | can’t become perturbed
over your little discovery, gentlemen,”
the cool mockery of Cecil Johnson’s
voice cut in upon them. He chuckled,
his face a picture of self-confidence.
Stretched a little, still smiling. Rubbed
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tenderly at the hand within the sling.
“Of course, I'll want to see an attor-
ney—"

And then, like a rattler striking, he
was out of his seat, back against the
wall, eyes insanely distended, teeth bar-
ed in a snarl of hate. The hand that had
been rubbing his sling-shrouded arm
whipped back, clear of the bandaged
folds, and now it gripped the walnut
stock of the sawed-off shotgun Blair
had dropped to the catwalk back there
in the church’s bell-tower.

“A shotgun!” someone choked.

They stopped dead in their tracks
before that weapon, every man of them.
Even Al Blairs swart face had
blanched.

“A shotgun!” Johnson mocked them.
“l can use it even with my right hand
crippled. You don’t have to aim a
shotgun!” His voice was wild as the
skirling of highland pipes, his eyes
agleam with mad lights. “Did you think
you could get me, you fools? Did you
think 1 wouldn’t hold out one final
ace?”

There was silence—taut, vibrant.

“I’m going now.” Johnson’s voice
was not quite so wild, but even more
it rang of murder. “I’'m going right
out this door, and down the stairs, and
out of this building and your lives.”

He looked about, studying every face,
as if daring them to challenge him.

“Don’t move, anybody!” Al Blair
rapped. “Let him go. He can be picked
up later.”

“Thank you, Mister Blair!” John-
son’s words dripped sarcasm. “I’'m
glad you’re taking such a sensible at-
titude.”

“Get going!” Al Blair grated.
“You’ve got us cold.”

Johnson shook his head.

“Not yet,” he murmured. “One of
you is coming with me. A hostage,

shall we say?”
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ICY lump sprang into being in

the pit of Al Blair’s stomach. He

tried to hold his face rigid, emotionless.

“l think the lady would be best,”

Johnson said silkily. “Come, Helen!
We’re going to take a little trip.”

They stared at her, all of them. They
watched her as she rose, face calm, se-
rene, eyes steady.

The lump of ice in Frank Blair’s
stomach was growing, expanding, send-
ing out cold tentacles to clutch at heart
and brain.

“No!” he said. The word echoed
like the knell of doom.

“I'm sorry, Blair,” the other mocked
him.  “l must insist.”

Helen Humphries’ grey eyes met
Blair's. Her lips were trying to smile.

“It’s all right, Frank. 1’ll go.”

“No!” He spat the word like an
epithet. Stood there, feet wide apart,
head lowered, long arms swinging.

“You’re not going.”

And then, to Johnson:

“You’re through, Johnson. Your
luck’s run out. Lay down your gun.
Give up while you’ve got’the chance.”

Johnson’s lip curled.

“You must take me for as big a fool
as you are, Blair.” He brought the
shotgun up. Pointed it straight at the
other. “I’'m going, and I'm taking
Helen Humphries with me.”

Slowly, Blair shook his head.

“No,” he repeated. His voice was
quiet now. “I'll tell you why, John-
son. | packed the barrels of that shot-
gun with rags. | meant to trap Ray
Humphries. Now youve got it. |If
you pull the triggers, that gun’s going
to burst. It’ll be like hanging onto a
live hand grenade. They’ll pick you
up with a mop.”

Desperately, as he spoke, he watched
the other’s face. Tried to gauge reac-
tion. But there was no flicker of shock,
no sign of fear.

DETECTIVE

“Of course, Blair.” Johnson’s voice
was a tiger’s purr. “l‘ve taken care of
all that, long since. Now |’'m going.”

Blindly, unheeding, Blair started for-
ward.

Johnson swung the shotgun to cover
Helen Humphries.

“One step more will do it, Blair!” he
warned. A ragged note of uncertainty
had crept into his voice. “One step more
and | fire on your precious Helen!”

“Fire and be damned!” Blair said
thickly. “If she goes with you she’s
as good as dead. This why, | can at
least tear your heart out.”

But his hands were shaking as he
spoke, and his nerves were like hot
needles of flame. He had eyes for
Cecil Johnson only; he dared not look
at Helen.

“One step more—”

“I’'m coming, Johnson!”

It was a berserker’s battle cry. Mad-
ly, he lunged, bare hands outstretched
to clutch at Cecil Johnson’s gullet.

SCREAM of fear rose in the mur-

derer’s throat. Stark terror was in
his eyes. He spun backward, away,
whipping the shotgun ’round. In apan-
icked frenzy he jerked the trigger.

Orange fire burst about him. The
room was rocking with thunderous
sound, the scream dying in Johnson’s
throat as he smashed against the wall.

Half-dazed, Blair stood staring at the
Killer’s shattered corpse.

“He thought I was bluffing!” he
choked. “He didnt know I°d really
wadded the barrels!”

Then Al Blair’s big hand was grip-
ping his in fellowship once more. Ray
Humphries was at his side, emotion-
straught, all gratitude. Men were
thumping him on the back and bellow-
ing praises. Helen was sobbing in his
arms, clinging to him, part of him.

He held her tight against him, so
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tight his arms ached, and emotion
choked him, and a wonderful fierce
poignancy tore at his heartstrings till
he thought he must cry or die.

“It’s over, Helen!” he kept whisper-

ing. “It’s over, and | want you more
than any words can ever tell. Will you
marry me now, Helen? You said no

before, but now the night and the hor-
ror are gone, and you’ve nothing more

"NOTHING BUT THE
mTOOTH!I"

UF T ""OOTH-PRINTS” have in recent years
I taken on an importance in crime de-
tection almost as great as finger-prints.
Many criminals have been seized and brought to
justice as a result of clues left by their own teeth
or their victim’s. In some cases, when fire or blasts
have made identification impossible in any other
way, the teeth have shown positive evidence, for
they are the most durable part of the body, and
one of the most individualistic.

By means of records kept by dentists which
have innumerable times identified both criminals
and victims and by means of their own complete
studies, the F.B.l. has seen the tremendous impor-
tance of such identification. Just as many authori-
ties feel that permanent records of everyone’
fingerprints should be filed, it has also been sug-
gested that permanent dental records of all per-
sons in the country be kept in the F.B.I. files. The
difficulty of accomplishing such a task on a na-
tionwide scale, however, and certain legal aspects
make such an endeavor impossible at present.
Nevertheless, crime detection through the teeth
continues to be of importance.

In Santiago, Chile, there is one of the finest and
most modern dental schools. The building of this
great institution came about through a case of
crime detection involving the teeth.

The case broke just before World War 1. A
fire had partially destroyed the German embassy
in Santiago. When the police checked the building,
they found in the furnace the charred remains of
a man’s body with the skull bashed in.

The German ambassador identified the body as
that of the consul. At the same time it was dis-
covered that the embassy safe had been opened
and a huge sum of money stolen. Both the theft
and murder were blamed on the building janitor,
who was missing.

Dr. German Valenzuela, the medical examiner
found a flaw in the case against the janitor, how-
ever. Since the consul was an older man, the
examiner felt that it was unusual for his teeth to
have been so well preserved. Only one tooth was
missing in the dead man’s mouth. The consul’s
dentist confirmed Valenzuela’s suspicions when he
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to fear. |It’s like your song, Helen—
‘blood on the moon’; and now the moon

has set—"

She raised her face, then. She was
laughing through her tears, and the grey
eyes were aglow with love, and the red
lips very close to his.

“There’s another line to my song,
Frank,” she answered. “Remember—?
‘Now |'ve changed my tune’!”

revealed records and charts showing that a great
deal of dental work had been done and that
actually several teeth were missing and had been
replaced by bridgework.

Further investigation revealed that the janitor
had only one tooth missing! Dr. Valenzuela de-
ducted that it was the consul who had killed the
janitor and stolen the money. Trying to throw the
guilt on him, he had then fled but was appre-
hended just before reaching Argentina.

An apology had been demanded by Germany,
but when the facts of the case were disclosed, she
agreed to pay an indemnity to Chile. Chile, in
turn, offered the money to Dr. Valenzuela as a
reward for his work in the case. lie refused it,
however, suggesting instead that it be used to
build a fine dental school so that everyone might
benefit from it.

BULLET TO SPARE

UICIDE or murder? How often the crimi-
S nal investigator is faced with that primary
problem!

Take a recent case which temporarily baflled
the police. A young woman was found dead in
her room. Signs of a struggle were evident; the
room was in disarray; and the gun which she held
tightly clasped had fingerprints other than her
own. When the police arrived her body was still
warm, and the development of rigor mortis had
not begun.

Yet there was one unusual condition. The
hand in which she held the gun was stiffened to
the extent of rigor mortis. Despite everything
else which seemed clearly to indicate foul play,
this single fact was enough to free any suspected
murderer.

Known to investigators as a cadaveric spasm—
this phenomenon quite distinct from rigor mortis
—may take place immediately following death.
Thus if a gun or knife were in the hand of the
person at -the time of the death, he would continue
to hold it tightly after death—even though there
were no rigor mortis in other body parts.

When this situation is found, it is almost al-
ways an indication of self-imposed death. It
would be an impossibility for another person to
put any weapon in a dead person’s hand and have
it remain tightly closed. —Sandy Miller
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By H. B. Hickey

HE bartender made quite a busi-

I ness of wiping the bar, although

it was dry as far as Mancuso
could see. Twice, as the husky little
man watched, his glass was lifted and
the bar-rag slid under it.

Mancuso looked at his drink. Hell,
it was flat already anyway. He lifted
his eyes to find the bartender waiting
and watching him expectantly.

“Okay,” Mancuso said flatly, “you
can give me another,”

“Same thing?”

What difference did it make? Man-
cuso didn’t want to drink, he’d picked
this spot because it was just across the
street from the dance hall.

“Same thing.”

Mancuso’s dark features remained
expressionless as he watched the big
ex-pug behind the bar pour his shot
into the glass of soda. The bartender
slid the drink in front of him, took the
dollar bill and rang the register. When
he brought back the change he saw
the black eyes still on him. He leaned
against the bar, the wood making a deep
dent in his paunch, and grinned at Man-
CUsO.

“l wasnt meanin’ to hustle you,
friend, but—"

Mancuso nodded and the big man
went away. The woman on the stool
next to Mancuso’s watched him as he
sipped for a second at his whiskey and
soda. Her beer was almost finished and
she wanted another.

“You look nervous,” she said.

The little man’s eyes took her in at

It's no trouble at all to
stab a man in the back, and it is
usually a smart idea to clean the

knife. But blood stains deeply .. -
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a single glance. Once she had been a
good looker, now the thick layer of
powder and rouge could’not conceal
the heavy lines in her face. There was
the smell of dime store perfume that
exuded from her, and the roots of her
hair showed dark where it was starting
to grow out. Most of her hair was a
bleached blonde.

“Why do | look nervous?” he asked
quietly.

She thought it over for a second, hon-

estly pondering the question. At last
she decided what it was.
“Your eyes,” she said. “They’re

squidjus.”

His lids dropped very slowly and as
slowly lifted. “What’s squidjus?” he
asked solemnly.

The female bar-fly leaned a little
closer to him so he could see into the
deep V of her dress. He wasn looking
down but there was always the chance
that he would.

“You know: squidjus.” He still
didn’t seem to get it so she tried again
after fixing for a moment his black eyes
with her bleary blue ones.

“Squidjus, nervous, like you did
something.”
Mancuso didn’t blink. “Like what,

for instance?”

“Oh, | dunno, your eyes are sorta
creepy. They look like you maybe
would kill someone.” Her shudder was
real enough.

Mancuso changed the subject. “You
come around here much?” he asked her.

She smiled and nodded. “Sure. All
the fellows know me. Peaches, that’s
my name. Peaches.” She let her hand
fall on his knee. “Ask anyone; they’ll
tell you I'm a good kid. | let—"

He cut her off. “I'm sort of looking
for someone,” he said quietly. She
looked disappointed so he slid out an-
other bill and put it on the bar.

“Have a shot on me,” he suggested.
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She tried hard not to look eager but
failed.

The whiskey made her eyes brighter.
“Maybe if you don't find the girl you’re
lookin’ for—" she suggested.

“It’s not a girl,” Mancuso told her.
“1’'m looking for a man. | thought he
might maybe come around here once in
awhile.”

Her voice was louder than he would
have liked, “If he comes around here
I’ll know him. Peaches knows every-
one! Ask anyone—”"

“Kind of a fat guy,” Mancuso con-
tinued. “Not real fat, but pretty heavy.
He’s tall, maybe six feet, and he’s fat
all over. He wears his hair long and it
sort of curls in the back. He’s nice
looking and he’s got a smooth line.”

r)"HERE was an odd light in Peaches’

eyes as he finished his description.
When she spoke her voice had dropped
to a whiskey roughened whisper.

“Does he like to dance?” she asked.

Mancuso nodded. “Yeah, he likes
to dance.”

“1 wouldnt know him,” Peaches said
quietly. She slid from her stool and
started for the door. Mancuso didnt
try to stop her.

The big man behind the bar was
walking away from him when Man-
cuso looked up. He had the feeling
that he’d been overheard but it was too
late to do anything about that.

The door opened and Mancuso
turned toward it. Before it closed he
could see that it was dark outside now
and from where he sat he could see the
dance hall marquee lit up. The dancing
would start soon.

The ex-pug came back slowly, wip-
ing the bar as he came. When he got to
Mancuso he paused.

“Another?” he asked briefly.

Mancuso looked at his watch. It
was time for the dance hall to open.
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“No,” he said. “I’ll be going now.”

He was among the first at the box
office, which was flanked on both sides
by white statues of dancers, and he paid
his dollar and ten cents for the pink
ticket which admitted him. It was a
steep price, he reflected, but the Gion
was obviously out for the better class of
factory girl and housemaid.

The orchestra was warming up as he
came onto the floor and there were sev-
eral girls dancing with each other. Man-
cuso looked around and found the stairs
which led to the balcony and climbed
them slowly. He picked a side seat in
the front row where he was in the
shadow cast by some dusty drapery and
lit a cigarette.

In a few minutes a kid attendant
came along. He watched Mancuso
-moke for a second, started to speak,
hesitated, and then said quickly, “No
smoking inside the ballroom, sir.”

The dark man nodded and said,
"Sure,” but kept on smoking and after
a minute the attendant went away.

The ballroom filled slowly, some men
bringing their own girls and getting
started at once, while most came indivi-
dually or on groups of a single sex. At
first the girls stayed together in the
corners or in little bunches along the
side walls, but as the proportion of men
increased they were pulled out one by
one. Finally, there were just a few
girls whe weren’t dancing and it was
plain that those were the hopeless ones
who would never be asked to dance.

It was strange that when the fat man
came at last, he picked his partner
from among the wallflowers. Mancuso
spotted him as soon as he came in and
his dark eyes watched the big man
glide over the floor. The girl with
whom he danced was obviously a be-
ginner but her partner danced with the
grace common to so many big men and
managed to keep going smoothly.

JYJANCUSO got up and went down

to the floor where he could keep
a closer watch on the big man. It was
too thick with people though, and he
found that he would have to dance if
he wanted to stick with his quarry.

The girl he picked was a shy crea-
ture, not good looking, and wearing a
formal gown that was obviously a hand
me down. She was a good dancer, how-
ever, and content to stick to dancing
without any conversation, which suited
Mancuso just fine. He maneuvered
around until they were dancing directly
behind the big man and he could hear
what the other was saying.

The big man had a good line. “I
think being a maid in a nice home is a
good job,” he was saying. “When you
add it all up you make more than these
factory girls do. Besides, it's an edu-
cation. | could tell in a minute that
you were used to being around people
who knew how to act.”

The girl was eating it up. The big
man whirled her around smoothly and
Mancuso could see he had large, soft
brown eyes and even white teeth when
he smiled. His clothes were expensive
and plainly dark, setting him off from
the others around them.

“Who did you say you worked for?”
the big man asked. The music had
stopped for a second and he patted the
oily ringlet on the back of his neck.

His girl said something in a low voice
and the big man whistled. “That’s
high society,” Mancuso heard him say.
“1’d certainly like to see the inside of
that home!”

The girl smiled shyly and almost
whispered her reply and the big man
smiled down at her. “That's very nice
of you,” he said.

There was an intermission and the
couples walked off the floor, Mancuso
sticking very close to the other. Many
of the dancers headed for the bar in
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the ballroom lounge and the big man
steered his girl that way too. As they
reached the lounge the big man hesi-
tated.

“Tell you what,” he said to the girl,
“why not go to some nice place for a
bite to eat? It’s hard to get acquainted
with so many people around.”

His girl smiled eagerly. “Oh, that
would be swell, Mr. Smith! If you wait
just a second I’ll get my wrap.” She
went off toward the cloak room.

Smith was leaning against a column
when Mancuso slid alongside him. For
a brief second the brown soft eyes met
the cold black ones and then Mancuso
let the man feel it against his ribs. The
brown eyes grew suddenly wide and
Smith sucked in his breath.

“Let’s take a walk outside,” Man-
cuso said quietly. “Take it nice and
easy, like you were going for some fresh
air.”

The big man took it easy. Mancuso
stayed close enough to him so that no
one could get between them and yet not
so close that there was a chance to turn
on him.

Outside Mancuso told him, “Down
the street. 1l tell you when to stop.”

When they got to his black coupe
Mancuso took the keys from his pocket
with his free hand and opened the door.
“Get behind the wheel,” he ordered.

“1 don’t know how to drive,” Smith
protested.

“You better learn fast.” He sat in
the corner, away from the other keeping
the gun covered with a thick, broad
hand.

The fat man drove expertly. His
face was beaded with sweat and when
they stopped for a light Mancuso could
see the twitching in his right cheek.

“l don’t get it,” Smith said at last.
“If this is a stickup, why dont you get
it over with?”

“Shut up and drive.”
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rJ"HEY were headed south and they

kept going that way until they were
past the downtown district. At that
point Mancuso told him to turn west
and in a few minutes they were in the
heart of the wholesale and jobbing sec-
tion.

At its very edge, next to an alley in
which they could hear the scurrying of
rats’ feet, they parked before an old
three-story red brick building. There
were some second-hand window fixtures
in the window of the main floor store,
and on its right a dark doorway led to
the lofts above.

A creaking elevator took them up to
the top floor and Mancuso pointed the
way down along a corridor where a
forty watt bulb that was covered with
dust and fly specks showed the paint
peeling from the walls.

Mancuso stopped at an unmarked
door and turned the knob. He motioned
Smith in and as the big man stepped
into the doorway Mancuso smacked
him between the shoulders and sent him
sprawling into the center of the small
room.

When he got to his feet Mancuso
had turned the light on. The dark
green shade was down and the room was
empty except for an ancient rolltop
desk, on which a dusty phone book lay;
and a single chair.

Smith’s fleshy lips were tight with
hate as he dusted his knees. “That can
get you grief,” he said softly. The
twitching in his face was worse now and
he was breathing hard.

Mancuso stepped in close and drove
his fist into the soft belly and the big
man doubled over and said, “Ughhh

. 7 in a sick voice.

For a while he breathed in rasping
gulps and when that slowed down Man-
cuso slapped him hard across the face
with the phone book. It made a black
smear on his sweating face and the
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twitching stopped.

“Feel like talking?” the dark man
asked. He pointed to the chair and
the big man dropped into it gratefully.

“Now. About that Grayson job,”
Mancuso said quietly.

The big man shook his head. “I . . .
I dont know what you’re talking
about.”

The phone book hit him again,
knocking him out of the chair into a
sitting position on the floor. Mancuso
pulled him up by the hair and dropped
him into the chair again. Smith was
moaning softly.

“You were going to tell me about that
Grayson job,” Mancuso said emotion-
lessly.

“1 didn’t do it,” the big man gasped.

This time Mancuso kicked him in
the ribs while he was on the floor. The
big man was crying softly and his tears
made grey streaks on his cheeks.

“l know you didn't do it,” Mancuso

told him. “You wouldn’t have the
guts to kill anyone. You’re just the
finger man. You romance the maid

and case the job; then your pals take
over and knock it off while you’re set-
ting up another.”

“You got me wrong,” Smith pleaded.
“I wouldnt . . .”

The edge of the phone book made
red scratches in his face and made the
tears flow faster. Under the coating
of dirt his right cheek was swollen
and raw.

“Better talk.” Mancuso’s voice was
relentless. “Your friends won't do any-
thing to you that | won’t do . . . only
I'll do it slow. There was over a hun-
dred grand in jewelry in the Grayson
safe and it’s still too hot to dispose of.
Where is it?”

The big man was trying to talk now
but his voice was a bare whisper. He
held both hands over his heart. Man-
cuso bent down to hear better and the

bullet went over his head into Smith’s
mouth.

The next one dug a groove in the
rolltop but Mancuso was behind it. He
threw two slugs at the door blindly
over the edge of the desk. One of them
hit the door jamb, scattering splinters,
and the dark man heard someone curse.
There was the sound of running feet
away from the office and then the
creaking of the elevator on its way
down.

The husky man went down the stairs
fast but when he hit the sidewalk the
tail light of a car going around the cor-
ner was all he saw. There was no
chance of catching it.

JNTANCUSO got into the coupe and

headed north again, cursing to
himself as he drove. He’d slipped up,
not checking to see if he was being
tailed. On the other hand, no one had
followed them out of the dance hall—
of that he was certain.

The tavern under the el was crowded
now, and he chanced a quick look
through the door when someone came
out. The bar was lined with customers
but Peaches was not among them. The
bartender was gone too. The dark
man tried the next tavern going west.

There were at least ten taverns in
the block and it wasn’t until the last
that he found her. This place was
darker than the others and most of
the patrons were drunk. Peaches had
one of them against the bar, and she
was leaning against him when Mancuso

came in. At first she did not recognize
the dark man; when she did, she
laughed.

“It’s squidjus!” she told her com-
panion. Her eyes were no blearier than
they had been before although it was
plain she was drunker. The V in her
dress was deeper where someone had
torn the snap that held it together.
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“Didja kill anybody yet?” she asked
loudly. Mancuso paid no attention to
the eyes that were turned toward them.
He shook his head.

“Not vyet,” he said softly. He
showed her the bill in the palm of his
hand and motioned with his head to-
ward the door. “I7°d like to talk to you
for a minute,” he told her.

She grinned foolishly. “That’ll get
you more than conversation,” she said.

Mancuso let the offer lie. He steered
her down to where he had parked the
car and pushed her inside. He let her
talk while he pulled the car down a
side street.

Carelessly he slid his arm above her
shoulders and let it rest on the back
of the seat. She turned her face to-
ward him, a vacuous look on it.

“Whadja want to talk about?” she
asked.

“That guy who likes to dance,” Man-
cuso told her.

Her eyes were frightened.
know anything about him.”

The dark man got a fistful of
bleached hair and pulled it. “I just
want to know about his friends,” he
said. “You said you know everyone
around here. Maybe you could tell
me who he hangs out with.”

“Whyncha lemme alone,” Peaches
vhined. “I told you I don’t know any-
thing. 1’'m sorry | said anything about
a guy who likes to dance. It was a
gag.”

“It better not be a gag,” Mancuso
said coldly. “If itis...” He pulled
her hair tighter.

“Please lemme go, mister,” Peaches
begged. “I don’t wanna get mixed up
in anything. If they find out | been
talkin’ they’ll kill me.”

“They won't find out,” Mancuso as-
sured her. She was half out of the seat
now as the pull on her hair grew
stronger.

“l don’t
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“I ... | don’t know much,” she
gasped. “l just seen them in the tav-
ern lately. | think they’re from New
York. The big fat guy—they call him
the ‘Waltz King—he and Mike, the
bartender, are pally. Then there’s an-
other one, a tall skinny guy they call
Rocky. They just been around the
last few weeks.”

“Any more?” Mancuso asked.

“That’s all | ever saw. The fat guy
brings girls in there almost every night
but they go in the back room.”

“How about the bartender? How
long has he been around?”

“I told you! ” Peaches whined. “Just
the last three weeks or so.”

Mancuso was satisfied. “All right.

Do you know where any of them live?”

Peaches started to say, “No,” but the
look in Mancuso’s eyes changed her
mind. “Mike lives at the Vermeer
Hotel. It’s about a block down on the
other side of the street from the tav-
ern.”

“That’s all 1 want to know,” Man-
cuso told her. “Here’ your ten bucks.
Now keep your trap shut and you
wont get into any more trouble.” He
let her out and she scurried away from
the car.

TTE DROVE past the Gion and

parked the coupe a few doors past
the hotel, behind a light delivery truck.
There was a sign on the front of the
hotel, that said, Rooms ... $2.00 A
Day And Up.

Inside Mancuso stopped at the grimy
desk. The man at the desk had tired
eyes and a long nose on which red
veins formed a network.

“We aint got no rooms,” he told
Mancuso.

“That’s okay,” the dark man said.
“1’'m just looking for a friend of mine.
Mike, the bartender from the tavern
under the el.”
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“Tsk, tsk!” the man at the desk
clucked. “You just missed him. He
checked out about a half hour ago.”

If he had said fifteen minutes Man-
cuso might have believed him. If he
had said an hour and a half Mancuso
might have believed him. Half an
hour was too short a time or too long.

“Have any idea where he went?”
the dark man asked.

Dirty fingernails scratched the red
veined nose. “Now lemme see ... |
think he said somethin’ about goin’
down to Union Station to get a ticket.
Seemed like he was in an awful rush.”

Mancuso said, “Thanks,” and ran
for the door. Once outside, he walked
back down the street and sat in the
coupe waiting. In about ten minutes
Mike and a tall, thin man came out.
The thin man was carrying a brief
case. Mancuso started the motor and
let it idle.

The two men got into a maroon Olds
in front of the Vermeer. Mancuso let
it go by, along with several other cars,
and then slid the coupe out. He stayed
a little way back and when one of the
other cars turned off into a side street he
waited for another to come up from be-
hind and take its place.

After a while they were in a dingy
neighborhood where the signs on the
store fronts were mostly in Italian.
Most of the houses were two-story af-
fairs with the entrance set flush with
the sidewalk. Before one of them the
Olds drew up. Mancuso went right past
them all the way to the end of the block
and turned the corner. He got out and
Walked back.

He came back on the other side of the
dark street and before he drew opposite
it the two men were inside. Mancuso
waited, and after a little while someone
came out and drove the Olds away. He
had to wait until the man who had
driven the car away came back.

The shades in the house across the
way were drawn and even when Mancu-
so sneaked alongside it he could not get
a glimpse of anything inside. At the
back of the house he found an entrance
to the cellar but it was securely locked
and he could not take a chance of mak-
ing any noise.

The other door of the house was on
the side and he had tried that and found
it locked too. There was no back porch,
only a small balcony on the second floor.
It hung over the cellar doors, unsup-
ported, but there was a drain pipe run-
ning down from the roof alongside it
and Mancuso took a chance on that.

It held his weight and he slowly
climbed until he could get a grip on
the rail of the balcony. In a moment
he drew himself up and over the railing.
A board creaked under his feet and for
endless minutes he stood still, waiting.
Nothing happened.

The door that had opened onto the
balcony was boarded up and the win-
dow that overlooked it was securely
locked. It was an old-fashioned win-
dow with six small panes of glass in the
upper half. Mancuso got out a knife
and cautiously set to work on the lower
center pane of the six.

The old putty was dry and came off
in small chunks that Mancuso was
careful to catch as they fell. A few
got past him and made light sounds
on the floor of the balcony. In a lit-
tle while the pane was loose and he was
able to get the tip of the knife behind
an edge and pry it outward, toward
himself.

He set it down gently on the floor
and stuck his hand through the open-
ing it left. The shade in the room was
up and he was able to unlatch the
window without any noise.

'‘pH E second floor seemed to be un-
occupied. From downstairs came
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a faint murmur of wvoices. Using a
pencil flashlight, Mancuso crept along
until he found the stairs leading down
to the floor below. As he went down
the voices got louder and he did not
worry about the few treads that
creaked.

At the bottom of the stairs he found
the inside door of the first floor. He
had his gun in his right hand and with
his left he tried the knob. It turned
smoothly . . .

Mike and Rocky sat at a table, each
of them with a glass of wine in his
hand. Mike had a fresh piece of tape
on his cheek where a splinter had dug
in.

“Get 'em up!” Mancuso barked.

They looked startled, but not startled
enough. Too late Mancuso realized
that there should have been three of
them in the room! Before he could
swing around something hit him on the
side of his head, and for him the lights
went out . . .

His head ached and he was nause-
ated. He tried to sit up and found
he couldnt. His hands were tied be-
behind his back and his feet were lashed
together. He lay on the floor and in the
next room he could hear someone talk-
ing. It was not Mike or Rocky.

“Not in my place,” the voice was say-
ing. “You two want to hide out here,
that’s all right with me. One hun-
dred a week apiece and you can stay as
long as you want. But that’sall. Y'ou
want to get rid of that guy in the next
room, you do it some place else.”

He had to get his hands free. Man-
cuso thought. There wasn’t much time.
But whoever had tied them had done
a good job and the harder he tried to
work them loose the more his head hurt.
As he twisted about, something wet and
salty ran down his cheek and a little
got in his mouth.

Finally there was a little give in the
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cord that bound his hands. With a
tremendous effort he pulled his wrists
apart farther, the cord cutting deep
into his flesh.

In the other room Mike was talk-
ing. “But Gino,” he pleaded, “if we
try to take him out of here and then
come back we may get caught. We
don’t know if he’s got someone else
working with him or not.”

“That’s just what | was thinking.”
Gino said. “I think it be the best thing
if you take him away and don’t come
back at all. 1’ll get the car and pull
it up in front. You be ready with him
as soon as | get back.”

Mancuso heard him get up and go
out. There was silence for a moment
and then the scuffling of chairs. “I
don’t think that’s such a good idea,”
Mike said. “1’'m not taking any more
chances. We'll take care of the little
guy right now. When Gino comes
back we take care of him too. Then
we’re in the clear.”

“I like that better,” Rocky agreed.
“Let’s go.”

“You wait in the hall with the brief
case,” Mike said. Mancuso heard him
come toward the room in which he lay.

'~|~'HE door swung open and the big
man stood framed in yellow light in
the doorway. Mancuso lay with his
hands behind him, eyes almost shut,
watching Mike come toward him.

The ex-pug bent over him and the
husky little man saw that he held a
gun by the barrel. A shot would be
too risky but the thud of the gun butt
would hardly be heard outside the
room.

Mike wasted no time with formali-
ties. Beside Mancuso, he dropped to
one knee and swung his arm up. It
rushed downward again with terrible
force. Only Mancuso’s head was not
there and the butt smashed into the
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floor where it had been.

Mancuso gave him no chance to re-
cover. Hard fingers stabbed Mike's
eyes, blinding him. Before he could
cry out Mancuso brought the edge of
his hand down hard across the back of
the big man’s neck. There was a sharp
crack.

Outside the house there was the roar
of the Olds motor and then a horn,
sharp and imperative. From the hall
Rocky called, “Mike! Hurry it up!”

Mancuso heard the outside door
open. “Where are they?” Gino de-
manded.

“In there,” Rocky told him. Gino’s
feet thudded toward the inside door.
The footsteps grew louder and then
stopped.

Gino said “Ahhhh ... in a long sigh
and Mancuso heard a body crumple to
the floor.

When Mancuso came out of the dark
room Rocky was pulling the knife from
Gino’s back. It came out red and the
tall man paused to wipe it on the dead
man’s shirt. He took too long.

When he looked up Mancuso was al-
most on him. Before Rocky could get
the knife up Mancuso had a knee in
his groin. The tall man went down
with a groan but rolled over fast and
Mancuso missed a kick at his head.
But the knife was on the floor now.

As Rocky reached for it Mancuso’s
fingers bit into his wrist and twisted
back. The taller man got his teeth in
Mancuso’s arm and bit down hard but
the other hand was already at his throat
forcing his head back. In a moment it
was Over.

Mancuso found the brief case in
the hall. There was no one on the
street when he came out. In front
of the house the motor of the Olds
purred. Mancuso shut the door be-
hind him and walked down the street
fast . ..

TV/FANCUSO had to go up to the fifty-
first floor of the New York sky-
scraper to get to the office. It looked
like the other offices on the same floor.
The frosted glass on the door was
covered with gilt lettering: Himber
Insurance Company, Department of
Fire and Theft, Adjustment Division.

The reception room was luxurious.
Mancuso nodded to the pretty blonde
girl at the desk and she smiled at him.
She waved at the door marked In-
vestigation, George Pullet; and Man-
cuso went right in.

Behind the mahogany desk sat Mr.
Pullet. He looked well-fed and well-
cared-for to the tips of his manicured
fingers. His face had a freshly powdered
look and his eyes were well rested.

“Mr. Mancuso,” he said, smiling
softly. His smile was not meant to be
pleasant, but ironical.

Pullet leaned back in his well up-
holstered chair. “It is customary for
our men to send in reports when they
are away from the office,” he reminded
Mancuso gently. “You have been gone
three weeks and we have heard not a
single word. That is highly unortho-
dox, to say the least.”

Mancuso didn’t bother to answer.
Instead he tossed the brief case he had
brought in onto the desk. “Here’s the
Grayson stuff,” he said laconically.

For a second Mr. Pullet’s eyes widen-
ed. He reached out and pulled the
brief case toward him and opened it.
From inside the case he pulled a neck-
lace that glittered green with emeralds.
After that came pendants, rings,
brooches.

“This is most gratifying,” he told
Mancuso. “It seems to be all here.”
Pullet stuffed the jewelry bad; in the
case and smiled up at the dark man.

“I’'m sure you didn’t forget to make
out your expense sheet,” he said.

Mancuso handed over a folded sheet
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of paper and Pullet studied it. He
chuckled to himself.

“Not too bad,” he said, “although
I can’t quite make out this twenty-five
dollar item.”

“l had to rent an office,” Mancuso
said. Pullet smiled at him as though
there were a secret between them.

“We won’t question that item,” he
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agreed. “You did quite well, after all.”
For the first time Pullet seemed to no-
tice the white patch of adhesive tape on
Mancuso’s temple.

“You didn’t run into any trouble, did
you?” he asked solicitously.

The black eyes looked down at Mr.
Pullet without expression. “No,” said
Mancuso. “No trouble at all.”

DEATH SEEKS THE M.D.
By GARY LEE HORTON

Peacock walked out of his fashionable
- Edgcwatcr Beach apartment in Chicago
never to return. The circumstances surrounding
his disappearance and subsequent death remained
hidden during two weeks of frantic police work.
Every possible motive was delved into, but the
solution to this seemingly unfathomable mystery
was not discovered until Captain Harry O’Con-
nell of the police recognized the significance of
several isolated incidents heretofore ignored on
the police records.

Dr. Peacock was a pediatrician, and highly suc-
cessful in his profession. He was respected among
his colleagues as one of the city's most skilled
young doctors in that field. Having a large estab-
lished practice, he was not in the habit of answer-
ing emergency calls during the middle of the
night. But on January 2, 1956, a call about a
sick child roused him from his bed and sent him
speeding northward in his sleek black Cadillac.
His wife remembered his destination as the home
of G. Smale. 043S North Whipple Street. Later
when the Bureau of Missing Persons tried lo call
on G. Smale they found no such person residing
at that address. There was, however, a G. W.
Smale living at the opposite end of the city—at
643S South Washtenaw Avenue.

The names and the house numbers tallied, but
the streets were separated by the length of the
city. This was only the first of the confusing
coincidences which misled the investigators and
made the Peacock case one of the most baffling
puzzles in Chicago’s lurid crime history. The
police were soon convinced that G. W. Smale of
South Washtenaw Avenue had no connection with
the case. Thai name was absent from the doc-
tor's list of regular patients. All police efforts to
trace the missing doctor met with failure, and it
was rumored that he had probably chosen to drop
out of sight deliberately. Slanders even made
vague accusations concerning certain aspects of
his private life.

But on the evening of January 3rd, the time
for speculation suddenly came to an end. The
battered body of the good doctor was found

n T TEX mul winter evening in 1936, Dr.

slumped in the back seat of his automobile, Ac-
cording to the coroner’s report, the death had
occurred but two hours after the doctor was last
seen. An overcoat had been tossed over the body,
shielding it from the view of passers-by. His
professional case lay open and its ordinarily gleam-
ing instruments were strewn on the seat and on
the door, spotted by blood which had stained the
upholstery, the floor, and the rear windows. His
crumpled, bloodstained hat rested on the seat. As
accustomed as police and news reporters are to
scenes of violence and tragedy, the men who
came upon the doctor’s body were appalled and
shaken by what they saw.

The doctor’s body bore signs of fanatical, point-
less violence. His head had been slashed with a
sharp instrument, his crushed skull bore the un-
mistakable signs of many terrible blows struck
with a heavy club of some sort. His left hand
had been caught and smashed in the door as it
closed.

II/HTH the finding of the body the investigation
"' took a more serious turn. Reporter? who had
joked about the secret spree the doctor had set
out on, now attempted to track down clues to
aid the police and bring the facts of this crime
before the public.

Was it robbery that had led to such a brutal
murder? There was the puzzling presence of con-
siderable silver in a trouser pocket and valuable
personal jewelry which had remained untouched.
The bereaved Mrs. Peacock insisted that the wal-
let had contained no more than $20.

Was the murder seeking possession of the nar-
cotics in the instrument case? Although the ab-
sence of two small vials seemed to render truth
to this theory, it is entirely unlikely that a baby
specialist would be administering narcotics to his
infant patients. Rumors to the effect that the
very respected doctor might have been murdered
by hired killers of a dope ring began to spread
like wildfire. The unimpeachable testimony of
the head of the American Medical Association
revealed that Doctor Peacock was doing highly
secret investigations for the United States Bureau
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of Narcotics.

Days were passing. The public Was clamoring
for the apprehension of the bloodthirsty Kkillers.
Meanwhile the police found themselves running
around in circles, and rather embarrassing ones
at that! The fingerprints inside Dr. Peacock's car
were smudged and useless. Witnesses who had
seen the car earlier on the evening of the murder
could not agree on their stories. The narcotics
angle had led nowhere. Detectives checked the
parents of more than five hundred patients with-
out unearthing a disgruntled person or a situation
involving the slightest indication of heart interest.
A key stamped “428,” which was allegedly found
in the doctor's possession and caused many a
raised eyebrow and suspicious question, turned
out to be the key to the apartment of the par-
ents-in-law of the deputy coroner working on
the case. The investigator had somehow mixed a
key of his own with the exhibits taken from the
pockets of Dr. Peacock.

The police found themselves stranded without
a shred of evidence with which to continue the
investigation. Elsewhere in the city the wheels
of crime were still turning. On the night of Jan-
uary 16th a seemingly remote and irrelevant epi-
sode began to form a pattern which eventually,
though very slowly, spelled out the solution of
the Peacock case.

Dr. Joseph Soldinger was robbed of $37 and
his car. Five days later a Dr. A. L. Abrahams
lost $56 to gunmen. On February 14th, Dr. L. A
Garness was robbed of $6. Each of these routine
crimes made only a little entry on the police
blotter and a brief flash over the police radio
system.

pAPTAIN HARRY O’CONNELL first recog-

nized the relationship of these apparently iso-
lated incidents. His attention was focused on the
problem on the night his own brother, Dr. John
P. O'Connell, experienced a brush with four men
who forced him from his car at Surf Street and
Sheridan Road. The doctor gave battle and es-
caped, but firmly imprinted in his mind was a
description of the four men who had attacked
him. Three were tall and husky, the fourth much
shorter than the others. All the robberies of the
doctors were similar in detail. Each featured a
call to hurry to a bedside; an address in a lonely
neighborhood; an ambush. And these robberies
were always planned to occur very close to

SILENCE

HERE are numerous ways of catching
criminals.  Sometimes, however, they are

seized purely by accident. Such a case
took place in a tourist camp in Texas recently.
The proprietor reported to police headquarters
that the dining room of his camp had been
broken into, and the cops came out immediately
to check on it. A complete search was made
throughout the camp premises, but the burglar

ten p.m.

Following O'Connell’s hunch, the Medical Jour-
nal published definite instructions to be followed
by any physician receiving a “suspicious” sum-
mons after nightfall. But rather than wait for a
call to come in, O’Connell put his wits to work.
A series of petty holdups in his district brought
young Robert Goethe and his pal, Durland Nash,
to the captain’s attention. An order went out
and these two were rounded up with some of
their hoodlum pals.

Sergeant Andrew Aitken watched with unusual
interest as the three tall husky boys were brought
in. With three others, he had been waiting for
some physician to call in accordance with the
instructions in the Medical Journal, but no such
call had arrived. During his waiting Aitken had
studied every known angle of the Peacock mur-
der, and his imagination had formed a picture
of the slayers—whether right or wrong, it was
clearly etched. The picture flashed back to him
now as he saw Goethe, Nash, and their friends.
Aitken and O’Connell put their heads together
over the matter, and decided to investigate the
men’s connection with the Peacock killing.

Within two days, Aitken and O’Connell knew
for certain they had not lost their gamble. The
physicians who had been robbed—and had sur-
vived—viewed the three prisoners and identified
them unhesitatingly. Under questioning the three
weakened and revealed their guilt. Quarreling,
accusing each other, they laid bare in its terrify-
ing details the repulsive history of their crimes.

With robbery as their motive, the three boys
with a fourth as their look-out, had ambushed
and killed the unsuspecting doctor. Disappointed
at finding only $20 on his person, they continued
to vent their morbid anger on the already dead
doctor. The age and mental state of the crim-
inals explained many of the discrepancies of the
crime that had bothered the police. The trials of
the Peacock killers were sensational; they crowded
newspaper headlines for several weeks. The doc-
tor’s attackers were meted out the sentences they
deserved by the courts. Emil Reck, Bob Goethe,
and Durland Nash were given identical terms of
199 years plus consecutive terms of one year to
life on four robbery counts. The fourth member
of the gang, seventeen-year-old Mickey Livings-
ton, was given a thirty-year sentence.

One of the most shameful crimes of personal
violence in Chicago’s history was solved.

IS GOLDEN

had escappd.

Suddenly an indignant lodger in the camp began
protesting in angry tones that the police were
disturbing his sleep. Just as the cops were
about to apologize and withdraw, they recognized
the complainant. His boldness had given him
away, and the police left the camp that night with
an escaped lifer who had been stopping overnight
while on his way to Mexico! —L. Polk
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sheriff. "Must have killed him



The glamorous side of being a private

eye is exaggerated— but they do have brains!

AYHEW'’S office was on the A woman with graying brown hair
I\/I fifth floor. | felt very self- looked up from her typewriter desk.
conscious as | entered. | don’t “l want to see Mr. Mayhew.”
think | had ever seen a private detective “You don’t have an appointment, do

until a week before, and the fact that I you?” She did not say it in a superior,
was about to hire one gave me a feeling curt manner. She said it regretfully
of unreality. and as if balked by unalterable fact. |
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guessed that Mayhew was out of the
office, possibly out of the city and that
accordingly the woman knew that |
couldn’t have an appointment with him.

| felt like a fool. “No, you see |
didn’t make up my mind to come to the

city until three hours ago. | hoped |d
catch Mr. Mayhew in.”
“Well, that is a shame. Mr. Mayhew

is out of town, and he wont be back
for several days. But Mr. Snyder is
here. 1’'m sure he can take care of your
business. Won't you see him?”

| felt let down. It had taken some
determination to make up my mind to
invest in a private detective, and only
my one contact with Floyd Mayhew
had determined me. | wanted him or
nobody at all. But the woman at the
desk had not been placed there for
nothing. She smiled ingratiatingly.

“Mr. Snyder is Mr. Mayhew’s asso-
ciate, and he actually handles nearly all
of our work. I’m sure he has a moment
right now if you've time to see him.”

Well, | had time. 1°d made a special
trip. | let the woman show me into the
private office, bracing myself against
acquiescence. Just going in there had
committed me to nothing. All I did was
to give her my name, and she passed it
along to the man in the pepper-and-salt
suit. It irked me because he was
younger than | was, but his greeting
was disarmingly cordial.

“I'm sorry Mr. Mayhew is out of
town, Mr. Grant, but I’ll do my best.
I think you’ll find that older chair more
comfortable. | use it myself when
there’s no client in the room. What do
you think? A work of art, hey?”

I conceded that the chair was very
comfortable. Neither its stuffing nor
Snyder’s smile was overdone. | sup-
pose my long association with fictional
detectives had given me the notion that
I was going to encounter a freak instead
of such a pleasing person.

DETECTIVE

“This is the first time |*ve ever been
inside the office of a private detective,
Mr. Snyder.”

He laughed. “Yes, I noticed that you
wore a look of some suspicion. | hope
you aren’t disappointed. So many
people come in here expecting to see
guns and blackjacks lying around. The
fact is Miss Carlisle out there wont
even let us bring a gun into the place.”

JLJE LAUGHED again, at his own

joke, and | laughed with him. The
room was furnished about like my own,
and that means it looked like about any
lawyer’s private office.

“l did want to see Mr. Mayhew,” |
said lamely. | knew then | was hooked.

“Sure, everybody does. My first job
is making people accept me instead.
The fact is—I know | can talk frankly
to you, Mr. Grant, because you’re a
lawyer, and you know how it is—well,
the fact is that Floyd Mayhew doesn’t
spend a half an hour in this office in a
week!”

I nodded understanding”.
He’s out working on cases.”

Snyder was sitting on the edge of his
desk, and he slapped his thigh as he
laughed loudly. | reddened.

“Come now, Mr. Grant, you know
better than that! Where did you meet
Mayhew, anyway?”

“It was at the Morrel City Country
Club. | was out there for dinner, and
a friend introduced me to him. That
was only last week.”

“Yes, | remember Floyd was up at
Morrel City. But not working on a
case. He was up there meeting people,
people like you. It’s funny how even
lawyers are fooled about private de-
tectives. Maybe the movies are to
blame—they get the blame for every-
thing else. They’ve always got private
detectives going around and solving
murders. Actually private detectives

“1 see.
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are no different than lawyers. When
they’re running around, they’re just
trying to get clients.”

I grinned a little wrily.

“I take it then that a successful de-
tective like Mr. Mavhew is successful
not because he solves cases but because
he gets business.”

“Exactly!”

“But that’s a poor recommendation
for this agency, isnt it?”

“Not to you, | hope, Mr. Snyder. If
you werent a lawyer, | wouldnt talk
this way. You know as a lawyer that
almost any lawyer can handle almost
any law business, don’t you?”

“Well, within certain limits.”

“Within almost any limits. The suc-
cessful lawyer is just an ordinary lawyer
with a flair for bringing in the business.
Now, it’s the same way with us. Floyd
Mavhew goes out, meets the right peo-
ple and brings in the business. Any
ordinary detective can do the work.
That’s what 1 'm here for. Now, what is
the work you’ve brought us?”

“First, howd you guess | was a
lawyer?”

Snyder chuckled. “Havent other
people guessed it, t00?”

“Sure, but—"

“But why shouldnt 1? 1’m as smart
as other people. Now, this work?”

“Well, 1ve a client, too. She’s a de-
fendant in a lawsuit over a note and
mortgage. The amount involved isn’t
so much, only three thousand dollars.
My client has the note and mortgage in
her possession, but the party suing her,
the receiver for a wholesale house,
claims she has no right to it. He says
it’s part of the assets of the receiver-
ship, and it was stolen from the com-
pany safe.”

“Was it?”

“T DON'T know. My client says she
A paid out three thousand good

American dollars for the note in 1943.
The wholesale house was hard-pressed
for funds at the time, and they sold her
this note which they’d taken from a
customer. The exact date the trans-
action was supposed to have taken place
on was August 7th.”

“Don’t the company’s books show
three thousand paid in at that time?”

“Yes, they do. But the note shows
no endorsement, and the mortgage
shows no assignment. Both my client
and the officials of the company claim
the transaction happened after busi-
ness hours—it was a Saturday after-
noon, and they neglected to take care
of the endorsement and assignment.”

“These officials—they had a right to
sell the note?”

“No. But the court won’t set aside
the deal if the proof shows the company
actually got the money. | know that,
and so does the other side.”

“Well, the books show they got the
money, so what are you worried
about?”

“Certain peculiar circumstances Nate
Coon, the receiver’s lawyer, is going to
bring out. For example, the company
kept right on collecting the interest on
the note even after the time it was sup-
posed to have been assigned.”

“Force of habit, | suppose. The
mortgagors are a young couple named
Bartlett, and Bartlett was drafted some
time before the mortgage was assigned
His wife got a job near the camp where
he’s permanently stationed. They’d al-
ways mailed their money order for the
interest to the wholesale company, and
they kept on doing it. The money
orders were cashed, and the cash was
paid to my client. Naturally there was
no record of the transaction.”

“Naturally.”

“l know what you’re thinking. It
looks even worse when | tell you that
the wholesale house was operated by .
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two first-cousins of my client. Nate
Coon will argue that she loaned them
the money to save their skins and that
afterwards, when they knew they were
about to fold up, they gave her the note
and mortgage in payment.”

“Have they any proof of that?”

“l don't think so, but if anybody can
it’s Jim Gooding, the receiver. He used
to be the company’s bookkeeper until
a couple of years ago. He quit, he says,
because he wouldnt stand for the things
that were going on. | think the judge
appointed him receiver because he was
the only one who had a chance to figure
out the slip-shod books the boys kept.”

Snyder gave me a puzzled look.

“Why do you think you need our
services?”

“Whether Nate Coon and Jim Good-
ing can prove anything or not, | want to
be sure that that transaction between
my client and her cousins was on the
level. It so happens that I’'m engaged
to marry my client.”

Snyder said: “My God, you want to
check up on your girl!”

“Oh, | know what you’re thinking.
It seems like a dirty trick to pull on a
girl you’re in love with. But | want to
know.”

“Suppose you find out your girl really
is a crook and has cooked up this
scheme to save her three thousand?”

“In that event I'’ll get out of the case
and out of her life. Maybe |I'm cold-
blooded, maybe |*ve just had too much
experience in the divorce court. I'm
nearly thirty-eight, and I've practiced
law since | was twenty-two. Every
year | became more and more a pro-

fessional bachelor and swore 1°d never
marry. | don’t intend to marry a
crook.”

CNYDER eyed me steadily: “Mr.
Grant, | think you should go right
on being a professional bachelor.”

DETECTIVE

“You’re probably right.”

“Look at it this way—suppose we
investigate this matter and find out your
girl is on the level. Then, years after
you’re married, she discovers what you
did. Brother, your name would be
Mudd!”

| sighed. “If you don’t want to take
the case, say so.”

“We’'ll take it, but 1’d rather not. |
suppose you know it will be expensive.
It may take weeks.”

I got out a check-book. “If you’re
worried about money, 1’ll give you any
advance you want.”

Snyder named a figure, and | put it
in a check.

“Will you handle this yourself?”

“No, but we've a fine man we can
use.”

“How soon will he start?”

“He’ll get there some time tomor-
row.”

“He’ll contact you?”

“Of course. He may spend a day or
two looking around first, but he’ll nat-
urally come to you for a complete story.
In the meantime, you can give me a few
essential facts. What’s the name of
your client and her cousins?”

“Mary Carter. The cousins are
Harry and Dave Burke.”

“This receiver, you said his name was
Jim Gooding?”

“Yes. He’s come up since he left the
Burkes. He’s now secretary of our
biggest building and loan.”

“And his lawyer?”

“The dean of our local bar.
name is Coon & Forsythe.”

Snyder took down a few more details,
then | left. | was glad to get away from
Snyder. He thought | was crazy, and |
couldnt blame him. It had occurred to
me many times that | was temperamen-
tally unsuited for matrimony. Here |
was, going out of my way to place an
obstacle between myself and the girl |

His firm
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loved. Maybe I didn’t love her enough.

I stayed in River City that night.
Perhaps | was ashamed to go to Millers-
town and face Mary. One thing was
certain—if she ever got an inkling of
my hiring a detective agency to check
up on her, my standing as a profes-
sional bachelor would be official.

At ten the next morning | started
home. In Morrel City | had lunch. |
took my time, and it was nearly two
when | walked into my office. People
were waiting, and work was piled up. |
didn’t even think about my personal
problem until six, when | finally left.

rJpHE thought hit me with a bang

then, for Mary was sitting on a
booth at the soda fountain below my
office when | went inside. She smiled,
and | felt like a heel.

“1*ve been waiting for you,” she said.
“Muiss Sloan said you were awfully busy
and wouldn’t be through till late, but |
did want very much to see you. It’s
really important.”

“0.K.” | drank a hasty coke, and
we left. She had her car, but we left it
and took mine. We drove out on River
Road, where we always drove. It was
beautiful out there, but neither of us

were noticing it this time. | found the
courage to face her.

“Well?”

“l want you to settle my lawsuit,
George.”

“1 would if | could, but it can’t be
done unless we give in altogether.”

“That’s what | want to do. | want
to give them back their note and stuff.”

“Mary! Why—"

“l know what you’re thinking. This
may spoil things for us, but | want it to
be this way. | can’t go through with
what Harry and Dave want me to. |
don’t blame them—they’re only trying
so save my three thousand for them.
But | know from what you’ve told me

that it’s all wrong. So I’ll just give up.”

“You mean what Nate Coon says is
right, that Harry and Dave took the
note out of the safe and gave it to you
to cover up money you’d advanced to
them?”

“That’s it, George.
have to tell Coon that, do we?
just say we’re quitting.”

It was still broad daylight, of course,
but | stopped my car. Afterwards
Mary said | was wearing more lipstick
than she was. She also said that | was
parked in the middle of the road. |
cleaned the worst of the lipstick off and
started on.

“1’ll see Nate Coon in the morning,”
| said, “and tell him to fix up a journal
entry dismissing his case. If he asks
why I’ll tell him it’s just too hot to fight
a lawsit. Gal, you certainly have made
me happy, leveling like that.”

“I knew | would. If if hadn’t been
for you, 1d have listened to Harry and
Dave. I'm afraid they wont like it,
my giving up.”

“The hell with Harry and Dave. So
they embezzled that money, after all!”

“See? That’s what people will think.
That’s why | say the boys wont like
my quitting.”

“They’ve got a lot of nerve to beef to
you. After all, you dropped three
grand keeping them out of jail.”

But we dont
Let’s

gHE was still worried, | could see.

But | was up in the clouds and
didn’t think much of it. We drove till
about a quarter after eight and would
have burned up more gas only Mary
reminded me she had to appear at a
shower being given for Bee Parks. Her
brother Sam was going to marry Bee.
Everybody hoped it would settle him
down.

| dropped Mary at her car, then
drove down to the railroad telegraph
office, the only one open at that hour.
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I wired the Mayhew agency and told
them | didn’t need their help. 1 had
left a pretty fair sized advance with
them, and | hoped 1'd get most of it
back.

I wasn’t hungry, but I killed a little
time over food. Afterwards, | didn’t
know what to do with myself. The best
place to do it was at the country club,
where there was always a friendly game.
There were five at the table when | sat
in. One of them was Dave Burke.

Everybody knew that Dave and his
brother were supposed to be broke, yet
Dave always had plenty of money to
play poker, even at The Turf Club, the
county’s hot spot. From time to time
he would complain about this game be-
ing too slow. There was a general
exchange of glances. There had been
nasty talk about Dave steering club
members to The Turf Club.

The game filled up when Nate Coon
appeared accompanied by Jim Good-
ing. Gooding had gone far since quit-
ting his job with the Burke brothers.
Dave couldnt help resenting his pres-
ence, and a year before he had even
tried to blackball him when his name
came up for membership. It didnt
help any when Jim lifted a couple of
nice pots from Dave.

“You ought to confine your stealing
to receiverships!” Dave said. No one at
the table dared breathe until Gooding
said easily: “Let’s check our business
differences, Dave. | think we all came
here to relax.”

| said: “We really haven’t any
differences, Jim. | may as well tell you
—NMary’s giving up the case.”

Dave Burke stood up so quickly that
he knocked over his chair.

“Damn you, George! This is your
idea, I'll bet! I knew you’d hand Mary
some bum advice! ”

I’d never liked Dave or his brother
Harry, the real drunkard of the pair.

DETECTIVE

Everybody at the table and | were pre-
tending not to be listening. Nate was
eyeing Dave with frank contempt.

“If you’ll take my advice,” he said
coldly, “you’ll be satisfied with staying
out of jail.”

Dave reddened. He started to reply,
then compressed his lips and walked
away from the table. | knew then that
Nate had more on him than 1’d thought.
It was a decidedly unpleasant inter-
ruption to the game, but a few moments
later everybody seemed to have for-
gotten it.

[I>Y ELEVEN the boys had me hooked
as usual, and | couldn’t build up
much interest in trying to recuperate.
I was thinking of Mary. | excused
myself, went to a phone and called Bee
Parks’ house. | asked for Mary.

“Cant you duck out?” | asked her.
“Meet me down at the Stork Club in
half an hour if you can.”

She said she’d try so | headed for the
Stork Club. Of course that wasn't its
real name, just one we’d given it. Actu-
ally the place came pretty close to being
a dive, but nobody in a small town
seems ever to succeed with a nice bar.
This one was run by Mike Kelley, and
Mike’s saving grace was that he kept
some good drinking liquor hidden away
for his friends. Mike broke out a
bottle, and we downed a couple of
doubles by the time Mary came along.

I had given her up. It was nearly
twelve.
“So help me,” she said, “I’ll never

go to another one! By the way, have
you seen anything of my darling
brother?”

“No, but then this is the first saloon
I've made tonight.”

Mary gave me a dirty look. Sam
Carter was a good egg, but when it came
to soaking up whiskey he was a human
sponge. My guess was he had already
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shot his share of the family inheritance
and had begun to cadge drinking money
from Mary. This was a serious item,
as it took twenty dollars to give Sam
even a glow. But then Bee Parks’
family had money, and he would soon
be off Mary’s hands, an idea that had
grown increasingly appealing to me.

“What’s up?” | asked unwisely.
“Why do you want to see him tonight?”

“Oh, it’s nothing.”

I let it go at that. We had a drink,
and then we left Mike, for | wanted
another drive. | thought maybe Mike’s
presence had tied Mary’s tongue and
asked her about Sam again when we
were alone. She still said it was noth-
ing. The moon was bright, and |
dropped the subject.

It was a little after two when | de-
livered her again to her car. | drove
home, which was the south wing of the
big old place belonging to the Drum-
mond family, which had seen better
days. The garage was large enough
for half a dozen cars, and | always used
it, but tonight a car was parked in the
drive.

| had never seen it before. | guessed
that it belonged either to visitors of the
Drummonds or their upstairs tenants. |
didn’t feel like pushing it out of the
way, so | parked behind it. | crossed
to the side entrance to my wing, then
for some reason looked back. In the
brightness of the moonlight | could see
the man slumped over the wheel of the
strange car.

The logical thing was to conclude
that he was drunk, but I felt a tell-tale
tingle. | walked warily toward the car.
| stared inside the car a few moments.
The man was not breathing. | turned
back, entered my quarters and phoned
the sheriff’s office.

It was in the jail building, and so was
the sheriff’s residence. Somebody else
answered, a trusty, | suppose, and he

was five minutes getting the sheriff to
the phone.

At least it seemed that long before
Abe Jeffers answered. Abe had been
sheriff six years, but murders are few
and far between in our county, so he
got all excited when | said | thought the
man in the car had been murdered.

Of course | didn’t know. All I knew
was that he was dead. But somehow
the apparently innocuous events of the
past few hours had prompted the
thought. | walked back to the car and
lighted a cigarette which | did not taste.

ANBE got there in short order. When

it comes to county sheriffs, | sup-
pose Abe was about average. He had
been elected not because of any sus-
pected law enforcement abilities, but
because he could be depended upon to
keep the county from running too wide
open and not to break out in a Cadillac
or buy too many farms.

“I*’ve phoned the coroner,” he said.
“Doc Barrett’d better look this guy
over before I move him any. Was he
just like this when you found him?”

“l didn’t touch anything, not even
the car.”

“Well, that’s fine. You done right.
He sure looks dead all right.” He
stopped staring at the dead man and
walked around to the rear of the car.
“Them plates is from downstate. Ham-
ilton County, I think.”

The Mayhew detective agency was
in River City, and River City was In
Hamilton County. | tried to think of
a good excuse for going back to the
phone.

“Did you call the chief of police?” |
asked Abe.

Abe lifted his bushy brows.

“Why, no. | supposed you had. |
wish you would. We’re hardly on what
you’d call speaking terms, you know.”

I did know. Abe and Al Godfrey,
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the chief, had squabbled over the split-
ting of some graft a couple of years
back and hadn’t got along since. | said
I°d phone Al and went into the house.

I did wake up the chief and tell him
what was up. Then | called River City.
I didn’t know Snyder’s last name, but
when | told the operatpr he was con-
nected with the Mayhew agency, she
got him quick enough. He was in bed.

“l wouldn’t have bothered you,” |
told him, “if it hadn’ occurred to me
that you have already sent a man up
here on my case.”

“We did.”

“Was he driving a car with a plate
numbered 596 WJ?”

“He was.”

“Was he a sandv-haired man, about
forty, ordinary build?”

“He was.”

“He’s dead.”

“Where?”

“Practically on my door-step. He
was slumped over the wheel of his car
when | came home a little while ago.
I've summoned the local authorities.”

“That’s all right, but don’t tell them
anything about Rocky. That was his
name, Rocky Agnew.”

“But won't his credentials show who
he is?”

“Our men never carry credentials
unless they carry guns, and Rocky
wasn’t carrying a gun.”

“Well, the police can identify him
by his auto tag.”

“Sure, but not till the bureau of
motor vehicles opens in the morning.
In the meanwhile I’ll be up there and
handle the local cops. This is the
agency’s baby, and it’s going to be
taken care of our way.”

“l feel responsible, too. After all,
this man was practically working for
me. Do you know if he’d found out
anything?”

“No. | sent him up there last night,

DETECTIVE

that is, the night of the day when you
were in my office. | thought it best to
have him on the job even before you
thought he would be. | got his first
report in the afternoon’s mail. He had
spent the evening and half of the night
with Dave Burke and Sam Carter, your
girl’s brother. They wound up at a

place called The Turk Club. I sup-
pose you know all about it.”
“lI've heard about it.” The Turf

Club was a few miles out of town and
the source of a large slice of Abe Jef-
fers’ graft. It was the place Dave
Burke’s name had been linked with.

“Well, Rocky hadnt much to say
about the evening except that Dave
Burke dropped a lot more cash than
a man that’s broke usually has. Rocky
also met Dave’s brother Harry and
some girl. | dont have her name at
hand, for the report’s at the office. 1’ll
get it before I come up to Millers-
town.”

“You got my wire?”

“Yes, but I wasnt going to phone
Rocky till morning. Too bad | didn’t
try sooner.”

“You think his death really has some-
thing to do with the Burke receivership
case?”

“I don’t think anything. You haven’t
said how he was killed.”

“l don’t know. The coroner hasn't
arrived yet.”

“Well, 111 be seeing you in two or
three hours, maybe sooner if | can get
a plane and pilot. Millerstown got an
airport?”

“Sure, the best the Chamber of Com-
merce could buy. And it’s got lights.
If you can get a plane, wire or phone
Ted Stone, the manager.”

“Fine. Where’ll I meet you?”

“My office is the best bet.”

J HUNG up. The coroner pulled into
the drive as | went outside |
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counted on Doc Barrett being of real
help. He read detective stories by the
truck-load, and he had been complain-
ing ever since he had been elected
coroner because nobody had been mur-
dered. Now he had his chance.

“You must of had quite a talk with
the chief,” Abe said suspiciously. |
regarded Barrett, who was forcing his
fat figure from his car.

“Murder’s been done, Doc.
that car.”

Barrett walked to the car and peered
inside. Then he gently drew back the
dead man’s head so that it lay back
against the top of the seat. Barrett

It’s in

whistled. | saw why. Agnew had been
stabbed with a screw-driver. It was
still there.

“Right in the heart! ” said the sheriff,

looking over our shoulders. “Must of
killed him at once!”
Barrett shook his head. “Not neces-

sarily. The absence of profuse ex-
ternal hemorrhage doesn’t mean he died
at once. It may mean that he lived
some little time, even drove his car
here, before he died of internal
hemorrhage.”

“How long has he been dead?”

“Can’t tell. The body’s still pretty
warm, but it’s a hot night.”

“Well, Doc, you better get started
on him.”

Barrett turned away from the dead
man. “I think I’ll wait till Chief God-
frey gets here.”

Jeffers didn’t like the idea, but he
couldn’t complain. Al Godfrey arrived
almost immediately. He was out of his
customary uniform, and his shirt had
been so hurriedly buttoned that one
of the buttons was in the wrong hole.
I walked over to my door and sat on
a step while Godfrey went through the
business of detecting.

He wasn’t long joining me.

“What was this guy doing in your

drive?”

“Don’t ask me.
before.”

“You mean you don't even know who
he was?”

“l mean just what | said.”

“Well, he must of had some reason
coming here.”

“Maybe he had nothing to do with
it. Maybe somebody else brought him
here.”

“That don’t seem likely. Why would
anybody bring him to your place?”

“Why say ‘my place?” It’s the
Drummonds’ place, and they've got
people upstairs, the Goddard family.
Maybe they can answer your ques-
tions.”

“Maybe, but you’re a lawyer, and
people have more reason to call on
you.”

“l won’t argue about that, but the
fact remains that | never saw the man
before in my life.”

Al Godfrey gave me what he thought
was a shrewd look.

“Maybe you've got something to
tell me private when Jake isn’t around.
I've always been your friend. You
know that.”

I didn’t know anything of the kind.
I had never liked Al Godfrey. He was
no more corrupt than Abe Jeffers, but
while Abe was an easy-going, good-
natured moron, Al’s temperament was
tinctured with malice. | knew that his
allusion to a fancied friendship meant
that he felt that he had always done
me a favor in letting me carry pistols
and revolvers around.

I had a larger than ordinary col-
lection. There wasnt any range in
Millerstown, but | did a lot of shoot-
ing into a bank at the country club,
and besides, | belonged to several
ranges in surrounding cities. | usually
had a satchel full of automatics in my
car, and Al seemed to think | should

I never saw him
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appreciate his not bothering me about
them.

NOW he was going even farther

The smirk on his face suggested
that the body in the car parked in
my drive was highly incriminating. Of
course he was my pal, so he’d cover
up for me as much as possible. In
the meantime | could be under obli-
gation to him.

“Listen, Al, you can go milk a goat.
I havent anything to tell you or the
sheriff. If either of you have any more
questions to ask, you’ll find me drinking
coffee down at the Busy Bee.”

| went out to my car, and nobody
tried to stop me when | drove away. |
had to laugh at the thought of the
Drummonds and the Goddards being
wakened up to look at a corpse and
explain why they didnt know anything
about him.

| kept on going toward the Busy
Bee until out'of sight from my place,
then | cut across to Route 30, which
was the way to The Turf Club. It was
getting on toward three o’clock when |
got there, but the place was still run-
ning full-blast. | found a place to
park in the crowded lot and went over
to the entrance.

There wasn’t even a man there to
watch it. | walked into a room filled
with tables and chairs that nobody
ever used. Some girls were playing
slot machines which lined the walls. |
had never been in the place before,
but I knew that the gambling room lay
beyond in the back of the building.
Russ Parisi, who ran the place, lived
upstairs with a blonde named Johnny
May, whom he introduced as his wife.

The man sitting in a chair outside
the door to the sucker parlor was un-
known to me, and | was unknown to
him. | gave him my name, and he
stepped inside the door. Immediately
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he reappeared with Parisi.

“Why, Mr. Grant, this is an un-
expected pleasure! Glad to have you
drop around! Come right on in, and
we’ll see that you get some action!”

| had never met Parisi. His glad-
hand was owing to the fact that the
proprietors of such establishments get
so sick and tired of looking at the
kind of people who hang around them
that they are flattered to be patronized
by anyone who looks as if he can
defend himself.

Parisi took me through the room
proudly, “mistering” me to death as he
introduced me to the characters running
each game and told them loudly that
my credit was unlimited.  Several
people | knew were somewhat startled
at my presence, and at last half a
dozen of them had red faces. But not
Sam Carter. He wore an amused look.

There was no space vacant beside
him, but | awaited my chance and pres-
ently moved in at his left. | went
through the routine of placing a small
bet.

“Slumming?” asked Sam.

“No. | was pretty sure you would
be here.” The jargon of the dice game
as well as the other noises in the room
made our conversation private. | said:
“A man has been murdered. You were
with him last night. You and Dave
Burke.”

J SUPPOSE Sam’s idea was preserve
the outward calm that gamblers are
supposed to have, and he did a fair job
except for his deathly pallor.
“You’re kidding.”

“No. Were you with the man to-
night?”

“Yes. But not for the last couple of
hours.”

“Where did you leave him?”
“l didn’t. He left me, he and Dave.”
“When?”
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“l told you it was a couple of hours
ago. We all got together at the Stork.
Dave came in from the country club.
Pie was plenty burned up at you.”

“Did he say why?”

“Yes. | don’t blame him. 1’m going
to tell Mary what | think about that.
It’s running out on Harry and Dave.”

“So you came out here?”

“Yes. We ran into Harry, and when
Dave told him what Mary was doing,
he hit the ceiling.”

“Harry left then?”

“Yeah. He didn’t say where. |
think he meant to see Mary, but she
was at the shower. | knew he wouldnt
bother her there, so | let him go.”

“After this man left with Dave, did
you stay here?”

“Yes.”

“All the time?”

“What’s it to you?”

“I'm only trying to keep you out of

trouble—murder  trouble. If you
weren't Mary’s brother | wouldn’t
bother.”

“Well, you needn’t. This guy was
nothing to me. He was just a Joe
Bankroll looking for action. Dave and

I let him come along out here.”

“How many others do you bring out
here?”

Sam forgot that he had money on the
table.

“What do you mean by that crack?”

“Anything you want to make of it. |
know you’re blamed well broke, yet
you'’ve got plenty of money to throw
away here. Dave’s in the same condi-
tion only more-so. |*ve noticed often
lately at the country club that he com-
plains often about the game being
small-time and usually he talks three or
four fellows into winding up here.
Every time they lose heavily, but I've
a hunch Dave’s money is just stage
money.”

Sam reddened. “Well, you've got a
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wrong hunch! Dave’s no steerer, and
if you’re intimating that I—”

“Im not. But I think Dave’s using
you, and if you arent careful people
will think you’re working as a pair.”

“Just because you’re going to be my
brother-in-law doesn’t make you my
guardian.”

“True, but that doesnt answer my
question. Were you here all the time
after Dave and the other man left?”

“Except for about fifteen minutes,
that’s all.”

“Where were you then?”

“That’s none of your business.”

“The sheriff will make it his busi-
ness.”

Sam smirked. “That jerk couldnt
put two and two together and get four.”

I was on the verge of telling him that
a man was coming up from River City
who could, but | refrained.

“This man you and Dave picked up,
what did he say his name was?”

“Wally Ewart. How did you happen
to know he was with us?”

“That was it, | just happened to.
Now, tell me, did he ask you or Dave
any questions?”

“1 don’t know what kind of questions
you mean. All he asked about was
where he could throw down some
money.”

“Harry and a girl were with you for
a while. Where was that?”

gAM started. He eyed me with some-
thing approaching respect.

“You do get around,” he conceded.
“l didn’t know anybody knew about
that. They were with us only a minute
or so.”

“Where?”

“At Harry and Dave’s place. We
stopped in there so Dave could pick up
some liquor. Parisi won't sell any out
here.”

“l see. Harry had the girl at his
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place when you walked in. Who was
she?”

“That I'm not saying.
make any difference.”

“It may make a lot. Did anything
happen while you were there?”

“No. We got out as quick as we
could.”

“This man Ewart, he was with you?”

“Sure. The idea was we were all to
have a drink before we left for here.”

“Did Ewart say anything to Harry?”

“Nothing only the usual thing when
they were introduced. The girl had an
idea she’d met Ewarts before.”

It doesn’t

“Oh, she did? What did Ewarts
think of that?”
“Not much. He handed her a line

about how if he’d ever seen a blonde
like her before he’d surely remember
her.”

“Oh. so she was a blonde?”

Sam frowned at his own slip and
turned his undivided attention to the
game. He had been throwing down
money carelessly and losing without in-
terruption. At that moment heads
turned. My own turned in the general
direction, and | saw the reason.

Johnny May Parisi wore an almost
transparent sweater over a brassiere.
It was as tight-fitting as her slacks. Her
hair was swept up, and the right kind of
chemicals had made it beautifully
blonde. Her face was a perfect oval
except for her chin which receded just
a little. She took care of this fault by
the way she managed her mouth, using
a kind of smile that made you think the
chin was just right.

She came over to Sam, put her arms
around him so that she cupped his jaw
in her hands. She pulled him back and
bit his ear. Across the crap table Russ
Parisi laughed lustily. Nobody paid
much attention, and | gathered that
Johnny May greeted many of the cus-
tomers in the same manner. She eyed
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me coyly.

“Aren’t you going to introduce me to
your friend, Sam?”

Sam muttered an introduction.

“You’re a stranger here, arent you?”
She made it sound like that was a
shame.

“Yes,” | told her, “this is my first
offense. | wouldn’t have been out to-
night, only 1| thought Sam and you
might like to know that the fellow he
and Dave Burke brought out to Harry’s
place has been murdered.”

Johnny May winced as if she had
been slapped. Then she uttered a
monosyllabic curse and strode from the
room. Sam had been the recipient of

the curse. His face was crimson. He
glared at me.

“Damn, you, George! That was un-
called for! She’ll say I told you! And
Russ saw the whole thing. See, he’s
leaving the room now! A fine thing!

He’ll keep her up the rest of the night
asking questions.”

“You could have saved the scene by
telling the truth. When there’s a mur-
der it usually outs.”

“Dont excuse yourself to me! A
lawyer always has a good excuse for
everything he does, and I'm fed with
listening to you. Get away from this
table and let me alone!”

T LEFT him. If I had stuck with him

like a leech he wouldn’t have told
me where he had been during those
fifteen minutes away from The Turf
Club. | doubted that he would even
tell me the time of day. | figured that
I had done my part, and that was that.

I reached my car, climbed under the
wheel and turned on the lights. Then
the right-hand door opened and closed.
A slim figure had slipped into the seat
beside me.

“Let’s take a ride,” said Johnny
May. It was an order. There was
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nothing to compel me excepting the way
Johnny May twisted her smile to hide
her slight deficiency of chin, | drove
out of the lot and headed away from
Millerstown.

I said mildly:
away mad.”

“No,” said Johnny May, “l wasn’t
mad. | was just in a hell of a hurry to
get out of there before Russ could cor-
ner me and ask a lot of fool questions.
He’s a lip-reader, you know. He
learned it in some hick pen out west.”

“l didn’t know that. | apologize for
putting you on the spot.”

“Oh, that’s all right. The blow-off
between Russ and me has been due a
long time. Believe it or not, there
wasn’t anything between us, Harry
Burke and me. We’d just stopped in
at his place for a drink when those guys
walked in. The stranger | knew Id
seen somewhere before. Where, | still
cant remember, but | will. That’s
what | want to ask you about. Who
was he?”

“He was a detective named Rocky
Agnew. He worked for the Mayhew
agency.”

Johnny May clapped a hand to her
mouth.

“That does it!”

“Remember where?”

“Uh-huh.”

“Would you mind telling me?”

“1’Il say! A girl’s got to have a little
privacy.” She grew thoughtful. *“So
he got it, huh?”

“Indeed he did.”

“A shooting?”

“No, a stabbing.
driver.”

“The hell it was.”

“You wouldnt have any idea as to
who used it?”

“Why should 1?” How come a pri-
vate dick was working up in this neck
of the woods anyway? And how come

“l thought you ran

With a screw-
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you know all about it?”

“Answering your last question first,
Agnew was Kkilled in my drive, or at
least it’s the drive of the place I live in.
As for the next question, I’ll answer it
by repeating your first one—why
should | know?”

Johnny May gave me a twisted wry
smile. She sat back in the seat and
seemed to relax. An unpleasant
thought occurred to me.

“l was a fool to drive you away from
The Turf Club. If Parisi finds out he’ll
probably want to make something of it.
I cant stand a scandal right now, as
I’'m going to be married. 1—"

“Don’t worry about Russ. He’s got
other worries right now. He drove into
Millerstown like a bat out of hell. The
fact that Agnew was out here two nights
running before he got knocked off puts
the club in the middle. 1t’ll come out
in the murder trial, and then the heat
will be for Russ.”

“Why did he drive into Millers-
town?”

OHNNY MAY gave me another
J twisted smile, which said | certainly
knew the answer to that one. | thought
I did. Parisi would be running to Abe
Jeffers either for advice or to advise.
My guess was the latter contingency.
Plenty of people felt that the gambler
actually ran the county.

I slowed, pulled into a farmer’s lane
and backed out again, turning my car
around. Johnny May eyed me thought-
fully.

“Where are we going now?”

“Into Millerstown. You’re going to
tell your story to a man from the May-
hew agency.”

If the use of profanity is an art,
Johnny May was a superb artist. She
actually didn’t run out of words until
we had passed The Turf Club. From
there on in she sulked.
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I parked in back of the building
housing my office. | got out and opened
the door for Johnny May. She didn't
budge.

“What goes on? Where’s the May-
hew man?”

“Oh, he hasn’t arrived yet. We can
kill the time in my office till he does. It
wont be long.”

“I’m not going to your office or any-
where else with you. You can't do this
to me. You’re no cop.”

| said wearily: “No, but Chief God-
frey is. Shall | turn you over to him?”

Johnny May brought out a new word.
But she also got out of the car. She
knew how Godfrey would smack his
lips if he got his hands on one of the
Turf Club people, especially Russ
Parisi’s girl. Parisi operated outside the
city limits, so that made him the chief’s
enemy. So Johnny May went along as
I used the back stairs to my office build-
ing.

I have the side of the building next
to the alley, and my private office is
next to the rear room, which is the li-
brary. Two windows put light into the
alley as | snapped the switch, but |
drew the shades. Johnny May eyed me
with some suspicion.

She must have been reassured by my
grin, for she relaxed. | noted that the
clock on my desk said half-past three.
Even if Snyder had been lucky enough
to catch a plane, that would take time,
and he was hardly due. But | told
Johnny May:

“He’ll be here any minute.
get you a magazine?”

She shook her head. She began to
inspect the room with the thoroughness
of a cat. An alley cat.

Her gaze came to rest on a bottom
drawer of my desk.

“You couldnt break out a drink?”

I could and did. We’d just polished
off a couple of pretty husky shots when

Shall |
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there was a knock on my side door.
I knew it couldnt be Snyder, so I fig-
ured it was the sheriff or the chief.
There was no point in sitting quiet like
a little mouse, so | went over and opened
the door.

Mary walked in.

I got out an introduction, not stut-
tering much worse than Joe Frisco.
Mary took it coolly.

“l suppose you’re connected in some
way with that awful murder,” Mary
said to Johnny May.

Johnny May gave her an especially
twisted smile.

“How’d you guess?”

MM;ave her no answer, but she

looked at me in a way that indi-
cated Johnny May was the kind of
woman who could be expected to be
mixed up with murder. | couldn’t think
of a word to say. Telling Mary the
murdered man .was the detective 1°d
hired to check up on her would knock
the wedding bells right out of the belfry.
And | couldn’t explain Johnny May
without telling the whole story.

“You’re kind of stingy with your
liquor, arent you, George?”

Before | could answer, Mary crossed
and poured herself a stiff drink. 1 got
her a chaser, and she put down the
liquor like a gentleman.

“How’d you find out?” | asked.

“1 called your place to say goodnight
just before I turned in. Chief Godfrey
answered. He told me what had hap-
pened. He seemed very indignant be-

cause you had run away. | thought
maybe you’d be here. Naturally |
couldn’t sleep a wink until | heard

everything from you.”

“Naturally.”

I didn’t dare to look at Johnny May.
I knew she would be taking it all in
and wearing that twisted smile. She
couldn’t know how big a jam | was in,
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but she could guess pretty close.

“Suppose,” she said coyly, “you tell
Miss Carter all about the murder.
Then she won’t have to ask you any
questions.”

| shot her a murderous look. | had
rmy mouth open to start talking, with-
out having the remotest idea of what
I was going to say when there was an-
other rap on the door. This time |
would have been glad even if it had been
Godfrey or Jeffers. However, it was
neither.

“That was quick,” | told Snyder.
“You must have flown.”

He nodded as he walked in. He eyed
Johnny May and Mary, and | intro-
duced them.

“Johnny May is a witness,” | said.
“You can talk to her while | see Mary
to her car.”

Mary wanted to stay, but she didn’t
have a chance. 1°’d have carried her
out if she hadn’t accepted the ultimatum
of my firm grip on her arm. She wanted
to know all about Snyder. She knew he
had to be a detective, but what kind
of detective was he? Had the sheriff
or the chief hired him? Why had he
come to my office, and what about
Johnny May. No, of course she didnt
think what | thought she might be
thinking, but still, at the same time,
just what the hell was Johnny May
doing there at that time of the night?

| didn’t try to give her any answers.

“I’ll explain it all in the morning,
darling. In the meanwhile go home and
get some sleep.”

I got my point over by opening the
door of her car, picking her up and
placing her under the wheel. Then |
slammed the door on her and walked
away. She made the tires skid as she
gunned the motor in getting away.

Snyder and Johnny May -were in full
session when | got back. Snyder was
putting down answers in a little black
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book. Johnny May gave him the same
story she had given me. When the
questioning was over, Snyder spent a
couple of minutes reviewing his notes.
He eyed Johnny May intently.

“You say this Harry Burke meant
nothing to you, that there was nothing
at all between you?”

“Absolutely nothing.”

Snyder twisted around so that he
faced me.

“Mr. Grant, will you please describe
Harry Burke for me.”

“Well, I'm no good at describing

people. Harry was pretty ordinary
looking, only lately the liquor had been
showing on him. His face looked

bloated. He was developing a paunch.
You could tell it in his eyes, too. He
looked a lot older than the thirty he
was.”

CNYDER
°  May.

“You heard Mr. Grant. Burke was
no bargain for looks, and he was broke.
| believe your story that there was
nothing between you and Burke. But
I can’t think that your visit was only
casual. Would you like to tell me why
a very attractive girl like yourself was
wasting your time with Burke?”

Johnny May started. Then she
shrugged.

“l told you once, | just stopped in
for a drink. Harry had been at the
club, and we’d gone out for a little air.”

“Where was Parisi when you left?”

“He was asleep in his office. He al-
ways sleeps early in the evening.”

“l see. You got back before he woke
up.”

“Yes.”

Snyder turned to me and laughed
shortly as if the thing were wrapped

up

swung back to Johnny

“There’s your motive! The girl ad-
mits she knew Agnew had spotted her.
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She guessed he was a detective. She
we afraid he would report to Parisi
about her being at Burke’s place. So
she either killed Agnew or got Burke
to do the job.”

I was considerably disappointed in
Synder. | shook my head.

“But, Mr. Snyder, that doesnt make
sense. In the first place, Johnny May
didn’t have to tell me or you either that
she had spotted Agnew as someone she
had known before. And in the second
place, Agnew was killed tonight. He
had all of last night and today to re-
port to Parisi. Anyone thinking he was
working for Parisi wouldn’t wait till to-
night.”

Snyder eyed me thoughtfully.

“True, Mr. Grant, but there is also
the possibility that the pair decided Ag-
new was working on some other matter
that would eventually be exposed in
court and in the newspapers. Then his
visit to Burke’s while Johnny May was
there would come to light. In that case
they could afford to wait till tonight to
kill Agnew, sure that they had plenty
of time.”

“Well, | still cant buy your theory.”

Snyder shrugged. Johnny May was
looking at me with another of her
twisted smiles as if to say my defend-
ing her was too good to be true, and |
wasn’t fooling anybody but myself.
Then Snyder said:

“There’s still another motive.
Johnny May identified Agnew as a de-
tective who knew about an unpleasant
phase of her past. She could have killed
him to cover it up.”

Johnny May stood up. *“Listen, you,
I've taken all I’'m going to take! It’s
nobody’s business where | first met Ag-
new, but | certainly wouldn’t walk
across the street to keep it out of the
papers or even off the radio.”

“Then why don’t you tell us about
it?” | asked.
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Johnny May gave me a half-friendly
look, then said stubbornly:

“It’s still nobody’s business.” She
was on the verge of tears and furious
about it. “I’m leaving here,” she said.
“If | answer any more questions it’ll
be to the cops.”

gH E walked out by the side door, and

neither Snyder nor myself made any
effort to stop her, though | did step into
the corridor and ask her if she had a
way home. Without turning back, she
told me to go to hell.

Snyder wore a cold, unfriendly ex-
pression when | turned back into the
room. He reached into his inside
pocket and produced a check. He
handed it to me.

“This is the advance you left with
us, refunded in full. Agnew had put
some time and incurred some expenses
on your case, but we’re not charging
you with this one. It’s on the house.”

| accepted the check.

“l think I understand. You don’t
want any strings tied to your investiga-
tion. You think I may be the killer, and
you would prefer that | shouldnt have
the status of a client.”

“That is a possible but not probable
contingency. The main reason for the
refund is that we wish to carry on this
investigation in our own way. Perhaps
I should have made that clear during
our telephone conversation. | would
have, if | had ever thought you would
take it upon yourself to go out to The
Turf Club and do some amateur sleuth-

ing.”

I felt my face getting red.

“Well, after all, | think | ac-
complished quite a lot! 1 found out
who the girl was Agnew had
mentioned.”

“Remarkable. As | told you, the in-
formation was in his report.”
Let down, | had enough curiosity to
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ask: “Did he say where he had seen
her before?”

“No. Perhaps he never had. She
could have spotted him without his
seeing her.”

“You really think she’s been in some
serious trouble that she wanted to con-
ceal?”

“NO.”

“Then why did you pretend that she
did?”

“I had to think up some motive when
you pointed out the inconsistency of
my theory that she or Burke had killed
Agnew before he could tell tales to
Parisi. | knew the idea was absurd
without your butting in.”

This time | knew my face was red.

“Well, why did you want to accuse
her if you didn’t think she had anything
to do with it?”

“Pm not saying she didnt have any-
thing to do with it. I’'m only saying
the motives | supplied are not the real
ones. | wanted to frighten the girl into
telling the truth about why she went
out for a ride with Plarry Burke and
later stopped at his house.”

“Why are you so sure there is another
reason?”

“Because she’s too clever a girl to try
to pull a fast one on a man like Parisi.
She said he was asleep in his office,
that she got back before he had
awakened. But there are always a
couple of stooges around a place like
that eager to cover themselves with
glory by running to the boss with a
story.”

“Then you think Parisi knew all the
time that she was out with Burke?”

“Of course. He probably sent her,
just as he must have told her to pick
you up tonight and find out what the
score was. You were kind enough to
tell her, even tell her that the Mayhew
agency was on the case. The odds are
that the sheriff knows about it by this

107

time. You might as well have put it
in the papers.”

T WALKED to a chair and sat down.

“l guess I’ve been a fool. I'm
sorry.”

Snyder laughed a little embar-
rassedly. “Oh, that’s all right. 1I°d

probably have gone to the sheriff by
morning myself. | did want to wait
till Mayhew got here.”

| straightened. “Floyd Mayhew’s
coming here?”

“Of course.
one of his men is murdered.
doI”

“Nor |—I mean | feel that the man
was working for me. Have you made
up your mind as to whether his murder
is connected with the investigation?”

“I’m jumping at no conclusions. But
the odds are against coincidence.”

“l thought maybe some old enemy
might have followed Agnew up here.
He’d been a detective several years and
must have made a lot of enemies.”

“We’re checking that angle, too.”

“Well, | hate to say it, but it does
seem that the Burke brothers are the
Number One suspects.”

“Why?”

“Because they were guilty of stealing
that note and mortgage out of the
company safe and turning it over to
Mary. She told me so early this even-
ing. That’s why | sent you that wire.
We’re turning the stuff back and giving
up the case.”

“That’ interesting. Anybody know
this?”

“Several people by now, including
Dave Burke. He was out at the country
club playing poker when | told Nate
Coon we were quitting. It made him
so mad he left the game.”

“What time was that?”

“At about eight or eight-thirty.
not sure.”

He doesn’t like it when
Neither

I'm
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“Tell me more about how you spent
the evening.”

I told him, glad | had an alibi.
Snyder put it all in his little black book.
Then he stood up.

“Let’s go find the coroner and the
chief of police.”

We found Al Godfrey in his office at
the city building. He was startled when
I introduced Snyder as a man from
Mayhew’s. The look he gave to me in-
dicated that he thought | had hired the
agency to investigate the murder at my
door-step. He seemed relieved.

“I’'m glad you’re in on this deal, Mr.
Snyder. Fact is, | was thinking about
asking the city council to make an ap-
propriation to hire your agency. But
now that George’s done it, | won’t have
to.”

“Mr. Grant hasn’t retained us,”
Snyder said smoothly. “The dead man
was one of our investigators. We are
handling this on our own.”

Al Godfrey pricked up his ears.

“One of your men! Was he up here
working on a case?”

“Yes.”

“Well, what was it?”

J HELD my breath while Snyder
lighted a cigarette. Then he said:
“A private citizen whose name | am not
at liberty to disclose had retained us
to make an investigation of gambling
in the county.” As Godfrey paled,
Snyder added quickly: “I mean in the
rural section of the county outside the
city limits. It was the sheriff’s office
that was under fire, Chief Godfrey, not
yours.”
Al Godfrey breathed a sigh that could
have been heard on the public square.
“Well, to be frank with you, Mr.
Snyder, |’ve been expecting something
of the kind. Places like The Turf Club
are just too much for the public to
put up with!  Why, in that case, Abe
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Jeffers could have done it himself!”

The idea seemed to dazzle Al. Snyder
said casually:

“Of course, I'll expect you to keep
this information confidential. Of course
you’ll have to reveal Agnew’s name—
it was Rockland ‘Rocky’ Agnew—and
the fact that he was an employee of
the Mayhew agency, but you can tell
the sheriff and the press that Agnew
just happened to be passing through
town.”

Al nodded wisely.
on me!”

“Now, | wonder if | could have a
talk with the coroner?”

“Of course. I’ll take you right over.
He should be through with the autopsy
by now. | expect the sheriff’s over
there, too. He’s got a stronger stomach
than | have.”

Snyder and | exchanged a glance on
that. The three of us walked to Doc
Barrett’s office. He was already writing
his report when we got there. Abe
Jeffers was looking slightly green. He
looked even greener when | told him
Snyder was from Mayhew’. He was
afraid to ask questions.

“You’ll find the murder weapon in
that box,” said Barrett, indicating a
cardboard box. “You’ll have a devil of
a time tracing it. It’s the kind sold all
over the country in dime stores. Only
this one was filed sharp. That proves
premeditation.”

Snyder examined the screw-driver.

“I was going to have it sent dowm to
the River City police headquarters for
a finger-print check-up,” said Jeffers,
showing he missed no bets.

“Listen, you,” said Al Godfrey, “this
is my jurisdiction. 1’1l send that thing
in!”

“Don’t bother,” said Snyder. “That
handle can’t pick up a print, and neither
can the stem.”

Snyder killed the rest of the time

“You can count
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while Barrett finished his report in
looking over the medical library. When
Barrett did finish he handed the docu-
ment to Snyder without hesitation, and
neither Godfrey nor Jeffers complained.
Snyder read it carefully and handed it
back.

“I’d like a copy. It seems very com-
plete. So you think death took place
instantaneously?”

“In a matter of seconds. The lesion
in the pulmonary artery was severe,
probably because of the shape of the
screw-driver blade.”

“Then he couldnt have driven into
the alley and died after hed been
stabbed somewhere else?”

“Oh, no. | can’t say definitely how
long he’d been dead when | performed
the post-mortem, but | think he must

have been stabbed shortly before
George found him.”

“l see.”
gO DID I. Until that moment Id

never doubted that | had an alibi,
but now it looked as if 1°d had a better
opportunity to kill Agnew than anyone
else. He wouldnt have been on the
guard against me, and | could have
handled him easily. Of course Snyder
couldn’t supply me with a motive—yet.

“l wonder, Chief,” said Snyder, “if
you’d round up a couple of fellows for
me — the brothers Burke. | believe
they’re well known in Millerstown.”

Al was out of his chair like a jack-
in-the-box.

“Sure! I’ll round ’em up in no
time!” Harry and Dave spend so much
time at Parisi’s place that Al was sure
there was a connection. | thought I
understood Snyder’s request. He
wanted the chief out of the way so he
could talk to the sheriff. But he wasn’t
quite through at the coroner’s.

“Might | see the contents of the
pockets? | suppose you have them.”
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Barrett nodded. Everything was in
a manila envelope. Snyder inspected
the contents without enthusiasm. He
put everything back into the envelope.

“You didn’t see anything of a little
black book?”

“No. It’sall in there, what | found.”

Snyder turned to the sheriff.

“Id like a talk with Sam Carter.”

We drove to the old Carter homestead
in the sheriff’s car. En route, Snyder
handed Jeffers about the same line he
had handed Godfrey, only in reverse.
Agnew had been in Millerstown investi-
gating the gambling within the city
limits. Jeffers’ sigh was even deeper
than Al’s. He pointed out that school
children were spending all their nickels
in slot matchines inside the city limits
while all he tolerated outside was a
friendly game for those who could af-
ford it. | decided that Snyder had been
wrong in guessing that Johnny May’s
information had been passed on to Jef-
fers.

Sam’s convertible was parked in the
drive. There was room enough in the
garage for half a dozen cars, but Sam
was always too tired or too lazy or too
drunk to drive into it. This time he was
in none of the conditions mentioned.
He was dead.

He was lying forward on the steering
wheel much as Agnew had lain. Snyder
eased him back. This time the job had
been done with a larger screw-driver
than that which had killed Agnew.

“Better drive back and get the
coroner,” said Snyder, and Jeffers was
willing. When he had gone, Snyder
turned to me. “Its’ up to you, | sup-
pose, to tell his sister.”

I nodded. | walked up the front
steps and rang the bell. After while
Mary came to the door. She pulled
back the curtain, saw me and opened
up.

| got it over with.
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Persuading her not to go out to see

Sam was even harder. | sent her back

upstairs to dress and joined Snyder.

“Got any ideas?”

“One you won'’t like. You've got to
come clean with your girl and tell her
why Agnew was sent up here.”

“1 was afraid that was coming.
there some other way?”

“No. This second kill definitely links
Agnew’s death with the lawsuit over
the note and mortgage. Your girl’s
got to tell us everything she knows
about it.”

“But she has—that is, she told me
how the Burkes talked her into the deal
and how she couldn’t go through with
it.”

“Still, 1 think you’d better tell her
about Agnew.”

Isn’t

Jjp MEANT that if | didnt he

would. Waiting for Mary to come
downstairs must have been like waiting
for death in an electric chair. She ap-
peared minutes before | expected her.
I led her to a verandah swing and told
her who Agnew was and why he had
come to Millerstown.

“I'm sorry,” | wbund up lamely.
“My only excuse is that I've never
trusted Dave or Harry, and | thought
perhaps they had talked you into some-
thing. You’ll have to admit | was right
about that.”

Until then, Mary had taken it pretty
well.  She leaped out of the swing, spun
on me and said:

“So you thought | was a crook! So
you had to hire a detective to check up
on me! Now Sam’s dead! It’sall your
fault—I blame nobody else but you!”

She ran into the house and slammed
the door behind her. Snyder climbed
the verandah steps.

“Well, you asked for it.”

For a moment | could have hit him.
Then Snyder went on talking.
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“The idea was to get her story. You
didn’t get it. Better go in there and
patch things up.”

“Just like that, uh?”

“Oh, it’ll take a little diplomacy, I'll

grant. But it has to be done.”
“The hell it has. |’m washed up, and
I know it.”

Snyder shrugged.
her story, | will.”

He sounded tough about it. | re-
minded him: “I guess the local law-
men can handle the situation. Mary
will be glad to talk to either the sheriff
or the chief when they get around to
asking her.”

“l don’t intend to wait that long. |
don’t have to tell you that Godfrey and
Jeffers are both tickled to death to have
the Mayhew agency working for free
on this case. They’ll do about any-
thing | tell them and the first thing Il
tell them is to turn Mary Carter over
to me.”

His tone puzzled me. “What makes
you think Mary’s story is so important.
Personally, 1 don’t think she knows
anything.”

Snyder said: “Sit down a minute.”
We both sat down on the verandah
steps. “Now, Mr. Grant, | don't like to
be blunt, but the fact is that what you
think in this matter doesnt mean a
whole lot to me. But | do respect the
fact that we did bear the relationship
of investigator and client. If that
weren't the case, |’d never tell you why
your girl’s story is so important to me.”

He let that sink in, and | waited.

“Your girl is the Number One sus-
pect on my list.”

That sank in very quickly. | started
to speak, then had to clear my throat
before | could say: “You can't mean
that!”

“l do.”

“But—but you’re saying she could
have killed her own brother!”

“If you don’t get
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“l know that sounds unthinkable to
you, but let me explain why |Vve felt
your girl was the chief suspect all along.
You probably dont have any idea of
how a private detective agency oper-
ates. You probably think we solve cases
by accumulating clues until the jig-saw
puzzle of mystery fits together. Well,
we don’t work like that at all. It would
take too long. We’ve got to work fast.

“We do that by looking over the
ground and deciding who probably
knows all the answers. Sometimes we
may pick out several people. Some-
times we’re pretty sure one man has all
the answers we need. Then we go to
work on that man. We dig up some-
thing out of his past or present, some-
thing he can’t afford to have exposed.
Then we tell him the price of our silence
is the answers we need. Always we get
the answers. Then we've got plenty of
time to accumulate the clues.”

| said: “Why, that’s blackmail!
You're telling me you operate by black-
maill”

gNYDER shrugged. “I wouldn’t

know. Nobody’s ever had us in-
dicted for it, so I can't tell you whether
we’re technically guilty of any crime.
All | know is that that’s the way every
private investigating agency in the
country operates. Knowing that, you
should be able to guess what Agnew was
doing up here.

“He was working on someone, prob-
ably the Burke brothers. He hadn’t
had much time, but it’s just possible he
got enough on one of the brothers to
force him to spill the works on that note
and mortgage case. It had to happen
yesterday or last night, for it wasn’t
in Agnew’s first report.

“My guess is that it happened late in
the afternoon. Conscience-stricken, the
man who spilled it got in touch with
your girl. He told her what he had
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done, that the jig was up. So your girl
does the smartest possible thing. She
contacts you and tells you she’s decided
to drop her case. You think she’s won-
derful and honest, but she’s only beat-
ing the receiver, Jim Gooding, and his
lawyer, to the punch.

“Understand, that’s only a hypo-
thesis. Let’s also suppose that your
girl discovers that instead of Agnew
being employed by Jim Gooding he’s
employed by you. She could have
found that out in two ways. The first
one was when you rushed to the tele-
graph office to pull us off the case. The
second was when your girl drove home
after you dropped her at your car to-
night. She could have spotted Agnew’s
car. She goes by your place on her way,
and she’d have been told the number
on Agnew’s car.

“So she pulls into the drive behind
Agnew, fishes a screwdriver out of the
glove box, walks up to Agnew and
smiles as she lets him have it. Then she
gets away before you come along.
What do you think of that?”

“1 think it’s fantastic. The screw-
driver had been sharpened. She
wouldnt have time to do that.”

“Lots of screwdrivers are sharpened
to fit small screws.”

“But why would she kill Sam?”

“Suppose Agnew hadn’t worked on
the Burke boys, but Sam instead. Sam
would enjoy his sister’s confidence.
When he learns about Agnew’s murder,
he tells his sister that she has gone too
far, that he is going to expose her. So
she lets him have it, too.”

I thought it over. The idea of Mary
killing a man so | couldnt find out she
had been forced to withdraw from the
lawsuit still seemed fantastic. Besides,
| just didn’t think her capable of any-
thing like that. But | was in love with
her. Snyder wasn’t. | knew that his
notion, however fantastic it seemed to
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me, was one he would concentrate on
till a better one came along. | made up
my mind then and there that | was
going to find a better one.

I got up from the steps.

“| think you’re nuts, Snyder. If you
think you can hang this on Mary, go

right ahead. Talk to her, give her a
third-degree, if you like. See what you
get out of it.”

Snyder smiled wrily. “Now you’re
mad at me. That’s what | get for

taking you into my confidence.

I relaxed a little. “I'm sorry |
sounded that way. | appreciate your
telling me what you have. It’s just that
I love the girl, and it gets me to have
anyone say she could have committed
a murder—or two of them!”

Snyder nodded understandingly, then
he also got up, for the sheriff’s car was
coming into the drive. A few seconds
later Doc Barrett pulled up behind him.
| turned to Snyder.

“l don’t know anything, but if any-'
one wants to ask any questions, 1’ll be
at my office. | don’t want to go home
tonight.”

gNYDER said nothing as | walked

away. | went two blocks out of my
way going downtown because | didn’t
want to pass my place. | climbed the
dark stairway to my office, walked on
down the hall to my private room and
unlocked the door. | had been pretty
particular about locks and had replaced
the old ones with new, expensive mod-
ern ones. It was therefore a shock
when | stepped inside and smelled the
fresh cigarette smoke.

The tiny burning blob was behind
my desk. | switched on the light.
Johnny May sat in my swivel chair, her
high-heeled slippers on the polished sur-
face of my desk. | closed the door,
which locks itself, and crossed to my
desk.
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“How did you get in here?”

“Doors never stop me.”

“Why did you come here?”

“l had a hunch you’d hole up here
for the night. | want to talk to you.”

“About what?”

“About these Kkillings. | was with
Russ when the sheriff tipped him that
Sam had got it, too. So | slipped out

and drove in to town. | don’t like
Killings.”

“Do you know anything about
these?”

“I’'m not sure. There’s wheels within
wheels. But I’ve got a hunch that
speaking my piece might help.”

“Go right ahead and speak it.”

Johnny May opened her mouth, then
she twisted it and stared behind me. |
turned. Russ Parisi stood in the door-
way. | had not heard him open it. |
wondered why | had ever bothered to
have locks put on the doors.

“Pardon my intrusion, Mr. Grant,”
said Parisi. “l saw you come into the
building, and 1’ve been wanting to have
a talk with you. | guess | wasnt the
only one to have the same idea.”

| turned to Johnny May. “That’s a
lot of hop. He knew you were here,
and his only purpose in being here is to
keep you from talking. Don't be afraid
of him. If you know anything about
these murders, tell it.”

“Sure,” said Parisi easily, “what was
it you were going to say, Johnny May?”

Johnny May twisted her mouth
around, got her feet off my desk and
her bottom out of my swivel chair. She
started for the door. Parisi caught her
arm and yanked her back. He spoke to
me without looking at her.

“Listen, you, there’s nothing I ’ve got
to hide! | came here, like | said, to
talk. 1 didn’t know Johnny May’d got
the same idea. If you think I’ve any
reason to hold out on a murder deal,
you’re crazy. This thing’s in my hair.



THE CORPSE KEEPS COMPANY

If it isn’t cleaned up in short order the
heat will be on so bad in this county I’ll
have to close the club for good. Espe-
cially since my place is tied up with
both murders.”

| said: “I’'m listening.”

“I'm talking only to that dick from
Mayhew’s. | figured | could reach him
through you.”

J CROSSED to my phone, dialed
Mary’s number. | waited for an
answer while Johnny May wrenched
loose from Parish sat down in one of my
leather chairs and threw a leg over the
armrest.  After about thirty seconds
Snyder himself answered. | didn’t
bother to ask him what he was doing in
the house, for | had expected him to be
there. But | asked:
“Where’s Mary?”
“Upstairs dressing.
tioned her yet.”

I told him about my nocturnal call-
ers. | suggested that he postpone his
interview with Mary and come right
down. He said he would be right down.

We sat there wordlessly while we
waited. Ten minutes passed before
there was a knock at my door. | opened
it. Mary was the first person to step
inside. Jeffers followed, then Snyder.
I had to go out into the reception room
to get two more chairs. Mary wouldn’t
look at me as | held a chair for her. |
introduced Snyder to Parisi. Then he
took over.

“0.K., Parisi, let’s have it.”

“1’ll make it short. Johnny May was
at Harry Burke’s place because | sent
her. | was paid to send her. That is, |
was to be paid well if she came through
with what the guy wanted.

“He wanted something on Harry
Burke. He wanted enough on him to
make him go to Mary Carter and get
her to give up the fight over that note
and mortgage that’s in court. This guy

I haven’t ques-
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knew Harry had a weakness for Johnny
May. He also had a weakness for
drinking liquor. So | turned Johnny
May loose on Harry Burke.

“It didn’t take her long. Harry was
a soft touch. After Dave and this de-
tective had left Johnny May got him
dead drunk. Then she went through
the papers in his safe. It was the kind
of a safe that opens almost by itself.
Johnny May took enough stuff to hang
Harry.

“It seems he had been double-cross-
ing his brother all along. Say, a guy
owed the outfit a grand. Harry would
play around with the account for a
while and finally tell Dave the thing to
do was to settle it for fifty cents on the
dollar. Actually he would settle for
seventy-five per cent and pocket the
difference. So—uii

“That doesnt make sense,” said
Snyder. “If Harry Burke had collected
the full thousand instead of taking a
discount, his partnership share would
have been as much as the amount he
was pocketing.”

“It makes sense,” explained Parisi,
“the way things were going. The outfit
was in the red. All the money the boys
took in had to be applied to debts. So
Harry got his share without putting it
on the books. He’d been doing it for
the past two years, ever since Jim
Gooding walked out as bookkeeper.”

Snyder said: “What did you do with
the stuff Johnny May took from the
safe?”

“Turned it over to the guy who hired
me.”

“Who was that?”

Parisi hesitated, then shrugged.

“Nate Coon, the lawyer for the other
side. | supposed you’d guessed that by
this time!”

For a moment | couldn’t believe it.
Snyder took it in his stride. He turned
to Jeffers.
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“Bring me Coon.”

Jeffers left. Snyder went to my
phone and asked for the book. He got
his number and dialed it. 1 knew he
had called the chief’s office, for he said:

“Have you picked up the Burke boys
yet?” Then he said: “Fine, bring
them right over.” When he had hung
up, | turned to Mary.

“Is that why you dropped the law-
suit, because Harry Burke told you
he’d go to the penitentiary if you
didn’t?”

Mary dropped her eyes.
said: “Skip it, Mr. Grant.
answers are on their way.”

Snyder
All the

ry'HE Burkes arrived pretty prompt-

ly. | gathered from the looks of
Harry that Godfrey had awakened him
from a sound drunk. He stared sullen-
ly while Dave gave me the full benefit
of a glare that plainly indicated that |
was to blame for all this.

Snyder asked them no questions, ex-
plaining to Al Godfrey that he was
waiting on the sheriff to bring Nate
Coon. | watched Harry’s face, but his
stare was unchanged by the news. A
half hour passed before steps sounded
in the hall. | opened the door and saw
that Jeffers had not brought Nate alone.

Jim Gooding was with him. Jeffers
explained: “Nate insisted that | bring
Jim. It took time to get him up.”

Nate eyed me fiercely and growled:
“George, are you to blame for getting
me up at this ungodly hour? What’s
the meaning of this?”

“Yes,” chimed in Jim Gooding,
“what’s the idea?”

| ignored the questions, apologizing
only because there was room for no
more chairs. The newcomers had to
stand behind the Burke brothers and
Godfrey. Snyder introduced himself to
Nate and briefly told him why he had
been awakened in the middle of the
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night. Nate began to redden. When
Snyder told him that Sam had been
stabbed, he paled. By the time Snyder
had finished, he was shaking. Snyder
demanded:

“Is Parisi’s story true, or isn’t it?”

“It’s true, and it’s not true!” Nate
faltered. “It’s true that | offered to
pay Parisi if he could get something that
would make Miss Carter give up her
case. But I didnt mean to imply that
I wanted something to blackmail Harry
with. All 1 wanted was some direct
evidence that that note and mortgage
deal had been phoney!”

“But you did accept the evidence
that Harry had defrauded his brother?”

“Certainly! It also proved he had
defrauded the creditors as well. |
counted on bringing another suit for the
receiver. | think Harry’s probably got
a sockful of money hidden away some-
where. It’s money that the creditors
should have!”

“Then you didnt contact Harry
Burke or threaten him?”

“No, of course not!” Nate turned
to me. “George, | appeal to you to
accept my professional word. What-
ever made your client drop her case, |
had nothing to do with it!”

| said: “I believe you, Nate.”
He looked grateful. Snyder eyed
Jim Gooding.

“You had the evidence, too. Did you
threaten to expose Harry Burke if he
didnt cause Miss Carter to drop her
suit?”

Gooding eyed him coldly. “I did
not. | haven't talked to Harry in
weeks.”

Snyder regarded Harry, who had
listened to everything with his un-
changing sullen stare.

“That’s right?”

Harry’s Ups hardly moved. “That’s
right. | haven’t even seen Jim for a
week.”
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Snyder spun around toward Mary.

“All right, Miss Carter, it’s up to
you! If you want to help us find out
who killed your brother, now’s your
chance. Why did you tell your lawyer
to drop your case?”

JMTARY wouldn’t look at me. She,
shot a glance at Harry, who
averted her gaze, then said resignedly:
“Harry told me that if | didn’t give
back the note and mortgage, he’d go to
prison.”

Dave Burke was out of his chair.
glared down at his brother.

“Why, you cheap crook! You really
were stealing from me all the time!
Then you even sold out Mary to cover
up!”

Harry stared at the floor.

“What else could | do? When the
papers were missing out of the safe |
knew they had me. | figured if Mary
dropped out of the Bartlett mortgage
case, that would satisfy them.”

Snyder asked. “Then neither Nate
Coon nor Jim Gooding had anything to
do with your appealing to Mary Car-
ter?”

“No.”

| said: “Well, there you are. There
can be only one answer. Your man
Agnew, discovered the truth from
Harry Burke. So did Sam. Neither
Agnew nor Sam would have kept still.
So both had to be eliminated.”

“That’s right,” Dave Burke chimed
in, “we were all together this evening.
Harry was drunker than usual. He
must have let the truth slip.” He faced
his brother again. “I hope they fry
you, Harry! So help me, | want to be
there!”

Snyder turned to Al Godfrey.

“Take him out of here and lock him
up, Chief.”

Al Goldfrey came forward.

“Are you going to come quiet, Harry,

He
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or do | have to put the cuffs on you?
You know what it would look like if
you tried to make a break.”

Harry got up docilely and started
for the door in advance of the sheriff.
He opened it, then leaped through and
slammed the door back in Godfrey’s
face. For a drink-sodden man, he
moved with astonishing alacrity. |
could hear his feet pounding in the hall
as Godfrey fought to get a revolver out
of a hip-holster. He finally did get it
out but by the time he was in the hall
and able to use it, Snyder had leaped
after him. He smacked down God-
frey’s gun hand before he could get off
a shot.

“What the hell?” the chief yelled.

“He’s not our man, you fool!
He’s—”

He never finished his sentence be-
cause Jim Gooding had apparently gone
mad. He was yelling and cursing and
at the same time shooting in the general
direction of the doorway with a small
automatic pistol.  Godfrey flattened
himself on the floor. Snyder ducked
back of the wall.

The only heavy object on my desk
was the General Code. | picked it up
and heaved it at Gooding with both
hands. It caught him on his left shoul-
der just as he had started for the door.
He swore, spun around and raised his
automatic. | stood there like a clay-
pigeon. Then Nate Coon, fifty-five
years old, swung the hardest haymaker
I've ever seen. Gooding dropped like
a log.

JALOYD Mayhew, head of the May-

hew detective agency, arrived on the
morning train, and we had breakfast at
the Stork. Snyder recounted all the
details of the case, though he told it
differently than | have because he saw
it differently all the time.

“From the beginning,” said Snyder,
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“l wondered why there was so much
to-do over a three thousand dollar note
and mortgage. Plainly, the receiver for
the Burke brothers’ company, couldnt
win their case unless they came up with
something really startling. | thought
there had to be something more in the
recovery of that note and mortgage than
a mere three thousand dollars.

“When Nate Coon admitted that he
had offered five hundred dollars to
Parisi for the evidence he needed, that
cinched it. | was afraid to ask Coon
where the five hundred was coming
from. | was pretty sure Gooding was
putting it up, though he’d probably say
it had been contributed by the creditors.
That pointed the finger at Gooding. He
had some special reason for having to
have that note and mortgage back in
his possession.

“At first 1 couldnt figure out why.
The Bartlett property is a nice enough
property, but in these times nobody
could steal it with a foreclosure suit.
So | decided that if the note and mort-
gage were worth so much to somebody
it couldnt be because they had any
special value. | decided the very oppo-
site must be true. The note and mort-
gage were important because they were
worthless.

“That meant that the Bartlett debt
had been paid in full and that somebody
had substituted a forged note and mort-
gage. The authentic note and mort-
gage had been returned to the Bartletts.
They were far away, and Bartlett was
in the army, so they’d neglected to re-
cord the cancellation.

“Of course the cancellation was a
forgery, too, for the Burke brothers
never knew the money had been paid.
When they got in a jam and needed
three thousand dollars they fished the
papers out of the safe and turned them
over to Mary Carter. That was on a
Saturday afternoon, and Gooding
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wasn’t there. Later, when he found
that they were gone, he must have had
a bad moment. But he was able to
cover up by mailing in money orders
for the interest, a little matter he could
arrange for by contacting some mercan-
tile agency in whatever town the Bart-
letts happened to be in.

“In the meanwhile, Gooding was
coming up in the world. He’d got a
position as secretary of the town’s big-
gest building and loan. The slightest
shadow on his past would ruin him. So
he was in a fix. If he paid off the note
and mortgage in full, as he now could,
Mary Carter would return it to the
Bartletts. They would then know
something was wrong, and exposure
would be inevitable. The only way out
for Gooding was to get possession of the
papers.

“lIgUYING them through some third

party would have been a simple
out if the law of the state hadn’t re-
quired notice of all mortgage assign-
ments. As bookkeeper for the Burkes,
Gooding had been able to fake a notice
when they had assigned the mortgage
to Mary Carter, but this time he
couldn’t prevent the Bartlett’s from
getting a tell-tale notice. So his hands
were tied.

“Then the Burke receivership gave
him a chance. He must have pulled a
lot of wires getting himself appointed
receiver, but then he was by now a
successful business man and eligible for
the job. His first move was to have his
lawyer file suit for the recovery of the
documents. His next one was to find
some means of blackmailing the Burkes,
one or the other or both, into forcing
their indulgent cousin to give up.

“Gooding had to act quickly, for he
was traveling on very thin ice. The
Bartletts hadn’t lived long in Millers-
town and hadnt been here for years,
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but there was a chance they’d kept up
a correspondence with a few friends.
The friends would be tactful enough
never to mention the mortgage in their
letters, but there was always a chance
they might make a slip. So Gooding
had to move fast.

“He nearly succeeded. He would
have if Rocky Agnew hadn’t found out
what was going on. He was clever with
drunks, and Harry would have been a
fish in a barrel to him. Sam Carter
must have overheard the conversation.
Probably he didn’t make much out of it
until after Rocky was stabbed. Then
he knew.

“Harry’s trouble was he couldn’t stop
talking. He talked to Gooding when
he sobered a little and realized he’d
been pumped. So Gooding knew the
show was over unless he got rid of both
Agnew and Sam Carter. This latter is
guess-work, but I think Harry will con-
firm it when he turns up again. He’s
probably still running. | don’t blame

ARE OUR PRISON METHODS
OUTMODED?

R. CLARENCE NEYMANN, associate
D professor of psychiatry at Northwestern

University’s medical school, made the
statement that crime can never be cured with
present outmoded methods of punishment and
revenge.

Speaking at the Midwest Public Forum at the
Hotel Continental, Chicago, where he shared the
platform with Dr. Harry Hoffman, director of
the Illinois Neuro-Psychiatric Institute, Dr. Ney-
mann said “No one does penance in a penitentiary,
few reform in reformatories and even less are cor-
rected in houses of correction.”

The only way to meet the crime problem is to
“put the criminal out of the way.” For the
habitual criminal, Dr. Neyraann recommended
isolation from civilization.

“He should become a ward of the federal gov-
ernment and transported to an island far away
where he can no longer be a nuisance to humani-
ty,” he said.

Pointing out that all criminals suffer from some
basic disorder, Dr. Neymann concluded:

“For that reason a criminal must not be looked
upon as one who must be punished . . . rather
one who must be taken care of so that he cannot
harm the rest of humanity.”

—Pete Boggs
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him. He knew Gooding had a gun on
his back when | was questioning him.
I knew it, too. That’s why | told the
chief to take him out.”

Floyd Mayhew had been busily slic-
ing a fried egg. He sampled a piece
and expressed approval. He looked at
me and smiled.

“Very good, don’t you think, Mr.
Grant?”

| nodded. “Perfect, 1'd say.”

Floyd Mahew nodded back. “I don’t
know why they can't fix eggs like this in
River City.”

He went back there after making a
brief speech at the Rotary luncheon.
Snyder left later wfith Agnew’s body. |
had Sam’s funeral on my hands. |
hated to bring up the subject to Mary,
but | had to sooner or later.

“Are you going to forgive me?” |
asked her.

“I’Il think it over.”

I shrugged. “Well, if you don't
Johnny May.”

CHICAGO’S CRIME COMMISSION

N 1917 the Winslow Brothers payroll was
I stolen in the middle of a busy day and the

Chicago Association of Commerce decided
that something must be done to prevent these
crimes of violence—and quickly. A committee
was appointed to investigate the situation and
their exhaustive report was presented a year later
with the recommendation that the Chicago Asso-
ciation of Commerce establish an active organi-
zation “for the suppression and prevention of
crime.”

Acting upon this suggestion, the Chicago Crime
Commission was established with its 123 mem-
bers serving without pay. The commission was
not set up to apprehend criminals or prosecute
those apprehended by law enforcement officials.
Rather it was set up to “promote the efficiency
and activity of all officers and departments of the
State, County, and City administrations charged
with the duty of suppression, prevention, and
punishment of crime.” Certainly, you will admit,
a laudable purpose.

The reduced crime rate in Chicago is ample
testimony to the effectiveness of the Commission
and is a tribute to these business men who have
given their time freely so that their city would
be a safer one in which to live. And, daily, that
reward is improving.

—June Lurie
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When yon start mixing
with the bluebloods,
don't be surprised if
some of it begins to
flow. Then it isn't blue
— just plain red!



know what it’s like to play Hounds

and Hare. To be hopping on the
up-beat while all the rest of the world
is hitting the down-beat and swinging
right along.

I knew it was a mistake from the
beginning. | knew | couldnt sit in
with the gold-plated crew Alma had
joined in holy matrimony.

Her husband, Hamilton Granby II1.,
played with prime ministers and dis-
placed royalty. His brother, Forman

I KNOW how it feels to be hunted. |

Granby, played with antique art and
brand new blondes. His nephew, Rex
Granby, played polo and other ex-
pensive horse games. And his sister
Ruth played hell with the social regis-
ter, dictating who was in—and out!
| told Alma. | said. “Look, Hon.
Just because I'm a five-alarm riot on
Broadway. Just because | packed ’em
in at the Paramount for three weeks
straight. Just because I’'m solid with
the cats. That don’t mean | can step
out in society and make like the Astor-



120 MAMMOTH
bills. When it comes to the snoot-nose
circle,” 1 said, “l haven’t got what it
takes. And I’ll never miss it.”

She just looked at me.

“Goodbye,” | said. “You take- the
high road and 1’ll take the low road and
we’ll probably never see each other
again. But thanks for the invitation,
Honey.”

Alma was a honey. Her hair was a
pale flame, and her yellow-green eyes
had a language all their own. They’d
melt, and she’d say, “Darling . . .”
And something sweet and warm dripped
into your veins. It made no difference
what else she said. You knew you were
going to do it, no matter what.

“Darling,” she said to me, “Alma

needs you. |’ve been worried for
weeks. There’s something ... | don’t
know ... all wrong. You've got to

come and see for yourself. And tell me
what to do. You've never failed me
before, Sammy. You’re so sweet, and
. . . Darling, there isn’t anyone else.”

Wonderful sense of timing she had.
She talked words like she sang lyrics.
Weaving an exciting rhythm with those
red lips of hers.

I thought about it while | huddled
ina fox hole. It smelled like it. 1t was
raining. A cold, dismal pitter-patter
that went all the way through to your
bones. As if | wasn’t cold enough, with
an armed posse on my tail. | thought
how warm Alma’s voice was. | thought
what a shame it was that Alma had
married Hamilton Granby and quit the
band. Just when | was heading for the
top.

SAMMY SHOPA. THE HORN.
IN PERSON. WITH ALMA LA-
VERNE.

With her
If only

| 'D DREAMED about it.
right up there beside me.
she’d stuck with me!
Instead she married Hamilton Gran-
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by. A stuffed shirt. But the stuffing
was the kind they keep locked up in
banks. Sure, Granby had plenty of
stuff, and Alma was hungry. She’d
been hungry as long as 1’d known her.
Ever since the night 1°d picked her up
in a dive where she was singing for pea-
nuts. She sang, and it bothered you.

Al Stein, my piano, was with me and
he got it, too. He said, “Strictly from
hunger.”

So we fed her. Steak and potatoes,
and chocolate pie a-la-mode. We
fed her and we took her away from
there . . .

Somewhere down below the hill a
light flashed in the rain and went danc-
ing and jumping in among the trees.
Tracking me down. The animal shiv-
ers started up again, and | crouched
there straining my eyes in the blackness.
I was dead beat. But | couldnt stay
there. 1 couldnt let them catch me.
they were after blood—my blood. Run,
rabbit, run!

I scrambled out of the muddy hole
and started climbing in the dark. Blind

as a bat, and fighting panic. | slipped
and caught hold of a rock. It was
rough. It cut my hands. | hung on

and got my feet under me and leaned-
on the rock, panting.

| was dizzy. It felt like the rock was
moving behind me. The rock lurched
and | threw myself forward and
couldn’t stop rolling. The rock tipped
over with a soggy smash, and went on
down the hill, deliberate and ponderous
with its evil intent. A Judas rock.
Thousands of other rocks on this hill,
and | had to pick that one.

Crazy laughter was bubbling in my
throat. | choked it down. It felt like
I was swallowing big chunks of the rock.
Far below | could hear splintering
crashes as the rock hit the scrub pine.

I was caught in a cleft. | thought
my ribs were caved in. | thought,



RUN, RABBIT, RUN

“What's the use?”

| dragged myself out. | went on
climbing and wheezing. Because | re-
membered their faces. | remembered
their voices. All of them accusing me—
of murder. Me. A rabbit!

Scat little rabbit, run like hell, there
they are down there panting for the kill
—the hound pack.

This time they wouldnt miss. This
time they’d all shoot. Not just the one,
whoever it was, who had tried it before.
It was perfectly sporting. Perfectly
legitimate. They had the Sheriff with
them. They had everything else with
them, too. Guns and lights, and the
rain softening the ground for my prints.
And rocks that jumped out of the hill
to betray me.

There was a Ranger station on top
of the hill. If I could make that; if |
could make the guy on duty understand
that | hadnt come to the Granby es-
tate with murder in mind. That | didnt
really deserve to be shot down like a
mad Killer. That | was only a rabbit—

I went to my knees and grabbed a
wet bush with small, sharp branches.
I pulled myself up and there | was on
a flat, cleared space. And there was the
Ranger station, boosted up on stilts,
dripping dismally, and dark as a dead
hope. | climbed the ladder and shook
the door. It was padlocked. | bal-
anced on one foot and tried to kick the
door in. Both feet missed and | went
down the ladder upside down, clutching
and clawing until my head hit the
ground.

| stayed there. | wasn’t out. Just
frustrated, and sick with it. Maybe
that was what | needed. Maybe the

bang on the head did me some good,
because the sick frustration started
churning up and fomented into rage.
I lay there and breathed jagged curses.
Then | rolled over and sat up, ready to
face the cold facts.
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“All right, Shopa,” | said. “If you
have to be a rabbit, at least you can act
like a smart bunny. You can double
back on your tracks. You can fool
these goddam dogs if you've got half a
gut left.”

I thought about climbing up and
using a rock on that padlock. I might
find a gun, a flashlight. There was a
telephone in there. And then | heard
them—the human hounds. They must
have found an easier way up than I had
used. They were all around me, spread-
ing out and nosing up to the narrow
platcau. What did they have to be
scared of? They had guns.

A/TY FEET were wet anyway, so |

jerked off my shoes and slung
them around my neck. | stumbled
around and found the trail leading down
from the station on the opposite side of
the hill. 1 ran. | wasn’t so blind now.
My eyes were used to the dark, and my
mind was ticking over like a motor sud-
denly come to life. | heard shouts and
yells behind me. And then | heard the
son-of-a-gun in front of me. He was
bellowing like a moose.

I dived off the trail and hit a tree.
Don’t ask me what kind of a tree. |
shinnied up the trunk and hung there
in a crotch. Trying not to shake the
branches. Trying to breathe through
the top of my head. A light started
flashing around a bend in the trail, and
the moose bellowed again. He was
good. He had a throat like a brass
amplifier, whispering to his friends in
China.

It was not part of his plan to get
plugged by mistake. He came on with
all the light and sound effects of the
world’s champion fire department. He

was the missing Ranger. So now |
knew. | felt like giggling. | felt like
sneering at him. | felt like yelling,

“Youre not so smart, you goddatn
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dogs!”

I knew they’d notified the Ranger to
be on the lookout for me. | knew he’d
sneaked down the back trail and found
no sign of me. And now the trail was
clear, while they were milling around
up at the station. Skip, little bunny.
Scram-scram!

I slid out of the tree and eased around
the bend in the trail. The trees and
bushes were dripping, but the rain was
letting up a little, blowing in thin gusts
from unexpected places, like a mad
spook spitting in your face. | remem-
bered my track training in high school
and fell into a clumsy lope. My feet
were too numb with cold to feel the
rough spots, and | was too keyed up to
notice the other aches and pains. Pretty
soon | warmed up and got a little
rhythm into the lope.

There was a rhythm in my brain, too.
Alma’s honey voice, saying, “I miss you,
Sammy ... Darling, you’ve no idea how
I miss you.” Saying it soft and slow,
breathing that undercurrent of sweet
hunger. It had been running through
my head ever since she said it.

That was Friday. | hadn’t been in
the house more than thirty minutes
when she said it. We were all in the
big central hall. Very English, the
Granby country house was. The hall
had a tile floor and faded tapestries
hanging here and there. There was an
ugly fireplace on one side that would
have made a dandy home for two ele-
phants; and a staircase on the other,
wide enough to accommodate both ele-
phants at once if they happened to be
in a hurry.

We were having cocktails and con-
versation. Very cozy, like in Madison
Square Garden, | didn’t like it. | don't
go for double cocktails, and the con-
versation was just double talk. They
had all been out playing with guns.
Skeet shotting, they called it. The only
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skeet | ever knew was Skeet Monahan,
a whiz on the drums.

I gave Alma a look that told her what
I thought of these elaborate nit-wits.
She was wearing muddy slacks and a
white shirt open at the throat. She
came over and stood there with a queer
expression in her eyes. They looked
hurt and half-amused at the same time.
Rueful, | guess you’d call it, and her
mouth was the same.

She said, “Sammy . . . Dont hate
me for bringing you here. | wanted
you to see . .

| tried to get tough. | sneered at
her. “So this is how you’re wasting
your talents? Shooting skeets!”

Then she said it: “l miss you, Sammy

. . Darling, you've no idea . .

“So you made a mistake,” | growled.
“So what are you going to do about
it?”

“l don’t know. Sammy, | don’t know

That’s what she said, but her
voice slid upward at the end with a
helpless question. Her eyes were ask-
ing it, too, round and pleading like a
little lost kid, asking the way home.

That was all, brother. | didn’t need
any more. Alma was in a spot, and |
had to get her out of it. Again. Just
like 1'd been doing ever since | got
her out of the dive where | first saw
her.

J LOOKED over toward the fireplace

where Hamilton Granby |11 had one
foot up on the fender. He leaned over
resting his elbow on his knee with a
glass tilted in his hand. His other paw
was waving around, illustrating some
law he had just propounded for the bet-
terment of skeet shooters. They were
all strewn around the fireplace where
half a tree was burning angrily, hissing
and spurting sparks. Quite a portrait.
The Famous Granby Family at Home.

Hamilton Granby was a young 45,
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with an arrogant chin, a thin nose, and
a big, rangy body that had been kept in
good condition. His eyes were a blank,
gray-blue with no more expression than
a pair of well-matched marbles. His
voice was light and pleasant.

“Timing,” he announced with author-
ity, “is the most important factor when
you’re shooting at a moving target. If
you perfect your timing, you can forget
all the rules—"

“What a convenient theory,” said
Rex Granby insolently. He was
sprawled in a deep leather chair. Slim
as a whip and handsome in a dashing
South American way, his black hair and
eyes advertised his mother’s Spanish
blood. “There are so many times when
it’s advantageous to forget the rules.”

Ruth Granby Colfax reared up in her
seat like a touchy mare. She was a fe-
male copy of her brother Hamilton.
They might have been twins for all |
know. But where the long jaw and large
boned frame gave Hamilton a certain
he-man attraction, on her it didn’t look
so good. It looked horsey. She sounded
that way, too. Her voice was a nasal
whinny.

“You don’t get the point, Rex,” she
whinnied. “You never do. That tricky
Latin temperament of yours can be very
annoying. What Ham meant—"

Brother Forman spoke up from the
depths of the davenport where his long,
thin anatomy was cradled. But he made
no attempt to defend his son’s tempera-
ment. “There is nothing original about
Ham’s alleged idea,” he remarked lan-
guidly. “So why argue about it? In
any sport or art or profession it is a
fundamental process to learn all the
rules so thoroughly that they become
automatic, and you can thus, in effect,
forget them and concentrate your facul-
ties on a higher skill. Any novice knows
that, but Ham’s blurred carbon copy
mentality never presents a very clear
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picture. Why not ask an expert? Ask
our talented guest if Ham’ stolen
theory isn’t a basic concept in his own
profession.”

He meant me, but | didn’t want any
part of it. I said, “I wouldnt know,
Mr. Granby. | never bothered to an-
alyze the music game. | just work at
it.”

“Hah!” barked Rex Granby.
other Latin temperament!”

“How very unfortunate,” murmured
Forman sadly. “Especially if it leads to
further complications.”

uAn_

J WANTED to take him up on that,

but I didnt know what he meant.
Alma left me suddenly, and sat down on
the other side of the fireplace. | de-
cided to keep my mouth shut until |
found out what it was all about.

Hamilton had held his pose through
all this. Now he brought his foot down
off the fender with a thud and stalked
to the long, antique table in the middle
of the hall where he filled his glass.
Then he spoke, leaning back against
the table.

“As | was saying” he informed us
pleasantly, “Timing is essential. Most
amateurs seem to think that if they hit
a certain number of targets on the
range, they are expert marksmen. But
present them with a live target and they
are very quickly disillusioned. My
point is simply—"

“It might be fatal to hit a live tar-
get,” said Rex softly, but his eyes were
slits of venom, and there was a brief,
awkward pause as if everybody held
their breath.

Sister Ruth snorted, and said, “What
an asinine remark! If you’re after a
bird, naturally you shoot to kill. What
Ham meant—"

And they started all over again.
There was something here | didrft like..
| didn’t get it. All I knew was that
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Alma wanted out. And Almawasn't the
type to leave a platinum lined nest on
a mere girlish impulse. There had to
be a damned ugly reason. Maybe | was
looking for it. Maybe if | hadn’t known
right away how Alma felt, 1 wouldn't
have noticed anything wrong. But it
sounded to me as if they were all taking
nasty cracks at each other, and even
trying to drag me into it. . . .

A shot smacked the wet night some-
where far behind me and echoed briefly
with a sodden finality. Somebody in
that hound pack had a nervous finger.
Somebody was over-anxious, shooting
at shadows.

I didn’t stop. | knew where | was
going now. |1’d been over part of this
trail before, on and off horseback. That
was Saturday morning. Never a dull
moment!  After a week end with the
galloping Granby’s a form-fitting strait-
jacket would feel good.

I’ve met a lot of nice horses and we
got along fine. A civilized canter
through the park on a bright spring
morning is just my dish. But this busi-
ness of climbing aboard a wild charger
and dashing across country, leaping
ditches and hedges, and attacking
mountains—that | can do without. And
I did. | bounced once too often and too
high, and when | came down the horse
was still going without me. | let him go
with a fond curse. | got up and limped
back to the manor house. Don*t ask
me how many miles. | lost track. |
was staggering, but | made it to the
arena—the central hall, that is, and
rang for a drink.

One of the lackeys came and bowed
solemnly without asking any questions.
He didnt ask me if my heck was
broken, or did I need a physician and
surgeon.

I collapsed on the davenport and
waited for my drink. He came back
with the whole works. Scotch, rye, gin,
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vermouth and soda, garnished with
chipped ice, sugar, bitters, lemons, and
a lot of other trimmings | didn’t need.
He set the tray down on the table,
turned his back and marched away, as
much as to say: “There you are, stupid.
Go ahead and drink your fool head off! ”

“Love you,” | said drearily, “you
great big blank blank blank.”

Pretty soon the Granby horde came
stomping in. Nobody was surprised to
find my body back in the manor house.
Apparently they all took it for granted
that 1'd fallen off the nag somewhere
along the way. How I got back was my
own business. But the horse, that was
a man of another color.

“You should have looked after your
horse, you know,” said Forman, arrang-
ing the cushions at one end of the dav-
enport. “Would you mind dropping into
that chair over there, 1d like to lie
down.”

“You and me both!” | muttered, but
| took to the chair rather than have
his big feet in my lap.

I was waiting for Alma to come over
and ask me how bad | felt. With a little
encouragement | thought | might be
persuaded to take to my bed. Not only
because | felt terrible, but it was the
only way | could think of to get a pri-
vate word with Alma. 17d tried every-
thing else, but no dice. The gruesome
Granbys did everything in a body. 1'm
surprised they didn’t all sleep together,
so they could keep up their wrangling
after they all went to bed.

Alaawasn’t even looking at me.

She was standing with the others
at the table, where the lackey was mix-
ing and serving drinks. She had her
back to me, but | knew something was
wrong. Her back was too stiff, defen-
sive. Nobody was saying anything in
front of the lackey. Nobody but For-
man. He was still going on about the
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horse.

“After all, once you mount a horse,
he’s your responsibility,” he murmured
reproachfully. “As it was | had to break
my run and pick him up. Your re-
sponsibility entirely.”

“That’s funny,” | croaked with con-
trolled frenzy. “I thought it was the
other way around. | expected the horse
to come back and pick me up. 1 was
never so disappointed in my life!”

“It’s no laughing matter,” he said
seriously. “Horse is valuable.”

“You got me wrong, Mr. Granby.
I’'m not laughing at a horse. 1’m crying
over a jackass!”

“Who’s a jackass?” said Alma
brightly. Her eyes were too big, glassy.

“Take your pick!” 1 snapped and
hobbled over to the table for another
drink. The lackey had removed him-
self.

Hamilton took up his favorite pose
at the fireplace as the others seated
themselves.

“Here we go again,” | muttered, and
poured myself a stiff one. “Clear the
arena. The Granby family feud is
about to be resumed.”

“| shall never be able to understand,”
commence Hamilton gravely, “why any
one should agree upon a clear course,
start out with every indication of fin-
ishing it, and then suddenly change
their mind in the very middle of the run
and go off at a tangent.”

I came back and flopped and he
fixed me with those empty eyes, con-
tinuing his lecture.

“What can the object be?” he in-
quired earnestly. “The whole idea of a
competitive run is to determine who
comes in first. We put down our
wagers in good faith, and what hap-
pens?”

“If you’re talking to me,” | said
flatly, “the tangent | took was entirely
involuntary. | was the victim of a
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homicidal horse, and I’'m thinking of
suing for damages!”

“I certainly think you should!” de-
clared Rex emphatically. “Fillmore is
an unmanageable beast, and every one
at the stables knows it. An inexperi-
enced rider should never have been
mounted—"

“For Heaven’s sake!” squealed
Ruth. “Why must you always resort
to lurid melodrama? Fillmore is a
perfectly trained animal, and you know
it. Even a good rider sometimes takes
a fall. What Ham meant—"

“Ham does get tiresome with his in-
terminable circumlocution,” said For-
man without missing a beat. “But your
attempts to interpret him, my dear
Ruth, border on insult. We are per-
fectly capable of divining Ham’s mean-
ing, since we have a reasonable number
of eyes and ears, and were able to ob-
serve as much, if not more than he did.”

“Therefore | ask you what happens,”
continued Ham evenly, As if there had
been no intercourse whatever since his
last words, “when two riders set the
pace, take an unfair advantage of the
terrain to keep the lead, and then de-
liberately disappear?”

“I told you it was convenient to for-
get the rules,” said Rex slyly.

“Are you talking about me, or two
other guys?” I inquired. “l1d like to
be informed so | know who’s insulting
who.”

“He’s talking about me, Laddie-boy,”
said Rex. He stood up and gave me a
hard, tight grin, his black eyes flashing
danger signals. “About me and about
his charming—"

“Rex!”  Alma was on her feet, look-
ing wide-eyed and scared.

“His charming wife!” continued Rex
savagely. “He wants to know why we
made a fool of him by ducking off the
trail and leaving him to race himself
madly to the top of Watch Hill. He
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wants to know what we were doing all
the time he was looking for us. Would
you like to know too? Should | tell
you?”

“Rex, you promised—" Alma started
toward him. Forman’s long arm swung
out and clutched her knee, holding her
fast.

“1’ll tell you,” said Rex softly to me.
“We were having a quiet ride home.
The long way ’round. And we were
talking about my mother.” His arm
whipped down viciously and his glass
shattered in the fireplace. “About how
my mother was murdered!"

T HE next minute he was across the
hall and bounding up the stairs.

“Rex! You’re mad!” shrilled Ruth,
stumbling after him. “Wait!”

“Let him go,” said Forman wearily.
“Sit down, Alma.”

Hamilton lifted his foot off the fen-
der and shook his head ponderously.
“It’s in the blood apparently,” he said,
and looked at me for no reason at all.
“Delusions, you know. His mother
too.” He proceeded to the table for a
fresh drink.

Ruth moved slowly away from the
stairs and joined him. They stood
there muttering over their drinks.

“Now,” | thought, “Maybe we’re
getting somewhere.”

I remembered how Alma and Rex
had dashed off ahead of everybody else.
Alma could ride. | think she had cow-
boy blood in her. And that Rex!
Whatever else | had against him, | had
to admit he was a superb horseman.
He was mounted on a big bay gelding,
a fireball if | ever saw one, and Rex
rode him like a mad Arab. He should
have been in a circus. | thought at the
time they were just showing off. Now
I knew they had it all planned.

It didn’t set so good. | hadnt been
able to get Alma alone, but she had
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managed it with Rex. Still, Rex
couldn’t have been lying about what
they did. He couldn’t have been kid-
ding about his mother being murdered!
He could be wrong, but he couldnt be
kidding.

Forman said gently, “You must not
let Rex upset you, Alma. You must
know that he is emotionally unbal-
anced. His mother has been dead for
twenty years. It is only since he came
back to us that he has been having
these fits of despondency. But you
must not let his violence frighten you.”

Alma just sat there, weaving her fin-
gers together and unweaving them
methodically. Not like herself at all.
She was too subdued. She was fright-
ened. | didnt blame her.

“How long has he been out?” | asked
bluntly.

Forman opened his eyes and said, “I
beg your pardon?”

“How long,” | said, “since he came
back from the institution or whatever it
was, where you sent him?”

“What are you talking about?”
screeched Ruth, rearing and stamping
toward me. “You beastly wretch!
What have you been—”

“Shut up!” said Forman with sudden
force. “He doesn’t know what he’s
talking about.”

“1 think 1 do,” | said. I was tired of
being polite to these zanies. “I seem
to remember reading something about
it seven or eight years ago.”

“l suspect that you confine your
reading to the more sensational news-
papers,” said Hamilton sternly. He
was standing in front of Ruth, holding
those blank eyes on me. “I shall never
cease to be surprised at the gullibility
of the great unintellectual public. Their
thought processes are keyed to a world
of fantasy. Nothing they read has any
basis in fact, and yet—"

Forman lifted his limp frame to a
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sitting posture in a wild excess of
energy, “l hardly think a lecture is
needed here,” he said acidly. “Mr.
Shopa is laboring under a misappre-
hension. | merely mentidfoed that Rex
has been extremely emotional since his
return. As a matter of fact, he said to
me, “it was only five years ago that Rex
went to South America to visit his
mother’s family. The family home
may, or may not be a type of institution,
depending upon the point of view.
Some of those old Spanish dons still
maintain mediaeval households. | sug-
gest we get dressed. The Johnsons and
the Fremonts are coming to dinner, un-
less M too, am having delusions.”

And that was that. We didn’t have
enough complications, we had to have
guests for dinner yet. | wasnt a guest
any more myself. | was right in there
slugging with the rest of the family.

| tried to get a word with Alma, but
all 1 got was a whisper in the upstairs
hall. She said, “Sammy, do be careful!
Ham is so jealous. 1’1l tell you all about
it .. . soon.”

A LOT of good that did me! But |
knew one thing. | wasnt mis-
taken about that institution. And it
was nearly eight years ago. There was
a nasty scandal about a wild party in a
Broadway hotel. A bellboy went out
the window. Maybe he fell, and maybe
he was tossed out. It was never de-
cided, because it was all hushed up. |
could vaguely remember the headlines.
“Don Denies Knowledge of Fatal Fall.”
And later, “Granby Heir Held in Seclu-
sion.” That’s how it was covered up,
by slipping him into a private asylum.
There was something else, if | could
remember what it was . . .

An owl hooted mournfully in the wet
night, and | missed a step and stumbled.
| felt like an old man. | felt like Id
been running through this dripping
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nightmare for a lifetime. And |
couldn’t stop. The hounds were back
there somewhere. They wouldn’t stop.
But as long as | kept running | was still
alive. | didn't have to hold myself
down to a jog-trot any more. It was
all 1 could do to keep going. My feet
scuffed gravel, and | knew I’d hit the
private road that led to the stables and
the back of the Granby house. It
wasnt so far now. Maybe the night-
mare would end after all. But that’s
not saying how.

Alma’s bedroom was at the back of
the house. 1°d been there before. |
knew it inside and out. | went in by the
door, but I came out through the win-
dow.

I finally got tired of waiting for an
explanation. | thought any minute 1’d
be invited to leave. The atmosphere
was crackling with storm signals all
through dinner with the Johnsons and
the Fremonts, four active nit-wits of
the same caliber as the Granbys. | de-
cided | didn’t want to be a millionaire
after all. Once you got the million,
there was nothing left to do but play
silly games. That’s all they talked
about. They gave me a pain in the ears.
They kept me from talking to Alma.

After everybody went upstairs, |
thought: “The hell with polite man-
ners. Alma is scared. That’s why she
won’t talk to me. Why else would she
ask me out here and then avoid me like
I had fleas? She wants to be rescued
from this plush-lined madhouse, and
I’m just the guy that can do it, husband
or no husband.”

I went down the hall to her room and
tapped our old signal from “Strike Up
the Band.” Da-da-da dum-dum.

She opened the door like she was ex-
pecting me. She had a hairbrush in her
hand and a green velvet robe wrapped
around her. She said, “Oh, Sammy'

. Darling.”
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I kissed her. “You poor, scared
kid,” I muttered. “You poor little—"

“Sammy, | ve got to get out of here.”
She was breathless, the robe was quiv-
ering and palpitating with excitement.

“l know, Honey. I’ll get you out.
You've got to tell me some things first.
That Rex—he’s crazy. You've got to
stay away from him.”

“Oh, no!” she gasped. “Not Rex.
He’s the one who told me—"

“l don’t care what he told you. He’s
nuts!” | repeated the headline 1 re-
membered and explained what | knew
about it. | said, “I don’t suppose he
told you about that, did he?”

“Well, no.” She looked puzzled.
“But | don’t see why the papers called
him the Granby heir. Because he isn't.
He isn’t even related to the Granbys.
He was four years old when his mother
married Forman. He has Indian blood
in him and the Granbys weren’t taking
any chances that he might inherit the
estate. On his twenty-first birthday
they made a cash settlement on him
and he signed a release of all further
rights.”

“That’s what he told you,” | said.
“What's all this about his mother?”

“She was killed in a hunting accident
when he was five years old. That’s all
he knew about it until he went to South
America to visit his relatives. There
was an old Indian woman there. She
had been his mother’s servant. They
sent her back home after his mother
was killed. And she told Rex it was no
accident, that somebody deliberately
shot his mother.” Her eyes filled with
tears.

“Real old-time melodrama,” |
snarled. “And why would he be telling
you all this?”

“Because he’s afraid something
might happen to me, too. He was
afraid there might be an accident to-
day, where the Watch Hill trail crosses
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that narrow ledge. He said it would be
too easy to crowd a horse over the edge.
That’s why he pulled me off the trail
and told me about his mother.”

“Oh, for God’s sake! And you swal-
lowed all this?”

“Why else would they give you a bad
horse to ride? Fillmore belongs to
Ruth. | thought she was riding him.
She’s the only one who can manage
him.”

“ls that on the level?” | asked.
“Why didnt somebody tell me?”

“l didn’t know about it until we
came back. | dont understand why
Hamilton let you ride him. That horse
is a devil. Dont you see? It was
done to keep you out of the race while
the—the accident happened.”

“But why?” | snapped. “Why would
anybody want you to have an accident?
What have they got against—"

The door banged open and Hamilton
stomped into the room. “What the
devil are you doing in here?” he roared.

| said, “Now just a minute—"

pjE SMASHED me in the mouth. |

went down worrying about my lip
and my trumpet. | remember that.
Then my head must have hit a chair
or something. | must have blacked out
for a second. The next thing | knew
there was a loud bang.

I was groggy. Say | didn’t know
what | was doing. | went out through
the French window and over the
balcony rail. | was chasing the bang.
I was out in the wet night running
around in circles. | heard yells and
commotion.

Somebody howled: “Get him!
went that way!”

| fell into a bush. | wondered what
was the matter with me. | wondered
what | was doing out here in the rain.

People were running from the stables
and garage. Lights were going on. |

He
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began to come out of it. | knew where
I was. | got up and started back
toward the house.

I heard a loud bellow: “Spread out
and look for him. It’s Shopa. He’s out
there somewhere. Don’t let him get
away!”

Somebody took a shot at me. | just
stood there in the half dark. Another
shot ripped a tree trunk about a foot
from my ear. Then | got it! They
thought | was the killer! They were
shooting at me!

“There he is!” Ruth was shriek-
ing from the balcony.

What | did next was pure luck. |
took a step backward, stumbled over a
thick tree root, and rolled down into
an icy little brook. That shocked me
awake. | crawled through some bushes
and crouched there. It didn’t take me
long to make up my mind. | started
running . . .

I was still running when | came back
to the same spot. The place looked de-
serted. | stopped running. There was
no sound except the steady dripping of
the trees. | waited until my breathing
slowed down to shallow gasps. Then
I walked across the lawn and climbed
up to the balcony.

There was one dim light burning in
Alma’s room. | pushed the French
window open and looked at her. She
was lying on the bed under a green
satin puff. Her hair flamed softly in
the lamp light. She still had her
makeup on, and her red lips were half
parted in a full pout. | stepped inside
and she opened her eyes.

I walked to the bed and stood there
looking down at her. 1 could see the
muscles in her throat working. She
said, “Sammy?” Her voice was choked.

“Yes.”

“Sammy . . . You killed him.”

“NO.”

“You shot him.”
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“No. Somebody was shooting at
you. How did he happen to get it?”

“l—I don’t know. | couldnt see.
All at once he was in front of me.
After he—he knocked you down, he
yelled and jumped in front of me.”

“That was it,” | said. “He saw the
killer on the balcony. He knew.
That’s why he went tearing up the trail
on Watch Hill today. He knew some-
body was trying to get you. That’s
why he didn’t pay any attention to what
horse | rode. He must have been half
crazy trying to catch up with you. The
poor devil must have loved you, Alma.
He didn’t hesitate to take the bullet
intended for you.”

Her eyes were dark and intense.
was still trying to understand.
ran,” she said. “You ran away.”

“l had to. The Killer was shooting
at me. Trying to make it look as if
I had shot Hamilton. With me dead,
the case is closed. They’re still after
me, but | had to come back. | was
afraid | wouldn’t make it. | was afraid
I'd be too late. The Killer still wants
you dead too.”

The French windows swung open and
Ruth stood there, with a gun in her
hand. She looked wild, with her short
gray hair on end, and her boots and
breeches spattered with mud.

“Come in,” | said. “We were ex-
pecting you. But before you shoot,
you’d better hear what | have to say.
That’s if you want to save your son
from a murder indictment.”

She
“You

gH E stepped into the room and walked

toward me with an insane glitter in
those pale Granby eyes. She stopped
about six feet away and stood there,
not saying anything, waiting for me to
talk.

“I know all aboutit,” | said. “That’s
why | came back here. | knew you’d
start the hounds—after me, and then
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sneak back here to kill Alma. You
Granbys are jealous people. With you,
it’s your son, Donald. You want him
to inherit the Granby estate. You don’t
want either one of your brothers to
have any heirs. That’s why you killed
Rex’s mother, and tried to kill Alma.
But you’re not going to do it. And
I’ll tell you why.”

Alma moved on her pillows and
Ruth’s eyes shifted quickly to the bed
and back to me. Her long jaw tight-
ened, but she didnt open her mouth.

“What if | told you,” | said, “that
I've got a witness to what happened
in that hotel room eight years ago? A
witness who saw your son throw the
bellhop out the window? What if |
tell you he’s never talked because he
was afraid of being charged as an ac-
cessory, but he’s ready to talk now
because he needs money. Maybe the
bellhop’s family would pay him to talk,
but they couldn’t pay as much as you
could. You could pay him enough to
keep his mouth shut and disappear.”

Her thin lips opened. Her voice was
raw. “How much?”

I wanted to sit down on the bed.
My legs were wet strings.

“Understand me,” | said carefully.
“If anything happens to me, he’ll know.
And he’ll talk. He—"

“How much do you want?” she
rasped.

“Fifty thousand.”

“No.”

“Well, I'm just acting as an agent.
If I knew what you thought it was
worth—"

“Twenty-five thousand.”

“It’s not enough.”

“Twenty-five thousand.”

We went on haggling like that. |
don’t remember all of it. We just kept
repeating ourselves, trying to wear each
other down. 1 didnt think | could
keep it up much longer. And then |
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heard them again—the hounds, com-
ing back. She heard it, too, and her
gun hand twitched. Her eyes slid to-
ward the balcony. | yanked a pillow
off the bed and rushed her with it. We
both went down and the gun exploded
in my face. She was thrashing around
like a savage horse.

I pushed the pillow over her face and
planted one elbow to hold it there, while
she went on kicking. Suddenly Alma
was there in her nightie, struggling for
the gun.

“Step on it!” | gasped.
her arm, she’ll shoot—"

Alma was wearing high-heeled mules.
She stamped on the flailing arm like
it was a snake, and then she had the
gun. All the pressure went out of my
arm, and my face almost hit the pillow.
I knew now why | wasnt using the
other arm. It was limp and the pain
started shooting down to my wrist and
up through my shoulder. The bullet
went in just above the elbow. . . .

“Step on

A LMA sat on the side of my bed and
held my good hand. The Sheriff
had gone, and taken his gun-toting
hounds with him. He was upset about
the whole thing. He’d had to take the
awful responsibility of arresting a
Granby. Forman tried to put up a
little resistance. He tried to make out
Alma and | were lying, but Rex sided
wdth us, and Forman finally had to
give up. He said, “I think 11l lie
down.” And he went away with a
look of despair on his face.
Alma said, “Darling . . .
“H'm?”
“How did you know about Donald
Granby. And who is the witness?”
“There isn’t any witness. | just
made it all up. It was a terrific bluff,
and it worked. But if | had been wrong
about her son being guilty, we wouldn’t
be here, Honey.”
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“You were wonderful, Sammy.”

“Not so hot,” | murmured, half
asleep. “It took me long enough to get
onto that name, Don. | thought the
newspapers called him Don because he
was a Spanish South American—Rex,
that is. He was the only member of
the second generation | could see, so
I thought he was the Don and the heir
the papers mentioned. Then when |
was trying to get away from the posse,
| slipped and fell down the ladder at
the Ranger station. It reminded me
of the bellhop, falling out the window,
and it must have jarred my brain, be-
cause | started remembering other
things, too. | remembered you told me
Rex was not the Granby heir, and |
thought if he wasn’t the heir then why
were they so fussy about the inheritance
if there wasn’t anybody else. | re-
membered that | didn’t believe anything
you told me about what Rex had said,
but somebody had fired a gun into your
room, and that made everything Rex
had said look like cold facts. Cold
facts—Colfax. It was crazy, but that’s
how | got it. | knew there was some-
thing else about that bellhop killing 1
should remember, and that was it. The
papers called him the Granby heir, but
his name wasn't Granby, it was Col-
fax. So then | knew. 1 knew who it
was who didn’t want any other heirs,
and that was the motive for killing off

HUMOR IN THE'

of a serious nature, so that an occasional

flash of humor comes as a pleasant sur-
prise. Take the case of the Plainview, Texas,
traffic police who were distressed by the number
of accidents in the city, a great many caused by
women drivers. In order to promote safe driving
they gave away—to very careful women drivers—
gifts of nylon hose!

A judge in Illlinois brought a few smiles to
folks in his courtroom recently when he sen-
tenced a chicken thief who had confessed to wan-
dering into the wrong coop.

“Thirty days in jail,” he told the guilty man,
“OR dress 100 chickens for the policeman’s chari-

DAILY crime news in the U. S. is generally
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the wives of the Granby brothers.”

“Sammy, you’re wonderful . . . And
you’re so sweet. What would | ever
have done without you?”

My hand slid up her arm and | pulled
her toward me. She turned her head,
and said, “Oh, here’s Rex now.”

He walked into the room, his bril-
liant black eyes taking in everything.
He lifted Alma off the bed, and put
his arm around her.

“I think we’d better let Sammy rest
now,” he said without smiling. “He’s
had a busy day. We can tell him the
rest of our story tomorrow.”

Alma turned out the light and I closed
my eyes. | thought, “That’s funny.
| thought it was my story. | thought
I was telling it. Pretty good, too . . .
The tale of a rabbit. . . .

* * *

I had a letter from Alma the other
day. She seems happy and contented.
But I've got my agent working on a
South American contract. That’s where
Alma is. She’s been married to Rex
for six months now. | figure I might
as well save myself a lot of trouble.
Sooner or later she’s going to start
yelling for Sammy to come and get
her out of this or that. | might as
well be in the same hemisphere when
it happens.

'‘crime news ~
ty dinner!”

Our favorite, however, comes from New York.
During a line-up, the police began inspecting the
belongings of a tough looking character who had
been seized while breaking into a delicatessen.

When the cops began examining his brass
knuckles, the thug became quite perturbed. Then
bashfully he asked the police to treat the knuckles
gently, for they had a special meaning to him
alone.

A closer examination revealed the following in-
scription just inside the little finger: “With truest
love, from Mildred. August 1926.”

—Lee Owens



Forty Cent Tip

by Harrison B. Latimer

Two men were being tried in thatstuffy
courtroomi the defendant—and his lawyer!

\VVENIN’, counselor.” “Tried any big cases lately?” Grant
E Jim Ward stared with bloodshot  Breedin asked.
eyes at the man who had greeted The men gathered around Breedin
him. laughed. Baiting Jim Ward was their
“Good evening,” he replied curtly. favorite pastime.

He made one wild effort to break away, but
a glimpse of the bailiffs gun stopped him
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“1’d like to get you in court, Prose-
cutor Breedin,” Ward said, “And see
how clever you are then.”

That drew an even bigger laugh.
Breedin was as sleek as the other was
slovenly. He was known as a “comer”
and folks prophesied that he would be
the next judge.

“That would be fine, Ward,” he said,
“If you were ever sober enough to find
the courthouse and there was someone
crazy enough to hire you.”

The group guffawed. An old man on
the fringe put in his oar. “If you’d
save your money instead of spendin’
it on booze you’d have a better chance
of gittin’ a client!”

The others laughed as much at the
old man as at Ward. He was Fred
Clark, the village miser. The only time
he took a drink was when someone
treated.

“l wonder what the vintners buy

That’s half so precious as the stuff
they sell,” Ward quoted.

The others stared at him and he
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sneered. "You wouldn’t know about
Omar,’-he told them. "He’s a friend of
mine who liked to drink, too.”

Phelps, the druggist, came out of his
store, in front of which the group had
collected. He grinned around at the
others.

“Any friend of yours would have to
drink,” was his contribution to the con-
versation.

"You never refuse to sell me the stuff,
do you?” Ward shot back.

They watched him wobble away,
maintaining as much dignity as he
could. It was little enough they knew
about the man who had come to the
town of Willow Green three years be-
fore.

Then he had looked about thirty-five,
now at least ten years older. Once, in
a drink-mellow mood he had told some-
one that he had been a successful at-
torney in Chicago.

"Excuse me, gentlemen.”

A tall, gaunt man, wearing a goatee,
waited for them to move away from
the doorway they were blocking. It
led up to the doctor’s office above the
drug store.

"Evenin’, Dr. Lawrence,” they chor-
used.

The doctor was even more of a
mystery to them than was Jim Ward.
He, too, was a comparative newcomer
to the town of eight hundred, having
moved there only a short time before
Ward. After proving himself compe-
tent in several emergencies he had been
accepted and had built up a good prac-
tice. That was all anyone knew about
him. He had no confidants and al-
though the snoops had found out that
he had come from Texas, that was all
they could discover.

"A good man,” someone ventured as
the doctor moved down the street to-
ward the widow Wilson’s, where he
boarded.
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JPHELPS offered a professional opin-

ion. “He is that,” he said. "But a
little old. A doctor’s got to be up to
date. My Frank’s interning in Mil-
waukee, and he’s always writing me
about the wonderful things they can do
nowadays.”

Their innate dislike of all strangers,
especially those who kept to themselves,
made them agree. Since everybody in
the town knew7all about everybody else
the one who remained silent had an ad-
vantage over the rest.

“Well,” someone observed, “A doc-
tor’s not like a lawyer. When you’re
sick you've got to call him whether he’s
up to date or not.

"Only other one who’s at all close
is Doc Verne at Prairie Grove,” some-
one put in, “And that’s near twenty
mile.”

Phelps looked at his watch.
to close up,” he announced.

The group dissolved as the lights of
the store dimmed. . . .

Eight-thirty the next morning found
Clara Howe entering the pharmacy.
Seeing no one in front she walked to
the back and stuck her head behind
the prescription desk.

Her sudden appearance startled
Phelps so that the bottle in his hand
shook and spilled over. “I didn’t hear
you come in,” he told her.

“I’'m sorry. | just wanted to ask
you to have some things ready for me
when | go home this evening.”

She gave him her order. “And don’t
forget a hypodermic syringe."! The one
| have at home is broken.”

“All right, Clara. But how come
you’re down so early this morning?
Don't usually start till ten.”

“The doctor is going out of town for
the day,” she told him. “He wanted
me to be here to answer any call that
might come in.”

The doctor had found the forty-year

“Time
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old spinster an excellent nurse. She had
diabetes herself and took an intense in-
terest in all diseases, devouring medical
books as other women did novels.

“I’Il have it ready,” he called to her
as she went out. He could hear her
clattering up the stairs. . . .

A-I,_NINE o’clock the bank opened.

The first customer was Dr. Law-
rence. He set his suitcase down and
shoved a check at the teller.

The teller looked up. “That’s quite a
sum, doctor!”

Dr. Lawrence nodded. “Almost all
the money | have in the bank.”

He took the sheaf of bills that was
passed to him and carefully tucked it
in an inside coat pocket. When he
left the bank he went directly to the
railroad station.

It was only a two block walk to the
depot as the entire town was centered
around the square on which the bank,
drug store and a few other business
establishments were located. The nine-
thirty to Chicago was on time and the
doctor clambered aboard. Inside, he
seated himself and settled down to the
seven hour trip.

His watch said four-twenty-five as
the train swung past the mammoth Mer-
chandise Mart and rolled along the river
to chug into the bowels of Union
Station.

Two heavy set men watched the
crowd pour from the train and swing
up the ramp toward the station doors.
As the tall man with the goatee neared
them they left the door and walked
down the ramp toward him.

“Dr. Lawrence?” one asked.

“Why .. .yes ... How did you
know?”

They had separated to flank him on
either side. The man who had spoken
pulled something from his pocket and
waved it at the doctor. “Chicago Po-
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lice,” he said.
“l dont understand. What would
the Chicago police want with me?”
“Not a thing. It’s Willow Green that
wants you.”
“Willow Green? What for?”
“Murder.”

* * *

“Someone to see you, doc.”

The old man looked up at the jailer
dumbly and nodded. The turnkey un-
locked the door and the man who had
been waiting in the corridor entered.

“Jim Ward! What are you doing
here?”

“Visiting a client, 1 hope.”

The doctor stared at him. “But |
didn’t hire you!”
“No. Nor anyone else, either.”

Ward sounded bitter. “There isnt a
lawyer around here who will touch the
case and you know it.”

It was true. The doctor had tried
several and found they were all “too
busy.”

Ward sat down on the bunk next to
the doctor and put his hand on the old
man’s knee. “Listen to me, doctor. If
you don't accept my services you’ll have
to take a public defender. Or get some-
one from Chicago. You know how
much interest they’d have in you.”

The doctor noted Ward’s trembling
hands, his red-rimmed eyes. “But man,
you’re in no condition to take a case!”

“1 know. But still a better man than
any other you could get.” His hand
gripped the old man’s thigh. “Believe
me, doctor. | was once a fine lawyer.
No use going into the reasons for my
fall. It’s enough to say that | want
more than anything in the world the
chance to defend you.”

The doctor smiled wanly. “What
can | lose? From the little I've been
able to find out I'm as good as con-
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victed.
I can’t get a lawyer.
miracle to save me.”

“The same miracle can save me.”

Ward shook the doctor’s hand. “I
hope neither of us regrets it. Now tell
me everything you can about it.”

“l am afraid.” the doctor said, “that
you know more than 1.”

Ward summed up his information,
then looked at the doctor. “Can you
add anything to that?”

“Nothing.”

Ward cursed. “That’s the trouble
with these hick town cases. You can’t
get a line on the prosecution. Well, I’'m
certain you’re not guilty and | intend
to prove it.”

He left the doctor staring gloomily at
the cell walls. . . .

| suppose that’s the real reason
It will take a

“yAND the state will prove that the
defendant, for motives to be
;hnwn, did, at the hour of noon, on
Monday, the eleventh day of June,
1945, Breedin was saying to the jury,
“murder his nurse, Clara Howe.”

There was a murmur from the
jammed courtroom. It seemed that all
Willow Green, which had no court-
house, had journeyed to Prairie Grove.

Breedin turned slightly to give his
constituents a better look at his profile.

Jim Ward’s shabby figure rose. “The
defense,” he told Judge Peters, “has no
statement.”

Breedin’s voice was smooth and
powerful in contrast to Ward’s harsh-
ness. “Call Milo Forbes to the stand,”
he said.

Forbes was a square-set man who
operated the delivery service in Willow
Green. He squirmed in the chair.

“Please tell the court where you were
at noon, on the eleventh of June, 1945,”
Breedin requested.

“l was in my truck at the corner of
Second Street and Vine.”
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“That is four blocks from the
square?”

“That’s right.”

“Please relate to the court exactly
what happened at that time.”

“Like I said, | was in my truck. 1°d
just pulled up to see if my load was
secure.  Well, sir, | happened to look
over at the little hedge that’s around
the Harris place and thought | saw
somethin’. | went on over to see and
found Miss Clara Howe lyin’ behind the
hedge, unconscious.”

“She whs not dead?”

“No, still breathin’, but fast and very
weak.”

“What did you do then?” Breedin
asked.

“l yelled out for Mrs. Harris but
she was busy on the phone . ..”

Ward objected.  “Unless the wit-
ness saw Mrs. Harris that is hearsay.”

Judge Peters ordered it stricken and
instructed the witness. “Tell only what
you saw.”

“Well, anyway, | had to yell a couple
of times before she came to the window.
When she saw Miss Howe she let out a
shriek. Then she came around the back
door, and between us we got her in the
house. While Mrs. Harris put cold tow-
els on Miss Howe’s head | tried to call
the doctor. He wasn’t at his office,
and when | called Mrs. Wilson she said
he’d gone out of town. So | called
Prairie Grove and got Dr. Verne. He
said he’d be there soon as he could but
in the meantime | should get Phelps, the
druggist.

“l called the drug store but Charlie,
that’s Phelps, was home eatin’. By the
time | got him and he come over, Miss
Howe was dying.”

Breedin thanked him.
ness,” he told Ward.

Ward leaned on the little gate before
the stand and looked up at Forbes.
“Could you tell, from the position of

“Your wit-
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the body, whether Miss Howe had fallen
or had been pushed or placed behind
the hedge?”

Forbes frowned. “l’d say she’d
fallen. Some of the branches were
broken and she was lyin’ just inside the
hedge. Fact is, a corner of her dress
was caught on a branch.”

“But if she had been struck a blow
at the outer edge of the walk she might
have reeled back and fallen in just about
the same way?”

Forbes looked startled. “I ... I sup-
pose s0.”
Breedin was on his feet. “Obijection,

your honor. That is pure guess-work.
The judge nodded. “Sustained.”

YARD waived further cross exami-

nation and Breedin called Mrs.
George Harris to the stand. She was
an angular woman who spoke in a shrill
voice.

“Clara Howe wa? a friend of mine,”
she told the court. “Every day, after
she’d had her lunch, exactly at eleven-
thirty, that would be, she’d take a walk.
At just about five to twelve she would
stop by my house to chat for a few min-
utes. | always waited at the window for
her.

“Well, when | heard Milo yelling for
me | just knew something had happened
to Clara. She was a sick woman, you
know. | ran to the window and looked
out and there she was, all sprawled out
just inside the hedge.

“Then | ran around the back way—
it was closer—and Milo and | picked
her up between us—she was hardly
breathing—and we carried her in and
put her on the bed. Milo tried to get
the doctor while | applied cold cloths.
At last, Charlie Phelps came and not
long after him Dr. Verne arrived. But
it was too late.”

Breedin turned the witness over to
Ward.

137

“You say you heard Mr. Forbes call-
ing to you?”

“Well, maybe not the first time he

called—I was talking to Marie Fer-
ris . .
There was laughter from the court-
room. Willow Green was aware of Mrs.
Ferris’s ability as a telephone monolo-
gist.

Judge Peters pounded his gavel. “Si-
lence in the courtroom!” The laughter
subsided.

Jim Ward resumed his questioning.
“Then you can’t be sure that it wasn’t
his first call that you heard?”

“No . ..not sure.”

“That is all.”

The next witness caused a stir. The
prosecution was bringing up its big
guns. Charlie Phelps was called to the
stand and duly sworn in.

“Your name and occupation?”

Phelps answered nervously.

“Please tell us what you can about
the occurrences on the day mentioned.”

Phelps thought for a moment. “I
guess 1°d better start at the beginning.
I’d decided to go home for lunch and
about eleven-thirty | left the store.
There were a few fellows in front and
| stopped to talk to them.

“While 1 was talking Clara Howe
came down from the office upstairs and
walked off toward Second Street. A
few minutes later | left. | live off at
the other side of town and it takes me
about ten minutes to get home.

“Well, 1 hadn’t been eating more
than five minutes when the phone rang.
It was Milo Forbes. He was all excited
and | couldnt make out what he was
saying at first but | finally got it.

“l left my dinner unfinished and
rushed over to Mrs. Harris’ house but
there was nothing | could do for Clara.
She breathed her last just after | got
there. When Dr. Verne arrived a few
minutes later she was dead.”
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Breedin thought that over for a few
seconds.

“Why should you have been called,
Mr. Phelps?” he asked. “After all, you
are not a doctor.”

“Well, being a pharmacist | know
more about medicine and first-aid than
anyone else in Willow Green except the
doctor.”

“Yet you were unable to help at all?”

“That’ right. As | said, Clara died
within a minute or two after | got to
Mrs. Harris’ house.”

“Thank you, Mr. Phelps. Your wit-
ness, Mr. Ward.”

Ward took a long time before start-
ing his cross-examination and the judge
had to quiet the courtroom. At last
Ward began.

“You say you are possessed of a good
knowledge of medicine?”

“For one who is not a doctor, yes.”

“Will you elaborate on that state-
ment, please.”

pHELPS looked puzzled. “Well . ..

Of course, | have a good knowledge
of drugs and their uses. Many of the
people who bring in prescriptions to be
filled tell me what the doctor said was
ailing them. After as many years as
I’ve been in the drug business a man
gets so that he could just about pre-
scribe for most common complaints.”

“That is called, in the trade, counter-
prescribing?”

“Yes.”

“And you sometimes do that?”

“Never! It is highly unethical, be-
sides the fact that | am not a doctor
and would not want to take the respon-
sibility involved.”

“Then on any medical question you
would not set yourself up as an au-
thority?”

“Certainly not!”

“Then you would hesitate to say def-
initely what you thought was the cause
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of Miss Howe’s death?”

Phelps had to ponder that for a while.
“Well, I knew the nature of her illness
because she purchased her medicine
from me. | also know that her death
exhibited all the symptoms of that ill-
ness. | would say she died of insulin
shock!”

“But you have just stated that you
are not an authority! You could be
wrong?”

“l ... | suppose so0.”

“That is all, thank you.”

The next witness was Clarence Wa-
ters, a teller in the Willow Green bank.

“You know Dr. Lawrence well, Mr.
Whters?” Breedin asked.

“Yes.”

“Did you see him on June eleventh?”

“Yes. He was the first person at my
window that day. He drew out most of
the money he had in the bank. He even
mentioned that fact himself.”

“How large a sum did he withdraw?”

“One thousand dollars.”

“Did he mention to you the reason for
the withdrawal?”

“No, although to tell the truth | was
curious. He had accumulated the money
over a period of time and | wondered
why he should take it all out at once.
He might just as well have used a check
instead of carrying that much money
around.”

“So Dr. Lawrence had a checking
account?”

“Yes.”

At this point Breedin produced Dr.
Lawrence’s check made out to cash for
one thousand dollars and offered it as
evidence. It was passed to the jury.

Ward waived cross-examination, and
the State called a Fred Fox to the
stand.

“Tell us where you live, Mr. Fox.”

“In Prairie Grove.”

“In town?”

“No. The township is called Prairie
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Grove. | farm an eighty acre place
about ten miles out of town.” The
farmer was obviously uncomfortable in
his Sunday suit. He had bought it
years before and now his broad shoul-
ders fairly burst from it.

“Please tell the court what happened
to you on June eleventh?”

“Well, | was out in the field till about
seven-thirty. Then my tractor broke
down. It’s an old one but I’ve kept it
going sort of patched-up. This time |
could see that 1'd need some parts. |
didn’t want to go into town so | figured
I’d run over to Sam Byrd’s and see if
he wouldn’t help me out.”

Breedin interrupted. “Who is Sam
Bryd?”

“He’s—or was—a crazy old coot who
lived down the road a piece.”

“In what sense do you mean the word
‘crazy’?”

“Well, maybe not crazy, but queer,
anyway. He was sort of a hermit. Lived
out on his farm all by himself and
came into town just on Saturday night
to get the few things he needed for the
week. Outside of that he didn’t go any-
where and nobody came to see him. He
had no kin that we ever heard about.”

“When you say he went into town do
you mean Prairie Grove?”

JAOX grinned. “No, Willow Green.
Prairie Grove was closer but he
wouldn’t buy there. Some years ago
he’d bought a tractor in Prairie Grove.
Well, him not knowing anything about
machinery and not taking care of it, it
soon broke down. He always said he’d
been cheated and that everyone in
Prairie Grove was a crook.”
“The tractor was never repaired?”
“No. He let it rot out in his yard.
Had a couple of horses he used for his
work. Couple of farmers offered to
buy the tractor but he wouldn’t sell.”
“What made you think he would sell
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you the parts you needed?”

“1 just hoped he would. Didn’t want
to go to town if | could help it. Besides,
being an old model, the dealer might
not have the parts | needed and |1’d have
to wait till he got them. It was worth
a try because old Sam’s was the same
make as mine.”

“So you went directly to Byrd’s
place?”

“l went back to the house and got
the car and drove over. It was just
about quarter to eight when | got there.
I didn’t see him around so | went up
to his door and yelled in. | thought it
was strange he wasnt around some
place so | went in for a look.

“He was there, all right. Stone dead
... laid out on the floor all twisted up
and stiff as a board!”

“Then what did you do?”

“Well, there wasn’t a phone there so
I drove home and called Dr. Verne. He
was in and said he’d be right out. |
went back and waited till he got there.
He looked kind of funny when he saw
old Sam stretched out that way. Then
he looked around and saw a bottle of
medicine on a shelf and opened it and
smelled it and tasted it. He stuck the
bottle in his pocket and | helped him
get the body in his car and he took it
into Prairie Grove.”

The prosecutor let Fox catch his
breath. Then he asked, “Was there
anything strange about the position of
the body when you found it?”

“Yes. Not only about the body but
about the room itself. At first | thought
he might have been killed in a fight be-
cause a chair was knocked over and
some stuff thrown around. His body
was sort of bent backwards and twisted
half around. | didn’t touch him but
I couldn’t see any marks on him that
looked like a fight. Also, there was no
blood.”

“Thank you, Mr. Fox. Your witness,
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counselor.”

Ward did not cross-examine and the
next witness was called.

“Dr. Verne to the stand!”

The doctor was a slightly younger
man than Dr. Lawrence. He was clean-
shaven and had a prosperous look. He
spoke in an impatient manner. Breedin
handled him respectfully.

“Your name and occupation, please.”

“Thomas Verne. | am a physician
in Prairie Grove. | am also the coroner
of the county.”

“Please tell us exactly what occured
on Monday, June, eleventh.”

“At seven o’clock in the morning |
removed a child’s tonsils. It was the
only operation | had that day and |
was preparing to visit several of my pa-
tients who were in the hospital when |
received a call from Fred Fox to come
out to Byrd’s farm at once. | left im-
mediately.”

“Tell us what you found there.”

“Fred Fox was waiting for me when
I arrived and led me at once to the
kitchen. There | found Sam Byrd. He
was dead.”

“Could you tell how long he was dead
at the time?”

“About two days.”

“Was there anything strange about
the state of the corpse?”

“Yes. It was obvious that he had
not died a natural death. His body was
arched backward in the manner char-
acteristic of victims of strychnine poi-
soning. Several times | have been
called in cases of strychnine poisoning
and so am quite familiar with it.

“T NOTICED a bottle of medicine on
Aa shelf. Byrd had apparently taken
some. | opened the bottle and got a
little on my finger and tasted it. There
was little doubt that it was strychnine.
It has a very bitter taste.
“With the aid of Fox | got the body
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in my car and took it into Prairie Grove.
| there performed an autopsy and found
that Byrd had indeed died of strych-
nine poisoning. The bottle of medicine,
when analyzed, showed an amount of
the drug that was certainly lethal.

“Having noticed that it had been pre-
scribed by Dr. Lawrence | tried to call
him but was informed by his nurse that
he would not return until the following
day. She would not give me any infor-
mation in his absence.”

“What happened next?”

“That was about twelve o’clock. |
received a call from Willow Green that
Clara Howe had been found uncon-
scious and apparently close to death. |
told them to get Phelps, the pharmacist,
to give what help he could and that |
would come as soon as possible. | drove
the twenty miles to Willow Green in
about fifteen minutes but | was too
late.”

“Miss Howe was dead when you ar-
rived?”

“That is correct. | questioned Mrs.
Harris and Mr. Forbes about her con-
dition when she was found. She had ap-
parently been in a coma for a short
time. Then Mr. Phelps informed me
that Miss Howe had been a diabetic.
Their description of her death made it
evident that she had either been in a
diabetic coma or in insulin shock.”

“Is it not possible to distinguish be-
tween the two?”

“It is sometimes difficult. But in this
case there was still a faint acid odor
noticeable about the woman’s mouth
which is characteristic of those suffer-
ing from insulin shock.”

“Will you please explain to the court
the difference between the two condi-
tions and how they might be brought
about?”

“Well, in insulin shock the condition
is caused by an overdose of that drug.
In the other case the coma is caused by
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the opposite condition—that is, where
the patient has not taken insulin or has
taken an insufficient amount. The
sugar content of the blood mounts and
there is usually dizziness followed by
coma if insulin is not administered
soon.”

“The injection of too large an amount
of insulin would be followed quickly by
shock?”

“Yes. In most cases within ten to
fifteen minutes.”

“And the results of not taking any?”

“That would be harder to say. It
would depend on the condition of the
patient how long it would take for the
sugar content to rise high enough to
cause collapse.”

“Then in the case of too little the
patient might more likely receive aid in
time to save him?”

“That is right. In the case of shock,
especially if there is a cardiac condi-
tion—a heart condition—and that often
occurs in diabetics, the shock will re-
sult in death if care is not given at
once.”

Breedin thanked him. “To the lay-
man those things are a dark mystery
and in this case it is of vital importance
that the jury have some understanding
of the matter in order to reach a just
verdict ... Now will you please con-
tinue your account?”

“Knowing that Miss Howe had been
Dr. Lawrence’s nurse, | wondered how
she, of all people, had slipped up. It
sometimes happens that a diabetic takes
an overdose but | was sure that a nurse
would have been more careful.”

“Then you had no suspicion that
anything was amiss?”

“Not at the moment. It is not un-
common that overdoses are taken al-
though they are not so often large
enough to cause death.”

“Please tell us what it was that made
you look further than you otherwise
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might have.”

TAR VERNE hesitated for a moment.

“1 wish to make this clear so that
you will understand it thoroughly,” he
explained. When he had his facts in
order he continued. “Diabetes is caused
by a high sugar content in the blood
due to the failure of the liver to con-
vert the sugar into glycogen, which can
be burned by the body. Insulin is a
drug obtained from the pancreas of
cattle or hogs. This drug enables the
liver to temporarily convert the sugar.
But the drug is used up in the body so
that frequent injections of it are neces-
sary. Insulin is usually made in three
strengths: twenty units to the cubic
centimeter, or c.c., forty units to the
c.c., and eighty units to the c.c.

“The amount of insulin a diabetic
takes will vary according to his need.
Usually two injections are taken daily.
The most common dosage is one c.c. of
either the twenty unit or forty unit
injected twice daily. That would give
forty and eighty units respectively a
day. The eighty unit per c.c. is used
only in severe cases.

“l asked Mr. Phelps if he knew in
what amount Miss Howe had been tak-
ing her insulin. He informed me that
she took three injections of the twenty
unit a day. Most diabetics prefer to
take only two injections a day but Mr.
Phelps said that Miss Howe had once
told him that because of a heart condi-
tion she felt safer in taking smaller
doses.

“Now ... if she had made a mis-
take and taken as much as two c.c.’s it
is hardly likely that she would have
gone into shock. It is hard to believe
that she could have taken three c.c.’s at
once.

“Therefore, | thought an investiga-
tion should be made. After Miss
Howe’s body had been removed Mr.
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Phelps and Constable Brown went with
me to Dr. Lawrence’s office. The door
had been left unlocked by Miss Howe.
We easily found her bottle of insulin
which she kept in the outer office.

“On closer examination we found
that the bottle had been tampered with.
Each concentration comes in a bottle
with a different color label. That in-
sures against mistakes. The label on
this bottle had been changed!”

“How could you tell?” Breedin
asked.

“There were small areas which were
wrinkled and the entire label was loose.
It looked as though it had been steamed
from another bottle and glued on to
that one.”

“The label was from a bottle of
twenty unit insulin?”

“That is right.”

Breedin produced the bottle and sub-
mitted it as exhibit B. It was half full
of a colorless liquid. The judge ex-
amined it and passed it on to the jurors.

Breedin got back to the doctor.
“Will you continue, please?”

“At that point | decided to test the
insulin in the bottle. It took just a little
while; by dehydrating one c.c. of the
liquid I got enough insulin precipitated.
It was eighty unit insulin!

“Now we were not dealing with an
accidental overdose! It was plain that
Miss Howe had not changed the label.
The obvious conclusion was that the
bottle had been exchanged for hers by
someone who wanted her to get an over-
dose ... an amount jour times as
great as she would normally have
taken! In short, gentlemen, she had
been murdered!”

rJAHE courtroom was a babble of con-
fused exclamations. Judge Peters
pounded his gavel until it seemed it
would break.
“Silence in

the courtroom!” he
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roared. “Silence! Or | shall order the
courtroom cleared!”

While order was being restored the
judge mopped his brow. At last he
nodded to Dr. Verne to resume his testi-
mony.

“At the time, it was impossible to
point out anyone as the most likely sus-
pect,” the doctor continued. “Just a
few minutes later | happened to men-
tion that this was the second time that
day that | found a person dead of an
overdose of a drug. | told Phelps and
the constable about Sam Byrd’s death.
Since | knew that Phelps had filled the
prescription | asked him, to verify my
own analysis, how much strychnine had
been in it. He could not remember but
said he could easily look it up.

“We went to his drug store and he got
the prescription from his files. It called
for a 3 per cent solution of strychnine
sulphate to be taken in one teaspoon
doses three times a day.”

Breedin produced the prescription as
exhibit C and it was accepted and
passed to the jury.

“Will you please explain to the jury
what the symbols on the prescription

mean?” the prosecutor asked Dr.
Verne. The doctor obliged.
K
Sol. Strych Sulph 3rV r—SS
Sig. T tid.
“The abbreviations ‘Sol. Strych.

Sulph.” stand for ‘Solution Strychnine
Sulphate’,” the doctor pointed out to
the jury. “The sign for ‘3 per cent’ is
the strength which the doctor pre-
scribed. The symbol which looks like a
‘three with a curving tail”’ means ounces.
Next to that you see a line, under which
are two ‘S’ That means one-half
ounce.

“Taken as a whole the first line of
that prescription means, simply, 'one-
half ounce of a 3 per cent solution of
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strychnine sulphate’. Under that line
you see the following: ‘Sig.”; what looks
like a Z’; then what seems like a T
with a dot over it; and finally the letters
‘tid’. That line means: ‘To be taken—
one teaspoon three times a day’. The
‘Z’ is the symbol for ‘teaspoon’.”

“Thank you, doctor,” Breedin said.
He turned to the jury and asked, “Do
you understand that perfectly?” They
all nodded and Breedin turned to the
doctor.

“Is there anything unusual about that
prescription?”

“1 should say there is! One teaspoon
of 3 per cent strychnine sulphate con-
tains two grains of strychnine. That
means certain death!”

“Shouldn’t a doctor know that?”

“Of course! The only explanation
1 could think of was that Dr. Lawrence
had meant to write the symbol ‘Gtt’
which would have stood for ‘drop’.
Then we would have had ‘Take one
drop three times a day! A drop of that
solution would have contained only one-
thirtieth of a grain of strychnine, a
normal dose.”

“A simple mistake. Have you ever
made a mistake like that, Dr. Verne?”

“Thank God, no!”

Breedin stared at him.
you so vehement, doctor?”

“Why . . . outside the fact that |
would have Killed someone ... it
would mean the end of my career!
Even if | did not lose my license I cer-
tainly would lose my practice!”

“If you ever made a mistake like
that would you not try to conceal it?”

“Objection!” Ward was on his feet,
shouting. “That question was both
leading and prejudicial!”

“Sustained!” Judge Peters gave
Breedin a scalding look. “You know
better than to ask a question like that!
Please see to it that it does not happen
again.”

“Why are
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JJREEDIN tried another tack. “It is

know that Sam Byrd came into
town only once a week, on Saturday
evening. If he had failed to do so the
following week it would hardly have,
been noticed. His body might not have
been discovered for two weeks or more.
In that case, would you have been able
to determine the cause of death?”

“In that case the body would have
been in a state of decomposition which
would have concealed the cause of
death from the naked eye, and if there
were no signs of violence | would have
assumed that he had died of natural
causes, say a heart attack.”

“Thank you. Go on, please.”

“Mr. Phelps told me that Dr. Law-
rence kept duplicate copies, carbons, of
his prescriptions. We found a small
green filing box on Miss Howe’s desk.
It contained carbons of prescriptions
written by the doctor in June. There
were several from the Saturday pre-
vious, the ninth of June. But Byrd’s
was missing!”

“How could you be certain of that?”
Breedin asked.

“The carbons were all numbered.
There was one number skipped.”

“I see.”

“That seemed to me conclusive evi-
dence of a carefully planned crime and
I at once informed the constable of my
suspicions. He immediately called the
proper authorities and a call was made
to Chicago asking the police there to
seize Dr. Lawrence as soon as he ar-
rived.

“l testified to the things | have just
stated here at the time Dr. Lawrence
was indicted.”

Breedin wore a confident smile as he
turned the witness over to the counsel
for the defense.

Jim Ward had not taken a drink in
two weeks and his eyes were clearer
than anyone in Willow Green could re-
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member seeing them. His voice was
still hoarse and his hands trembled
slightly as he prepared to cross-ex-
amine.

“Dr. Verne, you stated that Miss
Howe had died of insulin shock. You
also stated that the victim was also
suffering from a heart ailment. What
was the nature of that heart condition?”

“Arteriosclerosis. A hardening of the
taeart arteries. The condition is often
found in diabetics.”

“Would a strong shock or fright be
sufficient to cause the death of a person
suffering from that heart condition?”

“It certainly would.”

“Then . although Miss Howe
may have been in shock caused by the
overdose of insulin it is possible that she
may actually have died of a heart at-
tack?”

Breedin objected vigorously. “The
defense has brought no evidence to
show the least probability of such a
thing.”

Judge Peters sustained him and or-
dered the question stricken.

Ward tried another question. “Are
you prepared to swear, doctor, that the
cause—the sole cause—of Miss Howe’s
death was insulin poisoning?”

But his previous question had done
its work. Dr. Verne hesitated before
replying. He looked up at the judge.
“l don’t feel that a simple ‘yes’ or f10’
could answer that. May | be permitted
to answer at length?”

He was told that he could.

“l am positive that Miss Howe had
enough insulin in her to have thrown
her into shock. | am also prepared to
swear that it was sufficient to have
caused her death. But . . . there is
always the possibility, no matter how
remote, that she died of a heart attack
before the insulin had killed her.”

“There is a great difference between
the penalties for murder and attempted

DETECTIVE

murder! That difference may be the
one between life and death! | must
insist on a direct answer. Are you
certain that Miss Howe’s death was
caused by the insulin?”

“Nol!”

The judge pounded his gavel but
there was no hope of quieting the court-
room. The doctor’s reply had been
the match applied to the gunpowder.

“Court will adjourn until tomorrow
morning at ten o’clock,” Judge Peters
announced, and fled the bench . . .

IM WARD was weary as he rode the

bus back to Willow Green. He
realized how little Dr. Verne’s refusal
to give an affirmative answer to his
question might prove to mean in the
final analysis.

There was no doubt that it had
shaken the jury. Ward could have
sworn that they had already convicted
Dr. Lawrence in their minds before the
trial had begun. At least he had im-
planted some feeling of uncertainty in
their hearts, although how far from the
legal “reasonable doubt” it was he well
knew. Still, if the effect had not worn
off by the end of the trial it might save
the doctor’s life. More than that he
could hardly hope for.

The web of evidence, circumstantial
though it was, seemed too tightly drawn
about the doctor. And the worst of it
was that every movement the doctor
had made added another strand to that
web!

Ward had a mind to keep the doctor
off the stand. He toyed with the idea
but gave it up. What could he hope

to gain? The longer the trial lasted,
the better. Something might turn up,
though he hardly knew what. Ward
had already made his decision. There

was no hope for an acquittal so his only
chance lay in a dogged insistence on the
one point he had made, or could make.
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It was late in the evening when he
appeared at the drug store. The group
in front looked at him respectfully and
some would have spoken had he not
pushed past them. Phelps was busy
and he had to wait.

“Give me a couple of benzedrine tab-
lets,” Ward told the druggist when he

appeared.
“Burning the midnight oil, eh?” the
druggist laughed. ‘Weil . . .” His

shrug said he held little hope for Ward’s
success.

Fred Clark came in, mumbling to
himself.

“What’s eatin’ you?” Phelps asked
him.

“Lost forty cents,” Clark announced.

“In here?”

“Practically,” the miser told him.
“Remember | came in last Monday to
borry a pen and a blotter? Well, | was
sendin’ in a payment. | got the letter
back next day because | forgot to write
in part of the address. Time | sent it
back was a day late and | lost my dis-
count. Forty cents gone to hell! ”

Phelps grinned. “If you didnt wait
till the last day to make your payments
that wouldnt happen.”

Ward felt disgusted with their talk
of forty cents. He had a man’s life to
save, and he knew he would be up most
of the night trying to think of a way to
do it. He left without getting his tab-
lets. . . .

TT WAS with many misgivings that

Jim Ward called Dr. Lawrence to
the stand. The old man’s shoulders
were bowed as he took his oath. He
answered questions and gave his testi-
mony in a quiet, hopeless tone.

“My name is Phillip Lawrence,” he
said; “I am a physician in the village
of Willow Green.”

“Please tell us the reasons for your
actions on Monday, June eleventh,”
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“l had received some mail a few
weeks before advertising new electrical
equipment for physicians. The firm
which manufactures and sells them is
well known. Their offices are in Chi-
cago and | decided to go there to see
their equipment.

“l had a little money saved and
thought there would be no better use
for it than to put it into equipment
which would give Willow Green better
medical service.

“On the morning in question | with-
drew from the bank one thousand dol-
lars. | had already arranged to have
that day free. | took the train to Chi-
cago and was there arrested and re-
turned to Willow Green.”

The doctor’s voice was barely audible
as he ended his brief statement. Ward
waited a moment before questioning
him.  “Will you please tell us the con-
dition for which you prescribed strych-
nine for Mr. Byrd?”

“He had myocarditis, a heart ailment.
The strychnine was a stimulant. |
wanted to prescribe tablets but Mr.
Byrd said he could not take pills of any
kind so | gave him the liquid instead.”

“Are you certain that the prescription
offered as evidence was the one you
gave Mr. Byrd?”

“Yes, there can be no question of
that. It is in my own handwriting.
Still, 1 find it impossible to believe that
I could have made such a mistake. As
you can tell, by the fact that | keep
carbon copies of all my prescriptions, |
am very careful.”

“Was there anything unusual about
the circumstances under which you gave
the prescription to Mr. Byrd?”

“Yes. Just as | had finished writing
it | received an emergency call. There
had been an auto accident on the road
just outside of town. | grabbed my
bag and ran from the office, telling Miss
Howe, on my way out, to tear out the
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prescription and give it to Mr. Byrd and
to collect my fee from him.”

“Then it was Miss Howe who really
gave him the prescription?”

“Yes.”

“Was Miss Howe familiar
medicines?”

“Yes. She took an inordinate inter-
est in medicine. She read medical
books constantly. | suppose it was be-
cause she had been ill so long herself.
Of course, that made her an excellent
assistant for a doctor.”

“She had a serious heart condition
herself?”

“Yes. She was able to do only the
lightest work. In my opinion, it would
have been only a short time until she
would have had to stop working al-
together.”

“Would she have known the uses and
dangers of strychnine?”

“Yes. She was as well acquainted
with toxicology, the study of poisons,
as most physicians.”

“It was her job to file the carbon
copies of your prescriptions?”

“Yes. Every Saturday evening she
filed the copies of the past week in a
small box on her desk. At the end of
each month they were filed in regular
cases in my own office. That made
them immediately available if | had to
consult them.”

“How did it happen that Miss Howe
bought her insulin from Mr. Phelps?
Did you not have any which she might
have obtained free?”

“Physicians usually receive free,
from the drug manufacturers, all kinds
of products. However, the potency of
insulin may be lost if it is kept too long
or is improperly sealed. Therefore, |
advised her to purchase hers from
Phelps. Besides, | had only a few
bottles from assorted manufacturers
and they would not have lasted long.
Then, too, she received a discount from

with
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the druggist because she worked for
me.”

“Is there any special way in which
insulin injections are taken?”

“Yes. The syringe must be sterilized
first. Miss Howe used my sterilizer for
the purpose. She took three shots a
day; one in the morning, one just be-
fore lunch, and one in the evening.”

“Is yours a steam sterilizer?”

“Yes.”

“Could a label be steamed off with
it?”

“Easily.”

“If Miss Howe had decided to take
a bottle of your insulin would you have
noticed it?”

“Hardly. All those medicines were
kept in an open closet. There were
so many which had accumulated there
that 1 would never have missed one.
In fact, | did not know how many
bottles there were.”

“Was Miss Howe very careful?”

“Very. Like many non-medical
people who know a great deal about
diseases she was in constant fear of
catching one. She was also afraid of
infections and used every possible pre-
caution to avoid them. Of course, to a
diabetic, infection is a very dangerous
thing.”

“Would she have sterilized a bottle of
your insulin if she had decided to take
one in your absence?”

rJ~'HE doctor permitted himself the
ghost of a smile. “l am sure she
would.”

Breedin objected. “Counsel for the
defense is introducing irrelevant ma-
terial.”

“The defense is introducing evidence
which will show that there was much
greater likelihood of unintentional sui-
cide than there was of murder.”

Judge Peters considered that awhile.
“In a case where a man’s life may be
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at stake | believe that the defense
should be allowed the greatest latitude.
You may continue your examination,
counselor.”

Ward returned to Dr. Lawrence.
“What do you know of Miss Howe’s
financial condition?”

“She was very poor. The job she
held barely supported her, and she often
had to borrow from me. What the poor
woman would do when she had to stop
working | do not know.”

“She might have tried to save on her
medicine?”

“Often she had suggested that she use
the insulin | had but I told her it might
be a very costly economy.”

“Did you know, doctor,” Ward asked
in a low, but clear tone, “That Clara
Howe was a niece of Sam Byrd’s and his
only living relative?™

The doctor’s face mirrored the aston-
ishment of the spectators and jury. It
was evident that it was the first any-
one there had heard of the relationship.

“No ... | had no idea . . .” the
doctor stammered.

Ward produced a sheaf of records.
“These are from the town of Barret,
Wisconsin. It was there that Sam Byrd
and his sister, Clara Howe’s mother,
were born. Sam Byrd left his birth-
place when he was a young man and his
family lost track of him. Years later,
Clara Howe came to Willow Green, un-
aware that her uncle lived there. In
fact, she did not know she had an
uncle. %

“About a month ago Miss Howe
wrote to the recorder’s office at Barret
in an attempt to find some relative.
Probably she hoped to secure financial
aid if she succeeded. Here is the letter
she received in reply on Saturday, June
ninth. There is also a photostatic copy
of her request for information.”

The jury studied the papers. They
were a complete record of the Byrd
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family. There was complete proof that
Sam Byrd had indeed been Clara
Howe’s uncle!

Ward resumed his questioning. “Is
it not just as likely, doctor, that instead
of making the mistake of writing ‘tea-
spoon’ when you meant to write ‘drop,’
you omitted to write either in your ex-
citement?”

“At least as likely.”

“Did you ever file your carbons your-
self?”

“No. Miss Howe always filed them.
I never had occasion to refer to them
but continued to file them as a precau-
tion.”

“Then you would never know that
there was a carbon missing?”

“NoO.”

“You have heard Dr. Verne testify to
the fact that if Byrd’s body had not
been discovered for several weeks it
would have been impossible to tell what
had killed him. Do you concur?”

“No. What he actually said was that
if two weeks had passed there would
have been no visible evidence of the
poisoning. There would still be traces
of it in the victim’s body. Of course,
there would have been little chance of
an autopsy.”

“Thank you, doctor.
counselor.”

Your witness,

JJREEDIN got out his notes and con-
sulted them before beginning his
cross-examination.

“It has been testified that you had
a checking account in the Willow Green
bank. That is correct?”

“Yes.”

“Then why did you take cash with
you to Chicago when it would have
been easier and safer to have paid by
check?”

“Perhaps | am old-fashioned, but |
prefer to pay with cash.”

“Then why have a checking account?
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You had no intention of caching the
money in Chicago and returning for it
at a later date if your crime was dis-
covered?”

The doctor grew livid. “l had com-
mitted no crime and my trip to Chicago
was for the purpose | have stated!”

“Can you offer any proof of that!”

The doctor was silent and Breedin
sneered. “l thought not! You have
stated that you were always very care-
ful and that you can hardly believe that
you might have made such a serious
mistake. Have you never in the past
made a mistake?”

“Never!”

Breedin looked like the proverbial cat
and it seemed that Dr. Lawrence was
the canary.

“Before you came to Willow Green
you had been practicing in Yerez,
Texas, had you not?” Breeden shot at
him.

The doctor turned pasty. He looked
like he had seen a ghost.

“Objection!” Ward shouted. “The
doctor’s previous practice is entirely ir-
relevant to this case!”

“The defense,” Breedin retorted,
“Has built up the impression that Dr.
Lawrence was an extremely careful
man, unlikely to make a mistake. The
prosecution will show that he was noth-
ing of the sort!”

“Objection overruled,” the judge de-
creed. “The prosecution will continue
its cross-examination.”

“Will the defendant answer my ques-
tion?” Breedin demanded.

“Yes,” the doctor said.
practice there.”

“And did you not have a patient in
the year nineteen-forty whose name was
Armando Gomez?”

The doctor’s head was sunk on his
chest and his reply was barely audible.
“I did.”

“And did he not die from an overdose

“l was in
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of a drug administered by you?”

“Yes.”

“And is that the reason you were
forced to give up your practice in
Yerez?”

Breedin was hammering the ques-
tions at the doctor as though they were
physical blows. The old man had
shrunk into his chair as though by do-
ing so he could avoid Breedin’s fury.
His eyes held a hopeless look as he was
forced to give affirmative answers to the
questions which sealed his doom.

“Yes,” the doctor replied wearily to
the last question. “I had to leave Yerez
and came to Willow Green to make a
new start.”

“How old are you, Dr. Lawrence?”
Breedin asked.

“Sixty-three.”

“If you were forced to leave Willow
Green do you think you could establish
yourself somewhere else?”

“Objection! The question is imma-
terial, irrelevant , . )”

“Sustained.”

Breedin smiled at Ward’s objection.
His point had been made. “That is
all,” he told the doctor. Ward had to
assist the old man to his seat.

“You should have told me about
Yerez,” Ward said to the doctor.

Dr. Lawrence shook his head wanly.
“What good would that have done?
You've done the best you could—even
better than | expected—but I'm afraid
that we never really had a chance.”

“That depends on how good Breedin
is. If ...

HP HE doctor interrupted Ward. “You

mean my life may be spared?” The
old man was bitter. “So that | may
spend my remaining years in prison?
No! Far better for me to die than to
rot in a cell, knowing that | was inno-
cent.” *

It was true, Ward reflected. How
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much more merciful a quick death
would be! And yet it was his duty to
try to save the doctor from that so he
could suffer the horrors of imprison-
ment!

The defense attorney listened to
Breedin as the prosecutor addressed the
jury. He had to admit that Breedin
was a capable man, if not a brilliant
one. He was pointing out every flaw in
the defense.

“The defense.” Breedin was saying,
“has used an imagination that would
be more valuable to the movie-makers
than in a court of law. In law we must
deal in facts!

“And what has been the defense?
A slander on a woman who was dead
and unable to defend herself! Of
course, the defense did not say so in
that many words, but if the gaps in the
fantasy it wove wpre filled it would
amount to this:

“That Miss Howe, having discovered
that Sam Byrd was her uncle, appealed
to him for help; that he refused, and
that she, therefore, poisoned him in
order to gain his estate; that she at-
tempted to sterilize a bottle of insulin
and made a mistake in replacing the
label she had steamed off.”

Breedin smiled. “To take the last
point first: it is plain that to have
switched labels Miss Howe would have
had to have two bottles, one of eighty
unit strength, something that would be
of no use to her!

Secondly, and the point on which the
defense exercised even greater imagi-
nation and which it tried to make by
implication: that Miss Howe asked her
uncle for help and that he refused. Not
one thing was proved, unless that nec-
essity is the mother of invention and
that the defense’s power of invention is
great!”

The courtroom tittered in apprecia-
tion and Breedin went on. “Then the
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defense suggested that the mistake Dr.
Lawrence made was that he omitted an
important symbol. This is direct con-
tradiction to the defendant’s own ad-
mission that the entire prescription is
in his own handwriting 1

“To conceive of such a chain of cir-
cumstances and coincidences would tax
any but the most fertile imagination. |
would suggest that counsel for the de-
fense take himself to Hollywood where
his talents can be properly rewarded.
To sway a jury composed of men of
common sense by such fantasy is im-
possible!

“There is one more point which the
defense tried to make. It is one which
every school-boy knows is fallacious.
That is the idea that we can never be
certain of anything. We cannot be cer-
tain, in that sense, that the sun will rise
tomorrow morning!

“Counsel for the defense was able,
by putting it in terms of ‘certainty’, to
get Dr. Verne to say that, although Miss
Howe was dying from insulin shock and
that the overdose of that drug was
more than sufficient to Kkill her, it whs
‘possible’ for her to have died of a heart
attack first.

“That is not what the court means
when it says ‘beyond a reasonable
doubt’.”

Ward could see that Breedin’s lesson
in logic was succeeding. The jury was
sold, and he had nothing in his bag
which would unsell them. He looked
around to see how the courtroom was
taking it.

The spectators were drinking it in.
Some looked as though they were drool-
ing in anticipation of the verdict. The
lust for blood, Ward decided, was but
thinly covered by the veneer of civili-
zation.

Even Fred Clark had taken the day
off to attend! Jim Ward wondered idly
whether he had paid bus fare to Prairie
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Grove or whether he had been able to
cadge a ride. Even Fred Clark!

Ward’s eyes widened as the miser’s
name brought a flow of associations to
his mind. His mouth opened in a fool-
ish smile as they formed a vague pattern
that quickly grew to a complete picture,
every detail of which was clear and
bold.

T UDGE PETERS’ gavel awoke Ward
J from his revery. Breedin had fin-
ished his plea and the court was waiting
for Ward. He saw Dr. Lawrence sit-
ting across the table, head still bowed.
The lawyer went to the doctor’s side
and bent to whisper something in his
ear.

Whatever it was that Ward had said,
it brought an unbelieving look from his
client which followed him as he took his
stand before the jury box.

“The prosecution,” Ward began,
“has upbraided the defense for slander-
ing a woman who is dead and so unable
to defend herself. | say that to do
injustice to the living is a far greater
crime. The dead are beyond suffering.
They are beyond our prosecution and
our persecution.

“The defense does not mean to imply
that there has been in this case delib-
erate persecution. It does say that
there has been a subconscious desire on
the part of the prosecution to believe
that Dr. Lawrence was guilty, a desire
which made it seize on him, because he
was the first to be suspected, and which
prevented it from seeing the facts with
an open mind.

“And why not? Was he not the
stranger and, therefore, already sus-
pect? Much as we like to believe our-
selves open-minded and willing to give
every man a fair trial we are indeed
quite the opposite.

“What proof have | for such an in-
dictment? The fact that every bit of
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evidence brought to light has pointed
in one direction, and only one, to the
prosecution. From the moment the
crime was discovered all clues led to
Dr. Lawrence.

“Why? Was there no other direction
in which they might point? Indeed
there was! And more than one!

“Then what kept the prosecution
from exploring these other avenues?
Several things which are common to
the minds of all men. One of these
I have already mentioned, the fear of
the stranger. The other is the unwill-
ingness of the mind to do any work
which it is not forced to do. In this
case a suspect was ready at hand. Why
look further?

“Fortunately the resistance of the
mind can be overcome and the clues re-
examined from a different point of view
by a method which the prosecution has
chosen to ridicule. That way is through
the use of the imagination.

“The prosecution has implied that
there is no place for that power of
imagination in a court of law. Yet what
else has it used? It has produced not
one witness who actually saw Dr. Law-
rence prescribe that poison! Nor has
it produced one person who saw him
change the labels on those bottles of
insulin.

“Yet | dare say there is not one man
in this courtroom who would not swear
to the doctor’s guilt! | must admit that
I too have been remiss in my use
of that power of imagination to inter-
pret the facts in a different light. Luck-
ily, there has been brought to my at-
tention a clue which has forced me to
re-examine the evidence and thereby
prevent a miscarriage of justice.”

Ward’s shabby figure was clothed in
a new dignity as he turned to the judge.
Though his shoulders were still stooped
he presented an appearance of confi-
dence and the hoarseness of his voice
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could not conceal its sureness.

“I beg the court’s permission to in-
troduce at this time new evidence in the
defendant’s behalf.”

JUDGE PETERS studied Ward.
J “This is most unusual. However,
if you are certain that you are in pos-
session of information which will lead
to the defendant’s acquittal, | must, in
justice, grant permission.”

“It will not only prove the defend-
ant’s innocence,” Ward told him. “But
will disclose the identity of the mur-
derer!”

“Call Fred Clark to the stand,”
WErd told the bailiff.

Clark was sworn in. The miser
trembled as he took the oath. He was
clearly at a loss as to why he had been
called to the stand.

“On Monday, June eleventh, you
borrowed a pen and blotter to address
a letter. Is that correct?” Ward asked
him.

Clark could only nod.

‘“What happened to that letter?”

“1 got it back. | forgot to put in part
of the address.”

“And where,” Ward demanded, “is
that blotter?”

For a moment the miser was so con-
fused that he could only splutter. At
last, he became coherent.

“Why, right here in my pocket. |
guess | forgot to give it back.” He
looked around the courtroom until he
located Phelps. “I’m sorry, Charlie, |

I must have forgot and slipped it
into my pocket by mistake.”

Judge Peters laughed with the rest.
“l don’t think Mr. Phelps will prose-
cute,” he told Clark.

Ward disregarded the laughter. “May
I have the blotter?” he asked Clark.

Clark produced it, several times
folded, from his pocket.

Ward unfolded it and showed it to
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the jury. “This is just an ordinary
blotter, as you can see. On one side it
has an advertisement and on the other
the blotting surface.

“You will soon see why | am so in-
terested in this very ordinary object.
But first, | wish to prove how right |
was in a statement | made in my ad-
dress to the jury.

“Mr. Clark has stated that a letter
was returned to him because he forgot
part of the address. No one challanged
that assertion nor did it cause any lift-
ing of eyebrows. Yet, when the defense
suggested that Dr. Lawrence had omit-
ted a symbol from the prescription he
wrote, that suggestion was scoffed at.

“In truth, it would be highly improb-
able in either case. And in neither case
did it happen!”

As the courtroom stared, bewildered,
Ward tore from a notebook a sheet of
paper and with a pen swiftly covered
it with wavy lines. Wiliile the ink was
still wet he placed the blotter over it.
After a second or two he lifted the blot-
ter and showed the paper to the jury.
Ever} man gasped. A large part of the
paper was again blank!

Before the jury could recover from
their astonishment Ward went on.
“There is the clue! Now for the theory
which imagination can build from it.

“The startling effect you have just
witnessed is caused by something most
chemistry students know about. When
an ink eradicator, notably oxalic acid,
is poured onto a hotter and allowed to
dry the crystals will remain on the blot-
ter. The next time the blotter is placed
on wet ink it will eradicate it.

“Therefore, someone must have been
using oxalic acid and spilled it on the
blotter not long before Mr. Clark bor-
rowed it. If much time had elapsed it
would have been noticed.

“Now, who in the drug store would
have been using oxalic acid? Probably
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Mr. Phelps. For what purpose? Prob-
ably to eradicate ink.

“It is not unlikely that he had made a
mistake in writing and wanted to
change it.

“But suppose he had made the mis-
take in reading! The prosecution, in
its zeal to prove Dr. Lawrence guilty,
seems to have forgotten that Mr, Phelps
also handled that prescription!”

rJ"HE courtroom was in an uproar.

Breedin tried to make himself heard
above the shouting but had to give up.
Judge Peters wisely decided to let the
excitement run its course before trying
to proceed. At last, there was a lull and
the judge’s gavel brought order. Breed-
in made his objection.

“Overruled!” the judge ordered.
“From the color of Mr. Phelps’ face |
would say that the defense’s shots are
hitting close to the mark!”

Ward proceeded with his reconstruc-
tion of the event.

“Sam Byrd brought it In on a Satur-
day evening when the drug store was
very crowded. Suppose Mr. Phelps, in
a hurry, did not read it right. He
would not notice it until later when he
had occasion to file that prescription.

“By that time Sam Byrd would be
dead. Of course, it was likely that no
one would ever find out what killed him.
But suppose someone did?

“That would be the end of Mr.
Phelps’ career in Willow Green! So
Mr. Phelps’ mistake had to be erased.
That was simple; remove the symbol
for ‘drop” and substitute the symbol for
‘teaspoon’. We can easily examine the
prescription and prove that the substi-
tution was made.

“But there was a copy of that pre-
scription and who would know that bet-
ter than the druggist? So the copy must
either be altered or destroyed. That
would be easy, were it not for Miss
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Howe. She must have seen the pre-
scription when she filed it. There was
a good chance she would remember it
and that might lead to an examination
of the one that Phelps had changed.

“There was only one thing to do . . .
make certain that Miss Howe would
not remember! That would be easy for
Mr. Phelps, who has such a knowledge
of drugs and who knew all about Miss
Howe’s condition.

“There was a good chance to get
away with it. And if something was
suspected? The finger would point at
Dr. Lawrence! Phelps has a son whom
he would like to see established in Wil-
low Green. If Dr. Lawrence were to
be convicted of this crime the town
would need a new doctor. How con-
venient for young Phelps!

“Notice that on the day of the mur-
der Mr. Phelps decided to go home for
lunch. Notice that this is so unusual
that he mentioned it in his testimony!
Yet he found time to stand in front of
his store for fifteen minutes until Miss
Howe had come down and gone! Was
he making certain that he would be out
of reach if she needed aid and he were
called?”

Above Breedin’s shouted objections
and the pounding of the judge’s gavel
and the roar from the jammed court-
room it was impossible for Ward to be
heard further. Nor was it necessary.
The guilt was plainly written on the
druggist’s face. He tried to make a run
for the door, but the crowd blocked his
way, and before he could reach it the
bailiff had him.

The jury did not bother to retire.
The vote was taken in the box and Dr,
Lawrence acquitted. The doctor ac-
cepted Breedin’s apology willingly and
graciously. When he had a moment
with Jim Ward he said, “Well, it did
seem like a miracle, didnt it?”

Ward could only nod silent agree-
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ment. Someone offered his hand to the
lawyer, and he looked up to see Breedin
before him.

“So you finally got me in court,” the
prosecutor said, “and proved you were

THE END OF DEVIL S

ous penal colony—will soon be no more.

For almost 100 years this settlement,
known as the ‘living death,” has existed, but
within three years the French government has
ordered it completely liquidated. No one would
deny that to abolish Devil’s Island is a worthy
plan, long overdue. The colony has plagued
France for many years. Authorities as well as
the few inmates who succeeded in escaping have
given accounts of the horrible conditions that
prevailed there.

Yet a glance backward at the original penal
settlement and its history reveals quite a differ-
ent view of Devil’s Island from the commonly
accepted one. It presents an ironical note to the
miserable situation that exists there and to the
project of finally abandoning it.

In 1854, writing to a friend in France, one con-
vict said of the Island, “Here is a tropica! para-
dise.” And so it was—then. In that year Na-
poleon 111 legalized the shipment of prisoners
there, though the colony had been founded in
1852, when the first convoy arrived. Conditions
were difficult in the France of that day, and the
first people who arrived at the Guiana settle-
ment were exiles rather than prisoners and were
not incarcerated. Except that they could not leave
the Island, the men who inhabited it led a con-
tented and productive life. They built farms and
lived on them, grew crops and lived in fair com-
fort. In 1903 there arrived a voluntary convoy of
women, who were destined to be life prisoners on
the Island. The exiles married, settled down on
the small farms, and lor a time conditions there
continued to improve. A normal and thriving
community was in the process of being established.

This ideal penal colony was doomed to failure,
however, when in the early part of the century
the settlement outgrew its confines. Overcrowded
conditions resulted from the constant influx of
new arrivals to the Island, There was no longer
an adequate market in which to sell the small
crops, and men whose criminal tendencies had for
a time been halted by their improved conditions,
stopped work and began again their nefarious
pursuits. It was then that the dungeons and
compounds that we associate with Devil’s Island
were built, and its cruel regime was begun.

Today it is a Salvation Army major, working
under the French government, who is in charge of
the three year program to liquidate Devil’s Island.
In 1938 the law to permit this task was first en-
tered in the French statutes, but because of the
war, was never put into effect. Almost 3,000

DEVIL’S ISLAND—the world’s most infam-
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the better man! No hard feelings,
though. How about meeting me later
for a drink to prove it?”

“Sure!” Ward told him. “If you
don’t mind making mine milk!”

ISLAND

convicts who have completed their terms will be
the first to leave the settlement as the program
is put into operation. These men, of all nationali-
ties, had been sentenced by the French courts and
her colonies, but because of the stoppage of ship-
ping during the war, French Guiana became iso-
lated, and they were almost forgotten. Their
rations and medical supplies grew continually
more inadequate, and life became mere survival
for most of them. Current shipping is still short,
and it may be another year before even half of
these men will be released from the Island.

Some 2,500 others are still serving sentences.
Many of these will be pardoned within the three
year period; some will be moved to prisons with-
in France; and a few will remain in Guiana, but
only if illness or old age requires special care or
hospitalization. The vast majority of these con-
victs are felons; a few hundred are habitual petty
criminals; only a handful are political prisoners
who were sentenced for treason.

As early as 1928 the Salvation Army major who
is directing the present project took his first trip
to the settlement. Even then he began the work
of rehabilitating the prisoners known as “liberes”
—those who had completed their sentences. Un-
der the “doublage” law of France these men were
required to serve an equivalent length of service
in Guiana, during which time they would earn
their fares back to France. Such a situation was
almost impossible, for there was no means of earn-
ing the barest livelihood there. Led by the major,
the Salvation Army established plantations where
the men could work and earn money enough to
return home. Nor did the Salvation Army stop
there. Once back in France they helped these
liberated men to secure jobs and become readjusted
to life away from the Island. Until the war
began at least 800 of these liberes had found
their way back to home and freedom again. In
the ten year period between 102S and 1938 prison
conditions continued to improve until Devil's
Island rivaled other penal institutions in adequacy.

But the war halted the constructive work be-
ing accomplished there. A swift downward trend
in the institution began again. Reports kept
coming through of the utter degradation and
misery that was widespread in Devil’s Island. The
situation appeared absolutely hopeless, and France
passed a law forbidding its further use as a penal
colony. With the aid of the Salvation Army and
its major’s leadership, France set the course by
which that infamous place would for once and
all be abandoned, never to be established again
as a penal institution. —A. Morris
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HE deputy rang the ferry bell

I with his right hand because his

left was locked to Bat Elzey’s
wrist. After ringing the bell he flicked
his flashlight's beam over the frozen
river bank and the ferry landing.

Ice gleamed over the water along the
edge of the freshly chopped boat-way.
It was forming fast, thin and brittle, in
tire passage groove. Elzey blinked at it,
wondered how often the ferry boat had
to be run to keep the way clear.

"Em cold,” he mumbled. *I wish
that ferryman would hurry.”

“A light's coming down from the
house over there,” said the deputy.
“You won't freeze to death waiting an-
other five minutes.”

The deputy's left wrist was numb
with the cold, chafed from the hand-
cuffs. He flicked the light along the
landing, saw an ice trapped barge and a
chain running from it up to a large
sycamore tree. Steel staples held the

chain to the tree-trunk. He walked
over to the barge, pulling Elzey along
roughly, stopped and loosened the chain
from its mooring ring, then holding its
end link between his knees he reached
and unlocked the handcuffs. When he
snapped them back on the killer’s wrist,
threaded the empty cuff through the
chain and locked it, Elzey gave with a
hard groan.

“My wrist is cold and sore, too,-’ he
complained. “How about taking the
cuffs off me for a while? How about
giving me a chance to warm my wrist
a little?”

“Did you give old man Belrode a
chance?” asked the deputy as he began
massaging warmth into the numb flesh
of his arm. “No, you shot him in the
back—shot him when he wasn’t look-

ing.”

“You'll never get the money,”
growled Elzey. “I’ll die before | tell
where | hid it.”

FROZEN FOOD-
FOB THOUGHT

By GLEffl LOW

The elements conspired to give

Bat Elzey his freedom. But there are

times when Nature corrects its own mistakes
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“Over at the county seat,” replied the
deputy, “they have ways of making rats
like you squeal.” He glanced out over
the night-blackened river, saw the ferry-
man’s lantern riding the boat’s prow.
In another ten minutes he would have
the Kkiller off his hands. He let his
thoughts play with how he would spend
the reward. One thousand dollars it
had been three days ago when he’d left
Stoetzer with the posse. Maybe it had
been raised since.

Elzey was still talking. “It’s only
luck you got me. If I hadn't slipped
on the ice I'd have killed you, too. |
had a bead on you when you came out
of Belrode’s house. If | only hadn't
slipped. . . .” Suddenly he began
cursing bitterly, condemning the ice and
the cold.

“You can't beat a joner,” the deputy
said. “lce is bad luck for you, old guy.
First it was on the river and you
couldn't walk or swim your horse over.
That kept you in these parts long
enough for us to catch you after you
murdered Belrode and stole his money.
Next it was on the ground below Bel-
rode’s spring-house and you slipped on
it when you were ready to bushwhack
me. You want to watch out for ice,
Elzey. It might collect on the rope
when they hang you and bring on a
long, slow choke.”

TpHE barge chain had been wet when

the freeze came on, that’s why it
didn’t rattle when Elzey caught three
links of it in his right hand and raised
his hands over the deputy’s head. The
deputy had just glanced out at the ap-
proaching boat when the cold links
opened his skull to the sub-zero at-
mosphere.

The lantern, its golden glow flicker-
ing softly over the frog-skin ice in the
boat-groove, the little silver and gold
spangles on the clotted frost, the hard

DETECTIVE

glitter of the wet oars flashing, was the
last picture life showed to the man from
the sheriff’s office. As he toppled for-
ward, Elzey grunted with joy and
moved upon him. In the next moment
he had the key to the manacles and the
deputy’s gun.

“See?” the Killer chortled softly.
“See what happens to the fool who tries
to stop Bat Elzey?” He fumbled the
key over the handcuffs-lock. His fin-
gers were stiff, clumsy with cold. The
key missed the slot and slipped from
his grip.

He sought it hastily, patting over the
ground with the flats of his hands, whis-
pering an oath. When he did not im-
mediately find it he changed his purpose
and began clawing at the dead man’s
clothes.

He found the flashlight, then
changed his mind again. If he used the
light to find the key the man in the
boat might see the corpse. He cursed
impatiently as he squatted in the dark-
ness to wait.

Snapping the thin channel ice the
boat moved into shore. The figure at
the oars turned its head. “Golly it’s
cold!” exclaimed a pleasant voice. “Get
in quick.”

Elzey caught the prow with his man-
acled hand, jerked the boat high onto
the icy mud. The gun in*his free hand
gleamed wickedly above the lantern.
“A girl! ” he gasped. Then he chuckled.
His teeth made a saffron gash across
his big loose face.

“Father isn’t feeling well. He was
in bed, so he sent me—" The girl’s
voice seemed to freeze; her dark eyes
widened. She saw the deputy's head
as the light touched the fresh blood.

“Get out of the boat. No jitters
now.” Elzey’s words were hard little
grunts. The girl did not move. Shock
had grabbed her face, twisted it. left it
trembling. “You get out!” commanded
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the killer. “Come here to me.”
gHE was nineteen, perhaps; slender
and pretty. She wore a bearskin
coat, and it swung away from her trim
figure as she attempted to balance her-
self. Underneath it was a print frock
and a frilly little apron no larger than
a man’s handkerchief. Elzey’s eyes
gloated over her as she stepped limply
toward him.

“Didn’t expect a girl no how.” he
said, putting away the gun. “Came
mighty near shooting you, t00.” When
she stood beside him he lifted the lan-
tern off the prow and kicked the boat
out into the channel. For a minute,
glancing at the opposite shore, he held
his hands over the lantern, flexing his
fat fingers, working warmth into them.
Afterwards he began a fruitless search
for the key. Finally he gave it up and
went back to the sycamore, examined
the staples that fastened the chain.
"This’ll be a cinch,” he grunted. In
less than a minute, using an icy stone,
he had hammered out the staples. He
returned to the girl, dragging the twen-
ty-foot barge chain behind him.

"We're going for a little walk,” he
said. “If you be nice maybe I’ll let
you go. If we run into any of that
posse | don't guess they’ll be so anxious
to sling lead at me if you’re close by.”
Holding the lantern close he studied her
face, chuckling at her fear. “You’re
the ferryman’s girl. Maybe the sheriff
is a friend of yours?” She did not re-
ply. A moment later he glanced out
over the river. "How much water is
running free in the middle?”

“A little,” she said shakily.

“Narrow enough for a man to jump
across?”

“NO.”

“Good. Then they’ll need a boat.”

"The river seldom freezes in theanid-
dle,” she said. “But it will tonight.
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It was twenty below when | left the
other side.”

He went back to the dead deputy,
secured a large pocketknife that had
been taken from him, then he told her
to walk ahead along a narrow, ice-
sheeted path. “I’ll get rid of this chain
and the handcuffs when | *ve got proper
tools. Now there’s more important work
to do.” He spat out a hard oath, re-
viling the dead man, as he coiled the
barge chain over his shoulder.

“My father has another boat,” said

the girl, hopelessness striking in her
voice. “He’ll come looking for me soon
now.”
Elzey laughed. “He’d better not find
you,” he said. "Because if he does he
finds us, and that wont be healthy for
him.”

MILE below the ferry where a path

led up from a private boat-landing
he told the girl to stop. “Here’s where
we take to the ice,” he said. “You’re
lightest so you go first.”

She said, “It’s not dangerous.
freezing fast underneath.”

His reply caused her to hesitate.
“The posse salted some places here-
abouts. Did it to trap me if | tried to
cross. There’re some rotten spots. If
you go through I’ll try to help you out.”

There was nothing else to do, so she
went on, walking like a cat on hot coals.
He followed at a safe distance, flicking
the light just ahead of her feet, guiding
her like a man drives a mule, saying gee
and haw when she veered from his de-
sired direction.

Almost midway the river he told her
to stop. Cautiously then he walked up
to her. “Freezing mighty fast to under-
lay those salted strips,” he commented.
She did not reply. He moved on until
ahead of him, no more than three yards,
the flash’s beam glittered on the newly
frozen channel ice. “The channel’s

It’s
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frozen over all right,” he told her. “But
it’s thin as tissue out there.”

He slipped the chain from his shoul-
der, threw it ahead of him. checking it
with his free hand before it jerked the
manacles and tore his wrist. There was
a soft splash as it skittered to a stop.
“‘Safe enough back here, though,” he
mumbled.

He turned the light on the ice at his
feet, stooped over. The girl watched,
horrified fascination working on her
pale, cold face. She hadn’t asked ques-
tions, and he hadn’t told her anything,
really; but he was aware that she had
guessed his identity, knew he was the
killer against whom the whole country-
side had been alerted.

Suddenly the spot of light stopped
moving, centering a bright object which
protruded slightly from the ice. She
recognized the object as the neck and
knuckle-hold of a large glass jug.

“An empty jug with a good cork
makes a nice float,” he said. “I an-
chored this one out here before the
freeze three days ago.”

He knelt, drew out his pocketknife,
and began chipping at the ice about an
inch back from the jug-neck. “A wire’s
fastened to the knuckle-hold,” he said.
“A wire that goes down to a stone jar on
the river bottom.” He paused, glanced
up at her. “Now you can see why they
never found Belrode’s money. It’s
down there in the stone jar.”

He worked for perhaps five minutes,
then suddenly straightened up, said.
“Blow out your lantern. Don’t want
anybody coming up on us now.”

She blew it out. He switched off the
flashlight. “You try to run away and
I’ll catch you with a bullet,” he told
her. “Keep in mind that it doesnt take
long to snick on a flashlight.”

Minutes later the girl said, “1’'m get-
ting cold—awful cold. May | walk
around?”

DETECTIVE

“TF YOU walk in a circle,” he said.
“I’ll know if you get too far away.”
She began walking. The sounds of her
steps blended strangely with the sounds
of his work. This continued for a long
time, then suddenly the chipping ceased,
and Elzey swrnre a hard oath. “Knife
blade snapped,” he said disgustedly.
His words came slow and awkwardly as
if his lips werent working properly.
“Ill have to use the gun to dig with.”

She walked as he began hacking at
the ice with the gun-barrel. “Ought to
have got something decent to work with
while | still had time,” he mumbled.

Once he swore at his stiffening hands.
“Gloves don’t help much,” he said.
“Wish we could chance lighting the
lantern.” He kept on hacking away.

A long time later he said, “I’m getting
mighty cold. |—1I think you’d better
light the lantern. Got to take a chance.
My legs feel like they’re frozen off.”

She came back to him and he told
her to get a match from his coat pocket.
“My hands are too cold,” he said. She
found a match and lit the lantern.
“Now give me your coat,” he com-
manded.

She hesitated, probably realizing his
near helpless condition. She must have
known that she could have escaped,
that his hands were too stiff to handle
the gun, his legs too numb to allow his
overtaking her in a chase. He swore
clumsily. “l say—give me your coat!
You can keep warm walking.” He
stared above the lantern, his eyes wide,
fierce, his body hunched over the tiny
flame.

She took off her coat, a sob whistling
softly behind her stiff lips. He took it,
threw it over his back, then hunched
over the lantern, shielding its light with
his body and the skirts of the garment.
After a long time he gave her back the
coat, said, his voice smoother now,

(Concluded on page 176)
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By ROBERT MOORE WILLIAMS

[
For a guy who was buried to his ears in

shady deals, Sorgenson certainly had some odd

ideas about morals, honesty and the Golden Rule
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'AW, HELL, I'LL WALK!'1

cCLAIN was brazenly walk-

ing past Sorgenson’s office

when the door opened and a
taxicab driver came out. He was all
full of bustle and go. was that driver,
and he didn't look where he was go-
ing, with the result that he bumped
into McClain.

“Cops! Sorry.” McClain said.

“Okay,” the driver answered casu-
ally. Then he recognized McClain.

“Oh, it’s you,” he said.

He led with his left.

McClain was so surprised he forgot
to duck. The fist landed high up on
his cheek bone and went up along
the edge of his right eye, skidding like
a truck on a wet street. McClain took
a step backward, his foot slipped, and
he sat down heavily.

“Yah!” the taxicab driver said, a
smirk of satisfaction on his face. “That
pays you off.”

McClain’s first thought was that the
taxi driver was working for Sorgenson
and finding him outside the door of the
lawyer’s office, had naturally assumed
he was snooping and had socked him
for that. This was unfair. McClain had
not been snooping. He was just look-
ing the building over to see what kind
of an office Sorgenson maintained and
where it was located and if there was
a vacant office on the same floor that
he could maybe rent and use to watch
who came and went.

McClain was interested in Sorgen-
son. The Great Inter-Allied Insur-
ance Company had hired him to be
interested in Sorgenson on the suspicion
that the lawyer was faking liability
claims against them. The insurance
company didn’t mind paying an honest
liability claim—if their hired ferrets
couldn’t find a legal loophole to jump
through—but the thought of paying a
faked claim drove them wild. And
since Sorgenson had hooked them on
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six claims, they were plenty hot. In
grim truth, they had hired McClain
to obtain evidence that could be used
to bar the attorney from practicing law
and maybe get him free room and board
in Joliet for a few years, if the evidence
McClain dug up was good enough.

McClain sat on the floor and thought
about these things and tried to focus
his right eye.

“Yah!” the taxicab driver repeated,
looking very pleased with himself.

McClain’s right eye was focusing a
little better now and he recognized the
driver. At the same time, he realized
the paste in the eye had not been con-
nected with the interests of the Great
Inter-Allied Insurance Company but
was a pay-off on old business. He
had once smacked this same driver for
trying to tell him he didnt get any
change out of a five dollar bill when
the meter read two-ninety. The driver
had remembered.

McClain was preparing to get to his
feet and give this driver even better
cause to remember him in the future
when the door of Sorgenson’s office
opened. The lawyer had heard the
commotion in the hall and had come
out to see what it was all about.

So McClain didn’t get up. This was
the first time he had ever seen Sor-
genson and he wanted time to take a
good look.

Sorgenson was a big man. Not fat,
just big. McClain guessed him at two
hundred and twenty in his skin. Under-
neath his clothes, his muscles looked
hard. He was about forty and there
were a few gray hairs at his temples.
His eyes were a keen blue with a bright
sparkle in them which McClain liked
All in all, he looked like a good joe
and McClain was a little sorry he was
a crook and that the Great Inter-Allied
Insurance Company was after his hide.
They would get him, of course. Their
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millions moved by red tape and routine
and once the button was punched, the
millions kept grinding until grist re-
sulted.

“You hurt?” the lawyer asked, con-
cern in his voice.

The taxicab driver snickered.

“Not bad,” McClain answered. He
didnt like that snicker. He got to his
feet.

rpH E distance was a little too great so

he took one step forward. Then the
distance was just right. He pasted
the driver on the chin. Or that was
what he intended to do but his right
eye was still not focusing correctly
and his fist, instead of landing on the
button, went up along the driver’s jaw
and almost knocked his ear off.

The taxicab man skipped rope go-
ing backwards. But he still wasn't
satisfied and he came in again, leading
with his left like he knew that was the
thing to do. McClain was expecting
it and he side-stepped and the driver
almost hit Sorgenson.

“Cut it out, Arnold,” the attorney
advised. “Can’t you see he knows how
to handle his fists?”

"He’s a damned private dick!” the
driver answered.

Sorgenson looked interested.

“And I’'m going to black his other
eye,” the driver added.

“It’s okay by me, if you insist,”
McClain said, dropping his weight on
the springs in his legs. “Only after
you’ve heard those birdies sing, don’t
say | didn’t warn you.”

“That’s what you say!” the driver
answered. He started to lunge at Mc-
Clain.

Sorgenson reached out and grabbed
him by the seat of the pants. The door
of the lawyer’s office was still open and
he lifted the taxicab driver up and
shoved him inside.

DETECTIVE

McClain blinked at the lawyer. “You
a weight lifter on the side?” he asked.

The lawyer took his time about an-
swering. He looked McClain over, his
keen blue eyes not missing a single
frayed spot on the detective’s neat but
worn gray flannel suit. He studied
McClain’s face with minute care.

“It’s the only face | got,” McClain
said.

“I'm sure of that,” the lawyer an-
swered.

McClain felt himself getting hot.
“You don*t like it, maybe?” he said.

The lawyer laughed. “Between you
and me, |'ve seen faces in high posi-
tions of public trust that | liked a lot
less. No. it isn't your face that wor-
ries me.”

“What does worry' you, then?”

The laugh went out of Sorgenson’s
voice. “What were you doing outside
my door?”

“Walking down the hall,” McClain
said promptly.

“Yeah?”

“What business is that of yours?”
McClain asked.

The lawyer studied him for a minute.
“Come in,” he said abruptly.

“Why?” McClain asked.

“l want to talk to you,” Sorgenson

answered. “And also | want my ste-
nographer to patch up that eye for
you.”

“Huh—"

“She’s taking a course in first aid
and she needs somebody to practice
on,” the lawyer said.

For a second, McClain was tempted
to say that a steno working for an
ambulance chaser obviously needed a
course in first aid. He kept this re-
mark to himself. After all, he wanted
a chance to see the inside of Sorgen-
son’s office. Shrugging, he walked
through the door, but the lawyer didn’t
kick him in the pants, just for deviltry.
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| TALKED WITH GOD

Impossible — you say ?
No, it is not impossible.
You can do the same
thing. For there has
come to the earth a bril-
liant, shining revelation
of the power of The
Spirit of God. It has
come because the hu-
man race, through the
Atomic Bomb — could
very easily annihilate itself. So the
Spirit of God has spoken and the
revelation and the Power that is fol-
lowing, staggers the imagination. In

the past IS years, MORE THAN

HALF A MILLION people have toldl
us without our asking them, what
happened when they too discovered
the actual and literal Power of The
Spirit of God, right here on earth, in
their own lives.

The future is dangerous. Fear fills
most hearts. But may | say to you
that there can come into your life,
dancing flashes of the Spiritual Pow-
er of God? | mean NOW. And when
you do find, and know this beautiful
Power, whatever problems, trials,
fears which may beset you, melt
away under the shimmering Power
of God. In place of these fears,
doubts, and trials, there comes a love-

Dr. Frank B. Rohinson

ly Peace — a Peace
which only God can give
—and POWER? — well
—the human race knows'
little of this POWER,
which upsets many old
conceptions of God, and
puts in YOUR hands,
and mine, the Power
Jesus promised when He
said —* The things that

| do shall ye do also.’"

| want you to know of this Power.
| live for no other purpose. For when
this dynamic, invisible Power chang-
ed my life, my duty was very plain.
TELL OTHERS —that’s what God
said to me, and | 've been doing that
faithfully for the past IS years.
Write me a simple postcard, or letter,
NOW, and ask me for my 6000 word
message, which will give you a slight
insight into the most soul-stirring
revelation from God this world has
ever known. Address me as follows =
—“DR. FRANK B. ROBINSON,
Dept. 47-2, Moscow, Idaho and this
message, which is TOTALLY FREE,
will be sent by mail immediately. But
write now—ere you forget. The ad-
dress again—Dr. Frank B. Robinson,
Dept. 47-2, Moscow, ldaho.

The Prychicna Religion is, as its name implies, a religious Movement operating under Idaho non-profit religious charter.
We are in our 18tk year of exclusive operation through the mails. More than half a million people EACH MONTH
receive our literature We operate in our own peculiar way which is different from that of any other religion in
America. We plead with every American to allow us to point out this new revelation of the Spirit of Cod. U is the only

revelation which car. bring permanent Peace to the human race. It has its inspiration in the Realm of The Spirit of God.
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as he was half-way expecting.

j"XCEPT for the steno, the office was
so shabbily furnished that McLain
was surprised. No ambulance chaser
who needed a front to impress the cus-
tomers could afford to operate in a
dump like this. But Sorgenson was
operating in it, and damned success-
fully too, according to the claims de-
partment of the Great Inter-Allied In-
surance Company. To McClain, the
shabby office didn't make sense.

The stenographer didn't make sense
either. She was a red-head and the
kind of a pip you expect to see working
at a fancy salary as a receptionist in
some swell joint where they pay real
money for front. What in the hell was
she doing working for a shyster?

She was busy putting a band-aid on
the taxicab driver’s ear when McClain
walked into the office. She looked up.

“This is a beauty,” she said.

“Aw, his ear's not bad,” McClain
protested. “l aimed for his chin but
my sights were off.”

“1 was referring to your eye,” she
answered and McClain would have got
red if his face hadn't been so tanned
and hard.

“Sit down,” Sorgenson said, dosing
the door.

“Thanks. | was wondering if it would
be all right:” McClain sat down and lit
a cigarette. The red head finished put-
ting the last band-aid on the taxi driv-
er's ear.

“You're fixed up now,” she said

“I'll see you later, Arnold. 1l call
you as soon as anything comes up,”
Sorgenson said.

“Okay.” The taxi driver paused long
enough to scowl at McClain, then went
out the door.

“Here’s another victim for vyou,
Elaine,” Sorgenson said, motioning to-
ward McClain.

DETECTIVE

“My eye is all right,” McClain pro-
tested. His protest didn’t get him any-
where. The red head promptly brought
her box of band-aids over to where he
was sitting and Sorgenson, grinning,
went into his private office and closed
the door.

McClain looked the steno over again.
“Put that first-aid junk away, sweet-
heart,” he said. “You're all the treat-
ment a sore eye needs.”

Although she tried to pretend she
didn’t, he could see she liked it.

“What are you doing tonight?” he
asked.

“Nothing you would be interested
in,” she snapped.

“Don’t be too rough on me,” McClain
pleaded. “I need a girl to work for me
and you look like just the number to fill
the job. You like the boss you got
now?”’

"1 certainly do,” she said, dripping
iodine on the gash on the side of his
cheek where the taxicab driver's fist
had skidded.

McClain frowned.
he said.

“You don’t get what?” the girl asked.

“A swell number like you working in
a dump like this,” the detective an-
swered. “You ought to be over on the
avenue where your class would be ap-
preciated instead of working for a shys-
ter who can’t pay you more than twen-
ty-five a week—"

Smack!

“l don’t get it,”

pO R a second, McClain thought she

had slapped his teeth out. Then she
tore into him as only a thoroughly angry
red-headed woman can.

“I'll have you know that Mr. Sorgen-
son is not a shyster. He's one of the
nicest men who ever lived. And if there
were more lawyers like him this would
be a better world—"

“All right,” McClain said. “l didn’t
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way it was,” the detective amended,
grinning.
When she grasped his meaning, her

face got white and he thought shewas W h'y Can’t

going to spit. So he knew she wasn’t )
Sorgenson’s mistress and that wasn't| You Write?
the reason she was working for him.j1t's much simpler than you thinkl

And she wasn’t married to the lawyer, j

so that was out. Then why was she will-
ing to stick around in a shabby office
when she could get a damned sight bet-
ter job? Was it because she honestly
liked Sorgenson and stuck with him
against her own interests?

“You rat!” she said. “Why—" She
was so angry she couldn’t talk.

“Take it easy, sweetheart,” McClain
said. “l was just wondering.”

“What were you wondering about?”
Sorgenson asked.

Hearing her slap McClain, the law-
yer had come silently out of his private
office.

McClain got quickly to his feet. Of
course the steno would yelp to her boss.
Then there would be trouble and he
wanted to be on his feet when it started.

“Did he try to get fresh with you,
Elaine?” the lawyer asked.

“He called you a shyster,” the steno
said hotly.

“Is that all?”

“All?”  She looked confused.
that enough?”

“l mean, did he try to pinch you or
put his hands on you?”

“Oh, no. Nothing like that,” the
girl said hastily.

“Okay,” the lawyer said to McClain.
“So | dont have to knock your* teeth
out,”

“l dont get it,” McClain- said.
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I call you a shyster, nothing happens.
But if | try to pat your steno on the
fanny, you've got to knock my teeth
out for it.”

“There’s a difference,” Sorgenson
said. “l know I’'m not a shyster so
I don't have to defend myself. But if
you try to get fresh with Elaine, |
have to defend her not only because
she is my friend but because that is
my duty as an honest man.”

McClain shook his head. He had
as keen a sense of honor as most men
but this bewildered him. It was all
the more bewildering because of the
certainty of the fact that Sorgenson
had been dealing in fake liability
claims. Didn’t the attorney know they
were fakes? Or what? The attorney
talked and acted like an honest man.
There was even something of Sir Gala-
had in him, something of the knight in
shining armor helping ladies in distress.
How in the hell did it happen that he
was a crook? Or was he a crook?

“You wanted to talk to me,”
McClain said.
“Yes. | still want to know what you

were doing outside my door?”

“l told you that.”

Sorgenson looked him over carefully.
“l hate a liar,” he said.

“So do 1.” McClaim answered.

“Arnold said you were a private
eye,” the lawyer said.

“l am,” McClain admitted.

“Were you snooping out there in the
hall?”

“Does that worry you?” McClain
asked.

“No,” the lawyer said.

“l thought you hated a liar.”

Sorgenson colored then and for a
second McClain thought the lawyer
was going to swing on him. But Sor-
genson changed his mind about that.
“Get out,” he said.

McClain shrugged, opened the door,

MAMMOTH DETECTIVE

and walked out. Now that he had seen
and talked to Sorgenson, he knew this
was going to be a tough case to crack.
Somehow it didn’t smell right to him.
Sorgenson didnt look and act like a
shyster. He looked like a fighting he-
man. But you couldn't tell. Crooks
were where you found them. Sorgen-
son didn’t look like a crook but he
was certainly worried about the possi-
bility that McClain had been snooping
outside his door. Which meant that he
had something to hide. What?

JN THE hallway outside the lawyer’s

office, McClain got his first real
clue on what Sorgenson was hiding. A
fifteen-year-old kid was coming down
the hall.

“I'm looking for Mr.
office,” he said.

The kid walked with a limp. His
right arm was hung in a dirty sling
and there was a cut on his face and
a bruise on his forehead.

“What do you want, sonny?” Mc-
Clain asked.

“Bill Arnold sent me up to see Mr.
Sorgenson,” the kid answered. “He
said Mr. Sorgenson was looking for
people who had been hurt. Do you
know where his office is?”

“How’d you get hurt, sonny?” Mc-
Clain questioned.

“l fell down the back stairs,” the
kid answered. “Where’s Mr. Sor-
genson’s office?”

“In there,” McClain answered, jerk-
ing his thumb toward the door he had
just closed.

“Well, 1'm damned!” he thought,
watching the injured youngster walk
into Sorgenson’s office.

Arnold, the taxicab driver, had sent
up a kid with a lot of bruises on his
body. There was nothing wrong with
this, except in McClain’s eyes. He
wondered what the lawyer was going to

Sorgenson’s
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do with the boy. What use would Sor-
genson have for a kid who had fallen J
down some steps and skinned himself j
up, thus producing some very authentic
bruises?

‘Tm doubly damned;” McClain re-
peated.

He went down on the street to his
ramshackle car and got his camera.;
It was a first-class camera, one of the
best, and it had cost the detective six
hundred bucks. In his business, pic-
tures were often excellent evidence. He
waited for the kid to come out of the
building. He wanted a picture of that,
for he had a hunch he knew how those
bruises were going to be used.

The Great Inter-Allied Insurance
Company had paid off on six claims in-
volving bruises already.

This company wrote liability insur-
ance of automobiles. When one of the
car owners they insured hit somebody,
they protected him up to the limit of
their policy. If the person who had
been hit yelled that he was half killed,
and went to the hospital, and kept on
yelling, and if a lawyer got hold of the
case and told him how to yell, the in-
surance company paid off to the tune of
thousands of dollars. The six cases
Sorgenson had brought against them
had cost them about twenty-eight
thousand dollars. All had been perfect
cases and all had been settled out of
court, which proved that Sorgenson
knew how to handle a liability claim.
The Great Inter-Allied Insurance Com-
pany thought it proved he was a crook
too.

Then the kid came out of the build-
ing.

McClain got three pictures of him,
bandages and all. When the kid got
on a street car, the detective jumped
into his own pile of junk and followed
the car, meanwhile hoping fervently
that his automobile wouldn’t quit cold
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on him. He needed a new car in the
worst way—a private dick without an
automobile just cant operate. If this
case worked out just right, he would
have a new car. The insurance com-
pany was willing to pay twenty-five
hundred, plus expenses, for Sorgenson’s
scalp. This kind of money would buy
a new car, even at black market prices.

McClain followed the street car un-
til the kid got off. It was a tenement
district. The Kkid walked down the
street to an old three-story brick build-
ing. “He probably lives there,” the de-
tective decided.

A battered old independent cab was
parked in front of the building. The
driver was sitting in the front seat.

When the kid started to pass the car,
the driver saw him and yelled at him.

The driver was Arnold.

McClain hastily jerked his hat brim
down over his eyes and pulled his car
in to the curb. He saw the kid get in
the cab.

He knew, then what was going to
happen.

Thirty minutes later he watched it
happen.

JAEEPING carefully out of sight.
McClain trailed the cab out to an
exclusive residential section. The kid
got out of the cab then and walked a
couple of blocks. Somebody had given
him a watch, which he was checking
very carefully. Set well back from the
street on the right, was a big house.
A hedge-lined driveway led to the ga-
rage at the rear. McClain took one
look at the driveway and knew he was
seeing a liability trap. The hedge was
so high that the driver of a car com-
ing down the drive could not see the
street.
The kid idled along in front of the
house. While he was in the cab, he
had taken his arm out of the sling.
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Arnold tooled his cab along behind him
like he was looking for a certain num-
ber and having a hard time finding it.
McClain parked two blocks away.

A limousine with a uniformed chauf-
feur came out of the drive. The kid !
stepped into the side of the car and j
was knocked down. The chauffeur !
didn’t know he had hit anybody until
the kid began to yell. Arnold got his
cab into action, spurted up to the scene
of the accident, slammed on his brakes
and jumped out.

The chauffeur saw something was
wrong. He stopped his car and came
back.

Arnold stopped just long enough to
get his license number, then picked up
the kid. put him in the back of his
cab. and went high-tailing away head-
ing for a doctor.

It was as simple as that. The kid
had stepped into the side of the car
and that was all there was to it. But
by the time Sorgenson got through with
the case in court, the Great Inter-
Allied Insurance Company would be
hooked for five to ten thousand dollars.
Sorgenson would point out that the
hedge-lined drive was really a death
trap. And the kid would have bruises
on him, bad bruises. The chauffeur
might deny that he had hit the young-
ster. he would protest that he had been
driving carefully, but what good would
his arguments do him? He worked for
a millionaire—the limousine proved
that—and the kid was penniless. By the
time Sorgenson got through working on
the sympathy of the jury, they would be
saying, "Ten thousand dollars,” with-
out batting an eye. Only the insurance
company would never let a case like this
go to a jury. They would settle out of
court.

MCCIain had seen It happen tOO Oﬂen | Readers, inks, daubs, poker chips, tops,

to doubt that it could happen again.

Only it wouldn’'t happen this time, iP<* "

I'LL WALK! 169

«Friends will howl when
you pull the chain and
.out pops a cigarette!
Holds loads of cigarettes.
Howl on bottom is a
deep ash tray, removable
for emptying and clean-
ing. Makes a dandy gift,
useful office, or living
room rib-tickler.

CIOARITTI "POP*" OUf

This Built for Service
“privy” cigarette dis-
penser and ash tray is
heautifully*1made of
wood, stained in an
attractive color, with
a solid black wooden
base. Sub-
stantially (
constructed
throughout.

|2

*

Din
HIGH
Hush coupon below. If this novelty doesn’t create
a sensation in your home or office, return within
JO days for full refund.

MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY

5th AV. Mdse MART, D«pf. 712

150 Nassau St., New York 7, N. Y.
Semi Cigarette Dispensers and Ash
Trays. | will pay postman SI'yS each plus
postage. | may return within 10 dayi fur
refund.

( )1 enclose i ...

Nama
Address

Astula May Often
Result From Riles

FREE BOOK — Gives Facts On
Associated Ailments

SIND NO MONIY

full payment

T fe.P oorway
*-REAITH

kit sy |
MCTAUGOIONIC
WISENTS

H

A new, illustrated 40-page FREE BOOK on
Fistula, Rectal Abscess. Files and other rectal and
colon disorders Is now FREE. Write tod'\e?/ to
Thornton & Minor Clinic, Suite 9110 McGee

MAGICAL SUPPLIES

Free catalog
VINE HILL & CO.,

game boxes, exposes, and novelties.

Swanton, Ohio



170

BIG MONEY NOW IN
LIQUID MARBLE

THREE wonderful new opportunities for your OWH big money-
making bueinex* — regard!*** of your Me, Bex, or previous
experiencel ( ,

1. LIQUID WARBLE. Hake beautiful artificial Marble Slabs.
Pour from liquid state, dazed or unglazed. This marble may be
mottled, veined, multi-colored or left in original snow-white
state. The color js actually a part of the marbIeL Does sot fade
or wear away. Liquid Marble is unsurpassed on kitchen or bath-
room walls. Easy to make and install.

2. PLASTIC FLOORING. May be made In any color or combine'
tion of colors. Gives a lifetime of wear. Dustproof, Soundproof,
“Verminproof. Resilient to the tread. Lay out solid from wall to
wall orin pattern design ol VVarious shapéd blocks.

3. FLEXIBLE MOLDS. For %!ilaoaéer casting. Make your own

moulds for few cents each. in raw materials will make

up to $26.00 worth of finished goods. We furnish names of
buyers.- Write now for FREE information about our BIB THREE
maney-making opportunities! Get in on buEjr season just start-
ing. Send penny postcard or letter. No obligation.

COMPO-TEX, Box 786-id , ST. LOUIS 1, MG.

Now on Sale— July 1946
INNER SANCTUM Mystery Stories

An 8-page magazine of
murder and mystery featuring

fhe Open or Shut Murder Cas»
by Rog Phillips

Send 1% in cash to

ZIFF-DAVIS PUBLISHING CO.

Dept. FQ, Circulation

185 N. Wabash Avt. Chicago 1, IllI.

Chicago 21lllinois
BTUDt AT HOME for Personal Success and
LARGER EARNINGS. S8 years expert Instruc-
tion—orer 108,000 students enrolled. LL.B.
Degree awarded. All test material furnished.
Easy payment plan. Send for FREE BOOK—
La\s and Executive Guidance” —NOW

of law
Chicago 11, Il

ican extension school

Amer
Dept 73-R 646 N. Michigan Avo.

$100 CASH EVERY MONTH for best song placed
with ms. Hollywood composers write melody
WITHOUT CHABGI. lead sheets and rocords fur-
nished. Send song moterial TODAY for TREE EX-
AMINATION. You may wtn $100. Write for details.
CINEMA SONG CO. = OCPT ZD3 BOX 670 BEVERLY HiLLS. CAUR

MAMMOTH DETECTIVE

All he had to do was wait until Sorgen-
son filed his claim on this accident,
then produce his evidence to prove
fraud.

J1JE WENT home and wrote a com-

plete account of what he had seen,
pounding out the story on his portable
typewriter. Then he converted the
bathroom of his little bachelor apart-
ment into a dark room and developed
the pictures he had taken. They were
dandy pics. They showed the
youngster with his arm in the sling,
and being taken prior to the accident,
they made interesting evidence.

McClain grinned when he thought of
the way Sorgenson’s face was going to
look when he saw those pictures and
looked at McClain’s report. Then he
went out and ate himself a steak and
went to a movie.

At ten o’clock the next morning he
called the claims department of Inter-
Allied. They were upset down there.
Sorgenson had just filed a claim against
them for fifteen thousand dollars. One
of their insureds had hit a kid and the
kid was in the hospital and the doctor
said his back was hurt and what the
hell were they paying McClain for any-
how?

McClain hung up. He put his pic-
tures and his written report in his
pocket and went out and got in his car.
And the damned thing wouldn’t start.
He got out and kicked it in the fender
and left it there.

He figured he would be driving a
new car when he came home. He didn’t
even mind riding the street car down
to Sorgenson’s office. The red headed
steno was busy typing when he went in.
She looked at him and went right on
typing.

“What are you doing tonight, sweet-
heart?” McClain asked.

She went right on typing.



AW, HELL,

McClain sighed and laid one of the
pictures and a copy of his report on the
desk in front of her.

"Take ’em in to the big man, will
you?” he asked.

She looked at the picture and glanced
at the report. Then she was gone into
Sorgenson’s private office.

The lawyer came out of his office in
a hurry. He was walking like a big
cat and his face was hard and flat.
McClain eased his weight up on the
balls of his feet. But the lawyer didn’t
swing at him. He teetered back and
forth, looking first at the picture, then
at the report, then at McClain. The
red-headed stone was breathing hard,
like she had run some kind of a race
and lost.

Sorgenson took a long breath.

“How much?” he said.

"Um,” McClain said. He hadn’t
been expecting this question, but now
that it had come up, he thought up an
answer for it.

"I'm getting a twenty-five hundred
bonus for your diploma,” he said.

"Til make it five thousand,” the law-
yer answered.

McClain, a little staggered, said this
was nice of Sorgenson, only the picture
and the report were going to cost Inter-
Allied maybe fifteen thousand, if they
didn't get them.

"A hold-up, eh?” the lawyer said.
"Six thousand.”

McClain said this was nicer but he
still wanted to know why Sorgenson
was picking on Inter-Allied.

“l can’t go any higher.” the lawyer
protested.

"No0?” McClain said.

‘T haven’t got it,” the lawyer said.

“You took twenty-eight thousand
from Inter-Allied,” McClain pointed
out. “Your cut was at least fifty per
cent of that, which adds up to about
fourteen grand. What do you mean,
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you haven't got it?”

He didn’t look at the red-headed
stenographer as he spoke, which was
just as well, for the sight of her face
would not have made him happy.

“The only cut | got out of that
twenty-eight thousand was expenses,”
the lawyer said.

“And you're the man who told me
you hated a liar!” McClain answered.

“You go to helll” Sorgenson said.
“All I got out of that money was ex-
penses and you can believe it or you
can lump it.”

JyJcCL.AIN was shocked. All the

time he had secretly thought the
lawyer whss talking like an honest man.
He still thought it. But what the hell
kind of honesty was this?

“What happened to it?” he snapped.

“Youre working for Inter-Allied,
you ought to know what happened to
it.” Sorgenson answered. “Didn’t they
tell you about Rose Arnold?”

“Huh?” McClain said.

“You remember that taxicab
driver?”

“Yes.”

“She’s his kid. Fifteen vears old—"

“So what?”

“So nothing,” Sorgensen answered.
“Only she got hit by a car. An honest
accident. And Inter-Allied had the lia-
bility policy on that car. | filed a
claim on it but one of their legal
hyenas showed them how they could
keep from paying off. They didn’t pay
off either. The fact that the kid had
a broken back and that she was going
to have a whole series of damned ex-
pensive operations meant nothing to
them. The fact that the liability claim
was honest meant nothing to them
either. They could get out of paying
off and they got out of it.”

“Huh?” McClain said.

“And that’s where the money from
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those six fake claims has gone,” Sor-
genson said.

McClain swallowed. When he spoke,
his voice was almost a whisper.

“Mind if | use your phone?” he
said.

Then it was Sorgenson’s turn to say,
"Huh?”

McClain backed up against the wall
and picked up the phone. He got the
Inter-Allied claims department on the
wire. They were mad down there, but
McClain told them to shut up and
listen and while they were listening,
he asked them about. Rose Arnold.
They had to think before they could
remember the case at all. Then they
remembered it but they wanted to know
why in the hell McClain was interested
in an old case like that. He told them
that was none of their business. Had
they paid off on a girl named Rose
Arnold? Hell,' no, they hadn’t paid off.
The} werent going to pay anything
they could get out of paying. McClain
saw their angle too, and he was sorry
about it.

When he hung up he was sweating.

“Aw, hell, 1'll walk,” he said.

Taking the report from Sorgenson’s
hands, he tore it into small pieces.
Then he took the original out of his
pocket and did the same with it. The
pictures got the same treatment.

Sorgenson looked at him with glow-
ing eyes.

“What did you say?” he asked.

“ said 1l walk,” McClain
answered, and since both of them acted
so damned dumb, he told them how his
car had conked out on him and how
much he hated to ride street cars.

Sorgenson scratched his head like he
itched there, but. the scratching didn’t
seem to do any good, for he walked into
the other room. When he came out
he had a bottle and two glasses.

“Have a drink,” he said. It was rye,
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so McClain took it. Then Sorgenson
went back into his private office, but
he left the door open this time. Mc-
Clain could hear him calling Inter-
Allied and telling them he was dropping
the claim he had just filed against them.

McClain had figured the lawyer
would do just that, for he had always
acted like an honest man. So Inter-
Allied was rid of the man who was
filing fake claims against them. And if
Rose Arnold didn't have enough money
to pay the doctor bills, it would just be
up to Sorgenson and him to scout
around and see if they could dig up
the dough for her.

Then the red-headed stenographer,
looking a little dazed and flustered,
came over and whispered in his ear.
McClain was surprised as hell, for she
told him she wasn’t doing anything to-
night, after all, and that she liked to
ride street cars.

THE END.

TORCH KILLERS
By FRANK LANE

T HE human body is highly combustible, a
fact known to few people. Among those
few. however, has been a percentage who

have used that quality to attempt to destroy the
evidence of their crimes. The murder committed,
they set the fire, and by the time the police ar-
rive there are only a few charred remains. Yet
should a skilled criminologist enter the case he
may enlist the aid of science to catch the Killer
as surely as though he had left his calling card
behind him.

Preliminary lo everything else, of course, is
some sort of identification. Sometimes so little
of the body remains that the officer must be sure
he is handling a human body and not one of an
animal. Seldom does such a mistake occur, yet
there have been such cases. When there is any
doubt a pathologist's examination of the smallest
bits of bone readily gives the information.

What would seem to be a more baffling question
Is whether the individual was a man or a woman.
Nature itself assists the examiner here, for even
when the body is almost completely destroyed by
fire, the uterus in a woman and the prostate in a

» man are the last organs to be destroyed. Should
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all the soft tissues of the body be destroyed, the
careful officer can still find the characteristic for-
mations of pelvic and thigh bones which distin-
guish the sexes.

A tooth, a few bones and shreds of tissue play
strikingly important parts in the examination.
Valuable information is obtained from the doctor
and dentist, so that details of size, height and
age are accurately approximated by the scientific
investigator.

Then, when identification has gone as far as
possible, the next task is to determine whether
the victim met his death before or during the
fire—whether he was murdered or accidentally
burned to death. Two infallible tests indicate
whether death preceded burning. If alive before j
the fire, some smoke would have been inhaled. j
An examination of even a small amount of lung
tissue would reveal carbon granules in the air
spaces.

A blood analysis would be more accurate. For
even when practically the entire body—head, arms,
legs and most of the internal organs are burned
away, enough blood remains to obtain a good
specimen for testing. The rate of carbon monox-
ide found in the red blood cells would be greatly
above normal should even a small amount of the
smoke-laden air be breathed.

Finally, was the fire victim also a victim of
murder? Here again, by means of the blood
analysis a number of astounding facts can be
ascertained. Was the man intoxicated before his
death? Was he poisoned or chloroformed? It
is often through the simple blood test that these
apparently insoluable questions are answered.

TpHE skilled criminologist examines the body

for possible fractures and is able to determine i
accurately injuries to the skull—even when the j
scalp itself is practically destroyed—by the amount j
of bleeding or congestion underneath the spot |
where the blow was struck.

By an examination of lung tissue it can be
learned whether the soft parts of the body were
injured before death occurred. A violent blow
causes fat globules to become dislodged and forced
into the blood stream to the heart and then to
the lungs where they remain. In cases where the
skin and all the fat deposits beneath it have been
burned away, a microscopic examination of lung
tissue may still reveal these minute globules, and
good evidence of foul play.

The X-ray, too, takes or, increased importance
by disclosing bits of steel or imbedded bullets,
where an external examination of a badly burned
body might divulge nothing.

Thus, step by step, science reconstructs the
crime; and the murderer finds that even fire can-
not blot out his trail. lronically enough, where
death might have been due to natural causes, the
deliberate origin of the fire proves criminal intent.
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y large may of Alaska. Transcontinental Research, Box 2147-ZZ,
Hollywood 28, California,

1I’'SORIASIS Sufferers: Has everything failed to bring even tem-
poral,v relief from scales, lesions and itching? Then write today
lor Free important information. You noedn’t invest one cent!
I'ixacol Coinpiuiy, Dept. D-l, Box 3683, Cleveland, Ohio.

riM t’LLS. Acne disappear. Clear your complexion. Write today:
Inuimdiaielv. JKalthmaster (Dept. 10), 1441 Prospect Place,
Brooklyn, New York.

SEND 2"e stamps for catalog of Fantasy Fiction Books.
yer. Altad*ha, Calif.

D. Law-

CONSTRUCTION Job Opportunities Id U, S. and Foreign Coun-
trips. Where and How to apply. Send $2,00 for listing of firms
end reports. Mercury Service Bureau, Box 44, Murray, Kentucky.

DEFERENG an unusual collection of weird, fantastic, supernatural,
horror and science fiction, including Lorecraft, Taine, Dunaany.
Merritt, Eddison, Shiel, and others. Send for free list of more
than 250 titles. Book Clearing House, 423 Boylston Street, Bos
ton 10. Mass.

fiudOO EXCELLENT Job Opportunities in Latin America. Send
$i.00 for details. How—When—Where to apply for specified firms
in Mining Aviation—Oil. I’an Americana, Box 424-K, Holly-
wood 28. CalLif.

DETECTIVE

Frozen Food— For Thought

By GLENN LOW
(Concluded from page, 158)

“Take it. Use it like | did.
way to get warm.”

She obeyed, hiding the light, thank-
ful for the warmth that rose under the
coat around her. He returned to his
work with new spirit. After striking
less than a dozen licks he gave forth
with a glad oath. At the same instant
the gun slipped from his hand and skit-
tered across the ice toward her.

She heard it coming, moved towrard
it. He was after it in a flash, scrab-
bling over the ice, cursing thickly. Her
coat fell away and the gun shone in the
swath of released light. She grabbed
for it. but his hand was quicker. His
fat fingers curled stiffly, stopped less
than an inch from the weapon, jerked
oddly. The barge chain snapped be-
hind him. Darting out like the head
of a frightened snake, her hand shot
forward. He clutched it with his free
hand, broke the gun from her grip.

It’s a good

“Try to kill me. will you!” he
screamed, pushing the gun up. He
pulled the trigger. A roar. A scream

of pain. The gun, its barrel bloated
like the neck of a pouter pigeon,
crunched the ice, bounced at her feet.

“Ice in the barrel,” he sobbed, nurs-
ing a mangled, bloody hand.

gHE backed away, staring shocked

and surprised at the blasted gun.
“Dont go!” Elzey shouted at her.
“Don't go! |I—I—" Suddenly he was
quiet, whirling back, hunching over the
ice like a leashed beast, the chain trail-
ing in the dripping blood. In the next
moment he’d pulled up the stone jar,
smashed it on the ice. “See!” he chat-
tered wildly, clawing up a double hand-
ful of bills. “See! It’s the money |



FROZEN FOOD— FOR THOUGHT

got from Belrode. I’ll give some of it
—all of it to you if you’ll help me.”
“You killed him,” she said, whisper-
ing hoarsely. “You killed my hus-
band.”
“No—" His face shook. His mouth
was open, but his breath didn’t show.

On his lips frost gleamed. “No—not
Belrode? ...”

“Not Belrode,” she said. “The dep-
uty.”

She backed away, and he didn’t fol-
low. When the light from her lantern
no longer touched him she turned and
tried to run.

“Brave girl,” said the sheriff. There
was no reply, so he continued. “How
she ever got her dead husband across
the ice I don’t know. But she did, then
stayed conscious long enough to tell her
father where we could find this rat.”

He knelt on the ice and began prying
a wad of money from Bat Elzey’s dead
and frozen hand.

“She’ll be all right, too,” said one of
the deputies. “I heard the doc say.”

“The poor fool chained himself to
the ice,” muttered the sheriff. “So
crazy to get his hands on the money he
never realized how fast the channel was
freezing.”

The posse-man who carried the axe
walked out along the barge chain until
he came to the place where the last eight
links had broken through the channel
ice and frozen fast. It took him quite
a long time to chop them out.

worclomhonor

HEN a Michigan judge, finding a police
Wticket on his car, booked himself, pleaded

guiitv and fined himself $1 for overtime
parking, no one was surprised.

However, when twelve trusties in a Maine lock-
up escaped after filing window bars and sliding
down sixty feet of rope, everyone was astonished.
The door had been wide open all the time and
they knew it. When seized, they explained that
their reason for not walking out the door was that
it would have been a violation of their word of
honor to do so-—Owen Blake |

177

MEW HOSPITAL
SURGICAL POLICY

You, as an individual or your entire family (agei (% month*
to 75 years) will be mailed actual policy made cat DMt omn
name, for 10 days’ free inspection, if request if reorfv'fd darfnt
this introductory offer.

SEEING IS BELIEVING

This new policy is different. It pays men and women n to
$5.00 a day room and board for 90 days’ hospitalization either
sickness or accident.  Children included. Pays $50 for child*
birth; $20 X-ray; $20 operating room; $20 anesthesia; $20 labo-
ratory examination; $10 mediciras; $10 ambulance service. Doctor
allowance for operations up to $150. Emergency draft benefit $50
Included. Pays $1,000 accidental death or dismemberment Policy
is good In any accredited hospital in U. $. and soffit foreign
countries.

Special Group or Individual Plan

Mo. Qu&r.  Seml-A.  Annual
o j$1.00 $2.90 $ 576 $11.00
Husband, |$1.75 $5.08 $ 9.98 $19.25
Huaband, Wifa, |$2.25 $6.53 $12.83 $2f75
One o & |$1.50 $4.35 $ 8.55 $16.50
Chify Additional [$ .25 $ 73 $ 143 $ 2.75

SEND NO MONEY!

Just writ*—giving name and address, date of birth, height,
weight, race or color, occupation and condition of health for last
lire year*, of yourself—and each member of your family to be In-;
eluded. Name and relationship of person to whom your benefit*
are to be paid in case of death. Actual policy will be mailed you
for free Inspection.

NO AGENT WILL CALL!

This new policy has been created for the benefit of those who
can think and act for themselves, and save by mail. No doctor's
examination. Write NOW! American Life Aocident Ina. Ox,
286 American Life Bldg.. St. Loul* 8, Mo.

'AUTHENTIC W ISTtU TAAM i

First tim« at anywhere near this lew orlcet Au-
thentic replica at romantic western saddle. Hand.
somely formed from solid Sterling Silver by Ksf-
aje Indian craftsmen, Massive style for men.
dainty style for women. A flift of distinction. A
pleasure to wear. Sent on approval,

SEND NO MONEY!

your name and address. Pay postman only $4.95
plus few cents postage on arrival; or send cash
and we pay postage. Wear this sensational rin®
far 10 days. If not delighted, return for full re-
fund. Specify for MAN or WOMAN and R1NS
SIZE. Use cut-out band to determine slie.

Rm. 615, 1904 Famam St.
Omaha 2 Nebraska

Read these
“How

Now you can defend yourself!
amazing books.  “Scientific Boxing/'
to Fight,” “Hew to Box and Train." Com-
B plete S volume set, only Si postpaid. Hurry!

T-day money back guarantee. Write PAD ELL BOOK CO, Dept. 17,
830 Broadway, N. Y. Cfty.
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The Mysterious Influence
In The Air You Breathe!

T he SOULOF THE UNIVERSE is in the air you
breathe. Deposited in your blood—with each
inhalation you take—is the intelligence that
directs the course of the planets through the
misty reaches of space, and the strange phe-
nomenon of life itself.

What is it that causes your heart to beat,
your lungs to expand and contract?What mind
directs the cells of your being, each in their pur-

e—some to create bone, others tissue and

? What consciousness pervades these vibra-
toryglobules o flife and gives them awareness of
their Cosmic function?

Are you one of the millions who have looked
beyondyourselffor some external Divine Power
or agency? Have you searched in vain for some
outer sign or word of Divine assurance when
in doubt or in need? Now learn of the unsus-
pected power that exists in every simple breath
—and that becomes part of you. The ancient
Egyptians believed that the essence of life was
borne on the wings of the air. The Bible pro-

claims that with the first breath man becomes
notjustan animated being—buta"livingsoul.”
Try this experiment, and prove aVital Life Force
exists in the air. When you are in pain or de-
spondent take a deep breath. Hold it aslong as
comfortable—then noticethemomentaryrelief.

This Amazing Free Book

Would you seriously like to know how to drawupon

this Intelligence of the Cosmic, with which the air is

permeated? You can use it to awaken the creative

powers of your mind, and for making life an experi-

ence of achievement. Use the coupon Below for a free

copy of the book, ""The Mastery of Life.” It tells how"
in the privacy of your home you may learn to use these j
simple, useful, natural laws.

.............. USE THIS GIFT COUPON

Scribe H.H.K. The Rosicrucians (AMORO
Rosicrucian Park, San Jose, California

- --WwWwBjj

| am sincerely interested in learning how to use the
mysterious influences of the universe in the betterment
of my life. Please send me a free copy of the book,
"The Mastery of Life.”

NAME.

ADDREF.SS-
Rosicrudans are NOT a religious organization

o

THE ROSICRUCIANS (AMORC) SAN JOSE, CALIFORNIA, U.S.A j

PRINTED IN U. S. A,
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Weaklings into

Actual puom?raph orthe man
who ~holds the title “The
World’s Most Perfectly De-
veloped Man

Q 1VE ME a skinny, pepless, second-ratei body—
1 and I’ll Cram it so full of handsome, bulging
new muscle that your friends will grow bug-eyed!
. I’ll wak®© up that sleeping energy of yours and
make it hum like a high-powered motor! Man, you’ll
feel and look different! You’ll begin to LIVE!

Let Me Make YOU a NEW MAN FREE

Mail the coupon be-
low ,’:'%“‘ now for

— IN JUST 15 MINUTES A DAY! hed BasiE « BV

Isaslmg[hH'eaTll” anj?
. . ren . ells a,
mVTOU wouldn’t believe it, but | myself used to be a 97-Ib. abo_gt *Dynamic
“mweakling. Fellows called me “Skinny.” Girls snickered gfﬂ"ﬁ'mogd Witehtho?g-_
and made fun of me behind my back. I was a flop. THEN [uresvfaC(S!AddPESS
1 discovered my marvelous new muscle-building system— me personally:
“Dynamic Tension.” And it turned me into such a complete BEQQEE%MAE%\SE_
specimen of MANHOOD that today | hold the title "THE 23rd st. New York

WORLD’S MOST PERFECTLY DEVELOPED MAN.”

That’s how | traded in my "bag of bones” for a barrel of
muscle! And | felt so much better, so much on top of the world
in my big, new, husky body, that I decided to devote my whole
life to helping other fellows change themselves into “"perfectly
developed men.”

What It “Dynamic Tension"? How Does It Work?
When you look in the mirror and see a healthy, husky, slrapﬁin
or

fellow smiiling back at you—then you'll be astounded at how s
a time U takes "Dynamic Tension" to GET RESULTS!

. “Dyntfamic _Tensionf'isthe easy NATLjJURSATL inselblhﬁ\(}e;grchsanEpArg'c_'- CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 110M,

ice in the privacy of your own Toom—

D Y—whlple_ yoLYr scryawny shoulder muscles begin to swell, riﬁple 115 East 23rd St., New York 10, N.Y.

. .. those spindly arms and legs of yours buIPe .. .and your whole 1 want the prool that your system ol “Dynamic
body starts to feel “alive,” full of «p and gof Tension” will help make’a New Man of mé—give

meI a heatlt %/, gusky budyf andb bi rggsculart_de-
ONE POSTAGE STAMP MAY CHANGE YOUR WHOLE LIFE! Yelopment, 3end me yourfree b ok “Everlasting

As I’ye'&iclured up above. I'm steadily building broad-shouldered
dynamic MEN—day by day—the country over

Z,tOO0,0‘OO feltlows oung ?:T?dE(I)EIdb hﬁvgll_halready tgambled a
ostage stamp to ask for m ook. They wante
D oad aa gee or themselves how |’'m byl ing up (Please printor write plainly)
scrawnﬁ/ bodies, and how I'm paring down fat, flabby
ones—how I'm Iurnln%them into breath-taking human
dynamos of pure MANPOWER
Take Just a few seconds NOW to fill in and mail the .
coupon at right, and you will receive at once mY FREE book— Everlasting . Zone No.
Health and Strength" that PROVES with actua SnaB-ShUtS what_”Dynamic City i e (ifany)... .State.......
Tension" has done for others—what it can do_for YOU! Address: CHARLES O Check here if under 16 for Booklet A
ATLAS, Dept. 110M, 115 East 23rd St.. New York 10. N Y
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MISFORTUNE?

*4 f7 /7 "

HOSPITAL BILLS H ID !

'S THE NATIONS' MU S
PROTECTION

f POPULAR

THAT ARE BIG

ENOUGH To Be WORTHWHILE!

IF YOURE SICK . . . Policy
pays for sickness disability a lib-
eral monthly income for as long
as 3 months in amounts up to . .

IF YOURE HURT ..For travel
and other accident disability a
monthly income as long as 24
months in amounts up to . ..

ACCUMULATED CASH
Policy pays for travel and other
accidental loss of life, limb, or
sight liberal capital sums up to

* Increases 10% each year for 5 years up to $6000.00!

UP TO

Hospital Benefits, in addition to other

benefits, for both sickness and accident
include £5.00 per day for hospital room,
board, general nursing care. Also £85.00
for hospital expenses. Total hospital ben-
efits for a single hospital confinement, as
specified, for sickness up to $637.50, for

accidents up to $653.50

The SERVICE LIFE

451-C felj"™ 1™

OMAHA 2.

*02330

ALSO COVERS MATERNITY
UP TO 550.00

INSURANCE CO.

NEBRASKA

AGES 15 to 69
NO MEDICAL EXAMINATION

CASH For Amost Every Emergency!

Now, added millions can afford all-around insurance protection. Here
is a policy for pnly $l-a-montli that pays liberal capital sums up to
£4000.00 for travel, auto and ordinary accidental loss of life, limbs or
sight. It provides a monthly cash income if*disabled by either.sickness
or accident . . . pays hospital expenses for both sickness and accident,
also childbirth . *. pays even for non-confining sicknesses and minor
injuries, as specified in the policy. Protects you day and night—at
home, work or play. Provides QUICK CASH to replace lost income
when sickness or accident strikes . . . cash for hospital bills, doctor
bills, medicines and nurse's care.

SEND FOR THIS POLICY! no cost!
NO OBLIGATIONL!. . see this policy and judge for yourself.

You’ll agree it offers substantial protection at minimum cost. This is
NOT the usual limited type policy. You don’t have
to be gored by a bull or fall down an elevator shaft
to collect. Let us send you thi4 policy for 10 Days’ iA**

Free Examination. NCF cost. NO ftbligation. NO Ilism Ss& |
salesman will call. Just mail coupop below.

*

mm m = m m nilm Bife

The SERVICE LIFE INSURANCE CO.

451-C Service Life Bldg., Omaha 2, Nebraska

SEND without cost or obligation your extra-liberal m
“Gold Seal’” SI-A-MONTII Policy for 10 Days’ Free  _

Inspection.




