


















































18 MAMMOTH DETECTIVE

startled gasp.

“It’s a long story,” said Walter
James. “He attacked my grandmother
during the Mukden incident, Us James
—we never forget a grudge.”

“Like me,” said Clapp. “I can re-
member every fly I've ever swatted.”
He grimaced thoughtfully. “Oh, well
—we’ll come back to that question
later.” He eyed the girl. “You didn’t
notice anything about whoever it was
moved in and out of that aisle seat?”

“I’m not even sure there was any-
body. I just think there was.”

“You'll help us a lot if you keep
thinking, Miss Gilbert.” He turned to
the elderly detective. “You might as
well go home, Jim — it’s getting late.
You and Felix will have to come down
tomorrow.”

“Hell,” said Jim and went away.

Laura Gilbert said, “I'm sorry I
can’t remember, Mr. Clapp. I just
wasn’t paying any attention. This is
my first time in a place like this.”

“Why does there have to be some-
body in that aisle seat?” Walter James
asked quietly.

Clapp said, “You know better than
to ask that. The wound indicates that
whoever did it would have to be sitting
down. Theoretically, the young lady
here could have done it with a back-
hand. If somebody sat to the Filipino’s
left, that person could have done it
with a lunge stroke. The people in
front couldn’t have done it without be-
ing noticed.”

“You keep ignoring suicide,” said
Walter James.

“Not the right circumstances and no
prints on the hilt. As a professional,”
Clapp looked thoughtfully at the slen-
der man, “you would appreciate the
murder weapon. It’s a store job, cheap,
tailored down for a job like this. Thin
blade to go in quick, short blade that
would make sure of a medium size or

small person, a flat two-inch guard to
avoid a mess. The hilt was originally
a little longer than it is now—it’s been
cut off so it wouldn’t show much, I
guess. Yeah, I'd say the knife was
ideal for killing a small man, quickly
and neatly, in the dark. It could have
been made for you, Mr. James.”

WALTER JAMES dropped his cig-

arette. He groped for it with his
foot, ground it out. When he looked at
Clapp, he was smiling. “I’ve only been
in town three days and I’'ve had no
trouble with my landlady.”

Felix stuck his head through the part
in the main drape. “Are you coming up
here, Austin, or shall I send them
home?”

Clapp waved at him. “Coming right
away,” he called.

“Okay, they’re getting restless.” Fe-
lix withdrew his sleek head. Clapp
looked at Walter James and the girl.
“You might as well come along. I
want to talk to you a little more.”
Walter James helped the girl to her
feet. Clapp led the way down the
aisle, talking over his shoulder as he
went.

“Answer me this, Mr. James—what
was that card doing in the Filipino’s
pocket?”

“You mean half a card,” said Wal-
ter James.

“Are they always this confusing?”
Laura Gilbert asked. “Murders, I
mean.”

Walter James said, “No, most of
them are pretty simple. Correct me if
I'm wrong, Clapp, but the ones I've
run up against are usually about as
hard to see through as a piece of glass.
Just find the motive. That’s what the
lieutenant here is trying to do right
now.”

Clapp mounted the wooden steps to
the stage. “That’s right.”
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suited stomach wearily. “I’ll see you
two tomorrow. God, I’'m gonna hate
to get up.”

Laura Gilbert smoothed the wrin-
des from her skirt and joined Walter
James in the aisle. Little half moons
were beginning to show beneath her
eyes. “I feel a hundred years old,” she
murmured.

“Would it help any to say that you
don’t look it?” Walter James asked
her. She smiled at him. He took her
arm as they went up the aisle and into
the lobby.

A black sedan and a black and white
prowl car were double parked on Mar-
ket Street. Clapp moved toward the
sedan where Felix was a dark shadow
at the wheel.

Valier James took a firmer grip on
the girl’s tweed elbow. “My car’s up
this way.”

Across Market Street, from between
two looming store fronts came a low
“poom” and a brief blur of flame. Be-
hind Walter James and the girl, the
glass covering a full-length display of
Shasta Lynn’s charms tinkled merrily
to the sidewalk,

Walter James yanked the redhead to
shelter behind a parked Chevrolet with
one hand and clawed under his left
lapel with the other. “Get down!” he
yelled.

Clapp was shouting, “Get that block
covered in a hurry!” Felix rocketed
the sedan straight ahead for Fifth
Street. The prowl car spun to the op-
posite curb. Gun first, a black-shirted
cop leaped for the plate glass store
front and edged along it toward the
darkness between the two buildings.
Reaching the dark slot, he waved his
hand at the prowl car and plunged in.
The driver of the black and white car
watched the opening for an anxious
second, then roared his vehicle around
the Sixth Sireet corner,

Clapp appeared suddenly beside
Walter James and the girl. “Hit you?”

Walter James took his handkerchief
away from the girl’s head. The blood
on it was brighter than her hair.

“Tipped her ear.”

“I’m all right,” Laura Gilbert said
shakily. “I'm all right. It doesn’t
even hurt.”

Clapp stated heavily, “One of you
has plenty to tell me. And we’d better
go down to headquarters and talk it
over.”

He looked up at the full-length pic-
ture of the undraped Shasta Lynn.
Where her navel had been was a small
round hole.

“Got her dead center,” he said.

CHAPTER V

CLAPP took three cans of beer out
of a small icebox. “It’s okay,” he

said. “It’s too darn late to consider
this on duty time. Besides, we all
need it.”

“I can’t think of anything I'd like
more right now,” said the girl. She sat
by Walter James in front of Clapp’s
desk with her mirror propped against
her purse; she was diligently combing
her coppery red hair over her left ear
to hide the bright white bandage.

Clapp broke into the beer cans with
a little grunting. “You like beer?” he
asked. “So does my Sheila—but she
always says she has to watch her fig-
ure.” He lowered himself into a creaky
swivel chair and lifted his beer can
in a toast. “What'll it be?”

Walter James’ hand shook a little.
“Confusion to our enemies,” he said
soberly. Clapp glanced quickly at him;
the spare little office was silent for a
briefness as the three people drank
deeply. The room came to life again
with Clapp’s satisfied “Ah!” Laura
Gilbert peered into her mirror, Inspect-
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enough to get tired of it.”

ALTER JAMES signalled the

waiter with an empty glass. “You
never can tell” Kevin looked up
quickly, her eyes glinting. They sat
silently in the soft swirl of other cou-
ples’ conversations until the waiter
needlessly wiped off the table and de-
posited two more stingers.

“I have no plans,” said Walter
James. “But that won’t automatically
exclude me from San Diego, will it?
You have no plans yourself.”

She smiled. “You can’t tell about us
women.”

He widened his pale blue eyes. “At
three o’clock this morning you were an
adolescent. By your own admission.”

“Well, sir,” she said, sticking out her
lower lip, “I’ve had a hard day.”

“Was it?” Walter James asked so-
berly. “Was there much reaction?”

“Not too much.” She crinkled her
brow. “This motning I was tired,
naturally, and I guess I was a little
sick. But it wasn’t too bad.”

“I'm glad,” he said. She glanced to
see if he meant it. “I’ve seen tougher
women go under at the sight of a body.
No one ever gets completely hardened
to dead bodies, though lots of profes-
sional people pretend.”

Her glance held a touch of shyness.
“There’s one thought I can’t get rid
of. What about his funeral? People
like that Filipino can’t have much
money. If he has relatives, it’ll take
so much to have him buried.” She
stroked the stem of her glass and
pondered the thought. “Oh, I guess
there must be some place they put dead
people that have no money.”

Walter James pursed his lips.
“There’s a lot I don’t suppose you
know about the mortuary racket. No
good funeral parlor ever refuses 3
family a casket and a decent funeral

for a man—even if there’s no money
in it at all. For one thing, they can’t
afford to—word would get around that
they’re mercenary and a few rumors
like that will put a mortician out of
business. Their business is founded on
sentiment and no breath must touch it.
A cheap funeral costs around a hun-
dred and twenty-five dollars, but if the
relatives have no money, they’ll do it
for seventy-five or fifty or even
nothing.”

She was watching him curiously.
“No. I didn’t know that. It sounds
—well—humanitarian. It doesn’t sound
possible in this day and age.”

“It’s humanitarian —and it’s busi-
ness, too, like I said. However, very
few people will accept a free funeral.
They almost always insist on paying
something. Just to save their pride.”

“I didn’t know that,” Kevin mused.

“And you’ll admit it's a hell of a
topic for our first evening together,”
he concluded brusquely.

“Well, it isn’t exactly our first eve-
ning.”

“I refuse to count the one at the
police station.”

She pulled her green shoulders back
in a little stretch. “Did Mr. Clapp miss
me today? Did you bulldoze him
properly?”

“Oh, he agreed that you were better
off in your bedroom than in his office.”

“What did you talk about? Is there
anything you can tell me?” She asked
the question like an eager little girl.
She leaned across the table toward him.,

Walter James shrugged his slim
shoulders. “There isn’t much to tell.
Clapp would rather not believe there’s
a good sized dope ring breathing down
his neck, but I'll give you odds that
right now the vice squad is hauling in
every known addict and breaking into
every weed parlor north of the border.
He’s not ready to take my word for
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“Do you have an appointment?” She
turned the pages of the book, looking
down. '

“No—but tell Dr. Boniface that it’s
important.”

The girl looked doubtful. “T’ll tell
him, Mr. James.” She went into the
next room in a rustle of starched
whites. Walter James lit a cigarette
and stared at his manicured nails. The
receptionist reappeared.

“Will you have a seat in the waiting
room, Mr. James? Dr. Boniface will
see you in a moment.”

“Thank you,” said Walter James.
The girl closed the door in back of
him. He looked around the deserted
waiting room. Its hush was that of a
church. He looked for an ash tray and
couldn’t find one. The light on the low
center table caught his eye.

“That’s a hell of a light to read by,”
he said aloud. It bored into his head.
The combination of mirrors that made
up the lamp’s framework condensed
rather than diffused the light, intensi-
fying the beam. No matter how he
turned his head the light seemed to be
pointing at his eyes.

Walter James was still staring at the
light when a soft voice said in back of
him, “Good afternoon, Mr. James.”

“Dr. Boniface?” He felt relaxed,
drowsy. It was an effort to think.

“I understand you have something
important to see me about.”

“Yes.” What was it now? His mind
refused to concentrate.

“Come into my office, won’t you?”’

Walter James followed a broad, blue-
suited back into a dim office. Heavy
velveteen drapes masked the windows.
An electric fan made a soft monotonous
whir in a far corner. He looked at
Boniface, noticed the heavy, muscular
frame now going to fat, the fleshy white
face. Boniface’s hands on the desk
blotter were in contrast to his body,

slender and tapering with well-kept
nails. A heavy ring with a black stone
flashed malignantly.

“Now just lean back and relax,” the
soft voice said, soothingly. Walter
James felt himself sinking deeper into
the soft chair. He felt like sleeping.
His eyes, drawn uncontrollably to
Boniface’s slender hands, caught sight
of a rectangle of white tucked in a
corner of the desk blotter.

Walter James shook his head." A
business card! His mind began to claw
its way back into the light.

“Just relax,” the doctor was saying,
his tones even and smooth. “You’ll
feel better if you’ll just relax—"

Say something, Walter James’ mind
told him. Say something—anything—
so that you’ll hear your own voice
again. He opened his mouth with a
physical effort that made his ears ring.

“You ought to be on the stage,”
Walter James said hoarsely. “I haven’t
seen anything like you since Thurs-
ton.” The sound of his voice broke the
spell. He could look away from the
hands and the black ring. He could
look at the fleshy white face again.

Boniface didn’t smile. “Is that the
important something you had in mind,
Mr. James?” His voice was as smooth
as ever but Walter James could sense
the irritation behind it. His mind
began to pick up speed.

“You have to begin somewhere.” He
could feel perspiration cold on the back
of his neck.

“Suppose you try the beginning.”

“I came to you because Dr. Boone
recommended you,” said Walter James,
He looked at Boniface squarely. The
big man’s face didn’t alter.

“Indeed?” he said, “What is the
nature of your problem, Mr. James?”

WALTER JAMES felt calm and
cool again. The trembling in his




































































































































They told Buzz his flying days were
over. But when a killer broke loose
he remembered that a man may have
bad nerves but an excellent nerve!

UZZ FORD was sore. His anger
B hung over his desk in the Oper-
ations Office like a nimbo-cumu-
lus getting ready to spit thunder and
lightning. He stretched his long legs
and moved his arms nervously, trying
to accustom himself to the feel of a
swivel chair. He scowled as his knees
knocked into the sides of the desk.
Damn it, he wasn’t built for a desk. It
had been a week since he took over as
Operations Officer, and he still felt like
a ship in dry dock.

Swivel chair jockey, that’s what he
was. From fighter pilot to pencil pusher
in one easy physical exam.

He held his hands up and examined
them closely, then dropped them back
to the desk blotter. They shook a lit-
tle. but hell, that didn’t mean a guy
couldn’t fly. Fifteen months of punch-
ing fifty caliber holes in Jap Zeros
would make anyone a litt shaky, but it
didn’t necessarily affect his ability to
throw a Hellcat around the sky. But
just try and tell a flight surgeon that.
Yeah, just try.

Tommy Reynolds glided up to his
desk. He was still in flight coveralls
and helmet, and his face was grimy
from his recent hop.

“Hi, Buzz boy,” Tommy grinned.
“You look as though you need a few of
the chaplain’s choice words of sym-
pathy. What’s corroding your soul?”

Buzz glared at the stocky blonde
flyer and growled. “He’ll be reading
a memorial service for you in a min-
ute, chum,” he replied, “if you don’t
cut the merry sunshine act.” Then he
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added, “Damn it, I'll bet you're even
cheerful with a hangover.”

Tommy pushed a pile of papers from
the corner of the desk and deposited
his bulky frame where they had been.
“Okay,” he said, “so you’re not happy
in the Navy. Tell me the sad story.”

Buzz pushed himself out of the swivel
chair so hard that the chair bounced
off the wall in back of his desk. “Nuts!
You'd be griped too, if you’d got the
keelhauling I just had.”

Tommy'’s face softened. “The Skip-
per give you hell this morning because
of the crashes?” he asked. ‘
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sarcastic slur. “I wouldn’t want to have
to kill you too. You're not on my list.”

Buzz had felt the cold fear of death
before going into battle many times,
and he felt it again when he first looked
up the businesslike muzzle of the gun.
But now, as always happened, the fear
wore off quickly and his nerves became
as taut and tough as piano wire. He
settled back in his chair nonchalantly.

“So I was right,” he said calmly to
the man with the gun. “I don’t know
your name, but I know how you got
here. I know you murdered three men
this morning. I can’t tell you why you
murdered them, but I have a pretty
good idea.”

The man sat opposite Buzz, so that
he could watch the door of the office
and the Operations Officer. “You are
clever, sir.” Again the “sir” was heav-
ily accented. “I may have to kill you
too. You know that four men decided
to sit judgment on me, and decided that
I wasn’t fit to be a Navy flier. They
washed me out and I was made a civ-
ilian again. I'm going to be drafted
soon as a private in the army, thanks
to them, and I wanted to square things
before I went. So I came back to show
them that they weren’t as smart as they
thought.”

“When the Navy washes a man out
there’s always a good reason for it,”
Buzz reminded him. “It was probably
better for you that way.”

The man waved his gun. “That’s
for me to decide. And I decided that
they didn’t give me a fair break.” His
eyes gleamed dangerously. “I think
you know too much,” he said, squint-
ing, “so I'd better put you on my list
too. And as long as you’re going to die,
you might as well have the satisfac-
tion of knowing my name. I'm Bill
DeWitt.”

“I can’t say that I’'m glad to meet
you, DeWitt,” Buzz answered. “But I

promise you that you’ll never get away
with this.”

DeWitt grinned. “No? Well, we'll
see. You threw a monkey wrench into
my original plans, but I think I can
change them and still accomplish my
work.”

Buzz was silent, memorizing the fea-
tures of the man in front of him.

DeWitt consulted him watch. “Time
to start,” he said. “Stand up!”

Buzz shrugged his shoulders and did
as he was told.

“Now pick up the phone,” DeWitt
ordered, “and tell the line chief to
warm up a fighter for you. Make it
one of those parked right in front of
the building here.”

So that was his plan of escape! Buzz
had thought that he had his man
trapped, but now he saw that he was
outwitted. He whirled and plunged for
the figure standing half way across the
room from him.

“I will like hell,” he shouted as he
plunged.

LAME spewed from the gun, and

Buzz felt his shoulder rip open. At
the same time DeWitt brought his foot
up and caught Buzz in the stomach.
The distance between them had been
too great for Buzz. He fell back
against the wall, hit his head against it,
and slouched down, groggy and winded.

One thing stayed in his mind. No
help would come to the office because
most likely the sound of the shot had
been drowned out by the roar of the
planes warming up and taking off. He
tried to move as he saw DeWitt pick
up the phone, but he couldn’t. His arm
was nearly paralyzed, and his head was
spinning.

“This is the Operations Offier,” De-
Witt said in low tones into the phone.
“I want a fighter warmed up in front
of my office, ready to go in five min-
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court martial board would ask.

Before leaving the washroom he took
a long pull from the refrigerated foun-
tain. The cold water took the heavy
taste of blood from his mouth, and his
head cleared a little.

Once ready for flight, Buzz dashed
back into the office before going to the
plane, and made a hurried call to the
Marine Guard. “This is the Operations
Officer again,” he said. “I'll be taking
off in a few minutes in an F6F, and I
want a jeep with four fully armed ma-
rines to follow the plane as rapidly as
possible.”

He stopped while the information
was passed around the gate house.

“I’m going to have to shoot down a
plane,” he went on, “and if the pilot
gets out alive I want him caught. So I
want the men to be on the spot as soon
as they can. I’ll fly low over the gate
house and rock my wings so that you
can identify me. Got that?”

He slammed the phone into its cradle
and went down to the plane.

WITHIN five minutes Buzz was
buckled into his plane, with the
engine turning over. The chocks were
pulled and he moved away from the
flight line. He didn’t taxi all the way
out, but followed DeWitt’s example,
and took off down the taxiway. As
soon as he was off the ground, Buzz
horsed back on the stick and headed
for altitude. He passed over the gate-
house and saw the jeep start out.

“Navy Monroe Tower, this is Ford.
Over.”

“Go ahead, Mr. Ford,” the tower re-
turned.

“What'’s the position of that runaway
plane now?” Buzz asked.

“Take a heading of three-three-zero,
sir. He’s about fifteen miles ahead of
you on that course. We had the glasses
on him until he disappeared.”
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“Wilco from Ford.”

Buzz moved his throttle to the full
position after setting his prop at maxi-
mum RPM. The Hellcat began to pick
up speed. Then he brought the RPM
back to its most efficient point for a
climb. He levelled off at 5000 feet, and
his eyes scanned the horizon.

A speck appeared ahead and slightly
below him. Buzz glued his eyes to it,
sure that here was his quarry. Two
Hellcats, he thought, tangled up in a
dogfight, with the same speed and ma-
neuverability. That meant it would be
strictly a question of pilots. Buzz knew
that he had the experience on his side.

He adjusted the throttle and mixture
control to get the most speed from the
two thousand horses that were pulling
him along. He hoped that the pilot of
the other plane didn’t know a Hellcat
too well. A man with a lot of hours in
it can always make fine adjustments in
the trimming of the ship and in the en-
gine to squeeze a few extra knots out
of it. Otherwise the chase would go on
until they both ran low on fuel.

“You aren’t going to get away this
time, mister,” Buzz said through his
teeth as he urged his plane on. “You’ll
never get a chance to tell your story
now. Not if I can help it.”

Wait a minute, Buzz thought. I can’t
kill him. If I do I won’t have any
proof. If he dies I won’t be able to tie
up the crashes with the incident at the
gate. No, he’s got to come back alive,
so that he can tell the Skipper all about
it. Okay, brother, you're going to get
winged where it won’t hurt, but you
aren’t going to be able to fly any more.

The speck ahead of him was growing
larger. Buzz coaxed a few more knots
from his ship. Then his eye caught the
cylinder head temperature gauge. The
engine was getting hot from running at
maximum speed for so long a period.
The red pointer on the dial had already
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with no wrinkles at all under the heavy
powder. Shiny white hair was netted
tightly.

“Let go of the gun,” she said, almost
in a2 whisper. Walter James allowed his
fingers to relax and the .38 thudded
against the wooden floor. Major Rock-
well let out a wavering sigh.

“Thank God!” he said. The woman
gave him the briefest of glances.

“Who’s this?”

Walter James said softly, “Why, this
is Dr. Boone, Ethel.”

“Dr. Boone!” The woman’s lips
curled. “He’s not Dr. Boone — you
know and I know that there isn’t any
Dr. Boone.”

“Yes,” agreed the slight man. “You
and I know it. But nobody else does.
And Dr. Boone has been very useful
to me.”

“You didn’t think you could get away
with it, did you, Walter?” asked Ethel
Lantz. “Don’t move your hands!”

The slender man froze. “I am getting
away with it,” he said. “I knew you
were here after we found the gun, but
I'll admit I didn’t expect you to show
up tonight. Did you write that note
from Shasta Lynn?”

The woman stared in the mirror at
his flat blue eyes. “After I failed twice,
I decided I had to make my opportunity
to kill you.” Her mouth smiled bitterly
and alone. ‘“Occasionally, people can
be more clever than you, Walter. I
knew that Shasta Lynn was the one
thing you weren’t sure about. I knew
that a message from her would bring
you in with your guard down.”

Walter James looked tenderly at her
reflection. “Ethel,” he said, “you
shouldn’t have been afraid to come
back to Atlanta. We could have shared
the money and carried out the plan to-
gether. Then we could have had each
other. You know that. I've been wait-
ing for you to get in touch with me.”
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The old-young face twisted hatefully.
“I didn’t want you—TI wanted Hal. But
you killed him, Walter. You wanted the
money all to yourself. The plan would
have worked for all of us, but you
wanted it all to yourself.”

“It can still work, Ethel.” Walter
James inched forward on the chair.
“We can get rid of Shasta Lynn tonight.
Give Clapp the major here as a fall
guy. Then you come out of hiding
and—"

Ethel shook her white head and the
old-fashioned hat bobbed. “Nobody
else is going to die, Walter—nobody
except you. I don’t want anything
more now that Hal can’t be with me.
All I want is to watch you die—the
way you watched Hal die.”

The slim man’s lips tightened. “You
haven’t taken very good care of the
guns, Ethel. The one you left across
the street last Saturday night hadn’t
been cleaned since I gave them to you.”

“I’m not gbing to look down. That’s
what you want, isn’t it? You see, I've
thought this out carefully. You've
stopped winning.”

Walter James shook his head sadly.
“If only you had come back to Atlanta.”

“I was afraid. Anybody that knows
you should be afraid of you. Your
eyes—the way they are now. That’s
the way they were that night when Hal
was in Denver and you suggested that
we kill him and carry out the plan by
ourselves. That’s when I began to be
afraid. That’s why I went to Miami
before Hal got back.” Her voice
trembled. “I let him down. I was too
weak and too afraid of you to stay in
Atlanta and warn him.”

“We can work something out,” he
said, sitting very still. “We’ve meant
such a lot to each other.”

VITH her free hand, she fingered
the bound white hair. “I made



THIS DEADLY WEAPON

a mistake with you. Hal is the only
person who ever meant anything to me.
He still is. I'm doing this for him—
I wouldn’t have the strength to do it
for myself. I've lived in fear for the
last two months, Walter. I was afraid
every time a cop walked toward me
and every time I saw a man your size.
There’s been no one to help me—except
the thought of Hal.”

Walter James looked in the mirror
at the pistol pointing at his back. He
glanced at Rockwell. The major was a
statue in his chair, hardly moving even
to breath. “Why didn’t you go to the
police, Ethel?”

“I didn’t want you to get away.
You're smarter than they are. And I
didn’t want to go to prison. That’s hell
on a woman. I don’t want to get
wrinkled and ugly—Ilet my hair get dry
and coarse.” She finger it tenderly
under the net. “I’ve hurt it now. I had
to bleach it and put bluing on it and
cut some of it off. Wear these awful
clothes so no one would recognize me.”
Her eyes flooded with wetness and she
screamed at him. “I haven’t been any-
body for the last two months! I haven’t
even been a person! I've been afraid
of you!”

The gun wavered.

In one movement Walter James stood
up and kicked the chair back into her.
An explosion burned his side and the
mirror broke over his clawing hands.
He found the derringer under the rag,
whirled and fired. The trailing rag
drifted to the floor.

Ethel Lantz stood weaving from side
to side, horror on her incongruous face.
The black satin across her stomach
began to stain liquidly. The .25 slid
from her fingers and clattered on the
floor.

“I guess I never really thought I
could beat you,” she said weakly and
crumpled clumsily in a heap.
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Walter James looked at his hands
outlined against her black form. They
were beginning to tremble. Not yet!
Please, not yet! He turned slowly and
looked at Major Rockwell.

Rockwell drew back in the chair as
far as he could move. “James—" he
pleaded in a hoarse voice. Walter James
picked up his .38 with his right hand
and squinted at the bigger man. The
pain in his side was like a roaring fire,
crackling and burning inside him.

The door slammed open and Clapp
stood there, one hand clutched in his
coat pocket. “James!” he shouted.
“Put down that gun—”

Walter James threw the empty der-
ringer into the pit of the big man’s
stomach. The detective bent over in
the doorway, trying to draw a gun from
his pocket. Hurling himself forward, the
slender man cut at him twice, viciously.
The edge of his flattened palm sliced
across Clapp’s arm and again across
the side of his heavy neck. Clapp top-
pled out of the dressing room.

Walter James jumped after him. A

cluster of half clad girls huddled on
the concrete steps, terrified cyes star-
ing at Shasta Lynn’s dressing room.
They screamed hysterically at the sight
of the small man’s searching gun,
crowding back and blocking the iron
stage door effectively.
- The pain in his arm and in his side
were one united demon, chewing at him,
trying to weaken him. He could feel
the blood trickling down his leg. He
spun and lurched toward the stage.

Greissinger and Madeline Harms
stood in the wings, in a narrow cor-
ridor of drapes leading to the stage.
They stared at him with wide eyes,
unprotesting, as he shoved roughly be-
tween them and walked onto the stage.
He was breathing heavily. The gun
in his hand felt as though it weighed a
ton.










































EVERYTHING HAPPENS TO ME

HERE were letters, receipts, can-

celled bills, an estimate for founda-
tion repairs—nothing of value that I
could see. Apparently the desk had not
been forced. Whoever opened it must
have had a key. They also had dirty
hands. There were greasy fingerprints
smeared everywhere. It was Steffi who
found the ten dollar bill on the floor.

“This thief,” she said thoughtfully,
“he is very careless. Not like a pro-
fessional at all. T think we shall catch
him.”

“Oh, Lord!” I groaned. “That re-
minds me, I'll have to notify that silly
Sheriff. 1 wonder if there’s a tele-
phone.”

There was, in an alcove under the
stairs, but it was dead.

“We are stuck, no?” said Steffi
blithely.

“We are stuck, yes,” I said, looking
at the broken doors.

The rain which had started so gently,
was now coming down in a steady roar
and a damp chill was creeping into the
house. In some way I would have to
make those door secure, not only
against the weather, but in the event
any other intruders planned to visit the
house.

My first concern, however, was
lights. The single flashlight was not
only inadequate, but it might burn out
at any moment. I remembered the can
of keros~ne, and in a closet off the
kitchen I found two kerosense lanterns.
Fortunately the can was full, so the
prospect of spending the night in
strange darkness was eliminated. The
lanterns were smoky and dim and very
odorous, but better than a total black-
out.

My next chore was in the cellar,
where I built a good fire in the furnace
in order to get hot water, while Steffi
explored the pantry. Stacked under the
cellar stairs I found storm doors and
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windows, and that solved the problem
of the shattered entrance. Two heavy
wooden doors with hinges attached
fitted tightly outside the glass doors,
and were fastened with an iron bolt.
Putting them up was no easy job, but
once they were in place I felt a little
better—though still far from comfort-
able. It seemed to me the house was a
gloomy place, full of shadows. 1 tried
to blame this on our poor lighting equip-
ment, but the feeling of discomfort per-
sisted.

The house had only one old-fashioned
bathroom at the end of the upstairs
hall. I bathed first while the water was
still tepid and very rusty. Judging
from the amount of rust accumulated,
the water could not have been used for
several days. '

I puzzled over this, but couldn’t de-
cide whether it was good or bad. Wheth-
er it meant that Aunt Sophie and Uncle
Henry had gone away for an extended
trip, or whether they might be expected
back at any moment. It would take a
good deal of explaining to convince any
householder that 1 was sitting in his
bathtub because I was an innocent vic-
tim of circumstances, and the robbery
was merely coincidental.

Fortunately, there were plenty of
towels and soap in a tall, built-in cup-
board. I dried myself quickly, washed
the mud and rust out of the high, iron
tub, and started the water for Steffi.

DRAPED somewhat rakishly in two

bath towels, I stepped into a rear
bedroom where Steffi had unearthed a
bizarre costume for me. It consisted
of a silk and wool union suit, gray
checked coat and trousers of ancient cut
and a silk shirt with red and green
candy stripes and no collar. The union
suit and the shirt had yellowed with
age, but the most striking thing about
the outfit was its size. This unusual ap-













































the scrub pine, could get you mad as a
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YOU KNOW TOO MUCHI

can take care of the kid later.”

Red said grimly, “They’re a good
two mile back. Come on. Quick.
We’'ll dump him. We don’t want to
cart that kind of G-heat bait around
any longer.”

He was dragging Jeff out as he spoke.
Jeff remembered that threatening men-
tion of tapping him one more for good
measure, and still played dead. Even
while the rope slid over his head he
played possum, even while the cord
tightened against his throat.

Every fibre within ached to cry out
for mercy. But instinct told him the
hopelessness of it. Speech would earn
him only the death-dealing blow that
the tall man had suggested, that had
been overruled by the redhead.

He allowed himself to be lifted bod-
ily by the stocky man, while Tiny
hoisted that stone to the rail. “Okay,”
Red grunted. “Down with him!”

EFF was falling. This is it, he
thought grimly. This is what it feels
like to be murdered. Then he hit the
cold water. The stone sank much faster
than he did, and the rope tightened
around his neck.

Jeff was a human fish in the water.
He let the stone drag him down, down,
and at about eight feet, the tugging
stopped, the pressure relaxed against
his chafed throat.

He did his little dislocation trick,
throwing his bound hands up over his
head with a quick twist of his loose
shoulder muscles. It was tough going,
getting his hands past his head, but he
finally made it.

He had taken the precaution of
drawing one deep breath, just before
striking the water.

He let a little air out, and his lungs
felt better. He jabbed his bound hands
frantically into his pocket, where he
kept the jackknife which is part of
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Bullding Mechanics and all Wood-
workers. These Guidos give you
the short-cut instructions that

t W you want — including ncw meth-
Se ool auttel ods, ideas, solutions. plans, 5ys-
BuiLst \% )8} tcrgs and money-savi sugges-
:‘"‘/ Lt R tions. An casy progress! ve coursa
JI‘*’ 3 for the apprentice and student.
PGl A practical daily helper and Quick
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“Carpenters cverywherc are using
t.h:se Guldcs as a Helping Hand
to Easter Work, Better Work and
Better Pay.
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@ INSIDE YRADE 4 VoOlS. $6. ...
INFORMATION ON: |
How to use the steel square — How to file and set saws —
How to bulld furniture — How to use a mitre box — How
to use the chalk line — How to use rules and scales — How
to make joints — Carpenters arithmetic — Solving mcnsura-
tion problems — Estimating strength of timbecrs — How to
set girders and silla — How to frame houscs and roofs —
How to estimate costs — How to build houscs, bamms, ga-
rages, bungalows, etc. — How to read and draw plans — §
Draw(ng u; — How — How to uso
scttings 12, 13 and 17 oun the steel square—How to build
holsts and scaffolds — skylights — How to bulld stairs —
How to put on interior trim — How to hang doors — How
to lath — lay floors — How to paint and insulate.
To get thia assistance for yourself simply
A1l in and matl the FREK COUPON below.
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AUDEL, Publishers,

—
a9 West 23rd St., New York 10, N. Y.
Mail Audels Carpenters and Builders Guldes, 4 vola., on 7
trial. If O.K. T wil remit 81 In

$6 18 pald. Otherwise I will return them.
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No obligation unless I
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do you WORRY?

Why worry and suffer any
longer if we can help you?
a Brooks Patented Air
Cushion. This marvelous
appliance for most forms of
reducible rupture is GUARAN-
TEED to bring YOU heavenly
comfort and security—day and
night—at work and %}?y—or it
costs you NOTHING. Thousands
happy. Light, neat-fitting. No hard
For men, women, and children.

Bads or springs.
urable, cheap.
Sent on trial to prove it. Not sold in stores. Beware
of imitations. Write for Free Book on Rupture, no-
risk trial order plan, and proof of results.
respondence Confidential.

Brooks Company, 399 State St., Marshall, Mich.
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All Core

ROOKS DIFFERENT
NEW—UNUSU‘AL' posT paInd

The kind they like to have and
show. Full of entertainment and
fun—you don't want to miss the
special 10. Supply limited. Get
our order in now. §1 pays for
EN books . . . all different.
Write to: 623 E. 2nd St.
Dept. C-11 Brooklyn, New York

_POCKET ~ ADDING  MACHINE

Sturdy steel constructlon for lifetime use. Adds,
subtracts, aids multiplication. Capacity 999,-
909.80. A real machine—guarantced 5 years.
Thousands of satisfled users. Sond nsme and
address. We ship immediately. On delivery,
pay postman $2.50 (plus C.0.D. and postage
charges). If you send $2.50 with

s 50 order, we pay postage. Leather-

CARTOON TENS
BOOKS

7

BolJe a free e gtte case 25c additional. Your
& )y money back after 10 days’ trial
< Trial if not satisfled.

TAVELLA SALES CO., 25-CT West Broadway, N. Y. 7, N. Y.
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