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HEN I portray The American Girl either on my drawing-

board or in one of my books, | insist that the picture be
authentic. For example, before | drew the sketches for this
page | sauntered through New York’s smartest Fifth Avenue
shops in order to give you an accurate forecast of the new
Spring colors that you can so easily duplicate with Tintex. As
an artist | am naturally appreciative of color—and | am always
amazed at the great range of brilliant and fashionable colors
that Tintex offers you for everything you wear. It is small won-
der to me that Tintex is used by more women than any other
tints and dyes in the world.”

| have drawn the girl at
the left just to remind
you to use Tintex on
home -decorations; cur-
tains,drapes,siip-covers,
household linens, etc.

How many Tintex colors are there to
choose from? There are 35—and each,
| assure you, is up-to-the-minute in
Fashion. Where can you get Tintex?
W ell, I've noticed you can get Tintex
just about every place.

lllustrated by JOHN HELD, JR,

How to keep everything you
wear smart and new in color

A.M. AIll your in-
timate wearables
should be in bright
pastel shades.
Launderings will
fade them, ofcourse.
But never mind.
Tintex will restore
their gay color.

P. M. Afternoon and evening attire
depends so much on correct color
for its smartness. And I've observed
that women who are both smart and
-f~ thrifty depend on Tintex to give their
ri\ dresses and frocks the very colors
Paris decrees

See the two young ladies
belowl They are showing
you how simple it is to use
Tintex. Just do as they are
doing— “tint as you rinse."

YOURINSE

1 pirik



what A FOOQOL she s

t nas never dawned upon this
I girl that lipstick draws atten-
tion to her dull, dingy-looking
teeth —or she would take better
care of her teeth and gums.

Are your teeth dull—or bright?
Are your gums firm —or flabby?

If your gums bleed easily — if
you have “ pink tooth brush” —
the soundness of your gums, the

IPANA
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brightness of your teeth, and the
attractiveness of your smile may
be in danger.

“ Pink tooth brush” may lead
to gum troubles as serious as gingi-
vitis, Vincent's disease, or even
pyorrhea. It is a threat to the
good-looks of your teeth — and
sometimes to the teeth themselves.

Try the Ipanamethod of keeping
your teeth sparkling, and your
gums firm and healthy.

Soft modem foods rob your gums
of the stimulation they need. To
give them this necessary stimula-
tion, massage a little extra Ipana
intoyour gums each time you clean
your teeth.

Almost immediately your teeth
will brighten. Soon, you'll see an
improvement in your gums. Con-
tinue with Ipana and massage, and
you needn’'t be bothered about
“ pink tooth brash.”

BRISTOL-MYERS CO., Dept. Y-43
73 West Street, New York, N. Y.

Kindly send me a trial tube of IPANA TOOTH
PASTE. Enclosed is a three-cent stamp to cover
partly the cost of packing and mailing.

Name.

A Good Tooth Paste, Like a Good Dentist, Is Never a Luxury

8



VOL. VII, NO. 4 APRIL, 1933
The I\/I YS I El aY Magazine
Catherine McNelis—Publisher Hugh Weir—Editorial Director
ONE OF THE TOWER MAGAZINES - ON SALE THE 10TH OF EACH MONTH IN WOOLWORTH STORES

SAX ROHMER'S FAVORITE STORY

Another Scoop

for

MYSTERY

MAGAZINE

FAY WRAY

the mystery picture, “King Kong”,

heroine of

and

one of the giant ape’'s brown-skinned

subjects, caught by the camera as they

read with absorbing interest the thrill-

ing story as it appeared in this maga-

zine. “King Kong”, the

breath-taking mystery drama of

senational,

the

month, was conceived by Edgar Wallace

and Merian C. Cooper.

COMPLETE MYSTERY LOVERS' NOVEL

The Sinister Perils of Myra ... 22 Murder by Candlelight................... By Carl Buchanan 52
WARNER FABIAN’'S FIRST MURDER MYSTERY CAROLYN WELLS' MYSTERY PAGE
Bells iN the NIgNt....ccciiiiiiiiiinrenns B0 THICKEIY  oovoooceeceeeooesesesasmsesissssas ossssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssmsssssssssssnsnnnes 6
NEW YORK CITY'S GREAT RIDDLE PICTURE MASTERPIECES OF MYSTERY
The Hoodoo Fortune.............. By Moon Carroll 26 The Mystery of the Lost WOMa@N....ccccoooimeeioereerscerrrsreeneans 7
A BREATHLESS THRILLER OTHER SPLENDID STORIES AND FEATURES
The Man with the Rubber Face. By H. Bedford-Jones 28 The Man Who Died Twice........ By Andrew Soutar 19
JUDY AND JERRY—COLLEGIATE DETECTIVES A Thief in His House.......c.... By H. W. Corley 32
The Platinum Blonde .By Arnold Fredericks 43 Woman with a Past. ... By John Mattox 35
The Murder of an Author. 60
THE TAXI DETECTIVE SOLVES In Quest of the Feminine 62
The Black BOX....ocowveiverinnenn. By William CorcCran 46 Here’s Our Colonial Bedroom 66
SIMEON GRAVES ON THE CASE :';’W ND° T_°” L_'kel Y;’“r Sh°;°a|l‘e' . 64
. e New Lingerie Is Easy to Make.... . .
The Weird Murders of Mr. Cam. Walter F. Ripperger 49 - gerte 4 Pp- 67
Prize Coffee Recipes.... o8
AN ADVENTURE WITH COREY CHAICE The Make-Up Box.. 100
$50,000.....00c0umimirrierieresese s By Hal Hargrove 40 The Line-Up

Cover Design by Clark Agnew

Published Monthly by TOWER MAGAZINES, Inc., Washington and South Aves., Dunellen, N. J.
Home Office: 22 No. Franklin St, Wilkes-Barre, Pa.

Inc.. In the United States
and” Canada. (‘Trade Mark Reg. U. s. Pat. Off.). Subscription
price in the U. S. A., $120 a year, 10c a copy; in Canada,
$3.60 a year, including duty, 30c a copy; in foreign countries.
$2.00 a year, 20c a copy. Entered at the Post Office at Dunellen.
N. J., as second-class matter under the Act of March 3, 1879.
Printed in U. s. A. Nothing that appears in The Mybtebt
Magazine may be reprinted, either wholly or in part, without
permission.  Tower Magazines, Inc., assumes no responsibility for
return of unsolicited manuscripts, and they will not be returned
unless accompanied by stamped, self-addressed envelopes. Owners
submitting unsolicited manuscripts assume all risk of their loss
or damage.

Member of the Audit Bureau of Circulations

Executive and Editorial Offices: 55 Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y.

copyright. 1933, Dy Tower Magazines,

OFFICERS
Catherine McNelis, President
Theodore Alexander,
Marie L. Featherstone, Secretary

ADVERTISING OFFICES
55 Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y.
919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Il
7046 Hollywood Blvd., Hollywood, Cal.

Treasurer



“When a man begins to take you
for granted, look out! Capture for
yourselfglamorous complexion love-
liness the way the Screen Stars do.
Men arealwaysstirred by lovelyskin/”

She knows her husband really loves her
still, yet she is taken for granted, neg-
lected. Love has grown hum-drum, stale.

“TYON'T let love grow hum-
JJ drum!” This is the warning
Helen Twelvetrees sends to the
many perplexed women who write
this charming screen star for advice.

“When a man begins to take you
for granted,” she says, “look out!”

And then she tells Hollywood’s
secret of winning—and holding—
adoration. “Capture for yourself
glamorous complexion loveliness
the way the screen stars do. Men

She learns the Hollywood secret—that a
velvet-smooth skin has a charm men can't
resist. She begins to use the Hollywood
way to this complexion loveliness.

are always stirred by lovely skin!”

Ofthe 694 important Hollywood
actresses, actually 686 use Lux
Toilet Soap to keep their complex-
ions always lovely. It is the official
soap in all the great film studios.

Begin today to use fragrant,
white Lux Toilet Soap regularly,
just as Helen Twelvetrees does!

Let the Beauty Soap of the Stars make

The MYSTERY Magazine, April, 1983

Again she knows the thrill of honeymoon days!
Eager eyes search the new, seductive beauty
of her face. Now life is glamorous, gay!



TRICKERY

The famous creator of detective mystery fiction presents
these magic puzzles guaranteed to afford you and your

friends real
mystery page—complete

The Complacent Shopkeeper

ABUSINESS woman, on her way
home from her office, stopped in at
a small hardware store to pay a little
bill which she owed there.

She laid the bill on the counter,
nodded to the shopman, and then pro-
ceeded to gather the various coins from
her pocket.

“Good gracious,” she exclaimed,
“1 haven't enough to pay your bill,
after all!l You see, | had enough when
I left the office, but I made a little
purchase on my way, and now, you
see, I'm short!”

“Not at all,” said the smiling shop-
man. “Forget it. Give me what you
have there and we’ll call it square. It
won't really make any difference to

“My dear sir, what do you mean? If
I gain this difference, you must lose it.
Then why say it doesn't matter to

ou?”

“1 say the truth. It will not affect
my profit and loss account to the slight-
est degree.”

Can you explain this?
man told the exact truth.

ANSWER

For the shop-

The woman'’s bill was for two dollars.
She had two dollars with her, but on
her way, she had spent two cents for an
evening paper. Had she taken her bill
home again and sent the shopkeeper a
check, the tradesman would have had to
pay two cents to mail the woman's re-
ceipted bill. As it was, he receipted
the bill then and there, saved the two
cents he would have spent for postage
and came out square.

6

fun and entertainment. A
with puzzles

new feature
and answers!

Flower Anagrams

ACH word here given may be re-
s— arranged to spell a well-known
flower.

. Drainage.
. Assert.
Claimest.
Inelegant.
Promiser.
Succor.

. Avalils.

Noopwpe

ANSWERS

Gardenia
Asters
Clematis
Eglantine
. Primrose
. Crocus
. Salvia.

ISR INTH

The Game of Books

A SET of cards must be prepared
according to the following direc-
tions. On each card draw or paint or
write the representative titles. Have
your cards uniform size and of at-
tractive appearance.

The cards, being duly numbered, are
spread on one or more tables, and each
player is given paper and pencil.

The players then guess what book is
described by the design on each card,
and writes it down with its proper num-
ber on his own list.

When all have finished, collect the
cards, and let two or three chosen
judges go over them and award prizes
to the best lists:

By
Carolyn Wells

THE TITLES

1. March fifteenth, written, or cut
from a calendar and pasted on a card.

2. The word women in very small
letters.  This, too, may be written,
microscopically, or cut from a paper, if
in small type.

3. A very long, narrow capital A.

4. Two capital I's, colored blue.

5. A picture of the moon and an
English sixpence. If the coin_is not
available, cut a picture of a sixpence
from a coin catalogue or old almanac.

6. A postcard showing the Main
Street of any town.

7. Several marriage notices cut from
the paper.

8. Picture of a very attractive baby.

9. Picture of a statue of Apollo.

10. Picture of a beetle, gilded on the
card.

11. Picture of yacht or sailing ves-
sel, and in front of the mainmast, print
the dates, 1492 and 1776.

12. A picture of a few cakes cut from
any cookery page and a picture of a
bottle of ginger ale, cut from an adver-
tisement.

13. Murder case,
letters.

14 cccCccCccCcCcC

15. Picture of girl in old fashioned
costume.

16. Map of the world, spread out in
the two hemispheres.

17. Three pennies, inked or painted
black.

18. An arrow, gilded on the card.

19. A small map, showing part of the
New England states, of which Boston
is the southernmost point shown.

20. A small bowl of earth.

printed in green

ANSWERS

. Middlemarch.

Little Women.

. Innocents Abroad.

(In no sense A, broad)

A Pair of Blue Eyes.
The Moon and Sixpence.
Main Street.

Many Marriages.

. Nize Baby.

. Glorious Apollo.

. The Gold Bug.

. Two Years Before the Mast.
12. Cakes and Ale.

13. The Greene Murder Case.
14. Seven Seas.

15. An Old Fashioned Girl.
16. The Wide, Wide World.
17. The Three Black Pennys.
18. The Arrow of Gold.

19. North of Boston.

20. The Good Earth.

-
SopNoos whe

=
=

If your party is made up of literary
people, you may add some less well-
known books. Or if up-to-date minds
are present, put in some of the most
recent titles.

Watch for the Carolyn
Wells puzzles each month!
A new feature page of magic
and mystery!

The MYSTERY Magazine, April, 1933



THE

Lost Woman!

Masterpieces of mystery!

Presenting the world’s

greatest detective novels told for the first time in

pictures.

It was after midnight, and Walter Hartright, a
young drawing teacher, had just bade his mother
goodby on the eve of his departure for a new posi-
tion at Limmeridge House, in Gumberlandshire.
He was crossing Hampstead Heath on his way
back to his lodgings in London when he was
startled by a hand laid lightly upon his shoulder.
He whirled about, and found himself face to face
with a young woman dressed entirely in white.
Her face was drawn and anxious, and she glanced

The MYSTERY Magazine, April, 1933

Read Wilkie

Collins’ “The

in White”

classic,
Woman

over her shoulder from time to time, as though
fearing pursuit.

“Is that the road to London?” she asked, in a
hoarse voice, and pointed to the reddish cloud which
overhung the great city.

“Yes; and as | am on my way there,” Hartright
told the Woman in White, “1 will show you the
road.”

“And you won't detain me?” she demanded. “I
have a friend in London— 1 must get to her at once.”

Hartright reassured her, and they trudged on
together. As they reached the suburbs, a cab
passed. The Woman in White hailed it and a
moment later was driven away.

(Please turn to page 8)



The Mystery of the Lost Woman!

As Hartright turned to go, an
open chaise with two men in it
stopped beneath a street lamp
across the way.
“Officer!” cried one of the men.
“Officer!” and a policeman came
forward into the circle of light.
“Have you seen a woman in white? She must
have passed this way. A woman all in white!”
“1 have seen no such woman, sir,” said the officer.
“What has she done?”
“Done!” echoed the
man in the chaise.
“She has escaped from
my asylum. If you see
her, arrest her instant-
ly—she is not fit to be
at large. Remember,
a woman in white!”

Walter Hartright,
arrived at his destina-
tion, met his new em-
ployers. Laura Fairlie
looked up with a start
as Marian Halcombe
ushered him into the
summer-house.
Though they were half-
sisters, no two women
could have been more
unalike in appearance

—Marian, dark, al-
most swarthy, with,
coal-black hair, and

strong, magnificent figure. Laura, slender and fair,
with eyes of turquoise-blue—such eyes, Hartright
told himself, as he had never seen before, so soft,
so limpid, so full of gentleness and candor. Stand-
ing there in the soft sunlight, she was such a vision
of loveliness that his pulse was anything but steady
as he met her.

“This is your new pupil, Mr.
Marion, drawing him forward.
Hartright.”

Hartright,” said
“Laura, this is Mr.
And so it was to this household that

8

Walter Hartright had journeyed
to take up his new duties. And
it was here that he was to find
the greatest sorrow—and happi-
ness—of his whole lifetime.
While he could not know it now,
it was to be he who later was to
clear the mystery surrounding
Laura Fairlie’'s life—but only
after he had endured such pain
and sorrow as comes to few men.
Constant association with his
beautiful pupil could have but
one inevitable result for Walter
Hartright. He fell madly in love
with her. And Laura Fairlie!
Days had come to have only one
meaning for her. She was to see,
again, the one man in the whole
world who meant everything to
her. So does love have its way.

“Do you think I am improv-
ing?” Laura asked one day, as

they leaned over a drawing board. She looked up
at Hartright with a smile, but there was something
in his eyes which made her look away. Marian
Halcombe saw that something, too, and her face
darkened with anxiety. Could it be that this
poor young drawing teacher had permitted him-
self to fall in love with the heiress of Limmeridge
House and the Fairlie fortune? And Laural
What of her? Marian saw that her duty was clear.
Since her sister had no father or mother to protect
her, she herself must do so. Hartright must be
told the truth, and dismissed at once.

(Please turn to page 10)
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1933 WILL BE FAMED FOR ONE PICTURE/

iIWALT~MR ~N'USTON
MADGE EVANS
JIMMY DURANTE

Directed
JACK QO]
r I Every year one picture leaps out of the parade
of pictures to startle, amaze and thrill the world!
For months Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer has secretly
'prepared for you a dramatic spectacle more
‘ambitious than anything yet undertaken by this
producing organization. Previewed in Hollywood
as this magazine goes to press it is acclaimed
as greater than “Hell Divers." Watch for it!

A METRO-GOLDWYN-MAYER PICTURE
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The Mystery of the Lost Woman!

And then the blow fell. *“I feel
that | must speak to you frankly, Mr.
Hartright,” said Marian. “You have
permitted yourself to fall in love
with my sister. You must leave us.”

“1 will go tomorrow,” agreed Hart-
right hoarsely. “lI should have re-
membered that I am only a poor
drawing teacher,” he added bitterly.

“It is not that,” broke in Marian
quickly, “but Laura Fairlie is be-
trothed—a betrothal sanctioned by
her father on his deathbed, which
she considers sacred.”

“Who is the man?”
asked.

“His name is Sir Percival Glyde.
He is a man of unimpeachable char-
acter—a man of large property in
Hampshire.”

Hartright

The parting was not
without effect on Laura.

“1 have told him that
he must go, and he
agrees,” said Marian.
“That was right, was it
not, my darling?”

“Yes,” agreed Laura
drearily, “that was right,

| suppose. But look what | have just received,
Marian—an anonymous letter. Listen to what it
says: ‘Do you believe in dreams? | dreamed of
you last night, Miss Fairlie. You were at the altar
rail and a man was beside you—a man of five-and-
forty. Outside he was fair enough, but | could see
into his heart, and it was black as night. Beware,

or he will strew your path with misery, as he has

10

strewn the paths of others!"”

In the meantime, the dis-
consolate Hartright heard a
report of a ghost being seen
in the village churchyard at
the grave of Laura’s mother.
Suspecting who it was, he
lay in wait that night, and
stole upon her unperceived.
It was the Woman in White.
As he looked down at her,
he was startled by her re-
semblance to Laura Fairlie.

He heard her cry, softly,
her cheek against the cross.
“Oh, Mrs. Fairlie! You
know how I love your child
for your sake! Tell me how
to save her!”

In the sitting room at Limmeridge House, Marian,
Sir Percival and the old lawyer, Vincent Gilmore,
were in conference.

“It is perfectly right that you should inquire into
the anonymous letter, Mr. Gilmore,” said Sir
Percival. *“It was written by a poor, demented
creature named Anne Catherick. Her mother is a

(Please turn to page 12)

The MYSTERY Magazine, April, 1933



..with GLORIA STUART?™*
DONALD COOK-EMMA DUNN
FRANK McHUGH <RUSSELL GLEASON

Jr RIVATE Jones was a lovable
fool and he couldn’t escape the draft. He
snarled at patriotism, hated his officers and the
men around him. He despised the army and
refused to bow to discipline. He was cocky
and quick-tempered. He wanted to fight every-
body but the enemy. But there came a day
when he was forced to the firing-line and in
that swirling sea of fire, "PRIVATE JONES”
— but see the picture in which LEE TRACY
makes the hit of his career.

Presented By

CARL LAEMMLE

Story by Richard Schayer.
Directed by Produced by
RUSSELL MACK CARL LAEMMLE, Jr.
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The Mystery of the Lost Woman!

tenant of mine, and | offered
to pay for placing her in a
private asylum, where she
could be taken care of—an
act of charity, but she has
conceived for me a violent
hatred.”

“How did it happen Anne
Catherick knew Mrs. Fair-
lie?” Mr. Gilmore asked. “I
have been the attorney for
the family for many years.”

“Yes, | know,” Sir Percival

assented. “Anne went to
school in the village here
when she was a girl, and Mrs.
Fairlee tried to help her. It
was she who told her that
she should always dress in
white. For her own sake,
we must find her and return
her to the asylum.

“Are you satisfied, Miss
Halcombe?”

“Yes,” answered Marian, but there was a shade
of uncertainty in her voice. “Yes—I suppose so.”

Some time later, at Gilmore’'s office in London,
Gilmore was closeted with Sir Percival's attorney.

“1 sign this settlement on behalf of Miss Fairlie
under protest,” said Mr. Gilmore, “but the instruc-
tions from her guardian leave me no alternative.”

“What is it you object to?” asked Gilmore.

“1 object to the clause which leaves Miss Fairlie’s
personal fortune to her husband, in case of her
death without issue.”

“But that is only a formality—she is twenty years
younger than he, and will certainly outlive him.”

“Perhaps she will,” Gilmore agreed grimly,
“nevertheless, in my opinion, it is a mistake to
give a husband, under any circumstances, an inter-

12

est of twenty thousand pounds on his wife's death.”

So Laura Fairlie became Lady Glyde. She soon
learned that her husband cared nothing for her,
and when, six months later, he summoned her into
his study, she went with a foreboding of disaster.

“l have a document here for you to sign,” he
said roughly. “Count Fosco and Miss Halcombe
will witness your signature.”

“What is the document?” Laura inquired.

“It is a mere formality. Sign here,” and he held
the pen toward her.

“But | should like to read it first,” she protested.

“Do you doubt my word?” he blustered.

“1 refuse to sign any document | have not read.
Mr. Gilmore warned me never to do so.”

(Please turn to page 14)
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Palmolive now at
lowest prices In history

Nothing is changed but the price. The same amount of olive
oil goes into every cake ... the same generous-size cake
. . . the same true cosmetic effect that has made Palmolive
the voluntary choice of more than 20,000 beauty experts

ITH beauty at stake— you must choose soap bargains carefully.
W Beware—lest you pay too dearly for so-called bargain soaps
which dry, irritate, age the skin. You — and millions — who know
Palmolive quality—Palmolive reputation— Palmolive results—will rec-
ognize in these new-day prices a genuine, worthwhile beauty bargain.

To be sure there are cheaper soaps— but what are they made from?
Do you dare use them on your skin? You know what Palmolive is
made from. Below we show you the generous quantity of olive oil we
put into every cake. We show you the reason why Palmolive is not just
another soap—but a genuine, provable beauty treatment.

A real complexion soap bargain

. N N THIS
Palmolive is not an all-purpose household soap. Palmolive makes EXACT
AMOUNT

Actual photo*
graph of the

ing time-tested cosmetic oils is too valuable for that. Palmolive unt of
is a skin soap — a complexion soap — goes jnto
made to preserve youth — to foster and Palmolive.

promote true natural skin beauty. It

is the only leading soap that reveals its

no claims for laundry purposes. The Palmolive formula embody-

ingredients.

Now — supply your household with
Palmolive generously! Use this fine
beauty aid for face—for shampoo—for
bath—for the whole family. At these
low prices you need never let any soap
but Palmolive touch your skin.

Kjmiz XAxvb (S 1L y
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The Mystery of the Lost Woman!

In an old summer-house
whither Laura had fled to be
alone with her thoughts, she came
suddenly upon the Woman in
White.

“1 have been waiting for you
and hoping you would come,”
said the strange creature. “I
will save you yet! There is a
secret which will ruin your hus-
band—he will be in your power.
But | must be careful, or they
will seize me and shut me up

again. Meet me here tonight, at
ten. Goodby!” And she hur-
ried away.

“Good God! How they re-

semble each other!” muttered
the Count, staring after her. He
came upon this scene between
the two women quite unexpect-
edly. “And what is this secret,
I wonder? Well, we shall see!”

But that night Marian Halcombe overheard a
sinister conversation between Sir Percival and the
Count.

“The money has been raised, in the absence of
Lady Glyde’s signature, by means of bills at three
months,” said Count Fosco. “But after that, what?
They will not be renewed.”

“l1 know it,” groaned Sir Percival.
ruin, nothing less.”

“What money do you get from your wife?”

“Nothing but the interest on her twenty thousand
pounds.”

“And in case of her death, what do you get?”
asked the Count softly.

“It means

“In case of her death, | get the twenty thousand
pounds.”

“Paid down?” inquired the Count.

“Paid down. But why the devil do you look at
me like that?”

After a year abroad in a vain effort to win for-
getfulness, Walter Hartright returned to England,
only to learn that the woman he loved, Laura, Lady
Glyde, had died three months previously and was
buried beside her mother in the old churchyard
at Limmeridge. Next day, as he knelt beside her
grave, a veiled woman approached him.

“Walter!” she cried. “Do you know me?” and
as he stared up at her, she raised her veil.

Scarcely able to believe his eyes,
he saw that it was Laura Fairlie—
Laura, Lady Glyde—beside whose
grave he was kneeling!

“We have been in hiding,” Ma-
rian explained, who had accom-
panied her sister to the graveyard.
“It was not Laura who died—it was
Anne Catherick—the Woman in
White. It was Count Fosco’s do-
ing—he spirited them both away,
and had Laura returned to the
asylum in Anne Catherick’s place;
then buried Anne Catherick as
Lady Glyde. | found Laura and
helped her to escape, but they have
all her money. Her guardian has
declared her an imposter. If they
find her, they will shut her up again

as Anne Catherick.
We are helpless!”
“No, you are not
helpless!” cried Wal-
ter Hartright. “Laura
Fairlie shall be re-
stored to her rightful
place in the world—I
swear itl We must
unearth the secret of
the Woman in White!”
(Please turn to p. 16)
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10 Ins favorite recipe
ENGLISH MEAT PIE

No tea party dish . . . this English Meat Pie.
It's
compounded from all sorts of ingredients which
are popular with the men folks .

You want a husky appetite to do it justice.

. . sirloin steak,
lamb kidneys, peppery spices and pastry.

This is Clive Brook’s idea of a good masculine
dish. But Ann Harding thinks she can put in a
little competition with her Barbequed Meat. And
the Gleasons have a pet Hash recipe they’ll back

TOWER BOOKS

any day against the very best of them.

Don't stop here, though . . . there are 46 movie
stars clamoring to enlighten you about the recipes

they like best. And you’ll like them, too!

You'll find them all in the book,
Recipes of the Movie Stars,”

“Favorite
on sale in the
Woolworth stores or you can get a copy by send-
ing ten cents, plus three cents postage, to:

Incorporated.

55 FIFTH AVENUE
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The Mystery of the Lost Woman!

Walter Hartright hastened to the vestry of
the Episcopal church, where he made a valu-
able discovery. Checking on the marriage
records, he found the record of the marriage
of Sir Felix Glyde, the father of Sir Percival,
crowded into a narrow space at the bottom
of the page. But the copy of that page, which
he held in his hand and which had been made
years before by the former verger, showed no
such entry.

The entry was a forgery—there could be
no doubt of it. Sir Felix Glyde had
never married. The man who posed
as his heir was illegitimate, with no
shadow of claim to his estate. The
secret had been disclosed at last!

That night the man who had
posed as Sir Percival Glyde forced
his way into the vestry, determined
to destroy the evidence of the
forgery, which would send him to
prison for life. In his excitement,
the candle he carried was over-
turned among the papers. The
flames leaped about him, as he tried
vainly to extinguish them, and when
he turned to flee he found the heavy
door was jammed. Desperately he
struggled to wrench it open, but in
vain. In a moment the flames had
dragged him down to death!

Hastening to Count Fosco’s home
in London, they forced him to sign
a confession to his and Sir Perci-
val's plot.

“1 sign this statement on one con-
dition,” said the Count. “That |
be permitted to leave England un-
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will

take

molested. Anne Catherick died
through no act of mine. She had
suffered with heart disease for
years. She was the daughter of
Philip Fairlie by a mistress—
hence her resemblance to his le-
gitimate daughter, Laura. The
evidence is all there. Do you
agree to the condition?”

“l agree,” said Walter curtly.
“What happens to you is no con-
cern of mine.”

“Here is Fosco’s confession,”
said Walter, in triumph, to Laura.
“Now you can take your rightful
place in the world again!”

it only with you beside me, my

darling!” cried Laura, her face lighted by a great
tenderness, and she threw herself into his arms.

The MYSTERY Magazine, April, 1933



You against the Rest of Womankind

your Beauty your Charm

O fcourse, you can mask your thoughts, your
feelings. But you cannot mask your skin. It
is there for all tosee ... toflatter or criticize,
to admire or deplore. In the Beauty Contest
of life, in keen rivalry with other women,
it's the girl with flawless skin who wins.

THE SOAP OF BEAUTIFUL WOMEN

Your complexion at its radiant best is a
glorious weapon that can help you conquer.
And Camay, the Soap of Beautiful Women,
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is your skin's best friend. Camay is mild,
pure, safe. Made of delicate oils for delicate
skins. And what a rich, copious lather it
gives, even in hard water!

THE PRICE IS DOWN

Camay, in its gay new dress, is the out-
standing beauty value of the hour that wo-
men are flocking to buy. Never has a soap
so fine sold at a price so low! Get a dozen
cakes today!

THE SOAP OF

BEAUTIFUL

your Skin!

Alone, your looks may not seem so
important to you. But when you must
hold your own, in competition with
other women, you realize that life is
a Beauty Contest. Someone’s eyes are
forever searching your face, compar-
ing you with other women, judging
the beauty of your skin.

« To have a skin of clear, natural love-
liness, apply a lather of Camay and
warm water to your face twice a day.
Rinse thoroughly with cold water.

e Pure, creamy-white Camay is the
safe beauty soapfor thefeminine skin.
You'll find Camay s rich, luxuriant
lather delightful in your bath, as well!

Copr. 1933, Procter & Gamble Co.

CAMAY

WOMEN
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"CAVALCADE", "STATE FAIR"™ and NOW -

Where youth finds love
amid the strangest of
settings . . .

Where, before the eyes

of the curious, is enacted JESSE L. LASKY
Thhe gen{uiwhq made Pot\ll_es
imiti the great American entertain-
a prlmltlve romance so mentg, crowns his career with the
thrllllng so tender so year’'s most thrilling picture.
’

strange...that by the very
power and uniqueness of
its story and the produc-
tion genius of Jesse L
Lasky,ZOO in BUDAPEST
definitely becomes one
of the leaders in the Fox
Cavalcade of Hits.

with

LORETTA YOUNG
GENE RAYMOND

O. P. HEGGIE
Directed by Rowland V. Lee
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The MAN

who

Died Twice

Escape— his one chance!

Bv ANDREW SOUTAR

HE man from Queensland felt proud of himself

as he stood before the mirror in his hotel and

stroked the point of his trim beard. He had re-

turned from a dinner given in his honor by mem-
bers of the Chamber of Commerce; the plaudits of the
company were still ringing in his ears. The chairman
had said:

“Our guest, as you may have read in the newspapers,
has come from Australia with a romance that should
infuse new courage into the flagging hearts of every
farmer in this country.

“From a small boy, penniless and often hungry, he
has risen to become one of the richest sheep farmers
in that far distant continent. Gentlemen, | ask you to
rise and drink to the health of Mr. Arnold Chester.”

As he stared at his reflection in the mirror Chester
thought: “I1 wonder what they would have said if I
had told them the truth? They were paying homage
to my money, not my ‘romance’ I’

He had never been penniless or hungry in his life.
He had been resentful of restraint, of custom, of in-

He changed clothes with

the dead man, then slid the body back into the tide.
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fluence being necessary to get on in life. He was re-
sentful of the slow methods of the merchants who
employed him. When Australia called he hadn’t the
money to book passage, so he took five hundred dollars
belonging to the employer.

Everything and everybody conspired with him to
cheat the law and help him out of the country. His
name was William Jennifer in those days. He intended
to change it in any case, but not in the circumstances
that arose.

AFTER leaving the office on that fateful evening he

went directly home. His landlady told him that
Robert Paget, a fellow clerk, had called to see him and
would call again.

Had they made a discovery at the office? Jennifer
showed fear; he said to the landlady: “If he calls
again, tell him | am still out. | don't like that man.”

Long afterward this woman said to her questioners
that she took the impression that Jennifer—*“one of
the nicest young men she had ever had in her house”

—was afraid that Paget meant him some harm.

Leaving the house, Jennifer set out for the ship that
was to take him abroad. He walked along the river
dock for a distance of a hundred yards. He wanted to
turn over in his mind the whole of the scheme he had
planned.

It was very dark at the time, but he had no difficulty
in recognizing Paget, who came out of the shadows
and called to him:

“Well, this is luck— Sorry | missed you at the house.”

Paget was bemused; he had been drinking. He
leaned heavily on Jennifer and begged the loan of ten
dollars. Jennifer struck him and broke away. Paget
shouted wildly: “I'll kill you for that.”
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Years ago, he had exiled himself a thief an embezzler.

Now,

he had returned to his native land only to meet his former self-

in one of the most dramatic stories this magazine has published.

Farther down the river bank Jennifer’'s gaze, follow-
ing a ray of light from an electric sign, picked out a
horrifying thing. It was the body of a young man,
lying half-in and half-out of the water. Suicide! Per-
haps. The bullet wound had completely disfigured the
face.

An age-old subterfuge occurred to the escaping Jen-
nifer; he searched the body and exchanged as much
clothing as he believed to be necessary, leaving innocu-
ous letters of his own in order to strengthen the alibi.
Then he slid the gruesome thing back into the tide.

During the journey back to Tilbury Docks the only
fear that assailed him was the possibility of Paget
having already communicated to the Chief his sus-
picions or knowledge of the embezzlement. He would do
it in the hope of improving his own position in the
office.

The cargo boat that took a few saloon passengers
loomed out of the darkness. There was something,
friendly about its scarred ribs and littered decks and

“l daren’t let go of
this great joy that's
come to me,” she said,
“but 1 can’'t deceive
you. . .. My name is
not Deering!”
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its few lights—it offered sanctuary for just such a
fugitive, as the liners were watched by the police; an
ugly old tramp of this description was beneath their
notice.

They were making ready to cast off when he reached
the dock. Nobody had any time to waste on Jennifer.
He was expected in the name of Arnold Chester; the
only steward merely glanced at his ticket and showed
him to his cabin, saying that he must be prepared to
put up with a little inconvenience until the morning, by
which time they should be around the Foreland and
heading down channel. True he didn't sleep that night,
but he felt that every throb of the engines was taking
him nearer the new life he hoped to begin.

There were only three or four passengers—leaving
England for England’'s good. One of them broke
through Jennifer’s reserve next day and was interested
to learn that he was bound for Australia.

The man was able to tell him all about life on a sheep
station; he himself might have made a fortune out
there, he said, but drink had been his handicap. He
had vision, and he convinced Jennifer of that fact. He
was generous in giving away his ideas.

Jennifer absorbed them, but subconsciously. He
allowed the man to talk unceasingly; it kept his own
thoughts from dwelling on what he had left behind.

They were steaming east; therefore, there were no
newspapers to overtake them. They touched Columbo
and Penang and Singapore, but the vernacular press in
those places didn't waste money on cabled reports of
minor embezzlements.

Eastward, into the sunshine, forgetting the past,
reaching out to the new life! Jennifer applied himself
diligently to the task of creating a new personality.
Arnold Chester subjugated (Please turn to page 87)



The SINISTER

The creator of the famous Fu
Manchu mysteries invites you to

read his favorite story of thrills
Meet Myra Du-
quesne, the girl who was threat-
lover and the
sinister magic of old Egypt!

and shudders.

ened by a demon

OBERT CAIRN, turning his steps in the direc-
tion of Piccadilly, with an involuntary shudder
thought of the repellent figure he was about

' to visit—Antony Ferrara.

The man was a ghoul, a monster in the guise of a
gentleman, an elemental spirit of evil—a venomous
spider weaving a web that threatened to enmesh not
only Robert, but his father, Dr. Bruce Cairn, and
Myra Duquesne as well.

Ferrara’s chambers proved to be on the second floor;
the doors were opened for him by an Eastern servant
dressed in white.

2

Robert Cairn was salaamed into a small
reception room with the walls and ceiling
entirely covered by a fretwork in sandal-
wood, evidently Oriental in workmanship.
In niches, or doorless cupboards, stood
curious-looking vases and pots. Heavy
curtains of rich fabric draped the doors.
The floor was of mosaic and a small foun-
tain played in the center. A cushioned
divan occupied one side of the place, from
which natural light was entirely excluded
and which was illuminated only by an or-
nate lantern swung from the ceiling. This
lantern had panes of blue glass, producing
a singular effect. A silver mibkharah, or
incense burner, stood near to one corner
of the divan and emitted a subtle perfume.

“Good heavens!” muttered Cairn, disgustedly, “poor
Sir Michael's fortune won't last long at this rate!”
He glanced at the smoking mibkharah. “Phew!
Effeminate beast! Ambergris!”

OOBERT CAIRN, lean and neatly groomed, with his
Afresh clean-shaven face and typically British air,
seemed strangely out of place in this setting of Eastern
voluptuousness.

The dusky servitor drew back a curtain and waved
him to enter, bowing low, as the visitor passed. Cairn
found himself in Antony Ferrara’'s study. A huge

The MYSTERY Magazine, April, 1933



PERILS of Myra

never go to Antonys
rooms again.”

fire was blazing in the grate, rendering
the heat of the study almost insufferable.

It was, he perceived, an elaborated copy
of Ferrara’s room at Oxford; infinitely
more spacious, of course, and by reason of
the rugs, cushions, and carpets with which
its floor was strewn, suggestive of great
opulence. But the littered table was there,
with its nameless instruments and its ex-
traordinary silver lamp; the mummies
were there; the antique volumes, rolls of
papyrus, preserved snakes and cats and
ibises; statuettes of Iris, Osiris, and other
Nile deities were there; the many photo-
graphs of women, too. Above all, there was
Antony Ferrara.

He wore the silver-gray dressing-gown
trimmed with white swansdown in which
Cairn had seen him before. His statuesque
ivory face was set in a smile, which yet was
no smile of welcome; the over-red lips
smiled alone; the long, glittering dark eyes
were joyous, almost, beneath the straight
penciled brows, sinister.

“My dear Cairn—how good of you to
come I’

Cairn said nothing. He wasn't looking
at Antony Ferrara; his eyes were on the
girl who was seated in the high-backed
chair, Myra Duquesne.
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“Myra!  You here!” he exclaimed, then instantly
was conscious of the absurdity of his remark. He
realized that Antony Ferrara and Myra Duquesnhe had
known one another from childhood, that the girl prob-
ably regarded Ferrara in the light of a brother. She
was Sir Michael Ferrara's niece and Antony his
adopted son.

“1 came to talk to Antony,” said Myra.
so much—so many interesting things.”

Robert Cairn noted with dismay the shadows under
her eyes—the gray eyes that he would have wished
to see ever full of light and laughter. She was pale,
too, or seemed unusually so in her black dress; but the
tragic death of her guardian, Sir Michael Ferrara,
had been a dreadful blow to this convent-bred girl.

“He knows

“VITHY shouldn't she be here?” Antony Ferrara de-

manded sardonically. There was a suggestion of
laughter in the husky voice, a sort of contemptuous
banter.

Cairn stolidly shook his head. Then he looked steadily
at Ferrara.

The intense antagonism existing between the two
men was readily apparent to Myra. She was anxious
to divert the conversation into safer channels.

“bDon‘t you think this is a perfectly fascinating place,
Rob?”

“Great,” said Cairn, though there was no enthusiasm
in his voice.

He began to walk about the room, inspecting the
numberless oddities which it contained. The photo-
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graphs he examined with supercilious curiosity. Then,
passing to a huge cabinet, he began to peer in at the
rows of amulets, statuettes, and other unclassifiable
objects with which it was laden. Ferrara’s voice came.

“That head of that priestess on the left, Cairn, is
vastly interesting. The brain had not been removed,
and quite a colony of Dermestes beetles had propagated
in the cavity. Those creatures never saw the light,
Cairn. Yet | assure you that they had eyes. | have
nearly forty of them in the small glass case on the
table now. You might like to examine them.”

Cairn shuddered, but felt impelled to turn and look
at these gruesome relics. In a square glass case he
saw the creatures. They lay in rows on a bed of moss;
one might almost have supposed that unclean life yet
survived in the little black insects. They were an un-
familiar species to Cairn, being covered with unusually
long black hair except upon the root of the wing-cases
where they were of brilliant orange.

“The perfect pupae of this insect are extremely rare,”
added Ferrara informatively.

Cairn found something physically revolting in the
group of beetles whose history had begun and ended in
the skull of a mummy.

“They're filthy things,” he snapped. “It's like you
to keep them and like you to enjoy telling us about
them.”

For an instant Ferrara’'s calm Oriental passivity
threatened to desert him. His face grew black, but
the next moment he had recovered himself.

“Why | keep them,” he said enigmatically, “is my
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affair. Who knows but that you some day will have a
brief understanding of their uses.”

It seemed to Cairn as if there lay a hidden threat-
ening meaning behind those words.

Myra picked up her gloves.

“1 must go,” she said, “otherwise | shall be late for
my luncheon engagement.”

The room with its queer contents had lost all its
fascination for her. She had a feeling of depression
which she could not explain to herself—as if she were
in the presence of something vast, unclean and obscene.

“1 will see you to your car,” said Cairn quickly.
“Excuse me, Ferrara, I'll drop back later.”

Black, flat shadows moved along the floor—along

DOWNSTAIRS Cairn led Myra to where her little

coupe was parked. He took both of her hands
in his before he allowed her to enter. Their eyes met
and something—something unspoken but poignant—
passed between them, so that for the first time a faint
color tinged the girl's cheeks. She suddenly grew
embarrassed. So they stood in silence for several min-
utes. Then at last Cairn spoke.

“1 know it's none of my business, Myra, but 1'd feel
a lot happier if | were certain you would never go to
his rooms again;”

She looked up at him smilingly, then her eyes clouded.
Instead of replying, she said:

“Antony hates you, Rob. | know
it, | feel it. He's planning to harm
you, to hurt you frightfully in some
way. It came over me when he was
showing us the beetles. 1 felt that

H S _ way when Sir Michael died.”
the walls! They were coming toward him—tak vou mean when Sir Michael
N . - was murdered!”
ing shape One touched his hand . a hairy- “Murdered?” She looked at him

R R ; ; aghast. “You, too—feel that?”
limbed monster faint, rustling, crawling He nodded uncomfortably.
i i i “Goodby,” she said, “and take
noises. He heard his telephone ring, but care-——-" )
Robert Cairn walked slowly
was powerless to answer it! along, in ~deep thought. There
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were many questions he wanted to
ask. His mind went back to the

(Please turn to page 76)
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The

Thomas Patrick Mor-
ris, the man who has
New York guessing.
Is he the Wendel heir?

Hoodoo
FORTUNE!

By Moon Carroll

Arthur Garfield Hays, famous attorney,

after reading the Wendel article written

exclusively for The MYSTERY Magazine

(see November, 1932, issue), sent the edi-

tors the following telegram from Califor-

nia, where he was engaged at the time on
the famous Wendel case:

“The most baffling and mysterious case that

has ever come to me involved the claim of

Thomas Patrick Morris; and despite the

Morris indictment, the mystery still re-
mains unsolved.”

enervating atmosphere enveloped the surrogate’s crowded
courtroom. Middle-aged Thomas Patrick Morris, im-
pecunious little house painter, had squirmed around in
the mahogany witness chair and, in language coated with a
thick Scotch burr, laid his claim to the fabulous and now
famous Wendel fortune. If his story went over—his story
that he was the secret but legitimate son of eccentric John G.
Wendel, New York's late mystery millionaire—the gold of
Midas would be heaped in his impoverished lap, and one of
the most bizarre mysteries of modern
times would be cleared up once and for

all.
A train of witnesses with wilted
collars took their turns in the sticky,
mahogany chair and, to the accompani-

I T was a day late in September of last year and a stuffy,
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ment of voluminous documentary evi-
dence, gave testimony tending to cor-
roborate the seemingly fantastic claim
of the unemployed, uneducated Scot. Al-
though the sum of one hundred million
dollars hung in the balance, the tes-
timony was, to most of the spectators,
not nearly so exciting as that of a mur-
der or divorce trial. But if any of
those present had mentally assigned
the proceedings to the category of the
dull and the uninteresting, they had
reckoned without the appearance of a
surprise witness in the person of Julian
Bowes, prominent New York sculptor.
When Mr. Bowes took his place in
the witness chair on that sultry, Sep-
tember afternoon, one of Thomas Pat-
rick Morris’ battery of attorneys
wheeled around and called to an at-
tendant: “Bring in the bust.”

AI:I attendant, bristling with court-
room etiquette, wheeled a life-size
bust, covered with brown wrapping
paper, to a point directly in front
of the witness. With dramatic
dignity, the attendant removed
the paper, revealing to a rather
amazed courtroom an astonishing
bronze likeness of a middle-aged
man. The bust wore a derby of
the *“gay nineties” vintage, a
moustache and gold-rimmed spec-
tacles, and was an exact likeness
of John G. Wendel!
Mr. Bowes had modeled it from
photographs of the man, who died
almost two decades ago. The
science of creating a bust, with
its three dimensions— height,
breadth and depth—from a photo-
graph with but two dimensions—
height and breadth—is known as
dynamic symmetry, something
that was known to the wise men
in the glorious days of old
Athens, but rediscovered only in
the present generation. By means of dynamic sym-
metry, in which Mr. Bowes is a recognized expert, it is
possible to create from photographs a bust of dimen-
sions that are mathematically precise.
No one in the courtroom doubted that this life-like
head—by far one of the strangest exhibits to find its
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Two important incidents of
the Wendel trial. (Left)
Thomas Patrick Morris be-
side the bust of John G.
Wendel. (Below) The mar-
riage license, Thomas Pat-
rick’s claim to wealth, now
known to have existed no
earlier than 1913.

way into a will case in many a long day—was the
very image of the man who had long since passed from
the earth. But what was it doing here in the court-
room, the spectators wondered?

The answer was soon forthcoming. A lawyer
stepped forth and uncere- (Please turn to page 101)
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The

N an upper room of the old Cabot mansion, John
Cabot stood putting the finishing touches to his
attire for the evening. It was seven-thirty.

“Not.a bad bow, Watson,” he said to his atten-
tive valet. “I suppose the guests will be along now at
any minute. Everything ready downstairs?”

“Quite, sir,” assented Watson. He turned as the
telephone bell jangled.

“Mr. Harmer, sir.”

John Cabot took the instrument. Harmer, the family
lawyer! Harmer, one of two men who knew his secret
and whom he could trust implicitly!

“Evening, John,” came the lawyer’'s voice.

“I'm frightfully sorry to say that | can't show up
at your party. I've just been talking with Wash-
ington, and must catch the eight o'clock express.
And, John! There's something | must tell you.
The killer of Ben Carias, and the one man of the
Waurzle gang who escaped, has been identified by
the police.”

“Yes?” Cabot’'s voice was calm, despite the icy
constriction of his heart. “Who?”

“An ex-convict named Kilraine. Goodnight,

John. [I'll see you the minute | return.”

Cabot swung around. “Watson, send Bowker
here at once. Leave us alone.”

The valet disappeared. John Cabot stared into
his mirrored reflection, and wondered that his

“My dear,” said Cabot
gravely, “1 promise not
to have anything more
to do with Kilraine.”
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dn with the

face was not pale.
was Larry Kilraine!

Luckily, they did not know, never would know, that
Larry Kilraine was John Cabot.

Bowker arrived, bull-necked, sturdy, devoted. He
was the second man John Cabot could trust. Bowker
had left jail at the same time Larry Kilraine was freed,
and had become Cabot's chauffeur. He knew that John
Cabot had earned a living as a professional magician,
under the name of Kilraine, alias Korvo the Great; and
he knew much more besides.

“Bowker,” said Cabot curtly,

So they knew now that this man

“tN\ey know that it

Another astounding adventure
ofJohn Cabot, who could change
his
used his uncanny powers in a

identity at will, and who

private war on the underworld.

Illustrations by
FRANK BENSING
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By H. BEDFORD-JONES

RUBBER FACE

The MYSTERY Magazine, April, 1938

was Kilraine who killed Ben Carias.”

Bowker grunted. “But you didn't, sir!”

“No matter. The police are out after Kil-
raine, or will be soon. As far as I'm concerned
Kilraine must be dead, wiped out forever.”
Cabot was decisive, spurred by crisis. “But
there are some things at Kilraine's apartment |
must get; clothes, make-up stuff, things |
couldn’t replace. And 1 left my own coat there
last time | was at the place. Might be traced
to me through my tailor.”

“I'll get the stuff,” volunteered Bowker quick-
ly. Cabot clapped him on the shoulder.

“You will notl It's my job. They're not
likely to be watching the place yet; I'll chance it.

Let's see; the dancing begins at ten. | must
be here for the first dance. Immediately that's
over, I'll come out to the side entrance. Be there

with the car.”

pO' ONE of the thronging guests who greeted

' the bronzed, smiling John Cabot, could
guess the mingled apprehension and relief that
lay behind his dark eyes. But apprehension
died, and relief grew. Now that he was forced
to it, let Kilraine be dead forever and good
riddance! Kilraine, ex-convict, magician, had
turned in many a crook; the police and the un-
derworld alike were undoubtedly on his trail
now. And the mysterious Big Shot, the un-
known person who controlled the underworld of
the city and state, was a bad enemy.

The guests trooped in. This was the first
time the old Cabot mansion had been thrown
open since John Cabot came home from Africa
(presumably) to take over his inheritance. Old
friends of the family, social leaders of the city,
financiers; curiosity, and a keen interest in the
heir, brought them, for few had seen John Cabot
since he was a boy.

A simple dinner dance—but even to these
guests of position, wealth, culture, the setting
was impressive. John Cabot had modernized the
old house, yet it still bore the magnificent traces
of three past generations.

At the great dining room table were gathered
a score of guests who had in other days been
particular friends of the family. Opposite
Cabot, at the table’s foot, sat Mary Sargent, now
his secretary and manager of the Cabot estate.
At his left was her uncle, Winthrop Blake,
famous attorney and at present police commis-
sioner of the city. Handsome, urbane, dis-
tinguished, Winthrop Blake was already men-
tioned as the next governor of the state.

Otherwise, this table held older faces. The
dowager Astorbilt, on Cabot's right hand.
Bishop Lane, severe, ascetic spiritual leader.

Small plugs of cotton spread out his
nostrils; slowly, a different, coarser
face appeared.



Mrs. Grace Macey, for twenty years un-
disputed social arbiter of the fast dwind-
ling Four Hundred. Fulton Perkins,
sportsman and millionaire, friend of
kings.

Looking down the long table to the
smiling beauty of Mary Sargent, Cabot
felt his heart leap at the sight of her
there. He groped at a dim vision of the
future; then a chill gust of fear ban-
ished it all. She, at least, must never
know! To her, Kilraine must be no
more than an unpleasant character.

“John!” Winthrop Blake was leaning
over, speaking softly. “lI want a word
with you in private when this breaks up.
Rather important.”

“Right,” said Cabot.
upstairs to dance, eh?
library.”

Mrs. Astorbilt demanded his atten-
tion; but through the polite words and
light chatter, Cabot occasionally glanced
at the strong, dominant profile of Blake.

“Before we go
I'll see you in the

The two men struggled desper-
ately. From Sam burst a wild,
unearthly scream. The locked
figures struck the desk, rebounded,
reeled at the wide-open window—

Power in those handsome features, and a touch of
cruelty as well.

C 0 the dinner passed. Presently, Cabot was ushering
~  Winthrop Blake into the library, unchanged in any
detail for a generation past. He set out cigars. Blake
took one, lit it, and then gave his host a keen look.

“Cabot, this city is being purged by crime; and I
mean just that. Criminals are everywhere, are getting
away with jobs on every hand; we can’'t check 'em.
Now, | want to warn you that you have one in your
employ. A man named Bowker, an ex-convict.”

Cabot nodded coolly. “I'm aware of it. | know
Bowker's story. | believe he'll make good if given a
chance.”

Blake's face cleared. “Good for you! You know, I
was afraid you might not know his record. Look here,
John! This was reported to me; you know they keep
a record of all ex-convicts. If you'd like to help this
man Bowker, and will give me a line to the effect that
he’'s making good with you, it'll bring him a good mark
—eh?”

“With all my heart!” exclaimed Cabot, and crossed
to the desk. The police commissioner followed, draw-
ing an envelope from his pocket.

“Here, use this—official stationery, to give it weight.
And my pen; it holds ink that can't be altered. My
pet invention and hobby. Drop down to my office one
of these days, and you'll find some of these things
vastly interesting, even to an idle young devil like
yourself!”

“I'll do just that,” assented Cabot. “Damn! Your
pen may be elegant, but it leaks ink—well, never mind.”

He took a blank sheet of Blake's official stationery
from the envelope, and upon it scrawled a note to the
effect that Bowker was serving him well and honestly,

0

and gave every evidence
of going straight and re-
forming. Then he came
hastily to his feet.
“There you are, Blake—good
Lord! [I've got the first dance
with Mary, and wouldn't miss it
for the world! See you later. Ex-
cuse me if I run.”
He departed hurriedly. Blake glanced
after him, then leaned over the desk. The
note, he folded and replaced in its envelope.
The fountain pen, he closed very carefully,
then wrapped it in his silk handkerchief, careless
of ink stains, and pocketed it with the envelope.
His brows lifted quizzically.
“And they said he was a smart one!” he muttered.

TOHN CABOT danced with Mary Sargent; his duty
as host was over, and he was free to be himself
for the rest of the evening.
“John, it's perfect—all of it!” she murmured. *“I
wasn’'t made for poverty, for living on the bounty of

my uncle. I'm glad that I'm self-supporting now. |
love all this glitter, this music—I can appreciate it
better---—-- "

“You darling!” exclaimed Cabot. “Well, that's what
you are, so no objections. Eh? And why the sudden
frown ?”

She broke into quick laughter. “Nothing.
not intrude it on this perfect evening------ "

We'll
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She halted him swiftly. “All right, if you must
know, | was thinking about that awful man whom I
dislike so heartily.”

“Oh! Kilraine!” said Cabot.
ever.”

She looked at him suddenly, straight in the eyes.

“John Cabot!" Do you mean that? Are you serious?”

“Absolutely. He'll never come into the office again.
I'll never see him again or have anything to do with
him.  Word of honor.”

He felt the quick pressure of her fingers on his
shoulder. Her eyes shone warmly.

“He’s banished for-
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“Good! Thanks,
John.”

The music ceased.

Five minutes later, Cabot emerged from the side
door. Under the porte-coch&re stood a black limousine,
the door open. He plunged in, slammed the door, and
picked up the speaking tube as the car started.

“Take it easy, Bowker; | had no time to change,” he
said, then fell to work.

He snapped down the blinds, switched on the over-
head light. A panel slipped away to disclose a hidden
recess; a drawer slid out, a (Please turn to page 72)

You make me happy, delighted!
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A powerful and dramatic story of the man who found—

By
H. W. CORLEY

IDING home through the insidious heat of the
afternoon, Morton reflected that the time, prob-
ably, was more or less unpropitious—Heath,
likely enough, frequently dropped around dur-
ing such absences as these when it took two days to
look things over properly at the plantation. And a
fine mess they’'d been in this time! That coffee steal-
ing—he’'d be damned if he could check it up.

Mona wasn'’t expecting him until nightfall when rid-
ing would be a little easier. After dinner. And she'd
be there, damn her, on that chaise longue, with cooling
drinks, her long fingers twined in the leaves of some
book over which she would be brooding.

Damn her, why didn’t she ever change the book? If
she wanted to fool him, that is. For, more than likely,
Heath had dined with her, and hadn't been gone more
than long enough to get out of sight.

His car, parked in that furtive group of trees, just
far enough away—they thought—so that Morton would
confuse its soft starting purr with the windlass in
the natives’ quarters.

He'd had enough of it—damned if he hadn't. Coming
home and finding the air freighted with innuendoes”
natives were knowing devils—the girls moving softly

R

A Thief

away as he appeared amongst them, forming low, mur-
muring groups as he passed by.

Taya, Mona’'s maid, walking insolently into the house,
just ahead of him, disappearing swiftly, like a cat, to-
ward Mona’s room.

Why did Mona change her brand of perfume so fre-
quently, out here, where every order had to come from
France.

Caprice? Bah. He wasn't fooled. Every time Dor-
othy Heath changed, and that was often enough—he
had heard her say so—Mona changed, too. Well, it
saved explanations. . .. And it probably intrigued Mona,
she was so easily amused.

Those cigar ashes, just one spot, mind you, left
accidentally on the walk, the others carefully swept
away against his coming. Two tumblers at sundown
when the first highball would be brought out, though
Mona herself never drank more than one.

New magazines, days before their own post came
in—or Mona’'s mother was negligent with little things,
and Heath's came from the office.

And Taya carrying letters. Heath could pay her to
betray him, Morton, better than her master could pay
her to be decently loyal.
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Morton aimed with careful nicety,

and shot once, twice. Mona first,

so that her lover’s dying glance would
be to see her suffer.

Ilustrated by
HOWARD ELCOCK

IN His House

HEATH probably
knew who was at
the bottom of this
coffee stealing, too,
that was getting so
ominous. Natives
never plan anything
beyond filling their
own bellies; they
wouldn’t steal — not
on this gigantic
scale, anyhow — half
the store overnight
this way. And going on, increasing, for months.

Who steals my purse steals trash—who steals my
wife—who filches her good name—hell, Mona’'s good
name, lot she cared about it—why should he? But who
lays a finger on my coffee!

Damn it, the sun was getting him. Lucky thing he
had taken the horse. It made no noise like that pesky
motorcycle. Tomaso, using the cycle, would come along
later when the work was done.

Tomaso was 0. K. A little chap, in a ragged pair
of trousers, barefooted, of course, when Morton had
first come to the island.
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Who steals my purse steals trash—
who steals my wife— who filches
her good name — a
cared about her good name!
should he care?

Tomaso had fol-
lowed Morton about
the day he landed
looking for a car to
take him to the
agent's office. Con-
cerning his arrival,
as in everything,
Morton had not seen
fit to issue warning.
He might so easily
have changed his
mind.

There the darkey had been, diving like a flash into
the street gutter after the cigaret end Morton tossed
away as he strode through the market place.

Tomaso even begged for money in a pleading voice.

“One penny, or | cut my thro—at, Marster,” Tomaso
had threatened.

Morton, new to the game, boomed out a great laugh.

“Can | depend on that?” he demanded, handing the
boy a quarter.

The silver had worked miracles.
aso had been his slave.
put his mind on it.

lot his wife
Why

Thenceforth, Tom-
A good servant, too, once he
Devoted as hell.

3



'T'OMASO learned to drive the car, to
~ ride the motorcycle, learned about prices
of coffee and sugar. Could wield a machete
with the best of them, but didn't have to,
now. For Morton, as Tomaso grew older,
had made him a sort of chief. He would
have found a new personal servant, deem-
ing this a task too low for Tomaso in his
new status. Did find one. But the very
next week the fellow died mysteriously and
Tomaso quietly took back his old duties.

With silently moving feet it was Tomaso
who shoved back the rgpsquito netting of
Morton’s bed each morning, .with the break-
fast tray. Tomaso who drew the bath,
brought the shaving water, laid.out fresh
linen, Tomaso who superintended the press-
ing of the white linen suit in the town tailor
shop whose leisurely processes were speeded
up by his menacing presence.

Tomaso it was who padded about the
dining room at meal time, serving Morton,
while Taya served Mona, slim and cool in
the darkened room.

Tomaso followed Morton about with a
well-filled tray, ice tink-
ling; ordered cigarettes
when the supply was
low.

“Devoted as hell,”

Morton repeated as he
rode along, “yet he can't
help me in this coffee
business.” An idea oc-
curred to him. Maybe
the fellow himself was
doing the stealing!

But no. Not for a
moment would he coun-
tenance that idea. His
thoughts flew back once
more to Heath and
Mona. Tomaso with everything
save words had warned Morton.

That was one thing, though,

for which he would not stand.
A native spying on his wife!
Devotion and all that maybe,
but not for him. He would do
his own spying. His own pun-
ishing, too, if need be, though
there were white men who hired
the blacks.

Huh! Maybe in Heath's case,
this might not be a bad idea!

ETTING hotter and hotter.

Damn the sun. Morton drew
a sharp whistle, pulled a hand-
kerchief out of his back pocket.
As he did so his hand struck
something hard on his hip. His
gun. Sure. His gun!

Lucky thing he had it along.
Might need it.

What was it that Mona had
said about waiting until sun-
down?

"It will be cooler, then. | am
afraid for you in the sun.”

He had answered, “1 have my
helmet.”

“Even so, it is hot.”

It was hot. But there before
him the road dipped into a glade
where, along the brook, trees
dipped and clustered. Ha! Good
reason why she wanted him to
wait until sundown. There she
was now, in the glade. And she
was not alone!

A

“Island police ver’,

ver’ bad things. |

cut my thro-at for
you, Marster.”

He could not see his
wife, for she had evi-
dently seated herself care-
fully with this thought in
mind, concealment. But
the shrub which covered
her from view did not
conceal her hat. He
would know that hat any-
where, damn it; he had
paid enough for it!

Mona had to have a
Panama sent down from
New York, mind you, be-
cause she said that these
down here, where they
grow, weren't real Pan-
amas. Next thing she'd
be saying he dealt in fake
coffee!

Drawing his rein he al-
lowed the horse to stand
in the cool depths of the
glade an instant. The
merciless sun shut out
the view of his home, a
mile across the sun-baked
expanse through which
the white road shim-
mered, cut off from his
sight.

Then he saw it. Heath's
car. There was no mistaking
it. Heath's. Hell, with gas forty-
five cents a gallon and coffee the
way it was now, only Heath
could afford to drive that car!

But at the moment, Heath
wasn't driving. For before the
shrub which concealed Mona,
Heath’s lean body was flung on
the grass. The splashy green
light of the glade played over his
lithe body.

Lying at Mona's feet, while,
likely enough, she smiled down
upon him. Hadn't gone to the
house yet, eh? Didn't expect
him back yet; plenty of time.
And Mona giving Heath a run
for his money.

That was it, Heath's money.
He had plenty of it. And he—
Morton—if this stealing didn’t
stop, would be broke! Flat. In
the street. No ifs and no ands
about that. It had been coming
for a long time. Unless the leak-
age could be found and stopped,
it was here.

If he could only find the leak!
Then he could let Mona order a
gown or so from Paris, maybe.

Even here, with no one
particularly to see her
Mona loved to dress.

The leak! But, hell, he
couldn't count every bag
every twenty minutes,
search every native who
stepped out of the com-
pound! That wouldn't be
the way they'd do it any-
how. . . . Damned if he
could see how it went.

Stopping his horse short,
Morton watched through a
break in the green, expect-
ing to see a flash of Mona's
white arm, or hear her
(Please turn to page 119)
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Sometimes it's bad luck to meet a

WOMAN

By JOHN L.

Dennis aimed and fired. He could not see,
but heard her strike the ground.

smartest dick on the force. Also, he was the

best marksman with either revolver or auto-

matic. The inevitable result was that Dennis
was almost sure to be assigned to the cases which re-
quired quick thinking and quick action, and sometimes
quick shooting.

Dennis was popular. So was his pretty young wife,
Mary. At the policemen’s annual ball, the man who got
to dance with Mary considered himself lucky. The
other women were a little jealous of Mary's violet-blue
eyes, her rich brown hair with its natural wave, and
her petite figure, and the dimple that lurked near the
left corner of her mouth when she smiled.

EVERYBODY knew that Dennis Ryan was the

YYN a cold night late in November, Dennis walked
briskly from the Union Station toward police head-

quarters. Mike Tyner sat on his backbone in front of
the telephone switchboard, his feet propped high on
another chair.

“Hello, Mike. Anything doing?” greeted Dennis.

“Naw, nothin’ only a taxi and a bus tangled on South
Forty-second street. Here's the report. Want to see it?”

Dennis glanced at it and shoved it back across the
desk. “Rotten night out,” he commented irrelevantly.

“Yeah, sure is,” said Mike. “It'll be funny if some-
thin’ don't pop. Murders and bad stick-ups usually
come nights like this when a fellow don't like to get
out. Anyhow, it's been too darn quiet to last. We're
about due for-----

Mike's words were cut short by the buzzer on the
switchboard.

“Hullo,” he drawled. “Yeh, this is central police sta-
tion. Yeh—what's that?”
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witha
PAST

MATTOX

He sat up with a jerk and quickly seized a pencil.

“Give me that number again. Yeh! Right away!
Better stay where you are!”

Dennis had sensed the alarm and already was putting
on his overcoat.

“Emergency car—stick-up at the Emery Lownes’
house.”

Dennis whistled, and Danny McGaffney and Baldy
Cohan, who had been playing (Please turn to page 105)
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WARNER
FABIAN'S

AT has gone before: “There is one feature
that militates against a suicide theory,” said
Dr. Fordyce mildly. "The man isn't dead.”
Joan Ellen Delane and Bob Ramsay gasped
with dismay. Not that Grant Levering, owner of the
luxurious houseboat, Otisco, was not dead, but that the
two of them found themselves in an awkward spot. They
had insisted to the young physician, who was also the
county coroner, that Levering .had committed suicide.
There could be no other way out of it. Both Ramsay
and Joan Ellen were trying to protect Joan Ellen’'s
aunt, who had been taking dope to help an illness she
had, and the two younger people were afraid, that in
a semi-hysterical state, she might have shot at Levering.
Grant Levering’'s room was locked from the inside,
however, and there was definite evidence tend-
ing to prove that the screen, now locked, had
been opened some time during the night, in
direct contradiction to the doctor’s orders, who
had been tending Levering for fever.
There had been many disquieting incidents,
however, to give emphasis to anything out of
the ordinary that might occur at this time.
The swamp people, furtive, half-savage primi-
tives, had never been so restless; and they di-
rected unaccountable dislike toward the house-
boat anchored in the river. There had been many
secret meetings at midnight. There had been
shots fired. Too, a swamp girl, awild beauty, had
broken with her brothers and was spending far
more money than any swamp person ever owned.
Dr. Estey Fordyce deduced that the midnight
visitor to Grant Levering, who either shot him
or helped some one else shoot him, was a woman.
This theory was further borne out when Lever-
ing, in a half-conscious moment, screamed,
“Get her out! Get her out!”
Completely mystifying, however, was the tes-

Bells

IN the

timony of the toll-keeper on the bridge. Two days be-
fore, Levering had given him directions to find a cer-
tain fish-trap which the toll-keeper brought to Levering
in his cabin. When Levering saw the trap, he became
pale and immediately sent the trap back to the place
from which the toll-keeper had brought it, not even
caring for the fine catch of fish there was in the trap.
What caused him such terror at this development was a
mystery to the toll-keeper and now to Fordyce.
Go on with the story in detail.

TTTTERLY exhausted, Joan Ellen had slept the
morning through. On her way to the deck after
her bath, she stopped at the owner’s stateroom,
listening, entered, and peered about as if some-
where there must lurk the clue to the ob-
scure and violent event of the previous

evening.

She passed to the low, screen window and
looked out across the solid mass of weed
four feet below, treacherously covering the
ten yards of water to the shore. The forest
opposite did not come down to the creek.
A portable sawmill had cleared the growth
and departed leaving in scattered untidiness

Terror at midnight— the swamp witch

— silver bullets of death— a mysterious

note of warning!
story of an

Florida houseboat!

Read this exciting

impossible murder on a
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IGHT

“Coming aboard,”

hailed Estey Fordyce,

in answer to Joan
Ellen’s call.
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the debris of its transferred activities;
the halves of a broken saw, a pile of
old planks, rusty utensils, bits of the
decrepit camp furnishings.

Among these Dr. Estey Fordyce was
puttering. He walked to the edge of
the water, examining the ground care-
fully as if for footprints. He waggled
his head in a motion of discouragement.
Evidently, there was nothing to be dis-
cerned in the coarse grass. He then
stepped into the hyacinth and floundered
forward until it clogged his best efforts

at ﬁ(_ivance. Joan Ellen slipped out on deck and called
to him.

“Coming aboard,” said he and dragged himself, drip-
ping, from the aqueous mat.

“Have you seen Grant?” was her first question.

“Yes. No change.”

“He hasn’t spoken again?”

“No. Still unconscious.”

After a silence he asked mildly, “What are you
afraid he might say?”

“Why should | be afraid?” she flashed back to him.

“Ah!" Why should he? Perhaps that is more to the
point. For that matter, I'm rather scared, myself.”

SHE looked her incredulous question.
“Of what I might turn up,” he explained, with
a rueful smile.
“You didn’'t turn up much over there on the bank,

I expect.”
“No, I didn’t.”
“What did you expect to find?”
He hesitated. “l1 wanted a view of Levering’s window

from the shore.”
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“You still believe some one came aboard that way?”

He looked uhhappy, puzzled. *“I1 should if 1| could
figure out how they got across. Nobody could force a
way through that tangle without cutting, and it hasn't
been cut.”

She leaned toward him, her eyes cunning, her voice
persuasive. “Sophocles, why can’t you just take it that
he tried to commit suicide and let it go at that?”

“Suppose we wait and see What he’s got to say on
that point, himself,” he turned drily.

“He may not live to say anything.”

“It's more than possible.”

“In that Case---—-- "

“You mean
be at his orders?”
she asked, with a
blasting glare at the
innocent

“In that case, I'll go on with the murder investiga-
tion.”

“There's a mean streak of pig-headedness about you,
Sophocles,” she accused.

“You're not exactly biddable, yourself, you know.”

“For instance?”

“Well, you might help tne out by telling me what
you were doing ashore last night.”

Her nerves jumped at this totally unlooked-for at-
tack, but she answered coolly enough. “I went to the
bridge to stop you when | heard the car coming.”

“1 didn't say the bridge. | said ashore.”

“Where did you get the idea that | was ashore?”

“Your shoes were caked with Wet mud.”

AT a loss for the moment, she looked down at her
of* trim feet.
“1 don’'t mean these shoes. The ones you had on last

night. You've changed.”

“Well, it isn't a crime to change one's shoes, |
suppose.”

“No, it isn't. | hope,” he added, with grave sig-

nificance, “it hasn't any connection with a crime.”

She pulled herself together. “Is there any reason
why | shouldn't have gone for a walk yesterday after-
noon?”

"In the swamp?”

“Of course not. Don’t be funny. On the road.”

“Th® road was dry as Sahara until after the thunder
shower which didn’t begin until nine o’clock,” he pointed
out.

She was on the point of telling him of her summons
to him from the ruined chapel; but bethought herself
of her promise to Bob Ramsay, that she would keep
her own counsel. Anything that
she might say would be danger-
ous as possibly compromising
the story that her accomplice
had built up to support the now
impaired suicide theory.

“You know, | don't like this
much myself,” he burst out. “If
it were anyone but you! You're
going to hate me, | expect, be-
fore we're through with this.”

“No-0-0-0,” she drawled.
“Whatever happens | don't be-
lieve I'm going to exactly hate
you.”

“Hold that thought,” said he
fervently. “1 can do this much
anyway, Joan Ellen.” It was the
first time he had called her that,
and she shot him a queer, warm
little glance. “I can lay my cards
on the table with you. What I'm
working on now is who came to
Levering’'s window last night,
and why, and how.”

I'm to

Fordyce.

UT | thought you'd estab-

lished that the hyacinth was
an absolute barrier. You don’t
suspect anyone of having
brought down snowshoes to cross
with, do you?”

He lifted his hand and brought
it down, flat-palmed, on the top
of his head.

“Mosquito?” asked Joan Ellen.
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“Idea. I'll be back presently.”

She watched him up the gangplank, across
the bridge, and down again to the shore
which he had just quit. There he began tear-
ing apart the heap of old planks, turning
over each one to examine the under side.

Selecting a broad specimen, he carried it to

the brink and dropped it outw'ard across the hyacinth,
then stepped out on it. For a moment the bladders
which buoy up the heavy weed carried his weig;ht, but
only for a moment. He stood, ankle deep, thinking;
then drew in the plank and came back to the girl.

“Your wise-crack about the snowshoes put a thought
in a dull mind,” said he.

“But the plank sank under you.”

"I weigh a hundred and seventy. A person fifty
pounds lighter could make it easily.”

His eyes traveled down her slender figure.

“l see. | weigh just a hundred and twenty-five,”
said she, looking at him defiantly.

“Just about what | would suppose.”

"What of it?”

“Three of those twelve-footers are clean on one side,
as if they had been in the water. They would just
about reach from bank to boat.”

With deliberate hardihood she said, “So it works
out about like this in the amateur Sherlock Holmes’
mind. A girl of about my size might have got off the
Otisco at night and come around to the shore and
across the hyacinth to keep an assignation with Grant
Levering.”

His eyes would not meet hers. “It's a
possible theory, isn't it?”

“But wouldn't it have been simpler
for 'him just to have let her in at his
door? Did that ever occur to your in-
vestigating intellect?”

"It did. But some one might have
been watching that door.”

“1 see. My aunt, for instance. Spy-
ing on me. Nice people, aren't we!”

“It's only a working assumption,”
he pleaded.

“And so interesting! Do go ahead
with it. Let's start by assuming that
I'm in Grant' cabin. Oh, well!” as he
made a protesting gesture. “If you

{Please turn to page 93)

“It’s a right stuffy
jail, ma’am, for a
pretty girl like
you,” warned the
judge regretfully.
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Another Perfumed Letter
again sends Corey Chaice on
awild, midnight adventure—
and the mysterious woman in
white plays a strange role as
she wages single-handed war

on the sinister crime ring

HE Mid-Winter Hop of the New York Theatrical

Junior League was in full swing. Inside the

great hotel, a group of famous veteran ladies of

the stage, glared discreetly but poisonously at a
passing celebrity of the film world, Bonnie Dent, the
baby-faced ingenue whose personality was being spread
all over front pages with headlines, and over Broadway
in lights.

The blond beauty sailed past her more unfortunate
colleagues, in the arms of her handsome dancing
partner.

“Did you ever see such wall-flowers?” she asked.

“Wall-flowers?” he echoed vacuously. He had an
English accent which went well \yith the London cut of
his clothes.

“Oh, | keep forgetting,” shrugged Bonnie Dent, “that
your' Royal Highness is not familiar with American
talk.”

By HAL HARGROVE

“If you shoot,” he warned,
“there’ll be a nasty crash.”

40
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“But I'm not a Royal Highness,” explained the Lon-
doner seriously.

“No0?” interrogated Bonnie, lightly. “I thought they
said----—-- "

“That I'm the Honorable Cecil Cartwright,” depre-
cated her escort. “There's a difference.”

Bonnie Dent looked curiously at the lean-waisted,
square shouldered, faultlessly tailored youth with the
serious wide-set eyes. There was something impelling
about this Britisher, something that gripped her atten-
tion. “You're awfully thoughtful,” she said, chidingly.
“What are you thinking so hard about?”

The Honorable Cecil Cartwright bent gallantly.

“1 am thinking about you,” he replied. His voice
was so intent that Bonnie Dent started. And then,
casually, “I think you are the most beautiful woman
in the room.”

With this parting compliment, he detached himself
from the pressing circle of Bonnie Dent's admirers,
leaving her a little dazed, and not quite knowing why.

“Who is he?” asked the gushing person who had
whirled her onto the dance floor, as he noticed her
eyes following the broad back of the departing Hon-
orable Cecil Cartwright.

The MYSTERY Magazine, April, 1933

Corey Chaice knew

he could hold the

gang at bay for the

few minutes that
he needed.

“1 don’t know,” shrugged Bonnie Dent. *“l never
saw him before.” Then, wearily. “Do you mind dancing
me down to the other end of the room? I'm terribly
tired. I'm going to leave.”

THE Honorable Cecil Cartwright slipped through the
door and hastened toward the coatroom, where the
bill he waved got him hat and coat with phenomenal
promptness. With easy haste, he brushed past others
into a descending elevator. With the same gliding dex-
terity, he slipped quickly through the lobby crowded
with staring fans and idlers.

“Miss Bonnie Dent's car—number one-forty-three,”
he flung to the starter at the curb, underscoring the
order with another bill.

A closed car slid up to the carpeted walk, and the
Honorable Cecil leaned to confer privately with the uni-
formed Apollo at the wheel.

“Miss Dent's tired and wants to avoid the autograph
hounds,” he instructed. “She asked me to have you
drive around to the side entrance.”

The chauffeur nodded, and the Honorable Cecil slipped
into the rear seat as the car moved away. The turn was
into a narrowed and darker street off the bright avenue
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“l think you are the

most beautiful woman

in the room,” the En-
glishman told her.

and, as the car plunged into the shadows, the Honor-
able Cecil opened the window at the chauffeur's back.

“1 say—" he started to say, as if intending to deliver
a forgotten order. And in the moment that the
chauffeur slightly turned his head to listen, the Honor-
able Cecil’s left arm shot out, encasing the driver’s head
in a cruel but effective head-lock. With his right arm,
he swiftly shut off the ignition switch and swung the
wheel so that the slowing car veered gently and came
to a stop as the front tires struck the curb. Then sigh-
ing almost regretfully, he reached into a right hand
pocket and brought forth a leather blackjack, which he
brought down unceremoniously but decisively on the
chauffeur’s head.

“I'm sorry,” he sadly informed the unhearing figure
in his arm. “But | have to borrow your car for awhile,
and | can’'t have you butting in at the wrong moment.
Awfully important, you know. . .

.. . Little Bonnie Dent pushed and autographed her
way through the crush on the sidewalk before the great
hotel and, with a final lunge, achieved the sanctuary
of her car, which moved on at once.

In cap and uniform overcoat, the Honorable Cecil sat
very stiffly at the wheel, turning his head neither to
right nor left, but keeping his eyes on traffic ahead. He
heard the partition window at his back slide open and
felt a draft on his neck.

“Darling!” he heard Bonnie Dent’'s voice and, despite
his sheer astonishment, noticed that it was vibrant with
sorrow and forlorn hope. “Darling! Any news?”

The Honorable Cecil considered it safest to answer
with a negative shake of his head. “Darling” was
something he hadn’'t counted on!

He steeled himself for whatever turn the colloquy
might take.

At his back, Bonnie Dent sobbed sharply. “What's
the matter, Dickie?” Her voice rose to a note of dread.
“Why do you act this way? Why don't you look at
me? Oh, my baby! You've heard! My baby’s dead!”

The car skidded sickeningly, then straightened out
as it swung into sombre Eleventh Avenue, deserted at
this late hour except for the long milk train creeping
down the railroad right-of-way.

The man at the wheel preserved silence. The woman
at his back now went silent, too. It seemed to the
Honorable Cecil, once, that she exclaimed lowly, and he
tensed. But prolonged silence ensued, and he relaxed
again. He increased speed.

The silence was rent by a desperate feminine voice.

“Stop the car, or I'll kill you!”

The Honorable Cecil knew what it was that was cold
against his neck—cold and round' and hard. He set
his muscles rigidly and steered straight ahead, slowly
increasing his speed.

“If you shoot,” he warned distinctly, “it’ll be a nasty
smash-up.”

H E thought he detected a wavering of Bonnie Dent's

nerves, communicated to the circulet of steel against
his neck. He struck down with right foot, forcing
brakes until they locked. The car spun, struck the mov-
ing side of a box-car and rebounded to the walk,
fetching up with one wheel jammed against a fire
plug. The manoeuvre accomplished its purpose. The
woman in the back seat pitched forward at the impact,
and her slim white arm and hand clutching the pistol
appeared beside the Honorable Cecil’'s head. He had but
to reach up and seize the tiny wrist, and the slightest of
twists unlocked her grip on the weapon.

He turned to face the woman with grave reproof.
“If you'd pulled that trigger, you little fool, you'd have
got rid of the only friend you have.”

Bonnie Dent's lips curled back and she bared her
diminutive white teeth like fangs. “So! You're one
of them!”

“No,” came the sharp retort. “I'm here to help you.
But you're being watched. We can't stop here like
this. Pretend that you want to sit in the front. I'll
talk as we go along. Please, hurry.”

Dumbly, Bonnie Dent (Please turn to page 113)
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JUDY
and JERRY

come to the rescue of

THE

Platinum
BLONDE

Another thrilling midnight
adventure in the lives of the

collegiate detectives

By
ARNOLD FREDERICKS

E big, high-ceilinged studio room was gay
and full of color, and so, indeed, was the
party gathered in it.

Twenty or thirty people, singing, chat-
tering, laughing, shouting, drinking and dancing,
with the radio set at full blast and the air heavy
with the smoke of endless cigarettes.

Near the main doorway a slim, silver-haired
girl with tempting eyes and the smile of a Mona
Lisa stood talking to a handsome, swarthy man
\évlhoge staccato gestures at once bespoke Latin

ood.

“You must!” he declared.

“Be your age, Pete!” The girl grinned. “Why
should | go to your studio?”

“Because,” the man moistened his very full
red lips, “1 want you!”

“A swell reason!” the girl jibed.

“And because | love you! That is something
more, eh? Because | cannot say what | wish,
here.” He waved a large, muscular hand about
the room. *“Also, there is my new statue of Eve
I should like you to see.”

“Hm ... m!” The slim girl considered, sipping
her highball. “You know I'm engaged, don't you?
To Jim Anthony. He'd smash your face, Pietro, if
you tried to get fresh with me.”

The swarthy man smiled, showing brilliantly
white teeth.
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But how should he know?
my studio is on the
We shall

“That chance | take.
We slip out for a moment . . .
floor above ... at the head of the stairs.
not be missed.”

“1 wouldn't bank on it.” Kay Hunt smiled across
the room. A tall, blond young man with laughing eyes
and the figure of a plunging halfback smiled back at
her. “Jim doesn't miss much, Mr. Vittali.”

“So? It is true, then, that in this stupid country,
a woman may not go to the atelier of a friend to look
at his works of art, without being suspected.

“Aw . . . bologny!” Kay sprang to her feet, set down
her empty glass. “Lead on, MacDuff. I'll take a
chance on your old statue! But don't try to pull any
rough stuff, Pietro, or I'll have to call on my boy
friend for help!”

THE two went out through the milling crowd, made
their way up the narrow flight of

stairs to the floor above. Pietro Vittali
unlocked the door of his studio, switched
on the lights as he preceded Kay into
the room.

“l1 do the carving myself, on this
piece,” he smiled. “You like it?”

“GreatI' Kay stared up at the power-
ful female figure, emerging like primi-
tive humanity itself from the rocky,
jagged base. “You're a genius, Pietro!
| hope you get a prize. . ..”

Pietro Vittali smiled.

“You are the prize 1 want, carissima
mia!” he exclaimed, sweeping her into
his arms.

Kay Hunt, in spite of her engage-
ment to Jim Anthony, did not object to
occasional kisses ... of the ordinary
sort. This kiss of Pete Vittali’'s was not
of the ordinary sort. So far from it, in
fact, that she found herself being pushed
back toward the wide low couch at the
side of the room.

“Let me go, Pete!” she gasped,
r'moyell ... 7

“Wait!” he muttered hoarsely. “Kiss
me again! Don’'t you see | must have
ou. . .

Y Then the door was pushed open and
Jim Anthony stood on the threshold, his
gray eyes blazing.

“So that's it!” he snapped, staring at
the two. “When | saw you go out |
thought there was something funny. .. .”

“Jim!” Kay tore herself from Vittali's

“

or

arms. “He asked me to look at his
statue!”
“Oh, yeah?” Jim Anthony’s fist was

clenched in a hard, white-knuckled ball.
“Didn’t chloroform you or anything to
get you here, did he?” There was dark
contempt in his voice.

Kay's head went up. “So that's what
you think, is it?” she cried. “Well . . .
think and be damned!” She tore the
engagement ring from her finger, hurled
it at his feet. “I'll leave you two to
fight it out!” With her chin in the air
she swept through the door, ran down
the steps to the floor below.

ELLO, beautiful!” Andy Maslin

cried, as she entered the studio.
“Where have you been all the evening?
Don't | get a dance?”

“Not till 1 get a drink!” Kay went
to the small, improvised bar. “Say,”
she announced to several members of
the party. “Pete Vittali asked me to
go up and look at his Eve, see. And
just when he was trying to collect a
little interest on his investment, Jim

)

shows up, sore as the devil. Can't say | blame him
much, either! I'll bet those two idiots are up there
trying to murder each other right now!”

“How did Jim get in?” Andy Maslin grinned.

“Why,” Kay said, “l was afraid that pup would
try something so | purposely didn't shut the door tight.
It locks on a spring, you know. . . .”

Tom Burr shook his head.

“1 don't like it!” he growled. “Jim’s been jealous
of that guy for some time. Your fault, too, Kay . . .
you shouldn’'t have encouraged him.” He turned to
Andy Maslin. “We better go on up there, fella, and
see what's what.” He turned to the door.

“Wait a minute!” Kay said, emptying her glass. “I'm
going with you. | shouldn’'t have got sore and pulled
that ‘take back your ring’ stuff. I'm crazy about Jim
and he is about me. Only thing to do now is say I'm
sorry. . .

Judy was wondering
f Eva Zaldo was
more to Vittali

just his model.

than
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‘Tell Jim to come here,” Jerry said.

“He’ll be arrested, anyway,

in just a few minutes.”

“Kiss and make up,” Tom
Burr grinned, “if there's any-
thing left of those two palookas
when we get there. Listen!”

From the floor above came the
voices of the two men, raised in
violent anger. Evidently the
door of the studio was open.
Suddenly the sounds ceased, to
be followed by silence.

The little party ran swiftly to-
ward the staircase. As they
reached it they heard the crash
of a door being slammed and a
moment later Jim Anthony came
tearing down the stairs.

“Jim!” Kay cried, trying to
stop him. “Wait a minute, can't
you? I'm sorry and every-
thing. . . .”

“Sorry?"' Jim Anthony pushed
her aside. “It's too late to be
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sorry, now! I'm through!” He thrust his way past
the little group and went on, his feet clattering violently
on the iron steps. Nor did he stop at the floor below,
but continued down the remaining two flights that led
to the street.

“pETE VITTALI must have told him something rot-
1 ten about me!” Kay exclaimed, her cheeks flaming.
“Some lie! We've got to go up and find out! Jim
would never have left me like that. . . .”

“Come on!” Andy Maslin ran up the stairs, the others
following close on his heels.

When they reached Pietro Vittali's door they found
at once that it would not open. Jim, slamming it as he
came out, had, of course, snapped the spring lock.

Kay tapped sharply on the panels.

“Pete . .. Mr. Vittali! It's Kay Hunt!” she cried.
“l1 want to see you, right away!”

There was no answer. The room beyond remained
grimly silent.

“Say,” Andy Maslin muttered. “What's the idea?”
He pounded hard on the door. (Please turn to page 82)
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Mark Harrell,

the TAXICAB DRIVER, solves

Ewing Galloway

By WILLIAM
CORCORAN

T was late in the afternoon when Harrell
brought his cab to a skidding stop at the taxi
platform in Pennsylvania Station, and snapped
open the door. He was in time, he hoped, for

his passengers’ 4:40 train. A little shaken, they
clambered out, a quaint, nice, somewhat breathless
old-fashioned couple.

“You certainly took us at our word!” said the
old fellow, grinning as he paid the tariff. “Mrs.
Frazer will have a case of nerves for a week—but it
was a marvelous ride!”

“Ellery, you old liar!” the plump Mrs. Frazer

retorted. “I'll be nursing your dyspepsia the next
month. Give the man the box. Hurry!”
“The box!” exclaimed Ellery Frazer. “It's in-

side. On the seat. Driver, somebody left a black
box after them. You'll turn it in?”

Harrell looked inside the cab. “A box? Cer-
tainly. Thanks!”

The old couple hastened for the Long Island
suburban gates. Harrell sped out of the busy ter-
minal to a quiet side street before pausing to ex-
amine the find. It was a rich, secretive thing, a

“1 advise you,” said Harrell, “to
admit everything.”
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the MYSTERY of

The BLACK BOX

Around him whirled the dizzy
traffic of New York; 1in his
hands he held a veritable for-
This
was the beginning of the strange
crime that baffled the metro-

politan police!

tune in glittering jewels.

flat oblong case of finest leather,
pocket size, with a catch cleverly
concealed in the cover. Harrell
hesitated; then went to work, and
in a moment released the catch.
The box opened.

And Harrell gazed amazedly at
a collection, assorted in small,
cotton-lined compartments, of
precious stones of dazzling glitter
and hue: diamonds, rubies, am-
ethysts, exquisitely cut and pol-
ished.

1V/IARK HARRELL knew many
Jv * cities, many lands, many
strange and exotic peoples, for he
had followed the sea during the
years of his manhood, until a blight
fell over the oceans of the world,
and the uncertainties of fortune
sent him ashore, bereft of his
birthright of command. Great
ships lay idle in every port, and
their masters and their crews. Idle-
ness was alien to Harrell's nature;
he bought a Scarlet Tanager taxi-
cab out of his ample savings and
became a hackman, and an expert
and successful one.

A nice judgment was needed now. This rich trove
of jewels might mean a reward. It might mean trouble,
and no small amount. With a dubious shrug, Harrell
thrust the case in a pocket. He started the cab and
set out swiftly uptown.

The Tanager came to a halt before a severely simple
white limestone residence on West End Avenue which
Harrell regarded with a dry and skeptical eye. It
looked somehow unfriendly, grudging; and he felt, in
unaccountable foretaste, a sense of thanklessness in the
errand.

There was no immediate response to the bell. But
as he waited, a young woman approaching along the
sidewalk, turned and mounted the steps. She was a
tall, brown-haired, handsome-eyed girl in a tweed suit
that strove, but did not quite succeed, in subduing the
virginally seductive lines of her generous, graceful
figure. She gave Harrell an inquiring look.

“Do you wish to see some one?”

“l let a man out of my cab here half an hour ago.
I'd like to speak to him.”
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Her brief, sharp

scream of terror

brought Harrell
on the run.
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The young man struck fiercely at Harrell. “Alan
—you were hiding!” the girl accused.

“This is the residence of Mr. Fergus Farquarson.
I'm his secretary. What did you wish to see him
about?”

“1f Mr. Farquarson was my passenger, he'll see

me,” Harrell said dryly. “It's rather important.”
She frowned, a trifle annoyed. “And he doesn’t
answer? I'll see. He should be here.”

He was there—the very man who had been in
Harrell's cab. However, he gave no sign when they
entered the house. He made no response to the girl’s
call. Harrell waited while she went above in search.
The continued silence was sinister. It was broken
by a brief, sharp scream of terror upstairs that
brought Harrell at a run.

THE girl stood in the open doorway of the front
~ room on the second floor. Within was a scene of
tragic violence. The girl trembled, frozen to the
spot. Harrell gripped her elbow and gave her a curt,
rather necessary admonition to composure. Over
her shoulder he peered into the room.

The man was there—dead, in gruesome, cold-
blooded murder.

The room was both sleeping quarters and study,
a big square old room with open fireplace and massive
mahogany furniture and dark red velvet drapes. The
dead man was sprawled across the bed, to which he
had evidently staggered as he died. There was a
deep wound below the heart, and at the foot of the
bed lay the heavy, ornamental dirk that had inflicted
it. Fergus Farquarson was a stocky, powerful
figure of a man with highly bred, dour features and
a strong, sensuous mouth. That strained, stricken
face seemed to testify that death had come utterly
unexpected. Yet there was contrary testimony in
the disorder of the room, the evidence of struggle in
the overturned chair3, torn drapes, disheveled rugs.

Set in one wall was a small cylindrical safe, the
door open. On a desk beneath a front window lay a
man’'s handkerchief, and on the handerchief, as

if

abandoned in sudden alarm, were a small roll of bank-
notes, a few trinkets of jewelry—and four large unset
emeralds. The emeralds were of enormous size, curious,
intricate cutting, and unquestioned rarity. They quite
dwarfed in splendor the (Please turn to page 108)
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THE

Weird Murders
of MR. CAR

Tower Studios

Who is Arnold Cam f

Simeon Graves and Lois
Cam again encounter the
menace of the mysterious
unknown Kkiller in the Epi-
sode of the Man Who Mur-

dered Himself!

By WALTER F. RIPPERGER

HE blue envelope!

John Landrey’s turn had come—Arnold Carn

would murder him that night!

Landrey lit a cigar and took a few thoughtful
puffs as his limousine sped on its way to his office
in the Arundel Building. Then slowly he extracted the
blue envelope from his pocket.

He began to read almost listlessly, then his eyes
narrowed; his pulse quickened. He read the message
a second time, started to replace it in the envelope,
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changed his mind and read it again. His arms fell
to his sides and he sank back in the cushions. There
was an expression of mingled bewilderment, indecision
and relief in his lean face. He slid back the glass that
separated him from the chauffeur and said:

“Step on it, Ellis.”

The minute he got to his office he picked up the inter-
office telephone and called Jim Arundel, the presi-
dent.

“l want to see you, Jim. Shall I come to your room
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or will you come in here? | want to see Mol-
dava and Sol, too.”

Big Jim Arundel, Fedor Moldava, and Sol
Glugheimer came into Landrey's room. They
looked expectantly at John Landrey, almost
as if they sensed what was coming.

“l got a message from Arnold Carn this
morning,” Landrey announced, without pre-
amble. “I'm due to join Hober and Moley
Druid and Lowden—tonight.”

Though half expecting something of the sort,
they stared at him stupefied.

“You don't seem to take it very seriously,”
said Sol Glugheimer, curiously.

“Oh, | take it seriously enough—1'd be a fool
not to, after what's happened to Amos Hober
and the others. But what's the use of getting
into a panic—they did, but they're dead just
the same.” *

“It's an outrage,” Fedor Moldava stormed,
“that in a civilized city such things could
happen—three of our directors murdered, and
what do the police do about it?  Nothing!
They know where they can lay their hands on
Arnold Carn and yet they don't arrest him.”

“Be reasonable, Fedor,” Sol Glugheimer said
soothingly. “There's no real evidence against
Arnold Carn. All we have are those little type-
written notes. Anybody could have sent them.”

“Don’t be a damned fool, Glugheimer,” Mol-
dava stormed. “That's just.my point. Why
don't the police get some evidence? That's
what they’'re for. Then this man, Simeon
Graves, the great criminologist—bah! Sol,
you're an idiot.”

I~>LUGHEIMER’S face was a fiery red. His
vJ eyes shone angrily, but his voice was low
when he spoke. He said:

“I'm always a fool around here—about every-
thing. Only when there is money to be raised
and when it comes to getting customers for the
banlj from the cloak and suit business------ ”

Big Jim Arundel had dropped into a chair.
He was staring thoughtfully into space.

“The only thing that really points to Arnold
Cam'’s guilt,” he said pensively, “is the motive.
Lord knows he’s got reason enough to hate us.
Seven years in jail and we sent him there.”

Suddenly, Jim Arundel turned to Landrey.

“Was Carn really guilty—did he wreck the
bank—or did you fellows frame him?”

The lanky figure of John Landrey stirred
uneasily. He shrugged his shoulders and said
nothing.

“1 thought as much,” said Jim Arundel.
“Let's see the note, John.”

To their surprise, John Landrey did not
produce it. He looked at them nervously,
coughed, and said finally, “1 don’t think |
brought it with me.”

That he was lying was so apparent that they
regarded him in amazement.

“I've telephoned Inspector McNeil to come
up,” said Landrey, anxious to change the sub-
ject. “By the way, do you mind, Jim, if |
ask your secretary to come in for a minute?”

Jim Arundel frowned.

“Let’s have this understood once and for all,”
he said. “The fact that I am employing the
daughter of the man who we think has mur-
dered three of our directors is nobody’'s affair
but mine. She has nothing to do with these
murders. She hasn't seen her father, except

on the two brief occasions when
we were all there, since the day
he went to prison. | won't stand

e door for her being insulted in any
ly, and John Landrey smiled his thin
id there. smile.
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“1 am sure you will have no objection to what | have
to say to Miss Carn,” he murmured. “Do you mind
if 1 send for her?”

The matter was settled without further controversy
for Lois Carn herself appeared just then.

LIM and tall, she seemed to Jim Arundel surpris-
ingly beautiful at that moment. For an instant

she stood silent, her cool
glance traveling from one
to the other as if trying to
read the meaning of their
gathering. Then she said:

“Inspector McNeil is here
to see Mr. Landrey.”

“Let him wait a minute,”
directed Landrey. “Come in,
Miss Carn.” John Landrey
examined her speculatively.
“Miss Carn,” he said at last,
“1 presume it is possible for
you to get in touch with
your father?”

Lois Carn raised her head

like best?

ARE YOU A MYSTERY FAN?

What kind of detective story do you
What story in this issue
do you like most and why?
your favorite mystery authors?
editors of MYSTERY Magazine are
anxious to publish the kind of stories
you like to read. Write—tell us what

am to be murdered not later than eight o’clock tonight.
Until that time | propose to stay right here in my
office. | can't think of any place I could be safer than
in a room on the twelfth floor of this building. There
are six more floors above, so | am not afraid of some-
thing dropping on me from the sky, and a few of your
men ought to be sufficient to keep anything from com-
ing through the door Afterwards—if | live—well, we
shall see.”

Inspector Lawrence Mc-
Neil looked dubious but did
not contradict him.

“May | see the note you
got?” he asked.

John Landrey shook his
head.

“No,” he said, curtly.
“There’s nothing in the note
that would help you.”

The others again looked at
each other in astonishment.

McNeil grunted.

“All right,” he growled. “I
think myself that this place

Who are
The

a little. is about as safe as any for
Big Jim Arundel stiffened you want in this magazine. For every you. | a}m going to make it
in his chair. : : - more safe. | am going to
“If so,” John Landrey letter of suggestion that is published, surround this building with

went on smoothly, “would
you mind telephoning him
and ask him if he could come
up here—now?”

Lois Carn stared fixedly at
Landrey for a long time.

“I'll telephone him and
see, Mr. Landrey,” she said
quietly.

When Lois Carn had left
the room. Inspector McNeil burst in.
and anxious.

“Who's to be the victim this time?” he asked heavily.

He did not need to be told. They all looked at John
Landrey.

“1 sent for you, McNeil,” said Landrey, “to tell you
what measures | propose to take for my own safety.
Obviously, I can't rely on the police department for
protection. Arnold Cam’s note to me states that I

say so.

He looked ruffled

He had tried to reach the
gun on his desk, but the
hands that hung Ilimply
down the sides of his chair
refused to move.
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we will pay one dollar.
ber, if you don't like this magazine,
See page 122 for the new
readers’ department.

And, remem- plain-clothes men. | am go-
ing to have my own men in
the halls, in the elevators,
on the stairs, and on the
roof. If anybody gets to
you tonight, it will be over
the radio.”

HERE was a knock at
the door and Lois Carn
again appeared. She seemed agitated.
“My father is here,” she said. “He is waiting in
my room. Do you wish to see him now?”
McNeil jumped to his feet. “Arnold Carn here—
now!”
“1 sent for him,” John Landrey said, quietly.
him to step in please, Miss Carn.”
A minute later the little man stood in the doorway
blinking at them solemnly (Please turn to page 88)

“Ask
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Murder

Complete
Mystery Lovers’
Novel

Marian Flandrau re-
turned to face the terror
from which she had fled,
only to find— the wrong

man murdered!

fleeing from the house on that March night of rain
and darkness.

As she ran gropingly along the gravel path it
seemed to her that the old brick house, slowly decaying
from within of old hates, could have spawned only
murder at last. And now murder had come—of a pistol shot echoing, but fo-
cussed, it seemed, on the library where Charles, her brother, and Philip De-
Saulles, her uncle, had quarreled.

When she reached the path to the road she realized that there was no escape.
For days now the plantation had been cut off from the world by the rising flood
waters. Clark Hamlen had been directing flood relief work; she had not seen
him for days. The power line upon which Bellefontaine depended for lights had
been down for two days; the old house had been lighted by candles.

Such isolation had seemed to bring to the surface the distrust among the mem-
bers of the household and its guest, Paul Grober. Lillian, Charles’ wife, had
grown wretchedly bored. Dr. Rene LeFlore, Philip DeSaulles’ elderly cousin,
had appeared to grow more nervous, more depressed. Paul Grober, who had
been a guest for weeks, had been like a caged animal. Even John McCaleb,
hearty and forthright man that he was, and the best overseer Bellefontaine ever
knew, had felt the depressive restrictions of the flood.

Marian tightened her arms about the folds of her short cloak. She bowed her
head into the black particles of the rain and turned into the road beyond the
arched gateway. She told herself, fleeing, that she would never go back. She would
find Clark—go away with him.

I T was sheer terror that sent Marian Flandrau

HER mind filled with pictures. She saw the thin ascetic face of Dr. LeFlore,
his pale hands carefully tending his cocoons, his brilliant butterflies and moths
in the dank conservatory beside the library.

Dr. LeFlore was sixty-three—two years older than his cousin Philip; and the
undisguised hatred between them was as nothing to that which existed between
Charles Flandrau and Philip DeSaulles. Charles drank too much; had married
a woman who was cheap and dishonest; and had made the mistake of bringing
her to Bellefontaine.

Paul Grober's visit to the house had only added fuel to the situation between
Charles and his wife. Marian remembered vividly the night, a week before,
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By CARL BUCHANAN

when she had surprised Lillian Flandrau
in Grober’'s arms.

And now these hates had come to mur-
der. Charles had killed his uncle.

The girl slowed to a walk, closing her
eyes against the faces of people who hated
each other. What would they do to Charles?
What would happen to him?

She stood erect, remembering the scene
she had witnessed. . . .

Charles had been drinking all day. An
hour ago he had come downstairs to talk
with his uncle in the library. He had left
the door half open behind him. Gradually
the words between uncle and nephew had
become more violent. Marian had crept
into the hall, had stood near the arch un-
der the hall stair, trying to get the cour-
age to interfere in the quarrel. Then she
had heard the words that had told her
Charles was threatening her uncle with a
gun.

Philip DeSaulles had said:

“Charles! You can't do that! Put that
gun away—at once.”

The sharp, echoing sound of the gun had
cut through the uncle’'s pleading voice. She
remembered that she had leaned weakly

against the arch. There had
been a quick heavy flurry of feet
on the stair above her head.
John McCaleb, the overseer, had
looked over the stair rail, and
had cried:

“Miss Marian, he’s done it.”

Then she had fled. And now

. what would become of her
brother, a murderer? She must
rg}o back to him. He would need
er.

THE girl mounted the porch,
lifted Anally the huge brass
knocker. Her summons was an-
swered immediately. Doctor Le-
Flore, one thin, blue-veined hand
clutching the neck band of a
shabby dressing gown, stepped
aside. Marian walked into the
house.

There were tall candles on the
narrow ledge at the right be-
tween the library door and the
door of Doctor LeFlore’s room.
Low voices seeped from the
library. To the left, in the re-
ception room, Lillian Flandrau
lay weeping upon a davenette.
Paul Grober, his dark face scowl-
ing, lounged beside the mantel.

Marian turned to the doctor.
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Tower Studios

“He—he is dead?” she asked tremulously.

“Yes, he is dead.”

Marian stared at the thin, emaciated face of the doc-
tor. His words, uttered in a sort of choked and brittle
whisper sent racing chills through her body.

“1 want to see him,” she said. “I was afraid and ran
away; but I am not afraid now.”

Footsteps sounded along the hall. John McCaleb, the
plantation overseer, his great bulky body pushing awk-
wardly through the portieres of the arch under the
stair, his square, florid face scowling, came forward.
Behind him, her hawk-like face distorted with fear,
came Martha Voorn, the housekeeper.

“You gave us a bad shock, young lady,” said McCaleb.
“Go with Mrs. Voorn and get into dry clothes.”

A4

“1f you cannot tell us who
tor LeFlore accused Philip

question anyone else. You

in the room when

Marian stiffened with re-
solve. She resisted Martha
Voorn's gesture of invitation.

“No, | want to see him,” she
declared. “I want to help.”

McCaleb nodded and opened
the library door. There was a
single candle on the mantel be-
neath the portrait of Arnauld
DeSaulles, stiff, erect and stern
in a Napoleonic guard uniform.
Marian shifted her eyes toward

a corner where Philip DeSaulles’
books lay in orderly files upon the
shelves of old bureau-style bookcases
of marquetry, decorated with gilt
bronze plaques and carved mouldings.

Beside the larger case was a divan
of red brocade . . . and upon it lay a
sheeted figure.

“She wants to see him,” she heard
McCaleb say.

The negro, Barney, stepped aside.
Some one lifted the sheet that lay
molded to the masses of a man’s face.
Marian, her hand tight upon Mc-
Caleb’s arm, stepped nearer.

Thin, aquiline nose, and a mouth
relaxed in death . . . half open eyes . ..

Suddenly, her senses reeled in
amazement. Her heart bounded,
began to beat with suffocating be-
wilderment. One of her hands, im-
pelled by automatic revulsion, was
flung up across her mouth, stifling
the shriek of terror that was all but
uttered. She wheeled to survey the
room.

A tall figure walked toward her.
She heard the throaty, modulated
voice of Philip DeSaulles saying:

“Marian, my dear girl! You
shouldn’t have come in here.”

Suddenly, her eyes filling with tears,
not understanding the wholly unbe-
lievable thing she had seen, she flung
herself into the uncle’'s arms.

“Why didn’'t somebody tell me?” she
sobbed. “1 thought you were—I
thought Charles had killed you!
What happened? Tell me!”

Philip DeSaulles guided her faltering steps to the
reception room, drew her down beside him upon a small
divan.

“Your brother, my dear,” he said gently, “has taken
his_life.”

The girl grew rigid, drew herself erect.
to think, to remember . . .

The words she had heard her uncle saying— "Charles,
you can't do that!”—had been a vain attempt to inter-
fere with Charles’ threat to take his lifel And Mc-
Caleb’s statement—*“Miss Marian, he’s done it!”"—had
been the overseer's blunt way of phrasing suicide,
rather than murder.

“l—can’t believe it,” the girl said.

“But it is true, my dear,” said her uncle, giving her

She tried
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killed Charles Flandrau,” Doc-

DeSaulles, “it is useless to
were the only one

it happened.”

a consoling pat. “McCaleb and | both saw it.”

"“But it's so horrible—so terrible . .

A knock sounded at the door. John McCaleb strode
forward and opened it to a young man whose black
poncho glistened with rain.

When they told Clark Hamlen what had happened
he went at once to Marian, understanding that his
duty was to comfort her, to relieve as far as pos-
sible that abject grief so plainly pooled in her dark
eyes. He guided her into the dining room which was
directly behind the reception room on the left side of
the house. There, he drew her down beside him in
a window seat and for some moments let her spend
her grief in warm tears that left her relaxed.

I’M so glad you came,” she said to him.

“1've been trying for three hours,” he said. “My
place is under five feet of water—ran my skiff
aground on a log. Had to walk three miles.”

“Clark,” she said tearfully, “it was something that
had to happen, | suppose. Everybody in the house
hates everybody else, it seems. Except Uncle Philip
and me. Doctor LeFlore and Uncle Philip quarrel half
the time. And Charles has been headstrong and de-
fiant. Sometimes | think all of us are mad—especially
Doctor LeFlore. Only last week he and Uncle Philip
quarreled over a thing so absurd—so—I'll tell you. He
accused Uncle Philip of having learned of the hiding
place of Arnauld DeSaulles’ treasure. That silly legend
of gold being hidden somewhere in the house . .. "

“1 remember,” said Clark, smiling, “as a boy hearing
of gold buried at the old Frenchman’'s house!”

“1t all comes,” said the girl, “from a line in Arnauld
DeSaulles’ diary. The legend is that a page was torn
from the diary by Arnauld DeSaulles on his death-bed
to keep his sons from finding the treasure. That page
is supposed to contain full details as to the correct
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location of the secret place of burial.”

“But that single line in the diary?”

“l remember seeing it last month. In French, of
course. . .and to him who is worthy, in a place to
be mentioned hereafter, a great treasure.’ The next
page is missing. The diary is in uncle’s library.”

There sounded a knock at the door. At Marian’s in-
vitation, Philip DeSaulles, his pale, aristocratic face
drawn with apprehension, entered. As the owner of
Bellefontaine approached he drew from his coat pocket
a small revolver, passed it into Hamlen’s hands.

“That,” DeSaulles said evenly, but with an undertone
of great anxiety, “is the gun with which my nephew is
supposed to have killed himself.”

Clark Hamlen thumbed the knurled cylinder lug. Six
unfired cartridges were exposed to view. There was
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no trace of the odor of burned gunpowder about the gun.

“This means murder, Hamlen,” said DeSaulles.
"T3UT how “You were there

and saw it!”

“Yes, | saw,” said DeSaulles, “what my senses were
tricked into seeing. Charles drew this gun, saying,
‘There’'s one way | can stop it!” | thought it was a
threat against my life. 1 got to my feet. There was
a candle on my desk, one in the conservatory, another
in the hall. Both hall and conservatory doors were
open. Charles turned away from me—and a gun fired.
I did not see the flash of this gun.”

Clark Hamlen and the girl were silent.

“It is murder,” DeSaulles continued. “l made a
discovery day before yesterday that shocked me. Both
of you know the legend of the missing page of Arnauld
DeSaulles’ diary. | found that missing page when |
searched old trunks in the attic for candles. Here
it is.”

Upon the table Philip DeSaulles spread a folded and
ancient bit of parchment. It was torn halfway across.
Upon its surface were time-bedimmed lines in an old-
fashioned style of penmanship. The lines were in
French. Hamlen deciphered the first few words, then
saw that the rest were a meaningless jumble.

“A code?” he asked.

“Yes,” said DeSaulles. “And | think a code used
by Napoleon’s army officers. | have translated part of
it. There is, unless my grandfather was a tremendous
joker, a treasure hidden somewhere in or about this
house!”

“And you think there may be some connection—"
Hamlen began.

cried the girl.

CLARK HAMLIN faced the group in the recep-
tion room. From Philip DeSaulles, Marian and
John McCaleb he had heard their testimony as to their
knowledge of the mysterious affair in the library.

“1 do not like,” Hamlen said calmly, “what appears
to be my duty here. You are not under oath to tell the
truth, but—1 must speak plainly—you are under sus-
picion of murder. At the time when it was believed
that we had suicide rather than murder it was not
important that we ascertain where each of you were
at the time the shot sounded. Now, since we know
that Charles Flandrau was murdered, that point is
important.”

“It appears to me,” Doctor LeFlore interrupted
testily, “that if my cousin Philip cannot tell us who
killed Charles, then it is useless to question anyone else.
He was in the room when it happened.”

Lillian Flandrau gasped as Philip DeSaulles got
quickly to his feet. Marian laid a restraining hand
upon her uncle’s arm.

“1 was in the conservatory when the shot sounded,”
the doctor continued. “The door to the library was
open. | saw Charles fall. Between the time when I
heard the shot and the time | arrived in the library a
murderer might have had ample moments in which to
arrange the evidence. There is no use beating about
bushes here. Two men were quarreling; one of them
was killed. A second pistol is yet to be found.”

“May | ask you, Doctor LeFlore,” Hamlen said, “what
you were doing in the conservatory at that hour?”

“1 was watching one of my cocoons,” said the doctor.
“1 have great hopes of bringing off my first Aclierontia
atropos tonight. | was neither plotting murder nor
seeking buried treasure.”

As they remained frozen to the spot at the shocking sight,
the lights in the conservatory suddenly blazed forth, only to.

be immediately extinguished.

In that brief moment, the

brutal crime stood out in all its ferocity to the terrified group.

“Between this code and—murder? | do—certainly.
I made the mistake of telling several persons about my

discovery. It was mentioned in my quarrel with—with
Charles tonight. Doctor LeFlore knows that | found
it—”

The door to the hall opened abruptly. It swung
inward, framing Paul Grober's stocky, heavy-shouldered
figure. There was a pucker of worry about the man’s
dark eyes. He hesitated, then said:

“1 am sorry, sir; but | have news | think will in-
terest you. Doctor LeFlore says that Charles was
murdered. He wants to conduct an investigation. He
has assembled everyone in the reception room and asks
that all of you meet him there.”

Philip DeSaulles stiffened, regarded Grober with nar-
rowed eyes.

“Just how did my cousin arrive at his conclusions?”
he asked.

“He has not told us,” Grober replied.

“Just exactly what did he say?”

Once more Grober’s manner became hesitant.

“He accuses you, sir, of the murder.”
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Hamlen saw Philip DeSaulles’ shoulders draw tight.
A faintly sarcastic smile hovered about the mouth of
Doctor LeFlore.

Hamlen, to cover the moment of smouldering hate,
turned to Barney, the negro.

“Yes, suh, Cap'n,” said Barney, twisting a battered
felt hat between his great rough hands.

“Where were you, Barney, when the shot was fired?”

“I—1 was outside de house, Mist’ Clark. Cornin’
'long from de quarters. We got some mules 'crosst de
creek, and | want’' tell Mist' McCaleb dat maybe we
better git up some boys an' git 'em back 'cross heah
befo’ de water git any higher, so—"

“That's enough, Barney,” Hamlen interrupted.

“No suh, no suh, hit ain’'t,” Barney insisted. “I got
somep’'n to tell so’'s | can live wid my conscience. 1__1
seen somebody actin’ mighty 'spicious outside de house
tonight. Somebody was standin’ 'longside de green-
house on de back side jes’ befo’ | heard de shot. 1 kin’
stop an’ study an’ say Whut anybody doin’ out heah
dis time o' night an’ ’'bout dat time whoever 'twas
went inside de greenhouse. Den | heard de shot an’
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Hamlen began to write
meaningless words on the
paper. Marian said, “It’'s
death for both of us—but
I'd rather die, trying--—----- ”

right after hit somebody come out
de greenhouse an’ start runnin’ off
towards de front o’ de house.”

“[~\0 you know who it was you

U saw, Barney?”

Barney's tongue moistened his
lips. He glanced about the tense
circle, began shaking his head.

“No, suh, | can't say who 't was
out dere.”

"Was it a man, or a woman?”

“Why—hit must 'a been a man,”
Barney declared. “Wouldn't no
woman be traipsin’ 'round dat time
o' night. | didn't follow him. |
went on back an’ come inside de
house by de back door.”

Hamlen turned suddenly upon
Doctor LeFlore:

“Did you hear any one enter the
conservatory, Doctor LeFlore?”

“1 did not,” was the quick reply.
“Barney was seeing things at
night.”

“Very well,” said Hamlen, “at
least we have established certain
facts. At the time the shot sounded
Mr. DeSaulles was in the library,
Marian was in the hall under the
stair, Mr. McCaleb was upstairs,
Doctor LeFlore was in the con-
servatory and Barney was outside
the house. Mrs. Voorn, we will now
hear your story.”

Martha Voorn replied tearfully:

“1 heard no shot. | was asleep
in my room in the Kkitchen annex.
I did not wake until Mr. McCaleb
rapped on my door to ask me to
help him find Miss Marian.”

“Thank you, Mrs. Voorn,” Hamlen said. “Mrs.
Flandrau?”

Lillian Flandrau locked her fingers before her and
said icily:

“l1 was in my room, upstairs—reading. | know

nothing about it.”

“Mr. Grober?” Hamlen said.

“l was in my room,” Grober responded quickly.

“And your room?”

“1s on the east side of the house, downstairs—directly
across the hall from Miss Marian’s. As soon as | heard
the shot | came outside and saw Lil—Mrs. Flandrau,
coming downstairs. McCaleb, Barney, Doctor LeFlore
and Mr. DeSaulles were in the library when 1 got there.”

Marian Flandrau got unsteadily to her feet.

“He didn’t,” she cried. “He couldn’t have come im-
mediately from his room. | left the house by way of
the back hall door and the covered gallery between the
house and the kitchen annex. He didn't come directly
from his room, or | should have seen him.”

“Perhaps,” Grober cut in quietly, “1 hesitated momen-
tarily—before leaving.”

Marian sank back weakly into her chair, staring at
Grober.

58

"Perhaps so,” she said with doubt in her tone.

Lillian Flandrau turned toward Grober, saying
calmly:

“Why do you lie about it, Paul? Go on and tell
them that you were with me, on the upstairs porch.
I don’t mind.”

Grober dropped his eyes momentarily then looked up
defiantly.

“All right,” he said.
Lillian. We heard the shot.

“That's true. | was with
I came downstairs with her.”

IT was then that Philip DeSaulles rose and, with a
* deprecating gesture, said slowly:

“1 think we are getting nowhere. | suggest that we
return to our rooms to wait until word can be got
outside.”

Ten minutes later Hamlen, McCaleb and Philip De-
Saulles talked in the front hall. McCaleb said:

“It's a filthy business, Clark. Paul Grober was
neither in his room, nor with Mrs. Flandrau when that
shot sounded—because | saw him come through the
front door about two minutes after the shot was fired.
He doesn’'t know | saw him. Mrs. Flandrau lied to
give him an alibi.”
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“Then Grober,” said DeSaulles, “is the man Barney
saw go into the conservatory!”

The three men turned as Doctor LeFlore’s room door
opened. The doctor hesitated for a moment, his shoul-
ders brushing against the corded portieres of the hall
arch. Then he walked briskly forward. In his hands
he bore a handkerchief-covered object. With mock
ceremony he lifted the handkerchief and disclosed a
heavy pistol. “Don’t touch it, Mister Detective,” he
said. “There might be fingerprints. | found this gun
in the leaf mold under my specimen case along the north
wall of the conservatory.”

Hamlen regarded the gun curiously. He lifted it,
sniffed the barrel. There was an odor of gunpowder.
Opening the gun he was rewarded by the sight of a
fired shell.

“Who owns this gun?” he asked.

“It is mine,” said DeSaulles. “I
library desk drawer.”

At some time after midnight, wind and rain still
furious about the old house, most of the household had
retired. Mrs. Voorn and Marian were in the m'vl's
room. Grober had retired to his room directly across
the hall; Doctor LeFlore to his, which was immediately

keep it in my
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behind the library; and Barney had returned to his
vigil with the animals across the creek.

Philip DeSaulles had retired to the library, where
the body of his nephew still remained, with the inten-
tion, Hamlen suspected, of working on the coded mes-
sage on the torn leaf of Arnauld DeSaulles’ diary.

Hamlen and McCaleb discussed the strange death.
Their cigarettes spiralled gray smoke to the old ceiling
of the reception room.

“Grober,” said Hamlen, “lied about where he was.
Mrs. Flandrau felt that he needed an alibi. Grober’'s
motive is quite evident. He wanted the dead man’s
wife. Doctor LeFlore is a madman. Did he kill Charles
Flandrau? Did he think that Charles was about to
murder the only person who could translate that code?

“It's hard to think,” he continued, “anyone would
take that treasure business seriously. Yet Mr. De-
Saulles is worried about it. He must know something
we don't. | happen to know that Grober needs money.
That gives him a double motive. Barney is another
suspect. How do we know he saw anybody outside the
conservatory?”

“Barney wouldn’t kill anybody,” McCaleb interrupted.
“Our best bets are Doctor (Please turn to page 63)
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CLUES

Crumpled page from calen-
dar; also, phone with only one
set of finger-prints on it.

Liquor bottles, and two
glasses. Evidence which in-
dicated presence of another
person on the murder night.

Calendar showing June 26th.
Page for June 25th torn off,
lying crumpled beside phone.

Open window with scratches
on sill, indicating murderer
made his escape through this
exit.

SOLVE a CRIME!

Winner of the February

PUZZLE

EVA STARRY

Buffalo New York
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Find the murderer—and win $25! These pictures show clues that

definitely establish the identity of the criminal. The first correct

solution of this case to reach us— by telegram—will receive the
handsome reward! Who is the murderer?

The MURDER
ofan Author

N the morning of June 26 Miss Margaret Col-

lum, pretty secretary of Arthur M. Twyning,

crusading writer, came to his apartment where

he did his work. She got no answer to her
ring, and at last, afraid that something had happened,
got the janitor to open the door. The two found the
author slumped over his desk, dead from a shot in the
back of the head.

Miss Collum at once called the police, and the official
photograph, shown at the left, is what they saw.

Apparently, Twyning had had a visitor the night
before, for on a small table were two glasses, a bottle
half-full of Scotch, and an empty ginger ale bottle.
The apartment window was open, and scratches on the
sill seemed to indicate that some one had come in or
gone out that way.

Examination of the room showed the following:
there were no finger-prints on the telephone except
those of Miss Collum. The two glasses gave clear
prints, one of Twyning's own, and one of a man later
identified as Henry Morrison. In the scrap basket
was a sheet torn from the desk calendar, with the date
“June 25.” This yielded no prints.

One other fact was unearthed; at 1:32 A. M. the
apartment had called to get the correct time from

central.

Twyning had apparently been
working late when he was shot, for
he was fully clothed, and on the desk
were several sheets of paper cov-
ered with rough notes.

Suspicion was narrowed down to
four men, all of whom might have
had reason to put Twyning out of
the way. Two of these, Ben Oster-
man and Riley Burke, were TIuf
leaders of a"rtnrrfipTgang which
Twyning was exposing. A third
was Morrison himself, who was
heavily"in cleBt to Twyning. Morri-
son, questioned, admitted that he
had called on Twyning, as wit-
nessed by his finger-prints on the
glas3, and that Twyning had been
friendly but firm about the money
owed him. Morrison had left at
about 11:30, however, and produced
several witnesses who had seen him
depart. The fourth suspect was one
“Cooney” “~nderson a—crooked2<
bucket-shop operator whom Twyn-
ing had been instrumental in getting
convicted. (Please turn to page 104)
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She’s blond, blue-eyed,
with a dainty, delicate
charm, the third of the
series of Mystery beauties

IN Quest

OF THE

FEMININE

4 RE you the ultra-feminine type?
I\ Is your hair golden and inclined to
/" mcurl a bit around your face; your skin
smooth, soft and white; your eyes the
shade of blue that is often compared with

cornflowers ?

Are you of average height or a bit
shorter; slim but with softly curving lines?
Are your hands and feet small; is your
mouth dainty and delicate, your nose finely
shaped—whether straight or turned up;
your eyelashes long but not extreme—and

curling?

If you can say “yes” on a ma-
jority of these points y

see yourself reflected

month’s girl, third in our series

of general types. And be-
fore 1 go on to tell you
more about our ultra-
feminine girl—we have
a new service for our
readers. Send us your
measurements including
glove and shoe size, col-
oring of hair, eyes and
skin, a snapshot, too, if
you wish, and we'll tell
you what type you are,
what beauty routine you
should follow and what
colors and clothes you
should wear.

Our Miss Ultra-Feminine's chief problem is keeping
her weight down. She has no intention of becoming an
emaciated lily because she knows that curves are be-
coming to her—as long as they remain
curves. But she likes her desserts per-
haps more than she should and she can
pick up two or three pounds in a day.

She dances and diets slightly to keep

herself in trim.

With her cream white skin and pale
gold hair, careful make-up is necessary so
that lip and cheek rouge are not so bright

Sleuthingfor Beauty
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Questioning eyes, a piquant mouth and
friendly hands—three clues to beauty.

that they overshadow
her delicate coloring.
A light rouge and
lipstick—not orange but a
with a bit of blue in it—are the best for
Her lips are a little uneven
but she allows this piquant feature to
Powder should have no yellow
tones with this clear cream skin but
should be on the rachel tones—just dark
enough
be missing.

this type.

remain.

(Please turn to page 99)

By PAMELA PINKERTON
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SJHB MURDER by CANDLELIGHT

LeFlore and Paul Grober.”

“Unless,” Clark said in a low voice,
“Mr. DeSaulles, suddenly maddened by
the quarrel. . "

“1 don’'t believe that he would lie,
said McCaleb.

“Wait!l How do we know that the
small gun Mr. DeSaulles produced was
the gun that Charles Flandrau had in
his possession? Do you suppose that
Charles really killed himself and that
later somebody threw the gun into the
conservatory and planted the smaller
unfired gun beneath Charles’ body?”

“That's idiotic,” McCaleb declared.
“When | came far enough down the
stairs to see Charles’ body Mr. De-

Saulles was leaning over it, but not
close enough to touch it. | kept him in
sight all the way until | got inside.

It was Barney who picked up the little
gun. | can swear.to that!”

Hamlen stood erect.

“Well, at any rate, | suggest that we

remain awake all night. 1 don't like
the feel of things. Suppose you take
a turn outside the house? | want to

speak with Marian a moment.”

A few minutes later Hamlen went to
the girl’'s room, tried to say reassur-
ing things to her, cautioned Mrs. Voorn
to remain with her and then returned
to the reception room. He was there
fifteen minutes later when McCaleb,
plainly perturbed, rushed into the
house by way of the front door.

“Nobody has come in here?” the
overseer asked.

“No—nobody. Why?”

“l1 saw somebody under Grober’s
window. The candle in the conserv-
atory has gone out. This person went
inside the conservatory, | believe. |
lost sight of him, came on around here,
thinking you may have heard some-
thing. The lights are on in Grober’s
and in Doctor LeFlore’s room. Just as
I came up on the porch the light in the
library blinked out.”

THE library was in utter darkness
except for such light as came from
the single candle in the hall behind
them. The two men stepped inside.
Hamlen heard McCaleb whisper:

“1I'm going to take a chance on flash-
ing a light.”

Immediately a ray of light probed
the darkness. The cone roved about
the room, fell upon the bookcases be-
hind the couch upon which Charles
Flandrau’s body lay. It jerked sudden-
ly toward the library table, then moved

quickly here and there into every
corner.

Philip DeSaulles was not in the
room.

Hamlen inhaled suddenly, gustily,
then whispered, “ Kill the light. In the

conservatory.”

As he stepped forward he stepped
upon something that crackled slightly.
He dropped in the darkness and picked
up a small wadded bit of paper. Some
instinct told him to keep it. Thrusting
it into his pocket he walked toward the
dark figure of McCaleb, just ahead of
him.

Beyond the glass wall of the con-
servatory. to his left, he could see dim
light spilling from Grober’'s and Doctor
LeFlore’s windows upon rain-drenched
shrubbery and tree limbs and leaves.
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McCaleb caught at his arm, tugging
downward. Hamlen obeyed the word-
less command, dropped noiselessly to
his knees, his eyes probing the jungle-
like darkness ahead. His left hand
dropped to the damp bricked floor.

He could see nothing, decided that
it would be impossible to go further
into the place without making noise.
The tables were close, the aisles nar-
row. Discarded pots and urns lay in
the aisles or were balanced precariously
upon table edges.

He was about to whisper a question
to his friend when a sound of breaking
glass at the farthest end of the con-
servatory sent the silence into crack-
ling echoes and brought him to his feet,
tense and alert. The sprinkle of glass
fragments was followed by the dull
thud of some heavy body.

ARE YOU A MYSTERY
FAN?
What kind of detective story do

you like best? What story in this
issue do you like most and why?

Who are your favorite mystery
authors? The editors of Mys-
tery Magazine are anxious to

publish the kind of stories you like
to read. Write—tell us what you
want in this magazine. For every
letter of suggestion that is published,
we will pay one dollar. See page
122 for the new readers’ department.

Hamlen knew that some one had
crashed into the wall at the east end of
the conservatory, close beside one of
the three doors there. He jerked at his
gun, fired a shot. McCaleb beside
him, flung a cone of light forward into
the impenetrable shadows.

Hamlen turned about as a suppressed
scream reached him. Marian and Mrs.
Voorn were standing in the door to the
library. McCaleb began running to-
ward the scene of the broken glass.
Hamlen hesitated for a second, then
followed the overseer.

Presently both men were standing
beside a table near the east wall and
close beside one of the doors. Upon the
table were two flower pots, spilling
loam from their overturned sides. One
of the table edges was close to a large
break in the glass wall. It was ev-
ident to Hamlen that the person whom
they had surprised had accidentally
brushed against the table in his haste
to reach the door. The table edge had
cracked the glass.

McCaleb directed his flashlight to-
ward the ground, and at the gruesome
sight its ray disclosed Hamlen drew
back in utter horror.

PON the floor, almost beneath the
table, lay the body of Philip De-
Saulles, sprawled grotesquely and awk-
wardly in what Hamlen knew instant-
ly was the cast and mold of death. The
eves were closed and the face waxen.
The clothing was disarrayed, the pock-
ets turned inside out. Several unfolded
papers lay nearby.
But the focal point of the spectacle

that sent chills of horror racing
through Clark Hamlen’'s body was a
small dagger with a jeweled handle
which had been thrust deep into Phil-
ip DeSaulles’ back, directly through the
heart.

Hamlen forced his terror-ridden body
to action. He knelt quickly and grasped
the wrist of the sticken man. There
was no pulse.

Slowly he got again to his feet. He
saw Marian free herself of Mrs.
Voorn’s restraining arm and begin
walking, candlestick, poised high above
her head, down the plant-crowded aisle,

her shoulders brushing the heavy
fronds.
His pleas were useless. The girl

walked to the stricken man and stood

there, looking down. She turned to
Hamlen.

“He is dead. | know it,” she said.
Then, sweeping her glance over the
scene about her, she added, “Where is
Doctor LeFlore? Where is Paul
Grober?”

As they remained frozen to the spot
by the shocking sight, the lights in the
conservatory suddenly blazed forth,
only to be immediately extinguished.
In that brief moment, the brutal crime
stood out in all its utter ghastliness to
the terrified group. Evidently, work-
men were repairing the power lines to
Bellefontaine.

It was a full minute before Doctor
LeFlore appearerd. His door opened
and he came down the steps, clutching
his robe with one hand, holding in the
other a silver candlestick. He moved
toward the group about the table, as if
he did not at first see them.

Then his eyes fell on the body of De-
Saulles. His face became a contorted
grimace. He suddenly slumped to his
knees, eyes wide and staring.

“Who,” he cried, “who could have
done this thing?”

Hamlen remembered the crushed bit
of paper he had picked up on the
library floor. Had Philip DeSaulles
dropped that bit of paper to prevent it
falling into the hands of the murderous
assailant?

Hamlen got to his feet.

“Where is Grober?” he asked.

“Hasn't shown up,” said McCaleb.
“Neither has Mrs. Flandrau.”

“Suppose you and Doctor LeFlore go
at once to Grober’s room,” Hamlen sug-

gested. “Later | want you, McCaleb,
to_help me look outside—for foot-
prints.”

When the two had gone Hamlen rose
and went into the library, thence into
the hall. There he procured candles
and a large drapery. He left a lighted
candle beside the body, over which he
spread the drape. Lighting a second
candle, he returned to the library,
closed the hall door and locked it.

He next retrieved the crumpled bit
of paper from his pocket and spread it
before him. The writing there told him
three things! It was in French; it was
Philip DeSaulles’ hand; and it was not
thirty minutes old! He made a mental
translation:

In a place to be mentioned here-
after, a great treasure the worth
of which is incalculable and which

(Please turn to page 65)



How do you like your

The question of biscuit or
cake foundation is reopened
for another season of debate

(Right)
Layers of cake topped with whipped
cream with rich red strawberries
sprinkled with sugar between.

(Below)

You may prefer the biscuit type of
shortcake shown below.

(Bottom)

Or a double decker made of layer
cake and sliced ripe bananas.

Shortcake ?

TRAWBERRIES are ripe and luscious—nothing can stop
the peach crop now—and bananas are with us all the year
round—everything points to a bumper season in short-
cakes. And the old question is open for debate and argu-

ment. What is the best sort of shortcake? You have your idea
on the subject and we have ours—or did until we assumed the
role of referee.

One of our favorite cook books gives place of honor to a
delectable concoction made of sweet cake layers topped with a
luscious spreading of whipped cream, with rich red straw-
berries, slices of juicy peaches or what you will between.
While another favorite haughtily dismisses the question, say-
ing that that sort of thing isn’'t a shortcake at all. Real short-
cake must be made from a rich biscuit mixture—sweetened
only by the ripe sugared fruit laid on top or between the broken
halves.

Even if you take this orthodox attitude, there is still room
for debate. Some cooks insist that the right method is to make
one large layer of biscuit—split it in half through the middle
to make a soft bed for the berries, while others insist that each
half must be arranged crust side down so that the top layer
will have a soft bed as well. Some insist on buttering each
layer, and others make two thin layers laid together with
butter in a round cake tin.

Varieties in biscuit doughs form the basis for another argu-
ment. Many cooks insist on the addition of eggs to the dough;
some allow a slight flavoring of sugar; and others insist the
best biscuit dough is made with sour cream.

And, finally, we come to the question of whether or not to
crush the berries. They may be crushed only for the middle
layer; for both layers; allowed to stand with sugar for an hour
before serving or the shortcakes may be put together entirely
with whole or sliced berries.

If you prefer the real cake mixture for your shortcake, what
is your favorite way of making the cake? Do you use the
berries or fruit crushed or use whole berries and shapely slices
of fruit? We're interested in your own solution of what to do
about shortcake. Turn to page 67 for details.
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MURDER by CANDLELIGHT

will increase as the years advance
... may be found forty paces north
of the larger magnolia, and at a
point about five feet above ground.
Diligence in search will repay the
seeker . . .

There the writing abruptly stopped.
Hamlen folded the paper and returned
it to an inside pocket. He got to his
feet and walked toward the south,
front, windows of the room. Pull-
ing back the curtains he looked out-
side. Two gigantic magnolias were ten
feet apart directly before the library.
An estimate revealed that forty paces
on a line running north, toward the
rear of the house, would strike almost
at the point where he stood.

He glanced toward the walls. They
were thick and rugged, he knew. Had
Arnauld DeSaulles forced slaves to
brick in a treasure among the walls
of Beliefontaine? Had he later, in a
moment of anger, torn away the direc-
tions for finding it?

The sound of a turning door knob
caused him to wheel in his tracks. His
hand moved toward his shoulder hol-
ster, withdrew his gun. There was a
rap upon the white panels of the door.

HO is it?” he called.
“McCaleb, Clark,” said a voice.

Hamlen replaced his gun and opened
the door. McCaleb and Doctor LeFlore
came inside the library.

“Grober is not in his room,” said Mc-
Caleb. “He's skipped out. Room torn
all to smash—clothing thrown every-
where. A window on the east side,
toward the conservatory, is half open.
And Mrs. Flandrau has gone, too. Her
room is in the same condition.”

“Neither is in the house?”
asked.

“We've searched it from top to bot-
tom,” said McCaleb.

Hamlen turned upon Doctor LeFlore,
and said abruptly:

“Doctor LeFlore! | must ask that
you explain why, although -certainly
you must have been wakened by the
shot | fired in the conservatory, you
did not at once investigate.”

Doctor LeFlore drew himself sud-
denly erect. Antagonism flared into
his sullen, small-pupiled eyes.

“1 refuse to answer questions not put
to me by an authorized agent of the
law of this state,” he declared. “And
now, if you will pardon me, | shall re-
turn to my room.”

He turned about

Hamlen

indignantly and

strode into the hall. John McCaleb,
anger roaring in his throat, stepped
forward with upraised hands. Hamlen

stopped him with a word of command.
Then the two men walked into the hall,
saw Doctor LeFlore enter his room and
fling the door shut behind him. They
heard the turning of a bolt.

Hamlen became instantly alert. He
grasped McCaleb’s arm.

“McCaleb. go into the conservatory
—quick! He's locked this door. When
he closes the door to the conservatory
lay two matches against it at the bot-
tom. I'm going to do the same to the
hall door. 1 want to make sure that he
remains in that room. If the matches
are not disturbed we can be fairly sure
he . ..
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McCaleb nodded and disappeared
through the library door. Hamlen
walked quietly down the hall, knelt
before the door of the doctor’'s room
and deposited two slanting matches
against it.

AS Hamlen had predicted they found
not the slightest signs of foot-
prints beneath the open window of Paul
Grober’s room. John McCaleb’s flash-
light revealed a wide brick trough be-
neath the house eaves.

Their search, however, was unflag-
ging. They covered every inch of the
ground along the east side of the house
between Grober's room and the eon-

TEN MINUTE FIGURES

Even on your busiest days you
will find ten minutes to spare—ten
minutes that you'd gladly spare for
the sake of improving your figure,
or reducing superfluous weight. All
these things can be done by means
of our special exercises if carefully
followed. If you would like direc-
tions, just send your request, stating
your particular needs, with a stamped,
self-addressed envelope to Ann Al-
lison, care of The Mystery Maga-
zine, 55 Fifth Avenue, New York.

servatory. They stopped near the
door just beyond which lay Philip De-
Saulles’ boy. The candle Hamlen had
left there still painted dark shadows
upon the glass walls.

They found nothing near the door
except splintered glass, a small spilled
flower pot and a clutter of magnolia
and oak twigs from which the foliage
had been stripped.

“LeFlore’s caterpillar food,” said Mc-
Caleb with unconcealed disgust.

They moved out toward the front of
the house, skirting the curved wall of
the conservatory and arriving present-
ly at the porch at a point where it
abutted upon the library wall. Mc-
Caleb flashed his light along the wall.
Hamlen saw a heavy gnarled vine
clinging to the side of the wall and a
supporting column of the porch.

“Grober,” Hamlen said, “could have
been where Mrs. Flandrau said he was
—on the upper porch with her—and
yet have come into the front door.”

“Sure,” McCaleb agreed, “by crawl-
ing down that vine. Yeah, he could
have done that, but we don't know
where Grober was when Mr. DeSaulles
was stabbed to death.”

McCaleb’'s voice had barely died
away when both men turned abruptly
toward the conservatory wall. A tiny
sound, no more than the falling of a
displaced pebble, caught Hamlen's ears.
But it was enough to send every nerve
in his body into jangling chaos. He
touched McCaleb’s arm.

“Somebody there,” he whispered.

Both men crouched low in the
shadows. The conservatory walls
glowed dully from candlelight. Hamlen
moved forward cautiously, gun in hand.
He lifted his hand, could then see the

tip of the candle flame, wavering—an
oval and liquid spire of light, its
plume of soft smoke above it, guarding
the body of Philip DeSaulles.

Then as he gazed upon it, a shadow,
like an extinguishing hand, covered the
candle flame and the conservatory was
plunged into darkness. Hamlen felt
McCaleb’s hand tighten upon his arm.

Some one, inside the conservatory,
had pinched out the candle.

Hamlen began walking forward along
the wall of the conservatory. Then he
stopped and whispered to the big over-
seer:

“Go into the front of the house. Ex-
amine the matches | put in front of
Doctor LeFlore’s door!”

E heard McCaleb set off imme-

diately toward the porch behind
them. Hamlen again got into motion,
careful lest he make even the slightest
noise. Presently he gained the curving
east wall of the conservatory. The first
door—there were three—was open.
Beside the farthest lay the body of the
murdered man.

Hamlen crept cautiously inside the
conservatory and made his way toward
the body. His eyes picked up the white
line of the candle in the darkness. He
turned to the left. A light still glowed
dully against the drawn curtains of
Doctor LeFlore’s room. The windows
of Grober’s room were dark—had been
so since McCaleb and Doctor LeFlore
had gone there to look for Grober.

Hamlen, expecting momentarily the
crack of a gun or the swift charge of
some unknown assailant, made his way
along the aisle toward the door of Doc-
tor LeFlore’s room. Gaining that ob-
jective, he sank down upon the steps
and felt carefully along the lower ledge
of the door for the matches. He found
two of them. They fell under his ex-
ploring fingers.

Doctor LeFlore had not left his room
by way of the conservatory door.

He replaced the matches and got to
his feet. As he approached the door
of the library it opened slightly. A
flashlight poked a beam into the con-
servatory. Hamlen moved back against
the wall. A voice he recognized as Mc-
Caleb’s whispered:

“Clark?”

“Right,” said Hamlen. “Anything?”

“Not a thing,” was the gruff reply.
“Whoever it was must have got going
before you reached the door. |1 looked
for the matches against the doctor’s
door. They've been knocked down—and
the door’s locked The light is still
burning.”

“We've got to break down the door,”
said Hamlen.

McCaleb stepped backwards into the
dark library and Hamlen was about
to follow when he heard a dull sound.
Then the flashlight, going out, dropped
to the floor. There was the heavy
scurry of stabbing heels on the carpet.
The room was plunged into jet shadows.
McCaleb’s choked voice cried out a

warning that was smothered into a
chok’'ne groan.
Hamlen, crouching, closed hard

fingers over the butt of his gun. He

heard a heavy bodv striking the floor

and then McCaleb’s voice shouting
(Please turn to page 67)
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Here's Our Colonial Bedroom

Fine reproductions of Colonial four-posters are not hard to find.

Up-to-date convenience is achieved in a bed-
room rich with Old Colonial charm.

By BETTY LENAHAN

T HE principal bedroom of our little Colonial house is
exceptionally large and presents an interesting decorating
problem. The room occupies one whole side of the house
extending from the front to the rear.

The simple fireplace gives a touch of coziness to the room;
it is Georgian in design, painted ivory, with the facing and
hearth of red brick.

For the walls we selected a toile de Jouy paper with the
design worked in shades of rose on a cream background.
The woodwork is painted ivory.

The floor is polished hard wood, partly covered by a plain
blue 9 x 18 rug.

The furniture is mahogany. The beds have the high, grace-
fully turned posts with the low headboard and no footboard
and are covered with tailored bedspreads made of plain peach
color glazed chintz. Between the beds is a small night table.
The highboy and chest are excellent reproductions of eighteenth
century pieces. The wing chair by the fireplace is upholstered
in chintz with a small floral design in rose and green on
a pale blue background. Placed near this chair is a little tripod
table. A comfortable chaise (Please turn to page 121)

The space between two closets provides
a charming little vanity alcove.

Models by
HERMAN G.
KNEBEL

Unusual coziness is
obtained by a simple
Georgian fireplace.
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+uc viucuidi gin reclines on asneer
of plate glass supported by two
slaves. The magician waves a white
sheet. .. pronounces a few magic
words. . . Presto! She has disap-
peared in thin air.

EXPLANATION:

One of the "slaves” isa hollow dummy.
When the magician holds up the
sheet the lithe little lady disappears
completely— into his empty figure.

Copyright. 1933, R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Company

JVoTrices

ITS FUN TO BE FOOLED

.1 T’S MORE

Here's a trick used in cigarette
advertising. It is called “Coolness.”
EXPLANATION: Coolness is deter-
mined by the speed of burning.
Fresh cigarettes, retaining their
full moisture, burn more slowly
...smoke cooler. Dried-out Ciga-
rettes taste hot.

FUN TO KNOW

Camels are cooler because they
come in the famous air-tight welded
Humidor Pack ... and because
they contain better tobaccos.

A cigarette blended from choice,
ripe tobaccos tastes cooler than
one that is harsh and acrid. For
coolness, choose afresh cigarette,
made from costlier tobaccos.

It is afact, well known by leaf
tobacco experts, that Camels
are made from finer, MORE
EXPENSIVE tobaccos than
any other popular brand.

Smoke Camels...give your taste
a chance to sense the difference.

CosNier Tobaccos

S IN A MATCHLESS

BLEND



The New Lingerie is Easy to Make

By
FRANCES COWLES

Ap207— Diagram patterns from which
you can make the diagonal uplift
bandeau or the straight bandeau

Ap208— With the aid of this circu-
lar you can make a negligee or bed

jacket of the *newest design
for fuller figures.

Ap209— New fashions demand well-fitted
lines easily achieved in this new, smartly
tailored combination.

Ap2l1—No time is
wasted in making
these shorts

Ap2l0—The new wrap-
around petticoat is very
easy to make

Ap2l12—This circular gives diagram and
applique design for' n'ew lingerie bag,

Ap2I3— Diagram and directions tor mak-

ing a form-fitting slip, left, and Ap2l4, a

nightgown with the new broad-shouldered
effect, right.

Turn to page 115 for directions for obtaining
diagram patterns described here



MURDER by CANDLELIGHT

through what Hamlen sensed was the
obstruction of human fingers:

“Get away, Clark ., . was behind the
desk . . . waiting.”

Then silence again and the sound of
a crushing blow. Hamlen dropped to
his knees. Evidently McCaleb’s at-
tacker was not armed, or did not want
to alarm the household with a shot.
Hamlen, afraid to fire for fear of hit-
ting McCaleb, began scouring the dark
floor for the flashlight.

Suddenly he heard a deeply indrawn
breath beside his ear. He wheeled and
charged up to his feet. But he was too
late. A blow that seemed to strike into
the center of his brain thudded against
his left temple. He plunged forward
on his face.

E knew that he had struggled for a
long time against forces he could
neither define nor grasp—in a world as
unstable as a dream. He heard a voice
that he thought was McCaleb’s—except
that it was too low and whispery. But
it was McCaleb’s; and it grew louder.

“Clark! Can you hear me?”

He welcomed the voice, tried to cling
to it as if it were a rope thrown out
from reality into the horrible mael-
strom of his dream.

There was a small stub of candle burn-
ing on the desk. He moved his head
toward the sound of a pleading voice.
He saw McCaleb. There was a streak
of blood from chin to forehead along
the stocky overseer’'s face. The big
man’s coat was torn almost into shreds.
His hair was wild about his florid face.

McCaleb’s sturdy arms got Hamlen
to his feet. Hamlen surveyed the room.
The sheet had been wrenched from
Charles Flandrau’s body, which lay
now half off the divan. The book-
shelves had been despoiled of their con-
tents. Great leather-bound volumes lay
scattered about the floor, their leaves
crumpled and torn.

“Looking for treasure, McCaleb,”
Hamlen said drowsily. “Got the cipher
out of my pocket.”

“What about your gun?”

Hamlen groped into his pocket, his
holster. The gun was gone, nor was it
to be found in the room. But near the
desk was a crumpled bit of paper. He
stooped and picked it up. It contained
a few words in the handwriting of
Philip DeSaulles. Hamlen saw that it
was a partial English translation of
the directions for locating the treasure.
He read: “. .. forty paces north of the
larger magnolia tree and about five
feet . . .”

There the writing stopped. Hamlen
knew that DeSaulles had first written
the directions in French. That paper
he himself had found in the library—
and which now could not be found in his
pockets. The murdered man had just
begun his English translation when he
had been attacked, made to walk into
the conservatory, killed.

WHAT'S SHORTCAKE TO YOU?
What is your favorite recipe?
We are particularly interested in knowing your answers to these questions and will pay $I~for each
Send your letter to Anne Morton, Mystery Magazine, 55 Fifth Avenue, New York City.

Can you make short cake?
family like the best?
shortcake recipe printed.
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How do you do it?

(Continued from page 65)

Hamlen began to laugh in a weird,
uncanny series of grim vocables. For
Hamlen knew now who had murdered
twice to gain the secret of the treasure.
The chain of evidence he had gathered
was now complete. He knew. He
knew how the murders had been accom-
plished.

“What is it, Clark?” cried McCaleb.
“Stop that infernal laughing.”

“1 know who did it,” Hamlen cried,
his voice shrill with a touch of hysteria.
“1 know! Look at those books. The
fool—the fool that turned them inside
out! He failed to see what was right
before his eyes. DeSaulles knew. He
must have known; but the man who
killed him to get the secret got only
part of it. He couldn't read French,
or he thought there must be more than
DeSaulles had put down—so he began
tearing into those books in the hope of
finding something that would help him.”

“What are you talking about, Ham-
len?” McCaleb asked.

“The treasure,” said Hamlen. He
knew that he couldn’t stand erect much
longer. He knew that he was going to
fall. “The treasure—and the man who
killed "

He staggered against the desk. The
room seemed to grow dark. He fought
against the encroaching waves of un-
reality.

He couldn't go out—now! He

couldn't go and leave Marian in the
house with a madman! There was
something he had to tell McCaleb—

something he couldn’t quite remember!
He felt his knees buckling under him,
felt McCaleb trying to hold him up.
He plunged once more into the horror
of a dream in whose torturous and ter-
rible mazes he had already walked . . .

ARIAN FLANDRAU set down her

cup and glanced sidewise at Mrs.
Voorn. She was surprised to see that
the cup the woman held was shaking
violently. Some of the coffee spilled
into the saucer. The woman got quick-
ly to her feet and her hands seemed to
fall away from the cup and saucer.
They shattered on the hearth.

Marian sprang to her feet, caught
Mrs. Voorn's arms. “What is it?”

Martha Voorn made a visible effort
to regain control of her nerves.

“l—1 must tell you something, Miss
Marian,” she said. “l was not in my
room when the shot that killed Mister
Charles was fired. 1 was in the con-
servatory. And | saw Doctor LeFlore
there. The door to his room was open,
and the door from his room to the hall
was open. | saw you standing beside
the portieres. | saw Doctor LeFlore,
just after the shot sounded, reach down
beneath one of his tables. It was under
that table that he claimed he found the
gun later.

“1 didn't see him shoot through the
door of the library, but I do know that
he could see Mister Charles from where

he stood by one of the tables.”

The girl gasped, caught at her cheek
with curled hands.

“He killed him! And you—you were
the person Barney saw go into the con-
servatory !”

Martha Voorn nodded.
said.

She turned halfway about, fury
stamped upon her thin, drawn face;
her eyes filled with suppressed frenzy.

“1 can't stand it,” she cried “1 shall
go mad. I'll not stay here and die.”

And then, without warning, she
turned and sprang to the door. Her
hand turned frantically at the knob
and the next second she was in the
hall. Marian ran with her, saw her
get at the door opening into the covered
gallery that connected the house with
the kitchen annex. Marian called her
name, but knew that the woman, im-
pelled by some dreadful motive, was
not to be stopped. Marian closed the
door and retreated along the hall
toward the library.

She must tell Clark what had hap-
pened. The hall itself was dark now,
and there were no lighted candles in
the big reception room. The tread of
her hurrying feet sent small thudding
echoes through the house. The rain
had stopped now and the house seemed
gripped in an awful and taut silence
from which moved, wraithlike, a hun-
dred nebulous and menacing threats.
She gained the library door and turned
the knob. The door was locked. She
rapped lightly on the white panels.

The echo of her knocking gave her
an acute premonition of disaster, of
further tragedy. Her throat became
heavy with a cry she was afraid to
utter. Suddenly she was afraid to
break the dead silence wrapped about
her and the great house. What had
become of Clark? Why hadn't her
knocks been answered?

And then a single sound came to her.
It was a muffled groan, and its source
was indefinite—as if it had been poured
up from all the silence of the big house.

Presently it was repeated. Marian
turned her eyes toward the closed door
of Paul Grober’s bedroom. She took
three steps toward the door, stopped.

Some one was in Grober's room!
Could it be Clark? Injured? She went
back to her own room and picked up
a candle centered upon a small paper-
weight medallion. She also picked up
three matches, which she stowed away
in a pocket of her brown jacket.

“Yes,” she

She strode then toward Grober’s
room, turned the door knob.
“Clark?”

She heard a repetition of the muffled
groan. She turned quickly. The sound
had come from a closed closet just in-
side the room. She set the candle down
upon a small round table and sprang
toward the closet, flung the door back.

There, upon the floor, his limbs gro-

(Please turn to page 68)
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iITHB MURDER by CANDLELIGHT TKflj

tesquely sprawled and motionless, his
hands and ankles tightly bound with
knotted ties, lay the body of a man.
The girl knelt immediately and set to
work at the knots. Wind suddenly
surged through an open window. The
candle went out.

The girl half rose in the darkness,
began groping in her pocket for
matches. Just as she turned toward
the table a step sounded behind her
and an arm shot forward closed down
hard about her throat. The scream she
uttered was annihilated. She grappled
at the arm that bore down even more
harshly about her throat. She felt a
handkerchief whip about her face. She
tried to scream, but wadded cloth was
thrust forcibly into her mouth.

She sank to the floor. Her hands
were wrenched backward. She felt
knots about her wrists, and ankles . . .

She lay still and heard the footsteps
of her assailant die away along the
hall, heard them return—and then the
click of a lock.

The handkerchief and gag cut cruelly
across her mouth. She tried to turn
her body as an initial move toward
sitting erect. She twisted her elbows
under her and at last got to a sitting
posture. By an almost superhuman
contortion she got her hand into a
pocket and upon a match.

A series of wriggling movements
brought her within reach of the table.
Her foot tipped it over. The candle
and medallion rolled to the floor. She
at last got the candle upright.

There was no sound now from the
bound man in the closet. She scraped
a match across the baseboard, watched
it flare into light. At last she suc-
ceeded in getting a tiny spire of light
upon the blackened wick.

She then shifted her position until
she could hold her bound wrists just
above the flame. The hot spiraling tip
touched her hands, singed them. She
held back the cry of pain she all but
uttered. The tie caught Are, burned
until she smeared out the flame.

When her burned hands were free
she quickly unknotted the handkerchief
and the strips about her ankles. She
got to her feet and ran toward the
closet and removed the gag from the
bound man's lips. She lifted his head,
began asking questions.

She slipped her hand beneath the in-
jured man’'s neck. Her fingers en-
countered a soft tenuous mass . . .

She stood up, horrified. She must
get help for this man!

She ran toward the open window,
climbed to the sill and vaulted outside.
The windows of Doctor LeFlore’s room
were bright rectangles of amber light.
The conservatory was dark. What, she
thought, would she not give for the
steadiness and sanity of electric lights
again? Candlelight at Bellefontaine
had palely illumined murder and hate
and lust during the long night!

She walked along the wall, feeling
heavy grass whip at her ankles. She
came to the first open door to the con-
servatory, beyond which, she knew, lay
the body of her uncle. It was then that
she saw the shifting light in the library.
It appeared that some one was direct-
ing a flashlight about the room.

The room was suddenly darkened and

8

(Continued from page 67)

she heard a voice. She slipped inside
the conservatory and began walking
along an aisle whose boundaries she
knew by instinct. She stopped at the
steps leading up to the library entrance.
She could see the desk. Clark Hamlen
was seated there, his face half in
shadow. Over his shoulders spilled the
ray of a flashlight.

Her lover's face was pale except
where a crimson slash lay across the
mouth. His eyes were dark, and he
stared straight ahead.

“Some one is in the
heard a voice saying.

“Yes,” said Clark Hamlen dispirited-
ly. “I know it.”

library,” she

NEW BEAUTY

The beauty editor of Mystery
Magazine oilers you information
and suggestions that will help you
as much as possible. In order to
help you help yourself in your
quest for beauty you should have
a copy of our New Beauty Chart.
With the aid of this you can dis-
cover just how you can make best
use of your creams, powders and
other cosmetics. Just send your

request with a stamped, self-
addressed envelope to Pamela
Pinkerton, Mystery Magazine. 55

Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y.

“You know what Philip DeSaulles
wrote in French upon that piece of
paper. You read French. But if you
don’'t remember—here it is. My gun
is within two inches of your head.
Write an English translation of the
directions for finding the treasure.”

An arm dipped forward into the pool
of light upon the desk and a hand, grip-
ping also the flashlight, spread the
paper out. The arm withdrew into
shadow. The muzzle of a gun touched
and bore hard against the base of Clark
Hamlen’'s head. Hamlen looked down
at the paper before him. It was the
sheet he had found upon the floor of
the library as he and McCaleb had
stalked the murderer of DeSaulles.

Marian Flandrau strode with deter-
mined steps into the library and stood
straight and still, eyes defiant, her
slender figure tense and commanding.

“Tell her,” McCaleb said hoarsely.
“Tell her to go away.”

“Marian,” said Hamlen, his mind
leaden with thoughts of what the mad
man behind him might do, “stay where
you are. There is a gun at my head.
I am going to write what this man
wants me to write.”

He saw the girl's eyes grow wide.

“Write!” McCaleb commanded.

Hamlen began to write once more—
meaningless words that might bring
McCaleb closer in order to read them.
Hamlen prayed for a chance at an even
fight to get clear!

It was then that Hamlen saw that
the flashlight was growing dim. Its
once blazing shaft was reddening. Mc-
Caleb also noticed it. He laid it down
upon the table. Hamlen got to his feet
cautiously. A word from McCaleb
made him go stiff.

McCaleb applied a match flame to a
candle stub. Marian Flandrau’'s eyes
fastened upon the small light. Mc-
Caleb’s thumb pressed the flashlight
button. The red disc flicked out.

The girl turned her eyes from the
candle to Hamlen’s face.

“It’'s death,” she said, “for both of
us. I'd rather die—trying——"

She hesitated, turned her eyes upon
the candle again. Hamlen saw that her
dark eyes were wide with contempla-
tion of death but that they also were
brimming with courage. Hamlen
smiled when she looked at him again.
He understood her meaning. She in-
tended to sweep forward and knock
the candle from the desk, plunge the
room in darkness, let the rest happen
as the gods of chance should decree!

The big man was talking in a loud
voice, but Hamlen heard not a word of
it. He was watching the girl as she
prepared her body for the spring
toward the desk. He saw her hands
lift slightly . . . then:

Light!

Dazzling, blinding and astounding!

The cluster of globes at the ceiling
were flooded with sudden brilliance that
froze the three persons in the room to
a moment of complete inaction and be-
wilderment.

The power line had been repaired.
Hamlen, recovering first, charged
toward McCaleb’s body. The big man

fired, leaping backward to avoid Ham-
len’s lunging figure, but he failed to get
clear. Hamlen had come in with the
clean lithe grace of a football tackier,
with the ferocity of an animal defend-
ing itself against death.

He closed fierce arms about Mc-
Caleb’s waist, pinning the man’'s arms
to his side. The gun fired again as the
two went down in a struggling mass.
McCaleb threw his entire strength
into a gigantic effort to free his pin-
ioned arms, to break the encircling
force of Ham'en’'s onslaught.

Marian Flandrau stopped quickly and
caught at the barrel of the gun.

Hamlen, realizing her danger, called
out a warning:

“His coat pocket,
gun!”

In another instant, her hands tight
about the heavy butt of a revolver, she
stepped away. Then she leaned close
and jammed the gun close to McCaleb’s
grimmy forehead.

“Drop that gun, McCaleb,” she cried.
“1 can shoot—and I will!”

Marian—another

IT was close to daylight when Paul
Grober was released from his bonds
and revived by Doctor LeFlore. Ham-
len, with the assistance of Barney who
had returned from his vigil upon the
creek bank, removed the bodies of
Philip DeSaulles and Charles Flan-
drau to an upstairs bedroom. Lillian
Flandrau, weeping and sodden, had re-
turned to the house.

To those in the library, including
John McCaleb who had been securely
bound lest he attempt escape, Doctor
LeFlore made a statement explaining
his part in the mysterious affair:

“1 was in the conservatory when the
shot that killed Charles was fired. |1

(Please turn to page 70)
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Keep Them Husky

F YOUR child has never been brought

into close contact with anyone who has
tuberculosis, you can count yourself lucky
because boys and girls are more susceptible
to the disease than grown people. Most
children who pick up tuberculosis germs get
them from someone who has an active ah
though often an unrecognised case of the
disease.

Whenever a child is found to be infected,
there should be an immediate search for the
source of the infection. A child may be in
daily association with an older person who
is entirely unaware of the fact that he or
she has tuberculosis which can be trans-
mitted to others. The condition is probably
thought to be chronic asthma or bronchitis.

However, why guess about possible in-
fection? You can almost always find out
by the simple tuberculin test whether or
not your child has picked up any germs of
tuberculosis.

If he has become infected, you will surely
want to take the next step— have an X-ray

examination to learn whether or not any
harm has been done or is being done. Even
though the germs are lying dormant, an
infected child ought to be under medical
care and carefully watched.

Many tuberculosis experts are of the opin-
ion that the majority of the active cases of
tuberculosis in adult life are partly or largely
traceable to infection in childhood.

Despite all the progress that has been made
in fighting the disease, it still causes more
deaths and more invalidism between the
ages of fifteen and forty-five than any other
disease. Be on guard. Use all the help
afforded by science to protect your children.

If detected in its earliest form, most cases
of tuberculosis can easily be controlled and
arrested. But if cases are permitted to de-
velop to the point where the familiar first
signs appear— loss of weight, lack of ap-
petite, indigestion, fatigue and a persistent
cough — there comes a long battle which
can be won only with expert medical care,
proper food and rest.
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MURDER by CANDLELIGHT

heard something fall upon the bricked
floor beneath the table. | stooped to
see what it was. | did not find it then
but later | found that the object | had
heard was the gun from which the fatal
bullet had been discharged. | had gone
to the conservatory to deliver to Mrs.
Voorn the daily small package of mor-
phine she requires. | also am an ad-
dict, by the way; a fact those who tried
to waken me a few minutes ago must
have guessed.

“l knew that Mrs. Voorn had seen
me stoop beside the table. In fact, |
thought for some time that perhaps she
herself had fired the shot and thrown
the gun away. | am sure that she was
the person Barney saw come into the
conservatory.”

Paul Grober’s statement,
wrote and signed, was:

“l made arrangements with one of
the negroes on the place to have a boat
ready for me. Mrs. Flandrau and |
were—leaving tonight. She thought |
had gone to our rendezvous and set out
to go there. After all of us were ques-
tioned about Charles’ death | went out-
side the house. McCaleb walked up to
me beside the covered gallery and ac-
cused me of committing the murder. |
then told him that | had seen him on
the stair when the shot was fired—the
shot that killed Charles. | had been
upstairs with Mrs. Flandrau on the
porch. | came down the vine, walked
to the porch and looked through the
front door to see if the coast was clear.

“l saw Miss Marian running down
the hall—and | saw John McCaleb with
a gun in his hand—a gun we know now
he used to kill Charles and which he
then threw away.

“When McCaleb learned that | had
seen him he drew a gun and made me
walk back into my room. There he
struck me down, bound me, gagged me.
I understand that Miss Marian was
later attacked by him in the same way
when she started to investigate the
source of my semi-conscious groans.”

It was Paul Grober who took John
McCaleb’s full confession, typed it out
on his portable machine and watched
the murderer sign it.

That statement read:

“1 killed Charles Flandrau through
the door of the library. | was stand-
ing on the stair, could see him, and
fired when | thought he was about to
kill his uncle. | knew that his uncle
had found the lost page of the diary;
knew also that Philip DeSaulles was
possibly the only man who could de-
cipher that coded message. | wanted
the treasure.

“In killing Charles | used the gun |
had previously taken from Philip De-
Saulles’ library desk drawer. After |
fired | heard Miss Marian cry out. |
had not known before that she was
directly below me. | then ran up the
stairs and down again to make her

which he

Curtains at your window tell the world something of the good taste and charm of the furnishings within.
you don't care about the world outside, you do care about the effect that curtains make on the view from
would like help in making window draperies of just the right sort, send for our booklet, Window Treatments.
be sent to you on receipt of ten cents plus three cents postage sent with your request to Home Beautiful

(Continued from page 68)

believe that | had come from the second
floor. | believed that she could not tell,
because of the peculiar acoustics of the
house and because of her nervous con-
dition, from what part of the house the
shot had come. When she turned and
fled | threw the gun away—through the
open doors of Doctor LeFlore's room.
It went through both doors and fell
beneath a table in the conservatory.

“1 then went down to the library.
Later, after all of us had been ques-
tioned, | left Clark Hamlen in the

house and went outside. | encountered
Grober who told me that he had seen
me. He didn't have any proof, but |
couldn't take chances. | made him go
back to his room, knocked him out and
gagged and bound him up, thrusting
his body back into a closet. | scattered
his clothing about to make it appear
that he had suddenly left the house.
“During all this time Clark Hamlen

was in the reception room. | walked
around the house, leaving Grober’s
room by way of the window, and
through the conservatory, into the

library. There | held Philip DeSaulles
up. He dropped the thing | wanted on
the library floor. 1 had to kill him with
the dagger | picked up from the desk.

“1 found the torn diary leaf and that
part of the English translation he had
made. | left his body and came around
the house and into the front door. |
told Hamlen | had seen a man go into
the conservatory. Hamlen and | went
through the library and into the con-
servatory. | heard him pick up what
| believed | had not gotten—the full
translation of the code.

“We went together into the conserva-
tory. In the darkness | threw a small
flower pot at the glass wall to make
Hamlen believe we had almost caught
the murderer.

“Later, Doctor LeFlore and | went
to Paul Grober’'s room. | was careful
to keep the doctor from searching the
closet where Grober was lying uncon-
scious. Then Clark and | left Miss
Marian and Mrs. Voorn in Miss Mar-
ian’s room and went outside. We
searched for footprints, I, all the while,
waiting for a chance to get at what
Hamlen had found in the library.

“We walked around to the porch and
examined the vine. Then | threw a
pebble toward the conservatory doors
to make Hamlen think again that we
were being watched or followed. The
candle Hamlen had left beside Philip
DeSaulles went out. That helped the
illusion | worked. It is probable that
one of Doctor LeFlore's moths fanned
the candle out.

“Hamlen went to the conservatory.
I went to the hall. | knocked down the
matches that had been placed against
Doctor LeFlore’s door to make Hamlen
think the doctor had left his room.
When Hamlen came into the library
where | was | pretended to be attacked,

AT YOUR WINDOW

Magazines, 55 Fifth Avenue, New York. N. Y.

finally attacked Hamlen in the dark
and knocked him unconscious. Then |
got at the paper and saw that it was
worthless to me, since | could not read
French. However, the English transla-
tion was sufficient to let me know that
the library itself was probably the
place of the hidden treasure.

“1 searched as well as | could. |
smeared blood on my face to make
Hamlen think | had been attacked. |
worked with Hamlen to get him back
to life. Just then Miss Marian knocked
at the door. | went into the hall when
she finally went away and followed her
to Grober’s room where she had dis-
covered his body. | tied her up and re-
turned to Hamlen in the library. |
roused him for a few minutes. He
began saying things that startled me,
made me believe that he suspected me.
He became completely unconscious
again and | worked for half an hour
at reviving him. | tried to make him
write what he knew about the treasure
but he refused.

“Miss Marian came to

. . the lights came on . .

It was Clark Hamlen who explained
to John McCaleb what the treasure was
and where it could be found.

“The books, McCaleb,” he said.
“They are worth their weight in silver
to any collector. Tooled leather—
Nuremburg, 16th century—Anthony
Koberger. | think they should bring at
least a hundred thousand dollars. But
Arnauld DeSaulle was not thinking of
their monetary value when he wrote
the directions for finding the treasure.
He must have loved books for the pleas-
ure they had given him.”

“When,” Doctor LeFlore asked, “did
you first suspect McCaleb?”

“1 think,” said Hamlen, “I suspected
him only when | regained conscious-
ness for the first time. | believed that
he was the only person in the house
who could have torn into those fine old
books without suddenly realizing what
Arnauld DeSaulles’ treasure was!
Again, he was the only person who
could have known, besides Marian and
Mrs. Voorn, that | had accidentally
found the translation in the library.
He was with me when | found it, and
he must have overheard me when 1 told
Marian and Mrs. Voorn about it.”

The morning brought sunlight to Bel-

the library

lefontaine. And into that sunlight
Marian Flandrau and Clark Hamlen
walked. The girl did not look back

along the path she had taken that night
in fleeing from horror, nor did she look
back upon the brooding malevolence of
the great house she had always hated.
A few miles away, beyond the reced-
ing waters of the flood, was another
house, into which she soon would walk
as the bride of a man whose love had
been tested in a crucible of terror and
menace they both must try to forget.

But even if
indoors. If you
A copy will
Editor, Tower
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Red, rough
hands
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Painful chapping relieved instantly

«<rrinat’s the girl I've been looking for all my life!”
I he thought as she entered the room—beautiful,
poised, exquisitely gowned . . .

A murmured introduction. .. he asked herto dance.

Quickly he glanced at her hands to see if she wore
awedding ring. What a shock! Coarse, red hands
that cried “Scrubwoman” —not “Romance.” He fin-
ished the dance—interest gone.

It's tragic, when only 3 days of Hinds care would
make those hands soft, white, baby smooth ... the
kind of hands men love.

Why hands get rough, coarse

Housework means putting hands in and out of hot

water, using harsh alkali cleansers. This dries out the

natural skin oils. Then cold weather roughens, chaps

and cracks open skin. Hinds puts back these precious

oils. And thus ends chapping pain.. .restores youth-
ful softness and smoothness.

Hinds is not a weak, thinned-
out lotion. Not a thick, gummy
jelly that just goes over the top
of the skin. Hinds is an ultra-
penetrating lotion. Thus is ab-
sorbed more thoroughly. That is
why it can do in 3 days what
other creams may do in weeks.

What the “second skin” is

And then, Hinds leaves an in-
visible “second skin” thatprotects
hands from chapping. This “sec-
ond skin” is a fine layer of Hinds
Cream that has penetrated so

deeply through the rough
skin that water won'’t wash
it off. There it stays, soften-
ing, whitening, protecting.
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The Man With the Rubber

mirror appeared at his touch. Here were
ail the appurtenances of a dressing-
room. suddenly in sight. Throwing off
his dress coat, Cabot drew over his
head a blue denim blouse that came up
high around his throat and concealed
his shirt and collar, then drew a dirty,
frayed cap tightly over his head.

He stared into the mirror. And as
he stared, his face changed.

The regular features altered with a
steady, horrifying certitude, as his
head sank down between his shoulders.
A wolfish snarl drew his lips aside;
his brows came down, his fine nostrils
thickened. A natural command of fa-
cial muscles, brought to awful perfec-
tion by days and weeks of practice be-
hind prison bars—such patient, unre-
lenting practice as only one trained to
the magican’s art could encompass.

With a nod of satisfaction, Cabot
reached into a box. His swift, sure
fingers rolled plugs of cotton; these

spread out his nostrils, thickened his
lips, aided the changes caused by mus-
cular action and relieved the nervous
tension. A different, coarse face ap-
peared. A dust of black powder across
the brown eyebrows, a quick, deft
smear of dirt over jaws and cheeks,
formed the only touch of make-up. The
car slowed, came to a halt.

“Looks clear, sir,” said Bowker,
“But | got a oueer feeling.”
“So have 1,” said Cabot grimly.

“Keep the engine running.”

HE turned to the dingy apartment
building that housed the office of
Kilraine, took the keys from his pocket,
and entered. Inside, seeing no one, he
passed to the corner apartment, opened
its door, and switched on the light.

He halted abruptly. Nearly two
weeks since he had been here; but
upon the air hung the scent of tobacco.
Cigars. His dark eyes glinted around
in startled probing. The central room
was almost empty, black drapes,
touched with scarlet, covered the walls
and doors. A large framed poster of
Korvo the Great alone broke the om-
inous expanse. A table in the window
bore a crystal ball on its stand; on the
lower shelf was a telephone.

To the left, behind those drapes, was
a small kitchen, nothing more. To the
right opened the bedroom with its cot
and the things he had come here to get.
He hesitated, then turned to it, thrust
aside the drapes, looked between two
heavy sliding doors.

Empty.

He entered this room, found the coat
he had left here, carelessly—too care-
lesslyl—lying on a chair. Crossing to
a large closet, he opened it, thrust
aside garments that hung on a pole,
and revealed a very unsuspected door.
This was locked. He put a key in the
lock, turned it, and left it so.

From the closet he took a large bag
and into it thrust the coat, following
this with boxes, small articles, pulled
hurriedly from drawers and shelves. A
glance around, then he closed the bag
and thrust it into the closet. He came
back to the msliding doors and pulled
them nearly shut, then stepped into the
central, black-hung room. An instant
he stood there, irresolute.

“Nonsense! No danger here now,”
he murmured, and crossed to the table,
letting the drapes fall behind him. He
seated himself, picked up the telephone,
called a number.

2

"T T ELLO, Viola!” he exclaimed in

11 the throaty, rather husky voice
of Kilraine.

“Larry!” came the glad cry. He
smiled grimly as the voice babbled on.
He had picked Viola Le May from the
streets, trained her as his assistant,
aided her to become the sort of woman
she had vainly dreamed. While he was
in prison, she had become a cabaret
singer, widening her acquaintance, lin-
ing up jobs for him—the kind of jobs
an ex-convict would jump at. Little
she knew that Kilraine had become
John Cabot!

ONLY TWO WEEKS

After two weeks Mary Jane's
friends asked her what she had
done to make her hair look so soft
and silky and lustrous. She had
simply been following out instruc-
tions in our beauty circular, Care of
the Hair. If you would like a
copy, send your request with a
stamped, self-addressed envelope to
Pamela Pinkerton, Mystery Maga-
zine, 55 Fifth Ave., New York, N.Y.

“Listen, Viola,” he broke in abruptly.
“1've got bad news for you. The bulls
are wise; they're after me for Kkilling
Ben Carias and for other jobs. They're
out after me. If they get me, it's the
chair or the big house for life. I'm off
tonight for the Coast, understand?
And the Big Shot is after me, from the
other side. Every crook in town is
looking for me. too—"

“Oh, Larry!” At her cry, at the
swift anguish in her voice, Cabot
started. But he gave her no time to
go on.

“Snap out of it,” he pursued quickly.
“I'll. communicate with you. A man
named Mark Lemon. Remember the
name, Mark Lemon! You can trust
him. Or else Bowker may come—you
know Bowker! But I'm on the lam—"

“Wait, Larry!” she broke in desper-
ately, urgently. “l've got something
here for you, something that came only
yesterday for you. It's big, Larry!
You'll need it. You must get it—"

“Good Lord! I'm on my way to the
station now!” he exclaimed impa-
tiently.

“No matter. Come here, send, but
get it! Just a small package. It's your
share of the Templehof job; a mes-

senger left it. | looked into it. It's
wonderful, Larry! You must get it,
take it with you—"

Templehof! Cabot frowned; he knew

of no such job, had not the ghost of an
idea what she meant, but he knew that
Viola Le May could be trusted. His
face cleared.

“I'll have Bowker get it in a few
minutes and bring it to me,” he said
rapidly. “Now, listen! Too many peo-
ple know we've been associated; it'll
be dangerous for you. Give out word
tonight, somehow, that we've broken
off, that I've left town and you never
want to see me again. For your own
sake, understand?”

“Yes, Larry.” A sob now. Cabot
swore under his breath. He had not
suspected this, had not thought of sen-
timent in their relations. “When will 1|

Face

see you, Larry? Will you let me know?”

“When it's safe,” he said abruptly,
and hung up. He cursed himself for a
brute, but he had no choice in the
matter.

Rising, he started toward the bed-
room. Then, just as he put out his
hand to the drapes, he stiffened.

“Up!” came a voice. “Up, Kilraine!”

His head turned. Ghastly despair

seized upon him. They had been
hidden in the kitchen all the time.
Now they were out, coming toward

him; two detectives, pistols ready, eyes
grimly promising to use those pistols.
They were dealing with a Killer.

M ISS LE MAY'S apartment, Bow-
ker. Stop half a block from
there, go on afoot. Say that Kilraine
sent you for a package; you'll take it
down to the station and meet Kilraine.
He’'s leaving in half-an-hour for Los
Angeles. Don’t let her come, on any
account. Get me?”

“Got you,” came the curt response.

Unhurried now, Cabot got rid of the
blouse. He let his features return to
their natural lines, inspected his attire,
straightened his tie. Cold cream and a
towel cleansed his face. He was get-
ting into his dress coat when the ear
halted.

Himself again, Cabot put up the
blinds, lit a cigarette and settled back
to wait. It was not long until Bowker
appeared, his heavy figure trim in its
whipcord uniform, a small package in
his hand. He ducked directly under the
wheel and drove the car away.

“Keep a lookout, sir,” came his

voice. “Ain’t sure, but seemed to me
like too many birds was hanging
around that joint. She said to tell you
good luck, and this came to her for
you from somebody you knew in Wash-
ington. She was crying and all broke
up.”
Washington! Templehof!  Cabot’s
brain raced, but to no avail, as he
glanced back. He saw nothing suspi-
cious. Bowker passed back the pack-
age. This was apparently a small box,
and under the string that tied it was
thrust an envelope, unaddressed. Cabot
switched on the light and tore open
the envelope.

In his hand dropped a hundred-dol-
lar bill, and a scrap of paper, hastily
scrawled:

“Larry:

You may need this worse than |

do. Take it, old pal, and good
luck. God bless you.

Viola.”
Twenty minutes later, John Cabot

was once more moving among his
guests, his absence unobserved by any.

By two o’'clock the last guest had de-
parted, the ballroom was empty and

dark, and Cabot, retiring, dismissed
his valet. Alone in his bedroom, he
got out of his coat, slipped into a

dressing-gown, and produced the pack-
age that Viola Le May had sent to Kil-
raine. He cut the strings, laid bare a
plain pastboard box, and opened it.
Before him lay a blazing green mass

of the most precious stones in the
world—emeralds!
Cabot fingered them, incredulous.

One glance told him they were not only
real, but such emeralds as he had
never seen in his life; enormous, pure,
flawless. He looked at the settings.
(Please turn to page 74)
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IS THE FEAR OF

Many eminent physicians have declared
thatfear often acts on the system like a
poison, creating a toxic condition that is
particularly disturbing to the delicate
feminine organism.

When women watch the calendar, month
after month, with anxiety and apprehen-
sion, this very worry, in itself, often
causes feminine irregularities and ill-
health.

Why not banish “catendar fear'*?
Why not follow the lead of millions of
women who are safeguarding health,
youth and feminine daintiness by prac-
ticing correct and sensible hygiene?

They use the “Lysol” method of femi-

“Lysol” is economical ... a treatment costs
less than one cent. “Lysol” is safe ... it con-
tains no free caustic alkali.“ Lysol” is effective

. it destroys hidden germ-life. “Lysol” has
enjoyed the full confidence of the medical
profession for over 40 years.
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THEM

nine antisepsis that has been approved
by leading doctors throughout the world,
for more than forty years.

“Lysol” is mild and healing. It contains
no free caustic alkali, commonly found
in chlorine-type antiseptics, which dead-
ens sensitive tissues and inflames tender
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The Man With the Rubber

Necklaces, bracelets, pendants, of the
most magnificent workmanship. Here
was a fortune beside which Viola’'s
hundred-dollar bill was like a postage
stamp.

“But what the devil does it mean?”
he muttered, staring.

The telephone jarred in upon his
amazement. The telephone—after two
in the morning!

“Hello!” he responded.

“John! This 1s Mary Sargent. |
must see you instantly! I'm coming
right over in my car.” Her voice was
urgent, breathless. He had never im-
agined that this calm, poised girl with

the level eyes could be so excited.
“Meet me at the side entrance.” And
rang off.

Wondering, perturbed Cabot thrust
the astounding stones aside, got out
of his dressing-gown, and donned hat
and overcoat. Mary Sargent lived with
the Blakes, only, a few blocks distant.
What had happened? Anything was
possible. And at this hour of the morn-

ing, too!
Into his -overcoat pocket, Cabot
thrust the pistol from his dresser

drawer, and then descended through
the dark and silent house to the side
entrance. Beneath the porte cochere he

paused, and glanced back at the
garage. A light showed in the upper
room of this—Bowker lived there
alone.

Then he turned as a small car came
up the drive. He strode out to meet it
in the circle at the side of the house,
and a moment later stood beside Mary
Sargent.

“Well, the surprise is joyful!” he

said lightly. “Didn’'t you get enough
party—"
“John! No nonsense,” she broke in.

He was astonished at sight of her ur-
gent, wide-eyed face. “Uncle was talk-
ing as we drove home. He mentioned
that the police have found out about
Kilraine—that friend of yours! Un-
derstand? That he’s a murderer, a
killer! 1 had to let you know at once.
In spite of your promise—"

“My dear,” said Cabot gravely, “my
promise holds. | found out about all
this earlier today; Harmer learned it,
and telephoned me. That's one reason
I promised you not to have anything
more to do with this Kilraine. 1'm done
with him. Unless vitally necessary to
me, he’ll never show up again; upon
my word. He's gone to the Pacific
Coast, has skipped out for good. Sat-
isfied?”

She drew a deep breath.

“And to think of mv coming over
here—well, no matter. I'm glad you're

rid of him.”

“Me, too.” Cabot opened the car
door. “I'll drive you home and walk
back; | insist. | need a walk to clear

my head. My dear, it was good of you
to come over, to warn me. | appreciate
it with all my heart.”

That was all, yet so much lay in his
simple words that she was silent. Nor
did he speak again until he was

getting out of the car at her door.

“By the way, do you know anything
about Washington?” he asked. “Have
you heard anything about a jewel rob-
bery there? Some one was talking

about it. Templehof—"
“Templehof! Good heavens, John,
don't you read the papers?” she ex-

claimed. “For three days they've been
full of it. A broker or agent there had
a lot of jewels they say the late King
of Spain sent over here for sale. He
was robbed, and the loss ran into huge
figures. You'd better go to bed and
read the papers tomorrow. Good-
night.”

“Goodnight,” said John Cabot, and
walked home mechanically, like a man
in a dream. What the devil could it all
mean?

HE was letting himself in the door
when he remembered Bowker, and
going out to the drive, saw a light still
in the chauffeur’s room. He strode out
to the garage. The man’s quarters
were reached by outside stairs, and as
he began the ascent, Cabot heard a
growling voice above. He paused, then
ascended quietly. An oath came to him,
and another.

Outside the door of Bowker’s room,
he halted, listening. A low cry reached
him; a cry of pain. Then a voice.

“Come across, damn you! We mean
business, you fool. Burn his feet some
more, Pete! Come on, now, talk!
Where’'s this Kilraine, huh? Where'd
you put that package?”

Cabot’s fingers closed on the pistol.
He saw everything in a flash; they had
followed the car here. The emeralds
had been a plant—unknown to Viola!
Kilraine had escaped the police on one
hand, only to fall into a trap set by
the underworld, by the Big Shot, that
unknown person who—

Another cry of pain. Cabot reached
out, silently opened the door. Before
him sat Bowker, lashed in a chair,
gagged, stubbornly shaking his head.
Two men, their back to the door; one,
kneeling, held matches to Bowker’s
naked feet. The other held a “sap”,
with which he must have been beating
their victim.

“Stick 'em up!” snapped the hoarse
voice of Kilraine.

The two flung a glance at the door-
way. There, overcoat buttoned up
close, hat pulled down, was the stoop-
shouldered figure of Larry Kilraine.
The dark eyes glared at them from his
drawn, wolfish features; over the pis-

tol, his face was drawn, snarling,
frightful.  Stupefied, the two men
lifted their hands.

“Cut him loose, Pete! Move fast.

Bowker, frisk 'em; stand 'em up.”

The two frightened thugs lined up
against the wall. Bowker, grimly in-
tent with pistol and billy, said nothing.
Kilraine came up close to them, said
nothing, stared at them. After a mo-
ment, babbling words broke from them;
pleas, oaths, whines.

“Sol” said Kilraine abruptly.

YOU'RE THE DOCTOR
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“What's his name, you—the man who
sent you here? His name! The man
who planted that package, set you to
watch when | came for it!”

“Honest, Kilraine!” whined one.
“Nobody knows his name. We don't.
Maybe some guy here and there—it's

the Big Shot, Kilraine! He don't tell
nobody, see? Us mugs gets our
orders—"

“1 see you're not lying, anyhow,”

said Kilraine.
‘em up?”

“To hell with them,” snapped Bow-
ker disgustedly. “1 ain't hurt.”

“All right.” Kilraine turned to the
pair. “Clear out. Tell the Big Shot
that I'm going West tonight, see? But
I'm coming back. And I'm coming back
to get him! Scram!”

The two departed hastily.

“Bowker, want to beat

IGHT the next morning. John
Cabot, after dressing, slipped the
pasteboard box of emeralds into his
pocket and turned to his telephone. A
moment later he had Winthrop Blake
on the wire.
“Morning, commissioner!” he ex-
claimed cheerily. “Going to work to-

day? 1'd like the earliest possible ap-
pointment with you. It's rather im-
portant.”

“Right, John,” came the response.

“Say, nine-thirty, at my office?”

“I'll be there,” answered Cabot.

At nine-thirty to the minute, he was
ushered into Blake's private office.
No dingy police headquarters, but a
great corner room high in a downtown
building, overlooking the river. Still
an athlete, despite the gray at his
temples, Blake liked fresh air on these
lively spring mornings, and the two
big windows near his desk were flung
wide open.

To Cabot's abrupt astonishment,
Blake made no response to his greet-
ing, but looked up at him with a sin-
gular expression and motioned toward
a chair.

“Sit down, Cabot. Just a moment,
till 1 examine these prints.”

Before him were two slips of paper
bearing finger-prints. He picked up an
enlarging glass and continued a minute
examination of the prints, evidently
comparing the two sets. John Cabot,
astounded by this reception, lit a cig-
arette and composed himself to wait.
He was struck again by the harsh ele-
ment in Winthrop Blake's handsome
features, an element of cruelty, of
ruthlessness.

Then, suddenly, Blake laid aside the
glass, leaned back in his chair, gazed
at Cabot.

“Glad you came; saved me the
trouble of sending for you,” he said

abruptly. “Before you took over the
family estate, | believe you were in
Africa?”

Cabot nodded. “Africa and parts ad-
jacent. | supported myself in those
days.”

“As a magician, perhaps?”

(Please turn to page 76)
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The Man With the Rubber Face <£rV

The attack was cold, hard, imper-
sonal. Cabot tingled to a sudden sense
of peril. This man, Mary Sargent's
uncle, a family friend—

“Just what do you mean, Blake?” he
queried.

“l mean that you're caught,” said
Winthrop Blake, unsmiling. “When
the police nearly grabbed the murderer

of Ben Carias, he vanished in or
around your office. Yesterday, this
man was identified as Kilraine. |

looked up Kilraine. He got out of jail
shortly before you appeared here, after
some years of wandering. Bowker and

Kilraine were pals in prison. You see
the inference.”

“Rather, coincidence,” murmured
Cabot.

At first stupefied, shocked into chill

horror, now he wakened. His brain
leaped to the alert. He settled himself
to fight.

“No,” said Blake, his eyes merciless.
“1 began to suspect something queer.
Last night | took the one way to make
certain—obtained your finger-prints
from that pen and that specially pre-
pared sheet of paper. They've just
been brought up. Here they are. Iden-
tical with those of Kilraine. Finger-
prints don't lie.”

So the blow fell.

Cabot pressed out his cigarette. He
was fighting now, silently, invisibly, his
brain reaching out, his whole self try-
ing to grapple with this man mentally.
But the shock was numbing. When he
needed them most, his amazing mental
powers failed him.

In a flash, he saw what this meant.
Utter ruin. He was identified with Kil-
raine, and confirmation could be ob-
tained in a dozen quarters.

“Nobody else knows this,
said Withrop Blake suddenly.

Cabot ignored the words, their im-
plication. He leaned forward, ear-
nestly.

“It's true, Blake,” he said. “As Kil-
raine, I've done no wrong; indeed, I've
done much for society. Kilraine turned
in the kidnapers of the Carson child,
and other crooks. Thanks to Kilraine,
the Wurzle gang was wiped out. Kil-
raine didn’t kill Ben Carias, but it was
thought he did—"

Cabot,”

His words died away under the un-

smiling fixed regard of Winthrop
Blake. At last his brain caught a
warning, a horrible warning that

shocked him again. Then Blake spoke.

“Fifty thousand dollars, Cabot, and
I'll destroy this paper!”

Cabot stared. “What? Blake, do you
know what you're saying?”

“Naturally. You're caught. Pay up.”

Blackmail, then! This man, of all
others!

“So!” murmured Cabot.
glad he doesn't know about it,
you?”

Winthrop Blake started.
dilated slightly.

“Eh? What do you mean?”

“You know what | mean. What's his
name, Blake? The Big Shot!”

“You'd better sing low and sing soft,
Cabot,” said the other. “Let me tell
you, the Big Shot is the most powerful
man in this city, in this state—"

The box on his desk buzzed. He re-
sponded, listened, then spoke.

“Send him in.” Looking up at Cabot,
he went on. “I'll get rid of this fellow
while you think over the matter—and
think hard. You're caught, remember.”

The door opened. Into the room
shambled a man, well-dressed, but pal-
lid, twitchy, furtive. Cabot recognized
him as an acquaintance of Kilraine,
one Hoppy Sam Rolls, a well-known
underworld character and supposedly a
stool.

“You're
are

His eyes

“Speak up, Rolls,” said Winthrop
Blake curtly. “This gentleman doesn’t
matter.”

“It—it's about my girl, commis-

sioner.” Hoppy Sam spoke up, indeed,
with so fierce a manner that Cabot
stared in amazement. Doped up to the
hilt! “You framed her, damn you! |
just found out about it. You sent her
up the river! Now, you write out an
order to release her, see? Do it quick,

damn you!”
Blake broke into a laugh. *“Hello,
Sam! Feeling good, aren’t you? Giv-

ing me orders, huh? Clear out of here
before I have you thrown out.”

“Aw, have a heart, commissioner!”
Hoppy Sam edged about the desk, held
out a pleading hand. “You know she
ain't a bad sort. Them bulls framed

her and you backed 'em up—"

“Get out!” snapped Blake
reached into an open drawer.

Like a flash, moving so quickly that
the eye could scarcely follow him, the
dope addict leaped.

Winthrop Blake came to his feet,
jerking up a pistol. Hoppy Sam grap-
pled with him, mouthing insane curses.
The pistol roared, then roared a second
time. The two men rocked back and
forth. From Sam burst a wild and
unearthly scream. The office door was
flung open, but too late. The locked
figures struck the desk, rebounded,
reeled at the wide open window, fell
across the sill, hung there. From Blake
broke one appalling cry.

John Cabot leaped forward—too
late! His fingers caught Blake’s ankle,
but his hold was jerked loose. The in-
tertwined, twisting figures were gone,

and

jerking away into space. A voice
wailed up emptily and then was
hushed.

Weak and sick, Cabot leaned against
the desk. He felt in his pocket, at the
pressure of the box there. Then he
glanced around. The room was in a
turmoil—officers, clerks, under-cover
men. It had happened before their
very eyes, as they rushed in. No need
to ask questions.

For the last time, the fingers of
Korvo the Great moved swiftly, invis-
ibly, deftly.

A newspaper man broke in, as Cabot
was telling his story, pointing to the
box and the emeralds on the desk.

“My God, what a yarn!” he cried
out. “Listen here, Mr. Cabot—you say
he got this bird with the goods, eh? Re-
covered these Templehof emeralds?
Last thing he did? Holy smoke, what
a story! Look at the banner—heroic
death of police commissioner—"”

Cabot went stumbling out. He was
still weak, still rather sick at the hor-
ror of it. But, as he left the building
and stood waiting on the curb for
Bowker to bring up the car, he was
tearing a strip of paper across and
across, into tiny splinters that lifted
and were gone into the street—bearing
with them the damning finger-prints.

Only Winthrop Blake had known.
And Winthrop Blake would not tell.

The Sinister Perils of Myra {&EUr

swan with the broken neck; to the
strange scene of Myra walking in her
sleep, pointing her finger at the ring
on Ferrara's hand. “I know you, son
of an evil woman'. . . the sacred ring
of Thoth . . . you have stained it with
the blood of those who loved and trusted
you . . . spawn of a witch! . ..” He
thought of the incredible death of Sir
Michael—

HAT about Robert

Cairn asked.

“She is well provided for,” his father
answered. “Sir Michael Ferrara left
half his property to his adopted son,
Antony, and the other half to Myra.”

“l didn’'t mean that,” his son ex-
plained. “I meant, is she safe from
that fiend------ "

“You're asking me a difficult ques-

Myra?”
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tion,” Dr. Bruce Cairn broke in
thoughtfully. “It depends largely on
whether Antony Ferrara would rather
have her or her property. | have taken
what measures | can to protect her.
Sir Michael left his niece in my care,
so that I, too, stand in some danger
and so do you, Rob, because of your in-
terest in Myra. The worst of it is that
ordinary measures are of no use. This
man fights with hellish secret weapons,
weapons known only to those who have
been admitted to the dark secrets of
the East. It’s a difficult situation, son.”

His father’s tone and manner were so
grave that Robert Cairn was silent,
stupefied. He went over and poured
himself a stiff drink.

His father looked at him sharply.

“What's the matter, boy?” he ques-
tioned.

“Nothing— 1 guess,” said young
Cairn, with an embarrassed laugh. “I
think that idea we had when | took up
newspaper work that it would be better
if 1 lived by myself in rooms of my
own isn't so good.”

“What do you mean?”

“Oh, 1| think it would be sort of
pleasanter if 1 had some one to room
with me. 1'd like to feel that there was
a friend about, especially—at night
time.”

Dr. Cairn leaned forward in his
chair. His expression was very serious.

“What's happened?” he asked.

“1 think,” said his son,” “this whole
business is getting on my nerves. |
am beginning to imagine—to see things.
Last night, after I had called on An-
tony Ferrara, | went to my rooms.

(Please turn to page 78)
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The Sinister Perils of Myra

Just as | was going to open the door,
I had a queer impression that some one
was waiting for me inside. That was
nonsense. There was no one there, but
my study seemed filled with a queer dis-
gusting smell. A musty odor as of
something decaying. | threw open the
windows and the air got better, but a
few minutes later the same smell
seemed to rise again, more strongly
than ever.”

His father started.

“Did you trace where it came from?”

SUDDENLY Robert Cairn got up
nd walked to the fireplace where
he slicked off the ashes from his cigar.
He went to the window and looked
thoughtfully out into Half Moon Street.
Then he came back to the table.

“1 tilted the shade of my reading
lamp and looked all about. There was
nothing unusual to be seen. | stuck my
head out of one of my windows to see
if the odor came from outside. It
didn't. The air was fresh and clean.
I went out into the passage where 1
could smell nothing but—" he paused,
glancing at his father, “before 1 had
stood there thirty seconds, it was rising
all about me like fumes from a crater.
My God! Dad, | realized then that it
was something . . . following me!”

Dr. Cairn stood watching him in the
shadows between his big table. He
came forward and finished his whiskey
at a gulp.

“1 tell you, it gave me a turn. |
was scared. | went back to my room.
The odor was not so strong there, but
as | stood waiting, it increased and in-
creased and increased until it almost
choked me! My nerves were getting
jumpy, but | kept a tight hold on my-
self. | set about thoroughly airing out
the place. Just the same | felt that it
wouldn’t do any good. | seemed to feel
that | ought to put up some sort of a
fight—some sort of opposition. Does
that make any sense to you?”

“Considerable,” replied Dr* Cairn
quietly. “You were making an organ-
ized attempt to expel the invader and
though of itself useless, the mental atti-
tude dictating it was good. Go on.”

“It was after eleven when | gave up,
and felt physically sick. The air by
this time was poisonous, literally
poisonous. | dropped into a chair and
began to wonder what the end of it
would be. Then, in the shadowy parts
of the room, outside the circle of light
cast by the lamp, | detected—darker
patches. For awhile | tried to believe
that they were imaginary, but when I
saw one move along the bookcase, glide
down its side, and come across the car-
pet, towards me, | knew that they were
not. God!”—his voice shook—*“either
I am mad or last night my room was
filled with things that crawled!. They
were everywhere, on the floor, on the
walls, even on the ceilings above me!
where the light was | couldn’t detect
them, but the shadows were alive, alive
with things—the size of my two hands;
and in the growing stillness—"

His voice had become hoarse. Dr.
Cairn stood still, like a man of stone,
watching him.

“—in the stillness, very faintly, they
rustled!”

He turned, leaning both elbows on
the mantelpiece, and buried his face
in his hands.

Even without the special knowledge
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which he had acquired after many
years of probing into the strange mys-
ticism of the East, Dr. Cairn would
have been impressed by the spectacle
of his sturdy son, so shaken by the
fearsome experience he had under-
gone. As it was, Dr. Cairn under-
stood only too well.
“Have another drink,” he said.

OU are in danger, Rob. 1 won't
hide that from you. Myra Du-
quesne is no relation of Ferrara’s;
therefore, since she inherits half of
Sir Michael’'s fortune, a certain course

ARE YOU A MYSTERY
FAN?

What kind of detective story do
you like best? What story in this
issue do you like most and why?
Who are your favorite mystery
authors?  The editors of Mys-
tery Magazine are anxious to
publish the kind of stories you like

to read. Write—tell us what you
want in this magazine. For every
letter of suggestion that is pub-

lished, we will pay one dollar. See
page 122 for the new readers' de-
partment.

must have suggested itself to Antony.
You, obviously, are an obstacle! That's
bad enough; let's deal with that before
we look for further trouble.”

He took up a blackened briar from
the table and began to load it.

“A kind of attack has been made on
you which only you can repel. It will
be repeated—possibly tonight. If it
happens again don’'t run away this time.
There are laws governing these things;
laws as immutable as any other laws
in Nature. One of them is this: the
powers of Darkness (to use a conven-
tional and significant phrase) cannot
triumph over the powers of Will.
When this thing occurs again stay and
fight it out! Resist! You must resist
or you are lost!”

“You mean------"

“1 mean that destruction of mind, of
something more than mind threatens
you. If you retreat you're lost. Fight
it out! Try and haul this thing out into
the light and crush it!”

“1 still don't get it.”

“The phenomena at your rooms be-
longs to one of two varieties. Accord-
ing to the most ancient science in
the world, the science by which the
Egyptians, and perhaps even earlier
peoples, ordered their lives, we share
our place of existence with certain
other creatures, often called Elemen-
tals. Mercifully, these fearsome entities
are invisible to our normal sight, just
as the finer tones of music are inau-
dible to our normal powers of hearing.

“Victims of delirium tremens, opium
smokers, and other debauchees, artifi-
cially open that finer, latent power of
vision; and the horrors which surround
them are not imaginary but are Ele-
mentals attracted to the victim by his
peculiar excesses.

“The crawling things, then, which
reeked abominably might be Elementals
superimposed upon your consciousness
by a directing, malignant intelligence.
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On the other hand, they might be mere
glamours—or thought-forms— thrust
upon you by a wizard mind; emana-
tions from an evil, powerful will.”

Robert Cairn finished his second
drink, and shook hands with his father.
In parting he said:

“All right, Dad—I'll give the bugs a
battle the next time.”

But beneath his son’s bantering tone
Dr. Cairn detected a deep note of seri-
ousness—a hint of dread—that indi-
cated only too clearly how much the boy
had been affected.

T was the next night.

London’'s clocks were booming
eleven.
Dr. Cairn sat alone in his study,

reading. At intervals his glance strayed
to the telephone at his elbow. For
some unaccountable reason he felt con-
vinced that this night would witness
the struggle he had anticipated since
his last talk with Robert. He and his
son on one side—with Antony Ferrara
and the most unholy and sinister influ-
ences, within Dr. Cairn’s knowledge,
arrayed on the other.

As the final strokes died down the ex-
pected summons came. With his jaw
squared and his mouth very grim, Dr.
Cairn lifted the receiver. But it wasn't
Robert’'s voice that came over the wire
—it was the fevered tones of Myra
Duquesne he heard.

“D'r. Cairn—Rob! Something is hap-
pening to him! He’s in danger .
terrible danger ... | tried to telephone

him but there was no answer . . . you
must go to him . . . please, quickly!
“What sort of danger, Myra?” Dr.

Cairn strove to keep his voice steady
“1 don't know! I just feel it ...
was sitting before the fire when all of
a sudden | seemed to see it in the
flames . . . please go to him. . ..” She

was desperately anxious.

“Wait, Myra, let me think,” said Dr.
Cairn. His voice was deadly calm.
When next he spoke, his words came
with deliberation—slowly and clearly.
“Are you listening, Myra? | cannot go
to Rob—I've got to fight in another
quarter—but he needs help! If Rob
means anything to you, you must go to
him—this instant! Will you do it?
Have you the courage? He needs us
both, Myra—there’s still time to save
him—& despite himself he could not
keep a tremor out of his voice—"if we
act quickly!”

“1'll go.” There was no sign of hes-
itation in her reply.

“And Myra, take some one with you
—a maid or the housekeeper . . .” but
the sound of the receiver being re-
placed on the hook told Dr. Cairn that
further instructions were useless.

Dr. Cairn raced out of his study,
grabbed a cap from the rack in the hail,
ran downstairs and bounded into the
car that had been waiting ever since
ten o’clock. With one breath he shouted

an address to the driver.

W ITH dilated horror-struck eyes,
Robert Cairn was staring at the

circle of light cast alongside of his

chair by the reading lamp! Indistinct

black patches were crawling along the

edge of the circle!

When the putrid odor first drifted
gently into the room. Cairn had faced
it almost joyously with the light of bat-

iease turn to page 80)
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Tinted nails or Natural at the Opera?

ALL COLORS

goes with all costumes, but
best with bright colors—red, blue, bright
green, purple, orange and yellow.

is a lovely feminine shade you
canwear with any color dress, paleor vivid.
Charming with pastel pinks, lavender blues
... Smartwith dark green, black and brown.

nails are bewilderingly lovely
with white, pale pink, beige, gray, ‘'the
blues,” black and dark brown. Smart also
with deeper colors if not too intense.

LENTY of people go to the Opera
just as much to see the grand styles
as to hear the music.

And if you're one of them, you'll notice
this year that variety in nail tints is ab-
solutely correct and accepted.

All shades! From delicate Natural to
red, red Ruby. Positively vying with the
heirloom jewels in radiance!

Miss Georgette Whelan looks very chic
in black and white and silver fox—with

Cutex Liquid Polish

is deep and exotic. It
contrasts excitingly with black, white or
any of the pastel shades. Good with gray
or beige . . . very smart with the new blue.
Wear Cardinal in your festive moods1

a rich wine red, smart with
the new tawny shades, cinnamon brown,
black, white, beige, gray or burnt orange.

(new) is such a real red red that
you can wear it with anything when you
want to be gay and dashing.

Rose nails. Miss Margaret Lanier Law-
ranee has used bright Cardinal nails with
her gown of dull salmon pink.

And Mrs. Francis McAdoo, in one of
the center Parterre boxes, wears Coral
nails with a sheath-like gown of aqua-
marine satin and a sable cloak!

And no reason why you shouldn't be
just as effective. 1f you choose your polish
intelligently.

Women who have tried all the known
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Miss Georgette Whelan, in black and
white— Rose nails. Miss Margaret Lanier
Lawrance,in salmon pinkcrepe—Cardinal
nails. In a box, Mrs. Francis McAdoo,
aquamarine satin—Coral nails.

polishes now use none but Cutex. For
Cutex Liquid Polish is made in 7 grand
shades by the world’s manicure authority.
It literally flows on—and stays on with-
out cracking or peeling.

With spring in the air there’s no better
time to add to your collection of fasci-
nating wiles—especially as Cutex is one
of the least expensive aids to allure. So
put Cutex on your do-or-die list. See if it
doesn’t add a large dash of excitement to
your young life! All the stores have it.

perfect cutex manicure . . . Scrub nails.
Remove the old cuticle and cleanse nail tips
with Cutex Cuticle Remover & Nail Cleanser.
Remove old polish with Cutex Polish Remover.
Brush on the shade of Cutex Liquid Polish
that best suits your costume. Then use Cutex
Nail White (Pencil or Cream) and finish with
Cutex Cuticle Oil or Cream. After every mani-
cure, and each night before retiring, massage
hands with the new Cutex Hand Cream.

Northam W arren, New York, Montreal, London, Puris

inexpensive
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The Sinister Perils of Myra

tie in his eyes. He knew what to do;
what to expect. He must fight—his
father had told him to do that— he must
face this thing down—he must drag it
into the light and destroy it.

He lit his pipe and settled back in
his chair. Steadily, the smell in-
creased. Minutes passed— minutes
that seemed like years—the odor grew
more dense, more vile and more
nauseating. Robert Cairn set his lips;
he was tempted to rise, to throw open
the windows and snatch a few gasps of
fresh air, but he didn't move. He
would fight it out where he was—un-
aided.

Black flat shadows, about twice the
size of his hand, moved along the floor!
Along the sides of the walls! They
came down the sides of the bookcases.
Slowly, but steadily, they were coming
towards him! Cairn felt his flesh grow
cold and clammy—his breath was com-
ing faster, his heart was racing along.
He felt the attack on him was more
organized, more persistent than the
first one. How long could he hold out?
Would madness come first?

The black things were taking shape!

Now he could see their eyes—black
eyes that shone Ilike beads! Robert
Cairn could stand no more—he must
get to the window. He tried—tried
desperately and failed—he could not
get up! He shrank back in the chair
and prayed. The shapes were coming-
nearer—the odor was getting more
dense. He felt himself enveloped in a
filthy miasma that fettered him to his
chair!

Faintly, distantly, he heard his tele-
phone ring, but was powerless to reach
out for it. He tried to shut his eyes but
couldn’'t. The perspiration was stream-
ing down his cheeks. He was getting
weaker. He tried to rally his will
power for a final effort—only to be con-
scious of his own voice ringing out in
hollow mocking laughter—he was
laughing at himself—lie was cracking
up!

The things were making faint
rustling noises! He could hear them—
they were very close now!

“Oh, my God!” he screamed.

One was touching his hand ... a
hairy, many-limbed horror!
“Oh, God! Help me!”

Another crawled across him!

Robert Cairn could feel his mind on
the verge of giving way! The door
was opening. Cairn cried out—his
mind had gone—he knew it! for there
stood Myra! And yet he could hear
her voice.

Cool and serene—wonderfully steady-
ing it came to him across the room.
She did not move but stood where she
was. calling him softly.

“Rob—Rob.”

He looked at her wildly. She seemed
more lovely than he had ever seen her
before . . . again he heard his own in-
sane laughter ... as he realized that
she couldn't be there—that he was
really mad now. . ..

Then again he heard her voice:

“Rob—1 am here with you ...
you.”

With new found strength Cairn faced
the black things that were now all
about him. His body stopped trem-
bling—for minutes he held his own—
but then the rustling sound rapidly in-
creased in intensity; it was as if the
beady-eyed horrors and the evil mind
that was directing them had suddenly
become aware of the help that had
come to him. It was as if they knew
that they must redouble their efforts to
break him with one concentrated effort.

The wriggling things were every-
where—they swarmed towards him in

I love

a body . . . they backed away . . . they
came again . . . and again ... he was
through ... 1

“Myra it came despairingly

from his lips With a hoarse cry he
slumped forward to the floor.

“Rob ... I”

The next instant Myra was on her
knees beside him.

MR. BRUCE CAIRN pressed his fin-
ger to the bell-push beside Antony
Ferrara’s door and held it there until
the door opened and a dusky face ap-
peared in the opening.

The visitor thrust his way in, past
the white-clad man holding out his
arms to detain him.

“Not at home, effendim------- ”

Dr. Cairn shot out a sinewy hand,
grabbed the man—he was a tall fel-
lahin—by the shoulder, and sent him
spinning across the mosaic floor of the
mandarah. The air was heavy with
the perfume of the ambergris.

Wasting no word upon the reeling
man, Dr. Cairn stepped to the doorway.
He jerked the drapery aside, and found
himself in a dark corridor. From his
son’s description of the chambers he
had no difficulty in recognizing the
door of the study.

He turned the handle—the door
proved to be unlocked—and entered the
darkened room.

In the grate a huge fire glowed redly;
the temperature of the place was al-
most unbearable. On the table the
light from the silver lamp shed a patch
of radiance but the rest of the study
was veiled in shadow.

A black-robed figure was seated in a
high-backed carved chair; one corner of
the cowl-like garment was thrown
across the table. Half rising, the fig-
ure turned—and, an evil apnarition in
the glow from the fire, Antony Ferrara
faced the intruder.

Dr. Cairn walked forward, until he
stood over the other.

“Uncover what you have on the
table,” he said firmly.

Ferrara’s strange eyes were uplifted
to the speaker’s with an expression in
their depts which, in the Middle Ages,
alone would have sent a man to the
stake.

“Dr. Cairn-—--"

The husky voice of this man had

COLOR COSTS NO MORE

lost something of its
“You heard my order!”

suavity.

“Your order! Surely, doctor, since |
am in my own-—-"
“Uncover what you have on the

table. Or must | do it for you!”

Antony Ferrara placed his hand
upon the end of the black robe which
lay across the table.

“Be careful, Dr. Cairn,” he said
evenly. “You—are taking risks.”

Dr. Cairn suddenly leapt, seized the
shielding hand in a sure grip and
twisted Ferrara’s arm behind him.
Then, with a second rapid movement,
he snatched away the robe. A faint
smell—a smell of corruption, of ancient
rottenness—arose on the super-heated
air.

A square of faded linen lay on the
table, figured with all but indecipher-
able characters, and upon it, in rows
which formed a definite geometrical de-
sign, were arranged a great number of
little black insects.

Dr. Cairn released the hand which he
held, and Ferrara sat quite still, look-
ing straight before him.

“Dermestes beetles! from the skull of
a mummy! You filthy, obscene beast!”

“Is there anything obscene in the
study of beetles?” asked Ferrara, his
calm suddenly regained.

“My son saw these things here some
days ago; the night before last, and
again tonight, you cast magnified
doubles— glamours— of the horrible
creatures into his room! By means
which you know of, but which 1 know of,
too, you sought to bring your thought-
things down to the material plane.”

“Dr. Cairn, my respect for you is
great; but | fear that much study has
unhinged your mind.”

Ferrara reached out his hand toward
an ebony box; he was smiling.

“Don’t touch that box!”

He paused, glancing up.

“More orders, doctor?”

“Exactly.”

Dr. Cairn grabbed the faded linen,
scooping up the beetles within it, and,
striding across the room, threw the
whole unsavory bundle into the heart
of the fire. A great flame leapt up;
there came a series of squeaky explo-
sions, so that, almost, one might have
imagined those age-old insects to have
had life. Then the doctor turned again.

Ferrara had leapt to his feet with a
cry that had in it something inhuman,
and began rapidly to babble in a tongue
that was not European. He was facing
Dr. Cairn, a tall, sinister figure, but
one hand was groping behind him for
the box.

“Stop that!” rapped the doctor im-
peratively—*“and for the last time don’t
touch that box!”

The flood of strange words was
damned. Ferrara stood quivering, but
silent.

“The laws by which such as you were
burnt—the wise laws of long ago— are
no more.” said Dr. Cairn. “English

(Please turn to page 82)

Fabrics of beautiful and harmonious color cost no more than those of harsh or depressing hue, but they go a long way

toward making vour home attractive.

of our circular. Brighten Your Home with Color.

To help you achieve the color effect needed in your home, you should have a coDy
Just send your request with ten cents plus three cents postage to The

Home Beautiful Editor, care of Mystery Magazine. 55 Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y.
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GRAYING HAIR

t ISeasy. A very simple treat-

ment will give back to your
hairits lustrous, youthful color.

You can do italone at home.
No expert beauty operator will
be needed. Nor do you need
experience. Itwill be no greater
trouble than a manicure— no
more costly than a jar of good
face cream.

Just comb a clear, colorless
liquid (called Mary T. Gold-
man’s) through your hair. It
works a marvelous transfor-
mation. Where gray strands
show, the color of youth will come. So like nature’s
own shade will this color be, that detection is
never to be feared.

For nearly half a century, this precious fluid of
Mary T. Goldman has been restoring beauty to
fading hair. Millions of women have used it— to
find new happi-

conomay M ARY T.GOLDM AN S

which it assures. It

AMAZING
New Development Gives
“Color Control”

From the laboratoryofone of America's lead-
ing scientists comes this startling improve-
ment. Now, with the Mary T. Goldman pro-
duct, you can control the shade and color to a
point where your results will rival nature’s
own handiwork. N o dangerous dyes. N o skin
tests. A greatly simplified and ENTIRELY
SAFE method. To millions of women, Mary
T. Goldman’s is the only product simple and
safe enough for SUCCESSFUL home use

is not aradical nor adangerous
preparation. Medical authori-
ties have pronounced it harm-
less to hair or scalp. YoU need
NO SKIN TEST BEFORE USING. It
is entirely safe.

The color which Mary T.
Goldman’s imparts will not
wash out nor rub off on linens
or hat linings. Nor will it fade
with age. And you can wave
or curl your hair just as always.

See your druggist or go to

your favorite department

store today. Give the original color of your hair

and they will provide the proper bottle of Mary T.

Goldman’s. All dread of gray, and its effect on the

beauty of your hair, can then be put aside for-

ever. Not a single gray strand need ever show in
your hair again.

COLOR FOR GRAY HAIR

SINGLE LOCK
TEST-PACKAGE

FREE!

Mary T. Goldman’s guarantees
results. You can purchase areg-
ular bottle at almost any drug
or department store. Ifyou pre-
fer to test it before trying it on
your hair, however, we will
gladly mail you a sample. Sim-
ply sign and mail the coupon.
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Over Ten Million Bottles Sold
--FOR FHEE TEST PACKAGE ..c.eu..

MARY T. GOLDMAN,
954 Goldman Bldg., St. Paul, Minn.

CHECK COLOR OF HAfR
O Light Brown O Medium Brown O Dark Brown
O Black O LightRed O Dark Red O Blonde
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Whet every\WWaoren
should know about

REDUCING

You have to be careful how
you take off weight. Watch out!
Only a physician can give you
competent, unprejudiced advice
on reducing.

There are a number of violent
laxatives on the market that
pose under the guise of "quick
reducing treatments". The direc-
tions often tell you to take the
"treatment" twice every day.
Think of that!

The Government has issued
many warnings against such
treatments. It has analyzed them
—and the Government knows.
The only time to take a laxative

is when you need it. And then,
only as a laxative—not as a
quick reducing treatment.

It's important that you take esafe
laxative —one that is gentle —that
leaves no harmful after-effects.

Such a laxative is Ex-Laxl It is so
safe that for 27 years mothers have
given it to their children. So scientific
that doctors use itin theirown families.
So effective that powerful athletes
use it when they need a laxative.

Get Ex-Lax at any drug store—
in 10c and 25c sizes.

A WORD OF CAUTIONI

Success breedsenvy |IBeware ofimitations of Ex-Lax|
The names of some imitations sound like Ex-Lax|
But there is only one genuine Ex-Lax. Watch for
the exact spelling— E-X-L-A-X. Insist on getting
Ex-Lax to make sure of getting Ex-Lax results|

The Sinister Perils of Myra @piTman

laws cannot touch you, but God has pro-
vided for your kind!”

“Perhaps,” whispered Ferrara, “you
would like also to burn this box to
which you object so strongly?”

“No power on earth would prevail
upon me to touch it! But you—you
have touched it—and you know the
penalty! You raise forces of evil that
have lain dormant for ages and dare to
wield them. Beware! 1 know of some
whom you have murdered; | cannot
know how many you have sent to the
madhouse. But | swear that in the fu-
ture your victims shall be few. There
is a way to deal with you!”

He turned and walked to the door.

“Beware also, dear Dr. Cairn,” came
sofltly. “As you say, | raise forces of
evil---—---"

Dr. Cairn spun about. In three
strides he was standing over Antony
Ferrara, fists clenched and his sinewy
body tense in every fiber.

“You do raise other forces,” he said
—and his voice, though steady was
very low; “evil forces, also.”

Antony Ferrara shrank before him—
before the primitive Celtic man whom
unwittingly he had invoked. Dr. Cairn
was spare and lean, but in perfect
physical condition. Now he was strong,
with the strength of a just cause.
Moreover he was dangerous, and Fer-
rara knew it well.

“1 fear—,” began the latter huskily.

“Don’t bandy words with me,” said

again and before God I'll kill you!”
Ferrara remained silent, not daring
to raise his eyes. For ten magnetic
seconds they stayed so, then again Dr.
Cairn turned, this time walked out.

M YRA DUQUESNE sat on the floor,
with Robert Cairn’s head in her
lap. She bent over him talking to him,
steadily, whispering crooning meaning-
less words, trying her best to still the
writhings of his tortured body.

Suddenly, he lay still. The expres-
sion of distorted anguish left his face—
he opened his eyes and looked up at
her. A wan smile came over his lips.

Myra didn't know that at that mo-
ment in Antony Ferrara’s rooms the
flames were consuming the black
beetles, that the threats reaching from
those evil rooms to where she sat, had
been severed by Dr. Cairn’s prompt in-
tervention; it didn't matter any way—
all that mattered was Rob had been
saved.

Leaning over as far as she could she
pressed her lips gently to his. She felt
his arms about her and saw the warm
light come to his eyes.

It was so that Dr. Cairn found them
when a few minutes later he opened the
door softly. They were oblivious of his
presence. Dr. Cairn watched them si-
lently for a moment; then, without dis-
turbing them he withdrew.

“They're happy now,” he said to him-
self, as he got into his car, “why tell

Dr. Cairn, with icy coldness in his them now that the fight has only
voice, “answer me back but once begun.”
: (Confirmed from
page
The Platinum Dionae )
“Pete! Open up! We want to talk to “With this mallet, probably. It doesn't
you!” take much of a wallop, on the temple,

Again only that dull, heavy silence,
filling them all with a creeping dread.

“Look here, you people,” Tom Burr
said quickly, “1 don't like this!” He
glanced up at the small transom over
the door. “Give me a boost, will you,
Andy. [I'll take a peep.”

When he dropped down to the floor
again his face was ghastly.

“He’'s in there!” Tom whispered. “On
the floor. Looks dead, to me! Jim must
have knocked him cold. . . .”

“Jim!” Kay said. “You're crazy.”

“Maybe,” Mr. Burr muttered. “May-
be. But we’'d better damned soon find
out! Say, Andy ... you run down and
ask the superintendent for his pass-key,
see! Don’t bring him up here, if you
can help it. Just say you want the key
to get into your studio. Tell him you've
mislaid your own. The pass-key fits all
the doors, you know.”

“Right,” Andy said,
down the stairs.

“If he's dead,” muttered Tom Burr,
“they’d call it murder.”

and clattered

KAY was leaning against the wall,
her body ice-cold, her teeth chat-
tering.

The lights in the studio were on.
The sculptor lay flat on his back, his
wide, glassy eyes fixed on the ceiling.
It took Tom Burr only an instant to
discover that he was dead.

“There’'s where he was hit!” he said
gruffly. He pointed to a large, purple
bruise on the side of Vittali's head.

to put a man out! Now what are we

going to do?” He stared blankly at the
others. “Send for the cops?”

“Have to, | guess,” Andy Maslin
said.

“Wait a minute,” Kay was bending
over a shining object on the floor.

“Don’t touch anything,” Tom Burr
cautioned.

“1t's my ring!” she muttered, a look
of agony on her face. “Oh, my God!
If they find that ring here, he won't
have a chance . . .!”

JERRY had just finished the very ex-
cellent Welsh rarebit Judy had made
for him when the telephone rang.

“Customers at this time of night?”
Jerry grinned, glancing at his watch.
“Two-thirty?”

“I'll answer it,” said Judy, and ran
into the reception room of her small
apartment now used as an office.

In a moment she was back again, her
dark eyes glowing.

“Murder at the Velasquez Studios,
on Sixty-sixth Street,” she said. “A
sculptor named Vittali. Get your hat,
big boy, we're due there right now!”

Jerry pulled a battered slouch over
his rumpled hair, lit a cigarette.

“On our way!” he grinned. “The
well-known firm of Baker and Todd
never sleeps!”

A cab took them to the door of the
Velasquez in less than ten minutes. A
small, very agitated girl stood waiting
there.
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The Platinum Blonde’

“I'm Kay Hunt!” she said. As they
ran up the stairs she gasped out a brief
account of what had happened. “We've
just told the superintendent about it,”
she said, “and he’'s sent for the police.
They should arrive at any minute now!”

“Can we see the room, first?” Judy
asked.

“1 hope so. The superintendent has
taken charge of things . . . told every-
body at the party they’ll have to wait
until the police get here. He'll let you
in, though.”

Judy went into the room, the others
following. For a moment she and
Jerry stood staring down at the dead
man ... a ghastly sight, lying on his
back, with the vivid purple wound over
his temple. Nearby lay the heavy mal-
let, while beside the base of the statue
glittered the diamond ring which told
of Kay Hunt's presence in the studio
just before the murder, of her broken
engagement, and Jim Anthony’s fierce
motive for striking the sculptor down.
It seemed as though the entire tragedy
lay complete there before them, for any-
one to see.

For a few moments the little group
remained silent. Then Judy spoke.

“He must have been lighting a cigar-
ette just as he was killed,” she
said, pointing to Vittali's outstretched
fingers. Between them was still clutched
a half-burned paper match.

“Vittali didn't smoke cigarettes,”
said Tom Burr. “He’s been using a pipe.
There it is.” He indicated a well-
blackened briar, lying on the floor near
the sculptor's feet. Some partially
scorched flakes of tobacco about it
showed that the pipe had been only
just lit.

Jerry bent to examine it, conscious
of the superintendent’s vigilant eye. It
was not, however, the pipe which inter-
ested him; he was staring with intense
concentration at the smooth, polished
surface of the wooden floor.

Judy stood regarding the gray walls
of the studio, bare, except for a collec-
tion of photographs arranged about the
sculptor's desk. Some were framed,
others were unmounted prints, but all
were of women, posed in the nude. One
picture, showing a dark, handsome girl
of Spanish type with a scarf about her
naked hips, lay on the floor, its glass
covering shattered to bits. Judy ex-
amined it carefully, as well as the hook
from which it had hung.

“Can any of you tell me who this
is?” she asked, pointing to the picture
on the floor.

“A girl named Zaldo,” Tom Burr re-
plied. “Eva Zaldo. One of his models.
Vittali used a great many in his work.”

“Do you know her?”

“Very well. | made that picture of
her. I'm an art photographer.”

Then Andy Maslin called from the
door.

“The cops are coming up!”

Jansen, the superintendent, began to
swear.

“Get out ... all of you!” he growled.
“They'll raise helll! Hey!” He called
to Jerry, still kneeling on the floor.

Didn't 1 say you wasn't to touch any-
thing?”

Jerry was sweeping some dust into
an envelope.

“All right,” he said, placing the en-
velope in his pocket. “No harm done.
They won't be looking for finger-prints
on the floor."

(Please turn to page 84)
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Um-m! What makes these clothes

smell so nice and sweet?

"Why bird alive!

. . . There’s no
secret to that!”

No little bird ever told them—but
millions of women know that
Fels-Naptha gives clothes a fresher,
breezier fragrance. And they know
there’'s nothing mysterious about
Fels-Naptha’'s ability to do it.

The reason is that Fels-Naptha gets
all the dirt out of clothes. It removes
every trace of greasy grime as well as
the loose surface soil. 1t makes things
look clean and smell dean!

Fels-Naptha does this because it
brings two helpers to the washing task—
unusually good golden soap and naptha,
combined by the special Fels-Naptha
method. And that means plenty of
naptha in every big bar—so much, in
fact, you can smell it plainly.

Workingtogether, briskly butgently,

THREE IMPORTANT POINTS
ABOUT FELS-NAPTHA

1—
clothes
2— It’s gentle to hands
3— Naturally golden, it makes

clothes beautifully white

these two helpers roU the dirt out of
clothes. The work is done quickly. And
it is done easily, without hard rubbing.
Without wear-and-tear on clothes.

There's glycerine in Fels-Naptha,
too—and that's good news to hands.
For glycerine, you know, is the sooth-
ing base of many hand-lotions.

Another nice thing about
Fels-Naptha—it works beautifully
under all conditions. It will give you a
sweet, white-clean wash any way you
use it—in tub or machine; in hot,
lukewarm, or cool water; whether you
soak or boil.

Change to Fels-Naptha

Ask your grocer for a few bars of
Fels-Naptha today—try its extra help.
And as you take your wash from the
line, bury your face in the clothes and
see if you, too, don’t say: “Um-m-m!
these clothes smell nice and sweet!”
g 1B BESRO

FELS & COMPANY, Philadelphia, Pa. T- <3

Some women, | understand, find it a bit easier
to chip Fels-Naptha into tub or machine by using
one of your handy chippers instead of just an
ordinary kitchen knife. I'd like to try the chipper,

It's fine for boiling or soaking so | enclose 30 in stamps to help cover postage.

Send the sample bar, too.

Street.

City. State.
(Please print name and address completely)




If you want your silk stockings to do
their best for you, use Ivory Snow
suds. Ivory Snow is the speedy dis-
solving form of Ivory Soap. Silk stock-
ings couldn’t ask a nicer bath than
Ivory—the pure soap doctors advise
for bathing little babies!

Dissolves completely without
hot water. Ivory Snow is made in

99£%

the most modern way—not cut into
sharp, flat flakes, but BLOWN. Its
soft round bits turn to suds at the
touch of tukewarm water. Not a flat
particle anywhere to flatten onto
stocking mesh in an undissolved soap
spot!

Ideal for all silks and wool-
€ens. Washing tests made by manu-
facturers of silks and woolens have
convinced them of the safety of Ivory
Snow. “A perfect soap for silks” say
Mallinson, Cheney Brothers, and
Truhu, and “ideal for woolens" agree
the weavers of fine Biltmore Hand-
woven Homespuns, the makers of
downy Mariposa Blankets, and the
Botany Worsted Mills. There's this
happy point to remember, too—the
BIG box of Ivory Snow costs only
15c!

Copr. 1933. Procter & Gamble Co.

PURE

The Platinum Blonde

(Continued from page S3)

“CUPPOSE we go to my studio, you

people,” Tom Burr said, “and talk

things over.” He led the way down the
all.

_“dAny theories?” the art photographer
i

“About this Zaldo girl,” replied Judy.
“Was she anything more to Vittali than
just his model?”

Andy Maslin began to laugh, at that.

“Knowing Pete, | could make a good
guess,” he grinned.

“1 asked,” Judy went on, “because
her picture didn't fall to the floor. It
was knocked or thrown there. The wire
and hook were both intact.”

“What does that prove?” Kay Hunt
asked.

“Why ... it might show, if Vittali
and the girl were sweethearts, that
they'd had some sort of a row and he
had smashed it.” Judy regarded Kay
Hunt steadily. “A row, perhaps, over
you! Have you been carrying on an
affair with him, lately?”

“In a way,” the girl whispered. “A
kidding way. Nothing serious, if that's
what you mean.”

“Still,” Judy lit a cigarette, “it might
have been serious enough to make Miss
Zaldo jealous. You know the Spanish
type. Suppose she gets in a rage, ac-
cuses Vittali, and he breaks with her.
Jerks her picture off the wall, smashes
it. Just the sort of thing a hot-headed
Italian would do.”

“Right!” Tom Burr said.
all over.”

“Suppose this girl, crazy about him,
comes to his studio to patch things up.
Waits there to see him. If they were
sweethearts she probably has a key.”
Again Judy fixed her eyes on Kay Hunt.
“When you and Mr. Vittali arrive she
hides somewhere . . . behind one of the
pieces of statuary, probably, hears him
making love to you, and a few mo-
ments later, his quarrel over you with
Mr. Anthony. By that time she'd be
ready to murder him, of course. When
Mr. Anthony leaves, slamming the door,
the girl rushes out in a jealous fury,
picks up, the mallet, hits Vittali with
it . . . Kkills him! Plenty of time for
her to escape into the hall, close the
door softly after her, while Jim An-
thony is running down the stairs. . ..”

Tom Burr, who had been regarding
Judy with a queer smile, shook his
head.

“Sorry, Miss Baker,” he announced,
“but you're all wet. Eva Zaldo couldn’t
have done anything like that.”

“Why not?” Judy asked indignantly.

“Because,” said Tom, “she's been
downstairs at that party all the eve-
ning.”

Jerry went over to Judy, who had
thrown herself into an easy chair.

“Look here, sweetness,” he grinned.
“I've been the silent partner in the
firm of Baker and Todd long enough.
Time 1 did a little work. You just sit
here and watch me.”

A tall, gray-eyed man in
clothes pushed open the door.

“Say,!" he remarked, giving the little
group an appraising glance, “the lieu-
tenant wants to see the guy who first
lamped this bird through the transom.”

“That's me,” Tom Burr said, and fol-
lowed the detective down the hall.

In a few moments they were back
again.

“Now that young lady them two had
the argument about,” the plain-clothes
man announced.

“Vittali

plain
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The Platinum Blonde

Kay Hunt accompanied him without
a word but her cheeks were like putty,
her lips were trembling.

“That guy in charge, Lieutenant
King,” Burr said, “thinks Jim Anthony
committed this murder. Especially
since Jim has run out on him. They've
been trying to locate him everywhere,
and can't. All the questions he asked
me went to show there wouldn’'t have
been time for anybody to kill Vittali
and escape from the room during the
few seconds it took us to come up the
stairs. After we heard his voice . . .
and the door slam. With the motive

. . the story he’ll get from poor Kay,
it looks pretty bad for Jim.”

JERRY, who had been gazing at the
photograph-covered walls of the
room, pointed to a door in one corner.

“What's in there?” he asked.

“My dark room and laboratory,”
Burr replied.

“Mind if | take a look?” Jerry placed
his hand on the knob.

“Not a bit. I'll show you around
myself.” The two went into the smaller
room.

A few moments later the plain-clothes
man came back with Kay Hunt and took
Andy Maslin off to interview the lieu-
tenant. Kay sat on a couch, weeping.
Like Tom Burr, she knew that every
answer she had made to the questions
flung at her had only made the case
against Jim appear worse.

“Everything’ll be all right, Kid,”
Andy said as he left her, but to Kay it
seemed things could never be right. Jim
had come to the studio . . . had caught
Vittali trying to embrace her . . . had
been fighting mad! She, like Tom and
Andy, had heard the two men’s angry
voices . . . had seen Jim run down the
stairs after slamming the door . . . had
found Vittali, a few moments later,
dead! There seemed no possible escape
from the cruel logic. The circle of evi-
dence was complete, even to her dis-
carded engagement ring. In her des-
pair Kay's faith began to waver. Maybe
Jim had Kkilled him, after all!

Then the telephone bell rang and
she fairly leaped to answer it.

“Hello,” a ragged voice came over
the wire. “This you, Kay? Some guy
who answered the phone downstairs
said I could reach you at Tom’'s. What's
going on, anyway? This is Jim!”

“Jim!” Kay screamed. “Where are
you?”

Then Jerry came out of the dark
room.

“Is that Mr. Anthony?” he said.

“Yes!” Kay turned from the tele-
phone.

“Where is he?” Jerry asked.

“At the drugstore. Times Square.
He’s asked me to meet him. . . .”

“Tell him to come here . . . right
away!”

“And be arrested!”

“He'll be arrested anyway, in a few
minutes. Don’t you suppose the cops
are listening over that wire! Get him
here quick!”

Kay spoke for a moment into the tele-
phone.
“He's coming!” she said. *“Right
away.”

Then Tom Burr appeared from his
photographic laboratory.

“You're right, fella!” he exclaimed.
“It’s just what you thought it was.”

(Please turn to page 86)
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JERRY went up to Judy, still reclin-
ing in her easy chair.

“Come along, angel!” he grinned,
seizing his hat. “You, too, Miss Hunt.
We’'ve got to see the police about this.”
He ran down the hall, with Judy, Kay
and Tom Burr at his heels.

A group of plain-clothes men stood
about Pietro Vittali's door, Andy Mas-
lin with them. Inside, Lieutenant King,
a short, heavily built man, was talking
to the medical examiner. Jerry, al-
though his work on The star had
brought him into contact with a great
many members of the Police Depart-
ment, did not know the lieutenant.

“May | see you a moment, sir?” he
called over the heads of 'he grouo of
detectives.

“Who the devil are you?” asked the
officer, frowning.

“Todd, of The star! If you're look-
ing for Jim Anthony 1'd like to say he'll
be here in two or three minutes!”

“1 know,” the lieutenant snapped.
“Coming to give himself up, | suppose.”

“He doesn’t even know there’'s been
a murder!” Jerry said.

“You mean that's his story! Might
as well let that bunch of drunks down-
stairs go home, Anderson,” the lieu-
tenant went on, addressing one of his
men. “They don't know anything about
this case.”

“1f 1 may butt in,” Jerry said,
“there’s a girl there named Zaldo, Eva
Zaido, who may know something about
it.”

Then Jim Anthony was storming up
the stairs between two plain-clothes
men.

“Kay!” he cried, holding out his
rms.

“Jim!”  The girl ran to him, her up-
turned face wet with tears.

Jim Anthony kissed her, then turned
to the little crowd, a bewildered ex-
pression on his face.

“What's all the row?” he asked.

Lieutenant King spoke from the door
of the room.

“Your name Anthony?” he asked.

“Right! What of it?”

“A man here . . . Pietro Vittali, has
been murdered! You were the last per-
son with him! What have you got to

om
SaXi'm Anthony, staring through the
open door of the studio, saw Vittali's

body lying there, the medical officer
bending over it.

“Murdered!” he gasped. “Vittali
murdered! Impossible!  When 1 left

“That's just what we want to know!”
the lieutenant growled. “What hap-
pened when you left him?”

“Nothing! Nothing of any import-
ance! Vittali and | had a row . .. !I”

“About this young lady.” The lieu-
tenant nodded at Kay Hunt. “We know
all about that . . . quarrel . . . engage-
ment ring returned, everything!

“Vittali told me,” Jim Anthony said,
a look of confusion on his face, “that
he and this lady . . .” he grew crimson
as his eyes met Kay's . . “were in
love with each other . intended to
get married. That let me out, of course.
I couldn’t . = e beat him up, then, the
way | = = =felt like doing. Not if they
were honestly in love. He said that was
why she’d broken our engagement . .
on his account.”

“The dirty
claimed.

liar!” Kay Hunt ex-

“When Vittali said that, | . well
. .. lguessljustcursed him, and left!
Slammed the door . . . ran down me

stairs . . . told Miss Hunt | was
through . . . beatit ... I”
“1f you please, lieutenant,” Jerry

said, “I'd like to ask Mr. Anthony a
question.” As he spoke, one of the plain-
clothes men came up the stairs with a
small, very handsome girl wearing a
scarlet evening gown.

“What is it?” the lieutenant grum-
bled.

“Tell me,” Jerry went on, staring at
Jim Anthony, “just what Vittali was
doing, when you left him?”

“Doing?” Jim said. “Why, nothing.
Just standing there talking. . . .”

“Think, man, think!” Jerry ex-
claimed. “He had a match in his hand.”

“Oh, yes!” Jim Anthony's eyes nar-
rowed. “l remember now . .. the thing
irritated me at the time because it
seemed so cool . contemptuous. He
took his pipe off the desk, filled it. had
just started to light it when 1 dashed
out. . .."

“Well,” asked the inspector, “what
about that?”

But Jerry, who had been watching
Eva Zaldo, smiled.

“Somebody,” he said slowly, “had
filled the stem of that pipe with cyan-
ide of potassium. The crystals powd-
ered. The first puff Vittali took killed
him! Like a shot! As he tumbled
over he struck his temple on one of
the sharp corners near the base of that
statue, but it was the cyanide that did
the work! | found a few grains of it
on the floor . . . just where his pipe was
lying. They had jarred out of the stem
when it fell. You’'ll find more. | think,
still clinging inside. . . .”

The room was now humming with ex-
citement. The medical officer, kneeling
beside Vittali's body, was eagerly ex-
amining his eyes, his tongue.

“How do you know what you found
was cyanide?” the inspector demanded.

“1 had this gentleman make a rough
test for me,” Jerry said, indicating Tom
Burr, “in his laboratory. He's an art
photographer . . uses cyanide in his
work. A bottle of the stuff he kept
in his place has been stolen!” Jerry
turned swiftly on Eva Zaldo, who was
staring at him with flaming, murderous
eyes. “This girl has been in his stu-
dio a lot, lately. She was in love with
Vittali . crazy jealous of him . . .
hated him, after he gave her the air!
! think she stole that bottle of cyan-
ide .. . used a key to the studio here
that Vittali gave her . came here
early yesterday evening, while he was
at the party, and doped his pipe! If
you look in her purse you may find
both the key and

Then Eva Zaldo was running down
the corridor, scattering the contents of
her small beaded bag as she went.
Money a compact . . . keys .
and finally a small squat bottle, from
which a shower of brownish crystals
rattled to the floor Her unexpected
swiftness gave her a start of several
yards, but she did not reach the end
of the corridor. When Jerry and two
of the plain-clothes men caught up with
her she had stumbled to her knees, her
lips still moving faintly. Before they
could raise her to her feet she was
dead.

“That stuff sure knocks 'em quick!”
one of the detectives muttered.
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The Man Who Died
Twice

(Continued from page 21)

William Jennifer—effaced and forgot
him. In the privacy of his cabin he
practised dissimulation in anticipation
of awkward questions that might come
from a wholly unexpected quarter.

He talked in whispers to himself,
and placed himself in the position of
the other man who might say: “Are
you William Jennifer?” He rehearsed
the attitude he must take up and the
facial expressions that should make the
interrogation seem ludicrous.

E conceived and committed to

memory a plausible story of the
antecedents of Arnold Chester. Often
he had read of a tiny flaw in a circum-
stantial story that brought about the
conviction of an accused person; he
was not to be trapped in that way;
there should be no loose end in his
scheme of deception.

From the moment he reached Aus-
tralia he became an exile in every sense
of the word. He made his way into
the bush, where men are taken for
what they are and not for what they
may have been. They don't ask ques-
tions about a man’s past.

Jennifer was a strong, healthy fel-
low and physically capable of taking
care of himself in any company. As
Arnold Chester he went from one
sheep station to another. The ideas
that had been passed on to him by his
fellow passenger he passed on to those
for whom he worked.

They were impressed, and gener-
ously they gave him credit” for being
able to use his brains. This was the
life, he told himself, for which he had
been designed in the beginning. The
work he was doing now seemed to
expiate his offense in an earlier day.

He became his own judge and jury
and completely exonerated himself.
There was a niche for him in life, after
all; he had been justified in seeking it
and allowing nothing to stand in the
way of his attaining it.

Success began to surge around him.
He couldn’'t make a mistake in the vo-
cation he had chosen; a few years, and
he was comparatively wealthy. He
would have been completely happy if
it hadn’'t been for the ghost of a fear
that was positively indefinable.

He would ask himself again and
again what it was that seemed to be
trailing after him in the darkness,
reaching out a hand and withdrawing
it. In the quiet of the night he would
go over the story he had concocted and
try to discover any slip.

Only seldom did he ponder the iden-
tity of the man whose dead body he
had slipped back into the River
Thames that night when he was mak-
ing his way to Tilbury. He tried to
find solace in the belief that it was a
Divine intervention by which a man of
his undoubted gifts might be saved to
the world.

]SVE came to him. He married the
daughter of another sheep farmer,
and she brought a fortune as her
dowry. To him the money meant little,
for he had already built up a large
fortune of his own. But, in herself, she
was a gift from heaven itself.

The beauty of her face and form was
beyond describing; and the beauty of
her mind and nature was not less. He

(Please turn to page 88)
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ally lose that excess poundage
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the right time . . . But
what is the best sweet
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name is “Life Savers.”
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MADAME SYLVIA, c/o Life Savers, Ine.
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| prescribe Life Savers to all
my clients, because they are the
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In the first place, Life Savers
give quickly assimilated sugar
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dissolve slowly and deliciously
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fying the normal hunger for
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Let's Not Fiddle Around!

I’'m in earnest about this reduc-
ing business . .. Prove that you
are, and I'll make you a won-
derful gift. This gift is a book-
let that sums up information |
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for. Buy two packages of Life
Savers and send me the two
wrappers with the coupon be-
low . . . and my book comes to
you free.

There are many enticing kinds
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. Wint-O-green . . . Cryst-O-
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The Man Who Died Twice @iT%j™m

lived for her, and she for him, he told
himself that without her life would be
a dreary routine.

And two years after they were made
man and wife she died, leaving a son
as a legacy!

Even in the hour of his greatest
grief he did not think of her death as
a link with the incident of the past.
In work he found the true palliative;
he gave of his best for the sake of his
boy and the world; it was a tribute to
the memory of the woman whom he
had loved with all his heart and soul.

And now, after many years, Arnold
Chester had returned to England,
bringing with him his son, Ambrose.
He wished that Ambrose had been
present at the dinner that night; he
would have been very proud of the old
dad.

Chester turned from the mirror to
answer the call on the telephone.

“Hello, son! Where are you speak-
ing from?”

“Margot’s place.”

“Well, well? Tell me the news? Is

the romance as strong as ever?”

“Greater and stronger than you can
imagine, Dad,” said the boy.

Mr. Chester laughed pleasantly into
the phone.

“Is it possible to bring her here to-
night?” he asked.

“We are coming along immediately,”
said Ambrose.

An hour passed. Then Ambrose
brought his future wife into the pres-
ence of his father for the first time.
The pride of the boy touched the beau-
tiful.

“Dad,” he said, “this is my Margot.
I know you'll love her almost as much
as | do.”

Chester smiled paternally on the girl
who looked up into his face with eyes
that were full of yearning.

“My boy’s happiness means every-
thing to me,” he said.

“Margot was afraid that your wealth
might make a difference, because she

is poor,” said Ambrose reassuringly.

“Not likely, my dear,"” said Chester.

“Didn’t | tell vou. Margot, that Dad
is the most broad-minded man in the
world,” said Ambrose. He turned to
his father: “There's something that
she wants to tell you, Dad. She’s told
me and prefers to tell you herself. . . .
I'll leave you for a few minutes. Now,
darling, go ahead.” He went outside
of the room, leaving his father gazing
curiously at the door which had been
closed.

“Well, my child, why don't you tell
me?” he said.

She was biting her lip;
were starting.

“1 daren't let go of this great joy
that’'s come to me,” she said, “but |
can't deceive you. . . . My name is
not Deering! We had to change it—
my mother and I—years ago. She died
afterwards.”

He asked:
the name?”

“Because of my father,” she replied,
and looked down at the floor.

“What—what had he done?” Chester
asked, and he was listening to echoes
that came across the years.

“He was charged with murdering a
man on the bank of the Thames,” she
said. “l don't believe that he did it.
My mother wouldn’t believe it either.”

“Charged with murder?” Chester’s
voice was hollow.

“The murder of a man named Wil-
liam Jennifer—his body was taken
from the water about six months after
death.”

“And the name of your father?”
Chester’'s lips remained apart. It
seemed incredible.

“Robert Paget.”

“What happened to him?”

She whispered three words that
boomed in his ears like surf on a
broken shore.

“He was hanged!”

Chester stared again at the door; he
seemed to be afraid that it might open.

the tears

“Why did you change

TheWeird MurdersofMr.Carn ©°jusyem

and silently. Prison life had left its
mark on him.

“You wish to see me—Landrey?”

The situation was tense and awk-
ward. This small man, who had once
been their president in the days when
the bank was called the Carn Commer-
cial Trust and Savings Bank, was now
their sworn enemy. They were con-
vinced that he had already murdered
three of their number and yet they had

no real evidence with which to convict

>

im.
John Landrey started to speak and
stopped. He seemed to have difficulty
in finding the right words.

“1 just want to tell you this, Arnold,”
he began, in measured tones, “we were
friends once, and in case no further
opportunity comes up, I am going to
do everything to help you re-establish
yourself just the way you would want
me to. | am telling you now because
I might not get another chance to.”

There came a gasp from Fedor
Moldava. John Landrey’s intentions
seemed suddenly clear to him. He
was trying to placate Carn. He was

pleading desperately for his life.
The little man looked at John Lan-
drey. His own face was inscrutable.
“Thanks,” he said quietly. “Is there
anything else?”
Landrey appeared to consider.
“No,” he said. “I'm only telling you
now in case something unforseen will
prevent my letting you know later.”
Arnold Carn turned his back on
them. He placed his hand for a second
gently on his daughter’s shoulder;
then, without another word, left.

MCI\_IEIL went directly to see Mr.
Simeon Graves.

In a few words he explained to the
renowned criminal lawyer the sub-
stance of the morning’'s conference
with the directors of the bank.

“And Landrey doesn't want you
called in on this at all,” the inspector
concluded his report despondently.

Never before had McNeil seen the
old lawyer so angry.

“So they don't want me—think I'm
no good! What do they expect of me?”
he thundered. He pounded the top of
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The Weird Murders
of Mr. Carn

his desk with the flat of his hand. “I
can't work miracles! | wasn’'t there
when Amos Hober was murdered—
they told me about it long afterwards.
What was there to go on in the Druid
case? A dead cat! And Emory Low-
den—he came to me too late.”

“Sure, 1 know,” the inspector tried
to placate him.

“1 told them what to do. They ought
to get out of town, and give me time.
The man responsible for these crimes is
a genius, McNeil.”

“Funny thing—Landrey refusing to
show me that note,” McNeil mused.

Mr. Graves sat up.

“That's more than strange,” he re-
flected. “The messages the others re-
ceived were all more or less alike—just
a notice that they would die the same
night they received the warnings. The
fact that Landrey declines to show his
must mean only one thing.”

“That his message is different?” Mc-
Neil suggested.

“Exactly. And in that difference
lies the secret of how John Landrey is
to be killed!”

THE disposition of the plain-clothes
men in and around the Arundel
Bank Building was left to Sergeant
Tobin. In accordance with McNeil's
instructions there were detectives in the
elevators, on the stairs, in the outside
office and in the private offices on each
side of John Landrey’s room. No one
could get into the building without pass-
ing the sergeant and two detectives
posted at the entrance.

Shortly before seven McNeil arrived. NO “ONE-WAY” dentifrice can keep your teeth sound and attractive. They need

He surveyed the arrangements, posted the balanced, 5-way protection of Squibb Dental Cream.
a few additional men in the halls and .
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office. Here he found Jim Arundel,
Glugheimer and Moldava chatting with
John Landrey. . 3 It prevents bleeding of the gums the safe way— by keeping them healthy, and

“Anyone else belonging to the bank avoids using dangerous astringents. Frequent bleeding of the gums no denti-

in this building besides you four?” . -
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swered. “She’s in her room, | think. | sold at the lowest price manufacturing cost permits. Its use is true economy.
asked her to stay. I've some work I
thought I might as well get done while 5 It combats the germ acids that cause tooth-decay.

I'm here.”

The inspector frowned. For some You can trust the welfare of your teeth to Squibb Dental Cream. Like every
strange reason he felt uneasy because product made by Squibb it is pure, effective, thoroughly reliable. You'll enjoy
gefimll_mf\e?arﬂes ’i(rr?:\?vnceii \\’Ivvggne;’g;‘u?g its pleasant taste, and the clean, refreshed feeling it leaves in the mouth. See
to suspect her of having any connec- )I/Dour tljegtlst regularly. And at least twice a day, brus_h your teetF? W|t_h Squibb
tion with these diabolical crimes—and ental Cream. Copyright 1933 E. R. Squibb & Sons

yet she was Arnold Cam's daughter.
McNeil shrugged his shoulders and - « - .
turned to John Landrey. tlie 5 “way dentifrice
“Let’'s have a look at that note, Mr.
Landrey.” There was a trace of in-
sistence in the inspector’s voice.
“1 prefer not to show it to you,” Lan-
drey replied coolly. “It concerns no-
body but myself.”
“1I'm responsible for your safety—"
McNeil broke in gruffly.
“You needn’'t be,” Landrey assured
him.  “If you wish to leave, with your
men—" With an expressive gesture
Landrey indicated that it was of no
consequence to him. “And now, gentle-
men, | have a letter to write. Mr.
(b:arn, hin hils ‘r(nessa%e, Iindicated hth?é
y eight o’clock at the latest, I shou . .
cease to exist. | haven't much time.” Squibb Toilet Products
There was a wintry smile on John
Landrey's lips. He looked unnaturally It's a delight to use dainty creams and powders made to the high Squibb standard of purity and quality.
ale. For effective care of the skin these products are outstanding: Squibb Cold Cream, Squibb Cleansing
“1 feel quite safe here,” he went on, Cream, Squibb Vanishing Cream, Squibb Lanolin Cream, Squibb Toilet Lanolin, Squibb Talcum and
(Please turn to page 90) Bath Powders. Sold at all good stores and moderately priced. Look for the name Squibb on the label.
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TheWeird Murdersof Mr.Carn C"t"wr*

“even without this.”

Prom the center drawer he took a
heavy revolver and placed it on top of
the desk.

There was nothing to do but to leave
him alone.

Jim Arundel went to Lois Cara’s little
office that adjoined his own.

“Are you all right?” he wanted to
know.

She looked up at him in surprise.

“Why shouldn’'t 1 he?” She noted

that his face was devoid of its habitual
expression of arrogance. His mein was
very gentle towards her. She was con-
scious of strange impulses that made
the blood ebb and flow from her cheeks.
If only he could forget that he was
one of those who had sent her father
to prison.

“There's a queer atmosphere here to-
night,” he confided. “And no wonder—
waiting to see if a man will die. Lan-
drey makes the fourth,” he ended,
thoughtfully.

“Do you still think my father has
anything to do with these crimes?”
Her voice 'was challenging.

“I've great confidence in that old
gentleman, Mr. Graves,” he evaded her.
“I'm half inclined to ask him to come
here, no matter what Landrey thinks.”

“Do you think it's my father?” she
persisted.

Then she rose swiftly, a little breath-
less. She could read the answer in his
eyes, almost hear his lusty words: “I
don’t give a damn! | love you!” Be-
fore he could speak, she said, “There
was some work you wanted me to do.
What is it?”

For a moment he said nothing, then:

“There wasn’'t anything | wanted you
to do. That was just an excuse to keep
you here—to be sure you were safe.
These are strange days for the Arundel
Bank—soon there’ll be none of us left
—if this keeps up,” he finished with a
laugh.

She started to follow as he went to
the outer office where the switchboard
was. He was trying to get a number.
She thought of offering to help him,
changed her mind and went back to her
room and shut the door.

In front of Landrey’s office, Inspector
McNeil paced to and fro like a sentinel.

Inside, alone with his thoughts, sat
John Landrey. A queer medley of im-

pressions flitted through his brain. He
thought of Amos Hober, of Moley
Druid, of Emory Lowden. What he,

John Landrey, did couldn’t hurt them.
He thought of Sol Glugheimer and Mol-
dava, and of Jim Arundel—all of whom
he was now about to betray. Well,
it was every man for himself—no man
could trifle with Arnold Carn and live.

John Landrey looked at his watch.
It was a quarter past seven—high time
that he wrote that letter. He went and
locked the door. He wanted no unfore-
seen interruptions just then. He drew
the note that was signed in typewritten
letters with the name of Arnold Cam
from his pocket, read it carefully and
replaced it. He took some sheets of
note paper from the tooled leather rack
on his desk and started to write. He
wrote for a long time. When he came
to the end he again looked at his
watch; it was almost a quarter to eight.
He read what he had written, made
some corrections and folded the sheets.

Prom the leather rack he took an
envelope and addressed it to:

ARNOLD CARN

He placed what he had written in-
side the envelope. For a long time it
lay there in front of him, unsealed. He
stared into space. He felt light-hearted,
as if a great weight had been lifted
from him, a horrible menace destroyed.

John Landrey took the envelope and
ran his tongue across the flap.

A look of startled surprise swept
across his face . then that look
changed slowly to one of stark terror.
There was a peculiar taste to the gum
on the flap of the envelope—a very bit-
ter taste. The tip of John Landrey’s
tongue seemed to be on fire; a tingling
sensation shot to the roof of his mouth;
then a numbless, a numbness that
spread gradually over his entire body.
He could feel his heart laboring slug-
gishly—desperately. Was he dying?
His brain was working with lightning
speed—more clearly than ever. He
must unlock the door—get help! He
tried to rise only to find himself slip-
ping lower in his chair. It seemed
to him his body was growing cold. He
strove to reach for the revolver on his
desk—a shot would bring help. With
every remaining vestige of will power,
John Landrey tried to direct his hand
towards the gun but the hands that
hung limply down the sides of his
chair refused to move.

NSPECTOR McNeil was still pacing

up and down in front of Landrey’s
office when Simeon Graves arrived.

“Mr. Arundel telephoned me—he
wanted me here,” Mr. Graves explained
hurriedly. “Is everything all right?”

“He's in there, safe as a church,”
McNeil stated with satisfaction. “Noth-
ing’s happened—how could it?”

The old lawyer stood irresolute for a
few seconds. The next moment he was
at Landrey’'s door. He knocked and
turned the handle. The door was locked.
Mr. Graves turned inquiringly to the
inspector.

“He must have
muttered uneasily.

Simeon Graves beat a tattoo on the
door with his knuckles. “Mr. Landrey!
Mr. Landrey!” he shouted.

McNeil didn't wait. With the butt
of his revolver he shattered the frosted
glass panel in the door. He reached
inside, found the lock and opened the
door.

Slumped deep down in his chair they
saw the dead figure of John Landrey.

“My God!” McNeil burst out, dis-
tracted. “What more could | have

locked it,” McNeil

done?” This last was to Arundel,
Glugheimer and Moldav,a. In the back
stood Lois Carn. They had been

brought to the scene by the sound of
the breaking glass.

No one answered him. Overcome
with fear they stood mute, watching
Simeon Graves who was examining the
body of John Landrey. Mr. Graves was
looking into the dead man’s eyes. An
expression of incredulous horror was
there. The man’s skin was the color
of paste, almost blue. His lips were
puckered in a ghastly smile. Mr.
Graves leaned down. An acrid odor
assailed his nostrils.

Simeon Graves straightened up and
looked about, puzzled. Finally, his gaze
rested on the envelope, the flap curled
back from the moisture of Landrey’s
tongue. He picked it up and smelled
it. He nodded his head, then a look
of unwilling admiration came into his
questioning eyes.

The MYSTERY Magazine, April, 1933



The Weird Murders
of Mr. Carn

“John Landrey murdered himself!”
Mr. Graves announced.

“Suicide?” McNeil couldn’'t help the
note of relief in his voice.

Mr. Graves shook his head.

“Not suicide—he didn’'t want to die.
When | say he murdered himself | mean
he killed himself without wanting to
do it—without knowing he was doing
it until it was too late. The real mur-
derer is, of course, the man who ar-
ranged the scheme that would cause
Landrey to Kkill himself.”

They listened in awed silence.

“The point is—what happened to
make him do it—to make him murder
himself?” Mr. Graves paused to con-
sider. “Did anyone telephone him to-
night?”

There was a little cry from Lois
Carn. Her hand went quickly to her
lips as if to hold back the words that
had almost escaped her. She was star-
ing with horror-stricken eyes at Jim
Arundel!  The next minute she was
gone. She was out of the building be-
fore Jim Arundel could catch up with
her.

Simeon Graves sat on the edge of
the desk, pulling nervously at the hair
that stuck out of his ears. With an
exclamation of annoyance he got up.

“Dear me, | must be getting old,” he
mumbled peevishly.

Putting his hand into Landrey’s in-
side pocket, he extracted the blue en-
velope with the note that Landrey had
refused to show McNeil and the other
directors. He glanced through it quick-
ly. Then he read it aloud.

“ ‘John Landrey:

You are next on my list. Butyou
alone will be given a chance to
escape the fate you deserve. A
written confession exonerating me
and admitting yours and the others’
perjured testimony that consigned
me for seven years to a living hell
will save you. If you do not hear
from me before seven tonight write
the confession in your office. Place
it in a sealed envelope. At ten
minutes to eight raise and lower the
shade in your office three times. |
shall then know you have com-
plied with my orders. Leave the
confession on your desk and you
can walk out alive. If by ten min-
utes to eight | do not see the sig-
nal—you die.

Arnold Carn'’

“It’'s all so beautifully simple,” de-
clared Mr. Graves. “The note is so
worded that it places Landrey on the
spot right here in his office. He’s not
to write the confession before seven and
he’s to seal it in an envelope! In that
way the murderer made certain that
the sealing would be done here in one
of the envelopes on his desk!”

“But how was he Kkilled?” McNeil
asked, impatiently.

“Landrey was poisoned, judging by
the smell, by aconitine—one of the most
deadly poisons known. The poison was
smeared on the flap of the envelope!”

“Good God!” the inspector exclaimed.

“The rest of those envelopes have
probably been treated the same way—
you'd better take charge of them, Mc-
Neil,” Mr. Graves continued.

“Well, that let’'s out Arnold Carn,”
said McNeil. “He wouldn’t Kill the
man who was ready to confess.”

(Please turn to page 92)
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Mr. Graves was frowning.

“On the contrary,” he contradicted,
“it points to him more strongly than
ever. Remember, his motive for killing
is revenge for the years he spent in

rison—that motive is not elminated

y a confession. But, think of this,
Carn accomplishes his revenge and gets
the confession!”

They looked at Mr. Graves, stunned

“Of course, in a sense, he can’'t make
use of it without admitting that he's
guilty of murder—but he doesn’'t have
to. The confession exists—it's here—it
will be part of the police records avail-
able any time that he thinks it safe to
use it.”

“That confession must be turned
over to us.” It was Sol Glugheimer
shouting. His face was livid with rage.
“It's a lot of lies anyhow.”

“You haven’'t seen it yet, how do
you know?” Simeon Graves came back
smoothly.

Gingerly, he extracted the papers
from the poisoned envelope and stuck
them in his pocket.

“Mr. Graves!” Jim Arundel's face
was deathly white as he addressed the
old lawyer. “How did the envelopes
get on Landrey’'s desk?”

Mr. Graves' reply was long in com-

ng.

g‘If I knew that,” he said at last, “1'd
know who killed John Landrey . .. I'll
know sooner or later,” he finished grim-
ly. “Who's in charge of the station-
ery store, by the way?”

JIM ARUNDEL left the building and
drove directly to the house where
Lois Carn lived. His face was drawn,
his eyes shone unnaturally bright.
The boy at the switchboard reported
back that Miss Carn couldn’t see him.

“Tell her she must see me,” Jim
Arundel ground through his teeth.

“Nothing doing, mister,” the boy
said, after a second effort. “Can’t let

you up.” But a five dollar bill caused
him to change his mind. “Her apart-
ment's 5D,” he called after Jim Arun-
del, who was already tearing up the
stairs.

For a long time there was no re-
sponse to his knock. Then the door
opened slowly and Lois Carn stood
there. She was very pale.

“l want to talk to you,”
roughly.

She backed away from him and he
came into the room and slammed the
door shut.

For endless moments they stood star-
ing at each other.

“The envelopes .
soned!” he rasped.

he said

. they were poi-
“You knew that!”

Bondot Be hatel

Her eyes widened—she looked at him
dazed, uncomprehending.

“1 saw you put them on Landrey’s
desk. . . . ” His whole big body was
shaking.

Then all of a sudden he reached for
her. He crushed her to him fiercely
and held her. When he spoke his voice
throbbed with unleashed passion.

“Lois—why did you do 1t? Why ...
nothing

why? But it doesn’'t matter;
matters . . . except that I love you . ..
need you . . . we'll go away . . . don't

worry, I'll take care of everything . . .
I won't let anything happen to you!”
He held her tighter.

She freed herself and stood apart
from him. Her eyes were misty.

“You—you thought | had something
to do with—you thought I killed him?”
she demanded softly.

He nodded miserably.

“And you love me—so much that it
wouldn’'t matter?” It sounded as if
she couldn’t believe her own words.

She came to him slowly. She put her
hands up to his face.

“My dear—my dear,”
pered.

she whis-

HE envelope clue is a washout,”

said McNeil to Simeon Graves the
next morning. “I talked to Miss Carn
—she’s in charge of the officials’ per-
sonal stationery and when Landrey
found he had no more envelopes last
night, he asked her for some. She took
the stack out of the regular cabinet
where she keeps them. The rest of
them in the cabinet are 0. K., by the
way.”

“And | suppose everybody in the
world at one time or another was in
her office yesterday,” Mr. Graves ven-
tured gloomily.

“That's right—Glugheimer,
dava, Arundel and—Arnold
Don't forget him!”

Mr. Graves nodded.

“The reason she beat it so suddenly
last night was that she heard you ask if
anyone had telephoned Landrey—she'd
seen Arundel at the switchboard and
the poor kid thought he had something
to do with the Kkilling.” The inspector’s
face lit up with a brilliant thought.
“You know—I1 think she’s sort of keen
on Jim Arundel!”

“You have the makings of a great
detective, McNeil,” said Mr. Graves
solemnly.

Mol-
Carn.

Who is Arnold Carn? Don't miss the
two final episodes of this exciting series
as Simeon Graves, the famous criminolo-
gist, tracks down the most daring arch-
fiend murderer the world has ever knownl
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Bells in the Night

(Continued from page 39)

don’'t want me to say ‘l,” this mysteri-
ous plank-walker is in the cabin. What
next?”

“1t might be”—his words came with
painful effort—“that Mrs. Holliday
heard something, became suspicious, or
possibly jealous, made Levering let her
in and in the quarrel that followed
shot him, afterward drugging herself
to forget it.”

“1 see,” said the girl, in an uninter-
pretable tone.

“Then the other person let her out,”
pursued Estey Fordyce, the detective in
him warming to his theme, “bolted
the door after her and got back to
shore as she came, drawing the screen
to and drawing the planks after her
to leave no trace.”

VERY pretty. It depends for its
plausibility on the visitor having
been admitted by Grant, doesn't it?
In other words, of her being Grant’s
mistress.”

He winced. “There may have been
some other explanation.”

“You're dodging now,” she charged.
“Do you think I'm Grant’'s mistress?”

“Well, since you've forced the ques-
tion on me I'm bound to take it into
consideration as part of the case. Are
you?”

Her lips set doggedly.
believe me if | said ‘no’ ?”

He lifted his eyes, which had slid
away from hers, and studied her. “I
wouldn’t believe you if you said ‘yes,’
Joan Ellen.

“1 couldn’t believe it,” he retorted,
not at all in his best official manner.
“It would hurt too much to believe it.”

“You needn't,” she said curtly. “I'm
not.”

Ramsay appeared before them. He
was plainly in an ugly mood. *“Joan
Ellen, what's he talking to you about?”

“Oh, more theories.”

“Haven't you anything better to do
than bulldozing women?” The sports-
man turned upon Fordyce. “If you've
got questions to ask, come to me like
a man.”

“Thank you. I'll ask you one question
now. Have you ever looked into the
legal penalties for being an accessory
after the fact?”

Ramsay turned red. “I can hire a
lawyer to tell me that. And I'm going
to do it as soon as | can find one. This
thing has gone too far!”

“Perfectly sound idea,” returned the
younger man equably. “I'm expecting
a nurse down by the river boat and 1
must meet her. May | offer you a lift
to town?”

Seeing no alternative but to walk,
Ramsay accepted. On the bridge the
toll-keeper drew Dr. Fordyce aside.

“Doc, could you fetch me back some
silver from town?”

“1 expect so. Are you short?”

“The creekers cleaned me out this
morning.”

“Robbed you?”
credulous physician.

“Sh!' No. Give me bills and took all
my dimes and quarters.” He set a
roll of soiled greenbacks in the other’s
hand. *“I gotta have some change.”

“What did they want of it?”

Dutro hesitated a moment before an-
swering in a half whisper, “Bullets.”
“Silver bullets! A witch-hunt?”
Fordyce had heard of such enter-
prises in the swamp regions but sup-

(Please turn to page

“Would you

exclaimed the in-
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and allow it to remain on while you sleep. It is composed of pure and beneficial
ingredients that stimulate and nourish the growth of the lashes. You will find
it delightfully effective.

Acquaint yourselfwith the high quality of these wonderful Maybelline eye beauty
preparations, and you'll never want to be without any one of them for com-

plete and fascinating eye make-up. They are obtainable at all leading 10c stores.
MAYBELLINE CO., CHICAGO
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Bells in the Night

(Continued from page 93)

posed they were things of the past.

“Bish Gamore’s sixteen-year-old boy.
Flem, seen her in a lightnin' flash,” re-
turned the other, speaking suddenly,
in a rush of nervous eagerness.

“Was she sitting on a log?”

“No. She was on the edge of the
swamp. Looked like a flame of fire,
he said. He was near dead of scare
when he got to the others. They went
to the place and all they found was a
punk-stump. You know how they shine
in a storm. So they reckoned it was all
scare till Orrin Close come on the run.
all sweatin’ and chillin’ and he’'d seen
her, too. There’ll be plenty guns loaded
with my silver tonight, if the creekers
are out again. But don’t you never
let on that I told you, will you, Doc?”

“No. And | shouldn’t talk about it
to anyone else, Bert.”

“You bet. D'you believe in witches.
Doc?”

“No.”

“1 wish 1 didn't,” sighed the native.

What Estey Fordyce did believe in at
that moment was the probable identity
of the incredible apparition of Bob
Ramsay’s mishap with the flame-clad
witch. In the car he questioned his
companion.

“That woman on the log; what color
dress did she have on?”

“Couldn’t tell you.”

“Would it be red?”

“Might have been. It was some
bright, silky stuff. There's the log,
right there.”

Getting out of the car, Fordyce re-ex-
amined the spot. He saw nothing that
he had not noted before. Cutting a
withe he poked the left boot, which
he had discovered on his former inves-
tigation, out of the pool. It seemed to
be man-size and pattern. Caught on
the inner side was a long thread of
crimson silk.

The investigator rolled it carefully
up and put it in his pocket medicine
case.

HE nurse, Miss Gillen, whom Dr.

Fordyce brought back with him,
was a competent looking young woman.
Joan Ellen was glad to have her
aboard. After seeing his patient and
installing the new arrival, the doctor
invited Joan Ellen’s attention to a sheet
of typed paper, evidently copied from
one of those biographical compilations
which confer contemporary glory upon
thousands of otherwise unsung though
doubtless worthy citizens.

Levering: William Grant; 45
years of age; financier, sportsman,
naturalist, and authority upon
Americana. Donor of Williston
collection of glass and chinaware
to Brooklyn Art Museum; also col-
lection of Central American birds
to Museum of Natural History;
author of, “Birds Seldom Seen,”
“Blown in the Glass,” “Trails
Across Honduras.” and “Oriental
Traces in Amerind Pottery.”
Clubs: St. Nicholas, Century, Uni-
versity, Piping Rock, and Travel-
ers (London).

“A highly versatile person,” said
Fordyce to the girl. “Have you any-
thing to add to the record?”

“Well, he's rich, restless, a good deal
of a dilettante, and a bachelor.”

“With immediate ambitions to termi-
nate that last condition,” he supplied,
smiling at her. “What kind of dis-
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position would you say he had?”

She reflected. “Pleasant enough when
things go his way.”

“Had he had any trouble with anyone
here as far as you know?”

“His crew. They quit the boat.”

“Yes, | remember. Were there
threats?”

“1 doubt it. People don’t threaten
Grant Levering.”

“And yet,” he commented rumina-
tively, “he lives there in terror of his
life, apparently. 0Odd, isn't it?”

“l can't understand it. If he had
any enemies around here—but | don’t
think he knows anyone at all.”

“What is his reputation with
women?”

“Puritanical,” she answered prompt-
ly. “There has never been a breath
of scandal attached to his name.”

“Hm! Not the kind to pick up some
liaison with a local charmer, then?”

“The most unlikely man | can think
of. He’s much too fastidious.”

“Still, that kind sometimes does bust
out—at forty-five. There hasn't any-
one been dining aboard in a bright red
dress, | suppose?”

The girl laughed. “Looking for the
scarlet woman? Not here, I'm afraid.
What's your next move?”

“1 was thinking of going fishing.”

“For more evidence? Have you got
a fresh clue?”

“Can't tell yet. One did occur to
me, though, after | left you. Whoever
was in the room with Levering may
have got him to the window on some
pretext so that he should be a fair
mark for some other person on shore.
There are signs that somebody was in
the brush on that little bluff.” He
paused. “Had Ramsay been alligator
shooting before last night?”

A pang of alarm for loyal, blunder-
ing Bob whose well-meant but techni-
cally criminal pretence this young man
had so easily penetrated, went through
her. “No, he hadn’'t. But surely you're
not going to suspect poor Bob! What
possible motive could he have?”

“1f you say ‘possible,” I'd have to an-
swer ‘jealousy.’”

Her eyes opened wide. “Of me?”

“Yes. Why not?”

“How absurd! Are you going to as-
sume that every man in sight is in
love with me?”

“It may be absurd,” he replied, with
perfect seriousness, “but from my
point of view it seems quite logical.”

Suddenly, the fleeting dimple ap-
peared. “Your logic is as silly as you
are, Sophocles. But | rather like it.
won't you take me fishing?”

SOME day. Just now I'd like to
know where Ramsay was when he
fired that single shot at his alligator.”

“You'd better ask him,” she retorted.
“Where is he, by the way?”

“In the village.”

“When is he coming back?”

“Well—er—the fact is—er—just at
present he's under detention.”

“Bob? In jail? You did that to
him?”

“1 didn’'t want to, but circumstan-
ces------ "

“How despicably sneaking of you!”
she flamed.

“This isn't play-acting, you know,
Miss Delane. It's crime; very possibly
murder. | couldn't afford to take a
chance on his leaving.”

(Please turn to page 96)

The MYSTERY Magazine, April, 1933

THAT EVENING
You can save lots of

money this way!

EWISE! Stop scrubbing clothes thread-

bare. Let Rinso’s lively suds soak them
4 or 5 shades whiter. They'll last twice—
three times—as long! Women say they save
$100 and more on clothes this “scrubless”
way.

Rinso is safe for the finest cottons and
linens. The home-making experts of 316
leading newspapers—the makers of 40 fa-
mous washing machines—recommend it.
Great for dishes, t00; so easy on the hands.

Cup for cup, Rinso gives twice as much
suds as lightweight, puffed-up soaps. It's
all that's needed, even in the hardest water.
Most women buy the BIG package.

It's safe for your finest
cottons and linens
—white or colors

The biggest-selling package soap in America
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adifferent lipstick. A lipstick that accents her
natural coloring...ending that painted look!

Flatters lips with natural color!

No man will tell you to your face that you
have a painted look. Yet, without doubt, a
painted look comes from all ordinary lip-
sticks. Tangee, however, isn't ordinary. It
isn't paint. Tangee brings out the natural
color hidden in your own lips ... yet never
paints them!

In the stick, it's orange. On the lips, your
natural coloring! For Tangee changes in-
stantly to your shade of blush rose!

Use Tangee for youthful lips . .. glowing
with natural color all day long! Costs no
more than ordinary lipsticks. At drug stores
and cosmetic counters.
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Bells in the Night

“Why shouldn’'t he leave if he wants

to? I'm going to leave. Now. At
once.”
“1 wish you wouldn’'t do that.”
“Oh! Do you?” With which she

whirled around and went inside for a
hat.

Her plans were unformulated except
in one respect. She must get a lawyer
and help Bob out.

The officious and infuriating sleuth
was not in sight when she emerged.
He hailed her from his car.

“May | take you to the village?”

Not being able to think of any other
method of getting anywhere she gave
him an icy acknowledgment. “Very

good of you.”
THE car entered the village and
pulled up before a hardware shop.
A pink and pleasant old person emerged
and was presented as Judge Cobb.
Shifting a quid from cheek to cheek,
he spoke with some embarrassment and
to an effect which almost paralyzed
Joan Ellen with fury when she got its
purport.

“You mean I've got to stay here
whether | want to or not?”

“Heah or heahabouts, ma’am.”

“I'll see a lawyer. I'l—I'Il------

“Yes, ma’am. That's your right. But
he’ll tell you you can't go against the
co't’s ordehs.”

“Then I'm under arrest?”

“Oh, no, ma’am. Not rightly to say
arrest.”

“l can't see the difference,”
the angry girl.

“Oh, theh’s a right big difference,”
was the soothing reply. “I1 can put
you in the Doc's parole.”

“You mean I'm to be at his orders?”
with a blasting glare at the innocent

fumed

Fordyce. “Do as he says? Not go
anywhere without his permission?
Well, I won't do it. What then?”

“It's a right stuffy jail, our jail, for
a sweet, pretty young lady like you,”
warned the judge regretfully.

Joan Ellen was taking only one thing
into consideration. “l can't bear to
think of Bob's being shut up. 1| can't
bear it! He’s the best and finest man
I know anywhere,” she declared. (“The
poor dumb-bell!” she added mentally.)
“And as soon as | can get a lawyer
from home he’ll get us both out and
we're going to leave this awful state of
yours and you'll never see either of us
again.”

He said slowly and painfully, as she
turned away, “I'm sorry. I didn't
realize the extent of your interest in
Ramsay.”

Her baleful desire to get back at him
in the most hurtful way possible in-
spired her retort. “You realize now,
don't you? You probably cooked up
this jail and parole business just to
keep us apart.”

Fordyce stiffened. “Your love affairs
are no part of my official business. And
until this thing is cleared up perhaps
it would be as well if we kept to the
official basis.”

IT was dusk when they reached the

Otisco. Miss Gillen reported no

change in the patient’'s condition.
“This is supposed to be an accident

case, isn't it, Doctor?” she asked.
“Officially. And for the present, yes.”
“Then I'm not supposed to report on

anything hut my professional duties.”
“That depends. What is it?”

iGt™ U ram

“1 thought | saw somebody moving
cautiously around on that low, brushy
knoll ashore two or three times this
afternoon.”

“That's interesting. But | don't think
I'd mention it to anyone.”

She nodded and returned to her
charge.

Estey Fordyce sat in thought, while
the dusk deepened. He summoned Bert
Dutro from his shack.

“Did anyone board or leave the boat
while | was gone, Bert?”

“Nary un, Doc. Couldn’'t have.”

Fifty yards upstream a chuck-Will's-
widow had been vociferating its cease-
less strain. Abruptly, it ceased and
fluttered, a dim shadow, from its bushy
choir-loft to make a bee-line across
stream.

“That bird’s scairt,” commented the
toll-keeper. “Must-a something passed
that way."

Fordyce strained his eyes into the
silent darkness. So the Otisco was
being watched!

OAN ELLEN slept poorly that

night. She had a prickly feeling
in her conscience that she had not
treated the young doctor quite fairly;
he was doing the best he could with
a difficult situation. Wakeful, she
thought several times that she heard
distant shots in the forest. Once,
Dutro’s dog set up a surly clamor, sub-
siding into suspicious growls. Shortly
after dawn, finding herself broad
awake, and unrefreshed, she went to
her window and looked out across the
lonely panorama of the creek. The
forest was stirring in a fitful breeze.
A flock of white crane, looking like
distorted angels, moved in a long, or-
dered progress above the parapet of
green. Opposite her a snaky neck
with a bird's head protruded from the
surface of the weed where a water-
turkey was considering breakfasting. A
patch of hyacinth as big as a freight
car passed in mid-stream in its steady
advance toward the river. Near its
further edge a bright, incongruous flut-
ter of glossy color caught her eye and
for a moment she wondered idly about
it. The breeze shifted, filling her cabin
with grateful coolness. She returned
to her bed and fell into profound
slumber.

When she awoke and went on deck
a chunky native was diving repeatedly
in a clearing which he had cut through
the hyacinth between shore and house-
boat. What did he expect to find?
She watched the insignificant objects
which he brought up from the ooze
until a door behind her opened and she
saw Estey Fordyce. In her surprise
she forgot that they were hardly on
speaking terms.

“When did you come aboard?”

“Late last night. [I've overslept
shamefully.”

“You needed it.
some coffee.”

He thanked her with more enthusiasm
than the offer strictly demanded. Over
the sketchy breakfast she asked about
Levering, confirmed her idea that the
diver was working under her compan-
ion’s directions, and then asked: “Did
you hear the shooting in the night?”

“No. | slept like the dead. Where
was it?”

“Quite far away.
you found out?”

“Not what I

Let me get you

What more have

most want to know,”
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he replied dispiritedly.
the woman in red.”

Joan Ellen’s eyes widened in the ex-
citement of a sudden connection of
ideas. “What shade of red?”

“How should 1 know? Oh!  Yes.
Here, this shade.” He produced the
silk thread. “Why? Do you know
anything about a dress that color?”

“Why, | don't exactly know anything.
But | suspect that the owner didn't
care much about it.”

“How is that?”

“She tore it up and threw it
the creek.”

He got to his feet with such heedless
viole(?ce that his coffee sloshed over the
stand.

“Nothing about

into

“Clumsy!”  reproved Joan Ellen.
“Why—why—whatever is the matter?
You look---—--"

“Did you see a dress of this color
in the creek?”

“A piece of it. At least it may have
been. In the hyacinth. Floating down-
stream.”

“Good God! When?”

“Oh, four or five hours ago, | sup-
pose.”

“It might be as far as the river by
this time, then,” he answered despair-

ingly.
“Well, | don't see what all the
fuss-—----" she began, but he was al-

ready hurrying forward, to the bridge.

“Tell Miss Gillen I'll be back as soon
as | can,” he called to her over his
shoulder.

After a word with Dutro both de-
scended to the stream bank and im-
mediately she saw a boat move out into
the current, the toll-keeper rowing and
the doctor standing on the stern-seat
scanning the water and the line of
weed along the shores.

Less than an hour later the sound
of oars came to her ears again. It
ceased as the boat paused at the bridge
just long enough to let the keeper off,
then resumed as the doctor's long-
muscled arms drove the craft strongly
through the current, upstream. The
craft was a dug-out, narrow-beamed
and with a prow which the native
builder had fashioned grotesquely but
not inartistically to the likeness of a
swan’s reared head. She called, but
Fordyce gave her only a brief, impa-
tient motion of one hand as if to indi-
cate that his errand was too pressing
for interruption.

Curiosity drew Joan Ellen to the
bridge.

“Did you find what you were looking
for?” she asked Dutro.

The man’s face was drawn and sick
looking. “Yes, we found it.”

“Did it help Dr. Fordyce to what he
is after?”

“Yes. No. I dunno.” Dutro gulped.
“The ‘'gators had found it first.”

h-h-h-h-h!" shivered the girl, hor-
ror- strlcken as the meaning of his
words struck home to her “Was she—
was the woman in--—-"

He nodded. “That was part of a
sleeve. They don't leave much.”

“Who was she?” asked Joan Ellen,
white and trembling.

“God knows.”

(To be Continued)

The next exciting instalment of Warner
Fabian’s first murder mystery appears in
the May issue of this magazine, on sale
4 pril S, 1933.
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ordinary

powder

leaves the nose
looking like this
ajter halj an hour

OF course you're lovely when you leave
your dressing table! But how long do you
stay that way? How many times in an eve-
ning do you have to look in a mirror to be
sure that you're even presentable?

For certainly few things are more dis-
concerting than a nose that has shed its
powder, and stands out from a beautiful
face like an unkind and ugly beacon light.
Can you even count the number of times
you have to powder during the day?

All that is over now. Pompeian has cre-
ated a powder that will cling, not for

NEW

will retain its
lovelinessJor hours

minutes, but for hours! It doesn’t coat the
face, as old-fashioned “clinging” powders
do. Soft and fine, it gives the skinasmooth,
even perfection___No more stolen glances
inpassingmirrors. With this new Pompeian
powder you can be serene and confident of
your beauty for hours.

It comes in a variety of flattering skin
tones, expressly created to complement
and enhance every complexion type. It
has a refreshing and very feminine per-
fume. And a box you'll be proud to have
on your dressing table.

AT TODAY’'S REASONABLE PRICE

All that we can save in manufacturing costs
by long experience and present economies we
pass on to you. Which is the reason this re-
markably fine powder can be bought for so little!
Pompeian products can be purchased at stores
everywhere. Convenient and attractive sizes of
Pompeian Beauty Powder are obtainable at al-
most all stores of F. W. Woolworth Co., and
other of the better class five-and-ten-cent stores.
The Pompeian Company, Bloomfield, N. J.

Sales Representatives: Harold F. Ritchie & Co., Inc.,
40 E. 34th St., New York, N. Y.
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YO RK PARIS LONDON
97



THE

OF A SOFT SMOOTH
SKIN CAN BE YOURS

with this marvelous
Olive Oil Face Powder

It is so easy for @ woman’s skin to become
red and rough. Particularly at this season ...
Sharp cold* and biting winds attack the face.
Destroy its smoothness and charm ... Indoor
heat saps the natural oils from your skin.
Leaves it dry and old-looking.

Protect your complexion from these harsh
extremes. If your face has a tendency toward
redness... if it often feels dry and rough
... begin using Outdoor Girl Face Powder
at once. Dust it on every day before going
out. And again when you come in.

Outdoor Girl is the only face powder
made with an Olive Oil base. It is soft and
fluffy in look and feel, yet it clings longer
than any other powder. With the first appli-
cation you'll notice a distinct improvement in
your complexion.

Try this different face powder today. In 7
smart shades to blend naturally with any com-
plexion. The Good Housekeeping “Seal of
Approval” is your guarantee of quality.

Outdoor Girl Face Powder and other
Olive Oil Beauty Products are sold by leading
drug, department and chain stores in 3 sizes
— 10c, 25c and $1.00. If you want to sample
five of the most popular preparations, mail
the coupon.

OUTDOOR
e SIRE L

Crystal Corporation,

Dept. 874
130 Willis Ave., New York

I enclose 10c to cover postage and handling. Please
send me your O utdoor Girl "Introductory Sampler”
containing liberal trial pact%yes ofOlive Oil Face Pow-
der—Lightex Face Powder—Olive Oil Cream—Liquefy-
ing Cleansing Cream and Lip-and-Cheek Rouge.
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Follow these rules sent

in by

our readers if you would have

the perfect cup of coffee.

Favorite

Coffee

OUR article about the different
methods of making coffee was in-
teresting. Boiling coffee makes it bit-
ter and drives most of the fine coffee
flavor into the air, the smell of which
causes you to anticipate an extra good
cup of coffee. And you are disap-
pointed because the goodness has
evaporated into the air and is no
longer in the coffee. Here's my way.
Put four slightly rounding tablespoon-
fuls of a good brand of coffee into a
Mason fruit jar. The same precaution
needs to be taken against breaking the
jar as when canning. Fill with boiling
water. Put on the rubber ring and
cover and seal it quite tightly and put
it where it will keep hot. Let it stand
fifteen minutes. You will not be dis-
appointed in this coffee.
A. E. Benson,
Box 18,
Utica, Minn.

D EGARDLESS of whether one uses
1V the old fashioned type of coffee
pot, the aluminum percolator, the elec-
tric percolator or the drip coffee de-
vices, the most perfect coffee | have
ever tasted was made by permitting it
to percolate, boil or drip for just seven
minutes after it starts cooking, using
one tablespoonful to the cup.
Geo. W. Barnes,
Apt. 418. The Dupont Circle,
Washington, D. C.

DOWN here in this Southland, every
one drinks the French Drip Cof-
fee, usually black and thick as mo-
lasses, adding quantities of sugar, and
if any milk or cream is added, they add
equal parts (to the coffee) of boiled
milk, served hot. Into a cup of black
coffee, drop one or two pecan meats,
and see what an unusually delicious
flavor you get.

Mrs. J. T. Welch,

218 Magnolia Street,

Biloxi, Miss.

CAN easily understand why there
is “Mystery” about the preparation
of good coffee and hasten to add my
comments on the subject. Perhaps the

Recipes

primary reason for muddy, bitter-
tasting coffee is because there are so
many conflicting ideas. Why not fol-
low my simple plan? Here it is! Use
a medium-sized aluminum percolator
and a reliable brand of coffee which
can be depended on for flavor. Measure
one tablespoon of coffee to one cup of
cold water, and one extra tablespoon
of coffee “for the pot”. Allow to per-
colate for six minutes. Serve piping
hot! It is very simple, yet—oh, so
satisfying.

Mrs. Marie Thompson,

17 N. Chatsworth Ave.,

Larchmont, N. Y.

1HAVE made the “perfect cup” of
coffee many different ways during
the years | have been a homemaker.
My husband contends that coffee is
best made like his old Swedish mother
makes it. Place one tablespoon of cof-
fee for each cup in pot. Mix coffee with
a little cold water, then add white of
an egg and stir well. Pour on boiling
water. Boil three minutes, add dash of
cold water, and set back to settle.
This coffee must be coarsely ground.
I have made fine coffee this way. Some-
times | tire of my favorite brand.
Then if | change brands for a while,
I like the flavor of the new brand for
a while. The way | now make my cof-
fee is the quickest, easiest, and | think
the best way. Use a granite coffee pot
or granite pan with a tight lid. Put in
as many cups of water as wanted.
When the water is boiling furiously,
add one tablespoon of medium ground
coffee for each cup (heaping if you de-
sire it strong). If you are using cheap

coffee, more must be used. Stir well
with a spoon. Let boil up, turn down
gas. Repeat this three times. Turn off

heat. Place clean white cloth in spout
of coffee pot to keep in the flavor, and
place pot where it will keep hot, but not
boil, until ready to serve. | like good
cream placed in the cups before coffee
is poured.

Constance M. Swanson,
222 S. 6th St.,
Monmouth, 111
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In Quest of the
Feminine

(Continued from page 62) O TO HAVE h e a u "fO u h

Soft brown mascara is used on eye-
brows and eyelashes, and any excess
is wiped off.” Our ultra-feminine girl i_ﬂ,]
remembers that too-dark lashes and B W ]_O
brows make blond hair look artificial. M jcto ts M INUTES WORK'
Green or blue eye shadow is used at
night.

Her skin, along with most white skin
or cream white skin, is delicate and in-
clined to be dry. This, she counteracts
with consistent use of tissue or nour-
ishing creams at night.

Complexion routine starts off in the
morning with cleansing cream to soften
the skin, a good soap lather comes next Do t/ui Pour alittle Glo-Coat e, t/I&fl trLLl spread Glo-Coat
and then a thin film of tissue cream is N - ] = .

right onto your clean floor. (An ounce over floor with the Glo-Coat Applier or a

patted on and removed with skin-ton- o : o
ing lotion. When wintry breezes are or two at a time is best.) softcloth. You don'thaveto rubor polish it.

blowing or it's mid-August, a founda-
tion cream—sometimes a hand lotion is
substituted—is used before powdering.
She uses cream rouge first—Ilightly,
then dry rouge after powdering.
At night after cleansing, oil is
rubbed in about the eyes where
wrinkles form easily on dry skin, into
the mouth lines and forehead frown
lines. Then tissue cream is patted in
with a brisk but light touch to work
up circulation.
Hands, too, when the skin is dry,
must receive special attention. Our
Miss Ultra-Feminine has a professional
manicure once a week but doesn't for-
get them in between times. They get
their dose of the same tissue cream
used for face treatments every night.
Mornings, and after any immersion in
water, hand cream or lotion is smoothed
in. She always uses light colored
polishes.
But it's that golden hair that re-
ceives most attention, since we all—
don't we?—work hardest on our best
features. A shampoo once a week, with
a lemon or camomile tea rinse or one .
of the preferred rinses that brings out CZnd. yourfloors will
the lovely lights in the hair is on the
program. ook LIKE THIS.. /
Brushing is a nightly ritual that
naturally curly hair makes easier, of
course. No scalp condition is allowed « You'll never believe how beauti-
to make any headway—and no shears .
are allowed to cut into the long, golden ful your floors can look until you try
locks. Glo'Coat! This amazing new polish

Our Ultra-Feminine girl knows her .
type and wears clothes to suit it. Pas- goes on the floor like water. You

tel shades and white are her favorite simply wipe it over the surface with
colors along with any shade of blue, .
some greens and an occasional golden the G_Io—Coat Applier or ‘?CIOth' In
brown. Her clothes are not cut too 20 minutes Glo-Coat dries with a
extremely although always in the gen- : ; : :
eral fashion trends. This season’s brlght,he_ird pollsf'],maklngllnol_eum,
styles, of course, were made for her rubber tile, varnished and painted
with their feminine capes and puff
sleeves, small waistlines, and jabots. floors IO\_/erasneW:

Here are her measurements: Height, = Send ioc for a trial can—enough
5 feet 4 inches: weight, 110 pounds; for small kitchen or bathroom.

bust measure, 31 inches; waist 25;
hips, 35. She wears a 6% glove and
a 6)5 shoe.

What about it? Are you this type?
Or some other? Write me about it and -
I'll help you decide. Just send a

stamped self-addressed envelope to )
Pamela Pinkerton care of The Mys- BY THE MAKERS OF JOHNSON’S WAX

tery Magazine, 55 Fifth Avenue, New

York, N.Y. Special SALE atyour dealers S. C. Johnson (s* Son, Inc., Dept’ TM 4, Racine, Wis.
Send a stamped envelope, if you have i large 16 0z. can Glo-Coat . ... 750 youﬁ?ﬁia?ié??lﬁrsfgige?Einue:?usmalwm)f

any other beauty queries you would i longhandled Glo-Coat applier . 750 e :

like to have answered, or for a copy of r NAME .- L

the April Make-Up Box, Care of the

Hair, the Beauty Chart or the Color BOTH FOR ONLY A

Harmony Chart. 9 8 CITY AND STATE.
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MOTHER: My baby has a terrible croupy cold.
What can | give him?

DRUGGIST: Ma’am, just rub on Children’s Mus-
terole. It’s a "counter-irritant,” and the
surest thing | know.

MOTHER: What do you mean by "counter-
iritant?"

DRUGGIST: It’s something that penetrates, goes
right to the seat of congestion and breaks
a cod in no time.

MOTHERS!

Watch that cold
in children!

« Children’s colds can bring on serious ill-
ness. At the slightest sign of a cold, rub on
Children’s Musterole, once every hour for
5 hours. This pure white ointment is just
good old Musterole in milder form. Used
for 20 years by millions, recommended by
doctors and nurses— Musterole is a famous
blend of mustard, menthol, camphor and
ingredients. It gets action
and results because it’'s NOT just a salve.
It penetrates,
stimulates blood circulation, breaks con-
gestion, draws out pain and infection —
pleasant and convenient to use on babies and
small children. Keep full strength Musterole
on hand for adults, and milder Children’s
Musterole for little folks. All druggists’.

other valuable

It's a counter-irritant.”
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CiwMAKEUP BOX

IP you can look facts in the face
without whimpering and you want
to be beautiful, by all means get your-
self a magnifying mirror. True, it
confirms your worst fears, but it also
shows the way out. We've found one
disguised as a cover for a charming
new glass powder box. The top of the
lid is a quaint old-fashioned garden
scene, but lift up the handle and there
you see yourself without benefit of in-
direct lighting.

Then here’s what you can do about
it. Chase right out and get yourself a
bottle of the new rosy
lotion that's recom-
mended as combined
cleanser, toner and pow-
der base. It cleans. It
tingles. And leaves your
skin as smooth as smooth
and is meant for both
oily and dry skins be-
cause, while it clears
away the oil, it leaves in
its place a soft, slightly
oily film. It gives your
skin a glowing youth
and radiance.

If it's the stray ends
that bother you — the
ones that weren't long
enough when you had
your permanent or that

straighten out right after you've had
a finger wave— try grandmother’s
remedy in a new form—kid curlers—
that look for all the world like an
oversize needle with a slit down it
You draw the ends of the hair through
the slit, roll the hair and hold in place
by putting the point through the eye.

It isn't news any more if a lipstick
is merely indelible. It has to be more
than that to fill our demands. Here’s
one that in addition to that feature
has a fine fruity perfume and an inter-
esting gunmetal case with a trimming

strip to identify the va-
rious shades.

And now you can buy
.pstick tissues—in lit-
tle cases like matches.
Carry them in your
purse, and keep some on
your dressing table.
They are a handy aid in
shaping lipstick strokes.

If you wish to know
the names and prices of
the articles described
here write to the Beauty
Editor, Make-Up Box,
Tower Magazines, 55
Fifth Avenue, New York,

are back | N. Y enclosing a
different. stamped envelope.

Here’'s a new indelible lipstick with a nice flavor and lipstick tissues,
now easily available.

The MYSTERY Magazine, April, 1933



The Hoodoo Fortune

(Continued from page 27)

moniously removed the hat, moustache
and spectacles from the bronze head.
Then he turned to the counsel table
and said:

“Step up here alongside of this bust,
Mr. Morris.”

With timid tread, the parlous Scot
took his place alongside the bust, beads
of perspiration glistening on his fore-
head. The spectators gasped. For the
little Scot was the flesh and blood
counterpart of this eerie thing that
had been wheeled into the courtroom a
few minutes before.

R. BOWES, who swore that he

had never seen Thomas Patrick
until he entered the courtroom that
afternoon, stepped from the witness
chair and scrutinized the Scot's face.
He, too, agreed that it bore a striking
resemblance to the statue. The dis-
tance from the chin to a point between
the eyes was in each instance abnor-
mally long. The lips of the bust, like
those of the man who claimed one hun-
dred million, had a peculiar cast; and
there were other similarities that the
reader will quickly see by comparing
the photograph of Thomas Patrick and
the picture of the bust on page 27.

Of all the evidence introduced in
Thomas Patrick’'s behalf, this silent
bronze figure seemed by far the most
convincing. It seemed almost as if old
John G. Wendel had come back from
another plane to see that justice was
done in this kaleidoscopic age of gin,
jazz and technocracy. For, if the little
house painter was not “related” to this
uncanny exhibit, nature had surely
been up to one of her more rakish
pranks.

Was Thomas Patrick Morris, then,
to be the lucky one of all that frantic
cavalcade of claimants to the Wendel
gold?

A considerable portion of Thomas
Patrick’s testimony was a repetition of
the facts contained in a recent exclu-
sive story in MYSTERY. He told how
he had been brought up by a couple
named Peter and Margaret Morris in
Dundee, Scotland, as their son, and
how a strange American, whom he
later came to know as John G. Wendel,
visited the land of heather during
Thomas Patrick’s childhood and in-
sisted that the boy call him “Papa.”
When he reached the age of maturity
in 1901, Morris testified that the man
known as Wendel gave him a book
called “The Fall of the Phalsburgs.”
On the front flyleaf of the tome was a
handwritten statement, signed “John
G. Wendel”, in which the writer
avowed that Thomas Patrick was his
son by a secret marriage to one Mary
Ellen Devine, of Edinburgh, Scotland,
the ceremony being performed on the
eleventh of June in the year 1876 at
Castle Garden (now Ellis Island). In
the rear flyleaf of the book was a will,
also signed “John G. Wendel,” and at-
tested to by three late close friends of
Wendel, in which the writer left all of
his property to Morris.

A few years later, Morris testified,
he saw Wendel in New York and was
taken to the family home—New York’s
austere and forbidding mansion of
mystery—only to be given the cold
shoulder by Ella, one of John G.’s seven
eccentric sisters.

The years passed, and Thomas
Patrick, wandering hither and yon

(Please turn to page 102)
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“My goodness! Where on
earth have you been? Some-
bodycertainlyused thewrong
baby powder on you! Your
skin looks something terrible

. all red and rough! Guess
I’d bettersend outanS.O.S.!”

“Mother, do you mind if I
give you a little bit of ad-
vice? Please put some ofour
nice baby powder on the
lady, will you, or she’ll be
keeping us all awake tonight
...ifyou getwhat | mean!”

“Fast asleep already? Just
couldn’t help it after mother
gotyou allfixed, could you?
It takes only a jiffy to make
us babies happy... with our
Johnson’s Baby Powder, of
coursel!”

* JOHNSON'S

BABY

Mothers! Test different baby powders by
rubbing between thumb and finger. Feel how
much softer Johnson’s is? Made of finest Italian
talc—while the inferior talc used in some pow-
ders contains gritty particles. Johnson’s Baby
Powder contains no zinc stearate ... no orris
root. Ask your dealer for Johnson’s Baby Soap
and Baby Cream, too.

POWDER e
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—this new amazing shelf paper!

“Feel the edge”— that's the test thousands
of smart women have made. It's paper—
beautifully designed, beautifully embossed.
Yes, paper—but it'stwice as thick asordinary
shelf paper and feels like cloth.

Your own fingers can tell you it won'tcurl
. eit will wear longer. Then see it on your
kitchen shelves. So pretty, so colorful, and it
stays as you hang it—clean, neat, cheerful,
never messy.

Go to your nearest 5-and-10c store and look
over the gay color combinations in Roylace
Clothdyke Paper— 10 feet for 5c. You'll
recognize Cloth-lyke by the round seal that
tells you to “feel the edge.” Other Roylace
Shelf Papers in numerous patterns, quaint
or modern, are also 5¢cin convenient lengths.

Koljlace

PAPER DOYLIES, TOO!

Clever hostesses find that Roylace doylies
add charm and thrift to their table sets and
tray service. They're delicately effective, ex-
quisite as real lace, and only 5c a package.

Any size from
3Vz to 12 inches,
square, round and
scalloped effects in
pastels and white.

For the greatest
value in paper
doylies, be sure to
select packages
marked “ Roylace”

The Royal Lace
PaperWorks, Inc.,
842 Lorimer St.,
Brooklyn, N. Y.
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in his struggle to keep his head above the
waters of financial distress, forgot ail
about the man he had known as Wen-
del. In the meantime, John G. Wendel
died and his Croesus-like fortune
passed along to his sisters, the last
surviving one— the aforementioned
Ella—dying in 1931. It was only then,
when he saw a newspaper story stat-
ing that there were no known heirs to
the huge holdings, that Thomas Pat-
rick took it upon himself to look into
things. He resurrected the yellowing
book that the strange American had
given him back in 1901, regarded it
seriously for the first time, and took it
—and his fabulous story—to a lawyer.

Aside from the book, other docu-
ments considered valuable to Thomas
Patrick’s claim were introduced. These
included a wedding certificate and a
letter to the Morrises in Scotland from
a person signing himself “John G.
Wendel” and inquiring about the
health and welfare of Thomas Patrick.

James McAvan of Dundee, and his
wife, Rose Ann—one of the Morris
children—supplied the attorneys for
Thomas Patrick with both documents.
McAvan, in a deposition, testified that
his mother-in-law (the woman who had
raised Thomas Patrick), while on her
deathbed in 1904, had called him and
his wife to her side and confessed to
them that Thomas Patrick was not her
son, but the child of John G. Wendel
and Mary Ellen Devine. Both McAvan
and his wife recalled the incident, de-
spite the passing of almost three dec-
ades, because they had had quite a spat
about it at the time. Mrs. Morris’
daughter, it seemed, had claimed that
her mother was delirious and didn't
know what she was talking about,
while McAvan violently disagreed.

“The auld woman ken'd what she
wuz aboot,” he had opined.

A few days later, when the McAvans
were going through the dead woman'’s
effects, they came across a letter from
America bearing the Wendel signature,
and mentioning Thomas Patrick. The
letter was kept with a number of ar-
ticles, in a series of tin boxes, through
the years. It seems that the McAvans,
in view of old Mrs. Morris’' death-bed
confession, held on to the letter “just
in case.”

The wedding certificate appeared un-
der rather singular circumstances. The
testimony revealed that Peter Morris
(the man who had raised the claimant
to the Wendel gold) was a cobbler who
kept his tools in an old tin box below
the bed in the kitchen where he slept.
When old Morris, a little the worse
for drink, passed out of the picture,
the McAvans fell heir to the box. Un-
opened, it remained in their home for
years, serving as a step for the bairns
when they wanted to reach the pegs
where their clothes hung.

IN December, 1931, when the box got
a little the worse for wear, the Mc-
Avans decided to destroy it. Exam-
ining the contents, which had lain un-
used for years, they discovered, be-
neath the old and rusty cobbler’s tools,
a piece of brown paper, under which
was an official-looking document. It
proved to be a marriage certificate, in-
dicating the marriage of one John G.
Wendel and Mary Ellen Devine in Cas-
tle Garden in 1876.

Strangely enough, however, neither
the marriage certificate nor the letter

was ever mentioned to Thomas Patrick
until he entered the Wendel case.
Mrs. McAvan gave further testimony

to substantiate Thomas Patrick’s
claims.  She corroborated the claim-
ant’s assertion that after the man

known as Wendel had made one of his
periodic visits to the Morris home in
Dundee, there was always a financial
flushness in his wake. Plenty of food
and clothes, and lots of booze for
father.

Several witnesses took the stand and
testified that Wendel had told them
that he was the father of a son.
Reputable people all. One witness went
a little further; he gave testimony in-
dicating that the eccentric old million-
aire had been the father of an illegiti-
mate daughter. In fine, it appeared
that, despite his reputation for being
a paragon of virtue, the old boy got
around.

One of the most important witnesses
in Thomas Patrick’s behalf, however,
was Miss Annie Gordon, who, as a
nurse, had taken care of Wendel when
he was stricken by pneumonia at the
beginning of the century.

“One morning about four o’clock,”
swore Miss Gordon, “when Mr. Wendel
was very ill, he said he had something
on his mind that he wanted to tell me.
His breath was very short and | asked
him to rest. Later that morning about
nine o’clock he told me he was a mar-
ried man and that he had a young son
who was being brought up in Ireland
by an Irish family. He said the son’s
name was Thomas Patrick Morris but
that in reality he was his son.”

The following day, Miss Gordon said,
Wendel reiterated the statement in the
presence of two doctors and another
nurse.

Such, then, were the
Thomas Patrick Morris.

And now for the other side—the con-
tention of the executors for the estate
that Morris was not related to Wendel
in any way:

Briefly, the estate charged that
Thomas Patrick’s claims were false
from beginning to end. The handwrit-
ing in the flyleaves of the book which
Morris said Wendel gave him was
proved not to be that of John G. Wen-
del. The letter sent to the Morrises
inquiring about Thomas Patrick, despite
the fact that it was signed “John G.
Wendel,” was likewise proved not to
be the handiwork of the queer old mil-
lionaire. This letter, by the way, was
in the same handwriting as that which
appeared in the book.

One of the most important points
brought out during the entire trial was
when the estate established that the
letter, dated 1897, gave the address of
Wendel as 175 Broadway, whereas
Wendel had no such address until five
years afterward.

claims of

THE defense next attacked that part
of Thomas Patrick’s story concern-
ing the dates during which he said
Wendel had visited him abroad, and
the years Thomas Patrick said he had
seen Wendel in this country. Checks,
records and letters of Wendel were pro-
duced, tending to prove that the mys-
tery man was not out of New York
when Thomas Patrick said he was in
Scotland. Witnesses, too, their mem-
ories refreshed by contracts, leases,
checks and memorandum date books,
testified to having seen and conversed
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with Wendel on the dates in question.
It was likewise testified that Wendel
had never been in Arizona, where Mor-
ris said he saw and talked with him
in 1909, and that Ella Wendel was in
Europe in 1907, when Morris claimed
she insulted him at the mansion in New
York.

A copy of the register of baptisms
of Dundee was produced, disclosing that
Thomas Patrick was baptized in 1880
as the son of Peter and Margaret Mor-
ris. The Right Reverend Monsignor
John Cannon Turner, a prelate of the
Catholic Church, who was well-ac-
quainted with the Morrises, testified in
a deposition that Mrs. Morris, even in
the confessional, had never told him
that Thomas Patrick was not her son.
Then, too, it was shown that Mrs. Mor-
ris, over a period of time, was ac-
customed to present her cobbler-hus-
band with a new arrival on an average
of once every two years, and that the
birth of Thomas Patrick fitted in per-
fectly with the good woman'’s routine of
reproduction. In the bargain, photo-
graphs of Morris family groups were
obtained, and it was observed that
Thomas Patrick, as a child, bore a
strong resemblance to one of the other
Morris children.

The claimant’s story about the Mor-
ris family being flush with legal ten-
der after a visit of the man from across
the sea suffered a set-back when real-
estate records of Dundee disclosed that
old Morris was habitually behind in
his rent during the years that Wendel
was said to have visited Scotland. The
cobbler’'s tardiness in this respect be-
came so chronic, in fact, that he was
eventually evicted from the house where
Thomas Patrick was raised. Real-estate
agents, however, testified that the fact
that a man didn't pay his rent didn't
necessarily mean that he was short on
the coin of the realm. The non-pay-
ment idea seems to have been some-
thing of a habit in Dundee in those
days.
The final day of the hearing was to
produce the most arresting evidence of
all. It was to center around the mar-
riage certificate—the crux of Thomas
Patrick’s entire case.

HE certificate in question, bearing

the names of Wendel and Miss De-
vine, was dated 1876, the figures “1”
and “8” being printed as part of the
document, and the last two figures be-
ing written in in ink. At the top of
the certificate was a fancy ring and bell
design—the symbol of marriage.

A member of a Philadelphia concern
which publishes Bibles was called to
the stand. With him he brought large-
sized holy books, samples of the an-
nual editions of the publishing company
from 1876 down to 1923. In the later
Bibles appeared marriage -certificates
of the type that Thomas Patrick’s law-
yers had introduced, and the witness
identified the certificate in question as
having come from one of his company’s
books.

The first blow dealt against the au-
thenticity of the Wendel-Devine docu-
ment was when the witness stated that
the certificate bearing the ring and bell
design had been first published in 1885
—nine years after the supposed Wen-
del wedding. Year after year, from
1885, the ring-and-bell certificate was
published.

(Please turn to page 104)
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Step

IMPORTANT

PRICES onali charis models
substantially REDUCED

Many improvements made in ex-
elusive, adjustable design.

C haris Corporation, Allentown, Pa.

In presenting the new Chans Step-
In as ‘the foundation of a success-
ful evening’, we repeat the opinion
ofevery youngwomanwhowears it.

This ten-ounce miracle of figure
improvement is as soft and pliant as
the lovely, young figures for which
it was created. Only Chans de-
signers could embody proper con-
trol and firm support in such a wisp
of tea rose cloth and net.

The Step-In makes you Iloo\ a
different person in evening dress.
Your gown will fit as it really
should—sheathing a symphony of
lovely, sculptured lines.

And you'll feel different. The
end of the longest evening will find
you fresh and smiling — because
Charis gives the support that even
firm, young muscles need.

You can see the Step-In at a
nearby Charis Establishment
(listed in your 'phone book under
Charis). Or, mail the coupon be-
low and a trained woman will
show you the garment at home.
In either case you will receive an
expert fitting at no extra cost.

The back °f thc Step» W inged bandeau dc
In is cut to meet the ‘sign creates smart,

most extreme require-  ‘snugged-m’ waistline
ments of decollete, without discomfort.

Copr., 1933, Charis Corporation

Please have your representative arrange a showing of the new Charis Step-In at my
home. Also send me free copy of Dorothy Chase's Individual Figure Chart.

Name

AAresSs.... ..ot v

If interested in joining the Charis Staff of Representatives, write us, giving your qualifications.
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This Label on all Reed mer-
chandiseis YOUR guarantee
o f quality, value, style!
N ew party favors for kiddies, growing-ups
and grown-ups! NEW paper party plates with
matching table cover and napkins. NEW
bridge sets. Exquisite spring shades that con-
tribute so much to your Easter color scheme.

Atyour local Woolworth Store.

Write Reed's Party Hostess
225 Fifth Ave., New York

For party plans, menus and table settings
for Easter. Enclose 3< stamp for postage.

C. A. REED CO.

WILLIAMSPORT, PA.
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In 1913, however, there had been cer-
tain definite changes in size and type!

A prominent handwriting expert—
Eldridge W. Stein—was the next man
to occupy the mahogany witness chair.
Examining enlarged copies of the vari-
ous certificates published in the Bibles,
he concluded that the first certificate
printed by the publishers that dove-
tailed perfectly in lettering and design
with the Wendel-Devine document had
been issued in 1913 or later. It was
further noted by the handwriting ex-
pert that one of the letters on the 1913
certificate was imperfect, and, when the
document submitted by Morris was sub-
jected to close scrutiny, the identical
defect was found!

Thus, the date- on the all-important
certificates— 1876—became a subject of
serious doubt. And so the printed fig-
ures—“1” and “8"—were enlarged
many times their normal size. When
this was done, it developed that the
figure “8” was perceptibly blurred, and
that it had apparently been changed to
an “8” from a “9”! At any rate, it
had been tampered with. This, coupled
with the fact that the ring-and-bell
cerifieate had not existed in 1876 re-
sulted in the foundation apparently
dropping from the fabulous claim of
Thomas Patrick Morris.

And so you now have all of the
evidence. What is your verdict?

Thomas Patrick Morris is, by his own
admission, a simple, uneducated man,
something that no one will doubt. Could
a man of his type have been capable
of perpetrating a gigantic hoax? If

The Murder of an

He had frequently sworn revenge since
his_release.

Examination showed the following
facts about these men: Osterman and
Burke had been sitting in a confer-
ence in an uptown speakeasy until
1:30 A.M. when they had gone to
their homes. Both lived alone, and
swore that they had gone to bed at
once.

Anderson had spent a hilarious eve-
ning with a group of men and women
of his own type, returning at about
2:00. He, too, had no alibi for the rest
of the night.

Morrison, as stated, left Twyning at
11:30. He had walked about, he said,
worrying over his debt, and then gone
to his own rooms. He wasn't sure of
the time, but imagined it was before
midnight.

It was Miss Collum herself, after
having had her own finger-prints taken
to be identified as the ones on the tele-
phone, who pointed out the fact that
established the guilt of the one man of
the four who committed the murder.
Which one was it?

Editor's Note: When sending solution,
do not forget to include your street ad-
dress!

Solution to “Death of a
Bridge Expert”

M RS. JAMES shot Clarke Stillbury.
If you study the suicide note
and the note to her, you will observe

(Continued from
mae 103)

Thomas Patrick did not tell the truth,
how can you explain away his as-
tonishing resemblance to the man he
claims is his father?

Is it possible that some master mind,
with a real or fancied grievance
against Wendel, conceived and executed
a staggering hoax, singling out Mor-
ris because of his resemblance to the
deceased man of mystery? However,
if that is so, would 1t not be a strange
coincidence that Thomas Patrick turned
out to be such an accomplished actor?

Who prepared the false marriage cer-
tificate? Has Thomas Patrick’s claim
any basis, now that the certificate has
been proved false? Is it not possible
that some well-meaning person provided
this false bit of evidence to sustain a
claim that they knew to be genuine,
but difficult of proof? What about the
death-bed statement of old Mrs. Morris,
and the testimony of Wendel's nurse,
bearing out the story of Thomas Pat-
rick?

Who wrote the statement and will in
“The Fall of Phalsburg?” Obviously,
some one who was well acquainted with
the Wendel family, for the writing
shows considerale knowledge of the af-
fair of that family—far more knowl-
edge than a man like Thomas Patrick
would ordinarily have.

How do you cast your ballot?

The verdict of the surrogate was to
disallow the claim of Thomas Patrick
Morris. Not only that, but Thomas
Patrick was thrown in jail, pending
further investigation of one of the
strangest stories of the 20th century.

Author Kgnt.(ron

that the signatures in each are exactly
alike. Now no man ever writes his
own name twice in exactly the same
way; it is clear then that the signature
must be a tracing. Closer study will
show that all the words in the suicide
note are in the note to Mrs. James,
and comparison will show that they,
too, are exactly alike.

Obviously, then, the suicide note was
faked. Mrs. James must have seen her
opportunity when she received the note
from Stillbury, gone to his house at
some time before 11:30, shot him, and
then prepared the note with Stillbury’s
own pen. She then must have put his
finger-prints on the gun. The check
and cigarette stub she undoubtedly
noticed and left untouched, hoping that
they would prove evidence against other
people. She waited till just after 11:30
and then called the police.

Later developments showed this to
be true. Mrs. James had been paying
heavy blackmail to Stillbury under the
guise of taking bridge lessons from
him; at last, for fear of exposure, be-
ing unable to satisfy his demands, she
resorted to the desperate measure of
killing her enemy.

Other Correct Solutions to
February Puzzle Sent By:
D. H. Lawson, Hampton, Virginia
Mrs. A. B. Gwin, Tucson, Arizona
The March winner will be announced
in the May issue. Watch for the next
Crime Puzzle in the May issue of this
magazine, on sale April S, 1933.
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Woman with a Past

(Continued, from page 35)

two-handed bridge in the captain’s of-
fice, came on the run. Dennis gave the
driver his orders as they tumbled into
the car. Two minutes later the power-
ful car had cleared the business section
and purred softly through the night
at fifty miles an hour. Only occasion-
ally was it necessary to use the siren.
People were staying at home. The
streets were almost deserted.

Everybody on the force knew what
an alarm from the Lownes house
meant. Everybody knew about Mrs.
Lownes’ diamonds. They were famous
and worth a hundred thousand dollars.
The aged woman insisted upon keep-
ing her jewelry in an antiquated wall
safe in the room in which she slept and
spent most of her waking hours. Her
bankers and lawyers had advised and
pleaded with her, almost with tears in
their eyes, but to no avail. She had
the simple faith of those of advanced
years with whom the world has dealt
kindly.

Dutch Schaffer, the driver, switched
off the lights as they turned into Park
Avenue, and two blocks farther on the
car slid silently to a stop in the shad-
ows of some trees. There was a nearly-
full moon.

“You stay in the car, Dutch,” ordered
Dennis.

Dennis and Danny ran silently, keep-
ing in the shadows as much as pos-
sible. Baldy took another route that
would bring him to the rear of the
Lownes’ house. Dennis and Danny,
still hugging the shadows, worked their
way across the lawn toward the big
white house, two sides of which were
bathed in light, one from the moon, the
other from the street lamp on the
corner.

The house was dark, except for a
fringe of light around the drawn shade
of an upstairs window. That was Mrs.
Lownes’ room, Dennis knew, and the
room in which the hold-up was being
staged unless it was all over.

Dennis and Danny tried the front
door. It did not yield. A giant could
not have broken down the massive,
iron-studded, oak front door of the
Lownes house. They found the grade
door that led to the old carriage drive
locked also. They could have forced
that with their combined weight, but
the noise would have given the alarm
to the intruders, and Baldy could
watch only two sides of the house from
his station among the bushes in the
rear.

If they couldn’t find a window open,
better stand guard and wait for the
squad car, which Dennis had left orders
to have follow them in five minutes.
One after another they tried the win-
dows on the two sides of the house that
lay in the shadow. All were locked.

Dennis withdrew twenty yards from
the house and looked it over. “1'm going
up that porch pillar,” he told Danny,
and proceeded to remove his overcoat
and shoes. “If | can get over the
coping I'll be all right. If anybody
hops out, grab ’em, or if they won't
stop let 'em have it.”

DANNY picked a spot where he could
see the two shaded sides of the
house and took up his watch there. He
could see Dennis, like an old-time sailor,
shinnying up the porch pillar. Danny
held his breath when Dennis reached
the top.
(Please turn to page 106)
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Woman with a Past

To get hold of the cornice he would
have to let go with both hands and
grab for it as he fell backward. There
was a rock garden below. If he missed
it would mean a headlong plunge of
twenty-five feet into the jagged rocks—
it would be just too bad!

Dennis calculated his distance care-
fully and let go. One hand, numb with
cold, slipped but the other held the
cornice. He rested a moment, then
swung clear of the pillar, drew his
weight up with his arms and scrambled
onto the porch roof. Danny breathed a
sigh of relief.

Dennis crept close to the window,
from around which the light came, and
listened. To his surprise he heard
women'’s voices, but no man’s. One, he
knew, was the voice of old Mrs. Lownes.
The other, evidently, was a younger
woman. Dennis placed his ear against
the glass.

“What next?”
voice.

“Left to sixty-two.”

“All right, now what?”

“Right to eighteen, and that's all.”

The sharp click of a turned handle,
and a creak of hinges.

“Now just keep your hands up and
keep still and you won't get hurt,”
said the younger voice.

Time to do something! Dennis could
see that the lock, where the two sashes
of the window came together, was un-
fastened. He would have to act quickly.
With his right hand he slipped his
automatic out of his pocket—the hand
and the revolver which, it was said,
never missed in an emergency.

With his left hand he seized the cross-
bar of the lower window sash and
pulled upward with all his strength.
It banged open, and with a bound he
was in the room.

Old Mrs. Lownes was standing facing
him, clad in a voluminous flannel night-
gown, her wrinkled hands held high
above her snow-white head. Covering
her with a revolver, a much younger
woman knelt before the wall-safe, the
door of which stood open. Even as
Dennis entered the room, with her free
hand she reached into the safe.

Like a flash she swung the gun to-
ward Dennis. There was a flash and
a report, and the revolver dropped from
her hand. In amazement, more than
fear, she looked at the black hole
through her hand, from which the
blood first dripped and then ran in a
stream.

“Keep 'em up!”

asked the younger

Dennis ordered as
he retrieved her revolver from the
carpet and put it in his pocket. Deftly
he searched her. There was no other
weapon.

“Anybody with you?”

“No. Nobody.”

Her eyes met his squarely, a little

he asked.

mockingly. He knew she had told the
truth.

“Anybody else in the house?” he
asked.

“She locked the servants in the cel-
lar,” came the quavering old voice of
Mrs. Lownes.

“Solo job, eh?”

“Yes,” said the young woman.

“How'd you get in?”

“Would you like to know?”

“All right, let's go!” Dennis motioned
toward the door; then with one leap
she disappeared through the window,
with Dennis at her heels. When he
reached the roof of the porch she was

(Continued from
page 105)

naifway down to the ground, swinging
hand over hand like a monkey, down
the dead vines that had grown over a
trellis that covered a window below.

“Stop!” Dennis called.

She did not stop.

Slowly, deliberately,
his gun and fired twice.

He could not see, but heard her strike
the ground with a thud.

Danny came running, his flashlight
piercing the darkness. On three sides
of where the girl had dropped to the
ground were shrubs, on the fourth the
house. She had disappeared. The squad
car skidded up to the curb and six men
came hurrying across the lawn.

“Spread out. Surround the house,”
ordered Sergeant Carey, in charge.

Dennis, unable to swing from the
cornice back to the pillar of the porch,
had gone back in through the window,
and presently appeared at the front
door with the badly frightened ser-
vants he had found locked in the cellar.
One, the butler, had escaped through a
window, and he it was who had turned
in th'e alarm.

For half an hour the officers searched
the grounds in vain. Sergeant Carey
drew Dennis to one side. “Are you sure
it was a woman?” he asked.

“Yes, | stood only a few feet from
her and talked to her; and | had to
nick her hand to make her drop the
gun.”

“The footprints where she dropped
don’t look like anything human,” said
Sergeant Carey. “Look like they were
made with two round discs, a large one
for the sole and a small one for the heel.

“And, | remember now,” he went on,
excitedly, “about ten years ago a wo-
man pulled a lot of jobs like this in
Detroit, and she had some kind of
false soles on her shoes that left marks
that were awful hard to follow. She
was smooth. They never did get her,
although a dozen people saw her and
she was shot at several times.

“You don’t reckon, do you, Dennis,
that it could be the same one turned
up again?”

“1t don’'t seem likely, if she hasn't
been heard from for ten years. Of
course, that was before my time. What
did they call her?”

“Milwaukee Maggie. She was smooth.
They were on the lookout for her all
over the country but never got her.
Anyhow, if they did it was under some
name that the Detroit police never con-
nected with the same woman they were
after. Finger-print records in those
days weren't what they are now. By
the way, can we get any prints?”

“No, she had on gloves,” said Dennis.

“It’'s funny,” said Sergeant Carey,
“that after all these years she should
show up again, or maybe it's some
other woman who'’s read about her and
is trying the same methods.”

“She'd be pretty old now, wouldn’t
she?” asked Dennis.

“No,” said the sergeant, “she was
just a kid then, not more’'n eighteen or
nineteen. She was a little thing, and
dark, as near as anybody could tell—
but, of course, she might have worn
false hair; nobody ever got a real good
look at her.”

They searched the grounds for an-
other hour without success, then Ser-
geant Carey and Dennis agreed that
they might as well give it up till day-
light, leaving only guards around the
grounds.

Dennis raised
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shots from the roof of the porch?”
asked Sergeant Carey.

“Don’t look like I could, but she got
away,” said Dennis.

“ She must have been quicker'n a cat
to give you the slip through the window
that way.”

“She was, but I haven't any alibi. It
was a fool thing to do, letting her get
near the open window, but | didn't
think about any way to get off the
porch except jump, and no sane person
would do that because they would be
sure to break a leg or worse.

“Anyhow, she's gone, and I'll take
the blame. It ought to have been an
easy shot from the roof of the porch,
but | missed. | missed twice. | haven't
any alibi.”

“Don't feel bad about it, Denny,” said
Sergeant Carey consolingly. “It’'s hard
shooting straight in the moonlight. |
couldn’'t hit that house there in light
like this. Anyhow, you probably nicked
her, and we'll find her under the bushes
somewhere when it gets light.”

“Probably chilled to death,” sug-
gested Danny.

“Maybe,” said Dennis.

A thorough search of the grounds at
daylight failed to bring forth the ban-
dit. Blood was found on the ground
under the window, and on some leaves
at a considerable distance, but there
the trail was lost. That might have
been from the wound in the woman’s
hand. There was nothing to indicate

%hat Drt]ennis fhad not missed both shots F AOEN is revolutionizing women's ideas on the
rom the roof.
rices they must pay for quality beauty aids.
A NET was spread, but a week p y p y q _y y
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woman answering Dennis’ description )
was reported from any city. =Dennis as examples. Reports from a famous Analytical
Diates Kidded him about bding lonesome.
ciates ki i u i . i
His wife had gone back tb Ohio t0 Laboratory reveal that these beauty aids equal
i et ot Sassed and Den- the costliest in fineness and purity. Yet they are
nis became morose. It became rumored :
about that he and Mary had  had only 10c! Why continue to pay $l1 to $3 for
trouble, and she had left him. She had -
not returned. His friends no  longer beauty aids when Faoen offers you proof of the
kidded him. They were kind and sym- . . i i .
pathetic. same expensive quality—at an inexpensive price.
Early in March he asked for a
leave of absence. He was not well, . .
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“Sure, Denny, you go ahead,” said
Chief Callaghan. “I've been watching
you and you’ve been off your feed ever
since you stopped that Lownes rob-
bery.”
“And missed two dead-easy shots,”
said Dennis with a note of sarcasm.
“Is that what's eating you?” asked Arrdly PARK & TILFORD' 10C£a0h
Chief Callaghan. “Say, listen, lad, I Housekeeping W. Woolworth Co.
know you took pride in your reputation Institute " Stores ’

as a crack shot, but it's nothin’ to feel
bad about. Anyhow, you saved the old
woman’s diamonds for her, and that
was more than she deserved. And I'm
kind of glad you did miss. No man on
my force ever has shot a woman—ex- ( FAY-ON )
cept when you nicked that one in the
hand—and I'm kind of glad they ain’'t.”
"You understand then, chief?” Den- .
nis asked. rcLicl(f yfcrl/lp
“Sure my boy,” Chief Callaghan pat-
ted him on the shoulder in a fatherly
manner. “You go ahead and take as
long as you like. Goin' back where
(Please turn to page 108)
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Woman with a Past

your wife is, I suppose?” There was
more of a question in the chief’s eyes
than in his voice.

“Yes.”

“That's good; and | hope
mother’s better by this time.”

“Thanks, chief.”

At the end of two months a telegram
came from Dennis from a city on the
West Coast, asking for an extension of
his leave of absence. He never was
heard from after that. His disappear-
ance was complete, and without a trace.
Like all unsolved mysteries, his case
was soon forgotten.

Ed Worth and | are the only two
men who knew Detective Dennis Ryan
who know where he is now, or what
happened in his apartment the morn-
ing after the attempted robbery at the
Lownes house; and Ed and | are keep-
ing our mouths shut, except that we
are giving the story to you in con-
fidence.

her

ENNIS went home at six o'clock
the morning after the robbery. A
light glowed under the door. He took
out his latch key and let himself in.
Mary was fully dressed. In the middle
of the floor stood two suitcases, packed.
“Going somewhere?” asked Dennis,
nonchalantly.
“Yes, | think 1'd better.
“Yes.”
less.
She studied his dark eyes but could
not read them. Her lips trembled a
little.
Dennis began throwing his things
out of the dresser drawers.

Don’t you?”
His voice was cold, emotion-

“You going somewhere, too?”
asked.

“Yes.”

“Where, may | ask?”

“With you.”

“No, you can't.”

“Why not?”

“You know that would be fatal.”

“1 guess you're right.” He hesitated.
“You're smarter than | am.”

“No, you stay awhile and I'll go on,
Denny.” Tears were in her eyes now.
“Then I'll meet you later anywhere
you say.”

“You expect me to go on after this?”
he asked coldly.

“Maybe not, Denny.” She tried to be
brave. “1 suppose not.”

He gripped her firmly by the shoul-
ders and looked long into her eyes.

“God, how I love you!” he said. “But
you couldn’'t go on being square.”

“1 can now, Denny. Honest | will.”

“That's what you said before.”

“1 know, and 1 did for eight years,
but I'm cured now, Denny.”

“I'm not so sure.”

“1 am. Tonight—we might have killed
each other,” she shuddered. -

Slowly, he shook his head. “1 took you
for whatever you were, and | knew
what you were. [I'll stick.” He folded
her close in his arms. Then he held her
back and said:

“Let’'s see the hand. We've got to do
something about that before infection
sets in.”

“It’s clean. | burned it out with caus-
tic.” She unwrapped a handkerchief
from her right hand, in the middle of
the palm of which was a black hole.

Mary

The Black Box @E™t{iom

collection in Harrell's

Harrell produced the
“Do you recognize this?”

“It’s his,” the girl replied. She was
ill with shock, but mastering her
nerves. “Mr. Farquarson always car-
ried precious stones about in it. He was
an authority and a collector.”

pocket.
leather case.

“1t was found in my cab. He must
have dropped it, getting out. He was
in a hurry.”

“He had an appointment,” she said
in an incredulous tone. “I just finished

typing the manuscript of an historical
article. The publisher of the Gem
World Quarterly is to pick up the
manuscript this afternoon on his way
from the office.”

Harrell strode into the room, avid of
gaze. “Do you know the dagger?”

“1t was always on the desk for a
paper-weight.”

“What about these emeralds?”

“They  were—oh, please!” she
pleaded. “Leave things as they are.
The police must take charge. Come out
of the room.”

Harrell looked at her, then grunted
and acceded to the request. She closed
the door, and he started down the
stairs.

Half-way down, Harrell stopped with
a start; then made a sudden leap to the
bottom of the flight. In a plunging
tackle he made for a man who emerged
furtively from the rear of the house
and was scurrying for the street door.

The man turned at bay as they grap-
pled. They hit the floor heavily, and
rolled over with the momentum of the
charge. The wunknown, a powerful
young man, cursed and struck fiercely
at Harrell. Without a sound Harrell
fought back, deliberately and- expertly.
Suddenly, the man cried out and lay
still. Harrell had him helpless by an
unshakeable grip on one twisted arm.
Harrell smiled grimly. “Sorry! But

such haste is out of order in the
neighborhood of a murder. Who are
you?”

The young man, keen-eyed and quick-
witted, handsome in a reckless, firm-
jawed sort of way, stared with livid
hatred. He glanced once at the girl.
He snarled, “I think it's none of your
damned business! Let me up.”

“Perhaps,” Harrell amended,
better tie you up.”

To this the girl

“1'd

gave unexpected

reply.

“Let him up,” she said in a tragic,
hopeless voice. “It's all right. I'll an-
swer for him.”

ARRELL looked at her. He uttered

a grunt of surprise and mystifica-
tion. Slowly he released the prisoner.
The young man got up, arranging his
clothing. He lighted a cigarette, sud-
denly ignoring them.

The girl looked at him with stark
eyes. “What were you doing, Alan?”
She added in stunned accusation, “Alan
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The Black Box

—you were hiding, weren't you?”

He gave her a slow look. “Well?
With that upstairs?”

“You hid from me!”

“No—from this Flying Dutchman.
He arrived before | could get out of
here.”

“But, Alan—oh, | don't understand!”

Beneath the keen, bright hardness of
his eyes there was sudden pain. Be-
tween them there was an invisible flow
of emotion, deep and overpowering. He
touched her, gripped her arm hard.
“Don’'t worry,” he said, a little husky.
“It’s all right. But keep quiet. Let me
talk for myself. Understand?”

But she could only shake her head in
negation, mutely suffering.

It was not for the police that the
door first opened. The girl answered
the ring, and a short, broad-bodied,
dark-eyed and widely smirking man
bowed in the doorway and entered. He
was bright and oily and a little fawn-
ing in manner, and his glance at the
two men was suavely eager and ingra-
tiating. He wore a large diamond in
his cravat and a ruby on one finger,
and beneath one arm he carried a
packet of manuscript and a couple of
small packages.

“How are you, Miss Paula?” he in-
quired unctuously. “l1 was once here,
already, but no one was at home. And
you, McAlister?” with a bow to the
young man. His gaze passed curiously
over Harrell and ignored him. He felt
the tension in the room. “And your
worthy employer, Miss Paula? Is my
esteemed friend waiting upstairs?”

“He is.”

“1 may go up?”

“No—not yet, Mr. Paleologue.”

He waited, politely puzzled.

She said tragically, “We are expect-
ing the police!”

Alan McAlister flatly and emphat-
ically denied any part in the crime,
any knowledge of its commission. He
was in a bad position to claim such
wholesale innocence, and his reckless,
defiant story invited disbelief. He was,
he explained, a seafaring man—and
here Mark Harrell pricked up his ears.
McAllister’s ship, the chandra Mogul,
on which he was second assistant en-
gineer, now lay in the Erie Basin, fresh
from the Far East. He was well ac-
quainted with the dead man, and called
this afternoon on a matter of business.
Farquarson’s secretary and his pub-
Iiﬁ_her both could attest to the relation-
ship.

“What sort of business?” he was
suspiciously asked.

“Private and confidential. Nobody
but myself knows the details row. And
I'm keeping them to myself.”

DUE to its unique nature, the super-
_vision of a specialist was deemed
advisable for the case. Inspector De
Lacy, the Department’'s authority on
gems, sped up from Headquarters and
assumed charge.

Fergus Farquarson, it appeared, was
a man of considerable fortune who pur-
sued the curious career of free-lance
speculator and trader in precious
stones, and combined with it the fervor
of the amateur collector. His large cap-
ital enabled him to handle items of
great rarity and beauty, and his erudi-
tion and oracular judgment gave him
prestige that was recognized in all the
Jewel marts of Europe. In the last few

(Please turn to page 110)
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The Black Box

years the bottom had fallen out of the
world market in precious stones, and
Farquarson had turned more of his at-
tention to the historical and antiquar-
ian aspect of his profession. The article
he had prepared for the Quarterly,
which now lay on his desk ready for
publication, was the result of recent
untiring research.

“1 have examined it already,” the
owner of the Quarterly, Paul Paleo-
logue, explained to the police, not with-
out some anxious perspiration. “I re-
turned it to him with suggestions for
revision. The final draft was to be
ready this afternoon. It was to be a
sensational article, of the very highest
historical importance.”

“What about?” De Lacy growled.

Paleologue moistened dry lips. “It
was about the lost emeralds, the fa-
mous, so-called ‘Four Brothers' origi-
nally belonging to Charles the Bold,
Duke of Burgundy.

“The ‘Four Brothers’ came into be-
ing in the most brilliant court Europe
ever knew, that of Charles, last Duke
of Burgundy. They were set in a gor-
geous pendant of wonderfully wrought
gold, studded with diamonds, and they
were grouped around and further set
off by a great yellow diamond.

“They vanished completely into the
mists of history. For three hundred
years there has been no word of them
but occasional unfounded rumor. They
have been a tragic loss to our entire
European culture.”

ALL of which is very instructive,”
De Lacy commented sarcastically.
“But what has it to do with Farquar-
son's death.”

Paleologue’s hands flew wide in in-
stant disavowal. “I do not know, my
dear Inspector! But it may be of para-
mount importance. Because Farquar-
son’s article announces the rediscovery
of the ‘Four Brothers.””

“Do you know the identity of this
person?”

“1 do not.”

De Lacy's gaze was dagger-sharp.
“But you suspect?”

Paleologue shrugged simply. “As a
student and a lover of gems, | know
only one man with the means and the
genius to restore the ‘Four Brothers’
to the world—the only man capable of
preparing such an article as Mr. Far-
quarson has written for the Quarterly.”

The situation within the household
at this time offered nothing helpful.
The formal mistress of the household,
Farquarson’s wife, was abroad on one
of her frequent trips to the baths at
Vichy. There were no servants, for
Farquarson neither dined at home nor
entertained, and expected soon to go
abroad himself. Paula supervised the
work of a woman who came daily and
departed as soon as the house was set
to rights. Paula lived with her mother
and sister in a small apartment near by,
and responded to the calls of her eccen-
tric employer at all hours. She was
reporting to him late this afternoon in
accordance with his instructions.

De Lacy finally turned his attention
to Alan McAlister, and there was a
baleful look in his eye.

“1t seems as if our reckoning must
be with you, my lad. Everyone else
has a story that isn't an insult to the
intelligence, at least. You seem to be
proceeding on the theory that the po-
lice are totally paralyzed in the

(Continued from
page 109)

region immediately above the ears!”

“A matter of opinion,” said McAlis-
ter. “Start your reckoning.”

“You have said you came here and
found the street door unlocked. Is that
correct?”

“It is.”

“What time was that?”

“Just before the cab driver got here.
About a quarter of five.”

“You lie!” snapped De Lacy. “The
door was not unlocked. We Kknow
Paleologue called here before you came,
at 4:30, and he found the door locked.”

McAlister shrugged. “What of it?
Farquarson himself probably left the

door open. He must have come in
a little after 4:30, after Paleologue
called.”

P)E LACY subsided a moment in
glowering bafflement. He ended it
with a curt decision.

“Sergeant,” he ordered preemptorily
of a subordinate, “search everyone here.
Lay out all their belongings in plain
sight. 1 want to have a look at them.”

It was a strange lot of objects the
officer assembled on the table in the
death room. Nothing among them was
patently suspicious. Of the men, Har-
rell’s and McAlister’s things were plain
and practical; Paleologue’s were Ori-
ental in richness, from a platinum
cigarette case with monogram inset in
small rubies to a gold-mounted fountain
pen. Paleologue’s packages were opened
also, uncovering several manuscripts,
a book on Saracen silverwork, and a
small Chinese reliquary of silver in-
tricately inlaid with ivory.

De Lacy pawed over these things,
giving no hint of his object. But he
had a house-key in his hand. He looked
among McAlister’s things, picked up a
key, and compared it with the key in
his possession. The two were similar.

“So the door was unlocked!” De
Lacy drawled evilly. He barked, “I
fail to see how that could be of any
consequence to you, McAlister, since
you have the exact mate to Farquar-
son’s own house-key!”

McAllister glared, but apparently
could form no adequate reply. His
eyes burned with fury and desperation.

Paula Barron suddenly rose from
where she had been seated like a waxed

figure.
“The key is mine!” she declared reck-
lessly. “I gave it to him. He came

secretly to see me!”

De Lacy drove at her with, “You are
intimately acquainted? Then you can
tell me this? What is the nature of
this business with Farquarson?”

The girl swallowed painfully. “I do
not know. | was never told that.”

“You're lying!” De Lacy thundered.
“By God, I'll send you up with him as
an accomplice!”

“Wait a minute, swab!” McAlister
cut in, striking the table a blow. *“Lay
off that girl! Go to work on me. I'll
take all you've got. You're trying to
stick a murder on me—well, keep on
trying! Find your motive, dig up your
evidence, produce your eye witness—do
your shouting after that!”

DE Lacy looked at the man in evi-

dent annoyance and contempt. But

Mark Harrell caught the officer's eye

and said, “If you're sufficiently inter-

ested, | think we can corroborate cer-

tain details of my story, Inspector.”
“What, for instance?”
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“The exact moment of Farquarson’s
arrival here. By asking the passengers
| picked up half a block away. They'll
know.”

“You mean,” said De Lacy with
heavy irony, “you pick up a hail on the
street, drop your passengers at Penn
Station—and expect ever to see them
again?”

“Why not? | know the names.
caught a 4:40 train. They are Long
Island suburbanites. Look up the time
tables, find a 4:40 train, and the towns
it passed through. Look up the tele-
phone directories for those towns. Call
all the Ellery Frazers listed. There
won't be many. The old boy was stand-
ing on the curb, watch in hand. He'll
tell you to the second when my cab
stopped in this block.”

“Huh!” snorted De Lacy. He was
reluctantly impressed. He turned
abruptly to the sergeant. “Get McLean
on the wire at Headquarters. Explain
that to him. Have it done immediately.”

Harrell, trading on this slight in-
crease in official favor, said, “Inspector,
1'd like to ask an impertinent question.”

“Go ahead.

“It's this.
—agenuine?”

De Lacy's eyes suddenly burned with
a dozen mingled emotions, among them
suspicion and guile and, oddly enough
respect. “How did you guess that?
What do you know about emeralds?”

"Not a great deal. But I'm a sea-
faring man. There's always a brisk,
illicit traffic in diamonds between one
country and another; new stones
smuggled in, stolen ones shipped out.
I had no knowledge about these emer-
alds—but it occurred to me to ask.”

De Lacy dryly tossed the glittering
green stones on the table.

“Pretty!” he said. “But frauds.
Those are expert jobs, but no ‘Four
Brothers'.”

Plaleologue moaned, sick to his very
soul.

Mark Harrell smiled slightly and
launched— somewhat irrelevantly— in-
to a story.

“There is a little place called Voyos-
tova, south of Vladivostok on the Si-
berian coast, where | first learned
something about emeralds,” he said.
“We had put in to pick up furs, and
we found it a cold, cheerless place, far
away from the revolution but full of
fear of its ultimate arrival. 1'd never
even remember its name today, if |
hadn't made the acquaintance of a
young Russian woman there I'll never
quite be able to forget.”

They listened, coldly unsympathetic
but curiously attentive. The story was
irrelevant, but the man was not.

“She was a woman whose high birth
was evident, though she wore peasant
dress and tried to disguise her dark
Russian beauty. She was alone and
friendless among hostile and suspicious
people, and she had no means of getting
away.

“ She could not go away with me on my
ship—but | could come back. She gave
me certain jewels, including an emer-
ald necklece, which | was to deliver to
parties in Marseilles who would, by
some secret means, be informed of my
coming. They would dispose of them,
and in some underground way provide
for her escape

"l came back—five months later.
There was no trace. | did not even

They

Are those four emeralds

(Please turn to page 112)
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know her real name. Meantime the
revolution had come. There had been
a battle, a massacre. Half the town
lay in ashes under the melting snows
of Spring. The house she had occupied
was in the center of the devastated
area. | never saw her again.”

A telephone rang somewhere. Har-
rell listened. A policeman talked mur-
murously, then stopped. In a second,
he entered and presented a slip of
paper to Inspector De Lacy. De Lacy
glanced over it and handed it to Har-

rell without comment.
Harrell smiled dryly. “ ‘Mr. Ellery
Frazer',” he read aloud, “ ‘of Coving-

ton, Long Island, questioned, stated he
hailed cab proceeding in southerly di-
rection on West End Avenue at exactly
4:24 M. this date, and discharged
same at 4:38 in Pennsylvama Station’.”

“Do?” snorted De Lacy.

“Which fully supports my story,”
said Harrell, “and also a certain curi-
ous fact. We find that Farquarson,
expecting an important visitor, arrived
here before 4:30. Paleologue called
here, he says, several minutes later,
exactly at 4:30—and no one was home!
Somebody is— mistaken!”

HARRELL suddenly reached out on
the table and snatched uj> the Chi-
nese reliquary of silver and ivory, al-
most out of Paleologue’s hands.

“1 omitted one detail from my Si-
berian story. | hesitated to include it.
It might have proved embarrassing to
certain parties present. But out East,
you see, these elaborately decorated
boxes are highly useful and not at
all uncommon. As it happens, it was
just such a contraption as this | made
use of to carry out of Siberia a for-
tune in emeralds. In this manner!”
He gave the ornate, circular case a
deft, practiced wrench, and the bot-
tom, secretly detachable, came free
from the box proper.

And out of the box and over the
table rattled four brilliant green stones
of enormous size, curious intricate
cutting, and incomparable splendor—a
splendor that quite dimmed the glitter
of the synthetic counterfeits.

“The authentic ‘Four Brothers, of
Charles the Bold!” said Harrell.

He leaned over the table.

“Paleologue, I'll charge you with the
murder of Fergus Farquarson! And
with the theft of the emeralds —
for which you substituted imitations
brought here in premeditation of crime.
And with conspiracy, too, if necessary
—in planting false evidence tending to
incriminate an innocent man!”

Paleologue almost burst with in-
continent rage. He was on his feet,
purple of face, screaming obscene, un-
intelligible denial.

Suddenly the wiry form of Inspector
De Lacy dived across the table and
grappled with Paleologue’s right wrist.
In the latter’s hand, whipped from con-
cealment in his coat sleeve, was a lean,
deadly knife.

The knife clattered to the table, and
Paleologue, with a quick, sharp cry,
collapsed under the policeman’s over-
powering strength. There was a click
of handcuffs.

The mystery unraveled with tragic
simplicity when Inspector De Lacy
looked into the last few details. Paleo-
logue, a shady figure of sinister repute
in the gem world, had gone clean out
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of his mind with covetousness when he
learned of the presence of the “Four
Brothers” in America and of Farquar-
Son’s ultimate plan to bequeath them
to the Metropolitan Museum of Art
on his demise. The secrecy necessarily
surrounding the emeralds favored his
evil designs. He had delayed accept-
ance of Farquarson’s article on one
pretext or another until he had time to
acquaint himself with a full descrip-
tion of the gems and to prepare syn-
thetic counterfeits.

It was no secret that Farquarson
possessed the genuine “Four Brothers,”
although the fact was tacitly ignored.
Doubtless, Paleclogue would have pre-
ferred stealthy substitution, but there
was no possible chance for that. In
a moment of desperate passion, he
planned the death that permitted him
to gain possession of the historic emer-
alds. The wreckage of the room and
the loot in the handkerchief were false
clues planted after the crime.

“That magazine of his is fairly re-
cent and merely a blind,” said De Lacy.
“1 knew of him before. But he never
did anything openly illegal. He was
always far too clever.”

Alan McAlister’s suspicious presence
on the scene was entirely blameless. He
had, as Harrell guessed, smuggled the
emeralds for the wealthy collector.
It was an adventure scarcely to be
branded as criminal. Any attempt to
acquire them through customary chan-
nels was sure to result in confiscation
by the Soviets. In the course of the
prolonged preparation for the coup, he
met Paula Barron, and the two hand-
some young people fell headlong in love.

McAlister had arrived, admitted him-
self to the house, and discovered the
murder. He attempted flight on the
instant, and had the misfortune to be
trapped by Harrell. For his quixotic
refusal to talk he had excellent reason.

“The worst isn't over yet,” he told
Harrell later in dogged pessimism.
“You cleared me of murder. Butyou're
a seagoing man; you know what I'm
up against now. Conviction of smug-
gling, violation of the U. S. Customs.
Prison maybe—cancellation of my
license!”

Paula Barron, firmly at his side, was
fiercely, anxiously defiant. “Let them
prove it! It's all hearsay, so far as
they're concerned. No one saw you
smuggle the emeralds. Don’t admit
another thing to anybody about them!”

“On the contrary,” Harrell drawled,
grinning a little. “I'd advise you to
admit everything. It will simplify
matters.”

They stared blankly at him.

He explained, “The ‘Four Brothers’
are now going to the Museum of Art.
The trustees of the museum, by the
mere fact of acceptance of the bequest,
will establish the stones in the class of
precious antiquities. And maybe you’'ll
remember that antiquities and objects
of art over a hundred years old are spe-
cifically exempt by the Government
from any and all impost and duty.
Son, you're no more a smuggler than
your loyal and lovely accomplice!”

His accomplice quickly looked up at

him. “Oh—my darling!” she said.
Alan McAlister was immediately
thereafter unable to say anything.

And Mark Harrell, whistling softly to
himself, thought it just as well at that
moment to wander off elsewhere.
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(Continued, from page 42)

stared at the man as he stepped down
from his driver's seat, and held open
the door for her to alight. Dumbly,
she sat beside him as he started the
car again, and with a cautious glance
around him drove off.

They drove several blocks in silence.
If anyone had been following them,
they were certainly not in sight now.
Slowly, Bonnie Dent's mind began to
function. In a moment of panic she
exclaimed, “What have you done

Cartwright hastened to answer.

“Dicky’'s all right. When we're
through with this talk, I'll give you the
key to my car, which you'll find parked
behind the hotel—with Dicky curled
upon the floor in the rear, undamaged
—except for a slight lump on his head,
which won’t amount to anything more
than a headache,” he added, in answer
to her look of alarm.

Again a silence, with Bonnie Dent
vainly trying to adjust herself to this
startling situation.

“Who are you?” she exclaimed at
last. “How do you know my baby’s
kidnaped. Nobody knows 1 have a
baby. Nobody even knows that I'm
married. Why should | think you're a
friend?” she finished, on a rising note
of hysteria.

For answer, the Honorable Cecil
reached into his pocket and withdrew a
fat, square envelope and from this drew
out a sheaf of onion-skin sheets covered
with a fine handwriting which he
showed to her by the faint light of the
side brackets.

“In private life, Miss Dent,” he said
calmly, “you are Mrs. Richard Spring-
er of Kew Terrace, Long Island, where
you have a little hide-away home and
where, until eleven days ago, you had a
two-year-old baby daughter, Kathryn.
In broad daylight, kidnapers took the
child from a crib on the sun-porch.
You've had no word since. You daren’t
go to the police. Your motion picture
contract includes a clause in which you
promise not to marry—for the dura-
tion. You're afraid of losing that con-
tract. Right?”

“Yes,” returned Bonnie Dent, breath-
lessly, “but how------"

“Never mind how | know. | couldn’t
tell you myself,” he interrupted bit-
terly. “Now, listen, I'll get your baby

back for you.”

She started, looking at him suspici-
ously.

He interpreted her
claimed impatiently.

“What's it matter where the help
comes from? You'll do anything to get
your baby back, won't you?”

“Yes.” The answer was drawn un-
hesitatingly from her.

“Then, there's no time to lose. The
men who have your baby will stop at
nothing, you know that! Now—" in-
tent and speaking rapidly—*“have you
received any message from the kid-
napers?”

She hesitated only a moment, then
drew a folded slip of ruled paper from
a hiding-place in her gown, and thrust
it into his hand.

“A ransom demand?” he asked.

She nodded.

“Before | read it,” he continued, his
hand closing around the missive, “how
did it get to you?”

“1t was in my purse yesterday after-
noon. | left it in the car and when I

(Please turn to page 114)

look, and ex-
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came back and opened my purse, the
letter was in it.”

“You left your purse in the car?”

“Yes. My chauff—my husband—
Dick—he's always in the front seat.
He keeps an eye on my things.”

He bit his lip meditatively, and then

turned to inspection of the ransom
note. “Important. Life or Death. Kath-
ryn well.” He looked up and was

struck by the despair written in the
trivial little mother’s face, livid under
the rouge.

He read the note to the end:

“1f you want that delivery, see
mp Thursday 11 P. M. Leave Long
Island place at ten, follow turnpike
to second gas station. Take right
turn seven miles to brown barn on
hill and stop at culvert with white
fence. Switch lights twice. Bring
packages without fail. Signed:
Sam, the Snatch.”

“TT'S fairly clear,” he commented.
I “The ‘Long Island place’ is your
Kew Terrace house, | assume, and the
road directions are simple enough.
‘Packages’ means a sum of money. How
much?”

“Fifty thousand,” she breathed.

“Well?” He waited. “The appoint-
ment was for last night. Did you keep
it?”

“No.” Faintly.

“Why not?” he demanded sharply.

“1 didn't have fifty thousand.”

He gave a skeptical snort.
mean to say-—---—

“l mean to say,” she retorted, “that
I haven't one thousand dollars.”

It was the Honorable Cecil’'s turn to
be astonished.

“But, what about the reports of the
fabulous salary you're supposed to be
making?”

She shrugged wearily. “l1 get my
bills paid, and that's about all. The
huge salary business is just a lot of
publicity. What | actually get paid is
less than they pay Dick for driving this
car. He's the one who really pays the
rent for our house in Kew Terrace.”

The Honorable Cecil's surprise was
genuine. “Then—then, you'll be unable
to provide the ransom money?”

There was a jarring note of triumph
in Bonnie Dent's quick exclamation.

“Yes. So, if it’'s money you're after,
mister, you've been wasting your time!”

He realized that she considered him
“one of them,” still.

A silence, then------

“1 guess I'll have to pay it for you,
then,” Cartwright added calmly.

“You

"you!”
I amazement and stared

she pitched forward in her
into his

face. “vYou'll pay the ransom?"
“I'll pay it,” he went on, “if, in re-
turn, you give me your perfect co-

operation, if you work with me, carry-
ing out any directions | give you to the
letter.”

Bonnie Dent shook her head be-
wilderedly. “l1 know you're crazy; but
I'll do anything to get my baby back.
What do you want me to do?”

He gave his instructions rapidly.

On the three succeeding days—it be-
ing now Thursday—she would seek in
the want-ad' columns of the Morning
Leader-Dispatch a series of “personal”
messages, signed “ Sam.”

“Then, the real Sam,” he continued,
whoever and wherever he is, will be

{Continued from
page 113)

sure to see the messages, and dope out
that some one is trying to muscle in on
his racket. Get it?”

“But,” Bonnie Dent objected,"with a
shiver, “won’t he make trouble?”

“1f he doesn’'t make trouble, we're
licked,” said Cartwright grimly.

“That's all | have to do, then?” Bon-
nie Dent deferred. “I just read these
messages?”

“And answer them.” He schooled
her in the form and content of answer-
ing “personals” in the want-ad columns
of the Evening Bulletin of Friday, Sat-
urday and Monday. “And sign your
initials, ‘B. D.” Got it straight?”

“Yes.”

He moved from behind the wheel and
unlatched the door.

“Can you drive your own car?”

She smiled quizzically. “A garage
man’'s wife?”

He stood a moment on the curb, look-
ing at her.

Then, with a sudden disarming smile,
he said, “Cold water will help that
lump on your husband’'s head a lot. If
I'd known he was your husband I might
have acted differently, but there’s al-
ways some little thing.”

And lifting his hat gallantly, he dis-
appeared abruptly around the corner,
leaving Bonnie Dent staring after him
quite bewildered.

ESIDENT BANTON of Mexban,
Inc., mining promoters and engi-
neers, in the Towne Building on lower
Fifth Avenue, beamed on his office
force, all busy at desks when he arrived
with his usual punctuality at 9 A. m.
Everything was in order—and Mr.
Banton liked order exceedingly. Mr.
Banton glanced around the familiar
reception hall, nodding to the telephone
girl, the head accountant, the office boy,
each in turn, his smile growing broad-
er and broader until his touring glance
fell on the callers’ bench in the corner
—whereupon Mr. Banton’s smile dis-

appeared.
Mr. Banton was disconcerted. The
spectacle of a gentleman in evening

clothes and top hat taking what looked
very much like a nap on his callers’
bench at 9 A. M. was an irregular sort
of incident—very irregular.

Mr. Banton abruptly withdrew to
his inner office, where he cross-ques-
tioned his secretary.

“He was here five minutes after |
opened up,” explained the secretary,
“and he insisted on waiting.” The
secretary hesitated. “1 think he rep-
resents some London investing syndi-
cate.”

“Show him in,” surrendered Mr.
Banton wearily, with the air of one
who reflects on the uselessness of ex-
pecting employes to save employers
any pains.

Consulting the card as the singular
visitor was shown in, Mr. Banton was
elegantly cool.

“The Honorable Cecil Cartwright?
Honored, I'm sure. You've come a long
way, Mr. Cartwright, but I must set
you straight on one thing right away.
Mexban doesn’t need capital.”

Mr. Banton sought a closer inspec-
tion of his caller, but the latter had
somehow and quite naturally managed
to find a seat with his back to the light.
He sat down.

“Mexban doesn’'t need capital,”
iterated Mr. Banton nervously.

“But | do.”

re-
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HE visitor uttered his retort so
suavely that it was a full second be-
fore Mr. Banton could digest the im-
plication.
“You do!”
isn't a bank!
loan?”
“1 represent myself and a woman—a
woman to whom you owe a great deal,”

he stuttered. “But this
Why come here for a

the elegant visitor replied, signifi-
cantly. .
“So that's it!” Mr. Banton brought

his hand down violently on the desk
top. “A shake-down game, eh?”

“Before you get excited,” intervened
the visitor calmly, “let me state the
case. This is unfinished business of
October seventeenth last!”

Mr. Banton’s hand fell away from
the buzzer he was about to press and
he turned slowly in his swivel chair.

“You!” A strangled voice which ut-
tered the syllable of recognition scarce-
ly above a whisper. “You!” he re-
peated.

His visitor nodded. “I'm glad you
didn’'t recognize me too soon. If you
keep your voice low, you may use my
real name. Unless you've forgotten it
—over these seven months of prosper-
ity?”

“Corey Chaice! | haven't forgotten,”
muttered Banton. He rubbed his brow
“Corey Chaice, the—"

“—the escaped convict, the fugitive
murderer—the thief?”

Banton shook his head vigorously.
“No. You're Corey Chaice, the man
who saved my business and my life.”
He rose and came to his visitor to prof-
fer a trembling hand. The emotion and
gesture impressed Corey Chaice as gen-
uine. “But you want better thanks
than a handshake,” said Banton eager-
ly. “You said you needed money. How
much. All | have is yours.”

He started rummaging in his desk
drawer for his check book/

The Hon. Cecil Cartwright— Corey
Chaice— shook his head. “1’'m not hold-
ing you up, Banton. But | need money
—a lot of money, right away.”

Banton fluttered all over his desk,
reaching for pens, ink, check book.

“My signature only!” he interposed

fervently. “The amount blank. You
fill in what you please!”
Corey Chaice smiled. “Hadn't you

better ask me first? 1 want $50,000.”
ANTON
“My life is yours.
compared to that?”
Corey Chaice signed the check with

(Please turn to page 116)

spread his hands wide.
What is money

To obtain circulars de-
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for any one circular, ten
cents for three circulars, or
fifteen cents for all eight. Be
sure to indicate which cir-
culars you want by the num-
bers which you will find ac-
companying descriptions.
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the amount, folded it, and placed it
carefully in his wallet. He rose to go.

“Thank you, Banton. You have
helped save a life by this, maybe two.”
He shook hands with the old man and
started toward the door.

Banton stopped him with a cry. “But
you'll let me see you from time to
time?”

Corey Chaice shook his head. “I
think no.t! Remember, I'm an escaped
convict. | still have a sentence to
serve. On top of that, I'm supposed to
have murdered a man. [I'll be caught
sooner or later. That wouldn't do you
any good. This,” he tapped his breast
pocket, “finishes our business.”

“But the other—the woman who
wrote the letter—surely | should
know--—----"

“Banton, if | knew that, 1I'd know the
answer to a lot of things. I only know
the perfume she wears—violets. And
that she's very beautiful—and that 1
must always do what she orders . . .
His voice trailed off.

“1 was the first one she saved, Ban-
ton. You were the second. She knew
all your secrets as well as mine. She
knew you had put all your hopes and
every penny you could beg or borrow
into that Mexican silver mine. She
knew how you were being squeezed by
that money-lender, Harrington. She
even knew your plan to kill yourself,
to save the mine with your insurance
policy. She used me for the interven-
tion. | robbed Harrington's safe—put
Harrington’s notes in your hands—just
in time to stop you from putting a bul-
let through your head.”

“Yes!” breathed Banton.

Corey Chaice shrugged his shoulders.
“And that's all I know,” he said. “A
few days ago, | received another of
those perfumed letters. What the out-
come will be,' I cannot tell. Whether
I will see her, 1 do not know. Goodby,
Banton.”

And leaving the president of Mexban,
Inc., staring after him, Corey Chaice,
as the Honorable Cecil Cartwright, in
top hat and evening clothes, strolled
elegantly out of the office.

“IT'TATHRYN well and nearby and
1V still needs fifty packages. An-
swer today. SAM.” (From the Morn-
ing Leader-Dispatch, personal column
of Friday.)

“Okay the fifty packages same way.
SAM.” (Leader-Dispatch of Satur-

day.
“yS)ame place same hour Monday.
SAM.” (Leader-Dispatch of Sunday.)
“Will be there. B. D.” (Monday’s
Evening Bulletin.)

THE road wan empty but for a high-
waisted old juggernaut of a car
with yellow headlights, coming up the
slope from the rear. Corey Chaice
slowed his own long-hooded eight and
let the heirloom pass, idly noting that
an old lady with mittens sat rigid be-
side the chauffeur at its wheel.

And now the hill-top was his alone,
and he could make, unwatched, such
preparations for the transfer of the
ransom as he chose. Swerving his ear
into the head of an old disused lane,
he brought it to a stop and extin-
guished the lights and, in the same
series of moves, slipped noiselessly over
the side without unlatching the door.
The lane ahead offered the best footing
and seemed to lead upward toward the

(Continued from

page 115)
barn. Corey Chaice slipped along
stealthily, on the alert. And then, for

all his caution and watchfulness, he
would have fallen thunderously over
the front bumper of a car blocking the
lane, but that his hand, blindly out-
swung, luckily fell on the steadying
support of the car’s hood.

Corey Chaice caught his breath, and
grinned. The audience was on time. By
feel more than sight, he studied the
conformation of the ear, making out
that it had triple headlights and a
winged Mercury set in the radiator
cap.

At the bottom of the hill curve a
motor hummed and headlights swept
the birches in the hollow. In mid-climb,
the arriving car blinked lights twice.
Corey Chaice picked his way back and
stepped into the clear

Bonnie Dent was alone.

“Can you take one more order from
me?” asked Corey Chaice, leaning on
the window-sill of her car to look down
into the small face behind the wheel.

She answered quickly. “I've started
to take your orders and I'll go through
to the end.”

“Then—go on to the turnpike, turn
left, and go back to your hotel and
wait.”

FOLLOWING Bonnie Dent's car in
his own, without lights, he saw her
dutifully take the townward turn as he
had instructed. That disposed of her,
and he could give his undivided atten-
tion to developments at his rear. He
sensed pursuit by the triple-headlight
car, but moved to make sure. He
switched on lights and turned into the
cement highway. The pursuers would
have to show lights, too. Corey Chaice
pressed an elated foot on the accelera-
tor and ran the indicator needle up to
sixty.

He made it competitive, then, for a
matter of five miles. This straight-
away through woods was as good for
his purpose as any stretch of road he
was likely to strike, and he reached to
the choke and pulled it out full. The
car slowed like a wild bird winged with
shot, and the triple lights of the pur-
suing car behind came out of the dis-
tance like falling suns. The pursuers
passed him and forced him to the ditch.
He sprang out onto the road for par-
ley. There were three of them, pouring
out of the car ahead and running back
toward him with drawn guns.

“You'll do all the talking with the
main guy, see?” the leader of his cap-
tors explained curtly “We’'re taking
you to him. You got the dough on
you?”

They put hands upon him, and dis-
covered the currency bundle at once.

“Okay,” ordered the leader. “Move

on.”
They had him now, squatting in an
uncomfortable heap on the floor of the
car. He wasted no mental effort on
futile attempts to follow blind the
geography of their course. Toward the
end of the run, he nearly dozed.

“This, now, was the place. A farm
house in a clearing on soil blistered
with rock that pushed through from be-
low. That would put it on the north
side of the island. This geological de-
duction was the only one they gave him
opportunity to make, before they
hustled him up a cinder path to a house
door which opened directly into the liv-
ing room. Methodically, they produced

The MYSTERY Magazine, April, 1933



TEETHING PAINS

RELIEVED
within 1 minute

\WYi HENyourbabysuffersfrom teeth-

ing pains,just rub a few dropsof
Dr.Hand'sTeethingLotiononthesore,
tender, little gums and the pain will
be relieved within one minute.

Dr. Hand’'s Teething Lotion is the
prescription of a famous baby spe-
cialist, contains no narcotics and has
been used by mothers for almost fifty
years. It is strongly recommended by
doctorsand nurses instead of the un-
sanitary teething ring.

DR.HAND’S

Teething Lotion
Buy Dr. Hand'sfrom your druggist today

Callous-ease

New Medicated
MOLESKIN
Cushions, Absorbs
Painful Growths

Quick, lasting relief now. lor sore, calloused, tender feet.

Velvet-soft moleskin, treated with KINOX adhesive medica-

tion ends pain Of Callouses and corns soon as applied. Hard

rowths are gently absorbed. Antiseptic; cannot harm

ealthy tissue. Liberal 10c size sold in many WOOLWORTH

STORES; or we will send 250 drug-store size or big wide

family-size $1 spool postpaid. Money cheerfully returned if
not delighted with quick, permanent relief.

KINOX CO.. Inc., Dept. W, Rutland, Vermont

MOIST THROAT
ENDED HIS COUGH!

Y)ur throat and bron-
chial tubes are lined with
millions of pores hke tiny
“bottles” continually sup-
plying moisture to the deli-
cate tissues . . . until you
“catch cold.”

Then these pores clog.
Phlegm accumulates, afford-
ingdangerous germs abreed-
ing place. Tickling, irri-
tation and coughing set in. New York city.
Your cough will be cured only when you In-
crease the flowofyour throat'snatural moisture,
loosening the phlegm so it can be expelled. Many
cough “remedies” contain numbing drugs
which merely “deaden” the nerves . . . but
don’t get at the real root of the trouble!
Pertussin, a scientific remedy, is the ex-
tract of afamous herb which opens the tiny
glands, stimulates the flow of throat mois-
ture and brings quick relief naturally.

learned about

If your throat's the least bit raw or dry,
take a few spoons of Pertussin now. It's
absolutely safe, even for children. You can
get it at all drug stores, 600.

$50,000

rope and bound him to a chair In the
end, quite likely, they would just as
methodically slit his throat and leave
him hefe. They gave him to under-
stand that he would await here the out-
come of their report to the leader in an
adjoining room.

They left a chubby underling with
piggy eyes and ludicrously dandified
clothes on guard. The man was un-
sociable, having no responses but mean-
ingless flourishes of his gun, or the
knife and fork with which he discussed
a cold joint on the mantelpiece, and
Corey Chaice abandoned useless con-
versational wiles. There was one
friendly thing in the musty old farm-
house parlor, a large shepherd dog,
which rose from the hearth-rug and
came to sniff at the prisoner’'s legs.
Corey Chaice stroked the beast’'s neck
and came upon a studded collar con-
cealed under the ruff. Moving, the dog
dragged a chain, from which could be
assumed that he was a kennel dog let
in for the night, which was cool.

COREY CHAICE stiffened in his
bonds suddenly. Of course! The
dog. The puzzle suddenly came neatly
clear to him.

He moistened the tip of his cigarette
copiously and lowered his chin, bring-
ing his bound hands an inch forward in
his lap, adjusting them so that the
strand of rope over his right wrist
might lie exactly where a plummet
might fall if swung on a line held in
his teeth. He thrust gently with his
tongue and the burning cigarette fell.
It lay now across the rope but, by a
damnable mischance, with the ember
end against his skin. He counseled his
nerves to tolerate pain.

A stench of burning hemp rose to his
nostrils. He looked with misgiving to
his lethargic guard in the easy chair.
The man did not stir. And now the
pain at his wrist was too keen to be
borne longer, and he had to have it over
with. His immense effort of arm mus-
cles was intensified by the rebellion of
nerves against the agony. The rope
gave, and his hands were free. A rope-
end still smouldered against his flesh,
and he crushed the stinking ember
against his leg.

What now? Corey Chaice pursed his
lips and emitted a low whistle. The
mangy dog on the hearth rose heavily

to his feet. The guard came out of
doze.

“1f you don't like fleas,” he coun-
seled, “don't fool around with that
pup.” He was struck by a grisly, hu-

morous notion. “At that, any flea that
switches to you right now—the laugh is
on the flea!”

The dog came within reach of Corey
Chaice’'s hand and he seized its collar.
There was no further hesitation or de-
lay. The dog was large and, captured,
promptly fought and snarled to be free.
But he raised the animal clear and
aloft and flung it with all his strength
at the other in the room. The chubby
one struggled half-erect in the instant
of the unheralded attack and then went
down again, sprawling to the floor, as
he received the living missile full in the
chest. Corey Chaice pitched himself
after the dog, achieving enough mo-
mentum to hurl himself and the chair
to which he was bound into the melee
on the floor. The gun was what he
sought, and his hands found it at once.

(Please turn to page 118)

The MYSTERY Magazine, April, 1933

HOW | CARE
famv 1TM
~/COLORED

SHOES

THERE'S a regular rainbow of shoes in
emy cupboard. Brown, tan, beige, sand—
and | take care of them all with ColorShine
Neutral Creme. What the leather needs is
cleaning to bring out the color. ColorShine
Neutral Creme does that, at the same time
polishing and preserving the leather.
« There is a ColorShine Shoe Dressing for
every type of shoe. A big bottle or tube
costs only 100 on the
hardware counter at
most Woolworth stores.

SEND POST CARD
for my free direc-
tions showing how
I keep all my shoes
smart looking. Ad-
dress: lIrene Mar-
chant,The Chieftain
Mfg. Co., Dept.T-4
Baltimore, Md.

ffie BEST

BUDGET YOUR MONEY WISELY
Tower Budget Circular tells what percent of
your income to spend for rent, food, clothes,
savings, etc. Send three cents to Tower Maga-
zines, Inc., 55 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y.

M AKES
IR O N IN G
EASYJ:

This modern way to hot starch
ends mixing, boiling and bother
as with lump starch. Makes
starching easy. Makes ironing
easy. It restores elasticity and
that soft charm of newness. No
sticking. Noscorching.Youriron
fairly glides. Send for sample.

THANK YOU -

j THE HUBINGER CO., No. 600, Keokuk, la. |
Your free sample, please, and “ That j
I Wonderful Way to Hot Starch.”

117



yet her hands attract you first

Every woman may not approve of smok-
ing, but no woman can aeny the subtle
grace, the arresting whiteness of the fingers
that hold this cigarette.

Your hands, too, can be smooth and white
and alluring. A little thinc hand creme
rubbed on at night works instant wonders.
It imparts beauty to the hands . . . makes
them soft to the touch . . . satiny in texture
. . . makes them look as though they had
been bathed in moonlight.

Thereisn'tamale between sixteen and sixty
who isn’'t thrilled by lovely hands. Be sure
yours have charm. Use tiiinc hand creme.

10c to $1. In Canada 2 sizes—15c and 35c.

If your toilet goods counter hasn't been
supplied, just clip and mail this coupon.
THrN~fPRODICTSIINCT Dept.G-6
41 E.42nd St., New York (In Canada, 69 York St., Toronto)

I enclose 10cents (15cents in Canada) foraTEN TREAT-
MENT package of THINC Hand Creme as shown below.

Name

Address,

Town, State

QUICKEST WAY TO
GET RID OF CORNS

no cutting ... no pads

ONE DRCP STOPS PAIN INSTANTLY

If you want to keep your feet free from
achingcornsjustget a bottle of FREEZONE
from any druggist Puta drop or two on the
corn. Pain stops instantly, and for good!
Then before you know it the corn gets so
loose you canliftitright off with yourfingers,
easily and painlessly. It's the safe way that
millions use to get rid of hard and soft corns
and calluses. Works like a charm! Try it.

FREEZONE

118

$50,000

In the next room the argumentative
voices rose to a higher pitch and chairs
and feet scuffed the floor. Corey
Chaice fired thrice into the communi-
cating door. A man yelled beyond the
partition which now showed three
splint-bordered holes. To kill or wound
had not been Corey Chaice's intent,
but he wasted no regrets. The fusillade
would hold the band in there for the
moment he needed.

ND then, all that he had schemed
and performed, all that he had
brought so close to success was can-
celled. He recognized defeat at once,
his heart sinking and his hands rising
in simultaneous reaction to the four
short words, uttered behind his back:

“Put up your hands!”

A woman’s voice then. Her voice!

“Good work, Corey Chaice.”

He wheeled. The old woman of the
antiquated car, twice passed on the
road in the night, stood in the em-
brasure of the garden door. He was
vaguely aware of a second figure, the
chauffeur to her rear. But his raven-
ous eyes were for her alone.

Startled, he gazed at her in bonnet,
mittens, taffeta robe and aging streaks
of grease paint upon her face, all of
which were as complete a disguise for
her natural beauty as was the disguise
of the insane, shackled person who had
protected him from the hands of the
law one memorable night not long dis-
tant.

He lurched toward her as she stood
there, her weapon in her mittened hand
pointed with ominous purpose at the
kidnaper group across the room.

“You!” he breathed.

But before there could be any re-
sponse to this exclamation, the figure
at her back came forward. It was
Bonnie Dent’'s chauffeur-husband, Dick.
He walked deliberately across the floor
to the"luckless dandy who had stood
Corey Chaice’s guard and began to
smash that worthy’s pudgy face, fierce-
ly and monotonously.

“Where's the baby— Fuzzy—where is
she?”

“1f you know where it is, Corey
Chaice, hurry!” came in sharp tone
from the antiquated figure holding the
automatic. “Here.” She held out the
gun to Bonnie Dent's chauffeur-hus-
band. “Keep them lined up just as
they are; and don't use it unless one
of them tries to get away,” she added
significantly.

In the darkness outdoors, she let
him lead. They skirted the farmhouse,
deserting the cinder path and striking
out in a half-circle for the fields to the
rear. The outbuildings would be back
there somewhere. Ahead, now, loomed
a barn, lifeless, on closer inspection,
dilapidated, and showing gaping
wounds in walls of rotting wood. What
they sought might be within the struc-
ture or outside. He set a course for the
outside circuit and had taken but a
dozen careful strides when he came to
the end of the quest quite suddenly.
The kennel home of the exiled watch-
dog was a lean-to against the greater
mass of the barn.

He wasted no time on a search for
doors and locks but tested the sturdi-
ness of the whole low structure by put-
ting his strength against its roof-beam.
With a sound of rending wood the
whole super-structure of the kennel
gave and it fell away from its founda-

(Continued from
page 117)

tions like a lid. He went to his knees
and so did she. Their fingers met in
the litter of straw. Something stirred
down there and whimpered feebly.

SHE sat upon the earth and gathered
the swathed bundle of human life
into her lap, fondling it and soothing
it with cooing words. Corey Chaice,
abashed, leaned to offer his hand. She
accepted it, but, instead of rising, drew
him down to her side.

“What shall you do now?”
quired.

The question took him off balance
and he was vague. “We’'ll take the
baby back to the father—I suppose—
and then . . . and then . . .”

“No.” The negation was flat.
“You've finished here. You must be on
your way. Shots have been fired. It
won't be long before the police arrive.”

“You mean to say,” he burst forth,
“that this is all?”

“All?” she questioned coldly. “What
do you mean? You found the baby,
didn’'t you?”

And then came one of her character-
istic impulsive changes. “I'm sorry,”
she exclaimed, laying her hand on his
arm. “I'll always tell you what | can;
but there’s so little 1 am free to tell.”

Corey Chaice opened his mouth to
declare his devotion to her, but she in-
terrupted.

“1 must hurry,” she warned, “but |
want to tell you about this affair. The
husband was my means of learning the

she in-

details. You've guessed the situation
there?”

Corey Chaice shook his head nega-
tively.

“Bonnie Dent and her husband got
married right out of high school. His
family set them up in the garage busi-

ness. She tended the gas pump. One
day, Steinland, the producer, came
through in his car, stopped for gas,

and told her she ought to have a test in
Hollywood. She did, and through one
of those freaks, became a success. But
she never mentioned the fact that she
was married. They gave out the pub-
licity that she was heart free and had
never met the man she could love.

“The husband was tragically silly.
He loved Bonnie and wanted to hold on
to her. Staging a kidnaping was his
idea.”

Corey Chaice gasped. “You mean, he
kidnaped his own child?”

She nodded. *“Exactly, but with no
intent to do more than hide it from
the mother for awhile—a sort of host-
age for Bonnie's faithfulness to him-
self.

“Of course, there was another factor
involved of which they knew nothing.
A certain person------ N

“Person—" Corey Chaice exclaimed.
“You've alluded to him before—the
man who Kkilled Glengower—the man
who tried to fix his murder onto me—"

“Yes.” He thought she shivered
slightly. “He’s had his eyes on Bonnie
Dent’'s money for a long time. Black-
mail was his original plan, based on
the knowledge of the secret marriage
and the child. They had got so far
as to cultivate Dick, when he confided
his scheme to sequester his own child.
They played on his sense of injustice:
and, in the end, he entrusted the child
to them.”

Corey Chaice's eyes were fastened on
her face as she unfolded this amazing
tale of the foolishness of two people.
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“Of course, | can guess the rest,” he
said. “When he found out that it was
a real kidnaping, he must have gone
wild.”

She nodded. “And, now, you must
go, Corey Chaice.”

“But, when will | see you again?”
he pleaded. “Can’t you tell me where
I can find you?”

She placed her finger on his lips,
shaking her head. “Not now,” she said.
“Some day, perhaps. When | need
you, I'll call for you as | have always
done------"

“But suppose you can't reach me—
suppose you lose track of me?” he ob-
jected, in an agony of apprehension.

She smiled. “I'll never lose you,
Corey Chaice,” she replied.

Then, swiftly, she leaned toward him
and circled his shoulder with her free
arm, drawing him lightly to her and
finding his lips with hers.

“Until the next time,” she whispered.

She was gone, a house door slammed.
He stood until it was as if he were the
only thing living left in the world.
Then he turned on his heel and struck
into the woods. A thorny branch
struck painfully across his face.

“Until the next time,” he echoed, and
doggedly lowered his head to plunge
on.

A Thief

(Continued from page 34)

in His House

rippling laughter. Expecting to smell
a whiff of that Turkish tobacco Heath
affected simply because he had to im-
port it.

Yes. There it was. Creeping
through the heat to mock him. Stand-
ing here, Morton almost believed he
could smell Mona’s perfume, wafting
away on the breeze.

Heath still lay there, at her feet, as
lean flanked as a greyhound. His car,
lean flanked and high-powered, re-
minded Morton somehow of Heath; ex-
pensive, treacherous. A shot from his
gun would put it out of commission. A
shot through a tire. Or a shot through
Heath himself! Why not?

As Morton sat there anger mounted
increasingly. Maybe Heath knew who
his enemy was. Heath had nothing to
do but lie around at the feet of another

man's wife — his own wife lonely
enough at home. Maybe Heath knew
who was taking Morton's coffee.

Knew and was telling Mona, laughing
up his sleeve right now. Waiting for
ruin to catch him, instead of tipping
him off like any real friend.

That was it. Heath wanted Morton
to be ruined! Heath wanted Morton
out of the way. Maybe they were
plotting to Kkill him.

He’'d show 'em. He’'d show 'em how
fat he was behind the ears!

Morton grabbed his gun and aimed
with careful nicety. He waited for a
moment as if enjoying that which was
to come. Then almost impersonally,
indifferently, he shot once, twice,
through the tangle of vines.

Mona first—so that her lover’'s dy-
ing glance would be to see her suffer.

Heath never moved nor quivered.
But certain that the shots had told,
Morton surveyed his work.

(Please turn to page 120)
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A Thief in His

He could see the hat fall slowly,
swaying, as Mona tipped forward. Her
head lay on the ground almost within
reach of Heath's outstretched fingers.
Well, Heath had caressed that hair for
the last time. It was safe within his

reach now.
Dull and with a growing daze
Morton watched them. They were
still.  Too still.

They deserved it. “Thou shalt not
covet thy neighbor’s wife. Thou shalt
not steal.” Health had stolen Mona.
Some one else had stolen his coffee.
. . . Everything gone. Well, it
didn't matter now.

HE’D lie down a bit, try to stop this

infernal shaking. A chill. Not
fright. He wasn't afraid. Stupid time
ahead of him, court and so on. Of
course, it wouldn't amount to much,
just a form. Heath had never been
liked much. Morton had his friends.
Oh, they wouldn’t hang him.

He'd get clean and then dope it out.
And he’d need a couple of shots—
drinks—shots, was a slip, now after
what had happened, wasn't it? He'd
start things at, say, sundown.

Sundown. And nearly sundown now,
thank God!

In his room Morton moved slowly to
a chair by the window. To sling off
his pith helmet with its green shade
he fumbled for his handkerchief to mop
his face. Not that it made any differ-
ence how he looked—red and warm
and shiny. Mona used to have plenty
to say about that. But Mona was gone.

A noise outside. But it was only
Tomaso, and Morton watched him,
swinging a lithe leg over the motor-
cycle seat, as he dismounted in a cloud
of dust. Tomasco, funny fellow. Mona
liked him, too. At least they agreed on
that. Which was funny, as lately she
hadn’'t liked much about Morton. And
Tomaso was, first of all, Morton’s own

servant.

A faint odor of Turkish cigarette
smoke met his nostrils. Heath'’s,
come back to mock him! Morton
started sharply. The cool breeze

swung the window curtains inward—a
door must be open.

Automatically, he was about to reach
for his comb, to attempt some sort of
law and order, crouching a bit to see
the mirror, when his eyes fell on the

letter, propped against his shaving
cream.
Mona’s hurried handwriting. Huh!

Going tc run away, with her wealthy
lover, was she? Caught them just in
time.

He tore it open. His eyes were not
as good as formerly, but it was not
bad eyes which made him seem blind.

He stood there motionless, stricken
dumb, five minutes, an hour.

“Dear Joe:” the letter ran—

“When 1 see your horse on that
rise of ground a mile from the
plantation”— (So she could see
him, eh, before he got home, in
plenty of time!)—“1 am taking
Malcolm Heath to the ravine.

“I'll try to keep him there a
couple of hours. That will give
you time to raid his storehouse.
You know, the one at the edge of
our land.

“Heath has been stealing your
coffee. His men get it out by canoe
on the creek while your watchman
eats supper. As easy as that!

(Continued from

|
iuUUac page 119)

“1 have been suspecting Heath
for some time. Played him along
for weeks,-Joe, so that | could help

you. He got a little tight last
night and gave the show away.
Love, Mona.

P. S. Take Heath's car.”
Well, there was one more thing to do.
Shoot himself.

ARSTER!”
Morton’'s hand, darting to his
hip pocket, was stayed by a firm, steady

grip.

The light snapped on. And with
bloodshot eyes Morton looked behind
him. Tomaso, of course, one hand

about Morton’s wrist, the other, bal-
ancing a tray.

“1 take the gun, Marster,” Tomaso
said, practically.

He did so, slipped it into his own
pocket. He motioned toward the tray.

“Two drinks. Thought you might
need them both, Marster.”

Morton grinned wryly.

“Hell, that's right, 1 do.” He tried
to make his voice steady. “Been swip-
ing Turkish cigs again, eh?”

The aroma was unmistakable.
been the same in the glade.
own cigarette.

Morton watched the man pad across
the room toward the table, watched him
set the tray down, select a tumbler and
carry it carefully back to Morton’s
hand. The white man might have been
a pudgy child, so concerned was the
servant.

“Do you good, Marster,” Tomaso was
saying, as if anxious that conversation
did not lag. “A hard day.”

“Hard enough.”

He tipped back his head, the drink
vanished, and setting the glass down,
Morton grunted, wiped his mouth with
the back of his fat hand and eyed him-
self in the mirror. Across his shoul-
der he could see Tomaso watching him.

His gaze was freighted with under-
standing which Morton resented even
while he yearned for it.

“What the hell do you know about
my hard day?”

The noise of a motor car crept in
through the velvet darkness which sud-
denly had enveloped the house like a
curtain flung over a stage set.

Morton started as if he had been

It had
Heath’s

shot. Tomaso did not speak.
“What's that?”
“Marster Heath’'s car, Marster.” His
voice was soothing.
Tomaso padded across the room,

mixed a second drink and brought it
back on a small tray.

“Heath’s car?”

“It goes now. I
storehouse.”

Morton wheeled about. “You send
men? Hell. Did you read that note?
You can’'t read, eh? Answer me.”

Tomaso shook his head.

send men to the

“Mistress Morton, she tell me,
Marster.”

“Told you what?”

“1f Marster will pardon. About
Marster Heath and the coffee. |

'fraid she cannot keep him so long—
two hours, so | help. | so bold, I offer
Marster Heath a drink when ’e arrive
this afternoon.”

His tone was stealthy.

Morton was impatient. “All right.
All right. You offered him a drink.
Well?”

“Marster Heath, he drink it.”
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A Thief in His House

“Not being an utter damn fool, of
course he did. Then what?”

“He fall quickly asleep.” Tomaso’s
glance achieved an ingredient of cun-
ning. “I put some powder in his drink.
He not wake, long time. Tomorrow.”

“Yes?”

“Three men and
glade.”

Tomaso’'s glance became important.

“You — saw — me?” Morton's own
voice dropped. It wasn't like Tomaso,
blackmail.

I take him to the

“In my mind’'s eye, Marster, many
times | saw you. Many days. Island
police, ver’ bad things. | cut my

thro-at for you, Marster.

“1 place Mistress’ Morton’s hat on
a bush.” He grinned suddenly at the
thought of his deception. “You shoot
ver’ good, boss. But you no touch
Marster Heath. Two shots through the
hat brim!”

“What! | — didn't — didn't— hurt—
her? Tell me! Quick, man, tell me!”

Tomaso lowered his eyes respectfully.

“1 put Mistress Morton asleep, too,
boss,” he said.

Morton’s thick hands grasped his
shoulder.

“You mean—out with it.”

“Mistress Morton, she not there,
boss. She asleep, now, in her room.

Taya carry her. | hung her hat in the
glade—"

“She wasn’'t there, at all?” Morton
looked astonished, rather than re-
lieved. “This note—"

“The island policeman, ver’ bad
things,” apologized Tomaso. “They
come now.”

A fleet of motorcycles had hummed
up, buzzing like giant bees, their lights
like fireflies.

Morton sprang to the window.

He turned and looked back over his
shoulder like one trapped. “You've lied
to me, you dog,” he snarled.

“The policemen, they come for
Heath’'s men. Who steal the coffee. |
ask them come,” Tomaso explained.
“Maybe Marster Heath, too. You ask
them,” he dropped his voice as is be-
fitting one who speaks of women.

“Then maybe Mistress Morton need
you. Maybe she like to order—new—
hat.”

Here’'s Our Colonial
Bedroom

(Continued from page 66)

longue occupies one corner of the room,
it is ugholstered in chintz with a peach
color background with a large floral
design, in shades of blue.

The dressing table is built into the
vanity alcove. The top of it is painted
blue and it is draped with a plain
glazed chintz of a lighter shade of
blue.

The draperies are made of pale blue
glazed chintz edged with wide pleated
ruffles and topped by decorative wood
cornices painted a darker blue. The
glass curtains are dainty ruffled tie-
backs made of white point d’esprit.

If you have been following the devel-
opment of our little Colonial house
which we are producing in miniature
room by room, you will be glad to know
that the guest room will be shown in
the next issue of this magazine.
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A New MYSTERY Fan

MYSTERY Editor,
Tower Magazines, Inc.,
55 Fifth Ave.,

New York City.

Dear Editor:

“The Girl No One Knew” is
the most exciting story | have
ever read. | see that it ends
in the February issue, and |
am writing this letter to ask
you for more stories like it. |
never read mystery stories be-
fore, but after starting “The
Girl No One Knew,” | bought
every issue of your magazine.
I didn’t miss an installment.

I certainly vote Henry Kit-
chell Webster my favorite
writer. It's his fault that | am
now an ardent mystery story
fan. | shall read every story
of his I can find from now

ers!

writer is.

TERY Editor,

UL,
Yours for more “Girls No One Knew.”
Sincerely,
Mrs. Ida M. Katch,
Detroit, Michigan.

Let's Argue

Tower Magazines, Inc.,

55 Fifth Ave.,

New York City.

To the MYSTERY Editor:

If you could arrange a debate between those two
great men who appeared in the January issue of MYS-
TERY Magazine, Commissioner Mulrooney and Sax
Rohmer, you could fill Madison Square Garden with
ardent mystery lovers.

“The Mystery of the Locked Room” was the most
fascinating story | have ever read, and while | agree
with Sax Rohmer’'s solution of the murder, | admire
Commissioner Mulrooney as one of the greatest police
commissioners the city of New York has ever known.
I, for one, would go any distance to hear these two out-
standing men debate on the question of how Isidore
Fink met his death.

This is still such an open mystery in the minds of
American people, that | believe if you promoted such a
debate, it would be the sensational event of the year.

Mary Lyons,
New York City.

A new department for mystery read-
Write your opinions and sug-
gestions for MYSTERY Magazine
every month. Tell us what story you
like best—who your favorite mystery
For every letter published
on this page we will pay one dollar.
And, remember, if you don't like this
magazine, say so! Write to the MY S-
Tower Magazines,
Inc,, 55 Fifth Ave., New York City.

Take Your Pick

Tower Magazines, Inc.,

Dear MYSTERY
Editor:
I vote for “The Man With

the Rubber Face” as the best
mystery story you have ever
published. | can't wait for the
next issue to appear to see
what will happen to John
Cabot and Larry Kilraine. By
the way, | like Viola Le May
much better than Mary Sar-
gent. Can't you tell Mr. Bed-
ford-Jones to have John Cabot
fall in love with her instead of
Mary Sargent? | disagree
that Viola Le May could have
any evil influence over John
Cabot. She's my favorite.
Frank, Strechy,
San Francisco, California.

They Found a Friend

MYSTERY Editor,
Tower Magazines, Inc.,
55 Fifth Ave.,

New York City.

| have been an ardent mystery story fan for years.
My husband and | have collected every outstanding
mystery novel ever written, and have many first edi-
tions of the famous French mystery classics in our
library. We were well acquainted with Sherlock
Holmes and Watson, Philo Vance, Farmer Brown, and
the numerous other famous detective characters. But
in all our experience, we have never found a more de-
lightful and amazing character than Simeon Graves,
Walter Ripperger's criminal lawyer who appeared in
your excellent magazine in “The Severed Hand,” and
sctarting the series called “The Weird Murders of Mr.

arn.”

Here is a real detective story character that should
become famous in the near future. Mr. Ripperger's
stories are exciting and unique, combining all the ele-
ments of real mystery and suspense.

My husband and | already consider Simeon Graves
an indispensable friend—and look forward eagerly to
his further adventures.

Very sincerely yours,
Mrs. Edward Hines,
Chicago, lllinois.
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