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But you can buy
and be..

Like a Parisienne, you can set hearts on fire if
you use the lure French women never neglect

. an exciting, seductive perfume. Such is
IRRESISTIBLE PERFUME. This mysteriously exotic
fragrance stirs senses...thrills...awakens love.
It makes you divinely exciting, glamorous,
utterly irresistible.

Try all the Irresistible Beauty Aids...each has
some special feature that gives you glorious
new loveliness. Irresistible Lip Lure melts into
your lips leaving no trace of paste or film...
just soft, warm, ripe, red, indelible color that
makes your lips beg for kisses. Four gorgeous
shades to choose from. Irresistible Face Powder
is so satin-fine and clinging that it absolutely
hides small blemishes and gives you a skin
that invites caresses.

Irresistible Beauty Aids are guaranteed to
be of purest, finest quality... like $1 or $2
preparations. Be irresistible tonight...buy
IRRESISTIBLE BEAUTY AIDS today...full size pack-
ages only 10" each at your 5 and 10<$ store.

Beautu diets

FIFTH AVENUE * NEW YORK



Graceful girl... lovely manners...

he's as gracious as she is grace-

ful. She is intelligent...friendly.
It's just too bad that the shadow of
neglected teeth makes most people
overlook her natural charm.

Yet sympathy is really misplaced.
She ought to know better. The
“pink” that appears on her tooth
brush and dims the natural lustre
of her teeth ought to warn her that
brushing the teeth is not enough.
Those tender gums say that gingivi-
tis, Vincent'sdisease, even pyorrhea,
may be just around the corner.

TUNE IN "TOWN HALLTONIGHT" AND HEAR
THE IPANA TROUBADOURS WEDNESDAY EVES.
-WEAF AND ASSOCIATED N. B. C. STATIONS

| PA N A

TOOTH PASTE

but her teeth are dingy, her gums tender!

jDcrnd/- /& /
PINK TOOTH BRUSH
ROB YOU OF YOUR CHARM

IPANA is needed

Modern soft foods that give our
gums no work or stimulation are
often responsible for our gum
troubles. But in spite of our daily
menus—it is possible to have spark-
ling teeth and firm, healthy gums.

Ipana and massage is the way.
Clean your teeth with Ipana twice
a day. And after each brushing,
massage a little extra Ipana into
your gums with your fingertip or
brush. The massage and the ziratol
in Ipana help tone and fortify the
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gum walls. Start with Ipana today
and keep “pink tooth brush” out of
your life.

DON'T TAKE CHANCES!

A good tooth paste, like a good
dentist, is never a luxury

BRISTOL-MYERS CO.. Dept. Y .114
73 West Street, New York, N. Y

Kindly send me a trial tube of IPANA
TOOTH PASTE. Enclosed is a 3C stamp
to cover partly the cost of packing and mailing.

Name.

Street

City. Stat3.



ONE OF THE TOWER MAGAZINES
Catherine McNelis—Publisher

DURBIN LEE HORNER HUGH RYAN MARY MARSHALL
Managing Editor Art Director Director of Home Service
VOL. Xv NO. 5 Cover Design by Harold Woolridge NOVEMBER, 1934

SPECIAL FEATURES

What Your Favorite Authors Are Like......... .coocveeiens 19
The Terrible Williamsons....................... By D. E. Wheeler 36

THE WORLD'S BEST MYSTERY FICTION

The Riddle of the Marble Blade... ..By Stuart Palmer 20
The Lisping Man ...By Vincent Starrett 24
At the End of the Alley Was a Door. .y Frederick Nebel 28
THE Her Husband’s Friend....... By Henry Lacossitt 32
The Well-Known Works.. By James Edward Grant 38

RlDDLE Seven Meant Death ...By Walter F. Ripperger 40
OF THE GOSSIP FROM WASHINGTON

MARBLE Off the ReCOrd........ccveveeeieeeeeen By John Alexander 23
BLADE STARTLING REAL-LIFE MYSTERIES

By STUART PALMER A Talkative Man..

Murder on Horseback.

Another adventure with Hil- Not a Professional
Little Book of Strange Crimes
degarde Withers, the school-

ma’am detective, and the girl who
was too curious for her own good. EXC'T'NG DEPARTMENTS
| Go Sleuthing, 6; What Goes into the Stuffing. 10; Home

Builders’ Question Box, 12; Line-Up, 14; Christmas Gifts to
Make, 16; What Next in Hair Styles, 44; Make-up Box, 66

PAGE 20 IN THIS ISSUE

Besides these outstanding features, there is another new,
complete, book-length novel in this issue—

THE MAD MURDER PARTY =By Colver Harris,

Published Monthly by TOWER MAGAZINES, Inc. 4600 Diversey Avenue, Chicago, 111

Executive and Editorial Offices: 9 Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y. . . Home office: 22 No. Franklin St., Wilkes-Barre, Pa.
Copyright, 1934 (Title Reg. U. S. Pat. Off.) by Tower Magazines,
| the United Stat d_Canad: Subscripti
OFFICERS e U oA e 0 S ear s 8 Copy: in Canada. 5560 ‘& __ADVERTISING OFFICES
- f luding duty, 30 f t $2.00
Catherine McNelis, president yz%i'a'&,%y“ '"E% Cred s Setomatdias maties Septomner o, 1995 ot the % Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y.
. Post Office at Chicago, 111, under the Act of March 3. 1879. Printed cago, 111
John P. MCNe|IS, Vice-President in u.bs. A. Nulld“ngg lL\al aplgelalrs in THE MVSTEIfY MAGAZINE 919 No. _';:j"_(:hlgan AVE., (?‘hl o,
t t t, without Cal
Theodore Alexander, Treasurer  Toverwimes [ SO O P o prmin,  Russ Building, San Francisco, Cal.

Marie L F IStOne, secretary unsolicited manuscripts, and they will not be returned unless 7046 Hollywood Blvd., Hollywood, Cal

accompanied by stamped, self-addressed envelopes. Owners submit-
ting unsolicited manuscripts assume all risk of their loss or damage.

ON SALE AT WOOLWORTH STORES AND NEWSSTANDS THE FIRST OF EVERY MONTH

4



Claudette Cobert

Let’shope Betty removes daytime make-up Hollywood’s
way— guards against unattractive Cosmetic Skin

STAR OF

BEAUTY sleep’s important
—for you and for your skin,
too. So don’'t go to bed with
daytime make-up clogging your
pores —spoiling your beauty.
Many a girl who thinks she
removes cosmetics thoroughly
leaves bits of stale rouge and pow-
der still in the pores. It is this
choking of the pores that causes
unattractive Cosmetic Skin.
Look closely in your mirror

PARAMOUNT'S 'CLEOPATRA"
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now. Do you see enlarged pores,
tiny blemishes—blackheads, per-
haps — warning signals of this
modern complexion trouble?
Then it's time to start using
gentle Lux Toilet Soap—Holly-
wood’s beauty care!

Cosmetics Harmless if
removed this way

Lux Toilet Soap is made to re-
move cosmetics thoroughly. Its
ACTIVE lather sinks deeply into
the pores, swiftly carries away
every vestige of dust, dirt, stale
cosmetics.

Before you put on fresh make-
up during the day —ALWAYS
before you go to bed at night, use
Lux Toilet Soap—the gentle care
that for years has guarded Holly-
wood'’s priceless complexions.

In this way you can protect
your skin—keep it lovely!



| Go Sleuthing

A new kind of department for new writers.

Do you know any true, unsolved, “unwritten

mysteries”? This magazine will pay 8100 apiece for the best solution submitted each
month! Below is this month’s prize winner! How aboutyou? See page 86 for contest rules.

“l GO SLEUTHING”
WINNER FOR
NOVEMBER

«

MARGARET
ANDERSON
CHARLOTTE, N.C.

Normally, when 1

find myself almost

in the very center

of some nerve-wracking

situation, | am able to

keep my wits momenta-

rily and later I become in-

tensely jittery until the

mshock passes. It's like find-

ing yourself suddenly in a

tight place while driving

an  automobile, keeping

your head until the crisis is

over, and then, after all
danger is gone, succumbing

to the tenseness of the ex-
perience.

That was what happened

to me once when | was visit-
ing a friend who was doing
newspaper work in Chicago. As

it turned out, | was perhaps
the only one of the “principals”
present who felt no official
pressure at the time and con-
sequently 1 noticed things that
some of the others might possibly
have overlooked.

I had been in school with my
friend. After our graduation, we
corresponded and one Spring she
asked me to visit her. She was to
begin her vacation on Tuesday, but
I arrived on Sunday. Monday eve-
ning we went to dinner about six
o’clock. We had just left the hotel
and were standing on a corner wait-
ing for a cruising taxi when suddenly,
a terrific explosion blasted away the

ordinary noises of traffic and city
bustle. An earthquake couldn’'t have sounded worse.

For a moment, both of us stood stunned. | felt a
tingle of excitement course down my back, but this was
forgotten as my friend, yanking at my sleeve, started
on the run for the scene which apparently was just
around the block. We took a short cut through a slushy
alley and came out to find a crowd already in front
of a restaurant. The front was a shambles. Obviously,

the place had been bombed.
One side of the restaurant was on the alley through

I LIKE excitement.

Decorations by Robert Faicett

which we had run
and from windows
set high in the wall
on this side little
wisps of smoke curled
out through glass that
had been shattered by
the blast.
Several policemen al-
ready were pushing a
crowd back but my
friend exhibited her
press card and we edged
inside the lines. An am-
bulance rolled up with
screaming siren and then
took away a man who had
stumbled from the wreck-
age. Several others stood
about visibly excited. 1
guessed they had been diners
and had escaped injury only
because the dining salon was
set deep in the building,
whereas the explosion had
occurred very nearly at the
restaurant’s front.
One bystander at the edge of
the police lines stood just in
back of us.
“About ruined the place didn't
it?” he had commented.
My friend, seeking to get as much
from the story as possible, began
asking him questions. “Did you
see it?” she wanted to know.

I turned about and saw the fellow,
a wizened man, shake his head. “No.
I run the cafe in the next block up

there. Tough on this man. He just

opened up.”
“l saw it,” said a man next to the

one who had spoken.
Immediately my friend pounced on
him.  “What happened?” she wanted
to know.
"l was standing over there,” he said,
“on the corner. | wasn't paying much
attention but just before the explosion
I saw a man about six feet tall hurry off
in that direction.” He pointed down the
street. “Then, in about ten seconds, X suppose, the

front end of the restaurant blew out.”
“Did you see the man throw anything in the front

of the place?” . i
He said he didn't. In fact, he said, he had paid

little attention at the time. i
| appraised the man in the street light and he seemed

to be telling the truth. Then, | thought perhaps 1
could help in gathering a little color, so | turned to the
man who had first spoken. (Please turn to page 67).
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DUST
on the
FLOOR

A famous true-life mystery drama—
complete on this page. The Episode
of the Wagging Tongues.

OSSIP seldom accomplishes a useful purpose.

Born largely of jealousy, it usually does more

harm than good. But always there are excep-

tions. The gossip about the clothes Ethel Le
Neve was wearing was one. Without it the perpe-
trator of one of England’'s most sensational crimes
might have gone unpunished.

Ethel Le Neve was the petite and comely secretary
of Dr. Alfred Crippen, a London physician, whose mar-
riage to an American woman of means had long since
grown cold. For appearance sake Crippen and his wife
continued to share the same roof. But those acquaint-
ances who knew of the ardent attention the physician
paid his young secretary, often wondered how long
it would be before the final break came between hus-
band and wife.

They sensed it had arrived when the doctor an-
nounced that his wife had left England for a visit to
California. Over tea cups they shook their heads
knowingly and intimated that it was not for the climate
alone that she had gone.

And then, several months later, Crippen announced
that he had received word from the States of the sud-
den death of his wife. The statement was accepted
on its face value, for, after all, there was no reason
to doubt its authenticity.

But later, doubt commenced to make its presence
felt, and tongues which had wagged only in private,
did so openly. For Ethel Le Neve invariably accom-
panied by the doctor, was seen in public wearing clothes
known to have been Mrs. Crippen’s.

If Mrs. Crippen had gone to California, as her hus-
band claimed she had, why had she not taken her
clothes with her? And if she had not gone, what had
happened to her? Had some grim fate befallen her?

The gossips asked themselves these questions, asked
them over and over again until at length Scotland Yard
found itself interested in the answers.

To Detective Albert Young of the Criminal Investi-
gation Division, went the task of piercing the veil of
mystery. He called upon Dr. Crippen and bluntly
asked for an explanation.

The physician welcomed him graciously. He was
glad the detective had come, he said, for he, too, had
heard the gossip which was going about, and found
it particularly embarrassing. No, Mrs. Crippen had
not gone to California. The story that she had, and
that she had died there, was one of his own concoctions,
he frankly admitted. There had been a marital dis-
agreement between his wife and himself, he told Young,
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The house of Dr. Grippen, in London.

and his wife had left him, leaving all her belongings
behind. He had told the “California story,” he ex-
plained, to suppress, if possible, the scandal he felt
certain would result if the truth was known.

He spoke in a straight-forward, conscientious man-
ner; but as Young came away instinct told him that
there was more in back of the strange disappearance
of Mrs. Crippen than, had been admitted. The detec-
tive had a feeling that something sinister had happened
to the woman and that her husband knew what it was
and had had a hand in it

If such was the case, then, he realized, the doctor’s
home would be the logical place to seek a clue. Accord-
ingly, he had the physician trailed and when, a few
nights later, word was flashed to him at the Yard that
Dr. Crippen was spending the evening out, he hastened
there and forced an entrance.

Methodically and painstakingly, he went through the
dwelling, from attic to cellar. Nothing escaped his
alert gaze, but nothing suspicious revealed itself until
he was about to abandon the basement. Then it was
that his eyes were attracted to a dust-like covering on
the tile floor. Examining it more closely, he discovered
that it was a thin layer of pulverized mortar, and
that beneath it there were cracks in the floor. Instinct
told him that the surface had recently been disturbed.

The grim significance of his discovery was not lost
upon Young. Hurriedly he summoned two subordinates
and with shovel and pick they commenced tearing up
the flooring.

Several feet beneath the tiling they came upon the
horribly mutilated body of a woman—the body of Mrs.
Crippen. The mystery surrounding her disappearance
had been solved.

But her husband had vanished. Nowhere in London
was he to be found. And so, as is the custom in such
cases, his description was broadcast throughout the
length and breadth of the British Isles and upon the
Continent. Also, for the first time in criminal history
—the murder took place a score of years ago—the wire-
less carried it to ships at sea.

And from a vessel In mid-Atlantic, bound for Canada,
came word that the fugitive doctor was aboard. Young,
accompanied by other detectives from Scotland Yard,
boarded a swifter liner and raced to Canada. They
arrived ahead of Crippen and arrested him when he
landed.

Because of gossip his “perfect crime” had turned
out to be a very imperfect one indeed. And because
of the self-same gossip he swung from the gallows.



A famous true-life mystery drama— complete on this page.

The

Episode of the Careful Detectives.

By a

HAIR

N a foggy morning in October, 1930, United

States Coast Guardsmen boarded the Ashing

smack Phoenix 1V, which had been sighted drift-

ing aimlessly with the tide off Point Higgins,
Alaska, and found George Marshall, an aged Ash buyer,
lying dead in a pool of blood on deck.

His skull was crushed in. There was a bullet hole
in his toe, and clutched in his clenched Ast were several
black hairs from the head of the murderer.

“He’s holding on to them as though he did not want
to part with them even in death,” remarked the grizzled
Coast Guard Captain.

All about the deck were evidences that the old man
had not surrendered his life without a Aerce struggle.
It was in complete disorder. In. the tiny cabin below
were further evidences of the vain Aght he had waged
to protect his life. On the Aoor, open and empty, lay a
small iron safe—proving that robbery was the motive
for the murder. Nearby was a broken hack-saw blade.

It was a case for the Special Agents of the Division
of Investigation of the United States Department of
Justice to solve.

Embedded in the deck they found the bullet which
had pierced the murdered man's toe. It was a thirty-
eight. They also identiAed the broken hack-saw blade
as one of a number which had been stolen, along with
other accessories, from the Sunny Point Cannery some
weeks before. And then, questioning settlers in the
vicinity of Point Higgins, they learned that two men,
Bert McDonald and Lloyd Close, had been seen Ashing
in the vicinity on the day of the murder.

They smiled grimly when they were informed that
Close was suspected of being
implicated in the Cannery rob-
bery. And they had even more
reason to smile when, checking
his past, they discovered he had
a criminal record.

Promptly they descended
upon his boat, then moored at
the City Float, at Ketchikan.

He was not aboard, but his
absence did not balk the Fed-
eral man-hunters. They ran-
sacked every nook and corner
of the vessel. They overlooked
nothing, and when they were
through they had a good por-
tion of the Sunny Point Can-
nery loot and a wicked-looking

An Alaskan fishing
boat, similar to the
Phoenix 1V.

thirty-eight caliber revolver to show for their efforts.

“We'll pack this gat off to a ballistics man and see
if he can make it talk,” declared one of the Special
Agents. “Seeing it's a thirty-eight, it may have quite
ahshory to relate about the sudden demise of old Mar-
shall.”

“And we'll And out what Close has to say about all
this,” the other rejoined.

Close was taken into custody. He admitted the Can-
nery robbery, admitted, too, that the thirty-eight cali-
ber revolver was his, but he denied having murdered
old man Marshall. The Government men listened to
his story, and then had him lodged in jail to await
the report of the ballistics expert.

“You noticed his hair, of course,” one of the Agents
asked his partner, as they left the jail.

“You bet 1 did. It's the same color as the hair
clutched in old Marshall’'s hand—black.”

The ballistics report came in in due time, and it re-
vealed that Close’s revolver had Ared the bullet which
pierced the old Ash buyer’'s shoe. Another link in the
chain of damaging evidence against the prisoner was
accordingly forged.

Damaging evidence, but not complete enough for the
Federal man, taught to get the sort of evidence that
will stand up in court. There was one Aaw in what, to
the layman, might have appeared an open-and-shut
case. When subjected to the ultra-violet ray—the black
light, as the laboratory sleuths call it— Close’s hair,
although black, did not show up in the same manner
as the hair which had been clutched in the hand of
the murdered man.

So, while Close lodged in jail, the Special Agents
sought the trail of Bert McDonald, the other man who
had been seen Ashing in the vicinity of Point Higgins
on the fateful day that Marshall’s life was snuffed out.
The trail led from Alaska to Idaho, then back to Alaska,
and Anally to Portland, Oreg., where McDonald was
arrested and confessed the crime. To guard against
all possibility of the confession being retracted later
on, the ultra-violet ray was again brought into use,
and McDonald's hairs were found to tally perfectly
with those Marshall had grasped in his death struggle.

McDonald had stolen Close’s revolver, killed with it,
and then replaced it. He believed he had committed
a perfect crime. But he overlooked the hairs and the
fact that science is one of the most valuable allies of
the Federal man-hunters, and was sentenced to life im-
prisonment in the McNiel Island Federal Penitentiary
as a result.

International
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WITH A WALTZ
IN yOUR HEART

Surrender to the happy seduction
of Ernst Lubitsch’s most glorious
picture holiday! When Alaurice
Chevalier with delicious gaiety
flirts, sings,. conquers Jeanette
MacDonald, the rich and merry
widow, it's your big new screen
thrill! Because Frans Lehar’s
romance is the greatest operetta
of our time M=G=M has spared
Kei P bl In the hush of a
no expense to make it memorably lilac® perfumed
magnificent! With the stars and night to the soft
director of /7The Love Parade sobbing of gypsy
violins . . . they
danced the dance
of love . . .the

"Merry Widow
Walts”.

HmlIM |1

ERNST ITTU SC Prcjucticxi -eA
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W hat Goes Into the
STUFFING?

Give your family a delicious new turkey stuffing of your
own invention as a treat for Thanksgiving dinner

Tower photo

Crackers, bread, noodles, tapioca, or other starchy food serve
as the basis for your stuffing with other ingredients added to

suit your own personal taste

to add to the enjoyment of eating the holiday

bird. But don't forget that you or any other

home cook can turn your inventive genius to ac-
count by devising a special stuffing with a tempting
quality ail its own. To do this successfully you must
realize that there are just four different kinds of
stuffing, as follows: (1) Those in which bread crumbs
are used as a basis with the addition of desired amount
of liquid, fat and seasonings; (2) Those in which some
other starchy food, such as cooked rice, cornmeal,
noodles, are used in place of the bread crumbs; (3)
Those in which some agreeably flavored delicacy such
as chestnuts or oysters are used in combination with
the bread or starch and; (4) fruit stuffings.

The most usual turkey stuffing belongs to the first
class, and a good basic recipe calls for the following
ingredients: 2 cups dry bread crumbs, % cup hot water,
Yi cup melted butter or other fat, with % teaspoon salt

PRAISE be to the cook who first invented stuffing

10

in texture and flavor.

and other seasonings to suit the individual taste.

To make a richer dressing use less water and more
melted butter or omit water entirely and use from %
to % cup melted butter. Finely chopped suet, bacon or
salt pork may be used in place of the butter. Hot milk
may be used instead of water and an egg may be added.
Cracker crumbs may be substituted for the bread
crumbs— % cup cracker crumbs taking the place of 1
cup dried bread crumbs. Some sort of onion flavoring
is almost essential—minced raw onion, onion salt, onion
juice or minced onion first sauted in butter. A little
garlic may be acceptable. Other agreeable seasonings
are summer savory, and sage or a combination of herbs
known as poultry seasoning. Chopped nuts, celery,
seedless raisins and chopped minced pepper may pro-
duce other appetizing variations.

Of the cereal stuffings, corn meal is the most usual
or at least the most historic as it was used in New
England in the Puritan days (Please turn to page 69)
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Wide World

A street scene in Whitechapel, London.

mon, London, toward dawn of a New Year's
morning some years ago came upon the body of
a man lying in a clump of bushes.

In the dim light the officer thought at first that here
was a citizen who had celebrated the passing of the old
year in too lusty a fashion and decided the bushes were
as goo*d a spot as any in which to “sleep it off.”

But the moment he flashed on his torch he realized
he had been horribly mistaken. The man was dead, and
murder was obvious, for a blood-stained silk handker-
chief covered his crushed skull, and there were knife
wounds in his chest.

A thumb-worn notebook in the slain man’'s pocket
identified him as John Meeks, a collector of White-
chapel, but aside from the handkerchief, which was of a
cheap variety, such as could be purchased in scores
of London stores, there appeared to be no clues to the
murderer. That is, until Detective Alfred Ward of
Scotland Yard appeared on the scene.

“We need to look for a left-handed man, a strong,
left-handed man,” he announced after a careful in-
spection of the body. “He is the murderer.”

The Constable’s expression indicated that he was
skeptical, but the expression vanished as Ward, point-
ing to the knife wounds, explained, “Their position is
such that only a left-handed man could have possibly
inflicted them. And they are deep, which shows he
was a strong man.”

But to find the right left-handed man in a city the
size of London appeared to be an even more difficult
task than the finding of the proverbial needle in the
haystack.

Ward, however, had tackled seemingly insurmount-
able tasks before, so he was not dismayed by the one
which now confronted him.

First, he had the corpse propped up in the morgue
and a photograph taken of the slain man. He needed
the picture because Clapham Commons is a good distance
from Whitechapel, and he realized that the odds were
about even that Meeks and his murderer had taken a
cab to get there.

Several days of visiting cab companies, talking with
drivers, and showing them the photograph proved he
was correct. A cabbie was found who recalled picking
up Meeks and another man.

“He was a big fellow, sir, big and husky-looking,”
the cabbie declared.

Ward smiled knowingly, and his smile broadened into
a grin when the cabbie recalled the corner at which his
fares had hailed him. But the identity of the strong

n CONSTABLE patrolling his beat in Clapham Com-
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A Talkative

MAN

A famous true-life mystery drama—
complete on this page. The Episode
of the Double Mistake.

man was still just as much a mystery as before.

In an effort to establish who he was, Ward took the
blood-stained silk handkerchief and began the rounds
of the laundries of Whitechapel with it. Again it was
several days before he had the information he sought.
It came from a Chinaman, who claimed the handker-
chief resembled one which had once been left with
him to be laundered by a man named August Stein.
The celestial was not nositive it was Stein’s handker-
chief, but Ward wasn't overlooking any bets.

“He’s a little man, isn’'t he?” the detective asked.

The Chinaman shook his head negatively. “No, he
big man,” he said.

To the spot where the cabbie had picked up his
two fares, a lonely corner deep in the heart of White-
chapel, the detective now hastened and there for a week
he loitered, watching everyone who passed, studying
them, seeking the murderer of John Meeks.

And Anally he spotted a man who answered the de-
scription given by the cabbie and the Chinese laundry-
man. It was nearing midnight when Ward saw him
slink slyly out of the shadows and enter an old, dilapi-
dated house. Instead of accosting him immediately, as
many a less clever detective would have done, Ward
hung back in the shadows and waited for a light to
flash on in the house. Then he moved silently forward
and peered into the lighted window, for he wanted to
be certain of one more thing before he took the man
into custody. And when he saw him pick up a comb
from the cheap dresser, he was certain of it. The
man used his left hand.

But while he was a big man and left-handed and
readily admitted his name was Stein, Ward realized
full well that as yet there was no definite evidence with
which the authorities could hope to convince a jury that
he was the murderer of John Meeks.

So, in arresting him, Ward booked him as a sus-
picious character and deliberately ushered him to a
cell without telling him the charge against him.

It was a truly clever move, and without it the previ-
ous brilliant work of Ward might have been for naught.
But once the cell door clanged shut upon him, Stein
supplied the missing link in the chain of evidence
against him. His conscience proved too much for him,
and, believing he had been charged with murder, he
pleaded to be allowed to make a statement. The
authorities were perfectly willing, of course, and in
hysterical tones he babbled forth the account of how
he had murdered Meeks in order to rob him of the few
pounds he possessed.

His first mistake was in murdering; his second, one
which many an adroit criminal has made, was in talk-
ing when he should have remained silent. And because
he did not, he went to jail for the remainder of his
days.
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HOME BUILDERS”
Question Box

A helpful department for home owners and home builders
conducted by Theodore Whitehead Davis, architect.

. We want to refinish our attic to make a playroom
for the children. It extends over the entire house and
has never been finished, as up to the present time it
has been used for storage. Will you suggest the least
expensive and best way to go about this?

A. Partition off the attic space where there is less
than 4' 6" or 5' 0" headroom. Cover the walls and ceil-
ings with wall board. If the attic has a rough floor
only cover it with rosin paper and lay finished floor.
Heat and light should be extended to this space, and
additional windows may be an advantage.

Q. We have a small early English house which we
built a few years ago. The downstairs walls are fin-
ished in rough plaster but as yet we have done nothing
to the bedroom walls. We would like to use chintz
design wall papers in these rooms but some of our
friends tell us that wall paper of that type is out of
place in an early English house. Is this so?

A. Wall paper was used in early English houses and
would be suitable as a wall decoration. Besides the
period designs of houses should not limit us to the
materials used when these houses were first built. If
so, we would have to leave out bathrooms, central heat-
ing, and many other conveniences. The use of these
designs of precedent are of an inspirational character.

Q. How often should a house be painted and can you
suggest some color combination that will not easily
show the dirt and smoke?

A. It is generally believed that a house should be
painted every three years properly to protect the wood
work. Buff and grays are often used where subject to
excessive dirt and smoke.

Q. Our cellar walls are whitewashed but it gets to
look so dingy. Is it possible to use paint over the
whitewash ?

A. Whitewash on cellar walls is generally recom-
mended. If the whitewash comes off readily it can be
mixed with white cement, salt and glue to make a very
permanent finish. If paint is desired the whitewash
should be entirely removed before painting.

Q. The sash cords on the windows in our house are
wearing out and need replacing. Would you advise
using sash chains instead of the cords?

A. Sash chains would certainly solve the problem in
your case. The disadvantage of using sash chains is
the noise from them when being operated. A good
grade of sash cord should last indefinitely so that in
your case it may be the fault of the pulleys.

" Q. When, repapering does it make a room warmer to
put up the new paper over the old?

A. The advantage as far as insulating value is con-
cerned is very doubtful. | would advise removing the
old paper in that it will mean a better job as far as
appearances are concerned.

Q. As our kitchen has only two small windows it

becomes extremely close and warm when the gas oven is
being used. There is a chimney in the kitchen formerly
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used for a coal stove. Would it be possible to have some
sort of device to carry off hot air from the gas stove
through the chimney? | have seen “hoods” over stoves
in hotel restaurants and wondered whether they are
ever used in private houses.

A. Most gas stoves are equipped with an outlet from
the oven that could be connected to the stove and
chimney with a vent pipe. A hood over the stove is
very practical if it has a vent pipe to carry the fumes
of cooking outside. There are small exhaust fans made
to be installed in walls and used in kitchens to remove
all smells and heat from cooking.

Q. We have a large house and are planning to con-
vert two rooms and bath into a small apartment which
we will rent to friends. Is there any way to treat the
walls and ceilings to prevent the sounds passing from
the rest of the house into the apartment? We are
going to redecorate the rooms but before doing it would
like to make any other changes that are necessary.

A. Walls and floors can be made practically sound-
proof in many ways, during construction. When the
sound deadening is applied afterward the problem is
more difficult. There are large companies that specialize
in filling walls with material that is either blown or
poured into the walls through small openings to fill
this need.

Q. We have started ivy growing on the side of our
stucco garage, as the stucco looks so bare without it.
I have been told that the ivy is likely to damage the
stucco and would like your advice on the subject.

A. lvy will not damage stucco by growing on the
outside of it. Of course if the stucco develops cracks
or has openings into which the ivy can grow it may
harm the stucco but this condition should not exist.
Properly applied masonry of any kind is not harmed
by ivy.

Q. We are planning to build a small house in Dutch
Colonial type of architecture. | am very anxious to
have metal frame casement windows. Will you please
tell me whether they would be appropriate for this type
of house?

A. Our older examples of Dutch Colonial houses gen-
erally had double-hung wooden windows. But in those
days they did not have metal casement windows as wc
have today. Inasmuch as we are looking for a style or
an atmosphere for our designs today, we are not limited
to the materials used in the older houses, so we may use
metal casements with very good results if they are well
proportioned.

The Home Builders’ Question Box, a new department
for readers of Mystery Magazine. Every home builder
hes a problem which a few words of expert advice will
often solve. If you would like to ask any questions on
home building problems, write to Tower "House Editor,
Mystery Magazine, 55 Fifth Avenue, New York, N: Y.,
and the answers to your questions will appear in a
future issue of this megazine.
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M urder

on Horseback

A famous true-life mystery drama—complete on

this page.

IGH among the pine-clad mountains of the

White River Indian Reservation, in Arizona,

in the Summer of 1931, murder raised its ugly

head to snuff out the life of a white girl, Hen-
rietta Schmerler, who, armed with a Columbia Uni-
versity scholarship to engage in anthropological
research, had journeyed west to study the tribal habits
ar?d customs of the once-fierce Apaches, who dwelt
there.

Dressed in full Indian squaw’s regalia, she left her
cabin toward dusk one night to attend a tribal dance
at Canyon Dey, seven miles away. Five days later her
lifeless body was found half-concealed in the dry wash
of a canyon, known as Muddy Draw. Her clothes had
been all but torn from her frail body; her face and
arms were grim evidences of the fact that she had
been stoned, and in her neck was a jagged knife
wound.

White authorities of the reservation shook their
heads sadly as they gazed down at her still form. They
believed her murder would remain forever unsolved,
for they knew the Spartan-like will of the redskins
well enough to know that they would be as silent about
the crime as the pine-clad mountains among which it
was committed.

And so it seemed until Special Agent J. A. Street
of the Division of Investigation of the U. S. Depart-
ment of Justice, was assigned to the case. Former
trapper, cowboy, and western sheriff, he knew in-
timately the ways and customs of the stoical Indians.
And more important still, he knew their superstitions.

He made a tireless search of the canyon where Miss
Schmerler's body had been found, and there he dis-
covered something which the others had overlooked—
the murdered girl’s fountain pen. It had been stepped
on and crushed by a horse’s hoof® To Street, it meant
that the murderer had been on horseback.

It wasn't much to go on in a country where horse-
back is the chief means of transportation, but it was
the only clue to the mystery.

So, for several weeks, Street rode the range, mingled
with the Indians, listened much, and said little.
And finally he learned that on the afternoon of the
murder Miss Schmerler had asked a certain Apache
for a horse, so that she might attend the dance.

The Apache, Golney Seymour, had not been under
suspicion before, and there was no evidence that he
had complied with the white girl's request. But when
Street checked up and learned that Seymour had but
one horse and had ridden to the dance on it, he smiled
grimly. He believed he had his man, but how to prove
it was something else again.

Knowing well the reticent nature of the Apaches,
he realized Seymour would admit nothing. He would
adhere to the old Apache maxim of “Indian no talk,
white man find out nothing.”

And so he decided to play upon the superstitions
of the suspect. It was his one chance of obtaining
a confession.
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The Episode of the Colorless Water.

Golney Seymour.

He ordered Seymour to be brought in.

“Sit there,” he told him, indicating a chair.

The Indian seated himself. His manner was defiant
and confident. His eyes were expressionless.

Street studied him. He did not speak for several
moments. When he did it was in a slow, drawling
southern accent.

“Seymour,” he said, “you killed the white girl.”

The Apache’s expression did not change, as he re-
plied, “I no Kill her.”

“1 know you did. | have talked with her spirit.”

Still the Indian did not flicker an eyelash.

Street studied him again, then reached into his
pocket and pulled forth a small bottle of colorless liquid.
He sprinkled some of it on his own hands. It re-
mained as colorless as water. Next he told the Apache
to hold out his hands. Methodically, the Indian did
so. His face was a mask. Street sprinkled a few
drops of the colorless liquid on his bronzed skin, and
then settled back in his seat.

“On the evening of the tribal dance,” the Federal
man continued in a husky monotone, “you came to the
white girl’'s house on horseback and she asked you to
lend her a horse to go to the dance.

“You replied that you had only one horse, but that
she could ride with you. Then, a little after sundown,
you went to her home again and she got on the horse
in front of you.”

Street paused a moment and surveyed the Indian.
His expression was still a blank one.

“When you arrived in the little canyon you pulled
her off the horse,” the Federal agent went on. His
voice was harsh now. His words had a snap to them.
The southern drawl had vanished. “You assaulted
her and then you killed her with a rock and a knife.”

Seymour shifted uneasily. He knew the murder
had been committed in a lonely spot, unseen by anyone.
Yet here was a white man unfolding a faithful picture
of the tragic events of the fateful night. He was,
as he had said, communing with the dead.

“1 nNo------- ” the Apache commenced, but Street, rising
to his feet, interrupted him.

“Look,” the Federal man snapped, “the murdered
girl’s blood is on your hands.”

Seymour looked down. His hands were covered with
crimson smears. His eyes widened and his jaw dropped
as though he were seeing a ghost. A few minutes later
he had signed a cold, matter-of-fact confession.

Street had realized that, with one horse, the only .
way Seymour could have taken the white girl to the
dance was by having her ride with him. It had enabled
him to surmise what happened at the canyon.

But even then a confession, bringing with it life
imprisonment for the murder, would not have been
forthcoming had he not been familiar with Apache
superstitions, and known, too, that their diet gives
their skins an acid reaction, so that, when colorless
orcin, derived from lichens, comes in contact with
them, it turns bloodlike.
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A real department for Mystery
readers! Write your opinions and
suggestions for M ystery M agazine
every month. Tell us what story
you like best—who your favorite
mystery writer is. For every let-
ter published we will pay one dol-
lar?  And, remember, if you don't like
this magazine, be frank to say so! Write
to the Mystery Editor, Tower Magazines,
Inc., 55 Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y.

Six Reasons

PHILADELPHIA, PA.—I1 wused to be an avid
reader of mystery and detective stories, but they all
became so similar that | stopped wasting the money
on them.

Then the other day when confronted with a wait
of about an hour in a dental office, | decided to run
out and buy a magazine. It was Mystery. Boy, oh, boy,
the quality and quantity of stories for ten cents nearly
made my eyes pop. It kept me interested for more
than an hour you can bet.

But may | make a few suggestions:

1. Almost the sole interest in a detective story lies
in the unraveling of the plot. Now if we already
know who the culprit is at the beginning of the story,
as in “Thirty Hours with a Corpse,” our interest lags
immediately. Would enjoy more stories like “Four
Men Loved a Woman” ; “A Rare Room for Murder”;
“The Man Who Hated Rats.” These have an interesting
and new slant on clues.

2. How about a few “ghost” and “riddle” stories
that really chill your blood and spell MYSTERY in capital
letters. The type like Poe’'s “Fall of the House of
Usher.”

The “Strange Affair at the Middlebrooks” was ter-
ribly disappointing.  There was nothing *“strange”
about it except how such a trite story found its way
into your magazine.

3. “Off the Record,” and the racket expose, “Don’t
Let Them Rob You,” are intriguing because of their
novelty, also the part in “Little Book of Strange
Crimes” which tests one’s memory of past notorious
events. The startling real-life mysteries are inter-
esting but there are too many of them. Why not omit
some of them and add another short story.

4. “1 Go Sleuthing” is great! So are some letters
in “The Line-Up.” Some of the others are either staff
written or of the “your magazine is the most wonder-
ful—now please send me the dollar” type. Would like
to see more of the constructively critical type.

5. Why must stories like “The Two Who Smiled”
be set in France and England with unpronounceable
French names and phrases. There are thousands of
interesting places in America we would like to see
stories set in, such as: Grand Canyon; geysers in
National Park, etc.

6. Could we have a story every once in so often of
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the S. S. Van Dine type?
and makes you use your own head
author’s for a change.

After all that | suppose you'll wonder what isn’t
wrong with the magazine, but I really do like it, and

The kind that is literary
instead of the

of course “what's one man’s meat is another man’s
poison.”

So yours for a continued top-notch Mystery
magazine. Carlos N. Eggelston

Now, Mr. Eggelston Said

NEW YORK, N. Y.—Hulbert Footner’'s new stories
of Edda Manby are the best I've read in your magazine.
They're modern, very plausible, and have quick action.
Keep them up! However, I've a criticism to make. In
the August issue of Mystery, the photographs of Edda
Manby pictures her as a beautiful blonde, which she is,
according to Mr. Footner. In the September issue she
is an altogether different person and has dark hair.
Why not have the same models pose for the same char-
acters every month. It would certainly make the
stories more convincing.

This is the only flaw I've discovered in your other-
wise perfect magazine. It's the best I've ever read.

Dorothy Loewe

Safe and Sane, and—Thrilling!

LINCOLN PARK, N. J—How rapidly Mystery
Magazine has taken the lead in its field. 1 have occa-
sion as an investigator to visit a great many homes
during the course of a day. In at least two out of five
homes | find a copy of Mystery Magazine. Goodness
knows how many of the other homes have them and
| don't see them. Being a constant reader of the
magazine myself | asked several parties what they
thought of the magazine. | have yet to hear anyone
:peak ill of it. From children who are just learning to
read to grandma and grandpa the magazine is in-
teresting.

| can pretty nearly guess a person’s character from
the books and magazines they read and when | see a
copy of Mystery Magazine in a home | know they
are people who enjoy the best things in life and know
good reading when they see it.
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As far as the children are concerned | know of sev-
eral parents who won't allow their children to look
at any other mystery or detective magazine but
Mystery Magazine itself.

Marjorie Donovan

Sporty Editors

TOPEKA, KANSAS.—Well,
very thing that T had said | would never do, and
that is, write a “fan letter.” It had always appeared
sort of disgusting to me to see a fan letter that was
simply “gushing with dripping honey and flowery
praises” for some something or some so and so, but
since | have been reading your Mystery Magazine
I thought it quite appropriate to write to you and
congratulate you on your wonderful magazine. 1 like
it immensely and do enjoy reading its very enter-
taining stories and novels and your very helpful and
most interesting articles concerning crime.

I also think you grand sports to publish the criti-
cisms as well as the compliments in your “Line-Up.”

I would not change Mystery Magazine One par-
ticle as it is a fully entertaining and enjoyable book,
and costs just one thin dime!

I personally like my old friend Stuart Palmer and
loved the “House of Sleep” for the novel and the
“Riddle of the Forty Naughty Girls” for the story.

All | can say now is to “keep up the good work.”

Cecilia Fritton

here I am doing the

How Hollywood Galls

NEW HAVEN, CONN.—I've been reading your
“Line-Up” and | quite agree with your readers that
your magazine is the best ten cents worth on the
market. However, there is one point in which you are
inconsistent, and that is in your illustrations.

In the July issue, the heroine of “The Man with the
Crooked Finger,” Edda Manby, is a very beautiful
and clever blonde. In the September issue she is an
equally beautiful and clever brunette, and this is not
a case of hair-dyeing, for the girls in the pictures are
entirely different. Personally, | prefer the blonde.

The same thing happened in the June and July
issues. The Miss Withers of “The Riddle of the Blue-
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blood Murders” is a different Miss Withers from the
one who so cleverly solves “The Riddle of the Forty
Naughty Girls.”

This, however, is the only fault |1 have to find with
your magazine, and | especially enjoy your book-length
novels. Josephine McKean

A Wise Storekeeper

JERSEY CITY, N. J—I1 read your magazine for
the first time, while living in Florida, and have been
a constant reader since.

I wouldn’'t miss Mystery as long as it is possible
for me to buy it. That ought to express my liking
for your magazine. Perhaps | should have said, our
liking, as my husband is as fond of Mystery as | am.

It was by accident that 1 first read your magazine.
One rainy Sunday | was disappointed to find | had
read all the detective magazines for that month, the
storekeeper suggested Mystery since | hadn't read
it. When 1 heard the price of it, | was a little dis-
couraged about buying it, as | have purchased other
ten cent magazines and | would never finish them.
The storekeeper made me a promise that if | wasn't
back for the next issue he would refund my money. |
can see now the storekeeper made a safe bet.

I'll try and tell you the names of the stories | liked
best. “The Fatal Broadcast” was great. “Going to Saint
Ives,” | lost a lot of sleep reading it. “The House of
Sleep,” I'll never tire of stories such as this. | thor-
oughly enjoy the true-life shorts. Please don't discon-
tinue them. “1 Go Sleuthing” is good and the “Line-
Up” interesting.

I don't exactly care for stories that leave the readers
in the dark such as “The Man in the Mirror,” | think
that was the name of it. “Whirlpool” was interesting
but | don't like continued stories.

My hubby lost a lot of sleep reading “The House
of Sleep.” He couldn’t stop reading until he finished it.

I like your different articles on household hints and
have profited by them..

Another thing the paper is easy on the hands. |
can't stand to handle the rough paper some magazines
use.

I can’'t find any fault with Mystery, only about con-
tinued stories and leaving the readers in the dark, but.
I don't expect you or ask (Please turn to page 98)*
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GIFTS for Christmas

Here’'s a new assortment of useful

and attractive accessories

you can make to carry your message of holiday good cheer

No. 343—Moke
this engaging
handbag jo r
the girl who
likes to go to
parties.

No. 341— Your house-proud
friend will be pleased with a
linen and crochet table pad.

No. 342—To keep her hat
mfree from dust give her a
dainty hat cover.
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No. 338—Any woman of any age

would be sincerely grateful for this

becoming hand-crocheted circular
bed jacket.

By
FRANCES
COWLES

If you would like to obtain patterns
and directions for making these gifts,

please turn to page 77.

No. 344—A crocheted pow-
der puff case makes a most
acceptable small gift.

No. 340—Two wash cloths

are used for a laundry bag

for handkerchiefs and
small lingerie.

No. 339—If she knits or cro-
chets, she will be charmed
with this new work bag.

The MYSTERY Magazine, November, 19SU



Not a Professional

Intel national

Detective Michael Fiaschetti

Island, on a cold night in February, 1919—
stalked into the cosy roadhouse of John and
Helen Holbacks and stalked out again, leaving
behind the lifeless bodies of the kindly, old couple.
And on the hands of the New York Police Depart-
ment it left a mystery which seemed destined to be
permanently written into the records as an unsolved
one, for, aside from a dirty, shapeless felt hat, there
were no clues to the identity of the perpetrator of the
double slaying.
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MURDER stalked on Rockaway Boulevard, Long

A famous true-mystery drama— com-
plete on this page. The Episode of the
Dirty Felt Hat.

Three weeks went by and the police found them-
selves no nearer a solution of the crime than they had
been when the two bodies were discovered. And then
it was that Michael Fiaschetti, brilliant head of the
Detective Bureau’s Italian Squad, was assigned to
the case.

As soon as he saw the dirty, shapeless felt hat it
became of significant import to him. He drew upon
his long experience with the underworld and reached
the conclusion that he would not find his quarry along
its devious byways.

“The man who dropped this hat is a novice at
crime,” he said. “He is not a professional—not an
experienced gunman or robber.”

“How can you tell?” his less-confident colleagues
demanded.

Fiaschetti smiled.

“1 know them,” he replied. “The professionals! The
underworld element! They are a fastidious lot. They
like to sport silk shirts, and flashy clothes and, being
vain, they would never think of wearing a hat like
this one, soiled and battered, as it is.”

Fiaschetti's colleagues admitted that possibly there
was something in what he said. Anyway, the angle
was worth trying, for the underworld had been
combed without results, and stool pigeons had been
unable to throw any light whatever upon the grue-
some crime.

Fiaschetti gave the hat a thorough examination.
He looked beneath its sweatband, smoothed out its
creases and studied them, and allowed his keen, dark
eyes to wander slowly along its brim. There he found
what he sought, smiled knowingly, and then de-
manded :

“Is there any construction work going on out near
the roadhouse?”

He was informed there was—that a new develop-
ment was being opened up.

“1 think we are making headway,” he said when
he heard it.

He was not mistaken. It was rapid headway from

then on and, within a month’s time, he had traced an
Italian named Mike Casalimo to a farm in northern
New York State, arrested him for the murders, and
obtained a confession implicating three other men,
as well.
But first, Fiaschetti had spent some time in the
Italian colony of Ozone Park, not far distant from
the roadhouse of the murdered Holbacks and the new
development. There he had learned in his quiet way
that Casalimo had disappeared about the time the
double slaying was committed. Alone it meant noth-
ing, of course. The man had a perfect right to go and
come as he pleased. But when the detective had learned
that he had been employed as a plasterer on the new
development, his sudden departure had loomed as
decidedly suspicious.

For on the brim of the dirty, shapeless felt hat left
at the murder scene, Fiaschetti’'s keen eyes had found
splashes of plaster—enough to advise him of the legiti-
mate occupation of the murderer he sought.

Casalimo and his three confederates died in the
electric chair at Sing Sing for their heinous crime.
Robbery had been their object when they forced their
way into the roadhouse, but they had killed instead.
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The ("J-IBSON pAMILY

MARTY, AS CLUB MAID, gives a good
performance when she tells Jane to
use Ivory Flakes for her stockings
just as fine stores advise.

Good stores do tell you to use
Ivory Flakes for your stockings.
And here’s why: The sheer silk of
stockings is very sensitive. It needs
apure soap. Ivory Flakes are so pure
that both the makers and sellers of
fine stockings recommend them.
These people know silk. They like the
way lvory Flakes are shaved up into
tiny, curly wisps, too. lvory Flakes
won't flatten down on your stockings
to cause soap spots and runs!

And here’s a thought for you thrifty
girls—Ivory Flakes cost less than other
"silk stocking” soaps. There are lots
more ounces in the box! Just hold on
to that thought and the next time
you're at your grocer’s merely say, "A
box of Ivory Flakes, please.”

IN THE DRESSING-ROOM
*'Scuse me, Miss Jane, but
yo' sho’ is luxurious on
stockings. That soap yo’
use must be pow’ful strong.
Why doan yo’ use nice

gentle Ivory Flakes the way

IVORY FLAKES «994/,0°/0 PURE

"LADY, WHY YO’ LEAVE dis chile wif me?” gasps Sam
"Yo’ train goin’ soon.”
"Where’sthe station drug store? Where’s my head?” demands
Nurse Tippit. "Why did | forget to pack Jerry’s cake of Ivory?”
"Lots o’ time,” says Sam, turning smooth as a chocolate cus-
tard, now that he knows the reason. Then he chuckles to Jerry,
"So she’s goin’ to keep yo’ 99 44/100% pure.”

"PURE IVORY SOAP FOR BABIES" SAY DOCTORS
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stores tell yo’ to?”

"REMEMBER THIS HAT, HENRY ?" asks Mrs. Gibson softly.
"Sure!” says Mr. Gibson. "It chaperoned us on our honey-
moon, Sara. And we knew we were made for each other because
we’d both brought Ivory Soap!”
"It's still thefinest complexion soap,” declares Mrs. Gibson.
"Absolutely!” agrees Mr. Gibson. "Your complexion is as
clear and fine as the day | first kissed it, 17 years ago!”

SENSITIVE SKINS ARE SAFE WITH IVORY SOAP

The MYSTERY Magazine, November, 19SU



if you like them so well, why not
get acquainted?

page each month, there will be
presented a short sketch of one of your

Murder on the Blackboard
The Riddle of the Hanging Men
©

The Riddle of the Forty Naughty
Girls

The Riddle of the Blueblood Murders
The Riddle of the Yello\v Canary
The Riddle of the Brass Band
The Riddle of the Forty Costumes
The Riddle of the Flea Circus
The Riddle of the Dangling Pearl
The Riddle of the Black Spade

The Riddle of the Marble Blade

the Alaska Steamship Company
sailing out of Seattle for Nome,
Teller, and St. Michaels. Then
came a Winter spent in writing
publicity and public addresses for
Mr. Samuel Insull of Chicago, and
a Summer spent in a nine-foot
boat on Lake Superior as an anti-

i dote to Mr. Insull.
STUART favorite authors, so that you may get to And then Stuart Palmer set out
PALMER know the men who bring you the world's for Manhattan.  Unlike Dick
(above); and . Whittington in the fable, Palmer
his stories best mystery fiction. For Stuart Palmer's did not have even a pet cat as a
which  have | ibuti MYSTERY M . mascot in trying his fortune in
e SerER'? atest contribution to agazine, the big city, although a procession

( ur?glgt).e '

N a bright October morning just seven years

ago, a lean and lanky youth set out from his

native town of Baraboo, Wisconsin, with the

avowed idea of hitch-hiking to New York City—
on the strength of a single article about an Alaskan
dancing girl sold to the Dance Magazine.

As his background, Stuart Palmer had a boyhood
in the little town made colorful by the presence, in
winter quarters, of America’s two greatest circuses.
After that there was training at the Art Institute in
Chicago followed by two years at the University of
Wisconsin, and a memorable season as supercargo for
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turn to page 20 for his thrilling short story, of
“The Riddle of the Marble Blade."

gorgeous and blue-blooded
felines has passed through the
young author’s life and through
his stories since that time.

He immediately wrote and sold
his first short story to Ghost
Stories. For the next two years
Palmer wrote persistently and
voluminously for such varied pub-
lications as Ghost Stories, Gun-
Molls, True Strange Stories—
(many of these, he now admits, were more strange than
true)—Smart Set, Dance, and College Humor. Soon
he became associate editor of The Dance, and then
%(_jitor of Ghost Stories, which promptly expired under

im.

Then one day a publisher looking for new talent hap-
pened to suggest the New York Aquarium as a good
setting for a crime book. As Palmer set about devising
the plot, he hit upon the device of having an old maid
school-teacher and her class of pupils rushing about
among the fish tanks, as comedy relief. Strangelv
enough, as the story began (Please turn to page 68)
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TheR idd 1 e Ofthe

All around them loomed N order to love her fellow man as she felt in duty bound to do,
the vast, monstrous crea- I Miss Hildegarde Withers found it necessary to avoid humanity
P en masse whenever possible. Had her inclinations led her other-
tur(;fj\évglecrnusspglf(%?‘;\t/?g wise, she might possibly have stood shoulder to shoulder with a
the sculptor thousand or so fellow Manhattanites in solemn conclave one bright
ptor. October afternoon. In that case, one chapter in the history of crimi-

nology would have been considerably shorter.
As it happened, she spent most of the Saturday in her little West
Side apartment with a stack of uncorrected examination papers beside
her, reading. By the time she was dragged rudely back to the present
century by the shrilling of her telephone, the fat was most completely

in the fire.
“All Hades is broke loose in Central Park!” was the way Inspector
Oscar Piper put it. “You see, they were unveiling a blasted statue or
something . . .”
Properly speaking, the unveiling was completely in the firm
white hands of Deirdre Bryan, daughter of the Commis-
sioner of Parks. She had been given the name because
of old Mike Bryan'’s desire thus to honor the grandest
and most unhappy queen who ever graced ancient
Gaeldom, but nobody ever called her anything
but “Dee.”

At a few minutes before two o'clock that
afternoon Miss Dee Bryan, looking
better than her best for the benefit
of the crowd and the massed
newsreel cameras, was hold-
ing a rope. That rope, if
properly and briskly
tugged, would un-
cover from its
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M arble

His Honor finds a public-spirited corpse;
school-ma’am detective finds a murderer;
Inspector Piper discovers what was wrong with
the four Fates, the beautiful marble hussy and

the nice young man with the beard

A Miss Hildegarde Withers Mystery

By STUART PALMER

drapes of flags and canvas the latest representation
of the father of his country. Now the statue loomed
shapeless and muffled against the sky, and thus it must
remain until the last tune had been played and the
last speech gasped.

The minutes dragged for Dee Bryan. His Honor
the Mayor, looking even more like an angry sparrow
than usual, was working himself up toward a climax.
He had already disposed of politics, slum clearance,
the widening of Broadway, and the five cent fare. Now
he was in the middle of “the City Beautiful.

When he finished, if ever, Dee would go into action
with the rope, while the band struck up “The Stars and
Stripes Forever” and the mayor shook hands with
Dravid, the sculptor.

And then the mighty marble Washington, which the
city of New York had just purchased for five thousand
dollars as part of its program of encouraging the fine
arts, would stand forth in impassive magnificence
above the as yet uncompleted hole which was to be
George Washington Uptown Pool Number Two.

Dee sensed by the Mayor’s delivery that he was near-
ing the wind-up. She tightened her grasp of the rope,
and cast a glance at the two newsreel cameras which
were perched upon a nearby sedan. The news director,

a bored little fat man in a leather jacket, waved at

her to look up at the statue.
Then there was a commotion behind her. The
brisk young secretary from City Hall who
was acting as master of ceremonies had
caught her father by the arm and led
him out of a cluster of aider-

men.

“Commissioner!” his voice
came clearly to the ex-
cited girl. “There's
been an upset.
Dravid hasn't
shown up—
SO you've
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the got to stand beside the Mayor and
let him shake hands with you in-
stead.”

and “Me?” The Commissioner of

Parks looked unhappy. It was bad
enough dressing up in cut-away and
striped trousers. “But | had nothing
to do with the statue,” he protested.
Then he pointed past his daughter.
"That's Dravid’'s wife, the big hand-
some woman in white standing near
the newsreel truck. Why not let
His Honor shake hands with her?”

“There isn't time!” hissed the
master of ceremonies. He leaned to-
ward Dee. “Understand the change ?
When His Honor shakes hands with
your dad, haul on the rope!”

Dee nodded. Her father shrugged his shoulders.
“All right,” he said. “But it's a shame that Dravid
isn't here.”

HE Mayor was coming at last to his finale. To

dedicate this statue of the father of his country
in the spirit of reverence, and to honor a true genius
which has grown and flowered in our own fair city,
the great Manuel Dravid . . .”

He half-turned, with his hand out—and caught the
frantic signals of the secretary from City Hall. His
Honor blinked, and managed a graceful about face.
“Manuel Dravid, New York City’'s own, who is un-
fortunately unable to be with us today, but—but------ "

The Mayor's hand went to his breast pocket, and
brought forth a yellow bit of paper. —“but who has
telegraphed to ask that his statue which is shortly
to be displayed before you be accepted, and understood
as a true affirmation of his artistic faith! Ladies and
gentlemen, in behalf of the people of the city of New
York, | accept the Dravid Washington!”

He turned, as the band blared forth in Sousa's most
stirring march, and grasped the outstretched hand of
the Commissioner of Parks. There was an instant’s de-
lay, for the improvised twist in the end of the speech
had caught Dee unprepared. She was staring for all
her blue eyes were worth at a man who stood against
the newsreel truck—a tall and bearded young man
whose mouth was open.

He was gazing up at the veiled statue, with an ex-
pression of fascinated horror on his face. Then, as
Dee was recalled to her duty by a hiss from the master
of ceremonies, he seemed to melt into the crowd.

She gave a vigorous heave at the rope. Something
stuck, and she tried again. Finally one of the aider-
men gave a hand, and the rope loosened. . .

There was a faint burst of applause from the crowd,
which died away in a low moan of horror.

There stood the Dravid Washington, twice the size
of life, dignified, handsome, and glistening with the
white of eternal marble—the father of his country, one
hand outstretched as if holding a torch.

But he was not alone. Caught in the crook of his

great bended arm was the crumpled body of a man,

a spare, roughly clad person whose face wore a
look of blank surprise!

His head, with its shock of white hair, was

bent forward and from the back of his

neck the life blood had gushed forth to

stain the immaculate marble of the

monument in a long brown cas-

The first thought that
Dee had was: “I
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Tower Studios
Drawn by the mystery of the mighty images,
she took a step inside—then another—
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mustn’t faint in front of the cameras—I really mustn't!"

The cameras were clicking still, with an expression of
pure and unalloyed delight upon the faces of the newsreel
men. They'd come for another speech and a statue—and
got this!

But there was more to come. The Mayor, speechless for
the first time in his life, was, pointing up at the body. He
barked, cleared his throat, and finally managed—“But—
that's Dravid!”

And then, for a full minute, there was no sound but the
widow’s horrible hysterical laughter. _

“CO | thought you might possibly be interested,” the In-
~  spector finished.

“You mean you're stuck and you want me to lend you a
hand!” Miss Withers told him over the telephone. “But it's
a fine time to tell me about it—the body was discovered a
little after two, you say. It's after five-thirty now.”

“l know it,” Piper admitted testily. “But there’'re no
phone booths in the middle of Central Park. And you have
no idea what it is to try to investigate a murder with His
Honor the Mayor screaming for an arrest. | haven't had a
second to slip away and call you until now. I'm on my
way to have a look at Dravid’s studio in the Village, and |
thought you might like to go . . .”

“I'll be ready when you get here,” she cut him off. True
to her word, the angular sehoolma’am was pacing restlessly
up and down the sidewalk outside her flat when the In-
spector, traveling incognito in a taxi, pulled up.

He started to give the man an address downtown, but
Miss Withers vetoed the suggestion. “You can give me
five minutes to look at the scene of the crime,” she snapped.
“You've had all afternoon.” The taxi obediently headed up
Central Park West and into the park.

There was still a good-sized crowd held back from the
statue by a squadron of officers. George Washington had
been covered with canvas again, but Piper lifted the drape
to show her the tell-tale brown stain. The body, of course,
had been taken away for an autopsy.

“He was killed with some sort of a stone hammer or
arrow,” Piper admitted. “Part of it stuck out of the back
of his neck. Dead since sometime in the night, Doc Bloom
said,”

“Between twelve and one, | imagine,” Miss Withers
murmured.

“What? How did you know?”

“Because the park is quite crowded until twelve—and
while | was waiting for you | called the weather bureau
and found that there was bright moonlight last night—except
for that one cloudy hour. The murderer would hardly risk
working except in the dark.”

“Oh, | see.” Piper nodded. “Yeah, guess you're right.”

"Elementary, my dear Watson,” Miss Withers murmured
softly. “By the way, Oscar, When was the statue set up here?”

“Yesterday—which was Friday,” he told her. “Owen,
Dravid's young assistant and a bunch of workmen got it
into place; the newspapers took a few photos and then
Dravid was handed his money from the city. Today's un-
veiling was just the usual official splurge.”

“1 didn't know,” Miss Withers admitted. “I1 suppose the
sculptor was in a last minute rush to finish the thing?”

“Rush?” Piper laughed. “Why, the statue has been fin-
ished for weeks. It was chosen from a dozen others in a
competition, you know.”

“Hmm,” observed Miss Withers, “1 was just wondering
why there are so many marble chips around the base, that's
all.  Unless the workmen had an accident setting it up.”

She had gathered up a hatful of odd-shaped fragments.
“For my rockery,” she told the Inspector,

A stepladder leaning against a pile of scaffolding told how
the body must have been lifted to its oddly macabre position
in the crooked arm of the massive statue. “Cases like this
usually are broken pretty easily,” the Inspector was saying.
“Contrary to usual ideas on the part of the public, the more
unusual the crime and the weapon, the more easily it's
solved. The whole situation here comes down to one point—
the how of the crime. Why was Dravid killed with a piece of
sharpened stone?”

“No doubt,” agreed Miss Withers. She was thinking of
something else, as usual. For most of her career as a sleuth
she had been most successful when (Please turn to page 46)
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OFF the RECORD

Second-hand Olives
is against the law in the District of Columbia for
artenders to mix drinks in the sight of the cus-
omers. That is becoming tough on the latter, from
the Senators down.

To comply with the law, all the bars have a telephone
booth arrangement in which the bartender slips, there
to do his mixing in the dark.

Now it comes to pass that numbers of these out-of-
sight barkeeps are practicing economies which give the
lawmakers the willies.

In mixing old-fashioned cocktails, for instance, they use
the orange peels and cherries over and over again—and
don’t even bother to wash the glasses between drinkers.

An olive for a Martini is said to last for days, or
indefinitely, until some hun-
gry drinker eats it. From
the White House comes the
word, nonetheless, that drinks
oughtn't to be mixed in public.
As soon as Congress comes back
this Winter the problem doubt-
less will be taken up there.

Alexander,

O'Brian had to get himself renominated, reconfirmed
and recommissioned under his right name. That cost
him about six week’s pay.

The other victim of the White House’s mispelling is
Judge Walter P. Stacy, chairman of the new National
Steel Relations Board.

The executive order by the President of the United
States creating the board and naming the three mem-
bers of the board, spelled the judge's name “Stacey.”
It went through all the official channels, including the
State Department, and has been printed officially in
that form.

Judge Stacy also may have his check cashing troubles
until he goes through the tedious routine of getting a
dozen or so governmental records corrected.

Statues, Beware

SPECIAL! THE Congressional statuary

Have you any questions, serious or other-
wise, to ask about your government?
MYSTERY

situation has come to a
sorry pass. If something isn’'t
done — pronto—the architects
say the floor of the Capitol is

John
MAGAZINE'S

The issue likely will result in
a compromise, as most such
things do in Washington. One
solution, proposed by the Hotel
and Restaurant Employes’ Al-
liance, would make it legal for
bartenders to do their shaking
in public—so long as the drink-
ers stay three feet away from
the bar. A barbed-wire en-
tanglement might serve to keep
them at a proper distance, or
maybe a white line on the floor.

It is a vexing problem.

Spelling in High Places

OMEBODY at the White

House—we don’'t know who
—is a bum speller, thereby

special correspondent in Washington, will
answer the most interesting questions sent
in by MYSTERY readers every month. If
you want to know how your government
works; if you wish information on any sub-
ject of national importance; or if you just
want to gossip; address your queries to this
expert on political happenings— John Alex-
ander, Reporter of Capitol Comics, care of
Tower Magazines, 55 Fifth Avenue, New
York, N. Y. Questions and answers will
be printed each month in this magazine.

By
JOHN ALEXANDER

going to cave in and bury the
nation’s lawmakers in a pile of
bricks and busted statues.

The crisis is cumulative,
starting in the gay nineties,
when Congress set aside one
of its main rooms at Statuary
Hall, for the safe-keeping of
heroes in marble and bronze.

Each state was allowed two
heroes in Statuary Hall. There
being 48 states, that meant 96
full-size statues in a chamber
none too big in the first place.
At first it didn't matter, be-
cause not all the states had
statues to display. Now they
have, and the floor is groaning.

The safety engineers claim
there is no telling when the

making life pretty miserable for Messrs. O'Brian and
Stacy.

William J. O'Brian not long ago was selected by Presi-
dent Roosevelt as Collector of Customs at the Port of
Euffalo.

The president nominated him, the Senate confirmed,
him, and the powers that be commissioned him as
“O’'Brien.”

That was okay with O'Brian, but it wasn't with the
Treasury Department, which discovered the error
twenty-four hours before he was to be sworn in. The
department refused to let the ceremony go on.
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floor will collapse under the load. Maybe tonight, may-
be next year, unless Congress acts in the meantime.
The engineers have recommended that the statues be
taken out of the room and distributed in the corridors
throughout the Capitol, so that there won't be a con-
centration of weight in any one spot.

Collectively, Congress thinks that is a good idea, but
individually turns thumbs down, as a matter of pride.
A hero from Idaho, it seems, is just as great a man
as a hero from Alabama, and therefore his statue is
entitled to just as prominent a position. The same
obtains for all the other (Please turn to page 78)
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HOW him in!” said Albert J. Pen-

field, with something between a

snarl and a cry. We heard the

savage order across several in-
tervening rooms.

The timid maid returned to us, at the
door. “Step in, please.” she murmured.
“Mr. Penfield will be happy to see you
at once.”

An ironic smile for a moment curved
Jimmie Lavender’s lips; then we bowed
perfunctorily and stepped into an old-
world corridor. We left the bustling,
modern world behind us and entered the
fourteenth century. It seemed incredible
that we had got out of an elevator only
a few minutes before.

The next stop was almost certainly
Italy. Crossing a vaulted living-room, two stories
high, we passed through ancient double doors and stood
blinking in a garden. A giardino, | should call it, |
suppose. It was bewildering and it was magnificent.
Under foot was fine, soft grass—a veritable lawn—
and in its center a weatherbeaten fountain burbled.
On the left a loggia was supported by carved wood
pillars, stained by time. On the right a stone parapet
overlooked the boulevard, twenty floors below. Beyond
the garden were other ancient doors, heavily bound
and studded with old iron; set with keys of monstrous
size and pattern. On all the sun shone brightly.

I almost rubbed my eyes. But there was no time
for comment. A man was stepping through the
farthest double doors and coming toward us. A little
man, but with the fierce eyes and predatory jaw of the
country which he affected. 1 cannot recall a more
sinister-appearing face in my experience. “Show them
in!” had been his first cry; and | thought his second
was going to be, “Throw them out!”

| was agreeably surprised.

“Mr. Lavender?” The savage voice was now cour-
teous and attractive. “It was good of you to come.
I am really greatly worried.”

He shook our hands with smiling cordiality and
piloted us back into the huge living-room through
which he had passed. In a moment we seemed dwarfed
by its immensity. Rich tapestries were on the walls,
and the early sunlight streamed through a glory of
stained glass.

Lavender had ever tackled.

Modern women and modern men, destructive
phantoms and the vanished ruby made the
14th Century murder in the penthouse one of

the most colorful and dramatic cases Jimmie

A masterpiece

of mystery fiction by one of America's promi-

nent authors—and one of your favorites.

“This is where the thing occurred,” said Albert J.
Penfield. He shrugged his narrow shoulders and added
a single word: “Incredible!”

“Wanton destruction is always difficult to under-
stand,” admitted Jimmie Lavender, sententiously. “It
traces usually to some curious brain quirk. But this is
really too bad!”

We were bending over a magnificent mediaeval vase,
which lay in a dozen or more fragments on a corner
table.

“There were four of them,” said Penfield. “There
are the others!” He indicated three other splendid,
mutilated vases, one on another table, two on a wide
mantel that lay across the end of the room, above a
fireplace. What their value might have been | had no
idea; but it must have been considerable. | rather re-
spected Penfield, however, for not mentioning it.

Lavender, a bit of a collector himself, was genuinely
distressed.

“Tchk, tchk!” he deprecated, clucking his tongue like
an old woman who had burned her biscuits. And again:
“Tchk, tchk, tchk!”

“Infernal swine,” muttered Penfield. “I'd
have him by the throat for just five minutes.”

Jimmie Lavender stopped his puttering with the
ruined vases.

“1 doubt that there are any fingerprints,” he said.
“Even if there were, they would probably be valueless.
But | fancy our vandal used a stick.”

He straightened, and for some minutes turned his

like to

The LISPING

eyes upon the room in which we stood. His quick
glance darted from one priceless artwork to another;
from bronze to porcelain, and from porcelain to gold
and silver. There were statuettes and images, and
antique clocks, and little boxes wrought with exquisite
artistry by hands long gone to dust. There were icons
and there were ancient weapons, chased in silver and
set with precious stones. The place was better than a
museum.

Only the quartette of vases seemed to have been
touched.

“What else?” asked Lavender, at length.
thing stolen?”

“That's all,” said the collector, “except f<’r the um-
bilical ruby.”

“The umbilical ruby!
Lavender, “what’s that?”

“It was stolen,” said Albert J. Penfield bitterly.
“God knows why! But it's missing from its setting.”

“Was any-

Great Scott,” cried Jimmie
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He crossed the room and lifted a small bronze piece
from the mantel. His pointing finger indicated a cavity
that might have been mistaken for the exaggerated
navel of the little Oriental god that squatted on the
heavy base. A sort of twisted smile accompanied his
gesture.

“That's where it used to be! But its value is trifling
as compared with that of other things around the
room.”

“l see,” said Jimmie Lavender; but | was confident
he didn't see at all. He added: “Tell me about it all.”

“Come into the garden,” said Penfield shortly. “I
talk better when I'm drinking.”

SO we returned to the amazing mediaeval garden.
blooming twenty floors above the modern city of
Chicago. We seated ourselves at an old-fashioned table,
upon which a servant was already laying out a set of
glasses, a decanter, and a siphon. Remotely, from the
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depths below, the city murmured. The sun shone
warmly through the branches of stunted trees and gar-
den growths. A breeze blew inland from the lake. It
was an enchanting spot.

“ 1t happened last night,” began the collector abruptly.
“My wife was alone, except for the servants, who— I
understand—had gone to bed. But she was alone, in
any case, for the servants live and sleep on the floor
below. A telephone call came through, and my wife
answered.”

He sipped at his Scotch-and-soda.

“She heard a man’s voice which she took to be mine.
It was, in fact, intended to be mistaken for mine. And
the voice asked her—speaking as if it were mine, you
understand—to join me at the Blue Pavilion. She
left the house within ten minutes, took a cab, and did
join me at the Blue Pavilion within half an hour.”

“You were really there?” asked Lavender, surprised.

“Yes. So it is obvious that whoever called knew |
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Cartwright was jealous of Penfield, and had
quarreled with Harriet about him.

By
VINCENT STARRETT

was there, and certainly acted on that knowledge.”

Jimmie Lavender nodded. “That seems an allowable
inference,” he agreed. “Just what did the voice say?”

"It said, ‘Hello Millie?” And then, ‘Bert calling. I'm
at the Blue Pavilion. | want you to join me right away.’
Penfield spread his hands. “That was all! She said she
would; the fellow said, ‘AH right,” and that was that.
Naturally, I was surprised to see her. | said so, and
she told me about the call. A little later we came
home—to find the vases smashed to pieces and the ruby
gone. Otherwise, things were pretty much as you saw
them.”

“Whom do you suspect?” asked Lavender, as soon as
the collector had finished.

“Nobody!” Penfield suddenly laughed. “She sus-
pected me of drinking, when 1 told her | hadn't made
the call; but she changed her mind when she got
home.”

“1 see,” said Jimmie Lavender again. “What made
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her think you had been drinking? The
voice on the telephone?”

“Yes—it sounded like mine, she said, but
with a little difference. The fellow lisped, it
seems.”

“Lisped!”

“Yes. Not much, but enough for
catch it.”

“Do you know anybody who lisps?”

“Neither of us does.”

“How many people might have known that you were
at the Blue Pavilion, last night?”

“Dozens, | suppose. Hundreds, maybe, if you count
those who may have seen me there and recognized me.
When | left the Club, some hours before, X said | was
going to the Pavilion; so there was also a clear record
of my intentions.”

It was Lavender's turn to shrug.
it occur?”

“Mrs. Penfield left the house a little before mid-
night; the call was about ten minutes earlier.”

“There are the things here more valuable than your
vases and the ruby. Why should only the vases have
been broken, and only the ruby stolen?”

“Ask me something easy,” said Penfield. “I can't
imagine—unless,” he added, “the broken vases were
just a blind to cover up the theft of the ruby.”

Jimmie Lavender nodded. “It's conceivable,” he
admitted. "The vases were a set, | take it? Where
did you get them?”

“They were given to me by a young woman | was once
engaged to marry.”

Lavender looked at the collector over the rim of his
glass. “What happened?” he asked with interest.

“Between us?” Penfield was surprised. “Nothing in
particular. We just cooled off and decided to quit. Don’t
get any funny ideas about her. She's a fine girl.
Harriet Proctor—you've probably heard of her.”

“I've read about her,” smiled Lavender. “Of the
Proctors, | believe? She’'s going to be married, any-
way, if 1 remember rightly. Wasn't it in the papers
recently?”

“Yes—fellow named Cartwright.” Penfield shrugged.
“Lives in this building, as a matter of fact. Down-
stairs. Maybe he did it, en? What a story that
would be!”

Jimmie Lavender laughed. “Good fiction, anyway,”
he said. “I'm bound to ask questions, you know.”

“Sure, sure,” agreed Albert J. Penfield, without en-
thusiasm. “Go ahead and ask 'em.” He rose suddenly
to his feet, and we followed suit. Mrs. Penfield was
entering the garden.

“Please sit down,” she begged.
isn't it? I'm glad you've come.
Bert! Too early in the morning.”

her to

“What time did

“It's Mr. Lavender,
No whisky, please,

SHE was enormously attractive. My pulses, as usual

in such circumstances, beat more quickly. Whatever
else Albert J. Penfield might have lost, | reflected, he
was still a lucky stiff.

We reseated ourselves and listened to what the col-
lector’s wife could tell us. | think she rather bowled
Lavender over, also.

“1 am particularly interested in the voice on the tele-
phone,” he told her. "It’s apparently our only clue. Mr.
Penfield tells me that the fellow lisped.”

“Yes,” said Millie Penfield, “1 certainly got that
impression. | wondered if Mr. Penfield had been drink-
ing. And yet it was quite definitely his voice.” She
nodded vigorously, and | wondered if she still suspected
Penfield of untruth.

"Easy to imitate,” Lavender observed. “Now that
you know it was not Mr. Penfield, what do you think?
Isn't there someone else who— ?”

She shook her head. “I've been over all that until
I'm frantic. And yet. it must have been somebody who
knew us, don't you think?”

“I1t would seem so,” Lavender agreed. “But it is to
be remembered that this man, in all probability, does
not lisp at all. | have no doubt that the impression you
received was deliberately conveyed—to mask his
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ac-
tual
speak-

ing voice.
The idea, if
I am right,

would be to
send us scurry-
ing about in
search of some-
body who lisps.”

“And who actually
does not exist?” cried
Mrs. Penfield. “That's
almost too clever.”

“The whole affair would
seem to have been cleverly
managed. He knew your name
was Millie, that your husband
was known to you as Bert, that
Mr. Penfield was at the Blue Pa-
vilion. And he didn’t talk too much.

Just a sentence or two, | understand.

‘Hello, Millie? Bert calling. I'm at
the Blue Pavilion. | want you to join
me right away.” Have | got it right?”

Mrs. Penfield nodded. “It's exactly what
Bert would have said,” she insisted.

“You didn't try to trace the call?” Lavender
looked at Penfield.

“Tardily. Not a chance!”

“What about your servants?”

“All downstairs, as | told you. Only three of
them sleep here, as a matter of fact; two maids and
Rackham—the fellow who served our drinks. There’s
a chauffeur, of course; but he sleeps over the garage, a
block away. They're good servants; that's all 1 can
say.”

“They're splendid servants,” corrected Mrs. Penfield.

Jimmie Lavender sipped his liquor thoughtfully. “The
self-operating elevator is a great boon to thieves,” he
commented. “There's a man at the door, of course?”

"Downstairs, yes; but he goes off at midnight. |
suspect he ducks a few minutes earlier than that.”

“He wasn’'t there when | went downstairs,” added
Mrs. Penfield. “1 hunted up a cab myself.”

“Called away, himself, perhaps?” questioned Laven-
der, ruminatively. “So that somebody could slip past?
H'm!” He was thoughtful again for some moments.
“Well, well!l Will you take me round the place, please ?”

E recrossed the vaulted living-room and re-en-

tered the ancient corridor. The door at the far
end was a formidable-looking piece of furniture. It was
fitted with the toughest of modern locks. On the
outer surface of the lock, however, was a deep scratch
where, presumably, a key had slipped. Lavender ex-
amined it without much interest.

“This is the only entrance?” he inquired.

“Except a staircase at the back, leading to the ser-
vants' quarters. This is really the roof, you see,”
explained Mrs. Penfield. “Even the freight elevator and
the fire escape end on the floor below.”

Jimmy Lavender made a little gesture of dis-
gust. “It looks impossible,” he commented, “unless he
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As the door
opened, some-
thing began to
slip in horrible
and eerie fashion
toward the opening.

flew in over the parapet. The
scratch upon the locks means

nothing.”
“It is impossible,” said Mrs. Pen-
field, with a glance at her husband;
and suddenly | felt that | was right.
She did suspect him—of something. Had

Lavender noted it?
For some time we stood at the parapet and
looked into the streets and lawns below. Even
the treetops were far, far beneath us. Laven-
der’s eyes, however, saw nothing of the scene;
he was looking out across the lake, and think-
ing.

His examination of ,the servants’ quarters, the
freight elevator, and the fire escape was curiously
perfunctory, | thought; but it is likely that nothing of
importance escaped him. The whole' establishment was
beyond belief: the vaulted dining-room, with its arched
doorways and richly colored frescoes; the extraor-
dinary bedrooms, with their walls of red and blue and
green and their great four-poster beds; the amazing
bathrooms, with sunken pools and walls of green and
gold; the art gallery, filled with priceless oils, its
vaulted ceiling done in replica of Michelangelo’'s de-
signs. It took the breath away. And one knew that

Penfield was a wealthy man.

But at length we were back in the long corridor that
led to the elevators and the world outside. We paused
beside a door set in the corridor wall.

"What's this?” asked Lavender, his hand upon the
knob. He tried the handle without invitation and dis-
covered that the door was locked.

“A closet,” answered Penfield. “A bit of a nuisance,
as a matter of fact. It has a spring lock on it, and
needs a key to open it. Fortunately, we don't use it
often.”

“May | look inside?” asked Lavender. “Quite silly,

| suppose; but I've looked at everything else. 1 may
as well be thorough.”
Penfield was surprised. “Very well,” he replied

coldly.
though.”
“I'll get a key,” said Mrs. Penfield.
my ring.”
“So have 1,” said Penfield. “But the fellow couldn’t
possibly have got inside.”

“There are only winter garments in it

“1 have one on
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w arms.

He fumbled with the lock and ulti-
mately drew the door ajar. Mrs. Pen-
field stepped forward and jerked it widely
open.
Then she screamed and keeled over into my
It was my good fortune to be standing
just behind her.
“Good God!” said Albert J. Penfield, in a feeble
leat. He leaned against the opposite wall and
stared with eyes that fairly bulged with horror.

“Good God!” he whispered.

Crushed back against a standing truck, on three
sides of which hung garments redolent of camphor
balls, was the body of a man. As the door flew open,
it had begun to slip in horrible fashion toward the
opening.

Quite suddenly, before anyone could stop
thing pitched forward at our feet.

it, the

A DEFERENTIAL China boy opened the door of
the Cartwright apartment on the seventh floor,
some minutes later.

“Mlister Clartwight not in,” he told us amiably, and
slowly began to close the door.

“We know that,” said Lavender, abruptly. He in-
serted a foot to block the door, then followed it over
the threshold. “I'm a policeman—see? You'd better
let me in.”

It wasn't strictly true; but it sufficed. The China
boy unwillingly gave ground.

“What you want?” he asked.

“When did Mr. Cartwright go away?” asked Laven-

der. “Where is he?”
The Chinese servant spread his hands. “Don’t
know,” he answered. “Solly, don't know! Mlister

Clartwight not come home las’ night.”

Lavender nodded. He had a sneaking fondness for
Orientals, and was inclined to treat them as pets. He
reached out a hand and pinched the servant’'s elbow.
“What's your name?” he asked.

“Joe.”

“Mr. Cartwright is dead, Joe. Somebody killed him.”

There was no change in the China boy's face. He
simply stared. But his voice betrayed his shock.

“Dead?” The word was as lifeless as its import.

We pushed past him into the living-room, leaving
him staring. In orderly haste we made the circuit of
the dead man’s rooms and found exactly nothing that
seemed to have a bearing on the case. But there was
really no longer any mystery about it, that | could see.
I wondered what Lavender was looking for. The cul-
prit, obviously, had trapped himself in Penfield’s closet
and had paid the penalty of his carelessness.

“Went up in the freight elevator, probably,” | said.
“The Penfield’s servants had gone to bed; it was close
to midnight. Took the servants’ staircase to the pent-
house—after making the call that sent Mrs. Penfield
to the Blue Pavilion. It seems clear enough.”

“Does it? What motive would you ascribe to Cart-
wright, if your explanation is correct?” asked Laven-
der, with interest.

“Jealousy of some kind,” | answered promptly.
“He was engaged to the girl who gave Penfield those
damned vases. We don't know what Penfield’s rela-
tions with the girl may actually have been. She may
just have talked to him a lot about Penfield—until he
was pretty sick of it. He wanted to hurt Penfield
somehow, and he attacked him through his collection.
He began with the vases, naturally; then he gouged
out the ruby, and he'd have gone farther if he hadn’t
trapped himself.”

“Very ingenious,” acknowledged Jimmie Lavender.
“How do you suppose he trapped himself?”

“Thought he heard someone coming, | suppose—one
of the servants, maybe—and stepped into the closet
without realizing that he was locking himself in.”

Lavender smiled gently. “Nonsense, Gilly! He
could have let himself out, any time he wanted to. The
door opens from the inside, like any other door.”

| stared at him. “Then he wasn't locked in?”

“Apparently, but not (Please turn to page 54)

27



At the RNd of the

ATROLMAN NATALE BONNO came up Esther

Street into Chaumont Avenue at twenty past

eleven of a mild, lush night in early Fall. This is

one of the high parts of the city. Bonno knew it
was eleven-twenty by the illumined face of the high
clock atop the Medical Life Building, six blocks distant
down Chaumont. He checked with his wrist watch,
holding it up into the glare of the street light. Quiet,
orderly neighborhood; old homes of weathered stone,
most of them darkened at this hour, a few five- or six-
storied apartment houses. He would walk eight blocks
up Chaumont and ring in as usual from the box on the
corner of Chaumont and Cull.

Natale Bonno strolled on, twirling his stick, taking
a few deep draughts of the sweet night air. It was a
new post for him. Nice. Quiet. Not like Domingo
Road, where he’d pounded his heels for most of the
Summer and smacked into race riots, crazy shootings.

He was a young man—twenty-six—
and hard-boned, strapped with mus-
cle; dark, dark-eyed and dark-
browed, with a proper sense of im-
portance, without which—say what
you want to about it—a copper certainly is lost.

When the shot banged, wrenched the stillness apart,
Bonno did not duck—he merely stopped, flat on his
feet, his knees bent a trifle—though he knew it was
near at hand, muffled by walls. Instantly there was a
second shot, and mingled with the second shot the
brittle snarling of shattered glass.

Bonno looked up at the facade in front of which he
had stopped. An apartment house of six stories, with
two heavy glass doors at the entryway. Parting the
doors with a thrust of his shoulder, he barged into a

good, Peter.
angry.
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“Peter,” begged the girl, “be
Don’'t get them
Please don't.”

small, deserted lobby containing a potted plant and a
long, leather divan. At his left was a door with a
ground-glass panel; the door was part-way open, re-
vealing an elevator cage. Hanging from it was a sign:
Out of Order.

Feet came hurrying down the stairway. Bonno
stepped over beside the potted plant, drew his gun.
The bottom of the staircase was concealed to him by
a jutting corner of the wall. The footfalls' were hurry-
ing, drawing nearer, and presently a girl ran into view.

“Hey, you!” Bonno snapped.

She stopped with a quick intake of a breath and an
“Oh!” that was sucked in between parted teeth. She
was young and slender, with a diminutive hat aslant
a crop of thick, lustrous black hair. Her eyes, now,
were round, almost popping. She raised a hand,
knucklina her mouth crushing her parted lips against
her sparkling, white teeth.

Bonno towered toward her, his
thick bushy brows coming together
threateningly. He ripped her large,
patent leather handbag from her
hand, popped it open, glanced inside,
closed it and thrust it back into her hand.

“What's the rush?” he muttered.

“Why—1 was just—"

“You was just!” he snapped.
dark jaw. “Get back upstairs.”

She was breathless. A harried look came into her
eyes and her face was dead white and this made her
eyes seem darker. Her lips worked and she made a
few idiotic gestures.

Bonno gave her a shove. “Up.”

She hastened up to the next landing, Bonno at her

He jerked his hard
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Alley was

heels. As they were starting up the narrow staircase
beyond, a man started down. At sight of them he
stopped short, began to retreat. With his left arm
Bonno thrust the girl to one side; his right held his
gun leveled upward.

“Make up your mind, mister,” he said.

The man above remained motionless.

“Oke,” Bonno nodded, his eyes hard and dark and
cagey. He rushed the girl up the staircase and, a few
steps from the man, said, “Back up—and just for luck,
put up your paws.”

THE man was young, about as young as Bonno. He
wore a light gray suit of herringbone material, with
a flair to the lapels. His soft collar was white with blue
horizontal stripes, and pinched tight by a collar pin.
A gray felt was yanked over one eyebrow.

“You're in a hurry, too, | suppose,” Bonno muttered,

slapping the man beneath each arm, then his coat
pockets then his hips—swiftly, certainly. “Well, say
something.”

The young man had a grayish, narrow face. “What
should | say?” he asked, regarding Bonno steadily.

"Skip it. You can say things to the inspector. Where
was that shooting?”

“1 don't know.”

Doors had begun to open in the corridors and now,
heads began to pop out.

Bonno raised his loud voice. “Where was that shoot-
ing?” he spun on the girl. “Maybe you know, lady?”

She looked at him as though his manner or his uni-
form held her transfixed. Color began seeping back
into her cheeks in feverish, ragged splotches.

Bonno grabbed her by the arm. “All right, lady. May-
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be you know what room you came out of. Get a move
on you. You heard me, didn't you? | said what room?”

She nodded stupidly. “Yes ... yes.”

"You get along, too,” Bonno told the young man.

The girl led the way past gaping tenants to the last
door on the right. Stopping, she turned and looked at
Bonno. Her face was quiet now, set, and there was a
film like wet silk on her eyes.

"This one?” Bonno asked.

“Yes,” she said, sliding her eyes toward the door.

Somewhere distant a man’s voice was calling, “Der-
mody! Say, Dermody! . .. Dermody!”

Bonno pounded on the door but no one came to open
it. He rattled the knob. The door was locked.

“Dermody! . .” the man’s voice called again.

Bonno turned to the girl. “Is his name Dermody?”
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Her voice was hardly above a whisper. “Yes.”

“What, what, what?” panted a small, fuzzy-haired
man, running up with the folds of a bathrobe clutched
tight at his waist.

“Who are you?” Bonno demanded.

“The—uwell, the building super. My name’s Gregory.”

“You got keys?”

The little man bobbed his head, hauled a bunch of
keys from his pocket. His lower lip blubbered wetly:
“But whuh-what—"

“Never mind. Open the door before you need a
repair job.”

The little man opened the door and instantly there
was a deep silence. The girl did not cry out, though
her eyes widened with horror, her knuckles ground
against her lips. The tall man in the herringbone suit
moistened his lips, looked sidewise at the girl.

“Get in,” said Bonno, in a low, hoarse voice.

The woman entered as though she walked on stilts,
stiff-legged. The man in the herringbone suit followed,
his face a little grayer. Bonno, entering, took one look
at the man on the floor, at the heavy revolver lying a
few feet from his outstretched hand. Then he stepped
over the inert figure and thrust his head out the open
window beyond. Across the court, a man in pajamas
was leaning out of a window.

“Were you doing the yelling?” Bonno demanded.

“1 was calling Dermody.”

“Why?”

The man looked upward, pointed. “A bullet shattered
my window and woke me up. | saw Dermody’s place
lighted up and I called out to him."

“Who are you?”

“Sundstrand’'s my name. I'm an M. D.”

“Oke. You better put your pants on and come over,
doc, and take a look at this guy.”

CO the dead man’s name was Dermody. Clinton Der-
~ mody. He was, up until the moment, the instant of
his death, an author of some repute. A journalistic
author. He'd written a number of actual biographies
of notorious characters, still living. He had always
written of the moment, never of the distant past.

Dermody was about fifty. With his great shock of
yellow hair, he looked picturesque even in death. A
large man with a large face and thick down on his
hands, and large, squarish fingernails. Jacobs, the cor-
oner’s man, had finished with the preliminary examina-
tion. He was a fattish small man with a hard-looking
belly and uninspired eyes.

“1t could very easily be suicide,” he said from beneath
his fat nose, looking over his glasses. “l daresay it's
suicide.”

Inspector Tom Rockford, who had been hauled out
of an important bridge game at headquarters, growled,
“You're sure, huh?”

“No one can be sure, Tom,” Jacobs said. “We know
the gun is Dermody’s. It's a thirty-two on a forty-five
frame, with an extra long barrel. A target revolver.
The cartridges are smokeless.”

Rockford turned on a blunt heel to say across the
room, “You hear that, Marcus?”

Marcus Corcoran, the district attorney, was standing
in a corner smoking a cork-tipped cigarette and thumb-
ing the pages of one of Dermody’s latest books. He
closed the book, laid it aside and came over to stand
above the body, pinching his lower lip thoughtfully
between thumb and forefinger. The district attorney
had a taste in suits and linen. He was a slender, erect
man, with a casualness of manner, with the unpreten-
tiousness of a thoroughbred.

He said amiably to Jacobs. “You've of course seen
other cases of suicide by a firearm where there were no
powder burns.”

“Of course,” the coroner’'s man nodded. “All suicides
don’'t jam the gun against themselves.”

Corcoran lifted his eyes. The girl was seated across
the room, and beside her the thin young man in the
herringbone suit. Doctor Sundstrand stood to one side,
a gaunt man with a picturesque splash of gray at either
temple, intelligent eyes, full, mobile lips. He was
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wrapped in a dark blue dressing gown. The fuzzy-
haired little building superintendent stood near the
door, beside two uniformed policemen.

Corcoran said, “Miss Powers .. .

The girl started.

“Miss Powers, Inspector Rockford tells me you took
a lot of dictation for Mr. Dermody.”

She nodded. “Yes.”

“How long were you here tonight?”

“Well, from eight until some time after eleven—ten
or twenty minutes after eleven, |1 don't know exactly.”

“What do you usually do, take the notes home and
type them there?”

“Yes, | do.”

Patrolman Natale Bonno said, “Nix. All she had
when | snagged her was a pocketbook.”
She colored a trifle, then nodded. “Of course. Mr.

Dermody was dissatisfied with what we’'d accomplished
tonight and told me to tear the notes up.” She pointed.
“1 think you'll find them in that waste basket. He—he
didn't seem in a mood for working.”

“What kind of mood was he in?” Corcoran asked.

She swallowed. “He seemed—depressed.”

“Was he often depressed?”

“No. He was usually—I don't know how to express
it—rather gay, even funny at times. As though acting
a part.”

“How long have you done this work for Mr. Der-
mody?”
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“A little over a year, | should say.”

“When you heard those shots, why
did you run? Patrolman Bonno said
you were running.”

Again she colored and seemed con-
fused. "l really don't know. Maybe
it was instinct. They sounded close—
certainly in the building. 1 think I
felt that at any moment someone
would burst out of a doorway with a
gun and— 1 don't know—1 just ran. |
guess | was just frightened.”

“You're sure you recognize the
gun?”

“Positive. He bought it about two
months ago and showed it to me then
in its' plush case.”

Corcoran crossed the room to de-
posit his butt in an ashtray. He turned
and looked at the thin, gray-faced
youth in the herringbone suit. “Your
name is—let me see—Browning?”

“Browning, yes.”

Corcoran smiled drily. "Patrolman
Bonno said you acted suspiciously
when he accosted you on the stair-
case.”

“It all depends on what you call
acting suspiciously. | was starting
down the stairs when | saw him and
the girl coming up. He was a police-
man with a gun in his hand. Natur-
ally | stopped. Maybe | looked a little
confused."”

Bonno mocked him: “It's all what
you consider acting a little confused.”

Corcoran said, “Mr. Browning, do
you live here?”

“Then what, the next thing to natu-
rally ask is—what were you doing in
the building?”

Browning's face looked a shade
grayer. He withdrew from his inside
pocket a thick sheaf of pinkish slips
and held it out. Corcoran crossed and
took the sheaf. The sheaf must have
contained a hundred-odd slips, each
about four inches square and adver-
tising certain bonded liquors.

Browning was saying, “l was on
my way up to the top floor. Then I
was going to start down, slipping a
sheet under each door. Advertising.
When | heard the shots—well, | gave
up the idea and decided to leave.”

“It's a gag,” growled Bonno. “The
gent looked guilty as hell.”

Corcoran said, “Thank you, Mr.
Browning.” He retained some of the
slips, gave the rest back to Browning.
Browning moistened his lips and let
out a quiet, unobtrusive sigh.

And then Corcoran said amiably,
casually to Dr. Sundstrand, “Mr. Der-
mody was of course dead when you
examined him, doctor?”

“Quite,” Sundstrand said, nodding
grimly. “Quite dead.”

“As a medical man, have you any
theories? You knew Dermody pretty
well, 1 gather.”

“Yes, pretty well. We used to go on
a lot of shindigs together. As to any
theories, | don't know. While myou
gentlemen have been talking, I've been
trying to figure out why Clint Der-
mody should have committed suicide.
It seemed quite unlike him. His
health was good. | know that person-
ally. He made (Please turn to page 79)
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Her Husband's
FRIEND

headquarters heard Dr. Wilhelm Mott had heen
murdered down in Pawhanssett. Dr. Mott, who
was perhaps the most emiiient physician in south-
ern Staten Island, had been one of the guests at a
party the night before at the Ring home—the name
Ring is one of the most venerable of the district and
the Ring house is a landmark—and it was in the
summerhouse on the vast Ring lawn that he was found.

Now Pawhanssett, being what it is, is a matter of
concern to the officialdom of New York. It is one of
those queer, isolated spots within the shadow of the
world's greatest metropolis—belonging, in fact, within
the limits of that metropolis—that clings jealously to
its individuality and scorns—when not legally com-
pelled otherwise—any relations with the giant that is
New York. A sizable portion of its population, having
immense local pride, never have crossed the bay to
Manhattan, not deeming such travel either necessary or
beneficial.

Hence, its policemen, although technically under the
supervision of Centre Street, are recruited locally and
refer to themselves as the Pawhanssett Police Depart-
ment; and so with its firemen and other officials who
draw municipal pay.

Therefore, when the news of Dr. Mott's destruction
came through, the matter was immediately laid before
the Commissioner. The Commissioner, a weary man,
looked over the report. He saw that one David Gray,
a patrolman, had found Dr. Mott.

“Local man?” asked the Commissioner.

“Yes, sir,” said the Inspector of the Homicide Squad.
“Oldest they got over there.”

“And these people—are they suspects?”

“Well, yes sir, In a way. There's Mrs. Ring—Unity’s
her first name—who gave the party and | suppose she’s
at least a material witness, if not a suspect. They say
she and Dr. Mott were to be married. Her husband
and Dr. Mott practised together.

“What happened to the husband?”

“Blew his brains out after he'd lost everything in
the market. Family fortune, it’s said. He
left his widow the house and a sizable
lump of insurance, but that was all.”

“Was Mott wealthy?”

“Fairly so.”

“And these others?”

“Well, sir, now comes the queer part of
it. It seems odd that Mrs. Ring should
give the party at all because these three,
the Proveens and Simon Lingle, the only
other rg]uests at the party, detested Mott.”

“Why?”

IT was early on a hot morning in August that

“Well—they all grew up together, it
seems— Mott had a heavy love affair with
Prudence Proveen at one time, but he
threw her over—there’s a child somewhere
according to local gossip—and it broke
her heart. She's never married and they
say she hates Mott now.

“Then, there’'s her brother, Caleb. He

By HENRY
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worships his sister—always has. They live together.
And when Mott did her the nasty trick it was all Pru-
dence could do to keep him from bumping off Mott then
and there. She did, but there’'s always been the chance
Caleb would do Mott in if he got half a chance.

“As for Lingle, he hates Mott like poison because
when Mott threw over Prudence, he took up with
Lingle’s wife. Mott's been a local ladies’ man all his
life. Finally there was a divorce, but what adds to
Lingle’s hatred is that Mott, after the divorce, gave the
wife the run-around and went chasing the Ring widow.

“So you can see that the party wasn't what you could
call hilarious.”

“Did Lingle and the Proveens know Mott was to be
there?”

“Apparently not. They came early, and he came in
later. He'd been at a hospital. The party broke up
just a little after that, but Mrs. Ring apparently wasn’t
through with her little joke, if it was a joke. She asked
Proveen, who had his car, to take Mott home. That
sort of staggered them, | suppose, but Proveen said
he would and Mott accepted. Lingle went along, too.

“Well, according to the story the three of them tell,
they dropped him off at his house, but they had words.
Both Lingle and Proveen warned him to keep out of
their way in the future, but it seems he laughed at
them.”

“Did he go right into his house?”

“Yes, the housekeeper heard him come in, but noth-
ing more. She says there's something supernatural
about it.”

The Commissioner looked annoyed.

“What do Lingle and Proveen do?” he asked.

“Lingle runs a hardware store and Proveen—" the
Inspector laughed queerly—“is a Professor of Primi-
tive Religions and the History of Witchcraft. He's a
Doctor of Philosophy.”

“It sounds,” said the Commissioner, gaping, “quite
mad. Any real clues?”

“None we can find out about.”

“Well, find out!” snapped the Commissioner.

In the little village of Pawhanssett, where
superstition and beautiful women were abun-
dant, Ashel Mayhew, of Huntsdale, Mo., not
only found that the world was against him,
but that he had to solve murder by commit-

ting robbery. A town where anything was

liable to happen—and did!

LaCOSSITT
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Both Ashel and Graney caught their breaths sharply, for Unity Ring was beautiful.

The Inspector was embarrassed. “That's just it, sir.
You see, Pawhanssett's such a queer place. They dis-
like interference, you know. 1 was wondering if it
would be better to let them--—---"

“That's only encouraging them. We've had this
situation before. Send a man with tact who knows his
business. That's all!”

The Commissioner was final. Sighing, the Inspector
took his leave. He sat down miserably at his desk.

“Tact!” he snarled. But then his face lighted.
“Tact?”

He reached for the telephone.

N thirty minutes Ashel Mayhew, the sheriff-like gen-
an from Missouri who was such a distinguished
ber of the Homicide Squad, was on his way with

h on-in-law, Detective Sergeant Vincent Graney.

y went in a rather unusual fashion, for they

tr d in a trim, twenty-four-foot speedboat, which
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went flying down the East River through the lazy sum-
mer day toward Staten Island.

The speedboat was Ashel’'s idea. They had bought it
recently.

"Mistuh Graney,” he had said at the time, “now
that we're livin' over on the East River, we oughta get
nautical. ’'Side, we might need it to get some place in
a jiffy sometime.”

Neither reason had appealed to Graney, Irish and
husky, red of hair, blue of eye, and thrifty, but there
they were.

Ashel, tall, gaunt, gray eyes mild, long mustache
drooping over his jaws, looked at Graney over his steel-
rimmed spectacles as they sped along and said:

“What'd | tell you?”

He was, of course, referring to the justification of
their purchase of the boat. Graney looked at him
sourly.

“Ain’'t you never wrong?” he asked bitterly.



“You'd better hurry, Professor, 'cause I'm not
on you,” Ashel warned.

“Mistuh Graney,” said Ashel, “for nigh on fifty years
I was wrong, so | got a license to be right now. |
spent enough time learnin’, didn't 1?”

Ashel here referred to the fact that, until he had
become such a brilliant member of the Homicide Squad,
he had contrived to fail signally at various pursuits in
diverse lands; and also to the fact that, although he
had failed, he had acquired knowledge and experience
in the aggregate, which made him, as it were, a walk-
ing almanac of vital information.

He leaned back in his seat lazily as Graney steered
the boat down the river. They passed beneath the
Williamsburg, the Manhattan, the Brooklyn bridges
and swung out into the bay. Behind them, the piled
masses of Manhattan rose in the clear summer sky.

Graney steered the bounding boat through the Nar-
rows, sped along the shore of Staten Island, then cut
southwest as the island curved. Presently, they drew
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up at an old wooden pier that thrust
out into the water from a narrow
beach. The beach extended back
from the water to meet a sandy cliff
that rose for perhaps sixty feet. A
flight of wooden stairs ran up the
cliff. " ;
Down the beach about a quarter of
a mile a sprawl of little houses
nestled on a point. That, they knew,
was Pawhanssett.

They moored the boat to the pier
and crossed the beach to climb the
stairway. At the top they came
upon a wide, grassy lawn where
splendid old trees—maples, elms,
oaks—grew, and from the stairs,
winding in and out among the trees,
a flagged path, on either side of
which grew a privet hedge, ran to
the house. The house was frame, a
New England Colonial, and on the
top of it was the famous platfonn
known as the “Widow’'s Walk,” sig-
nificant of Pawhanssett's maritime
past.

EY started down the path, but
stopped abruptly at a turn. A

policeman stood there at a break in
the path. The break gave on a side

path that led to the octagonal sum-
merhouse. It was about ten feet off
the main path and painted white.

“ How-de-do,” said Ashel. “1 reckon
you're Oflicuh Gray.”

“Guess | am,” said the policeman.
A man in his fifties, he was tall and
thin, with sunken face and eyes.

“You found him?”

“Guess | did.”

“flow’d you happen to go in the
summerhouse, Officuh Gray?”

Officer Gray's eyes were almost
black. They flashed.

“Guess we know our business
‘round here,” he said, “ 'thout any

'dvice fr'rm Noo York. Guess we
don't ask it, neither.”
“Guess not,” said Ashel. He

smiled, a very friendly expression,
but Officer Gray remained sullen.
Ashel asked: "You s'spect anybody,
Officuh Gray?”
“Guess If |
wouldn’t 1?”
Behind Ashel, Graney growled like
a mastiff as Officer Gray turned on
his heel and walked down the path.
“I'll report—" began Graney, but
Ashel had gone into the summer-
house. Graney followed him and, as
Ashel had done, stopped at the door.

“Good God!” said Sergeant Graney.

Directly across from them, seated upright on the
wall seat that ran around the eight sides of the build-
ing, was the body of Dr. Mott. His hands were crossed
in his lap; his feet rested carelessly on the floor; his
head had fallen back in a horrible angle against the
only unopened window of the eight the place contained,
and his open, staring eyes looked at them with some-
thing more than horror.

In the throat was a gaping gash.
that permitted the head to fall
window.

For a moment they stood staring and then they were
startled when somewhere in the summerhouse a little
bell chimed once. It was a ship’'s bell wired to the
chronometer that hung on the narrow wooden panel
next to the window where Dr. Mott sat. It was eight-
thirty. (Please turn to page 70)

did, I'd say so,

It was the gash
back against the
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LITTLE BOOK OF

STRANGE
CRIMES

Political Rivalry

ISTEO BADILLO was a mem-
ber of the Mexican House of

presentatives. He served during th

ction!

Truth is stranger than fic-

And this new diary

r 1933 Since the newspapers areof odd occurrences will ac-

silent on the subject, only the records
of the Mexican "legislative body can
show whether he was competent or
otherwise.
~ But competent or not he was a Mex-
ican politician and Mexicans take their
politics and politicians with an_ad-
vanced degree of sseriousness. Aristeo
Badillo was taken seriously. He de-
veloped a number of deadly political
enemies. But that was natural. Aris-
teo Badillo was playing the game of
Mexican politics. It is an old game,
%Iaé/_ed violently and_perhaps Aristeo
adillo was a fatalist. erhaps he
expected that sooner or later he would
be forced to trade bullets with his po-
litical enemies. There is certainly no
doubt that he had ample precedent on
which to base his expectations.

But Aristeo Badillo had no inkling
of the terrible disaster that was in
store for him.

He had beaten his enemies at the
Polls_ in Campeche, one of the states
orming the Yucatan Peninsula. It in-
furiated them. And when he took
passage on the SS. Yalton recently,
they hatched a plot. They learned the
destination of the steamer was the
town of Frontera, on the coast of Ta-

basgo. And when it docked they were
ready.
They seized Aristeo Badillo, taking

him forcibly from the steamer. They
bound him, placed him in a small_boat,
s?flrlted him away to a small island
off the coast.

There. was a straw hut there.
Within its steaming walls they Blaced
Aristeo Badillo, helpless in his bonds.
And then, because Aristeo Badillo was
their political_ enemy, because he had
beaten them in_elections and was in-
imical to their political in-
terests, they sprinkled the hut
with petroleum and set it
afire.

And they stood nearby and
watched and listened as the
man, who_ had onlx followed
P]rlnmples in which they did not

appen to believe and concur,
die the most horrible of all
deaths.

quaint you each month with

the most peculiar events of

the day! A monthly record

of strange things that happen
to strange people!

Serenade at the Tombs

E prison in New York, known as
the Tombs—because the original

building resembled the famous sa

Hence, when the strains of a certain
song drifted on the warm summer air
through the barred windows, they
were at first incredulous, then infuri-
ated. The stone walls rang with their
fury. They stamped, shook the bars,
growled ominously.

From the offices came the officials,
apprehensive of break or riot. They
endeavored to quiet their charges, but
without success. So finaII%/, in des-

eration, they rushed to the _street.
here, they “discovered an itinerant
German band, familiar to the New
York streets, puffing solemnly away in
the monotonous com-pah of their style
—playing_the song that had so infuri-
ated the ‘incarcerated men.

“Oh, if I had the wings of an
angel . ..

The strains of the “Prisoner’s Song,”
brassily rendered, echoed and reverber-
rated in the street. The Tombs officials

a riot was being brewed by their none

cophagi of ancient Eg¥ﬁt—is famoustopped the musicians, explaining that

throughout the world. rough its

_Ioom?/ walls a parade_ of interna-
ionally notorious criminals has
passed. Perhaps the ghosts of many

of these criminals—from Mose, the
Bowery Boy, to Gyp the Blood and
Two-Gun Crowley—haunt those corri-
dors and dungeons. At any rate it is
not too pleasant a place.~ One may
brood there, upon Hicks, the famous
axe murderer of the last century, upon
Monk Eastman, gangster peerless,
uf)on Gallus Mag, the fearsome female
slayer of old New York, and others,
and one may shiver at his recollections.
In fact, one does.

Therefore, one summer day, the
prisoners, within the Tombs, looking
through the bars at the drowsy sun-
shine,” probably dreamed of ~green
fields and rushing brooks and  cool
forests. Probably they yearned with
a powerful nostalgia for™ the freedom
of the open road. Their tempers, it
may. be imagined, were not in too
platid a state:
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too inocuous tune.

But, explained Fritz, Heinrich, Au-
gust, Edward and Willie, they were
under contract. A nice man, they said,
had got off a bus and given them $1.50
spot cash to ﬂla the song beneath the
windows at the Tombs. i

The officials explained again, and
patiently. They said it probably was

0

aWe. . .
hereupon Fritz, Heinrich, August,
Edward and Willie nodded solemnly,
took their instruments and went on
their merry way.

Order was restored in the Tombs.

Lingo

confidence men have words for

it. And words and words. In the

Brlght lexicon of the swindler are to
be Tound such as the following:

Pick-up—The act of getting ac-

quainted with the prospective victim.

Steerer—The man who makes the

pick-up and guides the victim
into the web of the plot.

Feeler—The first gentleman

actually to sound the victim.

He is "usually a bland, suave

?_erson_ and impresses the vic-

im with his importance in the

world of affairs.

Spieler—The gentleman who

seals the scheme by smooth

lan- (Please turn to page 85)
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MR. EDWARD L. GREENE, OF THE NATIONAL

the Terrible

In order to inform the American
people of the vicious system of domes-
tic racketeering that exists in this
country, and of the illegitimate prac-
tices that flourish under the guise of
honest business, this magazine pre-
sents the third of a series of cold-
blooded fact articles, which the editors
hope will aid in stamping out the insid-
ious and malignant growth of “gyp”

racketeers in the home

By
D. E. WHEELER

36

The United States is infested with
a multitude of crooks who, in the
guise of honest business, prey upon
the public and collect untold millions

of dollars annually.

I believe the most practical way to
combat these crooks is to expose them.
For this reason | am glad to recom-

mend these articles. . . .

home of Mrs. Ewan Morse, outside of New York

City, straggled a strange pair in the hot after-

noon sunlight. The woman approaching was
middle-aged, short and plump. Her clothes were poor
and shapeless and she carried a large, bulky brown-
paper bag. Alongside her ambled a gawky boy of six-
teen, his trousers away above the tops of his shoes,
and the sleeves of his jacket at least three inches too
short.

“Look like immigrants,” thought Mrs. Morse, who
was busy typing a report of the local relief committee
of which she was secretary. While so engaged, she
had sighed over the cases of many well-to-do acquain-
tances reduced to accepting municipal help, and here,
to complete her feeling of a world gone wrong, right
before her eyes was the personification of poverty.

“Could | spake a moment to you, ma’am?” came the
voice of the woman in accents that suggested an Irish
origin, though she might have been Dutch or Swedish
from her looks.

“Yes, certainly—what is it?” Mrs. Morse got up
from the typewriter.

“0—o—nh, see the beautiful little printin’ press,
Mal!” exclaimed the boy, pointing at the typewriter in
naive delight.

“Hold yer tongue, Willie!” admonished the woman;
then turning to Mrs. Morse she said apologetically:
“He ain’'t used to the ways of this country yet, and
he's never seen a typewriter before, God help him!
Both of us is pretty green, you see, ma'am.”

Immediately, Mrs. Morse grew more interested in
the visitors, which was what they were after if their
act was to get over. And if it hadn’'t been a type-
writer, it would have been something else that would
have exhibited Willie's touching simplicity. For

l | P the path to the porch of the little suburban
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BETTER BUSINESS BUREAU WARNS AGAINST

W illlam sons

Posed by models in Tower Studios

Willie, you must know, was a sort of “stooge” for his
mother in the game they were working.

“Well— ?” said Mrs. Morse.

“1I'm sorry to take yer time, ma'am, but please look
at this,” replied the woman.

Out of her bulky paper bag she drew what looked
like a large wad of lace. Motioning to Willie to take
hold, they shook it between them and spread out a beau-
tiful lace tablecloth made of small circles webbed to-
gether and containing a shamrock design.

“Goodness me!” breathed Mrs. Morse, involuntarily.

“ 'Twas made by me grandmother, ma’am,” explained
the shabby owner of it, “and she’s over eighty and gone
blind now. It took her the best part of a year to make
this grand cloth. But | must sell it to get food for me
children’s mouths. Me husband hasn’t been able to get
anything to do since we came to this country, and we
have nine young ones to clothe and feed—"

Hard times had made Mrs. Morse vow not to buy a
thing that wasn't a necessity until the New Deal had
established better days. JBut real hand-made Irish lace,
and a great spread of it billowing before her! Her eyes
sparkled as she gazed. Like every daughter of Eve, she
loved genuine hand-made lace, always wanted to possess
it, but her pieces of it had been few and small. On her
husband’s salary Mrs. Morse had never dreamed of
possessing real lace in such quantity as this, any more
than owning a necklace of genuine matched pearls.

“How was it made?” she inquired, examining one of
the many encircled shamrocks.

“With bobbins, ma’am, on a piller,” said her visitor.
“Just consider the patience and eyesight it took to
make all them circles exactly alike and put them to-
gether without a hair’s difference!”

“Yes indeed,” said Mrs. Morse, sympathetically; then
a bit more sharply: “But this cloth looks new.”

The MYSTERY Magazine, November, 1934

“It is that, as you might say,” smiled the visitor, “for
I niver used it, faith! 1 had it put away till the time me
children growed up and it wouldn't be destroyed, so.”

Tempted as she was, Mrs. Morse knew that she could
ill afford such a luxury, even if it was the chance of a
lifetime.

“I'm sorry—" she began.

“You can have it for thirty dollars, ma'am”, inter-
rupted her visitor, “and it's a treasure that will outlast
yer grandchildren’s grandchildren!”

Mrs. Morse knew that a real hand-made Irish lace
tablecloth of that size was worth five times that sum,
at least. She had her vacation money tucked away,
and might use half of it in the purchase. But she
shook her head again.

“Why don't you try it on yer dinin’-room table,
ma’am,” urged the temptress in that wheedling voice.

Persuaded, Mrs. Morse tried it on her walnut table.
It was perfect. She could fairly hear the delighted ex-
clamations over it by Ewan, her husband, and her
friends. Hesitating, coveting, she was lost when the
forlorn creature who offered it for sale said:

“Sure, and it belongs right there, ma’am! Take it for
twenty-five dollars—if | can afford to give it for that,
and God knows | can't, then surely you can afford to
take it, so!” (Please turn to page 94)
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Tre Well-Known

William Fortune could always unburden his troubles
at Casey Cohen’s bar to Casey Cohen himself.

HE pinochle joust at Precinct 53

had lasted till well after four in

the morning and Sergeants Druby

and Howard were riding home in
style. Captain Shoeman, thrilled at
having won some three dollars, and
generous to a fault with the taxpayers
gasoline, had ordered his chauffeur to
drive them home in the station squad
car. They were lolling against the rear
cushions, making mental promises to
mend their ways and get their rightful
sleep when the chauffeur, Hagan,
snapped them alert. He had hit the
lever controlling the riot-gun box. The
cover popped up, laying the deadly
pump guns easy to hand and both po-
licemen eased their pistol holsters and
surveyed the scene. There was a visi-
ble commotion a block or so ahead. By
this time, Hagan had gunned the
powerful car into its stride and they
arrived before the entrance of Casey
Cohen’s Four Hundred Club in time to
witness the closing scene of a tableau.

One burly young man stood over an-
other, all the evidence tending to prove
that he had just knocked the other man
down, for even now the fallen one
arose. This resurrection was short,
however, for his assailant treated him
to a first person singular demonstra-
tion of that ancient trick of battle
known as the “Dublin Flip.” This anti-
quated form of assault was handed
down from the old Irish mixed-ale
fighters and consists of deftly kicking
your adversary’'s feet from under him
with a sort of rugby hook-kick and
dealing him a lusty backhander at the
same instant. The newly arisen one
flopped back into the street sprawled
out, arms and legs extended, starfish
fashion. The aggressor then looked up,
perceived the oncoming squad car and
popped into the Four Hundred Club,
and there found sanctuary, for the
owner, Casey Cohen, was brother to the
Democratic district leader and the police
were forbidden to trespass on these
hallowed premises for anything short
of murder.

The group of late-to-beds who had
been standing about admiring the tech-
nique of this thuggery now saw the
policemen and their faces went sud-
denly blank as if wiped with a sobering
sponge. They began an idle gaping into
space, adopting that vacuous, deaf-
dumb-and-blind look with which a
policeman is normally greeted in cer-
tain neighborhoods. Not so the young
lady who had been an interested spec-
tator.

“Bill Fortune,” she shrieked at the
policemen. “It was Bill Fortune; he
did it. 1 just got out of a cab and was
going in the club as he was coming
out. | just said hello to this guy and
Bill puts the slug on him. He won't
let me alone and you gotta do some-
thing about it. What the hell are
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WORKS

In response to a demand from
M ystery readers, the editors pre-
sent this thrilling story of two
smart policemen, who, in spite of
chiselry, fixed juries and crooked
lawyers, got their man

coppers for if a guy can get away with that stuff? |
want protection.”

“Bee Morgan,” said Sergeant Druby meanly. “So
it's you. And you want protection? Well you can have
it. | think we’ll take you down and put you in the
parade for Sunday morning when they show up all the
dolls from the Saturday night raids. You'd feel right
at home, wouldn't you, Bee? Little Bee Morgan, the
sweetheart of Clark Street.”

Sergeant Howard had picked up the prone gentle-
man, recognized him, and dropped him again as if
fearful of soiling his hands.

“Eddie Latimer,” said the Sergeant in disgust, as if
that were sufficient explanation of this calloused action.
He had recognized him as a young man who emulated
the lily; beautifully was he attired, but he spun not.
Gigolo is a mild—very mild—phrasing of his occupa-
tion.

“Listen, copper,” continued the young lady, “you
can’t pull this kind of stuff on me. | know people that
will take your buttons off if | say the word. You gotta
make this Fortune let me alone. 1 don’t want no part

of him. | got a new sweet and I'm off William like
that.” Here she snapped her fingers. “l don't want
no part of him. I'm levelling, | tell you. I'm working
at the Elite. Ask anybody.”

“The Elite!” barked Howard. “And she calls it
levelling.”

The fallen gentleman now arose for the second time
and gazed about him with glazed dead-fish eyes. He
saw the policeman.

“1 didn't do nothing,” whined Eddie Latimer. “I'm
standing here doing nothing when this dolly here hops
out of a cab. | give her hello and just then this guy
Fortune comes out of the club and gives me the clouts.
How about it, copper? What about putting the collar
on him? That's assault and battery.”

“Good,” said Sergeant Howard and climbed back into
the car. Druby stood for a moment on the running
board and stared wistfully up at the Four Hundred
Club. “I1 would like nothing better,” quothe the Ser-
geant, “than to put Billy Fortune under glass. Maybe
we ought to kick the joint and sleeve him.”

“For what?” Sergeant Howard wanted to know. “For
assault? Don't be dumb. His lawyer would spring him
cut of there in the morning and all we get is lost sleep.
Come on, it's after four. Roll it, Hagan.”

none of whose respectable Czechoslovakian an-

BY

JAMES EDWARD
GRANT

“Listen, copper, | know people that will take
your buttons off,” threatened the young lady.

young public enemy, a promising young labor racketeer
like Billy Fortune, the air. Dolls just don’'t make sense,
that's all. Didn’'t | always treat her right? Sure.
And then she gives me the air. It ain't as if Bee were
hard to get. Any small time checker, heist-guy or
back porch climber on the West Side will tell you dif-
ferent. But they hadn't better—not where | can hear
them. And then the mob will razz a guy that lets some
doll throw him over. Especially after you invest a lot
of dough in her like I did. Well, any guy that makes
a play for her better watch his step that's all, and |
mean watch his step.

Musing thus, young Mr. Fortune made his way
through the club to the bar. Here he would find the
owner, Mr. Casey Cohen, and unburden himself of his
troubles. Mr. Cohen could be depended upon to help
Billy carry his cross, for Mr. Cohen was a saloon keeper
and William was a wine buyer and times being what
they are, wine buyers are few and far between. Also,
Casey was a pal, not at all the type to quibble over a
little perjury. Was William being prosecuted by the
police in connection with certain acts of violence he
was alleged to have committed then Casey came to bat.
“Absolutely Mr. Prosecutor, William Fortune was in
my place all night that night. | remember perfectly
because it was the night of the Canzoneri-Ross fight
and we made a little bet. | remember that Billy liked
Canzoneri, but | said, watch Ross belt him over—all
right, 1 won't go into that—but he was in the place
all night.”

Mr. Cohen had had many occasions to offer his
services thus for William, in his capacity of Business

cestors would have answered if addressed as Fortune)Agent for the Leather Workers' Union and Mutual
meditated as he climbed the flight of stairs and enteredProtective Benefit, was constantly subject to police per-

TE object of this discussion, Mr. William Fortune,
(

the gaudy Four Hundred Club. That's life for you. Al-
ways something. It seems like every time a guy starts to
put the slug on someone, along comes John Law and
butts in.

And you take dolls now. There's something no guy
can figure. Imagine this Bee Morgan giving a rising
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secution. For William was a soldier in the gallant, and
profitable, struggle of protecting labor from the depre-
dations of capital. Unfortunately the members of his
union were continually running to the police with the
claim that they needed protection from William far
more than from the oppression {Please turn to page 59)
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Seven

Wiiat Has Gone Before:

Warren Lorrimer Exonerated
by Death-Bed Confession

Governor Extends Full Pardon to
Millionaire Sportsman Who Served
Seven Years for Grime of
Which He Was Innocent

TT seemed to Warren Lorrimer that he had lived the
A last few days in a state of complete mental fog. First,
his unexpected release from prison after serving seven
years for a crime of which he was innocent; then his
meeting on the train with Lyman Bracker which had
resulted in his introduction to the strange men that
constituted the Tribunal; and finally the death of Grey-
field Platt. It had all happened with a kaleidoscopic
rapidity that had left him quite dazed and with a
devastating sense of unreality.

Added to this was his meet-
ing with Monica Greffer, the
daughter of the man whom he
held responsible for his im-
prisonment. His mind dwelt
for some time on Monica and
he found himself strangely
moved. He saw her quite
clearly—tall, graceful, alluring

and markedly aloof. Yet, de-
spite her aloofness, she had
shown a definite interest in

him and had made a deter-
mined effort to keep him from
joining the Tribunal. He was
unable to fathom her reason
for this. Did she want him to
keep free of these ruthless
men, who stopped at nothing,
for his own sake, or was it be-
cause she was afraid for her
father? Did she think that
backed by the Tribunal, he,
Lorrimer, was in a better posi-
tion to wreak vengeance on Nor-
man Greffer than he would be
single-handed? Warren Lorri-
mer frowned. The more he
thought of it, the more his
mental confusion increased.
Now go on with the story:

tirely to
Here

favorite authors.

tastes.

ARREN LORRIMER
leaned back in his chair and looked about. This
penthouse, which he had rented furnished, at

least was real. This sunshine-flooded room
was real. He was no longer hemmed in by gloomy
walls; his door was no longer a set of steel bars;

and the man who stood deferentially back of his
chair was not a keeper but his servant, ready to
do his slightest bidding. His name was Jablowski,
or something like that, and it was he, himself, who
had suggested to Lorrimer that he adopt some
ether, simpler name. Lorrimer had agreed and after
a moment’s thought had said: “I'll call you War-
den.” It was the first time in many years that he
had smiled.

The man came forward.

“No, I've finished,” said Lorrimer.
away, Warden.”

“More coffee, sir?”
“You may clear
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Do You Want Serials
in Mystery?

Here is a chance for M ystery readers
to vote on a much-debated question—
shall a monthly magazine carry a con-
tinued story, or devote its pages en-
complete,
Write to us, and tell us your choice.
is the second
the newest serial
If you like it, say
so; if you don't like it, say so.
editors wish to publish the kind of
magazine you like to read, and by giv-
ing you this excellent four-part story
on which to cast your vote, we feel
confident that the results will be an
accurate gauge of Mystery readers’
What is your choice?

M eant

The man bowed and began to remove the breakfast
dishes. He was only half finished when the sound of
a buzzer interrupted him and took him to the door.

“A Mr. Bracker wishes to see you,” he came back and
reported a minute later.

Warren Lorrimer started. “Show him in,” he said.

Lyman Bracker entered briskly. Lorrimer made a
mental note to ask him some time for the name of his
tailor. Despite his short dumpy figure his clothes fitted
him beautifully. No one who saw him would ever have
suspected that he had once been in prison, or would
imagine that this ordinary, though prosperous looking
individual, belonged to an association whose members
stood ready to avenge their wrong at any cost.

“Good-morning,” said Lyman Bracker. “Sorry to
disturb you so early in the day, but a matter of im-
portance has come up that requires our immediate
attention. Freda Hayward goes to trial the day after
tomorrow.”

Warren Lorrimer stared at him blankly.
Hayward? Did you say Freda Hayward?”

“Freda Hayward,” Bracker
explained, “is what is com-
monly known as a gangster’s
moll. She is a pretty thing and
originally played around with
Eddie Coakley. Coakley is a
racketeer of outstanding repu-
tation. Unfortunately, Freda
made the acquaintance of one
‘Red” MacCracken and trans-
ferred her affections to him.
Even before this there had
been considerable feeling be-
tween Coakley and MacCracken.
They were leaders of rival
gangs, and prior to repeal Mac-
Cracken had muscled in on
Coakley’s territory. Afterward
they both went into the slot
machine racket and the two
men got to hate each other
more than ever. When Freda
Hayward deserted Coakley and
went over to MacCracken, it
was the last straw. The career
of ‘Red’ MacCracken came to a
sudden end. He was found with
half a dozen bullet holes in his
stomach. Freda, apparently,
was the last person who had
seen MacCracken alive. The
police pulled her in and ques-
tioned her. There was some
circumstantial evidence against
her. For instance, the gun which had killed Mac-
Cracken was found in her possession. She and ‘Red’
had been outtogether on the night he was shot.
They had justcome out of a restaurant. It was rain-
ing and ‘Red’ had gone on ahead to find a taxi. Then
she had heard the shots and had run to him. Her
claim that she had found the gun beside the body and
had picked it up with an idea of tracing it to its owner,
was ridiculed by the police. Still they wouldn't have
had much of a case against her if it hadn't been for
Eddie Coakley, who came forward and swore that he
had seen her shoot MacCracken. It was easy after that
to invent a motive . .. to say that ‘Red’ was interested
in another girl and that Freda had killed him because
of jealousy.”

“How does that concern us—the Tribunal?” Warren
Lorrimer broke in stiffly.

“Freda

short stories?

installment of
by one of your

The
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“I'm Eddie Coakley,” the fellow announced.

For a moment Lyman Bracker’s round, bulbous eyes
rested thoughtfully on the other.

“It is part of our creed to prevent innocent people
from being convicted. 1, for my part, consider that
more vital than avenging ourselves on those who sent
us to prison. This girl isn't important,_perhaps, but
the principle involved is. Your old friend,_Norman
Greffer, who got his start by convicting you, is getting
a lot of publicity out of this. The papers reek with the
fearless prowess of District Attorney Greffer who has
sworn to put an end to racketeering. He is going to
send this girl to the chair or at least to prison for life.
She’s innocent! Do you want to stand by and not lift
a finger— ?”
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“1 thought perhaps your girl-friend would like to dance.”

“No,” said Lorrimer dully. “On the other hand, |
don't wish . . .” he stopped and stared intently at
Lyman Bracker. “Was Greyfield Platt murdered by the
Tribunal?”

Lyman Bracker turned away. When a minute later
he again faced Lorrimer, his eyes were more vacuous
than ever.

“Platt was a traitor,” he said evasively. “It has
been reported that he died of heart failure. Whether
or not he was murdered needn't be the cause
of any worry to you. You certainly had no hand
init.”

“1 know | didn’'t,” said Warren Lorrimer. “Just the
same,” he added obstinately, “I'm not with you when
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you try to bring about justice by committing other in-
Justices. | won't be a party to indiscriminate murders.”

T YMAN BRACKER'S brows came together. For the
I—=* first time since he had known him, Lorrimer saw
him lose his temper. i i

“When you joined us, what did you think wo were
going to do to right the wrongs which we'd suffered—
write letters to the newspapers? We don’'t commit in-
discriminate murders. We punish and we punish
justly, and we save others from being the victims of
injustice!”

orrimer shook his head doggedly. “I'll resign” he
said. "l won't be a party to proceedings of that kind.”

Lyman Bracker looked at him not unkindly.

“We can't let you resign,” he said softly. “It
wouldn’t be fair, it wouldn't be safe for the rest of us.”
He took a turn about the room, came back and con-
fronted Warren Lorrimer. “Think of what happened
to Greyfield Platt,” he said significantly.

Lorrimer, aghast, fell back a step.

“You mean . . . you mean you'd do the same to me?”

“It depends on how far you go. 1, for one, wouldn't
vote for such extreme measures,” said Bracker medi-
tatively, “but Paul and the others might. They've
sworn not to let anything stand in their way . . .
don’t do anything rash, Lorrimer . .. | like you and
in time you'll see things differently.”

Warren Lorrimer sat down heavily. His emotions
were inextricably mixed. He could see the others’ point
of view, but just the same, he had a feeling of anger
that they dared to threaten him. He was conscious of
sympathy for the girl to be tried shortly for her life
and possibly convicted unjustly, just as he had been.
Yet the thought of saving her at the expense of com-
mitting other crimes, no matter how necessary, re-
pelled him. i

Monica Greffer had been right when she had warned
him against joining the Tribunal, but she had come too
late, at a time -when, overwhelmed by the injustice he
had suffered, he was prepared to do anything. He
looked thoughtfully at Lyman Bracker. The man’'s
warning was not to be taken lightly. They had meted
out grim, swift justice in the case of Greyfield Platt.
He was in a trap. There was no doubt about it. He
had no choice for the moment except to accede to their
wishes. Perhaps his decision was influenced a little by
the thought of Norman Greffer. He had moments
when nothing that they could ever do_to Greffer would
seem too brutal, too horrible. Lorrimer’'s eyes grew
slightly veiled. i

Why have you come to see me?” he said.

“For two reasons,” Bracker answered. “There will
be a meeting of the Tribunal tomorrow night. I will
call for you in my car. The other is to tell you some
things you've done and still have to do.”

“Things I've done?”

Lyman Bracker nodded brightly.

“You do not know it,” he said, “but you've bought
and own the Three-Way Club. It's not much of a club.
It's a hang-out for prosperous gangsters and racketeers.
But you needn’'t own it for long. We'll only require it
for a short time. Eddie Coakley is one of its best
patrons. He visits it nightly. You've also bought a
little private house on Bank Street, a few blocks from
the Three-Way Club. And you're the owner of five
taxicabs.”

“A night club, a house, and five taxicabs!” Warren
Lorrimer was staring at Bracker in bewilderment.
“What have | bought them for?” he demanded. “And
who paid for them?”

“You've bought them,” said the other, “because the
Tribunal needs them to straighten out this matter of
Freda Hayward. As to who paid for them, that brings
me to the other reason for my visit. Everything was
paid for out of the Tribunal's treasury. We are pro-
vided with ample funds. Still the drain on us is con-
stant and considerable. We expect you to make an
initial contribution of two hundred and fifty thousand
dollars. But take your time about it. We appreciate
that just having come back, your affairs may be in
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a somewhat tangled condition. If it is a drain on you—"
“It will be no drain on me,” said Warren Lorrimer

slowly. “My affairs are in excellent shape. My at-

torney has looked after them during—my absence.”

“That's fine,” Lyman Bracker remarked. *“Paul says
we are going to need a great deal of money—a great
deal.”

Lorrimer said nothing to that. Instead he referred
back to the matter that Lyman Bracker had first
brought up.

“As regards Freda Hayward, | suppose there's no
alternative except to—eliminate Eddie Coakley?”

“I'm afraid not,” Bracker declared firmly. He picked
up his hat. “I'll see you tomorrow,” he announced.

Lorrimer, alone, took stock of his complex position.
He had been too impetuous; he should have investigated
before he joined the Tribunal. Lyman Bracker had
made it plain enough that they would not allow him, at
least at this time, to withdraw. Perhaps it was because
they wanted his financial support. If that were all, he
would gladly give it to them, but even then he would be,
in a sense, compromised and partly responsible for their
acts. A wild idea flashed into his mind. He would
go away, go abroad and live in some other country. But
that might be worse than staying. There was no telling
what crime they might commit and fasten on him;
something that might result in his being extradited and
brought back. Then, too, in a way he sympathized
with the motives that actuated these men. They were
human and altruistic. Their idea of saving this girl,
Freda Hayward, who could mean nothing to them. . . .

A night club! A house! And five taxicabs!

“Sit up, Eddie,” said the girl. “Sit up
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His years of incarceration had, to an extent, dulled
Warren Lorrimer’s spirit but not his keen mind. He
had a very clear notion why these had been bought in
his name. He now appeared on the records as the
owner and so he was definitely involved in whatever
steps they took to do away with Eddie Coakley. Damn
them! He'd shake himself free somehow.

He got up and went for his hat. There were some
matters he wanted to discuss with his attorney, Ronald
Graham.

NALD GRAHAM was a short man of slight build
ith grayish, kindly eyes. His expression was con-

Warren Lorrimer hesitated for a moment or two.

“Nothing of importance,” he said. “l want you to
look up some people for me. Try and find out who they
are. There’s a man named Lyman Bracker—"

“I've heard of him,” said Mr. Graham. “He’s pretty
well fixed and is a director of a dozen important cor-
porations. He was once—” Then Ronald Graham
stopped abruptly.

“He was once in prison, like myself,” Lorrimer fin-
ished for him.

“You knew that, did you?”

Warren Lorrimer nodded. “Put these down,” he said,
“and have someone in your office look them up.” He

antly harried; there were so many people dependentgave him the names of Lyman Bracker, Dr. Tolger, Joe

oh him, so many people who came to him to get them

out of their difficulties.

He was delighted to see Warren Lorrimer.
lit up as he clapped him on the back.

“You old buzzard,” he said, “why didn't you let me
come up and call for you when you were released?”
Then his face clouded. “I've saved many a guilty man
from going to prison and to think that I couldn’t save
you who were really innocent.” He shook his head
sadly.

Warren Lorrimer gripped his hand.

“You did the best you could,” he said. “l never
blamed you and | want to thank you for looking after
my affairs while . .. 1 was away. Nobody could have
done a better job. | appear to be richer by a million
or so.”

“Just luck,” said Ronald Graham carelessly.
thing special on your mind?”

His eyes

“Any-

and tell the driver where to go.” Disgust was

The MYSTERY Magazine, November, 103!t

in her voice.

Anaropulos, Dennis O'Mara, and Morris Grender, which
besides himself and Paul constituted the Tribunal.
There was no use in giving him Paul's name.

“I'll have them looked up,” said Mr. Graham. “I
can't do it myself. 1've got a case coming up the day
after tomorrow, a girl accused of murder. Perhaps
you've read about it. Her name is Freda Hayward.
There’s been a lot of publicity. The man she’s accused
of murdering— ‘Red’ MacCracken—was one of the most
notorious racketeers in the country. There isn't a
doubt in my mind but that she’s innocent.”

“Has she a chance?” Warren Lorrimer interrupted.

Ronald Graham shook his head despondently.

“I'm afraid not. It's a shame. She’s a nice little
thing. Honest in her way, despite her unfortunate
background. If it weren't for a rat by the name of
Eddie Coakley, | could get her off easily enough, but
he's prepared to swear that he saw her shoot Mac-
Cracken. I'm positive that
he and his gang did the job
themselves, and this is his
way of getting even with

the girl. She used to play
around with him.”

“1 know,” said Warren
Lorrimer.

Mr. Graham looked up in
surprise.

“You know?”

“1 must be going,” said
Lorrimer hastily.

He had a curious sense
of depression, a feeling of
responsibility toward this
girl whom he had never
seen. The Tribunal—if
Bracker had spoken the
truth—had it in its power
to save her. But at what
price? Was it to be an-
other cold-blooded murder?
For how many details, he
wondered, had they been
responsible before he had
become one of them?

Out in the street Warren
Lorrimer stood for a min-
ute irresolute. It was as
though he were in the
middle of a stream help-
lessly being carried along
by a swift current. Things
were happening that he
couldn’'t understand. The
situation was growing
steadily more involved, his
thoughts were muddled and
he felt he must get them
cleared up. Possibly the
information he had asked
Graham to get might help.
He formed a swift resolu-
tion. Monica Greffer—she
knew things. She had
been prepared to give him
information on the night
(Please turn to page 87)
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WHAT NEXT

By PAMELA PINKERTON

Short hair
Carefully dressed up and
off the face it follows the

graceful lines of the mod-

prevails.

ern airplane and automo-

bile, giving the effect of

smartness, simplicity and
intelligence

Courtesy General Motors Corp.

AIR styles follow the crowd.

They've gone streamline, just like everything
else, and are as much a reflection of present
day conditions as the latest style in automobile

or airplane.

Which means that they are strikingly modern, smart,
significant. The new coiffure is designed for hard wear.
But it has a look of tremendous freshness, lightness,
airiness. It is simple to the point of plainness, but it
is daintier than any complicated arrangement of curls
ever devised.

Dumas, hairdresser, at the Savoy Plaza in New
York, explained this new streamline tendency. The
hair is short. It is up and off the face. It is up and
off the neck. The hair line shows across the nape of
the neck. The bun is gone. The outline of the head is
followed. The whole movement is extreme—it is mod-
ern, it is intelligent.

But what must the poor girl do who likes a bit of
length to her hair, we asked Dumas.

Ah, she must try to look in the mode. She must on
no account wear a bun. She must have her hair ar-
ranged in a sort of chignon, flat from nape of neck to
crown, so that the outline of the head is preserved.
The line must be up, up—and off the face. Up and off.
Smart, simple, intelligent.

So there you are. That's the news about hair. And
from what we have seen of the new coiffures, it's good
news. Good looking, at any rate. And becoming.
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Courtesy Dumas Coiffures

Here's the streamline coiffure at its
loveliest—extreme, youthful, modern,
simple and vastly becoming.

For there is no one, cut-and-dried style for every-
body in this new coiffure. It is adapted to suit the
face, the head. Wide, soft waves soften the severe
outline. If the shape of the forehead demands it, a
thin, slightly waved bang, still following closely the
shape of the head, is arranged to make the coiffure
more becoming but not a bit less smart.

The streamline mode of hair dressing demands im-
maculately kept hair. All modes of hair dressing do,
for that matter. But there is so little artificiality
about this one—the quality and condition of the hair
have so much to do with its smartness. So it is regular
trips to the hairdresser for the girl who wants to look
her best, and the most careful attention to everything
that keeps the hair soft and shining and lovely.

To have heavy hair is of no special advantage. Of
course, your hair must not look skimpy. But all the
hairdressers stress the fact that it must be thinned
out with regularity and with unsparing scissors if it
is to take and keep the new lines satisfactorily. And
that's another job that the hairdresser must do for you.

With the aid of all the lovely hair cosmetics— lotions
and pomades, curlers and wavers and shampoos of one
sort and another—a girl can do a pretty good job of
keeping her hair neat. But she can't thin it out
and she can't trim it, and she needs a professional
wave now and again to train it in the way it should go.

Hair brushing has gone a bit out of vogue, perhaps.
That is to say, women don't spend the hours and hours
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HAIR STYLES-

And here’s the streamline coiffure adapted

to the face that looks best with more and

softer waves and with a shadowing bang
over the brow.

Courtesy Dumas Coiffures

in a lifetime that they used to brushing their long
locks. A hundred strokes of the hair brush meant
something when each stroke had to cover two or three
feet of hair. Just the same, short hair, even hair as
short as it is this year, benefits by intelligent brushing.

And here’s how: Brush the hair up. Don’t brush it
down. For one thing, the hair must assume upward
lines to be smart. For another, the scalp is more stim-
ulated when an upward stroke of the brush is used.
You'll look something like the conventional idea of a
Fiji Islander as you follow the right method of up-
ward brushing. But your hair will be the better for it.

Besides training the hair in an off-the-face direction
and giving the scalp a good massage, this upward
brushing lets the air in under the hair. And this does
good to both scalp and hair.

A hundred strokes a day may not be necessary. But
try fifty. Fifty good, vigorous strokes, each one intelli-
gently directed to give the hair a real airing, the scalp
a real massage.

Hat fashions always influence hair styles. Obviously
enough. You can't wear a heap of curls and a hat both
on top of the head at the same time. The new hats are
especially smart on the new coiffure. The hat is worn
high enough so that it does not rumple or disturb the
wave—or, to put it the other way, the wave is placed
low enough so that the hat does not disturb it. And
when curls are worn they, too, are low enough to keep
out of the hat's way.
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Paris, this season, sponsored a
number of 1880 fashions, and with
them came a modified 1880 method
of doing the hair. There are little
hats, tilting forward, that leave
room for a soft mass of curls
rather high at the back. These
curls are not kinky, fuzzy curls.
They are soft, somewhat flat, cling-
ing closely to the outline of the
head. They are entirely bewitching
on certain girls, they and the
demure little hats that go with
them.

Something besides appearance is
a great advantage in a coiffure.
And that is the substantial quality
that keeps it looking well.

That's a point in favor of the
new, simple arrangements. They
wear well. The modern girl is
busy, whether she works for a liv-
ing or leads a life of so-called
leisure. She hasn't time to repair
to her mirror every hour and “do”
her hair over. She likes to hurry
it into shape in the morning, confi-
dent that it will stay there all day
=—while she plays tennis or golf,
takes dictation, goes to a commit-
tee meeting or a business confer-
ence, a bridge, or an after-office party. She can usually
find time for a few corrective moments to devote to
her appearance before the evening’'s diversions set in.
But not too many, even then. So the hair arrangement
that depends for its effectiveness on good grooming
and a sturdy line are all in favor, so far as she is
concerned.

This good grooming matter applies in all matters of
beauty, of course. And the well-groomed head is an in-
centive to keep the whole beauty ensemble in its most
attractive state. The basis of modern make-up works
down to a matter of good grooming, if you analyze it
carefully. Eouge and lipstick and all the other cos-
metics are used to make the face look as nearly in per-
fect condition as possible. They make a woman look
attractive, alive, healthy. They make her a part of the
smart world around her.

Clothes that are well pressed, immaculately clean, in
smart style—well-groomed clothes that make frequent
visits to cleaner and tailor and home pressing board—
are part of the well-groomed picture. The new coiffure
doesn’t look well unless clothes and features are all
smartly well groomed.

Of course, In hair, shampooing is of first importance.
For hair that is not fresh never lends itself well to any
mode of hair dressing. And untidiness of hair is moro
apparent in this new mode than in others more ornate.
There’s nothing to hide untidiness or lack of fastidi-
ousness in the new streamline coiffure.
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she set her course as far as possible
from the Inspector’s reasoning. “Well,
I'm ready to go with you to the
studio,” she decided. .

The taxi swirled southward with
the incessant howling of newsboys
rising at every corner. It was not
often that the papers got hold of a
story like this. “HIS HONOR FINDS
CORPSE” was the way the tabloids
handled it. .

“His_Honor finds corpse and ye
dicks find murderer— or go back to
walking a beat somewhere in Queens,”
Piper remarked.

‘They say the suburbs are much
more healthful,” Miss Withers retorted
wickedly. And then they pulled down
a narrow street beneath the Ninth
Avenue EIl, in a noisy, dirty world
of %arages, rooming-houses, and lofts.

They finally stopped before what
appeared to be an ancient stable. In
spite of the neat brass plague which
read “Atelier Dravid” Miss Withers
looked dubious. But the Inspector
swung out of the taxi. .

An "~ exceedingly unemployed-looking
person, in rusty clothing, casually de-
tached himself from a railing™ and
walked past. “Nobody come in since
| got here,” he grunted out of one
corner of his mouth.

“Swell!” said Piper. He led the way
to the big double door, and tried a
key in the padlock. It worked.

Stole it from the stiff's pocket,”
he informed her. “Come on in—it's
only housebreaking.”

HERE were mingled smells of clay,

rockdust, cooking and decay at
which Miss Withers wrinkled her hose,
Piper closed the door behind them and
cast his flash around the rudely fur-
nished hall. .

There was a stairway at the left,
and a locked door directly ahead of
them. “Let’s see what’s in here,” Pi-
per suggested. He tried another key,
and then led the way down a long
Pa_ ssage. The place still looked more
like a’barn or warehouse than a dwell-
ing, in spite of the overalls and other
rough clothing which hung here and
there. At the far end the hallway
made an abrupt turn to the right,
and opened through a doorway into
what at first seemed to be a starless
and skyless outdoors. From somewhere
came a cool draft. ... .

Piper cast his flash ahead, and Miss
Withers squealed. It shone full in the
face of a black and evil giant who
was crouched as if ready to spring
down upon them. A second glance
told the school-teacher that the “giant
was cut of black stone, and eternally
unable to move.

All around them loomed the vast,
monstrous creatures which spoke of
the odd fgenlus of Dravid, the sculptor.
Some of them, like the black giant,
were roughIK sh Others, “most
of them in ghostly white marble, were
finished and ready for exhibition.
Farther on were various smaller proj-
ects, some of them barely begun—
models in clay and the like.

Walking softly, almost unwilling to
speak for fear of disturbing the mas-
sive and broodln% figures, Miss
Withers and the Tnspector pushed
farther and farther into the vast
studio. i i

Once_Miss Withers paused to admire
a fanciful interpretation marked with
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a brass placard— “The Fates,” which
consisted of four crouching female le-
ures completely hooded " in marble
drapery. A moment later the In-
spector, stepping back suddenle/ from
an_unlovely model of Judas [scariot
writhing beneath a thorn tree, lost
his balance on a pile of rock chips
and staggered into the outstretched
arms of a vast and naked lady who
leered back at him. . .

“Oh!” he gasped. Then, to Miss
Withers, “You know, | almost said
‘pardon me’”!

He raised his flash, and they both
stared at the voluptuous, Junoesque
figure— truly a caricature of desir-
able womanhood. Her robe had just
slipped to her feet and her face wore
an expression of invitation, of evil
knowledge— all in all, here was sculp-
tured with all the clear cold hardness
of marble, a woman perfect in her
fleshliness. . X

“lsn’t she something!” Piper re-
marked gaily. But Miss Withers was

frowning.

_“Huss¥!" she accused the marble
figure. Then— “He must have known
some woman— much too well,” she
analyzed.

But they were not to spend the eve-

nin? in admiration of the murdered

sculptor’s genius. = From  sol ere

in the Uﬁper regions of the place

sgunded the shrill’ ringing of a tele-
one.

p_“Say—I‘d like to answer that!”

Piper~ told , her. “Maybe if we

hurry. . .

Th)éy ran *back past the Fates, p
the Judas and the black crouc |nF
giant, and came into the little hall-
walx again. )

Here™ both stopped short, and Miss
Withers, who was normally a person
of calm and restrained temperament,
gave her second squeal of the night.

Coming toward them was the white
marble woman which they had just
left in the studio!

She seemed smaller, and she was
wearing a white negligee which hardly
concealed her large  and Junoesque
figure— but it was the same woman.
Even though this woman had red
lips, and walked smoothly. . . .

She was not surprised to see them.
“l am Mrs. Gretchen Dravid,” she
said. “If you’re the detective, you're
wanted on’ the phone!”

Plper_(?urgle a bit. “But— but my
man said you hadn’t come home!”

HE pointed past them. “Perhaps
your spies don’t know of the studio
entrance— it opens on another street,”
she explained. “l heard you come in
the front door, and I'm sure | don't

mind your poking about. But | wish
you'd have your telephone calls some-
whdere else” I've stood all | can
toda

1
W|¥hout a word, the Inspector fol-
lowed her back down the hall, through
the front entryway, and up the staifs.
Miss Withers, taking one look over
her shoulder at the looming black giant,
threw her dignitv to the winds and
scampered after them.

“The telephone is in here,” said
Gretchen Dravid, leading the way to
a chaste and modernistic bedroom.
She sprawled out on the bed, where
she evidentlv  been comforting

herself with smelling salts, a_gay-
looking novel, and a bottle of wine.
The

“She’s the type of woman who never
sits down,” Miss Withers told herself.
Piper was looking for the telephone.
“Lucky | left word where | was

oing,” he remarked, “for this must

a matter of life or death.” i

Gretchen had to point out to him
the location of the phone, which was
reached by lifting the silken skirts
of a saucy French doll. The Inspector
looked somewhat abashed, but he
finally got the instrument in his grip.

“Hello!” he barked. “There was a
long pause, after which he said “Yes”
five times and “My God” twice. Then
he put down the phone and stared at
Miss Withers with bewildered .

“They’ve found the murderer?”” Miss
Withers pi-ompted.

He shook his head. “It’s Dee Bryan,
irl who unveiled the statue,” he
told her. “She’s been kidnaped!”

At which, for no particular reason,
Mrs. Dravid was hysterical again.

| T was not until five that afternoon

that Park Commissioner Bryan was
able to leave the blood-smeared statue
in Central Park. Miss Deirdre Bryan
had waited, in spite of his efforts to
make her drive on home without him.

“It’s a terrible thing for a girl your
age,” old Mike had told her,

“It’s the most thrilling thing that

ever happened to me” Dee insisted.
“And if you make me go home I’ll
disown you.” Dee had™ stayed, all

through “the fruitless questioning of

the crowd, the preliminary examina-
tion by Dr. Bloom, and the removal
of _the bo

Then, arqt)jl not until then, she drove
her father along the boulevard in a
smart new Packard roadster. The!
came out of the park onto Fiftl
Avenue, and headed downtown.

“I've got to phone my office” Bryan
told her. “Pull up here a moment,
and have a cigarette.” . i

was surprised at this, which
was a breach of discipline. “Your
driving shows that you need a seda-
tive,” her father told her. He gave
her a cigarette, and then headed down
59th Street to where a Childs’ gleamed
whitely. .

Bryan was barely in the phone
booth when Dee caught a %lllmpse of
the tall young man with the beard.
He was walking very fast down Fifth
Avenue. Instantly ~ she remembered
something.

This was the man who had stood
near the newsreel sedan at the un-
veiling— the man who before the un-
veiling had stared up at the
statue with a wild and fascinated
horror on his face. He must have
known, then, what was hidden from
the rest of them!

Suddenly she knew what she must
do! Though her knees trembled and
she found difficulty in breathing, she
slipped from the car. Her rouge-
stained cigarette dropped to e
leather upholstery; she left the motor
running and the door open . . . but
Dee Bryan had no thoughts for such
minor matters. .

The young man who was hurrying
awav into the twilight was either a
clairvoyant— or a ‘murderer!  And
Dee Bryan was going to find out
which. .

Tense as a steel spring, eager as a
cat at a mouse-hole, Dee trailed her

(Please turn to page 48)
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Appendicitis Warnings

“1 can give it to you, of course.
without the advice of a doctor.

symptoms of appendicitis vary.
V_y Almost always, continued pain and
tenderness in the abdomen are the first
indications of an acutely inflamed appen-
dix. Of course, not all intestinal aches
are caused by appendicitis, but anyone
who has continued, unrelieved abdomi-
nal pain, especially if it is accompanied
by nausea or vomiting, needs competent
medical attention at the earliest possible
moment and not self-medication.

If it is appendicitis the use of a laxative
is dangerous. It stimulates violent intes-
tinal action and may spread the inflam-
mation, cause the appendix to rupture,
or induce peritonitis. Moreover, the suf-
ferer should not be given food, drugs or
medicine of any kind unless prescribed
by the attending physician.

%II

JE3t

rr.r

But if 1were you | wouldn't take anything for it
Those abdominal fains may mean appendicitis.”

Send for your doctor immediately if there
is any suspicion of appendicitis. In mak-
ing his diagnosis he may find it necessary
to make one or more blood cell counts or
to observe your temperature for a few
hours, keeping you quietly in bed under
close observation.

Your doctor may decide that the attack
does not clearly denote appendicitis and
can be relieved without an operation. But
ifit is a clear case of acute appendicitis,
he will probably recommend an operation
within the shortest possible time.

Performed by an expert surgeon, early in
the attack, before the appendix has burst
or peritonitis has begun, an operation
for acute appendicitis should cause little
concern.

ife Ilnsurance Company

One Madison Ave.,, New York, N. Y.

M etropolitan L
Frederick H. Ecker,President
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quarry. He stop and looked cau-
tiously around fore he descended
the stairs to the BMT subway station
at the corner of the park, ‘but Dee
was actress enough to walk briskly
across the street as if there were not
a thought in her head except a desire
for tea at Rumpelmayers. .

Then, as he went ‘out of sight, she
doubled back and slipped down the
farther stair. A southbound train
swun% past and stopped noisily. She
saw the bearded young man™ enter
the middle door, and she managed
to slip into the end door of the same

car.

He leaned against a pillar, though
there were_many seats. Dee crowded
between a fat woman_and a couple of
stenographers and picked up a dis-
carded extra which shrieked of “The
Statue Murder.” Casually she turned
to the sports page, now and then
peeking over the top at the man she
was trailing. . .

He was not' over thirty, she decided,
in spite of the beard. Hatless, dressed
in rumpled clothing of excellent cut,
he looked lost, appealing, and ex
ingly romantic. He stared constantly
out of the windows at the bleak ugli-
ness of the subway cavern which
flashed past. At 42nd Street he sud-
denly left the car, and almost
had to tread on his heels to get out

before the door closed. But did
not look back.
“l wonder if | have the nerve to

ask him— " Dee breathed. But he was
already hurrying up the stairs. At
the top he turned left and made for
the IRT turnstiles. Luckily she had
another nickel, and got through in
time to see him go down the down-
town stair of the other subway.

ERE the platform was crowded

with homeward bound office work-
ers. Dee saw the bearded young man
buy a tabloid and stuff it into his
pocket. Then he moved along.
_He was standing on the express
side of the platform, but as a local
train pulled in he turned suddenly
and slipped through a closing door.
For a moment Dee imagined that he
cast a triumphant backward glance at
her, and then she realized that if her
suspicions were correct he was run-
ning away, not from her, but from

everybody. .
She managed to get her arm in
the door of the last car, and the

automatic release flung it open long
enough for her to crowd inside. The
man with the beard was two cars
ahead, and there was too much of a
crowd for her to force her way for-
ward even if she had dared to risk
being noticed again.

But she thought of another idea.
There was room on the rear platform,
and she paid no attention to signs
forbidding passengers to ride there.
Shoving the door “open, she took her
stand at the gate, where she could
at least see if her intended quarry
got out on the platform.

Penn Station . . . 28th Street . . .
23rd . . . 18th . . . 14th . . . slowly the
train emptied, and was refilled,” but
still no sign of the man with the
beard. Sheridan Square came next,
the heart of Greenwich Village. But
this was another blank. The train
started forward with a jerk, and then
she saw him!
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The young man with the beard and
the hunted eyes had concealed himself
behind a ?lillar_on the platform. Now
he was hurrying toward the stair
which led to the street.

He knew, then! Yet he was not
looking back toward Dee. “It must
be the police he fears,” she told herself.

There was nothing for it now— he
was gone, with his terrible secret. Yet
Dee’s Irish was up. She had followed
him this far, and she was going to
track him down.

Climbing up on the gate, she bal-
anced herself a moment and then
sprang toward the platform from the

rapigdy accelerating  train. She
landed sprawling, overturned a tin
container full of old newspapers, and
then rose dizzily to her feet. The
train roared_into the tunnel.

“Me and Tarzan!” said Dee Br%/an
proudly. And theft, as the straggling
crowd " stared open-mouthed, she ran
briskly past them and up the stairs.

Her quarry was luckily in sight,
walkingkfast in the direction of the
North River, “Now to see where you
live,” Dee remarked, not without tri-
umph, “and then a phone call to
daddy and the cops. . . . i

He™ went on, with Dee keepln? as
close behind as she dared— one block,
two, three . . . and yet another. They
were coming into an odorous and un-
savory region, the borderland of the
Hudson waterfront. Overhead the ele-
vated roared deafeningly. .

The man with the "beard hurried
past a building where Dee caught a
ﬂlllmpse of a sign “Atelier Dravid.”

ere was a lounger across the street,
but Dee did not realize the significance
of his hump-toed shoes. To her all

licemen wore bright cheerful brass
uttons and carried nightsticks.

Around the corner and along a
side street went the bearded man—
and then suddenly he disappeared into
thin air.

Dee stopped, stared all around and
up into the narrow lane of sky, but
there was no sign of him.

She went ahead softly, and then she
saw the door. It was a large_ door,
almost large enough to permit the

~of a truck, and it was_open.
Everything would have been different
if the door had been cl . But it
was open, suggesting untold possibil-
ities.
D EE bolstered up her courage, and
walked briskly past the door. Noth-
ing happened. Yet the man she had
pursued must have gone through that
door! If she could only be sure!

It seemed 0 eas¥ to her— just a
Rleek at the door. After all, this was

ew York City. There was a taxi
at the corner, and some children were
noisily /{)Ia ing cards on a nearby
stoop. And an open door isn't like
a closed one. It’s so easy just to take
a step inside, and as long as the
door is open, a person can turn around
and come right out again. . . .

_ Dee took a deep breath, and pee

in at the door. In the murky twilight
she caught a glimpse of looming mar-
ble figures. “Why!” she told herself,
“this must be a side door to the
studio!” o

Drawn in unsophisticated wonder
by the mystery of the m_ighgl stone
images, she took a step inside .
and” then another. . . .

The

“ ref

She knew that it was madness as
soon as heard the soft closing of
the great door behind her. She turned,
and her red mouth opened in a silent
scream as the darkness engulfed her,
rising like water over her head. . . .

“\NX7HAT are you going to do?” de-
*Y manded Miss Withers.
“Blanked if | know,” admitted the

Inspector. “But I've got to drop this

murder case and do what | can on

the Bryan kidnaping. That girl has
to be found! | suppose the Federal
detectives will be horning in any min-

ute. . . .

“Fiddlesticks,” Miss Withers came
back. “Can’t you see? The kidnaping
of that girl is part of your murder
case! She must have known something
or seen something. . . .” i

“What?” demanded Piper, not with-
out reason.

‘Miss Withers admitted that she
didn’'t know. “But while Miss Dee
Bryan was holding that rope at the
unveiling, she must have involved her-
self somehow. . . .”

“But what could she see that a
thousand others didn’t see?”

Miss Withers shrugged. “If 1’d been
there, | could tell you, no doubt. Sav-
ing that, Il have to have a talk
with an eye-witness. Can you suggest
anybody?”

The”Mayor— but he’s hard to reach.
Her father— but the Commissioner is
so upset at losing his daughter he
can’'t think straight. Says he left her
in_her roadster and came back five
minutes later to find her wiped off
the face of the earth— ”

Miss Withers shook her head. “No,
I don't want to talk to any of the
official personages involved. You don’t
happen to know an% newspapermen
who were there? They usually see
what’'s to be seen. . .

She was suddenly cut short by a
bellow from the Inspector, who turned
and burst back into Gretchen Dravid’s
bedroom. Rudely he seized the tele-
hone from benéath the skirts of the

rench doll, and barked a number.
In a moment he was back, jubilant.

“It’s all fixed,” he said. “And I've
got you an eye-witness that is an eye-
witness. Just wait!” .

As Gretchen Dravid, widow of the
sculptor, watched with wide and
slightly bleary eyes, the two oddly-
matchéd sleuths went scurrying out
of the studio and into thé Street,
where a taxicab was noisily sum-
moned. Fifteen minutes later Miss
Withers was hustled into the Times
Square offices of the Paradox News
Service. She was whisked to an upper
floor, elbowed into a pitch-dark room
Which seemed to be well provided with
leather chairs, and after a brief delay
the Inspector joined her.

“Just out ‘of the drying racks,”
said a voice somewhere ve and be-
hind them. “No cutting done yet, but
here goes. . . .” .

Then a great white square appeared
before them, and a moment later the
projection machine cast upon the
screen _a flickering picture of a public
gathering. With a gasp Miss Withers
recognized the Mayor, who was be-
ginning his speech— and beyond him,
a gLreat_ draped figure, and” a pretty
dark-haired girl nearby who clutched
the release cord. Everywhere else

(Please turn to page
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The Riddle of the Marble Blade

there were ple, crowding up against
the base of the statue, even a line of
heads before and below the camera
... in the background were the trees
of the park and; far to one side, the
spires of Manhattan.

Miss Withers and the Inspector
listened to the Mayor’s speech— they
noted the last minute bustling of the
master of ceremonies and saw, but
could not hear, his hurried change
of instructions to the Commissioner
and to his daughter. .

They watched, spell-bound, while
Dee Bryan nodded to show that she
understood her instructions. They saw
her glance right at the camera, and
then up at the muffled statue.

HEY heard the Mayor make his

clever recovery of the climax of his
speech, and heard him read again the
telegram “from Manuel Dravid” . . .
oxpressing his regrets at not being
able to attend the unveiling. i

“That was a quickly thought-up lie
of His Honor,” said Piper. “You got
to hand it to him.”

Miss Withers did not answer. She
was staring with wide blue eyes at
the white, glaring. screen. If” there

was a detail she missed, it must have
been a very slight one indeed.
Directly fore the camera, and

somewhat out of focus, she could
see the back of Gretchen Dravid’s
head. That head, and the full neck
and shoulders, were unforgettable . . .
The Mayor was winding up his.

now, but Gretchen Dravid still was
calmly staring sti'aight ahead.

At that moment Miss Withers real-
ized that_the woman could not, by
any ible chance, have had the
slightest premonition of what hidden
thing lay beneath the covered statue.

Yet Dee Bryan, the lovely black-
haired colleen who held the rope, was
staring in the direction of the Dravid
woman with an expression of incred-
ulous wonder on her face. She began
to tug at the rope. . . .. i

“Stop it!” shouted Miss Withers.
And suddenly the moving figures on
the screen were frozen into immobi!it}/.

“She isn't looking at Mrs. Dravidl!”
Miss Withers told the Inspector ex-
citedly. “She’s looking at the young
man "beside the Dravid woman— the
hatless young man with the rumpled
coat!”

Only the back of his head and his
ears could be seen, and those none too
clearly because the camera had been
focussed some distance further off.
But even now, it was clear enough
that he was staring up at the statue
rs if he expected the thing to topple
ever_and crush him beneath’ its weight
—cringing away a little—

“And that,” declared Miss Withers,
as the screen b alive again
“that is what Miss Bryan happened
to_see”

They watched the end of the film—-
saw the canvas fall from the statue,
rnd disclose the fearful crumpled bur-
den which grotesquely was held in the
arm of the sculpturéd Washington.

“You’re wrong, Oscar,” said Miss
Withers softlm. “The answer to this
puzzle isnt How— it's Where!”

“You mean the setting for the mur-
der? But maybe Dravid was Kkilled
somewhere else, and brought to the
statue. . . .” Piper stopped. “No,
cause the blood was on the marble.
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Bodies don't bleed after death, o
Dravid was killed while climbing on
his own statue. But | dont see. . .
“You will,” Miss Withers told him.
The film was ending— but not before
they both saw the young man who had
stood beside Gretchen Dravid as he
turned quickly and melted out of range
— and not before they both saw that
he wore a soft brown beard! =
They came out of the projection
room, and Piper thanked the official
who had arranged for the preview.
“l hope that we'll get permission to
release the film tomorrow,” the man
was saying. “It’ll be the biggest scoop
since we caught the death plunge of
those men from the Macon. .”. ”
The Inspector sai 1 that he had to
call his office. Miss Withers suggested
another telephone call that he might

e.
“But that was only a graceful way
out for the Mayor. .". .” Piper began.
“He didn't really have any telegram
from Dravid.” . i
~ “Ask him, anyway,” Miss Withers
insisted. He hurried away to the tele-
gﬁ]one, and for the first time that day
e school-teacher had an opportuni

to study the marble fragments whic
she h: Iu%ged around with so much
difficulty. 1t"was very much like work-

ing a jigsaw puzzle, one of her minor
vices, ‘and by the time the Inspector
returned she was surveying her re-
sults with considerable ~triumph.

HERE was a little table in the
waiting room of the newsreel offices,
and upon this table Miss Hildegarde
Withers had spread out her bits of
rock. The Inspector stared at them.
“Well— whatever have you got there?”

“The weapon,” she “told " him.

“Weapon? But | just talked to Doc
Bloom. ' Dravid was killed by being
stabbed with a marble blade, which
Bloom just took out of his neck. A
nasty weapon, too. . . .”

“Exactly.” Miss Withers nodded in
agreement. “And _that blade fitted
right on the end of this!” She pointed
to her joined fragments, with a few
gaps representing a stone hammer and
a stone_ sickle with the end of the
blade missing. . . .

“When Dravid was struck, the blade
broke off in his neck and the rest of
the weapon, along with its hammer,
fell to the base of the statue and
shattered. The murderer didn't have
time to hunt for the pieces, or else he
thought they didn’t matter. . . .”

“Good Lord!” But still Piper didnt
understand. “The statue was complete
as it stood, wasn't it? Anvwav, forget
that! | just talked to His Honor, as
¥ou suggested— and he says yes, that
elegram was on the levei. He'd for-
otten clean about it until Dravid
Jidn’'t show up— but it really was de
livered to him this morning. So Dra-
vid_never meant to be on the scene.”

“7/ he sent the wire,” Miss Withers
reminded him.

“But he did! g
Union at Penn Station office and got
a description of the sender. It was
Dravid— at eleven o'clock last night.
Luckily the night staff have {ust gone
on duty again, and one girl remem
bered seeing a young man with a
beard standing in the doorway last
night waiting, while Dravid wrote the
wire. They went away together. . . .”

Miss Withers nodded. “And just

| called the Western

The

@™W an

when was Dravid seen last— alive?”
“His wife told one of my men that
he left home late in the evening with-
out saying where he was going. He
had a 'bundle under his arm, and he
seemed very excited and almost gay
.. . as if he was up to something.”
“So he was,” Miss Withers agreed.
“Let's get out of here. | don't suppose
th(elg)e’s any news about the missing-
irl?”

“Well, she has been reported seen
eloping on the Chicago plane, and she’s
been noticed driving a taxi on Staten
Island and walking across a road in
Bronxville. But I'm afraid it's the
usual thing. . . .” .

“There’s” nothing about this case
which is unusual,” Miss Withers re-
torted. “I’'m beginning to see part of
it, but it’s that girl who worries me.
And another thing— | don't remember
my mythology as I should. How many
Fates™ were there, according to the
ancient Greeks?”

“Eh? How should | know?”
looked blank. “Four, | guess.
there were four. . . .”

“And their names were— ”

“Athos, Porthos, and Aramis,” the
Inspector surprised her by answering.
“Or_something like that. . .

“Oscar! They’re the three muske-
teers,” she snapped back. “The real
Fates were Atropos, Clotho and Lach-
esis, if I'm not mistaken. But there
were only three Fates!”

“Four!” insisted Piper stoutly.
“Why, there were four figures in_the
statuary group that we saw a little

Piper
es,

while ago in Dravid’s studio!” He
stopped “short. “Hildegarde! What'’s
the matter?”

For Miss Withers was having some
difficulty keeping her teeth from chat-
tering. ~ “Three Fates,” she repeated
dully. “One who spins, one who holds
the "thread, and one who cuts with
the dreadful shears. . ..”

Piper shook her by the shoulder.
“Lord, woman, you’re” hysterical!”

But she shonkher head. “Not quite,
Oscar! Not hysterical, just a blind,
silly old woman.” She suddenly turned
and ran, like some strange, long-
Ieg%ed bird of prey. “Come on!”

‘But where?” insisted the Inspector
as they burst out into the Ilg‘hts_of
Times Square. Miss Withers told him,
with a voice which sounded weary.

“In that case, we need the boys,”
said Piper reasonably. There was a

lice signal box on”the corner, and

e unlocked it and spoke into the
mouthpiece. “Eme%;ency, and | mean
emergency,” he said.

HEN they climbed into a taxi, but
~ before it had gone two blocks in the
direction of Greenwich Village, the
wail of squad car sirens sounded be-
hind them, and from then on thev
raced through town like Admiral Byrd
returning from the Antarctic, only
much faSter. There was no deluge of
ticker tape and scrap paper, but a driv-
ing squall of rain made up for that.
The sirens were stilled as they raced
down Ninth Avenue and camé to a
stop outside the studio of Manuel
gravid. Miss Withers made for the
oor.

The Inspector caught her arm, and
Fomted out a light in"an upper window.
t was the widow’s bedroom.

“l know,” Miss Withers came back.

(Please turn to page 52)
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The Riddle of the Marble Blade @wrdur

“She doesn’t matter, though | suppose
she was really the cause of the whole
thing. But women like her make their
own hell on earth, given time enough.
You’ll never get anything on her. But
come on— unlock the door or break it in.
I want to find the Bryan girl—or
what’s left of her!”

They raced down the long hallway,
and came at last into the high-vaulted
studio with its_grim looming figures.
Even a hard-boiled C(_)pFr])er might well
wince as his flashlight struck the
grinning face of the black, crouching
giant, or the tortured figure of Judas
in the thorn tree. But it was before
the statue group labelled “The Fates”
that Miss Withers paused. .

“I’ll be something!” gasped Piper.
“there were only three figures, after
all!”

“There are only three,” Miss
Withers corrected. ~ “Which means
that we are too late!”

Then she felt a draft across her
ankles— just as she had done on their
other visit to this world of the stone
figures. But this time there was the
faint sound of a closing door.

“Quick!” she gasped. “There’s an-
other way out of here— find the door!”

_Blue-clad officers scurried like fire-
flies among the great implacable fig-
ures, their flashlights slashing the
darkness in frenzied and futile en-
deavor. It was five minutes, at least,
before the %reat doorway was dis-
covered and flung open.

They plunged out into the street,
and stopped, short. Across the way
was a lounging figure in an old over-
coat.

I“'MLI““QS!" yelled the Inspector. The

ainclothes sn to attention.
F‘)What are ySSP doirﬁip pr%jre?" i

“Why— nothing. But | had an idea
that maybe this studio place had an
exit on the side street here, so | was
just having a look. . . .”

“All right . . . but who did you see
leave by this door?”

Mullins shook his head. “Why, no-
body, Inspector. Nobody that doesn't
belong here, that is. . .".”

“For God's sake, man, speak up!

Who did you see?”

“Why, there was nobody but a guy
named” Owens, who works for the
ts)cul%tor. A nice young guy with a
eard.”

“You saw him leave, just now?”
Miss Withers pressed on.

IV/fULLINS nodded. “He come out of
~ there with a big white statue on
his back, and dumped it into an old car
that was waiting at the curb. 1 fig-
ured he had to deliver it some
where. . .

“Remind me to recommend Mullins
for promotion to a school for the
feeble-minded,” gasped Piper, as he
ed the way in a race for the squad
cars. “If we only knew which way
the fellow went. .. .’

“North—to the Bridge!” Miss
Withers breathed. “Can’t. you see?
He’ll throw it over the rail!”

“Can’t you go any faster?” de

In next month’s

manded Piper of the driver, who was
already doing seventy through crowded
West “Side streets. " But it was fast
enough, all the same.

At the foot of 57th Street a ramp
leads up to the elevated auto highway,
later connecting with Riverside Drive.
As the squad car raced up this ramp
Miss Withers screamed, and pointed
ahead. . i

There in an_ancient open touring
car, she had glimpsed a single young
man who was driving like a maniac—
and there was a white bundle in the
rear seat. .

The squad car leaped forward, si-
rens howling—and the _lone driver
knew that the long trail was over.
He turned back for “one glance, show-
ing a face paper-white above his
beard, and then suddenly jerked the
wheel in a reckless death” leap toward
the thin wooden railing and the street
fifty feet below. . .

T HERE was a crash of wood as the

touring car plunged through. The
police car slowed,  with a terrific
screech of brakes, and Miss Withers
shut her eyes. i

But she dpened them again— for the
fuqmve car was hanging awkwardly
halfway through the railing, with its
front mheelse(sjpmnmg in thin air.

The bearded young driver stood up
suddenly, his  face a mask of defiance
and desperation. Then he turned and
dived over the side of the car— down,
down, down. . . .

“Best thing he could have done”
the Inspector was saying, as his men
worked the touring car k from its
perilous position. “With two murders
on_his conscience. . . .

Deft hands were unwrapping the
cl_everlz draped sheets which  had
iven the soft young form of Deirdre

dyan the semblance of a draped
marble statue. Then somebody yelled,

a shrill exclamation of amazement
and glory. i

“She’s breathing!”

And so she was. “You can't Kkill

the Irish with one whack on the back
of the head,” Piper told Miss Withers
proudly after the ambulance had borne
Dee Bryan away. “She’s been knocked
cold for two hours or more, but the
doctor says she’ll be right as rain in
a oouFIe of days.”

“It’ll teach her not to follow mur-
derers home,” Miss Withers reed.
“Well, Oscar, it wasn't as bad a tangle
as | feared. . .” .

“Bad enough so I’'m still entangled,”
he returned. “l catch on that Owens
killed his boss Dravid, but why?” »

Miss Withers didn’t try to tell him
until they were in a neaer\]/ Coffee
Pot. Then she spread out her rock

les on the counter. “You didn’t
study these sufficiently, Oscar.”

“Study them? Just broken pieces of
some statue or other. . . .”

Miss Withers rearranged the rough-

ed fragmentS, so that the
head of the hammer came inside the
curve of the sickle. “Does this mean
anything more to you?”

M ystery—

“Huh? No— why, yeah! That’s the
symbol or whatever you call it of the
Young Communist party. Only the
other day there was great excitement

ecause one of the CWA mural artists
tried to slip it into the design of a
wall painting he was doing for the
new building” on Ellis Island!”

Miss Withers nodded, in triumph.
“Right! Well, Dravid was trying to
perform the same sort of practical
Joke on the city— by slipping a marble
sickle and hammer into the hand of
his own statue of George Washing-
ton! It would be great publicity, too,
on account of the newsreels and the
Mayor’s s . But he couldn’t risk
being there, so he sent a wire beggin
off, and then sneaked up to the parl
last night with his assistant to help
him. It was no easy job to get those
extra pieces of carved marble” into the
outstretched hand of the statue. . . .”

“And_Owen, being patriotic and all
that, hit him in the back of the neck
with the sickle? And then just walked
off and left the body there under the
canvas?” Piper looked dubious.

“l told you that the important part
of this case was the location of the
murder, and not the weapon. Why
was Dravid stabbed while mounted
on his own statue— why, unless he
was making a last minute change?”
Miss Withers took a large bite of ham
and_egg. “But | wonder about the
motive, Oscar. Perhaps young Owen
thought he was being a patriot when
he seized the opportunity and killed
Dravid. A little overemphasis on the
patriotism, perhaps. But me/ own idea
Is that his motive was that big white
woman who was married to Dravid.
Remember the statute that her hus-
band made of her? It was a terrible
revelation of her true nature— and
I’'m ve much afraid that, whether
Owen admitted it to himself or net, that
woman was really the reason why it
happened that_a great surge of hatred
swept_over him “when he was alone
with Dravid at the statue last night.”
JEALOUSY causing a rush of right-

eousness to the head, en? When it
was really only a rather silly practical
joke that’ Dravid was trying to play
on the city.” The Inspector finished
his coffee,” reached for a toothpick,
and then tossed it away under Miss
Withers’ disapproving stare. “Seems a
lot of shooting over small potatoes, to

The school-teacher agreed. “The only
lucky one is Miss Dee Bryan,” she
pointed out. “When that Inquisitive
and charming.Miss gets out of the
hospital she’ll” have the unique mem-
ory of having been fourth among the
Three Fates!”

“She won’t remember much, she was
out cold all the time,” objected Piper.

Miss Withers’ blue eyes twinkled.
“l have an idea that, being Irish, Dee
Bryan will have a grand rousin
story to tell, all the same— one thai
will " get better as she grows older.”

And again Miss Withers was right.

“THE RIDDLE OF THE THREE OWLS”

By Katherine Wolffe

Another new, thrilling, complete novel
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The Lisping Man

actually. All he had to do was turn
the door knob and step out.”

“Good Lord!” | said. “Then why
didn’t he do it? Do you mean— he
didn’t know jt?”

The detective sh_rugged. “He could
easily have ascertained.” He drummed
his fingers _on a chairback. “At any
rate, he died a very ugly death, it
would appear. Suffocation “isn’t pleas-
ant, | imagine. We must be certain,
however, that he really suffocated.”

There was a soft step behind us;
then Joe, the China boy, was standing
at our side. A .

“Solly,” he said apologetically. “Who
kill?”

JIMMIE LAVENDER clapped him

on_ the shoulder. “We don't know
yet, Joe,” he answered. “Mr. Gilruth,”
— he pointed at me— “thinks he killed
himself.” . .

The Chinese ghook his head, “Dam’
lie,” he said, with complete courtesy.
“You find out?”

“You beteha,” answered Lavender.
“Yep, I'm going to find out” He
caught the servant by an arm as he
was turning away. “Look here, Joe,
who was with r. Cartwright, last
night, before he went away?”

A lady,” answered Joe, with steady
“Mlister Clartwight going to
mally her.” . .

“Ah!” said Jimmie Lavender. “Miss
Proctor?” i i

“Mliss Ploctor,” said the China boy.

“What time was that?”

“At ten o'clock she away.”

“And Mr. Cartwright with "her?”

“Only downstairs.  When he come

back, he tell me, ‘That is all” | go
to moving picture.” .
“The ce you did! A little late

for the pictures, wasn't it? Well, have
it your way! You sleep here on the
premises? 1 mean, in this house?”

“In back.”

“The back room, you mean? Was
Mr. Cartwright here when you got
home?” .

“Mlister Clartwight gone away.”

“l see. Thanks very much! That'’s
all.” The servant vanished from the
room, and the detective turned to me.
“Very clear now, isn’t it, Gilly?” he
chaffed. “Or don't you think S0?”

“If Cartwright had a quarrel with
Miss Proctor about Penfield,” | began,
“our case— !
“Is strengthened,” finished Laven-
der. “Well, Gilly, I think there was a
quarrel.” .

“Then Joe can tell us all about it,
| protested. “Let’s call him back and

ask him.” .

He shrugged and shook his head.
“Jce may or may not be tellingi1 us
the truth. He may or may not have
heard them quarreling. | prefer to
ask Miss Harriet Proctor herself.”

As we talked, | had a momentary
limpse of Joe, the China boy, fur-
Ively listening in another room, al-
though pretending to be doing some-
thing else. i
Lavender also saw him. “Hey, Joe!
he called. “We want you. The police
are coming soon. They want you to
identify the body.”

“All "right,” said Joe, and went to
get his . .

“You won't need that,” said Laven-

der. “We’re only going up to Mr.
Penfield’s penthouse.” .

If he expected an exclamation of
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su_(rfris_e, he was disappointed. Joe
laid his hat upon a table, without
emotion, and indicated that he was
ready to accompany us.

N the Penfield living-room, the col-

lector was talking with a young
hysician. The body in the corridor
ad vanished. Mrs. "Penfield, the doc-
tor told us, had had a serious shock
and was not to be disturbed.

“You'll get the devil from the cor-
oner and the police for removing
Cartwnght’s body,” Lavender ob
served. *You should have left it where
it _was.” .

The young physician flushed. *“I
hope not,” he replied. “Mr._ Penfield
thought there was a possibility that
life remained. It was impossible to
try the restoration exercises in the
corridor. I've sent for the pulmotor
squad, although I'm certain it’s quite
hopeless.”

‘I’'m afraid so” agreed Lavender.
“However, I'm glad you've notified the
police. It was imperative, and | was
grnng to suggest it. How long would
%ou say the fellow was in that closet,

octor?” .

“I can only venture an opinion. Suf-
focation to “some extent depends on
the strength of the heart; and natur-
ally, in a ease like this, on the depth
cf the closet. I'm afraid his oxygen
was_practically gone in_a short time.”

“Six hours,” perhaps?” .

“l should be inclined to think so.
Certainly he would have been dead
in twelve.”

“But _you can give a certificate,
Doctor,” ° clamored Penfield. “It was
accidental, after all; and, whatever

he may have been up to, | knew the
man! “In the circumstances, | am
willing to forget the— the— vandal-
ism.”

The physician shook his head. “I’'m
afraid an_inquest must be held,” he
replied, with a certain asperity; and
Lavender heartily agreed.

“To what do “you attribute Cart-
wright’s vandalism?” asked the de-
tegtwe, looking at Penfield.

God knows!” The collector was
somewhat distracted. “Perhaps jeal-
ousy— of some sort! He may have

heard her talk so much about me— and
the collection— and the vases------ Oh,
damn it, | don’t know! Motives are
always so dreadfully obscure.”

“At any rate, I'll see Miss Proctor,”
Lavender remarked. “Her opinion of
the motivation may be interesting.”

“I won’t permit it,” snapped the col-
lector. “It’s absurd! There’s no need
to drag her into this.” .

“She'was with Cartwright last night,
before this happened,” said Jimmie
Lavender. “lI think they quarreled.”

“What if she was? What if they
did?” Penfield’s eyes fell for the first
time, consciously, on the China boy.
“What’s this boy doing here?” he
asked.

“It occurred to me that the police
would want to question him,”" said
Lavender. “He’s Cartwright’s valet.”

“Know Mlister Plenfield velly well,”
contributed the China boy, aS if he
were acknowledging an introduction.
_“It’s ridiculous,”  said Penfield ir-
ritably. He took himself in hand and
continued with greater courtesy. “The
truth is, of course, Mr. Lavender, |'ve
dragged you into this without quite
realizing ‘where it was going to lead.

The

(Continued
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Naturally, 1 didn’t dream that Cart-
wright was the man who smashed my
vases. In a way, he’s somewhat of a
friend of mine— more than an ac
quaintance, at any rate. The fact is,
Id’m willing to let the whole thing
rop.”

_“Too late for that, I’'m afraid,” said
Jimmie Lavender. “You may _drop
me, of course, at your convenience;
but there is a strange body on your
premises, and the police are now enter-
Ing the case.” An authoritative knock
sounded on the door panel at the far
end of the old-world corridor, and
Penfield Lumped. “They are, in fact,
outside the door,” concluded the de
tective, gently.

C LENDENNING CARTWRIGHT
was, of course, quite dead. The
efforts of the police pulmotor squad
had been useless. Lavender had had
no doubt from the beginning— nor,
Brobably, had the young Physmlan—
ut _he watched them toil over the
horrible, lifeless thing that had been
Cartwright, until the terrible task
was over. »
In the vaulted living-room, where
still lay the shattered fraglments of
the mediaeval vases, a bulky police
lieutenant looked at Jimmie Lavender,
and ed a question: .

_“What the hell do you make of it,
Jimmie?” . .

“It’s very puzzling,” admitted Lav-
ender, not™ quite truthfully.

Lieutenant Andrew Clydé was awed
by his surroundings. “It’s all per-
féctly crazy,” he “exploded, with a
gesture that embraced the whole fan-
tastic menage. The splendor of the
place annoyed him. He resented it
without knowing precisely why.

“Well,” said~ Lavender, “whatever
may be back of it, Lieutenant, there’s
little doubt that the ‘guilty’ man— if
there was any guilty] man— was Cart-
wright, and "that he is now dead.
Don’'t you agree?”

“I'm” not so sure,” dgrowled Clyde.
“Suppose this Penfield’s whole story
is just a lie, and his wife’s protecting
him by sticking to it. There’s one
thing you can|t get by—the fellow

wasn't “locked In! ™ You' pointed that
out, yourself. Why the hell didn't he
come out? I'll tell you why! Because

he was already déad whén Penfield
stuck him in there!” .
But he looked at Lavender as if he
didn’t really believe it. .
“Well,” hé snapped, “how about it?”
Lavender laughed. “This is your
case, Lieutenant,” he protested.” “I
understand your point of view. There’s
bound to_be an autopsy. Why not
wait until it's over? °If you find
poison _in Cartwright, or any other
indication of murder, I'll cheerfully
agree with you.” .
“But where’s the ruby?” continued
the lieutenant. “It isn’t on the body.
Has Penfield had a chance to go
through this Cartwright’s pockets?”
“Oh, yes! Plenty!”
“Then he’s got it?”

“He may have. | honestly don't

think so.”
Lieutenant Clyde snorted and puffed
to his feet. “If | didn't know you

were a square shooter, Jimmie, “I'd
think you were double-crossing me,”
he said, and stamped out of the room.

Joe, the China boy, was sitting de-

(Please turn to page
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The Lisping Man

jectedly in a chair in the adjoining
chambér. He had withstood a cross-
examination that would have shaken
an ex-convict, but it had taken some-
thing out of him. He looked at Lav-
ender a little wistfully. Somewhere at
the back of the gardén, we heard the
harsh voice of the disgruntled lieuten-
ant; he was asking loudly just when
he would be permitted to talk with
Mrs. Penfield. The softer voice of
the young physician was replying, but
we could not catch his words.
Lavender put uP a finger, and the
Chinese servant glided to his side.

“TOOK here, Joe,” said the detective,
-L'in a low voice, “I want you to an-
swer a question. Never mind what
you told the policeman. Did Mr. Cart-
wright and = Miss Proctor uarrel,
last night? | mean, did they have a
fight?” o
he black eyes looked steadily into
Lavender’s gray ones. There was a
struggle going “on behind them.

“Just little,” said the China bo%/
His tone was deprecating. “Quife
small!” He indicated with "his hands.
Apparently the fight had been no
bigger than a minnow.

We endeavored not to smile. “ ,
said Lavender, seriously. “That was
after Mr. Cartwright received his tele-
phone call- wasn't it?”

The black eyes wavered and came
back. The boy’s head slowly nodded.
“Good!” cried "Lavender, elated. “Now
we're getting on. One more question,
Joe, and then we’re through. When

ou were up here, last night, and stole
he ruby out of that Buddha’s belly,
was anybody else around?”

It is not true that a Chinaman does
not display emotion. The question
was a thunderbolt. | was as para-
lyzed by it as was_the Chinese servant.

he boy’'s lip quivered; there was a
wild fear in the dark eyes. Then the
sleek black head was being violently
shaken.

“No, no!” he gasped “l am not
here! | do not— Oh, no, no!”

Jimmie Lavender gave an impatient

shake. “Be quiet, will you?” he
grated. “Do you want that big police-
man to come back? | only Said you
stole the ruby. Now pull yourself to-
ether.” After a moment he held out
is hand. “Give it to me!”

The China boy surrendered. From

somewhere in the waistband of his
trousers, he produced the stone. It
came forth with the celerity of a con-
iUf{?l"S trick. Then it gleamed sombre-

in Lavender’s palm. The detective
slipped it into a waistcoat pocket.
There was a glint of humor in his

“You’re a hell of a Chinaman, Joe.”
he said. “To rob a Buddha!”

“Not_ Buddha,” said Joe sullenly.
“Just little Indian god. Joe Chlistian
Chinaman.”

“A hell of a Christian, then,”
amended Lavender. “Now answer me.
| asked Iyou if anybody else was here.”

The sleek black head was vigorously
shaken. “Not nobody!” i

“You didn’t go to a moving picture,
dldsyou!" i

“Solly, didn't go.”

“What time was it when you came
up here—by the fire escape and
servants’ stairs?”

“Was hapass-leven.”

“Half-past eleven! And there was
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no sign of anybody in the room.” He
took the servant’s word for it. “All
right! Go back there and sit down;
and keep your mouth shut. Maybe I'll
get you out of this.”

_Lavender plucked the ruby from
his pocket and turned it in his fingers.
Then with a gentle toss he sent it
flying across the room; it fell among
the s in the gaping fireplace.

“In the grate,” smiled Jimmie Lav-
ender. “Curious how | came to over-
look it, in my first search!” He added,
in a low voice: “I thought there was
something worrying the beggar, when
we caught him trying to listen to
our conversation. | ad an on
him ever since we brought him up. If
he’'s looked at that image once, he’s
looked at it forty timesS; and every
time it scared him.”

I managed to find my tongue at
last. “What the devil does it mean?”
| asked. “Why did he come up at
all? Last night, | mean.”

“T TE knew that Cartwright had pre-

11 ceded him,” said Lavender, “and
he knew why. His instinct told him
there was likely to be trouble. He
knew that Cartwright and Miss Proc-
tor had quarreled. So when he came
back earlal_, from whatever Plcture it
was he didn't go to, and found his
master missing, he was worried. | think
he liked Miss Proctor, and was afraid
that she had followed Cartwright up
here— after she was suppo to have
gone away. It’s all a bit confusing
yet. He had to use the fire X
of course. He wouldn’t come the front
way, and the freight elevator would
have been too noisy. He says there
was no_one here; but in point of fact
Cartwright was here— only poor Joe
didn't know it!”

“You mean— ?” .

“Yes, Cartwright was in the closet,
suffocating. It’s horrible to think of
it, with hélp so close at hand. But it’s
the  only  solution that will fit the
curious Situation.”

“What is the truth?” | asked, and
looked him in the eye.

He put up his hand to stop me.
“Easy, Gilly! Here’s the lieutenant,
coming back. The doctor too. I'll be
glad to see the last of both of them.”

The police officer approached, snarl-

ing.

glIjm off, Jimmie,” he snapped. “Mrs.
Penfield is still muttering, and they're
going to get a nurse. God knows when
we can get a word with her. Wele
got Penfield’s story, anyway— what-
ever it's worth! The coroner will be
here shortly. I'm glad you're on the
job. If anything develops, let me

know.’

He tramped out of the place, fol-
| by his men, and shortly after-
ward the doctor also went away. Pen-
field was with his wife. i

“I go ‘'way now,” said Joe, the
China boy, with sudden alacrity. He
ambled into the room and stood be-
side us, looking at Lavender inquir-

ingly.
gXII right,” said Lavender. “Go

‘way.”
“golly," said the China boy. There
was something else upon his” mind, it
. It came out. “Much thanks!”
he finished. . i .
“Don’t mention it,” said Lavender.
And he added S|gn|ﬁcantly: “To any-
body!”

The

(Continued from

page

The door closed softly behind the
Chinese servant; and again | looked
at Lavender. But now it was Penfield
who interrupted. He came in hurried-
ly from the garden and dropped into
a chair. .

“They’re gone,” he said. .

“Yes,” the police are gone,” said
Lavender. “But there’ll probably be
an_inquest and a lot of trouble.” It’s
quite a nasty mess. | know the truth
about it, Mr. Penfield. Let’s get it
straightened out between us, fore
Lieutenant Clyde arrests you on a
charge of murder.” .

It was a harrowing session for
Penfield.

“l have been employed™ by you to
solve this mystery,” said Jimmie Lav-
ender, “and 1 am ready to submit my

report.” .

He lighted a cigarette and leaned
back in~ his chair.” In a back room,
beyond the garden, a dead man lay
silent upon a fourteenth-century bed,
not far from where a woman tossed
and muttered. .

There was an intolerable pause.

“T'0O begin with, Mrs. Penfield lied,”

-1 said Jimmie Lavender, most
briskly. “That was the only tangible
clue I had to guide me. She-had lied,
and | wondered why. The story she
told you, at the Blue Pavilion, and
that later you told me, was not the
truth. There was no lisping man, no
telephone call, and the vases were
probably broken by herself. It was
evident from the beginning that she
was covering something up; but in
themselves the vases were hardly that
important. When Mr. Cartwright’s
body was discovered in the closet, it
was obvious that it was Mr. Cart-
wright she was coverm% up. I'm
sorry,” added Lavender, “but | think
you must have realized it yourself,
when Cartwright popped out of the
closet.”

Penfield’s nails were digging into his
palms; his knuckles were™ white.

“l want to know what happened,”
he said.

“] assume that Cartwright had been
seeing her for some time. Last night
she “telephoned him, while ISS
Proctor was in his apartment. Miss
Proctor apparently had her own suspi-
cions. There was a quarrel. Prob-
ably there had been quarrels of the
sort before. At any rate, Miss Proctoi
went away, and - Cartwright joined
your wife.” Then there was another
row. One or the other of them
smashed the vases— | imagine it was
Mrs. Penfield; quite deliberately, of
course, and in a towering passion.
No doubt he was trying to break off
relations; and, anyway, you had re-
ceived them from Miss™ Proctor. |
rather think Mrs. Penfield had heard
of Harriet Proctor’s virtues, from you
as well as Cartwright, until she was
fairly sick of hearing them. I'm not
excusing Mrs. Penfield,” said Jimmie

Lavender, with a little shrug. “I'm
trying to explain her.”
After a moment he went on. “She

came to her senses in a little while.
| think, and regretted what she had
done. Then there was an _interrup-
tion. She heard someone coming, some-
where along about half-past eleven.
Coming up the back stairs, quietly!
Naturally, she thought it was a serv-
(Please turn to page 58)
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The Lisping Man

(Continued from page 56)

ant who had heard the quarrel and the
smashing. She had no wish to be
caught with Cartwright at that_hour,
alone; nor he with her. This is the
only explanation of Cartwright’s curi-
ous action_in stepping into the closet
and remaining there, when at any
time he might have opened the door
and come out. She pointed out the
closet, in_a panic, and hustled him
into it. She told him to keep quiet
until the servant gone away,
then to come out and leave the house.
She probably told him that she was
getting out |mmed|atelﬁ/. Then she
grabbed her hat and

Jimmie _Lavender paused. “Now
bear in mind,” he continued, after a
moment, “that she had no reason to
suppose_ that Cartwright would not
eﬂ*af)e in a little while. The servant
would not investigate the closet, since
it required a key, unless he heard a
noise inside. All Cartwright had to
do was to keep quiet and wait for
sounds to cease outside— at least until
he felt _sure the servant had ggne
away. That was the situation. But
it was not one of your servants, after
all. The intruder, we have discovered,
was Poor Joe, the Chinese boy, look-
ing for his master. He had antici-
pated trouble, it appears, and was
worried.”

L AVENDER frowned. “Joe, | am
sorQ/ to say, did not go awa¥]_ at
once. Your museum fascinated him
He hung about for some time, when
he failed to find Cartwright; and all
that time, Cartwright, cut off from
air and possibly slightly stupefied by
whatever liquor he had” drunk— either
here or in his own apartment— was
rapidly falling asleep in the closet.
It is the only conceivable explanation,
and | am convinced it is the true one.”
Penfield’s face was_ white.
“If we had investigated— " he be-

an,
9 “Yes, if you had looked into the
closet when you returned last night,
there might ™ possibly have a
chance to save him; | don’t know.
But, of course, it would be quite the
last thing Mrs. Penfield would sug-
ggst to you. And, in fairness, it must

admi Ied that she thought he hag
escaped long since, Her horror an
surprise, thigs morning, when the body
was discovered, were too genuine to

be acting. Her mistake, from one
point of view, was in hurrying off to
you with that cock-and-bull story

about a telephone call and a man who
lisped. But she was in a panic, and
there. were the broken vases to be
explained. She should have come back
in _tvF/]enty minutes and released Cart-
wright.”

L%vender shrugged. “But, after
all,” he added, “I can't expect you to
he sorry for C_:artwrrllg_ht!’ i

“l am,” said Penfield miserably.
“I'm sorry for both of them.”

. “Good man!” cried Lavender. “There
is no reason, though, why all this
hideous background should dragged
cut at the inquest. The ruby was not
stolen. It’s in the fireplace there,
where | discovered it a little while

e'a;o. And the vases were broken by
Mr. Cartwright in a foolish e,
|Inf which he unfortunately lost his
ife!”

The collector's eyes brightened mo-
mentarily. “Yes,” "he muttered, “it’s
Ll_lf) to me to protect them both— and

arriet Proctor too. You’'ll help me?”

“Of course,” said Jimmie Lavender.

Suddenly bounded to his feet.
“Good God!” he cried. “What’s that?”

An eerie, horrible laugh had floated
to us through the open door that gave
onto the sunlit garden. And then the
high-pitched patter of a woman’s
voice at the peak of some hideous
delirium. . X

“l murdered him,” the screaming
voice repeated. “It was |- I—who
killed him!” .

Lavender dashed across the living-
room and out into the garden like a
man . 1 was hard upon his
heels and the collector was pattering
behind me. We ran like madmen—
and we were _all too late.

She was climbing up onto the para-

t, and her agility was catlike and
ewildering. She was rising at full
height against the foreground of blue
sky and floating cloud. = The sunlight
struck throggh her flimsy garments
and reveal the outlines ~ of her
splendid body.

Below, the city murmured and the
treetops_ swayed. . 3

Our footsteps seemed to sink into
the grass. X

A Tutile cry of warning broke from
Lavender’s_lips; he hoped to make
her turn. Then his last leap brought
him to the parapet and his hand
clutched wildly into space. i

The parapet was no longer habited.

Lavender looked downward, then
swiftly drew in his head, a hand
across his eyes. A long scream rose
upward from the pit; but whether it
was the last cry of Millie Penfield or
the sudden terror of a spectator, we
never knew. .

Then a dreadful silence seemed to
fall upon the world, and | looked into
the sun and found no explanation of
the human tragedy.

“TIMMIE,” | said, when once again

*] the world seemed good, and we
had put the shocking scene behind us,
“there’s still one thing | do not under-
stand.” . i .

“Only one, Gilly?” questioned Jim-
mie Lavender.

_“How did you know that Mrs. Pen-
field was Iymg? You said you knew
it from the beginning; and that it
was your only clue, at first. But how
could you be certain?”

He laughed. “The lisping man was
obviously an invention.  Surely you re-
member what he said? ‘Hello, Millie?
Bert calling! I'm at the Blue Pavil-
ion. | want you to join me right
away.” But in” her eagerness to
cribé a man who did not exist, Mrs.
Penfield overplayed her hand. She
was too clever— or not clever enough.
She should have said a man who
stuttered. Just try to lisp that line,
Gilly! There’s not a sibilant in it
Go on— just try it on your lisper!”

More short stories by Vincent Starrett will appear in future

issues of this magazine.

Watch for announcements of new and

thrilling stories by this master writer.
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of any group of employers. Immediate-
ly after one of these claims, Mr. Cohen
would be called op to help his friend.
The complainant would go to the hos-
pital with a fractured skull or be found
dead in a roadside ditch and the police
would again be persecuting William.
Oh, life is full of troubles. Listen,
Casey. . . .

E eighteen hours later Mr. For-
tune again gazed on Mr. Latimer,

ugh Eddie did not see his late as-

ilant.
darkened hallway directly across the
street from_the gay-lit entrance of the
Elite Dancing Parlor (100 Lady Hos-

tessea).
Eddie strolled gayly up and down,
bedazzling the citizenry with his pris-
tine splendor. From his hideout, Wil-
liam bent a stern gaze upon him. The
Elite, in keeping with the cigy’s mid-
night closing ordinance was discharg-
ing its crowd of slick-haired youths,
itinerant working men, and a sprink-
ling of uniformed sailors. A lull, and
the hostesses came down the stairs,
most of them stepping into cars for
a round of partying or a busman’s holi-
da¥ of pleasure dancing.

hen William snappéd alert, for Bee
Morgan came down the stairs on ludi-
crous four-inch, spike heels. She stop‘)ed
at the curb, applying lip-stick to lips
already over carmined, and looking
cautiously up-street and down. Then
she crossed, toward William, but far-
ther up the street, out of his line of
vision. He turtled his neck out. There
was Eddie Latimer, obviously not in-
terested. That gentleman was, for a
change, innocent. A cavalier, indistinct
in the gloom, stepped out and took Bee's
arm. They turned, coming toward
William’'s hiding place.

“I'll have a look at the monkey,”
opined the lurking one and popped from
his_hideout to confront them.

Bee Morgan’s cavalier was a dapper
coffee-colored Filipino!

That staunch Caucasian, Mr. For-
tune, was stricken motionless with
amazement, fj]ust the split instant nec-
essary for the tan gentleman to wheel
like a polo ﬁony and make tracks, his
highly polished shoes flickering. Bee
goggled, her spit-curls standing
straight out from surprise, and then
she decided that certain urgent matters
called her elsewhere. She craved naught
but distance between herself and her
violent ex-lover when he was aroused.
William made after the Filipino.

But, the hare was fleet; the hound
had indulged in too many beers and it
looked as if the race would be to the
swift. Bee's Filipino had the early foot,
as the racing people phrase it, and Wil-
liam was badly off pace and not racin
to form. Percelving this his rage flame
the more. He had only intended giving
the burnt-sienna gentleman a severe
kicking, but now he pulled up, and
reaching under his arm, unlimbered
a piece of ordnance that should have
been mounted on artillery wheels. He
pointed this after the flying one and
squibbed off half a dozen shots. No
man can outrun a .38 Police Positive.

The Filipino faltered in mid-stride,
threw up his arms like a man going
off a spring board, and slithered to a
falling stop in the gutter, his light top-
coat gleaming, wooly and bright, under

(Please turn to page 60)
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the street lamps. William, dprpfiti_ng
by the experience of other and like in-
cidents in his career, jerked his hat
down over his eyes and stormed away
through a cross-alley.

After sailing two blocks at full
steam, he heard a police siren, and,
being wise in the ways, promptly
slowed down to a saunter. Officers in
flying squad cars have a habit of shoot-
ing at running men and asking ques-
tions of the corpse. He now hailed a
cab and followed his routine procedure;
a search for his counsel, one Bourke
Hanlon, or to be familar with the legal
gentleman, “Ropes” Hanlon. He was
certain he would need Mr. Hanlon be-
cause of the presence of Eddie Latimer
at the scene. Mr. Latimer, he was sure,
would promptly tell all, as melodrama
puts it, for the majority of the gentle-
men who follow his profession are po-
lice informers. It gains them a certain
amount of immunity from rough hand-
ling. Mr. Fortune, in the shadows of
his cab, cursed Eddie Latimer.

Now finding Mr. Hanlon entailed a
search of the better class speakeasies,
and it was outside of one of these that
William spied a celebrated badman.
A thief, famous on two continents, must
be a tall steel-eyed indomitable hero,
or a slinky, shifty-eyed rat, depend-
ing on which school of fiction receives
'x_our_patronage. But Fred Castle, or

erdinand Kessel, was neither. He was
a plump, sandy-haired Swiss. A dapper
little man sensitive of his lack of
height, wearing high heels. He had
the chubby, harmless face of a Poland-
China piglet, but devils of cocaine
waved danger signals in his pale eyes.

The idea leaped full-formed into
William’s mind.

“Glad to see you, Fred,” he greeted,
pumping the small man's hand.” “That
was a bad break the boys got on that
Berwyn payroll job, wasn't it?” .

This waS reference to_a fiasco in
which the police had received advance
knowledge of a hold-up and had exhi-
bited their usual lack of sportsmanship.
They had ambushed the mob, leaving
two of them dead and two others now
nursed their wounds in durance vile.
One had escaped and that venomous
old lady, Dame Rumor, whispered that
the Iuc%y one was Mr. Castle. Mr. Cas-
tle was” extremely desirous that this
fact should never be proved, for he
already was a two-time loser, and by
the rule of the new habitual criminal
law, he needed just one more tag to
make it three times and out, nevermore

out.

“Did somebody say it was my mob?
asked the robber mildly enough, but
releasing William's hand and turning
a shoulder to him. . .

“By no means,” denied William swift-
ly, “but if you meet any of the mob
tell them | know who ratted on them.
A pal of mine at the Bureau tipped

“Yes?” said Mr. Castle or Kessel,

vho?” i .

“A canary named Eddie Latimer,

iid William, “1 just saw him up near

te Elite on Clark Street.”

“l1 know him,” barked Mr. Castle,

gnaling for a cab, “the dirty stool!

e seeing you, Bill.”

“That,” decided Mr. Fortune, look-

g after the vanishing cab and en-

wing the pleasant feeling of a man
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who has found someone else to do his
rat killing, “should put a period after
Eddie Latimer. Now where in the hell
is Hanlon? That's the way with a lip,
never around when you need him.”

ONTINUING his hunt, he ran Mr.

Hanlon to earth in the swanky
Arts and Professions Club and, pecu-
liarly, Mr. Hanlon was nearly sober.
Thanking his stars for this "unusual
condition he led the lawyer into a pri-
vate dining-room and swiftly explained
his predicament.

“The facts,” said the legal gentle-
man. “Let’s get the facts.”

He telephoned hither and yon to cer-
tain sources of information “that were
peculiarly his own. A certain coroner’s
deputy talked, then a police stenog-
rapher in the Homicide Department,
then a clerk in the State's Attorney’s
office followed suit. All these various
gentlemen gave out information that
they had sworn sacred oaths, hand on
the” Hook, to keep firmly locked within
their several breasts. “When Hanlon
turned from the phone he was aware
of the facts. Mr. Fortune had com-
pletely killed one Aurelio Suarez, 24
ears” old, medical student, part-time
us-boy, and full-time Lothario. Also,
Mr. Hanlon was informed, one Eddie
Latimer, witness to the crime, had sung
his song, swearing to the Homicide
Squad, under Sergeants Druby and
Howard, that Mr. Fortune had “perpe-
trated this murder. The squad was
even now engaged in assiduous_search
for William Fortune, or as their John
Doe warrants chillingly state, “his
bodé._" .

“Billy,” said the lawyer, “one of these
days you are going to get into trouble.”

This,” answered his client, “will do
until real trouble comes along.”

“Let me see.” Hanlon rose, striding
the length of the room, pleading _his
case before an imaginary jury. The
man was pure theater. Even now, with
no audience, his tone was dramatic,
his gestures violent, now fist in palm,
now arms out-flung, now pointing a
finger. He thrust the finger in Wil-
liam's face. i i .

_ “Certainly you killed this Flip,” he
informed the ‘startled thug, “and why
not? Why any man with red blood in
his veins”would have killed the filthy
scum who seduced his sweetheart, a
?_lrl fresh from the sweet cloistered
ife of the convent, a girl who knew
nothing of the vileness, the—"

_ “Bee?” queried Mr. Fortune without
illusion.

“No. No good,” Hanlon decided. “The
prosecutor would put her on the stand
and take her reputation apart and that
wouldn't_look so hot. I'd pull an alibi
defense if it weren't for Latimer and
Bee. She’ll howl if the?/ put the screws
on her and he sang already.”

“Don’'t worry about Eddie Latimer,”
his client assured him, thinking hap-

pily of the violent Mr. Castle. “He
won't be around to testify.”

“ Another?”

“1 didn't do it myself,” Bill said
F_roudly. “1 _tlpped Fred Castle to a
ittle I___pho_ny information. | told Fred
that Eddie” sang on that Berwyn job.”

“That settles that,” Hanlon ‘said,
secure in this knowledge, for he had
acquaintance with Mr. Castle, that gen-
tleman bemg one of his clients. “Now
about Bee?”

{Please turn to page 62)
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“She’ll _go places,” William said.

“0.K. Then Iit’s an alibi defense. But
it will have to be a good one. These
Lurles are getting tough. They won't
10ld_still for these speakeasy-gamb-
|InE|-JOII"It alibis any more. Let’s see”

e resumed hiS pacing, thinking

aloud. William buzzed for a drink. Why
worry? That’s what we pay Hanlon
for, isn’'t it? Well, why worry? Sud-
denly Mr. Hanlon stopped ~shortly,
smacked fist into palm with a migh
thwack and again pointed that threat-
ening, dramatic finger at William.

“Billy,” he said. “You had a liaison
with a”married woman.” .

“Sure,” Mr. Fortune agreed easily.
“What’s a liaison?” .

“A date,” said Mr. Hanlon, coming
down to his client’s gpeed in English.
“Who said you killed this egg? Let
them prove it. I'll take their withesses
apart. Then we_spring the alibi. Make
it dramatic. Give the jury a thrill.
You were out with a married woman.
How can you kill a guy over on Clark
Street at the same time?” .

“It was on Goethe Street,” Billy told

him.

“How do you know where it was?”
barked his lawyer “You weren't there.
You don't know anything about this.
Fix that fact in your mind. This chap
was killed at midnight on September
4th. At that exact moment you were
out with this married sweetheart of
yours, hoping for the day when these
clandestine meetings should no longer

nece , when your true love
should be able to rid herself of this
husband who does not understand her
and you two shall unite.”

“Where was | with this doll?”

“That’s just a detail. Let me see?
Movie? No, that means other witnesses.
Speak? No, that CPUtS a bad complexion
on the affair and | want this jury to
go overboard on the idea of a sweet
wholesome girl with_a brute for a hus-
band. Here it is. Lincoln Park. .
The ‘moon and you,” gag. That will
slay them. There certainly cant be an
harm in a couple of lovers that_stroll
beneath the moon in the park. That’s
the location. Lincoln Park, at, say,
where the bridge crosses the North Cul-
vert. That’s a _favorite meeting place
for lovers. William, you certainly have
a lawyer.” X .

“I pay for him. Who furnishes the
doll?” the practical one wanted to
know. “And how much?”

“Detail,” the lawyer said in the

rand manner. “I’ll' take care of it

owr let’s go down and surrender and
put up a bond.” .

“Good,” approved Bill. “1 don’t want
Druby and Howard to pick me uﬁ on
the street and ﬁgt a pleat in my head
on the way to the station. There ought
to be” added the hoodlum, “a law
against these guys hitting people the
way they do.”

HEY proceeded to the Detective

Bureau and there Mr. Hanlon sur-
rendered his_client. A judge with
B(l;(éssm political obligations got out of

and came breakfastless to court to
set a bond. William posed prettily for
the press photographers. Mr. Hanlon
gave out a press statement that said
nothing m a great many words and
William was temporarily free. Free to

about the manslaughter, arson, as-
sault and battery that, with him, were
a business.

The

Bee Morgan, entering her hotel— at
least it had a hotel license— was not
surprised to find a visitor waiting in
the lobby. Mr. Casey Cohen lifted his
eyebrows in invitation_and she walked
over and sat down beside him. She did
not look forward to the coming inter-
view but it was decidedly unhealthy to
antagonize Mr. Cohen. .
“Hello, Sweet,” said Mr. Cohen with
no saccharine in_his voice. “Nice day,
ain’'t it? Boy, this is the kind of a day
that_a guy would enjoy out in Cali-
fornia. Tf’1 didn’t have business hold-
ing me down— Bee, why don’t FYou go
to the Coast, you got nothing holding

ou.”
Y “l been there,” Bee said sullenly, “I
don't like it.”

“It grows on you, Bee. | know a guy
was dying here, and now out there he
is as healthy as forty thousand dollars
in bonds. You don't look so good, Bee.
The Coast would be a healthy place for
you. And | wouldn’t let anybody know
where | was going. Kind of lay low
and get a rest.” . .

“It costs'money,” she said still sullen.

Mr. Cohen’s eyes raised in mock sur-
prise. “Money?” Don’t be silly, Bee. |

ot plenty money. I'll give you five
undred and you take a lam’ for the
West Coast. Quiet_ like.”

“Five hundred ain’t enough. You
tell Bill | want at least a grand. | got
to live, don’t 1?”

CA_SEY dropped his eyelids sugges-
tively. “It ain’t absolutely neces-
sary. By the way, | ain’t seen Eddie
Latimer” for some time. Let’s seg, the
last time was the night that Filipino
got killed on Goethe Street. | wonder
what ever happened to him. No, Bee, a
grand | wouldn’t go. Five hundred,
yes. And the Coast is a nice place. Lots
nicer than the drainage canal, for in-
stance. Did you ever see a stiff after he
or she was fished out of the canal?”
“Gimme the five hundred. I'll go.
It’s a hell of a note though, when a girl
gets run out of town just she

ives some hoodlum the air. Gimme the
ve hundred.” .
“Four-twenty,” Casey said softly,

“the other eighty went for this railroad
ticket. Here it _is. And just so you
don’t make no slip, a couple of boys will
pick you up about this time tomorrow
and drive you out to Englewood and
put you on the Chief there. Just so
no sees you leaving the Union Sta-
tion. ‘And, if | were you, Bee, 1'd be
careful how | acted on the Coast. Don’t
shoot off your trap. You know,” he
added suggestively, “we have friends
out tﬂere and sometimes they get pretty
rough.”

“I"ve been around,” Bee said, “| know
=nhat it’s all about. Gimme the money.
And if | never s_eeggou or Billy For-
tune again it’s still about twenty years
tmT?mootn'" good girl id C

“That's a irl,” sai ase
Cohen with Soft s%ggestion in hig
voice. “You're smart. So long.” i

A murder trial is like a championship
prizefight in many res| . There Is
too much at stake for the referee to
quibble over minor fouls. The lawyers
know this and ride rough-shod over
the judge., Judge Fry scowled at the
lawyers; he scomed at the spectators.
He disliked murder trial spectators as
aclass. A mangy crowd of thrill seekers
who haunt courtrooms to revel in_the
great gamble the defendant is taking;
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to gain a taste of how it feels to gam-
ble"with all the chips on the table.

Mr. Nayland, opening for the State,
announced that two Vvery important
witnesses had vanished and insinuated
that the defense could explain this act
of magic. Mr. Hanlon leaped to his
feet and volubly resented this accusa-
tion. In fact, Mr. Hanlon seemed car-
ried away by his feelings for he strode
dramatically across the courtroom and
shook his fist under Mr. Nayland’s
nose. The prosecutor shrugged “out of
his coat and advanced on Mr. Hanlon.
The spectators leaned forward. This
was quite according to schedule.

“Gentlemen . that will be all.”
Judge Fry scowled. “Never mind hold-
ing "the gentlemen, bailiff, nothing is
oing to happen. For twenty years
awyers have been threatening ~“each
other with fisticuffs in my court, and |
have yet' to see a knockout or a drop
of blood. We will now proceed. There
will be no more ten-twenty-thirty
dramatics, if you please. We are here
presumably to” try a murder case. Con-
tinue, Mr.” Prosecutor.”

The legal gentlemen bowed to the

court and to each other. They mur-
mured faint apologies for losing their
tempers but the warning they heeded

not at all. The}/_ had a public, these two,
and their public must see a good per-
formance. Mr. Nayland continued. Af-
ter him Mr. Hanlon, opening for the
defense, spoke thirty minutes, elo-
quently and passionately.

Then Mr. Nayland placed on the
stand one Veronica Lessing, rooming-
house keeper. Under examination by
the State, Mrs. Lessing stated that on
the night of Sept. 12th, about midnight,
she had seen one man pursuing another
down Goethe Street in front of her
establishment. Right, as she phrased
it, before these very eyes, the pursuer
stopped, drew a pistol and shot the
fleeing one dead.

Mr. Hanlon, cross-examining the wit-
ness, forced the admission that on cer-
tain rare occasions Mrs. Lessing took
in paying guests who were, at the mo-
ment, without baggage. Pursuing this
trend, Mr. Hanlon persisted in address-
ing the lady as Madame, until she lost
her temper, blew up, and climbed down
from the stand thoroughly discredited in
the eyes of the jury. The twelve good
men and true grmned broadly at her.

Mr. Nayland produced a ~working
man, one George Kostis, laborer, a
roomer at the home of Mrs. Lessing.
Mr. Kostis' testimoney bore out Mrs.
Lessing's_story. Mr. Kostis made a
positive identification of William as
the man who shot and killed Aurelio
Suarez.

Cross-examining, Mr. Hanlon brought
out the fact that Mr. Kostis suffered
occasional attacks of vertigo. He en-
larged on this disease until, when Mr.
Kostis got down, the Ijury doubted
whether the sufferer could have recog-
nized his own reflection in a mirror,
let alone a running man at night.

Mr. Nayland then produced a cab-
starter o0 testified to seeing For-
tune’s flashy roadster with its distinc-
tive license plate number near the scene
of the crime.

Hanlon matched him with a greasy
mechanic in overalls, who testified that
he, personally, had dismantled the
motor of the defendant’s roadster on
the night of the 3rd and that it was,

(Please turn to page 64)

Q SALLOW SKIN

Nine Times Out of Ten
"Paralyzed Pores" are the Cause!

Coarse Pores, Blackheads, Sallow and Muddy Skin,
Excessively Oily or Dry Skin— practically every
skin trouble to which woman isvictim—is but some
manifestation or other of “ Paralyzed Pores”.

“Paralyzed Pores” are due to nothing other than
wrong method of skin care!

Ordinary methods are all right as far as they go,
but they don't go far enough 1 They reach the sur-
face dirt of the skin, but not the subsurface. And
it'sthat underneath dirt that causes all the trouble,
leading, as it does, to “ Paralyzed Pores”.

Everything but the Right Thing!

In our efforts to remove this underneath dirt we do
everythingbutthe right thing. We use hotand cold
applications which shock the delicate pores and
render them crippled. We use strongalcoholicprep-
arations which do not remove the dirt, but only
close the pores and seal itin.

We use creamswhich do not penetrate, butwhich
have to be rubbed in and which only pack the dirt
in tighter. Continuing the stuffing, the pores be-
come enlarged and stretched to the point where
they lose all power to open and close—in other
words, “paralyzed”.

When poresbecome paralyzedtheybecome
enlarged and conspicuous. Blackheads and
whiteheads appear. The whole breathing
and functioning of the skin is impaired and
it becomes lifeless and drab and either too
dry or oily. It is simply impossible to have
a beautiful skin with “Paralyzed Pores”.

A Penetrating Face Cream!
Lady Esther Face Cream is unique for the

Copyright by Lady Bather
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fact that it penetrates. It does not stay on the sur-
face. It does not have to be rubbed in or massaged
in, which only stretches and widens the pores. You
just smooth it on. Almost instantly, and of its own
accord, this face cream finds itsway into the pores.
Penetrating the little openings to their depths, it
dissolves the accumulated grime and waste mat-
ter and floats it to the surface where it is easily
wiped off.

Also Lubricates the Skin

As Lady Esther Face Cream cleanses the skin italso
lubricatesit. It resupplies it with a fine oil that does
away with dryness, harshness and scaliness and
makes the skin soft and smooth and flexible. For
this reason face powder does not flake or streak on
askinthatis cleansed with Lady Esther Face Cream.

At My Expense!

I want you to try Lady Esther Face Cream at my
expense. | want you to see the difference just one
cleansing will make in your skin. I want you to see
how much cleaner, clearer and more radiant your
skin is and how much smoother and softer. Write
today for the 7-day supply I offer free and postpaid.
Just mail the coupon or a penny postcard, and by
return mail you'll get a generous 7-day supply of
Lady Esther Face Cream.

(oaEetegmmymEad - - -

Lady Esther (8)
2020 Ridge Avenue, Evanston, lllinois.

Please send me by return mail your 7-day supply of Lady

Esther Four-Purpose Face Cream.

(fyoheinGrhwielayl e, oo Ot



Crlimb A BUILDING! Walk through
air! Conquer space! Anything seems
possible, nothing beyond reason,
when digestion is good, when irri-
tating little pangs aren’t ragging
your nerves.

Beeman'’s is a delightful and pleas-
ant way to help keep digestion in
order. For Beeman’'s s firstof all a
delicious chewing gum with a dif-
ferent flavor — cool and refreshing
— kept fresh always by the unique
new Triple Guard Pack.

Chew Beeman’'s for its savory good-
ness, its fragrant freshness. Buy a
package today.

Chew

BEEMANS
PEPSIN GUM
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(Continued from page 63)

to his positive knowledge, still dis-
mantled on the night of the 4th. This
witness was due to appear on William’s
bill as . . . Special Service . . . $100.00

The State produced four more iden-
tifying witnesses, each of whom the
defense attorney maligned to the best
of his ability.

Mr. Nayland then placed on the stand
a meaty-faced captain of police who
swore that he had often arrested the
defendant while the latter was in
session of a pistol. This was stricken
out after Mr. Hanlon’s emphatic ob-
jections, and Mr. Hanlon proceeded to
take the captain apart. 'Mr. Hanlon
forced the captain to admit that he
had often been sued for false arrest.
He deftly forestalled the officer's at-
tempted explanation that no copper is
worth_his salt unless he is sued often
for this violation. This repression ang-
ered the captain who, if the redness
of his neck be a criterion, was a man
very easily angered. The captain, un-
asked, offered, in a loud voice, the ob-
servation that the town would be a
better place to live in if certain public
improvements were made. The most
important. of these were, in the cap-
tain’s estimation, the removal of Wil-
liam Fortune and all his type of
labor-racketeers. This was, of course,
stricken off the record but it reached
the jury’s ears and Nayland grinned.

TI-_IEN Mr. Hanlon decided it was
time to wipe the grin off the prose-
cutor’s face_and at the same time pro-
vide an aljbi for his client. He made an
imperceptible sign and a young clerk
from his office who had been lounging
in the rear of the courtroom left hur-
riedly. And now the alibi, in the person
of an attractive brunette, came down
the aisle. Following her was a sullen-
faced individual. i

William leaped to his feet and pro-
tested her apﬂearance. She threw her
arms _about him and wept a little,
daintily. William raged at Hanlon
s_houtlngi]_ that he had expressly for-
bidden his counsel to bring the lady
into court. The sullen-faced individual
surpassed all previous records for
glaring, gazing at William with venom
in his eye. Bailiffs restored order,
forcing William back into his seat.
This was all per instruction. . .

On the stand, the young_lady identi-
fied herself as Mrs. Janet Fundy, occu-
pation, housewife. Hanlon, putting the
questions to her, was pleased with him-
self. He had dressed her carefully for
this show and she made just the right
appearance, not flashy, but then again
not dowdy. Just the” nice respectable
type of pretty young housewife that
one sees shopping on a Saturday after-
noon or strolling on the boulevard push-
ing a trim baby carriage. The jury
was sitting up. Out of the corner of
his eye, Hanlon noted happily that Mr.
Nayland’s smile had been replaced by
a worried frown.

Mr. Hanlon then showed the lady a
legal paper and asked her if she recog-
nized it. Yes, she did, it was the first
notice in the divorce case of Fundy vs.
Fundy. This was no news to Mr. Han-
lon for he had a friend draw up the
papers in this suit merely to use them
as a stage proH. She was, she said,
divorcing” her husband. Mr. llanlon
then assured the judge that his next
question was pertinent and asked the

The

lady if she intended remarrying when
she was free to do so. She was, she
said, and pointed out Mr. William For-
tune as the prospective partner of her
next search for marital bliss. Mr. Han-
lon asked one more question. Had she
seen William_the night of Sept. 4th?
She certainly had. She had met
William on thé North Culvert of the
Lincoln Park Lagoon and they had
talked there until well after one o’clock
in the morning. She could not be mis-
taken about the date because she re-
membered very well that she had at-
tended a recital by Roland Hayes that
afternoon at Orchestra Hall and she
still had the program, dated the 4th.
Also, the 4th had Tallen on a Saturday
which was her husband’s payday and
he had come home intoxicated and very
disagreeable. Mr. Hanlon turned her
over to Mr. Nayland.
That gentleman ranted at her but
made no nroads on her testimony. Per-
ury always sounds better than fact
thé recitation is well rehearsed.
Mr. Hanlon then put the sullen-faced
gentleman on the stand. This gentle-
man, glaring his dislike at his prospec-
tive successor, admitted under Han-
lon’s rough assault that the lady who
shared his life_and pay check had been
absent from his bed and board on the
night in question till long after one.
he jury was alert now, pleased at
playing a part in the unfolding of this
pregnant drama. The scene and the
characters had changed in the twink-
|I23 of an eye. Where previously they
had been ready to cast William 'in the
role of Cain, suddenly he had become
Galahad. And the girl was a honey.
And her husband abused her, the bu%
heel. It was rather grim justice tha
he had been forced to help establish an
alibi for Galahad even though Galahad
was presumably decorating’ him with
an ancient ribald headress.” Well, men
of the world must take a broad view
of these things.

They took a broad enough view, in
that they brought in an immediate ver-
dict of not guilty despite Mr. Nayland’s
hysterical “closing speech. illiam
leaped to his feet, pumped each of their
hands and went away a free man, to
celebrate that freedom. Judge Fry
omitted the thanks to the jury and
strode away into his chambers. = Here
he delved into a bookcase, and remov-
ing a book titled, “Suit in Trover with
Malice Count,” brought forth a bottle.
He poured a drink and held it up to

the |g?1ht. Squinting through the amber

fluid he could see his little plaster of
Paris statue of thatmuch imposed
upon myth,Justice.  Beneath ~ her

blindfold the judge could see, he was
sure, a vague disSatisfaction darkenmg
the lady’s face.

ELL, if it ain’t the Dolly sisters.
Mama, that man is heré.”

The  Four Hundred Club doorman
ained little by thislevity for the
eader of the “Dolly Sisters” dispas-

sionately spanked him over the jaw-
bone with a black-jack and stepped
over his prone figure.

“Just in case,” Se?eant Druby mut-
tered in half-hearted explanation. *“I
don’t want no buzzer announcing us.”

Sergeant Howard made no answer.
Having been teamed with Druby for
some ten years at Homicide, he needed
no explanation for violence. They
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climbed the stairs and entered the
gaudy Four Hundred, causing no little
consternation as they passed through
the_cabaret.

They crossed the dance floor and en-
tered “the bar, pushmgi _unhurriedly
through the crowd. William Fortune
was celebrating his legal vindication in
the royal manner. Bubbly wine flowed.
Druby edged his way to a position be-
hind "William and Seized him by the
coat collar. With his other hand he
pressed the muzzle of his service re-
volver against a spot just under
William'’s left shoulder blade.

“Just make a play. That's all. Just
make a play,” Sergeant Howard hope-
fully assured Casey Cohen who had
put’a hand under the bar. Mr. Cohen
decided on the better part of valor.
He put both hands on the bar in full
view,

“You can't make a collar in here,”
he asserted firmly.

“Of course not,” agreed the Ser&;eant
soothingly, clamping metal bands on
the struc?%hng illiam. He then ran
practised hands over the thug.

“What is this?” complained Fortune.
“You guys got nothing to put the collar
on me for. Don't you read the papers?”

“You're all buttoned up, William,”
quoth Howard, pleasantly. “This ain't
for knocking off the little brown gua/.
Look—we fished Eddie Latimer’s body
out of the Lincoln Park Lagoon this
morning. The coroner says he's been
in there about three weeks which makes
his take-off about Sept. 4th, and that
was the last night he was seen alive.
You proved you were in the park on the
night of the 4th. You didn't like the
%\L/J%/—slug ed him only that mornlnE.

at the hell, this is right in the sack.
Presence at the scene, premeditation,
motive, and the old well-known corpus

delicti.  It's a cinch. You're all
wrapped, stamped and ready for mail-
ing."

Mr. Fortune’s bluster faded. “I
didn’t do it,” he said, paling.

“Why hell,” argued the Sergeant,
surprised, “Who “cares whether you
did or not.  The point is you are going
to fry for it.”

HOLIDAY TREATS

Nuts, raisins, and other delicious
dried fruits are among the tradi-
tional foods of the Thanksgiving and
Christmas season. This month’s
food circulars contain dozens of new
recipes making use of these whole-
some products, as well as tested and
revised recipes for the old favorites.
Here are the subjects:

Prunes

. Raisins

. Dates and Figs

Apricots and other dried fruits
Walnuts

. Brazil Nuts

. Pecans

. Almonds and other small nuts

PN AR WN

If you would like copies of these
circulars, send ten cents to Rita Cal-
houn, care of Mystery Magazine, 55
Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y. Re-
member they are printed on loose
leaves so that you can keep them in
a loose-leaf binder.
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= @ et's see—how does
this walking business
go? Clenchfists,putone
foot ahead o fthe other
—butwhatdo Ido after
that?.,. Oh, why did 1
ever take up walking
anyway? | was doing
fine, getting carried or
going on all fours—9®

«“Oops! Something
wrong with that idea!
Feet are all right, but
the rest of me’s getting
left far, far behindl
That's an awfully hard
floor down there, too—
I rememberitfrom last
time! Well, look out be-
low—JPm coming..."”

- @WNelljsofar,sogood!
Itwon’'tbe long notv till
lgettothatnicesplashy
tub—and then for a
good rub-down with
Johnson’s Baby Poiv-
der!... Now whichfoot
goes aheadfirst? Might
try both at once—the
more the merrier—®

« ...Everything's O. K.
again, now that I've had my
rub-down withJohnson's Baby
Powder... Justtestthatpowder
betweenyour thumb andfinger
—it'ssosmooth ! Notgritty, like
some powders. No zinc stea-
rate or orris-root in it either.”
Send 100 in coin (for convenience, fasten
coin with strip of adhesive tape) for samples

<flohnson’s Baby Powder,SoapandCream.
Dept. 76, 1

Wici INB' WV
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"SPANKY" MacFARLAND
says: "Okie-Dokie, Kids
— Getin on this CRAYOLA
DRAWING CONTEST"

Oor Gang Comedies produced by Hal Roach

Join CRAYOLA Drawing Club and
get a dandy gift— win or lose!

Boys and girls of 14 years or under should take
"Spanky's" advice and enter this new CRAYOLA
Drawing Club Contest— because, win or lose,
you'll get afree packet of lovely Christmas Cards.
Just make an original colored drawing for a
Christmas Greeting Card. Draw any picture or
design you like— or ask your teacher for a sug-
gestion. Make your drawing on paper not over
8" x10" in size and color it with colored wax
crayons. But be sure to get the packet of Christmas
Cards now, sothatyou’ll have them in plentyoftime
to color and mail to your friends before Christmas.

Join CRAYOLA Drawing Club now to enter the
contest— and get both the Official Membership
Card and the packet of Christmas Cards. Just
check the No. 1square on the coupon below and
mail the coupon with the flap from a box of
CRAYOLA Colored Crayon.

Present members may enter the contest merely
by checking the No. 3 square and mailing the
coupon with their drawings. But members who want
the packet of Christmas Cards should check the
No. 2 square and mail the coupon with a flap
from a CRAYOLA box.

All Drawings for the Contest must be
mailed on or before December 20,1934

THE PRIZES
BEST DRAWING, $15; 2nd PRIZE, $10; 3rd PRIZE,
$5; TEN FOURTH PRIZES: Ten sets consisting of
24-color assortment of "Rubens” CRAYOLA
and box of "ARTISTA" Water Colors.

BINNEY & SMITH CO.
41 East 42nd Street, New York City
SOLE MAKERS OF

CRAYOLA

THE FAVORITE COLORED CRAYON
BINNEY & SMITH CO.
41 E 42nd St, New York City

O | wantto join CRAYOLA Drawing Club. Enclosed
is flap from CRAYOLA package.” Please serd me
Official Menberzhe? Card, Contest Entry Blank,
and packet of Greeting Cards.

O | belong to CRAYOLA Drawing Club. Please send
the of Christmas Cards and Contest Entry
Blark Enclosed is flap from CRAYOLA package.

O 1 belong to CRAYOLA Drawing Club. Here is
drawing in Christes Greeting Card L It
is yours to keep and | hope' it wins a prize.

™11-34

NAME:

. H<E 1IP BOX

SETTING-UP EXERCISES FOR TIRED TEETH AND TWO
ALLURING FACE CREAMS IN THIS MONTH S BEAUTY NOTES

The Rule of Three

D O you know how to brush your
teeth? Silly question? Not at all!
There are three rules to remember: A
od toothbrush with firm bristles, a
reliable dentifrice, and a knowledge of
how to brush your teeth correctly.
Strange, isn't it, that women who are
so particular about the shade of pow-
der they use and the color of nail polish
they ose, are downright careless
whén so important a health and beaugl
accessory as a toothbrush is concerned.
Now, this very hour, is the time to ex-
amine your toothbrush and replace it if
bristleS have become soft and worn.
The brush illustrated is made by a
well-known maker of brushes and is de-
signed to reach places in your mouth
never touched by ordinary toothbrushes.
What's more, the bristles cant come
out. They’re fastened in by a new last-
ever device. The little brush pictured
with the toothbrush is for daily care
of the nails. For detailed information
on how to make your teeth gleaming
and lustrous by the “rotary” brushing
method, send for this month’s beauty
circular which is yours for the asking.

A Little Is a Lot
COMPLEXION like lily petals
A in the sunlifgh_t" is the promise of
this new liquid finishing cream which
lends the complexion a softness as
fresh and dewy as the early morning
mist and a transparency as glowing.
This delightfully fragrant liquid cream
is much more than a powder . Ap-
plied in the morning, it keeps the com
lexion looking fresh all day and ends
ear of a shiny nose. A little of it
a long way, too. Just a touch smoothed
gently into the skin before applying
make-up is sufficient. It’s available in

If you would like further infor-
mation about the articles de-
scribed, and other beauty news,
write enclosing stamped envelope
to the Beauty Editor, Make-up
Box, Tower Magazines, 55 Fifth
Avenue, New York, N. Y.

four shades— white, flesh, cream, and
tan. If you are at all doubtful about
what color to choose, try cream. We
were simply fascinated with the pack-
é a leather-like pink box wrappe

in transparent cellophane— and you'll
love it on your dressing table too.

A Lemon-Aid!

K NOW'ST thou the land where the
lemon trees bloom?" asked Goethe
many long years ago. Well, Goethe
may not have been sure of their loca-
tion but we can tell you with enthusi-
asm where to find a’lemon lotion and
lemon cream that will do much for a
veﬁl] mp complexion or weathered skin.
e fresh juice of lemons has an ex-
cellent effect upon oily skins, as we all
know, and to normalize those busy oil
glands, try spreading on this lemon
cream as you do any cleansing cream.
Wipe it away and pat on the lotion.

T HIS month’s circular also contains
‘news of an oil polish remover, a new
polish of the cream t¥pe, and lipsticks
in six grand shades from an English-
American House . . . the shade called
"poppy” has a tendency to make teeth
appear whiter.
Let it dry by itself and the velvety
finish is an ideal foundation for make-
up.
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I Go Sleuthing

(Continued from page 6)

He had said_nothing else since his first
remark or, if he had, | hadn't heard
him. There was a great commotion,
naturally, and | had been following my
friend’stechnique in getting something
for her paper.

“What's your name?” | asked, pre-
tending that I, too, was a newspaper
woman. . .

“Name’s Muller,” said the man, as if
resenting the question; he deliberately
ignored me and scraped a spot of mud
from his shoe with the toe of the
other. But | was determined.

“How'd you happen to get here so
quick?” | asked. “Tell me what hap-
pened. We need color for the story.”

“We were pretty busy at my place,”
he said, “and | was slicing some bread
at the time. The explosion scared me
so that the knife sliﬂ)ed and_cut my
finger, see?” He held up a finger on
his right hand and | saw a little streak
of blood. “l threw down the knife and
ran straight down the sidewalk. It’s
not far, you see. | had just got here
when you came up.”

WAS pretty excited but | managed

to remember what he said and, also,
| was taking in what went on as much
as possible.” | thought I'd quiet m
nerves a bit so | opened my small
handbag and took out a cigarette.
Then, since Muller had given me what
I thought might be valuable color, |
offered” him a cigarette. He thanked
me and took one, carefully keeping the
cigarette from becoming "covered with
blood. He produced a match and we
lit_up.
ThE:'n, suddenly, | thought | knew
what had happened. | took my friend
to one side and told her my suspicions.
She looked at me for a moment, then
casually walked away. In a moment
she returned with an officer who ar-
rested Muller. .

friend immediately telephoned

her Story and then we caught a taxi and
went to the precinct station, where we
learned my suspicions were correct.

An officer said Muller at first had ve-
hemently denied bombing the restau-
rant, but later had broken down and
confessed when confronted with the
little evidence | had given my friend.

Muller had said he was afraid the
new restaurant would hurt his business
and that he had planned to dynamite
it. He had thrown the bomb through
one of the windows in the alley, then
had stepped back up the alley out of
harm’s way, but a piece of flying glass
had cut one of his fingers. When the
crowd gathered, he had calmly walked
out of the alley and mingled with it. |
had become suspicious when he told me
he ran from his cafe down the sidewalk
to the scene for | had seen mud on his
shoes and there was no chance of his
%ettmg fresh mud from the sidewalk.

e also said he had cut his finger while
slicing bread, but he had taken my
cigarette with the same hand, the hand
that was cut. He also lit my cigarette
with the same hand and | figured that,
naturally, he was right handed and that
he would not have been holding a knife
in his left. .

After the whole thing was over and
I found out that | really had sus-
pected the right person, my nerves be-
%Sne so upset | nearly had to go to

(See page 86 for contest rules.)

IF YOUR COMPLEXION

MRROR

ET him look at you with ardent eyes! You

J can stand the close-ups all evening long—
if your complexion stays as clear and fresh,
as free from shine, as the moment you left
your mirror. And it will—if you're using
Marvelous Face Powder, the sensational new
powder perfected by Richard Ifudnut

Marvelous Face Powder actually stays on
from four to six hours— and you can time it
yourself. Through long hours of dancing, driv-
ing in the wind, you can count on looking
your very best. Marvelous Face Powder con-
tains a remarkable new ingredient discovered
by the Richard Hudnut laboratories— an in-
gredientthatmakes the powder cling as though
part of your own skin texture. Yet Marvelous
Face Powder never looks floury, never cakes

-&0J

FACE POWDER NOW STAYS ON FROM

STAYS

or clogs the pores. It is as light and fine a
powder as science can make. The fifty-year
reputation of Richard Hudnut, as the maker cf
fine cosmetics, is your assurance of its purity.

Marvelous Face Powder costs only 55¢ for
the full-size box, at any drug store or depart-
ment store. Yet so sure are we that you will
like it that we will send you free trial pack-
ages in the four most popular shades. You
may put it to the only convincing test—atrial
on your own face. Won't you clip the coupon
and mail it right now?

OTHER MARVELOUS BEAUTY AIDS
Marvelous Liquefying Cream.. .Tissue Cream... Founda-
tion Cream . .. Hand Cream .. . Skin Freshener... Rouge

.. Lipstick . . . Eye Shadow .
icure Preparations. .. Dusting Powder . . .

Lash Cosmetic.. .. Man-
Only 55jS each

BY RICHARD HUDNUT

4 ~ 6 HOURS

(BY ACTUAL TEST)
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Four trial packages of Marvelous Face Powder
in the four most popular shades— also Mar
velous Make-up Guide, with authentic infor
a correct combinations o f powder, rouge, lipstick

H-2
RICHARD HUDNUT, 693 Fifth Avenue, New York City

Please send me, free and postpaid, trial packages of Mar-
velous P'ace Powder and Marvelous Make-up Cuide.

67



in c'lJi

PREFER

other women because
they know they are

. . absolutely harmless
. . most effective
. of highest quality

... thequickest andeasiest
way to have the natural
appearance ofattractively
beautiful eyes.
From sweet sixteen to queen-
ly fifty, women of all ages the
world over have learned that
Maybclline Eye Beauty Aids
are the safe, simple way to
lovelyeyes—eyes thatinstant-
ly appear larger, brighter and
more expressive. Beauty-wise
women appreciate, too, the
never-failing high standard of
purity and harmlessnessguar-
anteed by the famous name of
M aybelline. Try these delight-
ful aids to a new and more
beautiful YOU 1|
Maybelline Eye Shadow
Maybelline Eyebrow Pencil
Maybclline Eyelash Tonic
Cream
Maybelline Eyebrow Brush
and the world-famous, ap-
proved Maybelline mascara.

AllMaybellineEyeBeautyAids
may be had in -purse sizes at all
leading10cstores. Try themtoday!

BLUE, BROWN, BLUE-GREY
VIOLET AND GREEN

What You r Favorite Authors are Like

{Continued from page 68)

to take shape the spinster schoolma’am
amazed the embryo author by refusing
to remain in the background. She
forced her way into every situation,
dominating the” story and at last forc-
ing Palmer to give in and let her play
detective. Thus _Miss Withers was
born, almost, it might be said, in spite
of her creator.

The response to “Penguin Pool Mur-
der” was gratifying and immediate—
and very shortly afterward Palmer
was amazed to have Hollywood con-
gratulate him upon his clever creation
of the perfect role for Edna May
Oliver— whom he had actually never
seen! . .

Seduced from the editorship of a
New York publishing firm by the lure
of Hollywood, Palmer spent months in
the movie capital. His great delight
was to slip away from the writing as-
signments which the movie moguls
handed him, and get underfoot on the
set where George Archainbaud was di-
recting the film version of “Penguin
Pool Murder.” Unlike most writers in
a similar situation, Palmer was unre-
servedlx delighted with the treatment
given his brain-child, and with the
cast consisting of— besides Miss Oliver

—Jimmy Gleason, Mae Clarke and
Oscar, the trained Qengum.
Back in New York, “Murder on

Wheels” had already been published in
book form. From Hollywood, Palmer
sent on the manuscripts”of “Murder on
the Blackboard” (one of the best-liked
complete novels that mystery ever

ublished) and of “The Puzzle of the

epper Tree,” his first book for the
Crime Club. This recounts the adven-
tures of Miss Withers while on a va-
cation trip to Catalina_Island, and will
Eresumably be third in the series of

dna May Oliver detective films. “Mur-
der on the Blackboard” (dedicated in
book form to Edna May Oliver as
“Miss Withers come true”) is now

playing neighborhood picture houses
through this country and also in
England.

N the meantime Stuart Palmer had

begun devising a series of Miss With-
ers' adventures in short story form,
which have been running almost with-
out a break in Mystery Magazine fOr
the past fourteen months. Many of
these stories have reached our editorial
offices with London postmarks, and
some from “Mousehole, Cornwall,”
where this wandering young man
stopped IonP enough to set down his
latest_book-length mystery, “Puzzle of
the Silver Persian,” best-selling Crime
Club selection of last Sp_rm%;'_

At the present time Miss Hildegarde
Withers has me a familiar_and
well-loved figure in several million
households, extending over America,
England and France. The lean New
England spinster with the equine vis-
ageé, the Queen Mary hat and parasol,
and the sharp but kindly tongue has
won. for herself a unique position
among fictional sleuths. i

The author confesses that having
seen the two movies already made from
his books, he cannot visualize Miss
Withers as otherwise than Edna May
Oliver, nor the Inspector except as
James Gleason. It is one of his highly
cherished ambitions to write a Flay_ in
the very near future which will bring
the Oliver-Gleason combination to the
Broadway footlights.

Visitors to Stuart Palmer’s modest
apartment on 56th Street in Manhat-
tan, if they happen to find him
between wanderings, will see a tanned,
boylsh-lookm% young man proudly
sporting his first few gray hairs. The
chances are that there will be a blue
or silver Persian cat upon his ,
or a rough-and-tumble wire-haired ter-
rier chewing_at his shoelaces. More-
over, they will see through a haze of
smoke from one of the thirteen pipes
which Palmer brought back from Lon-
don on his last trip, a collection of
penguin statuettes second onl¥ to that

by Roland Young, the well-

nown actor. o .

Apart from the religious collection
of pipes and penguins, Stuart Palmer’s
dearest hobby is the gath_ering_of old
books and pamphlets dealing with the
murder mysteries and murder trials of
yesteryear. From time to time he has
emulated Edmund Lester Pearson by
bringing to life again one of these
MUSLY causes celebres IN the pages of
one magazine or another.

At present he is American corre-
SDondent of the London pancing
Times, as well as special writer for
the canling Al cars series of fact
crimes solved by police radio now run-
ning in radio Guide Magazine, jobs
which in conjunction with his output
of short stories and of Miss Withers
novels, make him a very busy young
man indeed.

We have tried without success to dis-
cover what this young author eats for
breakfast, but it is our own suspicion
that he eats breakfast at noon and
calls it lunch. His writing habits are
to sit down at his desk after a day’s
work and the evening’s pleasures are
through, and to write with the help;
black “coffee until finished or well-nigh
exhausted.

H IS life’s ambition is to own a home
in the country where there will be
room enough for all the dogs and cats
and horses’ that he wants to own, to-
gnel(t)her with a landing for a boat or
. He is fond of finkering; might
have made a veterinary surgeon
had he not turned to writing; illus-
trates his_ own when permitted,
and goes in for almost all sports with
vast energy and a moderate amount of
skill.
He is a crack shot with a rifle, plays
a good but reckless game of chess, and
writes finished copy directly upon the

typewriter. His _are filled with
animals and with light whimsical
touches because— says the author—

“Too many mysteries read as _if the
author was bored to death with his
story.”

The most demanding reviewers agree
that Stuart Palmer plays fair with his
readers in regard to clues and that_he
is succeeding in his avowed ambition
to write mystery stories which can
stand comparison with novels in regard
to characterization, plot structure, and

chological development. But lie
refuses to take or have his books taken
too seriously.

Every. Summer he travels back to
Wisconsin over the route on which he
hitch-hiked so laboriously just seven
years ago— but now he, "Mrs. Palmer
and the gay terrier, Jones, et al flash
over the once-formidable miles in a
sleek gray car.
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What Goes into the
Stuffing

(Continued from ‘page 10)

as well as in the sunny South. ~Well
seasoned mashed potatoes, boiled rice or
noodles all have their advocates. When
chestnuts are used for stuffing they are
first cooked tender, then riced” and
mixed with dried bread crumbs. Oys-
ters are combined with equal quantities
of dried bread crumbs and melted but-
ter and duly seasoned with minced
parsley, lemon juice, etc.

Fruit stuffings are most easy to pre-
pare. You may use plain sliced apples,
or apples combined with _raisins or

runes first soaked in boiling water
ive minutes and then drained.

The type of stuffing should depend
not only on personal taste but on the
type of bird you have to stuff. Duck,
for instance, "suggests a mixed prune
and apple stuffing, mashed potatoes_or
a bread stuffing with sage and onion
flavoring.

The mild flavor of chicken combines
well with a chestnut or oyster stuffing.
Chestnuts may be used in goose, but
greasiness of the goose makes it de-
sirable to use a minimum of butter or
other fat in the stuffing. Almost an
good type of stuffing is agreeable wit
turkey, the usual choice being a well
seasoned bread-crumb mixture contain-
ing enough moisture to prevent undue
drying of the turkey meat, which is
naturally less moist than that of
chicken, ‘duck or goose.

Here are new stuffings that may
serve as inspiration for your own in-
ventions:

Brazil Nut Stuffing

\é chopped onions

cup melted fat

2 cups sliced Brazil nuts
Sage or other herbs
Salt, pepper

8 cups soft bread crumbs

Mince onions_and cook two minutes
in the fat. Mix seasonings and nuts
with bread crumbs and stir into fat.
Cook two minutes more, stirring con-
stantly. If a moist stuffing is desired,
add a little water. This amount of
stuffing 1s enough for a ten-pound
turkey.

Walnut Stuffing

Giblets from one turkey
1 onion
1 bay leaf
1 cup boiling water
1 large loaf of stale bread
1 tablespoon salt .
2 tablespons poultry seasoning or
sage i
2 cugs walnut kernels, chopped fine
4 tablespoons melted fat or oil

. Cook the giblets, onion and bay leaf
in the boiling water until ténder.
Then chops the giblets fine. Remove

crusts from bread and crumb the bread
fine. Mix the giblets and_crumbs with
the salt, poulfry seasoning or sage,
walnut kernels and fat or oil. . When
roasting the turkey, baste with the
water in which the giblets were cooked.

If you are interested in this month’'s
recipe and menu circulars, please
turn to page 65.
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“1don’t know why I refused so long
to believe that Midol might help
me, unless it was because | had tried
so many things that never did. But
I'm thankful | did try it, about two
years ago, and haven't had a severe
time since | learned to rely on this
form of relief.”

Some such endorsement could
truthfully be given by numbers of
women who have found, sooner or
later, that Midol does relieve peri-
odic pain. In many cases, these
tablets have spared women even any
discomfort at this time; nearly all
receive definite relief.

Perhaps you have feared to take
anything that acts as quickly, but

193b

Should you decide to try this re-
markable form of relief for periodic
pain, remember the name of this
special medicine—and remember
that Midol is a special medicine for
this special purpose. Do not take
instead, some tablet that is made
for aches and pains in general, and
expect the same results. Ask the
druggist for Midol. Do this today,
and be prepared!

- N-i

CXtLJ J n vifa tiv?!
: to try it without expense;

* just mail this to Midol,

170 Varick St., N.Y., and
« get trial box free.

Name

. Address
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I used to be considered plain and dull and
couldn’t seem to make friends or attract
men at all. 1 was so lonely that many a
night I cried myself to sleep. How strange
to think that a chance visit to the
store led me to loveliness and changed my
lonely tears to smiles. i
| accepted from the girl atthe cosmetic
counter a sample card sprayed from the
%{Iant atomizer of Blue Waltz Perfume.
hat exquisite fragrance! It made me
think of music... moonlight... romance.
Quickly 1 bought this perfume and the
other Blue Waltz Cosmetics, too.
Nextday | made up carefully with Blue
Waltz Lipstick and Blue Waltz Face Pow-
der. | finished with a touch of Blue Waltz
Perfume. | left homewith a fast beating
heart...Wouldothers notice how unusually
nice | looked? Would they think my new
perfume alluring? | soon learned the an-
swer. Menwho used to pass mewith a cold
nod looked at metwice and stopped to chat.
Girls were friendlier, too. Soon | actuall
began to be asked for dates. What a thrill
to be told I'm glamorous... even though
I know it's really Blue Waltz Perfume
that turns men’s thoughts to romance.
Girls, go to the cosmetic counter of your 6 and 109
store... getafree sample card sprayed from the Blue
Waltz Giant Atomizer. . . you'll love its enchanting
fragrance. Buy Blue Waltz Perfume and all the
marvelous Blue WaltzCosmetics...certified tobe pure
and only 10<each.

Seize this opportunity
to ensemble your
beauty ipreparations.
You find the same al-
luring fragrance in
Blue Waltz Perfume,
FacePowder.Lipstick,
Cold Cream, Cream
Rouge, Brilliantine,
Talcum Powder. Only
10ceach at your 5and
10c store.

Belldtn

PERFUME AND COSMETICS (\]
FIFTH AVENUE < NEW YORK
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Her Husband’s Friend

(Continued from -page 34)

The bell caused them to take their
eyes from the ghastly sight before them
and look about the summerhouse. Here,
an old anchor stood upright in a niche
cut in the floor that was paneled like
a ship’s deck. There, a mast rose from
the floor. Here, again, was a table
on which several old logbooks lay, and
depending from the ceiling a figurehead
stared gravely at them.

A quaint place and a quiet place and
through the windows the breeze from
the sea blew gently; beyond, the sea
and bay were placid; behind, the trees
whispered softly in the breeze.

But there sat that horror.

Ashel, shuddering, crossed the sum-
merhouse and saw that Dr. Mott had
been handsome, a dark man, powerfully
built, with a ruddy face. He was deeply
tanned by the summer sun.

“From” ear to ear, Mistuh Graney,”
said Ashel. He lifted Dr. Mott's héad
carefully and looked at the back of it.
There was a bloody bruise there.

“Made sure, didn't they?” said Sergt.
Graney. .

“Unh hunh,” said Ashel. “But that
was just a tap. Somethin’ big an’
heavy, though.”

For a moment he stood gazing stead-
fastly at the corpse; then, suddenly,
he peered more closel')q/. About the
mouth the skin next the lips seemed
irritated, as if chapped. Ashel reached
out and placed a forefinger delicately
at the side of Dr. Mott's mouth.

There was a slight stickiness there.

“What the hell,'pop?” asked Graney.
He was shocked. i

“Don’'t rightly know, Mistuh Graney.”

Ashel was now examining Dr. Mott's
wrists; also he had rolled down_ the
physician’'s socks. And on either
wrist as on either ankle, there was an
irritation something like that about
the mouth, but harsher, as if something
had burned the skin.

Ashel looked as if he had expected
that, but just above the irritation on
the right Wwrist he saw something that
puzzled him. This was a break in
the deep tan of Dr. Mott's skin, a band
of white that completely encircled the
wrist.

Ashel frowned, tugged his mustache
and left the summerhouse abruptly.
Graney saw _that he was scrabbling in
the sod on either side of the short path
that ran from the main path to the
summerhouse.

“What you doin’, pop?” he asked.

Ashel looked up.  “Mistuh Graney,”
he said, “that fella got tapped on the
head an’ tied up mighty tight 'n' ad-
hesive tape was stuck on his mouth.
Then they hauled him down to this
place 'n’ “cut his throat. The wound
in the throat's newer'n the one in the
head. = Then they took off the rope 'n’
adhesive tape '’ stole somethin’ he
wore on his wrist—a watch, prob’ly.”

“How do you get that?”

Ashel explained. “But why,” he
went on, absently, “they took the
watch, |1 don't get. Nothin' else gone

from his pockets at all. Don’'t make a
bit o' sense.”

“Maybe it was worth lots o' dough.”

“Maybe—" Ashel looked up from the
sod—"“but Mistuh Graney, why'd they
go to_all that fuss to tie him up 'n’
gag him 'n’ bring him down here after
tappin’ him on the head, to take a
watch—if it was a watch—an' then cut
his_throat?”

Graney didn't know. Ashel went off

The

like a hound on the other side of the
hedge toward the house. Graney, fol-
lowin along?1 the path, met him at the
end of the hedge by the house.

“No sign,” said Ashel.
by the path, I reckon.”

Officer Gray was sitting on the stoop
of the side door to the Ring house.

“Brought him

Officer Gray was ?ri_nning sardonically.
“Guess y' didn't find much,” he said
“Reckon not,” said Ashel.

“Guess | could 'a told you that.”
Officer Gray fanneef himself 'languidly
with his cap. “Guess y’ got some more
smart alecs over in Noo York, huh?’
_ “Lissen—" began Graney, but Ashel
interrupted.

“Did Doctun Mott have a watch,
Officuh Gray?” he asked.

“Guess he did. Guess he'd have one,
bein’ a doctor.”

“Wear it on his wrist?”

“Guess | don't know.” = i

“Reckon we'll go see Miz Ring,” said
Ashel, and then: “’'D’ you ever go to
sea?”

“Sure | went to sea. Everybody over
here, pretty near, goes to sea oné time
or 'nother, | guess.” .

“So | reckon you're pretty good with
knots, Officuh GraY?" ]

Officer Gray's sullen expression deep-
ened. “Guess | ain't on to what you
mean,” he said.

“Guess not,” said Ashel. With
Graney, he entered the house.

ITY RING awaited them, in her
ving-room. It was a quaint room,

lonial and charming, with Duncan
hyfe sofas and tables and with heavy

Windsor chairs. On the

old mahogan:
ine prints of old clipper

walls were
ships.. . i

Unity Ring, herself sat erect in a
Windsor chair across the room from the
hall entrance, and both Ashel and
Grane _cau'ght their breaths sharply.
For Uni ing was beautiful.

Her hair was dark and long and her
eyes blue and_streaky, with a hint of
tragedy in their depths. The corners of
her otherwise gracious mouth were
turned down in an expression that told
either of intense suffering or intense
emotion. A rather tall woman, she sat
calmly in her chair and she smiled at
them. i

“How-de-do, ma’am,” said Ashel.
“Sorry to bother you, but it's gotta be
done, I reckon.” .

“Of course,” she said. She rose and
drew up two of the heavy chairs for
them.

Her hands were long and _shaﬁely—
Strength and character were in them.
And there was a strange, unfamiliar
fascination about them. 1n a way they
were beautiful.

“You do your own housework,
ma'am?” asked Ashel.

“Why vyes,” she said, “I have to,
since my~ husband—" she hesitated—
“died. can't afford a servant. Why
do you ask?”. i

“Just gettin’ placed. This house

belonged to your husband's family?”

“For over’a hundred years. It was
Ilgeft to me, since he was the last of the
ine.”

Ashel was thoughtful.
looked at him quizzically.

“1 suppose,” she said, “you found old
David rather a trial?”

“Unh hunh, not so pleasant.” i

“You'll have to excuse him,” she said.
“You see, they're rather provincial over

The woman
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Her Husband’s Friend

here. 1 am, myself, | suppose.”
~“Was you engaged—" Ashel's ques-
tion was_startling—"to marry Doctuh

Mott, Miz Ring?”
She seemed confused. “Why,” she
said, “we—that is, there was nothing
really definite, but—"
“He wanted to?”
_“VerY_ much . . .
this a little—"
“Maybe. He was your husband's
good friend?”
“His best.

But, officer, isn't

My husband worshipped
Dr. Mott. They went through school
together.” Her eyes filled. “There
were those who thought Dr. Mott was
not all he should be, but not my_ hus-
band. He loved him. They were friends
and confidants.”

“1 see,” said Ashel.
band wealthy?”

“Not very. But he wanted to be.
That's why he made those specula-
tions.” Again her eyes filled. “We
would sit in the summerhouse on warm
nights and he'd talk about it. He'd tell
me his dreams there, looking out at the
bay, and he was like a poet, then. He
was very ambitious for us. His life’s
dream was a hospital down there and
he wanted Dr. Mott and himself to con-
trol it. That was why he wanted
wealth, why he made those specula-
tions. For the hospital. Next to my-
self, | think, came the hospital. And
when he lost everything, when he real-
ized his life's dream was broken,
wh%—" She brushed her eyes and
locked at Ashel. “Do you know what
it is to dream, officer?” i

Ashel looked at her with kindly grav-
ity. Did_he know what it was_ to

“Was your hus-

dream? There had been almost fifty
futile years. .
“Yes, ma'am,” he said. “l surely
“Then Kou’ll understand, perhaps
... | go there at night now and relive
all those dreams.” She paused, shook
her head.  “I'm sorry,” she continued.

“I'm afraid all this isn't_at all inter-
esting ... Is there anything I can tell
you that you'd like to know?”

Ashel cleared his throat. “Just two
things ma’am,” he said. “What—" he
spoke slowly— “did Doctuh Mott wear
on his wrist?” . i

Her eyes showed her surprise. “Didn’t
David tell you?” she asked. “ Something
my husband gave him ... A voodoo
charm.”

“Charm!”

Ashel’s voice was sharp.

“Why yes,” she said. “ Mg husband,
like so many Pawhanssett boys, went
to sea. He got the charm, a wooden
bracelet with a leather clasp, from a
witch-doctor down in Haiti. 1t's a rare
thing, very difficult to obtain, and very
valuable. = Professor Proveen was so
excited about it. He really yearned for
it—he specializes in things like that,
you know—and said he’d give half his
money for it. He was forever study-
ing it—that is, until the bitterness be-
tween him and Dr. Mott. He tried to
get it away from Dr. Mott, but Dr.
Mott is rather superstitious. He put
%reat faith in it and always wore it.

ut I'm afraid—" her voice broke a lit-
tle—"it didn't work very well.”

“Did you know it was gone?”

“Gone!” She started. “Why that's
strange!”

“Professor Proveen,” said Graney
suddenly. “Don’'t he work in witch-

eé’lease turn to page 72)
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Famous Bridge Expert Keeps Her

Hands Lovely

MPOSSIBLE, especially for bridge

players. | don’t like to be conscious

of my hands at a card table; they must
look well and feel well if my mind is
to stay on the game. | use Pacquin’s all
the time because | don’'t have to wait
for it to dry,” says Mrs. Culbertson.
“1 just rub a bit on and each time | am

This Time-Saving Way
amazed how quickly it goes in! There
is none of that sticky film lotions usu-
ally leave. And it has an immediate
softening and whitening effect. It's
really the only hand treatment for a
busy woman. | take Pacquin’s every-
where | go. My hands can't do with-
out it.”

The reason that Pacquin’s does not
make your hands moist and sticky is
that this remarkable cream actually
feeds your skin. It sinks right into the
inner layers of skin where it is needed.
Utterly different from the lotions that
remain on the outer skin until finally
evaporation dries them.

No wonder Pacquin’s gives you soft,
white, smooth hands! Send for the in-
troductory jar today.

PACQUIN LABORATORIES CORPORATION
Dept. 3-A, 101 West 31st Street, New York, N. Y.
Please send me your generous trial jar of
Pacquin's Hand Cream for which 1 enclose 10”.

AAFESS. ... oo e .

City. Stare.
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« Are you known for the glowing
beauty of your hair? You can be,
if you really want to. It's so simple
to always have that "Sheen of
Youth"— that youthful glow of
natural color that every woman
would keep above all else!

You are not using a dye or a bleach— for
ColoRinse is only harmless vegetable com-
pound, made by Nestle, the creators of per-
manent waving. There are 10 correct shades
to choose from, so that you can add as much
or as little color as you desire.

The result will more than delight you. For in
place of that faded, dull, aging look, your
hair becomes lustreful and sparkling, color
toned with a shimmering sheen of youthful,
vibrant glamour. Try it after the next shampoo.

THE NESTLE-LEMUR COMPANY 1
MAKERS OF QUALITY PRODUCTS
NEW YORK

... Nestle ColoRinse, SuperSet,
Golden Shampoo and Henna Shampoo
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Her Husband’s Friend

(Continued from page 71)

craft an’ voodoo an’ things like that?”

“Yes, he—" She stopped, her eyes
suddenly wide with consternation. “No,
no!” she cried. “You mustn't think
that! _Caleb Proveen would never—
Even if Wilhelm and Prudence—"

“But who'd want the charm, ma’am?
Wh?/‘d anyone take it?”

“I don't know, but Caleb—”" She
breathed deeply. “Is there_angthmg
else you'd like” to know, officer?”

“Yeah,” said Ashel after a short si-
lence. “Miz Ring, why'd you ask all
those people here togethér, knowin’
their feelin's?” .

Unity Ring managed to smile then.
It lighted the tragic beauty of her face,
mitigated a little the sorrow of her

eyes.
y“I thought you'd ask that,” she said.
“Well, they were all my friends. |
wondered—1 hoped, since we'd all
grown up together, that somehow the!
could be reconciled, but it didn't wor
out that way. 1I'm sorry now. And af-
ter what' happened—"

She shuddered.

“Do you S’Fect anyone, ma'am?”.

“Not "a soul. Mr. Lingle,” she said,
“could no more have done that horrible
thing than Caleb Proveen.”

“But they threatened him.”

“What of that? They were angry
and upset because of my silly party,

that was all.” i

Ashel rose.. “Come on, Mistuh
Graney,” he said. “We gotta be on our
way. “Thank you, ma’am. You been a
lot’0’ help.” i
“Have '1?” she said.
how.” . . .
“Never mind.” Ashel smiled at Unity
Ring. She was standing now, and
again they caught their breaths. Unity
Ring was’ statuesque; not over thirty,
her beauty in full bloom. Ashel,
watching her, felt a strange stirring in
his heart. He sighed.

“Don’'t worry,” he said.

“l don't see

thanked him with her eyes. She
|fted the heavy chairs, put them

k in their places as Ashel and Gran-
started from the room. But Ashel

stopped before a photograph that sat
alone on a little table near the entrance.
It was of a man who had strong, hand-
some features and the wide, affection-
ate eyes of the dreamer. The silver
frame was polished and burnished and
fresh flowers stood by it on the table.
“Your husband, ma'am?”
“Yes.”
“He must 'a’ been a fine fella,
2am.”
“1 loved him,” she said, “more than
my life.” i

Ashel and Graney went outside.
Officer Gray, still fanning himself,
looked at thém with disgust.

“Officun Gray,” said Ashel, “’d you
know that Doctuh Mott wore a brace-

et?” i
“Guess | did.” . .
“’N" 'd you know it was missin’
now?”

“Guess | knew that, too.”

“Then why'n't you tell us?”

“Guess you never asked me.”

Ashel heard Graney draw in his
b_reéllth in an angry hiss and said hur-
riedly:

“Reckon we didn't. You c¢'n have the
body taken to the undertaker's now,
Offic;;uh Gray. You'll do that, won't

ou?”
y “Guess |

will,” said Officer Gray.

The

“Guess | c'd take care of everything,
¢ |}(warn’t f'r smart alecs from Noo
ork.”

“Maybe so,” said Ashel, grabbing the

irate Graney's arm, then: “d you know
how Doctuh Mott got down here, Of-
ficuh Gray?”

“Nope.’

Officer Gray turned and entered the
Ring house. Ashel, still holding Graney,
went around the house to the street.

“By God!” said Graney. “If that
guy was a little younger, I'd take a
poke—He'll get reported, though!”

“No he won't, Mistuh Graney,” said
Ashel.  “He won't a-talll ~ Officun
Gray's all right in his way.”

“Why helll” blustered Graney. “He
acts like we was dirt. He—"
~ “Mistuh Graney, he acts like we was
intruders.” . .

Graney, grumbling, fell silent. They
walked on, but they were acutely aware
that from the windows of the old houses
furtive faces looked out at them with
hostility. i

“ , what a town!” said Graney.

“What a woman!” said Ashel ab-
sently. “What an uncommon woman!”

EY reached the residence of the
Proveens and found it, like the ng
home, old and dignified, surrounded by

dense shrubbery. ~Their knock was an-

swered by a woman in her early thir-
ties with sombre black eyes and a grim
mouth. But there weré traces of an
early beauty in her fading face. Once,
it seemed, ~that mouth, “well shaped,
would have been beautiful in laughter;
the eyes, sombre and bitter now, might
have been lovely with the light of hap-
piness. She looked at them coldly.

“How-de-do,” said Ashel. “You ‘Miss
Proveen?” And when she nodded: “I'm
Ashel Mayhew o’ the Homicide Squad,
and this is Sergeant Graney o’ the same
outfit. We come to look into that Mott
business, Miss Proveen.”

The woman’s deep eyes clouded. “I
suppose we'll have to put up with it,”
she said. “Come in!”

They followed her into the house.

“Caleb,” she called up the stairs, “the

New York police are here. We'll have
to tolerate it, | suppose ... In here,”
she finished, entering the first room off
the hall. i .
_ It was_a grim room, rather hideous
in the Victorian manner. And in the
corners stood strangrtle objects. There
were voodoo drums; there were fetiches
and totems; there was a curious stone
with a cavity in the top of it. It was,
Ashel knew, a primitive sacrificial
altar.

With Graney, he sat down on a horse-
hair sola across from Prudence Pro-
veen. She looked at them with cold in-
difference. And they said nothing until
Caleb Proveen came into the room. He
was a tall man, gaunt and bald, with
burning black eyes and the same grim
expression that marked his sister.

“Well,” he said coldly, “what is it?”

“Just a question 'r two,” said Ashel.
“] s'pose you knew 'bout Doctuh Mott's
bracelet, Professuh Proveen?”

Proveen started. He seemed con-
fused, but he controlled himself.

“Naturally. It is a rare bracelet,
only worn by certain voodoo Pa aloix.

“It_is supposed to bring infallibility
and invulnerability to the wearer. 1
always wondered how Amos Ring hap-
pened to get it.” .

“You'd Tike to have it, Professuh?”
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“Naturally. .
great deal of money for it.”

“An* | s’'pose you know it wasn't
found on the body?”

Caleb Proveen™ started. Prudence
Proveen, a peculiar smile on her face,
her eyes reflective, said:

“It came true!” .

“V\{)hat you mean by that, Miss Pro-

een?”

“Why—" Prudence Proveen's voice
held a note of triumph—"he always said
that if he ever lost it, disaster would
overtake him. And it has! It has!"

“Prudence!” Her brother’s voice was

at once a reproach and a warning. He
turned to Ashel. .
_“l suppose,” he said, “you are imply-
ing some connection between the mur-
der and me because of the bracelet.
That is your privilege. However, | can
tell you” you're wrong. I'm glad that
man’is dead, but—" He paused. “And
I'm not surprised. It was his destiny.
The only thing that surprised me_about
last night”—he spoke as if thinking
aloud—"was Unity’s extraordinary
tactlessness.”

I would have given a

“You threatened Dr. Mott,” said
Graney suddenly. i

Caleb Proveen laughed with con-
tempt.

“Quite right, and what of it?”

“Nothin’,” said Ashel. “Nothin’ now,
anyway. Come on, Mistuh Graney.”
He rose. “An’ thank you so much.”

At' the door, however, he hesitated.

Caleb Proveen had vanished, but Pru-

dence Proveen was showing them out.

“1 s’pose,” said Ashel, “that Miz Ring

is L\J/sually a very tackful woman?”
“Very!

The door slammed in their faces.

“Chees!” said Graney. “We ain't
what you'd call popular in Pawhans-
sett, pop . . . What about the Pro-
fessor? That bracelet . .

“Mistuh Graney, | doubt if Profes-
suh Proveen'd commit murder f’r that
bracelet, although Professuh Proveen
might commit murder . . . Let's go pa-
laver with Lingle.”

The hardware store was on Paw-
hanssctt's main street. Simon Lingle,
behind the counter, looked at them
peevishly as they entered. He was of
medium’” height, “fair of hair, blue of
eye, rather plump, average and com-
monplace in general appearance. He
was looking over a tray of knives as
they entered, Ashel eyed the knives
as 'he questioned the hardware mer-
chant. But Simon Lingle, like the
Proveens, added nothing to their in-
formation, at first, although he ad-
mitted threatening Mott; admitted, too,
that the death of the doctor gave him
satisfaction.

“He had it coming,” he said. “I'm
not surprised. The only thing—" he
aused, as Caleb Proveen had paused—
‘that surprises me about last night was
Unity's tactlessness.” o

“Do you know where your wife is,
Mistuh "Lingle?”

“My wife?” The commonplace face
flushéd. “Yes, | know where she is.
I've phoned her every day—" his voice
broke a little—"since she left. Lately,
she’s been with Mott again and most 0
the time, if that's any information to
you.

_ From the expression on Ashel’s face
it was, and .important information.
There was excitement in Ashel's eyes.
“But today—" Simon Lingle’'s face
(Please turn to page 74)
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suddenly glowed— *“she phoned me.
She’'s coming back. And—" he spoke
almost fiercely now, as if defying them
to blame him for his lack of pride—
“I'll take her back!”

He turned to wait on a customer.
Ashel, still excited, beckoned to Graney
and started from the store, but at the
door they were met by a small boy.

“You Ashel Mayhew?” asked the boy,
and when Ashel nodded, he thrust out a
piece of paper. As Ashel took it, the
boy darted out the door.

Get him!” snapped Ashel and
Graney hurried into the street.
But presently he was back. “Damn

it!” he snarled. “These yokels're like
clams. The kid's gone up in thin air!”

“Never mind,” said Ashel thought-
fully. He handed the sergeant the
paper. And Graney read: i

The wise mind their own. business.
They find it pays” . . .

The note was printed in straggling
letters and in pencil.

“What the hell!” Graney looked
angrily about at the people on the
street.” “I'll bring over some strong-
arm boys an’ take this damned town
apart. I'll—" i

“Let’'s go home now, Mistuh Graney,”
said Ashel quietly.

They went home, strangely subdued,
Ashel lost in thought, Graney grimly
attending to the operation of the boat.
But when they were moored at the little
anchorage in the East River near their
home, Ashel said:

“Mistuh Graney, you make the re-
port. | got business.”

“What kind o' business, pop?”

“Business,” said Ashel, as if the mur-
der of Dr. Mott had vanished from his
mind, “with the New York Stock Ex-
change . . "

T the murder of Dr. Mott had not
anished from Ashel's mind. That

Who it was, what it was, he did not
know. He_could not be entirely sure it
was anything. What he had seen was
a wisp of movement, a shadow-like
restlessness by the tree.

He remained motionless for a mo-
ment, then advanced sIowIK. And al-
though he was watchful, he was not
prepared for the sudden rush of a man
who stood behind the oak. The rush
brought the man to Ashel, knocked the
man from Missouri to the ground.

SilentIK, then, they rolled over and
over, Ashel holding a wrist of his as-
sailant, bending the arm back farther
and farther, for in the hand was a gun.
His assailant suddenly loosed the hold
he had on Ashel with his other hand
and reached for the gun. But Ashel,
who had struggled until he was now
on top, had been waiting for that. His
other hand free, it streaked out in a
sharp uppercut to his assailant's jaw.
Beneath, him, the struggling form™ be-
came quiet. .

Ashel threw his flash on the man be-
neath him and stared, with wide eyes,
into. the sunken features of icer
David Gray. .

He frowned, but gradually a smile
broke his face. He looked about the
grounds, but saw no one. Apparently,
the fight had had no witnesses. Then
he dropped to his knees and chafed
Officer Gray's wrists. Presently, the
old policeman opened his eyes. For a
moment he stared vacantly, then glared
as he recognized the detective.

“Damn you!” said Officer Gray. “You
horned in! | guess—"

But Ashel had his hand over the
policeman’s mouth. _ Ashel, his voice
suddenly and surprisingly hard, said:

“Quiet! One more chirp out o' you,
Officun Gray an’ I'll have you busted!
I’II_have_¥ou_ sent up the river f'r inter-
ferin’” with justice, Officuh Gray!”

The sullen features beneath him con-

ht he strapped on his holster andtorted with anger, but then relaxed in

pared to leave the house.

“Where you goin’, pop?” asked
Graney. .

“Staten Islan’,” said Ashel.

“Well, why'n't you say so? I'll go

alor"{ﬂ_." .
“Mistuh Graney, you're not goin. |
gotta rob a house, maybe.” K
Grane¥ gaped as Ashel hurried out.
The boat sped down the river through
the summer moonlight, past the great
piled illumination °of Manhattan™ and
Brooklyn, bounded out across the wide
bay and out down the dark shore of
Staten Island, turning as the coast
curved southwestward.  Ashel had
stilled the motor before he threw a line
over an old bollard on the wooden pier
and warped the boat against the dock.
The boat fast, he hurried up the
beach to the next stairway and as-
cended it softly. At the top, he paused,
listening, but the night was quiet.
Cautiously, then, he made his way
through the trees to the edge of the
Rma lawn, there turning sharply to
work toward the front of the prop-
erty. When on a line with the rear of
the house, he stopped to listen again.
_But the only sound was the distant
sigh of the sea and the murmur of the
night wind in the old trees. The trees
filtered the moonlight, mottling the

lawn.

_ He started across the lawn, keepin

in the shadow of the trees, but halte

abruptly. Directly ahead, behind a
huge oak, he had seen a shadowy figure.

The

a tremor of fear. Ashel rose and
helped the old cop to his feet.

“Where's Miz Ring?” asked Ashel.

“In the summerhouse,” said the old
cop.

PUnh hunh,” said Ashel. He grinned.
“So you was gonna try for it~ Officuh
Gray? You guessed it, too?”

“Yeah,” said Officer Gray.

Ashel stood in thought for a moment.

“1 reckon I'll have to do it, instead,
Officuh Gray,” he said. “Sorry.” He
handed the gun to the policeman. “ Take
that an’ put it up, f'r the time bein’.
I'm goin’ in the house.”

icer Gray nodded. He seemed
afraid of Ashel's hardness.

The man from Missouri, without so
much as a backward glance at the old
policeman, started again across the
¥ard. He crouched, keeping below the
ine of the shrubbery, eepm_g_wnhm
the shadow of the trees, avoiding the
pools of moonlight that fell between
them. At the rear door of the Rin
house, he paused again and glance
toward the summerhouse. But he
could only see it vaguely through the
trees. That meant, conversely, that if
anyone were in the summerhouse, it
was improbable that they could see him.

He opened the screen door and
slipped within. The house was filled
with a ghostly silence. Ashel, his

steps painfully slow, moved down the
hallway to the living-room entrance.
There, a stairway ran up to the second
floor and he halted abruptly. Above
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he had heard something, slight but
definite. It was the creaking of the
stairway. ~For a moment, he thought
that it 'might be only the stirring of
the old house, but the creaking became
regular. Someone was descending the
old stairs. . .

Ashel jammed himself into the .corner
by the front door. Whoever had been
on the stairs was in the hall now and
was moving stealthily toward the door.
Ashel could feel the uncanny presence
of a human body in the darkness. He
heard the latch rattle, heard the knob
turn, and then, slowly, a vertical beam
of light widened as the door was
olgened cautiously. In it, Ashel beheld
the figure of a man.

The man was moving slowly and
stealthily, but he froze to the floor as
F]he finger of Ashel's flashlight struck

im.

“Good-evenin’,” said Ashel.

The man turned. Ashel looked into
the skull-like face, into the burning
eyes of Professor Caleb Proveen. The

rofessor’s lips drew back in a wolfish
snarl.

“You scoundrel!” said Proveen.
devilish scoundrel!”

It occurred to Ashel that Professor
Proveen'’s face resembled the ritualistic
masks of the religions he studied.

“l guess I'll have to take it from
you,” said Ashel.

Professor Proveen’s
“Take what?”

“1 reckon you know, Professuh Pro-
veen. | reckon—" again the curious
hardness crept into Ashel's voice—
“you'd better hurry, too, 'cause I'm not
waitin’ on you, Professuh Proveen!”

By the source of the light in Ashel's
hand an old_.44 gleamed. Professor
Proveen saw it and in his burning eyes
there appeared a glitter of fear. He
reached In his pocket and jerked some-
thmgi from it, which he handed to
Ashel.

“You

lips trembled.

Ashel thrust it into_his own pocket.

“Y’ see, | was after it, too, Professuh
Proveen. Where was it?”

“In her bureau drawer.”

Ashel nodded. “So you'd even com-
mit burglary for it, "Professuh Pro-
veen?”

The scholar’s eyes qlqowe_d weirdly.
“Anything,” he said “huskily. “You
don't know. It's a wonderful thing!
It's rare and precious. God, how I've
wanted it!”

“Tough!” said Ashel and then: “Well,
get goin’, Professuh Proveen, but don't
go too far. You won't be able to any-
way, but I'm just warnin’ you. [Ill
want you later,” Professuh Proveen, an’
I don't want to have to hunt!” i

The professor glared, then hurried
out, closing the door gently behind him.

Ashel, with odd carelessness, walked
throuft?h the house and to the path that
was flanked with privets. e walked
rapidly, but softly, down the path, un-
til he came to the walk that led to the
summerhouse. At the door of the
summerhouse, he stopped. .

Within the summerhouse, _standmg
by the anchor beneath the figurehea
and looking out to sea, was a motion-
less form.

Ashel knocked on the door frame.
The figure whirled, a little scream es-
caping its lips.

* 'S only me, ma'am,” said Ashel,

Uni ing stared. In the moonlight
that fell through the windows she could

(Please turn to page 76)
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see him plainly. The chime of the
ship’s bell sounded six times.

“ You—Kgu forgot something?”
~ “No,” said and he smiled. “I
just wanted to tell you something,
ma'am.”

“What is it?”

She sat down on the wall seat that
ran around the summerhouse and he

sat nearby. .

“It's a story,” he said.

“A story?”

“Yeah, a story about two men 'n’ a
woman.” He glanced at her and saw

that she watched him intently. “These
two men was best friends, ma’'am, or
leastways, they seemed to be. An’ one
of ’em “really believed they was best
friends. ~But the other'n’ was jealous
of his friend. He wanted his friend's
wife an’ he was jealous of his friend in
r'fessional ways, too. But he didn't

et on.

“Gen'rally, he was a pretty bad one,
an’ sev'ral people'd 'a’ liked to do him
in, but his friend was always loyal.

“Now this fella was good with
women, so first off he goes after his
friend’s wife. An’ he finds the wife’s
had a yen f'r him, too, so that's all
settled.” They knew the husband was
ﬂlannm’ big “things, ’'cause naturally

e told the wife an’ he confided in the
friend, so they see a way to ruin the
husband an’ when the husband starts
carryin’ out the plans they take steps.
The plans got to do with investment an’
speculatin’ an’ when the husband starts
buyin’ on margin, they, havin' 'nother
broker, start séllin’ short what the hus-
band buys an’ that ruins the husband.
That breaks him absolootely. An’ then
the husband, seein’ all his plans an’
dreams busted, but not knowin’ the rea-
son, gets depressed an’ does away with
himself, as they knew he would, knowin’
how sensitive he was.

_“So then they're free to do what they
like an’ they got a lot o' money.”

Ashel paused and looked at™ Unity
Ring. She was watching_ him nar-
rowly, her chest heaving with her la-
bored breathing. .

“Now that's all clear,” he continued,
“'cause it's easy to investigate at the
Stock Exchange an' at the brokers’,
an’ the wife made the mistake o’ goin’
there with the friend, so her part's 's
dear’s his. .

“Well, everything looks good to the
wife, she havin’ the man she wants—
they was goin’ to get married after a
respectful ~ period 0o mournin—but
she’d forgot that he’'s a scoundrel like
herself, an’ suddenly he takes up with
awoman he’d been goin’ with before he
made his play f'r the wife. Havin’
the money an’ the friend's pr’fessional
practice, he don't care so much f'r the
wife anymore. An’ this is clear, 'cause
the husband o' the other woman c'n
testify to it. . 3

“Well, it 'bout drives the wife crazy,
I reckon, so she does a little plannin’
all her own an’ gives a little party an’
invites everybo_d?]/ who's been hurt by
this man, which makes ’'em wonder
'bout her, 'cause with all her nastiness,
this woman’s always been smooth an’
tackful.

“But | guess she sort o' wanted to
round e\(er%/_th_lng off that night an’
thought it fittin' an’ proper f'r eve?/»
body to get a good look at the fella f'r
the “last time. ~'Sides, it's a good alibi
f'r her, 'cause he leaves with the rest.

“But she’s told him to come back, so

The

when the people’d taken him home—
somethin’ else she had in mind, thinkin’
it'd be fit an’ proper that night an’ that
itd help her alibi, which it did, f'r
a while—he slips out an' comes back,
‘cause in spite o' takin’ up with the
?th?(r woman, he ain't a man to miss a
rick.

_ “The story ain’t so clear, here, but
it don't matter. Maybe they had a
drink an’ a sandwich;” maybe “they sat
an’ talked an’ maybe the woman plead
with him, but anyway, gettin’ her op-
Portunlt , the widow conks this man on
he head with somethin’ an’ then, with
him unconscious, she ties him up, bein’
ood at knots ‘cause she’s fr'm sea-
arin’ _people an’ puts adhesive tape
over_his mouth.

“Then—she’s strong, 'cause she does
the housework herself, not darin’ to
hire a maid yet, 'cause folks'll wonder
where she got the money; an’ her fur-
niture, bein’ heavy, makes muscles in
her arms—she lugs him out to the sum-
merhouse an’ waits 'til he comes to.

“Then she takes fr'm his wrist the
luck piece he's always worn an’ that
must 'a’ scared him "half blind, 'cause
he's a very superstitious man. Her
husband ’d given it to him an’ that was
'nother detail she’'d thought of.

“Then, when she'd said all she
wanted to, she got up an’ cut his
throat an’ watched him die, 'cause she
hated this man now, an' despite the
fact she looks gentle an’ sweet, she is
fierce and terribly cruel underneath.

“Then, when hé’s dead, she takes off
the rope an’ the adhesive tape an’
leaves him, figurin’ nobody'll suspect
her on account o’ him goin™ home with
the others an’ on account they was
s'posed to be married some day an’ he
was her husband's best friend.”

Ashel paused. He was looking out at
the moonlit sea.

“But o' course,” he went on, “that
story ain't worth a thing, unless one
thing’s found, but | found it, ma’am.
Rather Professuh Proveen found it. He
knows the story’'s well's | do, | reckon,
an’ | took it from him a minute ago.
He'd even commit burglary to follow
that study of his. He got it fr'm your
bureau drawer, ma’am, where you put
it, after you'd taken it off'n Doctuh
Mott's wrist.”

Ashel held out the voodoo bracelet.
_ She came at him with a harsh, snarl-
ing scream, the corners of her_mouth
drawn back, her lips drooling with her
rage. In the moonlight her eyes glowed
like those of a tigress. There was no
beauty in Unity Ring’s face now; there
were “murderous rage and unbridled
ferocity. Her face was the face of a
killer unleashed. And her hands, her
beautiful hands, were like claws. They
were weird and horrible hands now—
hands of cruelty and lust.

She came at him clawing, but he
caught her arms, held her as she strug-

led with her horrible rage. He held
er until, spent as much because of the
fury of her emotion as the physical
effort she was making, she crumpled,
exhausted.

Ashel drew from his hip pocket his
handcuffs and put them on her.

“Officuh Gray!” he called, but he was
startled. Officér Gray was standing in
the door of the summerhouse. He was
staring at Unity Ring. Then he
looked"irritably at Ashel.

“Well, | guess you got her,” he mut-

tered. “Guess you did a good job, too,
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Her Husband's Friend

but I'd 'a’ liked to do it myself.”

Ashel smiled. “Why,” ~ he said,
“Officun Gray, she’s your prisner. |
just helped out, that's all. An’ here’s
what'll clinch the case f'r you. Pro-
fessuh Proveen found it in Miz Ring’s
drawer.” He handed Officer Gray the
voodoo bracelet. “Professuh Proveen
was just leavin' as | went in the house,
but he won't go far so you ¢’'n subpoena
him. _He'll talk, too, ‘cause no matter
how int'rested a man is in what he’s
studyin’, it ain't no license f'r burglary
so | guess he'll make a good witness in
tradin’ off.” Ashel grinned at the gap-
ing Gray. “You wanta take her over,
now? | got boat down there. |
s'spect it'd be better, so's you c¢'n get
in your report.” o

Officer Gray was grinning, now. He
said nothing; he only held out his
hand. ] .

“Guess you're _a nice fella,” said
Officer Gray. “Guess you know how
much this’ll mean to me.”

“1 guess,” said Ashel, but when they
were In the boat, speeding across the
dark bay, with the ra%l_ng murderess
manacled to a seat behind them, he
said: “I got your note, Officuh Gray. |
wouldn't do that again, if | was you, no
matter how much | wanted to "handle
a case myself. Just s'pose I'd 'a’
thought you might 'a’ had somethin
to do with it? ~ An’ look how mucl
easier it'd 'a’ been if we could 'a’
worked together.” i

Ashel fooked owlishly at Officer
Gray. The old cop shook his head
thoughtfully. But later Ashel, after
listening to Graney's outraged sur-
prise because Officer Gray had been
given a medal for his solution of the
affair, said: X

“Why, Mistuh Graney, Officuh Gray's
a smart man. He’s a good cop.”

And Graney, smarting from the
memory of icer Gray's snubbing,
could not for the life of him tell
whether his sardonic father-in-law
was serious.

GIFTS FOR CHRISTMAS

With the aid of our New Method
Circulars you can make these at-
tractive and practical gifts for
Christmas. Here they are:

No. 338—A  becoming crocheted
bed jacket.

No. 339—A new style work bag.

No. 340—A laundry bag made of
two good-looking wash cloths.

No. 341—Directions  for  making
crochet and linen table pads.

No. 342—A dainty transparent hat-
stand cover.

No. 343— An engaging handbag
which may be made of velvet or
corded silk.

Write to Miss Frances Cowles,
care of Mystery Magazine, 55 Fifth
Avenue, New York, N. Y., enclosing
4 cents for one circular, 10 cents for
3 circulars, or 15 cents for all six.
Be sure to indicate which circulars
you want by the numbers given in the
accompanying descriptions.

rootsand nerves and also whitens and beautifies.

Grandma Binker has no trouble at all in getting her errands

done — for she pays
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liberally with double mint gum.
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Amazing new

harmonizes with your

Natural Coloring

New shades LADY LILLIAN Nail

Polish—in transparent and creme

types —made to enhance the true
color tones of your skin.

— See Special Offer Below*

= This great nail polish news, announced
in Vogue, has made many a woman stop,
think, and change all her nail polish ideas.
Beauty experts say that nail polish shades
shouldfirst oj all match your natural color-
ing—should lift the colorofyoureyes,your
hair, your skin, to their fullest expression
—thus giving to your own natural beauty
that vital, vivid charm men idealize.

No wonder the new shades of Lady
Lillian Nail Polish are creating such a
sensation. They include a full series of
nine lovely colors, based on the true colors
of the artist’s palette, in both transparent
and creme type polishes.

The new Lady Lillian Polish shades
flow on smoothly, leaving an unbroken
surface without bubble or crumb. They
dry rapidly, leaving no odor to collide
with your perfume. They last and last
because they do not chip and do not fade.

Individual bottles of Lady Lillian Nail

Polish, Oil Polish Remover, Cuticle Re-
mover and Cuticle Oil, cost but 25c at
Department Stores and Drug Stores.
There are ioc sizes at “five-and-tens.”
And you can buy complete Lady Lillian
Manicure Sets at prices that will surprise
you. Lady Lillian Products are approved
by Good Housekeeping. Booklet “How
to Enhance Your Natural Coloring”
comes with polish and sets.
*TRIAL OFFER—One daytime and one evening
shade of Lady Lillian Nail Polish—made especially
for your color type—with Oil Polish Remover,
Cuticle Oil, Nail White, Emery Board, Manicure
Stick and Cotton—and valuable booklet *How to
Enhance Your Natural Coloring”—Allfor 12c.

I enclose 12c¢ for the new Lady Lillian Manicure Set de-
scribedabove. | prefer Transparent...or Creme Polish...
lam True Blonde... .Ash Blonde... .Light Brunette....
Chestnut Brunette.... Dark Brunette_ _ Titian Red....
Silver Hair......... Black Hair........Black with Silver___
Send also booklet “How to Enhance Your Natural
Coloring.”

Name
Address
City

State.

LADY LILLIAN (Dept. A)
1140 Washington Street, Boston, Mass.

Off the

Record

(Continued from page 23)

roes from all the other states. The

wmakers always change the subject
therefore when the floor in Statuary
Hall is mentioned. i

The statue of George Washington
without a shirt is another of Congress’
artistic worries.

In a |little-visited chapel of the
Smithsonian Institution stands this
long-enduring shame of the Father of
his Country.

It was back in 1832 that Congress
decided it ought to have a statue of
Washington for the place of honor in
its Statuary Hall, and so commissioned
one Horatio Greenbough to sculp it
He had achieved_his reputation as an
artist b?/ producing naked cherubs in
wholesale lots. If a man could carve
a cherub out of marble, figured the
legislators, he ought to be able to do
the same for George Washington.

Greenbough made the statue of
Washington, all right, and then Con-
ress’ troubles began. =~ The great
igure, far larger than life size, fell
through the bottom of a boat in a New
England harbor. It cost $1,200 to res-
cue_the statue and repair the boat.

The sculptor then brought it to
Washington for the unveiling. When
the cloth was pulled aside, “Congress
shuddered. There sat Washington, fif-
teen feet tall, with a marble sheet
draped around his otherwise nude torso
—he even wore Roman sandals. . i

That caused so much snickering
that Congress hid its work of art in
the Smithsonian Institution. There it
has remained during the years. Tour-
ist guides are careful to avoid it. So is
Congress.

When the Truth Hurts

= Treasury Department is fitted
with giant vaults, safes and such,

which hold gold and which are suphary
sed to be impervious to the blowand a

torches and the drills of the most ex-
pert cracksmen. That much has been
reported in_these columns before.

In publicity handouts, formal state-
ments and radio speeches Treasury of-
ficials always stress the impregnal |I|t?1/
of their strong boxes. They think sucl
news ought to keep robbers out of the
Treasury. The theory is that no self-
respecting safe-cracker would attempt
to open a safe which wouldn't open.
It isn't reasonable.

But:
The treasury had to hire a safe-
cracker the other day to open one of

The December Issue of

MYSTERY

its safes and—all the publicity not-
withstanding — the blow-torch cut
through the steel door like butter.
That presented a problem of conscience
to Herbert E. Gaston, special assistant
to Secretary of the Treasury Henry
Morgenthau, Jr.

The safe held about $1,000,000 to
pay off thousands of clerks on the first
of the month. A lock slipped and
jammed, department workmen wrestled
with it to no avail, and a professional
cracksman was called in. He did his
stuff in short order, the clerks got their
money, and everybody was happy, save
Gaston.

His job is that of press agent of the
Treasury Department. He wondered
whether he should deny that there had
been any safe-cracking, and so uphold
the legend of impregnability, or
whether he should tell the truth. The
truth hurt, but Gaston told it.

N. B. Those fake fgold bricks, which

some rascal swiped from a glass case
in the Treasury’s lobby, still are miss-
ing, although™ the “Secret Service
sleuths under Chief W. H. Moran claim
th(_ery’re still looking for them.
_ The 3old-plated ricks, which were
installed for the benefit of the tourist
trade, aren't worth much, but the
Treasury wants them back, badly.
Says its reputation is involved.

How to Torture a Railroad

Pennsylvania Railroad got a
real scare when it ran smack into

the Federal Commission of Fine Arts,
composed of seven gentlemen whose

du

pretty. o o
The railroad, which is electrifying
its lines_between New York and Wash-
ington, is erectmtt; towers to carry the
power lines and trolleys. = Plain, “ordi-
Poles did very well in New York
| the cities enroute, but when the
E(_)Ie setters reached Washington the
0a,

it is to keep the nation’s capital

ine Arts Commission said™ “Wh
you can’'t put up any pofles until we
see whether they're artistic.”

So the Pennsylvania bought some
assorted fancy poles and had them
erected as samples. Then the Fine
Arts Commissioners drove out, in-
spected the poles and finally o.k.'d one
of the fancy electrification” standards.

What might have happened had the
Commissioners_failed to approve any
of the poles is too dreadful to con-
template. Ask the Pennsylvania Rail-
road.

will be on Sale November 1st. Get your copy

early . .. The supply won't last all month.
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At the End of the
Alley Was a Door

{Continued from page 31)

a fine income. As a matter of fact,
Mr. Corcoran—when the patrolman
called me over, when | came in here
and looked at Clint, | didn't consider
suicide at all. 1 thought naturally,
Berhaps instinctively, that_ Clint had
een shot. Of course, now, in the light
of what this young_lady said—Clint's
being depresséd tonight—I am not so
sure.”

They were interrupted by Bonno,
who had been standing in the hallwa
conversing with someone. Bonno said,
“Here’s an old lady from down the hall
said that just after the shots she heard
a door bang and like feet running.”

“Yes,” said a little old lady in an
antiquated boudoir cap. “Just about a
minute after the shots.” .

Tom Rockford barked, “Browning,
what are you looking so scared about?”

“Am 1" looking scared?” Browning
asked flippantly. i i

“By cripes, 1f that ain't cooperation
for you!” Tom Rockford stormed. “I
ask him a question and he turns right
around and asks me one!” He stamped
his blunt heels across the floor and tow-
ered above Browning. “Youn% man, |
didn't like your puss when 1 Tirst laid
eyes on it ‘and | ain't Igetting to like
it better. And I don't like your wise-
cracks, either. | suppose you didn't
hear a door bang, Mr. Browning!”

“1 did,” said Browning. “I distinctly
heard a door bang while | was up on
the next floor above. It sounded—well,
down below somewhere.” 3

Rockford turned on the girl. “Miss
Powers, did you slam a door on your
way out?”

“N-no.”

“Did you hear a door slam?”

“| think—I think 1 did.”

“You think you did! You mean you
think you slammed it?”

“No._ I mean | think | heard a door
slam. But | was so upset after hearing
the shots, | can't remember.”

Corcoran said, “Let's go over and
take a look at Dr. Sundstrand's place.
Do you mind, doctor?” .
~ “Come on,” Sundstrand said, start-
|n% for the door.

orcoran and Rockford went
him. They walked down the corridor,
turned left, walked a matter of thirty-
odd feet, then turned left again and
{)roceeded down a corridor similiar to
he one on which Dermody's apart-
ment was located. Sundstrand ex-
plained that the apartments were built
around a rectangular court, with the
rear end open; his apartment was the
last on the north wing, Dermody’s was
the last on the south wing. Wheén they
entered Sundstrand's apartment, Cor-
coran noticed that, except for the fur-
nishings, it was structurally the same
as Dermody's. .

Sundstrand pointed to the window.
It was open at the bottom, and above
the opening the glass in both frames
was shattered. Corcoran leaned in the
open window, looked down, looked up-
ward, and across at Dermody's apart-

with

ment.

Rockford said, “Here's the slug.” He
was digging it from a panel of the
wall opposite the window.

“All right,” Corcoran nodded. “Let’s
go_back.”

The three men left, and as they
turned into the corridor on which Der-

(Please turn to page 80)

Be Sure of Lovely EVEN Tints
— Use Marchand's

I INEVEN or dull blonde hair is so unattrac-
~  five and so unnecessary— really unneces-
sary when MARCHAND'S GOLDEN HAIR
WASH is being used so successfully to
EVEN-UP and to brighten blonde hair.

No matter what you've tried or how you've
tried before— if you want lovely natural-
looking blonde hair use MARCHAND'S.
Marchand's is not a dye or a powder. It
comes to you prepared, in liquid form.
That's one reason why it is easier to get
even, uniform results with MARCHAND'S. It
has a lasting effect on the hair, it will not
wash out or come off. Thousands of blondes
have found there is one fine reliable product
that can be depended upon to produce clear
EVEN tints— and that is MARCHAND'S
GOLDEN HAIR WASH.

Marchand's is used to keep blonde hair from
darkening— and to restore the youthful golden

MARCHAND'S HAIR EXPERTS DE-

VELOP MARVELOUS NEW CASTILE

SHAMPOO— FOR ALL SHADES OF
HAIR

innate beauty of the hair— natural, rich color
— soft, silken texture— free of soap film be-
cause is rinses completely. Does not change
color of hair. Ask your druggist for Mar-
chand's Castile Shampoo or write us.
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sheen to faded hair. Easy to use at home.
No skill is required, yet beautiful results are
assured.

Also Makes Arm and Leg Hair
Invisible!

The same reliable Marchand's makes dark
excess hair INVISIBLE like the light un-
noticeable down on the blonde's skin. This
avoids shaving— you have no fear of re-
growths at all because you do not cut or
attempt to destroy the hair. Limbs look
dainty and attractive, even thru the sheerest
of stockings.

GOLDEN HAIR WASH

Ask Your Druggist Or Get By Mail
— Use Coupon Below

C. MARCHAND CO., 251 W. 19th St., N.Y.C.

m 45¢c enclosed (send coins or stamps). Please
m send me a regular bottle of Marchand's

Golden Hair Wash. T.G. 1134.
I Name

| Add-e city tate
i

79



OME women are"finished"at sixty. Some

girls are "finished" at thirty. Then there’s

the type who never suffers defeat. At
any age she’s able to attract and hold men.
Is it because she’s so beautiful? Not always.
At least half of these women are not beau-
tiful. But they do breathe romance. They’re
glamorous. They know the art of being a
woman .*.. of flattering themselves.

To such awoman face powder isvery,very
important. The chances are her skin is imper-
fect. So she avoids all the heavy powders.
She must have one of fairy-like fineness that
spreads smoothly and makes imperfections in
visible. No ordinary powder does this. It must
be MELLO-GLO. This iswhy:

First MELLO-GLO, the new soft-tone face
powder, is made by a new method. It's
so fine in texture that it spreads with un-
believable smoothness. It covers enlarged
pores. It minimizes blemishes.

Second: MELLO-GLO preserves alovely,
natural, dull smoothness through hours of
play or work. Being so light it does not
draw out oil and perspiration from the
pores to soak and spoil itself. SOMELLO-
GLO stays on longer and allows you to
keep lovely. A coarser powder would
soon be ruined and shiny by oil and per-
spiration. When you use MELLO-GLO
you look exquisite. You are the type that
never suffers defeat.

A brand new creation in face powders. Look
for the blue-and-gold box to avoid a mistake
when buying MELLO-GLO Soft-tone face
powder. One of the largest selling $1.00 face
powders in America. Special purse size 10jf
— now on sale at your favorite 5 and 10"
store. Get a box todayl
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(Continued from page 79)

mody’s apartment was located, they saw
two “uniformed cops rough-housing a
man.

“Hey!" yelled Rockford. “What are
you doing? i

One of the cops turned, said, “We
found this guy downstairs." .

“What do you mean, you found him
downstairs?”

“Across the street, | mean. Me and
Ike seen him leaning against a tree.
We were grabbing a smoke downstairs.
So when Tke called out, the guy starts
walking away. We ran over and col-
lared him." i

The young man was big and burly.
His tie 'was half undone and the crown
of his hat was lopsided. Brown hair
bunched at his ears and his eyebrows
were thick, bushy, and his face was red
with anger and his breathing was
heavy, noisy.

Rockford "growled, “Well, young fel-
low, what have you got to say for
yourself?"

“What have | got to say? I've got
this to say: If these two muggs would
chuck their nightsticks and come in the
street with me, I'd take 'em apart!”

“Oh, you would, would you?" said
Rockford, jamming his fists against
his hips. “You're a tough baby, eh?"

“Who said I'm tough? Did I say |
was tough?" o

“You open your mouth again in that
tone, sweetheart, and I'll bust a tooth
out,” Rockford told him_dully. i

“That wouldn't surprise me a bit.
With these two apes holding my arms,
a baby could do that.” .

Corcoran said, “Look here," amiably.
“You're all in a sweat and you're talk-
ing through Yo_ur hat. Take it easy.
You're not talking sense and you look
like a pretty sensible fellow. "When a
murder’'s been committed, you can't ex-
pect policemen to go around mincing
words or actions. What's your name?"

“Powers.”

Corcoran and Rockford looked at
each other. i

“Come on,” Corcoran said, and led
the way to Dermody’'s apartment. In-
side, hé looked down' at the girl. “Miss
Powers—"

Her heels scraped suddenly on the
floor as she saw the burly young man
being thrust into the room. Her lips
flew adpart and an inarticulate cry was
choked somewhere in her throat. The
burly young man was scowling about
the room, refusing to look at the girl.

“Miss Powers," Corcoran said, “I be-
lieve this is some relative of yours.”

began cryin%( and through the
ears her eyes looked harried, hunted,

she beat her small fists upon her Dermody's, and that'll
ees, dug her teeth into her lower Corcoran said. “No

lip. Perspiration beaded her forehead
and small, strangled sounds twisted in
her throat. . X

The_burly young man said, “Cut it
out, will you! Cut i1t out!" He frowned.
His lips, though taut, worked minutely
against great tension.

Tom Rockford grabbed hold of the
woman’'s hand, barked, “Crying ain't
going to get you anywhere, sister! Lay
off it!”

it!
“You lay off it!” the burly young

man roared.
Tom Rockford looked dully at him.
“Boy, keep your mouth—"
“Let her alone”
“Boy, | tell you—"

The

“And | tell you to let her alone or
I'll_kick your face in!”

Corcoran stepped between them.
“Tom," he said, “pay no attention to
him. Powers, take my advice and calm
down. You're an uncommonly hot-
headed goungbman, and doubtless you're
able-bodied, but you can't—"

“Peter, Peter,” sobbed the girl, “be
good, Peter. Don't, don't get them
angry, Peter. Don't—please, don't.”

Rockford chuckled roughly. “Oh, so
he's Peter to her.” .

“He's my husband,” she said weakly.

“What!” exploded Tom Rockford.
“You never said you were married!
You never said—"
~ “No one asked me. You asked me my
first and last name and | told you it
was Elinor Powers.” i

Rockford pivoted and bent a chilled
stare on Powers. “Did you ever slam
a door behind you?" he demanded.

“Hundreds of times. What's it to
you?”

CKFORD reddened with chagrin.
e muttered, “Somebody remem-
0 remind me to poke this guy in the

0% at headquarters.” He looked at
Corcoran mutinously. “There's Powers.
There’'s his wife. "There’'s Browning.
Three People that've been doing an
awful lot of clowning around. And
there’'s Dermody—dead.
don't believe it's suicide.”

Corcoran shrugged, said, “Tom, |
never did believe 1t was suicide.”

“And why not?” asked Jacobs, the
coroner’'s man.

“Because,” said Corcoran, “the fact
that two shots were fired. Dermody’s
hobby was guns. You saw his collection
in the other room. He was a member
of a pistol club. He knew guns and
how to handle them. He would have
made a clean job of the first shot. |
can't see any motive for a second shot.
And I'm going to be old-fashioned on
another premise—I think there’d have
been powder marks if he'd shot him-
self. Jacobs, it's murder.”

_Rockford was _pointing.
his wife—Browning.”

“One of them, Tom,” Corcoran said;
and he added, “l hope it's not the
young lady.” He turned away. “I'm
now going” to make a thorough search
of the apartment.” He paused, then
said, “By the way, where’s the gun?”

“l sent it to headquarters with
Schmidt for fingerprints,” Tom Rock-
ford replied.

“Five will get
any prints on it.

ylvﬁaaning?" i .

“If there are prints on it, they'll be
mean suicide,”
rints—and that'll
mean murder. In this day and age
murderers don't leave printS on guns.”

Tom Rockford had a notebook out,
pencil poised. He said across the room
to Powers, “Your first name is Peter,
eh? What's your age?

“Twenty-five." i
“And your address, 695 Washington
St—"
~ “No, I'm living in a rooming house
in Sykes Street—95 Sykes St

Rockford scowled. “But your wife’s
address—" . B

“Who said | was living with
wife?” the unruly Mr. Powers inter-
rupted. “I'm living alone.” .

ockford snapped his book shut. His

Marcus, |

“ Powers—

you ten if there are
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e%/es and mouth became very round, and
then his eyes grew very "narrow, his
mouth very stern, tight.

“1 get it!” he muttered. “The young
wife was playing itchy-kitchy with Der-
mody and young Powers took a bat at
him and the wife is—by George!—the
wife is trying to cover him up! We've
been blind, Marcus! Blind!” .

Corcoran said bleakly, with a sigh,
“You'd better arrest them, Tom. The
three of them, Powers possibly as the
killer, his wife and Browning as mate-
rial witnesses.” i

Brownmg jumped up, a sneer on his
face. “Me? "Why, | never saw these
people before You can't pinch me—”

_Rockford was to the point: “You're
pinched, mister.”

AT two the next afternoon Corcoran
came briskly into his large, darkly
panelled office, laid hat and lightweight
chamois gloves on_his desk and spent
twenty minutes with routine matters.
No fingerprints had been found on
the gun. "It was obviously, definitely a
case of murder. All that ' morning men
out of Corcoran’s office had been sent
on various missions, here and there,
throughout the city. Most of their re-
ports, brief but full of facts, now lay
on his desk. Corcoran, as early as nine
that morning, had made a complete
search of Dermody’'s apartment, in
which, since the death, a policeman had
been placed. He had found in one of
the closets a small motion picture pro-
jector and several tins of exposed film.
He had studied Dermody’s collection
of guns, of various calibres, various
makes, all affectionately cloistered in
lush cases. Not leather, because
eather, in damﬂ weather, is inclined
to sweat and thereby the finish and
pperatlr&g mechanism of a gun are
impaired.

At ten past two Corcoran’s secretary
looked in and said, “The sergeant just
arrived with those three suspects.” Do
you want them in all at once?”

“No.” Corcoran tossed some corres-
pondence into a wire basket. “Brown-
|n%flrst.j'

3rowning, when he entered, looked
a little less dapper, and this was due
to the shadow of stubble on his face.
He had not slept much and his eyes
looked swollen, red.

“Sit down, Mr. Browning,” Corcoran
said amiably, in a matter-of-fact tone,
and picked aLg) a slip of paper. When
Browning had seated himself, Corcoran
said in the same amiable manner, “Why
did you lie about your name, Mr.
Browning ?”

“Lie about my name?”

_“You_ ought to have known it was
silly. One of my men checked up on
ou. It was simple. He merely went
0 the liquor concern that published
those throw-aways and asked if they'd
employed a Mr.” Browning to dispose
of them. They said no. e described
you and they said the description
sounded like their Curran, although
Mr. Curran was not employed to dis-

pose of the throw-aways. He was a
salesman. Now what was the idea,
Mr. Curran?”

The young man sighed. “Yes, yes,
I'm Curran,” he said.

“] know that. | asked you—"

“1 know what you asked me,” Curran

interrupted sharply, “1 can't tell you.”
(Please turn to page 82)
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HELEN STOPS A
WANDERING EYE

HEXIN STOPS A THROBBING HEADACHE

OW there is no need to avoid a
ation when you feel

es and pains.
ith water” is a magic
e in pain. It means
relief in record time and— above all
—safe relief.

Ilexin was originally developed
for children. It could not and does

not contain any habit-forming drugs.
Ilexin eases pain safely by relax-

— no need to break im-ing tenseness and nervous strain—by
agements on account ofremoving the pressure on sensitive

nerve ends.

Buy llexin from your druggist
in convenient tins containing 12 tab-
lets or economical bottles of 50 and
100 tablets.

Send coupon below for free trial
size package.



COMES EVERY TRACE
OF O.D COLOR WITH

CUant to turn
a rod dress to
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At the End of the Alley Was a Door

(Continued from page 81)

“You mean you won't?”

“Same thing.”

Corcoran was not amazed. He even
smiled a little, drily. “Do_ | have to
remind you that you're being held in
connection with amurder case?”

“1 know all about that. But there’s
no law that says | have to answer
your questions.”

Corcoran leaned forward. “Mr.
Curran, one of my men made a com-
Flete tour of that apartment house a
ittle before noon. have his report
before me. He went to every tenant
in the place. First he asked, ‘Do you
know a man named Browning? Then,
‘Do you know a man named Curran? ”
Corcoran leaned back, his lips pursed,
his high forehead wrinkled.” “Do you
know Mrs. Freed?” . .

Curran started, slapping his palms
to the arms of the chair.

Corcoran said negligently, “Sure you
do. She was the only one in the apart-
ment house who got mixed up when
my man questioned her. Now_what
about it, Curran? We haven't pinched
her, but if you insist on stalling, we'll
have to pinch her.”

“ Oh, no—for God's sake, don'tdothat!”

“Then what?”

RAN stood up and gripped the
edge of the desk. His voice was low,

clpgged:

#fto it. That's the level truth.
may think I'm a rat, sir—but—well;
it's hard for you to understand. Please
don't repeat this—please! Look— 1
love her. She loves me but—well, you
know, she’s married. To a guy she
doesn't love—a guy that takes socks
at her just for fun. I—I was in her
apartment last night. He was out. |
was just about to Teave when the shots
rang'[ out, down the hall.”

“The same corridor of the Dermody
apartment?” o i

“Yes. | was standing in Edith’s door-
way. | said good-bye quick and slammed
the door and ran. | knew if there
were shots there would be police and
I didn't want to be there and answer
questions.”

“You ran past Dermody’s door?”

“Yes.”

“After the_shots?” .

“Oh, yes. The shots went off while
I was standing in Edith’'s doorway. |
uess | didn't start for a minute. Then

shoved Edith back in, slammed the
door and ran. | heard a thump as |
went past the Dermody door, though
of course at the time’| didn't know
where the shooting had taken place.
When | got to the head of the stair-
case | looked back, just for an instant.”

“Did you see anyone come out?

“No.”

“Inspector Rockford's theory is_that
the_killer left by the fireproof inner
stalrwa?/—lts door would then be down

the hal dpast Mrs. Freed's. You say
you heard a thump?”
“Yes.”
“Like a body falling?” X
“No. More like some heavy object.”

Corcoran said, “Mr. Curran, would
ou by any chance be trying to shield
a woman merely for the romantic ele-
ment involved?” i i o
Curran stared at him, licked his lips.
He looked confused.
“Mrs. Powers, | mean,”
said, eying him shrewdly.
“No-no. He laughed. “1'd be silly.”

Corcoran

The

“1 didn't want to drag her
I—you

_ “Yes. The only thing wrong with the
inner fireproof stairway theory is that
the building superintendent was at the
bottom of that stairway, putting out
milk bottles, when the shots rang out.
He started up. He met no one.”

~ Curran stared. “That is curious,
isn't it?” . . .

“Very. You will wait outside, Mr.
Curran.”

Elinor Powers and her husband were
ushered in together. Corcoran, stand-
ing, dipped his head and said pleas-
antly, “Sit down, Mrs. Powers, Mr.
Powers.” And when they had sat down:
“Come now, when were you two
estranged?”

Powers blew out an exasperated
breath, rose and strode angrily around
the office. His wife followed his move-
ments with apprehensive eyes. Cor-
coran leaned back in his chair.

Powers stopped, exploded: *“That's

our business!”
_ His wife gestured to Corcoran, say-
|nq in a quick, panicky little voice,
“Please—he goes off the handle easily
but at heart he's—" She broke off to
say to her husband, “Peter, please sit
down, Peter.”

He grumbled and sat down.

Elinor Powers said_ to Corcoran
“About a week ago—Peter left an
went to live alone.”

“Why?” Corcoran asked.

_“He—he didn’t want me to go out
nights working.”

“And you went out nights working?”
Corcoran nodded.,

“Yes,” she said. .

“Why, Mr. Powers,” Corcoran said,
“did you object to your wife going out
working at night?”

“Wouldn't you,” demanded Powers,
“get sore if your wife went out eve
night working? Am | a man or am
a mouse? | make forty bucks a week
and we can live on that. Elinor's not
0] stronq. | argued and argued with
her and 1 got madder and madder.”

Corcoran asked, “Did you object to
her working or did you specifically ob-
ject to her working for Dermody?”

“1 objected to her working and’I es-
%emally objected to her working for

ermody. He was a dirty old chaser.”

“Peter!” his wife said; and then to
Corcoran: “Mr. Dermody was a bach-
elor, and he did go out with a lot of
yo_un%_glrls, but business was business
with 'him. He was kind to me.”

Corcoran looked at Powers. “Why
were you hanging around in front of
the apartment house last night?”

Powers scowled, shrugged.” “1 don't
know. I—I1 guess | was waiting for
Elinor to come out. | hadn't seen her
in a week and | guess—Nuts! That's
my business!” .

‘It's too bad, too bad,” sighed Cor-
coran, “you haven't got an alibi.”

_Elinor Powers cried, “But he didn't
kill Mr. _Dermody! Peter wouldn't do
a thing like that! He’s hot-headed and
all that but he wouldn't kill a man!”

Corcoran said levelly, “Mrs. Powers,
you'd try to shield him, of course. I'm
afraid we're going to have to put you
through a pretty tough inquisition—"

Powers snappéd, “Like hell you are!
If you guys think you can_get tough
with Elinor, I'll wreck the joint!” He
jumped up, his fists knotted.

Corcoran said, “I thought you'd left
your wife. | thought you didn't love
her any more.”
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At the End of the
Alley Was a Door

“Who said | don’'t love her?” Powers
shouted.

“Oh, Peter, dear!” Elinor cried.

The phone on Corcoran’s desk rang
and he put the receiver to his ear.

“Yes? . .. Oh, John—yes.” He leaned
forward, an intent looK in his eyes. He
nodded, “lI see. Where? . . . Swell.

Cover it from that corner and I'll meet
you there in ten minutes.”

E limousine sped across town.
Corcoran sat in the back, his hat
onfithe seat beside him. Gus, the chauf-
fellr, tooled the big car expertly
through a shifting web of traffic on
State Street, hit Union Circle and made
a left turn around the monument into
South Broad Street. He cut over to
Napoli Street and down Napoli.

orcoran said, “Stop at the next
block, Gus.”

The district attorney got out in front
of a shop specializing In artichokes. He
walked up Levitt Street, dingy even
at the height of the afternoon. John
Warburg, one of his assistants, was
loitering on the corner of Levitt and
Bone. He was a small, r}/oun_g, common-

lace man, and he said, pointing with

is _chin:

“The place over there.” .

It was an old frame building, its
front door flush with the sidewalk. It
seemed to lean to one side, a three-
storied house, its paint peeling, its win-
dows blank, empty. A For Sale sign
was hailed beside the front door.

~Warburg said, “ See the alley on the
right? He'went in that. There’s a door
down at the end of the alley. | saw him
knock on that and go in.”

“It figures,” Corcoran said grimly.

“1 thought it did, too,” arburg
nodded. “Should we knock?” i

“No. We'll take a chance either

way, so let's crash it.”

“The side door?”

“No. If they hear a rumpus, they'll
think he was tailed to the side door
and they'll make for it. Let's crash
the front door.”

They walked swiftly across the street.
They did not pause to listen. Corcoran
nodded and both men lunged at the
door with their shoulders. There was
a grating, splintering sound. They hit
the door again and it whipped open
and Warburg fell through the door-
way. He was up in an instant. Cor-
coran went past him, drawing a gun.
They were_In a hallway. The rooms
on either side were bare, dust%.

Corcoran ran down the hallway,
E_unched open a door and burst into a

itchen. He saw an oil stove, lighted,
with a large pot of steaming water
on top. There was a stairway leading
to regions above. Corcoran “took the
steps three at a time, reached a cor-
ridor and saw a short, rugged old man
stepping from a doorway. The man
wore a coarse blue shirt. His sleeves
were rolled up and he held a towel in
his hands. Somewhere near at hand
a door slammed.

Corcoran clipped, “Don't majke a
move.” i o

Warburg was at his heels gripping a
small automatic.

“Cover him, John,” Corcoran_ said,
and strode past the small man into a
furnished room. There was a door be-
¥_ond and Corcoran grabbed the knob.

he door was locked. The district attor-

(Please turn to page 84)
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At the End of the

ney shattered the lock with two shots,
icked the door open and planted him-
self athwart the threshold as Sund-
strand was diving- out of a doorway
at the other side of the room.

“ Stop, Sundstrand!” . .

Sundstrand, still in motion, twisted
part way around. Corcoran saw the
?un. Corcoran fired and Sundstrand
fell against the open door, slamming
it back against the wall. His gun
dropped and his mouth fell open. He
remained standing against the door.
“Bad break, eh?” Corcoran said.

Alley Was a Door

(Continued from page 83)

attention to the members of the under-
world.” | found that, Sundstrand. It
was interesting. And | had you shad-
owed, on a long chance,” o
Sundstrand muttered in a slow, ironic
voice, “Luck, luck.” He added, “Last
night you were sure one of those three
killed "him.” .
“1 wasn't sure, Sundstrand. Nothing
seemed right but we had to hold them.
You made it plain that you thought
Dermody had not committed suicide
and so you threw out your suspicion of
murder— against the others. That was
very clever.” But the way things have
lined up, the others couldn’t have done
it. Because someone was on the fire-

This room was an elaborate operatingproof stairway at the time of the
room. There was a red smudge on theshooting and he saw no one escapin

‘RE was_a man, naked from the
waist up, lying on an operating table.

man’s bare chest and the man lay quite
motionless, senseless. .

“What's the matter with him?” Cor-
coran asked.

Sundstrand breathed, “He's under
ether.” .

“You were just about to operate?”

“He's carrying two slugs in him.”

“Is there a phone here?”

“Down—in the Kitchen.”

Warburg appeared with the small
old_man manacled.

Corcoran said, “John, go down to the

hone in the kitchen and call an am-

ulance. Leave the little fellow here.

“You put on a swell show, Sund-
strand,” Corcoran said. “It's too bad
1 decided to have your movements cov-
ered. There was a man watching your
apartment from the time we left_the
murder scene last night. At that time,
| suspected you only a little—and_for
no very concrete reason. This is, isn't
it, a_very funny place for a swell doc-
tor like you to have an operating room?
Nothing like your excellent suite of
offices on Webster Street. An operating
room in an apparently empty house is
very strange indeed. " The unconscious
fellow on the table looks a great deal
like Dave Bonner, a racketeer.”

Sundstrand said, “You should know.”

“l do know. Those movie films of
Dermody’s really put me on the track.
They were taken about three years ago
and” one of them contained "a lot_of
scenes of you and Dermody pitching
horseshoes.” Dermody was no ‘good. You
were excellent. Almost every time you
tossed one it was a ringer.” Then, on
another reel, there were pictures of
you and Dermody at some camp in the
woods at target practise. He was ex-
cellent with ‘a pistol. So were you.
There was a close-up showing one of
your targets on which you scored five
times out of six in the black.

“In a check-up on Dermody | found
that he was a strange bird. "Anything
for a story—even on his friends.
Though he” would always disguise
names and places pretty cleverly.
Among his notes | found one sheet of
Raper on which he'd written in long-

and, ‘Notes for a book to be entitled
Dr. Samaritan.’” He'd made only a few
notes. One of his entries was this: ‘I
ought to lay the scene far away—pos-
sibly in San Francisco. The main char-
acter will be, of course a so-called so-
ciety medico. He'll live among the right
people, his practise will be among the
very wealthy, his offices very elegant,
indeed. Then | ought to place his secret
office in an old abandoned warehouse
near the river, where, for a stiff fee, he
performs operations on, gives medical

The

over that route. The girl was ahea
of this chap Browning on her way down
the regular staircase. Browning heard
a thump inside Dermody’s room as he
passed it. The girl couldn't have made
It, because she was ahead, on her way
down the stairs. And it was not the
thump of a body. It was the thump
of a gun falling on the floor. Dermody
didn't drop it because there were no
prints on it—and hence it wasn't sui-
cide. And it wasn't Dermody’s door
that slammed. His door never did slam
because no one, after the shots, came
out of his place, . i
“What you did, Sundstrand, is this.
You borrowed Dermolc_i?/’s gun. Exactly
when, | don't know. He took good care
of his guns. All those we found were
nicely placed in plush cases. We did
not, however, find the plush case for
the murder weapon. When he lent you
the gun, he lent you the case with it,
of course. You destroyed the case. You
saw Mrs. Powers leave his apartment
and this was an opportune time for you
to kill him, thus throwing suspicion
on the woman. You aimed, shot, killed
him instantly. You reached out of your
window, fired from the outside of your
window in through your own window
pane, thus giving the impression that
one of the shots, supposed to have been
fired in Dermody’s apartment, had gone
wild, crashed through your window,
imbedded itself in your wall. Then you
took careful aim—you were wearing
gloves and had to bé very careful—you
took careful aim and tossed the gun
across the court into Dermody’s apart-
ment. Your expertness pitching horse-
shoes served you well.  But you should-
n't have murdered him, Sundstrand.”
“Why not?” demanded Sundstrand
angrily. “He was the only one who
knew about my place here. That in it-
self wasn't so bad, because Dermody
would never have told anyone about it
out and out. But the fool had a com-
plex. The dramatic values of the situ-
ation got the best of him—and _one
night last month, when he was tight,
he kidded me and said he was going
to write it up, faking names and places.
When he was sober next day, he denied
he was going to write it. But | knew
him—I knew his complex. | knew that
if he wrote it people would begin to
snoop around, suspect his lifelong med-
ical friend. 1—I couldn’t take the risk!”
Corcoran shrq%%;ed. “So you took a
greater risk—with murder.” The dis-
trict attorney smiled drily. “And in a
cockeyed sort of way you brought a
young estranged couple together.”
Warburg said, “The ambulance is
on the way.”
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Little Book of
Strange Crimes
(Continued from page 35)

?ue}ge, impressing the victim with il-
usions of great wealth waiting to be
plucked. Often this man doubles as
the feeler.

Bookmaker—He who pretends to be
an official of a racetrack betting ex-
change or an official of the stock ex-
change or a brokerage firm. He acts
as scenery and_frequently handles the
actual transaction in an “aloof and in-
different manner. A

Right %ug—A bank that furnishes
services for the transactions without
questioning or suspicion. i

Blow-off—The gentle act of taking
the victim’'s money while convincing
him that it has been legitimately lost
through a grievous error. Thisis al-
ways handled with a vast show of re-
gret and sorrow and all of the boys
always appear to have lost along with
the victim.

Pay-off — Obvious from _its termi-
nology. The joyous division of the
swag:_fifteen per cent to the local po-
lice “fixers; the remainder being di-
vided among the gang, with forty-five
P_er cent going to the steerer and fifty-
ive per cent to the feeler. There are
subdivisions within these percentages.

Recent Oddities, Attitudes and
Other Things

#E aged lately have shown dis-
tinct signs of youth. There is the
case of an el er!}/
Hammonton, N. J.,, who let
two shots at his wife, Ida, 70, “not,”
he explained, “to kill or injure her, but
to scare her.” Police, who held him in
bail, declared he was eminently
successful in his plans. They also
said that he claimed his wife, despite
her three-score-and-ten years, was
overly friendly with other men.

Two Rivers, Wis., Policeman Sol
athies, although now a minion of
law, cannot forget that once he
oned softly in an orchestra. He
loves popular “songs, as witness his
entry on the blotter after returning
from settling a family argument:
“Make papa love mama again. All
O. K.”

ICHICAGO has reported that its pub-

lie enemies are dwindling. “Liqui-
dating,” is the term the officials used.
“But,” adds the reﬁort, with engaging
frankness, “for the most part, the
liquidating was done by the Public
Enemies themselves.”

dope J)eddlmg. Police there have
covered a vast system by which
_ ®ugs are transported and sold, stuffed
into very tasty-looking, dressed chick-
ens.

E New York Post carried, not
long ago, an account of a strange

IfTurkey they have a new method

metho!

middle ages. The
October 8, 1361, decreed that Provi-
dence should decide the guilt or inno-
cence of a man. The man, a Chevalier
of France, accused of murdering a
Monseigneur, was pitted against the
Monseigneur’s dog in mortal combat,
the dog having" shown murderous

(Please turn to page 86)
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Little Book of Strange Crimes

(Continued from page 85)

hatred of the Chevalier when brought
into his presence. As the dog had ac-
companied its master on the fatal
journey, this aroused the suspicions of
the authorities. The dog won, and al-
though the Chevalier was saved from
its jaws, he was reserved for a more
dignified, if just as sure, death.

O cops were held up in Chicago
ar}d robbed of $2,800 and their pis-
tols.

ceipts of four municipal golf coursesentl

and a swimming pool.

IA, BULGARIA, went modern,
fter a military coup d'etat had
eYablished army rule, and aped the
Ndfherican cities.” A city ordinance for-
bids jay-walking now and the city's

jails are burdened.

TLER, MO, seeking money, raked
Bver old ordinances and diScovered
[ )

e that promised a rich harvest in

es.
to operate a motor vehicle in the pub-
lic square. The law was passed in
1906 and hundreds of motor cars now
Pass through the square. The city
athers tried, but had to abandon the
matter.

NEW JERSEY school-teacher,
who, said the authorities, was too
mpressed by the poem * Lochinvar,”
eing tried by the Cliffside Park Boal
of Education on” “charges of conduct
unbecoming an instructor.” “Attempt-
ing to emulate the hero of his famous
poem, he tried to kidnap_his est_ran%d
wife, but only succeeded in sticking his
finger_in her eye in the ensuing_ strug-
gle. The wife didn't fall in with the
scheme at all.

bel for stating that a pe_rfectl)ﬁ|
althy woman was consumptive. e

ljudapest a man was convicted of
fined heavily.

L>OLLAND BLANCHARD, of Mon-

_ treal, is superstitious. He knew
Friday, the thirteenth, would be un-
lucky for him and it was. Blanchard

operates_a cafe in the Canadian city
and on Friday, the thirteenth, his thir-

The money consisted of the reprisoners b

It decreed that it was unlawful

rd m PITTSBURGH woman sued for,
A:?md was granted, a divorce from

teenth patron held him up and robbed
him of the day’s receipts.

RE are 4,400,000 fingerprints
on file in the Department of Justice
at Washington.

OPULAR MECHANICS announced

a new method of “frisking” prison-
ers. Weapons of steel or iron may be
detected instantly in the clothing of

E/ electrical equipment re-
developed. As the prisoners
marc _s_mgle file between a railing and
a sensitized wall plate, an alarm sounds
if pieces of steel or iron are concealed
in their pockets. A small hand coil
enables the police to detect the exact
part of the clothing where the metal
1s hidden.

'ERTON, N. J., has revived the
|IIor?/. It will be used for speed-
rs. [f a driver is going fifty miles

hour he must sit In his car before
the public (}]_aze in a spe0|all¥]_marked
square for fifty minutes. If 'his speed
was sixty miles an hour he mus
for a full hour.

sit

N Havana man, hailed into court,
ulled a pistol and killed one po-
ceman, wounded another. e was
raged over being brought to court

because he had been posting public

notices in prohibited places.
is

r husband after naming the family
alWtomobile as co-respondent. “He de-
voted more time to it than he did to
me,” she said.

cials of New York each year to
e space aboard some steamer and
carry out to sea all the dangerous
weapons confiscated by the Police De-
partment during the year just ended.
This took place In July for the 1933-34
ﬁ?"")d and under supervision of the
ighest officials. These_gentlemen were
present, it was explained, because it
was learned that a pistol supposed to
have been dumped into the water in
1923 figured in an up-state murder of
recent date.

I:_s the practice of the Police Of-
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brings Tiny Tower,” writes a little
girl named Janice. Children love to
get mail addressed to them and
it's extra special mail when a copy
of Tiny Tower arrives.

Your Children Shouldn’t
Miss This Fun

There’s no other monthly maga-
zine like Tiny Tower for younger
boys and girls. It is so amusing, so
interesting and colorful full
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fun. It's many a mother’'s happy
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Seven Meant Death
(Continued from page 43)

that Greyfield Platt was killed.

Lorrimer hastened along till he came
to a drug store and called up Monica
Greffer. Fortunately she was at home.
Her voice came back to him cool and
clear.

“1 want to thank you for your as-
sistance the other night,” he began. He
said it awkwardly and it rang almost
insincere.

“Yes?” she said.

He hesitated, then with an effort
managed to say:

“1 would like to see You sometime—if
I may. | want to talk to you—could
you have lunch with me?”

She told him she couldn’'t but added
that she was free that evening.

“Could we dine somewhere? You
will understand my reasons for not
wishing to come to” your house.”

She said, “ Of course,” and asked him
where she should meet him. On an
impulse he suggested the Three-Way
Club. He had a desire to see what the
place he owned was like. .

“It's not much of a place,” he in-
formed her, “a rowdy night club, | be-
lieve. It might interest you though,
and we'd be “reasonably Sure of not
running into anyone you know.”

“I'll meet you there at eight," she
agreed promptly. “Good-bye.”

He hung up and wandered off to a
nearbK restaurant for lunch. After
that he spent most of the afternoon
walking around town. After his long
absence it was as though he were in
a foreign country. Just before five he
went back to Ronald Graham's office.

“Have you been able to find out
anything about the men whose names
I gave you?” he asked Graham.

There was an odd look in the other’s

eyes.
ve Did you know,” Ronald Graham
asked, “that all these men had at one
time or another been in prison . . . like
yourself?” i
Warren Lorrimer nodded.
“Strange,” said Mr. Graham. From

his desk he picked up some papers and
passed them to Lorrimer. “Here are
the preliminary reports,” he said.

“They are apparently all men of con-
siderable means. Read them over at
your leisure. By the way, | received a
curious communication after you left.
It was in reference to the case which_ |
mentioned.” He picked up another slip
anddhanded it to Warren Lorrimer. It
read:

“Mr. Graham:

You have our assurance that Eddie
Coakley will not testify against
your client, Freda Hayward. We
were afraid that ?/ou might con-
sider the case hopeless and possibly
be induced to let your client plead
guilty to a lesser charge. This
would be nothing short of a mis-
carriage of justice. Freda Hay-
ward is innocent and we will see
that she is acquitted.

for THE TRIBUNAL

Paur.”

RREN LORRIMER arrived at
he Three-Way Club ahead of
time. He was anxious not to
Monica waiting. It struck him
the patrons of the Three-Way Club
were an odd mixture of undérworld
characters and perfectly re%pectable
{Please turn to page 88)
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who brings up her four

children very differently

from grandma's way

Here’s a story that covers three
generations. Mrs. G.R. Strong, of Cler-
mont, New York, sends us this letter.

“In olden days,” she writes, “when my
mother was a girl she was a delicate
child.. She tells me that at nine in_ the
morning she was given a patent medicine
for biliousness; at noon she took another
for chronic constipation; and at three
she took a blood builder. She has often
told me people didn't know much about
health when she was afglrl. .

“1 often contrast my four fine, health
¥oungsters_ with mother. We don't fill
hem up with medicines the way people
used to in mother's day. Thanks to my
doctor’s directions we” just use Nujol
regularly. It has not upset their stom-
achs, and even when they had whoopin
cou?h thea/ only had serum and Nujol.

“T could write a book about Nu*ol
from my fourteen years of married life.
My husband’s father uses it, and at sev-
enty-four he is well and takes long walks.

“The children are Bud, age thirteen;
Royal, age ten; Elaine, agé nine; and
Jo%/_ce, age four. All of them are bright,
active, and alert. They are advanced in
school, and up to standard in weight and
height. They love outdoor sports—hik-
ing, SW|mm|nrr;), and so on. We think

ucl

we're pretty to have discovered
such an easy wa?{ 0 keep in good shape.
“You can publish this—maybe it will

help some other families to keep well!”

Nujol, “regular as clockwork” now
comés In two forms, plain Nujol and
Cream of Nujol, the latter flavored and
often preferred by children. You can get
it at any drug store.

n using Nujol for ten years or more,
ITyou are bringing up your children on
it, tell us. Address Stanco Incorporated,
2 Park Avenue, Department 19U, New

Q. 194 Saw e

k%\l/vmt is your Nujol story? If you have

York City.
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Nagging shoe pressure or friction on the
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ioning pads. Corns, soretoes and blisters
are easily prevented. This scientific,
medically safe, sure

treatment also quickly

REMOVES CORNS
and CALLOUSES
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padswith the separate
Ni egei(cjafledthtg isks, IN-
clu or this purpose
inevel _box.ThpéJhard,
dead skin then loosens
for easy, painless re-
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corns or callouses and
risk blood-poisoning.
BE SAFE — use Dr.
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louses, Bunions and
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Get a box today. Sold

Z in o -p a d s
Put one on—the® pain is gone!

Learn to Dance
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S Bty Bt Qi K Ghart et
makes dancingas simple aa A-B-O. No music
or partner'reduired. ' Don't be a wallflower.
o dance Complete caurse—285 pagec:
54 illustrations, sent on 6 Days Free Tial
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Best Remedy is Made At Home

You can now ‘make at home a better grfty
hair remedy than you can buy by followin
this simple "recipe: To half pint of water ad
one ounce bay rum, a small box of Barbo
Compound and one-fourth ounce of glycerine.
Any drugi?isl can put this up or you can mix
it yourself at very little cost. Apply to the hair
twice aweek until the desired shade is obtained.

Barbo_ imparts color to streaked, faded or
gray hair, making it soft and glossy. It will
not” color the scalp, is not sticky or greasy
*nd does not rub off.
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Seven Meant Death

(Continued from page 87)

individuals to whom this noisy, gaudily
decorated place represented” the true
night life of New York.

e stood near the coatroom where
he had a view of the entrance. Pres-
ently he saw her stepping out of her
car ‘and he went to meet her. Dur-
ing seven years of imprisonment one
is apt to forget what women are
like, She seemed to him extraordi-
narily lovely, vivid and mysterious. Her
manner was detached, yet she regarded
him with some interest, an interest
which she transferred to the place it-
self as they entered the main dining-
room. . . i

“Exciting, isn't it?” she said as she
looked about.

ARREN LORRIMER inclined his
Whead in agreement. He wondered

what she would think if he told her t

he actually owned the place.
one come to own a place like this?
What, for instance, would happen if he
stepped up to one of those swarthy
headwaiters and told him that he was
fired, that he, Lorrimer, was the pro-
prietor?

“Cocktails?” he asked. .

He found her eyes resting on him
intently. Then she smiled.

“A side-car,” she said.

He ordered two of thepi. While she
was concentratmg on her menu, he
studied her, wondering why she had
come that night to the meeting place
of the Tribunal. Her interest In him
couldn't have been personal, not on
such short acquaintance. Probably she
was just sorry for him, sorry that her
father was to blame for what had
happened.

he waiter came and he ordered
their dinner—hers with care, and his
indifferently.  She sipped her cocktail
without saying anything, obviously
waiting for him to direct the trend of
the conversation. He braced himself
and emptied his glass at a gulp.

“Why did you come to warn me that
night?” he demanded. X

I told you,” she said. “Greyfield
Platt gave the secret society, which
was trying to enlist you as a member,
away to my father.” He was afraid
something would happen and wanted
to save his own skin.”

“Assuming, for the sake of argu-
ment,” he said, “that there is such a
society, why should you care whether
or not | join?”

Her features grew suddenly blank,
her manner became more distant.

“l knew about you,” she said. “I
knew that you had been convicted
through the efforts of my father and
had served a long sentence for a crime
of which you were innocent. | had met
gpu earlier in the evening, read the

itterness in your soul—I don't blame

you for that—so that | couldn't bear
the thought of your becoming involved
in something "else, something that
would end in sending you back to the
horrors from which you had just been
released.” .

“Sorry for me, eh?” he said.

“Not ‘exactly. Not quite that,” she
said candidly. " “1 just couldn’'t bear the
thought of 'it. And what if it had
beenjust ordinary human sympathg?
Is thére anything so strange ‘in that?”

“No,” he said harshly, “1 suppose

At the table to their left there sat

The

How

a group of youn%;1 men and women. The
?/oun? men for the most part were sal-
ow faced dissipated individuals; the
women were blatantly noisy. One_of
the men, apparently, ‘was of more im-
portance than the others. His air was
nonchalant, arrogant, and the party
hung on his words. Warren Lorrimer
was aware of the fact that this par-
ticular individual had been eyeing the
table at which he and Monica sat,
throughout the evening. Now he saw
him get up and come directly toward
him. = He stepped quite close to Lor-
rimer and there was a confident smile
on his Illj__gs. i

“I'm Eddie Coakley,” he announced.
“1 thought perhaps your girl friend
would like to dance.” He leered at
Monica Greffer and she turned away.

Lorrimer felt the blood rush to his

d. With difficulty he restrained
gmself and said icily:

“1 don't think so.”

Eddie Coakley was unabashed.

“1 guess you didn't get my name,”
he said. He paused and ran his hand
down his sleek, plastered hair. “I'm
Eddie Coakley. It's not healthy to in-
terfere. with me.”

Lorrimer got up.
somnolent but angry. =~

“Nor with me,” he said distinctly.

Very likely he was precipitating an
unpleasant Scene, but he couldn't see
what else there was to do. Some vague
indefinable something was goading him
on to show his courage, not to be brow-
beaten before this girl who was dining
with him.

There was a look of contempt on
Eddie Coakley's face. His henchmen
weren't far away. He could make a
bum out of this guy in two minutes.

“ Say------ ” he began.

“1 think,” said Warren Lorrimer
with a sudden inspiration, “that if
you're smart you'll go and hide your-
self somewhere, that is, if you expect
to be at the trial of Freda Hayward.”

A look of surprise came intdo Eddie
Coakley's face. He lost for a moment
his debonair manner.

“What do you mean by that . .
mu?g?" he blustered. i

“It's a tip,” said Warren Lorrimer
shortly. “A tip.”

“Yeh?” said Eddie Coakley. .

His voice was firm enough, but his
manner was uncertain. He stood there

His eyes were

for another minute irresolute. Then
he gave a short laugh. ... .

“Thanks,” he said. “Don't let it
worry you. | can take care of my-

Lorrimer said nothing and after a
pause Eddie Coakley walked back to
his table. . A

“Freda Hayward,” Monica said, eye-
ing him keenly, “isn't that the girl who
is about to be tried for the murder
of some gangster?”

“Yes,” "he answered shortly. .

“How do you come to be mixed up
in that?”

At a loss for an adequate answer
he made no immediate reply. Then:

“I'm not and | don't intend to be.”

His tone was gruff almost to the
point of being rude. He ordered him-
self a brandy and soda and drank it
while she watched him out of the cor-
ner of her eye. After a while she in-

quired : i
“What did you want to talk to me
about?”
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Seven Meant Death

“You've already told me what |
wanted to know—the reason for your
interest in me. You were afraid I'd
be sent back to prison.

“Will you see me home now?”

He nodded, summoned the waiter and
paid his check. Outside he instructed
the doorman to get him a cab.

The doorman of the Three-Way Club
was an imposing figure, an unusually
tall massive person in a scarlet uni-
form dripping with gold braid. He
was exceptionally dignified even for a
doorman.  Warren Lorrimer gave him
only a passing glance until he dis-
covered the man’s eyes were resting
on him with fixed intensity. For some
reason the doorman’s interest irritated
Lorrimer. He looked at the man more
sharply but there was nothing to read
in that huge square face, the lower
half of which was entirely concealed by
a thick black beard.

The cab drew up. Lorrimer helped
Monica in, gave the driver her ad-
dress, then got in beside her. They
made the first half of the trip in si-
lence. His mind was on Eddie Coak-
ley but it wandered and came back to
the girl beside him. He felt himself
strangeIY stirred by her prOX|m|CtP/ and
the subtle perfume that she used. He
wished that she weren't Norman Gref-
fer’s daughter, that his life hadn’t been
wrecked, that he was the Warren Lor-
rimer of seven years ago. The Lor-
rimer of those days could have made
love to this girl, could have rushed her
off her feet, could have broken down
her reserve.

_ “When we get to the house,” she
interrupted his revery, “will you come
in and speak to my father? Hé couldn’t
help doing what™ he did, you know.
He'd give anything to have it undone.”

_“Why should he?” said Lorrimer
fiercely. “Why should he want it un-
done? He made his reputation by con-
victing me. He ought to be tickled to
death. It's more of an achievement to
convict an innocent man than a guilty
man, especially if it's a man of means
who has the best lawyers in town to de-
fend him.” i

She drew back, momentarily shocked
by his vehemence.

“1 can understand your bitterness,”
she said, a little hopelessly. Then she
did a surprising thing. "She reached
over and took hold of his hand.
“Don't,” she said, “don’'t get mixed up
in this secret society. I know more
about it than you think. | overheard
most of what Greyfield Platt told
Father.” .

Her words meant nothing to Warren
Lorrimer. He s_carceI?/ heard them.
He was only conscious of that cool slen-
der hand resting in his, of her near-
ness and her perfume. He found his
hand closing hard over hers, holding
it almost desperately. He found him-
self facing her, drinking in every line
of her face. She didn't draw back. If
anything, she leaned a little nearer.
Her eyes were brilliant and the look
in them cryptic. There was a little
smile on hér lips. They remained so
for seconds, seconds that were like an
eternity, during which all of Warren
Lorrimer’s life_seemed to pass through
his mind, particularly those last seven
stark years. And then he realized that
something was about to happen, a
thing that he couldn't prevent, that
was inevitable. He released her hand

(Please turn to page 90)
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COLD
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A COLD is nothing to "monkey with”. It

_can take hold quickly and develop
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(Continued from page 89)

and threw his arm around her shoul-
der, leaned down and kissed her with-
out restraint. Like something that was
happening in another world, he was
aware of her lips a%ainst_ his, soft,
cool and responsive. She didn't strug-
%le and she_made no attempt to release
erself. His clasp tightened, he drew
her closer and felt
arms in sweet surrender.

er relax in his
But that

couldn't be. He must be mad! Why
should she . . . ? He let her go. His
{_acia was white, his hand shook a
ittle.

“1 shouldn't have done that,” he said.
“I'm sorry. It's a long time since I've
had any “contact with women. . . .”

Her eyes were bright, but at his
words the light left them. She moved
away from him, her attitude chilling.
She ‘said: . i
_ "It wasn't me you kissed, it was
just a pretty girl—so it doesn't mat-
ter.”

When the cab drew up in front of
her home she ran lightly up the steps
without a word or a backward glance.

MAN BRACKER called for Lori

rimer_shortly before nine the fol-
lowing night. But by the time they
arrived at the Tribunal's headquarters,
the warehouse on Front Street below
Wall, they were late. A puncture had
delayed them some ten or fifteen min-
utes.

The aged Angelus who had admitted
them on the occasion of Lorrimer’s first
visit was still on guard and let them
in.  They hurried upstairs. The others
were seated at the table with Paul,
masked as before, in the center.

Warren Lorrimer was again_ struck
by the unreality of the scene. Yet the
men who sat there, with the possible
exception of Paul, seemed ordinary
enough, conservative everyday business
men—the thin  Morris Grender, the
olive-skinned Greek, Mr. Anaropulos,
the heavy-set Denis O'Mara, and the
studious Dr. Tolger. It was hard to
think of them as conspirators.

“We were discussing the case of
Freda Hayward,” Paul announced, as
soon as Bracker and Lorrimer had
seated themselves. “We are unanimous
in the opinion that if she is to be saved
Eddie Coakley must not be permltted
to_testify.” .

Two heads on each side of Paul nod-
ded gravely. =

“And how_is it to be cFre\_/ented?"
Warren Lorrimer demanded quickly.

He had given the matter much
thought since his meeting with Monica
Greffer and had arrived at a decision.
He would not participate in anything
that might implicate him in a further
crime. Sometimes he had wondered how
much this decision had been influenced
by his meeting with the girl.

“There seems to be only one way,”
said Paul with studied ‘significance.
“New York will be a nicer place to
live in with one less Eddie Coakley—"

A violent protest rose to Lorrimer’s
lips, but before he could give utterance
to it, Paul continued. X

“1 called on Mr. Coakley this after-
noon. | did my best to persuade him
to listen to reason. He laughed at me.
| was afraid it would be like that.
Still, it's all for the best.”

Again the heads nodded solemnly.

Warren Lorrimer leapt to his feet,
his lips tight, his body tense.

The

“Gentlemen,” he cried, “what you
are ﬁlanmng is murder! You can call
it what you want, it is murder. | am
as_anxious _as the rest of you to see
this girl, Freda Hayward,  acquitted,
and I'll do anything within reason to
help her—furnish her with funds, law-
yers, anything------ "

_“When you_ were tried, Mr. Lor-
rimer,” orris Grender interposed
softly, “you had money, you had the

best lawyers that money could get—
were you acquitted?”

Warren Lorrimer shook his head
stubbornly. i i

“l can’t help it,” he said. “Your
motives are unquestionable, but | can't
be a party to the murder of even so
despicable” a character as this Eddie
CoakIeP/." i

He fooked quickly from_ one to the
other. All eyes were on him watching
him coolly, without anger and without
emotion. " . i i
_“If we interfere in every trial sim-
ilar to this Hayward case, there_will
be no end ...” we can’'t investigate
every crime committed and substitute
our “Tribunal for the courts of the
state. . . .” Lorrimer had lowered
his voice, but he spoke with insistence,
in a desperate final appeal to reason.

“Very true,” Paul agreed equably.
“This happens to be an outstanding
case and is, for our purpose, ideal.”

“What do you mean by that?”

“The publicity value is enormous.
When_ it becomes known that we have
been instrumental in_freeing this girl,
the name of the Tribunal will strike
terror into the heart of every per-
jured witness, every crooked “police-
man and every self-seeking district at-
torney. In that way we shall accom-
plish more at one stroke------ "

“When it becomes known! Are you
mad?”

Paul shook his head.
~ “A brief account in the newspapers,
Jludlc!ously released, will not hurt us.
t will mention the Tribunal but hot
the name of its members. . .

Warren Lorrimer looked at the
others; some were troubled but ap-

arent’ly had no intention of opposing
aul's plan. Was there no limit to
their insane schemes—no limit to their
daring? A cold chill went up and
down ™ Lorrimer's spine. His tone
strained, he said:

“Gentlemen, | wish to be free. |
must resign from the Tribunal.”

The others looked at each other,
then, as they always did when an im-
portant decision was to_be made, they
turned to Paul. That immense figure
remained silent for a time. When_he
spoke his voice was calm, unhurried.

“Mr. Lorrimer, it requires the unani-
mous consent of all of the Tribunal
to release one of its members. Your re-
quest to resign will be considered and
voted upon. You are entitled to that.
It is a matter which requires some

thought. We cannot go into it to-
night. 1 have much to do before to-
morrow. The jury in the Hayward

trial has already béen impaneled. We
must act immediately. From what you
have heard here, you have inferred
that Eddie Coakley will be killed. 1
do not say that you are right nor do
| say that you are wrong. Nothing
will "happen” before tomorrow night—
Eddie Coakley has been subpoenaed to
appear the day before—and | promise
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you that you will have no hand in his
death, if that eventuality should take
place. And now, gentlemen, we. must
adjourn. | anticipate that something
will occur shortly, that will require my
attention the rest of the even_ln%._"
Warren Lorrimer opened his lips to
speak. He wouldn't rest content with
that, and yet as he gazed into those
silent determined faces, he realized that

for the moment he was helpless. It
made no difference, he told himself,
he had in effect resigned. He was no

longer one of them, and he would have
it definitely settled at the next meeting.

“Your Instructions for tomorrow
night, gentlemen, will be given to you
by Mr. Bracker,” Paul's voice broke
in on his thoughts. “You need have
no fears. It will all be very simple.”

At that icy pronouncement, Warren
Lorrimer shivered. The others got up.
Only Paul remained seated. They bade
him good-night. They nodded to each
other. Then, one by one, they trooped
out of the room. Lyman Bracker and
Lorrimer were the last to leave, save
Paul. He was still sitting there when
the door closed behind them.

“It's always that way,” Lyman
Bracker explained. “When we are
gone, he takes off his mask.”

ALONE, Paul took out a little book
YA. bound in red leather. He ran
through the pages until he came to
the last entry:
5 Taxicabs —Profit $1,750.00
Three-Way Club “ 25,000.00
Bank Street House 4,500.00
With the stub of a pencil he tapped
the table the while he concentrated on
another problem. Then he added an-
other item to the list:

$1,000,000.00
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Have Hair That Is

CARESSABLE

next night, it was nearly midnight. His

Warren Lorrimer

HEN Eddie Coakley emerged
Wfrom the Three-Way Club the

face was flushed with drink, |
were bright, and he felt pleased with
himself. ~ He had had a pleasant eve-
ning and the night was not yet over.
The platinum blonde who was clingin
to his arm was very attractive an
was looking up at him adoringly. They
would gg places and do things. It
would be a night to be remembered
and a fitting prelude for tomorrow,
Eddie Coakley's great day.

He would appear in court to testify

against Freda Hayward. All eyes
would be on him, the great Eddie Coak-
ley, the most notorious racketeer in
town. There would be pictures of him
in the papers and the news would be
full of him, denouncing him, saying
that it was an outrage that he ‘was
still at large. The thought of that
gave Eddie a laugh. But he got a big-
ger laugh when he reflected on what
e would do to Freda Hayward. She
had ditched him for that” louse, Mac-
Cracken—well—she’d get hers now and
at the same time he'd show the world
what happened to anyone who didn't
play straight with Eddie Coakley.

He turned to the doorman, that
monumental figure with the black
beard, so resplendent in his scarlet
uniform.

“Get me a cab. Havin' a good time,
Baby?” he said to the girl who was
hangln? on to his arm.

She looked up at him and nodded.

The doorman blew his whistle. There

(Please turn to page 92)
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(Continued from page 91)

were five cabs in that line and it was
strange that although the doorman had
blown his whistle many _times during
the course of the evening, not once
had any of them moved an inch. They
seemed” content to allow cruising
vehicles or cabs that were parked on
the opposite side to sneak in ahead of
them, and snatch their fares. But
now it was different. Like a hawk the
first car in line dashed forward, the
others moving up to close the rank.
Eddie Coakley reached into his

pocket for a tip.
" “ Say—you're new

Here,” he said.
here, aren’t you? What happened to
the _other_guy?”. A

“They fired him,” said the doorman.
“I've been here a couple of days.”

“Well, here’s somethin’ to_ make you
remember Eddie Coakley,” Eddie said,
pressing a five-dollar bill into the door-
man's hand. “l always like to do
things in a big way.”

“Thank you, sir,” said the dgorman.

A man who had been standing be-
hind Eddie Coakley now came up to
him. It was Eddie’s bodyauard. A
man in Eddie Coakley's racket needed
a bodyguard. . i

“Do you want me to stick, Eddie?”
the man asked. .

Eddie laughed. He poked the girl at
his side in the ribs.

“We don't want any chaperone, do
we. Baby?” .

The blonde giggled. .

“That's up to you,” she said coylil].

“1 won't need you any more tonight,”
said Eddie to his henchman. *“Call for
me at ten in the mornin’. We've got
to_[gﬁ) to court.”

e man disappeared down the

street.

E doorman was waiting with his
hand on the open door of the cab.

Warren Lorrimer who was seated in
a coupe, directly across the street,
leaned over, turned on the switch and
started his engine.
~ He had agreed to act this small part
in the night's proceedings, without
having the faintest notion to what ex-
tent he contributed to_the event about
to happen. Lorrimer liked Bracker and
it was Bracker who had persuaded him
to cooperate this much to the proceed-
ings. ~ He had told Lorrimer that he
might want to escape from the scene
at a minute’s notice and wanted to
have the car running if that were
necgssary. It seemed a small thing
to do.

t-J E stepped on the starter. The mo-
tor turned over, started and then
began to backfire, backflrmg with such
a roar and such rapidity that Warren
Lorrimer had a feeling that he was in
the center of a battlefield. He was al-
most _tempted to turn the engine off
but didn't. His instructions had been
to start it going and leave it that way.
The doorman leaned into the cab. He
said something to Eddie which the
latter, of course, couldn’'t hear due to
that hellish noise. Something fell to
the floor with a thud but neither the
girl_nor Eddie noticed. .

“Sit up, Eddie,” said the girl. He
had lurched heavily against her. “Sit
up and tell him where to go.”

But Eddie made no response. Worse
than that, he suddenly slumped for-
ward and fell to the floor of the car.

“My Gawd! he's passed out!” said
the girl in disgust. i

Then the doorman withdrew, banged
the door shut and the cab drove off.

She leaned forward, put her arms
around his waist and tried to drag him
back to his seat. Then she gave a little
c Her hand was wet. = She drew

Eddie looked sharply at the driver andagék and looked at it and even in the

didn't like his looks.
particularly against him, but he knew
that if one took the first cab in line
or_the second even, sometimes strange
things might happen, and Eddie Coak-
ley had man¥ enemies. Maybe this bird
was all right and then again maybe he
wasn't. Strange to say, Eddie’s in-
tuition was correct, even though he had
no idea that the man who sat so stol-
idly behind the wheel had never driven
a cab before, that he was a certain Dr.
Tolger, a respected scientist and a
member of the Tribunal. . i

“l don't like this guy,” said Eddie
petulantly to the doorman. “Get me
another.”

The doorman appeared to see noth-
ing strange in this. He banged the
door shut. The car drove off, and he
motioned to the next one to draw up.
If Mr. Anaropulos, who sat behind the
wheel of this cab, was hurt because
Eddie Coakley didn't like his looks
either, he gavé no sign. He, too, drove
off when he discovered that he wasn't
wanted. o i i

“What's the big idea?” said the girl
who was with Eddie. . A

The third car was driven by Denis
O'Mara, and the big open-faced Irish-

man satisfied Eddie. . He nodded,
pressed a second bill into the door-
man’'s hand, helped the_girl into the

cab and stepped in beside her. The
doorman held the door open for a fur-
ther moment. At the same time he
blew two short blasts on his whistle.

The

He had nothinglim light she could make out what it

was. There was blood on her hand!
Then she shrieked and pounded fiercely
on the glass to attract the driver's at-
tention.” He turned around for an in-
stant and then tried to push the glass
back while keeping his eye on the road.
He managed to work the glass aside
and shouted over his shoulder:

“What's the matter, Iady?"
h “Stop!” she screamed. “Stop! He's

urt!”

Denis O’'Mara hadn't slackened the
speed of his cab and he went another
block before he replied.

“You say he's hurt?”

“Yes—he's hurt,” she screamed
again. _“Stop!”
Dennis put on the brakes. The block

in which they now found themselves
was deserted.” He got out and opened
the door.

“What's the matter?” he demanded.

“1 don't know,” the girl wailed hys-
terically. “1 don't know. Look—
blood!” .

“We'd better get him to a doctor,”
said Denis O'Mara. “l know where
there’s one a couple of blocks down on
Bank Street.” i

He slammed the door shut, jumped
back onto his seat and shot away. A
few minutes later he drew up in front
of a small frame house. He got out.

“You wait here,” he said to the girl.
“I'll go in and get someone to help
me cart him in.”

He ran up the steps, pressed the bell,
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+« “Baby Cory couched
night after night,” writes
Mrs. F. H. Cook, Verona,
N.J. “Doctor said, ‘Pertus-
sin.’ Two days later her
cough was gone!”

ture put thou-
ds of tiny lubricat-

Seven Meant Death

and the door opened immediately.
The man who stood there was Morris
Grender.
“Everything all right?” he demanded
anxiously. i
“Everything went off nicely,” de-
clar(e;d enis O'Mara.
“ Good.”

Morris Grender closed the outside
door, then beckoning to Denis O'Mara
to follow, he led him downstairs into
the rear of the house to a door that
opened on the back yard. They went
out together, walked ‘toward the back
fence into which a door had recentl
been cut and entered the next yard.
Morris Grender had a key that ad-
mitted them into the second house. It
was in darkness and he lit the way by
means of a pocket torch until they
came to the front door and eventually
found themselves in the next street.

i geglands in your throat an r%rormga{is Grender's cab was
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il eel;, el
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had been the fourth in

nis O'Mara sat in back.
Then they drove off. . i

In the "other street the girl waited
and waited for the taxi driver to re-
turn with help. After a while she
could stand it no longer. She leapt
out of the cab, ran up the steps that
led to the house into which the driver
had disappeared. She rang the bell
furiously without getting any response.
In a sudden frenzy she pounded on the
door and when that proved unavailing,
ran down the steps screaming until a

policeman came by. he d
e de-

“What's going” on here?”
manded. . .

“My friend—he[s hurt!” she shrieked.

She directed him to the cab. The
officer peered into the interior. His
hand came into contact with a re-
volver. He stuffed it into his pocket,
then raised the limp form of Eddie
Coakley. He felt for his pulse, bent
down and listened for the beating of
his heart; then having propped Eddie
Coakley’s body up on the seat, he turned

to the “girl.
“Hurt, hell,” he said. “He's dead!”

_minutes after that Warren
Lorrimer was shown into Lyman

W ater test reveals
moisture-proof
face powder

P ROVE to yourself that Luxor won't mix
with water for, then, it won't mix with
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Bracker's apartment on lower Fifth yse Luxor Face Powder and face all eyes

Avenue. (
purpose of his_visit, Lyman Bracker
insisted on mixing him a drink.

“Now,” he said, settling back in his
chair, “what’'s on your mind?” .

“Your car,” said Lorrimer, “it's still
standing in front of the Three-Way
Club. 1 started the engine, kept it
going for five minutes you re-
quested, then turned it off. It's so long

since I've driven that | didn't dare
bring it here.” i

“That's all right,” said Bracker. “It
can stay there overnight.” He started
to go “on, but stopped and looked

thoughtfully at the Scotch and soda
in his hand, It was as though he were
debating with himself the advisability
of continuing with what he had been
about to say. “I know_the way you
feel,” he sald, after a time, “but you
might as well know now as later. Eddie
Coakle%/ was killed as he stepped into
the cab in front of the club. 1 don't
know whether you noticed that im-
mense doorman.” That was Paul. The
five taxicabs were driven by Tolger,
Anaropulos, O'Mara, Grender, and |
was the last in line. Eddie Coakley
took Denis O’'Mara’s cab and Morris
{Please turn to page 94)
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(Continued from page 93)

Grender followed. There was nothing
for me to do except go home."

An odd feeling of lethargy had fallen
on Warren Lorrimer.

“How was he killed?” he asked dully.

“Paul shot him when you started my
car. The back-firing covered the
sound. Tolger is a chemist, you know.
He put something into the gas--—-"

arren Lorrimer emptied his glass.

Unasked he mixed himself a second
drink. He got up from his chair and
ﬁaced_ the room. Finally he came to a
alt in front of Lyman Bracker. His
face was drawn, grim and puzzled.

“You know how | feel about these

killings,” he said. “But aside from
that ... it seems an elaborate and
rather expensive way to do away with
a man. Do you know this man Paul
very well? re you sure he's on the
level with all of you?”

The clock on the mantel ticked away
minute after minute while Lyman
Bracker said nothing. He only stared
at the other, his lips parted, and grad-
ually his face grew pale. Then he, too,
rose and faced Lorrimer. A look of un-

certaint¥ came into his eyes. i
“What are you suggesting?” he cried
hoarsely.

(To be continued)

The Terrible Williamsons

(Continued from page 37)

Mrs. Morse did, and she didn't no-

tice the sly look of triumph exchanged
between Willie. and his mother. Two
tens and a five-spot went into the

grimy, broken-nailed hands of the
woman, and in that amount Mrs.
Morse gave up a week’s vacation of the
two she had planned all year. Accept-
ing the money, her visitor brushed
away a furtive tear, while Willie
looked on in grateful embarrassment—
Willie. was a born actor. Dressed_in
that rig, he could do an appealing sim-
pleton to perfection.

“And what is your name? asked
Mrs. Morse, i

“Sarah Williamson,” said her _de-
parting visitor. “And may you niver
see a day's want as long as” you live,

[t

Mother and son lumbered oft down
the hot street.

“Poor things!” murmured Mrs.
Morse, feeling that she ought to have
given the wretched woman the thirty
dollars originally asked for that price-
less heirloom. *Poor things!”

BUT if anyone was a “poor thing” at
that moment, it was good-hearted
tfrs. Morse herself, and if anyone had
>een taken advantage of, it was she,
is she stood there lost in pity. For
he suburban_ housewife 'had just
>ought a machine-made lace cover ‘and
)aid three_times what it was worth to
>re of an infamous famil “gan?" that
las infested the United States for the
ast thirty-five years, selling fake laces,
Oriental ‘rugs and furs to unsuspect-
ng people—laces and rugs to the aver-
tge woman, who ordinarily doesnt
mow the imitation from the real, and
furs to the man in the street who is
ilways ignorant of what he is buying
n q%tt I\'/USUId have been Mrs. Morse s
Lstonishment if she could have seen
Sarah and Willie Williamson dart
iround a corner three blocks away and
nto_a Packard sedan, where Willies
ousin Jessie sat at the wheel ready
‘or any quick getaway in case of trou-
%Iel And what would the deceived lady
lave said had she seen them drive not
i mile off and repeat their clever hard-
ip performance, this time for a young
iride who ecstatically bought a dupli-
cate of the shamrock tablecloth, as
veil as a bureau scarf, both made by

The

that same “grandmother”! And art-
ful Willie_ won the bride’s heart by
playing with her Persian kitten and
cal m(};] it “a pusseen.”

Right here we may as well say that
this ™Irish” grandmother apparently
lives in Cincinnati, Ohio, in a mill, and
is made of iron, with hundreds of spin-
dles merrily clicking out miles of that
“hand-made” lace in table cloths, bed-
spreads, luncheon sets, doilies, and col-
lars and cuffs for personal adornment.

Some grandmother! She certainly
belongs to fairy stories even if she
does her knitting on the banks of the
Ohio River! .

However, Sarah and Willie had a
very %rofltable day—some $85—in that
suburban town outside New York City,
and drove out of it that night, return-
ing to the home-base in the Bronx,
where lIsaac Williamson and his wife
Hughiana had temporary headquar-
ters, and where their numerous chil-
dren busied themselves “fixing up” the
machine-made lace preparatory to ped-
dling it with the various_ colorful ‘and
en%agmg lies they specialized in.

here, in a cluttered and crowded
apartment, Sarah and Willie stayed
the last nl%ht of six_in their present
sojourn, before pushing on to Phila-
delphia, where they were to visit James
and Jane Williamson and their large
family, and trK their luck in German-
town before heading homeward for
Boston, where they lived.

AS may be inferred, the Williamsons
are a big and widely spread family.
Two generations of them are now at
work swindling the public, and a third
coming along! Forty Williamsons, or
more, are active in this country, all of
them with dramatic ability, persuasive
tongues, and a slick trick ‘of vanishing
when things get hot. Arrested re-
peatedly, they elude or defy the law
even when “caught with the goods,”
for if fined, they pay the compara-
tively small sum for peddling without
a licénse, and if held on bail, they man-
age to get the required bond and then
“Jjump” it! .

Usually, theK travel in twos when
out for prey, the women dressed shab-
bily, playing the poor dumb peasant,
the men In sailor rigs, to give the im-
pression they are with a ship, to bear
out their yarns of smuggled rugs and
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No. 258. Modernistic Window
Drapery.

No. 259. Ruffled curtains for Co-
lonial rooms including dotted Swiss
sash curtains and chintz drapes
from Richard Arlen's living room.

No. 260. Sally Eilers' kitchen cur-
tains with ball fringe trimming.

No. 261. Casement and draw cur-
tains including Lilian Harvey's
dining room curtains.

No. 262. Formal draped curtains
of the French type.

No. 63. Curtain rods and other
fixtures.

No. 264. Measuring curtains.

No. 265. Fabric and colors for
window curtains and draperies.

Write to Frances Cowles,
care of this Magazine, enclos-
ing 4 cents for any one circu-
lar, 10 cents for 3 circulars,
or 15 cents for all 8. Be sure
to indicate what circulars
you want by the numbers
given in the accompanying
descriptions.

The Terrible
Williamsons

furs. Some of the girls are so success-
fully forlorn (two of them are cross-
eyed) that even the hard-boiled police
have been sorry and soft under their
skillful acting and let them off with a
lecture and an order to leave town,
time and time again. .

Let's see the teams at work in a
typical month of operations. Sarah
and Willie we've seen doing Westches-
ter County, New York. Then there’'s
Maria and Charlotte combing through
Oregon. And Mary and Janet fleecin
the "New Jersey coast resorts. An
Jamesiana and Christine, still in their
‘teens, marching through Georgia. And
James and Margaret, a young married
couple, tackling Mlchlgan and Minne-
sota for the first time. And James D.
and George and Robert and Isaac, Jr.,
putting on the rug-and-sailor act
throughout New England. There are
other teams, too, but it is bewildering
to try and pin them down, for part-
ners ‘and names are changed at will.
Similar names add to the puzzle, also.
There are three Jameses and three
Williams, for instance, and one of the
latter (not Sarah’'s Willie) was re-
cently arrested in Waltham, Mass.,
where he pleaded “half guilty,” what-
ever that meant!

OF the younger women teamed up,
Jean and Maggie Williamson ap-
pear to be the most active and ingeni-
ous, and the most arrested of the lot.
Regularly, they turn up in city after
city whether they have been caught in
it or not before. From their own ac-
count (if they ever can be believed),
they are sisters-in-law, and one of
them has several small children who
are used as “props” for sympathetic
purgoses if and when their elders are
nabbed.

Jean and Maggie do not limit their
efforts to private homes, but boldly
enter hospitals, schools and places of
business—in the last _instance they en-
deavor to time their visits for the
women's rest rooms during lunch hour.

They are experts in_ accents—Irish,
Scotch or Cockney, it is all the same
to them. Getting an audience of office
girls, nurses, or school-teachers, they
vary_ their tale to suit the occasion.
Puttmg on a brogue or a burr, they
spin their yarns about the dear old

randmother, with variations of mis-
ortune. Sometimes they confide that
the lovely laces were made in convents
abroad and smuggled into this country,
hence the ridiculously low price.

Occasionally, they tell of teaching
this exquisite art "of lace-making in
some well-known institution. eir
latest variation was that the laces were
on exhibit at the Chicago Century of
Progress Fair, and that they were dis-
posing of their entire stock before
going back to Dublin. So, it was an
opportunity rarely, if ever, met! With
one spiel or another, it is not unusual
for them to sell a hundred dollars’
worth of cotton lace to a group of
irls.

_Itinerant peddlers since they were
sixteen, and repeatedly arrested, Jean
and Maggie had their closest call in
Chicago, seven years ago, when the
Chicago Better Business Bureau and
the police combined forces against
them. Held first on a $1,000 bail, they
failed to show up in court. Subse-
quently caught, tne bail was set at

(Please turn to page 96)

The MYSTERY Magazine, November, 1934

d t CLcLccytCC ct Ala\+\jZA.

W ctk GNX a. uMsrvcieA.

F=0 polish docs not crack or peel... is
made in five lovc[y shades ...
on'sinal charming color until removed...
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[West of Rocky MAr."|
two sifts- 104 and ijtJ
FASHION NOTE— Shoe styles this Fall
feature browns and colors. There's a
SHINOLA POLISH to clean and shine
every shade of leather. For browns, use
Shinola Brown, Tan or Ox-Blood. For
other colors, Shinola Neutral Polish.

Dress up your kitchen with new towels,
pot holders, stenciled food containers,

etc. Send 10c for diagram pattern to

Frances Cowles, Tower Magazines, Inc.,
55 Fifth Avenue, N. Y.

This Shows Way to

Color
GRAY
HAIR

Now prove for yourself
that gray hair is needless!
o A single'lock snipped from
hairis allgpu need.This way you seeresuits
without slightest risk. Just’ comb on clear
liquid. Gray goes. Youthful color comes—
black, brown, auburn, blonde. Entirely
SAFE. Hair — curl or wave.
Nothing to wash or rub offon clothing. Ask
our druggist for full-sized bottle on money-

I meck gurantee. Or make the free test.

Coupsgr{ f%l;_i_rt\gs \I;%ee Ou_tfit—l\(/)illilcqzrsﬁ
o ey Seriag] oo sk
— MARYT. GOLDMAN — ;
934 Goldman Bldg., St. Paul, Minn.

Name 1

New York,
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City State.is J

Color o fyour hair?.
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'The Terrible Williamsons

(Continued from page 95)

$16,000. But the evidence was not
strong enough to convict, and the
were released on a $1,500 bail, whicl
they promptly “jumped.” However, at
the” trial théy admitted, without any
accent whatever, and after experts had
?ronounced their laces machine-made,
hat they bought them from a Cincin-
nati mill (their tireless iron-fingered
“grandmother!”).

At this 1927 trial in Chicago ap-

peared the Williamson “sailor ~lads,”
who had also been rounded up in that
city on a previous date and released.
They were the elder James and his son,
James D., and his brothers William,
oung Isaac, George and Robert. Re-
ationship to Jean and Maggie was ad-
mitted, and it was perhaps the only
time on record when so many of the
family were seen together by the au-
thorities.  Unfortunately, nothing to
the cause_of justice came of it. Eight
of them in hand, but all slid through
the law's fingers.

Oh, the Williamsons are wily. They
pay fines and scoot, they make restiti-
tion of money on sales 1f demanded in
court, or they forfeit bond as gaily as
you please—and they always go on
with * their game. ~Doubtléss, ~ their
gains are great enough to allow for a
percentage” of losses. It is their
only overhead. Whether the various
branches of the family have a common
fund for fines and bonds is not posi-
tively known, but it is suspected by
many of those who have encountered
the members of the %ang in the last
fifteen years. Some of those who have
had cloSe experience with the William-
sons suspect that they are even in ca-
hoots with the lace mills people. At
least the latter often come to their res-
cue in time of trouble with the authori-
ties.

We wonder how much money these
swindlers make in a year—how much
they have made in the last thirty-five
ears since the original Williamsons
anded here? Their stock-in-trade is
a shabby appearance and a “poor
mouth,” but they travel in expensive
cars, have first-rate camping outfits,
and are never at a loss for cash when
fines are imposed. Karl T. Finn, the
President of the National Association
of Better Business Bureaus, says of
the Williamson finances:

“According to our understanding,
the family has made a large fortune
out of the peddling business and, in-
teresting enough, according to the last
report that | heard, all the money is
in glold or deposited in the Bank of
England.” And Mr. Finn says fur-
ther on the efforts to put an"end to
this country-wide flim-flam business:
“It has been suggested that we urge
the wholesalers to stop selling these
people. But it is a hopeless task be-
cause the firms_do a large share of
their business with these peddlers, and
they can righteously take the stand
that what is done with the lace after
}t_leaves their hands is not their af-
air.”

_AS noted, the “sailors” of the Wil-

ix _ liamson fami(ljy hit their lying
trail in pairs, and usually employ a
Cockney accent in their acts. ressed

the part, a big sea-bag in their hands,
they invade offices and shops with fake
furs, picking on the men for easy vic-
tims. With a whispered yarn of

The

smuggggg, the “seamen” can dispose
of an’ fur coat for $250, or sell a
“genuine platinum” fur scarf for $40
that is supﬂosed% worth $100, but ac-
tually worth $8.00 and made of cheap
goat” skins espeaal(l}/ treated. Fre-
quentl%/, the fur peddlers work from
an automobile parked in a side street
in a populous neighborhood, soliciting
male customers with a wink and a
stage-whisper of a great bargain.

Wary as they are of women in their
fur gypping—because women know fur
values, as a rule—the Williamson “sail-
ors” palm off imitation Oriental rugs
on housewives without much difficulty.
For example, George and Robert have
rung Mrs. Arthur Shoals' bell in
Brookline, and she has come to the
door herself.

“Lady of the 'ouse,” says George
the spokesman, “I 'ave'a rare Oriental
rug 'ere—"

But | don't want one,” replies Mrs.
Shoals, “and if | did, I wouldn't buy
one from a peddler!”

“Oh, bless your ’eart, Iadx, we ain't
nothing of the sort,” laughs George.
“We are just a coupie of sailor fellers
that 'ave’ picked up a few marvelous
bargains in Turkey on our last trip—it
won't 'urt you to "ave a look!”

A ND the pleasant pseudo-Cockney
unrolls these scatter-sized rugs and
politely begging her pardon wiggles
past her into the house where™ he
spreads them on the floor. For a rug
on the floor is worth two at the door,
the Williamsons have discovered.

“Now ain't that a beauty?” says
George, enthusiastically, pointing at
the gaudiest.

“I1t has too much brick-red in it for
me,” declares Mrs. Shoals. But evi-
dently she has become interested
enough for criticism, and George con-
siders this an encouraging sign.

“Hah, you like the blue one, | see!”
he exclaims. “You ’ave good taste.
We can let you 'ave it for twenty-five
dollars and it's worth a ’'undred.”

“No, | couldn’t spend that much,”
says Mrs. Shoals. “Besides, | don't
want an Oriental rug just now.”

Robert, who has followed them into
the house, now speaks:

“Excuse_me, Madam,” he breaks in
and_pulls George aside for a low-voice
conference. fter which the latter

says:

A/M pal ’ere reminds me we got to
get back to the ship by tomorrow
morning at eight bells, and we can't
take the bloomin’ rugs back, so—"

Here Robert cuts In again.
| ;Tlake two of 'em for thirty dollars,
ady!”

“What's that!” cried George in
apoplectic consternation.

“It's giving 'em away, | know,” says
Robert “in mock helplessness.  “But
what else can we do? Lady, two of
them rugs is worth two 'undred and
flf%_ dollars 'olesale!”

ith a few more carefully rehearsed
remarks from the seafaring and salty
lads, Mrs. Shoals weakens, and buys
for $30 two rugs worth five and three
dollars  respectively, wholesale, at
which price the brothers bought them.
Hundreds of the same kind are on the
floors of fooled housewives all over the
United States. . i

Are the Williamsons a “ring” of
crooks in which others of similar tech-
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Be A DE-riGNER OF &
HOLLYWOOD
mFATHION/

EARN $25 TO $50 A WEEK
Qualify for a good position, or have your own i
Style Shop and win financial independence as the
Hollywood Fashion Expert of your community.

DRESS LIKE SCREEN STARS
Design and make glamorous gowns for yourself
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Free placement service; graduates in demand.
WRITE FOR FREE BOOK! If over 16, write at once |
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prepared for you ... three weeks'
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The Terrible
Williamsons

nique are involved? Is the name Wil-
liamson put on and off like the accent?
What relation have the Williamsons to
racketeers in the same line who pa-
rade under the cognomens of Riley,
Rafferty, McDonald, McCoy and other
Irish and Scotch names? No doubt the
names are as “faked” as the goods they
sell.  From telegrams found on the
ersons of a William McMillan and a
eter McDonald, caught selling these
laces not long ago, it s evident that a
“ring” or company of crooks is at work
on da common basis. These messages
read:

“Please notify all my friends
that my two _Yyoungest children
died this morning. (Signed) Jos.
Williamson.”

“Notify all travelers that John
L. Williamson sed away. to-
day. (Signed) Janet L. William-
son.”

“Please notify all travelers fu-
neral will be August first in Cleve-
land. (Signed) Janet L. William-
son.”

Obviously, these messages are in
code, and have to do with a 8atherin
of the gypping tribe in Cleveland.
Similar “évidence proved that the
“family,” or the “ring,” had a meet-
ing in Huntington, West Virginia,
prior to the Cleveland date. So, we
can deduce that the Williamsons have
their lace-rug-fur “conventions” every
now and again, whereat they exchange
news and Vviews, possibly shape a pol-
icy for the coming season, and take
whatever action is necessary to their
successful pillaging of a thousand lean

ocketbooks and small pay envelopes.
ft t|sn’t hard to imagine” their talk-
est:

“Lay off Columbus and Cincinnati
this yéar.”

“Spokane is bad, tgo.” i

“But Memphis is ripe again.”

“These buffet-suppers help the sale
of the tablecloths in the Atlantic
States—Sarah and Willie and Hughi-
ana’'s family sold 400 of them in six
months!”

_“l see Maria and Charlotte cost us
six hundred dollars this year—they’ll
have to make up for that.

“But their father, they tell me, made
two thousand at the Chicago Fair!”

And so on, in check and counter-
check, suggestions and reports.

Local authorities have coped with
this thieving gang in vain. Only the
Better Business Bureaus are feared by
them. The trouble is, town and city
ordinances are not severe enough to
quell them. Federal action seems
requisite to stop their daily depreda-
tions and protect the public. ean-
time, Edward Greene, head of the
National Better Business Bureau, ad-
vises us:

“Hard times and unemployment
have induced a large number of peo-
ple to earn a few dollars by selling
goods from door to door. ThiS gives a
crowd like the Williamsons a new ‘in’
and they make the most of it. The
safest course for anyone is to reject
any stranger's offer” to_sell rare or
costly merchandise which must be
disposed of at a loss. Surely, this pres-
ent exposure of the Williamson's rack-
et should be a lesson to everybody.”
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you to change it, as there are some
people who like such stories and the
others are so good, they make up for it.

My husband as well as myself can-
not ‘understand how you can publish
such a ma(lg(azme for the price. | told
the store keeper it was the biggest
value for ten cents that | had in a fong
time, and he said “1 told you so.”

Well a magazine like Mystery sure
deserves a lot of success and I hope
to have many more hours of enjoyment

through Mystery.
gh Mystery: \ira G Porter.

Granted

CHICAGO, ILL.—Every month |
rush to the magazine counter in order
to be one of the first to get my copy of
Mystery Magazine. Dol like it?

Yours is the very best mystery
magazine | have ever read at any price.
You have only to read the Line-Up in
order to see how well every one likes it.
In the face of those dozens of admiring
letters, | don't see how | have the
nerve to voice even a tiny complaint,
but there is something | simply must
get off my mind. Please, what has hap-
pened to Walter Ripperger? In my
estimation he is second only to Sax
Rohmer, and that is saying a_good

deal. His unique character, Simeon
Graves, had me waiting and praying
that the days would go real fast, so
I could get the following issue of

your magazine, and see what was going
to happen next. i

Every month lately | turn first to
the table of contents, but his name
doesn’t appear listed. Please don't think
that | don't enjoy the other stories_in
Mystery, because | do—every period
and comma of them. But | can't help
being a little disappointed at not find-
ing Walter Ripperger among the
authors. .

Won't you please, Mr. Editor, take
pity on me?

Gertrude Anderson.

Mystery It Is

SAN FRANCISCO, CALIF.—Mys-
tery is_my favorite magazine. It also
is the first to which I have ever writ-
ten a fan letter. However | have so
many bouquets to hand you that I can’'t
restrain myself. You_give the public
what it wants. That is, lots of stories
of the kind we like by the authors who
write them best. Thanks for printing
so many fine stories by Ellery Queen.
He is the best of all mystery writers.
I also like Sax Rohmer, "Stuart Palmer
and Colver Harris.

Now come the brickbats: Why not
have all %/our stories illustrated” with
drawings? | enjoyed “The Woman He
Had to Kill” much_better because of
the drawn illustrations. They fit the
author’s descriptions in the stories far
better than the photographic illustra-
tions.

Thanks for omitting those “Mystery
Masterpieces” in pictures from the
September issue. In the first place,
most of them were not actually mystery
or detective serials. And, oh, how the
poor things were hacked up! Why ruin
the works of a good author?
~ Remember, what the public wants
in a mystery magazine is—mystery.

Betty ~ Repp.
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The Line-Up

(Continued from page 15)
For the Ladies!

GALVESTON, TEXAS—Maybe we
“high-school kids” don't know much
about good literature, but we do know
%c])od mystery stories when we read

em. And 1think Mystery Magazine
is just about the best I've ever read
—especially for a dime!

I think "the book-length novels are
swell. 1 liked “Murder on the Black-
board” best of all. But I like the short
stories, too. And | don't see why so
many jlgeople object to women_detec-
tives! They can “solve a crime just as
well as mén any day! Much as | like
Mystery | might be tempted to quit
reading it if you took some of the ad-
vice given and didn't have Hildegarde
Withers or Nurse Keate or even Edda
Manby anymore!

Marjorie Allen.

What to Do?

ALIQUIPPA, PA.—I1 have been one
of Mystery Magazine's most steady
readers for quite a long time now. For
the most part | like it—but there are
a few things that | am not so crazy
about. i

For instance—the pictures accom-
panying the stories. | don't think they
get the idea in the story across to the
reader. Another thing—there are too
many short stories (complete on one
pjl#_e). Two such stories would
sufficient. Also (and this is the last of
my criticisms!) | ‘?,%ree with the lady
from Oklahoma 0 thought there
should be a few less lady sleuths. Why
don't you give us some nice, young
men détectives? So much for the parts
I don't like! i

Give us more stories about Profes-
sor Baker. Also give us some of Sax
Rohmer's Fu Manchu stories. | read
all_his books I can get. .

Of all your book-length novels I liked

“The Two Who Smiled” the best. |
didn't lay the magazine down until 1|
had finished it.

Ruth Rainbow.
A Good Eye

OSWEGO, N. Y.—Will you please
oint out to Ellerv Queen in regard to
is story “Four Men Loved a Woman”

that in_. the Roman Catholic Church
that it is the function of a bishop and
not a priest to confirm. In this_story
Father Anthony says that he confirmed
Roger Bowen and that is incorporated.
Donald L. Holladay.

Zowie!
WASHINGTON, D. C—1 have been
quite enthusiastic about Mystery

Magazine until the September issue.
These several stories disappointed me—
“The Man Who Hated Rats,” “The
Strange Affair at the Middlebrooks”
and “The Riddle of the Hanging Men.”

All were completeI?/ impossible while
the second was a glaring example of
forced writing, in the style of a pro-
fessional who is wearily attempting to
complete his task i i

And then you had in that issue too
many one-page true stories of persons
murdered for insurance—"Profile” and
“Late One Night” being conspicuous.

The “1 Go Sleuthing” department

The

also was quite ridiculous. The author
did not go sleuthing at all. The locale
was a blind one and there were no
facts to warrant a supposition of
suspicion, merely a gosglﬂs conception
of what a guilty’ man might do.

Please do bétter next time because
I had come to bank on Mystery Maga-
zine as the one bright spot in an ocean
of bunk.

Paul May.

Amid the Drought

. TOPEKA, KANSAS—I can't say
just how long | have been reading
your magazine, but it hasn't been long
enough. "1 have purchased it in ten
different states, and sent it to my sister
once, but after that she bought it as
soon as it came out. .

During the Summer | work in my
father's drug store, and | always
recommend Mystery Magazine first to
all readers. 1 read practically eve
mystery magazine that is published,
but yours ranks first in my estima-
tion.” My husband and 1 travel every
Fall, Winter, and Spring and the best
way we have to pass the time is for
me to read your magazine to him.

When the new “batch” of magazines
came in the store yesterday | took the
Mystery the first thing, remarking it
was the best mystery magazine pub-
lished. My husband "agreed, and my
father said “1 don't think so.” | asked
him which one he liked better, but he
said he couldn’'t think of any!

Our favorite author is EIIer% Queen,
and | do enjloy the book-length novels
very much. 1 thought “The Two Who
Smiled” was very good. | didn't even
notice the heat the last two days while
reading it, which is saying a lot as
the thermometer has been 105.

_ 1 only regret that Mystery isn't pub-

lished once a week. Let me also say

that the paper is easy on the eyes.
Mrs. Loring K. Campbell.

What-a Fan!

CLATSKANIE, OREGON—I have
been reading Mystery so long I can-
not remember the first number. Living
at Portland at that time | could buy
it there, but since coming to this town
have not been able to. I have repeated-
I_¥ tried to get the dealers here to get
it for me without success. Have no
favorites but like it from cover_ to
cover. It seems like | cannot do with-
out it. | have made several trips to
Portland at a cost of $2.50 round trip
for the sole purpose of procuring my
copy. What can you do about 1t? |
don't want your “money but I must

have my mystery.
Y mystery Arthur P. Prier.

Stories Plus

BRONX, N. Y.—A admire Stuart
Palmer’s stories_and_naturally my fav-
orite detective is Hildegarde Withers.
Being a school-marm myself | get a
big kick out of her antics. | am glad
to note that Stuart Palmer is writing
a series of stories.

Everyone seems to praise the stories
in Mystery. How about the household
and beauty hints? | find them very
helpful and always look for them.

Miss Ruth Finkelstein.
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A New Book-length Novel

MAD
MURDER
PARTY

By
COLVER HARRIS

“Three blind mice; See how they run— "



The Mad Murder Party

HAT d'you think?” said my sister Patsy happily,
“We've got a ghost!”

_ She speaks with a very slight lisp—so slight that

if 1 were to Sﬂe“ it ‘ghotht’ it would be misleading.
I shall have to ask therefore that you imagine the lisp—
and remember to imagine it whenever you read Patsy's
speeches. Because that little shadovxlljy catch in her words
is a most essential part of Patsy. Part of her technique
of being cute—and cuteness is the keynote of her small,
but very effective, personality. She is just little enough,
1ust_ plump enough, just pretty enough”to be called cute
ooking. Her accent is just affected enough, her words just
smart enough, so that her remarks are always followed by
a wave of “indulgent smiles and murmurs.” “Isn't Patsy
cute?”

And, of course, Patsy is well aware of her reputation.
Just how far back in her childhood she decided to adopt and
cultivate that particular line, my second sister Irene and |
are not quite certain—but at thé age of twenty-seven (and
looking a scant eighteen) Patsy has the technique so thor-
oughly in hand that we are quite unable to imagine her in
any other attitude. And even in our more uncharitable
moments, Irene and | are bound to admit that it is a highly
workable code of behavior. Not Irene with all her gorgeous
good looks and sophistication, nor I with my so-called effi-
ciency and sensible intelligence, have been able to feather
our nests with one half the ability which dear Patsy accom-
plishes by her divinely simple formula of just being cute.

At the” moment of “that particular remark, Patsy was
perched on the _?_orch railing of her new summer home in
Green Hill, smiling her crinkled and squinty little smile
(Irene vows she must have developed that smile before a
mirror) at her assembled house-guests, and being her very

cutest.

“ ﬁwat dyou think?” brightly inflected. “We ve got a
host!”

g The usual murmur followed.

Patsy paused to sip from a highball glass, and then went
°rxA real live ghost, you know.”” A small frown of childish
earnestness (her onlg other expression) replaced the smile.
“A ghost that everybody in the whole Vvillage knows about.
That's why the house has been deserted for so long.” |

_“And it was the main reason wgm%/ darling “wife in-
sisted on buying the ﬁlace.“ Ted Elliott, Patsy’s husband
(and not the least of her successes) spoke cheerfully.

“But good heavens, Patsy,” the protesting voice came
from a corner of the porch where young Jake Lecky had
sprawled his lanky form across two wicker chairs, “since
when have you been interested in ghosts?”

At the sound of Jake's voice, Irene raised her perfectly
waved head from the swing where she lay and cocked an
eye in his direction. i

“1 thought you were asleep,” she said.

Jake yawnéd_ spaciously. “I'm kept awake,” he com-
lained, “ by this damn talk about spooks—and a craving
or tobacco. Now if I could just reach those cigarettes—"
he stretched out a long arm experimentally, and very nearly
upset the chairs.
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Instantly Irene was on her feet moving swiftly toward him.

“Finish mine, darling, it's just lit.” She leaned down to
place the cigarette between” Jake's lips, and receive his
rateful look. “Never let it be said’—she moved lightly
hack to the swing—*“that Irene could bear to watch a man
unger.”

1gwatched her with a sister's eye. So that was what
Irene had been up to these past four days in Green Hill.
Nor did | have to look too closely into her carefully casual
expression to catch the gleam of the hunter—for™ | knew
without searching that it must be there. Any time Irene
would get up to wait on someone, there could be small
doubt as to the ulterior motive. | concealed a smile in my
highball glass—and the next moment started so violently
that the rim jarred sharply on my teeth.

_ For 1 had suddenly become aware of the look on Made-
line Page’s face. At ‘best, her expression was scarcely what
you would have called sweet—but at that moment it was
gosmvely savage. And the glance that flashed out from
eneath "her close black brows was one of the bitterest
hatred, Madeline was staring at Irene. .

Instinctively | looked about to see who else was watching
—but @llpparentl no one save myself had seen her expres-
sion. Ted and Patsy were occupied with a matter of ice-
cubes, Jake was staring straight up at the porch roof, and
Irene, composed and lovely in the swing once more, was
lying back with eyes half closed upon a preoccupied smile.
nother look at Madeline, and | saw that her dark face
had returned to its normal set of non-committal hardness.
| breathed again. The moment of unguarded hatred had

sed—unseen by all save me. i i

“Don't tell me,” Patsy, that you're going psychic on us.”
It was Madeline who brought us back to the topic of the
host. Only a slight twist of sharfpness in her naturally
arsh voice remained as evidence of the violent emotion 1
had witnessed a moment before. “It's scarcely your type,
my dear, to commune with spirits.” i

‘Don't worry, Madeline,” Ted answered. “As far as this
ghost of Patsy’s is concerned—his function is purely con-
versational.”

RINNED at Ted, as | always do on the rare but en-
u_ra%mg occasions when a certain dryness in his tone
dicates that his normal intelligence is_not wholly lost
S|m[il_le—m|nded adoration of my dear sister. i
“NowTeddy,that's not/air.” Patsy’s childish pout ignored
both the edge of Madeline’s remark and her husband's some-
what sarcastic answer. “You know perfectly well we've
actually heard the ghost—and the very first night we were
in the house a bell began_to ring—" K .
“Save it, darlmggl"‘ I interrupted her enthusiasm, “until
Jonny gets back. 's the only one of your_guests wha's
really "ghost-minded—although™ why the scientific brain
should take such a turn—" . .
“The scientific brain is like every other single-track in-
telligence,” the sharp incisiveness of Madelin€'s voice cut
me short, “it's absolutely childish about everything outside
that one track. The fact that m)é brother Jon is makin
himself revoltingly famous as a brilliant surgeon doesn’
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in the least alter the fact_that he hasn't an ounce of sense
in any other branch of existence.” . .

I found myself staring curiously at Madeline. Despite the
fact that we had all known her for years, and that her
strangely warped and soured personality was a byword
among us, | never ceased marveling at ‘the inexhaustible
supply of venom which she could inject into the most harm-
less conversation. | supposed that a good portion of her
bitterness must come from simple envy of her brother's
phenomenal success in his medical career—of his superior
charm and popularity, but after all there must be something
else, something more fundamental to account for an attitudé
as consistently nasty as Madeline's. And CFerhaps that same
something, whatever it might be, would also account for
the rare, and apparently mysterious, devotion of Dr. Jona-
than Page to his unpleasant and ungrateful sister. Were
it not for the fascinating Jon's blanket loyalty to Madeline,
she would probably have been left to nurse” her nameless
grudges in solitude. Certainly she would never have been
included in this ?arty of Patsy’s, for instance, had we not
all been aware of Jonny’s unspoken motto—*" Love me—Ilove
my sister.” And, correspondingly: “Invite me—invite my
siSter.” For the hundredth time 'l groped helplessly in my
mind for some answer to this double riddle of personalities
—and | wondered suddenly how important might be that
look of hatred which Madeline had flashed out in the moment
of Irene’s small by-play for Jake Lecky. Two years in the
far West had left me pretty well out of touch with local
affairs of the heart—but I was determined to grab the
first chance 1 could to ask Ted what, if anythmq,( ad hap-

ned between Jake and Madeline. And | 'knew that

ed could be depended on for acute observation—provided
Patsy were not around. i . 3

At the moment Ted was mildly protesting Madeline’s
shaw denunciation of her brother’s non-professional sense.

“Well, I don't know, Mad,” his tone was amiable, “I
wouldn't say it was exactly dumb of Jonny to get himself
engaged to the richest girl in the world—would you, Sue?”
He' looked at me, ewdentl%/ sure of an_ally.

“1 hardly think he ought to be committed for it.” 1 shook

my head.

%\t my words, Madeline rose abruptly. “And | hardly
think,” her tone was icy, “that you know what you're talk-
ing about—either of you.” She’turned on her heel and dis-
a?tpeared into the house, leaving us to stare helplessly
after her. Even for Madeline, that was a pretty violent
reaction.

“Whew—" Ted collapsed into a chair. “Did I start that?”

“We both did,” |1 nodded, “and we ought to have realized
that she'd take Jonny's engagement that way—no matter
whom he picked. And the fact that he's made such an ob-
viously grand catch simply makes her boil worse than
ever. e'll just have to keep off the sore spot, that's all.”

ROM his retreat in the corner Jake spoke disconsolately.
F“Add one more sore spot to Madeline's original charm,”

he groaned, “and you've got the perfect house-guest on
your hands.” . i

“Oh dear, | know it,” Patsy was frowning.

“Oh well—" Ted shrugged lightly, “everybody here knows
about Madeline—so don't let it _bother you. _If she wants
to act like a hyena with gumboils no one will blame it on

“Personally, | rather agree with Madeline,” Irene spoke
pensively, “in thinking that you don't quite realize what
Jonny has let himself 'in for with this engagement. Snag-

|ngi himself a good clean heiress would be one _thlnP—but

velyn Tucker—Good Lord, it must be like making love to
the mint—" Irene's eyes were still half closed, so that she
could not see, as we did, the approach of Jonny Page him-
self. Nor did Irene profit by our frantic signals for silence.

So seldom is_lIrene caught in an awkward situation that
her technique for such occasions is not ver% well worked
out. When, in the midst of her soliloquy about the diffi-
culties of wooing the fabulous Tucker billions, she opened
her eyes and found herself looking straight into Jonny’s
face, she simply stopped speaking. i

There was a brief silence, during which the rest of us
racked our wits for some conversational gem with which
to rush in and restore the social order. .

But it was Jon, as usual, who thought quickest.

“Planning your future again?” He smiled down at Irene,
“Don't let me interrupt—but I've_ got a question for Patsy.”

We all rallied slightly. It was impossible to guess whether
Jonny had really gathered the drift of Irene’s remarks
or not, but in any case he bridged the moment admirably.
Trust Jon never to make a scene. It was only one of the
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ways in which his personality differed exactly from that of
his”sister Madeline.

“Look here, Patsy,” he went on_quickly, “I'm going to
ask a big favor of you and Ted. That telephone call was
from Evelyn—" quite naturally he pronounced the name,
seemingly “unaware of its unfortunate effect upon our so-
cial_poise, “and she’s in sort of a jam. Driving through
to Boston, she got stuck in Albany” with car trouble—and
won't be able to make the city tonight. I—we thought, if
it weren't too much of an” impoSition—" Jon faltered
slightly. Odd, to see his perfect aplomb disturbed. “Do you
suppose,” at last he got the question out, “that she could
stop here overnight?’

Patsy stared. For once, | was in sympathy with her
round-eyed expression of childish wonder.

“Do %/ou mean, Jonny, that Evelyn Tucker wants to come
here—t0 this house?”

“Well—yes,” Jonathan nodded. “You see, hotels and so
on are pretty difficult for her—" he paused, evidently ex-
Pectmg us to imagine the precise nature of the difficulty
or ourselves. “But if it's too much trouble—"

“Of course not, Jonny,” with one accord Ted and Patsy
rose to the occasion. “It would be—swell,” Ted added with-
out very noticeable conviction. *“If—you're quite sure she
wants to be really informal with us—" the doubt in Patsy’s
tone was even more evident.

OR a_moment Jon looked straight at them—Ilooked as if
Fhe might say something rathér sharp. Then, quite as
usual, he smiled easily. i

“That's darn nice of you,” he turned away, “I'll ring her
back at the Ten Eyck” and tell her you said yes. They
ought to make it comfortably by dinner time, the way
Evelyn steams along.”

Ted caught at the pronoun. “they—f” he said.

“Oh—yes.” Jon was at the door. “You see, Eve has a
female with her—sort of a duenna effect—and there's al-
ways lke—" he paused rather helplessly, and then seemed
to gather from our blank expressions that we had still failed
to grasp the situation. “lke,” Jonathan came nearer to
blurting out the words than 1 imagined was possible for
him, “Ike is Evelyn's bodyguard.”

“Of course,” Ted came” to the rescue, “naturally—" But
Jonathan had already disappeared into the house. .

. “Well, of all the cast-iron nerve—" Irene sat bolt upright
in the swing.

“Oh damn,” Patsy was pouting, “it'll simply spoil every-
thing, Ted. Our ghost party won't be any fun at all—"

“Thank God for that,” | murmured. “But look here, Pat,
where can you put these creatures? Have you got room
enough ?”

“You and Irene,” said our sister promptly, “will have to
double up.” A groan from Irene. “That will leave Sue's
room for Evelyn.” As for the duenna and the bodyguard—"
Patsy made a rather effective face, “they can just go to
the Inn. I'm not going to house any such horde—"

“Hold everything, my pretty,” Ted cut in firmly, “we'll

have no such”arrangement as that. 1 don’'t care what you
do with the_ duenna—but if the Tucker fortune needs a
bodyguard—it will damn well have a bodyguard! 1 will not
have this precious maiden lying around ‘loose in my house
unless ke is on the job.”
_ “1 absolutely agree, Ted,” Irene nodded emphatically. “ And
it S|r_npl%/ proves my point about what Jonny has let him-
self in for. Don't’you see how upset he is by the mere
fact that his fiancee is stopping here for the night? Isn't
it obvious from the way we're acting that one Slmp% can’t
treat a perambulating billion-heiress like a human being?
| tell you—" Irene was waxm? oratorical, “she’s not a
human”being—she coutdn't be after all the publicity—" she
got no further.

Madeline stood at the screen door regarding us all with
% Iocl)k so darkly sinister that Irene’'s words were frozen on

er lips.

“Is it true,” Madeline’s voice grated harshly on the lazy
hum of the summer afternoon, “that Evelyn Tucker is
coming here?”

“Of course it's true,” Patsy’s small lisp followed absurdly
on the heels of her guest's tragic query. “Jon asked if
we could take her in for the night and we—"

Madeline ignored Patsy, as she frequently did, and faced
Ted with dramatic intensity. .

“Did you give Jon permission to ask her to this house?”

“Why—yes,” said Ted rea_sonabk. “1 don't see anythmg
%O ﬁireadful about it, Madeline. After all, Jon is engage:
0 her—"

“Then,” said Madeline stonily, “you're a fool. And you're
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all fools," her dark glance swept the rest of us, “if you sta

here. Don't you know that Evelyn Tucker has been threat-
ened day and night by kidnapers? Don't you know that
she brings trouble wherever she goes? Don't you realize,”
with a final gesture of fatalistic warning, Madeline twitched
open the door and flung one last question at us. “Don't you
realize that we'll all be facing danger and death with that
girl in the house?” . X

~ The screen banged shut—and each of us jumped in vary-
ing degrees, depending upon the resistance of our respective
nervous systems. Even Jake flopped over, accompanied by
a great creaking of his wicker chairs, and raised a ruffled
blond head. . .

“My God, Patsy,” his pale green eyes blinked absurdly,
“you can lay that ghost of yours right now. This party 1s

oing to have all the thrills"we can stand without any help
rom the supernatural.” .

“Oh | can't, Jake,” Patsy was reduced to a wail, “because
the medium is all invited—and whatever shall we do with
her?”

We all stared stupidly.

“The medium?” .

“She's coming from Albany,” Ted explained glumly, “to
have a seance this evening. “Pats thought it would be fun
to see if she could make the ghost talk—" i

“Oh God!” With a Iou_ddgro_an Jake flung himself back
upon the chairs and buried his head in a chintz pillow.
“But couldn’t I give that ghost some pointers on what to
say!”

Evelyn Tucker and her retinue, Irene and | were
forced to share, was so small that Irene suggested
we dress for dinner in shifts.

“And you,” she observed with sisterly tact, “had better
?o first, since it always takes you about three times as
ong as any ordinary human being to get out of one dress
and into_another.” . . .

T admitted, to myself, that this observation was substan-
tially correct. For all mé reputation of practical efficiency,
I never seem able to garb myself for the simplest occasion
without untold fussing. Nor does the result of my strenuous
efforts in any way justify the sheer horse-power which |
put into the business of dressinP. .

When, at quarter of seven, [rene sauntered into our
room, | was still struggling in a welter of water-wave
combs, spilled powder “and “general confusion. The ex-
pression with which she surveyed my chaotic state indi-
cated that she had expected as much. .

“Don't hurry, my darling.” She lit_a u?arette and
perched herself upon the broad window sill. “If you leave
me ten minutes It'Il be quite all right.”

Her suBerlor tone was in no way soothing to my state

T HE room which, due to the impending arrival of

of mind, but | proceeded in silence with the grim, three-
way strug]gle of adjusting my dress, calming the wild
disorder of my wave, and pérsuading some “portion of

powder to remain on my extremely recalcitrant nose.
“Ghost or no ghost,” Irene was gazing out upon the
broad lawn beneath the window, “this is a lovely place.
I muttered something from a mouth full of hairpins.
“And wouldn't you know,” Irene sighed, “that Patsy
would be the one”to get it. Just when the depression
has the rest of us by the ears, and we try to figure
out new ways of breaking city leases before "they break
us—Patsy points out the way to frugal living by snapping
up this old deserted place and installing a couple of bath-
rooms. The shabbier the place is, the more it_creaks
and groans and sag%s—the more ‘atmosphere’ it provides for
Patsy's tales about the ‘haunts.’ | tell you,” lrene shook
her head sadly, “the gal is smart—much as it wounds me
tO‘R‘RIél'F I1t'tell_ ou,” | removed the hairpins in order to
make myself quite clear, “that she may be smart—but she’s
headed for trouble with this particular party. If ever |
saw three sticks of dynamite looking for ‘a match it's
the Jonny—Evelyn Tucker—Madeline combination. And
heaven knows what will happen if Patsy insists on havin
this ‘medium’ creature perform tonight. One more flicl
on those_raw nerves Madeline carries around and— on a
sudden impulse | shifted the direction of my remarks.
“By the bye, darling’”—I made an effort to appear intent
on the business of applying lipstick—* 1 don’t think Madeline
precisely approves of your attentions to Jake Lecky. A
slight pause. “Nor do | think’—my gaze remained con-
centrated upon the lipstick—"“that ‘Madeline is the girl
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to acceﬁt rivalry in_the spirit of good clean sport.”

Another pause. Personal remarks to Irene _are seldom
a success, but there was something about the silence which
followed my words which made me suddenly uneasy. An
injunction, sharply worded, to mind my own business would
not have surprised me_in the least. ~Nor would a laugh.
But this unexpected silence—I turned _qmckl%/.
_ lIrene was staring, with an expression of thoughtful
intensity, at the tip of her cigarette. She was frowning
slightly, and her lower |Iﬁ) was caught between her teeth.
In the” moment when she looked up to catch my eye, Irene
rose abruptly, crushed out the cigarette, and came over
to where 1 Stood. i i

“Here,” she seized the pincushion, “for
let me fix that dress for you. It hangs
blanket.” .
~ Her remark, and the tone of good-natured exasperation
in which it was delivered, were natural enough. | saw
that the subject of my warning observations was closed—
once and for all. But I also saw, as Irene bent her head
over the problem of my shoulder straps, two sharp white
marks which showed How hard she had bitten her lower
lip_a moment before. . i

Two minutes of competent pulling and haulln(t;, and
Irene had adjusted my ill-fitting dress so as best to dis-
play what few curves 'l possess.” Another minute of prac-
tised action with the comb was sufficient to subdue my
hair into some semblance of a normal wave—but before

oodness sake
ike a horse-

the difficulty of a nose so wilfully ﬁlistening even the
resourceful “Irene was reduced to a helpless shrug.
“But,” she turned me around slowly, “you'll do.” And

with that extravagance of praise, | was dismissed. *“Go
sit_in the corner,” she said, “and paint your fingernails
while | go into the old routine. You've only left me seven
minutes—but the fireman's child can do it” .
True to her boast, Irene turned away from the dressing
table just as the old clock downstairs whanged out the
hour—and very lovely she looked in pale Ttlesh-colored
chiffon with a purple velvet bow and purple sandals. .
“There!” She snatched up a pair of amethyst earrings
and adjusted them as we descended the creaky stairs.
“We're "prompt enough to suit even our darling Patsy.”

E were, it seemed, considerably grompter than that.
W The big living-room appeared to be quite empty as we

entered, but at the very moment when we were about
to settle ourselves upon a couple of the old chairs which
looked relatively comfortable, there came a startling groan
from the direction of a remote sofa in the corner.”

“Good heavens—” With one accord lIrene and | whirled
around—only to sink back into our chairs. It was Jake,
prone as usual, who had uttered the lugubrious sound.
‘What is the matter, Jake?”

Another prolonged groan. o .

“It's Evelyn Tucker—that's what it is,” the voice from
the sofa was muffled with distress. .

“Do you mean she’'s here, Jake?” Irene was all interest.

An affirmative wail answered her.

“And is she as bad as all that?”

“Worse.”

Irene looked at me.

“Jake, be serious.” She went over to the sofa and stared
down at him with an odd mixture of impatient curiosity
and fetching fondness. “Is there really anything so awful
al]gout the7 Tucker—or are you just putting on this display
of agony?” o o

“Putting it on?” Jake sat up indignantly. “Putting it
on? Listen, my darlings, just for that I'll tell you exactly
how bad she is. About twenty minutes ago two cars came
whirling up to our simple country retreat,” Jake was
speaking with solemn intensity. “One of them was a Rolls
—oh God and what a Rolls—and the other was a Ford—
and oh God, what a Ford. That was the arrival of the
Tucker caravan—heiress, maid, bodyguard, dog, and lug-

age.”

9 ‘gWeII—?"
that?” o
_“Patience, my pretty, I'm breaking it gently. The ter-
rible part is—"" Jake drew a long breath, ™ that the duenna
creature, who looks like a meat grinder with a Pray wi
on, and the bodyguard Ike, whose looks are entirely beyon
my powers of ~description, arrived in that unspeakably,
immorally swell Rolls—while the Tucker wench climbed
out of the measly, lousy, infested little Ford! And wh%
you ask? That's just” what we asked—and along wi
mang{_ dimples and "giggles we got the answer. Evelyn,
the little rascal, just adores to drive lke's darling old
Ford instead of that awful ark of a Rolls that Daddy

Irene frowned, “what's so terrible about
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bought for her. now do you see—" Jake's pale eyes blinked
at us in comical solemnity, “how utterly, inexpressibly wet
is _the blanket which has descended upon us? And to
think that our Jon is going to wed—" with renewed
groans Jake subsided into the sofa pillows. “For once |
ind myself actually sym%athl_zmg with the gripings of
Madeline—I don't blame her if she does carry out her
murderous plans------ . .

“3akev' Irene's voice cut in with a sharpness which made
me jump. | turned abruptly to see, for the second time
that evening, a look of unaccustomed intensity upon her
face. The indulgent smile with _which she had received
Jake’s absurd account of Evelyn Tucker vanished for just
a _fleetl_n% instant before a look of icy warning—then,
quite lig tl¥, she finished her remark. “Don't” be too
silly, my pet.” lrene's hand passed quickly, but winsomely,
over_thé tousled head deep in the sofa corner. She came
to sit near me, with a great show of being casual and
amused. “Isn't he a crazy lamb?” Her eye very nearly met
mine, which, for Irene, is an unusual “display of direct-
ness. “Perfectly incoherent, of course,” she indicated Jake
with a gay shrug. . . . i

“Oh, of course.” | joined politely in a light laugh, and
was spared further insincerity by the very flurried arrival
of Patsy.

“1T T -HERE have you been?” Irene obviously welcomed a
y \ new possibility for conversation. “You, the prompt
hostess—and here are your guests panting for their

“I've been busY," said Patsy, with as much grimness as
her lisp could allow, “pressing a little Chanel model from
the Tucker wardrobe.”

We stared.

“Do you mean she asked you to iron a dress for her?”

“1 mean”—Patsy reached for a cigarette and began to
scratch a series of matches with furious indignation—*that
she tossed out a little wisp_of satin and asked me if
maid would please freshen it a bit. My ‘maid’ being also
my cook and butler—and very near the point of desperation
over the dinner—I got out the ironing board, and did it
with my little hatchet.”

A frésh howl arose from the sofa. .

“l hope to God you scorched it,” said Jake, “in the
rear.”

This time | echoed
more enthusiasm. i . .

“Look here, Patsy,” | said, “is the girl honestly as bad
as you and Jake make out? If even half the "unpleas-
antness ?/ou describe is accurate—then our Jonny must be
gunt% of designing intentions, and somehow, | can*t quite
see that.”

Irene’s laugh with considerably

“Well, of course we know, Sue darling,” it was Irene’s
voice, velvety smooth, which answered me, “that Jonny
is your weakness—but | should_think even the eyes of love
would see something a wee bit fishy about the brilliant
and promising young surgeon who contracts to marry the
Tucker Foundation. ~ At least | hardly think”—she léaned
over to flick an ash very delicately—"that it will exactly
3I|ght Jonny’s career to be made a Director of the Foun-

ation.”

I realized, with a feeling of exasperated helplessness,
that there was not the slightest use in protesting what
Irene so nastily implied. Nor, indeed, was there any real
reason_for resenting it—since it undoubtedly repreSented
the point of view that any logical person would take to-
ward the Page-Tucker engagement. As for my own warped
opinion—Irene had been quite right, of course. After
some twenty ¥ears of being a sel -a}ppomted champion of
Jonny Page, 1 had small grounds for setting myself up
as an |mﬁart_|al judge of anything he might choose to do.
And in the light of "these facts, all too well known to my
sisters, 1 could only ignore Irene’s double thrust.

“1 was,” | said, “asking a question of Patsy.”

But it was evident that Patsy was by no means con-
cerned with an abstract discussion of Jonny's precise in-
tentions in the matter of Evelyn Tucker. She was far too
absorbed in the immediate dilemma of her party. .

“1 really don't know, Sue,” she brushed my query aside
absently. ~ “You'll have to judge the girl for yourself.
But | wish you would tell me, you and Irene, what on
earth I'd better do about this médium business. Jonny’s
upset, and Madeline’s in a fury with her threats of danger
and death to us all—and now with the Tucker girl high-

hatting everybody, I'm afraid the seance will be an awtul
flop. But what on earth | can say to Mrs. Lynn-----"
“Mrs. Lynn—?"
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Patsy nodded unhappily. She really looked wretched.

“The medium,” she said.

“Good heavens—is she here now?”

Another nod—even more_unhappy. i

“She drove up with Smith Plummer,” Patsy explained,
“that's the young man we asked for you, Sue—and she
really seems to be terribly smart and sweet. But what
will "happen if we start having ghosts talk, | honestly
donl’t—' Patsy stopped short as the stairs creaked warn-
ingly. -

A" moment later two women aPpeared in the doorway,
arm in arm. One was very tall and dark, and looked
slightly amused. The other was a curly little blonde who
gave me the immediate impression of a naturally mousy,
quiet person trying desperately hard to be vivacious.

“Patsy, my dear, why didn't you tell me”—with an
excess of iinformality the small blond one hurled herself
into the living-room—*“that this was going to be a spook

arty? | think it's too marvelous that Mrs. Lynn is going
0 absolutely reveal everything.. Jonny will be simply
thrilled. Oh, and by the way, darling, your maid did
marvels with this filthy rag of a dress—dont | look nice?”
She whirled herself around with an effort at naivete which
was distinctly painful. .

“ LoveIY," sald Patsy, making no small effort herself. “I
shall really have to compliment my maid.” .

“And are these your divine sisters, Patsy, that Jonny is
always raving about?” The girl beamed at us.

“l—was coming to that,” said her hostess weakly.
“Evelyn Tucker, my sister Irene, and Sue.” We nodded.
| stole a_sidewise glance at Irene and saw that her jaw
was movmg in a peculiar manner, from which 1 could
only conclude that she was grmdmg her teeth. “And Mrs.
Lynn,” Patsy proceeded gallantly, “my sisters. Over there
on the couch is Jake Lecky—and you mustn't mind if he
doesn’'t get up to be introduced.” = .

A somewhat more emphatic creaking of the stairs was
followed by the entrance of Jonny and a strange, goggle-
eyed gnome of a youth whom | knew, by instinct, to be

mith” Plummer—the oun%_man so generously supplied
for me. After one look at him, | determined that he was
well named.. . .

By the time Patsy had completed the introductions—a
business which she” accomplished vallantlé despite fre-
quent screams of coy interruptions from Evelyn—it had
become evident that 'something was troubling Jon. As |
saw his efforts to corner Patsy for a word in private, |
maneuvered _also—determined "to overhear whatever he
might say. For all my attentive eavesdropping | managed
to catch ‘only a part “of his murmured speech, but from
that | gathered that, quite as | might have supposed, the
cause of the difficulty was Madeline.

“Best not to wait—she's feeling a bit rocky,” that much
of his remark | heard distinctly. = There followed a rather
vague explanation involving a headache, and the fact
that Jonny had advised her to lie down for awhile.

| saw Patsy's expression of sympathy give way to a
look of only s |ghtl?/ disguised relief.” She was quite right,
of course. It would unguestionably make dinner a great
deal easier to have Madeline out of the way. But some-
how—for some reason which was by no means clear to me
at the moment—I was uneasy and a little apprehensive
at the thought of Madeline left alone upstairs to brood
on_heaven Knew what dark thoughts. i

Even the shout which arose from Jake just then: “God
save us—here's Ted with the cocktails,” and a generally
cheerful surge of conversation which followed upon the
aﬂnouncemen could not entirely silence the echo of two
phrases. . .

| sipped a cocktail to the tune of Madeline’s words:
“danger and death—danger and death.” | nibbled an
anchovy in the rhythm of Jake's remark: “her murderous
plans—her murderous plans.” And all the time my eyes
were fixed upon the small I%Jcker of a frown which lingered
in Jonny Page’s face as was drawn into the laughing
group by his excessively gay fiancee.

h i
N the whole, dinner went remarkably well. My own
conversational efforts were not notably successful
—but that was because Patsy had placed me between

Jon, who was completely absorbed in Evelyn at his

other elbow, and Smith Plummer.
Smith Plummer. He was the sort of person who abso-
lutely defeats conversational leads. Each time | tried a
new one he would stop eating, peer at me with passionate
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attention from behind his spectacles, chime in, the moment
| paused, with bright agreement, “Yes—yes indeed. That is
so, isn't 1t?"—and then return to his dinner, his duty done.
I had the helpless feeling that Mr. Plummer was not under-
standing a word 1 said. Perhaps, | thought wildly, he's
stone deaf, and Patsy forgot to tell me—or else he knows
only one phrase of English. In an effort to test this hypo-
thesis, | cast about for some remark with which | ‘was
morally certain he would not agree—but when | had _su?—
gested that the next war would probably be fought entirely
underground, and that actually | thought the narcotics
traffic' was an excellent thing for the country, Smith Plum-
mer began to look at me a little oddly—and | abandoned
the whole thing. . .

After that we fell silent, and for the life of me I could
think of nothing further to offer save the sentence which
Donald Ogden Stewart suggests for such difficult moments
at dinner? “Hasn't the weather been warm (cool) for Sep-
tember _Ma¥]) ?” Fortunately for Mr. Plummer’s opinion of
my sanity the conversation "became general_ at this point.
Someone had asked Mrs. Lynn what particular type of
seance she was planning for us. i .

“Mrs. Elliot asked me,” Mrs. Lynn smiled charmingly at
Patsy, “if 1 would try my spirit-photographs. I'd like very
much to do that, providing, of course, that everyone is
agreeable?” Her dark eyes traveled about the circle of
faces, hesitated for an instant at Madeline’'s empty place,
and then came back to P_ats;/. “Would you still like me to
do the pictures, Mrs. Elliot?” .

Did I imagine it, or was there a shade of extra emphasis
upon the word “still”? How much, | wondered, had Mrs.
Lynn already gathered of the curious cross currents of emo-
tion which were gathered about that table? These mediums
were always clever, | knew, about patching together im-
pressions and chance information into a semblance of clair-
voyance. But perhaps | was w_rong% in thinking that there
was any particularly dire situation for Mrs. Lynn to divine
—perhaps our party represented no more potential trouble
than would lurk in any other group of persons casually
gathered together. Except for the symbol of Madeline’s
empty chair, we were, | reassured myself, a normal enough
dinner part){. o .

Patsy, at least, seemed to feel no hesitation in urging Mrs.
Lynn by all means to undertake her plan of communing with
the spirit photographers.

UST what is the system, Mrs. Lynn?” Evelyn Tucker
was leaning forward eagerly. “It sounds “absolutely
too celestial. Shall we see pictures of all the people
who ever lived in this marvelous old house? Or our dead
ancestors? Or what?” | .
Mrs. Lynn's smile remained unchanged before the girls
bouncing enthusjasm. . ; -
“As a rule,” she said, “these photographs reveal the fu-
ture_rather than the past.” .
“Our futures?” velyn's eyes were very wide.
Mrs. Lynn nodded. “If,” shé added modestly, “the stance
is successful.” L .
“Oh, but of course it will be—Pat%/ says you give abso-
lute revelations—isn't that so, Patsy?” . . .
“Yes,” said Patsy, and looked rather as if she wished it

not so. . . R .
We‘rxre_we to havethis session,” Jonny induired, directly
after dinner?” | observed with relief that his genuine in-
terest in any sort of psychic manifestations had quite ban-
ished the troubled lines about his keen gray eyes. i

“God, | hope so!” Jake Lecky's tousled head was raised
from his plate for his one remark during the meal. “Other-
wise | won't beable to stayawakelong enough to have
a future.” | "

_“I'm_afraid, Dr. Page,” Mrs. Lynn answered JorT's ques-
tion with a_shake of her head, “that I can't promise im-
mediate action. 1 had no time before dinner, you see, to
et things ready—and it's rather a long business getting

e photographic plates and the rest of apparatus in order.

“About as long, Ted suggested, “as a rubber of bridge?”

“Just about, | should say,” Mrs. Lynn nodded.

As a matter of fact, it turned out to be considerably long-
er. We had finished a second rubber when, Irene having
been persuaded to take my hand, | went upstairs to repair
what was left of my make-up. It was, | remember glanc-
|n%u{3 at the hall clock, a few minutes past ten.

atsy had suggested that | see whether Mrs. Lynn was
not r]earl¥ ready—and | gathered also, from the meaning-
ful lift of her eyebrows, that she wished me to report on
the state of Madeline. | had, of course, no intention of
executing either commission—but, as it happened, | was not
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to be allowed the privilege of minding my own business.

For at the very moment when | mounted the last steps
and turned into ‘the dim upstairs corridor, I was aware
that a door directly in front of me was being closed very
g||_Lr1]|ckIy and quietly. It was the door of Madeline's room.

ere ‘was, of course, nothing in the least remarkable about
that—but as | stood quite still, for an instant undecided as
to whether 1 should look in on her, m){ eye traveled down-
gvard to a small object which lay directly outside Madeline’s

loor.

It looked, in the half-light, rather like a metal blade
about six inches long. Instantly, in my imagination, it be-
came a dagger—a stiletto. | stegped orward cI|U|ckIy and
bent_ dovyn_—onl%/ to straighten abruptly and call myself a
;an‘glful idiot. The mysterious object was an ordinary silver
ork.

Had I only realized it—that innocent looking fork was ac-
tually a good deal more sinister than the dagger | had
imagined 1t to be. It was the symbol and clue to all_that
took place in the house that night—and if | had only picked
it up—if | had followed my half-formed intention of look-
ing into Madeline’'s room—if—But of what use are “ifs”?
The fact was that | turned away, in the relief of discovering
that | was not viewing some mysterious weapon, and went
directly into my room—firmly determined to keep my nerves
and imagination under bettér control.

my door, when | was once more aware of a quick sound
in" the hall. 1 looked out in time to see the door of
Madeline’s room close again, with the same quiet haste | had
observed before. 1 also saw that the silver fork was no longer
on the hall floor—and it seemed to me then that there was
a simple_and very obvious explanation of what had hap-
pened. The fork” had, of course, fallen from Madeline’'s
dinner tray—and either she or Carrie, the maid, had re-
turned to pick it up. 1 closed my door briskly, dismissed
the incident, and applied myself to the business of powder
and lipstick. . .
When | stepped out into_the hall on my way downstairs,
Madeline’s door was still tightly shut, and from the sounds
within of someone moving about, | jIL_Jd ed that she was all
Pgh%ed Probably, | thought with relief, she was preparing
or

H ARDLY had | snapped the light on and turned to close

i Patsy looked up from the bridge table as | entered the
living room.
“1s Mrs. Lynn ready yet?” she asked.

“Ve nearly,” 1 ‘lied cheerfully, “she—" The words
stopped short in my throat.
Madeline Page, fully dressed, was sitting near the fire-

place quietly reading a magazine.

“Why—Madeline—" my very genuine surprise gave me
an excuse for abandoning the sentence about Mrs. Lynn.
“How did You get down here so quickly—?” Realizing, from
her blank look, that this was the wrong tack, | shifted has-
tily. “Is your headache so much better.” .

Practically gone,” Madeline smiled at me with an ex-
pression which was, for her, unexpectedly calm and pleas-
ant. “Jonny gave me some medicine and after dinner |
felt so much better that | went out for a little air. That
seemed to cure it entirely.” . i

“But I—we didn't seeyou,” | was proceeding cautiously.

“Oh, you were all deep in bridge,” Madeline shrugged, “so
1 went ‘along into the ?arden,_ and came in just a moment
ago while you were still upstairs.” i

“Well—I'm glad you're so much better—” | tried to keep
my _tone from reflecting the racing circle of my thoughts.

‘Thanks, Sue.” Madeline smiled at me once more and
then returned to her reading. i

I stood quite still. For all the blunders and mistakes |
made that evening, | did have the presence of mind at
that moment to take careful stock. Who could it have
been that twice opened and shut the door of Madeline’s
room? = Who dropped the silver fork and then picked it
up again? And ivhy? Carefully, | checked the possibilities.

Ted and Patsy, Irene and Smith Plummer were at the
bridge table. Jake Lecky had been prone upon the couch
since dinner time. Madéline, accordm(]; to her statement,
had been strolling in the garden. That left Mrs. Lynn, Jon
and Evelyn Tucker to be accounted for—and | was inclined
to dismiss Mrs. Iaynn as a possibility. _Another moment and
| had determined on a plan of immediate action.

“Oh Ted,” 1 moved past the bridge table into the hall,
“as long you're dummy could you come out here and give
me a hand? There’s something wrong with the light—"

“Sure thing, Sue,” he followed promptly. “What “seems
to be the trouble?”
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Once outside, | seized his arm and held it nervously.
_ “Ted, there is something wrong—but not with the light
fixture," 1 was whispering rapidly into his ear. *“Some-
one’s in Madeline’s. room—I could hear them moving, and
the door—" | described what | had seen upstairs.

Ted turned to stare at me. i i

“Well, good Lord, Sue—it's probably Carrie turning down
the bed or somethlrgg—" .

“Maybe so," | nodded hastily, “but please go look, Ted.
I—I'm a little scared.”

Another stare.

“You—scared?" i

“Please, Ted.” | tugged urgently at his arm. “After the
way Madeline has been acting—I'm afraid she might—"
with a %ood deal of effort | came to the actual point of my
fear.I “Jonny,” | said, “isn't anywhere around—and Evelyn
—" | paused. i .

“My God," Ted whispered, “you don't think—" It was
evident from his expression that m¥ nameless, unspoken
apprehension had communicated itself to him.

‘ |—don’'t know what to think," | said, “but | am scared.”

This time Ted did not hesitate. “Come along,” he mo-
tioned me quickly toward the stairs, “we'll have a look.”

It seemed, at Tirst, that there was nothing in particular
to look at. The door of Madeline’'s room “stood slightly
ajar, and there was no light within. Ted turned to me.

“Whoever it was," | still spoke in a whisper, “is gone.”
_ Ted nodded soberly. “But we might well"—he stepped
into the room and snapped on a light—"see if anything is
wrong."

Carefully we looked about. The room showed not the
slightest évidence of any disturbance. Ted even opened
the closet door, and bent ‘down to peer under the bed.

_ “Well—" his face relaxed into a grin, “l guess we're
just a couple of nervous wrecks, Sue. There’s certainly
nothing fishy here."

But | was not entirely reassured. .

“Nothing,” |1 said, “except that the bed is not turned
down—so it couldn’'t have been Carrie | heard."

Ted refused to be alarmed again.

“Probably Patsy’'s ghost,” suggested lightly. “He
prowls, you know.”

“And “turns on lights, no doubt,” | observed, “and J)Ia
hide and go seek with silver forks—" | stopped suddenly,

aware of a noise behind me in the hall. .
With one accord Ted and | turned to see Mrs. Lynn just
outside the door. How long she had been standing there,
looking directly at us—how much of our conversation she
had overheard,” it was impossible to guess from her expres-

sion.
_ “Oh Mr. Elliot,” she addressed Ted without the slightest
indication that there was anything odd about our snoopin
or her w@ltchin?1 “1 was just on my way downstairs to as
gou to give a Tift with my things. I'm so sorry to have
een slow about getting ready, but I—” for just a split sec-
cond she hesitated, “l—mislaid some of my plates, and that
delayed me.”

'led crossed the hall after Mrs. Lynn to help her fetch
the apparatus. .

“You might,” he spoke to me over his shoulder, “go on
down, dSue, and round up everybody. Tell them Mrs. Lynn
is ready.”

1V

AT the foot of the steps Jonny Page was standing, look-

ing into the living-room in a pensive sort of way.

i \  “Hello Sue,” he turned toward me with a little

half smile. “When's the ghost party going to get
under way?” .

“Right 'now,” | said. “Ted sent me to get you—but |
didn't know exactly where to look.”,

“You could have found me any time,” Jonny's gray eyes
looked straight into mine, “wandering around Patsy's ex-
cellent garden—with Evelyn.” . o i

No doubt it was my imagination agam—thls time taking
a sentimental turn—but something about the way he spoke
those last two words touched me. The old instinct to cham-
pion Jonny came to the fore. i

“Jonny,” | put my hand on his arm for a moment, “I
think Evelyn is—sweet."

1 had expected, of course, that m%/ words would please
him—would make him think that at least one of his old
friends really approved of his engagement. But | was_in
no way prepared for the warmth of grateful emotion
which surged into Jonny’s smile. Odd to see his face, usu-
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ally so cool and competent, flooded with eager pleasure at
my simple statement.

“Thanks, Sue,” his voice was low, “I knew you would."

“What is going on out there with Jonn¥ and Sue mut-
tering at each other and looking intense?” Patsy leaned
back from the bridge table to peer curiously at us. “And
what have you done with Ted, Sue? We've played Slap-
jack for hours waiting for him.” i

“He's helpm? Mrs. Lynn bring her things down,” | ex-

lained, “and I'm supposed to round you all up for the
atal session.”

“Excellent!” Patsy jumped up at once. “Will you be an
angel and fold up thé table, Schmitty?”

TYes—yes, indeed.” Smith Plummer attacked the table
with such obedient vigor that I fully expected him to wrench
one of the legs off.

Under cover of the general bustle, Irene came over to

me.

“The next time,” she spoke between her teeth, “you leave
me stranded with that Plummer as a partner I'll wring
your neck. Of all the primeval bidders—" she was inter-
rupted by a plea from Patsy.

*You wake up Jake, will you, Irene? We'll need the
sofa to sit on." o

“I'll try, darling.” Irene forgot her irritation promptly.

“Now then—are we all here?” Patsy beamed at us. “Oh
—where’s Evelyn?” she looked at Jon, but before he could
answer there came a playful shriek from the hall.

“There you are, Jonny Page!" ~ Evelyn swooped down the
stairs to catch his arm. ™1 waited absolute eons outside after
you S|mpI¥ vanished. Do you think swains ought to act that
way, Sue?” Very wide-eyed, she appealed to me. “Jonny
steered me around in that divine moonlight and then, just
when | was all steamed up with the sheerest romance,
turned around and left me flat—with nothing to console
myself with except holding Isaac's paw!"

“lsaac?" | said, wondering whether by some remote pos-
sibility she meant that Ike, the body-guard, had been a
party to the moonlight stroll. i i

“Isaac Newton,” Evelyn explained happily. “My dog.
Patsy was a darling and let him stay here with me—don't
you think it's a lovely name? And it just suits him.”

“1 think it*s just too whimsical for words—" Irene spoke
unexpectedly from behind me. Her inflection came danger-
ously near to a parody of Evelyn's gushing style. “And tell
rl\Y/IEI ny dear, which™ is your favorite author, Barrie or

ilne?

ITH sisterly firmness | steered Irene away from Eve-
lyn's bewildered stare—and the sudden hurt look that
clouded Jonny's eyes. .

“You keep a civil tongue in your head,” | hissed at Irene
whekn we were safely out of earshot, “or 77/ wring your
neck.”

“My dear, ¥0u aren't defending that creature?" Irene
looked incredulous. )

“I'm just reminding you that she's Jonny's fiancee."

“Well, if your precious Jonny will go fortune-hunting,”
Irene shrugg'&, “he’'s got to expect a few dirty cracks."
As Ted ant rs. Lynn appeared, laden down with various
objects mysteriously shrouded in white wrappings, we
settled ourselves on” the sofa—Irene being careful "to get
the place next to Jake Lecky. “At any rate,” she whis-

red one last remark to me, “there is one consolation about

velyn Tucker, She's so damned coy she puts our Patsy
completely in the shade.”

Annoyed as | was with Irene at that moment, | had to
agree with what she said. It %es rather satisfying to see
Patsy defeated at her own game of child-like” innocence.
But even as | reflected on this, | was aware of a new ques-
tion which formed with dlsturbmé; ersistence in the back
of my mind. Evelyn_had accused Jonny of deserting her
in_the garden—and Jonny had looked straight at mé and
said with a curious level emphasis, “You could have found
me any time outside—with Evelyn.” Could it mean that
Jonny had come into the house earlier and gone, for some
reason, to Madeline’s room? But suppose” he had—was
there anything so sinister in that? Once and for all, 1
made a determined effort to banish my foolish fearfulness.
Jonny was safe, and Evelyn was safe, and Madeline, having
apparently recovered from her violent sulk, seemed pleas-
antly calm. She did not even look displeased when she
turned to see Irene deep in fond conversation with Jake.
| took a deep breath and concentrated resolutely upon the
business of tne seance.

Mrs. Lynn had ordered all the lights to be extinguished,
and in the darkness her deep wvoice sounded solemnly im-
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pressive  to our somewhat apprehensive  ears.

“The first thing,” she said, “is to have perfect quiet—and
attention. Whatever happens, | must ask you not to speak.
Now on this table before me, | have my spirit camera.” As
our eyes became gradually accustomed to the dimness we
could ‘see her hands movmﬁ quickly and silently to arrange
the apparatus. “If you will all move forward, we can look
down' through the lens and see the pictures actually form
themselves.” A A

There was a_muffled scraping of chairs as we obeyed.
Shoulders touching, we were grouped in a close circle gaz-
ing downward at what seemed to be an oval of blackness.
Mrs. Lynn's hands began to move slowly across the dark
surface. i . i

“If anyone is not prepared,” she said, “will they speak
now?”

Complete silence followed her words. For some moments
we remained thus—the hush broken only by the sound of
our soft breathing, In the stillness we were aware of an
occasional creak of boards—almost as if the old house were
coming to life—as if Patsy's ghost were really there, mov-
ing. with slow, stealthy “steps across the ancient com-
plaining floors. From very far off came the eerie whistle
of a train, the sound filtéered through the still night air.
As if that distant sound had been a signal, Mrs. Lynn
broke the long silence.

“We are ready,” her voice was very low.

HATEVER the tricks and fakes of the performance
W might be, there was an almost magical effect in the
~ atmosphere of dark quiet. Sceptical as | was of all
things spiritualistic, | found myself staring downward as
though hypnotized. At first thére was nothing—our eyes
strained Into the empty blackness of a deep dark well.
Then Mrs. Lynn spoke again. . .
“We are ready,” this time her voice was like a drone.
Far, far down—as if at the bottom of an endless tunnel—
flashed a tiny point of light—disappeared—then flashed

again.

g“That is the signal.” The slow circling movement of Mrs.
Lynn’s hands ceased. She reached out, and I felt her fin-
gers grope toward mine, clasp my hand in a firm, cold
grip. 1 have a mortal here in communication—is there a
message?” the question was whispered, low and intense.

Fascinated, | watched the point of light. It wavered un-
certainly—paused. X o i

“1 _have a mortal here in communication—is there a mes-
sage? | have a mortal here—" Over and over the toneless
words were spoken. Then gradually, almost imperceptibly,
the Iight grew and diffused itself into a dim glow whicl
lighted the circle and cast a weird reflection’ upon our
bent faces. My hand clasped in the motionless grip of the
medium was “darkly silhouetted against the "increasing
glow. After a time the monotonous repetition of the ques-
tion stopped and we waited silently.

“There is a message,” Mrs. Lynn spoke more clearly.
“There is a message forming for this mortal.”

In vain | searched the luminous circle, but not for some
moments _did anything appear in the milky, translucent
depths. Then slowlﬁ a shadow spread itself across the
disc, seemln? to work upward toward the surface in a net-
work of confused lines.

“Focus—focus the message.” Mrs. Lynn bent forward
sharply. Her hand tightened on mine.

The vague criss-cross of shadows wavered suddenly, then
fused into an outline, at first vague, of a human’ figure
surrounded by various indistinct symbols.

“You are looking into the future,” said Mrs. Lynn, “a
future which is filled with striving, with ambition. The
star of ?lo_ur success”’—her free hand indicated a bright
patch of light toward which the head of the figure was
turned—“the star is still distant from you—but you are
moving nearer. Behind you, all around you, is the shadow
of work—of sacrifice. You have abandonéd love.” The hand
paused briefly over a small blurred circle in the background.
‘The ring, symbol of love, is already fading as you pass by
on your steady course, Yours is a hard fate—but a very
clear one. AII these lines point dlrecﬂY to your goal and
star, and a year from this time you will have passed every
obstacle which lies between you and the bright light of
achievement toward which your spirit strives.” The low
voice stopped, my hand was loosed, and the image of my
future faded and"was lost in shadows. o

Another moment and we were staring once again into
the deep and empty blackness. Only the pin-point of light
remained to indicate that the line of communication was
still unbroken. In the silence that followed, | felt, rather
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F]hargi saw, the hand of Mrs. Lynn as it clasped another
and.

“1 have a mortal here in communication—is there a mes-
sage?” Again_the droning formula began, and was fol-
lowed by precisely the same flood of clear light, the slow
{ocusmg of a figure surrounded by the symbols of the fu-
ure.

I cannot, of course, set down here the several futures
which were revealed in the hour which followed. Since in
the darkness it was impossible to see whose hand the me-
dium clasped, I could only guess at the subjects of the
various c!)rophemes_. The central figure, which In each case
indicated the subject of the spirit photographs, did not
supply any clue in the way of resemblance—nor, in most
cases, could | guess from™ the nature of the predictions
whose particular future was being revealed.

There must have been four or five of these photographs
before the appearance of two images which, to my dyin
day, 1 shall never be able to forget. The first of them tool
gradual shape exactly as had all the spirit pictures, and
in the beginning theré seemed to be nothing distinctly dif-
ferent or alarming about it. There was the now familiar
central figure—distinguished from the others we had seen
onIK by the fact that it appeared in a horizontal position
rather than upright as the others had been. As the image
became focused,” however, two things became suddenly

apparent.  First, that there were no symbols in the clear,
radiant EI):jght of the background—and second, that the
figure had a recognizable face. Without any question I

realized that we were looking at a likeness™ of Madeline
Page—crudele/ outlined, but unmistakable.

For several moments Mrs. Lynn did not speak. Then, as
we slowly gathered the significance of the image before us,
the medium pronounced just one sentence.

“There is peace for this mortal, perfect peace—and—"
her voice quavered ever so slightly, “perfect happiness.”

The subject's hand was loosed, and at once the picture
darkened into obscurity—but before it was lost we had

ed quite clearly its dreadful meaning. The figure of

eline Page, eyes closed, arms crossed, was plainly the

iMYge of a shrouded corpse, set off from the radiant back-
nd by the outline of a_coffin. o .

‘1 have” a mortal here in communication—is there a
message?” At once the steady voice of Mrs. Lynn signaled
that she had contacted another hand—and the difficult
moment was passed.

Passed, indeed, so gmckly that I, for one, could scarcely
be certain that 1 had actually seen the gruesome predic-
tion. Evidently the others were also confused—for no one
made any sound, until the next image took form before us.

It was that final picture which brought, along with its
own horrible meaning, the true significance of Madeline’s
shrouded fate. There was a figure, this time upright,
poised upon a gallows—and above the head was suspended
a hangman’'s noose. Across the back'\glround of light was
scrawled one crudely printed word—MURDERER: Agle_un
there was no mistaking the resemblance of the image. The
head beneath the dangling noose was that of Jonathan Page.

This time Mrs. Lynn did not attempt to speak. For
one fateful moment we stared in silence—all thought, all
emotion suspended before the shock of what we saw. Then
a long shriek curdled the dark stillness of the room. | never
knew who uttered it. The next moment we were looking
downward into complete blackness.

“Turn on the lights,” the voice of Mrs. Lynn was barely
a whisper. “Turn on the lights—quick1y.”
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HERE was a confusing interlude during which some-
I one rose from the circle and

cF)roped toward a_light.
At last the switch was found—and in the blinding

flood. of sudden illumination we stared into one an-
other’s stricken faces.

Mrs. Lynn, pale as death, stood before us. Irene, next to
me, was trembling violently. Of the others, |1 got no clear
impression—save_ for the fact that Evelyn's head was
hidden against Jonny's shoulder—and that Jo_nnY, even
as his arms circled the cowering girl _protectmgz y, was
looking across Evelyn’'s curly head straight into the eyes
of his sister Madeline.

Curiously enough, it was Madeline who seemed least
shaken by the horror of what we had witnessed. Her lips
curled in a scornful sneer as she observed our stricken
expressions. i

“Well, come, come—" her sharp voice was unpleasantly
amused, “we don't a1 believe in spooks, do we? | thought
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only Jon and Patsy were silly enough to swallow the
hocus-pocus of a fake medium.” i

No one answered her directly, but her icy sarcasm was
not without effect. Gradually the tension lessened. In the
saneness of light—of familiar faces—of reality, the horrid
vividness of those two |ma§1es be?an to fadé. Someone,
I think it was Jake, laughec wea_kY.

“1 _guess—we are taking it a little hard,” Ted maniﬂed
a fairly natural tone. “You don't think—do you, s
Lynn, that we ought to be alarmed?”

With an obvious effort Mrs. Lynn rallied herself to speak.
It had been impossible todudge, from her pale, set face,
whether she had even heard Madeline's scornful rudeness—
but Ted's question seemed to focus her far-off attention.

“There is something in this house,” she said slowly,
“something—I do not™ understand. It seems almost as
though some fsfplrlt were trying to warn us—trying to
frighten us off by a diabolical joke—" a shudder ~ran
through her low voice. “l believe there is an influence
here—a secret force quite outside ourselves that resented
our intrusion into the spirit world—" she paused for a mo-
ment, then her wanderm(r; lance returned to Ted. “You
are quite right, Mr. Elhott,” the words were suddenly
matter of fact, “there is no reason for alarm. We must
forget what has happened—and only be warned not to pry
further into the secret of this house. Will you—help me
take these things away?” .

“Of course.”” Ted stepped forward quickly. Between
them, he and Mrs. Lynn lifted the ite wrapped ap-

paratlf(s. At the door Mrs. Lynn paused for one more
remark.
“Believe me,” she said simply, “I am very_sorry for

what happened. | had no control over the” images we
saw.”

There was a silence when they had gone—a silence
broken only by the sound of their retreating footsteps on
the creaking_ stairs. We all stood perfectly still, staring at
each other 'in a foolish tableau. And then—quite sud-
denly—the spell was broken. . . . .

“Well—of "all the rot—" with a curious little gasping
laugh, Irene collapsed into a chair. “And to think we ac-
tually fell for it------" .

“Hook, line and sinker,” Jake Lecky agreed with a groan.
“Good God—just look at me. It's past midnight and here
I am as wakeful as a bride. Patsy, my sweet, couldn't
you get me just a little drink to carry me off?”. He curled
up in a corner of the sofa and blinked appealingly at his

0stess. .

“Poor Jake,” Irene consoled him. “He's never been up
this late befgre.” .

Patsy smiled uncertainly.  “Maybe a drink would heg;
us all=" she hesitated, biting her lip, then turned sud-
denly to Jonny Page with the guestion no one had dared
ask.” “Jonny—before we forget this silly business—you
don't really think it was—serious, do you?”

ONNY did not answer at once, Very gently he disen-
J gaged himself from_Evelyn'’s clinging arms, reached for
a cigarette and lit it. The match in his hand was per-
fectly steady. He blew out the flame with a sharp breath of
smoke, and then said %uetly, “l do not, Patsy.” .
“Oh I'm so glad—" Patsy breathed the relief which we

sharech™nk,” jonny went On evenly, “that the spooky at-
mosphere_of your house was a little_too much for Mrs.
Lynn. Thesé mediums are always jumpy, you know—
terribly sensitive to any sort of strain or mystery in
the aif Evidently the [urking nervousness in_our minds,
lanted there by Patsy’s ghost stories, communicated itself
0 Mrs. Lynn and upset her usual routine. Fortunatel?/,
Madeline and | have good nerves and an_excellent supp 7y
of hard-shelled scepticism—isn't that right, Madeline?”
He smiled ily at his sister.............. . .

% St r?aﬁt,y my Geat »- Wiadéliiié's untalterin poise
was astonishing. ~That she, whose violent moods were
usually set off by the smallest provocation, should have
remained so coolly detached in the face of the grim warn-
ing image of death, was one of the most amazing features
of "that whole amazing night. Her calmness and Jonny's
were however, soothing to us all—and by the time Patsy
returned with the drinks our conversation had come back to
something_like a normal state .

Not _until after one_o'clock, when someone mentioned the
possibility of bed, did the subject of the double spirit
warning loom again. And then it was only mentioned in-

directly. . .
rgatgy, obviously reluctant to return to the topic of our
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fears, suggested that Madeline might like to change
[I)_Ia_ces with me for the night by sharing Irene’s room.
his would, of course, have meant that I was_to occup

Madeline’s room in_solitary grandeur—a possibility whic
| viewed with distinct disfavor. Before | could "protest,
however, Madeline settled the question with characteristic
abruptness. .

“If you're harking back to that absurd seance,” she
said, “you can save your breath. 1 shall sleep in my own
room—spooks or no ‘spooks.” .

Jonny ?ave her an approving look.

“I'll tell you what,” Evelyn spoke suddenly, “I'll lend
qu Isaac Newton. He's a perfectly marvelous watch-dog,

adellne—DaddP/ had him trained_for my silly old pearls
—but I've got [ke in the room right next to me, and |
don't need----—-- ” she got no further. i

Madeline, already at the foot of the stairs, turned on
Evelyn with one withering look of amused scorn.

“1T 1 were you, Evelyn,” she said carefully, “I'd keep
all Daddy’'s watch-dogs for myself. Some things are a good
deal harder to esCape from than trumped-up spirit
Bhotographs._" Halfway up the stairs, Madeline turned
ack and delivered her pa_rtlnlg shot. “I might say to all of
ou,” her smile was curiously barbed, “that 1 am goin
0 lock my door. So—if an hlng happens to me—whic
no doubt some of you hope will be the case—you can be
absolutely certain that the ghost did it.”

Vi

HEN Madeline had disappeared, Patsy turned anx-
iously to Ted.

“Do you think she'll be all right?” she asked.

“Of course she'll be all right,” it was Jonny who
answered briskly. “With her door locked—what could pos-
sibly happen? And besides, you girls,” indicating Irene and
me, “are in the room right next to her—and if she should
have nightmares about the ghost, just call me.”

“Well—" The concern on Patsy’s face struggled with a
vast yawn. “If Jonny thinks she’s safe, | suppose we might
as_well get some sleeF." She_started slowly up the stairs.

The rest of us followed, likewise suppressing signs_ of
weariness. We were, | suppose, too sleepy to do anythin
but gratefully accept Jonny's reassurance. At the head o
the stairs we separated with muttered good-nights strangled
by further yawns. o

Once in our room, Irene and | undressed in silence. Not
even the events of the evening, the strain of unspoken fears
and unanswered questions that had so troubled me earlier
could mar the relief with which | tumbled into bed and
surrendered my weary nerves to the comforting blur of

sleep.

I-E)w long | slept, | have never been quite certain. Nor
can | be sure whether the first of the ghastly sounds which
wakened me were sufficient to penetrate my drugged con-
sciousness. But | do remember, all too vividly, the slow
chill of sheer terror which spread throu%h me ‘as | strug-
?Ied up from the depths of dreamless sleep. Even before

was fully awake, that dull, monotonous, thumping sound
had all but frozen the blood In my veins. X

At first it seemed to come from within_the room. Wide-
e?]/ed, staring into the darkness, | lay quite still. For all
the mildness_of the soft summer night, | shivered uncon-
trollably—chilled to the marrow by the rhythm of that slow,
muffled pounding. Thump—thump—thump. A hundred fear-
ful |mages flashed through my mind. The ghost—the warn-
ing of death. And through it all | seemed to see, outlined
against the blackness before my eyes, the shrouded figure
of a woman lying, arms crossed, within a coffin. But this
time the cold, still features were not those of Madeline
Page. It was my own dead face looking down upon me
from the darkness. . .

I screamed—and it was as if the sound of my voice
brought me at last to full waking consciousness. The night-
mare vision above my bed vanished, and | found myself,
sitting bolt upright, struggling to force my sadl?/ shaken
wits into some sort of reasonable thought. At [east one
thing was clear. The sounds which had roused me were
no part of m Pani,cky imagination. There, almost beside
me, the dreadful noise’went on. Thump—thump—thump.

All at once, | knew what it was. The wall beside my
bed was the partition which divided our room from Made-
line's—and her bed was on the opposite side of the wall.
Unguestionably the sounds came from her room—from her
be brain, numb with terror of that hollow pounding

in the silent house, would go no further. From a throat
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which seemed filled with ashes, | forced one word: “Irene!

“lrene—"  Surely—from my feverish confusion one
thought emerggd—surel she must have heard me scream
—rnust now awake to hear the ghastly beating on the
wall.

No sound came from Irene.

“Irene!” Fresh panic gave me stren?th to leap from my
bed, supported my wavering knees as T stumbled toward a
light. “Why dont you answer me, Irene?” Still no sound
from the other bed. ~ At last my agroping fingers closed upon
a lamp cord. With what seemed my last ounce of strength
| pulled the switch—and stood staring and blinking in the
flood of light.

Irene's bed was empty.

UST how I got out of the room, | do not know. The next
thing | was aware of was my own voice—this time
itched to a feverish scream.

“Jonny—Jonny—where are you?”

And between "my _cries, delivered into the darkness of
the hall, 1 could_still hear the muffled pounding—weaker
now, but drumming as relentlessly as the thudding of my
own pulse in my ears. Thump—thump—thump.

Then—after what seemed an age—doors began to open
all along the corridor. Someone shapped on the hall Iight,
and | saw Ted's face, then Patsy's and Smith Plummer's—
all blinking and terrified. But not once did | stop scream-
ing until Jonny Page stood before me.

Sue”—his "hand was blessedly steady on my arm—
“Sue—what is it?” i i

At first it seemed to me that the silence which followed
his words was complete. Then, as the violence of my own
cries faded—I heard once more the slow weird sound.
Thump— thump— thump.

“Jonny—""1 clutchecf the hand on my arm. *“Jonny—that
pounding noise—do you hear it? It—it's from there—" |
pointed one shaking finger at the door of Madeline's room,
still tightly shut. ™Jonny—something horrible is happen-
ing in there. It woke me up—" Scarcely conscious of what
| was_saying, | heard my words, babbling and incoherent,
hurrying on_and on.

“Steady, Sue.” Jonny's clear grave eyes brought back my
wandering senses. “Steady.” He turned away as my voice
trailed off into one last quivering breath.

| leaned back, braced against the wall, as Jonny moved
quickly to the door. Vaguely | was aware that Ted stood
near me—that several of the others had gathered in a silent,
fearful circle. But my whole mind was centered on Jonny's

and as he slowly turned the knob of the closed door. "It
did not open. i .

“Madeline—" Jonny's voice was very low. “Madeline—
are you there?” .

The muffled sound of thumping paused for a moment—
leaving a silence which seemed to roar in our straining ears.
Then slowly, relentlessly, it began again.

Jonny straightened and turned to face us. Except that he
was deéathly pale, he gave no_sign of the terror which
bound the rest of us like an invisible coil.

“The door is locked,” he said quietly. “How else can we
get into the room?” X

“Through the window—" a clear_ voice _Ispoke suddenly
from behind us. Turning, | saw Evelyn Tucker—a long
satin robe clutched tightly about her.” “The window in
Jake Lecky's room,” she hurried on. “That door right
there—" hér finger pointed steadily. “You can get out onto
the roof and in through Madeline’s window.”

Without a word Jonny advanced toward the closed door
she indicated. The knob turned easily, and he disappeared.

“Here—let me—" Ted sprang to follow him.

It seemed hours later that the door of Madeline’s room
was_opened to reveal Ted's ashy face.

“Sue—" he motioned to me. “Sue—Jon wants you.”
~ With the slow, weighted steps of a nightmare | walked
into the room and advanced toward the bed over which
Jonny was bending. Madeline lay, her long dark hair
streaming over the pillow, her head rolled back—eyes closed.
The white sheet covered her like a shroud. Her still face,
drained of color, might have been the very mask of death—
save for a single sign that she yet lived. One_hand, limp-
wristed and as bloodless as her face, was raised against
the wall. As if with a will mde{Je_nt_jent of the inert body,
it rose and fell—rose and fell—striking the wall each time
with ghastly regularity. Thump—thump—thump. | felt
the floor sinking beneath me, the brightly lighted room
seemed to grow dim—to vanish, as the shrouded image of
Madeline had vanished earlier that evening. Then Jonny's
voice recalled me.
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“Steady, Sue.” Without looking up from Madeline’s face,
he seemed to sense my weakness. “I need your help.”

The blind whirling ceased within my brain. | think those
\_thrijfs from Jonny would have brought me back from death
itself.

“Yes, Jonny.” My numb lips felt like cold wax as | tried
to frame the words. “I'm—here.”

I was only partly aware of the quick motion of Jonny’s
hands as hé worked—but I could have cried out in relief
when, a moment later, he reached for Madeline’s arm and
laid i1t gently at her side. At last the terrible thudding
which had beaten itself into my brain stopped.

“Jonny—what is it?” | bent closer. “Is she—has some-
one—?"" The question faltered in my throat.

Jonny did not look up. i i

“1 don't know—" his low voice was still steady, “but I
need a stimulant—quickly, Sue.”

“Yes, Jonny.”

;@et my bag—in my room—on the chair next to the

“Yes, Jonny.” | turned and left the room, scarcely aware
of the white, frightened faces in the doorway, scarcely
aware of anything as | made my way through the hall and
into Jonny's empty room. My fingers closed stiffly upon
the handle of a small black bag.

VIl

HEN | came back to Madeline's room, Jonny was
WStI|_| bending over the bed where his sister la
white and motionless. | thrust the bag into his out-
stretched hand. Quickly he opened it and a moment
later turned to me with a hypodermic syringe in his hand.
“Sue, can you sterilize this needle for me?”
| dared not falter before the desperate look in his gray
eyes.
“Yes, Jonny.” .
“Then—hurry.” He handed me the syringe and a pad
of sterile gauze. “l don't dare leave her—for a minute.”
Stethoscope in hand, he bent over the bed once more.
Whatever nervousness | might have felt at making my
way alone through the dark rooms downstairs was lost in
the frantic urgency of my errand. Even when, havin
waited a small eternity for the saucepan of water to boil,
I fished out the needle and looked up to see a strange man
standing at the kitchen door—| was too intent upon
the importance of my business to do more than stare at him
for_one blankly startled instant. i i
The man, clad only in vivid striped pajamas, stood
blocking the exit from’ the kitchen, and returned my stare
with an impassive, heavy-lidded glance. Who he might be,
how he had come there, why he should be observing me
so intently—I had not the faintest notion. Nor did these
questions give me, in the stress of the moment, any par-
ticular concern. It did not even occur to me ‘to be
frightened when, as | approached the door—the needle
carefully poised upon the gauze in my hand—he did not
move aside to let me pass.
“Let me by, please—I must hurry.” 1 remember how calm
and matter-of-fact my voice sounded in the still kitchen.
He stepped back at once, and | hurried through the
pantry, the dining-room, the long hall—and finally the
endless treadmill of the stairs. Then, with a gasp of relief,
I put the needle into Jonny's waiting hand.
‘1t's the one hope,” | héard him murmur. *“She's very
low----—-"  The syringe sucked up a clear liquid from the
small vial he held. nother moment, and he h bed
Madeline’s limp arm with a bit of cotton—the needle
jabbed into white flesh—then was drawn out. A second
quick swab with the cotton—and Jonny laid the syringe
aside, reached for the stethoscope and placed it over Mad-
eline’s heart. One finger on her pulse, his eyes upon the
chalk-white face, he bent motionless—waiting—waiting.
From a little distance back we watched. | was aware of
Ted standing close beside me—of Patsy, Evelyn and
Smith Plummer—and finally of Mrs. Lynn. " All of us stood
still as statues, waiting—waiting. i i
Then suddenly Jonny moved—said something under his
breath—and | craned forward anxiously. Madeline's face,
a moment before as white as marble, was flushed with a

faint color. Her eyelids fluttered—almost opened—then
rested once more quietly closed. o

“Oh—she’s alive-----"" The long, quivering breath came
from Patsy.

I turned "to echo her words, to see Ted's comforting hand
upon hers, to_hear Smith Plummer’s incoherent words of
relief. Only Evelyn Tucker and Mrs. Lynn remained silent
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—still tensely motionless, their expressions mask-like.

“Ted—" over his shoulder, Jonny spoke abruptly. “Is
there a doctor in the village here?"

“l—why, yes,” Ted's answer indicated his surprise.

“Then call him—right away.” Replacing the ear-piece
of the stethoscope, Jonny returned his attention to his
atient.

P I saw the look of puzzled confusion which passed between
Ted and Patsy.

“You—want me to call a doctor?” Ted repeated blankly.

Jonny rebuked him with one sharBeglar_\ce. .

“Yes—" his tone was crisp, “and quick about it.”

Without further hesitation, Ted left the room.

“What on earth?” when he had gone, Patsy moved
closer and murmured in my ear. “When Madeline is coming
around all rlght—wh;/ in the world should Jonny drag
in the village doctor?”

My only answer was a helpless shrug. X

AS if he had heard her whispered words, Jonny straight-
ened slowly and faced Patsy with a grave look:

HINK—I hope,” he spoke deliberately, “that Made-
ine’s all right. She will be if—" a fri% tening hesita-
ion, “if_her heart will stand it. But 1 can't take the

ponsibility alone—" again the weighted pause, “if any-

thing goes wrong. That's why,” he finished quietly, “1 want

your doctor.”

“Yes, Jonny—" Patsy sounded abashed. *“l—understand,
of course.” .

In the pause which followed her words, I ventured a
question. )

“Jonny—do you know what—" 1 hesitated, “what hap-

pened to Madeline?” i
_For a moment Jonny looked straight at me. Then he
sighed—a long, heavy “sigh.

‘I can only guess,” he said slowly, “that she must have
had a shock of some sort—a terrific shock. What it could
have been”—his hand passed across his eyes in a gesture
of utter weariness—“1 cannot imagine.” i

“But she is better—isn't she?” "I looked again at Mad-
eline’s face. The ghastly pallor was quite gone, and she
seemed now to be quietly sleeping.

“Yes—” Jonny's tone was stran%ely heavy as he answered
my hopeful question. “She’s better—I think—" his voice
trailed away into silence. i

Slowly hé turned, surveyed the patient for a moment,
then began, with methodical care, to collect the drugs and
instruments which lay on the bed and table—and to replace
them neatly in the "black case. He seemed, in the pre-
occupation of the task, to have quite forgotten the five
of us who still stood anxiously within the small room.

Even when Ted returned, ‘after many shouted explan-
ations into the telephone, to announce that the local doctor
was on his way—Jonny barely nodded without looking up.

_Gradually—rather awkwardly—we began to disperse.
Since there appeared to be nothing special for us to do
at the moment, we gathered in the hall outside, feeling
suddenly aimless after the confusion and strain of the
past half-hour. 3 )

In subdued and_ fragmentary whispers we discussed
Madeline’s frightening attack—asked ourselves futile ques-
tions as to what could possibly have occurred to shock her
almost literally to death. . .

Suddenly, 1n the midst of some wandering suggestion
from Smith Plummer, Patsy clutched my arm.

“Good heavens, Sue,” shé said, “where is lrene?”

Irene. In a flash 1 remembered the empty bed in our
room—realized that through all the excitemént and noise
she had not appeared.

“1—I don’'t Know.” | faced Patsy blankly. “Her bed was
em(;ly when that terrible pounding noise awakened me—
and—" | stared helplessly around, ™ she simply isn't here.”

“But—Good God, Sue—" Ted faced me in obvious alarm.

“Why didn’'t you say something before?” .
“X_simply forgot 1t. With all the shock of that horrible
noise, and then finding Madeline, and trying to help—" 1

spoke in all honesty, but it was evident from' the faces be-
fore me that my words_carried little conviction.

“l don't see how—" Ted began angrily, but Patsy cut
him_short. . . .

“Never mind what you dont see, Ted. The thing to do
now is to find Irene. ~Goodness knows what might have—
happened to her,” PatsYs tone indicated the renewed ap-
prehension which we all shared. No_one of us voiced our
precise fears, but in each of our minds was the memory
of Madeline’s death-like coma—and the horrible suspicion
that whatever fiendish mischief had so frightened her
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might also be responsible for Irene’s disappearance.

“What shall we do, Ted?” Instinctively I turned to him.

_“She—must be in the house somewhere.” | sensed the
difficulty with which he attempted to keep his voice calm.

“So the sensible thing is to go through each room. You
can start with the rooms up here,” he addressed Smith
Plummer, “and I'll go downstairs. You girls can either
wait here or trail along if you'd rather.”

“We'll helf(), of course,” Mrs. Lynn, silent until that
moment, spoke quietly.

“Of course we will—" Evelyn Tucker's voice was only
a shadow of her usual gushing enthusiasm. No_one had
Pald anK particuliar attention to her, but | realized that
or all her quietness she must have been badly upset by
the dreadful events of the night. No doubt she had never,
in all her sheltered Tucker life, been involved in anythin
like this nightmare of mystery and fear. But, for tha
matter—I checked sudden sympathy, abruptly—neither had
any of the rest of us.

As the others divided into two groups to begin the
search, | hesitated.

“1 think | ought,” | said, “to stay here, in case Jonny
should need me for anything.”

No one paused to answer me. i

“There's Jake Lecky,” Patsy was speaking to Ted as
they started downstairs, “he’'s not around either.”

“He's asleep,” from half-way down the steps | heard Ted’s
prompt answer. “When Jonny and 1 went through his
room to get out on the porch roof he never even stirred.”

Left alone, | stood for a moment waiting. Save for the
quick, cwlet steps of the searchers moving from room to
room, the house was still. Once | heard Evelyn's voice
call sharply: “Irene—" then a pause, and Smith” Plummer
said, “ She's not here.”

Suddenly the tension seemed unbearable—the back of m
neck ached with the stiffness of taut nerves as | waited,
hoping for and yet fearing the moment when someone
would” say, “Heré she is.” "1 simply could not face the
thought of what they might find. Abruptly | turned and
started into Madeline’s room.

VIl

ment whether to trouble Jon by mentioning our latest
apprehension over Irene's disappearance. But when
onny turned from the bed to see me standing in the
doorway,” my doubts were settled by one glance at his
troubled face. Every thought of Irene was swept from my
mind by a wave of pl%for Jon. . i

“Why hello, Sue,” the voice was as weary as his white
face looked. “l—didn’'t know you were there.”

“1 thought you might want me, Jonny,” | struggled to
keep my tone casual. “How is Madeline now?”

“Just the same.” Jonny shook his head soberly. *“Her
reaction to the stimulant”was good—but her heart—" he
S|ghed, “I'm not sure yet, Sue.” .

*You can't mean,” earfuIIP/ | formed the question, “that
this—this shock may be fatal?” i .

“1_mean,” the tired_gray eyes met mine steadily, “that
I'm frightened, Sue. at's why | had Ted send for the
other doctor.” i

“But Jonny—what could have happened to give her
such a terrible shock?” My eyes searched Jonny's face—
imploring. an answer, Some explanation which would end
my creeping fear that some nameless, disembodied horror
was stalking the old house. Madeline’s last words, as she
had mounted the stairs to go to her room, came back to me
with awful clarity. “If an_Ythm happens to me—which no
doubt some of you hope will be the case—you can be abso-
lutely certain that the ghost did it.” Had Madeline really
feared a fulfillment of the shrouded death pictured for her
—or were those final words mmp&y a defiance of the ghosts
in which she did not believe? Did she suspect some danger
from one of us, perhaps—someone who had tried to fright-
en her by faking the dreadful prophecy? And, in either
case, why had she insisted on going to her room alone?
Was it again defiance of ghost and mortal alike—or was
it some weird perversity by which she hoped to bring
heaven knew what trouble upon us all? .

Out of the confusion of these questions my mind groped
for some clue of reason—some answer. But Jonny's reply
gave me none. i .

“l—don't know, Sue,” the words were spoken with a quiet
finality. “1 don't know—anything.”

For”a minute we stood togethegr' by the bed. Madeline

I N the doorway | hesitated briefly, uncertain for the mo-
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lay exactly as before, her eyes closed, her breath coming
lightly from between parted lips. She seemed as if asleep
—as 1f a touch, a sound, would rouse her to consciousness
once more. And yet she did not stir when Jonny lifted her
wrist to take the Pulse. .

“Oh, if she would only wake up—" on a sudden impulse |
spoke, “if she could only tell us—" | stopped abruptly be-
fore the look which Jonny turned on me.

eemed as if my words had touched off some hidden
ring of emotion in him—some raw nerve which lay
jPst _beneath the calm surface of his manner. For the

“Did the room have any light in it?”

“No. | stepped in to find the switch—and stumbled over
—her.” For the first time Mrs. Lynn's voice faltered. “l—
I'm afraid she’s dead, Doctor.”

.For a moment Jonny did not speak, then at last he raised
his eyes and nodded slowly.

“I'm afraid she is,” he said graveIY.

At that a fresh cry rose from Evelyn Tucker.

“And it was me they meant to Kill, Jonny,” she said
wildly, “it was me they were after—”"

“Stop it, Evelyn—"" Jonny’'s voice cut sharply through
her words. “ She—she's hysterical, of course.” His explana-

k in his gray eyes that halted my speech was one of tion, delivered to us over ‘Evelyn's head, was curiously curt.

desperate, unmistakable fear. It flashed for only a second,
then was lost. . .

“Yes,” said Jonny in a perfectly natural tone, “if she
could only tell us.” X
. He turned back to Madeline, and | was left—not for the
first time that night—in helpless doubt. Left to wonder
what that look could have meant—to wonder if, indeed, |
fhad really seen, or only imagined the momentary flash of
ear.

Presently Jonny looked past me into the hall.

“Where are the others?" he asked.
| realized with a guilty pang that | had, for the second
time, quite forgotten the mysterious dlsapBearance of Irene.
Hastily 1 began to explain to Jonny—but before | had
spoken half a dozen words, a sudden burst of sound from
the hall broke in upon us.

“What's that?” Jonny demanded sharply. i

“It must be—" | was already at the door, “it must be
Irene—they've found her—" the words were frozen on my
lips as | looked down the long hall toward an open door at
the far end. No person was In sight, but from the lighted
room came the sound of excited voices. A woman's voice,
hlgr'w)ltched and shrill, rang through the corridor.

‘My God—she’s dead!” . .

Sormehow, in the quivering silence which followed that
cry, | forced myself on trembling knees down the length
of hall which stretched between me and the lighted door-
way. No one moved, no one spoke as | advanced into the
room. It seemed to me that the shrill words, uttered a few
moments earlier, had robbed me of all power to think. As
if my head were an empty, echoing space, | could hear the
cry over and over again. "My she’s dead! My God—
she's dead!” . i

Then slowly, as if from very far away, a small, irrelevant
thought began to worm its way into the blankness of my
mind. Before me in the room,” three people were bending
over a woman's body lying prone and lifeless on the floor.
And the body was covered with a cotton nightgown. A
cotton gown. It was the sight of that gown which finally
roused me from the nightmarish certainty that Irene was
dead. It couldn’t be Irene who lay there In a cotton gown
—Irene would be wearing silk, pink silk. Irene wasn't dead.

But someone was. y sudden relief was checked by the
fact of the still figure in the cotton gown. | advanced a
step and leaned down to peer at the head. Nothing could
be seen save a swirl of tangled gray hair which covered the
face and heavy shoulders. 0 “could it be? eyes
traveled upward to the others who, like myself, were
gathered around the figure. Smith Plummer, "Mrs. Lynn
and Evelyn Tucker. It was the face of Evelyn Tucker that
held me.  She was cryin reat silent tears which coursed
over her smooth round cheeks and splashed upon her satin

robe.

“Evelyn”—I laid my hand gently on her shoulder—“who
is it?”

“It should be—me.” With startlin
burst from the sobbing girl. “Oh—

have been me.” .
“Steady, Evelyn—" from the doorway behind us came

the &L]JEtJ voice of Jonny Page.

suddenness the words
Inna darling—it should

onny!” Witha final sob, Evelyn turned and flung
herself into his arms. “Jonny, they've killed Minna in-
stead of me.”

Over the blond head bent against his shoulder 1 saw
Jonny's grave eyes rest upon the prostrate figure.

“It's Minna,” he said slowly, “Evelyn’s maid. Does any-
one know what happened?” . i

“We found her—just like this, Dr. Page,” it was Mrs.
Lynn who answered, “when we came in here to look for

rs. Elliot’s sister Irene.” . i

“Was the door locked?” Jonny's eyes did not lift from
the figure at our feet.

“No.” said Mrs. Lynn.
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“See here, Mrs. Lynn, will you take Evelyn into another
room—and have her lie down a while? The shock—has
been too much.”

“Certainly, Dr. Page.”
once, and between them she and Jonny
the room.

When Jonny came back he knelt beside the prone figure,
and with a swift gesture swept the gray hair away from
Minna’s face. For one awful moment, before | looked away,
(I:| V\{ﬂs aware of the staring eyes—the contorted face of

eath.

“You were right,” Jonny straightened abruptl¥, “she's
dead. Will you Iglve me a hand?” He motioned to Smith
Plummer. “We'll"have to put her on the bed.” Suddenly he
seemed aware that | was still within the room. *“Sue—
go outside and wait in the hall—and close the door.”

| obeyed at once—but if Jonny had hoped to_spare me a
further shock by ordering me from the room, his plan went
sadly amiss. For it was as | swung the door back from
the wall to close it behind me that 1 found myself looking
straight down into the white still face of my’ sister Irene
where she lay, crumpled in an unconscious heap behind the
bedroom door.

“Oh—Jonny—" | remember how far away
?%ur;ged as I stood pointing weakly down at the
igure.

Then | can recall nothin

Mrs. Lynn stered forward at
ed Evelyn from

voice
uddled

t save that someone took hold
of my shoulders, and guided my faltering steps to a chair
where | sank down—e[)(/es closed, and struggled with the
whirlin%vwaves of black dizziness which seemed to rise up
and drown me.

X

UE—Irene is all right. She has only fainted. Sue—
Irene is all right. “She has only fainted.”
Long before”| had the strength to open my eyes, |

. could hear an earnest voice repeating those words
with the monotony of a phonograph record caught in one

roove. Gradually the words ceased to be only a meaning-
ess sing-song, and | realized, for the second time that
night, that Irene was not dead. | realized further that |
was stretched out on a bed—that | too must have fainted.
1 opened my eyes, and found myself staring upward into
the blinking, owl-like face of Smith Plummer. Somehow it
struck me as on absurd anti-climax. | uttered a strangled
sort of sound, intended to be a laugh. i

The effect of my unexpected Treaction upon Smith
Plummer was El_alnly one of alarm.. He started back, his
pale eyes blinking even more rapidly, and then, as if
remembering instructions, he took up the diligent refrain
once more. “Sue—Irene is all right.” She has only—"

_ With an effort |1 smothered the rising hysteria of that
impulse to laugh, and managed a small gesture to indicate
that | had understood.

“It—it's all right,” | said weakly. “You needn't say that
any more.” ) ] .

My effort at rationality seemed only to nonplus Smith
Plummer further.

“Oh—" he said, and paused. After a moment he added,
“Dr. Page told_me to keep saying that until you woke up.”
Then he fell silent again. It was evident that Jonny’s in-
structions had not proceeded beyond this point, and that
Snlltth Plummer had not the vaguest idea what to do
next.

For a long moment we faced each other in silence. Then,
rather awkwardly, Smith Plummer leaned toward me.

r‘.‘tA_re you—feeling better?” His tone was touchingly un-
certain.

“Oh, yes,” | struggled to make my words firm and re-
assurlnlg—and then repented the effort. But after another
interval’ of embarrassed silence | began to be certain of
returning strength.
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“What's going on,” |1 opened my eyes again and nodded
toward the hall, “out there?” K .

“1 don't know.” Smith Plummer shook his head uneasily.
“They—they've sent for the police, of course.”

The police—of course. | lay back wearily and wondered
what further horrors we would be put through that night.
Madeline Paﬁe near death from some mysteriously fright-
ful shock—the gray-haired Minna lying dead in "a cotton
nightgown—Irene huddled unconscious _behind a bedroom
door.~ And now—I drew one long qu]nvermg sigh—the police.
| felt prophetically certain, at that moment, that their
lumbering questions and suspicions would be quite helpless
before the nameless horror which had invaded the old
house—horror beginning with Madeline’'s hysterical words
on the porch that afternoon: “danger and death”. Horror
that had stalked us relentlessly thrpugh the strange and
terrible warning of Mrs. Lynn's spirit camera—and then
gad hovertaken us while the household slept.

eath.

Danger and

ROM the hall outside my room where | lay | could hear
Fsubdued voices, ceaseless footst_eﬁs passing back and
forth—voices and footsteps which sounded an accom-
paniment of reality to my fantastic reflections. At length
the necessity of joining the bustling activity in the hall was
borne in upon me. | might be needed to help. Nor was sheer
altruism responsible for the effort with which | struggled
to sit up. 1 was no less impelled by curiosity. A score of
questions circled in mind. Had Irene recovered con-
sciousness? Was Madeline now roused sufficiently to speak?
How and why had Minna died? And what had Evelyn
I_Lljlcker meant by her insistent words: “They meant to

ill we.”

~Reluctant and fearful as | was to learn more of the
sinister force which had intruded_itself into our party—
still it was the strar‘)%e, fascinating power of those un-
answered questions which brought me the strength to
rise—to shake off Smith Plummer's timidly helpful arm.
~“I'm all right,” 1 answered his murmured deprecation
impatiently, and started for the door. Rather to my sur-
prise, | found that | could walk steadily enou'gh.

In the hall I came face to face with Patsy. pale and
shaken Patsy. .

“Oh Sue,” "she paused for a moment beside me, “are you
better now?” At a nod from me, she hurried on, “Then do
go in and see if you can quiet_lrene. She's saying the
wildest things and—" Patsy’s voice dropped sharply,” “the
police are coming here. She mustn't go on talking that

way.”

I¥ven in the stress of the moment | can distinctly re-
member making a mental note to tell Irene later that
Patsy, for once in her life, was completely shaken loose
from her cunning accent—and that she quite forgot to lisp.

“Where is Irene?” | asked. . .

“Down there,” Patsy indicated an open door, “in Smith
Plummer’s room.”

“I'll 'go,” I nodded. Then, as Patsy turned away, | held
her for one question, “How is Madeline?”

“Just the same, | think.” Patsy shook her head.

“She hasn't spoken yet?”

Patsy hurried on her way, and | turned down the hall
toward the room where Irene lay.

If Madeline had not spoken, cértainly Irene had. 1 could
hear her voice, rapid and feverish, even before | entered
the room, and the sight of her—sitting bolt upright on the
rumpled bed, (P;]esturln wildly—was a distinct shock. As |
approached, she clutched my arm and fixed me with ab-
normally glittering eyes. i

«Sue—you'll believe me—won't you? | tell you | didn't
dream all this—it really happened—"

Above her head—a Strangely disheveled head, almost
unrecognizable as that of the sleek Irene—my eyes met
Ted's. "He shook his head slowly in answer to my look.

Irene was_babbling on and on—her hoarse voice never
pausing. “Listen, Sue—you must listen. You must believe

“Of course I'll listen.” | sat down at her side and stroked
the feverish hand which still gripped my arm. “Now tell
me exactIP/ what happened.”

Suddenly Irene was silent. She turned to Ted and stared
resentfullﬁ_for a moment, then back to me.

“Make him go, then,” she said. “He won't listen.”

At a S|ﬁnal from me, Ted turned with a weary shrug
and left the room, closm? the door. behind him. .

“Now then,” | faced Trene again, “what is all this?”
My matter-of-fact tone seemed to quiet her somewhat, and
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she began to speak with more of her usual coherence.
. “Sue,” she said, “there’s something terrible going on
in this house.” i . . i

“That,” | observed drily, “is falrIK obvious, I should
think. But begin at the beginning. WI %_dld you leave our
room after 1 was asleep? Did~ something waken you?”

She nodded—solemn and wide-eyed.

“What was it?” . .

“l—I1 don't know. All | remember is being suddenly
awake—and | seemed to be listening for something. At
first everything was quiet, but after a minute—or maybe
longer—1" began to hear the strangest sound.”

1" leaned forward quickly.

“Was it a sort of—thumping?” | asked. .

“No,” Irene_shook her head positively, “it was more like
somethmgl being dragged—somethmg heavy. You know
o il

how the Tloor creaks—?"
| nodded hastily. i .
“Well—it sounded just as if some heavy weight were
being pulled along the floor. There would be a sort of

muffled dragging, and the creak of the boards—then it
would stop for a moment, and start again.”

“Where did the sound seem to come from?”

“The hall,” said Irene, “at first just outside our door,
and then, as | listened, it grew fainter as if the—the thing
were moving away. | got up and opened the door—”"

“Without “calling me?” i

“l]—I did speak to you, Sue, but you didn't answer. So
'It thought I wouldn't” disturb you dntil I had seen what
it was.”

T must have been obvious from my expression that |

doubted that point. But I made no spoken protest. After

all, Irene knew as well as I that | am not in the least a
heavy sleeper. | simply waited in silence for her to lgq)o on—
and after a moment she did, her feverishly bright eyes
never leaving my face. o

“Besides,” “she” said, as if in answer to my unspoken
doubt, “I didn't want to make an]y noise.” i

Still 1 said nothing. A little defensively, she hurried on.

“1 opened the door—very qmetly—and looked up and
down the hall. At first there seemed to be nothing there—
it was dark, of course—but after a minute | heard the
sound again, and something  caught my eye—something
white that seemed to be moving along the floor.” Irene’s
hand on my arm %rlpped me convulsively as she shuddered.
“It—it wasS horrible, Sue.” .

“No_doubt,” | said, without noticeable sympathy.
you stl_[l called no one?”

“But

“And you didn't turn on the light switch just outside
our door?” i .

“1 tell you, Sue,” Irene’s tone was peevish, “I didn't want
to rgelike any disturbance. 1 was afraid it might start
trouble.”
~ “And obviously,” | observed, “we've succeeded in avoid-
ing eall')trouble in this house tonight. But go on—what did

ou do?”

4 “1 waited’—Irene seemed unaware of my sarcasm—"for
maybe a minute while the white thing dragged itself along
toward the end of the hall—"

“Which end?” | asked suddenly. “The one where
Madeline’s room is?”

“No,” said Irene, “it was the other way—down beyond
the stairs.” i

I made no further comment. The room at the opposite
end of the hall from Madeline’s was, of course, the one
where Minna had been found dead—and Irene huddled
unconscious behind the door, . 3

“Then,” Irene went on, “while I waited | saw the white
thmlg disappear into the end room—and | followed—"

“Hold everything—" 1 broke_in again. “How did this
thln(}; manage to open the door if it was creeping along on
the floor?” . .

“1 don't know, Sue. The door just seemed to open itself,
and the white thing moved inside—" . . )

“Look here, Irene.” My patience was wearing thin. “Will
you please stop calling 1t a white thing. After all, if you
really saw it move—it must have been a person.”

“But it wasn't, Sue. Honestly it wasn't.” Irene shook
her head stubbornly. “It was ‘'much too small to be a
person.” .

“Well—what was it then?” i . i

“1 tell you—I don't know. It—it was LUSt a thmrI;."

~For a moment | stared helplessly. | knew that [rene
did not believe in ghosts any more than | did, and yet |
realized the utter uselessness of trying to reason with her.
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“Ver¥] well.” I bit my lip and was resigned. “You fol-
lowed the thing into thé end room—what then?”

“Then,” said Irene, “1 heard the most awful sounds—
not loud but terrible, Sue—and right near me. Sort of
choking and gasping noises—” Again | felt a shudder
run through her body. “I couldn't see anything at all—it
was even darker than the hall—but | could feel something
right beside me making these f_rlghtful struggling sounds—

‘And was it the thln? again?”’ | tried to keep my tone
from sounding too open g/ sceptical. _

“It must have been, Sue. After all—I followed it into

the room.” . .
“Yes,” '| said, “but there was someone else in the room
too. Had you thought of that?” . .
“Wh—what do you mean?” For the first time Irenes

fixed stare faltered slightly. i

“Why, simply that somedne was sleeping m the room.
You must know that it was—" | checked myself, suddenly
doubtful whether Irene did know what had happened to
Minna in that end room. “Never mind that,’ | finished
hastily. “Go on with your story.

“Well—" rather more shakily, Irene proceeded, | was
desperately frightened by that time. I—my one idea then
was to run out of the room and call for help. But when
I moved—I think in my haste | must have made some
sound—something reached out of the dark and grabbed
me. Grabbed me so tightly, Sue”’—Irene’s grip on my
arm illustrated her point—“that | couldn't move—and be-
fore | could make a sound something soft was pushed over
my face, almost smothering me. | reached up to fight off
the gag and | felt a hand—a man’'s hand, Sue—pushin
the thing tighter and tighter against my face. Then 1 fel
my breath going—and everything went black. With a
Ion(\;Nquivering breath, Irene stopped, speaking.

“What happened then?” For the life of me | could not
believe that her fantastic story was true, and yet she
told it with a realistic terror that held me fascinated.

“That—was all,” her voice dro?]ped to a dull whisper.
“The next thing | knew | was_ here in this room—and
neither Patsy nor_Ted would believe me when | told them
what happened. But you believe me, don't you, Sue? You
must know I'm telling the truth—" Irene’s eyes, wide and
intense, searched my face appealingly.

| took a long breath. N

“No,” I said steadily, “I don't. And furthermore —1 dis-
engaged the hot clutch of her hand, and rose—"1 dont
think” anyone else will believe that your story is the truth

— whole truth” . .
Kh\/?lhy—Eue—u‘t Irene shrank back against the pillows.
“I'm sorry,” 1 went on firmly, “but I might as well be

honest in warning you. The police have been sent for, and

you'll, have to explain to them how you came to be un-
conscious in the room where Evelyn” Tuckers maid was
found dead. | needn't tell you that no policeman in his
right mind is going to swallow a story as full of holes as
the one you just told me. And so,” | turned abruptly away
from the sight of Irene’s white face, “I'll leave yon to

think it over—and think fast." .

1 was half way to the door before Irene delivered her

arti ot. .

p “Aﬂgrlsgr}]t, Sue Belmont—if you wont believe me. then
ask Jonny if I'm not telling the truth.”

The savage thrust of her ‘sudden words stopped me short.

“What do you mean by that?” | whirled about to see
Irene crouching forward on the bed. Her eyes were nar-
rowed into_glittering slits. .

“I 'mean,” ‘she said, “that it was Jonny Page who Npounced
on me in the darkness and half smothered” me. Now will
you listen—you and your precious police?”

“Irene!™ "I made for the bed and seized her hunched
shoulders. “lrene—you're out of your mind. You can't
possibly know who it'was that attacked you in the dark—

“Oh_can't 1?” she flung the words at me defiantly.
“Well _Tisten to this. When' | reached up to fight off that
smothering grip | felt a man’s hand—and on the hand was
a twisted metal r_mgl. I hardly need to tell you—" Irene’s
voice rose hysterically, “that Jonny Page has worn that
ring on the’ little finger of his left hand for the past
ten years.”

A

"'T'T T ELL—?" Out of the long silence Irene spoke at
1/1/ last. “Do you still advise me to tell the police the
T v truth—the tvhole truth?” .

“l—oh, 1 don't know,” | wavered uncertainly.

Irene’s last charge had shaken me badly. How much of

her story was true—how much fantastically invented or
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imagined—I1 still could not guess, but | knew that if she
accused Jonny outright of half strangling_her in the dark
bedroom, it would set the police to hounding him. And—
desperately as | tried to fight off the thought—it was im-
possible not to see that certain other things pointed an ugly
suspicion at Jonny Page. The spirit photograph of a
hangman’s gallows, and Jonny labeled MURDERER, the
faint flicker' of fear in his éyes when | suggested that
Madeline might tell us what "had happened to her—and
now this wild accusation of Irene’s.” In a hasty and
menacing sequence these thlmﬁqs flashed through my" mind.

| straightened abruptly. e old instinct to champion
Jonny was challenged as_never before. .

“I'm going,” | said with sudden resolution, “to talk to
Jonny—now.” At the door | paused with one more thought.
“lIrene, have ?]/ou told anyone else about—the ring?”

She shook her head. i

“Then don't,” | said, “for another ten minutes,” And
without waiting for her reply, I closed the door.

Jonny was in Madeline's room when | entered. A glance
at the bed told me that the patient was still in_a coma.

“Jonny,” | said, “I've got to talk to you a minute—very
serlousl;/." i .

“Yes?” His tone was grave and quiet as before.

“1 want to warn you. I|—must warn you before the

olice come.” Briefly | told him what Irene had said of
he attack in the dark—of the man's hand and the twisted
metal ring. Jonny watched me impassively. When 1
stopped speaking hé said nothing. “l—don’'t know what it
means,” | continued slowly, “any of it. But | wanted you
to know—and be warned.”

“Thanks, Sue.” After a long interval Jonng nodded.
“l—" he hesitated. “You trust me—don't you, Sue?”
“Of course.”

“Then—go on trusting me,” his voice was very low.
“That's all | can say.” He turned away.

F 1 had hoped for his confidence—for some explanation

to prop up my wavering faith in him—I saw then that |

was not to get it. Plainly he had no intention of saying
more.

“But Jonny—ii 1 made one final attempt to reason with
him, “trusting isn't enough. What will happen when the
police begin asking questions? How will you answer Irene
when she accuses you of smothering her into unconscious-
ness in the room where a woman died mysteriously—"

“It's even worse than that, Sue,” over his shoulder Jonny
spoke gravely. “The woman didn't only die mysteriously
—she was murdered.”

“Oh—Jonny!” | drew back. “How—who—?" i .

“1 don't know who did it, Sue, nor why,” the quiet voice
cut short my fumbling questions. “But she was killed
about an hour before we found her—stabbed just below
the ear with a—" he hesitated briefly? “a long "thin blade
which penetrated the base of her brain.” i

“stabbed— 7 My mind flew back to the image of Minna
sprawled upon thé bedroom floor, her gray hair covering
gﬂe (?ead and shoulders. “But—Jonny, there wasn't any

ood.”

“No,” Jonny shook his head slqvvlé/, “there wasn't. Be-
cause the—theé weapon was not withdrawn, you see.”

Sickeningly—I did see. | swallowed with “an effort.

“Jonny,” my tone was as level as | could make it, “what
was the weapon?”

Out of a long silence the answer came dully.

“A surgical knife,” said Jonny.

“Was_it—yours?” i

“Yes,” again the words were duII—utterIg expression-
less. “It must have been taken from my bag sometime
before the murder.” o

“Jonny—" What reserve | had managed to maintain up
to this point was shattered suddenly. “Jonny, don't you
see how' dreadful your position is—how awful ‘these things
look for you—?" 1"paused abruptly as he turned to face me.

“Of course | see it, Sue,” the words were sharp. “Do
you think I'm an idiot—and a blind one at that? But
after all,” his voice drop)ped back into the old dull hope-
lessness, “what can | do?”

It was on the tip of my tongue to say, “You could tell
the truth,” but something in the weary set of Jonny's
white face withheld me. nd | had said, a moment before,
that | trusted him. When | spoke, it was to return to
the subject of Irene’s charge. . .

“1f she sticks to that story,” | said, “about the ring—
you'll have to answer it somehow.”

Jonny thrust out his hands for me to see.

“I'll answer it,” he said, “by that.”
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| stared. The fifth finger of his left hand, where for
almost as long as | could remember he had worn the ring
made of three twisted strands of gold, was bare. Blankly,
I lifted my eyes to his face.

“It's gone,” he said. i

“Do you mean,” | was frankly incredulous, “that some-
one took your ring?”

“It's gonhe,” he repeated stubbornly. “That's all 1 know.”

“Eut Jonny—you never take it off, do you? Even at
night?”

efore he could answer, there was a knock at the door.

h“Excuse me—" Ted entered quickly. “Dr. Jenks is
ere.”

his sides. He squared his shoulders and advanced to meet

the small, fussy-looking man who followed Ted—and |
marveled to see how effectively he was transformed from
the weary hopeless Jonny who had faced me a moment
before info the competent and assured Dr. Jonathan Page.

“Dr. Jenks,” said Ted, “this is Dr. Page.” . A

“How do you do, Doctor?” The small man raised his
beetling eyebrows and peered at Jonny. “Seem to be
having trouble here?”

“1I'm afraid_so.” Jonny nodded gravely.

“Indeed?” The eyebrows bristled’in a frown. “Well, now,
let's see.” With "bustling efficiency the little man ap-
proached Madeline’s bed, bent to take her pulse, and said:
‘Hmph.” He lifted one closed eyelid and peered, ’sa;%

JONNY’S hands, still outstretched before me, dropped to

“Hmph” again—and straightened “abruptly. “Coma,
announced.
“Yes,” said Jonny, “1—"

_ “Suppose you tell me, Doctor,” the older physician cut
in, Bust what you've done.”

“Dr. Jenks,” "Ted spoke suddenly, “I'm not sure you
understood me. This is Dr. Jonathan Page.”

Under any other circumstances the effect of Ted's an-
nouncement” would have been even more comical. The
little man’s officiousness popped like a balloon. The bushy
eyebrows flewr upward once more and remained poised like
two Iar%e question marks.

“Dr. Page—the surgeon?”

“Yes,” said Ted.

“Well now, sir—" the stubby paw of Dr. Jenks was thrust
out to shake hands all over again—as if he meant it this
time. “This is a pleasure, Doctor, a great pleasure. | may
say_an honor, sir.” . B

Thank you, Doctor.” Jonny smiled faintly. Now about
my sister—”

“Your sister?”

“The patient,” Jonny nodded.

“Ah—yes indeed. ost unfortunate.” Dr. Jenks shook
his head sadly. “Now—what is your opinion, Doctor?”

“She suffered an attack,” Jonny said. “As nearly as |
can make out, it must have been "a shock of some sort—a
bad one. We have no way of knowing what it was—or
how long she IaK here before sie could rouse anyone. But
shortly “after three o’clock this morning, Miss Belmont
heard my sister signaling for help.” Rapidly Jonny pro-
ceeded with the account of my alarm, of our finding Made-
line of the locked door. “She was extremely low, Doctor,
when | got to her. The pulse was faint_and irregular,
blood-pressure less than sevent)é. In fact, it would barely
register. | saw that the only hope of reviving her was a
powerful stimulant.”

“Of course,” Dr. Jenks nodded sagel)(]. .

“So 1 (P;]ave a hypodermic of strychnine—even_though,
with her heart condition, it was something of a risk.”

“Heart condition?” . . X
_“Dilation,” Jonny nodded. “Chronic mitral regurgita-
tion. Naturally, | was aware of the weakness—but under
the circumstances,” he shook his head, “there was nothing
to do but risk strychnine. She reacted, as you see, quite
satisfactorily so far as the stimulant is concerned. But her
heart—" .JOHUY sighed, “is making hard work of it
Whether it will stand the double load of the preliminary
shock—plus the injection—? Well, that's why | wanted
your, opinion—and advice.” -, ;

“Hm'm, quite so, Doctor,” the older physician looked
heavily reflective. “You were right of course, in riskin
the stimulant, but with a heart like that—" he shrugged.
“1 don't know.” For a moment the two men stared down
in silence at the still figure.

Behind the medical backs Ted and | exchanged a look.
We dared not speak, but it was evident that both of us
were struck by the same thought. Certainly we had not
known that Madeline suffered from any Sort of heart
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trouble. Perhaps—a possible_answer to a long unsolved
riddle flashed through my mind—perhaps that” was why
Jonny had always been so devoted to Madeline—had for
¥ears never been separated from her. But | had no chance
0 _pursue the reflection_ further.

Dr. Jenks was speaking.
been like this?”

“Going on two hours.” Jonny glanced at the clock.

“And there’s been no change?’ i i

Jonny sighed. “No change.” The stimulant has just kept
her alive—but the heart hasn’'t rallied—yet.” =

“Hm'm—" the older man shook his head, considering.

“We might try further stimulants, of course,” Jonny's
tone was doubtful, “but I'd like you to listen first, if you
will, Doctor.” . .

“ Ah—certainly, certainly.” From his coat pocket Dr.
Jenks produced a weatherbeaten stethoscope.  “Now
then—" he bent over Madeline, “let's just see—"

Ted nudgﬁd me presently. “1 don't think we need to
stay,” he whispered.

Nor did I. Neither doctor appeared to notice our quiet
exit from the room.

In the hall Ted turned to me.

“Good God, Sue,” his face was very sober, “does all that
mean that Madeline is going to—die?”

“l—don’'t know, Ted,””l answered slowly. “Poor Jonny.”

For a moment Ted stared curiously at me. Then "he
shook his head.

“Yes,” he said, “it looks—pretty bad for Jon.”

“l didn't mean that—" in spite of myself | answered
sharply. “1 meant—in case Madeline should die—"

Oncé more Ted watched me with an odd expression.

“Of course—" his tone was mild, “that's what | meant
too. What else, after all, could | have meant?”
~ “Nothing.” | turned away abruptly to see Patsy hurry-
ing up the stairs, her small face puckered with distress.

Oh Ted, there you are.” She clutched her husband's arm.
“The police are here—downstairs, and they want to search
everything and question us all. They say—" her eyes were
wide, “they say It must have been an inside job—but, Ted,
it couldn't "have been one of us—could it?” Desperately she
searched his grave face for some reassurance—and found
none, “Oh Ted—" her voice broke in a sob, “it's all so—so
horrible.”

“Take it easy, Pat.” He stroked her_shoulder gently.
“We've just got to face it, | guess. One murder, and
now—" checked himself suddenly, but | saw his nervous
glance at the door of Madeline’'s room. “Well, there’s no
use borrowing_ trouble—God knows we've got enough. Il
take the cops in hand, Patsy, while you and Sue round up
the others and tell them all to come” downstairs.”

With a final pathetic sniff Patsy nodded obediently.

“Come on, Sue,” she said. o

And | observed that she had recovered sufficiently to
remember her lisp again.

“How long has the patient

X1

the_living-room where the police were waiting with

their_questions. The early summer sunlight, pale and

slanting, made our sleepless faces look more haggard
as, in various degrees of hasty dress, we gathered In a
subdued and shivering circle. A wood fire and some hot
coffee, provided by Patsy’s bewildered maid, improved our
morale somewhat—but still no one had the heart to speak
in_more than gloomy monosyllables.

“Well—" The tall,” scrawny and ancient constable, who,
with two uncommunicative State troopers, constituted the
delegation of local police, surveyed us sternly and cleared
his throat. “Is everybody here, Mr. Elliot?”

“Yes, Chief,” said Ted. “That is, all except Dr. Page.
He’s upstairs with Dr. Jenks taking care of Miss Page who
is—very ill. They can't be disturbed, of course. The rest
of us—are rea((jjy." . . X

“Well—" said the Chief, and cleared his throat again.

“But we aren't all here, Ted,” from a corner of the
sofa, Evelyn Tucker spoke unexpectedly. “There's lke—"

Ike. Evelyn’s bodyguard, of course.

“Where is_lke?” . .

“Here,” said a curiously deep voice from the dining-room
door behind us. A X X

We all turned to see a smallish man, of indeterminate
age, dressed in dark trousers and a collarless shirt. He
stood quite still, apparently absorbed in a minute exam-
ination of his fingernails.

I T was _after five o’clock when we began to straggle into
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“That's lke,” said Evelyn Tucker, somewhat relieved.

Ted launched into an explanation of lke's identity for
the Chief's enlightenment. ~ At the word “bodyguard the
constable frowned ominously. .

“Bodyguard eh? So you “were expectin' trouble? i
_“You' see, Chief, MisS Tucker is—due to her—her posi-
tion, alwa1ys protected very care_fulll)q/—" With considerable
difficulty Ted managed to exglal_n the necessity of quardin
the heiress to_the Tucker billions, while the Chief, sti
frowning heavily, alternated his suspicious glances between
Evelyn and lke. It was evident that he was going to make
the most of this first clue.

OR my own part, | concentrated on Ike. It had suddenly
Fdawned upon me that this was the man whom | had en-

countered in the kitchen, when, during the n:\glht, «pnny
had sent me to prepare the hypodermic needle. Now that 1
had time to reflect, it struck me as very odd—that curious
incident of the man in striped pajamas who had appeared
in the kitchen doorway to watch me in silence, and then
when I had left him to complete my hurried érrand, had
vanished—at least from my mind—until this moment. Why

he been prowling about the house? How could he have
prowled very much “without being observed by all of us
who had beén, more or less constantly since three o’clock
that morning, patrolling the upstairs hall? The longer |
stared at Ike, still preoccupied with his fingernails, the
odder the whole thing seemed. Especially considering that
it was Minna who— ~ My train of thought was interrupted
by a sharp question from the Chief. i

“Where,” he demanded of lke, “were you when all this
trouble was goin' on?” o X

Ike did not look up from his fingernails.

“In my room,” he said.

“Yeah? And which is your room?”

“The one next to Miss Tucker's.”

“lke means,” said Evelyn, “that he was next to the
room that was supposed to be mine. As a matter of fact,
I traded rooms with poor Minna—" 3

“Oh, you did, eh?” the Chief's baleful stare shifted to
EveI%/n._ “And why was that?” . .

“I1€__it was because—" Evelyn bit her lip as if to steady
her voice, and then went on bravely. “It was because Minna
thought | would be—safer—in her room.” .

“Safer?” With obvious relish the constable seized upon
this second indication that the life of Evelyn Tucker had
been in danger. “Safer from what?”

“1—I don’ know_exactli;," the girl spoke slowly. But
when | went upstairs to bed, Minna was waiting in my
room. She wouldn't explain anything, but she told me that
it would be better if no one knew where | was sleeping—
and so after everlxgne else had gone to bed, she put me'in
her room—and_she went back to mine.”

“So—" the Chief looked greatly enlightened, “the room
where this Minna dame—excuse me—where this lady was
killed was the one you were supposed to be sleepin’ in?
It that right?” . . » , .t

Nes 9 Evelyn nodded miserably, ”that's right. Its
what [------ tried "to say earlier—when they found  Minna—
but Jonny wouldn't let me. Don't you see? It was me that
they were trying to klll—and—and—g—poorff Minna died
because she knew—" the girl's voice broke in a choking

“Sure—" said the Chief, “sure | see it.” He paused for a
moment to £naw his mustache thoughtfully. " Then, with
abrupt suspicion, he advanced on lke. “Looka here, he
said, “you’'re supposed to be this little lady's bodyguard,
ho"

“Yep,” said Ike. .
“And you was sleepin’ in the room next to where this
Minna was killed?”

“Yep.”
“We‘?l—" said the Chief, “you're a hot bo_dy%uard._ For
all you knew, Miss Tucker was bumped off in the night—
and _?/ou saY ou stayed right on in your room.”

Still not Tooking up, lke shifted his weight from one
large foot to_the other. .

“1I'm Miss Tucker's bodyguard,” he spoke with complete
indifference, “not Minna’s.”

“Say—what'd'ya mean?”
baffled look. i

“Maybe,” Ike's drawl remained unmoved, “I’'m a hotter
bod{guard than you think.” .

“Looka here, you,” the constable’s chin shot out bel-
ligerently, “quit stallin’ and say what you mean. Did you
know ich one of the ladies was sleepin’ in the room
next to yours, or didn't you?”

The Chief's glare took on a
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“Yep,” said lke with unaccustomed brevity. .
The direct answer did not appear to improve the Chief's
temper in the slightest. . i
“Well—how did" you know?” he demanded. “Did this
Minna dame tell you? Or Miss Tucker here?”

“Nope,” said Ike. . i

“Then how in thunder—” the Chief's voice rose to a
bellow, “did you know?”

“The dog,” said lke. .

“He means—” from between her subsiding sobs, Evelyn
gulpeﬂ(aﬁ explanation. “He means Isaac Newton. Don't
you, 1ke?”

“Say—" the Chief swung his lowering glance from lke
to Evelyn and back again, “will you two start talkin’
English? Who is this Newton bird?” B

“Isaac Newton isn't a bird,” Evelyn sniffed, “He's
dog, and lke means that he afways sleeps outside my door.
Isaac, I mean.” i

“Is that right?” the Chief demanded of lke.

“Yep,” said lke, with perfect unconcern. _

“You claim to of seen this dog outside Miss Tucker's
door—and that's how you knew which room she was
real\l)/ sleepin’ in?”

“Yep.”

“Is this here Newton dog supposed to be a watch-dog?”
. “He's not supposed to be,” Evelyn put in indignantly,

he is.

“Yeah?” said the Chief. “Well, what was he doin’ when
Minna got killed, then? And at were you doin’?” He
glared at Ike with renewed emphasis. “Here's_this Minna
with a bodyguard sleepin’ in the room on one side of her—
and a watch-dog sleepin’ in front of the door on the other
side—and she (};ets killed without so much as a peep out
of either one of 'em! What kind of guardin’ and watchin’
dlt() you call that?" The Chief thrust his final question at
lke.

OR a long moment it seemed doubtful that ke was goin
Fto answer at all. Then, shifting his weight carefully bacl

to the other foot, the odd young man raised his eyes for
the first time, and gazed at the hard-breathing Chief with
an air of magnificent detachment.

“My iob,” he said, “is to look after Miss Tucker. And
the dog’s job is the same. As long as nothing happens to
her—we’re supposed to mind our own business. And we do.”

“Well, for h sakes!” The Chief's eyes bulged. “ Do you
mean to stand there and tell me you heard a woman get
murdered—and you didn't do anything about it because it
wasn't_your business?” ]

“1 didn't say,” said lke, “that | heard anybody getting
murdered.”

“But in the room right next to you—" the Chief's rage
was degenerating into' a helpless” splutter. “You musta
heard something.”

There was another pause while Ike studied the angry
face before him as if he were looking at a stuffed bird in
a museum. i i .

“l don't hear anything,” he said at last, “that isn't my
business.” . i

“Well,” said the Chief, “I'll be—" he checked himself
abruptIK, ewdentl)(] deciding to abandon the futile topic of
what lke might have heard, lest he succumb to actual
apoplexy. With a final glare for lke, he turned to Evelyn
again. “You were in the room on the other side ‘of

inna,” he managed a tone of relative calm. “What did
you hear?". i

“1—nothing—" Evelyn shook her head emohatically. “Oh
—I would have done anything to save poor Minna if 1 could
have—but honestly, | "never heard a sound until Sue's
screaming woke us all up—"

“Sue?” said the Chief. “Whao's Sue?”

| spoke up, and it was my turn_to be glared at.

“And what were you Screaming for?” the Chief
demanded. .

“1 was awakened,” | said, “by strange sounds from the
room next to mine—and | was alarmed—"

“Well,” said the Chief, “thank God somebody in this
house heard something! Now then, where were these noises
cornin’ from? Minna’s room?” i

“Oh no—" | shook my head. “l was sleeping at the
oRposne end of the hall,”” Rather wearily | launched into
the story of my awakening, of the soundS from Madeline’'s
room, of my ‘calls for help which roused the sleeping
household. |I" had not the slightest_faith that my. evidence
nor the testlmonE/ of the others which followed mine, would
provide the baffled Chief with any real clue to what had
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happened in the house that night. But there was, after
all, nothing to do _hut to answer his questions, and | had
to admit that his |nvest|g$tlon, while hardly brilliant, was
at least persistent. By the time he had finished with us,
he had extracted a pretty thorough account of the night's
events, as set down earlier in this chronicle.

But of new evidence there was none. Mrs. Lynn, when
questioned about the possible meaning of the spirit photo-
graphs which had foreshadowed at least a part of the
night's dreadful events, simply shook her head and insisted
that the pictures were quite ‘beyond either her control or
explanation. And lIrene, in giving her account of how she
came to be unconscious in “the murdered woman's room,
stuck stubbornly to the incredible story which she had
earlier given me. As for the others, Patsy and Ted, Smith
Plummer, and Jake Lecky, they all disclaimed any knowl-
edge whatever of what had taken place—simply stating that
they had been in their rooms and peacefu I%/ asleep until
the” moment when my screams for Jonny had awakened
them. (The only variation in this account being Jake’s
statement that he had not awakened at all until Ted had
roused him for the business of police questioning.)

It was plain that the Chief was by no means inclined to
believe all that we told him. But it was equally plain that
he had not formed any constructive hypothesis of the crime
from either the truth or the falsehood of our various testi-
monies. When he had completed the group questioning, the
Chief stood for a long moment, gnawing furiously at his
raggrt]ed mustache. Then, with a last look” of dark suspicion
at the completely indifferent lke, he delivered himself of
his single conclusive statement.

“Well—" he said, “one thing's sure. It wasn't ghosts
that done murder. And if it wasn't ghosts, it musta been
a person—and a person leaves tracks.” He turned on his
heel and started for the door. “You folks stay here,” he
said, “while I go have a Took for the tracks. “There's no
use tryin’ to settle anythin’ with talk anyhow. Especially—"
with a final glare which included us all, “when folks “talk
too much. a)()be this Dr. Page and his sister will say
somethin’ sensible—but if they do they'll be the first—"
the grumbling speech got no further.

“Just a moment, please—" from the hall beyond came
a new voice. . ]

Another moment and the Chief stood face to face with
Jonny Page. A very quiet and controlled Jonny—but so

pale ‘and haggard that | barely restrained myself from a
cry of sympathy. . i . .
Are ‘you—the officer in charge here?” in a voice as

expressionless as his set face, Jonny addressed the Chief.

“I'm Jonathan Page. If you want to question me—I'm
quite ready. But for my sister—you are too late.” Still the
words were tonelessly mechanical. “My sister is dead,”
said Jonny.

X 11

EAD—?" echoed the Chief. . .

Jonny nodded dully. “Dr. Jenks is—with her
upstairs. He will explain anything you need to
know.”

Within the living-room we faced each other in stunned
silence.. Onlly Ted and 1, who had heard the two doctors’
discussion of Madeline’s condition, were in any way pre-
ared for this latest blow. But even to us it came as a
errific shock. Madeline Page dead—and nothing to ac-
count for it save Jonny's explanation that she must have
suffered from some dreadful and mysterious experience
which had literallv frightened her to death. i
_ “Oh, but Ted,” Patsy whispered brokenly, “1 can't believe
it. What—what could have—Kkilled her?”

Ted only shook his head—echoing the blank wonder
which confronted us all. . .

At the door, the Chief was asking the same question.

“But what could’'a killed her, Doctor? Was it another
murder?” . .

“We don't know what it was,” Jonny's wearily me-
chanical voice answered, “except that she must have had
some terrific shock. 1—I suppose it might be murder—if
we find out that the shock was delivered intentionally. If
indeed”—I saw Jonny's hand pass across his eyes—“we
ever find out now what—reall haippened to Madeline.”,

“Hmph,” a snort from_the Chief.” “I guess we can figure
that out all right—providin’ it really was some scare that
put an end to her—which I'm not sayin’ | do believe.”

“It—wasn't only the scare, Chief,” Jonny explained
slowly. “My sister had a bad heart—too bad fo stand any
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severe shock. Dr. Jenks, as | said before, will give you
the details.”

“Oh—ho,” said the Chief. He seemed to be having one
of his moments of enlightenment. “So Miss Page had a
weak heart, eh?”

“Yes.”

“Well—" Re-entering the living-room, the Chief planted
himself in the center of our circle’and surveyed us with new

interest. “Well—" he said again, “so the lady had a weak
heart.” He was obviousl tr}r/]in?_ to work up an air of
suspense. | thought, not for the Tirst time, that the Chief

must have acquired his doubtful technique as an investi-
gator from observing_the methods of movie police. This
meaningful pause, while he_inspected each of our faces in
turn, was evidently his notion of a third degree. “I sup-
pose,” he said at last, “that Ce/ou folks knew about the heart
—seein’ ag you're all friends of Miss Page—some of you,
anyway—

There was another pause—no one of us made any answer
to the general question. i ] i

“How about—" suddenly the Chief's finger was pointed
directly at my nose. “How about you, for instance?”

In spite of myself, | jumped. o

“1 didn't_know anything about it,” | said with perfect
truth, “until Dr. Page mentioned about an hour ago that
his sister had_a chronic_heart condition.”

“Well—" said the Cheif. “So you didn’'t, eh? And how
Ion%_ls it you've known Miss Page?” .

“Since we were children,” | admitted, “but nothing was
ever said—"

“Yeah?” the Chief's drawled question cut me short.
“And what about you—young fella’?” The finger shifted
suddenly to Smith™ Plummer.

_ “l—I never saw Miss Page,” the owl-like eyes blinked
|ndgnantly, “until yesterday afternoon.”

“And you?” The finger focused next on Evelyn Tucker.

“1 never did, either,” she said.

HE prompt_denial was obviously a surprise to the Chief
T—and, I think, to a good many of us also. Certainly |
. had not realized that Madeline and Evelyn were meet-
ing for the first time the evenm?1 before. .

Say—" said the Chief, “I thought you said you were
engaged to Dr. Page here?” .

1 am,” Evelyn nodded, “but | just hadn't happened to
meet his sister “until | came to this house last m%h —and
if 1I'd known—" she stopped abruptly and bit her lip.

“Yeah?” said the Chief. “If you'd known what?”

“l—nothing.” Evelyn subsided with a little pout.

“Say—" Very much to my surprise, the Chief turned on
Jonny who still stood in the doorway. *Why don't you butt
out and let folks finish what they re_sajlln’?" i
_ “l—don’t know what you mean,” said Jonny quietly. But
it was plain from the look on Evelyn's face that the Chief
had hit it correctly. Jonny had in"some way signaled her
to sto?] gpeakmg in the midst of her impulsive sentence,
“if | had known—"; and the Chief, with a hitherto un-
suspected subtlety, had detected the signal even though it
was delivered behind his back.

The first hint that the ﬁerceptlons of the local constable
were perhaps somewhat sharper than his face and manner
would indicate was surprising and at the same time dis-
turbing to me. If he should actually prove to be a sleuth
of any ability whatever, then it was inevitable that he
would’ discover, sooner or later, the several arrows of
suspicion which pointed straight at Jonny Page. And my
earlier conversation with Jonny had not’left me with the
slightest assurance that he could or would offer any ade-
quate defense or explanation for those curiously incrim-
inating circumstances. But | was relieved to see that, for
the moment at least, the Chief did not intend to linger on
the matter of Jonny's interruption of Evelyn's testimony.

Doggedly he returned to the question of who had knowm
the condition of Madeline’s heart. Mrs. Lynn, of course,
disclaimed all knowledge of it, and Patsy was in the midst
of an aineaImeg lisping denial when Ted broke in
impatiently.

“Look here, Chief,” he said, “there’s no_use going on
with this individual questioning. You're simply wasting
time. 1 can tell you positively that none of us had any
notion that there was anything the matter with Miss Page’s
heart. It's true that some of us had known her for years
—but no one except her brother was aware—" he stopped
suddenly—obviously realizing the implication of his words.
“—I mean,” the sentence ended lamely, “that questioning
on the point won't get us anywhere.” i

It was evident at once, from the glance which he turned
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on Jonny, that the Chief had not been deceived by Ted's
attempt to cover the unfortunate remark. .

“Well, now, Mr. Elliot,” his drawl was mild, “l don’t
Know as I'd say it didn't get us anxv\/nere to know that
Dr. Page here was the only one that knew about the lady’s

heart.

“But look here, | didn't mean—" Ted protested quickly.
“Naturally Madeline’'s own brother, and a doctor besides,
would know—" i i . .

“Sure—" the Chief cut him short with an amiable wave
of the hand. “Sure it's natural, Mr. Elliot. | was just
gettm’ things straight, that's all.” He paused to regard

onny with ‘a thoughtful air.

OLLOWED his glance, and observed with some relief
at Jonny met the look sqlu”:rely. He seemed, indeed,
mpletely undisturbed by ti
ndering statement. i

“1 think,” out of the long silence Jonny spoke levelly,
“that Dr. Jenks is waiting to talk to you, Chief. He will
explain more fully about my—my sister’s condition.”

‘Yeah—" the Cnief did not alter the expression of deep
contemplation with which he studied Jonny's face. “You
mentioned that already a couple of times.” .

“Naturally,” said Jonny a little stiffly, “I'm anxious to
et this business over with as soon as possible. You seem
o forget that it's my sister, after all, who—" His voice
faltered and stopped. “It hasn't been,” he added slowly,
“exactly—easy for me.” i

“No,” said ‘the Chief, “I reckon it hasn't. And I'm not
forgettin' it was your sister.” He gave the mustache a
final vigorous chew and swung away abruptly. “Come
al_orp]g, Doctor,” he directed, “if you want to get it over
with.”

As the two men stepped out into the hall, Irene rose
suddenly and followed them.

“Oh Chief—" She caught him at the door. “I wanted to
ask you if the rest of us might go to our rooms for awhile.
Yousee, we've had practically no sleep all night—and it's
been a terrific strain. | think we'd all be more helpful
later on if we could rest a bit—until you need us—" she
paused, head on one side, and gave him a fetching smile.

“You sure can, little lady,” the answer was unexpectedly

racious.
g “Oh thank you so much.” Irene started past him toward
the hall—and was detained by a grip on her arm. i

“When," the Chief added firmly, "I get through searchin’
the rooms. For now, little lady, you'll wait right here—
with the rest of 'em.” i . o A

“Oh—" lIrene drew back in quick indignation. *“But
that's perfectly ridiculous. You can't go around searching
rooms in a_civilized house—" .

“No,” said the Chief, “and | don't, either. But people
don't get murdered in a civilized house. You can just think
that over while you're waitin'.”

When the Chief had gone Irene returned to her place
on the sofa, still spluttering angrily. .

_ “The old fool,” she said, “rummaging around and think-
ing he's a great detective. | don't believe he has any right
to search our rooms without a—a warrant or somet_hm%—"

“Calmly, old girl, calmly.” From his place beside Ther,

Chief's reaction to Ted's

Jake Lec l))/eereac ed over to pat Irene’s head. *Remember
murder’'s n done and we're all in one hell of a jam.
Besides,” he yawned enormously, “1 don't think the old

sleuth’s so awful. He may even’find out something—if he
doesn't bite off his mustache first. Why should you worry
about a little harmless prowling? If you're innocent, my
sweet, you have nothing to fear—and if you're g_untY—" he
paused for another jaw-breaking yawn, “you’ll Simply learn
that_crime dogsn't pay—" A Yt .
“Be qw%t, Kake P Yrene shook off his hand impatiently.
“Can't you see that this is no time for your stupid

nonsien???" . . . "

I"Tooked at her in no little surprise. It was not like
Irene to speak sharply—Ieast of all to Jake. But it wasn't
strange, after all, that her nerves should be pretty ragged
after 'what she had gone through that night.” | wondered,
indeed, that any of us could sit there so0 outwardly calm
in the face of the ugly situation that confronted us. Mur-
der—perhaps two murders—already done—and the mur-
derer somewhere among us. | glanced about the circle of
serious, tired faces, and tried—for the hundredth time—to
realize the actual truth of that thought. A murderer

amontq us. . i
I tell you,” Irene went on presently, “there s no knowing

what that old idiot of a sheriff, or whatever he is, might
find up there—that would get us into all sorts of trouble.
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Honestly, Ted, | thinl
tive—or the city poli

“Oh for heavén’s sake, shut up, Irene!” It was my turn
to be irritable. “We're all in this mess together—and we
won't get anywhere by griping over the deficiencies of the
local police.” i i

“But Sue, you don't realize,” Irene persisted stubbornly,
“what that man might take into his head if he finds some
sHIﬁ/ business he thinks is a clue. After all, we may as
well face the fact that our party wasn't exactly one bl%
happ¥ family when we gathered "here last night. And i
the old snooper finds out that a couple of us were more or
less at swords’ points—especially after Ev—" she checked
her words at a warning kick ffom me. “Well, anyway,”
she finished, “there were some pretty pointed differences
of opinion represented in this house last night—and |
think you all know what I mean.” . i

Before anyone of us could think up a suitably soothing
remark, Evelyn Tucker answered for herself.

“Yes, we do know what you mean, Irene.”
chin was lifted deflantl)(]. You mean me.” As someone
started to protest, she hurried on. “You all mean me—
you think | started the whole trouble by coming here—
just because Madeline didn't want Jonny to marr%/ me. But
she isn't the only one who hated me—you all hate me, and
you think Jonny is marrying me just for my horrible old
money. Well—1 don't_care what you think. ~ Do you hear
me? "I don't care—"_ The look which she flashed &t us was
still defiant but her |IFS were trembling dangerously. “And
you wouldn't dare talk that way, Irene Belmont, if Jonn
were here—” with the final thrust at Irene, Evelyn's out-
burst ended. Another moment and her small blond head
was _buried in her arms.

“Evelyn—" 1 leaned over to

irl's heaving shoulders.

k you ought to send for a real detec-
ce—"

Her small

ut my arms around the
“Evelyn—you mustn't take it

that way. Irene didn't mean that you were to blame.”
“Oh, yes, she did,” between her sobs the words came
brokenly. “She meant that if it weren't for me—none of

these awful things would have happened. And the—the
worst of it is—it’s true. It was my fault—but | couldn't
help it—1 c-couldn’t_help it—" Over and over she said it.
“It was my fault—it was—" i

Ngthmg we could say or do would stop the hysterical
words,

And, to be quite truthful, our efforts to comfort the girl
were pretty half-hearted. Sorry as we all felt, I think,
for her misery at that moment, we could not work up much
conviction in"denying that she had been the cause of our
troubles. For in‘our hearts we all believed that whatever
had actually happened in the house that night had sprung
somehow from the hatred and jealousy of Madeline Page
for_her brother’s fiancee.

Even as | continued to stroke Evelyn's blond curls, |
was remembering Madeline's face when she heard that the
girl was coming to the house. And between murmured
words of comfort, | could hear the echo of Madeline’s voice
when she had said: “Don't you know that Evelyn Tucker
will bring danger and deathto us all?”

X111

Y the time Evelyn's fit of hysterical weeping had
worn itself out,” 1 had made” up mind to one
thing. || was going to manage somehow to have a
talk 'with her—alone. Whethér there was any basis
of truth in the girl's wild insistence that she was to blame
for the night's double tragedy, I did not know—but | was
convinced that she knew ‘more than she had yet told us.
and it seemed to me that my one remaining hope of helping
Jonny lay in wmnlr]g Evelyn'’s confidence. And when finally
her Sobs” had subsided into a whimpering echo of their
former violence, | leaned down and took hér hand in mine.
“Evelyn,” | said, “don't you want to come out to the
kitchen "and bathe your face?” A
She raised her fear-stained eyes to blink at me.
“1—" she %Jl{)ed a little, “I'm all right now.”
“Yes, dear, but you don't want Jonny to see that you've
been crying—and a little cold water will help.”
her hand a_bit more firmly.
“Oh no—" she shook her head at that, “Jonny mustn't

| pressed

Know- . .
“Then come along,” | said, “quickly, before he gets
“Yes, Sue.” With unexpected meekness, Evelyn rose and
trotted after me

“We won't be’long,” I called to the others, if anyone
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should want us.” No one answered me. They were, 1
imagine, glad enough to have me take Evelyn in charge—
and %et her out of hearing so that they could discuss her
recent outburst. Only Ike, still standing in pensive silence
near the dining-room door, paid any direct attention to our
departure. |1 saw him glance at Evelyn as we passed
him, and then at me with slightly lifted eyebrows. It
was the nearest thing to a change of expression that |
had yet observed upon his impassive features. He did
not, however, make any move to follow us, and when I
looked back from the ‘kitchen door, | saw that he had
resumed his a‘pparently endless and engrossing study of his
fingernails. | made a mental note that, for one thing, |
would take this chance to ask Evelyn something about her
completely enigmatic bodyguard. i
hen she had doused "her face with cold water, and
smoothed her curls Evellyq/n looked a_great deal better.
“There now.” | dabbed her round, childish features care-
fuIIKAwith a kitchen towel. “Isn’t that better?”
“Much,” she nodded bravely.

ry young Evelyn Tucker seemed when she dropped
he"manner of forced enthusiasm and gushing which she
exhibited the night before. Quite as | had guessed
then, her silly chatterbox conversation had been part of a
deliberate pose, intended to cover up the mousy SImPlICIty
of her naturally naive personality. Which was all very
well—and no doubt Jonny loved her (if he did at all) for
this timid child-like little self that | saw now—but the
idea of talking serlousl){1 with her seemed quite prepos-
terous. It would be, 1 thought, utterly impossible to con-
vey to this child my involved state of mind toward the
problem of Jonny Page—my essential faith in him which
stru?gled_ with a_ growing conviction that he was en-
tangled in the circumstances of Minna's murder and
Madeline’s death in some way which he could not or would
not explain. 1 was, indeed, on the very point of abandoning
my plan to confide in Evelyn, when™a question from the

irl_surprised me.

9 “Sue—p" s?we was watching
wanted to talk to me—didn't i

I hesitated onl?/ a moment before answering. After all,
I might as well learn what | could from the girl without
divulging my own complicated suspicions.

“Yes,” | said, “as_a matter of fact | did.” | paused
then, not quite certain where to begin, and another ques-
tion from her startled me by its unexpected directness.

“Was it,” she asked, “about Jonny?”

| nodded. . )

“You're worried about him, aren't you, Sue?

“Maybe,” | admitted cautiously, “a little.” i

“Well,” said Evelyn, “I'm not~ He didn't have anything
to do with what happened, you know.”

“Oh, I'm sure he didn't,” I agreed hastily.

Evelyn looked straight at me. A

“1 don't think,” shesaid steadily, “that you are—quite
sure. Not, anvway, as sure as | am.  You see, Sue, | know.

In spite of' my resolve to be cagey, | grasped eagerly
at_the certainty of her words,

0 you mean by that?” | demanded.

EAS surprised, and not altogether pleased to see how
e

me with shy intensity, you—
ou?”

“What d How can
oyl _know—for sure?” i . .
Y LjBkecause,f’ salJ Evelyn with simple conviction, “lke

told me.”

“lke told you what?' . . . .

“That Jonn¥ was in his room right up to the time you
began to call for help. So, you see, he couldn’'t have done
anything to—to poor Minna or to Madeline, either.

“But "Evelyn—" Much as | wanted to believe the truth
of what she said, | could not accept her implicit faith in
the omniscience of the cryptic Ike. “How could Ike be
so sure of that, when he was in his own_  room?

“He knows everything, Sue,” the girl insisted, “abso-
lutely everything. "He always does. And he told me------'

Look here, Evelyn,” | broke in impatiently, “you must
see that you're talking nonsense. nless your” Ike was
actually on guard in the hall all night, then he cant

possibly know whether Jonny left his room or not. =And
iIf he was on guard—and réally does know everything—
then he must know who did go into Minna's room and

kil Ihﬁ%ink," she nodded with placid conviction, “he does.”
“You think he knows who the murderer is?”
“Probably,” said Evelyn calmly.
“Well__for heaven’'s sake, why doesnt he say so then/
I checked myself before the sudden realization” of the ab-
su_rdltK of my question. “Of course he doesnt know, |
said shortly, “any more than the rest of us do.
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Evelyn did not appear to be disturbed by my scepticism.

“You just don't know Ike,” she said. “Heé never says
anything about an hmg_—but he always knows----- "
thi Yes, yes,” | put in bitterly, “he always knows every-

ing.”

“Well,” said Evelyn, “he does.” i

I closed my lips “firmly. For the life of me | could
not decide whether the girl was actually as simple as her
words would indicate, or whether she ‘was playing some
sort of a deliberate game with me. But at any rate |
was determined to end this idiotic conversation about the
accomplishments of lke. .

“Look here, Evelyn,” I tried a fresh tack, “a few minutes
ago you started to tell the Chief that you would never
have come to this house last night if you had known that
Madeline was to be here. Isn't that what you were
going to say when Jonny signaled you to stop?”

She nodded. X

“And yet,” 1 went on, “you told him that you had never
seen Madeline until you got here. Was that true?”

Another nod. 3 i i

“Then why would you deliberately avoid meeting your
future sister-in-law?”  When the “girl did not anSwer
at once | tried a somewhat bolder question. “Was it,” |
asked, “because Jonny had told you that Madeline might
not be—very friendly?” 3

“Oh no,” "she reacted to that quickly enough.
didn't know anything about it.”

“ About what, Evelyn?” A

“ About—" the girl Tooked uncomfortable, “ Madeline not—
wanting Jonny to be engaged to me.” i

“But, m% ear, if you had never seen Madeline, how
could you have known?” . .

“WEell, you see,” again she spoke with obvious reluctance,
“I'd been” getting letters—sort of threatening me about
marrying Jonny------ " . i

“Evelyn—" [ stared. “Are you saying that Madeline
Page dared to threaten you?”

“Oh yes,” she nodded solemnly, “and she wrote to Father
too—warning him that unless | broke my engagement
to Jonny that I'd be kidnaped, or maybe------ " she hesi-
tated, “maybe worse.”

“Jonny

N a flash I remembered Madeline’s words the afternoon
before. “Don't you know,” she had said, “that Evelyn
is under constant threat of kidnaping?” Still | stared
blankly at the girl. The whole thing was too preposterous.
For all Madeline's strange and violent dislikes, | could
not believe that she would actually dare to threaten
Evelyn Tucker. Suddenly another possibility struck me.

“How could you be sure,” | demanded, “that it was
Madeline who sént these letters? Surely she wasn't foolish
enoKPh to sign them?” . 3 .

“No,” said” the ?IH, “she didn't sign anything. But
Father had a lot of detectives working on it—and we only
Iound out a few days ago where the letters were coming
rom.”

“Do you mean, Evelyn, that your father had the police
on Madeline’s trail?” i

“Oh no,” again she shook her head, “it was all done
privately. You see, Father never wants any publicity
about anything. That's why he wouldn't let me tell any-

one—not even Jonny----- !

“But good heavens,” | protested, “he couldn't keep it
a secret forever. If the detectives were really sure that
Madeline had been threatening you—what did your father
plan to do about it?”

“1—" the girl's eyes faltered suddenly, “1 don't know—
exactly. But he always does these things very quietly.”
“So | should {ud e,” | observed drily. i
“Father just told me that everything would be all right

as long as” ke was with me.”

Ike again. | sighed. .

“What,” 1 inquired with as much patience as | could
manage, “has lke got to do with it?”

“Why,” said Evelyn, “he’s the detective that found

out about Madeline. And father said that we could trust
him to work things out his own wa){."

“lke is a—detective?” | echoed helplessly. .

“Oh yes, indeed. Father sa%/s he’s theé best one in the
whole country. That's why father got him for this case.”
_“But, my dear child—you've let us think that he was
simply your regular bodyguard. And the Chief—don't
you think he ought to be told about all this?” .

“Oh, I wouldn't dare tell him,” the blue eyes widened
emphatically. “Father said that no matter what ha]opened
| wasn't to let anyone know about the letters. don't

think—" she looked apologetic, “that | ought to have told
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even you, Sue. But I know you won't let anyone else know.
You see, now that Madeline is—well, dead—there won't

be any more trouble, and there's no reason why anyone
should ever know anything about it.” o
“Well, of all the selfish reasoning,” | began indignantly,

and then stopped. Plainly there was no use in being angry
at the girl for her calm assumption that since her own
troubles” were ended there was nothing further to worry
about. “Listen, Evelyn,” | spoke quietly, “it isn't quite
so simple as you_ seem to think.  Madeline Pa%l_ has
died mysteriously in this house, and Minna, your Minna,
has been murdered. Whether the deaths had anything to
do with this plot of Madeline’s that you've told me about—
I have no idea. But until those two mysteries are settled,
we're all under police suspicion—you just as much as
the rest of us—and it's up to you to tell the Chief all
that you know about what might have happened.”

“But, Sue—" the girl was obviously distressed by my
attitude, “1 don't know anything except what I've told
o0u-----
Y “Perhaps not,” | said, “but you certainl

_ ought to tell
the Chief that much. You owe it,” | adde

pointedly, “to

Jonny.” W "
“Jgn_nk/ didn’'t have anything to do with what hapi)ened.
The girl faced me angrily. “I've told you that | know

that .~

“Quite so,” | snapped, “but let me remind you that
}/ou’re the only one who does know |t—Jyou and your silent
ke.. And unless you want to see Jonny gef into one
terrible mess you'll speak up and speak quickly” .

This time my words hit the mark. " | saw her expression
waver into uncertainty and then genuine concern.

“Sue—" Evelyn’s voice dropped to a frightened whisper,
“you don't really think that they—they suspect Jonny?”

F they don't,” | said firmly, “they will before long.
Didn't you see the Chief looK at him when Ted said that
Jonny ‘was the only one who knew about Madeline’s
weak heart? Didn't you hear Irene’s story about reaching
up to catch the man's hand in the dark and feeling Jonny’s
ring? And maybe you don't know this—but Minna was
stabbed and killed with a surgical instrument that came
from Jonny’s case! Now will you believe me when | say
that you ought to tell the Chief that Jonny didn't know
an'xthmg about this situation between you and Madeline?”
moment later | was almost regrettlgg that | had
spoken so brutally. The girl's face went dead white before

MY §¥S she drew one long quivering breath, and then

clutched my arm with an imploring qesture. “Oh, Sue—
I didn't know—honestly I didn't. ~ I'll tell—I'll tell any-
thing—do anything—if it will only help Jonny.. I'll swear
he didn't do it—I'll make lke swear it------ T

“Easy, Evelyn, easy,” | quieted her frantic words as
best I could. ™It won't help Jonny a bit to have you fly

off the handle like this.
just right—you "

e've got to go at this thing
and I,
“All"right, Sue.” She faced me bravely. “I'll do just

what you s_ar)‘." . .

_“Good girl,” 1 nodded approvingly. Now then—the
first thing will be to figure out sorme way to make the
Chief believe you when you tell him about Madeline’s plot
against you.” T

“Why,” Sue—” the blue eyes opened wonderingly, “of
course "he'll believe me when 1 tell the truth.”

“1 wouldn't_count on that, Evelyn.” 1 shook my head.
“In an investigation of this sort, the police are not very
much inclined to accept any statement just because one
witness claims it's true.”. .

“But,” said Evelyn, “it isn't just one person.
so, and lke will sag so t0o.” i i i

“And that,” 1 shook my head more firmly, “is not gomg
to be of the slightest help. You must realize, Evelyn,” thai
after the way Ike deliberately confused the Chief a while
ago—nothing Ike says will be received with any particular

fa“Not even if we tell the Chief that lke is a detective?”
“No,” | said with decision, “not even then. | have a
creeping hunch, in fact, that to tell the Chief that would
only make things worse—" | considered briefly. “If only
we had some proof—" | frowned.
“Oh,” Evelyn brightened at that. “But we have proof—
that is, lke has.”
“What do you mean?” .
“Madeline’s letters,” she said. “lke has all of them--—-—--
“Evelyn!” | grasped her arm eagerly. “Are you sure

of that?”

1 say
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“Oh, yes. Father turned them all over to lke as soon
as they came. That's how he found out who sent them,
you see--—--"

“Yes,” | was suddenly hopeful, “yes, of course | see-

“Well, then,” Ev&l/xn stared abruptly for the door, “shall
| tell the Chief now?” . . .

“No—wait.” On a sudden impulse | detained her again.
“1 think before r)llou say anything—you and | had better
have a talk with Ike. ~ If—" 1| paudsed doubtfully, “you
can _make lke really talk.” . i

“Of course | can, Sue.” The girl seemed surprised at my
scepticism.  “lke is really a perfect lamb, you know.”

“Oh, 1 haven't a doubt of that,” I smiled brightly. “Not
a doubt.”

“Shall I call him now?”

“For heaven's sake—no.” Once more | restrained her im-
pulsive move toward the door. “We've got,” | said seri-
ously, “to work this carefully, Evelyn. No one must know
that we're planning anythlrgP—par_tlcularly not now.”

“Well,” Evelyn "looked disappointed, “what am | sup-
posed to do?” . . .

“You must keep ﬁerfe_ctly quiet about this whole thing,”
I tried to_look at her in a way which would be impres-
sive, “until we manage to slip awa%/ from the others for
a few minutes and talk to lke. | K_OU get a chance to
speak to him in the meantime—tell him we want to see
him, but for goodness’ sake don't let anyone hear you.
Now—" 1 fixed her with a stern eye, “do you under-
stand?”

“You can trust me, Sue,” she nodded earnestly.

“I'm sure | can.” | tried to sound more convinced than
| actually felt. The girl was certainly not so stupid as |
had thought earlier, but | was by no means sure that she
could be counted on not to blurt out the wrong thing in one
of her sudden fits of naive simplicity. .

“Now then,” | motioned her toward the door. “Skip.
And if anyone asks where we've been, say you felt faint,
and | came out here to get you a drink of water. And
don't forget—" as we passed into the dining-room, | whis-
?ered orr11_e last injunction, “to get word to lke that we want
0 see him.”

“l'won't.” She ghave my arm a reassuring squeeze.

But | needn't have worried about Iettln% Ike know.
As we stepped into the living-room | saw that he was
still standing, precisely as we had left him some minutes
before except for the fact that his hands were clasped
behind his back. And as | passed by he made one gesture,
so quick that | was aware of nothing save the fact that
when it was over my hand was clasped upon a folded bit
of paper. In blank amazement | stared down at my hand,
then up at him—but he had not so much as turned his head
toward me. ] o

Seeing that Evelyn had gone on into the living-room
where the others still sat in Ig!oomy silence, 1 murmured
i@gﬂﬁthmg about my handkerchief and went back into the

itchen.

Another moment and | was staring at the bit of paper—
and for one overwhelming instant "1 almost believed, as
Evelyn had said, that Ike knew everything. For the bit
of paper was a note. i . i

_“After the others go upstairs,” it said, “come to the
kitchen again. I'll bring Evelyn.”

X1V

message by means of a kitchen match, | returne
the dining-room for the second time, |
This time by Patsy.
She "had heér

WHEN, having carefulpl disposed of Ike's astoundin

throug -
found” myself waylaid again.
“Sue, | want to speak to you a minute.”
most determined expression on.
“What about?” i i
“About Irene again. Sue—what is the matter with her?”
“You mean that story of hers?” | inquired. *About
following the white thing into Minna's room and being
smotheréd by Jonny?” i .
Patsy nodded. “You don't believe it, do you, Sue?”.
“Not all of it, certainly. But, after all, sheé was in Minna's
room, and she was unconscious—so she must have gotten
there somehow.” i
“That's just it,” said Patsy. “She must have gone for
some reason—and if she lies” about it—" she paused with
an expressive shrug. i
“You don't think,” | said sharply, “that her reason had
anything to do with—what hapﬂened to Minna?”
Well—if she lies about it, what else can we think?”
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“Patsy, that's perfect nonsense—and you know it. How
on earth could lIrene have been mixed up with Evelyn
Tucker's maid?” i

“/ don't know—" she shrugged again. “But there’s
something funny about it. And another thing, Sue—she's
as nervous as a cat because the Chief said he was going
to search the bedrooms. You must have noticed that.”

“Yes,” | admitted with some reluctance, “1 did see that
she was pretty jumpy about it.” .

“And she's” been getting worse every minute,” Patsy
declared. “Fuming at Ted about notifying the city police
—and snapping poor Jake's head off every time he ‘tries to
calm her down a bit. | tell you, Sue, Irene is hiding
something.” )

“But Patsy—that's absurd. What could it be, after all?
I think she's’simply on edge after all she’s been through—"

“All right, then,” PatSy turned away impatiently, “if
¥ou don't want to see what's as plain as the nose on your
ace—go on and be blind. But mark my words, Sue Bel-

mont, you'll find out before long that Irene is up to some

mischief—and you may find out too late.” i
“Hold everything, Pat.” In spite of myself I was im-
gres_sed bothe conviction of her words. “What are you
riving at?”
Patsy turned back to give me a Iong look. Then she
shrugged. “If | tell you,” she said, “you’ll only laugh.

You and Irene always laugh at n?/ ideas.”

“Rats,” | said, “1 won't laugh if you've really got some-
thing to say. But for heaven’s sake stop_hinting around—
and ‘say it We can't stay out here whispering forever.”

“Well—" Patsy took a’long_ breath, “1 honestly think,
Sue, that Jake lLecky was mixed up somehow in what
hap an' last night—and that Irene is trying to cover it
u ing.”

P ) yPaL 1”1 could not restrain a grin of relief.
a minute | thought you were really serious—"

“There—" Patsy pouted, “1 knew you'd onl

“I'm not laughing at you, Pat—but, good lord, Jake
Lecky of all people. You know perfectly well he slept
like a log through the whole trouble—and anyway he’s as
mild as a mouse—" .

“Yes,” said Patsy, “and you're as blind as a mouse.
But if you won't listen to me—I know someone else who
will.”  Once more she turned away impatiently.

“Pat,—" | called after her in sudden alarm. ™ Pat, what
are you going to do?” .

But this time she would not be detained.

Cr‘]‘_l’fm going,” she said with dignity, “to speak to the
ief.”

And before | could protest again she was gone—and |
was left with one more vexing problem. What on earth
could Patsy mean bl)q/ her nonsense about Irene protecting

ke Lecky—and what could she possibly hope to accom-
plish by tattling her absurd suspicions to the Chief? But
what, after all, could / do about it?

ITH a resigned and weary sigh | followed my sister
W into the livin:

“For

laugh.”

P—room. As I'joined the silent circle once
more, Patsy looked up from her place next to Ted and

treated me to a huffy glare—which |1 could onl
as meaning that she was still' determined to carg?/ out her
silly threat of speaking to the Chief. 1 ignored the look
afh best | could, and glanced about to take stock of the
others.

Evelyn Tucker, | was relieved to note, appeared rather
more composed since our recent talk. She sat in a bi
armchair, her chin resting on one hand, and stare
thoughtfully into the fire. Next to her, in a corner of the
sofa, was Tlrene—looking anything but composed as she
sat, bolt upright, her hands twisting and twining in her
lap. From time to time she would glance at the hall door
—as if expecting to see the Chief return—and after each
unrewarded C%;Iance she flounced impatiently. But if, as
Patsy suspected, the secret of Irene’s obvious nervousness
lay in some anxiety about Jake—Jake himself certainly
did not appear to share it. He slouched, in a disconsolate

heap, at Irene’s side—his tousled blond head noddin
drowsily. Apparently he had given u;t)) _trylvrclﬂ to quiel
Irene, for, be¥ond an ‘occasional injured blink when one of

her jerks disi
at all. i

Mrs. Lynn, Smith Plummer and Ted all appeared to be
bearing up well_enoug'?. They sat quietly in their respec-
tive places, staring, like Evelyn, into the fire. Aside from
a tendency to bite his nails on the part of Smith Plummer,
no one except Irene gave any sign of nervousness.

Yet at the moment when” the Chief at last came slowly

urbed his doze, he seemed not to notice her
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down the stairs and strode into the midst of our group
every one of us straightened a bit—every eye was fastene

on the weatherbeaten face, the ragged mustache. If a few
hours before the Chief would have seemed to us nothing
more than an amusing village character—there was no
trace of _mockerY In our faces now. He might be a
bumpkin in the loose-fitting clothes of a musical comedy
"Sheriff"—but he was also the Law, and at that particular
moment there was not one of us who could afford to be
amused by the Law. i i

“Well, Chief,” after a pause Ted spoke a little hesi-
tantly, “did you—discover anything? | mean,” he hurried
to add, “about what could have been responsible for Miss
Page’s death?” o i

. The Chief took his time about answerm%—and | saw
him glance about the circle of faces before he spoke. |

“Yés,” he said at length, “and no.” He paused again,
obviously enjoying the effect of his deliberation upon our
taut nerves.” “That is,” he cleared his throat, “I did—
and | ?ldn’t, so to speak. One thing, anyways, | did make
sure of.”

“Yes?” Ted's tone reflected the anxiety which we all felt.

“Yes,” said the Chief, “She may of died of fright, like
the doctor. claims—but if she did, it wasn’'t any ghost that
did the frightenin’.” .

We relaxed slightly at that. After all, it was scarcely
a surprise to discover that the Chief shared our scepticism
concerning the supernatural angle of the past night's
events.

“No,” he repeated slowl¥, “it wasn't any re?ular ghost
—that's sure. At least the regular ghosts T've always
heard about don’t. have to dress up in sheets—like tl
one that was walkin' around this house last night.”

“What do you mean, Chief?” Ted's question was tense.

“1 mean,” the Chief's drawl was punctuated by vigorous
gnawmgs at his mustache, “1 mean that somebody in this

ouse was playin’ ghost—and they left a bunch of sheets
stuffed under their bed. That's what I mean.”

NSTANTLY I looked at Irene, remembering her insistent
account of following the mysterious “white thing”
through the dark corridor. 1 was startled to see her
erched forward upon the sofa, her eyes fixed upon the Chief's
ace with a stare of frozen fear. Amoment later she spoke.
“You mean,” her voice sounded curiously strangled, “you
found those things under my bed—don’t vou?”
The Chief eyed her long "and thoughtfully. i
“Well, little” lady,” his tone was angerously mild, “I
reckon maybe | do. You ought to know/ .
The rest of us were watching Irene in blank astonish-
ment. So that, | thought, was the reason for her nervous-
ness about the search.” But the idea of Irene masquerad-
ing as a ghost in sheets and pillowcases was too absurd.
I—I haven't the least idea  how they happened to be
put there,” Irene faltered miserably before the Chief's
steady gaze. “l—wasn’'t in my room, you know, for a
ood “part of the night. And anyone who wished to—
0 hide the things could have put them under my bed
when neither my Sister nor | was there to see—"

interpretSure—" the” Chief's heavy drawl broke into her fever-

ish word. “Sure—anyone could have done just what you
said, little lady. But all | want to know is how you
happened to know about the things bein’ there.”

Well, I—I—" For a moment Irene struggled to sa
something more, then all at once she sank back upon the sofa
and her eyes closed wearily. “Oh—what's the use?” Her
tightly clénched fingers relaxed suddenly in a gesture of
utter "hopelessness.. *1 might as well tell you the truth.”

“I\I(eah," the Chief was matter-of-fact, “you might as
well.”

“l had those sheets and things in my room,” Irene
opened her eyes and spoke with a sort of ‘desperate calm,
“because | thought—very foolishly indeed—that it would
be rather a good joke on my sister Patsy to dress up as
a ghost and startle her a bit. You see, she insisted that
this house was haunted—and kept telling us about a ghost
who prowled about the halls at night. | didn't believe
her, of course, but I thought it would be a good trick
to call her bluff and see what she would do if | really
barged in on her, dressed up in sheets. The whole thing
was a silly idea, but goodness knows | meant it inno-
centgl enough. None of us had any thought, of course, of
the dreadful things which were actually taking place last

night—"
gOh—" the Chief's bushy eyebrows rose suddenly, “so

you didn't think up this little joke alone, eh?”
“Why—""Irene looked startled, “why—yes, | did.”
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“So—?" The eyebrows remained elevated. “Well, now
that's a funny thing.’ . . .

Ir(la(r_]e opened her mouth and closed it again without
speaking.

P‘i{eag," the Chief nodded slowly, “a funny thing all
right.”

his time lIrene did manage an answer. |m sorry,
she said stiffly, “but | don't see anything very funny.” |
simply had this idea for a joke—more or less ‘on the “spur
of the moment—and | said nothing to anyone about it.”,

“Well,” the Chief agreed amiably enough, “there ain't
anything so funny about that part of it. The funny part
is 'how you managed to get the sheets without disturbin’
Mr. Lecky.”

“l—simply don't know what you mean,” lrene’s protest
carried not the_ lightest conviction.

“1 mean,” said the Chief, “that them two sheets came
off of Mr. Lecky's bed. A while back you folks told me
that the young” man was a sound sleeper—but | don't
know as anyone could sleep so deep tnat he wouldn’t
wake up when somebody came in and pulled his_bed to
ieces. 'Even supposin’ that a proper young lady like you,
Miss,” he bowed slightly in Irene’s direction, “would bust
into a man’s room in the middle of the night.” X

For a long moment Irene stared straight into the Chief's
impassive face. Then she turned on Jake Lecky with a
look of utter scorn. .

“Oh—" she said bitterly, “you—you fool. *

XV

ELL,” the Chief's drawlin

W equally to the two people

you is gonna talk?”

i Still they stared at each other, Irene’s features
set in angry scorn, Jake blinking back at her with his
habitual expression of drowsy surprise.

“1 think,” Irene spoke from "between clenched teeth, that
he can talk now. I've done my best—but I might have
known better than to try to help him.”

“Yeah,” the Chief nodded, “1 could'a told you that much.

“And so0,” said Jake, “could 1. In fact,” he yawned, “I
did tell her, Chief—but she wouldn't listen to me.” .

“Well, she’s listenin’ now, and so am I—so start talkin.

“l suppose,” Jake eyed him with sleepy indifference,
“you mean about the sheets?”

voice was addressed
efore him, “which of

“It's a funny thing,” said Jake, “but | don't know how
they happened to be under Irene’s bed, either.”

“Never mind about that. How did they get offa your
bed? That's what | want to know.”

“Oh—" Jake paused to reflect a moment. “Well, | took
them off myself, as a_matter of fact.”

“Yeah, I" didn't think they got up and walked away
alone.” The Chief wagged his head impatiently. “But 1
want to know what you was doin’ with 'em. Playin’
sheik?”

“No,” said Jake, “lI was pretending to be a ghost.”

“What for?” . .

f‘X\LIJsttfor a joke.” Jake looked a trifle sheepish. “What
Miss Belmont told you about our wanting to scare her
sister was true—except that | was the one who was to

do the scaring.” .

“ rh—t en 9t was the two of you that cooked up this
cute little idea?” . e |

“Yes, but Miss Belmont didn't have anything to do with
actuallvy carrying it out.”

“No? Theh what was
blame for a minute ago?” . i

“Well, you see,” Jake frowned, “the trick didnt turn
out quite as we expected it would.”

“Why not?” .

“Because,” said Jake solemnly, “1 had no more than
stepped out of my room into the hall when I—I met the

she so anxious to take all the

r€“ Say—" the Chief bent forward indignantly, “what are
0 ivin' me?” gy 1 . .
Y lrlI now It sounds crazy,” Jake nodded wearily, bLJtT
swear it's the truth. 1 was about half way down the hall
toward Mrs. Elliot's room when | heard a queer noise—
sort of a draggimg sound—somewhere behind me. | undid
the sheets so 1 could look to see what it was, nod sure
enough, there was something white coming along the floor
—ng\pt towaF]d me.” .. e

| Was watching Jake suspiciously as he gave this account
but for all m3{‘I natural scepticism goncernmg the_actual
existence of the mysterious dragging “white thing, |
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could_ detect no_thin'g_ in his manner to sug?(gest that he
was inventing it. or once in his life, Jake Lecky ap-
peared to be completely in earnest.

The Chief looked as if he were, like me, torn between
a constitutional doubt of ghost stories, and a conviction
that his witness was telling the truth.

“Well—" he was gnawing furiously at the mustache,
“what did you do then?” . A

“Why—""Jake seemed surprised by the question, “what
would 'l do? | got back to room as fast as | damn
well could and got into bed. That's what 1 did.”

“And left the sheets behind you, eh?”

“l guess | must have,” Jake admitted. “You see,” he
looked rather apologetic, “1—was in kind of a hurry.”

“Yeah,” the Chief observed drily, “1 see that all right.
But what | don't see is why you didn’'t call somebody and
try to find out what was draggin’ itself around thehalls
in the dead of night.” .

“1 did intend to,” said Jake, “but at first | was too
scared—and b?/ the time I'd calmed down some I—" again
he looked apologetic, “lI—sort of feel asleep.”

“Oh—" said the Chief, “so you sort of fell asleep?
Well, now, I call that real sensible, Mr. Lecky. One minute
you was too scared to call for help—and the next minute
you sort of fell asleep.” .

“1 think,” said Jake, “that I'm a little funn¥/ that way.”
~ “7 think,” said the Chief, “you're damn funny. ut
just for the sake of argument—I'll let your story stand
—for now. And I'll ask Miss Belmont here,” he shifted to
Irene, “to take up where you left off.”

Irene did naot look up. . X

“And this time,” the Chief added, “I'd be obliged if
you'd tell me the truth.” . . .

“1 told the truth the first time,” in spite of the angry
flush which mounted to Irene’s cheeks, she spoke quietly,
“except for the fact that it was Jake and not 1 who
dressed up to play ghost—and for the second fact that
it was | who rescued the sheets from the hall where he
dropped them and hid them under bed. My reasons
for lying in those two instances must be obvious.”

“I reckon you mean,” the Chief tugged thoughtfully at
his mustache, “that you figured it would be better for you
to take the blame than Mr. Lecky here. Is that it?” i

“Yes,” said Irene, “that was it. Frankly | thought his
story about being frightened and then dropping off to
sleep was too absurd for anyone to believe—anyone, that
is, who didn't know Jake. ‘Actually, of course, what he

?]ays is true. Jake always goes to Sleep—no matter what

appens.”

‘P e Chief declined to commit himself on this point.
“Keep talkin’,” he said. “You woke up and heard a

noise in the hall—what then?”

“T LOOKED out,” Irene went on quietly, “just as | said
1 1did, and I saw this queer thing moving along the floor.
At first, of course, | thought it was Jake—playing ghost
as we had planned—and | followed along to see the fun.
That's why,” Irene turned to me, “I didn't call you, Sue,
before 1 léft the room. Well—I hadn’'t gone more than a
few feet down the hall before I stumbled over the sheets
—on the floor where Jake had dropped them, and right away
I knew what had happened—or at least | thought | knew.
That thing creeping along on the floor was not Jake at
all—by that time my e?/es were accustomed enough to the
darkness so that | could see that it couldn't be a person
—it was much too small and it moved in the weirdest
way—" lIrene shuddered slightly. “But I still believed that
it was only a part of Jake’s trick—”" . i
“Just how,” the Chief put in curiously, “did you figure

tl

“Well—" Irene hesitated, “it sounds terribly silly now,
but at the time | thoulght it must be EveIP/n’s dog. 1 knew
the dog had been sleeping in the hall—and it simply
flashed over me in a moment that Jake had decided to
make a ghost out of him by tying him up in a pillow-

case—"
“Well, I like that—" Evelyn sat up indignantly. “lsaac
Newton tied u? in a pillow-case!” i
“That's really all there is to my story,” Irene ignored

the interruption, “except that | went on following the
white thing until it disappeared into Minna’s room. After
I got in there and heard those awful choking sounds—I
was desperately frightened for the first time, but before
I could speak the man's hand smothered me—as | told
you earlier—and that's as much as 1 know.” .
“Whoa—" as Irene finished her rapid recital, the Chief
cut in quickly, “not so fast there—not so fast. You ain't
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told all you know while you're still forgettin’ them sheets.
Last | heard about 'em you tripped over 'em in the hall.
And if you followed aftér this draggin’ dog or whatever
|F] wgs,d ! ow did the sheets get back into your room under
the bed?”

“Oh—" said Irene, and paused for a moment. “I for-
got to say that | picked them up when | found them and
%t%)ped back into my room to—to hide them under the
o

“You did that before you followed the draé;gin’ thing?”
“Yes,” she lifted her chin defiantly, “1 did.
“And just what was the idea of doin’ that?”

H—" Irene. made a gﬁsture of weary impatience,
“what does it matter what idea was? | tell you it
as all part of the joke that Jake and I had planned.

an't you see how idiotic it is to attach so much importartieade, and now, in the awful silence that fol

to a silly prank? | swear | had no idea at the time | did
all this ‘that anything really serious was happening—and
now you're insisting that every foolish move | made had
some “sinister connection with—the murder.” She paused a

moment, e\_/identl¥ to gain control, and then spoke with a
quiet finality. “1 knew, of course,” she said, “that this
would happen. | knew_that if you found out about our

joke you'd try to work it into the murder somehow. And
that's why I lied in the first place, and why | tried to
keep Jake out of it. Surely,” her level glance was aimed
straight at the Chief, “surely you must see that my whole
motive in_this thing was to keep you from jumping at
some horrible conclusion about Jake and me just because
we were guilty of planning a practical joke. Once and for

all | tell you that what we did had nothing to do with
anythhlng hat happened, and this time I'm telling the
truth.”

For a long time the ChiefsimpI% stared at Irene in
silence. When at last he spoke, his tone was as quiet
as hers had been. . .

“I'm sorry, little lady,” he shook his head sadly, “but it
just won't do.” i

“What won't do?” Irene bristled. . .

“Your story,” said the Chief, and shook his head again.
“You know, 1'm kind of dlsa[%pomted in you.” He eyed
Irene thoughtfully. “I sort of thought youc}d come clean
when | gave you another chance—but you didn't.”
_ “Will 'you kindly say whatyou mean?” For all the
iciness of Irene’s “voicé therewas an edge of nervous-
ness. _ “I've told you the exact truth about what | did
last night, and if you still don’'t believe me then it's simply
because you're too utterly stupid—" o

“That's just the trouble, little lady,” the Chief inter-
rupted her’protest, “just the trouble exactly. | ain't quite
SO stuPld as you seem to think.”

“Will you please come to the point?” Irene ground her
teeth. “And will you please for heaven's sake not call
me_a little lady again unless you want me to scream.”

The Chief received the rebuke calmly enough. *“Sure,”
he said amiably, “I'll come to the point all right. And I
wouldn't want” to make you scream. Fm tryin’ to

say is that the sheets under your bed wasn't the only
thing | found upstairs.” He paused to enjoy the effect of
suspense. “And one of the other things,” he went on
slowly, “was a marriage certificate. Even a hick cop
like me knows what that is—and in this case it happens
to be the reason why this Miss Page got killed, poor little
lady—and it happens to be the same reason why | know
you're still lyin' to me.” This with a final nod of triumph.

“1_why, I simply have no idea what you mean.” Irene’s
blank™ astonishment was reflected in all our faces.

“No?” said the Chief. “Well, then I'll tell you. | mean
that the little lady you call Miss Page wasn't a Miss at
all  Right up in her bureau drawer,” (he pronounced it
boorow) “was_this little paper’—the Chief drew a folded
slip from an inner pocket and flourished it dramatlcaIIP/—
“that shows Miss Page got married in New York City last
December—to a guy named Jacob Lecky. Now do you
see what I mean?” The Chief thrust out his chin and
ﬂlared at our gaping faces. Before anyone could speak

e hurried on. ~ “Considerin’ that,” he said, “and remem-
berin’ that these two young folks here is pretty dern
stuck on each other’—he pointed to Irene and Jake with a
gesture which clearly indicated his opinion of so immoral
a situation—"1 guess it ain't hard to figure out why the
little lady was done in last night. You_dressed up in
sheets all right, Mr. Lecky, and I'reckon Miss Irene helped
you think up the idea like she just said—but you wasn't
plannin’ to play no joke on nobody. You was plannin’ to
sneak into MisS Page’'s room and Scare her to death—and

The MYSTERY Magazine, November, 193k

that's just what you done!” Under the stress of emotion
the Chief's grammar became increasingly uncertain. “Yes
sir,” he %Iared into Jake’s foolishly dismayed face, “that's
ust what you done. You must'a known about that weak
eart business—and you made_good and sure you'd scare
Miss Page by fixin’ up them spirit photos or whatever they
was—and then you dolled up in sheets and scared the poor
irl to death. ~ And what's more,” the Chief wound up
is speech in a bellowing forte, “you went and tried to
frame young Dr. Page for the muarder by fixin' a photo
of him’like was the murderer and then cookin’ up the
story about feelin’ his ring in the dark—and the Lord
only knows what more devilishness. And then you've got
the consarned nerve to call me dumb because | don't
swallow your cock-and-bull lies about practical jokes!”
Neither Irene nor Jake had made a move durmlg the long
v owed the
furious accusation, they remained as still as two wax
figures. At last Jake Lecky seemed to come to life..
“There's an explanation,” he said, “for everything that
happened. But—" his eyes closed wearily, “it's a long, long
story—and I'm too damned tired to tell 1t.”
“Yeah?” said the Chief. “Well, e/ou’d better rest up
then. ’'Cause you're gonna have to falk pretty soon, Mr.
Jacob Lecky, and talk fast.”

XV

HEN_ he recovered from the shock of the Chief's
War_nazmg hypothesis of Madeline’s death, and the
still more amazing discovery which had prom£ted
his theory, we all_began to speak at once. ach
one of us had some particular question to ask—or some
objection with which to refute the idea of Jake Lecky
as a deliberate murderer.
Irene’s question came first.
“Jake,” her voice was tragic, “is it—true?
and Madeline?” R . .
“Sure it's true.” The Chief waved the marriage certifi-
cate before her eyes. “And don't you start actin” like you
didn't know about it, neither.” i
“You shut up,” said Irene succinctly, and turned back
to Jake. “Please answer me,” her tone was desperate, “and
say it isn't true that Madeline was your—that she—" the
words faltered miserably. “Oh, Jake, you weren't married
to her—were you?”
“Yes,” said”Jake, “I was. But | wasn't—oh God,” he
h(leaved a great sigh, “what's the use of trying to ex-
ain it?”
P Irene drew back to stare at him with growing fury.
“Either you were her husband,” she said, “or you
weren't. ow

About you

which was it?”

“Well, I wasn't—Jake began, “but l—"

“Say—" the Chief cut in again, “you ain't tryin’ to deny
recious bit of ;I)aper. .

God,” Jake groaned, “what a single-track mind!”

Then, as the Chief continued to glare, he shook his head

dismally. “I'm not denying anything,” he said, “but | tell

you_there’s an explanation for all this------ .

“Then for heaven's sake—explain,” Irene commanded.
~ “Look here, Irene,” Ted interrupted reasonably, “this
is no_time for a scene with Jake.” He faced the Chief.
“I'd like to_ask you, sir, how you account for the murder
of Minna_in this—this theory of yours? Doesn't that
pretty well rule out your idea of pinning the blame on
Jake? Even if he was secretly married to Miss Page—
why should a perfectly strange woman be involved?”

“1 ain't worked out that angle fus_t yet,” the Chief met
the objection blandly, “but it'll all fit in some way—when
Mr. Lecky here decides to_talk.” . i

“And T should like to inquire,” said Mrs. Lynn with
%eat dignity, “just what you mean by your reference to
the spirit photographs? If you were implying that | was
a party to any ‘faking’ of the pictures, I" can assure

(I .

y“I don't know who was a party to what,” the Chief
cut short her explanation with rude emphasis, “but them
pictures was faked all right.”

~ “Indeed?” Mrs. Lynn’s éyebrows rose. “And may | ask
just where you acquired this expert knowledge of spiritualis-
tic matters?” . 3

“ Spiritualistic rats,” the Chief snorted. “I reckon |
know how plain ordinary lantern slides is worked. My
wife makes 'em for the church fairs, only she don't pre-
tend to be no fortune teller when she does’it.” .

Before Mrs. Lynn could marshal her outraged feelings
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into a fitting answer, Smith Plummer put in his contribu-
tion to the discusssion. .

“What 1| fail to see,” his owl eyes blinked earnestIK/I_at
the Chief, “is how you account for the fact that Miss
Irene says she found the sheets in the hall. If the purpose
of tl er—ghost disguise was to frighten Miss Page—
then why should the—the draperies be left outside Miss
Page’s locked room?" i . i

“Miss Irene," the Chief disposed of this point sourly,
“has lied a couple of times already—so there ain't any
reason | can see to think she ain't lyin’ again.”

“1 tell you," Irene blazed out angrily, “those sheets were
part of the joke. And marriage certificate or no mar-
riage certificate, the joke was to be on Patsy—and not
Madeline." A

Patsy bestowed one freezing glance upon Irene, and then
addressed the Chief. . . .

“1 don't_see,” she said plaintively, “that all this silly
argument is getting us anywhere.” . .

Perhaps,”” Ted rose, “we might all profit, Chief, by

hearing more about_your theory of the lantern slides. [If
you think those spirit pictureS we saw last night were
rea!jly Ifaked—then I'd say they ought to provide a pretty
ood clue.”
g “Well,” said the Chief, “they ain't signed, if that's what
you mean. But come alon?, we might as well take a look.”
As the others rose to follow the Chief and Ted, | stood
for a moment undecided. Much as | wanted to inspect
the evidence of the faked spirit photographs, still 1 was
reluctant to forego my scheduled conférence with Evelyn
and lke. Eventually” | decided. to obey Ike's summons
to the kitchen—but to make the interview as brief as pos-
sible. All | actually expected to accomplish_anyway, was
to get Ike’s corroboration of Evelyn's surprising evidence
concerning_Madeline as a potential kidnaper.

Murmuring something vague about another cup of coffee,
| left the others as they trooped upstairs, and made my
way—I hoped quite unobserved—to our rendezvous in the
kitchen.

Evelyn and ke were already there when | arrived.

“You see,” Evelyn beamed, “I didn't forget about our
talk, and I just knew Ike would fix it up all right."

“Yes, | see—" | paused a bit uncertaml]}_/. Ike, absorbed
as usual in the endless scrutiny of his fingernails, made
no move whatever—and | was suddenly at a loss as to how
to begin the conversation. | cleared my throat. “Evelyn
told me that there was some plot about kidnaping her,
and that you believed Miss Page was involved in'it.

“Check,” said Ike, not very helpfully.

“She also said that you were a—detective.”

“Oh, he is, Sue—and” simply marvelous,” Evelyn broke
in with her usual enthusiasm. .

“Well—" 1 cleared my throat again, “you—are a detec-
tive then?”

Ike considered for a long moment.
said at last, “if that's what you mean.”

This was scarcely an adequate statement of what
I meant, but | struggled on. “What | want most to know,"
| said, “is whether“you are really convinced that Madeline
Page sent the threatening letters to Evelyn and her
father. Because if you are sure—and have some sort of
proof for it—then | think by all means the Chief ought to
be told." t

For the first time lIke favored me with a direct look.

“Why?" he asked. A

“Because,” | said, “it's practically sure to have some
bearing on what happened to Miss Page last night.”

“Oh," said Ike. .

“Well—isn't _it?" 1 insisted.

“Maybe,"” said lke, “but | don't know that there’s any
use in ?omg into what happened to Miss Page." i

“Well, if you don’t,” I snapped, “the Chief certainl
does—and unless somebody IEUtS him on the right tracl
he’s liable to cook up some theory of his own and pm the
murder on the wrong person. TRight now. for instance,
he’s got a pretty good case against Jake L¢Ckﬁ and my
sister Irene. And if you're not interested in helping to
clear them, 1 am.” . .

“Oh, 1 Wwouldn't mind giving the Tecky guy a hand
myself," Ike admitted generously, “but that sSister of yours,
he shook his head, “she’s a terrible liar." i

“1_have no_ intention,” | said with dignity, of dis-
cussing my sister's character with you. he” may have
told the truth—or she may have lied, for a good reason.
But in either case she ought to be cleared of suspicion
in the matter of Madeline’s death. And you can clear
her by telling the Chief about this kidnaping plot."

I ve got eyes, he
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“Sure," said ke, “I can clear her all right. But I
thougfht_ you were more interested in keeping Dr. Page
out of it."

“Dr. Page has nothing to do with this. Evelyn said
you told her that he didn't leave his room until "I woke
everyone up_ by calling for _heI?."

“Yep," said ‘lke, “that's right." .

“Well, then—couldn't you clear Dr. Page, too, if you
told the Chief that?”

“Yep,” said lke, “1 probably could.”

“Well, for heaven's sake—why don't you, then?"

“Because," said ke, “l've got orders."

“Orders for what?"

“To mind my own business. And murders that don't
concern Miss Tucker aren't part of the business.”

“Listen, lke," with no small difficulty 1 managed to
keep_n%/ atience, “1 think you're wrong_about this. In
the first place, Miss Tucker is under suspicion just as much
as the rest of us are until last night's mystery is cleared
up. And in the second place, Dr. Page is under rather
more than a general suspicion—"

“Now look,” 1 went on earnestly. “Just look at the
situation. = Miss Tucker is here in this house as a guest.
On the night of her arrival her maid is murdered, and
another guest, the sister of her fiance, dies mysteriously.
If the mystery is cleared up (ﬁj_ickly and quietly, we can
Brobably hush up the whole thing.” If not—then it will
e a sensational case, and | dont need to tell you that
Evelyn Tucker's name will be the chief angle”of pub-
licity. Now if you're a detective, and can help settle the
case—| can't see how you can fail to consider that as
part of your business of protecting Miss Tucker. At the
very least Kou could clear Dr. Page—and that certainly
would be a help." | paused again. .

“Evelyn,” in desperation 1| ap[y)ealed to the girl, “don't
you think I'm right about this? Don't you think that
our father would consider it part of IKe's business_to
eep both dyou and Jonny out of any possible complication
and scandal?”

“Well—" Evolyn’s forehead was puckered in a frown.
“l— don't quite "know, Sue. Of course no one wants to
see Jonny cleared more than | do—but—" Her glance
wavered doubtfully from my face to lke's expression of
rock-bound indifference. “1” think lke is probably right.
Sue, no matter what he says. You see, | promised Father
I'd do exactly as lke said--——- o
“Very well, then.” | turned away from the hesitating
girl impatiently. “It's up to you, "lke. Now will you,
or will you not, tell the Chief what you know?"

“1 won't tell all | know," he said, “but | will get Dr. Page
out of the mess—if that's what's on your mind."

“Oh, lke," Evelyn beamed, “that's simply sweet of you.
And I'm sure Father wouldn't object.” .

My own reaction was scarcely one of such simple
pleasure. Why lke should have qualified his intentions so
curiously, 1 was by no means sure, nor was | as thoroughly
convinced of his ‘miraculous powers as Evelyn appeared
to be. Certainly nothing that he had done so far led me to
expect with any degree of confidence that he had only
to speak in order to free Jonny of all suspicion. But
at any rate, | thought, it was better to have lke with
us than against us. Master mind or no master mind—he
had at least promised to help Jonny, and | left the kitchen
with the feeling that my puzzling half hour with Mr.
Tucker's henchman had not been wholly in vain.

XV Il

HEN we reached the upstairs hall, the sound of
voices in great confusion indicated that the Chief
and his assorted suspects were gathered in Mrs.
Lynn's room. Before we joined the group, |
turned for one last word with Ike. .

“How," | inquired, “do_you intend to work this? Do
you want me to tell the Chi€f that you have some important
information about Madeline, or will you tackle him your-
self?”

“Leave it to me," said lke.
| don't seem to whip into action all at once. The old duck
has got to be handled just right if we're really going to
put this thing over."

“Well—what are you

“Just dro& a couple o

“And don't get worried if

oing to do then?”
red-hot clues," said lke, “and let

old Sherlock think he's figuring out the mystery for
himself."
“Very well," 1 turned away with a shrug, “do whatever
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you see fit. And_you can count on me not to interfere.”
"~ "And me too,” Evelyn chimed in warmly. As we started
into Mrs._ Lynn's room the girl took ‘my arm. "You
mustn’'t mind, Sue,” she whispered confidingly, "if lke seems
sort of—mysterious. He's always that way, but he's
promised to help Jonny—and he simply never falls down
on a promise.” i . i L

"l "hope,” | said without any particular conviction,
"that he won't pick this time to break his perfect record.”

"Oh, he won't,” Evelyn squeezed my arm, “you just
watch and see.”

The Chief looked up as we entered the room.

"Where have you been?” he demanded sourly.

"Just gettlng another cup of coffee.”

"Yeah?” The Chief eyed us for a doubtful moment. Then,
evidently deciding that our absence was of no importance
anyway, he returned to the business in hand. .

e was, it seemed, about to demonstrate the mechanics
of the spirit camera, a proceeding which, judging from
Mrs. Lynn’s flushed face and blazm% eyes, woul probably
reveal some rather shoddy tricks of the medium's trade._

"You see,” said the Chief, "the consarned gadget ain't
nothin’ more than a regular stereopticon machine—the
kind ¥our_gran’daddies used to keep in the back parlor
to entertain the YOUth folks of a Sunday night.  The
onlc?/ difference here is that you look down into the thing—
and the slides go in at the bottom, just above this light
jigger.”

E all pressed forward to watch the Chief's demon-
W stration of the curiously constructed device; all of us,
. that is, save Mrs. Lynn who remained haughtily aloof
in a chair near the window. | observed that Jonny, stand-
ing opposite me, was watching the procedure intently.

The slides,” the Chief continued, "go in this box under-
neath and get pushed, one at a time, into focus over the
light. The whole thing works by a coupla switches here—
one to work the light bulb and one to push the slides.
Like this—” He pressed a small button and a dim light

lowed beneath the empty lens into which we peered. "And

is—” A sort of lever was moved, and we found our-
selves starm? downward at one of the spirit photographs.

In the daylight, with the simple mechanism so obviously
explained, the whole business of the seance looked absurdly
childish—and yet remembered how impressive those
|ma_|gr(]es had seemed the night before.

"There—" the Chief straightened to face us proudly.
"That's all there is to the dern thing.”

"All there is to the mechanism—yes,” Ted nodded. "But
what about the—the pictures themselves? After all, that's
the cnlv part that has any special significance.” i

"Yeah—and | got that figured out too,” the Chief
wagged his_head sagely. “They ain't nothin’ but a bunch
of fancy signs drawn on a plain gelatin plate. Looka
here—”" From a small black case on the desk he produced
a blank slide. “Now with somethin’ to scratch with—"
He fumbled in his vest pocket, extracted a penknife, and
drew a circle and a cross on the gelatine surface. Another
moment and the Chief had substituted his slide for the
one beneath the lens, and there, surely enough, were the
circle and the cross outlined against the clear white back-
ground of the plate. "There P\/ are!” The Chief nodded
trlurlpphantly once more. “"That's the way them spirits
work.”

“Well—" Patsy drew back indignant_l}l, "do you mean to
say that Mrs. Lynn made all those silly pictures just to
frighten us?” . 3

I_certam!?/ did nothing of the sort,” Mrs. Lynn's voice
cut in angrily. "l told you last night that the images
of Miss Page and her brother were entirely be%/ond my
control—and | told you the truth. Someone fampered
with my things and substituted those two plates for the two
| had—had prepared. 1 yes—" in answer to our looks
of surprise, Mrs. Lynn raiséd her chin defiantly, "1 might
as well admit that my own slides were drawn, ‘just as the
Chief has so cleverly revealed, but | tell you | had nothing
to do with those last two pictures we saw. Someone must
have sneaked into my room last night when | had every-
thing ready—and for some diabolical reason slipped the
two plates” in with my own pictures.”

“But, Mrs. Lynn,” Patsy was wide-eyed, "whoever could
have done such™ a thing? ~ Why, none of us ever saw one
of these camera things before—and how could anyone
have gotten the blank “plates—? . .

“Or, for that matter,” Ted put_in, "how could this—
this person you accuse have gotten into your room to make
the substitution? Weren't you in here yourself from the
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time we left the dinner table to the moment when you
c%xll_edTr,ne to come and help you carry the things down-
stairs?

"Well, I—yes—" Mrs. Lynn looked suddenly confused.
"That is, | was here quite—steadily during that time. But
somehow—someone must have managed fo sneak in-—-"

"Whoa—" said the Chief. "Let's just get this straight
now.” He faced Mrs. Lynn sternly. ~ “Seé here, lady, I'm
givin’ you a break. You know that, don't you?”

"It depends,” said Mrs. Lynn coldly, "just what you
mean by a break. If you refer to your crude and unneces-
sary infrusion into my—my profession, then | scarcely think
you could be called over-considerate.”
~ "l mean,” said the Chief, “that I'm givin’ you a break
in not blamin’ you outright for them pictures of Dr. Page
and his sister that you showed the folks last night. You
say somebody sheakéd into your room and left those plates
—and you don't know who it was nor why they did it.
Well—" the Chief drew in his_chin and regarded Mrs.
Lynn with thoughtful severity, "it's_a pretty lousy alibi—
bat I'll give you a chance to ‘prove it if you'll come clean.
And | don't want no _more stallin’ like you give Mr.
Elliott a minute ago. Either you was in this room after
dinner or you wasn't. Now which was_ it?”

"l came to mP/_ room,” Mrs. Lynn said, "directly after
dinner, as Mr. Elliott has just said. Up to that time no one
could possibly have tampered with my things, since the
camera and slides were locked in a suitcase and | had the
key in my handbag. | set about at once preparing the
plates—in much the way the Chief has explained to you—
and when_they were finished | stepped out into thé hall
with the intention of going downstairs to ask one of the
gentlemen to help me carry the apparatus. At the moment
when | reached the head of the stairs, the door of Miss
Page’s room opened, and Miss Page stepped out and beck-
oned to me. 1 was not particularly surprised, because |
knew that she had not been well during the dinner hour,
and | thought she might want me to do something for her.
I went down to where she stood and asked her what she
wanted. She said that her headache was worse and that
she had no aspirin, and asked me to fetch her some from
the medicine chest in the bathroom. | was a bit puzzled
by the request because she wa3 fully dressed at the time,
and appeared quite well enough to make the trip down the
hall herself—but of course | consented to go as she asked.
When | got to the chest, however, there was no aspirin to
be found, and after looking about a bit, I went back to my
room, intending to take her a headache remedy which 1

ad In my suitCase. i o

When 1 got to door | was astonished to find it
locked—apparently from the inside. | knocked, of course,
and called out to ask who was there—but no one answered.
Just when | was on the point of summoning one of the
men from downstairs to find out who was in my room, Miss
Page’s door opened again, and she asked me what was the
matter. | started down the hall toward her room, explain-
|n? as | went about the mysterious locked door, and when
I finished speaking she smiled and said that the door was
probably only stuck. She told me that Mrs. Elliott had
said that a good many of the old latches did stick—and
she offered to try to open it herself. We both went back
then, and Miss Page fumbled with a knob for a moment,
and the door opened easily.” Mrs. Lynn paused to draw a
deep breath.

"'Tp HE point,” she said very quietly, “is that | believe
I' there was someone in my room, and that the door was
locked. I think Miss Page deliberately sent me to the
bathroom for aspirin in order to let that Someone get into
m¥] room and substitute the two fake plates for the ones
| ‘had prepared. You see, if there had been aspirin in
the medicine chest, then | would have returned with it to
Miss Page’'s room—and_ would not have discovered the
locked room. But even as it happened, the person in my room
was able to escape without being seen by me—and Miss
Page’s clever excuse about the latch sticking took me in.”
. "Whoa there—" the Chief objected. “How are you
figurin' anyone could get out of that room with you standin’
right there in the hall?” .

"You forget,” said Mrs. Lynn, "that when Miss Page
called me the second time | went down the hall toward her
room—and ck was turned toward my door.
wouldn't have been very difficult for_ the person, whoever
it was, to slip out of my room and into one of the other
bﬁdrﬂows during those few moments while | walked down
the hall.”

“Hm'ph—" the: Chief's snort was accompanied by a
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prodigious frown—evidently half of amazement, and half
of disbelief. “Well—" he tugged at the mustache, “1 must
say it ain't such a bad idea at that—but say—" his eyes
narrowed suddenly, “have ¥lou got any idea who it could’a
been, prowlin’ around in cahoots with Miss Page?” i
Mrs. Lynn's eyes dropped quickly before the question.
There was a long pause before she spoke.
“ )((jes—" her tone was startlingly abrupt.
an idea.”

“Yes, | have—

0 ?

“1 believe,” said Mrs. Lynn clearly, “that it was Dr. Page
who entered my room and locked the door while he s
stituted those two slides for mine.”

All of us turned in astonishment to stare at Jonny—
but if he was_ startled or frightened by the accusation,
there was no flicker on his _calm face to show it.

_“Say—" suddenly the Chief burst out, “what are you
givin'"'me anyway?” He turned indignantly on Mrs. Lynn.
“Don't you know that what you say is crazy? Why in
blazes would Dr, Page here fix up a picture_of his sister
done up in a shroud, and another one callin’ himself a
murderer? No sir,” the Chief shook his head emphatically,
“there ain't anybodx/lcrazy enough to be that crazy!”

“1 admit,” said Mrs. Lynn, “that it sounds illogical.”
She seemed completely undisturbed by the Chief's reac-
tion. “But nevertheless, | believe that Dr. Page did make
the substitution------ 7

“Yeah? And on what grounds? | suppose one of them
spirits of yours must'a whispered in your ear—eh?”

“Not atall,” Mrs. Lynn's tone was icy. “Unless you
believe that spirits go about dropping cigarette lighters—
like cotilion favors.”” . .

“Like what?” the Chief demanded suspiciously.

“Oh, never mind that,” said Mrs. Lynn, “but look—"
She bent quickly over. the “chintz-covered armchair, from
which she had lately risen, and drew a small silver lighter
from beneath the cushion. *“This,” she extended the clue
for the Chief’s inspection, “is what I mean. If you look
you will see the initial P—and no one in this house could
own the lighter except Dr. Page or Smith Plummer. Mr.
Plummer, as anyone will tell 'you, was downstairs play-
ing bridge at the time my room was entered last night.”

Well "now—" the Chief wagged his head in wonder,
“I'll be gosh-derned _if that dont sound like sense. But
say—" sudden suspicion overcame him, “why didn't you
mention this, before?” . L

“Because,” said Mrs. Lynn s!mplf\]/, “1 found it just a
few minutes ago while I sat in the chair during your
demonstration of my camera. And not until just ‘now
when you asked me if | had any idea who could have been
in my _room, did it occur to me that the initial P could
mean Dr. Page and Dr. Page alone.”

Once more we all turned to stare at Jonny—and once
more he returned our looks impassively. | Saw that he
was not looking at Mrs. Lynn, nor at the Chief, nor at any
of us—but at Someone apart from the group. | turned to
follow his glance and saw that lke was standing directly
behind the chair from which Mrs. Lynn had taken the
lighter—and as, a moment later, he caught my eye, lke
winked.

XVIlIl

chance to ask Ike what he meant by tfiat wink. ~ The
Chief had gone off with Dr. Jenks to supervise the
gruesome business of removing the two bodies, and the
rest of the household had been given permission to go to
their rooms for much-needed naps. Since the discovery of
the cigarette lighter in Mrs. Lynn's room, and her strange
theory of Jonny's invasion of her room, the Chief seemed
well stymied on his case against_ Irene and Jake
. It was, after all, impossible to maintain that either
ake or Irene had been gunt%/ of sut_)s_tltutmg the plates in
Lynn’s room, when all of us testified that theyhad both
been downstairs in the living-room from dinner time until
the hour of the seance the evening before. i
With some difficulty I managed to corner lke in the hall
for a word alone, 3 i .
“lke,” I said, “did you put that lighter in the armchair
where you knew Mrs. Lynn would find it?” i
“1 thought,” he said,” “that you promised me a while
back you wouldn't interfere with me.”

I T was not until nearly half an hour later that I got a

“Is”it too much,” I inquired with forced politeness, “to
ask what you're driving at?” .
“Nope,” said Ike generously, “I'll tell you. That lighter

doesn't belong to Dr. Page at all. It was his sister’s.”
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“Madeline’s?”

“Well, but—why didn’t Jonny say so then?”

“Because,” said lke, “he’s smart.”

“I'm sorry to be stupid,” 1 shook my head, “but | don't
see yet wha_c?/ou’re trvvn to do.” . .

“No?” said lke. “Well, you see, Miss Belmont, if I'm
going to get Dr. Page out of this mess, like | promised |
would, I've got to frame someone else.”

“Frame someone?” i i

“Sure,” Ike nodded. “And it looked to me like the best
one to frame would be a dead one. So—that's what I'm
doing. At least, that's mY intention. = Understand?”

A sudden and not very illuminating light dawned on me.

“You can't mean,” | said, “that you're trying to build

up a case against Madeline?”

E watched me impassively.
“Why not?” he said.
Why not?” | exclaimed, and then paused helplessly. It

™ |ike tr¥|ng to argue with a madman. “Look here,” 1
said, “don't you see anything the least bit fantastic in
suspecting a person of their own murder? I'll_admit that
Madeline was a pretty weird girl—but when it comes to
proving that she Killed herself by frightening herself to
death—well,” 1 shook my head, “you can't do that even
if you are the wonder-man that Evelyn believes you to be.”

Can't 1?” said lke—and almost smiled. “Just watch
me!” He turned abruptly away as the Chief appeared
in the doorway of Madeline’s room. i i

“Say—" the Chief regarded me with obvious disfavor,
“what's the idea of you Sneakin’ around out here when al
the ladies is supposed to be in their rooms gettin' their
beauty sleep?” i

“l—was just going.”
possible. e .

| found Irene S|tt|n|g(; on the edge of her bed in our room.

“Oh Sue—# she looked up as I'entered, “where have you
been? I've simply got to talk to you.” i

“What's the use, Irene?” | sank down wearily on
bed and closed my eyes. “What good will it do us to tal
about anything in this hopeless "mess?” . i

“1 tell 'you, Sue,” Irene’s voice was feverishly anxious,
“we've got to help Jake. He—he couldn't have done it,
you know.”

“No, | suppose not,” | sighed. “But after all, what's the
use of trying to interfere? You saw how much good it
did when’you' lied to protect Jake. The only thing we can
do is to let the damn thing work itself out.”

“Oh, is that s0?” Irene Straightened indignantly. “Well,
I notice that where your precious Jonny is concerned you're
willing to do plenty.”

“What do you mean?” | opened one eye to peer at her.

“1 mean,” [rene’s tone was sharp, “that you go prowlin
around with that Evelyn creature, plotting all sorts o

I made my escape as rapidly as

things. If it hadn't beén for you I'll bet the Chief would
have believed my whole storg about how | haﬂpened to
faint in Minna's room—and Jake would never have been
suspected at all.” .

“Irene—" on a sudden impulse | rolled over and faced

her, “how did you happen to be there—honestly?”

For a moment | thought she was going to answer me,
then she turned away impatiently. .

“Why should | tell 'you anything,” she said, “when you'd
only use it to help Jonny?” i

“From now on,” | said fervently, “I'm through trying
to help anyone. If I promise you that—will you tell me?

“Well------ " she_hesitated. .

“Please,” | said, “if you know anything about what
really happened in Minna’s room—for God's sake, why keep
up this awful mystery?” .

“All right,” said Irene, “1 will tell
I was in"Jake's room when the troul

| sat bolt upright.

“You were in Jake's room?” . .

“Yes, 1 was.” Irene’s chin was lifted defiantly. “And
you needn't be shocked, either. Besides—there wasn't
any harm in it—we were only planning the joke, you know,

){)ou. To begjn with—
le started.

on Patsy.”

_ “Well—" 1 lay_back once more. “I'd rather say the

joke was on Madeline. If she was really married to Jake,

as the Chief claims.” i i .
“Oh Sue,” Irene shrugged impatiently, “you don’'t believe

that nonsense, do you?” o

“1 hardly thinK,” 1 said, “that you can dismiss a mar-

riage certificate as sheer nonsense.” i .
“But you heard Jake say he could explain everything.”
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“Why doesn't he, then?” | demanded reasonably.

“Simply because,” Irene dismissed my logic airily, “he
htas Cr|easons. But of course | can't expect you to under-
stand.”

“No,” | agreed drily, “I'm afraid you can't. But get on
with your story—and’ leave out the ‘amatory details.” You
were 'in Jake’'s room—when what happened?”

“Well,” said Irene, “it was all very queer, Sue.”

“No doubt.” . i

“We were—just talking—about the joke on Patsy, and
planning how Jake would dress up and pretend to the
ghost—when all of a sudden someone knocked on Jake's

oor.”

“What time was this, Irene?”

“Oh—I don’'t know exat;téy, but it must have been about
an _hour after everyone had gotten to bed.”

“ About three o’clock, then? .

"1 suppose s0.” Irene seemed to consider the hour an
irrelevant detail. “And of course when this person knocked
at the door, I was—well, sort of startled.”

“] can imagine that,” I nodded. .

“Neither_of us had any idea who it could be, but of
course | didn't want to be discovered in Jake's room by
anyone who might—misunderstand.”

| can imagine that, too.”

“So I—I hid in the closet while Jake went to the door.”

I propped myself up on one elbow to watch Irene curi-
ous{xl. “Who was it?” . .

“Well,” Irene took a long breath, “it was Madeline.”
“Madeline?”

Irene nodded_ solemnly. . .
“But—how did you Know, Irene, if you were hiding?”
“Jake told me later—and anyway | could hear her voice

pIainI%." i
“What did she say?”

“ She said, ‘I think you might have waited one more night.’
Of course Jake asked her what on earth she meant, and
then she said, ‘I mean that I'll be out of your way before
tomorrow morning.” | heard Jake say, ‘You're not well,
Madeline, I'd better call Jonny’, and she answered him with
a sort of a laugh. ‘No,’ she said, ‘you mustn't call Jonny—
because he'll only try to keep me from doing what T'm
going to do.” Jake asked her, ‘What are you going to_do?
and she laughed again—the queerest sort of a’laugh. Sue.”
Irene’s eyes were wide. “Ilt—made me shiver just to hear
her. But she only said, ‘1'm going back to bed—that's what
I'm going to do,” and Jake told me that he saw her turn
and go into her room and lock the door.”

“What then?”

“Well, when she had gone | came out from the closet,
and of course | asked Jake what Madeline had meant by
all that nonsense. He said he didn't think she meant any-
thing much except that she must have heard me in his
room and was sort of—upset and jealous. | thought we
ou%ht to call Jonn){, in spite of what Madeline had said,
but Jake wouldn't let me. He sent me back to my room,
and said that everything would be all right and that
Madeline would simply sleep it off. Just before I left |
said to Jake, ‘I suppose our joke on Patsy is off?” And
he answered, ‘Yes—because someone else has beaten us to
it with a much better joke."”

“What did he mean by that?”

"T —DON'T quite know.” For the first time Irene sounded

I uncertain. “He wouldn't say any more, Sue—and so |

sneaked back into our room “and ‘got in bed. Not more

than ten minutes after that—I1 was still awake, of course—
| began to hear the queer noises in the hall—the dragging
sounds, you know, that I told about before. 1 got up an
went into the hall and | did see the awful white thin
?omg along the floor toward Minna’s room. For a momen

really thought, as | told the Chief, that Jake—or some-
one else, had tied up Evelyn's dog in a sheet—and I
started to follow it. Then, ‘just as the door of Minna's
room was opened—Il—saw what the thing was.”

“lrene—what was it?” i

“ 1t was something wrapped in a sheet, Sue,” Irene spoke
solemnly. _ “It might have been a bundle of laundry—ex-
cept that it seemed too heavy for that, the way it dragged
along the floor, you know-----"

“Well—what was it?”

“Tt was Minna,” said lrene.

“Minna?”

“Yes.”

“Was she—dead, Irene?” . .

“1 think she must have been—but I didn’'t know it then.”
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“But good heavens, Irene—it doesn't make sense. A
dﬁadt woman dragging herself along the hall done up in a
sheet------ "
~ “That's just_it. Sue—" Irene leaned forward and spoke
in a quick whisper. “She wasn't dragging herself—that's
why I've had to lie about all this. e—she was being
dra\g;\%gld by ’)someone." Irene shuddered. “Sue, it was—

Who——

“Jake,” said Irene. . .

“But—why hadn’'t you seen him before? Why did you

think the white bundle was moving itself?”
_ “Because,” said Irene, “Jake was wearing black pa-
jamas—and in the darkness of the hall the only thmgi
1 could see was the white thing on the floor. It wasin't unti
the door of Minna's. room opened that | could see_his
figure silhouetted against a window beyond. !—rectmzed
him easily enough, Sue, by the outline of his hea ou
know the"way his hair stands up in that tousled way?”

| nodded hastily.

“Go on,” | said.

Jake was there, Sue. | think | must have made some

sound—probably 1 was dgoméj

thing—when Jake turned” an 3
came over to me and told me not to make any noise—and |
asked him what in the world he was doing. He didn’'t answer
that, and | said, ‘I thought you weren’t going to play any
joke after all.” Jake grabbed my arm then—terribly tight—
and he said, ‘This joke_ is on"me, Irene, and you'll "have
to help me get out of it’ | could see that he was des-
perately serious—so | whispered back that I'd do what-
ever he told me to. He went back to the—the bundle then,
and | saw him pull back the sheets and lift something
out—then he handed the sheets to me and he said, ‘Hide
these, Irene, and for God's sake don't ask any questions—
or answer any.’”

“And you—obeyed?” i i

“Well—yes,” she spoke a little defensively.
you have done the same for Jonny?”
~ “Oh—no doubt.” | sighed. “But I'm not sure that makes
it right—or even sensible.”

“Maybe not, but I did it anyway. | took the sheets and

came back to our room and stuffed them under my bed—
it was the only place I could hide them without "waking
ou—and then "l—went back into the hall. You see, Sue,
1 figured 1 ought to see Jake out of the mess—whatever
it was—if | possibly could--——- ” she looked at me again, as
if for approval.

“Of course,” | nodded. o

“And when | got out there no one was in sight. The
door of Minna's”room was still open—so | went down
the hall and listened for a minute. | could hear someone
moving inside the room—of course | thought it was Jake

—o\rN | "shoulgi never have gone in------" Irene paused again.
ANl 77

“Well,” she said shortly, “it wasn't Jake.”

“Who was it, then?” i

“1 don't know. Before | could speak—or see anything—
someone grabbed me from behind the door—and gagged
me, just as | told the Chief.”

“Irene—" | faced her seriously.
the_ring—Jonny's ring?” .

She nodded. ~“Yes—it was true. This time I've told
you the whole truth, Sue—but when | came to, later, and
they told me about Minna being murdered—I couldn’t
tell” about Jake dragging Minna’'s body back to her room—
until I'd talked to him.” And so | made up the best story
I could—and nearly all of it was true. You—don't blame
me, do you, Sue?”

“Never mind about_that,” | said. “What | want to
know is what Jake said when you did talk to him.”

“He told me,” said Irene slowly, “to stick to my story—
unless | wanted to see him hung.”

“Is that all he said?” ) .
“He told me that only Madeline or Jonny could give
him awat){]—he meant about his moving Minna's body—and
that neither of them would dare—because he had enough
on them to hang them both.
died, of course.” i .

“Do you know,” | was watching Irene intently, “what
Jake meant by that?”

She shook her head slowly.

“Do you, Sue?” .

“1 think maybe—" | stared at the ceiling for a moment,
“Maybe | do.” X A X

“You—aren't going to do anything about it, are you?”

ELL—I didn't know what to do when | realized
W to scream or some-

“Wouldn't

“Was it true about

That was before Madeline
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saw me standing there.
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Irene’s tone had suddenly become pretty anxious.

“I'm much too sleep'K," | said, “to do anything about
anything right now. nd besides,” | rolled over with a
yawn and bBuried mg face in the pillow. “I don't think
there’s anything to be done.” i

“Honestly, Sue?” Irene sounded relieved.

“Honestly.” i

“1 don't want to make any rash _promises—but | have a
pretty %%%d hunch that we're going to find that every-
thing's n settled by a damned smart detective.”

“ Smart detective!” [ could hear the amazement in Irene’s
i “Are you by any chance referring to that old fossil
of a Sheriff?” A A B

“Maybe—" | smiled into the pillow.

And in the meantime—good-night.”

X 1X
YES, sir,” from a mouth rather too full of caviar

“You wait and see.

sandwich, the Chief spoke thickly. “Yes, sir—I got
it all figured out.” A 3
“Well, then,” from his place at Patsy s side led
spoke, “did you call us here to—tell us?”

Another nod fi'om the Chief. “I aim to,” he said, when
everybody gets here.” i

The screen door opened and Irene, looking cool and
fresh in a pale blue frock, stepped out onto the porch.

“Why__" she stopped short and looked at our group
with surprise, “it's a regular party.” _

For an uneasy moment no one answered her, then Jake
scrambled up from the swing and came nobly to the rescue
by offering the plate of sandwiches. . .

“It's a Sort of a combination,” he said. “Patsy s supplied
enough food for a banquet—and Ted's working up our
courage with drinks. But the real purpose of the party is
to hear the Chief unravel our mystery. i

«0h—""Irene’s hand, outstrétched toward a sandwich,
paused in midair. “Does that mean it's all settled then. |
saw her look quickly from Jake to the Chief and then to

Again no one answered immediately.

“Well_" Irene took an uncertain”bite from her sand-
wich, and walked over to the swing where she could sit
next to Jake, “lI must say, You all seem very calm about
it.” She surveyed us critically. “It might almost be yes-
terday afternoon—except—" her glance rested on the Chief
once more, and she. fell silent.

“Yeah—" the Chief followed her glance across the broad
sunlit lawn, and back to our sociable group. “I see what
you mean, all right. Here, lemme have another of them
sandwiches, will you?”

Smith Plummer leaped up to pass the plate.

“You know,” the Chief took an appreciatively large
mouthful, “I'd never have believed it, but them fish eggs

is Wﬁl r‘(rJOOd'" r
erf, a moment later, the door swung open again and
Jonny appeared, the Chief's expression did not alter. Jonny
was Immaculately groomed, as always, in white linen, and
save for the drawn lines of weariness in his face, he too
might have been just another casual guest at our afternoon
tea. | noted with relief that his manner, as he accepted a
drink and a sandwich and took his place on one of the
wicker chairs, was controlled and quiet. \ ,
“Well—"" the Chief rose from his corner, brushed a few
remaining crumbs from his loose-fitting coat, smoothed his
mustache fondly, and took the center of the group. |
reckon | m'\i/?ht as well be%in. ' o . =
“| told Mr. Elliott heré a minute ago, said the Thief,
“that 1'd got this whole thing figured out—and now I m
gonna tell” you folks just what "happened last night. |
on't know as you'd call it exactly a simple case—but I
ot the thing pretty well in hand, owin’ to a natural ability
or arithmetic. That is—I can see when two and two make

*° Everyone sat up a_little straighter as the Chief paused.
His cryptic introduction had not made us feel any easier,
but a moment later he cleared his throat and got down to
business. . | - i i
“¥In"the first place,” he said, "everybody in this house
ain't friendly with everybody else—that is, they wasnt
last night. saw that right off—and | saw the mam rea-
son for trouble was the_fact that Dr. Page here had got
himself engaged to Miss Tucker. Now, | ain't any experton
romance and that sort of stuff, but | guess | can figure
out how a woman gets jealous. That's what | figure was
wrong with this party, beggin’ your pardon, Mrs. Elliott.
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_“Now, it ain't natural,” the Chief continued without any
visible embarrassment, “for a man's sister to get jealous
when he makes up his mind to get married. But then,” he
stroked the mustache with an air of profound thought, “it
ain't natural to murder folks, neither. Anyways, | can see
that Miss Pafg]e didn't like her brother gettin’ engaged to
Miss Tucker here. And the reason | know that is because
I got some letters here that show ﬂlalnly how she felt.”

Once more we all straightened with fresh_tension as the
Chief drew several folded papers from an inner pocket.

“Right here 1| got enough to prove that Miss Page was
%om’PaII she could to scare off Miss Tucker from marryin’

r. Page.”

I could barely suppress an exclamation of relief as | saw
the Chief ponderously unfold his evidence. So Madeline had
really been plotting against Evelyn.

“She wasn't only tryin’ to put a stop to the thing,” the
Chief went on, “but she went at it underhanded—and tried
to scare off Miss Tucker by threatenin’ to_kidnap her.”

“Just a moment, Chief,””Jonny spoke without looking up.
“l—can scarcely allow you to make these statements about
my sister without some sort of proof—”

‘Proof,” the Chief snorted. “1 got proof enough. Just
have a look at these letters here that I found hid away in
Minna’s room—"

“Quite so.” Jonny barely gganced at the papers which
were_thrust beneath”his nose before he waved them away
wearily. “1 have no doubt that the letters threaten Miss
Tucker in the way_you describe—but | cannot see by what
?#thovl,'lty you claim that my sister was the author of

em.

“No?” said the Chief. “Well—I'm comin’ to that. The
fact is that Miss Page wrote one letter too. many—" and
from another pocket he extracted a new bit of ‘evidence.
‘_‘Ahnd_th{s," he unfolded the paper with a dramatic flour-
ish, “is it.”

There was a silence while the Chief fumbled for a pair
of ancient spectacles and adjusted them upon his nose.

“With your permission, Doctor,” he eyed Jonny over the
gold rims, “I'll read this_letter.” When Jonny gave no
Sign of an answer, the Chief began.

“'Miss Tucker: . . .

I have given you, in the past month, fair warning
that %ou must end your engagement to Jonathan Page.
You have not only defied my command, but you have
also set an investigator to discover my |dentl¥y. I am
aware that since yesterday afternoon, when 1 left
New York, you have known that it was | who warned
you, and_that although you do not know—and perhaps
never will know—the Treason which lies behind my
efforts to prevent your marriage to Dr. Page, you are
nevertheless determined to put a stop to these efforts.

Do not think that | am deceived concerning your
real motive in coming to this house. 1 know thatit"'was
your intention to have your two guardians aﬂprehend
me as the author of the warning letters which you
have received. Whether it was your plan to do this
by means of a public arrest—or by some method of
private vengeance— 1 do not know. But in either case
your plan will fail.

For you will never live to read this last letter.
You have been warned—and you have_chosen to def}/
me. In so doing you leave mie no choice. 1 shall kill
you—at the Brlce of my own life—for the happiness
of Jonathan Page meanS more to me than either your
life or mine—and | shall leave this letter in your
dead hand in order to absolve all other persons from
any blame in connection with your death and my
own.””

The Chief stopped reading, removed his spectacles,
and faced us solemnly. “There,” he said, “is about ali
the proof anybody'd need what happened in this house.”

“But—Chief—" out of the silence which gripped us all,
Ted finally spoke. “Is that letter—signed?”

“No,” said the Chief, “but it might as well be. It matches
these other warnings like peas from the same pod. Even
the paper and the pen they was written with is the same.”
_ “Yes—but—" ve\%n’s voice faltered and broke. “Oh—
it'’s all too horrible. Why should Madeline want to kill me
—just for marrying Jonny—oh why—?"

‘That,” said the Chief, “1 dont know—and | reckon
none of us ever will know. But it's my experience that
murders is generally done without any good reason. The
fact is that Miss Page went to your room, Miss Tucker,
not knowin’, of course, that you'd changed places with
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Minna, and that she went there in the dark and stabbed
the wrong person.”

“But—what killed Madeline, then?” Patsy ventured the
question which had been forming in my own”mind.

“That,” said the Chief, “is an interestin' point. | don't
mind sayin',” he tugged thoughtfully at his mustache,
“that it give me good deal of worry—just at first. Now, the
Doctor here,” indicating Jonny, “told us that Miss Page
died of the effect of shock on her weak heart. And Dr.
Jenks says there ain't any doubt but that's what happened.
Well—for a while there we was all thinkin' that the shock
must'a meant somebody scared Miss Page—scared her so
bad that she died of it. But after | got to lookin' at this
last letter she wrote—l began to think different. You
notice she says here,” he fumbled for the letter and ad-
justed the spectacles once more. “She says: ‘I shall kill
you—at the price of my own life’ And she spoke the
truth.”

“Yes—" said Patsy, “but what killed her?”

“Don't you see it?” the Chief peered over his glasses at
her. “Why, it's just like the doctors said. Shock killed her.”
Then, as evident light began to dawn on his listeners, he
went on. “When we was figurin’ on who mightve fright-
ened Miss Page to death, we knew it must be somebody
who had the information about her weak heart—and ac-
cordin’ to you folks nobody knew about that except her
brother, Dr. Page. But we was forgettin’ one thing—Miss
Page knew about it herself. She knew she couldnt stand
much of a shock—and she knew that murderin’ somebody
was goin’ to be too much for her. Accordin’ to Dr. Jenks,
the, fright that killed Miss Page could have come from
inside just as well as outside—and that's exactly what
happened. When she worked herself up to the point of
murderin' the woman she thought was Miss Tucker—Miss
Page just as good as committed suicide. She shocked her-
self to death.” . . . .

There was a long silence when the Chief finished his
amazing recital. .

“Well—" the Chief himself broke_the lengthy pause. “I
guess that just about closes the business. Of course, there
are a few little things to be cleared up—"

“One of them,” Smith Plummer spoke with a sudden-
ness that made us all jump, “is about the letter.”.

“What letter?” the Chief turned to stare at him.

“Why, the—the one that Miss Page wrote last.
confession, you might call it.”

“Well—what about the confession?”

“Why—n-nothing.” Smith Plummer’s sudden courage
seemed to fail before the Chiefs challenging question.
“Only that it said that we would find the letter in the—the
victim’'s hand.” .

“Yes—and that's where | did find it.”

“1—1 didn’'t remember seeing any letter—”"

“Well, now,” the Chief looked a trifle non-plussed.
“That's a real interestin’ point, Mr. Plummer.” He paused
for a moment, then swung about to address Jonny. “And
how about you, Doctor? You helped move the remains—
didn’'t you?”" i

“Yes | did,” Jonny answered quietly.

“And—do you recall seein’ anything in the dead wo-
man’s hand?”

The—

HERE was a pause. Jonn¥_ stared down at his empty

glass.  Then, for the first time since the Chief had beé-
. grl]m his revelations, Jonny looked _L(ij—looked straight
into the Chief's narrowed eyes—and said: i

“Yes, as a matter of fact, | do remember seeing—some-
thing clasped in Minna's hand. | didn't examine it, of
course, since | knew that eve(l;ythmg must be left undis-
turbed until the—police arrived.” A

The Chief took a long breath, threw back his shoulders,
and surveyed us triumphantly. o

“Well—" he said, “that's more like it. As a matter of
fact,” he looked slightly ’\a}Pologetlc, “1 didn't notice that
there was anything in Minna's hand myself—until we
came to move the body. You see,” he exhibited the much-
creased letter, “this was folded up so tight that it didn't
show much. But when we started to lift the remains—I
seen that her hand was folded tight on somethin'—and
when Lopened it to have a look—there was the letter, sure
enough!”

Ingthe moment which followed | saw Smith Plummer
start forward in his chair—open his mouth—and then
close it again. | saw the look of relief that swept across
Evelyn Tucker's face as she leaned back and closed her
eyes. And | saw the glance that passed between Irene
and Jake Lecky. But no one spoke.
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Jonny, his gray eyes clear and untroubled, continued to
look straight at the "Chief.

And lke, on the porch railing, remained intent upon the
twirling blade of grass between his fingers.

XX

“TW TOW _that we got that point cleared up,” said the
Chief blandly, “there ain't but one thing left,
X ™ and that's the business about the spirit photos.”
Everyone looked expectant.

“Do you know who did that, too?” Mrs. Lynn sat for-
ward—apparently ready to turn her indignation upon the
gml&}/ person. .

“Now, take it easy, lady.” The Chief seemed amused by
Mrs. Lynn's bristling anger. “Because you're not gonna
get a chance to tell this person what you think of 'em.

“And why not?” .

_“She's dead,” said the Chief, and took an extra large
bite of his sandwich.

“For cat's sake, Chief,” Ted protested impulsively, “you
aren’'t going to pin that on poor Madeline too, are you?”

“No, I'm not,” the Chief looked nettled. “I ain't pinnin’'
anything on anybody, young man. I'm just tellin’ you
what's_as plain” as the nose on your face—and if you
don't like what | figure out—you can just wait and see if
the coroner's jury don't believe me.” .

“Oh—but 1" do believe you, Chief,” Ted was instantly
apologetic. “1—I think your solution of all this has been
—truly remarkable.” i .

“And so do I, Chief,” Patsy chimed in earnestly. “Please
go on.” . . o ]

“Well, I will,” the Chief looked somewhat mollified, “if
you'll quit mterruﬁtm’ and give me a chance. What | was
gonna say was that | got good proof that this Minna
dame was the one that drew them fake plates and slipped
‘'em in with the other slides.”

“Minna—?" Evelyn leaned forward.

“Yeah, Minna,” the_ Chief nodded. “And the proof I've
got is this.” From his coat pocket he produced a small
package, wrapped in a rather bedraggled handkerchief.

“Now what 1 got here—" he was unwrapping the small
package carefully, “is a fork.” .

A fork. Suddenly | sprang forward to start at it.

“A fork?” | demanded. “A silver fork?”

“Say—" the Chief Faused to regard me in amazement.
“What's eatin’ you all of a sudden?”

“Why—nothing—" 1 sank back L%pon my chair, much
as Smith Plummer had done a few minutes earlier.
“Nothing, only—" | struggled for a plausible excuse. “A

—a fork is such an odd sort of clue.” i

This, fortunately, appeared to strike a responsive chord
in the Chief. o

“Yeah,” he nodded s%gely, “you said it, little lady. 1
thought it was kinda odd myself—and | don't mind saYln'
it took me a while to figure_ it out—but | got it finally.”
He displayed his trophy with pride. “Y’See,” said the
Chief, “the thing you got to notice is the stuff on the
prongs here—" "Hé thrust the fork toward me, and | ob-
served a whitish substance which clung to the silver tines.
“Do you see that?” he demanded.

| nodded. “But—what is it?”

“Gelatine.”

“Gelatine?”

“Yeah—the same stuff that's on those lantern slides.”

“Y’see,” the Chief explained, “it was this fork here
that was used to draw the two fake pictures.”

“And you believe that it was Minna who drew them?”

“l sure do.” The Chief wrapped his treasure up once
more and returned it carefully to_his pocket.

_“But—why Minna?” For the life of me | could not re-
sist the question, as | recalled seeing the fork—I was
morally certain that it was the same fork—on the floor of
the hall outside Madeline's room. .

“Why Minna?” the Chief echoed my question thought-
fully. *Well—T'll tell you why Minna. For one thing—I
found the fork hid away in her room—and for another
thing 1 had me a little talk with the hired girl.” i

“Carrie?” Patsy sat up in sudden interest. “What did
Carrie have to do with it?”

“Just this,” said the Chief. “She told me that two trays
was sent upstairs last night for dinner. One went to Miss
Page, who wasn't feelin’ good, and the other was for
Minna. When the trays come down again the girl says
she noticed that theré was a fork missin’ from one of
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'em—and that one was Minna's. Now. do you get it?”

“But the lighter—" Mrs. Lynn objected. he lighter
with the initial P that was found in my room. How do
you account for that, Chief?” . o

“It was nothin’ but a plant,” said the Chief firmly. “I
seen that right from the start._ In the first place, it didn't
belong to Dr. Page, like you said. It was his sister’'s. And
there’s two ways of accountin’ for how it got into your
room. Either ‘Minna planted it there—hopin’ to make
either Miss PaPe or the Doctor get the blame for changin’
the slides, or else Miss Page dropped it there herself when
she went into Kour room “and found out that somebody'd
been foolin' with the spirit photos.” i

“But either way,” Mrs. Lynn shook her head, “it really
doesn't make sense.” .

“No,” the Chief sighed, “I know it don't. But as far as
| can see there ain't much sense in any of this case. Any-
ways, I've done my best—and at least I found out who
done the murderin’> | guess the jury’ll be glad enough to
leave it go at that.” ith a final nod, the Chief strode
across the porch, took up his battered hat, and clamped it
f|rm\l)/ on his head.

“You—you're not going—?"

The Chief eyed him calmly.

“Sure, I'm goin’. There’s hothin’ more for me to do.”

“But—are we all quite free, then?”

“Well—you've gotta be at the inquest—just as a matter
of form, y'’know.” So mind you all stick ‘around. But in
the meantime,” he lifted his hat and bowed, “I'm biddin’
you folks good—daé."_ i i

Not until the Chief, accompanied by his two troopers,
was well on the way down the gravel drive did any of us
ra%y from the surprise of his abrupt departure.

nly once, in the confused and excited babble of talk
that followed, did anyone voice the doubt that loomed_in
all our minds. It waS Smith Plummer who expressed it.

“Look here,” he was very earnest, “lI don't want to be
a_wet blanket—but how can the Chief possibly get away
with that explanation of his? He's leaving too much out.
What about Miss Page’'s secret marriage—and the—the
white thing that Miss Irene saw moving in the hall—and
the person ‘who jumped at her in Minna’s room and smoth-
ered her? What,” he blinked his owl eyes solemnly, “about
all those things?” .

It was Jonny himself who broke the tense silence that
followed Smith' Plummer’s protest.

“1 think,” said Jonny steadily, “that we've all been
under a pretty bad strain—and ‘we've imagined a lot of
things that aren’t quite—accurate. It seems to me that
the best thing we can do now is to accept the Chief's
solution of the case and say no more about it—at least
until the time of the inquest. If the Coroner's jury de-
cides then that the case is—closed—" Jonny's voice shook
ever so_slightly, then he rallied, “I think we ought also
to consider it—closed. Does that sound sensible?” His
gra}l eyes rested upon each of us in turn, .

“1s there—any objection?” Jonny's voice was quiet.

“No objections, Jon.” Ted put out his hand impulsively.
“Your mation is carried—and the case is closed.” ]

I saw Jonny g‘l;\llﬁ_ Ted's hand—a gr_llp so tight that his
knuckles showed wnite. 1 saw Evelyn Tucker take Jonny's
other hand. | saw Irene and Jake beaming foolishly “at
each other. | saw Smith Plummer blink once behind his
glasses—and then look content. | sawr Mrs. Lynn nod. |
Saw Patsy’'s smile. | saw_lke twirling his blade of grass.

“Here's to the Chief,” Jake raised his glass, “the only
one of us who has the sense God gave a mouse.”

With that toast the case was informally closed.

Ted rose uncertainly.

* - * - - - *

Three days later the Coroner’s jury confirmed ourjud?—
ment, and “the Chief's ability as a sleuth, by officially
accepting his solution of the wilful and premeditated mur-
der of Minna Briggs—and of the subsequent death from
heart failure of Madeline Page, the murderess. And that,
incredibly enough, was that.

XXl

F Mr. Tucker had not been so lavish with the cham-
I pagne at his daughter Evelyn’'s weddmg, | doubt if I
should ever have discovered the truth about what hap-
pened that night at Patsy’'s house party. But cham-
pagne there was—and very good it was—and by the time
we had drunk everyone’s "health, I found it necessary to
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retreat to the conservatory in order that I might indulge
myself in a good old-fashioned cry. Nor was the cham-
pagne the solé cause of my melancholy fit. After all, Jonny
made a very handsome groom, and séeing him so radiantly
happy made me feel excessively maternal, romantic, and
generally sentimental. i i

But 1" had no sooner settled myself behind a shelterin
rubber plant, produced quite ‘inadequate handkerchief,
and screwed up my face for the first luxurious sniff, than
a voice at elbow addressed me with startling suddenness.

“1 guess this is kind of tough on you, isn't 1t?” i
| choked back the sniff, and turned to find myself looking
into the face of lke.

“Oh,” | said, “it's you, lke.”

“Yep,” he said, “it's me.” . .

For some moments we sat in silence. Then | sighed.

“It was a lovely wedding.”

“Yep,” Ike's sigh echoed™ mine.

of sad, though.”
“Why sadg Ike?”
‘1 1 TELL—" he shook his head, “I just get to thinking
Vy sometimes. You know, Miss Belmont,” he hitche
his chair closer to me and waxed suddenly confiden-

tial, “if it wasn't for you and me—there wouldn't have
been any wedding.”

“It makes me feel kind

“l mean,” said lke, “there wouldn't have been any
groom.”
| stared. “No—Jonny?”

“No Jonny,” said Ike. i
_“You mean, Ike,” slowly my fuzzy wits began to func-
tion, “about the—the murder and all?”

“Sure,” said Ike. “If it hadn't been for you and me—"
he shrugged, “well, I guess the great Dr. Jonathan Page
would be cooped up in a cell wearing a striped suit—in-
stead of marching up a church aisle in striped pants.”

“lke,” | said, “you know how I feel about Jonny----—-
\Ar/1ell7" I plucked up courage, “will you tell me—the truth,
then?”

“Don't you know the truth?”

“l—I've never been sure, lke.” .

“There’'s not so much to know," Ike shook his head.
was a pretty bad egg.”

“You mean— Ma eline?”

“lke—" 1 summoned all my strength.
—Xkill her?”

ke took one long breath.

“No,” he said.

| closed my eyes.

“Thank God for that.” . i .

When | opened my eyes again lke was looking straight

“She

“ lke—did Jonny

at me.

“I'm sorry,” he said. His expressionless voice was curi-
ously softened. “I guess | really should have told you
sooner.”

“ that's all right.” | made a feeble gesture of re-
assurance. “l should have known, really, that Jonny
couldn’'t have done a thing_ like that. But—it was all so
strange—1 couldn't help being afraid--—- T

“Sure,” Ike nodded, then looked away again.

After a moment | ventured one more question.

“|ke—who was it?”

Very deliberately, lke reached over my shoulder and
plucked a leaf from the big rubber plant ‘which sheltered
me. He twirled the leaf between his fingers, and | saw
that his hand was not quite steady.

“lke—" 1 bent forward, “do you know?”

He nodded.

“Who was it, then?” i

For an answer lke merelly spread his hands and looked
down at them in silence. followed his glance, and as |
watched | saw the lean brown fingers tighten and curl.

“I'm_drunk,” said lke at last, “or | wouldn't tell you
this. But | ?uess, at that, you've got a right to know.”
Suddenly he faced me. “I killed her.” i .

_For one long, incredulous minute T stared straight into
his eyes, then slowly my gaze traveled downward, and
saw that the leaf ‘'was crushed between lke’s clenched

fm%e{rs. A 3
“You_killed Madeline Page?”
Ike did not speak.
“You're not just saying that—to {)rptect Jonny?”
Ike made a sudden“sound. Something between a snort
and a laugh. .
“I'll go"you one better than that,” he said.
woman to protect him.”

“1 killed a
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My mind raced back over the events of that far-off
summer night in vain effort to understand the cryptic
words. But | could not see the meaning.

“1 don't understand,” | shook my head. “Why should
you kill Madeline to protect Jonny?~ Why?”

“Because,” said lke, “if 1 hadn't done it—Dr. Page was
gmr&to kill her himself.”

“Oh, no—" | protested, “that can't be true, lke. Jonny
was devoted to Madeline—you must be wrong. Why in
heaven’s name should he want to kill his sister?”

“That's just it,” said lke. “He was devoted to her—
that's why he thought he had to kill her—and | knew he'd
do it, too, even though it would have cost him his career
and his marriage and everything that mattered to him. |
knew he'd go through with’it no matter what it cost him—
becauﬁée he thought he ought to, and that's the kind of a
gu .

“But Ike—" | spread my hands helplessly, “what you're
saying just doesn't make any sense.”

O,” said lke slowly, “I suppose it doesn't.” He drew a

N long, weary breath. “Listen.” He drew his chair

closer to mine. “Listen—and I'll tell you the whole

damn thing.. You said a minute ago that Dr. Page was

devoted to his sister—you know that he always insisted on
being near her--—- 7

| nodded.

“Well—there was a reason for that, and the same reason
made him think he had to murder her.”

“What reason, lke? Do you know that too?”

Ike countered with a sudden question. *“How much,” he
asked, “do you know about the Page family?”

“Why—not very much. Jonny's mother was dead before
| knew them at all. Jon and Madeline used to live with
their father—and now he's dead too.” .

“They never told you, then, that Madeline was only
a half Sister to the doctor?”

No—" | drew back in amazement. i
“1 thought not. They kept it pre quiet, | guess.
You see, Dr. Page's own mother was de but his father's

first wife, the woman who was Madeline’'s mother, lived
until a couple of years ago.”

“But where—?" i

““In an gsylum," said Ike.

“And that,” lke went on, “was why Dr. Page never al-
lowed Madeline to be away from him—and why he had
her secret marriage to Jake Lecky annulled—and why he
finally came to believe that he must kill her.”

Slowly the full meaning of Ike's words dawned on nme.

“Then you are saying that Madeline Page was—insane?”

“Not actually,” Said lke, “until the last few days of
her life. But 'she was never absolutely normal, and Dr.
Page had known for years that some day she would go—
ust like her mother did. When he found out about the
hreats she’d been making against Evelyn, Doctor knew
that it was the beginning of the end. . . .”

“Jonny knew about Madeline’s plot to kidnap Evelyn?”

Ike nodded.

“But_how----—- 7" .

“1 told him,” said lke calmly, “that evening when we
got to your sister's house.” .

“But 'why didn't you do something then? Why couldn’'t
you have prevented her from killing Minna?” .

“We did our best,” ke sighed. “And don't think we didn't
try. But our first job was to protect Evelyn—and that's
how Minna lost her life.”

“I'm afraid | still don't understand.” | shook my head.

“No? Well—I'll tell you. You see, Dr. Page and | had
the whole thing out tha nlght_ after dinner. 1 told him that
his sister had been threatening Evelyn—and that some-
thing would have to be done about it right away. He

agreed, of course, but he asked me to givé him one more
night. After that, he promised, eve_rc){gm_ng would be all
right. ‘All you have to_do,’ he said, ‘is to make sure

that Evelyn will be safe—just for tonig'ht_.‘ | asked him to
let me take care of Madeline—but he 'said, ‘No, that's my
job.. r:’ve always known I'd have to do it—and I'll do it—
tonight."”

“And you believe,” as lke stopped speaking, | leaned
forward “breathlessly, “you believe that Jonny meant he
was g{gmg to—kill Madeéline?” i .

“1 know that's what he meant,” lke spoke with quiet
conviction.

“Did Jonny actually tell you?” o

Ike looked at me for a long time in silence. =

“Yes,” he said at last, “he told me. He said it was
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his job—and | believed him. You see, Miss Belmont, he
told” me what it had been like—those years when Mad-
eline’s mother was in the asylum. He knew Madeline was
headed for the same thing—and he believed that his way
was the better way.”

“Did you agree with him, lke? Did you think it right—
to murder a woman?” i .

“l—don't know,” said lIke slowly. It was the first time
I had heard him speak without conviction. “I don't_know—
what | thought. But, you see, it wasn't my business to
decide what was right or wronct;. The point ‘was that Dr.
Page was absolutely convinced that it was his duty to end
his” sister’s life peacefuaI[I}/, rather than have her live for
years as her mother had. And he was ready to do it—
openly and honestly—even though he knew that the conse-
quences would finish his career and his marrla(};]e. That
was the way the proposition was put up to me that night.
It didn't matter what | believed was right—it was a ques-
tion_of letting Dr. Page sacrifice everything, or_of doing
the job myself. After all,” lke’s thin lips twisted in a curi-
ous smile; “I had little enough to lose—compared to the
Doctor.. And besides, it was my job to look out for Evelyn,
and | figured it was part of n&y Job to keep Dr. Page from
committing murder.  So | did.” .

There was not a trace of the heroic in Ike’s quiet speech,
but suddenly | found my eyes full of tears.

“That was very brave of you, lke,” | said. .

“Maybe,” lke sounded unimpressed. “Or maybe just
crazy—I don't know. But when you look after a girl from
the time she’s just a kid, like I did Evelyn, and see her
get one lousy break after another out of life—you_don't
just sit back and let her one big chance get crabbed if you
can help it. Anyway,” his tone was suddenly brisk,” 1

did it.
“lke, did Jonn¥] know what you were doing?”

Ike shook his head. . i
“He may have suspected after it was done,” he said, “but
he certainly didn’'t know it at the time.”

“You're sure of that?” i

“Dead sure. Otherwise he'd never have given her that
hypodermic.” .

“Hypodermic?” | stared. o

“Yep,” said lke calmly. “That's how I did it.”

“What do you mean?’

1 mean,” Said lke, “that when Dr. Page thought he was
giving his sister a dose of strychnine to brln? er around
after she was found unconscious, he was really giving her
a double shot of adrenalin. And that amount of ‘adrenalin,
as the Doctor knew, was absolutely sure to be fatal to a
person with a heart like Madeline's.”

“ ” | drew back sharply, “then you mean that the
hypodermic that we all watched Jonny give to Madeline
was—was actually what killed her?”

“l do,” said lke, “but remember—Dr. Page thought he
was ?]lvmg her strychnine—which probably would have
brought her around "all right. It wasn't until after she'd
had the dose—and her héart began to fail—that he was
really alarmed. What he thought then, | don't know. |
don't suppose we'll ever know.” But nothing could have
saved her then.” .

“1 still don’t understand,” 1 said, “how Jonny could
ever have made such a mistake without knowing 1t.”

“AT'HAT,” said ke, “is where | came in. You see, |

I simply exchanﬁed _the two stimulants that were in Dr.

Page’s kit. _ The little glass ampoules aren't labeled—

and it was a simple matter to put the one containing
adrenalin into the box labeled strychnine”

“And yet—" | found one more objection, “the other doc-
tor—Dr.” Jenks—must have realizéd that Madeline had
been given the wrong stimulant. And you remember he
testified at the inquest. . . .” .

“Sure, |1 remember. But the old codger was so taken in
by the great Dr. Page that he never thought to doubt the
treatment Madeline "had been given. e reactions of
strgchnme and adrenalin are very much alike—and he
hadn't the _s_llghtest reason to suspect Dr. Page. So he
simply testified, honestly enough, that Dr. Page had done
evel hlng possible to revive his sister—but that the orig-
inal “shock nad been too great for her weak heart. And
tnat," Ike's tone was just as expressionless as ever, “was
that.”

“Are you sorry you did it, Ike?”

“What do you think I am?” he asked. “It was a rotten
thing to havé to do—but it was me or the Doctor—and if |
had to choose again—I wouldn’t ch_ange my mind.”

“Even at the price of Minna's life?”
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The Mad Murder Party

“Some things,” said lke, “cost a lot—and Minna’s life
was the price of this wedding.”

“But how—how utterly unnecessary,” | protested sud-
denly. “You knew that™ Madeline was insane—you must
have known that Minna was risking her life when”she slept
in Evelyn's room that night. n heaven's name, why
couldn’'t’you have warned her at least to lock her door . . . ?”

“Oh—" said lke, “but Minna wasn't killed in her room.”

“She wasn't?”

“But—the letter from Madeline-—--"

“1 planted that letter,” said lke calmly. “Smith Plummer
was right when he said that there was™ nothing in. Minna’'s
hand when he lifted her onto the bed. | slipped it in her
fist right under the Chief's eye—the big cluck.”

“Where did you find the letter then?”

ke tapp(re]d his forehead.

“Here,” id. .
“You—forged 1t?” | leaned forward in sheer amaze-
ment. “Why—it was exactly like those other letters from

Madeline—the jury never had a single doubt but what she
wrote it ”

“Well—""lke waved aside my excitement with a modest
gesture, “you see, Miss Belmont, a long while ago | had
some practice in that line.” . .

“Then you planted the whole case against Madeline?”

“Sure, 1 did,” despite his customary indifference, a note
orf] prid% crept into lke's voice. “I had to—or elae,” he
shrugged.

A?r?d Madeline didn’t _realg intend to kill Evelyn?”

“No,” said ke, "Madeline Page killed the wrong person
when she stabbed Minna in the dark—but she didn't think
it was Evelyn.”

"Then who . . . t" . .
“She thought,” said lke, “that she was killing your sis-
ter—Miss lrene.” . .
“Oh—oh, but why should Madeline want to kill Irene?”
“Because your sister and Jake Lecky were planning to
get married. You see, Miss Belmont, Madeline Page never
ot over the fact that her brother had her marriage to
ecky annulled. Of course, knowing her history, Dr. Page
had to do it—but | guess that was the spark that finally
unbalanced Madeline’'s mind.  When she understood that
she could never marry, Madeline Page took an insane reso-
lution that no one else should marry, either. That's why,
of course, she tried so hard to break up the engagement
of Dr._P%ge and Evelyn. And above all things she was
determined that Jake Lecky and your sister should never
marry. Do you see what | ‘'mean, Miss Belmont?” _
“l1—think,” 1 nodded slowly, "that I'm beginnin
see. But why—how could Madeline have mistaken
for, lrene?” . . .
“Because,” said lke, “she found Minna in Jake Lecky's

to—
inna

room.” .
“Minna—in Jake Lecky's room?
Ike nodded. . .
“That's where Minna was killed, he said.

“i TOU see,” lke went on calmly.
Y the linen closet just outside of Madeline’s room, where
x she could keep "a watch on the door. Knowing that
Madeline was pretty well off her trolllaf—and liable to get
violent, Dr. Page and | agreed that Minna would have to
stand ?uard that night. Minna, of course, was used to that
sort of thing—she and | have had to guard Evelyn more
than once—and she was directed to lock Madeliné in her
room in case the girl started any monkey business. Evi-
dently there was some sort of trouble—although I've never
known exactly what happened. . 3
“1 think T know,” T put in hastily. Madeline heard
Irene in Jake’'s room—and evidently that was what set
her off. Irene told me that Madeline”came to the door and
said_some rather queer things.” .
“Oh, so that was it,” Ike nodded. “I might have known
that sister of yours would_be at the bottom of the trouble.
Well, anyway, | guess Minna must have locked Madeline
in after she went back to her room—but the girl was too
smart to let that stop her. After your sister had left,
Madeline came into Lecky's room through the window—
with_the knife she had swiped from her brother’s surgical
kit in her hand—and God knows what murder in~ her
insane mind. Minna, in the hall outside, must have heard
her arguing with Lecky—probably insisting that your sister
was still hidden there—and when Minna stepped into the
room Miss Page turned on her, in the dark, of course, and
struck out with that ungodly sharp knife. One blow was
enough—it caught Minna just below the ear . . .

“1'd posted Minna in
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“And you believe,” | asked faintly, “that Madeline
thought she was killing Irene?”

“1°do,” Ike nodded, ™because Jake Lecky told me what
she said—just as she struck.” i

“What—did she say?” | scarcely breathed the question.
_“She said, ‘If 1 can't have Jake—you'll never have him,
either’ And then—" Ilke sighed heavily, “Madeline Page
fainted dead away.”

“What—did he” do?”

“As a matter of fact,” said lke, “he got out of it pretty
well.  Somehow he managed to get Madeline back to her
own room, through the window again, and put her in bed.
But even with his strength, Lecky couldn't have carried
Minna—so he took the sheets from his bed and dragged
her down the hall. Then he went back to bed—and pre-
tended to sleep through the excitement that broke out
later when Madeline came halfway out of her faint and
began to pound on the wall.”

And Irene—?”

“r | 'HAT was bad.” lke shook his head. “You see, she
came out of her room just when Lecky was taking
Minna’s body down the hall. It must have given Jake
a mean turn, but he had the presence of mind to ask Irene
to hide the sheets—and that gave him enough time to drag
Minna into her room and leave her there.” If your sister
had only stayed in her own room then, nothing would have
happened to her—but of course she had to come snoopm%
down the hall again—and she got to Minna's room jus
when Dr. Page was there.”

“Then it really was Jonny who—smothered her?”

“He had to,” said lIke. "It was either that—or being
discovered in the room with Minna’s body, because your
sister was sure to raise a row.”.

“And—is that all?” | asked faintly.

“That's all,” said lke. i .

For sometime we sat quite still—I in a dazed and won-
dering silence, lke impassive as always. From the rooms
beyond us came sounds of gaiety as the wedding party
waxed increasingly hilarious.

“You might call it,” | said at last, “the prelude to a
wedding.”
~ “Yep,” said lke, “you might. And I guess, if we only knew
it, there are plenty of weddings with more behind 'em
than lace and orange-blossoms. “As a matter of fact, this
whole business didn’t turn out so badly after all. Madeline
Page is_better off now than she would ever have been alive
—and Evelyn and the Doctor are happy. Everybody's
hapf)y, | guess, except you and me—and maybe Minna.”

“I'm happy,” | managed a small smile, “and terribly
grateful to %/ou, |ke, for saving Jonny.”

“Oh—that’s all right,” said Tke. ‘“He deserved a break.
He must have had a tough time. Come to think of it, I
guess I'll be happy too—once | get it over with.” .

As he spoke, |ke rose and turned to go. But something
about his eyes made me reach for his arm in sudden fear.

_“rlllg)e—tel me, what do you mean—once you get it over
with?”

He paused to look down at me for a long moment, then
he looked away.

“You didn't think,” he said q}uietly, “that 1 could let
things stand—the way thely are?” .

“You mean,” | asked slowly, “that you're going to—
confess what you did?”

“l mean,” said lke, “that I've got a letter here,” he
tanped his pocket, “for the police. "And I'm going to mail
it tonight—as soon as Evelyn and the Doctor start on their
honeymoon.” i
_ “Oh—Ilke,” in spite of myself I could not help Erotest—
ing. “Surely you're not going to give yourself up?”

“Not quite that,” lke smiled a little.
going to mail the letter.”

“But what will you do then?”

“Disappear,” sadd lke.

“l said | was

“They'll find_a/ou, Ike—they surely will.”
“Maybe,” said lke, “and maybe hot. They never have
before. But anyway, don't worry about me.” He took

my hand which still lay on his arm, and shook it warmly.
“I've done my job,” said lke. “So long.”
As he reached the door he turned around to

at me.

“What about you?” he asked. i

“Don’t worry about me.” | fumbled hastily for my hand-
kerchief. “I'm only going to have my cry. I—I always
cry at a wedding.” i i

‘1 know how it is, sister,” said lke. “Sometimes | feel
that way myself.”

look
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Ivory-and-green TABLE DISHES
you can use in the OVEN/ too!

OVENSERVE is its name. It's
a soft ivory in color, hand deco-
rated in leaf green. And every
last piece of it—even the cups,
saucers and plates— is built to
stand oven heat. There have
never been double-use table
dishes like these before.

You can bake a pie in the pie
plate, for example... and pop it
happily from oven to table. You
can use the little shallow shirred
egg dishes, the cute one-handled
French serving casseroles, the
platters, bowls and all the rest
of these pretty table dishes for
baking custards and meat loaf,
creamed dishes, desserts or what

have you. Out they come from
the oven, onto the table they go.

Saves washing pots. And the
dishes themselves are easy to
wash. No scraping, no scouring.
Soap, hot water, that's all.

Note also their convenient
shapes and sizes . . . handy for
parking things in the refrigerator.

Price? Just a fraction of the
cost of the kitchen ovenwares
you know about.

HAM and CAULIFLOWER BAKE

1 small cauliflower (cooked)

1\V2 cups cracker crumbs

1Vicups cooked ham (chopped)

Salt and pepper

3 tbsps. butter
Separate cauliflower into flowerets. Butter
OVENSERVE round baking dish and arrange

1% cups milk

alternate layers of crackers, cauliflower, ham.
Season, dot with butter and pour milk over all.
Bake in a hot oven (425° F.) 25—30 minutes*
Lift dish direct from oven to table.

IVORY-AND-PLATINUM DINNER SET—
This stunning new dinner set is in gleaming
ivory with design in platinum. Rich looking,
yet almost classic in its simplicity1 Open stock,
of course. Sold by the individual piece. Make
your own selection.

To Withstand Change! of
nand Refrigerator Temperatures”

OVENSERVE

1Ware for Table Service™
iThe Homer La-fhlin Chin* Co. ,

SOLD AT MANY F. W. WOOLWORTH CO.
FIVE AND TEN CENT STORES



SHE HAS SCALED 90 MAJOR PEAKS! Slender, but a marvel of endurance and
energy, Miss Georgia Engelhard says: "When people tell me of being tired out, or
lacking 'pep/ | don't know of better advice to give than, 'Get a lift with a CamelS ”

YOU'LL ENJOY

this thrilling response in your flow of energy!

Miss Georgia Engelhard, cham-
pion woman mountain climber,
knows what it is to need energy...
quickly. In light of the recent sci-
entific confirmation of the “"ener-
gizing effect” in Camels, note what
Miss Engelhard says:

"Mountain climbing is great
sport, but it taxes your stamina to
the limit. Plenty of times up there

above the timber line, within a
short climb of the goal, | have
thought, 'l can't go another step.’
Then 1 call a halt and smoke a
Camel.

"It has been proved true over
and over that a Camel picks me up
in just a few minutes and gives me
the energy to push on.”

There is a thrilling sense of

Camels

well-being in smoking a Camel and
feeling a quick, delightful increase
in your flow of energy.

You'll like Camel's matchless
blend of costlier tobaccos. Mild—
but never flat or "sweetish”— never
tiresome in taste. You'll feel like
smoking more. And with Camels,
you will find that steady smoking
does not jangle the nerves.

are made from finer, MORE

EXPENSIVE TOBACCOS—Turkish and
Domestic—than any other popular brand.

“GelaLIU
with a Camel!”

Copyright, 1934. R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Company



